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“« Confound your tomfoolery, man: what do
you menn ? 7 asked the baroned fiercely,

I you've been and Peard it hall afore, Sir
Halbin-—"

# I've heard nothing, fellow."”

“Oh " exclaimed Mr, Langion, with n man.
ner of intense relief.  ¢“Hin that ecase, Sir
Halbin, T-can haflord you hevery hinforma-
tion!

HThat is well ! " eried the baronet vengefully.
¢ Now, then, be quick and say what you know.
Tn the first place, what brings him here?”

“ He's heen horganizing the rebels ‘ere this
maonth or more~1 seen'im myself a-drilling
a small harmy—and o drefile sight it was |
hassure you, Sir Halhin—1I cun’t himagine how
1 ever did get hover it.”

t D—your imagination! " cricd his master,
impatiently, * You're quite sure you saw him 77

# Saw ’im, Sir Halbin 1 I should rather think
sol- Hever since, there's a hitching in the
calf of my leg, with great respect, sir, that—"

# Enough I interrupted Sir Albin, hrusquely.
“Whereis this young fellow fo he found 21

1 watched him twice, sir, and hevery time
he disnppenred somewhere iu the hold “Castle?

HThen the Castlelis his hiding-place 2

¢ Undoubtzdly, sir: some part of the Castle” |

“This is very strange 1™ the aronet thought
to himself, uneasily, - ¢ Could his stay at the
Castle have anything to do with the illness of
this eavetaker, whoever he in? . Could there he
any connection between this; and the appear-
ance of that uncommon face 1 saw- the other
day—that of the caretaker's danghter—which
has been haunting me ever since 2 Assuredly
there is some mystery here—some plot against
my peace of mind, if my tervors do not deceive
me! It must be seen fo immediately, and
crushed—ay, crushed ruthlessly ! for I will have
no gpectres hnunting me with their infernat tor-
{ures. - See here, fellow "—turning to the valet,
who kept, dutiful silence—* think you -this
Gerald Q'Dwyer has any accomplices in Kil-
sheclan 7" :

“None asI kuow, Siv Halbin, unless one—
that illconditioned wagabone, Tade Ryan, who,
T take the liberty of hinforming your honor, is
the most sanguinary individual I hever secen
houtside the Z'logical Gardens.”?

¢ You have not-seen him with the ca.retnkcr,
or his danghter?”? '

Cressy was burning for.the reply.

“No" gaid the valel, #“Fav not.” = g

Phank God 1" exclaimed Cressy fervently,
for the terrible suspicion was beginning to fasten

on her that perhaps Miss Rose Marton knew

more of Gerald O Dwyer than ever she had dis--

closed ; nay, that perhaps the whole incident of
the broken portrait was n well-acted lHe..

She could not wait longer now,  Gerald was
in Kilsheelan, and in dangert  And she alone
conld gave hin! How her heart jumped at the
thought! - What a flood of fevered sentiments
deluged her braint One thing only conld she
determine clearly—Gerald must e saved at
once, :

The sereen behind which she took refuge,
coneealed a passage to the garden, - Stealing
noiselessly to-the door ahiclt opened on.this
prssage; she turned the handle tremutously Lt
softly, and the garden once gained, lnrried on,
she knew not whither—out through the garden,
(ying past (he amazed Marquis of Babblington,
who in vain' planted himself in her path—
through the village, where the assembled dra-
woons and the voung lady in ringlets at the
new public-house stared after her agape with
astonishient—never pausing a moment till she
burst in upon 'I'nde Ryan, while he sat gloomily

over the hearth, with the news that treachery

had at Inst found ont his beloved chief.

Pide Ryan would have heen astounded, if all
relish of misfortune Dad not worn off from fre-
quent tasting of it.  As it was, he could-only
bless the good angel who thus unwontedly
stooped to prrsonal solicitude to suve the paliry
1ife of u rebel, .

¢ Tade, you'are the only one that can c¢om-
municate with him,'” she snid, camestly, T

‘rely npon you to see him,” These few soverigns

are uscless to me, and you may ‘want’ them,”
and she looked shudderingly around at the desos
lnte walls and pale-faced children, as she nlmost
trust her little purse into his hand.

Ryan-repulsed the offer-almost rudely.

ST know vou name it kindly, Miss” he said,
touching his hat' coldly, #¢ but av: Lean't ‘save
the lifz of an O'Dwyer. Gury for his own sakean’
for yowrs, you may be sartin I couldn't save it
for all the goold av England.” ’

“] didn’t mean to-offend you, Tade—indeed

T didn'{;" Miss Artslade, said.: ¢ Sce him at
once if possible, and tell ‘him that I—ne, no;
say. nothing about me, dbut tell: him that. some-
body will not forgén to pray for him.'’. And;

having managed to slip the little golden trea-

sure into poor Kitty's lap, unperceived by her
hushand, Gerald O'Dwyer's fair guardian angel
vanished as she had.come.

“Teaven bless her!" the wife exclnimed,
fervently. :
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