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I . n < What do you say to Punchestown ? It's|mouth, short sips ofbmndy and water, per- ordox:{or lqndmg, before hecan down to feteh | destination, they must bo inseparablo
THE BLKCK MARE- next weok, und 'm suro to bo there I liaps to find tho hateful mixture only made certain artioles of his own porsoual property [as the Sinmeso twins, or the double-
o turned pale, seeming no whit ro-as. | her worse. out of tho oabin. headed Nighingale, Therefore were they
— What n situntion for Blanche Douglas!, Thoy worein smooth water now. Pale

more than usually endearing and affeoctionate,
therefore the carmn who drove them through
Dublin, from station to station, approved
heartily of their ** nateral affection,” as ho

surcd. * Punchestown,” he repeated, *“What
on carth tnkes you to Punchentowd 2

** Don't you know I'vo got a horse to run?”
sho snid hghtly, ** I should Lke to soe it

How she lonthed and despised the lassitude froes nppeared from tho difforent recesses
sho could not fight agawst, the sufferings sho lopening on tho ealoon. People who had
coald not keep down | How she envied Mrs. {heon sick triod to look as if they hiad been

A Story of Punchestown Baces,

—

JHAPTER IX.
OFF AND ON.
(Continued.y

All dotails of luve making are probably
waucl alike, nor s there great room for
vanietly o the putting of dhat dircet question,
to which the path ot courtslup necersarily
comtacta s dupe.  Ueneral Bt Josephs kept
1o Supy of the ﬂtllu‘ + windi ho solicited
Mia8 Douglua to become lus wifo.  That lady
toro it unmodintely mto shreds, that went
futtermg op the chunncy.  Doubtless it was
stncere nod dignitied, even if diffuse; worthy,
tavg ol v ey daborate suswor than tho
wipfle e sl senbllad in nrly.

* Cotue and talk 3t over. T am at home
Ll soven.”

His courago rusg, howaser, now he bad
got faul, wito action, and nover had ho felt
L8 nervous whide dosiounting at the wll-
hnowy dour, than uiu t as suproiee occasion,
whtn ho wan to L oara Las fote, as he bedieved,
wnco fur ﬂ", frotu ta. l»l!n of tho wumaa hO
loved,

Lake most mon traited in the school of
dunsger, stroug enoit uiont strung lus ucrves
e olentod hus Viswou Lo Lo lungor averted
lus s from tad fac that hordofore so
dacelod thun , vu tue coutrary, cutoring the
prevenco of Mo Douglas, he took in her
turim and fuatures ot i gintice, A8 o b scany
tuv iguro ol uu wae fousy, wiule e propares
for uttack.

1t did ot cacapo lum iat she louked flar-
riedand depres - d, that i r hand troubled,
aud hor culor wiut and ecame.  Arguing
favorably fromn th se¢ syinptoms, ho was
somewhat disappuint. d with tho first sen-
tencd sho addrossed to him.

* You wrote mo a letter, General,” said
shie, furcang a wcrvou- little laugh, ¢ Sucha
funuy letter ! 1 dudn't guits know what to
make of st !

A funny htter ! And his heart had beat,
his eyes bad filled, Lius lughest, noblest feel-
) Bimd beun stirred with overy line !

510 was consctous that lus bow seomed
stern, ovon pumnpuus, wlale ho answercu with
excocding gravity—

" SurJy 1iale my moaning clear cnough.
Surdy, Miss Douglas —Blanchoe ; may I not
<all you Blauch. 2 .

‘ i’ca , il you Like,” 6aid sho impatiently.
* Its a hateful uam,, I think. ** That's not
my fault. Well, Guueral, whst weio you
goiug to suy ?”

He louked aad iudeed felt perploxed. * X
was going to observe,” said he, ** that as my
question was very straghtforward, and very
much in earnest, so all my foturo happiness
dopends on your reply.” .

** I wonder what thero is you can soo in
me to like I" sho retorted, with aa impatient
movement of her whole body, as if she was
1a fetters, and fult the restraint. * I'm not
govd cooughs fur anybudy to care for, that's
the truth, General. There's hardly o girl in
Loodun wuo wouldn't suit you better thon
meo.”

He was looking in her faco with sincoro
admiration. ** T'hat is not tho guestion,” he
replied. ** Surcly I am old onough to know
mwy own mind. Besides, you do not scem
consduns of your power. You could make a
bishop tall in love with you in ten minutes,
if you chose I”

here came o depth of tendernoss in her
cyes, o suule, half sad, balf sweet, about
her hps, wluch he interpreted in his own

way.
¢+ Do you think so ?" said gho. “I wish I
could bediove you. I'vonot hed a happy
youth, aud I've ut beon brought upin avery
good school. 1 onon tell myself I could, and
ouglt to have bewn better, but somehow
one’s whole Lfe secms to bo a mistake 1"
A motake I e ald rectify, if you wonld
ivc me tho night,” answered St. Josephs,
dislteartoned, but not despairing. * I only
ask you to judge mo tawrly, to trust me
hoanuy, and ¢> love me some day, if you

Sho gave him h r hand. Xo drow her to-
wands ﬁim. aud pressed his lips to her cold
agooth brow, No more, nud yet ho fancied
sho was bis own at last.  Already half
pledged, already half an affianced wife. She
releascd harself quickly, and sat down on tho
further sido of hor work-table.

** You aro very generous,” she smd, ** and
oxTy good. I »Ull mmutain you deserve
somebody far superior to me. How oad
theso sort of thinga are aud why do they
uever turn out &s one-—cxpects.””

Sho was gumag to say ** wishes,” but stop-
pod berselfn tine.

He would nut understand.

** 1afo 15 min-le up ot hopes and disappoint

ments,' heobarved. * You do net scom

oy bana masely Rbaneh T tenct  tanrafina

win, and I do not beliovethey navo anythin
v Iroland half as good ns my boautifu
Satanoclla I"

* 15 that all 7" he asked in a disturbed
voico  ** It scerns such an odd reason for s
lady ; ondit's a long journey, you know,
with a horrible crossing at this time of year!
Blanche, Miss Douglas, cau you not stay
away, as-—ns u fuvor to mo 2"

Thero was an angry flush on her cheek, an
angry ghtter i her eyes, but sho kept her
towper bravely, aud only smid in mocking
accouls—

* Already, Ganernl ! No; if you mean to
be a tyrant, you must wait till you comoe to
the throno. I intend to show at Punches-
town the first day of the races. I have made
an assignation with you.  If you hke to keep
it, well and goud ; of you hike to let 1t alone,
du ! I ghall not break my heart 1”

e fult at u disndvantage. She seeined so
cool, so unimpressionable, 650 dovoid of the
sent:ment and sensibility ho longed to kindlo
in her nature. ¥or a mument, fo could al-
must have wished to draw back, tu resume
his froedumn, while there was yet timo ; but
no, she luoked so handsome, so quoenly—he
Lad rathwr bo wretched with Lier than Lappy
with any other woman an the world !

* Of cuurse, I wall not fadl,” ho answered.
“ T would gu a deal farther than Punches
tuwn, unly to be within hearing of your voie..
Wheu do you start 2 1f Mrs. Luslungton, or
auybudy you knew well, would accompany
you, why should wo nut cross over toge ther?™

** Now, you'ro too txacting,” she replied.
“ Haven't I told you e ghall meet on the
cuurse, when the saddhing-tell rings for the
first race. Not a moment sooner, and my
wish is the law of tho Medes and Persians—
asy t!”

Tho last two words carried a powerful
charm. Had ke been mature in wisdom as
in years, ho oaght never to have thought of
marryicg o woman who could influence him
50" easily.

¢ 1 shall count the days till thew,” Lo ro-

liod galluntly. *¢ Thoy will pass very slow-

v, but, as the turnspit says in tho Spanish

roverd, ¢ the largost leg of mutton must get

one in tune I' Good-bye, Miss Douglas.
Gpo(’l'luck to you ; aud I hopo Satanelln will
win {"

He bowed over tho hand she gavo bim,
but did not attempr to kiss it, tuking his
leave with a iningled doference and interest
sho could not but appreciate and admire.
** Why can't I care for him 2" slis murmur-
<d, passionately, as the stroet-door closed
with a bang. * Ho's good, he’s gencrous,
he's o gentleman ! Poor fellow, he loves me
dovotedly ; ho's by no means ugly, and he's
not 80 vory old! Yet I can't, I cau't! And
1'vo promised him, almost promised bim !
Well, come what may, I've got a cloar week
of freedom still. But what a fool I've been,
and oh ! whnt a fool I am !”

Then she sent her excuse to Mrs. Lushing-
ton, declined dinner at home, ordered tea,
didn’t drink any, and so crept sorrowful and
supperless to bed.

CHAPTER X.

AT SEA.

In the British army, notwithstanding the
phases and vicissitudes to which it is subject.
ed, disciplino still remains a paramount con-
sideration—the keystonoe of its whole fabric.
Como what may, the duty must be done.
This is tho great priuciple of action ; and, in
obodienco to its law, young officers, who
combine pleasuro with military avoeations,
aro continually on the move to and from
hesdquarters, by road, railway, or steam-
boat—there to-day, gone to-morrow ; propos-
ing for themselves, indeed, many schemes
of sport and pastime, but disposed of, moral-
Iy and phyrically, by the rogimental orders
aud the colonel’s will.

Daisy, buried in Kildare, rising at day-
braak, going to bed at nine, looking sharpfy
after tho preparation of Satanolla, conld not
avoid crossing the channel for * muster,” to
ro-cross it within twenty-four bours, that he
night take part o tho great raco on which
his fortunes now depended—to vso his own
expression, which was to ** make hima man
ur a mouse.”

Thus it f«ll ont that he found himself em-
barking at Holybead amangst o stream of
Passongers in t.fm mid-day boat for Dublin,
having caught tho mail-train at Chester by a
scries of intncats combinations, and an im-
plicit reliance on the veracity of Bradshaw.
It zained & little, of coursu—it always does
rain at Holyhead—and was blowing fre<h
from tho south-west. Tho soa ** danced,” ns

the French say ; Iadics expressed a fear * it
oveals o 0 H
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ment of o trip that according o differont or-
ganizations, seems (ther a purgatery or a

aradiso ! Could she havo known how her
ivelier friend was engaged, she would have
oenvied her even more,

That lady, like many other delicate, fragilo
womn of fu'r complexion, was unassailablo
by sun-sicknuss, and never looked nor filt so
woll as when on board ship in a stiff breczo.

Thoroughiy mistress of the position, she

ouly other Enssmgor cn dick, to
raw youth before mentioned with an oc-
casional boam from her eharms, and uccord-
od bim a very gracious bow in acknowledg-

arranged a cushion that slid to leeward from
under her feet. She was even disappointed
when tho roll of a crosg-sca, combined with

withdrawal from her presence, to return no
more, and was beginning to wonder if the
captain would never descend from his bridge
botween the paddle-boxes, when a fresh,
smiling face peeped up frum the cabin-door,
and Daisy, as little affected by tea-sickness
us herself, looking the picture of health and
spints, staggered across the dcck to take his
placo by ber side.

“ You here, Mr. Walters !" said she.
W, this is a surprige ! Where have you
been ? where aro you going ? and how did
you get on board without our seeing you 2

“ I'vo been back for * roustor,’ " unswered
Daisy ; ** I'm going to Punchestown ; and 1
didn't know you were here, becauso I stayed
below to have someo luncheon in the cabin.
How's Lushington ? Havo you brought him
with you, or aro you quito alone, on your
own hook ?”

* What a question !" sho laughed. “ X
supposo you think I'm old enough anu ugly
enough to take care of myself ! No, I'm not
absolutely ¢ on wy own hook,” asyou call it.
I'vo given Frank a holiday—goodness knows
what mischief he won't get into I—but I've
got a companion, and a very nice one, though
perhaps not quite 5o nice as usualjust at this
moment."”

* Then it's a Jady.” said Daisy, apparently
but littlo interested in the intelligence.

‘* A lady,” she repeated, with a searching
look in his face ; ** 2nd a very charminglady
too, though a bad sailor. Do you meanto say
you can't guess who it is ?”

¢ Miss Douglss, for a pony!” was his
answer ; and tho loud, frank tones, tho joy-
ous smile, the utter absonce of selt conscious-
ness or after-thought, seamed to afford Mrs.
Lushington no shight gratification.

* You wonld win your pony,” she replied
gently. * Yos. Blanche and I are going
over to Ireland, pnrtl%to stay withsome very

leasant peoplo near Dublin, partly—now 1

on't want to mako you conceited—partly
beeause she has set ber heart on seeing you
ride ; and 50 havo 1.”

Practico, no doabt, makes perfect. With
this flattering acknowledgment, she put just
the right amount of interest into her glance,
1.t it dwell on him the right time, and avert-
ed it at the right moment.

“ Bhe's o deuced lPretty woman !" thonght
Daisy. - How woll she looks with her hinir
blown all about her face, and her cloak
gatbered ap under her dear little chin.” He
felt quits sorry that the Wicklow range was
already looming through its rain-charged
atmosphere as they neared the Irish coast.

** I should like to win,” said ho, after a
pause, * particularly if you're looking on1"

* Don't say me,” sho murmured, adding
in a louder aud merrier voice, * You cannot
deny you're devoted to Blanche; and I daro
say, if the truth were known, she Las made
you a jacket and cap of her own colors,
worked with her own hands.”

* Ilike her very mmuch,” ho answered
frankly. * It's partly on her account I want
to land this race. She’s so fond ofthe mare,
you know. Not but what I'vo gono a crack-
eron it myself; and if it don't como of,
there'll bo a general break-up ! But I beg
your pardon, I don' see why thatshould in-
terest you,”

** Don't you ' said ehie carnestly. “Then
you're as blind as o bat. Everything inter-
osts mo that concerns people I like.”

“ Does that mean you like mo ?" askod
Daisy with a saucy smile, enbanced by a
prolonged lurch of the steamer, and the blow
of a wave on her quarier, that drenched them
both in a shower of spray.

Slhic was silent while he wrung the et
frow her cloak and hood, but when Lo iiad
wrapged her usi once more, and ro-sdjusted |
her cusbions, sho looked gravely in bis face.

** If's nn 0dd question, Mr. Walters,” gaid

she, ** but I'm not afmid tg answer it, and 1
-~ e Y 3. 2
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tho cffeets of bad tubaeco, necessitated his f
'tall liat.

Luslington tho open air, the sea-breezo, tho |sleeping, and tho sleepors s if they had been
lenping, following waves, her biightened |wule-mv:x\ko ali the way from Holyhead. A
oycs, hier fresliencd checke, hicr keen enjoy-

|
|

clild who cried incessantly during tho pas-
sage, now ran laughing in and out of the
stowart’s pantry ; and two sporting goeutle-
meon from the West—one with a bright blue
coat, tho other with a bright red face—£finish-
d their punch at a gulp, without concluding
o deal that had lasted through six tumblers,

for a certain ** bay brown horse by Elvas—

an illignnt-lopped wan,” to use thd rud-faced
gountleman’s own words, * an' the bouldest

‘over yo gco.  Wait till I toll yo now. Ho's
yet thouglit it worth wlile, as  the was tho 'fit to carry the Lord-Liftinint himself. Bhow
to favcr the |him his fence, and howld him if yvo can!”

As tho possible purchaser for whom bluc-
coat acted, was a timid rider hunting in a
blind country, it secmed doubtful whether so

ment of the awkwardness with which ho re- ircsoluto an animal was likely to convey hiwm
us

termperatoly as Lie might wish.

“Ah ! it's the Captain,” exclaimed both
theso sitters in & breath, as Daisy slid behind
thom in search of his dressing-cnse and hie
‘ Seo now, Captain, will the inare
win ? Faith, she’s clean-Lred, I know well,
for I trained her dam meself, whan she clean-
ed out the whole south of Ireland at Limerick
for the Ladies’ Plate I" exclaied one.

* You ride her, Captain,” ndded the othcr.
It’s herself that can do’'t | They've o taste
of temper, bave all that breed ; but you sit
still, an’ ride aisy, Captain. Ioep h(r back
till they come to raco and loose Ler off then
like shot trom a gun. Whew ! She'll come
out in wan blazo, and lave thim all behind,
as I'd lavo that tumbler there, more by token
it's boen ompty this ten winntes. Yeo'll take
a tast> of punch now, Cuptain, for good luck,
and to drink to the black mare's chance ?”

But Daisy excused himself, shaking hands
ropeatedly with his cordial well-wishers ere
hie hurried on deck to disembark.

Moving listlessly and languidly into upper
air, the figuro of a lady preceded him by a
fow steps. All he saw was the coraer of a
shaw), the skirt of 5 drcss, and a foot and
anklo ; but that foot and ankle conld only
belong to Blancho Douglas, and in threo
bouands he was at her side. A moment be-
fore, sho bad been pale, languid, dejected.
Now, sho brigbtened up into all the fiashand
brilliancy of her usual beauty, like a fair
landscape when the sun shines out from be-
hinda cloud. Mrs. Lushington, standing op-

sito the companion-way, noted the change.

aisy, in happy iguorance, expressed the

leasure, which no doubt he felt, at a meet-
g with his handsome friend on the Irish
Oy bably, likes anything sh

0 woman, probably, likes anything she

does like, one whit the worse because de-
prived of it by force of circumstances. The
fox ip the fablo that protesced the grapes
were sour, depend npon it, was not a vixen.
Satanella thoroughlv appreciatod her friend’s
kindness and conmceration, when Mrs. Lush-
ingten condoled wita her on her past suffer-
ings, and rejoiced it Ler recovery, informin
Ler ot the samo time that Daisy was a capi
travelling companion.

‘* He takes such care of one, my dear.”
(She spoke in a very audible asido.) * So
gentlo and thoughtful ; it's like having one's
own maid. I enjored the crossing thorough-
ly. Poor dear ! 1 wish yon could have been
ou deck to enjoy it too.”

Done into plain English, the above really
meant—** I havo becn having great fun flirt-
with your admirer. He's very nice, and
pcrhags I ehall take him awsy from you
somo day when I have a chance.”

By certain twingcs that shot throngh every
nerve and Lbro, Blanche Douglas knew she
had let her foolish heart go out of her own
keeping. If sho doubted previously whether
or not sho had fallen in love with Daisy, she
was suro of it now, while wrung by these

ipangs of an unressoning jealousy, that
négcd

his society for an hour, oven to her
earest friend.

Tuere was bat little time, howaver, for in-
dulgeuce of the emotions. Mrs. Lushington's
footmaun, 1mposing, broad-breasted, and bat-
toned to the chin, touched bis hat as s signal
thatho l:ad all his paraphernalia ready for
departure. Two ladics-maids, limp and
draggled, trotted helplessly in his footstops.
The stoward, who knew everybody, had
tnkm a respectfal furewell of his most dis-

inguished passengers, the captain had dono
shouting from his perch pebind the fannel,

and tho raw youth in bigh-Jows, cssting one
despairiug look at Mre. Lushington, had dis-
appeered in the embracoe of & volnminous
matron tho moment he sct foot ox shore
Thero wns nothing lcft but to siy good bye
+ Satanolla’s voice faltered, and hier hand
shook. How she had wisted the preceding
three hows tliat sue might have spent on
dock with Daisy ! and how mean of Clara to
take advantago of hier friend’s .indisposition
by making up to hiwm, as sbe did to cvery man

aha fatna nanr

called it, wishing, to uso his own words, that
ho was * brothor to either of thém, or hus-
baud to both.”

If they sparred at all, it was with the
gloves—light hitting, and ouly to measuro
each othor's reach. Some day—the samo
iden occurrod to them at the srame moment
—they meant to ** have it out” in carnest,
and it should be no child's play then. Mean-
time thoy proceeded to tuke tLeir places in a
fast traiu wlich seuined tu bave no particular
hour of departure, su long was it drawn u
beside the plutforin after the passemgers ha
seated themselves and tho doors were locked.
Miss Douglas pussessed good nerves, no
doubt, yet were they somcewhat shaken by a
dialoguo she overheard between guard and
station-mastor, carried oun through many
sbrieks aud pufliogs of the engine at the
first halt they made, a few miles down the
liue,

** Is tho express due, Denis 2"

‘* She is,"

*Is the mail gone by 2"

** Sho would be, Lut she's broke eatirely.”

** Is the line cluar 2

¢ It is not.”

* Go on, buys, an' trust in God !

Neverthel. ss, 1o aceordance with an adege
which must be of Irish extraction, ¢ Where
thero 1s no fear ther. 1s no danger,” our two
Indics, their two muds, and Mrs. Lushing-
ton's footman, were all deposited safely at a
waysids stativn inthe dark ; the last-named
fuuctiuary, a regnlar London servant, who
had noever befurs bLeen tun miles from the
Standard, Corulill, arnving in the last stage
of astonichment and disgust. Ho cheered ap,
however, to find a mau, inalivery sonething
like liis own, waitiug on the platform, with
welcomo news of o carnage for the ladies, o
car for the luggage, aud a castle not moro
than three miles off.

“ You must be tired, dear,” said Mrs.
Lushington, sinking back among the cushions
of an casy London-built brougham. ¢ But,
tbank goodness, lere wo are at last. Threa
ltlllilcs will scon be over on 80 good a road as

‘s.'l

But three Irish miles, aiteralongjourney,
aro not so quickly accomplished on n dark
night in o carriego with one of its lamps
goue out. It seemed to the lagdies they had
been driven at least six, when they arrived

ot a pork wall, somo ten feet high, which

they skirted for a considerable distanco ero .
they entered the demense through a stately
gateway. flanked by imposing castellated
lodges on either side.

Hero a pair of whito breeches, and the in-
disiinct figure of a horseman, passed the
camage-window, fhtting noiselessly over tho
mossy sward.

¢ Did you ses it, Blanche ?" asked Mrs.
Lushington, who had been in Ireland before.
* It's a banshee I”

“ Or o Whiteboy I" said Miss Douglas
Isnghing. * Only I didn't know they -wore
even ngsns, to say nvothing of the other

Bat the London 100tnran, balancing him-
self with difficalty amongst his luggage on
the outside car, was more curious, or less
courageous.

¢ What's that 2" he exclaimed, in the dis-
turbed accents of one who fears a ghost only
less than a highwayman.

* Which ?" s2id the driver, ingging and
flogging with all his might to raise a gallop
for the avenne.

¢ That—that objeck!” answered the othsy.

‘** Ah! that's the masther. More power
fo bim 1" replied the carmau. * It's foxin’
he'll bave beea likely, on the mouatain, an’
him nivir off the point o' tho hunt. Divil
thank bim with the cattle herides! Begorral

:sxzn;v!x'x; see the masther, but ye sce n great

Al this was Greck to his listener, who
miod however, becawe ecasier, with
crunching of gravel under their wheels, ana
tho looming of & large, irregular mass of
bailding, about which lights were flashing in
all dircctions, showing not only waat tgoy
wero cxpected and welcome.

4s Blancho Douglas stepped out of tho
brongham, she found herhandresting in that
of the supposed baunshee, who had dismount-
od not & minuto before to receive Lis guests.
He was a tall, handsome old gentleman,
fresh-colored and groy-haired, with that
Lappy mixtare of condiality and good-brecd-
inf in his menucr, to be found in the
Ewerald Islo alone ; yet was thero but tho
slightest touch of brogne on tho deep mel-
low accents that proffered their hospitablo
a e{_mga hadal
" “You've a lorg journey, Afiss Dougl
and n dark drive, but glad 1 o R,

: am to seoc you,
and welcomo you are to the castle at Cor-
mae's-town."

Then Lo conducted the Indios across a fino
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