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of wood and lawn ; much of the timber was evidently the
remains of the primeval forest. Magnificent avenues shaded
by old knarled oaks, led across it in various directions, and
underneath reposed immense herds of deer. At a distance
might be seen the old mansion-house, grey with time, but havinz
its steep gables, and curiously twisted chimneys, wreathed with
luxuriant ivy. It was a bright, frosty winter evening, and the
half dozen saniels which follo wed Daly, now chaced the hares
which each ornent started from their forms-now flushed the
skirring covevs, long unused to such intrusion. The park, at
least, had been well kept, and the Earl's game-keepers had
done their dutv.

"By Jove," cried Dawkins, "1 it puzzles me much how the
owner of such a place as this can condescend to hang about
our farce of an Irish Court; if I were he, my visits to town
would be few and far hetween. What a prince this Lord AI-
tham might be here."

"Most likely he would be about as happy as the late Lord,"
replied Bushe. " Ie is not a man to enjoy the country; but
yot ng Mountnorris will be of a different stamp-I can fancy
him one of these days a regular patriarch ; but here we are-
the old house seems shut up-I wonder whether we shall get
in ?"

Loudly and repeatedly thev rapped, and rung peals of the
sonorous hall bell, which resounded from basement to garret,
through the empty old house, but had nigh given up the effort
in despair, when an clderly lady was seen coming through a
door in an old moss-clad wall, whîch probably enclnsed the
garden. The voung men ceased their clamorous demands for
entrance. as she s*owly approached. She did not perceive
them until within a few paces, when she stopped and gazed
on the unwonted preseice of strangers, with ur'Ciganed aston-
ishment. lier voice was harsh and imperious assl e asked-

- How got you into the park, sirs ?"
" Why faith, madam, very much against the wish of the good

woman at the gate, by vhich we entered ; fortunately ve
found it on the latch-a young girl hav-ing just passed out, and
once we were in. the portress vainly tried to persuade us to
return," answered Bushe. 4 The truth is, Madam," he conti-
nued, " my friend, Mr. Dawkins, and 1, knew a poor woman
named Mary Weedon, who now re.sides here. in Dublin, and
having something of importance to tell her, have taken the
liberty almost to force an entry into the domain. May I ask,
madam, where we are likely to find her ?"

-Unless vur business is of very great importance to otbers.
sir, you must not intrude on her now. With earth and its
concerns she bas we!l nigh done;' answered the lady in a
softened tone.


