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cont batton, His eyes blinked hard.
one thing that's plain to my eyes, and
it'e this—that your only chance of
escupe 18 to tell the truth about the
quarrel. If the truth were told, what-
ever It Is, 1 belleve It would be to
your credit=I'll suy that for you, If
It wus to your eredit, even If they be-
leve you gullty of killing Erris Boyne,
they'd touch you lightly. Ah, In the
nnme of the mother you loved, I ask
you to tell the truth about the quar-
rel! In the nome of Gold——"

“Don't speak to me like that,” in
terripted Dyck, with emotlon,

thonught of all those things:. I hold

peare,  To speak would be to
some one 1 to hurt some
one T love with all my soul.”

“Amd you won't speak to snve me—
your father—bocause you don't love
me with nll your soul! Is that ity
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love—nye,

Gl LBER‘T’ PARKER

pslod Milos Calliown,

pope yat Uk - "
la 1 stroteh ont my hond to you, Tuke | ':I‘ I-l\."l‘vr- nt—it's difforent,
| % *4 t'=s 0 worian!”
o " It. Al that 1t hus worked for Is i
TO VIRGINIAL i . p / “Never mind what It 15, T will not
Sours: nll that it wants Is you. i .
Ey nopsains. Heturning home after | *YSour loving bhrother, tel. “mr'...m“ HingY Mmove EhAlnew)
& day's shootlng, Dyck Calhoun, | S“RERYAN" than death.
gitted young leish gentioman of 08 )l | og ghony red, the tears stried [ “Yes” snarled the old mun. “Rath
Ime of the French wnd Amerlean . S ) . would | °F than save  yourself, you bring
revolutions, mieets shelln Llvn, sov- | from her eyes; and uat last she conl .
enteen-yeur-old girl visiting in the | rend no longer, sa hetr mother took '“’!I"Ef"r upon him who gve you
neighborhood, They are mutually the letter from her and read the fost hirth
Shelln ne kne ar ) ’ 3ol T
:‘l::"‘::f;" (:z!l:ll-ll :.;:‘:r”“:.:l:: ::rr | of It plowd.  When she Dad Onishod, _II"" k's face was submeried In eolor. |
mothier having divoreed hin and there wos a silence—a long warm si- l“".""' Bl he, "o my honor |
resumed her malden name.  Rencl- leneo s then, nt last, Mes, Liyn rose to ""“”"_“” '”"" you if I could help It
ing home, Dyok finde leonard hor foeb. but it not el the world of the quar-
:I-f':.‘:-l::ufr-:fml-tll':‘_l‘! I-“ oW, :.h “Shodln, when shall we go?” rel hetween that mun amd myself, My
® summoning Mil With frightensd eyes Shella sprang silence may hurt you, but it would
Diyok's father, to Dublin, up, hurt some one else far more if 1 told.”
A S B M i "I sald we must go to Dublin ! she "By God. T think you are <ome mu
110W -‘.ll--?ﬂ‘n:lW--T';‘}F'.\'-'-t I-l--"! b dilnl | murtinred Areamer slpped out of the anclent
A Arrange 1y wht  with byl . * 4 @ o 1 , .
swords and Dyck is victor *Yos, we will go to Dublin, Stella, 'f"“t‘ _I"'_-‘"" know where you are!
Hoyne, secretly in Freoach 1 : but It will he on our way to Unele You're in jnll. If you're found gullty,
gv':\‘ I’l\lw'k ;h'unk 1['..i triea to per- rvnn's Nopne.® Yol e sent to prison at least for
sunrde him to joln In rev = 3 » e 1t 2 P
England, They quarrel and Dyck Shelln enught her mother's hands, the years thatll spoil the making of
18 overheard to threaten Hoyne “Mother,” she sald, after g mo. | ¥our lie; and yon do it becnuse you
;\‘huh- :1110_' !I"_-rm[:r Is overcome with ment of hesltation, ! must obey you!™ [ think yowll spare somehody,  Well,
e ;. s seeond wife Ay s I wen ¢ ¥oakay
”r”:,;: tl‘:uln”r.n.1r:)1ll‘nn.:1h.n.r;rlm “I.ur‘ It is the one way, my child—the | ! #85K you to spure me.  We've been |
fRINIENE Hudbnnd: 'to! the least | one thing to do. Some one In prison a roneh race, we Calhouns; we've |
Dyck (8 srrestéd on o Chirige of | done mad, bud things, pechaps, but
murder, Hn does not know If he 1 none has shatmed us before the world |
I killed Boyne or not, he wias so mud- —unane but yvou."
fled with the drugged wine Shefla ' : ek
hegs her mother to go to In n .‘I ha \':? eyt Ehatied you, Miles
with her to help Dyck. Mra, Liyn ||| Calhoun™ roplieil his %on  sharply.
opposes the ldea, YAs the ancleits bl alls volat pro-
A prils—I will fly with my own wipuws,
Come woenl, come woe, come durk,
CHAPTER VI—Continued.) come Hght, T hnve fixed my mind, and
— - notling shali chavge it. You loved
: e ¥ M n ’ -
Shella took the leiter. It ran as my mother hetter than the rest of the

follows :
“Dearest Sister:

“It is eleven yeurs sinee T wrote to
you, tind yet, though It may seom
strange, there hove not been eleven
days In all the thme in which 1 have
not wished you and Shelln were here,
Shella—why, she ls a young womuan!
She's about the age you were when
1 left Ireland, wnd you were one of
the maost begutiful and  charnuing
erentures God ever gave Hfe to,

“My estnte neither north nor
moutlh, but further south thun north,
In a sepse It (s bt
winter In my place would he

is

BIWAYsS Summer,

like sum-

world, You would have thought It no
shume to have sald so to your own
futher.  Well, 1 say It to vou—I'll
stund by what my  consclence anid
my soul have dictuted to me. You
eall e o dreamer,  Let it be so.
I'm Irish; I'm a Celt, I've drunk

deep of all that Ireland means, Al
thut's bhehind me IS my own, back to
the shadowy Kings of Irelund, who lost
life and guve it because they belleved
In what they did, So will 1.
to wulk the hills no more on the es
tate where you are muster, lot it be
1 have no fear; 1 want no favor
If 1t Is to be prison, then it shall be
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|
mer in Norway—just hitlngly ffl'ﬁ!l.' prison. If ft is to be shame, then et
bappily alert. I'm writing in the sum- L - T it be shume, These nre dnys when
mer now, I look out of the window and | * \r g™ men must suffer If they muake uils
see hundreds of acres of ""”'1“1 ' tukes,  Well, 1 will suffer, fenrlessly
Selds, with Lundreds upon hundeeds ) If bedplessty. but 1 wi i wils the
of negroes at work, 1 !:lv'nr the songs ‘ As' ‘Shaila_Read, the Tears -Started ourh l\\l..'--h‘ I I,.nt-- 1:11}[;--T!||.'t t.J\rl'u-;J -_--I“I
they sing, falnt echoes of ther s I From Her Eyes. will not do lt—tever—never-——pever ™
write. Yes, my bluck folk do sing enlla — porlinps : some one far aw uy “Itut of  one 1hing have vou
becuuse they ure waoll treuted whiv loves s us, culls— | thought? nsked his futher. "You
“Not that we haven't our troubles | thit we ki m 1 not | will not tell the ¢ause of the quariel,
here. You can't administer thouwsands | nighe? I nsk shull we go?" | for the reason that sou wmizhs Luet
of wucres, coutrol hutdreeds of slpves "To Virginia, mother, | sotnebody.  1f you don't tell the enu e,
and run an estate Hke o plece of The glei's hwead dropped, and ber | and yoy are condemned, won't that
clockwork hout ¢rea) in the tuin eves Hlled with teyars irt somebody even more?”
chinery I've —— For a moment Tiyek stood silent,
next to' nothil CHAPTEH vil hsorted iz foce looked plneled,
country wit
thotisand pou Dyck's Father Visits Him, |' ——— =]
at least a q ! ck's lawyer, Wil Me- !
I've il estate I .' himm to deny absolute-
bt | f Erris Doyvne, Dyck
twenly | s He lasl, Lowever,
shnn't be here ta see | on beluz Jollsl written
mun [ was physlenlly, i eroment, telling of the pro
of the reasons why U'n e of Irclund by the
to-dny ot and suying thot It had
“I want you and Sheilh to come | ¢ to film frot a sure sonrce. The
here to toe, to tmake my hotlie yORP | ent hind ar onee tnken action.
home, 1o in ntrol of wmy liowss ng the death of vy, the
hold, #nd to ‘et g see faces T Juve | thing In his fuvor wuas
about me us the shndow fn ' it hi vii. sworid-point wus free |
*“This place, whivh I have ealied | from stul His lawyer muwle the ut- |
Mi s 1o | 5—or, rulhe st of this, but to no ¢ The |
N It i ¥ 1] 1 gt the rotirt wius that both |
WHNLT [0 OOl § ! s 1 | ven  dreinking; thot they |
AT t | I il rreels il thar withont Ill
i i i 21 Dyek had killed
hig J-wamil 0
bk I A I I there had bheen no duel was
ir i 1 8 | : ' 11 | { ¥ t Brrls Dovie's
H 1 Howe L ¥ vord was  undrawn, The clinrae,
5 want 5 it & ! Hi VYT ) e instigution of the
W ¥ 1 e | goner whn wns grotefal |
¥on 1 1 i ! tlon. about  France
1 | i ro Mirier '
mn - It | it
: Tan r I killed
It \'h aniteil. |1 Have Never Shamed You, Miles
i1 i fhe W tlie wrial | Calhoun”
= ) I | I I Rt und |, wliole runes shriveled, Then,
W i pre L [ i 1] 1
. — e e | the el o0, e suld:
. " ! { 'y 1 I ar his =on : F e T T
' 3 L ' ' | il Ll nnddered : ? = )
. e Whonve or ba' § L cell,  This | UDY, but of priveiple. My heart telis
A - p— = 1l ¥ . p e I to do, and my heart has al-
u ' hid : vty the whaole f 1|r.;- burst | VESR DA
vl s . | vild ortl | There was slenve for 4 long (ime,
Ith %kl = Yon't & wesolf @ ehanee | At lost the old man drew the clogk
it < it t! autifal. r v T You Eunow whnt hout Lhis shoulders and 1y Lo-
alr, None whi aver ho b the { g Flom Why don’t you teli | ward the door
air of Jrelnned it renthie I another | e about the quire Whut's “Wault u oinure, futhee,” sull Layek,
lnnd without memary or the pocient | the god of keeplng your mouth shut, | "Pon't go ke that. You'd better not
hurp of Ireland, It I= us 0 mwem- | when \!-w.-'-. many that would profit | vote pnd see me tgnin, I Po con-
I OFs teugy, wonderful, and abldlog | by your telling 7 Aemned, go buck to Playmore: 1f M
yel o memory | *Who would profit? asked Dyek. poguitted, go hock to Plusmors. That's
0N, Lielleve me, 1 speak of wlhiat 1 "Who wonuld  peodt?™ snarled the | the pluce for you o e, You've got
know! 1 have Wi wwuy friny Ire- d  men “Well, you wonld profit | vour own troubles e
Innd for a loag thnae ud Tiu never | e for It might break the doarke chalp AR you—If you're ser freg?
golng bock, but I Lreing Irelond to | of elrepmstantind evidence, Also yuur “If 'm ogequitted, TH take to the
we, Come here, collpen s to Yie- | father wonld profi I'd be saved | high seas—till M cured ™
giulia Write to me, ou the day you | shame, perhaps; 'd get rellef from A moment Iater, without fyrther
get this letter, thut you're coming | this disgrave. Oh, man, think of | words, Diyck was glone, e heard the
soon, because 1 feel the cords binding | others besldes yourself 1™ dotr elang,
we to my beloyed Oelils prowing thin. “Phink of others!” sald Dyek, and He sut for some tlme on the edge
per. They'll noon ernck, but, please | @ queer smile lzhted his haggard | of bis bed, buried tn delection. Pres-
God, they won't erack hefore you | fuce. *I'd save myself If I lonor. | ently, however, the door opoped,
come here, ably eounld” “A letter for you, sl suld the
=Nos with sy love L0 yuu and Sbhel- The old man fumbled with & walst- | faller. '

I

“You don't see,” he continued, “the

Uty I

my peace hecause—hecause 1 hold my |
hurt |

If I'm |

‘ FATIR PLAY, STE. GENEVIEVE. MISSOURL

The light of the cell was dim, but
Dyek managed to rend the letter with.
out great difficulty, as the writing wus
almost ns procise as print, The sight
of It caught his heart llke a worm
hand and pressed ft. This was the
stubsiance of the letter:

“My Dear Friend:

“I hnve wanted to visit you In pris-
on, but my mother hos forbidden it
and so, even If 1 could be let to enter,
1 must not digobey her, I have not

read the papers giving an account of

your trinl, I only know yon are
churged with killing a bad man, noto-
rious In Dublin Hfe, and that many

think he got his just deserts in being
K1 Tel,

“I will not boelleve that your fute Is
an evil one, that the law will grim
vou betwoeen the millstones of  guilt
il dishoner: but If the law should
cold yon gullty, T still will not helleve,
For awny 1T will think of you, aml
belleve n you, dear, muasterful, mad-
man friemd. Yes, vou are o madmnan,
for Michas! Clones told me—faith, he
loves you well la<thut you've been liv-
iy Hfe In Dublin since you
here, and that the mnn you nre
weused of killing was In great port
thee cunse of It

“I think 1 never saw my
troubled In spirit
time, Of eonrse, she coulid not feel ns
I do about you, It isn't that which
mnkes her sad amd haggard ; it Is that
nre leaving ITradand behind,

“Yeg, she and 1 are saylng goodby
to Treliml,. That's why 1 think she
might have let me see you before wie

mothier so
Is nt this

us she

Wi

went: but sliee It must not be, well,
then, it mnst not. Dur we shall meet
wendne Inomy soul 1 know thiat on

v hills somewhere far off, as on the
first iy we met, we shall meet ench
other onee mors,  Where fire we go
ing? Oh, very far! We are going
to my Uncle Bryun—Dryvan Liyn, In
Virginda. A letter has come from: him
urging us to make onur home with him,
You my friend—"

Then  followed  the  story  which
irvan Livn had tedd her mother and
herself, and she wrote of her mother's
declsion to o out to the new, grogt
which her unele  had  mnde
among the cotton fields of the South,
When she had finished that part of the
tile,

i

e

went on ag follows!
CMWe o shnll know  your  fate  only
throutgh the letters thar will follow

ns, hut I will not belleve In your had
ek,  Listen to me—why don't yon
comento Amerien alsa?  Oh, think It
owver!  Don't belleve the worst will
come. When they relesse vou from
prison, Innecent and aoquitted, cross

the oeenn aned &0t up your tent under
the Stars and Stripes.  Think of it!
Nearly all those men In America who
fought under Washington and won
were born In these islunds, They took
with them to that far Jand the mem-
nry and Jove of these old homes, Yon
ind T would have fought for England
nnd with the Dritishe troops, beciuse
we detest revolution.  Here, In Ire
Innd, we have seen (8 evils; and yet
if we hoad fought for the Unlon Juek
Heyond the mountalns of Malne and
In the lonely woods, we should, I he-
lieve, In the end have sald that the
frecdom fought for by the Amerlean
stntes was well waon,

"So keep this matter In your mind,
as iy mother umd 1 will soon e gone,
She would not let e come to you—I
think | have never seen her so dls-
turhed as when 1 asked her—and she
forbude me to wrlte to you; hut 1 dls.
oliey her.  Well, this 1s a sad busi-
I know my mother has suffered,
I know her mareled Hi'e wis unhappy,
snd  that her hushand—my father—
died mony n year ago, leaving n dark
tradl of regret beliind him; but, yon
see, 1 never knew my fother, That
was wl long ago, and 1t 18 8 hundred
times best forgotten.

“Our ship salls for Virginla in three
days, and I must go. 1 will keep
looking back to the prison where lles,
charged with an evil erlime, of which
he I8 not gullty, a young man for
whom I shull slways earry the spirit
of good friendship,

“Do not helieve all will not go well.
The thing ta do (s to keep the conrage
of our hearts and the falth of our
souls, and 1 hope I always skall, |1
belleve in you, and, belleving, T say
good-be, 1 sny farewell In the groat
hope  that somehow, somewhere, we
shall help ench other on the wiy of

ness.

Hfe. God be with you!
“1 nm your friend,
"SHEILA LLYN"
I bez you to remember that

" M.
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Dyck read the letter with a wonder-

ful  slivwtiess, He venllzed  that by
happy accident—it could be nothing
else=—Mrs. Liyn had hoen ghde to keep
from lLer ddnughier the faer thae the
inn, Who bad bewen Kidlied In the tavern

by the river wus her futher,

Rhellw's  lgnoranee  must  not  be
broken by himsolf, e hind done the
right gl had held his peace for

the girl’s sake, and e would haold 1t
to the cnd Slowly he folided up the
letter, prossed It to hig Hps, and put
it In the pocket over his heart

BOOK Il
CHAPTER VIIL.

Dyck Calhoun Ert:rs the World Again.

“Is It newr the time? psked Michael
Clones of his friend, s they ztood In
front of the prison.

His companlon, who wus seated on a
stone, wirapped o dark-green  cover-
ings, faded and worn, and looking
pinched with cald In the dour Novem-
ber day, sald, wirthout lifting his hend :

“Seven mdnutes, an' be'll he ount.
Clod bless him 1"

“And save him and proteet hlm "
suld Michael. “He deserved punish-
went no more than 1 did, and it's

broke him. I've seen the grny muther
at his tempies, though he's only been
in prison four yedars, He was con-
demned to elght, but they've let him
free. 1 don't know why. Perhaps it
was hecnuse of what he told the gov-
ernment about the French navy. I've
seen the joy of life sob iself down to
the gour earth, When 1 took him the
news of his father's death, and told
Lim the creditors were swallowing
whit wius left of Pluymore, what do
vou think he 4?7

Old Cheistopher Dogan smiled; his
eyes twinkled with a mirth which had
more paln than galety,

“Godl Jove you, I know what he did,
He flung ont his hands and sild, Let
It go! It's nothing to me!  Michnel,
honve 1 snld rroed

Michael nodided,

SAlmost his very words yon've used,
and he flung out s hands, us you
safd.”

“axe, he'll be ohinnged; but they've
kept the clothes he had when he went
to prison and hie'll come out In them,
I'm thinklng—

“Ah,  no!™  interrupted  Michinel.
Phat ean't be, for hls clothes was
stole,  Only o week ago he sent to e
for a st of my own, T wouldn't inve
liim wenr my clothes—he o gentles
man! It wasn't fitting,  So 1 sent him
n suit 1 bhought from o shop, but he
woulidn't have it. He would leave
prison & poor man, A% a peasant in
pensunt's clothes. So he wrote to me,
Here 15 the letter,” He drew from his
pocket a sheet of paper, and spread

it out, “Sec—read (t. Ah, wall, never
mind,” he added, ag old Christopher
shook his hend.  “Never mind, Ul

'

rend It to you! Thercupon he read
the note, and added s "We'll see him
of the Callwuns risin® high beyant
poverty umd misfortune some day.”

Ol Chrletophier nodded,

“T'm glnd Miles Calhoun was hurled
on the hitltop above Playmore,  He
had his day; he lived his life. Things
went wrong with him, und he pald the
price we all must pny for work 1l
done”

“There  you're  right, Christopher
Dogan, and 1 remember the day the
downfall began, It was when him
thot's ow Lord Mallow, governor of
Jumnlea, enme to summon Calhoun to
Drublin, Things were never the spme
after that: but I well remembor one
talk I huad with Miles Calhoun just be-
fore his death: ‘Michael)
me, ‘my fawlly have had many ups
and downs, and some that hear my
nanie have been In prison bhefore this,
but never for killing a man out of
falr fizht! ‘One of your nume may
be In prison, sle sald I, ‘bhut not for
Ellling o man out of fair fght, If
you belleve he did, there's no death
bad enough for you! Ie wns silent
for a while; then at Ianst he whispered
Mr, Dyek's nume, and suld to me:
Tell him that as a Calhoun 1 love
him, and as hig father I love him ten

times more, For, look you, Michnel,
though we never ran together, but
quarreled pnd took our own paths, yet

we are both Calhouns, and my heart
I8 warm to him, If my son were a
thousand times a eriminal, neverthe-
less 1 would ache to take him by the
hand.' *

“Hush! Look nt the prison gute,”
saitd his companion and steod up.

As the gutes of the prison opened,
the sun bhroke through the clouds and
gave 4 brilllant phuseé to the scene,
Out of the gates there came slowly,
yer firmly, dressed in peasant clothes,
the stlwart but faded figure of Dyck
Cndhoun,

Terribly chunged le was, e had
entered prison with the flush upon his
chieek, the tiit of young manhood in
his eyes, with halr black and hands
slender, and haodsome.  There was
no look of youth in his fuce now, It
wos the face of an middlenged man
from which the dew of youth had van-
ished, Into which lfe's storms had
tome and gone, Though the body was
held werect, yer the head was thrust
slightly forward, and the heavy eye-
Lirows were llke # penthouse.  The
eyes were slightly feverish, and round
the mouth there erept n smile, hulf-
eynleal, but a Httle happy., Al fresh-
ness wis gone from his hands.  One
liung at his side, lstless, corded; the
other doffed hils hat in reply to the
sulute of his two humble friends.

As the gates closed behind him he
looked gravely ut the two men, who
were standing not a foot apart, There
swept slowly Into his eyes, enlurging,
brightening them, the glamor of the
Celtle soul.  Of all Ireland, or all who
had ever known him, these two were
the only ones welecoming him Into the
world uguin!

Michaod Clones, with his ovul red
fure, big nose, steely eyes and stead-
fast hearing, had o him the sonl of
great kings. His hat was set firmly
on hig heud, His knee Lireechies were
nest, 0 conrse; hils stockings were

clean. His feet were well, shodd, his
cout worn, and he hoad stlll the ook
that belongs to the well-toddo  pens-

ant. e was a figure of courdge and
enduranee.

Dyck's hand wept out to hiin and
warm stulle erept 1o his Hps,
“Michnel—ever-faithful Michael I

A mwlsture cume Lo Michuol's eves.
He did not speak us, with a look of
gratitude, he clusped the hund Dyek
offered him,

Freseutly Dyck turned to old Chris-
topher with o Kindly luugh,

“Well, old friend! You, too, come
1o sve the stag sel loose ugaln? You're
not many, that's sure.,” A grim, hard
look cuwme into his faces, but both hands
went out and ecaught the old man's
shoulders pflectlonstely.  “This I8 no
day for you to be walting at prison’s
gates, Christopher; but there are two
men who belleve In me—two In all
the waorld, It tsn't the killing,” he
ndded after & moment's silence—*“It
lsn't the killing that burts so, If I’y

he =ald to

| shop llke one whose Hving depended
| on

true that I killed Erris Boyne, what

hurts most Is the reason why I killed
fm."

[ “One way or another—does It mattes

now " asked Christopher gently.

“It §& that you think nothing ssat
ters since T've paid the price, sanl
myselt In shame, lost my friends and
come out with not & |mmly lefty
gsked Dyek. “But yes” he added
with a smile, wry and twisted, “Yes,
I have n lirtle lefe!”

He drew from his pocket four small
Aeces of gold, and gazed Ironlcally at
them o his podi,

“Laok at them ! He held out his
hand, & that the two men could gee
the littde colns, "Those were tnken
from me when 1 entered  prison.
They've hoon In the humis of the head
of the Jall ever glhee, They give them
to me now—all thut's left of what 1
whe'

“No, not all, sir,” declarcd Michael,
Phere's gomething  left from  Play.
more—there's ninety ponmis, and It's
in my pocket. It wos got from the

“Michael—Ever-Faithful

Michasll™

snle of your sporting kit, There was
the boat upon the lake, the gun and all
kinds of riffrafl stuff not sold with
Playmore,"

Dyck nodded and smiled.

“Good Mlchaed !™

Then he drew himself up stiffly and
bhlew In and out his breath as If with
the joy of llving. For tour hard years
he had been denled the free ale of
free men, Even when walkiog (n
the prison yard, on cold or fair days,
when the air was llke a knife or when
It had the sun of summer o it, It stil
had seemed to choke him.

In prison bhe had read, thought and
worked much, They had at least dona
that for him. The uttorney general
had glven him freedom to work with
his hunds, und to sluve In the works

It. BSome philanthropic oMelal
bad started the idea of a workshop,
and the officials had glven the hest of
the prisoners a chance to learn trades
und muke a little money before they
went out Into the world, All that
Dyek had enrned went to purchase
things he needed, and to help his fel-
low prisoners or their families,

Where was lie now? The gap be-
tween the old life of nonchalanee, fri-
volity, fantasy and excitement wos
us great 48 that between heaven and
hell,  Here he was, after four years
of prison, walking the highway with
two of the humblest creatures of Ire-
land, and yet, a8 his soul suld, two of
the best,

Stalking aleng in thought, he sud-
denly bednme consclous that Mlehael
und  Christopher had fallen behind
He turned round.

“Come on. Come on with me."

But the two shook their heads.

“It's not fitting, you a Calhoun of
Playmore!” Christopher answered,

“Well, then, listen to me said
Dyek, for he saw the men could not
bear his new democraey, “U'm hun-
gry. In four years I haven't had a
weal that came from the right place
or went 1o the right spot, 1s the lit-
tle tavern, the Hen and Chicken, on
thee Lifeyside, still going? 1 mean
the place where the seamen and the
werchant-ship officers visie"

Michael nodded,

“Well, lock you, Michael—get

both there, and order me as good a
menl of fish and chops and baked
pudding ns can be bought for money,
Aye, und I'll have a bottle of red
French wine and you two will huve
what yon llke best. Mark me, we'll
sit together there, for we're one of a
kind. I've got to take to a life thut
fits me, an ex-jullbird, & man that's
been in prison for killing!™

“There's the King's urmy" said
Michael, “They muake good oflicers In
iy

A strange, holf-sore smile came to 5
Dyck's thin lps.

“Michnel,” sald he, "give up these
valn Wuslons, 1T was condemnea®
killing n man pot in falr fight. I ean't
enter the army ns an oflicer, and you
should know I, The king himself
could set me up Bgaing but the dis-
tance between him and me ds ten times
round the world and back aganin! No,
my friends, what Is In my mind now
18 that I'm hungry. For four years
I've euten the bread of prison, and 1
it's soured my mouth and gulled my
belly., Go you to that inp and make
resdy n good meal.”

yvou

Dyck enlists as a quota man

in the British navy.

(TO BE CONTINUKD.)




