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" What are you going to do ?
"

" To wire to Clodagh."
"ToClodagh?"
" Yes."
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Gore bent his head. " I wrote to her the night I sawFrances Hope.': ^^ sa d. "She had my letter this morning.^
.

This morning ? It was impossible to fathom thepain and alarm in Nance's voice. " What did you write > "

fho* w7 ^'^tX J"'*
*^^* ^ ^"^^ about Deerehurst-

that I thought It better we should not marry."
And she got that letter this morning ? She has

h^r" fw'^^""^ Y-r ^^T' ^^^^"^'"^ that y"ou don't loveher—that she IS left utterly by herself ? Oh »
"

Nance, don't
! I'm sufficiently ashamed "

Nance put her hands over her eyes.
;' I'm not thinking of you !

" she said cruelly.
I know But remember, there's the wire. We can

still wire. I shall tell her that you and I are coming forher to Ireland-that she will never be alone again
'^^

Nance's hand dropped.
'

" But you don't understand !
" she cried. " No tele-gram can reach her to-night. It wiU only get to Carr e-

'

more to-morrow morning-and from there to Orristown
If we were to give everything we have in the worW-
if we were to die or it-we could not save her from theblackness, the loneUness and horror of to-night ! "
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