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The Luck of the Nugents
Written for W.H.NM. by W. R. Gilbert.
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I ad been a parching summer, ute
unlike anything within the Inemorv o<lthe
oldot main or woman., For irefand, it
bad been very bot indeed, and the people
had gone about wiping their faces sud
siçhing for the good old days wben it
rianod fromn Lady Day in spring Wo Lady
Day in harvest, when the potatoca were
washed eut cf the ground, sud the oats
boaton flat Wo the oarth, grew musty sud
nover filed, and the green grass lay lu
long swathesansd refused Wo ripen.

It was sometblug se unexpected as te
seem unnatural sad uncanny. "Woell ho
havin' the terrible winter for this" tbey
said, snd ahook their heads over tbe golden
abundance cf the barvest sud the great
ricks cf bay sud the potatoos tbat were as
dry as fieur,-whon etber years tbey bad
been green sud spotted. "Sure, a good
harvoat for evory man," they said, "is as
bad as a bad harvest. Ther 'Il lho n
prices gol' fer anything aI ail, aI ail,
Sure, thore won't."

1Eily Carew was as unreasonable as any
o f them. She thougbt it the lonesomest
summer abe had ever known. Sho missed
the sound cf the waterfail in tbe glen
beoew the Eagle's Noat.

The silence seemed grave-like te Eily
Carew, in tbe Eagle's Noat, wbere every-
co was old, except berself and Noab
Moloy, w ho had en lber foster ister
and was now bier maid. And since Norab
spoke babituaily lu a acf t little wbiaper
sud'glided about like a mouse, she did
net add mucb Wo the livolinesa, te say
nothing cf the fat that Nera's eyes had
a way cf filink wtb tears whenever they
met ber foter-ister's, sund Iben each
would igh sud turu away from the other.

The beautiful summer bad succeeded
the saddost winter, for the Captain, as he
w"a known te ail the countryside, other-
wse Captain Terrence Nugent, cf the
lyal Irish, bad gone eut te the war, and

the wedding was indefinitely pctponed.
Eily bad benged te ho marrîed hofore
Terrence went. She bad tbeugbt that ne
oue, net even Terrence bimself, could
know wbat a comfort it would bave been
te bier if enly she could bave borne bis
name. But Sir Jocelyn, Eil's grand-
father, would net bave listened te sucb a
thing. H1e bad been against the engage-
ment, net that lie was net fend cf Terrence

* Nuget at the lime, but that hoe tbougbt
Eily ougbt nettole h bound se ycung W a
man, whese only fortune was bis sword,
and ivho bad te let bis wbole mansion,
Caille Clody, te ricb Americans for an
indefinite peried.

The rich Americans, a Mm. and Mrs.
Wells, their son, Hiram, and their daugbter
Pheoho, had caled at the Eagle's NesI.
Il was an attention Sir Jocelyn bad net
desired" but ne one would bave supposed
as muâri from the way be had coeeout
cf bis dreams te receive the visiters in bis
most cbarming fashien.

The American young woman was very
pretby and exquisitely dressed. She
tabked a coddal cf Captai n Nugent,
and his perfectly immortal old bouse.
While she cbattered, restless as a meth,
the eld man's unworbdly cyca watched bier
with t.hcughtful expression.

Whv shouldn't Terrence mary ber and

lotEily-aone? Why sheuld they ail go
on hoiing mliserably poor? Eily was only
a baby. She needn't tbink cf imarriage
this many a year.

Despite bis edd, unexpected prudence,
and his grandfatherly jealousy, Sr Jocclyn
had te acknowledge that Captain Ter-

ence was a bonny lad. Goldcn-haired,
grey-eyed, six-f ceî-twe in bis stockings,
gallant, daring, a splendid berseman, ai
kîind neighber, it was ne wender hie was
t.he peeple's bero. When hie rode at the
races even the wen clubbed their
pennies tegether "Ite put a bit on th<

Catansherse," and when Finn-ma-Coul
fell at tbe double ditch at punchestewfln
hreaking bis knees and nearly bis ewncr'r
beart, there were a goed many humble

Pennies lest as well as the Captain's last
ch(lanceo f retrieving bis fortunes.

Captain Terrence had had ne eye
appaýarently for Miss Phoebe Wells. If
S-ir ocelyn could have entertained suchI an hîcalhe migbt have notice(l that the
h ir of the Well's millions, a well grome(
ying inan with somewhat. indian featture4
andthe young Arnerican 's air ef having

always been grown up sud cld, lost Rome-
thing cf bis blase air wben bis eyca fell
on Eily.

But Sir Jocelyn would nover havei
tbougbt cf sucb a thing. Whilo Castle1
Clody was occupied Eily kept Wo hem own1
grounds. The Wells faaily would bavei
been very glad te ho friendly wtb the eldi
baronet sud bis grsudcbild, but Eiby,
atheugb a friendly creature by nature,1
shrank from the incessant rush sud burr
in wbicb the Americans lived; ,althe)ugh
sho iked Misa Wells ever incestho day
wben the Ameican girl bad surprlaed ber
in the bazel glen wbere abe sud Terrene
bad parted, 'and ceming upon ber sud-1
denby, bad given hem a warm bhug, exclaim-
ing: "You poor littie tbing. I think it's'
downrigbt toc sad for Ibis world "1

Eily was often ini the bazel glen. Some-
limes wben abe bad sat there quite a longi
time, Norab, ber maid would corne Wo
look (or ber. She wcu k kw cf Nomàh's

com by te softy-b"tbed sigh wicb
seme<¶ juat the echo b1 er own. For
Norah's lover, tee, was at the war. Ho
was the CaptaWu's-aeder servant, Patrick,
sud ho was owu foster-brother bO the
Cap bain, sud as devoted W hüm as Norab
te h or foter-ister.

Timo bung beavy on Eily Carew's banda
thal dry summor. There was a realless-
ness upon ber.

Sho would snatch a hasty look aI the
war news before taking the papers W bher
gandfalhor always droadmng to look,
abways witi the saine passionato relief
whou thoe boved namne was not in the liaI
of casualties. And thon the vigil of the
bout~s be n ¶in wt theB hope sud the

terrer I sotemominggavo ber short
respte.

Sh ho nvied uow tho tIm stresm that
trickbed ever the stoneâ sud wenî dowu
to Castie Clody. Sheo ften led for tho
ccmfcmt cf gomng there amnong Terfeuce's
familiar Ibings. She remnembored bis don,
wtb the itter about il of piesand hunt-
ing crepsansd apura sud olver cupsansd
bttera, sud the pervadmng smell cf tobacco
over il ail. when she had lait seen il in
compauy a pair o! dogekndugoves 'had
tan upon the table. She remnembered the
gictures of the raceborsea ou thei walbs

btenthe swords aud pistole. Il woul
bave been almosl like seelug hlm tW bave
gene int the dea,untidy rOom oOnce more.

She smiled W bherself, remnembering the
St. Patrick in tenl-atitcb which had hunt
above the cbinoy pieco. The beaded
eyes bad abarmèd Mms. Wells wbon abe
paid ber fimst visit te, Castbe Clody, sud
she bad assented eagerby tW Ihe suggestion
that Captain Nugent's own modeat suite
cf two roems sbould ho bocked up while
the bouse was et. "I shail feel saer,"
she said in ber usual drawl, "if that ver
weird old gntleman is kept un der ock
and key. He migbt take te straying
round thbe bouse after dark."

Under tbe st. Patrick had stood a tiny
cup cf crystal, a 11111e gem of wokmian-
sbîp semewbal eut cf kesping wibh the

lain contentmerit cf the roomn. Captain
Muent liked te, tel bis visitera about il.
It was a model cf the Cup cf Clody which
bad been lest seme time in the Eliza'btban
wars. Wltb the cup the Iuck of the
Nugentshd-iapere.Ever since

thetby had been poor.. Msuy people
tbcugbt tbat tbey had had tbe greateat
o f luck in net çorng under like msuy
another great family in those days. Tbey
bad rnanaged te keep Castle Clody during

xtbe centuries, even wben the ast Nugent
*fougbt amcng tbe mercenaries of France,

and ne one supposcd he would cerne bacl<
ýte marry a wîfe and rear a son.

1 Sitting on tbe seat abeve the waterfall
iwlbb ber eycs closed, Eily Carew could
csece the dear familiar rocm as thougb she
rwere in lb. She remcmhored lifting tbe
elittle cup, and looking into its-depths with

J a kzind cf awe. The original Cup cf CledY
1,was supposed te have been an ancieni

a communion cup, wbicb bad belonged to
e one cf the old Irisb Monastemies. Ib had
;t been given tei a Nugent who bad saved

tbc Monastery from pillage and the mcnks
Sfrom death at tbc bands cf Norsemen.

[f It was made cf pure gold, and a piece of
hu unflawed crystal, whieh had been shaped
ie te frn bhe clip. The little mnodel re-
I nane t show what the eîip had heen,
,s the cul) which legend said St. Patrick had
ig drank frein.

Eily muet have fallen aslcep in the
aultry day. She awoke with a start, and,
reaiaed that sbe bas been dreaming of
St. Patrick, and the Cup of Clody. And
there waa Norah coming towards ber,
holdg a letter between hier fingers-abIe rom Terrenoe.

It was a long one and Eily man through
it oagerly. Presently she would read and
re-read it. Il would keep hier alive tilt
the next letter came. Something for her
hçart to feed on. He had been in one or
two brùshes with the enemy, but had
escaped with only a scratch or two.

1«I tbink I must atiil have some of the
luck," lie wrote, "and aproo of te luck
1 bLd a mad dreamt th e other night, Ï
dreamt that St. Patrick stood iu my tent
door, the white moonlight iu bis face. Il
did net surprise me aItail that ho sbould
be exactly as lu the old picture, stitches,
boads and ail. He said to me: 'Search in
the Clody under the middle arch of the
bridge.' 'It ia very deep, St. Patrick;'
said I, ,'and full of nasty deep places.'
'Searchl' he said,> looking tremendously
ateru. 'But for wbat?' I asked, whileI
quaked. 'For the Luck, Wo be sure,' he
said. And, then I woke. But se vivi
had the dream been that *I oould hardly
believe the old fellow with bis mitre and
crozier had net stood there."

"It would be a queer thing," said Eily
to herself, "if the Luck bd eldiuap-
peared inuthe river. Andyetw y l?

ss't it the mutlil plaO o lIM
anything they did net want peo take
from them? It would ho saffe e.o.-in
those, deep waters. No onie wquld hv
thought of going treasure btmtiug lui the
dee water under the Castle brdgep.

M~e thought for a log*time, wîith,.bpr-.
,chi in luber bauid. Yet-wboInem but
wbat the dry smier mightbaveî
in ils gifta t this ungratef ut orner ci
world the restoration of itie Luek of tlb.
Nugen ta? To ho sam the ewASsOO1Y ff
Nugettat present; but -th rouepo
mbt Eily'a palem le

ote. erefad--God wàsgocel,. 'Who
could aay what beautiful gifts ho
b. euding-He and St. Paedtro .b
Patrick bad always been beld lu speolm
houer by the Nugeuts.

"Idaresay it's n ail»nuenueNcrsh,"
she said. "ou see it WsSOly
of the C aptaiu's. Il lumt likey plbu
could lie Ihere ail theme yeurs ethout
rbeiamscvered."

"WistMise Ely" Ia id Norali, with
aa shockedà air, 'SBure il is't deubting
the-.bleuued St. -Patrickc you'd ho?"

The two girls ebole out cf the Eage'u
Nest at dawu the next mernmDg, without
disturbing the old people.

Wheu tbey reached tb. Castle bridge
the meadows were under a rosy sud
golden mist. The windows ef the Caille
ahone like so mmny windowa into heaven.

Eily lance up at them fearfuily, as she
M =odwthbeskirta abeve lher knesby
the few feet of water that atml flewed
under the middle archway cfthe bridge.
But the iwindows weré7ailemtyexýep t

of ligbt. The lazy servante wouli net ho
about fer heurs yet.
i Ail round themn the waber weeda that
ha hidden the trout in their dee p beles
lay rotting in the mud. The holes re-

Lvealed themseîves, very 11111e formidable
.that tbey were empty cf deep waber. To
tmake sure Eily had a repe fastened about

b ler waist. Her foster sister held the end
f it on dry land. But she was net ver e

much afraid, except of slippery sud crawl-
*ing thigs in the oozy lune.

After ail, the precautien cf the'rope
rjustified itself, for Eily, paddling about in

r the shallow water, sturnbled on a bole and
ewent down with a terrifying suddenness.

L Norah hauled at the rope and pulled bier
pback te dry land, the green water and
cweeds drowning bier face and hair.

She would have been a sigbt for the
Il pampered retainers of the Wells family te
I see. Cboking, gasping, gurgling, wbile
eNorah tried vainly te wring the wct eut
ecf bier hair and ber garments.

à "But I've got it; I've got it " Eily
y cried. She bad been clutching something
t, tightly te ber breast. It was se wrapped
oabout wth mud and water wceds trhait

1 Norah had net distinguished it from the
tI stuif witb which ber mistress was plastered
ýs from bhead te foot.

1. "Look at it, Nerab; it's the Luck," sb<
)f said, holding it fer inspection.
(j It was indleed the Luck-very little the

-worse for its centuries cf immersion. And
1 wherc the Lîîck had bain there bay othel
,i things. Sir Jecelyn came eut cf hi'

dretms in tmitzing fashien after hi

van.
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granddaughter.bad surprissd hlm, enldng
in on him at his erly inoenig studio, a
ahockingsih to sec, but wit, heb.LUik
claspedtlhr bosom. 8h. bail ramuVNUph
ail the way fromn Castie Clody; but Nàralh
atood in the backgroud, loolng- as
radiant as thouhPtrck Mullaly were
saf e at homo. n behind them pre.ied
the old servants, their faces ful f de-
lighted wonder.

Sir Jocelyn himmeif auporvlsd the dig-
Éng out of the river bed. kWbere9 the

~uk had lain, far below the accmulation
of aand and weed, the river had gathered
during three hundred yerse, theré were

eu s and dihea of ilver and g ki jewel,
goid piece&-enough tW cloar CalleCkdy
of ita mortgages and set the Nugents on
their feet açin;. pe rhap not quite Do
much as mîght have fallen to Captain
Nugent's sharo if hoe had the good amu
to marr Mina Phoebe Wells; but .nough.

And te bo sure, he maid, whon sale and
sound f romn the wsr lho clasupd bis moet-
heart in liii arma, they bad the ick.
The Luck became proverDial lu later yea

*There was hrdly anyin Terrence
Nugent put ha s nd t0 or set bin heurt on
in which hie did not succoed. He bad the

iLuck winch had been lest 10 bis fore-
r f athers.

9 "And it's ail due Wo St. Patarick," hie
asaid.
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