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CHAPTER XXXV
UNCLE AND XIECE

The New Year dawned, cold and wet
and chill. The Christmas snows had

disappeared, except here and there in | the bebees from the eliff.

nooks and ciefts, for the sea-air had
come in and hovered above the fleecy
drifts and breathed so softly on them
that they had not the hardihood to
remain longer, but gently melted away
and relieved the suffocation of grass and
herb that had been pining in the dark-
ness beneath. But the skies were lower-
ing and heavy, and leaning too closely
with their weeping burdens on the
earth ; and the whole landscape and sea
vista was tinted in a melancholy gray-
ness of colour, that made men sit down
and think, rather than stir themselves to
wgork within or without of doors,

Gray was the old Dunkerrin keep
against the steel face of the sea ; gray
were the granite walls without, where
they held up their faces to be lashed by

wind and wave, gray were the walls |

within, except where they were
blackened with the smoke that crept out
from the gypsies’ fire and coiled itselt
round and round the great stone
chamber and lingered on the arched
roof and left it darkened and grimy with
its sooty paint. Gray, too, was the face
of the wrinkled hag bent over the peat
and wood fire upon the hearth—gray,
with an ashen pallor as of alife that was
consuming itself in a flerce struggle of
overmastering passion. ,

The gloomy day wore on to evening,
and the deep shades drew down at four
o'cloek, shutting out all light from that
dark chamber except a few feeble rays
of twilight that lingered still about the
narrow slits that served for windows
The dusky brood of children were still
out npon the cliffs playing their noisy
games; the old woman gazed musingly
but anxiously into the fire; Cora, the
ugly gypsy girl, was munching apples iu
a corner, seated on a kitchen table and
swingiog her legs to some imaginary
Romany ditty.

At last the old woman woke up as if

from a reverie and without turning
round she addressed her grand-
daughter :

“The little father is late to-night.
Dost thou hear any noise of his coming?"”

Without moving or making a single
sign of interest, the girl went on munch-
ing apples, iust pausing a little to
mumble :

“None. Wouldn't be surprised if he
fell into the hands of the engroes .and
found the darbies on his wrists,”

“Why dost thon say such a thing 2"
cried the old hag with the addition of
an oath and an opprobrious name.

“Because his pal or someone else has
pesehed” said the girl, without moving
from her place or resenting the insult.

“His pal? Wycherly, dost thou
think ?" asked the old woman anxiously
and turning round to face her hopeful
grandchild.

“Yes ! or I'm nashkado,” said the girl.

The old woman turned back, mutter-
ing something and looking steadily at
the fire,

A little later on the sound of hoofs
was heard, as they crept down the
boreen that led to the castle, and the
heavy cart jolted over the rough stones,
or i<m- through the bushes and
brambles that closed in in wild pro-
fusion across the narrow passage. Then
the stable door was opened, the animal
unharnessed and housed for the night,
and Pete came in, calm and unconcerned
as usual,

The old woman ed him so
effusively that he expressed his surprise.
She explained the suspicions of his
hopeful daughter,

“] didn’t know but that you would be
in the nashky to-night,” she
“And we

% The engro is not kidded yet,” said
the little father, “that could match a
Romany chal.”

And lifting up the heavy cover of an
iron pot, he flung it with all his
strength at his daughter's head. She
quietly dodged the missile and picking
up a couple of apples, she passed out in-
to the night that had now fallen, chant-
ing in the most unconcerned manner :

The Romauny chi
And the Romany chal,

receiv

said.

and calling to the dusky

who were playing around the eliffs to
com 2 to their grandbebee,

“ She said,” said the old granddame,
shuffling nearer the fire with the sense
of satisfaction of one who has escaped a
danger, ‘‘that the ng master had
peached | Can that be true

“How can it be ' said the little

father. *“I carried my cargo to-
through the midst of the engroes, bs
them good-night ! saw it in the wag

gafely consigned. What n

“Nothing more she “H¢
the you nast

“Better little
father. *Be leeding
has stopped C S erav
ing for a sight of that he ear
not always be there,

“ Ha eried ld  woman
with certain f exulta
tion in her £ has
had enough of the And
yet,” she continued, gazing intently i
to the red ashes that dropped here and
there on the hearth from the blazing
logs, “I have a vision; and some day

the dark dove will nestle beneath the
roof of Rohira."”

“ Phou art dreaming, little
gaid the filial Pete.
pever to return ; Dion is lost and never
to be found ; Jack is a doomed lad
Rohira will pass into the hands of the

mother,”
“Edward is gone

little savages |

stranger and the very name of it will be

changed and forgotten,”
“Pete, you are a fool and no
than a gorgio,” said the old

“ But why didn't yon kill Kerins's

ause no drow that was

brewed could sicken him,” said Pete

“And he knows and suspects me, the

damned beast. Some day, 1 fear, he'l
fly at me.”

w1t would be well if dog and mm

were out of our way,” said the old
woman. *Cora, the slut, who knows
everything, say re pea 1

It car you master a I

ever

1

[ wouldn't trust
| have watched him and I have little faith
| in him,”

| was feverish and restless, partly because

him., But Kerins—I

* No matter,” said Pete airily, No-

| thing but the hangman's noose dangling [

over his head could disturb him, * We
have only one or two journeys moru.i
And then we quit. And grandbebee |
We, the tinker-gypies, have not done so |
badly after all.”
“No !" she said.
membered well |

“ We shall be re-
Go call that hussy and
She's only
fit to be a Christian " |
And she spat into the fire with dis-
gust, [

It was quite true that Jack Wycherly
was better and worse, The violent
hemorrhage that had come on in the
early hours of St. Stephen's morning
had been checked by powerful remedies,
but he had been confined to bed and was |
suffering from great debility. And he

he saw that he could not well resume his
studies, but principally because he
craved and hungered after the presence
of the nurse, whose light touch and
sympathetic attentions seemed now to
have become indispensable to his re-
covery. She had remained by his bed-
side all that dreary night, watching, side

by side with the old doctor, who was
hall-distracted with grief and terror, for
the cessation ol the dangerous symp-
toms, It was only after breakfast she
was allowed to return to her uncle's.

He was in no agreeable mood. Quite |
ignorant of the modern methods of medi-
cal skill and seience and still more ignor-

| ant of the etiquette that now obtains in

the profession, he thought there was a
certain impropriety in the summoning
of a young girl to attend at night the |
bedside agonies of a young gentleman,
Quite unaware of hospital practice, he |
rather resented the idea of her being |
summoned to a private patient; and he |
thought there was a certain want of fit- |
pess and delicacy in the whole thing
that called for comment on his part. |

“Idon't know, Annie,” he said when |
he had made some ordinary inquiries
about the boy's condition, * what are |
your ordinary duties, but it seems to me
that you have gone as far in this matter |
as maidenly delicacy will allow.”

Annie opened her eyes in amazement,

“1 know I want a right good sleep,
Unecle,” she said. * But what in the
world has maidenly delicacy to do in
the matter? Why, it is my profession.”

“* Of course, but surely there are dis-
tinctions in your profession. There are
certain rules or laws,” he said, revert-
ing to his old ideas, * binding all pro-
fessions, and in yours there must be
distinctions. 1 mean you have no right
to be called upon to attend patients
indiseriminately.”

“ We acknowledge no distinetions,”
she replied with a certain independence
that grated upon him, * Our business,

| our voeation,” she went on proudly, “is

to save human life and alleviate human
suffering.  Place, time, circumstances
do not eoncern us,”

He was silent for a few moments. [He
felt he was in the whirl of a revolution
that he could neither stop, nor stay.
Events were crowding down upon him |
and his old conceptions of inexorahle
laws and sweeping them away into
oblivion.

{“But,” he said at]length, clinging to his
old ideas even while he felt them dragged
down the tide of change, * there are
certain  proprieties, Anuie certain
minor moralities, that have at all times
to be observed. 1 admit the vast pro-
gress and utilities of the secience of
medicine, but there are tacit rules-
little scholia, or consequences, from
Christian teaching, that make it unde-
sirable for a young lady—"

“You have never seen an operation,
Uncle 2"

“ Never, thank God !" he replied.

“ Well, now,” she continued, * let me
be candid. There are certain shocks in
the beginning, certain things that make
you shiver, but you get used to every-
thing. And then you begin to under-
stand that in our profession there is
only one thing considered —that is, as I
have said, to save human life and re-
lieve human suffering.”

Hesaw there was no use in prolonging
the argument, so he said testily :

“I don't understand and I'm not going
to argue the matter further. But,”—he
stopped suddenly, as if he dreaded to go |
too far, for now he felt how powerless he
was becoming, how unequal to the un- |
seen forees that seemed to be conspiring
from all sides against him. And yet how
could he be silent ?

“1 was about to say,” he continued,
with an attempt at the old peremptori-
ness that almost broke down, * that [
have to consider my own position,
Annie. We are living here among a
backward, primitive people, who do not
understand modern methods ; and after
all we must yield to their prejudices,
And 1 fear very much

Heve he stopped. He could not hurt
the feelings of the girl who was every-

hing to him in the world.

I think [ know
' ghe said, “and it would be most
igrateful of me to embarass you in any
way. But 1 think the time has come
when the people should be taught to |
rise above t prejudices, and there is
only one way of teaching them and that
is to defy them,
“ That cannot be done,” he

There! we've had enough of the
matter, and I don't want, Annie, that
anvthing ehonld come between us now,
when my time on earth is so short.”

“ Don’t say that, Uncle,” she said as
the tears started to her eyes. * You
have many years before you yet, and
when | have done with these professional
studi I shall come back and nurse youn
to the end.”

He shook his head. And after a
pause, during which she seemed to be
debating the prudence of what she was
going to say, she said quietly

“1 shall not go to Rohira again!”

But in the late afternoon one of the |
| servants came down to beg of her to go |
"‘ up, if it were only for a few minutes. [
| “For, oh, Miss,” said the girl earnest- |
| 1y, as she saw Annie hesitating, * if you
| could only see the young master and
{ how he turns round and looks every
| time the door opens and then turns back
| with the tears in his eyes and a look on

what you mean

said.

him, as if his heart breaking ; an’ if
you could only hear him, Miss, when he
wakes up out of his ep and looks
imd and  says Annie!” * Annie !

r all the world, Miss, as if a child

| spirits ;

| ealmly.
| man said :

were orying for his mother—why, Miss,
you'd go to the ind of the wor'd to help
him.”

“You know, Nellie, that I was up all
night and am tired and worn out !"

“Of course, you are, Miss, though
you're looking as fresh as a daisy this
moruning; but sure, Miss, this is only for
a few minutes, And the poor doctor,
Miss, is heartbroke an' he said to me,
‘ Nellie,’ he said *I'm ashamed to be
troubling Miss O'Farrell after such a

| long night, but what am I todo? It is

hard to hear Jack calling for her and
not to please him,'”

Still she hesitated. She had given a
spontaneous promise, as though it was
exacted by aflection, and she was torn
by aconflict of feeling such as she had
never experienced before. Suddenly
she turved around and went straight to
her uncle's door.

*“The doctor has sent for me,” she
said, * and this poor boy is calling
piteously for me. I must go!”

“ You can please yourself |" he said.

So she went that day and every day
until Jack Wycherly was convaleseent.
Aad her uncle never alluded to it agaia,
but she knew that a great gulf had
yawned between them. And she was
very soon made aware that
tongues were tampering with her name
in the parish ; and that her miuistra-

|
%
|
|

|

“ No !" said the gypsy coolly after a
pause, * Although he ought ; er rather
she ought to take him, for it was for her
sake he got his death-blow !"

This was interesting, so the whole
family began to group themselves
around the speaker, except Dick Dug-
gan, who kept apart as if the subject
did not interest him, but who neverthe-
less kept eyes and ears open for the
narrative.

But Pete was rather leisurely in his
movements, at least in his hours of re-
ereation, and only asked curiously :

“ Iave ye not heard it ?"

* Dom your blood,” said the old man
in a passion, * you know dom well we
did'nt. You and thim can keep yere
sacrets too well, although sometimes the
best mended pot will lake.”

The allusion to his ordinary trade as
a tinker and his extraordinary calling
as a smuggler would have raised the
hair on an ordinary man. But Pete
was not an ordinary man, but an extra-
ordinary gypsy, and he held down
his temper with a strong hand.

“True, friend,” he said at length and
it seemed with some significance, * it is
well to be able to keep one's secrets.
The spoken word cannot be recalled.

busy | But,” he added, dashing the ashes from

his pipe, * this doesn’t concern me and
80 ye may have it. It is only this,

tions of mercy were tortured into deep | That Ned pursued this young lady, and

designs of ambition, or at least lagraut
violations of that secret code which
draws the invisible but impassable line
between delicacy and forwardness or,
as her uncle would say, the things that
are within the law and the things that
pass to their own retribution outside its
impregnable pale.

CHAPTER XXXVI
CORA BEWITCHED
Nowhere did these thoughts rankle
more deeply, nowhere were these things
discussed so savagely, as in the cabin of
the Duggans. Every event seemed to
be leading up to an accumulation of dis-
appointment  that was
be borne by such fierce and vindicative

some mysterious manner appeared to
originate in the voluntary or uncon-
scious movements of the priests.
Things seemed to have reached a cul-

|

hardly to |

and these disappointments in |

mination of agony when all preparations |

were made for the marriage of Kerins to
Martha Sullivan, and when under the
very eyes of the Daggans vans of furni-
ture were brought from the railway sta-

tion to embellish the home of the bride, |

It was hard enovgh to lose Crossfields

| just at the time when Kerin's intemper-
| ance seemed to make certain his ruin
| and their acquisition to the farm; and |

now he had actually sweps from the side
of Diek Duggan the fairest girl in the

parish, whom he had already regarded |

as his own. His grief and disappoint-
ment were so terrible that even the old
woman, his mother, was won over to his
side ; and, although her deep religious

feelings would never allow her to take |

part in any unholy remarks about the
priests, still she felt, in that strange in-
stinetive but utterly irrational manner
80 common amongst the ignorant and
uneducated, that they all had a griev-
ance against the clergy. Hence the
matter was warmly and angrily dis-
cussed about their hearth these dark
winter days, whilst a few fields aws
Jack Wycherly's life seemed ebbing
softly onward towards the unmeasured
shores of eternity.

* Fitter for him keep that galivanter
of a niece of his at home,” said the old
man one night, as they were talking
about some alter denunciation of a scan-
dal made the Sunday previous by the
old blind pastor. * Begor, because
she's his niece she can do what no other
girl in the parish dare do. What's
sauce for the goose is sauce for the
gander, and begore whin he won't spare
anyone else he oughtn't spare her.”

*“If it was a poor man’s son or daugh-
ter was spittin' blood, I wondher would
me fine lady be so ready to spind her
nights and days be their side ?" said his
daughter.

* Faix, you may be sure she wouldn't,
nor would he allow her unless she was
weil paid for it,” echoed one of the boys.

*Perhaps she has her eye on the
place,” said the old man with a certain
irony. “ Quarer things happen and

! said the old man.

| stand up

sure we ought to be glad to see them !

Prodestans hunted from the counthry
and Catholies takin' their place ”

a very beautiful young lady she is, with
his attentions ; that she rejected them;
that he followed her to the city and
wanted Master Jack to tell him where
he could meet her. Master Jack re
fused. There were hot words; and hot
words generally end only in one way,
eh, Dick ? and Master Jack got the
blow that has sped him on the way to
the grave,”

* And Masther Ned ?"

“ Has vanished and is not likely to
return again.”

* He's not much of a loss,” said the
old man,

“No-o !"” said the gypsy. * He was a
good young man, a very good young
man ; and he had money, a little money,
just enough to buy and stock Cross-
fields,"”

“ Crossfields ?
mane ?"” said Dick Duggan, coming over
and eyeing the dark face of the gypsy.

*Mean ?” said Pete coolly. *1 mean
that Masther Ned—don't be so angry,
Dick, you'll have Crossfields yet—I fore-
tell it !—wanted Kerins to sell out to
him. He offered him six hundred, and
—Kerins would sell, but then—"'

He paused and left them eagerly ex-
pectant.

* But then the young lady wouldn't
have him and he flung up Crossfields,
Rohira, and everything. You'll never
hear of him again "

“ Small loss ! said the old woman.

“And a good riddance!"” said her
husband.

“ Certainly in one way,” said the
gypsy, as if interpreting their thoughts,
“for if, as might have happened,
Wycherly had secured Crossfields no
power on earth could wrest it from him.
When men of his elass get hold of sueh
things they hold on like bull-dogs. Now
Kerins is different. He has only the
grip of a child or a spaniel. Say, Drop
it ! and he lets go. Say, Pass by that
girl an’ don’t lef me ecatch you speakiog
to her again ! ‘Aund 'tis done,”

“ That's not the character he bears,”
“ People say he's a
black man and he knows how to use his
revolver,”

Pete shragged his shoulders and rose
up to depart.

* That's because he's never met his
match — 1 mean, the man that would
to him and give him one bad
fright. If Ned Wycherly had been more
lucky, he could as easy get Kerins to
clear out of Crossfields as [ could smoke
a pipe. 'Tis a pity we haven't a gentle-
man there instead of a skunk. And now
I hear he's bringing in the bonniest lass
in the parish.”

There was silence at the words, He
had wrought their tempers up that point
where speech is useless.

“ Well, good night !" he said. * There's
enough of us to dance at the wedding."

He received uo reply to the salutation,
but went out heedlessly into the dark-
ness, He knew well he was followed.
The drawn face, and the gleaming eyes,
and the dry lips of Dick Duggan had
not escaped his observation, for unto
that were all his cunning remarks

| directed.

* What are you sayin' about Prodes- |

tans and Catholics ?” said Dick Duggan
savagely, as he turned in from the door,
and his dark face grew more sallow and
the stubby black moustac on his
upper lip seemed to bristle with anger
“ Nothin', nothin',”" said his father.
Only people do be saying that quarer
things have happened than that she
should be at Rohira,”

* What 'ud take her there ?" said
Dick. * Didn't she give the go-by to
Masther Ned and sure this poor dying

“

angashore will never come in for
Rohira.”
“ Maybe she's lookin' afther the

ould doethor himself,” said his sister,
“

Sure the wife's sperrit has gone away,

| banished by the priest to the bottom of

the Red Say for as long as he wants to
hould her there.”

There was a burst of sarcastie laugh-
ter at this sally, which was interrupted
when the latch of the halt-door was un-
ceremoniously lifted and Pete the

Gypsy came in.

He never used the usual salutations |

of the country and his presence never

was always welcome because he had all
the news of the country on his tongue
and had a dry guaint way of communi-
cating it.

He went over coolly to the turf fire
and lighted his pipe, merely saying :

* Your par'n, Ma'am !"

Then he sat on the hob and smoked
After a little while the old

“We were just talking of the young |

master when you kem in, Pete, How is

“ Better because worse !I” said the

| gypsy sententiously.

“ Begor, 'twould take your mother to

| bate that,” said the old woman, who

hated the whole tribe.

“1 mean,” said Pete, * that the
bleeding is stopped, thanks to his skil-
ful nurse, but the boy is doomed., He
cannot get better. He must go

broad.”

“ [ hope he'll take a wife wid him,’
said Diek Duggan savagely.

| the girl somethin’

He had not gone far when he heard his

name called huskily and cautiously. He |

turned round and waited.

“ Did ye mane all that ye said, Pete,
about the Yank 2"
of the darkness

“ Who's this? Oh, Dick! Did I
mean what 7"
“ All you said about Kerins, damn |

you. You know well what T mane

“ Oh, never mind,"” said the
carelessly.
It is too late to begin.”

Zypsy

“ Av I thought—" said Dick gloom- |

ily. But he stopped, unable to frame
his ideas into words.

“1f you thought what ?" said Pete
encouragingly.

“ Av I thought that Martha would
have him, I'd think no more of blowing
out his brains than I would of shooting
a dog.”

“That's foolish talk, Dieck,” said the
gypsy. * First and foremost, you have
no firearms. Kerins saw after that when
he sent the police to search. Second,
yon would never have the courage to
pull the trigger. Third, there's the

| hangman's noose and 'tis a necktie one
| boded any good to the household, but he |

doesn’t care to wear again. Be said and
led by me, Dick Duggan, Leave Kering
alone. And, as for that girl (I saw him
walking with her yesterday down in the
fields near her father's house), well,
there's many another in the parish ; and
where are you going to bring her 2 Do
you think she's going to wait for you
until +he is a gray old woman ?"'

“ Pete I” said the dry tongue anxi-
ously.

“Well, Imust be off. The old
woman will be sulky.”

“They do be sayin,’ " said the dry
voice in the darkness, ‘‘ that ye are all
clearin’ out soon—out av the ould castle,
Conldn't—ecounldn't the ould woman give
-somethin'— 2"

“ You mean to drab her ?” said the

gYPSY.
“ PDrab 2 What's ‘drab’?” gaid Dick,
“Why to ‘drab’ is to poison her. Why,
of course, the old woman knows all
herhs

What the divil do you |

came the voice out |

“ The thing is settled now. |

“ 1 didn't mane that, you gypsy blag-
ard,” said Dick. * An’ you know I didn’t
mane it."”

* What then did you mean ?” said
Pete. We're a lawless lot enough, I
suppose, so far as filching a chicken is
concerned, but we have kept our hands
from blood. That's only for Christians
and gorgios,”

* Begor, perhaps you're right,” said
Dick, afraid now that he had gone too
far, * although that isn't the charackter
ye bare, Bat sure 1 was only jokin,’ 1
don't care a thraneen for Crossflelds ;
and, as for the girl, why, there's as good
fish in the say as ever was caught. An’
I'm dom glad it is wan of ourselves and
not a shoneen like Wyeherly that houlds
the ould place.”

* Exactly,” said Pete, moving away.
“ It only remains now that Kerins should
bave you as best man. I'll be speaking
to him to morrow or after and I'll tell
him how nice and friendly ye all are
since ye heard of his marriage.”

The reply was lost in the darkness of
the night and the distance, but if Pete
could smile, and he never did, he would
smile at the sudden change in Dick's
manner. He only tried to remember
every word of their conversation as he
went along, and he commanded his
daughter to take down certain things
on very dirty paper, as mnemonies for |
future use. !

* You have been riling that boy again,”
said the old woman, as she leaned over
the fire.
| *“No!” said Pete. “Buton my honor,
| as an honest Romany chal, I san 'tis a

shame that this juggal should win land |
| and bride so easy.” |
| *What is it to us, little father 2" said |
| his mother. * What is it tous ? It be- |
hooves us to think where we shall pitch
our tent next, for I tell you, these black
walls choke me and I pine for the wood |
and the heath and the freedom of the |
Romany life. But, where shall we piteh |
our teut, that is the question for us, and |
not whetherDick will eut Kerins's throat |
or poison his wife that shall be 2"

sy You are right, bebee,” said Pete ad-
| miringly, * you are always right. But
may not these things, too, help the
Romanys onward 2"

“How? What to us are the squabbles |
of these folk ? We shall be far from
here betore these things are settled.”

“You are always wise, bebee,” said
her son. * Could we only get our legs
loose from the mantrap now, and enough
to take us onward to the Romany camp
and out into the fields and mountains
again, all would be well,”

“ Then, why not, little father
the old woman quernlously.

* Because the little father is more
likely to find himself in the nashky,”
broke in the daughter, Cora. “I tell ye,
but ye will not heed, that the engroes
are on the prowl, and they are ounly
waiting to get the leg as well as the
{ foot into the mantrap, before they snap |

the spring.”

The old woman snarled and cursed
the girl, who seemed to find a certain
delight in foretelling the ruin of her
father. But the girl was heedless, It
didn't seem to matter much to her.

“ Whence have you got your informa-
tion ?" asked her father sternly.

* Pay me and ['ll tell you!” she said.

The payment was the swish of his
whip across the girl's back. She swore

| and went out,

“The devil has some information,” |

| said the gypsy to his mother. * But, if
I can run in two or three bales more, I'll
say quit. It's an exeiting but uncanny
trade, Ab, if that coward, Wycherly,
had stood by me, what a fortune we'd
have made. I owe a grudge to that girl
for refusing him and to Kerins for keep-
ing Crossfields.”

* The clouds sank red to-night, little
father,” she said, * and the planet was a
bloteh of blood in the sky. Iseestrange
figures moving down there in the val-
eys, where the logs ara burning. There
are two coming up towards each other
out of the valley. And, look, the light
has died out now and there is darkness,
but still I see them moving slowly, as if

| driven on by fate. 'Sh! They approach.
They meet., Look! One ereeping spark

| is extinguished. The other moves on,
on, on. Who are they ?"

| The girl, Cora, had come back and |
seemed to be listening intently.

“ Duggan and Kerins, I suppose,” he |

| said carelessly, “or Jack Wycherly and

his nurse ; or the old grandbee and the
| bride that is to be. Did I tell you that
Dick wanted you to brew a love philtre |
for the girl 2 Yes! Poor devil! ‘Can
| Jude,” he said, ‘brew something for
I me?" These were his words, ‘ Can Jude
brew something for me ?' "

“She can and she shall !” cried the
girl, as if she were suddenly bewitched
and gone mad. “ I'll brew the philtre,
yea, even I, :

The Romany chi
| And the Romany chal
Shall jaw tasaulor
To drab the bawlor,
| And dook the gry,
Of the farming rye.’

" asked

She went out singing and yelling into
the night air.

“ The devil has got that girl,” Pete
‘ said to his mother, *There's somethiog
| strange the matter with her.”

| But the old woman hung silent above ‘
| the fire, only muttering :

| “The time is ecome ! Let us go ! Let
|

|

us go!
‘ TO BE CONTINUED

| TWILIGHT IN VOLENDAM

“You don't expect certain accomplish-
ments from certain races,” said Mrs.
Madden in defence. “A great pianist is
Russian or Polish; a noted singer is
German; and you look for art among the |
Italians.” |

“And what do you expect from an |
Irishman?" demanded the Professor. i

“He is a dreamer and a poet, and his ‘
sister is born with a wild longing for the
open!” she sighed. |

The Professor took off his glasses and [
wiped them deliberately. “Your ob- |
servations have been all wrong,"” he said, |
“or else the generation ushers in a new ]
regime. I predict great things for your |
daughter, the musician; and they t(.u‘
me that your son can assuredly paint
pictures.” |

Mrs, Madden smiled as she turned to |
| go to her other guests. “It has |1|m-t;

me,” she confided to the learned man. |

“I wanted my two children to be accom- |
| plished certaivly, bat I had not thought |

‘ulnl age,

| a frown,

| desire to bring his children into close

| world, in order that, when at length able

to bring up celebrities of a foreign kind.
My only hope is that people may be
mistaken in them and that they are not
unusuals!”

She smiled back over her shoulder,
and the Professor watehed her go, still
wiping his glasses absently.

John Madden eame to meet his mother,
His was a prosaic name; but there was |
nothing prosaic about John! There was |
not a hair of his red head that did net
stand up stiff and straight in the over-
abundant shoek of locks with whieh he
had been born. It was impossible to
keep the mass short and trim, He
should have been the musician of the
family, John himself always said, in-
stead of the artist. But as if to balance
the defect of his hair or a possible mis-
take in his ealling, from boyhood up he |
had seldom been without a streak of i
paint upon face or neck, invariably upon
the latter, under the right ear. To-day |
it was there—a faint black. |

His sister met and intercepted him, ‘
Mary was splendidly tall and pretty, 1
with a graceful stoop, and long, artistic |
hands, She had already made ner debut
upon the concert stage, where people
had been quite as struck with her dark,
good looks as with her really creditable |
rendering of Chopin and Bach. If you |
met her upon the street you would turn |
and say, “There goes an artist,” s her |
hrother said, their respe C
manded an exchange of talents!

\The Maddens were not wealthy, Old

| John Madden's business position had

required a certain social struggle for

{ his family; and his wife, a remarkable |

woman, had made that struggle success- ‘
ful. Everybody was glad to know the

Maddens, to dine with them, to come to |
their “erushes”; and that had been true

even when they were young and very

much worse off financially than they

were now, Then the ehildren had to be

educated. Into that interesting project

they had sunk their all. But for that

old John Madden might have heen rich.

The boy and the girl had early shown

decided tendencies along art lines, and

no expense had been spared in their

training. At twenty Mary had com-

pleted a course with the best European

musi¢ master; at twenty-one John had

returned from study with Italian and

French masters and had marked success

in hanging and selling a few first

pletures,

And then there wasan end. Old John
Madden could take care of himself and
wife for the remainder of his days, he
said; but there were debts upon his
shoulders and no rainy day fund for his
He could no longer help his
children. He asked only that they take
care of themselves after his years of in-
vesting in them!

To Mary the prospeet was not so
gloomy, strangely enough. Musie pays
better than art of brush and pencil, and
she had no trouble in getting engage-
ments which she loved and pupils whom
she loathed. John was not so
and the ambitious aflair
but p TRTea

fortunate,
1Hght was

tudio nxhibiti

but a studi ereptio »
schemed by clever Mrs. Madden to
bring her son to proper notice. But in
spite of the Professor and others, the
evening brought no results, either im
mediate or ultimate. All this was hard
on the father of the family.

The sister and brother were ambitious
for each other. ln time John decided
that to turn his talent to commercial
advantage was his only salvation,
and Mary wept over that. A position
was offered him in an architeet’s office a
few weeks alter the reception, and John
took it without demur,
consolable,

“Anyone ean plan bungalows and
Queen Anne hospitals!” she complained,
“but it takes real talent to paint the
sea things w did in Paris! I don't
want you to go into that office! There
is a great demand just now for Dateh
scenes and portraits, and I want you to

Mary was in-

go to Holland and paint some. I will
go along and help you.”

John gently chided her. “The
governor can't afford it, Molly,"” he said.

“You know I've got to shift for myself,
and I mean to help him! They have put
too much money in me., It wasn't fair.
I must pay it back.”

“You can do it best by going to
Holland,” persisted stubborn Mary. *I

| have made up my mind. You've got to

go!
“It's an impossibility!” eried he, with
“We'll drop the subject, Ss

no more,"”

Mary laughed. “You're going to
Holland,” she said. “Little sister has o
scheme and a order np her sleeve.”

“Little sister is Irish, and she drearws,” |
sighed the man. Holland ecalled a thou- |
sand times more delightfully than the
architect's office.

“I am going along and give concerts
in the funny Dutech streets,” was h('ri
parting information. “Jt will be much |
pleasanter than teaching!” 1

And before John had speut a month in |
the office Mary had made the order she |
had hinted at, a brilliant realization. |
It came about magically. Among her
pupils were the children of a very rich, I
but eminently practical and original |
father. He wanted to travel and to take i
his family travelling with him; but as |
business made that impossible, he had a |
\
|

to travel with him, the countries th(-yi
visited might bear to them the added
charms of a familiar world. He made a
point of directing their work in geogra-
phy so that the subject became the joy
of their yonng lives. Already his huge
and beautiful home had in it corners
worth exploring. In the conservatory
was an Italian hangingz garden, and in
the south wing was an exquisite little
Japanese room. These were the chil-
dren's favourite spots. Said Marjorie,
the youngest: “When we go to see the
real Italy and Japan, I know there will
be nothing there as lovely as our
corners of those funny countries!”

“You ought to have a Duteh room for
the children,” Mary one day ventured
to say to the father. “It is such a
sturdy, interesting place.”

But he shook his head. “I want the
real thing,” he said. “I had much
trouble in fitting ont those two spots,
A Catholie missionary brought me the
plans and furnishings for the Japanese
room, so I know it is all true to life, Of
the garden I am not so sure. It was
fitted out by a New York floral architeet,
We shall know if it is genuine when we
go'to Italy. I had thought about the
Duteh room, but much that we get over |

and varied touch with all parts of the

| they came to Volendam.

here is stuff manufactured for American
trade. I want real things from Holland,
ornothing!”

Mary went bravely at him. “You
want'the walls painted with real street
scenes from Amsterdam or Dordrecht,
with the canals and the funny crooked
street, by one who has seen and known
them. Then you want pictures and
brass pots and old delph and pipes and
lace head-dresses, and perhaps a funny
bureau, all selected aud brought by a
real artist who knows the eountry and
what he is doing!” She stopped for
breath, hier cheeks rosy, her heart thump-
ing.

“Do you know where I could get an
artist who would go to Hollaud for me?'
asked the man,

Mary gasped. It was what :ne had
prayed for, but the quickness of it took
herbreath away. “My brother—might,”
she gasped.

“Send him to me.”

Thus Joha Madden went to Holland
and Mary went, too, as she had said she
would. The commission was well worth
their while financially, and they planned
to make the trip a broad success, Be-
sides, it was summer-time, and Mary
would leave her music pupils, and the
probability of concert engagements was
small. They had everything to gain by
the trip and little to lose. ;

Argt

i were nob allo

gether successful, They spoke Dutch

badly, and in Amsterdam, where Eng-
lish is spoken in many shops, they were
cheated and bullied shamefully over
sales. But this had its funny side, and
Mary and John were not lacking in
bumour. They enjoyed all their en-
counters; aud to twowho had spent years
in Europe and spoke German and
French, the Dutch language was not
too hard to learn. In a few months they
spoke it like natives, and they came out
better in their deals,

They tramped through the country t«
get scenes to take back with them, and
John was wont to set up his easel on the
edge of any road or canal that com
manded a view that struck his fancy
On such occasions Mary put her camp-
stool beside him and read or sewed
while he worked, giving her opinion
when he asked. They were the objects
of much curiosity. It was Mary who in-
veigled the little Duteh boys and girls
into posing for her brother, and she
spent many coins in buying sweat-meats
for them. Sometimes they sent bacl
sketches of queer little
wooden shoes and baggy trousers, with
pipes in their young mouths, to Marjorie
or sober, somber little women in stiff,
padded clothes and tight headdresses.

“I feel that I never invested money
to better advantage than in this com
mission I have given voun,” Marjorie's
father wrote to John Madden and his
sister,

“But it
“There is

fellows in

isn't all,” Mary declared.
a great demand in America
now for Dutch scenes, and [ want you t«
take home your fortune | ]

“IS can't  be
brother.

“But conldn’t you take home a reputa
tion ?” asked Mary,

“I might,"” sighed John, “but it isu't
likely.
were
nothir

done,

laughed the

Those pictures hung in
good, but they

Paris
brought me

“This is to be in America,”
Mary. “Don’t forget to pray, John,
even if you are grown up. There is
something coming to you in this queer
old watery hole, I know."”

“A few hundreds to fit up that Duteh
room and our nice summer here to-
gether!” John shook his head. “All
very well, Molly, but there can be little
else out of it.

“Just the same, | have great hopes,’

“Your Celtic imagination again. You
might well be a writer of fairy tales in-
stead of a musician,”

laughed

It was late summer before our friends
reached Laren. They went there be-
cause Laren is Catholie, unlike the
majority of cities in Holland, and John
wished to paint the splendid old Catho-
lie church, Their stay in the city was
profitable, but uneventful. The day of
their departure from the Netherlinds
was drawing near, and both felt sad
enough at leaving, To the real artist
the homad life holds more charm than
any other; and that life in so picturesque
a country and on such an errand doubly
attracted John Madden and his sister.

From Laren they travelled until
Autumn was
at hand, and Catholiec Volendam was
making its anoual pilgrimge to the
village of Kevelaar, in Germany,

*Of course I am going to paint it for
the children,” John, “and I must do it
from memory. Let us meet them at the

| tramway terminus at Ednam and follow

the procession back to the churcl).
Your eyes will help me with my pisture,”

The procession was an imposing and
beautiful sight. The priests in all the
splendour and beauty of their robes
headed the lines of people; torches and
Japanese lanterns, lighted the road,
and the long array ot devout, reveren-
tial men, women and children, All
were dressed in their best, picturesque,
vivid with colour and life. They
prayed and sang as they went, not eon-
tinuously, but intermittently and in
groups. It was u long double line and
a long road. Mary was very weary
long before they had reached the quaint
little church in  Volendam.

Twilight had settled upon the world
and there was little light except
that ol torches and the lanterns, Over
the vivid reds and blues and greens of the
houses and the costumes and the canals,

a soft grey bad settled, blending all ,

things into a faint, far-away, mist-
covered rainbow atmosphere. A solemn
stillness filled the air, and the fragrance
of incense,

The little church stood out, dusky
and crooked, its opened door a square of
yellow, from the lights within. The
green trees behind it were black: and
to Mary the Japanese lanterns ahead
suddenly looked like great, round, dis-
torted balls of yellow. All at once
John clutched her arm.

“Look, Mary!" he eried convulsively
“Look !

“Where ?"" What exclaimed she, She
craned her neck, standing on tip-toe,

“In the church beyond the priest!” he
whispered hoarsely. *“It must be a
statue, a marble figure of the Blessed
Virgin, yet it seems alive! 1 can see
only the face! It is glorions I He stood
enraptured, his breath coming in gasps.
Beads of sweat stood out upon his fore-
head and his eyes glowed.
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“Y ocan't see 8 thing !"
gister. She jumped up o1
ing to see above the hes
who preceded her,

As in & dream John bey
palette and his brushes.

“John eried Mary, beg
alittle, “you can't work he
and you have no easel a
What are you thinking o
began to mix his pair
trembling. *I can see
eried. Don't move—I ha
It will do until I can |
canvas, Don't stir, I
palatte | There "

In mad haste, he had |
the erook of his arm, th
upon it, and began to

ary held the palette, s
neock.

“[ can’t see a thing 1"

But John did not answ

The crowd broke up {
clericals went into the
followed by the more
solemn chant rang ou
light from the door str
lost itself in the dar
reached our friends whor
to notiee ; and John sti
laboured breath and
Mary said afterwards tl
see his strokes, so dark

He finally stopped we
his hands across |
neck, leaving it strea
He shuddered and u
throaty sound, as one w

dream.

“ Oh, for light in w
this !" he panted. “I
thing like it. Such a g

He shivered,

Mary tried to see |
painted, but could not

“But I'm going to se
she cried.

She ran to the door o
empty. There was no
that could have been
range at which they s
that this was so, but
John another day to
of this. Then they hac
pastor of the flock and
the head which John h
good old priest gazed
lovingly, and sighed
sighed.

* i never saw anytl
whispered at last.
Mother must have lool
glorious, glorious ! ]
face like it in our p
There is no statue o
that you could see |
church door.  Yes, ye
nay, it is miraculous !

Before returning t
took the head of the N
old master in Paris.
name, and he was
greatest this day
gasped when he saw
the hurried rongh and
John had again painte

“ Marvellous ! th.
strangely sighed. *
talent, but not like th

He gazed at it long
head upon his hand.
up his eyes were dim.

“ Do not go back
said unsteadily. * I
and 1 need some one
and to fill my place
When you studied
know how great you v
has shown me., Let
ners. Oae-half my
yours, if only you wil

Mary Madden wen

The family fortunes

John Madden did not

his wife and himself i

“1 knew that fort

Holland I eried e

“ But 1 did not know

to John in the divi

lous !"—Jerome Har

lie.
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The eclosing night
St. Mark's ‘had con
missionary had alre
subject of his sermo
Sacred Heart for Si

What better erow
labor? It would tou
and win it back to
Hawerton judged ri,
impressive silence |
the expression of ea
ness lighting up tl
gregation all told hi

It was into the mi
tion that a poor sin
dark and starless s
winds of a March
tinneddrizzling rair
spark of cheer from
before, with hat ron
eyes, his collar o
and his hands |
was slowly trampi
when he met an eld
way in the directio

“Say, old man,”
him on the shoulds
where a poor wreb:
shelter for a night
all: any old shed
enough.”

The old man, thi
winter cap over hit
at his rough inqui

“Yes, I oan tell
plied slowly. “Wi
follow the crowd t«
This is the last

never is a strang
the house of God."”

“Church!” gran
“Oh, no; no chure
crossed the thresl
apoken to a priest

“All the more 1
in to-night. So .
you're afraid to me

“Well, somethip
the stranger, rathe

He had spoken
life and the lack
frightens many an

in childhood day

and chureh, and
words in this
vocabulary. Man
spent in the hou
often served as al
the happy hours
peace, his para
temptations came
treaties of a lov




