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MIURTHA’S MISCHIEF:

or,

THE MATCH-MAKER'S BARGAIN.

BY THOMAS SHERLGCE.

(From the Nution.)

CHAPTER III.—(CoNTINTED.)

Dinny Horan's feelings being stirred, he forgot the
ahuse Moll Murtha bad hurled at him a few minutes
previously-—forgot the agony her derision hal In-
flicted on him—and he stood regarding her efiorts to
soothe the new made orpban with a feeling of xym-
pathy that was quite new to him.

- Where did you get the young fellow, Moll,” he
asked in his pleasauntest squenk, when the childs
peace was rektored.

“"T'ha Widow Driscoll’s,” she repligd without a
trace of anger, ¥ The poor woman is gone at Jast,
God bo good to us all.”

% An’ what on earth are you goin' to do wud bim,
bringin’ him up to the mountain?”

“To keep bim an’ do for the poor orpban, now
that Dan Murtha is gone. I'd be lonesome without
somcthing to love,” she expluined.

“$ee that now ! Dinny Horan burst forth, flourish-
ing bis bands about like a great orator in an impas-
sioned moment ; look at that now. That's the way
Idobe. It's lonesome - I am, mornin' neon, an’
night, an’ not wan in the whole mortial world to
cate for me! Lonesome as thetup o' the big moun-
tain beyant, ever an’ always! Ilitty Donchue’s the
only girl |"——

_ “Arrah, whisht, man alive!” Moll Murtha Lroke
In with impatience ; “*don’t be for ever moidherin’
me about the slut, She's done more mischicf to
e an’ mine than ever she'll be able to mend. You
ar’ her between yez, ] mane—for between yez it is.”

“What's the good o' goin’ on that way " Dinny
Horan whined. “I'lt go bail, you wouldn’s think
mu:h o' the cow that would kick the Uucket an’
&pill the milk every time she gave it. That's what
you're like. You take all the good out of what you
do. I'm more down-hearted thun ever afther scein’
you, Every time it's the wan way.’

“ 'm always tellin' you to bea man an’ havea
little sperrit,” she retorted; “ but sure I mightas
well be talkin’ to that rock there. Didn't I say
yistherday, Dan Murtha wouldw's stand long in your
way ; an' where is he now ? It well becomes you to
fly at me like that)?

“There now!" he sgueaked back™; “that'll do!
You're always ready for fight. I gave you a guinea
Yistherday, an’ you did what you promised, sure
enough ; I'll give another now if you promise you'll
lose no time about courtin’ Kitty Donoboe for me.
Yl show you I’'m as much of a_man as anyone in
Ballycorrn, at all events ™

The tedipus process of diving for the chamois bag,
slowly drawing it up to light, more slowly unwini-
log itg guardian coils, and still more slowly deport.
10g the coin from its fellows, having been gone
through, the gold was at length laid with much de-
liberation in Moll Murtha’s open pa'm. The march
maker, not being much addicted to sclf-cximination,
WaS probably quite unaware that her feelings under-
Went a great change from the time that the guinca
was first mentioned until it was safe in her possess-
lon. She wus for taking a more hopeful and roseate

View of the position. Dan Murtha would come back,
cured of hig fancy for Kitty Donohoe, to find that
14 old mother had managed mattes for him so well
during his absence that he had the beginning ofa
Ottune, All the former hopes and speculations in
Is regard were revived again and in vigorous action.
Ut one thing remained to assure success, and that
88 to carry out that- portion of her original plan
bich was to turn the current-of Kitty Donohoe's
eelln'gs violently aguinst the young man. - :
You're always tellin’.me to have sperrit,” piped
@ miser, ag he, refastened . his purse; “amn’t T
ﬁwi_n’you I have‘?" . R R S Ry i
Good luck to you, Dinuy,”, she ‘returned in hor-
08t uncticts tones-:  there isn't a-greatdeal of Fou'
! 1, bt whatever the nelghbors may. say agin the:
84 o' being a naygur or the. like, if I'm to the

‘8ome suits

~=ghe’ g8

fore L'l tell them you have o heart as big for the
size @ your body as e’er & wan in the parish.”

Diony Horan smiled complacently at the doubt-
ful compliment; but reverting at once to the matter
which engrossed his thoughts, he replied :

¢ Never mind what th.e neighbors say, Moll ; I got
on without axin’ mnch from any o' them up to thix,
an’ I can do the same from this forrard ; but won't
you go sn’ coort Kitty Donohoe for me? She's the
only girl"—

“ Av coorse, Dinny, av course,” MoH Murtha in-
terrupted. “ Reep your heart up, wan, for a few
duys ; never fear but I'{l be sendin’ you good news
afore long ; Now God be wud you! I must be goin’
The child here hasn't evena crust o' bread, an’ it
must be starved, the poor thing.”

She moved away,

*1Well, God be wud yon, Moll Murtha,” he replied,
standing still as she walked oft briskly; % but you
won’c forget about Kitty Donohoe ?”

“Isit me forget?” she screamed back, without
turning her head ; you don’t “know Moll Murtha.”

%11 give you every wan o the twinty, nev r fear,”
he piped after ker: # before the knot's tied—the very
day she says she'll have me.?

As Moll Murtha still went and made no answer,
Dinny Hoinn was aeluctantly compelled to note
that the interview was at on end. Such meetings
with the match-maker were the sole solace of the
little man since his infatuation concerning  Kitty
Donohoe had reached a climax, Hereturned slowly
to his farm, pondering on Moll's oft-repeated ¢xhort-
ation that he should* be a man,” and wondering
within himself what special steps he ought to take
in order to rench the development required. Not
much came of his cogitations, howeve ; and he felt
but lictle inclination for his usnal work when be got
home. He stood on a knoll overlooking his farm,
and guzed vacantly on the hill-tops scattered around,
and on the beantiful mouniain Juke, dark, deep, and
fishful, which partly margined his own land. His
eye rested on the boat in which—acquisitive even
in his recreatione—he had often, on Summer eves,
when he could no longer work on the farm, dragg-d
from the stil! waters his chief food fur the morrow;
and the idea struck him that, while still industrious
and acquiring, he could cogitate thercin over the
difficulties which scemed to stand in the way of Lis
becoming » man. He entered the boat, pushed off
a little from the lLank, threw out his lines, and be-
gan again to think, in his own feeble, patient man-
ner.  Half ap hour had passed away unheeded, when
from the steep mountain side the sound of his own
name cane rolling down., Looking up, he beheld
Lanty Quinn. )

“ God suve you, Lanty " he piped up.

¢ Did you see Moll Murtha jJutely 77 Lauty sang
out.

“Yis. Do you want her?”

“Yis. Imct Dan Mourtha on the road the other
side o’ Knockeorrib, an’ I want to tell her.”

¥ Dan Murthal where was he goin' 7

¥ He was makin' for Glinduff.”

#1s he comin’ back ?”

“ I dunno.”

“ Does Moll want him back ?”

% Yis—very bad. She axed me did 1 know where
he wag goin’ 7"

It szemed from thi: to Dinny IHHoran that the
match-malier was about to play him false,

4 Dird you tell Dan Murtha she wag axin' for him 2
he piped out.

“ Yis."

% What did he say 7"

% He was goin' to turn back at first, then he said
he'd go on.”

Dinny remained lost iz thought for a while, The
first glimpse of n plan to counteract the match-
maker’s suspecied treachery came to hinn

[ gaw Moll Murtha to-day mornin’,” he screamed
up; * she was goiu’ over to the Mechans o' Drumna-
muck.”

“Then she won't be liome to-night ?”

“T Llieve not.” ‘

% Are you ketchin’ much ?°

# No—not muach.”

“Well, God be wud yon, Dinny Horan, anyway,”
shouted Lanty, whose sentiments towards the miser
were considerably warmer since he had the felicity
of fingering “a shillin’ o' the nayzui’s money.”

“God be wud: you!' Dinny IHoran piped back.
He watched the lad’s retreating figure until it was
lost behind the, brow of the hill;and while he
watched he wag busy in the framingof what he
thought a notuble scheme. Daun Murthu was goicg
to Glindufl'; there was a barrack in the glen; be
(Diuny Horay would row up to the end of the lake,
and so be abig to reach the barrack long before Dan
Murtha could pass that way ; one of the sergeants
there was a distant relation of the miser, and it
would be, Dinny thought,an easy matter to induce
that functionary toentice Dan Murtha to drink
deeply, and, to take, while intoxicated, the fatal
shillivg which would make him “a queen's than”
for one-ang-twenty years, That would b gettiog
rid of Dan's rivalry with effect, aud at the same time
Jjustly out) itting the match-maker, who was inclined
to pliy hef employer fulse,

% I'1l shjow her,” be thouglit, “ that I can be a man,
I'll fight for Kitty Donohoe me own way. I'm not
big enough to handle an alpeen, but 1 fight for
her me own way, so I will;an’ I'll show them all
in the lonyg run that Ican be a manas well as the
best o’ thgm. Here goes,”

Seizing lthe oars, he threw all the vigor be poss-
essed intg his strokes, and was soon ploughing
through the placid water ata respectable speed, on
his way tg prove to the neighbois in general, but to
Moll Muythe in particular, that he could “be a man
s well ag the best o’ them.”

7

1 B
} CHAPTER IV.

The cojaclusion of her interview with Diony Ho-
ran left Meoll Murtha’s spirits at their natural level,
Not only{was she in a more cheerful .mood than
when shejmet the little miser, but her mind had re-
gained ity usual activity ; and while she was return-
ing to the lonely cabin on the hill side she decided
that early]in the coming night her plan against
Kitty Dorjohoe’s peace should be cariied out. Hav-
ing swalldwed a haaty and frugal meal, and .given
_ suitthble food to the orphan’ boy-—whom she
treated abl petted with a tenderness truly maternal
10’ °ge8’ out again for Kilbrandon, The bear-,

ing aboui | f the child she found to be so serious a

bindrance to her movements that she resolved on
ridding berself of him for the night at least. She
therefors sought out Biddy Héerlahy and asked that
good-natured matron to take charge of the boy for
awhile.

 I{e’s lonerome wud me, the poor little creaturs,”
she said ; % but if you'd let him throt about among
¢he childber for a day or two he might come round
to himself agen,”

Mrs. Heerlaby readily consented to this arrange-
ment, and Moll Murtha, freed from her burthen,
started at a wood steady pace for the © big house,”
which she reached by sundowv, She deemed iier-
self lucky when on entering the kitchen she found

 Kitty Donohoe alone,

% Ah, then, Kitty alanna, is that yourself ?” was
her salutation.

The rustic beanty arose biushing as she feund
herself in the presence of her Jover's mother,

% To be sure it is, Mrs. BMurtha,” the gicl replied
pleasantly, shaking hands ; % who else would it be 7

“ An' how is every inch of you? Are you well au’
hearty 7" Mol! continned.

% Arrah, what would ail the likes 0’ me %" Kitty
veturned. ‘ But won't vou take off vour shawl an
sit down, Mrs. Murtha 7

« Deed an’ I will, Kitty, for me ould lones is not
as young as they used to be. Ochone ! age changes
us greatly,”

« Armaly, what's the good o' fretfin®?” faid Kitty,
&3 she dusted a chair to hand to the wisitor, “sure
it was care killed the cat, you know. Here, Mrs,
Murtha, sit down. an’ I'll make you a cup o tay
that'll warm the cockles o' your heart.”

The matchmaker was always © Mrs, Murtha” to
Kitty ever siuce Dan and herself © began pullin’ a
cord.”

Moll Murtha came down on the seat with a tlop,
as if she had lost all power over her limbs,

“ Musha, Kitty Donoboe avournecn, I envy you
vour sperrits,’ she almast wailed. “Horra wan I
see ns hearty as yourself.”

% Why shouldn’t T? What's to hinder me ? the
airl rejoiued, bustling about in preparutions for the
decoction which was to affect Moll Murtha's heart
in the way rather vaguely described by Kitty, # If
{ hadn’t spertits now, when would I have them

¢ Thrue for you, Kitty Donohoe,” Moll returned
in tones that spoke of a broken heart ; “thrue for
yon.” It was part of the matchmaker’s tactics on the
present occasion to appear in a melancholy moorl.
¢ Thrue for you,” she continued ; # you're young an’
hearty, an nothin’ in the world to throuble you, not
all as wan s an ould woman like wmey” and she
swayed her body gently backwards and forwards,
while her hands, one laid over the other, pres-od
her bosom as if they wonld keep contined the over-
flowing caves of gricfs within,

Kitey Donohoe paused in her occupations to sur-
vey ki r guest with carnestness.

“ Arrah, deu’t be goin® on wid your cockamus,
Mrs, Murtha,” she said at tength in her liveliest
manner ; “sure every man kuows yot:'re the youny-
est womnan of vour age in the five parishes. Its
hearticr than meself you always wor”

% Qch, girl, don’t be compuarin’ wudan ould wo-
man—you that hus a'most every Loy in the barony
lookiw afther you.”

“ What in the world would make them be lookin’
afther me §° Kitty returned, flinging bher archest
glance at the matchmnaker.

Moll Murtha shook her hend deprecatingly, and
with a faint smile said: # It's no lie for them to
say you havean eye that could stale cowld pratics
off o dbresser.” '

% Musha, Mes. Murtha can't you talk sinse ? Sure
I hear enough o that kind o' blarmey from mostly
every spiddoge that scrapes his chin with a razor.”

And the girl, who, notwithstanding her disclaim.
er, was mightily pleased at hearing such words fall
from the lips of Dan Murtha’s mother, stuck her
arms a-kimbo, began lilting a popular Lornpipe
tune, and kept time to the music of her own swect
volce with as neat a pair ot feet as c¢ver wakened
the echoes from a kitchen floor.,

% Qch, that's yourself!"” snid Moll Murtha, admir-
ingly, chnrmed into forgetfulness of the air of gloom
she bad meant to wear ; “ that's yourself, Kitty Do-
nohoe

The old woman could not help feeling for an in-
stant that it would be a pity to force so buoyant a
nature into companionship for life with the miser;
and she thought with a sigh how much more patn-
1ol a mate Dan Muartha would make, if KNitry hed
moncy. But the cbvious fact that poverty and hard-
ship must be the conscquence of a union between
them, as matters stoad, recurred to her, and she
compelled hersclf once more to Lelieve that she was
doing the best in the end for her son and Kitty Do-
nchoe by the course she was pursuing. Hard ma-
terial facts have most weight with elderly people,
They seem to forget all the happiness they have
kuoown in their own lives that caume directiy from
the intangible thing called sentiment, which could
not be ¢aten or drunk or worn as raiotent, could not
be placed to fone’s credit in bank, or held ag an
equival nt for scrip or stacl or be subjected to any
arithmetical provess whatever.

The gir], abandoning herself to the impulse of
the moment caught up a corner of her smart aprou
between finger and thumb, extended and raised her
right aim uatil it lay in & graceful curve, bent her
head slightly towards it, and with the left hand rest-
ing on lier Lip, glided with light-limbed freedom
sideways across the floor, when, having been brought
up by the wall, she reversed her movements, and
sailed back with the szme eary, wave-like motion ;
then placing both hands once more on her hips she
dashed into two or three intricate * steps” the sight
of which would in all likelihood, have been a war-
rant for sudden death to any French dancing-mas-
ter ; and, abandoning the lilt, she pattered out words
to the tune, thug :—"

# Mother, when I die, sure you won't sell the grid-
dle oh | )
Mother, when I die, sure you won't sell the grid.
dleoh!
U That's yourself, Kitty Donohoe,” Moll Murtha
exclaimed ; ¢ that's yourself ¥ -
“ Here 1" said Kitty, charging suddenly down on
the old woman,and laying violent hands on' her,
“ up wud you on the flure fornemst pie¢! Come!"

tugging at her, dragging her to her féet, and forciug |

her to the middle of the apartment, ¥face me now,

an’ make your joints soople,” And she began again : |
i J

“ Mother, when I die, sure you won't sell the grid
dle oh'!

Motber, when I die, sure you won't sell the grid-
dleoh !

And Moll Murtha, catching in spite of herself
the gay iuspiration of tbe moment, was soon in
front of Kitty Donohoe, double-shufiling with a vi
gor and agility that were utterly at variance with
any theory of loss of muscular power in her limbs
or stiffness in her joints.

Kitty Donohoe, wi hout pausing in the dance, in-
terrupted the tune for n moment to exclaim:

There | Didu't I tell you it would make your
joints soople.”

The rematk brought back to Moll Murthn the
part she had yet to play ; wheicupon she runto her
chair, flung herself upon it, and said, affecting loss
of breath :

“Musha, Kitty Douehoe, you're the wild girl !
Bad cess to you, but you have me kilt, so you
have I Bhe concladed by imitating a it of cough-
tng with wonderful truth to nature,

“ Sure it riz your heart, an’ will do you good so,”
anid Kitty, who Ly this time was panting n little,
“ Duat 'm forgettin' the tay, It ought to be ready
now, Sit over to the table.”

Kitty Donohoe piled every delicacy her larder
aflorded before Moll Murthy, and pressed her re-
peatedly to partake thercof,

% Yyu're not aitin' anything, Mrs. Murtha" she
would say ; “ here, thry them cnkes.”

And Moll as repeatedly protested that she bas no
appetite, and that she was doing ber best ; which in
truth she was, as the rapid diminution of the eat-
ables testificd abandantly. But, notwithstanding her
constmplion of unwonted and tempting viands, the
matchmaker’s spirits seemed to sink, and Kitty's
prediction as to the cfiects her ten wonld produce
remained unverified, The guest grew more and
more lugubrious, and replicd to the hostess’s re-
marks with a settled air of melancholy abstraction,

 All the other servants is out at o dance ever at
Tampuleuddy, Mrs. Murtha, They'll be back short-
Iy, I expect,” Kitty said,

%Ay, ay ! it's well for them that can enjoy them.
selveg,” Moll rejoined,

In some such strain she had returped all Ler re-
plies from the moment she had sat fo the table ;
and the manner was so widely different from her
usnal one that Kitty Donchou could not fail to no-
tice it.

 Musha, Mrs. Murtha," she snid at length, ¢ what
ails you to-night? You're not yourself at all.”

Here was exnctly the starting-point Moll Murtha
had been lookiong for.  She promptly replied :

wDeed it's little wondbier if I'mnot.  Kitty alan-
ua ; an' you won't wondher yourself when 1 tell you
that [ian Muttha is gone away and left me in me
ould age.”

“ Dan Murtha goue I Kitiy exclaimed, growing
suddenly pale.

% Aye, in troth.”

“ Where to 27

1 wish T kuew that meself”

Kitty Donohoe remained silent for & minute, ¢n-
deavoring to recover from the confusion into which
the intelligence had thrown her.  She felt the need
of suying something, if only to Lide bher agitation,

#“ What could timpt hitn to go away #u' lave you,
Mr=. Murtha ?” she askad 5 he wes slways o good
son.”

¢ No betther” Moll replied.  *Dut some wan
touid him somethin’ about somebody that he didn't
like to hear, an’ without as much s biddin’ me good-
byve he takes his bundle on his showlder, an' makes
cff wud himself.”

There was enough inthe artfully. framed sentence
to fan Kifty Donohoe’s curiosity to white heat.

# Did he tetl you what le heard, or who it was
about 77 she asked, striving io vaiu to speak steadi-

Iy.

3“ Oh ! !T wouldn't tell that to anywan,” the
matchmaker answered ; and then added,;“ | wouldn't
tcll you above all.”

The girl felt a strong inclination to cry, for she
gliessed that she was the somebody thout whom
some one had told Dan Murthn something he did
pot like to hear; but, struggling bravely to sup-.
press the hysterical impulse, she contrived to say
with tolerable firmness :

“ If it’s anything about me, I wish you'd t¢ll me,
Mrs. Murtha”

¢ 1 conldu't, Kitty alanna; is would on'y hurt
your feclin's, anil do no good afther all.”

% You must tell me, Mra. Murtha? the girl said
with decision, * I'm not goin' to let any one spake
bad o’ ree behind me back without knowin' what it
is."

 Now don't axe me, Kitty Donokoc,” the match-
maker said. .

T willax you,” the girl rejoined sturdily, “an’
you must tell me. Ivildo me more harm if I dou’t
know.”

« \ell, if I must, I must,” Moll Murtha returned
with an air of resignation.  * But 'deed &nd 'dued
I’ rather not”

“Go on said Kilty Donohoe, whore features
were rigid as those of a stutue, * L'cll me what was
suid of me)

“Some wan towld Dan Murtha—whisper, ncushla,”
aad the old woman beut over the table, and put her
lips beside the gir)s face, and whispered into her
ear, s if she was fearful of beiog overbenrd,

The hot blood mounted to Kitty Donohoe’s brow,
She sprang to her feet, indignation flaming over her
wholu counterance, as she asked, in tones of sup-

ressed vehemence ¢

« Did Dan Murthe believe that o’ me?”

" wHe was a dirty mane dog to Dlieveit, no mat-
ther who towld him,” Moll replicd, “an it's his mc-
ther that says that same.”

Kitty Donchoe sat down, leant on the table, and
sobbed bitterly for & full minute. Gradually, how-
ever, indignation masterod the momematy weakness
and when shetaised her bead, though her cheeks
were wet with teara, her eyes sparkled with angry
light. Turning her gaze full on Moll Murtha, she
said in tones of intense bitterness: .

% If Dan Murtha was lyin’ on his dyin’ bed this
minit, I wouldn't forgive him for thinkin’so mauely

‘of me—no, not if the bishop himself wa.a'beggin’ me

on his knees to do it.”?: - .- e
#11)eed I don't binme you,”” Moll Murt.ha"put .in

timorously. She had been far from oxpecting such

an outbreak, R L .

.days, poor fellow!

% Good night, Mrs, Murtha,” the girl said, rising
suddenly, and retiring from the apartment without
another word,

% Dear, dear I” Moll soliloquised more than once
on her homeward way, “ they were mortial fond o
wail another, to Le sure! It was o pity to have to
prrt them, I wish I hadn't to do it

The maoon was up by the time she had passed the
huts of Kilbrandon, and its lizht enabled her to
press on more quickly up the mountain road that
led to her humble dwelling.  Near the spot where
Lanty Quinn had told herof her son's intention to
exile himself, she canght rivht of a shaprless some-
thing that lay quite ¢ ill on the road, aud her heart
gzave a great bound, she knew vot why, A creeping
torror came over iwer ag, approaching nearer, the
thing grow gradmlly more defined, and seemed
about to asgumo the outlines of a human form. A
woman of the ordinary type wonld, nnder such ¢ir-
cumstances, have fled baek 1o the village at the
top of her epeed, and gathered the inhabitants to-
gether in her fright. But Mo 1 Murtha was ot an
oniinary weman ; aud though her heart beat ag i
trying to ercnpe from its prison, she pressed on
firmly., Nearer still.  There was no wistalkng
now, Th thing had grown into the shape of & man
Iymg on his back, Nearer vet, One arm of the
mau lay by his side ; the other veiled hs forehead.,
Nearerstill. A little dark pool strained the dusty
rowl close to his headd.  The form, evenin its peen-
linr position, secmed familinr to Moll Murtha's cye.
Shean forwnrd quickly,  ©ne slance at the face,
and then, as, wringiog her hands, she fell on her
knees beside the body, hor piercing sereams echoing
across the glen nod wlong the hillsides, waked the
birds from their nests within a chienit of geveral
miler, It was Dan Murtha that lay there, with a
guping wound on his temple, whence had thowed the
Llood that made the little dark pool that stained
the dusty road,

CHAPTEL V.

Lonely as the sceme wns wherein Moll Murtha
came so snddenly on the prostrate form of her son,
her piercing shricks, again and again reprated with
all the reckiess vehemence of despair, soon bronght
severnl of the male inbabitants of Kilbrandon to the
sput.  These, more cool than she, Insisted that in
the ciso befure them life was not gone beyond re-
call; hut, on the contrary, that reasouable grounds
for hope remained.  So, at 'east, they assured the
distructed mother; although amony themseives Yut
little confidence was felt. Being wmen of practical
habits, and some of thent not aliorthar unused to
emergencics of the kind, they resplved quick’y te
transport the body to the nearest house and secure
the aid of a surgeon at the carlicst moment, A doos
was soon hurried np from the village, the inanimnte
furm laid thereupon, tour stout fellows eneh uphicld
n corner, petting occasional relict, and in less than
balfan hour from the moment of their comiog (o
thie rercue, their sensclers Lurthen wag lying on a
patliet in the lirst hut they eame to in the villnge—-
Meanwhile a smart yonth, who had been detniled to
dash oft fur skilled agsistunce, was specding hreath-
lessly to the rexidence of the medical man, some
two niles off, to Lring him with the utmost haste tor
where his presence was so cacerly awaited,

The mother cronched at the foot of the pnllet, her
eyes riveted in n steny gaze ou the Blank face hefore
her. Thongh her uttitude was so yuiescent-——thougl
not o muscle moved, not a fonture changed position,
not an eyelid stirred, a tempest of thonught was rag-
ing in her wind,  Who had done this dd ? Who
had felled her manly gon by a foul Mow—for very
cerufn s8ho was Lhat no fuir atroke had brought him
thus low 7 Who conld bave had a wish to harm
him? Who could have bad a motive? With un-
crring instinet she leaped to a right conclusion. To
ali her selfasked questions she could find but one
reply—Dinny Horan, But she corld not stop at
that point.  Other questions must be put—aye, and
must be angwered,  What share bl she herself in
briug about the deed ? Could she hold herseif guilt-
less 7 Had she not urged the miser en in his in-
fatuation—tempted him to go forward in n well-nigh
hoprless quest—Iured him onward with promises of
her skilful aid—accepted his bribe and ncted in his
interests, finfully, us she now admitted to herself—
nay, hnd she not snecred at his weak ness, and striven
to goad him into acting with vigor?  And here was
the end of all her schemes, There was no palliation
in the thouglht that she had never dreamt of such a
result ag this—never even in fancy supposed that
Dinny Hovan would have gone to the length of
wielding a treacherous weapon against the life of his
rival, Neither was there comfart in the thought
that all her plans were framed for the express
benefit of her son—that 1t was for him she had
engaged in them, and that but iz the hope of doing
him life-long scrvice she would never huve entered
into her unholy league with the miser. She could
luy no flattering unctions of that nature to her tor-
tared goul.  The time was goue by when she could
have so deceived herselt. Her son lay there before
her, stretehed in 2 trance that might be the ever-
lasting sleep of death ; and she, his mother, had
helped to put him there—ay, as truly as if she had
handed to the assssin the weapon with which the
blow was struck. At the thought the conscience-
stricken woman covered her face with her hands,
while Lot tears of remoree and regret without avail
trickled dewn her cheeks.

Some two hours elapsed before the doctor came
to the door. He kaclt by the side of the pallet, and
examined the case before himn with professional
coalness and care, :

“Japiter1” he muttered, when he bad probed the
wound on the temple, * what skulls your Iiisa pea-
sants have! The blow that did this ought infallibly
to have killed the fcllow—would have slaughtered
4 bull,in fact; yet here nnimation seems nearly
susprnded from contusion and loss of blood.—
Humph! Brain badiy contused, I fancy. He'll be
8 brainless idiot, I fesr, for the remainder of his
Bad contusicn—very bad. No
fracture, though—the only hopeful element in the
case.” .

Having. completed his diagnosis, he announced
that Dan Martha was still alive, and gave directions
as to the traatment most likely to'restors animation,. .
The mother leaped to her feet with a deiirious.
thrill of joy, and set to work. chafing her son's body
with an untiring vigor which surpasged that of the -

- . (CoxoLupEp ON BeveNTE PacE.)



