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CHAPTER XXXV-Continued.
"8a not that our village yonder, where

I see the amoke ?"
" Yes; and thereon the stile site your

little groom awaiting you. I shall.get
down here!'

" Sts> wbere you are, air. It la by
your blurder, not by your preence, that
you might compromise me." And this
time ber voice caught a sharp severity
that suppressed reply.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
TEE EXCURSION.

The little village of Cruhan-bawn, into
which they now drove, was, in every de-
tail of wretchedness, dirt, min, and de-
solation, intensely Irish. A amail branci
of the well-known bog-stream, the
" Brusna," divided one part of the vil.
lage from the other ; and between these
two settlements so separated there raged
a most rancorous hatred and jealousy,
and Crnhan-beg,as the amaller collection
of hovels was called, detested Crnhan-
bawd with an intensity of dislike that
might bave sufficed for a national anti-
pathy, where race, language, and tradi-
tions bad contributed their aida to the
animosity.

There was, however, one real and
valid reason for this imveteratejealousy.
The inhabitants of Cruhan-beg-who
lived, as they said themaselves, "beyond
the river," strenuously refused to pay
any rent for their hovela ; while "the
cia-Brusnaites," as they may be termed,
demeaned themselves to the condition
of tenants in so far as to acknowledge
the obligation of rent, though the oldest
inhabitant vowed he had never seen a
receipt in his life, nor had the very leuat
conception of a gale-day.

If, therefore, actually, there was not
much to separate them on the score of
principle,lb ey were widely apart lu
theory, and the sturdy denzens of the
amaller village looked down u pon the
otbers as the ignoble slaves of a Saxon
tyranny. The village ln its entirety-
for the division was a purely local and
arbitrary one-belonged to MissBetty
O'Shea, forming the extreme edge of her
estate as it merged into the vast bog ;
and, with the habitual fate of frontier
populations, it contained more people of
lawless hives and reckless habits than
were to be found for miles around.
There was not a resource of her ingen-
uit she had not employed for years bsck
to bring these refractory subjects into
the pale of arespectable tenantry. Ever>'
process of the law bad been "cantedI
and themselves-a last resource-cursed
from the altar; but, with that strange
tenacity that pertains to life where there
je little to live for, these creatures sur-
vived all modes of persecution, and came
back into their ruined hovels to defy the
law snd beard the Church, andwent on
living-in somestrange, mysterious way
of their own-an open callenge to all
political economy, and a sore puzzle to
the Times commissioner when lie came
to report on the condition of the cuttier
in Ireland.

At certain seaons of country excite-
ment-such as an election or an un-
usually weighy assizes-it was not
deemed perfectly safe tovisitthevillage,

and even the police would not bave ven-
tured on the step except with a respon-
sible force. At other periode the most
marked feature of the place would be
that of utter vacuity and desolation. A
single inhabitant hereoand there smok-
ing lietlessly at his door-a greup of wo-
men, with their arma concealed beneath
their aprons, crouching under a ruined
wall, or a few ragged children, too iriser-
able and dispirited even for play, would
be all that would b seen.

At a spot where the stream was ford-
able for a horse, the page Larry bad al-
ready stationed himself, and now walked
into the river, which rose over hie knees,
to show the road to his mistress.

" The bailiffs is on tbem to-day," said
he, witb a gleeful look in his eye; for
any excitement, no matter at what cost
to others, was intensely plesaurable to
him. - ." What la ho sayig Y" asked .Na.

" They' are exoculing morne preoe of
law against these people," muttered
Donogan. " It'osu old! story jn Ireland;

but I Lad as seoon you ad been epared
the sight."

"I t quite safe for yeurself ?" wbis-
pered'she."ils'there'not some-danger in
being seen here Y" -

"Oh, ifaI could fbut think thatfyou
cared-I mean ever se slightly," cried
he, vith fervor, ,",I'd call shiemoment
cf my danger tLe proudeat of my'life 1"

Though declarations of Ihis srt-more
or less sincere as:chance might :make
them-were things Ninawas well used
te, ase could net help marking the in-
passioned manner of him who now
spoke, and bent ber eyes steadily on
him.

"It is true,".'saide he, as if answering
the interegation in ber gaze. "A poor
outoast as 1 am-a rebel-a felon-any-
thing yon like te call me-the slightest
show.of your interest in me give my life
a value and my hope a vurpose I never
knew till now."

"Such interest would be but ill-be-
atowed if it only served ltobeighten your
danger. Are you known bere ?"

" e who bas stood in the dock as I
Lave is sure te be known by some one.
Net ethat the "people would betray me.
There is poverty and misery enough in
Liat wretched village, and yet there's
not one se bungry or se ragged that he
would band me over te the law to make
himself rich for life."

" Then what do yeu mean te do ?" ask-
ed she, hurriedly.

" Walk boldlbmthrough the village at
the head of your pony, as I am now-
your guide te Croghan Castle."

"But we were te have stabled the
beast hers. I intended te have gone on
foot te Crogban."

" Wbich you cannot now. Do you
knùw what Englieh law i, lady? " cried
he fiercely. "This pony and this car-
riage, if they had shelter here, are con-
fiscated te the landlord for bis rent. It'a
little use te say yon owe nothing e this
owner of the soi; it's enough that they
are found among the chattels of bis
debtors."

" I cannot believe this is law."
"Yeu can prove it-at the loBss of your

pou> ; and it is mercy and generous
deaiing when compared with half the en-
actments our rulers bave devised for us.
Follow me. I see the police bave net
yet come down. I will go on in front
and aIs the way te Croghan."

There was that sort of penl in the ad-
venture now that stimulated Nia and
excited her; and as they stoutly wended
their way through the crowd,habe was
far from insensible to the looka of ad-
miration that were bent on ber from
every side.

" What are the> saying Y" aaked she;
"I do net know their language."

" It is Iish," said he; "tey are talk-
ing of your beauty."

"I ehould se like te follow their
words ?"said she, with the smile of one
te whom such bornage bad ever its
charm.

" That wild-looking fellow, that seem-
ed to utter an imprecation, has just pro-
nounced a fervent blessing; what he has
said was: 'May every glance of your eye
be a candistle light you to goryI!'"

.A half-insolent laugh at tiis conceit
was ail Nina's acknowledgment of it.
Short greetings and good wishes were
now rapidly exchanged between Dono-
gan and the people, as the little party
made their way throug h the crowd-the
men standing barehesded, and the vo-
men nttering words of admiration, some
even crossin themselves pioualy, at
sight of such oveliness as, t them, re-
called the ideal of ail beauty.

'"The police are te Le bere at one
'clock," said Donogan, translating a

phrase of one of the bystanders.
"And la there anything for them te

seize on Y" asked she.
"NO; but they can level the cabine,"

cried he, bitterly. "We have no more
right bshelter than te food."

Moody and sad, he walked along at
the pony's head, and did net apeak
another word tLi they had left the vil-
lage far behind them.

Larry, as usual, bad found something
te interest him, and dropped behind in
the village, and they were alone.

A passing countryman, te whom
Donogan addreased a few words in Irish,
told them that a short distance fromi
Croghan tbey could stable the pony at a
small " shebeen."

On reaching tbis, Nina, Who seemed
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to have ac6edptëd~Doiogan's companôn¶
ship without farther question, directe
him Le unpack the carnage and take oIn,
ber essel and ber drawing materiah4,
You'li bave to carry these-fortunatelr
not very far, thou , " said she amiling -'
" and thon you'll bave to come back her
and fetch tis basket."

"It is a very proud slavery-comman
me how yeu wi l," muttered ho, not with-.
out emotion.

" That,"continued bse, pointing to the
basket, " containe my breakfast, andt
luncheon or dinner, and I invite you te(
ho my guest." .-

"And I accept with rapture. Oh 1"
cgfed he, passionately, "what whispered'
to => heart this morning that tbis
Wonld be the happiest dy of my life ?-'

"If se, fate bas sc&rcely een gonorou
te you. .And ber lip curled hai -super-
ciliously as she spoke.1

"I'd not say that. I bave lived amidat'
great hopes, many of them dashed, i la
true, by disappomtment ; but Who that
bas been cheered by glorious day-dreams;
bas not tasted moments at leat of ex-,
quisite blies ?"

"I don't know that I bave much
sympathy with political ambitions,"
said she, pettishly.'

" Have yon tasted-bave yen trie«d
them ? Do you know what it Le to feel.
the heart of a nation throb and beat-toi
know tbat all that love can do to purify
and elevate can h exercised for the
countless thousands of one'@ own race
and lineage, and to think that long aftér
men have forgotten your name some
heritage of freedom will survive to say
that tere once lived one who loved his
country Y"

" This 1s ver' pretty enthusiasim.
" Oh, how it that you, Who can

stimulate onea heart tosuch confessions,
know nothiug of the sentiment ?" '

"I have my ambitions," said se, cold.
Iy-imcsî stomnl>.

Lot me Lear some of them ."
"9 Tho>'are not like yours, tougb lbey

are perhaps just as impossible." She.
spke inea broken , unconectod mauner,
like oeeWvite s talklng sbend the
thoughts that came laggingly; thon,
with a sudden earnestness, as said:
"'il tell you one of-them. It' to catch
the broad bold light that bas just Leat
on the old castle here, and brou gt out
all its rich tinte of grays and y llowa in
such a glorious wealth of color. Place
my easel hore, under the trees ; spread
that rug for yourself to lie on. No-
you won'thaveit? Well, fold ilneatly,
and place it there for my feet: ver>
nicely done. And now, Signor Ribello,
yen nia> unpsck Ihut basket sud ar-
range our breakfast, and when yon have
dens al tho, Ibrw yeurself dovu on
the grass, u ideiher el me a preton'
atory, or recite some nice verse for me,
or be otherwiss amusin and agreeable.""Stail I do vhat vil beat pieuse my-
sef YIfao,iti Lbe to lie bere and lok
at you."

h Be il s ," said a se, wit b a sig I. I
have aways tbought, in looking ab tem,
bey saints are bored by bing worshipped
-il adds farfuli> ' lemartyrd m, b ut
happil>'I am used to it. 1'Oh ithe vanity
ei tha girlh' Ys, air, May it out: tel

ber fraykl> thalaif as bus no friend le
caution ber against this besetting w ile,
thut yen viii ho Ibat friand. Tell ber
that whateverb she bas cfnattraction le
spoibo and marred by this self-consci-
onness, and that just as you are a rebel
iitout knowig it, so should she be

charming and never suspect it. Is not
that coming nicel? ? said she, pointing
o e drawmig. Soe how that tender

ligit la carried down from those gray
wals to the banks beneath, and dies
awa in that little pool, where the faint-
est breath of air is rustling. Don't look
ai me, sir, look at my drawing."

"True, there is no tender light there,"
muttered ho, gazing at ber eyes, where
the enormous size of the pupils had
givon a character of steadfast bnilliancy,
quite independent of shape, or size, or
color.

"You know very little about it," said
shie, saunoily; thon, bending over the
drawing, she said : "That middle dis-
tance wants a bit of color ; you shall aid
me hore." .

"How am I to aid you " asked ho, in
aheer simplicity.

I mean that you should be that bit
of color, there. Take myscarlet cloak
and perch yourself yonder on that low
rock. A few minutes wili de. Was
there ever immortalit> ne cheap> pur-
chasedl Your biogruhr shall th at
yen vers the figure lu that fameus-
aketoh-what vilih besaled, lu the caun
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if art, one' of Nina Xosalergi's oarliest
and happiest efforts. There now, dear
Mr. Donogan, do as oU are bid."

"Do youknow the Greekballad,where
a youth remembers that the word 'dear'
ba ben couled with hies mme-a pa-
ing courtesy, even so mucb, but enoug,
to lght up & whole chamber 'n his
heart Y"

"I know notbing of Greek ballade.
How does it go l

It is a simple meledy, in a low key."
And he sang m a deep but treulous
voice, to a very plainive air :

SI took ber band within myown,
I drew ber gently nearer,

Ând whlepered almoat on hÉer oheek,
aOh would that 1were dearer.'

Dearer; No, that's not my prayer:
1 A tranger, e'ea the mereat,
Mlght chance to have sema vaine there

But I would be the dearest."

"What bad he done to merit such a
hopé Y" said she, baughtily.

"Loved her-only loved ber 1"
" What value you men muet attach to

this gift of your affection, when it can
nourieh sucb thoughts as these. Your
very willfulness 1a te win us-is not
that your theory ? I expect from the
man who offers me bis heart that he
means to share with me his own power
and hie own ambition-to make me the
partner of a station that is te give me
Rome pre-eminence I bad not known be-
.:'e, nur could gain unaided."

"And you would cal that marrying
for love?"

" Why not? Who bas such a claim
upon my life as lie who makes the life
worth living for? Did you hear that
shout?"

"I heard it," aiud he, standing stili t
listen.

"It came from the village. What cai
it mean ?"

" It i the old war-cry of the bouse.
es," said he, mournfully. "It'a a note

we are well used t ohere. I muet go
down to lear1. Il be back presentiy.''

"You are not going into danger?"
said she, and her cheek grew paler as
ehe spoke.

"And if I were, who is to care for iL ?"
"Have you no mother, aister, sweet-

heart ?"
<'No, not one of the three. Good-

bye."1
"But If I were t asay-stay Y"
"I should stili go. To have yonr love,

I'd sacrifice even my honor. Withoit
it-" he threw up his arma depairing-
ly and rushed sway.

"These are the men whose tempers
compromise us," said she, thoughtfully.
"We come to accept their violence as a
reaon, and take mere impetuosity for
an argument. I am.glad that he did
not shake my resolution. There, that
wa another ahout, but it seemed in joy.
There was a ring of gladness in it. Now
for my sketch." And she reseated ber-
self before her easel. "He shall see
when be cones back how diligently I
have worked, and how small a share
anxiety bas had in my thoughts. The
one thing men are not proof against is
our independence of them." And thus
talking in broken sentences to herseif,
she went on rapidly with ber drawing,
occasionally stopp ng te gaze on it, and
humming some d Italian ballad te ber-
self. "« Hie Greek air was pretty. Not
that it was Greek ; these fragments of
melody were left behind them by the
Venetians, who, in all lust of power,
made songe about contenbed poverty and
humble joys. I feel intensely hnngry,
and if my dangerous guest does not re-
turn soon I shall have te breakfast alone
-another way of showing him how little
his fate bas interested me. My fore-
ground bere does want that bit of color.
Why does he not come back ?" As

she rose to look at ber drawing, the
aound of something running attracted
ber attention, and turning, she saw it
was ber foot-page, Larry, coming at full
speed.

(To BE CONTINUEDJ

SCROFULA iNTIRELY CURED.
Dear Sir,-I have suffered very muich

from scrofula and bad blood for seven
years past. Six monthe ago I commenc-
ed using B. B. B. internally and exter-
nally ad can now say that Iam entirely
cured, and have been se for some time.
To all sufferers i recommend B. B. B. as
an excellent remedy for scrofula. Miss
A. B. TANnIER, Pictou, N.S. ...

Jack: Loafus is always trying te bor-
row mnoey freom me. I wish I knew
how te get rid cf hxm. Fred : l'il tel
you, Jok: How? Fred: Lend him
sorne.


