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THE CATHOLIC RECORD JANUAUY 11 l®U2 clumsy sometimes, and once she was go- 

1,.g to turn me off, but that day you 
in and waited for me to wait on 

you. and—"
The girl broke off, her sallow face all 

aflame with the oonfeaaiou. 
ayktd‘ , that “Why, Emma, l never guessed ; "

SinEbtu/rr .b» ,e. 1,11

Sr®----
:■« S'tiSttrs s£nr
'L,. 1 '™ you'll hard,y return ttve the rib-

••Ture™ù'yKûnt I" .he replied. bon,” torn, .aid hone.tly.__
“1 don't like it 1 l don't like It I" he .he was glad it was lor you. 

murmured, moving away -On, why did J;*™,^bodyl. the ^ Hetty
1 ever bring them her . Knima. Nobody ha. given me anything

like It." , , , ,
The preaeuta seemed wonder!ul to 

Emma ; and when Hetty showed a bit of 
Florentine glass, the girl's face glowed 
with delight.

“ Is it really from Italy ? she asked. 
“Why yes,” Betty returned. “ 1)<. 

you love Italy so much, Knima f
“ 1 don’t know a. it’. Italy—It’s just 

any place—over there. When 1 get 
real tired out putting linings in hat 
and tilings like that, I pretend 1 ingoing 
to Europe, and plan the places ill «•••• 
And to think of having anything really 
from there !”

“ 1 wish it was yours instead ol mine,’ 
Betty said, impulsively.

Emma put down the bit of glass, I, r 
face thiming again. “You know 1 didn’t 

anything like that, Miss Betty,’

the hall. And presently her uncle, who 
had risen from bed and answered thenow to the daily helping and tending on 

the helpless, and she bad seen so much 
of the more easy and less restrained 
habits of mind oi gentlemen of the world, 
that an uneasy feeling crept down on 
her spirits, and there was an incipient 
yearning lor the fuller felicities vl life.

But all these little wisps of cloud van
ished as the Christmas night wore on 
and the topics of human interest came 
up to be discussed.

“ Do you know, sir," said Henry Lis
ton, as the name “ Kohlra ” turned, up 
in the conversation, “ 1 think there s a 

in the affairs of that

beloved by ber. I shouldn't know It but 
for them. An ordinary Irish family 
would b«> scared and frightened. Not 
»o these people! 1 suppose,” ho weut 
on dreamily, “It Is their Egyptian, origin 
their handling strange and mysterious 
things for centuries, that makes them 
familiar with the powers that lie out
side our vision. But it has been for 
these few years a strange consolation to 
know that your dear dead mother was 
not cut away from us forever, but came 

kind of sea-spirit to show us that 
the things of eternity had not altogether
cut her away from sympathy with those crisis approaching 
whom she loved in the flesh.” house ?

There was a sharp struggle in the “ Why do you think so i asked the 
bov's mind as to whether he would pastor, but iu a tone of little interest, 
dissipate that foolish, if foud, dream -• Well, It seem, .lightly absurd to 
forever, or leave hi. father iu happy say it, but the report ha. gone abroad 
ignorance of the deception. But he in- that the ghoit of Dunkernu Castle has 
ouired further. disappeared and is nut to return.

"And .lude thinks the apparition has “How? Have you banished her to 
ceased and will not trouble the slumbers the bottom of the lied Sea for seven 
of the people again?" years, and is she so offended that she

“Yes! But that's a harsh way of put- will not return again ? 
ting it, Jack. Tne spirit of your mother, “ No I" replied his curate.
the sea-spirit, has troubled no one—nay, happy to say 1 have had nothing to do
has been a oonsolatiou to many and a with the lady. But the report has gone 
strengthening of fainting faith." abroad and ik widely believed. 1 he

“But did Jude give any reason why credulous seem to take it for a sign oi 
this apparition should cease?" asked his ‘something,’ as they say. 
son. "Why now, and not at any time sceptical also take It as a sign of some- 
these past four or five yoars?" thing,'—more concrete, however.

"Yes!" said his father uneasily. “Sue " Well, now, although you arc Irish 
seems to hint that it is because the enough to love an enigma, suppose 
natural heir of the house has—gone you explain it. Not that it much mat- 
away and will not return, and because—" tens," said the old man, passing his hand 

But here he stopped, unwilling to hurt across his forehead wearily these things 
the feelings of the stricken boy. are of very passing interest now.

“You mean, dear father," said Jack, “ It is only the usual foolish village 
“that my mother's wraith, as you be- gossip," said Henry Liston. 1 think
lieve. has departed in anger, because our friend, Jude, has so pulled the ropes 
then' is no longer an heir to itohira?" that the spectre will not he seen again;

"Not In anger! 1 didn't say in auger, and she has had it conveyed to our good 
Jack," said his father piteously. “But, iriond the doctor, that It will forebode 
von see, very naturally, when the the annihilation of his house, 
fortunes of our house are tailing into Annie was now listening with all her 
decav, the good angel of the house ears, although she said nothing and 
deserts it." tried to persuade hersell that the sub-

Thebov coughed slightly and looked ject did not concern her. 
at his handkerchief. “ It is wonderful, continued Henry,

“We must now," said his father, ! speaking to his pastor, how the dear 
noticing the gesture, “or immediately old doctor clings to that singular delu- 
aftor the holidays, ascertain if there siuil about his wile's appearance, i sup- 
are bacilli iu that sputum. 1 don’t think pose it is almost unique, at least in the 
myself there are. In fact, from experi- case of an educated man.

I would rather judge that there “ I have seen more remarkable delu- 
These hemorrhages, and you sions," broke in Annie, “ lar more liar- 

had only one, Jack, are not the danger- rowing fancies or visions, and al"ttjs, 
ous svmptoma. They are quite com- in the case of the educated andi lutell g- 
natible with perfect health. But should ent. The ruder people accept the stories 
there lie any symptoms of phthisis, we | of others, but seem never to come under 
must get yon" away to a warm, dry j the spell of such delusions themselves, 
climate—South Africa, by preference, “ Well, that is singular, said Henry, 
for some time. But there's time enough, “ I thought the thing flrst impossible, 
time enough." and then, unprecedented. But the doc-

“That's the opinion of our senior tor is now fully persuaded that the 
surgeon, too," said Jack Wycherly. “It spirit ol his dead wife has disappeared 
is not a pleasant prospect, but we have forever in anger, or as an omen of some 
to submit to our destinies." impending trouble."

The poor lad was suffering under , “ Why in anger ? asked his pastor,
violent emotion and he went over and “ What could have enraged the ghost / 
lay down on a sofa near the lire, thinking -• Oh, the quarrel between the eldest 
of many things. boy ami his father," sa.d Henry Liston,

Down at the presbytery the same “ or rather, the repeated quarrels, cul-
threo persona who were assembled to- minating in his tlnal disinheritance and
nether that Christmas night (our or live departure.” , „
years ago. the old blind pastor, his “I thought he had gone back to sea
curate, and his niece, were also met again and failed in his attempt, said cor ^ {arthebt voyage of her
together on this Christmas night. Ihe the old man. tnr « «rmaider- world was the little circle of towns
room was unchanged in appearance. “ Yes ! He was away for a consider- world w t were rted the
One would have thought it was the able.time, but he seems always to'have “®d HpJald yet none the les in
identical lire that was leaping and some great attraction htrt. But ht Gret^ .. ,, h *
buarkUug infthe grate. It wa, certainly gone now forever. And then as 1 have her small world she
the same picture of the Holy Family mentioned, the youngeMwi. Dion, has mtoi old ain‘t anything to do with
that looked down upon the living, as it never been heard Iroin. and Jack, the declared. “ The point is that
was the self-same carpet, though more fair-haired lad(yon rememberh m Ann e to the poor folks the
worn and frayed, that was beneath their he was your tirst pupll) is at home ‘ do to folks with money. Betty
feet. The self-same lamp threw its hopeless decline. Itav’s mother didn't have linen showers,
mellow, softened light on the table and “Not quite hopeless, . hut she had the linen and dozens uf flat
lit up the long rows of leather-covered O'FarrelL " He was at onr hospitaUnd b t b aad abe went to Saratoga Springs 
books, that .eemed never to have been the doctors give hope, if he can be h_ ' wddjll,„ trip. 1 had six presents Betty
removed from their places. Bat the duced to go abroad. . . , ■ -t ,,ver gone to Boston iu my shining eyes. ., ,
living were changed, fearfully changed, “ They say, that is the common report and 1 >»« B enough, now “ You don't know, Mrs. Robey she
even to their own eyes. has it," added Henry Liston that ife.* tied to a crutch all the cried. “Fairy tale, happen some .mes.

Darkness, almost absolute, had come there was a quarrel, loro street-seuffle 1 « “ d 1 , oppose Betty's go- Mrs. Robey a voice touched its bottom
down on theeld priest's eyes, which were between students, and that he sustained res ... * tl„- „g to Europe ?" note of scorn then. „ _____
shaded by glasses so darkly blue that a rupture in the lung. " No ‘ She said she didn't want a Fairy tales— huh I I gn«« yon never
they seemed black in the lamp-light. "What was the *”ct c*?“e d A wedding trip. She's going right to house- heard of any poor fofka fhat had f-ir>
His hair had thinned to baldness and his quarrel between Dr. Wycherly an veunin»—it's in Hartford they're going tales happen to e m. There now, Betty
ch«‘ks were more deeply furrowed, son?" asked Annie O Farrell evasively, keepmg-lt s m liart.or lUy, I've seen enough and I'm going,
either by anxious thought or the very " The real cause was his wild life and to live triumph in Mrs. 1 guess there'll come a time when yoc II
absence of that intellectual exercise the report that had reached the doctor s Th P M„. itobey be thankful er for that cordial than for
which alone could dissipate it. His ears Irom certain sources that he wss Ilolcomba voice, all your foolish folderols. With which
strong lierce temper had degenerated engaged in illegal work.: ™ prS Ain’t that precisely what I've been cheerful prophecy, M rs. Hobey atumpe
into a kind of gentle moroseneas, which secret about the fact that sniu^gl g o . „he demanded. “You emphatically downstairs,
was" seldom ïightodup by the old .lashes a large extent was going on along his as,log .11.along? **£■“*“£ mIlvin. Ant not yet was Betty's afternoon re- 
ot humour that made liis companionship coast, and 1 dont ,b in ,CUrself out of your own mouth, ception over. Uwaa Nettie I ratt next,
so delightful. Ilia sun was sinking under doubt now that W yckerly and 1 ete t i g jour < f anyJbody nofc goin* on Nettie had been doing some embrolde n
clouds, growing deeper and darker as Gypsy were engaged mit. A sudden ? i told you Betty Ray for Betty and came to bring it
they approached the horizon. swoop was made on the °astle fc y hound to do something queer about “ I put some little 8a^e J “ ”i^ bl'

liis curate was also changed, not so ago by a clever officer, but he was 1 ,... she explained, shyly. I though mebbt
much in appearance as in thought and appointed. They were too he * 8 * * you would like them to slip in with your
experience. Yet the new spiritual life pared. Bat the reportca™eJpth the white-pillared Hay mansion things. Sabra made part of {hero,
he had been leading had matured and man’s ears, and you know with t p , . stolen away to the big west guess there ain t anybody that s going

- f»r th»t it he- propie a violation^ the Uw istoe w^rst Be», hadetole- L miss ,o„ more than Sabra, M,s,

'“ELSrlt^/rZTs SSSSS ESBSErE EEEEEB^:
Mn^«p=rd;rom 6%

;;»mcse whhichy cn^lhe’ch'ii'ngefrtmigirthood^to wonton4 Many think he is with XgLhina Jo Maybe yciFHmmmm wmim Wmm 35=^ mtr#
E§EE£H£ :.Ei=raiH
Zry,nrLanrL0:ryo,0fthVhTnGLt'n ^tî £ VIrkea iTmid yon come Oh^mïto" have them

hearts that beat there. ï^r^T'r'nmkssl.ms'^med to hâve hTfôrgntte’n allthe thing, long ago." down into the world ? lîmma Games do”° cried. “Come up and
'‘Stunravelllng the threads of’tovera" damped on her ma.m.-r a crTtain di'ch “ ^^“attong prcjnd° e’ ^ahirtlhat Emma8' Gaines !" Betty repeated, see the things,Nettle-then you can tell

-Tie I very good," said Wycheriy. ^“Lytog^'^etme^ng Some- o, running to the doc, come ^‘^oiiowedher.teppmgtof^

“ Let us have another message from the hprpnt from them, “strange that old how, these excellent qualities seeme me ment scent tliere." Indeed, she was down almost as soon There was not a t svmnathv
dead, and all will be right with father. womln_th.t old gypsy woman, Judith, also to detract a little from feminine tew happy eventogs e pe t tl aa bt.r words. She found Emma Games ‘ r=d f?Ct^e Lme to a tMe of TilIany

-111 see I" said Fete. Then as ,f chaUenged me tod., in the hall and gracefulness and helplessness, so true is “iSolemn for standing awkwardly in the h, 1. She But wh en she came to a vase
another idea wa, preoccupying him, he t(lld mp that the spirit of my dead wife it that no accomplishment .or grace is that you t g J ..I m w„ a tall, thin girl, with a trick of

would come no more. She spoke in a acquired except atthe.cost^ ^"thlng ym,ng: people ? »u havp both blu8hlng. She blushed now, even over
prophetic manner she assumes a,one- corresponding. Bnt . ’ ". '''’m thl old become since that first Christmas you her thin neck, as she held out a little
times, as if she had direct oommumca- vanished on acquaintance, and the oin become what is it ?” nackage.
tion with the Unseen. I tried to shake gentle, Pl,s?,"';?emlnLD?h!! -mak ôf^nm '"fintThey could not answer. Amlin “ It's for you," she stammered. “Just
it off the spell, I mean- the fascina- pealed Itself throughAh. o oak of pro- But they could ^ {a,hioll the enmethlng I made. And 1 hope you li
tion she seems to exorcise over me when fessional strength and severity. L “-oreot bv to bed-time ; and Henry be real happy. Miss Betty,
she assumes that stylo of talking. There seemed, too, to be a slight re- . dt „ fc ollt his trap for journey home- “For me?' Bctt,y cricd-

“She's a thorough schemer and hum- straint hovering over this family par y dpar o{ yoUi Emma. ^
whtoh^rrr^^y^^-'tVlcy u'T "alLVhhy%Sngnodf

^’•l^llftt^thvVhr SieTheergda— o°Xrh7d Hie0 many^things about w’hiidi they had -ra haveilked^tobrm;

befaUen our family to their presence." driven her uncle back into the old im- been convers,ng>ad sunk toto an jm- ^^h.^i've liked you, Mise Betty. „
“That's quite an absurd prejudice" ; "^tL^nwiimig'/hro"','.,, pêlu.ig of the’h.ll-bell,' pulled violently Most folks are fussy w en^ie, come ^ P1^^ lnterrllpte,, bpr, the tired face I

said liis father moodily. 1 hey a< ■ ... sniritual and ascetic life which by some excited person, woke her up to and pleasant. 1 never minded if f„u 0f the sweetest'unselfishness. I

.ætr-ss. E>SHSE=£s sst«s : - —-j——-
skies and weeping clouds, bunging to j nauuv

“ A greenmany lips the old adage :
Christmas makes a fat churchyard ; 
but it came iu its white ermine and 
diamonds of frost and whit* pearls of 
icicles pendent from slated roof and 
lowly thatch ; and the snowy raiment 
stretched down thick and soft, from the 
roofs of Rohlra along the steep slope 
that plunged downward to the sea, 
whose dark expanses, unflecked even by 
the foam of breakers, extended in one 

towards the melancholy

In the next week Betty 
steady succession of call 

evening she weut < 
It was a stormy i

“ There was no danger of that,” said 
Wycherly, coolly fanning .the flames of 
the poor fellow's passion. “ There was 
religion barring the way there. But 
why should Dolly Sullivan give you the 
* go-by,’ Dick, and take to the \ank? 
It is a shame for a Hue fellow like you to 
allow that splendid girl to throw herself 

old dried-up curmudgeon
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bell, tapped at her door.
“ Are yon awake, Annie ?" he said. 
“Yes I What's the matter?" sheTHE BLINDNESS OF DB. GRAY library, 

the family were at home, 
a footstool to her mother's 

“Mother," she began, o< 
going to be my wedding, t' 

“Certainly we supposée 
Mrs. Hay replied.

Marjory clapped her ha 
ally, and looked across a( 
utill, roy heart! I knev 
that that night on the ver 
itii l 1 are tint same size 
was nat irai—”

“You foolish child," Alic 
“do you suppose 1 have 
secret whenever he look* 
feels himself bound in ho 
will speak to heart. I 

the secret to the f

Br Rev. P.A. Shbbhan.D. D. 
of ‘My New Curate," Luke Deimege." 

“Lisheen," "Glenanaar,"' etc.

CHAPTER XXXIII
CONSPIRING

away on an 
like Kerins.”

It is the unhappy lot, hitherto, of the 
Irish peasant that he lias never learned 
to curb his temper. It is the great 
traitor of his race. When it ia touched, 
there is no secret so deep that it may 
not be revealed, no resolution so strong 
that it may not be repealed. Wycherly 
knew well how to play on the double 
organ, whose keys elicit truth, even 
though they drive out dangerous sparks 
with it—the double organ of jealousy

Dick Duggan was growing impatient.
In his constant supervision over Kerins 
and his covetous watchfulness over 
Crosslields farm, he had noticed that 
Kerins was not drinking himself into his 
grave half-fast enough for his wishes.
He would have put a distillery at his 
deor, if he could expedite the ruin of 
this man, who stood in the way of his 
felicity. But somehow, Kerins seemed 
to have stood still and paused on the 
brink of ruin ; and to Dick's intense dis
gust, after some weeks had passed by, 
it was noticed that the young priest.
Father Henry Liston, was in the habit 
of visiting there ; that, as a probable 
result thereof, Kerins had given up 
drink absolutely ; and that, as a climax 
to the calamity, Mass had been said in 
Crossflelds. and rumor had it that Kerins 
had beeu to confession and Communion.

This was intolerable. The hopes that 
had been suddenly raised were now 
dashed to the ground. It was clear 
that, under the care and zealous watch
fulness of the young priest, Kerins had 
turned over a new leal in life, and might 
now be considered once more on the 
high road to prosperity. Dick Duggan 
gave up his morning vigils and remained 
in bed, instead of sullenly contemplat
ing the gray thatched roof and the dewy 
fields that lay around the coveted farm.
But it created an additional grievance 
against the priests, whose untimely zeal 
had wrested, as he thought, the prize 
from his grasp. It roused at the same 
time a secret fury in his soul against the 
man on whose misfortunes he had been 
hoping to build up his own prosperity.

Tliere was another person, also 
es ted and still more deeply annoyed by 
the sudden onrersiou of Kerins fr.ira a 
eot to a decent, industrious min. Ned 
Wycherly now saw clearly that a prize 
was slipping from his grasp-perhaps a 
douille prize, because how could he ask 
Annie O'Farrell to marry him, if he had 
no home to oiler her ? Again and again 
he approached Kerins on the subject, 
always meeting evaiive answers, which 
bee line by degrees emphatic refusals.
It was just before that period, and whilst
purchase Crosifletos. that he wnn’tto'the “He's a dangerous man," said Wy
city to»c A^-ie O Farrei and strive to cher,, tç /^'ni^n't care" tote^t hlm 

gaLn,, /L™.e dreams had now vanished, in the dark, if he has anything against

‘"U wash,oneroef hiTangry and despair- ag™ n, ami I think °1 “shau\?ke another 

fnl moods he met Dick Duggan one run to sea.
evening and gradually brought the sub- “Tile last didnt serve you much, 
ieottabont iu their Conversation. They said Pete “ I told you von made a 
met in the boreen that ran down from take in leaving the old man too much 
the rear of Oroaaffelds farm toward Dun- alone. You have given in too easily.
lrerrin Castle Wycherly was coming You may not win the wife you hoped for, 
m, f m tîe oêaoh and Dick was going but as the people about here say, 
to see Pete oil some secret errand. - There's as good Ush in the sea as ever
‘ “ You £»dn't go down," said Ned were caught.' Bnt there s only one 
Wvnherlv “ Fete is coming up to the Rohira.”
i * « wirh some messages after me and “ True 1” said Wycherly, musing.

i , Î, here ZectTv " “ But you don't know how stubborn the
"“Wed.bosayto'iMaster Ned," said old man is. He never liked me. Every- 

“ that some day or another that thing is coming out against me. And 
wû'p.xt.* will be after getting himself we are certainly in some danger now. same Fete millbe.alter gen « There are 3pies somewhere. You heard

and other, i toth ? ^ Wycbprly. wbat Duggan said about Kerins and his

“ Pete is an honest fellow enough-thut talk when he's in , , ,her
is as honest as any half-dozen of my ac- “ Yes, said the little father,

’ i l lie works well ; and, if his “ Kerins stands in everybody s way. quaiutai.ee; IF k that's iu their And the remark led him into a mood
„ hhsol" Of musing, from which the impatient

8y“'Throe for yon !" said Dick. “But Wycherly aroused him. 
the law of the land is a wonderful thing “ l suppose you ve heard that Jack 
intirely. It has very long arrums and has been very unwell and is coming

Te“'VTtoarLr’ than a gypsy's, espee- 1 Yes 1 1 have heard," said Pete.
iallyNa gypsy woman’a," said Wycherly. “He may get over thl"'„or Î1*1 ™.ay
“ Besides no one around here is going probably be ordered abroad, said XV y- 
to bother about an occasional goose or cherly. “ 1 was thinking that perhaps 
V* ^ „ we might get a message from the—sea-

« if you were to hear the Yank in bis spirit to my father in connexion with 
liquor swearin’ at 'em, you wouldu t, ,1 aek.' 
think so,” said Dick. M heard him “A message?

night some months ago; an’he was comprehending. „
“ things that would wake up even a “ l mean a word from—my my ,

the horrid words seemed to choke him, 
America j “ my mother to the effect that this ill

ness of Jack’s is.a punishment, a retri
bution, or something for my father's 

“ He has treatment of me."
“ Ha !” said Fete, grasping at the

unbroken line 
horizon. Picturesque and coldly beau
tiful as it was, there was au aspect of 
sadness and loneliness around it, as of a 
laud of death and a sea of desolation ;

the imagination could hardly 
conjure up the dream oi departed sum
mers, or summers yet to be, but now 
coiled up aud hidden beneath the tierce 
frown of a wintry landscape.

So thought Jack W>cherely, as he 
walked from the fire to the window, 
from the window to the tire, gazing into 
the latter as if he saw there his life aud 
fortunes crumbling into white ashes 
under the blaze of destiny, a id watch
ing the dreary prospect from the win 
dow, as one who was studying a sceue 
which he was not to see again. He was 
deeply depressed. Conscious oi great 
powers, aud with that consciousness 
confirmed by the verdict of bis super
iors, he had been pushing along the 
paths of his profession with all that 
buoyancy and hope that belong t.“ gifted 
and impassioned youth. He saw a 
great career opened before him, leading 
on to honours and emoluments, and ter
minating only at the highest pinnacle of 
earthly success. And now, suddenly 
there trickles across that sunlit path a 
tiny stream of blood ; and the whole 
vision is blotted out forever. For he 
knew quite enough of medical science to 
understand that he was now drifting 
into that state where medical skill was 
practically unavailing; and all that 
could be done was to avert the evil 
day. And so the young student strode 
from the lire to the window, and from 
the window to the tire, his dreary 
thoughts broken only by the harsh, dry 
cough, which instantly brought out the 
handkerchief and the terrible inquisi
tion, was blood there ?

Edward Wycherly had left the house 
aud had gone no one know where, ex
cept perhaps Fete the Gypsy. W hether 
it was a second or third angry alterca
tion he had with his father, l_ 
dreaded meeting the victim of his drun
ken passion, he had tied the place and 
the common report, “ Gone to sea,” had 
to satisfy the imagination of those who 
knew nothing of the many secrets of his 
life.

where “ She said

TO BE CONTINUED carry
but since you ve discove 
wou't be much work

and hate. . .
Some faint suspicion that Martha 

Sullivan had been won from Ills side by 
this detested Yankee had already winged 
its way to Dick Duggan's ears, but had 
been promptly rejected as impossible. 
Now apparently, it was the talk of the 
parish, and coupled with the refurnish
ing of the house, it brought a terrible 
conviction home to the heart of the un- 

He had lost Crositields

THE LAST QU BERN ESS OF 
BETTY BAY g-iwn*

“Oh, make them keej 
begged, laughing. “I h 
to talk about really, if >'< 
me a chance.”

Marjory and Alicia exc 
of deep understanding a 
stantly mute. The alien 
trating that Betty's oui, 

her back upon th<

“ I am

So, it's the engineering feller, after 
I," Mrs. Hobey said. “ Didn’t 1 tell 

you ’twoud be ? They didn't deceive 
me, for all they were so dreadful mum 
about it. Aud you mark my words— 
they’ll he something queer about the 
wedding. Betty Hay never has done 
things like other folks, and she isn’t 
going to begin now.”

“ Betty Hay's the nicest girl in Green
field 1” Mrs! Robey's caller replied 
warmly. “1 halu't seen Mr. Edmoud- 
ton, but he'll have to be pretty tine to 
be good enough for her—that a all 1 ve 
got to say."

“ 1 guess 1 don't need anybody to tell 
me anything about Betty Hay at this 
late day,” Mrs. Itobey responded, with 
offended dignity. “I've known her ever 
since she was born, and there never was 
anybody iu town to hold a candle to her. 
But that aiu't saying she'll do things 
like other folks ; she won't, aud that s 
all there is about it."

Whether it was the effect of Mrs. 
Robey's surprising bass voice or her de
cision of manner, it was a delicate art 
to maintain a harmonious conversation 
with her, and still more difficult to re
tain her respect after an encounter. 
Those who ignomiuously went down be
fore her she accounted “ meeehiug," 
while those who refused to yield were 

Mrs. Holcomb

all,
The more

happy man. ,
forever, and he had beeu jilted iu favor 
ul a destosted rival. Ilia cup ui bittor- 

full. Ilia dark, awarthy face
to turn 
she began again, “I—1 w 
thing for my weddi 
think it queer, but plea 

help it. First of al

ness was
became livid under the terrible excite
ment, as he clenched his fists together 
and said : .

“ You may be jokin,’ or you may be iu 
airnest. Master Ned. an' I'm thinkin the 
joke will be turned agin you yet, and 
that you'll laugh at the other side of 
your mouth, if all the people do be sayiu 
is thrue. But that's your own affair. 
Au" tis your owu affair, too, that the 
priesht's uieoe, widout a pinny to bless 
herself wid, have given you the cowld 
showlder. But, in respect of Kerins, 
don't be afeared that auny man or 'uman 
in the parish 'ud laugh at me. For, by 
the Lord God, I'll make sich an example 
of Kerins, an’ all belonging to him, 
an' all that have an) thin' to say 
to him. that it’ll be remimbered in the 
parish as long as the ould castle shtands 
there forninst the sea.”

“ Take care 1” said Wycherly 
lessly, “ he carries his shooting-irons 
with him wherever he goes,and a bullet 
goes faster than a shillelah."

“ An’ there's somethin faster than a 
bullet," Slid Dick savaqely, ns he moved 

“ and it makes no noise.”

»R.

can
to have a bit of sewing o 
lent week.”

‘•1 meant that you a 
Mrs. Ray Answered, 

brows over theshe said, stiffly.
“Of course I know it after all the 

I've known you, Emma Gaines, but 
Just wait till

pretty 
know that was the way 
all along, but there 
ruptlons. I'm afraid 
foulard—”

“Trial's part of it, 
eagerly. “Mother, I 
blue foulard. 1 have pi 
I want to take it iu to 
exchange it and that 
boucht for it."

“Exchange it,” Betty 
lutely, “for a damask 
some pink silk for a 
Tiffany vase, and if ther 
there are plenty of oth<

1 wish it all the same, 
you're married—you may 
dozen things from Europe."

“1 guess I ain't the kind that gets 
married," Emma declared, soberly.

Emma Gaines stayed half an hour. 
As she went out the gate she met Mrs. 
Hobey limping in, a bottle under her 

Seeing Betty at the door, she 
called out her commands :

“ You come down and get this, Bett;. 
Hay—it's all 1 can do to hist myself up 

let alone a bottle of black- 
let me alone

have a half

these steps,
berry cordial. No, you 
I'll get along by myself best. 1 his 
real good lor stomach troubles, and 
there's no knowing when you might neeo 
it.”

are not.
“But, Betty dear, * 

lineu enough, and what 
another vase? 1 don't 

“It's Emma Gaines : 
and Nettie aud Mrs. Br
other people—people t 
the loveliness of wedd 
gowns and things -sum 
never can have a we. 
aee? It seems so dread 
so much, when just a ti 
it would make them s- 
you to help me to have 
time a girl ever had. 
a single luncheon or 
kind—I've given all tb 
but we're going to ft 
Salira Fratt, and Mrs. 
have a damask table 
initials embroidered 
Ikiwen—I don't care il 
going to have 
looking at mine, ai 
wouldn't care how hai 
duv if »he had some 
that to put on up in h 
Then there's my litt 
that's going to Emm* 
are ever so many th 
whole list. Will you

“ 1 suppose,” said 
that's a gentle hint f
pocket-book.”

Betty perched up- 
chair.

“Oil, will you, dadt 
any of these things— 
but there's one thin 
want to send Phoebe 
trip all by herself—' 
have to take one of 
because she never 
herself. But when ; 
has worked and work 
good times aud nev 
herself—and she 
Niagara than anyth 
would you ?

“ I throw up my 
Hay. “ Take what )

Betty's small, fini 
her father's ; they i 

Then I

or that he
dominated “ uppish.”

of the majority, aud thereforewas one
meeehiug. Her next remark was ven
tured meekly :

“They gave her a lineu shower >ester-

“ It was lovely of you, Mrs. Hobey. 
Betty replied. “ Nobody in the world 
but you would have thought of it.

» I knew you'd have enough senseless 
e Of course!” Mrs. Hobey retorted, truck given you.” Mrs. Hobey declared. 

“To them that baa «hall be given. I " I've come up to see it, though.it « a 
never had a real damask table cloth in fmilishnea», the things folks glM_ t 
rny life, and the Kays have closets lull, folks that have everything, «J*»?- 
1,1 be bound, hut nobody thinks ol “ Oh, but they mean no much. Belt) 
giving p« pl“ like ns linen showers." ple.de,l. "Just wait till l show you,

“Ain’t they kind of new?” Mrs. Mrs. Robey.
Holcomb inquired, hesitatingly. “I Mrs. Itobey aether lips. Ihe silver 
d. ,,'t -emember -uy inch doine. when I ! left her unmoved, and the cut gl.i 

" ™ " i awakened her scorn ; but when she saw
M«. Robey's firm mouth set at the the linen, a wistfnlnes, crept into her 

She’had lived in Greenüeld all obstinate old face in spite of herself,and 
her gharled hand felt one of the heavy 
damask tablecloths with a touch that

“ I am afraid,” said Dr. Wycherly, 
coming into the room where Jack was 
striding up and down, “ we shall have a 
lonely Christmas. 1 was expecting a 
letter from Dion. He ought to have 
written at least at such a time. We 
are rather a scattered flock now.”

Jack strode up and down the well- 
worn carpet iu »ileuoe. Thou ho went 
to the window.

“ Most families are scattered abroad 
at Christmas time,” he said.

“ Of course,” said his father, plunging 
into the pockets of his

!
a silk u

his hands deep 
velvet jacket, “ tha^ ia the case where 
the young are grown up and have left 
the nest. Although I don't like the fel
low at all, I'm half sorry Ned didn't re
main over the New Year.”

Jack coughed slightly at the window 
and looked at his handkerchief.

“ There is no sign of blood ?” said 
his father, who saw the action.

“ No I” said Jack. “ And I 
is foolish to be so nervous about it. But 
when one has got a bad fright, it sticks 
to him.”

“ 1 still can't bring myself to believe 
that it was entirely constitutional, as 
your doctors say, I don’t believe the 
lung could have softened so much with
out some symptoms revealing them
selves. I'm sure it was some accident. 
You pushed against something, or 
strained yourself in some way. And 
you know that doesn't count for much.

“ I'm afraid you are too sanguine 
father.” Jack replied. “ I don’t deceive 
myself. The symptoms are unmistak
able."

“ That means you're going abroad 
also ?" said his father queruloasly. “ If 
phthisis reveals itself, 
climate for you to dwell in.”

And the white, dismal landscape and 
the steel gray sky and the melancholy 
ocean seemed to reply : “ Yes ! This is

was almost a caress.
“ I has my monogram worked on it, 

Bottv said. “ See, i»*1'6 beautiful ?”
“ 1 suppose that's the latest? Mrs. 

Hobey retorted, but somehow the scorn 
she tried to put into her voice failed 

“ Well they could do worse 
B. R.—they'd

was an uncompro-

Dick
things. My letters 
look good done like that, would» t they. 
But I never hail a piece of real damask 
in my life, and I don't expect to. ’

looked at her suddenly with
kuow it

women

Yes !” said Fete, not

barrack of police.”
“ Tùey s*v he's not going to

----- said Wycherly, anxious enough
ation, which was

this would be no
those two. 
at the girls, who 
each other with lift

“ I suppose.” sai 
have to humor her.”

•* Yes, poor thing, 
fatally if we didn' 
they'ie in that co 
wholly responsible.

Betty's eyes wen 
mother.

“ I must say, Bett 
a very queer noti 
people should hav 
when they are not ; 
And that blue foula 
so becoming ! But 
aist—”

Betty, springing 
girls and her moth 
brace. “ Nobody 
dear a family 1” all

now
to turn the oouvers 
verging on dangerous issues, 
sobered up ; and someof my men told me 

of furniture going in
place for an invalid. Let him go, 

and as speedily as possible !”“ You know, Fete," said Wycherly, 
appealing to the selfish nature of the 
man, “ you and yours can never be safe 
under a stranger. If Jack comes in, out 

If I can take my rightful place

they saw a 
there this week." „

“'Twill go out agin the same way, 
said Dick. “Aud that before long. 
Here’s Fete 1"

The gypsy, holding a coil of rope 
loosely on one arm and the rudder of a 
small punt in the other, came lightly up 
the pathway. He had seen the two men 
in close conversation whilst he was far 
away, but he now seemed to start 
slightly and to be somewhat disturbed 
at meeting them, lie drew back a little, 
but Wycherly said cheerily :

“ Come on, Pete I There s no one 
here but D iggxn, and he has some busi
ness with you." , ,, „

“Oh, 'tis nothin at all, nothin at all, 
said Dick with affected cheerfulness 
“ Only the leant of somethin' l wanted 
down at the ould castle. But it can

W“’l)id you heir that Kerins had given 
up the notion of America ?" said Wych
erly, addressing Pete.

“ Yus 1" said Pete, looking earnestly 
He's furnishing up

you go.
as master here, you and the old woman 
and your children are safe forever.”

“ Unless I am jugged,” said Fete, 
with a shrug of the shoulders, “ which is 
as likely as not. But," he added, his 
dark eyes kindling into a blaze as he 
spoke, “ I won't go down without bring
ing many with me.”

“That’squite right!'' said Wycherly. 
“But the quietest way of working oar 
point is best, so long as we can pursue 
it. If we can wind up this little busi
ness of ours, which is becoming more 
dangerous every day, and if we can got 
the old man to change his mind, all will 
be well. I look upon Jack as already 
out of my way.” •

“ The old woman foretold it, said 
Fete. “ Tne evening these young ladies 
were here, Judith told them that the 
spirit of his mother was calling him to

It was a beau 
church was crowd© 
Sabra was there, 
the carriage Betty 

At the house,
only lher closest tr 
to them to the last 

When finally sh 
looked at the pil 
packages to be din 
queerness of Bet 
“ What do you 

of Bett

Sabra said 'em over to me, every 
back so all

at Dick Duggan, 
the old place and is about to be 
married.”

“There, Duggan, you see 1 
said Wycherly,
• little father ’ km

right,” 
“ The queerness 

Nelson Thurston, 
panion.

maliciously.
everything worth 

knowing, lint Dick says he can't hold
™ "“"Which of the two i, the more danger- 

;„rw .nit- the wav it came in.” ous for us—Kerins or Duggan ?
8>" f doubt that," said the little father ; Wycherly reflected a little, 
crovelv “ lie's a stubborn fellow, that “ lverins, certainly 1

test■£• ' '100 tlkW “ ri8ht awa? thecast^Hhat°ena„age^"y0U ^

‘“"“unless some wan gives him a showl- " Not all. There are a few packages 
der »d puts him in the wrong turn still left. But all s right now. That 

_ :n « „„id Dick, whose temper was pressed hay was a good idea. There 
8 a ' n„ rtsimr isn't the slightest suspicion.
“Well in any case, I tear you'll have 1 Iu turned away, muttering :

to wait for the young mistress and “Pity you haven t more nerve.
Crossflelds, Dick." said Wycherly, who a fortune waa in our hands, 
was anxious to gut from Dick all that

glass she caught her breath.
“O, Miss Butty!" she cried, 

coat very much?"
“I'm afraid they do—most of them, 

Betty answered, reluctantly. “Do you 
like it ao much, Nettie?"

The light died out of Netties face, 
and she put aside her mnmcut'a happy 
dream. “1 was thinking of Sabra, she |

S11“0h'," *Betty cried, with a little break 
in her voice, “it doesn't seem fair that 1 
should have all this, and people like 
Sabra, bearing all that pain so

"Do they

Where Is
_- - Protestants seei
olics do n »t pay 
Scripture. Well, 

But Catho 
about the Scripti 
Mass. The Epist 
read for them a 
from the parable» 
Lord. Iu this wa 
faithful to Mass 
about Holy Scrip 
Protestant minist 
at all in their s 
their sermons at 
Word of God. H 

told of thf 
Springfield (Mas?

■
Duggan ia a

never once

ever so

What

b°“k\"esWi Masther Ned," said the angry 
“ And I'm afraid your honor

«““‘have to wait, too, before yoi 
Crossflelds to Rohira and bring the 
priesht's niece in wid you."
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