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C‘HA.PI‘ER-;;I??..—CON;TINIJED.
No mortsl help, it seemed, could .eave her.

Her jather made frantic efforts to. reach ber,

bus in vain;; Near, nearer, nesrer to that

jrigbtful,} hissing. cbasm, o’ be dagbed to
atoms on-the rocka:below. In the midst of
the waters the earl sat on his horse, white,

powerless, paralyzed. S
# Oh, God!" he cried, “can nothing save

her 7?) 3 .

#Yes; at the last moment o wild shout
cawse from the opposite bank, a figure pluog-
ed beadlony into the river, and headed with
almost superhuman strength toward her. .,

« Cling to the rock for the love of God!

shouted @& voice through the din of the
Stelr‘ltibugh the din of the storm, through her
reeling senses, she henrd that cry and obey.d.
She cought at 8 rock near, aud grasped jt
with the tenacity of duspair for o moment;
another, and she was torn away, held with
jron strengtt in the grasp of a strong arm.
There was a last, desperate struggle with the
surging flecd—a strugle in which both she
aud ber rescuer were nearly whirled over the
chasm. Then, in the uprosr and darkness,
there came a lull ; then the tumult of many
voices in wild Irish shouts; then she was
lying In the oposite bank, drenched from head
to foot, but saved from an awful death.

« Hurrah |” shouted a wild voice. « Long
life to ye, Mister Redmond ! Shure it's yer~
gelf is thrue warrant for a strong arm and a
sthout heart! Begorra! though ye war near
jt ! Upon me sowl, there isn’t another man in
the barony but yeurself cud av' dun it.”

# Ob, stop all that, Lanty!” answered an
impatient voice, as Lady Cecil’s preserver
gave himself a shake like a water-dog. «Tll
kold you a guinea it's the EnglisL lord and
his daughter on their way to Torryglen.
‘Were they wad, I wonder, to try and ford the
torreat in this storm? See how he breusts
ihe current—he's down—uo, he's up again—
now he’s gained the bank, DBy the rock of
Cashel ! gallantly done—a brave beast!
Lanty, if you can do anything wore for them
do it. I'm off.”

He bounded away in the rainy twilight
with the speed of a young stag. The prasant

* addressed as « Laaty” looked after him.

« By the powers butit’s like ye and all yer
breed, sevd, and generation, to gotv the devil
1o save sny ore in distbress, und thin fly as if
he were afther yo for fear ye'd get thanked .
Oh, but it iz myselfthat knows yeo—father an’
son—this many a day well. God save your
honor kindly."”

Lanty pulled off his bair cap.

& Troth, it was anarra escape yer honor had
this night, ad’ an the young lady. Ob, thin,
it's a sore hart ye'd have in yer breasht this
minit av it hadn’t been for ths young masther.”

«That gallant youth,” the earl cried, fling-
ing himse!f off his horso. “l never saw u
biaver deed, Cecil—Cecil, my darlivg, thank
Heaven vou are saved! Cecil, my dearest,
are yoa hurt.?”

He lifted the golden head and kissed the
wan, wet fuce. Inall hersixteen years of
life, Lord Ruysland bad vever fully realized
how he loved his only clild before.

She had not fuinted. Thehizh courage of
the peer’s daughter had upheld her through
all. She half raised herself now and smiled
faintly.

u Not hurt, only stunned a little by the
fright and the whirl of the water. And you,
papu 7

] am perfeetly safe, but—good Henven!
what an #scape it bas been. Iu five seconds
you woulkl have been over that horrible gulf.

and buried, if you like.
Now be off.”

& besntifal cop over there beysnt an hour
‘ago. . Like, coffee—not too sthiong, mfnd—
an’ with jist a notion of crame. That's its
_color ; an,’ ausha, but it's us purty a color as
ye'll find in a. day’s walk.--An’ whin she
Iooks up at ye—like this pow—out of the
tail av’ her eye, an' wida shmile on her beau-
tiful fuce—oh, tare‘an’ ages! av'it wudp’t

make an ould man yoang only to look at

m . .
he'hm young O'Donmeéll laughed, He was
lying at fall length on' the oak floor—before
the blazing peat fire—in one of the few habit-
able rooms that remained of what had once
been the  Castle of the O'Donnell.” He had
not troubled himeself to remove his wet
clothes—be lay there steaming unconcerned-
Iy before the blaze—a book at his side, the
«Jliad ; "—a superb specimen of youtl, and
strength, and handsome health.

“ She appears to have made on impression
upon you, Lanty. So she is as handsome
88 this, is she? I thought so myeelf, but
wasn’t sure,and I hadn't time.to take.a se-
cond look before his lordship rode up, and I
made oft.”

« Ap’ wudn't it have been more reasonable,
now, and more Clristian-like, to have stoed
yerground 7 Whin an O’Donuell niver run
away from danger,arrahl! Where's the sinse
av’ phawderin’ away like mad after it?
Shure lie wanted to thank ye, and so did the
flligant young crathur herself.”

« The very r-ason I fled, Lanty. I don't
want their thanks—I don’t want them for
that matter. Wblat are thev coming here for?
What attraction can they flnd inour wild
mountain district that they should riek their
necks sesking Torryglen? Itis to be Loped
that they bave got emough of it by this
time.”

 Troth, then, masther darlin’ but that ould
lord’s a nice, quiet, mighty ciyil-spoken gin-
tleman, and he dces be sayiu' he wants you
to call and see him, or give him an’ the fair-
huired colleen lave to come up here an' call
on ye.”

« On me—call on me!” The young man
(he was two-and-twenty or thereabouts) look-
ed up with a short laugh, # Ob, yes, let him
visit O'Donnell Castle, by all means. See
that the purple drawivg-room is swept and
dusted, Lanty, and the cobwebs brushed from
the walls, and the thiee years’ grime and soot
washed from the windows, Seethat the foot-
men wear their best liveries and put ontheir
brogues for the occasion. Come up here!
Upon my life, this losd’s daughter will be en-
chanted with the splendors of Castle O'Don-
nell. Lonty, ifthey do happen to call, which
isn’t likeiy—and if I happen to be in, which
isn't likaly—tell them I'm up in the moun-
tains, or in the moon ; that I've gone to Bul-
lyaahaggart, or—the devil—that I'm dead
I won't see them,

And then Mr. Redmond O'Donnell went
back to the sobnding hexameters of bis «1]-

iad,” and tried in poetry to forget; but the

fuir pale face of the earl’s daughter arose be-
tween him and the paze —wot, wild, woful,

a8 he had eeen it, with the fuir streaming

hair, the light, slender form, tbat he had

clutchied from the very hand of death. And
sho wans cominyg, this haughty, Ligh-born,
high-bred Eaglish patrician, to behold the
squalor, and the poverty, and the misery of
this heap of rain called O'Donnell Castle, to
make a scoff and & wonder of Irish poverty
and fallen Irish fortunes.

u I'll not see them,” the youth rerelved, his

handsome, boyisb, open face settling into a

look of sullen deterarination. I don't want
their visit or their thanks, I’1]1 be off up the

mountains to-morrow, and stay there until
this fiue Englich lord and his duughter leave,

which will be before long, U'm thinking., A
week or two in this savage district will

utllice for them.”

But still the fair face haunted him—the

novelty of sich a neighbor was not to be got
over.

He flung the llind away at length,

—Why that lad bas bad the heart of a very | upd going out on the grassy plateau, looked

liont! the most gallant thing I ever raw done.
Beo risked bis lifo without one thought, I ver-
ily believe. A brave lad—a brave lnd, And
he bhas, a8 tar as I ceuld see, the air of & gen-
tleman, too.”

Lanty overheard, and looked at his lord-
ship with supreme disdain.

# A gintleman, is it? Faith be is that, an’
divil thank bLim for it? Shure he's the O'-
Donuell—no less, an’ iverybody knows the
O'Duunell's wor kings and princes afore the
time of Moses. Gintleman, indeed! Obh,
thin its himsels that is, an’ his father un’ his
father's father afore him. Weren't thoey
kings of Ulsther, time out o' mind, and didn't
they own ivery roud nn’ mile av fhe coun-
thry ye¢'re travelin' in the days of Henry the
Eigbth, till bimself wid his wives an’ Lis
black guarden tuk it from thim aa’ bestowud
it on dhirty divil's liko himself? My curse
an the curse of the crows on him and thim,
hot and bheavy this night 7"

1 Indeed,” said the enrl ; ¢ and who are you,
my good fellow r A retainer of that kingly
and fullen house, I take it!”

His companion gave a seeond polits duck
of his hairy cap.

#Y'm Lanty, yer honor—Lanty Lafferty, uv
it's plazeen to ye—called afthrer me grand-

. father on the mother's side—God be good to
him, dacent mau! ['m Misther Redmond’s
own mau, an’ it’s proud an’ happy I um to be
that rame.”

#You like your young master, then "

¢ An’ why wouldn't 1 like him? 1stherea
man or basta in the County Fermuennalh wud-
n’é shed the last dhrop for the O'Donnell.
More betoken there isn't his like for a free-
handed, bould-hearted gintlewan from here
to the wurrulds ind. But, arrab, why made
I Ve tulkin'—sure yer honor kuows for your-
selt” |

«] do, indeed. and I honor him tho more for
flying to escape my gratitude. But as we are
to be neighbors, I perceive, I insist upon our
belng friends, Tell him it is my earnest
wish—that of my daughler, too—that he
shall visit us, or permit ua to visit him, He
need 1ot fear being overwhelmed with thanks
—1 feei what he has done too deeply to turn
fine phrases. A brave lad and a gallant!
And now, if you'll guide us to Torryglen, my
good fellow, you'll do us a last great service.”

“I'll do that wid all the < veins’” cried
Launiy Laflerty; ¢ it’s no distance in life from
this Faix, it ud be a thousand pities av the
purty crathur beside yo get cowld, for, upon
my conscionce, it's more like an angel she is

than s younng woman,”

Torryglen lay nestling ina green hollow
amid the rugged hills and waving wealth of
porsw und heather. A trim little cottage set
na the centre of a flower garden, and fitted ap
within and without with every comfort and
elegance. The esrl's valet and Lady Cecil's
matd had gone on in advance, and glorivus
peat fires, dty garments, and a savory dinnet
awaited them.  For Lanty Lafferty, he was
reguled In the kitchen, and when, hours after,
bo songht out his young master, he was glow-
ing and flowing over with praiges of «the
lord” ard his daughter.

#Qb, the darlin’ o’ the worruld! Wid a
taco like roses an' new milk, an’ two eyes av
ber own that ud warm the very cockles av’
Yur beart only to look at, an; hah for all iver
ye seen like a cup of coffes "

~ Cuffee, Lanty 77 -

Ay, coffee—an’ wirca! but 1t's little av’
thg same we get in this house, Shure [ had

down the vailey to where the cottage lights

twinkled, far and faint, two miles off. And

from her chamber window, ere she went
to bed, Lady Cecil Clive gazed up at the star-
lit sky, and the ruined towers of what had

once been n great and a mighty stronghold.
The storm had spent its fury and passed, the
antumn stars, large and white, shone out, the
fresh hillside wind Llew down in her fair wist-

ful face. It was a sad fate, she thought—the
lust scion of a kiongly and beggared race,
brave u8 n lion and penviless as a pauper,

dwelling alone in that ruined pile, and wast-
iug his youth aud best years amid the wilds
of this ruined land.

u Poor fellow!” Lady Cecil thought. «So

young and 8o utterly friendless!—too proud

to labor, and too peoor to live ag a gentlemun
—wasting his life in these ravage ruins!
Paps must do something for him when we
return to England. He saved my life at the
risk of his own, and 8o heavy a debt of grati-
tude as that must be paid.”?

—

CHAPTER X.
AN IRISH IDYL.

O~ very small things hinge very great
ovents,

A horee minus a 3hoe changed the whole
course of Bedmond O'Donuell’s life—altered
his entire destiny. He neither went to the
mountains nor the meon, to Ballynahaggart,
nor the-——dark Majesty of the Interno. He
stald at home, and he saw the Xurl of Ruys-
Iand and the Liady Cecil Gllive.

1t bappened thus: Going to the stables
next morning to saddle his favorite mare,
Kathleen, he found her in need of the black-
smith’s services. Lanty led her off, and re-
turning to the house, tbe young O'Donpell
came fnce to face with bis English visitors,

He stood for a moment muts with surprise
and chagrin., Ho bad not dreamed in the
remotest way of their coming 8o soon, or so
early, and—here they were! Escapewas im-
pussible; they were befcre him; and by
birth and training, by race and nature, the
lad was & gentleman. He took off bis cap,
and the young mountaineer bowad to the
earl’s daughter like a prince. Lord Ruyaland
with extended hand and his sweeiest smile.

# Ah, Mr, O'Donnell, fled ingloriously be-
fore me yesterday—not like an O‘Donnell,
Ly the bye, to fly even from gratitude. No—
don’t look s0 alarmed—nobody is going to
thank you. Yon saved my daughter's life
at the eminent risk of your own—a mere trifle,
not worth mentioning. Cecil, my dear, come
and shake hands with our young hero of yes-
terday—ah, I beg pardon | I promised to oall
no names. MrRedinond O'Donnell, Lady
Cecll Clive."

And then two large, soft eyes of liquid
light{" looked up into his, alittle gray-gloved
hiod wus given, a little soft, low woics mur-
mured something—poor Mr, Redmond O'Don-
nell never knew what—and from that mo-
ment his doom was sealed. Sudden, perhaps;
but then this young man was an Irishman—
everything ia said in that.

Heo flung open the half-hingeless, wholly
lockless front door, and led the way, with
some half-laughing npology for the tomble-
down state of O'Donnell Castle.

“ Don't blame us, Lold Ruysland,” the
young man e&ald, half-gayly, Lalf-sadly;
“ blame vour own conntrymen and confisca-
tlon. We were an improvident race, perhaps,
but when they took our lands and our coun-

try from.us, we let the little they left go to
rack and roin. When a man looges a hund-
red thousand pounds or 8o, it dosen't -seem
worth his while to hoard very carefolly the
dozen or 50 of shillings remaining. quy
Cecil, will you take this seat? We can give
you a fine view, at least, from our windows, if
we can give you nothing else.”

The Earl and hia daughter were loud in
their praises. 1t was fine, Miles of violet
ana purple heather, bere and there touched
with golden, green, or rosy tinges, blus _hilla
melting into the bluer sky, and deepest blne
of all, the wide sea, spreading wmiles away,
sparkling in the suosbine as if sown ‘with
stars. .

They remained nearly an hour. Theyoung
seignenr of this rnined castle conducted them
to the gates—oay; to the two huge buttresses,
where gates once had been—and stoed, cap in
band, watching them depart. And so, with
the sunshine on his handroms, tenned face,
on his uncovered tall head. Lady Cecil bore
away the image of Redmond O'Donnell,

You know this, story before I tell it. She
was sixteen . years of age-—~he had saved her
life, risking hisown to save it, without a mo-
ments thought, and like a true woman, she
adored bravery almoat above all other things
in man. She pitied him unspeakably, so
proud, 8o poor, so noble of birth and ances-
try, a descendant of kings,and a pauper.

And he had an eye like an eagle, a voice ten-
der and spirited together, and & smile—n smile,
Lady Cecil thought, bright as the snnshine on
vonder Ulster hills. It was love ot firstsicht
—hoy and girl love, of course; and the Earl
of Ruysland, shrewd old worldling tbat he
was, might have known it very well if he had
given the subject one thounght. But he did
not. He was a grent deal too absorbed in his
own personal concerns about this time to
have much selicitude about his little dangh-
ter's affaires de cceur. Lady Cecil had pitied
Redwmond O'Doannell for being a pauper, with-
out in the least dreaming she was one her-
self. Through no fancy for the country,
through no desire to ameliorate the condi-
tion of the inhabitants, had my lord come to
Iraland. Grim poverty had driven him
hither, and was likely to keep him hers for
gome time to come.

His life had been one long round of pleasure
aud excess, of luxury and extravagance. He
had comse into a fortune when he attained his
majority, and squandeted it He came into
another when he married his wealthy wife,
and squandered that, too. Now he was over
head und ears in debt. Ctive Court was mort-
gaged past all redemption—in flight was his

only safety ; and he led—to Irsland. There
wae that little bunting-box of his amopg the
Ulster hills—Torryglen; he conld have that
made habitable, and go there, and rough it
until the storm blew over. Roughing it him-
self, he did not so much mind. % Roughing
it,” in his phraseology, meaning & valet to
wait upon him, all the elegancies of his life
trapsported from his DBelgravian lodgings,

and a first-rate cook—but there was his
duughter. For the first time in her sixteen
years of life she was thrown upon his hands.

At her birth, and her mother’'s death, she had

been placed cut at nurse; at theage of three,

a cousin of her mother's, living in Paris, had

taken her, and br ught ber up. Brought her
uponstrictlyFrench principlestaught her that

love and coartsbip, as Englisb girls under—
stand tbem, are indelicate, criminal almost;
that for the present she must attend to her
baoks, her music, her drawing, and embroid-
ery, and that when the proper time came, she
wou'd receive her hushband as she 'did her
jewelry and dresses—from the hand of papa.

Pupa came to see her tolerably often, took her
with him once in a while when he visited his
friend and crony, Sir John Tregenna; and she
was told if she were a poor girl she thouid

one day, when properly grown up, marry

young Arthur and be Lady Tregenna herself,
nnd queen it in this old sea-girt Cornish cas-

tle. And little Cecil always laughed and

dimpled, and danced away an:i thought no
more ahout it. She had seen very little of
Arthur T'regennan—she was somewhat in awe
of him, as har been said. He wagr 80 grave,
80 wise, so learned, and she was such a frivol
ous little butterfly, dancing in the sunshine,
eating honbons, and singing from morning
$111 night.

Her tiest grief was the death of the kind
Gallicized Englizh woman who had been her
second mother. Her father, on the eve of his
Irish exile, went to Paris, brought her with
him, and her old bonuy Therese, and for the
firat time in her life, little Lady Cecil met with
an ardventurs, and became a h roine,

#I wonder if he will call upon us! " she
thought now, as she walked homeward
through the softautumn noondav—the perso-
pal prououn of courss having reference to the
young O'Donnell. « He did not really promise,
but 1 think—1I think he looked as though he
would like tocome. It would be pleasent to
bave some one to talk to, when papa is away,
and hetells me he will be away n great deal
at Bally——thetown with the unpronounceable
Irish name. How very, very poor he seemes;
his jacket was quite shabby ; his whole dress
like that of the peasantry. Aad such a tum-
ble-down place—only fit for owls, and bats,
and rooks. Papa (aloud), you have a great
deal of influence, and mauny friends in En-
gland—could you do nothing for tbis Mr. O’
Donnell ? He geems so dreadfully puor papa.”

The ear! rhrugged bisshoulders and laugh-
ed, «My little, unsophisticated Cecti! A
great denl of influence and many friends | My
dear, I have pot inflnence enough to enable
me to stay in lingland. Do you think I would
como to this confounded, half-civilized land,
if I could stay away 7 Poor, indeed | Your
Mr. O'Donnell isn't balf as poor as 1 am, for
at least ] suppose he isn't very deeply in debt.”

His daughter looked at him in sheer sur-
prise. # And you are papa? You poor?
Poor !” she tried to comprehend it, shook her
head, and gave it up. I alwnys thought you
were rich papa—{ always thought Eopglish
peers had more money than they knew what to
do with., How can we be poor—with ser-
vants, and horses, and plate, and—"

«QOne must have the necessities of life,
child,” her father broke in impatiently, « as
long a8 they are living. One can't go back
to primittve Iays, and livein & wigwam, or in
a rickesy rockery like that. I wish to
Heaven one could—1'd try it. I tellyou I
baven't a farthing in the world—yon msy aa
well learn it now as later; and have more
dubts than T can ever pay off from now to the
crack of doom. Idon't wantto pay. While
I'm in hiding here I'll try to compromise in
fome way with my confounded creditors and
the Jews. Poor,indeed! ByJove! we may
live and die in this Irish exile for what I see,
the earl said with a sort of groan.

A little smile dimpled Lady Cecil's rose—
bud face, a happy light shone in her gold-
brown eyes. Sho glanced at the little cot-
tage mestling in its green cup, myrtle and
clematis climbing over it, at the fair fields,
daiey spangled, at the glewing uplands in
their purple dress, at the rugged towers of the
old castle boldly outlined agalnat the soft
sunny sky, with a face that sbowed to her at
least the prospect of an eternal Irish exile
that had no terrors.

« Yery well, papa.” she said, dreamlly;
“suppose we do? It'aa very pretty place,
I’'m sure, and if we are poor it surely will not
take much to keep us here, While I have

‘am ‘content to stay-hereforeyer.,’ /4

{skment and disgust-struggling in‘his1ace. -
.~t'Good Heaven ! listen to her | 'Content to
stay here! -Yes, and live on potutoes lke the
‘natives, and convert the skins into clothing,
to go barefooted and wear striped. linsey-
woolsey gowns reaching bélow the knee, talk
with a mellifluous North -of Ireland accent,
and end by marrying Lanty Lafferty, I sup-
pose, or the other fellow ‘Mickey. If you
can’t talk sense, Cecil, hold your tongue "

“Lady Cecil blushed and obeyed. Marry
Lanty Laffertyt No, she would hardly do
that. But oh, Cecil, whence that rosy blush ?
Whence that droop of the fair, fresh face?
Whence that sudden rising in your mind ot
the tall figure, the bold flashing eyes of Red-
mond O'Donnell? Isthis why the Irish exile
isrobbed of ita terrors for you?

# No, no,” the earl said, after a little, as his
daughter remaiuned silent. « We'll get out of
this howling wilderness of roaring rivers, acd
wild young chiéftains, and tumble-down cas-
tles as speedily as we can. I have one hope
left, and that is—"he looked at her keenly—
¢ in you, my dear."”

#T, papa?”

#Yes; in your marriage. What's the
child blushingat? In a yearor twoyou'll be
old ‘enough, and Tregenna will be back in
England. Of course you know it has been
an understood thing these many years that
you were to mairy him when you grew up.
He is'perfectly ready to fulfil the compact,
and certainly you will be. You have been
brought np in a way to understand this.
Tregonas is rich, monstrously rich, and won't
see his futher-in-law up a tree. I give you
my word he is my last hope—your marriage
with him, I m:an.

I will try and compromise with my credit—
ors Isay,and when things are straightened
out a bit we'll go back to Eogland. You
shall be presented at court, and will make, I
rather fancy, a sensation. We will let you
enjoy vyourselt for your first seasonm, and

when it is over we will marry you comfort-
ably to Sir Arthur Tregenna.”

And Lady Cecil listemed with drooping
eyelids. It seemed to her all right—French
girls married in this judicious way, all trou—
ble ot love-making and that monsense being
taken off their hands by kindly parents and
guardians. She listened, and if sbe did not
8ay 80 ia words seid in effect, with Thacker-
ay’s herc Mr. Foker,« Very well, gir, as yon
like it. When you want me, please ring the
bell,” and then fell into thought once more,
and wondered dreamily it youag O'Donnell
would call that evening at Torryglen.

Youang O'Donnell called. The little dravw-
ing-room was lit by waxlights, a peat fire
burned on the hearth, a bright-hued carpet
covered the floor, tinted paper hung the
walls, and pretty sunny pictures gemmed
them It was half drawing-room, halflibrary,
one side being lined with books. A little
cottage piano stood between the front win-
cdows—Lady Cecil sat at that, Suach a con-
trast to the big, bare, bleak, lonesome rooms
at bome—their only music the scnmper of the
rats, the howlioy of the wind, and Lanty's
Irish jig lilting.

The cortrast came upon him with a pang
almost of pain; the gulf between himself
and these people, whose equal by birth he was,
bad not seemed halt so sharp betors. Lady
Cecil, in crisp, white muslin and blue ribbons,
with diamond drops io her ears and twink-
ling on her slim fingers, seemed as far above
him as some ¢bright particular star,” etc
He stood in the doorway for a moment frre-
solute, abushed, sorry he had come, ashamed
of his shabby jacket and clumping boots.
The earl, with pen in his hair like some clerk,
looked up from his pile of papers and nodded
familiarly.

k Ah, O'Donnell—how do? Come in.
Been expecting you. Very busy, you see—
most excuse me,  Cecil will entertain you—
give bim some music, my dear.” And then
my lord went back to kis papers —bills, duus,
accounts, no end—with knitted brows and
absorbed mind, and forgot in half a minute
such an individual aa O'Donneli existed.

Redmond went over to the piano; how

bright the smile of girlish pleasure with
which the little lady welcomed him.
# Would he sit here 7—did he like music 7—
Would he turn the pages for her ?——wus he
fond of Moore's melodies?” In this brilliant
and original way the conversation com-
menced,
# Yes, he liked music, and he was very fond
of Moore's melodies. Would she please go
on with that she was singing? It was,
# She wag far from tihe land where her young
hero sleeps,” and the tender young voice was
full of the pathos and sweetness of the beau~
tiful song.

#He lived for his love for his country he
died,” sang Lady Cecil, and glanced under her
long, brown lashes at the grave, dark face be-
side her. “Robert Emmet must have looked
Iike that,” sLe thought ; « he seems as though
he could die for hia country foo. I suppose
bis anceators have. 1 wish—I wish—papa
could do something for him, or—Sir Arthur
Tregenna."”

But somehow it was unpleasant to think of
Sir Arthur, and her mind shifted away from
him. She finished her song, and discovered
Mr. O'Donnell could sing—bad a very fine
and bhighly cultivated voice, indeed, and was
used to the pinno accompaniment.

«T used to sing with my sister,” he ex-
plained, in answer to her involuntary look of
surprise. %She plays very well.”

« Your sister! why I thought—*

Y had none. Oh, yes, I have—very jolly
little girl Rose is, too—I 1ather think you
would like her, I am quite sure,” Mr, O
Donunell blushed a little himself as he turned
this first compliment, ¢ she would like you.”

# And will she come herse? How glad I
am. Will she come soon? I am certain 1
shall like her.”

Redmond shook his head.

# No,” hesnid, ' she will not come here at
all—never, in all likelihood. She is in
America—in New Orleans, living with her

grandtather. A Irenchman, Lady Cecil.”
#“A Freochman! Your sister's grand-
father ?”

« Yes—an odd mixture, you think,” smil-
ing. ¢ You see, Lady Cacil, when my father
wus a young maa, he fought in the Mexican
war under General Scott. Wo are a fighting
race, I must inform you—war is onr trade.
When the Mexican war ended, he went to
New Orleans, and there he met a young ludy
—T'rench, and a great heiress—a beauty too,
though she was my mother. Well, Lady
Cecil, she fell in love with the dashing Irish
trooper—her friends were frantic, and she
eloped with him. A rowantic story, is it
not? He brought her here—it must have
boen a contrast to the Juxury of her F'rench
bome. Her father refased to forgive her—
returned all her letters unopened, and here
she lived Beven years, and here she died and
was burled. I'll show you her grave some
day in the churchyard of Ballynahaggart, I
wns8 gix—Rose ome year old. Her father
heard of her death—not through mine; he
rever wrote or held any commnunication with
him—and he relented at last. Cameall the
way over here, nearly broken-hearted, and
wanted to become reconclled. Butmy father
sternly and bitterly refased. He offered to

take Rose and me, and bring us up, and leave

oo 4refused . He returnedsto N
' Her’fathertarned and looked-at her;aston-

three months after Father Rya na-
"He had never held up his-head aftér mv mo-
ther's logg: .- 1. o i P URR T

# They sent us both out there.- Young as
.a8 I was, I resisted—all the bitterness of my
father had descended:to me; but X Tesisted
in viin. -We went ‘out tc New.Orleans, and

of “Indiscreet dream or fairy . tale, The;
warmth, the tropical .beauty, and the luxuri-
ance of my grandfather’s house, come back to
me in-dreams sumetimes, and I wake to see
the rough rafters and mildewed walls of the
old castle. I stayed there with kim until 1
was nineteen, then I refused to stay longer.
He had despised my father and shortened my
mother's life by his cruelty—I would not
stay a dependent on his bounty. It was
boyish bravado, perbaps, Lady Cecil, but I
feit all I said. I left New Orleansand Ross,
and came here, and here I have been running

:wild, and-becoming the'savage you find me,

.Bat I like the freedom of the life in spite of
its poverty; I would not exchange it for the
gilken indolence avd luxury of Menadarva,
my Loulsianian home. And here I shall re-
wmain until an opporturnity offers to go, as all
my kith and kin bave gone before me, and
earn my livelihood at the point of my
sword.”

Lady Cecil listened. She liked all this;
sha liked the lad’s spirit of refusing for him-
self that which had been refused his mother,
Not good sense, ; erbaps, but sound chivalry.

% You will go out to India, I suppose,” she
said; “there always seems to Le fighting
these for those who want it.” )

The young man’s brow darkened.

«India?" he 8aid; “no. No 0’Donnell
ever fonght under the English flag—I will not
be the first. Years ago, Ludy Cecil—two
hundred and more——all this country you ses
belonged to us, and they coufiscated it, and
left us houseless and outlaws. The O'Donuell
of that day sworea terrible oath that none of
hisrace should ever fight for the British in-
vader, and none of them ever bave. [ shall
seek service under a foreign flag—it doesn't
matter which, so that it is not that of your
nation Lady Ceucil.”

Lady Cecil pouted—said it was unchristian
and unforgiving, but in her heart of hearts she
liked it all, and wished, with Derdemons,
that Heaven had mads her such a man.

Redmond O'Donnell lingered uatil the earl
yawned audibly over his musty accountr, and
the little ormolu clock ticked off half-past ten
and walked homeward under the moonlight
and star-light, feeling tnat the world had sud-
denly benutifed, and thiz lowly valley had be-
coms a very garden of Eden, with the sweet-
est Eve that ever emiled smong the roses.

‘That first evening was but the beginning of
the end. The visits, the music, the duets,

eading—the walks “ o'er the moor among the
seather,” therides over the autumn hills, with
Redmond 0,Donnell for cavalier, ihe sketch-
ing of theold castle—theold, old, old, endless
story of youth and love, told since the world
began—to be told till the last tramp shall
sound.

Lord Ruysland saw nothing, heard nothing
—was8 As unsuspicious as though he
were not a ¢ battered London rake ” and a
thorough man of the world. His impecunious
state filled his mind to the exclusion ot
every thing elseo, and then Cecil had been so
well brought up, etc. The child must walk
and ride, and must hav: a companion. Youny
O'Donnell was o beggar—literally a beggar—
and of course might as well fix his foolish af-
fectione on one of her Majesty'’s daughters as
upou that of the Eurl of Ruysland

He was awakened suddenly and unexspect—
edly from his dream and his delusion. Seven
weeks had pnsred—the ides of November had
come—the chill autumn blasts were whistl.
ing drearily over the mountains. He was sick
and tired to death of his enforced exile; af-
fuirs bad been patched up in some wany, a
compromise effected ; he might venture to
show his face once more acroes the Channel.
In a week or two at the farthest he would
start,

He sat complacently thinking this over
alone in the drawingroom, wheu the donr
opened. QGregory, his man, announced « Mr.
O'Donnell.” and vanished.

« Ah, Redmond, my lad, glad to see yonu.
Come in—come 1n  Cecil's upstairs, I'll
send for her.”

But Mr. O'Donnell interrupted; he did
not wish Lady Cecil sent for—at least just
yet. He wished to speak to the earl alone.

He was #0 embarrussed, 8o unlike himsalf
—bold, frank, free, as he habitually was—
that Lord Ruysland looked at him in sur-
prise. That look was enough—it told him
all,

4 Good Heavens!”’ he thought, « what an
ags I have been, Of course, he has fallen in
love with her—arn't matrimony and murder
the national pastime of this delightful island ?
And very likely she has fallen in love with
him—the young Bavage ig s0 confoundedly
good-looking.”

He was right. While he sat thinking this,
Recmond O'Dounnell was pouring into his ear
the story of his love and his hopes.

«“It was his madnoess to worship her,” (he

was very young and inchned to hyperbole),
#to adore her. He was poor, he knew, tut
he was young, and the world was all befora
him. He would wait—ay, as long as his
lordship pleased—he would win a pame, a
fortune, a title, it might be, and lay them at
her feet. One O'Donnell had done it in Spain
already—what any man had done he could
do. His birth, at least was equal to hers.
He asked ncthing now but this: Only let
lim hope—Ilet bim go forth into the world
and win name, and fame, lay them at her feet,
and clalm her ag¢ his wife. Ho loved her—
no one in this world would ever love her
agnin better than he.” And then he broke
down all at once and turned away and wait-
ed for his answer.
{iiThe earl kept a grave face—it spoke vol-
umes for his admir.ble training and high
good breeding. He did not laugh in this
wild youog enthueiast’s face; he did not fy
into u passion; he did nothing rude or un-
pleasant, and he did not make a scene.

“Mr. O'Donnell’s affection did his daugh-
ter much honor,” he sald ; « certainly he was
her oqual, her superior, indeed, in point ot
birth; and a8 to making a name for himself,
and winning a fortune, of course, there could
not be a doubt as to that with a young man
of hisindomitable courage and determination.
But was it possible Lady Cecil bad not al-
ready told him gshe was engaged 7"

« Fingaged 1" The young mnan could but
just gasp the word, pale and wild. ‘¢ En-
gaged 77 -

« Most certajnly—from her very childhood
—to the wealthy Coraish baronet, Sir Arthur
Tregennn. She had given her promise to
marry him of her own free will—the wedding,
in all probability, would take place upon her
eighteenth birthday. Really now it was
quite inexcusable of Queenie mot to have
mentfoned this, Bat it wan just porsible—
she was 80 very yonng, and Mr. O'Donnell
was a man of honor—perhaps he was dving
this Injustice in thinking he had made a de-
claration to her In person "

« No,” Young G'Donnell had net. He
was so white, 8o wild, so despairing-looking,

that the earl was getting alarmed. A scene!

‘haggatt wrote him word ‘of my fther's‘death.

foot. I-am proud-of youl! Have you_j,. [
-she—I mean do'you'think —las

now, I look back upon wmy life there as a gort |. Do you

-her.

not spoken to her on the subject—.nf[ ;::d
bad—he wished to obtain her fatherss g
sent first” .- T 2.
. 'The earl grasped his hand with effugjoy

. 4 My Iad, you're a gentleman from heqq ‘to

: . ik your affection j;
returned i Oh !, don’t blushand look mode;
—Iit isn’t the ‘most-unlikely thing on ea.rtht
Do think; Cecil ‘retirns your vory_g);
POYn my. liof?D—a'rdelnt'devgtion ™ )
—.Xoung-O'Donnell stood looking hands

aﬁ?ﬁnog?;t before him. . .. g ) ndsom |
. €'did not like to say-—but he hoped” ‘B
» % Oh; of course you do," the. earl ::Si)[e R
mented, # and very strongly too, Wel) ,{
lad, you deserve soinsthing for the ndmi;ab]

and . honorable manner in which yoy navﬂ '
acted, and you shall have your roward, Cecii e
shall wait for you if she wishes jt | No B
douw’t thank me yet; hear ms out. You ;,% ’
to spend this evening hers, are you not?
Well, as you have boen silent so long, b i
lent'yet a little longer. ~ Don't say & worg to
To-morrow morning I.will luy ulj thig
before her myself, and if sbe prefers the pen.
niless Irishman to the rich Cornizhmay
why, Heaven forbid I should fores her affy,.
tions! I can trust to you tmplicitly, 1 know
and this thme to-morrow come over to Sug us,
again, and you shall have your answer,"

He would not listen to the youny man'y [
ardent thanks ; be pushed him goud uautured.
iy away and arose, §

"f'I'_ln:uk me to-morrow,” he said, if Queenie b
profers love in a cottage to thirty ;
year—not belfore.” s Bty thousand o i

The sneer in his voice was impurcent; F
but it was there. Half an homx-) 411‘3?%1
earl rought out Gregory, his valet and
mannger. :
o We leave at daybreak to-morrow moru. .J
ing, Gregory,” Le said; «Lady Cecii |8
and I TYou will remain bebiud; pack
up every thing, and follow later in the B
day. Nota word however, to Lady Cocil” K

That evening—the last—when Redmong
O'Donnell’s hair is gray I fancy it would stanq |,
out distinct from ull other evenings in hig 4
life. The wax-lit druwing-room,with its gay "
green carpet, 1t8 sparkling fire, its pictures, its
wild natoral flowers, ita books, its pinnu, |
Lord Ruyslaud, with & paper in his hanj 8
seated in bis easy chair and watching thé:
young people covertly irom over it; Lugy
Cecil at the piano, the candle-light strean. 3N
iug aover her fuir blonde face, her (loatin; §
golden hair, her silvery silk dress, her ring:
and ribbons. In dreary bivouacs, in the s.
lence and depth of African widnight, this pic.
turs cnmae back so vividly as e saw it then,
In desolato desert marches, in the fierce, hot J§
din of buttle, it flasbed upon him. Lying de- %
lirious in the fever of gunshot woundy, ia Al
gerinn hospitals, it wus of this night, of Ler as
he saw ber tbhen, he raved.

She sang for him al} the songs he Jiked begt,
He leaned over the piano, his eyes un that
fairest face, his ears drinking in that dearen
melody, silent happy.

( To be Conlinued, )

A CROSS BABY.

Nothing is so conducive to a man's e
weiniog 4 bachelor a8 stopping for one night
at the house of » married friend and being
kept awake for five or six bours by the crving &
of a cross baby. All cross and erying bubje: ‘'3
need only Hop Bitters to make them weliand -
smiling. Young man, remember this. —
Lraveller.

————n O ——

On the 18th of Jun. at Greenock—Provo:
Campbell in the chair—two letters addressal
to the local sanitry inspector from Mr Dess,
Inspector of Poor were read, refusing 1o bury “
the bodi-s of two poor persons in respect
that their names did not appesras punpers in iy
the panper roll ; and alleging that the Local
Athority, and not the Parochial Boarc, should 8
bsur the expense. 'Thecommittee expressed
their strong d'sapproval of the acficn of th:
Parochial Bourd in refusing to carty cut unare §
rangement which had existed haimouviously §8
for so many years, without giving the Local &8
Authority the slightest notice of their inter-
tiou tn do 80, and thu clerk was inntructed fo
write Mr. Deus to thiaeffect.—GQlasgow Nl

There are some hair olls, powders, &
which positively destroy the hair, and cins
it to become deceased by the deleterow
nature of the inrredients composing them. K
faubys Paisian Renewer 8 perhaps the only B8
article in the world which completaly curi 8
thescalp and restores grey hair to its originsl o8

colnr, black, brown or suburn. Sold Lyal
chemists. I
et P~ — e e

S7.JEaN BarTists Suctery.—The following
gentlemen have been elected officers of the [
St. Henri section of the 8t. Jean Baptiste As
sncintion :—Prerident, M A Charlebois ; Firgt
Vice-Presidunt, Dr J Lanctot; Secoud Vice
President, Dr i3 Lachapello ; Recording~Secre- |8
tary, A Deseve, Jr; Secretary-Treasurer, J b [

Cuzeluis,
—_———- - R———

C. C. Jacobs, Buflulo, an employes of the
U. 8. Express Co,, says :—Dr. Thomas' Bleetri
Oit cured him of a bad cnse of Piles of 8 year: 8
stunding, having tried almost every kuowij
remecdy, “besides two Buffalo Pbysiciuns’
without relief; buf tne Oil eured him ; b
thinks it canpot ba recommended too highl)

-~

A son of Edmunrd Yates {8 appearing at t
Haymarket Theatre, London, in « Masks ab *

Faces.”

Persons suffering from Bile, Indigestio :
and Costiveness are recommended to try Di
Hanvry's AN7I-BiLious AND PURGATIVE Prits jo
which in hundreds of cages have not onlf
given relief, but have effected a cure. They g
¢ontaln no mercary, end require no rostraint i
in diet or exercise. Prepared only by MiLre' B
H. BriessTTs, ProPrtATOR, MONTREAL,

Hollowsy's Ointment and Pills.—Disense |
and casualties incidental to youth may ¢
gafuly treated by the use of these cxcellent ¥
Medicaments according to the printed direc 3
tions folded round each pot and box. Norii i@
this Ointment alone applicable to externil 73
silments; conjointly with the Pllls it exer)78
cises the most salutary influence in checkioi§:3
inflammations situated in .the Interior of thfjges
body ; when rubbed npon the back and ches &
1t gives the most sensible rellef 1n asthmsi
bronchitis, pleurisy, and threatening col-.vE
sumption. Holloway’sremedies are eapec_mlli ]
servicsable in livor aud stomach complaints. i
For the cure of bad legs, all sorts of wounds |3
sores, and likewige scrofula and scorbutit §
affections, this Ointment produces a ocoolioi i
and soothing feeling most acceptable to the
sufferer. . .

- @ — e
On Baturday 115 tons ot coal were distribe
ted atongat the poor people of Dalkeith 520.
expense being defrayed by subscription. 3%
people recsived halt’ a ton each. The 00'1!
was carted free of expense by several ot th
nelghbourlng farmers

4l
Thoae intolerably painful and constantly

harassing thinge called pilés, which troubl?
g0 many people, are soon healed by Jf.
Thomas' Eleetric Oil—the - great extern

remedy for physical suffering and mesns i
relleving palns, A very small qu'"l‘ ¥
achieves results of the most gratifylng kio¢



