
hearty
'
Thank you,' and

'Godbless you,sir,' the tenants went their
way to talkover this big event amongst themselves.

When the last of them had departeda tallmanstepped from a
clump of bushes which had concealed him and advanced,hat in
hand, to the younggirl who still sat, apparently lost in thought, on
the seat beneath the tree. Perhaps she had been thinking about
him, for as she raised her headat his approach she blushed Tividly
and wasmore thana little disturbed.'

LordEllenmead !' she said.'Forgiveme, Miss Eileen, for playing the eavesdropper. Your
father wasspeaking asIcameup andIdidnot wish to interrupt.'

He shook hands withher
—

perhapsholding thebeautiful white
fingers a moment or two longer thanwasabsolutelynecessary— then
turned towards Mr.Hawthorne andheartilygripped hisoutstretched
hand.'

So itis settled,' he said, 'and youarereally goingtobravethe
unknownfuture in the lands across the seaV'Yes, it is settled,' answered Hawthorne. 'Ionly hope thatall
will turn out for thebest. At leaßt you recognise how impossible
the state of things wasgrowing here.''

Iknow yousaw grave reasons for takingsuch a step. Butmy
offer is still open to you,andIdaresay itis not too latetodrawback
if youwill reconsider it.''The offer waskindness itself;butItoldyou it wasuseless to
press me further.''

And yet it was only a loan, Hawthorne, a few hundredsor
more,to useas you thought best until the tidebegins to torn.''The tide might never turn, and thenIshould have been your
debtor for life. No, Lord Ellenmead, it was impossible. Besides,
Eileendidnot think itright.''

And your daughter. Does shego withyou V'
Yes;Ihave triedin vain topersuadeher to do otherwise.''
And yet itis hard work, this pioneer life, and there is little

enoughamusement for a younggirl. ButMiss Eileen wouldnotdo
otherwise. It was, of course, a foregone conclusion that where
you went she would follow. And she is right, as she always is
right.'

There was a touchof sadness inhis voice whichdid not escape
Hawthorne'snotice andconfirmed what he had felt for some time-
that thebeautyand charm of his daughter had made more than a
passing impression uponthe man whostood beforehim.

The conversationhad not beenheard byEileen,who,recovering
something of her usual gaiety,now interrupted them.'

Youare inhospitable,dad, togo ontalking when tea is waiting
inside and Lord Ellenmead is wanting to go in and refresh
himself.'

LordELlenmead turned with abright smile towardsher.
'As thoughtful as ever,Miss Eileen. Suppose we leadthe way

and leave yournaughty dad to follow V
And suiting the action to the word,he boldly took her armand

turned towards the house. Mr. Hawthorne did not immediately
follow, and thus thetwo wereleft alone.

And so yonhave decided to go, Miss Eileen,and your friends
will be leftbehind tomope and pineaway ?

The younggirl laughed.'
Iamafraid you areoverstating the case, Lord Ellenmead, for

Iknow of no friends whom my absence could affect in such a way
us that.'

'Perhapsthat is because youhavenot studied your friends well
enough to know if they would feel deeplyor otherwise. Iknowone
who will misi you,who will findIrelandrobbed of itsgreatest charm
whenrouhavo gone.'

And do Iknow this friend whois kindenough to think so well
of my humble self /'" You do not know him so well as he wouldhaveyou. Ishould
like indeed to think that you regardedhim as warmly as he regards
yon. Miss Eileen'— and here his voice lost its touchof lightness,
and a deeper feeling was manifested in the tone in which he
continued— 'Miss Eileen. Ishall miss you morethanIcansay. I
don't think you know ali that your absence willmean tome.

The <_ irl's face flushed,and fur aninht^nt the lovely eyes flashed
tohis and then sought the ground.'

Itis indeed good of you to say so, but other friends will soon
help you to forget, or at least to think morelightly.''

You say so, not knowing me,' he answered,' if Ihave said
little it isb.'oiuse Inever thought that you would be going away
I'kH this. Ihave waited, Eileen, that is all, waited untilIcould
feel that you would not be offendedif Itold you thatIloved you
uioiedearly than auvthing onearth. Itis the truth, 1may as well
tell younow. Would that Ihad told youso before, for then you
might not have wished to go away.'

She did not answer,butallowedher arm to slip from his and
walkedonbeside him.'You are offended ?

''
How should Ibe offended

—
youare only kinder thanIdeserve.

But itwill make itharder for me to go,and perhapsit would have
beenbetter ifIhadnever known.''Why need yougo ?

'
'Itis too late to think of doing otherwise, Lord Ellenmead,and

inany eventmy father would have gone,and myduty, at least for
the present, is by his side.''Let me talk to your father and see if Icannot inducehim to
remain.''

Itwouldbe quite useless now, for heis pledged to our people,
andnothing you or anyone else could say wouldmakehim goback
uponhis word.'

They werenearing thehouse, and the youngmanagaintook her
hand inhis.'

Ican only listen to one answer,Eileen. Ilove you. Iwant
you to be my wife. Tell me youlove me wellenough, andevery-
thing else will straighten out beforeus.' She was silent for so long
that at last he againadded, 'You arenot offended?

'
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THE momentous day had at last arrived, and Mr. Hawthorne's
tenants, to the number of nearly 30, had gathered on the lawn
outside his house to hear what he wished to propose to them. Dip-
cussion hadbeen rife for weeks past as to the probable natureof
those propositions,but oneand allhad agreed that they could only
be in the shapeof betterment;for itis hard to beatthe worst, and
that was the stage they seemed to have reached. Nor wasit any-
thing like a newstage for these struggling Irish tenants. The soil
would not repay them for the labour they spent upon it in any
greater degree than to just keep the wolf of actual starvationfrom
the door. To gave fromtheir scanty produaeanything approaching
sufficient topay the rent of their holdings seemed to get more and
moreimpossible as the years wentby. That this must be so wasas
clear as day. They took the strength from the Boil, in itself un-
fruitful and unproductive, and had not the means or power of
refertilising it, or changing the nature of their products that
exhausted Naturemight rest and recuperate.

A hundred thousand sons ofErin had found out the fact, and
left in grief the shoresof the land which failed to support them,
finding far across the seas the rich land waiting for the spade to
turn it— land unploughed and untilled,which had been storingup
its riches forcenturies.

Nor was the lotof the owner any better. He stayed in the
impoverished country to guard his possessions and look afterhis
tenants;but thepossessions brought him no reward, and the fact
thathis tenantscould not pay their rent made it nobetter forhim
than if they could and would not.

Thus the gentleman and the peasant met in the common
anxietyof finding daily bread,and little could be found inthe lot
of either whichprovedhim really better off than his neighbour. A
finer suit of clothes meant the additional anxietyof paying for it.
The responsibility attached to the few extra comforts of the land-
lord probably outweighed their advantageandleft the tenant better
off without them.

Itwas all summed upin the daily problem which wore away
the brain andnerve and fibre of both classes alike

—
the problem of

keeping famine fromthedoor.
And now they stood around, a picturesque group of comely

Irishmenand women, and from a ricketty seat, whichran round a
shady oak tree, John Hawthorne rose to address them. Beside him.dressed in simple muslin, was his daughter. For a hundred miles
round one might have searched the country and failed to fiud a
more beautiful type of real Irish loveliness. A profusion of
chestnut hair framed a face each feature of which was as near
perfection as human beauty can attain. She looked withpathetic
lovs and interest in her father's face as he rose and commenced to
speak.

'Tenants,' he said, 'there is no need for me to tell you the
troubles we a'l endure,and have endured now for ao many yearn.
We areall doing our beet but the land itwelf is against us and our
best is very littlebetter than the worst. Ittroubles me as much as
Ikn'jwit troubles you all, anil Ithink none can say thatIhave
ever proved a hard landlord. When you are able to pay you do
pay,though itmeans often enough, andIhave never lost sight of
the fact, privationto youand pinching, and, too oft.-n, want.

'NowIhave been thinking these mattersout-, thinking for you
as well as for raysef, andIhavecome to the conclusion th,it we'are
drifting to worst times, and that the day ha<* come fur us to stop
and look the matter in the face. If to stay hole means famine, andany way is open for ua togo, is it not better to go now rather than
to wait until famine is actually at our door / Ilo?e my country as
well as auy of you but whenitcomes to the question of keeping
body and soul togetherIam prepared to say, asIn>w say to you,
let us emigrate. Better men than we have done so and found
brighter homes in some of the rich lauds far a vay,and have been
glad ds their children grew up that they were preparing a fat-
better home for them than they coulde\er have donein dear old
Ireland.'

Idon't ask you to do \vh.tIwill not do myself, and where
her father goesmy daughter Eileen will go also. So whatIsoy toyou is : Let us all go together and try our fortunes in far-off
Canada. Wehave neverquarrelledas landlord and tenant here,and
if we go on trusting oneanother ami acting square and straight we
shall get on wellenoughon the other side. Well, tenants, before I
say anything further whatdo you think about myproposition /

'
There seemed no need for them to even look in one another's

faces to know that all wereready. In themind of many amongst
those present had the same idea, though vague and illusory, taken
root,and now that aman capable of working the plan hadproposed
it to them, a loud cry of 'We will go' weut up from menand
womenalike. 'But it's tho money stands in the way,' added one
Patrick O'Meara, 'itwill cost such a lot for us audour families,andhow are we to get themoney ?

'
1Leave that tome,I'll find the money," Mr.Hawthorne rejoined,'

I'm not rich,as you know, but whatlittle Ihave I'mputting itinto
this business,and if we work with hearty good willIdon't doubt
but whatIshall Bee itall back again.''Thank you,sir. God bless you,sir,' responded the fullhearts
of his delighted tenants.

4 Then this day fortnight we sail,' Raid Mr. Hawthorne, 'and
meantime Iwill see again those amongst you whohaveold ones
dependenton you who may feel unable to take the voyage,and we
must ?ee whatcan be done for their comfort.'

With faces filled anew with hope and longing for the brighterfuture, which seemed to open out before them, and with many a
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