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The Storyteller

HER SECOND LOVE

Nora MacDermot is apparenlly loel in deep 1hought,
but rothing more exhilarating than a field and  some
grasipg  caltlle seem the subject of this unusual  pon-
s1vonoss—unusdal—Lor Nora is an active Little hody, and
not olten Lo he tound * holding wessions of suweet stlent
thought.”  What, then, gives her suoh food for reflection
as she stands absiractodly there al the gate? lier
seli-comnaunrng at  lengdh fnds expression in words.

1f 1t was anything elve but a cow, one might hoar
it better. But fo think that cows—tihose ** wilh an elo-
quent. gmestare,” have domunion over a girl's fate.  To
thini the happiess of our lues often depends on them !
How hateful and stupid they are! And how unshale-
able ! Foor Iitle Kilty, you had no cows, only a Featt
and soul, beauly and lile.  And suwie lLife is now  your
hardest yift 1o heep.  KEllen O'Grady had cows—iwenty,
they say—and so you are left and forgotien, while Terry
Lanigan devoles himself 1o Ellen and the cows.’

With a somewhat impatient gesture Nora turns away,
and head bent, goes slowly along the country 10ad to-
wards a little cottage—her home, The shghlt to no
friend, Kitty O'Mara, has made her heart very  soic
Liue seems different 1o her ito-day. A wind, cold and
bitter, has suddenly sprung up in her warm sunhit world.

Sne stops abruptly. 1las Barny cows® (b, jyos,
he has any amoent—al least enough of the hideous ani-
mals.  Surely he would want no more ? ° For a moment,
a deeper shadow flits across her face: she seeius as 1f
in physical pamm,  but she quickly masters heisclf, and
hurries  on, refleeting, © No, Bainy wanls no cows. lle
and Terry arc different 1ie  1s—ab, 1T can’t say  what
Barny 15, but T think my fate at least does not hang on
a cow !’

A pleasant conclusion to sad reflections.

Scarcely had she 1eached the Idtle gate leading o
the coltage 1ihan a whistle and ihe sound of fawiliar
footsteps reathed her ear.  She steod waiting 1he
comhbre look disappeared as shadows before the sun, and
the bright, gladsome Light of love shone from her far
hittle face. She reemed tramsfignred. Till to-day  sha
had not reaiisod what Barny was Lo her. Fle had some-
how dritted imio her heart unconsciously, unbidden  Te-
day she had scen what love had done for Kitly, and‘had
accordingly {urned the search-lighis on her own heart,
and found st captine Barny bhad taben that fair Gitadel,
she surrendered, nor fearoed betrayal

The light-hearted whistler, coming round a corner,
stood 1nvoluntanly as he caught sighi ol Nora, flashing
on him as out of a dream. She stood so still, so rest-
ful, mn the attitnde of sweel unconscious grace—one hand
lightly clasping the gate, the olher hanging loosely by
her ewde  The sunlight streamed avound her, happy m
its free embrace.  She did nol slir or move, but ~ her
deep blue eves were dreanulv fixed on Parny.

He stood a moment as though spell-bound, then ad-
vanced guichly towards her.

* Why, Nora, you stood so sUll and pensise T thought
you were a ‘isgn.’

“No, Barny, I was just thinkhinr, and T am not
used to it.  Never thought bhefore. an fact, butl {o-day
it has taken complete possession ef me.”

Y1t suits vou, so take a Hose often.
were e~idently of a pleasant nature”

ter hand dropped to her side and she tuined
somewhat.

*Like most things—sweet end bitler’

“The last find no expression, then. But what ate
iliey all aboult? Ray I know *°
* Ah, no, at leasi not now.

indefinite.’

‘1f you tell me they will tfake form. Peihaps I
could help yau, Nora,’ in a somewhat too earnest tone

fTo think 7’ said Nora, laughing lighily. * That 1s

Your thoughls

away

They are ague  ang

unkind. DBut where are you going now—Llo the wil-
lage 7'’

‘Yes. My uncle sent for me unexpectedly. 'This is
a busy day, loo, but now T am glad I came.’

And certainly he loohed it. Nora too was  feeling

very happy, but strangely  shy and
after efiects of ihe * demon, Thought.’

* Then, perhaps, you had belfer go nGw. Mother
will wanl me too  Those thoughts have kept me idle
all the morning. Good-hye,” opening ihe gale.

‘You do change quichly. A moment ago and yoq
looked as if you meanlt to stay there for ever, aud now
vou are in a desperale huriy.’

* You woke me.’

' From pleasant droams to grimn reality 7°

nervous—perhaps

‘Nobt at allt From grim dreams o pleasant real-
ity,” said Nora, iurning tc go in,

A light springs to the boy’s eyes. He was litile
more than one, and leaning forward, he quickly catches
ker hand.

‘ Thanhks, htile Nora, for thal.
God Bers 3ou 1

He presses her hand for a moment belween his own,
then lets 1t 1adl and goes guckly away.

Sota stoud a woment stall, Ler bright face
an'd happy.

CPowas ai Mt cke sald, ¢ My fale does not depend
on a4 toaw.’

Good-bye now and

flushed

Ll

Nature has  been  acensed of being unsympathetic—
that s with han vicssitudes.  Why should  she  be
clhnewsse when the least hittle earthly care or distrac-
tien mahes men forget her so abrolutely. DBarny and
nota, as they stroll o the dusky woods arc all  un-
heeding of ie  twilight splendor or the mysiery  of
autioen with ils biown and crimson tints.

Eany has Wought Nora here to fell somelhing im-
portant, that is how e  phrased i, he would more
trterally hase sawd, he wanted to break her heart, She,
litile gl is fiappdy expectant

“Bainy, we aie in the depihs of ihe woods and it is
gelting date. You are walbing at such a pace and have
not utteied a syllable for an age. Why so serious

“Becaue, Nova, life is so o me now. It is one
plas ol

“he starts and feels suddenly the evening chill.

“Let s sit on this ¢ld tree and 1 will tell you all,
‘This morning my falher calied e io his room to speak
mit blisiiess matlers New, as you hnow, I work the
fatm and have eserylhing to see afler, hut until to-day
I did not hnow cxaclly how matlers stood. Father told
me all - With some capital the farm would be made—we
woukl prosper. . Now father says there is only one way
to procure that—namely, by a good match. Tle has one
i) Ilow lor me—IShira Morgan—with money and cabile to
oot ?

Thetc 1s o strained silence aud Nora's face has grown
siranpely pale

But I don't know ror want 1o know Klwa. I mean
al least, T can't ever lthe her. Ah, Nora, for the first
Uime T orcalise the hitteiness of lile. We cannot have
everything, ard 1 love you.’

‘Yot lne me?’ she says quictly.

“You kpow that, Nora " buv whatl can I do ? Father
sars the faim must have money.  There 1s only one way,
Nora, yvou sce we could not marry.?

“Yes, Banv, that | do see. But you speak as if
yoor assumed I hiked you,?

liyou do, Nora; don't you ' he almosé pleads.

‘o strange  question,  when you have decided to
marry M AMorgan,  an iosult. [ fake 1t,” she
savs, rising with gquict digaily, and drawing lher shawl
tightlv 1ound her.

" Nara don't po like that.

[ can't bear it. I thought
vou did, for I

have always loved  you.) She almost
Javghs at this.  * Speak, and sav you forgive me.?

"For owhat * For bemz vourself, and nol what T
thovght. you were—a man.’

‘What do you mean?

TG go honie, now vou have lold me all.
too, T {hink.

Le hanpy .’
“ANora, il 1t were enly you  We could be so happy.’
“Fnough of that, please.  Good-hye,” she says. He

calls ber once—{vwice—she does nob heel  Asg he loses

sicht B fier s head sinks n his hand, s whole frame
auirers, and he seems as though in heen physicat agony.

Let 1l be great and heen and sharp ' Tle is the creator

¢ s own misery.  Tle has made his choice deliberately
—let him abide by it.

. Enough,
Good-bye, and T hope and trust you will

. “T can't understand what has come over you, Nora.
You go ahout so sad and drooping like, and you used to
be vo brigh!  Bui to say you don't care to dance. Why
: JlC;‘tL‘Li’ Yo say nol long ago vou would walk fifty miles

0 ore.

‘ The weather is hot, molher, and il tires me sa,’
said Nora in a somewhat weary voice,

‘Tires you? Now if T said that it would sound
all right, but a voung girl like vou ! Nonsense, Nora !

Yc:u{ are worhing {oo hard and getling depressed.  You
must gnl!

‘ Very well, mother.?

Anyene wonld hink it was 10 a wale YOU were
gring, vou say il so martyrlike. Are you doing too
much, dearic?” You never were strong, and you've lost
vour bit of eoler.? ‘

fOh, T am all right. Just 3 headache.
walk—the air will cure me.’

It only the air would cure her !
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