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A'.Elétd silence had Milen upon the
cheery dinner party. Bost, hostesu, and
guests gazed at one another ln mute ter-
ror, 50 unearthly waa the sound that had
attracted the attention of ail. Again it
came. A wiid wail, then, as the keening
died away, a woman's naine, clearly pro-
nouneed in, ring'n tones:

"Merle O'Neife.'
Again the terrible, petrified silence

horror laden, theil aan the musical
heart-breaking kee ngagin the womnan's
naine.

Miss O'NeiVe pushed back her chair
with a fierce, defiant gesture, then stood
erect.

"It isn't true," she said, in low, tenue
tonies. "The banshee haun't been heard
for ýyears. It's some horrible, hortýble
trick."

"Plain Miss O'Neile," she was called.
Impecunious men had of ten lamented
hier iack of beauty, spiteful women had
often remarkcd among thernacîves how
strange it was that rich girls are always
hideous. Yet now, standing againut t he
dark background of oak wainscoting,
bier taI akward f uetoorsometbingof dint;flushed with fiheddfance
bere plain face sbo 0 a ecomn ani-mation.ty

Two men near the window rose and
pulled aside the heavy red curtains.

A' snowy landucape sparkled under
a clear, brîght mhoon, plot a living thing
was visible. Very siowly- they drew
back the curtains and returned ta their
places.

"&Apparently you Irish cannot leaveyour banshees in the old country," said
a man bigher up the table. He was
not prepossessing in appearance. Dark
and swarthy, a peculiar curve of lip
and eyebrow gave him a sinister exprcs-
sion.

"i don't understand," she said. "For
a hundred yêars-siieùce-then-"1

ie situation was becoming strained.
The guests bent their eyes upon their
plates, the servants busied theniselves
furtively at the sideboard. Miss
O'Neiie still stood haîf turncd to face
the window, and her breatb came in
short sharp jerks. In a moment she
secmed to grow calmer. Sbe made a8
if she would sit down again.

"I amn an Irish woman,"1 she said, in
level tones. "And to an Irish woman
these things are somehow different.
But' I Vill endeavour ta be American
in my attitude to my banshee and re-
gard lber as a delusion andlP_ Qnare.
At any rate," raising her voice n lit-
tle, sa that it rang resolute, courage-
ous-"Iat anyrate at the vorst, I can
show that an Irishi womnan knows bot-i
ta, meet deatb---ay, and the fefr of
dea' b."
. -Àpproving glances sougbt plain Miss

1O'Neile's face. She acquired an inter-
est'.for herself apart f rom bier money.

-But the merry happy party wa.s
hopelessiy marred. It V;as a relief when
the ladies withdrcw. Left ta them-
selves-the men instinctîveiy dréew ta-
gether.

"What a horribly weird experience!"
said one of the juniors. "I could feel
the cold shivers running ail down my
back."1

"Do you know anything about the
O'Neiie banshce? Is it authcntic?")

John Hardy eyed lus questionrer be-
fore. replying. Lawrenee Mlott was bron-
zed by wanderings in foreign lands,
wanderings wvhich had given hirn a self-
reliance, an air of quiet strengthi be-
yond bis years,

"T'he O'Neiics,") said 'John Hardy
siwyat Iast, "'lhe O'Neiles are one of

the fcw aId faiies wh1ose records are
kept intact. 1 saw thew myseîf some
yenrs ago."

Wlunipeg July, 1911.

"'Apd the banshee?" asked Lawrence.
"«The banshee was a regular institu-

tion up. to a hundred years* ago. Ber
appearances or utterances are recorded
over and over again, and upon 'auth.
ority. which seems indisputable. Talcs
the lut instance. It was at a fainily
gatherinC. AUl the notabiities of Whe
country-.sidc trere present. Bishop
clergy, magistrates, heaveni knowswla
nttested ta, having heard the banshee
keen and cal! the naine of the reigning
O'Neile.e"

,"Andh Med in the hunting
field thrie'imontbs iàter."l

"ITIlen it means-?"
"«It hia always memnt death within

the year."
A dead ailonce fell on the party.
Thorc ac annothing attractive about

plain Miss O'Neile She waa rich and
that tvau ail. She possessed, no par-
ticular charin of manner, no brillianc
in conversation, and yeti the eveningl à
occurrence had saddened everyone. After
nil, she _wa young, ber n'ealth eould

'ie ber al that the world bas to give,
nlnd according to precedent, she muet
die.1

"Can't anyone kili the siily tbing?"
askcd the youtb of tbe party. Fea'
had shattered bis conversational pow-
crs. The laugb wbich followed was
bardly mirthful.

"Oh, 1 sny," exclained another rnan
"we're ail getting the creep. Sbal

vrie join tbe ladies, Mr. Hrd?,P
Tbey found the "t-onen gatlered i

littie groups, talking fitfully and witl4
bated breatb. Merle O'Neile seemed thç
only çne wjo tvas perfectly self-possessed.
Sbe Zaa at the piano, playimg softly. Asn
tbe men entered she rose, laug bing.

"I was trying to pick out the cadene
of tbe bansbee's keening," she said light-

Iv. It s apity sueh a thing should not
6erecorded for posterity."

Adthen her gaze met that of Law-
rence Mott and for the first tinte in her
iife, plain Miss O'Neile read admiration
for herseff in a man's eyes. Be did piot
speak, but that long look from. the seri-
ous, honest blue eyes was both conifort-
ing and inspiring. Sbe tbought of itoften
in the days tbat followed. The remem-
brance comforted ber when she was
alone, and the reaiization of the possibili-
ties that tbe next year beld for ber forced
themsdlves upon ber comprebension and
caused the woman in ber to tremble with
fcar. It comforted ber, too, wben other
men flattered ber with sof t sayings that,
she knew ta bc false. That look from
Lawirence Mott's eyes was truc and genu-
mne. It was as balm ta ber hungry soul.

But from the bour of the banshee's
prophecy, Merle O'Neile was neyer with-
out ber smail following of men-suitori
presumably, but bardly loyers. And she
wbo had longed ta be as other girls and
te know 'the love of men, f cît only bit-
ternesEl creep intu ber beart. She fougbti
against it She tried ta persuade berseif
that at any rate tbey pitied ber, that
they instinctly believed tbe banshee,
as sbe did, and wisbed ta make ber hast
year of life pleasant. But ber beart de-
nied this view of thecase, -the gossip site
overheard confirmed ber suspicions. No'
body meant ber ta overbear the gossip,
and yet, somebow, sbe came to know that
the men jokingly declared that a man
could put up, with a plain, wife for a
year, if she was ricit, and tbat Mrs.
Hardy laughed aboit the "1O'Neile ban-
shec," calling it a "Match-maker." In
the face of this it was bard to think the
best of ber wooers.

Perhaps it would have been casier had
they been a nicer set. of ment. With the
exception of Lawrence Mott there Was net
one whom Merle felt that she could trust,

.4 a

t . ., .4 .4

I -

ADaughter.of theIlad
By Dorothy Baird.
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