
driving to take the water atLeixlip surrounded by a posseof her
admirers onhorseback, andaltogetherled a verygay existence.

The high tideof gaiety which tbeRutland Administration had
inaugurated had not yet fallen to it*ebb. Lord Buckingham was
followed byLordFitswilliam,and under this belovedViceroy tha
Irish capital was agay andpleasantplace indeed. IIwas the day
of the UnitedIrish Sooietyjwhen thenoblest in the landbelonged
to its ranks,and theproudestdamesdisplayed its favours,andasyet
itsstrength and power and the boldnessof its pretensionshad not
seemed to inspire with anxiety the ruling authorities, this
happy stateof things was not for long. In March,1797, LordFit«-
william was recalled, and left Ireland amid the deepest national
mourning, his kind rule being replacedby the savage despotismof
Lord Camden's viceroyalty. Itcame like a thunder-clap on tha
country, when some of tbe noblest and most beloved among tha
UnitedIrishmenwere seizedand imprisonedin Newgate, in the old
prison of Kilmainham, in CarrickjEergos, and the other strongholds
throughout the country, the most activeagent in thenow policy of
repressionbeing thenewly-appointedChiefSecretary,BobertStewart,
Lord Oastlereagh, who had been one of the foremost.among tha
UnitedIrishmeninhis nativenorthern province.

Under thenew rule the gaieties wentonwith lessheart,batlittle
outward expressionof the gloom that had fallenupon the city in
commonwith tbe country. The fairest andnoblest faces weremis-
sing perhaps,but society agreed! as italways does, to buryits dead
as decently aspossible. Somartial law not yet proclaimed,coaches
rumbled through the oity by night, andlink-boys ranshouting with
their lights, and the sedan chairmenhad not to complainof much
diminution of custom. Some, indeed were too generousto accept
theexistingstateof things;manly agentleman laid asidehis ruffles
and velvet,and went no more to Court;many a lady folded her
brocades sprinkled with shamrocksin dusky drawers, strewn with
lavender,andput by her gaieties for abetterday. But,contrary to
all expectations,BettyLa Touche went with the tide.

She had made one hot littleprotest at first. One night she had
overruled all her adoring aunt'sobjections toappearing at one oftha
Viceroy's balls. Shehad comedown muffled inher whitesilk cloak,
and while they werewaiting for the coach the gentle old lady had
time tonotice the feverish excitement in the girl's face. Her own
heart was sad enough. She could not see why theyshouldbe junket-
ing off to the Castle, with allthis misery going onaad someof their
dearestand most honoured friendslying in prison. Betty masthave
guessed her thoughts,for turning to her suddenly she bent andkissed
the sweet witheredface."Bear with me, mydearest," she said, "O,what areyou think*
ing of me1 That Iam my mother's daughter, perhaps light and
hard likeher. Bear with me a little, and you will soonunderstand.

And the tears brimmed overher twobright eyes. So they went
off,the old lady's kindheart comfortedthroughall senseof mystifi-
cation.

However, Betty's appearance at the ball createdconsiderable
commotion. Her white velvet wasembroidered thickly withsilver
shamrocks,and herunderskirt was of the rebel green. The sham*
rock was in her hair, onher breast— everywhere. Miss La Touche
was a little dismayed at this madcap freak, and yet inher brave
heart a little proud of it, On the Chief Secretary,whose first appear-
ance this was under the new regime, the effect was far from what
Betty had anticipated. As she swept by himand the Vioeroy,her
haughty bead in the air. her long train gathered ovtr her arm, her
eyesquite golden with anger and excitement,his Lordship sworehe
had never seen so charming aa apparition. " A dangerous little
rebel,and one worthknowing,by Heaven,"washis comment, whioh
was cbronic'ed and repeatedtoBetty herself next day.

After this her fire seemed to havedied out, and toall the world
she looked well in process of taming. On the very first opportunity
my LordCastlereagh had obtainedan introduction, anda friend-
ship seemed to growbetween the two, to tbescandal of many and
the wonder of all. HisLordshipfound time between thecaresof the

IState to lavish the petitt toint on this one charming woman. Not
that there wasanything to give scandal;scarcely anything evenin
th« wayof flirtation. Betty LaTouche was far toohaughtily care-
ful of her good name for that. All the world might bear her shower
of gay witticisms us she sat smoothing her yellow silk and opening
and shuttingher great fan, while 'the Secretary'shandsomeandsin-
ister face leansd delightfully ever her. Hear the talk of the dow-
agers." Beally," says one, a little acrimoniously, " that girl grows
more like her mother everyday. What can PritcillaLa Touche be
about topermit it1 And her friendship with Lady Edward, and
thosepoor Bonayoes t Dear,dear 1 'tis the way of the world."

"Yet, they say,"says her kinder-lookingneighbour, "thatLady
Edward has much affection for her, andrepelswithanger those who
would carry talcs to her. Andpoor MrsBonayne; they say this girl
travels every day to her country bouse at Drumcondra, to be with
her and comfort her for the loss of her son in Kilmainham. And
they say also that,by my LordCastlereagh,she has procuredfor him
in many waysamitigation of thehardshipsof bis prison,"
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morning of April6 all over tbe country thework of collecting the
papers commenced,beginning at half-past eight o'clockin the morn-
ing and closing for tbe day at six. The retami for the smaller
connties will ba first published, batitis believed that before the
entire result of the csnsus willbe presented to Parliament at least 18
months must elapse.

A GIRL'S STRATAGEM.

(By Katherine Tynan.)
BettyLa. TotrCHE bad not sustained the familj traditionforbeauty,
thoagh someheldher handsome, andher worst ensmy couldnot say
she was plain-looking. She was a tall girl, almost too slender,with
a face which seldom by anychance hadany colour init, vivid,scarlet
lips, andastrange pair of eyes,balf grey,half hazel,which wareapt
to take a topaz colonr when their owner wasexcited. Her mother
had been a beauty, and a worthless one. Harry La Touche had
neverhada happy hour from the timebe became possessor ofheruntil
be lay, a dying man,on the grass of the Fifteen Acres, Bhot ina dnel
whichherheartlesscoquetrieshad broughtabout, Betty remembered
him dimly;a fresh-looking, honest-facedfellow, to the lastanincon-
gruous presence in the gambling saloons, whither his wife's follies
drove him. Sheremembered his kissing her in the grey dawn of the
morninghe wentout todie, andputtingher down so tenderly onher
warm pillow. Growing older, she came to learn thestory of that
day,and it filledher witha grest bitternessagainsther mother, now
anelderly butterfly, known in half the cities cf Europe. She bad
draggedher littlegirl in her train almost from the timeshe could
walk. She was no beauty, her mother said half complacently,and
there was no fear of rivalry. However, tha bitterness grew and
grew, and had become almost insupportable, whenMrsLaTouche
took it in her head to bestow her faded personupona parson ten
yearsher junior, who had been long devoted to her orher jointure,
Tbey wereinBelgium when this happened, and Betty verygladly
shook the dust of the hot little Belgium town off her feet and
travelled homewards to Ireland,where she had not been for twelve
years.

Itwas in thnlast years of the last century,and the journey was
a toilsome, andeven dangerous one,but it was accomplished safely.
She wasgoing to her father's aunt, whose countryhouse was on the
outskirts of tbe city at Inchicore, not far fromPhoenix Park,a quiet
and little frequented place, though somewhat spoilt by his Majesty's
prison of Kilmainham, in tbe near vicinity. The packet had been
half the week tossing about in the Channel, and Miss LaTouche was
a bad sailor, so she was a pitiable object for her presentation to her
great aunt. Still, when the coach depositedher at the green-barred
gate of her new abode,she felt the life creepingback iv her veins,
and the joy in her heart at thepleasantsight,

A long gardenstretched away from thegate, rosy and white with
apple blossoms, over which stood up a grey old house framed in
creepers with gabled roof and twisted chimneys, the diamond-pantd
windows open,andall, basking in tne morning sun, looking a very
haven of rest. Down the longpathway came the stateliest of ladies
in astiff dove-coloured silk-gown, witha lace kerchief crossed on her
bosom, and a cap of the same, frail as a cobweb, on soft, white hair.
Peach-coloured ribboos ingay knots adorned cap and kerchief, and
matched with mild violeteyes which looked outof her wornfair face.
She gathered tbe tiredgirl into such a motherly embrace as she had
neverknownin allher life ;then,having dismissed thehackney coach,
carried her off into the shaly old house, where her maid Hester was
waiting with almost as warm a welcome. And tben there was a
dainty breakfast and a warm bath prepared,and the tired traveller
afterwards went to sleepin a room all roses oa a green background,
and slept nearly through the twenty-four hours, to be awakened
only by tbe sorjgs of the thrushes and blackbirds just outside her
window.

She was a fascinating girl, despite her lack of absolute beauty.
No belle of the day had moreadmirers, and would-be-lovers;bat
Betty would have none of them in that capacity, though she had
plenty of smiles and gay words for them. Some said she was cold
and someexacting,but she was neither, as afterevents proved;only
unable to love a man whohaddisplayed mere social qualities. She
was now getting on for twenty-six years of age and her
name had been associated with no man's. She gave
none of her admirer* cause to complain. Her favours, were im-
partially distributid,and there was noduelling on her account. She
was unconventionalin an age when what we nowadays would call
fastness wasalmost a convention. Sbe thought her own thoughts
and put theminto speech, andshe chose her own friends. Also, now
and then,she made her ownenemies. She couldbe curiously bitter
at times,and bada way of flashing out at pretence, at scandal-mon-
geriog,or anything else that earned her disdain, with a dilationof
her yellow eyes,which occasionally madeforher implacableenemies;
but she was well loved, too,and wenton her wayunheeding. She
took part in all the town'sgaieties, dancing at the Botnndft,and
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