THE HARE!

we have to ‘eqicct but trouble till they murdher
s oulright—or’ w(. mmdhcl them,” hc uddcd
fiercely. '

The wife slmddcrul for she Lx)e\\ thcy wcxe
1o meumn[,lc‘;s words.

«Don't tulk o' murdher,"-ghe cricd, crossing
herself piously, ¢ Amlhmg bnt tllut But
what's the matther now #*

#Muvrone ; need you nxe? That tundherin’
villin, Murphy, is at the bottom av it as usual
—he towlt me yesterday he’d see the grags
growin! in the little cabin sfore we wor six
monthy' owlder, an’ he wmanes it, tho black
hearted thraither. I know he manesit1™

is wife raised her eyes to Heaven in silent
submission.,

#God help ust they're the Ditther times for
the owld stock, But shure what's the use o
lyin’ down to dic, av 'twas only to spite 'em?
Tade, be yerself agin,; man alive="tis' new wid
you to ' be afraid o' mane turncoats an lick-
plates!  Let 'em do their worst, there's & good
God above thub won't loxnmt usin l[ls own good
timet

U Mo chree lannuy ! you'rea brave little wifet”
cried Ryan, folding her in his strong embrace
with & vehemence that recalled his first love-
clasp at'the dance on the Common long ngo;
all despair sh uck dead bcforc such mdomltnble
hope.’ "

“Thiere now, nsthorc, ate a bit o’ bruck]nsht
—for my sake. 3

# For your sake, I will,” but as lie spoke he
started at the sounds  of horse's loofs coming
down the rond outside.: ¢ It’s no use, Kitty—
here’s Sir Albin “Artslnde, an’ 'tls uisy to know
what brmgs him.!"

It was indeed- the baronet who rod(, up to the
cabin, bestriding-his horse with the air of one
to \\hom equestrian dignity ‘was an-awkward
necessity, but with that cold hard look in his

face that disdained all show of pity-, and spoke’

only of: hatred'and of- the insclence of power.
By his side, like & “pale :shadow: of the great
man’s greatness, sinking self totally in hisgieat-
er self;on a'steed that wasa shadow of the great
-man’s steed, Mr. Duncan.MLaren rode—a sénsi- |
ble Scotchman who, without being specinlly bad
himself;ithought the least that was his due; by
commandment human or divine, was to leave his
master bo'agbad as he chose; © He was a prac-

ticul man‘and:made. real’ improvements : if he:

hadibeen ‘free to ifollow his own*notions-he
- would have moulded native industry into ‘his

improvements;: and :/perhaps: fused - effectually’
“But .

Snxon steadiness:with:Celtic impulse, .-

man of Mr. MLaren’s’ intelligence  wss not -
‘long in discovering that the darling object of
| his master (and probably the ténure of his office)’

admitted no truce with the natives, but degra-
| dation where it might be galling enough, and,
where that failed, extivpation without parley.

And so the worthy steward, under protest to -

his conscience, worked his master's will, shrewd-
ly conclurlmg tlmt il his seruples carried him
too fur, there were many Mr, Duncan M'Larens
north of the Tweed, orsouth of iy for the matter
of that, would cheerfully do bad things in a
much worse spirit than himself. I morulists
don't think the theory perfect, let them put the
peceadillo on the one side and the. stewardship
on the other, and’ uniess they be lunatics (as
many lunatics moralists there: be) they must
admit Me, 3 Laren was & wise man, lf he w s
not alsoa good one.

Mr, Jer, Murphy, the Dailiff, mndt, a trio of
visitors to "'nde Ryan’s poor hovel ; slinking at
n respectable distance behind his superlative
and compurative betters ; with befitting sleek-
Hess and awe'in his-daneanour, and swaddled
in.fur cap, mufiernnd shroud, like frieze-coat
enough to equip the heavy villain of nny tragic
monstrosity: on- record: nor indeed was the
‘character quite foreign to his own, whose func-
tion was to do all’ wickedness which required
vileness in the exccution ; Irishmen being in all
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time best wasted by Irishmen, and his degrada-

tion being of a depth that made his Irishism
tolorable even to-Sir:Albin,

Poor Ryan saw them halt opposite the cnbm, .
and tottered fo the:door to meet them in a-

mood ‘of ‘half-stupefied -despair, for -he knew
their mission well. He had been the -buts’ of
thenew-people’s wrath for many a day, 5o the

penalty of his stubborn attachment to the old -

people and the-old notions, and his part in the
afiray which ended the festivities of 8ir Albin
Artslade’s welcome-home had ‘marked him, he

kuew, a8 & vietim they: must needs be rid of, ..

He struggled:to muster & smile with which to

meet # his- honm," hut he onl) mustered a

frown, = - " .
- Who will‘not (.lmg to t.he straw upon s sea of

troubles ?2—with- wife, and: cluldxcn, and home

ready'to be ‘swallow ed up? - He ‘essayed—God

knows with what a pangl—to doff his hat.to
‘the. insolent: stmngex

and the- did l——doﬁed it
cringingly-1w. -
The- buronet never notxccd the, sulutahon

never changed his cold stare ; God-like, unheed--

ing " adoration more :than Godly: but . turning,

40 his obsequious steward; whose adoration: was .




