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LORD KILGOBBIN.
By CHARLES LEVER,
4duthor of ** Harry Lorrequer,” * Jack Hinton

the Guardsman,” ' Charles 0’ Malley
the Irish Dragoon,” clc., etc.

CHAPTER XVII—(Continued.)

“ I wish I knew if you were serious,”
said he, gravely.

“ Just a8 serious as you were when you
spoke of being ruined.”

“]I was 80, I pledge my honor. The
conversation I reported to you really
took place ; and when you joined me I
wag gravely deliberating wiih myself
whether I should take & header into a
deep pool, or enlist as a soldier.”

“Fe, fie! how ignoble all that is!
You dor't know the hundreds of thous-
ands of things one can do in life. Do
vou speak French or Italiayg ?”

‘I can read them, but not frezly ; but
how are they to help me ?”

“You ehall see : first of all, let me be
your tutor. ‘We shall take two hours,
three if you like, every morning. Are
you free now from all your college
studies ?”

“I can be after Wednesday next. I
ought to go up for my term examina-
tion.”

“Well, do so ; but mind, don’t bring
down Mr. Atlee with you.”

“ My chum is no favorite of yours »’

“That's as it may be,” said she, haugh-
tily. *Ihave only said let us not have
the embarrassment, or, if yon like it, the
pleasure of his company. I’ll give you
& list of books to bring down, and my life
be on it butny course of study will sur-
pass what you have heen doing at Trin-
ity. Isitagreed ?”

*“ Give me till to-morrow to think of it,
Nina.”

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

' Here axe some of Kate’s dogs,” cried
he, angrily. “Down, Fan, down! 1 say.
I’ll leave you now before she joins us.
Mind, not a word of whatI told you.”
And without another word he sprang
over & low fonce, and speedily disap-
peared in the copse beyond it.

“Wasn't that Dick I saw making his
escape ! cried Kate, as she came up.

“ Yes ; we were taking a walk together,
and bhe left me very shruptly.”

“ T wish I had not spoiled a fele-a-tete,”
said Kate, merrily.

“ It is no great mischief : we can always
renew it.”

“ Dear Nina,” said the other, caress-
ingly, as she drew her arm around her—
“dear, dear Nina, donot, donot, [ be-
seech you.”

“Don’t what, child ?—you must not
speak riddles.”

“Don’t make that poor boy in love
with you.. You yourself told me you
could save bim from it if you liked.”

“And so I shall, Kate, il you don't dic-
tate or order me. Leave me quite to
myself and 1 shall be most merciful.”

CHAPITER XVIII.
MAURICE KEARNEY'S “‘sTupy.”

Hap Maurice Kearney but read the
second sheet of his correspondent’s letter,
it is more than likely that Dick had not
taken such a gloomy view of his condi-
tion. Mr M'Keown’s epistle continued
in this fashion : “That ought to do for
him, Maurice, or my name ain’t Tom
M’Keown. It is not that he is any worse
or better than other young fellows of
his own stamp, but he has the greatest
scamp in Christendom for his daily asso-
ciate. Atlee is deep in all the mischief
that goes on in the national press. I be-
lieve he is & head-centre of the Fenians,
and I know he has a correspondence
with the Freuch socialists, and that
Rights-of-labor-knot of vagabonds who
meet at Geneva. Your boy is not too
wise to keep himself out of these scrapes,
and he i just by name and station of
cohsequence enough to make these fel-
lows make up to and flatter him. Give
bim a sound fright, then, and when he is
thoroughly alarmed about his failure,
send him abroad for a short tour: let
him go study at Halle or Heidelberg—
anything, in short, that will take him
away from Ireland, and break off his in-
timacy with this Atlee and his compas-
nions, While he is with you at Kilgob-
bin, don’t let him make acquaintance

with those radical fellows in the country
towns. Keep him down, Maurice, keep
him down ; and if you find thut yon can-

not do this, make him believe that he’ll
be one day Lord of Kilgobbin,and the
more he has to Iose the more reluctant
he'll be to risk it. If he’d take to farm-
ing, and marry some decent girl, even a
little beneath him in life, it would save
you all uneasiness ; but he is just that
thing now that brings all the misery on
us in Ireland. He thinks he's a gentle-
man because he can do nothing ; and to
save himself from-the disgrace of incpa-
city, he’d like to be & rebel.”

If Mr. Tom M'Keown’s reagonings were
at times somewhat abstruse and g:rd of
comprehension to his friend Kearney, it
was not that he did not bestow on them
due thought and reflection; and over
this private and strictly confidential page
he had now meditated for hours.

“Bad luck to me,” cried he at last, “if
I see what he’sat! If I'm to tell the hoy
he is ruined to-day,and to-morrow to
announce to him that he is a lord-—if
I'm to threaten him now with poverty,
and the morning sfter I'm to send him
to Halle, or Hell, or wherever it is—I’ll
soon be out of my mind myself through
bare confusion’ As to having him ‘down,’
he’s low enough; but so shall I be, too,
if Ilceep him there. I’m not used to see-
Ing my house uncomfortable, and I can-
not bear it.”
Such were some of his reflections over
his agent’s advice ; and it may be imag-
ined that the Machiavelian Mr. M'Keown
had fallen upon & very inept pupil.
It must be owned that Maurice Kear-
ney was somewhat out of temper with
his son even before the arrivalof this
letter. While the “‘swells,” as he would
persiat in calling the two English visit-
ors, were there, Dick took no trouble
shout them, nor, to all seeming, made
any impression on them. As Maurice
saild : “He left Jos Atlee make all the
running, and, signs on it | Joe Atlee was
takenoff to town as Walpole’s companion,
and Dick not so much as thought of,
Joe, too, did the honors of the house as
if it was his 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 & bad lot,
and M'Keown waa right go 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 quarter
of an hour, or maybe twenty minutes,”
said he, “I can be ss angry a8 any man
in Europe, and, if it was required of ma
during that time tn do anything desper-
ate— downright wicked—I could be
bound to do it; and, what's more, I'd
stand to it afterward if it cost me the
gallows. But as for keeping up thoe same
mind, a8 for being able to say to myself
my heart is a8 bad as ever, I'm just as
much bent on cruelty as I was yesterday
—that’s clean beyond me; and the
resgon, God helpme, is no great comfort
to me, after all—for 1t’s just this: that
when I do a hard thing, whether dis-
training & creature out of his bit of
ground, selling a widow's pig, or fining a
fellow for shooting a hare, I lose my ap-
petite and have no heart for my meals;
and as sure as [ go to eleep, I dream of
all the misfortunes in life happening to
me, and my guardian angel sitting laugh-
ing all the while and saying to me '
‘Didn’t you bring it on yourself, Maurice
Kearney ? couldn’t you bear a little rub
without trying to make a calamity of it ?
Must somebody be always punished
when anything goes wrong in life ? Make
up your mind to bave six troubles every
day of your life, and see how jolly you’ll
be the day you can only count five, or
meybe four.””

Ag Mr. Xearney sat brooding in this
wise, Peter (i1l made his entrance into
the study with the formidable monthly

constituted a veritable doomsday to the
unbappy master. -

“Wouldn’t next Saturday do, Peter ?
asked Kearney, in a tone of almost en-
treaty.

“I’'m afther ye since Tuesday last, and
I don’t think I'll be able to go much
longer.”

Now as Mr. Gill meant by this speech
to imply that he was obligéd to trust en-
tirely to his memory for all the details
which would been committed to writing
by others, and to a notched stick for the
manifold dates of a vast variety of
events, it was not really a very unfair re-
quest he had made for a peremptory
hearing.

“ [ vow to the Lord,” sighed out Kear-
ney, “I believe I'm the hardest-warked

map in the three kingdoms.?

lists and accounta whose examination |y

“Maybe you are,” mutltered Gill,
though certainly the concurrence
scarcely * sounded hearty,  while he
meanwhile arranged the books.

-“0Oh; I know well enough what you
mean. If a man doesn’t work with a
spade or follow the plow, you won't be-
lieve that he works at all. He must
drive, or dig, or drain, or mow. There’s
no labor but what strains a man’s back
snd makes him weary about the loins :
but I'll tell you, Peter Gill, that it’s
here”—and he touched his forehead with
his finger—*“it’s here is the real work-
shop. It's thinking and contriving ; set-
ting this against that ; doing one that
another may happen, and guessing what
will come if we do this and don’t do
that; carrying everything in your brain,
and, whether you are sitting over a glass
with & friend or raking a nap after din-
ner, thinking away all the time ! What
would you call that, Peter Gill—what
would you call that ?”

“ Madness, begorra, or mighty near it!”

“ No ; it’s just work—brain-work. As
much above mere manuel labor as the
intellect, the faculty that raises us above
the brutes, is above the—the—"
“Yes,” said Gill, opening the Ilarge
volume, and vaguely passing his hand
over a page. “It’s somewhere there
about the Conacre !”

“You're little better than a besast !”
said Kearney, angrily.

“ Maybe 1 am, and maybe I'm not. Let
us finish this, now that we're about it."”

And so saying, he depoaited his other
books and papers on the table, and then
drew from his breast-pocket a somewhat
thick roll of exceedingly dirty bank-
noles, fastened with & leather thong.
“I'm glad to see some money at last,
Peter,” cried Kearney, as his eye caught
sight of the notes.

“ Faix, then, it’s little good they’ll do
ye,” muttered the other, grufily.

“What d'ye mean by that, sir,” asked
he, angrily.

“ Just what I said, my lord, the divil a
more nor less, and that the money you
see here is no more yours nor it’s miue.
It belongs to the land it came from.
Ay, ay, stamp away, and get red in the
face : you must hear the truth, whether
you like it or no, The place we're living
in is going to rack and ruin out of sheer
bad treatment. There's not a hedge on
the estate; there isn’t a gate that could
be called a gate ; the holes the peopleare
in isn’t good enough for badgers ; there's
no water for the mill at the cross-roads ;
and the Loch meadows is drowned with
wet—we're dragpiug for the hay, like
sen-weed ! And you think you've a right
to these’—and he actually shook the
notes at him—‘{o gn and squander them
on them ‘impedint’ Englishmen that was
laughing at you! Didn't I hear them
myself about the-cloth, that one said was
the sail of a boat

“Will you hold your tongue ?” cried
Kearney, wild with paseion.

“T will not! I'lldie on the Hoore but

"1 8peak my mind,”

This was not only a favorite phrase of
Mr. Gill’s, but it was so significant that
it always indicated he was about to give
notice to leave—a menace on his part of
no unfrequent occurrence.

“ Yes, going, are ye?” asked Kearuey,
jeeringly.

“1 just am ; and I'm cone to give up
the books, and to get my receipts and
my character.” .
“ It won’'t be hard to give the last, any
way,” said Kearney, with a grin,

“So much the better. It will save
your houor much writing, with all you
have to do.”

“ Do you want me to kick you out of
the oftice, Peter Gill ?"

“No, my lord, I'm going quiet and
peaceable. I'm only asking my rights.”

“ You’re bidding hard to be kicked out,
ou are.” -

“Am I to leave them here, or will your
honor go over the books with me ?”

“Leave the notes, sir, and go to the
dewn1l.”

“J will, my lord ; and one comfort at
least I'll have—it won’t be harder to put
up with his temper.”

Mr. Gill's head barely escaped the
heavy account book which struck the
door above him as be escaped from the
room, and Maurice Kearnsy sat back in
his chalr and grasped the arms of it like
one threatened with & fit.

“Where’'s Miss Kitty—where's my
daughter " cried he aloud, as though
there was some one within hearnng,
“Taking the dogs & walk, I’ll be bonud
mutteica he, “or gone to see somebo.ly’:
child with the maensles, devil fear her!

She has plenty on her hands to do any-

where but atJhome.’The placeimight;be
goine to rack and ruin for her, if there
was only & young colt to lookTat, or a
pew litter of pigs! And so you think to
frighten me, Peter Gill! You’ve been
doing the same thing every Easter, and
every harvest, these five-and-twenty
years! 1 can only say I wish yon had
kept your threat long ago, and the pro-
perty wouldn’t have as many tumble-
down cabins and ruined fences as it has
now, and my rent-roll, too, would’nt
have been the worse. I don’t believe
there’s a man in Ireland more cruelly
robbed than myself. There isn’t an es-
tate in the county has not risen in value
except my own! There’s not & landed
gentleman hasn't laid by money in the
barony but myself, and if you were to
believe the newspapers, I'm the hardest
landlord in the province of Leinster. Is
that Mickey Doolan, there? Mickey !
cried he, opening the window, “did you
see Miss Kearney anywhere ahout ?*
“Yes, my lord, I see her coming up
the Bog road with Miss O'Shea.”
“The worse luck mine,” muttered he,
a8 he closed the window and leaned his
head on his hand.
(10 BE CONTINUED, )
ep———

‘uor}
238 °I} ‘L N Iudu ‘19718 rouIB L
1S €12 0D B3, 24" g J8aID JO
s1ajrenbpeoy 38 [[8) "93UBIIOX0 SN
Jory -A9UWOWI JUBA PUE BAY AV OMm

“MONTREAL EXPOSITION CONPANY.
Grand Provincial Exhibition

AGRICULTURAL and INDUSTRIAL

FAIR

4th to 9th September, 1893,

MORE EXTENSIVE!
MORE ATTRACTIVE!

Grand Opening, MONDAY, 4th Sept.

LABOR DAY ! CIVIC HOLIDAY!

All Departments complete,
Military and other Bands.

GREAT SHOW OF LIVE STOCK,
Hores, Catile, Sheep, Swine, Poultry.
MANUIFACTURES AND INDUETRIES.

Grand Pyrolechnic Display, Burning of
Moscow, Imperial Japanese Troupe,
Horse Racing, High Jumping,
and a bost of other
attractions,

H. M. S. * Mohawk” will be in the
liaxbor and open for ingpection.
Complete Electric Oar Service, .
Reduced fures on all Railroads and
Steambonts. . ‘
Open day and night. Admission 25c.
For Prize Lists and all information
apply to
S. C. STEVENSON, Man, and Sec.

3-4 76 St. Gabricl St,, Montreal
OUNTY OF HOCHELAGA
AGRICULTURAL SOCIETY.

FALL SHOW.

The Fall Show of this Soclety will be beld this
year in connection with the Provineial Exhibi -
tion, which taker place on the Exhibition
Grounds, Mile End, from the fourth to the
ninth of September, inclusive. Entrles for
competition for the prizes offered by thim
Society (whicth are open to its members only)
must be made with the undersigned sec.-treas.
at hiz office, New York Life Building, Place
d’Armes square,on or hefore the firsi of Sep-
tember next. Prize llats, which are this year
in pamphlet form, can be had on application at
the office uf the undersigned.

By order,

ITI. BRODIE, Sec.-Treas.

Room 3202, New York Life Bullding, Place
d’Armes 4-

Porter, Teskey & Co,

—HEADQUARTERS FOR~—

FISHING TACKIE,

454 and 456 St. James Street, Montreal,
Ralmon and Trout Filea
Rods, Reels, Lines

goelled Hooks and Jangs

EVERY REQUIBITE FOR
EISHERMEN.
Canadlan Agents for
] My. MILWARD & SONS

f FISHHOOKS.
Send for Catalogue.
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