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THE DUEL. |

Synopsin. — Returning home afler |
2 day's shoouting, Dydk Chlhoun
gifted young Irikh gentiomnn of the
tieie of the ['rench and Americus
revolutiona, maota Shalln Liyn -
snteen-year-old girl vislting in the |
neighborhaod, They are mutunlily
sttracted. Hhellk never koew har
dissipated father, | n Boyne, her
mother having divorced him and
resumod her malden name, Heach-
ing homa, Dyck finds lLaoniard Mal-
low. son of Lord Mallow, with a
messnge from thoe attomey penernl
summondng Milow Calboun, Dyck's
father, to Dublin., Dyck #nd his
father go.

(CHAPTER Ill—Continued,)
=

One day Errin Boyne sald to Dyck:

“There's & supper tonight at the
Breakneck elub. Come plong and have
a skinful. You'll meet people worth
knewing."

*“The Brealnocck club Isn't a good
name for a first-class institution,” re-
marked Dyck, with a pnuse amd a
laugh; “but I'll come If you'll fetch
ul’

Erris Boyne, who was elghicen yenrs
older than Dyck, Inughed, fllcked a
lttle pinch of snuff at his nose with
his fioger.

*Dear lad, of course I'll come and
fetch you,” he snld. “There's many a
man bos done worse than lead o gay
ptreipling like you Into picasant ways,
Bring along any loose change you have,
for it may be n ulght of nights, IU's
the best place to come to ever an hon-
est man had."”

“Are they nll the right sort?" aslked
Dyck, with a little touch of mallee, *1
mean, are they loyal and troe?”

Brris Boyue Inld a hand on Dyek's
arm. -

“Oome and find out. Do you think
I'd lead you Into bad company? Of
course Nwmet nod Wolfe Tone won't
be there, nor any of that Jot; but
there'll be =ome men of the right
stamp.” He watched Dyck earvefully
out of the corner of his eye. “It's
fuany,” he added, “that tn Irelund the
word loyal means belug true to the
Unlon Juck, stunding by King George
and his crewd.”

“Well, what would you have?" sald
Dyek, “For this I8 a day and age when
belng loyal to the king s more than
aught else In all the Trith world, We're
never two days alike, we Irish. There
are the United Irlshmen and the De-
feaders on one side, and the Peep-o'-
Day Boys, or Ornngemen, on the other
~(mtholic and Protestant, at each oth-
or's throats, Then there's n hand thrust
in, and goes the sword, and the
riftes, plked and bayonets; and those
that were ready to mutilate or kil
each other fall into ench other's srms,"

Hrris Boyne Inughpd. “"Waell, there'll
be an end to that. The Irish parlin-
ment I8 slipping Inte disrepute, It
wouldn't surprise me If the astute Eng-
lish bribe them Into n unlon, to the
rulp of Inish (ndependence. Yot may-
be, before that comes, the French will
He came
a step nearer, his volee lowered a little.
“Have you heard the Intest news from
France? They're coming with a good-
slzed fleet down to the south coast,
Have you heard {t7"

“Oh, there's plenty one hears one
deesn’t belleve Is gospel” unswered
Dyck, his eves half closlng. “I'm not
belleving nll 1 hear, ns if It wns a

prayertoceting. Anything may happen
here; Ireland's n wolmnn-—yery uneer-
talo.”

Dyck #Hicked some dust from  his
walsteoat, and dropped his eyes, be-
cause he wus thinking of two women
he had known ; one of them an angel
pow In company of her sister angels—

his mother; the other a girl he had met
on the hilig of Connemarn, a4 wounder-
fully pretiy girl of seventeen,  How
should he Know thint the girl was VKrrls
Beyne's doughtor? ulthough there
wire thues when some gesture of

I‘U)lw. some guick ook, sowe Ifting
of the eyebrows, brought back the |
wemory of Sholla Llyn, ng it did now, |

Sloce Dyek left hils old home he lind 1
soen her twice | onee nt Loylsnd tow- |
ers, and once ut her howe in Limerick,
¥he time he bind spent with her had
been very hrelef, but full of e, Inter-
est and churpcten Whether ot Loy-
land towers, or nt her mother's house
ia Limerick, there was o touch of for
wardness 1o her, or o abyihing she
sald or did. She was the nu
being, the freest from il
had ever knewn,

As Erris Doyne tlked o him, the
memory of Rhelln flopded his wmind, wid
on the #Hoed his ke
gwans. He hod not her eureful com
posure. He was just as real, bui he
bad the wilfulness of man.  She lutly
enced him as 0o woman had cver yet
done: but he saw no happy cnding to
the dream, e Wil too poor to marry |
be had ne trade or profession: his
father's allalrs were In o bad way

He did pot know that Hrris Hoyoe
was set te capture him for she robel
oause. Mew could he know thui Boyne
was an agent of the most evil forces in

Breland—an ugent of skill and address

ciption, he

Heses  sWain

, with the face of a Celtic
poet and the aye of nu assassin?

object was to bring aboul
e dov of Dyck Calheun - that

& hip downfall as & vatrior. At the | the blager wozld

| &N
maot that tull, ascetie messenger from
|

| son of Lord Mallow—that Dyck, with

wi natoral |

bad business he-
that Dyek agnin

Breakneck club this
It wan here

the uttorney geneml, who had brought
he message to Miles Calhoun, It wis
with this man—Leonard Malow, eldoest

three others,
noon.

The Instinetive antipathy which had
marked thele st Introduction wis cor-
rigil on to this later meeting. Dyek
tistrusted Maltow, and allowed bis dis-
trist exercise, It was unfortunate
that Mallow from him three-
fourths of the money he had brought
to the elub, and won It with a =wmlle
not ensy to forgive,

Dyek hod ot last secured a real sue
cess in a scheme of his cards when
Mallow nsked with a sneer:

“IMd you learn that at your home
in henven?"

“Don't they teach it where you live
In hell ¥ was Dyek's reply.

At this Mallow flicked Dyck neross
the faco with his handkerchief.

“That's whnt they teach where 1 be-
long." .

“Well, It's easy 1o leiwrn, and we'll do
the sum at any time or place you
please.”  After n moment Dyek con-
tinued “1I wonldn't make a fuss over It,
Let's finish the ganme. ‘There's no goodl
prancing till the sport’s ready; so I'll
sit and learn mwore of what they teach
in bell”

Dyek had been drinking, or he would
not have spoken so: and when he was
drunk daring was strong in him. He
hated profoundly this man—so
satlstled and satanle,

He kept o perfect conlness, however,
Leonard Mallow should not see that
he was upset. His wanton wordiness
came to his rescue, and untll the end
of the gmme he played with sang-froid,
donrving and skill. He loved carls: he
loved the strife of skill against skill,
of triek ngainst trick, of hend agalnst
hand, Ee had never fought a duel in
hls life, but he had no fenr of dolng so,

At length, having won back nearly
all he had lost, he rose to his feet and
Inlukml round.

“Is there anyone here from whom 1
cun ask a favor?"

Seversl stepped  forward,
nodded, One of them he knew,
Sir Almeric IFoyle,

“Thank you, Sir Almerie,” he snld;
“thank you. Shall it be swords or pls-
tols?" he asked hig enemy coolly,

“Swords, If yoo plense," remarkoed
Mallow grimly, for he had a gift with
the sword.

Dyck nodded ngain.

“As you will, As yon will "

L] ] L] - . . .

Never in all Ireland’'s years had she
a more beautiful day than that In
which Dyek Culhoun and the Hon,
Leonand Mallow met to settle thelr ac-
count In a secluded corner of Phoenlx
park. It was not the usual plnes for
duels. The seconds had taken care to

pluyed eards one after-

won

self

Dyck
It was

kecp the loenle from the knowledge of |

the public; especinlly as many who had
come to know of the event at the
Breankneck club were enger to be pres-
ent.

The affalr began an hour after sun-
rige. Nelther Dyck nor Leonard Mul-
bow slept at howe the night before, bhut
In separate taverns near Phoenix park,
Mallow ecame almost jountily to the

-
S Theassy

if You Please,”
Mallow, Grimly.

“Swords, Responded

abscure spot.  Hoth men bhad sensitive-
and both entored the groumls
with a vertaln thrill of pleasure soften-
lng the acerbity of the moment.

Dyek moved and spoke like a man
churged with some fluid which had ab-
stracted him from life's monotonous
| routine, He had to conslder the chunce
of never leaving the grounds alive ; yet
un hie entercd the ploce, where smooth
grass between the trees mande good
footing for the work to be done, the
theill of the greenery, the sound of the
birds, the flick of a lizard across the
path, and the distunt gay leap of w
young deer, brought to his senses a
gust of Joyous feeling. He was not-nor
mul; e was submerged. He was in
the greal, consuming atmosphere of
J the grester life.

LAY

He even did not hate Mallow at the
moment, ‘The thing about to be done
wag to him a test of manhood, It wna
o oenll upon the cournge of the soud, n
challenge of life, strength and will,

Ag Mallow entered the grounds, the
thought of Ehella Liyn crossed Dyok's
mind, and the mental gight of her
gladdened the eses of his soul., For
one hrief Instant he stood lost In the
mind's look : then he stepped forward,
galuted, shook hands with Mallow,
nnd doffed his cont nnd walstecont,

As he dld so, he was consclous of o
curlous coldness, even of dampness, 1y
the hand which bhad shoken that of
Mudlow. Mnllow’s hand had a elammy
tonch=—clammy, but firm and sure,
There was no tremor in the long, thin
fingers nor at the lips—the thin, as-
cotie Nps, as of o secret service mah
—but In hls eyes was a dark fire of
purpose.  The morning had touched
him, but not as it had thrown over
Dyechk its montle of pence, Mallow also
had enjoyed the smell and feellng of
it nll, but with this diference—It had
filled him with such material joy that
he ecould not bear the thought of leav-
ing It. Tt gave him strength of will,
which wowd add gecurity to his arm
nn¢l wrist.

Dyck had  lenrned swordsmanship
with as skilled a master as Ireland
hiad known, and he had shown, In get-
ting knowledge of the wenpon, a nnt-
nral instinet and n eaponelty worthy of
the highest purpose. . He had handied
Ihe sword sinee he wos six, and lLis
play waw better than that of most
men: but this was, In faect, his $irst
real duel, Manpy tmes, of course, in
the process of his training, he bad
fought ns mwen fight in duels, but with
this difference—that now he wns per-
mitted to disable or kill his'foe,

1'h_\'.~‘|rn|l$. there waons not a vasi
denl to chooge hetween the two men.
Mallow wag Ilnnk nnd tall, nerveously
self-contained, finely concentrated,
and vigorous, I'yek was brond of
shoulder, well set up, musculur, and
with a steadier eye than that of his
foe. Also, 08 the combat developed,
it was clear that be had a hand as
stoady as his eye. What was more,
his wrist had superb strength and
flexibility; 1t was as enduring and
vital as the forefoot and ankle of a
tiger. As a palr they were certainly
notable, and would give a good ae-

count of thanselves,
The two men fighting hnd aJmost
the air of gladiators. Thelr coats

were off, and the white llmen of their
shirts looked graclous; while the up-
ralsed left hoand of the fighters bal-
ancing  the swordthrust and the
welght of the body had an almost sin-
gular beauty, Of the two, Dyck was
the more groceful, the steadlier, the
quicker fn his motions, His momen-
tury vision of Shefla Liyn remained
with him—not ps n vision, rather as
n warmth in his Inmest belng, some-
thing which made him Intensely alert,
cheertul, deflant, exactly akillful

He lad need of all his sulll, for
Mullow was set to win the fight, Iie
felt instinctlvely what was workiog
in Dyck’s mind, He had fought a
number of duols, snd with a certain
trick or art he had glven the end to
the lives of several. He becnme cons
scious, however, that Dyck had a par-
ticular stroke In mind, whieh he him-
self  was  preventing by muasterful
methods, It might be one thing er an-
other, but in view of Dyek's training
it would perhaps be the Eoniscorthy
tonch.

Agiln and aguin Dyck pressed his
untagonist buckward, seeking (o mud-
dle his defense and to clear an open-
ing for his own dendly stroke; hat the
other man alse was u master, and
pirried successfully,

Presently, with a quick move, Mal
low took the offessive, and tried to
unsettle Dyek™s poise amd disorganize
his battle-plan. For an Instuut the
tepestuous  setion, the  bhrliliant,
swift play of the sword, the quivering
flippuncy of the steed, gave Dyvelk that
wiileh mimost disconverted him. Yet
he hnd o grip of himself, and wns for
tunate to preserve his defense intact ]
though once bls enemy’'s steel caught
his lert ghoulder, mnking 1t bleed, The

sevonds, however, deciiled  that  the
thrust was not serious, nnd made no
nttempt to interrupt the cotmbat

Dyek's tactics changed. Once nguln
he¢ becnme aggressive, and he drove
his foe to a point where the skill of
both wenn was tried to the ultermost,
It wus ciear the time had come for
something  definlte,  Suddenly Dyek
threw himself back with on ngile step,
lunged slightly 1o one slde, and then
in a gallunt foruy got the steol polut
Into the sword-arm of his enciay, That

was the Ennlscorthy stroke, which
had been taught him by William
Tandy, the expert swordsman, nnid

had been made famous by Lord Well-
g of Ennisterthy, It succeaded, and
It gave'Dyck the wietory, for Mallow's
sword uropped Crom ‘Lis hond, He
clusped the wonnded armwith his left
hand ag the surgeon came Hrward,
“Well, you got (t home,” e sald to

Diyok ; “and 1t's deftly done”
“1 Md my best,” answersd Dyck,
“Give tue your hand, If you wil”
With a wry look Mallow, now seat-
o off the old stump of a tree, hald oul

his left hand It was covered with

blood

“I think we'll have to forego
courtesy, Calhoun,” he gald,
at the state of my hand! 1It's good
bluod” he added grimly, *“It's d—d
good blood, but—but it won't do, you
wpe,"

"“I'm glad It wn& no worse” unid
Dyck, not touching the bloody hand,
“It's & clean thrust, and you'll be het-
ter from 1t goon, These great men!”
be smiled townrd the surgeons—*will
goon put yvou right. 1 got my chance
with the stroke, and took It, becanse |
knew If I didn't you'd have me pres-
ently.”

“You'll have a great reputation in
Dublin town now, and you'll deserve
It Mallow added adroitly, the great
paleness of his features, however,
made ghastly by the hatred In his
eyes,

Dyek did not see this look, but Me
felt n note of mallce—a distant note
~—in Mallow's volce. He saw that
what Mallow had sald was fresh evi-
denece of the man's arrogant churacter.
It did not offend him, however, for he
was victor, and could enter the Break-
neck club or Dublin soclety with n
trangull eye.

Aginin Mallow's volce was heard.

“I'd have seen you d—d to h—Il,
Calhoun, before I'd have napologized
at the Breakneck club; but after na

that
“Liook

"

The Time Had Ceme for Something
Definite.

flght with one of the best swordsimen
in Traland I've learned a lot, and 1'll
n;mlnjf!m\ now—completely.”

The surgeon had bound wp the
slight wound in Dyek's shoulder, had

"Clome with me” sald he.
no luck for you nt the tahles totlay,
Let's o where we onn
world, where we ecan Lt the
of frecdom and beat the drums of pur-

prose. Came nlong, lad!"
The time was eritleal for Dyck—
eritieal and dangerous. He had lost

money heavily: he had even exhaust-
&tl his mother's legaey. Of
had seen lttle of his father, and the
little he hnd seen was not fortunnte,
They had quarreled over Dyek's way-
ward doings, He had angered his fn-
temper, had digelosed the fact
his own property was in peril, They
had been estranged ever sinece: hut
the time had come when Dyck must
nt lenst secure the eredit of his fa-
ther's name at hls bank to find the
means of living,

It was with this staring him in the
fuce that HErris Boyne's company
seemed to offer nt lenst a recovery of
his good spirits. Dublin knew little of
Boyne's present domestic life, It did
not know thut he had Injured his gec-
ond wife ns badiy as he hnd wronged
Iig first—with this difference, how-
cyver, that his first wife was a lady,
while his second wife, Noreen, wins a
beautiful, quick-tempered,  lovable,
clghteen-year-old pirl, a gradunte of
the kitelien and dairy, when he took
her to himself, He had married her
in n mad moment after his first wife
—Mrs, Llyn, as she was now cnlled-—
had divorced him; and after the first
thrill of married life was over, noth-
ing remnined with Doyne except re-
gret that he had sold hig freedom for
what he mlght, perhaps, have had
without marriage.

Then bhegan a process of domestie
torture which allennted Noreen from
him, and roused In her the worst prs-
siong of human nature, 8She came to
know of his Infidelities, and they mnd-
dened her, Thev had no children, and
in the end he had threatened her with
desertion. When ghe had retorted In
strong words, he slapped her face, and
left her with an ugly smile.

Of visitors they had few, If any, and
the young wife was left alone to brood
upon her wrongs. Erris Boyne had
slapped her face on the morning of
the day when he met Dyek Calhoun In
the honr of his bad luack. He did not
see the Took In her faee as he left the
house,

Ruthless as he was, he realized the
time had come when by hold offort he
might get young Calhonn wholly into
hls power. He began by getting Dyck
inte the street. Then he took him by
an Indireet romte to what was, re-
putedly, a tavern of consequence, Out-
winrdly It wns a tavern of the old
elnss, superfielally sednte, and ealled
the Harp and Crown. None save n
very few eonsplrators knew how great

thnt

stopped the bleedlng, and was now
helping him on with his coat. The op-
erntion had not been without paln,
but this demgustration from his foe
was tow much for him, It drove the
look of pain from his face; it brought
n smile to his Ups. Ile eame n step
nenrer,
“I'm ns obliged to you as If you'd
pald for my board and ledging, Mal-
low,"” he sald; “and that's saying n
good desnl In these days. Tl never
have a bigger fight., Youo're a greater
swordsman than your reputation. |
must have provoked youn beyond rea-
son,” he went on gallantly. *“1 rhilnk
we'd hetter forget the whole thing"

“'moa loyalist,” Mallow replied.
“I'm a loyalist, and If you're one, too,
what renson should there be for our
not helng friends?"

A lhlnck eloud
fuce,

“Ir—If I'm a loyallst, yon say ! Have
you any doubt of 1t? If yon have—"

“You wish your sword had gone
into my heart instend of my arm, eh?”
Interrupted Mallow, *“How easily 1
am misunderstood! I meant nothing
by that "1.'" He siniled, and the
amile hod a tonch of wickedness., *1
meant nothing by It—nothing at all.
As we nre both Joynlists, we must he
friendsg. Good-by, Calhoun!"

Dyek's' face clenred vory
Mallow was maddening, but the
of the face was not that of a foe,

“Well, tet us be friends” Dyeck an
swerad with a cordinl smile, “Good.
by,” he added. *I'm Jd—d sorry we
hnd to fight at ail, Good-hy "

CHAPTER V.
The Killing of Erris Boyne,

“There's many a government bhas
mide o mess of things in Ireland,”
said Frris Boyue; “but sinece the day
of Cromwell the Accursed this Is the
worst, Is there a man in Ireland
thut badleves In It, or trusts [t? There
are men that support M, that are
served by it, that flll thelr pockots
out of it: but by Joseph and by Mary,
there's none thinks there couldn't he
a hetter! Have a lttle mora marsaln,
Cilhoun

With these words, Boyne flled up
the lung glass out «f which Dyck Cul-
houn had been drinklng—drinking too
much. Shortly before, Dyck had lost
all his cash at the card-table. He bad
turned from it -pennlless and discom
tited to see Boyne, smiling, and gny

floodledd  Calhoun's

slowly,
1ok

with wine, In front of him.
Hexpe toek him by the wrm,

a part it plaved in the plan to break
the government of Ireland and to ruin
Englnnd’s position in the land,

The entrance wns by two doors—
one the ordinary public entrance, the
other at the side of the house, which
wig on a ecorner. This could be
opencd by a skeleton key owned by
Erris Bovne.

He and Dyck antered, however, hy
the general entronce, Novne
hnd forgotten his key. They passed
through the bar-parlor, nodding to one
o two habitues, nod presently were
hestowsd In n room, not large, but
waoll furnished,

They played eards, and DPyek won
e won five times what he had lost

haocanse

at the elub.  Thizx made him ecompan-
fonable.

“It's a poor business—eards” he
sald at Ilnst, “It puts one up In the

clonds and down In the diteh odl ot
the same time. [ tell vou this, Bogne
—I'm golng to stop, No man ought 1o
play cards who hasn't a fortuue; and
my fortune, I'm sorry
my face!™ ITe Iaughed bitterly.

“And your sword—you've forgotten
that, Caltoun, You've a lot of Inck In
yvour sword."

1o Suy, I8 onls

“Well, I've made no money out of
it = far,” Dyck retorted eynicnlly

“Yet you've put men with reputa
tiong ont of the running, men ke
Mallow. Try a little more of this

marsala, Culhoun, It's the best in the
place, and it's got a ot of good stull,
I've been coming te the Harp and
Crown for many yvears, and I've never
had a bad drink all that time. The
old landlord 1s a genius. He doesn™
put on alrs, He's u good man, s old
sSwinton, and there's nothing good In
the tlglllk of France that you can't get
here,”
“Well, if
happen®' asked
flagh of Interest,
tpouble, eh?”

that's true, how does |l
Dyck, with & lttle
“IL moeans g lot of

“It means some trouble, Buot let me
tell you'—he Jeaned over the tahle
aud Inld n hand on Dyck's, which was
a little nervous—"let me spenk ag an
old friend to you, if I may. Here are
the fucls. For many a year, you Enow
as well as I do, shipg have been com
lng from France {e Ireland with the
very best wines aud Hquors, and mk
Ing hack the very best wool—saug
gled, of course. Well, anr Httle lund
lord hare I8 the d—dest rogue of o)
The customns never teuch him. Froom
the coast the stoff comes up to D4

liw without a check, and, as he's

“There's

forget  the
Linnner

Inte he

ther terribly, and Miles, In o burst of

T G T EATR.

apeelal favorite, he gota t5a =y S0 D
had ia Ian belle France”

“Why Is he such a fuvorite?’ usk d
Dyok,

Errlg Boyne Inughed, not londly, hug
stggestively.

“When a lndy klsses o man on thn
iips, of her own fres will, aml puts
her arm nround his neck, Is it done, da
yvou think, |-o":'_'|'-'n It’s her duty to 0
it or dle? No, 1t's hecause she likes
the man: beeause the man R & Zood

friend to her: because it's money In
her pocket. That's the ense with old
Swinton, France kigses him, as 1§
were, besnuse"—he paused, as though
flebnHneg whint o suv—"hecouse
France knows he'd rather be under
her own  revolutlondry government

than under the monarchy of England.®
Hlg volee had resonnnee, and, ns ha
snld these words, §t had Insistonce
“Pip you know, Calhoun, T think nld
Swinton 1s right., We suifer here bes
cnuse monarchy, with its eruel hand
of Iron, mistrents us, hrutallzes ne”
He dld not see enlightenment coma
into the half-drunken of Dyck,
He only realized that Dyek wns very
still, and strangely, deeply Interested,
“T tell you, Calkoun, we need In Ire.
lund something of the spirit that's
alive In France today. They've cleaned
ont the kings—Louis' and Marie's
heads have dropped inlo the basket

GAL

They're sweeping the dirt out of
France; they're cleaning the dark
plnees; they're whitewashing Ver-

gnilles and sawdusting the Tuilerieay
they're starting for the world a refor-
mation which will make It clean, Not
Ameriea alone, but England, and all
Europe, will become republies®

“England?' asked Dyck In a
penetrating volee,

“Ayve, England, through Ireland, Ire-
land will come first, then Wales, Scot-
Inand and England, Dear lnd, the great
day Is come—the greatest the world
has ever known. France, the apirit of
it, is alive, Tt will purge and clennse
the universe ™

The susplelons, alert lopk pnssed
from Dyek's eves, hut his faee had he-
come flushed, He reached ont and
poured himself another glass of wine,

“What you say may be true Boyne.
It may be true, hut T wouldn't put
fafth In It—not for one ley minnte. [
don't want to see here In Ireland the
horrors and savagery of France. T
don't want to see the gnillotine up on
St. Stephen's green.”

loyne felt that he must march enre-
fully., Ile was sure of his gnme; hnt
there were diffieultles, nnd he
not throw his chances awny,
“Well, 11 tell you, Calhoun. T don't
know which Is worke—Irelnnd bhloody
with shootings and hangings, Ulster
up In the north and Cork In the south,
from the Glant’s canseway to Troalee:
no two sets of feet daneing alike, with
the bloody hand of England stretching
out over the Irish parlinment ke
death itself; or France rafing us, Mow
floes the English government Tive here?
Only by hrfery and purchases, It
buys its way. Isn't that trne?”

Dyek nodded,

“Yes, it's true In a way,” he replied,
“It's so0, bheeanse we're what we are,
Wea've never been properly pot in our
places. The heel on our necks—ithat's
the wny to do 1t."

Boyne looked at the flnshed, angry
face, In spite of Dyck’'s worlds, he
folt that his medicine wns working
well,

“Listen to me, Calhoun,™ he sald
softly. “You've got to do semething,
You're living an idle life. You're In
dehi, Therg are but two courses open
to yvou. One I8 to jeoin the British
forees—to be a lentenant, a captain,
n major, a colonel, or a ~general, in
time; to shoot and cut and hang and
gquarter, and rule with n heavy rod,
That's one way."

“So you think T'm fit for nothing
hut the sword, eh?' asked Dyck wijh
Irony., "“You think T've got no bralns
for anyvthing except the army.”

Boyne Ihnughed.

“Have another drink, Calhoun.” e
poured ont more wine. “Oh, no, nnt
the army alone; there's the npvy-=
und there's the French navy! It's the
best navy in the world, the freest and
the greatest, and with-Bonaparte co-
Ing at ns, England will have enongh

low,

must

to do—too much, "m thinking So
there's a career In the rench navy
npen And Usten—before you nnd T
are two months older, the French
navy will he in the harbors of Ire-
land, nand the Frenoch army will Iand

here  11e reached ot amdd graspe®
Dyek's arm,  *“There's no liherty of
freedion under the Union Jack What
1o yon think of the tricvlor? It's a

erent fing, nnd under [t the world In

| woing to he ruled—Engiand, Spain,
Ituly, Holland, Prusesia, Anstria and
Nussia—all of them. The time I8 rips

You've got your chance
denr lad, gee

Tnke it on,
inke it on!
Dyvek id not ralse s head a
\ foarward with both nrina
on the table, sapporting himself firme
ly: his head was bowed ns though
with deep Interest In what Boyne sand,
And hls Interest
so great that all hls mnnlinod, vigor,
all his eltizenship, were vitally alive
Yor he dld not 1ife his head
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IT1) BE CONTINUYEI.,
Disposing of the Desd,
Cremation was common lu anclent

duys i'.nmng the Greeks and llnmnng
the funernl pyre marking the final dls-
anppenrance of many heroes, Certaln
trihis of Amerlean Indinns wrapped the
hodies of thelr dead and fastened them
in erndles on the branches of living
rees,  But barial remalns the come

mon and perhaps persanest ocuston
« disposiog of the dead



