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ROLAND CASHEL

CHAPTER 1.

111 make her brew the beverage herself,

‘With her own fingers stir the cup, .

And know ’tis poisgn as she drinks it.
HaroLp.

Hap Linton been about to renew an acquaintance with one he had
scarcely known before, and who might possibly have ceased to remember
him, his manner could not have been more studiously diffident and re-
spectful.

« I rejoice to see your Ladyship here, said e, in a low, deliberate voice ;
« where, on the last time we spoke together, you seemed uncertain of
coming.”

“Very true, Mr. Linton,” said she, not looking up from her work ; “my
Lord had not fully made up his mind.”

“ Say, rather, your Ladyship had changed yours,” said he, with a cold
smile ; “4 privilege you are not wont to deny yoursel{.” '

“T might have exercised it oftener in life with advantage,” replied she,”
still holdiug her head bent over the embroidery frame.

“Don’t you think that your Ladyship and I are old friends enough to
speak without. innuendo P ‘

“If we speak at all,” said she, with a low but calm accent.

“True, that ie to be tHought of,” rejoined he, with an unmoved quietude
of voice. “Being in a manner prepared for a change in your Liadyship’s
sentiments towards me—""

“Bir!” said she, interrupting, and as suddenly raising her fwe, -which
was now covered with a deep blush. '

“T trust I have said nothing to plovoke reptoof »? md Lmton, coldly.

VoL IL



2 ROLAND CASHEL.

*Your Ladyship is well aware if my words be not true. I repeat it, then—
your sentiments are changed towards me, or—the alteration is not of my
choosmng—I was deceived in the expression of them when last woe met.”

"It may suit your purpose, Sir, but it can scarccly conform to the
generosity of a gentleman, {o taunt me with acceding to your request for a
meeting. If any other weakness can be alleged against me, pray let me
hear it.”

“ When we last met,” said Linton, in a voice of lower and decper mean-
mg than before, “we did so that 7 might speak, and yox hear, 1hc avowal
of a passion which for years has filled my heart—against which I have
struoggled and fought in vain—to stifle which T have plunged into dissipa-
tions that 1 detested, and followed amnbitions I despised—to obliterate all
memory of which 1 would stoop to crime itself, rather than suffer on in
the hopeless misery 1 must do.”

T will hear no wore of this,” said she, pushing back the woirk-tuble, and
preparing 1o rise.

“ You must, and you shall hear me, Madam,” said he, replacing the table
and affecting to arrange it for her.” “I1 conclude you do not wish this
amiable compauy lo arbitrate between us.”

“Oh, Sir! is it thus you threaten me £

“You should say compromise, Madam. There can be no threat where a
cormon ruin impends on all concerned.”

“To what end all this, Mr. Linton?* said she. “You surely canmot
expect from me any return to a feeling which, if it once existed, you yowr-
self were the means of uprooting for ever. Even gow could scarcely be
ungenerous cnongh to porsecute one for whose misery you have done already
too much.”

“ Will you accept my arm for half an hour * cried he, interrupting. “I
pledge mysclf it shall be the last time T either make such a request, or even
allude 1o this lopic between us. On the pretence of showing you the house,
1 may be able—if not to justify myself—nay, I see how little you care for
ihat—well, at least 1o assure you that I have no other wish, no other hope,
than 1o see you happy.”

1 cannot trust you,” said she, in a tone of agitation; “already we are
remarked.”

“So I perceive,” said he, in an under tone s then added, in a voice
wudible cnough to be heard by the rest, “ T am too vain of my archilectural
merits to leave their discovery to chance, and as you are good enough to
say you would liketo see the house, pray will your Ladyship accept my orm,
while I perform {he cicerone on myself P’

The “coup” succeeded ; and, to avoid the difficulty and embarrassment
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a refusal would have ereated, Lady Kilgoff arose, and prepared to accom.
pany him.

“«Eh, what—what is’t, my Lady ?” said Lord Kilgofl, suddenly aweking
from a kind of lethargic slumber, as she whispered some words in his ear.

¢ Her Ladyship is telling you not to be jealous, my Lord, while she i
making the tour of the housc with Mr. Linton,” szud Lady Janet, with a
malicious sparkle of her green eyes.

*“Why not make il a royal progress said Sir Harvey; “her Majesty
the Queen might like il well.

 Her Majesty likes everything that promiscs amusement,” said the wild
romp ;» * come, Charley, give us your arm.”

“ No, I’ve gof a letter or {wo to write,” said he, rudely; * there’s Upton
or Jennings quite ready for any foolery.”

“This 15 100 bad ¥ cried she; and through all the pantomime of mock
royalty, a real tear rose to Lier eycs, and rolled heavily down her check ;
then, with a sudden change of humour, she said, “Mr. Cashel, will yo»
{ake we

The request was too late, for alrcadyp he had given his arm to Lady Janet ;
an act of devotion he was performing with the expression of a saint under
martyrdom.

* 8ir Harvey—there’s no help for it—we are reduced to you.”

But Bir Harvey was leaving the room with Olivia Kennyfeck. 1n fact,
couples paired off in every direction ; the only disengaged cavalicr being Sir
Andrew MacFailine, who, with a sardome grin on his features, came hobbling
forward, as he said,

“ Ye maunna tak’ sich long strides, Missy, if ye ga wi’ me, for I've got a
couple o’ ounces of Langredge shot in my left knee—forbye the gout in both
ankles.”

1 say, Jim,” called out Lord Charles, as she moved away, “if you like
to ride Princepino this afternoon, he’s ready for you.”

“ Are you going P said she, turning her head.

13 Y cs.”

“Then I’l/ not go.” And so saying, she left the room.

‘When Liuton, aceompanied by Lady Kilgoff, issued from the drawing-
room, instead of proceeding through the billiard-room towards the suite
wluch formed the “show” part of the mansion, he turned abruptly to his
lefi, and passug through a narrow corridor, came out upon a terrace, st the
end of which stood & large conservatory, opemng into the garden.

T ask pardon,” said he, “if I reversc the order of our geography, and
show you the fronticrs of the realm before we visit the capital, but; other-

B2



4 im"m) CASHEL.

-wise we shall only. be the ndvanue-gnard of that interesting company, who
have nothing more g} heart than to overhdiir vs.” .

Lady Kilgoft m\lkefl along ‘without speaking, at his side, having relin-
quished the support of his arm with a stiff, frigid courtesy. Had any one
been there to mark the two figures, as side by side they went, each deep in
th ht and not even venturing a glance at the other, he might well have

d what strange link could connecl them. It was thus they entered
the conservatory, where two rows of orange-trees formed a lane of foliage
-almost impenetrable to the eye.

. “As this may be ihe last {ime we shall ever speak together in se-
ctet X3

* You have promised as much, Sir,” said she, interrupting ; and the very
. rapidity of her utierance betrayed the eagerness of her wish.

“Be it so, Madam,” replied Le, coldly, and with a tone of sternness very
different from that he had usedat first. T have ever preferred your wishes
to my own. I shall never prove false to that ‘allegiance. As we arc now
sbout to speak on terms which never can be resumed, let us at least be
frank. Let us use candour with each.ther. Even unpleasing truth is better
at such a moment than smooth-tongued insincerity.”

¢ This preamble does not promise well,” said Lady Kilgoff, with a cold
smile,

«Not, perhaps, for the agreeability of our interview, but it may save us
both much time and much temper. I have said that you are changed to-
wards me.”

*QOh, Sir! if I had suspected that this was to be the theme——" She

stopped, and seemed uncertain, when he finished the speech for her.
"+ “You would never have accorded me this meeting. Do be frank, Madam,
- and spare me the pain of sclf-inflicted severity. ‘Well, T will not impose
upon your kindness, nor indeed was such my intention, if you had but heard
. me out. Yes, Madam, I should have told you that while I deplore that
alteration, I no more make you chargeable with it, than yow can call me to
account for cherishing a passion without a hope. Both one and the other
arc independent of us. That one should forget and the other remember is
beyond mere volition.”

He waited for some token of assent—some slight evidence of concurrence
—but none came, and he resumed :

“When first I liad the happiness of being distinguished by some slight
show of your preference, there were many others who sought with eagerness
. ¥or that position T was supposed to occupy in your favour. Tt was the first
- necess of vanity in my heart, and it cost me dea,r!y Some, envied me—
_ some, scoffed—some, predicted that my triumph would be a brief one—
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some, were rude enongh to say that I was only placed like a budy; o show
the passage, and that I should lie fast at anchor while others sailed on with
prosperous gale and favouring fortune. You, Madam, best know ‘whick of
these were right. I see that I weary you. I can conceive how distasteful.
all these memories must be, nor should I evoke them without absolute né:
cessity. To be brief, then, you are now about to play over with another the very
game by which you once deceived me. Itis your caprice to sacrifice another
to your vanity ; but know, Madam, the liberties which the world smiled at
in Miss Gardiner will be keenly criticised in the Lady Kilgoff. In the
former'case, the most malevolent could but hint at a mésalliance; in the
latter, evil tongues can take a wider latitude. To be sure, the fascinating
qualities of the sditor, his wealth, his enviable position, will plead with some ;
my Lord’s age and decrepitude will weigh with others ; but even thesa cha-
ritable persons will not spare yoz. Your own sex are seldom over-merciful
in their judgments. Men are unserupulous enough to hint that there was
no secret in the matter; some will go further, and affect to say that they
themselves were not unfavourably looked on.”

“ Will you give me a chair, Sir,” said she, in a voice which, though barely
above a whisper, vibrated with intense passion. Linton hastened to fetch a
seat, his whole features glowing with the clation of his vengeance. This
passed rapidly away, and as he placed the chair for her to sit down, his face
had resumed its former cold, almost melangholy expression.

“I hope you are not ill P said he, with an air of feeling.

A glance of the most ineffable scorn was her only reply. .

« It is with sincere sorrow that I inflict this pain upon you; indeed, when
T heard of that unhappy yacht excursion, my mind was made up to see
Lord Kilgoff the very moment of his arrival, and, on any pretence, to induce
him to leave this. This hope, however, was taken from me, when I beheld
the sad state into which he had fallen, leaving me no other alternative than
to address yoursclf. I will not hurt your ears hy repeating the inventions,
each full of falsehood, that heralded your arrival here. The insulting dis-
cussions how you should be met—whether your conduct had already pre-:
cluded your aceeptance amongst the circle of your equals—or, that you were
only a subject of avoidance to mothers of marrisgeable daughters, and
maiden ladies of excessivevirtue. You have mixed in.the world, and there-
fore can well imagine every ingenious turn of this peculiar eloquenge.
How was I—I who have known—I who—nay, Madam, not a word shall
pass my lips in reference to that theme—I would only ask, could I hear
these things, could I see your foot nearing the cliff and not cry oat, Stop ?
—Axother step and you are lost! There are women who caii play this
dangerous game with cool heads and cooler hearts; schooled in all ‘the
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frigid indifference that would seew the birthright of a certain class, the
secrets of their affections die with them—but you are not one of these.
Born in what they would call an humbler, but I should call a far higher,
sphere, where the feelings are fresher and the emotions purer, you might
chance to—{all in love!”

A faint smile, so faint that it conveyed no expression to her eyes, was
Lady Kilgofi’s acknowledgment of these last words.

¢ Have you finished, Sir#’ smd she, as, after a pause of some seconds, ke
stood still.

¢ Not yct, Madam,” replicd he, dryly.

“TIn that case, Sir, would it not be as well to fell {he man who 1s linger-
ing yonder 1o leave this ? except, perhaps, it may be your desire to have a
wilness to your words.”

Linton started, and grew dgadly pale; for he now perccived that the man
must have been in the conservatory during the cntire mterview. Tlastening
round to where he stood, his fears were at once dispelled ; for 1t was the
Italian sailor, Giovanm, who, in the multipheily of Lis accomplishments,
was now assisting the gardener among the plants.

1t is of no consequence, Madawmn,” said he, returning; “the man is an
Itahan, who understands nothing of Enghsh.”

“ You arc always fortunate, Mr. Tanton,” said she, with a deep cmphasis
on the pronoun.

¢ I have ccased to boast of my good luck, for many a day.”

“ Having, doublless, so many ofher qualities to be proud of,” said she,
with a mahcious sparhle of her darh eyes.

“The queshon is vow, Madaw, of oue far more intcrestmg {han me.”

© Can that be possible, Sir?  1s any onc’s wellare of such moment to his
friends—to the world at luge—as the hugh-mmded, the honowrable, {he
open-hearied Mr Linton, who condescends, for the sake of a warning 1o his
young friends, to turn gambler, and ruin them; while he has the daung
courage 1o single out a poor uvnprotected woman, without one who could
1ight{ully defel}d her, and, wnder the miserable mask of interest, 1o insulu
her ¥

“1s it thus you read my conduct, Madam ?” said Le, with an air at once
sad and reproachful.

“ Not allogether, Mr. Linton, Besides the ineffuble pleasure of giving
pain, T perceive that you are acquitting a debi—the debt of hate you owe
me ; because——but I cannot descend to occupy the same level with you in
this business. My reply to you is a very short one. Your insult to me
must go unpunished ; for, as you well know, I have not one to resent
it. You have, however, introduced another name in this discussion ; to that
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gentleman 1 will reveal all that you have said this day. The consequences
may be what they will, I care not; I never proyoked ithem. You best
know, Sir, how the reckoning will fare with you.”

Linton grew pale, almost lividly so, while he bit his Lip till the very blood
camc; then, suddenly recovering himself, he said: “1 am not awaro of
having mentioned a name. I think your Ladyship must have been mis-
taken; but”—and here he laughed slightly—* you will scarce suecced in
sowing discord between me and my old friend Lord Charles Frobisher.”

«“Lord Charles Frobisher!” echoed she, almost stunned with the
effrontery.

«You scemn surprised, Madam. @ 1 trust your Ladyship meant no other.”
The insolence of his manncr, as he said this, left her unable for some
minutes to reply, and when she did speak, it was with evident effort.

“I trust now, Sir, that we have spol\c* for the last time fogether. I
own—and it is, indeed, humiliastion enough {o own it—your words have
deeply inculted me. I cannot deny you the satisfaction of knowing ihis;
and yet, with all these things before me, I do not hate—I only despise
yow.”

Ro saying, she moved towards the door, hut Liuton stepped forward, and
sad - “ One mstant, Madam.  You seem to forget that we arc pledged to
walh through the rooms; our amiable frends are doubtless looking for
us.”

“1 will ask Mr. Cashel to be my chaperon another time,” said she, care-
lessly ; and drawing her shawl azound het, pusscd out, leaving Liuton alone
m the conservatory.

Ay, by St. Paul! the work goes hravely on,” cried he, as soon as she
had disappeared. < If she 1w not hun and hersclf to boot, now, I am
sorc mustahen.  The game is full of mterest, and, «f 1 had not so much in
hand, would delight me.”

With this brief sohloguy, be turned to where the Tralian was standing,
pruning an olauge-iree,

* IHave you learned any English yet, Giovanui #”

A shight but sigwficant gesture of one finger gave the negative.

“ No matter, yonr own soft vowels arc in more request here. The dress
I told you of 15 now cope; my servant will give it to you; so, be ready
with your guitar, if the ladies wish for it, {lus evening.”

Giovanm bowed respeetfully, and went on with his work, and soon after
Linton strolled into the garden to muse over the late sccue.

Tad any one heen there to mark the signs of triumphant elation on his
features, they would have seen the man in all the simeerily of his bold, bad
heart. His success was perfect. Knowing well ihe proud nsture of the
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- young, high-spirited woman, thoroughly acquainted with her impatient
_temper and haughty charaster, he rightly foresaw that to tell her she had
become the subject of a calumny, was to rouse her pride to confront it
openly. To whisper that the world would not admit of this or that, was to

. make her brave that world, or sink under the effort.

To sting her to such resistance was his wily game, and who knew better
how to play it? The insinuated sneers at the class to which she had once
belonged, as one not' « patented ” to assume the viees of their betters, was
‘a deep and most telling his; and he saw, when they separated, that her

-+ mind was made up, at any cost and every risk, to live down the slander by

* utter contempt of it. Linton asked for,no more. “ Let her,” said*he to
himself, “but enter the lists with the%vorld for an adversary! T’ll give
her all the benefit of the best motives—as much purity of heart, and so
forth, as she cares for~but, ¢ I’ll name $he winner,” after all.”

Too true. The worthy peop¥e who fancy that an innate honcsty of pur-
pose can ‘compensate for all the breaches of conventional use, arc like the
volunteers of an army who refuse to wear its uniform, and arc as often
picked down by their allies as by thefr enemies.

CIHAPTER IT.

Such a concourse ne’er was seen
Of coaches, noddies, cars, and jingles,
“ Chars-a-banes”—to hold sixteen,
And ¢ Sulkies” meant to carry singles.
Tur P1c-N1c: A Lay.

Ir is an old remark that nothing is so stupid as love-letiers; and, pretly
much in the same spirit, we may aflirm that there arc few duller topies
than festivities. The scenes in which the aclor is most intcrested are, out
of compensation, perhaps, those least worthy to rccord; the very inability
of description to render them is disheartening too. One must eternally re-
sort to the cffects produced, as evidences of the‘cause, just as, when we
would characterise a climate, we find ourselves obliged to fall back upon
the vegetable productions, the fruits and flowers of the seasons, to convey
even anything of what we desire. So is it Pleasure has its own n,tmospl.\cre
—we may brcathe, but hardly chronicle it.

These prosings of ours have reference to the gaieties of Tubbermore,
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which certainly were all that & merry party and an unbounded expenditure

could compass. The style of living was princely in its splendour ;" luxuries

fetched from every land—the rarest wines of every country, the most:ex-

quisite flowers—all that taste can suggest, and gold can buy, were there;
and while the order of each day was maintained with undiminished splen-

dour, every little fancy of the guests was studied with a watchful politeness’

that marks the highest delicacy of hospitality.

If a bachelor’s house be wanting in the gracefulness which is the charm
of a family reception, there is a freedom, a degree of liberty in all the
movements of the guests, which some would accept as a fair compromise ;
for, while the men assume a full cquality with their host, the ladies are su-
preme in all such establishments. Roland Cashel was, indecd, not the man
to dislike this kind of democracy ; it spared him trouble; it inflicted no
tiresome routine of attentions; he was free as the others to follow the
bent of his humour, and he asked for no mdée.

It was without one particle of vulgar pride of wealth that he delighted
in the pleasurc he saw around him; it was the mere buoyancy of a high-
spirited nature. The cost no more etered into his calculations in a per-
sonal than a pecuniary scnse. A consciousness that he was the source of
all that splendid festivity—that his will was the motive-power of all that
complex machinery of pleasure—increased, but did not constitute, his en-
joyment. To see his guests happy, in the various modes they preferred,
was his great delight, and, for once, he felt inclined to think that wealth
had great privileges.

The display of all, which gratified Lim most, was that which usually took
placc each day after luncheon ; when the great space before the house was
thronged with equipages of various kinds and degrees, with saddic-horses
and mounted grooms, and amid all the bustle of discussing where to, and
with whom, the party issued forth to spend the hours before dinner.

A looker-on would have been amused to watch all the little deviees in
request, to join this party, to avoid that, to sceure a seat in a certain car-
riage, or 1o cscape from some other; Linton’s chief amusement heing to
thwart as many of these plans gs he could, and whilo he packed a sleepy
Chief Justice into the same barouche with the gay Kennyfeck girls, to
commit Lady Jauct tothe carc of some dashing dragoon, who did not dare
decline the wife of a “ Cobmmander of the Forces.”

Cushel always joined the party on horseback, so long as Lady Kilgoff
kept the house, which she did for the first week of her stay ; but when she
amuounced her intention of driving out, he offered his services to accom-
pany her. By the merest accident it chanced that the very day she fixed
on for her first excursion was that on which Cashel had determined to try



oy snriet” dplediideliniopgs’ which bad just artived. Tt was a
mnetotm, Jouil in splendour of the “ Regency of the Duke of

stenng ®mons of thede gergoous toys which even a voluptuous age gazed
k with wonder/ Tio jeb-black Arabians, of perfect symmetry, drew it,
ae whole forming a mest beautiful equipage.

Exclanalions of estonishment and admiration broke from the whole
wsiy Jon 4o getriagé drove up to the door, where all were now standing.
N Whose can it be’—Where did it come from P~—What a magnificent
.' (! » Mr. Cashel, pray tell us all about it. Do, Mr. Linton, give us

w It has nonc as yot, my dear Mrs. While; that it may have, one of
ibese days, is quite possible.”

Lady Janct heard the speech, and nodded significantly in assent.

“Mr. Liuton, you are coming with us, a’n’t you ? said a lady’s voice
.= a britsohka close by.

+“Y really don’t know how the arrangement is; Cashel said something
ibout wy driving Lady Kilgoff.”

Yady Kilgoff pressed her lips closé, and gathered her mantle together as
f by some sudden impulse of {emper, but never spoke a word. Af the
iamae insiant Cashel mads his appearance from the houvse.

« ™ Are you to drive mc, Mr. Cashel P said she, oalmly.

«If you will honour me so far,” replied he, bowing. )

**T fancied you said something to me about being her Tadyship’s cha-
foteer,” said Linton.

,.* You must have been dreawing, man,” cried Cashel, laughing.

“Will you allow my Lady to choose P rcjoined Lanton, jokingly, while
1e stole at her a look of insolenl malice.

Cnshel stvod uncertain what o suy or do in the emergency, when, with a
trm and delermined voiee, Ludy Kilgofl said :

I wust own I have no confideuce in Mr. Linton's guidance.”

“These, Tow,” said Cashel, galy, “ I'm glad your vanity came in fo
hat.”

“T have only to hope that you are in safer conduct, my Lady,” said
snton; and he bowed with uncovercd head, and then stood gazing after
ae swift catriage as ip hastened down the avenue.

¢ Ts it all trae about thesc Kennyfock girls havihg so much “tin? ” said
‘aplain Jonnings, as he stroked down his moustache complacently.

“They nay five-and-fwenty thousand each,” said Linton, “and I rather
tedit the rumour.”

“Xh, aw! one might do worse,” yawned the husser, langwadly ; 1 wish
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they hadn’t that confoundid accent!”  And so he moved off io jom the
paitv on horseback

“You are commg with me, Jemima,” smd Mr Downie Meek to hus
davgbier ¢ I want to pay o visit to those works al Killaloe, we have 8o
wuch Comnuttee talk m the House on wland navigation. Ol dear! it 1s
very tuesome ”

¢ Charley says I'm lo go with hun Pa, he’s about 10 iry Smashes as w
leader, and wants me, if anything goes wrong

*Oh dear l—quite 1mpossiblc

“Yes, yes, Jmn, 1 wmswt,” sad Frobisher, w o hall whisper, “neve
mind the Governor ¥

«Here comes the drag, Pa  Oh, how beautiful it looks' There th~,
»0, all together, md Smasher, how neatly he carres umselflt T say
Cherley, he has no faney for tha! sphuter bar so near lum -1t touches
near hock every mstant, wouldn’t it be betlar lo let lus iracc a hwws
looser P

“So 1t would,” said Trobs her, “hut get up and hold the 1ibbors 4all T
have got my gloves on T sy, Lunt¥n, keep Dowmie m chat one momgat
unlil we 2 off

T hn Uy office was, however, antimpitied by Lady Janet MacFa-'s .
v ha i trapsi fiom the door to the carngt, always contrived te
drop ¢ ek of the tweuty things sho londed herself with at starling, a °
1o prees 1nto the service 1 many of 1he byst anders as possible, who folloy
one with o muff, another with o smclling bottl, o thud with a book
fowrth with her hmitng, wd v on, wlule Flini biought up the 1car =
marc an cushions md hot vuter 4 paatus than ever were scen before
th  ccomnodition of twe prxsons  Tu fact, if the dlmosphere of our ¢
wsland wstead of ber,, the meic mnoeent thwg of fo, 1t 15 had been sw
chuged wilth ll thi jostalentsd v pours of the un tiale and the tiphoon +-
zeihe, sh could nob have armed berselt with «fronger preeautions ags
it, while even S Aundrew, with the constitution of a Russtan bear,
compe led to wem blue spectacles 1 sunshue and a respuafor when
lowrcd  leaving um, a8 be saxd, to the * domnable alternative o’ her
o1 dumb ”

“1 waun say,” muttered he, belund hue barmer of mouth p o
Mesther Cashel bas his aln notions ahoot smuszs’ us company whua
we o lus guests to duve aboot w1’ hus am 'lfe. “ Keb, 5“‘: l’kﬂwum
I necd na hae come so far to enyoy

W here’s Sir Hagvey Upton, Sir Andnew # quhyw Lady, hrﬂy, k-

hos u ver been near me today I hope he's aut makug a fool of him-
with tnose Kennyfeck minxes
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*T dinna ken, and I dinna care,” growled Sir Andrew ; and then, to him-
self, he added, “An’ if be be, it’s aye better fooling wi’ young lassies than
doited auld women !”

« A place for yow, Mr. Linton!” said Mrs. White, as she scated hersell
in a low drosky, where her companion, Mr. Howle, saf, surrounded with all
the details for a sketching excursion.

“ Thanks, but I have nothing so agrecable in prospeet.”

¢ Why, what arc you about to do?”

# Alas! T must sct out on a canvassing expedition, to court the sweet
voices of my interesting constituency. You know that I am a candidate for
the borough.”

«That must be very disagrecable.”

«JIt is; bul I could not get off; Cashel is incurably lazy, and I never
know how to say ‘no.’”

“ Well, good-by, and all fortune to you,” said she; and they drove away.

Mr. Kennyfeck and the Chicf Justice, mounted on what are ealled sure-
footed ponics, and a few others, still lingered aboat the door, but Linton
1ook no notice of them, but at once r¢-cntered the house.

For some time previous he had remarked that Lord Kilgoff secmed, as it
were, struggling to emerge from the mist that had shrouded his faculties;
his perceptions each day grew quicker and clearer, and even wheu silent,
Linton observed that a shrewd expression of the eye would betoken a de-
gree of apprchension few would have given him eredit for. With the
keenness of a close observer, oo, Linton perecived that he more than onee
made usc of his favourite expression, “1{ appears to me,” and slight as the
remark might scem, there is no more cerlain evidenee of the retum to
thought and rcason than the resumption of any habitual mode of ex-
pression.

Resolved to profit by this gleam of coming intelligenee, by showing the
old Peer an attention he kuew would be acceptable, Linton sent up @ mes-
sage to ask “If his Lordship would like a visil from him #” A most cordial
acceplance was returned; and, a few moments after, Linton entered the
room where he sat, with all that delicatc caution so becoming a sick
chamber.

Motioning his visitor to sit down, by & slight gesturc of the finger, while
Lic made a faint cffort 1o smile, in return for the ofher’s sululation, the old
man sat, propped up by pillows, and cuveloped in shawls, pale, sad, and
careworn.

“1 was hesitating for two entire days, my Lord,” said Liuton, lowering
his voice to suit the character of the occasion, ©whether T might proposc



ROLAND CASHEL. : 13.

to come and sit an hour with you, and I have only to beg that you will not
permit me to trespass a moment longer thap you feel dlsposed to en-
dure me.’

“Very kind of you—most considerate, Sir,” said the old Peer, howing
with an air of haughty courtesy.

“ You seem 1o gain strength every day, my Lord,” resumed Linton, who
well knew that there is nothing like a personal topic to awaken asick man’s
interest.

“There is something here,” said the old man, slowly, as he placed the tip
of his finger on the centre of his forchead.

« Mere debility ; nervous debility, my Lord. You are paying the heavy
debt an over-worked intellect must always acquit; but rest and repose will
soon restore you.”

“ Yes, Sir,” muttered the other, with a weak smile, as though, without
fathoming the sentiment, he felt that something agreeable to his feelings had
been spoken.

1 have been impatient for your recovery, my Lord, I will confess o you,
on personal grounds; I feel now how muek I have been indebted to your
Lordship’s counsel and advice all through life, by the very incertitude that
tracks me. Tn fact, I can resolve op nothing, determine nothing, without
vour sanction.”

The old man nodded assentingly ; the assurance had his most sincere con-
viction.

1t would seewn, my Lord, that 1 must—whether I will or no—stand for
this burough, here; there is no alternalive, for you arc aware that Cashel is
quite unfit for public business. Each day he exhibits more and more of
those qualities which bespeak far more goodness of heart than intellectual”
traiping or culture. His waywarduess and cecentricity might seriously
damage his own party—could he even be taught that he had one—and be-
come terrible weapons in the hands of the enemy. I was speaking of Cashel,
my Lord,” said Linton, as it were answering the look of inquiry in the old
man’s fuee.

T hate him, Sir,” said the old Pecr, with a bxttemess of voice and look
that well suited the words.

T reylly cannot wonder af it,” said Linton, with a deep sigh; “such
duplicity is too shockinge—far too shocking—to contemplate.”

“ Bh !—what? What did you say, Sir?” ecried the old man, impa-
tiently.

1 was remarking, my Lord, that I have no confidence in his sinceritye—
that he strikes me as capable of playing a double part.”
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A look of disappointment succeeded to the excited expression of the old
man’s face; he had evidently expectcd some revelation, and now his fea-
tures became clouded and gloomy.

“We may be unjust, my Lord,” said Linton. “It may be o prejudice
on our part ; others would seem 1o have a different estimate of that gentle-
man. Meck thinks highly of him.”

“ Who, Sir; 1 didn’t hear you #*’ asked he, snappishly.

"¢ Meek—Downic Meek, my Lord.”

¢ Pshaw ! said the old ma, with a shrewd twinkle of the eye, that made
Linton fear the mind behind it was clearer than he suspected.

¢ T know, my Lord,” said he, hastily, that you always held the worthy
Secretary cheap ; but you weighed him in a balance too nice for the majority
of people

¢ What does that old woman say ? Tell me Aer opinion of Cashel,” said
Lord Kilgoff, rallying into something like his accustomed manner. “You
know whom I mean!” cried he, impaticnt at Linton’s delay in answer-
ing ; “the old woman onc sees cverywherc; she married that Scotch ser-
gmt_.___.” @

 Lady Janet MacFarline—"

¢ Exactly, Sir.”

¢ She thinks precisely with your Lordshlp

“ I'm sure of it; I told my Lady so,” muttered he to himself.

Linton caught thc words with eagerness, and his dark cyes kindled ; for
at lust were they nearing the territory he wanted to occupy.

“ Lady Kilgoff,” suid he, slowly, “does not need any aid to appreciaie
him ; she reads him thoroughly, the heartless, selfish, unpnnclpled spend-
{hrift that ke is”

“She does not, Sir,” rejoined the old man, with a loud voice, and a
stroke of his cane upon the floor, that echoed through the room. “You
never were more mistaken in your life. His insufferable puppyism, his
reckless effrontery, his underbred familiarity, ave precisely the very qualitics
she is pleased with. ¢ They are so different,” as she says, from the tiresome
routine of fashionable manners.” >

“ Unquestionably they are, my Lord,” said Linton, with a smile.

¢ Exactly, Sir; they diffcr, as do her Ladyship’s own habits from those
of every Lady in the Peerage. I told her so. Ibégged to set her right on
that subject at least.”

“Your Lordship’s refinement is a most severe standard,” said Linton,
bowing low.

« It should be an example, Sir, as well as a chastisement. Indeed, I be-
lieve few would bave failed to profit by it.” The air of insolent pride in
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which he spoke, seemed for an instant to have brought back the wonted
Jook to his features, and he sat up, with his lips compressed, and his chin
protruded, as in his days of yore.

< 1 would entreat your Lordship to remember,” said Linton, *“how few
have studied in the same school you have ; how few have enjoyed the inti-
macy of ‘the most perfect geftleman of all Europe;’ and of that small
circle, who is there could have derived the same advantage from the pri-
vilege P ‘

“ Your remark ie very just, Sir. I owe much, very much, to his Royal
Highness.”

The tone of humility in which he said this was a high treat to the sar-
donie spirit of his ljstener.

* And what a penance to you must be a visit in such a house as this
said Linton, with a sigh.

% True, Sir; but who induced me {0 make it? Answer me that.”

Linton started with amazement, for he was very far from supposing that
his Lordship’s memory was clear enough to retain the events of an inter-
view thut occurred some months before. .

“Y never aunlicipated that it would cost yog so dearly, my Lord,” said
be, cautiously, and prepared to give his words any turn events might
warrant. TFor onee, however, the ingenuity was wasted. Lord Kilgoff,
wearied and exhausted by the inereased effort of his intcllect, had fallen
back in his chair, and, with drooping lips and fallen jaw, sal the very pic- .
ture of helpless fatuity.

“ 8o, then,” said Linion, as on tiptoe he stole noiselessly away, «if your
memory was inopportune, it was, at least, very short-lived. And now, adieu,
my Lord, till we want you for another act of the drama.”

CHAPTER 1II.

‘We'll have you at our merry-making, too.
HONEYMOON.

Ir we should appear, of late, {o have forgotten some of those friends with
whom we (it made our readers acquainted in this veracious history, we beg
to plead against any charge of caprice or neglect. The cause is simply this:
a story, like a stream, has one main current ; and he who would follow the
broad river, must eschew being led away by every rivulet which, may sepa-
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rate from the great flood to follow its own vagrant fancy elsewhere. Now,
the Kennyfecks had been meandering after this fashion for some time back.
The elder had commenced a very vigorous flirtation with the dashing Captain
Jounings, while the younger sister was coyly dallying under the altentions
of his brother hussar—less, be it remembered, with any direct intention of
surrender; than with the faint hope that Cashel, perceiving the sicge, should
think fit to rescue the fortress; “ Aunt Fanny” hovering ncar, as ““an army
of observation,” and ready, like the Prussians in the last war, to take part
with the victorious side, whichever that might be.

And now, we ask in shame and sorrow, is it not humiliating to think, that
of a party of some thirty or more, met together to enjoy in careless freedom
the hospitality of a country-house, all should have been animated with the
same spirit of intrigue—each bent on his own deep game, and, in some onc
guise or other of deceitfulness, each following out some scheme of sclfish ad-
vantage ?

Some may say these things are forced and unmatural; that Pleasure
proclaims a truce in the great war of life, where combatants lay down their
weapons, and mix like friends and «llies. We fear {his is not the case. Ouar
own brief experiences wouldycertainly tend to a different conclusion. Less
a player than a looker-on in the great game, we have scen, through all the
excitements of dissipation, all the fascinating pleasures of the most bril-
liant circles, the steady onward pursuit of self-intcrest ; and, instead of the

- geeasions of social enjoyment being like the palm-shaded wells in the desert,
where men meet to taste the peacefulness of perfect vest, they are rather the
arena where, in all the glitier of the most splendid armour, the combatants

“have come to tilt, with more than life upon the issue,

For this, the beauty wreathes herself in all the winning smiles of loveli-
ness 3 for this, the courtier puts forth his most eaptivating address and his
most seductive manner ; for this, the wit sharpens the keen edge of his fancy,
and the statesman matures the-deep resolve of his judgment. The diamond
coroncts that deck the hair and add lustre to the eyes—the war-won medals
that glitter on the coat of some hardy veteran—the proud insignia of merit
that a Sovereign’s favour grants—all are worn to this end! Xach brings
to the game whatever he may possess of superiority, for the contest is ever
a severe one. ‘

And now to go back to our company. Frem Lady Janet, intent upon
everything which might minister to her own comfort or mortify her neigh-
bour, to the smooth and soft-voiced Downie Meek—with the kindest of
-wishes and the coldest of hearts—they were, we grieve to own it, far morc
imposing 1o look at, full dressed at dinner, than to investigate by the search-
ing anatomy that discloses the vices and foibles of bumanity; and it is,
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therefore, with less regret we turn from the great house, in all the: pomp of
its splendour, to the humble cottage, where Mr, Corrigan dwelt with his -
granddaughter.

In wide contrast to the magmﬁcence and profusion of the costly houzchold
whero each seemed bent on giving way to every caprice that extravagance
could suggest, was the simple quietude of that unpretending family. The
efforts by which Corrigan had overcome his difficultics, not only cost him
all the little capital he possessed in the world, but had also necessitaied a
mode of living more restricted than he had ever known before. The little
laxuries that his station, as well as his age and long use, had madc neces
saries—sthe refinements that adorn even the very simplest lives—had all to
be, onc by one, surrendered. Some of these he gave up manfully, others
cost him deeply; and when the day came that he had to take leave of his
old grey pony, the faithful companion of so many a lonely ramble, the erea-
ture he had reared and petted like a dog, the struggle was almost too much
for him.

He walked along beside the man who led the beast to the gate, telling him
10 be sure and seek out some one who would treat her kindly : “Some there
are would do so for my sake; but she descrves it better for her own.—Yes,
Nora, I’'m speaking of youn,” said he, caressing her, as she laid her nosc over
hisarm. “I’m sure I never thought we’d have to part.”

“ She’s good as goold this minit,” said the man; “an™it'll go hard but
T'll get six pounds for her, any way.”

“Tell whocver buys hex that Mr. Corrigan will give him a crown-piece
every Christmas-day that he sees her looking well and in good heart. To
be sure, it’s no great bribe, we’re both so old,” said he, smiling; “but ny
blessing goes with the man that’s a friend to her.”” He sat down as he said
this, and held his hand over his face till she was gone. “ God forgive me if
I set my heart too much on such things, but it’s like parting with an old
friend. Poor Mary’s ].mrp must go next. But here come’s Ticrnay. Well,
Doctor, what news ¥’

The Doctor sheok his head,iwice or thrice despondingly, but said no-
thing ; at last, he muttered, in a grumbling voice :

T was twice at the Hall, but there’s no seeing Cashcl himself; an inso-
Tent puppy of a valet turned awuy contemptuoubly as I asked for him, and
suid

« Mr. Lif¥on, perhaps, might hear what you have to say.”

“ Ts Kennyfeck to be found ¥

“ Yes, I saw him for & few minutes ; but he’s hke the rest of them ; the
old fool fancies he’s a man of fashion here, and told me he had left ‘the At-
torney’ behind, in Merrion-square. He half confessed to me, howwar, what

VOL. II. c



18 ROLAND CASHEL.

I feared. Cashel has either given a promise lo give this farm of yours to
Linton-—-"

“ Well, ihe new landlord will not be less kind than the old one.’

“ You think so,” said Ticruay, sternly.  «Ts your knowledge of 1ifc no
better than this?  Have you lived ill now without being able to read that
man? Come, come, Corrigan, don’t treaf this us a prcjudice of mine. T
have walched him closcly, and he sees it. T iell you again, the fellow is a
villain.”

“ Ay, ay,” said Corrigan, laughing; “your doctor’s craft has made you
always on ihe look-out for some Tidden mischicf.”

“ My doctor’s craft has taught me to know that symptoms arc never
withoul a meaning. But cnough of him ; the question is simply this: we
have, then, merely. Lo propose Lo Cashel the purchase of your interest in the
cottage, un which you will ecde the possession.”

“Yes; and give up, besides, all eluim ot law, for you know we arc sup-
ported by ihe highest opinions.”

¢ Poch—nonscuse, man ; «on’t embarrass the case by o pretension they’re
surc fo sncer at.  The eottage and the litile ficlds bebind it are langible
and palpable; don’t weaken your ease by a plea you could not press.”

“ ITave your own way, thew,” said the old man, mildly.

“ J1 is an amnuity, you say, you'd wish.”

 On Mavy’s life, not on mine, Doctor.”

“ It will be a poor thing,” said Ticrnay, with a sigh.

¢ They suy we could live in some of the towns in Flanders very cheaply,”
said Cogrigan, checrfully.

* You dow’t kuow how {o live cheaply,” rcjoined Tiernay, craukily.
“You think, if you don’t sce a man in hlack behind your chair, and ibat
you cal off delf insicad of silver, that yon arc o wiracle of simplicity. T
saw you last Sunday put by the decanter with half a glass of sherry at the
bottom of it, aud sou were as proud of your thrift as if you had reformed
your whole household.”

« Everything is nol learned in o momens, Tiernay,” said Corrigan, mildly.

“You arc 100 old to begin, Con Corrigan,” said the other, gravely ;
“such men as you, who have not been educated to narrow fortunes, never
learn thrift ; they can endurc great privatious well cnough, but it is the
little, pcttv, dropping oncs that break down the spirit—thesg, they cannot
nmect.”

* A good conscicnce and a strong will can do a great deal, Tiernay. One

. thing is certam, that we shall escape persecution from Aim. He will scarcely
discover us in our humble retreat.”

“ T've thought of that, t00,” said Tiernay. It is the greatest advantage
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the plan possesses. Now, the next poinl is, how to scc this same Cashel;
from all that I can learn, is life is one of dissipation frommoruing till night.
Those fashioneble sharpers by whom he is surrounded arc making him pay
dearly for his admission into the honourable guild.”

“The greater the pity,” sighed Corrigan; “he appeared to me deserving
of o different fate. An casy, complying temper——-"

¢ The devil' a worse [ault I’d wish my enemy,” broke in Tiernay, pas-
sionately. A field without a fence—a house without a door 10 it! Aud
there, if I am not mistaken, I hear his voice; yes, he’s coming along the
path, and somne one with him, t00.” **

“ I'll"lcave you to talk to him, Ticrnay, for you seem in the vein.
And with these woypds the old man inrved into a by- path just as Cashel,
with Lady Kilgofl' on his arm, advanced up the avenue.

Nothing is more remarkable than the unconscious homage tendered to
female beauty and elegance by men whose would of mind, as well as habil,
would scem 1o render them insensible 1o such fascinations, nor Is their in-
stinelive admiration a tribute which beauty ever despises.

The change which came over the rough Doctor’s expression as the parly
cane nearer exemplified this truth strongly.  The look of stern determina-
tion with which he was preparing lo meet Cashel changed to one of asto-
nishinent, und, at lust, 1o undisguised admiration, as he surveyed the gracefal
mien and brilliant beauty before him. They had left ihe phacton at the little
wicket, and the excercise on fool bad slightly coloured her chieck, and added
amnml ion to her features—the only uid necessary to make her lmt,hmss
perfect.

«J Jave taken a greab liberty with my ncighbour, Doetor Ticrnay,” said
Cashel, as he came near,  “Lel me present you, however, lirst—Doctor
Tiernay, Lady Kilgofl. I had been telling her Ladyship that the only pic-
turesque portion of this country lies within this holly enclosure, and is the-
property of my friend Mr. Corrigan, who, although he will not visit me,
will not, 1'm sure, deny me the pleasure of showm" his tasteful grounds to
my {mends.”

“My old friend would be but too proud of such a visitor,” said Tiernay,
bowing low to Lady Kilgoff.

“ Mr. Cashel has not copfessed all our object, Mr. Tiernay,” suid she,.
assuming ler most gracious mauner.  Our visit has in prospect the hope
of making Miss Leicester’s acquaintance; as T know you arc the intimate
friend of the fumily, will you kindly say if this be a suitable hour, or, indeed,
if our prescnce here al all would not be decmed an intrusion ?”

The Doctor coloured deeply, and his cyc sparkled with pleasure, for,
strange enough as i, may appear, while sneering at the dissipations of the
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great house, he felt a degree of indignant anger ab the thought of Mary
sitling alonc and neglected, with gaicties around her on cvery side.

© “1i was a most thoughtful kindness of your Ladyship,” replied he, «for
my friend is too old and too infirm to seck society, and, so, the poor child has
no ofher companionship than two old men, only fit to weary cach other.”

. “You make me hope that owr mission will suceeed, Sir,” said Lady Kilgoff,
still employing her most fascivating look and voice; “we may reckon you
as an ully, I trust.”

“I am your Lu]yshjp s most devoted,” said the old wan, couricously;
* how can T be ‘of scrvice ¥

« ()ur ohject is to induce Miss Leicesler to pass some days with us,” suid
she; “we are pletting various amuscments that might interest her—private
theatricals among the rest.”

 Tlere she comes, my Lady,” said Tiernay, with animation; “I am proud
to be the means of iutroducing her.”

Just at this instant Mary Leicester had caught sight of the party, and an-
certain whether to advance or retire, was standing for a moment undeeided,
when Tiernay called out, v

“Stay a minute, Miss Mary; Lady Kilgoff is auxious to make your ac-
(uaintance.”

“This is a very informal mode of opening an intimacy, Miss Licieesier,”
gaid Lady Kilgoff; “pray let it have the merit of sincerity, for 1 have long
desired to know one of whom 1 have heard so much,”

Mary replied cowrfeously to the speech, and looked pleasedly towards
Cashel, 1o whom she justly attributed the compliment insinuated.

As the two ladics moved on side by side, engaged in conversation,
Tiernay slackencd his pace slightly, and in o voice ol low but earncst im-
port, said,

“ Will Mr. Cashel consider it an iuirusion il T take this opportunity of
speaking to him on a watter of business ¥

“ Not in the least, Doclor,” said Casliel, gaily; “but it’s right L should
mention that T amn most lamentably iguorant of cverything that degerves
that nume. My agent has always saved me frone the confession, bul the
truth will out at Just.”

8o wuch the worse, Sir—for others, as well as for yourself,” replied
Tiernay, bluntly. *The frust a large fortufic imposes——bui I shall
forget mysclf, if I touch on such a theme. My business is this, Siv—and,
in merey to you, I'll make it very brief. My old friend, Mr. Corrigan,
deems it expedient 1o leave this country, and, in consequence, lo dispose of
the interest he possesses in these grounds, so long embellished by his taste
and culture, e is well aware that much of what he has expended hers
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hss not added substantial value to the property; ihat, purely ornamental,
it lus, in great part, repaid himself by the many years of cnjoyment it has
afforded him. Still he hopes—or rather, T do for him—{or, to speak can-
Qidly, Sir, /e has ncither courage nor hardihood for these kiud of {ransac-
tions—I hope, Sir, that you, desirous of wniting this farm to the large
demesne—as I understand to be the case—will not deem this an wafitting
oceasion to treat liberally with one whose position is no longer what it once
was. 1 must iake care, Mr. Cashel, that I say nothing which looks like
solicitation here ; the confidence my friend has placed in me would he ill
requited by such an error.”

«Js there no means of scewring Mr. Corrigan’s residence here?” said
Cashel.  * Can T not accommodate his wishes in some other way, and which
should not deprive me of a neighbour T prize so highly

I fear not. 'The circumstances which nduce him 1o go abroad arc im-
perative.”

“Would it not be betier to reflect ou this*” said Cashel. T do not
seck 1o pry into concerns which are not mine; but I would carnestly ask if
some other arrangement he not possible ®°

Ticruay shook his head dubiously.

“1f this be so, then I can oppose no louger. Tt only remaing for Mr.
Corrigan 1o pul his own value on the property, and T aceept it.”

“ Nay, Sir; this generosity will but raise new difficultics.  You are aboul
1o deal with a man as high-hearted as yoursell, and with the punctilious de-
licacy that a narrow for frne suggests, besides.”

“ Do you, then, Doctor, who know hoth,of us, he arbitr ator Let it not
be a thing for parchments and lawyers’ elerks.  Liet it be an honourable un-
derstanding between two gentlemen, and so, no more of it.”

“ It the world were made up of men like yoursell and iy old friend, this
would be, doubtless, 1he readiest and the best solution of the difficulty,” said
Tiernay ; “but whal would be said if we consented Lo such an arrangement, ?
What would not he said® Ay, faith, therc’s not a scandalous rumour {hat
malice could forge woald not beife upon us.”

“Aund do you think such colummics have any terror for me?” eried
Casiicl.

“ When you've lived to my age, Sir, you’ll reason differently.”

< If shall be all as you wish, then,” said Cashel.  “Buf stay I ericd he,
after a moment’s thought ; ““ihere is a difficulty I bad almost forgoiten. 1
must look that it may not interfere with our plans. When can T see you
agaim? Would it suil you 1o come and breakfast with me to-morrow ? T’il
Lave my man of busiuess, and we’ll arrange cverything.”

“Agreed, Sir; PI not fail. I like your promptitude. A favour is a
double benefit when speedily granted.”
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%“Now I shall ask one from you, Doctor. If I can persuade my kind
friends here {o visil us, will you, too, be of the party sometimes £’

“Not a hit of it. Why should I, Sir, expose you o the insolent eriti-
cism my unpolished manners and rude address would bring upon you—or
myself to the disdain that fashionable folk would show me? I am proud=-
too proud, perhaps—at the coufidence yau would repose in my honour; 1
dow’t wish to blush for my breeding by way of recompense. There, Sir—
there is one yonder in every way worthy all the distinction rank and wealth
can give her. I feel happy to think that she is to move amongst those
who, if they cannot prize her worth, will at least appreciate her fascina-
tions.” °

“ Will Mr. Corrigan consent #” .

“ e must—he shall,” broke in Tiernay ; Tl insist upon il. But come
along with e into the cotfage, while the ladies are cementing their
acquainiunce ; we’ll sec him, and talk him over.”

So suying, he led Cashel mto the little library, where, deep sunk in his
thoughts, the old man was scated, with an open book befoxe him, but of
which he had uot read a linc. ‘

“Con!” cried Tiernay, “ Mr. Cashel has come {o bring you and Miss
Mary up fo the Ilall, to dinuer. There, 8ir, look at the face he puis ou;
an cxcuse in everg wiinkle of it.” !

“ Bul, niy dear {riend—my worthy Doctor—you hnow perfectly—""

“T'll know perfeetly that you must go—no help forcit. 1 have told Mr.
Cashel that you'd make fifty apologics—pretend age—ill-health—want of
habif, and so on: the valid reason being that you {hink lus company a set
of raffs, an 2

“Ob, Ticrnay, T beg you'll not aseribe such sentiments to me.”

“Well, 1 thought o myself, t'other day—ay, hall an hour ago; but
there is n lady yonder, walking up and down the grass-plot, has made me
change my mind ; come out and sce her, man, and then say as many < No’s’
as you please.” And, half-dragging. half-leading the old mian out, Ticrnay
went on:

“Youll see, Mr. Cashel, how polite he'll grow when he sees the bright
eyes and the fan cheek. You’ll not hear of any more refusals then, I pro-
mise you.” . ’

Meanwhile, so fur had Lady Kilgoff advanced’ in the favourable opinion
of Miss Leicester, that the young girl was alveady cager to sccept the
proffered invitation. Old Mr. Corrigan, however, could not be induced to
leave his home, and so it was arranged that Lady Kilgoff should duve over
on the following day to fetch her; with which understanding they parted,
each looking forward with pleasure to their next meeting.
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CHAPTER IV. -
‘Gone! ‘and in secret, too!

A all the plans for pleasure which engaged the attention of the great
house, lavo subjects now divided the interest between them. One was the
expected arrival of the beautiful Miss Leicester—‘“Mr. Cashel’s babe in
the wood,” as Lady Janet called her—the other, the reading of a little one-
act piece, which Mr. Linton had written for the company. Although both
were, in their several ways, “events,” the degree of interest they excited
was very dispropertioned to their intrinsic consequence, and can only he
exphined by dwelling on the various intrigues and schemes by which that
little world was agitated.

Lady Janet, whose natural spitefulncss was a most catholic feeling, be-
gan to fear that Lady Kilgoff had acquired such an influence over Cashel,
that she could mould him to any coursc she pleased—geven a marriage. -
She suspected, therefore, that this rustic beauty had been selccted by her
Ladyship as one very unlikely to compete with herself in Roland’s regard,
and that she was thus securing a lasting ascendancy over him.

Mis. Leicester White, who saw, or believed she saw, hersell neglected
by Roland, took an indignant view of the matter, and threw out dubious
and shadowy suspicions about “who this young lady might be, who scemed
so opportunely to have sprang up in the ncighbourhood,” and expressed, in
confidence, her great surprlsc “how Lady Kilgoff could lend hersell to
such an arrangement.”

Mrs. Kennyfeck was outraged at the entrance of a new competitor mto
the field, where her daughter wes no longer a favourite” 1In fact, the
new visitor’s arrival was heralded by no signs of weleome, save from the
young men of the party, who naturally were pleased to hear that a very”‘
handsome and attractive girl was expected.

As for Aunt Far.my, her indigmation knew no bounds ; indeed, ever sineo
she had set foot in the house her state had been one Tittle short of insanity. -
In ber own very graphic phrase—She was fit to be tied at sll she saw.”
Now, when an elderly maiden lady thus comprehensively sums up the cause
of her anger, without deamdxng to “a hill of parhc\ﬂars,” ihe chances are, -
that some personal wrong—real or imaginary—is more in fault than any-
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_thing reprebensible in the ease she is so severe npon. So was it here:

" Annt Fmuny literally saw nothing, although she heard a great deal. Daily,

"hourly, wete the :accusations of the whole Kennyfeck family directed

" against e -for the loss of Cashel. But for her, and her absurd credulity

-on- the statement of an anonymous letter, and there had been no yacht

“yoyage with Lady Kilgof—no shipwreck—no life-in a cabin on the coast—
no~—w—In.a word, all these evénts had either not happened at all, or
only ocourred with Livy Kennyfeck for their heroine.

Roland’s cold, almost distant politeness to the young ladies, was marked
enough to appear intentional ; nor could all the little by-play of flirtation
with others excite in him the slightest evidence of displeasure. *If the
family were outraged at this change, poor Livy herself bore up admirably ;
and while playing a hundred little atiraclive devices for Cashel, succeeded
in making a very deep impression on the well-whiskered Sir Harvey Upton,
of the —th. Indeed, as Linton, who saw everything, shrewdly remarked—
““8he may not pocket the ball she intended, but, rely on’t, she’ll make a
¢hagard’ somewhere.” . )

Of all that great company, but ofie alone found no place in her beart for
some secret wile ; this was Miss Meek, who, sadly disappointed at the little
influence of her royalty, had ceased to care much for in-door affairs, and
spent her morningg * schooling with Charley, and her evenings listening
to sporting talk whenever two or threc “fast men” got logether in the
drawing-room. o

The evening that preceded Miss Leicester’s intended arrival had been
fixed for the reading of Mr. Linton’s comedy—a little dramatic piece, which,
whether he had stolen wholesale from the French, or only borrowed in part,

" none knew ; but various were the rumours that it would turn out to be a
very satirical composition, with allusions to many of those who were to sit
in judgment over it. How this supposition originated, or with whow, there

-As no saying, nor if well-founded in any respect, for Linton had never shown

.his sketch to any one, nor alluded to it, save in the most vague manner.

Each, however, looked to.see his ncighbour “shown up;” and while one

“said, “ What a character could be made of old Sir Andrew, with his vul-
garity, his deafness, and his gluttony ! another thought that Downie Meek,
in his oily smoothness, his sighings, and his *“ dear me’s,” would be admi-
rable—all the ladies averring that Lady Kilgoff would be a perfect embodi-
ment -of Lady Teazle, as “Sir Peter” suspected, and “Joseph” intended
her to be: | ,

- Fears for individual safety werc merged in hopes of seeing others assailed,

. aud it was in something like a flutter of expeciancy that the party assembled

J in the drawing-room before dinner. Great was their surprise to find that
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Mr. Linton did not make his appearance. The dmner wasalmtmoed»

be never came, and his place vacant at the foot of the table' was' the con-
tinual suggester of every possible reason for his absence. 1f Lady: Ii]gdﬂ
could not divest herself oa cerfain terror—vague and meaninighiss, it is
true—the dread she felt procecded from knowing him to be one whose every
act had some deep purpose ; while others were then canvassing his absence
in easy freedom, she 1ook the first opportunity of asking Cashel whether he
were in the secrct, or if it were really true that Linton had not oommu.m-
cated, cven with him, about his departure.

I am no better informed than my friends here,” smd Rohmi “and, to
say truth, I have given myself little thought about the matter. Wc have
not, as you arc aware, of lale seen so much of each other as we used once ;
he has himself “rather drawn off me, and I have left the interval between us
to widen without much regret.”

“ Remember, however, what I told you; "he can be a terrible enemy.”

Cashel smiled calmly as he said, * I have consorted with men whose ven-
geance never took longer to acquit than the' time oocupied in drawing a
knife from the sleeve or a pistol from ti% girdle. I carc very little for Inm
whose weapon is mere subtlety.”

¢ It is this over-confidence makes me feer for you, * said she, amously,
“for, I say again, you do not know him.”

“I wish I never had,” said Cashel, with an camestness of voice and
accent. “ He has involved me in a hundred pursuits for which I feel nei-
ther taste nor enjoyment.. To him I owe it that pleasure is always asso-
ciated in my mind with mere debauch; and the only generosity hc has
taught me has been the spendthrift waste of the gaming-table.”

“ Could you not findgout something of him—when he went, and in what
direction P said she, anxiously. “I cannot tell you why, but my heart
misgives me about his departure.” -

More in compliance with her scruples than that he deemed the matter
worth a thought, Cashel left the room to make inquiries from the servants ;
but all he could learn was; that #r. Linton #rose before daybreak and left
the house on foot ; his own servant not knomng in what direction, nor
having heard anytlung of his master’s previous intention. :

His intimacy with the family at the cottage left it possible that they mlght
know something of his m8vements, and Cashel accordingly despatched a
mossonger thither to ask ;' but with the same fruitless result as every pre-
vious inquiry. g

‘While Cashel was following up this scarch with a degree of mterest that
increased as the difficulty augmented, he little knew how watchfully his
every word and gesture was noted down by ono who stood at hissidte. This
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was Mr. Phillis, who, while seeming to participate in his master’s astonish.
ment, threw out from time to time certain sirange, vague hints, less sugges-
tive of his own opinions, than as baits to atiract those of his master.

“Very odd, indeed, Sir—very strange—so #egular a gentleman, too—
always rising at the same hour. His man says, he’s like the clock. To be
sure,” added he, after & pause, ‘“his manner is changed of late.”

“ How do you mean ?” asked Cashel, hurriedly.

« He scems anxious, Sir—uneasy, as one might say.”

¢ 1 have not perceived it.”

i man says—"

“What eare I for that,” said Cashel, impatiently. * Tt is not to pry into
M. Linton’s habits that T am here ; it is {0 assure myself that no accident
has happened to him, and that, if he stand in need of my assistance, I shall
not be neglecting him. Tell two of the grooms to take horses, and ride
down to Killaloe and Dunkceran, and ask at the inns there if he has been
seen. Let them make inquiry, too, along the road.” With these dirce-
tions, hastily given, he returned to the drawing-room; his mind far morc
interested in the event than he kne® how to account for.

“No tidings of Tom ?” said Lord Charles Frobisher, lounging carclessly
in a well-cushioned chair.

Cushel made o sign in the negative,

“Well, it’s always a satisfuction to his friends to know that he’ll not
come to harm,” said he, with an amhiguous smile.

“The country is much disturbed at this moment,” said the Chief Justice ;
“the calendar was a very hmvy onc last Assize. T irust no marauding
party may have laid hold of him.”

“ Ab, yes that would be very sad indeed,” bwhcdgMeeL “mistuking him
for a spy.”

. “No great blunder, after all,” said Lady Janct, almost loud envugh for
other cars than her next neighbour’s.

“Tf the night were moonlight,” said Miss Meek, as she opened a shutter
“and peeped ont into the darknéss, “T’d sayhic was irying those fences we
have laid out for the hurdle-race.”

“By Jove, Jim, that is a shrewed thought !” said Lord Charles, forgetting
that he was addressing her by a fanuhar sobnquet he never used before
company.

“ You have a bet with Ium, Charley ?”* said Upton.

“Yes, we have all manner of bels on the race, and T'l] have one with you,
if you like it—an cven fifty that Tom turns up “all right and no accident,’
after this bolt.”

“Ah, my Lord, you're in the secret, then!” said Aunt Fanny, whose ex-
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periences of sporting transactions derived from “the West,” induced her to
suspect that a wager contained a trap-fall.

A very cool starc was the only acknowledgment he deigned to return to
this speech, while Mrs. Kennyfeck looked unutterable reproaches at her
unhappy relative.

<7 call the present company to witness,” said 8ir Harvey Uplon, “that
if Tom has come to an untimely end, he has bequeathed to me his brown cob
pony, ‘ Batter’”

«T protest against tho gift,” said Miss Kennyfeck. ¢ Mr, Linton told
me, if he were killed in the steeple-chase on Tuesday next, I should have
¢ Battew’ ”

“That was a .special reservauou, Miss Kennyfock,” suid the Chief
Justice; “so that if his death did not occur in the wanner specified, the
deed or gift became null and void.”

«T ounly know,” said Miss Meck, “that Mr. Linton said, as we came back
from the hurdle-field—¢ Remember, “ Batter” is yours, if—if——" She
hesilated and grew red, and then stopped speaking, in evident shame and
confusion.

“If what? tell us the condition; you arc bound to be candid,” said
several voiees together.

“Tll tell yow, but T’ll not tell any one clse,” said the young girl, turning
to Lady Kilgofl ; and at the same instant she whispered in her car, “1f T
were to be married to Mr. Cashel.” :

“Well,” said her Ladyship, laughing, “end was the bnbe sufficient

“T should think not ! replied she, with a scornful toss of the head, as
she walked back to her seat.

“1 winna say,” said Sir Andrew, “but I ha’ a bit claim mysel to that
bonnie snuff-hox he ca’d a Louis-Quatorze ; if ye mind, Leddies, I asked
him to mak’ me a prescul o’ it, and he replied—*Tu my weell, Siv Andrew;
T’li leave it ye in my weell.”

1 foresee therc will be abundance of hhfrahon,” said the Chief Justice,
“for the claims are hoth numerows and confliéting.”

“You'll not be troubled with the next of kin, I believe,” said Lady Janet,
in her most spiteful of voices.

“I say, my Lord Chief Justice,” said Frobisher, “let me have a travel- -
ling opinion from you, on aflegal point. Wouldn’t Linton’s heirs, or repre-
sentatives, or whatever they’re called, be bound to ¢book up’ if Ramskinis'
beaten in the handicap #

“The law cxpressly declares such transactions without its pnle, my
Lord,” said the Judge, mbukmg]y

“Well, I can only say,” interrupted Upton, *hat when we were in can-
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tonments at Sickmabund, Jack Faris * of ours’ had a heavy stake in a game
of piquet with the Major, and just as he was going to count his point, he
gave a tremendons yell, and jumped up from the table. Ii was a cohra
capella had bitten him in ihe calf of the leg. Everything was done for him
at once, but all in vain; he swelled up 1o the size of four, and died in about
two hours. It was rather hard on old Cox, the Major, who lhad two hun-
dred pounds on it, and a capital hand; and so he made a representation to
the Mess, showing that he had seven cards to his point, with a quiut in
hearts ; that, faking in the ace of clubs, he should count a quatorze, and,
iherefore, unquestionably win the game. The thing was clear as day, and
so they awarded him the stakes. Cox behaved very handsomely, too ; for
he said, ‘If Faris’s widow likes to play the game out, Tll give her ihe op-
portunity when we get back to England, and back myself, two to one.>”

“The Chevalier Bayard himself could not have douc wore,” said Miss
Kennyfcek, with admirable gravity.

“Tmust say,? resumed the dragoon, ©we thought it handsowme, for old
Cox was always hard up for money.”

¢ And what is 10 become of o theatricals, if Mr. Linton should have
been so ill-natured as to drown himself ?” said Mrs. White, in a most dis-
cousolate tone ; for she had alrcady made lerrible havoc in her wardrobe to
accomplish a Turkish costumne.

“Such o disappoiniment as it will be,” sighed Olivia Kennyfeck, who had
speculated on a last effort upon Cashel in a Mexican dress, where, certes,
superfluity should not he the faull.

“You can always make some compensation for the disappointment,” said
Lady Kilgoff, “ by a fancy ball.”

¢ Oh, delightful! the very thing !’ exclaimed several together. “When
shall it be, Mr. Cashel

1 am entircly at your orders,” said he, bowing courteously.

* Shall we say Tuesday, then ¥”

“ Not Tuesday ; we have ihe race on that morning,” said Frobisher ; *and
some of us, at least, will bo too tired for aball afterwards.”

“ Well, Wednesday ; is Wedncsday open ?”

“ Wednesday was fixed for a boat excursion to Xoly Island,” said
Cashel.

“You can’t have Thursday, then,” exclaimed Lady Janel; “that is the
only evening we ever have our rubber. 1’ll not give you Thursday.”

“Friday we are to have some people at dinver,” said Cashel; “and
Saturday was to have been some piece of electioneering festivity for Lin-
ton’s constituents.” ‘

“What matter now,” said Mrs. White; “perhaps ihe poor dear man is
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in a better place; a very sad thought,” sighed she, ¢ but such things are
happening cvery day.”
“ Ab, yes, very sad,” responded Meek, who never failed to pcrform echo

to any one’s lamentation.
¢ Ah, indeed !” chimed in Aunt Fanny,  cut off like a daisy.” And she

wiped her eyes and looked solemn, for she believed she was quoting
Seripture.

At last it was decided that the hall should come off on the earlicst even-
ing possible, irrespective of all other arrangements; and now the company
formed in a great circle, discussing dresses and characters and costumes
with ail eager interest, that showed how litile Linton’s fate had thrown a
shadow over the bright picture of anticipated pleasure.

)

CHAPTER V.

He could outroguc a lawyer.
OLprAM.

REVEALING so {recly as we do the hidden wiles of our characters for the
reader’s pleasure, it would ill become us to affect any reserve or mystery
regarding their actions. We shall not make, therefore, any secret of Mr.
Linton’s absence, nor ask of our patient rcader to partake of the mysti-
fication that prevailed among the company at Tubbermore.

1t so chanced, that on the evening preceding his departure he saw in a
newspaper paragraph the arrival of a very distinguished lawyer at Limerick
on his way 1o Dublin, and the thought at once occurred to him, that tho
opportunity was most favourable for obtaining an opinion respecling the
¢ Corrigan Pardon,” without incurring either suspicion or any lengthened
absence.

Another objeet, inferior, but not devoid of interest, also suggested itself.
It was this: profiting bya secret passage which led from the theatre to
Cashel’s bedroom, it was Lintow’s custom to visit this chamber every day,
ransacking the letters and papers which, in his careless indolence, Roland
left loose upon the tables, and thus possessing himself of the minuicst know-
ledge of Cashel’s affairs, In his very last visit to this room, he perceived a
cumbrous document, of which the seal on the envelope was broken, but
apparently the contents unlooked at. It was enough that he read the
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endorsement, “Decd of Conveyance of the Coltage and Lands of Tub-
ber-beg.”:

Fecling how far be himself was interesied in the paper, and well knowing
the forgetful habits of Cashel, who would never detect its removal, he
coolly folded it up and carried it away.

At first, bis intention was simply to peruse the paper ai his case, and,
if need were, 1o show it in confidence to Corrigan, and thus cstablish for
limself that degree of influence over ihe old man which the character of
his landlord might convey. DBut another and a bolder expedient soon sug-
gested itself to his mind—nor was he onc to shrink from au enterprise
mercly ou account of its Lazard—and this was no less than to forge Cashel’s
signature to the deed—for, as yet, it was wanting in ilial most essential
particular.

That Roland would never remember anything of the malier, aud that he
would always incline to believe his own memory defective, than suppose
such a falsification possible, Linton was well convineed.  There was but one
difliculty : how should he munage for the wiluesses, whose nawes wete to
be appended, as uctually preseni al the moment of signing. Here was a
stumbling-block—since he eould searcely bupe to find others as short of
memory as was Roland Cashel. Tt was while still canvassing the question
in his wind that be came upon {be mfclligence in the newspaper of the
lawyer’s wrival at Limeuck. und suddenly it struch Iriny that he could casily
in that ¢ify find ouf two persuns, whoy, for o suflicient consideration, would
append their signatures to the deed. A litle fwrther reflection deviced even
an casier plan, whick was {o take along with him the IHalian sailor Grovauni,
and make him represent Cashel, whose appearance was quite wiknown, By
Giovamnt’s personation of Roland, Linton escaped all the hazard of letiing
others into Jus confidence, while the satlor himeelf, in a few days more,
would leave the country—never to return,

It was with the calin assurance of a man who could put a price upon any
action required of Lim, that Giovanni found himself, an hour after nudnigh,
summoned to Lintow’s dressing-room.

“1 told you some time back, Giovamni, that we might be scrviceable to
each other. The hour has come a lttle carlier than I looked for ; and now
the queslion is, are you of the same mind as you, then were

“ I know nothing of the laws of this country, Siguor, but if there be life
on the issng—-"

¢ No, no, nothing like thai, my worthy fellow. In the present casc, all I
ask for is your silence and your scerecy.”

Qb that is easily had-~go on, Signor.”
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«“Wel}, I wish to go aver to-morrow by daybreak to Limerick. I desire,
too, that you should accompany me—as my companion, however, and my
cqual. We are about the same height and size, so take that suit there,
dress yourself, and wait for me at the cross-roads below the village.”

The Italian took the parcel without speaking, and was about to retire,
when Linton said :

“You can write, I suppose 2’

The other nodded.

« [ shall want you to sign a document in presence of witncsses—not
vour own name, but another, which 1'll tell you.”

The Balian’s dark cyes flashed with a keen and subtle meaning, and
leaning forward, he said, in a low, distinet tone,

« ITis Kxcelleney means that 1 should forge a name P

1t is scarcely deserving so grave a phrase,” replied Linlon, affecting an
vasy smile; “but what T ask amounts pretty much to that. Have you
<eruples about it 87

“ My seruples are not easily alarmed, Siguor; only let us understand
cacl other, Ul do waything”—and he Bid a deep emphasis on the word—
“whea 1 sce my way clear before me, nothing, when m blindfolded.”

.\ man after my own heart I eried Linton; “and now, good night. Be
tine 19 the time and place.”  And with this they paried,

The grey witt ol a winter moming was just clearing away ws Linlon,
accompained by Giovanui, drove up to the principal hiotel of Limerick,
where M. Hammond, the eminent harrister, was then stopping.  laving
ascertained that he was still in the house, Linton al once sent up his nane,
with o request 1o be admitted to an interview with bim  The position he
hud <o long enjoyed among the oflicials of the Vieeroy had made Linton a
person of considerable Importance in a city where the “plated article” so
often passes for silver; and no sooner had the lawyer read the name, than
be muncdiately refurned @ polite answer, saying that he was perlectly at
M. Lintow’s orders.

The few inquirtes which Mr. Linton bad meanwhile made at the bar of
the hotel, informed him {hat Mr. Hammond was making all haste to Eng
laud, ghere he was about to appear in a case before the Llouse of Lords;
that horses had been alrcady ordered for him along the whole line of road,
and his presenee in London was imperative. Armed with these facts, Linton
entcred the room, where, surrounded with deeds, drafts, and Acts of Patlia-
meui, {he Tiearned Counscl was sitling at his breakfast.

“ It was but last night late, Mr. Hammond,” said he, advancing with hie
very fraukest manner, that we caught sight of your name as having arrived
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here, and you see I have lost no time in profiting by the infelligence. I
have come thirty Trish mile this day to catch and carry you off with me to
Mz. Cashel’s, at Tubbermore.”

“Most kind, indeed—very flattering—I am really overpowtred,” said the
lawyer, actually reddening with pleasure; and he said the exact truth, he

““overpowered” by a compliment so little expected. For, although
hlgh in his profession, and in considerable reputc arong his brethren, he had
never been admitted into that peeuliar class whmh calls itself the first society
of the metropolis.

I assure you,” resumed Linton, “it was by a vote of the whole house
I undertook my mission. The Kilgofls, the MacFarlines, the Chief-Justice,
Meek, and—in faci, all your friends are therc—and wer only want you to
make the party complete.”

“T cannot express the regret—the very deep regrei—I lecl at being
obliged to decline sueh an honour ; one which, T am free to confess, actual]y
takes me by surprisc. But, my dear Mr. Linton, you see these weighty
papers—that formidable heap yonder-—"

* Meek said so,” said Linton, interrupting, and at the same time assum-
ing a look of deep despondency. “‘Hammond will refusc,” said he.
*There’s no man at ihe Irish Bar has the same amount of business; he
cannot give his friends even one hour from his clients.’ *

“T'm sure I scarcely suspeeted the Right Ilonourable Secrctary knew of
me,” said Hammond, blushing between pleasure and shame.

“ Downie not know of you !~mnot know Mr. Hamomond !—¢ » come—
this may do for a bit of quiz in those lrish newspapers that uer w.ways af-
fecting to charge English officials with ignorance of the distinguished men,
bere; bui I cannot permit Mr. Hammond himself o throw out the asper-
sion, nor, indecd, can I suffer Meck, oue of my oldest friends, 1o lie under
the obloguy. I necd not tell one so much more eapable of appreciating
these things than mysclf, how cvery adwinisiration comes inlo office with a
host of followers far more cager for place, and infinitely more confident of
high deservings, than the truly capable men of the party. These ¢locusts’
eat up thc first harvest, but, happily for humanity, they rarely live for a
second.

Linton leaned back in his chair, and appeared to he taking counsel with
bimself, and at length, as if having formed his’ resolve, said,

“Of coursc frankness with such a man is never a mistaken policy.” And
with this muttered soliloquy aguin became silent.
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CHAPTER VI

It was not “ Flattery,” he sold, bnt * Hope.”
BrLL.

W left Mr. Linton and Mr. lammond seated opposite each other, the
former lost in seemping reflection, the latter awaiting with cager expectancy
for something which might explain the few strange words he had just
listened to.

“May I venturc on & bil of confidence, Mr. Hammond,” said Linion,
clearing his brow as he spoke ; “ you’ll never betray me ?”

 Never—on my bonour,”

« Never, willingly, I well know ; but Bmean, will you strictly keop what
I shall tell you—ifor yourself alone——bccause, as I am the only depositary
of the fact, it would be inevitable ruin to me if it got about P*

“T give you my solenm pledge—1I promise.”

« the enough—well—" Here ho leancd on the other’s shoulder, and
putting his lips close to his ear, said: “ Malone will retire—Repton will
be Chi+f—and ”—here he prodded the listener with his finger— Attorney-
Gener

«You T me, Sir—do you mean that T am to be Attor——"

“Hush!” said Linton, in a long low note; “do not breathe if, even in
your sleep! If I know these things, it is because I am trusted in quarters
where men of far more influence are hoodwinked. Werc I once {o be sus-
pected of even this much, it would be up’ with me for ever.”

“ My dear friecnd—will you pardon me for caling you so?—1I'd suffer
the torture of the rack before 1'd divulge one syllable of it. I own to you,
my family, and my friends in general, have not been pa,tient under what
they deemed the Government negleet of me.”

“And with too good reason, Sir,” said Linton, assuming the look and
air of a moraliser. “And do you know why you have been passed over,
Mr. Hammond ?  T’ll tell you, Sir; because your talents were too brilliant,
and your integrity too spotless, for piomotion, in times when inferior ea-
pacilies and more convenient consciences were easier tools to handle -
Because you are not a man who, once placed in a conspicuous position, can
be consigned to darkness and neglect when his capabilities have been proved

VOL. I1. D
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to the world l-—Becavse your knowledge, Sir, your deep insight into the
political condition of this country, would soon have placed you above the
heads of the very men who appointed you. But times are changed:
capable men, zealous men—ay, Sir, and 1 will say, greal men—are in re-
quest now. The Public »ill have them, and Ministers can no longer cither
overlook (heir claim or ignore their ment. You may rely upon it; I see
something of what goes on behind the scenes of the great State drama, and
be assured that a new era is about to dawn on the really able men of this
eountry.”

“Your words have given me a degree of encouragement, Mr. Linton,
that | was very far from cver expecting to receive. 1 have often,deplored
—not on my own account, I pledge my honour—but I have grieved for
others, whom [ have scen here, uunoticed and undistinguished by successive
Governments.”

“ Well, there is an cnd of the system now, and it was time!” said Linton,
solemnly. “Bul {o come back. Ts there uo chance of stealing you away,
even for a couple of days P’

“JImpossible, my dear Mr. Lion. The voluminous mass of evidence
yonder relates to an appeal case, in which I am to appear before ‘ihe
Lords’ It is a most important suil; and 1 am at this very moment on my
way to Loudon, 1o attend a consultation with the Solicitor-General.”

“ How unfortunate ! —for s, T mean—f{or, indeed, your chent cannot join
in the plaint By the way, your mention of “the Lords’ reminds me of a
very curious circumstance. You are aware of the manner in which my fnend
Cashel succceded to this great estate here

“Yes. 1 was consulted on a point of law in it, and was pn "ent at the
two frials.”

“ Well, a most singular discovery has been wade withinthe last few days.
T supposc you remember that the property had been part of a confiscated
catate, belonging 1o an old Irish famdy, named Corvigan *”

« 1 remember perfectly—a very fiue old may, that used to be well known
at Daly’s Club, long ago.”

*The same. Well, this old genileman has been always under the um-
pression, ihat shorily after the accession of George 1IL. the Aet of Confisea-
tion was repealed, and a full pardon granted to'his ancestors for the part
they had taken in the events of the time.”

«T never knew {he descendanis of one of those ¢ confiscated’ families who
had not, some such hallucmation,” said 1lammond, laughing; «they cling to
the siraw, like the drowning man.”

“ Exaetly,” said Linton. T quitc agree with you. Iu the present case,
Bewover, the sapport is better than a straw, for there is an actual bond fide
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document extant, purporting to be the very pardon in question, signed by
the King, and bearing the royal seal.”

“ Where is this? In whose posscssion P said Hammond, eagerly.

Linton did not heed the question, but continued:

“ By a very singular coincidence, the discovery is not of so much moment
as it might be; because, as Cashel is about to marry the old man’s grand-
daughter—his sole heircss—mo change in the deslination of the estate
would ensue, even supposing Corrigan’s title to be all that he cver con-
ceived it. However, Cashel is really anxious on the point: he fecls
seruples about making settlements and so forth, with the consciousness
that he fay be actually disposing of what he has no real claim to. Heisa
sensitive fellow ; and yet he dreads, on the other side, the kind of exposure
that would ensue in the event of this discovery becoming known. The fact
is, his own ancestors were little betler than bailills on the estate ; and the
inference from {his new-found paper would lead one to say, not over-honest
stewards besides.”

“But if this document be authentic, JMr. Linton, Cushcl’s iitle is not
worth sixpence.”

“That 15 cxactly what 'm eoming to,” said Linton, who, the recader may
have already perecived, was mercly mventing a case regarding a marriage,
the beiter to learn from the eounsel the precise position the estate would
stand in towards Mary Twcicester’s hushand. “1f this document he au-
thentic, Cashel’s title 1s invalid. Now, what would constitute ils authen-
tieity 27

« Several eircumstancrs : the registry of the pardon in the State Paper
Office —the document itself, bearing the unmistakable evidences of ifs origin
—ihe signature and seal—in faet, it could not admit of mwuch doubt when
submitied to examinatiow.”

1 told Cashel 80, said Linton. 1 »uid to him, My opinion unques-
tionably is that the purdon is genume; but,” said I, <when we have Ham-
mond here, he shall sce it, and degide the question.”

“Ah! that is impossible—~"

“50 1 pereeive,” broke in Linton; “we then hoped otherwise.”

“ Why didn’t you bring il over with you P

“ 8o 1did,” said Linton;,“here it 15 And, openiug a carcfully-folded
envelope, he placed the buportant document in the Jawyer’s hands.

Hammond spread it out upon the table, aud sat down fo read it over
carefully, while Linton, 1o afford the more {ime tv the seruliny, took the
oppori unity of descending to his breakfast.

e stopped as he passed the bar {o say a few words to the landlord—one
of thosc easy specches he knew so well how to mahe about the **state of

D2
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trade,” “what travellers were passing,” and *“how the prospect looked for
the coming season~—and then, when turning away, as if suddenly recollect-
ing himself, said :

“By the way, Swindon, you are a cautious fellow, that a man may trust
with a secret—you know who the genileman is that came with me?”

# No, Sir; never saw him before. Indeed, I did not remark him closely.”

« All the better, Swindon. He does not fancy anything like seruting.
He is Mr. Roland Cashel.”

* Of Tubbermore, Sir?”

“The same. Hush, man—bo cantions! He has come up here about 2
little law buginess on which he desired to consult Mr. Hammond, 4nd now
we have a document for signature, if you could only find*us anather person
equally disereet with yourself to be the witness, for these kind of things,
wheu they get about in the world, are misrepresented in a thousand ways.
Do you happen to have any confidential man here would suit us #”

“1f my head-waiter, Sir, Mr. Nipkin, would do he writes an excellent
hand, and is a most reserved, cautious young man.”

« Perfectly, Swindon; he’ll do perfectly. Will you join us up-stairs,
where my friend is in waili ing? TPray, also, give Nipkin a hint not to hestow
any undue attenfion on Mr. Cashel, who wants to be incop. so far as may be;
as for yourself, Swindon, no hint is necessary.”

A graccful how from the landlord acknowledged the compliment, and he
hastened 1o give the necessary orders, while Linton continued his way to the
apartment where the Italian awaited him.

 Impatient for breakfast, I suppose, Giovanni ?”’ said Linton, gaily, as he
entered.  ““ Well, sit down, and let us begin. Already I have done more
than half the business which brought me here, and we may be on our way
back within an hour.”

Giovanni scated himself at the table without any of ihat constraint a
sense of inferiority enforces, and began his breakfast in silence.

“You anderstand,” said Linton, * thal when you have written the name
‘Roland Cashel,’ and are asked if {hat be Jour act and deed, you have simply
10 say ‘Yes;’ a bow—a mere nod, indeed—is sufficient.”

“T understand,” said he, thonghtfully, as if reflecting over the watter
with himself. “T conclude, then,” added he, after a pause, “that the
sooncr 1 leave the country afterwards, the better—I wean the safer—for
me.”’

“ As to any posilive danger,” said Linton, affecling an easy carelessness,
“there is none. The docnment is merely a copy of one already sigued by
Mr. Cashel, but which I have imislaid, and I am so ashamed of my negligeace
1 cannot bring myself to confess it.”
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This tame explanation Linton was unable to finish without fgltering, for
. the Italian’s kecn and piercing dark eyes seemed to peneirate into him as
he was speaking.

< With this I have nothing to do,” said he, abrupily. T is quite clear,
howeveor, that Giovanni Santini is not Roland Cashel; nor, if there be a
penalty on what I have done, am I so certain that he whose name I shall
have forged will undefgo it in my place.”

“You talk of forgery and penalties as if we were aboul to commit a
felony,” said Linton, laughing., “Pray give me the cream. There is really
no such peril in the ease, and if there were, it would be all mine.”

“ I klow nothing of your Jaws here—I desiro to know nothing of them,”
said the Ifalian, faughtily ; “but if it should be my lot to be arraigned, lot
it be for something more worlhy of manhood. T’ll sign the paper, but 1
shall leave the country at once.” :

No words could havo been more grateful to Linton’s ears than these.
IIe was, even at that very moment, considering in his own mind in what
way to disembarrass himself of his * {riend™ when this service should have
been cffected. .

“ As you please, Giovanni,” said he, gravely. “Iregrel to parl company
so soon with one whose frankness so well accords with my own humour.”

The Italian’s lips parted slightly, and a smile of cold and dubions mean-
ing flitted across his dark features.

“We part here, then,” said he, rising from the table. “There is & vessel
leaves this for Bristol at noon to-day. 1t is already past cleven o’clock.”

“ 11 not delay,” said Linlon, rising and ringing the bell; “send Mr.
Swindon here,” said he to the wailer, while he opeuncd a parchment docu-
ment upon the table, and after hastily glancing over if, folded it carcfully
again, leaving uppermost the margin, where certain pencil marks indicated
the places of siguature. “This is yours, Giovanni, said he, placing a
weighty purse in the Italian’s hand, who took it with all the easy indiffer-
ence of one whose feelings of shame were not too acute. “ Remember
what I have—-r>" '

There was no time to finish, for already a light tap was heard at the door,
and {he landlord, followed by the head-waiter, entered.

“We are pressed for time, Swindon,” said Linton, as he examined the
pens, which, like all hotol *ones, scemed invented for ruling music pape,
““and have sent for you to witness the signature to this docwnent. Here,
Cashel, you are o sign here,” said he, turning to Giovanni, who had just
lighted a cigar, and was smoking away with all imaginuble coolness, The
Ttalian {ook the pen, and with a bold and steady hand wrote the words
“ Roland Cashel.” .
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¢ Mr. Swindon at this side; Mr. Nipkin’s name comes underneath.”

“You acknowledge this for your hand and seal, Sir?* said Swindon,
turning towards Giovauni,

“I do,” said the Italian, in an accent whick did not betray the slightest
emotion, nor any irace of forcign pronunciation.

¢ All tight ; thank you, Swindon—t{hanks, Mr. Nipkin,” suid Linton, as,
with an elation of countenance all his efforts could not suppress, he folded
up the parchment; “and now, will you order iy horses at once ?”

The landlord and the waiter left the room, and Linion found himself once
more alone with Giovanui; ihe ouly consolation he felt being that it was
for ihe last time. Therc was a pause, in which each gnzed steadily at
the other without a word. Al last, with a long-drawn sigh, Giovami ex-
claimed :

“JPerdio! bui it is hard to do.” And with this he pressed his hat upon
his brows, aud waving a carcless farcwell with his hand, walked out, lcaving
Linton in a state of amazement not allogether unmingled with fear. Tom
walched the tall and stalwart figure of the forcigner as Liec moved through
the crowd that filled the quay, anc it was with a sense of relief he conld
not cxplain to himself that he suw him ecross the plank that led to the
steamer, on whose deck nunicrous passengers were already asscmbled.  The
bell rung out in warning of her approaching departute, and Linton kept his
cyes intently fixed upon the one figure, which towered above ihe olhers
around him. Already the scene of bustle portended the moment of start-
ing, and some were hastening on board, as others, with not less cageruess,
were cudcavouring to get on Jhore, when, just at that inslant, the land-
lord’s voice was heard.

« Mr. Hammond is jusi going off, Sir; he wants {0 suy onc word to you
before he goes.”

Mr. [Tammond had just taken his scat in his carriage, and sat with one
hand upon the door, awaiting Linton’s coming.

[ aun run sharp for time, Mr. Linton,” cried he, “and have not asecond
1o lose. I wish sincerely I eould have given a little more time to that docu-
weni—mnol indeed that any feature of difficulty exists i forming an opinion,
owly that I belicve I conld have put your friend on the safe road as to his
tuture course.”

“You regard it then as authentic—as a good und valid instrument P said
Linton, in a low but eager voice.

“80 much <0,” said Hawmond, Jowering his tone {o a mere whisper,
““that if he docs not marry the young lady in question, I would not give
him twenty shilliugs for his title.”

“ By Jove !” cxclaimed Linton, leaning his head on the door of the car-
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riage, as if to eonceal hi§ chagrin, but in reality io hido the exubsrance of
his joy; “and this is your candid opinion of the case

“T amn willing to stake my fame as a lawyer on the issue; for, remember,
the whele history of the suit is familiar to me ; I recollect well the flaws in
the course of proofs adduced, and [ see how this discovery reconciles each
discrepancy, and supplies every missing link of the chain.”

« Poor fellow—it will be a sad blow for him,” said Linton, with admirably
feigned emotion.

“ Bui it need not, Mr. Linton. The church can tie a knot not even an
cquity suit can open. Let him marry.”

« Ay, if he will”

“Tell him he must; tell him what I now tell you, that this girl is the
greatest heiress in the land, aud that he is a beggar. Plain speaking, Mr.
Linton, but time is short. Good-by” .

“One word more. Is the document of such a nature that leaves him no
casc whatever? Is all the ground cut away beneath his fect P

“Tvery iuch of it. Onece more, good-bg. Here is your parchment ; keep
n safcly ; there are few men in this city hold in their hands a paper of such
moment.”

“T'll tuke good cave of it,” snid Limton, sententiously ; “and so good-by,
and a <afe journey to you. I’ll not forget our conversation of this morning.
Meck shall hear of 1t before T sleep to-might.  Adiew.”

“ The richest heiress in the land, and Cashel a beggar,” repealed Linton,
slowly, to himsclf, as the earriage drove off. % Charley Frobiher would
say, ¢ Hedge on the double cveut,’ but I'll keep my book.”  Auxid, with this
slang reflection, he sauntered into the inn to wait for his horses.

CHAPTER VIL

——His counsel, like his physic,
If hard to take, was good when taken.
ViLLace WoRTIZES.

Loxa before the guests of Tubbermore were astir, Cashel sat in his
library awaiting the arrival of Dr. Tiernay. In obedience to Roland’s re-
quest, Mr. Kennyfeck was present, and affected to look over books or out
of windows—to scan over prints or inspect maps—anything, in short, which
should pass tke time and shorten the interval of waiting—doubly awkward
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‘from bemg the first moment he had been aloric mﬁhﬂashel since his arrival.
Cashel was silent and absorbed, and, more intent upon following out the
train of his own' thoughts, never noticed the various arts by which Kenny-
feck affected to interest himself. The Solicitor, too, bent from time to time
a stealthy look on the young man, on whose features he had rarely seen the
same traces of deep reflection.

At last, with a half start, as if suddenly’ wwahng, Cashel sab up in his
chair, and said :

“Have I explained to you what Dr. Tiernay’s busmess is here this morn-
ing? It is to make a proposition from Mr, Corrigan for the sale of lus
interest in Tubber-beg. He wishes to leave the country and go aBroad.”

* His inlerest, Sir,” replied Kennyfeck, calmly, “althotgh more valuable
to you than to any one else, must be a matter of small amount ; for years
back, he has done httle more than vegetate on the property, wnthout capltal
or skill to improve it.

“I’m not asking you to appraise it, just yet,” said Roland, snapplbhly ;
“1 was simply informing you of the ob_)ect of the gentleman’s visit. It is

_the advantage of this purchase thdt I wished you to consider, not its cost.”

“The cost will define the advantage, Sir,” rejoined Kennyfeck,  particu-
larly as the demand may be high, and the payment inconvenient.”
~ “How de you mcan, inconvenient "

Kenuyfeck hesitated. There was something in the hurried abruptness of
the question, as well as in the excited expression of the questioner’s face,
that confused him; so that Cashel had time to repeat the words before he
could reply.

* Is it that I am straitened for money ?” said he, passionately.

«Not quite—that—Sir,” replied Kennyfeck, stopping between évery word,
“You have rcsources—very great resources—untouched, and you have con-
siderable sums in foreign securities, intact—>

““ Never mind these,” broke in Roland, hurriedly. ~“How do we stand -
with those London fellows #”’

Kenngfeck shook his head gravely, but without speaking.

« 1 pray you, Sir,” said Roland, in a voice of hardly suppressed passion,
“ keep pantomime for another moment, or a keener interpreter of if, and
condescend, in plain English, to answer me my last question.”

“ There is no difficulty with Bigger and Swain, Sir,” said Kennyfeck, as
Lis cheek grew slightly red. .  They will neither be pressing for a settle-
ment, nor exacting when ma.klrg 1t besides, you have not overdrawn very
neavily after all.”

“ Qverdrawn, said you p—did you say overdrawn, Mr. Kennyfeck 5

“Yes, Sir. In the account last forwarded, your debit was eleven thou-
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sand four hundred and-forty pounds; since that you have drawn-—but not
for any large amount.”

« Overdrawn !” repeated Cashel, as though his thoughts had never wan-
dered beyond the first shock of thut fact ; then rallying iuto something like
bis hubitual easy humour, he said, “X am, I need not tell you, the stupidest
man of business that ever breathed, so pray forgive me if I ask you once
more if I understood you aright ihat I bave not only oxpended all the
money T owned in these people’s hands, but actually had contracted a debt
to them §”?

« That is the case, Sir,” said Kennyfeck, gravely.

A decy groan broke from Cashel, and he sat silent and still,

1 would wishe to observe, Sir,” said Kennyfeck, who was shocked at
the alteration a few moments had made in the young man’s countenance-—
“T would wish to observe, Sir, that if you desirc a sum of money for any
purposc——""

“ Stay—lel me interrupt you here,” said Cashel, laying his hand on
Kennyfeck’s arm, and using a tone whose carnest distinctness thrilled
through his hearcr’s heart; I should ®eceive you, were you to suppose
that it is the want of money gives me the pain I am now suffering. That
I had believed mysclf rich a few moments back, and now found myself a
beggar, could not give one-thousandih part of that suffering which 1 fecl
here. T have braved poverty in every form, and I could braveit again; hus
Tl tell you what it is that now cuts e to the soul, and lowers me to my-
sclf. Tt is hat, in a seuseless, heartless carcer, I should have squandered
the wealth by which T onee imagined 1 was {o bless and succour hundreds.
It is to think, that of all the gold I have wasted, not one memory has
been purchased of a sick-bed consoled, a suffering lessened, a sinking spirit
encouraged—IL have done nothing, actually npthing, save pamper viee and
sensual heartlessness. I came to this kingdom a few months back, my very
dreawms filled with schemes of benevolence. I felt as if this wealth were
given 1o me that I might show the world how much of good may be done
by oue who, having experienced narrow fortune, should best know how to
relieve it in others ; and now, here am 1, the wealth and the high aspirations
alike depurted, with no tradition to carry away, save of a life passed in
debauch, the fricndship of worthless, ihe pitying contempt of good men!
Hear me out. T was nurtared in no school of sentiment; 1 belonged to a
clags who had too little time or {astc to indulge in scruples We wera
reckless, passionate—cruel, if you will—but we were not bad in cold blood;
we scldom lated long; we never could turn on a benefaclor. These are
not the lessons I've lived to learn here! It is over, however—it is past
now! Tl go back to the old launts, and the old comrades. It wili go
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ltard with me if I quarrel with their rude speecn and rough demeanour. I'Il
think of gentlemen ! and be grateful.”

The rapid utterance in which he poured forth these words, and the fervid
excitement of his manner, abashed Kennyfeck, and deterred him from reply.
Cashel was the first to speak.

“ This arrangement, however, myst be provided for; whatever Mr. Cor-
rigan’s interest be worth-—or rather, whatever he will accept in lieu of it—
1 ingist upon his having. But 1 see Dr. ’lxernay coming up to the door;
we can talk of these things at another time.”

Wheu Tiernay entered the library he was heated with his walk, and his
face betrayed ummistakable signs of recent irritation; mdeed IS did not
long couceal the reason.

“Ts it true, Mr. Cashel, that Mr, Linion is your nominee for the borough
of Derraheeny P

“ Yes; what of {hat P

“Why, that he canvasses the constituency in a fashion we have not yet
been accustomed to; at least your lenants, of whom I am one, are told that
our voics arc the coudition on which our Jeases will receive renewal ; that
you will not brook opposition in any onc who holds under you. Are these
your sentiments, Mr. Cashel, or only his #”

“ Not mine, assuredly,” replied Cashel, gravely.

“ I said as much., L told several of my ncighbours that if this mode of
canvass had your sanction, it was from not kuowing the privileges of an
clector.”

I neither sanctioned nor knew of it,” rejoined Cashel, eagerly.

8o much the better—at least for me,” said Tiernay, sealing himsclf at
the breukfast-table, “Yor T shall not losc a good breakfast, as 1 should have
been foreed to do had these beeu your intentions.”

“1 would observe, Doctor Ticrnay,” interposed Keunyfeck, mildly, « that
the borough, being eniirely the property of Mr. Cashel, its charities main-
tained by his bounty, and ils schools supporied ab his cost, he has a fair
claim on the gratitude of those who beneflt by his benevolence.”

“ Let him stand himseif for the borough, and we’ll not deuy ihe debt,”
said Tiernay, roughly; “but if for every ten Le should expend a bundred,
ay, Sir, or a thousand, on the village, T'd not vote for Mr. Linton.”

“Most certainly, Doctor; I’d never seek to cocrce you,” said Cashel,
smiling.

“ Labour lost, 8ir. 1 am your {cnant for & holding of twenty-two pounds
ayear. 1 have never been in arrcar; you, consequently, have not granted
me uny favour, save that of exiending your acguaintance to me.  Now, Six,
except that you arc a rich man and I a poor one, how is even that con
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descension on your part a favour? and how could you purpose, upon it, to
ask me to surrender my right of judgment on an 1mporﬁant point, to you,
who, from your high station, your rank and influence, have a thousand
prerogatives, while T have but this one ¥

« pever heard the just influence of the landed proprietor disputed
before,” said Keninyfeck, who felt outraged at the Doctor’s hardihood.

« Tt is only just influence, Sir,” said Tiernay, * when he who wields it isan
example, as much by his lifc, as by the exercise of an abilily that commands
respect.  Show me a man ab the head of a large property extending the
happmess of his tenantry, succouring the sick, assisting the needy, spread-
ing the blessings of his own knov»ledge amoug those who have neither
leisure nor opportnity to acquire it for themsclves. Let me see him, while
enjoying to the fullest the bounteous gifts that are but the portion of few
in this world, not forgetful of thosc whose life is toil, and whose struggle
is for were existence. Let me not know the landlord only by his liveries
and his ‘equipage, his fox-hounds, bLis plate, his racers, angl his syco-

phanis.”

“ Hard hitting, Doctor I’ cried Cashd®, interrupting.

“Not if you can take it so good-humouredly,” said Tiernay ; “not if it
only lose me tire honour of ever enleriug here, and ieach you 1o reflect on
these things.”

¢ You mistake me much,” said (,ashe “if you judge me so narrowly.”

“T did not thivk thus meanly of you; nor, if T did, would it have stopped
me. 1ofien promised myself, that if I could but eat of a rich man’s salt,
T’d tell him my mind, while under the proteclion of his hospitality. I have
paid my debt now; and so, no more of it. Kenuyfeck could tell you better
than I, if it be nol, in part al least, deserved. All this splendour that
dazzles our eyes—all this luxury, that makes the contrast of our poverty
the colder—all this reckless waste, thal is like an unfeeling jost upon our
small thrift, is hard to bear when we sce it, not the pastime of an idle hour,
but the busincss of a life. You can do far better things than these, and
be bappier as well as better for dbing them! And now, Sir, are you in the
mood to discuss my friend’s project ?

“ Perfecily so, Doctor ; you have only to speak your sentiments on the
watter before Mr. Kennyfeck ; my concurrence is already with you.”

“We want you {o buy ®our interest in Tubber-beg,” said the Doctor,
drawing his chair in front of Kemnyfeck; “and though you tell us that
ﬁowar-pla,ts and hollies, lauxustmus and geraniums, are not wealth, we’ll
insist on your remunerating us ‘for some share of the cost. The spot is a
sweet one, and will improve your demesne, Now, what’s it worth #

¢ There are difficulties which may preclude any arrangement,” said Kenny
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‘feck, gravely. “There was 3 deed of gxft of this very property made out,
and only awaiting Mr. Cashel’s signature.”

“To whom ?* said Tlernay, guspmg with anxiety.

“To Mr. Linton.” .-

“The very thing I fcated » saxd the old man, droppma bis llcs,d sor-
rowfully.

“Ttis ensily remedied, I fancy,” said Cashel. ¢ Tt was a hasty promise
- given to afford him qualification for Parliament. I’ll give him something of
larger value, I know he’ll not stand in our way here.”

“ How you talk of giving, Sir! You should have been the Good Fairy
of a nursery tale, and not a mere man of acrcs aud bank-notes. But have
your own way. It’s only anticipating the crash a month-or so; ruined you
must be !I”

“Is that so certain,” said Cashel, hall smiling, half seriously.

‘¢ Ask Mr. Kennyfeck, there, whose highest ambition hall a year ago was
to be your pgent, and now he’d scarcely take you for a son-in-law!  Don’t
look =0 angry, man ; what I said is but an illustration. It will be with your
property as it was w1th your plcn.s(lrb -boat 1’other day 5 yow’ll never know
yow've struck till you’re sinking.”

“You affect to have a very intimate knowledge of Mr. Cashel's affairs,
Sir,” said Kennyfeck, who was driven beyond all further endurance.

“ Somewhat more than you possess, Mr, Kennyfeck; for I know his
tenantry. Not as you know them, from answering to their names al rent-
day, but from secing them in seasons of distress and fanine,—{rom hearing
their balf-uttered hopes that better days were coming when the uew land-
lord himself was about fo visit them,—from listening to their sanguine
expectations of henefits,—and now, within some few days, from hearing the
low utterings of their discontent—the prelude of worse than that.”

T have seen nothing else than the same scenes for forty years, but I
never remember the people more regular in then payments,” said the
Attorney.

“Well, don’t venture among the Drufncoolog,han boys alone ; that, at
least, T would recommend you,” said the Doctor, menacingly.

“ Why not P—who are they P—where arc these fellows?” cried Cashel,
for danger was a theme that never failed to stir his heart.

¢ Its a bad barony, Sir,” said Kennyfeck, solémnly.

“ A district that has supplied the gallows and the convict-ship for many a
year; but we are wandering away {rom the theme we ought to discuss,” inter-
posed Tiernay, “and the question narrows itself to this: if this propcrty is
still yours—if you have not already consigned it to another—what: 1s my ‘
friend’s interest worth ?”
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* That will require calculalion and reflection. ’

“ Ncither, Mr. Kenuyfeck,” broke in Cashel. *Learn Mr, Corrigan’s
expectations, and see that they are complied with

My friend desired a siall annuity on the life of his granddaughter.”

¢ Be it an annuity, then,” rcplied Cashel.

“ By Heaven!” exclaimed Tiernay, as if he could not restrain the impulse
that worked within him, “you arc a finc-hearted fellow. Ilere, Sir,” said
he, taking a paper from his pocket—‘here is a document, which my poor
fricnd sat up half the night to write, but which I'd half made up my mind
never to give you. Yow'd never guess what it is, nor your keen friend
either, but T'll sparc you the trouble of spelling it over. It’s a renunciation
of Cornelius Corrifan, Esq., for himself and his heirs for ever, of all right,
direct or contingent, to the estate of Tubbermore, once the family property
of his ancestors for cleven generations. You never heard of such a claim,”
said Tiernay, turning to Cashel, “but Mr. Kennyfeck did ; he knows well
the importance of that piece of paper he affects to treat with such indif-
ference.”

«Aud do you supposc, Sir, that if s claim you speak of be a good
and valid one, I could, as a man of honour, maintain a possession to which
I had no right? No; let Mr. Corrigan take back that paper ; let him try
his right, as the laws enable him. 1If 1 stand not lhere as the just owner of
thig house, I am ready to leave it al ihis instant; but I am neither {o be in-
timidated hy a threat nor conciliated by a compromise.” ’

“Mr. Corrigan’s claim has nothing to go upon, I assure you,” hroke in
Kennyfeck. “ If we accept the paper, it is by courtesy—to show ihat we re-
spect the fecling that suggested it —nothing more.”

‘While these words were addressed to Tiernay, Cashel, who had walked
towards onc of the windows, did not hear them.

“Well,” cricd Ticrnay, afier an awkward pause, ““the devil a worsc
negoliator ever accepted a mission than mysclf! When I desire to be
frauk, the only truths that occur to me are sure to be offensive, and T never
am 30 certamn 1o insult as when T fancy I'm doing a favour. Good-by, Sir;
pardon the liberties of an old man, whose profession has taught him to be-
lieve that remedies are seldom painless, and who, although a poor mun, wonld
rather any day lose the fee than the patient! You'll not treat Con Corri-
gan the less kindly beeause he bag an imprudent friend. 1’m sorry to think
that I leave an unfavourable impression behind me; but I’'m glad, heartily
glad, I came here to breakfast, for Igo away convinced of two things, that I
was far from believing so certain when 1 entered”’—he paused for a second
or two, and then said— “ihat a spendthrift could have an unblemished
sense of honour, and that an attorney could appreciate it 1
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With these words he departed, while Caghel, after staring for a few
moments at Kennyfcck, threw himself back in his chair, and laughed long
and heartily. ‘

“ An original, Sir—quite an original I’ said Kennyfeck, who, not exactly
knowing whether to accept the Doclor's parting speech as a compliment, or
the reverse, contented himself with this very vague expression.

“He’s a fine old fellow, although he does lay on his salve in Indian
fashion, with a scalping-knife ; but I wish he’d not have said anything of
that confounded paper.”

*“Pardon me, Sir,” inlerposed Kennyleck, taking it from his pocket,
“but it might prove of inestimable value, in the event of any futhre litiga-
tion.” L .

“What! you kept it, then?” cried Cashel.

“Of course I did, Sir. It is a document searce inferior 10 a deed of
title ; for, although Mr. Corrigan has nothing to substantiate a claim at law,
it is incontestable that Lis family were the original owners of {his estate.”

Casbel took the paper froh Kennyfeck’s hand, and seemed o pernse it
for'some miuutes, and then approliching the fire he threw it into the blaze,
and pressed it down with u poker till it was consumed ; while Keunyfleck,
too much consiernated to utter a word, stood the personification of terror-
struck astonishment.

“You have burnt it, Sir ! said he at last, in a whisper.

“Why not, 8ir #” cried Cashel, rudely.  “Sheuld T have made usc of it
against the man who wrote it, or against his heirs, if by chance they should
seek one day to dispute my right

A deep sigh was all the reply Kennyfeck could make.

“Y understand your compassion well,” said Cashel, seornfully.  « You
are right, Sir. It was the buccaneer, uot the gentleman, spoke there; bat
I’'m sick of masguerading, and I long for a little reality.”

Without waiting for a reply, Roland left the room, and wandered out
into the park.
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CHAPTER VIIIL

“ Like Dido’s self,” she said, “I'm free!
Trojan or Tyrian arc alike to me.”

TuerE*was bui one species of {yranny Mr. Kennyfeck ever attempted in
his family : this was, to shroud with a solemn mystery evety little event in
his professional carcer which he saw exeiled any curiosity with his wife and
daughters. Tt was frue that om such oceasions he became a mark for
wost sneering insinuations and derisive commentaries, but he rosc with
the dignity of a martyr above all their taunts, and doubtless felt in his
heart the supporting energy of a high-priest standing waleh over the gate
of the Temple.

The fow pencilled lines by Casliel, which had summened him to the meet-
ing recorded in the last chapter, be threw into the fire as soon as he had
read, and iben arisivg from the breakfusttable, dryly observed,

“ Dow’t wait breakfast, Mrs. Kennyfeck ; T shall not be back for some
time.”

 Another sceret, Mr. Kennyleck.” said his wife, scoffingly.

He only swiled in reply.

“Tt ought fo hea ducl, at least, Pa,” said his eldest daughter, « from the
urgent haste of yowr deparbure,”

“QOr a runaway couple, who wish to have the scttlements

“Ts that all you know of the maticr, Livy #” suid her sister, langhing
heartily 3 © why, child, your Gretua Green folks never have settlements—
never think of them Gl six monihs later, when they are wanting to
separate.”

s there any occasion for mystery in this case P rejoined Mrs. Kenny-
feck, haughtily.

“To be sure there may, my dear,” broke in Aunt Fanny ; “therc’s many
a dirly thing the lawyers hav® to do they’d be ashumed to own before their
families.” .

Even this did not wove Mr. Kennyfeck, and allhough from the way he
nestled his chin behiud the folds of his white cravat, and a certain scarcely
perceptible shake of the head, it was clear he longed 1o refute the foul
aspersion.

kb
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“I suppose you will appesr at dinner, Bir P* said Mrs. Kennyfeck, with
her grandest air.

«T hope s0, Mrs. Kcnnyfeek,” was the mild answer.

“Without you should take it into your head, Pa, to enter into rivalry
with Mr. Linton, and stay away, Heaven knows where or how long,” said
Miss Kennyfeck.

Mr. Kennyfeck did not wait for more, hut left the room with an air whose
soleunity well suiled any amount of secrecy.

“1Is there a carriage at the door P’ said Mrs. Kenuyfeck.

“No, Mammna; there are thrce saddle-horses—onc with a side-saddle.
That odious Miss Meck!”” exelaimed Miss Kennyfeck; “what Tord Charles
can see in ler I cannot conceive. To be sure, she saves a stable-boy the
more, and that to bim is something.”

“Iias your father gone out by the back terrace > resumed Mrs. Kamy-
feck, one only theme oceupying her thoughts.

Olivia retired into an adjoining room, and soon refurned, saying,

““No, Ma; there’s no one there, except Sir Andrew and Lady Janet,
takiug their morning walk.”

“Therr run, rather, my dear,” chimed in Miss Kennyfeck, «for she chases
the poor old man up and down with a cup of camomile tea, which cither
scalds or sets him a-éoughing. I'm sure that tiresome old conple have
awoke me every day the last week with their squabbling.”

“8tep down inte the library, my love,” suid Mrs. Kemnyfeek to her
younger daughter, “and bring mc up thc Pos¢ or the S/ Jumes's
Chronicle”

* And if you meet Phillis, just ask if he saw your fatler, for he forgot his
gloves.”  And, suiling the action to the word, Aunt Fanny dived info a
cavern of an apron-pocket, and drew ouf a pair of knifted things without
fingers, which she offered to Olivia.

1o no such thing, Miss Olivia Kennyfeck,” said her Mamma, with an
air of imposing grandeur.

““Ma wants the newspaper, Olivia, afid is not thinking of Papa,” said
Miss Kennyfeck ; and her eyes sparkled with a malicious fun she well knew
how to enjoy.

As Miss Olivia Kennyfeck left the room, her sister approached th( fire-
place, where a small charred portion of the note thrown down by her father
was yet lying.  She took il, and walking toward the window, cxamined it
carcfully.

And while we leave her thus occupied, let us, for the reader’s information
t—h—albcit he may deem the matter trivial—give the contenis as Cashel wrote

em :
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“DEAR Mz. Kanmyiiom«Mske my excuses i fts. Kennyfeck and?
the Demoisclles Cary #nfl Olivia, if T deprive them of “your sooiety this
morning at breakfust, for I shall want your counsel and sgsisbasive in the
settlement of some difficalt affairs. T have been shamefully backwurd in
paying my respeetful addresses to ihe ladies of your family ; but today; ¥
they will permit, T itend to afford mysclf that pleasure. It is as o friend,
and uot as wy counsel lesrued in law, I ask your prosence with me in my
library al ten o’clock. Till then,

“ Believe me yours,
({3 B. G.’)

Now, ot this very common-place document, a few blackencd, crumpled,
frail fragments wete all that remained; and these, even to the searching
dark eyes of Miss Kennyfeck, revealed very httle. Indeed, had they not
heen writien in Cashel’s hand, she would have thrown them away at once,
as unworthy of further thought. This fact, and the word  Olivia,” which
she discovered after much scrutiny, however, cacited all her zeal, and she
laboured now like an antiquarian who beheves he has gamed the clue to
some mysterious inscription  She gathered up the {wo or three filmy black
bits of paper which yet lay withm the fendcr, and placing them before her,
studicd them long and carctully, 'The word “scttlement” was clenr as
punt.

“¢Qlivia’ and ©settlement’ in the same paper,” thought she; “what
o 1his mean P

“Come here, Mamma—Aunt Fanny—Ilook et this for a moment,” said
~u¢, cagerly ; and the two ladies approached at her bidding.

“ What is that word # said she to Mrs. Kennyfeck; is it not ‘Olivia P
Don’t you sce the end of the ‘1° has been burned away, but the rest is
juite plan *?

“ 8o 1 1s—upon my hife !=and in Cashel’s hand, too !’ exclaimed Mrs.
hemyfeck.

¢ And what is that P’ asked Mjss Kennyfeck, triumphantly, pointing to
another word.

Aunt Fanny, with her spectacles on, bent down, and examined it long.

¢ Battlement” That is ‘battlement’ as clear as day,” said she.

“ What nonsense, Auni~—it is #scttlement.’ Look at what you eall a
‘b’~—it is an ‘5.7

““Cary’s quitc right. The word is © settloment,’*” said Mrs. Kennyfeck,
in a voice tremulous with joy.

“ And there 1~I hepe you can read!” cxclaimed Miss Kennyfeck, ¥ even
without your spestacles—* paying *—* addresses.’ ?

VOL. 1L ®



50 ROLAND CASHEL.

#Bhow it 1o me, Cary,” said her mother, eagerly. I declare I can read
it perfectly. Ts it possible P—can this be indeed true ?”

“Of course it is, Mamma. Will you tell me by what other coincidence
you could find Olivia’s name coupled with the words ©settlement’ and
“addresses’ in the same note »”

It is very suspicious, cerfunly,” said Aunt Fanuy.

L think it vury convinemg, Aunl--uot suspicious,” said Miss Kenny-
fock, proudly.  “Ilere s ~omellung about *friend,” and another word I
cauw’t make out,”

“That’s something about o <saw,” my love,” said Aunt Fanny.

© Jow abaud, Aunt; the word is “law.” T have it. Sce/—-h.cre is the
name— it is the conclasion of the not , and ran, doubtless, thus: ¢ Your
prescnt fiiend, and futwe conam law,-- R C? :

Mes hemyfoch Teuped forwand, and hissed her daughter’s cheek with a
degree of fervour she very rwely gave way to; and then, lymg hack in her
char, pressed hor handheelief to her faed, while she, doubtless, 1evelled m
a litle cxewrsien of faney, not the less hrilliant because tempered with
anxtely. «

It the moment was ane of mafernal eestasy for Mrs, Kennyfeck, it was
no less one of {riumphaut joy to her daughter. Tt was b who 1evealed
the secrel meaning; her shall and ingenuity had given licht to dhe duk
mystery, and consisteney to > meohcrenee. What domumation could he
too gmeat for such services 1 was thew, like a loeitiate sovereign as
swamg the rems of goyvonment, she said .

¢ 4 beg, Auut Fanny, that you will not spoil the game this tim=, as most
anquetonably vou did hefore,”

“Let ussee that there ts oue 1o be spaled, my dear,” rejoned Aunt
Fanuy, nappeshls.

You ue reatly too provolaug, Fonuy,”” <ad Mis hamyleek, removar
hea handherelnet from fwo very red exd lo 0 “You neva are sausfud
whon you see ws luppy.  Cary bas shown you cnoush fo comvinee any
ong--—??

*Auy one disposed to comvietion, Mamma,” broke w Miss henpyfeck,
hanghtily.  “ Hush, here’s Olivia.”

“Mr. Mok is reading the Posf, Ma,” said the young lady, (niering,
“and he has got the other papers in lus pocked, but be says there’s really
nothing of wey intervest in them.”

“[ think lavy showld be told, Mamma,” whispered Miss Kennyfeck to
her mother.

1 quute agree with you, Cary,” said Mrs. Kenngfeck; © 1 never was o
frend 1o any scereey in families.  Your father, indeed, I grieve to say, does
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not participate in my sentimenis; but much may be excused iu hiw, from
the Labits of his profession, and, T will also say, from the class iu lifs he
sprang from.” Here Mrs. Kennyfeck, who had spoken like oue delivering
an oracle, siopped to drop a tear over the sad mebulliance which had con-
demned her to become the wife of an attorney. ¢ Olivia, my dear, cireum-
stances have disclosed the nature of the interview which Mr. Kenngfock
would not confide to us. It is one in which you are deeply coucerned, my
dear. IHave you any suspicion 1o what 1 allude #”

Olivia asswued her very swectest look of innoeceuce, but mude no reply.

“ Mamma wants you Lo be candid cnovugh o say, if there is auyihing in
the way of particular atienfion you may have recewved lately, which should
corroborate the impressions we enfertain.”

Misy Kennyfech delivered these words so categorically, thal her sister
well huew how, in the event of refusal, a searching cross-samination was
reserved for her.

Olivie looked down. and a very slight cmbarrasswent might be deteeled
in the quickened heaving of her chest.

“Tell us, ray daling,” sad Aunt Fanng, © if—f any onc bas, in a manver
50 to say—you understand—el &

Keep the biushes, Lavy, for another tune, they lock beautiful with
orange flovwars in the hawr,” said ler sister; “bub be candid with us.”

“[f you wean attentions, Mammg ——"

“We mean wieutions, ‘and somethg mere,” as Lord Lyndhurst says,”
wierposcd Miss heunyfuek, who felt that she was the proper person to
conduct the inqury. .

“1 cannot postiivddy <ay, Mamma, that we are engaged, but 1 believe
that if you aud Pawade oo obstacles—if, in faet, you are satistied that his
rauh and forfune are ~uflicient for your expectalions, as 1 own they are, for
mijne ——"

“ W hat husulity P2 exelaimed Miss Kennyfeck, holding up her hands.

“THush, Cary —go on, Livy,” said her mother.

“T have no mote 10 say, Momnw.  Sir Harvey fold me

“Sir Harvey I eried Mrs. Kenmyfeck,

“ Sir Harvey Uptou!” cchoed Miss Kennyfeel..

“The man with the hur Al over his face I exclaimed Aunt Fanny, whose
western habits haul not aceusbomed her 1o moustaches.

Olivia stared from oue 1o ihe other jn mwgled fear and astonishment.
8he suddenly saw that she had been betiayed iuto a confession to which
they did nol pussess the slightest clue; she also perceived that the tidings,
for which she anticipated & most joyous welcome, were received with cold
ness aud almost disdain.

39
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“He is a Baronet, Mamms, with very great expectations,” said she,
proudly; for really, it was a large “bird” to bag, in the beginning of the
season, too

“Very possibly,” said Mrs. Kennyfeck, looking to her elder daughter
with that silent eloguence which the Court occasionally bestows upon ihe
Crown Counsel, meaning to say: “ Have you anything to reply to that P

“Mamma is aware that Sir Harvey is a Baronet, and a Captain of
Hussars, and Jonas Upton of Summerion is his uncle, who may, or may
not, leave him his large estates—a tircumstance, most probably, mainly
dependent on the alliance he may form in marriage.”

“Yes, indeed! my dear,” broke in Aunt Fanny ; “and when the old man
{inds out that ’tis only an Attorney’s daughter—

“ Fanny, do you mean 1o drive me distracted !”” screamed Mrs. Kenny-
feck ; “are my children to he taught to be ashamed of their father

“*Tis a lesson they might know by heart, this time of day, my dear,”
said the inexorable Fanny, who put up ber spectacles, and smoothed down
her apron—unmistakable signs that she was preparing for battle.

“You needn’t ‘beal to quartsrs,” Auni, as Captain Lutiredge says;
there is no one going to fire into you,” said Miss Kennyfeck. *The ques-
tion at present is, how is Olivia to frec hersell from an unhappy con-
nexion——"

“ An unhappy connexion !” exclaimed Livy, in amazement.

*Listen 1o your sister, and don’t interrupt her,” said Mrs. Kennyfeck.

“T spoke advisedly, Livy,” rcsumed the elder, “when T called your
conuexion with Sir Harvey Upton, unhappy. We have just learned that
far higher views are opening to you—that no less a person than Mr.
(“ashel —

“ Impossible, Mamma ! he never notices me in the least. Our acquaint-
ance is scarcely more than a cold act of recognition when we meet.”

“ Though love is hot somctimes, soon it grows cold,” mutfercd Aunt
Fanny, who beheved she was quoting to the letter.

“There never was love in the case at adl, Aunt,” said Olivia.

““Attend to m¢, Livy,” said ber sister, who scemed impatient at this
digression. *Tt is sufficieni—it ought at least to be sufficient—for you,
that we know Mr. Roland Cashel’s intentions. 1t is for yox 1o establish a
coolness with Sir Harvey. There is no difficcliy in the task. T could nof
presume to instruct yow in any matter of this kind, nor will 1.”

“Take a friend’s advice, Livy dear, and don't throw out dirty water till
yow’re sure of clean.”

“What, Aunt #* asked Olivia, who really was puzzled by the figurative
eloquence of her relative.
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“ Pshaw 1" said Miss Kennyfeck, equally angry al the counsel and the
vulgarity of the expression it was couched in. “Livy, atlend to me,” said
she again. “Mr. Cashel has sent for Papa this morning to make a formal—
Hush! here is Pa himself.” And Mr. Kennyfeck’s heavy trcad was heard
approaching the dogy.

Mr. Kennyfeck’s sudden entrancd not only closed the discussion, but left
the debaters in the difficulty of having no concerted line of conduet, respect-
ing the new arrival ; and although Mrs. Kennyfeck’s eyebrows were worked
with a tclegraphic activity, and Miss Kennyfeck’s pahtomimic replics as
promptly roturned, it was clear to see that neither comprchended the other.
Kanitz lays it down as an axiom that “when two wings of an army are in
prescnce of an eneiny, and without means of rapid and certain communica-
tion, it is always betler to act on the defensive than to attack, without some
evident weak point of the adversary encourages a forward movement.” 1t
is more than probable that neither Mrs. Kennyfeck nor her fair daughter had
studied the authority in question, yet, with a tact quite instinctive, they pro-
ceeded to act upon it.

““You are back early, Mr. Kennyi'cck,8 said his wife, with a tone of half
indifference.

Mr. Kennyfeck looked at his wateh, and said it wanted twenty minutes {o
twelve,

“Has Mr. Linton returned, Pa?” asked Miss Kennyfeck.

“T believe not. T have not heard that he has.”

It would be little loss if he never did!” said Aunt Fununy, as she bit the
end of an obstinate thread that would not cnter ihe eye of her necdle.

¢ Ob, Aunt Fanny !’ exclaimed Olivia, in a deprecaling tone.

“’Pou my word, my dear, them’s my sentiments—whatever yours is.”

“Mr. Cashel certainly thinks differently,” said Mrs. Kennyfech, glad fo
introduce the name uppermost in all their thoughts.

*T think of late there has been something like a coldness belween them—
you scc them very rarcly together. Did Mr. Cashel mention his name to
you this morning, Mr. Kennyfeck ?” said his wife, and by this sudden
question revealing that they knew, at least, where he had been.

“Mere passingly, incidentally,” sad Mr. Keunyfeck, cvidently amazed
that his smull mystery had peen penetrated ; theu, after a slight pause, he
added, very probably with a sly malice to pique curiosity, «Mr. Cashel is
desirous of Mr. Linton’s counsel on a step he meditates {aking.”

“Indeed, Sir; and has he much confidence in Mr. Lintow’s judgment, ?**

* In this instance, it is likely he will follow the dictates of his own, Mrs.
Kennyfeck,” said the Attorney, solemnly.

This fencing was oo much for Mrs. Kennyfeck, in*whom the Job-like
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dlement was always at zero, It was an insult, foo, to her understanding,
that Mr. Kennyfeck should skirmish in this fashion with Zer; and so, draw-
ing herself proudly up, she said:

« Mr. Kennyfeck, I would wish to ask you, if you have, even upon one
single oceasion, discovercd that my knowledge of the world, my tacl, or my
intelligence, werc inferior to your own P’

“ Never, Madam ; I’'m sure I never disputed the—-""

< No, Sir, you never dared to confest the fact, though you may have en-
deavoured to escap® from its application. I believe, Sir, the only instance
of deficient judgment I can be accused of, yow, at least, ought not to reproach
we with. <My famuly’ ”—this was a word Mrs. Kennyfeck used to enune
ciate with an emphasis that always impressed her hushand very lttle pro
vocation might possibly have made her say, “Our house”—my family,
indeed, may refuse to forgive me”-—she stopped, wiped her eyes, and then,
with what seemed an heroic victory over her feelings, went on—hut the
welfare of my children, Sir, may well be conceived dcar to one, who would
not league to than the unhappy descent <ho has hersclf suffered.”

Mrs. Kennyfeck paused again. Tt appeared as though, do what she wonld,
there was no escaping from the theme of her mésalliance when once she had
touched it. 1t was very birdlime 1 1ts adhesiveness

“When, therefore, Mr. Kenuyfeck, the occasien presents itself of re-
sunung, through my children—for, alas ! 1t is lost 10 me in my own person
—ihe station 1 have forfeited, 1 do think that I should at least be consalted,
that iy advice should be ashed, and my guidance required Dou’t you
thunk so too, Sir?”

Now, of all men living, never was there onc more inept to read riddles
than poor Mr. Kenuyfeck, and while he averred that he perfecily coucurred
in hic wile’s opmion, he had not the famtest glimmering of a notion what
that opinion imphed.

“Don't you {lunk, Sir, also, it would be better to use a little candonr
with your fanuly

“ Yes, Pa, we kuow all aboud it,” said sts Kenuyfeck, nodding sigmf-
cantly.

“ Ay, mdeed we had 1t in black and white—that is, if we can call a bil of
burnt—-

¢ Aunt Fanny, what are you abowt ?” cried Miss Kennyfeck, in a voice
of real terror, for she was shocked ab the meanness she did zot scruple {o
stoop to.

“%es Mr. Kennyfeck,” reitevated his wife, “we know all! If, however
vou stull persist in mamtaining that mystcrlons aspect you have assumed
with your family, I must say, Su', it'is perfecily absurd.”
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Tt is unnocessary, too, Papa,” cried Miss Kennyfeck.

“ And it’s unfair to that young creature,” chimed in Aunt Fanny, with a
gesture towards Olivia, who sat, en fableaw for injured innocence, next a
window.

Possibly, if any could have read Mr. Kennyfeck’s sentiments at that in-
stant, they would have recognised the sufferings of a true martyr. To his

own lLeart he muttered,

«This is very hard ; it is being called upon to reply io a case without
a copy of the aflidavits.”

At length, with a courage that he did mot helieve he was capable of, he
said :

«1 am confused, Mrs. Kennyfeck; I am overwhelmed; I may submit a
plea of surprise—that is, I would move the Court, I mean—in fact, T must
beg you will permit me o adjourn this case.”

And with theso words, and in an agitation very unusuval with him, he
hastened from the room. Scarcely had the door closed after him, than he
reopened it, and putting in his head, said,

“T should have told you, Mrs. kennyﬂ"(k that Mr. Cashel intends io pay
a visit here to-day.”

And so saying, he shut the door and departed.

« At last, Sir!” exclaimed Mrs. Keunyfech, in a voice of exuliation, “you
have been obliged {0 confess so much at least; but, rely on i, girls, your
father is acting under Cashel’s dictation, or he never would dare {o tamper
in this manner with me.”

CHAPTER IX.

Say what you willy good friend, I do persist,
I had him “ covered,” when you shook my wrist.
Tax Dues.

In & handsome drawmg-room, where the light was Judlcmusly tempered
by the slight folds of rose-coloured curtains, while the air breathed {he faint
delicious perfume of some hol-house flowers, sat Olivia Kennyfeck alone,
She was most simply, but becomingly dressed, and in her hair, worn in
smooth bands on either cheek, a little sprig of Greek myrtle, with ils bright
red berries, was interwoven, which served to show o cven greater advaniage
the delicate fairness of a skin tinged with the very faintest blush., There
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was & soft pensive charatter in ler beauty, which secmed to harmonise per-
feotly with the silent room and its scaitered objects of art. The very ex-
clusion of all view appeared to add to the effect; as though suggesting how
much of in-door happiness was contained within those four walls; neither
asking for, nor wanting, the “wide cold world” without. She was reading
—at least she held a book in her hand—a gorgeously bound little volume it
was—not did the dark ribbon of velvet fringed with gold that marked her
place fail to contrast wcll with the snowy whiteness of the wrist it fell
upon.

Her attitude, as she lay, rather than sat, in a deep arm-chair, was faultless
in its grace ; and, even to the tiny foot which rested on a litile Blonbeim
spaniel, as he lay sleeping on the hearth-rug, had a certafn air of homelike
case that made the scenc a picture, and to a suggestive mind might have
given it a story. And yet, for all the sleepy softness of those half-drooped
lids, for all that voluptuous ease of every lincament and limb, the heart
within was walchful and waking. Not a sound upon the stairs, not a voice,
nor a footstep, that did not make ils pulses beat faster and fuller.

Two w’clock siruck, and the greft bell rang out which called the guests
to luncheon, a meal at which Cashel never appeared; and now Olivia lis-
tened to the sounds of merry laughier that floated along the corridors, and
fuded away in the distance, as group after group passed down slairs, and al
last, all was silent again. Where was he? Why did he not come? she
agked herself aguin and again. Her mamma and sister had purposely stayed
away from luncheon o receive him ; for so it was arranged, that she herself
shotild first see Cashel alone, and afierwards be joined by the others—and
yet he came not !

The half-hour chimed, and Olivia looked up at the French clock upon
the mantelpiece with amazement. Surcly there had been more than thirty

/minutes since she heard il last ; and the liitle Cupid on the top, who, with
full-stretched bow and fixed cye, scemed bent on mischief—silly fool! like
Lerself, there was no mark 1o shoot at! She sighed; it was not a decp
sigh, nor a sad one; mor was 1t the wearisome cxpression of listlessuess ;
nor was it the tribute paid to some half-called-up memory. It was none of
thesc; though perhaps each entered into it as an ingredient. Bul what
right have we to analyse its meaning, or ask how much of hope or fear i
contained P—what portion of regret for one she Wwas about to desert >~—what
shame for the faithlessness? Ay, what shame !

Coquetry is no virtue; but most certainly it is not the wholesale cor-
rupler some moralists would make it. Miss Olivia Kennyfeck had been
taught it from her earliest years,—from those pleasant days, when, dressed
like some fairy queeu, she desconded from the nurscry to stand beside Pa’s
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chair on company days, at dessert, and bo stared at, and kissed, and < dear-
loved” by some soores of people, whose enthusiasm for childish besuty had
all {he warmth that sptings from turtle and truffles, jced punch and Lafitte.
She had been taught- it by the French governess, who told her to be
“gimable.” The very dancing-master cried out, Grace—more grace, if
you please, Miss Olivia,” at every step of her minuet; and the riding-
master’s eterna} exhortation was, “Sit as if the whole world was watching
you, Miss.” -

These teachings go further and deeper into the heart than we suspect.
“ The wish to please”—pure and amiable as the feeling can he—lies on the
frontier of a dangerous land—the “wish 1o conquer.” That passion once
engendered in theheart, no room remains for any other.

To return to Miss Olivia Kennyfeck—for most ungallantly we are for-
gelting she is alone all this while. Her education had bui one end and
object—to obtain a good position by marriage. The prccept had been in-
stilled into her mind in a thousand different ways, and not only scif-interest,
but pride, emulation, and vanity had been enlisted in ifs support. So cou-
stautly was the theme presented to her,®such day-by-day discussion of the
prizes and blanks drawn by others in the wheel connubial, that she really
felt little or no interest in any other topic.

And yel, with all that misdirection of mind, that perverse insistance on
wrong, there was otill in her heart o void, a want, that neither vanily nor
selfishness could £1l. It might be, perhaps, to be found out by one who
should make jt the storchouse of high and generous ipulses, of ennobling
duties and fender affections; or, just as likely, lie like some fruitful but
unkiown tract—Dbarren, wastc, and profitless !

Three o’clock came! And now the house resounded with the buzz of
voices and the hurried movement of feet. Carriages and horses, too,
assembled before the door, and all the pleasant bustle of those bent on plea-
sure filled the air. Olivia arosc, and, screcned by the curtain, watched the
scene beneath.  For the first time she perceived that Lady Kilgoff was ina
riding-dress. She stood in the midst of a group hefore the door, amid which
Oliviw’s eyes peered with restless activity.

No, Cashel was not there! She almost said the comforting words aloud ;
but at the same instant a ory of “ Here he is—here he comes ! broke from
those beneath, and every héad was turned towards the road to the stables,
along which Cashel was secn cantering a snow-white Arab of great beanty.
As he came nearer it could be seen that he was scated on a side-saddle,
while he managed the well-trained creature with the most graceful address.

* Are you quite certain I may veuture, Mr, Cashel #” said Lady Kilgoff,
as he pulled up in front of her; “remember, that I am ncither so fearless
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nor so skilful as our fair Queen beside me, who, I must own, is far more
worthy of  Hassan Bey' than T am.”

“T'll pledge my life on his good conduct,” said Roland, springing from
his back ; “I’ve ridden hum for an hour, and he is gentleness itself.”

“He’s over-traincd for my fancy,” said Miss Meek. “He’s like one of
the crcatures you see in Franconi’s, walking up a ladder to catch a hand-
kerchief.””

Lady Janet whispered something in her ear, at which she started and
smiled, but evidently in ignorance of 1is meanmng.

“What is thal very wicked thing that Lady Janet has just iold you ®
said Lady Kilgoff, as she advanced to mount her horse. “

“Tt was & propos of the haukerchief. She said, Probably you were
going 1o throw yours at Mr. Cashel’—I'm sure T don’t know why.”

Fortunately nonc but Lady Kilgoff and Cashel heard this speech, but
both blushed deeply.

While this was enacting below, Olivia, who marked every gesture and
every look eagerly, could not heur whal passed. She could ouly sec the
respectful attention bestowed by Uashel on every wish of his fair guest;
how, having seated her, he draped in araceful folds the long velvet babil, in
which, and with a white bat and drooping feather, she resembled one of the
court of Louis Quinze.

At last she turned ber horse’s licad, and rode Inm slowly along before the
house, evidently limid and afraid of the high-mettled animal — Cashel, how-
ever, walked al his head, and so they stood, while he arranged the curb-
chain, cxactly beneath the window where Olvia was standing.

She opened the sash noiselessly, and, bending down, listened.

“[ assure you,” said Lady Kilgoff, “ T'll not continue my ride if you
don’t come. I have no coufidence in these fine gentlemen cavahiers ; and as
for Miss Meek, she’d risk her life to see me run away with.”

“1 pledge myself to follow iu ten minutes—uay, in five, if possible, I
told Mr. Kennyfeck I should make iny obeisances to the ladies to-day.”

“ Would to-morrow not serve ?”” said she, smuling.

“T beheve it mght-—but, apromse ! Besides, I have been sadly doficient
in attentions therc.”

¢ 8ir Harvey and his brolher Hussar have made the amende for your
short-comings; bul go, make hasic and overtake us. T see ‘my Lord’
trying to understand Lady Janet, and T must not delay longer.”

« Ride slowly,” cred Roland, *and don’t get run away with till P'm of
the party.”

She nodded archly in reply to this speech, and joining the group, who
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were all awaiting her, rode off, while Cashel entered the house, and soon was
beard ascending the stairs at a hurried pace.

Olivia could only close the window aud resame her place, when o {ap was
given al the door, and the same instant Cashel entered the room. He
stopped suddenly, and lookeéd around, for at first he did not perceive Olivia,
who, deep in her book, affecied not to hear the noise of his approach.

The rich coronet of brown hair, 8n which an evening sun was throwing
one brilliant gleam, caught his eye, and he advanced near enough to see and
be struck by that graceful attitude of which we gave our reader a glimpse
at the opening of this chapter.

She was readiug some old English ballad; and, as she closed the volume,
murmnred, balf alond, the lines of the concluding verse :

¢ And ye varlete, bounde upon a carte,
‘Was draggede to ye gallows high,
While ye knighte that stole ye ladye’s hearte
(And was not his ye grayere parte?)
Rode onte to see bim die.”

« A sad moral, indeed,”” said Cashel, m a low, soft voice.

“QOh dear! oh, Mr. Cashel!” cried she, starting, and letiing fall the
book, “how you Lave terrified me.”

“DPray forgivo me,” smd he, drawing his chair near, “ but when I en
tered the room I saw no one. 1 had come thus far erc 1 discovered that T
was so fortunate.”

¢ Shall I ring for Mamma and Cary? they are dressing, I know, but will
be quite annoyed if you go before they come down.”

“ You must not inconvenience thern on my account,” said Roland, eagerly.
“Pm certain,” added he, smiling, “ you are not afraid to receive me
alone.” .

She hung down her head, and partly averting i, murmured a scarcely
aundible «“No.”

Cashel, who had evidently never calculated on his careless remark being
taken thus seriously, Jooked silly and uncomfortable for a few scconds.
There is a terrible perversily sometimes in our natures ; we are deoposed to
laugh occasionally at hmes when nothing could be more ill-funed or un-
suitable ; and so, at momelis when we would give anything in tle world
for some common-place theme to hang phrases on, we cannot, for the life
of us, originate one.

« You’ve not ridden out, I think, since we came ?’ said Roland, at last,
but with an air of sudden despair at his own stupidity.
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#No. We have driven out onoce or twice ; but—buﬁ-——-”

“ Pray finish,” said he, with a persuasive look as he spoke.

T was going to say that your horses are so spirited, that I was really
afraid to trust myself, and the more so as Miss Meek is so wild and so
reckless.”

« Never think of riding with 4er. Let me be your ckaperon—shall we
say to morrow? T’ve gol the gentlest ‘creature that was ever mounted.”

¢ Oh, I know her; that sweet whitc Arab I saw the groom ozercising
yeslerday ¥

“No; not she,” said Roland, blushing and confused, “a spotied barb,
fully as handsome—some say handsomer. Will you do me the iavour to
ride her to-morrow, and, if she be fortunate cnough to pletse you, to accept
her P

Olivia hung down her head full a second, and a deep scarlet covered her
cheek, and rose cven to her temples, and it was with a voice broken and
interrupted she said, ““Oh, I cannot—I must not.”” Then, turning on him
a look, where ihe tearful eycs, swimming in a softened lustre, conveyed a
whole story of deep suffering, she aid rapidly : “ You are too kind and too
good ever to give pain; you arc too generous {o believe others capable of
it; but were 1 to aceept your beautiful gift—were 1 even to ride out with
you alone—there is nothing that would not be said of me.”

1t was Cashel’s turn for a shght blush now; and, to do him justice, he
{elt the sensation a most disagrecable one. It had not indeed occurred to
hiin to make the proposal as the young lady took it, but he was far too long
schooled in gallantry to undeceive her, and so he said, “I really cannot see
this in the light you do. It is a very natural wish on my part, that T should
show my guesls whatever my poor grounds aflord of ihe picturcsque ; and
remember, we are not friends of yesterday.” This he said in Lis very kindest
ione.

“ T do remember it,” said she, with a slow but most meaning sigh.

“Thal memory is, I trust, not so associated with sorrow,” added he,
leaning down, and speaking in a deep, carnest voice, ““that you recal it with
a sigh ?”

“Ohno; but I was thinking—T must not say of what 1 was thinking.”

 Nay, but you must,” said he, genily, and drawing his ebair closer.

¢ 1 dare'not—1I cannol—besides, you”—and there was on the pronoun
the very softest of all-dwelling intonation—* yox might be angry—might
never forgive me.”

 Now I must insist on your ielling me,” said Roland, passionately, «if
but to show how unfairly you judge me.”

“Well,” said she, drawing a long breath—*but shall I trust you®”
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There was a most wimiing archness in the way she said this, that thrilled
through Cashel as he listened.  *“No, T will not,” added she, suddeuly, and
as if carried away by a passionatc impulse; * you are too—-"

« Too what ?” cried he, impatiently.

“'['6o fickle,” said she; and then, gs if terrified at her own boldness, she
added, in a tremulous voice, *“Oh, do forgive me.”

«“There is really nothing to forgive,” said Roland, ““unless you persist
in keeping from me an avowal that 1 almost fancy 1 have a right {o ask for.
And now, of what were you thinking £

“Tl tell you,” said she, in a low, carnest accent, *though it may losc
me your csteem. I was thinking”—her voice here fell so low, that Cashel,
to hear her words, was obliged to draw his chair closcr, aud bend down his
bead till it actnally brushed against the leaves she wore in her hair—<1
was thinking that, when we knew you first, before you had made acquaint-
ance with others—when you sat and read to us—when we walked and rode
together—when, in short, the day was one bright dream of pleasure to us,
who had never knowu a brother: >

Pardon us, dear reader, if, at <o critial a moment, we occupy the pause
which here ensued—and there was a pause—Dby referring to our Aunt Fauny,
only premising that we do so advisedly. 1t was one of that exeellent lady’s
firmest convictions thal every onc in the world required some diserect fiiend,
who should, al eventful passages in life, be ready to aid, by presence of
mind, a wavering resolve, or confirm a half-formed determination. Now, she
had waited for two mortal hours on that day for Cashel’s coming, in a stafe
of impatience little short of fever.  She opened and shut her window, looked
np onc avenue and down another; she had watched on the landing, and
stood scutinel on the stairs; she had seen Mrs. Kennyfeck and her clder
daugbier pass out into the garden, weary of long waiting; when, at last, she
heard Roland’s Lasty step as he traversed the hall, and, hurrying up-stairs,
center the drawing-room.

Drawn by au attraction there is no explaining, she left her room, aud took
up her position in a <mall boudotr which adjoined the drawing-room. ere
she sat, persuading herself she was at her work; but, in reality, in a state
of suspense uot very inferior to some prisoner while a jury is deliberating
on his fate.

The conversation, at firs conducted in an ordinary tone, had gradually
subsided, till it dropped into the low, undistinguishable manner we have
mentioned.

Aunt Fanny’s inventive mind had suggested every step of the interview.
She kepl muttering to herself: “He is cxplaining himself—she is incre-
dulous—and he tries o reassure her—she believes that his heart was given
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to amqther—he vows and swedes it was always hers—she cannot credit the
{hppﬁness—-shc 13 100 unworthy »

It was just as our Aunt had gol thus far m her runmmg commentary
that both vowes ceased, and & shillness, unbroken by a murmur, succeeded
“Wht could i1l mean*” was {he sudden question that flashed across her
mnd, and Napoleon’s own drend wxicty, as he gazed on the wood, and
hesitated whether the dark massc onuomg from the shade were hus own
legions or the Prussians w s nc b inuch more mtcnse than hers At lasi—
we are sorry tu 1ecord it—but, alis! Aunt Fanny was only mortal, and en
old maid to boot=—she approached the door and pecped through the ke yhole,
The sight which met Let ¢y » needed no secoud ylance, she saw hoth heads
bent down toguther, the dmh wiwvm b of Cashil closg, to the mut brown
suky b uds of Oy Neather spoke “ It was then concludad °

This was the mowmen m whieh mutual wowals, meeting like two nvers
form one broad and sweeping flood Tt was the moment, too, m whuch a-
cordmg to her theory, a fn nd w s dl essential  Accordin, fo har plia ¢
the “ nail should be chinche 1 °

Now, Aunt 1 mnv had been epuldly bawdled by 1he famnly for all the
blunders she hed commueted  Her shill hid been mpugued , ber shiewd
ness sncerc Lot her prognosticaitions douded  Here was an opportumty
to 1efute ul at once, and, m the Linguage of ih¢ conqueror, * to cover her
sl with glay

Gently opcmng the door she cutered the room, nd stealing tiptoe ovar

il she stood behmd thewr ebas, she placed, wath oll the solewnity of an
achbishop, + hwd on ather head, and w2 voiee of touching fervour, said
Bless ye both, my darlings, may yi be as happy 15—

As what ®  Jhe lustory is unabl to record, for v shuall ery fiom ba
meer, and e exelam dion nearly 1s lond, and we tew far less polite, from
Roland cul shoet the specch

Shuch Iclowed shuck hom Ohwiy, whe partly from the shock, and stall
mote from shame, was thrown wmto an utack of hyslcnes

Whit tle—— e wis very mrh saymg somethn, else — ¢ what
bawe von dune, Madam® sud Roland, m u state of mmngled anger and
{error

¢ 1t’s culy your Aunt Fanny It me, my pet  Lavy, darling, don’t he
trilta el and hae, 100, 1s Mr Cashel 2 .

In this however, the good lady was mistaken, for Roland had hastened
up stans to Mis Kennyfeek’s wom, which finding Jocked, he flew down to
the gro o diawigg room, thence to the hbrary, wd was making for the garden,
when i saw that lady and her daughtes crossmg the hall,

“I'matrmd Madam ? said he with all the comnosure he cauld cummon
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Mm Olffia Kennyfeck 8 not well; nothing serious, IM bub a suddea
fright—a shock«—Miss O’Hara somewhat imprudeptly~—-

¢ Oh, Fanny egain!” scrcamed Mrs. Kennyfeck; and thh(mt waiting for
more, rushed up-stairs, followed by her daughter, while Roland, in a state of
mind we dare not dwell upon, hastened from the house, and mounting his
horse, galloped off into the wood.

There were times when Cashel would have laughed, and laughed heartily,
at the absurdiby of this adventure. He would have even treasured up the
“ tableau” as a thing for future ridicule among his fricnds; but his better
[celings, born of & more mauly pride, rejected this now ; he was sorry, deeply,
smecrely soery, that one, with so much {o fascinate and charm about her,
could lend herself to a mere game like this! “ Where are these deceplions
to end P’ said he, in pascionate warmth. “ Have candour, good faith, and.
honesty fled the world? or, are they ouly to be found among those whose’
vices make the foil to such humble virtues ?”

Nor were these his only painful reflections. He was obliged to sce Lim.
self—the thing, of all others, he despised—*a Dupe.” The mark for
every mean artifice and every ignoble schcme. The gambler-—the flirt—
the adventurer in cvery walk—regarded him as a prey. Wealth bad done
thes {or Jum —and 1t had done no more! Nome cared for him as a friend
or compauon, Jveu as a lover, lus addresses were heralded by his gold,
not enhanced by qualitics of his own.  'Whal humiliation !

Mary Licicester alone scemed unimpressed by his great fortune, and 1e-
gardless of his wealth. She alonc had never evinced towards him any show
of preference above -others less endowed by Fate. Nay, he fancied he
could trace something of reserve in her mannmer whenever he stepped by
chance out of his character of careless, buoyant youth, and dwelt upon the
plans thal mere money accomplishes. In these she showed no wtercst, and'
took no pleasurc ; while, to the adventures of his former Lfe, she listened
with eager attention. Tt was easy to sce she thought more of the Cuballero
than the Millonnaire.

What a bappiness had it been’ {0 have befriended her grandfather and
hei~lt; bow dufferent had been his reflections at this hour; what lessons
in the {rue wisdom of life might he not have learned from one who had
seen the world, not a5 the play-lable for the rolling dice of fortuue, but as
the batle ground where gotl and evil strive for victory where a higher
phulosophy is taught ihan the lifeless, soulless dictates of mere fashionable
caistence !

i
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CIIAPTER X.

But where are they alle, 1 do not see,
One half of omr goodlic companie ?
Hong.

Truar day was destined to be one of contrarietics o ithe houschold of
Tubbermore.  Of the Kemnyfeck family, none appeared at dinner. Lady
" Kilgofl, angry at loland’s breach of engagement—for, although be rode at
top-speed in every dircelion, he never overtook her—also kept her room.
The carriage sent for Miss Leieester had returned without her, a somewhat,
formal note of apology stating that Mr. Corrigan was indisposed, and his
granddaughter unwilling to leave him ; while Linton, usually a main fealure
in all the social success of a dinner, was still absent.

Of the assembled guests, too, few were in their wonled spirils.  Sir
Andrew and Lady Janet had quarrelled in the morning about the mode of
preparing dandelion tea, and kept up the dispute all the day. Upton was
sulky, dark, and reserved. Meek more than usnally lachrymose.  Fro-
bisher’s best mare had been staked in taking a leap, and Miss Meck had
never discovered it Lill hall an hour after, so that the lameness was greatly
aggravated.  Mrs. White had lad a “tiff” with the author, for his not
belicving ihe Irish to be of Phenician origin, and wouldn’t speak to him at
dinner ; so that Cashel himsclf, constrained, absent, and ill at case, found
his company anything rather than a relicf to his own distracted thonghts.

Among his other gucsts he found the same reserve and coldness of
manner, so that no sooner had they assembled in the drawing-room, after
dinner, than he left the house and sct dff to inquire for Mr. Corrigan at
the cottage.

“ We had nine vacani places to-day at table,” said Lady Janct, as soon
as she had arranged her special table next the fire, with a shade in front
and a screen behind her, and was quite satisfied that, in regard to cushions
and footstools, she had monopolised the most comfortable in he room.

“1 thought—aw—that we—aw—werc somewhat slow,” said Captain
Jennings, with his habitually tiresome, pompous intonation.

“ What's the matter with Upton ¥ said a junior officer of his regiment,
in a whisper; “he looks so confoundedly put out.”
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“I'm sure I don’t know,” yawned out Lord Charles ; * he has a very safe
book on the Oaks.”

“He’s backing Dido at very long odds,” interposed Miss Mcck, < and
she’s weak before, they say.”

« Not staked, I hope,” said Frobisher, looking maliciously af her.

1 don’t care what you say, Charley,” rejoined she; “T dely any oue to
know whether a horse goes tender, while galloping in deep giound.  You
are always unjust.” And she moved away in anger.

“ She és so carcless,” said Frobisher, listlessly.

“Tell me about these Kennyfecks. What is it all about ?” said Mrs.
‘Whte, bustling up, as if she was resolved on a long confidence.

“ They hedged against themselves, I hear,” said Frobisher.

“Indced! poor things; and ave they much hurt #?

“ Not seriously, 1 faney,” drawled he. “ Lady Janet knows it all.”

Mrs. White did not neglect the suggestion, but at onee repaired to that
part of the room where Lady Janet was sitting, surrounded by a sclect
circle, cugerly discussing the very question she had asked to be informed
upon.

“I had it from Verthinia,” said Mrs. Malone, with her peculiar, thick
enunciation, “ Lady Kilgofl's maid. She said that not a day passes without,
some such scene between the mother and daughters.  Mrs. Kennyfeck had,
it seems, forbithen Cashel to call therce in her abthenee.”

I must most respectfully interrupt you, Madun,” said a large old lady,
with blonde false hair, and a great deal of rouge, ““hut the affair was quite
different. Miss Olivia, that is the second girl, was detected by her aunt, Miss
O’Hara, packing up for an elopement.”

““Fudge,” said Lady Janet; *she’d have helped her, if that were the
case! T believe the true version of the matter is yet to come out. My
woman, Stubbs, saw the apothecary coming down stairs, after bleeding Livy,
and called him into her room; uot, indeed, to speak of this matter”—Dhere
Lady Janet caused ber voice to he heard by Sir Andrew, who sat, in moody
sulk, right opposite— it was to ask, if there should not be two pods of
capsicum in every pint of dandelion tea.”

“There may be twa horns o’ the de’il in it,” cjaculated Sir Andrew,
“but I’ll na pit it to my mouth agen. I hac a throat like the fiery furnace
that roasted the threc chaps indhe Bihle.”

It suits your tongue all the betier,” muttered Lady Janct, and turned
round {o the others. “ Stubbs, as I was saying, called the man in, and afler
some conversation about the dandelion, asked, in a cursory way, you know,
 How the lady was, up-stairs ¥ He shook his head, and said nothing.

¢TIt will not be tedious, I hope ?* said Stubbs.

VoL, 11 ¥
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‘¢ ¢ These are most uncertam cases,’ said le; ‘ sometimes they last a day,
sometimes eight or nine.’

¢ <1 think you’re very mysterious, doctor,” said Stubbs.

“ He muttered something about honour, and, seizing his hat, went off, as
Stubbs says, ¢as if he was shot !’ »

* “ Honour !’ cried one of the hearers.

“ Honour !’ cjaculated another, with an expression of pure horror,

“Didn’t he say, Madam,” said the blonde old lady, “that it wasn’t his
branch of the profession P

«“Oh! oh!” broke in the company together, while the younger ladies held
up their fans and giggled behind them.

“I’'m thorry for ihe poor mother I sighed Mrs. Malonc, who had scven
daughtiers, each uglicr than the other.

« ] pity the clder girl,” said Lady Janet; * she had a far belter toue about
her than the rest.”

 And that dear, kind, old ereature, the auni. It is said that but for her
care this would have happened long ago,” said Mrs. Maloue.

¢ She was, to my thinking, the hest of them,” echoed the blonde lady;
“so discrect, so quiet, and so unobtrusive.”

“ What could come of their pretension?” said a eolonel’s widow, with a
very large nose and a very small pension;; “ they attemptied a style of living
quite uusuited 1o them! The house always full of young men, too.”

« You wouldn’t have had then invite old ones, Madam,” said Lady Jauef,
with the air of rebuke the wife of o commander-in-chief can assnme to the
colonel’s reliet.

- “T’s a very sad affair, indeed,” summed up Mrs. White, who, 1f she hadn’t
quarrclled with Mr. Howle, would have given him the whole narrative for
the  Satanisi.”

“ What o house to be sure! There’s Lady Kilgoff on one side—"

“ What of her, my Tady P said ihe blonde.

“You didw’t, Lear of Lord Kilgoff overinking her to-day in the wood
with Sir Harvey Upton?~lush! or L’ll hear us. The poor old man—
you know his state of mind—snatehed the whip from the coacliman, and
struck Sir Harvey across the face. They say there’s a great well over ihe
cheek I

Mrs. Whiie immediately arose, and, undergretence of looking for s hook,
made a circuit of the room in {hat part where Sir Harvey Upton was lowuging,
with his head on his hand.

¢ Quite true,” said she, refurning 1o the party. It is so painful, he can't
keep his hand from the spot.”
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“Has any one discovercd who the strange-looking man was that was re-
ceived by Mr. Cashel this morning in his own study ?” asked the blorde.
My maid said he was for all the world like a sheriff's officer. Tt scems,
too, L was very violent in his language; and but for Mr. Kemnyfeck, he
would not have left the house.”

“Too true, I fear, Ma’am,” said Mrs. Malone ; “my husband, the Thicf”
—this was Mrs. Malone’s mode of abbreviating and pronouncing the words
Chief J3stice— told me it was impothible for Mr. Cashel to continue his
extravaganth much longer.”

«Tt’s shameful-—it’s disgraceful,” said Lady Janet; “the kitchei is o
scene of wasve and recklessness, such as no fortunc could stand.”

“ Indeed, so the ¢ Thicf’ said,” resumed Mrs. Malonc; *he said that rob-
bery went on, on every thide, and that Mr. Phillith, T think his name is, was
the worst of all.”

“Your hushand was quite correct, Ma’am,” said Lady Janel; “no one
should know it better.” And then she whispered in her neighbour’s ear,
“If the adage be true, < Set a Thief to catch a Thief.”

The party entrusted wilh this could not %estrain ber laughter, and for a
space, a speeies of distrust seemed to pervide the cirele.

We arc certain that no apology will he required, if we ask of our reader
to quit this amiable socicty—ulthongh scated at a comlortable fire, in the
very easicst of chairs, with the softest carpel beneath his fect—and ae-
company Rolaud Cashel, who now, with hasty step, trod the little path that
led to Tubber-beg Cottage.

However inhospitable the confession, we are bound to acknowledge
Cashel was growing marvellously weary of his character as a host.  The
bundred Jittle contrarictics which daily avose, and which he knew nof how
t¢ smooth down or conciliate, made him appear, in his own estimation atl

“least, deficient in worldly {uct, and lefe bim open v the belief thal others
would judge him even less mcreifully.  The uubridled frecdom of his house-
hold, besides, stimulated all the seMishness of those who, in a hetler
arranged establishment, had kept “ watch and ward” over their egoiisin ;
and thus, instcad of preseuting the features of u society where the elements
of agrecability were not deficient, they rescibled rather the company in a
packet-ship, each bent upou securing lis own comfort, and only intent how
to make his neighbour subsidiary to himself. i

Prosperity, too, was teaching him one of ils least gracious lessons—
“Distrast.” "The mean and sclfish natures by which he was surrounded
were gradually unfolding themsclves to his view, and he was cver on the
verge of that dangerous frontier where scepticism holds sway. One con-

F2
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clusion—and it was not the least wise—he formed was, that he was ill
suited to such companionship, and that Le had been happier, far happier, on
some humble fortune, than as the rich proprietor of a great estate.

Tt was, while thus ruminating, Cashel found himself at the little space
which intervened between one front of the cottage and the lake, and was
struck by the rapid movement of lights that g {.,]&HCE'd from window to win-
dow, appearing and disappearing at every instant.

. The dread that the old man was taken seriously il at once came &ver him,
n.rd. he hastened forward in eager anxiety to learn the tidings. Then, sud-
denly checking himself, he felt reluctant, almost stranger that he was, to
obtrude at such a moment. Fearing to advance, and unwxllmg to retire, he
stood uncertain and hesitating.

As he remained thus, the door of the drawing-room that opened upon the
sawn was flung wide, and Tiernay passed hastily out, saying in a loud and
cxcited voice, “I will have my own way. ' I’ll sec Cashel at once.” And
with thesce words he issued forth in haste. Scarcely, however, had he gonc
a dozen paces, than he stopped short, and, clasping his hands firmly together,
nittered aloud, “To what end #hould I seek him? What claim can I pre-
tend—by what right appeal to him ?”

“Every claim and every right,” cried Roland, advancing towards him,
“if Tcan only be of any scrvice to you.”

“What! actually here at this moment ! exclaimed Tiernay. ¢ Come
this way with me, Sir; we must not go into the house just yet.” And so
saying, he passed his arm within Roland’s, and led him onward towards the
lake.

“1s he ill ?” snid Cashel—**is Mr. Corrigan taken il1?? But although
the question was asked cagerly, Tiernay was too deeply sunk in his own
thoughts to hear it; while he continued to mutter hurriedly to himsclf.

“What 75 the matter  said Roland at last, losing patience at a pre-
occupation that could not be broken in npon. *Is Mr. Corrigan ill P’

“He is ruined !” said Tiernay, dropping Cashel’s arm, and leiting fall his
own as he spoke, with a gesture of despair.

“What do you mean P—How #”

“Ruined ! utterly ruined!” re-echoed Ticrnay; and there was that in
his accent and the emotion of his manner ﬂlat forbade any further ques-
twmng

“«Tt is not at a moment like this,” said the Doctor, ihat I can tell you
a long tale, where treachery and falschood on one side, and generosity and
manliness on the other, played, the game as ever it has been, and ever will
be played, between such antagonists ;—enough, if I say my poor friend be-
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eame responsible for the debts of a man who, but for his aid, woald have
had a felon’s fate. This fellow, who possesses one terrible means of ven-
geance, threatens now to use it, if a demand be not complied with, which
Corrigan may leave himself a beggar and yet not satisfy. The threab has
been held over him for years, and for years he has siruggled on, parting,
one by one, with' every little requirement of his station, and submitting
with noble reslgnatmn to any and everything lo stave off the evil day; but
it has come at last.’

. “And what is the sum demanded ?”* said Cashel, hast:ly

T cannot tell.: There arc various bills; some have been renewed again
and again,"others are yet current. It is a tangled web, and, in our hope-
lessness, we ncver sought to unravel it 1”

“ But the danger is~imminent ?”’

“So imminent, that my friend will be 'n'rested to-morrow if hail be not
forthcoming. I have not told him this; I darc not tell him so; but I have
made up a story to induce him to leave this to-night.”

““ Where for #* cried Roland, anxiously.

“God knows ! I lose memory as well as judgment, in moments like this.
T believe I advised Limerick, and thence by ship to some port in England,
from which they could reach the Continent.”

“But all this will be unnecessary if T offer mysclf as security,
Roland.

“For a sum of which you know nothing!” muttcred Ticrnay, sor-
rowfully.

“ No matter; it cannot be, in all likelihood, more than I can mect.”

“ And for one who can ncver repay!” echoed the Doctor, still more
sadly.

“Who can tell that?” said Cashel; “there’s many a coinage costlicr
ihan ever the Mint fashioned ; he may requite me thus.”

The Doctor started. “ You mean—no!—no!”’ cried he, interrupting
himself, “ that wero too great good,fortune. I must tell you, Sir,” added
he, in a firm voice, “that there is nothing—absolutely nothing—to give
you in requital for such aid. My fricnd’s alternative is a prison, or be
your debtor for what he cannot pay.”

“I am content—perfecily content,” said Roland. “There is no need to
say another word on the matter. Do not suffer him to endurc any anxiety
we can sparc him ; tell him at once the thing is done.”

“We must thmk over this a little,” saxd Tiernay, musing. “Conis a
difficult fellow to deal with ; there must be something which shall give it
the scmblance of a loan; he must be made to believe it is only a chango of
creditors.”

* said
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* Could we not arrange it without his knowledge, while you could affect
1o bave made some settlement which has satisfied the others ?*

“Too late—too late, for that; he has seen Hoare himsell.”

“ Hoare !—the money-lender from Dublin ?”* said Cashel, blushing af the
recollection of his own acquaintance with him,

Ay, Sir, of course you know him ! A man cannot enjoy such distin-
guished friendships as you have, without the aid of usurers !”

Cashel smiled good-hlumouredly, and went on:

“ Where is {his gentleman at. present.”

“ Yonder,” said Tiernay, pointing to the cottage 3 ¢ but he intends shortly
returning to the inn at the village, wherc perhaps it wouldbe better to
meet him than here.  If yow'll permit me, 1’1l just stepein and say as much,
and then we can stroll that way together.”

Cashel consented, and his companion left him to do his crrand. 1t was
only as be slood alone, and had time for reflection, that he remembered his
conversation with Keunyfeck i the morning, and learned that, with regard
to ready money ab least, he stood in a very different position from what he
supposed. That there would b# difficullics and legal obstacles innumerable
made by Kennyfeek to any sale of property, he wellknew ; but he had made
up his wind as to his course, and would not be thwarted, e bad but
space for these reflections, when Tiernay joined him, saying,

8o far all is well.  Hoare will follow us in a few minutes, and, for pri-
vacy sake, I have wade the rendezvous at my house.” '

“ And Corrigan—how have you left him #” asked Cashel.

« Like one in o dream.  1e scems neither to know whether it he mis-
fortune or the opposite which impends him.  Were it nol for Mary, his
poor heart had given way long since. Ay, Sir, there is more true heroism
in one day of that lumble life, than in the boldest decd of bravery even
you huve ever witnessed.”

Cashel did not speak, bat, in th( pressure of his arm against Tiernay's,
the other fell bow the theme had touched him.

“You only know her by the gmcoful elegunce of her manner, and the
fascinations that, even to old nren like myself, are a kiud of sorcery ; but I
have seen ber iu every trial, where temper and mind, and heart and pride,
are tested, and come through all victorious ; draining the very wells of her
own hopefulness o feed the exhausted fowrfiain which age and disappoiut-
ment bad dried up; lending to manhood a courage greater than her own
ay, and more—showing that her temper could resist the jarring influences
of misfortune, and, like the bright moon above the storm-lashed clouds, soar
on, glorious and lustrous cver. What are men made of #” cried he,
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energetically;  of what staff are they formed, when such 'a girl ay this
can excite more sdmiration for her beauty, than for traits of ahamcter that
ennoble humanity #*

. “Youspeak with all a lover’s warmth, Doctor,” said Cashel, half smxhng,
while, in reality, the subject interested him deeply ?

« And why not, Sir?® I do love her, and with an affection that ouly
such beings inspire. It is creatures like her that redeem years of dis-
appointment and worldly disgust. It is in watching the single-hearted-
ness of that young girl that I, an old man, hackneyed and hardencd as 1
am, become trustful and hopeful of others. TLove her!—to be sure 1
love her. -And so would you, if the poor fopperies amid which you
live but left you one moment free to think and fcel as your owu head
and heart would lead you. I hope you take no heed of my rude speech,
Sir,” said he, hastily; “bui it is the fault of my craft fo believe ihat
sweet things are ouly Placebos,” given bub fo earn the fee and amuse
the puticnt.”

“ I thank you for it,” said Cashel pressing his hand ““few have cver
cared to tell me truths.”

“Say, rather, fow have cared to resign their influence over you by
showing they knew your weak points. Now, I have too deep an intcrest
in gou, and too slight a regard for any profit your acquainiance can
render myself, 1o be swayed by this. You don’t know——you cannot’
know~—what a charm there is to an old fellow like myself, whose humble
fortunes limit to a life of mere routine—io think that he has su oppor-
tunity of counselling one in your stalion—to feel that be has sown the
seed of some good principle, that one day or other will bear its fruit.
Yes, years heuce, when you have forgotten the old village doctor—or if by
chauce remember him, only o rocal his vulgarity or eccentricity—I will be
an awnious watcher over you, flattering myself to think that I have had some
share in instilling the precepts by which you are winning good men's estecm.
These thoughts are poor men’s treagures, bub he thaf fecls them would not
barter them for gold.”

“T have long wished for such a counscllor,” said Cashel, fervently.

“The advice will not he the less stringent that it comes when you are
heart-sick. of frivolily,” said Ticrnay.  “What could your finc compeny
up yonder teach you? Such of them as arc above mere folly, trade in vice.
I have seen them all since they have assemnbled here, and I am no mean
physiognomist, and therc is but one among them deserving of betler than
the poor heartless life they’re leading.”

; “I can guess whom you mean,” said Roland, half pleased and lm.lf
earful.
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' Well, she indced would merit a better lot; and yet I would she were

ne.))

“Why so? Do you grudge us even a passing ‘gleam of virtue’s bright-
ness? »

* She is more dangerous than the veriest coquette that ever lured a man
to ruin. It is in sueh as she, where noble qualities have run to waste,
where generous sentiments and pure affections have been blighted by the
cold chill of a world that fosters not such gifts, the peril is ever greatest;
for her sake and for yours, I would she were gone.”

As they spoke thus, they had reached the wide esplanade in front of the
great house, from the windows of which lights were gleaming, while sounds
of festivily and pleasurc floated on the night air.

Tiernay halted for u second, and then said, “Who cou.ld believe that the
owner of that princely mansion, filled as it is with pleasure-loving guests,
and cvery adjunet that can promole enjoyment, should leave if, to wander
on foot with a poor old village doctor, whose only merit is to utter un-
palatable truths !”

“And be happicr while doing so! add that, my worlhy friend,” said
Cashel, pressinig the arm that he held within his own.

“Come along, Sir; this dalliance is pleasanter to me than to you. I
begin 1o feel that T may have~-done you good, and you should be a doctor to
know the full cestasy of that feeling. Lot us now move on, or this man will
be before us.” Aud so saying, they moved briskly forward towards the
village of Dunkeeran.

CHAPTER XL

The debts we make b) plighted vows,
Bear heaviest interest, ever !
Haywoob.

Tue Doctor’s little parlour was the very «ideal” of snuguess; there was
nothing which had the faintest resemblance to luxury save the deep-cushioned
arm-chair, into which he pressed Cashel at entering, but there were a hundred
objects that told of home. The book-shelves, no mean indication of the
owner’s “trempe,” were filled with a mixture of works on medicine, the
older English dramatists, and that class of writers who prevailed in the days
of Steele and Addison, There was a microscope on ons table, with a great
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bunch of fresh-plucked fern beside it. A chess-board, with an unfinished
game—a problem from & newspaper, for he had no antagouist—stood
on another table; while full in frout of the fire, with an air that betokened
no mean self-importance, sat a large black cat, with a red leather collar, the
very genius of domesticity. As Cashel’s eycs took a hasty survey of the
room, they rested on a picture—it was {he only one there —which hung over
the mantelpiece. It was a portrait of Mary Lcicester, and slthough a mere
water-colour skelch, an excellent likencss, and most characteristic in air and
attitude.

“Ay!” said Tiernay, who caught the dircction of his glanee, “a birthday
prescnt to me! She had promised to dine with me, bul the day, like most
Irish days, when one prays for sunshine, rained torrents; and so she sent
me that sketch, with a note, a merry bit of doggrel verse, whose werit lies
in ifs Jocal allusions to a hundred little things, and people only known to
oursclves; but for this, I'd be guilty of breach of faith and show it to you.”

“ Is the drawing, too, by her own hand ¥

“Yes; she is & clever artist, and might, it is said by competent judges,
have attained high excellence as a paini@r, had she pursued the <tudy. I
rewember an illustration of the fact worth mentioning, Carringford, the
well-known miniature-painter, who was making a tour of this couniry a
couple of vears back, passed some days at the cotlage, and made a picture
of old Coun Corrigan, for winch, 1 may remark passingly, poor Mary paid all
her little pocket-money, some twenty guineas, saved up from IHeaven knows
how long. Con did not know this of course, and belicved the portrail was
a compliment to his granddaughter. Carringford’s ability is well known,
and there is no need 1o say the picture was adinirably painted ; bul still it
wanted character; it had not the playful case, the gentle, indulgent
pleasantry that marks my old fricnd’s features; in fact, it was hard and
cold, not warm, gencrous, and genial ; so I thought, and so Mary though,
and accordingly, searecly had the actist {aken his leave, when she set to
work herself, and made a portrait, which, if inferior as a work of arf, was
infinitcly superior as a likeness. " It was Con himsclf; it had the very
sparkle of his mild blue eye, the mingled glance of drollery and softness,
the slightly curled mouth, as though some quaint conceit was lingering on
the lip! all his own. Mary’s picture hung on one side of the chimuey, and
Carringford’s at the oflier, and so they stood when the painter came through,
from Limerick, and passcd one night at Tubber-beg, on his way to Dublin.
I breakfasted there that morning, and I remember, onsentering the room, T
was surprised to sec the frame of Carringford’s portrait empty, and a bank-
note, curefnlly folded, stuck in the corner. What does that mean ?” said I
1o him, for we were alone at the time.
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“ It meaus simply that my picture cannot stand such competitorship as
that,’ said he; ‘mine was a minialure, #4af is the man himself’ I will not
say one-half of the fiaiteries he uttered, but I have heard from others sinee,
that he speaks of this picture as a production of high merit. Dear girl!
that meagre sketch may soon have & sadder interest connected with it ; it
may be all that 1 shall possess of her! Yes, Mr. Cashel, your generosity
may stave off the pressure of one peril, but there is another, from which
uothing bust flight will rescue my poor friend.”

A sharp knocking af the door herc interrupted the Doctor’s recital, and
soon [oarc’s voice was beard withoul, inquiring if Dr. Tiernay was at
home? . -

Hoare’s casy familiarity, as he cntered, scemed 1o seffer a slight shock
on observing Rolaud Cashel, who received him with cold politencss.

Tiernny, who saw at once that business alone would relieve the awkward-
ness of the scene, briefly informed the other that Mr. Cashel wus there to
learn the exact amount and circumstances of Corrigaw’s liabildics, with a
view 1o a finu) setilement of ihen.

“ Very pleasing intelligence tbis, Doctor,” said tle mioney-lender, rub-
bing Iis hands, “and, I am free to own, very surprinug also! Am Ito
enter into un explanation of the peculiar causes of these Labilities, Doctor,
or to suppuse,” said he, “that Mr. Cashel is already couversant with {hew o

“You are to suppose, Sir,” imerposed Cashel, « that Mr. Cashel is aware
of every circumsiance upon which he does not ask you for further infor-
mation.”  There was a sternness in the way he spoke thal abashed the
other, who, openiug a huge pochet-book on the table, proceeded to scan its
contenfs wilh diligeuce; while Ticrnay, whose agitation was great, sat
watching him without speuking.

“'The transactions,” said JTloare, “date from some years back, as these
bills will show, and consist, for the wost part, in drafts, at various dates,
by Mr. Lieicester, of South Bauk, New Orleans, on Cornelius Corrigan, Esq.,
of Tubbennore.  Sowe of these have huen duly honowed; indecd, at first,
Mr. Cortigan wus punctuality itself ; but bad scasous, distress at home here,
greater donands, the conscquence of some commercial losses sustaiued by
M. Leicester in the States. all commg together, the bills were not met as
usual; renowals were given—aud, when it comes 1o ibat, M. Cashel, 1
need searcely say difliculties travel hy speeial wain  No one jumed in the
little wgh by which Mr. Tloare weleomed his own attempt at pleasantry,
aud he went on: “ M first we wavaged Lolerably well.  Mr. Corrigan de-
voled a portion of Lis mcome to Lquidatg-these claims; he made certain
sales of property ; he redneed his establishment ; in fact, I believe, be really
made every sacrifice consistent with his position——?
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“No, Sir,” hroke in Ticrnay, “but cousisient with bare subsistence.”

The violent tone of the imferruption slariled the money-lender, who
hastoned to concur with the sentiment, while he faltercd out—

“ Remewber, gentlemen, I speak only from hearsay ; of myself 1 know
nothing.”

“ Go on with your stalemeni, Sir,” said Cushel, peremptonly.

« My stalement,” said Hoare, provoked al the tone assumed towards
him, “ resolves itsclf into a debt of three thousand seven hundred aud forty-
cight pounds some odd 8hillings. There are the bills. The suws due for
interest and commission arc noted down, and will, I believe, be found duly
correct.”

“Three thousand seven hundred pounds in less than five years ! cjacu-
lated Tiernay. ¢ What iniguity I”

“If your cxpression is intended to apply to anything in ihe conduct of
this {ransaction, Sir,” said Hoare, growing pale with passion as he spoke,
“1 heg you to rememher that there is such o thing in the land as redress
for libel.”

“Jf the laws will warrant sixty per &ent., they may well punish the man
who ealls it iufamy,”" said Ticrnay, almost choking with auger.

“That will do, gentlemen, that will do,” said Hoare, 1cplacing the bills
in {he pochet-hook, while his fingers trembled with passion. “I was uot
aware that your objeet in this mecting was fo insult nre.  T'H nol expose
wyself a second tune to such a casually. Tl thank you o hand wme that
bull, dir®" This request was addressed 1o Cashel, who, with his cyes
riveled on a docwaent which bie held in both hands, sat perfectly wnmindiul
of all around him.

“J{ you will have the kinduess to give me vhat bill, Sir?” said Ioare,
again. .
¢« Shylock wants his bond,” said Tiernay, who walked up and down the
room with clenched hands, and biows hwtied mto one deep furrow.

Hoare turned a scowling glanee fowards hum, but nol trasting himself to
reply, merely repeated Ius question to Cashel.

“ How came you by this?”" ericd Roland, rising from the fable, and
holding out a written paper towards Hoarc—* £ ash, Sir, how came you by
this #” reitcrated he, winle the paper shook with (he hand that held it.

“Oh! 1 perceive,” smd Moare; *“that docuwent has no concern with
the case before us 5 il refers to another and very differcat transaction.”

“'This Is no auswer to my question, dir,” sand Cashel, sternly ; “ 1 asked,
and L ask you agaiu, how it came info your hauds ¥

“ Dow’t you thiuk, Sir, that it would be morc appropriate o express your
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regrot of having examined a paper not intended o have been submitted to
you P’ said Hoars, in a tone half insolent, half deferential.

“1 saw my name upon it,” said Cashel; ““ coupled, too, with that of
another, of whom I preserve too many memories to treat anything lightly
wherein he bears a part; besides, thore can be but little indiscretién in
reading that to which I had attached my own signature. And now, once
more, Sir, how do I see it in your possession P’

“ Really, Mr. Cashel, when the question is put in this tone and manner,
I am much disposed to refuse an answer. I can see nothing in our relutive
situations that can warrant the assumption of these airs towards me.”

« Bhylock, again ! exclaimed Tiernay, who coutinued to pace ‘the room
during this scenc with hasty strides.

« Nol so, Sir,” said Cashel, as Hoare moved towards the door, against
which, Roland now placing a chair, sat down. “Out of this room you shall
not stir, till T hear a distinet and clear account of the circumstances by
which 1 find you in possession of this paper.”

¢ You have no right, Sir, to demand such an answer.”

“ Possibly not, legally speakink,” said Cashel, whose voice became
calmer and deeper as his passion increased. ““You are more conversant
with law than I am, aud so [ take it thal your opinion is correct. But I
have the right which a good conscience and strong will beget, and 1 tell you
again, you'll not leave this room before you satisfy me, or you'll not leave
it Iiving.”

“ I call you to witness, Dr. Tiernay,” said Iloare, whose accenis trembled
with fear and anger together, « that this is a case of false imprisonment—
that a threat against my hfc has been utiered, if I do not surrender the pos-
session of certain papers.”

“ Nothing of the kind,” broke in Tiernay ; ** there is no thought of taking
anything from you by force. Mr. Roland Cashel—doubtless for good
reasons of his own—bas asked you a question, which you, demurring to
answer, he tells you that you shall not leave the room till you do.”

“ And do you fancy, Sir, that such conduct is legal  cried Hoare.

# T cannot say,” rejoincd Tiernay; “but that it is far more mild and
merciful than T could have expected under the circumstances, I am perfectly
ready to aver.”

“May 'L rend the paper out?’ said Hoarc, with a malicious scowl at
Cashel.

“ There is no need that you should, Sir,” said Roland ; *its contents are*
known to me, whom alone they concern.”

“You can, I opine, have no objection that your friend, Dr. Tiernay
should hear them #



ROLAND CASHEL. 7

« I repeat, Sir, that with the contents of that paper, neither you nor any
one else has any concern ; they relale to me, and to me alone.”

«Then I must labour under some misapprehension,” said Hoare, affec-
tedly; «T had fancied thfre was another person at least equally interested.”

“'Will you dare, Sir!” said Roland; and in the thick guttural utierance
there was that which made ihe other tremble with fear.

«Tf the matter be one, then,” said he, rallying into his former assurance,
“{hat you deem best kept secret, it would be perhaps a judicious pre-
liminary to any conversation on the subject, that Dr. Ticrnay should with-
draw.”

“ I only await Mr. Cashel’s pleasure,” said Tiernay, moving towards the
door.

“Then you will remain, Sir,” said Roland, firmly. “Remain, and listen
10 what this gentleman has so menacingly alluded. Tlerc it is: it is the
promisc, given under my hand, that I will espouse the daughter of a cerlain
Don Pedro Rica, to whom, in the date herein annexed, I have been this day
betrothed ; or, in forfeiture of such pledge, pay down the sum of seventy
thousand dollars, thereby obtaining a full release from the conditions of the
coniract. It was the rash pledge of a young and thoughtless boy, with
regard 1o oue who neither aceepted his affeetion nor acknowledged the
contract. T do not say this to absolve myself from the forfeiture, which
I am ready to acquit this hour. 1 speak of it, that, as a 1an of honour, 1
may not seem to pay a debt of fecling by a check on my banker.”

‘¢ But this betrothal,” said Tiernay ; ““ what docs it imply ?”

«1{ is a ceremony common enough in Old Spain and her once colouies,
and is simply the public recognition of a private promise of marriage.”

“You have forgotten two circumstances, 8ir,” said Hoare, whose eyes
never quitted Cashel’s face.

“ Which are they £

*One is, that this contract should be either fulfilled, or the forfeit paid,
within iwo years; twenty-one months of which have already expired.”

* True !—and the other condition P’

“That the acceplance or refusal of the forfeit is optional wilh Don
Pedro, who may, at Lis pleasure, select which clause he likes—the marriage
or the penally.”

“1 never acknowledged *this interpretation of the document,” said
Cashel, reddening. “I know Doun Pedro did, and there we wore at issue.
Methinks it were somewhat hard to compel a marriage distasteful to both
parties, and only to suit the speculations of a ruined adventurer,”

“1 hope, Sir, the likelihood of future relationship will moderate the
warmth of your language.”
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“ And is the man fool enough to fancy such a promise could he legally
enforced in this country ? said Ticrnay.

“ He is not without the opinion of learned counsel,” said Hoare ; who
are strongly of opinion that the interpretations Cfolumbxan law would put
upon the document would be recognised by our own Courts, and recognise
the marriage as such.”

“ And does he, or do you, suppose,” said Cashel, indignantly, that I
could expose her name, were I indifferent ahout my own, to be bandied
about your assize cowrts, and printed in newspapers, and made the gossip
of the town for a nine-days’ wonder?” He stopped, for he saw by the ela-
tion of Houre’s features with what triumph this avowal had beefl listencd
to. “And now, Sir, cnough has been said of this; I eome back to my
former question—How came you by this paper P’

«T received it from Don Pedro, with whom I have had much business
intercourse, and who left it in my hands a few days back.”

“Then le is in the country P’ said Cashel, anxiously.

Hoarc nodded an assent.

“Here, in Ircland! and is Mari—" He stopped suddenly, remem-
bering to whom be was speaking ; but Iloare, as if cager to show an inti-
macy with names and events, said,

“Yes, Sir, she is also here.” N

Cashel beecame silent; his mind, a very chaos of confused thought;
nmemories of his buccanecr life—its lawless habits—its wild companion-
ship—its adventures of love and war—of play—of heroism—and of mad
debauch. The Villa and Maritafin were before him as last he saw ler at
the fountain; and {rom these he came to his finc and lordly friendships,
with all their fictilious warmth ; and he began to fancy how would his pre-
sent society—the very guests at that moment beneath his roof—receive cr
recoguise his old associates.

The deep preoccupation of his look suggested to Tiernay’s mind the no-
tion that Cashel was overwhelmed by the intelligence he had just received,
and drawing close to him, he said, in a whisper, :

“That fellow is watching and enjoying your confusion; put a bolder
face on the matter, and we’ll scc what is best to be done.”

Roland started, and then, as if by an effort chasing away an unpleasant
thought, he said to Hoare,

“ Qur first business is Mr. Corrigan’s. The sum due is—"

¢ Three thousand seven hundred and f g

“Will you aceept my bill for this

“ At what date, Sir P said Hoare, cantiounsly.

3



ROLAND CASHEL. - 79

« At whatever date you please ; a month or a week.” *
“ A month be it.”
“Docs that release Mr. Comfran from cvery claim so far as your principal
is concerned ?”’
“ All, up to this date.”” .
“« By which, probably, you would imply, that new liabilities may begin
again. Is that so?” -
«J think, from the nature of Mr. Leicesler’s claim, such an event is not
impossible.”
“ Never mind the threat,” whispered Tiernay—* it is but a threat.”
“As to the other affair,” said Cashel, approaching Hoare, “I will ac-
company you to tovn. I will see Don Pedro myself.”
¢ That will be difficult, Sir. I am not at liberty to mention his place of
abode ; nor does he wish his presence here to be known.”
« But to me,” said Cashel, ““this objection cannot apply.”
“His orders are positive, and wnthout qualification ; but auy proposition
which you desire to submit—
,  “Can come through Mr. Hoare?” saifl Cashel, sneeringly. “I prefer
doing these things in person, Sir.”
“Lieave this to me,” whispered Ticrnay ; “ T'll manage him belter.”
Cashel squeezed his fricod’s arm in asseut, and turned away; while
Hoare, reseating himself, proceeded to draw out the bill for Cushel’s signa-
ture. .
“You arc aware,” said Tiernay, *that Corrigan can give you nothing but
personal security for this sum, and the .lease of Tubber-beg?” But
Cashel did not heed ithe remark, deep’ as he wag in his own reflections.
“There is a small sum—a few thousand pounds—of Mary’s, settled at her
mother’s marriage.  You are not attending to me,” said he, perceiving
the preoccupation of Roland’s look. “I was mentioning that Mary .
Leicester—"

“Yes,” said Cashel, talking his thoughts aloud, “io marry her would,
indeed, be the true solution of the difficulty.”

“What did you say P whispered Tiernay, upon whose ear the muttered
words fell distinetly.

“8he would refusc me,” Roland went on; “the more certainly that I
am rich. I know her well; ile rank, the station, the thousand flatieries
that wea]th bestows, would be things for her mockery if unallied with
power.”

“ You are wrong, quite wrong,” sa.ld Tiernay ; “her ambltlon is of a dif-
ferent order. Mary Leicester—" - .
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¢ Mary Leicestbr I”” cchoed Cashel ; and, in his suddenly awakened look,
Tiernay at once perceived that some mistake had oceurred. Hoare relieved
the awkwardness of the moment as he said,

“ This wants but your signature, Sir, and the matter is finished.”

Cashel wrote his name ou the bill and was turning away, when Hoare
said,,
. *These are the bills; they arc now your property, Sir.””

“For what purpgse ?” ‘

“ They are vouchers for your claim on Mr. Corrigan,” said Hoare.

“His word will suffice,” said Cashel; and gathering them up, he hurled
them into the fire.

“ A costly blaze that,” said Hoare, as he watched the conflagration.

“Speak to him, Dooctor; learn what you can of Rica for me; if moncy
will do it, I’ll not quarrel with the price,” said Cashel {0 Ticrnay, in a low
tone. * Another point—I was nigh forgeiting it—you’ll not tell Mr. Cor-
rigan how the matter has been arranged.  Promise me thjs. Nay, T havea
yeason for it—a reason you shall hcur fo-morrow or next day, and will ac-
knowledge to be good. Xeep mY secret for a month ; I ask no longer.”

“For a month, then, I am silent,” said Tiernay. ‘

“Let me see you to-morrow early,” said Cashel. *Will you hreakfast
with me ?” ‘

“No: I'll not risk my character by goiug twice to your grand house in
the same weck ; hesides, I am going to Limerick.”

““Good might, then,” said Cashel; “good night, Sir.” And with a
formal bow to Hoare, Rolaud lefl the room, and took his way homeward
alone. .

CHAPTER XTI.

The Devil’s back-parlour—a bachelor’s room '
MirYARrD.

‘Wrie Cashel continued his way homeward a very joyous party had as-
sembled in Lord Charles Frobisher’s room, who were endeavouring, by the
united merits of cigars, écarté, hazard, and an excellent supper, of which
they partook at intervals, to compensale themselves for the unusual dulness
of the drawing.room. It is well known how often the least entertaining
individuals in general society become the most loguacious members of a
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parly assembled in this fashion. The restraints which had held them in
check before arc no longer present. Their loud specch and empiy laughter
arc not any longer under ban, and they are tolerated by better men, pretty
much as children are endured, because at least they are natural.

At a yound table in the middle of the room were a group engnged at
hazard. Uptlon was decp in écarté with his brother officer, Jennings, while
Frobisher lounged about, sipping weak negus, and making his bets at either
table as fancy or fortune suggested. The supper-table had few votaries;
none, indeed, were seated at it save Meek, Who, with a newspaper on his
knee, scemed singularly out of place in the noisy gathering.

“Eleven’s the nick—eleven! I say, Charley, have at you for a pony,”
called out a boyish-looking Dragoon, from the middle table. *

“You’re under age, young gentleman,” said Frobisher; “I can’t afford
to bet with you. Wait a moment, Upton, T’ll back you thxs time. Twenty
sovereigns-—will you have it P

“ Done ! said Jonnings, and the game began.

¢ The King,” cried Upton ; “I propose.”

“To which of them ?”” said a sharp-looking Infaniry Captain, behind his
chair,

“ Olivia, of course,” slipped in Jennings.

“Td give fifty pounds to know if they have thc money people say,”
cried Upton.

“Meek can tell you—ribe knows cverytlnng I say, Downie,” said Jeu-
mngs, *come here for a moment, and enlighten us on a most mterest'mg
point.”

“Oh dear! what is it? This room is so very eold. Don’t you thmk
Frobisher, that a double door would be advisable ¥

*“ A green one, with a centre pane of glass, would make it devilish like a
‘hell,”  said Upton ; upon which the company all laughed approvingly.

¢ 'What is it you want 7 said Meek, approaching, glass in hand.

“Play out the game, and have your gossip afterwards,” said Frohisher,
who felt far more anxious about tlc fate of his twenty pounds than for the
result of the conversation.

“ A Queen of Hearts,” said Upton, leading ; then, turmng to Meek, said,

«These Kennyfeck girls—can you tell what the figure is ?*

& Poor dear things,” said Meek, piteously; “they should be very well
ﬁ ”

“T score two!” said Upton.  Well, have they twenty thousand each

“I should say more. Oh dear me! they must have more! Kennyfeck
holds a heavy morigage on legoif’s estate, and has a great deal of other
property.”

voLr. I1. ]
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“Then it would be a good thmg Meek, eh #7 suid Jennings.

“Game ! cricd Upton, showing his cards upon the tahle. _

““There i3 s0 much chaffing about girls and their forbunes, one caw’t play
his game here,” said Jenmngs, 2s he threw down a handful of gold on the
board.

“Who was it ovdered the post-horses for to-morrow P” said a youth at
the supper-table.  «The MacFarlines P

“No; Lord Kilgofl.”

“T assure you,” cried a third, “it was the Kennyfecks. There has been

¢ flare-up’ about moucy between Cashel and him, and it is said he’ll losc
thc ageney. Who'll get it, I wonder

“7Tom Linton, of course,” said the former speaker. ,“T’d wager he is
gone off to Dublin to furbish up sceurities, or scmething of that kind.”

“ Who'd give Tow trust, or go bail for him ?” said Frobisher.

A very general laugh did not sound like a contradietion of the scutiment.

1 heury a week aau,” said the Cornet, “1hat Kilgoff would stand securily
o any amount for him.”

“Ab, that comes of my Lady’s good opinion of him {” cried Jeanings.

“ Nay, don't say thaf, it looks so ill-natured,” sighed Meck; “and there
is really nothing in it.  You know she and Tom were old friends. Ob dear,
it was so sad 1

 Where does Cashel get such execrable champague ?’ said an Infantry
man with o very wry expression of face.

“It’s dry wine, that’s all,” said Frobisher, *“ and about the hest ever im-

*porled.” -

“We'd be very sorry Lo drink it ab our mess, my Lord, I know that,”
said the other, evidently nettled at the correetion..

“ Yours is the Fifty-third #” said a Guardsman.

“Noj the Thirty-fifth.”

“ Aw! same thing,” sighed he; and he stoopcd to seleet a cigar.

“1 wish the Kennyfecks were not gol 1g,” said Upton, drawing his chair
closer 1o Meck’s; « there are so fow houscs one wmeels them at.”

“You should speak 1o Linton about that,” whispered Meek.

« Here’s Jim’s health—hip, hip, hurrah!” ecried out a white moustached
hoy, who had joined a Ilussar regimcnt a few weeks before, and was now
excessively tipsy.

The laughter at this toqst was increased by Meek’s holding out his glass
to be filled as he asked, « Of course—whose health is it ¥

¢ One of Frobisher’s trainers,” said Upton, readily.

“No, il’s no such thing,” hiceupped the Hussar. “1 was proposing a-
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Lumper to the hghtest snaffie hand fmm tlus to Doncaster-=the best Judgc
of a line of country in the kingdom——

« Thai’s me,” said a jolly voice, and at the same instant the door was
flung wide, a.nd Tom Linton, splashed from the road, and tra el-stzunod
entered.

“I must say, gentlemen, you are no churls of your wit and pleasantry,
for, as I came up the stairs, I could hear every word you were saying.”

«Oh dear, how dreadful! and we were talking of yow, too,” said Meck,
with a piteous air, that made every one laugh.

A thousand questions as to where he had been—whom Wlth—-and what
for? all buwst upon Linton, who only escaped importunity bygeclaring that
he was balf dead with hunger, and would answer nothing till he had eaten.

“S0,” said he, at length, after having devoted twemty minutes 1o a
grouse pic of most cunning architecture, “you never guessed where 1 had
been P’

“Oh! we had guesses enough, if that served any purposc.”

T thought it was a bolt, Tom,” said Uplon; “bul as she appeared al
breakfast, as usual, I saw my mistake.” -

“Mcek heard that you had gone over to Downing-street to ask for the
Trish Scerctaryship,” said Jennings.

T said you had been to have a talk wi. ]1 Scott about ‘Regulator;” wasT
far off 1he mark ¥

« Mrs. White sug,g(,st,ed an uncle’s death,” said Frobisher; “ but uncles
don’t die now-a-days.”

“Did you buy the colt P—Have you backed ¢ Runjeet Singh ”—Arc yon
to have the agency P—THow gocs on the borough canvass?’ and twenty
similar querics now pourcd in on him.

“Well, Isce,” cried he, laughing, I shall sadly disappoint all the ealen-
lations founded on my shrewdness and dexterity, for the whole object of my
Journey was to seeure a wardrobe for our fancy ball, which I suddenly heard
of as being al ldmerick ; and so, "ot trusting the mission to another, I
stavted off myself, and herc I am, with materials for more Turks, Monks,
Suilors, Watchmen, Greeks, Jugglers, and T rolcse, than ever travelled in
auyililug save a caravan with one horse.”

“ Arc your theatrical intentions all-abandoned ?’ eried Jennings.

T trust not,” said Linton ;*“but I heard that Miss Meck had decided
on the hall to come off first.”

“Hip! hip! hip!” was moaned out, in very lachrymose fone, {rom a
;0&;{ where the boy Hussar, very sick and very tipsy, lay siretched on his

e
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“ Who is that yonder ?” asked Linton.

« A young fellow of ours,” said Jennings, indolently.

«TI thought they made their heads better at Sandhurst.”

“They used in my time,” said Upton; “but you have no idea how the
thing has gone down.” .

“Quite true,” chimed in another; “and I don't think we’ve scen the
worst of it yet. Do you know, they talk of an examivation for all candi-
dates for commissions !”

“Well, I must say,” lisped the Guardsman, “I believe it would be an
improvement for the < Line.””

“The Hoggehold Brigade can dispense with information,” ssuid an In-
fantry Captain. .

“T demur to the system altogether,” said Linton. ¢ Physicians tell us
that the intellectual development is always made at the expense of the
physical, and as oue of the dutics of a British army is to suffer ycllow
fever in 1he West Indies and cholera in the East, I vote for leaving thew
sirong m constitution and intacl in strength as vacani heads and thought-
less skulls can make them.” ¢

“Ob dear me! yes,” sighed Meck, who, by one of his mock concurrences,
cffectually blinded the less astute portion of the audience from seeing Lin-
ton’s impertinence.

“ What has been doing here in my absence *” said Linton; “have you
no event worth recording for me ¥

“There is a story,” said Upton, “that Cashel and Kennyleck have
quarrelled—a serious rupture, they say, and not to he repaired.”

“Tlow did it originate P—Somecthing about the management of the pro-
perty ?”

“No, no—it was a row among the women.  They laid some scheme for
making Cashel propose for one of the girls.”

* Not Olivia, I hope ?* said Upton, as he lighted a new cigar.

1 rather suspect it was,” interposc: another.

“In any case, Linton,” cried Jennings, “you are to be the gaincr, for
the rumour says, Cashel will give you the agency, with his house to live in,
and a very jolly thing to spend, while he goes abroad to travel.”

“If this news be true, Tom,” said Frobisher, “I'll quarter my yecar-
lings on you ; there is a capital run for yotng horses in those flats along
the river.”

“The house is cold at this season,” said Meck, with a sad smile; “but
I think it wonld be very endurable in the autumn months. I shouldn’t say
but you may see us here again at that time.”
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¢TI Lope ‘ours’ may be quartered at Limerick,” said an Infantry man,
with u most suggestive look at the comforts of the apartment, which were
a pleasing contrast to barrack-room accommodation.

“Make yourselves perfectly ai home here, gentlemen, when thal good
time comes,” said Linton, with onc of his carcless laughs. T tel) you
frankly, that if Cashel does make me such a proposal—a step whish, from
his knowledge of my indolent, lazy habits, is far from likely—I only ncuept
on one condition.”

“ What is that P’ cried a dozen voices.

“That you will come and pass your next Christmas here.”

« Agreed—agreed I’ was chorused on every side.

“T suspect, from that bit of spontancous hospitality,” whispered Fro-
bisher to Meek, “that the cvent is something below doubtful.”

Mecek nodded. .

“What is Charley saying ?”’ cried Linton, whose quich. cye caught the
glance interchanged between the two.

1 was telling Meek,” said Frobisher, “1ihat 1 don’t put faith enough in
the condition to aceept the invitation.”

«TIndeed I’ said Linton, while he turned to the table and filled his glass,
to hide a passing sign of mortificaiion.

“Tom Liuton, for « man’s agent, seems pretby like what old Frederick
used to call, keeping a Goat for a Gardener.”

< You arc fond of giving the odds, Frobisher,” said Lintou, who, for some
minutes, continued to take glass wfler glass of champague; “now, whai’s
vour bet that T dow’t do the honours here next Christmas-day £

“1 ean’t say what you mean,” said Frobisher, languidly. ¢ I've scen
vou do “the honours ™ at more than one fable where you were the guest.”

“This, L suppose, is meant for a pleasantiry, my Lord ?” said Linton,
while his face became flushed with passion.

1t is meant for fact,” said Frobisher, with a steady coolness in his air
and aceent.

“A fact! and not in jesi, then?” said he, approaching where the other
sat, and speaking in a low voice.

“That’s very quarrclsome wine, that dry champagne,” said Frobisher,
lazily ; “dow’t drink any more of j.”

Linton {ried to smile; the effort, at first nol very successlul, beeame
casier after a moment, and it was with o resumption of his eld mauner he
said,

“T'll take you two to one in fiftics that 1 act the host here this day
twelvemonth.”
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“You hear that offer, genuiemen r gaia gromsuer, addressing the party
“ Of course it is meant without any reservation, and so I take it.”

He produced a betting- book as be said this, and hegun o write in it with
his pencil.

“Would you prefer it in hundreds P said Linton

Frobisher noddod an assent.

*Or shall we do the thing sportingly, and say two thousand to one?”
continued he.

“ Two thousand o one be ii,” said Frobisher, while the least possible
smile might be detected on his usually immovable features.  “There is no
Lnowing how to word this bet,” said he, at lust, after two or tltrec eflorts,
followed by as many erasures; “you must wrile it yourself.”

Linton took the pencil, and wrotc vapidly for « few sceonds.

“ Will that dot” said he.

And Frobisher read {o himself—=* ¢Mr. Linton, two thousaud to onc with
Lord C. Frobisher, that he, T. L., on the anniversary of this day, shall pre-
side a, master of the house Tubbermore, by duc rght and title, and not by
any tavout. grace, or sanction of any onc whatsoever.”

“Yes, that will do, perfeetly,” said Frobisher, as he closed the hook,
and westored it 1o Tus poeket.

“Was the champague so strong as you cxpeeled ¥ whispered Uplon, as
he passed behind Fiobisher’s chaur.

A very knowing nod of acquieseence was the only reply.

Tnderd, it did not require the practised shrewduess of Lowd Charles, or
his ammilarly sharp-eyed friends, to see that Tinfouw's manner was very dif-
ferent from his habitual calm eolleetedness, while he continued o dunk ou
with the air of & man thut was resolved ou buryw bis faculties w e
cxeifemend of wine.

Meek slipped away soon ufler, and, al Twtow’ suggestion, a rouge-el
noir bank was formed, at which the play became fugh, and lus ow 1 osses
very considerable. Iz

Iu was alrendy daylight, aud the Shl'hulls were stivrmg i the house ere
the party broke up.

«“Master Tom has had a squecze toaight,” said Jeuniugs, as he was
bidding Upton good by at his door.

1 cart understaud it at all,” replicd the other. e played withont
Judgment, aud betied m\hly ou every side. 1t was far more hike ttofaud
Cushel than Tom Linton.”

“ Well, you remcmber he said—-to he sure it was after drinhing o quan
tity of wine--¢ Master Roland and T may change characters yet. Let ns
sec if he can play “ Linton,” as well as [ can « Cashel.”
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“He's 50 deep, that I wouldn't say but there is sowmething wader all
this.” And so they parted, sadly puzzled what interpretation tr put on
conduct, the mere resnlt of a passing iufcwnperance; for so it is, “your
cunuing men” are mever reputed to be so decp by the world as when by
some accident they have forgotion their craft.

CHAPIER XIIL

With a bright Yie upon his hook,
* He played mankind, as anglera play a fish.
Corree.

Ax hour’s sleep and a cold Lath restored Lunton to himself, and cre the
guesis of Tubbermore were stirrmg, he wws up and ready for the day He
dressed with more than usual care, and having ordered a hovse to he saddled
and « groom to follow hun, he sauntered out into the park, taking the road
that led to the village

The groom rapndly overtook him ; and then, mounting, he rode at a hrisk
trol down the road, and drew up at 1he door of the Doctor’s house  To his
guestion, “ I Mr. Tiernav weic al home *” he recewved for answer, that
“1le had set out for Lamerick that morning,” nor did the servant know
when he might be expeeted back.

Tor a moment this intelligence appewred to derange his plans, but he
rallied soon, and turning his borse’s head towards Tubbermore, muticied to
bimself: “ As well—perhaps better as 1t i8.”  Lle rode fast ill he gamed
the wood, and then dismounting, he gave the lorse 1o the groom, with
directions 1o go home, as he woule Q,{'ntum on foot.

He stood lookng after the horses as they retired, and it seemed as 1f his
{hioughts were following them, so intent was hie gaze; but, long after they
Jad disappeared, he remaincd standing in the same place, his featuves still
fwearing the same expression of highly-wrunght occupation. The spot
where he stood was a little eminence, from whicli the view stretehed, upon
one side, over the waving woods of the demesne ; and, an the other, showed
alimpses of the Shannon, as,.in #s sweeping curves, it indented the margin
of the grounds. Perbaps not another'point conld be found which diaplayed
so happily the extent and importance of the demesne, and yet concesled so
well yhatever detracted from its picturesque effect. The meighbouring
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village of Derraliceny—a poor, straggling, ruinous street of thatched hovels,
like most Irish villages—was altogether hidden from view, while of the
great house itself, an object with few pretensions to architectural elegance,
only so much was visible as indicated its size and extent. The lilile coltage
of Tubher-beg, however, could be scen entire, glittering in the morning’s
sun like a ge, its hright-leaved hollies and dark laurels forming a little
grove of foliage in the midst of winter’s barrcuness.

If this was by far the most striking object of the picture, it was not that
which attracted most of Linfon’s attention. On the contrary, his cye
ranged more willingly over the wide woods which stretched for miles aloug
the river’s side, and rosc and fell in many a gentle undulation inland. A
commou-place observer, had such been there to mark him, would have pro-
nounced him one passionately devoled to scenery; a man who loved io
walch the passing cloud-shadows of a landscape, enjoying with all a painter’s
delight the varying tints, the graceful lines, the sharp-thrown shadows, and
the brilliant lights of a woodland picturc; a decper physiognomist would,
however, have scen that the stern stare, and the compressed lip, the infense
preoceupation which every feature exhibited, did not denote a wind bent
upon such themes.

“Tom Linton, of Tubbermore,” said he, at length--and it scemed as if
uttering the words gave relief to his overburdened facultics, for Lis face re-
laxed, and his habitnal, casy smile returned to his mouth—< Linton, of Tub-
hermore 5 it sounds well, too,

“ Aud then the great gawe! that game for which I have pined so long
and wished so ardently—which 1 have stood by and scen others play-and
lose, where T ecould have won—ay, won rank, honour, station, and fame.
The heavies! eurse that lies on men like me is to watch those who rise to
cwinence in the world and kuow their utler shallowness and incapacity.
There will soon be an end 1o that now. Stand by, gentlemen; make way,
my Lords Charles and Harry; it is Tom Linton’s twrn—not Linton the
¢ Adventurer,” as you were gracious cno]gh 1o eall him—not the bear-leader
of a Marquis, or the hanger-on of his Grace the Duke, bal your equal in
rank and forlune—more than your cqual in other things; the man who
knows you all thoroughly, not fancying your deficicneies and speeulating on
vour short-comings, as your vulgar adversaries, your men of cotton consti-
tuencies, are wont 1o do, but the man who hus seen you in your club and
your drawing-room, who has eaten, drunk, betted, played and lived with you
all! who knows your tactics well, and can expound your ¢aristocratic pre-
judices better than ever a Quaker of them all *——Not but,” said he, after a
pause “another line would satisfy me equally. The Peerage, with such

3]
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fortune as this, is no inordinate ambition ; a few years in the House, of that
dogged, unmanageable conduct Englishmen call independence—a capricious-
ness in voting—the repute of refusing office, and so on. There’s no
originality inthe thought, but it succeeds as well as if therc were! Besides,
if bard pressed, I can be a Romanist, and, as times go, with every party ;
that is a strong claim. And why not Lord Linton? 1have no doubt”—and
he laughed as he spoke this—* there 4s a Pecrage in the family already, if T
only knew where to look forit!

“And now, sufficient of spceulation! to open the campaign!” $o
saying, he descended the knoll, and ook the path which led to the cottage.
As he drew near the wickel, be saw a man lounging beside it, in all that
carcless indifference which an Irish peasant can assume, and soon perccived
it was Tom Keane, the gatekeeper.

“ Good morrow, Tom; how comes it you are up here so early P’

“’Tis in throuble T am, your Honer,” said he, taking off his hat, and
putting on that supplicating look so characteristic of his class. “The
master’s going to turn me out of the litile place beyant.”

“ What for #”

“ For nothing at all, your Iloner : that's just it ; but ould Kennyfeck put
him up to it.”

“Up o what? That scems the whole question.”

“Your loner may remimber, that when you came here first, the cattle
of the neighbours was used to come and pick a mouthful of grass—and poor
grass it wus—bckase there was no way of keeping them out. Well,
when the master came down, and all the people, by coorse the cows and
pigs couldn’t be et in as afore; for, as the agint said, it was a disgrace to
sce them under the nose of the quality, running about as if it was Douny-
brook fair! ¢ Don’t let them appear here again, Tom Keane,” says he, ‘or
it will be worse for you” And sorra onecver I let in since that, 1ill it was
dark night. But ould Mr. Kennyfeek, the other evening, takes it into his
head to walk into the park, ard comes right into a crowd of two-yeur-old
bulls, and didn’t know a bit where “he was, till a man ealled out, ¢ Lic down
on your face, for the love of the Virgin, or you arc a dead man. The bull-
sheensis comin’ ’  And down he lay, sure enough, and hard work they had
to get bim up afterwards, for the herd weut over him as the man drov’ them
off; and what between bruises and fear, he kept his bed two days ; but the
worst of it was, 1he spalpeens said that they paid threepence apicee for the
hullsheens cvery night for the grass, and it was to me they gave it.”

““Which, of course, was untrue ? said Linton, smiling knowingly.

By coorse it was I said Tom, with a laugh, whose meaning there was no
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mistaking; “and 5o, 'm {0 be turned out of ‘ the gate,’ and to losec my few
acres of ground, and be thrun on the wide world, just for sake of an
attorney I -

It is very hard—very hard indeed.”

“Isn’t it now, your Honer P”

“A case of destitution, completely; what the newspapers call exter-
mination.”

“ Xixactly, Sir—tarnination, and nothing less.”

“ But how comes it that you arc up here, on thai aceount F*’

1 was thinking, Sir, if T saw Miss Mary, and could get her to spake a
word to the master—they say she can do what she plazes with him.”

¢ Indeed —who says so ¥

“The servants’ hall says it; and so does Mr. Corrigan’s ould butler.
He towld me the olher day that he hoped he’d be claning the plate np at
the big house before he died.”

“How so?” said Linton, affecting not to catch the intention of the
remark.

“Just that he was to be butler at the Hall when the master was married
to Miss Mary.”

« And so, 1 suppose, this is very likely to happen ?* '

“Sure yer Honer knows betther than ignorani craytures like us; bub
faix, if walking about in the moonhght there, among the flowers, and
talking together like whisperiv’, is any sign, I wouldn { wonder if it came
about.”

“Indecd! and they have got that far #”

* Ay, fuith I said Tom, with a significance of look only an Irishman or
an Italian can call up.

“Well, 1 had no suspicion of this,” said Linton, with a frankness meant
to invite further confidence.

“An’ why would yer Honer? Sure wasn’t it always on the evenings,
when the company was all together in the great louse, that Mr. Cashel
used to steal down here and tie his horse to the wicket, and then gallop
back again at full speed, so that the servants towld me he was never missed
out of the room.”

« And docs she like him—do they say she likes him ?”

«Not like him wid a place such as {his!** said Tom, waving hLi$ hand
towards the wide-spreading fields and-woods of the demesne. * Bathershin!
sure the Quecn of England right be proud of it ! ‘

“Very true,” said Linton, affecting {0 be struck by the shrewduess of
the speaker.

“See now,” said Tom, who beoan to feel a certmn importance from
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being listened to, *I know faymales well, and so I ought! but - take the
nicest, quictest, and most innocent one among them, and by my conscience
ye’ll see, *tis money and money’s worth she cares for more nor ihe best
man that ever stepped! Tell her ’tis silk she’ll be wearin’, and goald -
in her ears, and yc may be as ould and ugly as Tim Hogan at ihe eross-
roods !

«You haven’t a good opinion of the fair sex, Thomas,” said Linton, care- .
lessly, for he was far less interested in his speculations than his facts.
_“Well, as to your own case,—leave thal in my hands. I may not lave all *

the influence of Miss Leicester, but I suspect that I can do what you want
on this oceasion.” And without waiting for the profuse expressions of his
gratitude, Linton passed on and entered the garden, through which a little
path led dircctly to the door of the cottage.

« At breakfast, I supposc?” said Linton to the servant who received
him,

. %The master is, Sir; but Miss Mary isn’t well this morning.”

¢ Nothing of consequence, I hope #”

“QOnly a headache from fatigue, Sir.” *So saying, he ushercd Linton,
whose visits were admitted on the most intimatc footing, into the room
where Mr. Corrigan sat by himself at the breakfast-table.

 Alone, Sir!” said Linton, as he closed the door behind him, and con-
veying in his look an air of surprise and alarm.

“ Yes, Mr. Linton, almost the only time I remember to have been so
for many a year. My poor child has had a night of some anxiety, which,
although bearing well at the time, has exacted its penalty at last in a slight
attack of fever. It will, T {rust, pass over in a few hours; and you—
where have you been—they said you had been absent for a day or two #7

“ A very short ramble, Sir—one of business rather than pleasure. 1
learned suddenly—by anewspaper paragraph, too--that a distant relative of
my mother’s had died in the East, leaving a cousiderable amount of pro-
perty 1o mysell; and so, setting out, 1 arrived at Limerick, iuiending to

sail for Liverpool, when, who should T meet, almost the firs! person 1
saw, bul wy agent, jusi come in hastc from London, to confer with me
on the subject. The meeting was so far agreeable, that it saved me a
1ourney 1 bad no fancy for, and also put me in possession of the desired
information regarding the proptrty. My agent, speaking of course from
imperfect knowledge, calls it a large—what a man like myself would style—
a very large fortune.”

“T give you joy, with all my heart,” cried Corrigan, grasping his hand
m both his, and shaking it cordially. “ When wealth descends to men
who have shown their ability to maintain an honourable station without
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it, the chances are greatly in fayour of its being nobly and generously’
employed.”

“ How I hope that I may not disgrace your theory,” said Linton, « for I
am'not ashamed to assert that I have fulfilled the first condition of the
category. 'With little else but good birth and a fair education, I had to
start in the race against others with every aid of fortune, and if I have not
reached a more elevated position, I can say that the obstacle lay rather in
my own scruples than my incapacity. I declined Parliamentary life because
I would not be a nominee ; I had a glancing suspicion that my time would
come, oo, when, without other check upon my motives than the voice of
conscience, I should stand in the British Scnate a frec and independent
member. If I have waited patiently for this hour, I hope I have nol
abused the leisurc interval, and that I may bring to the public service
something besides the zeal of one who fecls the importance of his trust.”

“Therc is no failure with intentions pure and honourable as thesc,” said
Corrigan, warmly. “It does not need your talents, Mr. Linton, to ensure
success in such a path; one-half of yoxr ability, so nobly backed, would
reach the goal. And now tell mz, if I be not indiscreet in asking some of
your plans, what place do you mean to stand for ?”

“Our good borough of Derraheeny,” said Linton, half smiling. “I am
in a measure committed to continue my canvass there, and, indeed, have
already entered into securilies to kecp my pledge. T sce these words sound
a little mysteriously, but I intend {o explain them; only I must ask one
favour of you. I hope, before T leave the room, 1o show that T have, if not
a claim upon your generosity, at least a plea to warrant my reqicst. My
entr e'zfy is this, that you will never dwulge to any one what I shall now tell
you.”

“Pray, my dear friend, consider for a moment, what you are asking. Why
make me the depositary of a secret ?  An old man, whose very years are like
“fissures in the strong keep,” where mysteries should he imprisoned.”

 Could T participate in your reasonings, my dear Sir, there is yet cnough
in the present instance to make it an cXception. This is a matter you ought
to know for your sake, and to keep secret for mine.”

Then you have my promise,” said Corrigan, frankly.

“T’ll be brief with my explanation,” said Linton. “ When therec was a
design, some time back, of my acoepting the representation of the borough,
Cashel offered me his property of Tubber-beg, on terms which very nearly
approached a gift., This—though at the time our rclations were those of
the closest friendship—I refused; but, as T had made some progress in my
canvass of the borough, there was a difficulty in abandoning the position ;
and so the matter hung, each hoping that the other would suggest some
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arrangement that might satisfy both. This fortunate device, however, was
not to be discovered, and as, for some time back, our intercourse had become
gradually less intimate, the chance of such a solution diminished daily.

“In this way the affair stood, when, a couple of mornings since, 1 felt it
my duty, as one who really fell an interest in him, to remonstrate with
Roland on a circumstance which, without any affectation of prudery, would
have gravely compromised himsclf, and, worse still, another person. Tt was
a case—1I know not caactly how to touch upon a matter of such delicacy—
enough if T say it was one where a persistence in his conduet must have
ended in disgrace to him, ruin and misery to another. Poor thing' she is,
indeed, to be pitied; and if there be extenuation for such cascs, hers is onc
1o claim it. 1 knew her as Laura Gardiner, the handsomest creature I cver
beheld.  Well, well, it is a theme I must not linger on. Cashel, so far from
receiving my counsel as I hoped, and indeed expeeted, resented it with anger
and rudeness, and even questioned the degree of intimacy ou which 1 pre-
sumed to give my unasked advice.

“I am fortunately a man of cool temper, and so I bore this ungencrous
return better than mosl others might ; anfl seeing that it would possibly be
the last occasion I should ever have of giving even unwilling counsel, I
spoke 1o him freely and openly. I told him that his mode of living, while
derogatory 1o the hopes conecived of him, was one that must end ai last in
ruin; that no fortunc could stand his losses at play, and the wasteful extra-
vagance of his eaprices. I pressed the matter as strongly as I was able, and
represenicd that his habits bore no refercnce whatever to his income,

“¢Jt is quilc true,” said he, with a sneering tone; ‘I cannot readily
forgel I am chargeable with all {hese wasteful ways you speak of, nor do L
feel that I make any the slighlest defence of myself, in regard to habits,
where my gencrosily has been as lavish as it has been ill-bestowed.’

<Y wish I knew if I understand you aright P’ said I.

“ ¢ Your comprehcusion is of the quickest where there is question of a
favour to be received.

“1 did not trust myself with any answer to this speech, which I well knew
was a trait of his old buccaneer life. I withdrew, and hastening 1o his law-
agent, Kennyfeck, I at once arranged for the purchase of this small pro-
perly. The moment for me was propitious. They were in want of ready
money, and the treaty was completed the same day. There is the title.”

As he spoke, he threw down the parchment deed upon the table, and lay
back in his chair, waiching with intense delight the expression of sadness
and disappointment on Corrigan’s features.

“ Good Heavens I exclaimed the old man at last, * how deceived I have
been in him1”
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“T confess that is what wounds me most in the whole transaction,” said
Linton, with a mock emotion in his mamer. “One is well accustomed
through life to meet sordid motives in mere men of the wozld, and who deem .
their low-born subtilty éleverness; but to find a young fellow, beginning life
with an ample fortune and a fair posxtxon, surrounded. by all the blandmh-
ments that wealth charms up—"

“Hold ! cried Corrigan, laying his hand on Linton’s arm; “I cannot
bear this. 1t is not at my age, Sir, that disappointments like these can be
borne casily. I have too short a time before me here to bope to recover
from such shocks.”

T would not willingly give you pain, my dear Sir; nor, indeed, is this
the topic on which T am most anxions to address you. Another aud a very
different interest led me hither this morning; and, although 1 have thought
long and maturely on the subject, T aw as far as ever from knowing how to
approuch it. My own unworthiness to what I aspire vecoils upow me at
every instant, and nothing but the indulgent kindness with which you liave
always regarded me could give me courage. Forgive me this proliaity ; I
am like one who fears to plunge, Test he should never rise again.”

“1f my cstimate of you be corrcet,” said ke old man, Jaying his hand
upon Linton’s, “ihe goal must needs be high 1o which you dare not aspire.”

“It is indeed so!” cried Linton, as if carvied away by an irresistible
cmotion. “ To me it means station, hope, worldly success, happiness,—ay,
lifc itsclf. 1 cannot longer tamper with your f{eeliugs, nor my own. The
ambition of which I speak, is {o be your son; not alone in the affectionate
love which already T bear you, but by the closest and dearest ties, to be
bound to you in the same chain by which she is, who owns all niy heart and
all my destiny.”

He stopped as if overcome ; and Corrigan, compassionating the agitation
he seemed to sufler, said,

“DBe calm, my dear friend ; this takes me by surprise. I was not in any
way prepared for such an announcement; nor have I courage to look at its
COLSCQUENCEs 3 Poor, ?

““Nay, such cruelty was not in niy thoughts. It was with far other in-

“tentious T became possessed of the property. 1t was in ihe glorious hope

that it woald be our home—yows and mine together; not to render your
hearth desolate, but to give it anolber guest,“whose duty would be his title
to be tlicre.”

“Let me think,—let me reflect on this,~~let me separalc my own sclfish
thoughts from the higher ones thut should guide e, You liave not spoken
to my daughter #” '
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“ No, Sir; I deemed the more honourable course o have your sanction
or, if ot that, to bury my sorrows in silence for ever.”

“ There is so much to consider, and I am so weak and infirm, so inade-
quatc to decide. * Your proposal is a proud ouc for#ny girl, I know it ; and
we arc proud, although poor. Ay, Mr. Linton, poor to very necessity ! 1f
her affeetions were engaged by you, if I saw that your high qualitics had
made the impression upon her that they have on me, I own this offer would
delight me ; but can you say this is the casc P

* I hope, 8ir, I am not indifferent to Miss Leicester, The humble for-
tune which has restrained me hitherto, and prevented my prosceuting an
attachmentsto which I felt T had no claim, exists no longer. I am indepen-
dent in means, as in opinion ; and, however conscious of my personal un-
worthiness in all that regards statjon and condition, I'm in a position to
satisfy you. T ouly ask your sanction o address Miss Leicester—to know,
in fact, that if I should prove aceeptable to Zer, that yow will not look un-
favourably upon me.”

¢ This appeurs most candid and fair on your part ; and it is a {ime when
we must hoth use candour and fairness. ® Now, Mr. Linton, there ave cir-
cumstances which at this moment involve me in considerable difficulty; T
caunol enter into them just yet ; bub they may ofler grave gbstucles to what
you propose. 1 will, therefore, beg of you not to press me for my answer.
I see this delay is displeasing—"

“Nay, Sir, 1 am rcady to yield to anything you suggest; but is it not
possible that my assistance and advice might be of service in ihese difficul-
ties you speak of £

“There is another point, Mr. Linlou—and 1 know you will {hiuk better
of me for all my frankness.  Are your friends—your family I mean—awure
of this step of yours; are you certain of their concurrence iy it ¥

«T have few relatives living, Sir,” said Linton, reddeuing; “bul I can
answer for their participation n all that so nearly concerns my happiness.”

“This evening, then ; come t, 'ue this evening, then,” said Mr. Corrigan,
“and you shall hear my sentiments.”

“This is most kind : 1 can ask for nothing more,” said Linton ; and with
a most affeclionate pressurc of the old man’s hand, departed.
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CHAPTER XIV.

Be grateful too! you ask, “for what ?”
Simply, for that you never got;
And you'll get something yet.

MAcmAvELLL TRAVFSTIED.
.

Mg, Lixtox, Like a large majority of the cunning people in this world,
made the mistake of supposing that every one had an “after-thought —
some secret mental reservation in all he said; that, in fact, no one told “the*
whole truth” on any subject. Now, judging Mr. Corrigan by this rule, he
came to the conclusion that the old gentleman had not rcecived his ad-
dresses with all the warmth that mlght be expectcd ;— possibly, in the hope
of » more advantageous offer—possibly, because, in Ius old Irish pride of
family, he had got to learn who this Mr. Linton was, what his connexions,
and what position they leld in the socicty of their own couniry.

In ihis way did Linton read the old man’s inquiry as to the * concurrence
of his relatives.” 1t was, to his thinking, a mere subtle attempt to ascer-
tain who and what these same relatives were. “A clever stroke in its
way,” thought Tom, ““ but T am not to be drawn out of my entrenchment
=0 easily. 8till, the theme will linger in his mind, and musi be got rid of.”

Linton knew well how the influence of rank and title can smooth down
difficulties of this kind, and ran over in his mind the namecs of at least a
dozen Peersgany onc of whom, in such an cinergency, would have owned
him for a half-brother, or a cousin, at least.

1t was provoking {o think how many there were, at that dull season,
listless and unemployed, who could, were he ouly able to summon them,
stand sponsors to his rank and condition. Measuring Corrigan by what he
had witnessed in other men of small fortane and retired lives, he ‘deemed
# aLord ” was all-essential. Linton had seen a great deal of life, an®a
great deal of that submissive homage so readily conceded to nobility. A
Imrd,‘at a wedding, is like a Captain, in a duel. They are the great ingte-
dients which warrant that these events “come off,”” properly. They place
beyond all cavil or question whatever may oceur; end they are the recog-
nisances one enters into with the world that he is “spliced” or shot like a
gentleman. It is quile true Linton was above this wuigarity ; but he was
not above the vulgarity of attributing it to another.



ROLAND CASHEL. o7

The more he reflected on this, the more did he believe it to be the solu-
tion of the whole difficulty. “My kingdom for a Lord!” exclaimed he,
laughing aloud at the easy gullibility of that world which he had duped so
often.

The reader is aware that of the pleasant company of Tubbermore, Lord
Kilgoff was the only representative of the Peerage; and to him Linton’s
thoughts at once resorted, as the last hope in his emergency. Of late his
Lordship had been gradually mending : clear intervals broke through the
mist of his clouded faculties, and displayed him, for the iime, in all his
wonted self-importance, irritability, and pertinacity. To catch him in one
of these fortunate moments was the object, and so induce him to pay a visit
to the coltage.

Could he but succeed in this, none better than the old Peer to play the part
assigned to him. The very qualities to make his society intolerable would
be, here, the earnest of success. The imperturbable conceit, the pompous
distance of his manner, would repel inquiry, and Linton saw that his aracle
would not utter one word more than he ought.

« He will not—1I dare not ask him—to®call me his relative,” said he;
““but I can easily throw g hazy indistinctness over our intimacy. He can
be a friend of ‘my poor é\.l her * ”—Tom laughed al the conceit—* one who
knew me from the cradle. With him for a foreground figure, T’ll soon
paint an imaginary group around him, not one of whom shall be less than a
Marquis.

“ With Mary this will not succeed. Laura, indecd, might do me good
service in that quarter, but I cannot trust her. Were she more skilled in
this world’s ways, she would gladly aid me—it would be like drawing the
game between us; but she is rash, headlong, and passionate. I doubt if
even her fears would control her. And, yet, I might work well upon
these ! I have the will, and the way, both! The event shall decide whether
T employ them.” With these thoughts passing in his mind he reached the
house, and entering unobserved, since they were all at breakfast, repaired
to his own room.

Ile immediately sat down and wrote a few lines to Lord Kilgoff, inquiring
with solicitude after his health, and craving the favour of being permitted
to wait upon him. This done, he amused himself by inventing a number of
little political “ gossipries > for%the old Peer—those small nothings which
form the sweepings of clubs and the whisperings of under-secretaries’
offices ; the pleasant trifles which every one repeats, but no one believes.

“My Lord will sce Mr. Linton whenever he pleases,” was the answer
of ihe valet; and Linton lost no time in availing himself of the permis-
sion, .

VOL. II. h: ¢
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«1lis Loxdship is at breakfast ?”’ said he to the servant, as he walked
along,

{3 “' Sir.”

¢ And her Ladyship P

“ My Lady breakfasts helow stairs, Sir.”

“ As it ought to be ; he is alone,” thought Linton, who in his present in-
certitade of purpose had no desire to meet her.

«1f yow'll have the goodness to wait a moment, Sir, T'LL tell my Lord
you are here,” smid the man, as he ushered Linton into a handsome drawing-
roow, which various seattered ohjects denoted to be her Ladyship’s.

As Limton looked over the table, where books, drawings, and, embroidery
were negligently thrown, his eye eaught many an object e had known long,
long before ; and there came over him, ere he knew it, a strange feelng of
melancholy. The past rushed vividly {o his mind—tbat time when, sharmg
with her all his ambitions and his hopes, he had lived inakmd of fairy world.
Ho turned over the leaves of her sketch-hook—she had done little of latc—
an unfimished bit, here and there, was all he found ; and he sat gazing at
the carlier drawings, cvery onc of which he remembered. There was one
of an old pinc-tree scathed by lightuing, al the top, bul spreading out, be-
neath, into u light and feathery fohage, beneath Which {hey had often sat
together. A date in pencil had been written at the fool, but was now
erased, leaving only enough to discover where it had been. Linton’s brcath-
ing grew hurried, and hus pale cheek paler, as with us head resting on his hands
he sat, bent over this. “T was happier, then,” said he, with a sigh that
seemed to rise from his very heart—< far happier! Bui would it have
lasted ! that is the question. Would merc love have compensated for
thwaried ambition, delusive hope, and poverty ? How should I have borne
continued roverses P’

The doar opened, and Lady Kilgofl entered ; not $eeing him, nor cxpect-
ing any one in the apartment, she was humming an opera air, when sud-
denly sho perceived him.  « Mr. Linton here?  This is a surprise indeed 1
cxclaimed she, as, drawing herself protdly up, she seemed to question the
reason of his presence.

“T beg you will forgive an intrusion which was not of my sceking. T
came 1o pay my respects 1o Lord Kilgoff, and his servant showed me into
{his chamber until his Lordship should be ready to receive me.”

“ Won’t you be seated, Sir?” said she, with an accent which it would be
difficult {o say whether it implied an invitation or the opposite.

Few men had more self-possession than Linton, fewer still knew better
how to construe a mere acceat, look, or a gesture, and yet, he stood now,
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uncerlain and undecided how to act. Meanwhile Lady Kilgoff, mzanging
the frame of her embroidery, took her seat near the window. ’

“ Penelope must have worked in Berlin wool, 'm certain,” said Lint¢n,
as he approached where she saf., “These wonderful tissués seem never to
finish.”

o In that lies their great merit,” replied she, smiling; “it is somelimes
useful to have an ocoupation whose monotony disposes to thought, even
when the thoughts themselves are not all pleasurable.”

“7 should have fancied that monotony would dispose to brooding,” said
he, slowly.

“ Perhaps it may, now and then,” said she, carelessly. «Life, like chimate,
should not be all sanshine ;** and then, as if wishing to change the theme,
she added, “ You have been absent a day or two P

“Yes ; an uncxpected piece of fortune has befallen me. I find myself
the heir of a considerable property, just as I have rcached that point in life
when wealth has no charm for me! Therc was a time whea——but, no
matter; regrets are half-brother to cowardice.”

“We can no more help one than the otfler, occasionally,” said she, with
a faint sigh; and hoth were sient for some time.

““Ts not that tulip somewhat too florid ?’ said he, stooping over her em-
broidery.

“That tulip is a poppy, Mr. Linton.”

“ What a nataral mistake, after all ”” said he. * Iow many human tulips
who, not only look like, bul are, downright poppies! TIs mot this house
intolerably stupid #’

“ I’'m ashamed to own I think it pleasaut,” said she, smiling.

“You were more fastidious once, if my memory serves me aright,” said
he, meaningly.

“ Perhaps s0,” said e, carclessly. T begin to fancy thal odd people
are more amysing than clever ones; and, certainly, they entertain without
an cffort, and that is an inmense jain.”

“ Do you think so? 1 should have sapposed the very effort would have
claimed some merit, showing that the desire to please had prompted it.”

“ My Lord will sec Mr. Linton at present,” said the servant.

Tinton nodded, and the man withdrew.

“ How long ago is it since you made this sketch » said he, opening the
bool, as if accidentally, at the page with the pine-tree.

She turned, and although her bent-down head concealed her features,
Linton saw the crimson flush spread over the neck as she answered, © About
three years ago.”

u2
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“ Scarcely so mueh,” said he. “If I mistake not, I wrote the date
myself beneath ity But it has worn ont.”

“You will excuse my reminding you, Mr. Linion, that Lord Kilgoff has
not regained hig habitual patience, and will be very irsitable if you defer a
egsave such 83 a visit from you always affords, him.”

“Happy conjuncture,” said he, émiling, “that ean make my presence
dusired, in ¢ne quarter, when my absence is wished for, in another.” And
with  low, respectful bow, he left the roam.

‘Whatever the object of the hint, Lady Xilgoff had not exaggersted his

* Yordship’s deficiency in the Job-like element, and Linton found him, on
entering, interrogating the servant as tq whether he “had vonveyed his
message properly, and what answer he had received.” .

“That will do. Leave the room,” said he. Then turning to Linton,
“I have waited twelve minutes, Sir—nearly thirteen—since my servant
informed you I would receive you.”

“I am exceedingly sorry, my Lord, to have occasioned you even a mo-
ment of impatience. I was mentioning to Lady Kilgoff a circumstance of
recent good fortune to myself, dnd I grieve that my egotism should have
mastered my sense of propriety.”

“ Twelve minvtes, or thirteen, either, may seem a very unimportant frac-
tion of jime to men of mere pleasure, but to those whose weightier cares
impose graver thoughts, is a very eonsiderable inroad, Sir,”

“1 know it, my Lord. I feel it deeply, and I beg you to excuse me.”

“Life is too short, at least in its active period, to squander twelve
minutes, Mr. Linton; and however % in your station, and with gour
pursaits, may decm otherwise, I would wish to observe that persons in mine
think differently.”

Linton looked a perfect statue of contrition, nor did he utter another
word. Perhaps he felt that continuing the discusdion would be but an in-
different mode of compensating for the injury already incurred.

* And now, Mr. Linton, I conclude, that it was not without & reason you
sought an interview at this unusual hour P

““ The old story, my Liord ; and as I came to ask a favour, I selected the
petit lever as the most appropriate hour.”

“ Jndeed! you surprise me much how an individual so much forgotten
as Lord Kilgoff can possibly be of service"to that most promising gentle-
man Mr. Linton !”

Linton hever heeded the satoastic discoutent of the spesch, but went
on: :
pl‘“ 'fea. wy Lord, you find me, a8 you have 5o often found me, & sup-

m .5’
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“ I have nothing te bestow, Sir.”

“You can do all that I could ask, or even wish for my Lord. My
ambition is not very unmensnred; my greatest desire is to bave the op-
portunity of frequent interegurde with you, and the benefit of that practical
wisdom for which your Lordship’s ponversation is distinguished at home
and abroad.” . ,

« My valet i not going to leave me,” said the old man, with an insolence
of look that tallied with the rude speech.

“ My Lord {—"

 Nay, nay, you must not be offended; I was rather jesting on my own
barrenress of pattonage than your proposal.” .

Linton saw by the slight advintage he had gained that the bold course
was the more promising, and continued :

“You will goon have a great desl of business on your hands, my Lord,
and so0, I will economise your time and your patience, You have not heard,
I am aware, that Dollington has been recalled. The mission at Florence is
to give away, and I am here to ask for the Secretaryship. I know well that
the sppointment is a Foreign-office one ;°but Blackwell, who gives me the
present. information, says, ¢ If you lhave interest with Kilgoff push it now;
his recotnmendation will, I know, be attended fo” He then goes on to say
that Dollington is most anxious to know if-you would take his house off his
hands. He has been furnishing and erranging the interior most expensively,
never dreaming of a reoal.”

“ When did this news come P’ said Lord Kilgoff, sitting' down and wiping
his forehead, on which the perspiration now stood, from agitation.

“ Yesterday. Blackwell sent a cabinet messenger to me, but with the
strictest injunctions to secrecy. In fact, the rumour would call so many
suitors in the fleld, that the Foreign-office would be besieged.”

“You can rely upoh it, however ?”

* Unquestionably. Blackwell writes me that the thing is done, You
will receive the offer immediatel, sfter the recess.”

“You acted very properly, I must say—very properly, indeed, in giving
me this early notice of his Majesty’s gracious intentions with regard to me;
the more, as I shall have time to consider how far my views upon. questions
of Foreign politics are in agreement with those of the Government.”

“ Upon that point your Larliship’s mind may be at xest, I gather fram
Blackwell that you will xeceive the widest discretion. The Secretary of
State has named you as 2ke man ; of gonrse, interferenpe is out of the ques-
tiOn'”

“ Of course it wonld be, Sir, were I to accept-the mission. Dolfiaghon’s
house, I conclude, is & suitable one, and we’ll think of it; ind ss to your-
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self, Lmton, I really am at a loss what to say. Lady Kilgoffl—it is best to
be condid—is prejudiced against you. She thinks you satirical and sar-
castic, as if”—and here he waised his head, and threw forward his chin
with most imposing dignity—“as if the persom who bore sy name need
fear such qualities anywhere; but besides this, it appears to me that your
abilities are not diplomatic. You have ueither that natural rescrve, nor that
suave impressiveness ‘the line’ requires. You are a Club mau, and will
prohably make a very good House of Commons man; but diplomacy, Mr.
Linton—diplomacy is a high, 1 bad almost said a sacred, vocation! To
all the prestige of {umily and ancient lineage must be added the most in-
sinuating graces of manner. Fersonal adygntages should be combined with
a high cultivation, so that the Envoy may worthily nurror forth the Majesty
he represents. It would he an inestimable benefit if {he ¥astern prineiple
of ‘castc’ were observed in diplomacy, aud the oflice of Ambassador be
limited to certain familics! Believe me, Sir, you may say ol such, < Nasci-
tur non Jit.

As he spoke, his eyes flashed, and his cheek became flushed ; the flutier
of scll-importance gave a fresh Impulse to bis circulation, and be walked
back and forward in a perfeet eestasy of delight.

¢ Alas, my Lord! you have made me feel too deeply the presumption of
my request. I confess, till I had listencd to your eloguent cxposition, 1
had formed other and very erroncous ideas upon this subjeet. I sec, now,
ihal T am quite unsuited to the career. The very fact that il becomes your
Lordship, is evidence enough how unfitted it would prove to me.”

“1 will not say, that in Greoee, or perhaps with some Republican Go-
vernaieat, you wmight ot be very eligible. ' We'll cousider about it.”

“No, no, wy Lord; Tl cowtent mysell with more humble fortunes. I
suppose {here s always a place for cvery capacity—and now, to a malter
purely personal to myself, and in which I hope I may count upon your kind
co-operation, I have thoughts of marriage, my Liord, and as I am a stranger
in this countr\, uncounceted with it by kindred or connexion, I would ask
of you to give me that sanction and currcncy which the honour of your
Loxdship’s friendship confers. The lady-upon whom I have fixed wmy
choiee is without fortune, but of a family which traces back to Royalty, I
fancy. This Irish pride of lineage, then, requires that 1, upon my side,
should not be deficient in such pretensions,”

¢ Lam nol a Clarencieux, nor Norroy, Sir, to make out yom' gencalogy,”
said ihe old Peer, with ineffable disdain.

Linton had more difficulty to coutrol his laughter than his anger at this
impertinent absurdity, I wasnot thinking of “the tree,’ my Lord, but its
last and wmost insignifieant iwig, myself; and, remembering how many kind-
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nesses I owed you, how uniformly your patronage had befriended me through
life, T still reckon upon the feeling to serve me once more.”

“Be explicit. What do you ask P said he, leaning back and looking
like a Monarch whose will was half omnipotence.

“What I should like, my Lord, is this—that you would permit me to
drive you over some morning to the gentlemaw’s house, where, presenting
the family to your Lordship, I might, while enjoying the sanction of your
intimacy and friendship, also obtain your opinion upon the merits of onc
with whom I would link my humble destinies. I have said that the lady
has no fortune ; but your Lordship has shown the noble example of selcet-
ing for far higher and more cupobling qualitics than wealth.” This was
said with a spiec of that subdued raillery of which Linton was a master;
and he saw, with delight, how the old Peer winced under it.

“Very true, Sir; yonr remark is just, except that the dispanty between
owr conditions does nof, give the istance the force of cxample; nor am 1
certain the experiment will be always suceessful ! The irrifation under
which the last words were uttered spread a triumphant joy through Linton’s
heart, nor dare he trust himsclf to speuk, est he should reveal it !

“ Terhaps o letter, Mr. Linton, would answer your object. It appears
to we that the condescension of a visit is a step too far in advance. You
are aware Lhat, in a day or two, as his Mujesty’s represenfative, etiguette
would require that I should never make the initiative in acquaintance.”

“Purdon my intcrrupting, wy Lord; buf that rule will only apply o
you at the seat of your mission. Here, you have no other distinetion than
of being the well-known leader of the Irish Peeruge—tbe great hiead of wn
llusirious body, who Jook up lo you for guidance and direction.”

“You are right, perhaps, Sir—my station is what you have deseribed ii.
I frust you have not mentioned to Liady Kilgofl anything of your T'oreigu-
office news ¥ g

“Of course not, my Lord. I will always remain with your diseretion,
when and how to make the commarieation.” '

“Jt appears to me, Sir, that her Ladyship has admitted many of the in-
mates here to a degrec of intimacy quite incowsistent with their relative
stations.” )

¢« Her Ladyship’s youth and amiability of manner offer great temptations
to the inroads of obtrusivcncss,” said Linton, with the air of one thinking
aloud.

“1 disagree with you, Sir, entirely. 1 was young nysell, Sir, aud, I am
told, not quite destitute of those attractions you spoak of; but T am not
aware that any one ever took a liberty-with se!/ '"This must be Jooked to.
And now, your affair? When is it to come off 7 Your marriage, I mean *”
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“ That is by no means 8o certain, my Lord,” said Linton, who smiled in
spite of himself at the careless tone in which his Lordship treated so very
humble an event. “I may reckon on your Lordship’s assistance, how-
ever ¥’

Lord Kilgoff waved his hand in token of acquiescence, and Linton took a
formal leave, almost bursting with laughter at the ridiculous conceit he had
himself contributed to create. -

“ Ay,” muttered Le, as he descended the stairs, “as a democrat, an out-
and-out democrat, I say, ¢ Long live an Hereditary Peerage?” I know no-
thing ean equal it, in making the untitled classes the rulers.”

CHAPTER XV,

So cunning, like the doubling of the hare,
Oft turns upon itself.
BeLL.

It was a rainy day—one of those downright pelting, pouring, swooping
wet days which Ireland is accustomed to, for nearly one-half of every year.
All out-of-door oceupation was impossible ; the most fidgety could only get
as far as the stables, to smoke a cigar and “chaff” horse-talk with the
grooms ; while the more resigned wandered from room to room, and place
to place, in that restlessness that defies common philosophy to subdue.

A wet day in a country-house is always a severe trial. Sociability will
not be cocrced, and the greater fhe necessity for mutual assistance, the less
is the disposition to render it; besides, they who habitually contribute
least 1o the enjoyment of their fellows, have always great resources of
annoyance at such periods—as the most insignificant instrument in the
orchestra can, at any moment, destroy the harmony of the band.

Scarcely was breakfast over in Tubbermore, than the guests were scat-
tered in various directions, it was difficult to say where. Now and then,
some one would peep into the drawing-room or the library, and, as if not
secing “ the right man,” shut the door noiselessly, and depart. Of the
younger men, many were sleeping off the debauch of tlie previous evening.
Downic Meek, who had a theory upon the subject, always kept his bed while
it rained. Sir Andrew had, unfortunately, mistaken a lotion containing
Jandanum for some concoction of bitters, and was obliged to be kept eter-
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nally walking up and down stairs, along corridors and passages, lest he
should drop aslecp; his man, Flint, accompunying him with *the wakeful
announcement” of ““ Hae a care, Sir Andrew, here’s my Leddy,” an antidote
to the narcotic worth all the Pharmacopceia contained.

Lady Janet was meanwhile deep in the formation of a stomachic, which,
judging from the maid’s face as she tasted it, must nceds Lave been of the
pungent order. Mrs. Whitc was letter-writing. Howle was sketching
heads of the company, under the title of  Beauties of Ircland,” for a weekly
newspaper. Frobisher was instructing Miss Meek in the science of making
knee-caps for one of his horses; and so with the remainder, a few only were
to be scer. below stairs; of these the “Chief” was fast asleep with the
Quarterly on his Ynee, and a stray subaltern or two sat conning over the
 Army List,” and gazing in stupid wonder at their own names in print!
And now we come to the Kennyfecks, at whose door a servant stands
knocking for the second or third time. “Comc in” is heard, and he enters.

The blinds are drawn, which adding to the gloom of the day, the vast
apartment is in semi-darkness, and it is some time before you can descry
the figures. On a sofa sits Mrs. Kennyieck in a kind of travelling-dress,
with her bonnet beside her ; fragments of ribbons and stray articles of dress
litter the sofa and the table, several trunks are strewn about, apd a maid and
a man are performing a pas de dewr on an “imperial,” which, in its efforts
to close at the lock, is giving way simultaneously at the hinges. Miss
Kennyfeck stands at the chimney burning notes and letters, of which, asshe
glances from time to time, her features betray the tenor; and lastly, Olivia
is lying on a sofa, her face concealed between her hands, and only the quick
palpitation of her bosom showing that her agitation is not lulled in slumber.

“What does he say? I can’t hear him with all that stamping,” said Mrs.
Kennyfeck ; and her voice was not of the duleet order.

““He says the post-horses have come, Mamma ; and wishes to know when

.he’s to come round with the carriage.”

““ When I give orders for it, .ot till then,” said she, imperiously; and
the man, abashed in such a presence, departed.

“There, Pearse, leave it s0; I cannot bear that noise any longer. Frances,
you needn’t wait ; I’ll send for you if I want you ;” and the servants with-
drew. .

“He’s at least two hotfrs dway, now,” said she, addressing her eldest
daughter. . .

“Very nearly. It wanted only afew minutes to eleven when Mr. Cashel
sent for him.” ’

«I hope, Caroline, that he will remember what is due, not to himself—I
cannot say that—but to me, on this occasion. It is impossible that Cashel
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can avoid the acknowledgment of his attentions ; nothing but your father’s
incompetence could permit of his escape.”

“Tt’s too late, Mamma—altogether too late. When Aunt Famny—"

“Don’t speak of her—don't even mention her name in my presence,”
cried Mrs, Kennyfeck, with an accent, of bitter angnish.

“1 was merely going to observe, Mamma, that her conduct has in-
volved us in such ridicule, that reparation of the mischief is out of the
question.”

« I wish we were away; I cannot bear to stay another day here,” said
Olivia, with a deep sigh.

[ ‘I f .A.unt—”

“ Don’t call her your Aunt, Caroline; I forbid it; sheis nosisier of minc;
she lias been the evil genius of our family all her life long.  But for ber and
hier wiles I had never been married to your father! Just fancy what a posi-
ticn you might have had now, but for ihat cruel mishap.”

The problem, to judge from Miss Kennyfeck’s face, seemed diflicult to
solve; but she prudently held her peace.

“You may rest assused they kfiow it all below stairs. That odious Lady
Janet has told it in every dressing-room already.”

“And Linton, Mamma,” said Carcline, whose sisterly feelings were
werged in most impartial justice—< only fancy Linton imitating Aunt
Fanny’s benediction with upliftcd hands and eyes. I almost think I see him
before me, and hear the insolent shouts of laughter on every side.”

“ Give me the aromatic vinegar ” cried Mrs. Kennyfeck, with an accent
like suffoeation,

T think therc’s some one at the door. Come in,” eried Miss Kennyfeck
and a very smartly dressed groom entered with a note.

“Is therc any answer to this?” suid Mrs. kenny}eck hstlcssly, who
thought it one of the habitual mvu,atwnb to some excursion in a carriage or
on horseback.

“ Yes, my Lady,” said the servant, bowing. . :

The title sounded pleasantly, and Mrs. K.’s features relaxed as she broke
the seal.

Ab, Mrs. Kenuyleck, indolexdly and wrclcssly as you hold that swmall
cpistle in your fingers, it cost hini who wrote it many a puzzling thought,
aud many a fair sheet of foolscap. Oritfes assure us that style is no
criterion of the labour of composition, and that Johnson’s rounded periods
ran flippantly off the pen, while the secmingly carcless sentences of Rous-
scau cost days and mights of toil. The note was from Sir Harvey Upton,
and neither by its caligraphy nor grammar shed lustre on the literary genius
of his corps. It went thus:
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“My Dear Mapax, ‘

“The beauty and fascinations of your daughters—but morc especially of
the second—have conspired to inspire me with sentiments of respectful ad-
miration, which may speedily become something warmer should I obtain the
gratifying sensation of your approbation.

“ Family, fortune, and future expectations, will, I fan%y, be found <all
right”’

“Part, of the estale entailcd on the baronetcy; encumbrances, a trifle.

“T am, waiting your reply, dear Madam,
“ Very respectfully yours,
“Hanvey Urron,
¢ e Hussars.”

¢ Bhall we write, Cary ?* whispered Mrs. Kennyfeck, in the very faintest
of tones.

“ Better not, Mamma ; a verbal ‘happy to sce Sir Harvey,” safer,” was
the answer.

Mrs. Kennyfeck yielded to the sager counsel, and the scrvaut departed
with the message.

“ We may leave the matter entircly with Livy, Mawma,” said her sister,
half sarcastically ; * I opine that iunocence, upon the present occasion, will
carry the day.”

“1 am glad of it,” said Mrs. Kennyfeck; “T am fatigued and out of
spirits : I’d rather not receive visitors.”

“ A white frock and a little sentiment—a sprig of jessamine and a bit of
poctry I’ said Miss K., as she arranged ler hair at the glass; only dou't
overdo it, Livy.” .

“1'd much rather you’d not go !”” said Olivia, languidly.

“Of course, my dear ; we are perfectly aware of that, but we have our
dutics also. Manuna must take care thal Aunt Fanny does not “give you
away’ belore you’re asked for; andlJd must see what the result of Papa’s in-
terview with Cashel may be, lest you should make @ bad market while a
good bid is being offered.” ,

“ Clever creature ! murmurcd Mrs, Kennyfeck, as she rose to leave the
roowm,

« 1t will seem so odd, Mwmﬁa, that I’m to receive him, alone!”

“Not at all, Livy; we are packing up to go off: there are the trunks
and cap-cascs all strewn about. Yoy can be engaged with Frunces, and send
her to summon us when Sir Harvey comes,” said Miss Kennyfeck.

¢ Just so, my dear; and then youw'll entreat of him to sit down—all as if
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you had heurd noﬂ.ung of bis note; you'll be quite lively and natural in your
manner.”

“ Ah, Mamma, remember what Talleyrand said to the Emperor. ¢ Give
me ihe instructions, Sire, but leave ihe knavery to myself’ My sweet
sister is quite diplomatic enough to re-echo it.” L

Livy looked "¥proachfully at her, but said nothing.

“If T discover, my dear, that the high prize is on your ticket, I'll wear a
handkerchief round my neck. Without you see this cmblem, don't discard
your Baronet.”

“ Mamma, is this qmte fair P said Olivia. * Cary speaks as 1f my heart
bad no possible concern in the matter.”

¢ Quile the reverse, my dear; but bear in mind that you hs.vc only onc
heart, and it would not be altogether discreet to give it away.to two parties.
Cary is always right, my love, in morals as in everything else !”

 And how am I to behave, Mamma,” said Olivia, with more courage than
before, *if I am neither {o refuse nor accept Sir Harvey’s proposals

“Did you never flirt, Livy dearest? Doesn’t every partner with whom
you dance twice of the same evening make advances that arc neither repelled
nor received P The silliest boarding-school miss that ever blushed before
her Italian teacher knows how to treat such difficultics, if they deserve the
name. But we are delaying too long. Mamma! fo your post while I, iu
the Jibrary, establish a strict blockade over Papa.”

With these words Miss Kennyfeck waved her hand alfectcdly in adicu,
and led her mother from the room; while Olivia, after a second’s pause,
arose and arrayed more smoothly the silky tresses of her hair before the
glass.

‘We have once already, in this veracious narrative, been ungallant enough
1o peep at this young lady, and coolly watch her strategy before the enemy.
‘We will not repeat ihe offence, nor linger to mark how, as she walked the
room, she stopped from time to time before the mirror to gaze on charms
which expectancy had already he;ghtened in fact, we will quit the chamber
with Mrs, Kennyfeck and her elder daughter, and as the choice is permitted
which to follow, we select the latter.

“Here’s Miss Kennyfeck, by Jove!™ cried Jennings, as she crossed the
hall. “We have all been dying to sec you; pray come here and give us
your counsel.” And he led her into a small*drawing-room, where, around a
table covered with prints and coloured drawings of costume, a considerable
number of the guests were assembled.

“TFor mercy sake, nothing out of ‘the ‘Waverley Novels!"” said the
blonde lady. “I am wemed of seeing the Jewess Rebccea wherever
I go.’)
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“Well, Il bé Diana Vemon, I know that,” said Miss Meek; * you may
all choose how you please.”

‘ But you can't be, my love, if we have the “ Midsummer Night’s Dream,’*
said Mrs. White.

“Why ean’t I, if Glmrloy takes Osbaldiston ? said she.

“ Because they are not characters of the piece.”

¢ Nobody cares for character in a masquerade I said Linton.

“ QOr if they have any, they put a mask over it,” said Lady Janet.

“T vote that we are all Tyrolese peasanths,” lisped the fat and dumpy
Mrs. Malone. “It’s a mos} picthuresqué costhume.”

“ What* will you be, Sir Andrew P’ cried another, as the old General
passed the door iv. a dog-trot, with Flint hehind him.

“Byme saul! Ithenk I'll be ‘the Wanderin’ Jew !" * cried he, wiping the
perspiration off his forehead.

“You hear that, Lady Janct P said Linton, ro"ulshly “ Sir Andrew in-
tends to live for ever.”

“8o that I don’t, Sir, I can’t complmn,” said she, with a tartness quite
electric.

«T incline to leave the choice of each frec,” said Miss Kenayfeck, as she
tossed over the drawings. “When you select a story, there are always a
certain number of characters nobody likes to take.”

“T'll be Henri Quatre,” said an Infantry Captain. “1 wish you’d he
Gabrielle, Miss Kennyfeck ?”

“Thanks; but I’ve a faney for that Cephalonian costume.”

“Egad! you can always pick up a ¢ Greek’ or two, here, to keep you com-
pany,” said a Hussar; but no one joined his laugh.

“ 1’1l be Don Belianis ! said a tall, melancholy Subaltern.

“ What were you at Bellingden’s last year, Fillymore

I went as ¢ Chiffney ;> but they turned me out. The wholc was medizval,
and they said I was all wrong.”

“Try that turban, my dear Miss Kennyfeck,” said Mrs. White, who, sus-
pecting the young lady wore false ringlets, made a vxgotons effort to expose
the cheat.

“By Jove! how becoming!” exclaimed Jennings. * Now, put on the
mantle—not over the right shoulder, but so—crossed a little.”

“You ought to have this 8carf round your neck,” said another; *blue
and gold have such an exccllent effect.”

“1 vote for your wearing that,” said the Hussar, quite smitten with her
beanty. “ What do they call the dress?”’

" ¢ Costume of Leopuldme of Eschingen, who defended the *Irongate’
against the Turks, in 1662.”
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* Where was that ? asked one.

“In somebody’s avenue, I suppose,” lisped out the tall Sub.

“No, no; it's on some river or other. There’s a cataract they call the
Irongate—1I forget where.”

“The Lethe, perhaps,” said Miss Kennyfeck, slyly.

““Is not that a pace!—by Jove! Cashel’s in a hwery. This way,” said
Jennings ; and they all rushed to the window in time to sec Roland flit pust
at o full gallop. -

Miss Kennyfeck did not wait for more ; but, throwing off the turban and
mantle, hastencd out to catch her fathcr, who, at thc same mstant wus
issuing from the library.

“Now, Pa,” suid she, slipping her arm within his, “how is it to be?
Pray, now, don’t affect the mysterious, but say at once—has he proposed ¥’

“Who? has who proposed ¥

« Mr. Cashel, of course. ITow could I mean any other ?’

“Tor yon, my dear ?” said he, for once venturing upon a bit of raillery.

“ Pshaw, Pa; for Olivia !” . .

“ Nothing of the kind, my dear.” Such a subject has never been alluded
1o hetween us.”

“Poor thing ! she has been badly treated then, that’s all! Tt wonld, how-
ever, have saved us all a world of misconception if you had only said so at
first; you must own that.”

¢ But you forget, Miss Kennyfeck, that T never supposed you entertained
this impression.  Mr. Cashel’s conversation with me relaled exclusively to
the affuirs of his property.”

“Poor Livy ! said Miss Kennyfeck, letting go his arm and ascending the
stairs. As Miss Kennyfeck drew near the door of the drawing-room, she
began to sing sufficiently loud to be heard by those within, and thus, judi-
ciously heralding her upproach, she opencd the door and eniered.  SirJMarvey
had been standing beside the chimney-picee with Olivia, but {urned hastily
round, his countenance exhibiting that state of mingled doubt, fear, and
satisfaction, which vouched for the cleverness of the young lady’s tactics.
Nothing, in truth, could have been morc adroit than her management ; per-
forming & feat which among naval men is known as “backing and flling;”
she succecded in manceuvring for nigh an hour, without ever advancing or
reliring.  We should be unwilling to deny our reader the value of a lesson,
did we not feel how the fairer portion of our audience would weary over a
reeital, in every detail of which they could instruet our ignorance.

The late Lord Londonderry was famed for being able to occupy ¢ the
House” for any given time without ever communicating & fact, raising a
question, solving a difficulty, or, what is harder than all, committing Aiuself.
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But how humbly does this dexterity appear beside the young-lady-like tact,
that, opposed by all the importunity of a lover, can play the game in such
wise, that after fifty-odd minutes the “pieces” should stand upon the board
precisely as they did at the beginning !

“ How do you, Sir Harvey? Why are you not on that Committec of Cos-
tume in the little drawing-room, where the great question at issue is between
the time of the Crusades and the Swell Mob ??

“I have heen far more agreeably occupicd, in a manner thal my feelings”
—(here Olivia looked disappointed)—*my heart, I mean,” said he—(and
the young lady looked dignificd)—my feelings and my heart, too,” resumed
he, horribly puzzled which tack {o sail upon, “ assure me must nearly con-
cern my future happiness.”

“How pleasant !” said Cary, laughingly, as if she accepted the speech as
some high-flown compliment; “you are so fortunate to know what to do on
a dreary wet day like this.”

Olivia, whose eyes were bent upon her sisier, changed. colour more than
once. “The signal was flying”’-~**stop firing,” just at the moment when
the encmy had all but “struck ;™ in less figarative phrase, Miss Kennyfeck’s
throat was eneireled by the scarf which she had forgotten to lay aside on
leaving the drawing-room.

"The object was too remarkable to escape notice, and Olivias face grew
scarlet as she thought of her triumph. Miss Kennyfeck saw this, but at-
tributed the agitalion to anything but ils true canse.

“I'm in scarch of Mamma,” said she, and with a very peculiar glance at
Olivia, left the room.

Sir Iarvey’s visit lasted full twenty minutes longer, and although no record
has been preserved of what passed on the occasion, they who met bim de-
scending the stairs all agreed in describing his appearance as most gloomy
and despondent. As for Olivia, she saw the door close after bim with a
something very like sorrow. There was no love in the case, nor anything
within a day’s journey of it; but he was good-looking, fashionable, well-
mannered, and mustachioed. She would have been My Lady,” {00 and
though this is but a * hrevet nobility” after all, it has all *“the sound of the
true metal”  She thought over all these things ; and she thought, besides,
how very sad he looked when she said “No;” and, how much sadder, when !
asking the usual question abous  Time, and proved devotion, and all that
sort of thing,” she said “No” again; and how, saddest of all, when she
made the stercotyped little speech about “sisterly affection, and sceing him
bappy with another!” Oh dear! oh %ear! is it not very wearisome and
depressing 1o think that chess can have some hundred thousand combina-
tions, and love-making but its two or thrce  gambits ?~the © fool’s-mate
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the chief of ithem? We have said she was sorry for what had occurred ;
but she consoled herself by remembering, it was not her fault that Sir
Horvey was not as rich as Cashel, and, nephew to a live uncle ! '

As Sir Harvey’s “Lady ”—Heaven forgive me, I had almost written
“Wife ”—she would have been the envy of a very Jarge circle of her Dublin
acquaintance ; and then she knew that these Dragoon people have a way of
making their money go so much further than civilians ; and in all that regards
horses, equipage, and outward show, the smartest © mufti ” is a seedy affair
beside the frogs of the new regulation plisse! She actually began to feel
misgivings about her choice.

A high drag at the Howth raccs, a crowd of whiskered fellows of * ours,”
and the band of the regiment in Merrion-square, came. home to her  dear
Dublin” imagination with irresistible fascination. In her mind’s eye, she
had already cut the « Bar,” and been coldly distant with the Infantry. It
was a little reveric of small triumphs, but the sum of them mounted up to
something considerable.

¢ Is he gone, Livy ?” said Cary, as, entering noiselessly, she stole behind
her sister’s chair. e

* Yes, dear, he is gone ! said she, sighing slightly.

“My poor forlon damsel, don’t take his abscnee so much to heart!
“You're certain to sec him at dinner !

“He said he’d leave this afternoon,” said she, gravely; *that he couldu’t
bear to meet me after what had passed.”

““ And what hag passcd, child #”

““You know, of course, Cary ; I refused him !”

“ Refused him !—refused him !—what possessed you to do so ?”

“This I” said Olivia, gasping with terror at the unknown danger ; and
she caught hold of the fringe of her sister’s scarf.

-Miss Kennyfeck started, and put her hand 1o her neck, and suddenly let-
ting it fall again, she leaned against the wall for support.

“This was a mistake, Livy,” said she, in a voice barely above-a whisper;
“I was trying on some costumes below stairs, and they ticd this round my
neck, where T utterly forgot it.”

“ And there is nothing——" " She could not go on, but hanging her head,
burst into tears.

My poor dear Livy, don’t give way so; the fault, I know, was all mine.
Let me try if I cannot repair it. Have you positively refused him

She nodded, but could not speak.

“Did you say that there was no Kbpe—that your sentiments could never
change P

“I did.”
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“ Come, that’s not so bad ; men never believe that. You didn’t say that
your affections were engaged P

[ NO !n

. “There’s a dear child,” said she, kissing her neck ; ““1 knew you’d not be
guilty of such folly. And how did you part, Livy—coldly, or in affectionate
sorrow £ ‘

“Coldly; we did not shake hands.”

“That’s right ; all as it ought to be. It is a sad blunder, but I liope not
irreparable. Cheer up, child; depend upon it my scarf is not so fatal as
Aunt Fanny’s blessing.”

“ A, theo, my dear, T don’t see much difference in the end,” said that
redoubtable lady hersclf, who issued from a small conservatory off the
drawing-room, where she had lain in wait for the last half hour. I heard
it, my dears, and a nice hash you made of it between you, with your signals
and tclescopes”—we believe she meant tclegraphs—< you threw out the
dirty water, now, in earnest !’ And so saying, she proceeded to disentangle
herself from a prickly erecper, which had a most pertinacious hold of what
Linton called her “sealp-lock.” ‘

« Aunt Fanny’s blessing indeed!” said she, for her temper knew no
Lounds when she saw the enemy silenced.  “’Tis little harm that would have
done, if ye didn’t take to sercaming about it ; as if any man could bear that !
You drove him away, my dear, just the way your own mother did poor
Major Cohlhayne—with hard crying—till he said <he’d as soon go to a wake
as {ake tay in the house’ And swr® enough she had to take np with your
poor father, after! Just so. 1 never knew luck come of signals and signs.
When the good thing’s before you, help yourself. My poor father used to say,
‘Don’t pass “ the spirits * because there’s claret at the head of the tabic;
who knows if it’ll ever come down to you? And there you are, now! and
glad cnough you’d be 1o take that curate I saw in Dublin with the smooth
face! this minute. I don’t blame you, as much as your poor foolish mother.
She has you, as she reared you. Bad luck to you for a plani " ericd sbe,
as the ingenious creeper insinuatced itself among the meshes of her Limerick
lace collar. * Cary, just take this out for me;” but Cary was gone, and
her sister with her. Nor did Aunt Fanny know how long her eloquence
had been purely soliloquy.

She looked around her for a moment at the deserted battle-field, and then
slowly retired.

VOI. II.
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CHAPTER XVI,

% No” is the feminine of “ Yes!”
HuNGARIAN PROVERB.

Ban as the weather is—and zertainly even in Ireland a more drenching,
driving-down, pouring rain never fell—we must ask of oyr readers to follow
Cashel, who at a slapping gallop rode ou, over grass and tillage, now,
carcering lightly over the smooth sward, now, swellering along hcavily
theough deep ground, regardless of the pelting storm, and scarcely noticing
the strong fences which, at every instant, iried the siride and strength of
his noble horse. ,

If bis specd was headlong, his ceaf was casy, and his hand as steady as if
lounging along some public promenade : his features, however, were flushod,
partly from the beating rain, bhut more from a feverish excitement thai
showed ifself in his flashing eye and closely compressed lip. More than
once, in ecrossing a diflicult leap, bis horse nearly fell, and although half on
the ground, and ouly recovering by a scramble, be secmed not to heed the
aceident. At last be arrived ab the®tall owk paling which fenced the
grounds of the cottage, and where it was his wonf to halt and fasten his
horse.  Now, however, he vode ficreely at it, elearing the high leap with a
tremendous spring, aud alighting on the trimly-kept grass-plat belore the
doar.

A slight faint, shrick was heard as the horse dashed past the window, and,
pale with terror, Mary Leicester stood in the porch.

Cashel had mennwhile dismounted, and given his horse to the old gar-
dener. ‘ :

 Not hurt, Mr. Cashel ? said she, trying to scem composed, while she
trembled in every limb:

“Not in the least. I never intended to have alarmed you, however.”

“Then it was no ren-away ?”° said she, essaying a smile.

¢« I'w ashaned tosay I bave not that excuse for so rudely trampling over
your neat sward, Will Mr. Corrigan forgive me P*

“Of course he will, if he eveu ever knows that he has anything to for-
give; bul it so happens, that he has gone into the village fo-day—an
excursion he has not made for nigh a year. He wished to consuit our
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friend the Doctof on some matter of importance, and I Lalf suspect he may
have stayed to share bis dinner.”

As Miss Leicester continued to make {his explanation, they had. reached
the drawing-room, which, to Cashel’s amazement, exhibited tokens of in-
tended departure. Patches here and there on the walls showed where
pictures had stood. The bookshelves were empty, the tabies displayed
none of those little trifling objects which denote duily life and its oceu-
putions, and his eye wandered over the sad-looking sceue till it came back
to her, as she stood reading his glances, and sceming to re-ccho the senti-
ment they conveyed.

« All this would scem to speak of leavedaking,” said Cashel, in a voice
that agitation made thick and guttural.

“ 1t is »0,” said she, with a sigh; “we are going away.”

“Going awny I Shnple as the words are, we have no sadder sounds iu
our lunguage.  They have the sorrowful cadenee that hespeaks desertion.
They ring through the heart like a knell over long-past happiness,  They
arce the requicm over “ friends no more,” and of times that never can come
back agaiu. .

“ Guing away ! Tlow dreary does it sonnd ; as if life had no fixed desti-
nation in future, bul that we were to diift over ii~ bleak occan, the “wuils
of what we once had been.

“ Going away I” ericd Cashel; “hut sweely you bave nob hesvd—""
He stopped himsell'; another word, and hiy seeret had been revealed—the
secrel he had so imperatively enjoined Tiernay 1o kecp; for it was his in-
teniion 1o have left Ireland for ever erc Mr. Corrigan should have learned
the debt of gratitude he owed him. It is true, indeed, that one night of
sleepless reflection bad suggested another counsel, but bad not aliered his
desire that the mystery should he preserved.

1Le was confused, therefore, at the peril he had so narrowly escaped, and
for a moment was silent; at length hie resumed, in a toue of assumed ease :

¢ Going away I” sounds to one like me, who have lived a life of winder-
ing, so like pleasure, that T always associate it with new sceues of enjoy-
ment ; 1 think all the sorrow is reserved for those who remain bebind—uhe
deserted.”

“ 8o it may,” said she, “ with those who, like yourself, have roamed the
world in the excitement of ardent youih, glorying in enterpuse, thirsting
for adventure ; but there are others, ourselves, for instanee, whose huwble
fortunes have linked them with one class of scones and ohjeets till they
have grown part of our very natures ; so thal we only know the world as it
is associated with things familiar to daily use. There are, doubtless, plants
of more gorgeous foliage and fairer flowers in other countries, but we shall

12
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never learn to look at them as we do upon these that speak to us of home,
of spring and summer, when they gladdened us, of autumn and winter,
when our culture cared for #4em. There are sunsets more rich and glowing,
but if we see them, it will be to think of that sinking orb which sent its
last rays over.that wide river and lit up in a golden glory this little cham-
ber. There’s not a charm the fairest clime can own but will have its
Lighest merit in recalling some humble scene that tells of home.” *

“T never could leave a spot so dear to me as this were!” cried Cashel,
who watched with ecstasy the impassioned beauty of her features.

“ Do not say tkat,” said she, seriously. “We can all of us do what we
ought, however it may try our courage. Yes, I say courage,” said she,
smiling, “since I fancy it is a property you have a due respect for. If we
leave scencs so dear to us as these, it is because we feel it a duty; and a
duty fulfilled is a buckler against most sorrows. But we are wandering
into a very sad theme—at least, to judge from your grave looks. What
news have you of your gay company ?”

I see but little of them,” said Cashel, abruptly.

“ What a strange host !—and ow do they amuse themsclves [

As they fancy, I believe. I only know I ncver interfere with them,
and they are kind enough to reciprocate the civility ; and so we get on ad-
mirably.”

“I must say this scarcely speaks well for either parly,” said she,
laughing.

“T fear not ; but it is true, notwithstanding.”

“ You have a most accomplished friend, T believe #°

“Linton. Do you mean Linton

“Yes. He must be an excellent counselior in all difficulties.”

Cashel did not Iook as if he concurred in the sentiment, but he said no-
thing ; and Mary, half fearing that she had unwittingly given pain, was
silent also. She was the first to speak.

“Do you know, Mr. Cashel, how I passed the morning ? You’d scarcely
guess. It was in writing a long letter; so long, indeed, that I began to
fear, like many efforts of over-zeal, it might defeat itself, and never get
read ; and that letter was—to you.”

“To me! where is it, then ¥

“ There !” said she, pointing to some chirred leaves beneath the grate,
«T sce your curiosity, and I have no pretension to trifle with it. But last
night, late, Papa dictated to me a long sermon on your account, premising

that the impertinence was from one you should never see again, and one
who, however indiscreet in his friendship, was assuredly sincere in it.
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Were the docaument in existence, I should probably not have to utter so
many apologies ; for, on the whole, it was very flattering to you.”

“ And why is it not so'?”’ cried Cashel, eagerly.

1 cannot tell you why.” .

“ Do you mean that you do mot wish to tell, or do not know th
reason £” _

1 do not know the reason,” said she, firmly. “I was.ill, slightly ilf;
this morning, and could not breakfast with Papa. It was lute when 1
arose, and he was on the very brink of starting for Dunkeeran; he secmed
agitated and excited, and, after a fcw words of inquiry about my health, he
said: .

“ That letter, Mary, have you written it? Well, burn it. Throw it into
the fire, at once.”

I did so; but I cannot conceal from you the deep interest he has taken
in your fortunes—a feeling which the dread of offending has possibly scu-
tenced him to cherish in secrct. At least, so I rcad his change of intention.”

1 had hoped he knew me better,” said Cashel, in whose voice a feeling
of disappointment might be traced. 1t is the misfortune of men like my-
self 1o make the most unfavourable impression, where alone they are anxious
for the opposite. Now, it may seem very uncourteous, but I am less than
indifferent what {he fair company yonder think of me; and yet, I would
give much to stand high in Mr. Corrigan’s estcem.”

«Aund you do so, belicve me,” cried she, her cagerness moved by the
evident despondency of his manner ; * he speaks of you with all the interest
of a father.”

“ Do not say s0,” cricd Cashel, in a voice tremulous with anxiety; “do
not say so, if you mean not to encourage hopes I scarcely dave to cherish.”

His look and manner, even more than his words, startled her; and she
stared at him, uncertain what reply to make.

“T never knew a father, nor bave I ever tasted a mother’s affection. I
have been one of whom Fortune makes a playthiug, as if to show how much
worldly prosperity ean consort with a desolate condition, and a heart for
which none have sympathy. 1 had hoped, however, to attach others to me.
T had joined in pursuits that were nol mine, to endeavour to render myself
companionable. I fell in with habits that werc uncongenial, and tastes
that I ever disliked; but without success.: I might be “the dupe,’ but
never ‘the fricnd’ I could have borne much~I did bear much—to win
something that resembled cordiality and esteem ; but all in vain! When
I lived the wild life of a Columbian sailor, I deemed that such men as I now
associate with must be the very types of chivalry, and I longed to be of
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them, and among them. Still, the reproach lies not at their door. ZT%ey,
stepped not out of their sphere to act a part—J7, did; mine was all the
sycophaney of imitation. The miserablc cant of fashion formed all my
code.  But for this, T might have won good men’s esteem—but for this, T
might have learned what dutics attach to fortune and station such as minc;
and now I see the ouly one, from whom T hoped to gain the knowledge,
about 1o leave me ! )

“'This despondeney is ill-judging and unfair,” said Mary, in a kind tonc.
“You did, perhaps, choose your {riends unwisely, but you judge them un-
justly too.  They, never dreamed of friendship in their intercourse with you;
they, only thought of thal companionship which men of ihe ‘same age
and fortune expecl to meet in each other. 1f less worlllly-wise, or more
gencrous than themsclves, they deemed that they once had paid for their
skill and cleverness ; and so should yox. Remewber, that you put a value
upon their infimaey which it never laid claim 1o, and that they were less
false than were gou sclf-deceived.”

“Be it s0,” said Cashel, hastily. “I care little where the delusion
began. T mcant honestly, and if they played not on the squarc with ine,
the fault be theirs; but that is vot what 1 would speak of, nor what
brought e here to-day. T came o throw my last stake for happiness.”
He paused, and took her hand in his. “I came,” said he—and his lips
trembled as he spoke—“1I came, to ask you {0 be my wife!” .

Mary withdrew her hand, which he had scarcely dared Lo press, and leaned
upon the chimney-piece without speaking. It rarely happens that such an
announcement is made 1o 2 young lady quite unexpectedly ; such was, how-
ever, the case here @ for nothing was she less prepared!  Casbel, it is true,
bad long ceased to be indifferent to her; the eveuings of his visils at the
cuttage were sure to be lier very happiest ; his absences made dreary blanks.
The inartificial trails of his character had ab firsl inspived interest; his
gonerous nature, and his manly leaning to right, had creafed esteem of him.
There were passages of romantic intercst, in his former lifc which scemed so.
well to $uit bis bold and dashing independence; and there was also an im-
plicit deference, an almost humility, in the obedience he teudered to her
grandfather, which spoke much for one whom sudden wealth and prosperity
might be supposed to have gorrupted. Yet, all this while, had she never
ihought of what impression she herself was making.

T have but one duty,” said she at last, in a faint whisper.

«Might T not sharc it with you, Mary ?”* said he, again taking her hand
between his own ; “you would not gradge me some part of his affection P

“Who crossed the window there ¥ cried she, starting ; “did you not see
a figure pass P’ o
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“No, I saw no one—T thought of none save you” .

“I am too much frightened to speak. T saw some one stop before the
window and make a gesturc, as if threatening—I saw it in the glass.”

Cashel immediately hurried [rom”the room, and passing out, scarched
through the shrubberies on.either side of the cottage, but without success.
On examining closely, however, he could detect the trace of recent footsteps
on tlie wet grass, but lost the direction ou the gravel-walk ; and it was in a
frame of mind far from tranquil that he re-cntered the room.

“Yon saw no one P’ said she, cagerly.

“Not one.™’

“ Nor zuy appearance of footsteps

“Yes, T did, or fancied I did, detect such before the window; but why
should this alarm you, or turn your miud from what we spoke of 7 Letwc
once more——"

¢ Not now—not. now, I beg of you; a sceret misgiving is over me, and 1
am not generally a coward ; hut I have not collectedness to speak to you
as I ought. T would not wish to he unkind, nor would I yet deceive you.
This canuot be.*’ ' '

“ Caunot be, Mary ?”

“ Do not ask me more now. You are too gencrous to give pam; spare
me, then, the suffering of inflicting it on you. I will tell you my ¥easons;
yon shall own them to be suflicient.” »

“ When are we to meet again £ said Roland, as he moved slowly towards
the door.

“There it is again ! eried she, in a voice of actual terror; and Cashel
opened the window and sprang out; hut cven the slight dolay i unfasten-
ing the sash prevented his overtaking the intruder, whoever he might be,
while, in the abundance of evergreens about, search was certain to prove
fruitless. . :

 Good-hy,” said she, endeavouring to smile; “you arc too proud and
high of spirit, if I read you aright, to return cver to u theme like this.”

“1 am humble enough to sue it Sut—a very suppliant,” said he, passion-
ately,  °
“T thought otherwise of you,” said she, aflecting a look of disappoint-
menk. i .

“ Think of me how you wil, so that you kuow I love you,”’cried he,
pressing his lips to her hand; and then, half-maddened by the conflict in his
wiud, he hastened out, and mounting his horse, rode off'; not, indeed, at the
mad spoed of his coming, but slowly, and with bent-down head. |, ‘

Let a man be ever so little of & coxcernb, the chances are thet he will
always explain a refusal of this kind on any ground rather than upou that of
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his own unworthiness. It is either a case “of pre-engaged affection,” or
some secret influence on the score of family and fortune, and even this
sophistry lends its balm to wounded self-love. Cashel, unhappily for his
peace of mipd, had not studied in this school, and went his way in deep
despondency: Like many men who indulge but seldom in self-examination,
he never knew how mueh his affections were involved $ill his proffer of them
was refused. Now, for the first time, he felt that; now recognised what
store he placed on her esteem, and how naturally he had turned from the
wearisome dissipations of his own house to the cheerful happiness of * the
cottage.” Neither could he divest bimself of the thought, that had Mary
known him in his early and his only trne character, she might not have
refused him, and that he-owed his failure to that mongrel thing which wealth
had made him.,

T never was intended for this kind of life,” thought he. “I am driven
{o absurdities and extravagances to give it any character of interest in my
eyes, and then I feel ashamed of such triviality. To live among the rich, a
man should be born among them—should have the habits, the tastes, and
the traditions. These are to be ifnbibed from mfancy, but not acquired in
manhood—at least, I will not begin the study.”

He turned homeward, still slowly. The bell was ringing which called tho
guests to dress for dinner as he reached a large open lawn before the house,
and for a moment he halted, muttering to himself,  How would it be, now,
were T to turn my horse’s head and never re-cnter that house ?  How many'
are there, of all my dear friends,” who would ever ask what befel me

Arrived at the door, he passed up-stairs to his dressing-room, upon a
table of which he perceived a very small notc, scaled with Lady Kilgoff’s
initials. It was written in pencil, and merely contained one lme—-“ Come
over to me, before dinner, for one minute.—L. K.”

He had not seen her since the day before, when he had in vain sought to
overtake Ler in the wood ; and her absence from the dinner-table bad seemed
to him in pique at his breach of engagement. Was this an endeavour, then,
to revive that sirange relationship between them, which took every form
save love-making, but was all the more dangerous on that accbunt? Or,
was it merely to take up some common-place plan of amusement and plea-
sure~that mock importance given to tnﬂes which as frequently ma.kcs
them cease {o be trifles P

Half careless as to what the invitation portended, and still pondermg over
his failire, he reached her door and knocked.

“Come in,” said she ; and he entered.

Dressed"for dinner w1th unusual taste and splendour, he had never seen
her Jook so beauntiful. For some time back she had observed an almost
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studied simplicity of dress, rarely wearing an ornament, and distinguishing
herself rather by a half Puritanism of style. The sudden change to all the
blaze of diamonds and the softening inflnence of decp folds of lace, gave a
brilliancy to her appearance quite magical ;, nor was Cashel’s breeding proof
against a stare of amazement and admiration.

A deeper flush on her cheek acknowledged how she felt his confusion, and
hastening to relieve it, she said,.

1 have but a moment fo speak to you. Itisalmost seven o’clock. You
were at ¢ the cottage’ to-day £

“Yes,” said Roland, his cheek growing scarlet as he spoke.

““And, Jdoubtless, your visit had some object of importance. Nay, no
confessions. This is not curiosity on my part, but to let you know that
you were followed. Scarcely had you left this, when Linton set out also,
making a cireuit by the wood, but af a speed which must bave soon over-
taken you. He returged some time before you, at the same speed, and cn-
tered by the back gate of the stables. From this window I could sec him
cach time.”

« Indeed 1 said Roland, remembering the figurc Mary had seen before
the window. .

“You know my opinion of this man already. He never moves without a
plan; and a plan, with him, is ever a treachery.”

He avoids me strangely; we rarely meet now; mnever by any chance
alone. And even before others there is a forced gaiety in his manner, that
all his artifice cannot pass off for real.”

“ Have you thwarted him in anything #

“ Not that I know of.”

“Have you refused him any favour that he sought for ?’

“ Never.”

“Ts he your debtor for what he onght, but never means, to pay ?”

““Not even that. What I may have given him has been always without
any reserve or thought of restitution.”

* Are your affections directed towards the same object P’

As she said this, the ease in which she commenced gradually left Ler, and
her cheek grew flushed ere she finished.

I cannot tell. There are no confidences between us; besides, a very
bankrupt in love could not envy my solvency. Mine is a heart that cannot
threaten dangerous rivalry.” ‘

“You cannot be certain of that 1" said she, as if thmkmg aloud,

Fortunately, Cashel did not hear the words, but stood in deep.reverie fors
some seconds.

“There! the second bell -has mng, I must leave you. My Lord comes
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down to dinner to-day. It is by his.orders that I am thus showily dressed.
Linton has been filling his mind with stories of some Embsssy he is to have,
and we are already rehearsing ¢ our Excellencies " I have but time to say,
Be on your gu,uxd Linton is ng common enemy ; nor does it need an injury
to make him one.”

1t is very rude of me, 1 know, to interrupt so inferesting a #éle-d-féte,
but Mr. Cashel’s cook has feclings also at stake.”

These words were spoken by Lord Kilgoff, who, in a tone of no small irri
tation, now joined them.

“1 was speaking of your mission, my Lord.”

“ Which you forgot, of course, was not to be mentioned—even to so sin-
cere a well-wisher as Mr. Cashel.” .

¢ In any case, my Lord, it remains safc in my keeping.”

“Very possibly, Sir; bul, it is a poor carnest Lady Kilgoff gives of ber
fitness as the wife of a “ Diplomntist.”

Cashel gave his arm to Lady Kilgof without speaking, and his Lordship
followed them slowly towards the dining-room. Linton stood at the door as
they entered, and his wan featuresqgrew flushed as the haughty beauty moved #
past him with the very coldest of recognitions.

“ What an admirable taste is your Lordship’s I said he to tle old Pecr;
“ Lady Kilgof’s diamonds are disposed with an eleganee that bespeaks the
guiding skill of 4 consummatc arbist,”

“1Ta! you perceive it, then!” said he, smiling. “I own to you, the fes-
tooning the robe with bouquets of hrilliants was a fancy of mine, and has, T
think, a very pretty effect.”

« Storr told me that he had not one person in his cmploymont could equal
your Lordship in the harmonious arrangement of gems. e mentioned a -
bracelet, il I remember aright, made from your own designs, as the most
beautifully chaste ornament he had ever seen.”

* You must pronounee for yourself, Sir,” suid the old Lord, with a swile
of clated vanity; and so, tak.m" Linton’s arm, he approachcd where Lady
Kilgoff was seated in a group of ladies,’

“ Will you oblige me, Madam,” said he, with a courteous bow, “by show-
ing Mr. Linton your ruby and opal bracelet, which I had the poor merit of
designing #

“1 am unfortunate enough not to have it. here,” replied shc with,a con-
fusion which made the blood mount to her temples.

“J am grieved, Madam, it should not enjoy the honour of your prefer-
ence,” said Lord Iulvoﬁ‘, with an air of pigue. “ Will you order your maid
to fetch it

* P've not got it, my Lord,” said she, colouring still deeper.
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“Nol got if, Madam! you do not mean to imply—-"

“ Only that it is shghﬂy broken—a few stones have fallen out, and I have
sent it to be repaired.”

“To be repaired, Madam! and without my knowledge! To “hom,
pray p)’

“That man in Dublin; I {orget his name.”

“ Your Ladyship means Lconard T presume,” interposed Linton, wilh an
air of courtesy, while, plainer than any words, his glance said, “ My revenge
is coring I

¢ Leonard ! exclaimed Lord Kilgoff, with a look of horror. © Give
Leonard thet bracelet! the wmould of which I refused to the Princess of
Hohenhoflingen, and which I made Storr destroy in my own presence !

“ You perceive, my Lord,” eried Lady Janet,  her Ladyship is less ex-
clusive than you are.”

“And gencrous enough to admire what may belong to another,” added
Linton, but in a tone only audible by Lady Kilgoff.

“We have got a few minutes before dinner, Madam. I must beg you
Will employ them in writing to Mr. Leonaad to return the bracclet at once.
Suy it was u istake on your part—an inadvertence—and done withoul my
knowledge. Caution the man, too, about appropriating any portion of the
design, and remind him that articles of serfa are protected by the act of
copyright.”

“We had betler delay the postboy, my Lord,” said Linton; “he starls
at seven precisely.”

“ Do so, Sir.”

“ Dinner ” cried the butler, flinging wide the folding-doors.

« Could we delay that pleasant summons a few minutes, Mr. Cashe =
said Lord Kilgoff.

«1f will uot be necessary on my account, Sir; I'll write to-morrow.”
And this she said with an air of haughty defiance that never failed to subdue
the old Peer’s petulance; and then, accepting Cashel’s arm, moved on
without a word.

“Where is it? that’s the question!” whisppred Mrs. White to Lady
Janet.

« Take you two to one it’s not at Lieonard’s,” snid Frobisher.

“ Give you an even-fifty Linten knows all about it,” replied Upton.

« And ten to two that he’ll never tell !” chimed in Miss Meek ; and so
they took their places at the table,
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CHAPTER XVIL

I could an I would, Sir Iarry.
OLp PrAY.

WaiLe the gay company at Tabbermorc dined sumptuously, and enjoyed
the luxuries of a splendid table with no otber alloy to 4heir pleasure than
the ennui of people whose fastidiousness has grown into malady, Mr. Corri-
gon sat in council at the cottage with his ancient ally, the Doctor. There
was an appearance of constraint over each—very unusual with men who had
been friends from boyhood; and in their long pauses, and short, abrupt
scntences, might be read the absence of that, confiding spirit which had
bound them so many years like Brothers.

It may be in the reader’s recollection that, while Corrigan was pledged
to sccrecy by Linton respecting his revelations of Cashel, Ticrnay was
equally bound by Roland not to divulge any of his plans for the old man’s
bencfit. Perhaps it was the first time in the life of either that such a
rescrve had been practised. Certainly, it weighed heavily upon both; and
more than once they were coming to the fatal resolve to break their vows,
and then some sudden thought—some unknown dread of disconcerting the
intentions of those who trusted them—would cross their mind, and after a
momentary struggle, a half cough, and muttered “ Well! well?” they would
relapse into silence, cach far {00 occupied by himself to mote the other’s
embarrassment.

It was after a long time and much thought that Corrigan perceived, how-
ever pledged to Linton not fo speak of Cashel’s conduct respecting the
cotiage, that he was in no wise bound to secrecy regarding the proposal for
Mary Leicester’s hand ; and this was, indeed, the topic on which he was
most desirous of the Doctor’s counsel.

“1 have a sccret for you, Tiernay,” said the old man, at length; *“and it
is onc which will surprisc you. Ihave had an offer this morning for Mary !
Ay; just so. You often told me that nothing but this life of isolation and
retirement would have left her with me so long ; but the thought of losing
her—the tangible, actual dread—never presented itself before this day 1”

 Who is it P said Tiernay, shortly, but not without evident agitation of
manner,
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“ One who bas never enjoyed much of your favour, Tiernay, and whom I
suspect you have judged with less than your habitual fairness,”

1 know the man. Linton #”

It was Linton.” )

“ And he actually made this proposition P’ smd Ternay, with an expres-
sion of the most unbounded surprise in his featares.

“ To me, myself, in this room, he made it.” ,

“ He asked you what her fortune would be P said Ticrnay, grufily.

“ He did not; he told me of his own. He said, that by a recent event
he had become possessed of suficient property to make him indifferent to
the fortune of whoever he might marry. He spoke sensibly and well of his
future career, of the plans he had conceived, and the rules he made for
his own guidance; he spoke warmly of her with whom he wished to share
his fortunes ; and lastly, he alluded in kind terms to myself, dependent as I
am upon her care, and living as I do upon her affection. In a word, if there
was not the ardour of a passionate lover, there was what I augur hetler
from—the sentiments of one who had long reflected on his own position in
1ife, who knew the world well, and could be no mean guide amid its dangers
and difficulties.”

“Have you told Mary of this ?”

“T have not. My answer to Linton was: ‘Let me have time to think
over this proposal; give me some hours of thought before I even speak to
my granddaughter ;’ and he acceded at once.”

* Good Ieavens !’ exclaimed Tiernay, rising and pacing the room. “ How
inadequate are we {wo old men—removed from intercourse with the world,
neither players nor lookers-on at the game of life—to cope with one like
him, and scc what he purposes to himself by this alliance! As for his
affection, as for his power Lo feel her worth, to estimate the gentle virtues
of her spotless nature, I cannot, T will not believe it.”

 And for that very reason are you unfit to judge him. Your prejudices,
ever against him, are vendered stronger, because you cannot divine motives
black enough to suit your theory; ‘you give the bencfit of all your doubts
aguinst himself.”

“I know him to be a gambler in its worst, sense. Not one who plays
cven for the gratification of those alternating vacillations of hope and fear
which jaded, worn-out natures sesort to as the recompense for blunted cwo-
tions and blasted agbitions, but a gambler for gain I-—that foul amalgam of the
miser and the knave. I’ve scen him play the sycophant, too, like onc who
studied long his part, and knew it thoroughly. No, no, Cons it is not one
like this must be husband of Mary !”

“1 tell you again, Ticrnag, you suffer your prejudices to outrun all your
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prudence. The very fact that he asks in marriage a portionless girl, without
influence from family, and without the advantage of station, should outweigh
all your doubts twice told.” ‘

“This does but puzzle me-—nothing more,” said Tiernay, doggedly.
“Were it Cashel, that high-hearted, generons youth, who made this
offer——"

I must slop you, Tierndy; you arc as much at fault in your over-esti-

mate of one, as in your disparagement of the ofher. Cashel is not what you
deem him. Ask me not how I know it. I canuot—I dare not iell you;
it is cnough that I do know it, and know it by the cvidence of my own
eyes.” -
“Then they have deceived you, that’s all,”” said Tiertay, rouglly; “for
Iiell you, and I speak now of what my own knowledge can sustain, that he
is the very soul of generosity——a gencrosity that would imply recklessuess,
if not guided by the shrinking delicacy of an ahnost girlish spirit.”

*Tiemay, Ticrnay, you arc wrong, I say,” cried Corrigan, passionatcly.

“And I say il is yox who are in error,” said Tiernay. “Tt was but
this morning I held in my hands—"  He stapped, stammered, aud was
silent.

“Well,” eried Corrigan, “go on; not that, indced, you conld con-
vince me aguinst what my eyes luve assured, for here, upon this table, I
beheld-—>

“Ouf with it, man!  Tell what jugglery has been practised on you, for I |
scc you have been duped.”

“Hush! bere’s Mary " eried Corrigan, who, scarcely able to control hini-
self, now walked the room in great agitation.

“You were talking so loud,” said Mary, “that I guessed you were quar-
relling about polities, and so T came to make peace.”

“We were not, Mary; but Tiernay is in one of his wrong-head Lu
mours.”

“And your grandfather in the silliest of his foolish ones!” exclaimed
Ticrnay, as, snatching up his hat, he lefy the cottage.
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CHAPTER XVIIL

Like hattle~trumps :
The chaos of their tongues did drown reflection. *
OswArD.

It might be thouglt that in a houseliold so full of contrarieties as Tub-
bermore, any new plin of pleasute would have met but a meagre success.
Here, werce the Kilgofls, upon oue side, full of some sceret importance, aud
already speaking of the uncerlainty of passing the spring in Irelaud. There,
were the Kemnyfecks, utterly disorganiscd by intestine troubles—mother,
aunt, and daughters at open war, and only of onc mind for some few minutes
of cach day, when they assailed the luckless Kennyfeck as the “author of
all evil;” Yrobisker, disconfenied that no bandicap could be “got ap,” to
remunerate him for the weariness of his exile; Upton, suflering under ihe
pangs of rejection; Sir Audrew, reduced to a skeleton by the treatment
against his unhappy opiate, being condemned, as * Jim” phrased il, to “1wo
heavy sweuls without body-clothes, and a drench évery day;” Meck grown
peevish at the little prospeet of making anything of Cashel politically 3 and
Cashel himself hipped and bored by all in furn, and wearied of being the
head of a Louse where the only pleasantry existed in the servants’ hall—and
they were all rogues and thieves who made it.

1t might be casily* supposed these were not the ingredients which would
amalgamale into any agreeable union, and that even a suggestion to that end
would meet but few supporters.

Not, so; the very thought of doing “anything” was a relief: each felt,
perhaps, his share of shame at the Yeneral emnwi, and longed for whatever
gave a chance of repelling it. It was as in certain political conditions in sea-

- sons of general stagnation—men are willing even to risk a revolution xather
than coutinue in a state of unpromising monotony.

Linton, whose own plaus required that the others should be full of occu-
pation of one kind or other, was the first to give the impulse, by reminding
Miss Meek that her sovereiguty had, up to this time, been a dead letter.

“You have positively done nothing,” said he, *since your accession, Here
we are, all ready o do your bidding, only waiting for the shadow of a wish
on your part. There is nos obstacle anywhere; pray let us commence a
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series of such right royal festivities as shall cause the envy of every other
sovereign in Christendom.”

“T'm sure I wish for nothing better; but nobody mumas me,” said she,
pouting.

“ What shall be the opening, then?” said Linton, taking a sheet of paper,
and seating himself, in all form, to write. * A masquerade ?”

By all means! A masquerade "’ exclaimed a dozen voices; and at once
a large circle gathered round the tuble where he sat.

“ Dogs the country afford materials for one?”’ asked Jennings.

“Oh dear, yes!” sighed Meek; “you could gather a greot many impor-
tant people here by a little management.” .

“1’l] tell Macnevin, wha commands at Limerick, to scud ye every officer
wha isu’{ under arrest,” said Sir Andrew.

A speeeh reecived with great favour by various young ladics unknown to
the reader.

Every one who knew anything of the three neighbouring counties was at
once summoned to form part of a <cleet committee to name those who ought
to be invited. The Chicf Justice‘was acquainted with fhe prineipal persons,
from his having gone circuit ; hut then, those he mentioned were rarcly of
the stamp to add lusire or brilliancy to a fancy ball; indeed, as Linton
whispered, © The old Judge had cither hanged or transported all the pleasant
fellows.”

The Infantry men froth Limerick were familiar with every preity girl of
that famed capi%al and its cnvirons for some miles round ; and as exclusive-
ness was not 10 be the rule, a very imposing list was soon drawn up.

Then came the guestion of receiving so large a party, and each vied with
Lis neighbour in gencrous sacrifices of accommodation ; even Downie veuch-
safed to say that the noise would be terrible, ¢ but onc®ought to submit to
anything to give pleasure to his friends.”

The theatre should be the ball-room; the {wo drawing-rooms and the
library would offer space for the company to promenade ; the buffet stand in
the dining-room ; aud supper be served n the great conservatory, which, with
its trellised vines all studded with lights disposed as stars, would have a new
and beantiful effect.

Sir Andrew promised two military bands, and unmarried officers & dis-
erétion.

Devoted offers of assistance poured in from every side. Foraging parties
were “told off, to shoot snipe and woodcocks without ceasing; and Fro-
bisher was to ply with a four-in-hand—of Cashel’s horses—to and from
Limerick every day, carrying everybody and everything that was wanting.
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All the servants of the guests, as Well as of the house, were to be attired -
m a costume which, after some discussion, was decided to be Spanish.

Unlimited facilities were to be at the disposal of all, for whatever they
pleased to order. Mrs. White sat down o write to Paris for an envoy of.
moss-roses and camelias, with a postseript from Upton on the sub)ect of red’
partridges and joie gras.

Jennings dictated a despatch to Mayence for two cases of Stcmbergcr,
and Howle took notes of all for a seriés of papers, which in four different
styles were to appear in four periodicals simultancously.

As each guest was at full libert, y to invite some half-dozen friends, there
was quite gn excltement in comparing lists with each other, and speculations
innumerable as tosthe dress and character they would appear in, for all were
mysterious upon thadhead.

« But whar is Maister Cashel all 1his time #”* said Sir Andrew ; “ methinks
it ' wud na be vara polile na to hac hiseopinion upon o’ this, syne he must gie
the siller for it.”

“Ie’s playing chess with Lady Kilgoff in the boudoir,” said Jennings.

« Tell Kennyfeck,” said Frobisher; “that’s quitc cnough! Cashel calls
everything where money enters, business, and hates it, in consequence. »

«“Oh dear! P’m precisely of his mind, thcn,” sighed Meek, caressing his
whiskers.

“ Kilgoff will not remain, you'll sec,” said Upton. ¢ He is not pleased
with my Lady’s taste for close intinacy.”

“ The Kennyfecks are going to-morrow or next day,” said another.

“ 8o they have been every day this last week ; but if some of you gentle-
men will only be gallant cnough to give a good reason for remaining, they’ll
not stir.”” This was spoken by Ludy Janet in her tartest of voices, and with
a steady stare at Uplon, who stroked his moustaches in very palpable con-
fusion. * Yes, Sir Harvey,” contiuned she, “ I'm perfectly serious, and Mr.
Linton, I perceive, agrees with me.”

“As he always does, Lady Janct, when he desires to be iu the right,”
said Linton, bowing. S

“ Aw—1, aw—I [ dide’t think it was so easy in that quarler, aw I’ said
Je r,mungs, in a low semi-confidential tone.

« l’ll insure you for a fair premium, Jennings, il you have any fancy that
wa,

‘y‘ Aw, I don't know—concern looks hazardous—ba, ha, ha !—don’t you
think s0 ?*  But as nobody joined in his laughter, he resumed, ina lower
voice, “ There’s. Upton’s very spoony indecd about one of then.”

“ 1i’s the aunt,” said Linton; “a very {inc woman, too ; what the French
call a ¢ beauté sévére ;* bt classical, quite classical.”

YOL. 1I. , K
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¢ Confounded old harridan1” muttercd Upton between his tecth; “I’d
not take her with Rothschild’s bank at her disposal.”

All this little chit-chat was a thing got up by Linton, while stationing
himself in & position to wateh Cashel and Lady Kilgoff, who sat, at a chess-
table, in an adjoining room. It needed not Linton’s cagle glance to per-
ceive that neither was attentive to the game, but that they were engaged in
deep and earnest conversation. Lady Kilgof’s back was towards him, but
Roland’s face he could see cleurly, and watch the signs of anger and im-
patience it displayed.

A little more noisc and confusion here,” thought Liyfon, “and they’ll
forgot, that they’re not « hundred miles away . and acting on phis, he sct
about arranging thc company in various groups; and ynile he disposed a
civele of very fast-lalking old ladies, o discuss rauk-ind privileges, in one
corner, he employed some others’ in devising a character quadrille, over
which Mrs. White was to preside; and then, sealing o young lady ai the
plano, one of those determined performers who run a steeple-chase throagh
wallz, polka, and mazurka, for howrs uninterruptedly, he saw that he had
manufacturcd a very pretty chaas * off-hand.”

While hwrrying hither and thither, dircering, instructing, and advising
every one, he contrived also, and as it were by mere aceident, to draw across
the doorway of the houndoir the heavy velvet curtain that performed ibe
function of a door. The company were far too busied in their various oc-
cupations to remark this; far less was it perecived by Liady Kilgoff or
Roland.  Nobody knew betier than Livton how to perform the part of fly-
wheel to that complicated engine called soeiety 5 be conld regulate its pace
1o whatever speed he pleased ; and wpoun this oceasion Le pushed the veloeity
1o ibe utmost; and, by dint of that miraculons magnetism by which mwen
of warm imagination and quick fancy inspire their less suseepiible neigh-
bours, he spread the contagion of his own merey huwonr, and converted the
drawing-room into a scenc of almost riotous gaiety.

“They want no more leadership now,” said he, and stipped from the room
and hastened towards the libvary, wlere sat Lord Kilgofl, surrounded by
folios of Grotius and Puflendorf—Iess, indeed, for perusal and study, than
as if inhaling the spirit of diplonaiic eraft from their presence.

“Nay, my Lord, this is too ruch,” said he, entering with a smile;
“ some reluxation is really necessary. Tray come and dissipate a little with
us in the drawing-room.”

“Don’t lose my place, however,” said he, smiling far more graciously
than his wont. T was just considering that assertion of Grotius, wherein
he lays it down that “a river is always objectionable as o national boundary.?
1 dissent completely from the doctrine. A riyer has all the significance of
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a natural frontier. It is the line of demarcalion drawn {rom the com-
mencement of the world between different tracts, and at once suggests
separation.”

“Very true, my Lord; T see your ohscrvation in all its justice. A river,
in ihe natural world, is like the distinguishing symbol of rank in the social,
and should ever be a barrier against unwarraniable intrusion.”

Lord Kilgofl spiled, tapped his snuff-box, and nodded, as though t0 say,
“ Continue.”  Ligton understood the hint in this wise, and weni on:

« And yet, my Jord, there is reason to fear 1hat, with individuals as with
nations, these degarcations are losing their “prestige’  What people call
culightemmebt and\ progress, now-a-days, is the mere negation of these
principles.”

“IXvery age has thrown some absurd theory to the surface, Sir,” said
Lord Kilgoff, proudly ; ¢ Southeotians, Mormons, and Radicals among the
resie But truth, Sir, has always the ascendaney in the long run. Faels
canned be sneered down 5 and the Pyrenees and the English Peerage are
fiets, Mr. Lintou, and similar facts, {o0!”

Linton looked ke one who divided hus®lf hetween rebuke and convie-
tion—submissive, but yet satisiiod.

L4 Give me your arm, Lintou; P still very fir frow strong s tlils place
dixagrevs with me. T funey the alr is vhewnatie, and T wn npaticnt 1o get,
avway; but the faet s, T have been Jingering in the hope of reeciving some
irdings from the Forcign-office, which T liad rather would reach me here,
thaue at wy own house.”

“ Precisely, my Lord; the re qu('x'f then has the air—1 mean, it shows
you have been soughi alm by the Minister, aud solieited to take office
when uot thinking ()f the maticr yourself.”

“Quite s0; Topen the despatch, as it may be, ab the breakfast-table,
joeularly observing that it Tooks official, eh ¥

« Exuctly, my Lord ; you evew swise that it may prove an 'qspoin'mr‘nf,
you buve solicited for one of your BUACTOUS profeges—something i the
Colouies, or the *troop,’ without puxdm.w in the Blues 27

Lord Kilgoff lauglicd—for him, heartily—at Linton’s eoncurreuce in his
huwour, and went, o1z

¢« And when T open it, Linton, and read the contents, ch 27

ere be paused, as if asking what effeel his astuie friend would aseribe to
such pleasant tidings.

T think I sec your Lovdship throw the heavy packet from you with a
“Pshuw I of disappoiniment ; while you niuttee to your uext neighbour, T
have been warding off this these two or three last years, bul there’s no help
for it ; ibe King iusists upon my taking the mission at Florenee 1%

K2
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T must say, Mr. Linton, your conjecture strikes me as strained and un-
natural. The appointment to represent my august master at the court of
Tuscany might be a worthy object of my ambition. 1 cannot agree with the
view you tuke of it.”

Linton saw that he had *charged t0o far,” and hastened to secure his re-
ireat.

1 spoke, my Lord, rather with reference to your regret at quitting the
scenes of your natural influence at home, of withdrawing £ ‘om this distracted
country the high example of your prescnce, the wisdong of yeur counscls,
the munificence of your charily. These are sad exports gt suth a time as

hlé 12

Lord Kilgoff sighcd—he sighed heavily; he knc\u’ Ire Lmd had gone
through many trinls and afllictions, but the dark future which Linton pie-
tured had never presented itself so full of gloom hefore.  Ile doubtless filt
that, when he left the ship, she would not lonq survive the hreakers; and,
sunk in these reveries, he walked along at Linton’s side till they gamed
the picture-gallery, al one thrcmxty of which lay the boudoir we have
spoken of.

“ Poor things, my Lord!” said Linton, shrugging his shoulders as he
passed along, aud casting a contemptuous glance at the apoeryphal Vzmd_) cks
and M uu]los around, .md for whose authenticity hc had himself, in nearly
every case, been the guarantee.

Lord Kilgoff gave a fleeling look at them, bul smd nothing ; and Linfon,
to occupy iimc, went on:

“New men, like our friend here, should never aspire ahove the Flemish
school.  Your Cuyps, and TLobbemas, and Vauderveldes are easily under-
sfood, and their exsccllences are soon learned. Even Mieris aud Gerard
Dow are open Lo such counoisscurship; but, 1o feel the ealm nobility of «
Velasquez, the sublime dignity of a Vandyck, or the glorious intellectuality
of a Tihan portrait, a man must be a born gentleman, in s most exalted
signification.  What a perfeet taste your colleetion at hilgoll displays! Al
Spanish or Venetian, if I mistake not.”

“ Are we not like to disturb a #éte-a-#éte, Linton?” said Lord Kilgoff,
nudging his friend’s arm, and laughing slyly, as he pointed through the large
frame of plate-glass that formed a door o the boudoir.

“By Jove ! said Linton, in a low whisper, “and so we were! You are
always thoughtful, my Lord!”

“You know ihe adage, Linton, ¢ An old poacher makes the best game-
keeper ' Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Ah, my Lord! 1 have heard as much of you. But who can they be

“ We shall soon see, for it is always bettcr in these cases to incur the
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rudeness of interruption than the meanness of espionnage ;” wnd o sayin
Loid Kilgoff opened the door and entered. ?itm in sa dq? tl;s;
noise he made might easily have attracted notice, the cliess-players, either
deep w thewr preocoupation, or habituated to the uproar of the drawing-
room, pmd no attention, so that it was only as he exclaimed *
Kilgoff 1 that both starled, and beheld Lim, as, pale with passion, he stood
suppotting himsglf on the back of a chair.

“ Pray dow’t star, Sir; be seated, I beg,” said he, addvessiug Cashel, in
a voice that shooll with anger; “my interruption of your game was pure
accident.” v

“No apologies, my Lord; we are both but indifferent players,” said
Cashel, smihng, tut yet very far from at case.

“Your seclusion at least bespoaks the interest you feel in the game.
Mcr. Linton and I can vouch——" (Herc his Lordship turned to call Ius
witness, bal he had left the court, or, more properly speaking, had uncver
entered it.)

# Linton here ®’ said Lady Kilgoff, in a voice which, {hough scarce a
whisper, was actuslly thnlhng 1m the intcndily of ils meaning.

T hope, 8ir, when you Lave lived somewhat more m the world, you will
learn that the first duty of a host 1s not to compromise a guest.”

“I am most willing to he taught by your Lordship’s better knowledge;
but 1f I am 1o benefit by the losson m the present case, 1t must be more
clearly expressed,” sad Cashel, calmly

« Ag for you, Madam,” said Lord Xilgofl, “I cannot compliment you on
the progress you have made m acquiring the habits and instinets of € your
order.””

¢ My Lowd" (selumed she; and then, with a countenance wherem re-
buke and cntrcaty were blended, she stopped.

“L am aware, Sir, what ¢c/af young gentlemen now-a-days derive from
the supposed prefercuce of mdividuals of evalled rank ;' and I would hope
that your vanity miy be most m fault, haze ”

“My Lowd, ou word only one,” swd Cashel, eagerly; “I am sadly
afficicd with the mbrnuty of hot tanper, wlich never gives way more sarely,
e more suddenly, thw when accused wrongfully.  Buch is your Loxdship
doing at present 1 would entrest you not to say, what a very liftle calm
reflection will call upon you to wtract ™’

“Phis coucerns me, Sir, most of all,” said Lady Kilgoff, rising and
drawims hoselt proudly up.  “Thesc unworthy suspicions had never
occwircd to you, hd they not been prompled ; but you might have believed
that when I sacrificed all I have done, for that rank of which so inces-
santly you remuud we, that Txvould not rashly hazard the position for which
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1 paid so dearly.—Let us leave this now, my Lord; Mr. Cashel can scarcely
desire a presence that has so ungratefully rewarded his hospitality, and T, at
Icast, shall be spared the wortification of mccting one who has been a wit-
ness to such an outrage.”

“This is not to end here, Sir,” suid Lord Kilgoff, in a whisper to Cashel,
who, more intent upon the words Lady Kilgofl had just uttered, carclessly
answered, .

“ As you will.”

*“ Good-hy, Mr. Cashel,” said she, holding out her hand; “I wish I was
leaving a better sowvewir hehind e than the memory of Ll last scene.”

« I will never remember it, Madam,” said Cashel ; “ but L woubld beg {hat
you may not let an incident so trivial, so perfectly devoid of cverything
like importance, hasten your going. Noihing save malevolence aud
calnmny could suggest any other impression, and I would besecch you not
1o favour, by such a step as a hasty departure, the malice that scandul-lovers
may circulate.”

“'This is matter for my cousideration, Sir,” said Dord Kilgoff, haughtily ;
while, drawing Lady Kilgofl’s arm within his own, he made a vigorous
atiempt Lo move away with dignity.

CHAPTER XIX.
Is he not 100 old for such gambols ?—S1r Ravymoxp.

Casugn was in no mood io join his company after such a scene, and
bastening up-siairs, he entered his dressing-room.  What was his surprise
{o sco that Linton was scated in an Casy-chair before the fire, cujoying «
cigar and a new novel, with all the cool negligenee of his wureflled nature.

“ At last ™’ cried b, as Cashel entered.  “I have been waiting here most
impatiently to know how you gob through it.”

“ Through what ! —how—what do you uzean #”

 That affair with Kilgofl. Islipped away whenIsaw that he wvald enter
the boudoir, after having coughed and sneezed like a grampus, in the lhope
of attracting your atiention; hut vou were so confoundedly engrossed by my
Lady’s agrecubility—so excessively tender—-"

“ Linton, L must stop you at onee. L may-barter some of my own self




ROLAND CASHEL. 135

respect for quietness’ sake, and let you talk this way of me, bui you shall
not do so of another.”

“ Hang it, man, she is an older {riend than yowrself. 1 havc known her
these seven years—as little more than a child.”

“ Your Enendslup would seem a costly blessing, if you understand its
duties always in this fashion.”

T hope it will admit of a little frankness, at all events,” said he, affeot-
ing a laugh. “J¢ will be too ba.d if you both fall out with me for watching
over your interesis.”

I don’t understand you.”

1 will*be plain enough. I have seen for many a day back what has been

going on. I perceived the very commencement of the mischicf, when pro-
bably neither she nor you dreamed of il ; and, resigning all the estcem that
years had cemented between us, I spoke to her. Ay, Roland, I told her
what wounld happen. I said, that qualities like yours could not be hrought
every day into contrast with those of poor Kilgoff without most unhappy
cowparisons. I explained to her, that if she did form an attachment to you,
it could mot he one of those passing flirtafions that an easy code of fashion
admits and sanctions; that you werc a fellow whose generous nature could
never descend to such heartless levity, aud that therc was no suerifice of
position and prospect you would hesitatc to make for a woman thai loved
you; and I asked her flatly, would she bring such ruin upon you? The
greater fool myself; I ought o have known better. She not only refused
io listen to me, but actually resented my attempted kindness by acteal
injury. 1 dow’t want to speak for mysclf here, so I'll hasten on. It was
all but a cut between us, for months before we met here. You may
remember, in Dublin, we rarely even spoke to each other ; we, who once had
been like brother and sister !

“ Well, before she was a week here, I saw that the danger T had dreaded
50 long, was hourly becoming morc imminent. Yoz, very possibly, had ot a
scrious thought upon the matter, bpt ske had actually fullen in love! I
suppose you must have played hero, at that shipwreck, in some very
chivalrous fashion ; however it was, my Lady hadlost her heart, precisely at
{he same time that his Lordship had lost his head—leaving you, 1 conjecture,
in* very awkward dilemma. Seeing there was no time to lose, and re-
solving to sacrifice myself to stve her, I made onc more effost. I'll not
weary you with a narrative of my eloquence, nor repeat any of the ten-
thousand-and-one reasons I gave, for her shunning your society, and, if need .
were, leaving your house. The whole ended as 1 ought to have fongeeen it
would—in an open breach between us; she, candidly avowing that she
would be my deadly cuemy through life, and cven procure a personal rup-
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ture between you a.nd mg, if pnshed to it, by my *impertinent importunity,’
‘50 she called it. " T own to'you I was completely dumfounded by this. I
knew that she had courage for anything, and that, if she did care for a man,
there would be-a recklessness in the course she would follow that would
defy guidance or direction, and so, I abstained from any further inter-
- ference ; and, as you may have remarked yourself, I actuslly estranged
myself from you.”

I did remark that,” said Cashel, gravely.

* Well, to-night, when by mere accident Iilgoff and I had sauntered into
the gallery and came upon you in the boudoir, I own {rankly T was not sorry
for it ; unpleasant as such scenes are, they are better—a hundred thousand

“times better—than the sad consequences they anticipate; and even should
anything take place personally, I'd rather see you stand Kilgoff’s fire at
¢ twelve paces,” than be exposed to the flash of my Lady’s eye at < one.”

“Your friendly zeal,” said Cashel, with a very peculiar emphasis on the
words, * wonld secm to have got the upper hand of your habituelly sharp
pereeption ; there was nothing to fear in any part of my intimacy with Lady
Kilgoff. T have been but too short a time conversant with fashionable life

~to forget more vulgar habils, and, among them, that which forbids a man to
pay his addresses to the wife of another. I need not vindicate her Lady-
s]np ; that she has taken a warm, I shame not to say an affectionate, intercst
inmy fortunes, may have been imprudent. I know mot what your code
adwits of or rcjects, but, her kindness demands all my gratitude, and, if
need be, the defence that a man of honour should -always be ready to offer
for the cause of {ruth.”

“ Don’t you perceive, Cashel, that all you are saying only proves what I
have been asserting—that, while you are actually ignorant of your danger,
the peril is but the greater ? I repeat it to you, however intact yowr heart
may be, Zers is in your keeping. I know this; nay, I say it advisedly—
don’t shake your head and look so confident—I repeat it, 1 know this to be
the case.”

“You know it P said Cashel, as though Linton’s words had startled his

convictions.

1 know 1t, and T’ll prove 1t, but upon one condilion, your word of honour
as to secrecy.” Cashel nodded, and Linton went on. * Some short #ne
back, some one, under the shelter of theanonymous, wrote her a lelter,
siating that they had long watched her intimacy with you-~grieving over it,
sand regretting that she should have yielded any portion of her affection to
one, whose whole life had been a series of deceptions; that your perjuries
in Love’s Court were undeniable, and that you were actually married, legally
and regularly married, to a young Spanish girk”



ROLAND CASHEL. 137

“Was this told her * said Cashel, gasping for breath.

" % Yes, the very name was given—Maritafia, if I mistake not, --Is ﬁxue
such a name ?

Cashel bent his head sllghﬂy in assent.

“How ou had descrted this poor girl after having won her aflce-
tions—- .

“This is false, Sir; every word of it false!” said Cashel, purple with
passion; “nor will I permit any man to drag her name before this world of
slanderers in connexion with such a tale. Great Heaven! what hypocrisy it
is to have a horror for the assassin and the cut-throat, and yet give shelter,
in your speiety, to those who stab character and poison reputation! I tell
you, Sir, that among thosc buccaneers you have so often sneered at, you'd
not meet one base enough for this.”

‘I think you are too severe upon this kind of transgression, Cashel,” said
Linton, calmly. *It is as often prompted by mere idleness as malice. The
great mass of people in this life have nothing to do, and they go wrong, just
for occupation. There may have been—there generally is—a little grain of
truth amid all the chaff of fiction ; there may, therefore, be a young lady
whose name was——""

] forbid you to speak it. I knew her, and girl as she was, she was not
one to suffer insult in her presence, nor shall it be offered to her in her ab-
sence.”

“My dear fellow, your generous warmth should not be unjust, or clse you
will find few friends willing to incur your anger in the hope of doing you
service. I never believed a word of this story. Marriage—adventurc—
cven the young lady’s identity, I decined all fictions together.”

Cashel muttered something he mcant to be apologetic for his rudeness,
and Linton was not slow in aceepting even so unwilling a reparation.

“Of course I think 10 more of it,” cried he, with affected cordiality.
“1 was going 1o tell you how Lady Kilgoff received the tidings—cxactly
the very opposite to what her kind correspondent had intended. It actually
seemed to cncourage ler in her pasdion, as though there was a similarity in
your cases. Besides, she felt, perbaps, that she was not damaging your
future carecr, as it might be asscrted she bad done, were you unmarried.
These are mere guesses on my part. I own to you, I have little skill in
reading the Machiavellism of 3 female heart; the only key to its mystery T
know of is, ¢ always suspect what is least likely.” ”

« And I am to sit down patiently under all this calumny !” said Cashe]
“as he walked the room with hasty steps. “Iam perhaps to receive at my
table those whose amusement it is %0 to sport with my character'and my
fame 19
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Tt is a very naughty world, no douht of it,” said Linton, lighting a fresh
cigar; “and the worst of it is, it tempts one always to be as roguish as
one’s neighbours, for self-preservation.”

“ You say I am not at liberly to speak of this lotter to Lady Kilgoff

¢ Of course not; T am myself a defaulter in having told the maticr to
you.”

Cashel paced the room hurriedly; and what a whirlwind of opposing
thoughts rushed through bis brain! for while at times all Lady Kilgoff’s
warnings about Linton, all his own suspicions of his duplicity and deoeit,
Were uppermost, 1here was still enough in Linton’s narrative, were it true,
to account for Lady Kilgoff’s hatred of him. The counsels A¢ had given,
and she rejected, were enough to furnish a feud for ever between them. At
whieh side lay tho truth ?  And then, ihis letter about Maritalla—who was
the writer? Could it be Linton himselfP and if so, would he have ven-
tured to allude to it ? .

These thoughts harassed and distressed him at every instant, and in
his present feeling towards Linton he could not ask his aid o solve the
mystery. '

Now, he was hall disposed 1o charge bim with the whole slander; his
passion prompted him to seck an objcet for his vengeance, and the very cool
air of indifference Linton assumed was provocalive of anger. The next
moment, he felt ashamed of such intemperate warmth, and almost persuaded
himself 1o tell him of his proposal for Mary Leicester, and thus, prove the
injustice of ke suspicion about Lady Kilgoff.

“There’s a tap at the door, T think,” said Linton. 1 suppose, if it’s
Froinsher, or any of them, you'd rather not be bored »”  And, as if divining
the answer, he arose and opened it.

“Lord Kalgoff’s complimeuts, and requests Mr. Linton will come over to
Ius room,” said his liordship’s valet.

“ Very well,” said Linion, and closed the door. “Whai can the old Peer
want at this time of night #  Am I fo bring a message to you, Cashel P

Cashel gave an insolent laugh. '

¢ Or shall T tell him the story of Davoust al Tlamburg, when the Syndi-
cate accused him of peculating, and meutioned some millions that he had
abstracted from the treasury. € All untrue, geutlemen,’ said he; ‘T never
heard of the money before, but since you have been polite enough 1o men-
tion the fact, I’ll not show myself so uugratcful as to forget it Do you
think Kilgoff would sec the & propos 2

‘With this speech, uttered in that half-jocalar mood babitual to him, Linton
left the room, while Cashel continued 1o ponder over the late scene, and its
probable consequences ; not the least serioussof which was, 1hat Linton
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was possessor of nis sccrets. Now, thinking upon what lie had just heard
of Lady Kilgoff—now, picturing to himself how Mary Leicester would re-
gard Lis pledge to Maritafia, he walked impatiently up and down, when the
door opened, and Linton appeared.

«Just as I surmised!” said he, throwing nimself inio a chair, and
laughing heartily. My Lord will be satisfied with nothing but a duel
@ mort. 3

«T gee no cause for mirth in such a contingency,” said Cashel, gravely ;
“the very rumour of it would ruin Lady Kilgoff.”

“That of cqurse is a grave cousideration, said Linton, affecting serious-
ness; “but it is still more his than yours.”

« He is a dotard ! said Cashel, passionately, “and not to be thought of.
She is young, beautiful, and unprotected. Her fortune is a hard one al-
ready, nor is there any need to make it still more cruel.”

1 half doubt she would think it so!” said Lmton, with an air of leviy, y,
as he stooped to select a cigar.

“How do you mean, Sir ¥ cricd Cashel, angrily.

“Why, simply, that when you shoot «ny Lord, youwll scarcely desert my
Lady,” said he, with the same easy manner.

““You surely told him that Lis suspicions were unfounded and unjust ; that
my intimacy, however prompted by the greatest admiration, had uever trans-
gressed the line of respect 2

“Of course, my dear fellow, I said a thousand things of you that 1 dido’t
believe,—and worse still, neither did he; but the upshot of all is, that he

“fancies it isa question between the Peerage and the great untitled class; he
has got it into his wise brain that the Barons of Runnymede will rise from
their monumental marble in horror and shame at such an invasion of *the
order;’ and that there will be no louger sccurity beneath the coronet when
such a domestic Jack Cade as yourself goes at large.”

" <1 tell you again, Linton—and let it be for the last time—your plea-
santry is most ill-timed. I cannot, I will not, gratify this old man’s hu-
mour, not make myself ridiculous Yo pamper his absurd vanity. Besides,
to throw a slander wpon his wife, he must seek another instrument.”

By accident, mere accident, Cashel threw a more than usual significance
into these last few words ; and Linton, whose command over his features
rarely failed, taken suddenly by what scemed a charge, grew decp red.

Cashel started as he saw the effect of lis speech ; hc was like one who
sees his chance shot has exploded a maguzme

“What "’ cried be, “lave you a grudge in that quarber, and is it thus
you would pay it ¥
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«Y hope you mean this in jest, Cashel ” said Linton,' with a voice of
forced calm. .

“ Faith, I never was less in a mood for joking ; my words have only such
menning a8 your heart accuses you of.”

*Come, come, then there is no harm done. Bul pray, be advised, and
never say a8 much to any onc who has less regard for you. And now, once
more, what shall we do with Kilgoff? He has charged me fo carry you a
message, and I only undertook the mission in the hope of some accommoda-
tion—something that should keep ihe whole affair strictly amongsi our-
selves,”

“ Then you wish for my answer P

“Of course.”

Tt is soon said. I’ll not meet him.”

“ Not meet him?  But, just consider—""

T have considered, and T tell you once more, I’ll not meet him. e
cannot lay with truth any iujury at my door; and I will not, to indulge his
pctulant vanity, be led to injure one whosc fair fame is of more moment
than our absurd differences.”

“I own to you, Cashel, this docs not strike me as a wise course. By
going out and receiving his fire, you have an opportunity of declaring on
the ground your perfect innocence of the charge; at least, such, I fancy,
would be what I should do, in a like event. T would say, My Lord, it is
your pleasure, under avery grave and great misconceplion, to desive to
take my life. I have stood lerc for you, ouce, and will do so, again, as
many times as you please, till cither your vengeance be satified or your
error recoguised ; simply repeating, as I now do, that I am innocent.” In
this way you will show that personal risk is nothing with you in comparison
with the assertion of a fact that regards another fur more nearly than your-
self. T will not dispute with you which line is the beitcr onc; buf, so
much will T say, This is what ‘the World” would look for »

The word was a spell!  Cashel felt himself in a difliculty perfectly novel.
He was, as it were, arraigned to appear before a court of whose procecdings
he knew little or nothing. Iow “the World” would regard the affarr,
was the whole question—what “the World ” would say of Lady Kilgoff—
how receive her caculpation. Now Linton ascuredly kiiew this samc
“World” well; he knew it in its rarec moods of good-kumour, when it is
pleased 1o speak its flatteries Lo some popular idol of the hour; and he
knew it, in its more congenial temper, when it utters ils fatal judgments on
unproved delinquency and imputed wrong. Nonc knew better than him-
self the conrse by which the * Holy Office * of slander disaeminates its de-
crees, and he had often impressed Roland with a suitable awe of its
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mysterious doings. The word was, then, lalismanic; for, kowever at the
bar of Conscience he might stand acquitied, Cashel knew that it was o an-
other and very different jurisdiction the appeal should be made. Liunton
saw what was passing in his mind, for he had often watehed him in similar
conflicts, and he hastened to press his advantage.

“ Understand me well, Cashel; I do not pretend to say that this is the
common-sensg solution of such a difficully; nor is it the mode which a man
with frankness of characier and honourable intentions would perhaps have
selecled; but it is the way in which the world will eapect to sce it treated,
and any deviation from which would he regarded as a solecism in our este-
blished«code of condnet.”

“1n what position will it place ker? Thal’s the only question worth
considering.”

“Terfeet exculpation. You, as I said before, reccive Kilgofi’s fire, and
protest your entire inuocence : my Lord accepts your assurance, and goes
home to breakfast—roila fout I’

“ What an absurd situation! T declarcto you, 1 shrink {rom the ridicule
that must attach to such u renconire, meeting a man of his age and in-
firmity I”

“They make pistols admirably now-n-days,” said Liunfon, dryly; “cven
the least athletie can pull a hair-trigger.”

Cashel made no answer fo this speech, but stood still, uncertain how to
act.

“Come, come,” said Tduton, “you arc giving the whole thing an im-
portance i doas not merit: just let the old Yeer have the pleasure of his
bit of heroism, and it will all end as 1 have mentioncd. They’ll leave this
fo-morrow early, reach Killaloc to breakfast, whenee Kilgoff will start for
the place of meeting, und, by ten o’clock, yow’ll be there also.  The only
walter Lo arrange is, whom youw’ll get. Were it a real affuir, I'd say Upton,
or Frobisher; but, here, it is a question of secrecy, not skill. I'd advise,
if possible, your having MacFarlme.”

“Rjr Andrew #” said Cashel, half laughing.

“Yes; his age and standing are precisely what we want here.  IIe’ll not
refuse you; and if he should, it’s only telling Lady Janct that we want to
shoot Kilgofl, and she’ll order him out at once.”

«I proteet it Jooks more ohsurd than ever!” said Roland, impatiently.

«That is merely your own prejudice,” said Linton. “You cannot regard
single combat but as a life-struggle between two men, equal not merely in
arms, but alike in bodily cnergy, prowess, shill, and courage. We look on
the matter here as a mere lottery, wherein the less expert as often draws
the prize——But there, 8% I vow, that was two o’clock! i struck, and I
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promised to see Kilgoff again to-night. By the way, he’ll want horses,
Where can he get them ?”

“ Lot him take mine; there are pleniy of them, and he’ll never know
anything of it.”

“Veryirue. What an obliging adversary, that actually ¢ posts’ his enemy
to the ground I

« How am I to see MacFarline {o-night #”

“You'll have to call him out of bed. Lei Flint say there’s an orderly
from Limeriek with despatches; that Biddy Molowney won’t pay her poor-
rate, or Paddy Flanngan has rescued his pig, and the magistrafes are calling
for the Fifiy-something and two squadrons of horse, to protect the police.
Youwll soon have him up ; and, once up, his Scotch blood will make him as
discrect as an archdcacon. 8o, good night; add a codicil to your will in
favour of my Lady, aud to bed.”

With this Linton took lis candle and retircd.

Cashel, once more alone, began to ponder over tho difficulty of his posi-
tion. 'The more he reasoned on the matter, the stronger appeared his fears
that Lady Kilgoff’s name would be compromised by a foolish and nnmeaning
quarrel ; while, for himself, he saw nothing but ridiculc and shame from his
compliance. That onmipotent arbiter, “the World,” might indeed he satis-
fied, bul Roland suspected that few of its betterjudging members would
hesitate to condemn a course as unfeeling as it was unwise.

A quick, sharp knocking at the door of his room aroused him from his
musings. It was Liady Kilgof’s maid, breathless and agitated. She came
to say that Lord Kilgofl, after a scenc of passionate excilgment with her
Ladyship, had beeu seized with paralysis, and that he was now lying power-
less and unconscious on his bed.

« Come, Bir, for mercy’s sake; come quickly. My Lady is distracled,
nor ean any of us think of what to do.”

Cashel scratohed a few lines in peneil to Tiernay, requesting his imme-
diatc presence, and, ringing for his servant, at once despatched a message
to the village. This done, he followed the maid to Lord Kilgoff’s chamber.
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CHAPTER XX

The waters darken, and the rustling sound
Tells of the conring * squall.”
Tre Prot.

Lorp Kivcorr was stretched uwpon a bed, hreathing heavily; one arm
lay straight beside him, and the other crossed upon his breast. His fealurcs
were deadly pale, save in 1he centre of each cheek, where a deep-red spot
seced to burn. A slight, very slight distortion marked his features, and a
faint {remor seemed 1o quiver on his lip. Beside the bed, with an expression
of some conscious terror in her face, sat Lady Kilgoff; her white dressing-
gown, over which how hair fell in long abutidant masses, added pallor to ber
looks. Her eyes met Cashel’s as he eutered, and then reverted io the bed
where the sick man lay, but with an expression less of sorrow than of
bewildernicnt and confusion.

She Jooked, indeed, like one whose facullies had been stunned by some
sudden shock, and had, as yet, made no cffort to recal them to their wonted
exercise. At the foot of the bed stood the maid, whosc half-utiered sobs
were the only sounds to break the stiliness.

Cashel drew near, and placed his fingers on the sick man’s pulse. Often
bad he, m his former adventurous carcer, felt the cbbing current of a life’s
blood, and measured its power by its resistance. The full but labouring
swell of the heart might well deceive him, then, into the impression that no
grave consequences were near. Ile knew not that in such affections the
pulse can be round, and strong, and i.mpulsive; and it was with an earnest
conviction of truth he whispered Lo her,

¢ There is no danger.”

She looked up, but il was easy to see that although the words had
sounded like comfort, they had not picreed the dense veil that clouded her
mind.

Cashel repeated the phrase, and said,

“ Tiernay will soon be here, but have no fears ; my own slight skill can
tell you therc is nothing of peril. Had you not better retive from this—
even to the window?”

A faiut « No” was all she attered.
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<« He was 1n perfect health this afternoon P said Cashel to the maid.

“ My Lot was better than usual, Sir; he took out his collar and Lis star
to look at them, and he spoke very pleasantly of going abroad in the spring.
He was reading in the Hbrary when Mr. Linton went to him.”

“ Linton 1’ muttered Lady Kilgoff, with a shudder.

¥ think I hear voices in the corridor,” said Cashel. “If it be the
Doctor, say I wish to speak with him before he sces my Lord.”

The maid left the room to perform the commissioh, and scarcely had the
door closed, than Lady Kilgoff started up, and seiziug an object which lay
on the bed, exelaimed, “ Xow came it in your keeping P

“ What #” oricd Cashel, in amazement.

This bracclet,” said she, holding out towards him the massive biacelet
which Linton had contrived to detach from her arm at their mecting in the
£ Pm.k.l’

I never saw it beforc—never in my life.”

She sank slowly back upon the chair without speaking, while a faint tremor
shook her frame.

“The Doctor is without, Sir, said the maid at this moment, and Cashel
hastencd out. 1le spoke a few hurried words to Tiernay, and then walked
towards his own room. That some deep and ariful treachery had drawn its
web around and about him, involving not himsclf alone but another too, he
now clearly fell, Ilc saw danger, as the sailor sees it in the lowering sky
and flecting scud, but as yet he knew not from what quarter the “squall”
was coming. - ths suspicions all pointed to Linton ; bul why attribute such
a game to him? and if such were his puipose, 1o what cud could he prac-
tise this treachery ?

“Would it not be better,” thought be, “1o see him at onee; 1l bim my
suspicions openly ; say, thai I no longer trust him as 1y friend, but fec to-
wards hun the msgivings of a secret enemy ?  If there is manliness about
him, he will avow lis cumity, or resent my distrust; cither or both would
be a relief {o what I now suffer. Ah! here hc comes,” said he; but Le
was deceived; it was Tiernay entered.

“ What say you, Doctor? Is the casc a grave one P’

“Worse; it is nemly hopeless!”

“What! do you fear for lus life

Tafe or intellect, onc or the other, murt pay the penalty. This is the
second shock. The shipwrech gave the first, and rent the poor edifice
almost in twain ; this will, in all likelihood, lay it in ashes.”

* This is very dreadful!” said Cashel, upon whom the attendani events
and the consequences were weighing heavily.

“He has told me all!” said Tiernay, almost sternly. ¢ His jealousy and
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her levity—the rampant pride of station—the reckless freedom of a broken
heart—such are the ingredients that have made up a sad story, which may
soon become a tragedy.”

“ But there was no reason for it ; his jealousy was absurd—unfounded.”

« As you will. You may go further, and say he could not lose what he
never owned. I saw the peril—I even warned you of it.”

T can only comprehend you by hall,” said Cashel, impatiently. «You
imply blame to'me where I can fecl none.”

T blame you as I will ever do these, who, not fearing danger for them-
selves, are as indifferent about their neighbours. It is not of this silly old
man I am thinking here—it is of her, who, without a protector, should have
found ont it every man of gencrous and honourable feeling ; not as you,
parhaps, understand protection—not by the challenge hurled in the face of
all who would dare to asperse her fair fame, but by that stydied respect,
that hallowed deference, that should avert detraction. Neither you nor
any other could be the champion of ber hononr; but you might have been
its defender by a betler and a nobler heroism. It is too late to think of {hus
10w ; let us not lose time 1 vain regrets, We wust take measures that
ungenerous reports should not be circulated.”

The door suddenly opened at the mstant, and Linton, in his dressing-
gown, entered ; but, secing Tiernay, made a motion {o retire.

* Come in,” said Cashel; and there was something almost peremplory in
the words. .

T feared T might prove an intruder, sceing the Doctor here. 1Is it true
whal my servant says, that Kilgofl is dangerously ill ”*

Cashel nodded.

“ Poor fellow ! he has no command over himself in those paroxysms of
passion, which his folly and vanity are so constanily stirnng up. But is the
case scrious P

« He will scareely recover, Sir,” said Tiernay ; and it was becausc my
functians as a physician can be of so hitle benefit, that 1 ventured Lo offer
wy serviges as a friend in the case, antl give some counsel as 1o what should
he done.

« Most considerate, indeed,” said Linton, bul in an accent at once hnpos-
<1ble to say whether irouical or ihe reverse.

T sud, Sir,” resumed Ticinay, “that it would be becoming that no falsg
representalion should obtamn curreney as to the origin of the illucss, nor that
a momentary cacitement ot a feeble intelleet should be assumed as the set-
tled convietion of a sound mind. My Lord Kilgoff has had something like
altercation with his wife, and being a weak and failing man, with breaking
faculties, has been scized with a paralylic attack.”

VOL. IL L .
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“Very thoughtful, all this,” said Linton, gravely; “pray commavd me
in any part of your plan where I may be serviceable.”

“The plan is this,” said Cashel : * here is a casc where a terrible calamity
has befallen, and which can be made worse only by calumny. To make the
slandercr pay the heaviest penally of Lis infamy—-

« Nay, nay~—this is not our plan,” said Tiernay, gently ; *Lord Kilgofl’s
altack must bo spokcn of without connexion with any circumstances which
preceded it this evening. Nothg was wmore likely to occur ihan such
a scizure: his age~—his late illuess —his peculiar habit, all predisposed
o it.”

“Just s0,” interposed Cashel, hastily ; and as none save you, Linton,
and mysclf, know anything of the matter, it necd never gain wider pub-
licity.”

“Of coursg nothing can be casier than this. The Lady ¢ Jancts’ need
never hear a word more than you choose to tell them,” said Linton.

“In a few days he will bear removal, Change will be necessary for him ;
and, in fact, our caution is, doubtless, greater than the necessity warrants,”
added Tiernay. ‘

“You will, of course, leave everything to take its course in the house ?”
said Linton. * To interfere with all the plans of pleasure would be o give
risc to malicious rumours.”

“T scarccly know how to act,” suid Cashel. It looks unfecling and
unhind that we should give oursclves up to gaiety at such a moment.”

“Mr. Lintow’s counscl may be wise, notwithstanding,” said Tiernay,
s Lordship may continue a long ime in his present state.”

“ Exactly what I mean,” said lanfon.  “He will probably linger on,
unchanged ; so that i eveuts follow their habitual train, there will he little
iime or temptation to spread scandal about bim; and ihen, what, at first
blush, seems to lack kindncss, is, m reality, the very truest and most con-
siderate service we can render.”

“Then you will look to this part of the matter, Linton ?” saideCashel,
on whom his apparcnt frankness had sesumed ils former ascendancy.

“TLicave it all o me,” said he; “and so good night.” And, with that,
he departed, leaving Cashel and Tiernay together.

They were silent for some minutes, as Linton’s retiring steps were beard
going lowards his own room. Soon after the loud bang of a door
resounded through {he house, and all was siill. Little knew they, that
scarcely had he gamed his room than he lefl it mnoiselessly, and, slipping
dowu the great stairs, crossed the hall, and, cutering the theatre, procecded
Ly the secret passage which led to Cashel’s dressing-room, and through
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the thin panel that covered which, he could casily overbear whatever was
spoken within.

« A{ least you will allow that he has been candid with us heve ®* said
Cashel, in a tone of remonstrance. ‘

“Y cannot afford to give a man my confidence, because T am unable to
sound his intentions,” said Tiernay. “I dishiked tlus Liuton fiom the
first, and I never yet saw any distinet reason to alter the sentument.
That Le has puzzled me—ay, completely puzzled me and all my galeu-
lations, withw the last few days, is quite true. e has doue thal whicl,
in a man bike himself, disconcerts one altegcther, becanse it is so difhcult
to tracc bis probable motive. What would you say, were 1 to tcll you
that this decp man of the world, this artful and subtle gambler m the
game of Lfe, has aclually proposed for a giil who is utterly without
fortune or family influence? That she 15 cndowed with noble attributes
—ihat she is one a prince might have chosen fo share lus fortunes, 1
deem as nothing to the purpose, for I cannof concerve such qualities as
hers could weigh with kim ; but so it is, he has actually made an offer of
his hand.” .

“Dare your confidence go further ' said Cashel, eagerly, “und tcll
ne—to whom #”

“Yes. 1 bave been guilty of one breach of faith in telling you so
much, and Tl hazard all, and let you hear the remamder. It was Mary
Leicester.”

““Mary Leicester!” echoed Cashel, but in a voice barely andible.

“Mary Leicester,” confunued Tiernay, “may count it among bher
{riumphs to have attracted onc whom all the world regards as an adven-
turer - a man hving by the cxercise of his clever wits, profitmg by the
weaknesses and follies of lus acqnamtances, and derving his subsistence
from the vices he knows how to pamper.”

“ And what answer Las he recaved ¥ ashed Cashel, timidly.

“Nene, as vel. Poor Corrigan, overwhelmed by msfortune, thicatened
by one whose menace, if enforced, %ould be tus death-stroke, Las begged
for & day or two to consider ; but the reply 18 certam.”

“And will be——" Caslel could not command his c¢motion as he
spoke.

¢ Refusal.” .

“You are cerlain of this, Tiernay? You are posilive of what you
say £

“[ know it. My old friend, were he even inclined {o this alliance, could
never ¢perce ber; and Mary Leicester has long since learned to distinguish

L?
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between the agreeable qualities of a clever man and the artful devices of a
treacherous ope. She knows him; she reads him thoroughly, and as
thoroughly she despises him! I will not say thet her impressions have
been unaided ; she received mord than one letter from a kind friend—Lady
Kilgoff; and these were her first warnings. Poor Corrigan knows nothing
of this; and Mary, seeing how Linton’s socicty was pleasurable to the old
man, actually shrank from the task of undecciving him. *Ile has so few
pleasures,’ said sho to me one cvening; ¢ why deny him this oneP—‘1t is
a poison which cannot injurc in small ‘doses, Doctor,” added she, anotber
time; and so, half jestingly, she reasoncd, submitting to an intimacy that
was qdious to her, because it added a gleam of comfort 1o the chill twilight
of his declining hfe.” ;

* And you are sur¢ of this—you are certain she will refuse him ¥’ crie
Cashel, cagerly.

“J am her confidant,” said Tiernay, and you see how worthily T repay
the trust! Nay, nay! I would not tcll these things to any vther living;
but T feel that T owe them fo you. I have seen more misery in hfe from
concealment, from the delicacy {hat shuns a frank avowal, than from all the
falsehood that ever blackened a bad hearl. Mary has told me all her scerels
ay—dox’t blush so deeply—and some of yours also.” .

Cashel did indeed grow red at this speech, and, in his effort to conceal his
shame, assumed an air of dissatisfaction.

“ Not so, my dear young friend,” said Tiernay; “I did not mean to say
onc word which could offend you. Mary has indeed trusted wme with the
secr,ot nearcst to her heart. She has told me of the proudest moment of her
life.”

“ When she rejected me P? said Cashel, bitterly.

‘8o was it——when she rejected you,” re-echoed Ticrnay. “When poor,
she refused wealth; when friendless in all that friendship can profit, she de-
clined protection ; when almost homeless, she refused a home ; when sought
by one whom alone of ali the world she preferred, she said him nay ! #It was
at that moment of self-sacrificc, when She abandoned every thought of pre-
sent happiness and of future hope, and devoted herself to one humble but
holy duty, she felt the cestasy of a martyr’s triumph. You may think that
these are exaggerations, and that 1 reckon at too exalted a standard such
evidences of affection, but I do not think so, T believe that there is more
courage in the patient submission 1o an obscure and unnoticed fortune, besci
with daily trials and privations, than in braving the stake or the scaffold,
with human sympathies to exalt the sacrifice.”

“But I ofiered to share this duty with her; to be a son to him whom she
regarded as’s father.,”
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 How little you know of the cares—the thoughtful, watehful, anxious
cares—you were willing to share! You could give wealth and splendonr, it
is true; you could confer all the blandishments of forlune, all the luxaries
that nch men command; but, one hour of gentle solicitude in sickness—
one kind look, that recalled years of tenderness—one accustomed service,
the tribute of affection—were worth all that gold could purchase, told ten
times over. And these are not to be acquired ; they are the instincts that,
born in childhood, grow strong with years, till at length they form that
atmosphere of love in which parents live among their children. No! Mary
felt that it were a treason to rob her poor old grandfather of even a though‘
that should be his.”

“But, I repeat it,” cried Cashel, passionately, “ I would partloxpnte in
every carc; I would share her duties, as she should share my fortunes.”

“And what guarantee did you give for your fitness to sucha task P said
Tiernay. “Was it by your life of pleasure, a carcer of wild and wasteful
extravaganco—was it by the unbridled freedom with which you followed
every impulse of your will—was it by the cxample your friendships exhibited
—was it by an indisbriminating generosity, that only throws a shade over
better-regulated munificence, you would shew thal you were snited to a life
of undbtrusive, humble duties

“You wrong mc,” sad Cashel. “1 would have lived in that cottage
yonder, without a thought or a wish for the costly pleasures you think have
such attractions for me.”

“You had already sold it to your fricnd.”

“ Sold it !~—never '—to whom #”

I thought Linton had purchased it.”

“ Never I

“Well, you gave it as a gift ?”

“T did intend to do so; bul seeing the vaiue Corngan puts upon it, I
will give Linton double-—tbnce the value, rather than part with it.”

 What if he refusc P

“Ile will not. Liuton’s fancies never run counter to solid advantages.
A thousand pounds, with him, iz always twice five hundred, come with what
condition it may.”

“But Linton Toay, for his own rcasons, think differently here; his pro-
posal to marry seems as though it were part of some seitled plan; and if
you have alrcady given him a legal claim here, my opinion is, that he will
uphold it.

“ That I have never ddhe ; but my word is pledged, and to it he may hold
me, if he will. Meanwhile, Ihave seen Kennyfeck this moring. The man
Hoare has offered us a larg® sum on mortgage, and I have prowmised to meet
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them hoth the day after to-morrow. If I read Tom aright, 10,0007 will frco
me from gvery claim be has upon me.”
“ A heavy sum, but not ill spent if it liberato you from his friendship,”

cried Tiernay, eagerly.
“ And so it shall.”
“ You promise me this—you give me your word upon it
“I do.” .

“Then there are good days in store for you. That maw’s intimacy has
been your bane; even when you thouvht least of it, his influcnce swayed
your actions and perverted your motwes Under the shadow of his cvil
counsels your judgment grew warped and corrupted ; you saw all 4hings in
a false and distorted light ; and your most fatal error of all was, thal you
deemed yourself a “gentleman.’

“T have donc with him for ever,” said Cashel, with slow, decliberate
utterance.

“ Again I say, good days aro in store for you,” suid Tiernay.

I cannot live a life of daily, houtly distrust,” said Cashel; “nor will 1
try it. I will see him {o-morrow * I will tell him frankly that I am weary
of his fashionable protectorate; that as a scholar in modish tastes I should
never do him credit, and that we must part. Our alliance was cver . fac-
titious onc; it will not be bard to sever it.”

“You mistake much,” said Ticrnay; “the partnership will not be so
easily relinquished by hima who reaps all the profit.”

“ You read me only as a dupe,” said Cashel, fiercely.

Ticruay made no reply, but waving his hand w adieu, left the room.

CHAPTER XXI.

Hell's clogquence—*¢ TeMPraTION I”

Tom Kraxe, the Gatelcoper, sat moodily at his door on the morning
after the cvents recorded in our last chapler. His reflections scemed of the
gloonucst and absorbed him so completely, that he never noticed the mounted
groom, who, despatched to scekh the Doctor for Lord Kilgoff, twice sun-
woned him in vain to open the gate.

“1lalloa!” cried the smartly-equipped servant “stupid | will you open
that gate, I say ?”
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“I¢’s not locked,” said Tom, looking up, but without the slightest mdl-
cation of obeying the request.

“Don’t you see the mare won’t stand #” cried he, with an oath.

Tom smoked away without replying.

* Snlky brute you are!” cried the groom ; “I'm glad we're to see the last
of you soon.”

With this he mansged to open the gate and pass on his way.

“ So, it’s for turnin’ me out, yez are,” said Tom to himself; ¢ turnin’ me
out on the road—to starve, or maybe—to rob”—(these words were uttered
between the puffs of his tobacco-smoke)— after forty years in the same
plzwe 2

The shtill barking of a cur-dog, an animal that in spitefulness as in m-mgy
condition scemed 1o bad type of its master, now aroused him, and Tom mut-
tered, “ Bite him, Blaze! hould him fast, yer soule!”

“ Call off your dog, Keane—call him off I”’ cried out a voice, whose tones
at once bespoke a person of condition; and at the same instant Linton ap-
peared. “You’d better fasten him wp, for I feel much tempted to ballast
his heart with a bullet.”

And he showed a pistol which he held at full cock in his fingers.

“Faix, ye may shoot him for all I care,” said Tom; *“he’s losing his
teeth, and won’t be worth a trawneen’ fore long. Go in there— into
the house,” cricd he, sulkily; and the animal shrank away craven and
cowed.

“You ought to keep him tied up,” said Linton; © every one complains of

" him.”

“ S0 I hear,” said Tom, with a low, sardonic laugh; * he used only to bite
the beggars, but he’s begun now to be wicked with the gentlemn I sup-
pose he finds they taste mighty near alike.”

“ Just s0,” said Linton, laughmg “if the cur could speak, he’d tell us
a labourer was as tender as “my Lord’ I've come over to sce you,” added
he, after a moment’s pause, * and to say that I'm sorry to have failed in my
undertaking regarding you; they are determined to turn you out.”

“T was thinking so,” said Tom, moodily.

“I did Iy best. 1told them you had been many years on the
estate—

¢ Forty-two.”

¢ Just so. I said forty and vpwards—that your children had grown up
on it—that you were actually like a part of the property. I spoke of the
hardship of turning a man -at your time of life, with & helpless family too,
upon the wide world. I even‘went so far as to say, that these were not the
times for such examples; phat there was a spirit abroad of regard for
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the poor man, & watchful fnquiry into the evils of his condition, that made
these cleaunces,’ es they call them, unwise and impolitic, as well as
cruel.”

“ An’ what did they say to that ?* asked Tom, abruptly.

¢ Laughed-~laughed heartily.”

“ They laughed £

“ No—1I am wrong,” said Linton, quickly, ¢ Kennyfeck did not Jaugh;
on the contrary, he seemed grave, and observed that up at Drumeoologan—
is there such a name?”

* Ay, and nice boys they’re in it,” said Towm, noddi

« <Well, up at Drumcoologan,’ said he, ¢ such & step would be more than
dangerous.’

“ < How do you mean ?* said Mr. Cashel.

« ¢ They’d take the law into their own hands,’ replied Kennyfeck.—The
man who would eviet one of those fellows might as well make his will, if he
wished to lcave onc behind him. They are deiermined fellows, whose futhers
and grandfathers have lived and died on the land, and find it rather hard to
understand how & bit of parchment with a big seal on it should have more
force than kith and kindred.”

“Did ould Keanyfeck say that ?’ asked Tom, with a glance of unuiter-
able cunning.

¢ No,” replicd Linton, that observation was mine, for really I was in-
dignant at that summary sysiem which disposes of a population as coolly as
men change the cattle from one pasturage to another. Mr. Cashel, however,
contented himself with a laugh, and such a laugh as, for his suke, I am right
glad none of his unhappy tenaniry were witness to.

¢ ¢ You may do as you please down here, Sir,” smd Kennyfeck—who, by
the way, does not scem to be any fricnd of yours—¢bul the Drumcoologan
fellows must be humoured.”

« ¢ 1 will see that,’ said Mr. Cashel, who, in his own hot-headed way, ac-
tually likes opposition, ‘ bul we'll certaiuly begin with this fellow Keane.’

“T suppose yowll give him the meuns to emigrate?” said I, addressing
Kennyfeck.

“¢We geucrally do in these cases,’ said he. .

¢ ¢TIl not give the scoundrel a farthing,” broke in Mr. Cashcl I took
a dislike to him from the very hour I came herc.” And then he went on {0
speak about the dirt and negleet about the gate-lodge, the ragged appear-
ance of the children—even your own Jooks displeased him ; in fact, I saw
plainly that somebow you had contrived to make him your enemy, not
merely of a few days’ standing, but actually from the moment of his first
meeting you, Kennyfeck, though not your fxiend, behaved betler than I
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expected : he said that to turn you out was to leave you to starve; that there
was 1o employment to be had in the country; that your children were all
young aud helpless ; that you were not accustomed to daily labour ; indeed,
he made out your case to be # very hard one, and, backed as it was by my-
self, T hoped that we should have succeeded ; but, as T said before, Mr.
Cashel, for some reason of his own, or perhaps without any reason, hates
vou. He has resolved that out you shall go, and go you must !”

Keane said nothing, but sat moodily moving his foot backwards and for-
wards on the gravel.

“For Mr. Cashel’s sake, I'm not sorry the lot has fallen upon a quiet
tempered fellow like yourself; there are plenty here who wouldn’t bear the
hardship so patiently.”

Keane looked up, and the keen twinkle of his grey eyes seemed to read
the other’s very thoughts. Linton, so proof against the scarching glanccs
of the well-bred world, aclually cowered under the vulgar stare of the
peasant,

“So you think he’s lucky that 'm not one of the Drumcoologan
boys P’ said Keane ; and his features agsumed a smile of almost insolent
meaning.

“They’re bold fellows, I've heard,” said Linton, “and quick o resent
an injury.”

« Maybe there’s others just as ready,” said he, doggedly.

“ Many are ready to feel one,” samd Linton, “ihat T’'m well aware of.
The difference is, that some men sit down under their sorrows, crestfalien
and bealen; others rise above them, and make their injuries the road to
fortune. And really, much as people say against this ¢ wild jusiice’ of the
people, when we consider that they have no other possible—that the law 15
ever against them—that their own right hand alone is their dcfence againct
oppression—one cannot wonder that many a tyrant landlord galls beneath the
stroke of the ruined tenant, and particularly when the tyrauny dies with the
tyrant.”

Keanc listencd greedily, but spolee not ; and Linton went on:

“1t so often happens that, as in the present casc, by the death of one
man, the cstate gets into Chancery; and then, it’s nobody’s affair who pays
and who does nol. Tenants then have as much right as the landlord used
1o have. As the rents have no owner, there’s little trouble taken to collect
them ; and when any one makes a bold stand and refuses to pay, they let
him alone, and just turn upon the others that are easier to deal with.”

“ That’s the way it used to be here long ago,” said Keane.

¢ Precisely so. You remémber it yoursclf, beforc Mr. Cashel’s time;
and so it might be again, if he should iry any harsh measures‘with those
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Drumeoologan fellows. Let me light my eigar from your pipe, Keane,”
said he; and, as he spoke, he laid down the pistol which he had still carried
in lus hand. Keane’s eyes rested on the handsome weapon with an expres-
sion of stern intemsity.

¢ Cashel would think twice of going up to that mountain barony fo-
morrow, if he but knew the price that lics upon his head. The hundreds df
acres that to-day are a support to as many people,—and thjs day twelve-
month, perhaps, may lie barren and waste; while the poor peasants that
once settled there hove died of hunger, or wander friendless and houscless
in some far-away country,—and all this to depend on the keen eye and ihe
steady hand of any one man brave enough to pull a trigger 1”

«Ts he going to Drumcoologan to-morrow P asked Keane, dryly.

“Yes; he is to meel Kemnyfeck therc, and go over the property with
him, and on Tuesday evening he is to return here.  Perhaps I may be able
to put in another word for you, Tom, but I half fear it is hopeless.”

“’T15 a lonely road that leads from Shechan’s Mill to the ould church-
yard,” said Kcane, more bent upon following out his own fancies than in
attending to Linton.

“So 1 belicve,” said Linton; « but M, Cashel cares little for its solitude ;
he rides always without a servant, and so little docs he fear danger, that he
never goes armed.”

T heard that afore,” observed Tom, siguificantly.

«T have often remonsirated with him about it,” said Linton.  *I've said,
¢ Remeimber how many there are interested in your downfal. Onc bullet
throush your forehcad is a lease for ever, rent-free, to many a man whose
life is now one of grinding poverty.’ Bui he is self-willed and obsiinate.
In his pride, he thinks himself a match for any man—as if a 1ifle-hore and
a percussion-lock like that, there, did not make tho merest boy his equal!
Besides, he wil}not bear in mind that his is a Lfe exposed 1o a thousand
rishs; he has neither family nor connexions iutcrested in hum: were he to
be found dead on the woadside to-morrow, there is neither father nor
brother, nor uncle nor cousin, to take aip the inquiry how he met his fate,
The coroner would earn his guinca or two, and there would be the end
of it I”

*Did he ever do you a bad turn, Mr, Linton ?”’ asked Keane, while he
fixed his cold eyes on Linton with a stare of insolont cflrontery.

“Me! injure me? Never. He would have shown me many a favour, but
I would not accept of such, How came you to ask this question ?”

“ Because you seem so interested about his comin’ home safc to-morrow
evening,” said Tom, with a dry laugh.

““80 I am!” said Linton, with a smile of stramge meaning.
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- " An’ if he was to come to hm'm, sorry as you'd be, you couldn’t help 1{-,,
8ir# said Keane, still langhing.

“ Of course not ; these mishaps are occurring every day, and will continue
as long as the country remains in its prescnt state of wretchedness.”

Keane seemed to ponder over the last words, for he slouched his hat over
hi$ eyes, and sat with clasped hands and bent-down head for several minutes
in silence. * Af,last he spoke, but it was in a tonc and with a manner whose
carnestness contrasted strongly with his former levity.

 Can’t 'we speak openly, Mr. Linton P—wouldn't it be best for both of us
to say fairly what’s inside of us this minit #’ '

“T’'m perfectly ready,” said Linton, seating himself beside him; “I do
not desire anything better than to show my confidence in a man of courage
like yourself.”

“ Then let us not be losin’ our time,” said the other, grufily. « What’s
the job worlh ? that’s the chat, What is it worth

“You are certainly a most practical speaker,” said Linton, laughing in
his own peculiar way, “and clear away preliminaries in a very summary
fashion.”

“If Pm not worth trustin’, now,” replied the other, doggedly, “yc’d
betther have nothin’ to say to me.”

1 did not mean that, nor anything like it, Tom. I was only alluding to
your straightforward, business-like way of treating a subject which less
vigorously-minded men would approach timidly and caref

“ Faix, I’d go up to him bouldly, if ye mane that!” cried the other, who
misconceived the eulogy passed upon his candour.

1 know it——well I know it,” said Linton, encouraging a humour he had
thus casually evoked; for in the bloodshot eycs and flushed checks. of the
other, it was plain to see what was passing within him.

" “ Do ye want it done ™ Tell me that—be fair and above-boord with me
—do you want it done ?”

Linton was silent; but a slight, an almost imperceptible motion of his
brows made the reply

« And now, what’s it worth ?*’ resumed Tom,

“To you,” said Linton, speaking slowly, ©it is worth much—everything.
It is all the difference between poverty, suffering, and a gaol, and a lifc of
easc and comfort either here or ip America. Your little farm, that you hold
at present by the will, or rather the caprice, of your landlord, becomes your
own for ever; when I say {or ever, I mean what is ]ust as good, since the
estate will be thrown back into Chancery; and it is neither your children
nor mine will sec the end of that.” '

“That’s no answer to me,V said Keanc, fixing his cold, steady stare on
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Linton’s face, « Ivant 10 know—and I won’t ax it again—what is it worth
to you

““To me /—to me /” said Linton, starling. * How could it be worth any-
thing to me ?”

*You know that best yourself,” said Tom, sulkily.

“T am neither the heir to his estate, nor one of his remote kindred. If I
sec a fine property going to ruin, and the tenantry treated like galley-slaves,
1 may, it is true, grieve over it ; I may also perceive what a change—a total
and happy chdnge—a mere accident might work for, after all, just think
of the casualties that cvery day brings forth——

T hav’n’t time for these thoughts, now,” muttercd Tom

« Always to the point—always thinking of the direct question!” said
Linton, smiling.

«*Tisn’t yer Honer’s failin’, anybow,” said Tom, laughing sardonically.

“ You shall not say that of me, Tom,” said Linton, affecting to relish the
Jocularxty “T’ll be as prompt and ready as yourscll. I’ll wager you ten
boverug'ns in gold—there they ure-—that 1 can kecp a sceret as well as you
can.”

As he spoke, he threw down the glit{ering pieces upon tht stop on which
they sat.

The peasant’s eyes were bent upon the money with a fierce and angry ex-
pression, less betokening desire than actual hale. As he looked at them,
his cheek grew red, and then pale, and red once more; his broad chest rose
and fell like a swelling wave, and his bony fingers clasped each other in a
rigid grasp.

“There are twenty more where these came frow,” said Linton, signi-
ficantly.

* That’s a high price—devil a lie in it I muttercd Tom, thoughtfully.

Linton spoke not, but scemed to let the charm %ork.

“ A Ligh price, but the ¢ dhrop’ in Limerick is higher,” said Tom, with a

grin.

« Perhaps it may be,” rejoined Linton, carclessly; «though 1 don’t per-
ceive how the fact can have any interest for you or me.”

“ Be Gorra, ye're a cowld man, anyhow,” said Kcane, his savage naturc
struck with admiring wonder al the unmoved serenity of Linton’s manner.

“T'm a determined one,” said Linion, who saw the necessity of impress-
ing his companion; *and with such alone would 1 wish to act.”

“ And where would you be, after it was all over, Sir?”

“Hecre, where I am at present, assisting the Magisirates to scour the
country—searching every cubin at Drumcoologan—draining ditches to dis-
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cover the weapon, and arresting every man that killed & pig and got blood
on his corduroys for the last forinight.”

* Aud where would I be?” asked Keane.

“Here too; cxactly where you sit this moment, quietly waiting till the
oufery was over. Nor necd that make you impaticnt. T have said already
therc is neither wife, nor sister, nor brother, nor child to take up the pursuit.
There are forty people in the greal house yonder, and there wouldn’t be four
of them left two hours after it was known, nor one out of the four that would
give himself the trouble of asking how it happened.”

““ An’ {hem’s. Gentlemen I’ seid Kcane, closing his lips and shaking his
head sendcutiously.

Linton arose; he did not over-fancy the turn of reflection Tom’s remark
implied : il looked too like the cxpression of a gencral condemmation of his
class—at the very moment, too, when he was desirous of inpressing him
with the fullest trust and confidence in his own honour.

T belicve it’s sufer to have nothin’ to do with it,” mutiered Keanc.

“ As you pleasc, fricnd,” replicd Lintom; “I never squecze any man’s
conscience.  Tou know best what your own life is.”

“Mard enough, that’s what it is,”” said the other, bitterly.

“You can also make a guess what it will be in futurc, when you leave
this.”

A deep groan was all thut he gave for answer.

“For all that / know, you may have many {riends who’ll not see your
wife and children begging along the roads, or sitting in a hole scooped out
of a clay ditch, without food or fire, wailing for the fever to finish what
famine has begun. You haven’t far {o seck for what I mean; about two
hundred yards from that gate yonder, there’s a group exactly like it.”

“Ye're a crrible man, that’s the truth,” said 'T'om, as he wiped the big
drops of perspiration from his forehead. “ Be Gorra, I never sced your like
afore

“T told you thai I was a defermined man,” said Linton, sternly; “and
I’m sorry to see that’s not what T sfould say of yox.”” He moved a step or
iwo as he spole, and then turning carclessly back, added, * Leave that
money for me at The Touse,’ this cvening; I don’t wish to carry gold
about me on the roads bere.” And with this negligent remark he departed.

Linton sauntered carelessly yway; nothing in his negligent air and car-
riage to show that he was not lounging to kill the weary hours of a winter’s
day. No sooner, however, had he furned an angle of the road than he en-
tered the wood, and with cautious steps retraced his way, till he stood within
a few paces of where Keane y&b sat, still aud motionless,
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His worn bat was pressed down upon his brows, his hands were firmly
clasped, and his head bent so as to conceal his features; and in this attitude
be remuined as rigidly impassive as though he were scized with a catalepsy.
A few heavy drops of rain fell, and then a low growling roar of thunder fol-
lowed, but he heeded not these signs of coming storm. The loud cawing of
the rooks as they hastened homeward filled the air, but he never once lifted
Lis head to watch them! Auother crash of thunder was heard, and sud-
denly the rain burst forth in torrents. Swooping slong in heavy drifts, it
blackened the very atmosphere, and rushed in rivulets down the gravel walk ;
but still he sat, while the pelting storm penctrated his frail garments and
souked them through.  Nor was it till the water lay in pools at his feet that
he scemed conscious of the hurricane, . Then rising suddenly, he shook him-
self roughly, and entered the house.

Linton’s cyes were curnestly fixed upon the stone—he crept ncarer to ob-
serve it. THE MONEY WAS GONE.

CHAPTER XXII.
The mask is falling fast.-—HAznoLp.

Tur day of the greal wasquerade arrived; and, from an carly hour, the
whole household was astir in preparing for the occasion. The court-yard
was thronged with carriages of various sorts. Counfectioners from London,
table-deckers from Paris, were there, accompanied by oll the insignia of
their callings. Great lumbering packing-cases were slrewn about; while
rich stuffs, rare exotics, and costly dclicacies littered the stone benches, and
even lay upen the pavement, in all the profusion of haste and recklessness.
To see the rare and rich articles which were heaped on every side, almost
suggested the notion that it was some gorgeous mansion which was put to

pillage. There was that, too, in the lounging insolence of the servants, as
they went, that favoured the illusion. The wanton waste cxhibited every-
where was the very triumph of that vulgar and vindictive spirit which
prompts the followers of a spendthrift master to speed the current of his
ruin. Such would seem to be the invariable influence that boundless pro-
fusion exercises on the mind; and it is thusthat afituence, u.nchastened by
tasle, unruled by principle, is always a corrupter !



ROLAND CASHEL. S 159

A light travelling-carriage, with a few articles of travelling use attached,
stood in the midst of all this confusion; and shortly after day-dawn two
gentlemen issucd from the house, and takmg their scats, drove hastily forth,
and af [ull speed passed down the avenue towards the high road.

These wore Cashel and Mr. Kennyfeck, who had made an appointment to
meet Mr. Hoare at Killaloe and proceed with him to Drumcoologan, on
which portion of the estate it was proposed to raise a considerable sum by
mortgage.

Somc observation of Mr. Kennyfeck upon the wasteful exhibition of the
scene in the court-yard, was met by a sharp and angry reply from Cushel;
and these were both overheard as they issued forlh—vague words, spoken
thoughtlessly at the tine, but to begemembered afterwards with a heavier
significance than the speakers couI’r Lave anticipated! As they hastened
along, little was said on either side ; the trifling irritation of the first mo-
ment crcated a reserve, which deepened into actual coldness, as each fol-
lowing out his own thoughts took ng heed of his companion’s.

Kennyleck’s mind was full of sad and gloomy forebodings. The reckless
outlay he had witnessed for weeks backewas more than a princely fortune
could sustain. The troops of useless servants, the riofous disorder of the
housechold, the unchecked, unbridied waste on every side, demanded sup-
plies 1o raisc which they were already reduced to loaus at usurious interest.
What was to come of such a career, save immediate and irretrievable ruin !

As for Cashel, his roveries were even darker still. The whirlwind current
of cvenis seemed to carry him onward without any power of resistance.
He saw his fortune wasted—his character assailed—his heart-offcred pro-
posal rejected,—all at once, and as if by the influence of some evil destiny.

Vigorous resolutions for the future warred with fears lest that they were
- made too late, and he sat with closed eyes and compressed lips, silent and
sunk in meditatiou.

Leaving them, therefore, o pursuo & journey on which their companion-
ship could scarcely afford much pleasurc to the reader, lot us turn to one
who, whatever lds other defeets, rafely threw away the moments of his life
on unavailing regrets: this was Mr. Linton. If he was greatly disap-
pointed by the information he gleancd when overhearing the conversation
betwecn Cashel and the Doctor, he did not suffer his anger either to turn.
him from his path, or distract him from his settled purpose.

“To-day for ambition ! said he, “to-morrow revenge !”

Too well accustomed to obstacles to be easily thwarted, he recognised life
as a struggle whercin the combatant should never put off his armour.

«She must. and shall accept me as her huasband; on that I am deter
mined. A greab game, anll & glorious stake, shall not be foiled for a silly
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girl’s humour. Were she less high-flown in her notions, and with more of
the ‘world” about her, I might satisfy her scruples, that, of her affections
—her heart as she would call it—there is no question here. ¢Je suis bon
prince’—1I never coerce my liege’s loyalty. As to the old man, his dotage
takes the form of inirepidity, so that it might be unsafe to use menace with
him. The occasion must suggest the proper tactic.”

And with this shrewd resolve he set forth to pay his visit at the cotiage.
If in his step and air, as he went, none could have read the lover’s ardour,
there was that in his proud carriage and glancing eye that bespoke a spirit
revelling in ils own sense of triwmph.

‘While Mr. Linton is {hus pursuing Lis way, Jot us use the pririlege of
our craft by anticipating him, and takjng a peep at that cottage interior in
which e is so soon to figure. Old M. Corrigan had ariscn from his bed
weary and tired ; a night of sleepless care weighed heavily on him; and Le
sat af his untasted breakfast with all the outward signs of a sick man.

Mary Leicester, too, was pale and sad-looking ; and although she tried to
wear her wonted smile, and speak with her accustomed ‘mnes, the heavy
ceyelids and the half-checked sighs that broke from her at times betrayed
how sad was the spirit from which they came.

¢1 have been dreaming of that old nunnery at Bruges all night, Mary,”
said her grandfather, after a Jong and unbroken silence ; ““and youn caunot
think what a hold it has taken of my waking thoughts. I fancicd that I
was sitling in the little parlour, waiting to sce you, and that, at last, a dark
veiled figure appeared at the grille, and beckoned me to approach. I has-
tened to do so, my heurt fluttering with I know not what mixture of hope
and fear—the hope, it might be you, and then the fear, stronger than eved
hope, that T should read sudness n that sweet face—sorrow, Mary—regret
for leaving that world you never werc lo sece more.”

“ And was it me, dearest Papa

“No, Mary,” said he, with a lower and more meaning tone, “it was
another, one whom I never saw before.  She eame to tell me that-—that ?—
he faltered, and wiping a tear from his &yes, made an effort to scem calm—
“that T had lost you, darling! lost by a scparation darker and more ter-
1ible than even the iron bars of the nunnery can make. And although I
bethough! me that you had bul gone there, whither I myself was hastcuing,
1 felt sorrow-struck by the lidings. I had,clung so long to the hope of
leaving you bebind me here, to enjoy 1hat world of which all your afec-
tionate care has denied you enjoyment—to know how, amidst its troubles
and reverses, there are healing springs of love that recompense its heaviest
inflictions——1I cherished this wish so long, so ardently, that I could not face
the conviction waich 1old me it should never ber”
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- “Dearest Papa, remember this was but a dream; bethink you, for an in-
‘stant, that it was all unreal; that I am beside you, my hand in yours, my
head upon your shoulder; that we are not parted, nor ever shall be.”

The tone of deep fervour in which she spoke drew tears from the old
man’s eyes, and he turned away to hide them.

“Tt was but a dream, as you eay, Mary; but do not my waking thoughts
conjure up a fyture to the full as gloomy? A few months, at furthest, a
year or so more——less sanguine prophets would perhaps say weeks—and
where shall I be ? and where you, Mary ?”

The old man’s grief could no longer be restrained, and it was in a perfect
burst of gorrow the last words came forth. She would have spoken, but
she knew not from what source to- consolation. The future, which to
his eyes looked dark and louring, pre®#fited an aspect no less gloomy to her
own; and her-only remedy against its depressing influence was to make
her present cares occupy her mind, to the exclusion of every other thought.

“ And yet, Mary,” said he; recovering something of his habitual tone,
“there is an alternative—one which, if we could accept of it from choice as
freely as we might adopt it from conveniemee, would solve our difficulties at
once. My heart misgives me, dearest, as I approach it. I tremble to
think how far my selfishness may bias yon—how thoughts of me, old and
worthless as T am, may rise uppermost in your breast and gain the mastery,
where other and very different feclings should prevail. I have ever been
candid with you, my child, and I have reaped all the benefit of my frank-
ness ; let me then tell you all. An offer has been made for your hand,
Mary, by one who, while professing the utmost devotion to you, has not
forgotten your old grandfather. He asks that he should be one of us,
Mary—a new partner in our firm—a new member in the little group around
our hearth. Me speaks like one who knew the ties that bind us most
closely—he talks of our home herc as we ourselves might do—he has pro-
mised that we shall never leave it, too. Does your heart tell you whom I
mean, Mary ? If not, if you have not already gone hefore me in all I have
been saying, his visions of happiness’are bascless fabries. Be candid with
me, as I have ever been with you. It is a question on which everything of
the future hangs ; say if you guess of whom I speak.”

Mary Leicester’s cheek grew scarlet ; she tried to speak, but could not;
but with a look fur more cloguegt than words, she pressed the old man’s
hand to her lips, and was silent.

“1 was nght then, Mary; you have guessed hin. Now, my sweet
child, there is one other tonfession you must make me, or leave me to
divine it from that crimson cheek. Have his words found an echo in’ your
neart P’

voL. I1. 8
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The old man drew her more closely to his side, and passed his arm
around ber as he spoke ; while she, with heaving bosom and bent-down
nond, scemed strugpling with an agilation she could not master. Al last
she said :

“ You have often told me, Papa, that disproportion of fortune was en in-
surmountable obstacle to married happiucss; that the sense of perfect
equality in condition was the first requisite of that self-esteem which must
be the basis of an affection frec and uutrammelled from all unworthy cou-
siderations.”

“Yes, dearest ; I believe this to be true.”

* Then, surdy, the present is not a casc in point; for while there 15
wealth and influence on one side, arc exactly the opposites on the
other. 1f /¢ be in a position to m is choice among the great and titled
of the land, my destiny lics among the lowly and the humble. What dis-
parity could he greater 2

“ When I spoke of equality,” said the old man, “I referred rather to that
of birth and lineage {han fo any other. 1 meant that social equalily by
which uniformily of tasies ande habits are regulaled. There is uo mds-
allance where good blood runs on beth sides.”

T'his was the tenderest spot in the old man’s nature; the pride of family
surviving cvery successive stroke of fortune, or, rather, rising superior to
them all,

*¢T thought, morcover,” said Mary, * that in his preference of mo there
was {hat suddenness which savoured more of caprice than deep conviction.
How should T reckon upon its lasting? What cvidence have 1 that he
cares for the qualities which will not change in me, aud not for those which
spring from youth and happinessP—~—for T am happy, dearest Pa; so
hoppy that, with all our trials and diffieultics, T often accuse myself of
levity—nsensibility cven—/eeling so light-heartod as I do »

The old man looked at her with rapture, and then pressed his lips upon
her forchcad.

«From all this, then, I gather, Mary,” said he, smiling archly, that, cer-
tain misgivings apart, ile proposition is not peculiaxly disagrceable to
you #?

«J am sure I have not said so,” snid she, confusedly.

“No, dearest ; only locked it. Bul stay, I heard the wicket close—
there is some one coming. I eapccled Tiernay on a maftter of business.
Leave us together, child; and, till we meel, think over whal we've heen
suying. Remember, too, that altbough I would not influence your de
cision, my heart would be relicved of its heaviest load if this could be.”

Mary Leicester arose hastily and rotired, tod happy to hide, in the secrecy
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of her own room, that burst of emotion which oppressed her, and whose
-utterance she could no longer restrain.

Scarcely had she gone, when Linton crossed the grassaplot, and cntered
the cottage. A gentle tap at the door of the drawing-room announced
him, and he entered. A moré acute observer than Myr. Corrigan might
have remarked that the.deferential humility so characteristic of his manner
was changed for an air of more purposedike defermination. He eamo to
carry a point by promptness and boldness; and already his hearing an-
nounced the intention.

After a few words of customary greeting, and an inquiry more formal than
cordial for Miss Leicester’s health, he assumed an air of solemn purpose,
and said,

“ You will not accuse me of unduc impaticnee, my dear Mr. Corrigan, nor
think me needlessly pressing, if I tell you that I have come here this morn-
ing to learn the answer to my late proposition. Circumstances have oceurred
at the Hall to make my remaining there, even another day, almost impos-
sible. Casliel’s last piece of conduct is of such a nature as to make his
acquaintance as derogatory as his friendshfp.”

“What was it

““Simply this. Lord Kilgoff has at length discovered, what all the world
has known for many a day back ; and, in his pussicnate indignation, the
poor old man has been seized with a paralytic attack.”

Mr. Corrigan passed his hand across his brow, as if to clear away some
terrible imagination, and sat then pale, silent, and attentive, as Linton
went on :

“The most heartless is yet to come! While this old man lies stretched
upon his bed—insensible and dying—this is the time Cashel selects o give
a greal entertainment, a bally to above a thousand people. It is alnost too
much for belicf—so 1 feel it myself. The palsied figure of his vietim—his
victim doIsay P there arc two: that miserable woman, who sits as paralysed
by terror as Le is by discasc-—inight nove any man from such levity ; buf
Cashel is superlox to such timidity ; he fancies, I believe, that this ruffian
hardihood is manliness, that brutal insensibility means courage, and so he
makes his housc the scenc of an orgic, when his infamy has covered it with
shame. I sec how this affects you, Sir. It is a theme on which I would
never have touched did it not esucern my own fortunes. For we, the ac-
quaintance of such a man is no longer possible. For the sake of that un-
happy woman, whom I knew in better days—to cover, as far as may be, the
exposure that sooncr or later must follow her fault—I am still here.  You
will, therefore, forgive my importunity if I ask if Miss Leicesier has been
informed of my proposal and with what favour she deigns to 1e«vard it.” |

u 2
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«T have told my gmaﬂdaughter, Sir,” said the old man, trémulously;
“ we have talked together on the subject; and while X am not able to speak
positively of her sentiments towards you, it strikes me that they are as-
suredly not unfavourable. The point is, however, too 1mportant to admit
a doubt : with our leave, we will confer together once again.”

“Might'I not he permitted to address the young lady myself, Sir? The
case too nearly concerns all my future happiness to make me neglect what-
ever may condnes to its accomplishment.” ,
" The old man hesitated ; he knew not well what reply to make At length

e said,

“Be it so, Mr. Linton; you shall have this perxmsslon. I only ask,
that before you do so, we should jglearly and distinctly understand each
other. e are of the world, and ‘can discuss its topics, man to man. With
her, the matter rests on other and very different grounds.”

" «Of course; so I understand the permission, Sir,” said Linton, cour-
teously, *“on the distinct understanding that her acceptance alone is want-
ing to fill up the measure of my wishes,”

“Is it necessary that I should repéat that I am totally destitute of for-
tune—that the humble means I possess expire with me, and that I am as
poor in influence as in all else

7 have sufficient for both, Sir, for all that moderate wishes can desire.
Pray do not add a word upon the subject.”

“Tmust be explicit, Mr. Linton, however wearisome to you the theme.
You will pardon an old man’s prolixity, in consideration for the motives
which prompt it. We have absolutely nothing of our once powerful family,
save the name and the eseutcheon—mementos to remind us of our fall!
They did, indeed, say, some time back, that our title to the cstate afforded
strong grounds for litigation—that there were points of considerable im-
portance~——" "

« May I interrapt you, Sir #’ said Lintou, laying his hand on Corrigan’s
arm. “A subject so full of regrets tq you can never be a pleasing topie to
me. I am fully as rich as a man like myself could desire; and I trust to
personal exertions for whatever I may wish to add in the way of ambition.”

« And with good reasom, Sir,” said Corrigan, proudly.” *There are no
failures to those who unite honesty of purpose with fine abilities.. I will
uot add a word. Go-speak to my granddaughter: I tell you f.rankly my

" best wishes go with you””

Linton smiled a look of decp gratitude, and moved towards the door.

“One second more,” cried Corrigan, as the other laid his hand on the
lock ; *it may soon be, that, as a member of our family, you would have
the nght to exptess a will on the subject we have been talking of. I would
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wish to say, that, as I have abandoned all desire to contest: this question, I
should cqually expect the same line of conduct from you.”

“Can you doubt it, Sir—or is it necessary that I should give my pro-
mise ?”’

«T hope and trust not. But having myself given a writlen pledge, under
my own hand and seal, to Mr. Cashel, surrendering all right and title to this
estate—-

“ Who gave . this P said Linton, turning suddenly round, and relinquish-
ing his hold upon the lock of the door. Who gave this ?”

“1 gave il.”,

“To ghom $**

«To Mr. Cashel, in the prescnce of his agent.”

“When ®” exclaimed Linton, from whose pale features, now, ntensc
agitation had banished all disguise. When did you give it ?’

“ Within a fortnight.”

 And this document—this relcase, was formal and explicit P>

“ Perfectly so. I knew enough of law to make it obligatory. I slated
the conditions for which it was given—cqrtain concessions that Mr. Cashel
had laiely granted me, respecting this small property.”

Lintou sat down, and covered his face with both hands. The trouble of
Lis feclings had carried him far away from all thought of conccalent, and
of the part which so long he had been playing. Indeed, so insensible
was he 1o every consideralion save one, that he forgot Corrigan’s presence
—furgot where he was ; and in the paroxysm of his baffled purpose, mut-
tered half aloud broken curses upou the insane folly of the old man’s act. ¢

“1 am compelled 1o remind you, Sir, that 1 am a listener,” said Mr. Cor-
rigan, whose face, suffused with a flush of anger, showed ihat the insulting
remarks had been overheard by him,

« And this was done without advice or consultalion with any onc #* said
Linton, not heeding the last remark, nor the look that accompanied it.

“Y was frce then, Sir, to speak my gratitude, as I now am to utter my
indignation that you should dare to canvass my acts and question sy mo-
tives, both of which are abov® your control.”

Liniou stared at him almost vacantly ; his own thoughts, and not the old
man’s words, had possegsion of bis mind. With a rapldity of computation,
in which few were his equals, ¢ ran over all the varying chances of success
which had accompanied his game—-—tlm pains he had taken to avert all
causes of failure—ihe unwearying atfention he had given to every minute
point and doubtful issue—and now, here, at the very last, came the ruin of
all his plans, and wreck of all his hopes.

“You have said enough-t-more thau enough, Sir—to show me how dis-
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interested were the views in whick you sought my granddaughter in mar-
riage,” said Corrigan, hanghtily; “mnor would it much surprise me, now,
were I to discover that he who is so skilful a double-dealer, may be npo less
expert as b calamnjator. I will beg you 10 leave my house this instant.”

“ Not so fast, Sir,” said Linton, assuming a seaf, and af once regaining
that insolent composure for which he wasnoted ; * I have not that generous
warmth of character which is so conspicuous in you, I have never given
Mr. Cashel a release of any obligation I possess upon him. This house is
mine, Sir—-mine by legal transfer and right; and it is yox who are ihe in-
truder 1

The old man staggered backwards, and leaned against the wall—a elammy
perspiration covered his face and forehead, and he secmed sick to the very
death. [t was some time hefore he could cven utter a word; and theu, as
with clasped hands and uplificd eyes he spoke, the fervour of his words told
that they were heart-spoken. Thank God for this! but for it, and 1 had
given my child to a scoundrel 1

¢ Scarcely polite, Sir, and, perhaps, scarcely politic,” said Linton, with
his treacherous half-smile. It would be as well to bear in mind how we
sland {oward each other.”

‘¢ As enemies, open and declared,” cried Corrigan, fiercely.

1 should say as creditor and debtor,” said Linton; “but prohably we
are speaking in synonyms. Now, Sir, a truce to this aliercation, for which
I have neither time nor taste. Tell me frankly, can you obtain repossession
of this unlucky document which in an ill-starred moment you parted with ¥
I¥ you can, and will do so, T am willing to resume the position 1 occupied
towards you half an hour ago. This is plain speaking, 1 am aware, but
how ruch betier than to bandy mock courlesies, in which neither of us
have any faith! We are both men of the world—I, at least, have no shame
in saying that I am such. Let us then be frank and business-like.”

“You have at last filled up the measure of your insuls, Sir,” said Cor-
rigan, fiercely; “you have dared Lo speak of me as of yoursclf.”

“1t is a compliment I have not paid 4 great many, notwithstanding,” re-
plicd Linton, with a languid insolence of manhier that couirasted strongly
with the other’s natural warmth; “and there arc people in this world would
aceept it as a flatbery; hut ouce more L say, let us abandon this silly
squabble. Wil you, or will you not, accept my ptopo:al ? T am ready tg
purchase the wreck as she lies upon the rocks, wave-tossed and shaticred.
Is 1t not better to give me the ehance of foating her, than sce her go to
picees before your eyes, and drift piecemeal intp the wide ocean P

“Leave me, Sip—leave me I was all the old man could utter,

“1f 1 take you at your word,” said Linton, tising, “remember thai the
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last gleam of hope for you departs when I close that door behind me. I
warn you that I am little given to relenting.”

“¢ Igsolent scoundrel !”” cried Corrigan, carried away by indignation.

“Unthandsomely spoken, old geutleman ; such words are ill-befitting groy
hairs and palsiod hands ; but I forgive them. I repeat, however, my nature
is not over-disposed to forgiveness. An injury with me is like o malady
that lcaves ils mark behind it. The day may come when all your entreaties,
aided oven by the fair supplications of a more gentle penitent——"

“1f you dare, Sir!” eried Corrigan, inicrrupting; and the insolence—
schooled and practised in many a trial=~quailed before the look and gesture
of the old man.’

“You shall have your choice, then,” said Linton, ¢ From henceforth
you will have to confess that Iam not a sectet enemy.” And so saying, be
opened 1he sash which led into the garden and passed out, leaving Corrigan
overcome by emotion and almost panic-stricken.

The deeeplions which are practised on youth are seldom attended with
lasting influence ; but when they fall upon a beart chilled and saddened
by age they are stunying in iheir effect,,and seldom, or never, admit of
relief. .

CHAPTER XXITIL

Can sight and hearing—cven touch, deceive ¢
Or, is this real?
Pray.

ProBABLY, in all his varied life, Cashcel had never passed a day less to his
satisfaction iban that spent at Drumecoologan. Iis mind, already tortured
by anxietics, was cerlainly not relibved by the spectacle ihat prosented
itself 10 his eyes. The fearful condition of a negleeted Trish property,
where want, crime, discase, aud destitution were eombined, was uow seen
by him for the first time. There was one predominant cxpression on and
ower cverything— Despair.”  The almost roofless cabin—the scarce-clad
children—1ihe fovered father stretched upon his bed of clay—ihe starving
mother, with a dying infant at her bosom—passed before him like the
dreadful images of a dream.  And then he was 1o hear from his agent, that
these were evils for which no remedy existed ; “there had always been fever
in Treland;” dirt they wWero used to;” want of clothing had become
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“ natural” to them; falsehood was the first article of their creed; their
poverty was only fictitious: this one, owned several cows; the other, had
money in a savings bank ; and so on. In fact, he had to. hear that wevery
estate had its plagne—spot of bad characters, where crime and infamy found
-a refuge; and that it might be poor morality, but good pohcy, to admit of
the custom. - -

Confused by contrndmtory statements, wearied by explannhons, to under-
stand which nothing short of s lifelong should have passed in studying the
people—imposed upon by some, unjust towards others—he listened to in-
terminable discussions without onc gleam of enlightenment—and what is far
worse, without one ray of hope ; the only piece of satisfaction he deriyed from
the visit being, that Hoare had consented to advance a sum of money upon
mortgage of the property, which, in his secret soul, Cashel resolved should be
a purchase, and not a mere lonn. The object he had in view was to buy off
Linton’s claim upon the cottage; and having settled all his most pressing
debts, to retire for some years to the Continent, till a sufficient sum should
have accumulated to permit him to recommence his life as a country gentle.
man, in a manner and with viewswery differcnt from what he had hitherto
done. Hc hoped, by travel, to improve his, mind and extend his knowledge ;
he {ruisted that, by observing the condition of the peasant in different coun-
tries of Europe, he might bring back with him certain suggestions applicable
to his own tenantry; and, at all events, he determined that the resources of
his large fortune should no longer be squandered in meaningless debauch,
so long as real destitution and grinding misery lay at his very door. He
made many a good and noble resolve, and, like most men in such cases, with
youth on their side, he was impatient to begin to act upon them.

It was, then, with a feeling like that of a liberated prisoner, he heard
from Mr, Kennyfeck, that although Mr. Hoare and himself had yet many
preliminarics to arrange, which might dctain them several honrs longer, he
xmght now return homeward to Tubbermore, where his company were doubt-
less in anxious expectation of his coming. There were two roads which led
to Drumcoologan:: one, was a specics‘of carringe-road, by which they had
como that morning ; the other, was a mere bridle-path over the mountain,
and though shorter in mileage, required fully as much time, if not more, to
travel. Refusing the assistance of a guide, and preferring to be alone, he
set out by himself, and on foot, to pursue the way homeward.

It was the afternoon of a sharp, clear winter’s day, when the bracing arr
and the crisp atmosphere élevate the spirits, and make exercise the most
pleasurable of stimulants;-and as Cashel went along, he began to feel a

. return of that buoyancy of heart which had been so peculiarly his own in
former days, The future, to which his hope already lent its bright colours,
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was rapidly erasing ihe past, and in the confidence of his youth ho was
fashioning a hundred schemes of life to come,

The path along which he travelled lay between two bleak and barren
mountains, and followed the course of a kitile rivulet for several miles,
There was not a cabin o be seen; not a trace of vegetalion brightened the
dreary picture ; not a sheep, nor cven a goat, wandered over the wild ex-
panse. It was a solitude the most perfect that could be conceived. Roland
often halted to look around him, and each time his eyc wandered to a lofty
peak of rock on.the very summit of the mountain, and where something
stood which he fancied might be a human figure. Although gifted with
strong power of vision, the great height prevented his feeling any degree
of certainty ; so that he abandoned the effort, and proceeded on his way for
miles without again thinking on the subject. At last, as he was nearing the
exit of the glen, he looked up once more: the clif was now perceptible in
its entire extent, and the figure was gonc! He gave no further thought to
the circumstance, but seeing that the day was declining fusf, increased his
speed, in order to reach the high road before night closed in. Scarcely had
he procecded thus more than half a mile, svhen he perceived, full in front of
him, about a couple of hundred yards distant, a man seated upon a stone
heside the pathway. Cashcl had been too long a wanderer in the wild
regions, of the * Far West,” not to regard each new comer as ab least a
possible enemy. His Prairie cxperience had taught him that men do not
tako their stand in lonely and unfrequented spots without an object; and
s0, without halting, which might have awakened suspicion in the other, he
managed 1o slacken his pace somewhat, and thus gave himself more time
{or thought. He well knew that, in certain parts of Ireland, landlord mur-
der had become frequent ; and although he could not charge himsclf with
any act which should point him out as a victim, his was not a mind to waste
in casuistry the moments that should be devoted more practically. He was
perfeelly unarmed, and this consideration rendered him doubly cautious.
The matter, however, had but few issues. To go bhack would be absurd ; to
halt where he was, siill more so. “There was nothing, then, for it but to
advance; and le continued to do so, calmly and warily, till about twenty
paces from the rock where the other sat, still and immovable. Then it was
that, dropping on one knee, the siranger threw back a cloak that he wore,
and took a deliberate aim at hiw

The sieady precision of the attitude was enough to show Cashel that the
man was well versed in the use of fire-arms. The distance was short, also,
and the chance of cscape, consequently, the very smallest imaginsble.
Roland halted, and crossing his arms upon his breast, stood to receive the
fire exactly as he would have done in a duel, The other never moved:
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his dark eye glanced along the barrel without blinking, and his iron grasp
held the weapon still pointed at Cashel’s heart.

“Firc!” cried Roland, with the loud utterance he would have used in
giving the word of command j and scarcely was it spoken when the rifle
was flung to the earth, and, springing to is feet, a all and muscular man
advanced with an ouistretched hand to meel him.

“Dow’t you know me yet, Roland P eried a deep voics in Spanish; “not
remember your eomrade £

“What ™ exclaimed Cashel, as he rubbed his eyes and shook himsclf as
if to ensure he was not dreaming. “ This is surely impossible! you caunot
be my old friend and shipmate Enrique 1”

“ That am I, my boy,” cried the other, throwing bis arms around him aund
embracing him in true Mexican fashion, “ your own old comrado for many
a vear, who has sailed with you, fought with you, drunk with you, played
with you, and swears now that he wishes for nothing but the old times over
agam.!1

“ Bul how came you here ? and when? By what chance did you discover
me > said Roland, as he clasped the other’s hand in both bis own.

«Tis a long story, ‘amigo mio,” but you shall have it all, one of these
dayb 22

“True; there will be time enough to tell it, for you shall not leave me,
Turigue. I was longing for a face of an old comrade once again—one of
the old Esmeralda’s, with whom my happiest days were passed.”

«1 can well believe it,” said Emiquc 5 “and it was to sce if wealth had
not supped your courage, as 1 know it has your high spirits, that I took aim
al, you, o while agu. Had you quailed, Roland, I almost think I could have
pulled the trigger.”

“And [ had well descrved if, too,” said Cashel, sternly. “But let us
hasten forward. Enrigue, T am longing to see an old friend beneath my
roof—longing to sce you scaled opposite to me, and auswering the hundred
questions about old friends and times that are thronging to my mind.”

“No, Roland, my way lies thither,” suid he, pointing towards the west ;
T have been too long your gucst alrcady.”

“ How do you mean ?* cried Roland, in amazement.

“ Simply, that for seven weeks I have lived beneath your roof. The nar-
rative is too long for a moment like this; but enough if I tell you that it
was a plot of Maritafa’s, who, had T not acceded to the notion, would have
disguised herself and come hither, 10 watch and sce with her own cyes how
you played the great man. To suve her from such a siep, when all per-
suasion failed, I came here as the sailor Giovanni,”

“You, Giovanni ?”
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Ay, Roland, and if wealth had not blinded you so effectually, you had
soon seen through the counterfeit. As Giovanni, I saw your daily life—the
habits of your houschold—the sterling worth and fidelity of the men you
made your [riends; and let me tell you, Cashel, our old associates of the
“Villa de las Noches’ were men of unblemished honour compared with
those well-bred companious of your prosperity. Often and often have I
been upon the brink of declaring myself, and then, have I held back, some-
times from a curiosity to sec the game played out, somctimes anxious to
know how far this course of ireachery might be carried on without its
awakening your suspicions. At length, 1 actually grew weary of secing
you the “dupé’ T almost ccased to feel interest in one who could be im-
posed upon with such slender artiice. I forgot, Roland, that T was the
looker-on, and uot the player of the game. Ii was in this mood of mind I
had hialf determined 1o leave your house, and suffer you 10 go down Lhe stream
as chance might pilot, when I discovered that trcachery had taken a higher
flight than I suspected; and that, not content with the slow Dreaching of
your f{ortune hy play and reckless waste, your utter ruin, your very heggary
had heen corapassed !

Cashel started back, and grasped the other’s arm tightly, but uever
spoke.

“ Are you still so infatuated as not 1o guess the traitor P’ cried Eurique.

“ You nean Linton £

«1 do”

“DBut are you certain of what you speak ? or do you mistake the cunning
devices of a subile mind for the darker snares of downright treachery ¥

“You shall hear,” said Enrique. * Sit down here upon this stone.  Lhave
some hours before I*sail.  The vessel leaves Limerick to-morrow for
Nauples ; and thither T am bound, for Maritafla is there. No, no, wy dear
friend, you must not ask me to slay; T have remained longer than 1 ought ;
but T waited for the time when 1 might be able to recompense you for
having thus played the spy upon your actions. Hear me out patiently now,
for that hour is come.”

As Cashel stated himself beside Turique, it was only by a great cffort he
could compose himself to Hsten, when a bundred questions came thronging
to his mind, and doubts aud inquirics, of cvery possiblé kind, demanded
explaualion. :

« | will not waste your time flor my own hy dwelling upon your losses at
ploy. 1 may one day or other amuse you, by showing how little chance our
old Colunibian {ricnds would bave had against these honourable and right
honourable swindlers, That you should be the mark for artifice, is natural
cuough ; but 1 bave little patience with your blindness in not sceing it.
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From the first hour of your arrival here, Linton sct & watch upon your
doings.  Phillis wos his principal agent. But even upon him Linton had
his spies~—myself among the number. Ay, Roland, I was perhaps the only
one he trusted! As I have said, Linton marked every step you took, heard
all you said, read every letter that reached you. Every night it was his
practice, at a certain hour when you repaired 1o the cottage, to enter your
dressing-room, by a secret door {hat led from the theatre; and then, at his
leisure, he ransacked your papers, examined your correspondence, scarched
through all the documents which concerned your estate, possessing himself
of information on cvery point of your circumstances. Nor was this all; he
abstracted papers of value from amongsi them, well knowing the carcless-
ness ‘of your habits, and with what little risk of dctection his “boldest
darings were attended. I studicd him long and closely. Yor a great while
I could not detect the clue to his proceedings. 1 even at one time aseribed
all to jealousy, for he was jealous of the favour by which Lady Kilgoff dis-
tinguished you. This, however, could not cxplain all 1 saw, for il was on
the subject of your fortune his deepest interest was cxcited. At last came
Jhis first move, and the whole gamrs disclosed itsclf before me. There lay
upon your table for several days a decd concerning the cottage where the old
gentleman resided with his daughter. "'This, Linton, to my surprise, did not
take away, but simply contented himself by placing it in such a prowi-
nent position as would in all likelihood atiract your notice. To no pur-
pose, however; you would seem to have tossed it over, among other papers,
without atlention, e went a step further ; he broke the seal, and left the
enclosure balf open. Still it lay uuminded. The uext night he carried it
off, but you never missed it.”

¢ Nor was it of any consequence,” broke in Cashel.” “It was never per-
fected, and had neither my signature nor my seal.”

“ Are you certain of that P said Enrique, smiling dubiously.

“ I could swear to it.”

“ Lok here, then,” said the other, as he drew forth a pocket-book, from
the folds of which he took a heavy padkage, and opened it beforc Cashel.
* Is that name, there—that signature, ¢ Roland Cashel,’ yours

Cashel stared al the writing without speaking; his hdnds trembled as
they held ihe paper, and his very {rame shook with agitation.

¢ 1 never wrote it 1"’ cried he, at last, with an cffort almost convulsive.

“ Yet, sce if it be not witnessed ; there are the names and addresses of
two persons.”

“It is a forgery; a clever one, I own, but still & forgery. I never
signed that paper—never saw it till this instant.”
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““Well,” said Enrique, alowly, 1 scarcely expected so much of ‘memory
from you, It istrue as you say, you never did sign it; but I dld.” B

“ You, Enrique P—you " exclaimed Cashel.

“ Yes, Roland. I accompanied Linton to Limerick at his request, dressed
to personate yov. We were met at the hotel by two persons summoned to
witness this act of signature; of the meaning of which I, of course, appeared
to know nothing-—~nor did I, indecd, till long afterwards, discover the real
significance.”

¢ And how came you by it eventually P :

“By mutatmg Linton’s own proceedings. I saw that for security he
placed 4t in an iron box, which he carried with him to Limerick, and which
contained another document of apparently far greater value. This casket
was long enough in my company on that morning to enable me to take a
model of the key, by which I afterwards had another made, and by means of
which T obtained possession of both these papers—for here is the other.”

 And when did you take them ?”

 About an hour ago. I saw that this drams was drawing to a finish. I
knew that Linton’s schemes were advAncing more rapidly than I' couldy
follow ; his increased confidence of manner proved to me his consciousness
of strength, and yet I could neither unravel his cunning nor detect his.
artifice. Nothing then remained but to carry off these papers; and, as the
hour of my own departure drew nigh, there was no fime tolosc. There they
are both. I hope you will be a mére careful depositary than you have been
Litherto.”

“ And where is Linton P cried Roland, his passionate eagerness for re-
venge mastering every other feeling.

< Still your guest He dines and does the honours of your board to-day,
as he did yesterday, and will to-morrow.”

“Nay, by my oath, that he will never do more! The man is no coward,
and he will ot refuse me the amende T'll ask for.”

“Were he on board, it is a lpop and a leap I'd treat him to,” said
Enrique.

8o should I, perhaps,” said Cashel, * but the circumstances charige with
the place. Here he shall have the privilege of the class he has belonged to
and disgraced.” .

« Not a bit of it, Roland. e is an average member of the guild; the
only difference being, with more than average ability. These fellows are all
alike. Leave them, I say. Come and rough it with me in the “Basque,’
where a gallant band are fighting for the true Sovereign; or let us have
snother dash in the Far West, where the chase is as the peril and glory of
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war; or what say you lo the East? a Circassian saddle and a scimitar
would not be strange to us. ~Choose your own land, my boy, and let us
mecet this day month at Cadiz.”

“ But why leave me, Enrique? I ncver had more need of a truc-hearled
friend than now.” .

¢ No, I cannot stay ; my last chance of secing Mavitafia depends on my
reaching Naples at once; and as to your aflair with Linton, it*will be one of
those things of etiquette, and measured distance, and hair-trigger, in which
a rough sailor like myself would be out of place.”

¢« And Maritafia=—tell me of her.  They said that Rica had come to Eng-
land.”

“ Riea! He dared not set foot on shore here. The fellow hys few coun-
tries open to him now: nor is it known where he is.”’

* And is she alonc? Is Maritafia unprotected 2

“ Alone, but not unprotected. The girl who has twice erossed the Cor-
dilleras with a rifle on her shoulder, need scarcely fear the insults of the
coward herd that would molest her.” ’

“ But how is she living? In what rank—among what associates P’

«T only kuow that she maintains a costly retinuc at the ¢ Albergo Reule
that her equipages, her servants, her liveries, bespeak wealth without limit.
She is a mystery to the city she inhabits. So much have I heard from
others; from hersclf, a fow lines reached me at Dieppe, begging me {0 see
you, and—you will scarcely believe it—asking for a release from that bond
of betrothal thal pasged between you—as if it could signify anything.’

“ Was the frecdom thus obtained to be used in your favour, Kurique ?”

The other grew purple, and it was a few seconds before he could answer.
“No! that is over for ever. She has refused me as onc so much helow her,
.that the very thought of an alliance would be degradation. The sailor—
the buceancer—raise his eyes to her whom Princes seck in vain? T go now
to say my last farcwell : as long as there dwclls upon my mind the slendercst
chance of meeting her, so long will hope linger in my heart; not the high
hope that spirits one to glorious enterprisc, but that feverish anxicty tha.t.
unnerves the courage and shakes the purpose. I cannot endure it any
longer.” :

“Remain with me, then, for a day—for two at furthest—and we will go
toguther to Naples.”

“ Do not ask me, Roland. Some accident——some onc of those chances
which befal each hour of life—might delay us; and then, T might never sec
her more. She is to leave Naples by the end of the month, but to go*
whither, or how, she will not tell. Promise me 1o follow. Let us mect
there; and then, if the world has not a faster hold upon you than I deem it
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has, we'll seek our fortune together in new lands. What say you? is it a
bargain ??

“ Agreed,” said Roland. “T’ll leave this within a week, without it be
my fate to quit it never. Let us rendezvous at Naples, then ; and fortune
shall decide what after.”

“ How hundreds of things press upon my mind, all of which, when I am
gone, will be’ remembered, but which now are confusedly mingled up
together! 'What warnings I meant to have given you ! what cautions! and
now I can think of nothing.”

“I have room for but onc thought,” said Cashel, sternly: it is a dcht
which every hour unpaid increases by a tenfold interest.”

It nced not weigh long upon your conscience. Linton wears the dress
of a grandee of Spain to-night; but he’ll concesl it from time to time he-
neath o plain brown domino with yellow cape. Do not mix with your com-
pany on arriving, but wait till about twelve o’clock in your room, and yow’ll
hear him as he enters his own : then, without risk of disturbance, you can
sce him; or, if you like it better, scnd another to him. Should he be
the man _you suppose, the whole can be® easily arranged by the light of
morning.”

“ And so shall it be,” said Cashel, in a deep low voice.

“If this life of luxury has not unsteadied your finger, I’d not take his
place for half your fortune.”

A short motion of the head from Cashel seemed to concur with this
specch.

“ How I wish you were to be with me, Enrique ! said he, after a silence
of some minutes.

* So should I, Roland; but you will not need me: were there two to
bring to reckoning, I'd stay, cost what it might. And here we say fare-
well.”  They had walked together, during this colloquy, to the high road,
which on one side leads towards Tubberinore, and on the other to Limerick.

Cashel held his comrade’s hand fgst clasped in his own, without speak-
ing. The sensc of isolation had never struck him so forcibly as now that,
having met an old and attached friend, he was about to part with bim so
suddenly. It appeared to darken his solitude into somethmg more lonely
still.

“I’d have thought that all thés wealth had made you happicr,” said En-
rique, as he gazed at the sorrow-struck features of his friend.

“ Neither happier nor better,” said Roland, mournfully.

" “There! sce yondcr,” cried Enrique, “where you sce the lamps flashing 5
those arc the carriages of yoyr gay compapy. Remcmber that you are the
host to-night ; and so, good-by.” ,
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“ Good-by, my old comrade.”

*One word more,” said Enrique. *Be not weak-hearted—trust none of
them—they are false, every one: some from cnvy; some from treachery;
some from that fickleness that they fancy to be knowledge of life ; but all
are alike. And so, till we mect again at Naples.”

““ At Naples,” echoed Cashel; and, with head bent down, pursued his
way homeward.

CHAPTER XXIV.

Warmth may suit the gen’rous fool ;
The deeper knave must aye be cool.
BeLr

RaAPIDLY as carriage after carringe rolls up the broad approach to Tubber-
more, the lamps flashing and glittering through the dark wood, we must beg
of our reader to turn back a few hours in our history, and follow the steps
of Mr. Linton, as, leaving the cottage, he twmed towards the *Great
House.”

Probably, to a mind constituted like his, there could be no more poignant
sense of sorrow and regret than that experienced in consequence of a sudden
and irrepressible burst of passion. It was a great fault—the greatest he
could commit. In justice to him, we will own il was of the very rarest in
occurrence. His outbreaks of anger, like his moments of calm, were all
studied beforchand ; and nothing shorl of a catastrophe, unexpected and
overwhelming, could have surprised him into the fatal excess of which his
interview with Corrigan was an instance.

If repentance could have compensated for hLis sin, assuredly the offence
might have been effaced from the tablet of his misdeeds. Never was
sorrow more true, heartfelt, and cutting. He cdlled none of his accustomed
casuisiry fo aid him in softening down his fault; he saw it in all the
breadth of its cnormity, as a foul blot upon that system of deceit in which
years of practice had made him so perfect. He felt compromised by him.
self; and possibly, to a cunning man, this is the bitterest of all self-
reproaches.

Very little consideration was needed to show that, so far as Corrigan
went, reconciliation was impossible. He knew the old man too well to have
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a doubt upon that subject. What, then, was to be donc? In which was
the most profitable channel to turn the stream of coming events? Were
Cashel a man of differcnt mould, there would be no price too high to pay
for that document which stood between him and his title to the estate.
It was all the difference between rank and obscurity—between wealth
and want—between the condition of an estated gentleman and the assump-

tion of a mere pretender. 'Wide as the alternatives lay, Linton knew they

would not affect Cashel’s mind. ~ He foresaw clearly that, in a burst of his
“most virtuous probity,” he would declare Corrigan the rightful owner of
the cstate, and walk forth into the world as poor as when he began it.
With Cashel, ‘therefore, all treaty would be impossible. The next con-
sideratidn was, what tcrms might be made with Corrigan through Ticrnay.
The rough frankness of the old Doctor had always been reckoned by Linton
as a common-place trick of certain coarse minds, to simulate honesty and
straightforwardness. He believed that mankind consisted of but two cate-
cories—the knave and the fool : he who was not one, must necessarily be
the other. Now, an acute study of Tiernay persuaded him that he was a
shrewd, sound-headed man, whose very profession had trained him into
habits of investigation; and thought there could be little doubt, therefore,
into which class he fell. There was, morcover, this advantage in treating
with Lim, that neither personal feeling nor pride of station would interfere
with the negotiation; he would entertain the question in the simple light of
a hargain—so much for so much. The unluckly release of all claim upoun
their property was, of course, to be thought of—as deteriorating, if not
altogether invalidating, the title; but of this it might be possible, perhaps,
to obtain possession. Cashel’s papers must be ransacked throughout; it
was very unlikely that he had taken an wnusual care of it, so that Lin-
ton was far from supposing that this would present a serious difficulty.
But why had he not thought of this beforc?  Why had he suffered his dis-
appointment to blind him to what was so palpable ?  * So much for think-
ing the game won cre it is finished,” exclaimed he; “but who would have
thought Linton should make this blander #

To treat with Tiernay, then, realised cvery advantage he could think of.
1t offered the prospect of better terms, an casier negotiation; and it pre
senied one featurc of inestimable merit in his eycs—it afforded the means
of gratifying his hatred against Cashel, without the vengeance costing him
anything. This thought, for a while, left him incapable of cntertaining
every other.  Cashel reduced to poverty—humiliated to the position of an
adventurer who had obtained a property under false pretences—was a pic-
ture he could never weary of contemplating. What a glorious consumma-

VOL. 1L N
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tiom of revenge, could he have involved one other in the ruin !—if Laura
hiad been the compunion of his fall} But that scheme had failed : a friend-
ship—a perilous one, *tis true—had sprung up where Linton had sowed the
seeds of a vory different passion; and notbing remained bat to involve them
both in the disgrace aud ruin which a separation and its conscquences
could inflict, * Even this,” thought he, “ will now be no trifling penalty—
 the millionnaire’ Roland Cashel would Bave conferred an éelu? on the fall,
that would become ludicrous when associated with the name of a mere ad-
, venturer.”

If thoughts of these vengeances afforded the most intense pleasure fo his
vindictive mind, there came, cver aud anon, deep regrets at the loss of that
greater game for which he hid planned and plotted so amiously. That
neble fortnne which he had almost held within lus grasp—that high station
from which Le would have kuown how to derive all its advantages—ihe
political position he had so long ambitioned—were now all to flit from be-
fore his eyes like {he forms of a dream, unreal and impossible.

So intently had he pwrsued ihese various reasonings, that he nitesly
forgot everything of his late interyiew with Tom Keane; aud when the re-
membrance did flash upon him, the effeet was almost stuuning.  The crmme
would wow be uscless, so far a~ regarded Lintow’s own advantage.  Mary
Leicester could never be his wife: why, then, involve himsclf, however 1e-
motely, in a deed as profitless as it was perilous > No time should he Jost
abont this, He wust see Keane hnmedintely, and dissuade him from the
attempt. Tt would be easy to assure him that the whole was a miscon-
ception—a mistake of weaning. Tt was not necessary to convince—it was
enough to avert {he set; but this must be done at once.

So reflecting, Linton {ock his wuy fo the gate-lodge, which lay a con-
siderahle distance off, The space afforded mueh {ime for thought, and he
was onc whose thoughts travelled fast. His plams were ol maturcd and
easy of accomplishment. After sceing Keane, he would address a few lines
to Tiernay, requesting an interview on the following morning. That mght,
he resolved, should be his last at Tubbermore; the masquerade had, as
may be conjectured, few charms for one whose mind was charged with
heavier cares, but still it would give him an occasion to whisper about his
scandal on Lady Kilgoff, and, later on, give him the opportunity of search-
ing Cashel’s papers for that document he wished to obtain.

On reaching the gate-lodge, under prefence of lighting his cigar he
entered the housc, where, in all the squalid misery of their untractable
habits, Keane’s wife sat, surrounded by her ragged children.

“Tom is at work, I suppose * said he, carelessly.
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*No, yer Honer; he went out carly this woming to look after a little
place for us, as the master is goin” fo turn us out.”

“I'm sorry for that,” said he, compassionately ; ““land i8 dear, and hard
to be got now-a-days. Why don’t be go to Americs P

“lud«(d an’ T don’t know, Sir.  They say ’s the asy place to gain o
Livin'; fine pay, and bitle to do for it.”

Lmton smiled al an encomium for whose acew acy he would not have
vouchcd , and then iried to ascertain, in the same carcless fashion, in what
direction Keaue had gone ; but the woman could not 1cll.  She belwved it
was by the lygh road, but could not be cerlain, since he had left the house
shortly after daybreak.

TLuuton sauntered out in deep thoughl. 1t was evident enough to hiw
what the objeet of that journcy was: it needed no cluc to track bis path.
It was strange ; but now, when the deed was not to secure any futuie bene-
fits 1o hunsel, it appeared before bis eyes in all the glaring eolours of ns
eriminality, I was a cold-blcoded and useless crime, and he actually
shuddered as e thousht upon 1t .

Although he well hnew that 1t would not be possible to conneer Jum
any way with the act,’ his conscicuee made him restless aud uneasy, and he
would have gnon muel that he had never mooted o, 1t was too late,
howcver, now, to think of these things ; were he to mount his horse and
follow the fellow Keane, the chaneis of coming up with him were fow.
The man would inevitably have conccaled himsell till the very moment
came ; and were Linton to he present al sueh a time, the fact of lus pre-
senec wieht, in such a remote aud unfiequanted spot, give nse to the very
worst suspieions.  “ Be it 50,” said be it ength, and with the tone of oue
who 1cit the issue to fortune, He found lumsci now wpon the lugh r0ad,
and remembering that he was not far from Ticrnay’s house, resclved on
wmaking a visil to the Doctor in pason. Tt night so bappen hereafier that
a question would arise where he had passed ihe moruing. There was no
saying whit furn events might take, and it would be as well were he able
to show 1hat he had spent some tude in Tiernay’s company ; and as, i such
a critical mowent, it would huve been far from wise to discuss any mattec
connceted with Cashel’s property, it were safest to make the object of the
visit appcar an effort to obtain Doctor Ticrnay’s kind mediation in the dif-
ference with Mr. Corrigan.

To pass half an hour in his company, under any pretext, would be to put
on record his oceupalion on that morning; and, with this resolve, he
knoeked at the door.

It was with a start of syrprise Tiernay received Linton as he entered his

X2
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study. The Doctor arose from the chair where he had been sitting, and
stood in the attitude of one who desires by his very air and deportment to
express that he does not mean that the other should be seated.

“This is an honour, Sir,” said he, at last, “so undeserved on my part,
ibat I am at a loss how {o acknowledge it.”

“ A little patience and a little courtesy are all I ask for, Dr. Tiernay,”
replied Linton, while he placed a chair and seated himself with the most
perfect unconcern. “You may easily guess that I do not intrude my pre-
sence upon you without what at least scem to me to be sufficient reasons.
‘Whether you may thiuk them so or not, will in a great measure depend
pon whether you prefer to be guided by the false lights of an unjust pre-
judice, or the truc illumination of your own natural good sense and practical
intelligence.”

Tiernay sat down without spcaking; the appeal was made calmly and
dispassionately to him, and he felt that le could not butf entertain it, par-
ticularly as the scene was beneath his own roof.

Linton resumed :

“ Four fricnd—1I hope the time i not distant when T may be enabled to
say and mine—Mr, Corrigan, acting under tle greatest of all misconcep-
tions, mistaking my heartfelt zeal in his behalf for an undue interference in
lis affairs, has to-day expressed himsclf towards me in 4 manner so uncalled
for, so unfair, and ungenerous, that, considering ihe position 1 sought to
occupy in his regard, cither bespeaks the existeuce of some sceret attack
upon my character, or that a mere sudden caprice of temper overbalances
with him the qualities he has been gracious cnough to speak of in termns of
praise and approbation.”

Tiernay gave a short, dry nod, whose significance was so very doubtful
that Linton stopped and starcd at him, as if asking for further information.

“T had made a proposition for the hand of his granddaughter,” resumed
he, “and surely my pretensions could not subjeet me to rebuke

Tiernay nodded again, in the same puzzling way as before.

“Knowing the influence you possess in the family,” resumed Linton,
“ sceing how much confidence they repose in your counsels, I have thought
it advisable to state to you that, although naturally indignant at the treat-
ment I have met with, and possibly carricd away for a moment by passion,
my feelings regarding Miss Leicester are unchanged, and, I believe, un-
changeable.”

Tiernay moved his head slightly, as though implying assent.

“Am T to understand, Sir, that my communication is pleasing to you ?”
said Linton, firmly.



"ROLAND CASHEL. 181

“ Very pleasing in every respect,” said Tiernay.

‘ And I may reckon upon your kind offices in my behalf, Dr. Tiernay £

Tiernay shook his head negatively.

“ Be kind enough to speak your mind more intelligibly, Sir, for there is.
need that we should understand each other here.”

“T will be as explicit as you can desire, Sir. Your communication was
gratifying to me in so far that it showed me how my old and esteemed
friend Mr. Corrigan had thrown off the delusion in which he had indulged
regarding you, and saw you as I have always thought you—a clever
worldly man, without scruples as to his means when an object had once
gainel possession of his- wishes, and who never could have dreamed of
making Miss Leicester his wife were there not other and deeper purposes
to be attained by so doing.”

“You are candour itself, Sir,” said Linton ; “but I cannot feel offence
at a frankness I have myself asked for. Pray extend the favour, and say
what could possibly be these other and deeper purposes you allude to?
‘What advantages could I propose myself by such an alliance, save increased
facilities of conversation with Dr. Tieray, and more frequent opportumtles
of indulging in *tric-trac® with Mr. Corrigan P’

Tiernay winced under the sarcasm, but only said,

“To divine your motives would be to become your equal in slull and
cleverness. 1 have no pretensions to such cxcellence.”

8o that you are satisfied with attribiting to another objects for which
you sce no reason and motive, and of which you perceive no drift

“T am satisfied to believe in much that I cannot fathom.”

“We will pursuc this no further,” said Linton, impatiently. “Let us
reverse the medal. Mr. Corrigan’s refusal of me, coupled with his un-
courteous conduct, may lead to unpleasant results. Is he prepared for
such #?

“T have never known him to shrink from the consequences of his own
conduct,” replied Tiernay, steadfastly.

“Even though that conduct should leave him houseless ?* whispered
Linton.

It cannot, Sir, while I have a roof.”

“ @enerously spoken, Sir,” said Linton, while he threw his eyes over the
humble decorations of his chamber with an expression of contempt there
was no mistaking.

« Humble and poor enough it is, Sir,” said Tiernay, answering the glance,
““but the fruit of honest industry. Neither a father’s curse, nor a mother’s
tear, hovers over onc of the little comforts around me.”
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“An ancient Roman in virtue !”* exclaimed Linton, affectedly. *Ifow
sad, that our degenerate days so ill reward such exccllenoe !”

““You are wrong there, Sir. Even for merits poor and unobtrusive as
mine, there arc tributes of affection more costly than great men know of.
There are those on every hand around me 'who would resign health, and
hope, and life itsclf, to do me service. Therc are some who, in their rude
zoal, would think little of making even Mr. Linton vegret his having need-
lessly insulted me. Ay, Sir, I Lave bui to open that window and spcak one
word, and you would sorely repeut this day’s procecding.”

Linton sat calm and collocted under this burst of anger, as Thour,h he
were actually enjoying the outhreak he had provoked. ¢ You have . law-
less population here, it would scem, then,” said he, smiling blandly, as he
rose from lus seab. T think the Government is badly rewarded by bestow-
ing ils resources on such a neighbourhood. A police-harracks would smit
you better than an hospital, and so I shall {ell Mr. Downie Meck.”

Ticrnay grew suddenly pale.  The threat was too palpable to be mistaken,
nor was be sufliciently couversant with the wotld of policy to detect its
fallacy.

“Two lundred pounds a year,” resvmned Linton, “ can be of no moment
to oue who is surrounded by such generous devotion, while some réspeet
for law or order will ho a good ¢alternative,’~—isn’t that the phrase,
Doctor #”

Tiernay could not utier a word! Like many men who pass their lives in
seclusion, he had formed the most exaggerated ideas of 1he despotism of
those in power; he helieved that for the gratifieation of a mere whim or
passing caprice they would not seraple at an act of oppression that might
lead 1o ruin itself ; he felt shocked at the peril to wiuch a hasty word had
exposed him, Linton read him like a book, and gazing fixedly af hum, said,
“Your craft has taught you little of worldly skill, Dr. Tiernay, or yon
would have secn that it is better to incur a passing inconvenience, than ran
the risk of a severc and perhaps fatal misfortune. Methinks that a seience
of expediencies might have iustilled a fow of its wise precepts info every-
day life.”

The Doctor stared, half in astonishment, half in anger, but never spoke,

¢ Reflect a little upon 1his point,” said Linton, slowly; ¢ remember, too,
that a man like myself, who never acts without an object, may be a very
good associate for him who has neither conrage nor energy for action at all;
and lastly, bethink you that the subtlety and skill which can mabc a useful
friend, can become very readily the materials of a dangerous enemy.”

Linton knew well the force and significance of vaguencss, either m threat
or promise ; and no sooner had he done speaking than he left the room and
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the hiouse ; while Tiernay, bewildered and terrified, sat down to think over
what had passed. ‘ '

“He'll come to terms, I see that !” cried Liuton to himself, as he entered
the park of Tubbermore. A little time—a sleepless night or two—the
uncertainty of that fatire, which to cvery mau past fifty gets another tinge-
of black with each year—will do the business, and I'll have him sving for
the conditions he would now reject.”

Never yet, however, had time been a greater objeet with Linton. The
host of creditors whom he bad staved off for some months back—some, by
paying large sums on account; otheré, by the assurance that he was on the
cve of a rich marriage—would, at the very first semblance of his defeat,
return and overwhelm hLira.  Many of his debts were incurred to hush wp
play transactions, which, if once made public, his station in socicty would
be no longer tenable. Of his former associates, more than one lived upon
lhim by the mere ménace of the past.  Somc were impatient, 100, at the pro-
tracted game he played with Roland, and repronched him with not “ finish-
ing him off ” long before, by cards and the dice-box.  Otbers, were indignant
that they were nof admitted to the share-of the spoil, with all the contingent
advantages of mixing in a class where they might Lave found the most pro-
fituble acquaintances. To hold all these in chock had been o difficult matter,
aid few save himself could have accomplished it. To resirain them much
longer was impossible.  With these thoughts he walked along, searce no-
ticing the long siring of carriages which now filled the aveuue, and has-
tened towards the house.  Oceasionally a thought would eross his mind,
“ What if the bullet had already done its work ?  What if that vast estate
were now once more thrown upon the wide occan of litigation?  Would
Corrigan prefer his claim again, or would some new suitor spring up? and
if s0, what sum could rccompense the possession of that pardon by which
the whole property might be restored to its wucient owners?”  Amwid all
tlhiese canvassings, no {eeling arose for the fate of him who had treated him
as a bosom friend—not one regret, not so wmuch as onc sensulion of pity.
Trug, indeed, he did reflect upon *what cowrse to adopt when the tidings
wrived. Long did he vacillate whether Tom Keane should not be arrested
on suspicion. There were difficulties in either course, and, as usual, he pre-
ferrcd that coming cvents should suggest their own conduct.

At last he reached the greaf house, but instead of cntering by the front
door, he passed into the court-yard, and guined his own apartwent unob-
served. As he culered he locked the door, and placed the key in such &
manner that none could peep through the keyhole. He then walked
leisurcly around the room; and although he kunew therc was mo other
outlet, he cast o glance of scrutinising import on every side, as if to cnsure



184 . ROLAND CASHEL.

himself that he was alone. This done, he opened a small eupboard in the
wall behind his bed, and took forth the iron box, in which, since its dis-
covery, he had always kept the pardon, as well as the forged conveyance of
Tubber-beg. ) . : : '

" Linton-placed the box before him on the table, andl gazed at it in a kind

“of rapture, ““There,” thought he, *lies the weapon by which at onge T achieve

both fortune and revenge. Let events take what turn they awill, Zhere, is
a certain source of wealth. A great estate like this will have its claimants:
with me it rests who shall be the successful one.” ‘
. A hurried knocking at the door intkrrupted the current of these musings ;
and Linton, having replaced the casket in the press, unlocked the deor. It
was Mr. Phillis, who, in all the gala of full dress, and with a rare camelia
in his button-hole, entered.

“ ‘Well, Phillis, is all going on as i, ought P said Linton, carelessly.

“ Scarcely so, 8ir,” said the soft-voiced functionary; the honse is filling
fast, but there is no one to receive the company; and they are walking about
staring at each other, and asking who is to do the honours.”

“ Awkward, certainly,” said Linton, coolly;  Lady Kilgofl ought to have
been the person.”

 She is gone, Sir,” said Phillis.

* “Gone! gone! When, and where ?” )

“X cannot say, Sir; but my Lord and her Tadyship left this morning
early, with post-horses, taking the Dublin road.”

" Linton did not speak, but the swollen vein in his forehead, and the red
flush upon his brow, told how the tidings affected him. He had long spe-
culated on witnessing the agonies of her grief when the hour of his revenge
drew nigh; and this ecstasy of cruelty was now to be denied him.

“And my Lord—had he regained any consciousness? or was he still in-
sensible #”’ '

“ He appeared like a child, Sir, when they lifted him into the carriage.”

“ And Lady Kilgoff #”

* She held her veil doubled over her'face as she passed; but I thought

she sighed, and even sobbed, as she handed me this letter.”
* *For Roland Cashel, Esquire,’ ** said Linton, reading as he took it. “Did
she speak at all, Phillis . . o )
“Not a word, 8ir. It was a sad-looking, procession altogether, moving
away in the dim grey of the morning.” ‘
" Linton placed the letter in a rack upon the chimney, and for some

seconds was lost in thought. g o

“If Lady Janet, Sir, would be kind enough to receive the company,”
murmured Phillis, softly. =~ - .
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“ Pooh, man, it is of no consequence I”” said Linton, roughly, his mind
dwelling on a very different theme. “Lct who will play host or hostess.”

* Perhaps you would come down yourself soon, Sir?” asked Phillis, who
read in the impatience of Linton’s manner the desire to be alone, and coupled
that desire with some mysterious purpose.

¢ Yes, leave me, Phillis; I'm going to dress,” said he, hurriedly. < Has
ke returned yet P’

“No, Sir; and we expected him at five o’clock.”

 And it is now nine,” said the other, solemnly; “{our hours later.”

“Tt is vory singular!” exclaimed Phillis, who was more struck by the
altered, expression of Linton’s face than by the common-place fact he affected
to marve] at.

“ Why singular? What is remarkable ? That a man should be delayed
some time on a business matter, particularly when there was no urgency to
repair elsewhere ?”

“ Nothing more common, Sir; only that Mr. Cashel said positively he
should he here at five. He had ordered the cob pony to be ready for hini—
a sign {hat he was going to pay a visit at the cotlage.”

Linton made no reply, but his lips curled into a smile of dark and ominous
meaning.,

“Leave me, Phillis,” said he, at length; “X shall be late, with all this
cumbrous finery I am to wear.”

¢ 8hall I send your man, Sir ?” said Phillis, slyly eyeing him as he spoke.

¢ Yes—no, Phillis—nol yet. I’ll ring for him later.”

And with these words Linton seated himself in a large chair, apparently
unconscious of the other’s presence.

Mr. Phillis withdrew noiselessly—but not far—for after advancing a few
steps along the corridor, he cautiously returned, and listened at the door.

Linton sat for a few scconds, as if listening to the other’s retreating foot
steps; and then, noiselessly arising from his chair, he approached the door
of the chamber, at which, with bent-down head, Phillis watched. With a
sudden jerk of the handle Linton threw open the door, and stood before the
terrified menial.

«1 was afraid you were ill, Sir. I thought your manner was strange.”

¢ Not half so strange as this conduct, Mr. Phillis,” said Linton, slowly,
as he folded his arms composedly on lis breast. * Come in.” He pointed,
as he spoke, to the room; but®Lhillis scemed reluctant to enter, and made
a gesturc of excusc. * Come in, Sir,” said Linton, peremptorily; and he
obeyed. Linton immediately locked the door, and placed the key upon the
chimney-piece ; then deliberately scating himself full in front of the other, he
stared at him long and fixelly, ¢ So, Sir,” said he, at length, -*“ you have
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thought fit to become & spy upon my actions. Now, there is but one amende
you can make for such trcachery; which is, to confess frankly and openly
what it is you want to know, and what small mystery is puzzling your puny
intelligence, and making your nights sleepless. Tcll me this candidly, and
Pl answer as freely.”

“1 have really nothing {o confess, Sir. I was fearful lest you were
unwell. I thoughl—it was mcre faney, perhaps—that you swere flurried
and peculiar this morning; and this impression distressed me so, that—
that—-"

* That you deemed fit to waich me. De is so. I have few scercts from
any onc—1I have none from my fricnds. You shall hear, therefore, avhat—
without my knowing it—has made me appear unusually agitated. It was my
intention to leave this house to-morrow, Phillis, and in the preparation for
my departure I was arranging my letters and papers, among which I found
a very considerable quantity that prudence would consign to the flames—
that is to say, if prudence were to he one-sided, and had only regard for the
intercsts of onc individual where there were iwo concerned.  In plain lan-
guage, Phillis, T was just about to hurn the mass of documents which fill
that iron safe, and which it were to the honour and eredit of Mr, Phillis
should be reduced to churcoal as speedily as may he, the same heing nothing
more nor less than the accounts of that “honest steward,” pinued to the real
and lond fide bills of Mr. Cashel’s tradespeople. There ave, it is true,
strange little diserepancies botween the two, doubtless capable of sutis-
faclory cxplanation, but which, t{o plain-thinking men like myself, are
difficult 1o reconcile; and in some one or two instances—a wine werchant’s
account, for example, and a saddler’s bill—savour somewhat of that wmdis-
crect procedure people call forgerv. What a mistake—rwhat an inadverience,
Dhillis 1

There was something of almost conxing familiarify in the way Linlon
uttered the last words; and Phillis grew sick al heart as he listened 1o
them.

« A moment more, an instant later, and 1 had thrown them into the
fire; but your footsteps, as you walked away, sounded too purposc-like;
you were s0 palpably honest, that 1 began to suspect you. Eh, Phillis, was
T right #”

Phillis essayed a smile, but bis features only accomplished a ghastly grin.

“I will keep them, thercfore, where they are,” said Linton. “ Thesc un-
pulses of rash gencrosity are very costly pleasures; and there is no such
good practical economy as to husband one’s confidence,”

“I'm surc, Sir, I never thought I should have seen the day———"
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“Go on, man; don’t falter. What day do yon mean? that on which you
had attempted to outwit me? or, that on which I should show you all the
peril of your attempting it ? Ay, and there is peril, Mr. Phillis: a felony
whose punishment is transportation for life, is no small offence.”

¢ QOh, Sir!-—oh, Mr. Linton! forgive me,” cried the other, in the most
abject voice. “T always believed that my devotion to your intercsts would
claim your protection.”

Y never promised to farther anything that was base or dishonest,” said
Linton, with an air of assumed morality.

“You opencd and read letters that were addressed to another; you
spied bés actions, and kept watch upon all his doings; you wrote letters
in his name, and became possessed of every secret of his life by treachery;
you__”

“ Don’t talk so loud, Phillis; say all you have to say to me.”

“ Oh dear, Sir, forgive me the burst of passion. I never meant it. My
temper curied me away in spite of me.” And he burst into tears as he
spoke.

““What a dangerous temper, that may &% any moment make a fclon of its
owner! Go, Phillis, there is no need of more between us. You know e,
T almost persuaded myself that I knew yon. But if I know anything, it is
this”—here he approached, and laid his hand solemnly on the other’s shoul-
der—“that T would make hell itsclf the punishment of him who injured me,
were I even to share it with him.”

Phillis’s knces smote cach other with terror at the look that accompanied
these words; they werc spoken without passion or vehemence, but there was
that in their tone that thrilled to his inmost heart. Poweiless, and gver-
come by his cmotions, he could not stir from the spot: he wanted to make
explanations and cxcuses, but all his ingenuity descrted him ; he tried to
utter vows of attachment and fidelity, but shame was too strong for him there
also, He would have resorted to mcnace itself rather than remain silent,
bui he bad no courage for such a hézzm'dous course. Linton appeared to
read in turn cach change of mood that passed across the other’s mind ;
and, after waiting as it were to enjoy the confusion under which he suffered,
said : ‘

** Just so, Phillis ; it is a sad scrope you fell into; but when a wan he-
comes bankrupt either in fame oy fortune, it is but loss of time to bewail the
past; the wiser cowrsc is 1o start in business again, and make a character
by a good dividend. Try that plan, Good-by !* :

These words were a command ; and so Phillis understood them, as, with
an humble bow, he left the rgom. Linton again locked the door, and dray-.
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ing the table to a part of the room from which no eavesdropper at the door
could detect it, he once more sat down at it. His late scene with Phillis
bad left no traces upon his memory ; such events were too insignificant to
claim any notice beyond the few minutes they occupied ; his thoughts were
now upon the greater game, where all his fortune in life was staked. He
took out the key, which he always wore round his neck, and placed it in the
lock : at the same instant the clock on the chimney-piece struck ten. He
sat still, listening to the strokes; and when they ceased, he muttered, * Ay,
mayhap cold enough ere this!” A slight shuddering shook him as he
uttered these words, and a dreamy reverie seemed to gather around him;
but he arose, and walking 1o the window, opened it. The fresh breeze of the
night rallicd him almost at once, and he closed the sash and returned to his
lace.
i To think that 1 should hold within my hands the destinies of those
whom most of all the world I hate!” muttered ke, as he turned the key and
threw back the lid. The box was empty! With a wild cry, like the accent
of intense bodily pain, he sprang up and dashed both hands into the vacant
space, and then held them up before bis cyes, like one who could not credit
the evidence of his own senses. The moment was a terrible one, and for a
few seconds the staring eyeballs and quivering lips seemed {o threaten the
access of a fit ; but reason at last assumed the mastery, and he sat down
befBre the table and leaned his head upon it to think. Twice before in life
had it been his lot to lose a whole fortpne at one turn of the die, but never
before had he'staked all the revengeful feelings of his bad heart, which,
bafied in their flow, now came back upon himself,
He sat thus for nigh an hour; and when he arose al last, his features
were worn as though by a long illness ; and as he moved his fingers through
his hair, it came away in masses, like that of & man after fever.
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CHAPTER XXV.
'So, then; we meet at last.——HAROLD.

As the rooms began to fill with company, costumed in every variety that
taste, fancy, or absurdity could devise, many were surprised {hat neither
was there a host to bid them welcome, nor was there any lady to perform
the accustomed honours of reception. The natare of the entertainment, to
a certain extent, took off from the awkwardness of this want. In a mas-
querade, people either go to assume a part, or to be amused by the repre-
sentation of others, and are less dependent on the attentions of the master
or mistress of the house ; so that, however struck at first by the singularity
of a féte without the presence of the giver, pleasure, ministered to by its
thousand appliances, overcame this feeling, and few ever thought more of
him beneath whose roof they were assembled.

The rooms were splendid in their decoration, lighted © & giorzo,” and or-
namented with flowers of the very rarest kind. The music consisted of a cele-
brated orchestra and a regimental bynd, who played alternately; the guests,
several hundred in number, were all attired in fancy costumes, in which
every age and nation found its type; while characters from well-known fic-
tions abounded, many of them admirably sustained, and dressed with a pomp
and splendour that told the wealth of the wearers.

It was {ruly a briliant scene; brilliant as beauty, and the glitter of
gems, and waving of plumes, «and splendour of dress could make if. The
magic impulse of pleasure communicated by the crash of music—the bril-
liant glare of wax-lights—the throng—the voices—the very atmosphere,
tremulous with sounds of joy, seemef to urge on all there to give themselves
up to enjoyment. There was a boundless, lavish ‘air, too, in all the arrange-
ments. Servants in gorgeous liveries served refreshments of the most ex-
quisite kind., Little .children, dressed as pages, distributed bouquets,
bound round with lace of Valenciennes or Brussels, and oceasionally fas-
tened by strings of garnets or pearls. A jet d’eau of rose-water cooled the
air of the conservatory, and diffused its delicious freshness through the
atmospherc. There was samething prmcely in the scale of the hospitality ;
and from every tongue words of pra.lse and wonder dropped af each
moment,
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Even Lady Janet, whose enthusiasm scldom rose much above the zero,
confessed that it was a magnificent fé7e ; adding, by way of compensation
for her culogy, “and worlhy of betier company.”

Mrs. White was in ccstasies with everything, even to the cherubs in pink
gauze wings who handed round sherbet, and whom she pronounced quile
“classical.” The Kennyfecks were in the seventh heaven of dclight;
affecting little airs of authority to the servants, and showing.the strangers,
by a hundred little devices, that all the magnificence around was no new thing
1o them. Miss Kennyfeck, as the Queen of Madagascar’was amost beautiful
savage ; while Olivia appearcd as the fair “ Gabrielle "—a sly intimation to
Sir Ilarvey, whose dress, as lenri 1V., won universal admiration. Then there
were the ordinary number of Turks, Jews, Sailors, Circassians, Greeks, High-
land Chicfs, and [ndian Jugglers ; “Jim” figuring as a Newmarket « Jock,”
10 the unbounded delight and wonderwent of every ©Sub” in the room.

If in many quarters the question ran, “Where is Mr. Cashel P* or,
“Which is he?” Liady Janet had despatched Sir Andrew, attired as a
“Moonshee,” to find out Linton for her. “Ile is certain to know every one
here: tell him to come to me at once,” said she, sitting down near a doox-
way to watch the company.

While Lady Janet is waiting for him—who, better than any other, could
explain the mysterious meaning of many a veiled figure, unravel the hidden
wickedness of cvery chance allusion, or expound the sceret malice of each
calembourg or jest—Ilet us track his wapderings, and follow himn as he gocs.

Throwing a large cloak over his brilliant dress, Linton made his way by
many a by-stair and obscure passage to the back of the theaire, by which
the seeret approach led to Cashel’s dressiug-room. Often as Le had trod
that way hefore, never had he done so in the same stale of iutense excite-
ment. 'With the loss of the papers, he saw before him not alone the defcat
of every hope he nurtured, but discovery, shame, and ruin! He whose”
whole gawe in lifc was to wicld power over others, now saw himself in the
grasp of some onc, to whom he had not the slightest clue. A{ one moment
his suspicions pointed to Cashel himdelf, then to Ticrnay, and lastly to
Phillis. Possibly rage has no bitterer moment than that in which an habi-
tual deceiver of others first finds himself in the toils of treachery. There
was over his mind, besides, that superstitious terror, that to unbelieving in-
tellects stands in place of religion, which told him that luck had {fwrned
with him ; that fortune, so long favourable, had changed at last; and that,
in his own phrase, * the run had sef i against him.” Now, a half-muttered
curse wéuld burst from his lips over the foolhardiness that had made him
so dilatory, and not suffered him to reap the harvest when it was ripe ; now,
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a deep-breathed voy, that if fatc were propitious once again, no matter how
short the interval, ?e would strike his blow, come what might of it. Some-
times he blamed himself for baving descrted the safc and easy road to ruin
by play, for the ambitious course he had followed; at other times he in-
veighed against his folly for not carrying off Mary Leicester before Cashel
had acquired any intimacy at the cottage. Burning and half-maddened with
this conflict of regrets and hopes, he touched the spring, moved back the
panel, and cntered Cashel's room.

His first care was to see that the door from the corridor was sccured on
the inside ; his next, 1o close the shutters and draw the curtains. These
done, by lighted the candles on the table, and procceded to make a syste-
matic scarch through the entirc chamber. “Tt is my last visil here,” smd
be to himself; “T must take carc to do my work cleanly.” A mass of
papers bad been that morning left behind him by Cashel, most of them legal
documents referring to his transactions with Ioare ; but some were memo-
randa of lis intentions respecting Corrigan, and plainly showing that Cashel
well remembered he had never completed his assignment to Linton. “If
Keane’s hand has not faltered,” muttergd he, “ Master Roland’s memory
will not be taxed in this world at least; but where to discover the deed?
that i the question.” In his amiety on this head, he vansacked drawers
aud cabinels with wild and furious haste, strewing their eontenls around
Lim, or wantonly throwing them on the fire. With false keys for every
lock, he opened the most sceret epositorics—scarce glancing af letters
which at any other time he had devourcd with interest. Many were from
Lady Kilgoff, warning Cashel against him ; Lis own name, seen passingly,
would arrest, his attention for a sccond, but the weightier interest soon in-
tervencd, and he would throw the papers from him with contempt.  How
shrewd ! how very cuuning!” muttered he, once or twice, as his glance
caught some suspicion, some assurled elue to his own motives, in her well-
known bandwriting. Baffled by the unsuccessful result of his search, he
stood in the midst of the floor, surrounded by open boxes, the contents of
which were slrewn on every side ; 1age and disappointment were depicted
in his features ; and, as bis clenched hand struck the table, his whole ex-
pression became demoniac.  Curses and deep blasphemies fell from his half-
moving lips, as he stood insensible to everything save the wreck of his long-
cherished hope.

Let us turn from him to another, in whose fortunes we are more inte-
rested. Roland Cashel, after parting with Enrique, hastened on towards
Tubbermore ; his thoughts engaged on every.topic save that which might
be supposed to occupy the mind of a host at such a time. Plessure
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assuredly held a weaker bold upon him than the thirst for vengeance, and
the ardent longing to throw off the thraldom of that servitude he had en-
dured too long..

It was only by observing the long string of carriages, whose lamps flashed
and disappeared at intervals among the trees, that he remembered anything
of the fte, and bethought him of that character of entertainer he, at the
moment, shonld have been performing. There seemed to him a terrible in-
consistency between his own thoughts and that sceno of pleasure !I—between
the object in pursuit of which so many were hastening with farious speed,
ond that to which his slower sleps were leading him ! )

“ There can be but onc amende for such infamous conduct,” muttqred he;
“he shall pay it with bis life’s blood.”” And as he spoke, he opened the do-
cuments which Eunrique had given him, and endeavoured to read them . the
dusky shadows of the fast-falling night prevenied him, and he stood for some
minutes lost in thought.

One of the papers, he was aware, bore the forged signature of his name;
the other, whose antique form and massive seal bespoke an importance far
greater, he tried again and again {o decipher, but in vain. As he was thus
occupied, he chanced tolook up, and suddenly perccived that a stream of light
issued from beneath the shuticrs of his own dressing-room, the door of which
he bad himself locked at Lis departure, taking the key along with him.
Eurique’s words flashed across his wemory at once. It was Linton was
there! ¢ A{ his old work again,” muttered he, in deep anger; “but it shall
be for the last time.” A moment of coming peril was all that Cashel necded
to elicit the resources of his character. The courage tried in many a danger
supplied him with a calm foresight, which the ordinary occasions of lifc
rarely or never called forth. e bethought him that it were best at such a con-
junoture to deposit the sealed document in some place of safety ere he went
forth upon an enterprise the result of which must be doubtful: for all pur-
poses of confronling Linton it were sufficient to take the forged deed along
with him, These were conclusions formed as rapidly as they occurred, and
acted upon no less speedily; for, folditg up the parchment, he inserted it
into a cleft in an aged elm-tree, noting well the spot, and marking all the
signs by which he would be able to return toit. His next thonght was, bow
to reach his chamber : to cnter the house at such a time undiscovered, was
of course out of the question; he would be secn and recognised at once,
and then there would be an end for ever’ of all the secrecy by which he
hoped to cover the proceedings with Linton,

It neither suited his inclinations nor his plans that the world should be a
party to his vengeance. °Let ithem discover it when it is over,” said he,
“Dut let them not be able to interfere with ifs course.” All approach to
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his dressing-room through the house bemg thus merachcable, nothing re-
mained but to reach it from without. The chamber was in the second story
of the building, at a great height from the ground ; but the walls were here
covered with thick ivy of ancient growth, and by this Cashel resolved to
make the attempt.

The act was not devoid of danger; but there are times when peril is a
relief to the mad conflict of thought, and this was such a moment to Cashel.
In an instant he made himself ready for the attempt, and with an activity
that many a danger had tested, began the ascent. There are occasions
when rashness is safety, and now, the headlong intrepidity of Roland’s
attemp} proved its security, for at each step, as the ivy gave way beneath
his grasp or his footing, by an upward sgring he reachcd another spot, which
in its turn broke with his weight: every instant the danger increased, for
the frail tendrils grew weaker as he'ascended, and beneath him the jagged
and drooping branchcs hung down in ruinous disorder. By one bold
spring he reached the window-sill, and after a momentary struggle, in whick
his athletic frame saved him from certain death, he gained a fooling apon
the stone, and was able to sce what was passing within the room.

At a table covered with papers and open letters Linton sat, searching
with eager haste for the missing documents; open boxes and presses on
every side, rifled of their contents, were seen, some of which lay in disordered
masses upon the floor—some in charred heaps within the fender. As the
light fell upon his features, Cashel remarked that they were lividly pale—
the very lips were colourless; his hands, too, trembled violently as they
moved among the papers, and his mouth continued to be moved by shert
convulsive twitches. To Roland these signs of suffering conveyed a perfect
ecstasy of pleasure. Thut careworn, haggard face—that tremulous cheek
and lustreless eye, were already an instalment of his vengcance.

There was one box which contained many of Cashel’s early letters, when
be was following the wild buccaneering life of the West ; and this, secured
by a lock’of peculiar construction, Linton had never succeeded in opening.”
1t stood before him, as with a last tffort he tried every art upon it. The
hinges alone seemed to offer a prospeet of success, and he was now endea-
vouring to remove the fastenings of these. With more of force than skill,
for defeat had rendered him impatient, Linton had already loosened the lid,
when Cashel burst open the sash with one vigorous. blow, and leaped into
the room.

The terrible crash of the shattered window made Linton spring round ;
and there he stood, confronted with the other—each, motionless and silent.
In Caslel’s steady, manly form there was a very world of indignant con-
tempt ; and Linton met the' gaze thh a look of deadly hatred. All the
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dissimulation by which he could cover over a treachery was af an end; his
deceit was no longer of use, and he stood forth in the full courage of s
sooundrelise—beld, steady, and assured.

“This admits of no excuse—no pallialion,” said Cashel, as he pointed to
the open letters and papers which covercd the floor; aund although the
words were uttered calmly, they were more disooncening than if given with
passionate vehemence.

1 never thought of any,” replied Linton, collectedly.

8o much the better, Sir. It seems to me, frankncss is the only repara~
tion yon can make for past infamy 1

“It may be the only one you will be disposed to ask for,” said Linton,
sueeringly.

Cashel grew fiery ved. To taunt him with want of courage was some-
thing so uncxpected—rfor which he was so totally unprepared—that he lost
his sclf-possession, and in a passionate tone exclaimed :

“1s it yow who dare to say this to me 7—yon, whose infamy has need but
to be published abroad, 1o make cvery oue who calls himsclf ¢ Gentleman’
shun your very contact !”

“This punctilious reverence for honour does infinite credit io your buc-
canecr cducation,” said Linton, whose eyes sparkled with malignant delight
at the angry passion he had succeeded in evoking. *The friendship of
escaped felons must have a wondrous influence upon refinement.”

“ Enough, Sir ! said Cashel. “How came you into the room, since the
key of it is in my pocket #”

“Were I to inform you,” said Linton, “you would acknowledge it was
by a much morc legitimate mode than that by which you effected your cn-
trance.”

“You shall decide which is the pleasanter, then ! cried Cashel, as he
torc open the window, and advanced in a menacing manuer towards the
other.

“Take care, Cashel,” said Linton, m a low, deliberate voice; “1 am
armed !”

And while he spoke, he placed one hand within the breast of his coat, and
held it there. Quick as was the motion, it was not sudden enough to
cscape the flashing eye of Roland, who sprang upon him, and seized his
wrist with a grasp that nearly jammcd the hones together.

% Provoke me a little further,” cried he, ® and, by Heaven! I'll not give
you the choice or chaunce of safety, but hurl you from that window as I
would the meanest housebreaker.”

“Let me free—let me loose, Sir,” said Linton, in a low, weak voice,
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which passion, not fear, had reduced to a mere whisper. *You shall have
the satisfaction you aim at, when, and how, you please.”

“By daylight to-morrow, at the boat-quay beside the lake.”

“Agreed. There is no need of witnesses—we understand each other.”

“Be it so. Be true to your word, and none shall hear from me the
reasons of onr meeting, nor what has occurred here ihis night.”

“T carc not if all the world knew it,” said Linton, insolently; “T came
in quest of a lost document—one, which I had my reasons to suspeet had
fallen into your possession.”

“ And of whose forgery I have the proofs,” said Cashel, as opening the
deed, he held it up before Linton’s cyes.  “ Do you sce that

*“And do you know, Cashel,” cried Linton, assuming a voice of slow and
most deliberate utterance, ““that your own title to this property is as valuc-
less and as worthless as that document you hold there? Do you know thu
there is in existence a paper which, produced in an open court of juslice,
would reduce you 1o beggary, and stamp you, besides, as an impostor ? It
may be that you arc well aware of that fact; and that the same means by
which you have possessed yourself of what was mine, has delivered into
your hands this valuable paper. Bul the subtlety is thrown away; J amn
cognisant of its existence; I have even shown it to another; and on me
it depends whether you live here as a master, or walk forth in all the ex-
posurc of a cheat.”

The nature of this apnouncement, its possible truth, added to the con-
summate effrontery of him who wmade it, contributed to render Cashel
silent, for lie was actually stunned by what he heard. Linton saw ihe
effect, but mistook its import. He believed that some thought of a com-
promise was passing through a mind where vengeance alone predominated ;
and in this error he drew nearcr to him, and in a voice of cool and calm
persuasion added :

“That yox could pilot the course through all these difficulties, no one
knows belter than yourself to he impossible. There is but one living able
to do so, and 7 am that one.”

Cashel started back, and Linton went on :

“There is no question of fricndship between us here. 1If is a matter of
pure interest and mutudl convenience that binds us.  Agree to my terms,
and you arc still the owner of tke estale; rcject them, and you are as poor
as poverty and exposure can make you,”

“Scoundrel I”” said Cashel. Itwas all that he could utter: the {ulness of
Lis passion had nearly choked him, as, taking a heavy riding-glove from the
table, he struck Linton with ®& across the face. “If there be any manhood
in such a wretcl, let this provoke it !”

02
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Linton’s hand grasped the weapon he carried within his coat, but with a
quick, short stroke Cashel struck down his arm, and it fell powerless to his
side.

“ You shall pay dearly for this—dearly, by Heaven !”” cricd Linton, as he
retired towards the door.

“ Go, Sir,” said Cashe], flinging it wide open, “and go quickly, or I may
do that T should be sorry for.”

“You have done that you will be sorry for, if it costs me my life’s blood
to buyit.” And with these words, delivered in a voice guttural from rage,
Linton disappearcd, and Cashel stood alone in the centre of the room, over-
whelmed by the terrible conflict of his passions. .

The room littered with papers—the open boxes scattered on every side—
his own hands cut and bleeding from the broken glass of the window——his
dress torn from the reoent cxertion—were evideuces of the past; and it
scemed as though, without such proofs, he could not credit his memory, as
to events so strange and stunning.

To restore something like order to his chamber, as a means of avoiding
the rumours that would be circuluted by servants ; to write some letters—
the last, perhaps, he should ever indite ; to dress and appear among his com-
pany ; to send for some one with whom’ he might confer as to his affairs—
such were the impulses that alternately swayed him, and to which he yielded
by turns; now, seating himself at his table; now, hastening hither and
thither, tossing over the motley livery of distasteful pleasure, or handling,
with the rapturc of revenge, the weapons hy which he hoped to wreak his
vengeance. The only fear that dwelt upon his mind was, lest Linton should
escape him—lest, by 4ny accident, this, which now appecared the great
business of his life, shonld go unacquitted. Sometimes he reproached him-
self for having postponed the hour of vengeance, not knowing what chances
might intervene, what accidents interrupt the course of his sworn revenge.
Fortune, wealth, station, love itself had no hold upon him ; it was that mad
frame of mind where one sole thought predominatcs, and, in its mastery,
makes all else subordinate. Would Linton be truc 1o ihe rendczvous *—
Could such a man be a coward >—Would he compass the vengeance he had
thrcgtcned by other means ? were questions that constantly oceurred to his
min

If the sounds of music and the clangour of fcstmty did break in upon
this mood from time to time, il was but to convey some indistinet and
shadowy impression of the inconsistency between his sad brooding and the
scene by which he was surrounded—hetween the terrible conflict within
him, and the wild gaiety of those who wasted no thought upon him,
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CHAPTER XXVI.

Amid their feasting and their joy
A cry of “Blood!” was heard.

It was past midnight, and the scenc within the walls of Tubbermore was
one of the most brilliant festivity. All that could fascinate by beauty—all
that could dazzle by splendour, or amuse by fancy, or culiven by wit, were
there, stimulated by that atmosphere of pleasure in whick they moved.
Loveliness clevated by coslume—grace rendered more attractive by the
licensed freedom of the hour—gaiety exalted into exuberant joyousness by
the impulse of a thousand high-beating hearts—passed and repassed, and
mingled fogether, till they formed that brilliant assemblage wherein in-
dividuality is lost, and the memory carrics away nothing but dreamy images
of enjoyment, visions of liquid eyes and silky tresses, of fair rounded arms
and fairy feel, with stray sylldbles that linger on the car and vibratc in the
heart for many a long year to come.

It would have been difficult to imagine that one, even one, amid that
gorgeous throng, had any other thought than pleasure, so headlong seemed
the impulsc of enjoyment. In vain the moralist might have searched for
any trace of that carc which is belicved to be the unceasing burden of
humanity. Even upon thosc who sustained no portion of the brillinncy
around them, pleasure had set its scal. Lady Janet hersclf wondered, and
admired, and starcd, in an ecstasy of delight she could neither credit nor
comprehend. It was true, Linton’s absence—‘‘ unaccountable,” as she
called it—was a sad drawback upon her cojoyment. Yet her own shrewd-
ness enabled her to penetratc meny a mystery, and detect beneath the
dusky folds of more than onc domino thosc who a few moments previous
bad displayed themselves in all the splendour of a gorgeous costume.

In vain did Lord Charles Frobisher cover his Tartar dress with a Lap-
lander’s cloak and hood, to follow Miss Meek unnoticed. In vain did
Upton abandon his royalty as Fenri IV. for a Dominican’s cowl, the better
to approach a certain fair nun with dark blue cyes : Lady Janet whispered,
“Take care, Olivia,” as she passed her. Even Mrs. Leicester White,
admirably disguised as a Gipsy Fortune-teller, did not dare to speculate upon
Lady Janet’s *future”—PBossibly, out of fear of her “present.” Mr.
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Howle alone cscaped detection, as, dressed to represent the Obelisk of the
“Tugsor,” he stood immovable in the middle of the room, listening to
everybody, and never supposed to be anyihing but an inanimate ornament of
the saloon.

Ti was only when a minuct was about to be formed, and a question arose
as 10 whether the obelisk could uot he removed, that the Egyptian monu-
ment was seen slowly sidling off amidst the company, to ihe ﬁrca’o amuse-
ment of all who had not opened their confidences heneath its shadow.  For
an instant, the laughter that circulated in many a distant group was directed
to this quarter, and bursts of merriment were excited by the absurdity of
the incident. With that mysierious instinct by which moods of joy or
grief are perpeluated from heart to heart, till cach in a crowded assexmbly
is moved as is his ncighbour, the whole room shook with convulsive
laughter. Ii was just then—at the very moment when boundless pleasure
filled every avenue of fecling—a terrible cry, shrill and piercing, burst upou
the air.  All was still—still as a lone church at midnight. Each guzed
upon the other, as if silently asking, had he heard the sound ?  Again it
cawe, louder and nearcr ; and then a long, loud, swelling chant rang out,
wild and frantic as it rose, 1ill it died away in a cadence of the very saddest
and dreariest meaning.

“ What is it ?~What can it be ? werc utttred by many in broken voices ;
while others, too much terrilied to speuk, sank balf fainting upon their
seats, their colourless cheeks and livid lips in terrible contrast {o their gay
attire.

¢ There !—listen o il again !—Good Heaven! what can it be ?”

“1's o death “keen”” said a country gentleman, a wmagisirale named
Goring; “something must have happened among the people 1

And now, nonc knew from what quarler arising, or by whom spoken, but
the dreadful word “ Muxorer” was heard through the room. Many issued
forth to ask for tidings; some, stayed to assurc and rally the drooping
conrage of others; sowe, again, divested of the “motley,” moved hur-
riedly about, sceking for this one or that. All was terror, confusion, and
dismay.

“ Ob, here is Mr. Linton 1 cried several, as, with his domino on his
arm, pale, and like one terror-struck, he entered the room, ¢ What is it,
Mr Linton? Do yon know what has happened P

“ Gel Mrs. Kennyfeck and the girls away,” whispered he to a friend,
hurricdly; “tell them something—anything—but take them from this.”

“What ! cxclaimed Meck, to whom Linton had whispered something,
but in a voiee too low 1o be clearly audible.

“ Kennyfeek is murdered ! said Linton, louger.
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As if the terrible tidings had floated on the air, in an instant it was on
every tongue, #nd vibrating in every ear; and then, in heartrending screams
of passionate grief, the cry of the widow and her children burst forth, cry
following cry in wild succession. Seized with an hysteric paroxysm, Mrs.
Kennyfeck was carried to her room ; whilc of her daughters, the elder sat
mute, speechless, and, to all seeming, insensible; the younger, struggling in
convulsive passion to go to her father.

What a scenc was that! How dreadful to mark the symbols of levity—.
the decorations by which Pleasure would mock the stern realities of Life—
surrounded as they now werc by suffering and sorrow ! to sce the groups as
they stood ; some ministering to one who had fainted, others conversing in
low and cager whispers. The joyous smiles, the bright glances, were gone,
as though they had been by masks assumed at will ; tears furrowed their
channels through the deep rouge, and convulsive sobs broke from beneath
corsets wherc joy alone had vibrated beforc. While in the ball-room the
scene was onc of terror and dismay, a few had withdrawn into a small
apartment adjoining the garden, to consult upon what the emergency might
require. These were drawn together by Linton, and ineluded Sir Andrew
MacKarline, the Chief Justice, Meek, and a few others of lesser note. Ina
few words Liuton informed them that he heard the tidings as he passed
through the Lall ; that a peasant, iaking the mountain path to Scariff, had
come upon the spol where the murder was committed, and found the body
still warm, but lifcless —*“he also found this weapon, the bore of which wus
dirty from a recent discharge as he took it up.”

“Why, this pistol is Mr. Cashel’s!” exclaimed Sir Andrew, examining
the stock closely ; “I know it perfectly—I have fired with it myself a hun-
dred times.”

“ Impossible, my dear Sir Andrew !” cried Linion, eagerly. ¢ You must
be mistaken.”

“Where is Mr. Cashel # asked the Chief Justice. .

“No onc sccms to hnow,” replied Linton. At a very carly hour this
morning he lefl this in company veith poor Kennyfeck. It would appear
that they were not on the best of terms together; at least, some of the
servauts overbeard angry words pass belween them as they drove away.”

¢ Let us call these people before us,” said Sir Andrew,

*Not at present, Sir. It would be premature and indiscreet,” inter-
posed the Judge. Then, turning to Linton, he added, “ Well, Sir, and after
that #”

“ Afier that we have no tidings of either of them.”

Tl swear to the pistol, ﬁnyhow,” said Sir Andrew, who sat staring at
the weapon, and turning it about in every direction.
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“Of what nature were the differences between Cashel and Kennyfeck
supposed to be £ asked Meek of Linton.

* Tt is impossible to collect, from the few and broken sentences which have
been reported ; possibly, dissatisfaction on Cashel’s part at the difficulty of
obtaining money ; possibly, some misunderstanding about his intentions re-
garding one of the girls, whom the Kennyfecks were silly enough to suppose
he was going to marry.”

A slight tap at the door here arrested their attention. It was Mr. Phillis,
who came {0 say that footsteps had been heard in Mr. Cashel’s dressing-
room, although it was well known he himself had not returned.

¢ Might he not have returned and entercd the room unscen, Sir ?” said the
Chief Justice, who cast a shrewd and piercing look upon the valet.

¢ Scarcely, my Lord, since he is known to every servant in the house, and
people arc passing and repassing in every direction.”

“ But there is every reason to believe that he has not returned at all,”
.interposed Linton. *It is some one else has been heard in his dressing-
room.”

“ Would it not be as well to desnatch messengers to Drumeoologan,” said
Meek, ““ and assure ourselves of Cashel’s safety ? Up to this we are ignorant
if he have not shared the fate of poor Kennyfeck.”

“The very suggestion I was about {0 make. I’ll take Phillis along with
me, and set out this instant,” cried Linton.

“ We shall miss your assistance greatly here, Sir,” said the Chief Justice.

“Your Lordship overvalues my poor ability; but I will hasten to the
utmost, and be soon hack again.” And thus saying, he left the room, fol-
lowed by Phillis.

“There must be an inquest at once,” said the Chief Justice. “The
Coroncer has power to examine witnesses on oath; and it seems to me that
some clue {o the affair will present itself.”

. “As to this room, don’t you think it werc proper to inquire if any one be
really within it P’ asked Meek. .

“Yes; we will procced thither together,” replicd the Judge.

“T canna be mistaken in the pistol; I’ll swear to that,” chimed in Sir
Andrew, whose whole thoughts were centred on that object.

“Well, Mr. Goring,” said Mecck, as that gentleman advanced to meet
them in the corridor, *“ have you ohtained any clue to this sad affair

The magistrate drew near, and whispered a few words in the other’s ear.
Meek started, and grasped the speaker’s arm convulsively; then, after a
pause, said, Tell the Chief Justice.” Mr. Goring approached, and said
something in a Jow voice to the Judge.
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“ Be cautious, Sir; take care to whom you mention these circumstances,
lest they be bruited about before we can cxamine into them,” said the Chief
Justice; then retiring into a window with Sir Andrew and Meek, he con-
tinued: * This gentleman has just informed me that the impress of a boot
with a high heel has been discovered near the spot where the murder was
committed ; which hoot exactly tallies with that worn by Mr. Cashel.”

“The pistol is his; 'l tak’ my oath on that,” muttered Sir Andrew.

“Here’s Phillis coming ‘back,” said Meek. , “ What’s the matter,
Phillis #?

“ Mr. Linton sent me back, Sir, to say that the ivy which tovered the
wall on the east end of the house has been torn down, and seems to infer
that some one must have climbed up it, to reach my master’s dressing-
room.”

“ This is a very important circumstance,” said the Chief Justice. * Let
us cxamine the room at once.” And so saying, he led the way towards it.

Not a word was spoken as the parly passed along the corridot and
ascended the stairs; cach feared, cven by a syllable, to betray the terrible
suspicions that werc haunting his mind. It was a solemn moment; and so
their looks and gesturcs bespokc it. The house itself had suddenly become
silent ; scarce a sound was heard within that vast building, which so late
had rung with revelry and joy. A distant door would clap, or a faintly-
heard shriek from some one still suffering from the rccent shock ; but all else
was hushed and still.

“That is the room,” said Meek, pointing to a door, beneath which,
although it was now daybreak, a stream of light issued; and, slight as the
circumstance was, the looks exchanged among the party seemed to give it a
significance.

The Chicf Justice advanced and tapped at the door. Immediately a voice
was heard from within that all recognised as Cashel’s, asking,

“ Who’s there ?”

“We want you, Mr. Cashel,” said the Judge, in an accent which all the
instinets of his habit had not rendored frec from a slight tremor.

The door was immediately thrown wide, and Roland stood before them.
He had not changed his dress since his arrival, and his torn sleeve and
blood-stained trousers at oncc caught cvery eyc that was fixed upon him.
The disorder, too, was not confined to his own haggard look; the room
itself was littered with papers and letters, with clothes strewn carelessly in
every direction; and, conspicuously amid all, an open pistol-case was seen,
from which one of the weapons was missing. A mass of charred paper
lay within the fender, and a great heap of paper lay, as it were ready for



202 ROLAND CASHEL.

burning, beside the hearth. There was full iime for those who siood there
to notice all these particulars, since neither spoke, but each gazed on the
other in {errible uncertainty. Cashel was the first to break the silence.

““Well, Sirs, said he, in a voice that only an-effort made calm, “are my
friends so very impatient at my absence that they com® to seek me in my
dressing-room ?”

“The dreadful event that has just occurred, Sir,” said the Judge,  makes
apology for our intrusion unnecessary. We arc here from duty, Mr. Cashel,
not inclination, still less caprice.”

The solemnity of manner in which he spoke, and the grave faces around
him on every side, seemed to apprisc Roland that bad tidings awaited him,
and he looked eagerly to cach for an explanation. At length, as nonc
spoke, he said :

“ Will no oue vouchsafc to put an end to this mystification ? What, I
pray, is this event that has happened #”

« Mr. Kennyfeck has been murdered,” said the J udgc

Roland staggered backwards, and grasped a chair for support. ¢ When?
— How ? — Where P said hc, in a low voice, every accent of which
trembled.

¢ All as yet is hidden in mystery, Sir. 'We know nothing beyond the fact
that his dead body was discovered in ihe Gap of Ennismore, and that a
pistol-shot had penetrated his brain.” Sir Andrew grasped the weapon more
tightly as these words were uitered.

“ You left. this in his company, Mr. Cashel ?”’ asked Goring.

“Yes; we set out at daybreak for Drumcoologan, where an affair of bu-
siness required our presence. We spent the whole of the day logether, and
as cvening drew nigh, and our business had not been completed, 1 resolved
to hasten back here, leaving him to follow whenever he could.”

“You have been on the best terms together, I believe ?” said Goring.

“ Stay—1 cannot permit this,” interposed the Chicf Justice, authorita-
tively.  “There nust be nothing done here which is not strictly honourable
as well as legal. It is right that Mr. Gashel should understand that when
an event of this nature has ocenrred, no one, however high his station, or
unblemished his fame, can- claim exemption from that scrutiny which the
course of justice demands; and the persons latest in the company of the
deceased arc more peculiarly thosc exposed to such inquiry. I would,
therefore, caution him against answering an, questions here, which may be
prejudicial hereafter.”

Do I understand you aright, my Lord ?”’ said Cashel, whose whole frame
trembled with agltation as he spoke. “Do yonr words imply that I stand
here in the light of a suspected party ?” '



ROLAND CASHEL. 203

1 mean to say, Sir,” replied the Judge, * that so long as doubt and ob-
scurity veil the history of a crime, the accusation hangs over the community
at large among whom il was enacted, and that thosc who were last seen in
the presence of the vietim have the grealest obligation to disconneet them-
sclves with the sad event.”

¢ But you stopped me while about to do s0,” cried Roland, angrily.

T cautioned you, rather, against any disclosures which, whatever your
innocence, might augment suspicion against you,” said the Judge, mildly.

“ These distinctions are too subtle for me, my Lord. The insult of such
an accusation ought to be enough, without the aggravation of chicanery.”
Then, turning to Meek, Roland went on—* You, at least, arc above this
meanness, and will listen to me patiently. Lock here.” He took a sheet
of paper as he spoke, and procceded with a pen 1o mark out the direction of
the two roads from Drumcoologan to Tubbermore.  “ Here stands the vil-
lage; the road by which we travelled in the morning takes this line,
skirting the base of the mountain towards the north: the path by which I
returned follows a shorter course, and after crossing a little rivulet here,
comes out at Xnnismore, somewhere about this point.”

Jusi as Roland’s description reached thus far, a large drop of blood oozed
from his wounded hand, and {ell heavily upon the paper. There seemed
something so terribly significant in iis falling exactly on the very spot
where the murdercd hody was found, thal each looked at the other in
anxious dread ; and then, as if with a common impulse, every eye was bent
on Cashel, who, heart-sick with indignant anger, stood unable to uiler a
word.

1 pray you, Sir, do not misconstrue my adviee,” said the Judge, mildly,
“por resent a counsel intended for your good. Every explunation you may
ofter, hercafter, will be serviceable to your case ; every detail you enter into,
now, necessarily vague, and unsupportcd as it must be by other testimony,
will only he injurious to you.”

Cashel seated himself in a chair, and crossing his arms, seemcd to he lost
in thought; ihen, suddenly starting to his feet, he cried,

1 sl this a deep-laid scheme against my honour-and my life, or do you,
indecd, desire to trace this erime to its author? 1f so, let us mount our
horses and scour the country; let us search every cabin; let us try if some
discovery of a weapon—-"

« eh, Sirs, we hac the woapon!” sald Sir Andrew, with a sardonic
grin; “an’ it’s muckle like to its brither yonder,” pointing to the open
pistol-case.

Roland turncd suddenly, pud now for the first time perceived that one
of his pistols was missing from the case. Up to this moment his anger at
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the suspicions directed towards him were mingled with a degree of con-
temptuous disregard of them ; but now, suddenly, a terrible fear shot through
his heart that he was in the meshes of some deep-laid scheme for his ruin;
and his mind ran over in eager haste every circumstance that scemed to
point towards guilt, His presence with Kennyfeck on the mountain—his
departure from Drumeoologan alone—his unexplained reappearance in his
own chamber, disordered and littered as it stood—his torn dress—nhis bleed-
ing fingers—and lastly, the missing pistol—arose in terrible array before
him; and, with a heart-sick sigh, he laid his forehead on the table, and never
uttered a word.

It was at this juncture that a groom, splashed and heated from a hard
ride, placed a small bit of twisted paper in Mr. Goring’s hand. It was
wrilten with pencil, and ran thus:

“ Gap of Ennismore.

“Dzar G.,

It looks badly; but I fcar you have no other course than to arrest him.
In fact, it is too late for anything clse. Consult Malone and Meck.
“ Yours, in greal haste,
« T, LiNToN.”

Goring handed the note to the Chief Justice, who, having read it, passed
it on to Meek. A nod from the latter, as he refolded the paper, scemed to
accord concurrence with the counsel.

“Would it not be better to defer this till after the inquest?” he whis-
pered.

 Are ye cerlain 0’ findin’ him when yc want him ¥’ dryly remarked Sir
Andrew.

The Chief Justice conferred for a few sceonds with Meek apart, and then
approaching Cashel, addressed him in a tone inaudible to all but himself :

« It would be excessively painful to us, Mr. Roland Cashel, to do anything
whick should subjeet you to vulgar rémark or impertinent commentary 5
and as, until some further light be thrown upon this sad catastrophe, your
detention is absolutely necessary, may I ask that you will submit to this
rigour, without compelling us to any measures to enforce it.”

« Am I a prisoner, my Lord ?” asked Roland, growing lividly pale as he
spoke.

“Not precisely, Sir. No warrant has been issued against you; but as if
is manifestly for your advantage to disprove any suspicions that may attach
10 you in this unhappy affair, I hope you will see the propriety of remaining
where you are until they be entirely removed.” -
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Roland bowed coldly, and said,

* May I ask to be left alone ?”

“Of course, Sir; we have neither the right nor the inclination to obtrude
ourselves upon you. I ought to mention, perhaps, that if you desire to
confer with any friend—"

“Friend 1"’ echoed Cashel, in bitter derision; “such friends as I have
scen around my table make the selection difficult.”

“T used the phrasc somewhat technically, Sir, as referring to a legal ad-
viser,” said the Judge, hastily.

1 thank you, my Lord,” replied Roland, haughtily. I am a plain man,
and ar well aware that in gowr trade truth is no match for falsehood.” He
walked to the window as he spoke, and by Lis gesture seemed to decline
further colloquy.

The Chief Justice moved slowly away, followed by the others; Meek
withdrawing last of all, and seeming to hesitate whether he should not say
something as he went. At last he turned and said :

I sincercly trust, Mr. Cashel, that you will not connect me with this
most painful suspicion; your own good sense will show you how common
minds may be affected by a number of concurring circumstances; and
how, in fact, truth may require the aid of ingenuity to reconcile and explain
them.”

“T am not certain that T understand your meaning, Sir,” said Cashel,
sternly; “but when a number of ¢concurring circumstances’ seemed to
point out those with whom I associated as blacklegs, parasites, and calum-
niators, I gave them the bencfit of a doubt, and believed them to be
gentlemen ; I almost expected they might return the favour when occasion
offered.” '

For a sccond or two Meek scemed as if about to reply; but he moved
noiselessly away at last and closed the door, leaving Roland alone with his
own distracted thoughts.
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CHAPTER XXVII.

Are there not proofs enough ?

Or can the stubborn mind reject all truth

And cling to fallacy ? )
Tae WiLL.

‘Whaar a change did Tubbermore present to its aspect of the day before !
All the emblems of joy and festivity, all the motley of pleasure, all the gay
troops of guests hastening onward in glowing cagerness and anticipation,
were gone; and in their stead a dreary and mysterious silence brooded over
the place, interrupted at intervals by the bustle of some departurc. For
thus, without onc word of symyathy, without even a passing good-by,
Roland’s “friends” hurried away, as if flying from the very memories of
the spot.

It was a dreary winter’s day; the dark leaden clouds that flitted past,
and the long sighing wind, seemed to add their sad influence to the melan-
choly. The house itself already appearcd to feel its altered fortuncs. Most
of the windows were closed and shuttered; the decorations of rarc plants
and shrubs and lamps were removed ; instcad of the movement of liveried
servants to and fro, ill-favoured and coarse-clad men, ihe underlings of the
law, crept stealthily about, noticing each circumstance of the locality, and
conferring togcther in mysterious whispers. Mounted messengers, foo,
came and went with a haste that boded urgency; and post-horses were cach
moment arriving to carry away those whose impalience to leave was mani-
fested in a hundred ways. Had the air of the place been infeeted with
some pestilential malady, their cagerness could scarce have been greater.
All the fretful irritability of selfishness, all the peevish discontent of petty
natarcs, exhibited themselves without shame; and envious expressions
towards those fortunate enough to “ gel. away first,” and petulant corplaints
over their own delay, were bandied on cvery side.

A great table was laid for breakfast in the dining-room, as usual. All
the luxurics and elegances that graced the board on former occasions were
there, but a few only took their places. Of these, Frobisher and some
military men were the chicf. They, indeed, shofred comparatively little of
that anxicty to be gone so marked in the others. The monotony of the
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barrack and the parade was not attractive, and they lingered like men who,
however little they had of pleasure here, had even less of inducement to
betake them elsewhere.

Mcck had been the first 1o make his escape, by taking the post-horses
intended for another, and already was many miles on his way towards
Dublin. The Chicf Justice and his family were the next. From the
hour of the fatal event, Mrs. Malone had assumed a judicial solemnity
of demeanour that produced a great impression upon the beholders, and
scemed 1o convey, by a kind of reflected light, the old Judge’s gloomiest:
forebodings of the result.

Mrs. Leicester White deferred her departure to oblige Mr. Howle, who
was making a serics of sketches for the Picforial Paul Pry, showing not
only the various fagades of Tubbermore House, but several interesting
“interiors such as thc “Ball.room when the fatal tidings arrived;”
¢ Dressing-room of Roland Cashel, Esq., when entered by the Chief Justice
and his party ;” the most effective of all being a very shadowy picture of
the “ Gap of Ennismorc—the scene of the murder ;” the whole counected
by @ little narrative so ingeniously draws up as to give public opiuion a
very powerful bias against Cashel, whose features, in the woodcut, would
in ihemselves have made a formidable indictment.

Of the Kennyfecks, few {roubled themselves with even a casual inquiry :
cxcept the fact that a fashionable physician had heen sent for to Dublin,
little was known about them. But where was Linton all this while?
Some averred that he had set out for the capital, to obtain the highest
Jegal assistance for his friend ; others, that he was so overwhclmed by the
terrible calamity as to have fallen into a stale of fatuous insensibility.
None, however, could really give any correct account of him. He had left
Tubbermore, but in what direction noune could tell.

As the day wore on, a heavy rain began {o fall ; and of thosc who still
remained in the house, little knots of two and threr assembled at the win-
dows, to watch for the arrival of their wished-for * posters,” or to speculate
upon the weather. Another source of speculation therc was besides.
Some hours before, a magistrate, accompanied by a group of ill-dressed and
vulgar-looking men, had been seen to pass the house, and take the path
which led to the Gap of Ennismore. These formed the Inquest, who were
to inquire into the circumstances ol the crime, and whose verdicl, however
unimportant in a strictly legal sense, was looked for with considerable im-
patience by some of the company. To judge {rom the anxious looks that
were directed towards the mountain-road, or the picreing glances which at
times were given through tele;copes in that direction, one would have augured
that some, at least, of those there, were not destitute of sympathy for him
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whose guests they had been, and beneath whose roof they still lingered. A
very few words of those that passed between them will best answer how this
impression is well founded.

“ Have you sent your groom off, Upton ?” asked Frobisher, as he stood
with a coffee-cup in his hand at the window.

“Yes, he passed the window full half an hour ago.”

“ They arc confoundedly tedious,” said Jennings, half suppressing a yawn.
T thought those kind of fcllows just gave a look af the body, and pro-
nounced their verdict at once.”

“So they do when it’s one of their own class ; but in the case of a gentle-
man they take a prodigious interest in examining his watch, and his purse,
and his pocket-book ; and, in fact, it is a grand occasion for prying as far as
possible into his private concerns.”

«I’ll double our bet, Upton, if you like,” said Frobisher, languidly.”

The other shook his head negatively

““Why, the dolay is clearly in your favour, man. 1If they were strong in
their convictions, they’d have brought him in guilty an hour ago.”

“That is my opinion too,” said Jennings.

““Well, here goes. Two fifties be il,” cried Upton.

Frobisher took out his memorandum-book and wrote something with a
peneil,

“ Jsn’t that it P’ said he, showing the lines to Upton.

“Just so. ¢ Wilful murder,” >’ muttered the other, reading.

“You have a great ¢ pull’ upon me, Upton,” said Frobisher; ¢ by Jove!
if you were generous, you'd give me odds.”

“ How so?”

““Why, you saw his face since the affair, and T didn’t.”

It would need a belter physiognomist than I am to read it. He looked
exactly as he always does; a thought paler, perhaps, but no other change.”

“ Here comes a fellow with news,” said Jennings, throwing open the
window. ¢ I say, my man, is it over P”

“ No, Sir; the Jury want to sec one of Mr. Cashel’s hoots.”

Jennings closed the-sash, and lighting a cigar, sat down in any casy-chair.
A desultory conversation here arose among some of the younger military
men whether a coroner’s verdict were final, and whether a “fellow could be
hanged” when it pronounced him guilty; the astute portion of the debaters
inclining to the opinion. that although this was.not the case in England,
snch would be “law” in Ireland. Then the subject of confiscation was
entertained, and various doubts and surmiscs arose as to what would beecome
of Tubbermore when its proprietor had been e).ecutcd with sly jests about,
the reversionary rights of the Crown, and the magnanimity of extending
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mercy at the price of a great landed cstate. These filled up the time for an
hour or so more, interspersed with conjecturcs as to Cashel’s preseni frame
of mind, and considerable wonderment why he hadn’t « bolted” at once.

A{ Jast Upton’s groom was scen approaching at a tremendous pace; and
in a few minutes after he had pulled up at the door, and dismounting with
a spring, hastened into the house.

“Well, Robert, how did it go ?”” cried Upton, as, followed by the rest, he
met him in the hall.

“ You’ve lost, Sir,” said the mau, wiping his forehcad.

“ Confound the rascals! But what are the words of the verdiet P

“ ¢Wilful murder,” Sir.”

“ Of course,” said Frobisher, coolly; ¢ they could give no other.”

“Tt’s no use betting against you,” cried Upton, pettishly. ¢ You are
the luckiest dog in Europe.”

¢ Come, I’ll give you a chance,” said Frobisher ; © double or quit that
they hang him.”

“ No, no; I've lost cnough on him. Tl not have it.”

“Well, T suppose we've nothing Lo wait for now,” yawned Jennings.
¢ Shall we start )

“Not till we have luncheon, I vole,” cried an Infaniry Sub; and his
suggestipn met general approval. And while they are scated at a table
whcre exquisite meats and rarcst wines stimulated appetite and provoked
excess, let us turn for a few bricf moments to him who, still their enter-
tainer, sat in his lone chamber, friendless and deserted.

So rapid had been the succession of cvents which occupied one single
night, that Roland could not belicve it possible months had not passed over.
Even then, he found it difficult to disentangle the real circumstances from
those fancicd results his imagination had already depicted; many of the
true incidents appearing far morc like fiction than the dreamy fancies his
mind invented. His mecting with Enrique, for instance, was infinitely less
probable than that he should have fought a duel with Linton; and so, in
many other cases, his faculties wavgred between belief and doubt, till his
very senses reeled with the confusion.  Kennyfeck’s death alone stood out
from this chaotic mass, clcar, distinet, and palpable, and, as he sat brooding
over this terrible fact, he was totally unconscious of its bearing upon his
own fortunes. Selfishiiess formed no part of his nature; his fault lay in
the very absence of self-csiecem, sud the total deficiency of that individuality
which prompts men to act up to a self-created standard. He could sorrow
for him who was 1o more, and from whom he bad received stronger proofs
of devotion than from all his so-called f{riends; he could grieve over the
widowed mother and the fatherless girls, for whose destitution he felt, he
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knew not how or wherefore, a certain culpability ; but of himself and his
own critical position, not a thought srose. The impressions that no effort
of his own could convey, fell with a terrific shock upon him when suggested
by another.

He was seated at his table, irying, for the twenticth time, to collect his
wandering thoughts, and determine what course to follow, when a tap was
heard at his door, and it opcned at the same instant.

“1 am come, Sir,” said Mr. Goring, with a voice full of feehng, *to
bring you sad tidings; but for which cvcntb may have, in a measure, pre-
pared you.” e paused; perhaps hoping that Cashel would spare him the
pain of continuing ; bul Roland never spoke.

«The inquest has completed ils labours,” said Goring, with increasing
agitation ; “and the verdict is one of ¢ wilful murder.”

“ 1t was a foul and terrible crime,” said Cashel, shuddering; *the poor
fellow was animated with kind iutentions and henevolent views towards the
people.  In all our inlercourse, he displayed bul one spirit——

“ Have a care, 8ir,” said Goring, mildly. “It is just possible that, in
the frankness of the moment, something may escapc you which hereafter
you might wish unsaid; and standing in the position you now do—’

« JTow so? What position, Sir, do I oceupy, that should prcclndc me
from ihe open expression of my sentiments ?”

“ 1 have already teld you, Sir, that the verdiet of ihe jury wa,s wilful
murder, and 1 hold here in my Iumd the warrant for your arrest.”

“As the eriminal ? as the murderer ? eried Cashel, with a voice almost
like a shrick of agony. Goring bowed his head, and Rolaud fell powerless
on the floor.

Summoning others to his aid, Goring succeeded in lifting him up and
placing him on a bed. A few drops of blood that issued from his mouth,
and his heavy snoring respiration, indicated an apoplectic scizurc. Messen-
gers were sent in various dircetious to fetch a doctor.  Tietnay was absent,
and it was some hours erc onc could be found. TLarge bleeding and quiet
produced the usual cffects, and {owards evening Cashel’s conseiousness had
relurned ; but memory was still clouded and incoherent, and he lay without
speaking, and almost without thought.

After the lapse of about a week he was able to leave his bed and creep
about his chamber, whose altered look contributed fo recal his mind to the
past. All his papers and letters bad been removed; the window was
secured with iron stanchions ; and policemen stood sentry at the door. He
remembered everything that had occurred, and sat down in patient thought
to consider what he should do.

He Jearned without surprise, but not without a pang, that of all his friends
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not one had remained—not one had offered a word of counsel in his aflic-
tion, or of comfort in his distress. He asked after Mr. Corrigan, and Leard
that he bad quitted the country, with his granddaughter, on the day before
the terrible event. Tiernay, it was said, had accompanied them to Dublin,
and not since returned. Roland was, then, utterly friendless! What
wonder if he became as utterly reckless, as indiffercnt to life, as life seemed
valueless ?  And so was it: he heard with indifference the order for his
removal {o Limerick, although that implied a gaol! He listencd to the
vulgar, but kindly-meant counsels of his kecpers, who advised him to seck
legal assistance, with a smile of half-contempt The obdurate encrey of a
martyrflom scemed to take possessxon of him; and, so far from applying his
mind to discntangle the web of suspicion around him, he waiched, with a
strange inierest, the convergence of every minute circumstance towards
the proof of his guilt; a sceret vindiclivencss whispering to his heart that
the day would come when his innocence should be proclaimed ; and then,
what tortures of remorse would be theirs who had brought him to a felon’s
death !

Tach (Lw added to the number of thesc sceming proofs, ‘and the news-
papers, in paragraphs of gossiping, abounded with circumstances that had
already convineed the public of Cashel’s guilt: and how often do such
shadowy convictions throw their gloom over the prisoner’s dock! Onc day,
the fact of the boot-track tallying preeisely with Roland’s, filled the town ;
another, it was the pistol-wadding—part of o letier addressed to Cashel—
had been discovered. Then, there were vague rumnours afloal that the
causcs of Cashel’s animosity to Kemnyfeck were not so secret as the world
fancied; that there were persons of credit to substantiate and explain them ;
and, lastly, it was made known, that among the papers seized on Cashel’s
table was a letter, just begun by himself, hut to whom addressed uncertain,
which ran thus:

“ As these in all likelihood may be the last lines I shall ever write—"

Never, in gll the gaudy glare of his prosperity, had he oceupicd more of
public attention, The metaphysical penny-a-liners speculated upon the in-
flucnee his old buccancer habits might have excreiscd upon a mind so im-
perfectly trained to civilisation; and amused themselves with guesses as to
how far some Indian #cross® in blood might not have contributed to his
tragic vengeance. Less scrupulous scribes invenled deeds of viglenee: in
a word, there seemed a kind of fmpulse abroad to prove him guilty ; and it
would have been taken as a piece of casuistry, or a mawkish sympathy with
crime, to assume the oppositec. Not, indeed, that any undertook so un-
gracious a task; the tide of accusation ran uninterrupted and unbroken.
The very friendless desolation in which he stood was quoted and com-

2
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mented on to this end. One alone of all his former friends made an effort
in his favour, and ventured to insinuate that his guilt was far from certain.
This was Liord Charles Frobisher, who, seeing in the onc-sidedness of public
opinion the impossibility of obtaining a bet, tricd thus to “get up” an
“ innocent party,” in the hope of a profitable wager.

But what became ‘of Linton all this time? His game was a difficult one;
and to enable him to play it suceessfully he needed reflcction. To this end
he affected to be so shocked by the terrible event as to be incapable of
mixing in society. He retired, therefore, to his cottage near Dublin, and
for some weeks lived a life of perfect seclusion. Mr. Phillis accompanied
him; for Linton would not trust him out of his sight till—as he muttered
in his own phrase—* all was over.”

This was, indeed, the most eventful period of Linton’s life; and with
consummate skill he saw that any nove on his part would be an crror. It
is truc that, through channels with whose workings he was long conversant,
he contributed the various paragrapbs to the papers by which Cashel’s
guilt was foreshadowed; his knowledge of Roland suggesting many a cir-
cumstance well calculated to substantiate the charge of crime. If he never
ventured abroad into the world, he made himself master of all his secret
whisperings ; and heard how he was himself commended for delicacy and
good feeling, with the satisfaction of a man who glories in a cheat. And
how many are therc who play falsc ‘in life, less from the gain4han the grati-
fication of vanity '—a kind of diabolical pride in outwitting and overreach-
ing those whose good faith has made them weak! The polite world does
not take the same intercst in deeds of terror as do their more humble
brethren; they take their “horrors” as they do their one glass of Tokay
at dessert—a something, of which a little more would be nauseating. The
less polished classes were, therefore, those who took the greatest pleasure
in following up every cluc and tracing each circumstance that pointed to
Roland’s guilt; and so, at last, his name was rarely mentioned among
those with whom so lately he had lived in daily, almost hourly, companion-
ship. ! )

When Linton, then, deemed the time expired, which his feelings of grief
and shame had demanded for retirement, he reappeared in the world pretty
much as men had always seen him. A very close observer, if he would
have suffgred any one to be such, might have perhaps detected the expres-
sion of care in certain wrinkles round his riouth, and in the extra blackness
of his whiskers, where grey hairs had dared to show themselves; but to the
world at large these signs were inappreciable. To them he was the same
even-tempered, easy-mannered man they ever saw him. Nor was this ac-
complished avithout an effort; for, however Linton saw the hour of his
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vengeance draw nigh, he also perceived that all his personal plans of for-
tune and aggrandisement had utterly failed. The hopes Le had so often
cherished were all fled. His title to the cottage, his prospect of a seat in
Parliament, the very sums he had won at play, and which to a large amount
remained in Cashel’s hands, he now perceived were all forfeited to revenge.
The price was, indeed, a heavy one ! and already he began to fecl it so. Many
of his credilors had abstained from pressing him so long as his intimacy
with Cashel gave promise of future solveney. That illusion was now dis-
pelled, and cach post brought him dunning epistles, and threatening notices
of various kinds. Exposures menaced him from men whose vindictiveness
he was well aware of ; but far more perilous than all these were his rela-
tions with Tom Keane, who continued to address letter after letter to him,
craving advice and pecuniary assistance, in a tone where menace was even
more palpable than entreaty. To lcave these unreplied to, might have been
dangerous in the extreme; to answer them, even more perilous. No other
course was, then, open than to return to Tubbermore, and endeavour, in
secret, to confer with this man face to facc. There was not any time to
lose. Cashel’s trial was to take place at the ensuing assizes, which now
were close at hand, Keanc was to figure there as an important witness.
It was absolutely necessary to see him, and caution him as to the nature of
the evidence be should give, nor suffer him in the exuberance of his zeal to
prove ““ too much.” )

Under pretence, therefore, of a hurried trip to London, be left his house
one cvening, and went on board the packet at Kingstown, dismissing his
carriage as if about to depart ; then, suddenly affccting to discover that his
luggage had been carried away by mistake, he landed, and set out with
post-horses across country towards the western road. Before midnight he
was safe in the mail, on his way to Limerick; and by daybreak on the
{ollowing morning he was standing in the wood of Tubbermore, and gazing
with a thoughtful head upon the house, whose shuttered windows and
barred doors told of its altered desliny. .

From thence he wandered onwurd towards the cotlage—somme strange,
inexplicable interest over him—%o see once more the spot he had so often
fancied to be his own, and where, with a fervour not altogether unreal, he
had sworn to pass his days in tranquil solitude. Bricf as had been the in-
terval sincc last he stood there, the changes were considerable. The flower-
plots were trampled and. trodden down, the palings smashed, the ornamental
trecs and shrubs were injured and broken by the cattle; traces of rockless
haste and carelcssness were seen in the broken gates and torn gate-posts;
while fragments of packin.g-cases, straw, and paper littered the walks and
the turf around. .
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Looking {hrough the windows, broken in many places, he could see the
cottage was perfectly dismantled. Everything was gone: not a trace re-
mained of those who for so many years had called it home! The desolation
was complete ; nor was it without its depressing influence upon himn 'who
stood there to mark it; for, strange cnough, there are little spots in the
minds of those, where evil aclions arc oftenest cradled, that form the refuge
of many a tcnder thought! Linton remembered the cottage as he saw it
bright in the morning sun; or, more cheerful still, as the closed curtains
and the blazing fire gave a look of homelike comfort to which the veriest
wanderer is not inscnsible ; and now it was cold and dark. He had no
sclf-accusings as o the cause. It was, to him, one of those sad mutztions
which the course of fortune is cver effecting. He even went further, and
fancicd how different had been their fate if they had not rcjected his own
alliunce. )

In this world of ours,” muttered he, “ihe cards we are dealt by For-
tune would nearly always suffice to win, had we but skill. These people
had a noble game before them, but, forsooth, they did not fancy their
partner ! And sce what is come of it~—ruin on every side ”’

Gloomy thoughts over his own opportunities neglected—over eventful
moments left to slip by unprofitably—stole over him. Many of his late
speculations had been musuccessful ; he had had heavy losses on the “turf™
and the “’Change.” e had failed in promises by which menacing dangers
had been long averted. His cnemies would soon be upon him, and he was
ill provided for the encounter. Vengeance alone, of all his aspirations,
scemed Lo prosper; and he tried to revel in that thought as a compensation
for every failure.

Nor was this unmixed with fear. What if' Cashel should enter upon a
defence by cxposing the events of that last night at Tubbermore? What
if he should produce the forged decd in open court ?  'Who was to say that
Enrique himself might not be forthcoming to prove lis falsehood ? Again :
Low far could he trust Tom Keanc P might not the fellow’s avarice suggest
a tyranny impossible to endurc? Weigkty considerations were these, and
full of their own peril. Linton paused beside the lake to raminate, and for
some time was deep buried in thought. A light rustling sound at last aroused
him ; he looked up, and perceived, directly in front of him, the very man of
whom he was thinking—Tom Kcane himself. .

Both stood still, each fixedly regarding the” other without speaking. Tt
scemed a game in which he who made the first move should lose. So, cer-
tainly, did Linton fcel ; but not so Tom Keane, who, with an easy composure
that all the other’s “ breeding” could not compass, said :

“Well, Sir, I hope you like your work ¥
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“ My work! my work! How can you call it mine, my good friend ?" re-
plied Linton, with a great effort to appear as much at ease as the other.

¢ Just as ould Con Corrigan built the little picr we’re standin’® on this
minit, though his own hands didn’t luy a stone of it.”

“There’s no similarity between the cascs whatever,” said Linton, with a
well-feigned laugh. ¢ Here therc was a plan—an employ er—-hucd labourers
onlchd to pcrform a ccrtain task.”

“Well, well,” broke in Keane, impatiently ; ““sure we’re not in ¢ Coort,’
that you need make a speech. *Twas your own doing: deny it if you like,
butl don’t drive me to prove it.””

The tone of menace in which these words were uttered was increased by
the fact, now for the first time apparent to Linton, that Tom Keane had
been drinking frecly that morning, and was still under the strong excitement
of liquor.

Liuton passed his arm familiarly within the other’s, and in a voice of deep
meaning, said, “ Were you only as caulious as you are courageous, Tom,
there’s not a man in Ewrope I'd rather take as my partuer in a dangerous
enferprise. You are a glorious fellow iu the hour of peril, but you arc a child,
a mere child, when i’y over,”

Keane did not speak, but aleer of inveterale cunning seemed to answer
this speech.

“T say this, Tom,” said Linton, coaxingly, *because 1 sce the risk to
which your natural frankness will expose you. There arc fellows prowling
about on every side to scrape up information about this affair; and as, in
some unguarded moment, when a glass too much has made the tongue run
frecly, any man may say things, to explain which away afterwards he is often
led to go too far——You understand me, Tom £

“ 1 do, 8ir,” said the other, nodding shortly.

“Tt was on that account T eame down here to-day, Tom. The triul is tixed
for the 15th : now, the time is so short between this and that, you cau surely
keep a sirict watch over yoursell till * all is over #° 2

« And what then, Sir?” asked T .u, with a cunning glance beneath his
brows. )

« After that,” rejoined Linton, affecling to mistake the meaning of the
question—* after that, the luw takes its course, and you trouble yourself no
more on the matter.”

“And is that all, Mr. Lintcnf—is that all ?”” asked the man, as, {reeing
himself from the other’s arm, he drew himself up to his full height, and stood
directly in front of him.

“T must own, Tom, that T don’t understand your question.”

'l make it plain and aZy for you, then,” said Keane, with a hardened
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determination in his manner. *’Twas you yourself put me up to this busi-
ness. *Twas you that left the pistol in my possession. ’Twas you that
towld me how it was to be done, and where to do it; and”—here his voice
became deep, thick, and guitural with passion—* and, by the *mortal God!
if I’ma to hang for it, so will you too.”

“Hang!” exclaimed Linton. “ Who talks of hanging ? or what possible
danger do you run—cxcept, indeed, what your own indiscreet tongue may
bring upon you ¥

“Tsn’t it as good to die on the gallows as on the road-side ? asked the
other, fiercely. “ What betther am I for what I done, tell me that P

T have told you before, and I tell you again, that when € all is over’ you
shall be amply provided for.”

< And why not before 2 said he, almost insolently.

«If you must know the reason,” said Linton, affecting a smile, “you
shall hear it. Your incaution would make you at once the object of suspi-
cion, were you to be seen with money at command as freely as you will have
it hereafter.”

“ Will you give me that in writin’ *—will you give it to me undher your
hand ?” asked Keane, boldly.

«Of course I will,” said Linton, who was too subtle a tactician to hesi-
tate about a pledge which could not be exacted on the instant.

“That’s what 1 call talkin’ fair,” said Keane; “an’, by my sowl, it’s the
best of your play to trate me well.”

“ There is only one thing in the world could induce me to do otherwise.”

¢ An’ what’s that, Sir ?”

“Your daring to use a threat to me'!” said Linton, sternly. * Therc
never was the man that tried that game—and there have been some just as
clever fellows as Tom Keane who did try it—who didn’t find that they met
their match.” ’

“T only ax what’s right and fair,” said the other, abashed by the daring
cffrontery of Linton’s air.

 And you shall have it, and more. Yqu shall cither have enough to settle
in Ameriea, or, if you prefer it, tolive abroad.” -~

< And why not stay at home here ? said Tom, doggedly.

“To blurt out your secret in some drunken moment, and be hanged ai
last ! said Linton, with a cutting irony.

“ Aw’, may be, tell how one Misther Linten put the wickedness first in
my hecad,” added Tom, as if finishing the sentence.

Linton bit his lip, and turned angrily away to conceal the mortification
the speech had caused him. “My good friend,” said he, in a deliberate
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voice, “you think that whenever you upset the boat you will drown me ;
and I have half a mind to dare you to it, just to show you the shortness of
your calculation. Trust me,”—there was a terrible distinctness in his
utterance of these words— “trust me, that in all my dealings with the
world, T have left very little at the discretion of what are called men of
honour. I leave nothing, absolutely nothing, in the power of such as
you,”

At last did Linton strike the right chord of the fellow’s nature; and
in his subdued and crestfallen countenance might be read the signs of his
prostration.

“ Hear me now attentively, Keane, and let my words rest well in your
memory. The trial comes on on the 15th : your evidence will be the most
important of all; but give it with the reluctance of a man who shrinks from
bringing his landlord to the scaffold. You understand me? Let everything
you say show the desire to screen Mr. Cashel. Another point: affect nol
to know anything save what you actually saw. You never can rcpeat too
often the words, I didn’t see it.” This scrupulous reliance on eyesight
imposes well upon a Jury. These ave the only cautions I have to give you.
Your own natural intelligence will supply the rest. When all is finished,
you will come up to Dublin, and call at a certain address which will be given
you hereafter. And now we part. It is your own fault if you lose a friend
who never deserted the man that stood by him.”

““An’ are you going back {0 Dublin now, Sir ? asked Keane, over whose
mind Linton’s influence had become dominant, and who actually dreaded to
be left alone, and without his guidance.

Linton nodded an assent.

“But youw'll be down here at the trial, Sir#’ asked Tom, eagerly.

«T suspect not,” said Linton. “If not summoned as a witness, I'll
assuredly not come.”

¢ Oh, murther !’ exclaimed Tom. I thought I’d have you in the ¢ Coort,
just to look up at you from time to time, to give me courage and make me
feel bowld; Tor it does give me cou.age when I see you so calm and so azy,
without as much as a tremble in your voice.”

Tt is not likely that I shall be there,” rejoined Linton ; ¢ but mind, if T
be, that you do nof dixect your eyes towards me. Remember, that every
lonk you give, every gesture you wake, will be watehed and noted.”

«T wondher how I’ll get thrcugh it !” exclaimed the other, sorrowfully.

“You’ll get through it admirably, man, if youwll only think that you are
not the person in peril. It is your conscience alone can bring you into any
danger.”
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“ Well, I hope so! with the help of—— The fellow stopped short, and
a red flush of shame spread itsclf over features which in a whole lifclong
bad never felt a blush.

“T’d like to be able 10 give you something beiter than this, Tom,”
said Linton, as he placed a handful of loose silver in the other’s palm;
“but it is safer for the present that you should not be seen with much
money.” .

«T owe more than this at Mark Shea’s ¢ public,’ *’ said Tom, looking dis-
contentedly at the money.

“ And why should you owe it ? said Linton, bitterly. ¢ What is there
in your circumstances to warrant debts of this kind ¥

“Dido’t 1 earn it—tell me that P asked the ruffian, with a suvage car-
nestness.

«T see that you are hopeless,” said Linton, turning away in disgust.
“Take your own course, and sce where it will lead you.”

“ No—you mean where it will lead ns,” said the fellow, insolently.

“What! do you dare to threaten me! Now, once for all, let this have
an end. I have hitherto treated vou with candour and with kindness. 1f
you fancy that my hate can be more profitable than my friendship, say so,
and beforc one hour passes over your head I'll have you committéd to prison
as an accessory o the murder.”

“I ax your pardon humbly—1I didn’t mean to anger yer IToner,” said the
other, in a scrvile tone. “I'll do everything you bid me—and sure you
know best what ought to be done.”

“Then let us part good friends,” said Linton, holding out his hand towards
him. T sce o boat coming over the lake whigh will drop me at Killaloe;
we must not be seen together—so good-by, Tom, good-hy.”

“ Good-by, and a safe journcy to yer Honcr,” said Tom, as, touching his
hat respectfully, he retired into the wood.

The boat which Linton descried was still above a mile from the shore, and
he sat down upon a stone to await its coming. Beautiful as that placid lake
was, with its hackground of bold mournlains, its scatiered islands, and its
jutting promontories, he had no eye for these, but followed with a peering
glance the direction in which Tom Keane had departed.

 There arc occasions,” muttered he to*himself, © when the holdest courses
are the safest. Is this one of these? Dare I trust that fellow, or would
this be better?  And, as if mechanically, hic drew forth a double-barrellcd
pistol from his breast, and looked fixedly at it. ’

He arose from his seat, and sat down again—his mind seemed beset with
hesitation and doubt; but the conflict did not last long, for he replaced ihe
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weapon, and walking down to the lake, dipped his fingers in the water and
bathed his temples, saying to himself :

« Better as it is: over-caution is as grcat an error as foolhardiness.”

With a dexterity acquired by long practice, he now disguised his features
50 perfectly that none could have recognised him ; and by the addition of a
wig and whiskers of bushy red hair, totally changed the character of his ap-
pearance. This he did, that at any future period he might not he recognised
by the boatmen, who, in answer to his signal, now pulled vigorously towards
the shore.

He soon bargained with them to leave him at Killaloe, and as they rowed
along cngaged them to talk about the conntry, in which he affected to be a
tourist. Of course the late murder was the theme uppermost in every mind,
and Linton marked with satisfaction how decisively the current of popular
belief ran in attributing the guilt to Cashel.

With a perversity peculiar to the peasant, the Agent, whom they had so
often inveighed against for cruelty in his lifetime, they now discovered to
have been the type of all that was kind-hearted and benevolent ; and had no
hesitation in attributing his unhappy fate lo an altercation in which he, with
t00 rash a zeal, was the “poor man’s advocate.”

The last words he was heard 1o utter on lcaving Tubbermore were qnoted,
as implying a condemnation on Cashel’s wasteful extravagance, at a time
when the poor argund were “ perishing of hunger.” Even to Linton, whose
mind was but too conversant with the sad truths of the story, these narra-
tives assumed the strongest, form of consistency and likelihood ; and he saw
how cflectually circumstantial evidence can convict a maw in public estima-
tion, long before a jury are syorn to try him.

Crimes of this nature, now, had not been unfrequent in that district; and
the country people fclt a species of savage vengesnce in urging their accun-
sations against a  Gentleman,” who had not what they reckoned as the ex-
tenuating circomstances to diminish or explain away bis guilt.

“ He wasn’( turned out of his little place to die on the road-side,” muttered
one. “Ie wasn’t threatened, like poor Tom Keane, to be ° starminated,” ”
cried another.

¢ And who is Tom Keane ?** asked Linton.

The galekeeper up at the big héuse yonder, Sir; one that's lived man
and boy nigh fifty years there; and Mr. Cashel swore he’d root him out, for
all that!” . 4

« Ay!” chimed in another, in a moralising whine, “ an’ see where he is
himself, now !

*1 wondher now if they’d hang him, 8ir ?* askod one.
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“ Why not,” asked Linton,  if he should be found guilty #**

“They say, Sir, the gentlemen can always pay for another man to be
hanged instead of them. Musha, maybe *tisn’t truc,” added he, diffidently,
as he saw the smile on Linton’s face.

T think yowll find that the right man will suffer in this case,” said
Linton; and a gleam of malignant passion shot {rom his dark eyes as he
spoke.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
As I listened I thought myself guilty.—~WARrEN HaAsTINGS. -

For several days before that appointed for the trial of Roland Cashel, the
assizc town was crowded with visitors from cvery part of the island. Not
a house, not a room was unoccupied, so intense was the interest to witness
a cause into which so many elements of exciting story cntered. His great
wealth, his boundless extravagance, the singular character of his early life,
gave rise to a hundred curious anecdotes, which the press circulated with a
most unscrupulous freedom.

Nor did public curiosity stop at the walls of the prison; for every detail
of his life, since the day of his committal, was carefully recorded by the
papers. The unbroken solitude in which e lived ; the apparent calm col-
lectedness in which he awaited his trial ; his resolute refusal to employ legal
assistance ; his seeming indiffercnee to the alleged clues to the discovery of
the murder, were commented on and repeated till they formed the table-talk
of the land.

The only person with whom he desired to communicate was Doctor
Tiernay; but the Doctor had left Ircland in company with old Mr. Cor-
rigan and Miss Leicester, and none knew whither they had directed their
steps. .

Of all his former friends and acquaintances, Cashel did not appear to
remember one; nor, certainly, did they obérude themselves in any way upon
his recollection. The Public, it is true, occupied themselves abundantly
with his interests. Letters, some with signatures, the greater number with-
out, were addressed to him, containing advices and counsels the strangest
and most opposite, and reguests, which to oune in his situation were the most
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inappropriate. Exhortations to confess his crime came from some, evidently
more anxious for the solution of a mystery than the repentance of & criminal.
Some, suggested legal quibbles to be used at the trial ; others, hinted at cer-
tain most skilful advocates, whose services had been crowned with success
in the casc of most atrocious wretches. A few, asked for antographs; and
one, in a neat crowquill hand, with paper smelling strongly of musk, re-
quested & lock of his hair!

If by any accident Cashel opened one of these cpistles, he was certain to
feel amused. It was, to him at least, a new view of life, and of that eivili-
sation against which he now fclt himself a rebel. Generally, however, he
knew nothing of them: a careless indifference, a reckless disregard of the
futurc, had taken complete possession of him; and the only impaticnce he
ever manifested was at the slow march of the time which should elapse
before the day of trial.

The day at length arrived; and even within the dreary walls of the
prison were heard the muimured accents of excitement as the great hour
drew nigh.

Mr. Goring at an carly hour had visited the prisoner, to entreat him, for
the last time, to abandon his mad refusal of legal aid; explaining forcibly
that there were constantly cases occurring where innocence could only be
asserted by disentangling the ingenious tissue with which legal astuteness
can invest a circumstance. Cashel rejected this counsel calmly but peremp-
torily; and when pressed home by other arguments, in a moment of pass-
ing impatience confessed that he was ¢ weary of life, and would make no
cffort to prolong it.”

“ Even so, Sir,” said Goring. * There is here another question at issue.
Are you satisfied to fill the dishonoured grave of a eriminal? Does not the
name by which men will speak of you hercafter possess any terror for you
now P”

A slight tremor shook Cashel’s voice as he replicd, © Were I onc who left
kindred or sttached friends behind him, thesc considerations would have
their weight, nor would I willingly ! :ave them the heritage of such disgrace ;
but I am alone in the world, without one to blush for my dishonour, or shed
a tear over my sorrow. The calumny of my fellow-men will only fall on
ears sealed by death ; .nor will their jeers break the slumber I am so soon to
sleep.”

Goring laboured hard to dissugde him from his resolve, but to no purpose.
The only consolation of which Roland scemed capable arose from the dogged
indifference he felt as to the result, and the consciousness of an innocence
he was too proud to assert.

From an early hour of tie morning the Court was crowded, Many per-
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sons distinguished in the world of fashion were to be secn amid the gowned
and wigged throng that filled the body of the building; and in the galleries
were o vast number of ladies, whose elegance of dress told how much they
regarded the scene as one of display, as well as of exciting interest. Some,
had been frequent guests at his house ; others, had often received him at
their own; and there they sat, in eager expectancy to see how he would
behave, 1o eriticise his bearing, to scan Lis looks through their  lorgnettes,”
and note the accents in which he would speak. A few, indeed, of his more
intimate friends denied themselves the treat such an cxhibition promised;
and it was plain to see how highly they cstimated their own forbearance.
Still, Frobisher and some of his sct stood bencath the gallery, and watched
the proceedings with interest.

Some routine business of an unintcresiing nature over, the case of the
King nersus Roland Cashel was called, and the governor of the gaol was
ordered to producc the prisoner. A murmur of intense intercst quickly ran
through the crowded assembly, aud as suddenly was subdued to a dead
silence as the crowd, scparating, permitied the passage of {wo armed police-
men, after whom Cashel walked, followed by two others.  Scarcely had he
merged from the dense throng and’taken his place in the dock, when a buzz
of astonishment went round; for the prisoner, instead of being dressed de-
corously in black, as is customary, or at least in some costume bespeuking
care aud respeet, was atlired in the very suit he wore on the eventful night
of the murder, the torn sleeves and blood-stained patchies attracting every
eye around him.  Ie was paler and thinner than his wont ; and if his coun-
tenance was more deeply thoughtful, there was nothing in it that cvinced
anxiety, or even cxpectancy. As he entered the dock, they who stood
nearest to him remarked that a slight flush stole over his face, and something
that scemed painful to his feelings uppeared to work within him. A bricf
efforl overcame this, and e raised his eyes and carried his looks around the
Court with the most perfect unconcern. ‘ )

The prisoner was now arraigned, and the clexk proceeded to read over
the indictment; affer which came the solemn question, ““How say you,
prisoner, Guilty or Not Guilty ?” Either not understanding the « quare”
as directly addressed to himself; or conceiving it to he some formality not
requiring an answer, Cashel stood in a calm and respectful silence for some
minutes, when the Judge, in a mild voice, cxplained the meaning of the in-
ierrogation. o

“Not Guilty, my Lord,” said Cashel, promptly; and though the words
were few, and those almost of course on such an occasion, the feeling in the
Court, was manifestly in concurrence with the speaker. The routine detail
of calling over the jury panel invalving the privilege of  challenge,” it
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became nceessary to explain this o Cashel, whose ignorance of all legal
forms being now so manifest, the Judge asked who was counsel for the
prisoner.

¢ He has not named any, my Lord.”

Witk patient kindness the Judge turned to the dock, and ecounselled him,
even now, late as it was, to select some one among the learned members of the
bar, whosc guidance would materially serve his interests, and save him from
the many cmbarrassments his own unassisted cfforls would produce.

1 thank you, my Lord, for your consideration,” replied he, calmly, « but
if T be innocent of this crime, I stand in need of no skill to defend me. If
guilty, T do hot deserve it.”

“Were guilt and innocence always easy of detection,” said 1he Judge,
“ your remark might have some show of reason; but such is rarely the case;
and once more I would enireat you to entrust your cause to some one con-
versant with our forms and acquainicd with our duties.” ’

«T am not guilty, my Lord,” replied Roland, boldly, “nor do I fear that
any artifice can make me appear such. I will not have counsel.”

The Attorney-General here in a low voice addressed the Bench, and sug-
gested that although the prisoner might -not himscll select a defender, yet
the intcrests of justice, generally, requiring that the witnesses should be
cross-cxamined, it would be well if the Courl: would appoint some one to
thai duty.

The Judge repeated the suggestion aloud, adding his perfect concurrence
in ils nature, and inviting the learned bar to lend a volunieer in the cause;
when a voice called out, I will willingly accept the office, my Lord, with
your permission.”

“Very well, Mr. Clare Jones,y replied ihe Judge; and that gentleman,
of whom so long we have lost sight, advanced to the front of the bar, beside
the dock.

Cashel, during this sccne, uppcared like one totally uninterested in all
that was going forward; nor did he even turn his head towards where
bis self-appointed advocale was stn"mng As the names of the Jury were
called over, Jones closely scrutibised cach individual, keenly inquiring
from what part of the county he came—wheiher he had resided as a
tenant on the Cashel estate—and if he had, on any occasion, expressed
himself strongly on the guilt or inmocence of the accused. To all these
details Roland listened with an interest the novelly suggested, but, it was
plain to see, without any partlcle of that feeling which his own position
might have called for. The jury were at leugth empannelled, and the trial
began.

Few, even among the most accomplished weavers of narrative, can equal
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the skill with which a clever lawyer details the story of a criminal trial.
The orderly sequence in which the facts occur—the neat equipoise in which
matters are weighed—the rigid insistance upon some points, the insinuated
probabilities and the likelihood of others—are all arranged and combined with
a masterly power that more discursive fancies would fail in.

Events and incidents that to common intelligence appear to have no
bearing on the case, arise, like unexpecled wituesses, at intervals, to corro-
borate this, or to insinuate that. Time, place, distance, locality, the laws of
light and sound, the phenomena of science, arc all invoked, not with the
abstruse pedantry of a bookworm, but with the ready-witted acuteness of
one who has stadied mankind in the parti-coloured page of real life.

To any one unaccustomed to these efforts, the effect produced is almost
miraculous: conviction steals in from so many sources, that the mind, like
a city assaulled on every side, is captured almost at once. All the force of
cause and effect is often imparted to matters which are merely consecutive ;
and it requircs patient consideration to discmbarrass a case of much that
is merely insinuated, and morc that is actually speculative.

In the present instance everything was circumstantial; but so much the
more did it impress all who listcnéd, even to him who, lcaning on the rails
of the dock, now heard with wonderment how terribly consistent were all
the events which seemed to point him out as guilty.

After a brief exordium, in which he professed his deep sorrow at the duty
which bad devolved on him, and his ardent desire to suffer nothing to escape
him with reference to the prisoner save what the interests of {ruth and jus-
tice imperatively might call for, ihe Attorney-General entcred upon a nar-
rative of the last day of Mr. Kennyfeck’s life; detailing with minute preci-
sion his departure from Tubbermore ats an early hour in Mr. Cashel’s
company, and staling how something bordering wpon altercation between
them was overheard by the bystanders as they drove away. ©The words
themselves, few and unimportant as they might seem,” added he, * under
common circumstances, come before us with a terrible significance when
remembered in connexion with the horrible event that followed”” He then
traced their course to Drumcoologan, where differences of opinion, trivial,
some might call them, but of importance to call for weighty consideration
Lere, repeatedly occurred respecting the tenantry and the management of
the estate. These would all be proved by competent witnesses, he alleged ;
and he desired the Jury to bear in mind that such testimony should be
taken as that of men much more disposed to think and speak well of Mr.
Cashel, whose very spendthrift tastes had the character of virtues in the
peasants’ eyes, in contrast with the careful and more scrupulous discretion
practised by * the agent.”
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“You will be told, Gentlemen of the Jury,” continued he, *how, after
a day spent in continued differences of opinion, they separated at evening;
onc, to return to Tubbermore by the road; the other, by the less travelled
path that led over the mountains. And here it is worthy of remark that
Mr. Cashel, although ignorant of the way, a stranger, for the first time in
his life in the district, positively refuses all offers of accompaniment, and
will not even take a guide to show him the road. Mr. Kennyfeck continues
for some time to transact business with the tenantry, and leaves Drumecoo-
logan, at last, just as night was closing in. Now, about half-way between
the manordipuse of Tubbermore and the village of Drumcoplogan, the road
has been so much injured by the passage of a mountain-torrent, that when
the travcllers passed in the morning they found themsclves obliged to
descend from ihe carriage and proceed for some distance on foot; a pre-
caution that Mr. Kennyfeck was compelled also to take on his return, order-
ing the servaut to wait for him on the crest of the hill. That spot he was
never destined to reach! The groom waited long and anxiously for his
coming ; he could not leave his horses to go back and find out the reasons
of }us ddny-—he was alone; the distange to Tubbermore was too great to
permit of his proceeding thitl;cr to give the alarm; he waited, therefore,
with that anxicty which the sad condition of our country is but too often
calculated to inspire cven among the most courageous : when, at last, foot-
sleps were heard approaching—he called out aloud his master’s name—
but, instead of hearing the well-known voice in answer, he was accosted in
Trish by an old man, who told him, in the forcible accents of his native
tongue, ¢ that a murdered man was lying on the road-side.” The groom at
once hurried back, and at the foot of the ascent discovered the lifeless bat
still warm hody of his master; a bullet-wound was found in the back of the
skull, and the marks of some scvere blows across ihe face. On investi-
galing further, at o little distance off, a pistol was picked up from a
small drain, wherd it scemed to have been thrown in haste; the bore
corresponded exactly with the bul]»1 taken from the body; but more im-
portant still, this pistol appears t4 be the fellow of another belonging to
M. Cashel, and will be identified by a competent, witness as having been his
properiy.

“ Au inferval now oecurs, in wiich a cloud of mystery intervenes; and
we arc unable to follow the sieps of the prisouer, of whom nothing is
known, till, on the alurm of {he murder reaching Tubbermore, a rumour
runs that footsteps have been heard in Mr. Gush(,ls apartment, the key of
which the owner had tahen with him. The report gains currency rapidly
that it is Mr. Cashel himscl¥; and although the scrvants aver ihat he never
could have traversed the hall and the staircase unscen by some of them, a
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new discovery appears 1o explain the fact. Tt is this. Theivy which grew
on the wall of the house, and which reached to the window of Mr. Cashel’s
dressing-room, is found torn down, and indicating the passage of some one
by its branches. On the discovery of this most fmporfant circumstance,
the Chicf Justice, accompanied by several other gentlemen, proceeded in a
body 1o the chamber, and demanded admitiance. From them you will hear
in detail what took place—the disorder in which they found the apartment
—heaps of papers littered the floor—letters lay in charred masses upon the
hearth—the glass of the window was hroken, and the marks of feet upon
the window-sill and the floor showed that some one had enteved by that
means. Lastly—and to this fact you will give your uimost atiertion—
the prisoner himsclf is found with his clothes torn in scveral places ; marks
of blood are seen upon them, and his wrist shows a recent wound, from
which the blood flows profusely. Although cautioned by the wise foresight
of the learned judge against any rash attempt at explanation, .or any inad-
verlent admission which might acl to his prejudice hercafter, he bursts
forth into a violent invective upon the murderer, and suggests that they
should mount their horses ab onee,-and seour the country in scarch of him,
This counscl being, for obvions reasons, rejected, and his plan of escape
frustraled, he falls into a moody despondency, and will not speak.
Shroudiug himself in an affected misanthropy, he prefends to believe that
he is the vietim of some decp-planned treachery—that all these eireum-
stances, whose detail T have given you, have been the deliberate schemes
of his cnemies. It is difficult to accept of this explanation, Gentlemen of
the Jury; and, although T would be far from diminishing in the slightest
the gromnds of any valid defence o man so sitnated nay take up, I would
cantion you against any rush eredulity of vagne and unsnpported assertions ;
or, al least, to weigh them well against the statewents of truth-telling wit-
nesses.  The prisoner is bound to lay before you a narralive of that day,
from the hour of his leaving home, {o that of his return;—to explain why
he separated from his companion, and came hack alone by a path be had
never travelled before, and at night ;—with what object ho entered his own
house by the window—a feat of considerable difficulty and of some danger.
His disordered and blood-stained dress—his wounded hand—the missing
pistol—the agitation of his mamner when discovered amid the charred and
torn remains of letters—all thesc have to be accounted for. And remewber
at what a moment they occurred! When his housc was the scene of festi-
vity and rejoicing—when above a thousand guests were abandoning them.-
selves 1o the unbridled enjoyment of pleasure—this is the time the host takes
{0 arrange papers, to destroy letters—to make, ia fact, those hurricd arrange-
wents that men are driven to on the eve of cither flight or some desperate
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undertaking. Bear all this in mind, Gentlemen; and remember that, o cx-
plain these cirewmstanees, the narrative of the prisoner must be full, cobe-
reut, and consistent in all its parts. The Courls of Justice admit of neither
reservations nor mysteries.  'We are here to invesligate the truth, whose
cause admits of no compromise.”

The witnesses for the prosecution were now called over and sworn.  The
first examined were some of the scrvants who had overhieird the conversa-
tion hetween Cashel and Kennyfeck on the mogning of leaving Tubbermore.
They differed slightly as to the exact expressions used, but agreed perfeetly
as 10 theif Beneral import « a fact which even the eross-cxamination of Mr.
Jones only served to strengthen.  Some peasants of Drumeoologan were
next examined, to show that during the day slight differenees were eon-
stantly occurring hetween the parties, and that Cashel had wmore than ouce
made use of the expression, ““Ilave your own way xoer, but erc long 'l
take mine;™ or words very similar.

The old wan who diseovered the body, and the postilion, were then ques-
tioned as to all the details of the place, the hour, and the fact; aud then
Tom Keane was called for. Tt was by him the pistol was picked up from
the drain. The air of relnetance with whick the witness ascended the table,
aud the look of wlfectionaic interest he bestowed wpon the dock, were ve-
marked by the whole assewblage.  If the countenance of the mun evineed
fittde of frankness or enudour, the stealihy glanee he threw aronnd Lim as
T took Lis scat showed that he was not deficient in cunning.

As his examination proceeded, the dogged reluctanee of his answers, the
rugged bluntness hy whiel he avoided any clear explanation of his meaning,
were severely commented on by the Atlorney-General, and even ealled forih
the diguilied censure of the Beneh; so that the impression produced by his
evidenee was, that he was endeavouring thronghout 1o screen his landlord
from the imputation of a well-merited gnilt.

The eross-cvamination vow opeued, hut wifhout in any way scrving fo
shakc the material character of the fg timony, at the same time that it placed
in o still stronger light the attachment of the witness to the prisover.
Cashicl, hitherto inattentive and indifferent to all that was going forward,
beeame deeply iunterested as this exaumination proceeded 5 his feadures, apa-
thetic and heavy before, grew animated and cager, and he leaned forward to
hear the witness with every siga of anxiety.

The speetators who thronged the Court atiributed the prisoner’s eager-
ness to the important nature of the testimony, and the close reference it hore
{0 the manner of the erime; they little knew the simple truth, that it was
the semblance of affection for him—the pretended interest in his fate—
which touched his lonely heart, and kindled there a love of life.

Q2
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“That poor peasant, then,” said Roland to himself, *he, at least, deems
me guiltless. I did not think that therc lived one who cared as much
for me ! ’

With the apparent intention of showing to the Court and Jury that
Kcane was not biased towards his former master, Mr. Joncs addressed
several questions to him; but instead of eliciting the fuct, they called forth
from the witness a burst of gratitude and love for him that aclually shook
the building by the applause it excited, and called for the interference of the
Bench to repress.

“You may go dowu, Sir,” said Joncs, with the fretful impatience of a
man worsted in a controversy; and the wilness deseended from the table
amid the scarcely suppressed plandifs of the crowd. As he passed the dock,
Cashel leaned forward and extended his hand towards him. The fellow
drew back, and they who were next him perccived that a sallow sickly colour
spread itself over his face, and that his lips became bloodless.

¢ (ive me your hand, man ! said Cashel.

O, Mr. Cashel! oh, Sir ”* said he, with that whining affectation of mo-
desty the peasant can so easily asstime.

“Give me your hand, I say,” said Cashel, firmly. “ Its honest grasp will
make we think better of the world thun I have done for many a day.”

The fellow ade the cffort, but with such signs of inward terror and tre-
pidation that he scemed like one ready to faint; and when lis cold and
nerveless hand quitted Cashel’s, it fell powerless to his side. Hc moved
now quickly forward, and was soon lost Lo sight in the dense throng.

The next witnesses examined were the group who, headed by 1he Chief
Justice, had entercd Cashel’s room. If they all spoke guardedly, and with
greal reserve, as to 1he mawner of the prisoner, and the construction they
would feel disposed 1o put upon the mode in which he received them, they
agreed as to cvery detail and every word spoken with an aceuracy that pro-
foundly impressed the Jury.

"The magistrate, Mr. Goring, as havipg taken the most active part in the
proceedings, was subjected to a long and scarching cross-examination by
Jones ; who appeared to imply that some privale source of dislike to Cashel
had been the animating cause of his zeal in this instzhee.

Although not a single fact arose to give a shade of colour to this suspi-
cion, .the lawyer clang 1o it with the peswliar pertinacity that often esta-
blishes by persistance when it fails in proof ; and so pointedly and directly
at last, that the learned Judge felt bound to inferfere, and observe, that no-
thing in the testimony of the respeeted withess could lay any ground for the
insiuuation thrown out by the counsel. "
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Upon this there ensued one of those sharp altercations between Bench and
Bar which seem the “ complement” of every eventful trial in Treland; and
which, after a brief contest, usually leave both the combatants excessively in
the wrong.

The present case was no exception to this rule. The Judge was heated
and imperious—the Counsel flippaut in all the insolence of mock respect—
and ended by the stercotyped pagegyric on the “glorious sametity that
invests the counsel of a defence in a criminal action—the inviolability of a
pledge which no member of the bar could suffer to he sullied in his person”
~—and a_great many similar finc things, which, if not “bricfed” by the
attorney, are gencrally paid for by the client! The skrimmage ended, as it
ever does, by a salute of honour ; in which cach, while averring that he was
incontestably right, bore {estimony o the conseientious scruples and delicate
motives of the other; and at last they hethought fhem of the business for
which they were there, and of him whosc fate for life or death was on the
issue. The examination of Mr. Goring was rencwed.

“You have told us, Sir,” said Jones, «that immediately after the terrible
tidings had reached Tubbermore of Mr. Keunyfeek’s death, suspicion scemed
at once to turn on Mr. Cashel. Wil sou explain this, or at least let us
hear how you can account for a eircumstunce so sfrange ?”

“T did not say as much as you have inferved,” replicd Goring. “I
merely observed that Mr. Cashiel’s name heeame most, singularly mixed up
with the event, and rumours of a dilference bevween him and his agent were
buzzed about.”

“ Might not this mention of Mr. Cashel’s name have procecded from an
anxious feeling on the part of his friends to know of his safety ¥

Tt might.”

 Arc you not certain that it was o

“TIn one instance, certainly. I remember that a gentleman at onee drew
our attention to the necessity of sceing after him.”

“Who was this gentleman P

“ Mr. Linton—a ncar and in*’r gate friend of Mr. Cashel.”

« And he suggested that it wowd he proper fo tabe steps for Mr. Cashel’s
salety P

“1le did s0.”

“ Was anything done in const quence of that advice #”

« Nothing, 1 believe. The state of confusion that prevailed—the terror
that pervaded cvery side—the dreadful scenes enacting around us, pre-
vented our following up the matier with all the foresight which might be
desired.”
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« And, in fact, you sought relief {rom the unseitled distraction of your
thoughts, by fixing the crime upon some onc—even though he should prove,
of all assembled there, the least lilely

“We did not attach anything to Mr. Cashel’s disfavour until we disco-
vered that he was in his dressing-room, and in the manuer already stated.”

“ But you certainly jumped to your conclusion by a sudden bound ¥”

«Tt would he fairer to say that our fhoughts converged to the same im-
pression ab the same time.”

“ Where is this Mr. Linton? Is lic among the list of your wilnesscs,
Mr. Attoruey ?”

“ No, we have not called hin,.”

] {hought as much ! said Jones, snecringly; “and yet the omission is
singular, of onc whose name is so {requently mixed up in these proceedings.
Tlc wight prove an inconvenient wiluess.”

A slight smurmur bere ran through the Court; and a geutleman, ad-
vancing {o the bar, whispered some words to the Attorney-General, who,
rising, said

“My Toord, T am just this instant informed that Mr. Linton is dan-
gerously ill of fever at his house ncar Dublin, My informant adds, that no
hopes are cntertained of Lis recovery.”

“ Was Tie indisposed at the period fn which iy learned friend drew up
this case? or was there any intention of sumnmouing him liere for examina-
tion ¥ asked Jones.

“We did not requive Mr. Lintow’s testimony,’
General.

“ 1L can seacecly be inferred that we feared i,” said a junior barrisicr,
“siuce the fivst palpable evideuces that fmplicated the prisoner were dis-
covered by Mr. Linfou: the wadding of the pistol— part of a letter in
Mr. Cashels own handwriting—and the tracks corresponding with his
boots.”

“ This iy all most, irregular, my Lord,” Droke in Jones, cagerly.  “ Here
are statements thrown oul in all the Joose carelessness of conversation,
totally uusupported by evidence. I submit that it is impossible to offer a
defence to a cause conducted iu this nauner.”

“You are quile right, Mr. Jones; this is not evidence.”

«But this is, my Liord!” said the Attorney-General, in a healed manner ;
“and for molives of delicacy we might, nob have used i, if not driven to
ihis course by the insinuations of counsel. Herc is a note in peneil, dated
from the ¢Pass of Ennismore,” and running thus: € 1t looks badly ; but I fcar
you have no other course than to arrest him, In fact, it is too late for any-

3]

replicd the Attorney-
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thing else. Consul Malone and Meck.” And {his can be proved to be in
Mr. Linton’s handwriting.” ‘

Mr. Clare Jones did not speak a word as the note was handed up to the
Bench, and then to the Jury-box; he even affecied to think it of no import-
ance, and did not deign to examiug it for himsclf.

“You may go down, Mr. Goring,” said he, after a slight pausc, in which
he appeared deliberating what course to follow.

Making his way to the side of the dock, Jones addressed himself to Cashel
in a low, cautious voice:

“ It naw remains with you, Mr. Cashel, to decide whether you will entrust
me with the facts on which you ground your innocence, or prefer to see your-
sclf overwhelmed by adverse testimony.”

Cashel made no reply, hut leancd his head on his hand in deep thought.

“ ITave you any witnesses to call 7 whispered Jones.  «Shall we try an
alibi 2

Cashel did not answer.

“What is your defeuce, Sir, in onc word ?” asked Jones, shortly.

“Tam not guilty,” said Cashel, slowly; “but I do not expeel others to
believe me so0.”

“Ts your defence 1o rest upon that bare assertion?” asked the lawyer;
but Roland did nos scem (o heed the question, as, folding his arms, he stood
creet in the dock, his attention to all appearance bestowed upon the cere-
monial of the Court.

Joues, at once turning to the Beneh, cxpressed his regret that, neither
being able, from the shortuess of the time, to obtain proper information on
the case,-nor being honoured by the confidence of the accused, he must de-
cliuc the task of commenting on the evidence; and would only entreat ihe
Jury 1o weigh the testimony they had heard with a mereiful disposition, and
wherever diserepancics and doubts oceurred, o give thagfull benefit of such
to the prisoncr.

“ You have no witnesses to call 7 asked the Judge.

«J am told there are none, wyeLord,” said Joncs, with an accent of re-
signation.

A brief colloquy, ia a low voice, ensued between the Crown lawyers and
Clarc Jones, when, at length, a well-known barrister rose to address the Jury
{or the prosccution. The gentleman who now claimed the attention of the
Court was one who, not possessing either the patient habits of study, or that
minutc attention to technical detail which constitute the legal mind, was a
fluent, easy speaker, with an cxcellent memory, and a thorough knowledge
of the stamp and temperament of the men that usually fill a Jury-box. He
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was eminently popular with that class, on whom he had often bestowed all
the flatteries of his craft; assuring them that their  order” was the bone
and sincw of the land, and that * our proudest hoast as a nation was in the
antitled nobility of commerce.”

His whole address on the pfesent oceasion tended to show that the murder
of Mr. Kennyfeck was one among the many instances of the unbridled
licence and tyranny assumed by the aristoeracy over the middle rauks.

Mr. Kennyfeck was no bad subject for such eulogium as he desired to
bestow. He was the father of a family—a well-known citizen of Dablin—
a grave, whitc-cravated, pompous man, of respectable exterior, always seen
at vestries, and usually heading the lists of public charitics. Cashel was
the very antithesis {o all this: the reckless squanderer of accidentally ac-
quircd wealth—the wayward and spoiled child of fortune, with the tastes
of a Buccancer, and the means of a Prince, suddenly thrown into the
world of fashion. What a terrible ordeal to a mind so untrained—to a
temper so unbridled! and how fearfully had it told upon him! After com-
menting upon the evidence, and showing in what a continuous chain each
cvent was linked with the other—how consistent were all—how’ casily
explicable every circumstance, he remarked that the whole case had but one
solitary difficulty; and although that was one which weighed more in a
moral than a legal sense, it reqmred that he should Qwell a few moments
upon it.

“The eriminal law of our land, Gentlemen of the Jury, is satisfied with
the facts which establish guilt or innocence, without requiring that the
motives of aceused partics should be too closely scrutinised. Crime con-
sists, of course, of the spirit in which a guilty actiou is donc; but the law
wisely infers that a guilty act is the evidence of a guilty splrlt and there-
fore, although there may be circumstances to cxtenuate the eriminality of an
act, the oﬂ'cnce before the law is the same; and the fact, the great fact, that
a man has killed his fellow-man, is what constitutes murder.

“T have said that this casc has but one difficulty; and that is, the pos-
sible motive which could have led to tle fatal act. Now, this would pre-
sent itself as a considerable obstacle if the relations hetween the parties
were such as we happily witness them in every county of this island, where
ihe proprietor and his agent are persons linked, by the sacred obligation of
duty, and the frequent intercourse of social life, into the closest friondship.

“That blood should stain the bonds of such brotherhood would be scarcely
credible—~and even when credible, inexplicable ; it would be repugnant to all
our senses to conceive an act so unnatural. But was the present a similar
case? or rather, was it one exactly the opposité? You have heard that re-
peated differences occurred between the parties, amounting even to alterca-
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tions. Mr. Hoare’s evidence has shown you that Mr. Cashel’s extravagance
had placed him in difficulties of no common kind; his demands for moncy
were incessant, and the utter disregard of the cost of obtaining it is almost
beyond belief. The cxigence on one side, the manly resistance on the
other, must have led to constant misunderstanding. But these were not
the only circumstances that contributed to a fecling of estrangement, soon
{o become something still more perilous. And here I pause to ask myself
how far T am warranted in disclosing facts of a private nature, although in
their bearing they have an important relation to the case before us! It is a
question, of great delicacy; and were it not that the eternal intevests of
Truth and Justice transcend all others, I might shrink from the performance
of a lask which, considercd in a merely personal point of view, is decply
distressing. But it is not of one so humble as myself of whom there is a
question here: the issuc is, whether a man’s blood should be spilled, and no
expiation be made for it ?”

The counsel after this entered into a discursive kind of narrative of
Cashel’s intimacy with the Kennyfeck family, with whom he had been for a
time domesticated ; and after a mass of plausible generalitics, wound up by
an imputed charge that he had won the affections of the younger daughier,
who, with the consent of her parents, was to become his wife. .

It will not seem strange to you, Gentlemen,” said he, “that I have not
called to that table as a witness either the widow or the orphan to prove
these facts, or that I have not subjected their sacred sorrows to the rude
assaults of a cross-examination. You will not think the worse of me for
this reserve : nor shall T ask of you Lo give my stalements the value of sworn
evidence : you will hear them, and decide what value they possess in leading
you to a {rue understanding of this case.

“ I have said, that if a regular pledge and promise of marriage did not
bind the parties, something which is considered equivalent among persons
of honour did exist, and that by their mutual acquaintances they were
regarded as contracted to each other. Mr. Cashel made her splendid and
expeusive presents, which had swever been acccptcd save for the relations
between them ; he distinguished her on all occasions by exclusive atiention,
and among his fricnds he spoke of his approaching marriage as a matter
fixed and determincd on. In this state of things a discovery took place,
which at once served to display the character of the young gentleman, and
to rescue the family from on¥ 6f the very deepest, because one of ihe most
irremediable, of all calamities. Information reached them, accompanied by
such circumstances as left no doubt of its veracity, that this Mr. Cashel had
been married already, andethat his wifc, a young Spanish lady, was stlll alive,
and residing at the Havannah.
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T leave you to imagine the misery which this sad announcement pro-
duced in that circle, where, until he entered it, happiness had never been
disturbed. Tt is not necessary that I should dwell upon the distress this
crucl treachery produced : with its conscquences alone we have any concern
here; and these were a gradual estrangement—a refusal, calm but firm, to
receive Mr. Cashel as before ; an intimation that they knew of circumstances
whieh, from delicacy to him, they would never advert to openly, but which
must at once bar all the contemplated relations : and, to this sad, humiliat-
ing alternative he submitted !

“To avoid the slanderous stories which gossip would be certain {o put in
circulation, they did not decline the invitation they had before aceepted to
visit Tubbermore : they came, however, under the express stipulation that
10 closc intimacy was cver to be resumed between Mr. Cashel and ihem-
selves; he was not even to use the common privilege of a host—lo visit
them in their own apartments, That this degree of cold distance was main-
tained between them, on every occasion, all the guests assembled at {he
house can testily; and he neither joined their party in carriage nor on
borscback. Perhaps, this interdiction was carried out wilh too rigid a dis-
cipline ; perhaps, the cold reserve they maintained had assumed a chamctm
of insult, to one whose blood still glowed with the fire of southern associa-
tions; perhaps, some circumstance with which we are unacquainted contri-
buted to render this estrangement significant, and conscquently painful to a
man who could not brook the semblance of a check. If is needless to ask
how or whence originating, since we can see in the fact itsclf cause sufficient
for indignant reproof on onc side, for a wounded self-love and tarnished
honour on the other.

“ Are we at a loss for such motives, then, in the presence of facts like
these? Ask yourselves, Ts a man, bred and trained up in all the riotous free-
dom of a scrvice scarcely above the rank of piracy—accustomed to the
lawless licence of a land where each makes the law with his own right hand
—is such a man onc fo bear a slight with patient submission, or to submit
to an open shame in tame obedience? Cpn you not easily imagine how all
the petty differences of opinion they might have had were merely skirinishes
in front of that line where deeper and graver feelings stood in batile array ?
Can you suppose that, however ruled over by the ordinary courtesics of life,
this youth nourished his plans of ultimate revenge, not only upon those who
refused with indignation his trailorous alliarice, but who were the depo-
sitory of a secrcl that must inberdict all views of marriage in.any other
quarier P
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CHAPTER XXIX.
Equal to either fortune.—EUGENE ARAM.

As the Crown Counsel sat down, a low murmur ran through the Court,
whose meaning it would be difficult to define ; for, if the grealer number
present were carried away by the indignant eloquence of the pleader to be-
lieve Cushel a hardencd criminal, some few still seemed to cling to Lis side,
and bent their cyes towards the dock with looks of sympathy and comfort.
And oh! how little know they, whose cyes are beaming with the bright
spark that warms their gencrous hearts, what loadstars are they to him who
stands alone, forsaken, and accused in the criminal dock! What u resting-
place does the weary and tired soul feel that glance of kindly meaning!
How does it speak to his bruised and wounded spivil of hope and charity !
‘What energy will it impart to the fust-failing courage ! what self-respect and
self-reliance to Lim who, a few momenis back, was sinking bencath the
abascment of despair !

Such was the effect now produced upon Roland Cashel. The array of
circumstances, so formidably marshalled by his accuser, had completely
overwhelmed him; the consciousness of innocence failed to support him
agaiust the fecling which he saw spreading like a mist’ around him, Against
the accusalion—against its fearful penalty—his own stout heart could sus-
tain him ; but how bear up against the contempt and the abhorrence of
his fellow-men! Under the crushing weight of this shame he was sinking
fast, when a stray glance—a chance expression of interest, like sunlight
piercing & dark cloud—gave pro;-dse that all was not lost. He felt ihat
there were yet some who wished to believe him guiltless, and that all sym-
pathy for him had not yet died out.

“Does the prisoner desirc o avail himself of the privilege he possesses to
call witnesses {o character P’ asked the Judge.

“No, my Lord,” said Caslel, firmly, but respectfully. “Since my ao-
cession to fortune, my life has been passed for the most part in what is called
the ¢fashionable world;” and, from what I have seen of it, the society does
not secm rich in those persons whose commendations, were they to give
them, would weigh heavily with your Lordship. Besides, they could say
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little to my praise, which the learned counsel has not already said to my dis-
paragement—ihat I had the command of wealth, and squandered it without
taste and without credit.”

Few and insigmficant as were these words, the easy and fearless mode of
their delivery, the manly cnergy of him who spoke them, seemed to pro-
duce a most, favourable impression throughout the Court, which as rapidly
reacted upon Cashel; for now the embers of hope were fanned, and already
glowed into a slight “Bicker.

¢ The prisoner having waived his pnvxlefrc, my Lord,” said the Aitorney-
General, “I beg to obscrve that the case is now closed.”

“Is it too late, then, my Lord, for me to address a few words to the
Jury ?” asked Roland, calmly.

“ What say you, Mr. Attorney-General ?”” asked ihe Judge.

“Your Lordship knows far better than I, thai to address the Court at
this slage of the proceedings, would be to concede the right of reply—and,
in fact, of speaking twice; since the prisoner’s not having availed himself of
the fitting occasion to comment on the evidence, gives him not the slightest
pretension to usurp another one.”

“ Buch is the law of the case,” said the Judge, solemnly.

T have nothing to obscrve against it, my Lord,” said Cashel. “If I
have not availed mysclf of the privilege accorded to men placed as I am, 1
must only submit to the penalty my pride has hrought upon me—for it was
pride, my Lord. Since that, however, another, and I hope a higher pride
has animated me, {o vindicate my character and my fawe; so that, ab some
future day—a long fature it may be—when the truc facts of this dark
mystery shall be brought to light, a more cautious spirit will pervade men’s
minds as to the guilt of him assailed by eircumstantial evidence. It might
be, my Lord, that all 1 could adduce in my own behalf would weigh little
against the weight of accusations, which even to myself appear terribly con-
sistent, I know, for I feel, how hard it would be to accept the cold uu-
supported narrative of a prisoner, in which many passages might occur of
douhtful probability, some of cven less credit, and some again of an obscurity
to which even he himsclf could not afford the clue; and yet, with all these
difficulties, enhanced tenfold by my little knowledge of the forms of a Court,
and my slender capacity, I regret, my Lord, that I am unable to address the
few words I had intended to the Jury—less, believe me, to avert the ship-
wreck that awaits mysclf, than to be a beacox to some other who may be as
solitary and unfriended as I am.”

These words, delivered with much fecling, but in a spirit of calm deter-
mination, secmed to thrill through the entire assemblage; and even the
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scnior Judge stopped to confer for some minutes with his brother on the
bench, in evident hesitation what course to adopt. At length he said,

“ Iowevcr we may regret the course you have followed in thus depriving
yoursclf of ;that legitimate defence the constitution of our country pro-
vides, we see no sufficient reason to deviate from the common order of pro-
cecding in like cascs. I will now, therefore, address the Jury, who have
already heard your words, and will accord them any consideration they may
merit.”

It may be, my Lord,” said Cashel, “that evidence so strongly imbued
with probability may induce the gentlemen in that box io helieve me
guilty ; in which case, I understand, your Lordship would address to me
the formal question, “If I had anything 1o say why sentence of death should
not be passed upon me.” Now, if T am rightly informed, any obscrvations
of & prisoner at such a moment are rcgarded rather in the light of petitions
for mercy, than as explanations or corrections of falschood. T have, there-
fore, only now {o say, that, whatever decision you may come to, the Court
shall not he troubled further with interference of mine.”

The Judge bowed slightly, as if in r2ply to this, and began his charge ;
but the Forcman of the Jury, leaning forward, said that his fellow-jurors
had desired him to ask, as a favour to themsclves, that ihe prisoner might
be heard. A short conference ensued between ihe Bench and the Crown
Counsel, which énded by the permission being accorded ; and now Cashel
rosc to address the Court.

«T will not,” said he, “abuse the time of this Court by any irrclevant
matter, nor will I advert {o a single circumstance forcign to the substance
of the charge against me. I purpose simply to give a narrative of the last
day T passed with my poor friend, and to leave on record this detail as the
solemn protestation of innocence of onc who has too little to live for to fear
death.”

‘With this brief preface he began a regular history of that eveniful day,
from the howr he bad started from Tubbermore in company with Mr.
Keunyfeck. ‘

The reader is alrcady familiar with every step and circumstance of that
period, so that it is not necessary we should weary him by any recapitula-
tion; enough if we say that Cashel proceeded, with a minuteness devoid of
all prolixity, to mention each fact as it occurred, commenting as he went
on upon the cvidence already given, and explaining its import without im-
puguning its trath. Juries are ever disposed to listen favourably to a,
speaker who brings to his aid no other allics than ciudour aud frankness,
and who, without pretensions to legal acutencss, narrates facks with clear
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and distinctive precision, Leaving him, therefore, still speaking, and by
the irresistible force of truth gradually winning upon his hearers, let us
quit the Court for a brief time, and passing through the crowded space be-
fore the doors, traverse the town, densely tHronged by curious and eager
visitors. 'We do not mean to linger with them, nor overhear the comments
they passed upon the cventful scene beside them: our business is about a
mile off, ‘at a small public-house at a short distance from the road-side,
usually frequented by cattle-dealers and the customers at the weekly
markets. Here, in o meanly-furnished room, where, for it was now cven-
ing, a common dip candle shed its lugubrious ycllow light upon ‘the rude
appliances of vulgar life, sat a man, whose eager cxpectancy was marked in
every line of his figure. Every now and then he would arise from his
chair, and, screening the candle from the wind, open the window to look
out.

The night was dark and gusty : drifting rain beat at intervals against
the glass, and seemed the forerunner of a greater storm. The individual
we have spoken of did not seem to carc for, if he even noticed, the incle-
mency ; he brushed the wet from his bushy beard and moustaches with in-
difference, and hent his ear to listen {o the sounds upon the road in deepest
carnestness. At last the sound of horses’ feet and wheels was heard
rapidly approaching, and a car drove up to the door, from which a man,
wrapped up in a loose fricze coat, descended, and quickly mounted the
stairs.  As he reached the landing, the door of the room was {hrown wide,
and the other man, in a low, but dislinct voice, said, ¢ Well, what ncws P

“ All right,” said he of the frieze coat, as, throwing off the wet garment,
he discovered the person of Mr. Clare Jones. “ Nothing could possibly go
betier; my cross-cxamination clinched Keane’s evidence complelely, and no
Jury could get over it.”

«J almost wish you had let him alone,” said the other, grufily, and in
cvident discontent; I forcsee that the sympathy the scoundrel allecied will
he troublesome to us yet.”

“T have no fears on that head,” repled the other, conﬁdently “The
facts are there, and Crankle’s speech to evidence npped him up in a terrific
manner.”

“Did he allude to the Spanish girl #**

“He did, and with great effect.”

«¢ And the Kilgoff affair—did he bring ¢ My Lady’ up for judgment ?

“No. The Attomey-General positively forbade all allusion to that busi-
ness.”

“Ob, indeed !” said the other, with a szwztgeD sneer, ¢ ¢ The Court’ was
too sacred for such profanation.”
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T think he was right, too,” said Jones. “The statement could never
have been brought to bear upon the case hefore the Court. It would have
been a mere episode outside of the general history, and just as likely impress
the Jury with the opinion that all the charges were trumped up to gain a
conviction in any way.”

The other paused, and seemed to reflect for some minutes, when he said,
““Well, and what are they at now ?”

“When I left, the Court had just refused Cashel’s demand to address the
Jury. The Chicf Baron had ruled against him, and, of course, the chargeis
now being pronounced. As I knew how this must run, I took the opportunity
of coming over here to see you.”

My name was hut once mentioned, you tell me,” said the other, in an
abrupt mauner.

“It was statcd that you were dangerously ill, without hope of recovery,”
said Jones, faltering, and with evident awkwardness.

“ And not alluded to again? asked the other, whom there is no need of
calling Mr. Linton.

“Yes, onco—passingly,” said Jones, still faltering.

“Ilow do you mean, passingly * asked Linton, in anger.

“The Crown Lawyers brought forward ihat note of yours from Ennis-
more.”

Linton dashed his closed fist against the lable, and uitered a horrible and
blasphemous oath.

“ Some bungling of yours, I’ll be sworn, bronght this about,” said he,
savagely; © some picee of that adroit chicanery that always recoils upon its
projector.”

1’11 not endure this language, Sir,” said Jones. “I have done more to
serve you than any man would have stooped to in my profession. Unsay
these words.”” }

“I do unsay them—I ask pardon for them, my dear Jones. I never
meant them seriously,” said Linton, in that fawning fone he could so well
assume.  * You ought to know mgq better than to 1th that £, who have
sworn solemnly to make your fmfunc, could entertain such an opinion
of you. Tell me now of this. Did Cashel say anything as the note was
read P o

“« Not a syllable.”

¢ How did he look ?”

« He smiled slightly.”

¢ Ah, he smiled!” said Linton, growing pale; “he smiled! He can do
that when he is most determined.”

“What avails all his determination now? No narrative of his can
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shake the testimony which the cross-examinalion has confirmed. It
was a masterstroke of yours, Mr. Linton, to think of supplying him with
counsel.”

Linton smiled superciliously, as though he was accustomed to higher
flights of treachery than this, * So then,” said he, at length, ““you say the
case is strong against him P

It could scarcely be stronger

“ And the feeling—how is the fecling of thc Court

“Variable, I should say; in the galleries, and among the fashionably-
dressed part of the assemblage, inclined somewhat in his favour.”

“How? Did not the charge of attempled bigamy tell against him with
his fair allics ?”

“ Not so much as I had hoped.”

“Whal creatures women are !” said Linton, holding up bis hands. ““And
how are they betting? What says Frobisher P

“He affeets to think it no case for odds; he says there’s a litile fellow in
the Jury-box never was known to say * Guilty.” ”

“A scheme to win money—a stale trick, my Lord Charles !”” muttered
Linton, contcmptuously; “but I've no objection to hedge a little, for all
that.”

T must be going,” said Jones, looking at his watch; “the charge will
soou be over, and 1 must look to the proceedings.”

« Will they be long in deliberation, think you ?”” asked Lintou.

«T suspecl not ; they arc all weary and tired. It is now ten o’clock.”

« I thought it later,” said Linton, thoughtfully; “time lags heavily with
bim whoe mind is in cxpeetancy. Hark! there is some one below talking
of the triall” He opened the door to listen. “ What says he

¢ I{e speaks of Cashel as still addressing the Court.  Can {hey have con-
sented to hear him after all ?

A fearful curse broke from Linton, and he closed the door noisclessly.

«See to this, J ones; se to it speedily. My mind misgives mc that some-
thing will go wrong.”

“You say that you know him thomughly, and that he never would —"

“No, no,” broke in Linton, passionately; “he’ll net break one titlle of
his word, even to save his life! When he promised me that ali should be
sceret between us, he made no reservations, and you’ll see that he’ll not
avail himself of such privilegcs now. I do koow lim thoroughly.”

¢ Then what, or whence, is your fcar >’

Linton made no other answer than a gesture of his hn.ud, implying some
vague and indistinet dread. “But go,” said ¢he, “and go quickly. You
ougM never to have left the -Court. Ilad you remained, perhaps this
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might have been prevented. If all goes right, you’)l be here by daybreak
at furthest, and Keanc along with you. Take care of that, Jones; don’t
lose sight of him, If—if—we are unfortunate——and do yéu think such
possible

“ Everything is possible with a Jury.”

“True,” said he, thoughtfully; it is an issue we should ncver have left
it to. But away; Lasten back. Great Heaven! only to think how much
hangs upon the next half hour I

“To’ Cashel, you mean #* said Jones, as he prepared himself for the
road. .

“No; I mean to me. I doknow him thoroughly; and well I know the
earth would be too narrow to live upon, were that man once more free and
at liberty.”

In his eagerness for Jones’s departure, he almost pushed him from the
room; and then, when he had closed and locked the door again, he sat down
beside the low flickering firc, and as the fitful light played npon his features,
all the appliances of disguise he wore could not hide the terrible ravages
that long corroding anxicty had made in him. Far morc did he resemble
the arraigned eriminal than he who now stood in the dock, and with a cheek
blanched only by imprisonment, waited calm, collected, and creet—¢ Equal
to either fortune.”

Linton had often felt all the terrible suspense which makes the Paradise
or the Hell of the gambler : he had known what it was to have his whole
fortunc on the issuc, at a moment when the rushing mob of horsemen and
foot concealed the winning horse from view, and mingled in their mad checrs
the names of thosc whose victory had been his ruin and disgrace. He had
watched the rolling dic, on whose surface, as it turned, alPhe owned in the
world was staked ; he had sat guzing on the unturned ¢ard, on which his
destiny was already written;—and yet all these moments of agonising suspense
were as nothing compared to that he now suffered, as he sat with bent-down
head trying to catch ihe sounds which from time to iime the wind bore
along from the town.

As if 1o fecd his mind with hope, he would recapitulate to himself all the
weighty and damnatory details which environed Cashel, and which, by their
singular consistency and coherence, secmed irrefutable. He would even
reckon them upon his fingers, 18 “so many chances against him.” He
would try to imagine himsclf one of the Jury, listening to the evidence and
the charge; and asked himsclf “were it possible to reject such proofs
He pxcturod to his mind Cashel addressing the Court with all that rash and
impctuous cloquence so charheteristic of him, and which, to more trained
and sober iempers, would indicate a naturc little subject to the cold dis-

VOL. II. b
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cipline of restraint ; and from all these speculative dreams he would start
suddenly up, to lean out of the window and listen, Other thoughts, too,
would cross his mind, scarcely less distracting. What would become of
himsclf should Cashel escapc 7 Whither should he retire?  If, at one mo-
ment, he half resolved to *stand his ground” in the world, and trust to his
consummate skill in sceret calumny io ruin him, another reflection showed
that Cashel would not play out the game on these couditions. A ducl, in
which one at least must fall, would be inevitable ; aud although this was an
ordeal he had braved oftencr than most men, he had no courage to darc it
now. Through all this tangled web of harassing hope and fear, regrets deep
and poignant entered, that he had not worked his ruin by slower and safer
steps. I might have been both Judge and Jury—ay, and Exccutioner,
t0o,” muttered he, “had I been patient.” And here he gave a low, sar-
donic laugh. “ When the hour of confiscation came, I might have played
the Crown’s part also.” Bul so is it : there is no halting in the downward
course of wickedness; the very pleadings of sell-intcrest cannot save men
from the commission of Crimes, by which they are to hide Follies.

The slow hours of the night dragged heavily on; the fire had gone out,
and the candle too=—unnoticed, and Linton sat in thc dark, brooding over
his gloomy thoughts. At one moment he would start up, and wonder if the
whole were not a errible dream—the nighimare of his own imagination ;
and it was only after an cflort he remembercd where he was, and with what
object. He could not sce his watch to tell the hour, but he knew it must
be late, since the firc;had long since died out, and the room was cold and
chill. The agony of expeetation beeawe at Jast too great to endure ; he felt
his way to the door and passed out, and groping down the narrow stair,
reached the outer door, and the road.

All was dark and loncly ; not a sound of horseman or foot-iraveller broke
the dreary stillness of the hour, as Linton, urged on by an impulse he could
not restrain, took his way towards the town. The distance was scarcely
above a mile, but Lis progress was slow, for the road was wet and slippery,
and the darkness very great. At last h. reached the long stragglmg suburh,
with its interminable streels of wretched hovels; but even here none were
yet astir, and not a light was seen to glimmer. To this succeeded the nar-
row strects of the town itsclf—where, at long intervals, a dusky yellow Laze
glimmered by way of lamplight. Stopping bencath one of these, Linton
examined his watch, and found that it was near five o’clock. The lateness
of the hour, and the unbroken stillness on every side, half induced him {0
believe that “all was over,” and Cashel’s fate sealed for good or evil; but
then Jones would have hastened back to bring the tidings! There could
not be & doubt on this head. Urged onward to greater speed by emotions
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which now were scarcely supportable, he traversed sireet after strect in
frantic haste; when suddenly, on {urning a corner, he came in front of a
large building, from whose windows, dimmed by stcam, a great blaze of
light issued, and fcll in long columns upon the *Square® in fromt. A
dense, dark mass of human figures crowded the wide doorway, but they
were silent and motionless all.  'Within the Court, too, the stilluess was
unbroken ; for as Linton lisicned he could now hear a cough, which re-
sounded throuvh the building.

“The Jury are in dehborzmon,” thought he, and sat down upon the step
of a door, his eyes riveted upon the Court-house, and his heart beating so
that he,could count its strokes. Not fur from him, as he sat there, scarcely
a hundred paces off, within the building, there sat another man, waiting
with a high throbbing heart for that word to be uttered, which should either
open the door of his prison, or close that of the grave upon him for ever.
The moments of cxpeetancy were terrible to both! they were life-long
agonies distilled lo seconds; and he who could live through their pains
must come forth from the {rial o changed man for ever after.

CHAPTER XXX.

Tree to go forth once more, but oh!
How changed! IIAROLD.

A smieur movement in the crowd near the door—a kind of waving
motion like the quiet surging of the sea—scemed to indicate some commo-
tion within the Court; and although Linton saw this, and judged it rightly
as ihe evideyee of something eventfu) aboul to happen, he sab still to await
the result with the dogged firmness uth which he would have awaited death
itsclf.

As we arc less interested spectalors of the scene, let us press our way
through the tired and cxhausted rrowd that fill the body of the building.
And now we stand beneath the gullery, and immediately behind a group of
about half a dozen, whose drc:.b and demeanour at once proclaim them of
the world of fashion. These arc Lord Charles Frobisher and his {riends,
who, with memoraudum-books and timepicces before them, sit in eager
anxiety, for they have wagers on everything: on the verdiet—how the

~Judge will charge—if the prisoner will confess—if he will attempt a
B2
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defence ; and even the length of time the Jury will sit in dehbcratlon, is the
subject of a bet !

This anxiety was now at its climax, for, dircctly in front of them, a small
door had just opened, and & crowd of men entcred, and took their scats in
the gallery.

Their grave countenances, marked by watching and eager discussion, at
once proclaimed that they were the Jury.

There was a low murmur heard throughout the Court as they took their
seats; and instinctivcly many an eye was turned towards the dock, to watch
how Ze bore himself in that trying moment. With a steady gaze fixed upon
the spot from which his doom was to be spoken, he stood crect, with arms
folded and his head high. He was deathly pale ; but not a trace of anything
like fear in the calm lineaments of his manly fealures.

““The Jury seem very grave,” whispered Upton to Frobisher.

“I wish that stupid old Judge would bestir himself,” replied Lord
Charles, looking at his watch; it wants four minutes to five: he’ll scarcely
be in Court before it strikes, and I shall losc a pony through it.”

“ Here he comes !—here he comes !’ said another ; and the Chicf Baron
entered the Court, his face betraying that he had been aroused from sleep.

 Are you agreed, Gentlemen of the Jury P asked the Judge, in a low voice.

“Not perfectly, my Lord,” said the Foreman. “We want your Lord-
ship to decide a point for us; which is—If we should be of opinion that
any grave provocation led to the death of Kennyfeck, whether our verdiet
could be modified, and our finding be, in conscquence, for manslaughter, and
not murder #

“ The indictment,” said the Judge, *does not give you that option. It is
framed without any' count for the minor offence. I ought, perhaps, also to
obscrve, that nothing has transpired in the evidence given here, this day, to
warrant the impression you seem inclined to entertain. Your verdiet must
be one of Guilty or Not Guilty.”

“We are of opinion, my Lord,” said a Juryman, ““that great latitude in
the expression of temper should be donceded to a young man reared and

- educated as the prisoner has been.”

“These sentiments, honourable to you as theg are, cannot be indulged af
the expense of justice, however they may find a fitting place in a recom-
mendation to mercy; and even this mugt be accompanied by something
morc than sympathies.”

“Well said, old boy I muttered Frobisher to himself. “My odds are
looking up again.”

“In that case, my Lord, we must rctire again,’ * said the Foreman ; and
the Jury once more quitted the Court, whose occupants at once resumed all
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the lounging attitudes from which the late scenc had aroused them. Ex-
haustion, indeed, had overcome all save the prisoner himnself, who paced the
narrow limits of the dock with slow and noiseless steps, raising Lis head at
intervals, to watch the gallery where the Jury were to appear.

In less than half an hour the creaking of a door awoke the drowsy
Court, and the Jury were seen re-entering the box. They continued to talk
among each other as they took their seats, and seemed like men still under
ihe influence of warm discussion.

“Not agreed I’ muttcred Frobisher, looking at his book. *1 stand to
win, even on that.”

To the formal question of the Court, the Foreman for an instant made no
reply, for he was still in eager conversation with another Juror.

“ How say you, Gentlemen of the Jury? Are you agreed ?”

“We are, my Lord,” said the Forcman; *that is to say, some of the
Jury have conceded to the rest for the sake of a verdict.”

“This does not seem to me like agrecement,” interposed the Judge. “If
you be not of the same mind, it will be your duty to retire once morc, and
strive by the use of argument and reason to bring the minority to your
opinion; or in failure of such result, to avow that you arc not like-
minded.” :

“We lave done all that is possible in that respect, my Lord ; and we beg
you will receive our verdict.” :

“If it be your verdict, Gentlemen,” said the Judge, I desire nothing
more.”

“We say, Not Guilly, my Lord,” said the Foreman.

There was a solemn pause followed the words, and then a low murmur
arose, which gradually swelled till it burst forth into a very clamour, that
only the grave rebuke of the Bench reduced to the wonted decorum of a
Court of Justice.

I am never disposed, Gentlemen of the Jury, to infringe upou the sacred
prerogative which environs your office. You are respounsible to God and
your own conseiences for the words you have uttered here, this day; but
my duty requires that I should be shtisfied that you have come to your con-
clasion hy a duc understanding of the facts laid beforc you in evidence, by
just aud natural infercnc from those facts, and by weighing well and dis-
passionately all that you have heard, here, to the uiter exclusion of any-
thing you may have listened tc outside of this Court. Is your verdiet in
accordance with these conditions ?”

« So far, my Lord, as the mysterious circumstances of this crime admit,
1 believe it is. We say ¢ Not Guilty,” from a firm conviction on our minds
that we are saying the truth.”
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“ Enough,” said the Judge, “ Clerk, record the Verdiet.”- Then turn-
ing to the dock, towards which every eyc was now bent, he continued:
“Roland Cashel, a jury of your countrymen, solemnly sworn {o try you on
the charge of murder, have this day pronounced you ¢ Not Guilty” You
go, thercfore, free from this dock, to resume that station you occupied in
society, without stain upon your character or blemish upon your fame.
The sworn verdiet we have recorded obliterates the accusation. Bud, for
the sake of justice, for the interests of ihe glorious prerogative we possess
in Trial by Jury, for the sacred cause of Truth itself, I implore you, before
quitting this Court, to unravel the thread of this dark mystery, so far as in
you lies—to fill up those blanks in the narrative you have already glven us
—to confirm, 1o the extent in your power, the justice of that sentence by
which you are restored once more to the society of your friends and family.
This, I say, is now your duty; and the cxample you will give, in perform-
ing it, will reflect credit mpon yourself, and do service to the causc of truth,
when you, and I, and those around us, shall be no more.”

It was with sironger show of emotion than Cashel had yet displayed that
he leancd over the dock, and said :

“My Lord, when life, and soricthing more than life, were in peril, T
deemed 1t right to rescrve certain details from ihe notoricty of this Court.
1 did so, not to involve any other in the suspicion of this guilt, whose
author I know nol. I did not do so from any caprice, still less from that
misanthropic affectation the Counscl was ungenerous enough to ascribe to
me. I belicve that T had good and suflicient reasons for the course I
adopted. T still {hink I have such. As to the rest, the discovery of this
guilt is now become the duly of my life—X owe it to those whose words
have set me free, and I pledge myself to the duty.”

The Bench now conferrcd with the Crown Lawyers as to the proceedings
necessary for the discharge of the prisoner; and already the crowds, wearied
and cxhausted, began to withdraw. The interest of the sccne was over;
and in the various expressions of those that passed might be read the fecl-
ings with which they rcgarded the result. Many reprobated thi verdiet as
against law and all the facts ; some attrtbuted the “finding” to the foree of
caprice; others even hinted the baser motive, that they didn’t like “to
hang a man who spent his income at home;” afl others, again, surmised
that bribery might have had something to do with it.” Few believed in
Cashel’s innocence of the crime; and evea they said nothing, for their
convictions were more those of impulse than reason.

““Who could have thought it !” muttered Upton, as, with a knot of others,
he stood waiting for the crowd to pass out.
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Trobisher shrugged Lis shoulders, and went on iotting & line of figures
in his memorandum-hook. '

“Better off than I thought!” said he to Limself; “seven to five taken
that he would not plead—eight to three, that he would not call Linton.
Long odds upon time won: lost by verdict four hundred and fifty. Well,
it miglt have been worse; and I’ve got a lesson—ncver o trust a Jury.”

T say, Charley,” whispered Upton, “what are you going to do®”

“How do you mcan ??

“Will you go up and speak to him >’ said he, with a motion of his head
towards the dock.

Frobisher’s sallow cheek grew scarlet. Lost and dead to every sense of
honoutable feeling for many a day, the well had not aliogether dried up,
and it was with a look of cutting insolence he said : i

«No, Sir; if I did not stand by him hefore, Tl not be the hound to
crawl to his feet now.”

«By Jove! I don’t sce the thing in that light. He’s all right now, and
there’s no reason why we shouldo’t know him as we used to do.”

“Arc you so certain that he will know yox?” was Frobisher's sharp
reply as he tarned away. ‘

_Thc vast moving ihrong pressed forward, and now all were specdily com-
mingled—spectators, lawyers, jurors, witnesses. The spectacle was over,
and the empty Court stootl silent and noiscless, where a few moments back
Luman hopes and passions Lad surged like the waves of a sea.

The great space in front of the Court-house, filled for a few moments by
the depariing crowd, grew specdily silent and empty—for day had not yet
broken, and all were hastening homeward to scek repose. One figure aloue
was scen to stand in that spot, and then move slowly, and to all seeming
irresolutely, onward. 1t was Cashel himsclf, who, undecided whither to
turn, walked listlessly and carclessly on.

As he twned ile corner of a strect, a jaunting-car, around which some
travellers stood, stopped the way, apd he heard the words of the driver :

“ There’s another place to spare.” ’

“ Where for ?” asked Cashel.

<« Limerick, Sir,” said the man.

« Drive on, b—t yo#,” cried a deep voice from the other side of the
vehicle; and the fellow’s whip deseended with a heavy slash, and the heast
struck out into a gallop, and spcedily was out of sight.

«Didw’t you scc who it was ” muttered the speaker to the man beside
him.
€ NO-”
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« It was Cashel himself—I knew him at once ; and I tell you, Jones, he
would have known me, oo, for all tlis disguise, when a gleam of day came
1o shine.” .

As for Cashel, he stood gazing affer the departing vehicle, with a strange
chaos of thought working within, * A I then infamous P’ said he at last,
“¢ that these men will not travel in my company. Is il to this the mere ac-
cusation of crime has brought me!” And, slight as the incident was, it
told upon him as some acrid substance would irritate and corrode an open
wound—festering the tender surface.

¢ Better thus dreaded than the ¢ Dupe’ I have heen!” said he, boldly, and
entered the inn, where now the preparations for the coming day had begun.
He ordered his breakfast, and post-horses for Killaloe, resolved to see Tub-
bermore once again, erc he left it for ever.

It was a bright morning in the early spring as Cashel drove through the
wide-spreading park of rubbermore.  Dewdrops spangled the grass, amid
which crocus and daffodil flowers were scaliered. The trees were topped
with fresh buds; the birds were chirping and twittering on the branches ;
the noiscless river, too, flowed past, its circling cddies looking like blossoms
on the stream. All was joyous and redole nt of promwc, save him whose
humbled spivit beheld in cverything avound him the signs of self-reproach.

“These,” thought he, * were the rich gifts of fortune that I have squan-
dered! This was the paradisc I have laid waste! Mecre, where I might
have lived happy, honoured, and respected, I scc myself wretched and
shunned! The defeats we meet with in hardy and hazardous enterprise
arc softencd down by having dared danger fearlessly—by baving combated
manful]y with the enemy. Bul what solace is there for him whosc reverses
spring {rom childlike weakness and imbecility—whose life becomes the play-
thing of parasites and flatterers! Could I ever have thought I would become
this® What should I once have said of him who would have prophesied
me such as I now am ?”

These gloomy reveries grew deeper and darker as he wandered from place
to place, and marked the stealihy glances and timid reverences of the pea-
sants as they passed him. It is ohly the Jury Lave called me ¢Not
Guilty,”” said he to himself; “the world has pronounced another verdict.
I have come from that dock as one might have risen from an unhonoured
grave, to be looked on with fear and sorrow. Be it s0; mine must be a
loncly existence.” .

Every room he entered recalled some scene of his past life. " Here was
the spacious hall, where, in all the excesses of the banquet, laughter bad rung
and wit had sparkled, loud toasts were proffered, and high-spirited mirth
had once held sway. Ierc was the draping-room, where grace and female



ROLAND CASHEL. © 249

loveliness werc blended, mingling their odours like flowers in a * bouquet.”
Here, the litlle chamber he had often sought to visit Lady Kilgoff, and
passed those hours of “sweet converse” wherein his whole nature became
changed, and his rude spirit softcned by the tender influences of a woman’s
mind. Here was his own favourite room—the spot fron whieh, in many an
hour snatched from the cares of host, he had watched the wide-flowing
river, and thought of the current of his own life, mingling with his reveries
many a high hope and many a glorious promise. And now the wholc scene
was changed. The mirth, the langhter, the guests, the hopes, were fled,
‘and he;stood alone in those silent lw,lls, that never again were to ccho with
the, glad voice of pleasure.

The chief object of his return to Tubbermore was to regain possession of
that document which le had conccaled in the cleft of a beech-tree, before
scaling the approach to the window. He found the spot without difficulty,
and soon possessed himself of the paper, the ®ontents of which, however,
from being conveyed in a character he was not familiar with, he could not
master. .

He next proceeded to the gate-lodge, desirous to see Keane, and make
some arrangement for his futurc support beforc he should leave Tubber-
more. The man, however, was absent; his wife, whose manner betrayed
considerable emotion, said that her husband had returned in company with
another, who remained without, while he lastily packed a few articles of
clothing in a bundle, and then left the house, whither to she knew not.

Roland’s last visit was to Tiernay’s house; but he, {00, was from home.
He had accompanied Corrigan to Dublin, intending to take leave of him
therc; but a fow hurried lines told that he had resolved to proceed further
with lus friends, and darkly hinting that his return to the village was more
than doubtful.

Wherever Cashel turned, desertion and desolation met him; and the
cutling question that ever recurred to his mind was, “Is this sy doing ?
Are these the consequences of my fko ?* The looks of the villagers
sccmed’ 1o tally with the accusalion, as in cold respect they touched their
hats as he passed, but never spoke: “not one said God bless him.”

He {wice set cut lor the cottage, and twice turned back—his over-full
heart almost choked with cmotion. The very path'that led thither re-
minded him too fully of the past, and he turned from it info the wood, to
wander about for hours lon, lost in thought.

He sought and found relief in planning out something for his future life.
The discovery of the murderer—the clearing up of the terrible mystery that
involved that erime—had become a duty, and he resolved to apply himself
to it steadily and determinedly. His unacquitted debt of vengeance on
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Linton, too, was not forgotten. These accomplished, he resolved again to
betake himself to the “new world beyond seas.” Wealth had become dis-
tasteful to him: it was associaled with all that lowered and humiliated him.
He felt that with poverty his manly reliance, his courageous daring to con-
front danger, would return—that once morc upon the wild prairic, or the
blue waters of the Pacific, he would grow young of heart and high in spirit,
forgetting the puerile follies into which a life of aflucnce had led him.
“ Would that I could belicve it all a dream!” thought he. “ Would that
this whole year were hut a vision, and that I could go back to wlmt I once
was, even as ‘the Buccaneer’ they called me 1

His last hours in Tubbermore were spent in arrangements that showed
he never intended to return there. His houschold was all discharged—his
equipages and horses despatched to the capital to be sold—his books, his
plate, and all that was valuable in furniture, were ordered to be packed up
and transmitted to Dublin. Heelt a kind of malicious pleasure in crasing
and cffacing, as it were, every trace of the last fow months.

« T will leave it,” muttered he, ““to become the wreck I found it—would
that T could be what I was ere I knew it!”

The following day he left Tubbermore for cver, and sct out for Dublin,

CHAPTER XXXI.

And, with a slenth-hound’s scent,
Smells blood afar!

Ir was nightfall whenh Roland Cashel cntered Dublin. The stir and
movement of the day were over, and thafbricf interval which separles the
life of business from that of pleasurc had succeeded. Few were stirring in
the strects, and they were hastening to the dinncr-parties, whose hour had
now arrived. It was little more tha.n a year since Cashel had entered that
same capital, and what a change had come over him within that period!
Then, he was buoyant in all the enjoyment of yvuth, health, and affluence ;
now, although still young, sorrow and care had worn him into premature
age. His native frankness had become distrust; his gencrous reliance on
the worl’s good faith had changed into a cold aﬂﬂ cautious reserve which
made him detestable to himself.
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Although he passed several of his former aequaintance without being re-
cognised, he could not persuade himself but that their avoidance of him was
intentional, and he thought he saw a purpose-like insolence in the pressing
cntreatics with which the newsvendors persecuied him to buy “ The Full
and True Report of the Trial of Roland Cashel for Murder.”

And thus it was that he whosc fastidious modesty had shrunk from every-
thing like the notoriely of fashion, now saw himself cxposcd to that more
terrible ordeal, the notoriety of crime. The consciousness of innocence
could not harden him against the poignant suffering the late exposure had
inflicted. Tlis whole life laid bare! Not even to gratify the morbid
curjosity of gossips; not to amuse the languid listlessness of a world de-
voured by its own ennui; but far worse! To furnish motives for an im-
puted crime! To give the clue to a murder! In the bitterness of his torn
heart, he asked himself—¢“Have I deserved all this P—Is this the just re-
quital for my conduct towards others ? Mave the hospitality I have ex-
tended, the gencrous assistance T have proflered—have the thousand extra-
vagances I have committed to gratify others—no other fruits than these £
Alas! the answer of his enlightened jutelligence could no longer blind him
by its flaiteries. He recognised at last, that to his abuse of forlunc were
owing all his reverses; that the capricious extravagance of the rich man—
his misplaced generosity, his pompous display—can create encmics far more
dangcrous than all the straits and appliances of rchellious poverty; that
the tie of an obligation which can ennoble a generous nature, may, in a bad
heart, develop the very darkest clements of iniquity; and that he who
refuses to be hound by gratitude is enslaved by hate!

He stopped for an instant before Kennyfeck’s house ; the closed shutters
and close-drawn blinds bespoke it still the abode of mourning. He passed
the residence of the Kilgoffs, and there, the grass-grown steps and rusted
knocker spoke of absence. They had lefl the country. He uext came to
his own mansion—ihat spacious building which, at the same hour, was
wont to be brilliant with wax-lights and besieged by fast-arriving gucsts,
where {he throng of carriages préssed forward in eager haste, and where, as
each step desceuded, some form *or figurc moved by, great in fame or more
illustrious still by beauty. Now, all was dark, gloomy, and deserted. A
single gleam of light issued from the kitchen, “hxch was speedily removed
as Roland knocked a the door.

The female scrvant who upened the door nearly dropped the candle as
she recognised the features of her master, who, without speaking, passed,
on, and, without even removing his hat, entered the library. Profuse in
apologics for the disorder’ of the furniture, and excuses for the absence of
the other servants, she followed him into the room, and stood, half in
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shame and half in terror, gazing at the wan and worn countenance of him
she remembered the very ideal of health and youth.

“If we only knew your honour was coming home to-night——"

“I did not know it myself, good woman, at this hour yesterday. Let
me have something to eat~-well, a crust of bread and a glass of wine—
there’s surely so much in the house ?”

“I can give your honour some bread, but all the wine is packed up and
gone.”

“Gone! whither, and by whose order P’ said Roland, calmly.

“Mr. Phillis, Sir, seut it off about ten days ago, with the plate, and I
hear both are off to America !”

*“The bread alone, then, with a glass of water, will do,” said he, without
any emotion or the least evidence of surprise in his manner.

“The fare smacks of the prison still,” said Roland, as he sat at his
humble meal; “and truly the house itself is almost as gloomy.”

The aspect of everything was sad and depressing. Neglect and disorder
pervaded wherever he turned his steps. In some of the rooms the remains
of past orgies still littered the tables. Smashed vases of rare porcelain,
broken mirrors,” torn pictures—all the work, in fact, which ruffian intem-
perance in its most savage mood accomplishes—told who were they who re-
placed his fashionable society ; while, as if o show the unfeeling spirit of
the revellers, several of the pasquinades against himself, the libellous calum-
nies of the low press, the disgusting caricatures of infamous prints, were
scattered about amid the wrecks of the debauch.

Roland saw these things with sorrow, bul without anger. “I must have
fallen low indeed,” muttered he, “ when it is by such men I am judged.”

In the room which once had been his study a great pile of unsettled
bills covered the table, the greater number of which he remembered to
have given the money for; there were no letters, however, nor even one
card of an acquaintance, so that, save to his creditors, his very existence
seemed to be forgotten.

‘Wearied of his sad pilgrimage from rooth to room, he sat down,ai last in
a small boudoir, which it had been his caprice once to adorn with the por-
traits of ““his fricnds I”* sketclied by a fashionable artist. There they were,
all smiling blandly, as he left them. What a commentary on their desertion
of him were the looks so full of benevolence and affection! There was
Frobisher, lounging in all the ease of fashionabie indifference, but still with
a smile upon his languid features. There was Upton, the very picture of
straightforward good feeling and frankness. There was Jennings, all beam-
ing with generosity ; and Linton, too, occupying the chief place, seemed to
stare with the very expression of resolute attachment that so often had im-
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posed on Cashel, and made him think him a most devoted, but perhaps an
indiscreet, friend. Roland’s own portrait had been turned to the wall,
while on the reverse was written, in large characters, the words, “To be
hung, or hanged, elsewhere.” The brutal jest brought the colour for an
instant to his cheek, but the next moment he was calm and tranquil as
before.

Lost in musings, the time stole by; and it was late in the night ere he
betook himself to rest. His sleep was the heavy slumber of an over-
worked mind:; but he awoke refreshed and with a calm courage to breast
the tide of fortune, however it might run.

Life scemed to present to him two objects of paramount interest. One
of these was the discovery ,of Kennyfeck’s murderer ; the second was the
payment of his debt of vengeance to Linton. Some sceret instinet induced
him to couple the two together ; and although neither reason nor reflection
afforded a clue to link them, they came ever in company before his mind,
and rose like one fact before him.

Mr. Hammond, the eminent lawyer, to whom he had written a few lincs,
came punctually at ten o’clock to confer with him. Roland lad deter-
mined to reveal no more of bis secret to the ears of counsel than Le had
done before the Court, when an accidental circumstance totally changed
the course of his pYoceeding.

“T have sent for you, Mr. Hammond,” said Cashel, as soon as they
were scated, “to enlist your skilful services in tracing out the real authors
of a crime of which I narrowly cscaped the penalty. I will first, however,
entreat your attention to amother matter, for this may bé the last oppor-
tunity ever afforded me of personally consulting you.”

“ You purpose to live abroad, Sir?” asked Hammond.

<1 shall return to Mexico,” said Roland, briefly ; and then resumed:
“Ilere is a document, Sir, of whose tenor and meaning I am ignorant, but
of whose importance I cannot entertain a doubt: will you peruse it ?

Hammond opened the parchment; but scarcely had his eyes glanced over
it, whenghe laid it down before him, and said :

« I have seen this before, M Cashel. You arc aware that I alrcady gave
you my opinion as to its value P '

“T am nof aware of that,” said Roland, calmly. ¢ Pray, in whosc pos-
session did you sce it, and what does it mean

Hammond seemed confusedl for a few seconds; and then, as if overcoming
a scruple, said :

“We must both be explicit here, Sir. This document was shown to me,
by Mr. Linton, ot Limetick, he alleging that it was at your desite and by
your request. As to its import, it simply means that you hold your present
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estates withont a title; that document being a full pardon, revoking all
penalty of confiscation against the heirs of Miles Corrigan, and reinstating
them and theirs in their ancient possessions. Now, 8ir, may I ask, do you
hear this for the first time P

Roland nodded in acquiescence ; his heart was too full for utterance, and
the sudden revulsion of his feeling had brought a sickly sensation over him.

¢ Mr. Linton,” resumed Hammond, * in showing me this deed, spoke of
a probable alliance betwcen you and the granddaughter of Mr. Corrigan;
and I freely concarred in the propriety of a union which might al once settle
the difficulty of a very painful litigation. He promised me more {ull in--
formation on the subjeet, and engaged me to make scarches for a registry,
if such cxisted, of the pardon; but I heard nothing more from him, and the
matter escaped my memory till this moment.”

“So that all this while I bave been dissipating that which was not mine,”
said Roland, with a bilterness of voice and manner that bespoke what he
suffered.

“You have done what some thousands have done, are doing, and will do
hereafter—enjoyed possession of that which the law gave you, and which a
decper research into the same law may take away.”

“ And Linton knew this

“He certainly knew my opinion of this document; b8t am I o sappose
that you were ignorant of il up to this moment ?”

“You shall hear all,” said Cashel, passing his hand acress his brow,
which now ached with the torture of intense emotion. “To save myself
fromn all the ignominy of a felon’s death, T did not reveal this before. It was
with me as a point of honour, that T would rescrve this man for a personal
vengeance ; but now, a glimmering light is breaking on my brain, that darker
decds than all he worked against me lic at his door, and that in following
up my revenge 1 may be but robbing the scaffold of its due. Listen to me,
altentively.,” So saying, Cashel narrated every cvent of the memorable day
of Kennyfeck’s death, detailing his meeting with Enrique in the glen, and
his Jast interview with Linton in his dressing-room.

Hammond heard all with deepest interesty only interrupling at Nimes to
ask such questions as might throw light upon the story.. The whole body
of the circumstantial cvidence against Roland not only became easily expli-
cable, hut the shrewd perception of the lawyer also saw the consummatc
skill with which the dctails bad been worked ‘into regular order, and what
consisiency had heen imparted to them, The great difficulty of the case lay
in the fact, that, supposing Kennyfeck’s death had been planned by others,
with the intention of imputing the erime to Cashel, get all the circumstances,
or nearly all, which seemed to imply his guilt, were matters of perfect acci-
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dent for which they never could have provided, nor even ever foreseen : such
as his entrance by the window—his torn dress—the wound of his hand—
and the blood upon his clothes.

“ see but one clue to this mystery,” said Hammond, thoughtfully;
“but the more I reflect upon it, the more likely does it scem. Kcnuyfeck’
fate was intendcd for you—he fell by a mistake.”

Roland started with astonishment, but listened with deep attention, as
Hammond recapitulated everything which accorded with this assumption.

“ But, why was one of my own pistols taken for the decd ?”

“ Perhaps to suggest the notion of suicide.”

« How could my death have been turned 1o profit? Was I not betier as
the diving dape than as the dead enemy ?”

¢ Do you not sce how your death legalised the deed with a forged sigua-
ture? Who was to dispute its authenticity? Besides, how know we what
ambitions Linton may not have cherished when holding in his hands the only
title to the cstate. We may go too fast with {hese suspicions, but let us not
reject them as inconsistent. Who is this same witness, Kcane? 'What mo-
tives had he for the gratitude he evinced on the trial »

« Nonc whatcver: on the contrary, I never showed him any favour; it
was even my intention to dismiss him from the gate-lodge ”’

¢ And Lic was awarc of this ?

“ Perfectly. ,He had besought several people to intercede for him, Linton
among the rest.” ’

“So that he was,known to Linton? And what has become of hnn since
the trial

“That is the strangest of all. My wish was to have done something for
the poor fellow. I could not readily forget the feeling he showed, at a mo-
ment, too, when none secmed to remember me; so that when I reached
Tubbermore I at once repaired to the lodge, but he was gone.”

¢ And in what direclion ?’

“ His wifc could not tell. The poor creature was distracted at being de-
serted, and seemed Lo think—{rom what causc I know not—that he would
not relurh. e had come back after the trial in company with another,
who remained on the road-side while Keane hastily packed up some clothes,
after which they departed together.”

% This must be thought of,” said Hammond, gravely, while he wrote some
lines in his note-book. .

«Tt is somewhat stra.nge, indeed,” said Cashel, “that the very men to
whom my gratitude is most due are thosc who segm to avoid me. Thus—
Jones, who gave me his aid upon the trial

“Do not spe«L of him, Sir,” said Hamond, in a voice of agitation; *he
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is one who has sullied an order that has hitherto been almost without a stain.

There is but too much reason to think that he was bribed to destroy you.
His whole line of cross-examination on the trial was artfully devised to de-
velop whatever might injure you; but the treachery turned upon the men
who planned it The Attorney-General saw it, and the Court also. It was
this saved you.” -

Cashel sat powerless and speechless at thls disclosure. It seemed to fill
up in his mind the cup of iniquity, and he ncver moved nor uttercd a word
as he listened.

“ Jones you will never ‘see again. The bar of some other land acrpss the
sca may receive him, but there is not one here would stoop to be his col-
league. But now for others more important. I will thid day obtain the
Judge’s notes of the trial, and give the whole case the deepest considera-
tion. Inguiry shall be set on foot as to Keane, with whom he has gone, and
in what direction. Linton, 1oo, must be watched ; the report is that he lies
danrrorously ill at his country house, but that story may he invented to gain
time.”

Cashel could scarcely avoid a smile at thc rapidity with which the lawyel
detailed bisplan of operation, and threw out, as he went, the signs of dis-
trust so characteristic of his craft. As for himself, he was enjoined to re-
main in the very strictest privacy—to sce no one, nor even to leave the house,
except after nightfall.

“ Rely upon it,” said Hammond, “ your every movement i lS watched ; and
our objeet will be to ascertain by whom. This will be our first clue; and
when'we obtain one, others will soon follow.”

It was no privation for Cashel to follow a course so much in accordance
with his wishes. Solitude—even that which consigned him to the saddest
reveries—was far more pleasurablé than any intercourse; so that he never
ventured beyond the walls of his house for weeks, nor exchanged a word,
cexeept with Hammond, who regularly visited him each day, to report the
progress of his investigation.

The mystery did not seem to clear away, even by the skilful contrivances
of the lawycr. Of Keane not a trace covld be discovered ; nor could any
clue be obtained as to his companion., All ghat Hammond knew was, that
although a doctor’s carriage daily drove to Linton’s house, Linton himself
had long since left the country—it was believed for the Contingnt.

Disappointed by continual failures, and wedried by a life whose only ex-
citement lay in anxieties and cares, Cashel grew each day sadder and more
depressed. The desire fo vengeance, too, that first had filled his mind, grew
weaker as time rolled on. The wish to reinstate himself fully in the world’s
esteem diminished, as he lived apart from all its interconrse, and le sank
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into a low and gloomy despondency, which soon showed its ravages upon his
face and figure.

Onc object alone remained for him—this was to seek out Corrigan and
place in his hand the document of his ancestor’s pardon; this done, Roland
resolved 1o betake himself to Mexico, and again, among the haunts of his
youth, to try and forget that life of civilisation which had cost him so
dearly.

CHAPTER XXXII.

How sweete and lovely dost thou make the shame
‘Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose,
Doth spot the beautic of thy budding name.

SoME years passed over, and the naine of Roland Cashel ceased to be
uttercd, or his memory even cvoked, in that capital where once his wealth,
Lis eccentricies, and his notoriely, had been the theme of every tongue. A
Jarge neglected-looking house, with closed shutters and grass-grown steps,
would attract ihe atiention of some passing siranger to ask whom it be-
longed to, but the name of Mr. Cashel was almost all that many knew of
him, and a vague impression that he was travelling in some remote and far-
away land.

Tubbermore, too, fell back inlo its former condition of rwin and decay.
No one seemed to know into whosc hands ihe estate had fallen, bul the talis-
manic word * Chancery” appeared to satisly every inquiry, and account for
a desolation that brooded over the property and all who dwelt on it. The
very ¢ Cottage’” had yielded to the course of time, and litile remained of it
save a few damp discoloured walls and blackened chimneys ; while here and
there a rare shrub, or a trce of forsign growth, rose among the rank weeds
and thistles, to speak of the culfurc which once had been the pride of this
lovely spot.

Tad there been a “ curse upon the place,” it could not have been more
drcary and sad-looking ! o

Of the gate-lodge—where Keane lived—a few straggling ruins alone re-
mained, in a corner of which a miserable family was herded together, their
wan looks and tattered clothing showing that they were dependent for
cxistence on the charity of the very poor. These were Keane’s wife and
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children, to whom he never again returned. There was a blight over every-
thing. The tenantry themsclves, no longer subject to the visits of the agent,
the stimulus to all industry withdrawn, would scarcely labour for their own
support, but passed their lives in brawls and quarrels, which more than once
liad led to a felon’s sentence.  The land lay untilled ; the cattle, untended,
strayed at will through the unfenced ficlds. The villages on the property
were erammed by a host of runaway wretehes whose crimes had driven them
from their homes, till at length the distriet heeame the plague-spot of the
country, where, even at noonday, few strangers were bold enough to center,
and the word * Tubbermore” had a terrible significance in the neighbourhood
round about.

Lt us now turn for ihe last time to him whose fortune had so powerfully
influenced his property, and whose dark destiny secmed to throw its shadow
over all thal ouce was his. For years Roland Cashel had been a wanderer.
He travelled every country of the Old World and the New; his appearance
and fumiliavity with the language cnabling him to ssume the nationality
of a Spaniard, and thus sercen him {rom that painful notoriety 1o which his
story was certain to cxpose him. Journeying alone, and in the least expen-
sive manner—for le no longer cofisidered himsclf entitled 1o any of the
property he once enjoycd—he made few acquaintances and coniracted no

{ricndships. One object alonc gave a zest to existence—to discover Mr.
Corrigun, and place within his hands the title-deeds of Tubbermore.  With
ihis intention he had searched through more than half of Europe, visiting
the least frequented towns, and pursuing inquirics in every possible dirce-
tion; ab onc moment cheered by some glimmering prospeet of success, at
another dashied by disappointment and failure. 1f o thought of Linton did
occasionally cross him, he struggled manfully to overcome the temptings of
a passion which should thwart the dearest object of his lifc, and make ven-
geance predominate over truth and honesty.  As time rolled on the spirit of
his hatred became gradually weaker; and if he did not forgive all the ills
Lis treachery had worked, his memory of them was less frequent and less
painful. ,

His was a cheerless, for it was a friendless, existence. Avoiding his own
countrymen from the repugnance he felt o susiain his disguisc by false-
hood, he wandercd from land to land and city to city like some penitent in
the accomplishment of a vow. The unbroken monotony ofy this life, the
continued pressure of disappointment, at last*cgan 1o tell upon bim, and in
Lis moody abstractions—his fits of absence and melancholy—might be seen
the change which had come over him. He might have been a long time
ignorant of an alteration which not only impreseed his mind, but even his
“outward man,” when his attention was drawn to the fact by overhearing
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the observations of some young Englishmen upon his appearance, as he sat one
evening in a cgf% at Naples. Conversing in all that carcless freedom of our
young countrymen, which never supposes that their language cau be under-
stood by others, they criticised his dress, his sombre look, and his manner ;
and, after an animated discussion as to whether he were a refugec political
offender, a courier, or a spy, they wound up by a wager that he was at least
forty ycars of age. One of the party dissenting—on the ground that,
although he looked it, it was rather from something on the fellow’s mind
than years.

“ How shall we find out?” cried the proposer of the bet. I, for one,
shouldn’t like {o ask him his age.”

“If I knew Spanish cnough, I’d do it at once,” said another.

It might cost you dearly, Harry, for all that; he looks marvellously Jike
a fellow that wouldn’t brook trifling.”

“ He wouldn’t eall it trifling to lose me ten ©carlines,” and I’'m sure I
should win my wager; so here goes at him with French,” Rising at ihe
same moment, the young man crossed the room and stood before the table
where Cashel sat, with folded arms and hent-down head, listening in uiter
indifference to all that passed. Monsieur!” said the youth, bowing.
Cashel looked up, and his dark, heavily-browed eyes scemed to abash the
other, who stood, blushing, and uncertain what to do.

‘With faltering accents and downeast look he began to mutler excuses
for his intrusion; when Cashel, in a mild and gentle voice, interrupted him,
saying in English, “T am your countryman, young gentleman, and my age
not six-and-twenty.”

The quiet courtesy of his manner as he spoke, as well as the surprise at
his being English, secmed to increase the youth’s shame for the liberty he
had taken, and he was profuse in his apologies ; but Cashel soon allayed
this anxicly by adroitly turning to another part of the subject, and saying,
“If T look much older than I am, it is that I have travelled and lived a good
deal in southern climates, not to speak of other causes, which give prema-
turc age.” .

A slight, a very slight touch of melancholy in the latler words gave them
a deep intercst to the Jouth ; who, with a boyish frankness—far more fasci-
nating than more finished courtesy—asked Roland if he would join their
party. Had subh a request been made half an hour before, or had it come
in more formal fashion, Cashel would inevitably have declined it; but what
between the gencrous candour of the youth’s address, and a desire to show
that he did not resent his intrusion, Cashel acceded good-naturedly, and
1ook his seat amongst them.

As Roland listened to the joyous freshness of their boyish talk—the high-
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hearted hope—the sanguine trustfulness with which they regarded life—
he remembered what but a few years back bo had himself been. He saw
in them the self-same elements which had led lim on to every calamity that
he suffered—ihe passionate pursuit of pleasure—the inexhaustible craving
for excitement that makes life the foverish paroxysm of a malady.

They sat to a late hour iogether ; and when they separated, the chance’
acquaintance had ripened into intimacy. Night after night they met in the
same place ; and while they were charmed with the gentle seriousness of
one in whom they could recognise the most manly daring, he, on his side,
was fascinated by the confiding warmth and the gencrous frankness of their
youth.

One evening, as they assembled as usual, Roland remarked & something
like unusual excitement amongst them; and learned, that from a letter they
had received that morning, they were about to leave Naples the next day.
There seemed some mystery in the rcason, and a kind of reserve in even
alluding to it, which made Cashel half suspect that they had been told who
he wus, and that a dislike to further intercourse had suggesied the depar-
ture. It was the feeling that nevor left him by day or night—that dogged
his waking and hn\mted his dreams—that he was one to bé shunncd and
avoided by bis fellow-men. His pride, loug dormant, arose under the sup-
posed slight, and he was about to say a cold farewell, when the clder of the
party, whose name was Sidney, said :

“How I wish you were coming with us!”

* Whither to ?” said Cashel, hurriedly.

“To Venice—say, is this possible ?”

“T am free fo turn my steps in any direction—too free—for I have
neither course to sail nor harbour to reach.”

“Come with us, then, Roland,” cricd they all, ““and our journey will be
delightful.”

“ But why do you start so hurriedly? 'What is there to draw you from
this at the very brightest scason of the year

“There is rather that which draws us to Venice,” said Sidney, colouring
slightly ; ;) “but this is our secret; and ‘you shall not hear it till we are on
our way.”

Roland’s curiosity was not exacling ; he asked no more : nor was it till
they had proceeded some da)s ou their journcy that Sidney confided to him
the sndden cause of their j journey, which hé did in the few words®

“TLa Ninetta is at Venice—she is at the <Fenice.’”

“But who is La Ninetta? You forgot that you are speaking to one
who lives out of the world.”



ROLAND CASHEL. 261

“Not know La Ninetta!” exclaimed he; *“never have seen her #?

“Never even heard of her.”

To the pause which the shock of the first astonishment imposed there
now succeeded a burst of enthusiastic deseription, in which the three youths
vied with each other who should be most cloguent in praise. IHer beauty,
her gracefulness, the witching fascination of her movements, the enchanting
captivation of her smile, were themes they never wearied of. Nor was it
1ill he had suffered the enthusiasm to take its course that they would listen
to his calm question :

“Ts she an actress P .

“She is the first ¢ Ballarina’ of the world,” cried one. « None ever
did, dor ever will, dance likc her.”

“They say she is a Prima Donna, t0o; but how could such cxcellence be
united in one ereaturc £’

To their wild transports of praisc Roland listened patiently, in the lope
that he might glean something of her story; but they knew nothing, exeept

“that she was reputed o be a Sicilian, of a noble family, whose passion for
the stage had excited the darkest enmity of her relatives; insomueh, that
il was said she was tracked from city to city by hired assassins. She re-
mained two days at Naples; she appeared but onee at Rome; in Genoy,
though announced, she never came to the theatre. Such were the extrava-
gant tales, heightened by all the colour of romantic adventure—how, at one
time, she had escaped from a royal palace by leaping into the sea—how, at
another, she had ridden through a squadron of the Swiss Guard, sabre in
band, and got clean away from Bologna, where a cardinal’s letier had
arrested her, Incidents, the strangest, the least probable, were recounted
of her: the high proffers of marriage she had rejected—the alliances, even
with royal blood, she had refused. There was nothing, where her name
figured, that seemed impossible; hers was a destiny above all the rules that
guide humbler mortals.

Excellence, of whatever kind it be, has always this attraction—that it
forms a.standard by which men mcasure with each other their capacitics
of enjoyment and their powers of appreciation. Roland’s curiosity was sti-
mulated, therefore, {o behold with his own eyes the wonder which had ex-
cited thesc youthful heroics. He had long since ceased to be sanguine on
any subject; and he felt that he could sustain disappointment on graver
matters than this.

‘When they reached Venice, thcy found that eity in a state of enthusiastic
excitement fully equal to iheir own. All the excesses into which admira-
tion for art can carry a people insensible to other emotions than those
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which minister to the senses, had heen committed to welcome ¢ La Regina
de la Balla.” Her enfrée had been like a triureph ; garlands of flowers,
bouqmats, rich tapestries floating from balconies, gondolas with bands of
music ; the civic anthorities even, in robes of state, met her as she entered ;
strangers flocked in crowds from the other citics of the north, and even
from parts beyond the Alps. The hotels were crammed with visitors, all
eager to sec one of whom every tongue was tclling. A guard of honour
stood before the palace in which she resided—as much a measure of neces-
sity to repel the pressure of the anxious crowd as it was a mark of dis-
tinction.

The epidemic character of enthusiasm is well known, Ifis a fervour to
which none can remain inscnsible. Cashel was soon to experience this.
How could he preserve -a cold indifference to the emotions which swayed
thousands around him ? How maintain his calm awmid that host, which
surged and freltcd like the sea in'a storm? TLa Ninctta was the one word
rcpeated on every side ; even to have seen her once was a distinction, and
they who had already felt her fascinations were listened to as oracles.

She was to give but three representations at Venice, and erc Cashel’s
party had arrived all the tickets whre already disposed of. By unceasing
efforts, and considerable bribery, they contrived at last to obtain places for
the first night, and carly in the forenoon were admittcd among a privileged
number {o lake their seats. They who were thus, at a heavy cost, per-
milted to anticipate the gcnerul public, seemed—at least to Cashel’s eyes—
to fill the house; and so, in the dim indistinctness, they appeared. Wher-
ever the eye tumed from the dark parterre, below, to the highest boxes,
above, scemed filled with people. Therc was something almost solemn in
that vasl concourse, who sat subdued and silent in the misty half light of
the theatre. The intense anxiety of -expectation, ihe dreary gloom of the
scene, contributed to spread a kind of awc-struck influence around, and
brought up to Roland’s memory a very different placc and occasion—when,
Limself the observed of all observers, he stood in the felons’ dock. Lost in
the gloomy reverie these sad thoughts suggested, he took no note of time,
nor marked the lagging hours which stole heavily past.

Suddenly the full glare of light burst forth, and displayed the great
iheatre crowded in cvery part. That glittering spectacle, into which
beauty, splendour of dress, jewels, and rich uniforms enter, broke upon the
sight, while a kind of magnetic sense of expectancy seemed to pervade all,
and make conversation a mere murmur. The opera—a well-known one of
a favourite composer, and admirably sustained—attracted little attention.
The thrilling cadences, the brilliant passages, all fell upon scuses that had
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no relish for their excellence ; and even the conventional good-breeding of
the spectators was not proof against the signs of impatience that every now
and then were manifested.

The third act at last began, and the scene represented a Spmmsh village
of the New World, which, had it been cven less correct und true to nature,
had yet possessed no common attraction for Roland—recalling by a hun-
dred little traits a long unvisited but well-remembered land. The usual
troops of villagers paraded about in all that mock grace which characterises
the peasant of the ballet. There were the same active mountaineers, the
same vemerable fathers, the comely matrons with little baskets of nothing
carcfully covered by snowy napkins, and the young maidens, who want only
beauly to make them what they affect to be.  Roland gazed at all this with
the indiffercnce a stupid prelude ever excxtes, and would rapidly have been
wearied, when a sudden pause in the music ensped, and then a deathlike
stillness reigned through the housc. The orchestra aguin opencd, and with
a melody which thrilled through cvery fibrc of Roland’s heart. It was a
favourite Mexican air; onc to which, in happier times, he had often
danced. 'What myriads of old memorics came flocking to his mind as he
listened! What fancics came thronging around him! Every bar of the
measure beat responsively with some association of the past. He leaned
his head downwards, and, covering Lis face with his hands, all thought of
the present was lost, and in imagination he was back again on the gicen
sward before the Villa de las Noches ;” the mocking-bird and the nightin-
gale were filling the air with their warblings; the sounds of gay voices,
the plash of fountains, the metcor-like flashes of the firc-flics, were all be-
fore him. He knew not that a thousand voices were shouting around him
in wildest cnthusiasm—that bouquets of rarest flowers strewed the stage—
that cvery form adulation can tuke was assumed towards one on whom
every eye save his own was benl ; and ihat, before her, rank, beauty, riches
—all that the world makes its idols—were now hending in deepost homage.
He knew nothing of all this, as he sat with bent-down head, lost in his
own bright dreamings. At lengii he looked up, but, instead of his fancy
being dissipated by reailty, it ndw assumed form and substance. There
was the very scenery of that far-off land; the music was the national air of
Mexico; the dance was the hanghty Manolo; and, oh! was it that his brain
was wandering—had reason, shaken by many a rude shock, given way at
last? The dancer—she, on wiiose witching graces every glance was bent—
was Maritafia! There she stood, more beautiful than he had cver seen her
before ; her dark hair encircled with brilliants, her black eyes flashing in all
the animation of triumphy and her fairly-rounded limbs the perfection of

symmetry.
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Oh, no! this was some mind-drawn picture; this was the shadowy
image that failing intcllect creates cre all is lost in chaos and confusion!
Such was the conflict in his brain as, with staring eycballs, he tracked her
as she moved, and followed eaeh graceful bend, cach proud commanding
attitude. Nor was it till the loud thunder-roll of applause had drawn her
to the front of the stage, to acknowledge the favour by a deep reverence,
that he became assured beyond all question. Then, when he saw the long
dark lashes fall upon ihe rounded cheek, when he heheld the crossed arm
upon her bosom, and marked the taper fingers he had so often held within
his own, in a transport of fecling, where pride, and joy, and shome, and
sorrow, had each their share, he cried aloud :

“QOh, Maritafia | Maritafla! Shame! shame!”

Scarcely had the wild ery re-echoed through the house than, with a
seream, whose terror pierced every heart, the girl started from her studied
attitude, and rushed forward towards the foot-lights, her {righted looks
and pale cheeks seeming ghastly with emotion.

“Where P—wherc?” cried she. ¢ Speak again—I know the voice!”
But already a scene of uproar and confusion had arisen in the parterre
around Cashel, whose interruption of the piece called down universal
reprobation ; and cries of “Out with him!” “Away with him!” rose on
every side.

Struggling madly and fieroely against his assailants, Cashel for a brief
space seemed likely to find his way to the stage; but overcome by num-
bers, he was subdued al last, and consigned to the hands of the guard.
Tlis last look, still turned to the “scene,” showed him Maritafia, as she
was carricd away scnscless and fainting.
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CHAPTER XXXIIL

The laughing Seine, whose midnight flood
Shrouds many a deed of crime and blood !
‘WARREN.

Taey alone who have passed much of their lives on the Continent of
Europe can estimate the amount of excitement caused by such an incident
as that we have just related. So much of life is centred in the theatre, so
many interests revolve around it, engrossing, as it does, so much of the
passions and the prejudices of thosc whose existence seldom rises above the
pursuit of pleasure, that anything which might interrupt “the scene,” which
should disturb its progress, or mar its effect, is sure to evoke the loudest
evidence of public indignation. Where a high cultivation of the arts is
employed to gloss over the corruptions of a vicious system, it may be easily
conceived how men would be judged more leniently for erimes than for
those minor offences which rchel against the usages of good society.

The * Ballet interrupted in its most interesting moment,” “La Ninetta
carried away fainting at the very commencement of her most attractive
movement,” insulted—so it was rumoured—< by some offensive epithet
of a Spaniard,” werc cnough to carry indignation to the highest pitch,
and it needed the protcction of the guard to screen him from the popular
vengeance.

After a night of feverish anxicty, where hopes and fears warred and con-
flicted with each other, Cashel was early on the following morning con-

. ducted before the Chicf Commissary of the Police. Iis passport repre-
sented’him as a Spaniard, and L adhered to the pretended nationality to
avoid the dreaded notoriety of hi% name.

‘While he answered the usnal questions as to age, religion, and profession,
an officer deposited a sealed paper in the hands of the Prefetto; who, open-
ing it, appeared to study the contents with much care.

«You have called yoursel: 11 Sefor Roland da Castel, Sir ?”” said the offi-
cial, staring fixedly upon him. “ Have you always gane by this name P’

“In Mexico and the New World I was cver known as such. In England
men call me Roland Cashel.”

* Which is your more fitting appellation—is it not ¥
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4 Yes b2

“You are then an Enghsh and not & Spanish subject ?

He nodded assent.

“You were, howcver, in a South American service P’ said the Prefetto,

* reading from his paper.

Roland bowed again.

¢ In which service, or pretended serviee, you commanded a slaver ?

“ This is untrue,” said Cashel, calmly.

T have it asserted here, however, by those of whose statements you have
already acknowledged the accuracy.”

Tt is not the less a falsehood.”

« Perhaps you will allow more correctness to the next allegation? It is
said that, under the pretended right to a large inheritance, you visited Eng-
land, and succeeded in preferring a elaim to g vast eslatc ?”

TRoland bent his head in assent.

« And that to this property you possessed neither vight nor title ¥

. Roland started : the charge involved a secret he believed unknown, save
to himself, ITammond, and Linton, and he could not masier his surprise
enough to reply.

“But a weightier allegation is yet behind, Sir,” said the Prefetto, sternly.
¢ Are you the same Roland Cashel whose trial for murder occupied the as-
sizes of Ennis in the spring of the year 18—

“T am,” suid Cashel, faintly.

“Your escape of conviction depended on the absence of a material wit-
uess for the prosecution, I believe ¥

I was acquitted because I was not guilty, Sir.”

““On that point we are not agreed,” said the Prefetio, sarcastically; «“but
you Lave admitted enough to warrant me in the course I shall pursuc re-
speeling you—the fact of a false name and passport, the identity with a
well-known character admitted—1I have now to detain you in custody until
such time as the Consul of your country may take steps for your convey-
ance to England, where already new evidence of your criminality awaits
you. Yes, prisoner, the mystery which 'nvolved your guilt is at length
about 1o be dissipated, and the day of expiation draws nigh.”

Roland did not spcak. Shame at the degraded position he occupied,
even in the eyes of those with whom he had associated, overwhelmed hiim,
and he sulfered himself to be led away without a word.

Alone in the darkness and silence of a prison, he sat indifferent to what
might befal Lim, wearied of himself and all the world.

Days, even weeks passed on, and none inquired‘after him ; he seemed for-
golten of all, when the Consul, who had been absent, having refurned, it
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was discovered that the allegations respecting the murder were not sufficient
to warrant his being transmitted to England, and that the only charge
against him lay in the assumed nationality—an offence it was decmed suffi-
ciently expiated by his imprisonment. He was free then once more—free
to wander forth into the world where his notoriety had been alrcady pro-
claimed, and where, if not his guilt, his shame was published.

Of Maritafia all that he could learn was that she Liad left Venice without
again appearing in public; but in what dircetion nonc knew uccurately.
Cashel justly surmised that she had not gone without seeing him once more,
had it got been from the compulsion of others ; and if he grieved to think
they were never to fieet more, he felt a secret consolatlon on reflecting how
much of mutual shame and sorrow was spared them. Shame was indeed
the predominant emotion of his mind; shame for his now sullied name—his
character tarnished by the allegations of crime; and shame for her, degraded
to a “ Ballarina.”

Hud Fortune another reverse in store for him? Was there onc cherished
bope still remaining? Iad life one solitary spot {o which he could now
dircet his weary steps, and be at rest? The publicity which late cvents had
given to his name, rendered him more timid and retiving than cver. A
morbid sensc of modesty—a shrinking dread of the slights to which he
would be exposcd in the world—made him shun all iuiercourse, and live a
lifc of utter seclusion.

Like all men who desire solitude, he soon discovered that it is alonc at-
tainable in great cities. Where the great human tide ruus full and strong,
the scattered wrecks are scarcely noticeable.

To Paris, thercfore, he repaired ; not to that brilliant Paris where sen-
suality and vice costume themselves in all the brilliant hues derived from
the highest intellectual culture, but to the dark and gloomy Paris which lies
between the arms of the Seine—the “Ile St. Louis.” There, amid ihe
vestiges of an extinet feudalism, and the trials of a present wretchedncss,
he passed his life in striet solitude. In a mean apartment, whosc only
solacc-was the view of the river. with a few books, picked up on a neigh-
bouring stall, and the moving crewd beneath his window to atiract his wan-
dering thoughts, he lived his lonely life. The past alone oceupicd his mind :
for the future he had neither care mor interest, but of his bygone life he
could dream for hours. Thesc memorics he used to indulge cach evening in
a particular spot; it was ap,Jld and ruinous stair which descended to the
river, from a little wooden platform, near where he lived. It had been long
disused, and suffercd to fall into rot and decay. Here ke sat, each night,
watching the twinkling lights that glittered along the river, and listening to
the distant hum of that great hive of pleasure that lay beyond it.
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That the neighbourhood about was: one of evil repute and danger, mat-
tered little to one who set small store by his life, and whose stalwart figure
and signs of personal prowess were not unknown in the quarter. The un-
broken solitude of the spot was its attraction to him, and truly none ever
ventured near it after nightfall, .

There he was sitting, one night, as usual, musing, as was his wont. It
was a period when men’s minds were stirred by the expectation of some
great but unknown event: a long political stagnation—the dead sea of hope-
less apathy—was beginning to be ruffled by short and fitful blasts that told
of a coming hurricane. Vague rumours of a change—scatiered sentences
of some convulsion, whence proceeding, or whither tending, none could
guess—were abroad. The long-sleeping terrors of a past time of blood were
once more remembered, and men talked of the guillotine and the scaffold as
houschold themes. It was the summer of 1830—that memorable year,
whose deeds were to form but the prologue of the great drama we are to-
day the spectators at. TRoland heard these things, as he who wanders along
the shore at night may hear the brooding signs of a-gathering storm, but
has no “venture on the sea.” He thought of them—with a certain interest,
too—hut it was with that interest into which no personal feeling enters ; for
Low could great convulsions of states affect Zim? How could thc turn of
fortunc raise or depress him ?

He sat, now pondering over his own destiny, now wondering wluther thc
course of events to come was tending, when he heard the plash of oars, and
the rushing sound of a boat moving through the water in the direction of
the stair. The oars, which at some moments were plied vigorously, ceased
to move al others; and, as well as Cashel could mark, the course of the
boat secemed once or twice to be changed. Roland descended to the lowest
step of the ladder, the better to see what this might portend. That terrible
river, on whose smiling cddics the noonday sun dances so joyously, covers
beneath the shadow of night crimes the most awful and appalling. .

As Cashel listened, he perccived that the rowing had ceased, and two
voices, whose accents sounded like altercation, could be heard.

The boat, drifting, meanwhile, downward on the fast current, was now
nearly opposite to where he sat, but-only perceptible as a dark speck upon
the water. The night was calm, without a breath of wind, and on the
vapour-charged atmosphere sounds floated dull and heavily; still Cashel
could hear the harsh tones of men in angry dispute, and {o his amazement
they spoke in English.

 It’s the old story,” cried one, whose louder voice and coarser accents
bespoke him the inferior in condition—<the old story that I am sick of
listening to—when you have luck! when you have luck !”
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“J used not to have a complaint against Fortune,” said the other.
“ Before we met, she had treated me well for many a year.”

 And *twas me that changed it, I suppose,” said ihe first, in the same
insolent tone as before : *do you mean that

¢ The world has gone ill with me since that day.”

“ And whose fault is that ?”

“ Partly yours,” said the other, in a slow, deliberate voice, every syllable
of which thrilled through Cashel’s heart as he listened. * Had you secured
the right man, it was beyond the power of Fortune to hurt either of us,
That fatal, fatal mistake "

* How could I help it #* cried the other, energetically; *the night was
as dark as this—it was between two high banks—there was nothing to be
seen but a figure of a man coming slowly along—you yourself told me who
it would be—1I didn’t wait for more; and troth1”—here he gave a fiendish
laugh—“troth ! yow’ll allow the work was well done.”

It was a most determined murder,” said the other, thoughtfully.

“Murder ! murder I’ screamed the first, in a voice of ficrce passion;
““and is it you that calls it a murder #”

« No matter how it is called. Let us speak of somcthmg else.”

“Very well. Let us talk about the price of it. 1t isn’t paid yet!”

¢Ts it nothing that I have taken you from abject, starving miscry, from a
life of cold, want, and wretchedness, to live at case in the first city of the
universe ? Is it no part of the price that you spend your days in pleasure
and your nights in debauch ?—that, with the appetite of the peasant you
partake of the excesses of the gentleman? Is it no instalment of the debt,
1 say, that you, who might now be ground down to the very earth as a slave
at home, dare to lift your head and speak thus to me #”

“ And is it you dares to tell me this ?”’ cried the other, in savage energy ;
“is it you, that imade me a murderer, and then think that I can forget it
because I'm a drankard?  But T dow’t forget it! I’ll never forget it! 41
see him still, as he lay gasping before me, and trying to beg for mercy when
he couldn’t ask for it. Isee him every day when I’m in a lonely place;
and, oh! be’s never away from ame at night, with his bloody hands on his
head trying to save it, and screaming out for God to help him. And what
did T get for it? answer me that,” yelled he, in aceents shrill with passion.
«Js it my wife begging frow door to door—is it my children naked and
hungry—-is it my little placc; a ruin and a curse over it—or is it myself try-
ing to forget it in drink, not knowing the day nor the hour that it will rise
up against me, and that I’ll be standing in the dock where I saw Aim that
you tried to murger too
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"« Therc is no use in all this passion,” said the other, calmly; “let us be
- friends, Tom : if is our interest to be s0.”

 Them’s the very words you towld Mr. Phillis, and the next day he was
taken up for the robbery, and you had him transported.”

“ Phillis was a fool, and paid the penalty of a fool; but you are a shrewd
fellow, who can sec to his own advantage. Now listen to me calmly: were
it nol for bad luck, we might all of us have had morc money now than we
could count or squander. Had Maritafia continued upon the stage, her gains
would by this time have been enormous. The bank, too, would have pros-
pered; her beauty would have drawn around us all that was wealthy and
dissipated in the world of fashion; we could have played what stake we
pleased. - Princes, ambassadors, ministers of state, would have been our
game. Curses be on his head who spoiled this glorious plan! From that
unhappy night at Venice she never would appear again, nor could she. The
shock has been like a blight upon her. You have seen her yoursclf, and
know what it has made her.”

The artifice by which the speaker contrived to change the iopie, and
withdraw the other from a painful subject to one of seeming confidence, was
completely successful ; and in the altcred tone of voice might be read the
change which had come over him.

“You wish to go to America, Tom ?” continued he, after a pause.

“ Ay; I never fecl safe here.  I’'m too near home.”

“'Well, if everything prospers with us, you sball have the money by Tues-
day—Wednesday at farthest. Rica has at last found a clue to old Corrigan,
and, although he seems in great poverty, his name upon a bill will still raise
some lmndreds

«I don’t care who pays it, but T must get it,” said the other, whose
savage mood seemed to have returned. T not stay here. *Tis little
profit or pleasure I have standin’ every night fo sec the crowds that are
passing in, to be cheated out of their money—to hear the clink of the goold
I'm never to handle—and to watch all the fine livin’ and coortin’ that I’ve
no share in.”

“Be satisfied. You shall have the money; I pledge my word upon it.”

T dow’t care for your word. I have a better security than ever it was.”

< And what may that be ?” said the other, cautiously.

“Your neck in a halter, Mr. Linton,” said he, laughing ironically.
¢ Ay, yc don’t understand me—poor innocent that ye are ! but I know what
T'm saying, and I have good advice about it besides.”

“How do you mean good advice, Tom #* said Linton, with seeming kmd.
liness of manner. “Whom have you consulted 7 *
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“One that knows the law well,” said Tom, with all the cvasive shrewd-
ness of his class.

 And he tells you—"

“He tells me that the devil a bit betther off youw'd be than myself——that
you are what they call an ¢ accessory’—that’s the word ; I mind it well.”

 And what does that mean P’

A chap that plans the work, but hasn’t the courage to put hand to it.”

“That’s an accessory, is it ?”’ said the other, slowly.

“ Just s0.”” He paused for a few seconds, then added, *Besides, if I was
to twrn ’prover, he says that I°d only be transported, and *tis you would he
hanged”—the last word was uttered in a harsh and grating tonc, and fol-
lowed by a laugh of insolent mockery—“so that you sce *tis better be ho-
nest with me, and pay me my hire.”

¢ You shall bave it, by G——1” said Linton, with a deep vehemence;

-and, drawing a pistol from his bosom, he fired. The other fell, with a loud
ery, to the botlom of the boat. A brief pause ensued, and then Linton
raised the body in his arms to throw it over. A faint struggle showed that
lifc was not extinct, but all rcsistance was impossible. The lighiness
of the boat, however, made the efforl difficult ; and it was only by immense
excrtion that he could even lift the heavy weight half way; and at last,
when, by a great effort, he suceceded in laying {he body over the gunwale,
the boat lost its balance, and upset, With a bold,spring, Linton dashed iuto
ihe current, and made for shore; but almost as he did so, another and a
stronger swimmer, who had thrown off his clothes for the enterprisc, had
reached the spot, and, grasping the inert mass as it was about to sink, swam
with the bleeding body to the bank.

When Cashel gained the stairs, he threw the wounded man upon his
shoulder, for signs of life were still remaining, and hastened to a cabaret
near. A surgcon was soon procured, and the bullel was discovered to have
penetraled the chest, cutting in its passage some large blood-vessel, from
which the blood flowed copiously. That the result must be fatal it was
evident; but as the bleeding showed signs of abatcment, it seemed possible
life might he protracted some hoyrs. No time was thereforc to be lost in
obtaining the dying man’s declaration, and a Juge d’Instruction, accom-
panied by a notary, was immediately on the spot. “As the surgeon had sur-
mised, a coagulum had formed in the wounded vessel, and, the bleeding
being thus temporarﬂy arrested; the man rallied into something like strength,
and with a mind perfectly conscious and collected. To avoid the shock
which the sight of Cashel might occasion, Roland did not appear at the
bedside.
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Nor necd we linger either at such a scene, nor witness that fearful
struggle between the hope of mercy and the dread consciousness of its all
but impossibility. The dying confession has nothing new for the reader; the
secret history of the crime is already before him, and it only remains to
speak of those events which followed Keane’s flight from Ircland. As Lin-
ton’s servant he continued for ycars to travel about the Continent, con-
stantly sustained by the hopc that the price of his erime would onc day be
forthcoming, and as invariably put off by the excuse, that play, on which he
entirely depended for means, had been unlucky, but that better times were
certainly in store for him, The struggles and difficultics of an existence
thus maintained ; the terrible consciousncss of an unexpiated crime; the
constant presence of one who knew the sceret of the other, and might at
any moment of anger, or in some access of dissipation, reveal il, made up
a life of torture to which death would be o boon; added to this, that they
frequently found themselves in the same city with Cashel, whom Linton
pever dared to confront. At Messina they fell in with Rica, as the pro-
prietor of a gaming-table which Linton continually frequented. His con-
summato skill at play, his kuowledge of life, and particularly the life of
gamblers, his powers of agreeability, soon attracled Rica’s notice, and an
intimaey sprang up which became a close friendship—if such a league can be
ealled by such a name.

By the power of an ascendancy acquired most artfully, and by persuasive
flatteries of the most insidious kind, he induced Rica to bring Maritafia on
the stage; where her immense success had replenished their coffers far
more rapidly and sbundantly than play. At Naples, however, an incident
similar to what happened at Venice was nigh having occurred. She was
recogniscd by a young Spaniard who had known her in Mexico; and as the
whole assumed history of her noble birth and Sicilian origin was thus ex-
poscd to contradiction, they took measurcs to get rid of this unwelcome
witness. They managed to hide among his effects some dics and moulds
for coining—an offence then, as ever, rifc at Naples. A policc investiga-
tion, in which bribery had its share, was followed by a mock trial, ond the
young fellow was sentenced to the galleys for scven years, with hard
labour. . '

_ Their carcer from this moment was one of unchanging success. Mari-
talia’s beauty attracted to the play-table all that every city contained of
fashion, wealth, and dissipation. In her igngrance of the world she was
niade to believe that her position was onc the most exalted and enviable.
The homage she received, the devotion exhibited on every sides the splen-
dour of her life, her dress, her jewels, her liveries, dazzled and delighted
her. The very exercise of her ghilities was a source of enthusiastic pleasure
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to one who loved admiration. Nor had she, perhaps, awoke from this
delusion, had not the heart-uttered cry of Roland burst the spell that bound
her, and evoked the maiden’s shame in her young heart. Then—with a
revulsion that almost shook reason itself—she turned with abhorrence from
a career associated with whatever could humiliate and disgrace. Entresties,
prayers, menaces—all were unavailing to induce her to appear again; and
soon, indeed, her altered looks and failing health rendered it impossible. A
vacant unmeaning smile, or a cold impassive stare, usurped the place of an
expression that used to shine in joyous brilliancy. Her step, once bounding
and elastic, became slow and uncertain. She seldom spoke; when she did,
her accents were heavy, and her thoughts seemed languid, as though her

_mind was weary. None could have recognised in that wan and worn face,
that frail and delicate figure, the proud and beautiful Maritafia.

She lived now in total scclusion. None ever saw her, save Rica, who
used to come and sit beside her each day, watching, with Heaven alonc
knows what mixture of emotion! that wasting form and decaying check.
‘What visions of ambition Linton might yet connect with her none knew or
could guess ; but he followed the changing fortunes of her health with an
interest too deep and carnest to be mistaken for mere compassion. Such,
then, was her sad .condition when they repaired to Paris, and, in one of the
most spacious hotels of the Rue Richelieu, established their “DBank of
Rouge et Noir.” This costly establishment vied in luxury and splendour
with the most extravagant of those existing in the time of the Empire. All
that fastidious refincment and taste could assemble, in objects of art and
verts, graced the salons. The cookery, the wines, the service of the different
menials, rivalled the proudest households of the nobility.

A difficult etiquette restricted the admission to persons of acknowledged
rank and station, and even these were banded together by the secret tie of
a political purpose, for it was now ihc eve of that great convulsion which
was to open once more in Europe the dread conflict between the masses and
the few.

‘While Linton engaged deep in play, and still deeper in politics,  making
his book,” as he called it, *to win with whatever horse he pleased,” one
drcadful heartsore never left him: this was Keane, whosc presence con-
tinually reminded him of ihe past, and brought up besides many a dread for
the future. .

Tt would have been easy #i any moment for Linton to have disembar-
rassed himself of the man by a sum of money; but then came the reflection
—What is to happen when, with exhausted means and dissolute habits,
this fellow shall find himself in some foreign country? Is he not likely, in
a moment of reckless despair, to reveal the whole story of our guilt? Can

VOL. II. T
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I even trust kim in hours of convivial abandonment and debauch? Ven-
geance may, at any instant, overrule in such a nature the love of life~w
remorse may scize upon him. He is a Romanist, and may confess the
murder, and be moved by his priest to bring home the guilt to the Pro-
testant.” Such were the motives which Linton never ccased to speculate
on and think over, always reverting to the one same conviction, that he must
keep the man close to his person, until the hour might come when he could
rid himself of him for ever.

The insolent demeanour of the fellow—his ruffian assurance—the evidence
of a power that he might wield at will—hecame at last intolerable.” Linton
saw this “shadow on his path” wherever he wandered, The evil was in-
supportable from the very fact that it occupied his thoughts when great and
momentous-cvents required them. It was like the paroxysm of some painful
disease, that came at moments when health and calm of spirit were most
wanted, To feel this, to recognise it thoroughly, and to resolve to overcome
it, were, with Linton, the work of a moment. *His hour is come,” said
be, at length; “the company at La Morgue to-morrow shall be graced by a
guest of my inviting.”

Although to a mind prolific in 'schemes of villany the manner of the
crime could offer no difficulty, strange enough, his nature revolted against
being himself the agent of the guilt. It was not fear, for he was a man of
nerve and courage, and was, besides, certain to be better armed than his ad-
versary. It was not pity, nor any feeling that bordered on pity, deterred
him; it was some instinetive shrinking from an act of ruffianism ; it was the
blood of a man of birth that curdled at the thought of that which his mind
associated with criminals of the lowest class—the conventional fceling of
Honour surpassing all the dictates of common Humanity!

Nothing shgrt of the pressing cmergency of the hour could have over-
come these scruples, but Keane’s insolence was now in itself enough to com-
promise him, and Linton saw that but one remedy rewmained, and that it eould
not be deferred. Constant habits of intercourse with men of a dangerous
class in the Fanbourgs and the Cité gave the excnse for the boating ekcursion
at night. The skiff was hired by Keade himself, who took up Linton at a
point remote from where he started, and thus no clue could be traced to the
person who accompanied him. The remainder is in the reader’s memory,
and now we pursue our story. ¢

The surgeon who examined Keane’s wouad not only pronounced it in-
cvitably fatal, but that the result must rapidly ensue. No timc was, there-
fore, to be lost in obtaining the fullest revelations of the dying man, and
also in taking the promptest measures to securé the guilty party.

The anthorities of the British Embassy lent a willing aid to Cashel in this
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malter, and an express was at-one despatched to London for the assistance
of a police force, with the necessary warrant for Linton’s arrest. Mcanwhile
Keane was watched with the narrowest vigilanee, and so seerctly was every-
thing done, that his very existence was unknown beyond the precinets of
the room he inhabited.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

Vice has its own ambitions.
MorTON,

It was already nigh daybreak. The * Bank™ had long since been closed,

and none remained of Rica’s guests save the most inveterate gamblers, who
were now assembled in a small room, in a sceret part of the cstablishment,
presided over by the host Limsclf.
* The persons here met werc no bad representatives of the “ play world,”
of which they formed an important part. They were men, many of them of
the highest rank, who had no other ohject or pursuit in life than play!
Mingling to a certain extent in public life, they performed before the world
their various parts as soldiers, statesmen, courticrs, or ambassadors. Their
thoughts meanwhile travelled but one solitary track. The only field in
which their ambition ranged was the green cloth of the rouge et noir table.
As soldicrs they would have lost a battle with more fortitude than as gam-
blers they would lose a bet. As statesmen they would have risked the fate
of a kingdom to sccure a good “ martingale” at play.® Men of highest
breeding, in society, abounding in all the graces that adorn inlercourse;
here, they were taciturn, reserved, almost morose, never suffering their
atteiition to wander for an inslant from that engrossing themc where gain
and loss contended.

Into this society, noiseless and still as stifled feelings and repressed
emotions could make it, Linton entered ; a full dress replacing the clothes
he so lately wore, not a trace of unusual agitation on his features, he seemed
in every respect the easy mian of fashion for which the world took him.

A slight nod—a familiar motion of the hand—were all the greetings
which passed between him and such of his acquaintances as deigned to raise
their heads from the ghme. Linton perceived at once that the play was
high, nor did he need to cast a look at the mountain of gold, the coinage of

T2
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every European nation, to know that the * Bank” was a winner. The chief
player was a young noble of ‘the king’s household, the Duke de Marsac, a
man of originally immense fortune, the greater part of which he had already
squandered at play. His full dress of the Court, for he had dined the day
before 4t the royal table, contrasted strangely with the haggard expression
of his features, while his powdered hair hung in stray and dishevelled masses
over his temples—even his deep lace ruffles, which in his agitation he had torn
to very rags, all bespoke the abandonment of the loser. Linton, who always
passed for a mere frequenter of the house, unconnected with its interests in
any way, saw at a glance that a perfectly quiet demeanour was imperatively
necessary; that not a word should be uttered, not a syllable let fall, which
should break the spell of that enchantment that was luring on the gambler
to his ruin.

No man was more master of the hundrod little artifices by which the
spectator—< the gallery” is the play phrase—can arouse the hopes and
stimulate the expectations of the losing player. He knew to perfection
when to back the unlucky gambler, and how to throw out those half-mut-
tered words of encouragement so dear and precious to the loser’s heart.
But if he knew all this well, he also Knew that there are times when these
interferences become impertinent, and when the intense excitement of the
game will not admit of the distraotion of sympathy. Linton, therefore, was
silent; he took Lis seat behind the chair of one of his intimates, and watched
ihe table attentivcly.

At the close of a game wherein fortune vacillated for a long time, the
Duke lost above & hundred thousand francs—a kind of pause, like a truce,
seemed to intervene, and Rica sat with the cards hefore him, not making pre-
parations for a new deal.

“ Fortune is too decidedly your enemy this evening, my Lord Duke; I
am really ashamed to see you lose thus continuously.”

“There is a certain Chateau de Marlier, which belongs to me, near St.
Germain,” said the Duke. “ It has been valued, with its grounds, at upwards
of seven hundred thousand francs; are you disposed to advance so much
upon it ¥

“ As loan or purchase ?”’ asked Rica.

“ Whichever you prefer. If the choice were mine, I should say as a
Ioan-”

“ Parblen! it is a beautiful spot,” said one ofuthe players, It was for-
merly a hunting seat of Louis XIV.”

“You are quite correct, Sir,” said the Duke. * It was a present from
that monarch to my grandfather, and possesses, amongst its other advan-
tages, the privilege of giving the ownér a ducal coronet. If any man be weak
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enough in these days to care for the distinction, he can be Duke de Marlier
on easy terms.

“ Take him,” whispered Linton in Rica’s car. T accept the venture as
my own.”

“ Were I to accept this offer, my Lord Duke,” said Rica, “am I to un-
derstand that no mortgages nor charges of any kind are in cxistence against
this property

“It is perfectly unencumbered,” said the Duke, calmly., ¢ There are
some half-dozen pictures—a Velasquez or two amongst them—which I
should reserve as my own; but everything else would belong to the pur-
chaser.”

“The cost of transferring property in France is considerable, I believe,
and there is somo difficulty respecting the right of foreigners to inherit,”
said Rica, again

“ Take lnm Isay; the risk is mine,” whispered Linton, whose impatience
at the other’s caution became each moment stronger.

“ Do you accept, Monsieur de Rica ?” said the Duke, pushing back his
chair from the table, as though about to rise, “ oris there to be an armistice
for the present ?”

“It would be ungenerous, my Lord Duke, to refusc you anything in my
power to graut,” said Rica, obsequiously. ¢ As a high-spirited but unfor-
tunate player——--"

¢ Lt not this weigh with you, Sir,” said the Duke, proudly ; ** the chances
are that I leave my estate behind me on this table. That is the only consi-
deration for you to entertain.”

“Take him at once; it will be too late, soon,” whispered Linton again.

I agree, my Lord,” said Rica, with a slight sigh, as if yiclding in oppo-
sition to his inclination. * When is the money to be forthcoming

«Now, Sir, Here, upon this spot; here, where, before Lrise, I am deter-
mined to have my revenge.”

«The bank always closes at daybreak,” said Rica, gravely.

“* Upon this. occasion it will not,” said the Duke, with an air of com-
mand.

“Be it so, my.Lord Duke; you shall have everything as you wishit. I
only call these gentlemen to witness that this proceeding is contrary to my
desire, and must form no precedent for the fature.”

¢ Few will be found to ask for such concession,” said the Duke, iartly. -
* Let us have no more trifling, but begin.”

«T back the Duke,” said Linton, opening his pocket-book, and taking out
a roll of bank-notes.” * Whatever I have touched to-mght bas gone luckily
with me, and 1 am sure to bring him good fortune.”
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« If T might ask a favour, Monsieur,” said the Duke, *it would be to leave
me to deal single-handed with my destiny.”

“ As you please, my Lord,” said Linton, gaily. “If you will not accept
me as ally, you must have me as adversary. Charley, make room for me
beside you,” continued be, addressing a man whose haggard cheek and deep
sunken eye could scarcely recul the features of Lord Charles Frobisher.

“He’s in for it,” muttered Frobisher, as Linton seated himself at his
side.

“We shall see,” said Linton, calmly, arranging his note-book before him.
Meanwhile, Rica was busily engaged in counting out to the Duke thesheavy
sum of the purchase. This occupied a considerable time, during which
Linton amused the others with a running fire of that gossipry which goes
the round of Parisian socicty, and takes in the world of politics, of literature,
of art, and of morals. The cveniful period was full of rumours, and none
kuew better than Linton how to cxalt some into certainty, and degrade
others inlo merc absurdity. “If the bank wins,” said he, laughingly, at
the close of some observation on the condition of partics, “our friend Rica
will be the last duke in Europe.”

- Bah!” said an officer of the Royal'Guard; “grape and canister are just
as effectual as ever they were. There is nothing to be apprehended from the
mob. Two battalions of infantry and a squadron of hussars will carry the
¢ ordinances,” if the ministry but give the order.”

T wish they would begin the game,” said Frobisher, querulously, for he
took no intercst in any topic but that of play.

“Has any onc given orders that the doors shall be close-barred and
locked #* sajd another. ¢ The police will be herc presently.”

“What :tould bring the police here, Sir ? said Linton, turning suddenly
towards the speaker with a look of almost insolent defiance.

“ They arc making perquisitions everywhere the last few days,” said the
youth, abashed by the tonc and manmner of the question.

“Ah! so they are—very true. 1 beg your pardon,” cried Linton, affect-
ing a smile. . *“We are so intent upon our game here, that one actually-for-
gets what is occurring in the greater game that is playing without.”

“If ihere’s to be no more play I'm off to bed,” yawned Frobisher, as he
stretehed himself along the chairs. A group had meanwhile gathered round
a table where refreshments and wine were laid out, and were invigorating
{hemselves for the coming campaign.

¢ I remember the last scunce with closed doors I assisted at,” said a hand-
some middle-aged man, with a grey moustache, and short-cut grey hair,
“was in the stable at Fontainebleau. We played for seventcen hours, and
when we separated we discovered that the Empire was at an end, and the
Emperor departed 1
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“We might do something of the same kind now, Blancharde,” said an-
other; it would be no difficult matter, I fancy, to play an old Dynasty out
and a new one in at this moment.”

“ Hush, Rozlan! Marsac is not one €of us,’” whispered the former,
cautiously.

“He’s going the shortest way to bocome so, notwithstanding. Nothing
enlarges the sphere of political vision like being ruined ! One always becomes’
liberal, in the political sense, when it is impossible {0 be so in any other ™

The chatting now turned on the events that were then impending, a
great diversity of opinion existing as to whether the King would insist upon
carr{mg the “ ordinances,” and a still wider divergence as to what result
would follow. Daring this discussion, Frobisher’s lmpatwnce went beyond
all control, and at last he rosc, declaring that he would remain no longer.

“You forget that the doors are lockcd for twenty-four hours, Sir,” said
another, “and neither can any one lca,ve or enter the room before ihat
time.”

“'We are more sacréd than a privy council or a chapter of the knights of
St. Louis,” said Rozlan.

“ Now then 1o see who is the nex¢®Duc de Marlier ! whlsperetl Linton
in Rica’s ear. ““Let us begin.”

“One word with you, Linton,” whispercd Rica; “ don’t bet high, it dis-
tracts my atiention—make a mere game of amuscment, for this will be a
hard struggle, and it must be the last.”

“ So I perceive,” rejoined Linton; “cvents are coming fast; we must be
off erc the tide overtake us.”

““The game, the game P cried Frobisher, striking the table with his
rake.

 And Maritafia ? whispered Linton, holding Rica by the arm.

The other grew lividly pale, and his lip quivered as he said, ““Is this the
{ime, Linton——

« It is the very time,” rejoined the other, determinedly, “and I will have
my answer now. You cannot equivocate with me.”

«T do not seck to do so. I have told you always what I tell you still—
1 cannot coerce her.” '

*There will be no need. This dukedom will do ihe business. I know
her well—bctter than you do. See, they are watching us yonder. Say the
word at oncc——it is agreed.’.’- ’ '

< Hear me,

< Tll hear nothing; save the one word, ‘agreed

« Let me but explain-e—""

¢ Therec is nothing to explain. The betrthal you allude to is—as none
knows better than yourself—an idle ceremony; and if. she loves the fellow,,
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so much the more urgent ate the reasons for my request. Be quick,
I say.”

“ If she consent——-—r""

“Bhe shall. My Lord Duke, a thousand pardons, I beg, for this delay ;
but Rica has been tormenting me these ten minutes by the refusal of a petty
favour. He is become reasonable at last; and now for the combat !”

The party seated themselves like men about to witness an exciting event ;
and, although each had his venture on the game, the Duke was the great
object of interest, and speculation was high as to how the struggle was
toend.

It is no part of our object to follow the changing fortunes of that long
contest, nor walch the vacillating chances which, alternately, elevated to
hope and lowered to very desperation. Before the day began to dawn,
cevery player, save the Duke, had ceased to bet. Some, worn out and ex-
hausted, had suuk to sleep upon the rich ottomans; others, drinking dcep
of champugnc, secred anxious to forget ever ythmg Frobisher, utterly
ruined, sat in the same place at the table, mechanically marking the game,
on which he had no longer a stake, and muttering exclamations of joy or
disappoiniment at imaginary gains and losses, for he still fancied that he was
betling large sums, and participating in all the varying emotions of a gam-
bler’s life.

The luck of the bank continued. Play how he would, boldly, * back
the colour,” or try to suit the fitful fortunes of the game, the Duke went
on losing.

Were such an ordeal one 1o evoke admiration, it could scarcely be with-
held from him, who, with an unwearied brain and unbroken temper, sat pa-
tiently there, fighting foot to foot, contesting every inch of ground, and,
cven in defeat, preserving the calm cquaniwity of his high breeding. Behind *
his chair stood Linton—a flush of triumph on his check as he continued to
behold the undeviating course of luck that attended the bank. * Another
deal like thal,” muttered he, “ and I shall quarter the arms of Marher thh
Linton.”

The words were scarcely uttered, when g deep sigh broke from the Duke
—it was the first that had escaped him—and he buried his head between his
hands. Rica looked over at Linton, and a slight, almost imperceptible,
motion of his cyebrows signalled that the battle was nigh over.

“Well! how is the game? Am I betting P—~what’s the colour?” said
the Duke, passing his clammy hand across his brow.

1 am waiting for you, my Lord Duke,” said Rica, obsequiously.

“T'm ready—quite ready,” cried the other. ‘ Am I the only player? I
fancied that some others were betting. * Where’s my Lord Charles P=ah !
I see him. And Mr. Linton—is he gone ?”’
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“He has just left the room, my Lord Duke. Will you excuse me if I
follow him for an instant?’ And at the same moment Rica arose, and left
the chamber with hasty steps.

It was at the end of a long corridor, tapping gently at a door, Linton
stood, as Rica came up.

“What ! is’t over alxeady # said Linton, with a look of angry impa-
tience.

~ “This is not fair, Linton!” said Rica, cndeavouring to get ncarest to the
door.

““ What is not fair?’ said the other, imperiously. ““You told me a while
ago that she must pronounce, herself, upon her own future. Well, I am
willing to leave it to that issue.”

“But she is unfit to do so at present,” said Rica, cntreatingly. * You
know well how unsettled is her mind, and how wandering are her facultics.
There are moments when she scarcely knows me—her father.”

“It is enough if she remember me,” said Linton, insolenily.  Her
intellects will recover—the cloud will pass away; and, if it should not,
still—as my wife, it is an object I have set my heart on; and so, let me
pass.”

T cannot—1I will not peril her chances of recovery by such a shock,”
said Rica, firmly; then changing suddenly, he spoke in accents of deep
feeling: “ Remember, Linton, how 1 offered you Zer whom you acknow-
ledged you preferred. I told you the means of coercion in my power, and
pledged myself to use them. It was but two days since I discovered where
they werc; to-morrow we will go there together. I will claim lher as my
daughter : the laws of France are imperative in the matter. Mpry Leicester
shall be yours.”

1Y care for her no longer,” said Linton, haughtily. ¢ I doubt, indeed, if
I ever cared for her. She is not one to suit my fortunes. Maritalla is, or
at least may become so.”

“ Be it so, but not now, Linton; the poor child’s rcason is clouded.”

‘When she hears she is a Duchess,” said Linton, half snecringly, *it will
dispel the gloomy vapour.”

# T implore you—I entreat—on my knees I beg of you——" said the dis-
tracted fathcr, and, unable to utter more, he sank powerless at Linton’s feet.;
meanwhile the other opened the door, and, stepping noiselessly over the
prostrate figure, cntered*the room.
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CHAPTER XXXV.

. Like a bold criminal he stood,
Calm in his guilt.
THE FORGER.

Wirn firm step and head high, Linton entered a room where the dim
balf-light of the closed jalousies made each object indistinet. ¥le halted
for an instant, to cast a searching glance around, and then advanced to a
door al the farthest end of the apartment; at this he tapped iwice gently
with his knuckles. He waited for an instant, and then repeated his sum-
mons. Still no answer, cven though he rapped a third time, and louder than
before. Linton now turned the handle noisclessly, and opened the door.
For a moment or two he secmed uncettain whether to advance or retire;

- but his resolution was soon made—he entcred and closed the door behind
him.

The chamber in which Linton now stood was smaller than the outer,one,
and equally shaded from the strong sunlight. His eyes were now, however,
accustomed to the dusky half-light, and he was able to mark the costly fur-
niture and splendid ornaments of the room. The walls were hung with
rose-coloured dawmask, over which a drapery of white lace was suspended,
looped up at intervals to admit of small bracketls of bronze, on which stood

. either “statuettes” or vases of rarc “Sévres.” At-a toilet-table in the
middle of the room were laid out the articles of a lady’s dressing-case, but
of such eostly splendogfthat they seemed oo gorgeous for use. Trinkets
and jewellery of great value were scattered carelessly over the table, and an
immensc diamond cross glittered from the mother-o -pear] frame of the
looking-glass.

The half-open curtains at the end of the room showed a marble bath, into
which the water flowed from a little cascade of imitation rustic, its tiny ripple
murmuring in the still silence of the room. There was another sound, still
softer and more musical than that, therc—the long-drawn breathing of a
young girl, who, with her face upon her arm, lay asleep upon a sofa. With
stealthy step and noiseless gesture, Linton approached and stood beside her.
He was not one to be carried away by ‘any enthusiasm of admiration, and
yet he could not look upon the faultless symmetry of that form, the placid
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beauty of that face, on which a passing dream bad left a lingering smile, and
nof feel deeply moved. In her speaking moments, her dark and flashing
cyes often lent a character of hanghty severity to her handsome features;
now, their dark lashes shrouded them, and the expression of the face was
angclic in swectness. The olive-darkness of her skin, too, was tempered
by the half-light, while the slight tinge of colour on her cheek might have
vied with the petal of a rose. Linton drew a chair beside the sofa, and sat
down. With folded arms, and head slightly bent forward, he watched ker,
while his fast-hurrying thoughts travelled miles and miles — speculating,
planning, contriving—meeting difficulties here—grasping advantages there
——pﬁlaying over a game of life, and thinking if an adversary could find a flaw
in it.

“She is worthy to be a Duchess,” said he, as he gazed at her. A
Duchess '—and what moreP—that is the question. Ah, these women,
these women ! if they but knew their power! If they but knew how all
the boldest strivings of our mtellects are as nothing compared to what
their beauty can eﬂ’ect ! Well,"well ; it is better that they should not. They
are tyrants, even as il is—petty tymnts—-—to all who care for them; and he
who does not is their master. 7%af is the real power—there the stronghold—-
and how they fear the man who takes his stand behind it !—how they
crouch and fremblc before him !—what fascinating graces do they reserve
for Aim, that they wounld not bestow upon a lover! Is it that they only
love where they fear ? How beautiful she looks, and how calmly swoet l—
it is the sleeping tigress, notwithstanding. And now to awake her: itisa
pity, too; that wearicd mind wants repose, and the future gives but little
promise of it

He bent down over her, till he almost touched the silken masses of her
long dark hair, and, in a low, soft voice, said:

“ Maritafia~—Maritaiia.”

¢ No, 10, n0,” said she, in the low, muttering accemts of sleep, “not here
~—uol here t?

“And why not here, dearest ?” said he, catching at the words.

A faint shudder passed over her, and she gathered her shawl more closely
around her. .

« Hace mal tiempo—~the weather looks gloomy,”—-smd she, in a faint
voice. .
¢« And if not here, Maritafia, where then ? said he, in a low tone.

“In our own deep forests, beneath the Liana and the cedar; where the
mimosa blossoms, and the acacia scents the air; where fountains are spring-
ing, and the glow-wormwhines like & star in the dark grass. Ob, not here!
not here !¥ cried she, plaintively.
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“Then in Italy, Maritafia mia, where all that the tropics can boast is
blended with whatever is beautiful in art; where genius goes hand-in-hand
with nature; and where life floats calmly on, like some smooth-flowing river,
unruffled and unbroken.”

A faint low sigh escaped her, and her lips parted with a smile of surpass-
ing loveliness.

“ Yes, dearcst—there, with me, beside the blue waters of the Adriatic, or
lost amid the chesnut forcsts of the Apennines. Think of those glorious
cities too, where the once great still live, enshrined by memory, in thelr own
palace walls. Think of Venice——"

The word was not well uttered when, with a shrill scream, she started up
and awoke. )

“ Who spoke to me of my shame®? Who spoke of Venice P’ cried she,
in accents of wild terror.

“ Be calm, Maritafia. It was a dream—nothing but a drcam,” said Linton,
pressing her gently down again. Do not think more of it.”

“ Where am 1?” said she, drawing a long reath,

“In your own dressing-room, deares > said he, in an accent of deep
devotion.

“ And you, Sir? Why are yow here? and by what right do you address
me thus

“ By no right,” said Linton, with a submxssxve deference which well be-
came him. “I can plead nothing, save the devotion of a heart long since
your own, and the good wishes of your father, Maritafla, who bade me speak
to you.”

« T will not believe it, Sir,” said she, proudly, as she arosc and walked the
room with stately step. I know but too well the influence you wield over
him, although I cannot tell how it is acquired. I have seen your counscls
sway, and your wishes guide him, when my cntreaties were unheard and un-
heeded. Tell me nothing, then, of his permission,”

« Let me speak of that better reason, where my heart may plead, Man-
tafia. It was to offer you a share in my fortunes that I have come hete—
to place at your feet whatever I possess in-rank, in station, and in future
hope—to place yon where your beauty and your fascinations entitle you to
shine—a Pceress of the Court of France—a Duchess, of a name only second
1o Royalty itself.”

The girl’s dark eyes grew darker, and ber flushed cheek grew crimson, as
with heaving bosom she listencd. “ A Duchess !’ murmured she, between
her lips.

“ La Duchesse de Marlier,” repcated Lmton, slowly, while his keen eyes
were riveted on her.
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“And this real—not a pageant —not as that thing you made of me
before P

“ La Duchesse de Marlier,” said Linton again, * knows of no rank above
her own, save in the Blood Royal. Her chateau was the present of a king
—her grounds are worthy of such a donor.”>

¢ And the Duke de Marlier,” said she, with a look of ineffable irony, *who
is to play Aim ? Is that part reserved for Mr. Linton #*

““Could he not look the character?” said Linton, putting on a smile of
seeming good-humour, while his lip trembled with passion. ’

 Look it—ay, that could he; and if looks would suffice, he could he all
that his ambition aims at.”

““ You doubt my sincerity, Maritafia,” said he, sorrowfully; have I ever
given you cause to do so?”

“Never,” cried she, impetuously. T read you from the first hour I saw
you. You never deceived me. My training has not been like that of
others of my sex and age, amidst the good, the virtuous, and tho pure. It
was the corrupt, the base-born, and the abandoned offered their examples
to my eyes: the ruined gambler, the beggared adventurer—zZeir lives were
my daily study. How, then, should ¥ not recognise one so worthy of them
all #” :

“This is less than fair, Maritafia; you bear me a grudge for having
counselled that career wherein your triumphs were unbounded ; and now you
speak to me harshly for offering a station a princess might accept without a
derogation.” .

“Tell me not of my trinmphs,” said she, passionately; “they were my
shame! You corrupted me, by trifling with my ignorance of the world. I
did not know then, as now I know, what were the prizes of that ambition I
cherished! But gox knew them; yow speculated on them, as now you spe-
culate upon others. Ay, blush for it; let your check glow, and sear your
cold heart for the infamy! The coroneted Duchess would have been ‘a
costlicr merchandise than the wreathed dancer! Oh, shame upon you l—
sharhe upon you! Could you not be satisfied with your gambler’s cruelty,
and ruin those who have manhogd’s courage to sustain defeat, but that you
should make your victim a poor, weak, motherless girl, whose unprotected
life might have evoked even your pity?”

« T will supplicate no longer; upon you be it, if the alternafive be heavy.
Hear me, young lady. Iteis by your father’s consent—nay, more, at his
desire,—that I make you the proffer of my name and rank. Heis in my
power,—not his fortune, nor his futurc prospeets, but his very life is in my
hands. You shudder atehaving been a dancer: think of what you may be—
the daughter of a forgat, a galley-slave! If these be idle threats, ask him-
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self; he will tcll you if T speak truly. It is my ambition that you should
share my title and my fortune. I mean to make your position one that the
proudest would envy; reject my offer if' you will, but never reproach me
with what your own blind folly has accomplished.”

Maritafia stood with clasped hands, and eyes wildly staring on vacancy, as
Linton, in a voice broken with passion, uttered these words :

T will not press you, now, Maritafla; you shall have to-night to think
over all I have said; to-morrow you will give me your answer.”
~ “To.morrow P’ muttered she, after him.

“Who is there # said Linton, as a low, faint knock was hcard at the
door. It was repeated, and Linton approached and opencd the door. A
slight gesturc of the hand was all that he could perceive in the half-light ;
but he understood it, and passed out, closing the door noiselessly behmd
him.

“ Well * said Rica, as he grasped the other’s arm;  well

“Well? cchoed Linton, peevishly. “She is in her most insolent of
moods, and affects to think that all the splendour I have offered her is but
the twin of the mock magnificence of the stage. She is a fool, but she’ll
think better of it, or she must be taught to do so.”

Rica sighed heavily, but made no answer; at last he said,

< It is over with the Duke, and he bears it well.”

*Good blood always does,” said Linton. * Your men of birth have a
lively sense of how little they have done for their estates, and therefore part
with them with a proportionate degree of indifference. Where is he P

“ Writing letters in the boudoir off the drawing-room. You must see him,
and ask when the necessary papers can be signed and exchanged.”

Linton walked on, and passing through the play-room, around which in
every attitude of slumber the gamblers lay, entered the boudoir, before a
table in which the Duke de Marsac was busy writing.

“Fortune las still been obdurate, my Lord Duke, I hear,” said Le, en-
tering softly.

The Duke looked up, and his pale features were totally devoid of all emo-
tion as be said,

« T have lost heavily, Sir.?

T am sincerely grieved to hear it ; as an old sufferer in the same field, I
can feel for others.” A very slight movement of impatience on the Duke’s
part showed that he regarded the sympathy as dbtrusive. Linton saw this,
and went on: “T would not have invaded your privacy to say as much, my
Lord Duke, but I thought it might be satisfactory to you to learn that your
ancient dukedom-—the chateau of your proud ancestors—is not destined to
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fall into plebeian hands, nor suffer the indigh?ty of their profanation. I
mean to purchase the property from Rica myself.”

“ Indeed ! said the Duke, carelessly, as though the announcement had
10 interest for him,

1 had fancied, my Lord, this information would have given you plea~
sure,” said Linton, with evident irritation of manner.

“ No, Sir,” 'said the other languidly, “I am ashamed to say I cannot ap-
preciate the valuc of these tidings.”

“Can the contract and transfer be spccdlly made out?” said Lifton,
abrupfly.

“Of course; there shall be no delay in the matter. I will give orders to
my ‘ Notaire’ at once.”

* And where shall you be found to-morrow, my Lord Duke, in case we
desire to confer with you #

The Duke grew lividly pale, and he arose slowly from his chair, and,
taking Linton’s arm, drew him fowards a window in silence. Linton saw
well that some new train of thought had suddenly sprung up, and wondered
what could so instantaneously have wrought this change in his manner.

“You ask me, Sir,” said the Duke? with a slow emphasis on cvery word,
“where am I to be found to-morrow? Is not Mr. Linton’s knowledge of
Paris sufficient to suggest the answer to that question ?’ There was a ficrce
boldness in the way these words werc uttercd Linton could not comprehend,
any more than he understood what they might mcan.

Y must plead ignorance, my Lord Duke. I really discredit the culo-
gium you have pronounced upon my information.”

Then I will tell you, Sir,” said the Duke, speaking in a low thick whisper,
while his dark eyes glared with the fire of intense excitement.  You will
find me in the SeINe "

Linton staggered back as if he had been struck, and a pallor spread
over his features, making the very lips bloodless. *Ilow do you mcan,
Sir? Why do you dare to say this to me?” said he, in a voice broken and
guttural.

“Since none should betier know how to appreciate the news,” was the
cold answer.

Linton trembled from head to foot, and, casting a wary look around on
cvery side to sce that they were alone, he suid, “ These words may mean
much, or they may mean ngthing—at least nothing that has concern for me.
Now, Sir, be explicit: in what sense am I to read them #” '

The Duke looked astonished ak. the emotion which all the ether’s self.
command could not repxess ; he saw,.too, that he had touched a seeret spring
of conscience, and with a calm reserve he said, “Take what I have said in
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the sense your own heart now suggests, and I venture to affirm it will be the
least pleasing interpretation you can put upon it I’

“You shall give me satisfaction for this, Sir,” said Linton, whose passion
now boiled over. X will not endure the tyranny of insinuations from any
man. Here, before you quit the house—if ever you quit it—I will have
full satisfaction for your insolence.”

“ Insolence !” cried the Duke.

¢ Yes, insolence. I repeat the word, and these gentlemen shall hear a
still® stronger word addressed to you, if that will not suffice to arouse your
courage.”

This speech was now directed to the crowd of gamblers, who, sudden]y
awakened by the loud talking, rushed in a body into the room. )

Questions, and demands for explanation, pressed on every hand, their
countrymen gathering round the antagonists on either side, both of whom
maintained for some minutes a perfect silence. The Duke was the first to
speak. “ Gentlemen,” said he, “you bave heard an expression addressed
to me which no Frenchman listens to without inflicting chastisement on the
speaker—1 do not ask—I do not care in the least—who this person may be
—what his rank and position in life; & am ready to admit him to the fullest
cquality with myself. It only remains that I should satisfy myself of cer-
tain doubts, which his own manner has originated.” It may be that he cannot
call me, or any other gentleman, to account for his words.”

Linton’s face taitched with short convulsive jerks as he listened, and
then, crossing the room to where the Duke stood, he struck him with his
glove across the face, while, with a very shout of passion, he uttered the
one word—* Coward I The scene became now one of the wildest confu-
sion.” The partisanship of country surrounded either with a group, who in
loud tones expressed their opinions, and asked for explanations of what had
occurred. That some gross insult had been put upon Linton was the pre-
vailing impression ; but how originating, or of what nature, none knew, nor
did the principals seem disposed to afford the information.

“I tell you, Frobisher,” sald Lmton, angrily, “it 1s a matter does not
admit of explanation.”

« Patbleu, Sir! you have placed it out of the reach of such,” saxd an old
French officer, “and I trust you will feel the consequences.”

The chaos of tongues, loud in altercation and dispute, now burst forth
again, some asserting that the cause of quarrel ghould be openly declared at
once, others averring that the opprobrious epithet applied by Linton to the
Duke effectually debarred negotiation, and left no other arbitrament than
the pistol. In the midst 6f this tumult, where angry passions were already
enlisted, and insolent rejoinders passed from mouth to mouth, a still louder
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uproar was now heard in the dircction of the safon, and the crash of a break-
ing door, and the splintering noise of the shattered wood, overtopped the
other sounds.

“The Commissairc de Police ! cried some one, and {he words were
electric. The hours of play were illegal—ihic habits of the house such as
to implicate all in charges, more or less disgraceful—and immediately a
general rush was made for escape—some secking the well-known private
issues from the apartment, others preparing for a hold attempt to force
their passage through the armed followers of the Commissary,

Every avenue of escape had been already occupied by the gendarmes;
and the discomfited gamblers were seen returning into the room erestfallen
and’ ashaned, when the Commissary, followed by a knot of others in plain
clothes, advancing into the middle of the chamber, pronounced the legal
form of arrest on all present.

“Lam a Pecr of France,” said the Duke de Marsac, haughtily. I yield
to no authority that does not carry the signature of my Sovereign.”

“You arc free, Monsieur le Duc,” said the Commissary, bowing respect-
fully.

“ I am an English gentleman,” said Linton, stepping forward. «I demand
by what mght you presume to detain me in custody P

“ What is your name, Sir ?* asked the Commissary.

" Linton!” was the brief reply.

« That’s the man,” whispered a voice from behind the Commissary, and,
at the same instant, that functionary approached, and laying his hand on the
other’s shoulder, said :

«T arrest you, Sir, on the charge of murder.”

¢ Murder !”” repeated Linton, with a sneer that he could not merge into
a laugh. *This is a sorry jest, Sir.”

“ You will find it sad earnest !” said a deep voice.

Linton turned round, and straight in front of him stood Roland Cashel,
who, with bent brows and compressed lips, seemed struggling to repress the
passion that worked within him.

«T say, Frobisher, arc you opmitied in the indictment ?” cried Linton,
with a sickly attempt to laugh ; “or has our buccaneering friend forgotten
to stigmatisc you for the folly of having known him ?”

“ Ilc is in my custody,” said a gruff English voice, in reply to some ob-
servation of the Commissary; and a short, stout-built man made a gesture
1o another in the crowd to advance.

“ What! is this indignity to be put upon me P’ said Linton, as he saw
the handcuﬁ‘s produced, snd prepared to be adjusted to his wrists. “Isthe

VOL. II. :
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false accusation of a pirate and a slaver to cxpose me to the treatment of
a convicted felon

« T will do my duty, Sir,” said the police officer, sicadily. *If T do more,
my superiors can hear of it. Tom, put on the irons.”

“ T this your vengeance, Sir ?”* said Liuton, as he cast a look of incflable
hate towards Cashel; but Roland made no reply, as he stood regarding the
scene with an air of saddest meaning.

“You kncw him better than I did, Charley,” said Linton, snceringly,
“ when you black-balled him ai the Yacht Club; but ihe world shall know

him better yet than either of us—mcan-spiriled scoundrel that he is

“ Come away, Sir,” said the officer, as he placed Limsclf on onc side of his
prisoner, bis fcllow doing the same at the other.

“ Not il T see your warrant,” said Linton, resolutely.

“There it is, Sir, all reg’lar,” said the man; “sigued by the Secretary of
State, and attested by the witness.”

“The rascality is well got up,” said Linton, trying to laugh, “bui by
Hcaven they shall pay for it 1 Thesc words were dirceted to where Roland
stood, and uticred with a concentr: .J.tcd hate that tlnilled through every heart
around.

As Linion was led forth, the Commissary proceeded 1o arrest the differcnt
individuals prescnt on the charge of gambling in sceret. Inthe midst of the
group was Rica, slanding pale with terror, and overcome by the revelations
he had listened to.

T will be responsible for this gentleman’s appearance,” said Cashel, ad-
dressing the Commissary.  *Therc is no need o subject him 1o ihe insull
of au arrest.”

““He can ouly be liberated by a bail bond in presence of ihe Judge, Sir.
You can accompany me to the Court, and enter uto the recognisances, if
you will.”

“Be 1t 80,” said Cashel, bowing.

Rica made a sign for Roland to approach him. ¢ tried to speak, but his
voice was inarticulate from faintness, and the only audible sound was the ouc
word ¢ Maritaila.” v

“ Where ?” said Cashel, eagerly.

. Rica nodded in the direction of a small door that led from the chamber,

and Cashel made a gesture of assent in answer,

With headlong specd Roland traversed the corridor, and entered the
ante-chamber at the end of it. Onc glance showed him that the room was
empty, and he passed on inlo the chamber where so lately Linton had
spoken with Maritafla, This, too, was descrted, as was the bedroom which
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opened inio it. Hastening from place to place, he called her name aloud,
but no answer came. Terrified by a hundred fears, for he well knew the
rash, impctuous naturc of the girl, Roland entreated, in tones of wildest
passion, “ihat she might come forth-—ihat her friends werc all around her,
and nothing morc to fear.”” But no voice replied, and when the sound of
his own died away, all was silent. The window of the dressing-room was
open, and as Roland looked from it into the street beneath, his eye caught
the fragment of a dress adhering to the hook of the “jalousie.” It was
plain niow she had made her escape in this manner, and that she was gone.

Too fruc! Overcome by terror—her mind distracted by fears of Linton -
—without onc to succour or protect her, she had yielded to the impulse of
her dread, and leaped from the window! That small rag of fluticring
gauze was all that remained of Maritafia.

Rica was to hear these sad tidings as he was led away by the Commis-
sary, but he listened to them like onc whose mind was stunned by calamity.
A few low murmuring words alone escaped Lim, and they indicated that he
felt, everything which was happening as a judgment upon him for his own
crimes.

Even in his cxamination before the jﬁdgc, these half-uttered sclf-aceusings
broke forth, and he seemed utterly indiffercnt as to what fate awaited him.
By Cashel’s intervention, and the deposit of a large sum as hail for Rica’s
future appcarance, his libcration was cffccted, and he was led away from the
spot unconscious of all around him.~

As Cashel assisted the weak and tfottering man through the crowded
passages of the court, he felt his arm gently touched by a hand, at the same
instant that his name was uttcred. He turned hastily, and saw at his side
a woman, who, youthful and still handsome, bore in her appearance the
signs of deep poverty and still decper sorrow. Her dress had once been
rich, but now, from time and neglect, was disfigured and shabby; her veil,
partly drawn across her face, was lorn and ragged, and ber very shoes were
in tatters. A more sad-looking object it were difficult to conceive, and in
the hurried glance Roland bestowed upon her, at a moment when all his
thoughts werc intent upon other carcs, he belicved that she was one
cntreating charity. « Hastily drawing forth his purse, he offered her some
money, but she drew proudly up, saying, ©“This is insult, Sir, and I have
not descrved it.”

Cashel started with amazbment, and drawing closer, stared eagerly at
her. ’

¢ Great Heaven!” cried he, *is this possible?  Is thig——?

« Fush 1 cried she. “®*Let me not hear my name--or what was once
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my name—spoken aloud. I see now—you did not know me, nor would I
have brought myself to the shame of being recognised but for kis sake.
IHe is now before' the tribunal, and will be sent to prison for want of
bail.”

Cashel motioned to her not to leave the spot; and laving safely placcd
Rica in his carriage, returned to the court.

By the guarantee of his name, and the offer of any moncyed sceurity
which might be required, Cashel obtained permission for Lord Charles Fro-
bisher to go frec; and then hurrying outside, communicated the tidings to
her who stood trembling with fear and anxiety.

" With tearful eyes, and in a voice broken by sobs, she was uttering her
thanks as Lord Charles joined them.

“ This, then, was your doing P said he, staring coldly at her.

¢ Say, rather, it was your own, my Lord,” said Cashcl, sternly.

“Oh, Charles! thank him—thank him,” cricd she, hysterically. “ Friends
have not becn so plenty with us, that we can treat them thus!”

“ Lady Charles is most grateful, Sir,” said Frobisher, with a cold sneer.
«J am sure the show of feeling she cvinces must repay all your generosity.”
And, with this base speech, he drew her arm within his, and moved hastily
away. One look towards Cashel, as she turned to go, told more forcibly
than words the agony of her broken heart.

And this was the once gay, light-hearted girl —the wild and daring
romp, whose buoyant spirit seemed above every reverse of fortune. Toor
Jemima Mcek! she had run away from her father’s home to link her lot
with a gambler! Some play transaction, in which his namne was involved,
compelled him to quit the service, and at last the country. Now, de-
pending for support upon lis family, now, hazarding his miserable mecans
at play, he had lived a life of rccklessness and privation—nothing left
to him of his former condition, save the name that he had brought down to
infamy !
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CHAPTER XXXVI.
“The end of all.”

‘Wizar a contrast did Roland Cashel’s life now present to the purposeless
vacuity of his late existence! Every hour was occupied; even to a late pe-
riod of each night was he engaged by cares which seemed to thicken around
him as he advanced.

‘We should but wiary our reader were we to follow him in the ceaseless
round of duties which hard necessity imposed. Each morning his first visit -
was to the hospital of St. Louis, where Keane still lay, weakly struggling
against a malady whose fatal termination was beyond a doubt; and although
Roland could not wish for the prodongation of a life which the law would
demand in expiation, he felt a craving desire that the testimony of the dying
man should be full and explicit on every point, and that every dubious eir-
cumstance should be explained cre the grave closed over him.

To seek for Maritafia, to endeavour to rccover this poor forlorn girl, was
his next care, and to this end he spared nothing. Whatcever money could
purchase, or skill and unwearied enterprise suggest, werc all employed in
the search. Rica, whose nature seemed totally changed by the terrible
shock of Linton’s culpability, gave himself up implicitly to Cashel’s guidance,
and was unceasing in his efforts to discover his missing child. But with all
the practised acutencss of the police at their command, and all the endea-
vours which their zcal eould practise, the search was fruitless, and not a trace
of her could be detected.

*Through the Neapolitan Emhassy, orders were transmitted to Naples to
inquire into the case of Enrique, whose innocence the testimony of Keane
went far to establish. The result was, as Cashel ardently hoped, his com-
plete vindication, and a telegraphic despateh brought tidings that he was al-
ready liberated, and on his way to Paris. While both Roland and Rica waited
impatiently for the arrival of one whose assistance in their search would he
so valuable, the most perfect good understanding grew up between them,
and Caslel began to perceive how, beneath the vices which a life of reck-
less debauchery lad ercated, there lay—inactive and unused for many a day
—kindly feelings and warm affections for which he had never given him
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credit. As this confidence grew stronger, Rica became more {rank and open
in all his intercourse, and at last revealed to Cashel the whole story of his
lifc—a strange, cventful history, whose vicissitudes were the changing for-
tunes of a gambler’s existence. For such was he—without a pussion, a
pursuit of any kind but play, he had passed his lifc in that one bancful vice.
For it he had toiled and laboured: to indulge that passion he had engaged
in deadly duels, and perilled his life by acts of forgery.

His marriage with Corrigan’s daughter was brought about solely to pro-
cure the means of play; nor was there an encrgy of his mind or an impulse
of his naturc had any other direction. Linton’s skill as a gambler—the un-
ceasing resources he secmed to possess—the stratugems and devices he
could deploy—created for him, in Rica’s mind, a specics of admiration that
soon degenerated into a blind submission to all his dictates. Such an ally
as this, so decply versed in all the weak points of his fellow-men—so
thoroughly master of every impulse that moves—of every hope and fear that
sways the gambler’s naturc—had been ihe cherished desire of his heart for
many a year, and now Fortune had at last given him such an associatc.
Their sudden success scemed to warrant the justice of the hope. Every-
Lthing prospered with them since their mew league. If hie did nol gain an
equal ascendancy over the daughter’s mind as he had acquired over the
father’s, still the awmbitious future he often pictured before hier dazzled and
delighted her, and thus, cre long, he contrived to obtain a degree of power,
although of different kinds, over both. From such an associate as Linton
conccalment, was impossible; and Rica soon saw himself completely at the
merey of a man who had sifted every motive of his heart, and weighed cvery
action of lis life, and at last beeame his pitiless, tyrannical master.

Rica’s connexion with Corrigan suggested to Linton’s inveniive mind {he
possibility of succceding to that estatc for which alrcady he had perilled so
much. Ilis plan was to obtain from Corrigan a full renuuciation of his
claim to the property, and then to take the necessary sieps lo investigate
the long dormant title. All their efforts to discover the old man’s residence
were, however, vain; for although they once obtained a cluc to the fact,
some information secmed 1o have apprised the others of their danger, and
their abode was immediately changed.

It was with o strange thrill of mingled pain and pleasure Cashel heard
Rica speak of his daughter Mary—of her he had deserted for so many a
year, and yet now yearned towards with an affection that sprang from his
sclf-accusings. The terrible chastiscment his own vices had inflicted on his
loncly and descrted lot seemed never absent from his thoughts ; and he would
sit for hours silently, while the heavy tears rolled along his furrowed cheeks,
and his strong, heaving bosom showed his agony.
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The fruitlessness of their search after Maritaiia in Paris, and the death of
Tom Keane in the hospital, removed the only obstacles to their departure
from that city; and Rica and Cashel, who now fclt their fortunes bound up
iogether, prepared to take their leave of Paris. The trial of Linton was to
take place in Limerick, and thither Roland was summoned by the law offi-
cers of the Crown. This sad duty accomplished, he was to accompany Rica
io Columbia, whither some slight hope of rccovering Maritafia induced him
to proceed.  As for Cashel, once in the old baunts of childhood, he had re-
solved never to quit them more. .

Rotand’s arrangements for departure were soon made, and he ropmred to
the Embassy, where he had been invited to breakfast on the last moming of
bi$ stay. There was a certain bustle and movement iu the court-yard which
attracted his attention ; and he saw two travelling-carringes, with an attendant
“ fourgon,” surroundcd by scrvants, and loaded with all he preparations for
a long journey.

“ You have come in time, Mr. Cashel,” said the Ambassador, as he shook
hands with him, *to see our new Minister at Florence, who is now on his

way thither; and what will have more interest in your cyes, a very pretty
girl, who has become the great litetary clnractcx of our circles here. I
mgvr(,t much that she is about to leave ns.”

Cashel howed politely, bul with the cold indifference of one for whom the
tidings had no peculiar interest, and accompanied the Ambassador into a
sulon, crowded with company.

“T have a young couniryman to prescnt to you, my Lord,” said his Ex-
cclleney, leading Cashel forward, “who I trust will wear a less sombro face
in the swiny south than he has done in our northern latitudes. Mr. Roland
Cashel—Lord Kilgoff.”

A sudden start of surprisc was made by both, and Roland stood mnic and
i hundersiruck as Lord Kilgoff advanced towards him with extended hand,
and said:

«“Yes, Mr. Cashel, your old fricnd in better health and spirifs than when
Jast you saw him; and better ubl. to thank you for much hospitality, and
apologise for much injustice.”

“ Let me Lave,my share in both acknowlcdgments,” said Lady Kilgoff,
rising, and taking Cashel’s hand with much cordiality.

Roland tried to mutter a few words, but he could not succeed; and his
eyes ranged about the chamtber till they fell upon one who, pale and motion-
less, regurded him with a look of most cxpressive sadness.

« Misy Leieester, too, here ?” said he, at last.

« Yes, Mr. Cashel,” stid Lady Kilgoff ; *chancc is about to do for us,
what all our skill would have failed in. Here are two worthy people who
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will not hear you name mentioned, and who now must consent, not alone to
hear, but sec you in person. I am quite convinced you never did or could
have injured them. Stand forward, Mr. Corrigan, and make your charge.”

¢ I will save that gentleman the pain of accusing me,” said Roland, with
deep emotion. “I have injured him deeply, but yet unwittingly. I have
long desired this meeting, to place in his hands a document I have ncver
ceased to carry about me—the title to a property of which I was not the
rightful owner, and which is his—and his only.”

T will not, I cannot accept of it, 8ir,” said Corrigan, proudly. I will
never see that cottage more.” .

“T do not speak of ¢ the Cottage,””* said Cashel, * but of the whole estate
of Tubbermore, the ancient possession of your house—still yowrs. Therc is
the proof.” And, as he spoke, he drew forth the pardon, and handed it to
Corrigan.

The old man trembled in every limb as he perused the paper, which he
now read over for the third time.

“A royal pardon to Miles Corrigan, my grandfather ? exclaimed le,
gasping for breath; “and how came you by this, Sir #”’

“The story is soon told,” said Cashel, relating in a few words the sin-
gular steps of the discovery.

“ And you have travelled throughout Europe for upwards of {hrce years
to disencumber yourself of 16,0007 a year ?” said the Ambassador, smiling
good-naturedly.

«T havc done so to disencumber myself of the weight of an injustice.”

 And this is the youth you would accuse of deception ?” said Lady Kil-
goff, haughtily. .

“ Forgive me, lady; forgive one who has suffercd too heavily from the
world not to fall into the error of thinking once unjustly of a benefactor.”

T have no title to the name, Sir,” said Cashel. ““ Nay, more. I am
your debtor for wealth whiclr I squandered, believing it my own.”

I knew him better than any of you,” cried old Doctor Tiernay, rushing

‘forward and grasping Cashel by both hands. “My own gencrous, high-
hearted boy. Come here, Mary; tell him capdidly that you, too, were always
of my opinion. This is no time for coyness. Let us have a little honesty
after all this deception.” He drew Cashel to one side, and, in a deep whisper,
said, “ What of that Spanish girl P—Arc you married or not ?”

Roland smiled at the eagerness of the old may’s manner, and, in half-sad-
ness, said, * Poor Maritalla is now a fugitive—we know not where.”

A sudden commotion at the door, and a tumult of voices, interrupted the

“scene, and Rica rushed in, crying in ecstasy, ©She is found—my child is
found 1 ‘
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The travellers of the diligence passing through the wood of Versailles had
discovered the form of a sleeping girl at the foot of a tree, and carried her
back with them to Paris. Enrlque himself, being among them, recognised
her at once, and soon succeeded in finding out Rica, into whose arms he
restored her.

While Rica hurriedly poured forth this explanation, old Corrigan stood
tremulous with agitation, and at last, advancing towards him, said, “ Lei-
cester, I am no longer afraid to meet you. Fortunc has, at last, favoured
me. I am rich now, and can make you rich also.”

Rica started back : a sudden sickness camo over him, and he fell power-
less at the old man’s feet.

‘What a scene of heartfelt emotion followed, as Mary recognised her long-
lost father; and the careworn, sorrow-struck man saw the warm affections
of those whom, in a lifelong, he had injured.

“The end of all this will be,” said Lady Kilgoff, laughing through tears,
““ihat T shall have to procced on my journey alone. I foresec that we shall
not share in all the gencral joy of these discoveries.”

“T have a sister, too,” exclaimed Mary, with enthusiasm, ¢ whom I am
burning with impatience to see. Where is she? when are we to meet

“ She is below—she is in my carriage at the door,” said Rica.

The Ambassador heard the words and left the room, returning in a mo-
ment with Maritafia on his arm. Wearied and exhausted as she was, there
was that in her native grace and beauty that caused a thrill of admiration as
she entered.

“ere is your sister, Maritafia,” said Rica, leading her to where Mary
stood, gazing with wistful eyes at the Spanish beanty. Maritafia looked
sleadily at the fair loveliness before her, where timidity and gentleness
seemed impressed ; and then, as if yiclding to some sudden impulse, she
sprang forward, and, clasping her hand, covered it with kisses, exclaiming
with rapture—

“Non! non la sua hermana, ma la sua esclava !—Not her sister, but her
slave.”

Among the group who witlyadmiring eyes gazed upon this little scene,
there stood a dagk, sombre-looking man, whose mean attire and travel-worn
look could not conceal a certain dignity of air and manner. Cashel’s quick
glance soon discovered him, and in a moment they were locked in a fast
embrace. My old, trué-hearted comrade ” cricd Roland.

 Yes, Sciiora!” said Maritafia, as if am‘swering the look of astonishment
of Mary; “and for all that he seems now, he is a well-born caballero,’ and.
noble to boot.”

« Everything looks worse and worse for my prospects of compamomhlp >

VOL. II. X
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said Lady Kilgoff, poutingly. *Mr. Corrigan~Mary—are you both bent
on desertion P

“ We arc bound for Ireland, fair lady; the little remnant of my life is.a
debt I owe my country.”

¢¢ Sciior Rica and your lovely daughter, will you be our companions ¥

¢ Qur road lies westward, lady. The New World roust teach us {o forget
the Old one.” ‘

¢ Mr. Cashel, am I to guess whither your steps will lead you ?”

-« Tt would save me the pain of deciding if you did,” said Roland, sadly.

“You come with us, Roland,” said Mr., Corrigan; “you once told me
that you felt Tubber-beg a home. Let us scc if time has not erased ihe
impression.” '

« And Maritaiia, too!” cried Mary.

 And Enrique!” said Maritaita,

¢ Then I must be of the party,” said Dr. Tiernay. I was never intended
by nature for an embassy physician, but as a village doctor I still feel that
I shall hold up my head with dignity.”

Rica, who meanwhile was in carnest conversation with Cashel, now ad-
vanced into the middle of the group, and said,— Mr. Cashel once con-
tracted a solemn pledge to me, from which I fecl no inclination to relcase
him. T ask him before this assemblage if it be true he promised {o marry
my daughter #” '

Roland grew deadly pale, but in a faint voice replied, * It is true.”

“ Arc you willing to keep your pledge ¥ said Rica, firmly.

Cashel made no answer but a slight molion of the head.

“Then she is yours,” said Rica, placing Mary Leiccster’s hand in his.
‘While Maritaiia, in a transport of fceling, fell into her father’s arms, and
sobbed aloud.

“Then we are all bound once for Ireland,” cried Mr. Corrigan; “and I
trust never to leave it more.”

“T will not pr omise,” said Cashel, as he drew Mary closcr to him. “ The
memories 1 bear of the land arc not all painless.”

“But you have scen nothing of Irclayd that was Irish!” exclaimed
Tiernay, boldly. “ You saw a mongrel society made up of English adven-
turers, who, barren of lope at home, came to dazzle with their fashionable
vices the cordial homeliness of our humbler land. You saw the poor pa-
geantry of a mock court, and the frivolous pretension of a tinsel rank.
You saw the emptiness of pretended statesmanship, and the assumed supe-
riorily of a class whose ignorance was only veiled by their insolence. Buf
of hearly, generous, hospitable Ireland—of the land*of warm impulses and
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kindly affections—yon saw mothing. That is a country yet to be explored
by you; nor arc its mysteries the less likely to be unravelled, that an
Irish wife will be your guide to them. And mow to breakfast, for I am
famishing.”

Where the characters of a tale bear a share in influencing its catastrophe,
the reader seems to have a prescriptive right to learn something of their
ullimale destiny, even though the parts they played were merely subordinate.
Many of ours here cannot lay claim to such an interest, and were seen bhut
like the phantoms which a magic lantern throws upon the wall—moving and
grouping for a moment, and then lost for ever.

It is from no want of respect o our reader, if we trace not the current of

stich lives; it is simply from the fact, that when they ceased to act, they
ccased, as it were, to oxist. Are we not, all of us in the world, acted upon
and influcnced by events and people—purely passers-by, known to-day, seen
perkaps for a week, or known for a month, and yct never after met with in
all life’s journcy ?  As on a voyage many a casual air of wind, many a way-
ward breeze helps us onward, and yet none inquire ““ whence it cometh or
whither it goeth,”—so is it in the rcal world; and why not in the world of
ficlion, which ought 1o be ils counterpart ?

Of those in whom our intercst centred, the reader knows all that we know

oursclves. 'Would he, or rather she, care to learn that the elder Miss Ken-
uyfeek never married, but became a companion to Lady Janet, who, on the
death of Sir Andrew, causcd by his swallowing a liniment, and {aking into
his stomach what was meant for his skin, went abroad, and is still a well-
known characler in the watering-places of Germany, where she and her friend
aro the terror of all who tremble at evil-speaking and slandering ?

Olivia married the Reverend Knox Softly, and seems as meek as a cu-
ratc’s wife ought to be, nor hears a trace of those days when she smiled on
cornets or mingled sighs with captains of hussars. If some of our cha-
racters have fared ill in {his adventurous history, others have bcen more
forlunate. The Dean is made a Colonial Bishop, and the dxstmgmshed
Mr. Howle’s picture occupics a place in the last Exhibition !

Meck is still a placeman : bland, gentle, and concilialing as ever, he made
at ihe close of ih¢ scssion a%nost affecting specch upon the sorrows of Ire-
land, and drew dears from the ventilator at his picture of her destitution!

Mrs. Kennyfeck and “ Aunt Fanny” keep house together in the ancient
city of Galway. Atirfcted {o each other by a thousand autipathies, more

cohcsive than any friendship, they fight and quarrel unceasingly, and are
never known 1o agree, save when the enthusiasm of their malevolence has
discovered a commog victim in the circle of their “fricnds,”
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Here cnds our history ; nor need we linger longer with those whose hap.
piness, so far as worldly prosperity can make it, is at last secured.

There is but one destiny of which we have to speak. Linton was never
brought to trial ; the day after lus landing in England he was found dead in
the cell of his prison—no trace of violence, nor any evidence of poison to
account for the circurmstance; and whether through some agency of his own,
or by the workings of a broken heart, the fact remains a mystery.

THE END,

C. WHITING, BEAUFORT [IOUSK, STRAND.
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