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CHAPTER XXI,—Continued.

While the beer was being brought, a
solemp silence ensued, and A less com-
fortable parly could not easily be
imsgined.

When the interval had been 8o far pro-
longed that Kenrney himself saw the
pecessity to do something, he placed his
papkinon the table, leaned forward with
; half motion of rising, and, addressing
Mies Bety, srid : “Shall we adjourn to
the drawing-room, and take our coffee ?”

w]d rather atay where I am, Maurice
Kearney, and bave that glass of port you
offered me awbile ago, for the beer was
fat. Not that I'll detain the young peo-
ple, nor keep yourself away from them
very long.” .

When the two girls withdrew, Nina's
look of insolent trinmph at Kate betray-
od the tone she was soon to take in
treating of the old lady's good manners.

“You had & very sorry dinner, Miss
Betty, but I can promise you an honest
glass of wine,” said Kearney, filling her
lass.

z"[;’a very nice,” said she, sipping it,
“hough maybe, like myself, it’s just a
trifle too old.”

v A good fault, Miss Betly, a good
fanlt.” .

“For the wine, perhaps,” said she,
dryly; “but maybe it would taste better
if 1 had not hought it so dearly.”

*] don’t think I understand you.”

“] was about to say that I have for-
feited that young lady’s esteem by the
way [ obtained it. She’ll never forgive
me, instead of retiring for my coffes,
sitting here like & man—and a man of
that old hard-drivking scheal, Maurice,
that has brought all the ritin ou Ireland.”

“Here's to their memory, any way,”
mid Kearney, drinking ofl his glass.

“Tll drink uo tossts nor sentiments,
Maurice Kearney ; and there’s no artifice
orroguery will make me forget I'm a
woman And an U'Shea.’”

_“Faix, yo'll not catch me forgeiling

either,” said Maurice, with a droll

twinkle of his eye, which it was just as
fortunate escaped her notice.

“I doubted for a long time, Maurice
Kearney, whether I'd come over myself,
or whether I'd write you & letter; not
that I Bm good at writing, but, some-
how, oue cen put their ideas more clear,
and say things in a way that will fix
them more in the mind; but at last [
determined ’d come, though it's more
than likely it's the last time Kilgobbin
will geo me here.”

“I sincerely trust you are mistaken,
€0 far.”

“Well, Maurice, I'm not often mie-
teken, The woman that has mannged
in estate for more than forty years,
been her own land steward and her own
law-agent, doesn’t make n great many
blunders; and, ns [ eaid before, if
Meurice has no friend to tell him the
truth among the meu of hi acquaint-
2nce, it's well that there is & woman ta
the fore who has courage and good sense
to go up and do it

She looked fixedly at him, as tnough
éxpecting some concurronce in the re-
mark, if not some intimation to proceed;
u“t noither came, and she continued:

I suppoae you don't read the Dublin
ne“wspapere ?* gaid whe, civilly.

the:};.‘('lo' and every day the post brings
. “You see, therefore, without my tell”
Ing you, what the world is saying about
i’:;-ch lr’ou sec ’how they treat ‘the

or army i

he Aot 8, as they head it, and
earney! Maurice Kenrney! whatever
happened the old stock of t.lsxre land, they
Dever made themselves ridiculous.”

b Have you done, Miss Betty,” asked
8, with assumed calmness.

. 90!1&! Wby it's only beginning I
dm’l ghe cried. “ Not but I'd beer a
leabh of b]ackguardi_ng from the press;
t!:r e old womaun said when the soldier
" alt;ened_ to run his bayonet through
V-rs.:i ’Devll thank you, it's only your
o ;. But when we come to gee the
r:k of an old family making ducks and
o eg of his family property, threaten-
g ]t e old tenants that have been on
ine :{;d 28 long ag his own people, rajs-

tré' e rent bere, evicting there, dis-

juagmg the people’s minds when they've
& much as they can_to bearup

of Suragossa!’ Oh, Maurice | p

with—then it's time for an old friend
and neighbor to give & timely warning,
and cry ‘stop.’”

“Have you done, Mies Betty ¥’ and
now his voice was more stern than be-
fore. .

“I have not, nor near done, Maurice
Kearney. I'vesaid notbing of the way
you’re bringing up your family—ibal
gon in particular—to make him think
bimself a young man of fortune, when
you know in your heart you’ll leave him
little more than the mortgages on the
estate, Ihave not told you that it's one
of the jokes of the capital to call him the
Henorable Dick Kearney, and to ask him
after his father the viscount.”

* You haven’t dobe yet, Miss O'Shea ?”
said he now, with a thickened voice.

“ No, not yet,” replied she, calmly;
“not yet: tor I'd like to remind you of
the way you’re behaving to the best of
the whole of you—the only one, indeed,
that’s worth much in the family—your
daughter Kate.”

“Well, what bave I done to wrong
her?” sald he, carried beyond his pru-
dence by s0 astounding a charge.

“The very worst youlcould do, Maurice
Kearney ; the only mischief it was in
your power, maybe. Look at the com-
panion you have given her! Look at
the respectable young lady you've
brought home to live with your decent
child.”

“You'll not stop?’ cried he, almost
choking with passion.

“ Not till I’'ve told you why I cama
here, Maurice Kearney; for I'd beg you
to understand it was no interest about
yourself or your doings brought me, I
came to tell you that I mean to be free
about an old contract we once made—
that I revoke it a]l. I was foo! enough
to believe that an alliance between our
families would have made me entirely
bappy, and my nephew, Gorman ()'Shea,
was brought up to think the same. I
have lived to know better, Maurice
Kearney : I have lived to see that we
don't suit each other at all, and I have
come bere to declare to you formally that
it's all of. No nephew of mine shall
come here for a wife. The heir to O’'Shea’s
Barn shan’t bring the mistress of it out
of Kilgobbin Castle.”

“Trust me for that, old lady,” cried
he, forgatting all his good manners in his
violent passion.

“You'll be all the freer ta catch a
young aid-de-camp from the Castle,”
said she, sneeringly; “or maybe, in-
deed, & young lord—a rank equal to your
own.”

“ Haven’t you said enough 7"’ screnmed
he, wild with rage.

“ No, nor half, or you wouldn't be
standing there wringing your hands with
passivn, and your hair bristling like &
porcupine. You'd be &t my feet,
Maurice Kearney—ay, at my feet.”

8o 1 would, Miss Betly,” chimed he
in, with a munlicious grin, if I was only
sure that you’d be ae cruel as the last
time I knell there. *“Oh, dear! ob, dear!
and to think that [ once wanted to marry
that woman!” |

“ That you did! You'd have put your
hand in the fire to win her.”

“ By my conscience, I'd have put my-
self sltogether there, if I had won her.”

“You understand now, sir,’ said she
haughtily, ¢ that there's no more between

1t

us.

“Thank God forthe same!” ejaculated
be, lervently. .

* And that no nephew of mine comes
courting & daughter of yours ¥’

“ For his own sake, he’d better not.”

“Ji’%s tor his own sake T intend it,
Maurice Kearney. It’s of himsell I'm
thinking. And now, thanking you for
the pleasant evening I've passed, and
your charming society, Il take my
leave.,” : -

«] hope you’ll not rob us of your com-
any till you take a dish of tea,” said he,
with well-felgned politepess.

“ T¢'s hard to tear one’s self away, Mr.
Kearney ; but it's late already.”

“ Conldn’t wa induce you to stop the
pipht, Miss Betty " asked he, in a tone
of 1nsinuation. .

1 YWell, at least you’ll leb me ring to
order your horse?”

“You may do that if it amuses you,
Maurice Kearney; but, meanwhils, I'll
just do what I've always done in the
same place—1'll just go look for my own
beast and see Ler saddled myself; and
as Petor Gill ia leaving you to-morrow,
I'll take him back with me to-night.”

« Ts he going to you?’ cried he, pas-
sionately.

« He's going to me, Mr. Kearney, with
your leave, or without it, I don’t know

which I like best.” And with this she
swept out of the room, while Kearney
closed his eyes and lay back in bis chair,
stunned and almost stupefied.

CHAFPTER XXII.
A CONFIDENTIAL TALK.

Dick KEARNEY welked the bog from
early morning till dark without firing a
shot. The snipe rose almost at his feet,
and, wheeling in circles through the air,
dipped again into some dark erevices of
the waste, unnoticed by him. One
thought only possessed, and never left
him, es he went. He had overheard
Nina’s words to his sister as he made hia
escape over the fence, and learned how
she promised to ‘spare him,' and that if
not worried about bim, or asked to
pledge herself, she would be ‘merciful,
and »ot entangle the boy in a hopeless
passion.

He would have liked to bave scoffed
at the insolence of this speech, and treat-
ed it as & trait of overweening vanity :
he would have gladly accepted ber pity
as & sort of challenge, and said ‘Beitso:
let us see who will come safest out of
this encounter,’, and hefelt in his heart
he could not.

First of all, her beauty had reslly;daz-
zled him, and the thousand graces,of a
manner of which he had knpwn!noda_ng
captivated and almost bewildered, him.
He could not reply to her in the same
tone be used to any other. If he fetched
her & book or & chair, he gave it with a
aort of deference that actually reached on
himeelf, and made him more gentle and
more courteous for the time. ‘What
would this influence end in making me ?’
was his question to himself. ‘Should I
gain in sentiment or feelipg ? Should I
have higher and nobler aims? T8hould I
be anything of that she herself described
go glowingly, or should I only 'sink toa
weak desire to be her slavefand,ask,for
nothing better than some slight recogni-
tion of my devotion ? .I take!it_that ehe
would say the choice lay with /er, and
that I should be the one or the other as
she willed it, and though I would give
much to believe her wrong, my heart
tells me that I cannot. Icame down here
resolved toresist any infiuence she might
attempt to have over me. Her likeness
showed me how beautiful she was, but
it could not tell me the dangerous fascin-
ation of her low liquid voice, her half-
Elayfu],'hs.lf—melanc oly smile, and that

ewitching walk, with all ils stately
grace, so that every fold as she moves
gends its own thrill of ecstasy. And now
that,] know all these, see and feel them,
I am told that to me they can bring no
hope! That I am too poor, too ignoble,
too_undistinguished, to raise my eyes to
such’attraction. I am nothing, and must
live and die nothing.

“She ig candid enough, at all events.
There is no rhapsody about her when
she talke of poverty. She chronicles
every slage of the misery, a8 though she
had felt them all ; and how unlike it she
looks! There is an almost insolent well-
being about her that puazles me. She
will not heed this, or suffer that, because
it looks mean. Is this the subtle wor-
ship she nffers to wealth,’and is it thus
she offers up her prayer to Fortune ?”

“ But why should she assume I must
be her slave ? cried he, aloud,in a sort
of defiance. I have shown her no such
preference, nor made any qdva.nces that
would show I want to win her favor.
Without denying that she is besutiful, is
it so certain it is the kind of beautyI
admire? She has scores of fascinations
—J do not deny it; butshould I eay that
I trust her? Andif I should trust her,
and love her too, where must it all end
in? I do not believe in her theory that
love will transform & fellow of my mold
intoa bero, not to say that I have my
own doubt if sbe herself believesit. I
wonder if Kate reads her more clea.rlﬂ?
Girls 80 often understand each other by
traits we have no clew to;.snd it was
Kate who asked her almost in tone of
entreaty, ‘to spare me,’ to 8ave me from
s hopeless passion, just_as though I were
some pesant-boy who  had |set® is_affec-
tion on a princess. Is that the way,
then, the world would read our respec:
tive conditions? The son of a ruined
house or the guests of a*beggaredjfamily
leaves little to choose between! Kate—
the world—would call my lot the better
of the two. The man's chance is not
irretrievable, at least such is the theory.
Those half dozen of fellows, who in a
century or so contrive toIwork their way
up to something, muke a sor$ of prece-
dent, and tell the others what they might

be if they but knew how.

“I'm not vain enough to suppose I am
one of these, and it is quite plain that she
does not think me s0.” He pondered
Iong over,.this*thought, and {then_sud-
denly cried aloud: “Is it possible she
may read Joe Atlee in thispfashion? is
that the'stuff out of which she; hopes to
make & hero ?” There was more bitter-
ness in this thought .than he Lad first
imagined, and there was that of jealonsy
in it,ttoo, that pained himideeply.
(70 BE CONTINUED, )

Strong nerves, sweet sleep, good a
petite, healthy digest.ion, a.m£ b%at of aﬁ_,
PURE BLOOD, are!given bv Hood’s Sare-
aprilla,

<. MISS McDONNELL'S AGADEMY,

For Gliris and Small Boys,

e AR DR 50T
Will re-open'Monday, September, 4th,
at WS,LAGAucr_llzauux STREET, ¥

ST. MARY'S.COLLEGE,

MONTREAL.

Studies’,will be ,resumed on the 6th
September, | Five; years, ago] an “addi-
tional Classical ,Course,; taught in,En-
glish, was introduced. Students have
now the option of ’pursning a Classical
Cou_rse in English or in French. 6-4

BOURGET GOLLEGE, RIGAUD, P. 0.

{ON,THE OTTAWA RIVER.)

CLASSICAL COURSE.

Englsh)lCommerolal Course.
Studles will beresumed onS8EPTEMBER 6th.,

Board, Tultlon, Bed and Washing,($120.00 per
annum.

For, prospectus;apply to

REV.JO8, CHARLEBOIS, C.8.Y.,

3-DD President.

COLLEGE NOTRE DAME.

Cote Des Neige, Montreal, Canada

[For Boys Frox & 10 12.]

This institution directed by the Religious of
the Holy Oross, cocuples one yof the mosztg%aa.u-
tifal and salubrious sites in Canada. It was
founded for giving a Christian education to
boys between the ages of five and twelve years.
They receive here all the care and attention to
whioh they are accustomed in their respective
families, and prepare for the classical or com-
mercial courss. The French and English lan-
guages are taught with equal care by masters
of hoth origina.

Boy#s are recelved for vacation,

L. GEOFFRION, C.8.C.
President.

P

M - Emmanus! - Ghampigneulle

PARIS. BAR LE DUC. FRANCE.

Flﬂllslﬁr\gg‘n%ﬂws} FOR CHURGHES.

Bpproved by His Helineas Pope Pius IX., Briaf 1865,
Gold Medais at all the Universal Expositions.
Grand Prix d'Honneur, Rome, 1870.
AGENTS IN AMERICA:

CGASTLE & SON,

20 UNIVERSITY ST., - MONTREAL.

Algo for JOHN TAYLOR & 00., England,
BzLL FAUNDERS,

PORTER, TESKY & CD.

454 & 456;St. James;Street,
MONTRXAL.
Importers of and Wholesale Dealers in

and SMALLWARES and FANCY GOODS
of every desoription., If our_travellers
should fall to see you, wtite tor samples.
adian Agents for HENRY MIL-
WARD & SONS KFish Hooks.

KELLY'S SONGSTER No. 53

‘ 'contalns 8 great Pa.rodles on the famous sOLE
After the Ball,’* and the following songs.

Dnddi Wouldn't Buy me & Bow-wow.
Naughty Doings on the Midway Plalsance.
Sweelhearts aud Wives. The flower Girl.
Hearts, The Miner's Dream of Homeae.,....
Kiss and Let’s Make Up. Don't Forget Me,
Katie Darling. Knocked 'Em in Old Kent
Road. The World's Fair Fatal Fire. Three
Little Ohaps, and several other songs and
parodies, Oan be had at all newsdealera or
mailed on receipt of two 8 cent stamps.

P. KELLY, Song Publisher, . »
) Montreal, Can. - -




