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CHAPTER XXIX
A REVERIE AND A NIGHT CALL

Nurse O'Farrell was sitting
alone one of the nights of that |
winter in the nurses’ room off the
main corridor of a certain hospital in |
the City. She had been four years or
more in the profession, had passed
through the stern novitiate, had seen
life abroad at some private houses,
where wealthy patients were under her |
hands ; but her heart had not yet hard- |
ened at the sight of suffering, nor had it |
been closed up to the gentle influences |
that rained upon it, even though at |
widely separated intervals, from old and |
cherished friendships. From time to |
time she rose and passed into the adja
cent ward, walking very gently in her
soft felt slippers, and peering under the
faint light of the lamps at the faces of
the snfarers, Sometimes she had to raise
up the bed-clothes, fallen from the arm |
of a restless sleeper ; sometimes she had |
to raise and smooth a sunken pillow ;
sometimes she watched for minutes in
silence to deteot any morbid symptoms
in some patient who had undergone an
operation ; and sometimes she had to
speak a soothing word to some poor in
valid, tortured by insomnia and staring
half frantic from eeiling to floor to get
gome rest for that throbbing brain. She
was too young to philosophize wuch on
such matters ; but the constaut sight of |
suffering made her very humble ; and,
it was always with a little silent sigh of
gratitude, she went back to the lonely
room. This night, too, her thoughts
had taken an usually deep and reveren-
tial turn, for she had been reading a
letter which had come by the evening
mail from the far-off convent where her
friend, Mary Liston, was carrying on |
another heroic woman's work in prayer
for smitten humanity. Aunie had read
the letter hastily when the post came in.
Then she had been summoned to tea.
Now, in the intervals of her solemu
watchings, she had more leisure to take
np the precious paper and study it, line |
by line.

They were the words of a fine soul, |
which by one stupendous act of self-|
sacrifice had emancipated itself com- |
pletely from the things of earth and was
walking in the eye of heaven. And |
beueath the sweet, solemn words there |
breathed a toue of gentle humility that |
brought tears into Annie's eyes.

“You know,” she said, *we have the |
same vocation—you, to work ; I, to pray, |

| inflicting,

| mutterine

so timid ever so many years ago. Then,
one day, she nearly fell when a strange-
ly familiar voice behind her, as she
walked along the hospital eorridor, said
deferentially

“ Miss O'Farrell—Annie—why do you
avoidme ? Do you forget Jack Wycher-
ly, your old pupil 2"

But in a moment her woman's wit and
sell- possession came back ; and, looking
him steadily in the face, she said coldly :

“You are not the Jack Wycherly that
I knew."”

“Oh, but 1 am, Miss O'Farrell,"” he
said, not understanding the sinister
meaning of her words, * Surely, 1

haven’t changed so much in appearance |
| that you canuot recognize me ?"

“ In appearance not much,’ she said,
“ But you are not the boy, so gentle and
s0 proud, thut used to come to uncle's ;
and you are not the Jack Wycherly that
did the honours of Rohira to me and my
friend."”

Something in her tone of voice struek
him. It was an echo of his own con-
science ; and the hot blush ran to his

“ How is that, Miss O'Farrell 2" he
asked with an offended air,

She hesitated for a moment, unwill-
ing to offend or give pain, for that sud-
den flush of face showed how deeply he
felt her words. But her strong will
came to her aid.

“ The young medical student,” she
said slowly, but now she had grown pale

1

| from the stifling apprehension that op- | ol things that should long ago be for- ‘ of the young man deeply and he made |
Her heart beat quicker as | gotten and forgiven.

“ No, Miss, 'tis one of our young men, | my sympathies are with the people from

who was brought here by the police. 1
think there was a row, and he's pretty
bad.”

Her heart seemed to stand still with |

apprebension : but she said ealmly :
| shall ring when I'm ready.”

She at once got the bed-clothes and | those di

other necessaries from the hot-press
swiftly lighted the fire in the bed-room ;
brought in all the surgical and medical
appliances she deemed necessary ; took
one look around to see that nothing was
wanting, and then touched the bell.
Through a sense of duty she remained
standing in the room, although she
would have given worlds to get away

pressed her,
the mufed tread of the attendants came

| candidate steps forward, I shall support

aught else against my country ? I, who

whom | have sprung. have always been on the side of the

If any Nationalist

him.

vote,”
“1 was hoping,” said the other with

If none, I shall noc record my

fought for Ireland, before any of you,
you insolent and ignorant young puppies,
unrofed temper, “that the time for | was born—I, to be taken as a traitor
inctions had gone by, and that | and a backslider by fellows that do not
all elasses were now united in view of | regard the laws of God or man, and who
the common welfare.” | would thank God that they had a
The old man shook his head. country to sell—oh! what an age to
“You are mistaken, si he said. | live in! 'Tis loug, Gleeson, since your
W At least, so far as | kuow, we have not | father, or your brave old grandfather,
reached that point as yet."” who carried his pike in "18, would think
# [ think,” said Mr, Reeves, * that by- | and speak as you have spoken.”
gones should be bygones. The worst of The violent emotion of the old blind
our people is that they are so retentive | priest seemed to touch the sensibilities

So long as the |

an ahject but fruitless apology. The
classes are at war with one anuther.‘

shame of being thought a traitor to his

“ near ; she opened the door, and beld it | what hope can there be for the future? " | principles, even when he was most deeply

|

with pain—the pain she knew she was |

streets at midnight, and spends valu-
able time in flirting with giddy girls
under gas-lamps, is not the Jack
Wycherly whom I knew long ago !"”

He was silent, looking at her, wonder-
ingly, doubtingly. Then, suddenly, a
great wave of offended pride seemed to
sweep over liis soul, for he turned away

“ These are things that drive men to
the devil !

Since that day they had not spoken.
They met but seldom ; and then only in
the ~operation-room, or in the wards,
where there were always many students
and a few nurses and doetors ; and there

“ who insuits ladies in the |

open for them, then she gave one quick
g'ance at the insensible form that lay on

the streteher ; and she saw her worst | are wholly

fears verified. It was Jack Wycherly,
quite insensible, and there was a froth
of blood around his mouth.

“Not much, perhaps,” said the priest. | attached to them, had gone too far into

| “But, you see, our ideals and principles | the breast of the old man to be relieved

irreconcilable. At least,” | by mere excuses. He made a gesture

| he said, correcting himself hastily and | as if to bid the young man go; and the

Silently, she helped to undress him, |

pot daring to ask a question. Once, as
she had to stoop over#his face, the odour
of spirits, miugled with the rauk
of blood, seemed to exhale from his lips.
And then, as the form of the prostrate
student swayed helplessly to and fro
under her hands, and she saw the degra-
dation, as well as the sorrow of the thing,
her firm will gave way, and she found to
her intense humiliation that she was
weeping. The doctor saw it, stared for
a moment at her, and then went over to
contemplate the fire, twirling his stetho

scope between his fingers.

When all was right, and the student
lay back on the dry, eool pillow, the
doetor came over, bade the nurse un-
cover the chest of his patient, applied
the stethoscope, moving the hollow tube

| gently over every region of the chest.

seemed to be a tacit understanding that |

they should not recognize each other.

Yet at times her heart was troubled at |

his words: * These are the things that
drive men to the devil!"” and she used
to watch him carefully when he was en-
grossed in his patients, to see whether
there were any signs of dissipation—any
of the slight hints that Nature gives

when she is undergoing ill-treatment. |

But no ! he was always the same hand- |

some, clever Jack Wycherly ; and every

utation.
One day a young nurse said to her :

for those who are so dear to God. Some-
times | think that yours is the higher |
calling ; and I say to myself : *‘Won't
you be surprised if you see little Ananie |
very much higher than you shall be in
Heaven ? Then, to reassure myself, |
put out my haund, for these thoughts
aiways come in the watches of the night,
and I touch the rough rug, or the coarse
habit, or the masonry on the wall, that |
is not even plastered. I do this to give
myself a little courage, so that [ may be
able to say I'm doing a little for our
Lord. But then the thought cecurs :
*Ah ! but now the little martyr, Annie,
is up and watehing and alone ; and I see
her as the hands go round slowly on the
elock ; and she must not sleep, nor even
doze ; for there beneath her hands are
precious lives that must be protected so
that the little fl.me shall not flicker, nor
go out in the darkness. And I—1 can
sleep and sleep soundly ; and I have no
great responsibility ; and therefore, 1
shall have no great reward. And then,
Annie can pray as well as watch and
work ; and I see her dear face bent over
her prayerbook or her book of medita
tions there under the gas-lamp when not
a sound breaks the silence or interrupts
her communion with God. Ah me | it
is all very grand aud beautiful ; and 1

|

day seemed to add something to his rep- |
|

[

|

“That young student, whom you notice
so much. has the most perfect Grecian
ace | ever saw. It is the face of a
young god !"

She had been reading French novels.
But Annie was annoyed ; and from that
day forward, she was mord circumspect |
in her looks. But the vision had not
faded ; and now, as the elock struck mid-
night and the letter of the young Col-
lettine lay open in her lap, she went
over all these details again, as a young
girl will, who has come to the years of
idle musing and reverie.

She sighed a little and took up the
letter of her young friend again,

-

“ It isidle to hope, I suppose, that they
will ever become Uatholies; but then, in
their own way, they may serve God. |
am quite sure that the good old doctor

ill get many and great graces hefore
s, fo 1 his kindness to the suf-
g poor. And 1 think that boy has
a future—that is, if his mother does not
come for him. But, there ! these are
melancholy thoughts, Let us dismiss
them! Will you ever come to see me ?
I am dying to see you, dear Aunnie, and
in your nurse's uniform. Is it blue,
navy blue, or brown ? I hope the latter,

e A because that is the color of our Order
think how our dear Father, St. Francis, | and our habit. Won't you laugh when

would love you, because of all your kind- | you
ness to the little ones of Christ. And | |
don’t be surprised, dear Aunie, if sone
night, when youn are lifting up and sooth-
ing some poor sick child — don’t be sur-
prised if St. Anthony comes and places
the Divine Infant in your arms, There !
you'll say, [ suppose, I'm rhapsodical ;
and these are dreams of a sick nun, but
stranger things have happened; and |
then, nothing can be too great or good
for my Aunie,

see my rough brown habit and

leathern belt ( but that's fashionable

now, I believe ) and sandals 2 Youa will
| be a little shocked at our flagged floors,
and the arched ceilings of brick over
our cells, and the rough masonry of our
walls, But you will have no oceasion
for hygienic (is that the word ?) lec-
tures. Everything is spotless and clean
as your own room at the hospital.—Hark !
| there goes the vigilante to ring the

bell for Vespers ; and you know our rule
“ 1 wonder do you often go down to the letter unfinished !| meals untasted,

dear old spot where we spent a few | ate.—good-night and pray for me!"”
happy weeks together. Rohira comes But the letter, iu(un:nt.um as it was
to me sometimes as in a dream—the sea, | did not set aside the vision of the student
apd the old gray castle, and the gentle | and its pain. The night wore on; and
old doetor, and that poor boy, whom the | the darkness aud loneliness seemed to
gypsy said his mother was calling 3 deepen. Aunie rose more frequently
But here the letter fell from Aunie's | than her duties demanded, and walked
hand : and she began to muse an i think. | her ward on tiptoe. It was the deepest
And she saw two sad pietur hour, preceeding the dawn, and sleep
she would bave liked, if she v geemed to hang heavy on the eyelids of
to blot from memory. The one m the sufferers. At ||-uw(, she A(hwl:l\'.

was of a cortain winter night, when she | I ghall have little more to do to-night
was hastening to her night-duty across

8, which

until the day-nurse comes at 8. 1 shall
the city ; and she passed at a certain | read a little ; think a little, dream
street corner a group of young men ; and | 4 little; ah | if [ could only pray
they whistled and chirped ; and turning 5

muech, and not a little. Ah! my little
Collettine, you are up now after your
four hours' sleep. 1 see you in the dim
cold choir, where the yellow lamps are
smoking and giving barely light enough

round indignantly, she thought she
recognized the face of Jack Wyeherly,
and that he slunk ba into the darkness
before her eyes. The other v
was of another night, when the streets | to read the oflice.
were deserted, but for a group of giddy }
students and shop-girls
ting and langhiog
strest corner; and she thought again
that the lamp-light fell on the familiar

Oy

I see you in your
sir-stall, bending down very low in
adoration. The great darkness over
your head is alive with angels ; and now
| you raise your head and look where the
red lamp is burning in the mystic oil

wno were
boisterously at a

face. Then, one day, he came enrolled | pefore the Holy of Holies. Are you

a clinical student to the very hospital | thinking of me, as 1 of you ? You ave. |
where she attended. But she passed | [ know it, else why do I feel so Salile

him by. She heard his name mentioned | happy, j .

as the most brilliant and promising

'he deep clangour of the night-bell
| shrill and harsh down in the hall,

just as she was passing into her room, in
a half-dreaming mood.
the threshold. She knew what it meant.
Then, swiftly, as if by instinet, she ran
to the surgery ; and puat together some

pupil of a leading surgeon in the city ;
and she watched the operations with re
newed interest when he was there, Once
she thought her heart
she heard the operating surgeon call
out :

rn

: She paused on
stood still when

« Wycherly come here, and take that | yyrgical instruments and lint; and
foreeps. I can depend on you, | turned on the hot-water tap into a white
But she never spoke to him—partly | pagin,

beeaase it was more or less agaiust the |
etiquette of the hospital ; but priucip-
ally because he

Then she waited,
She heard with all the indifference

had been gravely low | of ope now hardened to such things the

ered in her esteem. But she noticed | hypried steps in the hall, the banging of
him ; noticed that he had grown rapidly | dgors, the whispered orders of the doe
into mannood, that the broad fore head

tors, the sound of hurrying feet, until an

soemed to have expanded under the | yttendant, rushing up the stairs, met
clusters of hate that now seeme o deep- | her and said :

&uing tnto aubarn ; and she noticed, or w The doetor wishes to know, Miss, |
thought she saw the fires of nius

| can vou have No. 12 ready at once ?"
kindling in those I\lw'h blue eyes, which | ¢ Yasq" gho sa *in a few minutes.
had looked up at her so reverential and | {'1}

An accident, T suppose ?*

ring. i

There was no need of examining the
back or shoulders. He raised himself
up, and pointing to one counspicuous spot
beneath the left collarbone, he said :

“ Just there the trouble is.”

Then he added, looking at the nurse,
who had now regained her periect com-
pusnr\' :

“Jt is a case of violent hemorrhage,
Miss O'Farrell. There was a street-
row. He was struck just there, and
somewhat violently, I should say. Look,
there is a livid mark. You know the
rest. He has had oceult phthisis for
some timd : and the lung was weakened.”

“ But this coma—this stupor ?” said
Annie anxiously.

“ Oh, that's nothing,” said the man of
science, smiling. * That will pass off.
But, you understand, he must be kept
absolutely quiet. If there is any re-
currence of the bleeding, 1 shall leave a
little ergotine with you to ivject. And

| you understand the rest.”

She took his directivis in sileunce.

| Then, as he folded up the instrument

and was turning away, she said :

“ [ suppose it is the beginning of the
end ?"

“ Oh, not necessarily,” he said.
% Phese hemorrhages are not always the
worst sign. It all depends on himsell.
"Pis a great pity. He was the most
brilliant student that ever walked these
wards."”

She hardly heard him,
were ringing in her ears :

“ It is things like these that drive
men to the devil.”

The words

CHAPTER XXX
A CONTESTED ELECTION

We have already said that the rate
levied on the parishes of Athboy and
Doonvarragh for the burning of Keiin's
hay was pressing rd on many a poor
farmer and laborer. And in such cases
the aggrieved ones never consider the
justice or the injustice of the demand.
I'hey only know that they have to pay ;
and their wrath is directed not against
the perpetrator of the evil, but sgaiust
the vietim who has sought to defend
himself. Hence the anger of the people
during these months was directed partly
against Kerins, partly against his pas-
tor, who, in his old zeal for the mainten-
ance of law, thundered denunciations
against the eriminals, No one seemed
to care to ask who was the criminal, al
though there was a common opinion that
the torch that fired the rick of hay
came from the boundary ditch that
separated Crossfields from the Duggan
farm. Some people thought that the
altar depunciation was directly aimed
at the Duggans, although so veiled that

| no one could prove it. But Dick Dug-
gan swore that it was he that was aimed
at ; and, at the same time, he protested
his innocence, and that the real culprit
would one day be discovered.

Mr. Reeves, the member of the De-
fence Association, who had taken Ker-
ins's farm under his protection, was
promptly on the scene, and aided by

every means in his power the cause of |

bis client. Ille again called on Dr
| Gray. The old man was getting feeble,
and he had run alwmost

| the trials of life. He felt how
powerless he was under the blows
of fate; how useless were great
resolves and  high, impartial de-

| that is, you embrace the entire pro-

| in speaking the truth.'

| Reeves, as he bade the old maun good-

| spirit

speaking with the methodical accuracy | latter, shamed and sorrow-stricken de-
that years of close reasoning and train- | parted.

ing had taught him, “our larger ideals | Late in the evening he went up the
do not meet with mutual acceptance. | hill toward the farm where the Duggans
In small matters, such as industries and | lived, He was heavy at heart after his
such things, we agree : but no | rencontre with his pastor: but he was
amount of material prosperity can or | avxious about his election and came to
rather ought to wean away the minds of | consult his supporters. His visit was
the people from the great ideal of their | taken coldly. He affected a confidence
own nationhooed.” | which he did not feel.

“ An impossible ideal ! said Reeves. “Things are going well, Dick,” he
“Why should the people forget the | said, as the young man met him in the
solid advantages of life and grasp at | haggart. “I'm pretty sure now that
shadows ?" | we'll give Reeves the divil of a lickin

“Why ? Because God has made them “Indeed ?" said Dick, planging his
thus,” said the priest. “They can no | handsin his trousers’ pockets, and look-
more get rid of that idea of independent | ing over the landscape.
nationhood than they can level their “Yeg!" said Gleeson, noticing the
mountains and drain their rivers dry.” | colduness, “I think that we'll give the

“Well,” said Reeves, rising, I have | landlords such a lesson this time that

may

nothing to say to such matters. I'm not | they'll never show their faces here
a politician. I have no polities. I'm | agin.”
not a Unionist, nor a Conservative, nor | “That 'ud be a pity,” said Dick.

a Nationalist. I only wish to do good | “Some landlords are good, and some are
to the people and to wipe out the past.”” | good, and some are bad, and some are

The old man smiled. middlin'.”

“ We have heard that kind of reason- “An' what is JReeves 2" said Gleeson
ing a hundred times, Mr. Reeves,” he | with some anxiety.
said. “It won't do. It won'tdo. You| *“Well, some say he is a good man
are with the people, or against them ; | enough,” said Dick coolly., “They sez
he's good to the poor and gives 'em
tons of coal at Christmas.”

“But he's a Uniounist, he's the presi-

gramme, or reject it.”

“I'm very sorry to hear you say 80, |
said Mr. Reeves sadly but courteously.
“1It makes one desp;m: of lrvlamll to ht:ur | Defence Union, an’ he's a landlord,”
a man of your education and high prin- | 444 Gleeson.
ciple speak thus.” |

“I have spoken but the truth,” said
the aged pastor. * There never is harm

“The people doesn’t mind thim things
now,” said Dick. “These are ould-
fashioned things. And sure now 'Tis
ywan for himself, and God for us

“Yes! But what is Truth?"”

ev
all.”

Gleeson looked away and began to
| whistle softly, Then his temper rose.

“Perhaps you mane that you and your

said

day.

Reeves was opposed by a prominent
young Nationalist, s farmer in the local-
ity, who had been a prominent Leaguer |
$ e and had spent one month

As a Leaguer and a leading |
amongst the politicians of the
parish, he had been in open sympathy
with the Duggans and had done all in hiy |
power to compel Kerins to give up
Crossfields and go back to America.
Although he made no attempt to conceal
his feelings and sympathies, lie had never
been offensive and had drawn the line
rigidly between what he considered a
legitimate diversity of view from his
parish priest and open rebellion against
the authority of the Churs h. Hence,
although he had espoused the cause of
Duggans, his refusal to support them in
their opposition to the pastor had dim-
inished their friendship ; and, consider-
ing the power they exercised in the par-

in gaol.

ish, it made him nervous about his suc- for ye.”

cess,

He also called on the parish priest, | Member

yut with fear aud trembling. His Irish
heart softened when he saw the debility
of the old man, as he felt his way along
the hall and opened the dining -room
door. He twirled his hat nervously be-
tween his hands as he entered and was
bidden in a cold and formal manner to
sit down.

“I'm going iu for the vacant place in
the Union, yer reverence,” he said,
wand | came to ask your support.”

“You don't deserve much considera-
tion from me, CGleeson,” said the old
man.

Gleeson hang his head.

* You have taken a wrong stand against
Kerins,” continued the priest relentless-
ly. *You have taken the side of injus-
tice against justice ; and you have aided
and abetted erime in the parish.”

“ How is that, yer reverence?"’ said
the young maa, bridling up. * I cer-

| tainly thought that the Yank might have

blind. His |
proud spirit was almost broken under

sires in conflict with resistless eircum- |

stances. And the keenest pang of all

was that he was now convinced that his |

people were passing through a dread
revolution, when every principle would
| be discarded and set aside. He had
| come to that sad pass when a man looks
to the grave as his only hope.

Reeves was surprised at the sudden

alteration in the old man's appearance. |

He expressed some solicitude which was
curtly, if courteously, received. Then
once more he repeated his thanks for
the stern denunciations  levelled
against crime by the aged pastor. The
latter made no reply.
thanks from that quarter. Quite una-
| bashed, Reeves explained that he was
now a eandidate for the honor of being
| appointed Local Gnardian, and he felt
sure that the good pastor, being a man
| of law and order, would lend him hiy
| yote and influence to secure the
coveted ho' o
| Then the old fires blazed forth a
“No |’ he said emphatically. * 1ecan
not give you my and whatever
little influence 1 now possess shall be
directed against you.

vote

| olass has always assumed toward the

| country's best interests. But all my

| tife long | have been a Nationalist.  All
1

He did not seek |

| said the young man, * that it was n

1 have no wish to |
be discourteous and therefore T shall |
say nothing as to the atiitude your |

stayed where he was and left the Dug
gans that little bit of land that they
wanted. But] have committed no erime;
and I oflinded the Duggans by not goin’
agin you."

“1 bave no feeling one way or the
other about myself,” said the priest.
“ What I consider is the law of God.
And the man that committed the crime
of firing Kerin's haggart and putting a
heavy tax on the parish was guilty of a
terrible crime and is uuquestionably
bound to restitutiou.”

“You don't mane to say, yer rever-
ence, that 1 did it?" said the young
man, deeply grieved.

“[ have no evidence one way or the
other,” said the priest. * But suspicion
points in one direction and takes in all
their friends and sympathizers

“ Thin [ may tell your reverence,”

ther Duggan, nor any friend of the Dug-
gans, ever sot fire to Kering' hayrick.
The people well know who did it, and
can put their hand on them."

+ Then why don't they do it ?" asked
the priest, although he knew it was a
foolish gnestion.

« Becanse thim that did it would do
worse,” said Gleeson. * But it will all
come out a-yet.”

Then, after a pause, he rose up, say-
ing :

“1 may take it thi
that ['m not goin' to ge

, yer reverence,
your support 2"’

“You may take nothing of the kind,"”

said the priest. *Mr. Reeves was here
this morning, and [ refused him."

“What ? ' said the young man in sur-
Jrise. “Hverywan says that Reeves is
our man.”

“Then what brought you here?
the priest.

«] wanted to get the refusal from
vour own mouth,” said Gleeson.

“uMy God!” said the old priest in
despair, “these people will never under-
atand me. What right have you, or any
of your likes, to say that [ have giveo a
wrong vote iv 'uy lifetime, or done

said

father are going to go back of all ye
| ever said or done; an’ goin' to vote for
the inimy ?"
“Better an hovesl iniwmy thau a de-
sateful frind,” said Dieck.

“Do you mane me ?” said Gleeson,
with blazing eyes.

“] mane thim that are supportin’ you,
| or sez they are,” said Dick.

“To eut it short,” said Gleeson, “you
mane that you and your father are
goin’ back of your counthry and your
creed; an’ goin' over to the landlord an’
the souper ?"

“You may put it anny way ye like,”
said Duggav. * But me and me father
will vote for Reeves, av it was only to
ghpite tnim that's backing you.”

“May it do you good !" said Gleeson,
moviug away. “But you may be sure
'twill nayther be forgiven or forgotten

And Reeves, landlord, Uniouist,
of the Defence Union, |Head
Emergency man, ete.,, was elected by
the votes of the people over the head of
the young Nationalist, who had slept on
| the plank-bed and walked the treadmill
for his country.

But the latter had his revenge. It
soon became quite clear that the
Doggans were exceedingly hopeful that
their ambition was at last to be realized.
Crossfields, the snug farm on the hill-

| side, with its trim hedges, its deep,
| dewy soil, its comfortable
| house and spacious
| practically theirs. For now Kerins had
| become, under the burden of much
| trouble, a stooped and worn man. All
| the fires of independence which he had
| brought from the Western States seemed
| to have
| ashes of despair; and, although still,
| with the instinet of industry and thrife,
| he kept his place neat, it was quite
“ clear that he was taking to that solace

smouldered down into white |

people, who have fought their huttlu.[
who knew the bravest of the men that | God for us all!”

and dismissed the subject with the re-
fleetion:

“'"Pig now every man for himself and
And—Dick Duggan
had the majority on his side,

T0 BE CONTINUED
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THE DEAREST OF ALL

By Katharir

There are some people who when they
die leave a gap in the world even for
those who have only seen them at a
distance., When he died a whole
country-side felt it so. Something had
gone from the green glens and the
purple mountain sides, from the long,

sweet, windiug roads where one might |

never again hear the feet of his little
pony trotting and see him eoming along
with his kind old rosy face and his eyes
bluer than a echild’s. People i
“Phere is no one like him left.

| ountry is not the same without him.

He was a part of the country.”
was so. He bad become a part of the
country, He was one of the immortals
whose place in the serried ranks of the
ages of men will never be filled by
asuother

He was of so dominant and energetic
a character that the weakness of old age
in him had a poigoant sense of pain
about it for one who remembered his
prime. In the readjustment of things
that is always bappening, day by day,
for our dead the memory of him as a

Aund it

after his likeness

| quiet old man in the chimney-corner,
| dreading the sound of a rough word, be-

comes dimmer and dimmer. Already
one remembers him only in his prime.
He was an oak of the forest: and rightly
one thinks of him in his strength that

| stood, a four-square battlement, to all

dent, or secretary or something in the |

the winds of heaven.

If one were asked straight off without
thinking to name his strongest character
istic one would say I think, his fearless-
ness, He feared nothing. Under his
wholesome health he had nerves and
imagination mnot kunown amung  his
fellows: but his perves had nothing to
do with mnervousness. | have driven
with him in a thunderstorm along miles
of tree-hung roads when the blue lightn-
ing leaped in chains within a foot of us
and his voice talking to and soothing his
pony kept the little creature from wild
panic as his absolute courage put cour
age into my quakiog heart, With him it
was impossible to be afraid.

Ie had chosen a farmer's life and it
was the one life which seemed right
for him. He had the intense love of the
land wkich is so peculiarly Celtic; and
he had put every penny he was owner
of into land, land of an unexampled rich-
pess in which the grass was to your
knees any day of the year. He loved
the land he had acquired for bimself,
loved it like a child, but dearer to him

| still was the jittie farm which bad be-

dwelling- |
out-offices, was |

longed to his grandfather, on which he
had spent his childhood, every fleld,
hedgerow of which had its stories and
its associations for him,

The farms lay almost side by side, in
the lap of the mountains, swept by the
sweet winds from the mountains and the
sea, yet to hear him it was as though
one pent in the city had escaped to the
mooriand ard mountains when he had
driven behind his pony the little snace
which divided the two farms. To be
sure the little farm held the fields of his
childhood, and it was a far ery from
them to the days when he should farm
his own fat land.

He would pull in his pony at the top
of an upland pasture, and sit inhailing
deep breaths of the mountain air while
he ed down over the placid fields
where his own roan and strawberry
cattle were standing in quiet groups.

He could spend hours in those fields,
alighting now and again to feel thesides
of his cattle, or merely reining up his
pouy by a feeding group of them and
eyeng them contemplatively while he
pulled away at the pipe which /as never
out of his mouth.

He had his stories of those fields—the
very names of which, “Larry's Field,”
“The Cuckoo's Field,” and so on, had
magic for hbhim. There was a little
ancient castle or watch tower of the

| early Irish somewhere midway of those

| only a matter of time that he should be- K

come ia hopeless bankrupt. Many a
| morning, before the larks rose up from
| their dewy nests in the thick clover,
| Dick Duggan watched across the
| boundary-diteh that separated his farm
| from Kering's—watched with eager and
| covetouseyes the richmeadows, where the
| purple and white clover was smothered

beneath the rich, sweet grass, which

dream- haunted fields, which had its rath, |

its ghosts and fairies, Uuder the
shadow of the tower was a little
thatched cabin of two rooms. He was

so fearless that any story of the super-

natural coming from him had a curious |

impressiveness, Ouce, as a boy, having

| been up from daydawn h his -
| of the wretched—drink; and that it was | ¥ eet b is ETADY

father’'s men when they went out milk-
ing he fell asleep on a heap of straw in the
jiuner room. In the outer they were
playing cards by the light of a tallow-
candle. He could make you seeit all as

| he saw it through the doorless aperture

| was rapidly shooting into the yellow |

| tassels of the hay; watched the cattle
| knee-deep in the succulent pasture, and
| the long parallel ridges, where the
tender grass-corn was springing from
the red earth.
| wandered across the fields to the long
| white-washed walls of the farm-house,
| nestling beneath its roof of thateh; and
la very sweet and gentle vision (for

| .
| such visions do come even to

| .
| such hardencd natures as Duggan's) | Oue, ili-famed for the foulness of his

| of domestic felicity,

shared by one
of the bonniest
|

maidens of the

| parish seemed to arise and shed its
| radiauce across the dull, gray monotone
| of the now witeless and childless home, |

| Yes ! ven Dick Duggan was so cock-
| sure of Crossfields that he had almost
1‘ made his formal engagement with
| Martha Sullivan; and had even indulged
| the imagination of his future bride with
‘} a repetition of all those blissful fancies
that were haunting himself. Hence
| when Reeves, with all the coolness and
| effrontery of his class, called to solicit
his  vote, Duggan hesitated, asked
\\lmwtinn!‘ delayed answers, and prac-
tised all the arts of a skilled ‘diplomat-
| ist, until he had extorted a half promise
| from the wary landlord that, should
| Crossfields again become tenautless, his
| own priority of claim should be admit-
| ted. Then he gave his vote,
| There was some shrugging of
shoulders, and many questions, aund
some comments when it was kuown that
| Dick Dunggan had actually supported
1 the most obuoxious man in all the tand,
l But then men shrugged their shoulders

i

between the two rooms. He could make
you see and smell the night outside, the
dews, white moon of May and the in-
toxicating airs of the hawthorn as they
call it in Ireland. Within, the rough
heads bent over the fiithy cards, the
dirty walls of the cabin, furnitureless
but for the table and a few makeshift
seats, the black thateh showing through

3 . | the rafters, the shadows of the players'
Many a time his gaze | i f the players

heads on the wall, their clutehing
fingers and bowed shoulders. He had
the literary sense to make you realize
all those things,

Suddenly he was awakened from his
sleep by the loud voices of the piaye

speech, was in bad luck, and was utter
ing blasphemy, after blasphemy, grow-

ing worse as his anger increased.
Even his rough cowmpanions mur-
mured and shrank away from him,

and the lad, lying on the straw, felt
appalled, There was a viler blasphemy
than any that had preceded it, and

| suddenly a great wind forced open the

door of the eabin, flung the players on
their faces, threw over the table and the
light and drove through the place,
dying away as suddenly as it had come
and leaving the undisturbed beauty of
the night as it had been. .

Of his fearlesness I muast tell one or

| two stories,

|

Once he had a friend who suddenly
developed a homicidal mania. Word
came to him that the man had escaped
to a loft above his stables where, naked
as the hour he was born, he held at bay
those who wonld seize him, for he was
armed with a razor.

He never hesitated for a second. The
entrance to the loft was by a square
aperature above the heads of the horses
in the stable. One had to elimb by the

manger and the rack and to pull one's
self up to the floor above, That ascent
into the loft, occupied by the naked
madman with the razor, was, I think, a
feat few would have eared for: the person
ascending was so absolutely delenceless,
But he—so fearless was he that he
was not eouscions of any bravery in the
act, He simply could not be
[le heaved himself into the k
though it held nothing but the hay.
“lsn't it a shame for you, John," he
1, “to be sitting there without your
clothes? Here, 1've broughu them to
you, Put them on for goodoess' sake,
and then we can talk,”

He sat down on “a lock of hay,” as he

would have ealled it himself, and pro-
| ceeded to empty his pipe of the ashes
and fill it again. 1 can see him so well
| with the empty pipe on his koee while
| he mixed the tobacco in the palm of his
hand and talked in an even flow as
soothing as the fall of waters, Mean-
while the naked madman in the corner
had begun to elothe himself.”
Surely to goodness, John,"” went ou
the quiet voice, “you wouldu’t be hurt
ing yourself or anyone else with that
razor. What on earth are you doing
| with it open like that? Why you might
cub you , s you night. I 10 was
shaving you wanted the barber would do
it for you. Put it down, man, before
you cut yourself with it.”

The madman put down the razor
quietly and allowed his friend to take
possession of it. More, when he was
clad he allowed himself to be driven to
the big lunatie asylum by the man he
trusted. That was a part of the adven-
ture which hurt lim.

“I shall never forget,” he used to say
“poor John's face as he looked out fron
between the big keepers. “If I'd know:
you'd have done the like on me,” he
said, ‘I'd have cut your throat with the
razor.) Poor John, sure it had to be,
for his good.”

Another time it was a wicked cow
which had nearly killed a man. She
was loose in a field and no one would
approach her, They were talking of
shooting her. Anything that he did
not know about cattle was not
Knowing.

alraid,

as

=

worth
He walked into the field de
gpite the efforts of those who would re-
strain him.

The cow came at him with her head
down to carge. e waited, and at the
moment of the charge he receive her
with a kick in the nose. She liited her
head and looked at him in amazement:
then trotted (uietly away and began
grazing. He kept her for a consider-
able time after that and she was quite
harmless, Oddly enough too she
evinced a particular affection for him.
“She'd let me handle her calf when no
one else dare go near her,” he said, It
would have been a serious matter for
him if he had missed that kick, for she
had been an ill beast from the hour of
her calving, and ner latest vietim was
only one of a long line. e was not
young then and he had ceased to be
agile, We used to reproach him say
ing: *“What would have bappened if
you had misse ' ] did'nt miss,”" he
would answer, “and 1 knew 1 wasn't
going to miss, And look at her now.
A kinder cow you wouldn't meet with ir
aday's walk.”

Aupother time it was a dangerous bull,
delivered to him a frenzied state by a
pack of yokels, ha'f of them hanging on
by ropes fastened to the ring in the
bull's nose and his horus the other half
belaboring the poor splendid beast with
blackthorns, He swept them away with
one of his tempestuous bursts of a r
and they scattered like chaff before the
wind when they discovered that his pur-

pose was to set the bull free. * Hold on
to him! Hold on to him!" they kept
shont'ng from a safe distance. He

opened the gate of a field and turned
the bullin. There was no further trouble
with the bull after that.

I have known him to drive through a
field of his own into which a neighbor's
wicked bull had escaped, to cross the
field with the brute roaring and pawing
the ground in most unpleasant proxim-
ity to himself and his pony, he flicking

| his whip gently about the bull's head as
he went. Arrived at the gate tbrough
which he must pass to enter the next
field he eclambered out of the
pony-cart, opened the gate and let the
pony through, elosing the gate behind
him in the face of the astonished bull,

His fearlessness occasionally led him
to things alarming to his neighbors.
Once he bought snd sent home thirty
Spanish bulls. The panic of the men
who went to the boat to receive the
cattle and were met by the wilderness
of wide tossing horns, the terror of the
quiet country through which they were
driven, may be imagined. Afterall they
proved to be gentle beasts and no evil
results followed.

Animals always loved him despite his
tempestuousness. In anger he was tem-
pestuous, spiendid, like the storm-wind.
[ can remember a big Irish kitchen with
an enormous rosy fire that sent its glow
far out into the night. A “half-door ”
gave entrance from the farm-yard into
the kitechen. Before the fire would be
basking half-a-dozen dogs in perfect con-
tent. Presently in the yard outside
would be heard a tumult. Something
had happened ; a man come home drunk
in charge of a horse and cart, eattle
overdriven : some such malfeasance or
some negleet of duty. The master's
voiee would be heard in a mighty sheut-
ing : and the dogs getting stealthily to
their feet would steal one by one into the
shelter of a huge kitchen-table, below
which they would lie with their noses
on their paws, sighing because the mas-
ter was angry and someone in trouble.

The odd thing was that no one re-
gented those violent outbursts; mnot
even those who had had a violent baudl-
ing, well-earned from him. His men
were to a man devoted to him. Women
always loved him: and an insolent
domestie, whom he had discovered brow-
beating his young daughters and turned
out, declared always that it was the
aforesaid young daughters, who trembled
hefore the termagant, that were to
hlame and not he.

He had in amost extraordinary way the
gpirit of the country. He was a wonder-
ful talker,and as you sat listening to him
by the fire he made live again for you
the davs that were over, Always he was
@illing his pips or smoking it interrupt-
ing the narrative to ask for a straw,—
he called it a thraneen—to clean the
stem of it, ar a mateh to light ity
or it might be a wad of soft
paper to put in the bowl of it, to absorb
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