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A DECLARATION

“It’s little you have to do when
you can sleep till this hour in the
morning !”’

The words, eomewhat 'crossly
spoken, came from Rick of the Hills,
who was standing beside Carter’s
bed in the private lodging which
the latter occupied whenever he
sojourned in Tralee. Carter started
up, rubbing his eyes and looking
in a bewildered way from his visitor
to the dull daylight which struggled
into the room.

“* How did you get in ; and what
time is it 7"’ he asked, when he
seemed to have recovered all his
waking faculties.

‘ How did you
easy enough ; 1

in? faith,
came up here this
morning and went to H olahan’s,
where you told me to go if I wanted

get

own

you ; but you hadn’t got there yet,

and a good-natured man at the

counter gave me the street and the |
number of your lodging ; so I came
here, and the girl below said yow
weren’t up; but she showed me
your room, and when I knocked and
received no answer, I tried the
door. It was open, and I entered—
that's,how I got in; and as to the |
time, it’s twenty minutes past the
dinner hour.”

Carter started and ked at his
watch, which he drew from beneath
his pillow. It was true—that was
the hour ; and he sat motionless,
looking at nothing in particular, and
holding his watch in a vacant way.
But hig mind wae painfully revert-
ing to all the events of the previous
day ; it was due to them that his
morning nap had been thus ex-
tended ; for in perplexity and agony
of mind, owing to his fears of what
Tighe a Vohr, who had already so |
cleverly outwitted him, might |
accomplich in the future to hinder |
his purposes, he had walked the
floor till daylight shone through hi
uncurtained window, and then he
threw himself, partially dressed, on
the bed ; he had forgotten to lock
hi~ door.

‘ How long are you going to ste
that way 7"’ asked Rick impat 11!\'
as the minutes passed and ( Jarter
gave no sign of coming out of his |
gloomy reverie. ‘1 came here
after you,” continued Rick, to have |
you decide the business you want
me to do at once. I got tired wait- |
ing for you to come back, aud I got |
more tired with the craving want of
my heart for Cathleen.”” A lock of
agony came into his pinched and
haggered face ; but it was lost upon
Carter, who shook himself erect and |
began to finigh his toilet, answering
carelessly :

““ Sit down, Rick, and I'll talk to |
you as soon as 1'm dressed and the
breakfast is eent up—we'll have it |
here—so that there’ll be no greedy
ears to take in what we're saying.”’
He rang the bell, and gave &n order
for what sounded to his hungry |
visitor a sum ptuousm eal, not forget-
ting to include a bottle nt whisky.

Over the meal, and after the im- |
bibing of a of the liquor,
Carter seemed to recover his spirits
He was particularly good natured
to his guest, pressing him to catm
and frequently replenishing his |
glass. At length, when both had
done ample justice to the repast,
and both apparently well
leaned back in their chairs,
said : ‘‘ Well, Rick, there is uv",
this one piece of w between yi
and Cathleen. If you succeed jn 1t |
she shall be yours, with umru\ and |
prosperity to boot. But there must
be no flinching, no maudlin
ment about the matter—you

an and well.”’

; — the response
a determined effort
calm and steady, but
spite all the voice shook, and the
tone had a mournful, touching
cadence. He leaned
Carter, a slight flush, caused by his |
rising emotion, dyeing his worn |
cheeks, and his eyes wearing a look
from which Carter involuntarily |
shrunk. *‘1I didn’t think I could do
it when you asked me — it went
against my soul ; but Cathleen rose |
afore me—Cathleen as she used to
be when her little arms were round
my neck, and her eyes looking into
mine ; oh, God! I couldn’t stand
it——"" He stopped suddenly, and
dropping his head on the table,
sobbed like a child.

Carter looked.on unmoved.

The burst ceased, and in a
moments Rick resumed: *‘My
heart grew so wild with longing
for her that 1 felt I could go to hell
to see her ; and since no other way
will touch your stony heart, Carter,
I'm here today to engage again in
your dirty work, and to sell myself
body and soul to the devil for the
sake of Cathleen. But how do I
know '’—he seemed to be seized by
a sudden and horrible fear, for he
sprung from his chair and stcod
glowering at Carter,—'* that you'll
not deceive ! how I know
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few |

me ! do
that when I’'ve served your purpose

you won't give me the slip without

keeping your promise ? how do I

know that Cathleen is living at all,

or how do 1 know, oh God ! how do

I know '—his form shook like an |
aspen, and hie voice became husky,—
‘*“ but that when I'd find her it'd
only be to hang my head for her
shame and for mine 7"’

Carter also rose. ‘‘I have sworn
solemnly to you before that your
fears were all false, and I'll give
you the same pledge again.”’

Rick laughed scornfully. ‘‘ How
much are your oaths worth to me,

| urged him to repel the

| from his chair,

| before him,

| draw a

| to
| without.

| he had
| Tralee,

| felt after a

| the

Carter

! you'd take as many false |

1 know it,” he responded ; ‘' and |

gone—gone, and not dead, had been |

ones as would make a grave mound ] now as | am here, and tlrod and | the word used by the priest, though

over a coffin !"

Carter bit his lip to stifle
anger, resuming haughtily : ** How
much will you gain if you
refuse to perve me 7 To
whom can you apply to find
Cathleen for you, and who can
force me’ into an acknowledgement
that 1 know of her whereabouts?
I would laugh at the story and pro-
pounce it a mere fabrication of your
own ; and you know that past cir
cumstances wwl:ri bear me out
my statement.”’

Rick, a8 if he was overcome by the
truth of what he heard, groaned
and hid his face with his hands.

Carter continued, placing at the

game moment a poundnote before his |

4 better foryour
way to truet
me. This affair,
of my last strokes,
buginess, and I again
sweur to you that you shall see
Cathleen, and see her well &and
happy. Come, drink to your future
joy.”" He filled the glass to over-
flowing, and proffered it to his
visilor.
That last
good in the

guest : ** No, Riek, it’
interests
me and to serve

shich will be one
w1l. end the

every

stauggling remnant of
poor wretch’'s nature
temptation
sufficient ligquor
more would, he
the degraded and
of Carter's most
foul machinations ; but the bait was
too alluring ; he drew back once in
angry refusal, but the next instant
he seized the glass and quaffed its
contents,

Carter was satigfied,
resumed his seat; Rick dropped
heavily into his. . ' How soon
you——""there was 2 sudden pause
on the part of Carter, as if he were
undecided how to frame his ques
tion.

Rick looked up. ' You mesn to
ask, 1 suppose, how soon I'll be
ready to work up this last foul plot
of yours ?”’

Carter nodded

“ Now—at

he had already
within him, and
knew make him
unresisting tool

and he

oncee He arose
and pocketing the
which had been placed
began ttoning his
ragged coat and planting firmly
his head a dirty, well-worn hat.
the door, with his hand on
knob, he turned to s: ‘ Mind
Carter, this is the last devil’s work
I'll do for you; and if, when it’s
done, you fail in your promise to
me, I'll wash h,. in your
blood ; aye, if 1 hu‘ to come out of
my grave murder you!” There
was & wild desperate look in the
large | yes that made Carter
relieved breath when the
was fairly shut behind his
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nstant rain poured
svond a slight shiver,
fastening of his old
coat about his person, Rick paid
little heed to the storm. Indeed,
would seem from the glitter in his
eyes, and the unwonted flush still
n his pinched cheeks, that some
emotion within made him
the uncomfortable
He could take
now to his destination, thanks
Carter’'s recent gift, and not
compelled to make the j urney,
done when coming up
by begging lifts on
vehicles, and failing that,
trudging till his feet were sore
blistered. The cffect of his  weary
tramp was visible now in his
partially limping ywﬁ and some
Ilnii hearted people looked after
the poor wretch as it they would
gladly doled him an alms, but

ted pone. It was nightfall
he reached Dhrommacohol,
he storm, which had also raged
, had abated. ']h.' stars were
in the dull
h!u' all that
upon the spirit
('hwri‘.‘-)ily
Something
stole on the miser-
walking slowly
country lan=s, often cast
eyes up to the now star-studded
vault above him. A
fascination impelled his glance
that direction. while the scent of
the wild field-flowers came to him,
and the gentle waxing of the trees
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in the soft evening wind seemed to |
salute him—all conspiring to harrow |

his sou! with memories at once
sweet and heart-breaking. The
big tears rolled from his eyes, but
were wildly dashed away. ‘' What
is unmanning me ?’’ he said; ' why
do I give way now, when I know |
vust do it 7”7 he had involuntarily
paused, and his eyes were
fixed on the sky
there 7’ he resumed ;'* there, where
I/ shall never be ! and oh, if Cathleen
is there, and if she’s looking at me
—may be, wretched sinner as I am,
she’d give meé one pitying look!”’
He threw himself on his knees by
the country hedge. ‘‘Blessed
mother of God, you that have a
tender heart for the poor and the
distressed—pray for me!”’ He
started up wildly: ““ What am |
doing—me praying !—it’ll make the
deyils in hell laugh to hear the
f me praying!” He strove to
3 himself“<to banish the
softening influences which
at work about him; but his
mirth sounded hollow and discord-
ant. He walked on quickly to
Father Meagher's residence, shud.
dering as he approached the little
chapel, and hurrying by it
Moira, in the kitchen lightening
her evening work by pleasant
thoughts of Tighe a Vohr, opened to
Rick's knock. ‘* Why, Rick!"’ she
exclaimed, ‘“where do you come
from ? it’s so long since you’'ve been

1"

here !

like

strange,
were

hin‘

| & supper for you in no time.’
| the

| remonstrated Rick,

in |

| win sympathy,

| thing

will |

on |

| basket
| some

insensible |
to

to |
passing |

and |

| what she d

of |

i‘_\' |
thrilling earnestness

stranpge |

again |
*Why do I look |

clasping hig arm with her trembling

| hungry in the bargain, will you give |
me & meal 7"’

“To be sure, and welcome! just
git down before the fire,~the rain
has made it so chilly-*und l'II have |
And |
kind-hearted girl cheerfully |
bustled about the preparations.

*Don’t be troubling yourself so,
*““acrust and a|
cup of tea will do!

But Moira, in the pumlnn g8 of her
heart, would make the poor fellow,
whose plight was well calculated to
as comfortable as |
she could, and she set before him |
the best that t priest's simple
larder afforded.

Rick ate, asking careless
tions the while about the
ascertaining, to his private satis-
faction, that Nora McCarthy had
gone alone some distance to see a
iying creature, and that she would
probably not return very soon. By
further adroit questions he won
from simple Moira the precise
location of the house in which Nora |
had gone on her charitable errand; |
and when he had finished his meal
and thanked his kind little hostess,
he 82t out in the dnun..n whivn he
knew Nora must take on her return.

The

3
he

ques
household,

moon was shining, and every-
on the lonely country road
could be seen as plainly as in the
noonday sun. Not a soul crossed
Rick’s path until he was within
sight of the house into which Nora
had gone. It was one of the very
humble eabins of the Irish poor, and
ite whole exterior proclaimed the
want which might be within. lh-i
gazed at it with bitter feeling; lm)
well he knew the poverty which
existed in such places, and his
bogom swelled as he tH®Bught of that
government to whnos2 oppression
was due such want and woe ; but in |
the same instant his cheeks tingled
with the flush of self-accusation
and shame, for was not he the
traitor who had betrayed to the
authorities the hiding-place of
Carroll O'Donoghue? He turned
away as if in his bitterness he would
depart from himself ; bat there ws
the sound of a light step on
road, and he turned back. It
Nora McCarthy ; well he knew
agile grace of that slight form, and
he continued to wateh her as she
approached him. The moonlight
revealed her fully dark cloak
enveloping her person, its hood
covering her head, and the little
in which had carried
nourishment for the sick
creature pending from her hand.
On she came, fearless and apparent- |
ly thoughtful, and slightly
starting when Rick ung before
her in the road. ‘I w m 1 speek to |
you, Miss McCarthy—I been |
watching for you

“Certainly, R

do for-you ? do

the
was |
the

3
ghe

spr

have

ick ;
not

anything I
hesitate to

can
tell |

it | me.”’

* Do you mind the last time we
met, when you asked me if I was in
trouble, end I told you the secret of
my heart—the sgorrowful secret
that's been eating my life away for |
many a year ?’' his voice was husky
and trembling

‘I do, Rick, 1 remember
she hastened answer ;
have prayed f(‘l you fervent
day since.

He bent his head forward, and

whispered, as if his growing huski-

ness prevented his speaking aloud :
*“ Do you mind the advice you gave |
me then; anc d would you give me the
same now 7"’
“The same, Ric!
same ; it .vuuui be the
(») c n‘mgu it.

‘ But listen once more,”’
a lr\'mh':mg whisper; ‘it
my child’s heart to
doesn’t at present

think, Miss McCarthy—if it was |
your own case, what would you
do ?”" he raised his clasped hands to
her in wild entreaty,

All her soul'spoke in her beauti-
ful eyes she answered, with

: " Were it my |
case, | should know no pause
between this knowledge coming to
me and my acknowledgment of my |
father. No wealth, no home, no
friends should stand between us;
were he an outcast from mankind
he would be still my father, and I,
thinking alone of the love which had
never lost sight of me during all his
desolate, wandering years, would
bound to him, and repay him with
hun.mg affection!”

‘Nora McCarthy, the case
your own—you are my child, and I
am your father! He stood there
white and trembling,—the blood |
had flown even from his lips—with
outstretched arms and humid eyes

Her father 1e heard like ()l‘\. in
a dream; it was so sudden, so
unexpected, so dreadful, that " she
could not comprehend it; and she
stood there so motionless that the
gentle swell and fall of her bosom
as she breathed could be plainly
discerned, while her face was as
white as Rick’s own. Her eyes
were fixed with a wiid, frightened
look upon his face.

‘“ [ should not have told you,” he
said mournfully; ** the advice you
gave me for another is too hard for
yourself to follow!”' He let his
‘mn\lq drop and was t\lrmny. aAWAay.

‘Wait a moment! was

it all,”
‘dnd I
y every

¢(—the very
worst of sins
—still in |
may
Know
ZUess ;|

break

as

s

k.]',
hands. ‘' Let me think!”

Faster than the lightning’s flash
came a train ®f thoughts to her
terror-stricken mind—thoughts that
brought her back to the time when,
on the eve of her First Communion,
she learned from Father Meagher's
own lips how she was a waif who
had been adopted by the O’Dono-
hue family ; that her parents were

S | be,

| with

, | hoarsely,

| calmly,

| extent
\ receiving consideration on all sides

| due,

the impression that both her father

| and mother had died was somehow |
and when |

given to the little girl;
she had sought to know more of her
origin, she had been told simply
that she was the child of humble,
but honest parents.
then ; this man, this

able society, this wild-looking being,

| from relationship with whom and,

such relationship, her whole soul
recoiled, must be her {father!
But no answering instinct responded
to his appeal ; no strangely affection
ate impulse had sprung into being
at his éry—nothing but the horrible
consciousness that ghe was the child
of a man from whom ghe recoiled
aversion and terror. In
agony—an agony which was causing
her frame to work ely,
and sending pallor son
successively into her face,~her
heart turned to one friend—Father
Meagher ; he would know ; he would

convulsiv
and crim

| help her ( y understand this wretched

mystery.

““Come home with me !”" she said
still clasping Rick's arm
‘Come home, and I wiil tell Father
Meagher.”

Rick neither objected nor remon
strated, but walked on quietly by
her side
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Mrs. Marchand emiled in a
superior manner, ‘‘No,” she stated
“my husband doesn’t care
about traveling. We are incorrig
ible stay-at-homes. Alwavs have
been.”

“Oh I thought I understood
Mr. Marchand to say—'' began the
caller doubtfully.

““That’s Wilbur's fav
that he's going ar
some day. Why, I'm
traveler imaginable,
gseeing. and as for the
dear!” she arched re
braws.
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joke—
world
he poorest
hate sight-
water—my
signed eye-

thered her
togeth ‘Oh, that's go,”’
agreed ‘He did say you were no
traveler and he | he would
hav: to go alone ”’

That Mrs Marchand’s
became a trifle me
watcher was almost
wWae & Ve

wits
she

suppos

cal

but

as ever when she
n that just like
Wilbur? When he has never stayed
away two weeks at a stretch
the day we were married 7"’

* Oh, you ought train him
better than that,” offered Mzis
Winchester lightly. The airs of the
woman, she thought to herself
temptuously. Well, 1 must
going. . . .

Mrs. Murchand’'s face
stern lines as she
after her caller and
took her way

¢chan
sure,
voice

spoke
gince

to

con

be

fell into
the door
she frowned as
up-stairs. It was
too bad of Wilbur to talk like tha
This was the second or third person
who had asked her about the trip
Wilbur was planning, and the
casual way they wanted to know if
ghu was going too she found pecul-
arly exasperating. As though her
h 1sband would go wthout her!
l'hey had never held with trips, the
Marchands. She ha? been r3e
to traveling and he had
content to stay at home.

) '
clused

she

['rue

| had sometimes suggested tnat they

go here or there, enthusing over the
joys of sundry trips, but when his
wife demurred he let the matter
without a protest. Surely if
he nad be n very anxious he would
have insisted She wondered
what she would have done if he had
insisted.
Mis

juite

e

rest

had
lige

Marchand
strong and
invalids she was apt
of her we

never been

akness,

she had
8 her just

because of delicate hea
finally » to expe
far her hushand was
concerned it had really become n
demand. At that Mrs. Marchand
was not aware of being selfish. In
other respects she exhibited the
ordinary virtues of & good wife and
though denied the blessing of chil-
dren they had been very happy.
Unusually happy, she said to her-
self with a sharp pang, as
thought of this new development
and wondered if it were true, if
Wilbur really was planning a trip

1th,
Come ctit a
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as

and had said nothing to her about |

it. He must have mentioned it to
nthers in all seriousness, or they
would not have taken it that way
and spoke of it to her as a matter of
course. It looked queer for her
not to know anything about it

t mortified her. Wilbur
lnw considered her a little. :
He should at least have c ynsulted
her before he But my good-
ness, Nt was ridiculous—she knew

he wasn’t thinking of such a thing ! |

[t was just another one of his little
jokes about going around the world.
She'd tell him what Mrs. Win-
chester said this evening and they
would have a good laugh about it
To imagine him saying, as so often
he had said, ‘' What, go away and
leave you!’” soothed her into her
old state of pleasant security. He
never would—she was sure of that

That evening was stormy and
home was & very cosy place to be.
S> thought Wilbur Marchand,
stretching out his slippered feet to
the fire and retrieving his
which had fallen to the floor.

His wife asked idly, ““What are
you reading ?"’

‘“My old friend Pickwick.
night for him, isn't it ?”’
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“Again 7 I should think you |
could find something better—"' |
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and looking over at her with bright, |
you

| amused eyes, “'I think one of my |
chief delights when I go to London
will be finding some of thege old
Dickens landmarks. Some of them
are still there, no doubt, and to eat
a meal in the Blue Lion Inn at
Muggleton . well!” He laughed « We will
a little as began to turn the hest «
pages.,
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His wife's tone was chill. ** I'm || supply is limited
perfectly gatisfied with my
gro ve.”

“*Yes, that's
sighed to himself
| he said, ‘" Well, I
get out of mine.”
arms smilingly.
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inwardly. Aloud | - IS B p———
believe I want to |

He flexed

Getting to feel
| 7, musty and old-age-y. Come, |
[ lulla " with an appealing glance at
the set face opposite, u'll
come along. 'd have a wonder-
fal time.”

He saw her eyes harden and knew
he had made a mistake in some
way.

“I'll think about it,”
| plied coldly, forcing a half

It was the you'll come
along,”” that her. That
meant he going — whether
ghe went not. 1f he
had said, say you'll go,” she
would not have experienced the |
gharp pain of knowing that he had
planned the trip without either con-
sulting or considering her, He was | gnd Psychic Research
going ! That was settled, it was|ing ,»\,‘ ters 12 pages.
plain to be seen. She opened her | bound,

| own book forbiddingly and stared at | 4
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the printed page nnseeingly.
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