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CHAPTER XX.
THE END OF CHRISTOPHER'S ROMANCE.

Paul wrote later:"Iwaareading to her aloudin a safe greenrefugewhich wehadsought out of theheat. Ihad chosen a volumeof verysweet,old-fashioned poetry, which treatsof the passion of love withmore delicacy, and not less fervor, than someofour modern poetsthink welltouse. We stopped tolaugh at a squirrel,who hadputhis noseout of a tree;and she said, as ifthe squirrelhadreminded
her of something,or shehadnot been thinking of thesquirrelafterall—

« «Ihave heardthat youare apoet. Willyou show me someofyour rhymes V"Ididnot stop toask her whohadtoldher a thing somonstrous.Some versss Ihad justwrittenlay in the bookIheldin my hand.Ihadnot thought of showing them toher,nor anything of thekind.She wouldpity me again. Yetsome wild whim seized me, andIputthepaper inher hand." "
There is a secret in this,' Isaid. flf you find it,be tenderwithit.'"She was taken bysuprise, andthepaperflutteredas she opened

it. Istood a little aloof while she read my crazy lines. Idon'tknow what Ihad hoped for as Iwatched her read. A blush, aconfusion,alook of consciousness without displeasure. What righthadItolook for these,after a former rebuff ? HadIseen themIshould havespoken,and learnedthe truth, and the whole truth;but
nothingof thekindmetmy eyes. Her face got a little paleras sheread,and there wasa look ofgrief on it wheushe baddone; her arm
droppedby herside,andshe crushed thepaperinto the heart of her
foldedhand.« « Such loveought tobe returned,'she saidcoldly. «Iam very 'sorry.' And we parted like two people madeof ice. Ihopelam
sufficiently snubbednow jIshall return to Australia as soon asI
havebrought her safely to Monasterlea."

11 She was right to think that he is a poet," said May. "Atleast,he can write lovesongs."
She was talking to herself in a cerlain little inn chamber, her

own for the time, where o! late she had given herselfup to many
gravedreams andreveries. Itwas a chamberveiy fit for a youag
maid todream in,withapassion-flower runningallroundthewindow,
lookingout upona waterfalldescending with swift gleams of light
into a melancholy tarn, whose perpetual splash and dip made a
restless murmur of music through theplacenightand day.

"If [werein his place Iwouldscorn to write them to her!"
Mayopenedher shuthand,and flung a littleball of crumpled paper
fiercely *o the other end of the room, and then followed a long
silence in the chamber, except for the music that wascoming in
through the window. She was kneeling at the open sash withherhead, crushed up forcoolness againsl tinbroadclusteredleavesof the
passion-flower, and the silence was to her a long, fevered space of
confusedreflection, into which wehave no more right to pry than
into aprivateletter of the contents of which the owner has not yet
possessed himself. The music from without was led by a haymak-
ing womandown in the meadows below the inn, who,ina round
supple voice, was singing a winding Irish tune ripe with melody.
She had been singing every day and all day long for a week, and
each timeshe sang it, it had seemed tobecome Bweeter andso'ter,
growing familiar to May's listening ears. Now the wordsof Paul's
song wandereddown into the meadows from the c>ruer where they
hadbeen so ignominiously flung, and set themselves to the tune asifby magic. They matched with the measure, and they wound
themselves into the melody, and the waterfall made an accompani-
ment as itdrummed andcrushed and tiukledint> the tarn.

At this time AuntMarthahadquite lost patience with the sonof
her adoption. Why shouldhe look so gloomy1 What cause had he
for grief of anykind? Was not all the worldshining onhim ? An
inheritance inprospect

—
and

—
and

—
Miss Marthacould gono further.She was tooloyal toh*»rneice todeclareeventoher owa thoughts that

a young manhere among them might hare May for a wife. Itwas
different from building castles whilehe was at the other side of
the world;butit was not for thisending, she was forced to confess,
that Aunt Martha hadleft her nestunder the belfry ofMonasterlea,
and taken togipsy waysat her stay-at-home time of life. She hadhopedthat, in giving up her own comfort, she was at least doing
something towards uniting two youngheartß ;now it seemed that
she hadbeen doing nonsuch thing. After pondering over the matterverydeeply, she shifted the blame from Paul, and persuadedherself
thatMay must be in thewrong. Thinking over this,her anxiety got
thebetter of her discretion."Aunt Martha," eaid May oneevening in the twilight, when
Paul was absent, andMissMartha fidgety, but knittiug in apparent
peace,"Iam terribly tiredof this place. Letus gohome1

"'" Sit down here, child, and let me speak to you. You move
about theroomso youmake me dizzy. IfIspeak to you in one
corner,youare inanother before Ihavedone;audIcan'c tell whei\3
my answer is coming from. Iwantt > a&k youa question.''"HereIam, aunt,steady as arock ?

""Youhaveseenmoreof Paul than Ihave done lately. Do you
think hehasany intention of marrying andsettliug down inhis owa
country1 Inhis mother's place,Ishould like toBee him settled, for
many reasons."

May knew too well whatwas passing iv her aunfs mind. The
humiliating folly must be driven out wholly and without delay,even
if Paul'ssecretmust be dragged forth for theputpose.

"I think nothing is more unlikely," she said with emphasis." Indeed— itis not fair
—

we must not speak of it— buthe has met
with adisappointment which it seemshe cannotget over. He will
return to Australiabeforelong.0
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1anaddressfromthemembersof the Bansha and Kilmoyle branch
of theIrishNationalLeague.' Dr.Croke, in that reply, compares
the state of Ireland now withthe state of Ireland three yearsago*" Three years ago,1he said, 'Earl Spencer ruled and roped this
country, assuming for granted that all who were arraigned as
criminals weresuchinreality,and to be treatedas such. To-day his
Lordshipis parkinguphis portmanteau,and to-morrow his facewill
be lost to Irisheyes,letus hopefor ever.' " Threeyearsago,Forster,
and French, andCornwall,and Clifford Lloyd, and hordes of other
such amiable and immaculate folk, were omnipotent in Ireland*
To-day they are impotent andin disgrace.' Such language as this,
if it wereusedby the most violent of Irish agitators, would be as
shameful asit islibellous. EveryoneknowsthatLordSpencernever
assumedthe guilt of a single criminal, thatunderhis rule those who
weretriedwere triedwith alltheguaranteesof law, and that nota
few wereacquitted andreleased, and that the justice of the sentence
of thosewho werecondemned and executed was only traversed in
exceptionalcases,evenby politiciansas furiousand unscrupulousas
Archbishop Croke. To talkof EarlSpencer as

'ruling and*roping
'

thecountry, andas assuming the guilt of everyoneaccusedof crime,
is asdeliberateand intentionala calumny as was ever invented by
men wholly givenup to the violence of their own furious passions.
Tobracket Mr,Forster'Bnameand Mr. Clifford Lloyd's name with
thatof a man convicted of unnatural crime,is a sort of outrage so
gross,that inagreat ecclesiastic of the Roman Church itamounts to
an open repudiation of the moral law, and sets a great example
of such repudiation to all the priests and laity of Ireland."
But thewholevoice of Irelandhas accused Lord Spencer o£ those
very things of which ArchbishopCroke holds him guilty, andno at-
tempthas beenmade toclearhim in the sight of the people. His
victims, indeed,mayhave had thepretended benefit of all the lawaffords,but they who areexperiencedin the triUs of Irish political
prisonersknow what thatmeans. There weresuchmenasFrench to
workup the evidenceagainst them,and with packed juriesand sub-
orned witnessesLord Spencer, or those permanent officials under
whosepressure, as weare told onhigh authority,he acted,could ob-
tainwhatend they pleased. Itwasnot, moreover,a furious agitator
but agraveprelatewhohad kept himself aloof from the national
movement that asked for the inquiry into Miles Joyce's case and it
wasrefused to him. As to the association of the names of Messrs.
ForsterandLloyd with thoseofFrenchandCorawall, thefault is not
Dr. Croke's, nor is there anything scandalous in a mention by the
Archbishopof a fact of whichall Irelandis aware. These men were
associated inthemiegovernment andoppressionof the country,and
Mr.Trevelyan,ashonourable as Mr. Forster, and his successor in
office, shielded the convicted felon from the consequences of his
crime so long as it was possiblefor him to do so. Itis of advantage
to the causeof Ireland that these undoubted and undeniable facts,
whateverbe the disgrace that they may entail, shouH bekept before
thepublic, andthe championsof that cause, of whomDr.Croke is a
chief andhonourable one, are fully justifiedinremindingthecountry
andthe worldof them. The mattercannotbe buriedin oblivion to
spare the feelings, orrelieve the reputationof any individual,lethim
be whohemay, so long as exposure is necessary to force the trnthof
a situation requiring amendment onunwilling minds, and to prove
that the men whohave been reviled, punished, and persecuted for
attempting to amend that situation have been cruelly and falsely
dealt with. That the boldness of Dr. Croke dismays the
enemies of the Irish cause, and puts to the blush many
who, perhaps, might otherwise have paid but little attention to it,
is amatter that neednot surprise us. Nor need we see the danger
of disedification or scandal in the indignation expressed by such
people that a dignitary of the Church should play Buch a part-
Religion can never 6uffer from the exposure of evil,and from the
upholding of a cause that is rightand just, andin thesealone it-is
that Dr. Croke is engaged,howeverplainly he may speak.

The fact that Carier and Co., of George street, are the only
Drapers inDunedin doing a strictly Cash Trade who import theirown Goods diiect from Home Markets, is the one causa of their
being able to sell cheaper than any other firm. Carter and Cohave just opened,ex 8.8. Coptic andKaikonra,16 cases Men's andBoys' Clothing, and in consequence of the desperate scarcity of
Beady Money, they have decidedto offer the whole lot, for a fewweeks, at landed Cost. Thereforecall, inspect,and judge tor your-
Belf. Carter and Co..60and 62, Georgestreet,Duneuin

The MadrasMail writes that a few days agoa gentlemanresid-
ing in Pondicherry discovered,on arising in the early morning, adeadcobraunder the cotupon which he hadbeen sleeping, and his
doglying by its side, apparently in the last agoniesof death; thesnakemeasured five feetnine inches. The dog was acountry-bredhalf-bull,andagreat pet, butnot at all lerociom. On examination
it wasfound to haTe been bitten severly in three different places.
Everyeffort wasused,byEuropeansandnative*supposedtobdskilled
insuch matters, to save the faithful creature's life,but no signs ofrecovery appeareduntil an itinerant "" snake-charmer" turned up
andundertook to curethe dog for Its.10, whichhe did in the course
of a fewhours. The affair happened four days ago, and the dog is
now perfectlywell, andapparently none the worseforhis fight with
thecobra.— Mail,
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