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 “To convince mﬁ!l#t_, }{m&{t hae
& our time more pleasantly and pro-
bly than in playing the spy and
vesdropper—yes, senor! That he is
ue to the core of -his brave and gener-
8 and noble heart, and that we are
Jmser than the basest to doubt him and
“dog him. He is no lover of Kathleen’s.
& had it from her own lips.”
" “Curse the little fool!” Gerald Des-
ond muttered under his breath.
~ “My first act,” Donna Inez went on,
her dark eyes flashing, “when T Feach
the castle, will be to go to Lord Roder-
Jdek, confess all my baseness, and beg
‘liis pardon. That it should be granted,
1 do not deserve: but he loves me, and
he is great-hearted—he will grant it.”
Her companion laughed—his slight,
chill laugh, that always had a latent,
impleasant sneer.
" *Let me congratulate you, Donna
Inez. I rejoice sincerely that we have
both been deceived, and that Rory has
come forth from the ordeal unsinged. At
'l.:\e sameé time—Jlet me bid you good-
»

L=

“Good-bye! And-why, senor?”

“Becanse a scene, a quarrel, are so
yery unpleasant, and I foresee both in
prospactive. With the best of mdtives,
T have led you into error; as youn say,
"Wwe have played the spy. and my lordly
cousin is a little of a fireeater when
aroused. Rory and T have never had
‘& quarrel as yet—I am absurdly fond
of the lad. I will shirk a quarrel now
i 1 can”

The dark. disdainful eyes of the don-
_pa flashed scornfully wpon him in the
moonlight.

“You take a stranmge way of showing
your fondness, senor. Rest easy; there
ahall be no scene —no quarrel. 1 confess
my own faults: 1 tell no tales of others.
My lord shall never know from me that

the friend he trusts, the kinsman he
loves, strove to betray him.”
“Donna Inez!”

“Enough, Senor Gerald. We will waste
no words on this subject. T think, after
-to-night, T shall understand you thor-
oughly.”

ious grace of an insulted empress, and
sped on so fleetly that it was all he
eould do, with his long, man's stride, to
keep up with her. Not another word
was exchanged. Gerald Desmond ground
fhis teeth in “curses, not loud, but deep.”
As the best gamesters must, oceasional
Iy. he had staked and - lost.

Rory stood in the low, long, old-fash
joned drawing room, with a very mysti
“fied face. Lady Inez was not in the
house - neither was Gerald. Where had
~they gone?

She swept in as he stood there alone
in dense perplexity, her dark, Castilian
loveliness aglow, the Spanish eyes bril
liant as stars, the rich, black hair fall
ing loose and long. She flung off her
mantilla and erossed over to where he
stood, clasped both hands round his
arm, and looked up in his face with won
drous shining eyes of splendor.

“My lord! my love! can you ever for

, no kisses, no caresses, until youn
know how low I have fallen, how unwor-
thy T am. Lord Roderick, T.have been
playing the spy.”

“Upon me?

It flashed upon him omce—the
truth, She had suspected—had followed

had seen him meet Kathleen.

“Upon you, my lord, base wretch that
I am! T doubted -1 followed you; I
saw you meet her out yonder. Ah, my
Jord, we Castilians run fire in our veins,
not blood!
have slain you both where yoy stood.
But T waited until you left, and then—"

He gave a great cry, held her from
him.

“Inez! You have not injured her?”

“No. my lord! Yet, who knows what
I might have done? T have not injured
her, and she has told me all.”

“All! What has she told you, Tnez?”

“How good you are--how great—ah,
my lord, I never loved you as I do to-

. might!—how you would save her father:
and best of all, how never
Joved her!”

“Poor little Kathleen!™
There was more than pity in his voice,

at

You never,

He knew that all the greatness was
hers, not his
“My lord, yon can forgive Inez! It

was cowardly, it was ignoble to do it:
but, ah, heaven! I thought 1 had I
wou, and I love you better than my life.”

“Forgive is no word between us, my
darling. But you did me a cruel wrong
when you doubted me. She is my little
friend; you, my love, are the light of
my life. And Gerald, Inez -was he with
you, too?”

“Senor Gerald is out yonder on the
terrace, smoking,” she said, hurriedly,
and with a nervous, little laugh. “He
is always smoking, is he not? Then I
am pardoned, my lord, freely and fully?”

“Out. of my heart, my darling.”

Gerald Desmond, standing unobserved
in the doorway, saw that picture—saw

& = him fold her in his arms and kiss the

" ~all that is eternal!

o

clinched teeth.
“One swallow does not make a spring
' ~—one mistake does not make a failure.
I have sworn to win, and I will win, by
Embrace your be-
trothed, Roderick Desmond; you will
_mever embrace her as your wife!”
CHAPTER VIIL
On the very outskirts of the great
Clontarf estate there ran a wide boun-
dary stream, swollen in the spring tide
rains to the width of a brawling river.
It was a famous place for anglers, and
its loneliness was often invaded by the
disciples of the hook and line. It was
.very lonely, lying between high, rugged
. banks; elms and sycamores waving their
» green arms across its crystal waters, and
only the thrush and the blackbird to
whistle their songs in the stillness, the
* summer day long. The hush of a warm
noontide lay over the earth as Tord
Roderick Desmond, in easy fishing cos-
tume, lounged down the steep bank and
~ flung himseli on the yielding moss. He
* had come for an afternoon’s sport. The
ght of his existence—the dark-eyed
_ donna—had gone on a visit with Lady
Sarah, and without her the old castle
was dull as death. Gerald was busy
with the earl. overlooking the muddled
accounts of Clontarf, and, left to his
own devices, Rory had sauntered here.
Tn the pleasant days gone by he would
have songht the cottage and gay little
Kathleen for company and consolation;
that was out:of the question for
_“the future.
© “Poor little Kathleen.” he thought, re-
~gretfully: “how is it with her now? Oh,
; the haleyon days gone by when we
the green island and had power to
the Sassenach dogs out into a

I was mad, T think; I mul-ll

) 4 % -
17 those pleasant day's would but refurn, |

and' I ha
fate!”

He looked gloomily down the stream,
thinking how ‘the mighty® were ‘fallen
simce ‘those days of yore. An instant
latar and he had leaped up with a bound
and, an exclamation; for there before
him floated on the placid water "the
most terrible object moonlight or sun-
light cam shine on—an upturned dead
fase, It was the face of a woman; he
could see that by the floating dress and
the long, bright hair. The features
under the glimmering water he could
not clearly discern. He stood for one
instant of time appalled—then, with a
light leap of ‘a young stag, he was in
the water, and holding the drowning
body in his left argm, struck out with
the right for the shore. He drew his
lifeless burden up on the turfy bamk,
shook himself like a dripping Triton, and
looked down upon the face lying so.still
and white on the grass.

“Oh, God! Kathleen!”

His cry went echoing down the deso-
uate glen, high and shrill; for there,
before him, marble white, marble cold

droswned—lay Kathleen O’Neal!

His cry was echoad. While he stood
abowe her, the branches had parted, and
two bearded faces locked down upon
him. With a terrible shout—more like
the roar of a wild beast than a human
ery of grief—one of the men leaped
down upon and seized him by the throat,

“Murderer! canght red-handed! You
have ended your vietim at last!”

Rory Desmond had the stremgth, the
ginew, the science of .a young gladiator.
Before the words were well uttered, his
aggressor went down like & bullock, be-
fore one scientific lunge “fromsthe shoul-
der.”

“Who are you? Ah!”—with: ineffable
disdain—"“Morgan, the attorney! Have
you murdered her, that you know so
well where to look for the
body "

Morgan gathered

the ordering of Mr. Morgan’s

to come

himself up, livid

3 N X [\rilh rage and fear and fury, bleeding
She waved him down with the imper- |

from a broken nose, and shook his fist
with ferocious glare at the slender
young aristocrat.

“I accuse you, Tord Roderfick Des-
mond, and your rank shall mot. save
vou. Mind, O'Moore, we caught him in
the act.”

“Of reskying the body from the fishes

ves.” said the town constable, blunt-
Iy. “Hould your dirty prata, Mister
‘Torney. an’ don’t be accusin’ yer bet-
ters.  Oh, the purty darlin’! Troth,
Lodd Rory! it's a thousand pities,
tis.  How did you light on the body at
all?”

“T came here to fish,” Rory answered,
so lost in grief and ‘amaze and horror
that he scarcely knew what he had
said, “and her floating. Great
Heaven! who could have done this?”

“Herself, maybe,” suggested O’Moore,
“Faix, I've known them to do it often in
the town beyant.”

“Kathleen commit #uicidelf Never.
There has heen foul murder done here,
and the murderer shall he hunted
down, by the light above us!”

His fiery blue yes flashed on Morgan.
The Cockney attorney returned the
look with one of bitter hatred.

“He shall, and shal thang like a dog,
were he the highest in the land! Here,
O’Moore, let us prepare a hurdle and
bear the poor girl's body to her father's
house. \\'su» was to have been my wife
in a month—only three nights ago she
gave me her promise.”

“Did she, now?” said O'Moore, sotto
voce. ‘Then by this and that [ don’t
wonder she drowned herself. Will you
bear a hand, my lord? or maybe it’s
better for you to run away efore us and
break the news to the ould man. Shure,
if he was twice as bad with the gamblin’,
the divil might pity him now.”

“T will go,” Rory said; “poor old
O'Neal-—yes. You can prepare the hur-
dle and convey the body without me.”

He strode away. Morgan looked after
him with eyes full of Jurid hate and
rage.

“Curse him!™ he muttered; “curse him,
the dainty-limbed aristocrat! He is her
betrayer and her murderer, and I'll have
my vengeance on him though he were the
son of our queen instead of a beggarly
Irish earl.”

“Arrah! is it his prayers he’s mutterin’
there?” eried the constable, impatiently.
“L'ave off, man, and give us a han’ here
wid the hurdle. Av yer givin’ yer curse
to Lord Rory, may it come back liot and
heavy on yerself, ye dirty English blag-

f0

saw

gard!”
The last words wer® wmuttered in
O'Moore’s throat. Like all the rest of

his order, he had but little love for the
beetle-browed, flinty-cheeked . Tondon
pettifogger. Like Ishmael of old, he
seemed to have been born with his hand
against every man, and every man’s hand
against him. They bore the body home,
“IN news flies apace.” Before they reach-
ed the cottage it was known throughout
the town and the village that bonmy
Kathleen, the brightest and prettiest of
all the bright, pretty peasant girls, had
been found cold and dead in the rapid
river. And old (’Neal had heard, and
had fallen down among them, with a
great cry, in an epileptic fit. Gerald
Desmond looked with a strangely start-
led and eager glance into his cousin's
face when he first heard the tale. Then
he turned away with a long, low, inaud-
ible voice.

“The dead tell no tales. Someone is
the better for her being out of the way;
and yet—poofi little q(nthfleen!" g

The donna looked up with her great,
dilated dark eyes. Rory turned hotly
upon him.

“What do youn mean? Speak out, Ger-
ald! You suspect someone.” ’

“I do, my Roderigo. It is a lawyer’s
forte—suspicion. Excnse my speaking
out just at presént; I'H wait, I think,
until after the inquest.”

He sauntered away, and went !Lmight
to the cottage. But it was full, and wild,
wailing cries, unutterably blood-curdling,
rang out in the starry twilight, The
London barrister shrugged his shoukioge.

“The wild Irish women keening over
their dead. Where's Attorney Morgan?”
he asked O'Moore, the constable, kecp-
ing some sort of order among the riot-
ous, excited mob about the cottage.

I(;%‘;in :nﬁ,&’ me knows, Misther Ger-
ald. He hel to convey the T girl-
een—God be good to her!—hnl::; Elnd,
arrah, ye divils, will ye stan’ back!
Don’t ye see it’s full now as it can
hould?”

Gerald turned away. In the distance
he spied Morgan standing gloomily alone.
He went up and laid his hand on his
arm. The man raised his sullen, blood-
shot eyes to his face with a quéstioning
glare ,

My fellow,” Geral
\ﬂym“d’etw d
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How old is she? i

Twenty? Thirty? Forty? But what’s
the use of insulting the lady by the
last guess?
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fresh glow made by the breezes of
Jorsey.

She’s Lily Langtry, ‘‘the Jersey
Lily,” unwithered after 57 years!

This is her latest photograph, taken

fect “type of English beauty. Her | just after she wrote her first novel,
forehead is low, and as white and|““All at Sea,” which critics say is
round as if carved from marble. Her | of great merit.

eyes shine with the lustre that only Age has no terrorz, and time no
youth gives Her cheeks have the blight for Lily Langtry.

courage than I gave you credit for, But The ladies had gone to the drawing-

it was @ rash thing 1o do.”

“What do you mean?” Morgan cried,
with a hoarse oath, shaking him off.

“Only this, you beetle-browed dog!”
answered the lawyer, transfixing him
with a vivid look, “that 1 was on the
river-bank this morning at 10 o’clock.
You did not see me.: No; I was lying
among the alders' and willows—you did
not see me, you miserable, black-hearted
cut-throat; but—I—saw—youn!”

The face of the attorney® turned in
the gloaming to the awful, leaden livid
hue of a corpse. A terrible blackthorn
cudgel Jay at his feet; he picked it up
and tummed upon the speaker with the
glare of a man tiger.

“Ah, bah!” Geradl Desmond said, in a
voice of indescribable scorn. *“Drop it,
you fool! Yes, 1 saw you, and [ could
hang you as dead as a mackergl, if I
chose. But I don’t choose, you vm\':lr«‘l_\'
cur, because there is someone in Olontarf
I hate even more than 1 despise you,
and that is saying a good deal. Come
down with me to the shore below—1've
a word or two for your private ear.
Faugh! you hang-dog! that villainous face
of yours will hang you yet, in spite of
you!”

The Englishman cowered before him

the scorn of his bitter words,.the lash
of his scornful eyes—as a whipped cur
before its mastes. Like a  hound
he followed at his heels down
ta the lonely seashore, where the wash
ing waves and shining stars alone might
see or hear.

The inquest was over. A dozen stolid
jurymen had brought in a verdict of
“Found Drowned” —a safe verdict, sure
ly, to which no exception couid be tak
en, exeept, perhaps, on the score of orig
inality. And they buried pretty Kath
leen, and the women went l"ll;ll]‘illg their
wild Irish keen over the hills to the
lonely chapel-yard, and there was sor
row, deep and true, in  many a lowly
heart.,

“Found Drowned!” that was all; but
—people began to talk. Slowly whispers
arose and circulated, and grew as they
went, and dark looks and ominous faces
turned in one direction. Lord Rory had
been her lover—all Clontarf knew that,
or thought they knew it—and—TLord
Rory had been a villain. There were
secrets that death alone could hide, and
. —death had hidden them. The fair,
proud Spanish beauty and heiress had
*won jealous of the lost girl—no one else
in the wide world could wish the death
of bright little Kathleen. And she had
not committed suicide—every one felt
sure of that. Lord Rory had been found
beside her dead body, pale and wild. All
that day he had been absent from the
castle—whither, rio one knew; and from
early morning Kathleen, too, had been
gone from the cottage. ‘I'he whispers
rose and swelled, and did their work
in the dark; and at last a little circum-
stance occurred that turned the suspi-
ciom to certainty.

A note was found—hidden away in a
littie box in Kathleen’s room—a note in
Tord Roderick’s hand, with these brief
words:

“Kathleen,—Meet me to-day at ten
o'clock, by the alder-trees, on the
boundary stream. Do not fail; it is life
or death. ;B

On the evening of the day upon which
the note was found, the Karl of Clontarf
entertained a few friends at dinner. 1t
was nigh Christmas time now, and the
wintery winds howled about the old cas-
tle, and the yule blaze leaped high in the
huge chimneys. Lady Sarah presided at
her brother’s table, and very fair and
stately looked the Castilian heiress, in
her black velvet robes, with all her rich,
Juxuriant hair falling adorned and un-
bound. Rory sat beside her, very happy
in the light of her lovely eyes, in spité
of the sharp pang that smote his heart
whenever he thought of lost Kathleeen.

rooom, and he was waiting impatiently
to follow, when a servant entered and
announced that Sheriff French wished at
once to see him.

“T'o see me?” reepated Rory. “What
can the sheriff wish to see me for? Send
him in, Mike.”

The sheriff of the town entered, very
pale, very grave.

“Well, French,” Rory said, adyancing
to meet him, “nothing private, T hope?
What is it?

“A very painful  duty, my lord—not
private, I regret to say. Lord. Roderick
Desmond”-his hand fell heavily on the
young man’s shoulder—*"you are my pri-
soner!”

With a simultaneous cry every, man
sprung to his feet. For Rory, he stood
an instant astounded! then, with a
backward bound, he shook off the sher-
iff and sent him reeling.

“Arrest me! What do you mean?”

‘I am very sorry, my lord, but duty
must be done. Here is my warrant. 1
arrest vou in the queen’s name for the
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willful murder of Kathleen O'Neal!”
CHAPTER 1X. |
A tempestuous April night—a wild and
dangerous night down  there on the
Wicklow coast. A howling wind raged, '
sheets of rain swept over the sea, and
the lightning leaped out in fiery flashes.
A terrible night with not even a home- |
less dog abroad in the deserted ﬂn*ru"
of the town,
re, it's God's anger on thim that
swore his life away this day,” muttered
more than one awe-struck peasant, cow-
ering before the blue leap of the light-
ning, the deafening crash of the thun-
derr. “He's as innocent as the babe un-
born, Lord Rory wouldn't hurt a fly:
an’ sure I've known him since he was a
a wee yaller-haired, laughing gossoon, no
higker than that . v

And now they say
theyll hang  him. Oh, wirra, wirra!
P Iuek this night, and for evermore

to that perjured divil Morgan, the 'tor-
ney, 1 pray.”

He sat alone, he upon whose head
hundreds of curses, heavy and hot, had
fallen to-day. He sat alome in the dreary
little parlor of his house, listening to the
tremendous uproar of wind and air and

sea. His one servant had long ago gone
to rest; the clock upon the mantel
pointed to  half past twelve. The

stormy April  night was cold and the
room was chill. Perhaps that was what
made Morgan's teeth chatter in his head,
and his fact looked ghastly and blue and
pinched in the dull light of one tallow
candle.  The fire had smoldered itself
to black ashes, and the dull, unsnuffed
candle sputtered and flared in innum-
erable draughts. He sat in a leathern
armchair beside the table, his elbow
resting on his knees, his red-stubbed
chin between his horny palms, his sunk-
en, bloodshot eyes glaring with awful
vacancy at the blackening embers., A
bottle of brandy and a tumbler stood
at his elbow. He had been drinking
heavily, but there was that within' him
that rendered. the fiery liquid impotent
as water. He had crouched there in
that position for hours, his only move-
ment when he filled his glass with bran-
dy and drained it, or lifted his hollow,
haggard eyes to the clock. He cowered
there listening to the storm beating
like & human thing in rage and pain at
the closed windows and doors.

“Is there a God?” Morgan thought, a
cold dew standing on his pallid face;
“and is it His angry voice 1 ﬁe:r in the
storm to-night? 1Is there a hell, and is
there a pit in all its horrors deep enough
for me?”

A paper lay at his feet; he picked it
up and glanced with a strange fascina-
tion at one particular heading:

“Conclusion of the Trial of Lord Rod-
erick Desmond for the Murder of Kath-
Jeen O’Neal—The Evidence—The Ver-
dict—The Sentence.

(To be Continued.)
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s . 25¢c pr. ing, worth 29c, for
| e
“Yes," ®
(@] “Well, vou have to expect that
My wife was that way. KEvery time
Goon s“onT she heard a noise downstairs she'd |
it | | rout me out and chase me down to |
| sToRlEs 1 investigate After a time, however,
! ‘l I convinced her that if a burglar ever
did get into the house he wouldn't
- d s make any noise at all.”’
Lady. de Bathe—our old friend, “Clever! I'll try that.”

Mrs. Langtry, is bringing out a novel
of memoirs,” =aid a

and a volume of me bocks should “for if your wife's anvthing like mine
Chicago publicher.” Both books should | ye')) fyrn right about and worry
be witty. every time she doesn’'t hear a noise

“Lady de Bathe during dinner said
to a woman seated near her:

“‘Who is.that fat man over there
with the curious blue face:’

“‘“That is my husband,” the
man answered; her voice was tremu-
lous with rage.

“‘Oh, how fortunate!” said Lady de
Bathe. ““You're the very person I
wanted to meet. Now tell me, iz he
blue all over?’—Cincinnati Enquirer.

downstairs.”

Worth Knowing.
wo-
soit linen cloth and gently rubbing over
the surface of mahogany furniture the
white covering caused by dampness, also
nituresas clear as a mirror, and saxes
having it polished

T A clean fire for grilling purposes can
Laurens,

Jean Paul the famous pe obtained by sprinkling over it a lit
French painter, was the son of an {le powdered nitre. This is used by all
honest care driver of Toulouse. At | firzi.clags chefs and grill cooks

one time when the painter was at the
height of his Parisian reputation it
happened that two old women at
Toulouse were talking about the Laur-
ens family.

“Let me gee,’”’ said one; “‘there were
two boys, weren’t there?”

“Yes,’”

“What became of them?"”

“Oh, one’s a grocer right here in
Toulouse. He does a very good busi-
ness.”

Carpets should be beaten on the wrong

right. Never put a carpet down on a
damp floor, for this often results in the
carpet becoming mildewed.

A square of house flannel of
stoutest and coarsest description made
into a bag and put over the broom is
the best means of sweeping boards or
lincleum. When slightly dampened it
takes up instead of scattering the dust.

sy Yor easy boot cleaning, brush the

“And the mh_” ones 3 boots free from dust, then with a bit of

T!"‘ y;ul;)g?:»t kg H:.“"‘.r." off to rag rub a little glycerine well into the
PP.‘.PII)';R':,T\ rleae;"v?an:\(‘nv;‘nhiir ;:(hH Suoh leather. Let nearly dry, then rub with

b > N ’ 4 a soft brush. If rubbed after wearing
;nﬁ?(()):lll worthy man !"—Youth’s Com- with a velvet-covered pad or duster Ihv;

will retain their polish for days and the
gltcerine helns to keep the leather a
cool color and to make it soft and com
fortable to wear.

[f the lamp wick moves up and down
with difficulty, a simple remedy is to
pull out a few threads at either side
of the wick.

Learning that it was difficult for
his regular collectors to get results in
collecting from the Swedish popula-
tion of the town—of which there was
quite a sprinkling on his books—the
credit man employed a Swedish col-
lector to corral the payments of his
dilatory countrymen. The new col-
lector spent three days in the field;
then he came in to make a report of
Progress.

‘“Yen Yensen,” he began, “hay say
hay pay next week. Ole Oleson, hay
pay ven pay day veek, vich be t'ree
veeks off yet, an’ Yon Yonson, hay
say hay pay in Yanuary——"

“Good !’ interrupted the credit man.
“You've brought the best news I've
had to-day. That’s the first time
John Johnson has ever promised to
pay anything at all.”

‘“Vall,” returned the collector, a
trifle doubtfully, “hay say it be a;
tam cold day ven hay do pay, an’ Ay
reckon hay mean Yanuary.”—The
Bookkeeper. '

Plumbing
and
Heating
Contractor
GEORGE C. ELLICOTT

Phone 2088 119 King W.

OPEN DAY AND NIGHT
Towest price for funerals, because kept
plain and simple and yet good quality, per-
sonal attention in all cases,
GREEN BROS,
Ira Green, rieto)

The young benedict was experienc-!
ing his first tromble. “My wife,” he
said, ‘“is so exceedingly nervous at
niqht. She scarcely sleeps.”

ps
‘‘Burglars?”’ queried the old mar-
ried man. :

Proprietor,
King and Catharine Sireets.

Office Tele. No. 20,

“Don’t do it,” pleaded the old one, |

By pouring a littie olive oil over a |

ail dust, is removed and leaves the fur-

side first and then, more gently, on the |

the |

AS A SUBSCRIBER

YOU CAN ORDER

THE TIMES

sent to your address by
! calling up

| TELEPHONE 368

|¥
I

I

THE TIMES is a bright,
1 clean home paper.
ALL THE NEWS

Stop

Look What’s
Here

| The SATURDAY TIMES
| from now until Jan. Ist, 1911,
for fifty (60) cents. This edi
tion Is twice the size of the
regular daily Times and con-
tains some of the brightest
stories from the large Ameri-
can Newspaper Syndicates,
besides all important foreign
happenings, complete local
and up-to-date sporting items.
As good as a letter from home.

'BLACHFORD & SON

. FUNERAL DIRICTORS
57 King Strest W.




