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iu crimson and golden liglit. She 'vas busiiy
employed mending nets for lier brother,
the young fishierrman, for whose return
she now watched impatiently, throwing lier
eyes frequently along the road leading to
Carraglimore, whither hie had gone in tlie
morning to seli fish.

"What can be keeping Derrnot so long,
grandmother?" she asked, tddressing ai1l'
old woman who sat knitting inside the cabin
door.

"It's more nor 1 eau tell, Rose ; but no
doubt he'll soon be hiere."

However, sunset faded from the moun-
tain -peaks and tivilight shadows were
gathering ini the giens and vaies before Rose
Kavanagh descried lier brother's stalwvart
figure coining alorig the road. just at this
moment a columui of red light shot up into
the darkening sky.

IHoiy Biddy ! what blaze is that?" ex-
claimied the old woman, as she carie eageriy
forward to wvatcli the briglit glare.

"Faitli, 1 dunno ! but it's likely Dermiot
will be able to tell us," %vas lier grand-
daughter's reply.

A fev minutes clapsed and then Dermot
came rapidly Uip the boreen or by-path Iead-
ing to the cabin froin the public road.

"IDo you see the lire beyant there ?" hie
asked with angry excitenient.

"Sure we're not biind," responded Rose,
curtly.

" Where is it, ahagur? - inquired the old
woman.

IlWhere would it be, but in Glenniore,"
was the vehement reply. "It's the cabins
in the vale set on lire by thle peelers, afther
the misfortunate crathurs w'as forced to
squit," Dermot addcd, a gleamn of fierce in-
dignation in lis dark blue eyc.

IlAnd that's what kept you so long, I
suppose?"

What else ? and the heart-brea7King
siglit it was to sec the dacent people dhruv
from their owni door! and that villyn of
an agent stanedin' by wid a face as stony as

his owvn heart. And> it's ail to betther
hiniself lie done it," Dermot coutiuued pas-
sionately; "lto make himsclf rich at the
expinse of others. Sure it isn't for the
benefit of the landiord ie's doing iL at ai."

" How w~ill M\,isthcr Crofton be the betther
for it? " inquired Rose.

"Bekase lie is going to build miuls and
ni ake a facthory in the place ; but let hini
take care, he'1l flnd bis match aniong thim lie
grinds so liard !"and an angr -igt flashied

"hey have t'su d ingeface ai h?
olv h aer DcrroU subunface acnhm?

said thc old woman, interrogatively.
"'Aye, have tliey hc'll get what lie

docsn't bargain for afore lis death !" and
Dermot lauglied unpleasantly. The ring of
tlîat laugli grated on tlie ear of lis grand-
niother.

IlI hope you'I1 have no part in their
revinge, Dermot," shc said witli grave re-
buke. I'm afear'd you mix yourself up
too often witli such things.

IlAch, grauny 1w'hat makes ye think
that?> lie answered evasively. IlWhat
have 1 to dv in this business at al? only
that it rouses thc sperit of a man to see lis
friends tlirated so."

"1Why did they wait tli night to set the
cabins on lire ? -%as it to make a brighter
bonfire," asked Rose, with a sarcastic
smiie.

"lThe agint and bis bailiff couldn't get
the crathurs to lave thc cabins ail day, tili
at Iast the peelers coine, and tIen they had
to march quick enough, I tell ye ! Bad luck
to tIc whole set of themi2 Dermot added
stamping his foot in fury.

"Why, where's; tIc harm it donc you that
you take on so ?"' asked Rose in surprise.
"Oh! now I undherstand,> she addcd,

aCter a nîoment's thougît, I"Celia Carroll's
father is one of the men turned out of thcir
little hnomes in Glenmore-poor Celial and
the mother so sickly herseif! and the
childher just out of the fave-r! Wliere will
tIc>' get a roof to sheither tîem ? Why
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