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Makes the
Weak Strong

The marked benefit which people in run
down or weakened state of health derive
from Hood's Sarsapariila, conclusively proves
the claim that this medicine ““ makes the weals
strong.” It does not act like a stimulant,
imparting fictitions strength from which there
must follow a reaction of greater weakness
than before, but in the most natural way
Hood’s Sarsaparilla overcomes that tired feel-
ing, ereates an appetite, purifies the bleod,
and, in short, gives great bodily, nerve,
mental and digestive strength,

Fagged Out

* Last spring 1 was completely fagged out.
My strength left me and I felt sick and mis-
erable all the time, so that I could hardly
attend to my business. 1 took one bottie of
Hood's Sarsaparilla, and it cured me. There
is nothing like it.” R. C. BEGoLE, Editor
Enterprise, Belleville, Mich.

o 1 derived very much benefit from Hood's
Sarsaparilla, which I ook for general debility.
It built me right up, and gave me an excellent
appetite.” Ep., JENKINS, Mi. Savage, Md,

N. B. If you decide to take Hood’s Sarsa-
parilla, do not be induced to take anything else
instead. Insist upon having

Hood’s

-
Sarsaparilla
Sold by all druggists, #1; six for §5. Prepared only
by C. 1. HOOD & CO., Apothecaries, Lowell, Mass,

100 Boses One Dollar

EDUCATIONAL.

ACADEMY, — UNDER
rs of the Holy
sus and Mary, Amherstburg,
Ont. This edueational establishment highly
recommends itself to the favor of parents
anxions to give to theirdaughters a solid and
usetful edueation. The scho year, com-
ten months, opens at the beginning
mber and eloses in July, Terms
arly in advanee): Board and tuition,
1, 3705 musie and use of piano, 3313
1 $15; bed and bedding,
810; washing, . For further information
apply to the Sister Superior.

SSUMPTION COLLEGE, SANDWICH

~—The studies embrace the Classica

cinl courses. Terms, including

ary expenses, 3150 per annam.  For

full ]n;nr! ieulars apply to Rev. D. CUSHING,
C. 8. B,

ST. JEROME'S COLLEGE,
BERLIN, ONT.
Complete Classieal, Philosophieal and
« rrcinl Cours: s,

And Shorthand and Typewriting.
For further particulars apply to
REV. THEO., SPETZ, President.
S ] 3 S COLLEGE, TORONTO,
Ont.— iliation with Toronto Uni-
versity. Under the patro of His Grace
the Archbishop ot lireetod by
silian Iat) al, scien-
nd commercial con
for students preparing for Un
ulation and non - profe
Terms, v n paid in
tuition, ) per year; halt boarders, ¥75;
duy pupils, For further particulars apply
1o /o Jo R TEE , President.

Colrses

- ' ,
ST, LONAVENTURE'S COLLEGE,
ST. JOHN'S, Nr1ld.
Under eare of the Irish Christian Brot)
This College aflo '
excellont  advantages to stodents, The
healthiness of its situation, the equipment
of the Schools and the general furnishing of
the establishment Jea nothing to be de-
sired for the comfort and improvement of
the punils
Three Courses Preparatory, Commereial
and Matricalation (London Universi
Terms—Dbay pupils, $12, $15, et per an-
num, aecording to class.  Boarders, $160 per
annum,
Prospectus
application to
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TR R T et Donalinana Al
Belleville Business Colloge
Is the largest, most substantial, best equip-
ped and the best in every particular of all
the business colleges in Canada, and T have
inspeeted them all,” was the remark made

recently by a prominent representative of

one of the largest corporations in Canada.

he Circulars of this Famous Business

College ean be obtained fr
same to

Belleville  Business  College,
BELLEVILLE, ONT.
s 1) rockville nii i
L ﬂ USINESS oot "Vl e
mam U College e <
~—AND particu'ars,
SHORTHAND Ay &
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(Yt (etege’

GWr N BOUND, ONTARIOQ,
I the Very Begt PWwco in Canada to yet o Thorough
Busl 1688 Edicati

by writing for
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Prineipals,
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PROFESSIONA{ ..
HARLES J. MCCABE, B.A.,, KARRIS-

TIER, Solicitor, Conveyancer, gte., 69
Adelaide street east, Toronto,

OST & HOLMES, ARCHITECTS, 4\n-i\"‘ﬂ
. Rooms ' and 29 Manning House, King
street west, Toronte,  Also in the Gerrie
Block, Whithy,

._\. Posr, R. A, .4\. W. HoLMES,

. HANAVAN, SURGEON TO “D?
D YRoy M Behool of Tufantry. Office and
o “* Burwell street, second door

residence, s
from Dundas. o

L& DIGNAN, BARKISTERS, BTC.,
1bot street, Lomston,  Private funds

‘(‘r!‘lzi\\‘:('\w 1LOVE, R. 1. DIGNAN.
R. WOODRUFF, No, l_\ntH.‘l"I“N'\ AV,
Defective vision, impair hearing,
nasal catarrh and troublesome |I|r‘«ml~. Eyes
n‘\nh-nl. plasses adjusted.  Hours, 12104

Royal Canadian Ins. Co'y.

FIRE AND MARINE.
G. W. DANKS, Agent,

No. 8 Masonic Temple fLondon, Ont.

GEORGE C. DAVIS, Dentist.
e, Dundas street, four doors east of
R():"l‘\‘l(u;\nnl.“ ‘\‘\lallzml air administered for
the painless extraction of teoth,

The Dead Son.

BY KATHERINE TYNAN,

The boy was in the clay,
The mother was weeping still
From dawn to evening gray.
When stars looked over the hill,
Between the dawn and dark,
The night and day between,
About the stillest hour of mirk,
Oh, who is this comes in?

He did not 1ift the latch,
He came without a sound,

He stood within a moonlit pateh,
A space of holy ground ;

Hig robe was to his fe
All of the fair silk fine :

The gold curls were soft and sweet
That she was used to twine.

But on his hairof silk
s a drift like rain ;
His robe, as white as milk,
Did show a piteous stain,
++ Oh, mother, mother !" he said,
“Yourt s have wet me through ;
I am come from the blessed dead
To try and comfort you.

*The other children play,
But when I would rejoice,
Oh, mother, I hear from far away
The erying of your voice !
Your tears are heavy as lead,
I cannot run or leap ; = b
Oh, mother, mother, mother,” he said,
“ I pray you not to weep !

The red cock and the black
srew, and her lmnb was gone ;

!
She rose and set the window back

And weleomed in the dawn.
She swept the sanded floor,

And made the fire to burn, ¥
With all her weeping done and o'er.

God comfort them that mourn.

The National Observer,

B
LILY LASS.
By Justix HuntLey McCartiy, M. I,

CHAPTER XVII.
BARRY LUTTRELL'S OPINIONS,

As Lermanagh passed out of the
enchanted rose-garden and let the little
gate swing behind him, the click of its
latch sounding as dismally on his ear
as the reverberation of the iron gates
which severed Orpheus from Eurydice,
he found himself almost face to face
with Barry Luttrell.

Perhaps Barry Luttrell was the last
man whom Fermanagh would have
cared to greet at that moment.

Lattrell’s languid, lazy disposition
wisin itself a complete opposition to
Fermanagh's eager, strenuous, deter-
mined nature.  Besides, Luttrell had
deliberately severed himself from any
connection with the movement to which
Fermanagh was devoted heart and soul-

He had declared that for him the
unopposed exile of Mitchel ended the
struggle, and he meant to keep aloof—
and indeed he, did keep aloof — from
any share in the agitation from that
moment.

There had never been much in com-
mon between Brian and Barry Lutt-
rell, even at the time when the latter
was most in accordance with the popu-
lar movement, and was working as
actively as he ever worked at anythi
to advance its
Cess.

Fermanagh did not distrust Luttrell ;
there was nothing in him to distrust ;
but he did not rely upon him, and he
regavded his withdrawal from the party
after Mitchel's arrest as a proof that his
doubts of Luttrell's capabilitics were
well founded.

But even had Lauttrell been amongst
his dearest friends, been his most
devoted colleague and companion in
the common cause, Fermanagh's heart
would not have rejoiced to meet him
just then.

He was too much occupied with his
own  bitter thoughts, too terribly
crushed with pain and grief to wish for
any companionship.  He longed only
to be alone with his fighting soul, until
he should have forced himself to accept
his life under its new conditions, and
o face as bravely as he might the new
and loveless world now awaiting him.

So he nodded slightly to Barry Lutt-
rell, and would have passed him
swifily by but Luttrell stopped, and
held out hand, and called him by
his nan i

o
g

ause and secure it sue-

There was no help for it ; so Brian
stopped too, and took the outstretched
hand, and waited.

The ghastly paleness of his face
startled Barey Luttrell for a moment
out of the bland composure upon which
he prided himself.

*Good heavens ! man,” he said,
hurriedly, ** how ill you look ! What
iz thematter?” And then, ashe spoke,
he recognized the house from which
Fermanagh had just emerged, and
being Kindly-hearted, he cursed his
own folls' for having spoken so.

Fermanagh smiled weavily.,

“There 1s nothing the matter with
me, " he said. 1T have been a little
overworked, and tired, and want rest
perhaps. That is all : nothing more.

COverwork,” said Barry Luttrell,
half to himselt. 1 don't quite see
what work there is to do now. How
over,” he added, with shrug of the
shoulders, *“we won't argue about that.
That may be left to time, like most
other things Did yvou ever read a
little French story about two people
who parted from each other quite
broken-hearted, and who met vears
later, when their hearts were whole
vin, and agreed together, in kindly
recollection of their lost passion and
their lost pain, to build a temple to
Time, the Consoler 27

Luttrell meant well,  He thought by
this allusion to the consoling powers of
Time to hint to his friends that he, too,
might in time find consolation.

But Fermanagh was not in a mood
Just then for Barry Luttrell’s thin phil-
osophies.

1 must be going, " he said, ** I have
much to do.  Good-bye.”

Lattrell still detained him.

““What is the matter with MacMur
chad ?” heasked, **that the bright eyes
of this English girl have so vun\plo(‘v!\'
conquered him ? - Let him look to him-
self.  You ave his friend, Fermanagh,
and perhaps yon might take chance to

warn him, It [ knew anything of
women " —and here Barry Luttreil
smiled softly, with an expression that
{ implied that he believed he did know a

good deal about them—** if I know any- |
thing of women, poor Murrough may
live to regret the day when he ever
met Miss Geraldine.  Besides, Mount-
marvel is fiercely jealous. Heis madly
in love with the girl, himself I believe ;
and if what I am told is true, and you
know I am not often mistaken "—here
Barry smiled again, self-caressingly —
¢ ho'is moving heaven and earth to get
MacMurchad arrested for treason-fel
ony. Ishould not be surprised "—here
Barry Luttrell grew slightly graver—
1 should not be surprised,” he said,
“if at this very moment a warrant
from the Lord Licutenant were on its
way from Dublin Castle to lay our
.\'nl‘lll,’: friend by the heels, and remove
that picturesque rebeilious rival from
Mountmarvel’s path. If you see Mac-
Murchad you might warn him upon
one or other of these points, as seems
best to you ; I seldem see him now, as
you know, and, besides, it would come
better from you."

Fermanagh had made a movement to
shake himself free from Luttrell when
Luttrell had coupled the names of Mac-
Murchad and Lilias Geraldine together.
He was angry at the suggestion that
he should interfere in MacMurchad's
love affair—angry, too, because it re-
minded him of his own unhappiness,
and the unhappiness of her who was
dearer to him than life.

But when Luttrell spoke of the
danger that threatened his friend he
took patience, and listened, and was
grateful,

So he simply said, ‘*Thank you,
Barry ; 1 shall see that MacMurchad
gets your warning. Good-bye.”

Then he shook Luttrell’s hand more
warmly than he had done at first, and
walked rapidly away in the direction
of the ferryboat, which took the people
from that part of the town to the busier
world on the opposite side of the river.

Barry Luttrell stood in the middle of
the avenue, looking now at Ferman-
agh'’s retreating figure, and now on
the roses in Mary’s garden.

*“ Poor Brian ! he murmured to him-
self.  ““ Poor Murrough! What a pair
of fine madmen ! There they both are,
helplessly in love ; and the one wor-
ships a girl who cares nothing for him,
and the other woos a stranger who will
break his heart ; and the adorned of the
one adores the other.  'Was there ever
a more marvellous or more melancholy
medley ? I could laugh at it were it
not that, like Sir Hugh Evans, ‘I have
great dispositions to cry.””

“ Lucky for you, Barry Luttrell,”
he went on, apostrophizing himself
avely, ‘‘lucky for you that your
emotions are so well regulated, and
that you are never likely to make a
fool of yourself about any woman.”

He paused for a moment reflectively,
and flicked the dust before him with
his riding—-whip. Fermanagh had just
disappeared from sight at the end of
the long avenue,

“T1 wonder,” he said again to him-
sell’ thoughtfully, *if 1 am so lucky
after all! If T am so much better off
in my fancied philosophic security than
those two brave hearts who believe so
passionately, and who love so well,
and can be so loyal to a flag or a watch-
word or a woman's face.”

He shrugged his shoulders, and
turned on his heel, and walked rapidly
to the other end of the avenue.

Here he found two horses waiting in
the custody of his English groom.
Luttrell was a man of means: and
although he was an Irishman, and in
his way a patriot he owned some pro-
perty in England, and affected to
believe that Englishmen made the best
Kkeepers of horses,

He vaulted lightly into hissaddle and
drew the reins in his hands.  As he
was about to start off a sudden thought
seemed to strike him, and, looking
round, he addressed his servant,

“ Digby,” he said, gravely,” what's
vour opinion of woman as a factor in
the problem of man’s existence 27

Digby sat bolt upright on his horse,
stolid, stiff, imperturbable, and did not
appear to be in the least amazed by
his master’s guestion.

He paused for a mowent, rubbing his
chin with the butt of his riding-whip,
thoughtfully, and then observed sen-
tentiously, ** Women is wenom !

Barry Luttrell laughed, gave spurs
to his horse, and galloped off into the
country, with his philisophic and mis-
ogynistic henchman behind him.,

CHAPTER XVIII.
MOUNTMARVEL MEANS MISCHIEF,

Barry Lattrell was right enough
when he gave Fermanagh warning of
Mountmarvel's menacing intentions
with regard to MacMurchad.

At this particular moment the young
nobleman detested MacMurchad with
all his heart.  They had always heen
enemies.  The old family feud, which
had lived ever since the last-century
duel in the Crown Yard, had not been
suffered to die out by either of the
young men ; but the smouldering ashes

litional hatred were now fanned
into tury in Mountmarvel's breast with
all the strength which such passions as
love, rivalry, and Jjealously can afford.

Mountmarvel was in love with Lilias
Geraldine.

He had fallen in love with her
against his will, for it had been his
fiest thought to make her fall in love
with him, and he had tried and failed

utterly failed.  For almost before he
knew how completely he was con-
quered, he found that Lilias Geraldine
was dearer to him than anything else
in the world—dearer than his horses,
deaver than his dogs, dearver than
Mountmarvel itself, or the
Lieutenancy of the county.

All the things which up to now he
had most prized and most cherished
seemed well-nigh insignificant when
compared with his new emotions.

For probably the first time in his life

Lord

Hitherto he had regarded himself,
serenely enough, as the central sun of
his little world, round which all other
things must be contented to circle in
an admiring orbit.

Now, however, he was painfully
conscious of a disagrecable sense of
inferiority. He felt sure that Lilias
(Gieraldine did not admire him at all,
and was not in the least prepared to
pay him the homage to which he had
been accustomed sincee his boyhood.

She was very pleasant to him
always ; she appeared to have forgiven
and forgotten his folly at the meetin
but he knew well enough that she felt
an interest in MacMurchad which she
did not affect to feel for him.

Her very indifferenee, good-natured
as it was, inflamed his passion. He
was startled out of his equanimity to
find that he was hopelessly in love with
Lilias, and that his one object in life
was to win her for himself.

But MacMurchad was a dangerous
rival. Mountmarvel saw with all a
rival’s keenness that the Young Ire-
lander was as devoted to Lilias as he
was ; and though he did not believe
that Lilias herself was in love with
MacMurchad, he greatly feared that
she might become so.

A handsome young rebel, with a
Velasquez face, sprung from an
ancient hou.sl-, was the very man,
Mountmarvel admitted, to charm the
romantic mind of Lilias Geraldine.

This point being given, the rest of
problem shaped itself simply enough
in Mountmarvel’s mental logic.

MacMurchad is Miss Geraldine’s
lover ; Miss Geraldine's lover is in my
way ; therefore, MacMurchad must be
ot out of the wa

Such was the train of Lord Mount-
marvel’s reasoning ; and on those
reasons he promptly proceeded to act.
To do Mountmarvel justice, it he acted
on the principle that all is fair in love
and in war, he was also convinced that
MacMurchad as a rebel was an enemy
who deserved no mercy.

The first thing was to get MacMur-
chad, if possible, arrested ; the next to
get the Geraldines, father and
daughter, to pay a visit to Mountmar-
vel Castle, where MacMurchad, even if
he were still at liberty, could not pos-
sibly visit them.,

His plans for carrying out the first
project were soon found and acted
upon.
g:He made up a little compilation of
MacMurchad’ recent speeches and writ-
ings, and sent them to the Viceroy in
a letter expressing his own opinion, as
Lord Lieutenant of the county, that
MacMurchad’s immediate arrest was
essential for the peace and well-being
of the district,

He supplemented this manifesto by
various private epistles to Castle oftic-
ials, friends of his own, in which he
made it quite clear that the prompt
arrest of MacMurchad was of the great-
est importance for the safety of the
locality, undermined as it was by sedi-
tion. He knew well enough that his
official friends had vast powers of per-
suading any viceroy to adopt their
views, and he hoped for the best resulis
for his little manwuyre.

He did not know that Barry Luttrell
had a friend, too, in the stronghold of
English rule, and that he generally
knew as much about what was going
on in the Castle as the Viceroy himself,
and often knew a great deal more.

Mountmarvel’s other scheme for get-
ting the Geraldines to visit him seemed
to promise even more feasibly.

They had both been to the Castle to
lunch, and Mr. Geraldine had looked
with a scholar’s eager eyes at the stores
of Oriental manuseripts which the
young lord’s father had collected.

But they were too many for Mr,
Geraldine to obtain even a passing
glimpse of their contents and value.
Mountmarvel offered to let him take
away any he liked for closer study :
but even to make a selection of any
service to him would have taken Mr.
Geraldine a considerable time,

Mountmarvel had then suggested a
visit to the Castle for a few davys, and
Mr. Geraldine had seemed much
pleased at the suggestion, and prom-
ised to accept when some other per
sonal business, about which he had
come to Ireland, should be concluded.

That business Mountmarvel had
reason to believe was now off Mr. Ger-
aldine’s mind, and he determined to
lose no time in getting him and his
daughter to come to Mountmarvel
Castle as his guests.

Under his own roof, and out of the
dangerous proximity of MacMurchad's
rivalry, Mountmarvel hoped for the
best tor his own suit.

He accordingly wrote a formal and
courteous invitation to Mr. Geraldine,
and despatched it by one of his own
servants on the very morning on which
Brian Fermanagh had met Barry
Luttrell and received his warning of
the danger in store for MacMurchard.

CHAPTER XIX
MACMURCHAD'S WARNING.

On the evening of the day on which
the events we have already described
took place MacMurchad quitted the
Crown Inn, and walked slowly through
the streets of the city in the direction
of the river.

The young leader’s face wore an air
of more than usual gravity, and he
walked with the lingering, uncertain
pace of a man who is revolving many
thoughts in his mind, and who is striv-
ing to decide upon the wisest of many
ways of action that lay before him.

MacMurchad had been spending a
large part of the day with the Gerald-
snes.  He had accompanied them on a
little expedition to the ruins of a fam-
iliar old historic castle and abbey
which stood some miles outside the
town, and he had seen them back to

Mountiarvel’s thoughts were ocenpied
by anything beside himself

the inn, and had taken a brief fare-
well of them there.

As he was quitting them, Lilias, !as I do that, somehow or other, | 2ot

whose interest in the Young Irelander
appeared to deepen cvery day, .nﬁlu-.d
MacMurchad to come in again in the
evening if he had nothing better to do,
and the Young Irelander had eagerly
accepted.

Now, as he was v
through the streets, he was :ln‘kl_lltf
himself if should obey at last the im-
perious commands of his own heart,
and should on that very evening tell
Lilias in words what he could hardly
doubt she knew already indeed, that
he loved her.

Yet there was much in the circum-
stances in which he was placed which
rendered the saying of these simple
words a matter of exceptional gravity.

Had he the right, he asked himself
again and again, with f('.\(,l'iri.h, im-
patient iterance, had he the right to
offer this fair young girl the love of a
poor, almost proscribed man, to ask
her to share with him his ruined for-
tunes and his desperate future ?

The cause itself, too. Was he serv-
ing the cause truly in allowing his
thoughts to stray from it at all in pur-
suit of any other passion, no matter
how ennobling or honorable.

Up to this time the cause had been
his one consuming purpose. He had
given all the years of his young life to
it. He had thought of nothing else ;
he had worked and hoped and
struggled for it, and it alone. Now
for the first time wholly new and
singular emotions were awakened in
his breast, and were causing a cruel
conflict there.

Could he be as loyal, could he be as
useful to the cause, he asked himsel
if he allowed the passion which was
preying upon his heart to take delinite
shape and purpose? That passion
once confessed would, like the nius
in the ** Arabian Nights,” break from
the compass of his own control and
overshadow his life with its giant in-
fluence.

Had it not already done so? What
spell was there, what power, like that
lurking in the seal of Solomon in the
Arabian legend, which could conjure
down and conquer this rebellious pas-
sion ?

It would be idle to deny that his love
for Lilias lay deep in his heart and
permeated his whole existence. All
he asked now was whether he could be
true to her and true to the cause in de-
claring himself her lover, and in seek-
ing for her love in return,

Thus musing, thus wrapt up in
melancholy meditation, MacMurchad's
steps led him half unconsciously, to the
steep and narrow street in the distant
part of the town which led down to the
little landi place where the ferry
plied between the two banks of the
river.

That ferry-way was a familiar one
to MacMurchad. The opposite point of
landing lay just helow the long poplar
avenue on the other side of which Mary
O'Rourke dwelt,

MacMurchad had been aceustomed
to consult her on all questions that
ever troubled him since his childhood,
and it was in obedience to a natural
impulse that he found himself now
standing on the little landing-place,
resolved to cross over and pay Mary
O'Rourke a visit.  He had no definite
intention of telling her the thonghts
that troubled him, buv he felt a kind
of vague trust that somehow he must
obtain good counsel from her lips.

The ferryboat was not at the land
ing-place. Glancing across the gleam
ing river, MacMurchad saw that it was
close to the opposite bank, to which it
was making in order to take on board
a solitary passeng
be waiting for it.

The river is not very wide at this
ferry-way, and MacMurchad’s keen
eyes saw that the man who was stand-
ing on the opposite shore was Brian
Fermanagh. Brian Fermanagh at
the same moment recognized MacMur
chad, and waved his hand and shouted
some words which MacMurchad could
not hear, and got rapidly on the ferry-
boat .

A few vigorous strokes brought the
wherry to where MacMurchad was
standing, and Fermanagh leapt on
shore and caught his friend by the
hand.  MacMurchad was not so much
engrossed in his own paing and per-
plexities as to fail to perceive the
marks of strong and bitter emotion on
his comrade’s face,

““What is the matter 2" he asked in-
voluntarily, much the same as Brian
Luttrell had asked some half-hour pre-
viously.  This time, however, Brian
Fermanagh had a reason to give his
questioner.

“You are in great danger, MacMur-
chad,” he replied hurriedly, as they
moved away out of earshot of the ferry-
man. ‘I have received sure warn-
ing that a warrant has been issued
from Dublin for your arrest for treason-
felony. 1t may be in the city at this
moment !

Master of himself though he was,
MacMurchad could not refrain from an
involuntary start at these tidings. He
had believed all his recent actions in
connection with the movement to have
been so securely secret that hoodwinked
authority had no suspicion of his plans
and purposes. Such a danger, there-
fore, at such a moment was indeed a
fatality.

He caught Fermanagh eagerly by
the wrist.  ““ How do you know this?"
he asked, anxiously.

““Tmet Barry Luttrell not half an
hour ago,” said Fermanagh, “ and he
gave me the warning most explicitly.

MacMurchad dropped his friend’s
hand and shrugged his shoulders.

4 ‘“‘Barry Luttrell!” he said, scorn-
fully. “T thought you were speaking
seriously. "

A "‘I am .spcnking‘ very  seriously, "
srian replied.  ** You may not admire
Barry Lauttrell, but his warning is
worth relying on.  You know as well

walking slowly

© who appeared to

information of what is going on »4 the
Castle ; and though he is not a vepy i
passioned patriot, he is a good enougl,
friend to be trusted in this matiep,»°

MacMurchad made a gesture of
patient dissent, and Fermanag} I
ceiving it, continued.

“Take my advice, Murrough,” y,
said,” ‘“if you will not take Barr,
Luttrell's.  Keep out of the way f,
to-night, and _if needs be for the ey
few days. You know how fata] j
would be to our purposes if you ey
to be arrested at this moment, For
the sake of the cause, if not for yoy,
own safoety, therefore, I conjure you g,
run no risk.  Even if Barry Lugtpg)
is wrong, you will do no harm 1y
being careful. If he is right, you wij)
have done great harm by rejecting (e
warning. Believe me, the dangey i
It comes from Mountmarye|,

im
ey

serious.
He has applied for your arrest.”

CHAPTER XX.
“IN THE NAME OF THE LAw,"

Late on the evening of the same gy
MacMurchad emerged from the doop
way of Brian Fermanagh's house angq
stood for a moment on the threshold,
holding his friend’s hand tight)y
grasped in his. b

“To-morrow,” said Brian, in g low
tone ; and *‘To-morrow,” MacMurchag
answered, in a vet lower tone.

Then the hands unclasped, and the
friends parted. Brian went back ingg
his dwelling, and MacMurchad walkeq
rapidly away, at a pace of feverigy
impatience, in the direction of the R
Tower,

Brian lived almost in the subuibs of
the city, so it was some little time be
fore MacMurchad found himself in tha
part of the town where he lived,  As
MacMurchad made his way rapidly
through the complicated network of
dim streets his mind was so much
cupicd by his troubled thoughts that
he was unaware of certain eccentric
phienomena which marked his course

As he walked through strect afte
strect mysterious forms rose up, one
after another, from the dusk hehing
him.  From dark doorways, from the
gloomy recesses of deserted arches,
from lurking-places at the corners of
sombre alleys, from the faintly-lit en
trances of small and forbiddine public
houses solitary figures emer; and
proceeded noiselessly on the track of
the Young Irclander.

These curious and ominous phan
toms glided in their pursuit with the
utmost caution against observatior
They skirted the walls in their de epes
shadow : they seemed, like the doomed
vouth in the great tragedy, desirous
to encounter darkness like a brid
Cautiously, furtively they stole,
fantastic shadows, on

heels.

these
MacMurchad's
Every successive street swelled
their silent nwnber, added one more
to the company of stealthy pursuers

Before MacMurchad had reached his
destination he was doggzed by some
half a dozen of these stranee satellites.
They took no notice of each other's
presence :  their only thoughts ap
peared to be to keep their quarry we
in sight and to keep well out of sight
themselves, while zealously preserving
the original distances between them
selves and MacMurchad, and between
themselves and their colleagues in the
chase.

The Young Irelander, wholly una
ware of his grim followers, strode on
rapidly, his brain burning wit
thousand wild and perplexing thoughts
As he turned into the archway which
led into the dismal quadrangle where
the Red Tower stood he did not notice
how the little units of pursuit huddled
together in a comprehensive group at
the mouth of the entrance and stood
there silently peering into the dark
ness after him,

Murrough knocked lightly at the doo
of the Tower, and in a moment it
swung wide open.  The knot of watch
ers in the archway, ¢raning their
heads forward, saw, fora single second,
MacMurchad's tall form black against
the lighted square of the aperture, a
stately silhouette. Then MacMurchad
stepped across the threshold, the great
door swinging back swallowed up the
light with a kind of snap as of the
descent of a giant jaw, and all again
was darkness and silence in the space
about the Red Tower.

Noisclessly the synod of shadows
about the archway detached itself
again into individual shadows. Softly
they glided through the archway into
the quadrangle. One drew into cach
corner of the quadrangle and waited
there ; the two remaining apparitions
waited near the door of the Red Tower,
in almost voiceless consultation.

Then one of these two quitted his
fellow, flitted through the archwa)
into outer blackness, and vanished.

The five others remained in their
places-—silent, motionless, expectant
The dim, erratic light of the lamp in
the archway caught a kind of fitful re-
flection on some bright objects in the
hands of each of those silent watchers,
and gleamed with a metallic glitter.
The phantasms were prudent, and
carried revolvers, it would seem.

By-and-bye, after an interval that
seemed interminably long, those five
unwonted warders of the Red Tower
heard a long, low whistle sound softly
along the street outside, and a moment
later their keen ears could catch the
momentous sound of the measured
tramp of many men's feet moving te-
gether in unison.

A few moments later the sixth
shadow sidled swiftly through the arch-
way back to his companion. After
him, as quietly as might be, came a
body of about a dozen men.

No shadows these. Even the trem-
bling light of the crazy old lamp could
lend nothing spectral to the appear:
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ance of the detachment of policemen,
who, in obedience to a sign from the
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