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Takeit off, thisinstant," she continued,makingalungeatthearticleinquestion.
"Omebades,mebootiful bades! You sha'n't have 'em, yousba'n't!"screamed Nora,resisting withall her might, and dancingwithpassion. Inthe scuffle the chain of the rosary—for such it was

—snapped, and the littiebluebeads fell witharattleon the ground."O mother,she'sbroke mebadesintirely,she has;my illigantbadesthat grannie gave me, whinye fitched me wid ye to Neville Town
yisterday afternoon,"cried thechild,sobbingbitterly ; "- and jist asthe taycher-aadgot Father Donovan tobless 'em. 0,what will Ido
j-whatwill Ido ?" and Nora wrung her little bands inchildish
TJrief.

IfNorahad tried she couldnot have made aspeechless apropos
to the occasion,seeing that—as Biddy afterwards phrased it toher
husband—" she wint and let two cats out o' thebagat wonst." It
wouldbe impossible todescribe the glance of withering indignation
with whichMissBarbara,relinquishingherholdofNora,strode across
the floorand confronted themother."Very well,Mrs. Murphy; so you wenttoNeville Town yester-
day afternoon,didyou? Then prayhow could you have' heard Mr.
Giles's sermon1 And Nora goes toaschool where thepriestblessesbeads, does she ? Ithought at the time how muchtruth there wasin
the story you trumpedup about the influenza. Where's your hus-
band?""Throth. my leddy, an' that's more thanIcan tell yiz," said
Biddy, inutterdismay. Likeherhusband she had grown tired of
thenew way,andhadquitecountenanced thealteration he had seen
proper tomake withregard to the children's school. Still she had
hoped that their recalcitration might have been kept a secret from
Miss Barbara, and had already been spending in imagination the
douceur with which thatlafly's visit to them generally terminated.
No longer able todeny the fact, she tried whines, excuses, andlies
of everypossibleshade of blacknessand whiteness. But- it was all
to nopurpose; for with the air of one whose confidence has beenbe-
trayedMiss Barbara swept outof thecabin,and tooktheroadtowards
theGlebeHouse.

Inthe meantime Tim, fancying that he had seen Mies Barbara
departabout tenminutes before, wasquietly sauntering homewards,
still congratulatinghimself uponhis escape, and greatly was he as-
tonished whenat a turn of theroadhe encounteredher face to face.
She immediately accused him withhis recusancy, and after denials
and equivocationsinnumerable Tim was compelled to acknowledge
thathehadbeen sendinghis childrento the Catholic school, andnot
attended the Protestant Church for three Sundays, nor hadeven
heardMr. Giles'ssermon. For a few minutes the resolutionhehad
made after his conversation withhis sister-in-law held good, and he
tried to tellher thatheliked theould faith better,but itwasonly for
a few minutes. We willnot enter into the details of the conversa-
tion that followed,characterisedby shamelessbriberyon theone side,
andcowardly yieldingupof principle on the other, nor of the still
moreabominable bargain that concluded it. Suffice it to say that
Miss Barbara wentonher wayrejoicing overapromise re-extorted,
and that Tim Murphy enteredhis cabin withahang-dog look onhis
face,but theprice of anew pig in his pocket, which he started off
and purchased that veryafternoon.

ruled; the domestics had begun to look from her to the latter for
orders; eventhe verycottagers weregrowing independant,and get-
ting wills of their own. Justly orunjustly Miss Barbara traced all
her troubles toMaude, and regardedher accordingly ;and grew so
tired atlength of thealtered stateof affairs that she only waited for
anopening insomebranchof the family, in which her talent for
making people miserable might be turned to account, to take
wing.

Much asMauderejoicedin. the renewedhappiness of her uncle
andcousins, she was not without her own secret little trials and
worries. Whois 1 InLondon,nothinghadbeenmorewearisome to
her highandgenerous spirit than the fulsome adulationsof a crowd
of fortune-hunters, who,measuring their attentions by the breadth
of her estates, hadsuccessively pesteredher for two whole seasons.
Shehadfondly-hoped thatin leavingLondonsociety,she wouldleave
them behind, and certainly none of them were hardy enough to
follow her toIreland;but sfae soon discovered that dandies, likedandelions,will flourish anywhere, and found men who, for their
follyand foppery,might havebeenduplicates of those she hadleftat
the West-end, awaiting herinConnaught.

The festivitiesheldinherhonour wereopened by amagnificent
ballgivenby a Mrs. Spencer Wetherby, anoldfriend of her father's
family. As Miss Barbara lad refused to act aschaperone,Mrs.
WetherbyhadinvitedMaude andFanny tospend twoor three days
ather house;andason the eveningof the ball thedoctor haddined
there,he had enjoyed a good half hour's tete-a-tete with his fair
friends before thearrivalofthe guests. With those arrivals,however,
began thepresentations;andlittle by little the doctor was thrown
into thebackground, wherehe sat in shadow, watchingMaudeas she
flittedto andfro in the dances. She was apparently lost in the
happinessof themoment,sheneveronceglanced, as he thought she
wouldhavedone,at the cornerwhere he sat. Itis not alively oc-
cupation for men whodonot dance to sit and watch men whodo,
especially whenthe lattercarry off the only -womenthat the former
think worth talking toin the room. After sitting an hour or twothus,O'Mearabeat a retreat,andbeforehalf the evening wasover,
might havebeen found, withhis pipeand wbisky-toddy,comfortably
stretchinghis legs beforehis ownparlour fireat Killnew. Butcom-
fortableashe looked,his werenot altogetherpleasantreflections;for
in the smoke-wreaths that curved gracefully above his head, the
doctorsaw ugly faces,and those were the faces of four of Maude
Neville'spartners. Partly Irom personal intercourse, partly from
report,heknewthese four men.well, and understoodexactly the arts
and blandishments each intended to bring into the field, in a
desperate endeavour to win her and her patrimony. The one, a
ruined and jaded nobleman, would heknewpoint tohis coronet,long
sincesullied anddefacedby the vice of its wearer,butnone the lesa
acoronet for all that. Another,a large landed proprietor,anelderly
man, whohad longhadhis eyeon theNeville estate,wouldhe knew,
whisperin gentle fatherly tones something about the advantageof
joining landsalready contiguous. A third, a profligate spendthrift
of remarkablyhandsome person, wouldtrusttohis wealthofwhisker
tohide thepovertyof his estate. While thefourth, thecommanding
officer of aregiment quarteredin theneighbourhood, could only rely
onhis herculean proportions and the free-and-easy elegance that
his impudence had enabled him to acquire,for success inanenter-
prisethat could alone savehim from exposure andruin.

Such were the four worthies whom the doctor saw inthe smoke,
'and whohadthatnight enteredthe lists tocompetefor the fair white
Ihandthatheld the title-deeda of Ballycross-cum-Neville Town. Yet
what could he do? What command had he over Miss Neville's
destiny? What right had he to shield or advise her1 None ab-
solutelynone. He must leave her,as hermother hadlefther, toPro-
vidence.

One thing,however, he could do,anddid. Herefusedeveryone
of the invitations that,during the few following weeks, poured iv
uponhim, so thick andfastthat he began to think Ballycross was
goingmad. "SinceIcannothopetohelp orinfluence her underthisordeal,Iwill refrain from witnessingit," hesaid ina tragicwhisper
so tragic that we fear if oui readers hadbeardit they would have
looked round instinctively for a certain monster said to be green-
eyed. Butno monsterwas there;or if he was the doctorneversaw
him. For if, ashe sat athome orcircled round on his professional
visits, everbrooding on theonesubject, you hadaskedhim why the
rocks andthe quicksands thatbeset this particular womanshouldbe
a matter of such deepinterest tohim, he would have answeredyou
withall the frankness ofhis nature shining in his eyes,

"For her
mother's sake."

For fully amonth the roundofrevelry lasted, as each family in
the vicinity hospitably strove to outshine therestinf&teingtheheiress
of Neville Court. Night after night saw Maude the admired of all
admirers. Night afternight sawher weariedor teased by some one
ofher four persecutors

—
sometimes by all four together. Suddenly

the regiment was ordered back to England; a circumstance that
changedthe captain'stactics, and forcedhim. to the assault at once.
What thelady'sanswer wasoa.theoccasion nooneeverknew, though
hishorse,perhaps,guesseditpretty well from the treatment he re-
ceived allthe wayback tohis master's quarters. A few days after-
wards the exquisitecame to thepointalso, andreceivedareply that
sent himbiting his lips out of the ballroom, to be seen no more.
After this Maude hadcomparativepeace ;thoughLord and
the squire still held their ground. The money and ingenuity ex-
pendedby these two individuals,in their endeavourstooutskineeach
other, almost equalledwhat they had justbefore lavishedonanelec-
tion, withthis difference, however,in theultimate result, thatwhere
their member hadnot beenreturned,theirpresentswere ;and,deeply
disgusted,bothhobbled away

—
thesquire toconsole himself withbis

money-bags, andLord
— — —

>
—

to forgethis chagrin in the excite-
ment of the gambling-rooms of Paris.

(Tohe continued.)

CHAPTER XVIII.
The newsof the arrival ofMiss Neville ather uncle's house soon

circledround the neighbourhood, and immediately every family of
positionwithincalling distancehastened tomake net acquaintance.
In Connaught morning calls are not the easymatters they are in
London, seeing thatitis less difficult to drive round a few squares
thanover a few mountains. Still " where there's a "will there's a
way,"and everyday a fresh carriageor horse partysaunteredup the
long silent drive;thehouse-bells pealed and theknockersrattaned;
tbeservants put on the liveliness of old times ; the very dogs woke
up, and barkedat thebustle. Then came dinner-parties,evening-
parties,croquet-parties,given inhonour of Miss Neville, besides all
theother varietiesof gaiety with which people in the country con-
trive tocharm themonotonyof theirquietlives. ThoughMr.Neville
keptas closely inhis sanctum ashecould, he was of courseobliged
todo something in return, and foundhimself atlast suckedso deeply
into this vortex of dissipation that he threatened to abscond
altogether,andhide himself with the professor in a desert island.
Notso Fanny; for although in the life ofseclusion she had hitherto
led thelittlemaidenhaddeclared over andoveragain that theworld
wouldneverhavecharms for her,nobodyseemedtoenjoy thisaltered
te**e of things more. Littleby little a light stole into her eyes and
roses into her cheeks;andher father only toohappy ather improved
looksand spirits, wouldrub hishands inhis glee, andever andanon
kissing Maude,would tell her thatit wasall like the waking up of
the castle in the oldnursery tale, andthat she was the fairy prince
whohad workedthewonderfulchange. \

Whether ornot the alteration iv Fanny was to he attributedto
her cousin's influence, we cannot 6ay;but certainly in a v?ry short
timesheseemed to havebeen transformed from a timid sensitivegirl
into anearnestenergetic little woman,andnobody felt the alteration
more sensibly thanaunt Barbara. For though that lady still con-
tinued toholdthe reins of government, therery domestics perceived
thather realpower haddepartedand that her throne was tottering.
If sheany longer hadher ownway,it wasonly onsufferance, andin
things indifferent; for in every matteraffecting the comfortof the
household or thehappinessof her father Fanny now insistedonYhav-
inghers.

'
Poor aunt Barbara! Little had she now to renderlife

interesting;for Harryhad gone toHarrow, and could no longer be
scolded; Fanny had grownbeyond her, and would po longer be
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