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CHAPTER XXXVII

Mildred, though feeling strangely
fatigued, vainly courted sleep that
night. She had not retired early
expecting that Cora, according to her
went, would come immediately to
her, on leaving her uncle; but the
girl had gone to her own room, at
which Mies Burchill was surprised
and yet relieved.

Now, a8 an hour after midnight,
she toseed on her pillow, seeking
some more comfortable position for
her throbbing temples, she fancied
ghe heard the sound of sobbing from
her pupil's room. In afew minutes
ghe was convinced of it. She roee
hastily, and snatching up her morn
ing dress, put it on asehe pasged into
Cora's chamber. She entered &0
lightly that the girl, face prone on the
bed as if she were trying to smother
the sound of her woe, did not hear |
her, and the governess bent over her
and watched her for a second without
speaking. She eeem2d to be con-
vulsed with grief, for her whole form
shook in such a manner that it made
the bed tremble.

“ What is the maftter asked Mil. |
dred eoftly. |

The girl stacted up, and flinging |
her arms about Miss Barchill's neck, ‘i
strained the latter to her long nud}
passionately.

“It's about you,” she said; " it‘e‘
gsomething I wanted to tell you to- |
night before I went %o uncle ; n'e\
something I felt I ought to tell you
when I came from him, but I could ‘
not. That is the reason I did not go |
to your room when I came upstairs; |
but oh, if you knew how muchI|
guffered, lying here and thinking |
about it all. ‘

“Well, tell it to me now,” said Miss
Burchill, quietly, though secretly she |
was almost as much agitated as Cora.

Still the girl sitated, and she re
sumed her embrace of the governess,
ag if by that means she fain wc
put off her answer. But Mildr
would not be and, while &h
gently unwou:

he

‘My
them,
ghe not plunge at once into the sul
jact of her cor ation, ehe would
be unable to male ] Hese
them every evenir 1e said to- |
night, when he come out ol
fright, that he'd be migh'y glad when
he was married, for then you'd have |
to take yowr turn with them. He |
dldn’'t mean to gay that to me, for he |
tried to take it ba » minute atter, |
and he laughed and eaid what he
always does about his nerves. He |
wae afraid I suppose, that I'd tell
you. But I kept thinking about it
Migs Burchill, and about the sirange
way he gete into every evening when |
I'm with him, and I got thinking
about you and what you said of |
marrying him from a sense of duty, |
and it seemed to duty to tell
you all this ; and then again it seemed |
to be better not to tell you, for if it
were your duby to marry my uncle
why should I o e your duty hard to
perform by telling you this about
bhim I bave never told you of the |
strange way he g y every night,
because I feli s a8 he
was my uncle kind to
me, i { dishonor
able on y
him v
hap
Ther

1munic

¥
nis

and go

: ar¢ no prom

ing you to secrecy, you !

wrong to tell me about ’
and you need not fear for me with |
regard to what Mr. Robinson imagines |
he sees. It is but imagination, pro. |
duced, I have no doubt, by the state [
of hig nervous system. That \\hir‘h‘t
gurprises me most is your silly fear.
Sarely, in such an enlightened age as
this is, a girl of your years must con-
foss to secret shama at such childish-
ness. Now I shall beg you fo go to
sleep and think no more of this, and
1 ghall put out the light.

your unole

| mass of papers, with & corrugated

| doomed a

| ennounced

Her decided manner produced, as
it always did, the desired effect on
Cora. She offered not a gingle remon-
strance, and the governees, having
extinguished the light, went to her
own room,

CHAPTER XXXVIII
Rodney in his office, diving amid a

brow and absorbed manner, was
aroused from his occupation by the
announcement of Thurston's name,
the announcement being immediate-
ly followed by the young man's
presenoe,

“Why Gerald, my boy, what on
earth brings you on here now?
Thought this was your busiest
geason ? Anything the matter ?”
noticing the peculiar expregsion
about the young man's mouth, which
the lawyer had seen on other ocoa-
gions, and which he knew so well |
how to interpret

“I have givenup my place at the
factory, and I am going to travel for
a year or two.”

Rodney in his surprise, seemed to

| euepend for & moment the twinkling

of his little sharp eyes.
don't tell me so!’ he ex
“Well, this ie a world of |
I thought you held a life

“You
claimed.
gurprises

| genure there, and what's more, I was

hoping that pretty, modest governess
would have made you forget the |
treachery of that devilish little step-
mother of yours.”

“That pretty, modest governees,’

| repeated Gerald, with some bitter

ness, ‘'is the affianced of Mr. Robin-
son.”

“What!” and Rodney sprang from |
his chair, and with hie quill behind |
his ear and his meuth wide open,
stood looking the picture of ludicrous |
amazement. But Gerald made no |
answer to the exclamation. He only
stood with folded arms looking down
at the floor

Then other emotions than surprise
rouged in Rodney's mind. He pitied, |
acutely pitied, this poor young man,
second time to be the
vietim of disappointed affection, for,

the time he had seen Miss Bur
had heard Gerald ¢
] e young

st learning ywve th
went up o Gerald

1d on hig arm, sald sof

rald, I pity you from

how did such &

t? Was there anything to lead
gsuspect that Miss Burchi

[r. Robinson, that--

Nothing, interrupted

yetuously more indeed, to

e me think the contrary; and the
rst intimation which I received of
her engagement was her answer to |
my own proposal of marriage to her.
She etated that she had
promised to marry Mr. Robinson. |
Then at dinner that same evening he
the engagement
good God! Redney ; what has
gsuch as she seemed to me to be—in
common with a man like Robinson,
oX Are women deceivers Can
they wear masks at will, and go |
about with hearte like whited sepul
chres ? It sickened me, Rodney, and |
I felt as if [ could not draw another
eagy breath in Eastbury. How 1
wish 1 had never seen the place ! |

He averted his face for a mou
ag if even from the lawyer he woull
vonceal the ngony which distorted b

But Rodney would say
r word in defence Mige
p gentle, unassu
y won him

eak of

that

thing com

already

Bat, |
she

all

of

‘Well, what are your plans ?"' agkec
Rodney, willing at length to ¢
Miss Burchill,

“I have not matured them yat,
further than to go abroad ; to London
immediately. I have decided to
spend at least two years in travel.”

“The best thing, Gerald, perhaps,
under the circumetances, and you
will come back with that manly epirit
of yours guite restored. But when

| do you start ?"

| She obeyed immediately, anxious to

| upon Mre. Phillips eatering by one

| deplore

| that

| But feeling the instant necessity

| interest

| talk about Chester.

“ To.morrow. | nave engaged my
paseage, and I have only waited thus
long to see you before I went."

“But you will let me hear from
you ;" eaid Rodney, with so much
golicitude in his tones that Gerald
laughed, though he wae also touched
by the evidence of the little lawyer's
regard.

“Oh, yes,” he answered; "You
gshall have at least o line every few
weeks, and in any case my bankere,
Cramer & Co., will know where to
find me.” He turned again to depart,
premising, however, to come back |
and spend the night with Rodney.

Immediately atter Robinson
received Gerald's farewell in
factory, a oceremony which on|
Gerald’'s part comprised only the |
simplest words of adieu, and on Rob- |
inson's & somewhat constrained in-
vitation to vieit The Castle when he
would, the factory owner repaired to
his home and summoned Mildred.

had
the

have at once a communication the
import of which her heart assured
her would be—at least, in some
measure—painful

Ag she entered the wide hall lead
ing to the study she came plump

of the numerous doors which led out
to the broad piazza, The widow
geemed a8 much surprised at the
rencontre ae the governese, and she
drew back with a little real start, |
while the delicate flagh in her cheeks
deepened ; but she recovered her self- |
possession in an instant, and, with an |
effrontery as daring as it was grace- |
ful, advanced to Mildred, saying :

“Have 1 to thank Providence or
accident, Migs Burchill, for this meet-
ing ? My heart has so yearned fo |
gee you, neeuring me ae it did that,
it 1 could but speak to you, you |
would reconsider your determina
tion of not permitting me to visit
you any more. It you could but
know how I have suffered, how I
defects in my character
which, I doubt not, have been the
cause of such a resolution on your
part.

And with head bent and eyes cast
down she presented a most perfect
f wging humility and

the

pietura

nit you to vigit me ar
ated Mildred, too much
impressed by
not aware of
mination on my part
) not understand you
Phillips’ tur: @ sux
Wae Ina ¢t ret rageas
8y k no bou
Thurst n B0 war:
interest in Miss Bu ill a8 to send
upon his own responeibility the note
which requested the discontinuance |
yf her vieite. She was also angry
with herself for having spoken in
such a manner, eince Mildred was
not aware of the sending of the note. |
of
withdrawing from the position she |
had assumed, and not willing for a |
moment to give Miss Burchill the
gratification of knowing Thurston's |
in her bahalf, she took
ghelter, as she alwayvs did on such
occasions, in a subterfuge :
Dear Miss Burchill, I was led to
hink you had formed such a deter
mination from chance words dropped
Mr. Robinson ; but only assure me
¢ [ am mistaken and that you
e me again, and I shall be

iete
dete

well

ad i

iy

| wing.

| short space with as

| hold.
| at once to select the best and nicest |

| cardboaed

| satisfled that it

| land
| her parents were poor and would

SPRAYS OF SHAMROCK

N

(By Eleanor ¥, Kelly)

The early days of March had come
with the keen, blustery winds and
bright sunshine. The glad, warm
rays seemed to turn to gold the
thatch of a little cotsage which stood
o the foot of a green Irish hill where
the shamrocke grew in abundance,
At the door of the cottage stood o
grey haired woman, with a sweet,
grave face and a little girl of about
seven years of age with eyes which
were bluer than the violet and hair
which was darker than the raven's
It was not diffioult to guess
the relationship between them, for
the child had a strong resemblance
to her grandmother,

“Maureen,” said the Ilatter, ad-
dressing the liktle girl. “ It is time
to be gatherin’' the shamrogues fo be
sendin’' to your Aunt Bridget in
America.’

“Very well, Grannie,’ answered

Maureen, ' I know where there's a |

heap of them growin’ together, and I
won't be long gettin' enough of them
to fill a box.”

Off she went immediately in search

plentiful, =
supply a8 her tiny pioatore oould
Her grandmother proceeded

box which she had in
readiness. When she had it neatly
packed she gazad at the green leaves
wistfully for a few momente, and, as

| of the wee trefoil, and returned in a |

When Mary Schumann was mak-
ing her exit through the door of the
ward she turned for a last look at her
triend and saw that she was still
gozing ot the sprig of shamrock with
o far away, yet peacetul and happy
look in her eyes.

A ehort time after a Sister of
Charity come to see her.

' 8ister, dear,” she gasped. “I'll
die happy if you promise me that
you'll see that thie litéle bit of sham-
rock is buried with me., It'll be like
a bit of the ould land.”

The Bister promised, And when
poor Minnie died they tound a piece
of faded shamrock in her hand.

CHAPTER, II

In the dim light of the early morn.
ing, in a certain quarter of New York
which had not a quite savory reputa-
tion, & man issued from a house
where light might have been seen
burning all night, had not the win-
dows been so closely shutbered. A
policeman who happened to be near

looked at the building suspiciouely |

and then watched the man closely

for some minutes as he walked along |

the strest with an unsteady gait. He
seemed about to follow him, when
pregently he saw him stoop to pick up

| something which was lying on the |

b

|

she did go, a tear fell trom her faded |

eye upon them which seemed to
make them all stir in their siny bed.

‘ May they bring a blessin’ where
ever they go, and make them #hat's

snid she ae she closed the lid, and

| then tied the box with a piece of tiny

green ribbon
The prayer was heartfelt and per

|
|

| cian's wand,

pavement.
The article on the pavement which

bad attracted the man's eye was a |
sprays and place them in a small ‘ emall ghamrock spray.

" 8t. Patrick's Day, of course—how
unpatriotic of me to have forgotten
it "—eaid he, ashe placed it in his
hatband.

And as he did so the little tre-
foil eeemed to exerciee some
of the power of the magi
for the sordid street

;
|
|
»
\
|
|

|

| vaniehed from the man's sight and |

| gone away think of the ould land and |

the friends they left behind $hew.” | at

haps the old woman would have been |

beard hed she
known the part which some of fhe
emerald sprays were destined %o play
in the great land beyond the
fortnight later one
pped accidently |
lying on the
New York.
Jirl on

Wak

an.
thom
y 168 woearor, wae
o estreet car in
It caught the eye of a
the seat and she

of

geat, of
opposite
picked it up immediatel

" Just the very ftk
Minnie will be so

vid to herself. |
got any from Ireland, a3 she t
that ber parents died
came over, and that she
alone in the world
She was & grand um to have. So
sad that she is dying The girl was
an employee in one of the grea$
factories of New and

that poor

get,” she

she
quite
Minnie !

was
Poor

York,

a friend of b
Mionnie Cag

rs, an Irigh gixl named
y, who was dying of
consumption. Between her
Minnie, wiho had been her special
chum at the factory, a stxong atbach-
ment existed, and whensver she had
leisure she visited she sick girl. Not
many years before poor Minnie had
cheeke like the heart of a rose,
and trod the green hilla of Ire
with a bounding “s'ep. Bub

have
their

nothing to support
old age 80

them
the

in
gir

| who was their only child, resolved to

extended her bauds ns
but Mildred did not
Instead she involuntar
he an

she |

whlle iwered

v upon what groun
1 at 1 ha

ninati I

ui as rv ¢

Ler

eting
rd for her
don't want to take up the
1g about her now,’'
he factory owner. ''Isent for you to
Gerald's left the
factory ; gono for good.

TO BH CONTINUED

When the devil is not fishing he is
mending his nets.

A dreamer ie not a man of action,
and the work of the world is nob
done by oritics.

she hoped to

go to America, wher
igh o becomas the

be able §0 earn en
staff of their dec
ery lette

eometbing 1n

ming years. Al
she wrote home
the way
grieved &c

h lie
produced

ghe had

nr yyes
H

shamroock

wever, w the

en ghe
spray which
the street car, Minnie's eyes
glistened. She stretched forth her
weak hand, and, grasping it eagerly,
pressed it to her lips.

“I knew you'd like to have i$,"
said her friend. Irish people make
80 much of the shamrook and of
S¢. Patrick's Day."”

* Mary, you couldn’'t have brought
me anything that I'd like half as
well. 1t's like a sight of home,”
answered the dying girl.

up in

and |

| bad thoroughly

WeS on |
her way to one of the hospitale $0808 | 3.ix and without » coin in his poc
| ) 3§ C

| who loved

in ite place he saw a green Irish
valley with a white-washed cottage
one end of it, close by which
there ran a crystal, murmuring
streamy whose musioc he
hear

seemed to |

I'm afraid I've been treating the |

old folks rather badly
himesolf
it's such
hou

said he to
“They must think I'm dead
n long time since I

ure I've had more than
a dozen from $them during
the lest year, and I baven't writter
word in reply d ick Kavan

agh the olved that

he w ome that very da
Tk an's nature was

firat coming

friends snd with

misfor

86d who

wrote

ieliers

re and then ree

not

to

experience, I had
to fal
in every undesirable
vere ad to
bling, and it was

the
sans in wita » were
They
and #o0 gam
not long until they
infected the wunso
phisticated Irishman with their own
vicee He often played into the
gwall bours of the morning and fre
quently went home the worse for

ay

cted drink

ket, his boon companions baving re
lieved him of his hardly earned
woges. A# firat his conscience
proached him, but the grip of vice
grew stronger, his better feelings be-
came stifled, and be plunged deeper
and deeper into dissipation He for
got bome and friends—the friends
him well, and to their
messagea soliciting but a
say if bhe. were well, he

re

earnesh
word #o

| surned a deaf ear

f gratifuds, |

pioked | of

sady
but

¢
from

In fact he wae alx
road o rain
leaved 1
him back

It will

Iris)

far on the
3 three
sEERge turned
ith
ibe ¢

ards

o groat the

York

o

ame sloK
16y be

&
no longer

A wn
son w the land

he living

in

They inquired of their neighbors
who kad friends in America if anyo

of them had seen #heir Paddy, but
they could got no deflnite informa.
tion. A vague rumor sometimes |
reached them thas he had beea seen |
somewhere in New Yowk, and for |
weeks their hearts fed fondly on the 5
hope that further news of him woeuld |
follow, but the days passed and they |
beard nothing more concerning him. |

Perhaps the rumor was the invention

To the Voter

O establish that the 2.51%

beer to be voted on—the

“Beer of the Ballot”—is
not intoxicating, The Ontario
Brewers’ Association deposited
$5,000 with the Canada Per-
manent Trust Company on
September 16th.

€ On September
Ontario

19th, The
Association
formally challenged the Refer-
endum Committee through the

)] G
! I'CSS

Recnntnrare’
illg WETS

deposit
the

Company to support their con-
tention that this beer is intoxi-

cating.

to an equa

amount with

same Trus

from \ e of malt and
h\);‘v%. o ®

alcohol

to
and nourishing.

only sufficient

make it digestible
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