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bin, as a re0tun11 for his unceremonious
invasion on litr domain.

iTîniank ye kindly, mta'an-but that's
a ietin' of the waters- doi't just care
foi-," obsei-ved the incorrigible iac k, as
hc seated himsef quietly upon a bech;

if you'd gi-ve Ie soiething jîust a taste
cooler, I w-ouilIi't say against it Mis.
Brien, 'nn'

Ati who are yo, ye impudet got-
sooi, that haIs n- naine so pat and aisy ?
rtorted the indignant ildy, wheni oi lor
anger was sufliciently quelled tu allow
of speech. '- Yer Diblin by yer accent,
but yer inîanners wants mîendin', for aîll
that--and i've tn O' to my name, and al!
before me had--and I'l ust ti h nk yo to
give me tue whole of iR, whon yot ar-
so familiar -wVithi th est.

l Faith, an' it's sorry I tua , maîtî't,îîu
for forgottiîng it, but the wind was out
of me froi running ail the way fioi
Dublin, and sure, i w-as just savin' iy-
self by saing it short, Mrs. O'Bi-ici.
na'am.î

q lus youre ern-td r
'tà Ellie leCarthy 'i inquiin' foi,

rLts. O'Brioni."
AÂn' what would the like of you be

vantu ng with eur ?"
The like of me, ma'am ?-but there

Ii forgive you, ye poor- e-cature, yO
don't knîow anty bettet--atd iow wotitd
you ever have heard of the O'Flanagans
down in this deluded part of the couiiti-y,
wherc ye make such a imîoidering over a
bit of watier tat would not ba misscd
out of Dublin Biay ? Is it what I want
with Ellie McCarthy ? Well, it's just a
a Message fomn the Parish Priest hini-
seli-God bIess him-and maybe yc
never heard of imi netihe ?" e con-

*eludcd, witih a file touch of iuony, as
the most unanswerabie reply he could
mako.

f it's Father Cvanagi you matie, I
have heard of hiiim," and Mrs. O'Brien
drew herseif up with te dignity of
knowiedgei but Ellic caie in at the
sane momient, and reccived the comu-i ut-
niention intended for lier, in person.
The sense was conveyed acnuately, but,
à must bo aditted,. the language was
not exactly that used by the .Rverend
gentlemîîanî who sent the message.

cHis Revei-cice says, Ellie, you'r-e ta
comae ck to IDublin this minute, and
sweam against the young loir, Who's on

fbr haging Nod-t he villain-and if
yon doni 't cone onh :aft wnmitt, hes a dead
man, and you'-C parjure yoi soiul and
body -iver andi ivei--i\ men."

The profusion of personial pronou ns
did not roiuble Elio; she had her fears
over since the iniquo, as she had read
the report in the Freeman's Journal, but
she was extremîely distressed it the
idea of appearing ta give oidence, and
still more so when she thoughit of what
her evidence ilust be.

"Yo'il get Ned 01, won't y, iNelli ?"
asked J ack, with as neair an approach to
familiarity as he da'ed assime to lci.

The girl looked 4ad enougl.
l 'n afraid, Jack, it will takze more

than i can say to do thai.
" But yoill try, anid lhe so fond of you.

Alh, thin, Elic isn' it a quare ing y'd
be passing by tkelil oi him.

llio tossed her pretty head, but she
did not loolt as displeased as JIacik feaired
she mnight do0. Pei-haps, alto: ail,
Cabsence had made the heart grow
fonder-." or that, woinan-like, she bogun
to pity, and ended with a w-armer feel-
ing. IfNed had scen lier then he woId
have spent a lappier night. She reached
the little vilige of Eimsdale the iollow-
ing eveniîng. It was the vce-y evening ont
which 1Iarry iad made the last appeal
to his brother, Edward-on whicih Barns
had said alimost his last words to his
yoing mtaster.

A short interview with the priest was
sufflicient to arrange what was necessary.
Father Cavanagh had not much hope of
making Lord EImsdale sensible of his
injustice, but hO thougit it right to try
whîat could bo done by private expostu-
lation, before he was made the subject
of public exposure. As ià was important
that Ellies interview witU lim shonld
not bc known, Father Cavanagl agreed
to lier proposal tiat she should go
to the castle late at nighît, attended
by Jack, who ie know couid bc en-
tirely trusted. Another midnight in-
tcrview took placo-but lov strangcly
different froin the former.

Ellie waited about the grountds, shiver-
ing with cld aid newousncss, but faith-
fully guarded by Jack untii the castie
clock had tolled cloven. The nusical
chimnes, the prid- and piastre of the
late Lord, rang ont ilhcih melotits to the
hecdless ars Lady Eimsdale ad


