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DESPAIR.

“*Phis vague sense of loneliness, this feeling apart,
“Thisstrange restless yearning,the wild beating heart;
-The sad wistful gaze ata pitiless throng,

The ne'er ending sound of & ne’er ending song,

Afar in the distance the weird echoes roll

With a low, solemn cadence, that thrills to the soul ;
A song that re-achoes one sad monotone,

One weary, sad whisper,—* alone! &ll alone I'" .
$till comes the mad whisper again and again,
With the same mocking tone, the same mad refrain!
All alone! O, my God! while the hopes of the past
In raimentdishevelled, stand mute and aghast :

Down, down on my heart falls the bright fairy gold,
Like the dead leaves of Autumn, itfalls iz the mold
Of a life, whose bright sunshine forever has fled,

Of a life that was life; ofa life that is dead !

All mute and aghast, all choeerless and dread,

Thoze hopes locm again in the chill of despair :

Deepair for the fowers once glowiag and bright ;

Despair for the sunshine, now shadow'd by night ;
Despair for the promise cow crushed to the earth ;
Despair for the gladness that perished at birth ;

Despalr for the darkuess that shuts out the glow
Of all that once brightened our pathway below.
Despair ! dark dispair !—'tis a pitiless guest,

A fiend of darkness to enter the breast .
Of some way-worn mortal, some stranger to res% t

(From the Dublin Irithman.)
THE

RAPPAREES OF THE WOOD.

A TraptTION 1N IRELAND IN THE RE16N oF HENRY VIIIL.

By Dr. J. T. Campion.

CHAPTER XV.—Frasrixa For THE NoxcE.

The abbey lands of Ircland were, as we have al-
ready written, confiscated by Henry sasa part ot
his patent system in endeavouring to reform Holy

. Mother Erin. :

The churches and tithes were bestowed wholesale
upon the newly-manufactured bishops and clergy
whilst the rich lands, domains, and pasturages were
a3 freely and more politically divided amongst
the ranks-and representatives of the more influen-
tial laity. .

This plan absorbed many a country chapel as
well as many ap ancient family, who were obsta-
cles in the way of the new reformation, for the
mushroom-lords of the land must not tolerate Pa-
pal edifices, and, of course, officiating priests must
not exist, except by the extremest toleration under
the new dispensation—Henry VIIL. being Popel

The active reformatory system did more than all
this. It drove meny a brave man landless and
homeless, to shelter by the hillside, or in groups to

* bivouac in the golitary. valley, gorges, caverns, or
. gloomy woods, under the name of outlaws, refugees,
 TApparees, or Tobbers, _ :
‘derers occupied their homcstepdg, un_d invented
‘stratagems -for their final destruction, like the gen-
tle Spencer, and. the soldier Raleigh, to whom Eog-
‘land, however, evinced, her usunl gratitude for the

interest taken 1n her svrvice; for the one died of |.

starvation In & Saxon garret, whilst the soldier was
beheaded afterbalf a lifetime of imprisonment..

- Amongst the men driven to the woods and forests,
were those. into whose society we must”again In-
troduce our readers— The Rapparces of Glory's
Wood, | 5

1t was a grla-day with those poor Pariahs . and
proscribed anes. - They had o feast after’- their re-
.cent vidtory; and as thelr larder was well stocked
and their epirits high and elated, they had deter-
mined to*wrangle old' time out of one day's enjoy-

' ‘ment, at least, and to entertain themselves and.

' thoir adherents to ‘their full-bent—to ' their hearts'
" "content~-and despite dévil,and “Dane, and.Saxon,

“and every cther enemy, spiritual br;_t_p:_npplrgl_, of the-

sacred sod of ‘Saint Patrick: 3 R
- % And.goy a8 eyening’fell;guards wers set, and fires

“rere‘lityand boards-were:spread, ;and’ i.jct{'sk"l; .were:
' d: goneral':joyiahty,| . .*.1il.take the paagports, faser, \n, (o0 S 1
T 7| yours.”: Tl explain“it”'to “my " tollowers; ‘and will

~ Broachied; and oxen'irosated

;Aanal
ebtablished "

whilst the true and real plun-.

‘the men  dependent .on’, you,  al

will, fandered yourself responsible.”

. The Rapparees toasted their friends and compan-
ions in arme, many of whom had been their tenants
and retainers before the Englishman’s grasp fasten-
ed upon the heart of Ireland. .

. It was a2 wild and imposing scene that night in
Glory’s Wood—the moonlight struggling with the
watch-firea—the black shadows crouching under
the trees—the crackling of the blazing timber—the
datk forms of the Rapparces and their guests
couched in every jmaginable position, their grim
and Bacchinalian faces, aashed with the firelights,
grotesqued by the restless shadows, and hilarious in
the full swing of wit,and wine, and song. . But
when the fun grew fast. and furious, and the revel
arrived at its fullest and froest climax, the forest
bell gave one long, deep, sonorous peal! another !
and anogher! and the banquetters came to a full
stop, aprang to their feet, and instantly seized their
every-ready arms. ) .

The fires were: deserted, the viands rejected, the
wine-cups tossed aside, at the command of O'Dwyer
every man atood, with o tree. before him; and his
trusty weapon in his hand ready for every emer-
gency, offensive or defunsive, as -it might be. A
sullen silence followed and continued unbroken for
a considerable time, whilst the moon rose brighter
in the heavens, and the crackling fires began to
spread and lessen upon the foresv's floor.. Then
came the sound of approaching footsteps. crashing
through the brushwood and coppices,and voices
arose upon the night and approached nearer and
nearer every moment, until at length the stalwarth
Rapparees stalked fairly into the area "around the
bluzing faggots with a third party in their midst,
evidently a prisoner. :

* What's in the wind, O'Regan ¥

“ A spy, captain.”

“Men, hold your places all steadily,” and the
captain stepped out boldly from his concealment.

“Who are you, in the name of thunder?” he de-
manded of the captive, *and are you tired of your.
life that yoz do your errard so carefully 7" '

“] bave done my errand passing well, ‘I think,”
said the man quietly, I came here unsent—not as
a 8py, but as a missioner.” .

.#-One of Wbammond's gospellers, very
observed O'Regan. ;.

% You - had. better explain .quickly. and eatisfac-
torily, Mr. Missioner,” said tbe captain peremptorily.
% We give short shrift to any sort of spy or informer
in thege parts, and much less fo the Puritanical
members of that carsed corps.”

The man smiled. - :

“Jsay" voceferated the Rapparee chief, * prove,
without delay, that.yon,are..no spy, and that you
are wot now employed in endeavouring to divert
our attention to our destruction, or, by thunder, you
die in your treason !,

The two men closed on their intended victim.
The captive betrayed no sign of trepidation, but
leisurely and cooly undoing the belts of his great
cont and loosing the buttors abont bis throat and
breast, 1ung:it suddenly wide open, disclosing the
rabbi around his neck, the sutane of his sacred
office, and a small shining cross over his heatt,

“ A priest!" exclaimed the oaptain, involuntarily.

The men retired a few paces, and raised their
rude hata from their heads, ~.

4 Yes,” said the captive, gently, ¥ I am the priest
that the Rapparees lately protected from the

probably,”

4 cowardly civil force, and I believe you are their
leader?” .

Tuu Rapparee bowed.

«Your present mode of life is reckless and not
happy ’

% Jt was not of our choosing.”

It brings no peace, attains no object, ard is
sometimes stained with blood ?"

 Natural consequences from unnatural causes.”

. 4 But it is better to do better.”

“ How 7" .

¢ That is what brought me here to.night. The
king has turned brute and herctic—he has azsumed
the jurisdiction of the Sovereign Pontiff, oppressed
Irsland, endeavours to uproot her ancient faith, has
despoiled her churches, and desolated her lands.”

A sullen silence followed the priest's discourse for
a few minutes, after which he resumed :

“ Resistance is vain; it may ecntail more evil,
but can do no good.” K :

“What do you mean to say ?” broke in-the Rap-
paree,

“ pence,” said the priest, raising his hand in de-
precation—f peace! I do not mean, or advise, or ex-
pect you to lay down your arms, and kneel to the
reformed military bishop for pity or for mercy, for
he does not deal in these virtues, but I have another
proposal to make to you which may be more pro-
fitable, more expedient, and more acceptable. -It is
thet yon Ieave the country that you can no longer
sub(siist in, except by force, and violence, and blood-
ghed.”’ -. : ) :

¢ Far eagier sald than done, father,” Jaughed the
captain and his men. ‘

“But it is to show you how it may and csn be
done, I'am also here.”

“Why. don’t. you leave the country yourself, fa-
ther ?". asked the Rapparee O'Regan, :

“A very natural question,” said the priest emil-
ing, “but very easily answered. My mission is with
my scattered flock; I cannot leave them to the
wolves, nor can I allow my people to live to sick.
en or to perish without the ministry of Him who
gept me?' . . S
T'he captain bent his head in‘'thought for a while,
and then said abuptly=-’ T :

#Suppose:we .consent to leave Ireland, father,
have you any. plan to propose to snable us to do so
with safety 77 ' . L

“«1have. Here is & passport, signed for' me and
a certain number of. my people, and directed to-the
captain’of “ The Ogygis,” now lying {n’ Waterford
harbonr.  Take it; make your way, singly, to the
harbour, and that vesse]l will convey you safely to

the coast- of France, where you will be sure to ob-

tain military service at once, as Irishmien have done
before, and will again, as long as their own country

.is mads. too_hot  to hold them, I have now done

my duty;by. you for the, great ‘servicé. received at'
your.hands, It s now. for you to do your duty by:
u, ‘for'whose weal,

BPifiﬁﬁﬁl?ﬂPdl.temﬂgial,,,y_o'u',l;a,'v of;,your own free

B8, g Bpiti
‘101 talko thy padepGite JabioF. I8 Gods namd axd|

certainly give first vote to have it adopted and car-
ried ont.” . ) .

# Then, God bless you! my errand is dome. I
wish you all good night, and God speed, and I will

.remember you always in my offices and prayers.”

“1 suppose I may not ask you, good father, to
make longer stay amongst desperate men like us?”
said Captain O'Dwyer.

%Y have no choive—I must go—too many require
my ministry elsewhere. May the Almighty grant
you the same spiritnal aid, you and yours, in your
great need.,” And the priest moved away, followed
at a respectful distance by the Captain and the two
men who had been his captors, until they saw him
safely arrived at the open border of the forest and
fairly abroad on the main road leading to his next
place of mission and tefuge.

CHAPTER XVI—Mozrs Love axp More Miscmier.

Dermod’s ecstatic vision was realized—the boat
of the O’Kellys was lossed from its moorings on
Sunday morning early, with the same happy group
aboard of her as we have already described a few
chapters back. Mrs, O'Kelly,in the poop-seat, Father-
Dermod at the bow-oar, and yonng Dermod and
Apgrla, nicely tele a-tete, exchanging glowing sen-
tences as the former pulled his pair of vars with his
back to the old peopls.” " ’ .

And oh | how fascinating that English girl look-
ed, in her old masquerading pooky bonuet and yel.
low kerchicf—her. coarse’ thread hose and [umpy
ghoes, with odd buckles. But the gallant oarsman
only saw the rad'ant lavghing eyes of blue, the rich
blonde curls, the richer lip and glancing testh of
pearl, the magic smile, the busy littlc hands that
he would fain overwhelm with a shower of kisses,
aund then place above his heart to let her feel how
wildly it was beating with a pure and ardent love
for her, The dowdy assrmed attire of the girl
heightened her charms, as the great rich ripe mel-
lon looks twofold luxurious in the rude wicker-bas.
ket covered with vine-leaves,

Dermod rowed slowly and gracefully, lingerirg
by the bordering gardens where the froit-trees
abounded, and raspberry bushes crept to the river's
edge and the big bunches of red currants dipped
into the water ; where the strawberries were within
temptiog reach and the over-freighted boughbs of
the tortuous apple.trees challenged the plucking
of the fair fingers that grasped them.

And then it was so entrancing to sail into a mass
of shadows, puiting to flight the chick-dabs and
water-hens, and again emerge into light and re.
ceive a shower of sun rays like a flight of arrows
every shaft tipped with brightness and delight,

The young people drank their fill of tove from |’

their mutual eyes, their communing merriment, and
their sweet innocence and tender years, and as the
placid sheep contemplate their frisking lambs, s0
the old pecople looked silently and serene’y on, pray=
ing blessings on their heads and hopes, and dupre-
cating all the cares, and troubles,and crosses in the
long travel before them through the unegual ways
of life and the turbulence of & world’s warfare.

Well, the litte barque sailed again under St.
John'-bridge, shooting the middle arch in gallant
style, and coming forth on the other side in full
stare of Ormond Castle, with its battlements afire
in the morning fun.

Then they dropped down the deep pond leading
to the Iauds of Lacken, and in a very short time
turned into the little saudy tunnel in the river's
baok, which Dermod had dug and furmshed with
block and chain to receive his boat into its pro-
tection. Then again there was the precious bustle
about laading,

The old pair easily made their way to the bank
assisting each otber in serious earnestnesy, whilst
Dermod kept the craft steady, and made merry with
Angela aside, at the petty struggles and mishaps
which the old people experienced in endeavoring te
do the thing cleverly before the spectators,

But now it was Aagela’s turn to disembark, and
Dermod made the boat 1urch, to compel ker to catch
at his arm, but Angels held the seat, and made, as
if to call for assistance,

Father Dermod looked around, and Angela—tak-
ing advantsge—stepped the seats demurely, snd
footing the broad stern, _}umpéd ashore, delightfully.

The little party, now, in solemn silence, approach-
ed the humble church, and entering its narrow
portal, mingled with the crowd who came there to
worship in spirit and in truth,

We will leave thom to their prayers and medita-
tions, and proceed to look after anotheractor on the
stage in the person of Mr. James Dullard. 'That
worthy did not return to his home on Saturday
night. He was busy carouring with some of his
Eunglish cronies, who, upon learning the particulars
of his frac1s with the Bishop, and the little scandal
of the sumamons to his court on Monday, advised
him atrongly to slip out of the way, for awhile, un-
til the storm blew over. -

James knew his master well, and therefore he
knew just as well that the advice of his friends was
sound and good, and ought to be followed with as
little delay as possible ; and accordingly, on Sunday
morning he hastened from the reeking tavern to

-leaye the town, and make his way to hia relativesin

Evgland. ‘
'But when hecame to the North gate he was de-
nied exit. ‘The South gatu followed  suit, avd the
Eost and West janitors were equally recusant,
#Qond ! gruuted James Dallard; “.we always stop
up the holes and crannies when we waunt -to hunt
down the varmlnt—but by’—— - . .0 0
" But'James's oath being Saxon; and therefore
baing unusually blasphemous, snd utterly unfit for
repetition, we milst'purposely omit it, assuring our
readers, at the same time, that ‘it was perfectly in
keeping with the devilish - heartithat dictated it—
aud that it 'meant; to the fullest extent, the amount
of hatred an'd mischief which it'implored of hell to
visit'on the head'of a certain soi-dizant ecclesiastio
to whom he gave credit for putting a bar sinister on
the"fdur city gates against his own-wandering pro-
clivites, ~— - . . P T A
. Mr>Dullard ! turned -away from-his last repulse

and - dlsippointment, with utter:disgust :and very
“badd feelings, indeed, towards hig vindictive, cau.:
tious, and foresuelng enemy. -« Ho.wént: back to the:
.tavern and spent”the §abbath with.some kindred.
spirits who could fee] for. him'and!with him, &s lovg:

as'ho | had! elthier: money’ or “credif,:andiwas.in"a
‘mood to’ difset? ‘the’ proceeds *of: elthe

B

throats or pockets. Therefore, was it that the
bishop's ex-henchman was absent from his home
both on Saturday and also on Suaday antil late in
the evening, when he returned in hot haste, and
making no reply to the anxious queries of bis wife
—who folloewed and questioned him, he dashed out
again into the streets, and was out of sightina
moment. ' :

Mrs. Dullard shook her head, thanked God she
was not too easily distorbed—remarked sagely that
whilst ber spouse was in his present mood that his
absence was better than his company—raked dewn
the fire—took down her bonnet and hood—locked
the street door when she got outside—pushed
against it to sce that it was fast—and then proceed-
ed calmly up the town to Iook after her daughter,
Angela. )

.

CHAPTER X VII—Mvch smore Love axp No Mig-
CHIEF. :

On that eventful Sunday Dernod and Angela
found themselves again strolling on the tempting
banks of the Nore, the youth aftush in the new and
favourable turn of affairs, .and the maiden more
amenable and more amiable in her coucern for the
sudden cloud over her house, and the misfortunc
of her luckless parent.

% Now that he has broken up entirely with that
Bishop Whammond,” said Angels, pensively, and
making Dermod ihe confidant of her thoughts and
her affairs, I think the sconer we get back to Eng-
land the Letter ; besides, mother’s people are well
off,and agreat check to fathers strange ways and pe-
culiaritivs

“ How coldly you talk of going away, Angela,”
said Dermod, mournfully. “I wonderif I told you
that father has resolved to go away, too, and mo-
ther, and—us all. Would you care, Angela ?"

Angela started.

% Going whither, Dermod ?" she anxionsly ques-
tioned.

% To Madrid, to my uncle, a progperous man, who
has mills ard timber yards, and ships at rea, His
partner has died, snd he urges father to come to
him, and makes all sorts of promises for our future
welfare.” IR

« Indeed !" exclaimed the maider; wondcringly,
# to Xadrid ?”

Permod poked to find some anxious flush upon
her cheeks, or concern within her eyes; but Angela
stopped to pluck a wild flower, and defeated bim,
aud then putting the petals to her nose, and patting
them againat her lips and cheeks, she archly looked
at the poor neophyte of love, and tantalisingly ob.
served—

% How coldly you talk of going .away, Dermod 17

Dermod was disconcerted, vexed, piqued, and, in
his despair, angry, and so, with a firm and raised
voice, and a flushed brow, and the mien of a being
whose noblest nature was in the ascendant, he sejz-
ed his aweetheart's hand firmly within his own, and
said toher, with his honest, expressive face—

« I must speak, or cry, or make a fool of myself,
Angela, but it will be only this time—the first and
last time”

% PDermod 1" remonstrated Angela, half-laughing,
half-freightened, and endeavoring to extricate her
hand from his grasp.

“ No, no !” resieted the fond boy. “No, no!l
must say it. I love you, Angela! 1 love you, An-
gela ! 1 love you, Angela l—there now, laugh at
me, point at me, call me a fool and a fellow !—but
I will love you all the same.”

Angela lookgd at him in amazement, with admira.
tion, with pride, Young and haudsome, mauly and
open-hearted, earnest and sincere, the young Irish-
man was not to be resisted. She was touched—sen-
sibly touched. She met bis anxious gaze with tear-
ful eyes and heaving bresst. For her woman na-
ture and generous sympathy would not wound him
any longer.

¢ Poor Dermod ! she uttered just above her
breath, for her voice was choked with emotion—
¢ Poor Dermod !’

He felt her hand tremble, he marked how pale
she grew, and when she pressed her bund upon her
heart to still its tumultuous beating, he whisper-
ed—

# My dear Angela !"

She cuvered her face with her kerchief, and, turn-
ing partly away, whilst still he held her glowing
hand, uitered with the sweetest cadence—

% Ay dear Dermod 1

The happy pair now walked side by pide in un-

utterable deliciousness—walked silently and pas-
sively ; the boy wild with delight, the gentle girl
alarmed at her own confession, and both mutually
mesmerized under the wand of thé winged en-
chauter.
» Dermod sought to sce the sweet lips that so Jate-
1y pronounced his name with so much magic and
love,nnd the meaning eyes that he had so often
feared to meet from their raillery and glee. But
Augelaonly turned her head away and sobbed, She
bad determined to have kept the secret for ever so
much longer; and, therefore,in its escape, like that
of a spirit from a material body, the separation
shook her young heart to its centre, Dermod felt
relicf andijoy., Angela & sweet chagrin avd emo-
tion, ag if a part of the charm was gone by which
she had beld her lover in her golden bondage.

“ Apgela, my love, my darling,” urged Dermod
in persuasive-ecstacy, “dont sob or cry or I will
thick you are sorry for what you sald” -, N

+ w.1 amn not: sorry, Dermod, but 1"—here she lef her
prisoucd band freely with bim, aund he pressed it
warmly to his heart, and Angela felt that true heart
‘beat wildly to the pressure as though edger to attest
its devotion and fidelity. } o

.. Many a time -long after that happy day, both
Dermod and Angela honestly -acknowledged’ ‘that
neither of them fully remembered how they reached
heme, or what they said or did, or anything else,
.except. this one thing: that they felt burning
anxiety to get away for the night, to be alone, to be
xundisturbed, unwitneseed, .to lie uwake, and to
think, and to realize all that had . occurred, ard to
ask their hearts and souls, was it right, wasit likely
to conduce' to future peace and -happiness, had they

said or. done wrong, snd, above all, how, iu the:
name of everythiog.lovely aund loving, was the’
.burniog secret to.be divulged to.their people ? who

-was to divulge it?;and how. would the eartbquake-

‘Information be recelved ?

P‘i;igo t_lieirv:

+ However,tho happy. pair dld maks thelr way re-

‘flesh
.men. .. e :
" Whammotd had beena:soldier and knew (2o -

gnlarly.and fairly enough to- the paternal house of
the O'Eellys; snd Dermod,. with quite a manly
and chivalric air, quite unlike his usual timid and
milk-sop bearing, and with a dash of tender patron-
age, too, whilst he Lkissed- his mother, whispered
inteher ear enrnestly to ke care of Angela,” as
hs was going to her house to sea how matters stood
with ber father and mother sioce the morning.

Mrs. O'Kelly saw nothing unusual in all this,
cxcept that her son seemed to be more himself and
in better spirits, and her mother-heart was pleased
and gratified.

Darmod dashed out of the honse in the greatest
blood, and proceeded on his way with the nir and -
teeling of o persen wbo suddenly becime somebody,
and who had a mission and & duty upon earth, and
an. interest in existence vastly in advance of all the
breathing world around him. Insuch & mood he
bounded zlong, and soon found himself at the doar
of the English shoemaker.

At the same moment Mrs, Ling was in the act of
tarning.the key in the lock, and seemed very glad
of the advent of the young visitor,

% Jem is off with himself for the night, heaven
knows whepe,” explained Mrs. Dallard; he has
taken the key of the back door—that is bis sign—
and I'ra afraid te stay in the place by myself."”

All this was prime news for our hero,and he con-
gratuiated himself upon it a thousand times ever,
as he led the German matron home in triumph.

Father Dermod was reading & chapter in
ltodriguez as_they entered. He raised hia spacs,
took them off, wiped them, and, returning them to-
his nose, loocked at the lad, ther at Angela who
aroae to meet him. There were joy and happiness
in the young pcople’s eyes, and a tenderness of ex-
pression in their faccs, which strack the
old man a8 indicative of a new move, but ho said
nothing beyond a soitly modulated “humph,” and
then throwing one leg over the other, drew his
chair a little nearer the table, and continued his
reading.

Deormod sat down next Angela; no longer timid,
ashamed, or afraid ; the tormenting doubt was re-
moved from his mind, and his devotion and manli.
ness assuming the ascendent made him proud and
precious of his conquest. 1t was now.poor Angela's
time to be the modest and retiring, her gecret was
no lenger her own, and she folt that the pretty
talisman was gone by which she couldimake her-
gelf visible and invisible whenevershe pleased. In
other words, she could tantalise Dermod nolonger,
and her new position was as puzgling as it wag de-
lightful.

Thai night when Angela had retired. into & com-
fortable little nook prepared for her and the pas.
sive Lina, and the paterfamilias, aftec stretching
himself to his full height, and thea. bending him-
eelf as far buck as his equilibrivm would permit,
and after two or three very portentous yawns and
ejaculations, annonnced his futention of goiny off
then and there, no matter who.preceded bim ot who
remained after him, to his hospitablo couch; and
Mrs. O'Kelly called him n big buzzard, and told
him to begone, and then they both laughed and:
parted, young Dermod sat down by his mothers
side, and leaning his head upon her ehoulder, and
putting his two arms about hes neck drew down.
her head to him and whispered in her ear, although .
nobody at all was near them, nevertheless it was.
right it should be whispered.

& Mother! I must tell you all about Augela be-
fore 1 go to bed, or I will go. crazy with thinking:
about it.”

‘" And what is it all about, Dermod dear? Has-
she been unkind to you 7” }

'" u Igit Angels, mother 7 remonstrated the ador~
ing lover, reprovingly,

¢ Well, what then, child 7

And, oh ! such a story as the love-sick boy poured:
into the the ear of his doting mother, Such & stosg
of glee and gladness, of purest affection and per-
focted bliss, that the old woman had not the heart
to blow a ripple on its surface. Andso she listened,.
and listened, whilat he recounted over and over
again all that happened during that charming walk
by the river side, and now and then she would put
in a little query or make an occasional obsarva-
tion, just to show that ghe felt an intereat in every-
thing that he was saying, and in everything orany-
thing that might conduce to his peace and pleasurs.

“Isn't she a grand girl, mother ? he asked, in
the high tide of his glorious joyousness, *ard won't
you say everylhing good. about us to father, and
that I am so steady and "sensible, and 8o wise for
my years—for father likes all that sort of thing—
and lays great store on everything you say to him
~won't you, mother dear ? won't you??"

The poor boy never thought for an instant that

his mother could bave any idens, opinious, or judg- .
ment to clash with his owa; ho was sure of mss, *
for she never refnsed him anything ; but father,
with his book and his spectacles, and his wisdom,
he might scatter all their hopes—his and Angela's
—~like a dandelion flower, and they never could be
put together ary more.
. '"Go to bed, now, Dermod dear,” said the loving
mother, ¢ and we'll talk it over again in the morn-
ing. You kunow your poor old mother will be your
friend always.”

CHAPTER XVITL—Dzap ror o Ducar.

The next day the Marble City was in an uproar.
There was a rumour. abroad, which, like the in-
cipient mutterings-of. & storm, increased as it pro-
gressed, until at 1ast ‘it was genetally known that

‘

Bishop Whammond was dead.

- Yes, the great man of thie day, and the beat suited
for his pecilfar position.. The times were boister-
ous, belligerent, and ‘corrupt—religion was in the
way, it was'a stunibling-block—royalty and infamy
and, purity could not ‘exist togethér—stern men

-were'required to meet tho new nature of things—

men who must not hesitate between God 'and
Mammon—~men who, to come to the surfacé and
sustain their position, must gird up their lions and
{deolare sturdily for ‘the’ devil, the world, aud the
y enlist under ‘their banners dnd be the king's,

‘necqasity of obedience; he was shrewd and a worldly
;man, ‘and nicely calculated his' own advantages and

‘interests’; he had'baen suddenly.transforined juto a.
‘ruling ecclesiastio, and' wndérstanding, ths meaning - -
of trnnsforma.ﬁon,\lief,y’v  deteymined that bath: - -




