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SALLY CAVANAGH,

Or, The Untenanted Qraves.
ATALE OF TIPPERARY.

———

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER IX. Continued.

Miss. Evans looked at her watch, Miss
Evans looked at her watch ien times
within ten minutes. She stamped her
foot impatiently, and pretty sharply it
would appear, for her little dog, whose
tail slé'd accidentally Letween her foot
‘and the floor, whined dolefully. Miss
fvans did not snatch him upin her arms,

nd let the brown ringlets mingle with
his sitky black coat, and murmur *“poor
Carlo!” as Miss Evans weil knew how.
On the contrary, shesank into an arm-
chair, and pushed the wheezy Ilittle
aninm! from her with the offending foot.
Of ail her perfections, the foot was the
most perfect ; and as her eye rested upon
it, another minute passed quicker than
any of the preceding ten. She was in
the net of looking at her watch againm,
when she heanl the sound of wheels.

“Who can it be?* said Mivs. Evans,
evidently not caring much who it might
be. Mxs. Evans looked out, and imme-
diately she did so, her daughter asked :
*“What on earth brings her at this hour?”

The young lady had not moved from
her rechining pomtion and no one repiied
to her first question. But the luok of
consternation in her mother’s face was
answer enough., Mrs. Evans having
exchanged the look of consternation for
one of extreme delight, was in a moment
burryirg down the steps to the side of a
little carriage drawn by a mule. Miss
Grindem would “come in.” Which an-
nouncement well nigh brought the look
of consternation back again into Mrs.
Evans’ face, in spite of heretlorts to keep
the look of extreme delight in possession.
Not that she was not proud of the honor
—for she was proud of it. But the terror
of the evangelical old lady outweighted
every other consideration.

Miss Evans bowed to the old lady
without leaving her chair; a want of
reverence which hoth amazed and fright-
ened Mrs. Evans. “My dear,” said the
old lady, taking the snow white hand
which the young lady held out to her
with the air of & duchess. “My dear,
George gut your note, and I have come
over to talk toyou. There is some mis-
understanding which he will not suffici-
ertly explain to me. He says you know
yourse!l why he has acted agshe has daone
for some time back, and why he cannot
comply with the request contained in
your note. That’s atl he wonid tell me.
And now, my dear, do tell me what it is,
in order that I may make itup between
you. For I can’t tell you how anxious
I feel that yon and George should get on
well together.”

The young lady felt no gratitude what-
ever [or the old lady'sanxiety. S8he knew
that regard for horself had nothing to do
with it. In fact, she knew it arose solely
from Miss Grindeny’s fenr lest her nephew
should exchange into a regiment which
had just been ordered to Canada, he huv-
ing dropped some hints that such was
his intention. The old lady saw clenry
that Miss Evaus’ charms were the oniy
bonds by which she could bind her nep-
hew Lo Grindem Hall. ‘

“I really have no idea of what it is
Captlain Dawson alludes to,” said Miss
Evans, “and it is a matter of perfect in-
difference to me.”

“Of course, my dear,” said Miss
Grindem, “but, now, have you said any-
thing to wound him, or treated him tuo
coldlyjbefore anybody, or anything of
that kind 27

“No ; and I wrote to Captain Dawson,
asking him to call and come with me to
the hunt to-day, partly because I had
nobody else to come with e, and partly
to let him see that there was nothing
like that to which you have just alluded.”

“Well now, my dear, poor George is 50
senstive, and has such ridiculous notions
about what he calls being jilted—just
think, now, has thers been any one else
paying attentions to you, or anything of
that kind ?7 ) '

_ “Really, Miss Grindem,” said Mise
" Evans, risng, *I feel perfectly at liberty
to receive attentions. or not, just as I
chogse.” o a .
“Quite right, my derr,” _tga old lady
- replied. “But you say thers is no cause.
" a far as you are concerned, for whatever
has got into George’s mind; and I was
only trying whether there was “anything
. -which mighthavé misled him, in .order
that I might be able to disabuse bim of
Hiserpor,” i L el
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It's Soap, pure Soap, which
contains none of that free
alkali which rots the clothes
and hurts the hands.

It's Soap that dues away
with boiling or scalding the
clothes on wash day.

I’s Snap that's good for

anything. Cleans every-

thing. In a word—'tis Soap, and fulfils it’s purpose

to perfection.
SURPRISE is stamped

on every cake.
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A theught of the incideut at the Fin-
ger-post flashed across the young ludy’s
mind, but after & moment’s reflection
she acquitted Captain Dawson of the
meanness which any alteration in his
apinion of her, onaccount ol her meeting
with Brisn Purcell, wotld involve. An-
other reason for Captain Dawson’s con-
duct occurred to her, which, while it
raised him in her estimation, made her
look grave. A report had gone about
latterly th.at Mr.Oliver Grindem intend-
ed to marry one of his wives. Could it
be that there was foundation for such a
report ? and that Captain Dawson’salter-
ed manner toward her was owing to thig
threatened alteration in his fortunes ?
There was no use trying to umnravel the
mystery, 80 she only sald, with a smile :

“Meanwhile, I’m not going to lose the
the hunt.”

“Quite right, my dear,” said Miss
Grindem. “The siutbles are quite full,
The miarquis’s horses came last night,
and you have no idea of the numbers
that are arniving all the morning. The
gentiemen are most anxious to keep up
the credit of the county. George and
Tom King are to lead his lordship ; and
if the fox makes for Thullamore—and he
is the old fox that rlways does—when he
finds all the earths closed, he’ll most
likely break away through Balyowen
for Xillshanna, and if he does, George
says they’ll give the marquis enough of
it; though I'm told there’s nothing too
big or too ugly forhim.” The evangelic-
al old lady spoke with an enthusiasm
which rather astonished Mrs. Evans, to
whom, in deed, her wurds were not quite
intelligible.

As Miss Evans reined in her restive
borse on the lawn, and whipped him till
he plunged again, while the brown ring-
lets floats on the breeze, and the ivory
neck rose graceful from the rounded
bust, which the closely-fitting riding-
dress displayed to great advantage, the
evengelical uld lady thought that if any-
thing could put Canada out of George's
head that would.

Miss Evans did not take the direct road
to Grindem Hall. She seemed to prefer
the more circnitous way by the moun.
tain foot. Asshe passed the Finger-post,
her servant rode up, suying, as he caught
up the bridle which fell loosely upon her
horse’s neck : *“I'ake care, miss; kee
a tight reiu down the hill.”” Shestarted,
and with something hke a scornful
smile at her forpgetfulness, gathered up
the reins and guided her horse carefully
down the rough road. After passing the
corner of the wood the little white bouse
which Connor Scen would not have
“changed for a palace” attracted her
attention. Shepulled up her horse and
gazed round her with a look of wear-
iness.

“What is coming over me?” she
thought, resting her face upon both
hands. The servant, supposing that she
fell unwell, dismounted and stood by her
horse’s hend. But she motioned him
back, and rode on quickly tiil the white
house ws.dpassed and left far behind.
What Miss' Evans felt <‘coming over ber”
was an almost inexpressible longing to
fling herself inte the arms of Bally Cav-
anagh, and ask her to talk to her as she
vsed to talk to her long ago ; for she was
tired and sick of the things which at a
distance appeared so dazzlingly sattrac-
tive, but which experience had proved
to be.cold and hollow.. How unlike the
disingerested affection of the warm-
hearfed peasant girl and the true love
of Brian, Puroell ! : o

And Miss Evans, amazed. at her -own

weakness, wondered what was “coming
over her.” Bul have we not all our
momenis of weakness ?  After a quick
glance round the lawn at Grindem Hall,
Miss Evans is herself agnin. Miss Evans
can see as much with one quick glance
a8 it would take ordinary people lives to
sec. There is the marquis—a very fine
man, but that’s all, Captain Dawson
rides by his side, pointing out some ob-
ject in the distance (the fox covers, of
course ; his lordship is not likely to feel
interested in anything else). Captain
Dawson converses with the marquis in «
very nutural way (we are recording what
Miss Evans saw and thought), which
makes him contrast favornably with the
groups of squires, old and young, by
whom they pass, as they ride leisurely
from place to place, from which the cov-
ers and the lie of the country canbebest
seen. The squires stare at the marquis
sheepishly. One old squire with  florid
fuce, makes a desperate attempt to
attract the great maun's attention, by
telling a story—supposed io be humorous
—in exag[.iemted brogue, to another old
squire with a florid face, who seconds
the attempt by laughing immoderately,
and saying, Na bock-lish. 'Then both old
squires steal a glance at the marquis,
with the delightful convinetion that he
has set them down for jolly fellows.
There is Misa Evans’ other admire:, at
some distance from the crowd, regarding
her intently, who, the moment she re-
cognizes hinl by a ve'y slight, but, at the
game time, & very gracious inclination
ol the head, luses all control aver hinself,
and gallops furlously in a figure of eight
within a very contracted space, greatly
to the surprise and somewhat to the
alarm of many persous. and theun stops
suddenly, immovable as a statute, and
stares wildly at vacancy. There is Tim
Crouk, thecover keeper, with his cont
on his arm, and a long wattle in his hand,
I perspiring with anxicty. us he hurries in
a sling trot bither and thither, in search
of sorie one he canuot find. There are
Talf a dozen other ladies on horseback,
between whom and Miss Evans it is ensy
to see there i< r.oi much love lost. The
little carriaze drawn by the mule drives
up to the ha.l door, and the six ladies on
horseback crowd around it immediately.

Bnt much to the vexation of the six
lndies, Miss Grindem sees Miss Evans
under an elm tree (a position which Miss
Evans had chosen with o view to effect),
and immadiately whips the mule in that
direction. There is Dactor Forbis, upon
his very remarkable mare, whose tail
suggested a hair breath 'scape like that
of Tam O'Shanter. The doctor does not
hunt—he iz merely # spectator; and
when he haz bowed profoundly to the
evangelical old Iady, Miss Evans asks
him to be her knight, as she iz quite a
a torlorn damsel, and, Doctor Forbis
gallautly assents. *

“For gad sake, doctber,” exclaimed
Tim Croak, as he shook the perspiration
from his forehead, “did you see Muty
Hazlitt ?”

“No,” said the doctor ; “what do you
want him for ?°

“[ want him to but thefox out of the
hole in the quarry, and the devil & tarrier
we have able to do it but his. Yon know
nis the ould fox at Coolbawn we're de-
pendin’ on to-day.”

CHAPTER X.

Tim Crosk took hbis pipe from his
waistcoat pocket, and running round the
elm tree,rubbed & match aguinst a-brown

‘stone at its root. “Doctor,” he called
out, keeping the trunk of the tree be:

twoen him and the lady while he sucked
the dhudeen spa=madically, “if you want
to see the run, ride up fair an aisy to
the white thorn bush on the top of
Knockelongh., You can go throngh Mr.
Purcell’s avenae an’ you may take your
time, as they're o’ to dhimw the new
cover first.” ‘

Tim Croak, who was in a disturbed
state of mind, having tendered this piece
of advice with a cahuness which was
evidgently forced, fingered his long wattle,
and hurried away ina sline wrot, ag usaal,

“I think, doctor,” Mis< Evans observed,
“it would be a good plan.  There is a
magnificent view from Knockelongh.”

Miss Evavs bas not been on Knock-
clongh Hijl for some years, but sho re-
members it very well. The last time was
on a st. John's eve, when they went to
gee the bonlires.  That was the evening
they met the pale young school-naster
whone hair was gray. she asked Brnan
wan the school-master n poet, he looked
so dreamy and unhappy.

“I don't know,” said Brian, “but 1 be-
lieve [ could tell you why his bair is
gray.”

Doctor Ferbis has signified his read-
iness to accompary her. Miss Evans haa
bowed to the evangelieal old lady, whe
looks round anxions'y for her nephew,
hoping that he will see Miss Evans to
the gate. Miss Evansis conscious tha
both herself and Doctor Forbis—or, rath-
or., Doctor Forbis’ remarkable mmre—
attrnct a good denl of attention. She sees
her other admirer become frantic ngatn—
a crowd of sportsmen epurring hastily
outside the limits of the figure af eight
to which he contines himself while the
fit lasts. And though last, not least,
Mies Evans seis Captain Dawson leave
the marquis’ side and_ canter across the
lawn to the yate, which he holds open
for them. Miss Evans hoids out her
hand, and the eaptain presses it sorrow-
fally. Ye powers, how beautiful she is!
Captain Dawson rides slowly to his post,
considerably damaged. .

Miss Evans saw the effect her parting
look had produced, and the smile of
triumph was in her eyes and on her lips;
vet her thoughts went buck to that St.
Johin's eve. She replied to the doctor’s
commonplace remarks about the weath- .
er without nmderstanding them, and did
not even evince any extraordinary inter-
est when he showed lier Matt. Hazlitt’s
old gander, the same that beat the old
fox to which Tim Croak alluded a while
ago, in a fair fight which was supposed
to have Insted three hours and & balf.

And the devil’s own tox he is—begging
yonr pardon, Miss Evans, observe
Doctor Forbis, remembering the many
doleful stories he was every day hearing
from one ur other of his patients concern-
ing reynard’s predatory habits—said
doletul stories being meant as apologies
for non-appearance of certain feathered
bipeds, which, if it were not for the fox,
wonld gladden the heart of Mrs. Foubis,
and chase the cloud from  the brow of
Mrs. Forbis' maid-of-ail-work, and have
a brightening ctfect upun the Forbis
household generally.  “The devil's awn
old fox,” gaid Docror Forbis, shaking his
head severely andsolemnly ns hie thought
of a certain basket in wiiich there shondit
lave a fut turkey, but, when the lid was
raised, was found to contain only six
neadsaf cabbage and & hank  of bnons,
Doctor Forbis consoled himwsell with a
poch of snuff, and rode on in silence.
Mise Evans could not get St. John’s eve,
and the bonfires, and the poor xchool-
master, out of her head. Here wus the
very spot where the school-master hand-
ed Brian the manuscript, and went away
without speuking. Higher up she sees
the smooth rock upon which they sat
while Brian read the story.

To be ontinued.
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At its True Values.

The Mnanager of the Dominion Rail-
way Advertising Agency, Mr. Alfred
Roberts, 79 King St., Torunto, Ont.,
writes: “I dusire to testily Lo the effi-
cacy ot St. Jacobs Oil as u sure remedy
for sprains, bruises, rhenmmatiam, &e.,
having had occasion to use 1t 1 my
family for some time pust, In fact I
would not be without u bottle of the Qil
in my house for the duuble the amount
charged.”” Well worth it. '
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There l¢. ope thing wboul a iouse which

seldom fally, but never hurix the occupant
when il dues. That s tha rent.

[ —
For Youur or Old.

Childron and auduits are equally benefited
by the use of Ur. Woud’s Nuorway Plue Myrupe,
the new and siccesslul cough remedy, I stope
coughe in ope nlght and muy be relied on as a0
effectual remedy for ovlde, anthma, bronchitis
and slmllar Lronbles. Price 25 and 5u¢ at druge
glsis.



