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Jist a scintilla, sir, thank you--jist a scien- '41'd know hlm in a llion. Aisy, aisy, voit
tilla," said Mr. Murphv, graciously ail more snl,îdhli lwecp dnrlc an' N'c're et malle', min I
than one scintilla having been disposed of bc- 1 livard his bel-ol stor-haw o i as mmv ln

twecen the gentlemen, the confercue becamie the furin wars vid iiy, ui' how lic %vas it
much more cordial and confidenttial. acrass bore îy llny iniscîf to rise a rchellion

"It's a gerat sayeret lin goii' to tell yot ," m0 av Ive dlli't Spol lis litl, ivail h t

said Mr. Murphy,i in a solemn uîndertone, " an' Ficl arîîy avec ii li tic, tit' ai sorts a'

av ive only do the thing properly, it may be racLions ah' bloodslci, miii its tilt ta Nvan av
the mnakii' o' both a- lis." ycsî iti' 1 an' ivery olier lmciit mari like as

Lor'I yon doli't s'av so, ? "ist dît iiito îîind îiecc ld tlc I'ttist s 'idant
Faith. I do, an' inane it. There Las lecu gentiii' jidgc or jury.'

quar goin's on of late in the ovld Castled over, Mr., 'îi lm iras îiow begiiiilig lo biye

an' many an hiohur I flagellated mny brains tilt 1 a vyji notion o w i liai 3îîcîîîî , sliîîd-

found whiiat it's all about. There's a rebellion iiîred isi lit tue dulefi prospect, and ci-

brewvinî' over in that owld Castle as sure as îmy clainieil,-i'mveiilv jingol'' wli iiieli libre

namle is Jur ! pions thaî lefirc.
i A wrot?" sercéched Mr. Langton, jnpiniiig I Blit gvC i-il! sîoil lie; liiîit, sii tht laili«,

fromt his sent as tho' it wcre a pawder-barrel iueliling itiiuasalt 1y. I As ic ls lit liils
ready ta go off. hiistl ii lil h d i ave liiiu scttlcd

c A relellion- a bloody rebellion " repea t- ninens a cii i ce An' it let hit

ed the other, soleminly, well pleased witli thetloîic-'

effect of lis communication. I Bless yer simple o !
licart, yoi don't know wliat a rebellion is ? Faitli it isnil, lut vr partieiiar fcieîd, Tande

Why the divil a goseoon in Ireland that t Eyin1 tlat's actihs' a n'itd o' llflîiaiit a' tli ce-

secu a couple oif themi at the laste. Ix Il ' tuat foolisti olvld f:tliec-ii-law o his-
Yawz-to be sure, yaîvzm," said r. Liigton, weil lie abe b root oît tie wlole îsit of'cm.

resiiniîîg an awful air of intelligence. el Iv'e ind fonilsr our auî-i misis illigitly ista tie

seen a score of the ceatumres miyself, i 'ave." bargnin."
SLord, voit ac't jaki' Il 1 hiîd a' tliîght Il Wa ll, dont poir his harcios w' !l cried Ma

they ior niver scen unless in these parts."
Aint they thiough ?-the'y alus eeICpS a

few a' that sort in the Z'log'cles-cage next but

one to the crocodiles."
And as Mr. Murphy's acquaintance with

Natural Itistory or its haunis, ias as sslender
as bis friend's stock of politics, nieitiher veiitir-

ed to cafrv thsm abstruse topies further, but
after staring at one another in exquisite be-
wildernent for several minutes, Murphîysolved
the difliculty by asking knowingly:

You wouldn'tbe aftr makii' a giess who's
at the botton <'f it ? "

3fr. Langton bai to confess wvith humility lie
had not the slightest idea, uinless 'tiwas the
elegant as kept the keys and the 'aisome youiig
'oman up at the Castle.

et The owrld angishiore i 'tis more likcly 'tis

diggin' is grave ie is thani pike-inakii'. IN,
but it's a bouchal Sir Albin Artslade 'ud sooner
get into lis clutches than a crock o' gold. List-

en I That ould 'oman's safe, eh ? "
i Drunk as a fiddler. Go on t

Murphy leaned over mysteriously and wrlîls-

pered in the valet's car, making lis confidant

jump again, but now withjoy.
et Eavenlyjingo. 'Im 1 'Im 1 You aint serious?"

Langton adimiringly. "I slhoildl nover o
thouglit i ; but happearances tire mo deceitful l
lorever did you find it liali hout?"
le Lave that ta mne. cliucklCd Mr. Murphy,

slyly.

And Mr. Langton was forced to admit that

lie secemîced every inh a imsan for aniy iniquity

possible to crafty cowardice.
" Not but I 1ad: siy share o' patient vatchinl',

an' often ivery bont o' my body thrimiblid' wid

terror, for I kiiew well tley'd slauighther me

like a dog av they wraist got a sighth ' me.

iit, be my sowl, 'twas worth uill the throuble.'

Sir Albin l'id give one half the blood in hsis

vancs to catch thant yoing fellow red lot in

rebellion, ani' get himiî hanged or transported

sthraiglt off."
" Why not tell him immsediately, then ?"

l That 'ud spoil the wliole beiity of the
thing. I know young O'Dwyer ishangin' soine-

wliere about the Caitle, but I dont cnow bis

hidin' place exactly, an' if I had onily ialf the

story to tell Sir Albini I wouîldi't get half the

thanks. I iant to Lhrack him shure into his

lair, an' thin come down on hui like thlunder.
Nowr, Misther Langton, thati's why I towit you
a word about it, becase I havei't the whole


