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Synopsis of Instalment I.—Robert
and his brother James hate

each other. - Robert brings to Castle
Barnard a French wife, and has two
sons. During a quarrel, James
taunts his mmm‘whw“uuw.
et
’

b g g ATl
w truth of his brother’s
&h is torn between love
of his ~hildren and
To provide - a
fes Jane Van-
bears him a
manhood,
with the only daughter
[ Downe, who objects to
ter pines for
until the tor ur-
that her only chance of life s

keep her gay and happy.

Chapter I1.—Continued.

The Duke and Duchess of Downe had
dorgotten how to be gay; indeed, to
' them, gaiety smelt of sin. As for
bappiness—

‘‘Would you like to go abroad, dar-
ling?' the Countess asked fondly,
ing about the girl's sofa, for the
sickness, once it set in, had increased
with alarming rapidity. On the oth-
er side of the sofa stood Lord
. Downe, nervously cluging and un-
i clasping his fingers, his lean, freck-
~ Jed, grey-whiskered face haggard with
_ -anxiety. \

‘I only want one thing,”” Amabel
 said, tossing ‘uneasily. ‘‘Nothing
selse will make me well. You know
. what that is, and you will not give
it to me.”

. She was something of a spoiled
‘ichild, and in the fretfulness of her
sickness she did not think of sparing
. those tender parents, who at the pre-
wsent moment were standing between
? er and happiness.

~ They held out a day or two longer.
' : their resistance collapsed. They
‘eould
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not see her die before their
v he, their only child. Anthony
pard was summoned, and came,
ing the peaceful and radiant face
ph seemed to bring a benediction
: the house.
. From the instant he entered her
pom and knelt down by her sofa to
kiss her hand, Lady Amabel improv-
pd. She had been fretful and exact-
g before. She was exacting now
fth her lover, but no more fretful.
one could do things for her as
could. None could fan her so
fily and gently, none lift her, or
poth the pillows for her head.
“After watching him dumbly for a
w hours the Countess capitulated.
iSuch love, such care!’’ she said to
& Bushand, the tears running down
long aristocratic nose. ‘‘We have
80 many years to live, Rodney;
whom else in all the world could
teust her?”’ -
. “If/ there were not the other wif
and family!’’ the Earl grumbled.
. Soon Lady Amabel was so far re-
Leovered that there might be talk of
Cwedding-days. The bride-elect was
Mot inclined for any more partings.
Jt might as well pe done here at
Easton, by the bishop of the diocese,
p had poured the baptismal water
won Lady Amabel's head.
. “The child has made her choice,”
i the Earl, with a hand on An-
ny’s Barnard's shoulder, as the
p stood face to face in the library
Easton, ‘‘and I could not have
'wished for a better, so far as you
y { are concerned. But I will
conceal from you that ‘:l:rle are
in the past of your ily—""
““iplmov," pl:id Anthony Barnard.
4] have wanted to speak to you
Sbout that. Amabel knows. It
es no difference with her, God
ess her! Nothing could make a dif-
mce with her. As a matter of
fact 1 hold Castle Barnard in,trust
for my father's sons by his first wife.
1 bave spent a good slice of my in-
lcome since my father’s death looking
them. I have a conviction that
‘some day we shall discover them.”
" «And then?" gasped the Earl.
" #And then I shall step down
Lout,” said Aathony Barnard.
" “But, my dear fellow''—the landed
oprietor, the man of many posses-
‘sions, came to the front in the Earl—
It is noble of you; but a man about
4o marry!"’
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I ] have thought of that. I would

" mot marry a woman who was unwill-
By

“And Amabel is willing? She is
. enly a generous child. Your chil-

" dren—"'
“If 1 have children I shall hand on

4 te them the trust my father gave to
n

oy

“It is your father’s trust?”’

“He died peacefully when I had
promised him. If ever a soul won
forgiveness it was his. He sufiered,
indeed he suffiered, There was not a
moment. of his lile in which he was
aot starved for the woman he had

M r mother—"' .
‘“:m,hon; momrd turned away his

mead quickly, and the Earl's clasp
h’l shoulder tightened. &

“‘Well, well!” he said. Well,

welll”  He could not think of no

form of sympathy, be a
.-"l?ol ?:w:.ml dr'y words.. ‘It is
I .that 1 have saved d my
lifetime, and that my inves ents
“have turned out well. The land on
which the town of E:;ston is b:::t:
pought for a song. t was a
of sand and pines. The Lord has
blessed me, perhaps in anticipation
of this hour. The estates go with
the title to my nephew, Lord .Shn.nk-
lin. But Amabel and Amabel's chil-
dren will have enough, even if Cum'?
Barnard has to be restored one day.

“T had not thought about Amabel's
"
‘o‘w'course not, of course not, my
dear fellow!”” The religious man
in the Earl was pushing the other
out of sight. ““What you have told
me raises you higher in my estima-
tion, if that were possible. Of course
it is nob ﬁ:non)'. not Castle Barn-

IW of
““‘lhovy

| Antheny Barnard
R G M oquity, It ds 1
ﬁ am illegitimate.’
“Not m

THS OVE STORY OF ALSON BARNARD

KATHARINE TYNAN

* The Handsome Brandons," &:.)

|dened in his sin I should have been
ashamed. He was saved as surely
by his repentance, and his long ag-
ony, more surely than if he had been
godly from the beginning. I am the

of my mother’s.

There was something certainly al-
most supernatural in the fact that
Anthony Barnard should have sprung
from that race of fierce and unregen-
erate passions.

Alter Lady Amabel died, and that
was in the fourth year alter their
marriage, he became a gentle recluse,
shutting himself away in Castle Barn-
ard with his books and his one daugh-
ter, as though the world had no con-
cern further for him. But he was
;:i'll accessible to those who needed

p.

The revenues of Lady Amabel’s for-
tune had made him a rich man even
beyond the unexacting standard of
those parts, It came to be said of
him, that none ever applied to him
really wanting help and was refused.
Those who were his tenants or in any
way dependent on him had cause to
bless the happy fortune that had
made them his.

Neighboring landowners grumbled
because his beneficence made their
own tenants discontented. But none
could say of him that his benefac-

generous. Ie was not one to be im-
posed on, to give to the worthless
gifts meant for the worthy. On the
contrary he was shrewd even when
he was most generous, and the spend-
thrift, and the ne'er-do-weel, in time
learned not to face that steady bright
gaze of his. ’

He was a bookish man, and he kept
his daughter’'s education in his own
hands. His own liberal delight in
communion with the great minds of
the world he imparted to her. He
was a virtuoso of a kind, and when
he had taught her the living and the
dead languages he took her abroad,
where they might see the finest pic-
tures, hear the finest music, and un-
der skies of Greece and Rome, be-
come acquainted with all that s
most beautiful ir the art of the  an-
cient world and the modern. .

Nor did he neglect his girl's bodily
educationl Since she was to sue-
ceed him at Castle Barnard she
must know the things that befitted a
country gentlewoman. She must be
a good horsewoman, a clever whip.
The Rance flowing under the walls
of the Castle gave her opportunity
to be an oarswoman, Something of
farming she must know, so that she
could better appreciate the difficul-
ties of those whe depended on her.
She must be a business woman, so
that no man of business could inter-
vene between her and them. He was
not one of those who held this, that
and the other thing useful for wo-
men’s learning. Books and
papers,
poets, the essayists, the novelists.
or b¢ an anomaly in a country where
evervone is born to an inferest in
polities.

He preached to her, day in and day
out, the love for Castle
which had come down to him from

his father.
‘“‘Love it, child,”” he would say.
‘“‘Guard its treasures, be proud of

its glories; but ever and always be
ready to leave it."”

For the trust had been handed on
to Alison as soon as she was able to
understand.

Her father’s eyes rested proudly. up-
on her when at last she was a grown
woman—a stately, lily-like creature,
with a rich and austere feeling for
dress which made her look like a
Venetian portrait. It was a* long
step from Robert and James Barnard
to this product of the arts and gra-
ces, for they had been rough, coarse,
even in the precious setting of Castie
Barnard.

Whereas she— It was her
pleasure to have her painted in the
picture gallery, her hand on her
hound's head, her eyes looking down
on the Rance, where it flowed to its
arch below, the skyey reflection in the
waters mirrored again in her eyes.
She is wearing a trailing gown of
orange velvet, almost too ml.ﬁieﬁ:cent
for youth and slenderness. ‘here is
fur at her neck and wrists, and a
little cap of velvet, cross-barred with
pearls, rests on her soft, shining
hair.

He had an Italian, one of his num-
erous proteges, to do it; and the gen-
erosity which gave him the reward of
a great painter was not misplaced.

“You are more dear to me
Castle Barnard,” he said to Alison at
this time; and his air convéyed that
the speech was an extravagant one
to his own sense.

“And you are dearer to me,” she
said. ‘I love Castle Barnard, but I
confess I can never think of it with-
out thinking also of the things that
were done for its sake.”

“Ah!” he said. ‘It will be easier
for you to leave it if the rightful
heir should come in your time. 1
don't mind telling you, Alison, that
if it had been asked fromi me in my
time it would have proken my heart.”

“It may be asked from you in Eonr
time,”” she said, smiling at him
“Why do you speak your
time were past?’

He shook his head, and all of a
sudden she noticed that his hair had
grown white.

Whether he knew anything or wheth-
er he did not—the Barn were ne-
ver the sort to trouble doctors much
~he was found not long after lying
with his cheek on an illuminated page
which he had heen reading in an open
book on the library table. It was
Alison who found him and he had
been dead then for some hours. The
moonlight was on his hair and face,
and you could not say which was
the lemu. h? ?'nllo like moonlight
yet lay upon his lips. i
He was still in middle nx. and of

sound heal

child of my father’s salvation—and — |

tions were not as wise as they were

news-
scientific and learned treat-
ises were laid before her, as were the

She must know something-of politics

tnther‘s

than |
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do it 'y

"M‘mld ' .

She remembered now
he had

bow, little by
T

she understood, as she
'how it was that, still young,
given up

|sports he delighted in; how he had)
come to walk slowly and never to!

closing |
‘ upon them. He had beea men',
training her to do without him. Now work up the Lodges.

he had someihing American, praetical,
the active life, the fleld on

| eye, but I assure you that
be is Kmngfoﬂ'ﬂlhh"
4}1800 "“t a4 -*
“You mean he will go into Parlia-
and be a firebrand. He will |
He will im-|
their mediaeval methods |
, ever |
|80 much more objectionable.”’ |
“You will see, you will see,” said |
{the old lady, her eyes twinkling.

iplant on

'hurry, nor do anything that could ‘‘ii. wil| pe a t man in Bally- |
‘endanger the little flame of life be cushla ' said Altgz ro'reﬂ:lly. !l:
|gtarded for her sake. He lived till thought we were going to be quiet.

she could stand alone.
the smile

Remembering | There is some  dormant hatred and |
on his lips she could not intolcrance in Ballycushla still. In

'doubt that his freedom to go Was & time it might die out if it were left. |

| welcome freedom at last.

| CHAPTER 111

, Don Quixote.

| By the time that Alison Barnard
 reigned alone at Castle Barnard the
{change in the country about was 8o
|gréat that a ghost revisiting the
B L, e
shaken .

Castle Barnard alone“khad not dm
For one thing Ballycushla had be-

comé a big manufactu town.
There were millchimnmeys and long
ranges of factories where the little
clean, slated houses had stood. All

about the town were bleaching
Eonndl; and the flax was the great
dustry of the count parts

Where the French Wile &v‘u
scandal by kneeling-at the old priest’s
Mass, a great Cathedral of the old
faith topped the hill, and was made
with four doors to it, so that it was
a sort of highway, and if you would
save time you must pass through its
dim’ quietness; and it was only at
certain periods of the year that this
|arrogance ofiended anyone.

In fact Ballysushla was pr
|ing with the times; and the
|were large with promise of benefi-
|cence. Since the Presbyterian farm-
{ers round about Ballycushla bad join-
|ed hands with their Papist brethren
in a movement for the common good,
it was an anomaly that the town
should keep up the old hatreds; and
indeed there was now only a weak
recrudescence of them ip the dog-
days that would have saddened the
hearts of the great fighting men who
were dead and gome. Ballycushla
had been the Belfast of the South.
It was a question how much longer
it was going to deserve that glorious
name.

As it happened the man who would
have more to do with the dying out
of the old religious hatred than any-
one else was a neighbor of Ali-
son Barnard. The woods of Castle
Barnard met the woods of Kylinee;
and Kylinoe - belonged to Sir Ger-
ard Molyneux, the son of a very
proud race. Indeed in the old days
the Molyneuxs and Barnhards, +
Downes, the Tyrrells of Tyrrell's
Hold, the Foleys of Castle Foley, had
made a little exclusive set to them-

selves. 4
Sir Gerard had been the son of a
younger son. He had indeed been

fruit-farming in California, thinking
of nothing so nnlikel{(' as that he
shouln ever reign in Kylinoe, when
his uncle and the heir had been
drowned in a yachting accident off
the coast of Clare.

He was too benevolent a person to
be anything but shocked at the means
of his succession. He had been hap-
py enough where he was, in that
paradise of flower and fruit, ringed
in by Sierras, their white teeth sharp
against a sky of sapphire, which was
the Trinidad Valley on the day of
March when he heard of his inherit-
ance. Indeed after the first pang of
|piety for the old man he barely re-
| membered, the youth he had never

Barnard, | seen, who were yet ol his blood, his| po coiq T should hesitate

‘next feeling was one of regret that
he must give up the industry which
fwu so promising.
him over the plains, whose acres of
flowers stood up in the hot, unwink-
ing sunshine, to the orange-groves
where the

gaze finally rested on his
creamy, sun-warmed adobe house
among the orange groves and mag-
nolia, gorgeous with flowers and
Ihumming—hirds. He. had desired
| riches, and had seen them coming to
him. Nor did it occur to him at
| first that fate had placed in his
(hands the thing for which he, a per-
 son of simple and ascetic tastes, had
|desired riches.

| Before he had begun the fruit-
?g-rowing, fruit-canning industry, he
'had lived much in the congested great
cities of America. A born lover of
his kind he had come in contact
{with much human misery, and had
ilumed to appreciate the thing that
{emigration means to the Irish peas-
ant. He had found so many of them
'who had been cleared out of their
| peaceful nlle{s, from off their clean,
| wind-swept hills, huddled in the high
sky-scraping tenements which in sum-
'mer or in winter alike were an infer-

| no.
{ He had seen their children dying
{like flies, themselves familiarized with
|vice and crime, forgetting their reli-
ion, contemptuous of their old
deals, the one saving grace left to
them the desire to return to the old
'country. ‘The horrible eflect of ma-
|terialism rooted in a naturally
;lpiritual soil revolted him. The stan-
(dard which set dollars above all elsc.
{the easy acceptance of the gross
materialism of others, saddened him
to the depths of his heart. If the
people could be kept at home! that
was his cry. To stop the deadly flow-
Mf of the tide that was draining the
veins of the old country, and bringing
little of life and vigor to the new;
that wis his dream; the wealth he
labored for the means to the end of
making his dream reality.

When he came home to Kylinoe the

country was only just recovering
from a period of agitation. It was
the back-swing of pendulum, the
hour of lying fallow. People who

liked quietness were breathing more
freely because a timé of ce had
come at last. They expected pros-
perity to steal slowly to the
country from which it had fled af-
frighted; but it must have time. Pre
sently, after ten or so, the
grazing lands would again supp!v
the Pnglish market; England’s specu-
lators would begin to deal in Irish
property. Meanwhile the emigration
continued, and the people were assist-
ed to emi by an ill-directed,
ill-informed 4

Alison came face to
a.n_ at house of Mrs. 35"?"4“‘
who added to charm, and was

He looked about I

globes of gold hung side!
by side with the blossoms, and his|
own |

‘Wl_n' should we unot become more
Irish than the Irish? Although the
smoke of Ball is on the sky!

our people are Celts and of the reli- |
glon.  We have been long enough |
here to forget that we ever were set-
:l::’s That was what papa always
id.”
Mrs. Tyrrell's eyes sparkled. '
“I told him bow it would be when |
he lostered you ou Mary Burke,” she
|
!
|

said. “The Barnards were
against the in

ashamed to say that my family and |
the Tyrrells were suspected of rebel
Sympathies. My grandlather was a
dear friend of Lord Edward Fitz
gerald.”

“You don’t look the least bit in the
world ashamed of it,”” suggested Ali-
son.

“You must try to dissuade Gerard |
Molyneux from his wild courses,” |
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went on the old lady, her eyes bright-
er than ever. ‘‘We don’t want to be
set by the ears, do we?' Upon my |
| word, my dear, the older 1 grow the
{more I am infatuated wit,gt peace. |
' I don't know that I like one set of

O s | AEitators better than anotber. You

' must try to turn Gerard Molyneux '
from his wild courses.” !
 As she spoke the door of the draw-
Ing-room was opened, and a servant |
announced the man of whom they |
were speaking. ,

“What an opportune arrival!” cried
Mrs. Tyrrell, holding out both her
hands. “Sir Gerard, I wish to pre-
sent you to your nearest nei I
ang'my dearest friend, Miss n- |
ard,”.

~Sstablished 1824 ;
The MANCHESTER FIRE
Assurance Co. ,
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Alison looked at him with interest.
He was very unlike a firebrand, this
rather short, elegant, slim person,
with the dark, Spanish face, olive
skinned, the bright eyes, the quick
smile,

Sir Gerard, on his side, looked
with interest at the young lady of
whom he had heard a good deal. £he
was wearihg a severe, tailor-made
gown, cut like a riding-habit. On
her shining fair hair - was a black
hat with feathers. She had driven
hersell over to see Mrs. Tyrre!!, and
her little strong gauntlet gloves were
the last item in a most business-like
toilet. She extended a hand fo him, |
and he took it into a close, warm |
grasp. The blue eyes-and the brown |
eyes met. It was a case in which |
soul leaped to soul; the sympathy be- |
tween the two was as assured as|
though they bhad grown wup from

THE
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childhood together.,

“Sit down now,” said Mrs.
Tyrrell, ‘“‘and tell us about your
plans. I have been telling Miss Bar-
nard that you were going to set us
all by the ears. She has chosen to
| suppose that you are going to beat
| the Orange drum—beating the Orange
drum, and beating the green drum
are the omly form of setting by the '
ears she knows of. Come,—unde-
deive her!" |
| Sir Gerard looked at Alison, and
ihis bright eyes expressed confidence |
and assurance.

‘“If it were any other young lady,’ |
I think |
| perhaps I may be sure ol Miss Bar- |

i

nard's interest.” |
| “Oh, go on” said Mrs, 'Wrrell.i
| “she is as bad as yourself. I don’t |
| know what the country is coming |
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. Sir Gerard leant forward as though
| his interest had quickened.

“The first thing to do,’”” he said,
“is to keep the people at home. Ev-
| ery day the countryside is being emp-
| tied of life, and the same thing is
| going on all over the country. We
| must make it the best place on earth
We must make possible
the coming of the day when it will
| be shameful for the country’s children
to desert her.”

“Isn’t all Ireland a congested dis-
trict?”’ asked Mrs. Tyrrell with pre-
tended simplicity. ‘‘So I have been
told, that there is nothing for the
people to live on. What are you to
do when every soul in the country has
only a mile or two of space to it-
self? 1 don't speak with accuracy,
of course; put it has always , seemed |
to me, when I have been told that |
the people ought to be emigrating |
that a mile or two of land must go |
to every inhabitant of the country. I|
speak under correction; but of course |
we are a congested district. When |
every soul has twenty miles to itself
it will have a chance.”

She spoke with a hall bitter humor
perhaps because for some weeks past
she had been listening to Sir Gerard
Molvheux, and had caught his tone.

‘“A congested district,”” he repeated
after her, and the sudden blood leapt
to his face. ‘‘Dear hiend, if vou
could see the coneestion of a New
York block of dwellings, thirteen
stories or so in air! Thev had het-
ter starve here. There the conges-
tion is=the congestion of hell.”
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The Japanese and Christianity|

The country is thoroughly convinced
that education is a necessary factor
of progress. It has also realized the
superiority of Western ideals and me-
thods; it considers that knowledge is
power, and in its eagerness to assi-
milate it, knows no bounds. It ma
even be said that it utilizes it wi
a too great avidity and fotgettln%
the fact that without Christianity, i
seizes the fruit without the tree.
Christianity being purposely discard-
ed, this must have fatal consequences
u the future formation of peo-
ple. The nation may ape some of |
the aspects of civilized states, stand
side py side with the great kingdoms
of the Western World, but the sav-

Ises, the unbridled lusts of
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g. ral man, the tyranny of evil
will sway her as heretofore. Vainly
we reckon upon the influence of
i Shintoism or

Brown's Bronchial Troches give

'prompt and effectaal reliel in all Taroas
| woubles. Mr. Amos R, Peachy, Huager-
ford, B rkshire, Eagland, wiires ;

“Change of climate (from South 4frica)

nearly cost me my life, ai it -produced the

greatest piostration fiom Uleerated Thrcat
and Brochial inflammation. My {rmdo
are astonisked at the vemarkabie chinge in
my health from the time I commenced using
BrowN 8 ~NoniaL Troonzs.

or worse—brown bowl—when doing
your own housework, when the
' pricer you can get Ger-

d
?
é



