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prostriqite, he par-

lat it 18. Get up, man

!

"Nannie, or grannie !" ejaculated Lauty,

>r so it seems the traveller was named,

Nannie or grannie,'' he cried, turning

kort and shaking himself free df the speak-

er,
** she's an ould lim o' Satan, that's what

ie is—' the curse of Cromwell on her !'

"

« Pooh, nonsense, man, never mind her

;

jl's only a way she has."
** A way she has ! hedad thin it's a very

[ncivil way she has, let me tell you that.

—

!*he villianous ould schamer can't let any

kody pass without a quarrel. There's that

lethody Preacher, she pounded almost to

|eath last week,—one o' the civilest sowfs

the whole parish. What kind o' thrate-

lent is that, Pd like to know, for any da-

[ent man to get, or is it neighborly in you,

llse Curly, to keep such a oaste of a goat

[bout yer place, to murther people without

rme or raisin ?"

<<Musha thin, how can I help her

iantyr»
" Kill her if ye can't—hang her—shoot

sr—drown her—bad luk to her, she ought

be shot long ago."
<< Och as for that, she'll soon die any-

ray. It's failing fast she is, poor thing."
** Die !" repeated, Lanty brushing the

1st off his clothes ; " die ! she'll niver die,

[nd it's a mystery to me if iver she came
ito the world right at all."

\

"Arrah, whist with your nonsense,"

cclaimed Else, « and don't talk such fool-

khness. Come away Vip to the house here,

id take a draw in the pipe ifyou don't take

[ny thing better."

« Pll tell you what it is. Else Curly,"

Continued the discomfited Lanty ; ** there's

iot a man or woman in the townland of

'rowrets but knows that my father was
phased by that same goat—that very iden-

jical ould rascal there, looking at us, the
Tear before he was married, and that's jist

Ihirty good years ago, and more by the
lame token, he bears the same marks of her
jorns on a sartint part of his body to this

lay, and it's no great secret either, Else,

that she was every bit as ould tneA' as side's

now. It's not even'n any thing bad to ye
I am, Else, but one thing is sairtio as the

sun's in the sky, that goat dbU't belong to'

this world."

The old woman looked shar]^ ather com-
panion, as if to read in his countenance his

real thoughts on a subject that coneeme<f

her so nearly, and on which she lately beard

so many unpleasant surmises, but she could

gather nothing from his looks. She saw*

he Was excited by the fall, but she knew
him also to be one of the slyest rogues

ever put on a sober face, as full of devilry

as an egg was full of meat, and she doubted

therefore, whether he meant to plague or
offend her.

<* Lanty Hanlon," said she at last, **I

don't know whether you spoke that word
in joke or in earnest ; if ye spoke in joke I

forgive ye,knownin well what you are,and

yer father afore ye ; but ifyou spoke in ear-

nest, I would advise ye niver to say the

word again in my hearin, for if you doy I
swear to you by the blessed cairn above

there, Pll he revenged for it, dead or alive."
*< Fheugh !" exclaimed Lanty, when the

old woman had finished, ** by the powers o'

war, but you'd frighten a body out o' their

wits this evenin, eh! What's the matter

woman ; or are you so easy vexed as that

with an ould friend?" and he shook her fa-

miliarly by the arm as he spoke, and push-

ed her on towards the cabin to which she

had just invited him. *' If you want to

quarrel with me Else," he continued, ** yott

must take another day for it, as at present

I'm engaged on particular business. So
up with you to the house there, and bring

me out a coal to light my pipe."

Though Lanty spoke in banter, there

was still something in the expression of his

face and tone of bis voice that indicated

misgivings of ,Else Curly with all her show
of indignation. Not that he suspected her

for a moment, of any secret connection

with the nether world, nor of keeping 'Nan-

nie' for any unholy purpo&e, but ncverthe-


