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CHAPTER LI.—Continued

“ Carroll O'Donoghue escaped 
from Australia and returned safely 
to Ireland. He was In secret quar
ters waiting an opportunity to pay 
a stealthy visit to his sister and his 
affianced. Rick knew of his arrival, 
though Carter did not, and Kick had 
learned, through unguarded hints 
dropped by Carter, that informa
tion had been supplied to the auth
orities which would bring a military 
force to the very spot where Carroll 
was secreted in the bosom of a de
voted band. Rick warned the un
suspecting fellows, without disclos
ing his own suspicion that it was 
Carter who had supplied the infor
mation—not that he did it to save 
the traitor, but lest the latter, dis
covering at any time that Rick had 
been in any instance untrue to him, 
might take the revenge he never 
ceased to threaten. The military 
force, with Captain Dennier at its 
head, marched to the spot to which 
they were ordered, only to find all 
flown whom they had expected to 
capture. On their return they lost 
themselves in the wild way by 
which they had to journey. Rick of 
the Hills saw them, and concealed 
himself, till, divining from their 
manner that they had lost their 
way, he was impelled, by the hope 
of perhaps learning something 
which might benefit Carroll O'Don
oghue. to appear among them as a 
wild fellow who had little or no 
sense. He did so, and acted as 
guide for the party back to the 
garrison, where he met, to his own 
surprise, and to Carter’s discom
fiture, Mortimer Carter, and the 
latter learned from Rick of Carroll’s 
presence in Ireland. His scheming 
now became more vigorous and 
deadly. He set every faculty to 
work to gain information which 
should insure young O’Donoghue’s 
recapture ; and he succeeded so far 
as even to make the miserable Rick 
become at last the betrayer of 
Carroll—the latter was arrested 
just without the house which had 
been the shelter of his sister and 
his affianced. But the law was too 
slow for the traitor Carter—he 
would have O’Donoghue out of the 
way quickly ; and he planned an 
escape for the prisoner, then gave 
information to the authorities 
which should cost Carroll his life, 
either by a shot from one of the 
armed guards, or a speedier convic
tion when this attempt to escape 
should be brought forward on the 
trial as evidence against the pris
oner. Carter was also determined 
to press his suit with Nora McCar
thy in a way which he fancied must 
compel her to accept him. He took 
Rick more into his confidence, and 
revealed to him for the first time 
all his mad passion for the beauti
ful girl ; degraded as poor Sullivan 
was, he had yet sufficient manhood 
to express to Carter’s face his indig
nation at the thought of such an 
alliance ; but what was his horror 
and dismay when he found it pro
posed to him that he should claim 
this girl as his daughter ! sufficient 
was known to Father Meagher to 
prove his claim, and then, to Rick’s 
greater horror, he stated how that 
it was in view of this very project 
he. Carter, had concealed for all 
these years Cathleen Sullivan from 
her father. From the moment that 
he had learned of Rick’s surrender 
of little Marie to the O’Donoghues, 
and knew what advantages would 
be hers, he thought how, should she, 
when of marriageable age, refuse 
his hand, he could humble her by 
producing Rick as her father—that 
was the plan by which he had 
intended to frustrate her marriage 
with Carroll O’Donoghue ; and 
should it be insufficient to prevent 
it, at least it would cover her with 
shame. For the purpose of carry
ing out his cruel scheme he had 
continued to hide Cathleen Sullivan 
from her father ; so doipg gave him 
a power which always kept Rick his 
unresisting tool. And Rick was 
forced to consent. But Carter did 
not bargain for the issue. He had 
not correctly estimated Nora 
McCarthy’s noble character. He 
had supposed that she would shrink 
from the horror and the shame of 
being th is vagabond- begga r’s daugh
ter, and he had told Rick to place 
before her two alternatives—either 
to become Carter’s wife, with the 
world remaining in ignorance of her 
parentage, or to refuse to do so, 
and be published as daughter of 
Rick of the Hills. But Sullivan, 
dumbfounded at the noble manner 
in which she received his revelation, 
could not speak to her as Carter 
had bade him do—he could only 
endeavor to act his wretched part 
as best he might. Nora McCarthy, 
believing herself to be Rick’s child, 
yielded all to go with him—home, 
friends, the lover to whom she was 
affianced,—and her noble devotion 
to the unhappy wretch, her efforts 
to reclaim him, her pure, angelic 
character, touched and won his 
heart ; he could no longer endure 
her sacrifice, and he came to me and 

- told this story. Previously acci
dent had given me information of a 
young woman, named Cathleen, 
whom Carter had brought when a 
baby to a widow living in the north 
of Ireland, and to whom he paid 
regular sums for the child’s care. 
He claimed to be the little one’s 
uncle, and he made occasional visits 
to see her, I had no hesitation in 
pronouncing her to be Sullivan’s 
abducted child, and I saw the poor, 
unhappy father depart for the place 
of her abode.

DECEMBER 15, 1928
“ I have finished, my lord, and I 

await your answer.”
He stood with folded arms, and 

head slightly bent forward, the 
flush on his cheeks deepened to a 
vivid glow. Lord Heathcote at last 
removed his hand, and raised his 
head ; was that the stern, cold face 
which had dropped to its hidden 
position at the beginning of the tale 
—that white, aged looking counten
ance ? every line had been brought 
forth with startling distinctness, 
every feature betrayed an agony 
upon which it was painful to look. 
He rose from his chair, and tottered 
to the priest, saying, In so cracked 
a voice that it might have belonged 
to eighty, rather than the fifty 
years he was ;

“ This cruelly injured husband of 
Marie—this Walter Berkeley—did 
he who unfolded to you this tale tell 
you who he was ?”

The priest bowed low, ai 
sponded ; “He did, my lord, 
had unguardedly on one oci 
imparted to him that know I 
You, my lord, are the Walter Bi 
ley of my tale.”

“Oh, God !”
The nobleman flung his tiL_ 

wildly to his forehead, then, as if 
seized by some sudden convulsion, 
he clutched frantically at the air 
for a moment, and Father O’Connor, 
alarmed, hastened to support him.

“Thank you ; I am better,” he 
said, when he had rallied ; and he 
strove to assume the wonted coldness 
of his voice, as he released himself 
from the gentle hold. “Bpt this is 
an idle tale,” he continued, quickly; 
“what proofs have you to sustain 
Marie Dougherty's innocence of all 
that has been imputed to her—what 
proofs to showkthat Sullivan's story 
is not a concoction to shield him
self ?”

“None, my lord, beyond what 1 
have told you—she who could prove 
its truth has long since been 
accorded justice in Heaven.”

“Do you believe it—did this 
mysterious tale carry conviction to 
your heart ?” and the nobleman 
seemed to await the answer in 
trembling expectation.

“It did, my lord ; full and 
entire !”

Lord Heath cote tottered to his 
chair, and sunk into it. The per
spiration stood in beads upon his 
face, and his breath was labored. 
“You tell me,” he said, speaking 
with difficulty, “that the daughter 
of this Marie Doughtery grew to be 
the image of her mother—is she 
aught like this ?”

He pulled from his bosom a golden 
case, set round with pearls ; touch
ing the spring, it opened and re
vealed the counterpart of Nora 
McCarthy. The likeness was so 
exact and so vivid that the priest 
started, and his manner, more even 
than his words, expressed the re
semblance which the picture bore to 
its living copy. He closed the case 
and returned it to his breast, then, 
leaning forward until his labored 
breath seemed to fan his listener’s 
face, he said :

“The twin son of this Marie 
Dougherty whom Carter abducted 
—where is lu; now—what is lu; 
doing ?”

“Living obscurely among the poor 
of Ireland, with no desire save to do 
what little good he can, and remain 
unknown to the world.”

“Is he known to you ?" The 
question was put in a painfully 
eager way.

“He is, my lord.”
Lord Heathcote leaned back and 

closed his eyes ; but the working of 
his mouth betrayed how little 
diminished w#s his inward agita
tion. After a few minutes he 
looked up, and said with the first 
natural tone of voice he had used 
since the conclusion of the startling 
tale

“You have admitted that you 
know this son of Marie Dougherty 
whom Carter is said to have 
abducted—do you also know his 
twinbrotlyer, whom Berkeley was re
ported to havecarried to England?did 
no suspicion ever enter the mind of 
Sullivan—did he never gain from 
Carter any information which 
might lead him to surmise the 
identity of this son ?”

“Never, my lord, to my knowl
edge—I do not know the young 
man.”

“But this daughter—this counter
part of her injured mother—you 
know her ?”

“I do, my lord, well.”
“And did you not, when this 

strange story was .told you, imme
diately unfold it to this sister and 
brother, or did you not hint at 
portions of it which might work 
upon their minds ?”

“No, my lord ; my first and only 
impulse was to come to you. All 
that I have told you is buried in my 
own breast.”

A look of satisfaction crossed 
Lord Heathcote’s features, and he 
said in a still more natural tone : 
“Will you bind yourself to follow 
some instructions I desire to give 
you ?”

“I shall be happy to do so, my lord, 
if they conflict with no duty.”

“They will not. I would have 
you maintain profound secrecy 
about all that you have told me, 
and I would have you bring to me, 
here in the castle, this girl, Nora 
McCarthy—I would see her without 
having anything of this interview 
disclosed to her. Can you do 
this ?”

A shade passed over the priest’s 
face. “I do not know, my lord ; 
but I can try, and should I fail, I 
shall acquaint your lordship.”

Lord Heathcote bowed his assent, 
then touched the hand-bell at his 
side, and waving an adieu to Father 
O’Connor as the attendant entered

the room, leaned back In his chair 
and closed his eves.

CHAPTER LII
THE WORK Or A SPY

Father O'Connor, the pr^r of 
emotions as wild and varied as much 
of the scenery through which he 
passed on his return journty, 
hastened back to Tralee. There he 
found, to his relief, Nora once more 
in the bosom of her friends — Clare 
and she both Inmates of genial Mrs. 
Murphy’s home, Father Meagher 
coming up from Dhrommacohol as 
often as the duties of his pastoral 
charge would permit, and Dennier, 
in his courteous, kindly way drop
ping in as frequently as the laws of 
etiquette allowed, but far too 
seldom to satisfy the desireof hisown 
impetuous heart ; and he found also 
Tighe a Vohr once more installed 
as Dennier’s valet ; but he found 
all too sad at the thought of 
Carroll’s approaching doom to wear 
even the semblance of a smile, and 
his own emotions, roused into 
wildest being by the scene through 
which he had so lately passed, 
were also subdued and saddened by 
the near approach of the dreadful 
end. Ila had little time, however, 
to give to deliberations other than 
those required for the delicate 
mission intrusted to him by Lord 
Heathcote, and he seized the first 
opportunity of requesting from 
Nora a private interview.

She had become anxious about 
Rick, and having received no word 
from him, her first thought was 
that Father O’Connor had perhaps 
some alarming intelligence to com
municate.

•” No,” the prieSt said in answer 
to her fears when they were alone, 
“ yob have no cause for alarm ; but 
perhaps you will wonder when I 
ask you to come immediately with 
me to Dublin.”

“ To Dublin—why ?” she could 
hardly speak from surprise.

“ I cannot tell you, Nora—I have 
only to ask you to submit blindly to 
my directions in this matter—I have 
only '.o say that I think it is well 
for you to go.”
“Ah ! 1 understand,” she said 

quietly ; ” poor Rick ’’—and then 
she stopped and corrected herself— 
“ my father is there ill ; he has 
acquainted you of it, but he would 
not let me know, lest it should 
induce me to make some sacrifice, 
and he has written to you not to tell 
me ; but you think it is my duty to 
know and to go to him. Is not that 
it ?”

“ No, Nora ; that is not it ; but 
this journey, if you will undertake 
it, may go far to right a wrong of 
the past, and to restore c reputa
tion which has been foully de
famed.”

“ Carroll,” she said,—“ it will 
take me from him.”

“ Only for a few days, and as 
they tell me all of you have been 
refused access to him for the pres
ent, your abs. nee can hardly make 
much difference.”

“ I shall go,” she said quietly.
“ How soon shall we start ?”
“ Can you be ready this even

ing ?”
She gave a brief assent.
They turned away to join Clare, 

and at that instant the knocker on 
Mrs. Murphy’s hall door sounded. 
It was Dennier, with the announce
ment that he was called to Dublin 
by a most importunate letter from 
Lord Heathcote, and that he would 
be obliged to start for the capital 
that very evening.

’’ Miss McCarthy and 1 are also 
going,” said Father O'Connor ; 
” with your kind permission, we 
would prefer to travel in your com
pany.”

It was the first announcement of 
Nora’s intended journey, and Clare 
became frightened. “ Going „to 
Dublin !” she repeated in a dazed 
way ! “ going to leave Carroll and 
to leave me—what does it mean!”

Father O’Connor took her aside, 
in his own quiet, gentle way sooth
ing her and explaining—without, 
however revealing aught that he 
was told to conceal,—why it was 
not practicable to grant her request 
to accompany Nora. She seemed 
satisfied, determining to return at 
once to Dhrommacohol, and there 
remain until Nora came back ; and 
when the two gentlemen, each actu
ated by the thought of how to pro
vide an escort for her in the short 
time that remained before the be
ginning of their own journey, looked 
blankly at each other, she herself 
proposed that Tighe should accom
pany her. Dennier gladly assented, 
willingly submitting to the incon
venience of providing another serv
ant during his stay in Dublin. 
Hasty preparations for the jour
neys began, and then all accom
panied Clare to see her first upon 
her way. The little party were too 
absorbed in themselves to note how 
their steps were dogged from the 
moment of their departure from 
Mrs. Murphy's until their arrival at 
the place where Clare and Tighe 
and Shaun were to take the mail- 
car for Dhrommacohol. There the 
spy, a dark-browed, heavy-looking 
man, waiting only to see the little 
party standing together as if all 
were about to journey the same 
way, turned about, and hurrying 
into a side street, entered a place 
which seemed to comprise all the 
characteristics of a shebeen. There, 
lounging against the counter, was a 
man as villainous looking.

“ Good day to you, Jack,” said 
the new-comer ; “ faith you’re in 
luck’s way, for I have Carther’s 
money to trate you wid ; come, old 
fellow ” — accompanying his last 
words by a hearty slap on Jack's 
stalwart shoulders,—“and we’ll

have a pint of mulled porter to
gether.”

With every evidence of delight, 
he to whom the invitation was given 
accepted it, and the two repaired to 
an inner room, which was filled up 
with round tables and wooden 
chairs.

TO BE CONTINUED

MARIAN MEDDLES
By Mary Clark Jacobs in Hoeavy Magaene
Altuna was a quiet, little town, 

towards which many weary, toll- 
worn workers, looked eagerly at the 
close of the day. Here they invested 
their savings in comfortable bunga
lows, with broad, white verandas 
in the front and a vegetable garden 
and chicken run in the rear ; here, 
in slippers and shirtsleeves, they 
rested their tired bodies, their 
fagged brains, and garnered 
strength for another day in swelter
ing factory or shop or amidst the 
dull routine of the office.

Then into this haven of peace 
crept, like the spectre of death, 
a modern manufacturing plant, 
polluting the atmosphere with 
obnoxious fumes, menacing the 
lives of babies, lessening the frail 
vitality of the aged, scarring all 
who must breathe the gas-laden 
air.

When the big oil refinery was 
being built on the outskirts of 
Altuna the inhabitants did not 
dream its portent. With idle curios
ity for some, the promise of em
ployment for others, they watched 
the huge oil tanks in the process of 
construction ; they saw the mighty 
fume tunnels stretch skyward, 
gleaming in the sunlight like black 
exclamation points against the 
background of the hills. But when 
the refinery began to operate and 
the huge vats of boiling oil belched 
their fume-laden breath over the 
little town of Altuna. the people 
were aroused. They protested, but 
their protests were ignored or smiled 
at superciliously. A mass meeting 
of the Inhabitants was held at the 
Town Hall and legal counsel em
ployed to fight this menace to lives 
and homes. A just judge granted 
an, injunction restraining opera
tions The usual red tape of legal 
procedure followed : The case was 
carried to the higher court ; the 
injunction was lifted, and in the 
end the Refinery was declared not 
obnoxious, no menace to health or 
comfort ana permitted to operate 
at will.

And into this maelstrom, where 
money purchased tne power to bring 
destruction, came two young people, 
to love, to suffer, to fight, and, 
in the end, to conquer, because 
their cause was just and their fight 
upheld by the might of right.

Although John Hartley’s name 
was seldom heard in connection 
with the Refinery it was well' 
known that he owned the con
trolling stock in the compsny 
—known by all but his daughter 
Marian. Beautiful, vivacious, lov
able. Marian was his only and idol
ized child. For her he worked, 
saved and planned. Meanwhile, the 
object of all his labor floated through 
society’s midst, laughed, sang and 
danced, unspoiled by adulation, and 
frequently at her side was a promis
ing young attorney, Jerry Warring
ton.

Early one afternoon the young 
man ran up the broad stone steps 
of the Hartley mansion.

“ So sorry, Marion,” he explained, 
after she greeted him, ” I can’t 
play golf with you this afternoon. 
Business requires me to go over 
to Altuna to gather some evidence, 
bo I must forego the pleasure of 
driving you to the Country Club.”

"Altuna?” she repeated. ” The 
little town over the river ?” he 
nodded. “ 1 would like to see 
Altuna. I read an article in the 
evening paper that excited my cur
iosity. It was about an oil Refinery 
over there.” He looked at her 
earnestly for a minute and realized 
that she was perfectly honest. She 
did not know that her father was 
interested in the plant.

“ Will you go with me to Altuna? 
My firm has been retained to fight 
for the removal of this Refinery. 
It is on that case 1 am working this 
afternoon. If you would enj >y the 
ride, my car is outside.”

Marian was eager to go and a few 
minutes later was on her wav 
towaids the little town, seated 
beside the junior member of the 
firm that was waging a fight against 
the Refinery operated by her parent’s 
fortune.

Their first stop was at a little 
cottage where a worried mother 
bent over the cot of a suffering 
baby, as it gasped for breath.

“ Why don't you move ?” de
manded the girl. “ You should 
take the baby away from these 
terrible fumes.” The mother wrung 
her hands in helpless misery.

“ What can I do ? Where could 
I go ? My husband gave up a good 
position to accept what he thought 
to be a better one at the Refinery. 
When the owners heard that we 
blamed^ the fumes of the oil for my 
baby’s Illness, they discharged him. 
We have no money ; all our savings 
are invested in this house and we 
can’t sell it now. No one would 
buy it while the plant is operating.” 
Before she departed, the contents 
of Marian’s mesh-bag were poured 
into the woman's lap — but that 
would not save the baby !

After several similar visits, during 
which the young attorney gathered 
new, or improved his old, data, the 
girl’s indignation grew beyond 
bounds.

“ The owners of this plant are 
murderers she declared, as Jerry 
drove the car homeward.
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John M. Ferguson ^ Adelaide tic. West 
loseph P. Waleh TORONTO, CANADA

LUNNEY& LANNAN
BARRI8TKRS. SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W. Lunacy, KG, B.A., B.C.L 
Alphoneus Launan, LL. B.

CALGARY. ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
barrister, solicitor 

notary public
UNION BANK BUILDING 

GUELPH, ONTARIO
CANADA

Rerridenoo Park Cable Addreee 'Leednn.
** HillciOFt 10U7

Park 4621W Main IMS
Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkins
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Elo.

rr^' T* B.C.L. J. G. ( >’Donoehue KLC
Hugh Harkins R. C. O'Donoghur

Offlc«v*24l-242 Confederation Life Chambers 
a. W. Corner Queen and Victoria S^. 

TORONTO. CANADA

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHiLL
L. D. S„ D. D. S.

25 PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE, ONT.

PHONE 176

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. J. M. SEDGE WICK
DENTIST

425 Richmond SL, Near Dundas 
LONDON, ONT.

PHONE 6006

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. VINCENT KELLV
DENTAL SURGEON 

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

Phone 1400 Res. Phone 5193

R. I. WATSON
Government and Industrial

BONDS
BOUGHT and SOLD

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

BEDD0ME, BROWN ^ 
CR0NYN and .f X'
P0C0CK ^ j\V*,V>^

TELEPHONE
693 W

392 RICHMOND ST.
LONDON. CANADA
MONEY TO LOAN

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO 
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey
“Something More Thau a Drug Store”

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone — we deliver


