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{OHAPTER V.)

Martin Dwyer's prosperous neighbour was not a tenant-at-will,
yet he too, on hearing of the step taken by the Hon Horatio, rubbed
his hands gleefully and repeated the words, By gad, I'm glad of
this," 1o often that his wife looked at him with some surprise.

“ I thonght,” eaid Mrs Oormack, * yon had yoor mind made up ?"

 Yes,” he replied, * I'd go with my landlord. But I know what
& cry would be raiced against me.”

% Do you think Father Feeban wonld have minded much 7" Mrs
Qormack asked thonghtfally,

Her husband shrugged bis shoulders, but made no reply,

% He is such a friend of ours,” she added, ¢ and sach an amiable
man, I don't think he would be nnreasonable, He did not seem very
angry when yor #aid you would make no promise,”

“ Didn't he !” rejoined Ned Cormack with another shrog. *“1I
thonght you were a cleger observer.”

“ Weil, I'd be very sorry that he should fall ont with ue,” returned
Mrs Cormack, * and it would be a great shock to Margaret and Alice,
who bave been such favourites with him, Ia fact, I'd almost rather
see you incar the displeasure of the landlord, What barm could he
do you, a3 you have a leage?’’

“Ahl Ihave laid out & great deal of money on this place,” her hus-
band replied. * Youkuow I could only gel & twenty-one years’ lease ;
and only for the old house was going to fall, I'? never think of build-
ing with such s lease. Bul as you said yonrself, when it ghonld be
done st all I might as well do it well,”

# The old house was very nice after all,” she remarked.

“Yes, for a picture ” returned Ned Cormack, glancing at a sketch
in water-colours that hung framed and glazed over the.chimneypiece,
i You made a very nice picture of it,” But he looked back regret-
tully, for all that, to the early years of their married life which passed
bappily under the thatcbed roof, fully a yard deep, that laoked so
woll In the picture; the *“first coat” of which had been graspad in
the horney hand of the reaper, before Cromwell east his eyes upon the
alope where it grew, and pronouncsd Ireland “ a conutry worth fight-
ing for.”

Mrs Cormack, too, looked regretfully at the picturs, and amiled
as she remembered how her parasol used to come into contact with
the eve, bringing down a shower of broken brown and black straw
upon ber. A bit of one of them wae detected upon her bonnet in the
chapel one Sunday by the lynx-eyed and satirical—thongh sensible
and industrious —Miss Julia Flaherty, and she and some other young
ladies were afterwards heard expressing their wonder how Ned Cor-
mac's wife could * come in snch style out of a cabin.,” But, as has
been before indicated, the ** whole country * was talking of the “gtyle”
of the young bride from Cork, and her ‘! gold chain » and the absalute
certainty of '* breaking Ned Cormaek, horse and foot.” All this
% talking,” however, was thrown away, for fortunateiy Mrs Cormack
pever heard a word of it. That extraordinary young woman amazed
and indeed frightened Molly Manogne by welliog ber one day, just as
Molly was coming to the kernel of a toothsome bit of gossip, that she
% did not like etory-telling.”’ This was a staggerer. But the piano !
That quite knocked the breath out of seciai criticism, so far as Mra Cor-
mack was concerned. Taere was a geperal stare of incredulous
aston‘shment, a lifting of the hands, and a turning up of the whites
of the eyes when Molly Manogas announced the arrival of the piano ;
atd heaceforward Ned Coimack's wife was looked upon as a privi-
leged person who might do jast what she liked—drive in a cosch-and-
foar over Corriglea Bridge, for instance, or invi'e Lady Ouskdale to
an ¢vening party—without exactiogthe least surprise or ¢alling forth
remark or commen{ other than complimentary, even from Mias Julia
Flaherty and her particolar friends,

It must, however ba borne in mind that at the time of Ned
Cormack’s marriage, the parson's daughter was Lhe possessor of a
piano—not the envied possessor, people would as soon have thought
of envying an angel for having wings—of the only atringed instrument
in the whole parish ; of course, excepting fiddles, which were more
nomerous than they have ever been since. We were going also to
except & guitar, the property of an old lady, the widow of a Water-
loo officer. But that had long ceased to come under the catepory of
stringed instramenta—ever since the veteran, durieg his last attack
of gout, hrought it into eollision with his physician’s head, for
bazardiog the opinion that the famous phrase, ¥ Up Guards and at
them,” belonged to the region of fiction rather than that of bistory.
Both the doctor and the guitar were silenced; the one for the time
being, and on subjects having reference to the Battle of Waterloo ;
the other for ever. Bat the " soul of muosic ” which was knocked ont
of the gaitar seemed to have been knocked into the craniom, for the
doctor for many years after was troubled with a singing in the head.

At lJoast in the matter of music we have been meking wonderfnl
progrens those dozen years yast, Only the other day a young friends
at our request, counted no less than 22 pinnos within the boundarie,

of the parish. Bat wa must confesa that the gratifization afforded ue
by these statistica was modified considerably by the further informa-
tion, incidentally added, that the 22 pianos wera * All out of tame,”
We learn, however, that 8 movement has heen net on foot by the dise
pendary doctor o sacure the the occasionsl services of a tumer from
the country town, And from our persona) knowledge 0. the doctor's
popularity and energy—and bearing in mind the intrinsic goodness
of the cause he advoecatea—wae venturs to predict that harmony will
reign from end to end of our parish lomg before the Phooka takes
hie next annual gallop over the snmmits of the earroanding hills,

Cynical people may ascribe the harmonions revolution jnet
chronicled to an nnhealthy haukering after ¢* gentility ” ; but we are
satisfied that a genuine love of music has been at the hottom of it,
Nor is this love of music confined to the fair performers themsealves,
The Beateh agricolturist whe would only conssnt to his danghter's
getling & piano, on the express cundition that she shouald ¢ do her
practising while he was abont the farm,” has not bad a single
imitator in the whole patrish of Bhannaclongh. Though perhaps the
“ practising '’ is sometimes most agrecable when softened by distance,
and listened to in the intervals of & shannachus with an old neigh«
boar, from the kitchen chimney-cornsr., Aund doubtless ¢ the con.
cord of eweet sounds ¥ with which at such moments the bueolic soul
ia “moved,” loses nothing of its sweetness from the refiection that
it in no way interferes with the more serious domestic duties,

“1 never filled so many firking as since I bought the piano for
my daughter,” a thriving farmer was heard to soliloquize in the
markot-honse 8 week or two sgo while his eyes dwelt complacently
upon the * butter ticket,” ¢ A little education, after all, doesn't do
the least harm to a girl,” be added, as he pat the ticket into his
pocket,

But better still, the humblest home—even the hearth of the poor
labouring-man—is vooal with the sweetest musie below the starse
Irish children’s voices attuned to the melodies of their own land of
song.

* L * * »

After a silence of gome minutes, during which both Mr Cormack
and his wife unconsciously continued to gazs upon the picture over
the chimney-piece, the latter said :~—

“I am very glad you are no} to be tronbled abount your vote,”
Bhe took the silver thimble from ber finger and laid it in ite place in
the work-box on the table beside her, and waited to see whether her
hustand happened to be in & very eonversational mood, It was
evident ghe Dad something particular to speak about, but did
oot wish to introdace it too abraptly, It is strange,"” she remarked,
closing the lid of the work-box noisily, * that Father Feshan shonld
be so anxions for the retura of men like this yonsg O’Malligan, who
only want to get places, or something, for themsslves."”

“ And tbeir friends,” said her husband with a smile, in which
tbere was more than a suspicion of sarcasm.

“Do you think,"” she asked—evidently apropes of the last re-
mark —* do you think does Mr O’Keeffe mean anything particalar by
coming here so often lately ? "

“Yes,” was the reply ; # I have got a pretty broad hint of it,"

‘% And what do you tbink 7"

“1 don't like it1'" be answered almost hatshly—drawing his little
son, who was turning over the leaves of a picture-book at the table,
quickly towards him, and runuiog his fingers through the boy's crisp
auburn curls, “ Hoe is too deeply ia debt.”

I thought that waa not his owa fault, bat his father's,” said Mra
Cormack.

*‘ And what difference does that make when he is in debt #"' her
husband agked with a look of surprise.

# Oh, it makes a great difference,” she replied.

“ Well, you are right,” said Ned Cormack, lookiog admiringly at
bis wife, of whose clear good sense he was very proud, “It does
make a great difference. But he’d be ¢Xpecting too moch money,"
Auvd Ned Cormack passed his band over his little son’s facs, and
prassed his curly bead against hie waisteoat,

Bix or seven years before, Nel Cormack would hiave contemplated
the possibility of Mr Rebert O'Keeffs, of Cloonmors, becoming his
son-in-law with more than satistaction, Buot that little curly head
leaning against his waistcoat was not in the world then, And sgince
its coming—all unhoped for as it was, a complets change had come
over the spirit of the father's dreams. To get his daughter well
and respectably wmarried was now a very secondary ambition
with Ned Cormack, of Rockview, He began to think with dismay of
that “ big fortune " o often spoken of in conmection with his hand-
some daughter ; and sometimes wished that ehe, like his first love,
Elien Dwyer, would go into & convent,

* Well, what would you think of Mr Delahunty 1" Mrs Cormack
asked after another interval of silence.

" Mr Delahunty has plenty of money,” eried little Eddy.
gave Jerry a half-crown for holding his horse,"

" (¢ Eddy !" exclaimed his mother, after exchanging a glance
with her husband, ¥ there is the young ass cuming towards the paling.
He'll put his head in and crop some of the flowers, Run out and
drive him away."”

“He



