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CHAPTER XXI—PHIL MORAXN TRIES HI$ LUCK.

That same mght when the stars were in the
sky, and the shadows deep and dark on the earth
a gentleman knocked at the dour of the fairy-
- woman’s hut  No answer was returned.  The
knock was repeated, and, after another brief de-
Jay, the door was opened very softly, and the
stooping figure of the Vanithee yas visible by
the dim light from the crackhng&mbles on the
Learth. C 4 '

" ¢So you came,’ said she, “well, stay " where
you aré—there’s death and poverty ioside, and
may be tke faver too—so don’t come . Step-
ping out on the road, she closed the door after
her, and moved close up to her visitor who was
po other than Phil Moran, as the reader will
probably-have surmised.

t Well, now, Vanithee,) said the lawyer drop-
ping bis voice to a whfsper, ¢ what have you got
to say to me—or was it to me you spoke when

ou said ¢ come to my place this evenng? 1
Liad hall a mind not to come, but still I thought
I would — though it does seem foolish, alter
il o

¢ Foolish, wagh,’ said the hag sharply, ¢ may
be you’ll not thiok it so when you hear what
I have to tell you, and it’s enly a word or
two.”

¢ In the name of GGod, what 15 11, theq P

* Put down your bead here, an’ T°ll whisper it

in your ear.  You den’t know who may be lis-
tenin®.’ ) '

Smiling to himself at the absurdity of his posi-
 tion,-and rather by way of humering the old wo-
n:than anything else, .
Beeditg*a level ‘Wwitlrlier face, and she whispered
something wn his éar, then drew back and fixed her
| keen eyes.on his face through the: gloom: of the
" summer night as'if to mark the effect of her

words. o

And the effect was like magic. DMoran start-
ed, gasped for breath, and caught the bag by tle
arm with a force that made her reel,

¢ Suy that again P’ be exclaimed i a thrilling
whsper, ¢ or did I hear you right ?

¢ You did—an’ I’ll not say 1t again ~T said it
onst, au’ that’s enough.’

¢ But hbow —~when—where-——I mean how do you
know that ¥

¢ No matter to you how I knowit! If yau
don’t Bod 1t true never D'lieve me again—that’s
all. Youputin u word for me this evemn’ at
the Lodge below, an’ I thought I'd do youa
good turn. Away wid you now [rom here, an’
see if you dont find ty words come true. If they
do, I know you’ll be thankiul to the old Vanithee,
an’ I hope you’ll do what you can for that poor
boy of wine.’

¢In any case, my good woman ! I will do ihat
—bul bave no fears for Aém—with God’s help
there isno fear but his innocence will be estab-
lished.?

God bless you for that word, anyhow ! And
dashing away the tears that were falling from her
eyes, the old woman hobbled back into the hut,
leaving Moran to retrace his steps down the hill
10 a state of miwnd wvery different from that in
which he ascended it.

_ Whether it was accident or design that led
his steps to the old house in Friar street, it is
not for me to say, but it so happened that some
twenty minutes alter, Attorney Moran plied
the heavy old faskiioned knocker on Dr. Hen-
nessy’s door with such good effect that admission
was alinost instantaneous, and our friend was us-
bered mto the parlor where, f as luck would bave
it,) he used ajterwards to say, Mary Hennessy
sat alone with a volunie of Lingard’s ¢ England ’
1 her hand, and a cloud of some kind shading
the sunny brightness of ber features.

_Very natural was the inquiry ¢ Where is Mau-
tice? and no less natural was the answer—
‘Gone to Kilbraa, or somewhere there oo pro-
fessional busmess.”  But not so matural was the
pause that followed, a pause which seemed rather
embarrassig to both, though why it should be so
perhaps neither cquld tell.

At last Moran spoke—* Perbaps I ought to
apologize, Mary—Miss Hennessy, I mean, for
interrupting ‘your studies. DMay I ask what you
were reading 2 :

* A'very sad story,’ saud Mary, drawing a fong
breath as if touch relieved, ¢ the story of-that un-
bappy - wife and most adnurable woman, Catherine
of Arragou. What a strange fate 1t was that
gave her'to” that inbuman monster, Henry the
Bght n D7

¢ "_re"i strange, indeed ! said Moran, so absent-
ly that Mary smiled; but the greater hus abstrac-
tion the more rapidly she talked on, ghding from
0ne subject (o another, in the vain Lope of draw-
g bim;ito conversation on some ordinary topic.
saidThgppygn'_q stood open, ‘and all at ooce Moran

he young man bent fiis [
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¢It’s a long time now smece I heard you play,
Mass I{ennessy,~—won’t you play something now
pending Maurice’s return 7’

¢ Certainly, Mr. Moran !’ was the cheerful an-
swer, though the round rich voice trembled a
very line. Several pieces were played—noisy,
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“ The bargain was struck, with the little god laden
She joyfully flew to ber sbhrine 10 the grove,—
*Farewell I suid the sculptor, °you're oot the firat
"maiden
Who came but for Friendship aud took away
Love!'”

¢ Now what if the image you have enshrined

showy pieces, too, and then Mary turned with an [should turn out, after all, to be the sly ¢ little

arch smile on her face and asked—* TTow do you
like that, Mr. Moran 2 .

¢ I don't like it at all, Miss Sauce-box, said
Moran Jaughing, ¢and you know that as well as
Ido. 'Why not play some ot my old f{avorites,
and keep those show-off affuirs for those who like
them?

¢ True enough, Mr. Moran, if I ouly could
only remember your favorttes—what are they?
—oh! now T have one I’ and she started off at
the full sped of her nimble fingers with ¢ I’ the
boy for Bewitching Them P ut which Moran
laughed beartily and sawd, ¢ T wish I 2uas the boy
for bewitehing them—1I1 know one I’d bewitch
anyhow !’

¢Is it possible 2

¢ It 25 possible, Miss Prim! aod 1 bave just
made up my wind to try my luck this very night,
and know for certain what I have to expect.’

¢ As how 2

¢ As how? oh? the pretty innocent! Mary
Henuessy can’t possibly guess wha it is that has
stolen the heart out of Phil Moran! Now seri-
ously, Dary,” and he drew his chair nearer to
the music-stool on which she sat, ¢ now seriously,
—how long 15 thistogo on 7 You know as well
as I do that I lore you better than I do myself,
and yet you continue to appear as innocent of
the fact as—swvell, no matter what. But human
patience - even Phil Moran’s palience—can’t
possibly last for ever, and I'm determuned to
know the worst, or the best, before I leave this
house to-night.’

Mary laughed, but she blusbed, too, 2nd, be-

sides, her Jaugh was not the light, careless; ring-.

ing laugh that was wont to come straight from
her nierry heart. :

¢ By Jove! said Phil to himself, ¢ the hag
may be right after all,’ and lis eye brightened
and his fresh cheek grew ruddier still.

¢ Mary,’ said be, ¢ { kaow you'll not deceive
me, but give me a straight answer to a straight
question.’

¢ I’m entirely obliged to you for your good
opinion, Mr. Horan,’ archly said Mary, and she
began twisting the handkerchief in her hand imto
various comical stapes.

*You are, eh 7—well, T hope you’ll prove
yourself worthy of it. Now answer me this Iit-
e question — What do you think ot Phil
Moran ?

¢ Why, of course, I think very well of him,’
laughed Mary. ‘ He’s a good fellow enough in
his way—{or an Inshman—and as a limb of the
law—?

¢ But what would you think of him for a bus-
band ¥ and Phil shut one eye inquisitively, and
turped his head to one side.

¢Oh, a husband! that is quite a different
thing! Having never seen the gentleman in
tbat capacity, I am not prepared to give an opin- |
ton.’

¢ Well, but badinage apart, Mary, I wish to
know what I am to expect at your hands. It s
for you to make me the hapmest, or the most
wiserable of men. Will you share my fortunes
for good orill? Can you love me ?’

The celor came up brighter than ever m
Mary’s face, and she cast her eyes down to hide
the moisture that began to suffuse them.

¢ Mr. Moran,’ she said, €if you come to speak
so seriously, I suppose I must answer you as
seriously—1I do not think I cap love you in the
sense to swhich you allude—Dbut be content with
friendship and I will love you—yes! as a bro-
ther.?

¢ Friendship? quoth Phil in buge disdain,
¢ who cares for friendship in the sense to whieh
you allude—abem?  But I'll tell you what I’ll
do—no, confound it, I can’t tell it—but I’ll
make Lo Moore tell it for me !’ and forthwith
he began singing in a voice that was pleasant to
Mary’s ear, from the many pleasant association
connected with its rich hquid tones—

't A Temple *o Friendship’ said Laura enchanted,

*I'll build in & garden, the thought is divine,’

The Tempie was built, and she now only wanted
An imzage of Friendship to place on the shrine.”

¢ Just like you, Mary P

¢t She flew to a sculptor who 8at down before her
A Friendship the fairest his art could invent,

But so cold and s0 dull, that the youthful adorer
Saw plainly this was pot the god that she meant.,

¢ Just like you, Mary !
¢ A novel 7efrain you are adding, surely,’ said
Mary with a smule bright as a Hourt's.
¢ Never aing, it stits my purpose——
#“ Qh! no, then, I.never conld think of enghrining
. An image whose looks are 80 joyless and dim,

But'yon little god upon roses reclining,
. We'll malke, if you please, sir, a Friendship of him.”

¢ Shall I go on P

god upon roses reclmmng,’ instead of the other
¢ whose looks are so joyless and dim® — eb,
Mury 7 Suppose you look 1ato the shrine in the
grove, and by the light of my burning beart ex-
amine the features of the image aloresaid ¥’

Mary laughed agai at the oddity of the con-
ceit ; sbie pavsed a moment—Ilooked dJdown on
the floor—ecolored violently—tapped with her
Iittle foot on the carpet—and at last locked up
in Moran’s face with the brightest smile in the
world. o

¢ Well ? said Phil, emiling too, and managing
to get possession of her hand
¢ Well, I’ve beer 1o the shrize you speak

2

of-

¢ And there you saw }

¢ No, I dido’t.  There’s knowledge for you !
Be good enongh te convey yourself home, now,
Pl Moran, for another word I shaa’t speak to
you (o-night — except two — Gaod night—au
revorr ¥

And before Moran had recovered from the
bewildering effect of her words, and still more
of hier looks and gestures, she had bounded off
like an antelope, leaving the delighted lawyer to
compose lis thoughts at leisure, and bless his
stars and the fairy-woman to s hearl’s content.
He was too happy then for ordinary conversa-
tion, so leaving a message for Maurice that he
would see him some time nexi day, he retired to
ndulge the thick-coming fancies which the new-
ly awakened hope of happiness will conjure up
at eight-and-twenty, A bappy man was Phil
Moran that night, and as his aye scanned the
“unsertam fulure, not one cloud couid be detect
on lus hfe’s horizon. ANl was fair and bright
and glad as the image that smiled over all.

That same evemng, about the same hour,
Harriet Markham and Lady Pemberton were
waltking to and fro i the verandab of Liord
Effingham’s study, engaged in that desuitory
sort of conversationr cemmon between persons
whose minds have but small affinity one to the
other. A sort of intunacy had sprung up since
the Earl’s departure, between the two ladies,
nolwithstanding the ten or twelve years of
seutority on the part of the poble widow. Her
ladyship seemed to bave taken a fancy to ber
brother’s governess, especially since she found
that the Marklams were not unknown to heraldry
and had quarterings on their shield from the
peerage itself.

Lady Pemberton had been speaking of ber
brother’s late wife, and she said—¢ View the
matter as I may, I cannot see how Fergus ever
came 1o marry her. It s true, my fatber had
arranged the affair for him when be was still a
minor, 30d I suppose he bad not the courage to
resist, for my father was a man who ruled all
arotnd him if not with a rod of iron, at least with
a strong hand. Poor Priscilla was a dismal crea-
ture, pretty und gentle, but a dreadful . bore on
account of the confirmed hypechondria that had
taken possession of ber. To tefl you the truth
my dear, we were all glad—that 1s, myself and
the other meinbers of the family, when Priscilla,
Countess of LEffingham, was coosigned to the
tomb of the Capulets, prously hoping of course,
that the poor, dear soul bad found beyond the
grave the rest and peace which ber own dreary
temperament denied her here. As for my bro-
ther no cne knew how he felt, for he kept lus
thoughts and feelings to himsell. I hope sincere-
ly that neither of the children will resemble their
wmother, though I sometimes think that LEmma
looks like her, and has some of bker odd ways as
far as such a mere child can bare them.

¢ Well ! of course I cannot say,” obserred
Iarriet, as «f to RNl up the pause, ¢ what resem-
blance Lady Emma bears to her mother, but I
think her on the whole, an amiable child, though
more shy and seansitive than her sister.’

¢ The worst of it is, however,’ resumed Lady
Pemberton, ¢that there seems to be as litile
chance for bappiness, as far as my brother is con-
cerned, 1n the alliance he is forming himself as
there was in the one over the forming of which
lie Lad little er no control.’

¢ Daes your ladpship really think so? I sin-
cerely hope you will find yourselt mistaken.’

¢ Possibly I may, but I fear—oh! I very much
fear. Itis true Lady Jane de Montford (they’re
an old Norman family, that of the DMarquis—)
s a beanty and somewhal of a wit—no very
great recommendation, I think, for a woman—I
believe she loves my brother as much as she
can love any oee, ~ but—but—1I fear she is not
the woman to make him bhappy—in the finer
qualities of - mind and. beart I believe her sadly
wanting,” However, time will tell—there ts no

, $As you will, Mr. vMorhn.{’

1tone, .

belp for it, now,’ she added in a welancholy
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There was a loog pause ; then Harriet said with
some hesitation:

¢ Did I understand your ladysiip to say that
Lord Eflingham’s name is Fergus ¥

¢ Certainly, my dear, that is b name,
do you ask 2

¢ Because the came—excuse me, Lady Dem-
berton I—is so very Irish, so peculiasly Irish,

Why

“indeed I might say.’

¢Oh,” said lady Pemberton with a careless
laugh, * you da not kaow, then, that our motier
was Irish, yes, and very Irish, too - descended, |
believe, from some old Milesiva family, and very
proud, [ assure you, of ber uncient lineage.—
Fergus was her father’s name, and had beer a
favorite name in the famy since the Deluge,
for aught I gnow, and, truth to telf, my very
dear and right noble brother has not Lis name
for nothing. With some of the mare amiuble
traits of my lather’s sternly-commanding nature
—1be old Danish Novman-English type —he has
i him many of the most promment characteris-
tics of the Celtic people—so my father nsed to

say, when he meant anything but flattery. For
me, I never gave much atleutton to tiwe distinct- |

ive traits of one people or the other, but I know
that the very qualities iy father complamed of
m lus beir were precisely those that endeared
Fergus to all our circle—wider then than it 1s
aow.’

As if the last words had awoke in ber mind u
tram of saddening thought, Lady Pembertun
Iapsed into sil‘?nce, and Harriet, equally thought-
tul, made na effort to resume the counversation.
The night began to wax chbul, and the stars
twinkled brighter through the clear, cool air, so
after a few turnz up and down the verandah,
Lady Pemberton propesed to return to the draw-
ing-rooimn, wlere they had left Mrs. Pakenham
and the chaplain botly contesting the honors of
the chess-board, to the great amusement of a
young clergyman, whose.first sermon,-delivered
in Cashel Cathedral on the previous Sunday, had
quite won Mrs. Pakenbam’s beart, and the hearts
of ever so many otber dowagers. A clerical
petit-maitre, he was one of those pulpit orators

so happily described by the trenchant. satire of
Cowper’s verse—
“ Tirst we stroke

An cyebrow, next compose a straggling lock ;

Then, with an ir most gracefully perform’d,

Full back into our seat, exiend an arm,

And lay it at its case with gentle care,

With bandkerchief 1n hand depending low.”

Whether this delicate pillar ot the Chureb by

law established was or was not aware of Miss |

Markbam’s beiog a Catholic,, he seemed well in-
clined 10 cultivate her acquamtance, but Harriet
with the perversity natural to ber wayward sex,
shunned the super-elegant minister in the same
proportion that he sought her. It is probuble
that with Cowper, in the passage before cited,
she thought to herself:—

“Iz man or woman, but far most in man,

And most of all in man that ministers

And serves ihe altar, in my soul [ loathe

All affectation. ‘Tis my perfect acorn ;

Object of my implacable disgust.”

But whatever she thought, she certamly bade

Lady Pe nberton good night at the drawing-room

door, and sought in the quiet of her chamber

the mere congenial company of her own
thoughts.

Long she sat in pensive musing, her head
feanirg on ber band, whilst many a troubled
thought flitted over the fair surface of her face,
like shadows from the summer clouds falling en
the hills and valleys of some lovely landscupe.—
Once or twice a pearly tear stole from under
ber closed eyelids and rolled unbeeded dawn her
cheeks, but all at once she raised her head, and

pushing ‘back from her damp brow the riuh]

tresses of hier braided hair, she cast her eyes up-
wards, and remained a moment absorbed in mes-

tal prayer, then rose and going to the window ,

gazed out upon the mght where only the stars
and the dark canopy they studded were visibie.
The solemn night was before her, in the majesty
of darkness and of silence, and her finely-at-
tuned nature quickly rose above tbe transitery
things of earth in the awful prescace of the dread |
unseen. Alone wilh the mysterious presence
which pervades the Universe, self was forgoties, |
only heaven and its interests remetnbered, peace l
Lie the baleyon descended on her soul, and a
sirange, undefinable hope diffused a softened
light over the deep recess of her pure and gen- [
tle beart. i
She was roused from her ‘calm and soothing !
reverie by  low tap at the chamber daar, which |
hastening to open, she found the nursery-maid,
Eilen Mulquin, with another young [emale wrap- i
ped in a light shawl.. ‘
¢1 hope you'll -excuse me, Miss Markham !’
said Ellen, dropptng-a curtsey, ¢ but this poor
sister of mine wouldn’t be aisy, at all, till she’d
get spaking to you the night, and I know you're
so good and so kind that you’ll ' mot be angry
with us for comiug, far, indeed, Miss, i’s in the

s

heigbt. of trouble poor Celia 1s.

¢ Angry ! why should I be angry said - Har-

No. !.

lirivt very gently, *ecaome in, girls, and let me
i hear what your trouble 1.

¢ O, pot e, Miss Markhan 5 I can’t stay?

said Elien, ¢ I have got "something to do for the
I youny ladies, and T must be oft.  Celia can tell
vou herself all about it Ge in, alanna, and
don’t be aleard to open your mind to Miss
Merkbam. :
. The timidity that at another time would have
i deterred Celia from opening ler mmd to a * rale
lady like Miss Markhan’ now vamished quite o
the presence of the sore trouble that was tearing
hier very heart.

$Qh Miss Markbam dear,” said she, hefore
s Tfarret esuld speak o word, *ean’t you do any-
thing at all for poor Jerry 7 Sure the paelers
took him at last, and hes i Jail, and Pm sure
! they™ll hang him, for all he's as wnozent of what
[ they lay to lus charge as the child unborn. Car’t
i you do anything for him?  T'm sure you can, if
Ey'nu’ll anly try, and if yon da, you'll have my
blessing and the hlessing of God every day you
rise !

So eager and so rapid was poor Celias utter-
ance that Miss Marklan could not put ina
word till the gubs voice failed her for want of
breath,

* Why, my poor girl,” hastened to reply, ¢ this
is, indeed, bad news. But tell me how did it
happen? ~ How and where was Jerry arrested ?
Or ave you sure lie was arrested 7"

¢ Sure ! Miss Markham, sure!—oyeh, i's me
that 1s sure—doesn’t the whole country koow
it 7—aod wase’t Tatthe jail mysell teyimg to
see him, and the hard-hearted villains would’t let
me get one sight of him. O wirra, wirra ! what
will T do, at all, atall, av alt?  And the tears
gushed in torrents from her eyes, and she wrung
ber bauds in all the wildness of despair.

¢ Do try and compose yourself, poor girl I* said
Miss Markham, ber own eyes full of sympathetic
tears; ¢ you bave not told ine when and where
Jercy was arrested 7

¢ Ocli, sure, that’s the quarest thing of all)
said Celia, restraining her emation with wonder-
ful quickness, ¢ sure be wasn’t arrested at all, he
arrested himself

* Arrected lumself — what do you mean ?

¢ Why, Miss, he went te Iose Todge, his
I'own four bones, an’ gave himself up, an’ tould
; the onld gentleman sn® the rest o’ the qualty all
about how it bappened ¥

¢ Well! that is very sirange,” suid the young
i lady thoughtfully, * that would lead one to sup-
| pose: that he might not be guilty, after ali P

t ¢ An’ sure he isu’t guilty, Miss Murkham ©
! cried Cena cugerly, * sure | knew that longago I”
i *You did T—an’ pray how did you know it ¥’
Celia’s face was scarlet 1n a mawnent, and east-
ing iier eyes bashfully down, she began pulling
]at the fringe of her shaw] with great industry and
i perseverance, ¢ Well! you see, Miss, she
s stammered’out, ¢ he came to see me when he was
I on Lis keepin’—a couple o’ mghts afier it hap-
: pened.
i Oh! he did, eh? and Harriet siiled plea-
santly.
¢ Well! he did, Miss, in regard to a few
i words that had passed between us—he came to
taive we back my promise—thinkin® I'd be sorry
| ever gave it,?
¢ And «id you take it back 7
¢ Is it me Miss Markham ?—1s it me take it
hack !—ob vo! that ’ud be too hard on poor
{ Jerry, an’ somethin’ tellin’ me all the while that
i mayhe he wasn’t so bad, after ali 2-—oh no Miss,
| T tould tum that ot I wasa’t kis wile, [’d never
! be any other one’s
i “Aud you believed him, of
{told you he was not gwity 7
{ ¢+ 1did, Miss,” and Celia raised her head, and
Maocking the young lady full m the face; ¢ I did
! believe lum, for the raison that I never koew
him to tell me a lie—an’ the way he said it made
i me surer again that it was the truth—> here she
stopped—blushed deeper than ever —and again
st down her eyes.
¢ Why, how did he say it, Cela P
¢ Well! you see, Miss, the voice fell toa
broken murmur, ¢ it was the first tme he ever
made so free as to kiss me—an’—an’—he kissed
e then for the first and ast time, as he thought,
an’ says he,* Celia! that’s not the kiss of a mur-
derer I an’ sure inyself knew well he wouldnt

course, wlen he

‘say that only it was true, an’ ochone ! but them

words took the heary load off o> my heart, an’
trom that forrid I thought T could bear the worst
—but sure I can’t—sure I can’t, I see now, for
ever sence 1 hard of Inm bein’ in jail; my poor
hearl is flutterin® like a bird, an’ I’ve no more
strength w me than:a litle babby. Oi Miss
Markbam—dear )" she cried with passionate
eagerness, ‘ do you think they’d have the heart
to hang 'bim ?—do you thnk they woulé 7

¢ My poor girl;? sard Harriet with the tender-
est compassion; ¢ the law has no heart~~knows no
pity —f be were tound guilty of such a -crime, .
there swould-be small chance of mercy. for him in.
this world. But do not despair, Celia ! I have
great hopes from bis giving hiimself up, that he es



