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LITTLE DAN'tie all a dhrame ; an' somebody has put 

the comether on us And thin we have 
to go out an’ see everythin’ agin all over 
—the new house, the barns, the shtock, 
the crops, the walls an* hedges an' 
ditches : an’ thin we comes back to go 

knees and thank the Lord and ax

Ilall. But they lifted him tenderly and They chose the road which Maxwell 
reverently, as a hero, who had probably had travelled the night that he quitted 
given his life to save little children in shame and remorse the humble roof

that had given him shelter ; and as 
they went he pointed out to his wife 
the places where he had stopped, the 
thoughts that passed through his mind ; 
the very spot where he was going to 
throw all up in dispuir, and creep in 
amidst the bracken, and lie down and 
die ; the lake that glited in the star
light, the river that murmured on his 
right hand and directed his course, the 
labourer's cottage where he had obtain
ed a little food. It is a pleasant thing 
ki prosperity to retrace the footsteps of 
adversity, and recall, with all the de
light of the contrast, the mournful 
thoughts that seemed to make these 
footsteps in blood.

It was five o'clock when they turned 
in from the main road, and drove slowly 
up along the boreen that led to the 
dwelling-house, Maxwell still pointing
out each spot with its own associa- The one drawback was 
tion. stubborn refusal to make friends. And

*1 can tell you I was footsore and yet Maxwell was not sorry, lie pitied 
weary and hungry enough the evening the girl ; but he knew well that far 
I came along here he said, “and 1 had down beneath her rustic rudeness and 
received so many rebulls that I thought apparent dislike was the misplaced love 
the dog would De set loose on me here, for himself.
Look, there I lay down to gather my- “ Only ore thing is wanting now to 
self together, and pluck up a little your happiness,” said Maxwell, as they 
courage. ’ rose to go, “ you must get Pierry here

They reached the yard ; and a great married as soon as possible. No house 
brown collie came out to challenge them, is rightly blessed unless the faces of 
and demand their business. little children are here. Isu t that true,

“Then keep it close,” said Maxwell, ate consistently in a weird and tragic 
“If all you say is true, there’s a manner. Yet the new-born love that 

mystery somewhere, and you may get Mabel bore towards her husband made 
involved. By the way, did you tell any- his unhappy death doubly painful, 
one about the ducking Outram gave The woman’s sonl was disappointed of 
you?” its ambition to consecrate and make

“Divil a wan,” said Darby. “Oyeh, happy a life that she had rescued from 
what am 1 saying'? Yarra, sure I ton Id worse than death. It was a sense,
half the parish; and tould ’em too that therefore, a noble sadness that weighed
I d be even wid him wan day.” her down, a sense of lost opportunities,

• Precisely. Now, take care, and keep —of a life, which she might have eu- 
When Darby did see the “masther,” a silent tongue in your head; or that nobled, just snatched from her hand by

he wrapped himself up in that cloak of may come against you. Many a man Death, fortunately, she thought, it
mystery that used to be exasperating, has been hanged for less.” was all natural and honourable. Out-
but was now only amusing to Maxwell. And Maxwell knew that he had closed ram had not gone down in disgrace, nor
He had learned much and profited Darby’s tongue on that subject for by his own hand, nor under dark cir-

, . fur ever. cuinstances. A sudden mountain squat I,
“Where were you last evening, lie called down to the hotel in the unforeseen and uni aglued ; a frail

Darby ? ’be said. “You never returned afternoon, inquired and found that boat ; and that was all. At least, the
after dinner.’’ Outram and Mabel were registered as lynx eyes of society could see nothing

“Sich a thing !” said Darby. guests, asked to see them, and saw there. There could be no room for
“I. .uppOHe the attractions of home Mabel alone. ™ the Pl‘Y that met her fmm "°

life and Money are too much for you ?" She was anxious and terrified enough; many eye*, 
said Maxwell. and trade no secret of the cause. Out-

“The quarest thing yer 'auuer ivir ! rain bad dined, and gone out and had 
hard of,” said Darby. not been seen since, lie had been much

Well, I'll dock you a quarter’s wages I frightened and disturbed these last 
in future ii you don't mind your busi- I days,—why, Mabel could not conjecture, 
ne-s,” said Maxwell. i He had been anxious to change lrom

Thus recalled to practical life, Darby place to place; and appeared to be 
commenced his narrative. haunted by some fear; and she didn't

“I wosgoin' down the hill.” said he, know. She feared to utter what she 
“payin’ me prayers, bekase Nonev do be thoutzht.
complaining that 1 do be so long at ’em The hotel was in commotion. The 
that I keeps the supper cooling, whin, shadow of a great fear was over the 
lo ! and behold you, I saw the punt on place. Something had happened. There
the lake. ‘Who the divil are out coolin’ was one being at least in terrible dis- and always rolling round her great 
their selves at this hour of night ?’ sez 1 tress ; and she the proudest and “Ves, and letting them fall and burn on 
to meself. ‘They must be the qtiare haughtiest, who would not deign to the white, beautiful face that was try- 
people out an’ out to boating at sich an speak to anyone. It was interesting, ing to conceal its grief. During the 
hour.’ So 1 watched ’em; an’ begobs I and the guests gathered here and there day, Mabel became gradually uneasy, 
aimed me wutchin' well.” in little knots and nooks, and whispered, Towards night, she became fascinated

Maxwell grew attentive. It was so and pointed, and conjectured, as is the and alarmed. She didn t know what to 
likeSomething he had formerly see,,, way with there creature», when one of make of it. Once, in the courae el the | the weary hour, that dragged them-
and which tfad changed the whole their class is in trouble. evening, she was coming down the selves along through the sick mans
course of his life. Then a search party was organized, stairs as Satara was going up. ihe chamber.

“Here I" he said. Hinging a cigarette with Maxwell at their head. And they latter stood aside and stared. A strong father Cosgrove was one of the first
to D.irbv, who now got into the lull had not gone far when they found the light fell from a window on the face of to call and oiler his sympathies. He
swing of his narrative. shattered pout amongst the sedges that tile girl. Mabel noticed that he was elated at the idea that his friend,

“There wo. a lady a,,' gintleman, he lined tne lake, and later on, the oars looked old, strangely old,-that she was who was always denying and protesting
pullin' an' she steerin’ the boat, until Boating, and later on, a man's felt hat, a woman, although at a distance she against I'ather Cosgroves estimate of
they got out of the rough wathers and which was unquestionably Outram's. seemed hardly more than a child. And him, had betrayed bis own better self in
pulled into the shallows where wo And Maxwell had to toll Mabel the sad there waa always that strange, Inquir- this glorious mat.1er. k other Cosgrove
hooked the salmon." news there in the very portico of the ing, half triumphant stare as of one who had preached to his own congregation a

Maxwell nodded.' hotel, where barely twelve months ago could be despised, but could not be put sermon on the event, taking for his text:
•-Well, there they wor, talkin’ an' Outram wae showing his talisman to an , at of one who teemed tc claim a

codrauliii,' an’ they nivir see the wind admiring group, and he himself knew co-partnership in the agony of the 
come* down from the hillh, and risln' that it was nil over between himself and woman, although her position would 
the lake like mad. Thin I halloed to his fair cousin for ever. not allow her to presume to express it.
’em; an they d dn’t hêar me, they wor He was uttering the usual common- As the evening advanced towards 
so occupied with ’aitet other. I halloed places, “the vacant chaff well meant for night, the idea sprang up in Mabel s
agin. Thin, ! the jintleman saw his grain,” that are said on such occasions, mind that in some mysterious maimer
danger; an’he pulled out. But the wind wheu a lady appeared, and just behind this girl was connected with her hus-
was too much for him, and the wathers her came a perambulator, pushed by a band’s death ; and it was almost with a
wor too shtrong. Have you a dark young girl clothed in white but for gasp of pain
light about, you yer‘anner?’’ he cried, a red sash around her waist, and a red words: “ v
suddenly stopping, and addressing Max- fillet in her hair. The lady stopped to walk, and came home drenched.
well. speak a word of sympathy to Mabel ; What could take that girl, who shiver-

the peiambulator stopped also ; and ed under the sunshine, out under the 
Maxwell had an opportunity of studying evening's chills ?
the dark, immobile features of Satara. But then the idea of connecting her 
The girl looked around her in a cool, husband with this Indian servant was
impassive way, resting her great eyes preposterous ; and Mabel began to fear
solemnly on Mabel, and just glancing in- that, owing to sleeplessness and anxiety 
curiously at Maxwell. He was so perhaps her own imagination was con- 
absorbed in his study ot ner that he was queiiug her reason. But there is that 
quite oblivious of the conversation be- curious subter-reaaon, or intuition, or 
tween the ladies, until he heard the whatever you wish .to call it, in some 
wort]8 . minds that anticipates all kinds of

“Yes ! it was a sudden and dangerous revelations, and jumps at its own con- 
squall. My ayah was out also for a elusions with a sure and certain toot, 
walk, and came home drenched. I And Mabel could not shake aside the 
feared she would be ill, as she is not iear that, if the mystery of her hus- 
used to this changeable climate.” band’s death were ever unravelled, it

Satara smiled, showing her white would be found that this girl was not 
teeth, and passed on with the peram- altogether unconnected with it. 
hulator. Haunted by the thought, she was pro-

“Who are these ?” asked Maxwell. ceediug slowly upstairs, just about 11 
“Anglo-Indians,’' said Mabel, with a o’clock, as the oil-lamps in the hotel- 

little shudder. “They came on here corridor were about to be extinguished, 
only yesterday.” when, on turning a narrow step, she

“And that is a native, I suppose ?” he almost stumbled against the girl. She
drew back with a certain loathing, which 
the girl was not slow to notice ; and 
just then a door opened 
corridor, and a lady’s voice cried, in a 
suppressed way :

“ Satara ! Satara ! be quick ! The 
lights are being put out ; and you must 
make your way back in the darkness !”

Mabel clutched the balustrade with 
one hand ; and placed the other over 
her beating heart. The girl saw the 
gesture and smiled, showing her white 
teeth, and also two deep lines around 
the mouth, which made her, to Mabel’s 
eyes, an old and haggard witch.

She had barely strength to reach her 
room, and tling herself, in a kind of 
paralysis of fear, on an arm-chair.
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By Augustine Aquino
“ Come here, my little chap, and run 

an errand for me before the school bell 
rings,” said Mrs. Mahon to a cheerful 
little urchin whom she had noticed time 
and again on his way to school, always 
alone but never sad or downcast.

“ Yes, ma'am,” came back the short, 
polite reply, and a moment later all that 
could be seen of the small errand buy 
were the little half-covered feet speed
ing along on their mission.

“Well, you weren’t long in going," said 
Mrs. Mahon, quite surprised to find her 
messenger awaiting her at the door 
wheu she returned from the pantry with 
some cookies.

“ No ma’am," was again the quick

“ What is your name, sonny ?"
“ My name is Daniel Joseph McGee, 

ma’am, but the boys all call me Dan.”
“ And where do you live, Dan ?"
“ I live on Forest street, but I'm not 

sure of the number."
“ And are your parents still living ?"
“ Yes ma'am, but father lives, liven — 

I -mean my little brother Jimmy died 
last May.”

“The poor little fellow! What did he 
die with, Dan?"

“1 couldn’t exactly say, ma’am, but 
one afternoon I heard Sister Irene tell
ing mother that he needed some nourish- 
in\ and the next morning Jimmy was

“Well, that’s too bad.

LLSHEEN from a terrible death.
And when the news of the event had 

reached the village, all hands struck 
work, and hastened to assist in every 
way the brave man who was now, and 
forevermore, enshrined in their hearts. 
Around the cottage fireside for many a 
night, the tale was told, and every cir
cumstance gone over again and again, as 
the custom is amongst this story-loving 
people—the call of the child to come 

; down and play, the cheery response of 
the grave Englishman, whom no adult 
dare approach or address without de
ference, the cry of the fisherman, the 
screams of the girls, the gallant manner 
in which llambertou had attempted to 
rescue them, bis fall, etc., etc., all were 
narrated with some poetical exaggera
tion that only enhanced his reputation, 
and sent it far and wide.

Claire Maxwell was terribly shocked 
and grieved ; but kept her feelings to 
herself under an appearance of calm 
composure. She would have writteu or 

i wired to her husband ; but waited to

-

By Rev. P. A. Shsbhan, D. D.
Author of " My New Curate,'' Luke Del mege," 

"Lisheen." “Glenauaat," etc.
on our
him to pour down blessings on yer anner 
an’ on yer ’aimer's wife all the days of 
y ere lives.”

And so with all mute and spoken de
ference and gratitude, these poor people 
poured out their souls to their bene
factor ; and Maxwell felt that he had 
been more than amply recompensed for 
bis outlay, just as he felt that he had 
grown in all mental and moral stature 
by reason of the sharp experience he 
had passed through there in that 
humble home.

“ 1 suppose I could hardly keep it up,” 
he thought, “ nor would I care to repeat 
it. But it was a gift of the gods. 1 feel 
that 1 am moving on higher levels now.”
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CHAPTER XXXVII

AN UNSOLVED MYSTERYPH
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One thing seemed to embarass her, as 
the evil day wore on towards night.
She found that she never left her room 
but that dark Indian girl was some
where in her path. In the corridor, on 
the stairs, everywhere she went, there

that strange girl, sometimes play- obtain the doctor's verdict. That was 
ing with the Children, sometimes alone soon ascertained. No danger to life, 
and crooning some old Indian rhyme hut probably hopeless paralysis from 
about her gods; sometimes knitting, as j spinal injury. It was terrible, but it 
those dreadtui tricoteuses on their | might be won*?; aud then—it v»*o nu’uie 
three-legged stools under the guillo I as of wounds taken in battle in some 
tine in the Terror; but always there, | glorious, if impossible, enterprise.

After some days, Maxwell returned, 
aud Hamberton recovered conscious
ness. For some time his recollection of 
things were hazy ; then the whole suc
cession of ideas and events ranged 
themselves solemnly before him, aud 
gave him much fot d for thought during

I

1

Owen ?”
“ 'Tis thrue, yer 'anner ; and I begs 

and prays the Almighty to bless our 
mild age with the sight of young faces. 
But,"— he dropped his voice to a wins li
er, and pointed with his thumb to the 
room where Debbie was hiding, “ she’s 
thiukin’ of goiu' over to her sisters in 
America in the spring ; and thin—”

“ 1 don't like that American business 
at all," said Maxwell, angtily. “ Why 
can't Debbie come over to us, aud we'll 
settle her there for life ?”

The old people shook their heads. 
They knew be' ter.

Pierry had got out the trap, and was

Maxwell whistled, and the angry dog 
came whining and whispering aud fawu- 

ou him.

$

“Excuse me’ ma'am, but there goes the 
school bell; I’ll have to be off,” inter
rupted the youngster, politely raising 
his .cap.

“Very well, but come in on your way 
back from school this afternoon; I have 
another message to send you with."

Off ran the little fellow around the cor
ner, and the next minute he was pacing 
the the school steps with a tight hold 
on the ccokies; for had it not been for 
them little Dan McOee would have had 
no lunch at noon hour that day.

M^s. Mahon could not drive the 
stroking down the pony aud handling image 0f the child from hdr mind all 
the fresh brown harness with all au Irish 
boy’s love for such things, and they 
were instantly getting under way.

The old man came out to say good-bye, 
but drew Maxwell aside. Then gulp
ing down his emotion aud nervousness, 
he said :

“ 1 said a hasty word to yer 'anner the 
day of the eviction. God knows it is 
breakin’ me heart, night an’ day, since, 
an sometimes 1 can’t shut me eyes on 
account of it—Av’ yer ’anner could 
manage to forget—”

“ Now, look here, Owen,” said Max
well, grasping the rough, horny hand,
“ if I hear any more of that nonsense, I’ll 
recall all that 1 have done for you.
Don't I know what a hasty word is as 
well as any man ? And to tell the truth 
I gave reason enough for it. Here, 

and say good-bye to my wife.

ing up
“You remain here a moment, Claire," 

he said, dismounting, “I should like to 
enter alone."’

Claire remained on the trap, holding 
the reins loosely, and Maxwell entered 
with the old salutation :

“God save all here l”
I
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Exactly the same as twelve months ago, 
there was no one there but the old vaui- 
thee, and she was crouching half-asleep 
over the wood aud turf-fire, that was 
now dying down into white ashes, al
though the pungent fragrance of it filled 
the entire kitchen.

“God save you kindly !” she said, 
rising up, with that air and stoue of 
respectful welcome that belong to these 
Irish homes.

“Where’s Owen, and Pierry, and 
Debbie ?” he asked coming near.

“Wisha, thin, yer* auuer, 
they're up among the praties 
The days are drawin’ in, an’ they must 
hurry.”

“You don’t know me?” he said, anxious 
to break the spell of mystery that huug 
around him.

“Wisha, thin, yer ’anner," she re
plied, peering closely at him through 
the dusk of the kitchen, “you have the 
advantage of me, but shure you're wel
come, whoever you are 1"

“You said the same words twelve 
months ago to a poor tramp that came 
to your door,” ho said.

“I did thin ; an’ sure 'twas God 
brought him our way, and sure ’twas 
well he repaid us 1”

“ 'Twas a qu&re thing,” he replied, 
dropping into the country patois, “that 
a man could be six months under your 
roof, aud that you don’t recognize 
him 1”

“Oh, holy mother o’ God 1 An’ it’s 
'yer anner that's shpakin* to me ? Oh, 
wisha, thin, a thousand welcomes ; and 
'tis well you deserve it, for shure all we 
have is your.”

Aud rubbing her hand in her check 
apron, she timidly held it out to

day. Beneath that gentle, amiable ex
terior she knew that a sfciii more gentle 
—yes, even as an angelic—disposition 
lay hid. She had noticed the emhar
assed look on his face when she asked 
him about bis parents, and how he stut
tered iut getting out the account of his 
little, brother's death. She suspected 
that something must be wrong, and 
thinking that it might be the condition 
of hi» home, she was about to get ready 
to pay a visit to Forest street when she 
heard the voices of the crowd of school 
children who were passing the house, 
and presently she saw the slight form of 
her little errand boy coming through the 
side alley to the kitchen door. A gentle 
tap brought the good lady to her feet, 
aud she hurriedly unlatched the door.

“ So school is out, is it Dan ? Won't 
you come in and warm yourself at the 
fireplace while 1 get the message 
ready ?”

“ Thank you, ma’am, but I don’t feel 
cold ; I have just come out of the 
school-room.”

“ There, now, sit down on this chair, 
Dan. It wfll be a few minutes before I 
get ready the message for you, so drink 
this cup of chocolate, and here are some 
cookies, and make yourself comfortable 
until I come back,”

She turned to go upstairs, and when 
she was half way up to the next floor 
she called out : “ Perhaps your mother
will be expecting you.”

“ Oh, no, ma’am ; she will know that I 
ud, and I won't be much 

behind time getting home, anyhow."
“ Very well ; I'll be back presently,” 

and she continued on up the stairs.
Poor Dan ! lie had never been used 

to such treatment, and wheu he saw the 
steaming cup before him and the plate 
filled with those tempting sweet-breads, 
he wandered in thought to his own poor 
home, where he saw the two dark, bare 
rooms, aud the cold stove, and the few

“ Greater proof of love uo man can
give, than that a man should lay down 
his life for bis friend.”

And he drew tears from the eyes of 
his people by his picture of the glorious 
unselfishness of this man, rich, powerful 
and with all the accessories of happi
ness at his disposal, sacrificing all freely 
to save the lives of little children. And 
a mighty torrent of love and admiration 
surged around the lonely couch in 
Brandon Hall, where the invalid was 
now and for mady a long day to be im
prisoned.

The interview between Father Cos
grove and his friend was very touching. 
They silently grasped each other’s 
hands, and said but little ; the little on 
Ilamberton's part being a deprecation of 
all the popular applause and tumult 
about nothing.

“Look here,” he feebly stammered, 
holding up the many newspaper notices 
that had been written about him, “see 
what fools men can make of themselves.

suppose 
still.

$ m ! that she remembered the 
My ayah, too, was out for a■

Maxwell Hung him a box of wax 
vestas, and waited. He knew from ex
perience there was no use in hurrying

Darby smoked placidly; and then re
sumed, pausing between each puff of 
smoke.

“But, begobs, he 
well. ’Twas a pity, out au’ out . . . 
I tould him houtd her bead to the says 
. . . for she was bobbin’ like a cork
. . . An’ he did . . . But thin
. . . a gusht of wind as from a smith's
bellows . . . hit him . . . an’
he flung up his hands an' wint down like 

, a cannon-ball.”
Maxwell had to wait a long time; but 

he was afraid to show much impatience 
or interest.

“The lady floated just like a wather- 
lily with her white gownd spreadin’ out 
all round her . . . And begobs, 1

. . i

Pierry, my boy, I have someone in my 
eye for you. It must not go beyond 
shrove at any cost 1”

right, tyer 'anner ; God bless 
you !" said Pierry. Then, in his un
bounded admiration of the trap and har
ness and pony, he subjoined :

“ Isn't she a beauty ?”

inK
could handle the oar. : ,.v 1

“ All

Now, there is how reputations are made. 
It is the entirely hopeless imbecility of 
men — the eternal tomfoolery of the 
world.”

But Father Cosgrove would only 
shake his head.

‘ I’m sure now,” Hamberton would 
continue, “if all the great names and 
great deeds of the world were examined, 
it would be as easy to prick the air- 
bubbles as this. No one knows a man 
but himself: and unless he is a fool no 
one has such a poor opinion of a man as 
himself.”

“That is quite right !” Father Cos
grove would say. “That is what all 
our saints are never tired of repeat-

;S
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They drove merrily homewards ; chat- 
g gaily, about the people, their ways, 

their gratitude, their trials. Their 
hearts were light, because they had the 
consciousness of having dime noble 
work. Every sacrifice for humanity 
reaps its reward even in this world.

“ What utter and unforgivable idiots 
we Irish landlords have been !" said 
Maxwell. “ Here, at our feet, were the 
most loyal, generous, faithful people oil 
earth, who would follow us to death with 
joy. And we have trampled them into 
sullen aud disloyal slaves, with hate and 
vengeance storming their hearts against 
us. Talk of ‘lost opportunities.’ We 
have flung to the winds our dearest in-

£ tin
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clothes an’ all, more betoken . 
got the divil an' all of an atin’ from asked.
Noney about them . . . au’ shwam “Yes. A native nurse, 
to her . . . Begor, she was as cool come attached to them.” 
as a cucumber . . . bobbin’ up an’ “I suppose you will returu home at 
down . . . ‘llould up,’ says I, ‘au’ once, Mabel,” he said kindly. “I fear
don’t fcetch me fer the life of ye' . . . there is but little use in your remaining
bekase, these wimmeu put the yltuim on here.”
you, whin they're drowuin' . . . an’ “I should like to remain,” she said,
pull you down wid ’em . . . But. “while there is still a little hope.”
begobs . . . this wau puts her hand He was silent.
. . . on me showlder ... as cool After a pause, she said :
as if we goin' out for a dance . . an’ “Ralph was about to visit you yester-
1 pulled her safe aud sound . . . from day afternoon, partly in courtesy,
the wathers.” partly on business. Can you imagine

Maxwell was now almost excited; but what it was ?" 
he dared uotsay a word; and after a long I suppose about that wretched ring, 
pause for admiration, Darby resumed: Outram attached a superstitious import

er bin kero the quarest thing oi all a nee to the thing."
. . . bekase . . . when I cou- “I wonder would it have saved him ?”
fronted her . . . I saw . . . that she said musingly, “lie often said: ‘1
av it wasn't the ould bye himself in the wish to have it back! 1 wish I had it 
shape av a woman . . . an' they say back! I should not have parted with
he appears that way sometimes ... it.’ "
it was the ould bye's wife . . . She “ I don’t know!” said her cousin,
wos as black as the ace of shpades “Perhaps 1 should have sent it to him.
. . . she had big gowld rings in her } It was useless to me. But you know, 
ears, an’on her arrums. ‘Tank you,’sez Mabel, he had a way of setting you up 
she,‘tank you very kindly,’ and off she against him by the manner in which be 
walked, like the Queen of Shayba . . . asked, or demanded a favour. He was 
You could knock me down wid a fedder.” no peremptory. 1 suppose it was his 

et a leather medal for Indian training.” 
said Maxwell. “Only “I suppose so,” she said meekly.

“Well, in case you decide to leave for 
home, that is when you are assured that 
all hope is abandoned, you'll send for 
me, won’t you ?”

“Certainly. 1 shall claim your help." 
Then, after a pause ;
“I haven't asked after your wife. 

She's well ?”
“Yes, indeed. But 

for a few days.”
“Then, there was no truth iu Vue

am on an erraHe grasped it in his own ; and some
thing like a sob came into his voice, as 
he said :

“You were more than a mother to me!
And how could I forget you ? But run 
out, and call in Owen aud Debbie and 
Pierry. My wife is here In the 
yard.”

She went out, set the great dog bark-
iug ; and shouted with her feeble voice tereatS] _ uur country, our race, our
to the workers. iOne by one they happtuesa 1" notâmes which were to form the even-
dropped to, Debbie first. “ Is it too late ?" ashed Claire. ine meal awaiting his coming No his

The girl drew back the moment she .. Yes," her husband said, "in the mother would noTbe exnectbg him for 
saw Claire in the trap, and would have tliat tilings never now can be what Boul at thia foment bend-
run away, but it was too late. When tbey might ha*„ been. But there may ■ ,h^T°er wreh’tTa In the reTa! laundry
she entered the cottage, she flushed be a chance of redness as yet. The rraBm <)f aume ti(,h b(jmP. |)a„
crimson, and then turned deadly pale people are forgiving and generous. But ,, ,rr.i t he a few minutes late 1 when Maxwell held out his hand. She- ianPlhe leopard change bis spots ?" C°"ld a8ord to be a few minutes lau .

.barely touched it with her Angers. They had m0Unted the hill, beneath 
holding her head aside ; but be wbica the lake shone in the starlight, 
grasped her hand firmly, and said : and the river ran down to the sea, when

“Now, Debbie, we must be friends Claire suddenly staited, aud pointing to 
again. I am not going to forget so easi- the hoiizon, said :
ly ali that you did for me, when I need- “ That cannot be the rising moon,
ed it most.” down there in the Southwest. I have

been watching it for a few minutes, aud 
it seems not to change.”

“ 'Tis a big blaze.” said Maxwell, 
alarmed, pushing on the pony.

“ it seems iu the direction of Caher- 
con,’’ she said.

“ No, it is more southward,” he said, 
though he did not believe it. “ I ex 
pect some farmer’s rick is on fire. Those 
threshing machines sometimes throw out 
sparks, and are dangerous.’’

But he whipped the pony onward ; and 
with eyes fixed on the far-off blaze, which 
showed so terribly againt the darkness 
of the night, they both fell into silence.
When they dipped into the valley, the 
hills shut out the view of the fire. But | 
iu a quarter of »u hour tbey reached the 
level plain again ; and soon perceived 
to their horror that it was not a rick of 
hay or straw, but houses perhaps the 
whole village of Cahercon that was being 
wiped out by the terrible element.

TO BE CONTINUED.

who has be
en the next1

A
-.-Wj Pah ! I don’t want your saints with 

their fastings, and haircloth, and non
sense I It is common sense 1 The con
fessional of every honest man in bis own 
bedroom and bis looking-glass. There 
he admits everything to himself ; and 
a sorry estimate he makes of his little 
godhead.”

“You are incorrigible 1” his friend 
would say. ‘ But you are a hero 1 No
thing now can change that.”

“Even t/oudo not know me,” Hamber
ton would reply in a kind of despair. 
“Look, some day I’ll command you to 
tell the truth to the world. I can't 
stand this horrible mask of hypoc 
risy.”

But one day, after he had railed at 
everybody in this way. just as Father 
Cosgrove was leaving the room, he 
called him back, and said :

“Don’t be too proud at what I'm going 
to say.”

Then, after a pause, he added :
“After all, there is a God 7”

■■
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H m The next morning, Maxwell bad a 
tiny note to say that his cousin had all 
preparations made for her journey to 
Kiliarney to catch the up-uiail to Dub
lin. He promptly obeyed the summons, 
as all his arrangements had been made, 
merely warning Darby that, as he 
valued his life and his future prosperity, 
he should keep a closed mouth about all 
that he had witnessed.

They travelled by the stage-coach to 
Kiliarney, scarcely exchanging a word 
by the way. And without a word Max
well saw his cousin into her compart
ment, provided all necessaries for her 
personal comfort, ordered dinner ;at 0 
p. m. in the dining-car, etc. Then as 
he said good-bye, his eyes lingered a 
moment on the stony, impassive face. 
He was not surprised to see the tears 
silently gather and fall. And he knew 
that the tears ot a proud woman are 
tragic tears.

They never met again.
After a few weeks of suffering, and 

longing once more to see the lace of 
“ Bob,” “ Poor Bob,” the old Major, 
half-petrified, was gathered unto his

Spring Finds the 
Human System

The strong, fierce pride of the girl 
kept her silent. She found it impossi
ble to conquer her rage at the thought 
that tbey should be under such supreme 
obligations to him. She disengaged her 
hand, and went and hid herself in her 
bedroom.

When Owen and Pierry came in, the 
former greeted Maxwell with that air of 
humble deference that showed how wide 
he deemed the gulf that separated them. 
And the remembrance of his rude words

Loaded With Impurities, Which 
Cause Pains, Aches and 

Feelings of Fatigue
“You must 

this, Darby, 
you’re after telling a damned pack of 
lies. You were poaching, you ruffian,

When the Liver and Kidneys Are 
Overworked and Break town 

Get Them Right by Using

When the first shock was over, and 
all that medical skill could effect, was 
done for Hamberton- Maxwell thought 
the time had come when he might visit 
his old friends at Lisheen. lie was 
safe now. The report of his munificence 
and generosity toward these poor people 
had been wafted far and wide ; and by 
degrees, the imagination of the people, 
so slow to disentangle itself from its 
preconceived ideas, begun to revolve 
around and finally settle down on the 
fact that verily, and indeed, and with
out doubt, Robert Maxwell, E*q., 
the man who had served as swineherd 
and labourer in their midst ; aud this 
for the noble and humane purpose of 
ascertainiug their condition with a view 
to its betterment. It was like a fresh 
dawn of hope in the growing dusk of a 
nation’s despair ; for as yet the many 
acts of the legislature, that have revol
utionized the condition of the tenant 
farmers of Ireland, had not been placed 
on the statute-book.

If Maxwell were one of those dwarfed 
souls that love popular applause, and 
the sound of futile drums and still more 
futile cheering, he could have had an 
ovation that would have made any of 
the leading politicians green with envy. 
But he shrank from such things as in
delicate and somewhat- absurd ; and he 
felt even a kind of shyness at the 
thought that he would have to face 
these poor people, and receive their 
honest thanks.

you fell in.”
“Pon me sowkins,” said Darby. “An’ 

more betoken, I link—”
He stopped suddenly.
“What do you think?" asked Maxwell, 

impatiently.
“I think,” said Darby, “but 1 ain’t 

sure and eartin, that the gintleman wos 
the same as give me a cowid bath iu the i
lake before. His) turn has come now.’ j newspaper report about your father-in- 

Maxwell jumped up. | law?"
“What?” he cried. “What report?”
“I shouldn't have mentioned it. But 

there was a paragraph a day or two ago 
in the paper that Mr. Hamberton—is 
that the name — was killed in a heroic 
attempt to save some children from 
drowning!"

“My God!
comes from my hatred of newspapers. 
What paper was it, Mabel ? Wonder 
Claire never wrote me.”

“I think it was some local paper,” she 
replied. “I’m sorry I told you. There 

can take me Bible seems to be some Fate pursuing us.”

DR. CHASE’S 
KIDNEY-LIVER PILLS

the evening of the eviction was a perpe
tual source of remorse.

“ 1 suppose," he said, in the tone of 
exaggeration that seemed to him most 
fit to express his feelings, “ if we lived 
for over and ever, wo could never thank 
yer 'anner enough for what you done for 
us !”

“ Don't speak of it now,” said Max
well. “ But, look here, Mrs. McAuliffe, 
will you put down the kettle, and let us 
have a cup of tea after our long drive ? 
And Pierry run out and put up the 
pony, and let Mis. Maxwell come in.”

This broke the ice completely. The 
appeal to the old woman’s hospitality 
touched her deeply, and she said, Dustl- 

about :
Verra, thin, yer ’anner, with a heart 

half I'll get you the tay ; an’ if the

haven't heard
In the spring the human system is 

loaded with poisons which have accum
ulated as a result of artificial winter 
life. There has been too much breath
ing of poisoned indoor air, too little 
outdoor exercise, too much eating of 
heavy, indigestible food, especially too 
much meat and too little fruit.

The liver and kidneys struggle to 
overcome this condition, but the task 
is too great for them and they got 
sluggish and torpid, fail in their work 
and often become diseased them
selves.

They must have help, such as is 
of Dr. Chase's

r ms
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“Outram? Do yon mean Mr. Outram?”
“Begor, I dou’t know his name or 

address,” sa'd Darby. “But 1 think 
’twas the same."

“Why? What makes you think so? 
You couldn't see him?” asked Maxwell.

“The moon was shinin’,” said Darby, 
that 'ud make no differ. But 1 think 
’twas the way he dhrew himself back 
and forrard. i knew his shtroke; an' a 
good shtrong shtroke he had."

“And the woman? The lady? You 
never saw her before?”

Mabel went abroad. And sometimes, 
in the great hotels at Vevey, Mouireux, 
Cap Martin, etc., the guests amused 
themselves by watching the stately, 
silent figure ot the girl, whose hair was 
prematurely gray, and who walked so I 
silently and gravely from the dining- I 
room, never exchanging a word with 
themselves. Aud it helped to pass 
pleasantly the winter evenings, wh u 
someone proposed, as a kind of charade, 
the conjecture as to whether she “ had 
a story.”

“All the while that our Lord Jesus,” 
says St. Bernard, “was enduring the ex
treme bitterness of the cross, nothing 
came out of His Heart but sweetness.” 
What a lesson for our coward souls!

Look into your harvest for 1910 this 
morning. How about its crop of kind 
ness! Its crop of cheerfulness 1 Its 
crop of honesty in all tilings! Its crop 
of work! Some mi kindness has grown 
up in yonr fields. Did you plant any iu 
other fields? Some weeds of glumness 
and complaint and impatience have 
choked your fields. Did you do any
thing toward clearing other fields of 
such? You have been cheated some 
and deprived of a few rights and dis
appointed in several directions. Did 
you cheat, deprive or disappoint in any 
measure? The crop does not seem as 
big as you think it should he. Did you 
work as hard and as well as you could ? 
As a matter of fact, the crop is just as 
big as you made it; as your kindness, 
cheerfulness, honesty aud work made it.

never heard it. This

: iug

wri missus 'ud come in'—"
“ She’s coming," Maxwell said. “ A nd, 

look here, get some slices of your own 
home made bread — no one can make 
bread like you—I often told my wife so; 
and some of your salt butter. We are 
as hungry as wolves ; aud we have a 
long drive before us."

And Pierry went out, and handed 
down, like a gentleman, the lady from 
her trap ; and, when the tea was ready, 
the two, Maxwell aud his wife, sat, down 
ami talked and talked ; and asked ques
tions all about the farm, and the crops, 
and the cattle, and wanted to know what 
elhe could be doue ?

given them by the use 
Kidney Liver Pills. There la no great 
mystery of how these pills purify the 
blood and take away the cause of 
tired, spring feeling, backaches, head
aches, bodily pains or derangements of 
the digestive system.

If the blood is to be purified the 
liver aud kidneys must do it. And 
they will, if you awaken their action 
hy using Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver
Pills.

It will not take long to get these 
blood fllterors into working order if yon 
use this treatment. A few hours will 
bring improvement and you will learn 
how to keep these organs healthy and 
active. One pill a dose, 253 » hi x, "• 
all dealers or Edmausou, Bates & Go.» 
Limited, Toronto.

SSI “Oh, begor, no!
Oath on that,” said Darby. “If she
wasn't a furriner or a wild Injun, she Horrified at the thought of llamber- 
blackened her face for a purpose.” ton's death, Maxwell soon forget all

The thought was opportune; and about Outram. lie had to make his 
struck Maxwell silent, although he still own nreparations for leaving imravdi- 
bnt half believed all that his henchman ately for home; and gave orders to have
said. He said at length: his tent struck, and all arrangements hi# fall from the cliff. But when the

“How many have you told of this made for departure. fishermen, who had pulled iu furiously
ftffair?” I All that weary day, Mabel kept her I to save the children, had leaped from

“Divil a wan, but yer ’aimer!” said i room, venturing out but once or twice their boat, and placed the girls in
Darby. i to see a messenger, take a telegram or j safety, they found much trouble in They had seen that everything that

“Not even Noney?" ' seud a message to her father. She was raising him from the waters that now could conduce to the comfort and ease
“0,>t ti, heivii mvl You can’t tell the I quite prepared to see in ti e catastrophe ^ were seething around him. lie was the loneliness of the pour invalid had

tbruth to a 'uman. You’d never hear t he hand of Fate. It did not come quite unconscious ; aud all they could teen done, and in a quiet hour ol a
the ind ol it.” quite unexpected. Strange histories | (l0 was to raise him up, aud take him be

“You’re quite sure?” '«id srrangi ly ; and a career ot dupli- yotid the reach ot the waves, until his I Maxwell" drove over, alter luncheon, to
“Shure and sartin," said Darby. city, it nut ot crime, could only tvrmiu carriage would arrive from Brandon Lisheen.

if.
CHAPTER XXXVIII

“ QUASI 1»ER IGNEM ”
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Hugh llambertou was not killed by

“ Done ? Oh, Lord, what else would 
wo want, if we didn’t want the wurrld ?" 
said Ow< n. “ Sure, sometimes, we say

afternoon Claire andstill autumn

!
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