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LUTTRELL OF ARRAN.

CHAPTER L
A Wild Landscape.

“Oxk half the world knows not how the other half
lise,” savs the adage: and there is a peculiar force in
“ie maxim when applied to certain remote and little-
tisited districts in these islands, where the people are
about as unknown to us as though they inhabited some
loely rock in the South Pacific.

While the great world, not very far off, busies it-
-If with all the appliances of state and science, amusing
2 leisure by problems which, once on a time, would
have been reserved for the studies of philosophers and
-ages, these poor creatures drag on an existence rather
teneath than above the habits of savage life. Their
dwellings, their food, their clothes, such as generations
of their fathem possessed: and neither in their culture,
their aspirations, nor their ways, advanced beyond what
centuries back had seen them.

Of that group of islands off the north-west coast of
ireland called the Arrans, Innishmore is a striking in-
<tance of this neglect and desolation. Probably within
:he wide sweep of the British islands there could not
e found a spot more irretrievably given up to poverty
wd barbarism. Some circular mud hovels, shaped like

Lattreld of Arran. I 1



2 LUTTRELL OF ARRAN.

beehives, and with a central aperture for the escape of
the smoke, are the dwellings of an almost naked, famine-
stricken people, whose looks, langnage, and gcstures
mark them out for foreigners if they chance to come’
over to the mainland. Deriving their scanty subsistence
almost entirely from fishing and kelp-burning, they de-
pend for life upon the chances of the seasons, in a spot
where storms are all but perpetual, and where a day of
comparative calm is a rare event.

Curious enough it is to mark that in this wild,
ungenial spot civilisation had once set foot, and some
Christian pilgrims found a resting-place. There is no
certain record of whence or how they first came, but
the Abbey of St. Finbar dates from an early century,
and the strong walls yet attest the size and proportions
of the ancient monastery. Somethihg like forty years
ago the islanders learned that the owner of the island,
of whose existence they then heard for the first time,
proposed te come over and live there, and soon after-
wards a few workmen arrived, and, in some weeks,
converted the old crypt of the Abbey into something
habitable, adding two small chambers to it, and building
a chimney — a work of art — which, whether meant
for defence or some religious object, was, during its
construction, a much-debated question by the people.
The intention to resume a sovereignty which had lain
so long in abeyance would have been a bold measure
in such a spot if it had not been preceded by the
assurance that the chief meant to disturb nothing,
dispute nothing of vested interests. They were told
that he who was coming was a man weary of the world
and its ways, who desired simply a spot of earth where
he might live in peace, and where, dying, he might
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leave his bomes with the Luttrells, whose graves for
generations back thronged the natrow aisle of the church.
These facts, and that he had a sickly wife and one child,
aboy of a few years old, were all that they knew of him.
If the bare idea of a superior was distasteful in a com-
manity where common misery had taught hrotherhood,
the notion was dispelled at sight of the sad, sorrow-
stricked man who landed on an evening of September,
and walked from the boat through the surf beside his
wife, as two sailoms carried her to shore. He held his
litle boy’s hand, refusing the many offers that were
made to carry him, though the foaming water surged
at times above the little fellow's waist, and made him
plunge with childish glee and laughter; that infant
conrage and light-heartedness going farther into the
hearts of the wild people than if the father had come
to greet them with costly presents!

John Luttrell was not above six-and-thirty, but he
looked fifty: his hair was perfectly white, his blue eyes
dimmed and circled with dark wrinkles, his shoulders
sooped. and his look downeast.  Of his wife it could be
~een that she had once been handsmine, but her wasted
firure and incessant cough showed she was in the last
stage of consumption. The child was a picture of in-
tantile beauty, and that daring boldness which sits so
gracetnlly on childhood. If he was dressed in the very
cheapest and least costly fashion, to the islanders he
seemed attired in very splendour, and his jacket of
dark crimson cloth and a little feather that he wore in
his cap sufficed to win for him the name of the Prince,
which he never lost afterward.

It could not be supposed that such an advent would

not create a great stir and commotion in the little colony;
1



4 LUTTRELL OF ARRAN.

the ways, the looks, the demeanour, and the requirements
of the new comers, furnishing for weeks, and even months,
topics for conversation; but gradually this wore itself
out. Molly Ryan, the one sole domestic servant who
accompanied the Luttrells, being of an uncommunicative
temper, contributed no anecdotic details of in-door life
to stimulate interest and keep curiosity alive. All that
they'knew of Luttrell was to meet him in his walks,
and receive the short, not over-courteous nod with which
he acknowledged their salutations. Of his wife, they
only saw the wasted form that half lay, half sat at a
window; so that all their thoughts were centred in the
child — the Prince — who came familiarly amongst
them, uncared for and unheeded by his own, and free
to pass his days with the other children as they heaped
wood upon the kelp fires, or helped the fishermen to
dry their nets upon the shore. In the innocence of
their primitive life this familiarity did not trench upon
the respect they felt they owed him. They did not
regard his presence as anything like condescension,
they could not think of it as derogation, but they felt
throughout that he was not one of them, and his golden
hair and his tiny hands and feet were as unmistakable
marks of station as though he wore a coronet or carried
a sceptre.

The unbroken melancholy that seemed to mark
Luttrell's life, his uncommunicativeness, his want of
interest or sympathy in all that went on around him,
would have inspired, by themselves, a sense of fear
amongst the people; but to these traits were added
others that seemed to augment this terror. His days
were passed in search of relics and antiquarian objects,
of which the Abbey possessed a rich store, and to their
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simple intelligence these things smacked of magic.
To hear the clink of his spade within the walls of the
old church by day, and to see the lone light in his.
chamber, where it was rumoured he sat sleepless
throughout the night, were always enough to exact a
paternoster and a benediction from the peasant, whose
whole religious training began and ended with these
offices.

Nor was the child destined to escape the influence
of this popular impression. He was rarely at home,
and, when there, scarcely noticed or spoken to. His
poor sick mother would draw him to her heart, and as she
pressed his golden locks close to her, her tears would
fall fast upon them, but dreading lest her sorrow should
throw a shade over his sunny happiness, she would try
tr engage him in some out-of-door pursuit again —
send him off to ask if the fishermen had taken a full
haul, or when some one’s new boat would be ready for
launching.

Of the room in which the recluse sat, and wherein
he alone ever entered, a chance peep through the ivy-
covered casement offered nothing very reassuring. It
was a narrow, lofty chamber, with a groined roof and
a flagged floor, formed of ancient gravestones, the
sculptured sides downwards. Two large stuffed seals
sat guardwise on either side of the fireplace, over which,
on a bracket, was an enormous human skull, an in-
~cription being attached to it, with the reasons for be-
lieving its size to be gigantic rather than the con-
sequences of diseased growth. Strange-shaped bones,
and arrow-heads, and stone spears and javelins decorated
the walls, with amber ornaments and clasps of metal.
A massive font served as a washstand, and a broken
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stone cross formed a coat-rack. In one corner, enclosed
by two planks, stood an humble bed, and opposite the
fire was the only chair in the chamber — a rude con-
trivance, fashioned from a root of bog-oak, black with
centuries of interment.

It was late at night that Luttrell sat here, reading
an old volume, whose parchment cover was stained and
discoloured by time. The window was open, and of-
fered a wide view over the sea, on which a faint moon-
light shone out at times, and whose dull surging plash
broke with a uniform measure on the shore beneath.

Twice had he laid down his book, and, opening
the door, stood to listen for a moment, and then resumed
his reading; but it was easy to see that the pages did
not engage his attention, nor was he able, as he sought,
to find occupation in their contents.

At last there came a gentle tap to the door; he
arose and opened it. It was the woman-servaiht who
formed his household, who stood tearful and trembling
before him.

“Well?” said he, in some emotion.

“Father Lowrie is come,” said she, timidly.

He only nodded, as though to say, “Go on.”

“And he’ll give her the rights,” continued she;
“but he says he hopes that you'll come over to Bel-
mullet .on Sunday, and declare at the altar how it
m‘”

“Declare what?” cried he; and his voice rose to a
key of passionate eagerness that was almost a shriek.
“Declare what?”

‘“He means, that you'll tell the people —"

“8end him here to me,” broke in Luttrell, angrily.
“I'm not going to discuss this with you.”
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“Sure isn't he giving her the blessed Sacrament!”
aid she, indignantly.

“Leave me, then — leave me in peace,” said
be, as he turned away and leaned his head on the
chimney-piece; and then, without raising it, added,
“and tell the priest to come to me before he goes
avay.”

The woman had not gone many minutes, when a
leavy step approached the door, and a strong knock
was heard. ‘“Come in!" cried Luttrell, and there
entered a short, slightly-made man, middle-aged and
ative-looking, with bright black eyes, and a tall,
«traight forehead, to whom Luttrell motioned the only
chair as he came forward.

“Its all over, Sir. She's in glory!” said he,

reverently.
* Without pain?” asked Luttrell.
*A parting pang — no more. She was calm to

the last.  Indeed, her last words were to repeat what
<he had pressed so often upon me.”

“I know -— I know!™ broke in Luttrell, impatiently.
*I never denied it.”

*True, Sir: but you never acknowledged it,” said
the priest, bardily. *“When you had the courage to
make a peasant girl your wife, you ought to have had
the courage to declare it also.”

*To have taken her to the Court, I hope -— to
have presented her to Royalty -— to have paraded my
<hame and my folly before a world whose bhest kind-
ness was that it forgot me!  Look here. Sir; my wife
was brought up a Catholic; T never interfered with her
convictions. If 1 never spoke to her on the suhject of
her faith, it was no small concession from a man who
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felt on the matter as I did. I sent for you to ad-
minister to her the rights of her Church, but not to
lecture me on my duties or my obligations. What I
ought to do, and when, I have not to learn from a
Roman Catholic priest.”

“And yet, Sir, it is a Catholic priest will force
you to do it. There was no stain on your wife's fame,
and there shall be none upon her memory.”

“What is the amount of my debt to you, Father
Lowrie?” asked Luttrell, calmly and even courteously.

“Nothing, Sir; not a farthing. Her father was a
good friend to me and mine before ruin overtook him.
It wasn't for money I came here to-night.”

“Then you leave me your debtor, Sir, and against
my will.”

“But you needn’t be, Mr. Luttrell,” said the priest,
with eagerness. ‘“She that has just gone, begged and
prayed me with her last breath to look after her little
boy, and to see and watch that he was not brought up
in darkness.”

“I understand you. You were to bring him into
your own fold. If you hope for success for such a
scheme, take a likelier moment, father; this is not
your time. Leave me now, I pray you. I have much
to attend to.”

“May I hope to have an carly opportunity to see
and talk with you, Mr. Luttrell?”

“You shall hear from me, Sir, on the matter, and
early,” said Luttrell. “Your own good feeling will
show this is not the moment to press me.”

Abashed by the manner in which these last words
were spoken, the father bowed low and withdrew.
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“Well?” cried the servant-woman, as he passed
out, “will he do it, your reverence?”

“Not to-day, anyhow, Molly,” said he, with a
sigh.

How Luttrell sorrowed for the loss of his wife was
wot known. It was believed that he never passed the
threshold of the door where she lay — never went to
take one farewell look of her. He sat moodily in his
mom, going out at times to give certain orders about
the funeral, which was to take place on the third day.
A messenger had been despatched to his late wife's
relatives, who lived about seventy miles off, down the
mast of Mavo, and to invite them to attend. Of her
immediate family none remained. Her father was in
hanishment, the commutation of a sentence of death.
(K her two brothers, one had died on the scaffold, and
another had escaped to America, whither her three
sisters had followed him: so that except her uncle,
Peter Hogan, and his family, and a half-brother of
her mother's, a certain Joe Rafter, who kept a shop at .
Lahinch, there were few to follow her to the grave as
mourners.

Peter had four sons and several daughters, three
of them married. They were of the class of small
farmers, very little above the condition of the cottier;
but they were, as a family, a determined, resolute,
hard-headed race, not a little dreaded in the neigh-
bourhnod where they lived, and well known to be knit
together by ties that made an injury to any one of
them a feud that the whole family would avenge.

For years and years Luttrell had not seen nor
even heard of them. He had a vague recollection of
baving seen Peter Hogan at his marriage, and once or
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twice afterwards, but preserved no recollection of him.
Nothing short of an absolute necessity — for as such
he felt it — would have induced him to send for them
now; but he knew well how rigid were popular pre-
judices, and how impossible it would have been for
him to live amongst a people whose most cherished
feelings he would have outraged, had he omitted the
accustomed honours to the dead.

He told his servant Molly to do all that was need-
ful on the occasion — to provide for those melancholy
festivities which the lower Irish adhere to with a de-
votion that at once blends their religious ardour with
their intensely strong imaginative power.

“There is but one thing I will not bear,” said he.
“They must not come in mpon me. I will see them
when they come, and take leave of them when they
go; but they are not to expect me to take any part in
their proceedings. Into this room I will suffer none to
enter.”

“And Master Harry,” said the woman, wiping her

eyes with her apron — “what's to be done with him?
Tis two days that he’s there, and he won't leave the
corpse.”

“It's a child’s sorrow, and will soon wear itself out.”

“Ay, but it's killing him!™ said she, tenderly —
“it’s killing him in the mean while.”

“He belongs to a tough race,” said he, with a
bitter smile, ‘that neither sorrow nor shame ever killed.
Leave the boy alone, and he'll come to himself the
seoner.”

The peasant woman felt almost sick in her horror
at such a sentiment, and she moved towards the door

to pass out.
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“Have you thought of everything, Molly?” asked
be, more mildly.

“I think so, Sir. There’s to be twenty-eight at
the wake — twenty-nine, if Mr. Rafter comes; but we
dn't expect him — and Father Lowrie would make
thirty: bat we've plenty for them all.”

“And when will this — this feasting — take
place?”

“The night before the funeral, by coorse,” said
the woman.

“And they will all leave this the next morning,
Molly 2™

“Indeed I suppose they will, Sir,” said she, no less
offended at the doubt than at the inhospitable mean-
ness of the question.

“S0 be it, then!” said he, with a sigh. “I have
nothing more to say.”

“You know, 8ir,” said she, with a great effort at
courage. *‘that they'll expect your Honour will go in
for a minute or two — to drink their healths, and say
a few words to them?”

He shook his head in dissent, but said nothing.

*The Hogans is as proud a stock as any in Mayo,
Nir,” waid she, eagerly, “and if they thought it was
any disrespect to her that was gone "

*Hold your tongue, woman,” cried he, impatiently.
“She was my wife, and / know better what becomes
her memory than these ignorant peasants. Let there
e no more of this;” and he closed the door after her
as she went out, and twrned the key in it, in token
that he would not brook more disturbance.
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CHAPTER IL
A Yachting Party.

Ix a beautiful little bay on the north-east of Innish-
more, land-locked on all sides but the entrance, a
handsome schooner yacht dropped her anchor just as
the sun was setting. Amidst the desolate grandeur of
those wild cliffs, against which the sea surged and
plashed till the very rocks were smooth worn, that
graceful little craft, with her tall and taper spars, and
all her trim adjuncts, seemed a strange vision. It was
the contrast of civilisation with barbarism; they were
the two poles of what are most separated in life —
wealth and poverty.

The owner was a Baronet, a certain Sir Gervais
Vyner — one of those spoiled children of fortune
which England alone rears; for while in other lands
high birth and large fortune confer their distinctive
advantages, they do not tend, as they do with us, to
great social eminence, and even political influence.
Vyner had got almost every prize in this world’s lottery;
all, indeed, but one; his only child was a daughter,
and this was the drop that sufficed to turn to bitter-
ness much of that cupful of enjoyment Fate had offered
to his lips. He had seen a good deal of life — done
a little of everything — on the turf — in the hunting-
field — on the floor of the House he had what was
called “held his own.” He was, in fact, one of those
accomplished, well-mannered, ,well-looking people, who,
8o long as not pushed by any inordinate ambition into
a position of undue importance, invariably get full
credit for all the abilities they possess, and, what is
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better still, attract no ill will for the possessing them.
As well as having done everything, he had been every-
where: up the Mediterranean, up the Baltic, into the
Black Sea, up the St. Lawrence — everywhere but to
Ireland — and now, in a dull autumn, when too late
for a distant tour, he had induced his friend Grenfell
W accompany him in a short cruise, with the distinct
pledge that they were not to visit Dublin, or any other
of those cognate cities of which Irishmen are vain, but
which to Mr. George Grenfell represented all that was
a outrage on good taste, and an insult to civilisation.
Mr. Grenfell, in one word, entertained for Ireland and
the Irish sentiments that wouldn’t have been thought
very complimentary if applied to Fejee islanders, with
certain hopeless forebodings as to the future that even
Fejee itselt might have resented as unfair.

Nobady knew why these two men were friends,
but they were so. They seemed utterly unsuited in .
every way. Vymner loved travel, incident, adventure,
strange lands, and strange people; he liked the very
emergencies, the roughings of the road.  Grenfell was
a Lendoner, who only tolerated, and not very patiently,
whatever was beyond an easy drive of Hyde Park
Corner.  Vyner was a man of good birth, and had
high connexions on every side — advantages of which
he no more dreamed of being vain, than of the air he
hreathed.  Mr. Grenfell was a nobody, with the ad-
ditional disparagement of being a nobody that every
-ne knew. Grenfell's Italian warehouse, Grenfell’s
pottedd meats, his pickled salmon, his caviare, his
shrimps, his olives, and his patent maccaroni, being
Earopean in celebrity, and, though the means by which
hi» tather made an enormous fortune, were miseries

\
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which poisoned life, rising spectre-like before. him o
every dinner-table, and staring at him in- great capital
in every supplement of the Times. He would hav
changed his name, but he knew well that it woul
have availed him nothing. The disguise would onk
have invited discovery, and the very mention of hix
exacted the explanation, “No more a Seymour nor
Villiers than you are; the fellow is old Grenfell's sox
‘Grenfell’s Game Sauce,” and the rest of it.” A chane
resemblance to a fashionable Earl suggested anothe
expedient, and Mr. George Grenfell got it about —
how, it is not easy to say — that the noble Lord ha
greatly admired his mother, and paid her marked at
tention at Scarborough. Whatever pleasure Mr. Georg
Grenfell felt in this theory is not easy to explain; no
have we to explain what we simply narrate as a fact
without the slightest pretension to account for.

Such were the two men who travelled together, anc
the yacht also contained Vyner's daughter Ada, a litth
girl of eight, and her governess, Mademoiselle Heinzle
man, a Hanoverian lady, who claimed a descent frox
the Hohenzollems and had pride enough for a Haps
burg. If Vyner and Grenfell were not very muc
alike in tastes, temperament, and condition, Grenfel
and the German governess were positively antipathies
nor was their war a secret or a smouldering fire, bu
a blaze, to which each brought fuel every day, aidin
the combustion by every appliance of skill and in
genuity.

Vyner loved his daughter passionately — not eve:
the disappointment that she had not been a boy thres
any cloud over his affection — and he took her wit
him when and wherever he could; and, indeed, th
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peasure of having her for a companion now made this
litle home tour one of the most charming of all his
acarsions, and in her childish delight at new scenes
wd new people he renewed all his own memories of
tarly travel.

“Here you are, Sir,”” said Mr. Crab, late a sailing-
master in the Royal Navy, but now in command of
The M.tror — ‘“‘here you are;” and he pointed with
bis finger to a little bay on the outspread chart that
tovered the cabin table. “This is about it! It may
be either of these two; each of them looks north -—
torth Ly east — and each has this large mountain to
the muth ard and west'ard.”

*The north islands of Arran,” read out Vyner,
slow I_v. from a little M8, note-book.  *Inmishmore, the
langet of them, has several good anchorages, especially
on the eastern side, few inhabitants, and all miserably
pwr.  There is the ruin of an Abbey, and a holy well
of great reputed antiquity, and a strange relie of ancient
superstition called the Judgment-stone, on which he
who lays his hand while denouncing a wrong done him
by another, brings down divine vengeance on either his
enemy or himselt, according as his allegation is just or
anjust.  There is something similar to be found in the
Brehon laws

“For mercy's sake don't give us more of that tire-
wme little book, which, from the day we sailed, has
never contributed one single hint as to where we could
find anything to eat, or even water fit to drink,” said
Grenfell.  “Do you mean to go on shore in this bar-
barous place?”

*Of course I do. Crab intends us to pass two days
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here; we have sprung our for'topmast, and must look
to it.”

“Blessed invention a yacht! As a means of loco-
motion, there’s not a cripple but could beat it; and as
a place to live in, to eat, sleep, wash, and exercise,
there's not a cell in Brixton is not a palace in com-
parison.”

“Mademoiselle wish to say good night, Sare Vyner,"
said the governess, a tall, fair-haired lady, with very
light eyes, thick lips, and an immense lower jaw, a
type, but not a flattering type, of German phy-
siognomy.

“Let her come by all means;” and in an instan
the door burst open, and with the spring of a young
fawn the little girl was fast locked in her father's arms.

“Oh, is it not very soon to go to bed, paps
dearest?” cried she; “and it would be so nice to wait
a little and sce the moon shining on these big rocke
here.”

“What does Mademoiselle Heinzleman say?" asked
Vyner, smiling at the eager face of the child.

The lady appealed to made no other reply than by
the production of a great silver watch with an enormous
dial.

“That is a real curiosity,” cried Grenfell. “Is i
permissible to ask a nearer view of that remarkable
clock, Miss Heinzleman?"

“Freilich!” said she, not suspecting the slightest
trace of raillery in the request. ‘It was made af
Wiirtzburg, by Jacob Schmelling, year time 1736.”

“And intended, probably, for the Town-hall?”

“No, Saar,” replied she, detecting the covert sneer:
“intended for him whose arms it bear, Gottfried von
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Heinzleman, Burgomeister of Wiirtzburg, a German
noble, who neither made sausages nor sold Swiss
cheeses.”

*Good night! good night! my own darling!” said
Vyner, kissing his child affectionately. *You shall
have a late evening to-morruw, and a walk in the
moonlight too;” and after a hearty embrace from the
little girl, and & respectful curtsey from the governess,
returned with a not less respectful deference on his
own part, Vyner closed the door after them, and re-
sumed his seat.

“What cursed tempers those Germans have,” said
Girenfell, trying to seem careless and easy; “even that
zood -natured joke about her watch she must take
AINL~S,

“Don’t forget, George,” said Vyner, good hu-
mouredly, “that in any little passage of arms between
vou, vou have the strong position, and hers is the
weuk one.” '

I wish #4 would have the kindness to remember
that fact, but she is an aggressive old damsel, and
u-ver looks so satisfied as when she imagines she has
<id an impertinence.”

*She is an excellent governess, and Ada is very

‘ fond of her.”

* %0 much the worse for Ada.”
“What do you mean by that?” cried Vyner, with

an energy that surprised the other.

“Simply this; that by a man who professes to be-
live that objects of heauty are almost as essential to
i« presented to the eyes of chillhood as maxims of
morality, such a choice in a companion for his daughter
i inexplicable. The woman is ugly, her voice discord-

Laitrebl of drren. L 2
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ant and jarring, her carriage and bearing atrocious —
and will you tell me that all these will fail to make
their impression when associated with every tone and
every incident of childhood?”

“You are not in your happiest mood to-night,
George. Was the claret bad?”

“I drank none of it. I took some of that Moselle
cup, and it was tolerably good. By the way, when
and how are we to get some ice? Carter says we have
very little left.”

‘“Perhaps there may be glaciers in the wild region
beside us. Ireland and Iceland have only a consonant
between them. What if we go ashore and have a look
at the place?”

A careless shrug of assent was the answer, and soon
afterwards the trim yawl, manned by four stout fellows,
skimmed across the smooth bay, and landed Vyner and
his friend on a little rocky promontory that formed a
natural pier.

It was complete desolation on every side of them:
the mountain which rose from the sea was brown and
blue with moss and heather, but not a human habita-
tion, not an animal, marked its side; a few sea-birds
skimmed fearlessly across the water, or stood perched
on peaks of rock close to the travellers, and a large
seal heavily plunged into the depth as they landed;
save these, not a sign of anything living could be seen.

“There is something very depressing in this soli-
tude,” said Grenfell; “I detest these places where a
man is thrown back upon himself.”

“Do you know, then, that at this very moment I
was speculating on buying a patch of land here to
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baild a cottage; a cabin of three or four rooms, where
one might house himself if ever he came this way.”

“Bat why should he come this way? What on
earth should turn any man's steps twice in this direc-
ﬁﬂn?"

“Come, come, George! You'll not deny that all
this is very fine: that great mountain rising abruptly
from the sea, with that narrow belt of yellow beach
below it; those wild fantastic rocks, with their drooping
saweed; those solemn caves, wherein the rumbling sea
Tushes to issue forth again in some distant cleft, — are
all objects of grandeur and beauty, and, for myself, I
feel as if I could linger for days amongst them un-
wearied."

“What was that?” cried Grenfell, as they now
guined a crest of the ridge, and could see a wild irre-
gular valley that lay beneath, the shades of evening
deepening into very blackness the lower portions of the
landscape. *“Was that thunder, or the roar of the sea?
There it is again!”

They listened for a few moments, and again there
ame, borne on the faint land-breeze, a sound that
swelled from a feeble wail to a wild sustained cry,
rising and falling till it died away just as it had be-
gun. It was indescribably touching, and conveyed a
rense of deep sorrow, almost of despair. It might have
been the last cry of a sinking crew as the waves closed
above them; and so indeed did it seem to Vynmer, as
be raid,

“If there had been a storm at sea, I'd have sworn
that sound came from a shipwreck.”

“I suppose it is only some other pleasant adjunct
of the charming spot you would select for a villa,”

1
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said Grenfell; * perhaps the seals or the grampuses are
musical.”

“Listen to that!” cried Vyner, laying a hand on
his arm; “and see! yonder — far away to the left —
there is a light!”

“Well, if there be inhabitants here, I'm not astonished
that they cry over it.”

“Let us find out what it can mean, George.”

“Have you any arms about you? I have left my
revolver behind, and have nothing but this sword-cane.”

“I have not as much, and feel pretty certain we
shall not need it. Every traveller in Ireland, even in
the remotest tracts, bears witness to the kindness which
is extended to the stranger.”

“They who come back from the Rocky Mountains
are invariably in love with the Sioux Indians. The
testimony that one wants, is from the fellows who have
been scalped.”

“What an intense prejudice you have against all
that is Irish!”

“Say, if you like, that I have a prejudice against
all mock cordiality, mock frankness, mock hospitality,
and mock intrepidity.”

“Btay, George! you can’t impugn their courage.”

“I don’t want to impugn anything beyond the in-
ordinate pretensions to be something better, braver,
more amiable, and more gifted than all the rest of the
world. I say, Vyner, I have bad quite enough of this
sort of walking; my feet are cut to pieces with these
sharp stones, and every second step is into a puddle.
Do you mean to go on?”

“Certainly; I am determined to see what that light
means.”
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“Then I tarn back. I'll send the boat in again,
and tell them to hoist a lantern, which, if the natives
have not done for you in the mean while, you'll see on
the beach.”

“Come along; don't be lagy.”

“It's not laziness. I could walk a Parisian Boule-
vard for these three hours; what I object to is, the
certainty of a cold, and the casualty of a sprained
ankle. A pleasant journey to you;” and, as he spoke,
he tarned abruptly round, and began to retrace his
ste
pl"Vymar looked after him; he called after him too,
for & moment, but, as the other never heeded, he
lighted a fresh cigar and continued his way.

The light, which seemed to tremble and flicker at
first, shone steadily and brightly as he drew nearer,
and at length he hit upon a sort of pathway which
greatly assisted his advance. The way, "too, led gra-
dually downwards, showing that the glen or valley was
far deeper than he at first supposed it. As he went on,
the moon, a faint crescent, came out, and showed him
the zable of an old ruin rising above some stunted trees,
through whose foliage, at times, he fancied he saw the
glitter of a light. These lay in a little cleft that opened
to the sea, and on the shore, drawn up, were two boats,
on whose sides the cold moonlight shone clearly.

“So, there are people who live here!” thought he;
“perhaps Grenfell was right. It might have been as
well to have come armed!” He hesitated to go on.
Stories of wreckers, tales of wild and lawless men in
remote untravelled lands, rose to his mind, and he half
doubted if it were prudent to proceed farther. Half
ashamed of his fears, half dreading the bantering he
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was sure to meet from Grenfell, he went forward. The
path led to'a small river in which stepping-stones were
placed, and, crossing this, the foot track became broader,
and evidently had been more travelled. The night was
now perfectly still and calm, the moonlight touched the
mountain towards its peak, but all beneath was in
sombre blackness, more especially near the old church,
whose ruined gable his eyes, as they grew familiarised
with the darkness, could clearly distinguish. Not a
sound of that strange unearthly dirge that he first heard
was audible; all was silent; so silent, indeed, that he
was startled by the sharp crackling of the tall reeds
which grew close to the path, and which he occasionally
broke as he pressed forward. The path stopped ab-
ruptly at a stone stile, over which he clambered, and
found himself in a little enclosure planted with potatoes,
beyond which was a dense copse of thorns and hazel,
so tangled that the path became very tortuous and
winding. On issuing from this, he found himself in
front of a strong glare of light, which issued from a
circular window of the gable several feet above his
head, at the same time that he heard a sort of low
monotonous moaning sound, broken at intervals by a
swell of chorus, which he at length detected was the re-
sponse of people engaged in prayer. Creeping stealthily
around through dockweeds and nettles, he at last found
a narrow loopholed window to which his hands could
just reach, and to which, after a brief effort, he suc-
ceeded in lifting himself. The scene on which he now
looked never faded from his memory. In the long
narrow aisle of the old Abbey a company of men and
women sat two deep round the walls, the space in the
centre being occupied by a coffin placed on trestles;



A YACHTING PARTY. 23

rude torches of bog-pine stuck in the walls threw a red
ad Jurid glare over the faces, and lit up their ex-
pressions with a vivid distinctness. At the head of the
coffin sat an old grey-headed man of stern and for-
bidding look, and an air of savage determination,
which even grief had not softened; and close beside
him, on a low stool, sat a child, who, overcome by
sleep as it seemed, had laid his head on the old man’s
knee, and slept profoundly. From this old man pro-
cceded the low muttering words which the others an-
swered by a sort of chant, the only interruption to
which was when any one of the surrounders would rise
from his place to deposit some small piece of money on
a plate which stood on the coftin, and was meant to
eontain the offerings for the priest. If the language
they spoke in was strange and unintelligible to Vyner's
ears, it did not the less convey, as the sound of Irish
unfailingly does to all unaccustomed ears, a something
terribly energetic and passionate — every accent was
sriking, and every tone full of power — but far more
still was he struck by the faces on every side. He had
but seen the Irish of St. Giles's; the physiognomy he
alone knew was that blended one of sycophancy and
dissipation that a degraded and demoralised class wear.
He had never before scen that fierce vigour and con-
centrated earnestness which mark the native face. Still
less had he any idea what its expression could become
when heightened by religious fervour. There were fine
features, noble foreheads wide and spacious, calm brows,
and deeply-set eyes, in many around, but in all were
the lower jaw and the mouth coarse and depraved-
looking. There was no lack of power, it is true, but
it was a power that could easily adapt itself to violence
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and cruelty, and when they spoke, so overmastering
seemed this impulse of their natures, that the eyes lost

the gentleness they had worm, and flashed with an
angry and vindictive brilliancy.

*Drink was served round at intervals, and freely
partaken of, and from the gestures and vehemence of
the old man, Vyner conjectured that something like’
toasts were responded to. At moments, too, the
for the dead would seem to be forgotten, and brief
snatches of conversation would occur, and even joke
and laughter were heard; when suddenly, and as though
to recal them to the solemn rites of the hour, a voice,
always a woman's, would burst in with a cry, at first
faint, but gradually rising till it became a wild yell,
at one particular cadence of which — just as one has
seen a spaniel howl at a certain note — the rest would
seem unable to control themselves, and break in with
a rush of sound that made the old walls ring again.
Dreadful as it had seemed before, it was far more fear-
ful now, as he stood close by, and could mark, besides,
the highly-wrought expressions — the terribly passionate
faces around.

So fascinated was he by the scene — so completely
had its terrible reality impressed him — that Vyner
could not leave the spot, and he gazed till he knew,
and for many a long year after could remember, every
face that was there. More than once was he disposed
to venture in amongst them, and ask, as a stranger,
the privilege of joining the solemnity, but fear with-
held him; and as the first pinkish streak of dawn ap-
peared, he crept cautiously down and alighted on the

grass.
By the grey half-light he could now see objects
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around him, and perceive that the:Abbey was a small
structure with little architectural pretensions, though
from the character of the masonry of very great age.
At one end, where a square tower of evidently later
date stood, something like an attempt at a dwellmg-
house existed — at least, two windows of unequal size
appeared, and a low doorway, the timbers of which had
once formed part of a ship. Passing round the angle
of this humble home, he saw a faint streak of light
issue from an open casement, over which a wild honey-
suckle had grown, attaching itself to the iron bars that
guarded the window, and almost succeeding in shutting
out the day. Curious for a glance within this strange
dwelling-place, Vyner stole near and peeped in. A tiny
oil-lamp on a table was the only light, but it threw its
glare on the face of a man asleep in a deep arm-chair
— a pale, careworn, melancholy face it was, with a
mass of white hair unkempt hanging partly across it.
Vyner passed his hands across his eyes as though to
atisfy himself that he was awake. He looked again;
be even parted the twigs of the honeysuckle to give
kim more space, and, ax he gazed, the sleeper turned
Jlightly, o that the full features came to view.

“Good God! It is Luttrell!” muttered Vyner, as
be quietly stole away and set out for the beach.

Anxious at his long absence, two of his crew had
eome in search of him, and in their company he re-
turned to the shore and went on board.



26 LUTTRELL OF ARRAN.

CHAPTER IIIL
An Ol4 Story.

It was late in the day when Vyner awoke and got
up. Late as it was, he found Grenfell at breakfast.
Seated under an awning on the deck, before a table
spread with every luxury, that much-to-be-pitied indivi-
dual was, if not watering his bread with tears, sipping
his chocolate with chagrin. “He had no newspaper!” —
no broad sheet of gossip, with debates, divorces, bank-
ruptcies, and defalcations — no moral lessons adminis-
tered to foreign Kings and Kaisers, to show them how
the Press of England had its eye on them, and would
not fail to expose their short-comings to that great na-
tion, which in the succeeding leader was the text for a
grand pean over increased revenue and augmented
exports.

Grenfell had a very national taste for this sort of
reading. It supplied to him, as to many others, a sort
of patent patriotism, which, like his father's potted
meats, could be carried to any climate, and be always
fresh.

“Is not this a glorious day, George?” said Vyner,
as he came on deck. ‘“There is something positively
exhilarating in the fresh and heath-scented air of that
great mountain.”

“I'd rather follow a watering-cart down Piccadilly,
if I was on the look-out for a sensation. How long
are we to be moored in this dreary spot?”

“Not very long. Don't be impatient, and listen
while I recount to you my adventure of last night.”
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“Let me fill my pipe, then. Carter, fetch me my
meerschaum. Now for it,” said he, as he disposed his
legs on an additional chair. “I only hope the story
bas no beautiful traits of Irish peasant life, for I own
to no very generous dispositions with regard to these
interesting people, when I see the place they live in."*

Not in the slightest degree moved by the other's
irritability, Vyner began a narrative of his ramble,
told with all the power that a recent impression could
impart of the scene of the wake, and pictured graphi-
cally enough the passion-wrought faces and wild looks
of the mourners.

“I was coming away at last,” said he, “when, on
turning an angle of the old church, I found myself
directly in front of a little window, from which a light
irsaed. I crept close and peeped in, and there, asleep
in a large arm-chair, was a man I once knew well —
as well, or even better, than I know you — a man I
had chummed with at Christ (Church, and lived for
vears with on terms of close affection. If it were not
that his features were such as never can be forgotten,
I might surely have failed to recognise him, for though
my own contemporary, he looked fully fifty.”

“Who was he?” abruptly broke in Grenfell.

*You shall hear. Luttrell!”

“Lauttrell! Lauttrell! You don’t mean the fellow
who was to have married your sister-in-law?”

*“The same; the first man of his day at Christ
(harch, the great prizeman and medallist, ‘the double
firt,” and, what many thought more of, the best-
loking fellow in Oxford.”

“I forget the story. He wanted to marry some
ooe, and she wouldn't have him. What was it?"

.
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“He wanted to marry my wife,” said Vyner, rather
nettled at the cool carclessness of the other. “She was,
however, engaged to me, and she said, ‘T have a sister
8o very like me, that we are constantly taken for each
other; come here next week, and you'll meet her.’
They met, liked each other, and were contracted to be
married. 1 want-to be very brief, so I shall skip over
all but the principal points.”

“Do so,” said the other, dryly.

“Everything went well for a time. All inquiries as
to his fortune, position, connexions, and so forth, were
found satisfactory by the Courtenays, when some busy-
body whispered to Georgina that there was an ugly
story about him in Ireland, and suggested that she
should ask under what circumstances he had quitted
the Irish University and come over to take his degree
at Oxford. Luttrell was considerably agitated when
the question was put to him, though they were alone
at the time; and, after a brief struggle with himself;
he said, ‘I'd rather you had not asked me about this,
but I meant to have told yon of it myself, one day.
The thing is very simple, and not very serious. The
only thing, however, 1 exact is, that the confession is
to and for yourself alone. You have a right to know
the fact; I have a right, that it be kept a secret.’

“She gave the pledge he required, and he went on
to say that there existed in Ireland a secret society
known by the name of United Irishmen, whose de-
signs were, time and place suiting, to throw off their
allegiance to England, and declare for Irish independ-
ence. This association was so far formidable, that it
embraced men of all classes and conditions, and men
of all religious professions, the majority being Pres-
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byterians. He was one of these, and a very foremost
one; drawn into the league, in reality, rather by the
warm enthusiasm of a generous nature than by any
mature consideration of the object or its consequences.
In some contest for a prize at College — a gold medal
in science, I believe — Luttrell's closest competitor
was the son of the Provost of the University; but,
after a three days' conflict, Luttrell was victorious.
When the day of awarding the honours came, Luttrell
presented himself at the Ilall to receive his laurels,
bat what was his astonishment to hear, as he entered,
that he would be first required to subscribe a declara-
tion that he was not a member of any secret or trea-
vonable society.

“‘If yon mean,’ cried he to the Proctor, who re-
cted the terms of the declaration -— ‘if you mean me
tr say that I am not an United Irishman, I will not
do so. Give your gold medal to that gentleman
yonder,’ added he, pointing to the son of the Provost;
‘his father's loyalty deserves every testimony you can
eonfer on it.” He left the 1lall, took his name off the
books, and quitted Ireland the next day. It was
mavely debated whether an expulsion should not be
passed upon him: but, in consideration of his great
wollegiate distinction and his youth, the extreme rigour
was spared him, and he was suffered to leave uncen-
rred.

“Either the confession was not what she expected,
or that she fancied it might cover something far more
serious beneath it, but GGeorgina was not satisfied with
the story. She again and again reverted to it. Not
8 day that they walked out alone that she would not
turn the conversation on this theme, which, by frequent
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discussion, Luttrell came at length to talk of, withount
any of the reserve he at first maintained. Indeed,
some of this was, in a measure, forced upon him, for
she questioned him closely as to the details of the
association, how far it involved him, and to what ex-
tent he was yet bound by its obligations.

“It was in a sort of defence of himself, one day,
that he so far forgot prudence as to declare that the
society numbered amongst its members many men not
only high in station, but actually regarded as strong-
adherents of the English party. He told how this,
that, and the other, who were seen at every levee
of the Castle, and not unfrequently quoted as guests
of the Viceroy's table, were brothers of this leagues
and he indeed mentioned names of distinction and
eminence.

“In her eagerness to confute all her father's opinions
on this matter — for she had told him the whole story
from the first — Georgina hastened off to enumerate
the great men who were engaged in this treason.
Two were in Parliament, one was a Law Adviser of
the Crown, another was a Commissioner of Customs, and
generally regarded as an active partisan of the Govern-
ment. I remember these, but there were many others
of equal note. Mr. Courtenay, who, besides being a
ministerial supporter, had once been private secretary
to Lord Castlereagh, divulged the whole to the Home
Secretary. Investigations were instituted, and, although
United Lrishism had lost its sting after Emmett's failure,
all who had once belonged to it were marked men,
and black-listed in consequence.

“I have been told that the consternation which the
disclosure created in Ireland was terrific. Men resigned
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their commissions of the peace, pretended ill health,
went abroad; lawyers and physicians of eminence were
smhamed to show their faces; and a well-known editor
of a violently ‘English’ newspaper disposed of his
journal and went to America. ‘Who is the traitor?’
was now the universal demand; and, indeed, in the
Patriotic papers the question stood forth every morning
in great capitals.

“‘Who was the traitor?’ none could positively
amert; but the controversy was carried on without any
wqueamish delicacy, and if the papers did not fix on
the man, they very freely discussed the probability or
improbability of this or that one.

“*Why not Luttrell?’ said one writer in a famous
print. ‘His father betrayed us before. This was an
adllusion to his having voted for the Union. ‘Why not
Luttrell?” They entered thereupon into some curious
family details, to show how these Luttrells had never
been ‘true blue' to any cause. That, with good abili-
ties and fair prospects, they were not successful men,
just hecause they couldn’t be honest to their party, or
even to themselves. They were always half way be-
tween two opinions, ‘and,’ as the writer said, ‘far more
eager to have two roads open to them than to travel
either of them.” Whether excited by a theme which
bad engrossed much of public attention, or incited by
swme personal animosity, this editor devoted a portion
of each day’s paper to Luttrell. The result was a
bostile message. They met and exchanged shots, when
the newspaper writer at once declared, ‘If Mr. Luttrell
will now disown any connexion with this act of be-
trayal, 1 am ready to beg his pardon for all that 1
have said of him.' Luttrell for a moment made no
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reply, and then said, ‘Take your pistol, Sir; I have no
explanations to make you.' At the next fire, Luttrell
fell wounded. He was upwards of two months laid in
his bed. I saw him frequently during that time; and
though we talked every day of the Courtenays, I had
not the courage to tell him that they were determined
the match should be broken off, Georgina herself —
how, I cannot well say, nor ever clearly understood —
being brought to believe that Luttrell had done what
would for ever exclude him from the society of his
equals. I cannot dwell on a period so full of miserable
recollections. I never passed so many hours of torture
as when sitting by ‘that poor fellow’s bedside. I listened
to all his bright projects for a future which in my
heart I knew was closed to him for ever. As his con-
valescence advanced, my task grew more difficult. .He
used to ask every day when he would be permitted to
write to her; be wondered, too, why she had not sent
him a few lines, or some token — as a book, or a
flower. He questioned and cross-questioned me about
her daily life; how she felt his misfortune; had she
received a correct account of the incident of the duel;
what her family thought and said; and, last of all,
why Mr. Courtenay himself had only called once or
twice, and never asked to come up and see him?

“My own marriage was to take place early in
May. It was now April; and at one time there had
been some talk of the two sisters being married on the
same day. It was late in the month; I am not clear
about the date, but I remember it was on a Sunday
morning. I was sitting with him, and he lay propped
up on a sofa, to enable him to take his breakfast with
me. ‘I was thinking all last night, Vyner,’ said he —
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‘and nothing but a sick man's selfishness could have
jrevented my thinking it long ago — how you must
we.’

“‘Hate you, and why?"”

“*Because but for me and my misfortune you'd have
been married by the sixth or seventh, and now, who
knows how long you must wait?’

“I saw at once that the double marriage was running
in his wind, and though mny own was fixed for the fol-
lowing Thursday or Friday, I had not nerve to say so;
uor was my embarrassment the less that Mr. Courtenay
had charged me with the task of telling Luttrell that all
‘hould be considered as at an end, and every day used
W question me if I had yet done so.

“*Now or never, thought I, as Luttrell said this;
bt when I turned and saw his wasted cheek, still pink
with hectic, and his glassy, feverish eye, I shrunk again
irom the attempt.

“*Why did you look at me so pitifully, Vyner?’
«id he, eagerly; ‘has the doctor told you that I shall
wt rub through?’

*“*Nothing of the kind, man; he says he'll have you
down at Hastings before a fortnight is over.'

**What was it, then? Do I look very fearfully?’

“*Not even that. You are pulled down, of course.
Yo man looks the better for eight or ten weeks on a
uck-bed.’

“*Then it is something else,’” said he, thoughtfully;
wd [ made no answer.

“*Well,” said he, with a deep sigh, ‘I have had my
frebodings of — I don't know what — but of some-
ding that was over me all this time back; and when
I'lay awake at night, wondering in wlmt shape this

Lattrell of Arren. I.
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disaster would come, I have ever consoled myself b
saying, “‘“Well, Vyner certainly does not know i
Vyner has no suspicion of it.”” If now, however,
were to be wrong in this; if, in reality, Vymer di
know that a calamity impended me: and if' — he
he fixed his bright staring eyes with their wide pupi
full upon me — ‘if Vyner knew something, and onl
forbore to break it to me becanse he saw me a poc
sickly wasted creature, whose courage he doubted, a
I can say is, he does not know the stuff the Luttrel
are made of.’

“I tried to answer this, but all I could do was to tah
his hand and press it between my own. ‘Out with i
like a good fellow,’ cried he, with an effort to seem ga
— ‘out with it, and you'll see whether I am too vai
of my pluck!’

“I turned partly away — at least so far that
could not see his face nor he mine — and I told hi:
everything. I cannot remember how I began or ende
I cannot tell what miserable attempts I made to exeu
or to palliate, nor what poor ingenuity I practised
make him believe that all was for the best. T onl
know that I would have given worlds that he shoul
have interrupted me or questioned me: but he new
spoke a word, and when I had concluded he sat the
still in silence.

“‘You are a man of honour, Vyner,' said he, in
low but unshaken voice that thrilled through my hear
‘Tell me one thing. On your word as a gentlemai
has — has — she I saw that he was going to sa
the name, but stopped himself. ‘Has she been coerce
in this affair?’

‘I believe not. Isincerely believe not. In discussin
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the matter before her, she lm.s gradually come to see,
or at least to suppose

“‘There, there; that wxll do!’ cried he aloud, and
vith & full tone that resembled his voice in health.
‘Let us talk of it no more. I take it you'll go abroad
after your wedding?”

“I muttered out some stupid common-place, I
talked away at random for some minutes, and at last I
uid good-by. When I came back the next morning he
was gone. He had been carried on board of a steam-
vessel for some port in the south of Ireland, and left
not a line nor a message behind him. From that hour
wtil last night 1 never set eyes on him.”

“You have heard of him, I suppose?” asked Gren-
fell.

“Vaguely and at long intervals. He would seem
t» have mixed himself up with the lowest political party
in Ireland — men who represent, in a certain shape,
the revolutionary section in France — and though the
very haughtiest aristocrat I think I ever knew, and at
one time the most fastidious ‘fine gentleman,’ there were
storiex of his having uttered the most violent denuncia-
tions of rank, and inveighed in all the set terms of the
old French Convention against the distinctions of class.
Last of all, I heard that he had married a peasant girl,
the danghter of one of his cottier tenants, and that, lost
to all sense of his former condition, had.become a con-
firmed drunkard.”

“The moral of all which is, that your accomplished
sister-in-law bhad a most fortunate escape.”

“I'm not so sure of that. I think Luttrell was a
wan to have made a great figure in the world. He
swept college of its prizes, he could do anything he

3
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tried, and, unlike many other clever men, he had great
powers of application. He had, too, high ability as a
public speaker, and in an age like ours, where oratory
does so much, he might have had a most brilliant career
in Parliament.”

“There is nothing more delusive than arguing from
a fellow’s school or collegiate successes. to his triumphs
in after life. The first are purely intellectual struggles;
but the real battle of life is fought out by tact, and
temper, and courage, and readiness, and fifty other
things, that have no distinct bearing on mind. Your
man there would have failed just as egregiously amongst
gentlemen as he has done amongst the ‘canaille’ that
he descended to. He had failure written on his pass-
port when he started in life.”

“I don't believe it; I can't believe it.”

“Your sister-in-law, I think, never married?”

“No. S8he has refused some excellent offers, and
has declared she never will .

“How like a woman all that! She first mars a man’s
fortune, and, by way of a reparation, she destroys her
own. That is such feminine logic!”

“Is that a dog they have got in the bow of the
launch, yonder?” said Vymer, directing the captain’s
attention to one of the boats of the yacht that was now
pulling briskly out from the land.

“Well, Sir, as well as I can make out, it's a child,”
said he, as he drew the telescope from the slings, and
began to adjust it. *“Yes, Sir, it's a native they have
caught, and a wild-looking specimen -too,” and he
handed the glass to Vyner.

“Poor little fellow! He seems dressed in rabbit-
sking. Where is Ada? She must see him.”
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CHAPTER 1IV.
On Board.

“Ir was not an easy matter to get him to come, Sir,”
sid the sailor in a whisper to Vyner, as he assisted
the boy to get, on the deck.

“Where did you find him?”

“8itting all alone on that rocky point yonder, Sir;
be seemed to have been crying, and we suspect he has
rn away from home.”

Vyner now turned to look at the child, who all this
while stood calm and composed, amazed, it is true, by
all he saw around him, yet never suffering his curiosity
o surprise him into a word of astonishment. In age
frm ten to twelve, he was slightly though strongly
built, and carried himself erect as a soldier. The dress
vhich Vyner at first thought was entirely made of skins
was only in reality trimmed with these, being an attempt
tn make the clothes he had long worn sufficiently large
for him. His cap alone was of true island make, and
was a conical contrivance of undressed seal-skin, which
rally had as savage a look as need be.

“Do you live on this island, my little fellow?"
aked Vyner, with a kindly accent.

“Yes,” said he, calmly, as he looked up full into
his face.

*And have yon always lived here?”

“So long as 1 remember.”

“Where do you live?”

“On the other side of the mountain — at 8t. Fin-
lar's Abbey.”
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“May I ask your name?”

“My name,” said the boy, proudly, “Is Harry
Grenville Luttrell.”

‘“Are you a Luttrell?” cried Vyner, as he laid hi}
hand affectionately on the boy's shoulders; but the little
fellow seemed not to like the familiarity, and stepped
back to escape it.

‘“Are you the son of John Hamilton Luttrell?”

“Yes. What is your name?”

“Mine,” said the other, repressing a smile — “ mine
is Gervais Vyner.” .

“And do you own this ship?”

113 Yes.)'

“And why have you come here?”

“Partly by chance — partly through curiosity.”

“And when will you go away?”

“Something will depend on the weather — some-
-thing on whethér we like the place and find it agreeable
to us; but why do you ask? Do you wish we should
go away?"”

“The people do! I do not care!”

It is not easy to give an idea of the haughty dignity
with which he spoke the last words. They were like
the declaration of one who felt himself so secure in
station, that he could treat the accidents of the day as
mere trifles.

“But why should the people wish it? We are not
very likely to molest or injure them.”

“That much you may leave to themselves,” said the
boy, insolently. “They’ll not let you do it.”

“You seem very proud of your island, my little
man! Have you any brothers or sisters?”

“No — none.”
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“None belonging to you but father and mother?”

“I have no mother now,” said he, with an effort to
wtter the words unmoved; but the struggle was too
wuch, and he bad to turn away his head as he tried to
sippress the sobbing that overcame him.

“l am very, very sorry to have pained you, my
boy,” said Vyner, with kindness. ‘“Come down with
me here, and see a little daughter of mine, who is nearly
Your own age.”

“I don’t want to see her. I want to go ashore.”

“80 you shall, my boy; but you will eat something
vith us first, and see the strange place we live in.
Come along:"” and he took his hand to lead him forward.

“I could swim to the land if I liked,” said the boy,
& he guzed down at the blue water.

“But you'll not have to swim, Harry.”

“Why do you call me Harry? 1 never knew you.”

“I have a better claim than you suspect. At least,
lused to call your father John long ago.”

“Don’t do it any more, then,” said he, defiantly.

“And why?"

“He wouldn't bear it — that is the why! Stand
tear, there!™ cried he to one of the sailors on the
mogway. *“‘I'm off!” and he prepared himself for a
mn ere he jumped overboard, but just at this moment
Ada tripped up the cabin ladder and stood before him.
The long yellow ringlets fell on her shoulders and her
uck, and her lustrous blue eyes were wide in astonish-
zent at the figure iu front of her. As for the boy, he
mzed at her as at something of unearthly beauty. It
*& to his eyes that Queen of the Fairies who might
tave soared on a light cloud, or tripped daintily on the
aet of the wide sea waves.
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“Here is a playfellow for you, Ada,” said her
father, as he led her towards him.

“It is Robinson Crusoe, papa,”’ said she, in =
whisper. .

The boy’s quick ear had, however, caught the
words, and he said quickly, “I wish I was Robinson!"
The speech seemed to strike some chord in the litle
girl's heart, for she went freely towards him at once,
and said, “Oh, wasn't it nice to live in that pretty
island, and have everything one’s own?”

“This island here is mine!” said the boy, proudly.

“Yes, Ada,” said Vyner, “what he says is quite
correct; his father owns the whole of these islands.
But come along into the cabin, Harry; I want you to
see our home, though it is a very narrow one.”

With the gravity of a North American Indian, and
with a self-possession that never broke down under
every trial to which curiosity exposed it, the boy looked
at all around him. If Aladdin himself was not more
wonder-struek at the splendours of the cave, he never
for a moment betrayed his amazement. He ate and
drank, too, with the same air of composure, and bore
himself throughout with a quiet dignity that was re-
markable. Ada displayed before him her prettiest toys,
her games, and her picture-books, and was half piqued
at the little evidences of astonishment they created. No
suspicion crossed her mind how the colour that came
and went and came again, how the hurried breathing,
how the clammy fingers that trembled as they touched
an object, were signs of emotion far deeper and more
. intense than all that a ery of wonderment could evi-
dence.

“I suppose,” said she, at last, when impatience
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mastered her, “you have got such masses of these your-
self, that you don't care for them?”

*1 — I have nothing — nothing but a crossbow to
shoot the seagulls, and a hatchet, and the hatchet is too
beavy for me.”

“But what can you do with a hatchet?” asked she,
’ 3

“8plit logs, and cut a way through the thicket like
fellows on an uninhabited island; or sometimes I think
I'm fighting a bear. I'd like to ﬁght a young bear! —
wouldn't you?”

“I suspect not. Qirls do not fight bears.”

“Ah, I forgot!” said he, blushing deeply: and,
wshamed of his blunder, he bent hisx head over a pic-
ture.

Meanwhile, Vyner and Grenfell were walking the
deck and conversing in a low tone.

“It would be a mistake, Vyner, a great mistake,
take my word for it,” said the other. *“To the man
who assumes the incognito, all attempt at recognition
is offensive. Besides, what is it to lead to? You can't
imagine he’ll want to talk over the past, and for such
a man there is no speculation in the future.”

“But the idea of being on the very island with
him, knowing that he was within a mile of me, and
that I never went to see him! It sounds very heartless,
ad [ feel it would be so.”

“I have nothing to say when you put the question
o the ground of a sentiment. I can ouly discuss it as
s matter of expediency, or the reverse. You don't
charge a man with the opinions you find in an ano-
aymous book, because, even supposing they are his,
be bas not thought proper to avow them; well, you

-
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owe exactly the.same deference to him who lives under
an incognito, or retires to some secluded, unfrequented
spot. His object is to escape notice; under what plea
do you drag him forth into the broad noonday?”

“I am certain my wife wouldn't forgive me if I left
without even an effort to see him.”

‘“As to that, I can say nothing. I never was mar-
ried, and I do not pretend to know what are the *cases
of conscience’ discussed connubially.”

“You see, Grenfell,” said the other, confidentially,
“we all feel, as we have a right to feel, that we have
done this man a great wrong. There has not been one
single calamity of his life, from the day we broke with
him, that is not traceable to us. His unfortunate line
in politics, his low political associates, the depraved
life some assert that he lived, and, worse than all, his
wretched marriage with a poor uneducated peasant girl.”

“And do you fancy that a morning call from you
is the reparation for all this?”

“Come, tome, that is not the fair way to put it.
Luttrell and I were once great friends. I was, I well
know, very much his inferior in knowledge and power,
but in worldliness and tact I was more than his match,
and he gave way to me on every question of this sort.
It may be — I'd like to think it might prove the case
— that this old sentiment has not died out of his heart,
that, as he used to say long ago, and people langhed
when he said it, ‘Let us hear what Vyner says’ Now,
if this were so, I might even yet do something, if not
for him, for that fine boy there.”

“Leave that fine boy alone, Vyner, that's my ad-
vice to you. I never saw a fellow of his years with
such an overweaning self-confidence. There is, I don't
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dmy it, a certain ‘gentleman’ element in him, but it
# dashed with something which I neither understand,
wr could venture to say what it may lead to; but I
repeat, leave him alone.”

Vyner shook his head dissentingly, but did not

“Besides, let us be practical. What could you do
for him? You'd not adopt him, I take it?” Vyner
vas silent, and he continued: ‘“Well, then, you'd cut
of the one tie he has in life, and not substitute another.
Besides, don't you remember what. old Scott said at the
Huxleigh steeple-chase: ‘I never back the half-bred
‘s, no matter how well they look in training.’”

“What a stickler for blood you have become,” said
Vyner, laughing; and it was only as he saw the crim-
sn flush in the other's cheek that he bethought him
bow the remark might have offended.

“Take your own line, then,” said Grenfell, angrily;
“it doesn’t signify to me personally a brass farthing!
Uur dinner company with old Crab and the German
Frau can scarcely but be improved, even though it be
by the admixture of a little rebellion through it.”

“For all that, you'd like Luttrell immensely if you
wet him."”

“I like none but men of the world — men who
koow the people, the places and the things one is daily
omnected with — who can take up the game of society
vhere it left off last night, and have not to read them-
welves up in daily life the way fellows read their history
uut of the Annual Register.”

“Well, I'll write him a note,” said Vyner, following
out his own thoughts; “I'll tell him, in a few words,
bow I chanced to come here, and I'll ask if he will
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receive me, or, better still, if he'll come and dine with
us to-morrow.”

“I know the answer you'll get as well as if I had
written it.”

“Well, what will it be?”

“See you hanged first!”

“What is all this going on below? Are you quar
relling, children?” eried Vyner, as a great uproar burst
forth from ‘the cabin.

“Oh no, papa; but Robinson is so droll; he put
baby-doll into a boat and had her shipwrecked, and
saved by the little negro; and now they are going to
be married. Just come and see it all.”

“Tell me, Harry,” said Vyner, “what would papa
say if I were to write him a note and say that I have
detained you here to dinner, and wouldn’t let you go?”

“He'd- say I could have jumped overboard,” said
the boy, reddening at what he thought was an imputa-
tion on his personal prowess.

“I don't exactly mean by force, my dear boy; I
intended to say, by persuasion.”

Either the view now submitted to him was not very
clear, or that it was combined with other elements, but
he made no reply.

“I will put it this wise: I'll say I have made
Harry’s acquaintance this morning by a lucky accident,
and I hope you will not be displeased if he should stay
and dine with us. I have a little girl of his own age
who is delighted to have his company, and I feel cer
tain you will not deprive her of so agreeable a play-
fellow.” ) )

“Papa will not know,” said the boy, moodily.

“Not know what, my little man?”



OX BOARD. 45

“Papa will not care,” said he; and a slight tremor
shook his voice.

*“Not care for what?”

“I mean,” said he, resolutely, “that I often go
amy at daybreak and never come back till late at
night, and papa does not mind it — he never asks
h ”

me. :

As be spoke, Ada drew nigh her father, and clasped
his hand in her own, while her tearful eyes turned
dlternately from her father to the child, the sense of
ber own happy lot, loved and cherished as she was,
bending with a deep pity for one so desolate and
friendless.

“That's the way boys are made independent and
bold-bearted,” said Vyner, hastily. “Men like their
wns to be trained up in the free habits they enjoyed
themselves. So, then, my note is not necessary — you
an remain without it?”

“Would you like it?” said he, turning to Ada.

“Oh, how much!” cried she, eagerly.

“Then I'll stay!” As he spoke, he leaned Lack in
his chair, and, who knows with what thoughts, sighed
findy, while two heavy tears rolled slowly down his
iheeks. Vynuer saw it, but turned away and went on
eck.

“I can gather from what that boy has just said,”
nid he to Grenfell, “that his father is almost indifferent
tbout him; he never knows of his coming or going,
wr ever looks for him at meal-times.”

“I should be surprised if it were otherwise,” said
Grenfell.  **Demoralisation never works by halves.
When 2 man begins to go down hill, he never takes
wy other road. What could remain of your great
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scholar and double first man after years of associa
with brutal companionship and a peasant for a w
How could it be possible for him to retain any on
the habits of his own class amidst the daily friction
that vulgar existence!”

“I begin to fear as much myself,” said Vyner, .
rowfully. As he spoke, he felt Ada’s hand in his o
she drew him to one side, and whispered, *Harr
crying, papa. He says he must go home, but he w:
tell me why.”

“Perhaps I can guess, darlmg Let me speak v
him alone.” Vymer went down into the cabin by h
self, but whatever passed between him and the boy,
result, so far as persuading him to stay, was not ¢
cessful, and young Luttrell came on deck along w
him.

“Man a boat, there,” said Vyner, “and take
young gentleman on shere. I will write one line
your father, Harry.”

The two children stood hand in hand while Vy
wrote. They wore each of them a look of sorrow
parting; but the boy’s face had a flush of shame as v
as sorrow. They never uttered a word, however.

Vyner's note was in these words:

“My pEAR LurTrRELL, — Will you allow an
friend to see you, when he calls himself?
‘ Affectionately yours,

“Gervals VyYNER."

He did not show this note to Grenfell, but ham
it to the boy at once.
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“He won’t take the books, papa,” whispered Ada,
“nor anything else I offered him.”

“He'll know us all better later on, dearest. Do not
embarrass him now by attention; he is ashamed to re-
fuse, and does not care to accept. If papa will let you
come out to breakfast with us to-morrow, Harry, we
shall be glad to see you; and remember, I look to you
to show me where we are to catch the lobsters.”

“TTl tell you that now,” said the boy. *“You see
that great rock yonder Well, a little more inland,
vwhere the water is about four fathoms, and perfectly
clear, that's the spot.”

When the boat was announced as ready, the boy
took his leave of each in turn, shaking hands with
Vyner, and Ada, and the governess; and then, advancing
towards Grenfell, he stopped, and simply said good-by.’

“Good day, Sir,” said Grenfell, stiffly, for he was
one of those men whose egotism even a child could
wound. “Is that boy like his father?” asked he, as
Harry passed over the side.

“Wonderfully like, since his face took that ex-
pression of seriousness.”

“Then it is not a good face.”

“Not a good face?”

“Mind, I didn’t say not a handsome face, for it is
strikingly reg-hlar and well proportioned, but the ex-
presgion is furtive and secret.”

“Nothing of the kind. Lauttrell was as frank a
fellow as ever breathed. I think, after what I told you,-
you can see that it was trustfulness proved his ruin.

“Isn't he what your countrymen would call a
‘Wunderkind,’ Mademoiselle?” asked Grenfell of fhe
sovarness.
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“No, Saar, he is a much-to-be-pitied, and not the
less-for-that-very dignified youth.”

“How Homeric it makes language to think in Ger
man. There he is, Ada, waving a rag of some sort,
in farewell to you.”

Ada kissed her hand several times to him, and then
hastened below into the cabin.

“T have asked Luttrell's leave to call on him,” said
Vyner.

“I thought you would,” was the dry reply.

“I only wrote one line, and made my request in
the name of our old friendship.”

“Well, of course, you are the best judge of your own
duties; only, for my own part, I beg, if I ever should
turn hermit, that you'll not think yourself bound to
have me shaved and trimmed for the honour of dining
some one day at your table.”

“Upon my word, I think it would be a pity to take
you out of your cave, or whatever you call it,” said
the governess, with a spiteful laugh.

“There, don't fight any more till tea-time,” said
Vyner, laughingly. *“Wholl come on shore with me?
I'm for a ramble over that purple mountain yonder.”

“I have the music-lesson.”

“And I have the remainder of that article in the
Quarterly,” said Grenfell, “which proves incontestably
the utter hopelessness of Ireland. 'The writer knows
the people well, and describes their faults of character
perfectly.”

A low faint sob caught Vyner's ear, and, on hurry-
ing below, he found Ada seated at the table, with her
head leaning on her arms.

“What's the matter, Ada darling?” asked he, gently.
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“Oh, papa, it was for his mother he was crying,
for though she seldom spoke to him or noticed him, he
wed to see her at the window, and now he’ll never see
ber more.”

“We must try and comfort him, Ada; the poor boy
bas a very dreary lot in life.”

“He says he is happy, papa! and that he only hopes
be'll never have to leave this lonely island all his life.”

“Did he speak of his father at all?”

“No, papa; only to say that he’d never remember
whether he was at home or abroad, and that it was so
pleasant not to have any one who cared what became
of one.”

“And you — did you agree with him?"

“Oh no, no!” cried she, as her eyes swam in tears.
Ll"deonld have told him how much better it was to be

Vyner turned away to hide his own emotion, and
then, with an affected carelessness, said, “Get over
this music-lesson now, and whenever you are free tell
¥r. Crab to hoist a bit of white bunting to the peak,
wd I'll come back to fetch you for a walk with me.”

“Is Mr. Grenfell going, papa?”

“No, darling; but why do you ask?”

“Because — because — I'd rather go with you alone.

It is always so much nicer and happier.” :

“How is it that Grenfell, with all his smartness,
an never hit it off with any one, young or old, rich
 poor?”" thought Vyner, as he walked the deck, deep
in thought. “He reads everything, has a smattering
of all subjects, with a good memory and a glib tongue,
md yet I believe I am the only man about town who
coald tolerate him.” If this were a reflection that had

Laterell of Arran. 1. 4
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more than once occurred to his mind, it usually ended
by impressing the conviction that he, Vyner, must have
rare qualities of head and heart, not merely to endure,
but actually to almost like, a companionship for which
none other would have had taste or temper but himself.
Now, however — not easy is it to say why — a doubt
flashed across him that his doubting, distrustful, scoffing
nature might prove in the end an evil, just as a oertain
malaria, not strong enough to give fever, will ulti-
mately impregnate the blood and undermine the con-
stitution.

“I don't think he has done me any mischief as yet,"
said he to himself, with a smile; ‘“but shall I always
be able to say as much?”

“You must read this paper — positively you must,”
cried Grenfell from the sofa, where he -lay under a
luxurions awning. *This fellow writes well; he shows
that the Irish never had any civilisation, nor, except
where it crept in through English influence, has there
ever been a vestige of such in the island.”

_“I don't see I shall be anything the better for be-
lieving him!”

‘“It may save you from that blessed purchase of an
Irish property that brought you down to all this sav-
agery. It may rescue you from the regret of having a
gentleman shot because he was intrepid enough to collect
your rents. That surely is something.”

“But I have determined on the purchase of Derry-
varagh,” said Vymer, “if it only be what descriptions
make it.”

“To live here, I hope — to turn Carib — cross
yourself when you meet a priest, and wear a landlord’s
scalp at your waist-belt.”
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“Nay, nay! I hope for better things, and that the
English influences you spoke of so feelingly will not
atirely desert me in my banishment.”
“Don't imagine that any one will come over here
0 see you, Vyner, if you mean that.”
“Not even the trusty Grenfell?” said he, with a
balf smile.
“Not if you were to give me the fee-simple of the
barbarous tract you covet.”
“I'll not believe it, George. I'll back your friend-
ship against all the bogs that ever engulphed an oak
forest. But what is that yonder? Is it a boat? It
seems only a few feet long.”
! “It is one of those naval constructions of your
charming islanders; and coming this way, too.”

“The fellow has got a letter, Sir; he has stuck it
in his hatband,” said Mr. Crab.

“An answer from Luttrell,” muttered Vyner. “I
vonder will he receive me?™

CHAPTER V.
How the 8poil was Divided.

The letter, which was handed on board by a very
vild-looking native, was written on coarse paper, and
waled with the commonest wax. It was brief, and
na thus:

“DeAR Sir, — I cannot imagine that such a meet-
g as you propose would be agreeable to either of us;
rertainly the impression my memory retains of you,
frbids me to believe that you would like to see me as

4
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I am, and where I am. If your desire be, however,
prompted by any kind thought of serving me, let me
frankly tell you that I am as much beyond the reach
of such kindness as any man can be who lives and
breathes in this weary world. Leave me, therefore, to
myself, and forget me.

“I am grateful for your attentions to my boy, but
you will understand why I cannot permit him to revisit
you. I am, faithfully yours,

“Jomx H. LurTRELL.”

“Well, did I guess aright?” cried Grenfell, as
Vyner stood reading the letter over for the third time;
“is his answer what I predicted?”

“Very nearly so,” said the other, as he handed
him the letter to read.

“It is even stronger than I looked for; and he
begins ‘Dear Sir.’”

“Yes, and I addressed him ‘My dear Luttrell!'”

“Well; all the good sense of the correspondence is
on his side; he sees natarally enough the worse than
uselessness of a meeting. How could it be other than
painful?”

“8till, I am very sorry that he should refuse me.”

“Of course you are; it is just the way a fellow in
all the vigour of health walks down the ward of an
hospital, and, as he glances at the hollow cheeks and
sunken eyes on either side, fancies how philanthropie
and good he is to come there and look at them. You
wanted to go and stare at this poor devil out of that
sentimental egotism. I'm certain you never suspected
it, but there is the secret of your motive, stripped of
all its fine illusions.”
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“How ill you think of every one, and with what
pleasure you think it!”

“Not a bit. I never suffer myself to be cheated; but
it doss not amuse me in the least to unmask the knavery.”

“Now, having read me so truthfully, will you in-
terpret Luttrell a little?”

“His note does not want a comment. The man
bas no wish to have his poverty and degraded condi-
tion spied out. He feels something too low for friend-
ship, and too high for pity; and he shrinks, and very
nturally shrinks, from a scene in which every look
be pave, every word he uttered, every sigh that he
could but half smother, would be recalled to amuse
yor wife and your sister-in-law when you reached
bome again.”

“He never imputed anything of the kind to me,”
nid Vyner, angrily.

“And why not? Are we in our gossiping moments
intent upon anything but being agreeable, not very
mindful of private confidences or indiscreet avowals?
We are only bent upon being good recounters, sensa-
tion novelists, always flattering ourselves the while as
to the purity of our motives and the generosity of our
jdgments, when we throw into the narrative such
vords as the ‘poor fellow,’ the ‘dear creature’ We
forget the while that the description of the prisoner
dever affects the body of the indictment.”

“I declare you are downright intolerable, Grenfell,
wd if the world were only half as bad as you'd make
it, [d say Luttrell was the wisest fellow going to have
uken his leave of it.”

“I'd rather sit the comedy out than go home and
fret over its vapidness.”
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“Well, Mr. Crab,” said Vyner, turning suddenly to
where his captain was waiting to speak with him,
“what news of our spar?”

“Nothing very good, Sir. There’s not a bit of
timber on the island would serve our purpose.”

“I suppose we must shift as well as we can till we
make the mainland!”

“This fellow here in the boat, Sir,” said a sailer,

" touching his cap as he came aft, ‘“says that his master
has three or four larch-trees about the length we
want.”

“No, no, Crab,” whispered Vyner; “I don't think
we can do anything in that quarter.”

“Would he sell us one of them, my man?” cried

. Crab to the peasant.

“He'd give it to you,” said the man, half doggedly.

“Yes, but we'd rather make a deal for it. Look
here, my good fellow; do you go back and fetch us
the longest and stoutest of those poles, and here's a
guinea for your own trouble. Do you understand
me?”

The man eyed the coin curiously, but made no
motion to touch it. It was a metal he had never seen
before, nor had he the faintest clue to its value.

“Would you rather have these, then?” said Crab,
taking a handful of silver from his pocket and offering
it to him.

The man drew the back of his hand across his
eyes, as if the sight had dazzled him, and muttered
something in Irish.’ *

“Come, say you'll do it,” said Crab, encouragingly.

“Is there any answer for my master, to his letter,

I mean?” said the man, looking at Vyuer.
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“No, I think not; wait a moment. No, none,”
said Vyner, after a moment of struggle; and the words
wrere not well uttered, when the fellow pushed off
hiis boat, and struck out with all his vigour for the

“What a suspicious creature your savage is; that
man evidently believed you meant to bribe him to
some deep treachery against his master,” said Grenfell.
“Do let the poor peasant escape,” cried Vyner,
ingly, while he hastened below to avoid any
further display of the other’s malevolence, calling out
to Mr. Crab to follow him. “Let us get under weigh
with the land breeze this evening,” said he..
“There’s a strong current sets in here, Sir. I'd
% won have day-light for it, if it's the same to you.”

“Be it s0o. To-morrow morning, then, Crab;” and,
© saying, he took up a book, and tried to interest
kimeelf with it

The peasant meanwhile gained the land, and made
-] tbe best of his way homeward.

“Tell the master there’s no answer, Molly,” said
be, as she stood wiping the perspiration from her face
vith her apron at the door of a long, low-roofed build-
ing, into which all the assembled guests were con-
pregated.

“Indeed, and I won't, Tim Hennesy,” said she,

. “'Tis enough is on my own bones to-day, not
w0 be thinking of letters and writings. Go in and help
Dan Neven with that long trunk there, and then bring
| o batchet and a hammer.”

The man obeyed without a word; and, having
smisted to deposit a heavy deal box like a sea-chest

i the place assigned it, perceived that several others
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of various sizes and shapes lay around; all of which
formed objects of intense curiosity to the visitors, if
one were to judge from the close scrutiny they under
went, as well as the frequent tapping by knuckles and
sticks, to assist the explorer to a guess at what was
contained within.

A word or two will explain the scene. When
Molly Ryan came to inform her master that the re- -
latives of his late wife intended to sail by the evening’s
tide, and wished to pay their respects to him personally
before departure, he excused himself on some pretext
of illness; but to cover his want of courtesy, he directed
her to tell them that they were free to take, each of
them, some memorial of her that was gone, and ordered
Molly to have all the boxes that contained her effects
conveyed into the long storehouse.

“Let them take what they like, Molly," said he,
abruptly, as though not wishing to discuss the matter
at more length.

“And as much as they like?” asked she.

“Yes, as much as they like,” said he, motioning
that he would be left in peace and undisturbed.

Loud and full were the utterances of praise that
this munificence evoked. “Wasn’t he the real gem-
tleman?” “Wasn't it the heart’s blood of a good
stock?” “Wasn't it like one of the ‘ould race,’ that
could think of an act at once so graceful and so
liberal?” “ After all, it wasn't proud he was. It was
just a way he had; and ‘poor Shusy, that was gone,’
was the lucky woman, to have been his wife.” “To
be sure, it was a solitary kind of life she led, and
without friends or companions; but she had the best of
everything.” Such were the first commentaries. Later
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o, gratitnde cooled down to a quiet rationalism, and
they agreed that he was only giving away what was
0 use to him. “He'll surely not marry again, and
vhat could he do with cloaks, and shawls, and gowns,
that would only be motheaten if he kept them?"

“These two here is linen,” said Molly, with an
Idi;:f decision, “and I suppose you don’t want to see

A murmur of disapproval ran through the meeting.
They wanted to see everything. His Honour's munifi-
cence was not limited. It included all that was once

; and a very animated discussion ensued as to what
constituted personal properties.

“Maybe you'd like the crockery too,” said Molly,
indignantly , for she began to feel ashamed of the
covetousness.

“We'll see everything,” said old Peter Hogan,
“ad we'll begin with this.” So saying, he inserted a
chisel beneath one of the pine planks, and soon dis-
played to the company a large chest full of house
lisen. The articles were neither costly nor remarkable,
but they seemed hoth to the beholders; and sheets, and
napkins, and pillow-cases, and table-cloths were all
scqutinised closely, and unanimously declared to be
perfection.

The erockery and glass were next examined, and
even more enthusiastically approved of. Some curious
thina and some specimens of old Venetian glass,
family relics, that even connoisseurship might have
valued, really amazed them, and many an epithet in
Irish went ruund as a cup or a goblet was passed from
band t hand to be admired.
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The clothes were the last to be examined, and with
all their heightened expectations the reality surpassed
what they looked for. Hats, and shawls, and silk gowns,
scarfs, and bonnets, and ribbons, soon covered every
box and bench around, and covetous eyes sparkled =
each longed for some special prize in this vast lottery.
*I remember the day she wore that brown silk at chapel,”
said one. “That's the blue tabinet she had on at the
christening.” ‘There's the elegant shawl she had oa
at the fair at Ennis.” *“But look at this — isn't this
a real beauty?” cried one, who drew forth a bright
dress of yellow satin, which seemed never to have been.
worn.

“Don’t you think you could pick and choose some-
thing to plaze ye, now?" said Molly, who was in reality
not a little frightened by all this enthusiasm.

“It is true for you, Molly Ryan,” said Peter-
“There’s something for everybody, and since the com-
pany trusts it to me to make the division, this is what
I do. The crockery and glass for Mr. Rafter, the linem
for myself, and the clothes to be divided among the
women when we get home.

“So that you'll take everything,” cried Molly.

“With the blessin’ of Providence ’tis what I mean,”
said he; and a full chorus of approving voices closed
the speech.

“The master said you were to choose what plazed

"

you

“And it's what we're doing. We are plazed with
everything, ‘and why wouldn't we?’ Wasn't she that's
gone our own blood, and didn't she own them? The

pillow she lay on and the cup she dhrunk out of is more
to us than their weight in goold.”
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Another and fuller murmur approved these senti-
nents.

“And who is to have this?” cried one of the women,
@ she drew forth from a small pasteboard box an amber
necklace and croes, the one solitary trinket'that belonged
to her that was gone. If not in itself an object of much
value, it was priceless to the eyes that now gazed on it,
wd each would gladly have relinquished her share to
povetes it.

“Maybe you'd have the dacency to leave that for
kis Honour,” said Molly, reprovingly.

Lees, perhaps, in accordance with the sentiment than
in jealous dread lest another should obtain it, each
stemed to concur with this recommendation.

“There's something in what Molly says,” said old
Peter, with the air of a judge delivering a charge.
“If his Honour houlds to a thing of the kind, it would
be hard to refuse it to him; but if he doesn’t, or if it
vould only be more grief to be reminding him of what's
tone -— Let me finish what I have to say, Molly,”
uded he, with some irritation, as a sneering laugh from
ber interrupted his speech.

“There's an old pair of shoes of hers in the room
vithin. I'll go for them, and then you'll have every-
thing," said she; and she darted an angry glance around,
ud left the spot.

“I'l wear this — this is for me!” cried a little
girl, taking the amber necklace from the case and put-
tig it on. And a buzz of astonishment at the audacity
ma around. She was about eleven years of age, but
br dark blue eyes and long lashes made her seem
oder. It was ome of those beautiful faces which ap-
per to suggest that with years the delicate loveliness
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must be lost, so perfect the accordance between the ex-
pression and the feature. She had a mass of golden-
brown hair, which fell in long curls over a neck of
perfect whiteness; but even these traits were less strik-
ing than the air of gracefulness that really implied a
condition far above that of her rank in life; and, as she
stood in the midst to be admired, there was a haughty
consciousness of her claim for admiration that was as
triumphant in that assembly as ever was the proud
assertion of beauty in a court.

“It becomes you well, Kitty O'Hara, and you shall
have it too,” cried old Hogan, who was her grandfather,
and whose pride in her took the shape of the boldest
aspirations for her future. ‘“Ain’t I right?” cried he,
appealing to those around him. “Look at her, and say
if she isn’t a picture!”

With a full burst of assent all broke in at this ap-
peal, and still she stood there unabashed, almost un-
moved, indeed, by the admiring looks and enthusiastic
words around her.

“Isn’t that the making of a lady, ay, and as elegant
a lady as ever stepped?” cried the old man, as his eyes
ran over with proud emotion. “And as sure as my
name is Peter Hogan, it's diamonds will be round the
same neck yet! Yes, my darling, yer ould grand-
father won't be to the fore to see it, but there's some
here that will. Mark the words I'm saying now; lay
them up in your hearts, and see if I'm not telling the
truth. There she stands kefore you that'll raise ber
family, and make a name for them far and wide.”

While he delivered this boastful speech, the girl
tarned her eyes from him, a slight flush deepened the
colour of her cheek, and a scarcely perceptible eager
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tes showed itself on the parted lips, but her attitude
v unchanged, and a slight nod of the head, in token
of assent, was the only notice she took of his words.

“Yes, come in, my dear,” cried Hogan at this mo- °
net — ‘““‘come in, Master Harry; there's none here
bt your own kith and kin, and here's a nice little
vife, or a sweetheart, for you.” As he said this, he
drew from the doorway, where he lingered, the boy, who
wow came forward with a shamefaced and reluctant
look. “There they stand,” said the old man, as he
placed them side by side, “and I defy thé world to
thow me a purtier couple.”

The boy turned a long and steady look at the girl
— something for the beauty, and something, too, doubt-
less, there was for the ornaments that heightened it —
and she bore the scrutiny without a shadow of constraint;
but there was even more, for, as he continued to stare
a her, she smiled half superciliously, and said at last,
vith a faint smile, “I hope I'm not so ugly that I
frighten you!”

There was just that pertness in the speech that stood
for wit with the company, and they laughed loud and
heartily at what they fancied to be a repartee.

“Did ye ever see a purtier — did ye ever see as
party ?” cried old Hogan.

“Yes I did, this very evening, on board of that
schooner there. There's one ten times as handsome,
and she is a lady, too.”

lnsolent as were the words, the look and manner
with which he gave them were far more so. It was
like the speech of a proud noble to his vassals, who
stually derived a sense of pleasure in the measure of
nutrage he could dare to mete out to them. The boy
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turned his haughty stare around at each in turn, as
though to say, “ Who is there to gainsay me?” and then
left the place.

“Isn’t that a worthy twig of the ould tree?” cried
old Hogan, passionately. “The world hasn't done with
the Luttrells yet! But I know well who puts these
thoughts in the child’s head. It's Molly Ryan, and
no other. Taching him, as she calls it, to remember
he’s a gentleman.”

The company endorsed all the indignation of the
speaker, but, soon recalled to more practical thoughts,
proceeded to nail down the trunks and boxes, and pre-
pared to carry them down to the seaboard.

CHAPTER VL
On the Sea-Shore at Night.

Towarps the evening of the same day a light
breeze from the westward sprang up, and Mr. Crab
argued that there was little use in waiting any longer
to refit, and proposed to sail with the tide. By keep-
ing along close to shore he learned that the ebb would
take him well out to sea before midnight Vyner,
-therefore, gave orders that the yacht should lie-to after
she rounded the extreme promontory of the island, and
send in a boat there to take him off, thus giving him
one last ramble over a spot it was scarcely possible he
would ever revisit.

He landed early in the evening, and amused him-
self strolling at will along the desolate shore. There
were objects enough on every hand to excite interest, °
whether the visitor had been man of science or man of *
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ste. Strange sea-plants and shells abounded; lichens
of eolour the most movel and varied; rocks, whose
layers defied all theories of stratification, and were
cavoluted and enclosed one within another inextricably.
Caves, whose stalactites glittered with the gorgeous tints
of Bohemian glass. The very cries of the sea-fowl had
1 vild unearthly shriek in them that seemed to suit the
wlitude, and their fearlessness showed how little they
knew of molestation.

“How peaceful at first, how dreary at last, must be
life in such a spot!” thought Vyner; who, like all men,
vould pronounce upon the problem as it addressed itself
© hm.  He could understand the repose of coming
suddenly there out of the din and turmoil of the world,
ad he could picture to his mind how the soft teaching
of that first sentiment would darken into the im-
penetrable blackness of unbroken gloom. As he thus
uged, he was sorry that he had written that note to
Luttrell. He had no right to obtrude himself upon
one, who, in withdrawing from the world, declared
that he deserved to be unknown. He was half angry
vith himself for a step which now appeared so unjusti-
fiable. “After all,” thought he, “the man who makes
this his home should not fear to have his door forced;
b onght to be able to gleep with his latch ajar, and
never dread an intruder.” Again and again he wished
that he had gone his way without even letting Luttrell
know that he had been his neighbour.

As he mused he rambled onward, now, from some
mcky point obtaining a view of the jagged coast line,

en into innumerable bays, some small enough to
be mere finsures, now turning his glance inward, where
A mceession of valleys, brown and purple in the even-
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ing light, darkened and deepened beneath him. He
could, besides, in the far distance, make out the copes
of trees that sheltered the Abbey, and at last detect
the twinkle of a light through the foliage, and then
tarning seaward, he could descry the light and airy spars
of his little vessel as she slowly crept along, a light from
a stern window showing where he, too, for the nonce,
owned a home on the blue waters of the Atlantic. What
a difference between these two homes! what blissful
thoughts, and budding hopes, and present enjoymeuts
in the one, what unbroken gloom in the other! I was
wrong to have written, but 1 wish he had not repulsed
me,” said he; and still there lingered in his heart s
half hope that, if he were to present himself boldly
before Luttrell, he would not reject him. The dread of
Grenfell was too great to make him risk defeat; that
scoffing, sneering spirit, who on the mere fact of think-
ing ill of every one, took credit for detecting all in-
dividual short-coming, would be so unforgiving if he
had to come and own that he had been twice repulsed!
“No,” thought he, “I'll accept my defeat as it is,
and try to think no more of it:” and then he endeav-
oured to think of the scene and the objects around him.
From the spur of the mountain, a long, low, shingly
promontory stretched into the sea, at the extremity of
which were some rocks, forming an arm of a large bay
that swept boldly inwards, and this was the spot which,
on the map, he had pointed out as a suitable place for
the yacht to lie-to, and wait for him. He now saw,
however, that in following out the spit of land, he had
diverged largely from the way, and must retrace his
steps for above a mile ere he could reach the strand,
and at the same time, in the half-fading twilight, he
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oull make out the schooner, under easy sail, heading
il farther to the sonthward.

Crab had evidently mistaken the headland, and was
making for one still more distant. What was to be
dme? In coming down to the coast line he had sub-
Jected himself to following out all the jagged and irre-
mlar course of the shore, and yet to venture inland
sithout a guide would have been the extreme of rash-
ness. There was nothing for it but to make a signal,
if perchance it could be seen; the Meteor was not more
tian a mile off, and the project seemed not hopeless.
He tied his handkerchief to his cane, and hastened on
twards one of the rocks before him; as he drew nigher,
W saw something which at last he made out to be the
fizwre of a man, seated with his head supported be-
tveen hi< hands, and gazing steadfastly seaward. Vyner
mounted the rock and waved his sigmal several times,
bat in vain: the dark background of the mountain pro-
lably wbscured the flag, and prevented its being ob-
rved.

“1 want to signal the schooner yonder, my good
mn,” cried he to a poor-looking creature who sat
mached down close to the water's edge; “could you
&t me some dry leaves or chips together to make a
ire?”  The other looked up with a startled air, for he
i thought himself alone, and then rising to his feet,
bey stood face to face.  “My dear old friend!™ cried
Vrner, “have we met at last? How glad I am to see
o again.”

“Not this way, surely, not this way,” muttered
L‘lm'fell, in a faint and broken voice.

“To be sure I am, Luttrell. I'll call the chance

Lttreit of Arras. I v
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that led me here one of the happiest of my life, if |
brings you back to any of your old feeling for me.”

“You got my note?” asked the other, in a hoan
voice.

“Yes; and it was no part of my intention to mole
you, Luttrell. This meeting is, I assure you,
merest accident.”

“Let me go, then, Vyner; the shame is killing m
T wouldn’t that you had seen me thus — in these ry
in all this misery. These are not the memories I want
you to carry away with you; but what would you hav
I came here to live like the others.”

“My dear old friend, I wanted to talk of long 1
with you; it is not to reproach you I've come. T
my word for it, I feel too acutely all the wrong j
have suffered from mine. I know too well at wh
door your heaviest injuries lie.”

“If 1 had attempted to be more or better than:
neighbours, I couldn’t have lived here,” cried he, eage
reverting to his sclf-defence.

“But why live here, Luttrell? It is not at y
age, or with your abilitics, a man retires from
game of life.”

“T have played all my cards, Gervais,” said
with a wild laugh, “and never scored a point v
them.”

“How many a fellow has had a long run of
luck, to be repaid by as great a share of fortune aft

“Ay, but I'll not try it! T don’t ask, I don't v
it. If I were to win now, I have nothing to do v
my winnings.”

“Think of your boy — your fine boy, Luttrell.

“Ah, Robinson!™ cried he, laughing; and V)
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blushed deeply as he fancied how the child had re-
peated the nickname. “There’s only one way he could
vant such assistance, and if he but live here, he'll
never need it.”

“Live here! but you cannot mean that he should?”

“Why not? What need is there that he should
know of all those fine prizes that Lis father strove for
and never won, any more than of fine food, or fine
clothes, or fine equipages?”

Vyner shook his head in dissent, and the other
went on with increase of energy.

“My own mistake was, to have borne the thing so
long; T might have come here before my health was
beoken, my hand unsteady, my foot weak, and my
verves shattered. I'd have gone out to see you, Vyner,”
sil be, suddenly; “but Harry told me you were not
alone; you had a friend. Who is he?”

“Grenfell; you remember a (renfell at Christ
Charch?™

“Only Cox and Grenfell's son, the potted-shrimp
man: of course it's not he?”

“Yes it is, and a very clever fellow too.”

“There's what I couldn’t do, Vyner; there you beat
me,” cried he, aloud; “with the peasant, with the
monntaineer, with the fisherman, yes, 1 can live in
daily, hourly companionship. I can eat as coarse food,
wear ax coarse clothes, lie down on as mean a bed,
talk as penuriously, and think as humbly, but.I couldn’t
eadure the continual refinement of your fellow of new-
made wealth, nor the pretensions of one who feels that
by money he is to be any one’s cqual.”

“How your old pride of family stirs you still,
Luttreil.”

(1)
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“Not 80; it is not for myself I am pleading. I am
not come of a stock so distinguished that I can arrogate
to myself the defence of my order. The first of my
name who came over here was a Dutch pedlar; some
generations of thrift and industry made us gentlemen.
For time does for family what it does for wine, and
just merely by age your poor light Medoc mellows into
very drinkable claret. But how have you made me
rattle on in my old guise! See, they are signalling to
you, yonder; that lantern at the peak has been run up
now.”

“I must manage to let them know I'm here; how
to make a fire is the question.”

“There's abundance of broken wood along here.
The fishermen’s boats fare ill along this coast; we'll
soon gather enough for your purpose.”

As they strayed about collecting the fragments of
broken timber, Vyner pondered over the absence of all
move on Luttrell's part to invite him to his home. In-
deed, in his alacrity to make the signal, he only showed
his eagerness to aid his departure. He wondered, too,
how much external change, and how little real altera-
tion, had taken place in Luttrell. His old conversational
turn was there, though he seemed half ashamed when
he found he had fallen into it.

“I told you we should not be long making a re-
spectable pile,” said Luttrell. “The wreck furnishing
the bonfire is the law of nature. If my eyes do not
deceive me, they have lowered a boat;” as he spoke,
he knelt down to kindle the wood, by using his hat to
fan the flame, which, after smouldering for a moment,
sprang up into a clear tongue of fire. *‘There, Vyner, they
see it; they have thrice lowered the light from the peak.”
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“The boat can come in here safely?”

“There’s water for a large ship in this bay. Great
facilities exist in these Islands of Arran, and if trade
were ever to turn its steps hither, I'd direct my atten-
tion to wrecking to-morrow. The man who has so
successfully achieved his own ruin, ought to be able to
assist others.”

A shout from the beach was now replied to by
Vyner, and the stout rowers pulled in vigorously to
the shore.

“I have not shocked you, Vyner,” said Luttrell,
“by asking you to see what would have shocked you
— the place I live in. If you were one of those men
to whom mere curiosity affords some pleasure, I'd have
shelved my pride, or my shame, or whatever be the
name of it, and said, ‘Come and look at iy den; see
to what poor conclusions a life of blunders leads;’ but
yon are made of other stuff, and would find no happi-
tess in my humiliation.”

“Will you not come on board with me, Lauttrell,
and let us have one long summer’s night gossip to-
gether?™

“I'd scarce refuse if you had been alone; I can't
face your distinguished friend.”

“You are unjust, quite unjust to him; besides,
knowing our old ties, he'll leave us to ourselves, and
we shall have our talk unmolested. Is there not in the
past something to build on for the future Well,
for Harry 2"

“I think not. It is not necessary to plot out the
life of one bred and trained as he is. Let the world
treat him as it may, he'll scarcely meet any hardships
be has not had a foretaste of.”
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“But what do you intend by him?”

“If he likes idleness, the elegant leisure of my
own life, for instance,” said he, with a mocking laugh,
“he’ll have about the amount of fortune such a mode
of living requires. If he be ambitious, or prefer a
course of activity, he can go on board some of these
American traders, or sail with a fishing lugger. Frankly,
Vyner, it's a matter I have not given much thought to.
There is but one part of it, indeed, on which I can
declare I have made up my mind. He is to have no
protectors, no patrons. We are a hard race to deal
with, and we often seem ungrateful when we are
merely self-willed.”

“How I wxsh you'd let me talk all these t.lnngs
over with you,” said Vyner, in a friendly tone, ‘‘not
to say that I want your advice on my own account.”

“ Advice, and from me!l”

‘“Even so, Luttrell. 1 have a project about purchas-
ing some property on the coast here. Not a very pro-
fitable investment, perhaps, but certainly cheap, and at
some long future to become possibly remunerative.”

“Derryvaragh, I suppose?”

“Yes, that's the name.” :

“The most picturesque spot in the island; finer than
the boasted Killarney itself, and far and away beyond
‘Windermere and the Scotch Lakes. I know it well. I
have walked the mountains grouse-shooting, and fished
every mile of the river; but what would you do with
it when you called it yours? You dare not assert one
single right of property; the people who live there, and
whose fathers have lived there for centuries, have never
acknowledged lord or master. You'll stock it with sheep,
and send an agent. They'll eat your mutton, and shoot
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“The boat can come in here safely?”

“There's water for a large ship in this bay. Great
facilities exist in these Islands of Arran, and if trade
were ever to turn its steps hither, I'd direct my atten-
tiom to wrecking to-morrow. The man who has so
succesefully achieved his own ruin, ought to be able to
anist others.”

A shout from the beach was now replied to by
Vyner, and the stout rowers pulled in vigorously to
the shore. .

“1 have not shocked you, Vyner,” said Luttrell,
“by asking you to see what would have shocked you
-~ the place I live in. If you were one of those men
t» whom mere curiosity affords some pleasure, I'd have
thelved my pride, or my shame, or whatever be the
name of it, and said, ‘Come and look at my den; see
W what poor conclusions a life of blunders leads;' but
sou are made of other stuff, and would find no happi-
tess in my humiliation.”

“Will you not come on board with me, Lauttrell,
and let us have one long summer's night gossip to-
zither?™

“I'd scarce refuse if you had been alone; I can't
face your distinguished friend.”

“You are unjust, quite unjust to him; besides,

kuowing our old ties, he'll leave us to ourselves, and
we shall have our talk unmolested. Is there not in the
past something to build on for the future Well,
for Harry?”
"I think not. It is not necessary to plot out the
life of yne bred and trained as he is. Let the world
treat him as it may, he'll scarcely meet any hardships
be has not Lad a foretaste of.”
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not add to that bitterness by what would become a
ceaseless sorrow.”

“But Harry. Let Harry come to us; there is an
excellent school at Wrexham.”

“There’s a school on that promontory yonder, where
the master, besides reading and writing, instructs in
net-mending, sail-making, caulking, and fish salting.
Your Wrexham fellow couldn’t compete with that
Good-by.”

With a hurried shake of the hand, and as though
nervously irritable at being stared at by the sailors,
Luttrell moved away, and Vyner gazed after him for
a moment, and stepped into the boat.

“Mr. Crab says, Sir, that the weather looks dirty
outside,” said the coxswain; but Vyner did not heed the
remark, and sat deeply buried in his own thoughts.

CHAPTER VII
A Cottage in Wales.

Ir we wanted a contrast to the wild desolation of
Arran, it would be in the lovely valley of North Wales,
where Vyner's cottage stood. It was a purchase he had
made purely from its picturesque beauty; a spot chanced
upon in a summer’s ramble, and bhought at once with
that zest which leads a rich man to secure the gem that
has captivated his fancy. It stood on a little rocky plat-
form that projected from a mountain, and looked down-
wards and upwards, through one of those charming
valleys which now widen into luxuriance, and now con-
tract again till they resume the features of a deep

ravine. A river of some size foamed and tambled aver
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s mcky bed beneath, and occasionally deepened into
some waveless pool, over which the red-berried ash-trees
drooped gracefully, and the dark copper beeches threw
their bronzed shadows. Deep woods clothed the moun-
uin in front, and over them all rose the rugged summit
of Cader 1dris, with its amphitheatre of rock half lost
in the clouds.

If as regards loveliness of position, tranquillity, and
beanty in all its details, the cottage of Dinasllyn could
searcely be surpassed, there was one detracting element
which certainly impaired its charm, the “Quid amarum,”
amidst all its excellence. It was a show place. It had
been the scene of some romantic attachment, some half-
remembered  Abelard and Heloise, whose pictures yet
awnived, and of whom there were traditions of rustice
beneles where they used to sit; of trees whereon their
imitials were carved; of cedars that they had planted.
Vvuer and his wite did not at first know, nor estimate,
t what a heritage they had suceeeded, nor in the least
sitpect what an infliction mere purposeless curiosity,
wited to plenty of leisure, may become.

The old gardener whom they had taken on with the
tuttaze was not at all disposed to surrender that per-
quisite of black mail he had for years long levied from
Visitors,  nor perhaps did he fancy to abdicate those
functions of **Cicerone™ which elevated him in the eyes
of his fellows. If his love-story was not as affecting as
Panl and Virginia, it had its realisms that compensated
for some pathos.  He could show the dairy where Chloe
wale the butter, and the kitchen-garden where l)nphmu
boed his cabbages. There, were the steps cut in the
“lid rock that led down to her bath in the river; *“here
the buwer she loved so well; here the tree she planted.”
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To be obliged to devote a day of every week, or
even certain hours of a day, to the invasion of a set of
strangers, induced by ennui, by curiosity, or, as it may
be, by mere imitation, to wander about your house and
stroll through your garden, free to lounge in your easy-
chair, or dispose themselves on your sofas, criticising
your pictures, your prints, your books, and your music,
hazarding speculations as to your tastes and dispositions
from the titles of the volumes on your table, and the
names of your newspapers — to feel that, as the clock
strikes a certain hour on a certain morning, all the
cherished privacy which constitutes what we call home,
is fled, and that your hall is a public street, and your
drawing-room a piazza, so that you are driven to hide
yourself in your own house, at the peril of being clas-
sified among the curiosities, and perhaps sent off to
press with the other details, satisfactory or the reverse,
of the visitors’ experience. These are no slight evils.
They are a heavy tax on all the benefits of possession,
and we have our doubts if even Naboth's vineyard
would be enviable, if linked with the condition of
showing the grounds and displaying the grapes to vulgar
visitors.

When the Vyners purchased the cottage they had
been told of the custom, just as you are told of a certain
pathway across the lawn, which was a mere usurpation,
a thing *“without a shadow of legality,” that you have
only to close to-morrow, but of whose actual torments
when you do come to suppress, no one has ever given
the measure. They heard that the former owner usually
set an hour or two apart on a Wednesday or a Thurs-
day to gratify tourist curiosity; In fact, the celebrity
of the spot had been ingeniously introduced as an ele-
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ent of value — just as the shade of Pope might be
talogued amongst the merits of Twickenham, and the
iemory of Rousseau figure in the inventory of a certain
ottage near Geneva!l

Vyner was himself one of those easy, happy natures,
vhich submit without sacrifice to what affords pleasure
wothers. His wife saw no hardship in yielding to a
moderate amount of this infliction; the more, since they
only came to the cottage for about six or eight weeks
of every year. It was Georgina Courtenay who resisted
the custom as a most “unwarrantable intrusion, a prac-
tieal impertinence,” as she called it, which “reduced &
family either to the condition of the cracked china on
the mnntelpwce or the fussy housekeeper who exhibited
it Georgina was not a very tolerant nature; with
what she disagreed, she made no compromise, and, like
mnt such people, she found that life gave her sufficient
seeasion for conflict.

Vyner's absence from home, suggeeted an admirable
“pportunity ‘‘to suppress this nuisance,” as she phrased
it, and she accordingly had a notice appended to the
Rie — a copy of which was also duly forwarded to
the village inn — stating that, during the sojourn of
the famll_\ at Dinasllyn, the cottage and grounds were
mt open for the inspection of strangers. The morning
f the famous ordinance was not more anxious to the
basehold of Charles the Tenth, than was that of the
oliet to the family at the cottage. What was to follow
the great coup {'ctat was the question. Would each of
the vested interests — gardener, gatekeeper, house-
keeper, and butler — submit to see their long-established
perquisites suddenly effaced and extinguished? Would
the village folk be content to lose the profits of strangers,
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’

who ecach year flocked down in increasing hordes?
‘Would the tourists themselves, who had carried their
romantic sympathies hundreds of miles by land or sea,
agree to put up with a glance at the cottage chimneys
by telescope, or a peep through the iron gate at the
trim avenue, whose abrupt turning shut out all further
inspection? If no splashed and booted aides-de-camps
rode in to tell with trembling accents that popular sen-
timent had taken the menacing form of a silent and
brooding anger, at least therc were voices to declare
that at *“The Goat™ the visitors were highly indignant,
and that one of the strangers at the “Watkin's Arms”
had despatched a copy of the manifesto, with a com-
mentary, to the Times. Indeed, it was in the public
room of this latter establishment that public indignation
found its chief exponent. Visitors from far-off lands, a
traveller from Ireland, a gentleman from the United
States, a German naturalist, with a green tin box and
a pair of brown spectacles, were loud in declaring their
sentiments, which amounted to this: that the possessors
of any spot remarkable for its historic associations, of a
much-prized marble, or world-famed picture, were mere
trustees for the public, who had an unimpeachable right
to see, gaze on, and admire to their hearts’ content;
these being privileges which in no wise detracted from
the positive value of the object so worshipped, since
there is no record of any garden whose perfume could
be exhausted by smelling, nor any picture whose
beauties mere sight could have absorbed. These ob-
servations, we are careful to record, were embodied in
a very formallooking document, signed by about
twenty names, and only awaited the selection of a
suitable envoy to be transmitted to the cottage.
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It is but a fair tribute to American courage to own
wt, where so many held back, reluctant and timid,
he Yankee declared his readiness to go forward. He
wotested that he would rather like it. “It was just
his grit,” and that he was ‘“main tired of sittin’ there
like a wounded skunk, with his head out of a hole.”
Whether from some lurking jealousy of the stranger,
ot some ungenerous_dishelief in his address, the com
pany did not accept his offer, or at least show such
tagerness in the acceptance as they might, but broke
W into twos and threes, discussing the event. While
these deliberations went forward, a onc-horse chaise
drew up to the door, and a writing-desk_and a small
arpet-bag  were deposited within it by the landlord,
sho. by a significant look towards his other guests,
wemed to say, “Here's your opportunity! This is
FYour man!"

“Who is he? Where is he going?"” asked one,
alling him aside.

“He's Mr. M*Kinlay, from London, the family law-
went, going over to the cottage.”

He had but finished this speech, when a middle-
ed man, with a high complexion, and short grey
bair, without whiskers, appeared, conning over his bill
U he came forward.

“You can scarce call it supper, Mr. Pugh,” said
ke, in an accent unmistakably Scotch — “the bit of
id, and the leg of a cold turkey — except that it
& eaten at eleven at night. It was just a snack.”

“It's only two-and-six, Sir,” said the other, humbly.

“Only! I'd like to know what you'd make it
man. That's the price of a right good meal up in
uwn, and not served on a coarse tablecloth, nor over
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a sanded floor; and what's this 1s. 10d.?
that?”

“Ale, 8ir. Your servant drank it very fi

“If it only disagreed with him as it did
T'll make no objection to his excess. Are -
tlemen waiting to speak to me, for I don’
have the honour ——’

“Yes, 8ir,” said a short, apoplectic-lool
with a bald head; “we are strangers —
casually thrown into acquaintance at this h
have come here from motives of pleasure, or
indolence — one common object having its
for us all — the far-famed cottage of Dinasl
have learned, however, to our infinite disap)
that, by a whim, a mere caprice — for it is
it could be more — of the persons who are t
occupants, the travellers, the tourists I will
are to be excluded in future, and all access
a spot which has its claims on the symp:
alone of the Englishman, for I see at my side
professor from Jena, and a distinguished
New York

“Kansas, stranger, Little Rock,” said th
interrapting, and then advancing to the front
how it is, Sir. Your friends up yonder ai
to have God’s gifts all their own, but they 1
let & man look at them. That ain't natu
ain’t sense. We have drawn up our notions
message. Are you a mindin’ of me, strange:

This question was not completely un
since for some few seconds Mr. M‘Kinlay }
to the landlord, and was occupied in the |
his bill.
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*Seventeen shillings and fourpence, leaving eight-
ence for Thomas, Mr. Pugh; and remember that your
river is now fully paid, unless I should stay to dinner.”

*Are you a mindin' of me, Sir?” said the Yankee,
rith an energy that actually made the other start, and
ent a deeper crimson to his cheeks.

“1 must say, Sir — | will say, that, having no
scquaintance  with you, having never seen you till
now

“All your loss, stranger, that's a fact! You're not
the firt man that regretted he did not know the length
of my hoot before he put his foot on my corns. You'll
have to take them papers -— do you mind? — you'll
ke to take them papers, and give them to your
fiewds up yonder!™

“I'm neither a postman nor your messenger, Sir,”
wid M'Kinlay, getting into the chaise.

“You'll have to take them papers,” and he laid
tem on the seat of the carringe as he spoke, “that’s
bow it is!  And, as sure as my name is Dodge! —
Herwlotus Manning Dodge! — you'd better give an
awemnt of ‘em when you drive out of that gate up
there, for Tl wait for vou, if it was till next fall!”

“That's mighty plain talking, anyhow,” broke in a
Wi with a very distinctive accent, “and a man
gewdn’'t be much of a gentleman to understand it.”

“Even a brief visit,” cried out the first speaker.

“Just to see the cedars, or Clorinda’'s grotte,”
liped out a female voice.

But Mr. M*Kinlay did not wait for more, but by
w almonitory poke of his umbrella set his driver off

at full rpeed, and was soon well out of byth Qe and
arshot.
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To say that Mr. M‘Kinlay drove away in a tower-
ing passion — that he was excessively angry and in-
dignant, would be the truth, but still not the whole
truth, for he was also terribly frightened. There was
in the tall Yankee's look, language, and gesture, &
something that smacked of the bush and the hickory-

tree — a vague foreshadowing of Lynch law, or no
law — that overpowered him. Such a man, within a

reasonable distance of Scotland Yard, for instanee,
might not have proved so terrible; but here he was in
the heart of the Welsh mountains, in the very spot of
all others where there was every facility for a deed of
violence. “He might throw me over that cliff, or
pitch me into that quarry hole,” muttered he; and the
landscape at the moment offered bLoth the illustrations
to aid his fancy.

It was, then, in a tremor of mmgled anger and
terror that he drove up to the gate, and in no patient
mood was it that he sat outside the padlocked portal
till a messenger went up to the house with his card to
obtain leave for his admission. The order was speedily
given, and he passed in.

The brief interval of traversing the space between
the gate-lodge and the cottage was passed by Mr
M‘Kinlay in arranging his cravat, brushing the dust
from his coat, and, so far as wmight be. smoothing down
any asperities that should have betrayed themselves in
his features: for, though neither a young wnan nor a
man of the world of fashion, he had his pretensions,
the most cherished one of all which was a design upon
the hand of Miss Georgina Courtenay. Had Miss
Courtenay .been in the full blaze of her beautv as she
was some eight or nine years before, Mr. M‘K.inlny
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would never have dared to lift his eyes to her; had
she even continued to live in town and mingle in that
society where she had always lived and moved, he
would not have dreamed of such a presumption. But
Mr. M‘Kinlay knew the world. He had seen an exiled
Grand-Duke in a Hansom cab, and had actually met a

Prince on a Margate steamer. In the change-
ful fortunes of life the ‘‘price current” was the only
test of anything. Railroads, and mines, and telegraphic
companies rose and fell with the fluctuations of the
market, and marriageable ladies might come one day
t figure in the share list! Miss Georgina, however
uwgallant the confession, represented a security at a
discount. She had gone down year by year, and at
lit ceased to be quoted. And yet “it was a good
thing.” She had, none knew it better — very few so
wel — she had eighteen thousand pounds, besides
expectations, the latter very reasonable and promising
in their way. Her connexions were admirable — high
enough to give him a very considerable lift socially,
ad yet not so elevated as to make his rise that of a
mere “ parvenu.” DProfessionally, the advantage would
be great, and lead to much parliamentary business, the
arrying of local bills, and a deal of very profitable
employment. He flattered himself that in most other
respects there was much the world would deem suitable.
He was twelve — well, if you like, fourteen — years
her semior, but then neither were very young, and
when a woman had reached we shall not say what of
the thirties, her marrying was not subjected to the
witicisms applied to the blushing bride of eighteen or
twenty. Lastly, he was well off, had a capital busi-
ness, a good house in a good street, was “well placed”
Lutrell of Arran. L 6
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amongst men of his class, and altogether favourably
regarded by his betters. ‘“She might do worse ,’ mut-
tered he, at the end of his rumination, as he descended
from the chaise with an amount of activity in his
movements that showed he had detected the flounce
of a muslin dress at the drawing-room window.

"“All well, I hope, Rickards?” said he to the
stout butler, who bowed his welcome in most gracions
guise.

“Quite well, Mr. M‘Kmlay — and, indeed, you
look the same, Sn' "

“Nothing the matter with me, Rickards, that s
little rest won't remedy. Over-work, over-work is m)
malady!”

Mr. Rickards sighed respomsively; he had heard
men speak of the affection, and the symptoms they
mentioned were quite appallmg “Her Ladyship's not
down yet, but Miss Georgina is.in the drawing-room,”
added he, with great significance of manner. *Step
this way, Sir.”

Miss Courtenay was busily engaged searching for
a letter in her writing-desk when the butler announced,
in his most emphatic manner, Mr. M‘Kinlay; but she
only turned her head round, and, with a wea.k smile,
said, “Qh, Mr. M'Kinlay! I trust they did not keep
you waiting on the road. You know we have been
obliged to have the gate locked.”

“I heard so. Indeed, I have heard of little else
since my arrival, Miss Courtenay,” said he, not alto-
gether mastering the anger he felt at his cool reception.
“I hope Lady Vyner is well.”

“Yes; as well as she ever is. What a provoking
thing it is to mislay a letter; but I suppose it is an
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ersight you have never committed. You have every-
ing in order, docketed, pigeon-holed, and what not.”

“Pardon me, I am the most careless of mert. All
»out me is a chaos of confusion.”

“Indeed!” said she, with a faint, very faint show
f interest, as though quite unexpectedly aware of some
wvourable trait in his character. “Who would have
hought it! It is a letter from my niece’s governess I
uve lost, and with it all clue to her address.”

“I can, perhaps, supply that,” said Mr. M‘Kinlay;
‘st least, if it be the town she stopped at while the
facht is being repaired.”

“Exactly so. What's the name of it?”

“Here it is,” said he, producing a small clasped
wte-book, from which, after a brief search, he read,
‘Mademoiselle Heinzleman'’s address will meanwhile be,
Caurick's Royal Hotel, Westport, Ireland.’”

“What a blessing is red tapery after all!” said she,
a sort of soliloquy. “If there were not these routine
rople, what would become of us?”

“I am charmed that even my blemishes should
ave rendered you a service,” said he, with a tingling

“I don’t think my sister knows you are here,” said
be, ignoring all his remarks.

“I suspect Rickards must have told her,” said he,
alf stiffly.

“Just as likely not; be is getting so stupid —
2 0ld.”

This was a very cruel speech to be so emphasized,
x Rickards was only one year Mr. M‘Kinlay's senior.

“He looks active, alert, and I'd not guess him above
xty-six, or seven.” -
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“I don’t care for the number of his years, bat he
is old enough to be fussy and officious, and he has that
atrocious activity which displays itself with certain middle-
aged people by a quick, short step, abrupt speech, and
a grin when they don’t hear you. Oh, don't you hate
that deaf-man’s smile?”

Mr. M‘Kinlay would fain have smiled too, but he
feared the category it would sentence him to.

“I'm afraid you expected to find my brother here,
but he’s away; he is cruising somewhere along the coast
of Ireland.”

“I was aware of that. Indeed, I am on my way
to join him, and only diverged at Crewe to come over
here, that I might bring him the latest advices from
home.”

“And are you going yachting?" said she, with a
sort of surprise that sent the blood to M‘Kinlay's face
and even his forehead.

“No, Miss Courtenay, I trust not, for I detest the
sea; but Sir Gervais wants my advice about this Irish
estate he is so full of.”

“Oh! don’tlet him buy anything in Ireland. I entreat
of you, Mr. M‘Kinlay, not to sanction this. None of us
would ever go there, not even to look at it.”

“] imagine the mischief is done.”

“What do you mean by being done?”

“That the purchase is already made, the agreement
ratified, and everything completed but the actual pay-
ment.”

“Well, then, don’t pay; compromise, contest, make
difficulties. You legal people needn’t be told how to
raise obstacles. At all events, do anything rather than

have an Irish property.”
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“I wish I had one.”

“Well, I wish you had — that is, if you are so
bent upon it. But I must go and tell my sister this
distressing news. I don't know how she’ll bear it! By
the way,” added she, as she reached the door, “I shall
find you here when I come back — you are not going
vy ?”

“Certainly not without seeing Lady Vyner, if she
vill accord: me that honour,” said he, stiffly.

“Of course she’ll see you,” cried she, and left the
Toom.
Left alone with his reflections, Mr. M‘Kinlay hsad
not the pleasantest company. Had he mistaken all the
relations between Miss Courtenay and himself, or was
the changed to him — totally changed? Was it thus
that they met last? He knew that she always had a
tertain flippant manner, and that she was eminently
what the French call inconséquent; but she was more,
fwmore, now. The allusion to Rickards's age was a direct
mpertinence, and the question as to his yachting tastes
v & palpable sneer at the habits of his daily life.

“The case does not look well — certainly not well,”
mrmured he, as he walked the room with his hands
behind his back. *“Many would throw up the brief,
wd say, ‘Take a nonsuit’ Yes, most men would; but
M do nothing rashly!” And with this wise resolve he
ok up a book and began to read; but still the hours
nlled on, and no one came. By the clock over the
mntelpiece it was now four. Could it possibly be
that it was two hours and a half since — since she had
left him?
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CHAPTER VIII -
An Old Bachelor's House.

Ir is quite true Georgina forgot all about Mr.
M‘Kinlay. The gardener had met her on her way, and
presented her with a bouquet of Japanese roses — the
real purple roses it was supposed never could be reared
out of a Tycoon's garden; and so she hastened up to
her sister’s room, as totally oblivious of the man of law
as though he had been hundreds of miles away. They
talked pleasantly of flowers — flowers for the china
vase, and flowers for the hair — they laughed at the
incongruous blunders of the people who wore *“wrong
colours,” and that “drab bonnet” they had seen last
Sunday in church. They next discussed dress, and the
impossibility of wearing anything “decent™ on the dusty
roads; and, lastly, they ordered the ponies and the
phaeton, and drove out.

How charmingly pleasant are these lives of little
cares and of little duties: where conscience has no burden
that would be too weighty for the strength of childhood
— where no torturing anxieties invade, no tormenting
ambitions pursue — where the morning’s stroll through
the garden is the very type of existence, a ramble
amidst fragrance, and fruit, and flowers, with no other
call upon exertion than to enjoy! And what a teachable
faculty is that same one of enjoyment. How it develops
itself under good training and favourable opportunities.

~ These sisters had a very pleasant life, and they knew
it; that is, they no more overlooked the stones in their
path than their neighbours; but they thoroughly under-
stood that Fate had accorded them a very smooth road,
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and one right easy to travel. They chatted gaily as
they drove along the side of a brightly. eddying river,
through a glen of seme miles in extent. The day was
one of those mellow ones of August, tempered with a
slight breeze, that gently moved the cloud-shadows on
the mountains, adding at each change some new effect
of light and colour. “Let us go and call on Sir
Within,” said Lady Vyner; “it would be a glorious
day to see the old castle, and the mountain behind it.”
Her sister agreed at once; for though the drive was full
eight miles, the road was beautiful all the way, and at
its end was a grand old keep, Dalradern Castle, with
1 charming old bachelor for its owner, than whom none
better understood how to do the honours of his house.

While the sisters push their smart ponies to a brisk
trot, we shall take the opportunity to say a word of
8ir Within Wardle. He was the last of a great Welsh
family of large fortune and ancient name, but who had
lived all his life away from England. He had been in
diplomacy since his boyhood; he had joined an embassy
in the Low Countries at the age of sixteen, and lived
lmg enough to see the whole map of Europe new
cloured.

It had been the dream of his existence to ‘“‘come
bome” — to return to the temperate climate and genial
ir of England — to get back where the trees were
really trees, and where grass was veritably green, and
where people told the truth, and tradesmen were honest.
Well, he did get back, but it was not to find everything
8 he had pictured it. The temperate climate rained a
good deal. The genial air had a marked tendency to
give bronchitis. The grass was unquestionably green,
but so were they who walked in it, for wet feet were
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invariable. As to truthfulness in his own class, he
nothing to complain of; but he thought servants 1
pretty much as elsewhere, and as to his trad
there was little to choose between Fleet-street and
“Graben,” and Piccadilly was not a whit above
Rue de la Paix!

In fact, there were many things as he had ho
and not a few that disappointed him. People, geners
were what he deemed more narrow-minded; they
more in judgment over their neighbours than he lil
they were more inquisitive and less charitable. In
world, where he had passed fifty odd years, the charm
people were admitted to be charming, though ecert
delinquencies chargeable to them might have dispara
their claims to character. It was not held to the
advantage of Beauty that discretion should not h
united itself to loveliness, and Wit was just as hig
appreciated as though its possessor had not been m
than lucky with the dice-box. Sir Within, be it remark
wanted none of these immunities on his own bebh
He had never been what is called a man of gallan
never gambled. His great passion was a splendid ho
and grand receptions. He liked great people, crow
heads, and "after them coroneted ones. He reve
Grand-Dukes and Serene Highnesses; and it was
by any mean