Tusvrspay, May 25, 1911,

NEW ZEALAND TABLET 043

his employer, had heen advanced from his humble position
to that of manager of the works, and finally made a
partner in the concern. Some years later the senlor partner
died, leaving to Jahn the greater part of his vast wealth.

But througl all the passing years John had never
forgotten tho eviction secne, nor his days in prison. News
had come to him of Sir Reginald (’Brien’s financial em-
barrassment, and a trusty agent in Treland had been in-
structed to lel the baronet have large loans on casy terms,
So freely, indec:d, was the meney advanced to Sir Reginald
that he saw uo necessity for curtailing his lavish expendi-
ture. He had gambled and entertained his friends as of
okd, till one day a call had come for the money lent. That
call the baronet was eatively unprepared to meet ; and ab
length the estate bestowed on ‘a Queen’s ('TBrien’ by
Tlizabeth was to be sold by public auction. OFf that estate
John O°Connor was resolved te be the purchaser.

The stir and bustic on the platform voused John from
the reverie inta which he had drifted, and he hastily sought
a carriage., Tt was occeupied hy a lady who moved slightly
to make way for Lim. Jchn thanked her, noting with
approval her simple, well-made tailored costume, her frank,
unembarrassed manner, and cultured voice. There was
something familiat, toa, in the poise of her head and the
contour of her face. Jolin’s brows met in a frown. He
had surely seen the lady somewhere. But where? Then
he remembered Helen darston’s photograph.

The two travellers entered readily enoupgh into con-
versation, and John was surprised to find how quickly the
time had sped when he alivhted ab the station noarest
his mother’s home.  Mis fellow-traveller descended from
the carriage also, passed to where a high dog-cart steod
waiting, and was driven away before John had found a
vehicle to convey him to his destination.

‘ What & perfeet little home, mother!” John exclaimed,
as he threw away a cizar stnp and sat down by the white-
haired lads’s side. Mrs, ('Connor liad that innate refine-
ment, so often seen among Irish peasant women.

‘Ysn't it?” Mrs. Copnor said smilingly, as her oves
turned to the garden that lay between the house and the
high read. The heuse itself ‘was low and long.

¢Whe found it for vou, mother?’ John questioncd.

‘Helen Muarston,  After you went awav T lived, von
know, for twoe years in Dhiblin. T made Helen's acquaint-
ance there.’

‘Who is Miss Marcton?® John asked.

‘AWho is she?  Well, really, ¥ don’t know. 1 never
inquired. She took the honee for me, and then. when the
maney came so plentifully from you, she houelht it out-
right. There is only an aere ar 30 of land, ¥ou know.

“8he wpicked up the furniture from time to time, anid
laid out the earden.” Avs. O'Connor wont on., Ai least
she planned the earden.’

There came the zound of horees” hoofs from the high-
way, and Mrs, O'Connor peered through her glasses as tie
sound ceased suddenly. ’ )

fGood pracions!” she cried.  Why, here is Holen !’
and with an agility worthy of fewer vears AMrs. O'Connor
hastened fram the ream and hurried down the hox-hardere]
walk to the garden gnie, Talim withdrew from the window.

fNo, indecl. Felen,” Tohn heard his mother sav a
few minutes later: “why should vou go away beeause John
is here?  The liouse is hisx enoueh for us all. And, anv-
way, the dog-cort has wone. T can't say T am very sorrv
that an onthreak of typhoid at Annaghmore Hall has driven
you heve.’ ) :

‘ That—and other things,’ the voice of John's fellow-
traveller said, with a faing sigh, and the next moment
Mrs. O°Connor was proudly introducing ‘my son John'’
to Miss Marston,

There fellowed for the lard-headed Dusiness man three
or four days different from all days he had known. He
and Helen Marston spent them roaming about the countrv-
side In the most heantiinl season of the vear. The fresh-
ness of early summer was everywlere, in the woods, in
the meadows, on the hills. in the soft blue of the sky, and
the songs of the hirds. Miss Marston was a well-educatad,
well-read woman: and later vears had remedied the defeeis
of John O'Counor's earlier cducation.

One marning, when John  desconded 1o the sitting-
room, he found Miss Marsion gone, v

“And I'moafraid she has some trouble) his mother
supplemented. ¢ Sha erjod saying ¢ good-hye,’

fWhat kind of {rouble?,” John asked.

1 dow’t know.  She nover spoke much of herself or
her peaple, you sec: hut 1T cexpect money troubles.  Hoer
mother died when she was a haby; and her father. I

gatherad fromr a chance word or two, is extravagant, and
often pressed for money.

If that is all——" Jalin launeled Iy
a letter that lav on the talle. 5 softly, and opened
: ‘]Its too, must be off, mother. Zl\[v man in Dublin has
hoteht an some property, ane P Uit -
there. Dg.vou write t]n Aiss 'j\{m'.s]'tonl?’m] reauired o go
Mrs, % Connor shank heyr hond.
‘No.  Of conrse a lotter sent to
would be forwarded. | yever Luew an address to whieh
to write.  She just dropped in now and then for a dav, or
perhaps two. This lust lins hoey her longest visit.’ i
Jolm went o Ahe Trish eapital ta eom
chas_c of hiz old enemy’s estate, and learncd that Sir
Reginald O'Brica was anxious for i personal  interview
The two men met fn oa hotel in O’Connell strect.  The
elder had no recollection of the lad he had sent to prison

Annaghmore Hali

plete the pur-

years beforc. He had aged greatly, and almost at once
explained why ho had wished to sco John.

‘1 have learned,” he said, in the cold, even tones
John remembered so well, ‘ihat you ares unmarried, and,
of course, I linow of your wealth. Could a marriage be
arranged—such things are common, I belicve—between
vou and my daughter? She ? )

‘ Btop, sir, stop!” Jobn interrnpted hastily. He had
no ill-feeling against Sir Reginald's daughter, and the
propesal shocked his finer feelings.  * What yon mention
1s utterly impossible. T am not married, but I hope soon
to be. Besides, you den’t know me. 1 am John O’Connor,
the lad you sent to prison years agoe. Perlaps you re-
memher 27

Sir Reginald pondered.

Then he rose to his feet.

fARY T see!  This is your revenge.” He Jaughed
oddly. ‘A very good revenge. I am sorry I trouble you,
Mr. O’Connor.’

John left the hotel, and passed into the bright san-
shine, feeling, somehow, little pleased with his repaymens
of the old debt. A dozen paces from the door he ran up
against a lady.

‘ Pardon ;' he began, and started. ¢ Helen! Miss
Marston! How lucky! May I turn with you? 1 wish to
ask you a guestion.’

‘How serions yon look!
Marston said.

fWill you marry me 2

‘Oh!" " There was cousternation in the cry. - Helen
faid her hand on John's arm.

‘Please come this way. 1% is guicter, and 1 must tell
you at last. No, John, T can’t marry you. 1 promised
Iast might to marry another person—if he will have me.’
She laughed bitterly.

Helen I”

“Tf hic will have yon!
‘Yes, I is this way. T am Helen O'Brien. Marston
was my mother’s name. 1 was so sorry for your mother,
long ago, and she wenldu't have let me help her, let me
care for her had she known I was her landlord’s daughter.
Don’t you see?’

Jolin signified assent.

‘But now?’ he said. .

‘The mortgagee of my father's Tiome and estate has
hought it.  We are poor, miserahly paoor, my father and
I. Bomebody told my father that this man, the buyer
of the place, was unmarried, and last night 1 promised my
father that I would wmarry him if he asked me. Oh,
don’t think too hardly of me, Jobn! 1 didn't know you
ared ! And my father is old, and the docters say his
heart is weak. was afraid to oppese him, afraid of
bringing on one of his bad attacks. Olt, Johu, why are
vou faughing?? :

My dear. my dear, it is all right! 1 have bought
your home. I am the man vou have promised to marry.
Tt I wilt have you! Oh, Helen, thank God vou are my
enemy’s daughter '—Bensiger's Magazine, )

Certainly—ask on,” Miss

Lower Hutt

(From an occasionat correspondent.)

Two members of the Lower Hutt Hibernian Society
were successtul at the recent municipal election—Bro. .
A. Bunny was again returned as Mavor with a good ma-
jority, and Bro. M. J. Hadgias, P.P., was returned ag
councillor. Bro. C. A. Sevmour, postimaster, Lower Hutt
is ab present president of this branch. Rro. Seymour is
one of the old school of Hibernians, Le Leing one of the
oldest in the Deminjon.

Opunale

(From an occasional correspondent.)

Despite 5 very leavy downpour of rain on Wednes-
day week. the Opunske Town Hall was filled to its utmost
by an awdicree who came to nssist and enjoy the social
held to raise funds for furthering +he ])re!si)\:tery bazaar
there, Oune and all entered with zest into ‘the proceed-
Ings, and the committee, headed by {lio encrgetic secre-
tary (Mr. Brenman), Jefs nothitg “undone tonmake the
aftuir o SUCCesS, During the evening S0NZS were ren-
deved by Miss A, Hucles and Mr, J. Hughes, recitationg
by tho Rev, Tather Berwin, and Lumorous stories by Mr
J. Moriarty. Au excellont supper, presided over by Mes-
dimes Brennan and Callnghan. was greatly appreciated
The hazaar funds will be much augmented by the receiptS:

_—m e

Mr. W, G. Bright, watchmaker, joweller, silversinith
and optician, Westport, has a splendid selection of clmi(:(;
and artistic jewellery and presentation goods in stock, ..

Messrs. I°. W, Hagedorn and Sons, Palmerston street
Westport, have carncd an excelient reputation for high.
class furniture, made by skilted workmen, They guwran%
their goods to give overy salisfaction.... m ce

Mr. H. G. Bedell, merchant tailor and costime maker
Palmerston  street, Westport, directs attention to hié
superior stock of serges, worsteds, and vieunas, and guaray
tees the fit and style of ali work done by him... "




