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"WEARING 0OF THE GREEN."
"Sa You ara really going ta Ireland, aid fullow, and at sucli a

timaiV"
"«Yes. Whyiotti"
IlLoak ont for the Fenians! Sue that they don't captuire Yeu,

and keap yon as a British hostaoe."
"Stuif 1 There are no Fanians."
"Oh aren't titane, tbaugb 1- Yes, by St. Patrick, and Fenian-

esses too-just asic Gerald Barrymore 1"
tWh, I tmgigo et Gerald Barrymore. I am gaing, ta

spend the tine with hlm, hunt and course and biah, and al tha
rest af it."

"Wall, he.says there are Fenians no and."
"Don't buliave a word of it, aithougi I ami sure lie thinks it if

lia says sa. Thare isn't pluck enough in the population ta maire
auytbing like a formidable movnment of any kind. III undartake
ta rant, any bend oi Fenians that may came in rny way with this
cane."

"tMisguidad yaung man, farawail! If you shouhd fahi a victini
t'O yeux rashtiss,.I'hl write your opitaph!»1

" lThank you, my dear faUlow 1 That is indeed adding a new
tet-rar ta deàt[t. It wiil make me doubly, careful of my preciaus
existence?1"

8a the two friands parted, smiling.' This dialogue taok place
onu sof t brîgbt day of late autumn in the pleasant Temple Gar-
dans, in the huart of London-tha Temple Gardens of York and
Lancaster, and the Red and. White Roses; af Addison, Steala and
Sir Rager de Oovenley; of Ruth, Pecksnifi, and Tom Pinch; of
Arthur Pendaunis and Stunning Warringt)n.

Tbe.twa friands who tbus talked and parted were Tom Gibbs
and Laurence Spalding. Bath were young barristars; bath wera
as yat briefleas; bath wera writars for newspapers and magazines;
botb weru distinguishad and active mambars of the Lins af Cour*t
Volunteer Corps, familiarhy known as the "lDevil's own."

Laurence Spalding was a taîl athletic young fellow, wbo de-
lighted in the drilling and the rifie-shooting, and the privilege-
new, strange and dean ta young lawyers-oi weaninig the mous-
tacbe. Ra it was who, on the ove ai a visit ta Ireland, was
speakîng scorn ai Fenianism, and the natives ai Iraland gene-
rally. Ha liad neyer beau in Ireland; and this was just thje time
tvbeu the air was nife witb rumours of projacted Fenian insurrec-
tion, and buiore any actuai nisiug had taken place ta divulge the
ruai proportions of Fenianism's rnîhitary strength. Laurene Spal-
ding wns ta bu a guest of bis aid chum and felow-student, Garald
Barrymore, a young Irishmau who,had.eaten bis way ta the Engiish
bar, and hoped ta dîstinuish himauli thera, aithougb, unlihie most
oi bis compatriots, ha was heir ta some. praperty in Ireland wbich
was actually uuuncnmbered. Spalding wua longiug ta sua Irulaud;
longing ta anjoy bis iriend's hospitahity; Innging ta bu introduced.
ta his friund's beautiful sistar, ai wbob bue had huard s0 much.

Barrymore -was going aven ta Ireiand that night. Laurence
tvas ta follow in two or thre days. Barrymore was ta muet him
in Dublin, and show hirn avar the city; than thuy were ta go on
togethar ta Barryroore's home in a mountainous, sua-washed,
souti-western.cautity.. Thia railway would only carry themia cer-
tain way; the rest oi the journuy must bu macla by carniage or on
horseback: aven mountain ronds.

Now it sa happede that Taon Gibbs, wbo, was a good deai ai -a
obatterbox* and a littie 6f a mischiai-maker, met Geraid B3arry-
mare bal an heur, aiter the conversation just reportud; and told
hlm with purbaps saine fliurish t and embellisbment, what. Lau-
rance had. beau sayiug about Feuianiism and the dangers oi Irish
rebullion. Ba;rrynora'cheek redduued. Ha was, like moat
Irishmen, rather sensitive oi >ridicule; and, moiroover, aitboughi a.
loyal British gubject, lia bad buaa descanting somawhat hargely at
the dinnar in the Temple Hall on. the formidable nature ai, the
Fenian movemant. Sa lia fait a good dual annoyed for thema-
rnent at what Gibbs td bubt bis inaniy good nature pre.
sentiy returned,.and hae resolvad to think no more about it. 'Un-
luckiiy, howaver, whien ha gut ta b)is Irishi home, haf tohd bis sister
something of the stary, and. that young lady's pretty cheeki aiid
bright eye glowed with pique and resentment.

Grace Barrymore was a briglit, animated, beautiful girl, w ih.a
noble queeniy ligure anci curling fair liair. Shie was hiighiy edûWý-
cated, had ]iived in France and Italy, hiad ail th e culture of à
Englisbwoinnn of the best claàs, and yet retained an exquisite
flavour of her own racy nationality. Suie was a motherless girl,
and she ruled lier father and the estate and the tenantry, aîîd the
wýholIe district generally. Like many ather true-hearted Irislîwo-
men wha have seen other counitries besides their awn, she scolded
hier compatriots a gaad deal for tbeir own benafit, but would not
hear a word said against theni by a foreigner, especially aSaxon.
She was aivays warning ail the Ilboys " of the Place against inix-
ing thamseivas up with the dangerous follies of Fenianisni; and
sha did not at prusent know of the existence of a single Fenian ini
the neighbourhood; but she clenched hier littie flst, and bit bier red
lhp, and mantally vowad vengeance wvhen she board that a young
Eng lishman had darad ta sneer at, tue courage of Fenianisin and
the <langer of Irish insurrection.

.Two or three days passad away, and Iiturence Spalding landed
for the first time at Kingston, the port of Dublin, wvhere, bis
friend Barrymore recaivad him. Tlîey spent twa or three othur
days very joyousiyin the pleasant city. Evurywhere they huard
tal of Fenianism, and expected Ilrisings " of the rnost dreadful
kind, having for their abject the averthrowv of throne, churcli,
aitar, private property, and everything aIse that respectâble per-
sans hold sacred. Gerald Barrymore shoak his haad gravaly.
Laurence Spalding laughued loudly..

IlLaurence, rny dear feilow, I do wish I had bean more fortu-
nata in choosing my time ta bring yau over bure. Dawn in my
naigbbourbood they say things are beginning ta lookc vary bad."

Laurence only iaughad again, and wondared at the craduiity af
bis friand. 1aurence wvas one of that class of Englishmen wvio
neyer beliave in anything unusual until fhay see it; whlo ride out
beyonld bounds in Naples and Sicily, scoffing at stories of brigand-
isff, and get taken by brigands; who ramble hjeedless outsîde tîe,
Unes of camps; and bathe in shoal water where sharca are said ta
abound, and do other sncb deuds of-blunt bold scepticisii.

The two friends ivunt by the raiiway as far as tbey could go.
Then a carniage met them, and they preparad for- a journey which
Spalding was given ta understand -tvoukd last a couple af <laya.
The carrnage had a pair of strong sinaevy horses. The driver and
the postillion were both arnied with pistais. Garald Barrymonre
deposited pistais in the carniage boîsters.*

I wish wva wure sale at home, Masthar Geralc," .obsurved tîme
driver.

"lSado1, Tim. How ara things looking just nawl'"
"Terrible bad, Masther Gerald ! "
"Thrua for you, boy ! " growled the posltillion, in assent.
"The whole side of the counthry is up, I'm touid," said tîme

driver.
le More power ta 'arn l growled the paostillian.
-etWhat nansense 1" laughued Laurence, and be turned ta Barry-

more. "Do youiraally believa sucb talk as this?"
IlMy dear Spaliîng, you dan't know anything of tlîis country.

1 only hope yen niay not bu cornpelied ta learn by disagreablu
experac.

Larence sbrugged bis shaulders. Bis 'friand wvas evidently nat
amanabie, ta reasan an this subject, whicb Lànrence hall settled
befarahand by process ai intuîtion-ehe .bast possible way oi déal-
ing wjth difficult political and national questions. .

They drove où for some hoauris, Spalding and Barrymore smok-
ing and pleasantly clîatting, althougb Barrymnore was cont.inually
casting anxioui glances on- aither aide af the road, and evary. no-W
and then examnining hbis pistaIs. At hast tbey camne into a dlark
and ghoomy defila-a narrow gorge airnost as wild as an Alpine
pas, andi wbicli saared ta stretch on for miles.

IlIf wve were thraugh this," said Barrymoro, ini a low tone, as if
spoaking ta himnself, I tliink wve sbauld bu safe for this day."ý

"1Ara there big1 w'ay robbars abot 1" asked Spaiding.
"Hig hwvayro bershure? Oh ual"
:Whbat aise, tbon 1

IlThe Fenians 1 " said Geraid, in a how and salarn vaice.
-Lanrence threw himscif back iii the.carniage and.qniutly

laugbed.


