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As you drive along the rugged read from Glandore to

the Glen of Roury, you obtain a glimpse of the steep roo{'i,
the tall chimneys, and the grey walls of _Droumga:rr £
eeping forth from the ancestral trees. You see thei
lue, blue smoke’ eurling softly upward from the many
chimneys into the sunlit air.  Yeu lLear the mellow cawing
of the rooks in the trees, where they have made their undis-
turlied home for ceuturies. . . ]

It was no wonder that Dan ('Connor, impressionable
young Celt that he was, in every fibre and in every vein,
should fall in love with Droumgarrif and with its surround-
ings; for the scenery in that neighborhood is like the
scenery of a dream, and the Feople wha live there seem'tu
have stepped straight out of the pages of on old Irish novel.

And in this old place, in the metlow month of October,
under the very eves, although he knew it not, of the wateh-
ful Martha, Dan O'Connor’s love-romance hegan during
the first week after his arrival at Droumgarrif,

CHADPTER TII.

Dan (' Connar had always loved the sea, and his favorite
walks during these first days at Droumgarrif led him south-
ward to the magnificently rugged coast (ixten(]hn‘g lépt(\‘\l(;(::l
((llregg and the entrance to the sheltered harbor of Gla

re. .

° One sunny afternoon in the second week in October,
Dan was strolling along the heathy sward in the direction
of the mouldering bencon-tower of Reencgriana, half-a-
dozen dogs careering ahead of him, a huge pipe between

l S. - . -
hie lDI:'m was a handsome fellow—exactly six feet twe in his
stockicgs—broad-shouldered, well set-up, with an erect,
graceful carriage and an easy swing of the hody as he
walked. ) ) .

Dan had the jet-black, eurly hair, the fair, elear skin
and the hlue-grey, long-lashed eyes of the typieal southern
Celt.  "The expression of his faece, while in repuse, was
somewhat dreamy and peusive; but when Dan smiled—and
Dan often smiled—a beam of sunshine secwed suddenly to
illumine every feature and to sparkle in the cyes, until they
flashed like jewels. )

Dan was drinking in the leveliness of the seene around
—the sapphire sea, the grov crags, the brown macrland
covered in parts with gelden hracken and foded Leather—
when just as he had reached the ruined heacon-tower he
heard & woman's scream from the summit of the cliffs
immediately below, ] ] ]

With startled eyes he planced in the direction whenee
the cry had come, and then he beheld a middle-zged, well-
dressed womsn waving frautically to him, with wildly up-
lifted arms, while scream after scream bruke from her hp‘s;
‘Good heavens! is she mad? What can be the matter?
Dan cried, as he hastened down the hillside to the chff;top.

¢ Oh, come as quickly as vou ¢an, for God's sake!’ the
woman gasped, as he approached. My dasghter has fallen

over the cliff,  She was elimbing down to get lold of a
wounded sea-bird, which someons must have shov in the
wing, wheu she shpped and fell.  She is chuging on Lo tha
face of the cliff about twenty feet from the summit)

* Almost before this explanation was fintshed Dan Dhad
beheld the terrified girl, who was, as hier mother had stated,
clinging on to a tuft of coarse grass growing in a creviee
of the precipice, and w moment later lie Liad begun the
gallant work of rescue. ]

It was, aftecall, an easy matter enough to climb down
to the spot where the unknown girl stood on a narrew
ledge of the cliff-wall; and a minute or two Jater Dan, with
ona arm about the girl's walst, had succeeded in serambling
back to the summit of the cliff. .

i Oh, how ean 1 ever, ever thank you sufficiently for
this!" the girl's mother said—she was a handsome, kindly-
faced woman, and her dark eyes were now full of tears, °I
warned Delia not to attempt such a2 mad thing, as th-~ cliffs
are so abrupt and dangerous-looking just here: hut she per-
gisted in having ler own way. Delia, you look like n
ghost]  You seem to he on the point of fainting’

The girl was, indeed, alarmungly pale.  She was o
tall, slender, very beausiful girl, with dark Lair and dark-
brown eyes, and something extraordinarily winning and
arresting in the expression of her face. .

Dan O’Comnor was gazing at her with open, undis-
guised admiration, as she partly rested against the rugged,
heathy banlk. o _

Her large blue felt hat, with its blue and white feathers,
had heen put sotmiewhat out of shape as the result of he-
accident. Her exquisitely-itting  dark-blue gewn  and
jacket were sotled and slightly torn, ) .

*T am so glad T appeared at that mement,” Dan said,
glancing from the girl to her mother. “When did the
accident happen?  Was it ouly just then?

¢ About a minute before I caught sight of vou,’ the
elder woman said. .

She was gazing as she spoke with a peeuliar intentness
into Dan’s handsome face.

All of 2 sudden a look of recognition—of surprised cor-
tainty—Aflashed into ler dark-grev eyes.

“Rither I am making a very great mistake, or vou arn
n son of Lucy O'Connor’s? she said; then: ' Lucy O'Con-
ner, who was before her marriage to Dv. Rohert ('Connor,
Lucy Ronayne, of Kilronayne, near Bantry )

* Luey O'Connor 18 my mother’s name,” Dan said smil-
ing. ‘Dr, Robert O'Connor was my father. I am their
nuly ehild,’

‘I guessed it the moment I locked straight into your
face.  Why, you are the very image of your mother., Luey
Renayne was the friend of my childhood and “girtheod.
Before my marriage T was Kate O'Meara. I married John
MeCarthy, of Bidllintemple.’

‘I've heard mny mother speak of Kate 0'Meara,” Dan
said impulsively. ‘At least, I'm almost sure I have,’ he
?.d(]@d quickly, as s flush of embarrassment swept over his
ace,

‘I daresay you have; and I know why you have changad
eolor naw !’ Mrs. McCarthy rapidly returned. 'Your mother
quarrclied - with me just before her marriage. She accused
tne of having endeavored to make mischief by means of an
anonymous Jetter between Ilobert O'Connor and hervself,
I denfed it but it was na use.  She was quite positive in
Ler opinion; and certainly all the citcumstances seemed to
point ta ny guilt; and she at once broke off our old fFrisnd-
ship, and sho has never since forgiven me.  So I can quite
nnderstand, Mr. O’'Cennor, that Tanything you may have
heard of me from her lips cavnot have lLeen flattering to
me, to say the least of it!’

‘Oh, I assure you I did not mean to convey anything
liko that,” Dan said hastily. * As n matter of fack, T cannot
now remember exactly what my mother said about you;
but T am sure—

‘ Well, whatever she may have said,’ Mys. MceCarthy
gnickly interposed, ‘T am as attached to her as ever. I've
never changed mywold feelings for Lucy.  Pve never really
lost sight of her during all the long years of our separation.
From friends of mine, and of her's, I've always learned as
to how she wasg getting on. I was sincerely genuninely
grieved when I heard of your father’s death five voars ago.’

‘I am certain of that; and 1 must say I feel drawn
to you as to an old and valved friend! Dan said, in his
characteristically impulsive way, and he sudden'y extended
his hand and took Mrs. MceCarthy’s fingers within his very
cordial grasp. ‘T am reaily delighted that we've met to.
day—really,” Mrs. MeCarthy returned smiling, ‘Only vou had
better not tell your mother of this meeting,’ she went o,
with a little sigh, “for I'm certain she wouid not like it af
all. s she staying with you at Drowmpgarrif at present?
O eovrse, T heard of your Uinele Dan's death, but I did not
know that vou had ceme to this neighborheoed,’

‘T came only last week. " My mother is living in
Merrion square. T eould not persuade her to accompany
me to Droumgarrif. She scems to loathe the eountry.’

‘Poor dear Luey!  How glad 1 should he to ses her
again!’

fAnnt Alice s living with her now.” Dan said, feeling
more and more drawn to bis mother’s old {riend, and con-
reints of a wistful louging in his heart to be introduced to
this old friend’s lovely daughter, who still partly jay against
the heathy bank. “Of conrse, you remember Aunt Alice

A_swift shadaw passod aeross Mrs. McCarthy’s fact.

‘Ol ves, of eourse, I remember her,” she said. aftor =
little pause. © “But Alice and T wove nover as intimate as
your mother and 1. Alice and Luey were, as girls, at
least, totally unlike cach other.

“And they are totally unlike each other still! T must
say I never partienlarly cared for Aunt Alice, I cannot
account for the odd feeling; but, frankly apeakivg, T never
guite believed in her—never really trusted hor! My mather,
hawever, swears by her, and has always done s0, 50 long as
I enn remember.’

‘Yes, Lucy was passionately devoted to Alice. T used
to be fuite jealous long ago of Luey's love for her sister,
Mre. MeCarthy said, with another sigh.

‘But I am a very selfish person, I fear,’ she went on,
in an altered voice, and she glaneed smilingly  at  her
daungheer.  “Here am I, monopclising all the conversa-
tion and giving no one else the chance of getting in o
word edeewise, Delia, dear, there scems na need of an
introducetion, This chivalrous young man’s mother was
ab ane time my best friend in the whole worldV

" Why, I've known Luey Ronavne, or seemed to kunow
her, all my life,” Delia McCarthy said, smiling, as she now
extended lier hand towards Dan, ‘A thousand thanks,
AMr. O'Counor, for rescuing me from a very risky poaition

to-d:’u'. I veally think I should have lost ‘my lite hut for
you.

CHAPTER 1IT.

Thus began Dan O'Cenner's lovestory; for a love-story
it was destined to he, and that in an amazingly short time,
morecver,

Mrs. McCarthy and her daushter were staying In
CGlandore—they lLad resided there since the previous August
—and frain the day on which Dan made their acquaintance
he hecame a frequent visitor at their pretty cottage over-
Iémkilng the sea, a little bit to the westward of Kilfinane

astle. -

In his letters to his mether Dan, however, took care
never to mention the name of Mrs. MeCarthy and her
davnghter, ) '

Full well he knew that his mother had never forgiven
Mrs. McCarthy for {hat mysterious affair of the past, what-
ever the true solution of it may have been. .

Many a time had Dau heard his mother speak of Kate
O Meara, and always with intense hitterness and anger.

‘T am certain mother cruelly wronged her old friend.’
Dan often said to himself at this time. ‘ Nothing coul’d
convinee me that Delia’s mother is other than the very soul
and essenco of honar, sincerity, and kind-heartedness, And



