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1fee I cannol

as sho saunters through the gardens, Bhe/ curtains of tho window, had witncasad g v
I .O V I‘: I l l I .: v I( : I OR is slnging with quitogm nbfx:domnent of | impulstve caress, and her siaterly mind *You c:‘r;n
o |aelt o¢ the very top of her fresh young|been stirred to wrath by it. Not even '“;;;:‘; yoar

CHAPIER VIII,—CoxTiNuzD,

¢t Me an’ Jim Dufly an' . Dan Clancy,” [ up half of the luckless plum, and puts it
goes on Canty, in a deepl{ injured snuillo, | into his mouth,
eah

“‘went west there to Fr

Priscilla.

berics, and finally Canty appears again.

“I'm off, miss,” hes says, pulling his foro- | of her innocent bluo eyes, that always ecem
lock ; “* but the men ssys as bow thoy'd be
thankful to yer honor for a thrifle. 'Twas|great world into which she has fallen in
as heavy aslead, miss, an’ the dey meltin’ | some unaccountable fashion.

wid the heat, an’—"

“ Go to cook. Tell her to give you half | young man again,
a erown and some beer, and then go avay,
~—go away ‘orever [’ says Blisa Blake; ‘‘ let | sbe has a wonderfully clear voice at

me never sce your faco again.”
«“\Vhy, what have I done, mias ¥’

L3¢ to d you to get ine my letters, and in- } May I 1"

«Yor letthers, is it? Arrah, why didn’t ] who has started a littlo and flushed a good
] Yer letthers|deal. He is certainly confused (in a degres,
down wid the ould chap in the village, Yo |not having expected Vera's taking such an

yo say that before, miss?

say? Sure Il have them for ye in
twinklin’ of an eye.
an' ¢ the lotthers® just as aisy.

town.

“Thank goodness, here comes tho tes,” | his nostrils. There is somethiog about Ger-
says Misa Priscills, with a sigh of relief, 2s{41d Burke that demands from his fellows
s ueat-handed Phillis comos elowly across | not only affoction but roverence.
the garden, an old man following her. Both
are Jaden with tea and cakes, and one or|Lady Clontarf, a tiny pink shade showing
two lignearsand yellow cream ifqueint old | jtaelf in her pale cheeks.
silver ewers, and purple plums, and dainty
ita of pastry, piping| with childish persistence.

little three-corne
hot., M

“Dicky, my dear, and you, Neil, will you
bring those rustic tables a degree closer wv
me? Hero Matilda, placo thetea here, and | Vera, glancing over her “shounlder again at
come back soen to see if we want anything. { her attendant swain with the prettiest
- T'm 80 distressed,” says Miss Blake, 10)033‘ snl\ilc, that really might mecan anything at

rou | a

should havo been made nocomfortable by
that ltu?id cpisodo of Canty's ; it is really | Kit to Brabazon.
too bad.”

ing xlz logetically round hor, * tbat

¢ Ah ! if you only knew what a treat it|should have asked that question, at least
Clontarf, 131‘1‘8};30 all | not now,—not bofore us a‘lll."

in-
deed taken her out of herself, azd rcoleased | harm in her,” persists Kit, though vagacly.
her from the dcmons of regret that havo| s« She is quite a baby in somo ways,”
been pursuing her all day and far into last
night. She has joined as gayly in the mer: | says Neil.
riment caused by the fro'vsy boy as any of
them, and just now her oyes are alight and i;ood.by to Miss Priscilla and Miss Pene-

Lias been,” says
over again as gho thinks of it.

she is looking charming.

“The Irish peasant in his raw stato is|ihe soft over which comes o the
not very much to my taste,” suys Mr. Man- fr:m th;guucs villag . ¢ o

oering, crftically

“You would prefer bim cooked ?  Well, ing upon heavean.'
I'm not sure ho'd do oven then,” says MMr. dering upo
Browne, in & tone mildly argumentative.
¢ Canty now, for cxample, would bhe—I
should say—tough, unless ducidedly over-
Jone. Indecd, I think soup chould Lo made

of Canty to insure digestior

¢ have read a ,.od deal on Irish char- {time1” Though Kit would have wished the
acter,” goes on Mr. Mannering, ignoring| days to Jinger o.w (becaus. of the awect
with much dignity Dicky’s interruption, | companionship they insure to “or with the
*and I have always looked upon the uc- | man sho loves), still they relen demly go by,
counts of their wit, ani the amount of in-land now his visit at Coole is almost at an
enco conceded to them, as statcincuts

that shounld bo taken cum grano salis.”

¢« Oh, certainly,” ssys Dicky, affably,|Scptember has smiled itsclf to death, and
with all the air of one who is generously al- rus

lowing & point to his adversary., ¢‘Roast|grave
or boiled, 1 ahould say Gaoty would be the|sadly, dolefully. Nota path butis atrewn

better of that 1"

{who has wander:
with her hands full of flowers, and

Burke inher train) laughstoo. She—Vera— | one accord ““chaunted aloud their cheerfol
is sitting on & low garden-chair, and js dig- | barmonee.” ory

ging her little, sharp whito teethintda pur- | aslecp, or olse chilled into a0 low a mur-
pleplum, with an open epjoyment that|muring that their veices cannot bo heard.

suits her,

¢« Little gourmand,” says Gerald Burke, | ance of great Winter's power, sits up aloft,

Jeaning over her chairand whisperin
her ear. le, calm, intellectua

. isalight with all the glory of & first great | cold and dreary is the glory of

on.
Vers, looking over her shoulder, smilcs
at him, and in her childish rapid way holds voice rings sweetly

anc's whero they | a gourmand now !” sho says, gravely.
towld us the first post had been thrown last
night. An’ wo tackled it, an’ what wid | tho young man, carnestly, in a very low
g lin and dbraggin' we brought it here; | tone, meant for her ears alone.
ut a mighty tough job it was all tho same. { ho would have objected to all the world
An' I'm sure we wouldn’t bavo aone it at]knowing of his love for her, but becauso it
all, miss, if wo thought ye would be sodown | is so swcot to & lover's heart to beliove him-
on us in the end ; but indeod yo towld—-"
¢« Bless me! the boy's a fool,” says Miss | loved.
“Thero, go away, Canty, aod| * H'm?"says pretty Vera, Sho has a
take your post and your friends with you.” { most enchanting way of making this ques.
Then there is a consultation betwcen | tioning sound. Sho keeps her lips closed
Cauty snd his fricnds behind the shrub- | when sho makes it, and looks up with swil-

¢ The post,’ says she, | comingly so, and he now looks at Lady
) Ayeh ! but | Clontarf very earnestly, as though anxious
the quality’s quare,” says Mr. Canty to the | for an answer,

brim of his caubeen ; after which he departs
first for his boor, and then for his native}laughs, not even Disky Browne, to whom

‘¢ Ah, Mr. Burke, who is
*¢I wish you would call me Gonlg,” says
Not that

self alono, at least in thought, with his be.

ing cxpoctation at the porson addressed out

full of babyish wonder at the odditicsof the

# 1 want you to call nie Gerald,” says the
¢ Doris,” says Veora, softly but clearly,—

times,—calling to her aister across the grass,
¢ Mr. Burke wants me to call him Gerald.

Natorally, every one looks at Mr, Burke,
¢ { open action in the matter), but not uobe-

Though every ono looks at him, nobody

any mirthful seosation isas the breath of

“ Certainly, deavest, if you like,” says

¢ And you wish it too, then?"” says Vers,
“If you do,” ssys Doris, smiling, but the

ink shade Lias grown a degree decper.
P ¢ Ab, then I!gmy call you Geral?!c," says

“What a fanny little thing sho ir!" says
“Very,” gravely; “but I don’t think she

“Perbaps not : but there isn'ta bit of

“Yea? Well, I'm glad you arc not,”
Soon after this thoy all rise, and, bidding
opc, wead their way homeward throvgh

e, swectly, frintly, tho sound
of distant bells, “‘that muui, mighest bor-

—

CHAPTER TX.

“ Fat, though she died, T would noa* other make;
1 will be hers till that the doath me tako.”

st Are mot all _cmth'rea onbject unto

end.
A month has away, and sunny

o October blows shrill blasts abovo her
Tho leaves are falling, falling,

Mr, | a time when with glad heart they all with

Tho very atreams are sound

Still tho sun, as though in warlike dofi.

into | enthronod, and shines };::nistcntly. 'Tis
facoj buta sad defiance, though; and palo and
¢ crst.

while brave Apollo?
But, as to make up for other music, Kit's
rough the sullen air,

ai1fit-  Could T'not hear you, a8 you came 1ilt.

. with these poor messengers of death. Thel-
At thix Kit laughs out lond, and Vera| **merrio birds of every sorte™ are silent,
up to them by this time | and scom half to forget that there was onco

voice :
4 Pack, clouds, away, and weloomo day ;
With' night wo banfsh eorrow :
Sweet afr, biow soft, mount. lasks, alofs,
To rivo my love goodmotrow }
Blackbint and thrush In every busb,
Hiaro, linnet, and cock.sparrow !
Yo pretty elves smongat yrursolves,
8ing 1y fair love good.morrow ; |
To give my love -morrow,
Sing, birds, §n overy furrow
“Thank you, hit! it is really a very
dolicate attention on your part, and one I'm
not likely to forgot. To remember mein
this way is more than I dared to expect. 1
hope tho birds will consider your petition,
but they have been unsympathotically mute
all the morning.” Mr. Browne has put his
head round a laurel bush, and is regarding
her with au cxpression full of tenderost
gratitude.
1 wasn't thinkinf about you," sxys Kit,
upening her oyes wide,
*How charming is the bathfulneas of the
yonthful maiden 1" aays Dicky, rapturously.
“‘Bat your pretty artifice, my dear, is quite
thrown away npon me. lcan see through

ing up this walk, adjuring the little birds
(by thie byo, whero are the little birds?) to
give your fair love good-morrow ?”

“Well 1" says Kit.

¢ \Wall, that's me,” says Mr. Browne.
«I'm sure I'm glad you told ms of it,”
says Misa Beresford. ““It m:;ibt have given
rise to much awkwardness, if I had been
left longer in ignorance of it.”

¢t was a beautiful song you suug,” says
Dicky, thoughtfully, ¢ And yet 1 think X
sco my way to improviog on it. The rhym-
ing is eadly defective, Now, what would
vou think of this ?—

¢ To glve my love good-morrow,

Sing, birds, i cvery forrow.’

 Forrow ’ sounds well—eh ?—or perhaps
«*Siog, birds, I every farrow,

To give oy love good-murrow,’

would bo better. Now, which do you pre-
fer—ech

¢ Neither,” says Miss Beresford, with
decision.

“Stmnp ! Well, but which doyou think
the beat?

¢ One is quito as good-as tho other, in my
opinion.”

“QOr botter, perhaps?” suggests Mr.
Browne, roflectively. Just at this moment
Neil Brabazon comes up to them.
¢ Dicky has been telling mo such news,”
says Ki¢, turniog to him with a jo;’ful air,

“Yes ? good ncws, by your eyea.”

“You hear that, Dicky? Dut you shall
judgo for yoursell. Without the slightest
preparation, bo just now told me that ho is
—<¢my fair love.””

‘¢ Ho tlattered himself,” says Neil,

¢ By what suthority do you say that, my
good sir 1” asks Mr. Browno,

¢ The best,” says Neil.

1 scorn to pursuo the subject further,”
says Dicky. ‘Ishall conclude with one
leading question. Pray, slr, if Tar not her
love, who is? you?" Though mltad
in jest, this proves an awkward question,
and silenco ensues upon it

Brabazon, hesi g, looks at Kit, bat,
as that young lady declinee to help him out
of his difficulty, being indeed rather more
embarrassed than himself, he says, gently,
* Am I Kit®” in a low tone, and with a de-
cided blash.

¢ Assort yourself, Kit; aay no at once,”
says Dicky, mischicvously. ¢*If you don’t,
this bold bad man will take your silence for
consent.””

“IHo may,” says Miss Beresford, softly,

blushing rosy red ; and, turnivg abruptly to
one sido aho busies hersclf nervously with
a tall shrub standing close besido her. Her
buisness with it is 80 emninently vague that
Mr. Browze is attracted by it.
“J am afraid it is a littlo carly for birds-
neating, Kit,” he says, mildly, at which
they ail threo laugh, and tho apell ia
broken, and Brabazon, taking her hand
away from the cscalons, raises it impul-
sively to Lis lips.

“You might at Joast have spared mo
that,” rsays Mr. Browne, with tragic re-
proach.  **When a man’s hoart lics freshly
torn and wounded, tho sight of ~"

“Mr. Brabazon,” crics a soft voice, clear
asa Lol, from ono of tho drawingroom
windows, ** Como liero ; I want you, Csn
you sparc me half an hour?”

Itis tho_ xoico of Monica, She, too,
atanding without purpose just inside the

objecticnable sight itself had scemed 29
to hor as tho fact of its having been
mitted beforo a third party, — What
Mr, Mannon‘ug say if ho hears of ft?

Some inward feeling warns Brabazon
there is & bad time in store for him, ay
rather slowly obeys hor command,  &n

fo# csn eho

tos gil;l accut
,.

e She hadn

wasalive,” 8

fight it foot t

thing in her voico—a faintly rerempd “Acd I 8UPD
ring in it—has struck upon) lnEs w? thiog. S‘(‘l° !
fven him a timoly hint as to what liy g 008% 8R4 D
ore him. It, is, thereforo, with bl ¢ \ d°‘
crect, and a determination to defend tices, and 8!
caume to the death, that Lo marches o oobthe corr‘l
her presenco. Vo coulk
Sho makes somo trivial remark to hing MY comfor!
he coters tho room—somothing aboot i 10 64V
day’s arrangements, that is of no interu «But ghouk
all—and then presently, almost before Jf throWing ot
is aware of it, though mentally determicfl fmbion.
to be upon his guard, hs finds sbo is be happy ?
ing to him of Kit. “1 thiok :
Vith a little pale faco, but with a one of those
deal of light in her blue eyes, she states}@  mske bopp
cage—** Kit's case,” as shotells him alx money f““ )
pathetically, Steadily, without undus} «f beart ant
at any point, sho g(}(ll through it all-iff sedden out
v aamiration ” for Kit, her girlish ¢ fazg, #Tho best
for him, and all the rest of it. TondH *And yo
34 lightly as possible on his want of aveotest €1
cient means to marry, she gives himneod  poven,?
ticless clearly to understand that here It 8120
tho difficulty. nsmo for N
Throughout ke listens in silence, zot lies beforo
tcm&ﬁng to edge in & word, and, to tell sides, I b
truth, having no word to edge ; but =t 1 don't
at laat ahe stops as though for an answy Desmond,
all sho has said, the very blank follovigh sty |
on the cessation of her voico brings bak of despair
him all his coursge with a rush. Ou off of tears.
thing at least he is resolved, ho will tall, agital
give up Kit, no, notforanyoneinthowcrd ber, most
oxcept hersolf ; should she come to him, though we¢
tell him it muss be ao—that the giving fodeed cat
is inovitable,—then, he tolls himsclf, Levgl  2on 18 befc
sabmit to cruel fato, and lot bis heart b * Then
with a8 good a grace as he can ; but pot engagenic
then ! ho will n¢
¢ You would not have me be tho oue « 1 sha!
end our cpgagoment?!” ho says at aean tha'
slowly. tome of |

‘““Engagement?”’ says Mrs. Desoe her heart
flushing wanmnly, ¢ Kit hersclf assuredn encountel
only a fow wocka back, that no such ¢l oo doubt
existed between you. It cannot exist! considor
would bo impossible! You must sce thall cowr

“ It iz exactly what I caunot see, W thall ind'
Miza Beresford told you that there ber. I
nothing binding betweon us, of cours § you quit
aid only tho truth. It was, aincetls “lqu
that words wero said—that I shall not most solf
tho ono to reeall,” wrathful

* You induced ber to cngage hers “lam
you—here, in this houso ?” ot me,”:

¢ It was on the open roag—chat night dignity.
all walked home from Kilmalooda.” 1gavou

It was a breach of honor,” says ¥ me, by ¢
Desmond, with a littlo flash from her I don't be
oyes, *‘ to steal my aister from me ? beoed wiso thy
my own roof I you cou

Y hope you do not understand the re as that
ing of your words?’ says Brab “Yer
baughtily, growing very pale. “Yo

7 am sorry if I have said too m cle's to-
says ifanics, impatiently. ¢ But st k tarniag
you muat i.ove known this whole ms gentlv-
would bo distasicful to me, Simply-s *No
ply,” with emphasis, *‘becauso 1 do? steadil:
consider ahe would be happy as a p& please
that is,” hastily, *‘unless sho way ‘b ¥ Shol
of a rich man. Yon must sco this yozne asligh
And, sceing it you will releass her froo Whe
promiee she may have given. Hen chaire
pauses and looks at him anxiously. H 0l
oycs are bent upon the grouud, and 8 seveat
finds hia facc difficult to reag. for th:

“You will " sho ssys again, leaning sH deter
tlo toward him in her carncatncss, Hois

“No; I shail not,” rcturns the 3o fish ar
man, doggedly. His voice is very lov, e grid-
vory distinct, and Moanica’s couragode. somes
WHat if ho persiatas to the end?  IsRit
becomao the wife of a bricfless bamiie: -
Kit, who has an absolutc genivs for
ing horself, and likes a new gown o¢
fortnight? ,‘“’;’

*¢ 1 think you should not give me rc e
decided answer,” ahe says, moro %W a0 pe
“But whatever hard things I way Bf anh, /
havo said to yoa, you should forgive, © W
mewbaring how 1 have only her e o) ent
at heart, and that it is for hier sake sl hisdu
ssy them,  She is such adear, doxr ¢ g‘::
that it scems to mo o terrible misfo donire
that sho shoald Lo induced to do withi
thiog.” :}‘x

4]t i3 beeauso she issuch  dear gil




