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ThHe Storptellier,

MERVYN COURT.
(By E. Luany, in the Cutholer Firixide)
Larse rnow-flakes fell thick and fast, covering with their soft,
flovcy muntle the dense, overurown wilderness of ~hivabs and bushes
surrcunding Mervyn Court. and veling the ivy-coveral front of the
old hrmse with the s ume sotr white drapery.

Bouw was rare in that nuld southern climate, and the feathery
particles futter d hither and thither i their descent, as it they hail
lost their way vr were shy of alighting on the shrivelled veye-
tution,

From one of the windows, deep sunk in the massive stonework
of the ancient wmansion, a youny rirl locked torth at the wintry
rcene, her eves sparkling with delight as she watched the light
flukes whirled wantonly to and f10 by the wind,

Although Gladys Luttredl was eivhteen years of aze. a snow-
storin afforied her as much ploasere as when she was a curly-headed
fairy of five.

*I will run out and make a prir of snowballs and catch Rex
when he comes through the gate. Oh! what fun !’ she exclaimed,
clapping her hands und rusning out of the voow, with a parting
slanse in the lookimg-glass on her dre~sing-table.

1t was a charuiny imoge that was reHected in the mirrar : eyes
blue as the ferget-me-not, dancing with fun, o complexion delicate
a3 the bloom of a wild ruse, while from under the fur cap which
she had donned for her escapade a wreath of golden curls strayed
conuetti=hly over her white brow, Her dress was worn and shabby,
but the gicls sweet face and exquisice fizure made it as becorning as
the finest masterpiece of art and fashion.

Bhe run lighty down the stairs. opened the hall-door. and, heed-
lows of the elewents, flew along the winding avenue bordered by
stately trees until she reached the entrance gates, once imposing
and massive bus now sadly dilapidated. Here she ensconced her-
self behind o clump of tress which stood like sentinels, and securely
hidden waited the expecrted arrival to make her mischievous on-
slzught,

‘¢ Well played, madeap,” said a fresh young voice, and Rex
Mervyn stood tor a moment between the headless stone lions
which guarded the entrance to Mervyn Coart, and replicd with a
handful of snow to the damp missile which, sped by Gladys' rosy
firgers, had struck him in the ear,

*You'll pay for that, young lady, the fivst time I get a chance.’

Gladys suddenly fuug the second suowball, which she had
ready to follow up the attack, carclessly on the ground, and
bounding lightly to the young man’s side, slipped her hand through
his arm.

* Kex, what is the matter with you ! You look so sad. 1 know
there is romethi w wroug Ly your face ; tell me, what is it 7

' Yes, my darline. you are right,  Since yesterday 1 Lave been
thinkiug very reriously over cvaiything and bave come to a finul
decision. | have no scercts from you, and you shall know what
it is.’

Gladys' small hand pressed the young man’s armn more closely,
and for sule moments both walked on in stlence, Lroken at Jast
by Rex.

‘Three morths ago a young man I met in Dablin told me o
story which, improbable as it may sound, revived all my hope-.
Mo old me he had received news trom o tuend in America, which,
he thoughs, would prove bheyoud donbt Reginald Mersyu's death
L followed up the matter eageily aod gladly, as you can imagsine,
aul [ found this report was a3 groundisss as all the others, which
hawe made tools of s, 1 awore to my-elf that if this jast search
fuled I would give up all hope and sturt on rowe new carcer, and
#0 Gladys, durlivg, T am goins Lo Australs)

‘Rex ! you are gorng to leave e, and withdrawing her hamd
the young girl stupped and lovhed at her cowmpanion in blank
despair.

1t the young mun had declired he was going to take his Iife
she could ot have been wore shockest,

fGladys, do not muake my hibe harder than it is.
ling, it w.ll be good for bush of us for me to go. We can never
marry on the wiseiable pay that I esrn here. Tu Australin, on the
contrary, L shall very soun earn cnuugh to bay the little cottage
we s olten talk about, aud you shall bave the pair of ponies with
the flowing mands. no cheer up, wy darling, it will ali come
right.

And Bax drew Lhe slight, tromUling fisure close to him.

* Or perhapa, it you got rich, we could came back and live here,
puid Glavys, for the momont bygailel from ber sadness at the
taought of the parting from her lover.

‘The dear old plase! How glad | woull be if I were uble to
Testore it to some of its old spleudunr, but—that cau never be,' and
Rex zighed heavily.

‘ Rex, the New Year will scon be here, and we are so gloomy
and despairing. It is very wiong ot us not to be more cheeriul
dering the last days of the dear old year, 11 i u vhame tor you, sie,

* And yet, you Jitile rogne. your eyes are full of teurs,’ rejoined
Rex, looking at her tenderly.

Becnuse I eunnot bear the thonyht of your poing away ncross
the sen. Oh, Rex, Rex, it 15 dreadtul’

* I shali not go fur three moenths,
such a journey.'

‘' Three montks! That is a long way off yet; perhaps some-
thing will happen before 1hen to make you change your mind.’

* You grey old walls,' exclaimed Rex, raising his hand towsrds
the old bhouse, * why will you not reveal your secret ?’

' Be quiet, Rex darling,’ suid Gludys in & hushed, salemn voice,

‘ Reginald Mervyn wus last seen in tl at room over there where the

See, my dar-

Spring is the Lest time for

ivy grows thickest ronod the window.
you if you talk like that’

‘1 wish I could ree his host, then at loast I would be certain
be hiad quitted this mortal life,

“What road would that do' The judees would not believe
your ghost story any more than they belicved the other reporis and
sturws browght to them,”

* That's irue, ouly o frue,” sorrowfully acquiereced Rex,

‘Be now, dear, leb us pus away our sl thoughts for a while,
aud fur Aunt Letty's sake try to be bripht and cheevtul, for she
deserves thav much, said Glaudys with o determined effort to hide
her own teclings, which were very fur remuved lrom the cheertul-
ness she was sesuming,

Tourists who chineed wpon the beautiful correr of Tretand in
which Mervyn Conrt was ~ituated were invarinhly ~oru k with
admiration at the extent and beauty of the demesne, while, at the
saume bune, tew could avoil feelings of reprt at the sight of the
ruin and decay everywhere rampant.

Those strangers who happened to seeure the services of Pat
Donshoe, the champion jarvey of the village, were furtunate indeed,
P'ut was s living chromcle of all the stories and legends of the
neighbourhnad, and he was always in his element when anyone
guestioned him as to the history ot Mervyn Cours and the resson of
the ueglect and desolation which hung like a pall over the beautiful
spot.

‘ Yes, indeed, yer honour, he would say, ‘it’s a dreary-looking
place now, but when I was a young fellow—that's clo ¢ on torty
years ago—ther# wasn't a finer nor better kept plase w the county,
Bome of the ould stock still live in the house up there, but they
haven's as many pence now ns they once had guineas. Shure an'
it's some corse must have come upon them, an' little they desarved
it. for they were always the rale good sort.’

And Pat would shake his head mournfully and be silent, until
adjured by his listeners, whose curicsity he had thus judiciously
arcused, to give them the history of Mervyn Court. Then he would
lannch cut and detail the sad story :

‘Thirty years ago, yer honour, there was grand doin’s in the
ould house, that's so lone and desolate looking now. The master,
Sir Regrinald, was only 25 years of age, an’ hadn't long come into
his property. He was a fine, handsome jintleman-=all the Mervyns
are handsome—but had a terrible temper of his own, if anything
went again him he would fly out like a mmadman ; still, he was raal
kindhearted, an’ every wan loved him, an’ all the young ladies were
dyin’ about him, but sorra a wan would he look at save Lady
Geraldine Mowbray, An’, faix, he had good taste.

‘ Eh, yer honour, but she was a rale beanty, Molly Brady, the
housexeeper up at the house, once showed me her pieter hangin’ in
wan of the rooms, an' troth she'd turn any man's liead. Well, it
wad aisy to see that Sir Reginald was half crazy about her, an’
bedad, she was no betther about him,  Waell, sir, it was all settled,
an’ the weldin' was to come ¢ff in mno titne, but nothin’ would do
the young Masther bue that Lady Goraldine an’ her father an'
mother shoukd come an’ stay at the Coort for a week, Such doin's
as waa then, nothin' but divarsion from moruin’ until night.

FWell, yer honour, there was to be o gvaml ball wan evenin’,
an’ Sir Reginald went to his room in the hoight of @oud speerits to
drew for the dancimg, but fromr that gool hour to this, an' that’s
thirty years awo come Christinus, not 4 livin® sowl reen nor heard
anytinng of Sir Rexinald, IDhigh an' Jow, far an’ near, acrass the
sayr, in furrin’ parts, they sarchied. but nesver got tale nor tidin's of
hiln. Bome of the people round her:, the ould wuns. firrimly
beheve the good people took him away, but av’ coor-¢, that's rale
nonsense, but the Lord only knows what tecame ob =i lie_inald,

*Poor Lady Gerudine was like a mad wousmim av first, she
wouldn’t believe them he wis rone, an’ for years an’ years she was
always expectin' him to come badk, but, at last, the clayther gave
up hope, 1’ pined away. The poor lady's dead the ¢ teu year uow,
There wus great commotion all over the counthry, No one was
sartin whether Hir Regnald was livin® or dead, so noboedy conld get
the praperty, Hisuncle, Mister Maurice, it was him as should hove
ot the place, came to live at the Coort, but not a penny did ke get
of the rents—they wouldn't even give hiw as mach as would keep
the place in order. Mister Maurice dicd, and left 5 son—DMasther
Rex—as fine o young fellow as you'd meet with in a dayg's journey.
With God's help sconer or later, he'll come in for his own, but he
must find it very hard to want a five-pound note where there’s thou-
sands in the bank belo ppin’ to him,

* Mister Rex's aunt, Miss Laetitia Mervyn, lives up in the house
beyaut with two servants where I remewmber twinty., She has a
lovely young lady hivin' wid her, Miss Gludys Luttrell, They say
ag how she's & cousin of poor Lady Geraldine's and troth she's the
born image of her. Anyhow, Misy Laetizia has a little money of ker
own, and when poor Miss Gladys' father and mother died she adopted
her.  Mister Rex has some appointment in Dublin, but he very
often comes down here. They do say as how he's in love with Misy
Gladys, but he has no manes of keepin® a wife: and, faix, people
can't lve on love,

¢ Well, yer honour, the quarest thing about it is there's an ould
mad woman, Rachel Bray,iivin’ here in the village, and many think
it she had her sinses and could spake she'd be able to te]l somethin’
about Sir Reginald. She was poor Lady Geraldine's maid, and was
with her at the Court; when all the throuble happencd. She was o
rale rood lookin® pirl then. but very proud ard resarved in herself,
and niver made free with the other sarvints, The mornin' that the
youny masther was miswin’, they found Rachel BLray—that's her
name, sir—lyin’ on the tlure in u dead Larnt, and whin they brought
her to, her sinses was clane gone.  "T'was said as how she had taken
a letther to Bir Reginald’s room the night before, an’ every wan
thinks she saw somethin’ terrible as set her crazy, but the Lord
knowns what happened. The worst of it all in if she had her sinses
she, maybe, could help our young master to get his right«, Poor
Rachei is very quiet. miver o Ing o’ barrem in her, an’ so they let her
stay on about the place, an’ Miss Letty is rale giod to her, sir ; the
Mervyns was always good Lo the poor and misforthunit. And now,

Hrs ghost wiil appear to



