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NORA MOCARTHY 8 SBACRIFICE

eto.

Father Meagher was in his pleas-
ant little study, conning a Latin
work which lay open before him, at
intervals raising his head to address
Clare O’Donoghue, who, at the
opposite end of the table, was pre-
tending to do some nunllk\«\'nrk,
Her fingers plied the shining imple-
ment it is true, while the clergy-
man’s eyes were upon her, but the
moment she was unobserved her
fingers ceased to move, and she
yielded againto despondent thought.
The good priest had observed with
no slight concern her growing
moody reserve, and he knew that
it boded little good for her health
of mind or body. For the purpose
of rousing her from her melancholy,
he had insisted that she should lw:u“
him company in the study until|
Nora’s return, and he had sought
to awaken her interest by recount- |
ing amusing items of the ;\*lrlﬂih
gosgip. But a slight smile, that
was scarcely such, it was so faint,
was her only answer.

‘ Do you know what I
hour or so ago?”’ he said,
his book, rising from his chair,
beginning to pace the little room

Clare had commenced her stitch- |
ing again, and she seemed too in-
tently at work to care even to raise
her head

The priest continued : ‘Tom
Murphy at the kilns, was telling |
me :—it seems he has been up to |
Tralee for the race that took place
there a couple of days ago, and |
some other business kept him
that he did not get home until |
shortly before 1 was speaking to
him. Ned Maloney, down here, had |
his horse entered for that race, with |
some noted jockey to ride him ; and |
Tighe a Vohr, by one of his tricks, |
actually got possession of the horse,
rode the animal himself, and won
the race, doing Maloney and every- |
body concerned with the old man in |
the affair out of all their expecta-
tions. It sent poor Maloney nearly
crazy—so much so, that he has done,
for him, a most unprecedented
action—closed his place, and gone
up to Tralee himself. But this is not
the whole of the story : Tighe was
arrested for what he did, the charge
being preferred by Morty Carter;
but he badgered or befooled the
officer who had him in charge that
he escaped, and afterward he
actually found means to hoodwink
or cajole Carter into withdraw-
ing the warrant; and I b
my heart now, since I have
this narrative of Tighe's
that was thu instigator
that rabble uproar in
of Malc rw},"s last week.

‘ And if ‘nu was, uncle, surely |
you ought to forgive him for ihr-
good turns he does everybody.”

It was Moira who spoke; she was
entering with the cup of tea which
the priest sometimes took in
study, and she overheard suffic
of the last remark to enable her to
know well to whom it had reference.

‘You forget yourself, Moira !
said the priest a sternly,
though he was somewhat amused at
the pertinacity with wh his ni
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‘xrui beheld Nora so deathl;
wild and frightened-looking
started in dismay.

‘ My chil what has happe

His e mation brought (
the threshold.

Nora did not sp
voice had left her, she caught the
soutane of the clergyman,™ and
tre mhiinp; brought him to the little
parlor, at the same time waving
back Clare, who attempted to|
follow. The parlor was but dimly
lighted, but it was sufficiently so to
show Nora’s terror-stricken face
she threw herself on her knees
the priest’s feet. *‘ Father, for
love of Heaven, answer me
question — is Rick of the
my father?”

The priest started, and so violent
was his emotion that great beads of
perspiration came out upon his fore-
head. He did not reply.

*“ For the love of God, I beg you
to answer ! one little word, and end
my horrible suspense !”’ ’

*“ Why do you ask 7’ The clergy-
man’s voice was as quivering as her
own.

** Because Rick has told me 80 ;|
he claims me as his child. Oh,
father, answer me—1I know !"" |

She was in no condition be
evaded, or to be calmed by anything
save a direct reply, and
M1 th« r ;:‘Npml rather than

‘Heis !

““Then go to him—he
stairs waiting to see you
Hardly with volition of his own,
mystified, and bewildered, and
pain-stricken was he, the priest |
obeyed. Clare met him in the hall,
but he could not answer her ; he
pointed to the room in which he had
left Nora. She rushed in. Nora
was still kneeling, her face bowed
on the crucifix she had drawn from
her bosom, and which was the fac-
simile of that worn by her betrothed.
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With one hand she waved Clare back.

' Leave me~—let me be alone for
a little while with this!"” indicating
the crucifix by a motion of her|
head ; * 1 am not myself now—by
and l)y. some one will tell you, but
go away now—please go away !”' as
Clare still hesitated, ready herself
to burst into passionate weeping at
this mystery, which, for aught she
knew, might mean some dreadful
oceurrence to her brother. She
obeyed the earnest entreaty, how-
ever, and paced the little hall in an
agony of suspense. In a few
moments Father Meagher, flushed
and excited, accompanied by an ill-
formed, shambling man whom she
recognized as Rick of the Hills,
passed her, on their way to the
study, The door was shut tight
upon them ; still, as she wildly
walked, she could hear their excited
voices, and the more harrowing
sound of Nora’s sobbing. ‘‘ My
God! my God!” moaned Nora,
deluging the crucifix with her tears;

I accept it all—l unite my will
with that of Thine. 1 begged of
Thee once to inflict upon me any
suffering so that Carroll would be
my prayer, and |
this trial from Thy loying
Oh, Thou who drank to the
Thy cup of sorrow and shame
~—Thou whose bheart broke in its
agony, have pity upon me ! give me
strength, give me courage for my
duty. Blessed mother of God,
whose tender heart is never closed
to the ery of the distressed, pray
and scapular and erucifix
pressed to her

accept
hands.

were together
fevered lips.
Within the study, Father Meagher
was saying to the cowering man be-
fore him : ** Did you not smnly
promise when Mrs. O’Donoghue
the infant from its dying
mother’s arms that you would
claim it—that you would
never assert your title to it in any
way 7 And by what right did you
dare to make yourself
now, when you did not
you have not even the
a decent sober life might haye
given you. Had you been such,
Rick, instead of a worthless scamp,
I myself would have revealed the
secret to her before this ; but to tell
her, she, who is almost angelic in
goodness, that you,~you as you

know yourself to be, Rick, without
mine,—were her

any description of

father, would be to break her heart
a8 I doubt not you, by the shock
you have given her, have i

done. And what good is this
to do, let me ask you 7"’
manner became more
shall not leave her

nor shall you be pe
her in any way.”’
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God,” he continued, ‘‘ and
have heard before this the story of
wretched and broken hearts ;—my
heart uch, and you may blame
me, aye, spurn me, if you will, but
think while you’'re doing it, Father
Meagher, how it’s the wild, racking,
burning love for my child that has
done it all !”” He fell on his knees,
sobbing aloud.
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turns of the little study before he |
‘ What |

his emotion.
satisfy you, Rick ?”’ he said at
pausing before the kneeling
man. You surely would not wish
her leave with whom she
has been reared since her infancy—
you could not, you would not dream
of asking her to live with you?”’

Rick arose. *“‘I'll leave it to her-
gelf ; I'll abide by what she wants
if it’s to wander forth ngnn wit
out her, I'lL go; if it’s to depart
from her without ever re (mmnx: to
upon her face, I'll , be-

it will be " He
fn‘lh d his arms head
Irop forward on his breast.

Father Meagher looked at him,
and for an instant he sickened as he
thought of that wild, half-cleanly,
sinful man being so closely allied to
pure, lovely Nora McCarthy. ‘‘ Re-
main here,”” he said ; and he left the
room, encountering the well-nigh
frantic Clare.

‘“ What is it, father ?
mad if you do not tell me
my l»rmh«r has
cuted !

‘“ No, no, my poor child; it is
nothing about Carroll—it only con-
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cerns our poor Nora ; and now go to ' figure, flew to him, folded her arms

your room and be patient ;
little while you shall know all.”
Somewhat relieved, though still a
prey to keen anxiety, she obeyed,
and the priest returned to Nora.
She was still »n her knees, but no

in a | about

| longer weeping ; her whole attitude |
| was strangely tulm, and the fncu | priest that, for a second, there was

him, and cried, while her

tears burst forth :

“Father ! I am he re to acknowl- |
edge, you, to wander o’er the world |
| with you, to pay you back love for |

ll)Vl‘ H

Was it fancy on the part of the

which she lifted on the clergyman’s | an actual shrinking of Rick of the
entrance—aave for its pallor, which |

was deepened by the dark rings
around her -eyes, indicating severe
mental suffering—bore no trace of
emotion. She rose, and

with her hand still clasping the

| erucifix she said quietly and slowly,

but with an accent of touching sad-
ness : ‘' Father, I understand it all
now, and my duty has become plain
He is my father, my poor, wretched
father, it is true, but still my
Jather ; his heart has been breaking
for me all these years, and it must
be my task to comfort him for the
future.”

“You would then leave the
friends who have reared and pro-
tected you—who have been more to
you than this miserable parent ever
]m te xnln«i to be? Is this your

Nora 7"

(ih. futtn r, you are harrowing

soul! 1 know, I feel all that

would say, but listen to me
Jould you hear him, as 1 have heard
him, depict his broken heart, his
blighted life ; and could you feel,
as | have felt, that neither might
haye been had I, his child, whom he
80 loved, been with him, you would
repeat the counsel my own
is whispering. He is now a
drunkard, a wanderer, an outecast ;
if I, by patient, unwearied affec-
tion, can win him back, can reclaim
his soul, is it not my instant duty to
fly to him ? Which, father, would
you have me do—spare the dear
ones, who have been more than
father or mother to me, and spare
myself the anguish of a parting
which after all will be the occasion
a little earthly pain, or seek
to reclaim an immortal soul—you,
whose [ife devoted to souls,
answer me 7

The priest turned away ;
too deeply affected
enthusiasm, the spirit of self.-immo-
lation which spoke her earnest
eyes, to answer her immediately.
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O’Donoghue is not the man to resign
you because of what has occurred ;
besides, he is already aware that

vigh
1§

his family, and that your true name
is Nora Sullivan.

As if she longed to end the dis-
tressing interview, she turned
toward the door, saying : ‘' Come
and I shall tell him
that 1 am ready to acknowledge
him before the world.” Without,
however, waiting for the priest, she
hurried to the study; but at the
little room, with her
hand upon the knob, she remained
standing till Father Meagher, who
had followed, reached her. Per-
chance she deemed his presence
to ward off the feel-
of death-like faintness which

her at the thought of what
she was about to do. By a desper-
ate effort she recovered herself, and
with a mental prayer for
she entered, the priest,
inable to prevent, or
further, following.

Rick of the Hills was in the same
pogition in which Father Meagher
had left him—standing with his
arms folded, and his bowed head so
deeply forward that his chin rested
upon his breast. The light from
the study lamp fully revealed him
—his coarse, abundant black
hanging in disordered masses, his
high shoulders, and his whole
ungainly form. He did not look up
at the entrance ; he did not make a
motion ; and Nora, not suffering
herself to pause for an instant, not
suffering herself to contemplate for
a moment that unkempt, miserable

who was
remonstrate
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strength |
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| Hills from that embrace $
involuntary start as if ho'

a sudden,
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| and

but the next moment he had thrown
his arms around Nora, and his big
and rapid tears were coursing with
her own.

He released her gently, as gently
as if she were the little babe of
whom he often spoke, whose
clinging arms he was unfastening
from his neck, and he put her
from him, almost as if he felt
some invigible barrier rising be-
tween them. ‘' Father Meagher !”
He sprung erect as he uttered the
name, and stood with a manliness
of bearing that med strangely
foreign to his appearance, continu
ing : ‘My soul is black th
crimes before Heaven this night.
I am a miserable wretch, fit only to
mingle with the scum of the earth,
and 't-»rn;w }h]s last act of mine
which has torn her heart ''—indi-
cating Nora by a slight motion of
hig head—'* and which may be the
means of blighting her life, has gone
up to Heaven with a bitter ery for
vengeance. [ say '"—in his earnest-
ness he took a step toward the
priest—"' it may be so; but I ecall
God to witness it was the love for
my little one that drove me to it—
the little one that went from my
arms with the smile on her mouth,
and the bright look in her eyes—the
little one that comes to me in my
dreams, always a liltle one !”’

It was, as he had said,
little one ; his affection seemed to
be centered round the babe that he
had resigned, rather than about the
woman whom that babe had become
—as if he could not reconcile him-
gelf to the change that time had
effected. It might be due, as the
deeply touched priest thought,.to
the fact that it was only during the
period of her babyhood the wretched
father had been permitted to claim
and to caress her ; for, though he
was bound by a solemn prom 10t
to reveal himself her, nor to d
cover t M!--;.- the relation whi
existed 'n them, sti | there
had been frequent and ample opp
tunities, had chosen to use then
when he might ha and sp
to Nora. That he had not done &
now face of such wild affe
vinced, Was a4 surprise
and he listened to ti
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the house on the uncounted errands
which enter into the mornings of
every overworked farmer’s wife.
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But in spite of her vantage and |

time and hurry, breakfast was a
few minutes’ late, and she almost
ran from closet to stove—crowding
past the men—and from stove to
table. It was no easy task to
prepare food for six hungry men
whose criticism was as sharp
their appetite, and there was no one
to help her but frail,
old Mary.
But in time
and eaten,
noisily to

breakfast was ready
and the men filed out
their waiting teams.
i;whx 3
hurry them to the
Yesterday and the day before she
had found no time to study until
late in the evening, and then she
had been too tired to do so. Today
she hoped to hasten work in order
to obtain a half-hour some time in
the afternoon. And she must study

if she wished to join her old classes |
| when she returned to

school.

Presently something in
unnatural silené¢e of ther
her to look around. Her mother
was standing by the door, gazing
toward’ the barn. It seemed so
strange to see her motionless that
the girl started forward in alarm.

‘ Mother,”’ she called anxiously,
‘are you gick 7"’

““No I was jest thinkin’, Mary.
You keep on with the dishes. I'm
goin’ out a minute.”’

Her husband was in front
stable, harnessing a new horse to
the buckboard. He was going to
try him on the macadamized road.
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As she approached he looked round

| impatiently,

b Nothin’ new wanted from town,
is  there?’ he grumbled. “l
brought out a whole load of stuff
last week. I only wisht I had time
to run that kitchen a few days;

| there wouldn’t be quite so much
{ dilly dallyin’ un waste,
| have to be HHVIH to get on.”

Farmers

““No, we've got pl»»vmmnu'nuuyh
just now, John,” ghe answe red
quie tly, hut with a new ring in her
vuu' which he failed to notice.

‘What 1 ,want is for you to look

round an’ hire a girl to help Mary
an’ me in the kitchen.”

He dropped the reins he had been
buckling and stared at her in
que itiuning wonder

' Sick 7 he inquired,
Nll »
‘ Mary sick ?"’

“No."

He laughed grimly.

“Then I guess we don’t need no
help. We ain't millionaires
Jest yet. My mother lived
eighty, an’ she never had no
An’ there's my sisters—"’

“ Never mind them, John,”
interrupted. ** We are better
than they are, an’ can afford to
live easier. We've been able to
build a new barn, an’ to buy new
stock, an’ we hire six men to work
for us; an’ now you talk of buyin
out the county sellin’ rights in
new mowin’ machine that's goin’ to
cost fifteen hundred dollars.
ly we can afford to take life a little
easier,”’ laying a hand persuasiy
on his arm. ‘' It ain’t for myself I
care so much, but there’'s Mary
workin’ her very life out. She’s all
the child we've got, an’ she ain’t
time for study, or no play like
girle. You ecan for yoursel
how pindlin’ an’ weak she's gettin’.
We're able to do as well by her as
the neighbors do by their girls, an’
yet see how strong an’ h they
be ’side Mary. We're Hin’
her, John.”
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sh‘-gu‘ sick so you can’t ‘.\w k
we’ll see 'bout gettin, a girl. 3
wasn’t so busy 1I'd go in ﬂn' riu it
myself, so you could sit round an’
read an’ play tunes. A \\nn.ms
work ain't never done jest ’ca
she don’t get it done. 1'll go into
the kitchen some day, an’ show you
easy 'tis. But, come, I've got
work to do if other folks ain't.”
And he sprang to the seat of
buckboard and touched the horse
with his whip, and she was obliged
to step back in order to avoid the
wheels.
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the look of resolution
stronger upon her face.
turned back toward the |

some
him,
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| house.

*“He didn’t used to be
she mused aloud.
considerate an’
could be. But

that way,
‘' He was jest as
helpful as any
it’s the prosperin’
gettin’ on that’s sp’iled him.
The more he gets the more he
wants. An’ now he’s for outtin’
fifteen hundred dollars in
patent machine. I didn’t like the
man’s looks, an’ I told John so. I

one

[ said for him to look into the thing,

find if the
he wouldn't
of course. He don’t
b’lieve in a woman’s judgment—oh,
no! What I said only made him
more to go in. Fifteen hundred
dollars in that, an’ he can’t hire a
girl so Mary can have time for
study ! But we'll see,” closing her
lins grimly—"* we’ll see.”’
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