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By arrangen o Longmans, Green & Ce Gough are the men that are governing | “You were saying something about | “If wh;n.‘ you say is true, and these
T India to-day by the a'd of—native | Maxwell and a murderer,” replied the | words of Christ do not apply to any age
| jealousies!"” g ’ Major, subsequent to th- \postolie, wherein
r Outram by no means liked this lauda- | “Wash [ Yesh, Well, Gor'n was | does 1‘hrm.L differ from Aurelius or

\"\ D.D tion of the .|v;n! at the expense of the | sheized and haoged, an' Max'le—the | Epictetus 2" Y )
s 4 present. He thought he had done a fair | coward—' And not receiving a satisfactory
Lishee e . share himself towards the maintenance “Go oun ! said the Major reply, he did not ‘ld“«'"“' church door
antied of British power in the 1last, | “No,"” said Outram, in ;n«g«lnh n parox- | n; ?mt.r:-ud the New u-stunu‘-nt, and
\ "It is not the ghosts of the past,” he | ysm of anger and pride, “No, I will not | Robertson's  (of Brighton) Sermons

CHAPTER XI said, “but the men of the present that | goon! Who the devil are you, you ole | every ‘\unday. !

N - hold the reins of power.” | fool— 2" It will be seen from this that the man
The Major sat in his armchair beside “The reins are dragged too tight This time the Major's finger pressed | had :A‘tvrrllflu t,.mvu! in his character,
his comfortable fire one of those dead, sometimes,” said the Major., “I saw | the gong, and a footman appeared. | the taint of inavility to compromise the

dull, leaden days in November, whilst
Maxwell was passing through his criti-
cal illness, He had given a gloomy,
sad, nuwilling consent to his daughter's
marriage with Outram, He had under
great pressure, and with great mental

pain, sbandoned his pet project of
Mabel's marriage with Maxwell, whom

he now gave up as hopelessly lost; and
in this, as indeed in most other matters,
he had to submit to the will of his capri-
cious, but very determined, child, He
had received Outram into his house as
his accepted son-in-law; but he was an
honest old fellow, and found it impos-
sible to pretend to an interest he did not
feel, or a lection which he could not
stimulate, He was tortured by two
bitter feelings, which at last neutralized
each other—an aversion to Ouatram,
which he found it hard to explain, and

henest anger against Maxwell, for
having disappointed him so sorely
Rot, 19 there was no orest nri

X ple
volved where Outram was concerned, no
rupture of class distinetion, ' o violent
snapping of old and cherished traditions,
he was the more readily brought to
tolerate him, than to forgive one who
had violated all the proprieties, broken
caste, and was the possible pioneer in a
movement that wouald revolutionize the
country, and bring disaster aud ruin on
the dominaat, ascendaat class. By de
grees, he began to regard Maxweil as a
traitor to his own ; and, being an old
military man, to whom treason was the
unforgivable sin, he had finally deter-
mined to abandon Maxwell, and to allow
Mabel’s marriage with Outram.

And yet, som=how, he could not (uite
recoacile himself to Oatram, much less
make a friead or coofidant of him.
Thera was stiong feeling of re-
pulsion which he conld not explain ; and,
being a man of facts, who hated analysis
of any kind, he did not trouble himself
very much to ascertaino where the
tive of dislike lay hidden
and that was enough.

[ don'v like the
would that's all,
ing, and all that
catech a girl's fancy. But I don't
him, that’s all abous it.’

Mabel (uoted his position at the Castle
and his C. B, The Major snorted.

“There's many a cad at a Castle ball,”

mon-

fellow, Mab,” he
He's well-look-

and, of course, will

say, '

like

he said, “and many ascoundrel a B.
No, no; 1 don't an to say anything
against Outram, I know noshing about
the fellow, except that, e flogged
natives in Serampoul; and is .lways
talking about the ‘whip and sop. I
don’t like that, even if the Irish are
d 1 sconndréls and H ) ttentots,”

This November evening the M jor was

in a particularly gloomy mood. The
dull, damp weather had brought on his
gout again. Outram was to dine ; and

he had to dine alone with his betrothed,
because the Major was on “slops” and
could not get away from his arm-chair
He was doubly impatient during the long
and tedious dioner, as he thought it

and fifty times he asked footman
hen it would be ove At last, Qutram
appeared. He was slizghtly flashed 1t
apparently cool and collected as
as the Major poshed a d
and a box efore

the

usual,
port

ranter of
t him,

f cigars |

“I don’t know if you feel this he astly
weather—this 128y, clammy, wet
blanket that haugs down over this ¢
founded country these two months. Bat

t drives me to despair, especially as it
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It was there, |

things in India the recollection of which
make me shudder.”
The Major had become meditative,

under too

“Ha! ha!” said Ouatram, whoso
had become clouded
| potations, “an old soldier

What would the Bufls say?”

“It was not the fear of death or danger
I alluded to,
that comes down on the nerves of brave
men sometimes; but, by Jove, we can't
s altogether,”
¢ for us that
founders of our Indian empire had none,”
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to hear you say so,”
the Major, mildly.
provoke a controversy now.
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Tae Major was looking at him with
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“Order Mr, Outram's carriage, and
| at once,” he said, with ill-suppressed
anger.

| “Yes, sir,” said the footman.

| There was no more conversation. But
the tinkle of the piano came from afar
off, very sweet, very tender, as it spoke
the thoughts that were uppermost in
Mabke!l Witioughby’s mind.

CHAPTER XII
CYNIC AND HUMANIST

About two or three fields back from
the sea, which could be seen glimmering
from the heights above Lisheen, and
situated on a high knoll, was a mansion,
whose broad pediment, large high win-
dows, and stately porch were indications
of that massive solidity with which
country houses were built in Ireland in
the latter years of the eighteenth cen-
tury. A terraced garden lay along the
slope fronting the sea ; and behind the
mansion a wood of hazels, oaks, and
beeches formed the base of a conical
hill that seemed to be always blue-black,
even inthe summersuns. This mansion,
restored from the general ruin and dilap-
idation th bad fallen on all such
relics of ancient wealth and splendour
in Ireland, was at this time inhabited
by one of those Englishmen who have,
of recent years, taken up their residence
in remote places in Ireland, where they
reign like little kings. What the mo-
tives or reasons are that drive so many
excellent Eoglishmen away from their
own country, and even from civilization,
to their abode in such uninvit-
ing surroundings as are to be found in
the Clare or Kerry mountains, or Conne-
mara bogs, it would be diflicult to con-
ure did we not know what a vast
i f infiuences are forever actua-
ting human minds, and driving men into
thag to the ordinary
) very undesirable, Perhaps loss
of station or of wealth ; perhaps cupidi
ty and the desire to utilize the hidden
wealth which the blind, dreaming Celt
by unseen and undesired ; per-
haps the tedium of civilization and the
hidden passion in most men to get back
to the sir icities of a natural life
amongst the causes that
about this earic
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sin of too great sincerity.

And as it is

| the oil of compromise that makes the
| wheels of life revolve with smoothness,
| it may be supposed that Hugh Hamber-

ton got many a rude shake and stumble,

| a8, he ‘plunged along the ruts, or rode
‘U\'l‘l‘ the smooth asphalt of life. It is
| one of the most shocking things in this
sad world to
minded man
sautious and prudent, and sometimes

even

more

see
compelled

hardened and
| terrible “Timon of Athens,"
terrible “Lear,”

a generous,
to

large
become
sceptical. That
that still
show how the

bitter truth had sunk into the mind of
the greatest interpreter of humanity the

world

ha

8 ever seen.

And if Hugh

Hamberton did not receive such rude
shocks as these mighty phantoms of
Shakespeare’s imagination, at least he
saw enough of human nature to wish to
have as little as possible to say to men

during the remainder of his

life. His

business relations showed him brutally
and indecorously all the seamy side of
human nature ; once he was savagely
attacked for aninnocent poem that he

had foolishly published
and he was not very lot

in a tiny volume,
£ in discovering

that the attack was made by a hungry

poet

plate and purse.

for

who had partaken largely of his

He made no allowance

hat exuberant sarcasm which must

be interpreted as the “scorn of secorn,”

of which an~ther poet speaks,
dishonoured

he

WaS

Finally,

by a wretched

ereature, a gentleman of fallen fortunes,
whom he had rescued from poverty, and

placed in a confidential position.

This

was the last straw; and Hugh Hamber-

ton determined to
his only ecompanion

fly from civilization,
he criminal's

being

daughter, who was his godchild, and
whom he had adopted as ward and heir-
ess, whilst her father was paying in en-
forced exile the penaivy of nis embezzle-

meuts.
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Koglish fashion, and no more. Then he
made a few cautious inquiries of his
workwen, afraid to touch too closely on
that most delicate topic of religion, with
the result that, some weeks later, he
sked the priest to his house. Father
Cosgrove, in his simple, humble way,
trying to be “all things to all men,”
accepted the invitation, It was winter
time, and a huge fire was burning in the
splendid library, whose high windows
let in a pale sunlight from east and
| south. It was a large room, and liter-
ally crammed with books, exquisitely
| bound, from the floor to the heavy mould-
ed cornices that ran beneath the ceil-
ing. The fireplace was framed in white
marble, richly cut into all kinds of
Cupids and Bacchuses and grapes and
roses—ancient splendour and modern
luxury side by side.

After a few commonplace remarks,
| Hamberton suddenly stood up, and stand-
ing on the hearth rug, his hands behind

bim he shot these questions at the
priest ip a quick, peremptory wman-
mer :

“I understand, sir, that you were at

one time rector or parish priest here 2" |

“Yes, yes, at one time, long ago, long

ago,” said the priest, repeating himself |

as if is were a matter of very little con-
sequence to any one,

“You were silenced ?"" said his exam-
iner.

“Well was a ]
misunderstanding, a little misunder-
standin and he waved his hand in
the air, as if to blow it away,

“Then you recommenced life in your
old age as curate, I understand ?"

“I did, I did, I did. No responsibil-
ities you know ; no responsibilities |”

“And atter a time vou, at your own
request, were sent back here as curate,
and in a subordinate position, where
you had before to suffer disgrace 2"

“'Twas my own wish, my own wish,"”
said the old priest., shuffling in his
chair. “I wanted to see the old people
before they passed away forever; I
vanted to see the boys and girls I had
married, to see their little families
grown up about them ; I wanted to see
the little children I baptized, now young

res

yes, yes ; ittle

men and women ; I wanted to see the
old mountains and the glens and to run

down
talking.

e

sometimes to hear
And so the bishop took pity

the sea

on me, and sent me back without any
care or trouble, withovt any care or
trouble’ And he waved his hand

again in the air.

I'bat’s verr
hav

rood,"” said

Hamberton ;

but you ¢ome back in a manner
ti liating to human nature 1
I believe you are on a 1 lower
stipened, and ave  all rough
work 2"

“Asto the imiliation, eplied e
old man, about it [ desery
ed, neither more nor less As to the
stipend, I have seven pou ear an
what the t people choose t ) give m
and I want for nothing absolutely n
thirg nothing. \8 to the
work, 1 purty b fa parist

riest, w every kind of excuse

for doing what I should do. 1

day he wants to see a certain pe 1
the outlying chapel, and he must

next Sunday he wauts to see the
master, and he must go ; next
hears there's a leak in the roc

must go. He's just like the eople in
the Gospel, that found an excuse in buy-
ing farms, marrying wives, et nly
that they excused themselves t
going ; and he invites excuses for going,

and s)
Hambert« looke at
long and ear estly.

aring the trounble

very attractive ir
s about the sar
self, grizzled t in his hair, and

rinkled in his cheeks ; but there was a

strange iet, se

rene | ca his pale
face and in his fearless eyes that HHam-
berton never saw before,
‘But,” said Hamberton at |
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among thieves ; there is love and kind-
ness among street-walkers, Did you
ever read De Quincey ?"

“No,"” said the old pri
| read much at all, at all !

“Well, you will read in his Confessions
one of the most wonderful examples of
| fidelity and truthfulness ever recorded,
which shows that the higher you advance
in civilization, the more hardened and
brutal men become ; till deception and
lying are the recognized virtues of good
society ; and the lower you go, the more
Godlike men become, until, as | say, the
horse and the dog are the nobility of
creation,”

The old man was silent, These were
strange and ominous sayings. Hamber-
ton was watching him closely out of
balf-shut, angry eyes.
| I think,” said the priest at last—
| “No" he said at ouce, as if checking
himself on the verge of an admission or
an avowal, * I shouldn't think at all on
these matters, They are beyond me !"

“ But they are your experience, too?"
queried Hamberton.

*Oh, not at all : not at all !” said the
priest. “ I find everybody good and
| kind and generous. Look at yourself,
pow! You never saw me before. Yet
you introduced me into this magnificent
house, and speak to me as an equal.”

Hamberton would have smiled at this
naivete. He had never met anything
like it before. DBul e was too mueh in
earnest ; aond too puzzled about this
plrenomenon.

There was an awkward silence. Then
the priest, as if a sudden idea had
dawned on him, said with an air of
triumph ;

“ 1 have it, It is because you were
great and wealthy and gifted that men
envied you and coveted what you have.
If you had nothing, men would love you
Look at me! 1 have brains, no
position, no talents., I am down below
most people. And they look down on
me and love me. I have no money, no
lands—only a few books and these old
clothes; and, therefore, they
thing to covet.
human heart
complain because
have a little share.”

“ But my horse and r
 shara lied H

are content to toil for me, to defend me

“I haven't

no

y have no-
If you have all that the
can desire, you not
vould to

180

men ike

y dog don't w

to love me for myself--for what I am,
not for what I have.”
" True, true,” said the old priest.

verything is good;
good th God

repe

everytbing is

18 made !
wed Hamberton.

t the good

Except men !

old man shook his head, and rose
v o depart,
* You will come again said Ham-
berton.

The priest was silent. He did t
know what t ke of this strange man,
¢ 1'll find perhaps, s t
different from w expec said
Hamberton, * ( me for your people's
Iv ¢ said the priest, ab«

to leav
Ve ) said Hamberton, I
and on the bell-rope. * You must see
my ward,"”
‘Tell M Claire to step here for a
moment," sald, when the footman

appeared.

Claire Moulton was
than a child.
fifteen years old
nink
somewhat older,

then hardly more
was a little more than
but being of aldark
ir and eyes, she looked

And she

She

wcquired all

the manners of & young mistress of the
household quiet, self-possessed, and
sometimes imperious. Her great beausy
was set off, or as some thought, lessened
by a quick gleam in her great browr
eyes, that might be pride, or t per, or
genius, Wit this sudden gleam her
great eyes shone when she appeared tc

h

answer

I

guardian’s

summons, She

had never spoken to a priest before, and

had been alned by her English nurse
t all anner
and « ice
Cathol N

AppI 1 the d mar e gle d

| wa introduce ( t

Fig v she owed, 1 |

est I nis simple Tic Ay

k and.  She seemed for

I surprised ; but ir antl and

with great gravity, she raised the

priest’s hand to | ¢ Hamberton
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he draw
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1 1 he
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e str man, | ea lened
and annealed fr the hard blows of the
world. burst int silent oe 2 : but
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THE GRIP OF THE 14

A STORY OF THE EASTERT!

John Underwood-—late Captain
Underwood, U, 8. A. rose rathe
heavily ; his wouud troubled hip,
damp days, Soon hedropped ont of
Georgetown car at Dupont (ip
simply because of the sudden vision ¢}
bad come across his mental sight of
Mrs. Dashwood’s bright wood fire a,
hot cup of tea. He had left hiy jqy
office earlier than usual; he
ovopressed by the raw, cold Marc)
unreasonable, everybody said
ington, and by a problem,

Alice Dashwood was his sister- i}
widow of that gallant General Das}
wood, who had met his death through
the Chinese troubile. Her three o il
dren were still at school ; she lived
alone ; but everybody knew that, at ¢
hour of five, there was no pleasante
house in Washington, She appeare
seldom in society, yet nearly every hod
went to her. She was barely for
years of age—tall, graceful, hands
in her way—which was rather vagy,
her bright eyes and the contour of he
face were like her brother's, Ther
was & gentleness about them |
which moderated in certain arrogar
in him and just & touch of
dence in ber.

“ Well, I must go,” he said, having
finished his second sup of tea. " A m L
that has no home hates to leave a place
like this, I say, Alice, you know wha
comfort is—I believe you value comfor

W
(Bt

in Was}

overinde

pe

more than anything else in t

8 world,

),"" she said slowly, * Peace
Underwood looked down for a moment
must go. It's too bad tha
[ have to drop into law,
father's practice. I was 1
army with this leg of mine but one }
leisure on a pension,—1 wonder wher
that deuced Spaniard is that shot
just where all the sciatica in the wor
seemws to gather on a dark day.”

You are improving iu alth

“Oh, yes! My trip to E rupe,
blushed somewhat, *“ will set me a
right, Doctor Laro says.” There w
a pause. “I must go. The Tristrair
din to-night be diuner is
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