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CEAPTER XLV—Continued.

That breakfast at Kilgobbin had some
heavy bearts around the board. There
was not, with the exception of Walpole,
- one there who had not, In the doubts that
besget his future, grave cause for anxiety ;
and yet to look at, still more to listen to
them, you would have said that Walpole

alone bad any load of care upon his

heart, and that the others were s light-
hearted, happy set of people, with whom
the world went alwayswell. No cloud!—
not even & shadow to darken the road
before them. Of this levity—for I sup-
pose [ must give it a hard name—the
gsource of much that is best and worst
among us, our English rulers take no
account, and are often as ready to charge
us with a conviction, which was no more
than a caprice, as they are to mail us
down to some determination, which was
simply a drollery ; and until some in-
telligent traveller does for us what I
lately perceived a clever tourist did for
the Japanese, in explaining their modes
of thought, impulses, and passions to
the English, I despair of our being bet-
ter known in Downing street than we
now are. L.

Captain Curtis—for it is xight to give
him his rank—was fearfully nervous
and uneasy, and though he tried to eat
his breakfast with an air of unconcern
and carelessness, he broke jhis egg with
a tremulous hend, and listened with
painful eagerness every time Walpole
8y ke,

“T wish somebody would send us the
Standard, when it is known that the
Yord lientenant’s secretary has turned
Fenian,” said Kilgobbin. “ Won’t there
be & gra.nd Tory outcry over the unprin-
cipled Whigs ?"

*“ The papers need know notLing what-
ever of the incident,” interposed Curtis,
anxiously, “if old Flood is not busy
enough to inform them.”

“ Who is old Flood 7 asked Walpole,

% A Tory J.P., who has copied out a
considerable share of your correspon-
dence,” said Kilgobbin,

“ And four letters in a lady’s hand,”
added Dick, “that heimagines to be a
treasonable correspondence by symbol.”

“I hope Mr. Walpole,” said Kate,
““ will rather accept felony to the law
than falsehood to the lady.”

“You don’t mean to say— " began
Walpole, angrily ; then, correcting his
irritable manner he added: “Am I to
suppose my letters have been read ?”

“Well, roughly looked through,” said
Curtis. “Just a glance here and there
to catch what they meant.”

“Which I must say was quite un-
‘necessary,” said Walpole haughtily.

“Jt was a sort of journal of yours,”
blundered out Curtis, who had a most
unhappy knack of committing him-
gelf. ‘that they opened first, and
they saw an entry with Kilgobbin
Czatle at the top of it, and the date last
July.”

“There was nothing political in that,
sure,” said Walpode.

“No, not exactly, but a trifle re-
belliouns.all the same; the words ¢ We
this evening learned a Fenian song,
“The time to begin,” and rather sus.
pect it is time leave off; the Greek
better-looking than ever, and more dan-
gerous.’”

Curtis’s last words were drowned in
the laugh that nowshook the table; in-
deed, except Walpole and Nina herself,
they actually roared with laughter which
burst out afresh, as Curtis, in his inno-
‘cence, sgid: “We couldn’t make out
- about the Greek, but we hoped we'd find
out later on.”

“ And I fervently trust you did,” said
Kilgobbin.

“I'm afraid not ; there was something
about somebndy called Joe, that the
.Greek wouldn’t have him, or disliked
him, or spubbed him—indeed I forget
the words.”. .

“You are guite right sir, to distrust
your memory,” said Walpole; “it has
betrayed you most egregiously already.”

% On the contrary,” burst in Kilgobbin,
“I am delighted with this proof of the
captain’s acuteness; tell us something
more, Curtis.” ' '

“There was then ‘From the upper
- castleyard, Maud,’ whoever Maude  is,
. ‘'says, “ Deny it all, and say you never
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] not quite so whole'as it ought to- be.””

LORD KILGOBBIN.

weré thiere,” not so-essy as she thinks;
with & broken right..axm, and a heart

“There, sir—with the permission of
my friends here—I .will ask you. to
conclude your reminiscenecs.-of my pri-
vate papers, which can have no possible
interest for any one but myself.” .

“Quite wrong- in that,” cried Kil-
gobbin, wiping his eyes, which had run
over with laughter. “There’s nothing
I'd like’ s0 much as to hear more of
them.” .

“What was that about his heart ?”
whispered Curtis . to Kate; “was he
wounded in the side also !”

“I believe 80,” said she, dryly; “but
I believe he has got quite over it by
this time.”

“ Will you say & word or two about
me, Miss Kearney ?’ whispered he again;
“I'm not sure I improved my case
by talking so freely ; but as I saw you all.
s0 outspoken, I thought Y'd fall into
your ways.”

“Ogptain Curtis is much concerned
for any fault he may have committed
in this unhappy business,” said Kate;
“and he trusts that the agitation and
excitement of the Donogan case will
excuse him.” .

“ That’s your policy now,” interrupted
Kilgobbin. “ Catch the Fenian fellow,
and nobody will remember the other in-
oident.”

“ We mean fo give out that we know
he has got clear away to Americs,” said
Curtis, with an air of intense cunning.
“ And to lull his suspicions we have
notices to print to say that no further
rewards are to be given for his appre-
hension, 8o that he'll get a false confi-
dence, and move about as before.”

“ With such acuteness a3 yours on his
trail, his arrest is certain,” said Walpole,

avely,

“ Well, I hope 8o, t00,” said Curtis,
in good faith for the compliment.
“Didn’t I take up nine men for the
search of arms here, though there were
only five? One of them turned evi-
dence,” added he gravely; “he was the
fellow that swore Miss Kearney stood
between you and the fire after they
wounded you.”

“You are determined to make Mr.
Walpole your friend,” whispered Nina in
his ear; don’t you see, sir, that you are
ruining yourself ?*

“I have been puzzled to explain how
it was that crime went unpunisbed in
Ireland,” said Walpole, sententiously.

““ And you know now?” asked Curtis,

“Yes;in & great measure you have
supplied me with the information.”

“1 believe it’s all right now,” mut-
tered the captain to Kate. “If the
swell owns that T have put him up
to a thing or two, he’ll not throw me
over.”

“Would you give me three minutes
of your time?’ whispersd Gorman
0O'Shes to Lord Kilgobbin, as thry arose
from table.

“Half an hour, my boy, or more
if you want it. Come along with me
now into my study, and we'll be safe
from all interruption.”

CHAPTER XLVI.
BAGE ADVICE,

“So then you are in a hobble with
your aunt,” said Mr. Kearney, as he be-
lieved he had summed up the meaning
of a very blundering explanation by
‘Gorman O'Shea; “ isn't that it 7

“Yen sir ; I suppose it comes to that.”

“ The oldstory; I've no doubt, it we
only knew it—=as old &8 the patriarchs;
the young ones go into debt, and think
it very hard that the elders dislike the
paying it.”

“No, no; I have no debts—at least
none to speak of.”

“It’s a woman then Have you gone
and married some good-looking girl,
with no fortune and less family?  Who-
isshe?” ;

* Not even-that, sir,” said he, half im-

atient at se. ing how little attention had

een bestowed on his narrative,

%3798 bad enough, no doubt,” con-
tinued the old man, still in pursuit of his
own reflections ; not but there's scores of
things worse; for if & man is a good
fellow at heart, he’ll treat the woran all
the better for what she has cost him,
That is one of the good sides of selfish-
ness ; and when you have lived as-long
a8 me Gormon, yowll find out how
often there’s something good to be
squeezed out of a bad quality, just as
though it were & bit of our nature that
was depraved, but not gone to the devil
entirely.”

* There i8 no woman in the case here,.

sir,” said - O’Shea;- biun
speculations only: irritated him.: . - "}
ied the | . Youl
that your aunt gave yon no other reason

have got & hold of you?”"

"~ “Ho, ho! .Ihave it then,”.

old man., “You’ve been burning your:

fingers with rebellion. . It’s the Fenians

=« Nothing of the'kind, sir. ~ If you'll

just read these two letters. The one is

mine, written on she morning I came

here; here is my aunt’s. . The firat is
not word for word ‘as I sent it, but.

as well as I _
events, it will show how little I had pro-

can romember. At all

voked the answer. There, that’s the

document that came salong with my

trunks, and I have never henrd from her

since.”

“¢DEgAR NEPHEW ' "—read out the old

man, after patiently adjusting his spec-

tacles—* * O'Shea’s Barn is not an inn/
And more’s the pity,” added he; “for it
would be a model house of entertain-
ment. You'd say any one could have a
sirloin of beef or a ssddle of mutton;
but where Miss Beity gets hers is quite
beyond me. “ Nor are the horses at
public livery,’ ” read he out. “I thiokl
may say, if they were, that Kattoo won't
be hired out again to the young man
that took her over the fences. ‘As you
seem fond of warnings,’”’ continued he,
aloud—" Ho, ho! that’s at you for com-
ing over here to tell me about the search-
wacrant ; and she tells yon to mind your
own business; and droll enough it is.
We always fancy we're saying an im-
pertinence to & man when we tell him
to attend to what concerns him most.
It shows, at least, that we think med-
dling & luxury. And then she adds:
*Kilgobbin is welcome to you,” and I
can only say you are welcome to Kil-
gobbin—ay, and in her own words—
*with such regularity aud order as the
the meals succeed.”—* All the luggage
belonging to you,’ etc,,and ‘I am very
respectfully, your aunt’ By my con-
socience, there was no need to sign it!
That was old Miss Betty all the world
over!” and he laughed till his eyes ran
over, though the rueful face of young
O'Shea was staring at him all the time.
“ Don’t look s0 gloomy, O'Shea,” cried
Kearney ; “ I have not so good a cook,
nor, I’'m sorry to say, so good a cellar, as
at the Barn ; but there are young faces,
and young voices, and young laughter,
and a light step on the stairs; and if I
know sanything, or rather, if I remem-
ber anything, these will warm a heart at
your age better than '44 claret or the
crustiest port that ever stained a de-
canter.”

“I am turned out, sir—sent adrift on
the world,” said the young man des-
pondently,

“ And it is not sobad a thing after
all, take my word for it, boy. It’sagreat
advantage now and then to begin life
as o vagabond, It takes a deal of snob-
bery ous of & fellow to lie under a hay-
stack, and there’s no better cure for pre-
tension than & dinner of cold potatoes,
Not that I 2ay you need the treatment—
far from it—but our distinguished friend
Mxr. Walpole wouldn’t be & bit the worse
of such an alternative.”

“ If I am left without a shilling in the
world ?”

“Youmust try what you can do on
gixpenco—the whole thing is how you
begin. I used not to be able to eat my
dinner when I did not see the fellow in
& white tie standing before the side-
board, and the two flunkies in plush and
silk stockings at either side of the table;
and when I perceived that the decanters
had taken their departure, and that it
was beer I was given to drink, I felt as if
I bad dined, and wag ready to go out and
have a smoke in the open air; but a
little time, even without any patiencs,
but just time, does it all.”

“ Time won't teach & man to live upon
nothing.”

“It would be very hard for him if
it did. Let him begin by having few
wante, and work hard to supply means

Why, sir, if I labored

for them.”

“ Work haxd!

from daylight to dark, I'd not earn the

wages of the humblest peasant, and I'd

not know how to live on it.”

“Well, I bave given you all the

philosophy in my budget, and to tell
you the truth, Gorman, except so far
88 coming down in the world in spite of
myself, I know mighty little about the
fine precepts I have been giving you ; but |
this I know, you bave a xoof over your
head here, and your’re heartily ‘welcome.
to it; and who knows but your aunt |
may come to terms all the sooner :be-
cause she sees you here.” - e

“You are very generous to me, and

I feel it deeply,” said .the young man;
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bluntly, for -these]|
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You have told me: already, Gorman,
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againat coming here than that I had not
been to call on you ; and I believe you—
believe you thoroughly. But tellme now,
with the same franknees, was there
nothing passing in your own mind? had
you no suspicions or misgivings, or some-
thing of the same kind, tgs keep youn
away? Be candid with me now, and

speak it out freely.”

“None on my honor. I was sorely
grieved to be told I must not come, and
thought very often of rebelling ; so that,
indeed, when I did rebel I was in a
measure prepared for penalty, though
searcely 80 heavy as this.”

_“Don't take it to heart. It will come
right yet. Everything comes right if
we give it time; and there’s plenty of
time to the fellow who is not five-and-
twenty. It's only the old dogs, like my-
self, who are always doing their matc
against time are in a hobble. To feel
that every minnte of the clock is some-
thing very like three weeks of the al-
manag flurries & man when he wants to
be cool and collected. Put your hat on
a peg, and make your home here. If
you want to be of use, Kitty will show
you scores of things to do about the
the garden; and we never object to see
& brace of snipe at the end of dinner,
though there’s nobody cares to shoot
them ; and bog trout, for all their dark
color, are excellent eating, and I koow
you can throw a line. AllIsay is, do
something, and something that takes
{ou into the open air. Don’t get to
ying about in easy-chaira and reading
novels; don’t get to singing duets and
philandering about with the girls.
May I never, if I'd not rather find a
brandy-flask in your pocket than Tenny-
son’s poems !”

CHAFPTER XLVIIL,
REPROOF.

“Bay it out}irankly {Kate,” cried Nina,
as with flashing eyes and heightened
color she paced the drawing-room from
end to end with that bold, sweeping
stride whioch in moments of paasion be-
trayed her. *“8Say it out. I know per-
fectly what you are hinting at.”

“1 never hint,” said the other gravely ;
‘“least of all with those I love.”

“Bo muchlfthle better!.) I'h detest an
equivoque. am to be shot, let me
look the fire in the face.” .

“There is no question of shooting at
all. I think you are very angry for
nothing.”

“ Angry for nothing! Do you call
that studied coldness you have observed
toward me aliday yesterday nothing! In
your ceremonious manner—exquigitely
polite, I will not deny—is that nothing?
Is your chilling salute when we met—
I half believed you courtesied—nothing ?
That you shun me, that you take pains
not to keep my company, never to be
with me alone, is past denial.”

“And I do not deny it,” said Kate,
with a voice of calm and quite meaning,

“At last then, I have the avowal.
You own that you love me no longer.”

“ No;Iown nothing of the kind; I
love you very dearly; but I see that our
ideas of life are so totally unlike, that,
unless one should bend and conform to
the other, we cannot blend our thoughts
inthat harmony which perfect confidence
requires, You are 80 much above me in
many things, 50 much more cultivated
and gifted—I was going to say civilized,
and I believe I might—-"

Y Ta—ta—ta,” cried Nina, impa-
tiently. “These flatteries are very
ill-timed.”

“ 8o they would be if they were flat-
texies; but if you had patience to hear
me out, you’d have learned that I
meant & higher flattery for myself.”

(To BE CONTINUED.)
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The governor of Arizona ‘Lerritory has
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