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So absorbed were they both in the fute of the COMusther Gerald, it was)?” he eried vehe-
‘Custle, they did not notice the form of a mnn [ mently. . #¢'There 'tis oul now, an’ whativer _you
wliding cuutiously up the road under shelter of sy I'in able to bear it
the hedges, until he venched w shady recess | In his first impulse of indignation the young
within a yard or two of where Gerald O'Dwyer nan eried angrily :
was rooted, nid custsearching, half-timidglanees ;¢ This is i frighiful crime. How can you
at the young man’s fuce, revealed as it was in " dare ugk my pardon for it 77
the weird light of the conflagration. [ " 1 don't axe ibany more sir)”? said the man,

tiflow could this have happened 7' at last, “denwing himself up sternly, all hig terror chang-
exclaimed the priest, © 10 may bave beentan o ed o roek-like finmmess, “ If you're displeased
secident.” swid e, 11 sufter like . man for what 1 done.

S An accident!” reprited Gernld O Dwyer, L You may tuke we to the wojers this minnit an?
techanically, He stopped and started violently. 1 wow't rise a finger fo get free. Only I thought,
e felt Lis cont pulled tightly from behind, perliups, you mightn't think it any grate crime

He turned in amnzanent, A man stood half- | afther all to keep the black sthranger out o? Kil-

cronchingly behind him, who whispered inoasheelan”
I

frightened tone: 'I‘wn opposite feclings were stinggling in
G Masther Gerald £ serald O Dwyer's breast—clenr, decided repug-
A glance at the shrinking stranger, now iln nanee, as to the erime @ deep personal and

full light of the flames, made Gerndd st againg ancestenl eotion, as to the motives of the cri-
“nde Hyanl?? . Sminal, The spectacle of criminal loyalty is
Hugh, Masther Gerndd, sy for the Tove o 1 ravely withont comimiseration.

Beaven ! the neweomer whispered, A moment’s reflection, and he wrung warmly

There was something in his broken voive and ' the rough hand  thate had given ]ulhhu:lun to

frightemed face that immediately told Gerald Dhe flaines,

there was something wrong, ! 4 Forgive we, Tade,” he eried, impulsively.
“Pude, why are yothere? - Why do'you look | 91 know it was a mistaken Tove for me and my
that way 77! ‘ house that prompted you Lo this, "As furas T am
“The oudd Castly, sir—the burnin'—the burne; concerned, your confession is'a confidence, and
intin . } ST will not ln-tm) it.  With your own conscience
G Well, well, Tade, we must bear it,)” suid | i vou must settle the rest, for I have no power
the voung man, his heart deeply moved ot the s to pnulon vou.!
0an’s strong clnnhun “8eet Toam bearing it; @ Mo faéir 7 'tis Father John has the power
cheerfully myself,” @ to do that,” cried Ryan, lis old humour return-
$MPEsn't that, sir—"tisn’t that,”” Ryan mur-!uw with the favour nf His young lord, tfan?
mured tremulously, ¢ but—but—Iioly Vargin! frorrna pinance’ from this o the honr o' my
I'm afeared to say it." i death T'H gridge, so owld Arshlade is on the
tUnde you used not to be a coward.” cowld side of the Castle,”
“No more T iver was afeared o’ man till now. | Gerald turned to the priest, who was an as--
"Tis of you, Masther Gerald, U'm afeared.” tounded witness of the latter part of the dis-
“What do you mean? ! closgure
“Phe ould place, sir—you thought ‘lwas he| ¢ Lt may be all for the best. - Who knows ?
accident the fire cem”? A Many u bad teadition is baried in those fiery
St . .~ | ruins : betler ones may replace them.”

It was not an accident,” . R . L. . . '

£ Nob an accident)? . .

There was absolute. eringing terror in thd CHAPTER XIV.
maw's voice-us he went on: TAREE VHARS AFTER.

“I know you'll nivér forgive me, sir, but 1 Three yeirs! They are bubbles in an ocean-—
heerd that Kilsheelan was goin' over to ihe spots in eternity. Yetl the joys and woes, the
sthranger—that they were robbin? you an’ rol- | pregnant histoies of thése atamy days, and
bin' us all o the ould plice, an’ me blood biled | hours, and minutes,
to think nothin’ could save it. ¢ Betiber have 'l'hmc years sincee we last saw the 'J‘xppemr\"
it Lurned to o eindhier, sez 1, than. a mane up-{ mouniain-side, when the Dreath of the dex- -
shtart should iver glory in it—r» troying sugel passed over the. Castle aud left

fHeavens! Then it was you—r it a charred and Dlackened phantom, A pen-




