
Haroldwagnot long in returning with the door, on which they I
speedily lifted thewoundedman, and proceeded to carry it down- !
wards to where the roadwound midway ronnd the side of the hill."

Shall we leave thehare here?" asked Frank, as their patient,
apparently recoveringhimself, glanced round in the direction of the
clump of furze.''No, ahootIt,»nd potit beside him," said Maurice. "Hehas
suffered enough for it,poor fellow."

"Oh, no,thank you," said theother, "nomoreshootingof hares
for meon this mountain. When Ishoot ata bare I'll take care that
it willbe one that won't turn into a man. Idon't admire that sort
of legerdemain.""Knock iton theheadand bring it along with you, Harold,"
saidMaurice.

Harold didso and they proceeded down the uneven hill Bide,
Frank carrying the twoguns and the others the door.

The waydownbeingrugged they had much difficultyin carrying
ithorizontally.

The hill sloped very steeply from the road to' the base, along
whicha torrent toured its stream. Insomeplaces the slopechanged
into acliff, andit wasat one of these places that Frank preparing
to take his placeas carrier in place of Maurice, whose arms were
tired,asked

—
"Have we far to go? Can any one tell methat ?"'
"Ihaveneverbeen herebefore," 6aid Harold,"soIdon'tknow.1
"'Do you know,Maurice V

'
"It'sseveral yearssince Ihavebeen here before," said Maurice,

"andIforget exactly bow this road lies pr whereit leads to."
"It is a verysatisfactory ending to a day's sport

—
isn't it." said

Frank in great disgust. "Tramping along a road in an unknown
desert land,andcarrying something that may turn out tobe a witch
or awher-wolf, for anythinganyone knews."

"Itell you whatit ie, Maurice," said he, as he found that they
paid noattention to theße remarks, and stopping to straighten his
back. "This is altogether toomuch of a good thing. WhatIsuggest
is, letus cant this whole business over the Bide of the cliff into the
streambelow. It would be bad nodoubt,butnot very much worse
than the shooting. Itmight save you. Shall I? Itwillnever be
knownin the dark

"
"What's thatheßays?" burst out angrily the occupint of the

door,liftinghimself sharply on his elbow and glaring malevolently
at him. "What's thathe says1"

The questionwasnot addressed toanyone inparticular, but was
rather a defiant reply to the suggestionof the carrier. (

But it came so unexpectedly, the inanimateformraised itself
withsuch remarkablelivshness, andits ipnes were couchedin such
anger and fierceness, in contrast with hia own rollicking good-
humoured way, thatFrank was verymuch startled, and m the first
moment of surprise his hands slipped from their hold, and the end
of the door which he carriedfell on the road, and the querist rolled
over off itinto the dust."That'sa nice way to thratea man," said he, jumping up with
great livelinesson tohis feet, totheprofound astonishmentof all three.'" It'sa nice thing tokilla man first by shootin' himau' thin' to
thry tomurdherhim, ain't it?

The surprisewhich reignedover the group preventedthemreply-
ing, or, in fact, doing more than for themoment staringathim.

The speaker,now that he hadrisen tohis feet and stood erect,
seemed to be at first sighta hunchback. Butasecond glance showed
thatit was only a stoop, whetherarising from somenatural defector
theforce of habit. He was of verydwaifish form, not more than
aboutfour feetsix inheight, which the stoop made toappeargreater.

Inmarked contrast with this diminished height wag thebreadth
of bis shoulder8, which gave him the appearance of being asbroadasbe was long. Andin stillmoremarked contrast withhis late in-
animatecondition was the energy and life displayed in his coun-
tenance,ac, addressinghimself to Frank,he again queried

—
"Aintit?
"Itw»a not this gentleman whodidit," said Maurice, who was

the first to recover from the surprise. "It wasIunfortunatelywho
fired theshot. lamglad you are so much better. Where areyou
hurt7*'Itwas him that saidIought tobe thrown downthecliff, wasn't
it?

"
said the dwarf,still addressinghimselfto the youngEnglishman,

and wholly unheeding tbe questionasked him.
"He was only joking," said Maurice apolegeticajly,
"Aye," said the dwarf.

" jokin\ It's nice jokio\ Po is the
shootin'. That's nice jokin', too."Can we help you home7

"
said Maurice,kindly endeavouring

toplacate the anger of the other,and to make some amends for his
unfortunate shot.''No, you can'thelpme home. I'm athome."

"Athome. Where?""Where? There 1" said the dwarf irascibly.
Mauricelookedaroundand up the hill side, but in thedarkening

evebe could see nosign of habitation.
He restedhis eyes againon the dwarf, and following"the direc-tion, indicated by his gaze,was surprised toseea light gleaming in a

doorwayby the roadside. The roof of thehut correspondedwith tbe
slope of the mountain, and but for the chance appearance of the
glimmer at the entrancebe wouldhave failed tonotice it."

You'dbetterleave that where you itoryou'll supsorrow if
the misthress hears ov it," said tbe dw rf,takiog the hare under his
"rn>, and limping painfully, disappeared without further remark or
observation,into the doorway,which was little more in height than
hintself.

The three.yoangmenlookedat oae another for a few minutes
silently at this unexpectedchangejn the situation.
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"Itisa landof marvels1
"

said Frank, in mock heroics, aa he
watched this lately inanimate formhobble across the road and dis-
appearinto the hill."

That's very odd!
"

reflected Maurice.. "Ireally thought hewa« dying.""
Itold you,my dear Maurice, if you'll be good enough to re-

member, that bedidnot seem to mft to be a gentleman whom ordin-
arybulletbor shot conld touch," said Frank chaffingly.

"To think the fellow shouldhave hnmbugged nB into carrying
him down thehill," 6aid Harold,whose side3and back ached with
the stooping."It's incomprehensible tome," said Maurice, "for Ireally be-
lievedhe wasseriously injured.1*"For my part Iconsider -it a great honour to have had the
dienity of being his bearer," said Frank. "If Ihad not unfortu-
nately droppedmy endof the stretcher wemight possibly havehad
the pleasure of his companystill farther. Take my word for it, that's
the guardian genius of the'Clan O'Donnell, dwelling in thehills. We
havehad the rare felicity of beingpermitted toseehim.""

What shall we do with this door?" said Harold,touching it
with the top of his boot ia disgust."With all respect to the geni'a injunctions," Laid Frank,lifting
the door from the road and tilting it over against therough ctone
wall thatbordered the GliST-"-J[ shall leaveit there andnot where we
got it. Itcouldnot be uuder better guardianship thanhis. By theway,whois the Mistbress of whosepunishment he warned ua? Any
giantess living among the rocks ? Any gorgonesE dwelling in the
hills 1 Because, ifso, wehad better decamp more rapidly."."Ifancy it's my sister Grace," said Maurice.

"
These moun-

tains used tobe ours. Idon't know whether they do now ornot.
Graceknows. Grace knowsall about them," -- - ."A rich and fertile possession, too,"Frank wasabout toadd, as
he glancedupwardsat the frowningmountains, nowshrouding their
huge boulders and rushy swamps with the night mists, and down
into the torrent far below. But Le checked himself in time. Fond
ashe wasof joking, and light and airy of character, he would not
for a good dealhave said a word that would grate onthe feelings of
hishost."Miss O'Donnell is the mistress, is she?""

Ithink so. Idon'tknow of any other.""Well, then, most worthy genius," said Frank, giving the old
door a parting thrust with his boot to steady it,"Ithink w« leave
this venerablebier in yonr guardianship, and take all the punish-
ments and sufferings that come of it.""

That putsme in mind," said Maurice suddenly, "Grace will be
home this evening

—
may be home even now. She left Paris on

Thursday, andshould be here thiseveuiug. It'stoobad thatIshould
be absent.""

Asit is," said Harold,"and all the more so thatit is so long
since yousaw oneanother. How,long is thisyousay?""

Not sinceIleft Eton,"said Maurice. "
That's four yearsago.

Butshe wasonly seventeen then. Isuppose Ishall hardly know her
now. She musthavegrown a great deal since."'" It'shardly good taste in you notto be there to meether," said
Harold. Hedid not say that he was burning with anxietyhimself
to see the young lady of whose beauty he had heard somuch, and
whichindeed was the reason whyhehad come across fromhia regi-
ment tospend thesummer leave among thehighlandsof Donegal.""

You're right there, Harold. ButIthought we should be borne
earlier. And we would, butfor that confoundedmisfortune thathas
happenedto us."

"Iobject to its being called a misfortune," saidFrank, as he
handed Mauricebis gun and fixed the other onhis ownshoulder, as
anindication toproceed on their journey.which they"did. ~"Iobject
to its being called a misfortune. We have evoked from his' reserve
oneof the mpuntain deities. We havebrought from his hiding-place
thelong-forgotten genius of the Clan O'Donnelli What would you
have, oh !unbelieving Saxon7 What would youhavemore?""

Iwish the genius hadnot turned up for this ode evening," said
Maurice. "Ishould havemuch' prefefredit.' Ithink there's ashort
cut at'the end of this turn," said he as1 they came, after half an
hour'squick walk, to a sharp'angle where the huge granite rocks
protrudedthemselves forward, and the road narrowed itself into a
lootwayaround the cliffs. "Ithink Iremember this place. This
used to be Glen-na-Scoob."

They had turned the angle, and a semi-circular bend, sharp,
steep,and declivitous,lay before them,around which thepath wound
ia a half-moon'Circle."Yes, thisia Glen-na-Scoob," Baid he. "We shall have toclimb
upwards here. There is a path here somewhere, if Iremember
aright. The moon will have risen by thetime wereach the top."

"It would have beenrather an ugly business it wehad tocarry
our friend trie geniusaround this pathway,"said Frank,ashe glanced
at the shelving path that sloped around the steep sides of the amphi-
theatre;andglanced upwardjwhere the sharp crest stood in-strong
relief against the sky.''Whereis the pathanyhow f'^said Harold, whose impatience to
gethome again was verystrong, for reasonsknown tohimself."This is it,"saidMaurice,"Ithink. Yes; this is it, Iremem-
berit now." * » ■ l' -"; :-'-,"" .

41 This," BaldFrank. "This 1 Why this is but a windingsheep-
path. We could'never climb upfcbat to- the top,""' It is the best, we can oner you," I'm afraid. They are not
particularabout roadsamong thesehighlands.""Tnat's pretty evident^" said the other, striking at the white
path before him with the butt-end of the gun, and diaplaciug a
quantity of shelving stones that rolled with a great rattle into the
darkuess below.

"
Bather unsteady footway that.""Talking won't make it better,"saidMaurice. "So heregoes

Now for yonder summit."
Winding along the face of the hillside, that, for its steepness,

might almost be called a cliff, the path led zig-z&g upwards; and
the three young men commencedthe ascent,Maurice leading.

(To be continued.)
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