THursDAY, NoveEmper 8, 1923,

NEW ZEALAND TABLET 1

““Oh, send her up,” returned Mary, spreading cut the
material for the new dress on the table, and ussuming =an
air of business.- '‘“Let us lose no mere time, Grace ™

Lllie hurried back before she had reached the stair-
head, and, with her hand on the docr-handle, the following
short dialogue passed betwgen her and Gracz:

“Grace, we are going to play hide-and-go-seek in the
stacks., Will vou come?”

“I'd lock well”

“Oh! my dear!” And Llliec turned away with a scorn-

. ful toss of the head.
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“We may as well see Mr. Lowe,” Mary observed.

“T thought s0,”’ returned Grace, with a meaniayg sniile.

The young gentleman was reading a letter, which so
entirely engrossed his attention that he did not observe
their entrance. On locking up, and sceiag Miss Kearney,
he crushed the letter into his pocket, and stammered some-
thing by way of apology for his apparent rudeness.

“Oh, by no means,” said Mary. “I'm glad you will
liave a fine day for your ride.”

“Yes," Le replied,
another way,
summer look.”

“It is more like an autumn evening look,” said Grace.
“These little white clouds reinind me jof the lnst time I
was o1 the mountain. }'dmuud and Arthur O (‘Dnucn were
with us that day, Mary.

%mxnembe » ghe replied, quictly,

glad of an opportunity to leok
“it is very fine. 'The mountain has quite a

“But let us not
detain Mr. Lowe.”

Mr. Lowe bowed; and, after assuring Mrs. Kearney
that nothing could indnce him to dine anywhere but with
herself, he mounted the horse ihat Barney held for him,
and rode slowly up the avenue.

“He certainly is in a sad way,” Grace observed. “And
there must Le something strange in those letters, too.”

“Mayhe it is something about the tenants,” returned
Mary. “‘There are two of them to be cjected.”

“That is quite a natural explanation,”
“] wonder it never occurred to me.'

said Grace.

1 hope ’tis nothing ahout my lease,” observed Maurice
Kearney, who had just come in, leoking troubled aud
uncasy. “That rascal Pender'll never stop till he makes
8ir Garrett as great a tyrant as Yellow Sam. Tmooafter
giving that unfortunate man, Mick Drien, some straw to
thatch his cabin that was stript the night before last by
the storm, and he tells me they are going to pull it down
on him. I wouldn't stand in Pender's shoes this minute
for tho wealth of Damer, But,” added Maurice Kearney,
suddenly Lecoming cheerful, “if we could get Sir Garrett

himself to come down for a week or two, all would he

right.—Wattletoes,”’ he shonled, as he reached the hall,
i‘get the ass, and tell Mat to brmr' up a bag of the sced-
wheat to Raheen to finish that corner. Jim and Ned are
gone with the horses.”

“Jhefs is kunavery in every lincament of that old
Pender’s face,” Grace observed. ‘‘He is even more odious
than his ngly son. I declare Mr. Kearney is quite a judge
of character; he desérihed the ppir to the life.”

“Yes, he must be a good judge of character.
a young lady he considers quite a treasure.’

“Better than a piper in the louse,” added Grace,
laughing. “Between Mr. Kearney and my friend Lorw,
I have some cxcuse for heing a little vain—which, of
course, 1 am not, however.”

“Of course not,” returned Mary.

(To be continued.)
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There is no holier way to prove our gratitude for
what wo have received than to share it with & needier
brotker, and the measure of cur merit before Our Father
in heaven will be the stinting of ourselves that others
may nct want.

I know

PROMINENT BANDSMEN
The recent band contests have once again proved that
ther ise mothing to equal Fluenzol for keeping the mouth
moist and cool, and Q-tol for cracked lips,
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Evening Memories
(By Wgﬁ.nmm O’'Brien.) :
CHAPTER XXVIIT.—(Continued.)

A still worse stroke of fate was to follow., Even after
the Divorce Court proceedings there need never have heen
a Split.  The agonies of a ten years’ Split were incurred
by Irvishmen, rather than dismiss Gladstone to his political
grave when he declared that ‘‘the continuance of Mr.
Parnell at the present moment in.the leadership of the
Irish Party would render my retention of the
Leadership of the Liberal Party, based as it has becn
mainly upon the prosecution of the Irish Cause, almost a
nullity.”” The astounding revelation is now made to us
thhat these words were, on second thoughts, struck out of
his draft letter by Gladstone himself, And were ouly re-
stored for reasons having no relation to any morals betior
than clectioneering morals on the insistence of an English-
man whose fidelity to the Irish Cause was tristed even
more than (Hadstone’s own by lrelavd, and indeed to the
eid by Parnell.  Of all men, the fatal stal came from
Brutus! The words which exacted from Ireland the crueci-
lest sacrifice in all her pitiful history,
hoepes for

and wrecked Tier
i generation, would never have seen the light
il Gludstone’s own judgment had not heen over-ridden Ly
Mr. John Morley, of all faithless human kind.* However,
there were still a spring, a summer, and an autumn befere
us durmg which our hopes were at their highest. ’Shea
might, as Parmell anticipated, flinch from tbe ordeal, or
he nfight leave the court a man oo deeply disgraced to
he worth further public notice. The one. eontingency which
no imagination could conceive was a quarrel hetween Glad-
stone and Parnell which would split & united Trish race
asunder, and a quarrel which, as we now know from the
man who precipituted it, need never have occurrved, *
And now to gratify children, old and young, with a
happy ending of the present book "in the old-fashiened
way. It is not really un end; there were still twenty-five
vears of toil and trouble to Le endured by my wife and
myself, before we conld reach a home of peace; but, for
the “happy’” part of the deseription, it is as ineffably true
as anything can ever be that 1s written of a world whers
“lan never is, but always to be, blest.’”” An indefinable
influenee had come inte my life during my Galway im-
prisonment of 1889, Some communieations had reached:
the Governor frem a lady in Paris which he strained his
duty so far as to put inte my hands.
subtle spell ahout these little ‘fnessages,
they were in a strange tonpgue,

There was seme
written though
which the Gevernor’s all

In his ].Fcnllcctums (Macmillan, 1917) Viscouut \[01-
lex makes his extraordinary confessicn (which was with-
held in his Life of Gladstone) in these words: “At 8 to
dinner in Stratton Street. I sat next to Granville, and
next to him was Mr. G. We were all gay enough, and as
unlike as possible to a marooned crew. Towards the end
of the feast, Mr. G. handed to me, at the back of Cran
ville’s chair, the draft of the famous letter in an umnscaled
envelope. While he read the Queen’s speech to the rest,
I perused und re-perused the letter; Granville also rewl
i, 1 suid to Mr. G. across Granville, ¢ But yeu have nol
put in the very thing that would be most likely of all
things to move him.” Harcourt again regretted that it
was addressed te me and not to P., and agreed with me
that ‘it ought to be strengtheued ws 1 had indicated if it
was meant really to afiect PUs mind. - Mr. (. rose, went
to the writing table, and wifh me sfanding by, wrofe, on o
sheet of drnold s grey paper, the mmportant insertion.
I movked then and put undey his eyes the poinf at which
the msevtion awves fo be made and puf the whole info my
pocket.  Nobody else but H. was consulted about it or saw
it."” Had the JYrish Party been made aware of the facts
now divulged by Lord Morley, the scenés in Commitice
Room 15 would never have tauken place. Ireland’s reputa-
tion for chastity stood in no need of defence. The hypo-
erisy of the Liberal politicians can only be measured
i‘eﬂeéting.what would have been their own action, if the, -
proposal were one to cashier Nelson, on the eve of the
Battle of Trafalgar, because Lady Hamilten’s husband had
called at the Admiralty to make*his complaint.’
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E. S. Robson

Prams Repalred snd Tyred.
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