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CHAPTER XXXIX
THE GREAT ARIIST AGAIN

The marriage of Kerins to
Sullivan was celebrated with
sud expense. The whole Clan
and their gossips and peighbors were
gathered together, not only for the
ceremony and the fun and feasting, but
also as a demonstration of strength and
as a warning to all whom it might con-
cern that henoceforth and forever Kerins
had allied himself with first-rate powers
in the parish, and that an offensive and
defensive alliance was now solewnly
made, which would be opposed only at
the peril of the offenders.

Kerins had brought home his bride
after the festivities, and, having
furnished his house at some expense, he
was anxious to reciprocate the hospital-
ity of his wife's friends and also to show
them that it was not to a cold and in-
hospitable hearth he had brought her.

It was on the twenty-ninth of
January, the evening after Annie
O'Farrell and her patient had left for
South Africa, that the “house-warming”
took place. And it was so complete and
the hospitality was so profuse, that it
was regarded as a second wedding.
Spring-chickens were not to be had, but
a few fat turkeys, left over after the
holocaust, were ruthlessly sacrificed,
and there was salt meat enough boiled
for the whole parish. Vast currant-
cakes were ordered up, too, from the
neighbouring town; there were several
dozens of bottled porter and, as
a piece de vesistance, a keg
or cask, containing ten gallons of
good Cork whiskey. It wasnone of your
well-watered, washy, pale, and limpid
whiskeys either, but rich, brown, sherry-
looking liquor that gripped your throat
and warmed you, inside and outside, and
made you at peace, at least for a while,
with all mankind, The big barn was
cleared for dancing and there were two
fiddlers up from the town, although the
boys and girls had brought concertinas
and accordians enough to make an
oratorio.

Before the short, wintry day had
closed in some of the Sullivans had
again “walked” the farm, although they
had been careful to do so before the
match was made. But, when men make
a good bargain, they like to reassure
themselves that all is right. And so
they passed from fleld to field, measur-
ing the fecundity of each and speculat-
ing on the cattle and the sheep that
were yearning with their youn Wheun
the night fell the fun commeunced, and
the central power whence all the pleas-
ur(- r.\dla[vd was the bright young girl,

1o dnties and respon-
ulhnmes ui the household. She was one
of those bright, cheery, handsome young
girls, who, self-forgetful and unspoiled,
seemed created to make everyone happy
around her; and this night, when she
appeared for the first time as queen and
mistress of the place, » th
energies into the task of making it a
memorable occasion by reason of the
splendid hospitality that was being dis-
peunsed, There were good wishes gal
too, shed around her, although there
were also little hints and suggestions
that it was a shame to thr
a fine young creature h an old an
outworn husband as Kerins, Of course,
this, too, was an exaggeration, for Kerins
was not old, only in the prime of life
and he was by no means outworn, be
cause he was knit t
muscie, a hard grained, coarse, but by
no means vulgar man. Ie followed |
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When llenry approached, the admir- |
ing sudience melted away, much to
Delane's chagrin, and it was with some
little pique he said, in answer to
Henry's abrupt interrogation, “What
brought you here, Delane? You're the |
last man | expected to see at such a |
rural feast:"”

“l am here, sir, in the pursuit of my
profession.”

The little word “rural,” however |
seemed by some subtle flattery to|
suggest that Lhe was quite above such
things, but was there as a matter of con-
descension, for he added

“My work was really compleu-d but, |
by request, { re mained.”

“But surely,” said Heory in all sincer- |
ity, “you had no work to do here? Iecan
h.«rdl_v imagine you engaged in a
farmer's house.”

“Ah, there again,’ said Delane,
“You appear, sir, to have some unhappy |
talent for luuchmg me where | am most
sensitive,” ol

Henry protested bis utter and entire
innocence of any desire to give the
great man offence. But the great man
only shook his head mournfully.

“It is a fatal gift that some people
bave,’ he said, “of always treading on
the most sensitive nerve in the consti-
tution of others, but where is the use of
Where 2"

He was so melanchely that Henry
would have discontinued the conversa-
tion and gone away, but he knew that
the artist would develop.

“You have expressed some surprise,
sir,” said he, after a (lm—p draught of |
porter, “at my appearing in my capacity
as artist amid such humble surroundings,
but you must remember that even
greater than I painted frescoes on the
walls of monastic cellsand on the panels
of sacristie True, I have been sent
here, comissioned by the young lady, to
whom you have referred this evening in
such e luqm'nt. but perhaps more or less
injudicious terms, to decorate what nhe
is pleased to call her drawing-room—

He stopped, bent his head on his
hands, and moaned :

“Good God! To think that I, the
student of Raffaelel and Titian, should
have to daub in red and ochre the cup-
boards of a farmer's house ! Can any-
one say after this that the age in which
we live isnot an age of utter degrada-
tion and abasement ?”

It appeared so sad to the young priest
that he offered his respectful sympa-
thies and condolences, but asked for
further explanations. He was at a loss
to know how such an artist could be em-
ployed in such vulgar work.

“You see,” said Delane, “that in
former days some persons of position
may have occupied this place ; and they
had some taste beyond their times, be-
cause they had the panels of their doors
decorated by what they considered land-
scape paintings, T daubs are abso-
lutely
proportion
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younger then her husband, and he was a ‘
bluff, blundering, truculent fellow, but |
yet possessed of that flerce animal |
courage that will always appeal to the |
imagination of the young. Not that she |
regretted what she had done, but these
rays of darkness will shoot out from the |
past and trouble the felicities of the |
present. She had not met Dick Duggan,
vor any of the family, since her mar-
risge. She rather shunned them. But
vet this night, when, surrounded by
friends snd honoured as the queen of
these festivities, she felt she bad
reached the summit of human happiness,
a little remorse for her former lover

| would creep in, and with it, a half stifled

yearning to see him and make a repara-
tion of words to him. The desire
seemed to grow stronger in the heart of
the girl as the night waxed and the fun
grew more furious; and at length, going
into the kitchen for some domestie pur-
pose, she chanced to see Cora, the gypsy
girl, in a corner, mute, silent, in her
favourite attitude of listening—knees
bent up and elbows resting on them and
her head resting on her hands, and after
a while, she beckoned to the girl and
went out.

In gloomy contrast with the light and
the fun and the festivities in Crossfields,
the cottage where the Duggans resided
was sunk in darkness aud sullen misery
that night. The family were grouped
around the fire, so despondent and en-
raged that not a word broke the silence.

| The men smoked and looked at the fire.

The women bent forward in melancholy

meditation. The sounds of the fiddles,

sometimes the echo of a song, and some-

times the pattering of feet crept now

and again to their ears to redouble their |
despondency.

Late that night and just as they were
thinking of retiring, the latech of the
door was suddenly and unceremoniously
lifted, and Cora, the gypsy girl, without
a word of apology, came in, and unin-
vited took a seat near the fire. Forafew
moments not a word of greeting or in-
quiry was uttered; and then the old
man, taking the pipe from his mouth and
pointing over his shoulder, said :

“You have been over there ?"

“ Yes she said, carelessly looking
round and studying the faces that
seemed so weird aud haggard in the red
light of the peat-fire. * There's a goodly
gatherin’ over there!"”

* Aud plenty of fun 2"

“Yes! Hark! That is the dancing
in the barn. It is a gay scene.”

“1 guess their cool will be changed
into keening before long,” said Dick
Duggan savagely.

The girl tried to cateh his eye and
beckon to him, but failed. He was too
preoccupied with his savage thoughts.

“1 hope Mr. Wycherly will survive
the voyage !" said the gypsy girl mean-
ingly.

“* What voyage? Is he
the query all round.

T He departed for the Cape
yesterday worning, but he
alone,

* Of course, not,” said the old woman
“ The poor boy couldn't never bear the
journey ; and I believe 'tis as far away
as America.”

= 1" said the girl, looking at the
fire and apparently speaking to herself,

* He took a companion—a wife, I should
sa_. The parish priest's niece eloped
with him.
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romauce was thrown around her, and it
became known that she had sacrificed a
good deal through a spirit of devotion
toward the stricken and dying boy.

They had been advised by experienced
persons to go as far up the country and
as far inland as possible; and hence,
instead of remaining at Capetown, they
went on to a further port, Kast London,
whence they plunged at once into the
wilderness of veldt and brush and
kloof. Their destination now was Ali-
wal North, a station on the very bor-
ders of the Orange River colons,
where the rainfall was compara-
tively little, and the temperature
even, and the air dry and bracing. But |
the sudden strength acquired during |
the sea-voyage seemed to have ebbed
away in the heat and moisture of the
coast ; and they closed their journey by |
breaking off at Amabele Junction and
making for the little village of Butter-
worth,

Here, in a kind of shanty, half-hotel,
half-store, and combining post-office,
newspaper depot, ealoon, ete., they found
themselves at first located. But the |
ebbing strength of the boy made him ir-
ritable and impatient of roises, and
nervously suseeptible to such inconven-
iences as will arise from a mixed and
pot highly civilized community., And.

after o tew weeks

he changed to an im-
provised sanitorium, hastily constructed
by the willing hands of the natives, It
was made of shingle, roofed with cor-
rugated iron, that seems to be the most |
attainable and useful commodity in South
Africa, but it was so placed that the
thick foliage of the trees sheltered the
roof from the burning sun and from the
tropical rains when they came, Annie
remained at the hotel, visiting her pa-
tient several times a day and minister-
ing to his ever-increasing wants, Here
she was brought into contact with the
most diverse specimens of humanity—
Bushmen, Hottentots, Griguas, Zulus,
Basutos, Boers and tribesrien, English
speculators, and Dutch veldtsmen, Cam-
bridge M. A.'s and Hooligans from the
east end of London. But somehow the
savageries of civilization seemed to have
toned down into a broader spirit of

humanity, as there was more equal
ity of condition and community |
of interests. And over this motley

commonwealtiy, Annie O'Farrell as-
sumed in an incredibly short space of
time a kind of queenship, undesired, but
in its own way delightful to the lonely
girl.

For now, at night, when the heavy |
odours of the masses of arun lilies, that
grew in thick profusion down in the
deep valleys by the wady, where the
kraals of the natives were pitched, came
up on the the night-wind and filled her
little chamber, and the scream of the
jackal and the harsh cries of the prowl-
ing Cape tiger awoke the echoes along
the silent, moonlit street, the thoughts
of the young girl would wander back to
the lonely old man, sitting sightless by

his dreside, al

» with Lis ugh
and these thoughts, she surmised, were
bitter. What had happened ? Was
thee grave scandal giveu to these
primitive people ; or had they intelli-
genece enough to understand the mission
of mercy on which she had staked home
and happir

ss, life, and even re puta-
tion ? What was said of her at the hos-
pital ? Quite true, there was nothing
in the least irregular i what she had
done, Every di nurses went
forth to carry their knowledg H‘l‘nll]
to bedsides, where the old md your

the rich and poor, had to submit to
inexorable la f suffering. But still
there was something peculiar in her
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And the long wril of the jaguar woulc
echo from the veldt as the only answer
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Jack Wy was gasping out the

feeble remn of his life, he stopped
her suddenly 1 said :

Annie, turn down the leaf there and
let us talk,’

You mustu't talk too mueh, Jack
s distressing and—" she
stopped a moment, fearing to alarm him

“ w wo cannot get ice or ergo-

she said

you
tine her

He understood what she meant, but he
went on.

“1 have lost all fear now. The sight
of these poor savages and the still more
savage whites that are here has recon-
ciled me to death, 1 want to get away
from all this horrible animalism. I
can't make out why I eclung so fiercely
to such a wretched life.”

“ Everyor

natural,

e clings to life. It is quite
she said simply.

is what tor
1d0a we were Sso near

tures X 1
the brutes until I came here
nature in all its nak

and saw
edness., It is hor-

rible. I'm dying to die—to get away |
from all the horror of living."

“ That is morbid, Jack,” she said.
“ And besides, life is but the outer |
porch of eternity. You believe in the
soul and in God, Jack, don't you ?"

It was the first time she bad spoken |
to him of religion and she did so with |
all that strange reluctance and half-
shame that Catholies feel on such ocea-
slons.

“1didn't believe in Him till I knew
you, Annie,” he replied. * 1 believe in
Him, now.’

The words struck her silent, but he
went on :

“ You mustn't mind what a poor devil
with one foot in the grave is saying,
Annie. But you bave brought back to
me all that I had ever learned in my
childhood about religion and all that I |
had forgotten in science. It is hard to |
help thinking when you are probing, |
and cutting, and tt-arln(; open the |
human mechanism that it is all but a
prece of chemistry, animated, of course.
but still a chemical compound and no
more. But when one sees you and such
as you, the question will arise, Whence
came all this goodness and truth, and
mercy and love ? Phosphorous and
lime and iron don't possess these things.
There is some other principle contain-
ing them all, and in perfection ; and
that is God. 'There, Annie, see what a
controversialist you are without ever

| opening your lips on religion to me.”

“I think, Jack,” she said after a
pause, “it would be well if you allowed
me to read somwething for you and to
pray for you, as there is no minister of
your religion here.”

“The very thing I was going to ask,”
he said. “But | was shy., And I think
I must make my will also. The sands
are running out fast.,”

And so that afternoon and several
times a day from that day forward she
read for him chapter after chapter
of the New Testament and the
Imitation of Christ alternately; and a

| great change seemed to come over him,

s0 gentle and so resigned, so patient
and forbearing he became.

It was about a week after this conver-
sation that waking up one afterncon in
his hammock and finding Annie ever
watehful near him, he said abruptly:

“I wonder who is this Ba-as! as the
natives call him, about whom they are
always speaking.’

“I cannot say,” said Annie, who was
more solicitous about her patient than
eager to hear the gossip of the place.

Some raucher, I suppose, or miner npp
amongst the hills.”

“Because,” said Jack, following his
own thoughts, “there is a time in sleep
just when the brain is waking up to
conseiousness, do yon know, and you
see things by second-sight. Now that
happened to a me a few nights ago.
By the way, did any letters come from
home yet, Annie ?” he asked suddenly

» said.  * You know I wrote
tt < v T

g t ite o I
he will write. We are not here very
long as yet, you know,'

*True,” he said musingly. * And
Pap was a poor correspondent at best
But he knows now where we are
must write, if
letter.”

“ But as I was saying,” he
after a pause, *you know Mac
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w Messieurs, who made all that ?'

You know the way the skies
here, Annie ; and just then
stars looked so ripe and rich H) I
thought they 1ld drop down
Well, he didn't
thing about cosmic forces and .
And then he said : * There's chap v

along here, a rich fellow with a small
s rmy of natives, and he's always talking
that way to them, and telling them to be
decent and clean and sober,
there are eyes watching them out of
eternity. Well, that's
thing. But, as I was saying, when t

dawn was breaking behind here and just
as I woke up, or rather just before I
woke up to ¢ I thought a
man stood by here, dressed in the m
ner of the Boers or ranchers and with a
great long whip in his hand. And he
looked at me earnestly and said nothing
And then the thought would oceur ; aud
I said to myself, first, That's the Ba-as
the natives are speakir ( And
gure turned

on us,

because

the queer

iousness,

just as [ thought this, the fi

and it was D r
Annie | at him curiously and he
ticed her incredulity.

r fear,”” he said, “i

Uthough I think
was only a dream,
vet more than a dream because I was
conseions, at least I think d 1 saw
the face and features of Dior

“ Dion must be dead,” said Annie,
inwilling to ¢ urag
“ At least, ev T
know he hasn’t written for years,

“ Nev

tubere

us delirinm,
it will come. Tt

the delusion

thinks

¢ Well, we'll let it pass,” he said.
* But it is strar t vivid acti
the brain just
vonder shall I
future just as 1

| “ It may
let us not

“ Why 2 v mnch you are afraid
Annie,” he said. * Now, I'm not a bit
afraid, only eager to cast off this old
and worn-out and patehed up gabardine
of a body. Oh, I must make that will
to-morrow ; and I'm to be buried, not
down in that dismal hollow, where the
Bushmen are, but on the highest spot of
this hill just where the first rays of the
sun will strike in the morning and his
last rays linger at sunset. You'll promise
that, won't you 2"

But the girl was weeping for the sor-
row aud loneliness of the thing, and
could not answer,

“ \Why, you're erying, Annie !"
the boy. “ Now, you shouldn't v

| % Don't, dear ! You shouldn’t ery, for
vou'll see Ireland and old Rohira again,
| But 1 never! What matter ! Annie !”

“ Well, Jack !”

W Just say a little prayer for me and
I'Il listen. What a stre th there
is in prayer "

is waking

glimpse ir
m nearing death
she said simply.
anticipate all that.”

“ But

saic

And she prayed there for the dylng\
boy, who was visibly fading away— |
prayed there on the lonely veldt, whilst |
the hot sun tried tu peer through the |

| thick lattice of the trees, and gay birds |

chattered overhead, and the sound |
of an oath came down from the saloon, |
or the shrill cries of Basuto women |
came up from the deep valley beneath,

“ It is good and holy and refreshing,”
he said, leaning back in his hammock,
“1 made a little prayer myself last |
night, when I was watching the stars
and saw the Hand of God swinging
them in their orbits, Shall I say it ?"

* Certainly,” she said.

And with a faint blush mantling his |
cheeks, he said -

|

|

Spirit of Light, from Whose dark depths |
1 came, L
Spirit of Darkness, Who hath ever |
shone |

Around me ; Whose Unutterable Name |
I seldom stammered in the life that's |

gone

Back to its fountain—Thee, The Eternal |
Sea,

Whose waters are not bitter, but most
sweet,

Lo! In the depths I've fought and con-
quered Thee,

And victor iay me prostrate at Thy
Feet.

Guide me, O Light
ath

That lies still darker than the way I've
trod ;

Wash me, O Fountain, in Thy silvery
bath,

Make white my vesture, ere I see my
God,

Thou, the All-Pure,
spotted soul !

Thou, the All-Rich, enrich my poverty !

Cast round my neck the white and spot-
less stole,

Thy clasp of Love

! along the weary |

make clean my

Thy seal of purity.

I see Thee swinging those vast orbs of
Light.

I watch Thee pour into the lily's vase

Odours distilled beneath the noon of
night,

Plucked with the dew
myriad maze

Of flowered fancies,
wrought

It needed all Thy Godhead's Science
and Sense

n in the forms
hast brought

Within the orb of Thine Omnipotence.

from out the

each so subtly

To fas which Thou

Take my frail life, {rail as the moth that
wings
Its rapid flight in one melodious breath,

And fashion it anew with all those
things
Cast in the brazen erucible of Death.

Lo ! as my pulses flag, my senses die,

I feel Thee goming near and ever near.
I hear Thee in my last unuttered sigh :
My spirit lingers ; but my God is here !

“ Do you like it, Annie ?” he said
when he had coneluded,
*Very much, It is very solemn and

sweet,” she said,
“It is prayer, at least,” he said, *if

it isn't poetry. I used to read and
seribble poetry long

zo at the Queen's,

But it wasn’t like .
The next morning a letter arrived
from Rohira. It was a brief letter, such
etor always w ) It con-

some Bills of Exc
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em of news, namely,
a kind of
giver Ker

s0 that
and one
2 large party,

ho 'I e-warmir had been
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duri a foll week, Kerins had
been found mur D n had
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mitted for trial to the Assizes, the evi-
rainst him being overwhelming.
letter

denc

After Annie had 1‘ ad the
twice, the boy answered :

“How little that fac
+ it is a matter
far away under the k
Ireland. But it does not interest us
Annie
" ghe s .
I saw Dion again last nig
yd over me and
inquiringly at me. H
been up around the tow:

‘There are so many strangers coming
and ing every da

oked keenly and
any strange

@

said, * that

one would hardly be noticed. Jut
surely this is some delusion, Jack. Did
you q n the men, who were on
watch 2.

“ 1 eannot get a word out of them,"”
he said. * When I speak to them on
any ordinary subject talk the
usual pigeon-Engl when 1 ask
them about this, they talk a lot of gi
berish. If they have se anyone, they
won't tell.”

They'll tell me,” said
still think it is a delusion, Jack, whick
t to dismiss, What shall I say

* Write as you deem wisest,” he said

* But leave me a space at the end.”
Annie was some ed
and annoyed, when on i the

could only

natives (
uishable sounds in

he same
their own
which had so annoyed Jack
She thought she had a

undisting

and she

er their
their «
elity and affection. But
inf \\H\Vl"k

rotesta

n on that sub-

t. \d, stranger still, when e
questioned the people around the hotel,
they had little information to give.
Strangers of all kinds rode in and out of
the township-—rough, strong men, great
feeders and drinkers, and flevee fighters
if occasion offered. They sat and ate,
drank and sang, harnesse: »d their horses,
paid their hx!.»«, and departed. They
came and went, like the sand-storms
that blew down from the hills and filled
the liguor-measures with fine grit aid
dust.

She tried to dismiss the idea and set
it down as a delusion of the sick boy's,
as she tried to persuade him. Butsome-
how, his insistence on the matter stag-
gered her belief and she began to think
that stranger things have happened.
But then the thought would ocenr, why
was he so mysterious in his movements?
If it were Dion, why not reveal himself
at onee and come to his brother's assist-
ance ? For it was elear that if Dion
were the Ba-as, about whom the natives
were always speaking and whom they
ovidently regarded with a species of

sther in this strange and mysterious

| country.

| mistaken.

yration the could do a great eal for his |

She had written the reply to Dr,
Wycherly's letter, leaving a blank space
in the end for Jack's few words. These
he filled in and closed up the envelope
and handed it back to Annie to post.

Next night, just as she thought the
dawn was breaking over the sleepy
town, Annie arose and dressed herseif
hastily and went out. Bhe had been
It was the strong moonlight,
vivid as a summer dawn, that deceived

| her. The great round giobe was siowly

falling behind the hills, but its yellow
radisnce lit up the whole {landscape,
throwing its golden rays across every
hillock and palm-tree and casting the
shadows into deeper blackness,

Swiftly and silently she passed down
the moonlit street, undisturbed and un-
challenged, except when some restless

| dog barked behind some thick enclosure,

and moved rapidly dowonward to the
sheltered nook, where the consumptive
boy was sleeping with easy breathing of
the dry and aromatic air. When she
| came near she heard a low, warning ery,
| which she recognized as that of the two
Grigonas or Bushmen, who took their
turn in watehing the sick boy during
the night ; and, to her surprise,
she saw the two men, standing hlu
ebony statues in the moonlight, each

| with his assegai resting on the ground

at his leet,

* Missy mus’ not go! Ba-as in
there " said one, pointing to the bung
alow.

Anule stood still and waited. Not a
sound came from the interior—no sound
of word or human language but now
again a sharp cough from the patient
which seemed to be answered by the
bark of the jackal from the neighboring
mountain,

A quarter of an hour—a half-hour
seemed to pass. The gray dawn crept
up behind the mountain®and threw a
pale twilight across the valley.

Then there was a slight rustle and
the two Kalflirs straightened themselves;
and a tall figure, brouzed aud bearded
and clothed in rough, hunting
came out of the hut.
forward boldly and
did not recognize him and he had for
gotten her. But the dream of the dy-
ing boy came back to her and she said
boldly :

il [)Alvll Wyecherly 2"

" he said abru ptly. * Tell r
whoever you are, and in God's Nam
who is that 2"

“ Your m. vh- r, Jack !" she said.

“ Dying ?

“ Yos, I fear so !

He passed his rongh hand athwart his
forehead, where the
tion were gathering, and simply said

“ My God !

Then, recollect
dressed Annie:

costume
Aunnie stepp
ifronted him. She

beads of perspira

ng himself, he ad-

“ And you? Forgive me., 1 should
know you, but I cannot remember.
‘T'm Anpnie O'Farrell,”” she said

“ Your old teacher.
He grasped her hand in his strong

palm. Then as v sudden thought
struck h he said eagerly

* His wife ?"

‘*No!"” she sa and he though
accent of disappointment, * His nu

TO BE CONTINUED
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CONFLICT OF WILLS

When Dan Casey marrie
McNamara, few young couples
their married life with such rosy
pects ol happiness

In this world's goods, they were
even comfortably rich, t a pric
might envy them for the great mutual
love wnich glorifed their m
and pers d qualities which
endeared them to many friends.

With youth, fair health, good habits
and desire to |

d bouny Nora

dest home,

good, eléanly, helpfal
as if their lot was par-
ticularly bright and untrouble
Big Dan the envy of t
when he hand of pretty
and not a few of the girls would
Iy have accepted him, but, a
manner towards the
girls of his acquainta Le had neither
eves, vor inclination for any, save Nora.
It was agreed on all sides, that they
other. Dan had
untant in a big

mmercial house, with a

seem

won the

always pleasant in

seemed made r eac

1 good salary as an ace

flourishing e«

prospect of something worth w hile, in a
lew yvear's time, and on the oceasion of a
substantial raise of salary, had married,

i that he would be

, though not luxurious,

able to pro

Nora MeNamara had been for several
vears, the sole support of a wid
mother, and four younger sisters,

ily son, Nora's brother, had gone out
West in search of fortu
years had not been directly heard from
At the time Gerald McNamara left
family, thev were in posse

e, and for ten

his

on of every

, but when John MeNamara died
left in

short illness, they we

poor circumstances, some inves
having proved d strous; b
outstandi , being
than bad . M
ways delic: L ner

ed down with the sudden

1-l~,~"|l)'\l

their prospects, and ti

band, to whom she had been devotedly
wehed., The burden fell heavily on

Nora, but she bravely t

helm, and devoted all her

to her weak mother and

A friend of the family obtained for
Nora the post of stenographers in a busy
law firm, and by st diligence, she
proved herself a welcome addition to
the clerkly staff. The eonstant applica-
| tion to business, along with the cares of
home, was no light task and left its
mark even on her gallant spirit—yet it

| must be borne until her sisters were

able to asaist her to earn a little. At
last, just as Nora was on the point of
complete prostration from her continued
struggle, the long-unheard-of Gerald
came home, He was shocked to see the
poverty of his people, and very remorse-
ful on hearing of' his father's death.
Quickly realising their need, he took
mattera in hand, and manfully stifling
his deep regrets, did his utmost to fill
his father's place. He had prospered
out west, and proposed to remove his
mother and sisters to the city of his
adoption. He was able to secure a
settlement of those old debts, and
affairs being easier, Nora now enjoyed
gseveral months of rest, which she needed

| o badly. Her youth was in her favor,
|
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and save for over- wrought ne
which prostrated her at times, she
in a fair way to be as well as

Seeing how matters stood, the

friend of the family, Dr, (iildea, wi
Dan Casey, that for some time to
Nora would require care, freedom
worry, and a good long rest.

“If any other boy wished to n
Nora, I'd forbid the banns Dan,
know she'll be happier with you,
little home of her own, than out
It will help her when she has a
tirely new set of duties too,” sai
kindly doctor. Dan’s mother, thou
heart a good woman, never h
known what real illness was in her
long, active life, had no sympath
her weaker sisters.

“ Narves bedad ! Sure I niver
time -to find out av 1 had anny
thin, I'm thinking 'tis a poor wife
make for Dan! Those MeNa
niver wor sthrong ! Luk at the m
av thim! As Mrs. Casey fir
speaking, her husband, Hugh (
laid down his pipe, and said grave

“ Whist now Mary! 'Tis tha
God you ought to be for ye're own
health, an’ it's not like you to be s
that way. Give the poor girl
chance to get over the hard life sh
an’' I'll go bail she'll be sthrong en

“Av coorse! I knew ye'd s
Ye're all gone crazy about Nor:
ye're as bad as the resht o' thim
plied his wife hastily.

“ Now listen agra ! Don't go i
faring between Dan an' Nora,
bhave no hard feelings av ! can h
Ye dido't like it anny too well
ye're own mother-in-law used to
ye, av I remimber rightly.”

“ Well thin indeed, ye liked
betther aither,” said Mrs, Casey.

“I've said my last word Mary,
ye don't mind, ye'll have to reck
Dan. He's quite, but ‘1l shta
nonsinse, ye may be sure,

So saying, Hugh Casey took
pipe once more, while his wil
silently kaitting.

Many a little tiff had thes
though they were fond of each of
no ordinary way. Hugh was
peace, though not at all a we
When his authority was in qu
there was no doubt as to the issug

His wife was inclined to be dor
ing and was never happier tha
setting some other person right;
as she never once thought she
possibly be wrong, proved that
a good fund of obstinacy.

She expected Nora to consult
all her affairs, and was forever
ing, advising, or more often,
fault with everything the you
did. Nora's neighbors used to s:

“Sure, ould Mrs, Casey is in
o' Dan's like a dog at a fair! S
be always bossin’ some wan " b
was among themselves ; indeed,
dared say as much to the old lad,

Nora bore her trials well, nev
complaining to Dau, but, at last,
ing on the meekness with wh
strictures were re ved, Mrs
said some intensely bitter things

It the midst of her tirade, Da
pectedly entered, and was not «
unprepared for what was hap
Calmly, but firmly, he told his
that this must cease, as he notic
with shaking hands and tearf
Dan’s mother, feeling rather a
but still defiant, said :

“Sure I was only afther tellin’
to be so exthravagant, an sayir
hard an ye to be payin' a wash -

I always did me own washin’, an'
betther nor me! Why, av |
ye're father would be poor this

“ But,” said Dan, * I don't ex
to wash as long as | can afford t
woman It's entirely by my de
Mrs. Murphy assists Nora with
heavy work."”
#®* Musha, 'tis well for thim t|
life like alady! Sure she als
maids to wait an her, an’ must b

au’ petted like a baby,” was th
tic retort.
“Well, me bye, have ye're

an' whin the bailiffs is in an
know betther !

' Tis not kind of you to be so
Nora, and as you ecan't stop na
her, 1'll haye to ask you to ceas
here, unless I'm in the house m

“QOh, av coorse ! 'Tis ais
ye're a poor softy, but ye'll be
time, I'll be bound !"”

Dan went up to his mother,
hand in a irm grip and said :

* Mother, mother | Come ou

He led her into the liv
which, with its air of spotless
ness and good taste
Nora's merits as a house-wife
the orderly aspect of the wh
was a tribute to her energies i
Poor weary Nora sat
her neat kitchen, feeling much
ened, when they left the
heard their excited voices wi
nally became calmer, till they
low hum.

At last, she heard her motl
say in shocked tones :

“ Kh thin! God forgi' me
shame [ am such an old erabby
thry to eurh me timper, an' me

An instant later, she came o
kitehen, went up to Nora, and
to overlook the hard words
used.

\'nm'q reply pleased her.

* Well you see, you're l).m
so I'll have to forgive you,'
gave her hand to Mrs. Ci
goized her with both arms, hu
tightly, and after kissing her |
the lips, said lnukily ¥

“ (God bless an’ guard ye, al

In another instant she had
as if overcome by emotion.

Nora looked at Dan in amaz
between tears and langhter.

“ Why Danny boy, you're a
What in the world did you sa)
there ?"

“QOh, just a word or twc
thinking you'll have no mo
with her. Poor mother ! Sl
and mndy. {Nora, but when
at it, you'll find a stout tru
the core of her.”

% ['m sure of it Dan, but |
very unpleasant. It seems
me to try to please her. l wi
her, Dan, if she'll let me.’

“ An’so you will. You se
on you that I never had a
daughter of her own would
ened mother. I'm afraid we
all so big and sturdy, that th
need of great gentleness

spoke vol

spect.




