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SI 5AY, messmate," said a young sailor who had
just been landed trom a ship in the offing of Loup
Ilead, on the coast of Kerry, Irceland, addressing a

treatment, operating on a deep, designin]g, and vin-
dictive mind, for which Pryce was remarkable, gave
rise to a grudge on the part of the latter against old
Macloughlen, which nothing but the most deadly re-
venge could allay. For six long years, however,
no opportunity had presented itself to Pryce for tak-

countryman whom he overtook as he was making 1115 ig mis revengo ih safety to himself, but the lapse
vay inland, " can you put me on the track of Car- oî this lime had in ne way abated his desire for it,

rigahlolt ?" nor in the least weakened bis resolution to obtain it
"The path is under your futt every step e' the and at the moment he met with tIe Young seler, bis

way," said the man ; then, after pacing behind thee less

inquirer in silence for a few minutes, he added, il had been on the day he was rejected as a'suitor
Why, then, for one that puts out the futt se slow, for Pennie's hand; but this feeling, witb that cun-

I never seen any body carry se much of the road with a
them as you do, Mr. Duke, Lord bless you !" character, he had carefully cencealed frer, the know-

"You know me ?" said the other, turning and fx- en
ing his eye on the speaker ; then vith an air of great- chela entertained any rescntment towards old Mac-
er reserve as he recognised the face, " and I ought loughlen, for he neyer breathed it; stili less did any
te knov you too; that face is Pryce Kinchela's, if one dream that ho lonrcd te imbrue his hands in the
you havr't stole it from him." old man's bloed; ani yet short of this the ver-

"I wish that was all I had belonging te Pryce geance he meditated was net. But Kinchela was a
Kinchela about me," said the man heavily. quiet and a reserved man, and one who kept his se-

ing am glad te sse ytu Pryce." crets te himtseof.
tel don't knesv ihether you are or net, Duke ; but Resuminý- the stery, Pryce noiw propesed te the

am glad te sce you, although you may weIl deubt young sailor that tey houl aBit doivi a little until
my word. 1 are an altered man since you lef n the he related te hith how a eed been persecuted, as he
country; and the foolisi spite that yeu and [ had said, by old Macloughlen, for having presumed te
then about Pennie Macfoughlen (the Silver Penny, seek tnie hand of bis daughter, and how ha had, ever
as yu called her-and the Luck Pernny, as I called since that event, been losing creund in the veorld
her) is no more than boy's play, te the cause I got
since from others. That girl, Duke, was no Luck
Penny to either you or me."

Here we interrupt the colloquy for a moment, to
give some brief but necessary explanations regarding
the relative positions and circumstances of the par-
ties named, and thus place the end of the thread of
the tale as it were in the hands of the reader.

Duke Dorgan, as the young sailor was called, was
a rattling. warm-hearted Irishman, who had been at-
tached, and the attachment was mutual, te Pennie
Macloughlen, from the days of their childhood. But
her father, who was a wealthy farmer, disapproved
of Duke's paying bis addresses te bis daughter, on
the ground of the young man's poverty. With the

view of removing this objection, Duke went te sea,
trusting that fortune would enable hirn one day
to return in such circumstances as would re-

concile old Macloughlen te bis marriage with his

daugbter, and be was now returred, after an absence
of six years, with a well-filled purse, the fruit o
some valuable captures, and a Trafalgar medal dang.
ling by a blue ribbon from one of bis button-holes.

Pryce Kinchela, agaia, was, as he himself has hint-
ed in the conversation vith Duke, just quoted, the
rival, though not a fond one, of the young sailor in
the affections of Pennie Macloughlen. On the lat-
ter's going te sea, he also bad proposed for Penîrie,
but had been rejected by her father with still more
marked contempt and diapleasure than his rival. This

througl the old man's resentment against him.
"And you take it se tamely ' exclaimed Duke,

when Pryce had concluded the story of his grievan-
ces, and recollecting at the sane time the treatraent
which lie himself had met with at old Macloughlen's
hands. " I would have given the fellow a rope's end
at any rate, if not round the neck, across the shoul-
ders at lcast."

"Is that all you'd do te him V asked Pryce, quiet-
ly.

" All ! 'tis more, it seems, than you'd do-but you
were ever and always a poor patient slob."

" Was I " said Kinchela, with a smile, the ex-
pression of which, from his turning away bis head
while he spoke, it was evident he did not wish te give
Duke arr opportunity of speculating upon.

Shortly after this Duke and Kinchela parted, but
before doing so, they made an appointment te meet
on the following day at the Bee-hive Inn at Carriga-
hoit, ihere Dorgan proposed te put up. Having
parted, the latter prosecuted his journey until dark-
ness overtook him, and compelled him te think of
taking refuge in sone intermediate place for the
night, as he was uncertain, now that he had no long-
er the light of day te guide him, whether he was pur-
suing the right road ; and a place capable of afferd-
ing hinm this, at length presented itself. After some
hours' smart walking, Duke found himself close up.
on a respectable looking farm-house ; but as the hour
was late, he felt a rcluctance to disturb ils inmates,

515"


