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ALBERTA STAR,

CARDSTON, ALTA.

(Copyright, 1909, by Stanley J. Weyman).
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Synopsis of Previous Chapters

Colonel John Sullivan, an Irish sol- |t
dier, who has served abroad for many
years, returns to his native Kerry on
the sloop, Cormorant, a French smug-|!

gling vessel, laden with Bordeaux wines. barefooted,

The cargo of the sloop is seized by the I

natives of Skull, against the futile pro- fessed
girls in another, and the smiths in a

tests of Captain Augustin, who realizes
that he has no law on his side. t

Colonel Sullivan is coldly received by
Flavia and her brother, The MeMur-
rough, because of his alien faith and his

undesirable position as their legal guar | Bishop walked in the dark in

dian. When Captain Augustin returns |
with Luke Asgill, the nearest justice,
and demands the return of the confiscat-

Captain’s payment of the dues. The Me-

in favor of returning the cargo on the |-
Murrough objeets to this, but finally

agrees to it, on Colonel Sullivan’s of-|mare, or of Dublin

fer to get back Flavia’s favorite mare,
which was seized by British soldiers. |

r

The Colonel and his servant, Bale, get | these, and in :
they must spend to gain.
a few .score peasants, the ruin of half

out and find the mare at the barracks
of Tralee. The Colonel is invited into

the messroom by the English oﬁicers,‘?l_ dozen h: ' \
and one of them, named Payton, who | side the diversion of a gingle squadron
from the great pitched fight, already |
The Colonel refuses to fight, because his ‘ foreseen, where the eXCens of one .bﬂtt]("
arm is permanently disabled. He | ship might win an empire and its ab- |
; : - : ; SRy vk af 9

wins a left-handed fencing bout w1th~9(‘“(< might ruin nations:

geized the mare, throws wine in his face,
right

the maitre d’armes, at the same time |
winning the mare on a wager. At din-|
ner, upon his return to Morristown, he |
is amazed when Flavia drinks a toast|
“‘to the King across the water,”’ and!
fears that a riging is contemplated. I[?s‘
fears are realized next morning, when |
his kinsman, Ulick, warns him to leave |
the place and people to their fate. The |

Colonel rafuses and next morning after |room of ome of the two towers that tone nor his looks. But he was far above |
flanked the entrance to the fore-court.|starting at
Bale was with him, and the two, with |that resistance wonld be usecless. ‘¢ Very

hreakfast, is invited to join in a fam—\
ily council of war, He refuses to join

driven

so the strugzle depicted itself
than

wrapped in their cloaks, talked ir low
voices,
ed cargo, Flavia and her guardian are Naples and the Cardinal and the Medit-

into the salt ocean! a
he ruddy glare of the torches, and the
bareheaded, laughing col-
eens damped the thatech, and men con-
in one corner and kissed their

hird wrought hard at the pike heads

one!
And all and the
the gar-
len, a little apart from the turmoil, and,

the time Cammock

debating much of Sicily and

wranean fleet, and at times laughing at

Mhey had to do with greater things than
doing them knew that

hamlets, what were these be-

because
their wider plane, and he could judgo\
of the relative value of Connaught and |
Kent, divined the trend of thciri
thoughts and understood the delibera- |
tion with which they prepared to saeri- |
fice their pawns. |
Sullivan the uppor~

(olonel gat in

|
open their eyes or raise their heads from |check, was he one to '
he pillow they’d be seecing themselves | Colonel John’s face grew long as h("lw and Bale, with their guard, marched
pondered the question; he had seen (rn-‘
So, while the house walls gave back | ough of James to feel considerable doubt |
about the answer. The fire on the height | which the Colonel had come some days
labove the lake had died down, the ()nv‘lmfm'v from the French sloop. The men |
on the strand was a bed of red ashes.|with the firelocks walked beside them,
The lake lay buried in darkness, from |one on either flank,
which at intervals the ery of an owl as|guarded them behind, and O’Sullivan
it moused along the shore rose mourn-
to more \ fu

give way to fears that might be base-
less. ‘‘Let us sleep,’’
ging his shoulders.
he was, pillowirg his hgad on a fishing |elammy
while
the door before he stretched himself | gulls, borne off the Jough, the whistle of |
lan unseen curlew on the hillside, the
dawn they were | hurtle of wings as some ghostly bird
a heavy trampling on |swept over them—these were sounds to
The {depress men who had reason to suspect our

net.

across the threshold.

some court story. But they said, strange Half an hour after
to tell, no word of Tralee, or of Ken- | roused. It was

Castle, or even of |the stairs that awakened them,
Connaught. They were no visionaries.|door was quickly

The lives of |ed in.
boys with pikes—frowsy,
lant figures, with drugget eoats, tied by
the sleeves about their necks.

i
|
l\nu less,”’ Og said. l
|
|

jer, my man?’’ he asked coolly.

you,’’
the same hard tone.

you, I'd be asking?’’

put it from him?

1ly.
But

he said, shrug:

|

3ale said nothing, but examined

O’Sullivan Og, who held it wide, look-
3ehind him were two of the |prehension under
gavage, repel- | ness, began to fear no less than that— |4
|and with cause. He
[O’Sullivan’s followers were of the low

““You'll be coming with us, Colonel,

Colonel John looked at him. ‘* Whith
He and |

¢¢(Och. sure. where it will be best for
Og replied, with a leer.
¢Both of us?’’ the Colonel asked, in |

¢¢Faith, and why’d we be separating

|
|

Colonel John liked neither the man’s

shadows, and he guessed

. . . . v | | , .
the proposed uprising, knowing its fu-|the door doubly locked upon them and!good,’’” he said. ‘‘Lead on.”’ |

tility. Fearing that the Colonel may
turn informer, The M¢Murrough and hig
friends imprison him.

|
|
|
|

CHAPTER X.—(Continued) |

A Council of War
A\', silent’s the word,”’ L‘,ammocki
growled. |
¢‘There could be mno better |
place than one of the towers,’”  The |
McMurrough suggested, ‘‘for keeping |
them safe, bedad!’’ |
¢¢ And why’ll they be safer there than |
in the house?’’ Unele Ulick asked sus-
piciously. He looked from one speaker

to another with a baffled face, trying to |
that |

read their minds. He was sure
they meant more than fhey said.
¢“Oh, for the gocd reason!’’ the
young man returned contemptuously.
“Ign’'t all the world passing the door
upstairs? And what more easy than to
epen it?’’ -
Cammock’s eyes met the Bishop’'s.
¢‘The tower’ll be best,”’ he said.
“Draw off the people, and let them be
taken there and a guard set. We’ve mat-
ters of more importance to diseuss now.
This gathering tomorrow, to raise the
country—what’s the time fixed for it 4
But Flavia, who had listened with a
face of perplexity, interposed. ‘‘Still, he
is my prisoner, is he not?’’ she said
wistfully. ¢“And if I answer for him?’’
¢‘By your leave, ma’am,’’ Cammock
replied, with decision, ‘‘one word. Wo-
qen to women’s work! I’ll let no wo-
man weave a halter for me!’’
The room echoed low applause.
Flavia was silent.

And

CHAPTER XI.
A Message for the Young Master

James MeceMurrough® cared little for
his country and nothing for his faith.
He cared only for himself; and but for
the resentment which the provisions of
his grandfather’s will had bred in him,
he would have seen the Irish race in
Purgatory, and the Roman faith in a
worse place, before he would have risk-
ed a finger to right the one or restore
the other.

Once embarked, however, on the en-
terprise, vanity swept him onward. The
night which followed Colonel Sullivan’s
arrest was a night long remembered at
Morristown—a night to uplift the san-
guine and to kindle the short sighted,
nor was it a wonder that the young
chief—as he strode among his admiring
tenants, his presence greeted with Irish
acelamations and his skirts kissed by
devoted kernes—sniffed the pleasing in-
cense and trod the ground to the meas-
ure of imagined music. The triumph
that was never to be intoxicated him.

His people had kindled a huge bon-
fire in the middle of the forecourt, and
beside this he extended a gracious wel-
come to a crowd of strong tenmants. A
gecond fire, for the comfort of the baser
gort, had been kindled outside the gates,
and was the centre of merriment less re-
strained, while a third, which served as
a beacon to the valley and a proclama-
tion of what was being done, glowed on
the platform before the ruined tower at
the head of the lake. From this last the
red flames streamed far across the wa-
ter, and now revealed a belated boat
shooting from the shadow, now a troop
of countrymen, who, led by their priest,
came limping along. the lake-side, osten-
gibly to join in the serviced of the mor-
row, but in reality to hear something
and to do something toward freeing old
Ireland and shaking off the grip of the
cursed Saxon.

In the more settled parts of the land
such a summons ‘as had brought them
from their rude shielings among the
hills would have passed for a dark jest.
But in this remote spot the notion of
everthrowing the hated power by means
of a few score pikes did not seem pre-
posterous, either to these poor folk or
their betters. Cammock, of course,
knew the truth, and the Bishop. ‘

But the native gentry saw nothing
hopeless in the plan. That plan was
first to fall upon Tralee in combination
with 'a couple of sloops said to be lying
in Galway Bay, and afterward to sur-
prise Kenmare. Masters of these places,
they proposed to raise the old standard,
to call Connaught to their aid, to ery
a4 ecrusade, | And faith, as Sir Donny
sald, before the Castle tyrants could

{

o ¢ P R
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guarded by a sentry whose crooning |
a pitcher of water and a gloomy outlook
afforded. The darkness hid the medley
of odds and ends which
prison; but the inner of the two slit-

mitted -a thin shaft of firelight that,
dancing among the uncovered rafters,
told of the orgy below. Bale, staring
morosely at the erowd about tne fire,
crouched in the play of the window,
while the Colonel, in the same posture
at the other windoy, gazed with feel-
ings not more cheerful on the dark lake.

companion. But he was more gravely
concerned for those whose advocate he
had made himself—for the ignorant cot-
ters in their lowly hovels, for the wo-
men and the children, upon whom the
inevitable punishment would fall. He
doubted, now that it was too late, the
wisdom of the course ae had taken;
and, blaming himself for precipitation,
he faneied that if he had acted with a
little more guile, a little less haste, his
remonstrance might have had greater
weight.

Wiliam Bale, as was natural, thought
more of his own position. ‘‘May the fire
burn them!’’ he muttered, his ire ex-
cited by some prank of the party below.
““The Turks were polite beside these
barefoot devils!”’

““You’d have said the other thing at
Bender,’’ the Colonel answ.h?‘»\i. turning
his head.

‘¢ Ay, your honor,’’ Bale returned; ‘‘a
man never knows when he is well off.”’

His master laughed. ‘‘I’d have you
apply that now,”” he said.

¢80 T would if it weren’t that I’ve
a kind of a scunner at-#hose blagk bog
holes,’’ Bale said. ‘‘To be plantec head
first’s no proper end of a man, to my
thinking, and if there’s not something
of the kind in those ragamuffin’s minds
['m precious mistaken.”’

¢¢Pooh, man, you’re frightening your-
self,”’ the Colonel answered. But the
room was dank and chill, the lake
without lay lonely, and the picture
which Bale’s words called up was not
pleasant to the bravest. ‘‘It’s a civiliz-
ed land, and they’d not think of it!’’

¢¢There’s one, and that’s the young
lady’s brother,”’ Bale answered darkly,
¢¢would not pull us out by the feet! 14l
swear to that. Your homnor’s too much
in his way, if what they say in the
house is true.’’

¢¢Pooh!’’ the Colonel answered again.
¢¢We’re of one blood.”’

¢¢Cain  and Abel,”’ Bale said.
¢‘There’s example for it.”’ And he
chueckled.

The Colonel scolded him anew. But

having done so he could not shake off
the impression which the man’s woyrds
had made on him. While he lived he
was a constant and an irrating check
upon James McMurrough. If the young
man saw a chance of getting rid of that

they could hear, shared such comfort as [same, we will,”’
ed, with a grin.

|

)
i

It Was a Heavy Tramping on the Stairs That Awakened Them

‘‘Bedad, and if you’ll be doing that
O’Sullivan Og answer-

The Colonel and Bale found their hats

littered their |—they had been allowed to bring no-
‘ thing else with them—and they went
like windows that lighted the room ad-|down the stairs.

In the gloom before

| the door of the tower waited two sturdy

fellows, °barefoot and shockheaded,
with musquetoons on their shoulders,
who seemed to be expecting them.

Round the smouldering embers of the |

fire a score of figures lay sleeping in
the open, wrapped in their frieze coats.

were wrapped in a mist that chilled to
the bone.
ible took from the ominous aspeet of
the two men with the firearms. One for
each, Bale thought. And his face, al-
ways pallid, showed livid in the morn
ing light.

Without a word the four men formed
up round their prisoners, and at once
O’Sullivan Og led the way at a brisk
pace toward the gate. Colonel John
was following, but he had not taken
three steps before a thought struck him
and he halted. ‘‘Are we leaving the
house at once?’’ he asked.

‘“We are. And why not, I’'m ask-
ing?’’ :

““Only that 1've a mesage for The
McMurrough it will be well for him to
have.’’

“‘Sure,”’ O’Sullivan Og answered,
his manner half wheedling, half trucu-
lent, ‘“’tis no time for messages and
trifles and the like now, Colonel. No
time at all, I tell you. Ye can see that
for yourself, I’m thinking, such a morn-
ing as this.”’

““I’m thinking nothing of the kind,”’
the Colonel answered, and he hung back,
looking toward the house. Fortunately
Darby chose that minute to appear at
the door.
and showed fatigue, his hair hung in
wisps, his clothes were ill fastened. He
threw a glance of contempt ut the sleep-

an Irishiman’s superstition. ‘‘I do, your
honor.
and harm,’’ he eontinued, with the same
gesture of distress. ‘‘Who’s speaking
of wills?”’

onel John repeated, with an urgent look.
‘“That

out through the gate and took the road \ b ; e ol h o :
road by |land. It is even more interesting than | VEre cold coming on or w ether one is

along
the first chapter.

Og brought up the rear.

Colonel John was not one to‘fnrv the fog swallowed up the party,
and henceforth they walked in a sea of
mist, like men moving in a nightmare
He lay down where | from which they

P
<

and whose one orderly instincet consist- |
And one othker man, and one nn]y,]B“](, had got to their feet at the first led in a blind obedience to their (-,},i‘-t'_‘jfm‘vvur'i
his life had been passed on|gjarm | O’Sullivan Og
: | be The McMurrough’s agent in his more second shot; but
| lawless

The Colonel could augur nothing but ill|

'might amount to no more than their de

|the road, the party, at a word from
| their leader, turned into it, he thought
'woise of the matter.

lone man’s eyes the question ‘‘When?’’

| The sun was not yet up and all things |
He was concerned for himself and his |
Nothing in all that was vis- |

The butler’s face was pale|

Thé old man began to shake—he had

tbut the saints be between us

““Only tell him that in his bed,”’ Col- |a

““And by your leave, it is now wv'll‘

|
|
| be going,”’ Og interposed sharply. ‘‘ We
|are late already for what we’ve to do.”’ |

““There are some things,”” the Col-

onel replied with a steady look, ‘‘which | : ; ]
it is well to be late about.’’ !S(?RIBN ER’S Magazine for Novem-

Then, without further rem(mstrunw',\

the lake—that same

while the pikeman H

They had not taken twenty paces be t

cannot awake. The

the unceasing wailing of sea- |t

unloeked, it was |that they were being led to a treacher- |0
thrown open, and the hairy face of |ous end. | W ( .
The Colonel, though he masked his ap- |the lions charging
tant, or running away. Fortunately, they

an impenetrable firm-

observed that |f

1bility, and half starved; men whose | t

hands were never far from the gkenes, |less lion.

himself he believed to |8
business; a fierce, unsvrupuluns'1T
man, prospering on his lack of svruplt'.‘
from the hands to which he had been en |
trusted, and worse from the manner in |1
which savage, half-naked crea- |:
tures, shambling beside him, stole frnm”
time to time a glance at him, as if they |!
fancied they saw thé winding-sheet high |1
on his breast. | €

these

Some, so placed, and feeling them-|his charge
| selves helpless, isolated by the fog,

| rush into the fog might

larmed men, uncertain where they were.
| But the Colonel reflected that it was
| possible that that was the very course
lupon which O’Sullivan Og counted for

a pretext.
the two could not, so closely were they
guarded, communicate with each other.

After all, The McMurrough’s

And, for a second objection, |

plan

tention in some secret place among the |
hills. Colonel John hoped so. :
He could not but think ill of things;

lof O’Sullivan Og’s silence, of the men’s?
stealthy glances, of the uncanny hour. |
| And when they ceame presently to a|

point where a faintly marked track left

Was it his fancy
—he was far from nervous—or,were the
men beginning to look impatiently at |
one another? Was i+ his faney, or were |
they beginning to press more closely |
on their prisoners, as if they sought a
quarrel? He imagined that he read in

land in another’s the question ‘¢‘Now?’’
'And a third, he thought, handled his
|weapon in an ominous fashion.

who had passed in the bog.
and recognized
quick wit, he knew on the instant that
he had to face the worst.
more hard, more firm—if it turned also

panion. ‘‘They’ve
is all.’”’ confess us,”’ muttered i ale’s ear. : ) Mhia 3
,’’ he muttered in Bale’s lar precautions.’’ This is the sort of

tures in

he used to

hunting yarns, told at first and second
| hand.

The
|shape of loud gruntings and ecrashings |
through the thick brush. We were off

peared, from behind the bushes which
est type of kerne, islanders in all prob- |had first sereened him from my eyes, the

{ chest.

and | So

afford to un-|One of the lions he killed weighed

| eruel.
| came on which they feed was extraor

— e

THE INFLUENZA SEASON

’I‘ HE simple faet that the ‘‘cold ses
gon’’ falls at the same time as

the *‘‘influenza season’’ is the
cause of the loss of a great many lives
and of measureless unnecessary suf-
fering each year. ‘‘I thought it was an
ordinary eold, and so I took no partica-

Colonel John looked at the stranger
him;» and, a man of

His face set

He addressed his eom-
ralled him back to

shade paler.

(To be Continued) |answer the doector almost invariably

. gets when he asks an influenza patient

who ought to have been in bed for the

WHERE THE LION IS LORD past week, why he is struggling to keep
up and about.

ber publishes a second instalment | The trouble is that it is no easy mat-

adven- |ter during the earker stages of influ

Lion’s | €nza to tell whether it is merely a se-

Roosevelt’s
the

of President
(Central Africa in

Mr. Roosevelt writes |really in the grip of what is undoubted-
uch more picturesquely in Africa than ‘!‘ the fl"“'”"'ﬂt, of the winter disv;me;
write at the White House. | I'he safest rule is to look with suspicion
is narrative is literally stuffed with during the influenza season on any cold
¢ | which is accompanied by any appree-
| iable prostration or more than a degree
|or two of fever.
The ordinary eold eommencing with

Here is the story ef how Mr.
oosevelt shot his first lion.
Mr. Roosevelt, mounted on Old Tran

|quill’ity, the stout and quiet sorrel, and | chilly feelings, a sneeze or two, and a
accompanied by Sir Alfred Pease, Lady |stuffed-up feeling in the nose, with per-
and Miss Pease. with other friends and |baps a ticklish, dry feeling at the back
vapor chilled them to the bone, | beaters, located two lions in a patch of |of the mouth, is rarely accompanied by

the intense prostration which is one of
the earliest symptoms of influenza.

[f, together with the cold-in-the-head
symptoms, most of your bones, particu-
larly those of the legs, ache, and you
horses in an instant. I sprang to | feel unaccountably tired and mentally
ne side; and for a second or two we ‘!"l"“‘-"*""- suspect influenza. The pro-
raited. uncertain whether we should see foundness of the prostration, which is
out ten yards dis- |50 much greater than one would ex-

pect from such trifling local symptoms,
is one of the most striking characteris-
ties of the disease,

The importance of an early differen-
tial diagnosis between a common ea-
tarrhal cold and an influenza attack
lies in the fact that influenza is curable,

11l thick brush:—
““We rode up to it and shouted loudly.
response was immediate in the

dopted the latter course. Right in
ront of me, thirty yards off, there ap-

awny, gallgping form of a big mane
Crack! The Winchester spoke;

and as the soft-nosed bullet ploughed ff""l""'l." 5]"’“!“”51‘ only within the first
through his flank the lon |*W days after its onset.

If allowed to pass this stage uncured,
medicines are of little use, and the pa-
tient only returns to normal heaith
gradually, after the germs which have
ff, his hind-quarters dragging, his head become implanted in his system grad-
1ip, his ears back, his jaws open, and ually lose their virulence and die off of
iis lips drawn up in a prodigious snarl,  their own aceord.

18 he endeavored to turn to face us. His |, It is also generauy believed that the
yack was broken: but of this we could |influenza vietim is infectious (that is,
10t at the moment be sure, and if it had liable to hand his disease directly on
nerely been grazed, he might have re- to his neighbors) only during the first
.overed, and then, even though dying, few days of his attack. Hence, if he
might have done mischief. fails to recognize his disease until this
Kermit, Sir Alfred, and 1 fired, al period is passed he may unsuspecting-

I missed him with the
my third bullet went
hrongh the spine and forward into his
Down he came, sixty yards

werved, so that

|entirely at these men’s mercy, might | most together, into his chest. His head ly infect his whole f?*_“‘“.‘"

|have lost their firmness. But he did |sank, and he died.”’ Besides the cold-in-the-head type
[not; nor did Bale, though the servant 'y Mr. Roosevelt thinks the lion is the there are three other varieties of in-
face betrayed the keenness of his anx- |most dangerous animal in Afriea, al fluenzal attacks.

iety. They weighed, indeed, the chances |though the crocodile and the hyena In the nervous type the symptoms are
|of ‘escape; such chances as a headlong | probably destroy more human lives, | @ splitting headache, and profound gen-

400 | eral prostration, with pain in the limbs
and baek. Any of the nerves in th=z
body may be singled out for the atten-
tions of the germ, different forms of
neuritis resulting. Melanceholia and otn-
er brain symptoms may exist for
months after these attacks.

In this form there may be absolutely

Ibs.. and he was not full
Mr. Roosevelt says:—
‘‘Everywhere throughout the c¢oun-

try we were crossing were signs that the

lion was lord, and that his reign was

There were many lions, for the

gl'(l\\'ll.

| dinarily abundant. They occasionally |10 cold in the head or other ecatarrhal
| took the ostriches or stoek of the set symptoms noticeable, but it should not
tlers, or ravaged the herds and flocks be forgotten that in this, as in all other

varities, influenza is very ecateching, and
the patient should be isolated as much

of the natives, but not often, for their
favorite food was yielded by the swarm

ing herds of kongoni and zebras, on a8 DS ssible. ;

which they could prey at will.”’ !n. the gastro-intestinal form the
He tells many stories of how lions chief symptoms, very similar to those

hunt their hunters. Onme time a Boer resulting from food poisoning, are anu-

w

en, Tntense abdominal pains, and col-
lapse. Often there are two or three de-
grees of fever.

In the feverish type the chief symp-
tom is fever, which may persist for sev-
eral weeks as in typhoid, or may be re-
mittent with ehills somewhat resembl-
ing malaria.

settler was riding home:—

¢‘Two lions eame out in the path be
hind, and raced after him. One sprang
on him, tore him out of the saddle, and
trotted off, holding him in its mouth,
while the other continued after the
frightened horse. The lion had him
by the right shoulder, and yet with his
loft hand he wrenched his knife out of

his belt and twice stabbed it. The sec- THE COMPLACENCY OF A. J. BAL-

ond. stab went to the heart, and the FOUR
beast let go of him, stood a moment, RTHUR J. BALFOUR, the leader

and fell dead. Meanwhile, the dog had of the British Opposition, whose

(Colonel John was a brave man, inured

to danger, one who had faced death in| = - ] . L
1 land with the dog still at his heels, came | n4i0n  is a man quite different from the

|many forms. But the lack of arms
|shakes the bravest, and it. needed even
| his nerve to confront without a quiver
|the fate that, if his fears were justified,
'lay before them: the sudden, violent
|death, and the black bog-water which
'would swallow all traces of the crime.
| But he did not lose his firmness or low-
|er his crest for a moment.

| By and by the track, which for a
|time had ascended, began to run down
\ward. The path grew less sound. The
mist, which was thicker than
shut them in on the spot where they
walked, as in a world desolate and
apart, allowed nothing to be seen in

| front; but now and again a ragged
|thorn tree or a furze bush, dripping

| with moisture, showed ghostlike to right
lor left. There was nothing to indicate
|the point they were approaching, or how
far they were likely to travel, until the
Colonel, peering keenly before them,
| caught the gleam of water. It was gone
|as soon as seen, the mist falling again
‘;likv a curtain; but he had seen it, and
'he looked back to see what Og was do-
|ing. He caught him also in the act of
| looking over his shoulder. Was he mak-
|ing sure that they were beyond the
chance of interruption?

[t might be so; and Colonel John
wheeled about quickly, thinking that
| while O’Sullivan’s Og’s attention was
directed elsewhere he might take one
of the other men by surprise, seize his
weapon and make a fight for his and his
servant’s life. But he met only sinister
looks, eyes that watched his smallest
movement with suspicion, a point ready
levelled to strike him if he budged. And
then, out of the mist before them, loom-
led the gaunt figure of a man walking
|apace toward them.
| The meeting appeared to be as little
| expected by the stranger as by Og’s
party. For not only did he spring aside
and leave the track to give them a wid-

ing figures lying here and there in the jer berth, but he went by warily, with
wet. Thence his eyes travelled on and |his feet in the bog. Some word was eried

took in the group by the gate.

He [to him in the Erse; he answered, for a

started and wrung his hands in sddden, | moment he appeared to be going to stop.

irrepressible distress.
gspasm seized the man.

The Colonel called him. ‘‘Darby,’” he |
cried. ‘‘Come here, my man.’’

O’Sullivan Og opened his mouth; he
was on the point of interposing, but he
thought better of it, and shrugged bis
shoulders, muttering something in the
Erse.

“‘Darby,’’ the Colonel said gravely,
¢¢I’ve a message for the young master,
and it must be given him in his bed.
Will you give it?’’

““I will, your honor.’”’

““You will not failt?’’

“‘T will not, your honor,’’ the old ser-
vant answered earnestly. ‘‘Tell him,
then, that Colonel Sullivan made his
will as he passed through Paris, and ’tis

|

It was as if a|Then he passed on and was lost in the |

| mist.

But he left a change behind him. One
of the firelock men broke into hasty
speech, glancing, the Colonel noticed, at
him and "Bale, as if they were the sub-
jects of his words. O’Sullivan Og an-
swered the man curtly and harshly; but
before the reply was off his lips a sec-
ond man broke in vehemently in sup-
port of the other. They all halted; for
a few seconds all spoke at once. Then,
just as Colonel John was beginning to
hope that they would quarrel, O’Sulli-
van Og gave way with sullen reluctance,
and » man ran back the way they had
come, shouting a name, Before the
prisoners could decide whether his ab-
sence afforded a chance of escape he

now in Dublin. You mind me, Darbyt’’

was back agdin, and with him the man

before, |

?n]lnwml the other lion, wlm'.h Im\\'; hav- speech last week was an import-
ing abandoned the chase of the horse,|ant prelude to the coming election cam-

trotting back to look for the man. Crip-|,rdinary coneeption of what a populah
pled t‘lmugh he was, the hunter managed |leader should be. In this campaign be
‘T“ climb a small tree, and though the|ya¢ gemonstrated for the second time
3 3 ave O 3 + E . . . .
lion might have gotten him out of 1%, |that he thinks for himself and cannot
the dog interfered. Whenever the lion | pe bullied
i e y rar o ) ; 1ed . : e .
came toward the tree the dog worried Years ago, long before the silver had
him, and kept him .nﬂ until, at the |grosted his hair, Mr. Balfour conclusive-
iil}”l;}-“}““'l t}““‘}“'ﬁ “IT the approaching ly demonstrated this fact when he was
\‘!\“( Ir Doys, he sullenly retired, and the | (ief, Secretary for Ireland. Those were
ter raQe TEeSe “ . Y .
| hunter was Tesc ued. the Fenian times, and Mr. Bafour, har-
assed bv the internecine strife that rag-

Mr. Roosevelt
“‘If wealthy men who desire sport of |ed so wildly in the country which it was
|the most varied and interesting kind |his duty to administrate, found himself
| would purchase farms like these, they |faced in the House of Commons by a
j«f.ul«i get, for mueh lvss_ money, many |solid Irish party, wm’gpty in numbers,
| times the interest and enjoyment a deer |forceful in intellect, and \\111\\';1\'0ring in
| forest or grouse moor can afford. {hostility. There has never peen such an
¢TI believe it to be a country of high |Irish party sinece. They werg; led and
| promise for settlers of white race. In |inspired by a genius in politiedl war-
many ways it reminds one rather curi- |fare; and they were exhilarated By\8
ously of the great plains of the West. It |succession of politiecal victories, The

is a white man’s country. Although un- |had broken the heatsr of two Chief See-

sSays:.—

der the Equator, the altitude is so high

as a whole is very healthy. If
dams were built to retain the rainfall
there would be an excellent opening for
small farmers—for the settlers, the aec-
tual home-makers, who, above all oth-
ers, should be encouraged to come into a
white man’s country like this of the
highlands of East Africa. Even as it is,
many settlers do well; it is hard to real-
ize that right under the Equator the
conditions are such that wheat, pota-
toes, strawberries, apples, all flourish.’’
Mr. Roosevelt came upon many Boers
who had trekked north after the war,
and were now doing well. He says:—

men, were of as good a type as any one
could ywish for in his own eountiymen or
could admire in another nationality.
They fulfilled the three prime requisites
for any race; they worked hard, they
could fight hard at need, and they had
plenty of children. These are the three
essential quajities in any and every na
tion. The 1tial identity of interest
between the Boer and British settlers
was shown by their attitude toward the
District Commissioner, Mr., Humphrey.
From both Boer farmer and English set-

that the nights are cool, and the region
some |

“‘Those that I met, both men and wo- |

| retaries—men of leading and reputation.

From such successes it may well be
imagined that they turned half econ-
| temptuous to the task o fdemolishing
Mr. Balfour—a politician so frail in ex-
|ternal parts and so delicate in his habits
|of thought. What resulted is common
| history. Mr. Balfour stamped out dis-
{order and outrage in Ireland; and he
|showed the Irish party that he was a
| person whom they could not hector or
cajole from the path of action he had
marked for himself.

In politics short memories are as gen-
|eral as they frequently are useful, but
lit is difficult to understand how such a
| lesson as this eould be forgotten in a
generation. That it was forgotten, how-
lever, is certain. No soomer had Mr,
Chamberlain entered upon his Tariff
| Reform campaign that hosts of friends
land foes rose up with the intention of
| forecing Mr. Balfour out of his individ-
ual methods of procedure. Words were
|to be thrust into his throat. Opinions
| were to be extracted from him if ne-
| eessary by the aid of a corkscrew. Again
'the result of all these endeavors is a
| matter of common knowledge. The Trish
|lesson was retanght. For the second
| time the politieal world learnt that Mr.,

|
!
|

tler—and from. the American mission- | Balfour could not be bullied or driven.
aries also—I heard praise of Mr. Hum-| So the host of friends and foes who'
phrey, as a strong man, not in the least | had risen up with the common purpuse
afraid of either settler or native, but|of forcing Mr. Balfour into a certain
bound to do justice to both, and, what | House of Opinion, which they had very
was quite as important, sympathizing |thoughtfully established and furnished
with the settlers, and knowing and un-|for his intellectual habitation, once
derstanding their needs.’’ | more parted company. The friends fell

Mr. Roosevelt was much impressed |into line behind Mr. Balfour and follow-
by the number and variety of the birds |ed his leadership; the foes, in their dis-
to be found in Central Africa. He tells | comfiture had recourse to the diction-
gruesome stories of hyenas haunting the | ary and discovered four words which
camps where the natives are suffering |they have never since tired of attaching
from sleeping siekness, and picking up |to Mr. Balfour and his methods. The
the helpless sleepers. His pictures of | four symbbls of magie are well known
the ride home in the moonlight after |to all; they are — “‘Equivocalness,*’
slaying the lions are very bright and | ‘‘Obscurity,’’ ‘‘Sophistry,’”’ and *‘Am-
picturesque. biguity.”’




