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Sne was met at the door by ¢ Maida,’ who
neatly knocked her down in her boisterous de-
light at beholding her again, and she was play-
fully defending herself from the ton rapturons
advances of her four focted friead when Roger
ran his fishing boat alongside the per, snd, ev1.
dently mistakmng Nellie for some bare footed
visitor of Nora’s, called out ip Jrish:

¢ Hilloa, ma colleen dhas! run back to the
tower, will you, and tell Nora to feteh me down
a basket, acd you shall bave a good handiul of
fish for your pams, for T have caught eough to
garnison the island for a week.’

Guessing his mislake, and enchanted at the
snceess of Ler masquerade, Nellie nstantly
darted into the kitchen, seized a fishing-creel
which was lying near the hearth, and rushed
dowr to the per. Roger wvas still so buey dis
entangling the fish from the net 1o which he had
caught them, that he never even looked at Nellie
until he turoed round toplace them in her basket.
Then (or the firat ime he saw who it wis whom
he had been so unceremonious'y ordering about
upon his eommission.  Had Nellie been rich and
prosperous, b2 would probably bave laughed and
made exceeding ight of the matter ; but poor,
and almest depeadent upon lis bounly asshe
was, he fiushed scarlet to the forehead, and
apologized with an eager deference, which was
ot only very touching i itself, but very charac-
teristic of the sensitive and generous hearted
race from which he sprung. ¢ But, after all;’ he
added, in conclusion, smiling and lagiog lis fia-
der lghtly on the folds of Nellie’s mantle—
¢after all, how could 1 dream that, her weeks of
weary wandering anly just coucluded, Mistress
Netterville would have beer up again mth the
sun, lookiog =s fresh and bright as the morsing
dew, and masquerading hke a peasant girl P

¢But [ am not matquerading at all,? said
Neliie, laughing, and yet evidently quite n ear-
nest. ¢1 am as poor as @u peasant girl, and
mean to dress like one, ay, und 1o work like ene
109, so long as I needs must be dependent upon
others.’

tNot f I am stll to be master Vere,? said

Roger very decidedly, taking the fishing-creel
out of her hands. ¢ Lake a wandering princess
you bave come to me; and like a wandering
priacess T istend that you shall be treated, so
long as you condescen’ to honor me by your
presence in this kingdom of barren rocks.’

¢ But the fish, said the laughing and bloshing
Nellie ; *in the n.eantime what 1s lo be dooe
with the fish 7 Nora will be iz paio about it for
she told me last night that there wasn’t a blessed
fish in the bay that would be worth a ¢ thraneen’
if only half an hour were suffered to elapse be-
tweep their exit from the ocean and their intro
duction to her kichen,’

¢ Nora1s quite right, said Roger, respondisg
freely to the young girl’s mesry laugh 5 ¢ and it
has cosl me both time and pains, L do assure you,
to impress that fact upon ber mird, But Maida
has already told her all about it § and here she
comes,’ heladded, as he caught a glimpse of the
old woman descending towards the pier. ¢ Sonow
we may leave the fish with a sate conscience to
her teoder merctes; aad f vou are melined for
a stroll, I will take you up to yonder rocky plat-
furm, from whence you Wil see the Ailantic, as
unfortunately we Lut seldom see it on this wild
coast, in all the calm glories of a summer’s day.

CHAPTER IX,

_ To this proposition Nelle jeyfully assented,
apd be led the way accordiagly up a rocky path
winding westward towarc the chiffs, Once or
twice he turced asif to give her aid, but Nellie
skipped like a yousg kid from rock to rock, ex:
ulting in her independecce ; and finding that she
declined assistance, he went on it silence until
they reached a point among the chffs, high
enough to gire them a full sea view toward the
wesl,

The Atlantic lay beneath them, roiling in
its mighty volume of deep waters, and dashini
them agamst the clffs below with the strength
and calmness of a sleepy piant,  Nellie had
often seen the sea, (hat parrow strip of waler,
pamely, which separated her own birth home
from the pirtbplace of ker indred ; but of the
mighty ocean, with its thousand voices commg
“wp from tie deep caves lelow, ils murmurings
and whisperings, its iufinte variety of tints and
aspects, its hights and shadows, its clear green
depths, and crystal purity, such as po smaller
sheet of water can ever boast of, she had mever
dreamed before ; and as her eye roamed over
the smooth expanse until 1t reached that utter-
most pont where sea and sky seem to blend to«
getker, a sense of vastoess and power fell wpon

her son! which almost oppressed her. For a few
minutes Roger watched her as sha stood there
m hushed and breathless admration ; hut just as
the silence was beginang o be oppressi7e, he
broke in by saying softly, “Yes, yes! itisall|
bright, and smooth, and shinng now ; bhut I have |
«tood here on an autumn even'ng, and watched |
it when 1t was black and swollen, brimlul be-
neath the comng storm—when the wind seemed
almost a liring power — a thing to he seen as
well as felt—as 1t swept over that mighty mass
of waters, minglng its hoarse voice with theirs,
and forcing on their waves, as a Zeneral forces
on bis troops, until 3t dashed them in a frenzy
of fruitless valar against the beetlng cliffs be—
neath us.  And, in truth, 1 almost prefer it in
those moods,” he added, like nne th:nking bis own
thovghts aloud, ¢ for then 1t looks simply like
what it is, a hupe monster ever greedy for its
prey, whereas, now, in this lazy sunshine, 1t
seems to me nothing more nor less than a great
smiling treachery, wooing s victims toward it,
only that it may afterwards the more thoroughly
engulf them.’

¢Itis a greai. heauhiful ferror, even as it is
to day,” smid Nellie breathlessle.  * What a
height we are above it! 1t mokes me giddy
only to look down.

¢ Do not look, then,” saild Roger anxiously,
“hut rather turp roward toward gonder isle,
which s only separated from the mamland by a
parrow strip of water. There are chffs upon
that island which look westward over tiie ocean
and rise eighteen hundred feet above it, and tke
inhabitants will tell you that, when the weather
is calm enough, you can see from theuce, at the
setting of the sun, the *Hy Brysail’—the en
chanted icle, the ¢ Tir na-n’oge,’ or land of eter-
nal youth acd beauly, to which deatk and ccrrow
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never come, and where (s0 the old legend tells
us) a hundred years of this mortal life pass
swiltly as a single day. Few, as you inay well
suppose, are {he favored mortals who have ever
reached it, and fewer still, if any, who have ever
come back to tell the tale of their adventures.

¢TIt is a pretty legend,” said Nellie, straining
ber eyes over the ocean as earnestly as though
she ceriously expected to discover the fairyis:
tand of which he spoke flrating oa its bosom.—
¢ Have you ever really seen anything like land in
that direction 2’

¢ If you choose, we can go some of these days
on a voyage of discovery,’ said Roger, smiling
at her seriousness ; *oalv,if we do find ¢ Hy-
Brysail,’ [ warn you that we will have to stay
there. Such is the law by winch adventurers to
its shores are bound. Tt does not secm a hard
law either, does it? Would you cbject to it
Mistress Netterville 2—to be yeung and beauti-
ful for ever! Sorrow forgotten as if it had
never been, beneath the spells of that magie
land )’

Nellie drew a fong breath, and ber blue eyey
grew well migh black with suppressed feeling as
she looked westward towards the ocean. DBut
she did not answer,

s Well,? he said, finding she would not speak,
¢ will pou try the adventure with me, or do you
still prefer earth and 1ts passing showers ta this
land of eternal sunshine 7’

Nethe sighed—it almo:! teemed as if she was
making a real thoice ; and when ke playluily re
peated, ¢ Have sou decided ? which shall 1t be—
this old kingdom of Grana Uaille or Tir-na-
n'oge P she quite serously replied :

¢« Not Tir-za v'oge, certanly ; though a year
ago, perhaps, I might have chosen otherwise. —
But youth and its sunshine 1s not real happiness,
after all, although sometimes it locks very like
it; and even if it were, there 15 something 1o me
in alife of happiwes:, simple and unalloyed, less
noble, and less ke the choice of a soul predes-
tmed ta eternily, than in one of sorrow bravely
birne.’ : .

¢ Sorrow has done its work well for you at all
events,” said Roger, moved to a higher feelme
of reverence than, two minutes before, he would
have thonght it possible to have enteriziged for
a creature so young and still so childish.

¢Woe to the soul upon which 1t does not,
once that soul has been delivered to 1ts guidance,
Nellie answered sofily, and almost as it we’e be-
neath her breath.

Roger gazed upon her silently. 1t seemed as
if she were changing beneath his verv eyes from
a bright, 1mpulsive ehild isto a woman of deep
and earnest feeling—a woman 1 every fibre of
her fine, siroag nature—and yet still, wn the va-
tried freshness of her sixteen years, ansinuocent
and coofiding as a child.

¢ Then you prefer a happiness which would
hring with it the zest of contrast " he added, as
if to probe her further.

¢I would prefer, at all events,a happicess
founded upon duty,’ she answered gravely; and
then, as if balf-ashaméd of her own earnestness,
she asked him lightly : _

¢ Is it pot strange to find these floating tradi-

tions of a paradise of peace and plenty among

a people so completcIy ‘berelt of both as thess

poor creatures, by their very condition as a
conquered race, musi necessarily be P

¢ For that very reason I’ he answered guekly ;
‘ for that very reason!
vages and treated as wild heasts, will either
broad over schemes of real vengeance or sontle
themselves with dreams of unreal bliss. TIs it
wonderful, therelore, that these poor people,
wih their dreamy and imaginative natures,
should sometimes look wistfully over the broad
ncean, and fancy thev see a land where (it once
oaly it could be reached) flowers, and |ny7, and
eternal sunshine, would coosole them for the
misery endured among these barren rocks, in
which they have been forced by their enemies
to seek —T was gning to say, a home—it would
have been far more correct to have said—a
prisen ?? '

¢ Nay, but now 1t 1s you that are unjust,” said
Neltie, smiliog—* unjust to this fair land you live
m. The lkingdom of Grana Uaille can in vo

sense of the word be called a prison; and even

were 1t ten times less beauttful than it is, to me
it would still remain the one bright memory left
me to look back to 1n this great year of sorrow.’

Roger turned quckly ronnd, but Nelhe met
s eye with such a loak of irank candor and

! unconscionsness as to the possibility of any hid-

dep meaning heing altachable to her words, that

he felt (acitly rebuked beneath it, and merely .

satd ¢

of a home.’

¢ Home !’ said Nellie sofily—* home, after all,
15 but the place where the heart garners up its
treasures. 'These were almost the last words
my dear mo‘her said lo me, and now | feel their
truth ; for if she were bur once more at my side,
the barrenest island in Clew Bay would become
to me, T think, at once as homehke alamost and
dear as Netterville itself.?

Again Roger seemed on the paint of saying
something, but agam be checked himself and
was s lent.

Nellie saw the flush upon his brow, and in-
terpreted it her own way.

tYou are not angry, Colonel O’More,’ she
said, with the simplicity ot a child ; ¢ surely you
do not fancr, because I spoke of Netterville,
that I am ungrateful for the kindoess which has
made this 15land a second home to me.’

¢ No, indeed,” he answered, with a smile so
bright that 1t must have reassured her even if
he had not said a word in answer. ¢ No, in-
deed. T wag, or at all events 1 am, only think
g how 1 can best persuade you aed Lord
Netterville to consider this island as your home,
even in the abseace of 1ts lawful owner,’

¢ Absence,’ said Nellie ; ¢ are you going then,
and wherefore ?°

¢ Wherefore 7’ said O*More quickly, ¢TI mar-
vel that you cannot guess, Because, Mistress
Netterville, though [ live upon th's islaad, and
though 1ts inhabitants acknowledge me as therr
chieftain, it is yet a sorry fact that I am poor,
noarer in proportinn than the poorest of the
number ; an outlaw besides, with every mauo’s
hand and sword agawmst me, and nothing but the
traditions of past greatness to soothe, or, whicl
much oftener is the case, to add bitterness to the
meanness of my present station.’

¢ Why call it meanness P’ szad Nallie, flashing
up. * You have fought and lost for your king
and country, as we all have fonzht and lost 5 and
your enemies may take your lands indeed, but

they cannot rob you of the glory of the cause :

for which you have contended, nor can they
make you other than you are,a descendant of
brave old Grana Uaille and the inberitor of her
kingdom.’

s Kingdom !* said Rnger, with a httle hitter
laugh. ¢ Turen your eyes inland, Mistress Nel-
terville. and look from the northern point of
Clew DBay southward toward the spat where
Croagh Patrick castsits shade upon the bright
waters. 'That was the old kingdow of Grana
Uaille, and my 1nberitacce upon the day that I was
born. My earliest recollections therefore are
connected with this wild land, and every rock
and cave in s fair winding coast-line was as
familiar to me in my eiuldish days as the toys in
their nursery are to more tenderly nurtured
children. DBut they sent me at last to Spam for
that education which would have been dened
me bere, and I only came back (while sill a
mere raw boy) to fight under the banner of my
kinsmar. [ will not trovble you with a history
of that war ; you know it, alas, too well already !
Rut when Preston tock refuge wn Galway, and
the other chiefs of the confederation dispersed 1o
diflerent directions, I made the best of my way
huther, hopiog, amid the wilds and fastnesses of
my own coualry, to be permilted to remain at
peace. Romors reached me on the way of the
great scheme of the transplantation, and of the
numbers flocking from the eastern counties to
usurp, against their will, the possessions of therr
poorer brethren in the west. Soon after that,
came tidings that the epemy had reserved the
coast-line for themselves, then that they bad

Men despised as sa-

¢ Ay ; but Mistress Netterville, | was (alking .
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swarmed over intosome of the Clew Bay islands,
and then, at last, that they had taken possession
of and fortified Carrig-a hooly, the old Castle of
Grana and the spot where [ was bora. Still T
i preesed unhesitatingly forward, for I remembered
the ¢ Rath.? and koowing that 1t was, or used to
be, almost a ruin, I hoped it would have escaped
them, and that I might find tkere a refuge and
; concealment for the moment.,  Mistress Netter-
twifle, pou cun guess at the result, T went as
sou went, and found as you found, that it was
- occupied already.  Major Hewitson }

* What of Major Hewitson 7’ a voice asked
impatiently at hii elbow, Roger turned and
found himself face to face with Heorietta, who
had glided so quietly up the mountam path
"that nevther he nor Nellie had an 1dea of her
presence uatil she announced 1t by ths question.

Remembering her kinduess of the day before,
Nellie’s first impulse had beea to greet her
eagerly 3 her next was {o retreat a step hehind
O’More, with an uncomfortuble though only half
- acknowledged consciousness that she herself
' would be considered by Henrietta as one ton
mauny in the coming conversation. There was,
i truth, a flush on the young fady’s brow and a
'sparkle 1 her eye, by no means mviting to fami-
!liarity, and without seeming conscious even of
| Nellie’s presence, she repeated the question an-
grilv to O'Mare:

¢ What of Major Tewitson!
owner of yonder castle P’

Boger looked al her steadily, tlen removing
his cap, and speakiag m his most courtly tones,
ke anwerad quietly

¢ Nothing, Mistress Hewitson, nothmg at
least, unfit to be said in the presence of his
daughter.

¢ Tuat won’t do? cried Henretta passion-
ately,  that won’t do. 1 heard bis nome as I
came up aod I will know what you were saying
of him.?

Roger laughed a tright, merry laugh, which
Neliie though? no ill humor could have resisted,
and he answered (rankly:

¢ Nay, for that matter, Mistress Tlewitson, if
you insist upon 1, 7ou are quite welcome to hear
ot only all that I thid say, but all hkewise that T
was about to say on the subject ol your father.
I bad just cbserved to Mistress Netterville
(whose person you seem somehow to have for-
gotten since yesterday) that I found Major
Hewitson in possession of my last refuge on the
mainland, and I was going 1o add thut as he had
thus made his fortune at my expeose, I trusted
te would not endeavor to prevent me seeking
mine, where 1n these dass Trishmen most often
{ind them, under the golden flig »f Spam.’

Spain! Nellie’s heart leaped up suddealy,
'aid then grew ve.w still. This, then, was the
; meaniog of that word ¢absence’ which had al
ready startled, and, even agaiost her will, dis.
turbed her. ‘This was lis meanng. He was
about to leave lreland for ever, and make a
home for himself 1 bis mother’s land. Netlie’s
heart leaped up, and theiw grew very still !/

When she returred to a consciousness of the
outward worll around her, Henrietta was saying
cagerly

s Do not wait to know what he may think
upon Lhe subject ; but go at once. Remember
!you are a2n outlaw, and that an outlaw i3 one
| whom the law perimts to be bunted like a wild
beast, and slain whenever or however be may be
| taken.

¢ And this, then, is the fate which your worthy
father is preparing for me 7’ Roger asked n a
tone of bantering politeness, which, cons‘dering
the circumstances and Henrietta’s evident ex-
citement, Nellie could not help thinking almost
unkind. ¢ Ttis thus, like a wid beast, as you
rightly ferm it, that he is about to set upon me
and glay me unawares.

¢T donat sayit! 1 do not know it!® said
Henrietta, almast sobbing, I only say—only
know that there are {resh troops of soldiers
coming in to-day ? that there have been, for at
least n week past, prayer-meelings and preach-
ings and waitings on the Liord, things which all
portend a coming danger, and one that probably
will pownt toward you, Cologel O’More, be
merciful ; take my warning for what it may be
worlh, and ask no further questions. Remem-
ber, that, if I thiok not with my father in these
matters, T am still, at all events, his daughter.
And now I must begone, for with all my skill at
the oar, and little Pandeens to boot, I shall
have hard work fo get back in time for the md
day meal, and the long and weary homily by
which 11 is seasoned snd made pleasant to unbe-
lievers like myself. -

Henrietta turned asif to depart, but yet she
did not. She seemed to be struggliong hard with
some hidden feeling, and at last, with sn effort
so violent that it was visible, at least to Roger’s
eyes, she flung her arms round Nellie’s neck.

¢I know nothmg of you but your name,
young mistress,’ she said 10 2 emothered voice;
tbat I know, at least, that T and mwe have
wrought you a great injustice. That injustice,
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pnhappily, I bave no power to repair ; but yet, .
if ever you have need of ary hely that T can
give, and will come and ask me for it, believe
me, 1nstead of heaping coals of fire on my bead,
voun will be giving me the only real happiness
T can feel, so long as T know that by my resi-
dence in these lands I am usurping the rights of -
others: B
_ Henretta almost flung Nellie from her as ske-
linished speaking ; and then, without another
word, either to her or Roger, she toak the down
path of the clfl, and was out of sight in a
moment,

Tne two whom she left helund her continued
silent, until they saw the ¢corragh,’ or small:

I tened to Roger with the keen. and. uneated im=

boat, 1 which she bad come, and which had:
been waitiog for her beneath the chils, ghding:
once more out into the open bay ; then lhe;:
also turned their steps homeward, and Roger,
with no small Jash of enthusiasm jn s manner’
exclaimed ¢ ’
¢ Brave gul! would you believe 1t, this is the
second lime she has given me notice of a snare 7’
only the first time,’ he added, with perhags some -
(ntwitive guess at the sart of questioning that -
might he going on in Nellie’s mind, ¢ only the -
first time it was by Paudeen, who sails her boat,
and who, she well knows, m1y be trusted iz al}-
that regards the safety of Ins chieftam. But
what is the o'd white-haired gospeller up to pow;
| wonder? T own [ am fairly puzzied I’ .

* We are not, I trust, the cause of this fresh
trouble to you 2’ said Nellie timidly.

“Oh! no; T thnk not; for your sake I trust
not,’ he auswered thoughtfully, It seemed to.
me to be altogether personal to myself; for1f 1t
had been about the priest, I thick she would -
have said so.’

“ The priest ! where is he 2> Nellie asked, ¢T°
did not even know that there was one upon the
island.’

¢ Not upon this island, but on another, as you -
shall see to-morrow if pou choose to make ope .
of his Sunday congregation. But yonder 19 your -
grandfather watchiog for you; had we not bet~-
ter zo and jor hm?

Nellie assented, and quickening ber pace al-
most to a run. she was 1n her prandfather’s arms
ere Roger, who came on more leisurely, had time
to join them.

Lord Netterville gazed loviogly iato Nellie’s:
face, and smiled as he saw the bright color
which exercise had called into ber pale cheeks..
Then he turned courteously toward his host.
Perhaps he bad some vague idea in his old head
that the fate of his grandchild was to be hepce-
forth, in sume way or other, connected with that
of Roger : perhaps he was not limself aware of
the significance of his action ; but this at allb
even's is certarn, that, instead ot relingmshbm
Nellie’s hand, he kept it tightly in his olvlvn, a:n%
when the young chizltain approached to greet
him, laid it silently w that of Roger,

There was enough in the action itself, and
still more in the way in which 1t was done, to-
send the blood scarlet to Nellie’s brow, and she
struggled to release her hand. For one moment,
however, Roger held it, gently but firmly, be-
even made a movement a3 1f he were abnet te-
raise 1t to his lips ; instead of doing so, hawever; .
he dropped 1t quietly, and said in a low vaice :

¢ Not now, not yet ; but when you are opce-
more at your mother’s side, will you permit me-
to remiand you of tlus moment, and to ask fos-the-
treasure which I now relinquish, at the hands of
her who 13 your only lawful guardian?’

CHAPTER X,

arly the next mormog Nellie found bersel?
ghding over the waters of Clew Bay in one of
the native corraghs o} the country, under the-
protection of her host. T¥e was captaw and:
crew all in one, and she was lus only passenger ;-
for it had been decided on the previous evenmg.
that Lard Netterville was not in a ht state te~
endure the fatigue of such a voyage ; and with .
ald Nora {o look after his crealure comtorts, ands
Maida to guard him in Ins lonely fortress, Roger
assured his granddaughter that she need have no-
scruple in leaving him duriog the two or three
hours required for their eaterprise. And Nelhe
had readily obeyed ; for, 1f the truth must be
told, she had begun to rely impliciily upoo his.
judgmeat, 3nd to submit to it as usquestiomngly-
as1f she bad been a child. The lttle shypess.
produced by Liord Netierville’s thoughtless.ac-.
tion of the day before had entirely worn off
pactly beeause ‘she herself had striven woman-
fully agamst the feeling, hut chiefly because
Roger, thoroughlv comprebending how needfad .
1t was to her comfort that, during her residence.
in his lonely kingdom, she sbould be entirely ak
her ease n his suciety, bad adopted, as 1f by in. -
stinet, precisely the affectionate, brotherly sort-of
manuer which was of all others the best caleaa
lated to produce this result. Nellie therefore
gave herself up without a thought to the plea-
sant novelty of a brotherly sort of petting apd
protection which seemed to call for nothingidiore
thao quiet acceptance on ber part ;: and she:: ljs-




