4th APRH., 1891

THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATEID.

327

‘tolok sharp, you bet. ¢I know the lady,” I says,
e,fOVe her in here from Crouchford last night.
her Sta‘StOppllng at the George.” I says, ¢ Leave
0 me, it's all right.” The station-master

easows me, and I got charge of her and the kid
easyt tnough. T takes ’em back to the George—at

) I takes /s back, leavin’ the little one in the
I;e(rmtsxde. The cha:mbermald took her upstairs
~ang '00m-—she was in a dead faint all the while
With tlI lays inwo the horse, and comes along here
« [oe little *un.”
« And where is she ?” asked O’Mara.

Sto éOCk?‘d in the parlour, downst,a.‘irs,” said

1 besbl ) What are ye going to do ? The mother

bog ack here in no time. ) She'll guess, if no-
o tells her, what's gone with the kid.”

saig O’Ur penetration does you credit, Mr_. Stokes,”

Clevey] h Ia{a‘., “You have managed things very
«myYs Thou art the best o’ cut-throats.”

Dublic ere’s another thing, too,” continued  the

AN, **Sir George was with her again Jast

A

« \}’hat, after I got home 77

he «.o>  They were together at the bottom of
SPinney for a good hour and more.”

« o d You hear anything of their conversation ?”
ligh, 0,1 daren’t go close enough. But the moon-
« vas bright and I see him kiss her hand.”
nece‘::.’ 7 sad O'Mara, I think if it should be
talk | 4ry, that you might remember a little of their
« Jater on, my good Stokes.”

! 9»” said Stokes, with a resolute shake of the

“p “no, no perjury !”

o ane(‘]'Jury " echoed O’Mara, My dear Stokes!
et fresheyn up your faculties with a little sleep.
ive 1\';-}’. Wait till I am dressed, :mq you shall

Coyyy '8 Dora and myself down to Crouchford
hen.g An 1nvaluabl'e fellow, that,_” he continued,

amusix{ tokes had w1th§irawn, “his scruples are

is o 8—or would be if they were less costly to
by S 0Ployer.  Conscience—not too much of it,

splen]uisé enough to put up a man’s prices—is a

affa;, thing.  He seems to have managed this

kngys 2ther cleverly. He has some elementary
liay, " €dge of women, too. He’s right about Gil-
fing’ . She’ll double back to the Court, when she
€ child is gone, like a hare to her form. |
ave trouble with her, and with that rustic

'lltey\:.) & cavalier servient, 100. 1 wonder if the

hag , V0uld really have proceeded to violence if 1

be fl;SlSted him last night. By to-day I should

wily a]e from that kind of annoyance. My lady

ter hc?r tune when she gets a letter from a
tiop " Solicitor, stating my claim and my inten-
hay, SOPTOSecute it to the utmost. She’s devilish

Strg, Ome and well preserved,” he went on, as he

foyy ;:l his razor, “she piques me, with her con-

in alrs. It would be something of a triumph
hep do'r force her back, and the discomfiture of

It will Mirer, the baronet, would be a rich treat.

G

With , . @ hard fight, and she may go to court
Songy,, Vorce suit, which would be awkward—
Byy dedly awkward—especially if she won.

Ing l°0u'Id she win ?  No mortai creature ever saw
Regg. ¥ a hanqg upon her, save in the way of kind-
tey 1)0;1 1€ can’t proge that it was I who took that
d?n' t].nds- The desertion looks ugly, but I
div, "k desertion alone is good ¢nough for a
Bsype, 14 even then T have my defence —her
Name and change of domicile I have
With oS! 1O strike first—it’s always the safe rule
Sonj, - OMEN. A threatened suit for restitution of
hts may turn out to be a very ace of
Stag v;ancl frighten her into submission. It's a
ﬁhe, a“o"h playing for, and my hand is not a bad
3 tings considered. Fancy that ass of a

‘?Ous bublic road ! T can fancy what a vir-
ﬂ'&ht flush jury would make of that and her
"‘llstn our later. That’s a trump card, and
4 Co ot be_ forgotten.”

Ollet, Iing thus with himself, he finished his

i fastey, ¢scended to the room in which Stokes
oo, anded little Dora. The child was sitting
Ue 14 se trembling with terror. It was not his
%E‘Ver att' her against him, and he opened the
Vit‘ Wep ©R With an engaging smile.

hl)ap; ';"Y darling, arc you ready to go home

fme thcgomg back last night, and talking to her ’

“You are not my papa !” said Dora.

“ Oh, but I am, indeed. Won't you give me a
kiss ?”

“ No,” said Dora, “ [ won’t. I don’t like you.”

“ You will like me better, my darling, when you
know me better,” said O'Mara. “ [ am a really
charming person, I assure you. Come, dry your
eyes, and don’t cry any more. I am not going to
hurt you.”

* I want mamma,” said Dora.

“We shall find her at home,”” said O’Mara.
“ Come along, the trap is ready.”

The child followed him, submissive but obvious-
ly distrustful, and Stokes drove them to within a
hundred yards ol the gate of Crouchford Court.
There he stopped.

“ (Go on, Mr. Stokes, if you please,” said O’Mara.

“Oh no,” said Stokes, with a dry air and a
lengthened shake of the head. “I've had as
much of Miss Barbara l.eigh as I want. She’s a
tartar, that’s what she is ; I don’t want /¢ to sce
me along o’ you.”

O’Mara accordingly descended, and holding
Dora by the hand walked to the house and rang.
He was admitted by Barbara, who gave an inex-
pressible snort of anger and contempt at his ap-
pearance and handed him Gillian’s letter.  Dora
made a motion to run to her old nurse, but
()’Mara checked it.

“ (o and sit in that chair,” he said, pointing to
one in the corner behind him. There was so strong
a hint of possible disagreeable consequences in his
manner that the child obeyed. He tore open the
envelope, and read the missive it contained.

“ You've got your will at last,” said Barbara,
her hatred of the usurper conquering her prudent
teeling that it would be best to hide it. * You've
driven my mistress away, poor decar.  Ah ! if she
only had my sperrit—"

“Yes 2" (OMara smilingly prompted her.

“ She’d have stayed and faced ye, ye smooth-
tongued, smiling serpent.”

“You are really an extremely disagieeable per-
son,”” said ()’Mara.

“Aye, so you'll ind me.”

“ We had better come to an understanding at
once,” said O’'Mara. “1 am master here, you
are doubtless a hard-working and deserving per-
son, but your appearance—to say nothing of your
manners, which are deplorably vulgar—dissatisfies
me. I like to have well favoured people about
me.??

“Ye don't get me out o’ this house.” said Bar-
bara, folding her arms, “without force, and I
wouldn’t be in your shoes if you tried #/a# dodge.
[ don’t go till I'm told to by my lady, i¥ harm
comes to her or to that sweet lamb there, you’ll
find me harder to reckon with than many a strong
man.”

“ Oblige me by leaving the house,” said O’'Mara,
advancing towards her.

“If T go,” said Barbara, “ [ take Miss Dora
with me. Don’t ee be afeared, my darling, no
har’ll happen to ee while Barby's here to look
after ye. Come to Barby !"

“Stay where you are,” said O'Mara to the
child. “ Do you dare,” he continued, “to inter-
fere between me and my child ?”

“Aye, do I !” said the honest virago, “and
what's more, I don’t believe she’s any daughter o’
yours—she’s o’er good and o’er pretiy !”

“Take care, woman,” cried ()’Mara, stung
through his armour of cynicism by the servant’s
outspoken contempt.

“Woman, or no woman, I’m a match for you,
master ; Dontee lay a finger on me. Raise your
hand if ye dare, and I'll write my ten command-
ments on your ugly face ! Thank God, there’s my
lady.”

Gillian tottered into the room, overcome with
fatigue and fear. Her eyes fell upon Dora, who
ran forward with a glad cry and fell into her arms.

“T’m glad you’re here, my lady,” said Barbara.

“Yes,” said Gillian, who had grown quite calm
again upon a sudden. “1 am here, I have come
to take back what this man tried to steal from me,
like the coward he is.”

“Tam glad to see you,” said O'Mara, “1 ex-
pected you.”

“You had reason to.  You know that T would
have risen from my dying bed to save my child from
you.”

“ Pardon me,” said ()’Mara, quietly, “ also my
child. TLet me trost, Gillian, that you have come
to your senses, and that your return to this housc
implies a new and growing fecling of wifely duty.”

Gillian, with her eyes fixed upon his face, touched
Dora lightly on the head.

“ Go with Barby, my darling. You are safe with
her.”

“Aye, that she is,” said Barbara, “but don't
stay with him alone. Let me be by.”

“ There is nothing to fear,” said Gillian. Go,
leave us, but reman at hand. In a little while this
gentleman will be gone, and I shall be again mis-
tress in my own house.”

“ My dear Gillian,” said ()’Mara, with a laugh,
when they were alone together, “you amuse me.
You arc positively splendid.”

“What 1 have to say to you,” said ( sillian, “can
be said in a few words. Weigh them well, they
are the last you will ever hear from me.”

*Iam all attention. L.et me remind you, how-
ever, that you talk nonsense.  You said just now
that [ was about to leave this house. Quite a mis-
take. I shall remain,”—he took a chair and
crossed his legs with an casy gesture—and if
you are a sensible woman you will remain with
me.”

“ Listen,” said Gillian. ¢ Last night you terri-
fied me, your very presence, the thought of what
you might say and do, filled my soul with dread.”

“ Naturally.  You sce, I commanded the situa-
tion.”

“In my terror I attempted to escape from you.
I was weak and ill, and cven as I tried to fly | 'was
struck down.  While [ lay, feeble and helpless, you
had my child stolen from me.”

“Quite so. 1 had warned you of my determin-
tion.”

“The news was brought to me instantly. ‘Thank
God it did not kill me. No. [t cured me of all my
cowardice, and gave me a mothet’s strength,”

“You still look a little pale,” said ()’Mara,
sympathetically. “Let me get you a glass of
wine.”

“1 feared the world! [ feared the scandal and
the cry, I'shrank from the public shame ! I thought
¢ 50 long as that man lives, there is no shelter for
me, and no escape.’”

“Quite right, my dear-—except in sweet suly-
mission.”

“ I said to myself, ‘ There is nothing he will not
do. There is no infamy to which he will not sub-
ject me, rather than let me keep my child and live
in peace.” ”

“ An exaggeration, | only

“Hear me out. 'Then, while hastening back
home 1 thought it all out, and betore I had reached
that door I had made my determination.”

“To be reasonable? Come.”

“To defy the world, to defy all scandal and
shame, and to take my stand upon the law itself as
a free and fearless woman.”

“ A vigorous programme,” said O’Mara.
how do you propose to carry it out ?”

“Your desertion absolved me from all responsi-
bility.  Your absence for all those years is my justi-
fication. I was divorced by your own act, and in
proof of that I will invoke the law.”

“ It won’t help you, my love.”

“We shall see. Next—you left your child to
starve. Day by day, year by year, | have guarded
and reared her, without one sign from you. By
the duty so done I had made my child mine only-—
and in that too the law shall justify me.”

“You really think so? Anything more ?”

“Yes. From first to last I have never had one
penny, one crust of bread from your hands. You
abandoned me in my poverty. What came to me
afterwards escaped you. It is: mine—this house,
with all in it, and all else that I possess is mine, and
that also the law shall prove.”

“Try. I am here.”

“ You will not remain another hour.
go as you came.”’

“ One moment ! said )’Mara, calmly still. |
will not attempt to combat your very primitive
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“And

You will



