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OHAPTER XIX
IN THE ENEMY'S CAMP

Bawn stood on the hearth in
Alister's library, looking round her
with the most lively interest. She
had now been several days in the
Glens, and had walked and been
driven in varlous directions, making
acquaintance with her father's coun-
try. Each evening she had returned
to Nannie Macaulay's, and mounted
the bit of narrow stair that led to
her nest over the needle and-tape
shop, with her heart and imagination
vividly impreesed by the scenery
through which she had been moving
all day. All over it she saw the
sorrowful details of her father's his-
tory, and every creature ghe met on
the way seemed an actor in the
tragedy of his youth,

Afraid to ask many questlons, lest
those around her should guess her
identity and purpose, she contented
herself with hearing the general re-
marks of the car drivers, and encour-
aging Nannie Macaulay to goseip
when she brought her her tea, Like
most people who live absorbed in
one idea, ehe tancied every word and
look of others bore in gome way on
the question so present to her own
mind. How could persons who had
once known or heard of Arthur Dee-
mond outlive their interest in him,
or suffer the lite of the present
moment to thrust him and his story
gar into the background of their
thoughts ?

Now she had penetrated into the
very camp of the ensmy, and stood
vpon the hearth of a Fingall. Nannie
Maoaulsy haé not been slow in pour.
ing forth, almost unasked, the pedi-
gree of Alister, the master of The
Rath, and of Rory, master of Castle
Tor, Her own wit and previous
knowledge had discovered the exact
relationship between these living
men ard the Roderick whom Das-
mond was supposed to have killed.
Nannie had not mentioned the mur-
der, nor touched at all upon the
tragedy. She had only hinted at it
by saying that the old lady at Castle
Tor had known a terrible sorrow in
her life. And Bawn knew that Gran
must be the mother of Roderick, and
that Alister and Rory must be the
gons of his brothers, now dead.

In making her way from American
prairies to [rish glens gshe had not
counted uwpon coming at once into
such close contact with the family o
intimately connected with herfather's
mistortunes, the descendants of
those “friends” who had condemned
and forsaken him, When Alister
Fingall, seeing her young and a lady,
had assked her to come to The Rath
and there conclude the arrangements
for the farm with his sisters, her
landlords, she had at flrst shrunk
trom accepting his invitation, dis-
liking to enter his house. Curiosity,
however, had overcome her hesita-
tion, and she was here.

Now she stood under the roof that
must hava sheltered her father on
many a happy day before the horror
cams. These walle had heard his
laugh, these old books must have
been touched by his hands. This
fireside, towards which she instinot-
ively stretched her flngers afler the
chill drive on an outside car through
the evining mists of the glen, mast
often have reflected its flame in his
eyes and welcomed him freely among
ite own. And the friends who had
sat here by his eide had deserted
him in his misfortune, had cast him
torth out of their home and their
henrts.

She withdrew herself from the
warmth of this fireside of a Fingall,
and stood aloof, frowning round the
quiet, comfortable room with ite
book lined walla, felt.covered floor,
reading-lamps, reading deek, and pio-
tures.

Here they had dwell, the crael
ones, all this tims, happy, honoured,
beloved, and at eade, while he whom
they had persecuted wested his life
in an alien country, pining under
the calumny with which they had
helped to load him. After a few
minutes these thoughts so grew and
wrought in her mind that had she
been leit much longer in the room
alone she might have walked out of
it and made her escape from the
house. Fortunately for her reputa.
tion as a sensible woman, very de
girable to her at present, she was
prevented from so acting by the
entrance of Alister Fingall.

“Mies Ingram, pardon me for keep-
ing you waiting, My sisters will be
with us ghortly. In the meantime
git down, plense, and let us discuss
our business, Have you thought
over all I said to you this morning ?”

“I have thought it all out long be-
fore this morning, Mr. Fingall, One
does not oross the ocean without
knowing why one ocomes. The
degire that brought me here was to
possees & farm in Ireland, You have
a farm to let, and I will give you the
rent at which you value it.”

“You are very young and—excuse
me for being so personal—very fair
to enter upon go bold and indepen-
dent an undertaking.”

Bawn inclined her head with a
siately movement, and a slight look
of impatience orossed her smooth
brows.

“Ityour father"” (Bawnatarted) “had
lived he would probably have ad
vised a different course. I am older
than you, and I have young sisters.
I should not like to see one of them
place herself in the position you are
g0 anxions fo take up.”

“Your sisters are young ladies, Mr.
Fingall, brought up in luxury and
holding the place of ladies in the
world, I am a farmer's daughter,
hardily reared, understanding my
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fathers business and wishing fo
praotise it, and with no family tradi-
tions to be hurt by my plebelan
ocoupation.”

Alister Fingall observed her atten-
tively as she spoke, and followed the
imperial wave of her white hand,
from which she kad forgetfully re.
moved the coarse glove it pleased
her to wear. He thougnt the would-
be tenant of Shanganagh Farm did
not look exactly like s humble
tarmer's daughter, However, he
could interfere no further on the
soore of the girl's apparent gentility.
His remonstrances took nnother
form,

“Farming is different here from
what you have seen in Minnesota,
and you will be obliged to trust
gervants to manage your business.
If you lose your money in a year or
#0, have you considered what you
will do ?”

“I will not lose it,” said Bawn,
with decislon. ‘“And, at all events, I
have made up my mind to try this
venture. Howevar, it you think me
an uneafe and uncertain tenant,
pleacs say so at once, and I shall
seek for what I want elsewhere.”

“f have no objection to ycu as &
tenant—on the contrary, It ie not
easy to let land juet now, and a
golvent tenant is highly welcome to
my sisters at this present moment,
Anything I have said to diesuade you
hag been for your own sake alone.”

He spoke with an accent of sin-
cerity which Bawn, despite her
prajudice, could not mistake. But
she said to herself that she did not
woant his friendship, and that she
had already repaid his courtesy by
explaining to him her views with re-
gard to her own position—n piece of
confldence whioch sbe had intended
vouchsafing to nobody.

“As you have quite decided, I will
now introduce you to my sisters,” he
continued, and rang, and sent a re-
quest that the young ladies would
come to the library.

Shana and Rosheen came into the
room, each in her own‘characteristic
manner. Rosheen hoverad behind
her sister, glancing inquieitively into
the room, half frightened and half
hoping for fun, Shana held her
head well back and her eyes well
opea to take in the whole situation,
and resolved that this brawny back-
woods-woman who had come to their
rescue skonld be trested as a friend,
however disagreeable she might un-
fortunately be.

Botl sisters paused speechlegs on
the threshold at sight of Bawn,
whose heart at once throbbed in-
voluntary approval of these fresh,
sparkling eyed, whits armed girle in
their graceful though well worn
black silk frocks, and their simple
and virginal ornaments of pearl,

“Migs Ingram, these are my sisters,
the Miss Fingalle, who will be your
landlords. Shana, this is your new
tenant—if aoll goes well. Miss
Ingram will not be diesuaded by me
from the difficulties and responsibili-
ties of farming.

“I am a farmer's daughter,” said
Bawn, turning on the two girle &
warm, broad smile which lit up her
whole face, and showed il in a new
aspect to Alister. “I cannot per-
suade Mr. Fingall of all that that
means. I have taken my little for
tune in my hand, and I wish to turn
my American gold into Irish butter
and wheat. If you will trust me
with Shanganagh, Miss Fingall, I
will do my best to prove & desirable
tenant.”

Shana had by thig time recovered
from her astonishment.

“Forgive ms for staring ab you,"
ghe said pleasantly, “but I expected
to see such o different person.” And
gshe cast m reproachfal glance at
Alister.

“To gell you the truth, Mies
Ingram,” gaid her brother, “we were
all dying with curlosity to gee 8
backwoods-woman, And we could
not picture her without a hatchet.”

“will not a spade do ?" said Bawn,
with a smile. “I shall be at work
with that implement soon.”

“Not with your own hands ?” pro
tested Rosheen, who had been atand-
ing rap% in admiration ab Bawn's
ghanging countenance and golden
hair.

“ perhaps you will bs go good as to
come and see,” said Bawn, forgetting
her enmity to the Fingalls for the
moment, She had never seen any
one of her own sex look so tempting-
ly companionable a8 these charming
girle. “Atall events, if you will give
me the key of Shanganagh I will
enter into possession a‘ once."”

“But who will live with you there?”
cried Rosheen.

“I think I have found some one.
The person with whom I lodge re-
commends”’ (here Bawn grew grave
and cold) “‘a Mre. Macalister and her
daughter, They were thinking of
emigrating, and will be glad to takea
home with me instead.”

“Betty Maoalister !" cried Rosheen,
clasping her hands, " O Shana!
what a shower of good luck al
once !”

“] am exoceedingly glad,” eaid
Shana, flxing grateful eyes on her
future tenant. ' You hardly know
what good you will bs doing there.
And Betty is a faithtul soul.”

‘Yes,” said Bawn, the grave look
on her face deepening almost to
gternness, "I believe she i8 a faithful
soul.”

The brother and sisters noticed
the sudden alteration in Bawn's
countenance and tone, and thought
her mind had been crossed by &
genee of her own loneliness among
strangers,

“And now will you come upstalrs
and take off your hat and shawi ?”
gaid Shana, quickly resolving that
she would brave Flora's displeasurs
rather than send this delightful
stranger back through the miles of

Glen to Cushendall that night, She
must be warmed up and made to for-
get her loneliness. Rosheen, always
an admirer of her sister's superior
audacity, heard her now with eatis.
faction,

Bot Bawn was not to be suddehly
led into the bondage of friendship
like this, The mention of Betty
Macalister had vecalled her to her-
self, and reminded her of her cause
againet this house.

“You are very kind ; but my car {8
waiting and I must go. I have
businees in the morning which must
be attended to."”

And in spite of renewed and prees-
ing invitations she got upon her oar
and was driven from the door of The
Rath,

“Well, have you diemissed the
backwoods-woman ?" asked Lady
Flora, who, nofwithetanding her
interest in Major Ratt, was rather
tired of her lete a tete with him,

“0O Flora | what a pity you did not
ses her,” cried Rosheen. ‘She is
pimply glorious 1"

“With ugliness ?"’

"With beauty.”

“Alister, has thie girl gone orazy ?"

“She has lost her head about Mies
Ingram evidently. What would have
become of the major, it we had intro-
duced her here ? Our new tenant is
a young woman eminently fitted by
nature for the breaking of suscep
tible hearts.”

“Ig she really handsome ?"

"Really.”

“And young ?" asked Major Batl,

“And young.”

“And what is she going %o do at
Shangenagh ?"

“W.ste her money, I am atraid ; bat
as she will not be advised, we must
allow her to psy us the rent. You
might as well have been civil to her,
Floxa."

“I do not like handsome women
who go gadding about the world
alone,” pronounced Lady Flora.
“When did she get here, and how ?"

“Oh! a few days ago, and by the
car round the comasl.”

“Humph!” said the major, "My
dear Fingall, I think I know the lady.
It was extremely improper for her to
come here. She has just recovered
from the small-pox.”

“ Small pox !" cried Lady Flora,
horrifled.

“I gravelled on the car with her,
and she told me of her misfortune,”
gaid the major. “A handsome young
woman, a3 you see her through a
veil.”

Shana and Rosheen laughed and
exchanged glances.

“I think Miss Ingram has her wits
about her,” eaid their brother slyly.
“Are you sure she did not want to
get the car to herself, major  igg

“I am very sure she did not,” said
Major Batt stifily.

‘At all events, this decides me that
I will not have her coming here,”
gaid Lady Flora. '‘Small pox in a
household like thie! Audacious
creature, to subject us to such &
risk!”

CHAPTER XX
A LITTLE REACTION

Shanganagh Farm lay on the op-
posite side of Glenmalurcan, looking
from The Rath. To reach it one
followed the old road by the river up
the middle of the glen, and turned
off into a by-road or “'lonan,” climbing
the hill by easy zigzege, between
hawthorn-hedges, to the bit of table
land midway up the mountain, on
which the farmhouse stood. The
beetling crags hung immediately
over it as over The Rath, but the
farm lay fall in the sun—green flelds,
old mossy orchard of gnarled apple-
trees, steips of tillage, and a house
with white washed walls and yellow
thatch.

Except for a few scrambling, frag-
rant cabbage-rosee, rakish larkspure,
and ragged, epicy gillifloweras rooted
long smong the apple trees at the
end of the wild slip of orchard, there
was not a flower about the place, as
Bawn remarked, missiog the fluaghing
flower-growths to which she had been
accustomed.

Here, if she wanted colour, she
must litt her eyes to the opposite
mountain-ridges and view the violet
and saffcon tints, the orange and rose
and crimson hues, cooled by greys,
infinite in variety ol depth, which
hung for ever between the plains be.
low and the mid.-heavens above her
head. Now that it was nearing sum-
mer, the whole vale of Glenmalurcan,
from its mountain-tops to the sea,
wae steeped in eolour. Of the
ponderous gleom of its winter days
Bawn as yet knew nothing.

Inside, the house consisted of four
rooms, opening out of one another
on a flat, and a dairy and store-room
behind. The house-door led straight
into the kitchen, and off the kitchen
was Bawn's gitting-room, and off that
her bedroom, Overhead was 8
gervant's apartment, under the roof,
and a loft for apples, and for the
hanging up of sweet and bitter horbs
in buncheg to dry from the raftevs.
Of this simple dwelling Bawn and her
gerving-women, Betly Macalister and
her daughter Nancy, took possession
during the week that followed Mies
Ingram’s visit to The Rath,

Having with much difficulty pro-
oured sufficient furniture, the new
tenant went to work to try and make
what she called her “shanty” a little
habitable; and it was well this occu-
pation lay to hex hand, a8, her flelde
being already sown, she had little
outdoor employment in this seaton,
and disliked the idea of sitting down
to think.

Even a8 it was, while she stained
her patlour floor brown, and waxed
it bright, and epread it with the
goateking of the country, she found
it hard to keep the sailing away for
ever of that steamer out of her mind,

fo suppress a voice in her heart that
ncoused her of treachery to a friend.

Where had those ardent, dark eyes
sniled to out of her life, and what
bitter things against her was that
brave, brown mau thinking now as he
veflected on the trick she had
played him ?

Well, he was gone, One oannot both
have one's loaf and eat i8,and she had
swallowed her bread, sour and bitter
a8 the mouthtul had been. She had
thought the swallowiog of the morsel
everything, but it had lett a taste on
the mouth which was neither nice to
endare nor easy to get rid of.

Even g0, would she give up the
position she had now genined, the
footing on which she stood, the hope
of ascomplishing her purpose which
seemed already floating all round her
in this mountain atmosphere? As
she hammered a npail bome in hex
house-place she deslared no, she
would not own to any desire that she
hed been weak enough to relinquish
her enterprise, or suffer herseil to
wish for & moment that she was back
on the high seas, with still the option
of holding, for life, the lover who had
g0 strangely, suddenly, extravagaotly
loved her.

When a few unexpected tears
dropped on the naile she drove in,
almoet as heavily as the blows of her
hammer, she told herself they had
welled from #he depths of her heart
solely because she was lonely, homa
eick, all forlorn in a land of strangers;
and aleo because, curioutly enough,
now that she was here in the scenes
go long dresmed of, had kindled her
heacth-filre on the mountain-side
looking towards Aura, had spoken
with the descendants of those whom
she congidered her father's enemies,
she found it more difficult to realice
certain dire events in the past than
when sitting by a solitary grave on
the now far distant prairie.

The people here all seemed 80
utterly unconscious of Desmond’s
tragedy. Even Betty Macalister
kneaded her onkes and arranged her
pote and pans as if all memory of it
had pnesed away from her mind.

For what, then, had Bawn come
here, after all? To what end had
ghe quenched for ever a light that
had unexpectedly shone on her out of
a stranger's eyes, warming her who
had not known herself cold till the
warmth was withdrawn?

These were sore questions, such a8
ghe had never thought to be beset
with, and for the moment she was
not able to answer them.

And mesnwhile, ag ehe was at
work with her women, putting her
house inorder, cleaning and polishing
and arranging her scanty farniture,
a storm broke over the mountains
and rolled down the glens, hiding
away the opposite ridges behind
sullen cloud and tattered mist, and
laghing the walls of the farmhouse
with a scathing rain. A noise like
thunder roared in the wide chimneys,
angry drops hissed into the fire, and
in the midst of the tempest Bawn
wrestled with her own regrets, which
were as flercs and unexpected in their
onglaught on her heart as the assaull
of the elements on her dwelling.

But Betty and her daughter pro-
ceeded with their tasks as if nothing
was the matter, only called to each
other a little more loudly than usual,
g0 a8 to be heard above the hurly-
burly of the wind and rain.

No one oame near the farm fora
week, and when the week was at an
end Bawn had grow visibly thinner,
and thought that ehe must already
have lived a year by herseli at
Shanganagh.

TO BE CONTINUED

THE CALL OF HIS OWN
L Sia—

Garald Burke had just finished his
prenkiast, and was glancing hurried-
ly through the morning newspaper,
when his daughter stole softly be-
hind him and put both arms around
his neck.

“I am going to ask a favor to day,
father,” she began. The Sisters who
had educated Mollie had taught her
to uee the anciect paternal title
rather than the newer ‘papa.”

Burke lowered his paper and put
up one hand caressingly.

“ What is it this time, Mollie ?" he
aeked, with an indulgent smile.
“Some more spring flnery 2"

“Indeed, no,” Mollie pouted ; i |
am already well supplied.”

“Phen what is it ?” he asked, play
tally, pinching her rounded cheek.

“] want you to take me to the
‘parade,’” she said.

Burke stared at her blankly.

“You want me to take you to
what? " be asked.

The tiniest frown
sweet face.

“Look at your paper, sir!" she
commanded, shaking him with play-
ful roughness, ‘Look st the date,
gie 1"

Burke picked up the paper and
stared at the date,

“Oh,” he said, enlightened. “It's
Sp. Patrick’s day, isn't it 2"

“It is,” she answered with prefty
indignation. ‘“And you, an Irishman,
didn't know it."”

Burke psssed his hand across his
forehend.

“I'm a busy man,
pleaded.

Mollie's arms

marred her

Mollie,” he

tightened caressing-

ly.

“I know, father,” she said. “And
that's all the more reason why you
should take s holiday.”

“Maybe, Mollle,” he gaid, a trifle
weariedly. “But 1 ocan't take one
just now.”

“You see,” he exclaimed, “I've got
the contrsct for two Oor more new
gchool buildings, and in order to be
able to turn them over fully com
pleted before the fall school term

beging, I must break ground for them
a8 soon ns the frost leaves the earth.”

“But you can't begin the work to-
day,” she pereisted,

“No,” he returned. "But I must
gee the architects, and go over the
plans with them, But why can't you
go without me? I can get along
without the car, and Foley can take
you there and back."”

Mollie's eyes dimmed.

“An automobile is out of place ina
arowd,” she objeoted, ''Besides, I
wanted you to take me. You have
never taken me anywhere since—"

His quick thoughte filled up the
gap. No, he never had taken her
anywhere—never hod taken an in.
terest in anything but his business
gincs their mutual bereavement.
And now, a8 he looked at his daugh-
ter, he saw, not Mollie, but one he
had passionately loved !

In spite of the pain that suddenly
gripped his heart, Burke felt that he
bhad not been nltogether fair to the
one left to him ; g0, with an effort at
lightness, he eaid :

"You are a ljittle tyrant, Mollie | and
for to day, I'm your glave | ”

Mollie and her father were among
the first of those that gathered to
gee the annual procession, and they
had been thus enabled to choose &
position well upon the stepe of a
public building. The place had been
suggested by Mollle, and her father
had been well content with it.

Burke spent some time looking in-
terestedly at those that were gather-
ing or had gathered on the steps
where his daughter and he stood or
along the sidewalks. He noticed
that they were all dressed in their
best. But he aleo noted that, in
many case#, that "‘best” was shabby
enough. This was most noticeably
g0 in the case of a woman who stood
pear him, She had two children
with her, One crowded close to
Burke, the other shouldered high,
that he might miss nothing of the
procession when it should pass.

Mollie stocd on Burke's left, with
ber hands clasped lightly on his arm,
and her father noted that she kept
eagerly watching for the coming of
the procession. Ag he geozed al her
fresh young fase, with its warm color,
enhanced perhaps by the gharp March
wind, ond as he saw her blue gray
Irish eyes sparkling with anticipa
tion, a memory, stirred that morning,
awoke, and he turned away with a
set face.

After n while a strain of music
reached Burke, but as yet it was un-
intelligible. Then an eager move-
ment among those waiting, and a
many whispered “Here they come!”
proclaimed that the procession was
on ite way. Soon around a distant
bend & brave array of mounted
“aides” swept into sight. Silk hatted,
black frock coated, and with each
man wearing & green and gold eash,
they presented a fine appearance.
Many of them were American born,
but on that day they were all proud-
ly Irish !

Ag they swept by where he stood
one of their number turned end
looked in Burke's direction, and
raised his hat, Burke's face clouded
but he was a gentleman, and he re-
turned the other's salutation. Then
he turned quickly to Mollie, and
found her blushing furiously.

“That was young D'Arcy,” he said,
half accusingly.

“Yes, father,” she faltered.

“H'm ! ” he muttered, grimly. He
was beginning to see now why his
daughter was 8o anxious to witness
the “parade.” She wanted to see
yonng D'Arcy. Bul what puzzled
him was that she had not gone
alone. Some months earlier he had
placed an interdiction on the young
man's too frequent visile at her
home. He had nothing sgainst the
young fellow except that D’Aroy was
a struggling lawyer, and Burke, in
the remote contingency of his daugh
ter's marrying, preferred that she
gshould choose some one that could
sucoeed him in hie business.

“Did yon send word to him that
you'd behere?" he asked,suspiciously.

Mollie turned on him a pair of
eyes that held nothing of uniruth,

“No, father,” she angwered ; “"but I
was here last year.

Satiefled, he turned away. After
all, he considered, har action had
been innocent enough., Otherwise
sbe need not have brought her father
there,

The “aides” had already passed,
and a company of “Hibernian Rifles”
were following close, and behind
them came a band playing a common
enough air, ' Killarney,” Burke had
heard it often—in the theatres, on
the atreete, everywhere, Yet, singu-
larly enough, although its beauty
had always appealed 8o him, never bs
tore had it had such an effect on him
a8 now. It recalled—what it never
had before—the flret time he had
listened to the haunting melody ; re-
called the scene—and himeself, as he
was ; not the faultlessly dressed,
weslthy ocontractor. Instead, the
ghabbily dressed, underpaid brick-
layer’s appraentice.

The scene, a8 it unfolded before
his mental gaze, showed a8 a large
number of people—himself among
them —orowded outeide the gates of
Dublin Castle. Inside the barred
gates were many well.dressed civil-
iane, with many more of soldiers of
different grades; and a band—an
Eoglish band—was playing the tune
g0 common now, 80 new to him then.
Entranced, he had listened till the
last exquisite note had died away :
then, when the applause from both
gides of the barred gate had subsided,
he had turned and asked of one in the
crowd :

“What tune is that—what's the
name of it ? "

And the man, older than he by
many years, had angwered, with moist
eyes and shoulders heaving :

“Killarney."”

Then to Burke's "It's Irish, isn’t
it?” oame a quick, emphatic nod,
and the words :

“Sure it is., Couldn't you tell ? "

Yes, he could have told, surely, as
who could not ?

That had been his last S8 Pat.
rick's day in Ireland, and eince then
he had experienced much that had
fashioned and wrought him into a
different seeming. Reverses had
come to him, but, with the pertin.
acity of his race, every setback had
only made him the more determined
to win success. And he had won.
That in the winning he had become
hardened and indifferent,

This retrospective vision, con-
jured up by & tune often heard—
though with dulled ears, perhaps—
waé bul momentary in its passing.
Yet it left Gerald Burke humbled,
but with a contradictory feeling of
pride—race pride. It cleared his
vieion, too, showing him, in these
men that were passing bsfore him,
not the poor, strutting fools he had
often regarded them, parading vain.
gloriously when they had better be
lining their pockets, but men moved
by, next to religion, the highest and
hollest gift to man ; love of country |

The “ Rifles " were followed by
members of the local Hibernian so-
cleties. And Burke recognized many
in the ranks who had, at one $fime or
another, been in his employ. The
day before—an hour earlier, even—
he would have regarded their parad-
ing with & emile of cynical amuse-
ment, Now he beamed on them, and
nodded encouragingly to euch few as
happened to look his way.

For some time the youngeter on
Burke's right had been on tiptoe,
vainly craning to see the passing
parade. But the people in sront of
him, although on a lower step than
he, blocked his view. If he had
been on the sidewalk below there is
no doubt but that he would ¢have
squirmed to the front; but well up
on a flight of steps, and moreover,
held by the detaining hand of his
mother, he was helpleis, The boy
manifested his discontent by impa-
¢ient movements, once or twice jost-

himeelf whispered promises of fu
ture punishment if he did not better
behave, These admonitions had no
more effect on the youngster than to
make him subeide while his parent’s
eye was on him. But once released
from that espionage, he would, boy-
like, be at it again,

After a while the woman, seeing
that Burke manifested no sign of
annoyance at the uneasy movements
of her irrepressible offspring, turned
her whole attention to watching the
procession, And, shortly, her eye
quickened by love, singled out one
trom those in the passing ranks.

“ Jamesey,” she cried to the child
she was shouldering, ' look a% your
daddy in the parade ; shake a day-
day to him, Jamesey "

Unconsciouely in her excitement
she allowed her voice to rise higher
than she had intended. It carried to
the passing men ; and one stalwart
feilow turned a beaming face and
waved a loving salute to wife and
child.

Burke, for the first time in many
years, did an impulsive thing. He
stooped, and quickly hoisted the
other youngster to his shoulder,
Then pointing, he whispered :

‘' There's your father, sonny "

“ Daddy ! hey, daddy !” the young-
gter shouted hastily.

The man was already paet, but the
more upright tilting of his head
showed that he heard and recognized
the voice of higs offspring.

The woman now edged closer to
Burke.

“ God bless ye, eir!” she whis-
pered, "' ye're a gentleman through
an’ through !"

And if that wasn’t enough for
| Burke, his daughter, on the other
gide of him caressed his sarm, and
murmured :

“I'm prouder of you than ever,
father.”

When the last marching line had
passed, Burke lowered the boy from
his shoulder.

“Thank the gintleman now,
Mikey,” prompted that young hope-
tul mother, as she proceeded to dust
away fShe smudge deposrited on
Burke's coat by the shoes of her off-
spring.

“yer all right, mister,” said
Mikey, in the parlance of Young
America. ' Gee! I thought I was
goin' to get left, but ye me gave &
dandy seat.”

“You're all right, too, sonny,”
gmiled Burke, Then to the woman :

‘ Is your husband at present em-
ployed 2"

“No, sir,” she answered, regret,
fully: " he’s been idle most of the
winther. But the spring’ll be here
goon, plase God, an' thin he'll pick
up & job somewhere.”

Burke gave her a card.

“mell him to call there tomorrow,”
he said, ' and if he does anything in
my line I'll put him to work.” Then,
lifting his hat courteously, he
turned away.

When they were in a street where
there were comparatively few pass-
ing. Burke began :

“ I wonder if I've been everything
to you that I should, Mollie ?”

His daughter gave him a quick, re-
assuring look.

“ Why, of course, you have,
father,” she returned, “ Why do you
ask that ?"

“ Well,” he said, slowly, it has
ocourred to me lately that maybe I
haven’'t. I've been a busy man—
gelf-centered, perhaps—and, very
likely, in pursuing my own schemes
| I've neglected some things.”

l “You haven't neglected

me

| tather,” returned Mollie. " Every- | &

|
|

|

\

|

|
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