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CHAPTER XXXVIII-Continued.
"Youneed never to have known them

now, aunt, if these gentlemen had not
provoked me; nor, indeed, are .the.y
solely mine. I an ronly telling yon
what you wouldb hear from any intelli-
gent foreigner, even though he chanced
te be a liberal in hie own country."

"Ab, yes," sighed tie priest ; "wbat,
the young gentleman Bays is too truie.

• The Continent is alarmingly infected
with such opinions as thee."

"Htvp you talked on rolitics with
young Kearney?" asked Miller.

"IH hai bad no opportunity," inter-
posed Miss O'Shea. "My nephew will
be three weeks here on Thuiraday next,
and neither Maurice nor his son las
called on him."

"Scarcelyi neighbor-like that, I muet
say," cried Miller.

"I suspect the fault lies on my side,"
said Gormian, boldly. "When I was
littile mre tban a boy I was never out
of that house. The old mari treated me
lir<e a son. All the more, Iperbaps, as
his own son wais seldon at home, and
the littIe girl Kity certainly regarded
me as lier broilier, sund thougb we hadt
our fights and rquabbles, we cried very
bitterly at parting.ond each of us vowed
we shculd never like ony one so mrtch
again. And now, a fter al], here am1 I
three week, witliiin two hoirs' ride of
of thm, and my aurnt insiats that my
digni,y requires I shatild be first called
on. Uc,nluiind such dignity, say 1, if it
1(e nie the bet and pleasantest Iriendis
I ever had iiiny lifel"

"G scarcely t lucgt cf your digniîy,
GormiuOShpa," smiri the old lady,
bridlinig, "though I did bestow some con-
sidera tion on i y own."

"l'in very sorry for it, aunnt; sd I teai.
you fairly-aud there-'sn unipoiteuei%-r
in the confession-that when I asked for
my leave, Kilgobbin Casitle had its place
inn my thoughts as well as O'Shea'b
Bar;n.",

"Why not say it out,young gentleman,
and tell me that the real cbarm of com.
ing bere was to be within twelve milee
of the Kearneys ".

"The merits of this hoase are very in-h
dependent of contiguit.y."s id the priest
snd as le eyed the claret in his glass it
was plain to see that tbe sentiment was
an Il nest one.

"Fifty-six wine, I should sav," said r
Miller, as lhe laid dowi his glass.'b

'Forty-five, if Mr. Barton be a mann
of hie word," said the old lady, reprov-
ingly.

"Ah," sighed the priest, plaintively,
"how rarely onen meets these old full-
blooded clarets nowadayi. The free g
admission o(f Frencli winîeshas corrupted r
taste and impaired palate. Our chleap
Gladetones have come upon us like a
universal sirffrge."

"The masses, however, benefit," re-
marked Miller.

"Oily in the firet moment of acquisi-
tion, and in lthe novelty of the gain,"
continued Father Luke, "and they suffer
irreparably iii the loss of that old guid-
ance, which once directed appreciation h
when t here was something te appre-1
ciate."f

"We want the priest again, in fact," J
broke in Gorman.

"Yon must admit they urderstand
wine te perfection, though I would
humbly hope, young gentleman," said
the father, me stly, "te engage your n
opinion tu higher grounda."

"Give yourdelf no trouble in the mat- a
ter, Fatier Luke," broke in Mies Betty. e
'Gorman's Aust rian lessons have placed .

him beyond youir teaching."
"My dear aunt, you are giving the f

imperial governmrenit s a edit it never i
deserved. They taught e as a cadet r
te groom my horse an. pipe-cjay my f
uni form, te be res pectful te nycorporal, r
and to keep my tbumb on the seam. of!
my trousers whon the captain's eye was V
on me; but as te what pasmed in My p
mind, if [ bad a mind at all, or what i
I thought of the Pope, kaiser, or card- c
inal. ihey no more cared te know it t
than the ran1 a of my sweeoheart." d

"What a I lessing to that benighted a
country wiuld beoneliberalstatesmanl"n
exclaimed lMiller; "one man of the mind a
and capacity of our preent premier 1" .

"Heaven forbid 1" criedi Gorman. We i

bave çpausio enough4 wi$hput the r

mv

refiectien e! beinRgogverned by wliat
yen eall bers 'healiug ureasures.'"11

"I should lilke te disces that peint
with yen," said Miller.

"Now, now, I beg," interposed Miss
O'Shea. "Gormtan, will you decant au-
uther bottle ?"

"I believe I ought. to protest against
more wino," saad the priest, iu bis moat
insinuating voice; "but thore are occa-
iions wbere the yielding te temptation
conveys a moral lesson."

"I suspect that I cultivate my nature
a good deal in that fashion," said Gor-
man, as he opened a fresh bottle."

" This is perfectly delicious," said
Miller, as he sipped bis glass; "and if I
could venture to presume se far I would
ask leave te propose a toast."

"You bave my permission, sir," said
Miss Betty, with stateliness.

"Idrink,then,"îsaid he, reverently-
"I drink te the long life, the good health
and the unbroken courage of the Holy
Father."

There was something peculiarly ily in
the twinkle of the priest's blaek eyeas hie
tilled hie bumper,and a twitcbing motion
of the corner of his emouth continued
even as he said : "Te the Pope."

"The Pope," cried Gorman, as he eyed
his wine :

"'Der Papat lebt herrlich In der Welt.,'"
"What are yen muttering there ?"

asked bis aunt, fierceiy.
"The line of an old song saunt, that

tells us bow His Holinesa ls sa jolly
ti me of it."1

«'I fear me it must have been written
in other days,"said Father Luke.

"There ie no intention te desert or
abandon him, I assure yon," said Miller,
addressinghirn in alow but eager tone.
I could never-no Irishman could alIy
himaself to au adminltration which
should sacrifice the Holy See. With
the bigotry that prevails in England, the
question requires moat delicate baud-
liug; sad even a pledge cannotbe given
except nu language so vague and unpre-c
ciao ae te admit of many readings."

"lWhy n t brioDar abil .taigive him
a subidy, a something per annum, or a
round sum down V" cried German.t

"Mr. Miller has just shown ns that
Exeter Hall might become 'dangerous.
English intolerance is net a thing te
be rashly aroused."

"If I bad te dear with him, I'd do as
Bright proposed with your landlords
here. I'd buy h.im out, give him a
handsome sum for hi interest, and let
him go."

"Andà how would yen deal with the t
Church ?" asked the priest. I

"I have net thought of flhat ;but,_I
suppose, one might put it into commis-8 ien, as they aay. Or manage it by a
board, witi the firat lord, like theAd-
miralty."e

"I will give you nsome tea, gentlemen
when yen appear in the drawing-room."
said Mise Betty, rising with dignity, as
thaugh ber condescension in aitting se
ong withr L ePartyhad been ill rewarda r

ed hy her nephew's sentiments.
The priest,'bowever, offered bis arm, y

and the others followed s he left the
room'

CHAPTER XXXIX.
AN EARLY GALLOP.a

Maurice Kearney had risen early, an t
inusual thing with him of late ; but he
had some intention of showine his guest,
Mr. Walpole, over the farm alter break- '
fast, and was anxious to give some pre-
liminary orders to bave everything a
"shi p-shape" for the inspection.

To make a very disorderly and much
neglected Irish farm assume an air of
discipline, regularity and neatness at a n
moment's notice was pretty much sncb c
an exploit as would have been te muster m
an Indian tribe, and pass them .before li
some Prussian martinet as a regiment
of Guards.

To make the ill-fenced and misshapen n
fields seem trim paddocks, wavering and
serpentining furrows appear atraight p
and regular lines of tillage, weed-grown o
fields look marvels of cleanliness and
care, while the lounging and ragged c
population were te be passed off as a g
thriving and industrions peasantry, well e
paid and contented, were difficulties t
that Mr. Kearney did net propose te h
confront. Indeed, te do him justice, he w
thought there was a good deal of pe.
dantic and "model-farming humbug" n
about all that English passion for neat-
ness he had read of in publie journals; t
and as our fathers-.-better gentlemen, as
he called thiem, and mors hospitable m
fellows than any of ua-had geL on with- tu
out ste4rr.Inowing and threshing, and

bonle-crushiflg, hà thougit! we iigt
farni our our propertios .without- being
sither blaokemithas or atekers.

"God help usl" he would say. "I sup-
pose we'llbe chewing our food by stearn
one of theese days and fiui g our stomacha
by hydraulie pressure. But for my owr
part, I would like something to work for
mnetbat Ican swear at wben it goes
wrong. There' ittie use in cursing a
cylinder." - lb

To have beard him.among his laborers
that morning it was plain to see that
they were not mi the category of ma-
chinery. On one pretext or another,
however, they bad lunk away one by
one. so that at lst he found him.elf
storming alone in a atubble-field, witb
no other companion than one of Kate's
terriers. The sharp barking of this dog
aroused hin in the midst of his impreca-
Lions,and looking over the dry-stone
,wall that inclosed the field, lie -saw a
horseman coming along at a sharp
canter, and taking the fences as they
came, like a man in a hunting field.
He rode well, and was mounted upon
a strong, wiry hackney-a croise bred
horse, and of little moneyed value, but
one of those active cate of horseflesh
that a knowing hand can appreciate.
Now, as litte did Kearney liked the
liberty of a man riding over bis ditches
and turnips when iut of hunting season,
his old love of good horsemanship made
him watch the rider with interest and
even plesure. "May I never1l" mutter-
ed he to bu slf, "if be'eneot coming at
this wall." And as the inclosure l!
question was built of large jagged atones,
without mortar, and fully four feet in
height, the upper course beig formed
of a sort of coping in which the stones
stood edgewise, the attempt did look
somewbat rash. Not taking the wal
wbere i was slightly breached, aur'
where some loose atones had fallen, th
rider rode boldly at one of the highee
portion, but where the ground waa goo
on subher aide.

"He knows what he's at 1" muttere,
Keaqrney, as his horse came boundial
iver and alighted in perfect safety il
the field.

"Well done, whoever you are," cried
Kearney, delighted, as the rider removed
his hat and tureed around to salute hin

"And don't you know me, air," asked
he.

"Faith I do not," replied Kearney;
"but somehow I think I knodw the chest
nut. To ho sure I do. There's the old
mark on her knee, how ever she found
,he man who cnuld throw ler down.
Isn't she Miss O'Shea's Kattoo ?"

"That abe is, sir, and I'm bei
nepbew." .

"Are you ?" said Kearney, dryly.
The young fellow was so terribly pul.

ed up by the unexpected reptile-mor
marked even by the look and the word
f the other-that be at unable to utte,
a syllable. "I had hoped, sir," said hg
at last, "that I bad not Outgrown youm
ecollection, as I can promise none of
i.ur former kindness tome has outgrowr
mine."

"Buit it took you three weeks to recal]
t, al the same," said Kearney.

'It is true, si, I arm very nearly so
ong here; but my aunt, whose gnest ]
am, told me I muet be called on first ;
that-I'm sure I can't say for whose
benefit it wasa supposed te.be-I should
not make the first visit ;- in fact, there
was some rule about the matter, and
hat I must not contravene it. And
altbough I yielded with a very bad
grace,.I was in a measure under orders,
nd dared not resist."
"She told you,:of course, that we were

not on our old terme; that there was a4
coldness between the two families, and I
we had seen nothing of each othery
ately ?"

"Not a word of it, air."
"Nor of any reason why you should a

mot come here as of old ?1"
"None on my honor; beyond this 1

piece of stupid etiquette, I never heard
f anything like a-reason." t
"I am ail the botter pleased with my 8

ld heighbor," said Kearney, in his more
enial tone. "Not, indeed, that.I ought n
ver to have distrusted her, but for ail i
hat- Well, never mind," muttered t
eo, se though debating the question b
ith himaself, and unable -to decide it,
you are here now-eh 1 You are here
low." f
"You almost make me iudpect, sir,

hat I ought to be bere now."
At a;l eventa, if you were waiting for

re yen would'nt be bere. Is that net g
rus, young gentleinan ?"
"Quite true, air, b4t not impossible oe b

it*m THE TRIJE WITNESS ANI) CÂTHOLLO CHRONICLE
TE TRUE WITNESS NAID -CATHOLIOCHONUL

explain.Y- And hae new finng hirntelf te
the ground, and, with the. rein ever bis
arm, came up to Kearney's aide. I
suppose, but for an accident, I should
have gone on waiting for that visit yon
had no intention te iriake me, andi canw
vassing with myself how long you were
taking to make up your mmd te cau on
me, when I heard only lait night
that somenoted rebel-'Ill remember
hie name in arminute or tWo-was seen
in the neighborhood, and that the police
were on hietrack with a warrant, and
even intended to search for him ers."

"ln my bouse-iilgobbinCastie ?'

"Yes, here in yoùr bouse, wbere, from
a sure information,he bad been harber-
ed for some days. This fllow, a head-
,entre or leader, with a large sum on
uls head-has, they say, got away ; but
.he hope of finding sorne papers, some
lue to him here, wili certainly lead
;hem to search the caatle, and i tLought
[ would come over and apprise you of it
it ail events, leBt the surprise ehould
orove too much for your temper.»

"Do they forget I'm in the commission
of the peace ?" said Kearney, in a voice
trembhing with passion.

'You know better than me how far
party spirit tempers lifs in this country,
and are better able to say whether some
private intention to insult is couched
under this attempt."

n That'a true," cried the old man, ever
ready to regard himself as the object of
3ome secret malevolence. "Yon cannot
remember thi arebel's unme, can you"

"It was Daniel something-that's aul
know."
A. long, fine whi8tle was dearney's

-ejoinder, and after a second ur two he
aid : 'I can trust you, Gormian; and I
ian tell yon they may be not no great
ools as I took thom for. Not tat I w a
iarboring the feflow, mind you; but
bere carme a college friend of Dick's
iere a few days back-a clever fellow he
vas, and knew Ireland well-ard we
,alled him 1r. Daniel, and it was but
iesterday he left us and did not reLurn.
[ have a notion now he was the head-
:ntre they're looking for."
"Do you know if lie las ]eft any bag-

;age or papers behind him mI
"I know nothing about, this wbatever,

ior do I know how far Dick was in bis
secret."
"Yon will be cool and collected, I am

jure, air, when tbey come hero with the
rearch-warrant. You'l1 not give themi
iven the passing triumph of aeeing that
;ou are annoyed or uffended VI

"That I will, my lad. I'm prepared
row, and l'Il take them as easy as if it
eua a murning call. Jorcs in and bave
four breakfat ith us, and say nothing
,bout what we've been talking over."

"'Many thanks, sir, but I think-in-
leed, I feel sure-I ought to go back at
mce. I have come here without'my
11nt's knowledge; and now that I bave
seen you and put you on your guard, I
ought to get back as fait as I can."

"So you shall when you feed your
best and take something yourself. Poor
old Kattoo isn't used tothis sortof cross-
country work, and she'S panting there
badly enough. That mare is twenty-
one years of age."

"She's fresh on ber legs-not a curb
nor a spavin, nor even a wind-gall about
her," said the young man.

"And the reward for it all is to be
ridden like a steeple-chaser 1" sighed
Kearney. "Is'nt that the world over?
Break down early, and ou 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 ont of you -always contrasting
yeu, 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 pasa this
insult upon me when I was five-and-
twenty or thirty ? Do you think there's
a man in the county would have come
on this errand to search Kilgobbin when
1 waa a young man, Mr. O'Shea?"

"I think you eau afford to treat it with
the contempt you have determined to
show it.""That's all very fine now," said Kear-
ney; "but there was a time I'd rather
have chucked the chief constable out of
he window snd sent the sergeant after

"I don't know whether that would
have been better," said Gj.rman, with a
aint smile.

(Te BE 0ONTINUED.)

Scrofula, wbether bdreditary or ac-
Luired, is thoroughly expelled .from the
ilood by Hood's Sarsparillaà the geat


