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Te an Irish Neuntals Flower.

Maiden sweet of wild Bengower,
'ajrer thou than fal ower |
diced blue ; with axirts of red ;
raideen s weeping from thy head ;
Dalaty toes and arehing i
Where in all the otrolln1 %000
Blend such charms as thine in one?
Where are 1ones in linnet's note
Like the music in thy throst ;
Where in all the faint, far South
Lurks such Janguors in & mouth ;
Where in depths of Irish skies
Are such dlc huu a8 in :l:lno eyes ?
Dead to a 0 graces
Who thrills not, as be looks on thee.
to grace shall first
Make thee conscious and accursed.
Maiden sweet of wild Bengower,
Be for aye its mountain fl ywer !

- Edgar L. Wakeman,* Afoot én Irelind.”

CARROLL 0'DONOGHUE.

CHAPTER X,

SHAUN,

Carroll O'Donogbue, guarded by a
mounted force, was hurried on to prison
and the news of his arrest hlemfhod’
to Dublin Castle; Tighe a Vohr faith.
fully followed him; badgered by the
soldiers, threatened by the police, and
almoet ridden down by the mounted
guards, he still kept in the wake of his
master—saesuming the part of a good-
natured simpleton, but keeping every
sense on the alert for the benefit of the
prisoner, Thus far his wit and vigilance
were of little avail ; the prison was
reached and its heavy doors opened and
closed on Carroll, and Tighe was left
without, with, as he himself expressed
it, “a heavy heart in his buzzum.” He
stood scratching his head and looking
up at the grim stone walls with an ex-
pression assumed for the occasion : one
of ludicrous amezement and fear,
Suddenly there was the bound ofa dog
round the corner of the jail, a succession
of quick, sharp, yelping barks, and a
lean, scraggy, tawny animal bad jumped
on Tighe’s breast, and was making
frantic efforts to pass his tongue over the
whole o! Tighe's face at once,

“May 1 never be shot in a juel, but
itsShaan!” Tighe's arms were round
the dog, squeezing him in the most
human like of embraces, and Tighe him-
self was crying like a child.

“Shaun, me beautiful Shaun! Sure it
bates all iver I heerd. How did you
make me out at all, at all? an’ it’s good
luck sent you. You cbeered me afore
when I was down-bearted, an’ you've
kem again to do the samething.”

The boisterousness of the dog,
and Tighe’s own tearfully delivered
apostrophes, attracied the atten.
tion of the soldiers who were
lounging about, and they drew near
to witness the scene, many a guftaw
sounding as they beheld Tighe's ludi.
orouely extravagsnt welcome of the
animal, Butin a moment an officer in
full uniform appeared among them.

“Hera fellow,” he eaid roughly, ‘‘what
are you doing with that dog? He belongs
10 me.”

Tighe came forward carrying his bur
den, “If you plaze, yer honor, would
you mind tellin’ me how you kem by
him? I was his former master; sure
he'll tell to that by the thricks I’il put
him through, Down, Shaun, an’ show
how & gintleman coorts his lady love.”

The dog jumped from Tighe's arms,
looked round at the laughing soldiers
tor a moment, as if making his selection,
then with a sudden spring he bounded
to the neck of an unsuspecting fellow
near, and paesing his wu%ue rapidly over
his face, sprung back to Tigbe’s arms,

Every one laughed loualy and ap.
plauded, even the oflicer who had
claimed the dog.

“Now, Shaup, pick out the biggest
rogue in the company—mind you, 1 said
"Olqull »

Shaun was on his feet again, going to
every coe in turn, and looking into the
face of each with a most comical gravity;
finally he stopped before Tighe himselt,
and announced his selection by a loud
bark,

Every one laughed loudly again, this
time with louder and more prolonged
mirth. Tighe aftected to be displeased,
and swore that the dog’s judgment was
wrong, much to the increased amuse.
ment of the spectators, now swelled to a
large crowd.

He has another thrick yet, gintlemen.
Now, Shaun!” Shaun immediately put
himself into his attitude of attention,
which was sitting upon his hind legs, and
ietting his fore paws drop, something in
the style of a mincing mies of the present
day,

¢“Now, Shaun; do you mind what I
say? Shaun nodded his head as much
as to say that he understood his master,

“Well, go around now, and pick out
the gintleman of the company—the true
gintleman, that wouldn’t do a mane act
for love nor money.”

The dog arose and began to make his
circuit ; but he did it slowly, as if it was
a very grave task, equatting before each
peraon, and looking into each one's face
with an air that sent everybody into
screams of laughter, At length he
jumped upon the officer himself, an.
nouncing as before his selection by a bark.

“Upon my honor, but your dog 1s
mervellously trained,” said that gentle-
man, as soon &8 he had recovered from
his eurprise ; and Shaun was by Tighe’s
side again, wagging his tail, and looking
up into Tighe’s face with an expression
that seemed to say :

“Haven’t I done well 7"

“I have no wish 10 deprive you unfairly
of the dog,” continued the ofticer. “He
wae found prowling around here a day
or two ago, and he showed such pluck
in defending himself against a cur twice
his siz> that I took quite a fancy to him,”

“0h, that’s Shaun all over,” inter.
rupted Tighe. The ofticer, not minding
the interruption, continued: “There
was 1o cwner for him, eo 1 became his
master, and now, if you will name your
price, 1 will buy him.”

“Is it sell Shaun?”’ said Tighe, “Oh,
yer honor,don’t ax to part us! I'll bring
him ivery day to see yer honor, an’ 'll
put him through his thricks for your
divareion, but lave us together.”

There was 80 much pathos mingled
with the comical entreaty that the Eng.
lishman, somewhat inclined to good
nature, and rather fancying Tighe for his

simplicity, said hastily :

"FV(JH keep him, my good fellow.”

“Qh, but Shaun was right when he
pinted you out as the thrue gintleman,”

9

burst out T ; “sure I'l never
forget it forlz.u. an’ Sheun’ll mind
it too, An' now, will yer bomor
ve me lave o come an’ see you at the
? I've s fancy intirely for the
redcoats, but not one of them'll take
kindly to me. 1've spent this blessed
mornin’ tryin’ to get & glimpse of tae
jsil yard an’ to ofter my sarvices to some
of the soldiers, but it wasn’t one bit of
use, But mebbe I'd be able to sarve
yer honor sometime,”

The Eoghshmsn was very much
smused; his fancy was picturing how
bis friends at bome would regard this
specimen of an Irish valet, should he

ecide to employ Tighe in that capaocity.
The drollery of the thing, as well as the
fact that bhis own valet was anxious to
return to Eogland, incited him to proffer
the situation to Tighe. He passed bis
band over his face, as if in perplexed
thought, and looked sgain at Tighe »
Vobr. Certainly, a more grotesque or
lsughable figure never before met his
view; the long, flapping coat loosely
confined at the waist by several twists
of straw, the dingy red waistcoat turned
back to show the boscm of & homespun
shirt, the bright, blue handkerchief tied
in loose sailor fashion around his neck,
and the whole surmounted by a bat
pressed from bard usage into an odd
shape, and looped at the side by a dingy
bow that made it all strangely ridiculous,
completed a figure that could provoke
nothing but merriment.

Tae officer laughed loudly ; the con
ceit of engaging Tighe and retaining him
to show to his friends at home gained
upon him, and as he pictured the sur
prise and amazament of bis family—his
elegant brothers, and dainty, fastidious
sisters—he was almost convulsed with
mirth,
“Come this afternoon to the barracks,
and inquire tor Captain Orawlford ; that
will be passport sufficient for the pres.
ent,” he said, as soon as his laugbter
bad subsided ; and turning on his heel,
he walked niidly down the street, leav.
ing Tighe to be besieged by roguish in.
uiries, and bantered by numerous jests.
%ul Tighe s Vohr was a match for all ;
he assumed the omadhaun, and what with
his own spparent simplicity, and the
tricks of Shaun, he succeeded in con
vincing the soldiers about him that he
was really a poor innocent, who was
capsable alone of making fun,
he roll call sounded, and the crowd
which surrounded Tighe dispersed,
Whistling to Shaun, who bad ventured
on a little expedition of his own down
the street, Tighe also departed in search
of forage for himself and his dog. Itwas
still three good hours until the time
assigned for bis visit to Captain Craw.
ford, and he bent his way to the out
skirte of the town. Well knowing that
what hospitality might be denied to
himself the tricks ot Shaun would be
sure to win, he had little hesitation in
spplying for a meal at any of the houses
of the gentry that he passed; he was
confident, also, of the influence of his
oan roguish flattery upon the servants ;
and he was not mistaken. At the very
first house to which he applied the best
in the servants’ larder was placed before
him, and, as Tighe expressed it, “a male
fit fora prince was laid afore Shaua,”
Bsth did full justice to the viands, and
both expressed their thanks, Tighe by
one of his peculiar speeches, and Shaun
by antics that convulsed everybody with
laughter, Out on the road agsin, and
Tighe penetrated still deeper into the
rural surroundinge; choozing & lane
which seemed little frequented, and on
which no house bordered for some dis
tance, he sat down on a bowlder and
whistled to Shaun, who had plungad
with frantic delight into the green depths
beyond, The dogimmediately bounded
to his master’s side,

“Faith, Shaun, it’s a supernatural ani.
mile you are intirely ! how did you know
enough to make me out in the nick of
time a8 you did? sure if it waen't for
you I'd never be able to get a sight of
the masther, at all, at ail ; but now, be
gorra, the way looks aisy, only we'll
have to be careful.”

Shaun looked very earnestly into his
master’s face, as if to corroborate the
assertion,

“I’m bothered about one thing,” pur.
sued Tighe, talking with all gravity to
the dog, “an’ that’s Morty Carther, I
didn’t tell the masther what me mother
tould me about him, bekaise it would
unman him completely ; but while I was
followin’ him to prison I heerd a couple
of soldiers talkin’ about this same Car-
ther, an’ it opened me eyes, He's a
thraithor an’ a villain, Shaun, by the
powers, we'll circumvint him yet.” Tighe
brought his fist down on his knee by way
of emphasis to his words, and Shaun
barked, not to be behind his master in
force of earnestneess. “We'll be wary,
Shaun, an’ we'il watch this same OQOar-
ther,” resumed Tighe; then, having
spent some time in silent thought, he
judged by the sun that it was time for
his promised visit, and returned briskly
to the town,

“Captain Crawford is not in now, and
he will not be in for an hour,” was the
response to Tighe's inquiry at the barrack
gate,

“He tould me to come at this perticler
time,” said Tighe, humbly, “an’ 1'd like
to show him 1 was punctool ; mebbe yer
honcr’d let me wait for him,”

¢ Oh, you are the fellow with the dog,”
eaid the man on guard, catching sight of
Shaun, who had remained bshind to
gratify his canine curiosity. “I bave
heard nothing since the morning but the
wonderful tricks of that ugly animal of
yours; yes, you can go in there and
wait,” pointing to the open door of a
long, low room against the sides of which
sundry benches were arranged ; and turn
ing away to resume his sentry walk, he
muttered :

“What with pretty women that floor
you with a look if you dare to wink at
them, and cunning Irishmen that get
the best of you at every turn, and won-
derful dogs that puzzle you with their
tricks, this same Ireland is a queer placs,
and I wish I was out of it.”

Tighe quietly seated himself on one of
the benchee, and $haun went on an in-.
quiring journey around the room. A
stout, burly soldier occupied another of
the benches, a little removed from Tighe ;
he was engaged in writing, a sheet of
Elper half tilled lying on a large book on

is crossed knees, and a huge inkhorn by

bis side, It was evidently a difficult task,

for the pen was often idly poised between
bis ﬂnx and his face wore the pussled,
blank ex on of one who did not even
comprehend his task,

“Hang it !” he said at lest, forgetting,
in his perplexity, that he had a listener ;
“] wish the Widow Moaore was at the bot-
tom of the sea before I came across ber.”

Tighe » Vobr, keenly on the alert,
pricked up his ears ; a bright ides shot
suddenly into his mind; rising slowly
from his seat, he ambled up to the scribe.

¢[ beg pardon, yer honor, but I heerd
you mintion s name that’s dear to me:
self—an’ you mintioned it in a way that
went to my heart. Plaze, sir, say that
you didn’t mane what you said,”

The Eoglishman looked up at the
intruder in blank astonishment ; then
his first impulee was to laugh at the com-
ical tigure before him, his next to kick
Tighe for his impudence,

“Who are you, fellow?” he asked,
angrily, “and what-do you know of the
lady I mentioned §”

“] am only poor Tighe a Vohr,” was
the meek reply, “but | know a good deal
of the Widdy Moore; she's the talk of
the country for her beauty and goodness,
and she bas scores of lovers all cracking
each other’s heads about her.”

“The devil she has !” interrupted the
soldier fiercely, His exclamation and
look gave sharp-witted Tighe another
important clew,

“She has that, an’ more by the same
token it's a snug little fortune she’ll
bring to the man that gets her. Oh, but
it's lashins of love letters she recaves
every day of her life,”

The soldier's eyes instantly fell, as
Tighe expected they would do, on his
own haslf-written page, Tighe was ex:
ultant—he was sur¢ now, ot all that he
bad only guessed before.

“Sure it’s many a one I had the oppor-
tunity of secin’ an’ carryin’ to her, an’
sometimes the lovers'd thrust me so far
as to ax me to compose the letthers for
them.”

“You compose a letter!” ejaculated
the soldier, his eyes almost starting from
their sockets with amazement,

“Plaze, yer honor, it's in Irish I'd do it
—1I bave the power of composin’ nately
in Irish—an’ then I'd read it to them,
an’ they'd write it down in their own lan-
guage, Yor see—"drawing nearer to
the still amazed coldier—“the Widdy
Moore is an Irish woman all out, an’ the
Irish women are very quare; it won't
do at all to trate them as ye would,
beggin’' yer honor’s pardon, yer own
countrywomen ; you have to approach
them as you would a sly mare, and’ then
you've to be carefal, for tae devil a hap-
‘orth they mind givin’ you the slip, and
cantherin’ oft jist when you’re surest of
them. Now there was Sargeant—it
would not be honorable to mintion his
name—he used to write the natest
letthers to her at all; such beautiful
English, you'd think it was honey flowin’
from the lips, jist to pronounce the
words ; not one bit of use was it, Didn’t
the girrel that used to attind her at
that time tell me how she’d throw the
letthers down, an’ say there was no
divarsion in them, an’ that they tired
her to read them! Well, I saw how
down-hearted the poor fellow was gettin’,
an’ 1 axed his lave to let me compose
him one. He did—arrah it was not long
till he got an encourlgini' answer, an’
only his father tuk him home on sick
lave, I think it would have bsen a
match.”

“Umph i ejaculated the soldier,
glancing ruefully at his own composition
“It’a such a delicate matther,” pur-
sued Tighe, that you can’t be too care.
ful,”

“Upon my honor, but you seem to
know a good deal about it,” said the
soldier,

*I do by reason of the matches I've
helped to make all over the counthry,
But I’m thivkin’ it's poor success you'll
have wid the widdy anyway.”

“Why ?” and the questioner straight.
ened himself,

“You're too slow and too cautious;
you baven’t the spunk that an Irish
woman likes. I'll ingage, now, that it's
some milk an’-wathery stuff you have
written there, instead of the dashing
things that a woman wants, Oh, I wish
yer honor luck wid your coortin” but I'm
afeered you'll not have it;” and Tighe
turned away as if he were too disgusted
to say more.

¢“Stay, my good fellow,” said the
thoroughly nonpulsed eoldier ; Tighe
with apparent reluctance turned back,

“I don’t know what to make of you,”
the soldier continued ; ‘‘you certainly
have divined my feelings towards this
charming Mistress Moore,—I can think
of little else sitce 1 met her—and per
haps, odd as it all seems, you may be
rignt about the letters, Here is some
paper,” slipping a sheet from beneath
his own hait. written page, “compose one
of your letters for me,”

He vacated his seat that Tighe might
take it,

‘‘Aisy a moment,” said Tighe, who
wanted time to remember fully a letter
he had heard read frequently in Mrs.
Leary’s public bhouse, and cited as &
model of elegant style for love letters : “I
must consuiv Shaun,”

To the soldier's new astonishment,
Tighe whistled to the dog, who, having
completed his leisurely survey of the
room, had settled himself on one of the
bencnes fora nap. Shaun as usual came
bounding to his master’s slde.

*Now, Shaun!” Tighe held up his
finger warningly, and the dog immedi-
ately assumed its comical attitude of
resting on its hind legs and letting its
fore paws drop forward, “We’re asked
to compose a letther,” pursued Tighe,
‘‘an’ we must think about it—do you
mind what I’m sayin’ now !”

The dog nodded his head as he had
been traiued to do at that special inter
rogation, and an oath expreesive ot his
wonder, escaped the Englishman, Tighe
began to walk the room very slowly, and
Shaun walked beside him, every  little
while looking into his master’s face, as if
to say that he had an idea.

‘‘The devil ! such & country as this,
where the very dogs are asked to ocom-
pose the letters,” said the Englishman,
100 mystified to laugh even at the
absurdity of the affair,

. “It's all right now,” said Tighe, return-
ing, and taking possession of the seat
vacated for him, “But I'll have to hear

Shaun firet,”

He bent and gave a signal to the d
who bad paused when his master sea
himeelf, and now stood looking -ﬁz
into his face. Immediately the an
began a sucoession of short, sharp barks,
which Tighe variously interpreted as :

“To be shure—jist what I thought—the
very thing—it'll do nicely.”

'he Eoglishman’s stare of horrified
sstonishment at whole grotesque per.
formance was so ludicrous that Tighe,
intuitively feeling such to be the case,
would not trust himself to look, but
biddiog Shaun cease, he immediately
commenoced to write,

It was a study for a sleight of hand
mao to watch Tighe's hold of the pen ;
it might have been a crowbar for the
strength and desperation with which he
seizsd it, and imlfininl that much de
pended on the skill with which he might
appear to use it, he lifted it so high from
the paper, and made such extraordinary
floursnes 1n the air, that the poor be
fooled Englishman began to think he
was in company with & madman, Tighe
bad gone sufficiently tar in & course of
education to be able to make pot hooks
and hangers, and with those crossed and
blended in strange confusion, he filled
the paper.

“1’s the Irish way of writin’,” he ex:
plained to the soldier, as the Iatter at.
tempted to scrutinizs the hieroglyphics
over Tighe’s sboulder ; *‘an’ now listen
to the contints,”

¢'Darlin’ Misthress Moore :’

“Nothin’ less than darlin’d do,” ex
plained Tighe, ‘‘because nothin’ elie'd
ve strong enough,”

“*‘You've becn the light of me eyes
since 1 met you, an’ the pulse of me
heart. Widout any animadvarsion I may
say that in all the carcumlocutions of
poethry an' logic there’s nothin’ so
superiminently parfect to be found on
the face of the globe as the ‘youog an’
charmin’ Widdy Moore.’

“Do you mind that word superimin.
ently ! Sure it she bas a heart of stone
she’ll be meited at such a word as that,”
And Tighe, having glanced for a
moment away from the epistle to make
that forcible remark, immediately re-
sumed the pretended translation of his
Irish love letter,

‘The bamin’' light o' the sun grows
dim whin you’re not in its prisence, an’
the tinder pulsations 0’ me own palpi
tatin’ heart no longer go on whin your
smile isn't afore me, Like a rose that
kisses the mornin’ dew, an’' a bee that
sips from the fairest flower, consider me,
darlin,’ chairmin’ Misthress Moore,
Your own undivided an' undividable
lover.””

“There, yer honor! May I niver if
that doesn’t win her. Lot me take it
whin you have it wrote, an' I’ll bring you
back a divartin’ answer,”

Still too mystified and too dull
to know that he was being made
the object of as keen a piece of
sport as even Tighe a Vobr had ever
perpetrated, the soldier, like one in a
dream, tock the pen, and on a cleap
sheet of paper began to write at Tighe’s
dictation, word for word of what had
been read to him,

“An’ what name are you puttin?”
asked Tighe, as the soldier was tinishing
his signature,

“William Garfield, quartermaster in
her Majssty’s ——Regiment,” was the
response,

Sealed and superscribed, the letter
was given into Tighe's delighted posses.
sion,

“I'll have an answer for you ihis very
night,” he said, putting the missive
caretully into his bosom.

“Captain Crawford is'in now,” spoke

an orderly from the doorway. ‘“Here,
you fool that wanted to see him, come
this way,”
. *That must be the name they give you
in your own counthry, or you wouldn’t be
80 ready to turn it over to your betters
whin you come here,” said Tighe slyly, as,
with Shaun at his heels, he prepared to
obey the insolently-spoken request.

The orderly gave an impudent stare at
the speaker, but feeling that he was an
unequal match for the lrishman, he did
not answer, and the way to the officers’
quarters was traversed in silence,

Captain Crawford was in unusually
good humor ; tidings bad been received
of the failure of the Fenian plot to take
possession cf Ohester Oastle n England,
and the shrewd officer, with keener
judgment than was evinced by some who
were above him in command, foretold in
his own mind the paralysis which that
failure would give to the movement in
Ireland, He received Tighe with un.
aftected condescension,

“Well, my man, have you ever served
in the capacity of valet before 1"

“In the cap of what ?” repeated Tighe a
Vohr. “I oftin heerd mintion of a
valley, knowin’ that what was meant by
it was land or the like : but that a man
could make a valley of himself passes me
comprehingion intoirely,”

“I don’t mean that,” said Oaptain
Crawford, laughing ; “I mean what kind
of a servant can you make for a gentle-
man.”

*'Oh, that's it,” Tighe said slowly ;
then he paused a moment as in deep
thought ; after which he began so voluble
and ludicrous an enumeration of duties
that it almost took the officer’s breath,
in his effort to bid the speaker cease, and
to stop his own immoderate laughter.

“I see you'll do,” he said ; “at least
I’ll try you, and there will be some one
:o sdho:v you if you should not know what
0 do.”

“'The laste bit of showin’ in the world,
yer honor, 'll be enough, I was always
considered smart, an’ never fear but 1’ll
sarve you faithtully, both meself an’
Shaun,”

_Shaun was gravely listening, as if with
his superior canine instinct he quite
understood the bargain which was being
made for him. “But I’ll bave to ask
one privilege,” continued Tighe,

“And what is that " said the amused
officer.

. “To run down to Dhrommacohol once
in a while to see my ould mother,”

*Very well, Tighe ; I believe you told
me that was your name, I willingly
grant the favor, only’' don't make your
visits at inconvenient times, nor remain
long when you go; and mow, Ridge,
there,” nodding at a tall, ungainly.
looking man who had been an amused
listener during the interview, “will put

you in trim ; for certainly your present

befits & gentleman's servant.”
had more difficult work to put
Tighe in trim than his master had antici.
pated, The suit, baving belonged to &
former valet who was an exceedingly
small and slender man, lacked the size
neoessary {0 encase Tiglu'l proportions ;
and it was #0 unlike Tighe a Vounr's own
style of dress that it was with many &
grunt and grimace of displeasure that
he at length oonsented to put them on.
+Not a soul’ll ever know me,” he said
ruefully, as he surveyed bimselt in the
glass with s0 ludicrous an expression of
regret that bis companion laughed im-
moderately, saying when he recovered
his voice :

“You are the rummest one.”

He proceeded to brush Tighe down,
and to give what were in his own opinion
little artistic touches to various parts of
Tighe's dress, attempting at the last to
surmount the new valet’s curly head by
a hat which had been worn so little that
it retained all ite first gloss,

Tighe stoutly resisted. “The divil a
hair of that will go on my bead, anyway.
I've been takin’ your ondacent thrate:
ment long enough, an’ now I'll lade
matthers meself. Do you see that("—
thrusting under the man’s very nose his
own old battered caubeen—‘‘well, I’ll
wear that, plaze goodness, an’ no other,
till I go back to the colleen who placed
that there,” He pointed to the knot of
faded ribbon at the side.

Argument and badgering were of little
use; Tighe carried the day, and pre.
sented his respects to his new master
with his comical head covering under
his arm,

m;'lnﬂ"—ll"mﬂl with & laugh—
)
y

Ridge

—_—

CHAPTER XL
CARTER'S TOOL,

Rick of the Hills bad fallen speedily
into the maudlin slumber which Carter
bad mentally predicted, and though the
sun was high in the heavens, shining all
the warmer and the brighter after the
storm of the previous night, and people
in the neighborhood had been long astir,

Rick, stretched upon the floor, still | P

heavily slept. Carter looked in at bim
a oouple of times, but did not disturb
him, and now, as he sat solitary over the
rasher of bacon and cup of tea he had
himselt prepared, he was deeply rumin.
ating ; sometimes speaking his thoughts
aloud, and again so absorbed in sient
reflection as to forget the meal before

im.

“I’ll forward the paper this very day,

and once that it is 1n possession of the
arty at the castle,it will not be long till
f am entirely rid ot Oarroll O'Donoghue,”

There was a loud knock at the front
entrance, Hastily putting out of sight
the remains of his meal, he hurried to
the room in which Rick still heavily
slept; convincing himselt by a look that
the siumber was profound, he withdrew,
locking the door, and then he cautiously
repaired to ascertain the identity of his
visitor, It was Father O'Connor, and
Carter was all obsequiousuess, flinging
the door wide open, and making his
most cringing bow while the priest
entered, With profuse apology for the
disorder of his bachelor’s home, he led
the way to the room which was still
redolent of his late breakfast,

Father O'Connor gravely seated him-
self; Carter, not a little apprebensive of
what might be the import of this most
unusual visit, remained standing in
anxious expectation.

“1 was somewhat doubtful of finding
you at home,” began the priest quietly.

#A little later, your reverence, and you
wouldn’t have found me; I have business
that will take me to Trales to day.”

“Very suspicious business, that of
yours, Carter,” said the clergymsn, un.
able longer, with his stern sense of right,
and his contempt for double-dealing, to
beat about the bush ; “business that has
made you betray your ward, Carroll
0O'’Donoghue, to the English governmeat.”

Carter jumped in well feigned aston.
ishment ; indeed, his seeming wonde!
was not all assumed, for he was a d

“and I shall not be made to tell it to any
n'.”

Father O'Connor also arose,

“Morty Carter,” he said elowly and
sadly, “I have no desire to learn your
secrets ; my concern is to do my duty by
warning you of the evil of your course,
God alone sees your heart, and if you
have deceived me His judgment will
overtake you. Should there be aught
wrong in this aBlair of Catbleen Kelly,
the name by which you directed the
child to be called, you will one day have
to answer for it.”

Carter’s face slightly fell, despite his
efforts to the contrary, and his eyes
dropped for a moment before the priest’s
stendy and piercing look, 7

“] have not come to you in auger,”
continued the speaker, *‘I have ouiy
come in warning. I do not forget—his
voice took a kindlier tone—*that my in.
fancy owes you somewhat: your care
for me on the death of my parents, and
your subsequent provision of a home
with the O'Donoghues for me, claim and
possess my gratitude ; it1e with that feel-
10g now that I beg you, Morty, to pause
betore you steep your soul fartherin guilt.
If it be in your power, undo what evil
you may have already done, and hence.
‘torward he true to God, and to yourself,”

“] have done nothing,” was the sullen
reply, “and I cannot understand your
secking me here to brand me with an
infamy in which I have no part.”

He drew bimeself up with an excellent
ssuumption of righteousindignation. The
priest sighed, and said with an air of pain :

“Well, Morty, you are determined, I
see, to persist in the course you bave
chosen ; on your own head be the awful
consequences—and awful will be the
consequences-of such villainy as yours ;
but, waiving that subject now, I bave a
message to give you from William Kelly.
He was mortslly woutded in an attack
on the barracks, and with his dying lips
he told me the story of your confiding
to bis mother’s charge this girl, Cath-
leen, and he begged me to ask you to
continue the montbly sum you have
aid for ber care. Will you do so?”’

] will,” answered Carter, his face
brightening ; “while Cathleen stays with
Mre. Kelly I'll continue the payment.”

“That is all,” eaid Father O’Connor,
turning to the door. Carter followed him,

“Your reverence,” he said, with an
exceedingly meek and injured air, “I
am greatly distressed. Do you believe
me to be guilty of all the base things
that are reported of me "

“] am sorry to say, Morty, that I do.
The look in your eye reveals your guilt,
May God give you gr.ce to repent!
Good-by.”

Without even proftering his hand, he
descended the old fashioned stair, and
passed out through the front entrance
80 rapidly that Carter hardly realized
his departure for a second or two. Then
he muttered :

“So I’m being discovered on sll sides,
and ten to one but they’ve turned Carroll
against me, Well, it makes little dif-
terence now; my plans are pretty
well laid, and by all that’s mighty, I'll
gee every one of them that's against me
crushed yet, and 1'll live long enough to
behold dainty Nora McCarthy sueing for
mercy at my feet.”

He turned into the room and went to
a corner which was occupied by a stout
trunk, Opening the trunk with a pecu.
liar key which he took from his waist-
coat pocket, there were exposed sundry
discolored and half-torn newspapers, to-
gether with packets of yellow letters tied
with bits of dirty tape. Carter plunged
his hand amid the mass and drew up a
little round tin box, It was securely
locked, but a tiny key attached by a
slender chain to the key he had already
employed opened it, and there was ex.
posed an evenly.-folded paper. This he
opened and spread upon his knee.
There, indeed, was all the evidence re-
quired for the arrest and even capital
punishment of Fenian leaders—full plans
of the organization of the I. R. B, ;*
entire of the officers ; details of

to learn that his villainy had been so
speedily discovered. “May I never,
your reverence, if that isn’t the most
infamous falsehood that was ever told of
mortal ! who has dared to calumniate
me in that manner—" aflecting to swell
with rage, “I ask only to meet the man
who uttered that lie !” and he began to
stride about the room as if he would find
in that exarcise some vent for his passion.

“Oh, be quiet !"” said the priest, in a
tone of contempt ; “‘the proof of your
treachery is too well assured to be denied
by any assumed bravado on your part
It was through your instrumentality that
Carrell 0’'Donoghue was recaptured last
night,”

“Carroll O'Donoghue recaptured!”
Carter repeated, readily asssuming a
grief so real in its appearance that even
the convictions of the priest were stag-
gered for the moment, “Oh, your rever
ence, believe me when I say that the lad
has not a truer friend than I am,” pur.
sued Carter, kneeling before the clergy.
man; “and all my dealings with the
military, and my visits to the garrison
that have caused the people to slander
me 80, have only been that I might give
help to the boys in their difficulties. I
swear to you—"’

“Hush!” interrupted the priest sternly,
“keep your oaths tor another time and
place,”

With a keen look into Carter’s eyes, he
continued : ‘“‘Where is the paper that
was given you in Hurley’s for eafe keep-
ing the other night 1"

Carter involuntarily started, but he
answered quickly, returning with a bold
glance the priest’s piercing look :

“Destroyed—I buraed it, for 1 was
afraid to keep it.”

Father O'Connor did not speak for a
moment ; he continued to survey the
still kneeling form with a look in which
disgust mingled with sternness ; then he
said slowly :

“God alone knows whether you are
telling the truth.”

Carter made no reply; the priest re.
sumed: “I have another matter to
epeak to you about—this niece of yours,
whom you have been hiding all her hite
from her father’s people; how is it that
we, your friends, have never heard of
her 1"

Carter jumped to his feet, repressing
lvgith difficulty the oath which rose to nis

ips.

“'That is my secret,” he eaid, doggedly,

future movements. Carter's eyes spar-
kled.

“They didn’t discover my treachery in
time ; and Father O'Connor thought I'd
be omadhaun enough to hand over this
paper to him--oh, no ! delivery ot it to
another quarter w:ll bring many a pound
intomy purse, It was a fortunate stroke
on my lput to get this document just
before 1 gave information of the boys’
intended attack on the barracks; and
they thought I'd keep it safely—so I
will; I'll keep it safe for my own
interest’s sake, I haven't lived to this
time of day, plotting and planning, not
to know when a wonderful piece of luck
like this falls in my way., With Carroll
O'Donoghue hung, ae he shall be, a large
reward mine, as it will be for this iafor-
mation, and Nora McCarthy my wife,
which she must be, the divila hare I care
for the rest of matters. To be sure, I'd
like it something would take Rick out of
the way after he has served my purpose,
and maybe I can manage that also, He
knows too much of the past; and what
with his med love for Cuthleen, and his
devilish scruples about doing dirty work,
a8 he calls it, he is getting to be danger-
ous,”

He paused a moment as if surprised
by some sudden thought ; then he re.
sumed his soliloquy :

“[ wonder, now, it this prying poke of
a priest would take it into hishead to go
and s2e the Widow Kelly, and Cathleen !
well, if he should, he'll learn nothing
more than he already knows, for they
are as much in the dark about my doings
as [ want them to be.”

He began to fold the open paper still
on his knee, continuing ;

“They will probably hurry Oarroll on
to prison ; well, I shall see him, anyway,
and sound him ; if they have not told
bim about my proposal to Miss Me-
Cairthy, why he used to have such an
affection for me, and to trust me so im-
plicitly, that I think I can make it
appear to him how I have been wronged
and slandered,”

He put the packet he had made of the
paper carefully into his bosom, replaced
the little box within the trunk, locked
the latter, restored the key to his waist-
coat pocket, and going to the closet,
began to devour the cold remains of his
untinished meal,

_Rick still slept, his drunken snore be-
ginning to grow ominously loud, as QOar-

*Irish Republican Brotherhood.
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