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A TALE OF TIPPERARY.

BY CHARLEs J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XVII-Coninued. appeared teitliuk a reply iu verde
Brian felt a queer sensation about his neceser>.

heart on heaig this."Lavetat te me," says Bbavu (3e.
"Do you think she cares for him ?" h e rom tiat moment DriiLaiwas utisfied

ssked, in a tone of affected carelessness. that8Ssi>'Cavanagit ad friend ttban.
" I won't tell yoio anytiing at all Tim Creairasd the groom beld Mr.

about ber," replied Kate. "Find it Out Oliver Grindoinon Lie herse, as te>
yourself." rnigltlil a bsg ef vheat, tiltLe>

"How did it happen that you and sie reacioi'GCiader Hall.
became such frienl ?""Tint," said te geem, lu a wîisper,

"WelI, I euppose because I liked ber as tho> came deva the etaire alLer de-
better than any one I ever met. Wepositing Litburdon en bis bed "be
became friends almost the first day she werse net I titugbt."
Lame to the convent. I suppose ber
uncle being our parish priest, and ber 'HApTER XVIII.
aint having known mamma, had sorme-
tihing to do with it. But no one could ÀÏ4D vitLulacertain lttIe fniof
know little Fanny O'Gorman withet ours ben deing ail tiis time
loving ber. Don't you think so, Brian?" Evor sinca the nigitttho prend

"Well, I dothink o," said Brian. "She bsauty's ips touched ier cheoitFanu>
le a most lovable little creature." O'Oorman basbeon ioroically reeeîving

Kate's eyes sparkled witi pleasure at nover te tlîiuk of Briai Furce!li xcopt as
bearing him may so. She really believed a lriond-" a den, den friend." She hep
that Yanny loved him, even before she and prays ber suut, hevor, e indue
ever saw him,-for which piece of fool- ber fathor te gava up tho notion cf marr>-
ishneus Kate was responsible; for when iug ber te Mn. M., wvoeaste nover ccUN
they were at school together, Kate never uts. But aie bai hecomo vendrons kind
tired of talking about ler brother, and te that yonng medical stadeut, vie le ir
Fanny never tired of lisLening to ber.suaarigbtoaed stato of mit! since te
It was the dearest wish of ber heart (ex- nigitt e diUted vi ler nt Docor C.
cept one, perliapu, but tat was only a For Faun>esys shsli nover agamn langli
dream) that Brian should love the little atlan>'oee vituly loves.
maiden who loved him. "I1suppose," Aunt Barr mante, ne-

Brian and Kate had been silent for ticing Fan>' a littîs snd,I suppose jeu
some time, when their father came in, let dieappinted, as Nate Furcoll coul
brushing the snow from his coat. net core."

" We'll have a heavy fatl of snow," he "Oh, I am go sort>'"ssid Fanu>.
remarked : "do you think they put in "But jeu wili ho glailte use jour
your lambs ?"uitleV"

" Oh, yes," replied Brian; "since I got Fana> put ber twe littIe bauds oge-
Mick Dunphy everything is sure to beter, as if siteeoing ta prar.
ail right." I dealare, AnaL Bari," eaid she,

"Tim Croak is in the kitachen, and lYnche psul's sanda vouid de au>'oe
wante to speak to you. Maybe 'tis some good. 'Tis lite-"
message from Grindem."I"Lite Lie suai," suggeed Aunt

"Weil, Tim," said Brian, on reaching Barah, esiug honrat a loës.
the kitchen. "No, liarL's net IL."

Tim Croak, who was accompanied by Wel, lite moon, thon."
one of Mr. Grivdem'sgreorae, called him, 0OI, ne, tho moon is toccld."
aside : "The master that's afther idia' "Wei, I suppose, thon, hie
off somewbere, blazin' drunt," said Ti5,amille lelita I deu'L knewhat.
"an' from somethin' they h'ard him le neL that vitil an lika?"And
sayin' I thought we'd find him over in hatovet Aant Sraisen emile vas
tis direction." lite are se speiLas certainly s ver>

S He was't here," replied Brian. eveet sînle.
"I Where the deuce muet he be afther Ithini," said Faun>,I"that Uncla

facin' to ? Dick Fahy saw li m passin' Pal'saile le litete gle5v cf s turf
bis door abdixt hþ1 f an hour ago." irs."

Brian whiilliee'd a word in Tim Croak's - Weil, thaLle quite an original ides,
ear., at ail vents."

"Begob ayse 1" Tim exlaimed, and Paany bookod eut attaeWickbow
lighting the capdie in bis lantern, and meantaxu. Ws suspect sho vas hiuking
catching up bis ing wattie, he beckonedof a niuntain tartier souLb.
to the groom, and started for the moun-i"Aunt Sarah," said Pana>, after a
tain foot in a eling trot.sifice cf orne minatas, "yen nover

There was a deep frown upon Briantelilme vitsort cf a persan li.
Purcell' face, and he Lad some thodght O'Deuuoli was. I mea bis 5pptait3."
of following them. But alter reflecting AnLSarahi as ougaged ou uome sert
for a moment, he cbanged his mina and e! needîewctk, sud ber baud shook ausshe
returned to the parlor..asked.IIwiat putIite our1heRd,

';Xate," saidl he, "l'il tell you to-mor- Fazn, te satucitasuodilquestioaI7
row whether Il ask Capt4in Da.wson toIl Weil, I vas tbinking about-about
dine with us. And, by aILseWay,,I thought ail ef Lieu."
his manner rather odd for sbme time IreallY beAieve jet' aresaa tiink-

-back ; but Isee the Ireason now. Heiag about hem. But thora is ne ime
kiew his uncla wa<«.dstermined te have novLet gratify jourcelsity, as I muet

aperdt1hn arpyi od

Us in his clutches. - Dawson wias always
a good-natured fellow."

Brian never suspected the real cause
of the change in Captain Dawson's man-
ner towards him.

Tim Croak found.bis master atupidly
drunk at Sally Cavanagh's door.

"Make a load of him," said Tim to the
groom. They lifted MIt. Grindem to his
sadle. The well-trained cb had re-
mai.ned quietly in the now. A colossal
figure approached tem l froe te sed in
the yard,andthegroom started asa voice-
bro -on'estillneus auif it issued fronm
a cavern of the mountain. The words,
however, were commonplace enough.
They were simpIy: " Very well for
him."

The colossal figure disappeared in the
darkness; but Tim Croak had no difi-
culty in recognizing Shawn Gow, the
blacksmith.

Brian Purcell had given the hlacksmith
a hint, that there was a possibility that
Sally Cavanagh migh t need a protector;
and Shawn Gow rested hie brawny arm
upon the half-doot, and took a short sur-
vey of Connor Shea's littie *hite ·house.
FHe then took hold of the handle of the
forge bellows and swayed it gently.up
and down. Then, suddenly becomuig
more energetic in his novement, he
snatched a "coulter," at a white heat,
from the fire, snd stiuck it edgewise on
the anvil, making Brian retreat from the
showerof spaàks that fiew about in every
direction. He then hamnered at the
iron while the heat assted, and thrust it
again into the fire. After whicb, he corn-
nmenced bIowin"g the bellows agaim, and

go see about the dinner. They'l be
here by next omnibus."

Fanny knew the I"they " meant ber
father, and uncle, and Brian Purcell.
Mr. O'Gnrman bad sent out a note from
his warehouse, aying that two friende of
his who bad just arrived from the coun-
try had tngaged te dine with him. And
Fanny, who had a letter from Kate Pur-
cell in the morning, had no difficulty in
guessing who the two friends were.

The bus stnpped at the gate. Fanny
felt ber ,heart sinking in spite of her,
when she saw lier father and
her Father and Father O'Gorman
coming up the door, and no-
body with tLient. Father Paul clasped
her band between hie own two, and that
wonderful saile of his immediately sont
a pleasant glow all over lier.

"Weii, well, wel, 0 exclaimed Father
PaUi aMhe shook hands with Mies Con-
way, "here I am, a gray-headed old
man; and there are you, Sarah, almost
the sarne as I saw yo-I won't say how
nany yearsago."

Aint Sarah blushed, for she remem-
bered when she used te think she could
poillher brother-in-law's vocation for the

Church if she had a mind to.
"But where is Briani?" asked Father

Paul. "He went to see a friend, and
promised t be hbore before us."

There was a knock at the door, and
E'anny ran te open it herself.
Sie return-ed inmediately, hold-
ing Brian Purcell by the band.
Mise Conway held out her hand
to him, and Fanny, observing his look of
surprise, said, ]aughing, '" 'Tis Aunt
Sarah."

Briau had pictured to himself a sour-
looking old maid, and hence his aston-
iament. The bandsome, ladylike per-
son before him was 80 unlike the Aunt
Sarah of his imagination.

"l'Illeave you to Fanny, Mr. Purcell,'.
said she, "while I am going te see what
lhey are doing with dinner."

But the dinner bell rang before Miss
Conway appeared again. Fanny knock-
ed at lier room door, which was loeked.

" Oh, how like him ho is," thought
Aunt Sarah, as she rose toeopen the door.
" Poor little Fanny! I do hope ho cares
for her."

Sie cpened the door, and Fanny look.
ed into ber eyes. Aunt Sarah replied by
pressing lier lips te little Fanny's fore-
head. We sonetines think that what
is called constancy runs in families.

The two brothers talked "of happy
days when they were young," and kept
the conversation pretty well to them-
selves during dinner.

"I am sorry, Mr. Purcell," said the
host, after the cloth was removed, Ilt
hear about this bad lamndlord yon have

" It is an unfortunate affair, sir," re-
plied Brian.

"But yo have a good farmof which
you have a lase, I understand."

"Yes," said BriaI, "and I have done
my best to.persuade my father ta give
up Ballycorrig, but I could not get him
to think of it. Indeed I fear lie will net
live long if ho is obIiged to leave the
place."

"Couia yon not offer the landlord a
fine, and get a lease of it ?"

" Weil, I bave thought of that," said
Brian. "I find we can afford to do se,
as I am surs of getting this money
about which I have corne to Dublin.
But thon I fear this lanadlord simply
wants to ruin us. And, besides, he can-
not bear teosee a tenant independent of
him. My Jease of Coolbawn is the only
one on his whole property."

"'Tis no wonder the country i going
te the bad," tMr. O'Gornian observed.
" How can the people improve ·their
land while such men have the power tu
rob them? In fact there is no security
for the tiller of the soil, and I very much
fear the people will continue te fiy from
a land where, as Baron Pennefather said,
the laws are all for the landlord, and
againt the tenant. And if the peasantry
and working farmer go we are aii
down." -

"I belle vo that," said Father Panl;
"but God i good, and soething will
tuxn up yet te save old Ireland."

" Come, Brian," he continued, "your
place ie with the ladies. Leave Ned and
me te talk ever old Limes together."

"Howdo you like himI" was Father
Paul'e firet question whn Brian was
gone.

gIoe is evidently8. tfine fellow," Mr.
O'Gorman replied.

"l And now, Ned," continued Father
Paul, "what do you. think of what I swa
saying te yot?"

"I need not tell yeu," saidbis brother,
" that Fanny'.happness is'my'frst ob-
ject.""If rit ba, you'l taire my advice.
Happinese I Why, yeu might as Weil
bury the poor cbild alive as send ber
among these people."

" If I thoeught that, there would be an
end of the matter. But how do you
know your plan would be more welcome
te ber than mine ?"

" Well, I know it," said Father Paul,
with his pleasant emile.

" And have you any reason te think
that your friend is particularly anxions
about the matter?"

"Leave that to me," said the good-
natured priest. "l'i sottie that, never
fear. Just ]et ber come down with me
for a few weeks. There need be no
hurry about it. And, please God, you'il
see ber as happy as a qneen."

"Well. I have no objection to ber
going. Botween you and Sarah I aum
almost persuaded te give up what you
cau my ambitions views. Yet, Paul,
few mon in my position would do se.
Think of M.'s respectability."

"Nonsense! The happinevs of your
child i of more importance than gentil-
ity. And besides, Nled, barring the few
thousands you have scraped together,
Brian Purcell is good enough for Yeu."

"Well, let IL be se. But mind, no-
thig ie te ho decided upon for at least a
year.

"Very weU, very wel," said Father
Paul, cheerfully; 'lthere's no hurry :
easy things are best."

Brian and Aunt Sarah ivere chatting
pieasantly li the drawing-roon, with
little Fanny sitting on a low stool near
Lthem. He fit himself falling bead and
ears in love witli Aunt Sarah,-he was
so gentle and handsome, and there was
such a winning grace about ber alto-
gether. And tien ber love for lier iece
was as.apparent as Fanny's love forlier.

" This is a woman with a lheart," ho
thought. And lie could almost fancy bis
uncle's spirit smiling down uponthem.

" The fact is, Mr. Ptarcell," said Aunt
Sarah, "ye have Fanny quite spoiled."

BeforeBrian could reply, Father O'Gor-
muan opened the cdoor, and coming up to
Fanny, exclaimed, with a knowmg wnk:
"All right, Fanny."

Fanny clapped ber hands, as was ber
wont when suddenly surprised with good

"Wh e is it ?" Annt Sarah asked.
"I have got leave to go," replied

Fanny, witl delight dancing in ber
ejes.

Miss Coway stole a sidelong look at
Brian, without being observed.

"No; he does net love ber," ebe
thought. Though why she bhoulil think
so we are at a los te conjecture; for
thore certainly was a great deal of fond-
ness in Brian Purcell's look at that mo-
ment. But women are much botter
judges of these things than we can pre-
tend tobe. -

"Fanniy," said Miss Conway, quietly,
"you appear te have forgotten your en-
gagement."

Fan leooked dismayed; and she hung
her heacl as if she felt rather ashamed of
herself for requiring the reminder.

The word "engagement" seounded om-
inously in Brian's ears : lie could net help
turning te Miss Conway for an explana-
tien, with an expression of countenance
decidedly blank. Miss Conway fbit bound
te rely te Brian Purcell's face, for
though she waited for the expected queb-
tion, he did net speak.

"A friend ofrFanny's,"said Aunt Sarah,
"lis t ho married the week after next,
and she is to be the bridesmaid."

Brian feit considerably rehievel.
Little Fanny was so0 mtch disressed

that her aunt, who was LIthe sOul of good
nature, said:-

"Wll, Fanny, a week or ton days
won't make much diffarence, and l'Il.en-
gage that you can go after the wedding.
That is, if Mr. Purcell wili think it worLh
his while t send the car te nîcet Yeu at
K-."

But Fanny'4distresswas net altogether
the result of disaPpointment. She was
quite ashamed of berself fer baving.for-
gotten the great compliment ber friend
bad paid ber in asking her teo be er
bridesmaid. She was shocked with ber-
self for ingratitude.

(Po be continu.d)
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