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IN MEMORIAM.

A PECULIAR and pathetic interest attaches tdt“bl,g‘

posthumous work, which was barely completed at ti}g'_%‘r

time of the author’s death, This, her last novel, Writtene
when she had passed by seven years the allotted span
of three-score years and ten, yet showing all the spon-
taneity and freshness which gave such charm to her
earlier works, is curiously enough the first story in which
she made use of her early reminiscences of Irish life
and character.

Although she had re-visited her native land but once
—and that some fifty years ago—since her girlhood,
which had been spent there, those youthful days had
left a vivid and lasting impression on her mind, and it
was always delightful to listen to her memories of Irish
life in the forties, which she was wont to describe with
graphic touches and sparkles of genial humour. Keenly
alive as she was to the radical differences and the re-
spective qualities of the Saxon and Celtic races, she had
often spoken of writing “some day” a story treating of
the experiences of a young Irish girl on her first intro-
duction to English life. This idea, recently recalled to
her mind by the chance remark of an acquaintance, she
embodied at last in the novel now presented to the
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reader—a story which, although to a great extent the
outcome of her own reminiscences, must not be con-
sidered autobiographical, and which, in spite of her ad-
vanced years, was written with an ease, with a zest
and pleasure indeed, greater than usual even with her
whose work was always a labour of love.

Perhaps one reason why popular favour, sometimes
fickle, remained faithful to her, was her perennial fresh-
ness. The secret of her work never palling on the
public was that it never palled upon herself.

Life to her was to the last fresh and full, her
interest in public matters alert and eager, her personal
sympathies prompt and warm, as in the days of youth.
Her conversation conveyed the same impression as her
writings, an influence buoyant and bracing, brimful of
the milk of human kindness. Probably quite uncon-
sciously, she generally endowed her heroines with the
qualities of her own healthy and sanguine temperament;
the pluck and vitality, hope and courage, the cheery
spirit rising dauntless against difficulties, as ready to
face the pains as to enjoy the pleasures of life.

Even when hampered by bodily weakness and suf-
fering, when practically chained to her chair indeed, as
was the case for all the last years of her life, she was
still the centre of a little world, diffusing around her the
sunshine of her sympathy, the invigorating influence of
her broad intellectual interest in the topics of the day.
She had said more than once that the day when she took
up her pen as a burthen and sat down to her work as
one driven reluctantly to a weary task, should be the
last of her literary career.

But that day never came. It was as one truly in-
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spired by the joy of her work that she portrayed her
last creation. Kitty Costello—bright, winsome, wayward
Kitty, with all her faults and all her charms—was no
mere creature of pen and ink. Kitty lived, moved and
breathed to the writer who told her story, and who was
able at seventy-seven to show a remarkable comprehen-
sion of a young girl’s mind.

She laid down her busy pen, as it were, but for
an hour, with plans and ideas for another novel already
stirring in her active and unwearied brain, not knowing
that even then her work was done.

The following verses found among her papers so
exactly express their writer’s outlook towards life that,
although from some notes on the manuscript they would
seem to have been already printed, I venture to give
them here.

1IZA DUFFUS HARDY.



FAILURE.

FEAR not to fail, if thou hast striven
Bravely, with purpose firmly set,

No effort stinted, and no doubt allow’d
The steady motion of thy will to fret.

From out thy failure some stray spark
May kindle light where none has been,

And scattered grain by waysides fall’'n
May bring forth harvests unforeseen!

Fear not to faill The yawning trench
‘Which guards some battlemented wrong
By unknown martyrs may be filled,
And o’er them march a conquering throng.
The dimness of our earthly ken
Can scarce the diff’rence rightly guess,
Nor justly strike the balance yet
| Twixt seeming failure and success.

Trust then, and work, tho’ shadowed by
The gloom of doubt and gathering fear:
‘With fuller light thy toil, thy faith
Will find the niche provided here.
Nor praise nor blame can make or mar
The worth of what is nobly wrought,
For time and truth alone can test
Each off’ring to Life’s store-house brought.

MRS, ALEXANDER,
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CHAPTER L

“Zo Mrs. Costello, Cool-a-vin, Ireland.

“s EVERSLEY STREET, WESTPOOL,
ENGLAND, 1522 April 184—.

“MyY DARLING MoTHER,—I had only time to tell you
I was safe and sound when I wrote on Wednesday.

“We had a very bad passage, but, thank goodness,
I did not disgrace myself by being ill. What miserable
creatures my companions were I really can’t describe!

“Instead of arriving at ten o’clock we did not get
in till after twelve, and it was nearly two by the time I
reached this house, for Westpool is a big place, larger
than Dublin, and much more crowded.

“Now I must try and tell you everything.

“As soon as we were in fairly smooth water I got
up and dressed. As no one else was fit to stir I had
the place to myself, and was quite ready before we
came aiongside the landing-stage. When those horrid
paddle wheels ceased banging the water, the stewardess
told me there was a gentleman asking for me, and
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handed me a card with ‘Mr. John Lane’ on it, so I
gave her a little present, and went away out of that
dreadful cabin. (I had better mention that I saw one
of the ladies who had been woefully sick give the poor
woman five shillings, and I did not like to offer her
less.)

“I do not think Uncle Lane, as I suppose I must
call him, was very glad to see me. He said, ‘Are you
Miss Costello? You are very late. I have been waiting
more than an hour! Had a rough crossing, I am afraid.
‘What luggage have you?’

“Would you believe it, not a word of welcome, not
an expression of pride or pleasure at seeing me. But I
took no notice, and only said, ‘I am sorry you were
kept waiting! You must blame the winds and the
waves, not me. I have a large black box, a hair trunk,
a portmanteau and a hamper.’

“‘Bless my soul, what a lot!” he exclaimed. ‘I
hope your name is on them all. Here, Robbins!’—he
called to a rough-looking, sailor-like man—*‘see to this
lady’s luggage—tell him, please, what you have, and
your name—then secure a fly’ (flies here are remarkable
insects, they have four wheels). ¢‘Come along, my dear,
your aunt will be in no end of a fidget till she sees
you. You must excuse my leaving you to Robbins
here. He is in my service, and a steady, careful
fellow, and will take you up to our place all right, for I
am a very busy man, and have lost a'good deal of
time already’ (of course he meant waiting for me).

“‘Uncle Lane’ is scarcely as tall as I am, but he is
very stout, and, like Falstaff, ‘scant o’ breath” He is
not handsome, yet there is a determined look in his fat
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face that interests me, but he does not give one the idea
of a gentleman.

“Well, Robbins scrambled my things together, and
‘Uncle Lane’ gave me his arm and took care of me
across the landing-stage, which was crowded with
rough, disagreeable people. Then he pushed me into a
horrid, covered-in, narrow carriage, smelling of hay and
straw and stables, quite different from the open outside
cars that are so easy to jump up on. ‘I'm sorry I can-
not go with you,’ he said, turning back to shake hands
with me again, ‘but you'll find we are all very glad to
have you, and will do our best to make you enjoy your-
self” This comforted me, and I was inclined to offer
him a kiss, but he might not have liked it, so I smiled
and thanked him, and he disappeared in the crowd.

“I am ashamed to say I was in a fright all the way
up here; the streets were thronged with huge carts and
omnibuses (horrid things), and long teams of huge, fat
horses, so well groomed and glossy. I thought we should
be smashed to bits every minute, and the noise was
frightful.

“It was uphill every step of the way, and as we got
further from the river (which looks as big as a sea, and
the docks are like overgrown plantations of masts) the
streets got wider, and the shops are quite lovely.

“At last we arrived.

“This is a very handsome street of tall houses; at
the beginning there is a large ornamental building of
reddish stone, I never saw anything quite like it before §
and then come very nice public gardens, over which
this house looks.

“They were at luncheon when I arrived, and my
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aunt came out at once to meet me. Ah, then I was at
home! Not that I see much likeness to you; she is
smaller and darker, but oh! her voice is just like yours,
my darling. She has too faithful a heart to catch the
stranger’s accent. I am such a fool that I could not help
hugging her and bursting into tears when I felt how far
away you were. Then a girl of my own age, called Janet,
and a boy of ten, perhaps—Joseph—(what a name to
give an unfortunate child), and a nice little roly-poly girl
of eight, crowded round and wanted to know if I was ill.

“My aunt ‘shooed’ them all away, and took me up
to her own room and helped me off with my cloak.
Oh, there was no mistake about her being glad to see
me; so I hugged her again and began to feel quite
comfortable. As soon as I could bathe my eyes and
twist up my hair (I don’t think anyone’s hair was ever
such a nuisance as mine) I was taken down to the dining-
room, which I was glad of, for I was positively starving.

“There was a great big leg of mutton—very good,
or it seemed so—and a long, round, white-looking
pudding—it must have been a yard long—to begin with.
A glass dish stood at each side, one held treacle and
the other raspberry jam—two such dead sweets! Only
fancy, the pudding was made of flour and suet, nothing
else! I did not feel inclined to touch it, but it looked
light and flaky, so I tried. It was not at all bad.

“My aunt was most kind and hospitable. The boy
went away somewhere, and Janet disappeared too; only
the roly-poly child remained, and she stared at me, with
her fingers in her mouth, till I asked her if it was very
sweet, and advised her to try the raspberry jam instead.
Then she ran away laughing.
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“Aunt Lane tried to stuff me with heaps of fruit
and cheese, and filled my glass with ale before I could
stop her. She seemed to think it too bad that I would
only drink water, but I could not ask for claret when
there was none on the table, and I cannot touch beer
or ale. :

“Then we went into a nice sort of general room at
the back, where there is a small piano and a huge
basket overflowing with pieces of work, a tall book-case
full of books, and two funny, but comfortable, chairs that
rocked to and fro—American things, I believe. Then
we had such a talk. Oh! the questions she asked me,
chiefly about you. Though you have been strangers for
so long she loves you dearly. She says I have your
eyes, but I am afraid I must not believe such flattery.
I think I see them now, the sweet, soft, blue-grey
beauties, with the long black lashes, that can speak
nearly as well as your lips!

“How is it my aunt has neither your step nor your
carriage? I don’t think she cared very much for my
father. She says he did not do justice to her husband,
who was one of the finest fellows in the world. Well,
perhaps so, but he does not look like it. I suppose
women all think their husbands ‘fine fellows,” and yet
they see them pretty near too!

“What a volume I am writing, but I know you will
love every word of it, and I must finish my first day
among the ‘Sassenachs,’ as poor old Biddy Regan calls
our English neighbours. It seems Aunt Lane’s eldest
daughter is married to a Mr. Dixon. He was in the
same ‘place of business’ as Mr. Lane—I do not know
exactly what that means—a big shop, I suppose. Of
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course, he was younger than Mr. Lane. Now he has a
shop of his own—I mean a ‘place of business” They
live a little way out in the country, and Aunt Lane
seems wonderfully proud of the two babies they have—
as if everyone hasn’t a baby—or two (too) many!

“Well, we talked and we talked! Then Janet came
in with a roll of music in her hand, and told me she
had a singing lesson every Thurday or she would not
have left me. But Aunt Lane said she wanted me all
to herself. Janet smiled, and exclaimed that she thought
me very like her mother; she seems very friendly, but
rather stiff, and careful how she speaks.

“Presently Aunt Lizzie asked if I should prefer not
to change my dress, as she expected I was tired and
done up. So I said, ‘Thank you, dear aunt, but I
would not sit down to dine with you in this old frock,
it is only fit to travel in.’

“‘We have dined, my dear.’ she returned, ‘but we
partake of a nondescript tea-supper when Mr. Lane and
Dan come home at seven’ So the leg of mutton and
the suet pudding meant dinner, not luncheon! It seems
rather funny having no late dinner in a gentleman’s
house. However, I insisted on dressing for—let us say
food! Janet changed her garment, and put on what
looked like a last year’s summer frock of pale blue
muslin—very neat and well-fitting. She is nice looking
without being absolutely pretty.

“Little Roly-poly went to bed, but the rest of us
assembled in the dining-room.

“Dan is a tall, lathy boy, and the best looking of
them all; but so shy, one is afraid to look at him. He
1s nineteen or twenty, and works with his father; he is
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to be in partnership, I believe. As for ‘Uncle Lane, he
came in quite brisked up, and, from its resplendent
aspect, must have heen washing his face with yellow
soap! He had replaced his solemn-looking frock coat
with a sort of short jacket that made him look broader
than ever, and on his feet were large dark-green Berlin-
wool slippers, each toe partly covered with a tiger’s
head embroidered in yellow and black! They are quite
awful!

“My things were not yet unpacked, and the only
change of raiment I could get at was that sweet old
lilac-striped silk of yours which Madame cut up for me
so cleverly.

“It was growing dusk, so they could not see that it
was by no means new, and Aunt Lizzie said, ‘You must
not wear out your smart, handsome dresses here, Kitty;
we are very plain people, and do not like to spend much
on dress.’

“I felt quite thankful I had not fished out one of
the real short-sleeved dinner frocks you got for me when
I went to stay at the Kilmorans.

“Uncle Lane was rather nice and pleasant. He re-
peated that he was sorry to have been obliged to leave
me before he had seen me to his door, so I assured
him I had got on all right, and was sorry to have kept
him waiting.

“*Never mind, my dear, it wasn’t your fault, he re-
turned. Aunt Lizzie, who is very silent and quiet,
seemed too busy pouring out endless cups of tea—they
drank nothing but tea—to care about speaking, but
when she had drained the last drop from a big motherly-
looking silver teapot, she looked at me fixedly, then at
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her husband, and asked, ‘Do you think Kitty like her
mother, John?”

“He gazed as if he had never seen me before, and
exclaimed emphatically, ‘She is her living h’image!
Never saw a stronger resemblance! Trouble you for
another slice of cold beef, Dan, my boy!’

“Dan blushed celestial, rosy red, and I asked, ‘Why
didn’t you come and meet me, and save Mr. Lane that
trouble? I suppose you were afraid of finding 2 wild
Irish girl, and having to lead me along by a string?’ I
was quite sorry I had spoken, he looked so confused and
uncomfortable, and a crumb at that moment going the
wrong way, he coughed and struggled, and was going to
choke, till his sister Janet thumped him on the back,
and my aunt handed him a glass of water. Then he
grew more composed. And they talked together, father
and son, of ships and freights, and something they called
brokerage, and cargoes. It was all Greek to me, and I
hate being left out of what is going on, so I said I was
tired and sleepy, which was true enough. My aunt told
Janet to see me to my room, and take care I had all I
wanted. She said, “We have prayers at eight o’clock, for
“papa” has to be away at a quarter to nine every morn-
ing. The bell rings at seven to give us time; but don’t
you mind, Kitty, dear. TIl send you up your breakfast.
Youwll want a good sleep after your journey.’

“I assured her I should be up and doing, as I was
always first at Cool-a-vin. And so I got to bed, but I
did miss you, my dearest, and wanted you sorely to

" steal in as you so often do to give me a sweet kiss, and

put out the candle.
“What a long, long letter! And I must put in a
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little word for Madame, How strange it is here; but
they all mean to be kind, so I will not be a baby, but
remember I am a woman, and ought to be a stay and
a comfort to you!

“God bless and keep you, my own dear mother,—
Ever your loving Kirty,

“P.S.—Uncle Lane did say ‘h’image!’”

Enclosed was a note addressed :—

“MapAME Dusors,

“Ma BIEN AmMEE,—1I have been miserable since I [eft
you all. The loneliness is terrible, My great consola-
tion is that you are near dearest mother to comfort and
sustain her. I will try to be wise and strong like you.
Where the wisdom is to come from I'm sure I don’t
know, nor indeed the strength either. I am very weak,
and cannot keep hold of my poor little bit of money. I
am afraid, from things I heard in Dublin, that we have
very, very little left. I wonder if I ever could make any?
That, 1 fear, is quite impossible, Send me 2a report of
everything; and you needn’t show all I write to mother.
These new relatives are Very strange to me, but I am

sure they intend to be kind. Any letters from India? _

Ah! bonne amie, no relation has ever been to us what

you are! My aunt is a dear, but not so clever as your-

self. Does Callaghan think it would cost a great deal

to prop up the little old greenhouse! I can’t bear to

see the old place going to rack and ruin. My love and

a kiss to nurse, and tell Byrne to Jook after Bran, but
Kitly Costell,, e 0}'5,'0 2

Cnrey ;7
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18 KITTY COSTELLO.

not to let him have too much meat. Oh, I must stop;
my hand aches.—Your loving friend and pupil,
“RrrTv.?

The writer of this effusion was the only daughter of
Hugh Costello of Cool-a-vin, a country squire, well
known as one of the finest riders, the best shot, the
most popular member of the Kildare Street Club, in all
the wild west.

The Costellos came of an ancient race, and pos-
sessed wide-spreading lands along the sea-board of a
south-western county, but by the time Hugh succeeded
to his father’s place and property the crop of encum-
brance generally cultivated by the lords of the soil in
“the Isle of Saints,” had increased to a somewhat alarm-
ing degree of luxuriance. Instead, however, of going
across the Channel and picking up a rich heiress in
London or Bristol—or even Manchester—and setting the
estate free with the help of her dowry, the handsome,
agreeable cavalier, which is a term well suited to Hugh
Costello, went and threw himself at the feet of the lovely
Aileen O’Donoghue, second daughter of O’Donoghue of
O’Donoghue Castle, a beautiful “darlint” who had al-
ready refused many brilliant suitors.

As to Costello, he “came, and saw, and conquered.”
Many happy days ensued; but at last financial clouds
began to crowd the horizon, and, to the bewildered an-
noyance of its gay and gallant lord, it became rather an
effort to keep “open house” after the former fashion of
Cool-a-vin.

Still, by some occult process, the stables were well
filled, the larder abundantly replenished, and foreign
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schooners did not fail to deposit hogsheads of claret and
other wines on the rugged little quay in Cool-a-vin’s
harbour, which precious importations were conveyed on
low-backed cars, drawn by bony garrons (half-starved
cart-horses) uphill to the cellars of the “great house.”

Then came the terrible famine, throughout which the
Cool-a-vin tenantry suffered perhaps less than many
others, for their landlord helped them to the utmost of
his power, even selling his rare old family plate to buy
them food. But these cruel days opened his eyes to the
sad realities of his position, and, having caught a severe
cold in one of his expeditions to visit some sufferers on
a distant quarter of the estate, he seemed to lose his
old spirit, the vitality which would have helped him to
keep the “last enemy” at bay, so he laid down his arms
before the first gleam of returning hope had dawned
upon the “distressful” country he loved so well. \

The eldest son, Fitzgerald Costello, generally called
Fitz, was given a commission in a cavalry regiment under
orders for India. Those were the comfortable days when
competitive examinations were unknown, and a friendly
relative in the ranks of the peerage could launch a young
man on a military career with very little effort on his
own part.

“It’s little I can do for you, mother dear,” said the
young master of Cool-a-vin, as they sat talking together
over their gloomy outlook. “But the old house is yours
so long as it stands. Hal Dwyer will do the best he
can for you, and Tl try to live on my pay. They say
you can in India. What with the sheep and poultry,
the game and the grass land, yowll be able to get along

2%
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and keep two or three horses, besides sending Hyacinth
to college when he is ready.”

Hyacinth was the younger son, and had always de-
clared his intention of going into the Church.

«Cheer up, mother darling, there is no knowing
what luck may turn up. If I know you are fairly com-
fortable in the old place, and not wandering about among
strangers, it will give me strength and courage.”

Mrs. Costello, though grey and aged with grief and
anxiety, was still beautiful in her sorrowful decline. She
was not intellectual, but possessed that wisdom of the
heart which fits a woman better than the harder in-
telligence of the head.

Her young daughter Kitty dominated and doted
upon her. Indeed, between her and Madame Dubois,
Mrs. Costello was carefully shielded and guided in the
way she should go.

Madame Dubois, a clever, shrewd, managing French-
woman, had come to Ireland many years before as
governess to the fair Aileen O’Donoghue and her sisters,
and, later, followed the latter to Cool-a-vin, where she
proved a “guide, philosopher and friend” to its charm-
ing mistress, who had no particular gift of governing.

Few races are more readily influenced by mental
power, keenness or decision than the Irish. Madame
Dubois therefore soon became a universal referee. Even
old Mr. Byrne, the butler, who was second in authority
only to the “masther” himself, declared with conviction
that the little, resolute, black-eyed, polite Frenchwoman
was “a great gineral entoirely!”

Such were the surroundings amid which Kitty
Costello was brought up. She was the spoiled darling
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of the family, happy in the secluded home, where she
could enjoy the complete freedom of mountain and sea,
spending as little time as possible indoors, and saved
from growing up in total ignorance by her own love of
reading and some help from Madame Dubois, who was
a well-educated woman.

Occasional breaks, few and far between, occurred
when Kitty paid a visit to the family of a relative, St.
George Costello, in Dublin, or the country seat of her
mother’s aunt, Lady Kilmoran, where she met many fine
and fashionable people, before whom Kitty was in no
way.abashed, for though she could not keep pace with
the jewels and fine toilettes of the other visitors, was
she not Kitty Costello of Cool-a-vin? And who were
the Kilmorans themselves, for all they were peers of the
realm? Wasn’t the present lord’s grandfather just a bit
of a lawyer from England, so ready to do any work for
Government that they made him Crown solicitor for all
Ireland in the cruel times of Edward Fitzgerald’s folly
and self-sacrifice. Then when the Crown solicitor of that
day had gilded himself enough, nothing would do but
that he must be made “Viscount Kilmoran.” Could a
title make “Costello of Cool-a-vin” higher or nobler
than he was by birth?”

These high claims, however, did not fill the Costello
pockets, and when Kitty had just seen her nineteenth
birthday Mrs. Costello, by Madame’s advice, accepted
an invitation from her sister, Mrs. Lane, for Kitty to
spend a few months with them and learn to know her
English cousins.

This sister had demeaned herself by marrying a
young Englishman who had since made a pot of money.
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He had, it was whispered, come over to Dublin to
seek custom for a firm of general merchants, and brought
with him samples of wine and even groceries.

Now Elizabeth O'Donoghue, who, though the plainest
of her family and much overlooked, was a sweet, dark-
eyed girl, accidentally falling in with the young “counter-
jumper,” as he was irreverently called by the O’Donoghues,
she made a deep impression on him, and he in his
usual fashion set to work to get what he wanted.

He was a bold and persevering wooer, and did not
care how many defunct O’Donoghues had preceded his
lady-love in this wicked world—none of them seemed at
any rate to have left her the wherewithal to support her
existence.

Lane was determined and Lizzie yielded, and after
some fruitless attempts at reconciliation had seen no
more of Mrs. Costello.

But when the Lord of Cool-a-vin died, and rumour
told Lizzie the family was far from well off, she wrote a
loving, sympathetic letter to her bereaved sister. So
communications were renewed two or three years after,
the invitation followed, and Kitty was launched into the
unknown region of English commercial life.

CHAPTER 1I.

MeaNTIME the impression made upon the well-dis-
ciplined, carefully-schooled Lane family by their “wild
Irish cousin” was considerably different from what they
expected.

True, their mother was Irish, and she was sweet and
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graceful; but then she had not been in her own country
for more than twenty years, and, no doubt, had imbibed
much that was English. Then, though fond of her,
and ready to fly to her in time of pain or trouble, her
opinion had not much weight with them, and they had
no dread of disobeying her as they had of their father,
who, though kind and just, could be extremely stern.
They were all more or less afraid of him, but especially
the eldest boy—Dan—who was weak, pleasure-loving,
given to run risks, and not quite plucky enough to carry
them through. At present he was in the lathy stage,
but promised to be much the best-looking of the family.
His brother and sisters declared him to be his mother’s
favourite, which he stoutly denied. His father always
said he had a dash of the Irishman in him.

Kitty Costello had been nearly a week her aunt’s
guest before that notable housewife found time to pay
a visit to her married daughter and make her young
visitor known to Mrs. Dixon, whose new home was
situated in what was at that date still a pretty rural
village about three miles out of the thickly-built streets
—a few meadows and cornfields intervening between
town and townlet.

It was a lovely afternoon midway in April, and Mrs.
Lane having completed the rearrangement of her house-
hold gods, great and small, after the upheaval of “spring
cleaning,” felt for a short time free to indulge herself.
She therefore proposed taking Kitty to pay a late visit
to Lizzie and staying to supper, when father would join
them and escort them home in the dark.

Kitty, who loved change, readily agreed, and put on
her smartest outdoor array. Thus it came about that
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Janet presided over the domestic tea-supper, and the
quartet greatly enjoyed an unrestrained talk respecting
people and things, their father’s presence frequently act-
ing as a damper on any exuberance of speech.

“I wonder what Cousin Kitty will think of the ’bus
going out to Riversdale? Do you know she never saw
an omnibus in her life, not even in Dublin!”

“What a queer, uncivilised place it must be,” said
Joseph, a chubby, plump schoolboy, to whom Kitty was
an object of curiosity and observation. “She is not a
bit like what I expected. Is she, Dolly?”

“Why, what did you expect, Joe?”

“Oh, a great tall creature with red hair, all un-
combed and unbrushed, and a big laughing mouth, and
oh, I don’t know what else.”

“Why, you little duffer, you are thinking of the wo-
men we used to see on the Irish emigrant vessels last
year. Kitty Costello is a regular beauty, and no mis-
take, only she has no beauty airs; and see her walk!
She walks like a queen.”

“I never saw a queen,” returned Janet, adding water
to the teapot with caution, “but she certainly gets over
the ground very quickly, yet never seems in a hurry.
At all events, she is very bright and obliging, only she
seems hardly able to tell you all she thinks about
everything fast enough. I don’t fancy she could keep
a secret to save her life.”

“Don’t be too sure, Janet. Her head is set straight
enough on her shoulders. If she tells all she thinks, it’s
because she can speak so clear and easily. She’s very
clever, 'm sure.”



KITTY COSTELLO. 25

“Perhaps, but she is very ignorant,” remarked Janet,
solemnly.

“How do you know?” asked Dan.

“I do,” said Dolly, mysteriously. “She doesn’t
know the multiplication table, She was counting up
something on a bit of paper, and seemed troubled, for
she pushed her fingers into her hair till it all came down
(such a lot!), and said, ‘Oh, dear, there’s no use bother-
ing my brains, I can’t do it. I wish you could tell me,
Dolly dear.

“‘What is it?’ said L

“‘There is no use in telling a bit of a girleen like
you, but how much are seven sixes?’

“‘Forty-two,” said I, right off, and felt a little proud
at knowing so much more than a great big girl like
her.”

“You are inclined to be conceited, Dolly,” put in her
elder sister. :

“Kitty looked at me with a puzzled little frown,”
continued Dolly, unheeding, “as if she couldn’t quite
believe me.”

“‘Are you sure?’ she said.

“‘Yes, quite. Tll show it to you in the book,” and
so I did.”

“Never mind what she is ignorant about, no book-
learning would give her the style and carriage she has.
She’ll marry a duke some day.” :

“Where will she find him? Among the bogs?” asked
Janet.

“I don’t care what she doesn’t know,” cried Dolly.
“She dresses a doll—oh, beautifully! and took no end
of trouble over mine. And she can play such funny
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tunes on the piano. I couldn’t keep from laughing this
morning (when Miss Dobbs went away).”
“Yes, 1 know. You can hardly call such uncouth

things tunes!” put in Janet. «Kitty says they are jigs, -

and people dance to them. Strange dancing it must be;
irregular, I fancy, like Kitty’s own good looks. Why,
you cannot compare her nose to Sissy Larkin’s. Sissy’s
is quite straight and classic, while—”

«Qh, classic noses be blowed!” interrupted Dan,
energetically. “Who cares about noses? Show me a
pair of eyes like Kitty’s—real dark blue, with long, black
eyelashes. Why, there’s nothing they can’t say, some-
times lighting up like wildfire, and sometimes so sad and
soft. Then where would you see a girl like her looking
as if she fed on cream and roses?”

“You are a silly boy, Dan. Wouldn’t papa call you
a noodle if he heard you talk like that? None but
hobble-de-hoys talk such exaggerated nonsense.”

«T]l take good care not to talk in that fashion be-
fore the governor; but as to hobble-de-hoys, tell me,
didn’t you meet Grierson yesterday in Duke Street?”

Janet nodded. “I don’t think he knew me at first,”
she said.

«Well, he did after; anyhow, he asked me who was
the young lady walking with you, and when I said it
was probably a cousin who was staying with us, he ex-
claimed, ‘By Jove! she’s a clipper. What a pair of eyes,’
and this and that. He’s as great a noodle as I am, and
there’s a man as hard as nails for you.”

«Well, certainly papa would not laugh at him, but
then the man who got the contract for the new Canadian
dock has a right to talk nonsense,” rejoined Janet,
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laughing good-humouredly. “My poor Dan, don’t go
and break your heart for nothing.”

“No, I sha’w’t. I know I am too much of a nobody
to have a chance; but Kitty’s a lovely creature for all
that; it’s a treat to be in the house with her.”

“She is very nice and obliging, I must say, but
mamma is a little too much taken up with her.”

“These Costellos must have been a fine family and
up to everything in the way of sport and amusement.
Kitty says she would like to take me back with her to
Cool-a-vin, and teach me to ride and to row, but I think
she’d find I can handle an oar as well as any of her
Cool-a-vin boys. No, thank you, no more tea, no more
anything. TIl go in next door and have a game of
billiards with Tom Cox.”

“Can’t you come out with me for a walk?” You
know papa does not like you to be so much with Tom
Cox.”

“Why? Can’t a fellow choose his own friends, eh?”

“Not if he doesn’t make a good choice!”

“Well, Janet, you are a disagreeable setting-up minx!
Good evening to you.” And Dan swung out of the
room, slamming the door after him.

Soon after Dolly was sent to bed by her elder sister,
who, feeling somewhat lonely and deserted, put on her
bonnet—young ladies did not wear hats at that date—
and went to revive herself by a stroll in the gardens
before their house with her admired friend, Sissy Larkin.
All Eversley Street was on visiting terms, and a frequent
exchange of heavy dinners took place between the mem-
bers of this extremely respectable society.
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“My DEAREST MOTHER,” began the letter which
reached Mrs. Costello a few days later, “I am so sorry
I missed writing to you on Monday, but you shall have
a good long yarn this time. I do not know how it is,
but it seems only necessary to fix a day for writing to
you to make sure of my missing it. Something always
happens to interrupt me or take me away. Uncle Lane
(who can be rather disagreeable sometimes), when I
mentioned how curious it was, explained the mystery by
saying it was because of the national inclination to say
‘Ves’ when ‘No’ would be better. Really English people
are very prejudiced and unreasonable, and all the time
they think no one has any sense but themselves. I was
thankful to have your letter on Wednesday. It is such
a pleasure to hear of all you are doing. It is nice, too,
to think you have had a spell of dry, fine weather at
last, and hear that Murphy is getting the garden into
order. I wish I were there to help him. Best of all is
that you took a drive. Did Punch go gently? Heisa
wicked little pony sometimes, and wants me there to
thrash him.

«Things are going on as usual here; they never go
any other way! In perfect good order and complete
monotony with a touch of slave-driving.

«At seven o'clock a horrid bell wakes you up, and
at eight another rings for prayers. And there is Uncle
Lane, brushed up and polished to' the nines, with a big
Bible and prayer book—the places marked all ready—
between the carving knife and fork, and the servants in
a row, as near the door as they can get. Even the
boot-boy is tidied up, and an extra touch of grease on
his head. Then Uncle Lane snaps out, ‘Let’s pray,
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and down we all go. As my place is near the window,
I have a full view of eight pairs of boot soles turned up,
all in a row. It is odd, but the sight of those pairs of
soles seem appallingly laughable to me! It is a mercy
I haven’t Madame or even yourself, darling, to exchange
glances with, or I couldn’t keep down the laugh. I must
say I like our plan best, quiet and comfortable after
breakfast is cleared away, and one can enjoy some of
the beautiful psalms, or the poetry of the prophecies.
That’s the advantage of having servants of a different
persuasion from one’s own. They can go off to their
work, and you can pray your own prayers without know-
ing that the poor ignorant creatures are scorning your
devotions, Then dear Aunt Lizzie bustles out and puts
on Mr. Lane’s coat, brushes his hat, and, I believe, gives
him a surreptitious kiss, and away he goes to the wor-
ship of Mammon! Englishmen seem to expect a good
deal of waiting on from their womenkind, but I do think
Mr. Lane is a good fellow. I believe, if you spoke
straight out about anything to him, he’d give you his
full attention, and help you if he could. The eldest
boy Dan (I think he was called after my grandfather
O’Donoghue) is a nice boy, tall and thin, and looks
almost like a gentleman. . He has fallen in love with me
of course. I am the newest thing he has seen in girls,
so I'll do my best to cultivate him,

“He’s very much afraid of ‘papa!’ I hate to see a
boy afraid, but fathers are harder than mothers. You
couldn’t be hard if you tried!

“There has been a great excitement the last few
days, for Mr. Lane’s younger brother (generally called
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Uncle Dick) is expected. He is considered a great
judge of everything and rather a man of fashion!

«] wonder what I shall think of him! He has been
away and travelling for I do not know how long. At
the same time Joe, who is such a queer, silent, fat little
boy, is going to a big boarding school a long way off.
I see Aunt Lane is rather melancholy about it. I wish
I might take Dan back with me, and teach him to ride.
By the way, it is just as well I did not bring my old
riding habit, for the girls I have seen riding here (not
many) are so perfectly turned out, I could not hold a
candle to them except in the riding. Ah! I could"
manage that.

«Well, I have at last been taken to see my eldest
cousin, Mrs. Dixon. For a long time Aunt Lizzie was
too busy to take an ‘evening out’ She is, you must
know, head house and parlour-maid, and at this time of
year there is a sort of feast of purification called the
spring cleaning, during which my aunt never leaves the
house; and Mrs, Dixon, it seems, was busy with her own
feast or fast, but the day before yesterday we started
about four o’clock, not in a carriage, but in a queer con-
veyance called an omnibus. First we walked to a sort
of meeting of four streets where we caught this concern.
It holds ten people inside and a good many on the top.
It is drawn by three fearful screws. An old, red-nosed
driver flourishes a long whip as if he would leave all the
world behind, and a stout, puggy little man, with a red
waistcoat and a funny white hat, blows a horn to give
notice they were about to start. Aunt scrambled in and
T came tumbling after.

“0Old women with baskets, a couple of girls with
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smart bonnets, all flowers and feathers, and some men
with umbrellas and newspapers, filled up the conveyance,
and we rumbled away over the stones. No one even
looked at his or her neighbour, but they could not help
touching them.

“It seemed rather a long drive, for they took a
round to set down passengers and pick them up, but at
last we got clear of the town and stopped at a pretty
little inn, with ivy growing over it and a bit of flower
garden in front. The “bus’ as it is generally called,
stopped here, everyone scrambled out and ran away
from each other as fast as they could. We walked on
a little further to a nice, tidy, stiff sort of villa with bow
windows at each side of the door, and high steps so
beautifully clean, and dumpy windows over the bows
screened by muslin blinds and curtains as white as snow.
There is a front garden full of plants with labels on them,
and as for the brass handles and knocker, they look as
if every soul in the place spent every hour of their lives
rubbing them up.

“Mrs. Dixon came to open the door herself. She
seemed very glad to see us.

“She is a serious-looking young person, with a
snubby style -of face and rather like her father, but she
is evidently very fond of her mother, though she tries
to hide it with true English dignity. Before we got into
the drawing-room a nice, rosy-cheeked, noisy little boy
of three came tramping upstairs and stopped to gaze at
us. His mother said,—

“‘Oh, Georgie, where have you been? In the kitchen,
I am afraid, You know that is forbidden! Anna does
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not like little boys in her kitchen. You only give trouble
and put things out of place.”

«<Baby sleeping,’ explained the little man. ‘Susy
said I might draw my horse and cart in de garden.’

«<sp’t it odd how fond children are of being in the
kitchen, said Mrs. Dixon to us; ‘and servants can’t bear
them there.

«<Not Irish servants, said I “They love to have
the “darlin’ childre” (as they say) downstairs, and do
not mind what they take.

««Their kitchens must be in a sad muddle, then,
she replied; ‘but come and sit down for a few minutes
before you take off your bonnets. I daresay you are
tired. It is quite warm and summer-like.’

«Yes, aunt said, she was. So we sat down.

«The little drawingroom was beautifully neat, and
had vases full of wax flowers on the chimney-piece, and
an unsteady little table in the window, and great knitted
things like lace shawls over the sofas and chairs—of
course they are antimacassars—but we have them in
colours, and they are generally on the floor at home.
The dogs cannot have patience with them.

«] again felt out of everything, for they talked of
nothing but house cleaning and the disobligingness of
‘Anna’ So, to show I took an interest, I asked,—

«‘Why don’t you send her away?’

«<Because it is not so easy to replace her.

«¢] have always heard English servants are so good
and clever.’

«<Not all of them, and they have a very strong
sense of their own rights.’ :

“¢Qh, that must be intolerable.’



RITTY COSTELLO. 33

“¢] am not so sure, said Aunt Lizzie. ‘If a girl
does not value her own rights, neither will she yours.’

“I found the time go very slowly for we had nothing
to talk about. The little boy who would not look at me
at first came over and stood at my knee, gazing in my
face as if he would like to make friends. He has the
O’Donoghue eyes, so I took him up and told him about
dear old ‘Bran” He was so interested that I was amused
myself, but said he would be afraid of a wolf-hound.
Children are dear things, but horribly troublesome. I
am afraid I am very inconsistent and a little selfish.

“At last our gentlemen arrived. They cdme in the
omnibus too, and we had high tea, pigeon pie and cold
ham, everything very nice; but tea tastes so queer with
meat, though one does not think so at breakfast.

“Mr. Dixon is very tall, with sloping shoulders and
a long neck. He has not a ‘big bow-wow’ manner like
dear Uncle Lane, but he gets his own way pretty well
I can see. He stared at me surreptitiously, as if I were
something he didn’t see every day. However, I made
myself as pleasant as I could; my aunt and Mrs. Dixon
hardly spoke at all. The men here seem to prefer
talking to each other, and women have a little bit the
air of being their servants, which I don’t like. I shall
always talk and make the men talk to me. I asked him
what the guns I heard sometimes early and sometimes
late were fired for. He said to give notice that the
American steamer was in.

“+] suppose you thought Westpool was a garrison
town,” he added, with a little contemptuous laugh. ‘I
suppose, like most young ladies, you are fond of red-
coats.’

Kitty Costello. 3
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“‘I prefer blue ones,” said I, thinking of the hussars
I saw in Dublin last year.

“‘Blue,’ he repeated. ‘Do you mean bluejackets?’

“‘What! sailors? Oh, no! Hussars and light dra-
goons. I never see any sailors.’

“‘I was going to congratulate you on your good
sense. Sailors are useful fellows.’

“‘So are soldiers, I suppose. We should soon have
rather too many foreign visitors if we disbanded our
troops.’

“‘If we had a few sensible business men to manage
matters, instead of a monopoly of aristocrats, we'd get
rid of these costly, showy jackanapes,’

“I could not help laughing. ‘I would not give much
for their sense if they laid down their arms and opened
their gates to the neighbours who are ready to devour
us,” I said.

“‘Oh! Are you a politician? A rare accomplish-
ment for a young lady.

“‘No. Are you?’

“‘Won’t you take some more tart, Kitty?’ put in
Uncle Lane, who seemed anxious to change the conver-
sation —so I let him—and told Mrs. Dixon how nice it
was, and she looked pleased.

“Then Mr. Dixon said that a number of bachelors
on the Stock Exchange were going to give a grand ball,
and that if his wife wanted to go she had better settle
to go with her mother, ‘for I have no*fancy for such
capers,” he ended. ;

“Then Mrs. Dixon said she did not think she could
leave the baby, for it was getting its teeth. I thought
it was rather stupid to stay at home for that, so I ex-
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claimed, ‘Oh! do come. Can’t your nurse take care of
the baby? She must know more about it than you do!’

“¢] don’t suppose my wife will thank you for such
a compliment, Miss Costello; and I'd be sorry to see
her leave her little one to an ignorant girl’

“¢Must you always stay with her?” Then I felt I
was making mistakes, so I stopped and tried to hold my
tongue.

“Uncle Lane asked me how I should like to go to
a ball. Isaid it would be quite heavenly. That I had
never been to more than three or four, and one of them
in Dublin was too delightful and I had nearly danced
my shoes off.

“Then Uncle Lane talked of giving a dinner-party,
‘and asked Mr. Dixon if he wouldn’t come. He answered
that he hated parties of every kind; that they were all
fantastic follies; and he hoped, as commonsense in-
creased, these absurdities would die out.

“¢‘My dear boy, you are too clever by half, said
uncle; ‘and, as I am tired and thirsty, I'll ask Liz for a
bottle of beer.

“] am beginning to like Uncle Lane. There is
something straight and sincere about him. But Mr.
Dixon is quite detestable! I never met anyone at all
like him. He is sour and conceited, and hasn’t a bit
of sympathy with anyone. He gives me the idea of a
Radical workman, who hates and envies everyone in the
least above him. I long to order him out of the room.
And poor dear Aunt Lane thinks him the cleverest crea-
ture in the world. Before we came away he asked me
how I was going to manage about my church; that, if I
liked, he would take me to hear Father Dwyer, who was

3*
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the most eloquent preacher in Westpool. ¢Of course,
he said, ‘I don’t care what place of worship I go to, so
long as I hear a fine discourse.’

“‘And why should I go to hear a Catholic priest?’
said I, holding up my head.

“‘Why, ain’t you a Catholic?’

“‘Is that all you know, Mr. Dixon? Are you not
aware that the gentry in Ireland are all Protestants?’

“‘I know they are all bigots, and, if the Protestants
have the best of it, they will give themselves the most
airs.’

“‘If you were there, Mr. Dixon, you would see the
difference between us” Then I turned to Uncle Lane,
for I didn’t like to seem unfriendly to my countrypeople
when I was in the land of the stranger, and said, ‘I
‘can’t help thinking that the Catholics have been cruelly
illtreated; but then devout people are always cruel if
they can’t agree as to how many angels, or devils, can
dance on the point of a needle!”

“As soon as I had said it I was sorry, for poor dear
Aunt Lane looked so shocked, and so did my uncle.
Worst of all, that horrid Mr. Dixon rubbed his hands
and chuckled as if he had found a chum.

“Then we went into the drawing-room, and Mrs.
Dixon played some pretty waltzes and airs, and sang a
ballad about bidding farewell that brought the tears to
my eyes; and I sang, but I don’t think the men heard
anything of the music, they were talking of some failure
of a firm that had ‘smashed up’ they said.

“Then Dan appeared. His sister seemed very glad
to see him, and presently he asked me if I would not
like to walk home, it was such a fine night, and barely
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three miles by the direct road, though the “’bus’ took a
long round.

“Of course I liked it, and said I could manage ten
miles easily. Mr. Dixon, who was smoking a detestable
pipe, sneered, and asked a sort of conundrum, ‘Given
ten miles without a young spark, how many with one?’

“I just turned to Uncle Lane and asked what a
‘spark’ meant?

“¢Oh! a young fellow who begins to fancy himself
a man.’

“¢Of course I would rather have Dan’s company—’

“¢I suppose you would be afraid to walk by your-
self in Treland?’ said Cousin Lizzie.

“¢What! at Cool-a-vin? What could happen to me
there? I'd go across the hills alone in the dead of the
night. There’s not 2 man or boy or gossoon that would
hurt a hair of my head. Afraid!’

“I think they did not believe me. Anyway, I walked
back with Dan—and he was happy, poor fellow!”

CHAPTER HI

«] gAVE a letter from Dick,” said Mrs. Lane to her
husband next morning, as soon as prayers were over
and the servants left the room. “He arrived the day
before yesterday, and wants to have a long talk with
you before he decides what he will do. He has lots to
tell us, he says. The reason he left us so long without
letters is that he has been wandering about the Rocky
Mountains, where there is no post.

“I hope he has not learned wandering ways—”

“Good morning, Kitty,” interrupted her aunt, as that
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young lady entered the dining-room. “You are late, my
dear. I hope you are quite well.”

“Oh, perfectly well. So sorry to be late. Last night
I had horrid dreams about my brother Fitz. I woke
up, and then dreamed, oh! fifty times and more.”

“Come, Kitty, not so often as that, my dear. Pray
keep within reasonable limits—

“Well, I did dream, uncle, at least a hundred times.
I thought Fitz was trying to shoot a huge tiger, and it
sprang upon him, but I drove it off It always came
back. So, when I fell asleep, I paid attention to it, and
did not wake till all hours. I am so sorry.” A short
silence, then Kitty resumed as if to herself, “It is very
bad to dream of wild beasts; they always mean trouble.”

“You don’t believe such nonsense as that, do you,
Kitty?” asked Joe, with a contemptuous laugh.

“I am not sure. When you hear of these things
being lucky or unlucky, you laugh, and get used to
them, and custom does so much—”

“You ought to reason yourself out of such stupid
superstition,” said Uncle Lane, solemnly.

“Oh, that would be like taking up a blunderbus to
shoot a humming-bird,” said Kitty, laughing.

“All this time there is a letter here for you, Kitty,”
said Dan, pausing as he passed the sideboard, where
the letters were always placed. “A queer, scratchy little
hand,” he continued, handing it to her.

“It is from dear Madame Dubois!” cried Kitty, her
lustrous eyes lighting up with joy. - “Excuse me, auntie,
I must look into it.” Then, breaking it open, she cried,
“Ah! it is from Fitz! I mean there is one inside. Now,
Uncle Lane, you cannot deny that is very curious, isn’t it ?” '
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«I see nothing curious about it. Mamma,” he added,
“] want to speak to you.”

Mrs. Lane obediently followed him, to receive, as
she expected, many directions respecting the prepara-
tions to be made for the arrival of Uncle Dick.

Uncle Dick was Mr. Lane’s half-brother. The latter
had been almost a second father to him, for Dick had
been unfortunate enough to lose both his parents when
he was ten and his elder brother twenty-two. Both had
to work hard, and live on little; but they were sincerely
attached, and when Lizzie O'Donoghue married beneath
her, she brought a true motherly heart to help her hus-
band in his kindly care of his young orphaned brother.

Dick Lane came of a more refined and intellectual
stock on his mother’s side, and his elder brother was
infinitely proud of the boy’s more attractive looks and
grave, decided manners.

Dick soon became useful to his brother in their
business, and an opportune legacy from a maternal aunt
enabled him to enlarge the borders of their business,
and indulge his own taste for travel in out-of-the-way
places.

For many reasons, then, Dick Lane was an impor-
tant personage in his brother’s house, nor did his fre-

“quent absences diminish his influence. His last had
been his longest absence, and now everyone was on the
alert to welcome him back.

His coming was of little importance to Kitty, who
was absorbed by her brother’s letter, in which he gave
a lively account of the occasion when he first smelt
powder—a skirmish with a border tribe in a mountain
district of the north-west.
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Kitty’s vivid imagination depicted the whole scene,
and she felt convinced that her beloved and admired
brother would soon develop into a brilliant cavalry officer,
and marry the daughter and heiress of some renowned
general. Then, to be sure, the dear mother must give
up the old home at Cool-a-vin to the young couple; but
she could settle herself in the old dower house, or at
Castlecrags, or somewhere.

So Kitty sat and built air castles till, returning to
her brother’s epistle, she read the end of it with re-
newed interest,—

“I hear that pretty fellow, Neville Routlege, has re-
turned to England to join his regiment again. They
are quartered at Manchester, only a short distance from
Westpool, so I daresay you may meet him. Don’t you
give him any attention. He is rather a conceited, selfish
puppy, not worthy of a girl like my Kitty. Send me a
long yarn, telling how you get on with the money-mak-
ing Saxons. The young Englishmen I meet out here
are capital fellows—well bred, well groomed, and straight
as a die. Don’t know how I should like Uncle Lane’s
sort. The dear mother misses you very much; do not
stay away too long—”

Someone seemed to have broken in on Fitzgerald
Costello’s lucubrations, for he stopped abruptly and bade
his sister a loving farewell.

“Kitty!” said her cousin Janet, “will you come into
the town with me? Mother wants us to do some com-
missions for her, and she is busy writing invitations. Is
1t not lucky that Uncle Dick will be just in time for our
dinner-party?”

“Is he very agreeable and amusing?”
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“I am not sure. He used to be rather serious and
silent, and oh! very particular. He was always telling
Liz, before she was married, how to sit and stand, and
walk and speak.”

“Why, he must be a prig! Couldn’t Mrs. Dixon
learn more from her mother than from a bachelor man
of business?” ;

“QOh, Dick has been a great deal in London society.
I think he will be a good deal surprised at you. You
do not seem to care what you say.”

“No, I do not, so long as I am not rude.. I am not
at all sure that Uncle Dick is qualified to give me
lessons. Is he like your father, Janet?”

“He is much younger, and much better looking,”

“But not so likeable, I am sure.”

“I didn’t know you had taken such a fancy to papa?”

“I don’t know that I have exactly taken a fancy to
him, but I do like him, though I suspect he thinks me
a goose. His greatest drawback is that he doesn’t under-
stand a joke.”

“And yours, that one never knows when you are in
earnest.”

“If you once saw me angry, or sorry, you would
never make any mistake again. But, Janet dear, I am
afraid I am a spoilt creature. They all praise and pet
me at home till I think far too much of myself, all ex-
cept Madame Dubois; she is so clever and keen, she
tells me the truth, and I am often annoyed with her,
but oh, she is right.”

“And what right has she to say disagreeable things
to you when she lives—”

“The right of superior knowledge and experience,”
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interrupted Kitty. ¥Oh, I always fight it out with her,
and we have great battles sometimes, but I value a word
of praise from her more than from anyone else, and she
does love me.”

“Look, Kitty, what beautiful strawberries!” exclaimed
Janet, as they passed a gorgeous fruit shop in one of the
most expensive quarters of the wealthy town.

“Yes, lovely. Let us buy them. Aunt Lane wants
some dessert, you know.”

“She would not thank us to bring her such expensive
goods as that. Do you see they are marked two
shillings, and I don’t think there are more than a dozen
and a half in that little basket?”

“Great powers!” cried Kitty in wild astonishment.
“It’s too cruel to have to pay that for a few bits of
strawberries. Why, in May we could pick them by the
hundred for nothing in Cool-a-vin gardens. We have
the loveliest strawberry beds—acres of them.”

“Yes, but you don’t pick them for nothing. What
wages do you pay your gardener and the man or boy
who helps?”

“Oh, I'm sure I don’t know. I never thought of that.
Why, Janet, life is not worth living if you must keep the
price of every trifle before your eyes.”

“Things will cost you terribly dear if you don’t.”

“Well, don’t let us make ourselves miserable just
now. We mustn’t disappoint my aunt.”

“Nor my mar,” returned Jane, laughing.

“Oh, Jane, don’t put an ‘r’ to it.”

“But I don’t!” cried Janet, indignantly. “What
nonsense you talk about ‘r’s’ and ‘h’s’ and ‘mar.”
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“As an English girl you ought to like truth, even if
it is disagreeable.”

%Oh, yes, if it is truth; but come along, you'll see
how much cheaper things are in the Riverside streets.”

Janet was right. Here they made the purchases,
much to Janet’s satisfaction. Returning to the higher
part of the town, they crossed a fine wide street, looking
down which Kitty observed that it opened on the quays,
and gave a view of the river and one of the landing-
stages.

“Is that the place I landed at?” asked Kitty.

“Yes, it must be. Papa’s office is quite near the
end there, looking out over the landing-stage.”

Here a gentleman crossed from the opposite side of
the street and took off his hat deferentially to Janet, who
blushed, bowed and hurried on.

“Who is your friend?” asked Kitty. “What a great,
huge, red creature! Like a navvy in his master’s clothes.”

“I believe he could buy and sell us all,” said her
cousin; “but I do not want to speak to him. I don’t
like his assurance. He always seems doing you a
favour when he recognises you.”

“Oh, God help him!” exclaimed Kitty, with infinite
contempt.

“What a strange girl you are, Kitty.”

“Why? One may well ask God to look after him
when he thinks so much of himself.”

Having executed Mrs. Lane’s commissions the two
girls returned home, where they found the house-mother
evidently in some tribulation which she hastened to unfold.

Dolly had come home from school at an unusually
early hour in a tearful agitated conditon.
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/\/)Why, what has happened?” asked the elder sister.

“It seems poor Dolly has been in disgrace off and
on about her French for some time. To-day she says
she took special trouble, yet broke down altogether, so
Wme s rather hasty, rebuked her very
severely, and poo: Maﬂy went into hysterics and
was sent home.” 4

“Aunt,” cried Kitty, flushing up with ardent sym-
pathy, “may I help Dolly to learn her lessons? It is
very hard to make sure of them in a strange language,
and she really cannot pronounce it. I have always
spoken French with my mother and Madame. Even
Fitz and Hyacinth can make themselves understood. I
will help Dolly all I can. When she has had her dinner
and a walk round the gardens we will have a good
hour’s work. Youwll see she will get on. Those tire-
some, unreasonable people shall not worry and browbeat
her any more if I can help it.”

“You are very kind, Kitty, my dear. It is too much
to ask from you. Dolly really does want some help in
preparing her tasks, but I think we pay Miss Dobbs
quite enough without half a guinea a week more
for preparation.”

“And I will be too pleased to do it for your sake
and Dolly’s,” cried Kitty.

Poor Dolly brightened up, and that very day Kitty
and her young cousin sallied forth into the garden op-
posite, and worked hard for a solid hour, till Dolly began
to think that she might perhaps rise above the difficulties
of the terrible language which had hitherto taken her
such agonising and fruitless pains to master.

This new departure made Kitty feel more completely
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one of the family than she had done before, and she
became more than ever her aunt’s favourite.

Meantime, “Uncle Dick” did not seem in any
hurry to return to his brother. A few brief notes in-
formed the expectant family that he was detained by
unforeseen business—by curious encounters with ac-
quaintances whom he thought were at the other side of
the world, till Mrs. Lane declared herself quite disap-
pointed with Dick.

One morning, however—the day before Mrs. Lane’s
dinner-party—a loud, imperative ring at the front-door
bell called Susan, the parlour-maid, from the extra
cleaning she was bestowing on the plate in anticipation
of that event.

“Oh, drat it!” she exclaimed to cook. “Of all
mornings to have visitors before dinner, to-day is too
vexatious. Couldn’t you go, cook? Missis will be out
quite an hour and a half longer, and I could get the
- whole of this finished in that time.

“Pve more than I can get through myself,” began
cook, when a second imperious summons made Susan
turn down her cuffs, whip off her apron and pitch it
into the plate basket, previous to running upstairs and
throwing open the hall door with a resentful air.

A gentleman was standing on the doorstep, who
turned to face her, a man above middle height, with re-
markably broad shoulders. He was dark and weather-
beaten in complexion, with steely grey, stern-looking eyes,
which gleamed angrily from under thick black eyebrows.
He wore something of a sportsman’s get-up, which at
that date often consisted of a black velveteen jacket and
a shot belt—the latter was not included in the visitor’s
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costume, but he had high gamekeeper’s gaiters and a
soft grey felt hat. He wore thick black moustaches, but
no whiskers, and a strap over his right shoulder sup-
ported a sort of courier’s bag.

“Are you dead or plague-stricken in this house, that
you keep the door shut?” he asked, in deep authoritative
tone.

Susan at first guessed him to be a murderer at
least, but the sauciness of a respectable and ratther petted
servant nerved her to reply, “No, sir; but we ain’t ac-
customed to visitors before early dinner-time.”

“Oh, indeed!” And the stranger stepped coolly
into the hall. “I suppose your master’s at his office,
hey? Mrs. Lane at home?”

“No, sir.”

“Well, I’ll sit down and wait for her—”

“But, sir—”

“Don’t you be afraid, my girl; I am not a burglar.
Give me to-day’s paper, and let me sit down.”

Something about this unusual stranger—it would
have puzzled her to explain what—reassured Susan, and
she ushered him into the morning-room, which over-
looked the back garden. The visitor glanced round
him, then threw himself into a rocking-chair and his
grey hat on the table. Susan disappeared for a moment
and returned with the morning paper, which she handed
him, saying, “Missis won’t be long, sir,” and left the
room.

The stranger rose, after a moment’s quiet, and
glanced round.

On a sofa behind the ‘door lay a grey chip bonnet,
beneath the brim of which was a ruching of soft white
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tulle, as was worn in those bygone days, a tuft of prim-
roses nestled among the filmy tulle on the left side,
while a long, straight, black silk scarf, edged with black
lace, hung over the end of the couch.

“Hum!” muttered the intruder, pacing slowly across
the room. “Untidy hussies! I wonder which of them
that smart rig out belongs to? Liz used to be—?”

He stopped short, for a sound of singing caught his
ear; it was at some distance, but approached as he
listened. A soft, melodious, clear voice, lilting forth a
sweet wild ballad —something the listener had never
heard before. He drew back behind the door as he heard
a swift step run downstairs and pause an instant, still
singing. He made out the words, “For he tore its chords
asunder!” then the singer came with a burst into the
room, and, turning towards the sofa, met the stranger’s
keen, almost cruel, glance fixed upon her as though he
would read her thoughts. She started, and stood still.

“Now for some airs and graces,” said the new-comer
to himself, noting the steadiness with which the lustrous
dark blue eyes of the tall willowy girl, who had entered
so impulsively, met his.

He was mistaken. She did not colour, or lower her
full white eyelids, but a faint, lovely colour began to rise
in her cheek and a smile to dimple round her mouth.

“Why!” she exclaimed, “are you Uncle Dick?”

“Yes, I suppose I am. And which of my nieces
are you?” He had risen and approached her.

“T am afraid I cannot claim you as a relation. Mrs.
Lane is really my aunt, and your brother, Mr. John Lane,
is my uncle by adoption and grace! Perhaps you have
heard my name? I am Kitty Costello,”
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“Costello sounds familiar; but are you going out?”
For Kitty had lifted the grey bonnet, and, going across
the room to avail herself of the glass over the mantel-
piece, proceeded to put it on with deliberate care. “I
hoped you would keep me company and tell me the
family news.”

«T would do so, only my aunt gave me some com-
missions and I must do them before dinner—there is
only an hour and a half left to me. Have you a news-
paper?” While she spoke she threw her silk scarf round
her shoulders and looked hastily round for her gloves.

“How tiresome! I must have left them at the top
of the house; but it doesn’t matter, I can go without
them.”

“What! an elegant young lady go out ungloved? I
am shocked.”

Kitty sparkled all over with a swift bright smile.
«] should not say that gloves always seemed indispen-
sable to yourself.”

“By Jove! you are right. My natural savagery be-
trays itself!”

“We will discuss that later. I must run away now.”
A slightly patronising wave of the hand and she was
gone.

“That’s a novel sort of a specimen. An uncom-
monly cool hand. Not much resemblance between her
and her aunt, who is softness and modesty itself. If I
don’t meet a girl built on my sister-in-law’s lines, I'll
never tie myself to any brazen piece of goods, however
handsome she may be; and Miss Kitty Costello is a
beauty and no mistake.”

For awhile Uncle Dick applied himself to his news-
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paper, and then examined the prints and mezzo-tints
with which the walls were decorated, many of which he
recognised, till the sound of the door bell and voices
in the hall announced the return of the lady of the
house.

The smile with which Dick Lane advanced to greet
his sister-in-law transformed his countenance. The hard,
contemptuous look melted into an expression of cordial
kindness, and the smile which lit up his eyes parted his
lips also.

“Hallo, Liz! It is good to see you again!” he ex-
claimed, and catching her in his arms bestowed a hearty
kiss on her still fair, smooth cheek. “What wonderful
women you are in these parts. Why, the eight years
and a bit that have slipped away since I said good-bye
to you have not traced a line on your brow—not a
wrinkle round your eyes. Not a bad kind of reward
for the merits of a sound heart and a good conscience.
Why a woman of your years—and I know how many
they are—is often old and withered and out of every-
thing.”

“I am glad to see you too, Dick, though you look
older and sterner than you ought, but our nice, moist,
healthy climate will bring back your youth!”

Dick Lane laughed mockingly. “Thank you,” he
said, “I prefer early middle age. Tell me, which of my
nieces is this?” and he held out his hand to a young
lady who had followed her mother.

“This is Janet, who has been my right hand since
Lizzie left us.”

“Very glad to renew our acquaintance, my dear,”
said Uncle Dick, bestowing a cool kiss on her brow.

Kitly Costello, G
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«] will fetch you your cap, ma,” said the young lady,
“and you can have a nice chat with uncle till dinner is
ready.”

«Thank you, my dear.”

Janet vanished, and Mrs. Lane at once plunged into
questions and reminiscences profoundly interesting to her
guest and herSelgae,

4

“EVERSLEY STREET,

« April 20, 18—.
ER,—I ought to have written to
you on Sunday, Bt that is the result of fixing a parti-
cular day for writing, you are sure to miss it, so in
future never expect a letter till you get it.

“Time goes here with the most extraordinary rapidity,
yet it is monotonous to a degree. I thought at first I
should be bored to death, but I am not.

«Aunt Lizzie is a dear. Her thought for everyone
is wonderful. I am often rather cross with her children.
They think too much of themselves and not half enough
of their dear mother, though they are not fit to tie her
shoe-strings! Uncle Lane is fond of her, but he gives
her no end of trouble.

«I do not think I should like to marry an English-
man, they are a tyrannical crew. Yet, when they are
gentlemen, there’s a style about them I admire.

«This is a perfect palace of punctuality. Do you
know, there is a particular day for each room ?—I mean
to be cleaned and polished and shaken and turned out
of the windows generally.
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“Keziah, the housemaid, is not like me, she never
passes it over. She always has to tell me which day it
is that I may put my things away out of the dust.
Keziah (don’t you hate those queer Old Testament
names?) is rather a nice-looking girl, and is some kind
of a dissenter—a Baptist or a Plymouth Brother—and
very serious; that they all are. It does seem funny to
have Protestant servants. I much prefer Catholics. It
is more convenient, too, for they can get a trifle of low
mass or vespers any time on Sunday, and it does not
interfere with dinner if you want to give a party. While
here they would let you starve before they would alter
their go-to-meeting services by half a second.

“Some will not go into a place where they have
cooking on the Sabbath. Indeed, the amount of things
they demand as rights are perfectly appalling, and the
more religious they are the harder and more remorse-
less. They never open their lips to you, and if I were
to utter a word of the funny things that came into my
head, I really believe they would report me to the police.
Yet the work they get through in a day is amazing,
and, as I said, everything looks quite new. The whole
life here is rather chilly. Vet I do like Uncle Lane, and
I think he likes me. I am gradually ‘insensing’ him
into the comprehension of a joke. I did not think he
was capable of taking it in. Dan does quite naturally.

“Now I have found some work to do.

“Dolly is a dear little dumpling, and I find she got
into great trouble over her French (she has gone to a
French class lately), so I offered to help her in preparing
her lessons (If dear Madame could hear her try to read!),
so I have her to myself for an hour and a half every

4*
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afterncon. It is odd we never hear of afternoon in Ire-
land. It is not easy to make Dolly learn, but she is
improving.

«I do not think Uncle Lane is really rich. They
have never had a man-servant. The girls have no idea
of riding, they do not even wish for a horse; nor the
boys either, I think. This is quite between us, for
though he does wear ‘tiger heads’ on his toes, Uncle
Lane has most of the ingredients that go to make a
gentleman, only they are not mixed up quite the right
_way. Another thing bothers me. They have lots of nice
silver, but there is no crest on it, only J. L. twisted up
together. Had the Lanes never any crest? Now, darl-
ing mother, I want to know if you could let me have a
new dress for a big ball we are invited to; it is nearly
2 month off, I can do with white muslin quite simple
and cheap, but oh! it must be fresh.

«] was called away from my letter yesterday and
only managed to come back to it this morning.

«Aunt Lane wanted everyone’s help, for an important
person had failed her at the last moment.

«]t seems that at dinner-parties here the part of
butler is played generally by a greengrocer (man who
sells vegetables. Tl have to add a glossary to my letters
soon).

«This is an incomparable performer, who looks like
an old family servant. Now everyone is in despair be-
cause he has sent to say he is too ill to come. I do
not know what is the matter; nothing short of gout, I
suppose.

«At all events Aunt and Janet went off in a great

R
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hurry to work a miracle or find a substitute, and I
promised to order more flowers and things.

«A little while after I went downstairs to find my
bonnet, and walking into the morning-room I found my-
self face to face with an odd-looking man—at least I
never saw anyone quite like him before. Not as tall as
Fitz, but bigger, with a kind of bony bigness, very brown
and weather-beaten, with thick, dark moustache and eye-
brows, but light, steely, cruel grey eyes. He might have
been handsome if he had been less forbidding. He wore
a black velvet shooting-jacket and high leather gaiters,
and looked something of a gentleman with a dash of
the ruffian. Some girls might have been afraid of him.
Of course I wasn’t. He rose up—he didn’t hold him-
self badly—and stared at me, and I stared at him, right
into his disagreeable eyes, till a sudden revelation flashed
upon me and I exclaimed,—

“T believe you are Uncle Dick.’

“‘Pray which of my nieces are you?’ he asked. He
has one of those strong, deep, commanding voices that
I confessI like in Englishmen, though they are not kindly.

“I explained that I had not the honour of being
related to him, and said who I was. Then I began to
put on my bonnet, for time was going fast, when he had
the coolness to ask me to sit down and talk to him,
and ‘keep him company!” (That man must be taught
his place!) I told him my aunt would be at home be-
fore dinner, and that I must do the commissions she had
given me. Then I asked if he had a newspaper, and
left him to it.

“They were all deep in mutton and rice-pudding
when I came back, and I will say Uncle Dick stood up
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and brought me a chair, handed me potatoes, and was
quite civilised. He had finished his dinner, so amused
himself studying me.

«¢] fancy you must have often heard me speak of
my dear sister, Mrs. Costello, this child’s mother,” re-
marked Aunt Lane.

«¢Yes? said Bluebeard (as I feel disposed to call
Uncle Dick); ‘but I don’t think you and your dear sister
spoke to each other in those days.

«Wasn’t it horrid of him? I couldn’t sit silent, so I
smiled a saucy smile, I think, and said, ¢Alas! how light
a cause may move dissension between hearts that
love!”

cc « Carambo! that’s true, cried Uncle Dick.

«So aunt exclaimed, ‘Is that a Spanish oath? I
hope you haven’t learnt to swear, Dick.’

«Hum! Tl not commit myself. Carambo, how-
ever, sounds bigger than it is; it’s equal to “By Jingo,”
or, to try an Irish illustration nearer still, “Thunder and
Turf””’

««Have you ever been in Ireland?’ I asked.

««No, my sweet niece; but I have met a good many
of your compatriots in California and elsewhere, regular
dare-devils, though there’s a streak of the woman mn al-
most all of them.

«Did you ever hear such nonsense, mother dear? I
think this horrid Uncle Dick would like to rile me for
his amusement. If that’s the diet he wants, he will find
short commons. So I nodded and smiled over to him,
and said, “Thanks for the compliment. A dare-devil of
a man, with a kindly heart, is a first-rate mixture.

««Very glad to have pleased you. I say, Lizzie, 1

SNSPRRIRSSERS
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suppose you don’t permit smoking in this sacred apart-
ment?’

««Well, dear, I don’t think John would like it in-
doors” And poor aunt coloured up, for she hates to
say ‘No. Then little roly-poly Dolly said,—

«¢Oh, Uncle Dick! you can smoke in the garden,
and there is a nice seat there. Il show you the way’

“¢Thanks, my pet; you must be Uncle Dick’s ally.’

“Then he got up and went off. Fancy Uncle Lane’s
brother, and a sort of pattern man, who wanted to set
an example of deportment, turning out like this!

“«Now I must stop, for I am going to put a finish-
ing touch to my white satin dress. The deep lace
berthe is very becoming, and I have added large puffed
sleeves, which makes it quite in the fashion. It might
be newer; but there, it has more style than you can find
here. I am so glad, my own dear, you are going to
stay with the St. George Costellos. Do get some new
caps, and go out to dinner.——Always your loving

Kirry.”

The entertainment which cost Mrs. Lane so many
anxious thoughts was partly given in honour of a newly-
married couple. The bride was renowned for her beauty
and her fortune. They had taken a fine house in a
neighbouring square, and Mrs. Lane, who had known
the bridegroom’s people, was the first to call upon and
invite the happy pair. She had selected some of her
most distinguished acquaintances to meet them, amongst
them the wealthy next-door neighbours, Mr. and Mrs.
Cox. The latter being absent, her place was filled by
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her mother-in-law, a rich, lively old lady of humble
origin and high pretensions.

- Most of the guests had arrived when Kitty slipped
into the room. She had in fact spent a good deal of
time dressing Janet’s hair, in the treatment of which that
young lady had little skill. John Lane noticed her un-
obtrusive entrance. In truth, he had grown very proud
of his wife’s niece, who had many delightful ways of
showing that she liked him, and was by nature much
more caressing than his own daughters. As he looked
at Kitty for the first time in evening dress, and noted
her lovely, creamy shoulders, her graceful throat, on
which her small head, with its wealth of chestnut hair,
was so proudly posed, her smooth, easy movements
suggestive of high-bred length of limb, solid and un-
imaginative as John Lane was, he felt that near relation-
ship to such a creature was like a patent of nobility!
He would, of course, have sooner died than confessed
such weakness.

Meantime, noticing that her Cousin Dan was sulking
near the door, she turned aside to ask what was the
matter with him.

«Not much,” he returned, colouring with pleasure at
her approach; “but I don’t like being made a tool of.
That jackanapes, the curate, has a sore throat or a
finger, and sent an excuse. So I am made to dress up
and come in his place, and I had promised to spend
the evening elsewhere.”

«Qh, never mind, Dan; you can sit next me. Won’t
you like that better?”

“Do you think they will let me have the place next
you? Not a bit of it—"
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“Mr. and Mrs. Sanders,” said the acti
stentorian tones, throwing the door open
extent.

Everyone stopped talking to gaze at th
bride. d

“They say she is a regular beauty,” whispere
to Kitty. “What do you think?”

“Women are not good judges of each other, Dan.
She looks happy and good-humoured, and has a fine
colour. There’s a good deal of her too.”

“You are right. She’ll be twenty stone before she
is five-and-thirty.”

“Qh, Dan, no; that is too much.”

«Kitty, my dear,” said her uncle, coming across the
room, followed by a very tall, big man, with red hair
and whiskers and skin, and round, impudent eyes, “let
me introduce Mr. Grierson to you—Mr. Grierson, Miss
Costello. He will take you down to dinner, Kitty.”

Dan stood back, and Kitty made a slight polite ap-
proach to a curtsey, smiling on her uncle a smile so
sweet, so brilliant, that Grierson was quite dazzled.

“Dan,” continued his father, ¢ Alderman Drinkwater
will sit next your cousin, and you must take Miss Evans.
Put her at the other side of Drinkwater.”

“Yes, sir.”” Then aside to Kitty, “I told you so.”

“That young fellow seems a little put out,” said
Grierson, thankful to find anything to speak of. It was
positively humiliating, this sense of helplessness.

“Boys of his age do not care for dinner-parties, I
think, and he wanted to sit beside me.”

“Set him up! I should think he did indeed!”

“Oh, it is very natural; he is quite at home with me,”
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“Dinner is on the table,” said the archiepiscopal
greengrocer, and Kitty placed the tips of her fingers on
Grierson’s arm. Once seated, she attended to her dinner.

“By Jove!” exclaimed her neighbour, when he had
swallowed a couple of bumpers of strong brown sherry,
“it’s a comfort to see a young lady eating her food as if
she liked it. I wonder you don’t all know that we men
have more sense than to believe you can live on air.”

“Why, what has that to do with it?” asked Kitty,
carelessly, for at that moment she caught Dick Lane’s
objectionable eyes fixed upon her at the opposite side of
the somewhat narrow table, where he was seated next an
elderly lady in a large red turban, with a bird of para-
dise perched on one side of it. Kitty could hardly keep
from audible laughter. “Do ladies like our opposite
neighbour often wear such things on their heads here?”
she asked.

“I suspect, though you laugh at it, that concern cost
a round sum of money.”

“I am sure I would give a square one to have it
taken off.”

“Even that would look well on you!” exclaimed
Grierson.

“A very doubtful compliment,” returned Kitty.

“May I ask if you are English?” he said, feeling
dizzy with delighted admiration.

“No, I am a stranger,” said Kitty, shaking her head.

“I thought so; there’s something so sweet in your
voice.”

“I am an Irishwoman,” added Kitty.

“Irish?” he repeated in blank astonishment. “I can’t
believe it. I've had plenty to do with Irish navvies—
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most troublesome devils in creation—but I never met an
Irish gentleman in my life.”

Kitty turned and looked steadily at him, a slightly
mocking smile curving her ripe red lips, then she said
very distinctly, “I quite believe you. Now you have met
an Irish lady.”

Dan, who sat a little below her, heard the stinging
rebuke, and burst into an applauding laugh, exclaiming,
“Bravo, Kitty!”

Kitty sat silent and demure till the “ancient retainer”
handed her a dish of asparagus, to which she helped
herself carefully, and Grierson, feeling most terribly
snubbed, rallied his forces and set to work to smoothe
down this fascinating, formidable creature.

«I suppose you have been a long time in England
or somewhere?”

«It is exactly three weeks and two days since I left
Ireland for the first time.”

“Oh—ah—indeed. Well, I can truly say I had no
idea such charming girls grew there,” and he laughed
uneasily.

«I must be a delightful discovery.”

“That you are, and no mistake, I never met any
girl like you before.”

“Your experience seems rather limited.”

“Oh, I can tell you I know my way about; but some-
how I feel I have offended you, and, believe me, I'd
rather lose my new dock contract than offend you. On
my soul I would. Do tell me; put me right.”

“Offend me?” echoed Kitty, looking critically at him,
her haughty little head slightly on one side. “That is
what very few people could do. There are sins of
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ignorance and sins of intention; for the latter, of course,
there is no forgiveness. Now tell me what is a con-
tractor? They say you are a great contractor. My cousin
showed me what he calls ‘your works’ down by the
river, and from the widespread river we saw there I
should say you were an ‘expandor,” not a contractor.”

“Ah, ha! that’s good, very good. One must mind
one’s p’s and q’s with a young lady like you. If you
really want to know what a contractor’s business is like,
no man could tell you better than myself. You see a
lot of fellows with heaps of cash get together and think
they could make a lot more out of it than they do if
they could build a bridge here, or a dock there, or a
railway somewhere else, so they put down their cash,
and then they are done. But then they have to find a
man who knows all about brickwork and masonry and
iron, also all about strength and capacity, roughly, and
how much these things cost. Now he knows all this
well enough to be able to tell the moneyed men what it
will all cost, and able on his own account to say what
he will build the bridge or the dock or the railway for,
and know for himself what he’ll be able to get out of it.
Then he must find the best engineers, architects, mechanics,
labourers, navvies.”

“Stop! stop!” cried Kitty, really interested, “you take
my breath away. Do you mean to say you can manage
all that? Why, how old are you? Pray do not think
me rude, but you don’t seem to me old enough to have
had time to learn all that; besides, a man would not
care about being thought old.”

“Pm not so sure, Miss Costello. Youth and a long
stretch of strong middle age are grand ingredients in
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success. If you care to know, I shall have reached forty
before next New Year’s Day. I am about the youngest
man of my standing in the calling, and I have well
twenty years’ good work before me.”

“In a good hour!” ejaculated Kitty, touching her brow,
her heart, her right and left shoulders, swiftly and gently.

“What’s that for?” asked Grierson, his red face
blazing with gratified vanity.

“To avert ill luck. The peasants and servants do
that in Ireland when they hear people building castles
in the air.”

“My castles are stone and mortar,” said Grierson,
with a touch of pride which Kitty understood.

“Well, in twenty years,” she resumed, “you may pile
up a mountain of gold or—”

“Don’t say it!” he exclaimed, with a restraining
gesture of his right hand.

“No, I will not. But I repeated the first words of
an Irishman’s formula, ‘In a good hour be it spoken,
and signed the cross to avert ill fortune.”

“If I have your good wishes, I'll go far!” said
Grierson, exultingly.

Kitty shook her head and smiled a pensive little
smile. “I am afraid we Costellos are not lucky people,
though we may bring luck to others.”

“Look here, Miss Costello, I'll ask Mrs. Lane to come
down with yourself and her daughter to a bit of lunch
at the works, and show you more about contracting and
all belonging to it in an hour than I could explain in
days. Tl take you up into where the river narrows in
my steam launch after. You are not afraid to go on
the water, are you?”
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“Afraid of a boat?” cried Kitty, opening her dark-
blue eyes. “Why, I often sail out alone, except for a
bit of a fisher boy, and that on the Atlantic; but my
aunt is moving.”

“You are the most remarkable girl I ever met!” ex-
claimed Grierson, with intense conviction, but Kitty was
away. '

The rest of the evening was rather trying to our
young stranger. Grierson would not leave her side, and
Uncle Dick seemed to take a perverse pleasure in inter-
rupting their conversation and turning it into other
channels.

The bride, who had been at a costly London school
and learned singing from a genuine “signor,” favoured
the company with some arias and cavatinas. Then Mrs.
Lane begged her niece to give them an Irish air.

“I don’t think they would care for it,” said Kitty,
“and you know I am quite untaught.”

“Never mind,” put in Uncle Dick, “what was that
you came into the room singing yesterday about ‘Tear-
ing its chords asunder?’ I haven’t a doubt yowd do it
if it were a heart.”

“Very well. TIll sing it at any rate.”

Kitty swept away to the piano, and had her gloves
off in a twinkling. As she said, she was untaught, but
she had a most correct ear, and a full, rich mezzo-
soprano voice. Nor did she need any music on the
stand before her. She was soon thrilling forth with in-
finite spirit and pathos, “The Minstrel Boy.” It was one
of her favourite ballads. She quickly forgot all about
her listeners, and sang with all her heart.

“By Jove! she can sing,” said the subdued Grier-
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son. “I never cared a rap for singing before. In fact,
I never met her match. Did you?” addressing Dick
Lane.

“T'm not sure.”

«Then she is your cousin or your niece, hey? Which
perhaps—"

“No,” interrupted Lane, “there’s no relationship be-
tween us. Miss Costello would not thank you for the
suggestion. She is as proud as Lucifer, with a queer,
irrational sort of pride,” and Dick laughed a somewhat
scornful laugh.

«“And no wonder!” exclaimed Grierson.

Meantime, the bride addressed the songstress. “I'm
sure you have given us a treat. You have a delightful
voice. If you wanted such a thing, you might make a
heap of money with your voice. Did you study in Paris
or in London?”

“Qh, thank you! I am very pleased you like my
singing. But as to study—I never studied at all. My
governess understands music, and did her best for me,
but I am very ignorant.”

It is a great pity you hadn’t a first-rate master. 1
hope you will come and see me, and we will try a duet
together. I will ask Mrs. Lane to let you come.”

The guests began to disperse, all expressing their
enjoyment of a delightful evening. Mr. Grierson talked
for some minutes in an eager way to his hostess, and
then crossed the room to say good night to the adorable
Kitty.

“T have asked Mrs. Lane to fix a day for our party,
Miss Costello. She says she will, when she can settle it
with Lane, He is a capital fellow. I've a great respect
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for Lane, he’s a first-rate man of business. Well, good
night!” taking her hand, and almost crushing it in a
huge grip. “Eh! Tl think it long till I see you again.”

Kitty flushed, drew away her hand, and held up her
head with resentful hauteur, which did not seem to
affect the bold contractor. The host accompanied his
favoured guest to the door, where he met his brother,
who had escorted the bride to her carriage. Dick no-
ticed Kitty standing in a stately fashion by the piano,
her dainty chin in the air, her eyes alight and her cheeks
glowing, while she was busy rubbing her long slender
fingers with her lace-edged pocket-handkerchief.

“Just look at Kitty, mother!” cried Dan. “She is
quite indignant because poor Grierson presumed to shake
hands with her. Now I think he is rather a fine fel-
low.”

“Perhaps; but he doesn’t know his place,” said Kitty
decidedly.

“Well, you gave him a pretty sharp lesson at dinner,
eh, Uncle Dick? You heard, didn’t you?”

“Yes. A brilliant rebuke. But these witty sallies
are more likely to make a girl bitter enemies than use-
ful friends, Miss Costello.”

Kitty’s speaking face changed to a mocking smile,
showing her pearly teeth. “My dear Mr. Lane,” she
replied, “what possible importance can Mr. Grierson’s
enmity or friendship have for me?”

She snatched up her gloves, waved a careless good-
night to Dick Lane, conveying the idea that he was of
small account himself, bestowed a kiss upon her aunt,
and slipping her arm through her uncle’s, pressed her
charming head against his shoulder saying, “Get away
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to bed, nunky, dear, or yowll never be in time for
prayers at eight o’clock to-morrow. And you must put
up a few extra for your naughty niece!” Then she
vanished.

«She is a little devil, and no mistake,” said Dick
Lane, looking after her. “If ever a wild cat wanted
taming, she does!”

«Pooh, nonsense!” returned the master of the house.
“She’s just full of harmless fun and good nature.”

Dick looked at him and shook his head.

CHAPTER V.

THe return of Dick Lane to his brother’s home did
not add much sociability to the domestic circle.

Dick soon established himself in a quiet but well-
known hotel situated in the business part of the town,
and when he looked in of an evening, which he often
did, he generally detained his brother in the dining-
room, where they smoked pipes and talked business till
late, quite absorbed in their own affairs, and showing
little or no interest in the ordinary topics which oc-
cupied the ladies and boys of the family.

«It is not like Dick,” said Mrs. Lane. “He used
to be so friendly and kind, especially to me. Rather
exacting, and most particular. Naturally, a fine gentle-
man, and steady. Oh, steady as a rock! old of his
years indeed. He was engaged to a very nice girl,
whom we all thought the pink: of perfection. Very re-
ligious. Taught in the St. John’s Sunday Schools, and
helped in the parish. She had him in great order, and
was too spiritually minded to allow Dick many privileges

Kitty Costello. 5
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in right of their engagement. He looked up to her as
if she were an angel from heaven, something too pure
and holy for the life of every day.”

“And did he really like a refrigerated creature of
that kind?” said Kitty, who was sitting with her aunt,
diligently mending some fine lace for that lady. “I am
sure there is nothing very saintly about Mr. Richard
Lane himself.”

“Well, no,” and Mrs. Lane sighed. “I must say he
is sadly changed. Before he went away he was most

—particular, not to say severe, but after the cruel disap-
pointment he had he seemed to grow quite careless, if
not reckless.”

“Oh! he had a disappointment, had he?” There
was a mild degree of interest in Kitty’s tone.

“Yes, indeed! I was so fond of Dick. When I
was first married—that was more than twenty-three years
ago—Dick was quite a schoolboy, and I can’t say how
good and kind he was to me. I was very happy with
the two brothers. Then my dear John found a good
opening down here, so we came, and I am sure we
never regretted it. Then Dick fell in with Miss ——-,
I needn’t mention her name; that estranged him rather,
for she looked on me as a little common and irreligious,
partly because I was Irish.”

“Irish!” cried Kitty, with a ringing, scornful laugh.
“If Mr. Grierson is considered an elegant, distinguished
individual here, I can quite understand that the West-
pool people find you and the Costellos below par. What
an extraordinary experience for me this visit of mine is.”

“Well, Kitty, my darling,” said her aunt, persua-
sively, “you know we are all fond of you and think you
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a beauty, but don’t think too much of yourself. Mr.
Grierson is a very rising man.”

«What is he rising on, aunty, my dear? Not on the
wings of fame, eh? or that specimen from Murray’s
Grammar, the only thing I ever learnt from it, ‘On
Eagles Wings, ‘The Drapers’ Company.” There’s no
connection, you know, only a specimen of the possessive
case; but it is quite suitable to Mr. Grierson. The
only things to raise him are ¢companies’ and ‘bricks’
and ‘feet of clay.””

«Ah, Kitty, you are a bright girl, but I wish you
had a trifle more commonsense. Grierson is a little
conceited, but he bears a high character; and, my dear
thild—and I do love you, Kitty—you must forgive me
if I tell you some uncomfortable bits of truth—things
look uncommonly bad in Ireland. My good husband
had a letter from your brother’s lawyer a few days ago,
to ask him if there was a chance of finding a purchaser
for Cool-a-vin, for there’s a talk of a new Act of Parlia-
ment by which the people, whose interest has not been
paid sharp to time, can be sold up, house and land,
river and coast, and the owner ruined entirely. Now,
Grierson is just the man to buy the whole thing, stock,
lock and barrel, and set you as queen to rule over it,
and keep your own dear mother like a queen dowager—”

«Stop!” cried Kitty, turning very white and start-
ing to her feet. “Would you have me help a—a navvy
to take my father’s place, my brother’s birthright?”

“Oh, my dear, my love! many 2 bright Irish girl
has sacrificed herself to give the mother that bore her
4 home, and not repented it, Kitty, but come to love
the husband that brought peace and plenty to their

5%
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. An Irish girl belongs to her people before
ing—before her fancies and tastes for a hand-
loy or a fine figure. Sure, you should leave these
selfish’ whims to the men.”

“Hush, hush!” whispered Kitty, with a catch in her
throat. “Do you mean to say that my sweet mother
could ever need the aid of that contracting brute—I
mean, that very rising gentleman, Mr. Grierson? There,
don’t speak any more. Now, let me go. Why should
I take fright in this stupid way? TIl come back before
dinner is ready.”

<~ She threw down the long lace flounce on which she
had been at work, and swept, with sobs and flying feet,
to the door.

Opening it wide, she ran into Dick Lane’s arms as
he was about to enter.

“Why—what—" he began in great surprise, but
Kitty unceremoniously pushed him aside with no gentle
hand, and ran away upstairs.

“What is up, Lizzie?” he exclaimed. “Why, the

~-lovely Kitty is drowned in tears! Have you offended
‘the ould ancient blood of the Costellos’ and behaved
like an ill-bred Saxon?”

“Do not ask me, Dick. God knows! I wouldn’t
bring a tear to her eyes to buy the wealth of worlds.”

“That I am pretty sure of. But I fancy she is a bit
of a fury—has a touch of the national temper! It’s
uncommonly becoming though. Come, Iam very prudent,
tell me what’s the row?”

“No, Dick; you are curiously unsympathetic to Kitty.
You don’t know what a sweet angel she is.”

“No, I do not; and, if I like her at all, it is because
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she does not pretend to be sweet or angelic, but just
a natural, saucy, pleasure-loving girl, with a first-class
opinion of herself.”

«She is better than that, Dick. She is a true-
hearted woman; just devoted to her people and—”

“My dear sister-in-law, the only self-forgetful woman
I ever knew is yourself. T am glad to think Jack found
you and you found Jack, and, above all, I thank God I
was lucky enough to have my eyes opened in time, be-
fore 1 was indissolubly tied to a ‘sweet angel’ whose
heavenly qualities would have made life a trifle too much
for me.”

«Ah, Dick, I do not like to hear you speak so
bitterly. I hope you will find some nice, simple, truth-
ful English girl who will make a happy home for you,
and—"

«“Are you sure I should deserve such a paradise? I
am rather afraid I should be disposed to feel thoroughly
sick of the simplicity and truthfulness about which I
talk, and wish for something more piquant. We are
unreasonable brutes, we lords of creation. Let me im-
press one thing upon you, my dear Lizzie; for God’s
sake do not try to make a match between Grierson and
our charming niece! She doesn’t think him fit to dust
her shoes. He takes her at her own valuation. She
would break his heart and drive him to drink; it’s the
resource of men of his stamp. She would become a
hard, cruel, maddening devil!”

“Mercy, Dick! How you can even think such
things I cannot imagine. Between you and me, 'm
aftaid there are hard times before my poor Kitty. They
are on the brink of ruin, - The property is loaded with
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“farragos about women earning their own bread. They
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debt, and will be one of the first sold up under the
new Encumbered Estates Act. What will become of my
poor sister, God only knows; and Kitty must marry
somebody.”

“I suppose so. I don’t believe in these new-fangled

will only get into dangers and difficulties, and give their
friends no end of trouble. Really, the mariage de con-
venance is the only sensible system going.”

“Don’t recommend such heartless, worldly, ungodly
hardness! It would break my heart to see one of my
own girls sacrificed in that fashion.”

“The girl herself wouldn’t care a rap! I've seen a
lot of such marriages in South America.”

“If you please, 'm,” said the prim and proper
Keziah, coming into the room, a salver in her hand and
on it a card, “will you see the gentleman, 'm?”

“Why!” exclaimed Mrs. Lane, with a frightened air,
“it is Mr. Grierson himself. What shall I do?”

“See him, of course,” returned her brother-in-law,
laughing. “This is growing serious.”

The next moment Mr. Grierson was shown in. He
wore a vast frock-coat and a bunch of fiery red
geraniums in its buttonhole. A gorgeous waistcoat (such
things were worn at that date by the unenlightened),

~and he held a glossy, brand new hat in his hand.

“I believe I ought not to call on you at so early an
hour, Mrs. Lane,” he said; “but I am anxious to settle
this little matter of the luncheon, of which you were so
good as to say you would partake in my workshop or
yard. Now youw'll excuse a busy man if I ask you to
fix an early day. How would next Wednesday suit
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you? I have an appointment at the Board of Works up
in town on Thursday, and don’t expect to get back be-
fore Saturday.”

«Oh, thank you, Mr. Grierson. If Mr. Lane can
fix a day, any one will suit us.”

«Well, I met your good man early this morning. He
says he will try and come, but I am not to count on
him. He is tremendously busy. Indeed, I don’t sup-
pose a ‘corrobery’ of that kind would please him, but I
am not a Bluebeard, and, besides, would look after you
as carefully as if 1 was your grandfather. I hope this
young fellow,” slapping Dick on the shoulder, “will
honour me. He looks as if he wanted a little rousing
up. You used not to be such a glum-looking chap
when I knew you in London. How long ago? Ten
years?”

Dick laughed good-humouredly. “I am ten years
older, which accounts,” he said.

«Not when a feilow has been so deuced lucky as
they say you have been? Well, Mrs. Lane, is it to be
‘yes’ or ‘no’?”

“Let it be ‘yes,” Liz” said her brother-in-law, “and
we'll make Jack come along whether he likes it or not.”

«Pm sure it will be a great treat to us all, Mr.
Grierson, and what time shall we—7?”

«QOh, one-forty-five, for we'll take a cruise up the
river after. Miss Costello said she’d like to go. How
is she—all right, I hope? Is she at home?”

«I am not sure,” hesitated Mrs. Lane. “She often
goes out with Dolly at this hour,” and Mrs. Lane rang
the bell. “Go and see if Miss Costello is at home, and
ask her to come down.”
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During Keziah’s absence on this quest, Grierson
could not keep quiet. He rose, and walked to and fro,
asking many questions respecting the state of things in
Brazil and Paraguay. “I met a Brazilian last week at
old Cox’s, an uncommon wealthy man, I am told, who
wants to get a bridge or two built on his property. He
seems to know you, and told me of your ride across the
Pampas and through the old Spanish priestly settle-
ments. What sort of fellows are those South American
chaps to deal with, eh?”

“As individuals they are far from bad, but have
nothing to do with the governments, they are always
bursting up and repudiating their debts. I would not—

Here Keziah returned. «If you please ’m, Miss
Costello and Dolly have just gone out for a walk.”

“Gad, I am deucedly unlucky. Youwll excuse my
running away, Mrs. Lane; I just live in a hurry. Wednes-
day next, then—one-forty-five! Hope we'll have fine
weather. By the way, you have another daughter,
haven’t you—married—Mrs, Dixon?”

“Yes, she lives out Riversdale way.”

“Then you be sure to bring her. It’s an out-of-the-
way sort of a party. She might like to come.”

Mrs. Lane accepted for her daughter, and Grierson,
considerably clouded over, took leave.

“What a pitiable object a practical, clear-headed,
capable man is when he has such a fit of temporary in-
sanity as that unfortunate Grierson, and all for a pair
of laughing blue or blue-black eyes and a sweet red
mouth.  Grierson will give you some trouble unless you
are prepared to give him his head, Liz»

“Pm sure, Dick, I do not know what to say. It
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might turn out a very fortunate marriage, but—but you
yourself, Dick, would you like to see our sweet Kitty
(and you do not know how kind and thoughtful she is,
and generous, and—)”

“The fact is, you are all demented about this de-
lightful Irish girl. She can be a delightful creature,
though she is scornful, till she makes one long to punish
her with a storm of kisses.”

«My dear Dick, you astonish and shock me.”

«Never mind. Dve been out of the latitudes of
prunes, prisms and proprieties, but I can behave myself.

To return. No, I don’t think I should mind seeing

‘Kitty of Cool-a-vin’ linked in holy wedlock to our friend
Grierson. She would make his shiners fly, and be
the most ornamental investment he ever made. What a
life she would lead him!”

«And what sort of a life would he lead her, Dick?” |

«He would be her slave; for mark me, my dear
sister-in-law, your Kitty is a very formidable young
person. Very few men have her pluck, and, as you
say, she has flashes of kindness and generosity that
dazzle and blind even a hard, determined bachelor like
myself. She is just the sort of girl I'd pray to be de-
livered from. No, I want a woman like yourself, Lizzie
—kind and sensible, loving home and family; neither
witty nor dull, and capable of understanding me when I
talk of my plans and hopes.”

“Yes, I see, Dick, able to follow, but never presum-
ing to originate—quite a man’s ideal.”

“Why, I really believe that wicked young niece of
yours has been stirring up the original sin of revolt in
your true, simple heart,”
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Mrs. Lane laughed good-humouredly. “Do not be
too sure I required stirring up. But I hope Kitty will
not get herself or me into trouble.”

“There’s nothing more likely,” returned Dick, con-
solingly.

“I sent you an invitation from our neighbour, Mrs.
Cox,” resumed Mrs. Lane. “The young people next
door are giving a party in honour of the eldest boy’s
birthday to-morrow. They are to have charades and
games, and I don’t know what. And they want you
to come, but I don’t fancy you would care for such
things.”

“Oh, if John goes, Ill go too. Don’t fancy I am a

_crabbed old square-toes. I sometimes feel a vague sense
of renewed youth. I wish John would join me in London.
We might develop a big business there.”

“Don’t be too ambitious, Dick. Big things of all
kinds frighten me.”

Dolly and her helpful kinswoman had beat a rapid
retreat, when Keziah presented herself, with a request
that Miss Costello would come downstairs as there was
company in the morning-room. She had cautiously
slipped out of the schoolroom and peeped over the
banisters when she heard wheels and horses’ feet pausing
at the front door, so caught an enlightening glimpse of
a fiery red head in the hall.

“Come, Dolly, let us run downstairs and out of
the garden door before we are canght.” And so both
girls effected a masterly retreat.

Before they returned the enemy had vanished, and
Kitty was amused by the prospect of lunching in one
of the extensive sheds at which she had looked from
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a distance when Cousin Dan had taken her to see the
wonderful works of Grierson, contractor and builder.

As soon as dinner was over Kitty betook herself to
her room, where she had established her writing materials
and seldom let many days pass without giving a report
of herself and her doings. Here she sat down and
opened her blotting-book, sitting for several minutes be-
fore it in deep thought, her sweet, fair face hushed into
an expression of stillness and sadness, yet firm and com-
posed withal.

The letter she then began was not addressed to
Mrs. Costello.

«My DEAR GOOD FriEND,—whom I love and trust,”
were the opening words, “I ought to have written you
sooner, for you will be dreadfully lonely when my mother
is away. Yet, no—you will be so fiercely busy, so bent
on rubbing and scrubbing and brightening every pos-
sible and impossible place, that your thought for others
will heal and strengthen you. Don’t you want me to
bully the boys and make the girls hurry their work, and «
see what dawdlers they are? Yet sometimes how
quickly they take up an idea, and how heartily they
sympathise. ~But you manage them very well, and
are rather like an Irishwoman yourself, dear Madame
Dubois.

«This is going to be a short letter, chiefly questions,
and you are not to say one word about it to the precious
mother.

«I am rather startled, cherie, and a little unhappy,
chiefly because I am in darkness. Darkness is horrid!
Somehow my kind Aunt Lizzie and I drifted into a sort
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of business talk this morning. Business is very dis-
agreeable—it is a dragon that devours one up, and to
it there is point de réplique!

“Aunt Lizzie says that some dreadful new Act of
Parliament or law has been invented by which unfor-
tunate people who cannot pay the interest on their land,
and you know it is always charged a great deal too
much, are dragged into court and everything belonging
to them is sold. Something may be saved out of it for
the owner, but generally nothing. Now my aunt says
that something of this kind is going to happen to Fitz.
Do you know anything of it? I do hope no one will
frighten my mother with such stories! You know she is
not intended by nature to face rough weather! It would
be cruel to ask her; and I am helpless from training, or
rather the want of it. You are the only creature
amongst us all who is capable of earning your bread,
and that is the truest sort of fortune. You have always
been a tower of strength to us—and to me especially.
Tell me what you have heard? Is real mean, squalid
poverty striding to meet us? Counsel me, dear old
friend! If it is, what can I do? I met a lady here a
few days ago. She has a fairly good voice and, better
still, has studied in London under a good master. She
thinks my voice rather beyond the general run. Could
I do anything with it? I don’t want to teach; that must
be—well, like going down below. Aux enfers does not
sound pretty in English. But I should not mind singing
at concerts and places. Then the whole business bristles
with difficulties. Write and tell me all you know. If
things are really going wrong I will come home at once.
We will not let our dearest Lady of Cool-a-vin return
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there to tear her heart by leaving it, knowingly, for ever.
What an awful word that is! She seems quite pleased
with her visit to Dublin. What news from Fitz?
Hyacinth does not often write to me, and is not very
flattering when he does. He looks on me as a child
of wrath. What a pity he takes such gloomy views.
At present he is full of going away somewhere— China,
I think—as a missionary. He might as well go to a
nice place when he is about it. But anything is better
than trying to be a missionary at home. It is so uncivil
to one’s countrypeople to play at converting them, when
they were good Christians long before you were born.
Oh! I must stop, there’s the bell for tea, it is early to-
night. Do write to me. Do! do! do!—Your loving,
rebellious Kirrv.”

CHAPTER VL

«Your uncle is not coming home to supper,” said
Mrs. Lane to Kitty, looking up from a note just handed
to her when dinner was half over, a couple of days
after. “Give the boy something to eat and a glass of
beer; there is no answer, Keziah.”

At the date of this story people had mot got into
the habit, for they had not got the means, of sending a
«wire” when they wished to suggest “chops and tomato
sauce” to their wives or landladies, or other important
communications.

«He is going to dine with Uncle Dick.”

«Then Uncle Dick is very ill-natured to ask him,”
cried Dolly. I wanted him to see me as little Bo-peep
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in the tableau. I have a beautiful woolly lamb that
Mr. Cox gave me.”

“Well, I thought Uncle Dick was coming with us to
Mrs. Cox’s party himself,” remarked her mother.

“I do not think Uncle Lane or his brother care to
speak to anyone but each other,” said Kitty.

“It seems like it,” added Janet; “always business,
business from morning till night. No wonder they don’t
care to speak to us; we know nothing whatever about
such things, and our men-folk know nothing else.”

“It would do them a great deal of good if they tried
to learn,” suggested Kitty. “There’s your Uncle Dick
-—I fancy he has seen a great deal in his travels. He
might tell us about them sometimes.”

“Oh, he can, if he likes!"” cried Dolly, eagerly. “Out
in the garden, when he was smoking, last Sunday, he
told me about a long ride he took. Oh, miles and
miles, across great grassy plains, galloping as hard as he
could, and a lot of horses following, so that when he had
tired one he could jump on another, and wild kind of
men with big knives in their belts going along with him
—rather wicked men, I think.”

“Yes,” put in Joe, “that was in South America, be-
fore he went up to California; but he did not see any
gold in South America, only great big, immense moun-
tains, so high that—”

“Joe, dear boy, you know you have your Latin to
do this afternoon. Go, wash your hands, dear, and
your mouth is all over raspberry jam; and it’s about
your last lesson at home.”

Grumbling indistinctly, Joe rose and precipitated
himself into the hall.
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«How fond you all are of sweet things in England,”
said Kitty, meditatively. “I never cared for them myself.
I prefer maccaroni cheese or vegetables, sea-kale and
asparagus and green peas and salsify to pies or pud-
dings for second course. An TIrish boy of Joe’s age
wouldn’t touch raspberry jam-—mushrooms done on the
bars of the kitchen grate or snipe cooked with the trail,
that’s the sort of thing he’d like, or eggs roasted in the
turf ashes. Oh, they are good!”

«One would think you were an epicure, Kitty,” said
her aunt, laughing.

«] think I am, rather. Did you ever teach your
cook to make potato cake, aunt?”

«No, my dear, I never had the courage to attempt
it. It's bad enough to interfere with one’s cook about
a dish that’s above her head, but about so humble a
concern as a potato cake—it’s out of the question.”

“May I try?”

«Yes, dear; you have a daring spirit.”

«Very well,” said Kitty, rising. Consider it done!
Come along, Dolly, and say over your lines to me again,
and make sure of them. I want you to be quite perfect
in your words.”

The entertainment at their next-door neighbour’s
was of the unpretending juvenile order, but it was amply
provided with good things, and from the time the guests
arrived till they took leave they “refreshed” at intervals.
It was a larger house than Mr. Lane’s, and a schoolroom
at the back which had two doors was given up to the
charade players. They highly enjoyed themselves, being
sufficiently familiar with the spectators and each other to
be at ease.

4 |
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This performance over, they adjourned to the dining-
room till the next apartment was cleared for dancing.

The hero of the evening, Sam Cox, was ordered to
take Miss Costello in to have a cup of tea, and obeyed
not too readily, as Kitty had unconsciously offended
him. For, passing through the hall one day where the
hope of the Cox family was waiting for his chum Dan,
Kitty took him for an extra spruce errand boy, and
imagining he had been left there and forgotten, thought
she would do him a kindness.

“I am afraid Susan has not told Miss Janet you are
here. I am going upstairs and will let her know. You
are from Madame Martin’s, are you not?”

Kitty knew her cousin expected patterns of lace or
trimmings for a ball dress from the modiste who was
furnishing it. Now young Cox was perfectly well aware
who Madame Martin was, and deep was his indignation
at what he chose to consider a premeditated insult. His
mode of resenting it was to drop down upon one of the
hall chairs, slap his knee boisterously, and burst into an
uproarious peal of laughter. Kitty gazed at him, amazed
and shocked, and Dan coming downstairs at the moment,
his chum called to him,—

“I say, Dan, this is the best joke you ever heard.
This young, let us say, lady took me for Madame What-
you-call’em the dressmaking woman’s errand boy.
Flattering, eh?”

“I am dreadfully shocked!” exclaimed Kitty, truly
penitent. “I cannot think how I could have been so
stupid. Of course Janet was very anxious about her
dress, and so was I, in fact. I had better say no more
and trust to your generosity to forgive and pity such a
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blunder. You must intercede for me, Dan,” and Kitty
smiled a sweet and gracious smile on the cub—a smile
which, in her innocent vanity, she supposed ought to
have atoned for a far deeper offence.

«] certainly cannot congratulate you on your observa-
tion, Miss—eh, don’t know your name.”

«Qh, never mind,” said Dan, a good deal annoyed
With both of them. “It’s a sort of mistake anyone is
likely to make. Miss Costello,” with emphasis, “probably
scarcely saw you. Come along, Sam, we shall be late.”

«All T can do is to run away out of sight!” cried
Kitty, and she flew off upstairs.

She had, however, made an implacable enemy, as
she afterwards discovered.

Knowing that the young fellow was an unwilling
wcavalier” she took the first seat that offered. It was
behind the dining-room door, and beside a stout, elderly
lady who completely filled a large armchair and wore a
huge cap, wildly decorated with rose-coloured velvet,
gold fringe beads and spangled lace. Gazing at this
gorgeous edifice, Kitty recognised the wearer of the
turban who sat opposite her at Mrs. Lane’s dinner-party.
Yes! She was the important grand-maternal parent of
the Cox family, a warmly wealthy woman, whose pos-
sible bequests entitled her to careful consideration.
Presently the observant eyes of the venerable dame lit
up with a glance of recognition. She pulled off her
glasses and stretched out the hand which held them as
if to attract someone’s attention, dropping them as she
did so.

«Oh, dear, dear! they’ll be just crushed to bits!”

Kitty Costello. 6
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she exclaimed in tones of serious annoyance, and she
strove to rise from her chair.

«Pray allow me!” exclaimed Kitty, who by nature
and training was ready to show all attention to the old;
and she started up in time to rescue the gold spectacles
and restore them to their owner with a slight respectful
curtsey.

«Thank you, my dear. DI'm sure that was cleverly
done. I am much obliged. Let me see”—Ilooking
keenly at the slight, graceful girl in finely-embroidered
Indian muslin over pale pink—*ain’t you our neighbour
Lane’s niece from Ireland?”

“Yes, I am.”

«Then I am sure you are a nice, civil-spoken young
creature,” as if it was a surprise to find her so.

«QOh, T hope I am!” said Kitty, smiling.

«Why didn’t they make you do some of the play-
acting? I think youw'd do it well.”

«T'm afraid not, I never attempted any.”

«Never mind— Eh! who is that gentleman just come
in? He don’t look quite like an Englishman.”

Nor did he. A dark, stern-looking man, strangely
built, with eyes curiously light contrasted with their almost
black brows and lashes, he held himself well, and without
having the conventional air of an ordinary gentleman,
looked distinguished in his well-appointed evening dress.

“No, indeed, he does not look English,” echoed
Kitty, smiling as if much amused. “He looks like a
converted pirate.”

“«Youw've just hit it, my dear. Ah, to be sure! I
know now—it’s Richard Lane. I well remember him
years ago, before he went wrong. He was a good-
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lookin’ chap, and now, what eyes he ’ave, and ’ow he
does use ’em!”

Here Dick Lane came across—Kitty thought to
speak to her, but first he made himself very pleasant
to Mrs. Cox until, indeed, Kitty began to feel herself
rather neglected, and commanded Dan to come to her
with a glance.
 “What is it, Kitty?” said Dan, coming up.

“I heard one of the girls say the music man had
not arrived. If I can be any use in playing for them I
shall be very pleased. I am not much of a musician,
but I can play for dancing.”

“] guess you can, and all the others make a fearful
hash of it; but you must dance with me, you know.”

“Oh, yes, if we can get anyone to play in time.”

“Well, come with me to mother, she will tell Mrs.
Cox, junior.”

Kitty rose, and as she did so Dick Lane made a sudden
movement towards her, then checked himself. Kitty did
not seem to see it and walked off with Dan.

Kitty’s offer was most thankfully received, and she
was soon diligently at work. Dan placed himself at
her side, but finding there were no leaves to “turn over,”
remained to talk tilt Kitty ordered him away.

“] cannot listen to you and keep time!” she ex-
claimed. “But come back presently for I cannot go on
for ever.”

“] should think not, indeed!”

Kitty, not needing notes, for she had an acute ear
to help good memory, found her observant eyes free to
watch the humours of the party. The dancing was con-
tinuous and energetic, but scarcely graceful, and she

o0*
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was frequently asked if she could not “make it a little
faster,” till her fingers began to ache.

«Come,” said a voice she knew behind her, when for
the sixth or seventh time the quest for increased speed
was preferred, “do you think Miss Costello’s fingers are
of cast-iron? You had better cry halt for half an hour.
No one could keep up that speed.”

«Besides,” added Kitty, looking into the crimson
face of the petitioner, “it is much more graceful and
agreeable to take the time slower. It is not becoming
to dance so fast.”

«Jt is all the go now, though. T am told that at the
best balls in London—"

«What best balls in London do is no reason why we
should make ourselves ugly and uncomfortable.”

«Can no one play for dancing but you?” asked Dick
Lane, the first speaker, impatiently.

«Qh, yes, lots of them can play, but we cannot
dance to the playing.”

«Furrah!” said Dan, coming quickly across from the
door, “the musician has arrived.”

«And now Il have a turn with you, I hope,” put in
Dick Lane, quickly.

“«No, no. You promised me a dance this afternoon,
Kitty!” cried Dan.

«Yes, I think I did,” she returned, rising and be-
ginning to put on her gloves.

«Qh, give him the next.”

«Won’t the next do for you?” she asked.

«But I don’t think I shall stay long enough.”

«Can you dance, Mr. Lane? I did not think you
were accustomed to balls.”



KITTY COSTELLO. 85

“Nowhere can you learn to dance better than n
South America. The Spanish donnas are capital teachers.”

«Indeed! T am sorry they left your education un-
finished.”

«How do you mean?”

«They omitted ‘manners’ from the course.”

Dick pulled his long moustaches and looked at the
speaker as if puzzled.

“What have I left undone?”

«Is it the Spanish style to tell the girl you are ask-
ing to dance, that if she does not take the splendid offer
then you do not think you can wait long enough to give
her another chance?”

«] didn’t say that!” exclaimed Dick, almost catch-
ing her hand, which she swiftly withdrew.

«You said, ‘I don’t think I shall stay long enough.’”

«By Jove! Idid. I am a dullard, a rugged fellow.
You must be generous and forgive.”

“Ah, Mr. Lane, you want that dash of the woman
in your nature, which you despise in my countrymen,
to make you capable of pleasing and understanding us.
The wildest boy on the cliffs of Connemara would not
have made the mistake you did.”

«Thank you,” said Dick. “I shall not soon forget
your rebuke,” and he flashed an admiring yet challeng-
ing glance into Kitty’s eyes, which to her annoyance
called the quick colour to her cheek. “Still I de-
served it.”

«As you are penitent you shall be forgiven,” re-
turned Kitty, with a smile so bright and sweet that Dick
Lane felt it thrill through him as nothing had ever af-
fected him before.
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“And you will give me that dance?”

«Yes, after Dan’s, if you are so generous as to give
me another chance.”

“Tll wait till daylight.”

«That's a proper spirit, Mr. Lane, at last. Dan,
come here, sir. You are keeping your uncle waiting;
and that man plays well.”

Dan brightened and they started.

“He is a German, the music man, isn’t he?” asked
Kitty.

“Yes. The best dance player in Westpool. They’ll
not venture to bully him about playing fast.”

«What a keen little devil that Irish girl is,” thought
Dick Lane, looking after her. “She is nearly as tall as
myself, though. I mustn’t let her make a fool of me.
She is remarkably well calculated to do it. She will
never sacrifice much for any man. I fancy she looks on
me as a better sort of commercial traveller. For that
matter, so I am. She is brimful of pride and ambition,
aye, and daring, and were I younger and less experienced
she might possibly turn my head, but I am pretty safe.
I wonder what her destiny will be. A bright one, I hope,
for she is a fine creature and a fair one.”

“So you are not yet gone?” said Kitty, pausing be-
side him some twenty minutes later.

«No. I said Pd wait till daylight,” he returned.
«“QOh, there’s a quadrille or a square dance of some kind.

—You don’t care for these dowager dances, do you?”

“Not a bit, but I shall not mind sitting still for a
few minutes. Don’t you think Dan is looking very ill
and rather miserable?”

“No. I don’t see anything different about him. He
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is a lucky young fellow, with a capital father behind
him and nothing to fret about, unless, indeed, you are
cruel.”

«That would not trouble him. Why should it?”

“But you know the young rascal is desperately gone
upon you.”

«That is a curious phrase. I never heard it before.
Do you mean he is in love with me?” asked Kitty, calmly.

“Yes, of course,” returned Dick Lane, a good deal
amused.

“Well, that is only natural. Boys of that age gener-
ally are in love with somebody.” :

“Isn’t he as old as you are?”

“No, certainly not. He is about six months younger,
really, and he seems to me more like six years.”

“Poor fellow!”

“Why should he be unhappy on that account? I
am very nice to him, and it only makes things pleasant
all round. He will feel a little lonely when I go away
until he finds a new ckére amie, but he really does look
ill, and Aunt Lane thinks so too.”

“You are delightfully philosophical, Miss Costello.
At what age does a man become worthy of a serious
thought, in your opinion?” asked Lane, a good-humoured
smile brightening his severe eyes.

«] don’t know exactly. You see I have been so
used to boys, and I like them. I never had a sister,
and my boys—my brothers—are always so good to me;
then I have cousins, too, who are nice and obliging.”

“Good heavens! what an army of martyrs must sur-
round you!”

Kitty laughed joyously. “There are no martyrs at



88 KITTY COSTELLO.

Cool-a-vin, not since the terrible famine years. But I
never like to think of that.” ]

“There!” cried Dick, “thank heaven that solemn
processional is over. Tl go across and ask our music
man to play a special waltz, if you'll allow me and pro-
mise not to run off with Dan or young Cox while I am
away.”

«I should not be so faithless, and young Mr. Cox
hates me.  He would try to break my neck!”

«How is that? I cannot believe it.”

«Go and ask for the waltz, if it is really good.”

“YVes,” said Lane, when he returned after a few
seconds’ absence, “he does know the Spanish waltz I
mean. It is a delicious, dreamy kind of thing, with
flashes of fire through it.”

«That sounds delightful!” cried Kitty. The next
moment they were floating round to a curiously intoxi-
cating measure, and she found to her surprise that she
had never met so accomplished a cavalier before—so
steady, so accurate as to time,

An odd feeling that in this' matter of dancing there
was a curious electric sympathy between them shivered
through her. _

While as to Lane. The light, pliant figure, the
buoyant step of his delightful partner, forced him again
and again to accuse himself of absolute hopeless idiocy.

CHAPTER VIL

Kirry had not enjoyed anything so much for a long
time as she did her waltz with Dick Lane, and in her
usual candid fashion she hastened to announce it as
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soon as the family had assembled at breakfast next
morning.

“«I never thought he could dance,” she continued.
“You all represented him as a prig, which was really
unkind. I have a horror of prigs!”

“«My brother is a good deal changed,” said Uncle
Lane, rather solemnly. “He used to be quite a pattern
young man.”

“] am sure he is a much better pattern now,” re-
marked Kitty.

«] was afraid,” Mr. Lane went on, “that he had lost
something of the solidity and earnestness which made
him so valuable as a man of business, but I must say
he is much keener and more far-seeing than formerly,
though he is considerably fonder of amusing himself.”

«He must have been a terrible creature,” said Kitty,
as she helped herself to buttered toast.

«] think Lizzie and the children came back yester-
day,” observed Mrs. Lane, breaking the silence which
followed.

«They did,” returned her husband. “I saw Dixon
last evening. He was going to meet them. He says
Liz is much the better for a few days of real country
air. He himself was at home and alone all the time.”

“Dear, dear! Why didn’t he c