
"Idid not know it," wid Panl, "or Ishould have seen to itbefore. You may go now, my woman,andIwillsettle withBimon.HHe walkedquickly uptothe cottage;May methimon thegardenpath,and lookedathim withamazement;hia eyes were flaming,hismouth wasmovingnervously. He was walkingstraight toward*thedoor,and didnot seeher."PaulI" shesaid, "ohIwhatis thematter?""Nothing," he said fiercely, "only Iam going to settle withSimon. This has beena long time delayed. Iwas born to do it:and loo'< at me,a mancome to my timeof life,and my work stillundoneI Ihavebeenastraythis loog.time,andIhadquite forgottenmy duty ;but a mnssinger has just cometoremind me of it. Simonhas driven out the people to die about the world. He hatrepeated the sin of the first Finistoa;it now remainsfor the lastone topunishhim, andput anend to this foalraceI"He pushed into thehall,and took his gundown from the wall.May said," Whatareyon going to do? Come in here,and tellme;' an! she drewhim into theparlor, and turned thekej in tbelockbehind them."" Do ?" criedPaul. "Why, of course,Iwillshoothim through
theheart. Ioftentoldyou,"he said testily, " thatIhavegot todothis thing, and you would not believeme;bat now you shall have
proofof it.""Very well,but you must wait a little. You have nothing toloadyour gun with;your things have not arrived.""That is mostprovoking. How soonwill they be here!"

"Oh Iin abont half an hour;in the meantime you can restyourself,so as to be better able for your work." She shook up thepillowson tbe couch, and he flung himself impatiently upon them,
taking out his watch to count tbe minutes;while May, hovering
about the room, began telling some laughable story. After a timehe gave her his attention,and put away the watch. Presently, shebegan to sing softly adrowsy lullaby, which she hadbeardmothers
singing to their babies in the cabins ; and Paul listened to her
tranquilly, having quite forgottenhis passion as well as the causaofit. Atlast he lay so still that she turned her head cautiously toobservehim,and found he was asleep. She brought wrappings, and
coveredhim, so thathe might rest there safely during the night; for
it wasnoweleveno'clock, andshe hopedhe would not waketill the
morning. She lockedhimin the room and the household went to
rest.

YetMay couldnot sleep,only lay staring at the littlepooliof
moonlight on tbe floor,and wonderingabout tbe ending of this saddrama, in which she playedso sore apart. Would Paul ever get well
again f Would he, indee t.seek the miser when he awakenedon themorrow,andaccomplish in bis madness that doom which he had
dreaded before tbe madness came ? She could not sleep while therewasso much to be prayed for ; that Paul might be saved from
impending evil, and guided into the keepingof good and faithfulhands.

Intbemidst of her sad thoughts she heard anoise, and sat up
andlistened intently Surely thathadbeen the sound of a window
opening ! She did not waita moment, for therewasbut one thought
inhermind. She went swiftly to the parlor door, and opened itsoftly. The moon shone into the room; the window was wide open
and Paulwas gone.

She dressedherself rapidly, and fled oatof the house,hurrying
down the garden andout on ihe road. She could see a long way
before her in tbe clear midsummer night, which is scarcelyuight atall. Paul was not tobe seen,buther lively terror could only lead her
flying feet in one direction. She sped, like the wind, towards
Tobereevil, thinking as she went aloug of the likelihood of the
mansion being well barred up, so that noone, not evena madman,
could make bis way inside the walls. She should find Paul Wander-
ing about the avenue,or in the wojds, or about the windows;would
find him»>nd bring him home.

Herheart beat so quickly, and her feet went so fast, thatshe
hail often topause for breath, leaning against ahedge or tree, strain-
ingher eyeseverywhere in hopes of seeing a figure, either behind
heror before her ou the road. At last she was obliged to go more
quietly, lest, having utterly exhaustedherself, she should faiut at the
bight of Paul, and be of nofurther use to him.

Tbe beautiful calm country lay all aroundher, tbe hills wrapped
in solemn shadow, but with lustrous peakscrowned withstars in the
sky ;sad glimmering fields and moors, with all tbeir human lights
extinct at the moment; the patient and melancholy land that had
suffered and smiled and been beautiful undtr the tread of many
afflictedgenerations born to a cruel time, but perhaps to a kind
eternity. "How long, O Lord, how long?" seemed written over the
wistlul face of tbe valley. The woods had caught no tender glance
from tbemoon, but rolled in black masses against the sky, as if tbe
surges of their wicked restlessness would flood the fair faceof the
heaven^, drowning the innocent stars which grew like bloss ■ma of
light therein. Thus appeared the woods in the last hoar of their
magnificent prideand might, even while there wasa redspot in the
midst of them that glowedand pulsed likeanangry thought in their
heart.

May did not notice it, as she pierced her way through the
crowding trees to the avenue. She had seensmoke and flamesin the
distance when she first set out on tbe road;but fire-wreaths were
commonon themouutain now,and the sight hadbeen no surprise.

As she drew near the dreary mansionshe sickened at the thought
of approaching it with hum a terrible fear in her mind. Was itnot
altogether fautastic, this journey of hers in the midnight ? How
could she haveallowed terror so to work upon her— knowing Paul as
she did,and that he would not hurt a fly ? A man quiteunarmed I
What harm couldhe do toanother,ovenif Simon's doorsand windows
werenot lockedand barred? Perhapsevennow he wassafeathome,
having returned to his rest after roving a little, in his wild way,
about the fields. Admitting these thoughts, she leaned tremblingly
against a tree,and again strained her eyes towards the thickets and
across the moors.

{To becontinued.)

CHAPTER XXXVIII.
ASTRANGE NIGHT.

When Miss Martha saw the condition into which Panl hadstrangely fallen, she agreed with May that it would be well to
iemore him to new scenes, and leave his restoration to timeandProvidence. Her anger wan at once lostand forgotten in her pity "
andshe began topack her trunk in preparation fora journey whichmust beginbefore twenty-four hours shouldgo past. There wasnoreason to fear that Paul would refuse roaccompany her j shehadevery cause for haste, for themood of hismindhad changed sincebis arrival at Monasterlea. He no longer lived in that quiescent
condition which was almost astateof unconsciousness. Things which
he saw aroundhim hero seemed striving toarouse his memory,andastruggle was beginning between th« reason obscured within him,and thatpower by whose agency he wasafflicted, tberesult beingagrowing irritability which threatenedto increase to wildness didheremain long in the atmosphere whichinducedit. So Miss Marthamade preparationsfor her journey, while Paul wandered in hisrestless fashion about the fields andmoors;and May hovered be-
tween the two, nowsilently helping her aunt,nowseeing that Paulwassafe. Her face waswhite,and her eyeshad that look in themwhich we turn npon the dead;yetshe wasready with her hands,andbadher wits about her, and did not heave a sigh, nor shed atear.

When the Kearneys,watching theiropportunity, had left their
cave in themountain, they had sought shelter for a night with afriend in the lowland, about a mile away on their road from
Tobereevil. Here they must wait for the eldestgossoon, whohadbeen hired by their friend todrive her on an errand to Camlough.Tbe Kearneys waited gladly, Buspecting that Bid's mysteriousjourney badsomething to do with Paul; that she was making aneffort to save them, though she had not thought fit to inform them
ofthe venture. The errand was one of importance, that thehouse-mother knew ; for had not Bid got a loan of Miss Martha'slittlewagon-cart for the journey ! Now,whenthe gossoonhad made themule a bed in the stables, put the cart in the shed, and left Bid
enjoyingher breakfast at Monasterlea,he ranof to tell his mother
that Mr. Paulhad come home at last.

Then Mary, the motherof all theKearney?, roseupand thankedthe Lord for sending her this friend, who would take the trouble out
of her heart. 8o easily willpeoplegrasp at hope, that Mary began
tobelieve that Paul came all the way from Camlough for the solepurpose of forcing Simon to restoreher toher home. She would go
now to Monasterlea withher children roundher,and relate to young
Mr. Finiston the dismal tale of her distress;but first, ought notshe to wait to see if Bid wouldcomeaud fetch her? She waited till
past sunset, and yet Bid hadnot appeared; the truth being that theold woman was engaged with Mies Martha, and knew that theKearneys would not think of departing till she went tosee themoff.Bid would not quit Monasterlea till Miss Martha and Paul werefairly started on their journey.

But MaryKearneyhad not patience to wait for this. As soonastwilight began to fall she started with her children, and walked toMonasterlea, Paul was walking up and down the road with hisbead bent on his breast, and his hands clasped behind him,in that
dreary, restless way which washabitual with him now. He stoppednowand then, and passed his handover his forehead, and threw uphis face with a look of puin, as if he strove torecoverhi9memory atone bound, whereasit would only return to him by slow degrees.
Sometimes he stamped his foot in despair,or kicked thepebbles out
of bis path, as if they bad angered him. His mood was indeedchanging, andit were well thathe wasout of the country. Suddenly
Mary Kearney and her children came round him, it being still just
light enough for people to see each other dimly. They came lightly
along in their bare feet, and surroundedhim swiftly and suddenly,Paul starting as if gbohts had risen up to confront him. This
sensitiveness initself was evidenceof a change;a few days agohewouldnot have star ed if the strangest visions on earth hadpassedunder bis eyes.

"God saveyou,Misther Paul!"*'Mrs. Kearney I
"

cried Paul, lookingkeenly in her face."
See that, now !— how well he knew me, an* itdark I

"
said thewoman. "'

Lord love you,MUther Paul! its you that had the wishfor us. We have walked ihe roads back to get a word widyou."
"What is it?

"
said Paul, with something of his old air. Itseemed as if the start with which he had greeted these old friendshad helped him in bis struggle, and shakensome of the mistß out ofbis brain.'" It'aonly our little trouble, sir. Imane that Simon— that theraiser— lmane yer unc'e, sir, has threw a heap o' us out of our |houses, Miether Paul. O' eomse you know that sir, an' someo' us \sdead an' undhergroun1out o'his road,an' some o' us is pone acrosstheBay. Some is gone to beggary ;but I'm here yet mysel', wid thelittle girshea and gossoons. An' Imade bould to tellmysel' that if Iseen a sight o' yerhonor you wouldremember ye hada wish for usandd put a word in wid yer uncle to letus go back t» our littlehouse. We built ita1most oursel's, sir, whenhe threw us out beforean' little Nan's gettin a clever nan'at the basket rnafcin'. Thegossoons'11 be menafter abit, plase theLord;an1there's not an idlebone in them, an' they'll pay itback to yerhonor.'

Paulstood listening, somewhat like a deat man who suddenlyfound thathe could hear;his eyes fixed on the woman while hedevouredallher words.
41Simon put yon out I"he said:"is that what you have toldme1 Simon,the miser,put you out ? Youandhow many more?""

Thirty families,sir. Sure Ithoughtyerhonor knownit"
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