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to-morrow. « Qui on: them all, say L

continued Gornld; his brow flushingwith-

~indignation, ¢ thlc is-my lady May?
T have some nows that will surprise you
both.”

“Como with me,” l'ephcd his-sistor;
and’'she-led him-up a flight of stairs.

-~ The door of the hr.st; room wis open,
“and displayed o view five or six beds,

cach conl.umng a suflorer. It was a
hospital ;" but one’in which our modern
ideas” of comfort did not prevail.  Bat,
if'loving care and a free outpouring of all
“their l\nowlc(lrru—-.\ll they had to give—
could avail, the inmates of Lady "Eliza-
beth’s llospn.ll were well off. And very
touching were the fervent expressions of
'gr‘\htudo which burst from the lips of
“the patients. Gerald passed from™ one
bod o another to exchange n greeting
with his men. In the middle ofthcxoom
standing by a table on which medicines
and salves were placed, was Taddy 181iza-
beth Nugent, the widowed Countess of
Kildare. ~ She  was advanced in years,
but her. tall; slight form was still unbent,
her- dark e) eswere full of light; it wa
only the lines that furrowed thenol)lc
blow, and the hairwhite as silver, but
rich and luxuriant still, which told that
the summer of her life was gone. - She
was speiking carnestly to a young 'wo-
man, wife to one of the men, who shared
iu Lhc nursing, and the expression of her
sweeb and e.un(:st face was visible as
Gerald - and *Mary advanced towards
her, and: stood waiting for a moment
until her orders should he finished,

“Welcome, dear Gerald!” she .s:lld.

“Arc there more arrivals to-day ?”

“Several, dear Lady,” answered he, stop-
ping to kiss hor hand with o gcatme of
-the deepest rospect; “and if your g good
offices: are ended, I would fain crave
speech with you. w

Lady Elizabeth left the ward, .md as-
~cending another flight of stairs; led the
Coway into the on]y sitting-room she

~and Mary O'Neill possesed. TEwas ])0011)

furnished enough, but o fire of turf wa
burning on Lho hc‘n 'th, and a: bcauhlul
plotme of ithe Mobher of" Sorrows was
the chiefl or nament of the room.

- The trip drew near/the fire, and Lady
-Blizabeth gently insisted on \[.u-y’ lying
~down’on " rude sort'of couch suying,
“If l[omy iy coming to-night T have 1o

‘mind * for a th(llh"‘ f10m lnm for not

guarding his'May blossom better.”
% Now, Gerald, thenews,” cried Mary,
“Who dost yo think~hath 'written to

‘the " O'Neill to-day, and for the’ third

time also?"* demanded Gerald,

“‘Phe Toly Father,” cricd Mary,

“Qrmond,” siid L’ldy 1lizabeth.

« Neithorone nor 'tother: What think
ye¢ of Charles Stuart ?”

“Phe King?”' cried the ladies, in
amazement. « Ol 1" gaid Mary, star ung
to her feet and clasping her hands, *is
he true at last? Is he wise at last?
Have our prayers heen heard? Wil
he at lenght make terms with the-
O'Nill, free Irelund, and save his
erown '?f'

Before answering, Grerald looked at
Liady Elizabeth, {here was no expeet:
ant eagerness on-her face.

“ None of this, May,” said her brother.

“ e writes to demand the enlargement
of'my T.ord Montgomery of Arda.”

“Ts it the rebel to his own rule?” ask-
cd Mary, in amazement, :

Lady Blizabeth sighed deeply, "Al.ls'
what hope for us \\'1th oneso weak ?’

“ But L do not comyprehend,” por sisted
Mary; “ Montgomery is his foe.” ‘

“ Yes, May, but Charles isin thcpowor ,
of the Seots ,-and to pleaze them and
pander to them he stoops to this—stoops,
too, o ask this favow at the hands of
the man he has deeply \\1ouved vhom
howould if" he could, befool.”

“Whose step is that?” enquired Gor-
ald, 's(oppmﬂ' suddenly in his narrative.
i Only Father Tice on his last visit; to
the sick, I think,” said Lady Elizabeth.
“ Oh, mo,” cried Mary ; blushingly
spnngmrr from _the couch, she h.lstcncdr
firom the room. ‘
Wer two' companions smiled, and ]eftk
the hushand and wife to have their joyful
meeting for a few moments unobserved.

Gerald Ieaned his arms on the table, and
howed his head on them \\'1th an air of
deep despondency.

% Come, Gerald,” said TJddV Tlu.\beth
“soldiers ‘must nover despond. You ‘are
young. - “What if the struggle bc loncr‘
and prot 1(,[0(1? “vietory w111 :
last.” 0
L “\Tev ry phed Gerald;

«Tor shame on a T 1tzqcr'11d to doubt
thé valour 'of Irlsh arms! "




