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A TALR OF TIPPERARY.
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* CHAPTER XVIIT—Continued,

“ (Jome, Fanny,” said her uncle, one
week is not much, and when I catch you
- . down in the country, I'm determined to

“make you my housekeeper for a while.

*Just to give you a little practice,” ad-
ded Father Paul, with an_ expressive
twinkle of bis gray eyes.

© % 0Oh,then you’ll find her an adept, I
can telt yon,” Aunt Sarah observed. *'She
has done nothing but learn housekeepin:
for some months back.? We suspect.

‘alter all, that Fanny bad heen only delu-

ding herself with regardlto that heroic

resolution to which reference has been
made at the beginning of this chanter.

“Play that okl tune for me, Fanny.
before I go to bed. I cnn't meet any one
able to do it justice but yoursel{ and Jush
Reddv.” :

“ Oh, how is Jrgh ? and has he the
same white hat still "

“To be sure ha has, Who ever conld
think of Josh Reddy without that old
hat? And do you know I think we'll
have Josh merried this Shrovetide. He's
alter soltening the heart of Kitty Ma-
grath, Dr. Farbis' housekeeper, who lias
hind gnite a little fortune left to her by
ber old aunt. I was wondering why she
was remaining with the doctor after get-
ting the legacy, till 1 found out that Josh
Reddy’s music possessed such & eharm
for her. Of conrse, you know our two
votaiies ol Apollo, the doctor and the
fiddler, are near neighhors 7!

“0Ob, yes ; I know the little house very
well. Just near the doctor's gate.”?

“Exactly. And now for ‘Paddy’s Re-
sonrce.’ ”

Brian opened the piano, and Fanny
played the tune in & manner quite
warthy of her instructor; for it was Josh
Reddy himeself who taught her to play
all Father Pauls favorite airs, during
her visit to Ballycorrig.

Brian Purcell spent someof the hap-
piest days be had known for a long time
with his friends in Dublin. He partien
larly evjoyed & drive to Killiney Hill
with Funny and Mizs Conway ; and
thonght he did think of Knockelough.
the thought brought on nu symptom of a
relanse now., He lelt he had a real friend
in Miss Conway. What s treasure the
friendship of an intallectnal woman with
8 heart is. Brian Purcell knew how to
appreciate it.

Short as he away,' Brian felt his heart
beat quicker when his eye rested on the
old muuntain under whose shadow he
was horn.

“No place like home,” he thought,

The pleasure he felt in appoaching his
home lost nothing by the reflection that
he would soon welcome his dear little
friend, Fanny O'Gormau, to it.

Mrs. Purcell had olimbed up a stile in

-the paddock every five minutes,for two
hours or so before his arrival, and looked
along the rond. Xate and his futher had
asked him a number of questions before
his mother could leave the milking
women, whe wers *setting” the tubs.

At last she walked slowly toward them.

“Welcome home, Brian,” esid she,

" giving bim her band in the coldest man-

- per possible. But as she pressed her
snowy can with the other, Brian saw the

-tears well into her eyes. Sohs only

looked away, and pressed his mother’s
. bhand without speaking.

CHAPTER XIX.,

It was a fine day in February. The
little cottage, half hidin everereens, was
a plensant right to Jook at. Mrs. Haziitt

...8at .on her heels in the gurden, after
- #getling” a ridge or two of early potato-
“es, which ‘Matt was trenchirg.
' The little rustic gate opened, and on
 looking.round, Mrs, Halzitt beheld the
- queenly forn of Migs Evans gliding up
. the graveled walk., S8he burried to wel-
‘'come the youny lady, who, by the way,
- had been » ruther Irequent visitor to
- %the dear old cottage” of late. She used
_to sit in the little parlor and talk-for
““hours about old times. Sometinies she
"preferred to sit there and not talk at all.
: &he discontinuance of Captain Dawson’s.
.viaits'to Moorview House and his cold

sxButeven if Captain Dawson had been as.
: i adniirer ag ever, we believe
1ld:-have. thought of - ol
en notwithstandihg,

17 One déyv'ﬁi’é%;kng
.privet. hedge, and. expre
| miration of the yonng

{eaid

politeness' when they chanced 'to meet | k¥
“Taay hovehad scmething to do'with this, |-

o
i ssed great. ad-
lambs " in .the
field outside. Mrs. Hazlitt proposed: -a
walk in the fleld, and, with a look. of
innocent enthuisam, the young -lady

* “Qh, yes ; by all means, it will be so
pleasant.”

The walk in the field became almost a
matter of coutse whenever Miss Evans
called at the coltage. AndasMr. Pur
cell-wag from home there was no harm
in extending the walk . as far as the
house.
ed the housekeeper’s invitation to
look at the quaint old furniture
in the parlor. The invitation was sug-
gested by the interest Miss Evans ap-

any chair which happened to be outside
the hall door. She was charmed with
everything in the house, snd partiei-
pated in the housekeeper’s regret that a
particular little room was locked, as

had in it.” Miss Evans gave the house-
keeper half a-crown, and forget one of
her gloves, which she had laid on the
chimney-piece while giving a little twist
to one of her curls before the oval look-
ing-glnss.

“ He's as good & young man, miss,”
said Mrs. Hazlitt, “ ag there is withinthe
wills of the world.”

“ 1 hate good young men.”

Mrs. Hazlitt looked astonished.

# I menn,” added the young lady, ¢ that
voung mon are iatolerable bores, That
ig, your serious, solemn characters. And
now isn't Mr. Purcell rather sad and
gloomy generally 2

“Well, no, miss. 1 always see him
pleasant and cheerful,”

Miss Evans would rather have heard
that he was sad and gloomy,

“T wonldn’t sy but he’s after coming
home,” Mra. Hazlitt remarked. * There
are his greyhounds at the door.”

Miss Evans started slightly ; but seem-
ing not to have heard these remarks,
she walked over to where the greyhounds
lay in the sun and patted Gazell's head
with her gloved hand. Garells thwmst
her paw into Miss Evans’ mufl, and Miss
Evans playfully pushed the muff over
Gazelle’s slender head. The bound, feel-
ing uneasy in this downy collar, ran into
the house, and the lady ran laughing
alter her. She raised her eyes and ap-
peared quite bewildered with surprise
when the mnff was presented to her by
Brian Purcell.

“I beg your pardon,” said she, stoop-
ing her head and covering her face with
her hands, “ Mre. Hazlitt told me you
were from home.”

“1 have only returned here this morn-
ing,” said Brian.

She remained standing so long wilh

gan to feel at & loss how to act. She
rested her band on the back of the chair
ag if she reguired support,

“ 8it down, Miss Evans,”

“She sat down, resting one arm on the
table, and dropping the other gracefully
over Gazelle’s neck. We must not omit
tbat in dropping the arm over the dog’s
neck, she (accidentally of ocurse) gave
the skirt of her dress a slight pull, the
effect of which was to reveal an instep,
the symmetry of which is seldom seen
except in marble.

beantiful in art and nature, and he men-
tally acknowledged that so perfect a type
of womanly beauty as that before him
he had never seen.

“ Brian.” ehe murmured, ‘ what harm
wonld it do you to be commonly civil to
me ?"

“Surely I have never been unecivil?”

“You know what | mean.”

“ No, Mea Evans, I do not know what
you mean.” .

“ You are go unforgiving.”

“On the contrary,” he replied, “I
never felt any resentment towards you."

“That is worse,” said she,  for have I
not treated you badiy ?”

“Well, ’tis &ll over now.”
© % YeE; ’tis all over with you. But
with me”—8Bhe uttered these words
in & tone that thrilled through and
throngh him. He looked into her
face, and — could he trust his
gensea? . Yes, there could be no mistake
about it: tears were falling from Jane
Evans’ -eyes, and these tears were for

Brian ‘Purcell was-only a man. He
took her hand in his, and was in tho act
of raising:it to his lips, when she snatch-

d | ed it from:him with & start, and - pushed

baok * ber. chair from the. window.. He

On one cccasion she accept

peared to take in a high-hacked mahog-

there was “ no show but all the books he

her hands over her face, that Brian be-

Brian Purcell was an admirer of the,

1.the direction of her eyes, and
ip.w Captain'Dawson coming toward the

OIISQ- o : -

- Brian Purcell drew & long breath.

" Jane Evans looked athim in a half
frightened way. Bhe saw by his cold
smile that he understood her. It was not
the mere breach of etiquette—much less

{ any fear her character might suffer—that |

mnade her start. It was not even thatshe

-oared what Captain Dawson might think.

[n fact Mies Evans was not superior to
the dread of losing caste, which so clings
to peopre who find themselves perche
on & round of the social ladder which
had been above Lheir heads at one Lime.
She saw that Brian read her thoughts.

“I'll bring Captain Dawson round to
the garden,” said he, “and you can
easily rejoin Mea. Hazlitt, whom you see
waiting for you without being seen.”

He went out and entered into conver-
sation with Captain Dawson.

Mise Evans clenched her hand, as was
her wont when vexed with hersell, or any
one else,

Now what was this young lady driving
at ? Did shelove Brian Purcell? She
would not have answered the question,
even to her own heart. Ifshe did love
him, she certainly did not loved anybody
else. She wished to leave the guestionan
open one. Time enough to decide upnn
when he should be at her feet again.
And now she saw him escape from her
at the moment when her victory was cer-
tain, had it not been for her own coward-
ice—meannesgshecalled it, asshe clench-
ed her hand.

She looked out at these two men, the
only two in whom she felt the slighteat
interst. .

Captain Dawson was tall, broad
shouldered and well made, with singu-
larly regular features, and a clear, fresh
complexion. But there was neither soul
nor intellect in his handsome, sleepy,
good-natured eyes, And this woman felt
could bow only to mind. She wished it
were otherwise; but there was no use
wishing. She could not *sympatbize
with clay.”

Her eyes tured from the captain, and
rested on her old lover. He was far from
heing 80 handsome & man as the other.
But his forehead was high and broad;
his eyes full of expression—they snggest-
ed the idea of & fiery, sensitive sonl,
calmed down by reason and softened by
sorrow; and his mouth, though not
amall like the captain’s, was such as &
woman might love all day long, So
thought Miss Evans as she fixed bher
penetraling look upon her old love and
her new. .

Miss Evans had a will of her own, She
zenerally did what she made up her mind
to do. It was this decision of character
that kept her mother in such oconstant
dread. She now astonished both the
gentlemen oulside, by walking towards
them, and giving her hand to Captain
Dawson with a smile. Then turning to
Brian Purcell, she said, shaking hands
with him too:

“Good morning. AndI trust you duly
appreciate the honor Mrs, Hazlitt and I
have conferrcd on you.”

“ You see, Captain,” she went on, ** I
do not sland upon ceremeny with old
triends. 1t ia not every lady would have

the courage - to .venture into a
bachelor’s den,—even 'he if happens
to be something of a philesc-

pher,” she added. with a playful glance
at Brian. “Come, Mr, Hazlitt, I am wait-
ing for you.” Ard bowing to the gentle-
men with inimitable grace, she gathered
up the skirt of her gown, and stepped
across the lawn like a goddess. Brian
and the captain gazed after, but both
;hrank from makiog any allusion to
er.

Brian had written to Captain Dawson,
asking him to call at Coolbawn, as of
course it wonld not do for him to call at
Grindem Hall.

“I was just remarking,” ssid Brian,
resuming the convrsation, “that your evi-
dent desire to avoid meeting me jor some
time back was a puzzle to me till I found
out the cause.” '

The captain became as red as a turkey
cock.

“ But, of course, you sare not to blame
at all.” '

The captain looked surprieed.

“If youruncle treats my father harshty

.or unjustly, bow can you help it ?*

. " Oh, yes,” said Captain Dawson, evi-
dently relieved. ' ‘

“And now,” Brian continued, “what I
want to know is, could you induce him
to deal fairly, or anything . ke it, with

my father ? His heart is set on keeping |:
and he is ready fo pay even-

the farm,
more than it is worth.” . -

now; at all event

drinking fits.” "My aunt has sent for Dr.."
Forbis tn-day. I shouldn’t won_de; it he

is in delirium iremena already.” . = = ..
By the way,” said Brian, here is the

‘dosotor himsell.”

The doctor rode up on his remarkable -
mare, . .- \
“Well, doctor, how is-your patient ¥’
the captain asked. | i

“We'll pull him through,” replied the
doctor. “‘Purticularly as Miss Grindem

d |is gone to work vi e armis.” (The old

lady had just flung & jar of whiskey oud
of the window). “Tim Cronk is after

‘| being put in charge of him, so I expeoct

to have him all right in & few daye.”

% He has been going it devlish hard for
the Jast month,” Captain Dawson ob-
served, . o

“ (Comae in, doctoy,” said Brian.

“Nbo, thank you ; I had lunch at the
Hall” .

“Well, but & glass of grog will do you
po harm. Come in, capiain.”

The doctor dismounted. and he and
Captain Dawson followed Brian into the
house. .

Miss Evans's reflections on her way
home were to this effect: :
“T trust I have recovered the lost
ground by that last move, How dumb-
founded the captain was. Poor George! |
"is & pity he hasn't brains. How mal.
apropos his appearance was.  Brian has
been in Dublin. OF conrse he met that
foolish little creature. Yet,” added Miss
Evans, softening as she_recalled Fanny’s
tenrful eyes and shrinking timidity

i yet Lhe poor child loves him.”

Miss Evans tovk the roundnbout way
to Mvorview House, much to the annoy-
ance of the old coichman. “But does he
love her® she whought, “He did nod
love her Lthat night, at all events.” She
was just presing the Finger-post. “And I
am much mistaken if Brian Purcell ever
could love such a mere baby. Time will
rell.” Shesaid thie with a smile of con-
scious superiority. Your clever ladies
are apt to forget thata woman's heart
counts for more with & man like Briun
Puarcell than her herd.

And what were his thonghts when he
found himself alone? Whatever they
were, he thought it best to fly from
them. He called Mick Donphy, and
busied himself about the affaiis of the
farm for an hour or two, Standing on
Knockelough, he folded his aru and
tovked around the domain over which
Mr. Oliver Grindem held sway. Hesaw
hundreds of acres along the mountain
foot which were & Tocky waste till the
persevering toil of the poor tenants re-
claimed them. The poor people were
roblied of the fruits of their Jabor. And
where were they now? God knowa.

“ No wonder,” said Brian Purcell, “the
gtrength of the o.d land is wasting away,
and bier children are wanderers and oul-
casts all over the world.”

(To bs continued.)
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