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CHAPTER XLI-Continued.
"Meanwhile," he thought, and no

only thought, but said, too-"meanwhile
I am on the world."

Up to this, ahe had allowed him a
small yearly income. Father Luke
whose judgment on al thinga relating tc
Continental life was unimpeachable, bad
told her that anythng like the reputa
tion of being well off or connected with
wealthy people would lead a young man
into ruin in the Austrian service; that
with a mum of 3,C00 francs per annum-
about £120-he would be in possession
of something like the double of his pay
or rather more, and that with this he
would be able te have ail the necessaries
and many of the comforts of his station,
and Bti not be a mark for that high play
and reckless style of living that certain
young Hungarians of family and large
fortune affected; and so far the priest
was correct, for the young Gorman was
wasteful and extravagant from disposi-
tion, and his quarter's allowance disap-
peared almost when it came. His money
out, lie feli back at once te the penuri-
oeus habits eof the poorest subaltern about
him, and lived on hie florin-and-half per
diem till h isresources eme round
again. He hoped-of coursehe hoped-
that tis momentary fit of temper
would not extend to stopping his allow-
ance.

''She knows as well as any one," mut-
tered lie, "that though the baker's son
from Prague, or the Amtmann's nephew
frorn a Bavarian Dorf, may manage tu
' corne tbrough' wth his pay, the young
Euglishmat cannot. I can neither piece
my owin overalls, nor foxswears tockngs,
nor can I persuade my stontachl that iL
has haci a fuli me by tightening my
girth-strap> three or four holes.

"I'd go down to the ranks to-morrow
rather tiuan live the life of struggle and
contrivanice that reduces a nsu ta play
ing a dreary game with himeelf, by
which, while he feels like a pauper, he
has to fancy he felt like a gentleman.
No, no; l'il none of this. Scores eof bet-
ter men have served in the ranks. I';l
just change my reginient. By a lucky
chance, I don't kuow a iman in the Wal-
moden Cuirassiers. l'il join them, and
Inobody will ever be the wiser."

There is a class of men who go through
life building very sniail castles, and "re
no more discouraged by the frailty of the
architecture than is a child with bis Loy-
louse. This was Gorman's case; and
now that he had found a solution of his
difficulties in the Wamoden Cuirassiers,
be really dressed for dinner in very tol
erable spirite. " It's droil enough," he
thought, "to go down to dine among ail
these 'swells' and to think tbat the fel-
low behind. my chair is better off than
mysel! I" The very uncertainty of his
fate aupplied excitement to his spirits,
for it is among the privileges of the
young that mere flurry can be pleasur-
able.

When Gorman reached the drawing-
room he found only one person. This
was a young man in a shooting-coat,
who, deep in the recess of a comfortable
arm-chair, sat with the lima at his feet,
and to ail appearance as if half doing.

He looked around, however, as young
O'Shea came forward, and said, careless-
ly, "I suppose it's time te go and dress-
if I could."

O'Shea making no reply, the other
added, "That in, if I have not overslept
dinner altogether."

"I hope not, sincerely," rejoined the
other, "or I shallibe a partuer in the
miafortune."

"Ah, you're the Austrian," said Wal-
pole, as he stuck his glass in bis eye and
urveyed him.
"Yes; and you're the private secre-

tary of the governor."
"Only we don't call him governor. We

say vioeroy here."
'With all my beart, viceroy be it."
There was a pause now, each, as it

were, standing on bis guard to resent
any liberty of te other. At last Wal-
pole saidi: "I don'tL think you were in
the hose when that stupid stipendiary
fellow called here this morning ?"

"No ; I[wa strolling across the fields.
Ho came 'with the police> I suppose ?"

"Yeu, he came on the Lrack et morne
Fenian leader-a droll theught enough
-aywhere out of Ireland to seare#~ for a
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rebel under a magistrata's rooe; not bu
. tbere was something still more Irish i

the incident."
"How was that 7" asked O'Shea, eager

'y,.
n "I chanced to be out walking with th
ladies when the escort came ; and a
they failed to find the man they wer
after, they proceeded to make diligen
search for his papers and letters. Tha

t taste for practical joking that seems ar
, instinct in this country suggestcd to Mr

Kearney to direct the fellows to m3
a room; and wbat do you think they hav
' done? Carried off bodily ail my bag
o gage, and lef t me with nothingbut th

clotbes I'm wearing 1"
V "What a lark I" cried O'Shea, laugh

hing
n 'Yes,-I take it that is the nationa

way te look at these things;;but that
passion for ,absurdity and tOr ludicrou8
situations has net the same hold.on us
English."

'"I know that. You are too well off to
be droll."

'Not exaotly that; but when we wanl
te laugh we go to the Adelphi." r.

"Heaven help you if you have ta pay
peopte te make fun for you In t"

Before Walpole could make rejoin
der, the door opened to admit the
ladies, closely followed by Mr. Kearney
and lJick.

''ot mine the fault if I disgrace your
dinner table by such a costume as this,'
cried Walpole.

"I'd bave given twenty pounds if
Lhey'd bave carried off yourself as the
rebel1" said the old man, shaking with
laughter. "But there's the soup on the
table. iTake my niece, Mr. Walpole.
Gorman, give your arm to my daughter.
Dick and I will brng up the rear."

CHAP 1ER XLII.
AN EVENING IN THE DRAWING-ROOM.
The fatalism of youth, unlike that of

age, is all rose colored. That which is
(oming, and is decreed to cone, cannot
be very disagreeable. This is the theory
of the young, and differs terribly from
the experiences of after life. Gorman
OShea bad gone to dinner with about as
nieavy a misfortune as could well befall
him, se far as hi. future in life was con-
cerned. All he looked forward to and
hoped for was lost te him: the aunt
who, for so many years, had stood to
him in place of all tamily, had suddenly
tbrown him off, and declared that she
would see him no more ; the allowance
she bad hitherto given him withdrawn,
, was impossible he could continue to

hold hie place in his regiment. Should
be determine fnot to retu.rn, il was de-
sertion ; should he go back, it must be
te declare tbat he was a ruined mai,
and could only serve in the ranks. These
were the thoughts he revolved while he
dressed for dinner, and dressed, let it be
owned, with peculiar care ; but when
the task had been accomplished, and he
descended to the drawing-room, sncb
was the elasticity of bis yourîg tempera-
ment, every tbought of coning evil was
merged in the sense of present enjoy-
ment, and the merry laughter which he
overbeard as lie opened the door obliter-
ated all notion that life bad anything
before him except what was agreeable
and pleasant.

"We want te know if you play cro-
quet, Mr. O'Shea ?" said Nina, as be en-
tered. "And we want alse te know, are
you a cavtain, or a drill-mnaster, or a
major ? You can scarcely be a colonel."

'Your last guesa I answer first. I am
only a lieutenant, and even that very
iately. As to croquet, if it be not your
foreign mode of pronouncing cricket, I
neyer even saw it."

"Ilt is not my foreign mode of pro-
nouncing cricket, Herr Lieutenant,"
said she, pertly, " but I gueased already
you had never heard of it."

"It is an out-of-door affair,"1 said Dick,
indolently, "nmade for the diffusion of
worked petticoats and Balmoral boots."

"I should say it is the game of bi-
liards brought down to universal suf-
frage and the million," liaped out Wal-
pole

"Faith," cried old Kearney, "'d say
it was just foot-ball with a stick."

"At ail events," said Kate, "'we pur-
pose to have a grand match to-morrow.
Mr. Walpole and I are against Nina and
Dick, and we are to draw lots for you,
Mr. O'Shea."

"My position, if I understand it aright,
is flot a fiattering one," said hie, Iaugh.
mng.

"We'il takre him," said Nina at once.
"l'il give him a private lesson lin the
mrnaring, and Tl answer for his peq

t formance. These creaturea," added she,
n in a whisper, " are so drilled in Austria,

you csn teach them anything."
r- Now, as the words were spoken, Gor-

man caught them, and drawing close to
e her-"I do hope 'il justify that flatter-
s ing opinion." But her only recognition
e was a look of alf-defiant astonishment
t at his boldness.
,t A very noisy discussion now ensued
n as to whether croquet was worthy to be
r. called a game or not, and what were its
y laws and rules-pointe which Gorman
e followed with due attention, but very

little profit; all Kate's good sense and
e clearness being cruelly dashed by Nina's

ingenious interruptions, and Walpole's
- attempts to be smart and witty, even

where opportunity scarcely offered the
l chance.
t "Next te looking on at the game,"
8 cried old Kearney at lat, "the most
s tiresome thing I know of is to hear it

Lalked over. Corne, Nina, and give me
a song."

"What shall it be, uncle 1" said she, as
t she opened the piano.

"Something Irish I'd say, if I were to
choose for myself. We've plenty ef old
,unes, Mr. Walpole," said Kearney,

- turning to that gentleman, "that rebel-
lion, as you call it, has never got hold of.
Tbere's 'Cuehla Macree' and the 'Cailan
deas cruidhte na Mba.'"

"Very like hard swearing that," said
Walpole to Nina, but his simper and
soft accent were only met by a cold,

f blank look, as though she had not under-
.stood his liberty in addressing her. In-

i deed, in ber distant manner and even
repellant coldness, there was what might
have disconcerted any composure les

, consummate than his own. It was,
however, evidently Walpole's aim ti as-
sume that she feit ler relation toward
him, and not altogether without some
cause, while she, on her part, desired to
repel the insinuation by a show of utter
indifference. She would willingly, in
this contingency, have encouraged her
cousin, Dick Kearney, and even led him
on to little displays of attention; but
Dick held aloof, as though not knowing
the meaning of this favourable turn to-
ward him. He would not he cheated by
coquetry. How many men are of this
teniper, and who never understand that
it is by surrendering ourselves to num
berles little voluntary deceptions of
this sort, we arrive at intimacies the
most real and most truthful.

She next tried Gorman, and hore ler
success wascomp ete. Ailthose wo-
luanlly lrettinesees, whicliare o nany
modes et diaplaying graceful attraction
of voice, look, gesture or attitude were
espec-aly dear to him. Not only they
gavebeauty its chief charm, but they
constituted a sort of game whose ad-
dress was quickness of eye, prompt re-
ply, and that refined tact that can follow
out one thought in a conversation just
as you follow a melody through a mass
of variations.

aeriapothe younîg soldier did not
yield himself the lees readily to these
captivations that Kate Kearney's man-
ner toward him was studiously cold and
ceremonious.

"The other girl is more like the old
friend," muttered he, as he chatted on
with her about Rome and Florence and
Venice, imperceptibly gliding into the
language which the names of places
suggested.

"If snyone had told me that Iever could
have talked thus freely and openly with
an Austrian soldier, I'd not have be.
lieved him," said she, at length, "for
all my.sympathies in Italy were with
the national party."

"But we were not 'the Barbari' in
your recollection, mademoiselle," said
he. " We were out f Italy before you
could have any feeling for either party?"

"The tradition of all your cruelties
has survived you; and I am sure if you
were wearing your white coat still, Id
bate you."

" You are giving me another reason to
ask for a longer leave of absence." said
he, bowing courteously.

"And this leave of yours, how long
does it last ?"

"I am afraid to own to myself. _Wed-
nesday fortnight is the end of it ; that
is, if gives me four days after that to
reach Vienna."

"And, presenting yourself in humble
guise before your colonel, to say, 'Ici
melde mich gehorsamst." -

"Net exactly that, but something liko
't.".
- "'il lie the Herr Oberst Lieutenant,
said she, laughing; "se corne forwar
now, and clap your heels together, an

let us hear how yod utter your few syl-
lables me true abject fashion. lil sit
here and receive you." As she spoke
she threw herself into an arm-chair,
and, assuming a look of intense hauteur
and defiance, affected to stroke an ima-
ginary moustache with one hand, while
with the other she waved a haughty
geature of welcome.

'I have.outstaid my leave," muttered
Gorman, in a tremulous tone . "I hope
my colonel, with that bland mercy
which characterizes him, will forgive
my fault, and let me ask his pardon."
And with this, he knelt down on one
knee before ber and kissed her hand.

"What liberties are these, air ?" cried
she, se angrily that it was not easy to
eay whether the anger was not real.

"it i the latest rule introduced into
our service," said he, with mock ha-
mility.

"sl that a comedy they are acting
yonder," said Walpole, "or is it a pro-
verb ?"

"Whatever the drama," replied Kate,
coldly, " I don't tbink they want a pub-
lic."

"You may go back to your duty, Herr
Lieutenant,' said Nina, proudly, and
with a sigficant glance toward Kate.
"Indeed, I suspect you have been rather
neglecting it of late." And with this
she sailed majestically away toward the
end of the room.

"I wish I could provoke even that
much of jealousy from the other," mut-
tered t;. riman to ihimself, as he bit his
lip in paeiun. And certainly, if a look
and manner of calm unconcern meant
anything, there was little that seemed
less likely.

."I am glad you are going te the piano,
Nina," said Kate. "Mr. Walpole lias
been asking me by what artifice you
could be induced to sing something of
Mendelssohn."

"I am going to sing an Irish ballad for
that Austrian patriot, who, like hisna-
tional poet, thinks Ireland a beautiful
country to live out of." Though a
haughty toss of the head accompanied
these words, there was a glance in her.
eye toward Gorman that plainly invited
a renewal of their hali-lirting bostili-
ties.

"When I left it, you had not been
here," said he, with au obsequious tone,
and an air of deference only too marked
in its courtesy.

A alight, very faint blush on ber
cheek showed that she rather resented
than accepted the flattery; but she ap.
peared ta be occupied in looking through
the nusic-books, aud made no rejoinder.

"We want Mendelssohn, Nina," said
Kate.

"Or at leaist Spohr," added Walpole.
"I never accept dictation about what

I sing," muttered Nina, only loud
enough to be overheard by Gornan.
"'eople don't tell you what theme you
are te talk on; they don't presume to
say, 'Be serious, or be witty.' They
dou't tell you te come to the aid of their
sluggish natures by passion, or to dispei
their dreariness by flights of fancy ; and
why are bhey te dareall this to us who
speak through song 7"

"Just because you alone can do these
things," said Gurman, in the sane low
voice as she had spoken in.

(To BE CONTINUED.)

A. standing army is a running ex-
pense.

Do You Cou 9h?
I t ls a sure sign of weakness.

You need more than a tonto.
'You need

S 9*

Emulsi*or
the Cream of Cod-liver 011
arid H ypophosphites, not only
to cure the Cough but to givE
your system real strength.
Phlysicians, the world over,
endorse It.
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