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CHAPTER XXXVIII—Continued.

“You need never to haveknown them
now, annt, if these gentlemen bad not
provoked me; nor, indeed, are .they
golely mine. I am only telling you
what you would hear from any intelli-
gent foreigner, even though he chanced
te be & liberal in his own country.”

“Ah, yes,” sighed the priest; “what
the young gentleman says is too trne,
* The Continent is alarmingly infected

with such opinions as these.”

“Have you talked on nolitics with
young Kearney?” asked Miller.

“H  has had no opportunity,” inter-
posed Miss O'Shea. “My nephew will
be three weeks here on Thursday next,
and neither Maurice nor his son bhas
called on him.”

“Scarcely neighbor-like that, I must
gay,” cried Miller.

“] suspect the fault lies on my side,”
gaid Gorman, boidly. “When I was
little more than a boy I was never out
of that house. The old man treated me
like a son. All the more, fperhaps, as
his own son was seldom at home, and
the little girl Kitty certainly regarded
me ax her brother, and though we had
our fights and squabbles, we cried very
bitterly at partingand each of us vowed
we should never like ony one so much
again. And now, after all, here am [
three weeks, within two hours’ ride of

"of them, and my aunt insists that my
digni'y requires I should be first called
on. Contound such dignity, say 1, if it
lcaz me the best and plessantest friends
I ever had in my lifel”

“I scarcely thought of your dignity,
Gorman O°Shen,” said the old lady,
bridling, “though 1 did bestow some con-
gideration on my own.”

“I'm very sorry for it, aunt; and I teli
you fairly—and there’s no unpolitenes-
in the confession—that when I asked for
my leave, Kilgobbin Castle had its place
in’ my thoughts as well as O'Sheas
Bamn.”?

“Why not say it out,young gentleman,
and tell me that the real charm of com-
ing here was to be within twelve miles
of the Kenrneys ?”

“The merits of this honse are very in-
dependeunt of contiguity.”s id the priest.
and as he eyed the claret in his glass it
was plain to see that the sentiment was
an honest ope,

“Fifty-six wine, T should say,” maid
Miller, a8 he laid down his glaes.

“Torty-five, if Mr. Barton be a man
of hie word,” eaid the «ld lady, reprov-
ingly.

*Ah,” siphed the priest, plaintively,
“how rarely one meete these old full-
blooded clarets nowadays. The free
admission of French wines has corrupted
taste and impaired palate. Qur cheap
Gladstones have come upon us like a
universal suffrage.”

“The mnsses, however, benefit,” re-
marked Miller.

“Quly in the first moment of acquisi-
tion, and in the noveity of the gain”
continued Father Luke, “and they suffer
irreparably in the loss of that old guid-
* ance, which once directed appreciation
when there was something to appre-
ciate.”

“We wunt the priest again, in fact,”
broke in Gorman.

“Yon must admit they understand
wine to perfection, though I would
humbly hope, young gentleman,” said
the father, mo stly, “to engage your
opinion to-higher grounds.”

“Give yoursell no trouble in the mat-
ter, Futher Luke,” broke in Miss Betty,
“Gorman’s Aurtrisn lessons have placed
him beyond your teaching.”

“My dear aunt, you are giving the
jmperial government a:  edit it never
deserved. They taught .o as a cadet
to groom my horse ant.. pipe-clay my
uniform, to be respectful to my corporal,
and to keep my thumb on the seam of
" my trousers whon the captain's eye was
on me ; but a8 to what passed in my
“-mind, if [ had & mind at all, or what

. I thought of the Pope, kaiser, or card-

inal, they no more cared to know it
than the ra' 8 of my sweetheart.”
“What & )lessing to that benighted
country woild be oneliberal statesman |”
. exclaimed Millsr; *one man of the mind
- and capacily of our present premier!” .
“.... “"Heaven forkid1” cried Gorman. We
" "have cpnfusion enough, . without the

reflection of being governed by what
you call here ‘healing measures.’ ”

*] ghould like to discuss that point
with you,” said Miller.

“Now, now, I beg,” interposed Miss
O'Shea. “Gorman, will you decant an-
other bottle 27

“] believe I ought. to protest agsainst
more wine,” said the priest, in bis most
insinuating voice; “but there are ocoa-
sjons where the yielding to temptation
conveys a moral lesson.”

*I suspect that I cultivate my nalure
8 good deal in that fashion,” said Gor-
man, as he opened a fresh bottle.”

“This is perfectly delicious,” said
Miller, a8 he sipped his glass; “and if I
could venture to presume 8o far I would
ask leave to propose & toast.”

“You have my permission, sir,’”’ said
Miss Betty, with stateliness.

“] drink, then,” said he, reverently—
“T drink to the long life, the gnod health
and the unbroken courage of the Holy
Father.”

There was something peculiarly sly in
the twinkle of the priest’s black eye as he
filled his bumper,and a twitcbing motion
of the corner of his mouth continued
even as he said : “To the Pope.”

“The Pope,” cried Gorman, as he eyed
his wine :

¢ sDar Papat lebt herrlich in der Welt.,!

“What are you muttering there?”
asked bis aunt, fiercely.

“The line of an old song, aunt, that
tells us how His Holiness has a jolly
time of it.”

“f fear me it must have been written
in other days,” said Father Luke.
“There is no intention to desert or
abandon him, I assure you,” said Miller,
addressing him in a low but eager tone.
I could never—no Irishman could ally
himself to an adminlstration which
should sacrifice the Holy See. With
the bigotry that prevails in England, the
question requires most delicate hand-
ling ; and even a pledge cannot be given
except in langnage 8o vague and unpre-
cise as to admit of many readings.”
“Why not bring in a bill to give him
a subsidy, a something per annum, or a
round sum down ?” cried Gorman.

“Mr. Miller has just shown us that
Exeter Hall might become ‘dangerous.
Euglish intolerance is not a thing to
be rashly aroused.”

Bright proposed with your landlords
here. I'd buy him ont, give him a
handsome sum for his interest, and let
him go.”

“And how would you deal with the
Church ?” asked the priest.

“T have not thought of that; but, I
suppose, one might put it into commis-
sion, as they say, or manage it by a
board, with the first lord, like the Ad-
miralty.”

“I will give you some tea, gentlemen,
when you appear in the drawing-room.”
said Miss Betty, rising with dignity, as
though her condescension in sitting so
-Jong with the party had been ill reward-
ed by her nephew’s sentiments,

The priest, however, offered his arm,
and the others followed as he left the
room.

CHAPTER XXXIX,
AN EARLY GALLOP.

Maurice Kearney had risen early, an
nnusual thing with him of late ; but he
had eome intention of showing his guest,
Mr. Walpole, over the farm after break-
fust, and was anxious to give some pre-
liminary orders to have everything
“ghip-shape” for the inspection,

To make a very disorderly and much
neglected Irish farm assume an air of
discipline, regularity and neatness at a
moment’s notice was pretty much such
an exploit as would have been to muster
an Indian tribe, and pass them before
gome Prussian martinet as a regiment
of Guards.

To make the ill-fenced and misshapen
fields seem trim paddocks, wavering and
serpentining furrows appear straight
and regular lines of tillage, weed-grown
fields look marvels of cleanliness and
care, while the lounging and ragged
population were to be passed off as a
thriving and industrions peasantry, well
paid and contented, were difficulties
that Mr. Kearney did not propose to
confront. Indeed, to do him justice, he
thought there was a good deal of pe-
dantic and ‘“model-farming bumbug”
about all that English passion for neat-
ness he had read of in public journals;
and as our fathers—better gentlemen, as
he called them, and more hospitable
fellows than any of us—had got on with-
out stegm mowing and- theeshing, and

-

*If I bad to deal with him, I'd do as|b

bone-crushing, he thought' we might
farm our our properties ~“without- belng
either blacksmiths or stokers.

“God help us!” he would say. “Isup-
pose we'll be chewing our food by steam
oneof these days and filling our stomachs
by hydraulic pressure. But for my own
part, I would like something to work for
me that I can swear at when 1t _goes
wrong. There’s little use in cursing a
cylinder.” -

To have heard him-among his laborers
that morning it was plain to see that
they were not in the calegory of ma-
chinery. On one pretext or another,
however, they had slunk away one by
one. so that at last he found himself
storming alonein a stubble-field, with
no otber companion than one of Kate's
terriers. The sharp barking of this dog
aroused him in the midst of his impreca-
tions, and looking over the dry-stone
wall that inclosed the field, he saw a
horseman coming along at a sharp
canter, and taking the fences as they
came, like a man in & hunting field.
He rode well, and was mounted upon
a Btrong, wiry hackney—a cross bred
horse, and of little moneyed value, but
one of those active cats of horseflesh
that a knowing hand can appreciate.
Now, as little did Kearney liked the
liberty of a man riding over his ditches
and turnips when «ut of hunting season,
his old love of good horsemanship made
him watch the rider with interest and
even pleasure. “May I never!” mutter-
ed he to himself, “if he’s not coming at
this wall.” And as the inclosure in
question was built of large jagged stones,
witbout mortar, and fully four feet in
height, the upper course being formed
of a sort of coping in which the stones
stood edgewise, the attempt did look
somewhat rash. Not taking the wal
where it was slightly breached, anc
where some locse stones had fallea, th
rider rode boldly at one of the highes
portions, but where the ground was goo
on either side.

“He knows what he’s at|” muttere
Kezrrney, a8 his horse came bounding
over and alighted in perfect safety i
the feld. .

“Well done, whoever you are,” oried
Kearney, delighted, aa the rider removed
his bat and tuxced around to salute him

“And don’t you know me, sir,” asked

e.
“Faith I do not,” replied Kearney ;
“but somehow I think I know the chest

put. To besurel do. There’s the old
mark on her knee, how ever she found
the man who c¢ould throw her down.
Isn’t she Miss O'Shea’s Kattoo ?”

“That ghe is, sir, and I'm he
nephew.”

“Are you ?” said Xearney, dryly.

The young fellow was so terribly pul!
ed up by the unexpected repulse—mor
marked even by the lock and the word
of the other—tbat be sat unable to utte:
a syllable. “I bhad hoped, sir,” said he
at last, “that I had not outgrown yow
recollection, a8 I can promise none oi
your former kindness tome has outgrowr
mine”

“But it took you three weeks to recal
it, all the same,” said Kearney.

“1t is true, sir, I am very nearly so
long bere;; but my aunt, whose guest 1
am, told me I must be called on firat ;
that—I'm sure I can’t say for whose
benefit it was supposed to be—I shouid
not make the first visit ;-in fact, there
was some rule about the matter, and
that I muset not contravene it. And
altbough T yielded with a very bad
grace,.] wasin a measure under orders,

and dared not resist.” .

“She told you, of course, that we were
not on our old terms ; that there was a
coldness between the two families, and
we had seen nothing of each other
lately 27 ' :

“Not a word of it, sir.”

*Nor of any reason why you should
not come here as of old ?”

“None on my honor; beyond this
piece of stupid etiquette, I never heard
of anything like a.reason,”

“I am all the better pleased with my

genial tone. ‘Not, indeed, that.I ought
ever to have distrusted her, but for all
that—— Well, never mind,” muttered
he, as though debating the question
with himself, and unable -to . decide it,
“you”are here now—eh | You are here
now. )

that I ought to be here now.”

At ]l events, if you were waiting for
me you would'nt be here. Is that not

true, young gentleman ?”

“Quite true, sir, byt not impqaﬁible o

old heighbor,” said Kearney, in his more |-

“You almost make me suspeot, air, |

blogd purifiey.

explain.” 'And he now flung himself to
the ground, and, with the rein over his
arm, came up to Kearney’s side. “I
suppose, but for sn accident, I should
have gone on waiting for that visit you
bad no intention to make me, and can-
vassing with myself how long you were
taking to make up your mind to call on
me, when I heard only last night
that some noted rebel—I'll remember
his name in & minute or two—was seen
in the neighborhood, and that the police
were on his track with & warrant, and
aven intended to search for him here.”

“In my house—in Kilgobbin Castle ?”

“Yes, hers in your house, where, from
a sure information, he had been harbor-
ad for some days. This fellow, a head-
entre or leader, with a large sum on
1is head—has, they say, got away ; but
he hope of finding some papers, some
:lue to him here, will certainly lead
;hem to search the castle, and 1 thought
[ would come over and apprige you of it
it all events, lest the eurprise should
orove too much for your temper.”

“PDo they forget I’m in the commission
of the peace?’ said Kearney, in a voice
irembling with passion.

“You know better than me how far
party spirit tempers life in this country,
and are better able to fay whether some
private intention to insult is couched
under this attermpt.”

¢ That's true,” cried the old man, ever
ready to regard himself as the object of
some Becret malevolence. “You cannot
remember this rebel’s name, ¢an you ¥’

“It was Daniel something—that’s all
[ know.”

A long, fine whistle was Kearney's
‘ejoinder, and after a second ur two he
aid : *I can trust you, Gorman; and I
an tell you they may be not 8o great
‘vols as I took them for. Not that I was
warboring the fellow, mind you; but
bere cume a college friend of Dick's
1ere & few days back—a clever fellow he
vag, and knew Ireland well—and we
wlled him Mr. Daniel, and it was but
7esterday he left us and did not return.
{ have a notion now he was the head-
rentre they’re looking for.”

“Do you know if he has left any bag-
age or papers behind him ?”

“] know nothing about this whatever,
1or do I know how far Dick was in his
secret,”

“You will be cool and collected, I am
sure, sir, when they come hero with the
search-warrant, You'll not give them
wen the passing triumph of sesing that
sou are annoyed or vffended ?”

“That I will, my lad. I'm prepared
1ow, and I'll take them as easy as if it
nas 8 morning call. Come in and have
your breakfast with us, and say nothing
sbout what we’ve been talking over.”

“Many thanks, sir, but I think—in-
leed, 1 feel sure—I ought to go back at
mce. I have come here without my
aunt’s knowledge ; and now that I have
seen you and put you on your guard, I
vught to get back as fast as I can,”

“S8o you shall when you feed your
beast and take something yourself. Poor
old Kattoo ian’t used tothis sort of cross-
country work, and she's panting there
badly enough. That mare is twenty-
one years of age.”

“She’s fresh on her legs—not a curb
nor a spavin, nor even & wind-gall aboat
her,” said the young man.

“And the reward forit all is to be
ridden like a steeple-chaser!” sighed
Kearney. “Is'nt that the world over?
Break down early, and you are a good-
for-nothing, Carry on your spirit and
your pluck and your endurance to a
green old age, and maybe they won’t
take it out of you | —always contiasting
you, however, with yourself long ago,
and telling the bystanders what a rare
beast you were in your good days. Do
you think they had dared to pass this
insult upon me when I wasg five-and-
twenty or thirty ? Do you thiok there’s
a man in the county would have come
on this errand to search Kilgobbin when
[ was a young man, Mr. O'Shea "

. “] think you can affurd to treat it with

the contempt you have determined to
show it.”

“That’s all very fine now,” said Kenr-
ney; “‘but there was a time I'd rather
have chucked the chief constable out of
gt.xe w,indow and sent the sergeant after

im/ SR

%I don’t know whether that would
bave been better,” said G.rman, with a
faint smile. - .

-~ (70 BE CONTINUED.) -

'Scrvbfulva,.v,,whether.. “bereditary or ac-

.quired, is thoroughly expelled .from the

blood by Hood’s Sarsaparills, the great



