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NO SIGN.

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY.
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CHAPTER 1L
ON THE HILL-SIDE,

i wn of Narraghmore was intersected by a number of smaller
slree;Is:h ;::;:s::\?ts;igiwt}?ich ended in ag straggling suburb on the hlll-s(nlde thntdhad, 13 t:}ll(i
id t'm,les been enclosed within the precinct of 2 monastery. A steep roa woun rﬁoun €
n in, up beyond the small houses, with their patches of garden, from which a fine pros
Peet seaw ut}l) Klandwnrd stretched before the observer.  This road, was distinctly visible
B the to a;’lor a considerable distance ; and as it formed the_ mail-car route to the moun-
ot i of the county—only the main line of railroad existed at the period I write of
R o oce the habit of frequenting it about the time at which that vehicle passed round
t:e :}?Io)llﬁd‘::r:fltnhe hill, in the morning ‘“ out,” and at evening “}i:.” Itfw;‘:sal tedmptn{g pcl.ace
ing i ith all the luxuriant and dreamy beauty of the land and moun-
{Z{nlotu}?eg :'?ge:nagget}\xvee‘;g:zi;;llt:lyed before and on either sidhe of one; }{Oll’fo}?idt(?:n h}l)l)}-stl;‘i:
¢ 3 st de convenient seats in the spring, half h 1
se‘;firal dCta:}-wgnT?rslyt_;: t;hsl}g:eg Ilinth the prospect was as changeful as 4issolvmg views.
&0 in gorsla;.e in the afternoon of a beautiful day in April, when the driver of the mail-car
betw ::w?‘;arra hmore and the villages of the mountain district beyond, pulled up or; ;Ihe ltun;
((':the ::)ad thch has been described, to set down one of four passengers who formu. ]ls kq;u
:))n thz.t occasion. The passenger, who carried no luggage, stood tl'or a fo:vl«v 1?3221:1?12“02 ;]n§
after the car as it disappeared, before he stepped off the roqn(li, an;I sea::(a hin uh]e[ic‘ma;
block of stone embedded in the earth a few feet up the 1}111-5: e. He ws . 3 {)]‘ hletic man,
i of age, with a clear, dark complexion, fine crispy, curling black hair,
perhaps lhxl’}t(y yearsnrkliﬁg,m“e as much Spanish as Irish in type, which is most frequently
e e}in;':l})las been a m’ixture of the two races. He was a ﬁne-looknpg man ; and
found whgret y retension to the condition of a gentleman, had no vplganty of face_ or
fhough withow mily p'ed in a suit of dark tweed, and wore a soft, broad-brimmed bmwn'wule-
e W:'1511( l'beescs"m‘ne his dark face well.  As he sat on the flat stone, he removed his hat,
a:c?kea?sttc,l :‘l}:gand tl‘\rough the masses of his thick, dark hair, absently, like one troubled and
a
perplexcd. X i itary, and the shades of evening were gathering
o ]m‘lel 14}‘361‘, Whgrn:l}l\\eal[?];‘;laxx 22:::;1\::) fz,om the straggling suburb of the town ; and
o:eli.gt:teol}l}l:rl tli’etn\:n rose, and stepped towards her.  They met at the edge of the road, and
at si
the ‘Y?il’z:nlitpfl’(’es}f:f;id . ¢ Mrs. Bellew kept me. They always think my time is theirs, for
e il it n
any nonsense they want it fm".' }Vg .
e e ll}l) Iﬂdxc\c}(x";n({:p:;f;ledt‘\cv: or uttered any ordinary greeting ; and now they
R oot 'sd;-‘ :lon' thc’ road, away from the town. The setting sun touched the
walkcd’ sEde by Sll ltiriﬂ :\[.1}1(1 glanced off her shining hair.  They were quite along 3 not ’]\n
woman s figure wit 11 ﬁscc,n along the hill-side ; the monotonous creaking of a cart in the '(‘ls.:
other figute wais lok‘n. of dogs in the town below, were the unpy sounds to be heard. The
o andst::;‘ ;?err ;:‘fndq togéther, and then, throwing them wildly open, as though she flung
woman press ’ Jnd
restraint from her, grasped the mans m,:n;cem to be sorry, when you bring the best news——
ol s._1y “)\:nc:)tt\\:ll(tl ‘\’3‘:;:;,1” sIl?::nid, in a low, hurried voice. ." What can be t]l?t:?gnt)\(l
almost the helb't y(to each other ?  ls it not enough to have to deceive every one else Wll t
?f ot‘r\g;\ifl:::)src (()L‘;clher, let us tell the truth,  She’s very ill ; tell me more of that, What
cast, d ) T
e o LY ”s‘terlfi’n{)-(m;:lc‘:c%a?c’c touched the shoulder of the arm she held--her
i e ]eand'%gtqlliam e’yL‘s wonderfully luminous, despite their hl_ck of colour—and
B e o ll:S l:\lrk face dow"n to it by a spell ; for, in t)le glange \.vhlch fcll upon l)crigre
sgen?cd o lis (rc wn‘s repulsion which gainsaid the passion in his klss'. ﬁ'he clu?glt(j ;lm
D hcr;,ﬂt ]'f murmur of the softest sound. My darling, my darling I” she said ; but
{(})\:: tl:;c(t“:‘l:-: tlt;"tl)l:sc(lllu:r hold of him, and repeated her question—-

- inick ?" A .
« What hope is there, Dominick 2 " said the man, uneasily, ‘¢ It frightens
. " o ; nlucky,” said the man, Y.
i+ Don't say n:‘l“'x; dc(i'?:r: sl‘}y;c?:lc'h::\'i :ncan i)t"to the full. Itis a bad thing to say o!" t;\e
me when you (s‘x\vyl }:;1' her ! and His hand heavy upon her as it is 5 and, Kate, Kate——" ( ’;:
Poorh":oh';‘: ‘:;1 l:i(:nrmsp regardless of any possible observation) * I've done her wrong enoug
caug !

it is, without grudging her the little life that's left in her. I've brought a sad hecart away
as it 1s,

with me to-day from the sight of her.”

, o ay in a fury. ,
‘I"l}:ngoyr:\):’nvéotr):o?]zrm- l: :;:Lcy heart to meet me? Is ¢Aas what you mean? You’ve done

bave you done me?’ She spoke with the utmost

e o ring orx‘ﬁrdw:: nlt s\::l):fd, uncoaniously. *1t's your place, indeed, I'm lhlnkl;’lg,
vehemence, hurrying 1t 'wi\ me my duty to the old woman that you married, God knows w 1y,
e e Iesson::ln‘:\:mlt:{ have been glad to get rid of before ever you saw my ﬁ[‘cc-:( nl.’f
o Yar wo:inanoyh ocrite, Dominick Daly ; and whcr: I want to know a lt(hu;_g,h as --gi('m
e re by token if lyp ant to know it from you. 1 don't care what you think of the qt;gs; ,
heihes you ll‘k ‘;'! or not. Did you not talk of ‘chance’ or ‘hope’? Or if hyou p K] n(())“
oo the yo“hl f sant them but you? And now you have come from seeing her, anc yl
talk of t}}em, “’n:d":-:morse and things 1 don’t understand, 1 unders}t;]nd notgung hutlnz
lare ﬁ:)l:' uol\:“tyt;rd the longin'g for life with you; and you are angry with me, because 1 g
;a‘::i to g'cst,crdny, and what we said to cnc}\, :‘tl;;:‘:; :;‘exilth mysel”

o 1;‘0; ;ngﬁt“;:)lllx’l)'l:l:;(;{(;mi:’; my fault ; it’s all my faul.t. Didn’t I see i," in your

e VY't f our voice, when I came to Narraghmore?  Did you t,:"l }me]nt w'als :u:
face, and hear i gﬂ,g of us? 'Unluckyl when I had n_mnaged to leave Athboy e'“fl-tk‘?ul
Yy 'ford and to get here without anyone’s finding out why. I}:nw it, Dominic il
vexing my friends, l.l not deceive me, though you tried—you tried hard when youAmet me hla,
— Yougo‘:n(e it was only the surpnse that ailed you. The surpns?lz‘ ye.]:ndec( !
?llghtl tto ﬁ)ers::a l‘):ominick Daly, it was more than surprise : it was fear that ailed you then, and

ut I tell you, 1

it’s fear that ails you now. i
o She had hurried on beyond him,
at her, full of trouble.

“Don't say such things a
good fear for you and for me,

and now she turned and faced him, The man looked

Kate,” he said, sadly. “If I was afraid, it was
sﬁ::] ztlltxet(;,::rcn' that 1 had done‘youl; and"the harm you were doing
4 : —all for my sake, by coming here. . .
yourself, my girl, all fol;{(\z y?“.;‘;lce s:ild r?\:)od{ly. with a quick bending of her thick eyebrowsl,
" ‘slou 'cc;\|l(1 have lived without me, 1 couh}l\ notl live wn;h;);:t g,}:)ll]ldr
‘“much for my Owrll"f after you left Athboyle ; I came to hate l‘lc P a;e, and ‘ 3 ﬁien;:
could not bear “}t}_’ 1' ;:nd stayed longer with the Mangans we would hnu; d?ve hpa‘.,r e(aken ds.
themselve;, m?dl 1h.ere and it's none the pleasanter because the ladies have ken m;
It's a slavnsh'hfe I lea(see ir; it. and our chances to watch; and :f you }:\a‘d mdor;ead:n:)g:'
11?' b}ﬂ_ tl}:erle:'o)\,ﬁ; rt;?)t mind nr:ything. But lyou vteixt m;en;e Zg:thz ,r,ny ot an g
er. 1 t the truth to ; . )
temp%{'" hvt‘:nhalt’sstthf:vg Zzgt:rfcne?htg:hvno%c(;usoftened, the anger in her facﬁ died out, and she
ith the la _ .
. . i suasive smile. o . Feve
smxlef} {all‘:g&,allljé\?v‘v‘ﬁ?lgariﬁrnaly, tenderly, tan?r ;}(rle}z :\:;y\sn;llt}nn I}"(llsd?:?(')r yo‘f, 1(,;; :t;‘; ’ :n,?i
not a . . i g a
the cowarq youllcallimiht](:ﬁ.\xrrxﬁ:l:;lgl: I'm afraid of disgracing yr{)u,.:’mcafr;:ié)f i))xl-lltng;’gﬁ
;’2: l:go:;;tm\:e ,A“r,xd yow're headstrong, as you saZ; v:;n(;o:bgvo; te}iegda :;er I,v; but you
ve i i it’s only caution can
o y)coa‘;l?tlt;ai:ﬂ;!;%’, f.?ll;):gg;\olr}dy lay down my life sooner than you should come to
you into. ' . ot e e
. ious,” sai an, but with a touch of impatience in her v ;
11 ;‘ ' Wiltlhl'):gc;gl‘: (;:‘lfé i!;'al;lotlh:vino:ﬂy be honest and outspoken with me, and not scruple
will do anythi y

where it’s too late for scruples, It will be easy to be cautious if it’s not to be for long, and
that’s just why I'm asking you, what chance is there ? ”

With characteristic pertinacity the woman had come back to her first question. With
characteristic yieldingness the man gave in to her importunity, and answered it, though
she again put it in the form he had protested against.

1 found my wife very ill indeed,” he said. “* She has had three fits since Monday, and
she is awfully altered. Mrs. Cronin says she doesn’t think she can last six months,”

“ Six months!”

Genuine, undisguised disappointment was in the tone in which the woman uttered these
two words ; once more the momentary look of repulsion crossed Daly’s face.

¢ She has suffered more than she ever did before. She fell on the fender in one of the
fits, and bruised her face shockingly, and though she was all right to-day, she could hardly
speak to me ; she had bitten her tongue so severely, and it was so sore. Oh, Kate, it is a
sorrowful sight to see her,”

¢ Of course it’s a sorrowful sight, and a scandalous sight too ; for what brought a fine
young man like you with a wife like that, and you only twenty-two years old when you married
her?”

I thought you knew, Kate, It was for my father’s sake, to keep the bit of land for the
old man ; he'd have broken his heart if he’d lost it. Mary Kearney had the money, and she
was not a bad-looking woman then ; she was never a bad-hearted or a bad tempered one, and
I never cared for any one, I never thought I’d see the face that would turn the world upside
down for me ; your face, my darling.  And she was a good wife to me, and 2 good daughter
to the old people until they went, and the sickness came.”

“ And you were good to her too, I'm sure of it ; and it’s no fault of yours that she's a
poor creature now, with no life in her but misery. It’s hard on you, Dominick, to be tied to
the like of her, now that the old people are gone, and she an object, with the falling sickness, *
who can’t enjoy her life ; and it would be hard even if you and I had never met. But we
Aaze met, and you love_me, not as I love you, though, tAat isn’t in you®; but I'm content that
you love me as well as you can, and now it’s hard on s #wo. That’s all I mean, and nothing
can be truer.”

I know, and I feel it too ; but it was pitiful to see her to-day, Kate, with her poor white
f?ce, and her thin grey hair, and her hands all done up with rags, where she had hurt
them,”

“ Disgusting ! Anq you would try to keep her alive, and she like that; and you call
that c},mrity, and conscience. I'm sure she can’t wish to live herself, when she is in her
senses.”

‘* Oh, but she does,” said Daly, quickly. ¢ She is very anxious to live, and to-day, as
well as she could speak, she begged me to try and find a new cure for her. She clings to her
poor life, Kate, as much as we cling to ours, with love and hope in it, and I daren’t grudge it
to her ; it’s unlucky to grudge life to any one. We mustn’t build on, on #4as.”

 What else have we to build on ?” agked the woman, not fiercely this time, but *with
sad seriousness, as if appealing to his reason, “ Just look at the facts, and tell me what' else
have we to build on? It has been wonderful luck for me to please the people here, and get
lhc countenance of the ladies in spite of Father John, for he doesn’t like me, though he does
like you, and he suspects us both. Yes, take my word for that, Dominick, he suspectsus both ;
and if things have to go on long as they’re going, he’ll make us feel his hand hot and heavy in

our affairs,  And if you lost your place, and I Jost mine, where would we be then when the
time comes 77 ’

N “ Where, indeed ! Surely, it can’t be that I’
the chance of making you my wife ¢
1t wouldn’t be misery, anyhow, even if i
** Of course we must do our best to avojd that
think it never could be anything but heaven
darling, if she was only dead, that
some one coming along the road !
‘* She started from him, and ran up the hillside to a poi
i t n, : int whence sh 1
C}lSll?"CCI,)d]@SP':e l(;“’ lenlher;]nghgﬁi?n;. They had wa]kedpon a good w:y,ea?(;l i(tl fv?s ‘;:os\(;::é
dark, aly stood where she ha eft him, followj i i i
looked ahead, then crouched down beh “huge 1oey Lipid movement with his AT

b ind a huge bl i ir
gorse, and peeping round its edge, said .t carone set in acircle of golden

ud p in a distinct, but cautious voice——
‘“It’s Father John, he must not see me, ' g

Tu
he must overtahs you s don't look has A rn back at once, and go down towards town,

Dominick Daly promptly obeyed her, and she drawi i i
rawing back her head -
cealed by the block of stone, In afew myoments the ﬁgureg of a sto?xl;, :ﬁie‘rl;emmaal.gfdinccl’l?c

dress of a priest, mounted y n : i
2 sober tren cam by the sh%?x]dtrp:fwte}:iul well-bred, well-fed brown horse, which he rode at

hill, and passed out of the tcher’s sight,
allo]wcd :(\lffw lx(noments to elapse before she s’tepped} down the hill-sid:]i: te}:es efilge of St}l::
;\9::};132c F::reel(ll czl:ltﬁ;' r:]l:}:( hor:e h:md its rider. They had overtaken the pedestrian, and
atha e o ? "
to the Union, and that afiect, c;ls tth eatp rFi‘ather John O’Connor pulled up to speak to the Clerk

I)omi?ick Daly walking by his horseshy (;‘.est rode on a footpace towards Narraghmore, with
v . » .

m to bring you into misery, if ever I have

t was great poverty,” said the woman, fervently.
, but I‘ would not mind it so very much, I
to me, just to be your wife, O, Dominick,
poor wretch whose life is of no use to her. Hush! there’s

* * * » * *

(70 be continued,)

——

CURRENT LITERATURE.

—_—

“* THE CAPTAIN'S CARIN,”
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vt DT T s el o e
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T
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compared with
horoughly pure

an, ity or .
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three more are now in press. Th . )
. 55 € subjects are varioy i istor: . )
1 essays to pri )] S, Tanging from hig -
::ceptio);ls ths S:]‘::;:Js la:::rja::i‘ir:ioand ii}rlxance and 'sho’rt stgrie% by goodt(:.ti‘t:}?:):sl.ld ti;\(l)i%}rxal;gvlv
0" may fairl . us 5 the present is certainly a good o ‘ ;
P: r:)ur rea{iers', ye-‘:);e::ﬁy()ftghe }S;enes asa Wh‘)l_e- We havz ml%ch plel;.:lllrinig intzl::llttgir:g li!l‘i
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e b N simmortality I do t s I know
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some considerable dreatgl Y overthrow, as often as tl']xey a0 appear. Byt chonfess I have
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upon any other basis, consequences of fixing the great proofs of religion
facts.—Sydney Smigh. an that of the widest Investigation, and-mosgt holi,est statement’ off
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