
good deal about thorn—11 If 1 know any- | 

thing of women, pool1 Mur rough may 
live to regret the day when he ever 
met Miss Geraldine. Besides, Mount- 
marvel is fiercely jealous. He is madly 
in love with the girl, himself I believe ; 
and if what I am told is true, and you 
know 1 am not often mistaken "—here 
Barry smiled again, self-caressingly— 
“ lie'is moving heaven and earth to get 
MacMurchad arrested for trcason-fcl- 

1 should not be surprised "—here

The Dead Son.
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Imparting fictitious strength from which there 
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Hood’s Sarsaparilla overcomes that tired feel­
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and, in short, gives great bodily, nerve, 
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ony.
Barry Luttrell grew slightly graver— 
“I should not be surprised," he said, 
“if at this very
from the Lord Lieutenant were on its 

from Dublin Castle to lay our

ere soft and sweet 
sed to twine.

old curls w 
. she was u moment a warrant
his halrof silk 

re was a drift like rain ; 
His robe, as while as milk, 

Did show a piteous stain.
*• Oil. mother, mother !” he

way
young friend by the heels, and remove 
that picturesque rebellious rival from 
Mountmarvel's path. If you see Mac­
Murchad you might warn him upon 

other of those points, as seems 
best to you ; I seldom 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 
ho 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.
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ic from the blessed dead 

d comfort you.
am com 
To try an
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The crying of your volve ! 
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Fagged Out one or
' Last spring 1 was completely fagged out. 

My strength left tne and I felt sick and mis­
erable all the time, so that I could hardly 
attend to my business. I took one bottle of 
Hood's Sarsaparilla, and it cured me. There 
Is nothing like it.” It. C. Reoolk, Editor 
Enterprise, Helleville, Mich.

«• i derived very much benefit from Hood's 
Sarsaparilla, which 1 took for general debility. 
It built me right up, and gave me an excellent 
appetite.” Ed. Jknkins, Ml. Savage, Mil.

N. H. if you decide to take Hood’s Sarsa­
parilla. do not be Induced to take anything else 
Instead. Insist upon having

he said,

The red cock and the black 
Crew, and her lamb was gone ;

She rose and set the window hack 
And welcomed In the. dawn. 
ie swept the sanded floor,
And made the fire to hum,

all her weeping done and o'er, 
comfort them that mourn.
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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 ; I 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 oil 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 Mur rough ! What a pair 
of line 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 bis 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,” 
lie went on, apostrophizing himself 
gravely, “ lucky for you that your 
emotions are so well regulated, and 
that you are never likely 
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.

‘‘I wonder,” he said again to him­
self thoughtfully, “if 1 am so lucky 
after all ! If I 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 he 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 In; owned some pro­
perty in England, and affected to 
believe that Englishmen made the best 
keepers of horses.

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

“ Digby,” lie said, gravely," wlmt’s 
your opinion of woman as a factor in 
the problem of man’s existence ?”

Digby sat holt upright on his horse, 
stolid, stiff, imperturbable, and did not 
appear to he in the least amazed by 
las master’s question.

He paused for a moment, 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.

By Justin Huntley McCarthy, M. I\

CHAPTER XVII.
ll.'ZMtY LUTTIIELL’S OPINIONS.

As Fermanagh 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.

Liittrell’s languid, lazy disposition 
was in itself a complete opposition to 
Fermanagh’s eager, strenuous, deter­
mined nature, 
deliberately severed himself from any 
connection with the movement to which 
Fermanagh was devoted heart and soui­

lle 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 anything 
to advance its cause and secure it suc­
cess.
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Fermanagh did not distrust Luttrell ; 
there was nothing in him to distrust ; 
hut lie did not rely upon him, and he 
regarded his withdrawal from the party 
after Mi tcliels arrest as a proof that his 
doubts of Luttroll's capabilities were 
well founded.

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

He was too much occupied with his 
own hitter thoughts, too terribly 
crushed with pain and grief to wish for 
any companionship. He longed only 
to he. alone with his lighting soul, until 
lie should have forced himself to accept 
his life under its new conditions, and 
to face its 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 
swiftly by ; bin Luttrell stopped, and 
held out his hand, and called him by 
his name.
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Then- was no help for il ; so Brian 
stopped too. and took the outstretched 
hand, and waited.

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

" Good heavens ! man." he said, 
hurriedly, 11 how ill you look ! What 
i.: tin1 matter?" And then, as lie spoke, 
he recognized the house from which 
Fermanagh had just emerged, and 
being kindly-hearted, lie cursed his 
own folly for having spoken so.

Fermanagh smiled wearily.
11 There is nothing the matter with 

“ 1 have been a little 
overworked, and tired, and want, rest 
perhaps. That is all ; nothing more. "

11 ( Iverwork, " 
half to himself.
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CHAPTER XVTir.
MOUNTMAltVEL MEANS MISCHIEF.

Barry Luttrell was right enough 
when lie gave Fermanagh warning of 
Mountmarvel’s menacing intentions 
with regard to MacMurchad.

At this particular moment the young 
nobleman detested MacMurchad with 
all liis heart. They had always been 
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 
of traditional hatred wore now fanned 
into fury in Mountmarvel's breast with 
all the strength which such passions as 
love, rivalry, and jealously can afford.

Mountmarvel was in love with Lilias 
Geraldine.

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

-utterly failed. For almost before he 
know how completely he 
querod, he found that Lilias Geraldine 
was dearer to him than anything else 
in the world -dearer than'his horses, 
dearer than his dogs, dearer than 
Mouiitmarvel itself, or the Lord 
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 tin' first time in his life 
Mountmarvel's thoughts were occupied 
by anything beside himself.

me." lie said.,y'x A/ORr/fFM/: m

said Barry Luttrell. 
11 I don’t quite 

what work there is to do now. How 
ever," lie added, with a shrug of the 
shoulders, 11 wo won’t argue, about that 
That
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may ho left to time, like most 
Other things. Did you ever read a 
little French story about two people 
win, parted from each other quite 
broken-hearted, and who met
later, when their hearts were whole 
again, and agreed together, in kindly 
recollection of their lost, passion and 
their hist pain, to build a temple to 
Time, tin* Consoler ?"

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.

Hut Fermanagh was not in a mood 
just tlien for Barry LuttrelVs thin phil­
osophies.

“1 must be going, " he said, 11 I have 
much to do. Good-bye. "

Luttrell still detained him.
11 What is the matter with MneMur- 

chad ?" he asked, “that the bright! eyes 
of this English girl have so completely 
conquered him ? lx-t him look to him­
self. You are his friend, Fermanagh, 
and perhaps you might take chance to 
warn him.
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As he was quitting them, Lilias, ' as I do that, somehow or other, he g(.ts . 
whose interest in the Young Icelander information of what Is going on at the 
appeared to deepen every day, asked Castle ; and though he is not a very i,„. 
MacMurchad to come in again in the passioned patriot, he is a good enough 

Tin"1 if he had nothing better to do, friend to be trusted in this matter." 
and the Young Icelander had eagerly MacMurchad made a gesture of j,n. 
accepted. patient dissent, and Fermanagh per-

Now, as he was walking slowly eeivlng it, continued, 
through the streets, lie was asking “Take my advice, Murrough," ],„ 
himself if should obey at last tho im- said,” " if you will not take Barr> 
perious commands of ltis own heart, Luttrell s. Keep out ol the way inl­
and should on that very evening tell to-night, and If needs be for the next 
Lilias in words what lie could hardly few days. You know how fatal j, 
doubt she knew already indeed, that would be to our purposes if you were 
he loved her. to be arrested at this moment. F0r

Yet there was much in the circum- the sake ot the cause, it not lor vour 
stances in which he was placed which own safety, therefore, I conjure you , 
rendered the saying of these simple run no risk. Even if Barry Luttrell 
words a matter of exceptional gravity, is wrong, you will do no harm by 

Had he the right, he. asked himself being careful. If ho is right, you wifi 
again and again, with feverish, im- have done great harm by rejecting tfi,. 
patient iterance, had lie the right to warning. Believe me, the danger is 
offer this fair young girl the love of a serious. It comes from Mouiitmarvel. 
poor, almost proscribed man, to ask He has applied for your arrest. " 
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 
it. He had thought of nothing else ; 
he had worked and hoped and 
struggled for it, and it alone. Now 
for tho first time wholly new and 
singular emotions were awakened in 
his breast, and were causing a cruel 
conflict there.

Hitherto ho had regarded himself, 
renely enough, as the central sun of 
s little world, round which all other 
ings must be contented to circle in

an admiring orbit.
Now, however, he was painfully 

conscious of a disagreeable sense of 
inferiority. He felt sure that Lilias 
Geraldine did not admire him at all, 
and was not in the least prepared to 
pay him the homage to which he had 
been accustomed since his boyhood.

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

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

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

A handsome young rebel, with a 
Velasquez face, sprung from an 
ancient house, was tho 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 lie 
got out of the way.

Such was the train of Lord Mount­
marvel's reasoning ; and on those 
reasons he promptly proceeded to act. 
To do Mountmarvel justice, if lie 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 lirst 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.
tfc;Hc made up a little compilation ot 
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.

evei

CHAPTER XX.
“IN THE NAME OF THE LAW."

Late on the evening of the same day 
MacMurchad emerged from the (loot", 
way of Brian Fermanagh's house and 
stood for a moment on the threshold, 
holding his friend's hand tightly 
grasped in his.

“To-morrow,” said Brian, in alow 
tone : and “To-morrow," MacMurchad 
answered, in a yet lower tone.

Then the hands unclasped, and the 
friends parted. Brian went back into 
his dwelling, and MacMurchad walked 
rapidly away, at a pace of feverish 
impatience, in the direction of the lied 
Tower.

Brian lived almost in the suburbs of 
the city, so it was some little time be­
fore MacMurchad found himself in that 
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 oc­
cupied by his troubled thoughts that 
he was unaware of certain eccentric 
phenomena which marked his course.

As he walked through street after 
street mysterious forms rose up. 
after another, from the dusk behind 
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 forbidding public 
houses solitary figures emerged, and 
proceeded noiselessly on the track of 
the. Young Irelander.

These curious and ominous phan­
toms glided in their pursuit with the 
utmost caution against observation. 
They skirted the walls in their deepest 
shadow : they seemed, like, the doomed 
youth in the great tragedy, desirous 
to encounter darkness like a bride. 
Cautiously, furtively they stole, these 
fantastic shadows, on MacMurchad s 
heels. Every successive street swelled 
their silent number, added 
to the company of stealthy pursuers.

Before MacMurchad had reached his 
destination lie was dogged by 
half a dozen of these strange satellites. 
They took no notice of each other's 
presence ; their only thoughts ap­
peared to be to keep their quarry well 
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 llie 
chase.

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

Murrough knocked lightly at the door 
of the Tower, and in a moment it 
swung wide open. The knot of watch­

archway, tfraning their 
heads forward, saw, for a single second. 
MacMurchad'* 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.

Noiselessly 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 each 

of the quadrangle and waited 
there ; the two remaining apparitions 
waited near the door of the Red Tower, 
in almost voiceless consultation.

Chen one of these two quitted his 
fellow, flitted through the. archway 
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

By-and-hye, after an interval that 
seemed interminably long, those fin- 
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 to ­
gether in unison.

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

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

life to

Could lie be as loyal, could he be as 
useful to the cause, lie asked himself, 
if lie allowed the passion which was 
preying upon his heart to take definite 
shape and purpose ? That passion 
once confessed would, like the genius 
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 
lie asked now was whether he could lie 
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 landing place where the ferry- 
plied between the two banks of the 
river.

That

one

He supplemented this manifesto by- 
various private epistles to Castle offic­
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 tho safety of the 
locality, undermined as it was by- sedi­
tion. He knew well enough that his 
official friends had \ ast powers of per­
suading any viceroy to adopt their 
views, and he hoped for the best results 
for his little manœuvre.

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

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 

scholar’s eager eyes at the stores 
of Oriental manuscripts 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

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

one more

MacMurchad had been accustomed 
to consult her on till

some
questions that 

ever troubled him since his childhood, 
and it was in obedience to a natural 
impulse that lie found himself 
standing on the little landing-place, 
resolved to cross over and pay Mary 
O'Rourke a visit, lie had no definite 
intention of telling her the thoughts 
that troubled him, but lie felt a kind 
of vague trust that somehow lie 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 passenger who appeared to 
be waiting for it.

The river is not ve

more.

with a

rv wide at this 
ferry-way, and MacMurchad’s keen 
eyes saw that tho 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 Hie ferry­
boat .

anv
service to him would have taken Mr. 
Geraldine a considerable time.

Mountmarvel had then suggested a 
visit lo the Castle for a few days, and 
Mr. Geraldine had seemed much 
pleased at the suggestion, and prom­
ised to accept when some other per­
sonal business, about which lie 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 ol’ MacMurchad’s 
rivalry, Mountmarvel hoped for the 
best for his own suit.

era in the

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

“What is the matter ?” he asked in­
voluntarily, much the same as Brian 
Luttrell had asked some half-hour

v

on

pre­
viously. This time, however, Brian 
Fermanagh had a reason to give his 
questioner.

“'ou are in great danger, MacMur­
chad." he replied hurriedly, as they 
moved away out of earshot of the ferry­
man. 11 I have received sure warn­
ing that a warrant has iieen issued 
from Dublin for your arrest for treason- 
felony. it may lie in the city at this 
moment !"

corner

lie 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.

CHATTER XIX Master of himself though he - 
MacMurchad could not refrain from 
involuntary start at these tidings. He 
had believed all bis 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.

“I met 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.

“Barry Luttrell !” he said, scorn­
fully. 111 thought you were speaking 
seriously."

“I am speaking very seriously," 
Brian replied. 11 You mav not admire 
Barry Luttrell, but his 'warning is 
worth relying on. You know as well

was,
MAl MVIiCIIAD’S WAKXINd. an

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.

seem.

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- 

He had accompanied them 
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 hack to 
the inn, and had taken a brief fare­
well of them there.

sues. on a

tniMi.
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