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CHAPTER XL.

Could he have bestowed one back-
ward glance into the room he had
left, it might have given the
impetus that was needed to make
him emerge from the guilt in which
he was plunged, and the mire
which was iogulfing him deeper
each moment Nora had
sobbing to her her grief all
the more bitter and violent because
of its very reaction— she restrained
it 8o sternly in Rick’s presence, she
immolated herself so remorselessly
before him, assuming
and tender filial regard wi
whole being was ru-uilirg
both, and her heart was torn
the thought of uh that she
sacrificed. Then Rick’s own manner,
—mondy, silent, repellent, betray
ing little of the affection of which
he had given such touching desecrip-
tions to he If and Father Meagher
—all acted upon her now with resist-
less eway ; but she had voluntarily
accepted her cross, and
deep it cut ehe would n
She dried her eyes when
had spent itself, and
natured Mrs. Murphy
began to examine her wardrobe for
the purpose of disposing of its sup
erfluous articles. Alas, there
not many; itlooked moremeagerthan
even poor .\ ra thought, and by the
time she ad retained the very
necessary art there was little
left, and that little of comparative
ly small value. But Mrs. Murphy,
who had been drying secret tears of
compassion during the whole of the
inspection, had words of cheer to
offer. She comforted the poor
young creature, and taking the
garments which had been selected,
promised to make a speedy dis-
posal of them She was true to
her word, and returning much
sooner than Nora had anticipated,
poured into the latter’s hand a
larger sum than the poor girl ex-
pected to receive. Had Nora been
aware that the amount was swelled
from good-natured, sympathetic
Mrs. Murphy's own pocket, she
would not have been
surprised, nor so eager to accept.

The kind landlady, charmed
she was with the lovely girl,
puzzled to reconcile the near re-
lationship of thu latter to so un-
couth and vagabond-looking a being
as Rick of the Hills, was so touched
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when she discovered their poverty, |
and that it was owing to the latter |

they must leave her, that she would
have insisted on their remaining did
not her own slender means prevent.

Rick returned in the wane of the
afternoon, and in so exhausted a
condition that Nora, filled alone
with pity for his vwlem suffering,
besought him to rest.
his head. *‘I
settled ; I have hired our
home,”’—speaking  bitterly—"*'
we can go there now.”’

“You are so weak,” she
answered, ‘‘will it not be better to
wait till tomorrow ? Mrs. Murphy
has l\mdly said not to hurry.”

* No,’ ' he said quickly, *'we must
go now !”’

She offered no further remons-
trance, though she wondered some-
what at his singular haste, but
began her few preparations for de-
parture.

The abode to which
ducted her did cause her to give
one little involuntary shudder as
she crossed the threshold : it was
8o small, so sparsely furnished, and
situated in a quarter of the town

and

where only the poorest congregated. |
Still, even in that moment of bitter |
repugnance, she forced a smile to |

her lips, and spoke cheerfully,
while Rick, as usual, watched her
in sullen silence, As in
previous abode, she went about re-
arranging the few articles of furni-
ture, and striving to atone, by her
own exquisite taste, for the lack of
beauty, and even ordinary neatness,
in the two little apartments. True |
to her self-imposed mission,
hardship, nor disgust,
to cause her to betray a murmur of
regret or dissatisfaction. She was
always the same, when Rick left
her and when he returned—cheer-
ful, and apparently contented,—
making the best of their present
position, and hopeful for the
future.

She had learned the way to the
shops, and was now able herself to
dispose of her handiwork ; but she
always went out heavily veiled, and
dressed poorly enough not to
above the humble rahk she
assumed. Rick sometime
money into her hand which he
he had earned by

had
put
said
loitering about

the public houses, and doing chance |

errands; he could have told her how,
driven to desperation by her
sacrifice, he had sought for steady
labor, but his weakened condition,
and his wandering life, so little
accustomed to work of any kind,
utterly unfitted him for it.

She had not apprised Father
Meagher of the change in their ecir-
cumstances, and perhaps the fact
of that bitter isolation from all that
she loved told more upon her health
and spirits than other deprivation.
She was "wihing" Rieck ex-
pressed it,—‘‘wilting before his
very eyes ;”’ for despite her assumed
cheerfulness, he noticed her daily
increasing pallor, and the look
about her eyes each morning which
indicated a night of sleeplessness.

In her enforced journeys to bring
home and to return with her work,
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she went far out of her way in
order to pass the jail—there was a
’ melancholy pleasure in being under
| the shadow of the walls which held
| him for whom her heart so fondly
| beat, though she herself had passed
‘ the fiat which must perpetually
| 8¢ parate them.

| and
last |
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DENNIER'S COURTSHII

It wanted but a week of Carroll’s
trial, and the interest and excite
ment which had centered about
| those recently tried for participa
tion in the attack on the barracks
was not yet allayed ; it received
fresh and startling impetus from
the youth and reputation of Carroll
| O'Donoghue—stories were told of
his daring, his wonderful escape
from Australia, the loss of his |
ancient home, which could hardly |
fail to attract and interest the
most indifferent heart His name
was on every tongue, 11 more
than one fair maid was anxious to
btain a sight of the brave, hand
me young prisoper. Even Nora
was forced to hear the gossip about
him ; in the very shop to which she
carried her work men w
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When CK came In
she ass: him with
ques about the roaching
trial, striving to spe with unusual
vivacity in order hide her
horrible anxiety detailed all
that he knew.

“ Will you take me to
when the trial begins 7’ she asked,
her voice \umng a little; “'we
can etay in some retired part, and |
shall be so heavily veiled that no
one will recognize me."” |

“ Yes,” responded Rick, looking |
at her sharply, but not suffering
his countenance to show the
thoughts which that look engen-
dered ; “‘we can go where much
notice will not be taken of us.”

About the same time, in a differ-
ent part of the town, Captain
Dennier had startled his valet by
saying : “'Tighe, I am thinking of
a journey to Dhromm mhnl—('an
you guide me to the home of Miss
O’Donoghue, the sister the |
prisoner 7"’

Tighe’s face became immediately
aglow, and his eyes danced with
delight. ‘“‘Faith, yer honor, you
couldn’t ,u\(' me a task more to me
moind ! I'll be proud an’ happy to
show you the way.” [

' Very well, the n, we'll take the
morning car,”’

Tighe seemed to hesitate.

‘‘“ What is the matter ?” asked the
officer.

‘1l was only thinkin’ that it|
moightn’t be respictful to yer honor |
| to take Shaun, but couldn’t lave |

him, for he'd pine wid the lonesome-
ness, an’ mebbe it'd give him
| another shpell o' sickness!” and
the look of distress which accom-
panied the observation. was most
| ludicrous.
| **Oh, bring him by all means!
| laughed the captain; and Tighe,
relieved, left the room to impart to |
Shaun at his first opportunity his
opinion of Captain Dennier’s unex-
pected announcement :

“‘Begorra, Shaun, it's nothin’ else
| than love that’s takin’ him ; he’s as
| lost a man wid regard to his heart
| as there’s in Tralee, aye, as there's
in the whole o’ Ireland this day ;
he’s as far gone as that poor |
omadhaun Garfield was ! How an’
iver, as I said afore, it's an ill wind
that blows nobody good, an’ the
wind that's blowin’ him to Miss
0’ l)unnghue will blow me to Mora,
| an’ faith it’l] blow Corny O’Toole’s

burn
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| letther to me mother!”’

| And laughing snftly as he

| imagined what might be the ridicu-
lous contents of the epistle, he

| began to busy hlmq\ :1f with prepar-
ations for the journey.

Father Meagher was absent on
his parish rounds, when Captain |
Dennier, escorted by Tighe, and l
followed by Shaun, arrived at the
little pastorsl rur\'dnncc Moira
admitted them, and the presence of
the military stranger awing her
somewhat, prevented the seream of
‘dvllght with which she would have
| greeted Tighe. She ushered the
officer into the parlor, daying she
would summon Miss O’ l)unughuv
and with one of her pretty, naive
courtesies, withdrew. Tighe was
waiting for her in the hall.

** Tell Miss O’Donoghue,” he said,
catching both of Moira’s not unwili-
ing hands close within his own, that
I'd loike to see her first. I have
| somethin’ to say privately to her.”
Why, Tighe, what can you have
privately to a lady like

to say

her 7
Tighe whispered, casting

while many a gignificant
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toward the parlor door
word, Moira, to tak the twists out o’
the road that’s betune tP.-- two o’
thim—don’t you see they’re in thn-
same harrowin’ shtate as mesel’ an’
you are 7"

‘ What do you mean, Mr. Car-
mody 7"’ and Moira gave her pretty
head a toss.

‘ Mr,
Tighe,

‘Jist a

Carmody ! repeated

with lidierous amazement ;
‘‘is that the exprission o’ yer sinti-
mints for me now ? well, mebbe I
had no roight to say you were in the
same shtate as meeel’, Faith there's
no thrust in wimen these me(s
—if you havv thim one day, you 're
not sure o’ thim the nixt, an’ I
wouldn’t be surprised, Moira, if yer

head was runnin’ this minit on the
flatthery that some omadhaun’s
been giyin’ you.”

Moira drew herself up., “And
why shouldn’t I, Mr. Carmody,
receive somebody else’s attentions—
they tell of your doings in the town
~your racing and your sporting,
‘ Och, Moira darlin’, is that
throublin” you? Faith,
there’s not one thing in that shtory,
a lot o' baldherdash about a
worse which I'll explain to you at a
more convanient toime ; an’ don’t
you see how thrue I am?”
pointed to the faded bow at the side
of his hat ; ‘‘through thick an’ thin,
Moira, it niver laves its place
Come, be yersel’ agin, an’ gi me
that flower in yer breast, as a mark
yer forgiveness.”” A bunch of
heliotrope, picked that morning
adorned the front of Moira's dress,

Moira could not resist the tone in
the words were uttered, nor
glance by which they were
ympanied ; she gave him the
wer, and with an ejaculation ex

sive of her own feelings on the
jeet of her delay in summoning

3 O'Donoghue, she flew to find
at lady. Tighe remained in the
hall, and intercepted Clara when
was on her way to the parlor
‘Only a word miss,”’ he said w
his most respectful b

* Certainly, Tighe " —ext
her hand with char
sion ‘' have Yy
brother 7"’

‘* No, miss, I'm
have nothin’ to tell
it's regardin’ the captain beyant,”
indicating the parlor d by a
motion of his head, and then stop-
ping short in confusion that almost
am lﬂ’\'i to consternation, as he
for the first time the bold-
the difficulty
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ness m.li of the task
he had imposged on himself,

" Well, Tighe, go on,”’—and Miss
O'Donoghue’s wonder and curiosity
increased.

* Oh,
afeered
wid me,

Miss

'\IVU'” k

O‘Donoghue, I'm
angry intoirly
whin you hear what
to esay; if 1 thought
about it afore, I wouldn’t be
takin' the liberty I'm doin’.”
No, no, Tighe; go nn—l shall
ive you whatever it is
* Well, thin " — blurting
words out, while the rosy hue of his
cheeks became deeper, and his hands
worked awkwardly together,—'' 1
have the manes o' suspectin’ that
the captain is dapely in love wid
an’ oh, Migs O'Donoghue, he'’s
so noble, an’ so big-hearted, that it
kem into me head to spake a good
word for him. If he axes you, an’
agin yer principles to say
‘yi do the refusin’ luwhtl_x, 8o it
won’t break his heart.’
was painfully
are mistaken Tighe,”” she
‘the gentleman has not
met me a sufficient number of times
do mora than recognize my
face.”

“ Faith, miss, it’s little matther
about that—Ilove doesn't wait for
toimes nor places
taken in a case o’ it yet; an’ whin
I seen the signs an’ tokens o’ it in

)e

fl"

scarlet.

| the vaptam I was touched intoirely
| be rayson o’
i | the liberty I'm takin’
| O’'Donoghue, promise me you won’t

his goodness }wr;zmx
, but oh, Miss
give hnn a woundin’ denial !”’

‘“ Really, this is too absurd !”’ and
Clare, her painful blush dyeing her
neck, turned abruptly from
Tighe, and hurried to the parlor.

* Well,”” muttered the discomfited
Tighe a Vohr,
a good turn, an’ if it fails, it’s
through no lack o’ a worthy intin-
tion on my part,”
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| auditor, I

Captain Dennier, in his impatience |

at the delay, was already standing
when Clare entered—she had paused
a moment without the parlor door
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Moriarty in Rosary

Mrs. Somers had been sewing all
afternoon and at four o'clock came
downstairs to stir up the kitchen
fire. The March day was balmy.
the west windows the

sun cast a warm

touching to trembling
light the fading stipples
of gold on the old-fashioned blue
diches in the enpboard. A very
satisfying kitchen—this, with 8
dark linoleum brightened with rag
rugd, the shining stove, the drop
leaf table with its checked » and
white cloth, and a blue teaket
humming softly on the back of th
Clean and colorful and cosy
80 lonely lonely !

house was lonely.

did not mind

the rest of t! house
ly, but she never I
her surprise an
ment in the failure the
to measure up to her exp

i tions
And

retreating
challenge
points of

stove
and yet
then the
Somers
much that
)

should be
k uzzled

lone
reser
of Kitehen
Lu

alwaye she entered it with the
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her by the other !.Wlxl~
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It had the &ffect
and hastily ca ; ar
angry look at its broad fl red
face, Mrs. Somers mude a great
clatter with the stove as though to
drown out four slow metallic
She had compe '-r hate the
clock with its loud insistent tick and
a constant air of v.;\:npinrm.'r';'
inquiry. Mrs. Somers had never
heard of little Paul Domb and
Hv ld eloek on Dr. Blimber Airs
ch manifested such a disturbir

rest in the state of he
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the ancient timepiece on the
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Dan . . . Somers?”
only knew that the clock
her, spoiled the kitchen
for her, broke the peace of her
meals, and left her irritable and
dissatisfied

There was no reason why she
should be irritable, she told herself.
Nor dissatisfied either. It was not
her fault that Dan Somers had gone
away. If he chose to act foolish
and go away like that, leaving her
to face the critical amazement of
the neighborg, that was his affair.
It was a contemptible way to treat
her, of course, but he needn’t think
that she’'d show how much it hurt
her. Never! She had held her
head as high as ever, and no one
ever guessed how hard she had been
struck. When it got out that Dan
Somers had gone away she had to
questions.
She faced them, level-eyed, self-
possessed with dignified composure
and the fewest possible words.
Yes. Dan was gone. She did not
know where he was. No, he had
not told her he was going. It was a
today, wasn’'t it? Thus
closing the conversation and leaving
theneighborsbaffled.
understand Dan Somers—acting
that way ! Best patured fellow in
the world, he was. ‘I bet she
druv him it,”” surmised one of
the wise ones shrewdly. ‘‘ Always
was a high stepper, and Dan
Somers, he just about humored her
to death.”

* Uh-huh,”’

18
But she
annoyed

to

agreed a complacent
always did hear she
was as cranky as all get out.’

And it was a curicus think, but

| the clock seemed to “have arraigned

| to allow her flush to subside, and to |

| acquire steadiness in her voice. i her kitchen

her in the same way, and she
resented it as much as she began to
resent its presence in the kitchen—
She tried stopping it,

came forward with the courtly bow | but the hmml face and the sll‘-nco

she so well remembered.
*“ Miss O’Donoghue !”’
were tremulous, and

his tones |
the color in

accused her more than ever. So,
she started it again, with bitter
invective against her own foolish-

his cheek and the flash m his eye, tness,—she who was known for her

evinced painful anxiety. ‘‘ Pardon
my intrusion, made this time, per-
hups. with lv<s excuse than it was
in my power to offer on previous
occasions ; but I have come impelled
by a desire to see you, and to ask
you once more to think kindly of
me—I would have this assurance
before I leave forever a land that
shall always have for me most
sweet, and yet most bitter mem-
ories.”

She had involuntarily started at
the announcement of his departure.
He observed the motion and it
seemed to make him bolder.

‘ May I take with me,”
*“ the assur

he said,
ance of your kindly feel-

|

ing ; despite the cruel character it |

was my painful duty
may I bear with
land to which I go the remembrance
of your charitable forgiveness 7"’

He had advanced to her, and had
extended his hand. Blushing, trem
bling, confused, Clare listened ; but
at his approach she recovered her-
self, and sought to feign the dignity
and reproach which she deemed it
her duty to feel; affecting not
to see his proffered hand, she
answered: ‘‘If you did but
your duty, Captain Dennier, I know
not why you should seek forgive-
nees, and least of all from me, the
sister of your victim; nor can I
think of what consequence can be
my feeling toward you, whether
Kindly or not, when I am only one
of those rebels it is your choice, and
your boast, to erush. You mock
me, sir, by speaking as you do,
when my brother lies in a jail in
imminent danger of execution
through your means.”’

TO BE CONTINUED

to assume,

me to the distant |

strong common sense and her
practical way of looking at things.
She was practical, but the clock had
got on her nerves, always appear-
ing subtly to insinuate.that she
was at fault.

But she wasn’'t. Every day
nearly, though a year had passed,
she went over in her mind their
last conversation. There had been
a little quarrel—yes. One word
had led to another—

It was a cold morning. When
Dan came into the kitchen he said,
rather irritably for him, ‘* Where
in time did you put my old shoes,
Lyddy ?

‘““What old shoes?”
from the ham she was frying.

looking up

| smiled at Dan in her superior way,

and said, ““ Good-morn-
ing, Dan.”

Dan knew very well he was being

demurely :

| called down, a process to which he

with a good
this morning
He

he

usually responded
natured chuckle, but
he only grunted unintelligibly.
had a kind of a headache and
wanted his oldest shoes. ‘“‘1 say
where’s them old shoes of mine?”’
he repeated crossly.

His wife turned the big slice of
fragrant ham and stepped over to
the table for the eggs which she
broke expertly into the sizzling fat.
Then, having time for it, she
answered Dan. ‘‘Those old worn
out brown things ?”’ she said calmly.
‘“You don't want those any
Dan.”” That would dispose of the
matter,

‘“ What did you do with
askin’ you ?”’

Mrs. Somers turned a
real surprise on her
What was the matter?

more,

em, I'm
look of
husband.
Seldom

They couldn’t |

She |

lnzi.ul did l)nn question her words
or acts, and really he looked
croes as A bear,

‘What's the matter,
inquired N;]ultnnnlv
feel well ?

Now, if there is
more exaspc rating
& man with a
grievanc it 18
a refractory

as

Dan?"’ ghe
Don't you

any one
than another
headache—and
to be treated like
child. And as most
men are childhike when arguing
with their wives, Dan roared out,
"I want them shoes—that's what’
the matter with me!’
A cold ttled ¢
mer’'s handsome fe Mech-
‘ally she put the breakfast on
ble, poured out the coffee and
¥n, Dan, as she very well
» Browing more farious all t}
Silence and offended dignity
often before subdued Dan ir
tantrums. Now
his coffee exp
sarcastically.
‘ When you get good
Can anewer my que
Mrs. Somers remembered distinct
ly that it was right here that sh
got angry, and told D:
out that she gave the sill
to a tramp. “You ha
other ,"haven’t you
‘Atramp! Good L
laid knife and
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““Darned
gettin' ¢
ier every o
I, those
ld things,
And every
u did noth
1 all over my hous
8aw a queer change
Dar Your house,” |
glow ruminating way
it is your house, ain’t

I should say
My money built it,
I ke ep it clean, don't 17
"Yn-.q, ma’'am, you certainly do
it clean,”’ still in the same
w fashion. ‘' Too bad to muss it
with old shoes &n’
hings, ain’t it ?”
his chair, got up and
sitting room door
L\du\ I guess me an’
shoes’ll be movin’ on.”’

Hn wife stared after

artied, puzzled, indignant, and a
little bit amused. So she told her-
self as she started to speak Why,
Dan-""

But the door elosed very
and she could hear his elow steps
going up-stairs. . She 3at at the
table, not eating, listening to Uw
faint sounds from above. Thes
were not many and after awhile |
they ceased. She arose and put the
meat and coffee back on the
He'd come down again in a little
| bit and want something to eat. He
liked his breakfast, Dan did. He
was put out about the shoes, but
he’'d get over it. Still, at the back
of her mind there was an uneasy
feeling, she could not have
why, though she did wish she hada’
said that about the house.
She had a notion to go and c
to him. She would
didn’t come down before quu:

Half an hour later she was still
thinking about calling him when the
boy from the interurban stop over
on the pike came with the paper.

‘Dan going to town,
Somers ?”’ he asked. ‘‘Just saw
him cuttin’ across the meadow with
a suitcase,”’ as she stared at him
sadly, he thought.

fork to

181e8t shoe

prot

shoes hor
what they

you

were

that's
time

ng

,Yll'
but track
ver
in
l h-nt

1\

It
80,”" arrogant

a an

I
)

ke
8
up
t

for the
) long

my old

made

' Well, &

st

up

thing
to |
a |

He pushed back |
him, |

| DRUGS

quietly |

told |
{
. | 210 Dundas st

he |

Mrs. |

She heard he rwlf answering in a |

‘Yes, he's g

measured tone,
town.”

‘“ When's he comin’ back ?

*“Oh, in 8 day or two
Thanks, Charlie,’”” as she
paper.

But that was more than a year
ago and he had not come back yet.
She knew he was living, and she
knew he was working In Columbus
at a commission house. Neighbors
had seen him and had talked with
him, but, she gat'nerod from their
manner, he had not given them any
more satisfaction than she had.
Well, Dan wouldn’t, she conceded
hooestly. He was no talker, in the
first place ; and then he was proud
too. And as time went on Mrs.
Somers admitted to herself that she
had hurt Dan’sfeelingsthat morning.
But, good mercy, if a person flew
up and went away every time his
feelings were hurt! And besides,
hadn’t she said the same
about her house a hundred times?

It had always been
with Mrs. Somers.
really meant to be offensive, per-
haps, but somehow her possessive
pride had, after the first couple of
years, began to grate on Dan’s
sensitive ears. Well, if it her
house it was his land, wasn’t it,
he would reason with himself. But
he could never bring himself to
retort thus upon Lydi .. Dan
not that sort. And he remembe ¢
how generously his young wife
| come forward with her
patrimony when the old Somers
homestead, into which they were
about to move, had burned down.
She was so happy in being able to
| help, and thus her money built the
new house and Dan used the
insurance for more up to-date
equipment, for seeds, for a silo and
a wind pump. It gave him a good
start, there was no doubt about it,
but often during the twenty years
that had passed, Dan had been
moved to wish that he had built the
house with the insurance and let the
other things wait. Sometimes
glow-thinking, good-natured Dan
said to his secret heart bitterly that

oing to

ar

t(m.k thu

‘my house”’
She had not
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pital Trusi Corporation
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Windows.
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HAVE US EXAMINE |
YOUR EYES

The responsibility is ours;
The comfort and satisfaction yours
Prompt |
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Where Do You Go When

You Wish to “Say it With" =

The West Floral Co.

249 Dundas St. London, Ont.

|
‘ 2% PEM
i PEMBROKE, ONT.

PHONE 175

PHONE 529W

Westlake

PHOTOGRAPHER

Opposite the Armouries

LONDON
OPTICAL Co.

Have Your Kyes Examined
Do
R

ARL HITECTS

WAI T & BLACKWELL
Members Outario Association
ARCHITECTS
Sixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Chambers
LONDON ONT.

MURRAY
ARCHITECT

W.

Inion Sawvir LONDON,

W

ONT.

LEPHO

FUNERAL DIRECTORS
T R A i TR Ry
John Ferguson & Sons
180 KING ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Embalmers
Open Night and Day

Telephono—House 373, Factary 648

WHEN dsmc
WILSON'S

READ. DIRECTIONS
CAREFULLY AND,
_FOLLOW THEM

E. C. Killingsworth
FUNERAL DIRECTOR
Open Day and Night

Best of all Fly Killers 10c¢
889 Burwell St, Phone 8071

per Packet at all Druggists,
Grocers and General Stores




