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CHAPTER XXVI,

UNHEEDED WARNINGS

At length came to the housshold ot
Colonel Hartland the news of the
terrible siege of Vera Cruz, with the
ligt ot killed and wounded, and what
is of more importance to our story,
the tele of Lieulenant Hartland's
promotion to " Captainoy,” and his
troublesome wound,

During these weeks of sugpsense no
more was enid of Marion's flirtation
with Stapleton, so abssrbed were the
family in thoughts of the suffering
member. Marion rode with her new
lover, walked and talked with him
almost unobserved, until one evening
Dr. Hartland met him in the hall, and
knew by hie manner and the tone cf
his voice that old habite were
reviving. He found Marion alone in
the library, from whence the genile
man bhad but just emerged ; clo
the door and epeaking very sternly,
he eaid, " Marion, did you know that
fellow was half.drunk? I am sur
prised that you allow him the liberty
of p private interview in his present
condition.’

Marion colored with
rose haughtily. "1
mistaken, or

his

apger, and
think you
that you misrepresent
your cougin; I eaw no @@aces of that
of which you sccuse bim.’

" There are none &o blind es those
who will not sce,” he replied sarcas-
tically. “ The fellow is bhere alto
gether too much for your good.
you wish to jilt an honest man and
marry this spak, who has been and
is like to be again a common drunk
ard, why, you can take your choice;
but you shall know what he is before
you leap ; and if you doubt my word,
a8 you eeem inclined to do, agk the

Colonel or my mother, It is all hum-

sing |
‘lJn’ll had et

desired you to be;

| l»r:.u;.‘ln. to eee his error;
| should never be, dear L

| you find you oar

It she could not

| prege on her

| were well batween you,
are |

gatisfaction, my honored father, that
there has never been a word between
the Surgeon and myeelf in any way
relating to Mrs. Hartland."

Laura, who had sowed the wind,
was reaping the whirlwind ; she un-
bosomed herself to Mies Greenwood,
who had proved a judicious and
truthful counsellor. She knew that
pecuniarly her husband would not
let her want, but how could she live,
and acl, and smile, in a world thab
knew, or would soon know, that she
was finolly cast off. She felt that no
mercy was to ba expected from the
Colonel's family; already she saw
that her constant intercourse with
Miss Greenwood bad led to the with.
drawal of Rosine almost entirely from
her loved visita to the Navy Ymd.
Both ladies understood the powerful
influence of the Doctor, and right
fully laid Rosine’'s absence at his
door; the influence had been exerbted,
quietly, covertly, perseveringly, and
successfully, and though notes of
friendship passed between Dora and
her young friend, they seldom met.
At the coming cof this stunning blow
to Laure, ehe would have gone back
al once to her position ae a boarder
ad the House of the Infent Jeeus, but
peiiher Sister Agnee nor Migs Green
wood encouraged the step. "' No,
1id, trying to ealm the
terrible wavee of remorse
over Laura, 'no; lat
when he returnes, find

your hushand,
you where he
do everything as
on know he would kave you if all

but hopa that he will in some way be
if even this
aura, you can
take the step you contemplate whe
10pe uo longer.”
And eo the diicarded, repudinted
wife remained where she was, but
conceal from the world
her aching heart, which left ite im
whole life. Rosine's

| was the only dissenting voice when

| she remembered her former failures |

buggery about reform ; I've seen him | that some time the right might be

muddled several times this winter ;
but be was badly off tonight, he had
to catch by
police will have ulm in safe kesping
before morning.'

Marion sialked haughtily from the |
room, she wae intensely angry, and
felt herself highly insulted.

“"What fools girls are!” soliloguized |
Dr. Hartland. “ What can there be
in this ancient jackanapes that is
attractive to a bright, pretty young |
creature ! Cerbainly she is a candi-

date for Bedlam, if she means really ‘ cb
to give up that likely western chap | that

and marry this aegs. I xrofuat 8 man
can't be too thankful, vuuo hesn't |
dnughtez& to look after!

‘The sons give us trouble some-
timee,” gaid the cheery voice of the
Colone), who had entersd the door |
Marion had left ajar in her hurried
exit, unobserved, and had overheard
the last eentence of the soliloquy.

" Are you scolding yourself, my son?"
he added, approaching the Doctor.

“ Not exactly; I am angrey that this
gixl Marion should be making such a
miserable wretch of herself, by jilting |
a likely man and taking up with our
poor drunken couein Tom, who has
been closa.ed up \uth her here, half
BER8 Over,

“ This is only suspicion, Ned,” said
ths Colonel, looking at his son with
astopishment ; “ you don't really
think there is any thing of thie sort
going on?

“It is suepicion founded on con-
stant observation, eir; by watching

the railing; I hope the |

|
\

|

|

1
l

l

1

|m

i
|

Aleck's decision was made known to
the family, she eaid but very liitle

io this matter, but not a day passed
that she did not offer a little prayer,

konown.

Between the sisters there had not
been quite the freedom of former
days, since the quarrel, though Rosine
gaid no more to Marion about Mr,
kmgletcr‘ bu$ she thought and won-
dered and tried not to see,
everything pass w xthout observation,
not even referrivg to ‘' cousin Tom "’
in her letters to ber mother ; she was

glad epricg was close at h'md when |

Marion was to return to Inglewood
fter a visit to Hawthorndein, and |
e sometimes wished time away
the hour migh$ be hastened, and
then ehe nccusdd herself of unsisterly
feelings in her deeire to be rid of |
Marion ; and on the whole, the winter
anticipated with so much joy, was a
time of trial and anxiety to Rosine.
Bat the crieis wes approaching; there
came & letter from Mr. Leighton,
reqairing & reason for her cold iufre-
quent epistler, and ehe took the op-
| portunity of the answer to inform
him that her feelings had changed,

more knowledge of the world bad
aliered her wishes with respecd to
| life, and she thought the engagement
musl be considered null,
declaration, couched in differsnt
terme, cansed a commotion at Ingle-
| wood. It will ba remembered that
thus far they did not thare, sssociate

| tha breach of faith with any second
| lover.

| eaid Mr, B

"I ought to send for her home,
onton, a little stercly, as

| he folded the latter.

the weather vane you can soon tell |

which way the wind sits.”

" Philip Benton's child ought not to
be brought into such a position in my
house,” said the Colonel thought.
fully: “ but if there is anybhing in it,
it may not be too Iate to break it up.
I ehall forbid him to come here at
all, it he comes disgulsed as you say.”

But the matter was taken up too
late, the mischie! was done ; that
very dsy he had made a formal offer
of his hand, heart, and forfune; the
foolish girl had no# accepted, neither
bad she refused, ehe had only dalib-
erafed. The Colonel had a sharp talk
with Mr, Stapleton the next day
nbout his bhabits, but Tom good-
naturedly assured him thay Ned wae
allogether mistaken, he was suffering
from an attack of vertigo when he
met him; but like a sly old fox, from
that day, for many weeks, he timed
his visits o avold both father and son.

Immediately upon thie came—what
each had anxiously. feared—the ac-
count of Aleck’'s fearful illness, with
the dally bulletin from some secret
friend, informing the Colonel with
great minuteness of evesy day's
change for better or woree. There
was no signature except ‘' A Friend,”
to all thess missives; gradually they
grew brighter, more hopefu'; and
then to Laura—whan the suapsnss
which she had shared with the family
through the daily letéer which was
ocarefully forwarded to her, when this
dark night had begun to give way
before the dawnings of hope—in that
hour came to the etricken wife her
own lettexrs returned; those love
manua's which she had filled with
the penitent overflowings of her
heart, all had coms back to her un
opened. What can ba told of her
agony in that moment | and she fe
that it was for all her life. She was
no longer a forgiven, heping wife,
but a wife hnted by her husband, dis
migsed without a wexd. To Colonel
Harilamd osme, in the postecsipt of
the flzed ledder writken by Oaptain
Hartland's own hand, this sentence,
“You will net be surpriced thad,
having become convinced ef the iafi-
delity of my wife, I have repudiated
her by returning her letters unread,
and I wish never to hear her name
again. I would also add for your

| for

“It is better ns it ie,” raplied the
wife; " if she bave no real love for
Horatio, separation is the best thing
both ; to send for her would be

| too strong an effort to bring them

togethar again; you don't suapect
any other fancy ?”

“There is no reference to any in
her letter ; it is to be hoped she has
more heaxt than such a faot would
indicate,” replied the father thought-
fally, leaning his head on his hand ;
“I will write to the Colonel confiden-
tially tomight, and tell him to act
for her a8 he would for Rosa.”

The letter wos written and dis-
patched at once; it crossed a letter
from Colonel Hartland to his friend
on the same subject, which we give

Y—— March, 18—,
' My Dear Philip:

“This is the first time in my life
that I am at a logs for words to write
to you, but the truth is, I am anxious
about Marion, and though I know
nothing for certainty, Ned thinks
there is serious cause why you
should know how matters are wiih
your daughter. My cousin, Tom
Stapleton, (you will remember him,)
returned from the East Indies this
autumn, and has been a consband
visitor here of course, mine bsing tke
only family with whom he can claim
any kindred. He professes to have
reformed his early habits, and I did
not frown on his vigite, for I thought
the girle entirely safe, both from
extreme difference of age, and Marion
by a previous cngagement; bat the
Doctor is of opinion that he is
becoming interested in Marion in a
way you and I would both geri.
ously regret, and although 1
cannod think s&o poorly of her
judgmend as to helisve she would
for a moment think of him in
comparieen with My, Leighton, still
I thought it right to advise with you
respecting this matéer. We have
been of Inte absorked in anxiety for
Aleck; ko is very fseble afbex his long
and tsnihlu illness, and will obdain
leave of absence ne soon ns he is able
to travel ; the poor fellow has mere
than kis share of trouble, and is now
smeacting under what he saye ‘ damn-
img proofs’ of his wife's infidelity ; o
course all is at an end between them.
The girls are well and happy. The

last news from Hawthorndean
brought the intelligence of the very
feeble state of Mre. Hawthorne ; the
old gentleman has the gloomy pros-
pect of being again left alone ; with
Willie blind, and himegelf inflrm, this
is rather a dark picture,

“ Forgive me, my friend, if I have
been incautious in allowing Tom
here, but really, under the eclrcum-
stances, I could fear nothivg.

" As ever, yours faithtully,

ALEX, HARTLAND."
CONTINUED

TO BE

DESMOND’'S DREAM

P —

In front of the Widow MacNamara's
comforiable thatohed cottage, the
cornfields stretched themeelves
goldenly in thq sun, heavily laden
with their newly-ouf, newly-stacked
hiarvest of wheat and oats and barley.
The very lact sheel of the very lagt
fleld would be garnered and stacked,
before evening, and then, onca the
threshing was over and the housa
thatched with the fine new yellow
wheaten etraw the heavy work of the

year would be over, thank God, and
one might then look forward to a |
period of comparative reet and easo |

} ne round agein,

that swept |

and I cannot |

till epring car
Mre. MacNamara had a great deal
for, y knew, \-.:1.11‘

to be thankfal

| her fine prospercus liitle farm; her
trim rose-embowered \h.*
even a fine lady might not dis

live in; her cows and her calves and
her gmdly flogk of sheep; above all
her handsome, strappiag son,,K De
mond, whem, agaio, any flne lady
might not have disdained ne & lovey.
There was not a girl in the parigh
moreover, who would not have been
proud and happy to have called him
her own ; and what a pity and mis
fortune it was that out of the whole
of them he should have set his eyes

but let |

The same |

and his heart on that silly, vain, |
good for nothing creature, BSadie
Farrell, with her fair, false face, ber
fins clothee, and her foolish reckless
way !
1t was thinking of her son now
hat had brought that uawonted
look of frouble and anxiety into the
| Widow MacNalara's usually placid,
kindly countenance. For three and
twenty long years Desmond and she
had been hh in all to each other, till
Sidia, with her pretty witcheries and
artfal designs, had come and thrust
herself rudely between them.

It was not, however, that the
| widow waa altogether jealous o! her
| son’s love for another woman, though
i there may have been a little of that

very natural feeling mingled with
| hor anxious mother-love, too, per-
‘ hape. But it Sadie had only been a

| baen.'

© | Bat, atter all, ;Mwl:x

| &
| Why,
| go out and ecrub floors for a

| different kind of girl from the fighty,
| mercenary, heartleee creature thah |
‘ Dasmond’'s mother knew her to 1

the latter would khavs gladly rejoiced |
in her son’'s happiness, and given her |
blessing heartily and ungrudgingly to |
a speedy union between them.

Foreseeing clearly, however, that |
Sadie was not the girl to make |
Desmond or any other man.happy,
| the widow bhad refused to give her
sanction to the match, asking only
(since her gon wae g0 very much in
love with the girl) that no marriage
or engegement of any kind should
| take p!ace b:tween them for another
| two years, when Desmond would bs

twenty-five, and the two of them
might be betéer trusted to know their
own minds,

If it had only been Elly Donoven
now, that Dasmond had set his heart
on, his mother would have felt|
entirely happy and sabisfied; for|

| though E!ly wae, as poor a8 a church
| mouss (being cne of a long family
with very litéle means) and not
nsaely as handszome or " ehowy’ a
gizl as Sadie, there was something so
smart and kindly and gentle in her
winsome waye, and withal she was
£0 sensible and managing and thrifty,
that Mes. MacNamara had often
found hersslf wishing in her heart
that God had blessed her with just
such & daughter na thie.

Well, things as regarded Sadie had
turned ous pretéy much as the widow
had anticipated, for only that day
she had learned from Simon Rossitor,
who drove the egg-collecting van
from Ballyrath, that Sadie Farrell
was to be married on the following
Sunday morning ¢o Dominic Corcoran
an elderiy, but well-to-do, publican
in the town. It was just what Sadie
might have bean‘expectead to do, for
she had never been content with her
quiet lile a home, and was ready to
take the flrat match that offered,
however eldexly and ugly her suitor
might be, as long a8 he was rich and
ready to afford her the life of ease
and the general " good time" which
was her highest and oaly ambition.

Desmond must have heard the
naws, too, for thess things trxaval
quickly in the country eepscially at
hay and harvest time; and his
mother wondered gadly all day how
her poor boy would take it. Badly
enough, she feared ; yet in this spsedy
marriage of Sadie to another, Das-
mond’'s mether realized, lay his
surest guarantee of ultimate peace
and happianese.

I% was with a more than usually
tender and wadchfal regard tha$ she
saw him return from the cornflelds
that evening, and, after payiog his
barveeters their last day's wages,
coms with slow and heavy steps into
the house. She mads his tea whils
he was waahing his hands in the
kifchen, and a faw minutes later the
¢ of them sat down togethar before
o neatly arranged table spread wigh
pretéy china, homemade bread and
bubter, cream, suger, blackbarry jam
and some §smpting newlaid egge.

“No eggs fox me this evening,
mofther, thank yow!” he said, push-
ing them away from him, “lt's
much #so0 hot this weather for egge,

or, indeed, for much foed of any

sord,” and be made a half-hearted
attack on a thin plice of griddle-
0ke,

' Are you not well, Dasmond, or is
thore anything a trouble to you, my
son ?’' ehe asked, for this almost
unprecedented lack of appetite on
his part needed some other more
credible explanation than that of the
gun’s hot rays.

He raised his eyes silently to hers
and as he did so her mother's heart
was grieved sorely by the look of
hurt love and pride and pain that
lay in their troubled depths.

"I heard something today
Sadie, mother,” he eald quistly.
“She is marrying old Dominic |
Corcoran of the hotel in Ballyrath ;
and they say the wedding is coming
off in a hurry—as soon as nexi

about

Sanday, in fact. So you need not be
troubling your poor head any move,
mother,” he fluigshed with a ra f\ul
look, about her and me.

' Well, perhaps it is the
could happep, for
Desmond,” chs told him

You'll find somebody elec
more worthy of you by and by,
gon, and somebody who will be &
comfort and a blegsing to you, too
a8 I fear Sadie never would have

best thing

that your

\
»
i

He shook his her
It's not t
e thinge
'll ne
r her.

d eadly
180 telling r
he sald then
yther woman
my heart.
blame
go on waiting
oen by eayi:
far better an

an
broke
her. Why should she
indefinitely for me w!
the word ehe coule
weslthler muich |
“0ld Dominio Corcoran, with his
ugly face and gouty limbs, brought
on by drinking more then was good |
for him of his cwn beer and epirite "' |
his mother answered with ecorn.
Dy you call bim & betier match ?
it 1 were n girl,

d

I'd rather |
living
than marry such a man for the sake
of bis money.”

Well, ehe's
how, and that
thing fu me.

I can't blafme poor Sadie. Ii's a pity
you cams lufm«,.\ us, mother. She |
hadn’'t a comf{ortable home of i, and |
she waen't qhh‘ for the work they
wmmd bher to do—

And which rhe never tried
either ns a matter of faoct,
mother, ' She was
good-for-nothing, tooy
and frivelous to care

marrying bhim,
is the end of every

And, es 1

any

to do,
said his
idle aad
1 and selfish
about anything |

too

in the world only her own plensure |

pnd amusement. If ghe were werth
thinking about at all, she would have
waited for you in preference to taking
a man like Dominic Corcoran.” She
spoke hotly, for, womanlike, she ro.
sented Sadie's desertion of her son,
even though she had not wanted
bhim to marry her. Beaider, those
quietly epoken words of his: " It's a
pity you came bstween us, mother,
had hurt her, and made her feel
vaguely uneasy and doubtful, for the |
firet time, as to the wisdom and |
propriety of her own attitude in the |
watier, [
* Mother,” eaid Desmond then, with |

a sudden, quist determination. " I l
can't stand it! I cannot face the |
I must go away |

thought of it all !
from here !’

" Go awsy, Deamond !"
with a suddenly pale face.

‘ Yer, mother, I muet! 1 could
not etay on here now doing the samo
work day by day ; it would drive me |
med ! I must go, mother, but it will |
not be for long. He ndded this last |
only to console ker, to pacify her,
for in his heart of hearts, he would |
never care to return, |

" Where to? To America ?" she ’
asked, blankly, and he nodded. Then |
all at once she broke into a fi$ l
passionate, pitinble weeping.

" But I cannot let you go, Deemond.
How could I1?' she sobbad. “1I|
ghould ba too lonely, too desolate |
and miserable to live. Ah, my sov,
you wonuld nevar leave me, would
you, after all that we have been to
each other through all these years,
sincs the very flrst moment you drew
breath ? You are all I have in the
world. You must not leave! It
would be too terrible, too cruel. I
could mnever live through it 1
sheuld die.”

He drew her gray head o his breast
and tried to soothe and comfort her
a8 bes? he could, just as she had o
often done with him through many
& childish trouble.

“ Don’t cry mother, dear. I'm not
worth it,”” he said, brokenly: “ and
I'm not going to go yet awhile. I'll
sea the threshing through for yeu,
and thatch the house, too, before I
go. You'll be able to manage the
resd yourself, for this year, at least.
And some time I'll come baek §0 you,
I promise I will!' But since he
would not eay: I will not go at
al), mother,” nothing else that he did
gay could comford her.

Yot a8 the daye wenté on and
Desivond made no further mention
of going away, bul went seduously
about his werk ns herelefore, she
bagan to be filled with & new feeling
of hope and rsassurance. Now that
the wors’ of it was over and Sadia’s
marriage an accomplished faet, he
weuld settle down cententedly ae
befora to the work of the farm, and
doubtlesy one cf these days weuld
begin to look about him and console
himsell with same better girl for his
worthless Sadie’'s perfidy.

In thir, she was mistaken, however.
A few wesks Iater, Desamond wens
one day te Killowghter fair, and did
not return., And it was only afier a
day and a night of utéer misery and
anxiety that sghe Lad his favewell
latter, telling he was already on the
broad road to Ameries, and had
taken this way of goimg rather than
face the ordeal of saying good-bye to
her and havieg her try to dissuade

she echoed,

| address,

| bimeelf with writing every wee
| affection,

she had no re u’ need of his mo

| fri

| from the

| pleas

| feiend

gaid before |

| dreamt

| h(l}‘(‘
| congern,

bim, ae before, from doing what
seemed to him the only thing
poseible.

He hed taken with him barely
money sufficient to pay his passage
out, But once landed in New York
he had not the elightest difficulty in
finding work; his magnificent
physique and the strength of his
broad ehoulders and arms proved a
certain gusrantee of good and con-
stant employment. Bat the work
he had to do, though well paid for
was arduous and unpleasant
carrisd on, moreover, in
close eurroundinge, very
from his former plensant
ment, amidst the green
golden flelds of his home,

He wrote many letters to his
mother, but never gave her his own
1ron. some sirange feeliag |
that he did not wish {>r any news
from Lomu of € Morgover, }
feared that i! his mother had
irese, and was thue able
to him might, perbaps, succsead
eventually coaxing le to ¢
| hon 10, againegs | svery wiser ine
end inclination. So l,'.

; It was
dask and
different
environ
hills and

sndle. 2
his
to write
me

isinet |
ited
k and
meany dollars as he
way of showing
and even though he kn

conte

her ne
spare, by

gending
oould

18
ney.

jo the nn and wint

riog

¢ passed
ver, il e
He had nev
\d Or h',-iL
once (bub
Lhad a lin

Ok
n fault or
any
lef;

this w
e or
raoth
behind hin

Soon he b
of tha sira
worked oppres
ing; and one \
face to face with an
gir), with the kind
ant emile of Eily Do
first sight of her, his heart
jamped into his mouth, and he a:ked
himsell could it ba really Eily,
from home—he was

t last by all the pangs
nesas.

Still he wo on,
mined, wuncor aining
night he had a dream which troubled
his weking hours each moment of
every day and night thereafter. He
that bhis mother lay dnvl
she had died of a brok:

had fretted hersell into "'

vie

had lonel

-nlli‘ulf',.'
ith

compsany
whom
l‘ i
when 1 el
Irish emi
bius

ad com

and a
aesailad
of homae sick
deter

silent 8

until one

that
heart,

| grave thicking of and longing for the

gon who bad gons from her wltbr»\':
ever saying even good by That
Good-by " would never be sali now
in this world, he knew, as he looked
at her pals, dead face, worn and far. |
rowed with much weeping, yet

strangely peaceful and at rest now in

death,

His mother was dead—he felé it—
he knew it! And oh! what would he |
not give now fir one line written by
those poor, frail fingers, he who of
his own foolish choice had deliber
ately put the wide watexs of the |
Atlantic between himsslf and the |
mother who loved him, this last long |
gix months and more !

Without breaking his fast, he went |
that morning séraight to his "' boss
and told him he must get someone
elae to take his place, as he himself |
must go home to Ireland a! once and
without delay.

' Nothing wrong,

MacNamara, I|
' his boes asked, with geansine
for as well as liking Des-
mond, he had fourd him an extramaely
relinble and valuable werkman.

" Everything, I fear, sir. I dreamf |
last night at my mobther was dead,
and I must gat home without delay,” |
Deswond answered despondently.

T'he overseer looked as though he
should like to laugh, but apparently
thought bether of it.

" And for no other reasson than
that |” Le exclaimed, incredulously.
“Why, MacNamara, I thought you
were a man of sense! And, eure,
man alive, don't you know that
dreams always go by contraries!”

But Desmond was not in the mood |
to listen to any argument ef the |
sord, Deawing what wages were |
dae him, he eet out for the Old |
World and home—his now empty
and desolate home — without a
moment’'s loss ol time. Perhaps—
who knows ? and God is always good
and merciful—the blow might nod
yet have fallsn. The dream might
have come as a warning ; he might
otill be in time to receive his
mother's blessing, to bid her the
last good bye, the good-bye whioch he
longed for now with a terrible yearn-
ing and remorse, remembering how
of his own necord he had leit with
out a single farewell word.

« During the weary and apparently
endless journey heme, his thoughts
dwelt ofien on gentle Eily Donovan,
the girl whom he knew, and known
all along, weuld have been hias
mothex's choice of a wife for him,
and whose prelby face, with its
pleading, wistial expression, had
been with him a gread deal ever
gimes the dey when he had seen
that other Irish girl so siérangely
like her in t$he streets of New York.
0OJddly enough, he hardly ever tkought
ol Sadie new, and when he did,
it wae only with feelings of unquali
fisd indifference and confempt.

At last his jouwney was ended,
and late one night he found himself
onoce again walking up the litkle
garden path that led to his methex's
door. The hour was so late that few
of the neighbors waere abroad, and
evaen if they had been, he would have
hesitnked to make himaelt known
to tsem, lest he should hear at once
from theix lips that which he most
dreaded to be told.

Yeof, ne he steod now beside his old
home, a curions comforiimg feelimg
of kope and reassurance came sndden:
ly back to him, Everything seemed
g0 warmly familiax and exacély ae ib
had always been; and there was

| the

| his

| live till m

| attack of laerza

| sadly,

| daughter to me,

| that time !

befere me,

| getting a meal ready for you I

| again,

the light in the kitochen, and, ngain,
in his mother's own room, It could
not be poesible that she was gone
and another come in her place—
80 soon ! Yet, considering his own
long abspnce and complete eilence
henven knews what might have
happened since he left, N
He knodked gently at the door and
waited, snd when no answer camae,
hia heart geemed to grow ocold

and #¥ll in his breast. Then, ns

| 18 started sgain tn thump violently

ageinet hie rib those six months of |
loneliness and xile had played
stxange tricks \\lUl his
nerves—he opened the door snd
walked straight in, determined to
know the worst or the best, once and
for all.

There wae nobod
g0, walking down
thnt led to yom,
opened t m door of it also, torgetting
the formality of knocking
exfremo 'Ll'r['i":f.‘(t‘l and
to konow all,

And at the
mother, happily alive, ti
alarmingly )

WEAK
gab the old
’nir

y in the kitchen
the

mother 44

in his
snxisty
then, pight of
wnugh looking
pal ns ghe
rmohair before
o sudden
aloud in

Yy
o

and
in
fire beart g

he cried
grati
thank God !

VOres ax

relie t
t1
ther

leap t
and

m
ana po

you ever for
Dagsmond was eaying
, 1 konow, it you could
sn of all I have
{ you, The

6t terrible

faintes
pine

of
il, for, d n i
dreamt one 1

“And so I was y 8
ast Tuesday 1
arthy thought 1
I had
good w}k , and

e desd.
n. ¢
noer it, I i
Dr. Maco(
been ailing
then a beavy
and bron
very neatly floished me
indeed, I never would have
through il it w;mu'c for poor
careful nursing—the doct
A himself, for he never expac
find me allve when he
That good, dear girl!
She has basn better than any daugh-
ter to me ever since— She stopped
" You lost yous ungrateful een,
Desmond finished for her, a
seeing how she hesitated even
to refer
her,

a

pulled

ted

to came

Ah, well, mother, I'm

my absence.”

widow
“ Rily

it,” the
quickly.

interrupied him
was more than a
a8 I eaid; but 1

wanted my son, too,” and she pué

| her frail arm fondly about his great |

broad shoulders
child by her side.
' He has come back, mo her, never
to leave you again,” he gaid humbly.
" Sure, I must have been mad all
And gome day, perhaps,
with the help of God, you will yet
have a dear daughter, too, as well as
n son—that ie, if Eily would ever
look at me now! Somehow, I have
been thinking a great
Iately. Har face has basen
Where is she,
She wanted to
like the genile,
creature that
hia mother in
boand, now
kitchen

ae he knelt like a

always
mother ?"
leave us alone,

ehe always

a whispar, I'il be
she's down in the
l'u.‘w,; up the keitls and
don't you ge! the small of the
reshers and eggs frying in pan ?’

1% seemed %o Dismond just then
that & meal ol rashere and eggs—
new laid Irish egge and home curad
Irish bacon—was the oue and only
dish that he had been miessing all
these months,

Eily cames then, at the widow's call
to give him two or three worda of
hearty Irish welcome., And when, a
few minutes later, she reappeared
carrying u neatly-laid tray,
which she placed on a small tabkle
between his mother and himeelf,
Dasmond said fexrvently, and out of a
very full hemit: " Wisha Eily, I
hopa I'll slways have you to make
my guppar for me,” at which daring
gpeech ths three cf them laughed
long and happily together.

" Why couldn’'t you have eaid that
six months ago, you foolish, levesick
omadhaum ?’ asked his mother,
“and saved us all this sorrow and
loneliness ? Bu#, sure, I'm contsnt
and eatisfled now if REily is the
samae.”

But from the shy, radiani look
that the givl threaw at Desmond as
he drow in & chair for her betwesn
his mother aund himeelf, the old
woman gusssed truly that Lily, foo,
ns well ns hexsell, was content and
happy.—Nora Tynan O'Mahomy in
Missionary Record.
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IRISH RELIGIOUS SPIRIT
STRIKINGLY SHOWN 1IN
TRAGEDY
By N. C. W. C. Newe
May 21.—Illustrating the
importance attached ky Catholics
to the last Sacraments, and nlso
the deep religlous epirit of the
Irish peeple, thae Daily Chronicle
hes given prominemos fo an ascount
of the last momends of Jamen
MeCsriby, & baker of Thurles, who
was recently shot dead in the night
in that tawn. The story recalls she
death sf the lord mayer of Cork, whe,
afber veceiving the lnel rites, forgave
his muxdersr and commendsd his
own seul fo God.
MoOarthy, according to the Daily
Chronicle, had received a threaten.
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