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Farrell’s Fascination.

The \X‘/‘c-cfdy A'-(‘_‘.raphic and New

An Irish Soldier's Love Affair,

By W. I
HE day was bhot, and Private
‘ Farrell, tvamnping along the dusty

country road, was smitten with
a mighty thirst,

Suddenly—turning a corner, he eame in
sight of o farmhounsey aome fifty yards
dintant, and considerably nearer, a vision
uf beawly, Tostantly his thivst wan for-
wolten, amt lalting, he stared ibefore
himd, wurprise and admirabion holding
him zpelihound, Nearce two yavds away,
wtoad a dark-eyed enchantress—none band
resting lightly on bLer hip, the other
pupporting ims though dt_were but a
Yeather weight), a water-cait tilledd almost
io overtlowing.

Her eyes, I)l ok, almond shaped, alwr-
ing, her hair cofully lonped up above
her snowy aeck, her supple waist, her
white rounded arm, all these c¢harms,
Pat Farrell noticed at 4 glance, and in
his mind was gnite convinced that ne
wonman ever lived, ao heautitul as q]w

Sinhlenly lie. found his voice. .

“Brg purden, miss,” said hn, aahlhng,
mil':tan'y fasiiion, “but I'm ]10\\‘(:1'&\1 dhry
an—" . .

“You shall have a drink of the best
waler in the parish,” sabd the girl gra-
siously, amd stepping forward, she lield
the ean fo his lips, Az he stooped to
drink, iheir ecyes met. #he smiled and
Pat's subjugation wazs complete,

“My faith,” he said, as he wiped liz
Yipa, “that's the lest, dunk Pre iver had,
and its thankiul to you mise, I am for
the same; and now ye'll let me carry
it for .yon, won't yei?

she shook ler head. "XNa, it would
never o, my unele with whom I live,
woull L very angry to, see me talk
to you! XNo, indeed, you must stay here
till 1 am quite out of sight, but perhaps
—another duy -—if you're passing hera

ant you're thivsty, perhaps, I'll he heve -

{0 give you another drink.”

As vou may suppose, [at Furrell was
not slow in availing limself of this
thinly veiled invitation, and every even-
ing he hauuted the little lane, nntil once
again, e mef her face to face. Then
his lieart beat high, for she cama 10
meet him with & smile: aml presently,
he found himself wauntering with her
ilrough the meadows.

ITer name was Flvira Moran, and hev
motlier, sa ghe sakl, bl heidn a Spanish
eountess,

Un heaving {his, Pal felt o mummlary
bt powerful impulse to kueel anid kixa
the Liem of her skirts, not Dbecause hi
wad o tlitle-worshipper, but bevause this
Beantiful ercature had condescended to
wilk with him, aud be so pravious, -

Often a3 the weeks weut by they talkead
together, their tr, 2 plice heing clolg
Lo o sturdy vgwan, whose berries drop-
prl down dinto an ancient guairy.

llere on a sununer evening they were
elanding, when suedeuly, after a hrief
eilenee, she said demuvely, her eyes on
ithe r-rouml, "at—you—you may ks
me.”

A quiver of delight ran through Dat's
burly frume, and clusping ber in his ayms
he pressed a passionate kisg upu]\ her
Tl Fips, .

“Then you'll marry .'uus?ll.\*’
_She radsed her head.  “Yes. Bat”
and her veoice guddenly became matter-
!)f—furf. a0 soldle's pay it very much,
n iy

"Faith, no. Rut some day I
a urlrg,uant—lf Fm lacky
. "Even then we \\ouldnt Le alle to
indulge in many Tnxuriee. Never mind,”
tulded cheerfully, “we won't bother
2 the foture. We cnu afford o
wuit, wan't we, doar?”
©OTAV courst we enil.
8 whlip av u Iuwsie
Tue to me,

me,

may be

7=

Sure, y'nrr' only
vit; nnd s long aw
Vil Tie as happy 0

Aa by \\*alel slowly down the pulh
l:)\\unln the river, she turned Lo Lin,
a gleam o nqm-trv in der davk oyen,
“Lowonder,” waid whe, MiE yon Ahink of
how mow, Tha yout”

The question was somewhat lis o
I “lert Whot  Home girl,
mann "

A daw Taugl broke from her lips.

Tl ar:uul.-lar ¥ou wre nnt so in-
Booent, afler all. I mean your old awaol-

d'yn

CROSRHIE.

hieart-— the girl,
himd you,” .

DPats cheekn  wers <rimaon now, his
eyes upon the ground; while hia smark
silver-topped cane wan i danger of being

you know, you lefl i

=napped in two  hetween  his  brawny
fingera,

* Bonny Mary Brennan! e had fors
goilen her,  Bopuy Mary Bremnan, to

whein he had plighted his troth but one
short year befere, under just such an-
uther rowan tree at Ballymoyle. In
faney, he vonld see her as she waved hin
. last goml-bye, the sunlight changing
the brightness of her hair into clearest
gold. The visien was a momentary one.
Turning to the girl beside himy, be flung
his arm impetucnsly around ler waist.
“There was a girl onee, bt U've forget-
tenn lier, I'hercs no ane I cave for hut
yoir—you, me davlin® I ocould kisa the
yery ground——?

“Homebody's coming!* she wlispered;

whercupon Pat hastily withdrew his arm,
and fixing his gaze stright ahead, strove
hanl te assume an air of uncorcern.
- Coming leisurely fowards them aleng
the narrow path, was a tall, aristoeratie-
logking man, equipped with a fishing-
rod and ereel. Aw he dvew nearer, Pat,
stepping aside, saluted, an ast of which
the other was evidently oblivieus, his
eyes at the moment being piveted wpon
Pal's vompanion,

Elvira™ mood had changed. Mer tface
waa gjt;a.ver than uaual, and presently,
when“Pat attempted to resume his love-
naking, she throst him aside with a
slight show of resentment,

"Was that one of your oficers wha
pasved us just now?” she mr]_mled in
varelesy tones,

“Yis—Captain Axhleigh—an’ as fine a
gimtleman as . iver God created. 1Nvil o

¥ bit of consate he,.}m-t- aud him-Zihe son

av a lord. amd twice mentioneld in dis-
patches whin we wor llb]mng 1hc- Tay-
Lthans |

“The soldiers )ike him, 'I suppoic!'

“Like him! We'd follu him & hell
[savin' yer presence), ivery mother'a son
av us. Fo Juk at him ye'd think him
ad jintle a9 a lamb; Lbut, ouh, he's the
divil fight, e onght t'have had the
VAL for.somethin® he did in Tujia, but,
nabockish! hell get it afore the war's
over—if they alve Lim a chanee.”

“Ihe war! What wart”

“I'ne one that's Oning to
thr' norti-west :lumel‘

Pat, dear, you'll take
enve of yourselt, ‘won't your’

“Well,” ]le rejoined with a swmila, “1f
there’s goin’ to be a fight the Linsthiera’ll
want to be in i; but I'm doubtful if
they'll siml us out afcher all,”

By this time they had reached
planking that spanned the stream,
Elvira came to a stamltill, -

“at” said she, T think we had hetior
sy pood-hye, gowl-bye for ever”

“Arral! it jokin' ye ave” he maid,
Hizhily.

“Loam mot joking, T veally thiuk, Pat
you had heter try to forget me.  tio
back o your oll sweetheact, if she’ll
Tiave yon. She's a Letler girl than T, bet-
Ley i every way. . Fm not  serious
ennugh for marriage; 1'm only a hutter-

he—up on

the
era

Yiare me own thriue wolleen, that's
toyuare, An' | couldut let ye gn
‘twould break me heart. Ach,

Twl \
naw—sure,
me darlin!® aml his voive quiversl with
the intensily of his emotion,

The gitl's faee brightened.  “Remem-
ber.” whe said. L ha warnol—-—"

Fhe sentenee remained unfisisked, For
Tats arnmw were aronml Tier, Wiy Kisses
upun b Jips,

Mars wis 9 the asernsdant, Tho “loga

ul war™ roahant 1o be loosened ;o and
Privat Ab ke ol of his |<n|nrnnlu-:,
Nas w7 T} AL Jengtlh,

tHur weleom
tnlivn of 1}

Sevoml Hal-
M e payted

for Peshastur, 10 mwait events i o
of wy Rovder wars,
It was n day of duienee heaf, “llok

am Tudes!™ growhal ncormoral of the
Horderees, a3 he slord withe his romiriaodes
awniting the orler {0 wlvanee,

The weauik—wiry Uurkhas nl silent
FrgHalonen of the Jine—Thad Tocatold o
Loy of the encmy, aml from three
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thnuwsand yards away the little mountain
battery was womiting 4yddite, “an

Pat, us hia watclied the bursting shella,
was in high mspirite. “Faith,” said he,
“if there'n any of ti I yguTE W yaint-
her they're havin' a purty lively time
av itte

Fresently, while the vinrkhas hegan to
work rouml on either flank, the lein-
«ters and the Borderers, under cover of
the guns, advanved 1o the attack.

I'rivate Farrell, well in feont, sent his
grze up to the hog's-back crest, “tilaneyt™
lie eried, (o his nearsst comrda, ereepe
ing from roek to rock. some half w dozen
yarda off, “Im thinkin’ it's going 1o bea
walk-nver!™
sareely
when he
A slanting

had 1he words left hia lips,
dry hillaide spurted bBoneath
rain of bullets. Men began
to fuil.  But there was no wavering, llot,
panting, eager, up they swarmed, the
seatterml houdilers and natural protuber-
anees affonding them exeellent cover.

"Forward, my Luds, forwarit!™ sang out
Captain Kahleigh, to a bandful of panting
struggling Fusiliers, as they neared the
spot where he lay, s deft arin proppel
beaeath him.,

Pats enthusiasm  swldenly  vanished.
CIhvl, wirra, eaplain dear—-—=" he began,
ak hie sank on ona knee beside hm wound-
ol efticer,

"G on, Faveell!  Never mimd me, Por-
ward, my lads! NBravel”

Twenty minutes later. 1Pat veawrhed the
slight fortification on the hitl-tep, The
Puthans had tled, deaving behind then
a sooare or thereabouts of thejr dead aml
wonnded, Just for a moment he atopped
to watch the white-clivd enemices dodzing
from cover to cover nernss Lthe platean;
then turaing, he hurried dewn the hill-
side, in search of - Caplain Ashteigh,

As he went. he swilidenly betame eon-
scious of a stight dizziness, and of a pain
in his right leg.

“Hit, by hokey! An' [ niver knew ib!”
And for a moment or two lm stoad
staring ot the blowd, as it gored through
the khakl.

As he hastily bandaged the waund, his
thonghts returned lo hiv captain, Woull
he be able to find him,  Fear was tugging
at his heart strimgs am, vising fo hid
feet, he slaggeral onwanl.  Five, ten
Wwinntes passed, then, just hefore the
darkness [ell, he found the man whom
he spught.

Ashleigh, who was apparently in a
stale of vollapse, had been shot througi
the body; and as Pat. in the fast-fading
light, examined the wound, he felt a
prosentiment that lis warst fears would
soon be vealised

With some diflically: he drew off lin
tunie, them, placing it over ihe pros-
trate Ngure, he rose Lo Lis feet with the
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inteution of seebing ansistuner. Rut ere
e Tl gone & couple of yurids his Erows
img weaknesa v lled i Lo abandon
the idea; so limping slowly back ha lay
duwn by the side of 1ha vaplair
“Whoe i therer™  The words
faintly, almost in a whisper,

vilibws

“Private Forrell, xir. 14 the pain very
ol ¥ -

“Not very. We drove them out, didn's
we i

“Ye d Hiv, We LTS

tched  thim

vl gilenee: tlicn the voieo of Anh.
“What are you duing here? Are

leigh.
yo wounded 17
“Fhere's a weeslioe

bLit av r serntedf
on e ey, yer honor.™

“Why don't you go and have it lresa.
mlr”?

“Hoave, T wondd if L ecould, bat T ean',
siv. Wl Yog's wtitfenad o bit, an® it hort«
me t' walk onoat”? -

Five minutea paswed. 1t was -\-'levlgh

who again broke the wilenee.

s Farreil,” he said slowly, aml with
an  offo =1 want 1n =ay somelhing
1o you while I'm able, T oaneant to hasve
apaken aboul it long sgu: hot [ had sn
nany things on my winl at the timw,
e fovpgol,”

s

I alout o owonan salled Blviva—
the one you were watking with when
L miet yen last August, near Cavtich-
moyle River. You remember?

“Laln, pure. 'mogoind L omacry hev—"*

“And Jive to vegret it oall the W
of your life! o't be a fool, Farrell
The woman is an ady [ ,

“An adventuress—a worthless woman.
Four years ago, when | owas siationed
in Dublin, she tried o trup o brother-
ollicer of mine—a mere boy-—inlo marvy-
ing her.  Luckily, befers it was too lale
he learnt something of ler past history.
Farreil, for heaven's sake, man, # you
ever, loved a good, true, woman, go back
to her bafore It is too Iate. Belore you
aea Elvira again ‘hen in a bLroken
whisper: “You—Dbelicve —me—Furrell

“Aye aurr, [ dor Al below  hia
Lreath he adided, “God help mel™

“And—aml yon—will promise me to

leave her—and go back {o the  good
woman you- knew  before
ST will, surr,” anawered ab, with a

groan, and again he added sottly, “Gol
help mei®

Teu minuten later o man  of  the
R.AMU, flaslied bis lantern upon the
two rain-soakad figoes.

There — silent, mwotioniess, and ap-

parently lifvlens— wrat Vrivale Farredd
his bavk againsi a bouliber, the L
body of his offiecr olusped in lis arms,
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=303 Soft Nose Sporting Cartridge

Exactly the same as the Military Cartridge with which
world's records have bsasn broken, e:ceptlnu thai the
bullet point Is nat nickelied, -

The Deer-Stalker's Safest Choice.
~Terrific Smashing Force.

Immediate Igniticn
This cartridge is one of the
Colanial  Ammu=.
nition Cempany's
most signal  tri=
umphs, It never
fuilsandnever dis-
appuints. Eqgually
good for Wild
Cattle, Pigs, ot
Qoats. Always
used by men who
know.

At ths REDVCED
PRICE this Cartridge
is SPLENDID VALUE!
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