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LADY KILPATRICK .

CHAPTER 1L

* INTRODUCES DESMOND AND DULCIE.

On,a summer evening, twenty years ago,
a girl and a youth were strolling slowly
along the strip of yellow sands which leads
from the c gerge of the Atlantic to the steep
line of rock ~dominated by Kilpatrick
Castle.

The girl,-:Who was not more than seven-
teen years of age, carried her hat and
parasol in her hand: the first a serviceable
article, little superior in form and material
to that generally worn by the superior
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LADY KILPATRICK

peasants of the district; the other a dainty
trifle in pale blue silk, better in keeping
with the tailor-made dress and dainty
French shoes in which its owner was
dressed. She had a delightfully fair and
fresh complexion, a little freckled by a too
free exposure to the sun, and her dark blue
eyes shone from under the rather disorderly
waves of her light golden hair with an ex-
pression of harmless audacity and frank
gaiety eloquent of youth and health and
innocence.

Her companion, who might have been
three or four years her senior, was a long-
limbed, supple youngster of the finest
Western Irish type. His hair, long, black
and curly, escaped in natural ripples from
under a battered soft felt hat, and framed
an olive-hued face of great strength and
delicacy, lit by a pair of black eyes spark-
ling with honest, boyish impudence. The
merest shade of callow down darkened his
upper lip. He wgs clad in rough and

*
2%
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DESMOND AND DULCIE

rather ill-cut tweeds, stained in brown
patches with salt water, and the collar of a
flannel shirt, innocent of stud or necktie,
left to view a sun-tanned, muscular throat.
His long legs kept swinging pace with the
tripping lightness of the girl’s walk, and
he looked down at her from his superior
height with a mingling of admiration and
protection very pretty to witness, and of
which she was perhaps a shade too obvi-
ously unconscious.

¢ We shall be late for dinner,” said the
girl, breakipg the first silence which had
fallen upon them since the beginning of
a long day’s ramble. *‘Uncle will be
angry.’

¢Sorra a bit,’ replied the boy. ¢The
old gentleman’s temper’s queer at times,
but it has to be mighty bad before he’s
angry with you. And as to being angry
with me, sure I'm used to it. It’s not
often he’s anything else.’

¢ My uncle is very fond of you,’ said the

3



LADY KILPATRICK

girl, ¢and very kind to you—kinder than
you deserve, most people think.’

‘Your uncle!” repeated the boy. ¢Which
of ’em ?’ '

¢ Lord Kilpatrick, of course !’ :

¢Indeed he is, then! He’s been as
good as a father to me nearly all my
life. I owe to him all T have and all
Iam’

¢ Tell me, Desmond,’ said the girl, after
another short interval of silence, ¢ why
does Lord Kilpatrick take so great an
interest in you, and yet let you run about
like—like a young colt? Isn’t it time
that you began to take life seriously, and to
think of doing something ?’

¢ Faith, I suppose it is,’ said Desmond.
¢ I’ve been trying for the last six months to
find what kind o’ life I'm fit for. I’ll take
to something by-and-by. As to why
Lord Kilpatrick’s so good to me, you
know just as much as I know myself, Lady
Dulcie; Mr. Peebles, that knows more of

4



DESMOND AND DULCIE

his ways than anybody else, says ’tis to aise
his conscience.’

“To ease his conscience?’ the girl re-
peated.

¢ Just that,” said Desmond. ¢An old
debt he owed and never paid till my
parents were dead. ’Twas my mother
asked him to pay it by looking after me.
He promised, and he’s kept his word
—more power to him.’

‘ Do you remember your parents ¥’

¢ No. Both died before I could run
about. They were gentlefolk, I suppose,
or I'd not be called the Squireen, and I've
the true gentlemanly knack o’ getting into
scrapes. But let’s talk of something else,
Lady Dulcie; ’tis a subject that always
makes me sad.’

¢ Why #’ asked Dulcie.

‘Why,’ said Desmond, ¢there’s times
when I feel like a boat on the sea, all
alone. TI've neither kith nor kin, only
friends. You’'ll laugh at me, I know, but

5



LADY KILPATRICK

there’s times, when I’'m by myself, I feel
the mist rising to my eyes and the lump
in my throat, thinking I've never known
a father’s care nor a mother’s love.’

The bright face had lost its merry im-
pudence for the moment, and the quick,
swinging step slackened.

¢ Laugh at you ! repeated Dulcie. “T’ll
never laugh at you for that. And I care
for you, Desmond.’

¢And that might come to be the
bitterest of all,” said Desmond. ¢You're
like a star in the sky above me, Lady
Dulcie. You're a rich young lady, and
I’m only a poor boy dependent on strangers.
But come, now,’ he continued after a short
pause, ¢ I've answered your question, will
you answer mine? Isit true what I hear
all about the place, that you’re to marry
Richard Conseltine ¢’

¢ Nonsense !" said Dulcie, flushing redly.
I’m not going to marry anybody !’

¢ Ah !’ said Desmond dryly, ¢ that’s what

6



DESMOND AND DULCIE

all the girls say, but they never mean
it.’ :

‘I mean it. I think .marriage is absurd.
Don’t you ’

¢ Sure I do,’ responded Desmond. ¢ But
the priest says it’s convenient, if the world
is to continue, Tell me, now, what d’ye
think of Master Richard ?’

“Think of him? said Dulcie slowly.
¢Oh, I think—I think he’s my cousin,
and as stupid as girls’ cousins always are.’

¢ That’s mighty hard on boys in general,’
said Desmond laughingly, °for they’re
mostly some girl’s cousin. I may be
myself, for all I know. But Richard’s
as fond of you as a fox of a goose—a
duck, I mean. And that’s why he hates
me.

¢ For shame, Desmond! How has he
ever shown that he hates you ?’

¢ Shown it? Faith, he doesn’t need to
show it. It just comes out of him like
steam from boiling water. Much I care

7



LADY KILPATRICK

for the hate or the love of the likes 0’ him !
I can run him out of breath, fight him
out of time, gallop him out of hearing,
swim him out of seeing, chaff him out of
temper—and as for loving, sure if he loves
you, I’ll just adore you, and so beat him
at that as well I’ _

The girl smiled, with her face concealed
by the brim of her sun-bonnet, and turned

~ a little away from this brisk wooer, whose

bursts of affectionate impudence were
generally followed by long intervals of
silence.

‘ You adore too many, Desmond.’

¢ Sorra one but yourself.’

¢ Nonsense!” cried Dulcie. ¢ What were
you doing with Rosie this morning in the
stable-yard ¥’

¢I mistook her for her mistress,’ said
Desmond. ¢No, sure, he added, as the
girl flushed a little angrily, ¢ I don’t mane
that.’

‘I should think you didn’t “ mane that 1"’

8



DESMOND AND DULCIE

said the young lacx ‘I should like to
catch you kissing me.’

‘I'm agreeable to be caught,’ returned
the unabashable.

¢Oh, you Irish boys! cried Dulcie,
with a transparent simulation of contempt.
‘You kiss anybody, so it’s no compli-
ment.

¢ That depends,’ said Desmond. ¢ There’s
kissing for duty, and kissing for interest,
and kissing for love. There’s a mighty
difference between kissing a rose and kiss-
ing a thorn. But, after all, what's a kiss
but a salutation ¥’

‘You're a great deal too forward,’ said
Dulcie, with an almost matronly air of
reproof.

‘Then get behind me,’ responded Des-
mond, ¢ and I'll go backward.’

The battle of wit was interrupted at this
point by the sudden appearance of a man
at the end of the ascent leading to the
Castle. As he approached, the young

9
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couple fell apart a little, and advanced to
meet him with a proper and respectful
distance between them.

<It’s Blake of Blake’s Hall,’ said Des-
mond, as he neared them.

¢ In his usual condition of an afternoon,’
said Dulcie.

The man, tall and strongly built, with
a mane of black hair and whiskers streaked
heavily with gray, and a flushed face, was
recling and tacking along the narrow path.
His hat reposed at a dangerous angle at
the back of his head, and his waistcoat
was open to catch the cooling breeze.
There was an air of jolly ferocity about
him; but in spite of that and of the dis-
order of his dress and the other signs of
dissipation he carried about with him, the
least observant person in the world would
hardly have taken him for anything but a
gentleman. As he came level with the
young people he stopped in his walk and
in the scrap of Irish song he was chanting,

10
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DESMOND AND DULCIE

and saluted the young lady with a wide
and unsteady sweep of the hat.

¢ Good morning, Lady Dulcie.” The
voice, though husky, and at that moment
a little thick with liquor, was sound and
full and sweet, and the brogue simply
defied phonetics to render it. ¢Ye're a
cure for sore eyes. Desmond, ye divil,
give us your fin.’

‘You have been dining with my uncle,
Mr. Blake ’ asked Lady Dulcie.

¢Faith, I have, then,’ returned Mr.
Blake ; ¢ and if the company had only been
as good as the dinner and the wine—and
the whisky—’tis not yet I’d been after
leaving it.’

¢*And what was the matter with the
company ?’ asked Desmond.

‘It appears to me, Mr. Desmond
Macartney,” said Blake, with portentous,
drunken dignity—*it appears to me, sor,
that a gentleman of the long descent and
the high breedin’ of Lord Kilpatrick might

11
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LADY KILPATRICK

have thought twice before inviting a man
o’ my blood to sit at the same table with a
low, dirty, six-an-eight-scrapin’ thief of an
attorney. The back o’ my hand and the
sole of my foot to 'm ! the filthy reptile !
I’ve left my mark on ’m, an’ I've spoke
my mind of him, and ’twill be a long day
ere he forgets Patrick Blake, of Blake’s
Hall.

‘My uncle ? cried Lady Dulcie in a
tone of half amaze, half question.

‘Your uncle, Lady Dulcie ' answered
Blake. <’Tis not in that fashion that a
gentleman of my figure behaves to a
gentleman of his. "Tis not at the head of
a nobleman that I throw bottles, nor, sor,’
he continued to Desmond, as if the inter-
ruption had come from him, ¢’tis not him
I'd call a dirty thief nor a filthy reptile,
and that I'd have ye to know, sor.’

¢ You’ve been quarrelling with somebody
at his lordship’s table ?’ said Desmond.

‘I have, then! And if Dick Consel-

12
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tine and that white-livered boy of his, and
old Peebles—may the devil fly away with
the whole boodle of 'm—if they hadn’t
interfered and spoilt the sport, I'd have
had the ruffian’s blood. By the lud, I'd
have smashed him like an egg!” He
drove one powerful fist into the palm of
the other with such force as to over-
balance himself, and was only prevented
by Desmond’s restraining hand from coming
to the ground. ¢’Tis an insult before
Heaven ; ’tis an insult to ask a gentleman to
put his legs under the mahogany with such
a snake as that !’

 You had your legs under the mahogany
a pretty long time before you found ’twas
an insult, from the looks of you,’ said Des-
mond dryly. ¢ Now, look here, Mr. Blake,
’tis not for a boy of my years to be after
offering lessons in politeness to a gentle-
man of yours, but I'll just ask you to
remember that the host whose hospitality
you're insulting is this lady’s uncle.’

13
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Blake’s ferocity vanished with ludicrous
suddenness. He began to stammer
apologies to Lady Dulcie.

< And then, too, Mr. Blake,’ continued
Desmond, ¢ you'd claim the right to choose
the guests at your own table—if you had
one,” he interpolated sotto voce ; ¢ and Lord
Kilpatrick, or any gentleman, has the same
right.’ '

- “And that’s true, if the devil spoke it,’
cried Blake. ¢Desmond Macartney, ye're
a gentleman. Ye can carry a gentleman’s
apology to a gentleman without demean-
ing yourself. Present my apologies to his
lordship, and tell him that I'll honour
myself by presenting them personally
when I hear that he’s got rid of his present
company.’

“’Tis Mr. Feagus, of Ballymote, that
you’ve had the row with

¢ Faith then, it is, and ye can tell him
that if he has the spunk to stand up at
twenty paces I'll do sufficient violence to

14
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my feelings as a gentleman to honour him
by lettin’ daylight into him.’

¢ Nonsense, Mr. Blake,’ said Desmond.
¢ Men don’t fight duels nowadays.’

¢ No, by the saints I’ cried Blake; ¢ they
stab each other with inky pens, and suck
each other dry with lawsuits, by the help
of such parchmint-scrapin’ vermin as Jack
Feagus. ’Tis a dirty world we live in,
Desmond, my boy, but sure that’s all the
more reason that the few decent men
should stick together. I'm goin’ on to
Widdy Daly’s shebeen, and if ye’re in-
clined for a drink at the stone cow, I’ll
be proud of your company.’

¢ Later, perhaps,’ said Desmond. ‘I've
Lady Dulcie to take care of now, you
see.’

¢Ah ! said Blake, with a vinous smile
at the girl, “’tis the best end of the stick
that ye've got hold of, Desmond Macartney.
Whisky’s a good familiar craythur, but ’tis
a mighty poor substitute for the colleens.

15
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Good luck to ye. Lady Dulcie, your
obedient servant.’

He swaggered off, his recent anger quite
forgotten, and a moment later the quiet
evening air rang tunably with a scrap of
Irish song:

* And thin he’d reply, with a wink of his eye,

“ Arrah | Paddy, now can’t ye be aisy '’

“'Tis a beautiful voice, said Desmond,
standing still to listen. ‘’Twould have
been better for poor Blake, maybe, if it
hadn’t been so fine ; it’s just been the ruin
of him.

“The horrid old man! said Dulcie.
¢I wonder uncle admits him to his table.’

¢Oh, sure, there’s no harm in poor
Blake ! said Desmond. ‘He’s nobody’s
enemy but his own, and there’s no better
company in Ireland, till he gets too much
of the whisky inside him, or sees an
attorney.’

‘What makes him hate lawyers so?
asked Dulcie.

16
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“Sure he has reason,” returned the boy,
who had all an Irishman’s apparently
innate detestation of law and its expo-
nents. ‘He lost one half of his acres in
trying to keep the other half, years ago,
before you and I were born, and Feagus,
who acted for him, played him false.
That’s the story, at least, and I don’t find
it hard to believe, for he’s an ugly customer,
that same Feagus.’

They passed together through the ruined
arch, which had been in former times the
main point of ingress, through the outer wall
of the Castle, the rough and ponderous
stones of which had, in these later years of
peace, gone to the building of stables,
offices, and peasants’ cottages. The main
building, a huge castellated mansion with
an aspect of great age and rugged strength,
contrasted strongly in its air of well-kept
prosperity with most proprietorial re-
sidences in that part of Ireland. Skirting
the side of the Castle, they came upon a

17 C
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garden and pleasaunce, bright with flower-
ing plants and emerald turf, commanding
a view of the sea, now shining with the
glaring tints of sunset, which were reflected
too by the bay-windows of the Castle
fagade. A

A heavy-faced, sullen-looking young
man, dressed in an ultra-fashionable dress
suit, and strangling in a four-inch collar,
was sprawling ungracefully on a garden
seat with a newspaper on his knees and a
cup of coffee on the rustic table at his
elbow. He turned at the sound of foot-
steps on the garden gravel, and seeing
Dulcie, rose clumsily to his feet.

¢ His lordship has been asking for you,
Lady Dulcie.

‘ Dinner is over, I suppose?’ said Dulcie.

‘Yes, dinner is over, said the young
man, scowling, ¢ and so is the fight.’

¢ We've heard all about the fight from
Blake. We met him on the rocks,’ said
Desmond. |

18
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The young man took no heed of the
remark, and did not even look at the
speaker.

¢ I'm getting pretty tired of living down
here among these savages,” he continued to
Lady Dulcie, with an attempt at the accent
of a certain type of London men, a drawl
which struggled vainly against a pro-
nounced Dublin brogue. ¢Bottles flying
at people’s heads—it isn’t my style, you
know.’

¢Sure, said Desmond, ¢if were ‘o
savage as all that, ‘twould be a charity to
stop here among us and civilize us. We're
willing to learn, Mr. Richard Conseltine,
and willing to teach the little we know.’

The young dandy looked at him with a
heavy insolence, in which there was a
lurking touch of fear, but did not deign to
address him.

‘His lordship’s awf’ly upset. My
father’s with him, and the doctor’s been
sent for.’ .

I9



LADY KILPATRICK

‘I'll go and see him,” said Dulcie.
¢ Desmond, you might go and ask Mrs.
O’Flaherty for some dinner for both of us.
I’m as hungry as a hunter.’

‘I’ll follow you directly,” said Desmond.

‘You'll come at once, if you please,’
she said, with a pretty imperiousness.
‘Come !’

They went away together, young
Conseltine following them with a' deepen-
ing of his usual ill-bred, angry scowl.

‘The supercilious brute " said Des-
mond under his breath.

‘One fight a day is quite enough,
Desmond,” whispered Lady Dulcie.

¢ Fight !’ said Desmond. ¢Much of a
fight ’twould be. T’ ’

‘ Quite so,” Dulcie interrupted him
quietly. ‘I know you ’d—and as I don’t
want you to, you’ll just go quietly, and
ask to have some dinner laid for us, and
keep out of his way for the rest of the
evening.’ -

20
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CHAPTER 1L

LORD KILPATRICK.

Four of our leading characters, includ-
ing our best apology for a hero, have
introduced themselves. All that remains
to be explained, at least for the present,
is that Dulcie Broadhaven, called by
courtesy Lady Dulcie, was the youngest
daughter of Lord Belmullet, who had
married Lord Kilpatrick’s only sister and
left her a widow with several children and
heavily mortgaged estates in county Mayo;
and that Dulcie was just then paying one
of her annual visits to her uncle’s castle in
Sligo. Here she had struck up a friend-
ship with young Desmond, who had for
21
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years been a sort of protégé of Lord Kil-
patrick. Only in the wild west of Ireland
are such intimacies common or even
possible, but there, where the greater and
the smaller gentry still meet on terms of
free and easy equality, and where the
vices of more civilized society are still
unknown, they excite no comment.

Mr. Blake’s abrupt and angry departure
from the Castle left anything but comfort-
able feelings in the breasts of one or two
of his late convives. Lord Kilpatrick, an
elderly nobleman, whose originally feeble
constitution had not been improved by
early dissipation, and who was afflicted
with a mysterious cardiac disorder, which
caused him constant nervous tremors, was
in a condition of semi-senile anger over
Blake’s violation of the sanctities of his
dinner-table. Mr. Feagus, Blake’s ééze
nosre, was naturally and excusably enraged
by the terms of unmeasured contempt in
which the latter had addressed him. He

22

-



LORD KILPATRICK

was almost as great a rascal as Blake
thought him, but he had a full measure
of the commonest of Irish virtues, brute
courage ; and had it not been for the
interference of my lord’s brother, Mr.
Conseltine, his son Richard, and old Mr.
Peebles, my lord’s butler, valet, general
factotum, and tyrant, Blake might have
had cause to regret his outrage on his
host’s hospitality.

‘The beggarly bankrupt brute!” he
cried. By the blood of the saints, Mr.
Conseltine, if ’twas not for the respect
I owe you as my lord’s brother—ye used
me ill, sir, in holding me back I’

Conseltine, a dark man of late middle
age, with an inscrutable face and a
manner of unvarying suavity, poured a
bumper of burgundy, and held it out to
the angry attorney.

* Drink that, Mr. Feagus. ’Tis a fine
cure for anger. Maybe I've not used you
so ill as you think. Mr. Peebles,’ he
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continued, ‘you had better assist my
brother to his room. Pray be calm,
my dear Henry. The disturbance is over.
If you will permit me, I will do myself
the pleasure of looking in on you before
retiring.’

His lordship, his face twitching, and his
hands tremulous with anger, sat back in
his chair, and pettishly brushed the old
Scotchman’s hand from his shoulder.

At my table! he ejaculated angrﬂy,
for the sixth time.

¢ Ay, said Peebles, with a broad,
dogmatic drawl. ‘Ye should keep better
company. Come awa’, my lord, come
awa’. Ye'll get nae good by sitting there
glowering at folk.’

- “Hold your tongue, sir!’ snapped the
nobleman. ¢ How dare you address me in
that fashion ’

¢Come awa’, come awa’,’ repeated
Peebles gently, as one speaks to a froward
child. ¢Ye’ll be doing yourself a mischief.’
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The old lord rose tremulously, and left
the room on his servant’s arm. Mr.
Conseltine stepped rapidly forward to
open the door, and shook his brother’s
hand as he passed from the room. Then,
returning, he addressed Feagus, who was
still puffing with anger.

¢Sit down, Mr. Feagus. Fill again,
man, and wash the taste of that drunken
blackguard out of your mouth. Yes, yes,’
he continued, seeing Feagus about to
speak; €he’s all that you could call him,
but he has to' be endured; he knows too
much to be crossed.’

¢ Knows ?’ snorted Feagus; ¢and what
does he know, then ?’

Conseltine looked warily round before
replying, and then, bending across the
table till his face was within a foot of
Feagus’s, he said in a low voice :

¢ He knows all about Moya Macartney.’

¢ Moya Macartney " echoed his son.
¢ And who, pray, is Moya Macartney ?’

N 25
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¢ She was a peasant girl, away down in
Kenmare. My brother married her—a
sham marriage—’twas Blake that played
priest for him, and pretended to be in
Holy Orders.’

¢ That's true!” murmured Feagus. ¢And
after—tell him what came of it !’

¢The old story. Henry grew tired of
his plaything. One day, when the child—
they had a child—was two years old, he
" told Moya the truth. She went on like a
madwoman for a time, and then went
quite cold and quiet. Henry thought
’twas all right, and that she had accepted
the situation; but within two hours she
disappeared, taking the child with her, and
for a month or two nothing was heard of
her” *

¢ Well ¥’ said Dick eagerly.

¢ Then,” continued Conseltine, ¢one
night—a devilish cold winter’s night it
was, too—the boy was brought to my
brother with a letter. ¢ Take your child,”
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the letter said, “and as you use him may
God use you! You’ll never hear from me
again.” 'Twas signed “Moya Macartney,”
and a week later her body was found on
the sands of Kenmare Bay.’

¢ A good riddance,’ said Feagus. ¢And
now, Dick, guess the name of the
child !

Dick looked questioningly at his father,
who said quietly:

¢ The child is the Squireen, Desmond
Macartney.’

Feagus gazed sideways from under his
ponderous brows at young Conseltine. The
boy’s sullen mask was almost as inscrutable
as his father’s smooth face.

‘Does Desmond Macartney guess that
he’s my lord’s son ?* asked the y8uth.

‘No,” said Conseltine. €A story was
trumped up that he was the orphan son of
people to whom my brother owed obliga-
tions. He’s too big a fool to trouble him-
self asking questions.’
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¢ Well, then,” said Feagus, ¢spake out
and let me know what ’tis ye fear.’

¢ I fear my brother’s weakness. He may
leave all to this young vagabond. He’s
been conscience - haunted about Moya
Macartney’s death ever since it happened,
and I know that more than once he has
made his will in favour of the Squireen.
There’s not a square yard of the estate
entailed. He could leave it to a beggar in
the street if he liked, and Dick would get
nothing but the title. I’'m as certain as I
can be that he has sent for you to make a
will; and with that old rascal Peebles
always whispering in his ears, praising the
bastard, and running down Dick, there’s
danger.’

* Well ?* asked the lawyer, after a pause.

“Well?’ Conseltine’s smooth voice echoed
him. .

There was silence for a full minute,
during which Feagus sat looking over his
glass from father to son.
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¢ Plain speech is best, Mr. Conseltine.
I'm a friend of the family—a humble
friend—and I'd like to see justice. Will
ye spake straight, and say what ye’d have
done ?’

Conseltine smiled with half-shut eyes.

¢ I thought you’d understand me,’ he said
coolly. ¢I’m sure that the interests of the
family are safe in your hands, and you
may be sure that the family won’t be un-
grateful.’

‘Ye can trust me, sor,’ said Feagus.
‘I’ll take care that justice is done. Ye
needn’t fear your brother’s wakeness if I
have the drawin’ o’ the will.’

Conseltine nodded again. The worthy
trio brought their glasses together with a
light chink, and drank.

‘You see now, continued Conseltine,
‘why Blake has to be humoured. He’s
capable of blowing on us in one of his
drunken tantrums, and then the whole
story would be ripped up.” Feagus nodded.
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¢ Keep out of his way, Mr. Feagus, or,
if you meet him, control your temper.
That’s all I wanted to say, and I think we
understand each other.’

¢ Fairly well,’ said Feagus.

¢*Tis a pretty kettle o’ fish 'm stirring,’
he said to himself, when father and son
had left him alone; ¢ but I'll be surprised
if I don’t keep the biggest trout for my
own share. T’ll help Conseltine to get the
estates, and then I'll be on his back like the
old man o’ the sea on Sinbad’s. Here’s
success to virtue! 'Tis a fine drink this,
and ’tis not often, Jack Feagus, that ye get
the chance of drinkin’ real wine out of
a live lord’s cellar.’

Lord Kilpatrick had meanwhile been
conducted to the drawing-room by the
faithful, though outwardly unsympathetic,
Peebles. Sitting at the open oriel window
in a high-backed antique chair, he drew
in the soft evening air with tremulous
gulps. His face, which in youth and man-
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hood had been singularly handsome, was
drawn with pain and pettish anger, and
wore that peculiar gray tinge so often seen
in the complexions of people afflicted with
diseases of the heart. His long, waxen
fingers drummed irritably on the arm-pieces
of his chair, so that the rings with which
they were decorated cast out coruscations
of coloured light.

Peebles, a long, dry Scotchman, who
but for his white hair might have been of
any age from thirty-five to eighty, long in
leg and arm, long in the back, long in the
nose and upper-lip, shrewd of eye, dry and
deliberate in action, moved soundlessly
about the room until summoned by his
master’s voice.

¢ Pecbles !’

‘My lord ?’ -

‘How do I look? No flattery, now.
Speak out.’

¢ Much flattery ye'll get frac me, or ever
did,” muttered Peebles, taking his stand
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before the invalid, and scrutinizing him
with a cast-iron countenance of no name-
able expression.

<Well, Pecbles, well! How do I
look ¥’

*My lord,” said Peebles, after another
thirty seconds’ inspection, ¢you look as
green as grass and as sick as peasemeal !’

¢ Nonsense ! Pooh! Rubbish " Each
word shot out of his lordship’s mouth like
a bullet. <I never felt better.’

¢ Ye never looked worse,” said Peebles.

“God bless my soul " said his lordship.
«It must be those damn’d globules that
Clarke is giving me. They’re ruining my
liver—actually ruining it. Infernal idiots
of doctors!" His fingers moved faster.
¢ Go away, Peebles, go away !’

Peebles retired into the background, and
stood scraping his lantern jaws with his
right hand.

¢ Peebles!’ said the old gentleman pre-
sently.
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‘ My lord ¥’

‘You don’t think * Lord Kilpatrick
paused, hem’d, and finally shot the ques-
tion out of himself with a suddenness
which showed how strong a repugnance
he had to conquer before he could ask it—
‘you don’t think I'm going to die ¢’

‘Ye don’t suppose ye're smmortal, do
ye P’ asked the unbending servitor.

¢ Of course not! Confound you for an
unfecling blockhead I’ cried his master.
‘Give me your advice—tell me what
to do.’

‘I'm to prescribe for ye ? asked Peebles,
looking, as he stood outlined against the
oblong of white sky seen through the
window, like the silhouette of some curious
species of parrot.

“If you can?

¢ What else have I been doing this last
nineteen years, asked Peebles, but pre-
scribing the one sure remedy ye winna
tak’? My lord, your disease is pride.
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Try the black draught of humility and
the blue pill of atonement !’

¢ What the devil are you talking about ?’
asked his lordship, looking angrily at his
servant, who returned his gaze quite un-
moved.

‘Ye know weel what I’m talkin’ aboot,’
he returned, with no quickening of his
usual deliberate drawl. ¢ Acknowledge
your child, Lord Kilpatrick, and thank
God humbly on your knees for such a son
to bless your declining years.’

‘By Heaven ! cried his lordship, sitting
up in his chair, ¢you—you—how dare
you trifle with me? The gray shade
deepened on his face, his trembling hands
were pressed against his heart. I have
done my uttermost. I have provided for
the boy. I have looked after his welfare
—can a man do more ¥’

¢Ay, he can! Desmond Macartney is
your flesh and blood. Acknowledge him
before the world —it’s all the atone-
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ment ye can make to the poor lass that’s
gone.’

¢ She was not my wife !’

¢ Ay was she,’ returned Peebles, in
the sight o’ God !’

His lordship struggled up in his seat
with an oath.

‘That’s enough! You are out of my
service, Peebles, from this moment—I dis-
charge you !’

‘I'm agreeable,” said Peebles, with un-
moved calm.

¢ And without a character—mind that !

¢ Character, is it? said the dour old
Scot. ¢If ever I need one, I'll gang till a
God-fearing man, and no’ till your father’s
son. Good-afternoon to your lordship.’

Peebles had reached the door when his
lordship’s voice arrested him :

¢ Stay—stay! I—ha !—I command you !’

‘Too late I’ said Peebles coolly. *I'm
no longer at your lordship’s orders—I’m
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¢ Nonsense !’ said Kilpatrick. ¢ Why do
you provoke me, Peebles ! I have been a
good master to you—a forbearing master.
If we parted I should—I should miss you.’

‘No doot o’ that, returned Peebles,
smiling. ¢ Dismiss me, and ye dismiss your
conscience. Dismiss me, and the Deil
has ye, tooth and nail.’

His lordship laughed, but with no aspect
of enjoyment.

‘You’re an assuming old scoundrel,
Peebles. My conscience ? Gad ! — my
conscience, indeed !’

¢ Ay, and your conscience says, ¢ Make
amends to your own begotten son, the bairn
of the puir lass who died for your sake,
and who loved ye, Lord Kilpatrick.”’

The old lord’s head sank upon his
breast ; his eyes were dim with a sudden
moisture. .

I loved /er, Peebles—1I loved her I’

¢And yet ye played that deil’s trick on
her, with the aid o’ yon scoundrel Blake.’
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¢ How could I marry one so much my
inferior ? asked Kilpatrick tremulously.
¢ And yet there are moments when I think
that if—if she had not—if she had had a
little more patience, I might have done it.
There, there,” he continued, with his usual
testiness, ¢ let it sleep. Don’t talk about it.
As for Desmond, I have brought him up
almost like my own son and heir. He has
wanted nothing—he shall never want. I
shall provide for him in my will.’

¢ Grandly, no doot,” said Peebles, with
the abrupt snort which was his laugh,
¢ with Mr. Conseltine at your lug, pleading
for that smug-faced imp, his son.’

¢ Desmond shan’t be forgotten,” said
Kilpatrick. ¢ Nothing on earth shall make
me forget Desmond.’

‘There’s just a chance,” said Peebles,
after an interval of silence, scraping at his
chin—¢there’s just a chance that Desmond,
when he kens ye’re his father, will refuse
to tak’ a shilling o’ your money. I know
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the lad, for isn’t he like the child o’ my
ain old age—haven’t I watched over him
and seen him grow—haven’t I had daily
to /e to him, and tell him that he has
neither father nor mother, but only a kind
friend who knew them both—and haven’t
I heard his voice break when he has asked
of his dead mother? Man alive!” he con-
tinued, in answer to Kilpatrick’s stricken
look, ‘do your duty—acknowledge your
son before the world! If anything can
get ye a free pass through the gates of
heaven, it will be a deed like that !’

“Gad !’ said Kilpatrick, ¢ I've a mind to
do it, if only to spite my brother Dick.
Peebles, do you think I'm a fool? Do
you think I don’t know Dick Conseltine ?
He’s looking forward to my funeral. He
wants the estate for young spindleshanks,
my nephew. Suppose I showed him a
trick worth two of that, eh? Ha, ha!

His lordship’s rather spiteful chuckle
was cut short by a rap at the door.
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Peebles opened it, and Mr. Conseltine
appeared.

My dear Henry,” he said, advancing
solicitously, ¢ I trust you are better ¥’

‘Yes, yes,” said Kilpatrick uneasily;
‘but ’

¢ In that case,’ said Conseltine, smoothly
interrupting him, ‘may I talk to you
privately for a few minutes ?’

¢ If you desire,’ said his brother. ¢ Don’t
go, Peebles. Never mind Peebles, Dick.
He’s my conscience, my—my alter ego—
eh, Peebles ¥’

¢ As it is a family matter,’ said Consel-
tine, ¢ I would prefer

‘Peebles is one of the family,” said
his lordship; ¢I've no secrets from
him.

‘Very good,” said Conseltine, suffering
no shade of annoyance to cloud his smooth
face. ¢ Mr. Peebles doubtless agrees with
me that you exaggerate the gravity of your
condition, and that, unless you specially
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desire it, the drawing up of a new will
can be postponed. In the will already
placed in my possession you, as is natural,
devise the bulk of your estate to your
next-of-kin. Do I understand that you
desire to alter or modify that arrange-
ment {’

His lordship, nervously interlacing his
fingers, glanced at Peebles.

¢ Tell your brother the truth, my lord.
Tell him ye wish to leave the estates to
your own begotten son.’

¢ My brother has no son, Mr. Peebles,’
said Conseltine sternly.

¢Ay has he,’ said Peebles—* Desmond
Macartney.’ .

¢The fruit of a foolish liaison with a
peasant. My dear Henry ’

¢ Peebles is right, Dick,’ said Kilpatrick.
¢ Desmond should be my heir.’

¢ My dear Henry " said Conseltine, ¢ you
must surely be mad. Proclaim your folly
to the world! Acknowledge a waif and
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stray as your flesh and blood! It is simply
midsummer madness! Thank God, what-
ever you do with any portion of your
personal possessions, you can’t pass your
patrimonial title to one born out of wed-
lock.’

Kilpatrick looked from his brother to
Peebles, and back again, interlacing his
fingers and dragging them apart.

¢ Faith,” he said, ¢that’s true, that’s
true, Peebles. The title must go to my
next-of-kin. It must go. There’s no
help for it, and the title, with nothing to
support it! eh? You must see that,
Peebles. Gad, I'm sorry—I'm devilish
sorry I’ Herose. ¢ Never mind, Peebles,
Desmond shan’t be forgotten. Trust me,
he shan’t be forgotten.’

Conseltine offered him his arm, and he
took it with a glance at his servant.

¢ Ay, my lord,’ said Peebles, with an
immovable face, ‘lean on your brother.
It’s good to have loving kith and kin.’
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Voices and laughter were heard from
the landing without, and a moment later
Dulcie, with Desmond at her heels,
entered the room.
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CHAPTER III.

MR. PEEBLES RECEIVES A MESSAGE.

His lordship welcomed the appearance of
the two young people as a relief from the
further discussion of a painful topic.

¢ So, young madam,’ he said to Dulcie,
pinching her ear, ‘you’ve come back !
And where have you been all the after-
noon {’

*On the sands,” smid Dulcie. ¢ You're
not angry with me, are you? she asked,
kissing him in a coaxing fashion, for the
tone in which he had spoken was a little
sharp. ‘I was so sorry to hear that you
had been upset.’

* It wouldn’t have happened if you had
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been at the table,” said Kilpatrick. I
suppose I have to thank you, sir,’ he con-
tinued to Desmond, ¢for her absence?
You’re pretty spectacles, the pair of you,’
he went on, looking at the disordered
dresses, flushed faces and untidy hair of the
young couple. ‘You’ve been up to some
mischief, I suppose ’

¢ Not this time,” said Desmond, smiling.

‘Hold your tongue, boy!” snapped his
lordship, with sudden and inexplicable ill-
temper. ¢ Don’t bandy words with me—
hold your tongue !

¢ Yes, sir,” said Desmond.

¢ Can’t you find something better to do
than to go wandering about the place,
mixing with all the loafers and black-
guards in the county ? Can’t you speak ?
You can chatter fast enough when you're
not asked to.’

‘You told me to hold my tongue, sir,’
said Desmond, falling back on Irish pre-
varication and broadening his brogue.
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‘I shall have to take some order with
you, sir,” said Kilpatrick. ¢Come to my
study to-morrow after breakfast. It’s time
you were doing something—time you
began to think of—of your future. There,
there,” he continued, patting Desmond’s
shoulder, ‘I’'m not angry with you, my boy.
I’ve been upset, and in my state of health
the least thing excites me—ask Pecbles.’

¢ Ay,’ said the Scot, ¢ that’s true—you've
a troublesome temper.’

¢ Never mind,’ said Dulcie ; ¢ we’ll coddle
you up and comfort you. Ill play a game
of backgammon with you, and if that
doesn’t cure you, I’ll send over to Galway
for mamma.’

¢ For your mother! cried Kilpatrick.
¢ My sister Matilda !’

‘She’s a ‘qgpital nurse, said Dulcie.
¢She’ll set yoti right in a jiffy—as Des-
mond would say.” The bit of slang passed
unnoticed by his lordship in his terror at
the suggestion it conveyed.
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¢ Good heavens, child! Matilda will
be praying over me day and night. I'm
not quite so bad as that—I won’t be prayed
over ; but for this little cardiac weakness,
I'm in excellent condition. Ask Peebles.
There, there, go and get your dinner, and
take Desmond with you.’

€I shall come back afterwards,’ said
Dulcie.

‘Yes, yes ! said her uncle. ¢Come
back by-and-by and give me my game of
backgammon.’

‘I met Mr. Blake on the road, sir, said
Desmond. “He asked me to deliver a
message to your lordship.’

“Well,’ snapped Kilpatrick, ¢what has
the drunken brute to say to me ¥’

¢ Just to apologize for what he did and
said this afternoon.’

‘ His repentance is mighty sudden,’ said
Kilpatrick.

‘He didn’t repent at all till Des-
mond talked to him,’ said Dulcie, glad to

46

~

o1 J;



MR. PEEBLES RECEIVES A MESSAGE

get in a word in favour of her sweet-
heart.

¢ Soyou’ve been giving Blake a lesson in
manners, eh?’ said the old man. ¢And
what did you say to him, and how did he
take it?’

Desmond recounted the interview.

¢He took it like mother’s milk, sir.
Sure he knew he was in the wrong. He’s
not a bad fellow, if you know how to
humour him.’

Peebles coughed behind his hand a
dubious note, and Kilpatrick, catching the
old man’s eye, said with something of his
former testiness :

‘ Well, well, that will do—go and eat
your dinner. Peebles, wait on Lady
Dulcie.’

The two young people and the old
servitor left the room together, and
Kilpatrick, sinking back into the seat he
had quitted, sat for some time plunged in
silent thought. Conseltine, leaning against
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the high, old-fashioned mantelpiece, took
advantage of the shadow with which the
room was filled, and of his brother’s
abstraction, to watch him narrowly. The
old lord sighed once or twice, and gave
one or two movements of impatience,
and once the sound of a broken murmur
reached Conseltine’s ear, in which he
distinguished only the word ¢ Moya.’

¢ Dick,’ said Kilpatrick, suddenly turning
towards him, ¢ I must provide at once for
Desmond—I simply must do it—1I should
be a cad if I didn’t.’

The intently watchful look which
Conseltine’s face had worn was replaced
by his general expression of suavity as he
came forward into the ray of light which
was yet coming through the great oriel
window. :

My dear Henry,” he said smoothly,
‘you are perfectly right. ’Tis the dictate
of nature and justice—it does you credit.’

Kilpatrick, who was anything but a

48

f,/ :'}



MR. PEEBLES RECEIVES A MESSAGE

fool, looked at his brother with a curious,
quick, questioning glance.  Conseltine
replied to it as if to a speech.

‘I know, my dear Henry, I know!
~ You’ve been thinking me grasping, and
avaricious, and heartless, all this time,
now, haven’t you? And why? Just
because I've felt it my duty, as your brother
and Richard’s father, to safeguard the in-
terests of the family. The title goes to
Richard, anyhow ; and ’tis but common-
sense, as you said just now yourself, that the
bulk of the property should go with it.
*Tis mighty little I can leave him, and a
‘lord without soil to his foot or a guinea in
his pocket would be a queer spectacle,
wouldn’t he? ’Tis not Lord Kilpatrick,
anyhow, that shall be seen in that pre-
dicament ; but you can provide for Des-
mond, too. You can give him all he has
a right to expect, and still leave enough
for Richard.’

The argument was unanswerable, the
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et and voice with which it was put
WeEe suave, persuasive, honest; but Kil-
pateick’s only answer was to shoot another
Quick, questioning glance at his brother’s
face, and to tap the carpet with his foot.

‘ What would you call a proper pro-
vision?’ he asked, after an interval of
silence.

¢ Give the boy a profession, and—well,
some hundreds a year. He’s bright and
clever, and with that income, and a calling
in his fingers, if he can’t make his way
in the world, ’tis a pity.’

¢ A profession!” said Kilpatrick musingly.
‘I don’t know what the boy’s fit for,
unless it’s for a soldier or a sailor.’

“Bad pay and poor prospects,’ said
Conseltine. ¢ Why not the Church ¥’

His lordship went off into a sudden
cackle of laughter.

¢The Church! Fancy Desmond a
priest! Faith, 'twould be a pretty parish
that he had charge of !’
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¢ The bar? suggested his brother.

¢ No; Desmond hates lawyers almost as
much as Blake himself—it’s in the blood,
I suppose—I'm none too fond of them
myself. T’ll think it over, Dick, I'll think
it over; don’t bother me about it any
more at present. Nothing shall be done
without your knowledge and—without
your knowledge, at all events.’

‘ You are tired ?’ asked Conseltine.

¢ Yes, tired to death.’

¢ Well, I'll leave you to yourself. Good-
night ; sleep well, and you’ll be as sound
as a trout in the morning. Tll send up
Peebles to help you to undress.’

He went; and Kilpatrick, rising from
his seat, began to pace the room from end
to end among the gathering shadows.

¢ What the devil makes Dick Conseltine

so tender all of a sudden? he asked him-
self. ¢Dictate of nature and justice, indeed !
He hates the boy like poison, that I'm
sure of. I can see it in his eye, sly and
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smooth as he is, every time he looks at
him ; and so does that bull-headed young
fool, his son. It's natural, I suppose.
Faith, then, one sees the hatred that
money breeds—brother hating brother,
father hating son, son father; the mean-
ness, lying, ingratitude, intriguing; I'd
rather be the poorest peasant on my estate.
I'd rather be Desmond, poor boy; he
knows his friends, at least. Nobody
cajoles and flatters him.’

He fell silent again, and paced the room
with a slower step.

‘Poor Moya! Gad! how it all comes
back to me! If she had been only a
little more of a lady, just a shade more
possible as my wife! She was a lady
in heart and feeling; the truest I ever
met, I think. I threw away a jewel
when I cast her off—nineteen years ago.

¢ Nineteen years ago this month, and it
is all as clear and vivid as if it had hap-
pened yesterday. Poor girl! I can see
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her face now as it was when I broke the
secret to her. It will haunt me till I die,
and after, if all tales are true. I was a
scoundrel ! It was a vile business. There
are moments when I think Peebles is
right: thatit is my plain duty to let family
considerations slide, own the boy, and leave
him all. It wrings my heart to see him,
handsome, manly, courageous, loved by
everybody—my son! my own son !—and
then look at that long-shanked cub of
Dick’s, and think that he, Desmond, is
worth a million of him, worth a planetful
of the stupid, ugly cur. How like his
mother he is! Sometimes he frightens
me; it is as if the dead came out of the
grave to accuse me.’

He paused in his walk, and looked
round the darkened chamber as if he feared
an actual hidden presence there; then he
walked to his desk, struck a match, and
applied it to the wick of a small shaded
reading-lamp ; then, stealthily, and with
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more than one glance over his shoulder, he
unlocked the desk, touched a spring, and
drew from a secret drawer a scrap of paper
and a miniature portrait. It was to the
paper he gave his first attention. The
writing, originally bold and heavy, had
taded to a faint rusty red, the paper was
stained and spotted. ¢Take your child,’
he read falteringly; ‘and as you use him
may God use you.” He sat staring at the
flame of the lamp, blurred by the mist of
gathering tears.

“As you use him, may God use
you,” he repeated half aloud. ¢T'll do my
duty by the boy—I must! Before God,
if Moya were alive!—No, even that
wouldn’t mend matters—it wouldn’t even
mend her broken heart. It was not that
she wasn’t my lady—not that her vanity
was wounded—it was the treachery! She
loved me—she thought me an honest man.
It was her pride in me that was broken.
God forgive me! I acted like a villain I
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He took up the portrait and bent his
eyes upon it with a long, regretful gaze.
It was the work of a true artist, who had
caught and reproduced with actual fidelity
the features and expression of the proud
and tender girl Kilpatrick had betrayed.
The bright, gay face, instinct with youth
and happiness, beamed from the picture ;
the sensitive lips seemed almost to tremble
as the world-worn old man gazed at them.
The dress was that of the better class of
an Irish peasant of twenty years ago; but
the hand which held the shawl about the
throat wore jewelled rings.

¢ She sent back the rings—every scrap
and every rag I'd ever given her,’ said
Kilpatrick. They lay in the secret drawer,
and rattled as his blanched fingers drew
them forth. ¢She wouldn’t wear the
dress I'd given her when she had this
taken. ‘ Let me be as I was when you
first knew me, when the great lord wasn’t
ashamed to tell the poor girl he loved her.”’
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With a sudden passionate gesture of
love and remorse, he carried the picture to
his lips.

¢ My lord! said a voice so startlingly
close that it seemed to be at his very ear.
Kilpatrick turned with a start and beheld
a dim form standing in the shadow of the
door.

¢ Confound you! hesaid. ¢Who is it?’

¢ Just Peebles,’ said that worthy with his
usual slow Scotch drawl.

¢ Confound you,’ said his lordship again,
‘why didn’t you knock #’

*I knocked twice,” said Peebles, ¢and
got nae answer. Mr. Conseltine told me
ye needed me.’

Kilpatrick dropped the letter and the
miniature back into the desk and closed
and locked it before speaking again.

¢ Is Feagus still below ¥’

¢ Ay,” said Peebles. . He’s drinking
with Mr. Conseltine and Mr. Richard.
He’s just as drunk as a lord—begging your
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lordship’s pardon. It’s an old proverb,
and like the most o’ proverbs, it has its
exceptions.’

* Drunk, ¢h ?’ said his lordship musingly.

‘Verra drunk !’ said Peebles. ¢It’s
seldom he gets such liquor as comes out
o’ your cellar, my lord.’

¢ I suppose so,” said Kilpatrick absently ;
‘I suppose so. Well, you can help me
to undress, Peebles, and then you can tell
Mr. Feagus—you can tell him—tell him
I'll write him regarding the business I
have in hand.’

Peebles, his face hidden in the darkness
which surrounded the little circle of light
cast by the reading-lamp, smiled sourly. .

‘Verra weel, my lord,” he said; and
Kilpatrick, rising, accepted his arm as a
support to his bedroom.

Half an hour later Peebles descended
to the dining-room, where he found Mr.
Feagus with his head on the table and one
arm curled lovingly round an empty bottle.
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It took some trouble to rouse him, and
even when awakened he was for a time
oblivious of his surroundings. At last,
dimly defining the figure of Peebles, he
took him for Blake, and rising with a sort
of paralytic alertness, bade the old man
stand upon his defence. Peebles, from a
safe distance, proclaimed his identity ;
thereupon the lawyer, relinquishing his
pugnacious ardour, wept copiously, and
would have embraced him.

¢ Gang hame—gang hame, now !’ said
Peebles, repulsing him; thereupon Mr.
Feagus’s tears ran faster. My lord will
send for ye if he should hae need o’

’

ye.
‘You’ll come and have a drink with

me, just for the sake of old times, Mr.
Peebles !’ said Feagus.

‘Ye've had drink enough,’ said Peebles ;
¢gang hame!” and bundled him through
the French window opening on the lawn.
Finding himself in the open air, Feagus
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made straight by instinct for the high
road. Peebles stood at the window watch-
ing him tacking and reeling along the
path until he had passed out of sight, and
was about to return and close the window,
when he heard a voice hailing him—

¢ Misther Paybles ! Misther Paybles !’

Peering into the darkness, he made out a
dim form approaching him.

‘Who is it ¥’ he asked.

<’Tis me, sure—Larry.’

Peebles recognised the lad, a henchman
of Desmond’s, a village loafer, generally to
be found in the company either of the
Squireen or of Lady Dulcie’s maid, Rosie.

‘Weel, Larry! What hae ye there ?’

“’Tis a letther I’ panted Larry.

¢ For my lord ¥’

¢No, ’tis for yourself.’

¢ And where did ye get it ?’

‘I met a poor woman at the foot o’ the
hill, and she asked me if I knew one
Misther Paybles. < Sure I do,” says I.
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“ Then,” ses she, “ will ye earn the blessin’
on a poor craythur by givin’ this into his
own hand ?” <1 will,” ses I—and here
I am/

Peebles accepted the scrap of paper
Larry held out to him, and walking to the
chimneypiece, read it by the light of the
lamp : ¢One who comes from Kenmare,
and who knew Moya Macartney’—he
started, but, remembering Larry’s presence,
controlled himself and read on—* would
like to speak with him who was the best
of friends to that poor colleen before she
died. Will you meet the writer at ten to-
morrow night in the churchyard by the
lake-side and hear her message, for poor
Moya’s sake ?’

Peebles stood silent for a moment, the
paper shaking in his fingers.

‘Who gave ye this, did ye say? he
asked.

“A stranger,’ said Larry. ¢She said

there was no answer.’
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¢ Verra weel,’ said Peebles, in a tone as
near commonplace as he could make it.
‘T'll attend to it Larry saluted and
vanished.

Left alone, Peebles mused :

‘What’s the meaning of this? What
mystery’s here ? A droll kind o’ message,
and a droll kind o' place for an appoint-
ment, and a droll hour o’ the night for a
respectable man to be gadding about a
kirkyard. Weel, weel! Maybe it’s one
of Moya’s kin anxious to hear news aboot

the bairn. Be she friend or foe, angel or
deil, I'll be there.
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CHAPTER 1V.

A SURPRISE FOR DESMOND,

MR. RicHARD CoONSELTINE, junior, was
not a young man of brilliant parts, but,
like most intellectually slow people, he
made up for the paucity of his ideas by
the intensity with which he dwelt on
those he possessed. He had made up his
mind quite easily and naturally that his
uncle’s belongings should come to him in
their entirety along with the title. He had
grown to early manhood in the unques-
tioning belief that such would be the case.

But now, to his amazement, he had
learned of the real relationship existing

between his uncle and the Squireen. Upto
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that moment, Mr. Conseltine had thought
it well to keep the knowledge from his
son.

The two boys had hated each other,
almost at first sight, with a quiet instinc-
tive ferocity as of cat and dog. In his
sullen grudging fashion Richard detested
all who were not subservient to his wishes
and interests, and especially hated anybody
who was his superior in matters in which
he most desired to excel. Desmond, as
bright and quick as he himself was lumpish
and dull, compared with him to his disad-
vantage at every turn. 'The poor Squireen,
who owned not a single acre of soil, and
was dependent upon Richard’s uncle for his
daily bread, for the clothes he wore, was
the idol of the district. ~Mr. Richard
Conseltine, the independent young gentle-
man of birth and means, was everywhere
tacitly, and not unfrequently overtly, set
at naught. In those exercises which are
popular in all rural districts, and especially
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among the sport-loving people of Ireland,
Desmond was easily Richard’s master.
He was the best shot, rider, angler,
boxer, dancer, and fly-fisherman of his
years in the county. He was handsome
in person, and had with all women, young
or old, that serene and beautiful assurance
which of all masculine qualities recom-
mends itself most instantly to the feminine
heart.

All women loved him, and did their
best to spoil him. Every man and boy
on the estate was his willing servant and
accomplice in the freaks and frolics and
breaches of discipline in which he de-
lighted, confident that the simple excuse,
¢ "T'was the Squireen that asked me,” would
be quite sufficient to calm the wrath of my
lord or his agent, or even of the dreaded
Mr. Peebles, before whom, it was popularly
believed, even his lordship trembled. '

Richard could not but contrast this
willing and eager service with the frigid
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obedience which was paid to him as the
future owner of the soil. Had he been
other than he was, he might have found a
lesson in the contrast, and have penetrated
the simple secret of Desmond’s popularity,
which lay more in his sunny good-temper,
his quick sympathy, his courage and
generosity, than in the physical superiorities
which so galled his cousin’s envious mind.

Ideas, it has been said, were not common
with Richard, but the evening of the
events just recorded was made additionally
memorable to him by the implanting of a
new one in his mind. He had happened
to pass on the terrace below the open
window of the drawing-room during the
conversation held between Lord Kilpatrick
and the faithful Peebles. The window
was open, and the calm evening air had
brought one single utterance of the old
servant’s distinctly to his ears.

“There’s just a chance,’ the deliberate
Scotch voice had said, ¢that Desmond,
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when he kens ye’re his father, will refuse
to tak’ a shilling o’ your money.’

Now, the moment Richard was made
aware of Desmond’s illegitimacy, the secret
began to tremble at his lips. He longed
to dash the insolent triumph of the name-
less adventurer who diminished his chances
of succession, and by every morsel he ate
seemed to lessen the future possessions
of the rightful heir. He was only re-
strained from insulting Desmond on the
score of his birth by his father’s strenuous
assurance that to touch on that matter
might be to lose his uncle’s favour at once
and for ever. Conseltine senior had im-
pressed that belief on him very forcibly.
Richard rolled the sweet morsel of in-
solence round his tongue a score of times,
with a rich anticipation of the time when
it should be safe to humiliate his adversary
by full publicity.

Peebles’ words came to him as a verit-
able revelation. For just a minute the
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solution of the whole difficulty, so long
sought, so ardently desired, seemed almost
ludicrously easy. He had only to acquaint
the Squireen with the truth in order to
secure the even greater and much more
solid pleasure of inheriting his uncle’s
estate. Then a doubt came and chilled
him. We are all apt to fancy that our
neighbour’s conduct in any given condi-
tions will closely resemble our own con-
duct under like circumstances. Richard
knew, and—no criminal being ashamed of
his own instincts—confessed to himself
quite openly and with no embarrassment,
that if he, in Desmond’s place, had learned
the secret of his birth, the effects of the
knowledge would certainly not be those
foreshadowed by Peebles. Rather the
contrary! The stain on his name would
have been an added claim on the generosity
of the father who had so wronged him.
Still, a fiery-tempered fool like Desmond
might think differently. Peebles’ words
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stuck in his mind, and returned during the
night with a constant reiteration, keeping
sleep at arm’s length. Again and again
his clumsy imagination tried to realize the
effects of the betrayal of the secret, until
he determined to take the trouble to his
father, and consult with him as to the best
Tine of conduct to be followed.

He descended to the breakfast-table to
find my lord and his father seated together
there, attended by Peebles, but neither
Desmond nor Dulcie was present. In
answer to a remark on their absence from
Kilpatrick, Peebles deposed to having
heard them laughing and talking on the
lawn at least three hours earlier, and sug-
gested that they had gone on one of their
eternal excursions. Breakfast was almost
over when they appeared, flushed and
radiant. Kilpatrick had shown some testi-
ness in remarking their absence, but Dulcie’s
good-morning kiss had quite dissipated
his gloom, and he listened with a good-
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tempered smile to their chatter about the
morning’s adventures.

‘Don’t forget to come to the study,
Desmond,’ he said, as he rose and passed
out on to the terrace with his newspaper.

¢ All right, sir,” said Desmond.

Conseltine also withdrew, leaving the
three young people together, Richard
sitting apart, and scowling angrily at
Dulcie and her companion, who ignored
his presence completely.

¢ Dulcie,’” he said suddenly, ¢ won’t you
come into the drawing-room and teach
me that song? You promised, you
know.’

‘Not now,’” said the girl, ‘I’'m busy.
I’ve got to go and look out my fishing-
tackle.’

¢ Are you going fishing ?* asked Richard.

*Yes,’ said Desmond ; ¢she’s going with
me.’

I wasn’t addressing you,’ said Richard.

*Thank you for the honour you do me
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in not addressing me! said Desmond
quietly.

There was something in Richard’s
manner which the lad could not define,
something more than usually insolent and
offensive.

‘I really think, Dulcie,” said Richard,
‘that you might give us a little of your
company now and then, instead of running
all over the county like a madcap with all
the tatterdemalions in the village. I wish
we were back in Dublin, with civilized
people about us.’

‘Really, Mr. Conseltine,” said Dulcie
quietly, but with a manner which marked
her sense of the side-sneer at Desmond,
‘I can choose my society without your
assistance.’

The lowering look which always rested
on Richard’s heavy features deepened.

‘No, you can’t,’ he said roughly; “or, at
all events, you don’t. You’re getting your-
self talked about all over the county,
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wandering about like a girl off the hillside
with any vagabond who——

‘I beg your pardon,’ interrupted Des-
mond, with great smoothness of manner,
but with a dangerous glitter in his eyes,
‘but civility costs nothing, Mr. Richard.
Were you alluding to me at all 2’

‘Well,” said Richard, trying hard to
revert to his usual manner of heavy inso-
lence, but speaking angrily, ¢and what if I
was P’

¢ Why * returned Desmond, rising.
‘Don’t be afraid, Lady Dulcie, I’m not going
to quarrel. If I’ve said or done anything
to give offence to this kind, civil-spoken,
amiable young gentleman, I'm willing and
anxious to apologize. What’s my offence,
sir ¥’

‘You hang too much about the Castle,’
said Richard. I know his lordship en-
courages you, but you ought to know better
than to presume on his good-nature.’

¢ Don’t you think,’ said Desmond quietly,
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¢ that you might leave his lordship to say
that ?’

‘You’re not fit company for my cousin,’
cried Richard hotly.

Dulcie rose with an exclamation of anger,
but Desmond laid his hand upon her arm,
and she remained silent.

¢And don’t you think,’ continued Des-
mond again, ¢ that you might leave that for
your cousin to say? She hasn’t said it yet.’

¢Said it!’ cried Dulcie, in a white heat
of anger; ¢ why should I'say it? A gentle-
man is fit company for anybody.’

¢A gentleman!’ sneered Richard. ‘A
gentleman !  Yes, but you should be able
to tell the difference between the real
article and the counterfeit.’

“Oh ! said Desmond, quietly still, but
with more keenly glittering eyes and a
pulsating voice. ¢And I suppose I'm the
counterfeit? Is that what you mean ¥’

‘That is just what I mean,” returned
Richard.
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¢ Then,’ said Desmond, ¢if Lady Dulcie
will do us the honour to leave us to our-
selves, or if you’ll kindly step out on the
lawn, the counterfeit will give the real
article a taste of his quality.’

¢ Desmond ! cried Dulcie.

“All right, Lady Dulcie,’ said Desmond,
soothing her with his hand, and keeping
his eye on Richard’s face.

The girl let the endearing tone and
action pass unregarded. They stung Richard
to fury.

‘You beggar " he cried.

Desmond made a step towards him ;
Dulcie clung to him, beseeching him to
be quiet.

¢ Don’t be alarmed, now,’ said Desmond,
with his Irish blood dancing in his veins,
and his heart all aglow with love of battle.
‘We’re only going to have a small civil
kind of a fight, just to see how rea/
he is I’

Peebles, who had entered the room un-

73



LADY KILPATRICK

observed, overheard these last words, and
came between the combatants.

¢ Master Desmond,’ he said, ‘I’m surprised
at ye. Yell no’ disgrace his lordship’s
house by brawling in it, as if ye were in
a tap-room or a hillside shebeen '

¢ Stand out of the way, if you please, Mr.
Peebles,’ said Desmond.

¢ That I'll no’ do,’ returned the old Scot.
‘Ye'll just be a sensible lad, as I’ve always
thought ye, and tell me what’s the trouble.
You're the calmest, Master Richard—
what’s a’ the steer aboot ?’

‘I warned that ruffian,’ said Richard, ¢to
avoid my company. He retaliated, as you
see, an 1

‘You insulted him cruelly ! cried Dulcie,
with a heaving breast, and a glitter of tears
in her soft eyes. ‘Never mind him, Des-
mond—come away !’

‘Insult Aim !’ cried Richard. Peebles’
presence, and the near neighbourhood of
his lordship, gave him some sense of
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security, and Dulcie’s obvious sympathy
with the object of his antagonism enraged
him beyond all control. ¢Insult Am/ By
the powers! Ask him who and what he is,
and then you'll know what right he has to
be in your company, or in the company of
any young lady.’

The anger half faded from Desmond’s
face, and gave way to something of a look
of astonishment.

‘Who and what I am he repeated.
¢ Sure, I'm Desmond Macartney.’

Richard repeated the name, and gave a
scornful laugh.

¢And who has anything to say against
me? I'm as good a gentleman as your-
self.’

¢That’s a lie,” said Richard. ¢You're a
pauper, dependent on my uncle’s charity
for bread.’

Peebles let out a slow growl of remon-
strance and warning, through which
Dulcie’s voice sounded like the clear note
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of a flute through the scraping of a violon-
cello. '

¢ For shame!’ she cried, her cheeks burn-
ing with a hot flush of generous indigna-
tion.
¢Shame!’ cried Richard. ¢If there’s any
shame, it’s there I’ He pointed his finger
straight at Desmond.

‘ Hold your fool’s tongue !’ said Peebles
gruffly.

‘I will speak |’ shouted Richard. ¢Every-
body knows—he knows—that his mother
was a2 common peasant woman, and that
he is my uncle’s bastard I’

Desmond sprang past Peebles with a
cry, and struck his traducer in the face.

‘Keep him off!’ cried Richard, white
and reeling from the blow. ¢Curse you,
Pecbles, why don’t you keep him off ¥’

‘Ye fool I’ said Peebles, with angry
contempt. ‘Ye pitiful, cowardly fool,
’twad serve ye right if he beat the life oot
of your carcase !’
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Desmond, blind with fury, had seized
Richard by the throat.

‘Down on your knees! he cried.
¢ Take back those words !’

Just then Kilpatrick’s gray face and
trembling figure appeared at the room
door—none but Peebles saw him.

¢Take them back! cried Desmond,
raising his fist to strike again.

‘Let me go!' cried Richard desperately.

Desmond’s hand slackened on his collar.

¢Speak ' he cried. ¢Tell me, or I'll
strangle you! Is it the truth ye've told
me? Is Lord Kilpatrick my father ¥’

¢ Yes,’ cried Richard, ¢and you know it !’

Desmond released him, and fell back.
with a moan. Cur and coward as he knew
the man to be, his words carried conviction.
As by a lightning-flash, he réad the mean-
ing of a thousand details of his past life,
which, thus illuminated, went to prove the
truth,

‘My mother !’ he said. ¢ My mother!
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No, no! Don’t say it—don’t say it! Don’t
say it, for the love of God! I can’t bear
it " He broke into a terrible sob.

‘Ye’re just the champion fool o’ my
experience,’ said Peebles, as he passed
Richard on his way to the door, to the
frame of which Lord Kilpatrick was
clinging, looking on the scene with haggard
eyes.

‘You cad !’ said Dulcie, flinging the
word at Richard like a missile.

¢ Peebles | Desmond ! What’s all this?’
cried his lordship.

¢ The secret’s out, my lord,’” said Peebles.
¢ The poor lad knows he’s your son.’

Kilpatrick looked with a ghastly face
towards Desmond, who glared back at him
like one turned to stone.

‘Uncle,” cried Dulcie, ¢speak to him.
Tell him it is not true.’

“It s true,’ said Kilpatrick hoarsely.
‘ Desmond, my boy, my son, speak to
me !’
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¢ You I’ said Desmond. ¢You—you are
my father ?’

Lord Kilpatrick tottered into the room
and fell into a chair.

“And my mother,’ said Desmond—* my
mother? What of Aer 2’

¢She died, long years ago,” said his
lordship.

‘Who was she? Speak!” cried Des-
mond—* speak ! I must know !’

¢ She was named Moya Macartney,’ said
Kilpatrick. ¢ She was—she——'

¢ She was not your wife #’ said the boy.
¢ Then I am—I am what he called me !’

¢ Convention !’ cried Kilpatrick—* mere
convention! I acknowledge you as my
son. Who will dare to point at you?
Take witness, all of you !’ he cried, rising
from his seat, ¢ Desmond Macartney is my
son. Those who will receive him and
treat him as such are welcome here.
Those who will not, let them go their
ways.’
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¢ Uncle I’ cried Dulcie, ¢ God bless you !
Desmond ’

¢ Hush, Lady Dulcie !’ cried Desmond.
¢Don’t speak to me now, or my heart
will break. I was too happy to-day,” he
said brokenly; ¢ I might have known that
trouble was to come.’

Kilpatrick made a movement towards
him.

‘Keep back !’ said Desmond. ¢Don’t
come near me! I'm Aer son, not yours.
I'll never eat your bread, or call you
father.’

So saying, he pushed his way past
Pecbles, who sought in vain to restrain
him, and with one wild glance at the
assembled group, rushed from the room
and ran like a death-struck deer from
Kilpatrick Castle.
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CHAPTER V.

LADY DULCIE OFFERS CONSOLATION.

ON Desmond’s departure, Dulcie left the
room, and ran swiftly to her own chamber.
Her hurried ring at the bell was answered
by her maid, Rosie.

¢ Mr. Desmond has left the Castle,” said
Lady Dulcie. ¢He has had a misunder-
standing with his lordship. Follow him,
and tell him not to leave the village till he
sees me. Quick I’

¢ Sure, there’s no hurry,’ said Rosie coolly.

¢But there is ! cried Dulcie. ¢The
poor boy has quarrelled with Lord Kil-
patrick, and vows that he will never
come back.’

81 G



LADY KILPATRICK

< He'll not lave the place without sayin’
farewell to the boys at Widdy Daly’s,’
said Rosie. ¢ There’s a grand dance there
to-night, and the whole counthryside will
be there. TI’ll just go to the shebeen,
and tell the widdy and the boys to kape
on the watch for ’'m, and lave word
that I have a message for him from your
ladyship.’

Rosie’s instinct had not deceived her,
for that night Desmond was found sitting
in the kitchen of the rude hostelry
kept by the Widow Daly, listening
to the strains of Patsey Doolan’s fiddle,
and sombrely watching the dance of boys
and colleens, in which, for the first time
during their long experience of him, he
had declined to take part. Rosie delivered
her message. Desmond heard it with a
half-averted face, which did not hide from
the girl’s keen eyes a flush of pleasure on
his cheek. He pressed her hand grate-
fully, but shook his head with a sad smile.

82



DULCIE OFFERS CONSOLATION

¢ *Tis like her, Rosie—'tis like her. But
that’s all over now. What can she have to
say to a poor devil like me? She’s up
there with the reigning government of
angels, and I'm down here with the
opposition. Well, never mind! The
world’s wide, and there’s room in it some-
where for us all. Don’t stand staring at
me there, Rosie, as if I was a show in a
fair. There’s Larry dying to shake the
rheumatism out of his legs. Play up,
Patsey, you rogue, and put the music into
their heels I

“Ye'll dance yourself, Mr. Desmond '
said Rosie. ¢ I’d be proud to stand out on
the floor wid ye

¢ And, sure,’ said Larry, ‘I wouldn’t be
jealous if ye did ’

¢No, no,” said Desmond. ¢Go and
enjoy yourselves, and leave me to myself.
Play up, play up I’ he shouted wildly, ¢ and
the devil take the hindmost I’

Rosie- and Larry left him with pxtymg
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glances. The dance proceeded, the Squireen
sitting apart and looking on with haggard
cyes at the mirth he had so often
shared.

A sudden cessation of the music and the
measured beat of feet upon the earthen
floor made him look round. Lady Dulcie
stood just within the door.

¢ Lady Dulcie ' Desmond cried in as-
tonishment, and rose and went towards
her. ¢What has brought you here ’

‘I've come to speak to you,” she said.
¢ Desmond, I must speak to you.’

¢ But,’ replied the boy, ¢this is no place
for you.’

< It’s the place where you are,’ said the
girl, with a tender look shining in her eyes,
¢ and that’s enough for me.’

Larry, standing arrested with his arm
about Rosie’s waist, caught the words.

* D’ye hear that ?’ he said to his partner.

¢Clare out, boys,” cried the widow.
¢ There’s the rale stuff in the next room;
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and in a moment, as if by magic, the
whole company melted away,—only Larry
and Rosie lingering at the door.

Widow Daly wiped the seat of a stool
for her guest, and set it for her.

¢Sit ye down, my lady. Ye're kindly
welcome.’

Dulcie sat, looking up in Desmond’s face.

¢ She’s the light of his eyes,” whispered
Rosie to her sweetheart. ¢See how she
looks at him.’

¢*Ah?! said Larry, ‘when will ye be
afther lookin’ at me like that '

‘When your desarts are ayqual to your
impudence!

She curtsied, and drew Larry from the
room after the others. The Widow Daly
followed, dropping an ecstatic curtsey
before she disappeared.

There was a long pause. Desmond sat
looking sadly at the fire.

¢ Desmond !’

‘ Yes, Lady Dulcie.’
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¢ Dulcie to ydu, now and always,’ she
said, taking his hand.

‘Don’t, don’t!’ said the lad. ¢I can’t
bear it. I'd rather you let me drift away
from you like a leaf on the running water.
I can bear all the rest, but not your pity.’

¢ It’s not pity that brings me here,’ said
the warm-hearted girl, with all her heart
in her face. ¢It's something more. I've
come to ask your forgiveness.’

¢ My forgiveness I’ cried Desmond.
¢For what ¥’

‘For all my foolish ways—my thought-
less words. I ought to have known better.
But we were both so young. Well, I was
a child this morning, but secing your
trouble, I feel to-night like an old, old
woman.’

‘Ah! You're still what you always
were, Dulcie, sweet and beautiful. 'Twas
on a sunny summer’s day God made ye,
and ’'twas the brightest bit of work He
ever did I’
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‘Youre not going away, Desmond ¢’
she besought him.

¢I must,’ he answered.

‘I came to ask you for your father’s
sake, for mine, to stay a little while. You
will, Desmond ? For my sake !’ _

‘They’re words to conjure with, Dulcie,’
said Desmond. ¢But sure I can’t. D’ye
know what they’ll all be calling me?
D’ye know what name they’ll soon be
givingme? How can I stay and look you
in the face P

¢Oh, Desmond,” she pleaded, ¢your
father——'

¢ Don’t spake of him !’ cried Desmond.

‘He loves you, Desmond. He'd give
his right hand to put things right. If you
will remain he will acknowledge you as
his son—make you his heir.’

Desmond shook his head.

‘He can’t give me the one thing I
want,” said Desmond proudly and sadly.
¢ He can’t take the blot off my name, the
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‘stain off my mother’s. He can’t turn back
the years and bring her from the grave.’
- “He can make amends,” said Dulcie.
¢« He will.’

<It’s too late for that, too,” answered
Desmond. ¢ Ah, spare me, Dulcie! Don’t
speak of it! Don’t remind me of my
disgrace !’

‘Your disgrace?’ repeated Dulcie.
* Where is the disgrace to you? Where
there is no sin there can be no shame;
and you are innocent. Desmond, there are
others who care for you. There’s one,’
she added softly, ¢ who would give all the
world to see you happy. Don’t make her
miserable by going away.’

‘You mean that? cried the boy. ¢No?
Oh, Dulcie, don’t be too good to me !
Don’t let me think you care for me !’

*Why not, when I do care for you ?’
returned the girl. “And I do, I do!? She
took his hand and rose from her seat. ¢I
think you’re very ungrateful.’
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‘Ungrateful | To you I’

‘Yes. You think me a child still, a
doll, with no heart, or head, or will of
my own. Ah! you don’t know me. If
you were to say, now, ‘“Dulcie, I want
you,” I'd follow you to the end of the
world.’

¢ Dulcie!’ He stretched his arms
towards her, but fell back and let them
drop at his sides again. ‘I daren’t! I
mustn't! There’s a great black river run-
ning between you and me.’

Dulcie laughed with the old dashing
spirit, so alien to his own.

* Then show your pluck. Strip off your
coat, plunge in, and swim across the river!
I'll help you up the bank when you reach
the other side.’

¢Oh, Dulcie! my darling ' Desmond
caught her in his arms with a sudden gust
of passion, and strained her to his breast.

¢ Dulce, dulce domum !’ she said with
another laugh, though her own eyes were
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brimming. ¢You may &iss me if you
like,’ she added with ineffable drollness.
Choking with tears, he pressed his lips to
her face. “That's a dreadfully damp kiss.
Sure, you've swallowed the river. . . . No,
you shan’t go. I've got you, and I mean
to keep you.’

* You—you love me, Dulcie ¥’ said Des-
mond, breathless with wonder and delight.

¢ A wee little bit,’ said Dulcie; ¢ just the
least little bit in the world. Now, just sit
down like a good sensible boy and listen
to me. No more nonsense, if you please,
about ‘“shame” and ¢ disgrace.” Our
parents don’t consult us as to the how and
the where of our being born, and I don’t
see why we should trouble our heads about
them! A boy’s a boy, and a girl’s a girl,
and this boy and girl quite understand
each other. Don't we ?’ she asked, nest-
ling up to him. ¢Inever knew you to be so
backward before, Desmond! That river has
washed all the old impudence out of you.’
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Her raillery could not altogether con-
quer Desmond’s gloom.

‘It can’t be, Dulcie. You're only
opening the door to a fool’s paradise for
me. I've lived in one long enough. 'Tis
time I came out and looked at the world
as it is. It can never be. It's madness to
think of it. Even if it were different,
even if the trouble had never fallen on me,
I could never have hoped to win you.
You're a lady. I'm only the Squireen.’

‘You've grown mighty humble all of
a sudden,’ said Dulcie. ¢ You weren’t like
this only this afternoon. After I'd waded
with you across the pool, you had the im-
pudence to kiss my shoes.’

“Sure I did,’ replied Desmond. ¢And
I’'m ready now to kiss your feet.’

“That’s better, said Dulcie, nestling
nearer yet. °That's more like the old
Desmond. But a boy of taste would look
a little higher. The mouth’s prettier, and
more “ convanient,” as youd call it
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Ah ! she continued, with a sudden gush of
tenderness, ‘don’t think me too bold!
don’t think me an outrageous little flirt !
It wasn't till I felt your trouble that I
knew my own heart, and learned that I
loved you so much.’ She broke into a
sudden sob. ¢Tell me you're not miser-
able any more !’

¢ Miserable!” cried Desmond, almost
sobbing too; ¢ I'm the most miserable and
the happiest man in Ireland. But, oh,
Dulcie, darling, I've sworn ’

‘But you mustn’t !’ said Dulcie, laying
her fingers on his lips. ¢ My sweetheart
mustn’t swear.’

‘I mean, Dulcie, that while this shadow
is over me I can never hold my head
up again. I must leave this place.
I've neither land nor title, father nor
mother !

‘I don’t want your land or your title,’
interrupted Dulcie, ¢ nor your father and
mother. 1 want you, and I’ve got you,
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and I shall keep you. Try to get away if
you dare! You can’t!’

- A sound behind them made them both
start, and, turning quickly, Desmond be-
held Peebles standing in the doorway.
He turned away to brush the tears from
his eyes, but Dulcic hailed the intruder
with delight.

¢ Come in, Mr. Peebles,’ she cried, ¢and
talk to this stubborn boy. He won’t
listen to me a bit.’ _

“Is that so?’ said Peebles dryly, scratch-
ing at the scrap of gray whisker which.
decorated his cheek. ¢ I thought jest noo
he seemed very attentive to your discourse!
Desmond, laddie,” he continued, ¢ my lord
has sent me after you. Noo, noo, ye’ll
just hear me deliver my message. He’s
oot of his mind, almost, clean daft, and
neither pancreatic emulsion nor leever pills
will hae much power to help him through
in this trouble, I'm thinking.’

¢Tell Lord Kilpatrick from me,’ said
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Desmond, when he could trust his voice,
¢ that I've nothing more to say to him.’

¢ Hoot, lad !’ said Peebles. ¢ Blood’s
thicker than water. Ye can’t shake off
the ties of relationship in that fashion, and
cast awa’ your father like an old glove.
For, after all, ye ken, he is your father.’

¢ No! said Desmond. ¢He’s no father
of mine.’

*Then he himself is sairly mista’en,’
quoth the old servitor. ¢ He’s been leevin’
for years under that impression !’

‘The man who broke my mother’s heart
is neither kith nor kin to me! Dulcie,
good-bye! God bless you for all your
goodness. You must try to forget me.’

¢ Oh, Desmond !’ cried the girl, ¢you
can’t leave us; you can’t, dear. Stay!
Stay for my sake, I implore you I’

“To be pointed at by everyone as the
wretched thing I am. To know that my
mother’s name is a byword, and I myself
am an outcast. You don’t know what it is
you ask me. 'Tis more than I can do.’
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¢ For my sake, Desmond !’

‘I can’t,’ cried the poor, proud boy; ‘I
can’t, even for your sake.’

«And where are ye going? asked
Peebles. ¢ Eh, Desmond, lad, what will
ye do?’

‘Do! Hide myself at any rate from
those that have known me. The world’s
wide, old friend ; don’t fear for me!

And he made a movement to the door.

¢Stop !’ cried Peebles. ¢Since ye wi//
gang, listen to a word I hae to say to you.
Never think shame o’ the mother that
bore ye, Desmond. I kenned her, lad ; I
kenned her weel. She was a brave
woman, as true and honest as she was
loving, and ’twas for your sake that she
took the weary road o’ death.’

Desmond broke into sobs again, and the
old man, seeing him thus softened, went
on:

 There’s jest one thing ye’ll promise
me, lad. Before ye gang awa’, see me
once more, and maybe I can help.ye yet.
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*I’ll promise you that,” said Desmond,
“if you'll give me a promise in return.
You'll tell me all about my mother #’

¢ Ay, lad, I'll tell ye all I ken. There’s
no word o’ shame for /er in all the story,
whatever shame there may be for others.’

¢All I think of now,” continued Des-
mond, ‘is the thought of the grief I
brought her.’

‘Ne’er believe it, lad,’ cried the old
man ; ‘ne'er believe it. Ye brought her
comfort and hope.” He wiped his eyes.
¢ Many’s the time I've grat o'er your
cradle, and noo, old fool that I am, I'm
greeting again. Bide a bit, lad; God may
help us yet! There, there!” he continued,
as the impulsive young fellow threw his
arms about him, ¢ ye’ll not be for hugging
old Peebles. Tak’ the little lass in your
arms, and gie /er one more kiss for luck I

¢ Desmond !" cried Dulcie, stretching her
arms to him.

* My conscience " said Peebles, as the
lovers embraced, ¢if I'd your youth, and
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siccan a mouth to kiss, I wadna care if the
Deil himsel’ was my progenitor I

¢ Good-bye, "'my darling!” sobbed Des-
mond. ‘Good-bye, and God Almighty
blessye ! I mustgo. Good-bye, good-bye !’

He tore himself from her arms, and ran
out of the house. Dulcie sank back upon
a bench, and her tears ran unrestrainedly.

¢Tak’ heart, Lady Dulcie, tak’ heart,’
said the good old man, patting her shoulder
with one hand, as he wiped his own eyes
with the other. ¢It’s a sair trouble, but
we'll maybe reconcile them yet.’

¢ Oh, Mr. Peebles !’ sobbed the girl. “I
love him !

¢ Any fool could see that,’ said the old
man, with a chuckle which was half a sob.
‘I love him, too, the rascal! Ye must
hasten home, Lady Dulcie. My lord
needs watching, and ’tis weel ye should be
with him, for the boy’s sake.’

Dulcie dried her tears, and called Rosie,
who answered the summons at once.
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‘ You'll take care of him {’ she said to
Peebles. ¢ You’ll see that he comes to no
harm ¥

¢Trust me for that,’ said Peebles.
¢ There, there, my bonny doo, tak’ com-
fort. He'll be yours yet.’

* Oh, how good you are!’ cried Dulcie.
She threw her arms about his neck, and
kissed him on either cheek with right
goodwill. ¢That’s for Desmond’s sake.
Mind, I trust in you.’

Left alone, Peebles stood for some
moments in a cataleptic condition, till he
recovered his senses, and refreshed his
brain with a liberal pinch of snuff from
his waistcoat pocket.

¢ Peebles, ye old villain I’ he said to
himself, ¢ what’s gone wi’ your morality,
lettin’ the lassies kiss you at your age!
Aweel ! a kiss like that from a pure lass is
better than a bad man’s blessing. Never
fear, Lady Dulcie, nae mischief shall befall
Desmond Macartney if I can save him.’
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CHAPTER VI.

THE MEETING IN THE GRAVEYARD.

THAT same night a cold round moon was
shining on the old graveyard where the
people of Kilpatrick had for many genera-
tions buried their dead—a place of green
and grassy graves, with here and there a
simple cross of stone or wood. It was a
lonely place, a lonely hour, and with the
rising moon came a chilly night wind,
stealing from grave to grave, and lifting
the grass upon them as a cold hand might
lift the hair of human heads.

The silence of the spot was broken by
the sound of a slow but firm footstep
approaching along the quiet by-road that
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led to the village. A tall woman, with
a shawl about her head, and clad in a
material so dark as to pass for black in
the moonlight, entered the graveyard, and
stood looking towards the distant sea.
She looked long and earnestly before she
spoke.

“It’s the time I named,” she murmured
in a deep, inward-sounding voice. ¢ Will
he come, I wonder? Maybe he’ll think
it's an idle message, and never guess who
sent it, for he thinks me dead and gone
long years ago. I must speak with him,
and hear tidings of my boy. Oh, saints
in heaven, that know the achings of a
mother's heart, ye've given me strength to
bear my trouble all these years—give me
strength now, and pity the wakeness that
brought me here, maybe to get a glimpse
of my darling son !

She leaned against a ragged, wind-blown
tree, witht her forehead supported on her
arm; then, slipping to the ground, bent
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her head in prayer—an appeal of which only
an occasional word could have been heard
by any chance listener, though the fervour
of her supplication shook her whole body
with a passionate tremor. She was so
lost for the moment to all sense of her
surroundings that a loud and cheerful
whistle, coming along the path she had
herself travelled but a few minutes pre-
vious, fell unheeded on her ear, and the
gravedigger, returning for his pick and
shovel, was close upon her before she
recognised his presence.

She rose with a start, and the sudden-
ness of her apparition made the intruder’s
music stop with a ludicrous suddenness.

¢Musha!” he cried. ¢What’s that at
all? ’Tis a woman! Bedad, I took ye
for a ghost I’

*I’m flesh and blood, like yourself,” she
answered.

‘But why were ye kneeling there ?’ he
asked, still fearfully.
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‘I was only saying a prayer,” she
answered.

¢ A mighty lonesome place to say your
prayers in,’ said the gravedigger, crossing
himself. ¢Unless,’ he added as an after-
thought, and more gently, ¢ye’ve any kith
or kin lying here.’

*No, said the woman; ‘I am a stranger.’

¢ Well, good luck t’ ye, whoever y’ are,’
said the gravedigger. TI'll just get the pick
and the spade, and lave ye to your devo-
tions” He jumped into an open grave at
a little distance. “I can finish this in the
morning,’ he added to himself. ¢ Another
two feet ’ll do it.’

¢ Who's to be buried there? she asked,
as he clambered out with his tools in his
hand.

¢A poor colleen that kilt herself for
love. Leastways, she drowned herself, but
wint out of her mind first, to make sure of
Christian burial. Are ye livin’ hereabouts,
my woman ?’
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‘Yes,’ she answered. ¢I've a lodging
down at the old mill.’

‘Musha !’ said the gravedigger, ¢ that’s
a lonesome place.’

¢The more fit, maybe,” she answered,
¢ for a lonesome woman.’

¢ Will ye be going now ' asked the man,
looking at her with some anxiety.

¢ Presently,’ she answered. ¢Sure, I'm
doing no harm.’

¢ Sorra the bit, he said; ¢but I'm
thinking that there’s not many women—
nor men ayther, for that matter—who'd
care to walk this graveyard at night, when
the fairies walk it. Well, tastes differ, and
so good luck ¢’ ye.’

“And good luck to you I the woman
answered.

The man shouldered his tools and went
off, resuming his interrupted whistle. The
woman looked anxiously down the road.

¢ It’s past the time I named,’ she said to
herself, ‘and no sign of him yet.’
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She walked to the low wall which
separated the graveyard from the road, and
stood there, watching so keenly that the
sound of a footstep approaching from the
opposite side of the churchyard failed to
wake her attention. The unseen wayfarer,
who was no other than Mr. Feagus, re-
turning homewards after a wettish evening
with a client beyond the village, caught
sight of her tall, gaunt figure clearly out-
lined against the pale flood of moonlight
which deluged the sky.

¢ Who’s that, now ?’ he asked himself,
with a start,—¢a woman, or a taisch ?—a
Christian soul, or an ugly spirit ? Wake
my soul to glory! I’'m sorry I took this
road, for it'’s lonesome for a lawyer with
long arrears of conscience to make up;
and, faith, here’s another of ’em coming
the way I came myself. No, ’tis a man
this time, a living man, bless the saints !
I'll step along with him for company.
Am I drunk or dreamin’? ’Tis that old
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omadhaun, Peebles the steward! ’Tis
mighty queer! What can bring a quiet
man like that down here at night-toime ?
If it’s an assignation with that female ?
The old rascal! I'll keep out of his way,
and watch what he’s after.’

He slid cautiously over the wall, and
established himself in the decpest shadow,
just as Peebles’ lean figure emerged into
clear moonlight.

The old man paused at the wicket-
gate.

‘]I saw someone here—I'd swear till it,
and noo there’s nae sign of any living thing.
Lord save us! it’s a gruesome place. Well,
gruesome or no gruesome, I'll ¢’en see it
through. She’s there!” he exclaimed,
catching sight of the woman’s figure.
¢Ahem ! Was't ymi, lass, that sent the
message to Mr. Peebles 2’

The woman turned eagerly.

¢ Yes, sir I’ she cried. I sent for you!

*Good e’en t' ye, whoever ye are,’ said
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Peebles. ¢I’'m here at your service, though
I ken little enough what it is ye want o’
me. 'Twas of Moya Macartney ye wanted
to speak—the puir lassie that died lang
syne ?’

¢Of Moya Macartney, sure enough,’
answered the woman. ¢But she never
died, sir. She’s alive this day, and nearer
than ye think !’

¢Lord save us!” exclaimed Peebles.
‘You say she’s living ! Moya Macartney
living ?’

The woman turned her face to the moon-
light, and let her shawl, which had hidden
it, fall back upon her shoulders. The old
man stepped nearer, peering on her with a
look of mingled expectation, incredulity,
and superstitious horror. The face was
white, thin, and wrinkled, but he recog-
nised it in a moment; and as the great
black eyes dwelt on Peebles’ face, the thin
lips murmured a name which struck on
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his astonished ears like a veritable echo
from the grave.

¢ Moya !’ he cried. ¢ Moya Macartney !
No! Itcan’tbe!

‘It is, sir,’ said Moya. ‘I’'m Moya
Macartney. OIld and gray now, Mr.
Peebles, but the same colleen ye knew
once in Kenmare.’

The hidden listener raised his head
cautiously.

¢ Saints preserve us !’ he muttered, and
taking advantage of Peebles’ wonder and
consternation, crept nearer to him and his
companion.

¢ Meeracle of meeracles!” cried the old
man. He extended a trembling hand, and
took that which Moya held out in answer.
It was as real as, and warmer and steadier
than, his own. ¢Ay! ye’re flesh and
blood ; but—what does it mean ?’ .

‘Sure, it’s a long story,’ said Moya ;
“but I’ll tell it ye in as few words as I can.
When I left my child and went away
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broken-hearted, I little thought to live
another day; but my courage failed me,
and I feared to face my Maker before my
time. I lived on, unknown and far away.
But I heard news from time to time of my
son. I knew that he was growing up
happy, and ignorant, thank God, of his
mother’s shame.’

¢ Puir lass |’ said Peebles. ¢Puir lass !
And it’s been for his own sake that ye’ve
held aloof from him all these years—never
shown your face or spoke a word I’

¢ Sure, why should I? ’'Twas enough
for me to think that maybe, when he
thought that I was dead, my lord’s heart
might be turned to the poor friendless boy,
and that he might crape into his father’s
heart and earn his love. I said to myself a
thousand times, *“ God bless him ! I’ll
never disgrace him. He shall never learn
that his mother’s still living on this weary
earth.””’

‘But ye've come at last, Moya,” said
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Pecbles, wiping his eyes; ¢ ye’ve come at
last to——'

“Only to hear of his happiness—only,
maybe, to get one glimpse of his face. Oh,
sir, if I could do that same, I’d die happy,
for the heaviness of years is on me, and I've
not long to live. Speak to me! Tell me
of him! Is he well and happy ?’

‘Weel I’ repeated Peebles. ¢ Ay, he’s
weel enough. Happy? Ay, he’s as happy
as most folk, for it’s a wearyin’ world.” He
paused, looking pityingly at Moya, and
tien resumed in a hesitating manner: ‘I've
news for ye that I fear will not be over
welcome to ye. 'Twas only yesterday he
learned the truth. He found oot that
Lord Kilpatrick was his father, and with
that, poor lad, he shook the dust from
his feet and fled away from his father’s
house.’

My God!" cried Moya. ¢But who
tould him? Not you, sure ?’

¢1? cried Peebles—* I, that hae guarded
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the secret these eighteen years,and burdened
my conscience with endless lees for the poor
lad’s sake and yours! No,no, Moya. He
was taunted wi’ his birth by a wicked
whelp—his cousin, Richard Conseltine’s
son, and a’ came oot.’

¢ And then ?’ cried Moya.

‘ My lord begged him to stay, offered to
make him his lawful heir, but he refused
the siller and cursed his father in his
mother’s name. Ah, don’t greet, woman,
or I'll be greeting too. Your name’s
deepest in the lad’s heart, and first upon
his lips.’

¢God bless him !’ sobbed the heartbroken
mother. ¢But what shall I do? What
shall I do ¢’

¢ Let me take ye to him,’ said Peebles.
¢ Eh, lass, but the boy’s heart will leap for
joy to know ye’re alive.’

*No! said Moya, shrinking back. ¢No,
no! Let things be as they are. 'It’s betther,
far betther, that he should think me dead.
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Alive, I shall only shame him more. Just
let me see him, let me look into his eyes
and hear his voice—'tis all I ask of the
blessed saints, and I'll go back to where I
came from and never trouble him again.’

At that moment, as if in answer to the
impassioned prayer of that lonely heart, a
voice rose at a hundred yards’ distance.
Peebles started at the sound :

¢ Tho’ I lave thee for ever, my darling, and go,
Thine image shall haunt me in sunshine and
snow ;
Like the light of a star shining over the foam,
Thy face shall go with me wherever I roam.’

‘Lord save us! cried Peebles. ¢’Tis
himself.’

‘Whot' cried Moya wildly. ¢Des-
mond? My son?’

“‘Ay! your son Desmond. Wheest,
woman! He’s coming this way.’

‘ Though waves roll between us, sweet star of my
love,
Thy voice calls unto me——'
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Desmond’s voice rose again as he spoke,
nearer and more distinct.

¢ Mr. Peebles!” he cried, pausing in his
song to scrutinize his old friend’s figure in
the moonlight. “It's late for you to be
out here among the graves. Who's that
with ye '

Pecbles hesitated. Moya touched him
lightly on the arm.

“It’s just a poor peasant body. She’s
strange to these parts, and was asking the
way.'

Moya had gathered her shawl about her
face again, and a sob broke from her.

¢ Sure she’s in trouble,” Desmond added
pityingly.

‘Yes, sir,” said Moya, conquering herself,
‘I'm in bitter trouble. And by the same
token there’s trouble in your heart too.’

‘In mine?’ said Desmond, forcing a
laugh, not very successfully.

‘Ye favour one I used to know, said
Moya. ¢Will ye tell me your name, sir ¢’
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‘ My name ?’ said Desmond hesitatingly.
‘Well, why not? My name’s Desmond
Macartney.’

‘ Desmond Macartney ! the woman re-
peated. “I'll not forget it. Sure I'd once
a boy of me own, as swate to look upon as
yourself. It’s proud your mother should
be of such a son.’

‘My mother is dead,’ said Desmond.
¢She died long ago—when I was but a
child. Good-night t' ye, and God help ye
through your trouble.’

“Where are you going, Desmond?’ asked
Peebles.

‘To the farm yonder; they’ll put me
up for the night.’

¢ Wait for me there to-morrow. I must
see you.’ '

‘I’ll wait,” said Desmond. He looked
again at Moya, who was crying unre-
strainedly. “Poor soul! he said. ¢She
seems to have a heavy grief.’
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«She has,’ said Peebles. ¢She’s lost all
the folk she loves.’

¢Like me,’ sighed Desmond. ¢Well,
well! “Though I lave thee for ever,”’ he
began singing again as he turned away, till
interrupted by the stranger’s voice.

¢ Sir—Mr. Desmond !’ cried the woman
suddenly, ¢ they say that the blessing o’ one
broken heart may help to heal the trouble
of another. Will ye bend down in this
holy place and take a poor creature’s bless-
ing ¥’

‘Sure,’ said Desmond, ¢it's only one
blessing in the whole world that I seek,
and that I can never have—the blessing of
"~ my own dead mother.’

¢ Maybe it might come through me!
I’'m a mother, too !’

¢ Humour her, laddie,’ said Peebles
gently. <Humour her. Her sorrow’s
great.’

Desmond took off his cap and knelt
with bent head. It seemed long before
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the voice broke the solemn stillness, but
when at last it was audible, it was strangely
firm. -

¢ May the Lord watch over ye, now and
for ever ! May the mouth of the mother
that bore ye spake through me, and bring
ye happiness, health, and peace. May
your days be long in the land, till you’re
old and gray like me. But, oh, may ye
never know my trouble or lose what I have
lost. Amen! Amen?!

‘And may God bless you /!’ said Desmond,
rising, deeply touched by the solemn words
and the deep rich voice which had spoken
them.

“And now,’ said Moya, ‘will ye let a
poor crathure kiss your forehead, for the
sake of her own son that she’ll never see
again” She took his head between her
hands and pressed her lips to his brow in a
long embrace. ¢The Lord be with you,
Desmond Macartney.’

With no other word, she turned and
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left the graveyard, Peebles following her
after a hasty reminder to Desmond of their
engagement for the morrow.

It was not till some minutes later, when
Desmond’s voice rose again on the air at a
considerable distance, and the figures of
Moya and Pecbles had disappeared, that
Feagus rose to his feet.

¢ Monomondiaoul ' he said softly to
himself. ¢ Moya Macartney alive! And
what will me lord and Mr. Conseltine say
to that, I wonder '

116



CHAPTER VII.

BLAKE, OF BLAKE'S HALL.

Lapy Durcie, wending her way back
from the shebeen to the Castle under the
escort of Rosie and the faithful Larry,
dried her tears resolutely, and did her best
—no hard task at sweet eighteen, with love
as an ally—to look on the bright side of
things. Desmond would never leave her
for long, of that she felt assured. He
might go out into the world to seek his
fortune, and, of course, one so brave,
generous, handsome, and altogether admir-
able, could hardly fail to find it; but his
success or failure would never, she told
herself, make any difference to her. The
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day was not far off when she would be her
own mistress, and then no spite of accident
or design should hold her from her lover’s
arms.

As she and her companions came upon
the confines of the Castle grounds two
dusky figures approached them, and she
made out by the faint light of the rising
moon that they were Mr. Conseltine and
his son Richard. They saluted her silently,
to her great relief, and she passed by.

- <She’s been to meet that blackguard
bastard, I suppose, muttered Richard
between his teeth., ¢ Damn him !’

‘With all my heart !’ responded his
senior. ¢Damn him, by all means! Your
blunder of the morning has turned out
better than I had dared to hope; but it
was a blunder all the same.’

¢ It might have been,’ returned Richard ;
‘ but, so far, it has answered. We've got
the brute out of the house, and it won’t be
my fault if he gets in again.’
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“*Twas too bold a stroke, lad,” said
Conseltine. ¢ You show your cards too
openly—you play too boldly. If the
proud-stomached young ass had only had a
little common-sense, he might have con-
solidated his position with your uncle.
Henry was in the mood to do anything, to
commit any folly, after you insulted the
boy.’

‘I couldn’t help it,’ returned Richard.
‘I hate the cad to such an extent that I'd
have shouted his shame in his face if it
had cost me every penny I have and every
penny I expect from Kilpatrick.’

‘You're a fool,’ said his father, smoothly
as ever. It required a good deal to shake
the elder Conseltine from his calm
cynicism. ¢And if you think the game’s
won just because you’ve insulted the
Squireen and got him out of the Castle for
a single day, you’re a bigger fool than I
ever thought you—and that’s not saying a’
little. The game’s only begun. Henry’s
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fond of the brat—absence will make him
fonder still. It’s quite on the cards that
he may leave every stick and stone of his
property to him and strand you with the
barren title. Keep out of his way. He
never liked you, and now he likes you less
than ever. Leave him to me. Leave
Dulcie alone, too. Don’t be trying to
excuse yourself, or trying to make love to
her; you’ll only make bad a deal worse.
Who's that in front of us ?—your eyes are
younger than mine.’

¢ It'’s that drunken scoundrel Blake.’

¢ Blake!” repeated Conseltine, and fell
into a slower step. ¢ Well, ’tis lucky,
on the whole. ’Tis as well he should
know.’

¢ Know what ?’ asked Richard.

¢ Know all there is to be known about
this business of the Squireen,” answered
the elder.

¢ What affair is it of his ?’

¢ That you'll not learn from me,’ re-
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sponded his father: ‘not yet, at least.
If it’s ever necessary you should know, I’ll
tell you. Meanwhile, keep a still tongue
and an open eye. It’s to the shebeen he’s
going—we’ll follow him.’

They were close behind Blake’s heels
by the time he had reached the door of
the alehouse. He lurched round and faced
them,

¢ The divil and his imp,” he remarked,
as a polite salutation, and stumbled across
the threshold with no further greeting
than a drunken laugh.

Peebles was in the kitchen, finishing
a drink of whisky, and chatting with the
widow.

‘Hullo! my king o’ Scots,” hiccuped
Blake. ¢ You here? Drinkin’, too!
Ye've taken to decent habits in your old
age. Here! you’ll have another drink
with me.’

¢ Indeed but I'll no’,’ replied the senten-
tious old Scot.
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‘You won’'t! You won’t drink ?’

¢ Yes, with my friends,’ returned Peebles;
¢ but I see none o’ them Aere.’

He set his glass upon the table, nodded
to the widow, and went out to keep his
already recorded interview with Moya in
the churchyard.

Blake laughed with drunken good
humour.

“'Tis a brave boy, old Peebles! He
doesn’t trust me, but, after all, 'tis a ques-
tion of taste, and no gentleman quarrels on
such a ground. Bedad, I'm dry’ He
searched his pockets, and found them
empty. ¢ Here, you spalpeen,” he con-
tinued, accosting Richard, ¢pay for a
drink for me. Sure, ’twill be a luxury
for you, and one you don’t often enjoy.’

¢ Bring some whisky, if you please, Mrs.
Daly,’ said Conseltine smoothly, before
Richard could muster his heavy wits to
retort. Sit down, Blake, and listen to me.
Are ye sober enough to talk business ¥’
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‘I'm as sober as I need be,’ responded
Blake ; ¢ and more sober than I want to be,
at this hour o’ the night.’

¢ That's easily cured,’ said Conseltine
dryly, handing him a charged tumbler;
¢ but don’t go too fast—this is business.’

¢ Discoorse,’ said Blake, tossing off the
spirit, ¢ and I'll listen.’

The widow still lingered about the
room, making pretence of trifling with
some houschold task. Conseltine with a
smooth voice bade her leave them to them-
selves, and she obeyed, after which he rose,
and for greater security closed the door
leading to the road.

‘Ye're mighty mysterious,’ said Blake.
¢ What is it, at all ¥

¢ Have you heard what happened at the
Castle this morning " asked Conseltine,
leaning across the rude table at which the
two were seated, and speaking in a
whisper.

¢ How the divil should I ?" asked Blake.
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¢ I've not been out of bed an hour, and I'd
be there still, but the whisky gave out,
and I kem here to wet my whistle.’

“’Tis better ye should hear it from me
than from another,’ said Conseltine, in
the same tone of extreme caution. ‘My
son here made a fool of himself this
morning.’

* Did he, now ?’ returned Blake, with a
laugh. ¢Sure his Creator did that for
him twenty years ago.’

‘He had a row with the Squireen,
young Desmond Macartney, and let out
what he knew about his birth.’

“*Tis the first time I knew that he knew
anything about it,’ said Blake. ¢ Was it
you that trusted him with such a secret ¥’

‘Never mind how he came to know,’
returned Conseltine. ¢ He learned the
secret. Desmond provoked him, and he
blurted it out before everybody—Lady
Dulcie, my brother, Peebles and all.’

¢ And he’s here to tell the tale?’ said
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Blake, with an air of drunken surprise.
‘Bedad, I’'m a good man with my fists,
but ’tis not I that would like to tell the
Squireen that story.’

¢Listen ! Listen !” said Conseltine, beat-
ing the tops of his fingers on the table
a little impatiently.

‘D’ye mean to sit there, Dick Consel-
tine,’ said Blake, “an’ tell me that that rip
of a son o’ yours told the Squireen all that,
and there was no fight ¥’

‘Devil a bit of a fight,) answered
Conseltine. ¢ The boy was knocked clean
out of time by the information. Well,
when he came to, his lordship told
him he’d acknowledge him before the
world.’

‘His lordship’s a gentleman I’ cried
Blake. ¢By the Lord, he is! If only he
could hold a dacent skinful o’ liquor, he'd
be the finest gentleman in Ireland, bar
none. And what did the Squireen say ’

¢ He cursed the father that begot him,’
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returned Conseltine. ¢ He shook the dust
of the house off his feet, and swore he'd
never cross the threshold again !’

“Then the boy’s like his father—a
gentleman I’ cried Blake, with a drunken
cheer. ¢ Here’s to him, with three times
three and all the honours! And what did
the old man say to that ¥’

¢ It has made him seriously ill,’ answered
Conseltine. ¢He has passed the day in
bed, and has refused himself to every-
body except Peebles. Now, Blake,” he
leaned further across the table, and fixed
his keen eyes on the face of the drunken
squire, ¢ the time has come for a definite
understanding between us.’

Well ?’ asked Blake. He made an
obvious and partially successful attempt to
sober himself. ¢ Give me that jug o’
water.” It was passed to him, and he
drained it—to the great apparent refresh-
ment and steadying of his wits. ‘A man
has need of all his brains, Dick Conseltine,
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when ye speak in that tone of voice. Out
with it—what hell-broth are ye brewing
now ¢’

¢ There’s no new development yet,’ an-
swered Conseltine, with a smile, ¢ though
something may occur at any moment with
Henry in his present condition. But I
want to know definitely, yes or no, are you
for us or against us ¥’

¢ That just depends on how ye treat me,’
muttered Blake. I don’t know whether
it is that I'm getting old, or whether the
whisky is playing false with my nerves—
which is what I'd call my conscience, if
I was one o’ the pious sort—or what it is,
but I—I fluctuate! Sometimes—it’s gener-
ally in the morning, when I wake—I feel
penitent : I feel that I'd like to go over to
the enemy and clear my breast o’ the load
I've borne this eighteen years and more.
What are ye doin’?’ he asked angrily, as
Conseltine trod heavily on his foot beneath
the table. ¢Oh, the cub! Sure I said

127



LADY KILPATRICK

nothin’ that he has the brains to under-
stand. Yes, Mr. Richard Conseltine,
that’s how I feel at times, and it comes
over me generally in the mornin’, when the
whisky’s out and my pockets are empty.
And, by thunder, if I did! if I did tell all
I know—Holy Moses ! what a racket it
would make up at the Castle, and all Ire-
land over. Faith, I'd live in history!
"Twould be what the play-actors call a
fine situation! And let me tell ye, there’s
them as ’d make it worth me while to do
it!’

¢You drunken hog! murmured Con-
seltine under his breath; adding aloud,
¢ You won’t do that, Blake !’

‘Won't I? returned Blake. ¢ Faith,
you're surer about it than I am?!’

‘No,’ said Conseltine, ¢ you won’t do it.
I can make it better worth your while to
keep silent.’

¢ Then why the.divil don’t ye?’ asked
Blake. ¢ You're very fond o’ talking about
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your gratitude, and you hold out fine
promises, but what do ye 4o 2’

‘It seems to me,” returned the other,
¢ that I've done a good deal.’

¢ And it seems to me,’ exclaimed Blake,
banging the table to emphasize the personal
pronoun, ¢that ye do damn’d little. I tell
ye, Dick Conseltine, it’s not for nothing
that I’m going to suffer the torments of
an aching conscience!’

‘Your aching conscience,” said Con-
seltine, with a scarcely perceptible sneer,
‘ has been fairly well salved so far. Is it
money that you want ¥’

¢ Bedad it is, then !’ cried the other. ¢I
haven’t the price of a glass in the wide
world.’

¢ Well,’ said his fellow conspirator, ¢ I’'m
willing to do what I can, in reason.’

‘In reason! repeated Blake. *Your
notions of what’s reasonable and mine may
not agree. Look here, now, what d’ye say
to two hundred pounds ¥’
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‘Two hundred pounds! cried Con-
seltine, with well-acted amazement. ¢Oh,
come, come, Blake!

‘Come, come!l echoed Blake. ¢’Tis
you that has to come—I’ve gone far
enough along the road to hell; I'll go no
farther unless I'm paid for it. I want two
hundred pounds to-morrow, and I'll have
it, or know the reason why !’

¢I can’t do it, Blake,’ cried Conseltine.

‘Very well, then,” said Blake, his
lordship can, and I'll not only get two
hundred, but ease my aching conscience at
the same time.’

‘I think you’re hard,’ said Conseltine.
¢ Come, Blake; our interests stand or
fall together. Look at the affair all round,
pro and con. You might get that two
hundred from Henry, but ‘twould be all
you'd get. Now, serve my interest, and
Dick’s here, and you’re safe for life.
Have I ever refused you money when you
asked for it ¥
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¢ That’s all right,’ said Blake; ¢don’t
refuse me now !’

‘Well, groaned Conseltine, if you
must have it you must.’

¢ Bedad I must,’ returned the other, with
a nod full of meaning. ¢Is it a bargain ¥’

‘Yes, it’s a bargain.’

¢ To-morrow, mind.’

¢ Yes, to-morrow.’

Good! Then I’ll drug my conscience
and accept the solatium. And now I'm
goin’ home.’

‘Very well,” said Conseltine;  I'll see
you to-morrow.’

<All right!" retorted Blake, with a
disfavouring eye on Richard. ¢ Don’t bring
the cub with you. I can stand the old
sinner, but not the young one.’

He reeled from the room, and Con-
seltine’s glance, as it followed him, was
full of a dark and concentrated loathing.

¢ The insolent scoundrel I' said Richard,
when he was out of hearing. ¢ Why do
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you stand him? What is his hold over
you ¥

‘I hope youll never need to know,’
returned his father, draining his glass.
¢Damn him! I wish he was in the

grave.’
‘He’s going there as fast as drink can

take him,” said Richard.
‘] feel inclined sometimes, said his
amiable parent, ‘to give him a lift on the

journey.’
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CHAPTER VIIIL

MOYA MACARTNEY.

PEEBLEs, returning home to the Castle
after his midnight interview with Moya
Macartney in the churchyard, passed a
sleepless and troubled night, revolving in
his mind all the events of the sad history
in which the unfortunate woman had
played so strange a part, and canvassing all
that her mysterious and unexpected return
to life might mean to herself and others.
More than once he determined to dis-
regard Moya’s strenuous injunction to
silence, and at once break to Lord
Kilpatrick the news of her existence,
and of her presence in the district ;
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but again and again the memory of the
solemn promise of secrecy he had given,
and the thought that so sudden and heavy
a shock might be fatal to one of his
lordship’s age and feeble health, dissipated
that intention.

‘Eh " he murmured to himself as he
tossed and tumbled in vain effort to
discover a way out of the labyrinth of
difficulties the business presented, ‘it’s a
troublous affair. T'd like to do justice,
if I could see my way clear to the doing
o't. [I’d like fine to bowl out that smug-
faced hypocrite Conseltine, and that lump
o’ malignity his son. 'Twould be the
grandest day’s work I ever did. But I
promised, like an old fool, and I must
keep my promise, and just await the
decrees o’ Providence.’

He rose long before his usual hour,
early as that was, and went out into the
fresh breeze of early morning. Dawn was
faintly glimmering on the mountain-tops,
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and the dew was heavy on the grasses of
the lJawn. He looked up at the light
which shone faintly in his master’s
window.

“*Twill be but a poor night’s rest he’s
had, I'm thinkin’, poor old heathen, found
out by his sin at last. Eh, but the lad’s
curses will lie heavy on his heart! Mine’s
wae for him, and for the callant I've seen
grow up from a bairn, and for the lonely
woman out yonder.’

A sudden idea struck him ; he drew out
his watch and consulted it eagerly.

¢ Near hand to four o’clock,’ he mur-
mured. ¢ The mill’s but four miles awa’.
I can do it in an hour, and anither hour to
come back. I'll gang and see Moya, and
persuade her to hear reason.’

He took his hat and stick, and set out
at the briskest pace he could attain towards
Moya’s lodging place. It was a rough
and stony track, and by the time he came
in sight of the mill the old man was fain
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to sit upon a chance boulder and pant his
breath back. Caution was necessary; he
wished to do nothing that could by any
chance give gossip or conjecture a handle,
and he walked cautiously round the mill,
glad of the babble of the stream which
covered the sound of his footsteps on turf
and gravel. Nobody was stirring; the
place and all the countryside lay still and
gray under the morning mist, now faintly
touched here and there with threads of
opalescent colour by the yet invisible sun.
He threw a small pebble cautiously at the
window shutter of Moya’s sleeping place,
and a minute later it opened and revealed
her pale, lined face. He made a gesture,
cautioning her to silence, and then by
another invited her to join him. She
nodded to show comprehension of his
pantomime, and a minute later stood beside
him.

They walked on side by side in silence
till they reached a little glen between
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two hills which hid them from all
chance of observation, and then Peebles
spoke.
~ “Moya, woman,’ he said, ‘tell me why,
after all these years, you come here now ¥’

¢ I came to see my son,’ she answered.

¢ Ay, he said, ‘that’s natural eneuch,
na doubt. But is that 4/ you came for ¥’

She darted a keen look at him—a look
in which question and surprise were both
expressed.

¢ Moya,” he went on, ¢since I saw you
last night I’ve no’ closed my eyes for
thinking o’ you and the lad your son.
Eh, woman, but it’s clear impossible that
after that one glimpse o’ his bonny face, and
that one sound o’ his voice, ye should be
content to gang back to solitude—it’s clear
impossible! Let me tell him you're alive
and near him. H¢s alone, too, noo!
His place is by your side; your duty is
to comfort him under the trouble he’s
suffering, ye ken that weel ’
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* Mr. Peebles,” said Moya steadily, ¢ the
path of duty is not always plain; but I'm
going to clear mine if I can, by your help.
God knows my very bones are full of
desire for the child I love; I was near
crying out who I was last night when I
kissed him; but I've borne the bitter pain
of solitude now for eighteen years, and sure
my time here will not be so long. Il
bear it to the end rather than disgrace and
shame my child !

‘But, Moya, he kens! cried Peebles.
‘He kens you were not married to his
father. I winna say but, if he had never
learned that, ye wad no’ be in the right to
keep apart from him; but he knows it.
He’s cast off his father; he has barely a
friend in the world, barring me, and how
can I help him. He has need o’ ye!
Ye'll heal his sair heart, and he’ll love
ye and cherish ye and comfort your
declining years.’

Moya shook her head.
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‘ He’s young,’ she replied, with a world
of meaning in her tone. A heart as young
as his won’t break for such a trouble as
he’s suffering now. Helll go out into
the big world, where the shame’s not
known, and win his way. What would I
be to him—a nameless vagabond, a poor,
ignorant ould woman ! I should only kape
him down and disgrace him. No; ye
must tell Desmond nothing—yet. Ye
asked me just now, she went on after a
pause, “if I had no other reason to come
here afther all these years but just to see
my boy ?’

‘Weel ?’ asked Peebles.

¢I had—I had another reason, or I'd
have resisted the temptation now as I have
fought it down all that long, dreary time.
I’ve a question to ask ye, Mr. Peebles ¥’

She paused there for so long a time that
the old man snapped out suddenly, with
excusable irritation :

¢ Weel, weel, lassie!| What is't?’
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¢ There’s so much depends on the answer
that I hardly dare to ask,” said Moya, with
a voice suddenly gone tremulous. *Tell
me,’” she continued, after another pause,
“if ye know a gintleman in this part of
the counthry that calls himself Blake—
one Patrick Blake, of Blake’s Hall

‘Do I know him? echoed Peebles.
¢Ay, I know him fine, the drunken
scoundrel! A’body kens him for miles
round. But what depends on my know-
ing Patrick Blake, lassie ?’

¢ Much may depend on it,’ said Moya.
‘Desmond’s own future may depend on
it

¢ Desmond’s future ? Why, what in the
name of a’ that’s meaning can Pat Blake
hae to do wi’ Desmond’s future ?’

* Was Mr. Blake,” asked Moya slowly,
and with an amount of effort which helped
the old man to understand the importance
she attached to the answer—‘was Mr.
Blake ever a clerk in holy orders ¥’
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Peebles stared at her in sheer bewilder-
ment. Had she asked if he himself had
ever been Pope of Rome, the question
could hardly have seemed more ludicrous;
but there was a painful solemnity in her
manner which would have stayed a man
less grave than he from laughter.

‘ Holy orders!” he muttered. ¢Holy
orders! Patrick Blake! By my soul,
but it’s an odd question !’ '

‘Not under that name, I mane, but
another—Ryan O’Connor.’

‘He’s borne no name but Patrick Blake
that I ever kenned o’,” said Peebles, still
groping painfully for any meaning in
Moya’s queries. “She’s haverin’,’ he
muttered to himself; but the calm in-
tentness of Moya’s glance, though contra-
dicted by the heaving bosom and irregular
breath with which she spoke, did not
accord with the explanation. ¢What if
he ever was a priest under that or any
other name " he asked at last.
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I was married to Lord Kilpatrick,’ said
Moya, ‘by a man calling himself the
Reverend Father Ryan O’Connor.’

‘Lord guide us! ejaculated the old
Scot. ¢And do ye think ’twas Patrick
Blake ¥’

‘I know it was Patrick Blake,” replied
Moya. ¢That much I'm sure of.’

‘But how do you ken it? asked the
bewildered Peebles.

¢Sure ’twould be too long a story to
tell ye now. 'Twas only lately that an
accident put me on the track. It took
time and trouble to get Ryan O’Connor
and Patrick Blake into the same skin,
but I did it. And now, all that remains
to be learned is just whether Blake was
ever a priest, or whether his office was
as false as his name. Will ye do that
for me, Mr. Peebles? ’'Tis not for
my sake I ask it, but for my son’s—for
Desmond’s !’

Peebles had fallen into a sitting posture
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on a low stone dyke, and sat staring at her
like a man bewitched.

*Moya! Moya Macartney! D’ye ken
what ye’re sayin’? Oh! my head will
rive with the dingin’ ye’ve started in my
brains. Blake married ye! Blake a priest !
Why, woman I he cried, suddenly
straightening himself, ¢if that’s so, ye're
Lady Kilpatrick !’ ‘

¢ Desmond would be Lord Kilpatrick,’
Moya answered simply. ¢'Tis for his
sake, Mr. Peebles, that I ask you for help;
not for mine, God knows. There were
times,” she went on, after another long
pause, ‘long, long ago, when I’d have
given my life to hold him—Henry Kil-
patrick—in my arms for just one minute—
times when all the shame and sorrow he’d
brought on the poor ignorant girl who'd
loved him seemed nothing—when, if the
broad sea had not been betwixt us, I'd
have gone to him and said, “ Take me as
your misthress, your servant, anything—
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let me see your face and hear your voice
now and then, one day in the year, and I’ll
follow ye barefoot through the world.”
But they’ve gone, long since, and all my
love and all my anger are gone with
them. As to bein’ Lady Kilpatrick,” she
went on, with a short and mirthless laugh,
“’tis not the chance of that that brings me
here. A fine lady I'd make for any lord,
wouldn’t I? and much at me aise I'd be
among the grand folk he’d introduce me
to? But Desmond’s a gintleman—as good
a gintleman as any in Ireland, as Henry
himself—and if the title’s his by rights, he
shall have it. I shan’t trouble him. I
shall go as I came, when I've seen him
happy and honoured in his place. The
thought has been food and drink, fire and
shelter, to me these months past, since God
sent the message that it iight be so. Will
you help me, Mr. Peebles ¥

* Will I help ye ?’ cried Peebles, spring-
ing to his feet with the vivacity of
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a young man. ‘Deil hae me, but Il
know the truth in four-and-twenty hours.
But, eh, lass, if ye're mistaken ? If it’s not
sae? I'd just gang clean daft in the dis-
appointment. But it must—it must be
true, eh, lass? To see the faces o’ they
two Conseltines! To see the bonny lad,
that they denounced as a beggar and a
bastard, established wi’ title and estates!
To see Lady Dulcie Lady Kilpatrick and
Desmond’s wife! Oh! if it’s no’ true
there’ll be a braw end o’ one good Scot,
for I'll just gang neck and crop into Limbo
for sheer vexation. Dawm it! that I should
say so—it must be true! It shall be true,
if I squeeze it oot o’ yon scoundrel Blake
wi’ my ain old hands, and his worthless
life' along wi’it! But I maun awa’, lass—
I maun awa’. There’s a hantle o’ things
to be done at the Castle, and the lazy loons
o’ servants are at sixes and sevens if they
haven’t me about their lugs. T’ll see yon
drunken ne’er-do-weel this day, and Tl
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hae news for ye the morn’s morn. Keep
a good heart, woman. The king shall
enjoy his ain again. Eh, I'm just daft?’

Indeed, anybody who had witnessed the
scene might have thought so,—he was so
topful of excitement.

¢God bless ye, Mr. Peebles,” said Moya.
¢ Ye're a true friend to me and the boy.’

¢ Ay, am I,’ returned Peebles, ¢ and that
ye shall see ere long. Gang hame, lass,
and pray for Desmond.’

‘Pray for him! cried Moya. ¢Has
there been a day this eighteen years I've
not prayed for him? No, nor a waking
hour. God go with ye, sir, but ’

She checked him with an outstretched
hand as he turned to go, and laid her
finger on her lips as a signal for absolute
silence.

¢ Don’t fear me,’ said the old man; ¢ I'm
nae chatterbox, wi’ business like this afoot.’
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CHAPTER IX.

IN WHICH MISCHIEF IS BREWING.

IT was late in the forenoon of the same
day when Mr. Blake rose from his bed in
the tenement to which he gave the sonorous
and impressive title of Blake’s Hall—a
tumbledown hut of two stories, which long
years of neglect had reduced to a condition
of almost complete ruin. The ground-
floor was occupied by Blake himself; the
upper portion by an ancient peasant woman,
who acted as his cook, housemaid, caterer,

and general factotum. There was not a °

whole pane of glass or an unbroken article
of furniture in the whole building, and the
little plot of ground in which it stood was
a wilderness of stones and weeds.
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Biddy was made aware of her employer’s
awakening in the fashion familiar to her for
years past—by his roaring at the full stretch
of his lungs for a draught of whisky. That
draught despatched, he arose, and proceeded
with shaking limbs to shave and dress. He
was still occupied with his toilet when the
voice of the elder Conseltine was heard in
the outer room.

¢Give him a glass of punch,’ Blake
called out to Biddy. ¢I'll be with him in
the squazing of a lemon. So,” he con-
tinued, reeling out of his bedroom a minute
later, ¢ye’ve brought the cub with ye,
though I forbade ye.’

Richard, sullenly flicking at his boot
with his riding-whip, looked at Blake
from under his lowering eyebrows, but
took no further heed of his ambiguous
welcome.  Blake unsteadily poured out
a second bumper of spirit, and the
glass rattled against his teeth as he drained
it.

A
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¢ And what’s the news with his lordship
this day " he asked.

“Still very ill, answered Conseltine.
“He’s been upset by that old fool Peebles,
who’s been hammering at him all day long
to recall that brat of a by-love of his.’

¢ Faith " returned Blake, ‘and he might
do worse, by a great deal. ’Tis a fine lad,
Desmond, as clever and handsome as that
cub of yours is stupid and ugly. Don’t
stand there, ye imp of perdition, glower-
ing at me like a ghost. Sit down and
~ drink like a Christian.’ _

Richard obeyed a scarcely perceptible
motion of his father’s eyebrows, sat at the
battered table, and poured out for himself
a glass of whisky, to which he put his lips
with an awkward affectation of goodfellow-
ship.

¢ Have ye got that twe hundred pounds?’
asked Blake.

‘I have,’ said Conseltine; ¢ I've brought
it with me.’.
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He unbuttoned his coat, and took a
bundle of bank papers from the inner
breast-pocket. Blake took it with shaking
hands, and rammed it in a crumpled mass
into his breeches pocket without counting.

‘You’re as good as your word, Dick
Conseltine, for once in your life,’ said he.
 Have anmother drink.’

Conseltine profited by Blake raising his
glass to his lips to fling the contents of the
tumbler which Biddy had filled for him on
to the earthen floor of the hut, and filled
it again, principally with water.

‘ Why,’ said Blake, ¢ ye’re gettin’ friendly
and neighbourly in your old age. Ye'll be
a dacent man before ye die, if ye live long
enough.’

¢ Blake,” said Conseltine, ¢I want to talk
to you. Did ye ever think of emigra-
tion ¥’

‘Did I ever think o what?’ asked
Blake, pausing with his tumbler half-way
to his lips.

7}

150



MISCHIEF BREWING

¢ Emigration,’ repeated Conseltine.

‘I never did,’ returned Blake. ¢ Why
would I ¥’

¢ Well,’ said his companion, ¢there are
many reasons why ye might think of it.
Ye're just spoiling here—wasting yourself.
If ye'd go out West, a man of your abili-
ties, with a little capital, would do well.
Land and hiring are cheap; it's a lovely
climate, and there are no end of chances of
making money. I'll tell ye what, now.
"Tis a sin and a shame to see a man like
you wasting yourself in this cursed country.
I'll make that two hundred five, and pay
your passage out, if ye'll take the next
steamer to New York.’

“By the saints! cried Blake, ‘ye’re
mighty generous all of a sudden. Ye want
to get rid of me? Spake the truth, now,
isn’t that it?

¢ Well,” said Conseltine, with a great
appearance of candour, ¢that is it! I'd
rather have you out of the country. You’re
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dangerous here, Blake—dangerous to us
and to yourself.’

¢ To myself I’ echoed Blake. ¢ And how
am I dangerous to meself

‘Ye'll be splitting some day on a
certain matter that we know of—ecasy
now, we needn’t name names—and if ye
did speak *twould be worse for you than
for us.’

¢ Make that good,’ said Blake.

‘Well, said Conseltine, ‘you’d very
likely get a sum of money down from
the other parties; but that ongg spent—
ye'd get no more, and you'’dgipend the
rest of your days in an :Ifish gaol.
Now, so long as you're faithfl to our
cause, you know you have a faithful
friend in me. I’ll give ye five hundred'
down to go to America, and another two #
hundred a year as long as you live. Don't,
answer now, he continued, as Blake’
opened his lips to speak. ¢ Think it over,
and I'm sure ye’ll see things as I see
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them, and admit that it’s best for you to
be out of the way of temptation.’

Blake swallowed another tumbler of
punch.
. “'Tis a mighty fine idea,’ he said
thoughtfully, with a thickening of the
voice which showed that he was fast near-
ing his normal pitch of intoxication. He
rubbed his head dubiously, and, to clear
his wits, poured out and drank a half-glass
of neat whisky. ¢Leave my ancestral
possessions !  Desert Blake’s Hall! What
are ye grinning at, ye thief of darkness ?’
he demanded angrily of Richard, who had
glanced round the barren room with a
smile of pitying contempt ; then he lurched
forward in his chair, with bloodshot eyes
glaring at Conseltine, who, having thrown
away his second glass of whisky, filled a
third. ¢Tell me, now,’ he said, ¢is the
whisky good out there #’ |

Conseltine smiled and nodded.

¢ Well,’ said Blake, ‘an Irish gentleman
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ought to travel. Five hundred pounds, ye
said ’ Conseltine nodded again. *Five
hundred on the nail, and two hundred a
year for life?’ Conseltine nodded a third
time. ¢ Hand over the bottle,” said Blake.
<*Twill take a dale o’ whisky to settle this
question.’

His wavering hand had scarcely steered
his glass to his mouth, when a hurried step
was heard in the garden, and a moment
later the lawyer Feagus burst into the room,
panting and perspiring. Blake stared at
him for a moment without recognising him,
and then rose, with the obvious intention of
falling foul of this unwelcome visitor.

¢ Hold him back !’ cried Feagus. ¢ Hold
him back, for the love of heaven!

¢ Ye sneaking coward !’ cried Blake, try-
ing to get past Conseltine. ¢ How dare ye
intrude into my apartments? I'll have
your life !’

Feagus, who, under ordinary circum-
stances, would have at once accepted the
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challenge, once more called to Conseltine
to keep Blake back, and, unbidden, filled
and drank a glass of spirits.

‘I've no time to waste with you, Mr.
Blake. I've news, Mr. Conseltine; we're
cooked entirely !’

Conseltine thrust Blake into his chair,
and turned.

¢ What d’ye mean ?’ he asked.

‘ Moya Macartney’s a/tve I’ cried the
lawyer.

Conseltine staggered as if he had been
shot, and Blake, who had risen to his feet
to make a rush at Feagus, checked him-
self, and stood still, swaying heavily on
his feet, as he glared at the bearer of this
extraordinary news.

¢ Are ye mad or drunk ?’ asked Con-
seltine, with an ashen face.

‘I’m neither, sir,’ answered Feagus.
‘God be good to me, I’'m too sober for
my pace of mind! I tell ye Moya
Macartney’s alive. I've seen her.” Con-
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seltine stared at him like a man newly
awakened from a nightmare, as he went
on: ¢"Twas last night, in the churchyard
down by the lake. I was passin’ by, and
I saw a2 woman standing there among the
graves, and old Peebles coming along
the road. Thinks I, “I'll have a fine
story to tell my lord next time I dine with
him,” and 1 just slipped behind a grave-
stone and listened. He didn’t know her
till she #/d him who she was—Moya
Macartney, who’s been drowned and in
her grave this eighteen years! Holy Moses!
I'm wringing wet only to think of it!

¢ Get on, man, get on! said Conseltine
hoarsely.

‘I kept as still as death,’ continued
Feagus, ¢ though ’twas all I could do to
hold meself from cryin’ out when I heard
her say “ I'm Moya Macartney.” Then
she went on to say that she’d come back
to the old place to see the boy, and at that
very minute he kem along the road singin’.’
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¢ Desmond ¥ cried Conseltine.

‘Desmond himself,’ said the lawyer.
¢ Peebles cried out to him, and he comes
into the churchyard and talks with Moya.’

¢ For God’s sake go on,’ cried Conseltine ;
¢ what did they say ?

¢ She never let on who she was. She
said she was a poor wandering creature
who wanted to give him her blessin’.
And she did; and she cried, and he cried,
and Peebles cried, and I was near cryin’
meself,—it was so affectin’ !’

¢ Well ” said Conseltine. ¢And what
was the upshot of it all ?’

¢ Faith, there was no upshot at all,” said
Feagus. ¢The boy went away no worse than
he kem, promisin’ not to lave the district
till he’d seen ould Peebles once more.’

«If this is true > cried Conseltine,
shaken out of his ordinary cynical calm by
the news; then he stopped short, staring
before him with a haggard face.

¢ True, is it?’ cried Feagus. ¢Go and
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see for yourself. She’s staying incog. at
Larry’s mill.’

¢ And Peebles knows it,” said Conseltine.
‘By Heaven! I thought something had
happened. The old rascal’s been going
about all day long as full o’ mystery as an
egg’s full o meat. If Henry hears of this !

‘ He won’t yet awhile,’ returned Feagus.
¢ She swore Peebles to silence till she her-
silf gave him leave to speak.’

‘My God!” said Conseltine, scarcely
above his breath. ¢What’s to be done?
We're standing on a mine of gunpowder
while that woman’s in the district.’

Blake laughed. He had been as much
astonished at the first hearing of the news
as either of his companions, but by this
time had shaken himself back into his
usual condition of half-sodden, half-
ferocious humour.

¢ Faith,’ said he, ¢’tis a case of the divil
among the tailors. By the Lord, Con-
seltine, but things are looking mighty
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quare. I’'m thinkin’ I won’t emigrate just
yet. Sure, I'll stop and see the fun!
There’ll be great doin’s at the Castle
by-and-by, I'm thinkin’.’

He laughed again, and drank another
glass of whisky.

Conseltine took no notice of the inter-
ruption, which he seemed scarcely to hear.
" “What are ye goin’ to do, sir?’ asked
Feagus. .

‘I don’t know yet,” answered Conseltine
slowly. He sat down, and leant his head
upon his hand, Feagus and Richard
watching him keenly. ¢She’s living at
Larry’s mill, you say ?’ he said presently,
without raising his eyes from the floor.

¢At Larry’s mill, repeated Feagus.
¢ She’s living all alone, under a false name,
at that ould antiquated rat-trap.’

¢Alone P repeated Conseltine mean-
ingly.

¢ Alone I repeated Feagus.

¢ It’s ruin,’ said Conseltine, looking up,
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—¢it’s ruin for all of us if we don’t get
that woman out of the way.’

‘Bedad it is, then,’ said Feagus. His
pale face went whiter as he looked from
Conseltine to Richard, and then back
again, before stealing a look at Blake,
who, with his chin propped in his hands
and his elbows on the table, followed their
dialogue as well as his muddled wits
would allow, with his habitual expression
of dogged humour slightly deepened.
¢See here, now, continued the lawyer;
‘we’re all friends here. The danger’s
pressin’, and what’s goin’ to be done has
got to be done quick.’

Conseltine’s generally smooth and ex-
pressionless face was as a book in which
he read strange matter. Richard’s heavy
hangdog countenance was white with
rage and distorted with apprehension.
Blake was the only one of the trio who
preserved anything like his customary
appearance.
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‘I was thinking,’ said Feagus, “as I
came along, unless—you see now, the mill’s
a mighty old place, worm-eaten and dry
as tinder, and if—by an accident intirely
—in the night, when there’s nobody
about to render help—a stray spark 'd do it,
for there’s hay and sthraw scattered all
round convanient—and if—of course by
accident — the old place were to catch
fire, powers alive ! wouldn’t it be an odd
happening? and if it did, what fault o’
yours or mine would it be, and who'd be
the wiser ¥

¢ God in heaven! cried Blake, rising to
his feet, <’tis murder ye mean! Now,
mark me, Conseltine, I'll be no party to
this. The curses of the son, the remorse
of the old lord, and the spirit of that poor
woman, would haunt me to me grave. I'll
have neither art nor part in such a plan.’

¢ Of course not,’ said Conseltine, turning
his white face from the last speaker to
Feagus, ‘It’s only Feagus’s fun?!’
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Feagus, looking at him, read more in
his glance than could Blake and Richard,
from both of whom his face was hidden.
What it was he did not yet know, but in
the score of years during which he had
known Conseltine, he had never seen in
his eyes such an expression.

¢ We must find legal means,” Conseltine
continued. ‘Good-day, Blake ; you'll think
of what I said to ye just now? Except
for an added shade of gloom, for which
Feagus’s news of the presence of Moya
Macartney in the countryside would quite
well have accounted, his face now was the
face of every day. “I’ll see ye again before
long. Come, Dick; come, Feagus.’

The three left the hut.

¢ By the powers !’ said Blake, as he filled
his seventh glass that day, ¢if the divil
wants a fourth he’ll have to come in
propria  persona himself an’ join them.
I'm more than half inclined to take
Dick Conseltine’s offer, and go across
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the water. Your sins are finding ye out,
Pat Blake. You’ve lived on his money for
years past; 'twould be shabby conduct if ye
turned on him now. But then, there's
Moya. Poor colleen! Eh, the handsome
slip of a girl she was—a long sight too
good for Kilpatrick, and ’twas I that
ruined her—or helped. And the boy? A
fine lad, that; a handsome lad. Sure,
many a time I've seen his mother lookin’
out of his eyes at me, and heard her spake
to me wid his voice. Ah, be damn’d to
me, now, I'm gettin’ ould and crazy! ’Tis
an ould story—eighteen years ago. You
might have got used to the thought of it by
now, Pat Blake. Put more of the right
stuff into ye, and forget it.’

He obeyed his own prescription so
promptly that, half an hour after his
guests had left him, he fell into a sodden
sleep, with his head upon the table.

Conseltine and his two companions had
meantime walked on at a rapid pace, and
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in dead silence, for the first half-mile. It
was Conseltine who was the first to speak.

¢ That’s a good idea of yours, Feagus.’

¢ It would be,’ responded the lawyer, ¢ if
it were not for that cowardly drunken
villain, who stops us puttin’ it into execu-
tion.’

¢ But he won't,’ said the other. ¢My
mind’s made up. It’s that or nothing.’

¢ But if he splits ?’ said Richard.

¢ Split I’ repeated Conseltine. ¢ The job
once done, he has my leave to split as
wide as the Liffey. It’s one oath against
three—the oath of a drunken blackguard
and beggar against the oaths of three men
of substance and position.’

¢ And sure that’s true,’ said Feagus.
¢By the Lord, Mr. Conseltine, ye should
have taken to our profession. Ye'd have
been an honour to it

¢ Besides,’ said Conseltine, ©he'll oz
splitt. He has his own skin to save, and
he’s as deep in the mud as we are in the
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mire.” He paused, and looked round
cautiously. The plain stretched to the
mountains on the one side and the sea on
the other, empty of any possible observer.
‘We mustn’t be seen together,” continued
Conseltine. ¢ We'd better separate here.
But before we part, we'll just arrange the
details.’
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CHAPTER X.
ANOTHER INTERVIEW.

THEe shades of evening were beginning
to envelop the landscape as Peebles made
his slow and toilsome way towards Blake’s
Hall. The old man had been in a
ferment of excitement all day long, and
nothing but his long years of habit
as chief officer and general director of
Lord Kilpatrick’s household had sufficed
to hold him back from fulfilling his mo-
mently recurring desire to throw his duties
to the winds for that day, and at once
proceed to put to Blake the question
dictated to him by Moya Macartney. His
discomposure had not escaped the notice
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- of his master, who, since the shock occa-
sioned by Desmond’s renunciation of him
and his abrupt departure from the house,
had kept his room, and had resented all
approaches, even that of his favourite
Dulcie, with an exaggeration of his usual
snappish ill-temper.

‘What the deuce are you dreaming about,
Peebles ?’ he had asked, as the old servitor
made some slight blunder in the service
at his master’s solitary dinner-table.

‘If ye had an inkling of what I am
dreaming about,” Peebles had responded,
with his customary drawl, ¢ye’d be in nae
such a hurry to speer, maybe.’

At which his lordship had muttered an
angry < Pshaw !’ and turned his face away.

‘Is there any news of—of Desmond
he asked a minute later.

‘No, my lord,” answered Peebles; “none
that I ken o'/

He was in so mortal a dread of prema-
turely letting slip the secret of Moya’s
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presence in the neighbourhood that he
would not trust himself to approach the
subject at all.

“Where is he * asked Kilpatrick.

‘They say he’s at Doolan’s farm,” an-
swered Peebles.

¢ They say !’ snapped his lordship. ¢ As
if you didn’t know where the boy is, you
disingenuous old brute I’

‘Oh ay !’ said Peebles tranquilly. “Swear
at me, wi' 2’ my heart, if it will ease your
lordship’s heart, or your conscience.’

Kilpatrick pushed his plate aside.

‘Take these things away and bring the
wine.’ '

Peebles obeyed, and filled his master’s
glass, after which he lingered for a moment.

* Well, Pecbles, well? Have you any-
thing to say ¥’

¢ Just that I'm going oot for an hour or
twa. I hae a visit to make. If ye want
anything in my absence the flunkey will
look after ye.’
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‘Very good,’ answered Kilpatrick, who
thought he knew the object of Peebles’
visit. “Peebles !’ he called, as the old
man reached the door.

‘My lord

¢ Has—has the boy any resources—any
funds ¥’

¢Not that I ken o', answered Peebles.
‘ He was aye too open-handed.’

¢ Well, if he wants money—he wouldn’t
take it from me, I suppose—Ilend him what -
he asks, and look to me for repayment.
There, there, that will do.’

Peebles saluted and retired, and set out
half an hour later for Blake’s Hall. Enter-
ing the rude sitting-room, he made out,
through the gathering shadows, the figure
of Blake leaning on the table.

‘In his general condition, the drunken
wastrel ' said Peebles. ¢’Tis odd but he’s
sae drunk he’ll not understand me when I
speak to him. Mr. Blake! Mr. Blake?!
He shook the recumbent figure gently at
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first, and then more roughly, and at last
elicited a husky growl. ¢Mr. Blake! Wake
up, and speak to me. Man, I've news for
ye, and a question to ask o’ ye. "Wake up,
wake up, for the love o’ Heaven!

Blake swayed back in his seat and opened
his eyes. His first act, half unconscious,
was to hold out his hand towards the bottle,
which Peebles snatched from him with the
quickness of a conjurer. ‘

‘Ye've had enough o’ that for one while,
ye disgraceful object,” he said. ¢ Wake up,
I tell ye! Wake up, and tell me what I
want to know.’

¢Oh, ’tis you, Misther Peebles!’ cried
Blake.

¢ Ay, ’tis mysel’,’ returned Peebles. ¢I’ve
news for ye, when ye’re sufficiently sober
to hear it.’

Blake, like the practised toper he was,
pulled himself together, and succeeded
in looking solemnly and preternaturally
sober.
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¢We're alone? asked the old Scot,
glancing cautiously round.

¢ We are,’ said Blake. <Biddy’s gone to
the village for more whisky.’

¢Then listen,” said Peebles. ¢Moya
Macartney’s alive!’ He made the com-
munication slowly and distinctly, and
paused to mark its effect.

¢Bedad! that’s true! returned Blake, as
calmly as if Peebles had said ¢ Good-day.’

“Ye ken it! cried the old man. ¢And
how the deil d’ye ken it ?’

¢That’s my business, sir,’ said Blake.
‘I do know it. She was in the church-
yard last night wid a Scotch gentleman of
your acquaintance !’

It was difficult to throw Peebles off his
mental balance for long at a time, and,
surprised as he was at Blake’s knowledge
of the interview of the preceding night, he
went on with a perfect apparent calm :

*Weel, it should lighten your heart!
Ay | ye should fall on your knees and thank
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God, who'’s kinder to ye than ye deserve,
that ye have not that puir lassie’s death on
your conscience I’

* Have ye come here to preach? asked
Blake. .

*Na, na? said Peebles. That’s not my
business, but it’s yours, Mr. Ryan O’Connor,
if a’ tales are true I

There could be no mistaking the effect
of this speech on Blake. He half rose
from his seat, clutching the sides of the
table with trembling hands, and stared at
Peebles with his eyes standing out of his
head with surprise.

¢And how the thunder did you know
that 2 he asked.

“That’s my business,” retorted the old
Scotchman dryly.

‘Holy powers! muttered Blake, falling
back into his chair, and passing his hand
across his eyes in a bewildered fashion.
“’Tis dreamin’ [ am !’

¢Listen to me, Patrick Blake, said
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Pecbles solemnly. ‘I met Moya Macart-
ney last night. Poor lass! Her spirit’s
sadly broken. Says she to me—* Peebles,
it’s eighteen years since I spread the report
of my own death ; my hair is white, and my
heart is broken; gang to Mr. Blake and
ask him, as he values his own soul, to tell
ye if ever he was in holy orders.’

Blake breathed hard, staring at Peebles
with a face gone white.

¢ Answer !’ cried the old man, ‘and for
God’s sake answer truly I

¢Well, then,’ said Blake, ¢I was; but not
when I married Moya Macartney to Lord
Kilpatrick.’

¢ Had they unfrocked ye ?’ asked Peebles.
¢Tell me that!

‘I'd unfrocked myself,” answered Blake.
¢The Bishop said I was a disgrace and
scandal to the Church, and took from me
the only cure of souls I ever had.’

‘ But at the time ye married Moya were
ye drummed out o’ the Kirk ’
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‘Devil the drum about it,’ responded
Blake. *The Bishop persuaded me to quit,
so I just civilly retired. *Twas convanient
at the time, for sure I had creditors
enough to.man a Queen’s ship.’

‘But ye had been a priest, and properly
ordained ¥’ asked Peebles.

¢ Faith, I was as well ordained as any
priest nced be. What the divil’s the
matter wid ye? he asked, as Pecbles
sprang from the seat he had taken and
broke into a Highland fling. ¢Is it mad
ye are ?’

¢ Clean daft wi’ joy !’ cried the old man.
¢ Gie’s your hand, man!” He seized Blake’s
hand and wrung it heartily. ¢By the piper
that played before Moses, ye're the Reverend
Mr. Blake still —and by that same token
Moya Macartney is Lady Kilpatrick, and
Desmond Macartney is Desmond Consel-
tine, his lordship’s son and heir

The mention of the name of Conseltine
electrified Blake. He clutched his whisky-
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muddled head in both hands, staring wildly
before him.

‘My God! he cried suddenly, ‘is it
dreamin’ that I am? No, by the Lord, ’tis
no dream, sir! Get up, man, get up! 'Tis
no time to be sittin’ here! They mean
mischief—already it may be too late I’

‘Too late! Too late for what? cried
the old man.

‘Richard Conseltine and his boy, and
Feagus the attorney—bad cess to the lot of
’em—were here this forenoon. They know
Moya’s alive!l They know where she
lives! Oh, my head, my head! what
was it the blackguards said? Ah!’ he
screamed, ¢ the mill! ’Tis at Larry’s mill
that Moya’s living I’

‘Yes !’ cried Peebles. ¢ She’s there. But
what of that? Speak, man ! what is it?

‘They mean to burn the mill, and her
with it! cried Blake. ¢For the love o’
God, run and find Desmond, and get
Moya out ¢’ the place. 'Twas here that
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they plotted it. Man alive, I believe they
mean murder !’

¢ Murder I’ gasped Peebles.

¢Isn’t it life or death to them to keep
Moya out o’ the way? Run, man! Run
every step o’ the road! Ye've time to save
her yet. They daren’t try it before night-
fall. Doolan’s farm is on the way, and
ye'll find Desmond there. If ever ye loved
him, run?!

Peebles, knowing the men with whom
he had to deal, needed no further warning,
but after a few more hasty words with
Blake, ran rather than walked from Blake’s
Hall.

176



CHAPTER XI.

MOTHER AND SON.

PEEBLES, though weary with his unwonted
vigil in the early morning and the anxiety
of the day, made good speed to Doolan’s
farm, urged as he was by those most
powerful of stimulants, love and fear. It
was a long and rough road, but a younger
and stronger man than the old Scot might
have been satisfied with the speed at which
he covered it. He arrived panting at the
humble cabin, where the farmer and his
family, with Desmond among them, were
just sitting down to the plain but plentiful
evening meal of potatoes and buttermilk,
supplemented by a rasher of bacon in
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honour of the guest, whom Doolan felt
a great pride in entertaining, and who
would have found a welcome equally
warm at almost any house in the district.

‘By my soul!” said the hospitable
farmer, as Peebles broke into the room and
fell exhausted into the nearest chair; ¢’tis
me lord’s butler—’tis Mr. Peebles! The
top o’ the evening to ye, sor. Bridget,
I'm thinkin’ Mr. Peebles will be takin’ a
dhrop o’ whisky. Saints above! what’s
wrong wi’ ye, sor {’

Peebles slowly panted his breath back,
while the farmer and his wife—the latter
a ruddy, handsome peasant woman, who
had been Desmond’s nurse eighteen years
before—stood solicitously over him.

“Get the bottle, Bridget,’ said the
farmer. ¢The poor gentleman’s clane
blown.’

Peebles took a mouthful of the liquor;

and felt the better for it. u
¢ What is it at all?’ asked Desmond.
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¢ Faith, ye look as if you’d seen a ghost.
What is it, old friend ’

‘You must come with me, Desmond,’
said the old man. ‘I've news for ye—
news that will keep no longer.’

¢ If ’tis good news,” said Desmond, ¢ sure
’tis welcome, ang all the more welcome
for being unexpected.’

¢Good !’ cried Peebles— it’s the best!
It’s better than I ever dared to hope !’

¢ Faith, then,” returned the boy, * lets
have it !’

¢Not here, laddie, not here! said
Peebles. “’Tis only in your private ear
that I can whisper it yet.’

‘We’ll lave ye alone,” said the honest
farmer. ¢Come, Bridget ; come, children.’

¢No, no " said Peebles. ¢I’ve no time
to bide. Ye must come wi’ me, Desmond.
It’s not a’ good news I bring ye. There’s
danger near one ye love, laddie.’

¢ Dulcie ?’ cried Desmond.

¢ No—Lady Dulcie’s safe, for 2’ I ken,
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and I saw her not three hours syne, the
bonnie doo, blooming like the rose o’
Sharon. Come, lad, put on your hat—
I'm rested noo. We'll gang together, and
I'll tell ye as we gang.’

Desmond obeyed, in a great state of
bewilderment, and Pecbles, when they
were some hundred yards away from the
farm, began his story by a question :

‘Ye'll remember the poor woman ye
met last night in the kirkyard '

‘Yes,’ answered Desmond. A

¢ Man,” said Peebles, ¢I scarce know
how to tell ye, or if ye'll believe me when
I've tellt ye. Maybe ye’ll think I'm daft
or dreaming. You've just got to prepare
yourself for the greatest shock ye ever had
in your life. It well-nigh dinged the soul
oot o’ me wi’ surprise when I heard it, and
it will hit ye sairer still, ’'m thinking.’

The old man’s voice was so tremulous
with emotion that Desmond stopped short,
and peered into his face questioningly in
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the pale moonlight which was struggling
with the thick dust of the summer night.

¢For God’s sake, Peebles,” he said, ¢what
is it?’

¢ It's just this,’ returned the Scot. - That
poor woman was Moya Macartney—your
own mother !

For some seconds Pecbles’ speech carried
no emotion to Desmond’s mind.

‘ My mother I’ he repeated, in a voice
whose only expression was one of pure
bewilderment. ¢ My mother ? — Moya
Macartney

¢ Ay, said Peebles. ¢She that was dead
is alive. 'Tis a long story, and I’ve
neither time nor breath to tell you all.
She spread the report of her own death
cighteen years ago, and went across the
seas to America. All these long, weary
years, she’s denied her heart the only
pleasure it could ever know—the pleasure
of seeing her son’s face and hearing his
voice. At last she could bear it no longer
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—she came. It was she you talked wi’ last
night in the kirkyard, she who kissed your
forehead and gied you her blessing.’

Desmond clutched at his throat with a
choking sob.

¢For God’s sake, laddie,” cried the old
man, ‘don’t break down noo! ‘There’s
work to be done. You don’t know all yet,
nor the half o't.’

‘My mother ' cried Desmond. ¢ My
mother ' He took off his soft felt hat,
crushing it in his hand, and pulled his
collar open, stifling with surprise and
emotion. Peebles, seeing it vain to con-
tinue his story for the moment, paused,
waiting till the first shock of his com-
munication should have passed away. ‘My
mother ' Desmond repeated again, after an
interval. He spoke mechanically, with an
utter lack of emotion in voice and manner.
¢ My mother! Well?

¢ The laddie’s stunned wi’ the intelli-
gence,” said Peebles to himself, ¢and
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small wonder. Can you understand what
I'm saying, Desmond * he asked, taking
the lad’s arm. <We must gang on, lad.
There’ll maybe be serious work for us
this night. D’ye understand me

‘Yes,” said Desmond slowly, his mind
still feeling numbed and dim. “I can hear
what you say, Mr. Peebles, but it—it all
seems so strange. Is it dreaming that I am?’

¢*T'is no dream,” answered Peebles. <It’s
as real as the soil beneath your feet, and
as true as God’s above ye. Pull yerself
together, lad, pull yerself together

¢ Well, said Desmond, resuming his
way in obedience to the ithpetus of Peebles’
hand, ¢ go on—1I'll try to understand.’

¢She came back,” continued Peebles—
speaking slowly, that the words might better
penetrate the stunned intelligence of his
companion—*she came back a’ that weary
way just to see the face and hear the voice
o' the bairn she’d suffered for eighteen
years ago. But, laddie, she’s had strange
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news! You don’t ken all the sorrowfu’
story. I tauld you, when that young cub,
your cousin, taunted you wi’ the accident o’
your birth, never to think shame o’ your
mother. I've had no chance since to tell
you more; I must tell it noo. Your
mother was entrapped by a sham marriage
—or, at least, the marriage was believed to
be a sham. It was Blake of Blake’s Hall
who officiated as priest. Somehow, Moya
surmised that Blake might really have been
a priest, and asked me to gang till him and
speer if it was so. I went this afternoon
and saw him, and he confessed that he had
been in holy orders, and that, though
the Bishop had ta’en his cure o’ souls
from him, he had never been legally
unfrocked. D’ye ken what tkar means,
laddie ?’

‘ My brain’s reeling,’ said Desmond ; ‘I
understand nothing.’

¢ It means,’ cried the old man, his voice
breaking with glad emotion—¢it means that
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youre Desmond Conseltine, my master’s
legitimate son and heir, the next Lord
Kilpatrick |  Ob, laddie, it’s brave news—
it's brave news—and my heart was just
bursting to tell it !’

Desmond spoke no word, and his silence
after the communication of the tidings a
little frightened his old friend, who peered
into his face as they walked on quictly side
by side.

¢Hae ye nothing to say, Desmond ¥ he
asked.

‘What can I say? asked Desmond.
‘Where is my mother? he asked suddenly.
¢Is it to her that ye're taking me

“Ay, said Peebles. ‘We're gaun to
Larry’s mill, and there we’ll find her.
Desmond, my man, she mustn’t stay there.
There’s danger abroad.’

. They were in the middle of the wide,
waste country, but the old man could not
repress the searching look he cast around
him.
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*She has ill-wishers, blackguards, who'll
stick at nothing to gain their cruel ends.
Blake told me this afternoon of a thing I
find it hard tocredit. Your uncle, Richard
Conseltine, and his son, and that scoundrel
Feagus, 2now that Moya’s alive, and where
she’s living. Feagus saw her wi’ me in
the kirkyard, and listened to our talk.
Blake thinks they might molest her
while she’s there asleep! We'll just hope
it's nothing but one of his drunken
havers, but I've kent Richard Conseltine
for well-nigh thirty years, and, man, he’s
a mean creature. There’s not much he’d
stick at, I'm thinking, for the price is the
title and estates of Kilpatrick. Anyway,
’tis just sober prudence to warn Moya and
get her awa’ oot o’ danger. Her proper
place is the Castle, but if she’ll no consent
to gang there, we'll just find her another
shelter for awhile.’

While Peebles and Desmond were ear-
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nestly discussing the strange news of her
resurrection and reappearance, Moya Mac-
artney was seated alone in the desolate
tenement known to the country people as
¢Larry’s Mill”

It was a dreary, tumble-down place, ill-
fitted for human habitation, and the ¢ Larry’
by whom it had been owned had long gone
the way of all flesh. The house itself was
built on wooden pillars, and consisted of an
upper and a lower chamber; the former
utterly abandoned, save in the spring of the
year, when it was temporarily occupied by
an old shepherd; the latter now and again
used as a sort of byre, or shelter-place for
cattle. A rough ladder, several rungs of
which had fallen away, led from the under
to the upper room.

The mill-wheel itself, choked with filth
and weeds, stood still and broken, the
waters of the stream which had once
turned it forcing their way through its
torn fissures and gaps, and forming a slimy

187



LADY KILPATRICK

pool. On the night of which we write
there had been heavy rains, and the
stream, swollen and black, was pouring
through the moveless wheel with the force
and the roar of a torrent.

A truckle-bed with a coarse straw
mattress, and a few coarse utensils, were
the only furniture of the upper room.
The floor was strewn with straw. A rude
window looked down on the wheel and
on the dismal pool beneath, and as the
water roared, and the wind blew, the
whole building shook as if about to be
swept away.

The sound of someone stirring below
startled the woman as she stood at the
window gazing silently out into the night.

‘Who's there 2’ she cried, turning and
looking dowt the open trap-door which
opened on the ladder.

¢Sure it’s only me, ma’am,’ said a voice
—*Larry Monaghan! I’ve a message to ye
from my mother, at the new mill beyant.’
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As the man spoke, his head protruded
through the trap-door.

‘I see ye've a light convanient,’ he
said, pointing to a tallow candle which
stood above the disused fireplace.

‘Yes, sure,” answered Moya.

‘Kape it burning, to drive away the
rats, but mind the sparks — the ould
timber’s like touchwood. But sure it’s
not that I came to say. My mother bids
ye come over with me to the new mill,
and shelter there, for sure this is no place
for a decent woman.’

*It’s only for one more night,’ replied
Moya, ‘and then I’ll be laving for my own
home in the south. Though I thank your
kind mother all the same.’

¢ Saints above ” murmured Larry. ¢It’s
not a wink of shleep I could get here!
They’re sayin’ the place is haunted by the
fairies.’

¢ Sure they won’t harm a poor soul like
me !’ cried Moya, with a musical laugh.
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¢Thin ye won’t come? It’s only a
short stretch down the hillside.’

<I'll stay where I am, thank you,” was
the reply. “I'm a sound sleeper, and even
when I'm waking, I've my thoughts for
company. It will be getting late ¥’

¢ Past ten o'clock,’ said Larry, and the
rain’s falling heavily. I'm concerned to
leave ye here, in a place so lonesome

¢*The Lord will watch over mel
answered Moya, crossing herself.

¢Amin!' said the man. ¢Then I'll say
good-night !

¢ Good-night I

With a dubious shake of the head,
Larry disappeared, and immediately after-
wards she heard the sound of his retreating
footsteps below. He was whistling as he
went, doubtless to keep up his courage,
for, like most of his class, he was super-
stitious. Presently all was silent, save for
the dismal murmur of wind and water.

Left alone, Moya sat on the bedside,
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looking at vacancy and thinking. Presently,
with a deep sigh, she rose, placed the
lighted candle for safety in a tin bowl on
the floor close to the bedside, and then,
kneeling down, covered her face with her
hands and prayed.

For a long time she remained thus,
praying silently. The wind howled, and
the water roared, but she did not stir.
When at last she rose, her fair face looked
calm and peaceful, as if the hand of an
angel had been placed upon her suffering
brow. Then she threw herself on the bed,
and after a time fell asleep.

How long she slept she never knew;
but she was wearied out, and her sleep
was sound. Suddenly, with a start of
terror, she awakened. The candle had
gone out, and the place was in total dark-
ness. As she lay trembling and listening,
she heard, above the moan of the elements,
the sound of something moving in the
room below, and saw, through the trap-
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door, a gleam like the light from a lan-
thorn.

‘Who's there ¥’ she cried.

There was no answer, but the light
immediately disappeared.

Moya was not superstitious, and much
sorrow had given her unusual courage.
She sat up in bed, listening, and heard
again a sound from below—this time like
retreating footsteps.

‘Sure it was only my fancy,’ she thought,
‘when I seemed to see a light yonder.
"T'will only be some of the poor mountain
cattle sheltering from the storm.’

But at that moment a red gleam came
from the room below, and before she could
spring from her bed and look down the
gleam had become a flame, lighting up the
place like dawn. Conscious now of a real
and awful peril, she endeavoured to descend
the ladder, but a column of mingled smoke
and flame drove her back, suffocating.

The room below was a sheet of fire,
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and piled against the walls was a heap of
dry hay and straw, burning brightly, with
flames that leapt up and caught the rotten
timber. With a scream she again attempted
to descend, but was instantly driven back.
Then, scarcely knowing what she did, she

- closed the trap-door, and rushing to the
window, threw it open.

She realized the truth now. The sounds
she had heard, the light she had seen, had
been made by human beings, and whether
by design or by accident, the mill had been
set on fire. Poor soul, she did not yet
understand that there were men living in
the world who would do even a deed like
that to compass a fellow-creature’s death.

As she stood terror-stricken, a tongue
of fire crept through the floor and caught
the loose straw with which it was strewn.
At this fresh horror she uttered a piercing
shriek, for escape seemed impossible. As
her voice rose on the night, it was answered
by another from the darkness.
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¢ Mother! mother !’

Her heart stood still. Was she dream-
ing? Whose voice could it be that
uttered that holy name? She leant out
over the mill-wheel, and saw beyond
her in the darkness the glimmer of a
lanthorn.

‘Help! help!’ she cried; and as she
cried the whole place seemed rocking be-
neath, and thick clouds of smoke and
tongues of fire came up through the heat-
ing floor. Then again she heard the voice,
crying and imploring.

¢ Mother ! mother I’

¢ Who's that ? she cried.

¢ Desmond—ryour son Desmond !’

. Desmond! Her son! Even in her
dire and awful peril she felt a thrill of
delicious joy.

‘Save me, Desmond, save me!’ she
cried.

¢ The water-wheel I’ answered Desmond.
‘Climb out from the window, stand on
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the wheel, and lape for your life into the
pool below I’

Moya hesitated, and again, as the flame
and smoke thickened behind her, uttered
a despairing scream.

“*Tis your only chance for life,’ called
the voice. ¢ Jump, mother darling! Sure
I'll be near to help ye! Jump, for the
love of God !’

It was that or being burned alive. The
whole mill was now one sheet of flame,
and the fire scorched her as she stood,
while the wooden floor crackled and split
beneath her feet. Crossing herself, and
consigning her soul to God, she scrambled
out on the wheel and clung there on hands
and knees, exposed to the full force of
wind and rain.

¢ Jump, mother!’ cried Desmond once
more. She fluttered forward with a cry,
and slipped rather than fell with a heavy
splash into the boiling waters of the pool.
As she did so her senses left her; she
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secemed to be sucked down, down into
some awful abyss; then she was conscious
of nothing more.

When her eyes opened, she was lying
on the bank of the stream, with the light
from a lanthorn flashing into her face.

¢ Mother! mother ! cried the voice she
had heard before. ¢It’s Desmond—your
son Desmond !’

His arms were round her neck, her head
was on his bosom. Peebles, holding the
lanthorn, bent over them, tears streaming
down his wrinkled face.

¢ Desmond—my boy " she murmured.

¢ Mother, my mother! he answered,
sobbing over her.

He had watched her drop into the mill-
pool, and then had plunged in to her
rescue, catching her as she was swept
down towards the fall below the mill, and
swimming with her to the bank whereon
she now lay.
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MR. PEEBLES PREPARES FOR WAR,

For a long, sacred space the mother
and son thus strangely reunited knelt
together, their arms about each other,
their hearts full of a whirl of many
mingled emotions which made speech im-
possible. When at last Moya broke the
long silence, it was with a voice curiously
calm, despite the deep underlying tremor
which told by what an heroic effort she
was able to speak at all.

‘Desmond! My son!

¢ Mother I was all Desmond could sob
in return.

‘Ye know me? ' Ye know who I am
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‘Yes; Peebles has told me,’ returned
Desmond.

‘Ye don’t shrink from me? Ye don’t
despise the poor woman that loves ye ¥’

¢Shrink from you! Despise you !
cried the boy, straining her to his heart,
and speaking between the kisses with
which he covered her face, her hands, her
dress. “I'm like to burst with joy for
finding ye! I was alone in the world,
with scarce a friend, nameless and hope-
less and homeless, and God has sent me
you!

He raised her to her feet, and fell on
his knees again before her, looking up at
her with eyes bright with fast-running
tears,

¢ Mother! mother! mother !’

It was all that he could say, and there
was at once infinite pleasure and poignant
grief in his repetition of the word. He
fell forward, embracing her kriees.

‘God’s good, after all!’ said Moya.
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“Many and many has been the bitter hour
all these weary years when I thought
He had forgotten me. Oh, my son, my
son I

She lifted him from his kneeling posture,
and fed her hungry eyes upon his face.

‘Ye're my own boy, Desmond. I can see
the face that I remember years ago, smilin’
at me from the glass, when I little thought
of the bitter trouble in store for me. I
can die happy now. There’s nothing
more that God can give me, now that I've
held you in my arms and heard you call
me mother.’

¢ Not for many a long year yet, please
‘God,’ sobbed Desmond; “not for many a
long, happy year that you and I will pass
together. I’ve something to live for, now
—something to work for. We'll go away
together, back to the place you came
from, and forget the past and all its
misery.’

¢ His face, too " said Moya, who, in her
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passionately loving scrutiny of Desmond’s
features had let his words pass unheeded;
chis face, as it was when I first knew
him !

¢ You mean my father ’ cried Desmond.
“I've disowned him ! I’ve cast him off !
I have no father !—nobody in the world
but you, mother I’

¢ Hoots, man !’ said Peebles, who stood
blinking and looking on like an intelligent
raven, ‘are ye going to retreat just when
the battle’s in your hand? ‘That's mighty
poor generalship, laddie I’

The events of the last quarter of an
hour had quite banished from Desmond’s
memory the story the old man had told
him as they had walked from the farmer’s
cottage towards the mill. At this sudden
interruption he stared at Peebles with the
empty look of one aroused from a day-
dream by words which bear no meaning to
his mind.

¢All this trouble has turned the poor
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lad’s brain,’ said Peebles to Moya. ¢Hae
ye forgotten,” he continued to Desmond,
¢all that I told ye not an hour syne »’

The boy gave a sudden cry of recollec-
tion, and again threw his arms about his
mother’s neck.

¢Come !’ he cried, ¢ come to the Castle,
and take the place that’s yours by
right.’

¢ Not yet, laddie, not yet,’ said Pecbles.
¢ Soft and cunning goes far. My lord’s no
in a condition to hae sic a surprise sprung
on him wi’ no sort o’ warning. ’Deed,
’twould kill him, I’'m thinking.’

¢ And serve him right!" cried Desmond
hotly.

¢ Hoots, man !’ said Peebles again, ¢ ye're
in o’er much of a hurry to inherit.’

¢I? cried Desmond. ¢I never thought
of myself. ’'Tis for her, Peebles. Think
of the long years of misery she’s endured,
of all the anguish—the—the——" His
voice broke.
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¢ Ay ! said Peebles. ¢Ye think as the
young, who have never kenned sorrow, are
apt to think. She has suffered so long
that anither day or twa will hardly matter
much, I’m thinking. You must bide a
wee, laddie. You must trust to Peebles.
I'm just as anxious to see you and your
mother get your rights as ye can be yersel’;
but lookers-on see most of the game, and
my lord’s head is cooler than yours is like
to be.
~ ¢“He is right, Desmond,’ said Moya.
¢ We must think of—of your father, and
then—'tis myself, too, that has need of
time and need of prayer. If the news had
come years back, I couldn’t have held
myself back. I should have run to him
at once. But now—'tis not of him I
think; ’tis of you. ’Tis little enongh
pleasure to me to know that I am Lady
Kilpatrick, and the love that would have
carried me to him is gone—gone all to
you, Desmond.’

202



MR. PEEBLES PREPARES FOR WAR

She fell silent for a time, looking straight
before her with an expression which her
two companions strove vainly to interpret
till she spoke again.

¢ Those villains think that they have
killed me,” she said presently, speaking
quietly, almost dreamily. ¢I was thinkin’
that maybe ?

*Yes, lassie—I mean Lady Kilpatrick,’
said the old man, substituting the title for
the more familiar form of address, with all
the respect of a good Scot for the upper
ranks of the social hierarchy.

¢They think I'm dead,’ she said again,
in the same slow and dreamy fashion.
¢ Wouldn’t it be better if I were dead ¥’

¢ God guide us!” exclaimed the old man,
¢ her wits are wandering.’

, ‘No,” she said. “But couldn’t I go

away. quietly to some place where Des-

mond could come and see me at odd

times? I’d not disgrace him, then, nor—

nor Henry. If Blake will spake the truth,
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- Desmond will be the next Lord Kil-
patrick, and that will make me as happy
as I can ever be this side o’ the grave.’

¢ Disgrace me!’ cried Desmond. ¢Oh,
mother! how can ye speak so? What is
it to me that I am to be Lord Kilpatrick ?
Sure, I'd rather be the poor Squireen, and
have you to love and work for, than be
king of all Ireland.’

‘Weel said I’ cried Peebles. ¢ Eh, there’s
the real grit in ye, laddie! But I'm think-
ing that maybe ye'll find mair virtue in
the title o’ Lord Kilpatrick than ye think
for. ‘Think o’ Lady Dulcie, -Desmond.
Can ye ask her, the bonnie doo, to share
sic a life as ye’d hae to live for years and
years to come, before ye’ve made a name
and position for yersel’? It looks easy at
your age to conquer the world, but the
fight's a long and bitter one. And then,
there’s the plain justice of the case. Let
right be done. Your mother’s Lady Kil-
patrick, and you’re Desmond Conseltine,
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my lord’s heir, and I’ll see them damn’d—
the Lord forgive me for swearin’ !—before
I'll let yon brace o’ murderin’ thieves
prosper at your expense. No, no, Moya,
my lass. There’s nae hurry for the moment.
We can afford the time to bide and turn it
over till we've hit on the best means o’
gettin’ your rights—but hae them ye
shall, and Desmond, too, or my name’s no’
Peebles. But save us a’, here are ye twa
poor creatures standing here drippin’ water.
Ye'll be takin’ yer deaths o’ cauld. I must
find ye anither shelter, my lady, where ye
may bide quiet and canny till matters are
arranged. I’ll hae* to find how the land
lies, and prepare my lord’s mind. I hae’t!
There’s Patsy Maguire’s cottage. He’s
gone to Dublin to sell his stock for emi-
grating to America. He'll not-be back
for a week, and the bit sticks o’ furniture
are a’ there. .'Tis a lonesome place.
Ye'll not be disturbit, and nobody need ken
that ye're there. I'll send ye all ye can
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want by a sure hand. Kiss your son, and
say good-bye to him for a day or twa.
Trust to me !’ '

Desmond and his mother took each
other again in their arms, and for a minute
the deep silence of the night was broken
only by the babble of the brook and the
sound of their sobs and kisses. Then the
old mill, which had been blazing furiously,
though unheeded, fell in upon itself with
a thunderous crash.

¢ Lord save us! cried Peebles, ¢ come
awa’ if ye don’t want the countryside

about us! It's jest a wonder that
nacbody’s come alrcaf® Hoot! they're
coming !’

A noise of distant voices and the
clatter of feet became audible.

‘Q - quick!' cried the old man.
¢ Get hame, Desmond; I'll see to
your mother.’

He took Moya by the arm, and with
gentle violence forced her from the scene,
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while Desmond moved off in the contrary
direction. Once or twice he had to hide
behind trees and boulders from the people
who were now passing towards the mill,
attracted from all quarters by the blazing
timbers.

Once clear of them, and out again in
the wide silence of the summer night, he
tried hard to fix his mind on the events of
the evening, but his brain was bewildered,
and seemed like a screw too worn to bite ;
he could think to no satisfactory result.
Half mechaniéally, his feet bore him in
paths he had travelled thousands of times,
and he found himse[#t last on the outskirts
of Kilpatrick Castle. Then his wandering
wits fixed themselves on one image—
Dulcie! He stole noiselessly as a thief about
the great house. It was still asa t and
dark, but for a single ray of light Which
shone from a window which he knew to
be Dulcie’s. His heart glowed with love
and hope. At last she should be his!
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There was no question now of accepting
her heroic self-sacrifice. He could give
her the position that she had a right to
aspire to. She had descended from her
lofty station like a pitying angel to love
the poor, nameless boy. He could raise
her to a higher. His heart was so full
of love and pride and triumph that he
knelt on the turf beneath that friendly
gleam of light, and prayed to it as a
devotee would pray to the shrine of his
favourite saint, the happy tears running
down his face.

¢ God bless my darling I he said softly.
*God bless her ! N

The desire again to see her face, to
hear her voice, was too strong to be re-
sisted. He threw a few pebbles of gravel
against ‘the glass, and a moment later the
blind was drawn aside. Lady Dulcie saw
him standing pale and still in the broad
moonlight, and softly raised the window.

¢ Desmond, is it you ’
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‘Yes, Lady Dulcie. Speak low. May-
be they’re listening. I couldn’t stay away
longer; I longed so to see you.’

“I’ll come down to you,” she whispered ;
¢ go to the west door.’

He slipped away, and a minute or two
later Dulcie issued from the house, en-
veloped in a white dressing-gown, her
naked feet glistening in rose-coloured
slippers. Desmond made an irrepressible
motion to take her in his arms, but, re-
membering his soaked condition, drew
back.

¢ Why,’ said Dulcie, ¢you’re all drip-
ping wet, you silly boy ! What have you
been doing with yourself ?’

¢ I've been fishing,’ said Desmond.

¢ Fishing P’ repeated Dulcie.

‘ Yes, sure,’ said the boy, with a happy
laugh. “I’'ve landed the biggest fish of
the season. I’ll tell ye all about it by-
and-by, Dulcie. Not yet. ’'Tis a secret.
Haven’t ye a kiss for me ¥’
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Dulcie pecked at the cheek he extended
towards her, making a comic little face.

¢ What is your secret, Desmond 2’ she
asked. ¢ Can’t you trust me ’

‘Not yet, my jewel,’ said Desmond.
¢ Trust me a bit. TI'll tell you this much,
dear. Our troubles are over, and I'll be
coming in a day or two to claim ye! Is
that as sweet to you to hear as it is to me
to say, I wonder?’

¢This is all very mysterious, said
Dulcie. “But you seem very happy,
Desmond. Won't you tell me what has
happened ?’

¢ Not yet. Wait a bit, and be as happy
as your curiosity will let you.’

¢ You provoking wretch!” cried Dulcie.
‘I'm sure something has happened; you
seem so ridiculously happy.’

‘Then I look as I feel. Tell me,’ he
went on, to stave off further questioning
on her part, ¢ how are things going on here
at the Castle? How is Lord Kilpatrick ¥’
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¢ He's better in health,’ replied Dulcie,
‘but he’s very glum and silent, and he
keeps his room. He has seen nobody but
Peebles, and Mr. Conseltine, and me.
He’s dreadfully changed—quite sullen
and disagreeable. Oh, by the way, Mr.
Conseltine and that son of his were
out nearly all day, and when they came
back, about an hour ago, I happened to
pass them in the hall. They were both
dreadfully pale, and looked awfully dis-
turbed and frightened. Has your secret
anything to do with them #’

¢ Maybe,’ said Desmond. ¢ Sure, ’tis no
use you asking questions. But ’tis good
news I have for you, when the time comes
to speak. And now, darling, give me
another kiss, and go back indoors.’

He tried hard to hold himself from
embracing her, but his arms were round
her before he knew it and he strained her
to his breast with all his strength.

‘I've ruined your gown,’ he said peni-

211



LADY KILPATRICK

tently, when the embrace was finished,
‘but I couldn’t help it. Youd draw the
soul out of a stone when you look like that.
The mischief’s done now, so I'll take
another! Good-night, my angel. Sweet
dreams, and a happy waking for ye! IfI
stay any longer I'll be breaking down and
telling you all, and’ tis best you shouldn’t
know for a while.’
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CHAPTER XIII.

FATHER AND SON,

During breakfast next morning at the
Castle the two Conseltines, father and son,
who were usually punctual in their appear-
ance at meal hours, descended late. They
were pale and quiet; and Richard, who
had his nerves very much less under
control than had his astute and resolute
parent, was so obviously ill at ease as to
bring down upon himself the notice and
comments of his lordship. The old noble-
man, sick of the seclusion of his solitary
chamber, had appeared at the breakfast
table, in hopes that a little cheerful society
might aid in dissipating the unwelcome
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reflections which, since Desmond’s de-
parture from the Castle, had beset his
waking hours and broken his nightly rest.
At no time gifted with the most equable
temper in the world, he was particularly
snappish and irritable that morning.

¢ Your lordship will no’ hae heard the
news, I'm thinking,’ said Peebles, stand-
ing at the sideboard and breaking in
upon the uneasy silence. His eyes dwelt,
as if by accident, upon Richard Consel-
tine’s face as he spoke, and the young
man’s pale complexion assumed a greenish
hue.

¢ What news are you talking about ?’
asked Kilpatrick.

“There was a fire last night,’ answered
Pecbles.

Richard, conscious of his father’s coldly
threatening eye, spilled half the contents of
the glass of brandy-and-soda by which he
had that morning replaced the soberer
beverages usually in demand at the break-
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fast table, and conveyed the remainder to
his lips with a shaking hand.

“A fire! Where? asked Kilpatrick.

¢ At the old mill up by the burn,’ said
Peebles. ¢’T'was burned to the ground,
I'm told, and there’s some talk of an old
peasant woman, a gangrel strange body
that they had gien shelter to, having been
burned wi’ it.’

‘God bless my soul ! murmured his
lordship. ¢ Has the body been found ¥

Richard emitted an involuntary gasp,
and clung with his feet to the leg of the
table.

¢No, returned Peebles, ¢not yet.
There’s just the chance it never may be.
A good part o the blazing timbers fell
into the burn and were carried awa’, and
it’s like eneuch the body went wi’ them—
or maybe they’ll come upon it digging
among the ruins.’

¢ Who was the woman ' asked Dulcie.
¢ Does anybody know her ¢’
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¢ Nobody that I ken o, returned
Peebles, with an immovable face. ‘A
bit tramp body.’

¢ Deuced odd,’ said Kilpatrick. ‘How
could a place like that, miles away from
anywhere, catch fire? Is there any sus-
picion of arson ¥’

¢’Deed,” said Peebles, ‘I don’t know
why there should be. Who is there
that wad do siccan mischief? To
be sure, he added, with a reflective
air, ‘the woman might have enemies.
Those tramps are a waesome lot to
deal wi’—but it’s most likely that she
did it hersel’ by accident, poor thing.
We'll just hope so, for the sake o’
human charity—till we get further in-
formation, anyway.’ He looked at
Richard again as he spoke the last words,
and had some difficulty in repressing any
sign of the angry scorn he felt at sight
of the young man’s livid face. “It’s
hard on Larry, dacent lad,” he continued.
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‘I'm thinking that your lordship might
do worse than start a subscription for
him.’

¢ Certainly, certainly,” said Kilpatrick.
‘I'll give five pounds. You have my
leave, Peebles, to say so, and to ask for
subscriptions in my name.’

¢ I'll give five,’ said Dulcie.

‘I shall be glad to follow so good
an example,’ said Conseltine. He strove
hard to speak in his usual smooth fashion,
but his voice sounded harsh and unsteady
to his own ears. He gave Richard an
angrily prompting look, and the boy tried
to speak, but his tongue rattled against
the roof of his mouth. ¢I thought you
would,” said Conseltine, quickly inter-
preting the inarticulate sound issuing
from his son’s throat as an expression of
charitable sympathy. ¢Put Richard and
myself down for ten pounds, if you please,
Mr. Peebles.’

‘I thank ye, Lady Dulcic and gentle-
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men,’ said Peebles. <It’s good to hae
feeling hearts,’and the means of proving
that ye hae them. T’ll let ye know any
later news—if the body’s found, or any-
thing o’ that kind.’

¢ What the devil’s the matter with you ¥’
his lordship asked of Richard, with sudden
acerbity. Richard was as white as death,
and shivering like a leaf.

¢It’s the heat, or—or something,’ he
managed to stammer out.

¢Let me help you to your room, my
boy,’ said his father.

He rose, and supported Richard from
the table, hiding as well as he could his
pitiable condition.

‘You cowardly fool!” he hissed in
his ear, when he had got him to his own
chamber and locked the door. ‘Do you
want to ruin us? What are ye afraid of,
ye shaking poltroon ¥’

‘He knows " gasped Richard; ‘1 could
see it in his eye; he knows.’
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¢ Knows !’ echoed Conseltine scornfully.
¢ What does he know ¥’

¢ He knows that the woman at the mill
was Moya Macartney.’

¢ And if he does,” said Conseltine, ¢ what
then? What can he prove ’

¢ He knows more than that, I’ll swear!
cried Richard. ¢I saw him look at me.
He knows enough to hang us.’

‘Hang us!’ repeated the elder. By
the saints, I've a mind to save the hangman
half his work, you white-livered, croaking
coward !’

<If he doesn’t know, Blake does,” said
Richard.

¢ Leave Blake to me, said his father.
“T'll look after Blake. 'Twill be a ques-
tion of money ; he’ll bleed us pretty freely,
I expect; but if he opens his mouth too
wide I’ll bluff him, and swear he dreamt
it. ’Tis two against one, any way; two
men of good position and unblemished
record against one drunken vagabond.
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They can prove nothing, let them talk as
they may. Feagus will hold his tongue
for his own sake, for if the case comes
before the court there are three to swear
that he suggested the business. There’s
no danger at all, except from your cursed
cowardice. Pull yourself together, and
trust to me. They can prove no motive.
Why should you and I go burning mills
and killing old peasant women? Feagus
is the only creature alive who knows
that we were aware of Moya’s identity.
Keep a cool head, and youlll be Lord
Kilpatrick before long.’

The task which Peebles had undertaken
was no ecasy one, and the more he con-
templated it, the more difficult it seemed
to grow. He racked his brains over the
problem of how to make known to one in
so precarious a condition of health as Lord
Kilpatrick the secret of Moya’s continued
existence, and of her presence in the
neighbourhood. The difficulty was com-
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plicated by the cowardly and criminal
attempt on her life by two members of
his lordship’s family, for the honour of
which the faithful old servant was deeply
concerned. That two such scoundrels
should still be permitted to prey on the
kindness of his master, and diminish
Desmond’s patrimony, was intolerable ;
that they should be publicly charged with
their crime was impossible. Feagus, too,
was in the same boat, and must also be per-
mitted to escape, for it was impossible to
denounce him without bringing the crime
of the Conseltines to light. But, then,
there was the chance—the strong chance
—of the gossip of the countryside bring-
ing to their ears the knowledge of
Moya’s continued existence, and what three
such scoundrels might do to cover their
unsuccessful attempt, and to secure
their endangered booty, it was hard to
say. )

The need for decisive action was press-
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ing, but in what direction was that action
to be taken? One course, and one course
only, scemed to Peebles clear for the
moment. It was in his power to secure
Moya’s safety from any further attempt.
That could be done by simply telling the
two villains now in the house that their
nefarious proceeding of the night before
was known. Once resolved, Peebles was
as bold a man as any that ever trod shoe-
leather;; and with such a weapon as was
furnished by his hold over the two Con-
seltines he would have faced an army.
His resolution taken, he walked with an
assured foot upstairs to Richard’s bedroom,
and knocked at the door; it was opened
by the elder man.

¢ I'd like a word with you, if you please,
Mr. Conseltine,’ he said.

¢ Presently, Mr. Pecbles, presently,’ said
the other, who did not care to expose his
son and confederate to the old man’s keen
eye in his present pitiful condition of
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nervous excitement. ¢ We have business
of importance together.’

‘It must be business o’ very great
importance,’ said Peebles, ¢if it can’t wait
till mine is finished.’

Conseltine’s hard eye dwelt on the old
man’s face, and his lips twitched in a
hopeless attempt to maintain their im-
passivity.

‘You are importunate, my old friend,’
he said.

‘Ye’d better listen to me,’ returned the
grim old servitor.

Conseltine stood aside to allow him to
enter, and closed and locked the door
behind him. Richard was seated on the
bed. He made a terrible and clumsy
effort to seem at easc as Peebles’ gaze
passed lightly over him before it settled
again on his father.

¢ Well, sir  said Conseltine as calmly as
he could.

“ Before making the communication I
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hae to make,’ said Peebles, his usual slow
and deliberate drawl more slow and
deliberate than ever, I hae to tell ye
that, but for the honour o’ the house
I've served man and boy for five-and-forty
years, I should have conseedered it my
duty as a good citizen to hand you and
your son, Mr. Richard Conseltine, here
present, into the hands o’ justice.’

Neither of the persons he addressed
making any reply to this preamble, Pecbles
continued :

* When Larry’s mill was burned down
last night, the woman once known as Moya
Macartney, best known to you and me,
Mr. Conseltine, as Lady Kilpatrick, was
leeving there.’

That Conseltine knew of Moya’s claim
to the title Peebles gave her was only a
shrewd guess of the latter’s, but the start
and pallor with which Conseltine heard
the words showed the old man that the
shaft had struck home.
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¢The mill, continued Peebles, ¢was
fired by you and your son there, in
complicity wi’ one Feagus, the lawyer,
wi’ the object of destroying the unfortunate
lady, your brother’s wife.’

Richard gave a sort of feeble gulp at
this, and cowered terror-stricken on the
bed.

‘It’s by no virtue o’ yours, Mr. Con-
seltine, that your wicked will was not
worked. Moya Macartney, Lady Kil-
patrick, is alive and safe. She was rescued
from death by her son, Desmond Con-
seltine, sole lawfully begotten son and heir
of my master, Lord Kilpatrick.’

*Damn you! cried Richard, leaping
from the bed at these words with a flash
of hysteric anger conquering his fears.
*You come and tell us this ! Father r

¢ Hold your tongue !” said the elder man
quietly. ¢Don’t play the fool, Richard
Conseltine.’

Peebles looked at him with a kind of
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loathing admiration of his courage and
coolness.

¢ If you've any more to say, Mr. Peebles,’
Conseltine continued, € you’d better get it
over.’

¢ Just this,” said the old man : ¢ ye'll hold
your tongue about the business till I see fit
to speak. Ye’ll cease to trade on his
lordship’s generosity, and rob the poor lad
ye've kept out of his rights all these years,
and the poor woman ye've tried to murder.
And if in a day or two ye can manage to
find some business o’ sufficient importance
to tak’ ye awa’ oot o’ this place, and to
keep ye awa’ oot o't for the rest o’ your
natural lives, so much the better. I don’t
think,’ he added reflectively, as he scraped
his lean jaws thoughtfully with his long
fingers—*‘I don’t think there’s any ither
thing to be arranged. Ye'd better keep
clear o’ Blake, perhaps.’

‘One word, Mr. Peebles,” said Con-
seltine, as the old man turned to go.
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‘When do you intend to break to my
brother the news of—of that woman being
alive ¥’

‘I canna preceesely tell ye,’ returned
Peebles. ¢ As soon’s I think he’s strong
enough to hear it. In the mean time,
Mr. Conseltine, ye'd best ca’ cannie. I'm
secret in the game till ye try another
move; but if ye do, I’ll split on ye, as sure
as God’s in heaven !’
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CHAPTER XIV.
LADY KILPATRICK.

PeeBLEs had left the Conseltines barely
half an hour when a message was brought
to him in his pantry that Mr. Blake of
Blake’s Hall would be glad to have the
. pleasure of a word with him. Blake,
being ushered into the old man’s private
room, immediately demanded whisky, and,
having been supplied, inquired of Peebles
what was the news concerning Moya.

‘T met Larry as I was coming here.
Sure, he’s like 2 madman, raving about the
poor woman that must have been burned
wid the mill, though sorra a chip of her
bones or a rag of her dress have they
found.’
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“They’re no likely to find anything,’
said Peebles. “I went straight to Desmond
last night, and he was just in time to rescue
her from the awfu’ death the villains had
plotted for her.’

‘Glad am I to know it said Blake.
¢ Are the rogues laid by the heels yet ¥’

*No,’” said Peebles, ‘nor will they be,
wi’ my good will. Man, ’twould break my
lord’s heart ! His ain brother, Mr. Blake !
his ain brother’sson! No, no. They must
be let gang, for the honour o’ the family,
though it’s a hard lump to swallow, and
goes terribly against my conscience, that
twa such wretches should be free while
many a decent man’s in prison. But
there’s just no help for it. And noo, just
tell me, Mr. Blake, are ye sober—sober
enough, I mean, to know the value of
what ye’re saying ’ '

¢ Sober, is it?’ cried Blake. ¢ Soberer
than I've been this five-and-twenty years,
bad luck to me !
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¢Then listen to me,’ said ~Peebles.
‘*T'was you that married his lordship to
Moya Macartney {’
~ ¢*T'was so,” returned Blake.

¢And ye had really been ordained a
clerk in holy orders before that time

‘I had, but when I performed the cere-
mony I used a false name.’

¢ That makes no difference,’ returned
Peebles. ¢ You were a clergyman, you are
a clergyman, and a clergyman you’ll die.
Holy orders are indelible! I ken that
much, though I'm no churchman mysel'.
Noo, Moya’s safe, and it's my - intention,
jest as soon as it can be done withoot
chance of damage to my lord’s health, to
break the news to him, and I'll look to
you to put all possible assistance in the
way o’ proving your possession o’ the neces-
sary power to perform a legal marriage.’

‘H’'m!" said Blake doubtfully.

¢And what the deil d’'ye mean by
“h’m”? asked Peebles.
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‘ You're talkin’ mighty aisy,’ said Blake,
‘of my givin’ up the only means o
livelihood I've had these years past.’

¢ Means o’ livelihood,’ repeated Peebles.
¢ You’re doited, man alive ! What has this
question to do wi’ your means of liveli-
hood ?’

¢ Just the blackmail that Dick Conseltine
has paid me to hold my tongue,’ replied
Blake with a beautiful candour.

¢ That's all o’er now, said Peebles.
‘ He kens that Moya’s alive, and he kens
that I ken it. Eh, Patrick Blake,” he
continued, shaking his head reproachfully
at the burly figure opposite him, ¢ye've
been a sad scoun’rel in your time, I doubt.
But ye helped to save that puir lass’s life,
and I'll no be hard on ye. What can be
done for ye in reason shall be done.
Maybe the wages o’ honesty won’t amount
to as much as the wages o’ sin, but ye'll
hae a clearer conscience to mak’ up the
balance. I can promise nacthing, but I'll
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spcak to Desmond and my lord. I'm
thinking ye’d be best oot o’ the country.
Some hundred pounds and a passage to
America would suit ye fine." -

¢ Emigration !’ said Blake. ¢'T'was that
Dick Conscltine was advising the other
day. Faix, ye're all in a mighty hurry
to get rid o' poor old Pat Blake. Well,
Pecbles, I'll trust ye. I've always found
ye square and honest, and I like the boy.
I'd rather see him with the title than that
ape cub o’ Dick Conseltine’s, any day of
the year. As for the help I can give ye,
well, there’s me licence to preach, marry,
and bury, signed by the Bishop, and
granted at Maynooth College. I’ve got
it at home at Blake’s Hall to this day,
and faith, if that’s not enough, I can
find a score o’ people at my old cure
who'll remember me and swear to my
identity.’

At this moment he was interrupted by
a rap at the pantry door, and a servant
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announced that Peebles was needed in my
lord’s chamber.

¢ Wait here,’ said the old man to Blake.
¢T'll no’ be long.’

Peebles mounted the stairs, and found
Kilpatrick seated at the open window of
his room. He gave some commonplace
instructions which could quite easily have
been fulfilled by any other servant in the
house. Peebles, who knew his master’s
mind as though he had made him, obeyed
the orders, and stood at his elbow silently.

¢ Well, Peebles ? well #* asked Kilpatrick.

¢ Well, my lord " said Peebles.

¢ What are you waiting for ?

¢ For your lordship’s orders.’

Kilpatrick sat twisting his fingers in a
nervous silence for a second or two, and
then abruptly asked :

‘ Where’s Desmond? 1 suppose you've
seen him lately ?’

“Ay ! said Peebles, ‘I saw him last
night.’
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¢ And what had the young scamp to say
for himself? Still on the high horse, I
suppose? When does he propose to
honour my house with his presence again?’

¢ God forgive us |’ said Pecbles, shaking
his head at his master with a mournful
reproof. ¢« Still on his high horse,”
quotha ! ’Tis you that are walking wi’
the bare feet o’ conscience in the mire o’
repentance, if your silly pride would let
ye own till it.’

Kilpatrick tried to look angrily at the
old man, but the coatinued slow shake of
Pecbles’ head, and the calm penetration of
the eyes that dwelt on his, cowed him.

‘I ask you, Peebles,” he cried suddenly,
¢ is not my position a hard one ¥’

¢ Bair hard,’ said Peebles; ¢ but ye made
it yoursel’, and ye hae nae right to
grumble.’

¢It’s harder than I deserve,’ cried Kil-
patrick. ¢If—if it was the—the just
measure of punishment for—for that silly
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indiscretion of years ago, I should not
complain, but ’

‘My lord I’ said Peebles, ¢ dinna gang
beyond God’s patience. “ Just measure o’
punishment !” “too hard !” I wonder ye
hae the presumption to sit in that chair,
and talk to me that ken the circum-
stances.’

‘ Hold your tongue, confound you !’ said
his master.

¢ That will I no’, returned Peebles, * till
as your speeritual weelwisher and your
carnal servant I hae done my best to
purge your heart o' the black vanity ye
cherish.’

“Go to the devil, you canting old
scoundrel I screamed Kilpatrick.

¢ After your lordship,’ said Peebles
suavely, and flowed on before the angry
old gentleman could stop him. ¢You say
your lot’s 2 hard one ? You complain that
Providence is punishing you too severely ?
Man, ye are just like a spoiled child, that
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sets a house afire in his wantonness, and
then thinks he’s badly treated because he
gets his fingers burnt. Your lot a hard
one! What about the lot o’ the innocent
lass that trusted ye, and that ye ruined and
slew ? What about the bright bonny lad
that God put it into his mither’s heart to
send here t' ye, that should hae been a
sound o’ peace in your ears, a light unto
your eyes, a sermon to your understanding,
ilka day this eighteen years bygone?
What about his shame and anguish, his
loss of respect and belief in all his kind,
because you, the one man he loved and
trusted most, turned to base metal in his
sight? And ye are hardly treated! Gin
ye had your deserts, Henry Conseltine,
Lord Kilpatrick, ye’d be on the treadmill
at this minute. ‘There’s many an honester
man than you that’s praying God this
minute for bread and water to stay his
carnal pangs, while ye sit here, full o’
meat, and puffed out wi’ idleness. Ili-
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treated ! Ma certie I’ cried the old man,
with a fall from an almost Biblical
solemnity of phrase to latter-day col-
loquialism which would have seemed
ludicrous to any third person. ¢Ye're no
blate! Perhaps ye'd like a step up in the
peerage for havin’ ruined an honest lassie
and broken a poor lad’s heart ’

¢ Upon my soul,’ said Kilpatrick, twisting
in his chair, I don’t know why I stand
your infernal impudence.’

¢ For the same reason,’ returned Peebles,
¢ that you stand the infernal impudence o’
your ain conscience. Ye've been trying to
drug and bully #Aar into quiet a’ these
years, and ye've no succeeded yet, and ne’er
will, the Lord be praised! Ye ask,’ he con-
tinued, “if Desmond’s on his high horse yet?
Ay, is he—on a higher horse than ever.’

¢ What do you mean ¥’ asked Kilpatrick.

¢ Circumstances have come to light this
last day or twa,’ said Peebles, ¢ that put a
new complexion on a’ this business.’
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¢ What circumstances ?* asked his lord-
ship wonderingly.

¢Strange circumstances,’ said Peebles,
‘I've news for ye that’ll mak’ your ears to
tingle, I'm thinking.’

¢ Curse you ! cried the old man ; “can’t
you speak out, instcad of jibbering and
jabbering in this fashion, you old death’s-
head !

‘Ye're a foul-mouthed person, Lord
Kilpatrick,’ said Peebles dryly, ¢ but let that
flea stick to the wall. I've news for ye
that it will tak’ courage to listen to.’

¢ Man alive !’ cried Kilpatrick; ¢ for the
love of God don’t waste your time and
my patience in this fashion! What is
your ncws '

¢ Just this,’ said the old man slowly and

deliberately : ‘The marriage with Moya

Macartney, that ye believed to be a

sham marriage—the more shame to ye for

it—was no’ a sham at all, but as good

a marriage as was cver made between
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man and maid on this earth, and as
binding !’

Kilpatrick stared at him like one
distraught, breathing heavily, and grasping
the side-pieces of his armchair with
twitching fingers.

“'Tis sooth I'm tellin’ ye,’ returned
Peebles.  ¢Blake was in holy orders.
He'd been deprived of his cure and he per-
formed the ceremony under a false name,
but he’d ne’er been disfrocked. Desmond
is your lawfully begotten son—your heir !’

Kilpatrick’s reception of this astounding
news fairly astonished the old man. After
the first dumfoundering effect of the
communication had passed, Kilpatrick
sprang from his chair, his face flushed, his
eyes glittering.

‘Isit true? Is it true

¢True as death I’ responded Peebles.

¢Where is he? cried the old man.
¢ Eor God’s sake, Peebles, bring him here !
Let me see him I’
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His face darkened with a sudden ex-
pression of doubt.

‘ Pecbles,” he cried brokenly; °you’re
not playing with me? You’re not de-
ceiving me? I’'ve been a good master to
you these years past ; you couldn’t—you
wouldn’t—"’

*God forbid " said Peebles. “It’s
gospel truth.’

¢ But,’ asked Kilpatrick, ¢ why has Blake
been silent all these years ’

¢ Because,’ said Peebles, ¢ Richard Con-
seltine has made it worth his while.’

‘ By Heaven !’ cried the old lord, <I'll
break every bone in Dick’s body! Peebles,
you don’t know what I've suffered all
these years. Even from you I've hidden
my miseries. I've looked at Desmond,
standing side by side with that ugly cub
of Dick’s, and ground my teeth to think
that I couldn’t leave the title to him.
God bless you, Peebles—God bless you
for the news! ’'Fore Gad! I shall go
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mad with joy. Peebles, I'll double your
wages if youll get the boy here in an
hour from now. What are you standing
glowering there for? Run, you old
rascal, run, and bring Desmond to me!
My eyes are hungry for him! Tl ac-
knowledge him before the world! He
shall marry Dulcie before the week’s out,
and I'll live to nurse my grandson yet !
Dick’s face will be a sight to see when he
learns that I know this.’

Peebles did not move. He was re-
volving in his mind the wisdom of at once
breaking to Kilpatrick the news that the
wife he deemed dead was living.

¢Desmond shall do that,” he said to
himself. <Ay, Desmond shall db that.
"Twill come better from him. My lord’s
heart will be softened. ’Twill be less of a
shock than if I told him. Ay, ay,’ he
said aloud, as Kilpatrick impatiently bade
him begone and fetch Desmond. ¢He
shall be here inside an hour, my lord.’

241 R



LADY KILPATRICK

“God bless you, old friend,’ said his
lordship, shaking hands with him. ‘You’re
a pragmatical old Puritan, but you’ve
taken ten years off my age to-day.’

Peebles descended to the pantry, where
he found Blake still in intimate converse
with the whisky bottle.

¢ Mr. Blake, would ye do my lord and
me a service ?’

¢ By my troth, I will, then,’ said Blake.

Peebles called a groom, and bade him
prepare 2 horse and carriage.

‘I want ye, Mr. Blake, to drive to
Maguire’s cottage over at Cornboy. There
you'll find Moya Macartney—tell her she
must come with you. Then drive on to
Doolan’s Farm, and pick up Desmond.
Bring them both here, and I'll have a boy
posted in the road to warn me that ye're
coming.’
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CHAPTER XV,

THE MOVING BOG.,

IN a state of mind bordering as closely on
frenzy as was possible in so very cold and
calculating a nature, Conseltine made his
way to the neighbouring village of Cor-
dale, where, in a disreputable inn bearing
the pretentious title ‘Hotel,’ his confederate
Feagus was waiting the issue of events.
He found the worthy seated in a parlour
leading off the main chamber, or taproom,
playing cards with the landlord, a truculent-
looking ruffian in shirt-sleeves.

As Conseltine entered, Feagus looked
up with a grin, but, seeing at a glance by
the expression of Conseltine’s face that
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something unusual had occurred, he threw
down his cards and rose to his fect. -

* Business before pleasure, Pat Linney,’
he said. ¢ Here’s a client, good luck to
him! Will ye be seated, Mr. Conseltine

‘No, no,” was the reply. “Come out
into the fresh air; this place is stifling’—as
indeed it was, from the combined effects
of bad ventilation, bad tobacco, and bad
whisky.

‘What’s the matter now i sharply
demanded the lawyer, as they stood to-
gether in the open street. An Irish
‘mist’ was falling from skies dark with
heavy clouds, and the prospect all around
the few miserable huts which constituted
the ¢ village ' was miserable in the extreme.

In a few hurried words Conseltine
recounted the facts of the interview with
Pecbles.

“So that’s it, is it? cried the lawyer,
scowling savagely. ‘If I'd been in your
place, I'd have coaxed the ould villain intg
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some convanient corner, and knocked him
on the head.’ '

¢ Nonsense " said Conseltine.

‘ Nonsense, ye call it # snapped Feagus,
showing his teeth like a savage dog about
to bite. ¢ When you’re cooling your heels
in gaol ye'll pipe to a different tune.’

¢ And you ¥

‘Don’t couple my name with yours in
that connection, Conseltine. I forbid ye.
My hands are clane, and the only thing on
my conscience is that I didn’t inform
against ye.'

Conseltine’s face was livid with anger,
as the other continued :

¢And it's nice of ye to bring me out
into the wet to talk with me, as if I wasn’t
a dacent man, except for my dealing with
the likes of you. I'm tired of doing dirty

work for one that hasn't the brains of

a brent goose, or the pluck of a louse—
I am, sir] How will ye get out of it all ?
tell me that.
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. *We sink or swim together,’ answered
Conseltine. “I didn’t come here to listen
to abuse. I want your advice.’

¢Then come in to the fireside,” snarled
Feagus, moving towards the inn.

‘No! Can’t you understand that
something must be done at once? That
old fool is against us, so is Blake; and
when Desmond Macartney hears that
we're concerned in his mother’s death,
he’ll never rest till he’s hunted us down.
Come away with me to Blake’s at
once, and see what can be done with
him.’

For some time Feagus was obdurate,
but at last he listened to his companion’s
arguments, and agreed to accompany him
to Blake’s Hall. The way thither led
by a track across the open moor or
¢ mountain,” and, after refreshing himself
with one stiff tumbler of Jamieson at the
inn, Feagus followed Conseltine through
the drizzling rain.
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A dreary day, a dreary prospect. The
ground was covered with a soft, soaked
blanket of mud, moss, and heather, and
low, gray vapours were trailing on every
side across the rain-washed hills. Not
one ray of sunlight broke the gloom, but
far away to seaward moved a white mass
like smoke, ever shifting and changing.
The air was strangely still, for the rain
was too thin and mist-like to produce the
slightest sound.

It was a miserable walk of three Irish
miles from the village of Cordale to the
valley inhabited by Blake. The two men
hastened along in gloomy silence until
they had covered half the distance. Then
Feagus paused with an oath, and looked
fiercely into the pale, determined face of
his companion.

‘I'm a fool to follow ye!’ he cried.
‘I'd be a wiser man if I took the car to
Sligo, and left ye here to fight the devils
you’ve raised.’
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‘I tell you that we stand or fall to-
gether,’ said Conseltine.

‘That’s a lie! If I was an accessory
before the fact, I can plade insufficiency of
motive, and turn Queen’s evidence. What
d’ye say to that, now ¥’

Conseltine’s face went a shade whiter,
and its expression a shade uglier, as he
glanced down at Feagus, and then sur-
veyed the gloomy prospect surrounding
him. For the moment his impulse was
to spring upon his accomplice, and strangle
him then and there; but Feagus, though
small, was wiry, and fierce as a wild cat,
and would have taken a great deal of
killing. Momentary as the impulse was,
it expressed itself clearly on his coun-
tenance, and was at once understood and
appreciated by Feagus, who said with a
savage and spiteful grin :

~ ¢«Wouldn’t ye like to get rid of me now,

as ye got rid of poor Moya Macartney ?

So I'm a thorn in your side, Dick Con-
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seltine? By the powers, Ill be a bigger
thorn yet, if ye don’t mind what you’re
after I’

‘You’re drunk,” returned Conseltine,
‘and you talk like a child. Come along !’

And he walked slowly on.

¢ A child, am I, and drunk ?’ muttered
Feagus, irresolute whether to follow or
turn back. ¢ Well, I'm neither too young
nor too drunk to guess what game you’re
after, my fine gintleman. If I'm not
before ye, ’tis you that will be blowing the
gaff, and denouncing me, to save your own
skin. So I won't leave ye yet awhile, I'm
thinking.’

He followed Conseltine at a short
distance, grumbling and cursing at every
footstep of the way. From time to time
Conseltine glanced back to assure himself
that he was following.

At last, soaked to the skin and splashed
with mud, they came in view of Blake’s
Hall. By this time the rain had almost
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ceased, but above the heights which rose
seaward, beyond the flat valley in which
the Hall lay, a great mass of vaporous
cumuli, black and ominous, hung like a
pall. Between this mass and the hill
summits was a white space filled with
smoke-like vapour, with gleams of shim-
mering silver. The silence had grown
deeper, but when the slightest sound arose
it travelled with startling distinctness for
miles. Here and there, between the valley
and the hills, were scattered cottages, bright
patches of green pasture, and clumps of
woodland. From these, at intervals, came
the lowing of cattle, the crowing of a
cock, the cry of a solitary human voice—
each and all of which seemed to make the
silence more intense.

Down to the cottage, or hall, went the
two men, only to find that they had come
upon a useless errand. The door stood
open, but when they entered there was no
sign of anybody within. Tired with his
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long walk, Feagus threw himself on a
stool, and, lighting his pipe, began smok-
ing furiously, while Conseltine, returning
to the door, searched the prospect in vain
for any trace of the man he sought.

A hundred yards from the threshold
ran the river, a narrow and shallow stream
in ordinary weather, but now broadened
and deepened by the rain. It was boiling
along at lightning speed, stained deep
brown by the clay and peat of the moor-
lands whence it flowed. The stepping-
stones at the ford, by which one gained the
road to Castle Fitzpatrick, were covered,
and to cross at all a man would have had
to wade nearly waist-deep, at the risk of
being carried away by the current.

Like a man lost in thought, Conseltine
walked over to the bank, and stood looking
at the water. His mind was in as great a
tumult as the raging stream. All his
plans had failed, the whole world seemed
leagued against him, and he was now full
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of a nameless dread, a horror of discovery,
of punishment, and of the accompanying
shame. Recent events had developed
everything that was harsh and even savage
in his nature. He had passed from one
crime to another, till the blackest of all
crimes cast its shadow on his soul ; not
that he felt any pity for the victim of his
evil deed—his dominant feeling was one of
fierce rage that the deed had been done in
vain. How to act now he knew not.
His only hope was in the silence of
Pecbles, whose regard for the honour
of the family he well knew. His greatest
fear was of Desmond, should the Squireen
learn that his mother’s life had been
attempted.

He stood so long brooding there, that
Feagus grew impatient, and came to the
door to look after him.

¢ What the devil are ye doing there ?’
shouted the lawyer.

Conseltine looked round, and made no
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reply. At that moment a strange sound,
like the faint shock of an earthquake,
came from the distant hills. Both men
instinctively glanced thither, and saw,
stretching from the black mass or pile of
cloud behind the hill-tops, a silhouette of
solid black, in the form of an enormous
waterspout, its apex in the clouds, its
base hidden somewhere in the unseen
ocean. Even as they gazed it burst, and
for a moment it seemed as if night had
come, the whole skies being wrapt in
blackness, and the rain falling in a deluge,
lashing the ground.

‘Powers of heaven! cried Feagus,
clinging to the lintel of the open door,
and feeling, almost for the first time in his
life, a ghastly sense of fear. Before he
could realize his own dread, Conseltine
stood by him, panting for breath.

‘Look yonder!” Conseltine gasped,
gripping his companion by the arm, and
pointing up the mountains.
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Light. now broke from the clouds—
gloomy light with livid rays; and it fell
full on a great green stretch of bogland
covering the mountain side. 'The mountain
itself seemed rocking as if with earthquake,
and simultancously the bog itself, like
thick and slimy lava, seemed to be moving
downward !

¢ Holy saints defend us!’ cried Feagus.

As he spoke, the sound of human cries
came from the distance, and figures were
seen wildly moving to and fro. A white
cottage of stone rocked, crumbled like
sugar in water, and disappeared from sight,
washed over by the moving earth.

Tempest on sea and earthquake are
dreadful enough, but there is no phe-
nomenon more portentous than that of the
moving bog, when the very earth seems to
become liquid lava, shifting and changing,
obliterating landmarks, and swallowing up
whatever stands in the way of its fatal
course. Such was the phenomenon the
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two men were now contemplating—a
whole hillside shifting from its place and
moving downward like a great slow, ever-
broadening stream, engulfing rocks, trees,
and human dwellings, bearing fragments
of these in its course, urging stones and
rocks along like a river in full flood, now
halting and pausing to destroy obstacles,
again rolling relentlessly on.

In the present case, it was fed with the
rain of a thousand torrents, which gushed
along with it and hastened it along.

Louder and shriller cries soon broke
upon the air, and groups of men, women,
and children were seen flying down the
valley, some driving before them cattle as
terror-stricken as themselves, many bearing
blankets, bedding, and domestic utensils,
all moaning and shrieking in fear. Very
slowly, but surely and terribly, the bog
crept behind them, devouring and destroy-
ing, yet now and then, as if in caprice,
leaving some dwelling or clump of trees
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untouched, like an island in a slimy,
moving pool.

As emotion spreads from one to another
in a crowd of living beings, so does trouble
grow by some elemental sympathy of
nature among inanimate things. The
terror and the tumult of the scene we are
describing seemed to communicate itself to
the whole landscape. The very river,
flowing from the opposite direction, and
winding away seaward by the base of the
mountains, seemed to boil up ominously,
surging tumultuously along. A mile
away there was a wooden bridge, over
which many of the panic-stricken peasants
had now crossed, gaining the open vale
beyond. Suddenly, the supports of this
bridge yiclded to the fury of the waters;
the bridge, covered with sheep and cattle,
with men and women about to follow,
tottered, yielded, and was swept away with
its load.

All this time Feagus and Conseltine had
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stood fascinated, forgetful of themselves in
the extraordinary scene they were contem-
plating ; but now, as the excitement cul-
minated, they realized their own danger.

¢ We must get out of this,’ said Feagus.
¢ If we don’t cross the ford, we’'ll be buried
alive !’

He flew rather than ran towards the
river, and reached the place of crossing,
only to stand in abject terror above a
boiling torrent.

¢ Saints save us !’ he groaned. ¢ No man
can cross here.’

He turned trembling, and saw Con-
seltine standing by his side, pale but
comparatively calm.

¢ What’s to be done ?’ gasped Feagus.

Conseltine smiled grimly.

¢ Plunge in, man, wade to the other
side, or swim to it! It’s not twenty yards
from bank to bank.’

¢I should drown !" cried the lawyer.

¢ Better that than live to betray the man
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that has fed and kept you so many years.
You talked of turning Queen’s evidence—
goand do it !

Feagus recoiled.

. ¢I didn’t mane it, Conseltine—’twas
only my little joke. For God’s sake, tell
me what’s to be done !’

I neither know nor care,’ returned the
other. ¢Perhaps it’s God’s vengeance
upon us for what we’ve done. Are you
afraid to die ¥’

Without replying, Feagus looked round
in despair. The whole mountain-side
seemed now descending on that portion of
the valley where he stood, while the river
wound round and round, between Blake’s
Hall and the open moor by which they
had gained the lonely vale. There was
only one way of escape—to gain the
opposite bank of the river.

¢« Tell me this—if we escape out of this
alive, do you mean to stand by me or to
turn against me ¢’
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“To stand by ye, to stand by ye I' cried
Feagus.

“Then strip off your coat, and follow
me ! said Conseltine. ‘I'm going across.
If the water takes me off my feet, I shall
swim to the point below yonder—the
current swirls that way, and it’s shallow
close to the bank. You’d better come—it’s
your only chance.’

Suiting the action to the word, Con-
seltine took off his outer garments, and
stood in trousers and shirtsleeves; then,
stooping down, he unlaced his mud-clogged
boots, and threw them off. Trembling
with fear, Feagus followed his example.

Conseltine crept down to the water’s
edge, and leaning forward, tried the depth
with a heavy blackthorn stick which he
carried.

¢ We can do it,’ he said. ¢Mind you
stand firm against the current, or you’re a
dead man.’

Feagus groaned and prayed. All his
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natural courage had deserted him, and
he looked an abject picture of human
wretchedness.

¢Stop a minute,” he cried ; ‘I'm out o’
breath I’

*Stop if you please,’ returned Con-
seltine contemptuously. ¢ I'm going
across!’

Then steadying himself for the struggle,
and using his stick as a partial support, he
stepped into the stream, and in a moment
was fighting with the current. With slow,
long strides he moved from the bank, his
feet set upon the slippery bottom. For
several yards the water reached no higher
than his knees, but gradually deepened ; it
at last surged wildly to his waist ; but he
was a tall man of unusual strength, and
nature favoured him. For a few moments,
as he stood in mid-stream, it seemed as if
he must be swept away, but, facing the
current and leaning forward, he held his
own—then, putting out all his strength,
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he leaped rather than walked until he
gained the shallower water on the farther
sidle. He had passed safely, and stood
soaked and dripping, but secure, upon the
further bank.

Feagus, who had watched his progress
with wondering eyes, but with an increas-
ing sense of hope, still stood crouching by
the riverside.

¢ Come,’ cried Conseltine, waving his
stick and laughing; ¢it’s easier than I
thought !’

‘Your staff! Throw me your staff!’
shriecked Feagus, and glancing round he
saw the bog descending like a snake
towards Blake’s Hall. Then an extra-
ordinary phenomenon took place. The
bog, meeting the river just where the
bridge had fallen, blocked it like an enor-
mous dam and then crawled like a monster
over it. ‘The result was instantaneous.
The river, arrested in its course, began to
swell up, deepen, and push backward on
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itself. There was not a moment to be
lost if it was to be crossed again.

¢ Throw me your staff, for the love of
God ! cried Feagus.

Conseltine hesitated for a moment, then
cast the stick across the flood with all his
might ; it fell close to Feagus, who gripped
it eagerly, and then, with a cry, plunged
forward into the water. His progress was
at first comparatively easy, but as the water
deepened, it became more and more diffi-
cult to keep his foothold. With face set
hard and eyes protruding, he struggled on.

After watching him for a moment, Con-
seltine ran from the bank, followed the
side of the stream, and stood on the point of
land of which he had spoken, some forty
yards below. Standing there, he waited
for results.

Straining every nerve, and praying aloud,
the lawyer reached the middle of the stream,
and paused for a moment, gasping for
breath. Then the roar of the flood, and
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the rush of water and wind, seemed to
blind and confuse him, and he seemed
giving way. But with a mighty effort he
kept his feet, and even then all might have
gone well with him but for an accidental
impediment—the half-submerged trunk of
a tree, which rolled over and over, struck
the staff from his hands and took him off
his feet. With a shriek, he was swept
headlong into the flood, and disappeared.

Only for a few moments—then, haggard
and ghastly, his head re-emerged, drifting
towards the point where Conseltine stood.
A good swimmer, he struck boldly out,
and was helped by the current. All he
was conscious of was the rushing water
around him, and the figure of Conseltine
coming nearer and nearer.

As Conseltine had explained, the current
swept right to the point, close to which
there was some shallow water. Strong
and wiry as a terrier, Feagus made his way
thither, fighting for his life. He was
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close to the point, his feet touched solid
ground, and he could see Conseltine close
to him, looking calmly down, when his
force failed him and he was whirled round
like a straw.

‘Save me !" he shrieked, reaching out his
hands.

By wading forward, and gripping the
hands so outstretched, Conseltine, with
little or no danger to himself, could have
drawn him into the shallows, but, instead
of so doing, he looked at the miserable
man and made no effort to assist him. The
opportunity of the moment passed, and
with a shriek of despair Feagus was swept
away.

Pale as death, Conseltine watched him
until he disappeared altogether, and then,
pale as a spectre, walked up the riverside.
He was safe now, and the only man who
_could denounce him and bring any certain
proof of his guilt was silenced for ever.
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¢ The drunken fool!” he muttered.
¢ That threat has cost him his life. Had
he lived, he would have done what he
threatened to do—so he’s better where
heis!

He looked back across the river. Blake’s
Hall stood untouched, but all around it
was the dark mass of the moving bog, still
creeping across the vale. 'Where the bridge
had fallen, a great lake of water, fed by
the river, was spreading and spreading,
The rain still fell heavily, adding to the
general desolation.

He turned and hastened till he reached
the road leading to the village and Castle
of Kilpatrick. As he strode along, he
passed numbers of men, women, and chil-
dren hurrying in the same direction, but
spoke to none and was heeded by none,
until he was close upon the village, when
he came suddenly face to face with his
son. .

¢ Father I’ cried Richard, aghast at the
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wild figure before him. ¢I’ve been look-
ing for you everywhere. What has
happened ”

In a few brief words, Conseltine related
what had occurred—the search for Blake,
the strange convulsion of nature, his own
escape, and the death of Feagus. Then
Richard, on his side, had something to
tell which made Conseltine sick with rage
and dread. What that ‘something’ was
will be known in the sequel. The result
of the communication was that father and
son made no attempt to return to Kil-
patrick Castle, but within a few hours or
their meeting had gained the necarest rail-

way-station and were on their way to
Dublin,
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CHAPTER XVI.

IN WHICH LORD KILPATRICK NAMES
HIS HEIR.

IT was not till Blake was half-way on the
road to Maguire’s cottage that the per-
sonal significance to himself of the errand
with which Peebles had entrusted him
dawned upon him. His first impulse was
to tell the driver to return to the Castle,
and to request Peebles to find another
messenger.

‘By the Saints, but ’tis a fine business
I'm in for—a two-mile ride with Moya
Macartney and Desmond—and ’tis 2 com-
fortable quarter of an hour I'll be after
having.’
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His habitual recklessness prevailed, how-
ever, aided by the thought that, as the
bearer of the message of peace, he might
have a better chance of pardon for past
peccadilloes.  He arrived at Maguire’s
cottage, which had a lonely and deserted
aspect, in the bright mid-day sunshine. No
curl of smoke from the chimney announced
the presence of an occupant, and the door
was fast shut. It opened at his knock, and
disclosed Moya.

¢ God save all here !’ said Blake, with
his customary swagger rather broadened.

¢Amen to that, Patrick Blake,’ said
Moya calmly, ©for some of us need His
mercy. What is it ye want here ?’

¢ Just yourself,” said Blake. ‘I’'m from
the Castle with a message from Mr. Peebles.
Ye're asked for there.’

Moya turned a shade paler.

¢Is he there—Desmond

‘I’'m .going on to Doolan’s farm to take
him,’ said Blake. ‘I’ve the carriage waitin’
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here.” He hesitated for a moment, and
then added, with more show of feeling
than was common with him: ¢I’'m a quare
sort o’ messenger to send on this errand,
and God knows ye’re little likely to relish
my society. It’s no sort o’ use in the
world to say I’m sorry, or to offer apologies
for what’s past, but I hope it’s good news
I’'m bringin’ ye. In fact, I &now it’s good
news.” He took off his hat with a gesture
that was almost dignified. ¢ Will ye do
me the honour to accompany me, Lady
Kilpatrick ?’

Moya drew her shawl about her face
and walked to the carriage, the door of
which Blake held open for her. He
mounted beside the driver, and another ten
minutes saw them at the farm. Desmond
was in the yard, seated on a bench and
engaged in splicing a fishing-rod. At
the sound of the approaching wheels he
checked the pensive whistle with which he
accompanied his work ; and at the sight of
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Blake on the box of the carriage, he dropped
the rod to the ground and strode forward
at a quickened pace and with heightened
colour. Blake descended and confronted
him.

“Tell me this, Mr. Blake, said the boy ;
‘I'm in a bit of a quandary. Thereis a
man I know who's a villain, but he’s old
enough to be my father, and I hear that
he’s a clergyman, so I can neither call
him out nor lay a stick across his back.
What would ye do in my place?’

¢ Faith,” answered Blake, ¢ ’tis a trouble-
some question. 'Twill take thinking over.
In the mean time, I’ve news for ye. Ye're
wanted at the Castle.’

‘Am I? said Desmond. ¢And who
wants me {’

¢ Mr. Peebles.’

¢ Then tell him,” said Desmond, ¢that
when I enter my father’s doors again "twill
be either to find my mother there, or with
her on my arm.’
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¢ Sure,’ said Blake, ¢she’s in the carriage
at this minute, and going to the Castle
with ye. Your troubles are over, Des-
mond—and hers.’

“You have a right to congratulate me
on that, haven’t ye ?’ asked the boy with
scornful anger.

‘Faith! and if Thaven’t, who has?’ replied
Blake unabashed. ¢And look here, Des-
mond Conseltine ; in regard to the matter
ye mentioned just now, sure there’ll be no
difficulty whatever. ’Tis not myself that'll
take refuge behind a black coat and a white
choker. Twenty paces or a six-foot ring
will do for me, and so, my service to ye.
"Twould ease your heart and end the bad
blood between us, maybe. But there’s
things more important than divarsions o’
that sort on hand.’

Moya’s white face appeared at the
carriage window, and Desmond, with a
final angry look at Blake, joined her.
Blake remounted the box and gave the
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word for home. The coachman, who had
received his instructions from Peebles,
made a détour in order to approach the
Castle from the back. Moya trembled
like a leaf as they approached the house,
and clung tight to Desmond’s hand.

They found Pecbles standing bareheaded
at the back door, waiting to receive them.

¢ Moya,’” he said—*I beg your pardon,
Lady Kilpatrick, but the old name comes
easiest—nhis lordship has asked for Des-
mond. He kens that he is his lawful son,
and the way he took the news was just
joyful to see. He repents his past sin,
he’ll welcome the boy back to his hearth
and home. But he doesna ken—I hadna
the courage to tell him—that you are
living. I thought ’twould come best from
Desmond. Desmond, lad, begentle wi’him!
We a’ hae much to forgive each other,
and—he’s your father, man, when a’ is
said and done. Mak’ your peace wi’ him,
and then break it to him as gently as ye can.
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He¢’s in the library. TI'll get your mother
upstairs cannily into the anteroom, to be at
hand. Eh? he cried, with a quiver in his
voice and a flash of moisture in his eyes
which did more than all his entreaties to
soften Desmond. ¢ Hech, laddie,’ but this
is a grand day! I can lay down my old
bones in thankfulness, praising God for
his mercies. It’s a grand day this, and I
never thought to live to see the like I’

The old man fairly broke down. Des-
mond took his hand and pressed it, with
the tears in his own eyes, and it was in a
much kindlier mood than that in which
he had entered the house that he mounted
the stairs leading to the library. He stood
for a minute outside the door. His breath
was heavy, and the beating of his heart
filled his ears like the pulse of a muffled
drum. When he knocked, Kilpatrick’s
voice answered from within, bidding him
enter.

The old iman was standing near the
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window, with the light streaming on his
face, which was very worn and haggard.
Desmond thought even that his hair had
whitened a little since he last saw him,
though so short a time had elapsed.
Kilpatrick advanced a pace or two with
outstretched hands, and then paused with
bent head. A strange mingling of many
nameless and some nameable emotions
welled up in Desmond’s heart—memories
of a thousand kindnesses and generosities,
pity for the proud man humbled—and
before he knew it his arms were round the
old man’s neck, and they were mingling
their tears together. Kilpatrick was terribly
agitated.

‘ My son, my son " was all he could say
for a time. He repeated the words again
and again, each time more passionately, as
if at this moment their wonderful signi-
ficance had become dear to him for the
first time. ‘You forgive me, Desmend ?’

The boy took the gray head between
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his hands, and kissed his father on the
forehead, wetting his face with his tears.

“It is more than I deserve,’ said the old
man. ‘I was a scoundrel, a villain! I
broke your mother’s heart, Desmond, the
sweetest, purest heart that ever beat. Ye
can’t forgive me for that! Nothing can
ever take that load from my heart, nothing,
till I die and she asks God to pardon me.’

‘Father!’ said Desmond. ‘I have strange
news for you. Are you well and strong
enough to bear it

¢ Nothing can hurt me now, replied
Kilpatrick.

‘You don’t know what it is, replied
Desmond. ‘I'm afraid ’twill be a dreadful
shock to you at first, but a happy one after,
I hope.’

‘Well, said the father, with a faint
touch of his old quickness of temper,
‘what is it? Speak out, my boy, and tell
me. Some scrape you've got into, eh?
Well, that’s forgiven before you tell me.’
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‘You regret the past ?’ asked Desmond.
‘You would make amends for it to the
utmost extent in your power ’

¢I w:i/l make amends for it, Desmond.
There is nothing you can ask me I will
not do, no burden that you can lay upon
me that I will not gladly bear.’

‘I hope,’” said Desmond, after a short
pause, ¢that you won’t think what I'm
going to tell ye is a burden. Faith, ’tis
hard to know where to begin ! Supposing
—mind, I only say supposing—sup-
posing my mother were not dead at all,
supposing she were alive, and came back
here, would you make the same amends
to her as you say you'll make to me ¥’

‘You—you torture me! cried Kil-
patrick. < Why rake up these painful
recollections 7  'Why ask questions of this
sort, when they can do no good ? Every
day of my life, for eighteen years past, I
have repented the wrong I did. God
knows, if it were possible, I would repair it.’
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‘ Ye mean that ?’ cried Desmond.

*God knows I do! said Kilpatrick ;
‘but of what avail is it to speak of such
things now ?’

¢ Of more avail than you may think,
father.  Strange things have happened
this last day or two.’

Kilpatrick searched his son’s face with
distending eyes.

‘Desmond! For God’s sake, tell me
what you mean !’

‘I mean,’ said Desmond, taking his
father’s hand, ‘that God has been very
good to us both, father. If I tell it to
you too suddenly, forgive me—I don’t
know how to break it properly. My
mother is alive !’

Kilpatrick staggered as if the words had
shot him.

¢Alive I he gasped. ‘Moya Macartney
alive I

‘Yes, sure,’ said Desmond, ‘and in a
little while she’ll be here, in Ireland.’
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Kilpatrick sank into a seat, and sat
trembling like a man ague-struck.

‘In fact, said Desmond, ¢she is in
Ireland already, and on her way here.’

The old man sprang to his feet.

¢She is here—she is in the house !’

Desmond walked to the ante-room door,
and made a sign. Moya advanced into
the library, and let slip the shawl from
her face.

¢ God of Heaven !’ cried Kilpatrick, fall-
ing to his knees. ¢ Moya !’

She stood still, looking down on him,
the broad light falling on her wrinkled
face and whitening hair. Kilpatrick bent
his head beneath her gaze, an awful sob
broke from his throat. Desmond closed
the door, leaving them together: the
meeting was too sacred to be witnessed
even by him.

A long time had gone by, and the
shadow of the Castle had blotted out the
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shaft of sunshine which had spread its glory
of golden green on the lawn when the
carriage had reached the Castle. Desmond
still sat alone as a light step crossed the
floor, and a soft arm was slipped round
his neck. He looked up and saw Dulcie.

‘You needn’t say anything, Desmond,’
she said. ¢Peebles has told me. I am
so happy, dear, for your sake.’

He drew her to his side.

¢ You loved me, Dulcie, when I was the
poor Squireen : will you love me the less
now that I'm to be the next Lord Kil-
patrick ’

¢ Not less,” answered Dulcie, ‘nor more.
Sure,” she added, with the most musical
of brogues, ¢ ‘twould be impossible !

THE END.
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THE QUEEN OF THE PIRA' With original Drawings by Karz
GREENAWAY, reproduced in Colours bv EpuUND Evans. Small 4to,cloth, $s.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s, Gd. each; t 8vo, picture boards, 3s. each.
A WAIF OF THE PLAINS, With 6o lllustrations by Stanrey L. Woobp.
A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. With sg Illustrations by StaniLzy L. Woop.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. each,
A BAPPHO OF GREEN SPRINGS, &c. With Two lllmmﬁons by Hunz Nisser.
COLONEL STARBOTTLE’S CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE. Frontisp.
SUBY: A Novel. With Fromhrlece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIR.
SALLY DOWS, &c. With 47 lllustrations by W. D, ALxownp, &c.
A PROTEGRE OF JACK HANLIN'S. With 26 Illustrations by W. Snuu..
THE BELL RINGER OF ANGEL'S, &c. 39 Illusts.by Duovsr Laror, &
CLARENCE : A Story of the War,  With Ilusxrauons. [SMJ.
GABRIEL CONR Posl 8vo, illustrated boaédll: UCI(
OP BOARIIG CANP, &c.
AN HEIRES3 op nn DOG, Xc. | CALIFORNIAN STORI S. '
Post 8vo, illustrated board:. Bn. each. cloth limp, 3u, Gd. e
ELIP. | l RUJA. gu.u OF 'l'ﬂE SIERRAS.
cap. 8vo, picture covcr l-. each
SNOW-BOUND AT EAGL!‘S. __| JEFF BRIGGS’S LOYE STORY.

BRYDGES ( SHAROLD) .—UNCLE SAM AT HOME. Post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 3s. ; cloth limp, 3. 6d.

BUCHANAN ( ROBERTg WGRK BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6w, each.
OBERT BUCHANAN. With Frontispiece by T. DaLziEL.
'l'HB BARTH%UAK!- or, Six Days and a Sabbath.
THE CITY OF DREAM : An Epic Poem. With Two Illustrations by P. Macnas
THE WANDERING JEW: A Christmas Carol. Second Edition.
THE OQOUTCKST: A Rhyme for the Time. With1s lllustrauons by RuboLr,BLINS
Prter MacnaB, and Hume Nissetr. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, Sn.
ROBERT BUCHANAN'S COMPLETE POETICIL ORKS. With Steel-plate Pot
trait. Crown 8vo, clothextra,?7s.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. cach; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ba. each.
THE SHADOW OF THE SWORD. LOYE ME FOR EYER. Frontispiece.
A CHILD OF NATURE. Frontispiece. | ANNAN WATER. | FOXGLOYE MANOR.
GOD AND THE MAN. With1r lllus- | THE NEW ABELARD.
trations 1" FrED. BARNARD. MATT: A Story of a Caravan. Frontisp.
THE MARTYRDOM OF MADELINE. | THE MASTER OF THE MINE. Front,
With Froatispiece by A. W. Cooprer. | THE HEIR 0!' LINNE.

Crown §vo, cloth exu’a h. 6d.e

WOMAN AND THE MAN, | AID WHITE HEATHER,
RACHEL DENE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3-. ad. [Sept
LADY KILPATRICK. Crown 1 §vo, cloth cxtra, Gw, [Shorily.

 THE CHARLATAN, By RoBirT BucHaxay and H. Murrav. Two Vols., 10s. net,
CA[NE (T. HALL), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3. Gd. each;

post Bvo, iliustrated boards, :3s, eacn; cloth limp, 3s. @d. each.
SHADOW OF A CRIME. | A SON OF HAGAR. | THE DEEMSTER.

CAMERON (COMMANDER V. LOVETT).—THE CRUISE 'OF THE
“BLACK PRINCE” PRIVATEER, Postbvo. picture boards, 3s.

CAMERON (MRS. H. LOVETT), NOVELS BY. Por PottSvo,illust bds., Bw.each.
JULIET'S GUARDIA DECEIVERS EVER.

CARRUTH (HAYDEN) —THE ADVENTURES OF JONES. With 17

Illustrations.  Feap. svo, clotn. 3.

CARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE OF. Dy Mrs. ALEXANDER IRELAND,

Wit Portraitana Facsiwiie Letter, Swmall demy 8vo, cloth exira, 7». Gd.
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CARLYLE TﬂOlAS‘on the CHOICE of BOOKS. Post 8vo, 1s. 6d.
DENCE OF THOMAS CARLYLE AND R. W. EMERSON, 183 to 1872,
C. B, Norton, With Portraits. Two Vols., crowa 8ve, cloth, 3-4s.
) —Vol. L., Plays.—Vol. 11., Poems and
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. Svmmumu ~Vol. IIL., Tnmhdom of

!he Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, @s. each.

HAPPLE (J. M.).— CHORD : Storvof Prima Donna. iin. 6d.
CHA‘I‘TG W. A.) AND J. JACKSON. — A TREATISE ON WO0OD
ENGRAVING. With 450 fine lllustrations. Large 4to, halt-leather, ¥Na.
CHAUCER FOR C : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. HAwErs,

With 8 Coloured Plates an 3o Woodcuts, Small 4to, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.
CHAUGCER FOR lcuoou. By Mrs. H. R, Hawzis. Demy8vo. cloth limp. 3n, 6d,

CHES'ng. With Analysis of Openings.
. Howarp StauntoN. Edited by R. B. WorNALD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s.
rn IROR TACTIOCS OF CHESS: A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces.

' By F. K. Youxa and E. C. HowzrL. Long fcap. 8vo, cloth, Ds. 6d.

CLARE (A.).—FOR THE LOVE OF A LASS. Post8vo, 2s. ; cl., 2s. 6d,

CLIVE (HRS. Kllfﬁ ER), ﬂOVE BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards Qs each,
PAUL P WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE.

CLoDD (EEWARD F.R. A.S.) —MYTHS AND DREAMS. Cr.svo,3s.64.

COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), NOVELS BY.
THE GURE OF SOULS. Post 8vo, ﬂlustnted boards,
! THE RED SULTAN. Crown 8vo, cl, extra, 3s,6d. ; 5 t8vo, illustrated bds., De.
THE BURDEN OF ISBABEL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

‘COLEMXﬂ JOHN).—PLAYERS AND PLAY WRIGHTS I HAVE

E NOWN. 0 Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 34s.

COLERIDGE (M. E.) ii‘v EN SLEEPERS OF EPHESUS, is. 6d.
COLLINS ﬂmrml ISTER. Post 8vo, 2s.
CO_HNS—_JWN—C_E— 00KS BY.

lLLl.ll'l‘RA‘rlO!l OF Tlll!lbll Cro-m 8vo, cloth extra ,8s.
JONATHAN SWINT ; A Biographical and Critical Study. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss.

COLﬂNg (MOKTEE—KND—PHR_GES_ OVELS BY,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. @d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 9-. each,
FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT. f BLACKSMITH AND S8CHO.
TRANSNIGRATION. | YOU PLAY ME FALSE. | i Yll.l.lﬂl CONMEDY,
8vo, IMlustrated boards, ‘3s. each.
SWERT ANRE PAGE. | !lﬂlﬂ WITH PORTUNE. | SWEET & TWENRTY. | FRANCES.

COLLINS (WILKIE), NOVELS BY.
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 38, Gd, each ; post 8vo, iliust. bds., Bs. each; cl.limp, Is. @d. each,

ANTONINK. Witha Frondlpiece by Sir Jorn Gn.un. 'R.A.
BASIL, Iilustrated by Sir Joun GiLszrT, R.A., and J. Maxoxey,
HIDE AND BEEK, Illustrated by Sir joun GiLBERT, R.A and J. Manowry
AFTER DARK, Illustrations by A. B. Hovgnron. | THE ‘rwo DlB‘l‘llllS.
THE DEAD BECRET. Witha Fronthplece by Sir {oun GiLserT, RA.
*UIEN OF HEARTS. With a Frontispiece by Sir Joun Gu.-nr. R.A,

HE WOMAN IN WHITE, With Illusts. by Sir J. GiLeert, R.A.,and F. A, Fraszn.

NO NAME, With Iilustrations by Snr{ E. Mirrais, R.A,, and A. W. CoopEr.
MY MISBCELLANIES, Witha Steel-E ate Portrait of WiLkig COLLINS.
ARMADALE. With Illustrations by G. H. THoMas.
THE IOOIS'I'OIE. With Illustrations by G. Du Mavrizrand F. A. Frasza
MAN AND WIFE. With Illustrations by WiLLIAM SuaLL,
POOR MISS FINCH. Illustrated by G. Du Maurizr and Epwarp Huanes.
lll! OR MRS.? With Illusts. by S. L. quus R.A., and HEnrY WooDs, A.R.A,
HE NEW MAGDALEN. Iliustrated by G. Du Mavrizk and C. S. REINHARDT.
'l'Hl FROZEN DEEP, Illustrated by G, Du MauRikr and J. ManoNngy.
'HE LAW AND THE LADY, Illusts. by S. L. FiLpes, R.A., and Svonzy HaLL.
'l'HB HAUNTED HOTEL, lllustrated by ArtTHur Horkins.
THE FALLER LEAYES. | HEART AND SCIENCE. | THE EYIL GENIUS,
JEZEBEL'S DAUGHTER. | “1 SAY NO.” LITTLE NOVELS.
THE BLACK ROBE. A ROGUE'S LIFE, THE LEGACY C'F CAIN,
BLIND LOYE. With Preface by Sr WarLtee BrsanT. ' Illusts. by A. Fougstiem,

Popular Bd‘tions. "Medium 8vo, 6d, cach; cloth . rach
THE WOMAN IN WHITE, ] THE MOONSTONE,

\
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COLMAN'S (GEORGE) HUMOROUS WORKS : * Broad Grins,” * My
Nightgown and Slippers,” &c. With Life and Frontis. Cr. 8vo, cl. sxtra, 7a. 6d.

COLQUHOUN (M. J.) —EVERY INCH A SOLDIER. Post Avo.bds . 9
(of RY: A Family Handbook. By CATHERINE

Rvan. Crown 8vo. 1m.3 cloth limp. 1a. 6d,

E D.), WORKS BY.

DEMONOLOGY All) DEYIL-LORE. 65 llluatrations. Two Vols. 8ve, cloth, 38s,
GBORGE WASHINGTON'S RULES OF CIVILITY. Fcap.8vo, Jap. vellum, Bn. Gdo

CO0K (DUTTON), NOVELS BY.
PAUL FOSTER’S8 DAUGHTER, Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. boards, S’
LRO. Poat 8vo. illustrated boards, 3.

COOPER (EDWARD H.)—GEOQFFORY HAMILTON. Cr. 8vo. 8s. 6d.
CORNWALL.—POPULAR ROMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENG-
LAND ; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected
by Rorert HunT, F.R.S. Two Steel-plates by GEo.CRUIKSHANK. Cr.8vo. cl., Tw. 6d.

COTES (V. CECIL.—TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE. With 44 lilustra-

tions by F. H. Townsenn. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d.

CK (C. EGBERT 2 ), STORIES BY.
PROPHET O!' THE GREAT ﬁOKY MOURTAINS. PostBvo,illustrated boards, Bs.
HIS YANISHED STAR. Crovm 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

CRELLIN (H. N.), BOOK
ROMANCES of the OLD SERAOLIO 28 Illusts. by S. L. Woop. Cr. 8vo,cl.,3s. 6d.
TALES OF THE CALIPH. Crown 8vo, cloth. Ju.
THE NAZARENES: A Drama. Crown 8vo, In.

CRIN (MATT.).—ADVENTURES OF A L. Crown 8vo;
cloth extra, with a Frontisp‘ece, 3n. Gd. ¢ post 8vo. illustrated boards, Bs.

GROKER (iRS B. M ), NOVELS BY Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Bd.

each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘3. each; cloth limp, 3u. 8d. cach,

PRETTY MI188 NEVILLE. DIANA BARRINGTON.
A BIRD OF PASSAGE. PROPER P RIDB.
A FAMILY LIRENESS, “TQ LET.”

MR. JERVYIB. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth. 13m, net.
VILLAGE TALES AND JUNGLE 'IRAGBDIB.. Crown 8va, eloth, 3n. Gd.

CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two SERIES:
The Firsr from 183§ to 1843; the SeconD from 1844 to 1853, A Gnhering of
the BesT HuMmouRr ot Tmcxnnu Hoob, Mavsew, ALBERT SMITH, A’BECKETT,
Rorert BroucH, &c. With numerous Steel Engravings and W oodcuts b Cnux:
sHANK, HINE, LANDELLS, &c. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, ¥m,

THE LIFE OF GEORGE GRUIKSHANK By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With 84
Hiustrations and a Bibliography. Ctown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

(C. F. GORDON), WORKS BY. Dem{ 8vo, cl. ex., Su. 6d. each.
IN THE HEBRIDES. With Auto.lype Facsimile and 23 lllustrations.

IN THE HIMALAYAS AN NDIAN PLAINS., \With 42 Illustrations.
TWO HAPPY YEARS IN CEYLON \\uh 28 llustrations,

YIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT., With Photogravure Frontis. _Demy 8vo. cl., 7s, Gd.

CUSSANS ('OOHN 'E.).—A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY; wi with In-
structions for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c ; 408 Woodcuts
and 2 Coloured Plates. Fourth edition, revised, crown 8vo, clmh ex'ra, Gn,

CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS of GOLD. Cr.8vo.cl.,8s.6d.; post8vo,bds. .28
DANIEL (GEORGE).—MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME.

With lllustrations by RoRerT CRUIKSHANK. Crown bvo, cloth extri, $u, 6.

DAUDET (ALPHONSE).—THE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvatios
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 8d.: post 8vo, illustrated boarda .

DAVIDSON (HUGH COLEMAN),—MR.” s'AlEER'sTKUGHTERS.

With a Frontispiece by Stani ey Woon. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d

DAV'E—S.—DR N. _EYGKKE—_WGE—S_BY Cr, 8vo, 1s. ea.; cl., l-. 6d, ea.
HOUBAND MEDICAL l‘Xlls AND BURGICAL HINTS.
IURSIRY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.
FOODS FOR THE FAT: A Treatiseon Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Cure,
AIDS TO LORQ LIFE. Crown tvo, @s.3 cloth limp, 3s. 6d,
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DAVIES’ (SIR J OHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Collected
Memorial-Introdaction and Notes, by the Rev. A, B. Grosart, D.D.
'l‘wo Voll cmwn 8vo, cloth boards, 1s.

DAWSON (ERASMUS, M.B.).—THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH. Crown

8vo, cloth extra, $Bn. Gd. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.

DE_GUERIN & AURICE) THE JOURNAL OF. Edited by G. S.
‘TREBUTIEN, ith & Memoir by Sainrz-Bzuve, Translated mmdumh French
Edition by Jxssie P, FroruineHaMd, Fcap, 8vo, half-bound, Ds, 8d.

DE MAISTRE (XAVIER).—A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOH. Trans-
lated by Sir HExrY ATTwWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3a. $d.

DE MILLE (JAMES).—A CASTLE IN SPAIN. With a Frontispiece,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Bs. @d.} post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs.

DERBY (THE).—THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF. With Brief

Accounts of The Oaxs. By Lours HEnrY CurzoN. Cr. 8vo, cloth imp, s, Gd.

DERXE&E ’LEKTHIhNOVELS BY' glr ;ég.'csl l?o'i‘ﬁ oo poat 8vo,bds., Jeccn.

DEWAR (T. R.).—A RAMBLE ROUND THE GLOBE. With 220

Tlustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d

DICKENS (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘3s. sach,
S8KETCHES BY BOZ. | NICHOLAS NICKLEBY.' | OLIVER TWIBT,

THE lPllcl'llI OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography

Edited RicHarp HErnr Surpugrp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. @Gs.
lBOl.l'l‘ llﬁ D WITH DICKENS. By ALrreo RiMuer. With g7 lllustrations
by C.A. VanpErnoor, ALrrep RIMMER, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, Gd.

DICTIONARIES
A DIGTIOIAR! OF HIRACLES: Imitative, Reahsnc. md Dogmatic, By the Rev,
. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥’

!'lll ‘READER’'S ' HANDBOOK OF ALLUSION Bl‘llklcll, PLOTS, AND
STORIES, By the Rev,E. C. Brswer, LL.D. With an Exarisy BisrLiograruy,
Seventeenth Thousand, Crown 8vo. ¢loth extra 7s. 6d.

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr, 8vo, cloth limp, Ds.

FAM I AR lﬂok SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. With Historical and Explana.

Notes. SamuEL A, Bn'r A.M, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
gD cﬂOllkY 8&ymolomc:l.Hutor|ul,and Anecdotal. Cr, Bvo, cl., s, 6d,
MEN OF T Y: A Blo phical Dictionary. BJ F. Havs. Cr.8vo,cl., 3s.

WORDI, lc‘l'l, un ES: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-ot-

the-Way Matters. By Euun Epwaros. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. $d.

DIDERQOT.—THE PARADOX OQF ACTING. Translated, with Notes,
by Warter Herrizs PorrLock. With a Preface by Heney Iaving., Crown 8vo,
parchment, 4s, 6d.

DOBSON (AUSTIN WORKS B
THOMAS BEWICK & HiS PUPILS. Withgsl]lnlrnﬁom. Squaie 8vo, cloth, B,
roun FRENCHWOMEN, With 4 Portraits, Crown ¥vo, buckram, gilt t>p, Gs.
EIGHTRENTH CENTURY YIGNETTES. Two Seriks. Cr. 8vo, buckrain, @s. each,

nonsou W. T.) —poz'ncu. INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICI-
TIES. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3». 84

DONOVAN (DICK). DETECTIVE STORIES BY.

Poat tvo, illustrated boards, 3s, each; cloth limp, 3s. 6d. each.
m lll-lwl‘l'!ll. | WANTED! A nlrnc'nv:*s tllUlPl“.

CAUGHT AT ul THE GRIP E LAW.,
TRACKED AND T l FRO lll‘on.l’ﬂo. ncmv:u. .
‘WHO POISONED ﬂlﬂ' DUNGCAN? | LINK BY LINK. DARK DEEDS.
SUSPICION AROUSBED, THE LONG ARN OF '!'Hl u'. (Snortly,
Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 8d. each : ( 8vo, boards, Bs. each ; cloth, 3». 6d. each. '
THE HAN FROM lllﬂlll With 23 Illustrations,

E TRACKED TO DOOM. Withé6 Iull -page lllustrations by Gornon Brownz,
POYLE (A. CONAN),—THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE: A Romance

of the Usromantic. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.
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DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. Wit Vignette Portraits, Cr.8vo, cl. ex., 6a, per Vol
BEN JONSON'S WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-
graphical Memoir by Wu. Girrorp, _Edited by Col, Cunnmcuul. T1hres Vols.

CHAPMAN'S WORKS, Complete in Three Vois. Vol. 1. contains the Plays
eomplet Vol. 1., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory nln’

éamnuux Vol. I11., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.
lllt WB'S WORKS. 'Edited, with Notes, by Col. CUNNINGHANM. One Vol.

MABSINGER'S PLAYS. From Girrorn's Text. Edit by Col.CunninanAM. OneVol.

DUNCAN (SARA JEANN ETTE : Mrs. EvErarp CoTEs), WORKS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. 6d, each.
A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Orthodocia and 1 Went round the World by Our-
selves. With 111 [llustrations by F. H, Towxsexp,
AN AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. With 8o Illustrations bg H. TowxsenD.
THE S8IMPLE ADYENTURES OF A MEMSAHIB. lllustmed y F. H. Towsssxn.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ea
K DAUGHTER OF TO-DAY. | YERNON’S lUI‘l‘. 47 1llustr. by Hat Hurst.

DYER (T. F. THISELTON, M.A.).—FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS. 6.

EARLY ENGLISH POETS. Edited, with Introductions and Annota-
non- by Rev. A. B.GrosarT, D.D. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, @s. per Volume.
TCHER'S (GILES) COMBLETE POEMS. Orne Vol.
DAYIE 8’ (8IR JOHN) COMPLETE POB'HGIL WORKB. Two Vols.
HERRICK'S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols.
SIDNEY'S (S8IR PHILIP) COMPLETE PORTICAL WORKS, Three Vols.

EDGCUMBE (Sir E. R. PEARCE).—ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Brazil

and oa the River Plate. With 41 lllustrations. Crown 8‘0. cloth extra, 3=,

EDISON, THE LIFE & INVENTIONS OF THOMAS A. By\V.K L. and
A. DicisoN. With 200 Illustrations by R.F. OvtcaLt, &c. Deomy 4to, cloth gilt, 18,

EDWARDES ‘(MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY. ~~ ~ ~
A POINT OF HONOUR. Post bvo, illustrated boards. n.
ARCHIE LOYELL. Crown §vo, cloth extra. 3s. 8d. ; _post 8vo, illust. boards, 2.

EDWARDS (ELIEZER).—WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A

Dictionary of Quaint Matters, Crown 8vo cloth, I.. 6

EDW‘A_RD‘S (M. BETHAM-), NOVELS BY,
ITTY. Post 8vo, 3n. 3 cloth, Bu. &d., | FELICIK. Post 8vo, 2n.

EGERTON (REV. J. C.).—SUSSEX FOLK AND SUSSEX WAYS.

With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. Wacg, and 4 Illustrations, Cr.8vo,clothex., Jwn.

EGGLESTON (EDWARD) —ROXY A Noxel Post 8vo, lllust bds., 2s.

Selecting or Building a House, “uh Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &. By C.
RicHarpson, With Coloured Frontispicce and 6oo Illusts, Crown bvo, cloth, 7!!. (l

EWALD (ALEX. CHARLES, F.S. A(') WORKS BY.
THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PRINCE I[llﬂ.ﬂl S8TUART, Count of Albany
(THe YouNg PretTeNDER)., With a Portrait, Crown 8vo, c‘olh extra, In, 6d.
STORIES FROM THE STATE PAPERS. With an Autotype. Crown Bvo cloth, tin.

- EYES, OUR: »How to _Preﬁerve"lthém' _I?y Jonx BROWNING. in.
FAMILIAR . SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. By SAMUEL ArRTHUR

BusT, A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥«, Gd.

FARADAY (MICHAEL), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4n. 6d. each.
THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A OAIDLE’ Lectures delivered beforea Juveriie
Audience. Edited by Wit LlAI Cnoon F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations.
ON THE YARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS TO
EACH OTHER, Edited by WirLiam Crookes, F.C.S. With lllustrations.

FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY.
MILITARY MANNERS AND CUB‘I‘OIS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
WAR: Three Essays, reprinted from “ Military Manners.” Cr.8vo, 1a,: cl. 1s.Gd.

FENN (G. MANVILLE), NOVELS BY.
Crown Xvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs. each,
THL NEW MISTRESS. 1 WITNKESS TO THE DEED,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, :B=. @d. each.
THE TIGER LILY: A Tale of Two Passions. | THE WHITE VIRGIN.

FIN-BEC.—-THE CUPBOARD PAPERS: Observations on the Art of

Living and Diniug. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. Gd,
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FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART -OF MAKING; or, The Pyro
technist’s Treasury. By Tuouas KEnrtisu. \V‘thahlllunndom Cr. 8vo, cl., 3».

FIRST BOOK, MY. By WaLTER BESANT, JaMzs PAYN, W, CLARK Rus.
szer, GRANT Arpex, Hart Camne, Grorax R. Sius, Ruprarp Kirring, A. CoNax
Dmn.:, M. E. Brabpox, F. W. Rosinsox, H. Ripzr HAGGARD, R. M. BALLANTYNE,

. ZAnGwiLL, Morrey Roszrts, D. CurisTIiE Mu:nv, Mariz ConerLl, {L K.
gl:ou:. Joux STRANGE WINTER, BreT HaRTE, “Q.,” ROBERT BucHANAN, and
TREVENSON. With a Prefatory ory by Jzzouz K. JzroME, and 185 lllunrnhlu.
Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78,

FI'I'LGERALD gPERCY} WORKS BY.
E WORLD BEHIND THE SBCENES. Crown 8vo, cloth axtra, 3s. 6d.
Ll'l"l'l.! ESSAYS: Passages from Letters of CHARLES Laus. Post 8vo, cl., Bs. 6d.
A DAY'S TOUR: !onrnosy throu h France and Belgium. With Sketches. Cr. ato, 1s.
VO,

®ATAL ZERO. onu. 3s. 6d. pon 8vo. illustrated boards, Bs.
unnt;ﬁ boards, Is.

SELLA DONNA. LID! eovlo'llll'ﬂ)ll. 'l'ﬂl SIOOID MBS, TILLOTSON.

POLLY, R FORGOTTEN. | SEVENTY-FIYE BROOKE STREET

LIFE 0!‘ JAMES mnu’. (of Kuchinleck).. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 34s.

THE SAYOY OPERA. With 6o Illustrations and Portraits. ér 8va, clotn, 3. 6d.

FLAMMARION (CAIILLEA' WORKS BY.
POPULAR ASTRONOMY: A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by
. BLLarD Gore, F.R.A.S. With 3 Plates ang 238 Illusts. Medium 8vo, cloth, 16e.
URANIA : A Romance, With 87 [llustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, S, *

FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS: Christ’s Victorie

in Heaven ‘Christ's Vk:tone on Barth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor
With Notes by Rev, A. B. Grosart, D D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s.

PONBLANQUE (ALBANY).—FILTHY LUCRE. Post8vo, illust. bds., 2s,
PRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 8d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ds.

ONE BY ORE. | A REAL QUIBI. | KING OR lll“f
ROPES OF SAND. lllustrated. | A DOG AID HIs SHADOW,
Post 8vq, illustrated boards, Bx. e
QUEERN COPHETUA. | OLYMPIA. | lOlllcll OF THE LAW,

JACK DOYLE'S DAUGHTER. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64,
ESTHER'S GLOYE. Fcap. 8vo. picture cover, Is,

FREDERIC {HAROLDJI NOVELS BY Post 8vo, illust. bds., 23, each,
SETH'S BROTHER' THE LAWTON GIRL.

FRENCH LITERATURE, HISTORY OF By Henry VAN Laun.

Thoree Vols., demy 8vo, clotn boards, 7s. 6d. each
FRISWELL (HAIN) —ONEOFTWO: A Novel Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28,

FROST ('THO THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown vo, cloth exira, 3s. Gd. each.
cllcu LIFE AND 6!‘0“. CELEBRITIES. LIYES OF THE CONJURERS,
HE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS.

FRY'S HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES.
Kdited by Joun Laxx. Published Annaally. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1a. 6d.

GARDEN[NG BOOKS. Post 8vo, s, each ; cloth limp, fs. 6d. each.

A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE. By Gzorar GLENRY.
HOIIIIHOLD HOR‘!'IOULTUI!. %'ro- and Jane JErwoLp. lllustrated.
THE GARDEN THAT PAl By Tox JzrroLp.

MY GARDEN WILD. By Fnucu G, HeatH. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

GABDNER (MRS. ALAN).—RIFLE AND SPEAR WITH THE

AJPOOTS : Being the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern

Xndh. Witk numerous Ilustrations by the Author and F. H. Townsanp. Demy
4to, half-bound, P 1s.

GARRETT (EI DWARD),—THE CAPEL GIRLS: A Novel. Crown

8vo, cloth extra, 3a. @d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs.

GKULOT ”SPAUL) ).~THE RED SHIRTS: A Storz‘.f the Ravolution,

by J. A. ]J. oz ViLLizrs. Crown 8vo, doth
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GENTLEMAN'S IAGAZINE. THE. _1s. Monthly. With Stories, Articles
upon Literaturs, Science, and Art, and “TABLE T SrLvanus Usaan.
*.° Hound Volumes for recent years kept s stoch, Ne. “. eack. Casss for binding, S

GME.WS_Am Published Annually in November. 1s.

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers Griux
and Translated by Epcar Tavror. WithIntrodoction z!o-- Rusxixn, and 28 Steel
Flates after Georor Cruixkswank. Square 8vo. cloth, wilt od'.u. =, 8d.

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post h%llnmtod boards. De. sach.
ROBIN GRAY. BHAFT,

LOYING A Dllll. I
Poat 8vo, illustrated bo-.tds Ds. each,
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. IN LOYE AND WAR.
ART'S PROBLEN.

THE DEAD HEART. A _HE EN
FOR LACK OF GOLD. BY MEAD AND ITRIAI.
WHAT WILL THE WORLD BAY? THE BRAES OF YARROW.
FOR THE KING.| A HARD KNOT. | FANCY l‘lll. Ol' HIGH DEGREE.
UEEN 0!' THE MEADOW. IN HONOUR B0
PASTURES GREEN. HEART'S DE!.IGH'I‘ | BLOOD-MONEY.

GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).—SENTENCED! Cr. 8vo. is. ; cl., is. 6d.

GILBERT (V gtWILLIA!?. NOVELS BY. Post 8vo. fllustrated boards. Bn. each,
DR, AUS AMES DUKE, COSTERMONGER.
___THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN,

GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY, Three Series, 23, 6d. each.
The PirsT Ssrizs contains: The wWicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea—
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth—Trial y Jury.
The Seconp Serixs: Broken Huru—Bngaged—ﬁweethem5—6rﬂchen—bn1
Druce—Tom Cobb—H.M.S, * Pinafore "—The Sorcerer—Pirates of Penzance.
The THirp Series: Comedy and Tragedy—Foggerty’s Fairy— Rosencrantz and
Gmldenslern—?auence—Pnncess ldn-—‘l’he Mlhdo—Ruddtgothh. Yeo-
men of the Guard—-’l‘te doliers—Tbe ) Utopia.

IIGH'I‘ ORIGINAL COMIC OPBRAS written by W. S, Girerr. Containing:
he Sorcerer—H,M.S. * Pinafore "—Pirates of Penzance—lolanthe—Patience—
Pnncen Ida—The Mikado—Trial by ury. Deiny 8vo. cloth limp, ‘3s. Gd.
THE “GILBERT AND SULLIVAN " BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every
Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Ser.
SuLtivan. Compiled by ALEx. Watson. Royal 16me, Jap, leather, Bn.

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY.
Crown bvo, cloth extra, 3w, 8d. each ; post §vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.
THE LOST HEIRESS8: A Tale of Loxe Baule. and Adventure. With 2 Illusts,
THE FOBSBICKER: A Romu of d. With 2 Illusts, by Huse NissxT.
A FAIR COLONIST.

GLENNﬁY (GEORGE).—A YEAR'S WORK in GARDEN and GREEN-

Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to tbe Management ot the
Flower, Fruit and Frame Garden. Post §vo, 1s.3 cloth limp, Is. 6d.

GODWIN (WILLIAM).—LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. Post

svo, cloth limp. Bn.

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE: An l-_ncxclg‘dm of

QuoTaTions. Edited by Turonore Tavior, Crown &vo, cloth gilt, In,

GONTAUT, MEMOIRS OF THE DUCHESSE DE (Gouvernante to tbe
Children of France), 1773-1836. With Photogravure Frontispieces. Two Vols., small
demy Bvo, cloth extra, :31s.

GOODMAN (E. J.).—FATE OF HERBERT WAYNE. Cr.38vo, 8s. 6d.
GRAHAM (LEONARD). — THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE: A Siory.

Fcap, bvo, picture cover, ls,

GREEKS AND ROMANS, THE LIFE OF THE, described from

Antique Monuments. By huusr GuHL and W, Koner, Edm-d by Dr. F. Huxrree.
With s4<_Illustrations. _Large crown 8vo, cloth extra. Ta. td.

GREVILLE (HENRY), NOVELS BY:
NIKANOR. Translated by ELiza E. Cuase. Port Bvo, illustrated boards, Ba.
A NOBLE WOMAN. Crownavo, clo b extia, Ja, 3 post tvo, illusttaied buards, Be,

N
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GREENWOOD ('JAMESb WORKS BY. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gel. each.
THE WILDS 0 LOW-LIFE DEEPS.

GRIFFITH (CECIL). —-CORINTHIA KARAZION A Novel. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3us. 8d. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.

‘GRUNDY $SYDNEY) .,—THE DAYS OF HIS VANITY : A Passage in

the Life of a Young Man, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a, @d.3 post Rvo, boirds, Bs.

HABBERTON (JOHN, Author of * Helen's Bables") NOVELS BY.
Post 8vo, lllustuted boards 3s. each; cloth limp, 3s. 8d. each
BRUETQN'S BAYOU. ! COUNTRY LUOK.

HAIR, THE: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease, Trans-
lated from the German of Dr. J. Pincus. Crown 8vo. 1s. § cloth, 1. 64d.

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. cr.8vo,cl. ex, @a. eac
NEW SYMBOLS. | LEGENDS OF THE MORROW.| THE SERPENT PLIY.
MAIDEN EOSTASY. Smallgto, cloth extra, 8s,

HALL (MES, S. C.).—SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. Wih

numerous lllustrations on Steel and Wood by Mactriss, Gu.nn, Harvey, and
G2oroe CruikBHANK. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra. Tn.

HALLIDAY (ANDREW)——EVMYTAPERS. Post Svo, 3s.

HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY OF. With over 100 Facsimiles
and Explanatory Yest. By Don FxLix DE SaLamancA. Post 8vo, cloth limp. Bw. Gd.

HANKY-PANKY: Easy Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &,
Edited by W. H. Cnuu. With 200 [llustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 4-. ad.

HARDY (LADY DUFFUS).— PAUL WYNTER'S SACRIFICE. 2s.
HARDY (THOMAS).—UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. Crown

8vo, cloth extra, with Portran :nd 15 Illustrations, 3w. @d.$ post 8vo, illustrated
boards, 2s. 3 cloth limp, 9s. 6d

HARF i B—RTE'S Q. & WORKS BY. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 16». each.
THE Blldll‘tol ROAD. ith Photogravure Frontispiece and go Illustrations.
FROM PADDINGTON TO PENZANGE: The Record of a Summer Tramo. ros lllusts.

HARWOOD (J. EERWICK) —THE TENTH EARL. Post &vo,

illustrated boards, s

HAWEIS (MRS. H R.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo,cloth extra, Gs. each,
!Hl ART OF BEAUTY. 'With Colouretl Frontispiece and gt Illusti acions.
. E ART OF DECORATION. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Iilustrations.
ART OF DRIIQ. With 32 [llustrations. Post 8vo, 1s.3 cloth, 1s. 6d.
cuwen FPOR SCHOOLS. my 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. Gd,
CHAUGCER FOR CHILDREN, 38 Illusts, (8 Coloured). Sm. 4to, cl. ex'ra, 3e. 6d,

HAWEIS (Rev. H, R.,M.A.). —_AMERICAN HOMORISTS : WasuincTON

Irving, Oriver ann OLMKS, AA)III Russerr LoweLL, ArTEMUS WARD,
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. @s.

ARE Twarx, and BrepT HarTE. Thir
HA%LEY SMART. - WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. Gd. § post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9s.,

HA
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. OI each; post avo illustrated boards, ‘8s. each.
@GARTH, | ELLICE QUENTIN, Bl TRIX RANDOLPH. | DYST.
SEBASTIAN STROME, DAYID POINDEXTER.
FORTUNE'S FOOL. THE l BOTRE OF THE CAMERA.

Post 8vo, mwrm boards, 3u, each
MIs8 CADOGNA. LOYE—OR A NAME.
MRS. GAINSBOROUGH'S mmcap 8vo. illustrated cuver, 1s.

HAWTHORNE (glATmUR OLD HOME. Annotated with

’l;_uuseh from ; A\LL::;: Notal;m a Ilustrated with 31 Photogravures

'wo Vols., crown 8vo, ram, gilt top, 13s.

HEATH FRANEIS GEORGE).—MY GARDEN Wif.ﬁ AND WHA?
1 GREW THERRE, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Ga.

EELPS SIR_ARTHUR), WORKS BY. Postavo. cloth limp, s, Gd. esch

AND THEIR Ap_’!s_l& | __ BOCIAL PRESSURE.
lYn Dl BIRON: A Novel, Cr.8vo, cl. éxtra, 3s. 8d.3 post 8vo, illast. bds., Bee
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ﬂEl?DERSON (‘IEAAG).—AGATHA PAGE: A Novel. Crown 8w,

cloth extra,

HENTY (G. A.), NOVELS BY. Crown BvoLelolhextn. $x. 6d. each.
1.)8‘8&'“’: il’gdﬂhll. 8 Iilusts, by Stanrxy L. Woop. PresznrtaTiox En., Je.

ﬁ_mﬁ (EENRY).—A LEADING LADY. Post 8vo, iilustrated

boards, = t cioth extra, 3s. d.

HERRICK‘S , (ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUI!BERS, AND
LLECTED POEMS. With Memorial-lntroduction and Notes bi
Rav A. B GuosarT, D. D, : Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols.. crown 8vo, cl. bds.. Ids.

HERTZKA (Dr. THEODOR).— FREELAND : A Social Anticipation.

Translated by AxTHur Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

HESSE-WARTEGG (CREVALIER ERNST VON).— TUN[S Thel.and

and the People. With 22 lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Bs.

Hlléh(dﬂE‘ADOlN}.—ZAHBRA THE DETECTIVE. Post 8vo. xllnstrazed

rds, 4n.§ cloth, s,

ﬁlL'L &JOHN)—WD_KST
SON-FELOKY. Post 8vo, 2a. | l'ﬂl COMMON ANCESTOR. Cr.8vo, 3s, 6d.

BINDLEY ‘Cfﬁ ES), WORKS B

TAVERN ANECDOTES AND BAYINGS: lnclndmgk ini d with
Cofiee Houses, Clubs, &c. With lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gd.

THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex. . 5. 6d.

HOEY (MRS. CASHEL).—THE LOVER'S CREED, FPost Svo, 95.
HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).—NTAGARA SPRAY. Crown 8vo, 1s.
HOLMES (GORDON, M.D.).—THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUC-

TIOI VOICE PRESERVATION. Crown 8vo, 1s.

s OLIVER WENDELL), WORKS BY,
'l‘l'll AUTOCRAT OF THE BREH{!'AST-TABLB lllustnled by J. Gornon
Tromson. Post 8vo, cloth limp 3s. 8d.—Another Edition, post 8vo, cloth, ‘3.
THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BR!KK!‘I!‘I‘ TABLE and THE PfOl‘llloR ATTHE
BREAKFAST-TABLE. In One Vol. Post 8vo, half-bound, 3».

A0 D'S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. Vith Life
of the Author, Portrait, and 200 lllunnnons Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 8d.
HOOD’S WHIMS AND ODDITIES. With 85 [llusts. Post 8vo, half-bound, .

HOOD (TOM).—FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A

Noah's Arkaological Narrative, With 25 Illustrations by W. Bruxton and E.C.
Barves. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. Gs.

HOOK’S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS ; including his

Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With foe of the Author,
Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7=. td

HOOPER (MRS. GEO.).—THE HOUSE OF RABY. Post 8vo, bds., 2s.

HOPKINS (TIGHE). — “'TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:” A Novel.

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ‘Bs.

HORNE (R. NENGIST).—ORION : An Epic Poem. With Photographic

Portrait by Sumugrs. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 1-.

HUNGERFORD (MRS., Author of * Molly Bawn.” NOVELS BY.
Post §vo, lll.)smm-d boards, ‘3s, each : cloth limp, 2, Ilol
A WAIDEN ALL FORLORN, I IN DURANCE VILE, | ‘A IEITIL ITRUGGLB.
MARYEL. A MODERN CIRCE.
LADY YERNER'S FLIGHT. Cr.B8vo, cloth, 3s, @d.t post 8vo, illust. boards, 2x.
THE RED-HOUSE MYSTERY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
THE THREE GRACES. Two Vols., 10s, ne't.

HU ﬂT (MRS. AL FRED NOVELS BY.
Crown bvo, cloth extra, l Gd. each: post 8vo.{llustrated boards, 3a. each.
THE LEADEN CASKET. | SELF-CONDEMKED. | THAT OTHER PERSON,
THORNICROFT'S MODEL. Post 8vo, iliustrated boards, m.
___MRS, JULIET, Crown Svo, cloth extra. $«. €d.

HUNT'S | (LEIGH) ESSAYS: A TALE FOrR A CHIMNEY CORNER, &c.
Edited by Epuunp OLLizr, Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bd., 3s.
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HUTCHISON (W. M.).— HINTS ON GOLT-BBEAKING. With 25

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.

HYDROPHOBIA : An Account of M. PAS‘I'EUR s System ; Technique of
his Method, and Statistics. By Renaup Suzor, M.B. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 6,

BYNE (C. J. CUTCLIFFE) —HONOUR OF THIEVES. Crown 8vo,

IDLER (THE) A Monthly Magazine, Profusely Illustr, 6d. Monthly.
‘The first Si1x Vou. now ready, cl. extra, §=, each § Cases for Binding, 1s, 6@d. each.

INDOOR PAUPERS. By Oxk or Trrm., Crown 8vo, 18, cloth, 18, 8d.
INGELOW (JEAN).—FATED TO BE FREE. Post 8vo, illustrated bds.. 3».
m-IEEEPER'S HANDBOOK (THE) AND LICENSED V!CTUALLER S

By J. Trevor-Davies. Crown 8vo, ¥a.; cloth, 1s, Gd

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF, Collected and Edited by

A. PErCEVAL Graves. Post uvo cloth limp, In, Gd.

JAMES (C. T. C.). — A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN'S HOUNDS.

Post 8vo, picture cover, 1s. 3 cloth limp, Is. Gd.

JAMESON (WILLIAM)‘ —MY DEAD SELF. Post 8vo, illustrated
boards, 3s.3 cloth, 3s. €d.

JAPP (ALEX. H., LL.D.),—DRAMATIC PICTURES, &c. Cr. 8vo, 5s.

JAY LHARR]ETEJ NOVELS BY. Po:r 8vo, illustrated boards, Ds. each.
EEN THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT.

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3a. 6d. cach.
NATURE NEAR LONDON.| THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS.| THE OPEN AIR,
%a* Also the HAxD-MaADE PAPER EDITION, rown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, @s. each.

m EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES, By Sir WALTER Bzsant. Witha Photo-
graph Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s.

JENNINGS (HENRY J.), WORKS BY.
GURIOSITIES OF CRITIGIBN. Post ¥vo, cloth limp, In. Gd.
LORD TENNYSON: A Biographical Sketch, Pcst 8vo, 1.} clotb, 1s. Gd.

JEROIE JEROME K.), BOOKS BY.

lD. th 64 lilusts. by ). BErnarD PArTRIDGE, Feap. 4to, pict. cov.. in,
JOIII INGERFIELD, &c. \With g 1llusts. by A. S. Boyp and Joun GuLICH. Fcep.
Bvp, ptctura cover, 1s, 6d.

JERROLD DOUGLAS).—THE BARBER’S CHAIR ; and THE HEDGE-
ERS. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and halt- bound .

JERROLD (TOH). WORKS BY. Post 8vo, is. each; cloth limp, I, Gd. each.

DEN THAT PAID THE RENT,
HOUIBHOLD HORTICULTURE: A Gossip about Flowers, [llustrated.

m—(ﬁwaﬂﬁ) —§CENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY

LIFE, Post 8vo, cloth limp, Bs.

} ), WORKS BY. Cr.8vo, cl. extra, 7s. Gd. each.

FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal.  With nearly 300
Tlustrations, Second Edition. Revised and Enlarged.

OREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT, Includingthe Sea and Seamen, Miners,
Tﬂumns. Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Anim:h.
Birds, E| ; g8, Luck, &c. With an Etched Frontispiece.

OROWNS AND CORONATIONS: A History of Regalia. With roo Illustrations.

JOESON'S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory,

wme Memoit by WirLrLiaw Girrorp. Edited by Colonet Cuwnming-
nm Th ols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, @a, each,

JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF. Translated by WHISTON.

Conmning ‘The Antiquities of the Jews " and * The Wan or the Jews.” With s3
liustrations and Maps. Two Vol n. demy 8vo, half- bonnd u, Gd.

Armu.( Post 8vo, cloth limp, )-. Gd.
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KERSHAW (MARK).—COLONIAL FACTS & FICTIONS : Humarous

Sketches, Post 8vo, illustrated boards. Pm. § cioth. Ba. tid,

KEYSER (ARTHUR).—CUT Bch THE MESS: A Novel. Crown 8vo,

_picture cover, 1s.3 cloth limp. s,

KING(E‘ ASBE). NOVELS BY. Cr 870.cl, 36, 6d. ea t Svo, bds.. De.
THE WEIRIIG THE' Gnll"
Post 8vo, ll[usxrated boards, $Bw. each.
PASSION'S SLAYE. BELL BARRY.

KNIGHT (WILLIAM, M.R.C.S., a.nd EDWARD, L.B.C.P.).—THE
PATIENT'S YADE & CUM: How to Get Most Benem trows bledical Advice.
Crowu 8vo, 1, cloth limp, 1, 8d.

KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century,

Edited. with an [ntroduction. by the Mnourss ot Loeng, K.T. Cr Rvo, rl. ex. Gu

LAMB’S (CHARLES COMPLETE “'ORKS, in Prose and Verse,
including “ Poetry for Children " and * Prince Dorus,” Edited, with Notes and
Introduction, by R. H. SuerserD, With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a page
of the * Essay on Roast Pig.” Crown 8vo, half-bound, 7s. 6d.

THE ESSAYS “ ELIA, Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hau-bound B,
Ll‘l"l‘l.l E8SAYS: Sketches and Characters by CHARLES Laus, selectad from his
tters bl Percy FirzoeErALD. Post 8vo, eloth limp, 6d.
HE DRAMATIC ESSAYS OF CHARLES LAMB. With Introduction and Notes
by BRANDER MATTHEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo, hf.-hd., ‘B Gd.

LANDOR (WALTER SAVAGE).—CITATION AND EXAMINATION
OF WILLIAK BSHAKBPEARRE, &c., before Sir THouas Lucy. touching Deer-
stealing, 19th September, 1582. To which is added, A CONFERENCE OF WASTER
EDMUND lpﬁﬂk with the Earl ot Essex, touc!nng the State of Ireland, 15gs.
Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 3=, 6d,

LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM) — THE THOUSAND AND ONE
NIGHTS, commonly called in England THE ARABIAN NIGHT8' ENTERTAIN-
l!l'l‘l. Translated from the Arabic, with Notes. [llustrated by many handred
avings trom Designs by Harvey. Edited by EDwArD StanLey PooLe. With a

Pre face by STaNLEY Lane-PooLe, Three Vols,, demy §vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each,

LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY.
THE STORY OF THE LOIDON PARKS. With lllusts. Cr.8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d,
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY. Post 8vo, laid | paper. half-bound, :3s.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, D, Bd., eac|
FORENSIC ANECDOTES. | THEATBIOIL ANECDOTES.
LEHMANN (R. C.), WORKS BY Post8vo, pict. caver, Is, ea.; cloth, I1».8d. ea.
HARRY PLUDYER AT CAMBRIDGE.
WIYBRSATIOI_I_L_I'_IETB FOR YOUNG BHOOTERS: A Guide to Polite Talk.

LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY.
CAROLS OF Ci k! Printed on band-made paper, bound in buckram, 3s.
JEUX D'ESPRI‘I‘ Edned by Hexry S. Leigu. Post 8vo, clotn limp, 3=, ed.

LEPELLETIER (EDHOND) —MADAME SANS-GENE. Translated

trom the French by J. A. J. px_ViLtiers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3, 8d.

LEYS (JOHN). .—THE LINDSAYS A Romance. Post 8vo,illust. bds., .28,
LINDSAY (HARRY).—RHODA ROBERTS: A Welsh Mining Story.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3». Gd.
LINTON (E. LYﬁN), WORKS BY Post 8vo, cloth limp, ¥s. Gd. each.

WITCH STORI OUR ISLYSS Essavs oN Wouen,
Crown 8vo cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each, BOH SB"O. /0, illustrated boards, ‘3. each.

PATRIGIA KEMBALL. | IONE. R WHICH LORD?
TONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. “MY LOYE!” | SOWING THE WIND,

'I'HI WORLD WELL LOST. PASTON GAREW. Nillionaire & Miser.
Post bvo, |llunrned “boards, ‘2w,
THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY | WITH A !lLKBl THREAD,

THE ONE T0OO MANY. Crown Bvo cloth extra, J=, 6d.
FREEBHOOTING : Extracts trow Works ot Mrs, Linton  Post 8vo, cloth, 5. 6d.

LUCY (HENRY W.).—GIDEON FLEYCE: A Novel, Crown 3vo,
cloth extra, 3u. 6d.; post 5vo, illustrated boards, J-.

e ¥

~
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v .
M%gggﬂ:ﬁ AVERY), NOVELS BY

A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 1s.
BROKEN WINGS, With 6 Illusts.by W.]. H . Crawn 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

MeCARTHY (JUSTIN, l.l’.)i WORKS BY.
A HISTORY OF OUR 6Wl TIMES, fron the Accession of Queen Victoria to the
General Election of 1880. Four Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 19s. each.—Also
a Porurar EpiTion, in Four Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth extra, @8, each.—And a
LI::H.II EpiTiox, with an Appendix of Events to the end ot 1886, in Two Vols.,

e crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each,
A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. One Vol.,crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
—Also a Cuzar PoPuLAR EDITION, post 8vo, cloth limp, Ds. Gd.
K HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vo's dem‘, 8vo, cloth extra,
1:3s. each, (Vols, I. & 11. ready.

Cs. 8vo, cl. extra, 3n, Gd, each; post 8vo, jllust. bds.. :3a. each ; cl. limp, Ds. @d.each,
B DONNA QUIXOTE.

WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS,
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER, THE COMET OF A SEASON.
A FAIR BAXON. MAID OF ATHENS. .
LINLEY ROCHFORD. GAMIOLA: A Girl with a Fortune.
DEAR LADY DISDAIN, THE DICTATOR.
MI88 MIBANTHROPE. : KED DIAMOXNDS.

“PHE RIGHT HONOURABLE.” By JusTiN McCarTHY, M.P.,and Mrs, CAMPBELL
Praep. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, s,

MeCARTHY (JUSTIN HUNTLY), WORKS BY.
THE FRENCH REYOLUTION. Four Vols., 8vo, 1:3=, each, [Vols. I. & II, ready.
AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo, Is.: cloth, 1a, id,
IRBLAND SINCE THE UNION : Irish History,1798-1886. Crown 8vo, clcth, Gs.

HAFIZ IN LONDON: Poems. Small 8vo,gold cloth, 3s. 8d,

OUR SENSATION NOYEL. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1a. 3 cloth Huip, 1s, 6d.
DOOM! An Atlantic Episode, Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s,

DOLLY : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s.3 cloth limp, . 6d.

LILY LAS8: A Romance., Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. § cloth limp, Is. G4,
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS. 2 Photogravaures. Two Vols,, cr. 8vo, 1:3s,
A LONDON LEGEND. Three Vols., crown bvo, 15s. net.

MACCOLL HUGH) NOVELS BY.
MR, STRANGER'S ﬁlLED PACKET. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ds.
EDNOR WHITLOCEK, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, is.

MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY.
WORKS OF PANCY AND INAGINATION. Ten Vols., 16mo, cl., gilt edges, in cloth
case, PAs.  Or the Vols. may be bad separately, in grolier cl., at 3s. 8d. each.
Vol. I, WiTHIN AND WiTHoUT.—THE HipDEN LIFE.
” I. THE DiscirLe.—THE Gosrer. Women.—Book or SonnzTs.—ORGAN Soncs.,
w 111 VioLIN SoNGs.—SoNGs or THE Davs AND NicHTS.—A Boox or DrEAms.—
RoADSIDE PoEus.—PoENS FOR CHILDREN,
o _ TV, ParasLeS.—BALLADS.—SCOTCH SONGS.
n V. & VI, PHanTasTES: A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. Tuz PorTENT.
»VIIL THr LioHT Princess.—THE GIaNT'S HEART.—SHADOWS,
w IX. Cross Purroses.—Tux GoLpen Key,—THe Carasoyn.—LitTLE DavLIGHT.
w X.THe CruerL PAINTER.—THR WoWw 0' RIVVEN.—THE CasTLE.—THE Brokkx
Sworps.—~THE GrRAY WoLr.—UNCLE CorNELIUS.
POETICAL WORKS OF GEORGE MACDONALD. Collected and arranged by the
Author. 2 vols., crown 8vo, buckram, 18s.
A THREEFOLD CORD. Edited by GEorGe MacDonaLp, Post 8vo, cloth, $s.
HEATHER AND S8NOW: A Novel, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3x. @d.
PHANTASTES: A Faerie Romance, With 25 Illustrations by J. BeLL, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3». 6id.
LILITH: A Romance. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 68, [Shorilv,

MACDONELL (AGNES).—QUAKER COUSINS, Post 8vo, boards, 2s,
MACGREGOR (ROBERT).—PASTIMES AND PLAYERS: Notes on

Popular Gaines. Post 8vo. cloth limp, 3u. 6d.

MACKAY (CHARLES, LL.D.).—INTERLUDES AND UNDERTONES ;

or, Music at Twiligot. 6rown ¥vo, cloth extra, Gs.
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MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER-
lRY OHIBIC!IRI. LA PO Ill‘l‘!' with Memoirs — Bi p hical, Cnm:&

of the Li he former half

the Present Century, by Wn.r.um Bn:s. B.A, Crowa 8vo, cloth ettn. Tn, Bd.

MAC UOID (MRS.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cioth extra, Ge. each. -
Hl ARDENNES. With 5o [llustrations by Thouas R. Macguoin.
RES AND LEGEIDB FROM NORMANDY AND Bllﬂl « 34 lllustrations,
THROUGH NORMANDY. With 9z Illustrations by T. MACQLOID and a Map.
THIOUGH BRI‘ITAIIY. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. Macquorp, and a Map.
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. With 67 lllustrations by T. R. Macquorp,

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each,
THE EVIL BYE, and other Stories. | LOST ROBE.

MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with E%gs Hats, &c.
Edited by W. H. Creuzr, W\th 200 lllustnhom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 4a. 6d.

MAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management : including full Practical
Dirgctions. By T. . HepwortH. 10 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 1a.3 cloth, in. 6d.

.AGNA CHARTA: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Cnlours, Js.

IALLOCK (W. H.), WORKS BY.

THE NEW REPUBLIC. Post 8vo, picture cover, In. 3 cloth limp, D=, 6d.

THE NEW PAUL & YIRGINIA: Positivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, De. Gd.
POEBMS. Small 4to, K;rchment. [ I
18 Lll‘l WOR Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

E OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. Crown 8vo, cloth, @3 post 3vo,
illustrned boards, De.

MALLORY (SIR THOMAS).—MORT D’ARTHUR: The Stories of
King Arthur and ot the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B.
MonTcomErIE RANKING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8.

MARK TWAIN, WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7¢. 6d, each.
‘I‘HB CHOICE WORK! OF MARK TWAIN. Revised and Corrected throughout
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numermus Illastrations.
ROU&HIIG IT, and INNOCENTS AT HOME. With 200 Illusts. by F. A. Frasza,
MARK TWAIN'S LIBRARY OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7», 6d. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, Ps. each.

THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or. New Plhmm s Progress, With 234 Hlus(ranon:
(The Two-Shilling Bdmon is entitled MARK TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRIP,

THE GILDED AGE. Marx Twain and C. D. Warngr, With 212 lllnstratxm
THE ADVENTURES 0 TOM SAWYER. With 111 Illustrations,
A TRAMP ABROAD. With 314 Illustrations.
THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With 190 lllustrations.
LIFE ON THE llssusrPPl. With 300 [llustrations.
ADYENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY PINN. With 174 Illusts. by E. W. Keunre.
A YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR., With 220 Illusts. by Bgarp.

ost 8vo, illustrated bouds ‘)l.
THE S8TOLEN WHI'I‘E ELEPHANT. | MARK TWlll‘l SKETCHES,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT. With 81 Illustrations by HaL Hursr, &c.
TOM SAWYER ABROAD, With 26 Illustrations bf Dan Bearn.
PUDD'NHEAD WILSON. With Portrait and Six Iflustrations by Louis Loes.

THE #£1.000,000 BANK- NOTE. (_,;_évo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 3 _post 8vo, picture bds., 2-.
MARKS (H. S., R-A.), PEN AND PENCIL SKETCHES BY. With 4 4

Photogravures and 126 lllustrations. Two Vols., demv 8vo, cloth, $3n.

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes

and Introductions. by Col. CunniNGHau, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, G,

MARRYAT (FLORENCE ) NE\'n?:fs BY. Post 8vo, illust, boards, $s.cach.
A HARYEST OF WILD 0. ‘} FIGHTING THE AIR,
OPB!H BEIKIB! WRITTEN IN FIRE.

MASSINGER’S PLAYS. From the the Text of WiLLIAM GiFForD. Edited

by Col. LuxniNasAN, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
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MASTERMAN (J.).—HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS : A Novel. Post

8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.

MATTHEWS (BRANDER).—A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, ‘3s. § cloth limp, Pn. 8d.

HAYHEW HENRY).—LONDON CHARACTERS & THE HUIOROUS
DR OF LONDON LIFE, With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 8d.

mm
A IOLDIH Oz FORTUNE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
IN AN IRON GRIP. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 10s. net,

THE VOICE OF THE CHARMER. Three Vols., 13, net. [Shertly,
MEFRICI&%EONARD).—THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. Post 8vo,
illustrat

ﬁx H MUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By
SweeT and J. Anuov Kwnox. With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7n. 6d.-

0(0 Y. Post 8vo, illust. boards, Bs. each.
TOUCH AND MR. DORILLION.
ul TM%ES F. FﬁWICRi fﬂYSI LOGY FOR THE Y OUNG;

ouse of Life, With Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, I=. Gd.

MILTON s B g WORKS BY. Post8vo, 1s. each ; cloth, 1s. 6d, each.
'l‘lll OF THE SKIN. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, &c.
l‘l'ﬂ IN DISEASES OF THE SKIN.
Tﬂl 8 OF LIFE, AND THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE BKIN.
THE IIIOOIIIEUL !Rllf ENT OF LEPROSY. Demy 8vo, 1s.

MINTO (WM.)—WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr.8vo,1s. ; cloth, 1s.6d.

MITFORD (RBERTR“), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6id. each.
Romance of Zululand. With Frontispiece by S. L.Woob.
THE UGK OF GERARD RIDGELEY. With a Frontispiece by StanLey L. Woop,
THE KING'S ABSEGAI. With Six full-page Illustrations by StanLey L, Woop.
RENSHAW FANNING'S QUEST. Wuga Frontispiece by Stanczy. L. Woon.

MOLESWORTH KRS NOVELS BY.
HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ds.
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown 8vo, cioth, I». Gd.

MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY.
'l'!ll l IOUREAI and ALCIPHRON. Post 8vo, half-bound, Bn.
lﬁ! With Suppressed Passage: from the MxuoIRs or Lorp
non Ed-ted by R, H. Snnnnn With Portrait, Cr 8vo, cl. ex,, 7o, 8d.

MUDDOCK ‘5 2 STORIES BY.
ITORIIB IllD iD WONDERFUL. PostB8vo, illust. boards, Ds. 3 cloth, Bs. 6d.
8 BEQRET; or, The Valley of Gold. With Fronmpioce by
A no Crown 8vo cloth extra, 3s. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ps.
I'ROI THE BOSOM OF THE DERP. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, B,
MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. With
12 Illustrations by StanLey L. Woop. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE)“FOVELS BY,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3e. Eo“ 8vo, 1Iln|mted boards. 3s. each
A LIFE'S l‘l'olllllT. THE WAY OF TH wom A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE.
JOSEPH’S COAT. A MODEL FATHER., FIRST PERSON SINGULAR.
COALS OI' FIRE, OLD BLAZER'S HERO, Bol MARTIN'S Little GIRL.
YAL STRANGE, GCYNIC FORTUNE. TIME’S RIY IGE
HEARTS. BYTHE GATE OI"I‘HB SEA.|A WASTED C!
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

IN DIREST PERIL.

MOUNT DESPAIR, &c. With Frontispiece by G. GrEnvILLE MaNTON.

THE MAKING OF R NOYELIST: An Experiment in Autobiography. With a
Collotype Portrait and Vignette. Crown 8vo, art linen. 8s.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTII-::‘) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY

Crown 8vo, cloth ext 8vo, lllustuted boards,
ONE TRAVELLER ﬂl’l’llkli- 1! PlUl.. Joﬁo‘l'l ALIAS. | THE lllﬂOPl‘ BIBLB.

MURRAY (HENR.YI).ONOBVI‘%LriBY Poln ls(‘)'f.l G|ll‘v.,1;t :ldx. ig;'oel‘. 3 cl, Is. Od.ca.
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FROM THE ENENY. Fcap. 8vo,

18
NEWBOLT glﬁnv —TAKEN
cloth boards, l-.

msss'r (mt "BOOKS BY.

rown 8vo, cloth ex
DI. Bllllll) S8T. YINCENT.

3s.6d.3 post 8vo, mn’::uod boards, e

Post 8vo, ill

LESSONS IN ART. With 21 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cl

oth extra, Ba. Gd.

WHERE ART BEGINS. With 2; [llustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Sd.

NORR!S ’&W. E.), NOVELS

THE UN un
Oﬂﬁ‘l‘_@fﬁk—ﬁsx OVE
DOCTOR RAMEAU, ~ | A

BY,
Bvo, cl. ex., $s.6d. | BILLY BELLEW. Two Vols, cr. 8vo, 1@s.net

CE_NOVEI_.S B

Y. Post Svo, llustrated boards, Se. each.
CHANCE? OR PATE?

Y. Post 8vo, lliustrated boards, :Js, each.
LAST LOYE.

R WEIRD GIFT. Crown 8vo, cloth, din. @d. , post 8vo, plcture boards, Pn.-

MI.&OS% P)"ﬂ'l.

ETS'TY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each,
| WHITELADIES.

THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN ENGLAND.
O’REII'.LY—HARRINGTON) —LIFE AMONG THE Aumcu IN-

DIANS: F ty ears oa the Trail, 100 [llusts. by P. FrRExzZEnY. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d.
ORI (MRS.).—PHEBE'S FORTUNES. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 23,
OUIDA, NOVELS BY. cr.svo ol 3s. 6d. each; pmavo.illnn bds., 3e. sach.

I.B IN BONDAGE, INE, MOTHS, | PIPISTRRLLO.
COTRIN, LllDlll. A YILLAGE COUMUNE.
IMTHIORI. PllclllL. IN MAREMMA, | WANDA,
CHANDOS, TWO WOOD ISIIOBS. BIMBI, | BYRLIN.
CEOCIL OCASTLEMAINE, |IN A WINTER CITY., | FRESCOES. | Oﬂ'lllk.
UNDER TWO FLAGS, RIA N PRINCESS NAPRAX
PUCK. | IDALIA. FRIENDSHIP. GUILDEROY, | numno.
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 3w, each.
BIMBI, EDMUND H. GARRETT.

‘With Nioe Illustrations h{l

A DOG OF FLANDERS, &c. With Si

x Illustrations by EDMUND H. GARRETT.

SANTA BARBARA. &c. Square 8vo, cloth, 8s.; crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 8d.; post

8vo, illustrated boards, Bs.
TWO OFFENDERS.

Square 8vo, cloth extra, @s. § crown 8vo, cloth extra, s, 6d.

WISDON, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ouina by F, Sypnxy

Monns Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3».

CHeapr EpITION, illusirated boards, 3.

AGE "A.), WORKS BY,
THOR AU His Life and Aims. With

Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, I, G,

ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3ss

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3a. @d. each;
LOST SBIR ll!lllGBlRD.
WALTER'S WOR
LE!S BLACK 'l'llll WE'RE PAINT-
PROXY. I POR CASH ONLY.
HIGH QPIR
UNDER 0!!3 ROO
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT.
A GRAPE FROM A THOR!.
Post 8vo, ilinstrated
HUMOROUS STORIES.
THE FOSTER BROTHFRS,
THE FAMILY BGIPEGRAGB.
MARRIED BRNEATH HIM.
BENTINCK'S ‘l‘U'I‘OR.
A PERFECT TREASURE,
A COUNTY FANILY.
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SOI.
A WOMAN'S YENGEAN
CARLYOR'S YBAR. cxcu.'s TRYST.
:}JQPHY'S ASTER.

post 8vo, illustrated boards, B,
FROM E. Hol.lDlY I‘ASKS.

GLO RM TALES,
THE MYSTERY 0!’ IIRBR!DGB.
THE WORD llD l
THE BURNT M
!UH“Y ITORIEI. | l TRYI!G PATIENT,
d boards, Js. eack.
FOUND DEAD:
BWIRDOLIIE'B HARYEST.
A MARINE RESIDENCE.
MIRK ABBEY.
SOME PRIVATE VIBWS.
NOT WOOED, BUT WON
TWO0 HURDRED POUNDS REWARD.
THE BEST OF HUSBANDS,
HALVES,
FALLEN FORTUNES,

C
THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE.

IN PERIL ARD PRIYATION, 17 Illustrat-ons.

A PRI!GB OF THE BLOOD.
" Crown tvo, cloth, s, 8d.

NOTES FROM THE “NEWS.” Crown 8vo, portrait cover, 1.3 cloth, Rs. 8d,
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PANDURANG HARI; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir
BarrLE FrERE. Crown 8vo, cloth, $a. 6d. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.

PASCAL’S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His-
torical Introduction and Notes by T. M'Caix, D.D. Post 8vo. cloth limp, Ds.

PAUL gARGARET A.).—GENTLE AND SIMPLE. With Frontis-
piecs by HeLEN PaTErsON.  Crown 8vo, cioth, Bu. 8d. post 8vo, illust, boards, 3«.

PENNELL (H CHOLKONDELEY), WORKS BY., Post 8vo, cl., ds. 6d. each.
With lliustrations.
PBGABUS nn-m I.l .. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du Maunizs.
THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Soci¢té, Selected by H C. PenneLL.

PHELPS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. Post8vo 1s, each; cloth 1s. 6d.each,
BEYOND THE GATES. | OLD MAID'S PARADISE. | BURGLARS IN PARADISE.

JACK THE Flﬂﬂ!kl“. Illustrated by C. W, Rzzp. Cr. 8vo, Am 3 cloth, An. 6d.

PIRKIS & NOVELS BY.
00PI H CROWS, Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 1s.
LADY mvzucz. Post 8vo, illustrated ds, Bs.

PLANCHE WORBKS BY.
THE PURS IYAH OF ARMS. With Six Plates,and aa!llusu. Cr.8vo,cl. 7a, 84,
SONGS AND POEMS, 1819-1879. Introduction by Mrs. Mackarnkss. Cr.8vo,cl.,Bs,

PLUTARCH'S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. With Notes and Life
of Plutarch by J.and Wu. Lanouorxz, Portraits, Two Vols.,demy 8vo, 10s. 6d.

POE'S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry. Intro-

uction by CHAS. BAuDELAIRS, Portrait, and Facs:mn'es Cr. 8vo, cloth, ¥s, 6d.
THE IYS‘II‘Y OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 3s.

POPE’S POETICAL WORKS, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

PRAED (MRS, CAMPBELLA NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. bds.. Ds. ea.
THE ROMAKRCE OF A STATI k. THE S80UL OF COUNTESS ADRIAN.
OUTLAW AND LAWMAKER. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 8d. ; post 8vo, boards, Ds.

CHRISTINA CHARD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

PRICE (E. C.), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo cloth extra, 3. 6d Eost 8vo, illustrated boards. Bs, each
YALENTIN | THE ronnmil RS. | RR8. LANCASTER'S RIVAL.
GERALD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. Ps.

PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA : A Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, G,
PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY.

B8KY. With g5 [llusts. Small crown8vo, cloth extra, $x. 6d.
!llY l'l‘lk l.nsou. With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year. Cr. svo, Bs,
PARILIAR SCI lllcE STUDIES, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
SATURN AND ITS Yl‘l‘lI. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ex., 10s, 6d.
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE.” With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
THE UNIVERSE OF lllll. With numerous llustrations, Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., Bs.
__ WAGES AND WANTS OF BOIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, ln.&l.

PRYCE (RICHARD).—MISS MAXWELL’S AFFECTIONS. Frontis-

___plece by Har Lubrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. post 8vo, illust. boards., Bs.

RAMBOSSON (J.).—POPULAR ASTRONOMY. With Coloured

Plate and numerocs Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.

RANDOLPH “(LIEUT.-COL. GEORGE U.S.A.).—AUNT ABIGAIL

: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, In,

RIB ELL MRS. J H.), NOVELS BY.
RIBS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3w, 6d.3 po.t 8vo, illustrated bds., De.
Post 8vo, illustrated bpards, Is, eac!
THE UNINHABITED HOUBE. FAIRY A'l'll.
THE Plll(:l OF WALES'S GARDEN HER MOTHER’S DARLING.
PART THE NUN'S CURSE.
IYITERY ll PALACE GARDENS, IDLE TALES,

RIVES (AMELIE).—BARBARA DERING : A Sequel to* The Quick or
Dead " Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. Gd. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bse
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READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3s. 6d. each; post8vo, illust. bds., Du. each.
PEG WOFFINGTON, Illustrated by S. L. FiLpzs, R-A.—Also a Pocxez - EDrTI0!
set in Elzgevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, Ds. And a Lisrany EpiTron
Pra WorringTonand CRRISTIE JouNsTONE, in One Vol., cr. Bvo, cloth, 3«. 84,
CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. lllustrated by WiLL1AM SxALL.—Als0 2 PocxxT EDITION,
set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 3s. @d.
IT 18 NEYER LATE TO nin. Illustrated by G. J. PinweLL.—Also the “heap
PoruLAar EpiTioN, medium 8vo, I?ortni( cover, @d. 3 cloth, 1s.
COURSE OF TRUE LOYE NEYER DID RUN SHOOTH. Illust. HxLEN PaTEKSOW
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEP, &c. lllustrated by MarT STRETCEH.
LOYE ME ] [tiustrated by M. ELrzx Epwarps.
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. Illusts, by Sir Jorx GiLesrr, R.A., and C. Keexx.
THE CLOISTER AND THB HEARTH. Illustrated by CHARLES KxzXE.—Also the
Erzevir EpiTion, with Introduction by BxsaxT, 4 vols., post 8vo, clotb gilt, 1 4w
HARD CASH. lliustrated by F. W. Lawsox,
GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S, L. FiLpzs, R.A., and WiLLIAW SuALL.
FOUL PLAY. lilustrated by Georaz Du Maurizx.
PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE. Iliustrated by RosErT Barxzs.
A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by Epwarp HuGexs and A, W, Coorre.
A BIMPLETON. Ililustrated by KoTE CrAUFURD.
THE WANDERING HEIR. Iliust. by H, PaTerson, S. L. Firpes, C. Greer, &c.
A WOMAN-HATER, Illustrated by TrHoMas CouLDERY.
SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. lllustrated by P, Macxas.
GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS, Illust. by E.A. AsBEY, &C.
THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by JosErpn Nasu.
A PERILOUS SECRET, llinstrated by Frxp, BARNARD.
READIANA. Witha Steel-plate t of CnarLES READE.

Porurar EpiTions, medium 6vo, @d. each; cioth, 1s, each.
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. | IT I8 BEVER TOO LATE TO MEND.
PEG WOFFINGTON ; and CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE.

SELECTIONS FRON THE WORKS OF CHARLES READE. Post 8vo. cioth. 3u. 6d.
RIMMER SA_LFREDI, WORKS BY. Square 8vo, clothgilt, 7x. 6d. each.

OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With ss Illustrations.

RAMBLES ROUND ETOR AND HlRR&%. With so Illustrations.

ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS, With 8 Illusts. byC. A. VANDERROOP, &C.

ROBINSON CRUSOE. By DanieL DErFoE. {MajoR's EpITION,) With
_ 37 Hlustrations by Georar Cruixsmank. Post 8vo, half-bound. 2a.
ROBINSON &F‘_WA). NOVELS BY.

WONEN ARE BTRANGE, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.
~__THE HANDS OF JUSTIOE. Cr.8vo, cloth ex., 3n. 8d.t post 8vo, illust. bds.. In.
ROBINSON SPH“.Q WORKS BY. Crown svo, cloth extra, @, each.

THE POETS' BIRDS, L‘l‘ﬂ!‘. POETS' BEASTS.

THE POETS AND NATURE: REPTILES, FISHES, AND INSECTS,
ROCHEFOUCAULD'S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS, With
___Notes, and an Introductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3.
ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the Principal Warriors

who came from Normandy with \xlillinm the Conq . Hand Iy printed. Je.
ROSENGARTEN (A.).—HANDBOOK OF ARCHITECTURAL STYLES.
___Translated by W, CoLLETT-SANDARS. With 639 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 9w, Gt
RBWLEY (-HON. HUGH s WORKS BY. Post 8vo. cloth, 2. @d. each.

PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations.
~ MORE PUNIARA. Profusely Illustrated,

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY:

Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, @», each; ron 8vo, illust. boards, In. each; cloth limn, Bu. Bd. ca.

ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE, A BOOK POR THE HAMNOCK.
IN THE MIDDLE WATCH. I MYSTERY OF THE “OCEAN STAR.”
A YOYAGE TO THE CAPE. THE RONANCE OF JENNY HARLOWE.

Cr. Bvo, cl. extra, Bn. 6d. ea,; post bvo, ilust, boards, Bs. ea. ; cloth limp, $u. Gd. e4.
OCEAN TRAGEDY. | SHIPMATE LOUISE. | ALONE ON WIDE WIDE SEA.
ON THE FO'K’SLE HEAD. Post 8vo, iliust. boards, 3a.: cloth limp, Bu. G,
THE GOOD SHIP “NOHOCK.” Two Vols, crown 8vo, 10x, net.

THE PHANTOM DEATH, &c. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 3u», &d.

THE CONVIOT 8HIP. Three Vols., crown Rvo, 13w, net.

18 HE THE MAN? .Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d,
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RUNCINAN JA! TORIES BY._Post &vo, bds., s, 62.; cl., Dn. 6d. ea.
ETHRART.

SKIPPRRS I GRACE BALNAIGN'S SWE
SCHOOLS l.ID SCHOLARS.
RUSSBLL ORA NOVELS BY,
OOUI'I' THEARY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. (Sept.

B DRIFY 0!' PATE. Three Vols., erown 8vo, 10s, net.
SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3e. G@d. oloh 8vo, illust. boards, Bs. each,
A FELLOW OF TRINITY. Note eupELL HoLuEs and Frontisplece,
THE JUNIOR DEAN. | MASTER ﬂ. Bll DICT'S. I TO HIS OWN MASTER.
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1s. 84, eac|
THE OLD MAID'S SWEETHEART, IODII’I‘ uﬂ!.l SARA,

Crown 8vo, cloth ex:
ORCHARD DANEREL. | IR THE FACE Ol THB WORLD.

THE TRENLETT DIAMONDS, Two Vols., 10s. net.
SALA (G. A.).—GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.

SANSON.—SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS : Memoirs
of the Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. @d.

SAUNDERS (J'OHN), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth OXLr: mtrned boards, n. each.
GUY WATERMAN. | m I.IOI ll m'ﬂ} THE TWO DREANERS.

BOUND TO l'lll WHEEL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Sl- Gd.

SAUNDERS (KATHARINE) NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, Ds. each,
MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. ﬂl RT SALYAGE.
THE HIGH MILLS, BASTIAN.

JOAN MERRYWEATHER. Post 8vo, mmtrned boards, Be.
GIDEON’S ROCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. @d.

.SCOTLAND YARD, Past and Present : Expenences of 37 Years, By
Ex-Chief-Inspector C’Avnumu Post 8vo, ill goth,

SECRE OUT THE : One Thousand Tricks with Cards with Enter-
taining l?enmems in Drawing-room or ‘* White Magic.” By W. H. Cazuzn.
With, 3oo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. Gd.

SEGUIN (L. G.), WORKS BY.

THE COUNTRY OF THE PASSION PLAY (OBERAMNERGAU) and the Hldllmd.

of Bavaria. With Macvand 3& Illustrations. Crowa 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 16 Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ge.

SENIOR (WM.).—BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth, 28, 6d.

SERGEANT(A.).—DR. ENDICOTT'S EXPERIMENT. 2 vols., 10s. net.
SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB’S TALES FROM SHAKE-

SPEARE. With Illusts,, coloured and plain, by J. Moy Suitu. Cr. 4to, 3n. 6d.
SHARP (WILLTAM). — CHILD 0-MO : A Novel.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, @s.
SHE ( CY H ORKS ERSE

COM
AID PROBE OF. Edited Pre}u:ed and Annotated by R, HERNE SHEPHERD.

Five Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth bon s, Gd.
POETIOAL WORKS, in Three Vols.
Vol L lnnoduc;lon b’mhesﬁdci%'alc The W, ndnmg Qum t:.“w:m. th ‘?‘ Alcumr
8| ence 1 10 Al e Notes;
and other Pocms ; Rosalind and Helen : Prometheus Upbound ; Adonaik. &e ’
Vol. II. Laon and Cythna : The Cenci; ]uliulnd Maddalo; Swelifoot the Tyrant; The Witch os

Atlas; Epipsychidlon: Heflas.
1. Posthumous Poems; The nqnofAmuhy and other Pleces,
PROSB WORKS. in Two Vols. :
1. The Two Romances of rndlMS( Irvyne ; the Dublin and Mariow hlets ; AIM
ﬁon of Deism ; Lettersto Le m&n Hust, and some Minor wmr
Vol II. The F.“ly: Letters from Ab: Translations and anmutl. dnod byﬁ SICIL!.!V
‘With a Bibliography of Shcﬂey and an Index of the Prose W

SHERARD (R. H.).—ROGUES : A Novel. Crown 8vo, l..x clotb, 1s. 6d.
SHERIDAN (GENERAL P. H.), PERSONAL IEMOIRS OF. With

Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols.,demy 8vo, clotb, 3
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SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With

Boctry. T“""i‘:““ Specthen s o Tokes: 2o Hiusa, G, v0, isbouad, Tu: G
ramamn peeches and Jo! 10 Illusts. Cr.8vo, hf.-bound, 7s.

THE ll Hldlhcdf%g‘l; roh AL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, printed

nnlmmfs COMEDIES: THE RIYALS and THE SCHOOL FOR lcunn.
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Skﬂch

BRANDER MarTuews. With Illustrations. Demy Bvo.lulf-pnchmml d

lng all those in * Arcadia.” ith Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the
Rev. A.B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s.

SIGNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns

and Remarkable Characters. By {Acol Larwoop and Jouw CampEx HOTTEN.
With Coloured Frontispiece and g4 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7=, 6d.

SIMS (GEO R. ), WORKS BY. Post8vo, illust. bds., . ea; cl. limp, Bu. Gd.ca.

SIDNEY’'S (SIR PHILIP &COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ-

ROGUES AND YAGIBOIDS- TALES OF TO-DAY.
THE RING O’ BELLS. DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 6o lllustrations,
MARY JANE'S MEMOIRS. MEMOIRS OP A LANDLADY.
MARY JANE MARRIED, MY TWO WIYES,
TINKLETOP'S CRIME. SCENES FROI THE SHOW,

ZEPH: ACInm ltory, &c.
{lcturc cover, 1s, each; cloth, 1s, @d. each.
. HOW 'l'lll POOI LIYE; and HORRIBLE LONDON.
THE DAGOKET RIOITBR un RBADBR. belng Reldlnn and Recitations in

Prose and Verse, selected fro: is own W GrorGE R. Sius,
THE CASE OF GEORGE OAIDL!IAB.I nmo ET DITTIES.
DAGONETY lBlOlD. Crown 8vo, cioth, Ss. 8d. [Short'y.

SISTER DORA: A Biography. By MARGARET Lonspare. With Four
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d.3 cloth, 6d.

SKETCHLEY (ARTHUR) — A MATCH IN THE DARK. Post 8vo,

illustrated boards, :3s.
SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): dEtymologlcal Historical, and Anec-

dotal. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s, 6

SIITH (J. IOYRX ), WORKS B
PRINCE RGOLIS. th lsp Illusts, Post 8vo, cloth extra. 3n, 6d.
THB WOOING OF THE WATER WITCH. Illustruted. Post 8vo, cloth, @n,.

SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 8vo, 1s. s cloth, s, 6d.
SOCIETY IN PARIS: The Upper Ten Thousand, A Series of Leners

from Count PAuL VasiL1 to a Young French Diplomat. Crown 8vo. cloth, @

SOMERSET (LORD HENRY). — SONGS OF ADIEU. bmall 4to,

Japanese vellum, Ga.

SPALDING (T. A., LL.B.).—ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY: An

Essay on the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, $ws.

SPEIGHT (T. W, ), NOVELS BY.

ost Bvo, illnstrated boards, s, ea
THE MYSTERIES 0!’ HBROI DYKE. ‘l‘HI OOLDBK HOOP,

BY DEYIOUS WAYS, BACK 'ro L FE,
HOODWINKED and THE BANDY- 'I'HE WATER TRAGEDY.
CROFT MYSTERY. 800‘8 ROIIICE.

QUITTANCE INFOLL
Post 8vo, cloth limp, Is. 6d, ea
A BARREN TITLE. { WIFE Ol NO WIFE?
THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown 8Bvo, picture cover. 1s.
A BECRET OF THE 8EA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3. d.
_ _THE GREY MONK. Three Vols, 3 15s. net.
SPENSER FOR CHILDREN, By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations
by WaLTER ]. MorGan, Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
STARRY HEAVENS (THE): A PoeTicaL BIRTHDAY Book. Royal
__ 16mo, cloth extra, 3s, 84,
STEDMAN s C WORK§ EY. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 9s. each,
YICTORIA. | THE POETS OF AMERICA.
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'STERNDALE (R, ARMITAGE).—THE AFGHAN ENIFE: A Novel.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 8d.: post Bvo, illustrated boards. 3a.

STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Postsvo,el, limp, 3. 8d. eack
TRAYELS WITH A DONKEY, With a Frontispiece by WALTER CraNg,
AN 1NLAND 'o!ul. With a Prontispiece by Warter Cranz.
vo, buckram, gilt top, Ge. each,
FPAMILIAR l'l'llblll Ol' lll AND BOOKS.
THE SILYERADO Iﬂnlmﬂl. With Frr-nusp-ecebv D, STroNG.
MERR' m | UND Poems.

THE BERWOODS:

MEMORIES m

YIRGINIBUS PU Ul.nnd other Papers -n«l nx.ms. | PRIACE OTTO.
ACROSS THE PLll with other Memories

llmlu’l:l N1@HTS. “Crown 8vo, buckfam, gilt top, 0..; post 8vo, illustrated

THE SUICIDB cunﬁ and THE RAJAH'S DIAMOND., (From Nxw AwraBiAN
Nicu1s.) With8 I umﬁom by W. ]J. Hewngssy, Crown 8vo, cloth, Os.

PATHER DAMIEN: An pcn Letter to the Rev., Dr. Hyde. Crown 8vo, hand-
made and brown paper,

THE EDINBURGH lnmﬂm‘inl ROBERT LOUIS STEVENR-
SON. 20 Vols.,demy 8vo. This Edition (which is limited to 1,000 copies)is sold
only in Sets, the price of which may be learned from the Booksellers. The
Vols. are appearing at the rate of one a g Nov. 1894.

STODDARD (C. WARREN).—SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH

SEAS. lllustrated by WaLLis Macxay. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. 6d.

STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS. With Notices by HELENand
Arice ZiuMeRN, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, Js.

STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDER.
__Cr.8vo, cloth extra, with 19 Illusts. by GiLBERT GAuL, 38 § post 8vo, illust, bds., Jm.

STRANGE SECRETS. Told by CoNax DoyLE, PERCY FITZGERALD, FLOR-
ENCE MARRYAT, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bn.

STRUTT QGSEFH .—THE SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE
Dj including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May

Games. Mummeries, Shows. &c., from the Parliest Period to the Present Tim¢.
Edited by WirLiam Hong. With 140 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 8d.

SWIFT’S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, With Memoir,
Portrait,and Facsimiles of the Maps in« Gulliver’s Travels.” Cr.B8vo, cl., 7s. Gd.
GULLIYER'S TRAVELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. Post 8vo, half- bound Ba.
JOMATHAN BWIPT: A Study. By J. CHurToN CoLLInNg, Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Ns.

SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C.), WORKS BY.

SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS OF A. O. r. 8vo, 6.
SWINBURNE. Fcap. 3vo, 6s. 8vo, 8.
ATALANTA IN OALYDON. Crown vo, 8a.
2 A Tnid; Crown 3vo, T8. ro, 88,
IRST SERIkS. Crown ...
8vo or fcap. 8vo, 9s. . 88
BME BALLADS. SECOND SERIES, .18
Crown 8vo, 9. R 0 8vo, G
g 8. THIRD SERIES Cr. 8vo, Ts. vo, 85,

POEMS & BALLAD!

BONGE nmu SUNRISE. Crown tvo, 10s. 6d. |

BOTHWALL : rT;;l Crown!ivo 1. 6d.

SONGS OF "0 N. gvo, 8. %
QEORGE_CEAPMAN. (Sec | oLllul\.CHAP- , ta.
MA\"S ‘Works.) Crown 8vo,

ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Crown Svo, 128, rown Svoy

ERECHTHEUS : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8a. 9%,

SYN TKX‘ ( R.) THREE TOURS : In Search of the Picturesque, in
Search S b of a Wife. With RowLanpson’s Coloured Illus.
trations, and Lite of the Amhor by J. C. HorTen, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7». 6d.

TAINE’S , HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Transiated by
Hexry Van Laun.  Four Vols,, small demy 8vo, cl. bds., 30s.—PoruLar Epition,
Two Vols.. large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 134,

TAYLOR (DR. J. E J E., F.L.S.), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3w, aach,
THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch of the Ldeandcmdnu
of the Veqeuble Kinvdom. With a Coloured F and 100 Il
OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them, 331 lllunrﬂnou.
THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST, With 365 lllustrations.
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TAYLOR (BAYARD) —DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB: Bur-

of Modern Writers, Post 8vo, cloth limp. 3s.

TAYLOR (TOM). —HISTORICAI. DRAMAS. Containing * Clancarty,”
*Jeanne Dare,” “'Twixt Axe and Crown,” “The Foodi's Revenge,” * Arkwright's
ife,” * Anne Boleyn,” “ Plot and Passion.” Crown Svo, cloth enn. Ve Gd.
*.* The Plays may also be had separately, at 1s, each.

TENNYSON (LORD): A Blographncal Sketch. By H. J. JExNINGs.

Post 8vo, portrait cover, 1s.3 cloth, 1s.

THACKLERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes. 1llustrated by Hundreds of

by WrLLiAM MaxePEaCE THAcCkErAY. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 7e. @d.

THAMES, A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE. By A. S.

Krausse. With 340 Illustrations Post 8vo, Bs. 3 cloth, 1s. ¢id.

THIERS (ADOLPHE).—HISTORY of the CONSULATE & EMPIRE of

POLEON. Translated by D. Forsxs CanupBELL and JoHN
S-nmnu'o Wlth 36 Steel Plates. 12 vols., dery 8vo, cloth extra. r1s. each.

THOMAS BERTHI). NOVELS B Y. Cr. Bvo. cl., 3, 64, ea.; post 8vo, Bw. ca.
THE vlonl.-?ﬂ ROUD’ MAISIE,

__ GRESSIDA. Post 8vo, illnstrntod bond.. 'Jn.
‘THOMSON’S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. With Intro-

duction by ALLAx CuNnINGHAM, and 48 [llustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, Bn.

THORNBURY }I’WALTER WORKS BY.
THE LIPE A NDENCE OF J. M. W. TURNER. With Illustra-
tions in Colours. men 8vo, cloth extra, 7n, 6d.
Post Bvo, iliustrated boards, 3. eac!
OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. | TALES FOR ’l'lll MARINES.

TIMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64, each.
!‘HB ISTOR 0!' OLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anccdotes of its
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations.
ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND RCCENTRICITIES: Stories of Delusions, Impos-
tures, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. 48 lllustrzuons.

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, -. @d. each ; tho. illustrated boards, 3=, each,

HE WAY WE LIVE KOW, | . BSCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY,
!‘RAU FROHMANN. THE LAHD-LEAGUE RS.

ost 8vo, illustrated Erds,
KEPT IN THE DAR HE llERchl SENATOR.

THE GOLDEN LION oF anupnn.| JOHN CALDIGATE. | MARION FAY,
TROLLOPF(FRANCES E. ). ﬁOVELS BY,

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3n. @ h: post Bvo, illustrated boards, Bs. each.
LIKE SHIPS UPON THE lll. | IIBBL‘I PROGREIS. | ANNE FURNESS.

‘TROLLOPE (T, A.).~DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Post 8vo, iliust. bds., ¥n.

TROWBRIDGE (J. T.). —FARNELL’S FOLLY. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.
TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).—MISTRESS JUDITH: A Novel. Crown
8vo, cloth extra. $3w, @d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards. Jw.

TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. @d. each; poxt 8vo, lllnstnﬂld boarda Js. each,
THE BRIDE'S PASS. | URIED DIAMOND!
LADY BELL. THE BLAOKHALL ouons.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards. ‘Bs. ea

WHAT SHE CANE THROUGH. BEAUTY AIID Tﬂl BEAST.
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE l DISAPPEARED. | NOBLESSE OBLIGE,
BAINT MUNGO'S CITY. THE HUGUENOT FAMILY.

~ THE MACDONALD LASS, With Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 8d.

WARD ALLEN), NOVELS BY.
THB N AGAI l'l‘ OWEN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3n. 6d.: post 8vo, bds., s,
THE RINGE OF BALKISTAN. Crown 8vo, c'oth extra, 3x». td.

VASHTI 'AND ESTHER—“—By the Writer of ** Belle's ™ Letters in Ths
World. _ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. @d.
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VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.).—THE SCORPION A Romance of Spain.

With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3».
WALFORD (EDWARD’ K'A'rzk WORKg. BY. . Contaning the Descent,

GDOM (1898).
B Murhn Education, &c. of 12,000 Heads of Families, their Heirs, Offices, Addresses,
Club;. &c. Royal #vo, uo(hli t. 508,
ALFORD'S SHILLING GR 1806). Containing a List of the House of Lords, Scotch and -
Irish Pce &c. En cloth. 1s.

'8 0) AGE (1095, cmm.nuamnumnamum«t
Kin, om, Ringraphical Notices. Addresses,
3 SHILLING KNIGHTAGR (1808 T Con nhlnih T of the Knights of the United

sm B hul Notices, Addresses, &;(li;m th, 1.
@ BOUSE OF COMMOMNS Conh.hlnlauadllltholmbend‘m

Ncw Parljament, !hell Addresses. Clubs, &c. Enn

WALPORD 8§ COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONET. mnux.mnomwoonms
(1598 Royal szmo, cloth, gilt edges, 5. .

TALES OF OUR GREAT PLII!.I_i_ . Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3. 64.

WALTON AND COTTON'S COMPLETE ANGLER; or, The Con-
templative Man's Recreation, by 1zaAx WaLrox ; and hmruetwm bow to Angle for a
Troat or Grayling in a clear Stmm,byClA »LEs CorTon. With Memoirs and Notes
by Sir Harnis NicoLas, and 61 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 8d.

WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction, by
WiLLiAx M. Rossrr'n With Portrait. Cr. Bvo.hnd-m:depnperndbucktm.cc.

WARD (HERBERT).—MY LIFE WITH STANLEY’S REAR GUARD.

With a Map by K. S, WELLER., Post 8vo, s, cloth, 1s. 6d.
WARNER (CHARLES DUDLEY).—A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6Gn.

WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59
Signatures and Seals. Printed on r 22 in. by 14in, D=
WARRANT TO EXECUTE NARY qﬁr 8COTH. A Facsimile, incloding
Queen Elizabeth’s Signature and the Gren Seal Be.

WASSERMANN S‘LlLLlAS), NOVELS BY.
Crown §vo, 1., cloth, 1w.

Tl'll leUl! OF CARABIS,

Post 8vo, illusteated boards, Ts.

WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH THE POCKET SPEC- .
TROSCOPE. By F. W, Cory. With 10 Illustrations. Cr. &vo, 1w. 3 cloth, 1s, @d.

WEBBER (BYRON).—FUN, FROLIC, AND FANCY. With 43 lllus-
trations by PHiL May and CraxrLEs May. Fcap. 4to, picture cover, 1s,
WEST'AEf WILLIAN). — TﬁUST-HGNEY Post 8vo, illustrated

boards, ‘)l.z cloth limp, 3s. 6d.

WHIST, HOW TO PLAY SOLO. By ABRAHAM S. WILKS and CHAKLES
F, anx Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s.

WHITE (GILBERT).— THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBOENE.

Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and balf-bound, 9s.

WILLIAHS W. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY.
SCIENCE IX SHORT umn:h Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
A IlIPLE Hll'l‘. With Illustrations. Crown &vo, ¢lcth, 28, 6d.
THE CHEIIITBY 0! 000 ERY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown ¥vo, cloth extra, 9s.
A YINDICATION OF PHRENOLOQY. With Portrait and 43 lllustrations, Demy
8vo, cloth extra, 1:3s. 6d.

WILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H.).—-A CHILD WIDOW. Post 8vo, bds., 2s..

W!LSON DR. ANDREW, F.R.S. E.? WORKS BY.
l ON EY OLUTloi th :u !umﬁons Cr. bvo, cloth extra, 7a. Gd..
LEIVES ON A NATURALIST'S N 0OK. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3. Gd.
LEISURE-TINE STUDIES. With lllustrations. Crown Uvo. cloth extra, Gn,
STUDIES IN LIFE AND S8ENSE., With numerous lllusts, Cr.8vo, cl. ex., Gn,
COMMON AGCCIDENTS : HOW TO TREAT THEM. lliusts. Cr, 8vo, In.tcl., 1n.6de
GLIIHRI OF NATURE. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3u. 6d.

WISSMANN &HERNAN N VON).—NMY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH
EQUATORIAL AFRICA. With g2 Illustrag~as, Demy bvo, 1Gs.

By Aamox Wnsou and Lirrias WASSERMANN,




‘ wnmn-r gnoxg)ﬁ

26 CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, PICCADILLY.
WINTER ‘J S.), STORIES BY. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, Bs. each;

clot
CAYALR | REGINENTAL LEGENDS.

A IOI.DIII‘I GCHILDREN. WAith 34 Iustrations by E. G. Tnousox and E. Stuarz
Harpy. Crown 8vo, cloth anra. 3s. 64.

u‘ﬂ F.) DETEC‘I'IVE STORIES BY, Post8vo, brards Bs. each.
NGER YRO) YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN.

WOOD (LADY). —-SABINA A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 28,

WOOLLEY (CELIA PARKER) —RACHEL ARMSTRONG ; or, Love
Theology. Post 8vo, ill ds, s. § cloth, Os. @d.

WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. @d. each,
OPB TKIIBDGEOIGI& With Caricatures, Squibs, &c.

mm SQUE IN ART, LITERA-
TURE, scm.mn. AKD PAINTING. lllunntad by F. W. Fairkort, F.S.A.

WYNNAN (MARGARET).—MY FLIRTATIONS. Wnth 13 Illustra-

tions by J. BerNARD PARTRIDGE, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.
?ATES ‘EDHUND), OVEE BY. Post 8vo, illustrated bonds. $3s. each.
E FORLORN HOPE. | CASTAWAY.
'l‘ AGEDIES. With Three lllustrations

G
by A. S. Borpo, %‘up 8vo, picture cover, 1s. net.

{ ')‘ Y. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
THE DOWNFALL. ‘l‘nnshtod by E. A. VizeTerry. Fourth Edition, Kevised.
THE DREAM. Translated by ELtza Crase. With 8 lllustrations by }:umxot
DOCTOR PASCAL. Translated by E. A. Vizeterry, With Portrait of the Author,
MONEY. Tnmhted b} Ennur A. VIZETELLY.

LOURDES. T T A, VizETELLY,

EMILE ZOLA: A Blonlphy By R. H. Suerarp, With Portralts, Illustrations.
and Facsimile Letter. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 19s.

SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.

*,® For fuller cataloguing, sce alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-26,

THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY. Ppost 8vo, cloth limp, Os. 8d. per Volume.

TRE. Theatrical Aneedotes. By JACOB Larwnon,
eux d’'Raprit. Edited by ENRY S. LEIGH.
‘Witch B8tories. By E. LYNN LLINTON.
Ourselves. By E.'LYNN LINTON.

yers. B: R MAC(‘RR(“'\R

{{ . MALLOCKR
fhe Now Republic. B;{ MALL«)Ck
Puc C. PENNELL.
Pegasus H. C. PENNELL.

S, Muses of Ma: . Edned byH C. Pn\wu.
Thoreau: His Life and Aims. By H. A. PACR.
Puniana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLEYV.

More Puniana. B Hon. HUGH ROWLBY,

Z0

rton,

VER

wrrd
By WM. SENIOR.
's Note-Book. By Dr.
ANDREW w".sn\

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY.
Diversions of the l«h Olub. BAYARD TAYLOR.
W, C. BENNETT.

By W. (.ODWN

exander
Scanes of Country Life. By ED\vnm ]1—«2
Tale for a Ohimaey Oorner. By LEIGH HUNT.

Post 8vo. cloth limp, Ds». per Volume.
of the
()LIVER WE'(DELL HOLMES.

Table. By
La Mort d'Arthur: Selections from MALLORY.
Provincial

Maxims and

of Blaiss Pas:al
lons of Rochef

THE WANDERER'S LIBRARY.

Hﬁ? m By JuLivs BEER-
NONM Hustrats v J

Oamp Notes. By Fum:nlcx Bovu;
8a Life. By FREDHRICK Boy
e Rngland Mdon ByG DANIBL.
Ilustrated by CRUIKSHANK.
B8, by o Faoer,
Lives 0 y THOMAS FROS .,
‘.r oM lho'-uF and the Old London Fairs.
HOMAS
Low-Life Deeps. By JaMES GREENWOOD,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«, 6d. each,
Wilds of London. By JAMES GREENWOOD.
Tunis. By Chev. HESSE-WARTEGG. 3 IDusts.
Life and Adventares of a Cheap Jack

World the Icnul. B) P. FITZGERALD.
Tavern Anecdotes and

Gonmmm n E P. HINGSTON,
L-tm Pnrkl. y JACOB LARWOOD,
Characters.

HINRV MAYHEW.

d
[ n-pr Craising in the BSonth Seas
WARREN STODDARD. [Iliastrated. By &
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Booxs IN SgRIES—continued.

HANDY NOVELS. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, In. 6. esch,

madw.mm By A. ST. AUBYN.
Modest By AI.AN S‘l’. AUBYN. ]
Seven Sleepers of :plum . E. COLRRIDGE

Taken from the Enemy.
A Lost Saml

AB l!. NEWBOLT.
Dr. Palliser's Patlent. By GRANT ALLEN.

ByW S. OR.
The Journal of Maurice de Guerin.

MY L]BRARY. Printed on laid paper,
of William Shakspeare |

post 8vo, half-Roxburghe, $=, Gd. each.

Mﬁ"ln“‘may &{ unu.':vz RRADE.
ARLES REHAUE.

i‘ Dramatic Essays of Charies Lambd.

THE POCKET LIBRARY. Post 8vo,
The Essays of Blia. By CHARLRES LLAMB,
n Crusoe. lllusnamd by G. CRUIKSHANK.
and Odditiss. By THOMAS HOUD. With
85 Illustratiors.
‘The Barber

's Chatr.
2 y. By BRILLAT-SAVARIN.
The K| c. ué HOMAS MOORE.
Leigh lnn Kasays. Edited by E. OLLIER.

By DOUCLAS JERROLD.

prlm.d on laid pa -m;nd bf-bd., 9-. each.

llll'ﬂ hv.h &c. By l"lean Sw IF‘I’
Plays b; mcmum HBRINSLEY SHRRIDAN.
ln‘u 3 ‘ByJAcon LARWOOD.

Ble and Tho
By ULIVER

no Anbcnt of the BreakfassTal
the Break{ast-Table.
wpvnwn Hm\c s,

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.

Lisrary EpiTions or Novers,many lllustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

By F. M. ALLEN.

Green as Grass.
By GRANT ALLEN.
Philistia. This Mortal Coil.
Ahbyln.' . The Great :‘Bb.oohw
“loeln Blood l.:; i .
In all Bhades. chess of P d.
‘The Tents of Shem. '8 er-
Yor lnlloi;‘mo. !'ho'l.:i.ll
L ] A
ln?y MARY ANDERNON.
By EOWIN L. ARNOLD,

e Constabie of 8¢, Nicholas.
e O
By ALAN sT. AUBVN,

A!dlwolfrhi . To his Own Master.
The Junior Dean In Pace of the World.
Master of 8t.Benedict's. | Orchard Damers!

By Rev. 8. BABING GOl.LD.
Red Spider.
"Ry nomm'r ‘BARE.
In a Bteamer Chalr. urne.
By FRANK BARRET'I.‘.
The Woman of !.ho lr»-n Brace eta.
By « BELLE.”
Vashti and Esther.
Mir W, BESANT & J. RICE.

My Little Girl. The Ten Years' Tepant,
Case of Mr. Luc: Ready-MoneyMortiboy.
‘This 8oa of Valcan. th and Crown. ¢
B comsdrsonr T | TRay, ' Trames
'S ur. 0

e Monks of Thelema. | The %llphh of the
The Seamy Bide. Pleet.

By l|r WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Uncle Jack.

tions of Men. Children of @ibeca.
Thse Captains’ Room. Bell of Bt. Paul's.
All in & Garden Fair. To Call Her Mine.
l!arr hnlu The Holy Rose.
Armore] of Lyonesss.
'.l'hc Wotid Went Very | Bt. Katherine's by the
Well Tower.

For mm ud Freedom. | Verbena Camellia Bte-
The Rebel Queen. phanotis.
Dorothy Forster.

By ROBERT BU(‘HANA‘.
Shadow of the Bword. | Annan Watel
A Child of Nature. Woman ud t.ho In.
Hair of Linne. ‘The New Abelard.

om of w Mane”
dthe Man. ot et Whise Neather.

God and the eather,
Love Mo for Ever, Mats. Rachel Mene.

By .l. MITCIIELL CHAPPLE,

By IIALL CARNE.,

The Bhadow of a Crime. | The Deemster.
A Bon of

By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Red Sultan. | The Burdea of Isabel.

Nl(lB'l‘."G: FBANCEH (,OL'LINH.
Bluhn!th a(’:ehhr to Mia-

The Village Comedy. You Play me Palse.
By WILKIE LOI;LIN”.
The Prozen
After Dut. 0
No Name. ‘The Law and the Lady.
Antonina, The Haunted Hotel.
Basil. The Fallen Leaves.
Hide and Seek. Jezebel's nuaur.
The Dead Secret. The Robe.
on of Hearts. Heart and Science.
“1 gay No."
The Woman in White. | Little Novels.
The Evil Genlus.
Man and Wife. The of
Poor Miss Pinch. A Rogue's Life.
Miss or Mrs. ? Blind Love.
The New Magdalen.
By DUTTON COOK.
Paul Poster's Daughter.

By E. ll. COOPER.
Geoffory Hamilton.
By V. CECIL COTES.
Two Girls on & Barge.
By C. EGRERT CRADDOCK.
His Vanished Star.
By H. N. CRELLIN,
Romances of the 0Old Seraglio.
By MATT CRIM.
Adventures of a Pair Rebel
By B. M. CROKER.

Diana Barrington. A Bird of  Passage.
Proper Pride.

A Family Likeness. omu: of the Feople.
Pretty Neoville.

- By WILL.A‘I CYPLES,
earts of
lly AI:PHONSE DAUDET.

By . (‘OLEMAN DAVIDSON.
Mr. Badler's Daughters.

By EI!AS"IIJB DAWHSON.
The Fountain of Youth.

By JAMES DE MILLE.,

A Oastle in Spain.

By J. LEITH DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.




a8

CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, PICCADILLY.

Tux Piccapiryy (3/6) NoverLs—continued.

Ry BPICK DONOVAN.

to Doem. | Man frem
By A. OONAN DOYLE.
“The Pirm of Girdiestons.

M. JEANNETTE DUNCAN.

A Daughter of Today. | Vernon's Annt
Bz Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES.

l'y G, MANVILLE llll‘-
Witaess $o the Deed. l!h
By PEBCY FITZGERALD.
atal Zere.

-y B. E. FRANCILLON,

One by One. King or Knave ?
A and his Shadow. of Band.
Do. Im - .

Prrl'.by Sir BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Karl
By EDWARD GARRETT.
The Gtrls.
.l{hl'Al,'L GAULOT.
By cmms GIBBON,

Ifhm Shats.
nnlun

By E. GLANVILLE.
‘.IM Lost Heliress. Im FPossioker, |
A Fair Colonist.

By E. J. GOODMAN.
“The Yate of Herbert Wayne.

By CECIL GRIFFITH.
QOorinthia Marazion.

By SYDNEY GRUNDY.
The Days of his Vanity.

By TIIOMAS HARDY,.
Under the Green!

By BBET IIABTE-

Awmofmthl.u
y Dows.
A tgée of Jack
Hamlin's,

Ao‘:ud of the Golden
o of Green
As sppho Bon-lln;or of Angel's.

Colpstubo'&lo 's Client. | Clarence.
By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.

Garth. Beatrix Randolph.
llice Quentin. David Poindexter's Dis-
] l:ut. The 8pectre of the
Portune’s Fool. Camers

By Sir A. HELPS,
Ivan de Biron.

Ry 1. HENDERSON.
Agatha Page.

By G. A, IIEV'l‘l'
Rujud the Juggler. Dorothy's Doubls,
By J OIIN HILL,
‘The Common Ancestor.
By Mrs. HUNGERFORD.
Lady Verncr's Flight. | The Red-House Myatery.
By M. ALFRED HUNT,
The Leaden Casket. -Condemned.
That Other Person. Mrs. Juliet.
By CUTCLIFFE HMYNE,
Honour of Thisves.
By R. ASIHHE KING.
A Drawn Game.
* The Wearing of the Green.”

o

THe PiccaprLry (s/6) Noveres—continued,
By EPNOND LEPFELLETIER,
.-l‘l-. Sans Seme.

HABRY LINDSAY.
By E. LYNN LINTON.

Patricia Kemball. Sowing the Wiad.-
v-lhr':'i.li.m’ The Ateasmenst ofLoass
“My -]

Ione. The Woll Leat,
Paston Carew. The Ons Too Maay.

By H. W. LUCY.
By JUSTIN McCARTHY.

A Fair Saxmm. Waterdale Neighbours,
Rochterd. 3
ud My Rasmy's Danghier.
nns A Dear Lady Dindatn.
Mald of Athene. The Dictator,
Camiola. The Comet of a Seasom,

By GIOBGI MACDONALD.
| Phantastes.
B . T. EI.IADE.

A Soldlerof

B:‘!.RBTBADI MITFORD.
The Lo Ocnrdl Hetre Faznings

Ridgeley. Quest.

By J. E. MUDDOCK.
Robdin Hood.

Mald Mariaa and

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY,
A Life's Atonemeat. nut!cr-n llmhr
Joseph's Ooas. g{:l

s of F: Way of the World.

0ld Blager's Hero. ‘s Littls @irl
Val !cru;o. | Hearts.
A Model Father. A WIM &h-
By the Gate of the Sea. | In Direst P
A Bit of Ruman Nature. | Moant

By MURRAY & nlm:iAn.

The B 8’ Bible,
One Traveller Returns.

I Paul Jones's Allas.

By HUME NISBET.

“Ball ¥p1”
By W.E. NORRIS,
Salnt Ann's.
Ry G. OHNET.
A Weird Gifs.
By OUIDA,
p:¢ uh!omluo Two Little W
g:ndol In a Wi m.ut -
& Win! Y.
Undtr Two Flags. Friendship.
Idalia. lnm
c.:u cunom- s H
;Eco M Commune.
Polle Far!
iL no:‘:l{ rmdon !meon. | Othmar.
8yrln. Guilderoy.
runcm Napraxine. Bgu But!u;du
Two Offsnders.
Ily MARGARE'].‘ A. PATUL.
Gentle and 8imple.
By JAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Hmlngban High 8pirits.
Less Black than We're | Under One Roof.
Painted. P Exile.
A Confdential worm Tales,
A Grape froma o !’ho'l'uko!m'!m
In Perlland Privation. Holiday Taska.
'n:’.ﬂ e of Mir. ;;:Cuh Only.
The Canon's Ward, Tho Ward and the L
Whalter's Word. luny 8tories.
By Proxy. A Trying Pations,
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Tue PiccapiLry (3/6) NoverLs—continwed.

Valentina.

The Foreignsts.
By RICHARD PRYCE.
Maxwell's Aftections.
By OIIABI.EB READE.

It is Never Too llg:‘hulmﬂo-

The h!ollﬂhn. Stories of Mea
m.mnol.nm MMM

The and the
Hearth.

The Course of True
Love. of
& Thief.

Pit Yourself tn Hls

A Torrible Temptation.

m‘:us.

By Mrs, J. H. RIDDELL.

Weird Stories.

By AMELIR RIVES.
Dering.

By l‘. W. ROBINSON.
The Rands of
By MBA RBRUSSELL.
A Oouatry Swee
By W. CI‘ABK RUSNSELY..
Shipmate L¢ ‘E‘m mo%m
E-onwmwmu'n.
By JOHN SAUNDERS.
Guy Waterman. I The Two Dreamers.
Bound to the Wheel. | The Lion in the Path.
By KA:“IIABINE SAUNDERS,
Gideon's Rock. bastian,
‘The High Mills.

i

THE PrccapiLLy (3/6) Novers—continned,

‘By HAWLEY SMART,
‘Withous Love or Licence.

By T. W. SPEIGHT.
A Bocret of the Sea.

By B. A. STERNDALR.
The Afghan Knif

By BEB’!‘HA THOMAS,
Proud Malsi | The Violin-Player.

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

The Way we Live Now. ' lnnwuﬁ':“r::ﬂr
Pran Frohmaan. The Land..

By FRANCES E, TROLLOPEK.
Like Bhips wpon the l.un zlﬂnll.

By IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c.
Btories from Foreiga Novelists.
The By IIABK’?-Y.AINA
‘The&1,000,000Bank-note. _I Pudd'nhead Wilson,

By c. (‘. FRAQBR-TYTLBB.

Mistress
ny SABAII 'l‘!['l‘l.nn.
y Blackhall Ghosts.
The esdes P, w Lasa.
By ALLEN UPWARD.

0.1: '.T"" Owen.

By E. A. VIZRTELLY.
Bcorpion : A Romance of Spain.

By J. 8. WANTER.

A Soldier’s Children.

By MARGARET WYNMAN.
My Flirtations.
By E. ZOLA.

The Downfall. Pascal.
The Dream. llolpy. ]

The

Lourdes.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ¥s. each.

By AB’I‘I!MUS WARD.
Artemus Ward Complete.
By BDMOND ABOUT.
‘The Fellah.
Ry HAMILTON AIDE.
Carr of Carriyon. | Confidences.
By MABY ALBERT.
Drooke Pinchley's Daughter.
By Mrs. ALEXANDER,
Maid, Wife or Widow? | Valerie's Fate.
By GRANT A".IENO
g:r e Stories. Maimie’

ylon. The Grea!

‘The Devil's Die. Dumaresq's Daughter.
This lnrm odl. Th> Duchess of !owyl-
In all 8had land.
The Backoniu Hand. |IvanGreet'sMasterpiece. |
Blood Royal. ¢ Scallywag.

By E. LESTER ARNOLD.
Fhra she Phomician.

By ALAN ST. AURYN. :
A Pellow of Trinity. ‘ Master of 8t.Benedict's
‘The Junior Dean. To His Own Master.

By Rev. 8, BARING GOULD.
Red Bplder. | Bve.

By FBANI( BABBE'I‘T.
) .fnu for Lt AM
Betwesn !ond Fro
'he Bin of OIp lt-ol ‘u
i, | T S
Lieat. Barnabas Helpmate,
SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP.
Grantley Grasge.
TER BESANT.
For Faith and Prudom
‘T» Call Her Mi;

Camellia,
The Rebel Queen.

fifr W. BESANT & J. BILE.
This 8on of Valcan.
My Little Girl.
‘Tae Case of Mr. Lucraft.
The Golden llmrﬂy 'Twas

-:K.cilo";n of Thelema.

The Seamy Bide.
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Two-SuiLLinG NoveLs—continwed.
ly A.llllll)il BIKRCE.

By I?BEDEBI(‘K BOYLE.
Camp H Chrexicles of Mo man's
Bavage un Land.

.‘ BBET rlllAB'l.‘E.

Californian Marnja.
©Gabriel oolmy I ;lyllul the Bierras.
The Lusk of Rearing A'nlol Plains.

A Ward of the Geldea
AD Heliess of Red Dog. |~ Gate

By HAROLD BR\IDGE”.
Uncle Sam ab Eowme.

By ROBERT BI'CIIANAN.
Shadow of the Swerd. Martyrdom of Ma-
A Child of Nature. Mlln
God and the Man. Annan Water.

Love Me for Ever. The New Abelard.
¥ ve Manor, Matt.
The r of the Mime i The Helr of Linne,
By HALL (AINE.
!'thIelncnno ‘The Desmster.
Son of Ragar.

By (‘.--nnder (‘A“BO‘!’.
The Cruiss of the * Black Princ
By l!lr-. LOVETT l‘A‘VlEloN.

| Juliet's Guardian.
II-IA‘YPJEN CARRUTE,
i By A'l?n'r“ CLARE.
For the Love of a Lass.
By Wrs, ARCHER CLIVE.

Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Perroll Kiiled his Wife.

lly MA(MRE“ ('OBBAN.
The Cure Bultan.

By (‘ Al‘l;S’I‘ON LOI.LIN!.

MOBT. & FRAN(‘EQ COLLINS,
Sweet Anne Page. Twent)

From ht to Mid- 7 . V 'll'::
ol me
lm! and 8cholar
A t wi rnu
B \"ILKIE CONLLINS,
T | m‘!‘v‘mnnif'm’ te.
After Dark. oman .
Antoniza ! R el
- e Poor Miss Pinch.
B Jest Bocret. | Jesebals Danghter
ecre: ezebel 8 r
n:cn of Hearts, * The Black mc
or Mrs.? + Heart and Bcience.
The New en. | “I8ayNo!
The Frosen Deep. . Genius.
The Law and the Lady.: Little Novels.
The Two Destinies. : Leg of cun.
The Haunted Hotel. Bhnd
A Rogue'y Life.

By M. J. (‘OLQIJIIOIJ'N

Every In
lly Dl;'l"l‘l" COOK.
Foster s Daughter.
'",.,,,.“ "‘%2‘«!‘.?;"?1."'&‘.’.1 K-
t e Great 8mol oun!
TR PP Y MATT CRIM.
Adventures of a Fair Rebel.
llynl!. n. (‘,l:dOI(rER.
g . Pnp:r Pride.
"!o Let." A H Likeness,
l!y Ww. (‘l PL N,
Hearta of Qo
By AI.I’IIOVSE DAUDET,
The Yort 8
By ER A HVI us DA“’UON.
The Fouatain of Youth,

Two-SuiLLiNG NoveLs—continwed.
By JAMES PE MILLRE.

ia Spain.
By J. LEITE PERWENT,.
of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers.
By (."HABLEU DICK ENA,

A Castle

Odver.

l‘ l(‘ K LIONOVAN.

nlm.

-:mun.uu Iracked t0 Doom.
Waated ! Link

Polssued Heity BRuspicion Aremsed

Duncan ?
Long Arm of the

By vnn.!:gx:nic EDWARDES.
!!!y M. BETHAVLEDWARDS.
By EDW. EGGLESTON.
fiy G. MANVILLE FENN,

The New Mistress. tness to the Deed.
By PEB(,Y l"l'l‘l(‘ ERALD.

Bella Donna. Mrs. Tiotson.
x;:lvln!mun. -ive Brocke
!nn.l!no. The Lady of Braatoma.

lly | 5 FIHGBBALID and others.
Strange Secrets.

ALBANY DE FONELANQUE.
MAHT R E. FRANCILLON.

Olympia. King or Knave

Ove. : lonucn of m Law.
A Queen. s of Sand.
Queen Cophetua. A and his Ghadow

By HAROLD FREDERICK.
Seth's Brothers Wife. | The Lawton Girl.

’Pn'l. by Sir BARTLE FRERE.

Hari
on 'By HAIN FRISWELL.,
* o
By EDWABD GARRETT.

The Otﬁ
y l-ll‘llull'r GATL.
A Btrange E
By (‘IIAII ES GIBBON.

Robin lIny. In Nenour Bound.
Fancy Free. Flower of t.h- Forest.
For of Geld. ‘The Braes of Yarrow,
What '-m the World The Golden Shaft.

ay L
In Love and War, | By Mead and Stream.
For the King. ving a

A Hard Knot.

gnun of the Moeadow. Hearts De. lght.
Heart's Problem. Blood-Money

The Dead Heart.

By WILLEAM (-ll BERT.
.l,)r Austin's Guests. The er( of the

Duke.
BZ EBNBS’I‘ Gl‘ANVII‘I E.
The The Fossicker.
A!lkod

By ]IIINBY GREVILLE,
A lobll Woman. b

By UECIL GRIFFITIN.
thia Marazion.

By SYD‘I:iEY GRUNDY.

The Days of his
By JOHN BBERTON,

"‘i‘;’lﬂ?'nnw‘ TALLIDAY.
iy Lady DUFFUS HARDY.
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