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CHAPTER T.
Nay HEerseLF.

“Syweet as the fAowers in her arms,
And dowered with a thousand charms.”

“She's too young for the like of you, Danny avic! Too
young by a long chalk, man. 'Tis a fine, strapping woman
over thirty year of age that yourself needs for a wife; an’
you getting closer up to the two-score every day. Not that
you look it, Danny! No offence meant. You know that?”

Dan McGrath answered never a word. So Andy
Hartigan saw no reason why he should not go on discours-
ing, especially as the subject under discussion was of
exceptional importance to him and his,

“Wever was there a better neighbour to a man than
your own good self, MeGrath; but what's come over you
at all these days to be seized with a fancy for a bit of a
wildflower thing like our Nan? Why, bless her, there's not
a serious thought in that shining little head of hers! Every-
thing is but come-day and go-day with her; an’ she’s flitting
here and there as gay an' simple as if the grass grew for
nothing but her own feet. Nan? There's ne'er a girl less
fitted for being brought home a wife! Look otherwhere,
man dear, an' may the best of good luck go with you.”

MeGrath, whose gaze had been bent upon the ground,
while Hartigan talked on, now looked up, meeting the older
man's twinkling blue eyes with such a depth of dogged
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determination in his own deep-set brown ones, that Andy
mechanically tock his pipe from his mouth and stared at
him in startled surprise.

“I'm not as young as I might be, certainly, Andrew
Hartigan,” he said, slowly and bitterly, “and that's a fact
hard to swallow—under present circumstances. And 'tis
true, too, that 1 have left it late in the day to look for a
wife, but you know well enough, and to spare, how that
came to pass! Who was it but yourself pointed out to me,
years back, what my duty was to the old people, and one
tied to his chair for life that was but a living death? And
if the hour has come when I'm free to think for myself at
last, it is you would be wanting—to hinder me, and yet let
a Trevanion pass the time of day with your daughter as
often as it pleases his high-and-mightiness to pull up his
horse, and she in the paddocks gathering flowers. I may
not be as young and good-looking as he is, Andrew Hartigan,
but I'd puarantee you peace of mind had I the legal right
to he looking after the girl, who is a child no longer in any
other man’s eyes but your own.”

And then, as if sorry he had said so much to his
companion, Dan, jamming his old felt hat closer down on
his thick dark hair, faced the breeze from the hills with a
gruff good-bye to Hartigan.

But his departure, desired before, did not now suit
Andy, who laid 2 detairing hand on his shoulder.

“Steady man, Danny, steady! It's well yourself knows
I'll have none of old Mark Trevanion’s sons fooling away
the time of any daughter of mine. Much good a Trevanion
would mean to a Hartigan, an’ myself an' the old man at
daggers drawn this many a long day past! I give you leave
to stand between the likes of any of that lot of young black-
guards and my girl, morn, noon, or night, an' my blessing
with it! But that’s not giving you leave to moither the girl
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with attentions that may turn her against you entirely.
There's always a welcome when you come to the door, and
a dish of tea when you feel inclined, but don't tie up the
horse too often, for young hearts soon tire. Take that tip
from me, an’ you'll find it a good one, McGrath. So long.”

“So long,” said the other, a sudden smile brightening
his face and rejuvenating it wonderfully,

Andrew Hartigan watched him until he was hidden
from sight by the trees of his own orchard, noting for the
first time in their mutual acquaintanceship the proud and
independent carriage of the man’s sturdy fizure.

“There's real sperrit in the broad shoulders of him,"
he mused, approvingly, “an’ by the same token, 'twas the
abstinate divil of a sperrit that looked out of the clear eyes
of him ten minyits ago! He won't be easy daunted, more
power to him. The girl might do worse than have him as
a husband, and he with a nice tidy place of his own, and
hiz cattle the best in the market. But, isha, what is Nan
but a childeen in her heart for all her eighteen years?”

At that very moment the childeen came into sight—
Anna Grace by baptism, but “pretty Nan” Hartigan hy
general consent of the inhabitants of picturesque Yerra-
berra, of pastoral fame,

Andy’s “bluebell bit of a girsha,” as he was fond of
terming her, had more of the rosebud about her than the
iragile wildfiower of the hills.

Pink-cheeked, hazel-eyed, red-lipped, her soft masses of
hair one burnished glow in the summer light, her slender
figure all grace and vivacity, she was as fair a vision as the
heart of man could desire to see on this old earth of ours.

With a sudden pang, Andy realised at last, now that his
fond father’s eyes had been opened by his friend McGrath,
that the days of Nan's happy childhood were indeed over,
and that her feet had crossed the borderland and reached



