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THE STORY OF A RUIN.

THI& is a story told in prose, for want of the skill to tell it in
verse.

Bebind the ruins of a sheer cliff, crowned with a plume of
pines. touching the feot of this clif o broad dark like with one
dim islet resting on its waters; in front. and beyond the lake, a
shallow plain cut ol by a chain of lofiy poaks, to the loft, low
mountaing ; to the right, & comb of ragped hills; and over all the
cool grey twilight of a summer night, spangled with the everlasting
stars.

The lake of Inisard is a thousand feet above the level of the
sea, It rests between the topmost spears of four converging
systems of mountains. Its waters are always cold and stil], and
never vary an inch in height, No stream feeds it, yot from the
western angle there is a continuous outflow, both winter and
summer. The people who dwell near the lake regard this ciremm-
stance with super-titions awe, and those who would explain the
phenomenon out of the handbooks of science are at a loss to
asgign a situation to the reservoirs which feed it, for there are no
higlher mountains than these around it in a radius of twenty
miles, .

The only path leading from the valley to Inisard is by the
stream which falls from the weatern lip of the lake. Upon gain-
ing the level of the lake the path bends slightly to the right,
gradually narrows untit it is no broader than a man’s back, and
finally, after going a hundred yards, expinds into an open piece of
level ground. Along this path, and backiug the epen ground to
which it leads, is a perpendicular cliff, varying in height from fifty
to eighty feet. Thus. there ix no means of gaining this patch of
level land save by the narrvw canssway under the eliff,

Many centuries ago there stond upon this isolated patch a little
cottage inhabited by Thomas Fiynn, Thomas had a wife named
Brigid, and a daughter Mary : and here the three d welt happily and
contentedly, holding slight intcreourse with the world below
Thomas wove baskets fromn willows growing upon the opposite ehore
of the lake, Occasionally strangers came to Inisard to enjoy the
clear air and solitude of the lake, Thomas bad a boat, and rowed
the visitors hither and thither, aud s0 in summer considerably
supplewented the profits of his basket-making, Tlis wife was well
skillel in spinniog and knitting, and when Tom went wilh his
basketsdown the hillshe always had some serviceable stockings and
hanks of stout yarn to sell too.

Now, it eo happened that when stranmers came down into the
valley from Inirard the most vivid memory they brought with them
was that of Mary Flynn. They said she was no great beauty, but only
the sweetest mountiin maid eye ever saw. IHer voice and her eyes
scemed to haunt them continually, and when they advised therr
friends to elumb the hills they always said  * Yon onght to go and
sege Mary of Inisard,” not lui-ard 1tself,  So, #a time went on, her
namwe crept gradually down the moantains until it spread over the
valley, and reach- d the village of Xalfane,

From the villwge of Kilfane to the tep of Inisard, and as far as
the eye could ree trom the heighis aliove the lake, lay the land of
O'Neul. The dwirict was alway~ spsken of by thase who lived in
itas * O'Nell's coontiy.” At the time this story opens the lord of
the vast tract was away in foreign iands, and he hd left during
his abaence full power with Timothy Divan, ' Neiwl was not more
than threc-and-twenry, His father had died but a year hefore,
Davin had acted under the former O°Neil.  He was stiil short of
30 years old. Duavin.in the absence or O'Neil, lived 1 Kilfane
Castle, hard by the village ot Knlfune,

The fame of Mary's loveliness in time came to the ears of
Davin. His curiovity wus exiited, and one bright, elear. hearty
spring day he cliibed the mountiins and ealled upon Tom.

The bu-ket-maker showed all due ho-pitality and respest to the
representative of the-meat (’'Nell, He eutertamned him as best he
conld. He rowed bim all ever the luke in his boat, and set before
him the best of the simple fare his cottage affordid, Tow's wife
let ro opportanity £lip of trying to do honour to their guest, and
Mary moved hither and tinther, anl waited uwpon them, to the
music of her own linghter and the rhythm of her simple rougs ;
for zhe, like the birds siny sweetly ; not with diffidence, not as an
art, bt as a patural expresion of her varying moods,

.. The viaitor was fasvinated.  Ie had never before secn anything

like this simple maiden of the lake. Iler purs, unconscious blue
eyes, her elear, sympathetic voice, her simple grace subdued and
elevated him. ile bal bewn in the grest city, 50 miles from
Kilfane 5 he had traveiled through the valiey below, and never felt
30 touched before, o talked of gerting Tom a better place—
perhaps land down below, Ife asked her if she would not like to
live in Kilfane. But che said ua, Rhe loved to be near the blae
sky and the blue lake anl the purple heather,

The day wore into evenirg and the evening into night, He
could not leave the pluce. e told Tom he<hould stay till morning,
Tom was overj yed, for the triendly notice of the duputy meant
good to him. The bu-ket-weavor said that as the eottige was very
small he should himseif sleep in a shed withont and wvive up his
little room tn Davin. DBut the other woald nat hear of such a thing,
and, when Tom pressed, declarcd that he wonld rather start for
Kilfune, lats as it was, than disturb a member of the family ; so the
visitor was accommodated in the shed, and had for & couch a bundle
vl dry aromatic rushes.

He was not a man accustomed to endure diseppointment or
delay. His tvmper was violent and his nature undisciplined. Ile
wafd progperous, and far vhove the pnor backet-maker in social
position. Ie eould make or mar the fortunen of anyone on (' Neil's
land. Before he rose the next morning he had swern to himself
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that ke would moke Mary his wife, His passions were headlong
and tempestuous, and those who knew him well had often scen that
once he set an object before his eyes he did not allow an ordinary
obstacle to bar the way,

Ile slept badly, and day was just dawning when he rose. He
went {orth, and paced up and down the little patch of level land.
Ag the day broadened in the east, the plover began to cry to one
another, and the crows sailed over the pinea above his head, cawing
and wheeling before drifting down through the blue air to geck
food in the valley,

They were early risers in the ecottage, and hefors the snn had
climhed above the rugged hills to the right he heard sounds indicat-
ing that the family of the barket-maker were astir, Presently he
paused, threw mp his head, and listened eagerly, Mary was
humming some old tune. In a little while the humming ceased,
and she sang in a clear, soft voics, which seemed like the hymn of
early day, breathed by the morning wind to the parple heath.

When the song was finished, Davin stood a while pondering,
Then he muttered in a tone of dissatisfaction : ‘ Only a song she
picked up somewhere. Yet,” he added, after another little while, ¢ it
is wonderfully true of her position,’

That day wore away into evening, and Davin signified his inten-
tion of nsing the bed of rushes in the shed a second tims, Upon
the third day he called the old man aside and spoke to him, He
told him that he was rich., He bad a house upon O'Neil's demesne
—there was no farmer on the whole lands of EKilfane as well off ss
he. Mary was a poor, porticnless girl He could have the daughter
of any man on the lands, with a dowry of cattle, and sheep, and
money, too; but he coull afford to choose, and his choice was
Mary.

Flynn was overwhelmed with astonishment, If the O'Neil
himself had come and asked for the girl he could scarcely have been
more amaz-d. After some talk, Flynn said he would consult with
his wife and speak to his daughter,

The basket-maker moved away, leaving Davin wondering what
need there could be for consunliation or refiection, when he had made
such an offer, There was not a father in all the valley would not
eagerly embrace his proposal, Davin never thought at all of Mary
herself in the matter. Her compliance was a matter of course.
What girl could resist the fascinations of his figure, the allurements
of his position ! Ho walked upand down for some minutes nursing
the ill-humour born of Flynn's deliberate mannet of Lreating his
contemplated sacrifice. As time weunt on his jii humour changed to
anger, and when, at the cud of half an hour, the basket-maker did
not appear, his anger rose to rage, He was not accustomed to delay
or denial ; how dare this low pauper hesitate! How dare he keep
him waiting? His steps grew hasty, hia eyes flaghed ; he was
already half regretting the act which had subjeoted him te the
indignity of allowing consideration for anyone or anything to come
between him and his object. * Why did T speak to that old feol at
all !’ he exclaimed, angrily stamping the prass. -~ Why did I not
speak to the girl herself ! She would have taken no time for con-
sideration,” e surveyed the refection of himself in the placid
lake.

As he stood there the door of the cottage opened. amd the father
came forth and approached the deputy with bent head, apprehensive
ylance, and uncertain steps,

Davin turned sharply as Flynn drew near.

“Well) he demanded, savagely.

Flyan started a9 he began

‘1 bave spoken t»my wife

CWell! reiterated the othier. harshly,

*And, Mr, Davin, she said what I say, that your offer is an
honour—anr henour which we conld neither deserve nor Iook for,

*Well ** The tone was as bratal as ever.

‘But——' He paused. hornfled by the expression which passed
across the man's face. ¢ But, Mary—DMr, Davin—you musn't
mind,’

“(to on, you idiot. What did she say !’
“Yon wmu~'n’t mund ber, sir; she’s very young, and young

wirls —'
‘Are yon going to stand preaching there all day? Do yonm
think I'm here to listen to you nntil sundown? Out with it, I say
or I won't ensver for keeping my hands off you.'! He turned white
and shook hia fist in the old man’s face.

‘Bhe says she’ll never marry, Mr, Davin.'

‘ Di you tell her it was I—I, Timethy Davin, asked her?’
was livid now,

“Yex." The old man trembled with fear.

“Then as gure as that sun is shining on yuur cottage, it will
rhine throvgh the roof before the year is out.’
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Davin had the power to make his threat good—and he used it.
During the absence of (’Neill there was no one to dispute his will
or question his acta. He ruled absolutely over the land of Kilfane,
The lord of the soil was not expected back for months, so there was
ptenty of titne Lo look for o pretext. Althongh Davin exereised full
control hie did not like to do any aet which might possibly give rise
to an uuplewant inquiry Lereafter ; consequently he sought for an
excuse, yood or bad, Failing, after every search, to discover any-
thing, he became solicitous mbout the game upon the hills It waz
badly preserved, Birds and hares—aye, and decr—were continually
destroyed by idle vagabonds and professional poachers. It waa
absolutely necessary, in the interrst of his master, that this state of
things thould be remedied Some one should be appointed to pre-
serve the gnme, The kecper's hause onght to be in a good central
position.  What better situation conld be selected than Inirard ?
Of course there was only one house in the district, but, much as it
went againat his feelingn, he found it incumbent upon him to give
Flynn warning, in order that he might install the gamekeeper in the
coLtapre.

Such was the explanation given by him to the people with
whom he spoke. At that time game wae taken small heed of, and
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