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hilate his puliry wrath, Every ancient token
of an ancient line seemed to. u.buke his httl(.-
ness,

Mr. Artslade felt humllmtul but his humili-
ation was one against which ]llh soul mutinied.
He could have buried the whole scene in des-
truction; he would have gloried in tearing down

-the haughty old custle, stone by stone; he could

liave uprooted every onk in the park ; strangled
cvery proud deer that romned there, Even the
blue Galtees behind, offended him,for were they
not old and dignified? Had they not a history
which poured the lustre of eventful centuries
around Kilsheelan? - Were they not all partners
in the conspiracy to blast the ambition of his
life?

And yet in spite of himself] there was a stamp
of greatness upon all these things, even ns upon
their hanghty master, which awed an idolator
of greatnesssuch as Artslade was, and made him
sigh rather for participation in their grandeur,
than triumph in theirannihilintion.  Fain would
he cmbody lmnsdf in the pu.turc rather than
cfface it. .

« If ~there was. any way  of = conciliating
O'Dwyer—," he reflected, his passion giving way
to imbecile. sycophancy. ¥ Would ‘anything, in-
duce him 1o vote for this Union?. " 1f so, T would
be atonce his confldant and his benefactor! He's
nigh beggary—it is in my power to make him a

"rich man again, and that for. one paltry vote,

“vor from me?

tA precious end is worthy. precious means,
says the Seeretary. It means riches—title—any-
thing. Will he nceept?  Pshaw!l am I mad?*
hie eried suddenly,  # O'Dwyer Garviiceept a fa-
He'd burn in hell's flames first.
Be it 56 ; he shall aceept, or quit Kilsheelan.”
Going to the escritoire, Mr. Artslade unlocked
it, and from one of the drawers produced a roll
of pirchment deeds; w hich he untied and peru-
sed glontingly. -
* & Poor fool 1" ie‘exclaimed, - ¥ Little he thinks
whatan asp heawas dealing with when he frod
me under foot.: Litile the Sceretary thought
what & good quarter he was applying to for in-
formation of hisdebts, - ¢ O'Dwyer Garv isknown
to be ruinously in debt. 1f by any means bis
creditors could -be discovered ’. Ha, ha!
His ¢reditors ! - Say rather his creditor, for there
isn't ‘an-acre of land in. Kilsheelan that® isn't

So

~'mortgaged in these,” and he Inid his hand tri-
~umphantly on the deeds.

Not an acre! ~Little

notion he hng of who ‘his London ereditor  is.
I1e doesn't mind- dehts; forsooth t——never thinks |
of paying’ them
“the forfeit !

1lenever wull but llc’ll pay
By heaven he w 1]1 |5

And if the fate of Kilsheclan lay in those
parchments, woe indeed for its glories!

“Mr, Sackwell sir—ealled to see you, sir—
thall T'say your 1up, sir, sir?” said the valet,
popping his head into the room.

“Sackwell— oh! yes, Show him in” said
Mr. Artslade, refolding the mortgage-decds hur-
ricdly “and replacing them' in the eseritoire.
Then to himself: #1f T loathe anybedy more
than mysell . it's this. smirking bypocrite—he
seeins to be forever grinning behind my back
while he robs my pocket,  Never mind, he's an
uristocrat, and doesn't spit. upon me like the
rest. He's come in good time, too ; 1 must sound
him on this Union business; of lnm at uny mtc
I'm gure”

Before the door opened, Mr. Artslade found
time to restore to his countenance that sceming
of slavish complaisance it wore in the world.

“ My dear sir, I'm so honored~—so delighted,”
he muttered, with a profusion of bhows and awk-
ward wriggles, as he ushered into a seatabloom-
ing-old gentleman, whose face was like sqmé
intricate piece of  smile-making michinery;
Eyes and eye-brows, nose, mouth, checks and -
chin” combined to produce one all-embracing
sile, o gentle-blooded "smile; none of “your
vulgar guffaws, but a sedate esssence of benig-
nancy and good-breeding.

The smiling gentleman was Mr, Sncl\\\cll of
Monard, who . possessed three grand clusses of
earthly property—the smileaforesaid,a numerous
family, and an empty exchequer—to harmonise
which was the business of his life.  In purple
youth he had been o patirot and a spendihrift -
—shouted with Grattan, vowed with the Volun-
teers, roy stered right royally at \Ionnrd—but
Mrs. Sackwell, and a succession of baly. Sack-

wells, with ul] theiy expensive appurtenanées,

lad changed all that, and had set to “him the
serious puzzle how toreconcile rank with broken
fortune, - He was neither a good. man nor a bad
man, had neither principles nor antipathies, save
only as far as they affected this one grfmd prob-
lem ; but, whatever complexion his thoughts had,

Tis face beamed with a sempiternal proclamation

of “peace ou carth to men-of good will”

ALr. Sackwell shook hands very daintily with .
his host, and ensconced himself with dignit)" in
an arm-chair.

& Very. warm, isn’t it 27 was' his first remark,
4T declare I'm quite exhausted with the walk.”

niust be ekhnusted., Wil vou try lmmdy
“‘Oh l—dear nol said \11. Sncl\wd]

-‘Ccrimn]y » exclaimed Mr, Artslade, ¢ Ycu‘ S
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