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the gate at Castle Chute. The door
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distant to be recognized, but Kyrle
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“Foolish! It is the best story I
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Recollect  yoursel

d

its face with a smile, which he was

in the usual acceptance of the term;

and fire at the button. He will never

Owen Mo

so, if I should come to borrow mo-

ney of you

neighborhood, who could not afford

me a bed, so I went to hammock to “Oh! yes. I thought he was g
Normile’s inn. In the morning, I|friend of yours. Mr. Hardress Cre-
Stepped out to the stable to sce how gan.

my horse h

night, when I felt a tap

shoulders-ju

it at all electrical?— (he
Kyrle's shoulder)—I do, always.

turned and
coat, with

hand. I was compelled to accept his

TP

Connolly. ‘I believe ’tis .no secret Miss Chute's wedding.”
to you, Daly, or any other acquaint- “Miss Chute?” Kyrle repeated
ances of mine, that I owe more mo- faintly. %
ney to different friends than I am
‘“Yes. Everything I understand has

always willing to pay—

Owing more than he could pay;’

in your pocket, I advise you. But |question.
is so happened, that we spent the ‘“And—a—of course you heard who
other evening at a friend’s in the|is to be the bridegroom?’’ he said

been arranged for the ceremony, and
Cregan tells me it is to take place
next month; She would be a magni-
ficent' wife for any man!’’

ore ran away,

It was some moments before Kyrle

, you had better keep it |could recover breath to ask another

with much hesitation.

ad been made up in the
on the
st like that—do you feel
touched
I
saw a fellow in a brown
a piece of paper in his

“Cregan!’ exclaimed Kyrle aloud
and starting as if he had received a
galvanic shock; “it is impossible!’’
“8ir!”" said Creagh sternly.

““I think,” said Kyrle, governing
himself by a violent exertion, ‘‘yvou
must have been misinformed. Hard-
ress Cregan, is, as you say, my

tad

s0. I that he

would step

taking a little breakfast.
doing so, and while he was sit-

at the
Pat

(%

— e . 40y one of those rational
ations, on which his
. o, had been err 1
"1 be had discovered that
a8, in reality, unw
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. with his mistress's comy
to thank me for a present.of |

friend, and he cannot be the man.’’
“I seldom, sir,”” said Creagh, with
a haughty curl on his lip, ‘“‘converse
with any person who is capable of
making false assertions; and, in the
p , I should think the
gentleman’s father no indifferent au-
thority.”

. Again Kyrle Daly paused for some
* | minutes in an emotion of deep ' ap-
prel on. *‘Has Mr. Cregan, then,
told you.” he said, “‘that his son
was to be the bridegroom)”’ ;
“1 ’hIVB said h”-,')"" 4

into t.ber.inn. while I was
While I

other side of the fire, in
Falvey, Mrs. Chute's

11 "

4 e
t

I had sent her. T wink-

‘“Iell me, Mr. Creagh,’”’ said Kyrle,

murderous directions to the end
‘“‘are not you a friend of Mr. Cre-
gan?”’

“Yes. Very old friends.”’

“Do you not dine at his table,
and sleep under his roof from day

to day?':

‘““Pray, what is the object of these
curious questions?’’

“It is this,” satd Kyrle, fixing his
eyes upon the man; ‘I find it impos-
sible to express the disgust I feel at
hearing you, the professed and boun-
den iriend of that family, thus prac-
tise upon the life one of its chief
members—the son of your benefactor.
Away, sir, with your bloody science
to those who will become your pu-
pils! 1 hope-the time will come in
Ireland when you and your mean,

and murderous class shall be despis-
cd and trampled on as you de-
serve.”’

“How am I take this, Mr. Daly?””
““As you will!”’ exclaimed Kjyrle,
driven wholly beyond the bounds  of
self-possession, and tossing a de-
sperate . hand towards the duellist.
“I have done with you.”

“Not -yet,  please the fates,”
Creagh said, in his usual restrained
tone, while Kyrle Daly galloped &~
way in the direction of his father's
4 orrow  morning, per-

in a grave tone, after he heard these

’e ‘ID )

father’'s voice, made him rush to the

in vain endeavoring to suppress. The

s sitting up in her bed, sir, as well as

I'd wish to see her, an’ I just step-
ped to the fire to warm a little

scene. It was that of little Sally,
hitherto the pet and plaything of
the family, who stood in a distant

1

Kyrle Daly felt no inclination
dispute the point with her. A heavy,
dizzy sensation was in his brain,
which made his actions and his mans
ners resemble those of a person who
walks in his sleep. He knelt down
to pray, but a feeling like lethargy
disqualified him for any exercise bf

look at your sister!’”’ exclaimed a
dozen voices, while the group at the
same moment opened, and admitted
him into the centre.

patting it on the cheek. “Is it not
putting it on the cheek., “Is it not
better to take it in out of the cold,

sir?"’ y
“I think So Kyrle! Where's the |devotion. He rose again, and walk-
ursedt i " | ed listlessly into the hall. ;
‘Thu. door of Mrs. Daly’s sleeping: Almost at the same moment, Mr.

Daly appeared at the parlor door,
followed by his aged sister, who was
still in tears. The old man glanced
at his children, and waved his hands
before him. ‘‘Take them from my
sight,”” he said, in a low voice; ‘‘let
the orphans be removed; go now, my
children, we never shall be happy,
here again.’’

(To be continued.)

chamber opened, and a woman ap-
peared on the threshold, looking ra-
ther anxious. She ran hastily
through the hall, got a bowl of wat-
er in the kitchen, and hurried back
again to the bed-room.

“Why doesn’t she come?’ said Mr.
Daly. ‘““The little thing cries so, I
am afraid it is pinched by the air.”
““I suppose she is busy . with my
aunt O’Connell and her patient
yet,”” said Kyrle.

A hurried tramping of feet was
now heard in the bed-room, and the
sound of rapid voices in anxiety and
confusion. A dead silence sunk up-
on the hall. Mr. Daly and his son
exchanged a glance of thrilling im-
port. A low moan was the next
sound that proceeded from the room.
The husband placed the child in the
arms of the old woman ana nurried
to the chamber door. He was met
at the threshold by his sister, Mrs,
0’'C 11 (a grave-looki lady in
black), who placed her hands against
his' breast, and said, with great
\agitation of manner:— R NR
““Charlos, you must not come in

_ ““Why so, Mary? How is she?’" -
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