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THE FAVORITE.

Muanon 14, 1874,

say, if any weapon oould be found suitable for i
my incisors. My property was gituated in a
lonely part of Tipperary, about four miles from
the nearest post-town. There was no house of
any pretension upon it, but in its stead a small
ghooting.box, which in bis younger days my
father had occupied for a short time each year
for sporting purposes. I wrote over for some
one to put this “box” in habitable order, and
futimated that I was about to come over for &
fortnight's shooting. I thought it, on the whole,
better to say nothing about the rents, but to ar-
range this matter subsejuently in confidential
interviews with my tenanta.

It was in the beginning of September that I
crossed St. George’s Channel. My unole accom-
panied me to the steamer. I could have wished
him to come farther. His military training
would have been invaluable. But it seemed
that bis honor somehow depended oun his Kick-
ing & brother officer that same evening at the
United Fire-eater’s Club, and this operation,
with its probable consequences, would require
all his time and thoughts for the present. His
last words to me were (I leave out the hors-
d'cuvres with which he was wont to garnish
nis discourse); *Give it thean hot, Tony, my
boy. Load with slugs, and aim low. That'll
tickle them, I promise you.”

When the steamer was out at sea, and I be-
gan to ponder this advice, I confess I more
than ever regretted that my gallant uncle had
not come with me toset the example of putting
it in practice. I had never been much of a
sportsman. I hardly knew what slugs (except
in a horticultural sense) were, and the aiming
low was, after all, a very indefinite injunction.
« Low" was suclu a purely relative term. How
low was I to ailm? Above all, why was I ne-
cessarily to aim at all, and at whom ? Was [ to
commence a promiscuous fire over my estate on
my first appearance amongst my devoted te-
nantry ? And was the ¢ Giveit them not” an
historical reminiscence of General Eliot and
the siege of Gibraltar, and meant to have a
literal application, or a mere mode of meta-
phorical expression ? Yes; I could have wish-
od that my uncle had postponed the vindlication
of his honor—by the by, the event never found
its way into the papers—and accompanied me
on my difffcult mission.

It istrue, I was not alone. I was attended
by my body-servant, a man whom I had se-
lected for his gigantic stature and (presumabty)
corresponding strength and courage. Iintended
that he should play the part of the executive,
whilst Ireserved for myseif all legisiative fanc-
tions. I also had with me an immense retrie-
ver, a good-sized setter-—pointers are of no use
in Tipperary—and a couple of spaniels. As
equipment, we had a light rifie, two double-
barrelled guns, a revolver aplece, and a loose
assortment of bowle.knives and Kknuckle.
dusters.

It was very nasty weather when we arrived.
It seemed to me as ifthe shooting-box stood on
& little tuft in the middle ofa swamp. I was
driven by a man In a frieze coat, who eyed
me from time to time askant in a manner sug-
geative of sudden death. There was something
very like the outline of a pistol in the left-hand
pocket of his coat. As I know now that he was
one of my tenants who had pald no rent for
fifteen years, 1 consider I had & most fortunate
escape. At the least he might have upset me
in the hope of cancelling all arrears.

As & matter of fact, however, I was not upset,
except morally. The door of the shooting.bnx
was opened by & woman who really seemed to
me, with all my respeot for her sex, a perfect
monster of ugliness. 1gasped for breath when
I saw her. IfI know anything of physiogno.
my, and I once got a prize for it at school—no ;
that, now I think of it, was for physiology—
that woman had either actually or potentially
committed every crime of which a woman is
capable. I shuddered, not from fear, but from
loathing, and passed into the house.

1 call it house, but really it was more in the
nature of a ocottage. It contained only four
rooms, two below and two above. Of those
below, one was the kitehen, the other the re-
ception-room. The two upper chambers were
bed-rooms ; and it i3 a remarkable instance of
the eccentricity of the Irish character, as evi-
denced even in house-buillding, that In addition
to the interior staircase there was at the back
an external one of stone, leading to one of
these bed-rooms. As Idon’t much care to have
people walking up outside.staircases into my
bed-room when I am asleep, I at once told
John—nhis real name was Albert Edward—that
that would be his apartment. He grinned in a
feeble and foolish manner, but said nothing.

1 can’t say I felt comfortable that frst night,
The house seemed to me so utterly defenceless.
The front door, which ought to have been of
stout oak thickly studded with nalls, was a
mere thin plank of deal. The windows had no
fastenings, and though there were shutters,
they were very weak and rickety. Then the
wind howled in & way I never heard in Eng-
land. The old woman’s conversaiion was not
more cheerful than her face. A good many
people, according to her account, had come to
grief at different times in the bog behind the
house. If you trod on & soft place, you de-
scended through & kind of slush a depth of sixty
foot at least, and never came up again. Then
it seemed that my father's former agent had
been the last person to ocoupy the house, and
his « potting” bad been performed from behind
the hedge which bounded the road to the front.

.door. Bo, asthe old womau observed, it wasn't
all wind that we heard ; some of 1t was ghosts,

I waa really glad when the horrid old thing
sald she must go. She belonged to & cotiage

about half a mille off, or perhaps I should say
the cottage belonged to her. She too was one
of my tenants, in 8o far as coudescending to
squat on my property ocould make her one. I
never heard that she had been at any tlme in-
sulted by a call for rent.

When she had gone, John and I sat for some
time by the kitchen fire drinking whisky. Then
I made him load all the fire-arms, and we pre-
pared to go to bed. We distributed the dogs
throughout the house. I took into my room the
retriever, as being the biggest. John possessed
himself of the setter as his companion for the
night. The two spaniels were given the range
of the rooms and entrance passage down -stairs.
Then I bolted my door, and, with the retriever
on a mat before it and my weapons within easy
reach of my bed, attempted tosleep. It was not
however, till morning dawned that I succeeded.
I need scarcely say it was not timidity that
kept me awake. It was the actual noise of the
wind and the uncomfortable sensations always
excited in flnely-strung organjzations by a
strange bed.

The next day I formed a sudden and, as I
thought, sagacious resolution. I would make
the personal acquaintance of my tenantry, and
study their characters and habits before I com-
menced the business which had brought me to
Ireland. By way of a beginning, I determined
to take vigorously to shooting. I did not think
it necessary to mention this to my uncle, when
writing to announce my arrival. It is so difi-
oult to explain things properly in a letter.

I got the old woman to provide me with a
guide. It seemed that there were two tolerably
safe approaches (o my abode; the one the road
I had come last night from the post-town, the
other a less formal way leading to the nearest
gentleman’s house. I chose the latter, meaning
to diverge from time to time whenever a
sgamey bit” should present itself. I only got
one shot—at a jack snipe. He dropped, not in.
deed at the fustant I fired, though very soon
afterwards; but it was in such a dangerous
part of the bog that we were obliged to leave
him,

About a mile and a half from my # box” there
was & very pretty little hill, on which stood a
well-built and comfortable.looking house. It
was inhabited, so my guide told me, by a Mr.
0'3hindy, a very fine Irish gentleman of the old
school, and his family. The ancestors of Mr.
0'Shindy had, it appeared, at some remote
perlod of Irelaund’s history, governed that part
of the country according to the laws of tanistry,
and their descendants had in consequenee the
local status of kings, queens, princes, or
princesses, as the case might be. Moreover, In
view Of this state of affairs, their tenantry had
fewer consclentlous scruples with respect to
the payment ofrent than the tenantry of Saxon
proprietors, and the O’Shindies were in conse-
quence in very comfortable circumstances.

On all relating to the O’Shindies the guide
was very communicative. According to his ac-
count, and it seemed t0 me he repeated the
asgertion with an offensive emphasis of com-
parison on the personal pronoun, ¢« He was a
rale gintleman.” About Mrs. O'Shindy there
was less effusion of sentiment, unless indeed
the description of her as «“a bit soft ” may be
viewed in that light. But the youug and only
daughter seemed to stir all the poetry of my
guide’s fine Celtic nature. She was as beautiful
asshe was clever, and more amiable than either.
Then, too, she had such a “sperrit.” She rode
better to hounds than any other lady within
fifty miles, and had on several occasfons dis-
tinguished herself for her almost masculine
courage.

As I heard all this, it was not in human
nature but that the thought should slide into
my mind., ¢To judge by this description, how
exactly 4iss O'Shindy and myself would suit
each other! 8he is famous for her courage ; 80
am I. She will hear of the hazardous mission
in which I am even now engaged, and this can-
not fall to give her the most favorable impres.
sion of my character.”

Just as this thought was passing through my
mind, we had reached a kind of hedge in which
there was a gap. Still meditating, I passed
through the gap, and was advancing slowly,
when I saw the figure as ofan old gentleman with
white hair some way in front of me, and be.
came aware that this figure was not only shout-
ing vehemently, but also brandishing a stick
with extreme fury. The fine instinct of the
gentleman, which never deserts me for a
moment, atonce told me that I was an in.
truder, and led me to withdraw with perhaps
even more rapidity than was consistent
with graceful motion. Batthe oid gentleman
was not to be thus appeased. He bore down
upon the of 1 with iderable
veloclty, and, as he came nearer, I counld see
that even my uncle’s face had no pretension to
compete with his in crimson glory. There
seemed no doubt that, without even intending
it, I had been already carrying out my uncle’s
injunction and ¢giving it them hot,” for cer-
tainly anything hotter than the countenance of
'ﬁh?dnewmmer I had never up to this time be-

eld.

“ By the blood of all the 0’Shindjes,” he began,
as soon as he got within easy speaking distance,
“T'll teach ye to trespass npon me property —
under me very nose too!”

I dislike a man who shouts very close to you,
s:‘ dI drew back a few more paces, and then
sald :

“1 am sure, Mr. O'Shindy, you will excuse the
error of a stranger.”

« Error of a stranger, indeed!” cried the old
gentleman, more viciously than before. ¢ W bat

business have strangersin Irqland st all, air?

Tell me that. Isn’t it enough that ye've re.
duced me property bit by bit, but ye must come
trampling with scorrrn on what yet remaing ? "

Mr, 0’'Shindy did not talk with much Wrdgue,
but his indignation made him thrill his ‘r's, in
& way which would have been alarming to any
one less courageous than myself.

I did not know what to answer. I had not
knowingly deprived him of any portion of his
ancestral estates; but then I could not but see
that it was very probable, from what my guide
had told me, that all that property which I now
called mine had, at some former epoch, belonged
to the O'Shindy royal-family. 8o it really
seemed as if in this respect he had some cause
of complaint, and as to ¢ trampling with scorrrn
on what remained,” there was no doubt I had
trespassed, and I was well aware that my
habitual carriage was 8o lofty—especially since
I had taken my degree — that it might not im-
possibly convey to the mind of a stranger some
idea of contempt. So, considering all this, I
drew back yet a little farther, and remained
silent.

The guide came to the rescue.

¢ This, yer honor, is a gintleman as has come
over from Ingland to collect his rints,” he said,
in a brogue which I derpair of reproducing on
paper; and at the same time I thought I de-
tected him exchanging a significant glance with
Mr, O’Shindy.

# Oh, if that’s the case,” said the latter, rather
grimly, ¢ he’s not likely to be here very long,
and it's a pity he shouldn’t have his fling.”

There seemed to me to be some latent mean-
ing in the old gentleman’s speech, but taken
literally it was harmless enough. I had no in-
tention of remaining very long, and it was
therefore only considerate to let me see all 1
wanted, or as Mr. O’Shindy metaphorically ex-
pressed it, to ¢ have my fling.”

I found afterwards that this gentleman had
inherited from his kingly ancestors an uncom-
fortable habit of fiying into a tremendous rage
on very slight provooation. His passion, how-
ever, was apt to go as suddenly as it came, and
this was the case now.

«1 am afraid,” he said, with a change of
manner which startled me almost more than
his recent fury—« I am afraid you must think
my mode of address rather abrupt, Mr. —
Mr,—?"

« Aldred,” I suggested stiffly.

« Aldred,” continued the old gentleman.
« The fact 18, this spot 18 at certain times over.
run with tourists, who have no right to be in
the neighborhood. But you, as I gather, are
our nearest neighbor, and under these ¢ircum-
stances my first duty, as woll as pleasure, is to
offer you my poor hospitality.”

I think I should have declined this obliging
offer if I had not at that moment caught sight
of & white dress flattering behind the hedge
which enclosed Mr, O’Shindy’s lawn. The old
gentleman seemed to divine my thoughts, for
he said, <« My mother and daughter will be very
happy to make your acqualatance.”

I could not resist this renewed invitation, so we
went together towards Mr. O'Shindy’s house.
On entering the garden we found ourselves face
to face with two ladies. The elder was one of
the very oldest.looking old ladies I had ever
seen. Mr. O'Shindy himself appeared quite
Juvenile beside her. The other was a young
lady of two or three.and.twenty, whose appear-
ance was all that my guide’s desoription had led
me to expect.

Mr. O’8hindy introduced me to the ladies as
Mr. Aldred, who had come to Ireland to colleot
his rents.

¢ He’s very young,” said the old lady, whom
I now remembered the gulde to have described
as ¢ a bit soft.” « And he’s very like poor Mr,
Gathers.”

Mr. Gathers was the agent who had had the
misfortune to be “ potted.”

« Well, really,” said Mr. 0'Shindy, laughing,
“ there can’t be such a very great resemblance,
a8 poor Mr, Gathers was past fifty when he died,
and this gentleman cannot be more than five-
and-twenty.”

« Fifty and five-and-twenty !” snorted the
old lady contemptuously. « Why, how you talk,
Matthew ! Young people are always alike. It's
only age that brings out the individual. Come
now, can you tell the difterence between a small
child of four and a big child of two ?”

Mr. O'Shindy was compelled to own that he
would not iay heavy odds on his powers in this
respect, and the old lady declared herself satis.
fied. Her own age gave her, of course, an autho-
rity in such matters at least equal to that of two
ordinary individuals,

Meanwhlle I had been blushing and stam-
mering in front of Miss O'Shindy. I imagined
that a lady of two.and.twenty i8 a good deal
older than a man of five-and-twenty. At any
rate, she took the lead in our dialogue. She
seemed, notwithstanning my embarrassment,
to be favorably impressed with me, for sie saild,
with an air of the utmost sincerity.

“"
dredl." do so admire your courage, Mr. Al.

I was not, then, deceived. Courage I had al.
ways known to be my strong point, and it was
already producing on her the effeot I desired. I
guessed, of course, to what she referred : but
not knowing what else to say, and belng at the
:In:ame:: ott’: tt.‘llxe verge of conversational syncope,

ught af @ nearest mou .

« Whytr osyllable ;

8heé smiled, oh, so prottily,
sweet little rows of pearls, and saiq -

“ Because, a8 no doubt yo )
dange indeed for you know, it's very

‘

showing such

an Ei
Sty Borox t herow nglishman to collect
“ What do they do? " T asked i for there was

a preoislon in her speech which brought the
idea of danger very foroibly before me.

4 Oh, you know, Mr. Aldred,” she answered
with anotber smile. ¢« What did they do to poof
Mr. Gathers ?

It seemed to me rather odd that she should
smile at the recollection of such 2 melancholY
occurrence. But then, I suppose, in Ireland 0B®
gets so used to these things.

We had a good deal more conversation ; but
I confess the fate of Mr. Gathers occupied mY
thoughts during the whole time, I am alw:
ready to meet my man in fair fight, but to be
« potted ” from behind a hedge 1s neitber Just
nor agreeable.

When I rose to take leave, Mr. O’Shindy 18-
alsted upon accompanying me home. I begs!
him not to incommode himself.

#Oh, I shall like the walk,” he said ; « snd
besides, there are one or two awkward hedgo¥
on your way, and it’s getting darkish. My pre
sence will be a protection.”

It seemed to me when I heard this speecbs
uttered in the most matter-of-fact way, thet
things were getting very ticklish indeed. I W88
evidently supposed to carry my life in my
hand. This might be highly honorable, but i¥
was also a somewhat tiresome position. If ont¥
my uncle had been with me to ald me with bi#
military experience !

On the whole, I thought it no more than jus”
tifiable diplomacy to endeavor to disabuse th®
mind both of Mr. O’S8hindy and of my guide @
the 1dea that I had come to collect my rents ¢
so I turned sharp round on the latter, who W8#
walking some paces behind, and said :

¢« Who told you, Rory, that I was come o
collect my rents 7”

« We knows it, yer honor.”

¢« Well, you know quite wrong ; such an idé8
never entered my head.”

Rory shook his own in an ominous manneéf
and sald :

¢« I allus said as how yer honor never woﬂ“l
collect them.”

The remark had evidently a double meaning:
The guide did not believe my assertion, but
no doubt knowledge of some conspiracy whi¢
would effectusally prevent me from carrying out
my supposed purpose.

« It is & traly noble pleasantry,” sald MF
0'Shindy ; * but wheu once they get an 1d6%
into their heads, it is very difficult to eradicate:
And of all ideas, the one they hate most is8 ¢
of an Englishman collecting rents. That
acoident to Mr. Gathers is a case in point.”

« Accident !” I exclaimed. “ Was it an 800"
dent 77

« I suppose 80,” he said, *since no one W“;
ever punished for it. What else are you to ol
it ? A man sits behind a hedge for hours, and
ghoots nobody and nothing—a sufficient Pr®
sumption that he i8 not there for shooting PUF’
poses. All at once the gun goes off, some ©
happens most unluckily to be in front of tne
result i8 —an acoident. It 18 most unfo!
nate.”

1 must say I found Mr. O'Shindy’s conversé
tion the reverse of cheerful. Added to this I
was now almost dark, I think I must bs¥®
been tired too, for my knees seemed 10
giving way beneath me.

At last we reached my abode. I pressed “‘:
O'Shindy to enter, but he declined. Befof
taking leave, however, he drew me & I
apart, and said in a whisper : ar

« 1f you take your guide with you on YO“‘
shooting excursions, 1t might be as well nob
let him carry your gun. He isn’t very BW":{
you know, and in a bad portof the bog he mig®’
slip, and it might go off in his hands. You U%
derstand.” ve

That horrible marshy climate must b&
affected me ; for, as Mr, O'Shindy said th:"“
felt a cold sweet stand out on my toreh
Then Mr. O'Shindy added : )

« If you should ever want assistance tB 1y
night, or anything of that sort, you have o
to come to us.” ‘d

“ Yes,” I thought, with intense suppre
irony ; ¢ that’s all. I’ve only to come {0 703
in pitch darkness, over a mile and a hﬂéod'
quaking bog, and pursued by a score of Pl
thirsty ruflans—that’s all.” w0

¢« And remember we shall always be Sl“‘dh,;
see you, Mr. Aldred, for the short time ¢
that pleasure may be possible.”

Again the marsh ague seized me.

“For the short time that that pleasure
be possible,” I thought. Confound the
croaker !

Then Mr. 0'Shindy shook hands with me
cordial if melancholy manner, and went
bome-ward way. My first thought was “‘" all
that John was safe, He answered my ¢8
right. Then I proceeded to dismiss the &' ould
paylng him liberally, but telling him I 8D Yo¥
not require his services again for the next
days, by which I meant—never. ROt

 And as to that foolish idea Of yours, '~ %
that I am come to collect my rents, pray f: tell
out of your head as quickly as you can, 81 take:
my friends about here that it’s all & ml‘d sll
I've come to improve their cottages 8«
that.” 1000*

The wretched man only shook his head &  ogs®
1ly. It was clear he was not convinced. red
really to think that my days were numbe the

That night the wind howled so frightfally (0
I could not sleep at all, but sat up With B
and the four dogs, drinking whisky 'P““%”ol
don’t mean, of course, that the dogs rathef
whisky-punch, only that they sat up, of
lay down, with us, tré
The next morning I sent John to reconnol

g
mad

ins

tho hedges 1n the tmmediate nelghbornood: Sy
then set out for the town, in order 0




