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dvpcndenco even on lns uncle, hml lts old
horrors,

“t By the bye, my Tord,'? he asked hurriedly,
“] presunic my pardon leaves me at liherly to
return to France ?”

“To France!” exclaimed Father OMearn,
HThe boy iIs mad ‘

«o France ! exclaimed Tord Atholston,
and his voice trembled, and the colour lefi his
cheeks, ¥ Gernld, you are nol serious. My
boy, you are not,” )

« My Lord, T am,” snid Gerald, quictly. 1
am a soldier of France. My duty lics there”

1 But—hmt 1 thought yonrduly was here—
here in Kilsheelan., T thought your father left
you nmission~uare you surely going to abandon
it 2

Gerald's heart answered he was: no million-
aire, but n penniless’ ontenst—why think of
restoring Kilsheelan? - But he only held down
his hend, as he said quietly

“That was a dream, my lord—a youthful
Jtisall over now,” '

¥ A dream?? exclaimed the old nobleman,
with sudden energy, @ Why bless the hoy ! it
isa renhtv as hllh\llll\tml as flesh and blood

“A lulhh' ,my Jord? . 1 donot undcrshmd.‘

“w Don'l undua(und "

o Upon my honour, m) Imd " cried I' nllu.r
o Muml #1 believe we've fm'roltcn all about
that, -Actually, we've only told him half the
good news, und left out the best half,”

#EN? Lord bless us, so we did 1 cried {he
old nobleman, the eyes bebind the spectacies
d.muug maost un-Ministerinlly.  «"This whele
business has so upset me, 1 lcnlly half doubt
whether I'm in .my right, senses, - We didn't
tell you all about the prize-money 77

“The. prize-moncy, my lord 7'

# Bless the boyt you don't forget it? I'hai
they seized with you off Cornwall, when you
were invading us ere-last year?” |

# Yes, yes, my.lord? You do not mean? m_

I will be restored to you, my boy—-mcl)
penny of it1 There now, no words about il—
thank Father O'Meara again, if you must {hank
any onet . Itwill be. o pious fraud, T'm afraid,
to sct 50\\ down as- a. peaceful Buhsh suh)t.ct
waylajd:by anest of Cornish puntcs but it shall
be done.?, .

“The Clncf’ Secret 'xxy’% c]uul\ will cover a
muliitude of sins,” said:Father John.!
tEspecially with a parish priest for particeps
criminis,” Taughed the Seeretary.

Gerald O'Dwyer's brain was swimming . with

joy. * He could think of nothing—aonly fuel.

dream,

Lord Athalston would not have

G Oh 1 this is too much ¥ he ecried in be-
wilderment. ¢ Lord Atholston—?*

# Uncle—uncle Tom,” the old nobleman put
in obstinately,

“ifyou lul”) wish 1L my lord—"

“\Wish it, you “1H'ul boy ! Why will you
think me always anold ogre? Think I have
noone else on earth to eall me wnele—no one,
else to remind me I am not altogether alone in
the world,”

“Then uncle be it—my dear, good uncle, no
words of mine can ever thank you as 1 ought,
If there be any way of repaying you cver-so.
nm\mllnl\ belicve me T will never negleel it

There were tears behind the spectaclies; but
admitted it for
all the world, o

t¢ Nonsense, my dear hoy, nonsense—the hap-
piness is all mine to have been able to save you,
But now that you nre rich and think you
have something to be grateful for, premise me
you will never frighten me again,
had so much tronble in finding you, by talking.
of flying -away to France the moment you're
found, and Io\lng your life to malke a great mili-
tary mountebank a greater curse to humanity.,”

“But  promise instead® | finished

who have

Father

S 1O Meara, © thatlike a good Trishinan that you'll

give your heart and life to Ireland—that vow'll
make the old people flourish once more in the
old place—that you'll be & true O’Dwyer Garv
of Kilsheelan—and that you'll give the tum-
bler of punch Tm waiting for in the old dining-
hall before T die. Promise me that, and, please
iad, if all the evils ofJob come upon my. head,

I'fl live as happy asa king  till - that  day
comes.” - » S
THe young man held down his head in

thought.

t Gernld, you do not answer,” cried the old
nobleman in dismay.

¢ will do my father's will,” said Gcmld,
calmly. “If I.live I will restore Kilshee-
lan—' '

#You will ??

# And as far as T can, I will put the old. peo- |
ple, such of them as are lefty in the old
place—""

“And my tumhlcr of punch ?”’

¢t That, too, Thope, we will discuss some day ;
but \\llux 1 lm\'<, done that- much 1 fear I .can-
not stay in Treland 1

»Liken bombshell came the ddnbcnuo an-
nouncement, and acuttucd their. gathering }ov
to the four winds. :

tt Cannot stay in- Ireland ! m )




