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. L particulnrly tue Just. He's still absurd-
v Ly, Lot you, butivs wearing ofl day
vy by When I'tn grown old Frank, and
wrinkled fthough I'd ooner die first) he 1l be
weatefyl, and understand what care I've taken
iy, and what a sad fute i ght have be-
fHen i, but for o' Isn't there someo-
vingan Doetor Watts, oy somobody,

Royardless of their doom,
Tho little victuns play.

frank ! 1 don’t believo you'ro listoning 1"

* Oh yes, 1 am,” answers Frank, whose
thieughts have wandcered to Skindle's, Rich-
wmond, Newmarket —who knows  where ?
s What you sny is vory true, my dear—vory
truc-~and nobody understands theso things
ba tler than yourself. tioud gracious ! is that
clock right 1 I bad no idea it wasso late ! 1
must bo off at once, and—let me see—I'll
get back to dinner 1f I can ; but don't wait.”

So erit My. Lushington onhis own devices,
and enter a footinun with tea, closely follow-
ed by tho butler ushering in ¢ Soldier Bill.”

*Palk of somebody,” says the lady,
praciously oxtending her haud, ** and, wo
aru told, ho 18 sure to appesar. How odd, 1
was abusing you not five mninutes ago to
Fraunk-—you must huve et lim as you cume
in,—~and, belold, hero you are—npot having
beon near me for o month 1"

** A week, answerod her visitor, who elways
stuck to fucts. ** You told me yourself ore
onglit nover to call agan at tho samo houso
tul atter a decent intorval. A weck is decent
surolyl It seems o deuced long time, 1
koow,”

* You don't suppose I've missed you ?”
»md ghe, poursng out the tor. It's all for
Iv}uur own good I have you herc. You'd get

ack to savage hifv ngan, if 1 neglected you
for a fortoight ; and it 18 provoling to sve
all one's tuno and trouble thrown awsy!
Now put your Lint Jown, bave some tea,
make yoursclf ngreenble, and you nay stay
liere for oxactly three-quarters of an Lour {”

To ** make lunself agroeable " at short
notice, and to order, 15 a difficult task for any
apan, For Bill it was sumply impossible.
Ho fidged, gulped hot tea, and began to foel
sby. Sho had considerable tact, howover,
and no httle experionce 1n the ways of young
men.  Sho neither laughed at lum nor took
potice of the blush hie tried to keep down,
but bade bim throw the window open, and
Lv]nclﬁ hie obeyed, continued carclossly, though

indly—

** In the first place, tell mo alt about your-
sell. How's Catamouut 2"

She knew every one of his horses by name,
aud cvon sumo of o men 1 s troop, lead-
g bim tw talk vy such congemal topics with
consderablo sugenusty. It was thus tact of
Liers tus? sendered Mes, Lushungton suchi a
Eloasuut mowber of society, coabling her to

ocp licr head above water deep enough to
bave drowned a ledy with less savoir-faire,
aod consequently fewer friends.

Has fnes brightened.  ** As fresh aspaint!”
Lo rephed. ** I beg your pardon ; I nean
as vclll as crn bo oxpected. I rodehim two-
and twenty unles to-day in an hour and a
holf, aud 1 give you my word, whoen I got
off hun hie locked as if he'd never been out
of tho stable.”

** Ishould pity you more than yoar horse,”
shic replicd, with o commendablo air of 1o-
torest ; “‘ only I huvw you are never so
Lappy as when you are trymng to break your
oock. Yon ve had thoe grace to dress since,
1 oce, and not badly, for ouce, only that
handkerchicef is too Jight 2 shado of blue.
Now, confiss ! Where does she live 2 and
s slie worth nding cloven miles, there and
Lack, to see 2

** I never know whether yon'ro chaflicg or
not " respunded Bill.  ** You cannot beheve
1 wwould gallup Catamount twenty-two miles
on & hard road for any lady in the world. 1
didu’t suppuse he'd take me if I wanted to
go. She, mdeed  There's no sho m theo
wantier 17

** You might havo wmado one excoption 1n
common politeness,” said Mrs. Lushington,
lnugling. ** But I'm not satisfied yet. You
apd Catamount are o very flighty pair. 1
stll think there's a lady in tho case.’

** A 1ady su boots and spurs, then,” he an-
swered ; ** six foothigh, with grey moustaches
nnd a lamo Irg from asabre-cut—as l1ady who
hias been thirty years soldiering, and nover

luuviu,;lf. Canda guud by uoere ! that e
u great deal for me to uany.
whiero thu poor fellow 18 gune.’

*“You won't breathe 1t to o soul,” stad
honest Bill—* not cven to Mr. Lushing-
ton ?"

** Not even to Mr. Lushington ! she pro-
teated, greatly amused,

¢ Ho gave her the nddress with profound
gravity, and an implicit reliance on her
BeCTeny.

* A hill-furwmer in Roscomimon " she ex-
claimed. ** I know the man. His numo is
Doms; 1 saw hun at Punchestown,”

* You know overything,” bo sad, in a
tono of adunration.  ** It must be very jolly
to bo clever, and that."

* 1t's much jollier to bo ¢ rich and that," "
was her answer. ** Money is what we all
socm: to want—especially poor Daisy. Now,
bow much do _ usuppose it would take to
sct lum strglit ?”

o was not the man to trust any one b
halves. ** Threo thousand,” he declared,
frunkly ; ** and whero hois to get it beats
e altogether. Of course he can't lido for
ever. After atime ho must come back to do
duty ; then there'll be a show up, aud he'll
have to leave the regiment.”

“ Aud you will got your troop,” said Mrs.
Lushington. * You sco I know all about
that too."”

His own promotivn, howover, as has been
said, afforded this kind-hearted young gen-
tloman no sort of cunsolation.

* I hopo it won't come to that,” was his
comment on the military iinowledge of his
hostess. ¢ I'vegroat faith in Juck. When
things aro at their worst they mend. Never
say div till you're dead, Mrs. Lushington.
Tuke your *crowners' goold-humoredly.
Stick to your horse ; and don't let go of the
bridle 1"

** You've boon hero moro than your threo-
quarters of an bour,” said Mrs. Lushington,
** and you're beginning to talk slang, so you'd
better depart.  But you'reimproving, I think
and you may come again. Let me seo, the
day after to-morrow, if the Colonel don't ob-
jact, and if you can find another handker-
chief with a deeper shade of blue.”

So bill tvok bhis loave, and preceeded to
“ Tho Rag,” where he meant to dine in com-
pavy with other choice spirits, wondering
whether it would ever bo hislot to m a
womsun like Mrs. Lushington—younger, of
course, aand perhaps, though ho hardly ven-
tured to tell himself so, with a little less
chaff—doubting tho while if he could consent
so entirely to change bis coudition and his
daily, or perhaps rather his nightly, babits
of ife. He need not give up the regiment,
he reflected, aud could kecp Catamnount,
though the stud wight have to be reduced.
But what weunld become of Benjamin 2 Was
it possible any lady wonld permit the badger
to occupy a pottom drawer in hor wardrobe ?
Tbis scemed a difficult question. Pending
its solution, perbaps be had better he had
better remain as ho was !

——
CHAPTER XIX.

‘*THE RIVER'S BRIM."

Daisy was sick of the Channel. He bad
crossed and recroseed 1t 80 often of late as to
loatho 1ts dancing waters, yawnmng 1 the
faco of Wolsh and Wicklow mountamns alike,
wearied even of the lovely scenery that
adoras tho coast on either side.

o voted himself so tired in body and
mnnd that he must stay & day or two 1n Dub-
lin to refresh.

A man who balences on the verge of ruin

always has plenty of money in his pocket
for immediate necessities. Tho expiring
flame leaps up with a flash ; tho end of tho
bottle bubbles out with a gush; and the
cbiing tide of wealth leaves, here and there,
o handful of looso cash on the deserted
shore.
Daisy drove to the most expensive lotel
in Dublin, where hie ordered a capital break-
fast and a comfortable room. Tho future
scemed very uucertain, In obedisnco to an
instinet'of bumanity that bids men pauso
snd dagg with any crisis of thicir fate, bo de-
termined 6 énjoy to-day, and let to-morrow
tako caro of itsclf,

) Now tell o | indilfercn

wibih of varlous quabitios, poud, bud, an
t. Here, after tlying for an hour or
two over the adjoimng ficlds and fences,
Daisy, with consideralle difficulty, resisted
tho purchase (on credit) of a worn-out black,
o roan with heavy shoulders, and a three-
year old engaged iu tise fullowing autumu at
the Curragh, but wflurded their owner perfect
satisfaction by tho encomiutse he passed on
their merits, 1o less than by the masterly
manncr in which he handled them, at the
formidablo fences that bordered Mr. Sulli-
van's domain. |

‘“ An’ yo'll take nothing away with yo but |
a fisking-rod” said the Intter, pressing on his
visitor the refresbment of winskoy, witn or
without water. * Ye're welcome to't, ann
how—more by token that yo'll bring it bac
again whon yo doue with it, Captan, and
proud I'll be to ﬁot another visit from ye,
when yo'rc travelling the country, to or from
Dublin, ot any time. Maybe in the back
ond of tho yenr I'll have wan to show yein
thim boxes that ye niver scen tho likes of
him for lep-racin’. Whisper now. He's bet
tho Black Baron in a trial , and for Sbancen
him that wan the race off your maic ot
Puuchestown—wait till I tell ye,—at even
weights, Le'd go and lose little Shaeon in
two miles !"

Promising to return at o fature time for
inspection of this paragon, and dispositing the
borruwed fisling-rud carcfully on gn outside
car lie bad chartered for his expedition, Daisy
returncd to Dublin, ate a good dinuer, drank
a bottle of chn.mgasno, and went to slecp in
the comfortable bed-room of his comfortable
hotel, asif o had not a care nor a debt in
the world.

Towards morning his lighter slumbers may
Lave becn visited by dreams, and if soitis

ul laght, turmuay
declare—

** She'll be the pick of the family now,
mamntng, when all's said and done ! They're
a fair-lovking lot, even the boys. Divil
thank them, then, on tho mother'sside | But
it's Norah that's likest yourself, my dear,
when wo were young, vuly not quite so stout,
maybe, and o thinght less color in her
check.” .

Disturbed at thesuggestion, while gratified
by the compliment, Ludy Mary, in a fuss of
increased anxiety, felt fonder than ever of
her child. In Norah's labits also there
cameo an altercation, as ip her countenauce.
She sat tnuch in the library, with a book on
her kuee, of which she scldom turned n page;
played long solos on the pianoforte, usunle
while the others wero out; went to
bed early, but lny awake for hours; rodo
very little, aud walked o great deal, though
the walks wero often solitary, and almost in-
varisbly in tho dircction of o certain water-
full, to which she bad formerly conducted
Miss Douglas, while showing off to her ncw
frivnd the romantie beauties of tho Dabble.

‘The first day Mr. Waltors put his borrow-
cd rud togothet on the banks of this pretty
sticam, it rained persistently in o misty
drizzle, borne on the soft south wind. He
killed an eight pound fish, yet retarned to
Dablin in an unaccountabie state of disap-
powstment, not to say disgust. He got better
after dinuer, and, with another bottle of dry
champagaoe, determined to try again.

The following morning rose in unclonded
splendor—clear blue sky, blazing sun, and
not & breath of wind. A moro propitious
day could scarcely be imagined for a cricket-
match, an archery-meeting, or a picnic ; but
10 such weather the crafty angler leaves rod

.

probable that fancy clothed her visions in a
similitude of Norah Macormac. Certainly I
his fivst thought on waking was for that
young ludy, as his opening eyes rested on
the fishing-tod, wnich he had borrowed chief- l
ly on her account. '

In truth, Dsisy folt inclined to put off as
long as possible the exile—or bo could think
of it in no mwore favorable light—that ho had
brought on himself in the Roscommon moun-
tains.

Mzr. Sullivap, when the sport of fly-fishing
came in bis way, was no mean disciple of ;
the gentle art.  Observing a salmon.rod in
that worthy's sitting-room, of which apart-)
ment, indeed, with two foxes' brushes and a
barometer it constituted tho principal fur-
niture, Daisy bethought him thiat on ono of ]
his visits to Cormac’s-town its hospitable
owner had gﬁvcn him leave and licenso to
tishthe Dabble whenever ho pleused, whether
staying at tho Castle or not. The skies were
cloudy—as usual in Irelund, there was mno
lack of rain—surely tbis would be a prop r
occasion to take advantage of Macormac’s
kinduess, protract lus stay in Dublin, and
run down daily by the train to fish, so long
as favorable weather Irsted and his own
funds held out.

We are mostly self-deccivers, though there
exists something within each ofus that is not
to be hood-winked nor imposed upon by the
most specious of fallacies.

It is probable Daisy never confessed to
himself how the fish he really wunted to
angle for was already more than half-booked:
how it was less the attraction of a salmon
than a mermaid that drow him to the mar-
gin of tho Dabble ; and how ho cared very
tittlo that the sun shone liight or the river
waned s0 as he might bat hear the light step
of Noralh Macormac on the shingle, ?ook,‘ in
the fair {face that turned so pale and sad
when ho went away, that would smile and
blush its welcomo so kindly when ho came
again.

He must havo loved her without knowing
it ; and perhapssuch insensiblo attachments,
waxing stronger day by day, strike the
decpost root, and boast tholongest existence:
hardy plants that live and flourish through
tho frowns of many winters, contrastin
nobly with more brilliant and cpleme
poises, forced by circumstances to sudden
maturity and xapid decay—

v Ag Sowers that first in spring-timo burst,
The ecarliost wither too.”

Nevertheless, for Loth soxes,

* Tigall but a dream at the best ;"

and basket at home. Daisy felt a little
astamed of these paraphernulia in the train,
butproceeded to the water-side, nevertheless,
and prepared delibirately for his task, look-
ing up and down the stream meanwlnle with
considerable anxiety.

All at once ho felt his hoart beating fast,
snd began to flog the waters with ludicrous
assiduity.

It is difficuit to explain the gentleman's
perturbation (for why wus he there at all ?),
though the lady’s astonishment can easily be
accounted for, when Norah, thinking of him
every moment, and visiting this particular
spot unly because it reminded her of his pre-
gence, found berself, at a turn in the river,
not ten paces from the 1man whom, a moment
before, she feared she was never to see
again !

Yet did she remsin outwardly the more
composed of the two, and was flrst to speak.

*¢ Daisy!” she exclaimed—* Captain Wal-
ters—I nover thought yoa were stil 1o Ire-
land. * You'll bo coming to the Castle to
dinner, anyhow."

He blushed, he stammered, he looked like
a fool (though Norah didp't tlunk sv), he got
out with difficalty certain incoherent sen-
tences about ** fishing,” and ** flies,” and
“ liberty from your father,” and lastly, re-
covering a little, -* theten-pounder I roseand
you landed, by the black stump there, under
the willow.” -

As he regained bis confidence, she lost

dudle nothing™\vronyg not disgraceful as yet. ' 3

* 1 knew it i" sho exclaimed ; ** I'd havo §
sworn 1t on tho Book ! I told mamma so. §
He s 8 gentleman, [ sad, and that's envugh &8
for e 1" =S

** Thank you, dear,” answered Duisy, in n §8
fuiling voico. * I'm glad you didnt turn §§
agninst we. It's bad cuough without that.” B8

* Bat what has happened,” she asked, B
drawing closer to his side. * Couldn’t any ¥4
of us hielp you ? Couldn’t papa advise you B
what to do ?" i

* I'his has happened, Norah," he answer- B
ed gravely ; ** Iam completoly ruined. I §&

Lavo got nothing loft 1 tho world. Worse I

etill, T am afraid I can scarce pay up all I've §

lost.”

Tho spirit of her ancestors camo into her §

eyes and bearing. Ruin to these, hke per- %
sonal danger, had never sccmed a matter of }
great moment, so long as, at any sacrifice,
honor might bo preserved. She raised her F
lfxeud proudly, and looked straight in big i
ace.
* Tho last must be dono,” said she. “Must &
be done, I'm telling you, Daisy, and shallbe,
il we sell tho boots, you and m2, off ocur B
very feet | How near ¢an you ger to what K
you owo for waged and things 2 Of course g
they'll have to be paid the flrst.” =
** If everything goes, I don't see my way B
to pay up all,” Le answered, 3
* However, they must give mo a littlo §
time. Where I'm to go, though, or what 1o @
do, is more than I can tell. But Norah, &
dear Norah! what I mind most is, that I J
musn't hopo to seo you again 1" ;
Her tears were falling fast. Her baads
wero busy with a locket she wore rouad her
neck, the only article of value Norah pos-
sessed in the world. DBat the poor fingers §
trembled so they failed to undo the strip of §
velvet on wlich it hung. Atlastshe got it §
loose, and pressed it into his band. *Tako it P
Daisy,” said she, smiling with her wet cyos; §
“ I don't value it a morsel. It was old Aunt §
Macormac gave it to me on my birth-day.
Tlere's diamnonds init-—not Irish, dear—and
it's worth something, anyway, though not
much. Ab, daisy ! now, if ye won't take it, ¥
I'll think yo never cared for me ono bit!” §
But Daisy stoutly refased to despoil her of ¥
this keepsake, though he begged bard, of §
ocourse, {or the velvet ribbon to which it was {
attached ; and those who bhave ever found
themselves in a like situation will understand
that be did not ask in vain. ,
So Miss Macormac returned to the Castle,
aud the maternal wing, too late for lun-
cheon ; but thus far engaged to her ruined
admirer that, while he vowed to come back
the very moment Iis prospects brightened,
aud the ** something” turned up—which we
all expect, but so few of us experience, she
promised, on her part, * never tomarry (how
could 1?:7011 think it now, Daisy !) nor so much
as look at anybody else till she saw him
again, if it wasn't for & bundred years 1™
I am concerned to add that Mr. Sullivan's
rod remained torgotien on theshingle, where
it was evontually picked up by one of Mr.
Macormac’s keepers, but handled by its
rightful owner no more. Thers was nothing
to keep Daisy inDublin now, and his funds
wero getting low. Inless than twenty-four

hers—almost wishing she hadn’t come, or
had put her veil down, or, she didn't exactly
know what. In a trembling voico, and twin-
iug b r fingers nervously together, she pro-
pounded the pertinent question :—

** How—how did you find your brother-
officers when you got back to the regi-
ment ?”

Its absurdity struck them both. Sianl-
taneously, they burst out laughing ; their re-
serve vanished from that moment. Ho
took both her hiands in bis, and the rod lay.
neglected on tho slungle, while he ex-
claimed—

« I am 50 pleased to see you again ! Miss
Macormac—Norah 1 1 fished here all yester-
day, hoping you'd come. I'm gled though
you didn’t ; you'd have got such a wetting.”

¢ Did you, now ?" was the auswer, while
tho beautiful grey oyes deepened, and_ the
blood mnntlegmm her check. ‘¢ Xndeed,
then, it's for little I'd have counted the wet-
ting, if I'd only known. Bat how was Ilo
know, Captain Walters—well, Daisy, then—
that you'd be shooting up tho river, hke a
young salmon, only to sco me? And sup-

!

»

hours from bis partingwith Norah Macormac
hie found himself crossing that wild district
of Roscommon where e had bought the
famous black mare that bad so influenced hir
fortunes. Toiling on an outside car, up ths
long ascent that led fo the farmer’s house,
he could scarcely believe so sliort o time had
elapsed since e visited the samo placein the
ﬂuﬁx of youth and hops. Ho felt quite old
and broken by comparison. Yearscount for
littlo corapared to events ; and age is wore &
question of experience than of time. He had
one consolation, howes .r, and it lays in the
shape of a narrow velvet ribbon next to hix
heart.

Ere bo had clasped the farmer's band, at
his own gate, and heard his ehcrryhosipitab]e
greeting, he wondered how hie could fecl so
happy.

{ro BE coNTINUDED.]

A Chicago paper contends that men can
learn to shoot with both eyes open. It's
egsier to shut both eyes up about the time
the gun ia ready to kick,




