
The pony,evideutly a wilful,over-petted, hand-fed littlebrute,
took itinto its stubborn head that arest at tbis particular spotin
the road wouldadmirably suit his inclinations ;andashe fearednowhip, and,save a gentlechuck uponthe reinsanda solemn admonish.*
merit from his fair mistress, his whim could be indulged in with
comparativeimpunity, heproceeded forthwith tocarry his ideaintoexecution,and stopped with a jerk right opposite wherePhilRed-
mondstood."Do go on,Doaty1" exclaimed Miss O'Byrne, shakingthereins.
"Do go on, there's a pet. You shallhave a lump of sugar when we
get to thestable."

Doaty shook his headand stolidly gazedat the lake beneath
him.

"Permitme to try and persuade him," said Phil, stepping
forward and liftinghis hat, which,by the way, doubled up in hishand,clumsily concealing his faceand utterly destroying thebow.

"Oh!thanks;Iseemed destinedtogive you trouble sir."This was adelicate recognition."Ihave tothank you for makingme the mostpopular manat
Roundwood.

"
retortedMr.Redmond. "Ifeellike a lord-lieutenant.Ihadquite a levee this morning.""And your courtiers, instead of looking for place, wereseeking

forpence.""A distinction withoutmuch difference.""Except in the viceroy,"she laughed.
Doaty was as good as gold— at least so thought one of the

party— andmanifestednointentionof budging aninch.
"What a tiresome ponyI" exclaimedMiss O'Bryne. "I shallhaveto beathim.""Let me try andget him along." And Phil,takingholdof his

shaggy main, lugged theunwilling Doaty along in the direction of
the lake."This is really too bad, sir," remonstratedMiss O'Bryne. "I
cannottax youin this way."

"Itisno taxIassure you. Ihavenothing on earth todobut to
revelinthe especialsunshine ofthis moment."

This wassaid witheverso slight an emphasis;nevertheless it
borea scarlet blossom in the richblush which came whisperingall
overthe young girl's charming pallor."You

—
you arearea stranger here?""Iam,andyetIoughtnot tobe." *"This savorsof ariddle."

"Very easily solved. My forefathers hunted these hills and
fished that lake. My father wasreckless, extravagant,andnewmen
cameinto possession of the old acres. My father emigrated, and
made'agreat dealof money inNew York,and—" *"IhavebeenivNew York," interposedthe young lady.

Here wasabridge for travel-thought. Here wasa market for
mutualmental wares."Didyou likeit?" he asked.

"Like!" she exclaimed,*enthußiastically " whocould dislike it ?
Itis the most charming city, perhaps exceptingParis, thatIhaveeverlivedin. Andhow are Fifth Avenueand Broadway, and the
ash-boxes?" she added witha ringinglaugh.

Doatymade anotherstop, and noearthly inducementwould stir
him untilhe so willed it himself. His fair mistress relinquished the
idea and the reinß, and, stepping from the vehicle, clambered, with
the assistance of Redmond, to a moss-grown bank, from which phe
pointed out someobjectsof specialinterest in the scenery."That is Billy Doyle's cottage at Shionagh, down far in thevalley by the edge of the lake. See the amber thatch glowing in
the sunlight, and thered flag. That flag showsthatpoor Mr. Fenler
is on thelake fishing." ,"Who is poor Mr. Fenler ?" asked Phil.

"Heis theman who was a great merchantin Dublin,but wholost allhis property,and his wife, and all his children. He saved
asmuch from the wreck asenabled him to purchase one-half of that
cottage— the slatted half— andto support himself. He came here
sevenyears ago having made a rowneverto leave thevalley again.

'
"Andhas he kept it?""Religiously. Hegoes nowhere,andspends his whole time in

fishing Do yousee that golden strand at the beadof the lake ?""
Yes."

11Well, there is a legend about that which you should hear.
Any oldcrone inthe valley will doitample justice.""Ishould prefer tohear it from a fairy on thehill," said Red-
mond,gallantly."Pas de compliments, althoughyours wasclearlyFrench."

"Youbeatme at my own weapons," laughed Redmond. "But
whosepalatiarresidenceis thatright overin the cleft between these
two hills ?"

"

The fire lighted up the young jjirl'seye, the delicate nostril ex-
panded,the rich,ripelipsquivered,"as she proudly replied:"That is
my home."

Herhorne
—

the nestin which she had been nurtured. What a
precious flowerin that gloomy valleyI What a worldof love and
joy andbeauty in that lone andsequesteredspot 1"'Ienvy you," murmured Phil.

"
The tranquil loveliness of

your homeis
— "

he wasgoing tosend thewords fromhisheart tohis
lips, bat luckily they encountered Prudence upon the road, aud
altered themselves tosuit that cold,passionless,interfering busybody— " is

—
justas itought tobe. Youhave made no vows to leave this

valley1
"

he added.
"No, butIhave often thought it.""Such a determination wouldbe a calamity, MissO'Byrne.""How do youknow my name?" shequickly demanded."Iasked thewaiter after you hadleft.""Now for anexchange," she laughed. "Let us trade. Whatis

yourname?""Philip Redmond, sonof Redmond of Ballymacreedy.""Why, that is Ballymacreedy,exclaimed the young girl, point-
ing to a fir-covered mountain, upon the sideof which, as though
Iperchedonashelf,stoodagaunt,uncompromising-looking,square-builti

"True;but there areexceptionalcircumstances connected with
this case which hedge it round with an impenetrable chevaux de
/rise."

"Of whatnature?"
"Family pride, which will never cease to confiscate the old

acres.""But thelands of Kilnagadd and Derralossory belonged toour
family.""That maybe,Mr."Redmond,but they were part andparcelof
other territorybefore theRedmonds camenorthof Vinegar Hill. I
knowall about them, asIrented a fishing lodge from one of the
tenants,and beinganxious topurchase it,inquiredinto the title.""Imade my dying father a solemn promise thatIwould get
theold place. Moneyis noobject, Mr.O'Hara. MyFather operated
bothin real estate and in gold, and died wealthy,so that a few
thousands willnotbaulkme."" Youcan try it," wasthe rejoinder,accompanied bya shake of
thehead.

It was late when they separated,Minchin warbling, " The
YoungMayMoon," and insistinguponshaking handswith the" young
boss,"as he designated him overandover again.

CHAPTER11.
The summer's morning was bright and balmy, and Redmond,

after a yeoman's breakfast— consisting of trout fried with bacon,
fresh eggs, tea in which cream was pre-eminent

—
started out in

the glorious sunlight which wasirradiating hill and dale, mountain
andvalley. The forget-me-nots toldtheir tale to the crystalpools,
the graceful ferns languidly embraced the lichen-covered stones, an
occasional cur, basking in the heat and glow, openeda lazy eyeas
Philpassedalong theroad,andcompromisedabark witha prolonged
yawn. The hawthorns threw their shadows across the path,and the"blossomingfurze, unprofitably cay

"
sent forth that fresh, quaint

anddelicious perfume that tells us with speechlesseloquence, that
we areoutin thebright green country, andaway from the heat and
turmoil and loathsomeness of theover-crowded human hive.

Havingpromised to joinhis newly found friends at LoughDan,
Phil took the steep and romantic road that leads to the lake direct
from thevillage of Boundwood. Far awaytothe leftin thesummer,
hazelavthepicturesquevillage of Annamoe,andfartherstill thesweet
sad valley of Glendalougb, guardedby the giant Lug na Culliagh,
while the deep-tintedgrovesof Castle Kevinlent adeliciouscontrast
to thepurpleheights of theheather-covered Derrybawn;onhisright
thegrim, gray crags of Luggelaw, and, as hegained thecrest of the
hill, the blue waters of Lough Dan lay mirrored beneath him,
reflecting the giant shadows of Carrig-na-Leena. The exquisite
loveliness of the Bcene fellupon the young American like a dream or
aperfume. Itwasrefreshing yet almost intoxicating. He thought
of thecolour glories of the Hudsonin the fall of the blood-reds and
orange yellows and the wine hues of the autumn foliage, and
they seared his mental vision when he came to contemplate the
soft, cloudy green, the odor-laden atmosphere, pure yet filmy as a
bridal veil, and the delicious completeness of the coup d'csll, so
satisfying,soothing,and soenrevishing.

Somehow orother he associated all thi9 perfectionwith the fair
young girl whose pale face and mantliog blush still haunted his
imagination like a sweet strain of music. These scenes were a
suitablesetting for her beauty. She would comprehend them, she
would commune with nature in this wild secluded spot, so lonely
andyet so lovely. As his ideas glided iato this rosy channel, his
revcry was suddenly disturbedby the sound of wheels, and close
upon him came a basket phaeton attached to a diminutive pony,
His heart gaveone violentbound— the objectof his immediateand
gushing thoughts was the occupantof the vehicle. Would she pass
withoutnoticinghim7 There had been no introduction. He could
expectnorecognition,andyet

—
Chance fills up many a gapin life, solves many riddles, and

hastens manydenoum'ents.
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was oneof the chief meansin the lastfew years of convincingnot
only England,butallother nations,thatthereisBtillanIrishquestion
thathas tobe settled. It shows that the struggle inwhich England
i$ engaged is not withasmall,poor,andhelplesscountry,close toher
own shores,and within reach of her rifles and ironclads; it shows
that the struggle is witha great and übiquitous race— numbering
millions of men, free from English control— wealthy, generous,
passionately devoted to the cradle-landof theirrace. Finally, as
politicalmen arebuthuman, it is anadvantage toa cause that the
material interests of those concerned should not be in antagonismto
thehonestand fearlessdischarge of theirduties. English Ministries
areable to agree with each other and to keep their party together,
partly by the fact that they have wealth andhonour to giveaway;
and anOpposition is maintained through yeara of depression and
defeatby thehope of some day gaining the same privileges. InIreland, too English rule has been maintainedby the fact thatEng-
land wasable tobuy mo9t of the talent of the country: Itissome-
thing toseethe day whenthe Irish racecan say to men of ability in
Irelandthat their kinsmenaie wealthy andgenerous enough to offer
a careerof honour tothose whoserve Ireland faithfully and well.''
To this there is nothing forus toadd.
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