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THE CATHOLIC RECORD.

FEBRUARY 6, 1904.

MARY LEE

or The Yankee in Ireland

BY PAUL PEPPERGRASS, ESQ.

CHAPTER V.

MR. WEEKS 18 INTRODUCED TO CAPTAIN
TOM  PETERSHAM, AND Is INVITED
BY FHAT GENTLEMAN TO SPEND A
DAY AT CASTLE GREGORY HEL ALSO
HAS THE GOOD LUCK TO CATCH A
GLIMPSE OF MARY LG,

The little craft which so suddenly
arrested the light-keeper's eye, as he
turned to enter the lodge, was already
within five minutes' sail of the long
flight of steps leading up from the base
of the rock to the lighthouse ‘yard.
She was a yacht of small tonnage, but
elegantly mouided. Her white hull,
sunk almost to the scuppers, and her
light, raking spars, gave her a janty
look, that seemed to please the Yankee
exceedinuly.

* Why, by cracky, that's an Ameri-
can boot, rig and hull !"" he exclaimed.
“ Ha ! I swonnie ! —had her built at
one of our ship yards, I guess.”’

“ She was built in Cork harbor,”
replied the light-keeper. * Timber or
,:l:ml\'. mast or spar, there's not an
Ameriean chip in her,”

“ Not, eh ?"’

“ No, sir ; she's inch of
her, from the truck to the keel. Tom
Potersham wouldn't own her if she was
anything else.”

“ He wouldn't, eh ?

The light-keeper, now seeing
approaching from the yacht, advanced
to the head of the stairs, and raised his
hat to a gentleman whosat in the stern.
The latter, as soon as the boat touched,
stepped ashore.

* Hilloa, there,

Irish, every

a boat

Master Lee,”” he

shouted as he ascended the steps ; ** 1
couldn’'t pass without calling to pay
my respects to pretty Mary—to say
pothing (O Lord ! this is worse than
Loughdearg for Father John deuce

take them for steps ; they don't leave
a breath in not to speak of the
numerous injunctions respeeting a pro-
mised visit trom the saocy bag
Heigh ho! [ say, Lee, —this is steeper
than the face of Gibraltar ; and let
tell you—hugh !—yon must provide
falls and tackle in future, if you'd have
me visit Forty-threo
monstrous ! bu cace !
who is that ?"" he d«
take breath as he reached the top, and

me )

Ze.

me

here. steps |
eh,

manded, halting to

wiping the perspiration from his face.

¢ Just so: I know; I understand all
that—but you'll not be worth a rap
farthing, sir, if you stay with them
many months longer, notwithstand-
ing."

* You don't say so!"

“1do, sir. They'll first reduce you
down with psalm singing, till you're as
flat as dish water and as weak as a
wendle straw, and then finish you off
with moek piety, private scandal, and
weak tea, ke my advice, sir, and
stay with them as little as possible.
Come up to Castle Gregory, where
there's some lile to be had, and come
as often as you can, too—we'll be al-
ways glad to see you. So then here we
are in the light-keeper's sanctum, and
here comes Drake to welcome us.
Hands off |—hands off, Drake—down,
down, you old rogue; you're as wet as
an otter—away, and bring your mis-
tress here; I want to see her. But
what's the matter ? - how now ! growl-
ing at your guest >——ah ! Drake, Drake,
that's inhospitable —what has come over
you, man? never w you act so un-
Irish before. Excuse me, sir; but take
a seat, take a seat, and don’t he sur-
prised to see me make sofree inanother

man's house it's our custom here,
Heigh-ho ! he added, flinging himsell

down in an easy chair, aund his gold-
banded sea-cap over his shoulder; *' it

takes me a full half hour to recover
breath after climbing those villanovs
stens. Heigh-ho! aond so youre an

American citizen,"

“Well, yes ; I have that honer, sir.

“Right, sir
doubt of it. Jut hov
and he snatched off his stock and wiped
his face with his haudkerchief. **It's
those outrageous stairs—eh! Besides,
I'm not feather weight either, I suppose
Humph !’ he added, glancing over at
his companion’ **you have the advan-
tage ol me there, sir—you're thin."”

*Yes, rather inclined that way,"”
modestly replied Weeks, playing with
his wateh-chain.

**So much the better, sir, so much
the better; ynu'l‘u in a more comiort-
able summer condition.”

“Well, as to the Weeks side of the
house,"” observed the American, by
way of explanation, ** they were never
what you might call fleshy people ; but
the were about the largest
boned men in all Counecticut. Thare
was my mother's cousin, for example,
one Nathan Bigelow

“ By the lord Harry, he's at Nathan

" came rumbling along the hall,

and it is an
warm it i

honor —no

Bigelows

* Who, in the name of all Malvolios, is | y deep tones of the burly light
he with all those gewgaws under his | keeper, as he hurried in from the tower
sporting jacket v ‘ to welcome his guests,

“Hush," said the light keeper ; he Fortunately, however, Mr. Weeks

a foreigner.”

Nonsense |

e h?
“ No, sir ; he's an American, ana a
tha bargain.''

The denee he is

** A Yanke
A na
Connecticut.
“ Ho, ho ! now 1

understand you ;

he's the C :ohan man-—cousin, or nephow,
or something of that nd, to the Hard
wrinkles. Very good ; he's just the
man I wanb t« we 3 present me forth
ith. Kkate wishes to see him too, of
wll things, and swears she'll invite him
to the castle herself, I don't. Intro-

instantly ; I'll see ¥
sk him to v

ung

duce mo
like, and then a

¢ 0, the y«
the light-keeper, Ia
mischief
rant you. Ii the

hat he s
it us."
exclaimed

“ "

scamp !
ghing ; ‘‘she's ¢
» mad pate, I war
rood gentleman only

he would stay at

S0mo

< alriend s

home, and keep clear of her company. |
But, com i1'il introduce you, at all
hazards.”

* (Captain Petersham said he, tak-
ing off hig hat, and motioning with the

we ol a well-bred ntleman, ** let

me present to yoru Mr. Weeks, of Ducks-
ville, Conneceticut, United States. Mr,
Weeks, Captain Petersham, of Castle
Gregory.”

I'he American bowed low, but with
out saying a word or changing his |
tion in the least. Not so Mr. Peters
ham, w ised in his heart all kind

{ formal ‘ ve and except 1 form
alities of the duel ground ; and these
he understood well, and could practisc

» periecti .

Lof ot the plague, man !" he ex

lon't b ) T wi i
u're an Ameriean « n

i | t 1 1 p \ ne v )
wand. Ducksv Drakesville—I
lon't ¢ bar n what ville you
LI you're a free A ricat ('om

L, 1 5 1 I 18 at « wnd (

y ore p r abou

| i | Capta | rshan
¢ My une adn't
1 i 1
|
O p |
\
W |

busit

%0 D ure O SuUre I

ir secretary of wion, Mr. r.

I | i n never remem
bher n: Mr,—Mr. O confound it

Linkimdoodle—or something of that
sort,—well, sir, he's a fine fellow, that

Linkimdoodle, a right honest thorough

ine republican as I ever met in the
my life. He has an odd name, to be
sure ; but what of that ?~——No one minds
it—anything, you know, will do in a
country like yours, when you've no
houses yet, or pedigrees, or things of
that desceription to trouble you. And
so you're staying at Crohan with the
Hardwrinkles. Well, 1 can only say
I'm sorry for it—they'll ruin you, that's
all-—ruin you, sir, body and soul.”

“The Hardwrinkles are my cousing,
Captain Petersham,’

ive ol Ducksville, State of |

| :
| was at that moment in the ¢
|

ing, so that it was quite impossible for

st of speak

him to distinguish the words; other-

wise he had understood better the comie

| smile on Captain Petersham’s face, as
that gentleman twirled his thumbs and
gazed over at Rim from his easy chair.

| “Let me see; you're somewhere

{ about 5 feet 11 inches ain't you?"

| **Yes, thercabouts.”’

i * Well 1 as to the wei 1

ure tNo

likely—I

know,

| recion hundred, or chock
up Lot
be three, for

the captain,

might
replied

‘Veory

aught |

hing.
Well, cousin Nathan was taller by
| nearly two inches, and mother says be-
| fore he lost his eye on muster day he
weighed close on two twenty-five. Still,
Nathan
ol there! hilloa,
hnessy broke 1n the

cousin
[ R
| O"Shau
|

Roger

light

martyr, Roger. I declare, I don’t see
how you can stand it—it's insufferable
—quite insufferable.’’

**Och, och! I wish to patience he
was back in his own ould castle again,
yer honor, for since the docthors
ordhered him down here for the benefit
of his health, there's no comfort to be
had wid him, night or day-——but sure,
it he didn't lose his mimery, it wouldn't
be so bad, allthegither. And then I'm
shamed out iv my life wid him. Why,
it you'd only hear to him, Mr, Peters-
ham — ahem ! that's if you were a
stranger, you know, sir, like that
gentleman—you're most obedient, sir--
and didn't know the differ, ye'd think
there wasn't a screed iv dacency left
about him, at all, at all;"" and as he
thus went on to make his private com-
plaints to the captain, still, however,
in a voice loud enough to be heard by
the American, he kept ever and anon
glancing at the great silver salver on
the table, as if making a silent appeal
to it for testimony against his master.

During this little conversation with
Captain Petersham, the light keeper
called him several times, but Roger
was too much engaged to attend him,

“* Roger !—are you deal ? Roger!"

¢ 8Bir, sir,”’

““Is this all the brandy you have in
the house ?  Answer me, yes or no."”

““ Ahem! Anpswer you yes oOr no;
why, av coorse I'll answer you—that is,
it I only knew what you mane.””

““Well, look here,"’—and Mr. Lee
stepped over to the old man, and shook
the decanter within an inch of his eyes
5 call this brandy ?’

vinly, cagniac; i
cost just seven
Never mind
here about three
for three g
y, sir, ther

and more—ahem !

sir, the best
the you have
thimblefuls or there
sntlemen,”’

od half bottle,

abouts
e 'sag

ahem !

but it's on broad bottom ; hem, it's a
broad bottom, sir

““Well, now, I want to kn,w — il
you've any more of the same left?

that's plain enongh, I think.”
**Why, dear me, such a

Och,

in

question !

och and two ecasks untouched

* Hold your lying tongue and answer
1@, sir; nave you? yes or no.”’
“* Yes, yes, puncheons of it.

v (4o fetch it then, forthwith—go now
instantly ;' and he pushed him gently
towards the door.

“ Sartinly, sir, sartinly,”’
Roger, moving off as fast as
shaky limbs would carry him, the long
skirts of his old bottle-green coat oseil-
lating as he went. 1
its aisy enongh to do that

knew what in the world ye we

replied

st sartinly,

Sir

[ onl

coming at, all the time, I'd have it here
now."’
‘““ He's the greatest gue, s
in the le universe,’ the -
| keeper ; ‘‘not a respectable visitor ever
| comes to “ee us, but he acts just in the
I e v He wouald make you believe,
Mr. Week Captain Petersham herc

knows all abont

him lot »—he would
» as rich as

» only by

make you believe
Croesus, and stayi

advice of his physicia You observed
the old bottle-green vy he wears ;
well, he has worn that, to my own
knowledge, five and twenty years, and
in all probability, his father belore
him, for as many more. As for this
antiquated piece of plate on the table,

out on Al ssible
old the old
ct his great stand-bys,
he i

he brings it every
oceasion. The
salver are in f

and with the

coat and

nes e can make

keeper again; ‘‘are we never to see v show of * dacency,’ were the house as
‘(hn( brandy and water? Come along, | bare and empty as the ruins of Baal-
| man ; only lift your f:et, and they'll | pee,”
! iall themselves."” Poor Roger,” said the
“Ay, ay,”” muttered the old man, ‘he's a reguiar Caleb Balderst i
| shambling into the room in his old “ Precisely-~the only di e, per-
| bottle-green livery with the faded lace that Caleb was a ereation, and
| and the two itary buttons, carryir a reality."
| a massive silver salver, on which a,- ** Balde rwlw_;n‘" said Weeks; let me
| peared three tumblers and a decanter | gee ; Balderstone—warn't he sometl
with something resembling brandy on y the Balderstones of Skowhegan, ¢
| the bottom of it. ** Ay, ay,’’ said he, | e 2
R (- vways t same — just for all .iw" | a!” chuckled Captain Peter-
| world as if he was at home in the ould | gham : ** can't say to that.”
| castle. Heigh! heigh! It's nothin l “ Well, them Balderstones of Skow-
bu Roger here and Roger there— | heg w1 were tremendous smart men, I
Roger, bring the venison; Roger, | tell ye u; and 1sin Nathar 3
| where's the champague? Roger, where's \ f vy':;.( it Lexington like
tue Buarguw dy? ltoger, order this | ecatamounts.”
lord’'s carri , and Roger, order that | ¢ Ng, no; Caleb was of quite another
dy's barouche i h, heigh, heigh!’' | ah wacter,”’ replied the light-keeper.
Here he was seized by a it ol coughing l ‘“ He was born of a wizard, and shall
whict a ellect ol termina ” live as long as the world lasts. Some,
g s it complaints,  ** Och indeed, go as far as to say, that he and
bl 1 he at lengeh, when he re- ‘ Campbell's last man are destined to ex-
COvV d a little breath, ** the Lord be | phipe together.'
| witl the time, Captain 1‘rlv'-~h5:<,; “* Well, he's no m
| WOW11 \ W lormality to \ ‘No, sir, he's s,
) 1 1 nty | urine t is 1 »
€ 1 y lll“ 1 i ll.“m, ‘, _‘ =t ’I:l
there it no and as L p ned as fav as t om do d
| noed v | | st ri he vined ng « | tor
wid an 1 v \ ¢
o he ur )
|
" S5 ) 1 I 1
d | Id 1
|
) ( t
t | i d
|
Orh | L 1 -
I ! 1 | \ 1 Ro vher \ 1
0 ! on | the brandy, yo
| WOl 1weriu Ve 13 mimory | Well wheore
{ clane gone, sir, (turning to Captain | § why don't n?Y
| Petersham. It only the mather of | “The key key of the
| four weeks, or sou, since we got—let me | eellar, sir, said Ro without ven
see—ahem ! ahem !-—two  pipes iV | turing to look at his master.
claret—one Madeira ;" and he began to “ What of it 2"
count them on his fingers—*'ahem! “Ahem ! It's not to be found, sir;

two iv claret-—one Made

“ Ppon't mind him, don't mind him,"’
said the captain, rising from his easy
chair, and good naturedly laying his
hand on shoulder; **hes
enough to vex a saint,  Well, Roger—
lot him do as he pleases; it he choose
to refuse us a glass of wine in this
beggarly way, why, we can remember
it to him —that's all.”

O, my heart's broke wid him, yer
honor."”'}

“To be sare it is—you're a living

a—one

Roger's

)
you or Miss Mary must have it."’

‘“ Mo ! I never touched the key in
my life,"” '

** Dear me, then, what's to be done,
your honor ? The brandy’'s in the
cellar, and there's no key to open it."

1 don't believe a word of it;
but did you ask Miss Lee for the
key 2"’

*“ She's not to be found, either, sir."
¢ Ha, ha !—I thought so. Iknew all
the time it would come to that at last.’’
1l you could put up for this time

his old, |

it looks little, | ¢

ok

“ and put up with it, too !
nonsense !
stantly.

worth its weight
French brandy with Innishowen poteen,
indeed !
do that should be sent to the stocks,
and physicked with frogs and assa-
fastida,
Away ! my time's up.”’

finished
tumbler on the table, loudly protesting
against all state temperance laws and
teetotal societies, as being the provo-
cation of
world, when a sailor, cap in hand, pre-
ssnted himself at the door.

* tumbling up in

I«
your ears |
g

to-night.
under

window.

away so a

with some of the best old Inmishowen,
that ever was doubled,’’ said Roger,
 you can have a hogshead of it in &
jifley."”

*Innishowen !'’ cried the captain ;
Nonsense |

Roger, bring it in here in-
Why, you old villain, it's
in gold., Compare

Why, the Irishman who would

Begone, and fetch it instanter.

Roger soon returned with a bottle

of excellent whiskey, of which we must
not omit to say, Mr. Weeks declined to
partake—nay,
the most positive manner, as a thing
entirely
habits of life.
his good neighbor, the lord of Castle
(iregory, made no pretensions to such
principles or habits ; they filled their
glasses and drank to each other, and to
the success of the Stars and Stripes, as
a compliment to Mr., Weeks, in full
bumpers of Irish grog, without fear or
ghame, reproach or remorse.

absolutely rejected in

against his principles aud
But the light- ke per and

had
and

Captain  Petersham
his draught,

scarcely
flung the

half the drunkenness in the

“ How now, Bradley—-what's the
natter 2"’

““ Mr. Ratlin says there'sa blow com-
ng up from the westward, sir, and in
half an h we'll have ebb tide. lHe
waits orders.

** Well, get the boat ready. I'll be

with you in a second.”

He now approached the window, and
lanced for an instant at the west.
There it comes, Lee,"’ he exclaimed,
lumps over Tory
Jdand ; you'll have it whistling about
re in half an hour, I must
ret aboard the Water Hen, and pack on
ail, or she'll not feteh Ballymastocker
But
the rock,
Mistress Mary ?

who's that
speaking to
devilish fine-

look here ;
there,
He's a

looking young fellow, eh 1"
g) 3 ,

I'ne light keeper hastened to the
“ Hah! by George,”” he

claimed, muttering the words to him-

, the instant his eye rested on the

person alluded to, *‘‘be is back
sie

gain.
* Who is he, Lee—eh ? surely I've

seen that young man before—who is
hie s

Mr. Lee smiled and shook his head.

*0O, hoh, tha'ts it, is it? Very

A1, it there's anything particular
about him, keep it to yourselt.”

And hav requested Mr. Lee to

to Mary for running
, and invited Weeks to

ce his ap

vi him a 1s possible, he hurried
, without further delay, to his ya:ht.

I'ho momwent his foot touched her deck,

she was seen crowding on every stitch

of canvas that would dre

o bending under

pressure of the evening |

I breeze, the
little Water Hen glided up the Swilly,
and soon disappeared in the deepening
shadows ol Rathmulien Bluffs.

The light-keeper had accompanied
his friend to the head of the steps to
bid him good by and a fair voyage, and
the American, taking advantage of his
absence, instantly turned to the win-
dow, and there watching Mary
Lee and her companion so intently, and
with so absorbing an interest, that old
had picked up his silver card
case which bad fallen from his pocket,
aind laid 1is knee,
having it in the least. The
spot on which the young couple stood
conversing

kep

without his

wsa small pateh of greens-
ward directly above the narrow channel
called the D Guleh and canopied

over by a L W, projecting roc

k.

The place was some seventy feet above

the roaring water, cut, as it were, in
the [z the precipice and nearly on
a level with the window at which the

Ameri sat look 1t them so intent-
ly. The distance between was not more
than thirty ; yet near as it was,
Weeks could have distinguished little
more than their mere outlines, had not
the great lantern, now lit up, shed its
flood of lig their persons,
revealing ev motion and feature
distinetly to his gaze.

A shade of melancholy overspread the
handsome fa of the young man as he
leaned on the boat hook, (with which he
had climbed the tocks.) and

oet

full on

conversed

with his fair companion, His black,
vaving hair fell in protusion over his

vel from the breast pockets of
wh iy mountings of a

Is glinted in the

lamplight. His ne
il tl t of the day, 1
s \ vhol A
|
1 ¢ al f
fell 1est | nd re
I |
blu { \

( v S ot
¢ wa e, Was no
¢ nd t u s if the mel

y L lowed 1 u
1 ( 1 o1
i leanod

ness of a fawn, and disappeared in an
instact. Her companion followed her
with his eyes as long as she remained in
sight, and then caretully concealing the
little treasure in his bosom, slowly
turned and left the place.

‘“Well,” said Mr. Weeks to himself
as he moved over from the window and
leat ed his elbow on the table beside
him, *‘she’s a handsome gal, that—no
mistake about it ; and that feller looks
to be a purty smart kinder chap, too,
and not ill lookin eicher. But who in
creation is he ? There's some myrtery
about him, that's sartin. 1 could see
that by the light-keeper, when the
captain asked his name. But hold on
for a bit; I'll soon learn the secret from
Mother Curley. That was some sorter
charm, I'll bet a fourpence, that thing
she put round his neck—some papistry,
I reckon. But ain'tshe all fired brazen
faced to go up there right straight be-
fore the window ?—By cracky, they do
up that kinder business scrter strange
down here in these diggins—they're
ahead of New Jersey, by a long chalk.
But after all, perhaps it's her favorite
retreat, and the feller tount her there.
She expected him—sartin. T saw that
by her face when she came peeking in
at the window, and I rather suspect
she warn't aware of Captain Potersham's
arrival either, or that Ephraim Weeks
was in the oflice with her uncle. Well,
she’s handsome—that's a fact—and
with those hundred and fifty thousand
dollars I know of to back her up, she's
wite enough for any man. Ha, she
little thinks what belongs to her tothe
side the big pond—and she won't either

till she's*got her nose up to the hit-
chin She'll be skittish, 1
at first ; but I'll take the old woman's
advice, and coax her to it gently. She
can only refase, do her best; and when
she does, why it's then time enough to
put the screws on. They're poor as
poverty, that's clear, and it won't be
very hard to corner them up in a tight
place. A mouth or two in limbo would
settle the old chap's light-keepin, and
then the girl, all-fired proud aud all as
she is, might be glad—""

post. guess,

He was suddenly interrupted in his
reflections by the entrance of the two

persons in whom she seemed to be so |

deeply interested.

‘ Here's an impudent, sauncy little
baggage, Mr. Weeks, who desires (o
offer you an apology for her dog’s very
bad behavior to-day,”’ said the light
keeper, leading Mary by the hand.
* Miss Lee, sir. Mary, this gentleman
is Mr. Weekes, of Drakesville, Con-
necticut, United States."

“ Ducksville, if you please, Mr. Lee
not Drakesville,’ Weekes, atter
one of his pro cuad inclinations to the

said

young lady ; ** the difference ain’t much |

but still—"'

0, excuse me, excuse me, sir,
said the light-keeper; *“so it is—I
made a mistake—Ducksville, my dear,
State of Connecticut.”

*“Allow me to offer you my ecard,” |
said Weekes, smiling taintly and patron

izingly on the your drew

zivl, as he

it slowly out from the silver case.

“* Thank vyou, sir,”” she replied,
modestly courtesying and aecepting

the favor, without the least sign of sur-
prise at the strangeness of the compli-
ment.

‘T regret very much, sir, the loss of
your fishing lines this evening,”” she
said; **but if you permit me, [ shall
replace them."

** Pray, don't mention it,”" replied
Weeks, interrupting her. ** You're ex-
ceedingly kind, Miss Lee, but | assure
you I have lots of such traps to sparve.”

““ Drake is a very bold fellow in the |
mistress |

water, sir, and don’'t mind his
in the least, when there's any thing
like game to be seen. DBut then,
8o good and faithful that we must
give him a great many {aults.
Drake, '

he's
tor-
Drake,
re are you?"
and as the brown curly haired old fellow
came in, wagging his tail, she ordered
him to kneel down before the gentle
man and ask pardon. But Drake,
instead of kneeling, as, no doubt, he
was taught to do on such oeceasions,
began to growl at the stranger, and
would probably have sprung at him if
Mr, L.ee had not promptly interposed
his authority, and commanded
leave the room.

‘“Hlow very strange!’
speaking to her ancle; *' 1
him act so rudely belore.

she cried, ** v

his

him to

id Mary,
never

** Some kink the old fellow has got in |

his head. But fear Mr. Weeks will
find first visit to us down here a
very disagreeable one, so many things
have conspired to make it so. The loss
of his fishing tackle and his fine trouth,

his

I I t
{ [ " i |

IOWErs ovel i y- B

| ] I \ 1 | nt

v r a strikur 1 lanc
the ) 1 ¢ Raphae
paints in his | the Virgin, |
onee UWICKC 4‘.\v‘~ hi‘
those of her npanion ; but she as
often turned them away, as if the sad-

ness ol his looks gave her pain.

gestures and motions were those of
entreaty ; but she, on her part,
appeared to make no reply-—save to

shake her head and look up sorrowfully
in his face. At length the voice of the
light- keeper was heard round the house,
calling her in from the appeoaching
storm, and she could stay no longer.
As the moment of parting came, she
drew from her busom something re-
sembling a medal or locket and chain,
and pressing it devoutly to her lips,
gently threw it over the young man's
neck. She then gave bim her hand,
and bidding him farewell, sprang round
the edge of_the rock with the nimble-

His |

boot ; then the absence of the ir
here, and his having to sit
alone helore any one came to hid
leome ind finally, the unkind
generou wavior of  Drake
upon my word, M Weeks, you
think Araheera light a very bar
place.”
lon't wmind imn
" 0s 1ere,
I i ht \ for
y loss of the [lies and e tin line, 1
el quite pleased about it, since it has
) red me acquaintance ol so
1 y and compli d a s lady
Mi I :
Ma hed, hun he head
wnd od t 13 but er
ston at so b wd unexpected a
iment illenced her omplete
! t per, 1 ever, came to her
S 10 C¢
*If you talk to her in that style, Mr.
ks,”" said he, *‘you'll play the
deuce with her-—see, she's all over

biushes already.”

“Weell, T generally calculate to
to the point, Mr. Lee. It was
always my habit to be frank with every
one, and I can safely say, I would be
most. willing to lose all the fishing
tackle I ever owned, for the pleasure
afforded me by this introduction ; she's

speak

a most beautiful and amiable girl
there's no mistake about it,—and I'm

not ashaumed to say so, though you are
her uncle.”

‘ Mary, the gentleman will set you
erazy, if you stay here much longer—
away with you,"” he added, patting her
gttoctiouately on the cheek; * away
into some corner and hide your blushes;
Mr. Weeks will excuse your further
presence ;'’ and dropping her hand, he
permitted her to shrink back and glide

away like a fairy from the room.

‘““Well, I guess I shan't wait much
longer, either,’’ said Weeks, picking
up his cap and preparing to leave *'|
see the storm’s coming on, and I've got,
somewhat of a walk before me ; but |
was just athinkin to come down here
once in a while to have a day's fishin
or s0, and a talk about the United
States, at our leisure."’

The light-keeper smiled, and assured
him he should be happy to see him at
any time, and cheerfully do all in his
power to make his visit to the country,
ind particularly to Araheera Head, as
a ;reeable as possible,
Aud look'e her
buttoning his coat; *'if
thing I can do to oblige you, in the
way of friendship, don't hesitate an
iistant, but tell me right out. 1t may
hippen you d want a friend’s advice, a

said  Weeks,
there's any

~well, no matter, you understand me,
I'm a single wan, Mr. Lo2e, and have a
leetle more at my I guess
than I've any particular occasion to

use. Good afternoon, sir.”

** Good-bye and thank you for your
good will,"" said the light keeper, some-
what surprised at the stranger's libor
ality. ** I shall mest assuredly consult
with you, Mr. Weeks, wnen occasion
requires it."’

“1 say—hold on !"" said Weeks, again
turnivg back when hall way down the
avenue; **that bird, you'll not
to send it, eh?—all right ; guess | ca
get it up for you in pretty good shape.”
Aud waving his hand, he set out on his
journey to Cronan, the residence of the

forget

saw |

Hardwrinkies.

10 BE CONTINUED.

[ THE ONE WHITE ROSE.
1 SIMPLE BUT EFFECTIVE STRATE
OF A MOTHER'S LOVE,
By Edwa d B. Clark.
John Ledyard’s mother intended tha
[

her son should lead a protessional lite

but John would not have it so. |l
was the only son, and his motncr
widow., Moreover he was a devot

son, but he believed that as it was his
own future that he must carve out he
must take that for the ecarving which
| he thought was fitted for the cunning
| of his hand. So it was that John Led-
yard, twenty-tour years old and just
twelve months out of college, told his
mother one day that he was going o1
the stage.

Mis. Ledyard was a woman ol sense,
She listened to what her son had to say
| and then without a word of
| strance she asked him simply

remou
to think

| over his decision tor a mooth, then (
see it he still clung to it and *'if s
my son,’’ she said, ** though you know

what my heart is set on L simply will
wish you a Godspeed and say not one
word to turn you ird our purpose.’”’

wssed and John |
ther, kissed her gently
on the forehead, and said: ** Mother,
and I am

deserve well ol thoe

A month p
went to his m

| I'm going on the stage

O Lry and pubi

and to make you proud of me.

John Ledyard was a big, handsome
fellow, an athlete and a man whose
very appearance won admiration. His

| mother knew this. *'John,"" she said,

¢ you are going into a life of tremend-

ous temptation. Not from the members
| of the profession you have chesen, but
{ from the outside. 1 do not share the
feeling toward the st itself so many

people seem to hold, but it is from the
outside that your danger will come.
| It you succeed as an actor I know that

you will be flattered and courted, and
| sometmes flattery and what goes with
it are veriiable pitfalls.”

John Ledyard smiled a little, *“‘It is
because 1 am your son, mother, that you
think fattery is to )

come my way. |
your teachings,
and

will try to remeinbe?
and then he kissed her once a¢
this time it was a good-bye.
John Ledyard had been on the stage
| just one year. Ie bad not found much
of the courting and flattery that
mother had spoken of, but that his
| becanse he was in minor parts most of
| the time, though the managers had
been watching him, and now at the
end of a year he was a leading man
and in stage pariance ** held the cen
: ter.” Then the fNattery and the court-
| ing began. From the moment that he
| took his place as a star this big, ath-
letic and competent actor found him-
‘ selt deluged with letters, and not many
of them were from men. Flowers were
him with delicately perfumed
He was what laymen call the
‘‘matinee giv.'"" idol. It takes a
| strong characi r not to be alfected by
[ @ thing of this kind, and John Ledyard,
though he had strength of mind with

)
|

his

|
| sent

notes.

his strength of body, found that he was
becoming affected by the
One

homage.

there was
[ narrow
1ge tied neatly with 2 blue ribbon.

hotel
Vimessenger a lon

moirning at his

sred by z,

lohn Leyard opened it. He found
within a box containing a white rose
Ol exqulsite beauty and fragrance.
e white rose with ough of
t reen leaves to frame its
lovelines One rose, nothing else;
not a line toshow from whence it came.
| The rare of t wer  at
tracted Led wnd while scores of
bloss« within a week, he
took this one rose and gave it a place
of honor in a vase on his mantel
center I'he next day there came an
other wilte rose the counter-part ol

the one received the day before, and

like its 1

redecessor it was given the
place of honor,

When John  Ledyard had received
daily for two weeks a single white
roscbud fragrant and beautitul beyond
all the other roses that came to him
from whatever source, he felt a stir-
ring of bis curiosity to know some-

thing of the giver. But trace the roses
back of the florist he could not. The
other presents that came to him lost
their interest and he thought only of
the unkoown sender of the fragrant
white blossoms.

John Ledyard left Chicago and went
to another city for a long engagement.
The morning of his arrival there came
to h.im at the hotel breakfast table a
familiar package. It contained a white
rose. For a year, wherever John Led-
yard, successful actor and idol of the
matinee girls, appeared, he received
his daily white rose. Time after time
by he attempted to trace it to its
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