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sl will, fulh(r. I know it will.?

4l hope so, wy hoy, 1 hope so0,  Lven ifit
does not we shall know how to bear it

How did he bear it?  For when he returned
fo Kilsheclan, he knew he was victunlly its

master no longer.  The mortage debts were just
falling due, und there was no prospect of meet-
ing them,  Mr,
sured.

The bright Spring covered the valley with
flowers; and the woods with green youth, and
painted the honrey Galtees in royal purple,  Its
life and joy ran to a travesty of the deatl and
Tiright hovering in the air,

n the Village Parlinment it Degan to be
whispered,

Artslade’s  trimmph was as-

then tallied of, then sighed overin

wrief’s own language, that something was wrong
at the Castle, The ofd huntsman dectared with
tears in his eyes that the hounds would go out
no wmore,  The grooms said the horses were
dying in the stables. Nevera rifle shot stirtled
the' deer, Not a ciringe-wheel pressed the
grssagrown avenue, At first, some of the old
gentry would: call at the Castle, and; secing

nobody, wonld eall no more. The place was
deserted save by the rooks that crooned in the
ivy, mul the owls that made dismal concert in
the nvightv.

“The Lord hetune us an' all harm ;. the
Aasther must be sick.”

Sick ! “He did not complain., Me had no
doctor to attend him,  Fo the servants he was
till the smine kindly gentle master,

Yet there was that about him that made the
tears come to the servants’ ¢yes when they
tooked at him, and made them walk noisclessly

and speak in \\hlspv rs when he was near.

O'Dwyer Gary was ‘ot the same man” as he
calm shell
of his old self.  1lis days were spent in the
great dining-hall of the Castle, 14 had w sin-
gular fascination for him, At first he would
pace its great length overand over again, stop-
ping bethues to look ont over the valley which
lny likea picture heneath the wide bay-windows,
-One morning he thought e would not walk
any more, and had his own wam-chair drawn to
the bay-window. There he would sit the lve-
Tong day without o murmur, = Somelimes he
would wateh the deer gambolling in the Dark,
or the childven-at play in. the village; some-
:times he would question the old butler as to
cach particulnr villager—how much wheat one
tenant was putling in—whether another had
sold his' little ¢ow—how the ymnigsicrs of a
dhird were getting over the meazles.

“Pnox p('oplc !” )u' “ould sny, with asigh, ¢
hope they 'l be as happy when I’'m gone.”

Phien, us night fell, he would have his chair
wheeled over (o the great fireplace, and there
he wonld sit musing in the gloomy firelight,
watching the shadows, now as they glanced
along the ancient fretework of the roof, now as
they played among the emply chaivs round the
oreat table like ghosts of the revellers that re-
veelled there no more,  Doubtless he peopled
the vacaney himeelf with many  an antique
phatom,  And so the hours travelled G the
great hidl-clock ushered midnight through the
kilent house,

One duy
fronn M, &, London office,” reminding
@ Dwyer-Gary that the period of repuyment of
the mertgage-debts would expire within four-
teen days, and that, if they werenot at that date
discharged, himmediate possession of the Castle
and extate would be required,

80 it has come to at Jast " siadd the old man,
without a quiverin his voice,

At the sane time,

e in thie mail-bag a formal notice
Jordan

elancing over his news-
paper, his eve fell ou the following paragraph
under the head of “Eashionable Intelligenee’ :

ulis majesty has been grciously: pleased to

confer the high lionour of Luronetey on Mr.
Albin Artslade of Ashenfield House, County
Pipperary.” ' S

¢ My workl is changing sadly," was his only
exclamation. . «Twon't be so hard after ull to
leave Kilsheelan—the sooner the beiter; Ul go
to Dublin on Saturday and then—»

e paused, and rested his head wearily on
his hand. - Phen ! Outinto a world ‘where all
he knew were howed and broken—all he loved,
gone?  Beggar,who had been prince !
among strangers!

Stranger
To weep at the grave of
and shrink from the trivmphant
path of Novelty, like some unburied ancient!

The Angel of Merey forbude it.
left Kilsheelan ! ‘

Saturday saw lim consigned to bed in utter
prostration, and then at lust he told them: send
for Gerald, for he saw a dim country on the
horizon, and he knew he was going home.
And a cold weight Ty on every heart in the
vatley @ its sun was going to rest.

dead idens,

He never

Gerald O'Dwyer was deep in his Ll];onon»;

studies iu his College chatubers when a noisy
altercation on the staircase mrrested his atten-
hon.

l’lU\L,!l(l\ hl\ (lt‘)Ul was burst apen, and, .\H,\.L‘_’,.

a final protest from the College servant, a man
covered with mud and perspivation rushed into




