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CHAFPTER LXXV.—(Gontinued.)

“ You have emough if you marry a
prudent girl,” muttered Kearney, who
was never happier than when advocating
moderation and discretion.

* Epough, at least, not to look for
money with a wife.”

# I’m with you there heart and soul,”
cried Kearney. “Of all the shabby in-
ventions of our civilization,I don't know
one as mean as that custom of giving a
marriage-portion with a girl. Isit to In-
duce a man to take her? Is it to pay
for her board and lodging? Is it because
marriage 18 & partnership, and she must
bring her share into the ‘concern ? or is
it to provide for the day when they are
to part company, and each go his own
road? Take it how you like, it's bad
and it’s shabby. If you're rich enough
to give your daughter twenty or thirty
thousand pounds, wait for some little
family festival—her birthday, or her
husband’s birthday, or & Christmas
gathering, or maybe & christening—and
put the notes in her hand. Ob, major
dear,” cried he, aloud, “ if you knew how
much of life you lose with lawyers, and
what a deal of bad blood comes into the
world by parchments, you'd see the
wisdom of trusting more to human kind-
ness and good feeling, and, above all, to
the honor of gentlemen—things that
nowadays we always hope to secure by
Act of Parliament.”

“ T go with a great deal of what you
B& ."

% Wby not with all of it? What dowe
gain by trying to overreach each other?
What advantage in a system where it's
always the rogue that wins? If I was a
king to-morrow, I'd rather finea fellowfor
quoting Blackstone than for blasphemy,
and J'd distribute all the law libra-
ries in the kingdom as cheap fuel for the
poor. We pray for peace and quietness,
and we educate a special class of people
to keep us always wrangling. Where’s
the sense of that ?”

While Kearney poured out these words
in a flow of fervid conviction, they had
arrived at a little o en space in thes
wood, from which various alleys led off
in different directions. Along one of
these two figures were slowly moving
side by side, whom Lockwood quickly re-
cognized as Walpole and Nina Kostal-
ergi. Kearney did not see them, for his
attention was suddenly called off by a
shout from a distance, and his son Dick
rode hastily up to the spot. *“I have
been in search of you all throngh the
plantation,” cried he. ‘I have brought
back Holmes, the lawyer, from Tulla-
more, who wants to talk to you about
this affair of Gorman’s. It’s going to be
a bad business, I fear.” )

“Jan’t that more of what I was say-
ing ? said the old man, turning to the
msjor. “There’s a law for you

“They are making what they calla
‘National’ even$ of it,” continued Dick.
“The Pike has opened a column of sub-
gcriptions to defray the cost of proceed-
ings, and they’ve engaged Battersby with
& hundred-guines retainer already.”

It appesred from what tidings Dick
brought back from the town that the
Nationalists—to give them the much un-
merited name by which they cailed
themselvee—were determined to show
how they could dictate to a jury.

“There’s & law for you !” cried the
old man agsin.

“ You’ll bave totake to vigilance com-
mittees, like the Yankees,” said the
major.

* We've had them for years ; but they
only shot their political opponents.”

“They say, too,” broke in the young

an, “that Donogan is in the town, and
that it is he who has organized the whole
prosecut on. In fact, he'intendsto make
Battersby’s speech for the plaintiff a
great declaration of the wrongs of Ire-
land; and as Battersby hatea the chief
baron, who will try the catise, he iz deter-
mined to ipsult the Bench, even at the
cost of & commitment.”

“What will he gain by that?’ asked
Lockwood.

“TII tell you what he'll gain—he'll
gain the election of Mallow,” said Kear-
pey. “Every ope cannot bave a father

that was hanged in '98; but any one can
go to jail for blackguarding a chief
justice.” . .

For a moment or two the old man
seemed ashamed at having been led to
make these confessions to *the Saxon,”
and telling Lockwood where he would be
likely to find abrace of cocks, he took his
son’s arm and turned homeward,

CHAPTER LXXVI.
VERY CONFIDENTIAL CONVERSATION,

When Lockwood returned,only in time
to dress for dinner, Walpole, whose room
adjoined his, threw open the door be-
tween them and entered. He had just
accomplished & most careful *tie,” and
came in with the air of one fairly self-
gatisfied and happy.

“ You look quite triumphant this even-
ing, said the major, half sulkily.

“So I am, old fellow; and s0 I have a
right to be. It’s all done and settled.”

“ Already

“ Ay, already. Iasked her to take a
stroll with me in the garden ; but we
sauntered off into the plantation. A
woman alwaya understands the exact
amount of meaning & man has in a re-
quest of this kind, and her instinct re-
veals to her at once whether he is eager
to tell her some bit of fatal scandal of
one of her friends, or to make her a
declaration,”

A sort of sulky grunt was Lockwood’s
acknowledgment of this piece of abatract
wisdom—a sort of knowledge he never
Iistened to with much patience.

“ 1T am aware,” said Walpole, flippantly,
“the female nature was an omitted part
in your education, Lockwood; and you
take small interest in those nice dis-
tinctive traits which, to a man of the
world, are exactly what the stars are to
the mariner.”

‘ Finding out what a woman means
by the stars does seem very poor fun.” »

“ Perhaps you prefer the moon for
your observation,” replied Walpole; and
the easy impertinence of his manner
was almost too much for the other’s
patience.

“ I don't care for your speculations—I
want to hear what passed between you
and the Greek girl.”

“ The Greek girl will in a few days be
Mrs. Walpole, and I shall crave a little
more deference for the mention of her.”

“1 forgot her name, or I should not
have?c'a.lled her with such freedom. What
is it ¥

‘ Kostalergi. Her father is Kostalergi,
Prince of Delos.”

“All right; it will read well in the
Post.”

“ My dear friend, there is that amount
of sarcaem in yonr conversation this
evening that to a plain man like myself,
never ready at reply, and easily subdued
by ridicule, is positively overwhelming.
Has any disaster befallen you that youn
are become s0 satirical and severe ?”

“ Never mind me—tell me about your-
self,” was the blunt reply.

“JI have not the slightest objection.
When we had walked a little way to-
gether, and I felt that we were beyond
the risk of interruption, I led her to the
subject of my sudden reappearance here,
and implied that she, at least, could not
have felt much surprise. ‘You remem-
ber,? said I, ‘I promised to return ?”

““There is something so conventional,”
said she, ‘in these pledges that one comes .
to read them like the *yours sincerely”
at the foot of a letter.’

“+I ask for nothing better, said I,
taking her up on ber own words, ‘than to
be “yours sincerely.” It is to ratify that
pledge by making you “mine sincerely”
that I am here.

 ‘Indeed !” said she, slowly, and look-
ing down,

%] gwear it 1" gaid I, kissing her hand
which, however, had a glove on.”

“ Why not her cheek ?"”

“That is not done, major mine, at such
times,”

“ Well, go on.”

“I can’t recall the exact words, for I
spoke rapidly; but I told her I was
named minister at a foreign court, that
my future career was assured, and thatI
was able to offer her a station, not, in-
deed, equal in her deserts, but that, oc-
cupied by her, would only be less than
royal.”

“ AtGuatemala 1" exclaimed the other.
derisively.

“Have the kindness to keep your
geography to yourself,” said Walpole.
% I merely said in South America, and
she bad too much delicacy to ask more.”

“ But she said yes ? She consented ?”’

*

 Yes, sir, she said she would ventute to
commit her future to my charge,”
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“ Didn’t she ask you what means you
bad ? what was yonr income $”

“ Not exactly in the categorical way
you put it, but she alluded to the possible
style we should live in.”

“11l swear she did. That girl asked
you, in plain words, how many hundreds
or thousands you had a year

“And I iold her. Isaid: ‘It sounds
bumbly, dearest, to tell you we shallnot
have fully two thousand a year ; but the
place we are going to is the cheapest in
the universe, and we shall have a small
establishment of not more than forty
black and about a dozen white servants,
and at first only keep twenty horses,
taking our carriages on job."”

“ What about pin-money "

“There is not much extravagance in
toilet, and mso I said she must manage
with a thousard & year.”

“ And she din’t lJaugh in your face ?”

4 No, sir; nor was there any strain
upon her good breeding to induce ber to
laugh in my face.”

“ At all events, ycu discussed the mat-
ter in & fine practical spirit. Did you
go into groceries? I hope you did not
forget groceries ?”

“ My dear Lockwood, let me warn you
againet being droll. You ask me for a
correct narrative, and when I give it you
will not restrain that subtile sarcasm the
mastery of which makes you unassail-
able.”

*“ When is it to be? When is it to
come off? Hae she to write to his
Serene Highness, the Prince What's-his-
name ?”

“No, the Prince of What’s-his-name
need not be consulted. Lord Kilgobbin
will stand in the position of father to
her,”

Lockwood muttered something, in
which “ Give her away !” were the only
words audible. ¢ I must say,” added he,
aloud, “ the wooing did not take long.”

“You forget that there was an actual
engagement between us when I left this
for London. My circomstances at that
time did not permit me to ask her at
once to be my wife; but our affections
were pledged, and—even if more tender
sentimentes did not determine—my feel-
ing, as a man of honor, required I
ahonld come back here to make her this
offer.” .

“ ANl right; [ suppose it will do—I
hope it will do ; and, after all, I take it,
you are likely to understand each otber
hetter than others would.”

“BSuch is our impression and belief.”

*“How will your own people—how will
Danesbury likeit 2"

“For their sakes I trusi they will like
it very much ; for mine, it is less than a
matter of indifference to me.”

“ She, however—she will expect to be
properly received among them ?”

*Yes,” cried Walpole, speaking for the
first time in a perfectly natural tone,
divested of all pomposity. * Yes, she
stickles for that, Lockwood. It was the
one point she seemed to stand out for.
Of course I told her she would be re-
ceived with open arms by my relatives—
that my family would be uverjoyed to
receive her a8 ope of them.
ed that my lord’s gout might prevent him
from being at the wedding. I’m notsure
Uncle Danesbury would not come over.
¢ And the charming Lady Maude,” asked
she, ‘would she honor me so far a8 to be
& bride-maid ?’ ”

I only hint-{

¥$he didn't eay that

“She did, She actually pushed;me to
promise I should ask her.”

* Which you never would ” .

# Of that I will not affirm I am quite
positive ; bat I certainly intend to_press
my uncle for some sort of recognition of
the marriage—a civil note ; better still,
if it could be managed, ar invitation to
his honse in town.” . .

“ You are a bold fellow to think of it.”

“ Not so bold as you imagine. Have
you not often remarked that when a man
of good connections is about to exile
himself by accepting a far-away post,
whether it be out of pure compassion or
a feeling that it need never be done
again, and that they are about to aes the
last of him, but, somehow—whatever the
reason—his friends are marvellously civil
and polite to him, just as some bene-
volent but eccentric folk send & partridge
to the condemned felon for his last din-
ner "

“ They do that in Erance.”

« Here it would be & rump-steak ; bat
thesentiment is the same. At all events,
the thing is as [ told you, and I do not
despair of Danesbury.”

“For the letter, perhaps not ; but he’ll
never ask you to Bruton street, nor if he
did, could you accept.”

“ You are thinking of Lady Maude,”

{4 I am.”

“ There would be no dificulty in that
aunarter. When a Whig becomes Tory,
or a Tory Whig, the gentlemen of the
party he has deserted never take um-
brage in the same way as the vulgar dogs
below the gangway ; so it is in the world.
The people who must ineet, must dine
together, sit side by side at flower-shows
and garden parties, always manage to do
their hatreds decorously, and only pay
off their dislikes by installments. If
Lady Maude were to receive my wife at
all, it would be with a most winning
politeness. All her malevolence would
limit itself to making the suppos_ed
under-bred woman commit a ‘ gaucherie,’
to do or eay something that ought not to
bave been done or said ; and as I know
Nina can stand the test, I have no fears
of the experiment.”

A knock at the door apprised them
that the dinner was ws.it.ini, neither
having heard the bell which had sum-
moned them a quarterof an hour before.
* And I wanted to hear all about your
progress,” cried Walpole, a3 they de-
scended the staircase together.

“ I have none to report,” was the gruff
reply. .

' Why, surely you have not passed the
whole day 1n Kearney’s company with-
out some hint of what you came here
for 2

But at the same moment they were in
the dining-room.

“ We are & man-party to-day, I am
gorry to say,” cried old Kearney, as they
entered. * My niece and my daughter
are keeping Miss O’Shes company up-
atairs, She is not well enough to come
down to dinner, and they have scruples
abont leaving her insolitude.” .

“ At least we’ll have a cigar after din-
per,” was Dick’s ungallant reflection, as
they moved away.

(To be Continued.)
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Logical—Effie : “Mummy, wbhy do they
hunt Jions an’ tigers?” * Because they
kill the poor littls sheep, Effie.” Effie
(after & pause): “ Then why dont they
hunt the butchers, mummy ?”



