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“The Right of Way”’
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i :m“w her own mind and could sustain | Franee, of the growing rebelllous spirit “And who's he?' asked his master, | answered his host with a little air of

C | ENT 1er own course. It was open when | In Ireland, of riots In Dublin town, of | turning the letter over, as though to | ostentation,
STIRR'NG RDMAHCE OF TWO ONT N s Dyek first saw (i, beeause she was | trouble at Limerick, Cork and Sligo. find out by looking at the seal. “Oh, you're one of the Peep-o-Day
1 , ;‘:‘ : . i ) singing lttle bits of wild lyries of the At the gnte of the munsion where “Oh, & man of consequence, If we're | Boys, then” remarked Mallow.

M.'f dear f;-.;-wf' I wll not helieve that your fals 18 f:_l!l evit nne, hillg, little tragedies of Celtie life— | Shella was visiting, Dyek put Inte her | to judge by the way he's elothed,” “I'm not anying that,” answered the
that the law will qrjmi you belu r'f-n the millsiones of ."_?"-1“ and dis- just bursts of the Celtle soul, ns it | hands the wild flowers he had pleked “Fit compuny, then?' his master | old man. “I'm not an Ulsterman, but
henor; but if the law should vall you f_ﬂa‘t”_r.&_ I still widl nol be- were, cheerful yet sad, huoyant and | a8 they passed, and sald: uxked, as he began to open the heavily | I celebrate the coming of Willlam to

il heve e b passionate,  eager yeot  melancholy. “Well, it's been a great day. I've | senled latter, the Boyne. Things were done that day
| Yes, she and 1 are saying good-lby to Ireland, That's why R She was singing In Irish, too, They | bever had a greater. Let's meet again, “Well, I'm not saying that, for | that'll be remembered when Ireland Is
WNink she miaht hove 1t mrlu'r: uflm !-rfn‘rr'-- we wenl: bul sincea it rﬁim! were the words of songs taught her by | and soon! I'm almost every day upon | there's no company good enough for | whisked away Into the kingdom of

L : . 5 g A 2 her mother's mald. the hill with my gun, and it'd he | us,” answered the higgledy-piggledy | Henve So you'll b il

e cod) ;  But we shall meet again. In my soul $ ; gun, 8, ! { ggledy-piggledy en. So you'll not go to bed tii
;W‘ 5?..1-‘;"-”- H-‘":;‘- "' ’_’?"f“‘i' ’"’f -}{ f’ we ;” {... a 0 !'f’I T de :f of She had been tramping over the | worth a lot to see you soon—very | butler, with a gquirk of the mouth; | you've had dinner, Mr. Mallow! Din.
[ know that on the huils somewhere fnr off, as on the first day we met, hills for a couple of hours, virlle, beau- | soon.”

we shall meet each other once more.

We shall knou your fale only |

us, but I will not belicve in your bad luck. IAsten to me—uwhy don't

you come fo Americaalso? . .

So keep this matler in your mind, as my mother and I will soon

She would not let me co

bs gone.

sean her so disturbed as when I asked her—and she forbade me to
Well, this 12 a sad business,
my mother has suffered. I know her married life was unhappy, and
#hed her husband—my father—died many a year ago, leaving a dark
trail of regret behind him; bul, you see, I never knew my father.
That was all long ago, and it is a hundred times best forgotten, |

Our ship sarls for Virginia in three days, and I must go. I will
keep looking back to the prison where lies, charged with an eml erime,

wre Lo you, bul I disobey her.

of which he is nol guilly, a younyg
spirit of good [riendship.

Do not believe all will not go
the cournge of our hearts and the

abways shall.

So wrote the beautiful Sheila
beautiful youn

evem if he is behind bars charged
bheart thrilled over the letter, the w

there was more to the killing than Sheila knew. Innocent he was, but

the future looked dark to Dyck.

And his foresight was good. He refuses for Sheila’s sake to re-

weal what would have given him f
eight years.
amnd his estate gone.
Virginia and sends money. Sheila

e to her. Dyck enlists in the British army. There is mutiny in the
flest. Dyck is chosen by the mutineers to command the Ariadne. In

the West Indies he helps win a

thanked by the admiral—and is pu
swift march of events finds Dyck
vated by the mystery of the murd

the form of Lord Mallow, the governor, who is Dyck's old enemy and

the girl's suitor.

In short, this is one of Sir Gilbert Parker's good romances. There

ave many British knights and bar
title is unique because given him

Gilbert has written about thirty novels and is as popular in America

as in Great Britain and Canada.

far! We are going to my Uncle Bryan

I believe in you, and, believing, I say good-by.
forewell in the greal hope thal somehow, semewhere, we shall help
each other on the way of life. God be with you! I am your friend,

Irish girl with her wonderful brown hair and her
blme eyes that showed the loyal soul of her and her lovely mouth that
had Cupid's bow. Read between the lines of it and see if it is not a
lotter to put courage and hope into a manly young fellow's heart-—

He is released after four yvears to find hia father dead
A letter comes from Sheila; it invites him teo

Where are we going? Ok, very
Bryan Llyn, in Virginia, . . .
hrough the lelters that will follow

me lo you—I think I have never

I know

man for whom I shall carry the
well. The thing to do is o keep
failh of our souls, and I hope I
I say
SHEILA LLYN.

to Dyck Calhoun in prison-—the

with murder. But though Dyck's
ords comforted him not at all, for

reedom. He is sent to prison for
does not know why Dyck cannot

victory over the French fleet, is
t under arrest as a mitinebr. The
and Sheila in Jamaica, still sepa-
er, with an added complication in

onetsa of Canadian birth, but his
for literary accomplishment, Sir

_
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CHAPTER |,
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~t The Two Meet,

"Well, good-by, Dyck. I'll meet you
at the sesslons, or before that at the
anssines.”

It was only the Impuisive, cheery,
warabag exclamation of a wild young
Irish wplrit to his friend Dyck Cal-
hous, but it had behind It the humor
and Wmcongrulty of Irish life,

The man, Dyck Callioun, after whom
were gent the ‘darlng words ahout the
seasions and the assizes, wns a year
or twe older than his friend, and, as
Michnel Clones, hls servant and
friend, mald, "the worst and best
scamp of them all"—Jnst up to any
barmless devlitry,

Infloenced by no traditions or cus-
tomus, under control of no stern rec-
ords of soclety, Calhoun had cauvsed
some trouble in s time by the harm-
less deeds of n seapegrace, hut mor-
olly—that Is, In all relntions of life
affected by the Ten Commandiments—
he was above reproach, There never
was o Ireland w cheerler, bhraver,
handsomer fellow, nor one with sueh
variety of mind and complexity of
PrTpese,

He was the only
placed gentleman

child of a
he spent all

high
the |

money that cume his way, and ocen-
slonally londed himself with debt,
which his angry father pald.  Yet

there mever was a guyer heart, n more |
genersus spirit, nor an easter-tempered
man; though. after all, wins only
twenty-five when the words  with
which the tule opens were suld to him, |

He was o figure of note nmong |
those who spent thelr time In ervitl |
clzing the government and dumping
the Irish puarlinment He even
came n friend of sowme voung hare
bralwed r(-l;i-la of the time; yet no |
one mspected him of unything except
trresponsibility, His  record was
clean; Dublln Castle was not safter |
bim,

Whea Lis young friend made tho re
mark aboul the session wiwl nssizes
Calhenn was muking his wayv up the
rocky hillside to take the homewnrd
path to his father's place, Playmore,

he

Dee-

He ralsed his hend, looking up into | Uttle declivity to his left a girl—an | of the Httle wild area of th

the sky ot some Inrks singing above
him In the henvens,

“God love you, little dears,” he
spoke alouid. “I wish I might dle with
your singing In wy ears, but do you
kpnow who! mekes Ireland what [t Is?
Look at it now. Years ago, just whey
the eolton mills and she linen mills
ware dolng well, they cume over with
thelr English Jegislution, and made it
bard poing. When we begin to get

semething, over the Eoglish come and | admirable ehin, and mouth somewhat [[,ut come neurer together than years

take the something away, What have
we #one, we Irish people, that we
Soulfn't have & chance W our owa

——

coontry? Lord knows, we deserve n
chance, for It's hard paying the du-
ties these days. What with France In
revolution and reaching out her hand
to Ireland to conx her Into rebelllon ;
what with defeat In Amerlen and
drink In Scotland; what with poverty,
and the cow and children and father
und mother living all In one room,
with the chickens roosting In the raft-
ers; what with pointing the potato at
the fried fish and gulping it down as
If It was fish Itself; what with the
smell and the dirt and the poverty of
Dublin  and Derry, Limerick and
Cork—ah, well!” He threw his eyes
up again. “Ah, well, my 1ttla love,
sing on! You're a blessing among a
lot of curses; but never mind, it's a
fine world, and Treland’s the best part
of It. Heaven knows It—and on this
hill, how beantifol it j«!™

He wus now on the top of a hill
where he could look out townrd the
bog and In townrd the mellow, way-
ing hills, He conld drink In the yel-

lowish green, with here and there In |

the distance a little house : and about

two miles away smoke stenling up | know. That's Playmore, your father's
from the midst of the plantation | Plece.  Loyland towers Is between
where Playmore was—Playmore, hig | here and there.  Which wiy were you

fathoer's house—to be hig own one day,

Dyck Calhoun hod a soul of char-
aeter, originality and wayward «ls-
tinetlon.  He had all the impnlses and
enthusingms of a poet, all the thirst
for excitement of the adventurer, all
the Intent patriotism of the true Ceolt;
bt his life was undisciplined, and he
had not ordered his spirlts Into come
partments of faith and hope,  He had

gifts.  They were gifts only to be

tiful and alone. She wore a gown of
dark gold, with little green ribbons
here and there. The gown was short,
ind her ankles showed, In spite of
the strong hoots she wore they were
alert, delicate nnd shapely, and all
her beauty had the slender fullpess of
& quall,

When she gaw Dyck she stopped sud-
denly, her mouth slightly open. She
gave him a sidelong glance of wonder,
Interest and speculation. Then she
threw her head slightly back, and all
the curle gathered in a bunch and
ghook llke bronze flowers. It wins a
head of grace and power, of charm
and allurement—of danger,

Dyck was lost In admiration, Ile
looked at her as one might look at a
beautiful thing In a dream. He did
not speak ; he only smiled as he gnzed
into her eyes,

She was the first to speak,

“Well, who are you?” she nsked with
a slightly southern acecent In her
volve, delieate and enirancing

Her hend gave n little modest toss,
her fine white feeth cuught her lower
lip with a little quirk of humor; for
she could see that he wns a gentle-
man, and that she was safe from any-
thing that might trouble her,

He replied to her question with the
words:

“My pame? Why,
houn, that's all."

Her eyes brightened.
enonugh?' she asked gently.

She knew of his family. She wnas
only visiting In the district with her
mother, but she had lately heard of old
Miles Calhoun and his wayward boy,
Dyck; and here was Dyck, with a
humor In ks eyes and a touch of
melancholy at his lips. Somehow her
heart went out to him.

Presently he sald to her:

“And what's your name?"

“I'm only Sheiia Livn, the danghter

it's Dyck Cal-

“Isn't that

of my mother, a widow, visiting at
Loyland towers. Yes, I'm only Shel-
Inl"

She laughed,

“Well, just be ‘only Shelln,'" he an-
swered admiringly, and he held out a
hand to her, *I wouldn’t have you be
anything else, though it's none of my
husiness.” F

For one swift Instant she hesitated;
then she Inid her hand In his,

“There’'s no reason why we should
not,” she sald. *“Your father's re-
spectable.”

She looked at him ngnin with a
sidelong glnnee, and with a whimsieal,
reserved smile at her Hps,

“Yes, he's respectable, 1 agree, but
he's dull,” answered Dyvek. “For an
Irishman, he's dull-—and he’s a tyrant,
too, 1 suppose I deserve that, for I'm
a handful."

“1 think you are, nnd a big handful,

too!"

“Which wny are you guing?' he
asked presently.

“And you?"”

“Oh, I'm bound for home™ He

poluted neross the valley, “Do you see
that smoke coming up from the plan-
tation over there?"

“Yes, 1 know" L |

she unswered,

golng there?”

“HRound to the left,” he sald, puzzlied,
but agreeable,

“Then we must suy good-by, because
I go o the right,
wny."

“Well, If that's Wiy,

That's my nearest

FOUr meuarest

“Oh, you'll be forgetting me by to-
morrow,” the girl said with a little
wistfulness at her lipg, for she had a
feeling they woild not meet on the
morrow. Suddenly she plcked from
the bunch of wild flowers he had
given her a little sprig of heather,
“Well, If we don't meet—wenr that,”
she gald, and, Iaughing over her shoul-
der, turned and ran Into the grounds
of Loyland towers,

CHAPTER I1,

The Coming of a Messenger,
When Dyck entered the library at
Playmore, the first words he heard
were (hesoe;

“Howe hns lHeked the French at
Brest. He's sinashed the French fleet
and dealt a sharp blow to the revolu-
tlon. Hurrah!"

The words were used by Mlles Cal-
houn, Dyck’s father, as a grecting to
him on his return from the day's
sport.

Now, If there was a man In Treland
who had a narrow view and kept his
toes polnted to the front, it was Miles
Calhoun. His people had lived in Con-
nemara for hundreds of years. and he
himself had only one passion in life,
which was the Protestant passion of
prejudice, He hnd ever been a fol-
lower of DBurke—a passionnte follow-
er, one who believed the French Revo-
Iution was a crime aganinst humanity,
a danger to the future of civilization,
a miserable orgy of unworthy miltions.
He had resisted more vigorously
than most men the progress of revolu-
tionary sentiments in Ireland. He was
aware that his son had far less rigid
opinions than himself; that he oven
defended Wolfe Tone and Thomas Em-
met agalnst abuse and damnation,
That was why he had delight in slap-
ping his =on |n the face, whenever
possible, with the hot pennant of vie-
tory for British power,

e wns a man of irnscible tempera-
ment and stern views, glven to fits of
exasperation. He was small of stature,
with & round face, eyes that sudden-
ly went red with feeling, and with
none of the handsomeness of his son,
who resembled his mother's side of
the family.

The mother herself had been a beau-
tiful and remarkable womnn. Dyck
was, in a sense, a reproduction of her

I'm golng with you' he sald, “because
will, because
“If you won't talk very wuch ! she

rejoined with n Htthe atr of Instinctive

beeuuse—" |

borne by those who had amhlitions,
Now, ax he looked ont upon the
scoene where nanture was showing hors
self nt her
great future eame to him.  He did not
know which way his feet were des-
tined to travel In the business af 1ife,
It wis too Inte to Join the nnvy; but
there was still time enough to bhe a
goldier, or to learn tv he o lnwyer
Suddenly, as he lstensd to the Inrk
singing overhead, with his face Hfted
to the sky, he heard a humah volee
Singlog : end presently there ran up a

bt

Irish girl of about seventeen years of
nge,

Her bhot was hanging on her arm
| by n green ribbhon,  Her head was cov-
[ ered with the most wonderful hrown,
| waving halr, She had a broad, low

farehend, Greek o its proporticns and
Hones, Thoe eyes were bluer even than
Ilnn own, and were shaded by lashes
lof great length, which slightly modi-
fiedd the firm lines of the face, with Its

lnrge with a cupld's bow,

In spite of Ity ardent and luselons
It was the mouth of ous whs

| look

some glimmer of n |

coquelry.
. “1 don't want to tnlk.
ten.,  Shall we start?”

| Sheiln's

I'd like 1o lis-

father's natne
| Boyne, and he had been debauched,
| drunken, fulthless fime
| of unendurable hurt his wite had freed
| herself, Then, under the eg
manlden name, she had broughit up her
| duughter without any kunowledge of
Ilu-r father: hnd made her believe he
|I was dead ; had hidden bher trugedy with
| m skibifal oo,
Only now, when Shella was pelensed
from s governess, hnd she moved out
» Uounty
Limerick where she lived; only now
kad she come to visit an uncle whose
hospitality she had fvr 80 muny years
dented herself, Shella was (wo years'
old when her father disappenred, and
fifteen years had gone sinee then.
Down the long road the two young
people traveled, gossiping muach, both
&f them touched by someihing sad and
[ nysterlons, nelther knowing why ; both
| o8 thew bappy, too, for somchow they

wns HKrris

TRt LT TN

of wedinery Hfe might have made pos-

4 of ll('rl

Down the Long Road the Two Young
People Traveled.

in body and mind, for a more cheerful
and impetuous person never muade .
houseliold bhappler or more imperfect
thon she made hers,

As the elder Calhoun made his nn
nouncement about the battle of Brest
and the English vietory, a trinmphant
sinile Heghted his lushed face, and un

der his heavy gray brows his eyves
danced with malicious joy.
“Howe's a wonder!” he gald. “He'll

muke those savage, mad, red republic
| ans hunt thelr holes, Ebh, Isn't that
your view, Ivy? he asked of n naval
captain who had evidently brought the
Nnews,

Captain Ivy nodded.

“Yes, it's a heavy blow for the
French bloodsuckers, If their ldens
ereep through Europe and get hold of
England, God only knows what the
end will ba! In thelr view, to alter
everything that exists Is the only way
to put things right." '

At thut moment the door opened,
and a servant entered the ropm. In
his hand he carried a letter which,
with marked excitemeal, he brought

sible. They broke Into tnik of thelr
owe cowoicyside, of the war with

“hut, as messengers go, I never seen
one with more style and point.”

"Well, bring him to me,"” sald Miles
Calhioun, and broke the seal of the
letter in his hand. “Good God!" he
added, after doing =o, for he had just
reallzed that the stamp of the seal
wus that of the attorney general of
Ireland,

Then he opened the letter and rend
it. A flush swept over his face, mak-
ing 1ts red almost purple.

“Eternal  damnation—eternal  dam.
nation!” he declared, holding the pa-
per at arm's length, Inspecting it. He
then handed it to Dyeck. “Read that,
Ind. Then pack your bag, for we start
for Dublin by daylight or before."

Dyck read the brief document and
whistled softly to himself.

“Well, well, you've got to obey or-
ders llke that, 1 suppose,” Dyck "sald.
“They want to question ns ns to the
stute of the country here”

“I think we ecan tell them something.
I wonder if they know how wide your
travel is, how many people you see;
and If they know, how did they come
to know? There's spies all over the
plage. How do 1 know but the man
who's Just left this room Isn't a spy,
isn't the enemy of all of us here?"

“I'd suspect Michael Clones” re-
marked Dyek, “just as soon as Mul-
vaney,"

“Michael Clones,” safd his father,
uand he turned to Captain Ivy, “Mi-
chael Clones I'd trust as I'd trust his
blessed majesty, George 111 He's n
rare scamp, is Michael (fones! He's
no thicker than a cardboard, hut he
draws the pain out of your hurt like
a mustard plaster. A mun of better
sense and greater roguery Fyve never
met, You must see him, Captain Ivy.
He's a man of men, is Michael Clones."”
The dodr opened and the butler en-

tered, followed by a tall, thin Don
Quixote gort of figure,
“Hig excellencey,” said Mulvaney.

with a look slightly malevelent, for
the visitor had refused his name, Then
he turned and left the room.
At Mulvaney's words, an
smile crossed the face of
comer. Then he advanced to Miles
Callioun. Before spenking, however,
he glanced sharply at Capuiin Ivy,
threw an Inquisitive look at Dyck, and
sald:

“1 seem to have hurt the feelings of
your butler, sir, but that cannot be
helped. I have come from the attor-
ney general. My name [s Leonard
Mallow—1'm the eldest son of Lord
Mallow. I've been dolng business in
Limerick, and I bring a message from
the attorney general to ask you to at-
tend his office at the earllest moment,
I've seen strange things as 1 came,
I've seen Ights on the hills, and drunk-
en rloters In the roads and behind
hedges, and once a shot was fired at
me: but here T am, safe and sound,
carrving out my orders. What time
will you start?' he added.

He took it for granted thot the sum-
mons did not admit of rejection, and
he was right. The document contalned
these words:

“Trouble I8 brewing; indeod, it is at
hand, Come, please, at once to Duhb
lin, and give the lord-lieutenant and
the government @ report upon your
distriet, We do not hear altogether
waell of It, but we arg aware that no
one hus the knowledge yon possess, In
the nanme of hig majesty you are here
by asked to present yourself at onee
u_t these offices In Duhblin, and be as
sured thit the lord-lientenant will glve
you warm welcome through me Your
own lovalty gives much satisfaction
here, and If you ean bring useful in
formation much may ensue, |
nm, sir,

“Your obedient servant,
STOHMN M'NOWELL"

“Yon have confidence in the people’s
lovilty here?' asked Mallow,

I".-\-- great as in my own,” fanswered
Dyck eheerdly.

“Well, you ounght to know what thui
is At the sume thme, I've heard
vou're a friend of one twa dnrk
spirits in the land."

“I hold no freiendships that wounld
do hurt to my country,” nnswersdl
Divek sharply.

Mallow smiled satirically. “As we're
starting at daylight, 1 suppose, 1 think
'l go to bed, if It may be you can
put me up.”

ironieal
the new-

gnwi

ar

“Oh, Lord, yes! We can put you
up, Mr. Mallow," remarked the old
wen. “You shall bave ns good a bed
us you-can find outslde the viceregal
lodge-—a four-poster, very wide and
very long. Dut, Mr. Mallow, you
haven't announced that you've had

dinner, and you'll not be going to bed
in this house without vopr food. This
is a day when we celebrate the anni.
versary of Irish power and life”
“What's that?' asked Mallow

o Milea Calhoun.
J “Sure, he's walting, sir," be sald

“aat's the battie of the Hay.: '

ner at five, to bed at eight, up before
daylight, and off to Dublin when the
light breaks. That’s the course!” He
turned to Captain Ivy., “I'm sorry.
captialn, but there's nnught else to da,
and yon were going tomorrow at nass.
anyhow, so It won't make much diffss
ence to you."

“It will make no difference whnt-
ever,” replled the sallorman, *“I have
to go to Dublin, too, and from there to
Queenstown to Joln my ship, and from
Queenstown to the coast of France to
do some fighting.”

“Please God !
houn,

“So be it!" declared Mallow,

“Amen!" gsald Dyck.

Once sgaln Dyek looked the visltor
siralght In the exes, and far back ip

remarked Miles Calb

iy

’

Once Again Dyck Looked the Visitor
Straight in the Eyes.

the horizon of Mallow's life-sky there
shone for an Instant the light of @n
evil star,

“There's the call to dinner” re-
marked Miles Calhoun, as a bell hegan
ringing In the tower outside. “Come
with me, Mr., Mallow, and I'll show
you your room."

“Shollp—Sheila ! " sald Dyek Cale
houn to himself where he stood.

CHAPTER |1k
The Duel.

The journey to Dublin was made by
the Calhouns, their two guesis, and
Michael Clones, without incident ot
note, Arrived there, Mliles Calhoun
gave himeelf to examination by gov-
ernment officials and to assisting the
designs of the Peep-o'-Day Boys: and
Indeed he was present at the forma-
tion of the first Orange lodge.

His narrow nature, his pelly craft
and malevolenee, were useful in a
time of anxiety for the stnie. Yet he
hnd not enough ability to develop hia
position by the echances offered him,
He had not a touch of genius; he Lhad
only bursts of Celtic passion, which he
had not mind enough to control,

Indeed, us dayvs, weeks and months
went on, his position hecnme less
viilunble to himself, and his finan-
clal affuirs suffered from his own
nnd his agent's bad management,
In his particular distriet he wos
Tl power ; in Dublin he Mlon
showed the wenker slde of his natnre,
He had n bpd habit making
where he could easlly have made
friemds, In his personal habits he was
sober, but erratie.

of fonest

Dyek haed not his father's nbstention
from the luxuries of life, MHe drank,
he gamed, he went where tempnation
wns, and fell Into 1t
minished

He steadily di-
his powers of res
self-indulgence untll one dogy
he met o man who made u

Istniyce 1O

il n thv-
orn, mrvat
Hupression upon him,

Thisg man was brilliant, ebuallient, ol
of humor, character and life, knowing
apparently all the lower world of Ll
lin, and moving with an assured step.
It was Frris Boyne, the divorced huse
band of Mrs, Liyn and the father of
Shelln Liyn; but this fact wps not
known to Dyeck, There was a
chance of {ts not becoming known, bhe-
CaNEe So many years had passe<d since
Erris Boyne was divoreed

HEELH]

Dyck and Lord Mallow quar-
rel and settle it with nnmrla.

(TO BE CONLINUED.)Y

Van Dyck Suprems. 1
Van Dyck hes heen roted the greats
est portralt peinter of nhl tigge, with
the peesibla axceplion of Tits




