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LOVE THE VICTOR.

OHAPTER XVII —(CONTINUED,)

 Somotimes, however, the travelors do
return,” goes on Mr, Browne, thoughtiully.
“Thero have beon several aathcentic atories
to that offect, They return to earth to
tauant thoae to whom in life thoy owed their
destruction, You won't liko it when Man
sering comes to yvour bedside some night
with the biue and vivid marks of atrangula-
tion on his lily-white throat. Though"—
meditatively—** porhaps, after all, it is
better than his taking his head under his

“You are surpassiog yourself to-night,
You are positively eloquent,” says Kit,
worafally,

* Ho aent you his love,” goes on Mr.
Browne, unmoved, *‘and a kiss, He said I
was to deliver the latter. It was his part.
ing legacy to me. What! you decline to
receivo oven tho dying embrace of your
auhappy victim1 Can callousncasgo further?”

* [ insist upon knowing what he really
said to you,” says Kit.

* Thero need be ro insistonce ; I am only
too willing to communicate to you our poor
fricud’s expiring remarks. ¢ Tell her,’ ho
stid, ‘that ono word will recall me to her
sde forever!' Oh, think of that! Fancy
the horror of having a ghastly corpse tied to
your s'do forover. Fortunately, ho forgot
to eay the ¢ word,’ or I should be obliged to
repeat it, and in your dreams some night

ou might by some fell chanco give voice to
{tand be henceforth his elave.”

** I suppose you think you are amusing,”
nays Kit, with ecathing contempt.

‘e said something too,” says Mr.
Browne, dreamily, ‘¢ about fifteen thousand
syeir. Idon't exactly remember what; I
was naturally agitated boyond my powers
of endurance, but no doubt it was to tho
effect that he mcant to bequeath to you all
that he posscascd, before taking the fatal
I:s. Oh, Kit{ How could you so mis-
lead a tru:ting heart 1"

1 didn't,”—indignantly, ¢ He never
got the faintest cnconragement from me. I
alwacs thought him the greatest—"

¢ Speak gently of the dead,” says Dicky,
softly, elevatiog his hand. “¢ It must be all
over now. Would you like to come u
with mo and cut him down? It will be the
last awoet service you can render him.”

1 wonder "— wrathfully —** how you
can ba so unfeeling.”

‘I wonder how you can ever know a
hap%y moment agaia. Alas! ‘all tragedies
ars finished by a death; all comedies are
eaded by ¢ marsiage.’”

‘“Thers wasa't one spark of °d)’
about this wretched affair. There counldn't
be, when he was the hero of it.”

“You wouldn't say a0 if you saw him as
I1did. Ho mouthed like King Lear, ranted
like Othello, and lamented like Romeo,

A pretty Romeo, forsooth 1"

* He made very fiattering mention of you
at firat, but just at the last he—he—really,
my dear Kit, I quite shrink from confeasing
it, bat the truth fs, he called you—a—
brute 1"

‘JWhat!® says Miss Bercaford, growing
really two inches taller on the spot.

** Well, yes, it soands horrid, docsn't it?
Bu% the fact rowains ; he certaialy called
you a ‘gazelle’ I don’t thiok that was
nicoof him. Itwam'tgentlemanly, Ithink;
do you?” with anxiouns inquiry,

“1 ahall go to bed,” aays Kit, with
dizuity, turning away from him.

**But not to reat, 1 trust. At yourtender
age the conacicnce cannot bo altogether
scared,  Remorse must gnaw you. Re.
member, as you lio upon your downy couch,
that he is still uangling in mid.air.”

¢ Ob, good.night 1" 3ays Miss Beresford,
contemptuously.

*“‘So youug, aad so untender I'" mar.
murs Dicky,with aregretiul aigh.

CHAPIER XVIIL

** 7pan thy glade days have in thy miod

Tl‘l,:unw{rgo wo o!y’!nm that o{)mos bohind.™

“* A happy Christinas to yot, my bird}
my troasuro ! says Mrs. Desmond, bending
over tho cot that contains her 2on and hoir,
It is indeed Christmas morniog. Outaide
ali the world is whito with snow, and up
from tho village, faintly, awecetly, borno
upon the strony wiand, como tho bells,

welcoming ia this holiest of tides.
It is barely eight o'clock, but Monica,

clad only in elippers and a dressing gown,
has rushed along tho corridor to be tho car-
licat to wish awcot wishes to her pretty boy
on this his first Christmas day.

¢ Darling thinsl Seo how he puts out
his arms to mo, Oh, nurse, isn't ho sweet ?
appealing to tho big and comely woman
beside her,

$'Deed ho is, ma'am, that surcly, an’ a
deal more,” says nurso, hcartily. *¢[t's
but a poor word for him. 1'o my thinking,
thero isn't his likoin tho counthry, let aloue
the children round us, an’ ho’s that clever,
thore's no bein’ up to him—the darlint 1”

Thero is n» knowing to what lengths of
imbecilo worahip Mra, Desmond aud her
nurss might presently have got, but that the
nursery door opening at this moment com-
pels the former to raiso her oyes from tho
all-engroasing baby,

“Ab!{ A bappy Christmas to you,
Bridget,” sho says, gayly, scoing it ia her
own ma‘d who has entered. Shois a tall,
handsome, rather peculiar-looking girl, with
deep earncst oycs and a firm mouth.  Just
now she is ghastly pale, and her eyes shift
a little beneath Ler mistresa's friendly gazo.

‘‘Thank you, ma'am," sho says, in a lox
voice, but the usual kindly return—*‘‘an’
tho same to you, ma'am, an’ plenty of them”
—is not ad@ed.

Nurss having taken up her young gentlo
man and carried him over to thoe fire, with a
view to preparing hiin for his L.oruing's
amusement—namuoly, his bath—3frs, Des-
mond is at lcisure to regard the girl with
closer attention. Her pallor, the purple
rims beneath her oyes, that speak of a night
spent in uphappy vigil, not vobedewed by
tears, awako vaguo suspicions in her mind,
and a desire to administer consolation if
possible.

Bridget has gone to tho window, and is
now standing thero silent, gazing upon the
lsurustinus and the laurcls drooping beneath
their load of snow.

¢ What isit, Bridget " asks her mistress,
gontly, touching her arm. *Is it any
trouble?™

“Trouble! says the girl, quickly, facing

P{round with some vehemence, whilst a duoll

red flashes into her pale checeks., Then, in
an instant, sho calms her evident agitation
by a violent cifort, and with downcast cyes
SAYS, rcapcctfulli, *“You arc very kind to
ask me, ma'am, but—what trouble should
there be with me

As a rale, sho' speaks excellent English—
a3 most Irish servants of tho better class
can--but in moments oi strong excitement
she slipz into the old soft guttural stylo

ain,

“None, I hope,” 2ays Monica, very
kindly. Sho is ono of those women who
think it by no mcans derogatory to their
dignity to fcel an open and expressed
sympathy with the wcaﬁcxmd wocs of their
domestics, This girl Bridget is regarded Ly
her with special favor, having been her
maid beforo her marriage, and her faithful
attendant since.

*“Thero is noso—nono at all,” says tho
girl, with nervous cagernes.

‘I am glad of that: I feared"—looking
at her carnestly—** thera might bo some-
thing about—Con~—to maka you unhappy.”

A subdued cxpression of fear crecps into
the girl's eycs, and sho recoils & lictle.

‘“Thers is nothing, indced 1" sho says,
with unneccssary force. *‘What should
there bo?! I'm surc”—with a miserable
attempt at a smilo—*¢'Tis Con himacll,
ma'am, would bo proud to think yo'd take
tho thought to ask afther him."

At ficat Mrs, Desmond had been inclined
to thiok a lover's quarrel was tho causo of
the girl's changed appoarance, but some
inatinct tells her that thoac colorless cheeks
have mot been born of love's wounds.
Bridget has half turncd away, but yet
Monica lingers. Then—

«“Como to me, if I can ever be of uscto
you," she says, toftly, and having again
carcsaed her baby, goesback in & somewhat
}houghtful mood to tho warmth of her own

ite.

Twenty minutes Iater atill finds her stand-
ing beloro it, guing into ita depths, conjur-
ing up from it happy thoughts. Bridget
and her whito faco are forgotten: Brian and
his Iast tendor epeech aro full in her mind.
Sho is beginning to wonder what gift ho has
in store for her this Christmas morming,

and whethor ho will be pleasod with what
gho has for him, when asound upon tho
threshold wakes hor effoctually from her
pleasant day-drcams.

Tho door 18 open. Just within it stands
Bridgot, regarding her mistreas silently,
fearfully. As their oyeamect, sho stirs into
life, and, entering tho apartmont with a
dotermined step, turns and locks tho door
doliborately behind her.

¢ Bridget, something has happened,” says
Monica, ?oing quickly up to her.

For all answer the girl falls' upon hor
knees at her feet, and, clasping hor white
dressing gown, looks into her oycs as though
sho would read her very soul.

Hor face was pale a fow minutes sinco,
but now it is positively haggard, and large
blue veins stand out prominently upon her
forehead. Hereyes are wild, her lips parted
and quite bloodless.

“Bridget 1" exclaims Mra. Deamond, ner-
vously, laying her own upon tho girl's right
haud as it clutches her gown.

I must speak,” says Bridget, in a low
horse voico; *¢ though they kill me for it, X
must, It has been like u raging fire in my
veing during all the dark and terriblo hours
of this past night. An' when ye spokes to
to mo awhilo ago— Mizs Monica, listen to
me.” (Her mistress is always **Miss
Monica " to -r, as in tho old days, In spite
of the baby in the nursery beyond ; and the
general impropriety of it.)

“Say what you will to me,” says Monica,
gently.

“ Ay, ay, but how tosayit? Itollyel
have come hero this morain’ to give my life
ioto yer hands, An' more—far more"'—
throwing out her arms with a passionato

esture : **I am goin' to give yo tho lifo of
iim 1 love 1

She covurs her coyes for a moment, and
then looks up again.-a terrible caim upon
her face.

“Swear to mo,” sho says, “by the
heaven above us both, that, as I hope to
save the man you love to-night, you will
sa.v.('lc mine, if ever tho power to do it lics
wid ye.”

¢¢\Vhat horriblo thing are you going to
tell me? says Mlonica, falntly, recoiling
from her. It is noticeable, however, that,
though, she docs recoil, she still shows no
amnlf inclination to ring the bell thatis
almost at her hand, and summon assistance.

¢ Horrible, by my faith, it will bo if it
succoeds,” says the girl, violently; ‘' but
you have not aworn yet.”

Monica hesitates. It is not, however, a
time to distrust warnings of brutal deeds,
or treat them as theatrical effects : the hesi-
tation is barely porcoptiblo before it dies
away.

1 swear to help you in your extremity,
as you will help mo in mine,” she says,
slowly, hor oyes upen the girl's.

1 It is an oath,” saya tho latter, quickly.
“The throuble of bim I love will bo my
throuble; an' so ye bave pledged yersclf to
help us both.”

**1t is Con " aays Monica, with a curious
change of featare. .

Ay, 'tis 80," says tho girl, in a voico of
tho miost :utcnse anguish, rocking heraclf to
and fro, with her arms clasped across her
bosom. ¢ He'sin it too, Them devils who
preach of good to be got from fire an’ blood
caught a hoult of him :.whilo past, an’' now
ho's in tho thick ot it, Thero's mischief to
Fou an’ yours brewin' by night and day for
weeks past, an’ now it has come to a head.
I toll yo'—crawling evea closer to her, and
staring at her with horrificd cyes—*¢ thero's
murther in the very air yo'ro breathin’.
Lt cight—"

Still grasping her miatress’s _robe, she
looks svddenly around her, and her tone
sinks to a whispur,

“Yes—last night—"" says Monica, bond-
ing over her.

*¢I atolo through tho frost an' tho snow
to the cabin whero I koow thoy held their
meetin's, and [ pat my car to tho hole
io the window, and listned, »wd first 1
heard—niver mind what—I won't tell ve
that, but I heard of many ovil deeds yot to
bedone, and at last—at last,” smitiog her
breast, ‘of ono that pierced my hears as 1
listened, Itwas~ Hist! was thataste
boyant?' She cowers at Monica's tect, an
again tightens her claspupon her gown, and
];ointu in o frenzied fashion towarda tho
door.

¢ No, thero is nobody, Goon, go nj; it
wag—"

It was what yo'ro thiakin,” ,a tho
girl. solemnly.  *‘To-night they arc to como
1n & body to this house, and tho doors arc

to bo open to thom by ono inside ita walls,
an’ then~"

Sho pausea, Tho pause is ominous,

¢ Insido these wallst  You would tell mo
that ono of our own people would botray us?
I will not holieve it,” says Mra. Desmond,
ﬁrowin deadly white. For the first time

er aolf possesalon fails her. Detaching tho
girl's hand frem her dreuln%; own, sho
walks rapidly in an agitated fashion up and
down tho room, ‘It cannot be true,” sho
8ays; ‘1 havo so trusted thom all 1 YWhat
one in our sorvico can speak of anything bu¢
kindness Jshown? It cannot be true,”
*¢1t is thruo,” says Bridget, sullenly, who
also has rison to her feot. ¢ Led away, liko
many another, by false words an' falser
hopes, thero is ono within yor walls who is
willin® w’ ready to betray yo. Vet the
tool is not 8o bad as him that handlevit, I
tell yo that the very one that now fu con-
sontin’ to yer death, only two years aygo
would havo shrunk from the aight of blood.
May our Blessed Lady in Heaven,” criea
the girl, flinging her arms above her head,
and lifting her tlashing oyes to the aky with-
out, *rain down deadily curses upon thoso
black-hearted villains who have led our
lads astray 1"

As though a littlo exhausted by her
vehemence, her arms sink slowly to her sides
again, and her head falls in a dejected
fashion on her breast,

¢ Who is this traitor who would open our
doors 1" asks Monica, coldl{.

‘I canunot tell yo that, I will not,” says
the girl. **I havo delivered myself an’ him
Iloveinto yer hands, on the faith of yer
oath, But moro I will not do, If harm
vomes to Con of this mornin's work, I'll kill
meself beforo yer oycs, and then you will
have two dcaths, not one, upon yer soul.”
Then her defiant mood changes, and she
bursts into tears.
 Oh, don’t bo angered with me, asthore,”
sho says, weeping bitterly, ¢What can I
doatall,at all! But I tell yo again be
warned in time ; make plans to save yerself
an’ them yo lovo whilo yet 'tis aisy to ye.
But be sacrot | an’ remimber always,” with
subdued vohemence, and a terrible intensity
upon her pale, haggard, but resolute face,
vhat my lifo Is in yer keepin’. If the boys
once suspected me of this day’s work, they'd
think as little of slitting my throat as & 1
wero o dog ! The li%htest word ye utther
may bo heard, and bo the signal for my
death,”

¢ I shall k no word that will do you
harm," says Monica,lsteadily, ¢ Butyounhave
not yet told mo all, \When tho doors are
opened, what then?”

¢ Tho ould masther—The Desmond him.
sclf—is to be murdhered in hisbed, an’—-an’
any ono clso that interforcs wid the doin’
of that deced. Then tho house is to bo
burned, an' made a bonfire of, to show tho
counthry round what power is wid ‘the
boys,” an’ how they will make an example
of them as goes again Parnell an’ his laws ;
thim that thry to cscape by door or window
will have a hard timo wid the rabblo await-
in’ them widout, an’ thim that don’t will be
burncd alive. Yo hear me,” says the girl,
recklessly :  ““I'vo tould ye all. Seo to it.

Sho wipes her damnp brow as sho ccascs
speaking.

¢ To-night 7 8ays Monica, in a faint
whisper ; ““to.night 1

Thery aro but cight policemen, all told,
in Rostmoyne, and the troops, by order ofa
boarficent govermment, wero removed from
Clentree somo monthaago, Eight men!

What would thoy be among so many ?

¢ 8o soon ! sho says again, in a terrified
voijce. And then, “Tho child, Bridget—
the child 1 she says; *“ what is to bo dono
with him?”

“Send him down to tho ould ladics
bolow—to Moyne llouse,” zays Bridget,
eagerly. I nave thought of all that,
Naurso can take him, It will not seem
sthrango that he should go to them, bein'
Christmas d

. CONTINUED.)
~ i S EP PRt s

Thero mav by such a thing as chanco, but
theroe is ou. Jhing certain, no mancan prove

When alono we havo our thoughts to
watch; in our familics our temper, in
socicty our tongucs.

It is not the quantity of tho moat, but
tho cheerfulncas of the gucests, which makes
tho feast; ot tho feast of the Centaurs thoy
ato with cne hand and had their drawn
swords in tko other ; whore thero is no
pcacd there cau bo nofcast,




