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making the gloom more gloonmy and the silence
darkly '(r](lllll‘:ll(:. I'oolfulls echoed and echoed
fill they seemed to dic in the mortal atmosphere,
The gannt furniture shaped itself inlo ony
gnomes, that stared ot cach other and noedded
like solemn councillors, The very air scemed
to be stagnant in superstitions nwe,

By
and astrong wind from the norfh-east. swept
the monntain side, making the woods shrick in
agony, nnd chasing the dense rain in broken
columns sll over the valley,

and by, the min cune down in torants,

The frees in the
Tark moaned und quivered ; the great mountain
behind rumbled; the castle walls secmed to
totter like an aged man : the. windows ratfled,
and through every ancient clinber the wind
went singing its dirge,

The frightencd servants huddled around the
turf fire in the kitchen, heard throngh the rag-
ing storny, thelow, thrilling wail of the Bansthee
and as he sat by his father’s death-hed, Geruld
O'Dwyer conld almost credit the superstition, so
wild and plaintive a song sang the wind round
Kilslieelan,

Tt was at such a time that 2 servant cune on
tiptee into the room, and whispered in Gernld’s
e that there was o woman below whoasked to
speal-to him fora moment,

“A woman!

she?

And ab sueh an hour!
What can she want??
01 dunno that, sir,

Who ix

She wonldn't take her
clonk oft for the world, an’ her voice isn't a bit
like an ould ‘oman's,  She’s very sthrange in-

said the servant, with a perceptible

tirely, sir,”
shudder,

Perplexed by the extraordinary nature of the
visit, Gerald descended to the entrance linll,
shrinking in a dark corner of which he found
his nysterions visitor, .

He was ahout to speak when the woman
eaught him gently Ly the arm, at the same
time drawing aside the heavy hood which con-
cenled ber face.,

HoCressy 17 ¢ Gernld ! passed from one to

the other in low, startled tones,

In utter bewilderment, Gerald drew the
frighened girl into an adjeining room, where
she alrost fuinted away in his arms,

Tenderly he bathed the pale, frightened Tittle
face, and pressed the min out of (he bright
golden tresses.  He had not seen her for aliove
i year, andbhe found her wonderfully changed
from his little playmate—so chunged that, but

" for his mmazement at sceing her, he might have
felt “how deep into his sout were the wakening
glances of her pretty blue eyes,

in God’s nume; what has brought
you here at guch an hour, and in such a
storm 7 .

COLY Gernld, will you forgive me? Tt was
very wrong of me, but indeed [ could not help
ity and the white fuce flushed crimson with
confusion, %1 could not hear (o (hink you
were in tronble and alone without, coming to
tell you how I pity you,”

S0 enrnest 53wy her tane, Geruld
could not forbear kissing the lips ruised

and art

trust-
fully to his, as he uied to do in the olden
time,

BDear Uress! But wlat conll have termapled
vou to choose such an Lour?”

She hung her head confusedly,

S knew papa would not let e go during
the day, g0 1 had only to borrow this old cloak
from nuree, and when I went (o my roown for
tee night, T let myself down inty the garden
and slipped away down the road g

“But such afrightful night,  Were you not
afraid 2" '

“ 0w afrnid—yery, very much,” said she
shudderiig, <00 thonught 1 would die of fright;
but the thonght of you dear Gerald, made me
brave again. T hojie yon w't angry. with me,
Gerald, are you ?” ‘ '

Aungry with her!  The words brought, him
biack to instant recolection of his dead father,
and of kim whose persecution broke. his heart,
And this was lis enemy’s danghter!  Gerald
O'Dwyer had no personal resentment, against
Mr. Artelade 5 but hie felt there was.un impasg-
able barrier between them,  On Cressy's own
sesary it was to end

account, he siew how nec
their intimaney,

It wae not without a pang he tore his fond
Tittle comnforter from his side ; but he knew it
was his duty, '

“Why should [ be angry with Youy Cressy 77
he saidgently, . [ am always happy when
you are with me, and T wisl) dearly we could
still be to one another what we used to be, . Bug
youmust have heard that in a few. days your
father will e the owner of Kilsheclan, and [
homeless onteast—»

£ Oh, T have heard itall 7 ghe said, crying
bitterly. " +T know you ougli to hate us very
much—’twas so crnel—"" =~

“Domot spenk that way, dear child,” said
Gerald gravely,  “T an not o hit angry with
your father, aud least of all with you, Cressy—1.

“T know it 1" she eried, her light spirit in—
stantly recovering its buoyancy, ¢ knew you
would avt blame me, Gerald i but T owas. so



