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c No. Why do you axe ? "
Tade cauglit the blacksmiti's arms mnysteri-

ously, and lowered his voice il it wis nearly
iniaudible.

I u 111 I w ran t to spikeb t you. I he0erd you:
sayin' jist IOw tlere's nlothin' for it but tlie
pike-

el Well, Ii' iit o' that ?
SW'll seloni have a thrial ait the pilkc agin,

plaze God i I
Tilde stood out froi the blaclismithi exutl-

tiiitly t mnirk the effect of his wuords. lle
was istoiislied to fimd tihieli received witl
a stonly stiare. Ideas hall I long wvay to travel
inîto Mat H IiinigIani's brain, and1(t till thtey wVere

arrived there and futlly ensconîsed, lie never
male sign of their presence. T'his necw idea
wvas like aî fuse tlat buried SilVly ad nois-
lessly in, lit once at its destiaition exploded
a magazie.

SuldIlv the iroil Caip waus raised iagail and

fluing meresslyto Ile gïiundt : lis cyes
gliaredi till tley tlreatened to burnîi the shaggy
eyüeiislies Iway, and seiziig tIhe yoîung iini's
lianii in the illtei of v vice, lie roured:

Siy hit word agi, iinnvournen, say that

word agin I
Tale did say à again, and again, without

cooling the blackithîilti's ardouîr to hatîve il ru-
peniitei, or suîggestitng to hit that it called for
ainyt otiier demltonstration ItIa thtat of squîeezitng
his hand lito a jelly.

I Sure you doti't iant me to bu shouitin' it
ilto yr ers tiill ivery mîsotler's Sow in Kil-
sheelai knîowse; it bettlier thai Ithe A Il C i '' ie
ait last eýxpostullated( ildfily.

I" Ilowld yer whisht, iin, yoi worn't as
long waitii' for tlat news lis I twas. ilurroo !
Give uis fair play' anid pi ke-heauds and thIin the
gillows Iiiay coie soion as it likes, jist av we
eai oily say wee didn t give in withoiut a fight
afther al.

I" For the tmatther tI' that, shure, it's betthter
to put yer back to Ihe wall ani lie like a tmain
thln to see ivery crathtur aroismd youî dyin' lie
slow torture. 'Tis I lot corner o' Puîrgatory I
woulidnl't excliaige inîto for want,

SIn !i 'twoull bu the blessed day foir all
av is -e wor kilt root at' braincli, av the owild
peopîle are niver to have their tuni agin. Begor
the brute bastes are boni gintleniin compared
wid the likes av ns.

lThe divil a nuch advantage wee have of'em
anyhiow, barrin' iiupty stommachîs an' small
share te put in 'e. 'Twonl't bu se long, plaze
Clod. We only wvanted a laIdher, ain' bu the

polwers o' Moll Kelly ! w've got twan in airnest
ut Ilast.t

'l'o lie owld boy I p)itcl rer ladhers-little
we iver got fron'ei but thrayson an' roguery.
Gives ui pikes in our hands an sorra the
huilier we'il want to tell lis what to do i wvidim.

le Ay, but ue'll have a ladhier that'll niake all
ie cowld iwather in Tipitîueriiry bile into rebel-

lioni."
Ilis eyes seatrched the dark places of the

forge narrowly once mîtore thei, puitting lis
uithiti to the car of the bliIckstitli, lie wIis-

pered soniething which ladeit(! his listencr'Is
rtouigli face bloomt inîto a plain of joy, like ci
daisy-plot on an iron mlnoinîtain.

lWht ! l/e bre, did yoi say I fe ere !

and b seulise ready for all Tade's cauttious

gestires, to aisk himt to Il Say lut word ginigi I
when al inw impulse scizing Iimssi, lie screeclied
"l Whiillil d " Iwiti the wloop of a savage

and cut a caper three feet in the air. Then, as if

ashaiel f alintîg beenî betrayed into the unulsal

exciteinst, lie bestowed a Ipenitential thuiimp

on his forehead, anid relapsed into his granitu
shell.

It 'Tis Ianîy a long day silnce T med Sitch

an iadhawn o' ieself," lie said contempla-
tively ; l "uit, be all the Evangelists ! it's grate

iews iiitirely.''
Il Talk aisy, av yout don't want ts aill to be

siiglteredl afore our time. Its a tundlierin

sAiyeret, ai I woiuldni't lia' bratlied it in the

cinther o' ie own sowl only kiowin' 'tis as

safe wid yoi as wid the dead in their graves."

The blacksmnith put his big hand over his

muouîth in token that it was c. sepilchre inviol-

able.

I l hand to yoi, antything that gocs in

thtere niver coues out till it's wvanted. , Begor,
thiin, talkiii' o' salycrets just reiminds ie-

thieres a :sayeret I kep for mnansy a long day

ani gliad I aim the day is clma te let it oit.it

le Is it aIbout-"

Il Htsli There's i side o'lie owld i astle left
stihandîlin' stili; the people that's livin

t ithere
dons't knsowi hîalf ils qutare corners-

i What tise divil do yoi manc ? You don1't

know-"
el There's an ow-Id uudheri-ground passage

from he meli s into the castle cellars that

hasn't been thravelled 'ithin the imimory e'

Tale Ryani looked really alarned.
i iHoly Vargin, I lloughît nobody kiew that

passage but imeself nt-i in ! I
I" Anl I thoight I was the onsly livins' sowl


