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request, for a rooted prejudice is a terribly bard thing to
get rid of,

_ . "I shall think it a!l over, Dau, and let you know about
it in n}i); next letter,” was the utmost concession Dan found
it possible to extort. _ ®

“And, sure enougl, in Mrs. O’Connor's next letter sha
did let Dan 'know about it,” aud a very humiliating revela-
tion the letter contained. )

‘I have something most painful--to me at least—ta
tell you, Dan. Your Aunt Alice got a bad furn last night,
and she believed she was dying—though she is much hetter
to-day—and she confessed to me that she herself had writ-
ten that ancnymous letter to Rohert ’Connor, who was
afterwards your father, eight-and-twenty years ago—the
letter which T had hlamed Kate ('Meara for writing!

‘] was seeretly in love with Robert myse'd ' Alico
confided to me last night. ‘i And I was furiously jealous
of you, Lucy. 1T rcally do not think I was quile respon-
sible for my act. I must have been off my head for the
time being.  And when you suspected Kate O'Meara of
having written the letter I had not the courage to confess
the truth.”

‘Haw am I cver tn oltain dear Kate's forgiveness,
Dan, for having so cruelly wronged her all these vears? 1
intend to fall down an my knees at her fect, when 1 see
her, and tell her how truly remorseful I am.’

Dan_took his mother’s letter over 1o the cottage ihat
day, and placed it in Mrs. MeCarthy’s hands.

“This is no surprise to me, Dan,’ Delia's mother said,
‘1 knew—or at least strongly suspected at the time, that
Alice had written that letter; but knowing that Luey was.
go attached to her sister, T kept my suspieion to myself in
order to spare Lucy the pain and humiliation of knowinz
the trwth. “ Better that she should believe me to be her
secret enemy,’”’ 1 decided, * than to be forced to lose faith
in the sister she loves so mueh.”

*8o I've held my tengue, Dan, from that day to this
But now I shall at once write to vour dear mother, for
whom my affection hag never altered for a moment!’

 Dan gave a dinner party on St. Pairick's Night, to
whieh he invited Mrs. McCarthy and Delia.

Frank Lypam was again staying at Droumgarrif.

And when Mrs. McCarthy contered the drawing-room
Dan’s mother came ranidly torward—she and Elsie Graham
had arrived from Dublin that day—and a moment later the
two cld friends were sobhing in cach other’s arms.

And while the attention of their elders was thus diver-

ted, the four younyg people were by no means idle, you may
rest assured.
. They had rapidly divided into twos, and were exchang-
ing confidences in agitated whispers as to their approaching
marriage-day—for the fonr were to he wedded en the same
day and in the same church—that very Jav weck, indeed,
should they all live to sce it.—T1eekiy Freoman.

JERRY’'S INVESTMENT

Jerry Dodson trok a buck-skin purse from the pocket
of hig overalls, and carefully counted 1ts contents inte
his lwray hand,  Ten wolden twentics shoue brightly in
the sunlight. .

Jerry looked at them with a hard, bitter fecling at
his young lieart.  Those twenties meant six years of hard
work; six years of getting up at tour o'clock in the morn-
ing, of driving mule-teams, walking belind a harrow over
rough elods, and sweltering long dayvs on a harvester,

The money for bis work ever siuee he was sixteen, and
less than what one year's wages should have come to.

He had tried to be so saving, never drawing a cent,
save for clothes or going to town Saturday night witir the
rest of the hoys, for a good time.

He had built such hopes on that accumulating monev;
hia meant to buy a team and rent n piece of land, and this
fall he had planned to do it, *There was the Webster
place—grain-land and pasture, with a bit of alfalfa;
evervihing for a hard-working man to sueceed, and he had
the first chance for it, too, hut now he wust go on heing
nothing but a hired man after all’

Colonel McClatehy had failed—his colonel, whom le
believed to be as good as a hank.

1t was hard to believe it, lacking over the fine fields
of the great ranch and tha almost palatial home. Yet,
it was all gone for mortganes and debts, and the three hun-
dred dellars was Jerry's chare of the wreek.,  There was a
hitterness in his heart as he looked at the great house,
with its banutiful lawuns, flowers. and orchards looking as
bright in the suniight as it wo blighting rvin_had come.

‘They always had evervihing,” thenght Jerry resent-
fully: “money, clothes, horses, carriages, and company,
aud plenty to travel round cvery place.  What business
had thevy poing on spending eother folks' money they'd
warked hard for? Thevy never worked—ijust went along
having a good time, theugh,” he added, ‘T won't say hut
what the old man's acted snuare; he's turned over evory-
thing. What’s the nse of trving to save anvtling? Why
shouldn't T have & vood time®—and T will! T'll va to the
city and trot it hirh untii every red cent of this money
is gone; that T will) .
~ "He thrust the bagz back inta his nocket and looked over
the pasture, his yonug face set in lines of determination.

Suddenly a quick, alert look came inlo his eyes; he
eazed intentiy for a few minutes.

‘I wonder what's the matter with that black cow
over by the pond,” he thought; ‘she’s acting queer, away
off that way from the others. Like as not that calf of hers
is in trouble, pesky thing. T'll have to go and see,’” and
Jerry started with his long swinging stride across tha
grassy slough-land, for an animal never appealed to him
I vain.

As he walked along, the Calonel's favorite mare lifted
her head with a whinny. Jerry patted her, and wondered
who would buy the horse; then almost unconsciously -u
feeling of pity stole into his heart for the Colonel himself.
What must this ruin be to the old man! He thought how
zenerous and good he had always been, with his purse ever
open to those who nceded his aidy and now to lose every-
thing.

“I declare “tis vough, 'thought Jerry, * plaguey rough!
But the old man’s been too careless,” he continued, lis
resentment stil! stirring; ¢ but, then, he's old.  If he were

“twenty yvears younger I'll bet he'd get it all back, There's

the women folks, too. I guess, after all, therc’s a good
many in a worse boat than me.’ .

Jerry found that tho little calf had gone along a sheep
track nn the edge of the pond until the bank rose steeply.
Here it stopped and lowed while the cow-mother lowed
above him. Jerry turned the small animal, thinking at
the same time that it was the biggest focl-calf he had ever
seen.

As he turned leisurely to walle back, he lieard a strange
sound, and paused to listen, then he walked quickly toward
a clump of willows not far from the pond. He pushed in
among them, then stopped in embarrassment,

TWhy—why—>Miss  Jeannie,” he stammered,
what's the—matter?’

A young pirl was lying en the soft salt prass, sobbing
as if her heart would break. She locked up, startled; ¢ Oh,
Jerry ' she eried. )

¢ Anvbody been a misusing you, Miss Jeannie?' he
cried, his hard hands involuntarilv clinching. *If they
have, it's me that will have a setthing.’ -

Ile looked so fierce that Jeannie MeClately smiled a
wan smile, '

*No,® she said, ‘it’s only my foolishness, There, I'm
hetter now. - It's only that papa has to sell my piano, and
ol it's so hard te give it up.’

Her chin quivered apain, while Jerry looked as if soms
fresh calamity had come to him.

t0h, come now,” he said, ‘it can't be so bad as that;
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-your papa’ll fix it somehow.’

' No,’ she said, ‘he's going
ta sell everything that will bring monev.  I'd heen think-
ing 1 might give music lessons and help him. le’s going
to rent the Wehster place, and begin over right here.’

Jerry could hardly speak for astonishment. Tha
Cololnel living where he had planned to live! Miss Jeanuie,
too-

“iWell, well,” he said, for waut of something better,
‘that’s all-fired” rought’

“If you only knew how Dbadly papa feels. It hias nearly
kitled him. You see, Jerry, in the beginning he signed
some notes for a friend and had to pay them, then some
;‘-Fpm,llations failed, and hard years came, and now it is
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“Yes,! said Jerry, *it’s Larder on the Colonel than
anybedv else, Now cheer up, Miss Jeannie, do cheer mp.’

‘T'm better now. T shan’t make a baby of myself
again. I've had my little weep, aud now T'wm going to ba
hrave like papa’s danghter ought to.’

It was the day of the McClatchy anetion. The great
house was full to averflowiug. People felt the velvet car-
pets and tried the springs of the satin chairs. Jerry
was out in the hall talking erens. He had stood ever the
sale of every eolt and ealf on the place. for two days, and
now his keen ears caught every word the aunctioneer said
in the parlor ‘I offer vou wnow this piano, Jadies and
gentlemen.  Look at it well, note the make, see the palish,
listen to the tone,” awd he ran his finpers rapidly over the
keyhnard, where so often Miss Jeaunie played.

‘Lot me tell you, the chanee to get a piano like this
cheap romes not twice in a lifrtime. Do I hear a bid?

fFiftv dollars,’ said a stont farmer.

‘Beventy-five,’ ealled a voice from the doorway.
nervously.

; t'l‘hen it went up by fives and tens to one hundred and
orey.

The anctienerr used more olnoirence. The stoub far-
mer had invested too largelv’ outside: hé wonld g no
higher to pleasc the women folks; the little woman had long
heen silewt, -

fGoing—poine, A seven hundrad dollar plane selling
far o song. Do I hesr more?  Going, poing—gome ! Sold
to the eentleman iir the hall.’

Jorry had bovght the pisna. He camn forward and
paid for his purchase, then slipped away from the jokes
and merriment of his friends

“O0h. Jerrv,” said Jeannie when she met him on _the
porch, T had rather you had it than anybody else. It
was 80 good of von.’ )

‘T don't want it answered Jerry stoutly. ‘Tt's
vours,  T'm Alinking the Calonel and T will want a Tittle
inusie, when we come in tired of evenings fram working
en the Wehster nlace. TUve got tlie mare, too, Miss
Jennnie, and the best of the voung cattle, and vour pa will
lh]st ,start cver again, with this pair ofstout hands to help
rim.

The «irt shoolk her head.



