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sovereigns even, Lut for.a night’s rations of whisky. Stay,
Dawley, I know You won't abuse my confidence any more
than make my coat a mistit, though we are enemies—open,
honorable enemies. There is one of these rascals below.
Just step behind that sereen, and you will hear for your-
self.” .

Mr. Harman rang the bell, and Quish plantigraded
into the room like an elephant that had playfully deprived
one of the public of a hairy cap. ““Well, fellow,”” said the
agent, severely, “vou've spent that last half-sovereign—
gone into Moll Carty’s till—poured down your own thirsty
gullet, eh?” :

The elephant intimated by a heavy double-shuffle of
its kind hooves, and certain vague noises in the gullet in
question, that the agent was impregnable in his facts.

“Precious bad value you gave the Government for its
money-—for you know well, sir, it's the money of the public
and net mine that you are goaking vourself in whisky with.
You'll have to look sharp, sir, and let us know moroe of this
infernal conspiracy, or I'If hand you over to public justice
and make an example of you—do you hear 2V

“T'll do my best, zurr,” said Quish, who essayed the
smallest effort of eloquence with as painfal a wrestling of
the spirit as the orator Flood when he used to rise for ane
of his great efforts,

“Well, what have been the American Captain’s move-
ments since you last reported 5’

“Twenty-three brace on Thursday, and two blackeock.”
This was the one topie in the world on which his tongue
was not clogged with triple chains. “Friday, a parcel of
boys seared the birds, drat ‘e
odd snipe.”

The agent frowned angrily.  “Don’t put e off with
vour infernal doghoy humbug,”” he said, menacingly, ““You
know very well what 1 mean—any drilling > —anyv strangers
in square-toed hoots ?—any meeting of Centres at the Castle,
eh 2

“Lots, zurr,” said the monster, looking roguishly with
one eye and truculently with the other, “Hid in the ’ser-
vathry an’ hurd it all. Seems there's a change trom the
Bay—ships are to come round to Kenmare—some big fellow
'spected next week {hat'l] settle it all. Quish will keep an
eye. Half a sov, zurr,’ belched tho animal, pauting after
s0 much violent word-vomiting.

“Vague and inccherent, as usual, T wish vour ear
Was more serviceable than your mouth, or, hetter gtill,
it you’d brush the mud out of whatever answers you for
a noddle,” said the agent contemptuously. “Well, there's
the money, and mind ¥ou report the instant this stranger
sets foot in the district; or—listen !—so sure as you'll never
look your hangnian straight in the face, you'll make that
hangman’s aequaintance—oither that, or T'll denounce vou
to the venge - of the men you are betraying—perhaps
to Dawley, the va.lor, who, T hear, is g desperate fellow
with the revolver. Gol

“‘Oych, tho little Eeolawnl” gnorted Quish, with the
contempt of an clephant for g gad-fly,  “More power to
your lhonor!’ and burying the
with the cluteh of 5 fasting wild
ing mass fumbled out of the roor

“Oh the villajny!" exclaimed little Dawley, stalking
out of his ambush with 5 brow of darkness. < 54 Tittie
Leolawn® from dag cross-eyed abortion |—de blondy mis-
begotten caricature of onld Nick! “Kenlawn” from Quish
de bailiff! Oh den, oh den, wasn’t I de Job of
listen dere foreninst him, an’ not try whedder a hullet
wouldn’t be ashamed of lodgin’ in hig ugly carease!”

“But you mustn’t, you know—honor bright !—in just-
ice to me,” said Mry. Hans Harman, affably. <1 hope the
rascal hasn’t ruffled your feelings—Quish is not aftogethor
the worst of them. T wus only just anxious to let ¥ou know,
in a friendly sort of way, what mines arce opening under
honest fellows’ feet—because after all, you know, it’s not
because men are palitical opponents that they may not
give some credit for honesty where it’s due. There now—
P'Il shoot you down like 2 dog all the same when vou tgke
the field, Dawley. Saturday, then, he it; and for vour
life none of Your atrocious velvet collars o
coat.” Whereupon Mr.
door for Dawley and—

m!—only a few brace and an

animal, the great sloncl-
m, hairy cap and all,

°oman ton

n a shooting.-
Hans Harman’s eyes opened the

piece of gold in his paw,

Kicked him downstairs with such good grace,
That D. thought he was kicking him up.

Perhaps it was the draughty, stony-faced staircase that
did it, but the suppplies of cheerful warmth the apgent took
I at the study-graie were exhnesiod belure he had mounted
to his wife's room; fur it seemed to be a gust of cold air
that entered the darkened sick-room with him and blew
inte the drawn, livid, peevish face fastened, as in some
slow, torturing apparatus, upen the pillows of the vagt
gloomy bed. Hans Harman, however, regaled the invalid
with a cheerfut smile and a hand that, so to say, presented
the smile on a silver sulver, as he smid: ““And how are you
to-day, my dear ?’—looking then for an answer to Miss
Dehoral, as it the sufferer hpd nothing turther to do with
it, but had bequeathed her views on such matters to her
sister-inclaw, as solo depository and  Anthorised Version
thereof. “No worse,” was the taconie reply of Miss Deb-
oval, who was standing sturdily over the pinched whits
fave, with the apen Bible on the one Land, and a bowl
of some uauseous homocopathic mess, which she prided
hersell on brewing Lerself, on the other-—a sainted she-
dragon flapping darkly around the dismal hed—a Holy
Inquisitor demanding ncessantly of a patient “put to the
(uestion” what further the most unreasonable of sufferers
could desire than a dark chamber, a bed a5 pompous as a
hearse, medicinal draughts of choieest colocynth, the Holy
Seriptures, and a woman of inflexible virtue to administer
these good things in their whelesome scason.  Mr. Harman
was a dutiful hushand ; hut, kaving cheered his wife with
his customary dutiful visit, and, being a man who lived
lahorious days, public duty compelled hit and the gust of
cold air to take their departure, carrying with them Miss
Deborah's consoling bulletin ; they, in fact, as the French
say. took note of the minister’s assurance, and passed to
the order of the day.

Tho nexi order of the day was the Mill at Greenane,
where the indefatigalle agent descended as from a chariot of
the sun half an hour afterwards, having, in the meantime,
accumulated stores of wurmth that ordinary terrestriak
arates are inadequate tn aceonnt for, even if & hitter Qc-
tober blast had not been Mowing all the way.  “Only
pulled up to see how yvou are, Nohan; glad to see you so
sturdy on your ping again,” he said. “This is had news in
the paper—suppression of this Fonian newspaper, and the
rest of it hope it isn't tene that your son wrote some
dreadfnl thing or other that got 1t suppressed.”  This last
thrust was not so artistic but that the point of steel was

visible, for the contemptuons disvegard of his offer of the
clevkship in the 1

Yipe Roll Office rankled in the agent’s
recotlection sorely.

He had made ihie one thrast that could stir the mil-
Ter's slunthering independence.  “Phank you, sahr! I
Sappose my son will be able to take cqre of himself,” he
said, with a tonch of the iron virility hefore which the

agent had so often quaked in the Board-room and at town’s
hoetinga,

“Faith 1 Lope so for hig sake, and for yours. Young
gentlemen that turn up their noses at a snug herth in the

Four Courts, and won't even he commonly eivil o those
that offer it, don't easily learn that when they dash their
heads apainst stone walls it's not the stone walls that gef
hart. But what the deuce has come over ynu, Rohan, that
you shonld copy the hox's manner as well as his objections
to a Government sitnation '

The miller did not know in the least what Le was drjy-
ing at. But he supposed the reference was to something
that micht have happened about the time of his illness,
and, as he did not choose to let the world know the gaps
and fogs that still mfested his memory of that period, he
found it easier to resent the almost nndisguised malicp of
the agent's observation. “Whatever 1 have to say to a
man, 1 sav it to his face aboveboard, You must excusa
me if I'm too old to take lessons in vour model-school, Mr,
Harman,” he said hotly. “And ag for Government situa~
tions, 'tis nothing so wonderful i a loy of mina does not
ambition blacking the hoots of them that made. Humphrey

Dargan a magistrate. At which rough hue Myles chuckled
like a lusty wrestler.

“Come, Rohan, confound

it, you must net let Hum-
phrey hear that,” laughed 1

© agent, jumping into the
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