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CHAPTER XVII-(Continued.)
I wish I knew if you were serious,"1

said be gravely.
" Just as serious as you were when you

spoke of being ruined."
"I ws so, I pledge my honor. The

conversation I reported to you really
took place; and when you joined me I
was gravely deliberating wiih myself
whether I should take a header into a
deep pool, or enlist as a soldier."

" Fie, fie! how ignoble all that is!
You don't know the hundreds of thous.
ands of things one can do in life. Do
you speak French or Italian ?"

"I can read them, but not freely ; but
how are they to help me ?"

" You shal see : first of al], let me be
your tutor. We shall take two hours,
three if you like, every morning. Are
you free now from al your college
studies ?"

"I can be after Wednesday next. I
ought to go up for my terna examina-
tion."

"Well, do so ; but mind, don't bring
down Mr. Atlee with you."

"My chum is no favorite of yours ?"1
"That's as it may be,"seaid she, baugh-

lily. 'I have only said let us not bave
the embarrasement, or, if you like iL, the
pleasure of bis conpany. Pil give youc
a list of books to bring down, and my lifea
be on it but my course of study will sur-a
pase what you have been doing at Trin-
ity. Ie it agreed ?"

"Give me till to-morrow to think of it, t
Nina."I

" That does not sound like a very.
warm acceptance ; but be it so; till to- i
morrow.". y

"Here are some of Kate's dogs," cried t
ho, angrily. "Down, Fan, down ! I say.t
Ill leave you now before she joins us.a
Mind, not a word of what I told you." 1
And without another word he sprang
over a low fonce, and speedily disap-t
peared in the copse beyond it.

"Wasn't. that Dick I saw aniking his
escape V" cried Kate, as sbe came up.

Yes; we were taking a walk together,
and he left ne very abruptly."

I wish I had not spoiled a trir-a-tete," i
said Kate, nierrily.

IIt ie no great misclhief: we can always a
renew it." ,b

Dear Nina," said the obtier, caresa-s
ingly, as she drew lier arn around lier-
.dear, dear Nina, do not, do -not, I he- Ç
seech you."

' Don't what, child ?-you usi t notn
speak riddles."

' Don't rnake that poor boy in love r
with you. You yourself told me you t
could save him from it if you liked."

"And so I shall, Kate, if you don'l dic-
tate or order me. Leave me quite to
myself and i shahl he most merciful." f

fi
P
aCH APTER XVIII.

MAIURICE I EAREY'S "STUDY"

HAn Maurice Kearney but read the I
second sheet of hie correspondent's letter, '
it is more than likely that Dick had not
taken such a gloomy view of bis condi- w
tion. Mr. I'Keown's epistle continued N
in this fashion : "That ought to do for W
him, Maurice, or my name ain't Tom u
M'Keown. It is not. that he is any worse d
or botter than other young fellows of b
hie own etamp, but. he bas the greatest n
scamp in Christendom for his daily asso-
ciate. Atlee ie deep in all the mischief w
that goes on in the national press. I be- tl
lieve ho is a head-centre of the Fenians, Ii
and I know ho has a correepondence cc
with the Treuch socialiste, and that u
Rights-of-labor-knot of vagabonds who
meet at Geneva. Your boy is not too a
wise to keepbimself out of these scrapes, tr
and hoeis just by name and station of
consequence enough to make these fel- Ii
lows make up to and flatter him. Give o
bim a sound fright, thon, and when ho is
thoroughly alarmed about hie failure, t
Send him abroad for a short tour-: let ti
him go study at Halle or Heidelberg- w
anythmg, in short, that will take him b
away from Ireland, and break off his in- n
timacy 'with this AItlee and hie compa- e'

ons. While hje is with you at Kilgob- q
bn, don't lot him znake acqaaintanee h
with those radical fellows mu the country
towns. Keep himi down, Maurice, keep n
himl down ¡ and if you find tha.t you can- mr

not do this, make him believe that ho
be one day Lord of Kilgobbin, and th
more ho bas te lose the more reluctau
be'll be t'o risk it. If he'd take to far
ing, and marry some decent girl, even1
little beneath him in life, it would sai
you ail uneasiness; but hoeis just tha
thig now that brings ail the misery c
us in Ireland. He thinks he's a gentl
man because hoecan do nothing; and M
save himeelf from -the disgrace of incpa
city, he'd like to be a rebel."

If Mr. Tom M'Keown's reasoninge wer
at times somewhat abstruse and hard c
comprehension to hie friend Kearney, i
was mot that ho did not bestow on ther
due thought and reflection; and ove
this private and strictly confidential pag
he had now meditated for hours.

"Bad luck to me," cried ho at last, "i
I see what he's ait! If I'm to tell the boy
ho is ruined to-day, and to-morrow t
announce to himn that he is a lord-i
I'm to threaten him now with poverty,
and the morning after I'n to send him
to Halle, or Hell, or wherever it is-I'l
soon be out of my mind myself through
bare confusion' As te having hiin 'down,
he's low enough ; but so shall I be, too
if I keep him there. I'm not used to see
ing my bouse uncomfortable, and I can
not bear it."

Such were some of hie reflections oveî
his agent's advice ; and it may be imag
ined that the Machiavelian Mr. M'Keown
had fallen upon a very inept pupil.

It muet be owned that Maurice Kear-
ney wes somewbat out of temper with
his son even before the arrival of this
peter. While the "swelis,' easho woud
pereisl in calliug the two Euigliih viafit-
ors, were there, Dick took no trouble
about themr, nor, to all seeming, made
any impression on them. As Maurice
said : "He loft Joe Atlee nake aIl the
running, and, signe on it! Joe Atlee was
taken off to town as Walole's conapanion,
and Dick not so much as thought of.
Joe, too, did the honora of the bouse as
if it was hie own, and talked to Lock-
wood about coming down for the par-
tridge shooting as if he was the head of
the family. The fellow was a bad lot,
and M'Keown was right so far-the less
Dick saw of him the better.

The trouble and distress these reflec-
tions, and others like them, cost him
would more than have recompensed
Dick, bad he been hardhearted enough
to desire a vengeance. "For a quaerer
of an hour, or maybe twenty minutes,"
aid ho, "I can b as angry as any man
n Europe, and, if it was required of mne
during that time t do anything desper-
te- downright wicked-I could be
bound to do it; and, what's more, I'd
tand to, it afterward if it cost me the
gallows. But as for keeping up the same
mind. as for being able ta say to myself
my heart is as bad as ever, 'ni just as
much bent on cruelty as I was yesterday
-that's clean beyond me ; a.nd the
eason, God helpme, is no great conifort
o me, alter all-for it's just this : that
when I do a hard thing, whether dis-
raining a creature out of his bit of
round, selling a wid ow's pig, or fning a
ellow for shooting a hare, I lose niy ap-
petite and bave no heart for my meals;
nd as sure as I go to sleep, I dream of
ll the misfortunes in life happening ta
me, and my guardian angel sitting laugh-
ng ail the while and saying to me
Didn't you bring it on yourself, Maurice
Kearney ? couldn'it you bear a little rub
without trying t niake a calamity of it ?
fut sornebody be always punished
when anything goes wrong in life ? Make
p your mind to have six troubles every
ay of your life, and see how jolly you'Il
e the day you can only count five, or
aRybe four.'"
An Mr. Kearney sat brooding in this
ise, Peter Gill made his entrance into
he study with the formidable rnonthly
sîts and accounts whose exam.ination
,onstituted a veritable doomsday to the
nhappy master. •
"Wouldn't next Saturday do, Peter?"
sked Kearney, in a tone of almost en-
reaty.
"I'rn afther ye since Tuesday last, and
don't think Il be able to go much
inger."
Now ai Mr. Gill meant by this speech
o imply that he was obliged to trust eu-
rely to bis memory for all the details
hirh would been committed to writing
)y others, and to a notched stick for the
anifold dates of a vast variety of
vents,it was not really a very unfair re-
luest ho had made for a peremptory
earing.
" I vow to the Lord," sighed ouI R ear-
ey, "I believe I'mn the bardest-worked

an n te three kingdoms." •

11

'il "Maybe you are," muLtered Gill, where but at.home.,The:placelmightl
he though certainly the concurrence going to rack and ruin for her, if theî
nt scarcely' sounded hearty,. while he was only a young colt ta look'at, ori
m. meanwhile arranged the books. new litter of pigs! And so you think t
a -"Oh, I know well enough what you frighten me, Peter Gill ! You've bee

ve mean. If a man doesn't work with a doing the same thing every Easter, an
at epade or follow the plow, you won't be- every harvest, these five-and-twent
n lieve that he works at ail. He muet years! I can only say I wish you ha
e- drive, or dig, or drain, or mow. There's kept your threat long ago, and the pro
to no labor but what strains a man's back perty wouldn't have as many tumble
a- and makea him weary about the loins : down cabine and ruined fonces as it ha

but l'il tell you, Peter Gill, that it's now, and my rent-roll, too, would'n
e here"-and he touched his forehead with have been the worse. I don't believe
of his finger-"it's here is the real work- there's a man in Ireland more cruelly
it ehop. It'e thinking and contriving; set- robbed than myself. There isn' tan ces
m ting this against that; doing one that tate in the county bas not risen in value
r another may happen, and guesBing what except my own!1 There's not a lande
e will come if we do thiB and don't do gentleman hasn't laid by money in the

that; carrymng everything in your brain, barony but myself, and if you were to
f and, whether you are sitting over a glass believe the newspapers, I'm the hardes

y with a friend or raking a nap after din- landlord in the province of Leinster. le
o ner, thinking away all the time ! What that Mickey Doolan, there ? Mickey!.
f would you call that, Peter Gill-what cried he, opening the window, "did you

would you call that?" see Miss Kearney anywhere about ?
S "Madness, begorra, or mighty near it !" Yes, my lord, I see ber coming up
l "No; it's just work-bran-work. As the Bog road with Miss O'Shea."

much above mere manuel labor as the • The worse luck mine," muttered he,
intellect, the faculty that raises us above as he closed the windoçw and leaned his
the brutes, is above the-the- " head on his band.

"Yes," eaid Gill, opening the large (TO BE CONTINUED.)
. volume, and vaguely passing hie band ____--

over a page. "It's somewhere there
r about the Conacre !" -uisS*a *H J 'n .ru a S'.rfs saU

"You're little botter than a beast !" •-4 8 g "o1 s aypj w.ai jo
eaid Kearney, angrily. s.ra4.1eubpuoq 4V 112-.uiqaxe Sn

" Maybe I am, and maybel'm not. Let; [um0m w IBu O. en am
"eAtinsh this, now that we're about it." 1q Â r u i UB 4 M

And so saying, he deposited his other u puoÇol oiAuq IoA
books and papers on the table, and then - -- - -

drew froru hie breast-pooket a eome'what
thick roil of exceedingy dirty bank. MONTREAL EXPOSITION COMPANY.
notes, fastened with a leather thong.

"I'm glad ta see some money at last,
Peter," cried Kearney, as hie eye caught
sight of the notes.

,Faix, thon, it's little good theyll do GRICULTURAL ad INDUSTL
ye," muttered the other, gruffly.

"What d'ye mean by that, sir," asked F A IR
h, angrily.

" Just wbat I sa.id, my lord, the divil a 4th to 9th Septeinber, 1893,
more nor less, and that the money you NORE EXTENS1VE!
see here is no more yours nor itla mine. MMRE ATRCIE
IL belongs to the ]and it came from. MORE ATTRACTIVE!
Ay, ay, stamp away, and get red in the Grand Opening, MONDAY, 4th Sept.
face: you muet bear the truth, whether
you like it or no. The place we're living LABORDY CIVICHOLIDAY!
in is goimg ta rack and ruin out of sheer r M iintaryanplethe.
bad treatment. There's not a hedge on GRlEAT SH aWdOF tLberSTOCK
the estate; there isn't a gate that could GREAT SHOW 0F LIVE STOCK,
be called a gate ; the holes the people are Horses, Cattle, Sheep, Swine, Poult.ry.
in isn't good enough for badgers; there's M asuyACTfoREs ANU INIIUSTRIES.
no water for the mill at the cross-roade ; Grand Ipyrotechnic Display, BIrning of
and the Loch meadows is drowned wit.h Moscow, Imperial Japanese Troupe,
wet-we're dragging for the hay, like Horse Racing, -li gh .Jnmping,
sea.weed! And you think you've a righlt and a hoast of other
to these"-and he actually shook the attractions.
notes at him-"lo go and squander them H. M. S. "Mobawk" will le in the
on them 'inipedint' Englishmen that was liarbor and open for inspection.
laughing at you ! Didn't I hear them Complete Electric Gar Service.
rnyself about the-cloth, that one said was Reduiced fares on al Railroads and
the sail of a boat, ?, Steamboats.

* Will you hold your tongue ? cred Opeui day and night. Admission 25c.
Kearney, wld with pa . For Prize Liste and all information

"I will not! I'il die on the floore but appîy to
I'll speak my mind," S. C. STEVENSON, Man. and Sec.

Thi was unot only a favoritn phrase of 3-4 76 St. Gabricd St., Montreal
Mr. Gill's,.but it was so significant that
it always indicated he was about to give OUNTY OF HOCRELAGA
notice ta leave-a menace on his part of CU AGRIcULTURAL SOOIETY.
no unfrequent occurrence. Ir A _4 L os il 0w.

" Yes, going, are ye ?" asked Kearney, The railshow of this nSociety will bebeld thi%
jeeringly. year liconnectoon wth the provincial Exhibi -

6 ul4' oielu u tion, which takes place on the Exhibition
I just amn ; and I m come to give up Ground Mlile End, from the fourth to the

the books, and to get my receipts and ninth o.september, inclusive. Enries for
rny characLer." cnînpetion for the prizes offéeEt by thim

rny harater"society (whien are open to its maembers only)
"It won't be hard to give the last, any must bernade witb the undergignedsBec.-trea i.

way," said Kearney, wit*h a grin. at hiE oce, New York Lire Building, Place
" So much the botter. IL will save tember next. Prize ilatshwhich are this year

your honor much writing, with all you in pamphlet orm, can be had on applicatronaat
have todo." the OnBeyor the undersigned.

" Do you want me to kick you out of By order.
the office. Peter GUiV ?" 2.D Sec.-Trea.

"No, my lord, I'm going quiet and Ro3rn 302, New York Life Billding. Place

peaceable. I'm only asking my rights." d'Armes 4-8
" You're bidding hard to be kicked out,

you are." T aIla
"Am i to leave themhere, or will your Po er,,

honor go over the books with me ?"
" Leave the notes, air, and go ta the -HEADQUAITERS FoR-

devil." is 11G n KLE.
"I will, my lord ; and one comfort at s dSHIst J as tree .

least l'Il have-it won't be harder ta put 454 and 450 St. James Street, MontFeali.
up wxh hi lompr." aimon and Trout Piles

up with his temper." nRods, Reels. Line.
Mr. Gill's head barely escaped the snelled Hookir and sang8

heavy account book which struck the EVERY REQUISrrE FOI
door above him as ho escaped froni the EIsEEN
room, and Maurice Kearney sat back in ianaianEAent
his chafr and grasped the arme of it like år.anaMzan Agents os
one threatened witn a fit. FISH HOOE8.

"Where's Mise Kitty-where's my send for Catalogue.
daughter ? cried he aloud, as though
there was some one within hearmng.•gsno 0se
"Taking the dogs a walk, I 'll be bou nd" .ioode ps ao OJ eVAtr
rnutteral he, "'or gone to see somebodiy'% ~ Gdu U IB ~ O ~±
child with the measies. devil fear her ! 'rIOVI1gg •g-O åauu 'Sea1is somer
She hias plenty on herhurd to do any- -48 ?.l '•oa UaL JiulauI gua
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