. words :—

* 2av. and let me and the moon go to bed, or let

© eirenit judge having

i body to have it

- eautioned you never to eross my path again, if
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coartEr XXX —(Continued.)

Jdmund, interrupting her, plcn'dmg very
hard for one intexvicw uore the next evening,
after which he would instantly—instantly hxl-e-
4urn to Dublin; and Helen need not fear ¢ 1t
it should be known he was 1n tho town so near
at hand ; he would conceal himself all the fol-
lowing day in private lodgings ; and I:]dmund
was i:tcrrupted,in his turn, by a bcllow_irom one
of the windows of the house, cmbodying these

« Helen ! Hclen! Where the devil are you,
ou bageare?  Come in this moment out of
R «ever you are! Do you want
tho night air, wherever you arc . 1j0§ :

wot the quinzy o the rlieumatism before
e - lssey ?  Come in, I
your time, you young hussey ? ,

her o to the devil if she likes.” The young
coupzie could interchange but few words more ;
but stilt Bdmand pressed his rerquest; and
Telen granted it And the next night Ed-[
mund did come to see his young ].)rx(lc ; buthe .

aw her not,
g“}ﬁlllflg in the morning Gaby M‘Neury rode to
the town, to attend the grand jury assizes, the
! anrtved the previous day.
Tt was late when hie wus on the }'oad .hm'nc-
wards. as he had dined with certain of Dick
Wresham's scliolars, and the cvening sitting
had been very cmh\r’iviu!. In fuct, night hud

ready beeun to full. o
ah(I:LLdIZIi‘l)i “not suit Gaby M:Neary's habit of

shuken violently when he rode
abroad. so that he now allowed his quiet horse
quietl)" to walk along, picking his steps, 1n slo:v
progress towards ks stable door.  Gahy's
heavy oaken cudgel was over Lis shoulder. 1Ie
liad eleared the suburbs about a mile, when the
animal he bestrode suddenly stopped, and
scemed to wonder very much at s_omethmg to
onc side of the road, a few paces in advanee;
but this was no skittishness on_the_part of the
beast; it was, in fuct, just “:hut it ha_s been
called. cxecssive wonder, mixed up, indeed,
with grave inquiry.  So, he looked, and Jooked,
and Laving at length decided in his own mind
that tho .object was only & potato-beggar,
squatted on her bag, filled with the produce of
her day’s begging, he soberly proceeded on his

rney.

Jou(-}uby:;' M-Neary had, like his horse, been
studionsly observing the figure, and arrived,
with him, at the same decision concerning it.
Horse and master went on a fow paces. The
person stood up, deliberately walked into the
centre of the way, and as deliberately took hold
of the bridle of the former. Again the animal
stood still. ,

«Who the devil are you? And what do
ou want ?” questioned Gaby M<Neary, un-
shouldering his cudgel and clutehing it firmly.

«You ought to know me¢ well enough, Mas.
ther Guby,” answered the woman,

#What, you ould bundle of nastiness! Why
the devil should I know who you are, or any-
thing about you ?”’ .

«An' yet, I tell you again, you ought to
know me well enough,” she repeated.

“ Yes—ay—now I guess. Oh, Gog, you
rapl And havn’t you the assurance of the
mother of Beelzebub herself to come ncross my
road, and stop my horse and me, in this man-
ner? Lat the bridle go, or T'll break this
cudgel lamb-basting you !”

«Tt is sixteen years now, Masther Gaby,
sence I opened my lips to you afore.”

« And let it be seventy-six before you do it
again, T advise you ;—take away your hand, I
tell you!” He made a_blow at her knuckles,
but missed them, nearly losing his own balance
in the saddle at the same time.

« Masther Gaby, that beautiful little ehild—"

“Ha! Bluranfury! And you begin to
talk of that now?  You jade! Didn't I sup-
port the child, and you too, right well 2 Didn’t
I love the poor little creature? Didn’t I pro-
mise, and didn't I intend to provide well for
it? And dido’t you make away with the in-
nocent ehild ?  You did, you fagot |—you did,
you unnatural brute, you did!” :

“No, Masther Gaby; the child was stole
frum me.”

“The child was murthered, you menn!
Murthered by its own mother !  You Jezebel !
I konow it was! I'd swear itwas! TLeave my
path! Quit my sight! Sixteen years ago, I

you didn’t want to he scized upon, and hanged
for tho murther of that poor infant !”

“I remimber your words well, Musther
Gaby; an’ fram that day to this, I never cum
next or near you; bud it wasn't the fear of
death that kep me away; it was, because I
couldn'tlook in the father’s face widout thinkin®
of my beautiful darlin’ that was taken frum
me.” .

“*Let go my bridle, or I'll ride over you |

‘ Masther Guby, many dnys won't pass, until
I'll prove to you that I dido’t murther my own
child; an’ cnough said now, Masther Gaby,
until that time comes about; bud I have a few

moro words to spuke to yom. .You have an-

other daughter—Masther Gaby, look well to
your lawful danghther, or you'll losc her.”

“What's that you say, you ould hell-hound ?
What’s that you suy ?”’ ' '

“TI tell you,” replied she, now letting go the
horse’s bridle, and stepping a little to one side
of the road, while her voice lost its submissive-
ness, and beeame daring— T tell you, Masther
Gaby, that if' you, don’t guard Miss Helen
MNeary like a juilor, you'll lose her.”

“ Curses on your hones! What do  youn
mean ?"

“ T tell yoa thut you'll lose her, if you dont
guard her well; them were my words; an’ I
tell you now, into the bargain, that if you don’t
guard her well, she'll be very likely to take the
road thut I took whin I wus a collecn, about
her very age at prosent.”

¢ Qh, you screech-owl! Oh, you damn’d
liar I and Gaby thumped his horse's sides with
his heels, while he also smote them with his
heavy stick, twrning the animals head towards
Nelly Curey—+ Ob, by the big Gow, I'll ehurge
throush you. you soothsayer! Oh, you prog-
nosticator !”

 Let your horse stand where it is,”” she ex-
claimed. ¢ It's fitther fur you to listen to all
I have to say. than fly into that passion, and
curse down ¢urses that's enough to muke the
sky full an’ cover us; there, your poor horse
has more sense nor yourself'; see, he won't stir
astep to hurt we. Listen now, What I'm
goin’ to say i¢ as thrue as that T'm spakin’, an’
that you are there to heawrken to me.  TLast
night, your daughter—Miss Helen M+ Neary, I
manc—lield « lonely meceting outside ov your
house, in the counthry, wid a young man you
know well—Ned Feuncll by name—"

“You are a liar I roared Gaby M-Neary—
“a lar ! aliac!”

T am not a Har—I spake the Dlessed truth
—she met him last night, in the little shrub-
bery, at the lelt side of the house—an’ his
arms war round your daughther—an’ wid «
kiss they parted from cach other—ay-—uy—
roar out at me again if you like—bud all this
is thrue—you thought he was in Dublin, far
away frum her—hbut that’s the way they de-
save you.” :

i Nelly Carty, I will not roar out at you
now,”  Guby M:Neary's voice. and Guby
M:Neary's sclf, trembled as he spoke. ¢ How
did you come to know all this ?”

T watched them. I watched them elosc,
close—1I seen them wid my livin' eyes, in the
shrubbery tozether. Watch your daughther
yourself, as close as 1 did, and your own cyes
"Il witness for you.,”

Gaby M-Ncary sat for an instant silent and
motionless in his saddle. Thefurious working
of his ncrves were not, at all ovents, visible to
the eye of Nelly Carty.

¢ An’ T have a little more to tell you,”” she
resumed,

“Well, go on,”

¢« Sure he's to meet her agen, this very night,
an’ in the very same place.”

# And how do you know that too ?”

“T hard "em settlin’ it wid ache other.”

“Very good,” said Gaby M<Neary.

At this period of the conference, a man with
a wallet on his buck, hobbled up the road, and
passed very close to Nelly Carty; a something
like a boy trotted at his hecls. The potato-
begear started. peered after him for an instant,
flew after him the wext, seized him by the
shoulders, turned him suddenly round, and
stared into his very eyes,

«Help! give help here I sha eried, in fran-
tic accents, ¢ Help, Masther Gaby ! I hould
thie man that stole the child sixteen years agone
—an’ that's come back here now to kill her,
kill her! I know id, I know id! Nothmg
elsc brings kim back. Help, help! to hould
the murtherer!” .

Robin Costigan exerted all his remaining
strength to free himself, bus his old friend held
him firmly. Gaby M‘Neary, overwhelmed as
he was, by the tidings he had just heard, did
not attend to Nelly’s call. Tmpaticnt to be at
home, that he might confront his daughter, he
cudgelled his sober borse, until the poor ani-
mal’s sides resounded under his blows. But
the Babby, who for a moment had been only an
observant looker-on, sprang to the assistauce of
his revered tutor. Scizing the arms of the
beggar-woman from behind, while Robin Cos-
tigan still struggled his best with her in front,
the vulture gripe of her fingers was soon loosed,
while, at the sume instant, her youthful as-
saulter adroitly tripped up hor heels, and then
drageed and flung her into a diteh, halt filled
with water, by the road-side, Before she
eould recover herself, and contrive to scramble
and splush out of it, the old robber hud wound
himself through a contiguous fence in the
neighboring fieids, and, closely followed by his
helper, hobbled, with marvellous speed, in the
dircotion of the river, which flowed through
the valley, below the road, at some distance
from him.

Nelly Carty gazed around her, in every
rection, still feeling somewhat stunned and sta-
pefiod from her late harsh treatment. Robin
Cosiignn was nowhere to be scen. Gaby Me-
Neary was also out of view. She held her

head” tightly between her hands, as if her|

‘swer me ?

di-

thoughts were material, and that she could
thereby compress thew,

“ Ay, ay,” she despairingly muttered, ¢ he
is come back here, sure cnough, to shed the
blood of my own beautiful darlin’! Bud I'll
stop his murthering hand, if theres « one born
can do id!”  Aund abandoning the potato-bag,
which that day had eost her so much toil and
trouble, she raced along the road, iu the dirce-
tion of the town.

“I'H be there afore him,” she continned
constantly to mutter, “ I'll he there alore him,
or death will sthrike me into a cowld hape on
my road there !

Not an instant Jid she slacken her great
speed, until she arvived in the suburbs of the
town, aud stood before Tather Comnell's resi-
dence.  The entrance-door being open, she
rushed into the little yard, screaming out for
her dunghter—¢ Mary Carty, her daughther!
Mury Carty, her own colleen beg, her own beau-
tiful darlin’ ! her own chorru-mrc-chree I

The house-door was also open, and, her
sercuws inercasing, she broke into the (uiet
dwelling.  Iather Connell met her in the puss-
age,  She was not disrespectful to him—but
she called on him to produce lier child, and
place her before her ecyes. She wanted no
more, she would ask no more; and let kim
ouly give her a sight of her child, sdde and
sound, and she would quit his heouse the mo-
ment after.

Axtonished at her claiming Mary Cooney, as
Ler daughter, but wlso greatly aflected by ler
aony of erief, the pricst soothingly assured
her that Mary should immediately seand before
Ler, and he sent Mrx, Molloy into her bedroom,
to summon her forth—the housekeeper inform-
ing him that it was there she was to bo found,
as, one or two hours before, she had retirved
thither with her buok and her work. But
Mary Cooney was not now in the bedroom.
The potaio-beggur shrieking hizh, in terror
and unguish, ran to search the bedroom hersef,
then through and through the house, from top
to bottom, she searched, but did not sco her
daughter,

She ran into the yard, the garden, the stable
—she examined cvery corner—still without
success. With outstretched nrms, she fled
from the priest’s premises into the neighboring
streets, hurrying from house to house, and
cuestioning all she met for her “own colleen
beg—ner ould heart's darlin’”’—but still and
stil] the distraught mother found not her child,

And TYather Connell and his lousckeeper,
also greatly alarmed for their poor young iu-
mate, made vain search in every direetion for
her.

CUHAPTER XXXVI,

Mereilessly belaboring his poor phleginatic
horse, with his hedvy endgel—{ury in his eyes,
and threats and curses on his frothy lips—Giby
M:Ncury pushed on for his country-house.
Arrived there, he thundered at its door, with
his endgel as well as with the knocker, so loud-

ly, that the interior of the structure, from roof

to cellur, rang and echoed again.

His very first peal had not econcluded, when
the door was pulled open by the boding and
and anxious Tonx Nuddy. '

“ Why have you kept me waiting so long,
you unchristened whelp 2" he asked, with Inngs
that filled the house, even more feartully than
bis knocking had done, and at the same tine,
he dealt Tom Naddy a blow with his clenched
fist, that spun him round as it he had been a
cork.

Not pausing for an instant, he then went up
stairs, punching down his stick, at every step
he took, with o vielence that might scem to suy
he would wound, and hurt even the insensible
timber he walked upon, He almost burst open
the drawing-room door. Having let full a book
from her hands, his daughter, pale, and trem-
bling very much, sut before him. She had
beard the lion’s roar, she had antieipated its
meaning, and she awaited, in terror and con-
fusion, his approach.

He hastened straight on to her, He fiercely
seized her arm ; she winced and wreathed under
the pain of his tight grasp.

. “Soh! soh! soh!—my lady—madam—youn
have disgraced your father!” '

He chucked her upward on her feet; and
shook her so violently that she must have fallen,
but that the enraged man held her -tottering
figure partly ercet by the arm, ronnd which he
still tightened his grip, with a pressure such as
the jaws of a vice might have inflicted, IHelen
sereamed from pain and terror. '

« Qbh, father ! she eried, ¢« have pity !”

« Pity on you! pity on such a creaturc as
you! Have you not disgraced me? Answer
me that question! Will you—will yon an-
Am I the father of a base daugh-
ter ? Answer me!”

¢ Qh, father| Oh, sir! I can searcely utter
a word, you so frichten me, and hurt me-—oh,
father, you will kill me!”

s Still, I say, answer me! Is your mother’s
daughter n degraded—a self-degraded wretch ?”

¢ No, father, she ia not!”

¢t Iy she the vile refuse of the beggar's brat,
TFenuell? 1s she ?” his roar rose to a scream.

¢ No, father, she is not.” Helen was now
able to stand upright, without tottering, and

her tears wore fast drying on her blazing
cheeks,

“Did the begzar's brat, Fenncll, meet you
outside my house last night? And were his
arms around you! And did yc meet with a
kiss, and with a kiss did ye part? Answer
me "

¢ Fasher, dear father, I will not, I eannot !

tell you an untruth—J—"

“Then it is truc! then ye did meet in se-
cret—outside my house, and in the night-
time?  And ye met with a kiss, and with a
kizt yo purted 7 (et from me, jade 1

He flung her to the tloor, smiting her vio-
lently on the cheek, s she dropped down,
Qutrageous passion s, for the time, outrageous
maduaess,

He ground und gnashed his tecth—his eyes
elared with insane fury; he hurried about, to-
tally bereft of reason.
the frail lictle ornaments of the drawing-room,
and pelted themn against the wall, shivering
them in pieces; he bellowed, imprecated, and
cursed, like a veritable maniae.

s daughter lay motionless, upon her faee,
on the floor, wnd she wus nearly as insensible
as she was motionless,  She heard his terrible
veice, but knew not what Le said,  She folt a
sense of Immediate dunger—of® alimost present
death ; but now understow] nothing distietly.

# (et up on your feet !” rexumed her futher,
after some time.  “ Get up on your feet, or
I'll trample on your dissraced cureass, while
the life is in it!  Get up this moment t”

With great pain and  difficulty, Ilelen en-
deavored to obey her frantie parent,  She rose,
and resting both her hands upon the back of
chair, thus kept herself from again falling,

¢ And he is to eome here again to-night)”
her father continued, grinning closely into her
face, and speaking through his clenched tecth.
“ And you'll nsk me again to-night, to go out
and Jook at the moon—the chaste moon—as
your poets eall her—that is o it for your ad-
miration—and so fit @ witness of yowr stolen
mectings with the begzar! You have made
another appolutment with him for this very
night—have you not? IHah! by the great
beavens ! he i3 sculking about my house this
very moment!”

Thus interrapting himself, Gaby M‘Neary
started and listened,  The gigantic wateh-dog
withont began to bny furiously, sctting up the
peeulinr angry bark, which sccmed to denote
that he was in almost Immedizte contact with
an Intruder.

Taby MNeary threw up the window, and
looked out,

¢« [Lulloo, hulloo, Bully! Told him, boy!
Hold him, Bully, vntil T come! 1ulloo,
hulloo, dog!” and his voice abuost drowned
that of the roaring brute he addressed.

ITe hurried into his bed-room, off the draw-
ing-room. He issued back trom it with a mus-
ket in bis hands, which was always kept care-
fully loaded.  He guickly descended the stairs,
ta the hall, bellowed forth, on his way :—

“ ITulloo, hulloo, Bually! Hold him fast!
I'm coming! 1lold the beggar's brat!—
Hullon, hullos, dozt  ITold him, hold him 1"

ITe fung open the hall-door, At this wo-
ment, his daughter rushed staggering down
the stairs, her hands  elusped  and clinehed
against her throat; lier eyes and mouth wide
open with terror—her hair dishevelled, and
hlood streaming over her cheek and neek, into
lier bosam.  She flung herselt on her knees be-
fore her father, _

“Take my life,” she said, *“and spare his!
I am his wedded wife ! I'am his lawful wife,
s sure as my mother was your lawful wife, and
Le is my wedded husband, and I can die to
save him!”

“ Huah! his wife? Die then, wife of the
begear! Die then, by the Heavens above me

The insane man pressed the muzzle of his
musket to his danghter’s forchead, and pulled
at-the trigger; she did not wince; but the
picee was only half-cocked, and ere he could
snatch back the cock, it was wrenched out of
his hands by Tom Naddy, who instantly dis-
charged -it through the open hall-door, and then
pitehed it far into the lawn.

¢« Cur !—mongrel cur!” shricked his insane
master, now almost inarticulate from hoarse-
ness and passion, while the thick clammy foam
upon his lips also helped to make his utterance
imperfeet. ¢ Mongrel cur ! how durst you do
that ?”

#To save you,” answered Tom Naddy, walk-
ing backward towards the door from which he
had emerged into the hall, while his furious
master advanced on him—* to save you, you
misfortunate man, from doing a murder upon

your own child, that would banish the sleep

from your cyes, till the day they would hang
you for it;” and Naddy stepped inside the
door-way, shut the door in his master’s fuce,
and locked it on the inside. :
.The baffled madman strove to kiek it open.
Failing in his attempt, he reapproached his
daughter. She was still koeeling, now almoss
stupefied from exhaustion. *“Up, up again 1"
he cried, once more, clutching her arm, and
forcing her up—* and begone from my house
this moment ! Quit it, and quit my sight for
ever! Go'to the beggar that you call your
husband! Go, keep your appointment with

Ha seized several of

him—eoet away ! Buegone, begone, jade! out
; of my house and my sight!”
! Npeaking thus, iu disjointed words, he pusk.
ed her with both his hands seross the hall, oug
at the door, and closed it with all his force upon
her—the ponderous door, as it banged and
clashed to, making a noise to which all the
quict places abrouwd re-echoed.  The next in-
stant Gaby M:Neary had fiinted on the flags
of the hall, )

CHADPTERER XXXV

Helen had not spokeen o word to her father,
while the last shocking eircumstances were oe-
curring,  With eyes fixed upon his face, not
" beseechingly, nor yet reprosichiully, she only
seewmed to listeu, with the utoss atiention, to
every word that came from his lips. e plac-
el the barrier of the (door between him and
her: and though she stzowered from the foree
of his push, cre Lie had dune zn, Telen remain-
ed standing.,  Ontside the door, she continued
listening intently, bending her car towards it,
as closely as possible.  Sle did not hear her
father's heavy fall, which was almost simul-
tancous with the thunderine eligh that accom-
panied her expulsion from his roof—and other-
wise all was silent.  Her father spoke no fur-
ther words, and, Helen eoncluded, must have
retired from the hall to the parlor.  Then she
slowly knelt down; raised her elasped hands
above her head, and.straining her eyes upwards
muttered :—

“T give praisex and el o the God in
Ieaven ! my futher bas not enrand me!”?

Sho stood up and looked aveund hor. It
was a dvizzly night, and the moon but imper-
fectly risen and wholly clouded: and there
stood ITelen, wearing only her slight evening
dress, and have-headed, and - bleeding, and now
shivering with cold, as well from utter wreteh-
cdness, an outenst, she thought, from human
shelter and sympathy, Again she strained her
sight in every direction; the form of him
whom her eyes sousht, now Ler ouly protector,
wis not anywhere to be scon,  She started at
a sudden recollection of lis sceming to have
come in contret with the ferocions watch-dog ;
perhaps the savaze animal had torn him and
killed him; and she looked with shrinking
horror on and  ahout the spot, where to judge
from the doo’s position, when he harked and
yelled, the evil must have happened.  Nothing
was to be seen ; and she uttered another
thanksgiving,  She descended the few steps
from the hall-door, and aguin stond still, on the
gravel before the lawn; and onee more peered
round her through the darkness; but still her
serutiny was in vain,  Gradnally, and almost
uneonsciously, she walked away from her former
home, often timidly stopping, and calling on
her hushand’s name,

TTasty steps sounded comdng alter her, as if
from the house; she tarned eagerly round.—
Her father might have relented, and sent
somebody to hring back to his hearth-
stone his only chilid. It wus Tom Naddy whe
approached her,  TIe held a bunble in his hand
for the contents of which he had sent her
maid into Helen's apartuments, e produeed
from it a honnet and cloak, and obtained permis-
sion from Tlelen to assist her, in eovoring her
head and person from the night wind, and the
penetrativg mizt.  Other things were in the
bundle, which he earvefully tied up and handed
to his young mistress, She passively allowed
him to adjust her cloak, and it was almost
mechanically that she took the bundle from
him,

She inquired for her father,

He had shut himself up in his bed-room,
Tom suid, after ealling for wine, and he would
let no one near him, but kept walking up and
down the apartment.  And this was true; al-
though Tom made, no allusion to Gubby. Me-
Neary's having fainted in the hall, nor to his,
Tom’s, efforts to restorc him to his senses, -

¢ An’ you'll meet the young masther, mam,"
said Tom, “aforc you go fur, plase Ged; an’
put all that about the dog and himself out of”
your head, for no sueh thing happened, mam,
You know the way to the river side, don't you
mam " '

Helen answered that she thought she did.

“Well, mam, the moon, God bless her, 'il}
soon be up, an’ she’ll guide you. Tan’tid the
river-side way the young masther is te come
to-night, mam "’

Helen answered that it was,

“Well, maw, sure yow can't fail to meot
wid him; an’ I'd -go wid you, mam, to be
company to you on the way, only I know I can
do betther for you and the young masther by
staying in the house; besides, if the ould mas-
ther was to come to miss me out now, I'd have
no chance of getting in agen; bust sure God
will guard you, and guide you, as well as the
moon, mam, and betther ; and gas soon as ever
I can folly afthor you, I whl, mam, Ar'
make straight for the river-side, an’ I'll be bail,.
you'll soon meet with one that will be a-com-
fort to you.” '

« Naddy 1"

« Yis, mam,” ) : .

“You'll mind every word my father says,
and you'll repart every word truly to me.”

] will indeed, mam.” - . :

“ Every syllable he uttors, Tom — overy




