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CHAPTER XLI{—Continued.

“ Can [ help you in your search, dear-
est 7" said Kate, coming over the piano.

« Might I hope to be of use ?”" asked
Walpole. ..

“ Mr. Q'Shea wants me to sing snme-
thing for him,” said Nina, coldly. *What
ig it to be?” asked she of Gorman.

With the readiness of one who could
respond to any sudden call upon his tact,
Gorman at once took up a piece of music
from the mass before him, and said:
“Here 18 what I’ve been searching for.”
It was a little Napoleon ballad of no
peculiar beauty, but one of those simple
melodies in which the rapid transition
from deep feeling to & wild, almost reck-
less, gayety imparts all toe character.

«Yea, Il sing that,” esid Nina; and
almost in the same breath the notes
came floating through the air, slow and
sad at first, as though laboring under
gome beavy sorrow. The very syilables
faltered on her lips like a griefstruggling
for utterance, when, just as a tkrilling
cadence died slowly away, she burst forth
into the wildest and merriest strain,
something so impetuous in gayety that
the singer seemed to lose all control of
expression, and floated away in sound
with every ocaprice of enraptured
imagination, Whin in the very whirl-
wind of this impetuous gladness, as
though & memory of & terrible sorrow
had suddenly crossed her, she ceased;
then, in tones of actual agony, her voice
rose to a cry of such utter misery as
despair alone could utter. The sounds
died slowly away, as though lingeringly.
Two bold chords tollowed, and ghe was
silent. .

“1If that is singing, I wonder what is
crying,” cried old Kearney, while he
wiped bis eyes, very angry at his own
weakness. * And now will any one tell
me what it was all about ?”

“ A young girl, sir.” replied Gorman,
“who, by a great effort, has rallied her-
gelf to dispel her sorrow and be merry,
suddenly remembers that her sweetheart
may not love her; and the more she
dwels on the thought, the more firmly
ghe believes it. That was the cry: ¢ He
never loved me,’ that went to all our
hearts.”

‘ Faith, then, if Nina has to gay that,”
gaid the old man, “Heaven help the
others 1"

* Indeed, uncle, you are more gallant
than all these young gentlemen,” said
Nina, rising and approaching him.

“#Why they are not all at your feet
this moment is more than I can tell.
They're always telling me the world is
cbanged, aud I begin to sce it now.”

“ Y suspect, &ir, 1t's pretty much what
it used to be,” lisped out Walpole. “ We

_are on'y less demonstrative than our
fathers.”

“Just as I am less extravagant than
mine,” cried Kiigobbin, “because I have
not got it to spend.”

“ ¥ hope Mudemoiselle Nina judges us
more mercifully,” said Walpole,

" “[s that song a favorite of youra?”
asked she of Gurman, without noticing
Walpole’s remark in any way.

“No," said he, bluntly ; “ 1t mrkes me
feel like a fool, and, I am afraid, look
like one, too, when 1 hear it.”,

“I'm glad there’s even that much
blood in you,” cried old Kearney, who
had caughi the words. “Oh, dear! oh,
dear! England need never be afraid of
the young generation.” ‘

“Phat seems to be a very painful

. thought to you, sir,” said Walpole.

“ And so it is,” replied be. “The lower
we bend, the more you'll 1ay on us, It
was your language, and what you eall
your civilization, broke us down first;
and the little spirit that fought against
either is fast dyiug out of us.”

“ Do you want Mr. Walpole to become
& Fenian, papa 2 asked Xate.

“#You see, they took him for one to-
day,” broke in Dick, “ when they came
and carried off all his luggage.”

“By the way,” interposed Walpole,
““we must take care that that stupid
blunder does not get into the local pa-
pers, or we shall have it circulated by
the London press.”

“ I bave already thought of that,” said
Dick, “and I shall go into Moate to-
morrow and see about it.”

“Does that mean to say that you de-
sext orngniet P’ said Nina, imperiously.

» You huve got Licutennnt O'Shea in

my place, and a better player than me

already.”
“J fear I must take my leave to-mor-

row,” said Gorman,gwith a touch of real | p

sorrow, for in secret he knew not whith-
er he was going.

“ Would your aunt not spare you to
us for 2 few days ?” said the old man.
“Iamin no favor with her just now,
but she would scarcely refuse what we
would all deem a great favor.” .

“ My aunt would not think the sacri-
fice too much for her,” said Gorman,
trying to laugh at the conceit.

“ You shall stay,” murmured Nina, in
a tone only audible to him, and by a
slight bow he acknowledged the words
a8 & _command. .

“ I believe my best way,” said Gor-
man, gayly, “ will be to outstay my
leave, and take my punisbment, what-
ever it may be, when I go back agsin.”

“ That is military morality,” seaid
Walpole, in & half-whisper to Xate, but
to be overheard by Nina. ** We poor
civilians don’t understand how to keep
& debtor and creditor account with con-
science.”

“ Could you manage to provoke that
man to quarrel with you ¥ gaid Nina,
secretly to Gorman, while her eyes
glanced toward Walpole.

“I think I might; bat what then ?
He wouldn’t fight, and the rest of Eng-
land would shun me,”

“ That is true,” said she, slowly.
 When any one ia injured here, he tries
to make money out of it. I don’t sup-
pose you want money

“ Not earned in that fashion, cer-
tainly, But I think they are saying
good-night.”

¢ They’re always boasting about the
man that found out the safety-lamp,”
said old Kearney, as he moved away ;
“ but give me the fellow that invented
the flat candlestick 1”

CHAPTER XLIIL
SOME NIGHT THOUGHTS,

When Gurman reached bis xoom, into
which a rich flood of moonlight was
streaming, he extinguished his candle,
nnd seating himself at the open window,
lighted bhis cigar, seriously believing
that he was going to reflect on his pre-
sent oondition, and forecast something
of the future. Though he had epoken
8o cavalierly of outataying his time and
accepting arrest afterward, the jest was
by no means so palatable now that he
was alone, and could own to himself
that the leave he possessed was the un-
limited liberty to be houseless and a
vagabond, to have none to olaim, no
roof to shelter him.

His aunt’s law agent, the same Mr.
M’Keown who acted for Lord Kilgobbin,
had once told Gorman that all the King’s
Couunty property of the O'Sheas was en-
tailed upon him, and that his aunt had
no power to alienateit. It is true thn
old lady disputed this position, and mo
strongly resented even allusion to it
that, torthe sakeof inheriting that twelve
thousand pounds she posaessed in Duich
S8tock, M'Keown warned Gorman to
avoid anything that might imply his
being aware of this fact.

Whether a general distrust of all legal
people and their assertions was the
reason, or whether mere abstention from
the topic had impaired the force of its
truth, or whether—more likely than
either—he wonld not suffer himself to
question the intentions of one to whom
he owed so much, certain is it young
O'Shea almost felt as much averse to the
belief as the old lady herself, and resent-
ed the thought of its being true as of
something that would detract from the
spirit of the affection she had always
borne him, and that he repaid by a love
as faitbful.

“ No, no. Confound it!” he would say
to himeelf, “Aunt Betty loves me, and
money has no share in the affection I
bear her. If she knew I must be her
beir,she’d sayso frankly and freely. She'd
scorn the notion of doling out to me ag
benevolence what one day would be my
own by right. She is prond and intoler-
ant enough, bat she iz seldom unjust—
never go willingly and consciously. If,
then, she has not said Q'Shea’s Barn
must be mine some time, it is because
she knows well it cannot be true. Be-
sides, this very last step of hers, this
haughty dismissal of me from her
house, implies the possession of a power
which she would not dare to exercise if
she were but a life-tenant of the proper-
ty. Last of all, bad »he speculated ever
8o remotely on my being the proprietor
of Irish Janded property, it was most un-
iikely ghe would so strenuously have

encouraged me to pursue my career as
an Austrian soldier, and turn all my
thoughts to my prospects under the Em-
ire.”

In fact, she never lost the opportunity
of reminding him how unfit he was to
live in Ireland or among Irisbhmen.,

Such reflections as I bave briefly
hinted at here took him some time to
arrive at, for his thoughts did not come
freely, or rapidly make place for others.
The sum of them, however, was that he
was thrown upon the world, and just at
the very threshold of life, and when it
held out its more alluring proapects,

There is something peculiarly galling
to the man who is wincing under the
pang of poverty to find that the world
regards him as rich and well off, and
totally beyond the accidents of fortune.
[t i8 not simply that he feels how his
every action will be misinterpreted and
mistaken, and a spirit of thrift, if not
actual shabbiness, sscribed to all that
he does, but he also regards himself as a
sort of imposition or sham, who has
gained access to a place he has no right
to ocoupy, and to associate on terms of
equality with men of tastes and habits
and ambitions totally above his own. It
was in this spirit he remembered Nina's
chance expression : “I don’t suppose yon
want money 1’ They could be no other
meacing in the phrase than some fore-
gone conclusion about his being & man
of fortune. Of course she acquired this
notion from those around her. As a
stranger to Ireland, all she knew, or
thougzht she knew, had been conveyed
by others. “I don’t suppose you want
money,” was another way of eaying:
“You are your aunt’s heir. You arethe
future owner of the O'Shea estates. No
vast property, it is true; but quite en-
ough to maintain the position of a
gentleman.”

“Who knows how much of this Lord
Kilgobbin or his son Dick believed ?”
thought he. “ But certainly my old
playfellow Kate bas no faith in the mat-
ter, or, if she bave, it has little weight
with her in her estimate of me.

“It was I1n this very room I was
lodged something like five years ago. It
was at this very window I used to sit at
night, weaving Heaven knows what
dreams of a future. I was very much
in love in those days, and a very honeat
and loyal love it was. I wanted to be
very great, and very gallant and distin-
guished, and, above all, very rich; but
only fur her, only that she might be sur-
rounded with every taste snd luxury
that became her, and that ahe ghould
share them with me. 1 knew well she
was better than me-—better in every
way : not only purer, and simpler, and
more gentle, but more patient, more
tenacious of what was true, and more
decided the enamy of what was merely
expedient. Then, was she not proud?
—not with the pride of birth or station,
or of an old name and a time-honored
house, but proud that whatever she did
or said among the tenantry or the neigh-
bors, none ever ventured to guestion or
even qualify the intention thal suggest-
ed it? The utter impoesibility of
ascribing a double motive to her, or of
imagining any object in what she coun-
seled but the avowed one, gave hera
pride that accompanied her through
every hour of life. '

“ Laat of all, she believed in me—be-
lieved I was going to be one day some-
thing very famous and distinguished :
8 gallant golder, whose very presence
gave coursge to the men who fol-
lowed bim, and with a name repeated
in honor over Europe. The day was too
short for these fanocies, for they grew
actually as we fed them, and the wildest
flight of imagination led ue on to the

but one hope, one ambition, and one
heart between us.

“] am convinced that had any one at
that time hinted to bher that I was to in-
herit the O'Shea estates, he wounld hgve
dealt a most dangerous blow to her
affection for me. The romance of that
unknown future had a great share in
our compact. And then we were so
serious about it all—the very gravity it
impressed being an ecstasy to our young
hearts in the thought of self-importance

'and responstbility. Nor were we with-

out our tiffs—those lovers’ quarrels that
reveal what a terrible civil war can rage
within the heart that rebels against
itself. T know the very spot where we
quarreled ; I counld point to the miles of
way we walked side by side without a
word ; and oh! was it not on that very
bed I bave passed the night, sobbing

till I thought my heart would break, all

end of the time when there wotild be|J

becauee I had not fallen at her feet and
begged her forgiveness ere we parted?
Not that she was without her self-accus-
ings, too; for I remember one way in
whioh she expressed sorrow for having
donenie wrong was to send me a shower
of rose leaves from her little terraced
garden; and ag they fell in shoals acrors
my window, what a balm and bliss they
shed over my heart! Would I not give
every hope I have to bring it all back
again ; to live it over once more; to lie
at her feet in the grass, effecting to read
to ber, but really watching her long
black lashes as they rested onher cheek,
or that quivering lip as it trembled with
emotion? How I used to detest that
work which employed the blue-veined
hand I loved to hold -within my own,
kissing it at every pause in the reading,
or whenever I conld pretext a reason to
guestion her! And now, here I am in
the self-same place, amidst the same
scenes and objects. Nothing changed
but herself! 8he, however, will remem-
ber nothing of the past, or, if she does,
it is with repugnance and regret; her
manner to me is a sort of cold defiauce,
not to dare to revive our old intimacy,
nor to faney that I can take up our
acquaintanceship from the past. I al-
most fancied she looked resentfully atthe
Greek girl for the freedom to which she
admitted me—not but there was in the
other’s coquetry the very stamp of that
levity other woman are 80 ready to take
offense at; in fact, it constitutes among
women exactly the same sort of outrage,
the same breach of honor and loyaly,
as cheating at play does among men,
and the offenders are as much socially
outlawed in one case as in the other. I
wonder am I what is called falling in
love with the Greek—that is, I wonder
have the charms of her astonishing
beauty, and the grace of her maunner,
and the thousand seductions of her
voice, her gestures, and her walk, above
all, 8o captivated me that I do not want
to go back on the past, and meay hope
soon to repay Miss Kate Kearney by an
indifference the equal of her own? I
don’t think so. Indeed, I feel that,even
when Nina was interesting me most, I
was stealing secret glances toward Kate,
and cursing that fellow Walpole for the
way he was engaging her attention.
Little the Greek suspected when she
asked if ‘I counld not fix a quarrel on
bim,’ with what & motive it was that
my heart jumped at the suggestion! He
is so studiously ceremonious and distant
with me; he seems to think I am not
one of those to be admitted to
closer intimacy. I know that English
theory of ‘the unsafe man,’ by which
people of unquestionable conrage avoid
contact with ali schooled to other ways
and habits than their own. I hate it
‘I am unsafe,’ to his thinking. Well, if
having no reason to care for safety be
sufficient, he is not far wrong. Dick
Kearney, too, is not very cordial. He
scarcely seconded his father’s invitation
to me, and what he did say was merely
what courtesy obliged. So that, in
reality, though the old lord was hearty
and iood-na.tured, I believe I am here
now because Mademoiselle Nina com-
msanded me, rather than from any other
reason, If this be true, it is, to say the
least, a sorry compliment to my senee of
delicacy. Her words were: ‘You shall
stay,’ and it is upon this ] am etaywng.”

As though the air of the room grew
more bard to breathe with this thought
before him, he arose and leaned hall way
out of the window.”

(To BE CONTINUED.)

IMPORTANT TO WORKINGMEN.

Artizans, mechanics and laboring men
are liable to sudden accidents and in-
juries, a8 well as painful cords, stiff

joints and lameness. Toall thus teoubled
we would recommend Hagyard’s Yellow
0il, the handy and reliable pain cure, for

outward and internal use.
—-

The excesses of our youth are drafts
on our old age, payable about thirty
years after date.—Colton.

——— s
He who oan suppress a moment’s an-
ger moy suppress & day of sorrow.

—— :
THE PINE FORESTS.

‘The pine forests yield up their healing
virtues for the cure of coughs, colds,
asthma, bronchitis and sore throat in the
leagant preparation known as Dr.
ood’s Norway PineByrup. 25sud 50¢c.
at druggists.

To remember—to forget! Alas, this

is what makes us young and old,



