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CHAPTER LVI1.
THE RETURN TO DHROMMACOHOL

Never was there a more exultant 
heart than that of Tighe a Vohr 
when he learned of Carroll's pardon: 
It was only hie reaped for Father 
Meagher, the relator of the good 
tidings. which prevented him throw
ing hia caubeen up to the ceiling of 
the hotel parlor, and ahouting 
aloud ; aa it wae, hia body squirmed 
with contortione expreaaive of hia 
efforts to contain hia joy, and the 
moment he found himaelf below 
atalra in the aervant’a quarters hia 
comical gyrationa, and the tricke 
through which he put Shaun, re
lieved hie overcharged heart and 
convulaed the domeatica with 
laughter. He had one anxiety, 
however : how ehould he ever wait 
the return to Tralee to be aaeured 
by the evidence of hie own eyea that 
hia young maeter waa once more 
free. The party, however, were 
already preparing for their return, 
and in a few houra all were once 
more en their whirling journey.

On their arrival at Tralee they 
found Carroll'e releaee etill delayed 
by aomeprellminariea required by the 
law, but a couple of daya sufficed 
for all arrangements, and Carroll 
O’Donoghue, pale, emaciated, but a 
free fnan at last, waa in the midst 
of hia friends. No eye could re
main dry, no heart without a wild 
palpitation, aa they looked into hia 
dear face, and felt that he had been 
rescued from the jaws of death 
itself. They would not wait to tell 
him, there in the private apartment 
of the governor of the prison, the 
wonderful circumstances which had 
brought about hia release, but 
in a private parlor of “ Blen- 
ner’s,’’ whither they were im
mediately driven from the prison, 
and over a repast of which 
all were too excited to partake, the 
wonderful, wonderful story waa 
told to Carroll. \

“And so my lady-love,” he said 
playfully to Nora, or Marie, as she 
was now called by her friends, 
“turns out to be a real lady after 
all—the daughter pt a nobleman ! 
why, it ia like one of the romances 
we used to read in our childhood.”

Nora blushed, and was silent.
There was one cloud, however on 

the happiness of the little party— 
the absence of Dennier, or Walter 
Berkeley, as they all now called the 
young ex-officer. Carroll ao yearned 
to welcome him, and even Tighe a 
Vohr, who had been favored with an 
embrace from his young master as 
warm as any the latter had be
stowed, wondered to himself why 
the Englishman kept away at this 
time, when he was so attentive to 
the little party before they started 
on that mysterious journey to 
Dublin. And in the visit that he 
contrived to make to Corny O’Toole, 
before they all started for Dhrom- 
machol, when he had given Corny a 
graphic account of as much as he 
knew of the wonderful events which 
had happened, he concluded by 
saying :

“You see. Corny, the comfortable 
misgivin’ 1 had about somethin’ 
good cornin’ out o’ all thim quare 
journeys to Dublin that Father 
O’Connor an’ Father Meagher wor 
makin,’ wasn’t far wrong. It’s all 
roight now, an’ if only Captain 
Dennier, or Mr. Berkeley, as they 
tould me his name was now, was 
here, I’d be quite contint ; but 
somehow I don t loike to see him 
away from Miss O'Donoghue at 
this perticler toime—how an’ iver, 
it’s all roight, or mebbe it’ll come 
all roight whin the twists an’ the 
knots that’s always in thrue love is 
taken out. An’ now, Corny, we're 
all off for Dhrommacohol this viry 
evenin’, an’ I won’t forgit to thry 
an’ do me part for you—an’ do you 
hould yersel’ in readiness to come 
on to us as soon as I aind you word ; 
for jiat as shpeedy as I foind me 
mother in the roight koind o’ humor 
to recave the offer o' yer heart an’ 
hand, I’ll aythur come mesel’, or 
I'll foind some manes o’ sindin’ you 
word."

“Thank you, Mr. Carmody, thank 
you !" and "the little man was 
radiant with smiles.

Moira Moynahan was hardly pre
pared for the influx of visitors which 
came so suddenly to the little pastor
al residence ; but the fact that Tighe 
accompanied them, and the still 
more joyful fact of being permitted 
to hear all about it from Tighe'u 
own lipe, while the remainder of 
the party repaired to the study, or 
to the parlor, put her into excel
lent humor.

What thoughts filled Carroll’s 
mind aa he stood once more in the 
house in which his last arrest had 
taken place—what burning admira
tion and love for her whose noble 
sacrifice of self had really been the 
cause of his release ! he turned to 
her :

“Marie !"
Accustomed as he had been to 

Mora, singularly enough this newer 
name came to him with little effort 
to remember it.

“A life of devotion to you, as I 
shall strive to make my future, will 
be far too little to show my grati
tude, my love !"

A troubled look came into her 
eyes, though she smiled faintly ; 
and without answering fiim, she 
found some pretext to leave him, 
and at length to steal to her old 
favorite haunt, the chapel. There, 
with her face uplifted to the taber- 
n; ' she* prayed :

‘ uh, my God! I thank Thee— 
Thou hast well rewarded the little 1

have done ; and now, I pledge 
myself to do Thy work, to serve 
Thy poor, to wait upon Thy sick, to 
deny myself !" She rose when her 
prayer waa finished, and rejoined 
her friends.

It still required some little time 
before the ancient home of the 
O’Donoghues would return to the 
possession of its heir ; but Carroll, 
knowing it would certainly return 
to him, was well content to wait- 
passing delightful hours In ram 
bling over the old grounds, planning 
improvements, arid greeting old 
friends. All Dhromacohol was 
aroused by the story of his wonderful 
release, and the still moremarvellous 
tale of Nora McCarthy not being 
even Nora Sullivan, but having to 
change her name a second time to 
Marie Berkeley ; Clare, as happy 
and as eager as himself, always 
accompanied him, but Marie sought 
for pretexts to decline joining in 
the rambles. At first Carroll 
laughed at the work which she 
alleged as her excuse, then he 
became a little annoyed, and ft 
last, on the fifth day of their 
sojourn in the pastoral residence, 
he deliberately stood In the door
way of a room which Marie was 
about to enter, and said reproach
fully :

“ Now, Marie, this is positively 
cruel of you ! why, if you treat me 
so unlover-like now, what will be 
your manner when, on the restora
tion of our home, I dare propose for 
a right to your obedience ? perhaps, 
however," he continued in a playful 
tone, "it is because my lineqge 
does not compare with your own— 
you, you know, are the daughter of 
a peer !"

She looked at him with gentle 
reproach, but, before he could 
answer, Father Meagher’s voice 
was calling to them both from the 
foot of the stair. They hurried 
down to find themselves face to 
(ace with Rick of the Hills. Yes, 
there he was, but so wasted by 
disease that he seemed like the 
ghost of his former self ; his face, 
however, had no longer its wild, 
unhappy expression ; haggard and 
worn though it was, there was a 
peace, and even joy upon it, which 
told of quiet and happiness within. 
Beside him waa a pale §nd delicate, 
but remarkably pretty, young wom
an—a charming modesty marked 
her mien, and the taste and simplic
ity of her dress gave evidence of no 
ordinary mind. She was in turn 
accompanied by an elderly female 
dressed in deep mourning, and on 
the other side of Rick was a beauti
ful boy—but his beauty, exquisite 
though it was, was also saddening 
by the evidence it gave of early 
decay—the hectic color, the lustrous 
eyes, the marble brow, all told of 
fast approaching dissolution.

Clare was already in the room, 
standing near the young woman, 
and on the entrance of Carroll and 
Marie, Rick trembled so violently 
that he could scarcely stand.

"You have nothing to fear, 
Rick,” said the priest re-assuringly; 
“ you have been forgiven every
thing. Here,” — approaching the 
young woman, and leading her for
ward—“ is Rick’s true daughter, 
Cathleen. And here ” — drawing 
forward also the elderly lady—“ is 
the good woman who has proved a 
true mother to Cathleen. And 
here ’’—crossing to the boy, and 
taking him by the hand—” is the 
little lad of whom Father O’Connor 
gave us so touching an account. 
Now, Rick, tell us why you did not 
reach Dublin in time to be present 
at the interview we all had with 
Lord Heathcote ?”

The poor fellow, weak as he 
seemed to be, would have stood to 
tell his story ; but Father Meagher 
forced him into his chair ; and he 
dispatched Moira, whose curiosity 
had made her thrust her head in at 
the door, for a drink which should 
revive the feeble man.

“ Why, do you see," he began, 
“ the shock of what I told Cathleen, 
together with my own wild feelings 
—for I couldn’t contain myself at all 
when I saw in her face that same 
look that had never left my heart 
since she was taken from me,— 
prostrated her entirely ; and when, 
she recovered enough to weigh well 
all that I told her, and to look into 
the proofs that I brought her of my 
strange story, and to listen to the 
promptings of her own heart, which 
forced her to believe me, it left her 
so weak—though at the same time 
happy—that for some days there 
was even danger of her death. The 
letter, which told me to come imme
diately to Dublin, arrived at that 
time ; I could not leave my darling 
then, when there was likelihood of 
God himself taking her from me, 
and I waited, praying to have her 
restored ; she was restored, and 
with her first return of strength, 
learning of the letter which had 
come to me, she insisted on bearing 
me company. Although she is pres
ent, I may tell you what she said.

" ’ Father, let me go with you ; 
let me beg forgiveness for you from 
her whom you caused to make such 
a bitter sacrifice !”

“ So we all came—the good 
woman, who would not be parted 
from Cathleen, and the boy, Bartley 
Drnovan, who would not remain 
after us—and we reached Dublin, 
to find nobody there who wanted 
us ; we came on then to Dhromma
cohol, and before we got as far as 
this we heard everybody full of Mr. 
O’Donoghue’s release, and the 
rumor that his estate was to be 
restored to him, and how Miss 
McCarthy, that was, was no longer 
even the daughter of Rick of the 
Hills, but a Miss Berkeley ; though 
the people who thought they knew 
so much, did not seem to knoiv any
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more than just these bare facts. 
They were enough, however, to tell 
me that justice had been done, and 
I came here with a lighter heart ; 
and now ’’—he would rise and face 
them all,—" I have a few explana
tions to make for my own peace of 
mind : I’ll not dwell on the influ
ence that Carter had upon me—I’ll 
not tire you with telling of the 
remorse which tormented my con
science through all that dreadful 
time—perhaps Father O’Connor has 
told you a little of it—but I must 
say this : Father Meagher "—he 
turned more immediately to the" 
priest,—“ when I sought to excuse 
my claiming of Miss McCarthy as 
my daughter by saying that it was 
the love for my child which drove 
me to it, and when I, seeing you 
touched and won by my plea, made 
it the stronger and wilder, it was 
not a lie—I told you no falsehood— 
for it was of Cathleen I thought ; it 
waa of my ldve for Cathleen that I 
spoke. And afterward, not to be 
guilty in the eight of Heaven of 
allowing a touch of her pure hands 
upon me, she herself can tell you 
how I commanded her never to rest 
even her fingers upon my arm. 
God, however, had his own blessed 
way of rewarding her goodness. 
Her devotion to me, her kindness, 
even when I read loathing and 
horror in her eyes, were breaking 
my heart ; her efforts to reform me 
so touched my soul that many a 
time, when nothing else would stop 
me, the thought of her face, the 
memory of her words, kept me 
from drowning my misery in drink. 
And at last, when Father O’Connor 
came to us, when he said to me at 
parting such strange words that 
they seemed as if he had read my 
heart, I took desperate courage and 
determined to fling off my burden ; 
there was little use in waiting 
longer ror Carter to redeem bis 
word, and restore to me Cathleen ; 
my heart misgave me that Cathleen 
was dead, and that Carter would 
not tell me, knowing that in that 
case his chief influence over me 
would be destroyed. I went to 
Father O’Connor, and you know the 
result. I feel now that my days 
are numbered ; but my peace ia 
made with God, and when all of 
you, whom I have so cruelly in
jured, assure me that you forgive 
me, I have nothing more to ask.”

He turned to Marie, and before 
she could prevent him, he was 
kneeling at her feet.

Everybody was crying : even 
Father Meagher, though he sought 
to conceal his emotion by shaking 
his head and pretending that the 
use of his handkerchief was only to 
remove the perspiration. Carroll 
O’Donoghue, who stood beside 
Marie, instantly stooped with her 
to raise the suppliant.

“ Dear Rick/’ said Marie softly,
" my part, my sacrifice, have been 
little compared with your noble , 
repentance !”

A smile of ineffable joy brokt- , 
over his face, and motioning to 
Cathleen to draw near, he put her 
hand in that of Marie saying to the . 
latter : " May I ask you to be her 1 
friend ?"

Marie’s answer was a warm em- | 
brace of the young fragile girl.

Tighe a Vohr had heard - from 
Moira something of the strange 
scene in the parlor ; she had con
trived to remain when she returned 
with the drink which her uncle had 
ordered for Rick, but which the 
latter had forgotten to take, though 
it had been placed beside him. And 
Tighe, when he had heard sufficient | 
from the priest’s niece to know that 
Rick was craving forgiveness, ven- ! 
tured himself to the parlor door | 
and asked permission to add a little 
to Rick’a statement The permis
sion was willingly given, and then, 
in his own peculiar, but none the 
less interesting manner, he told of 
the way in which Rick had inter
cepted Carter’s plan for Carroll’s 
mock release.

“ I tould you I'd not forgit that 
good turn,” he safd, as a sort of 
explanation to Rick, " an’ I think 
I can shwear that the young mas. 
ther’ll not forgit it aythur.” /

TO BE CONTINUED

nora McDonnell

(By Mary Catherine Crowley in Ave Maria)

"There is one thing sure : 1 must 
find work by this day week, or else 
the first of the month will see me 
without a dollar or a notion where 
to get it.”

Nora McDonnell, having counted 
over her small store of mon»y, 
replaced all but a few silver coins 
in the little netted purse she wore 
around her neck, and thrust the 
purse into her blouse.

As she sat on her trunk in the 
attic she looked indeed forlorn and 
discouraged. It was too early in 
the season for her to hope to obtain 
steady employment. The families 
who had patronized her in the past 
were still away in the Adirondacks 
or Catskills, or at their country 
homes. They would not require the 
services of a seamstress for some 
time yet, and meanwhile what 
should she do ?

Although Nora had for years 
earned her bread by “going out 
sewing," the monotonous stitching 
of the days away had not broken 
down her health, or stolen all the 
color from a face that had been 
glowing as a rose of the Irish 
hedgerows when, for love of the 
dear yies at home, she became a 
voluntary exile from Erin and 
landed in New York in the spring of 
1886.

Ella, the American wife of her 
brother Tom, now called her an old 
maid ; and even Jim, the younger

brother, often joked her, saying 
she was “getting too old to think-of 
taking up with a husband." Yet 
Nora was only thirty-three, and 
better-looking than either Ella or 
Jim’s wife had ever been.

But Nora’s part in life had been 
to making pretty frocks and furbe
lows for others and to be satisfied 
with the plainest attire for herself ; 
and, since "fine feathers make fine 
birds” the world over, few people 
looked twice at the modest seam
stress as she hurried through the 
streets ; while to the majority of 
her customers she was merely the 
automaton who worked the sewing 
machine.

Was she much more to her own 
family, she sometimes wondered, a 
trifle bitterly, of late? For to Nora 
had come the moment of the turn 
of affection’s tide, when beneath 
the surface of the life's sea, many 
sacrifices are found to have been 
but tributes to the depths of sel
fishness in others. Would the tide 
ebb to its most distant margin, 
leaving her nature hard and dry for 
all the future? Or would it roll in 
again in a great wave of generosity 
and affection, and renewed faith in 
humankind ?

On coming to America, Nora had 
obtained a situation in a wealthy 
family. By her earnings she had 
"brought out” Tom, then Jim, and 
last of all Nannie, who, poor girl, 
lived only a year. The dear mother 
was still at home with Neil, the old
est of the brothers and sisters, who 
held the bit of a farm. Many a 
time had Nora wanted her to come 
to America, but the good soul could 
not make up her mind to leave her 
first-born and his children.

"Perhaps it was for the best that 
she did not come," Nora acknowl
edged to herself this afternoon; and 
yet now her heart went out to the 
old mother with more intensity of 
longing than for many a day. 
“Eighteen years have passed since I 
laid eyes on her face or felt her 
loving arms around me,” she said 
aloud, with a sob. “ And how many 
times have I saved up the price of 
my passage home, only to see it 
melt away, and my hopes with it ? 
Indeed I have hardly enough to pay 
for a lodging here. I’ll never see 
mother nor Ireland again ; I may aa 
well resign myself to the thought.”

The story of Nora’s life during 
those eighteen spars may be told in 
a few words. Tom was no sooner 
earning good wages with a contrac
tor than he married a pretty shop
girl. She made a shiftless wife, 
but wae blessed with "four as fine 
children as you would find in all 
America,” Tom was wont to 
declare, with a father’s pride.

Because Ella loved Tom and the 
children, Nora forgave her much, 
including het ambitions, which were 
not of the practical sort ; for she 
never rested until Tom got a place 
of porter in a wholesale house. As 
he was much more interested, how
ever, in horses and gravel, than in 
his new occupation, he did not suc
ceed, but lost his position, and was 
idle for many weeks. The family 
was saved from absolute want by 
the generous gift of his sister’s 
savings.

Then, again, Ella was ashamed to 
have a sister-in-law “living out;" 
so Tom persuaded Nora to make her 
home with them and take sewing by 
the day. It did not pry so well, 
but was a sacrifice to family pride. 
When Nannie pined away, it was 
Nora paid the hospital bill and the 
undertaker’s. Tom, with hia family 
to support, could spare nothing 
toward defraying these expenses.

Jita had fallen in love with a “slip 
of a colleen" on the ship coming 
over, and their wedding followed at 
the next Christmas; so he never had 
a chance to make much of Nora. 
She was looked upon as the 1 best 
off” of.them all, having no one 
depending upon her, they said ; and 
thus when she gave with a free 
hand during various sieges of illness 
among Tom’s children, and helped 
Jim when ht^was wneed of ready 
cash, they regarded her generosity 
aha matter of course.

But now, Tom having gone back 
to the employment of the contractor, 
was a foreman ; his two boys and 
older girl had positions in stores; 
the family was prosperous. Thus 
it happened that, a few weeks 
before Nora sat pondering what she 
should do, Ella had signified to her 
sister-in-law that their home was 
over-crowded, “the young people 
wanted more space to entertain their 
friends of an evening," and so forth.

Nora, not realizing that this move 
of Tom’s wife would prove her own 
emancipation, indignantly took her 
departure ; but her liberality had 
left little for herself, and she must 
find work without delay.

“Well, I did the best I could for 
all of them, mother alanna just as 
I promised you I would when I bade 
you good-bye,” she soliloquized, 
addressing the little old woman far 
away. "And though God has tried 
me, He has never deserted me ; so, 
asking His blessing, I’ll go and put 
an advertisement in the newspaper.”

With renewed courage, she put on 
her jacket and hat, and, passing 
down the three flights of stairs, 
opened the house door and went into 
the street. Nearly a mile north
ward she had to go ; but Nora 
walked cheerily enough now ; and 
thus before long came into Herald 
Square, where Broadway and Sixth 
Avenue cross each other, and the 
trains of the Elevated railroad 
thunder by overhead. The clock on 
the Herald building pointed to 8 
p. m. as she made her way to the 
newspaper office, where a clerk 
wrote out her advertisement, for 
which she paid with the silver she 
had set aside for the purpose.
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What’s Best for 
a Bad Stomach?

lne-tenths of all etomach trouble— 
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I
burn, etc., are caused by an 
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pepsin, are not needed in such 
cases and may do real harm. 
Try laying aside all digestive 
aids, and instead neutralizeIk. n a 1.1 * L- a 4 l- — —   . — _
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the acid that has upset your 
stomach with a spoonful or 
two tablets of pure tiisurated 
Magnesia, taken with a little 
water. This instantly sweet
ens the stomach and stops 
the pain and discomfort and 
your food digests as naturo 
intended. For quick positive 
relief from Acid Stomach
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O. C.. Ph. C., 0. M. T.

Coueulting Chiropractor
169l/s Dundee St (Upstairs) 

LONDON, ONT.
Hours : 10 to 12 ; 1.30 to 4.30 ; 7 t»;8 

Lady Attendant

BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS

MURPHY, GU{JN A MURPHY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS. NOTARIES

Solicitor» for the Roman Cathollo 
Kpleoopal Corporation 

Suite 68. Bank of Toronto Chamber,
LONDON. CANADA Phone lfQ

Telephone 7224. Home Bank Chambers

J. M. DONAHUE, B. A.
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

and NOTARY PUBLIC 
121 Dundas St LONDON, ONTARIO

FOY, KNOX 6 MONAHAN
BARRISTKRS. SOLICITORS, N0TAKIE8.EW

K L Ml” dleton Geo^^î*1"

Cable Address : “Foy"
Telephones {

Offices : Continental Life Building 
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 

TORONTO

Austin M. Latchford, LL, B.
BARRISTER & SOLICITOR 

Federal Building 
Richmond St, Weet 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO.
Jamoe E. Day 
John M. Ferguson 
Joseph P. Walsh

BARI^STKRS
Adelaide St Weet 
TORONTO, CANADA

LUNNEY G LAN NAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES

Harry W. Lunnoy---------
Alphonsub ,

my, K.C., B.A., B.Ü.L.. 
i Lannan, LL. B.
CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
UNION BANK BUILDING

GUELPH, ONTARIO 
CANADA

Residence Park IMS, Cable Addreee
Hillcrest 1097
Park 1E14W Main 1663

Lee, O Donoghue & Harkins
Barristers, Solloltors, Notaries, Eto

S’* t 'll Lee. B.C.L. J. G. O’Doooghuo K C 
Hugh Harking K. C, O'Doooghue'

OfflcejRiU.Mi Confederation Life Chamber» 
S. W. Corner Queen and Victoria Sts 

TORONTO. CANADA

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULYIH1LL
L. D. S.. D. D. S.

25 PEMBROKE STREET W.

PEMBROKE. ONT.
PHONE 176

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. J. M. SEDGEWICK
DENTIST

426 Richmond St, Near Dundas 
LONDON, ONT.

PHONE 6006

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. VINCENT KELLY
DENTAL SURGEON 

Clinic Building, 241-243 Queen's Ave 
LONDON, ONT.

Phone 1400 Res. Phone 6193

R. 1. WATSON
Government and Industrial

BONDS
BOUGHT and SOLD

Phone 1637W 213 Dom. Savings Bldg
LONDON, ONT.

BEDD0ME. BROWN 
CROWN and 
P0C0CK £2

x£-\_yP'1' TELEPHONE

\V^ 693 W

392 RICHMOND ST.
LONDON CANADA
MONEY TO LGAN

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO 
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey
“Something More Than a Drug Stero"

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES • OAvTMB8

Order by Phone-—we d»’<vr>r

1


