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Sheila amiled painfully. “Yes, mad
and hopeless, for be sure of this: We
eannot kill In one day the growth of
years. 1 could not cure myseif of lov-
fng him by marrying you. There had
to be some other cure for that. 1
pever knew and never loved my fa-
ther. Butr he was my father, and {f
Mr. Calhoun killed him I could not
marry him. But at last I came to
know that your love and affectlon
could not make me forget him—no,
never. I realize that now. He and
I oan never come together, but 1 owe
him so much—I owe him my life, for
he saved 1t ; he must ever have a place
In my heart, be to me more than any
ene else can be. I want you to do
something for him.”

“What do you wish?"

“T want you to have removed from
him the sentence of the Britlsh gov.
ernment. I want him to be free to
come and go anywhere In the world—
to return to Eongland if he wishes it,
to be a free man and not a vietlm of
outlawry. I want that, and you ought
to give It to him.”

Lord Mallow was angry and discon-
certed, but he did not show it. “I can
do no more than I have done. 1 have
not confined him to bis plantation as
the government commanded ;' I eannot
go beyond that"

“You can put his ease from the
standpoint of a patriot.”

For a moment the governor hesi-
tated, then he sald: “Because you

ask me—"
“I want It done for his sake, not for
mine,” she returned with dacision.

“You owe It to yourself to see that it
Is done, Gratitude I8 not dead In you,
is 1™

Lord Mallow flushed. “You press
his case too hard. You forget what
he Is—a mutineer and a murderer,
and no one should remember that as
you should.”

“He has atoned for both and you
know It well. Besides, he was not a
murderer, Even the courts did not
say he was, They only sald he was
gullty of manslaughter, O, your hon-
or, be a8 gallant as your name and
place warrant."”

He looked at her for a moment with
strange feelings In his heart, Then
he sald: “I will give you an answer
,in twenty-four hours. WIill that do,
sweet persuadoer?”

"It might do,” she murmured, and,
strasge to say, she had n sure feellng
that he would say yes, In spite of her
knowledge that In his heart of hearts
he hated Cathoun,

Aa she left the room, Lord Malow
stood for a moment looking after her,

“She loves the rogue In splte of all!"”
he sald bitterly, “But she must come
with me, They are apart us the poles,
Yet I shall do as she wishes If I am
to win her"

CHAPTER XX,

The Coming of Noresn,

The next day came & new element
in the situntlon: A ship arrived from
England. On it was one who had
come to Jamaica to act as governess
to two children of the officer com-
manding the regular troops In the
Wiand. She bad been 111 for a week
before nearing Kingston, and when
the Regent reachied the harbor she
was In a bad way. The ship's doctor
was despondent over har; but he was
A pecond-rule man, and felt that per
haps an f{sland doctor might give her
some hope. When she was carried
ashore she was ut onee removed to
the home of the general commanding
at Spanlsh Town, and thete @ loeal
doctor saw her, She was thin and
worn and her eyes only told of the
struggle golng on between life and
death,

“What I= her nnme?" asked the resl-
dent doctor,

“Noreeu Balfe,” was the reply of the
ship's doctor, “A good old Irish name,
though you can sce she comes of the
lower ranks of life, 1 leave her In
your hands. T'm a ship's medico, and
she's now apshore.”

As they left the room together they
met Shella and one of (he daughters
of the house. “I've come to see the
sick woman from the ship If 1 may,”
Bhella sald.  “I've Just heard ahout
her and T'd ke to be of use™

The rewident doector looked at hey
with sdmirution, She was the mos!
consplecous Fgure in the Island, and
her beauty was a fine support to her
wenlth and reputation, It was lke
her to be kind In this frank way.

“You ean be of groat use If you
wll" he rald. “The fever 1s uot In
fectlons, i'm glnd o say. 8o you need
have no feor of belng with her—on
acconunt of others"

“1 have no fear,” respodded 8ol
with s felendiy smtle. uand 1 witl 2ot

her now-~ne If o den't windd, 12
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and looked at Shella. There shot Into
thern a look of horror and rellef iIn
one, If such a thing might be, A sud-
den energy Inspired her and she drew
herself up In bed, her face gone
ghastiy,

“You are Shelln Boyne, aren't you?"
ghe asked In a low, half-guttural note,
“l am Shelln Llyn,” was the aston-
ished reply.

“It's the aanme thing," came the re-
sponse. “You are the daughter of
Erris Boyne,”

Shelln turned pale. Who was this
woman that knew her and her history?
“What 1s your name?’ ghe asked—
“your real name—what s It?

“My name I8 Noreen Balfe; It was
Noreen Boyne"

For a moment Shefla could not get
her bearings, The heavy scent of the
flowers coming In at the window al-
most suffoeated her, She seemed to
lose a grip of herself. Presently she
made an effort at composure, *“No-
reen Boyne! You were, then, the sec-
ond wife of Errls Boyne?”

“I was hls second wife., His first
wife was your mother—you are llke
your mother!" Noreen said In agiia-
tion.

The meaning was clenr. Sheila lald
a sharp hand on herself. “Don't get
excited,” she urged with kindly feel-
ing. "He Is dead and gone'

“Yes, he Is dead and gone.”

For a moment Noreen seemed to
fight for mastery of her stark emotion,
and Shefla sald, “Lie still, It 18 all
over., He cannot hurt us now.”

The other shook her Lead In protest,
“I came here to forget and I find you
—his daughter.”

“You find more than hls daughter;’
you find his first wife and you find
the one that killed him.”

“The one that killed him!” sald the
woman greatly troWbled. “How did
you know that?"

“All the world knows It. He was
In prison four years and since then
be has been a mutineer, a treasure-
hunter, a planter and a savior of these
islands I*

The slck woman fell back in exhans-
tlon, At that moment the servant en-
tered with a plteher of lime julee.
Shelln held a glass of the llguld to
the stark lips.

“Drink,” she sald In a low, kind
volee, and she poured slowly Into the
patient's mouth the cooling dreught.
A moment later Noreen ralsed heyself
np agaln, '

“All nre here that matter,” she sand.
“And I eame to forget!"

“What do you remember?” asked
Shella,

“I remember all—how he died!”
Suddenly Sheila had n desire to
shriek aloud, This woman—did this
woman then see Errls Boyne dle?
Was she present when the deed was
done?

“How dld he dle?" she asked in a
whisper.

“One stroke dld It—only one, and
he fell llke & log.” She mude a mo-
tlon as of siriking, and shuddered,
coverad her eyes with trembling hands,

“You tell me you saw Dyck Calhoun

il

“I Killed Him! I Killed Himl*

do this to an
tell me this!™

Shella’s anger was justitied in her
mind. That Dyek Calhoun should——

“I did not see Dyek Calhoun strike
him," gesped the womnn, *1 did not
suy thuy, Dyck Calboun did oot kil

undefended man—you

Frris Borpe !

"My God=—=oh, my God ! anid Sueiln
{ with ws=hen lps, but a great light
nreaking in her oyes. "Dyck Culhoun
id not kil Errls Boyne! Then, whao

| uls chief.
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After & moment she sald In ngitation :
“You killed him-—you struck him
down! Yet you let an Innocent man
go to prigon, and be kept there for
vears, and his father go to his grave
with shume, with estates rolned and
home lost—and you were the gulity
one—you! all the time"

“It was part of my madness, I was
a coward and 1 thought them there
were reasons why I should feel no pity
for Dyek Calhoun. His father Injured
mine—oh, badly! But I was a cownrd,
nnd I've pald the price”

A kinder feellng now took hold of
Shella. After all, what the woman
had done gave happiness Into her—
Shella's—hands, It relleved Dyck Cal-
houn of shame and disgrace, A Jall-
bird he was still, but an Innocent jall-
bird. He had not killed Erris Boyne.
Besldes, It wiped out forever the bar-
rler between them. All her blind de-
votlon to the man was now justified,
His name and fame were clear, Her
repugnance of the woman was as noth-
ing beslde her splendid feeling of re-
llef. It was as though the gates of
hell had been closed and the curtains
of heaven drawn for the eyes to see,
Six years of horrible shame wiped
out, and a new world was before her
eyes,

This woman who, had kllled Erris
Boyne must now suffer. She must
hear the Ignominy which had been
heaped upon Dyck Calhoun's head, Yet
all at once there came to her mind a
softening feeling. Errls Boyne had
been rightly killed by a woman he
had wronged, for he wag a traltor as
well as an adulterer—one who could
usge no woman well, who broke falth
with all elvilized tradition, and re-
verted to the savage. Surely the wom-
an's crime was not a dark one; it was
Injured Innocence smiting depravity,
tyranny and lust,

Suddenly, as she looked at the wom-
un who had done this thing, she, whose
hand bad rid the world of a traltor
and a beast, fell back on the pillow
in a faint. With an exclamation Sheila
lifted up the head. If the woman was
dead, then there was no hope for Dyck
Calhoun; any story that she—Shella
—might tell would be of no use, Yet
she was no longer agitated in her body.
Hands and fingers were steady, and
she felt for the heart with firm fin-
gers. Yes, the heart was still beat-
ing, and the pulse was slightly drum-
ming, Thank God, the woman was
alive! She rang a bell and lifted up
the head of the sick woman,

A moment Inter the servant was
in the room, Shella gave her orders
quickly, and snatched up a penchl from
the table. Then, on a plece of paper,
she wrole the words: *I, not Dyck
Calhoun, killed Errls Boyne.”

A few momeéent later, Noreen's eyes
opened, and Shella spoke to her. “1
have written these words. Here they
fare—see them. Sign them.”

She read the words, and put a pen-
-cll in the trembling fingers, amd, on
the cover of a book Noreen's fingers
traced her nnme slowly but clearly.
Then Sheila thrust the paper lu her
bosom, and an Instant later a nurse,
sent by the resldent doctor, onteved.

“They cannot hang me er banigsh me,
for my end hag cowe,” whispered No-
reen before Sheila left,

In the street of Spanish Town ul-
most the first person Shella saw was
Dyck Calhioun. With pale, radiant
look she went to him. He gazed at
her strangely, for there was that in
her face he could not understand,

"Come with me,” she sald, and she
moved toward King's house, He
obeyed,  For some moments they
walked In sllence, then all at onece
under a magnolla tree she stopped.

“1 want you to read what a woman
wrote who has just arrived In the Is-
land from Euogland. She s 1l at the
house of the general commanding.”

Taking from her breast the slip of
paper, she handed it to him. He read
It with eyes and senses that at first
could hardly understand,

“God In heaven—oh, merciful God!"
he sald in great emotion, yet with a
strange physieal qulet.

“This woman was his wife,” Shella
sald.

He handed the paper back, He con-
quered his agitatlon. The years of suf-
fering rolled away. “They'll put her
in jail,” he sald with a strange re-
gret, He had a great heart.

“No, 1 think not," was the reply.
Yot she was touched by his compas-
slon and thoughtfulness,

“Why 7"

“Decuuse she Is golng to dle—and
there I8 no time to lose, Come, we
will go to Lord Mallow.”

“Mallow!™ A look of bitter trl-
umph cawe into Dyck's face, “Mullow

-at last!" he sald,

CHAPTER XXI.
With the Governor.

Lord Muallow frowned on his secre-
tury. “Mr. Calhoun to see me! What's
his business?"

"One cun guess, your honor.
been fighting for the Island.”
“Why should he see me?

the gepern! commanding.”

The secretary did not reply ; he knew
And, after & moment, Lord
Maullow sald: “Show him o™

When Dyck Calvoun entered, the
guwvernor gave him a wiotry smile of
wettoine, out Jdld not offer to Ahake
handg. “WIill you sit dewn?' he sald,
with u slow gesture.

Colboun made a dizssen'ing motion.
“1 prefer to stund, your honor®

This was the first time thy two men
! had met alone since Diyeck hnd anived
in Jamateg, or sivee his trial, Cal-
Loun was dressed o planter’s costume
and the governor was In an offlecer's
uniform, They were m sirlking eon-

He's

There s

killed him?

1 Rilled Wiu”™ sald the woman In ag:
“F kitlled W™
boferia h rephigtance served Shelln

Wy,

There wus a moicent's pause, then,

irast In fnee and figure—the governor
long, lanky, osscelic In appearanca,
very Intellectunl save for the riotocs
wauth, angd very spiek azd span—he

{

mnck's; while Calhoun was tough and
virtle and with the alr of a thorough
outdoor man, There was In his face
the firm fighting look of one who had
done things and could tackle blg af-
falrs—and something more; there was
I It qulet exultation,

“You have done the Isiand and Eng-
land great service, Mr., Calhoun,” sald
the governor at last.

“It Is the least I could do for the
land where I have made my home,
whers I have reaped more than [ have
sown,”

“We know your merit, sir.”

A sharp, satirical look came Into
Calhoun's face and his volce rang out
with vigor. *“And because you knew
my merit you advised the crown to

would have had me shot iIf you could,
I am what 1 am becarse there was &
juster man than yourself in Jamalea.
Through him I got away apd found
treasure, and I bought land and have
helped to save this igland and your
place, What do I owe you, your hon-
or? Nothing that I can see-—nothing
at all."”

“You are a mutineer, and but that
you showed your courage would have
been hung at the yard arm, as many
of your comrades In England were”

A cold smile played at Calhoun's
lips. “My luock wns as great as my

“It Wasn't the Luck of Enniscorthy
That Sent Erris Boyne to His Doom.”

courage, I know,
Enniscorthy I

At the last words the governor
winced, for It was by that touch Cal-
houn had defeated him in the duel
long ngo, It galled him that this man
whom he detested could say such
things to him with truth.

“It was not the luck of Enniscorthy
that sent Erris Boyne to his doom,”
he snld with anger in his mind, for
Dyck’s calm boldness stirred the worst
in him. He thought he saw In him
an exultancy which could only come
from his late experiences in the field,
It was as though he had come to tri-
um[ﬁl over the governor. Mallow said
what he had sald with malice. He
looked to see rage in the face of Dyck
Calhoun and was nonplussed to find
that It had only a stéern sort of pleas-
ure, The eyes of Calhoun met his
with no trace of gloom, but with a
valor worthy of a high caunse—thelr
clear blue facing his own with a con-
stant penetration. Thelr Intense sin-
cerity gave him a feellng which did
not belong to authority. It was not
the look of a criminal, whatever the
man might be—mutineer and murder-
er. As for mutineer, all that Calhoun
had fought for had been at last ad-
mitted by the British government,

Calhoun spoke slowly. “Your hon-
or, you have sald what you have a

I have the luck of

’right to say to A man who kllled Erris

Boyne. But thls man you accuse did
not do 1t."

The governor smiled, for the nas-
sumption was ridiculous, He shrugged
f shoulder and a sardonic curl came
to his Llp.

“Who did it, then?"

“If vou will come to the house of
the genernl commanding you will see,”

The governor was In a great quan-
dary. He gasped. “The general com-
manding—did he kil Erris Boyne
then T

“Not he, yet the person that did it
Is In his house, Listen, your honor,
1 have borne the name of killing Erris
Boyne, nnd [ ought to have Kllled him,
for he was a traitor. 1 had proofs of
it: but I did not kil him and I did
not betrny him, for he had amlive a
wife and dnughter, and something was
due o them. He was a traltor and
wns In Jengue with the French, It
does not matter that 1 tell yon now,
for his daughter knows the truth, 1
ought to have told it long ago, and If
I had 1 should not have been Im-
prisoned."

“You were & hrave man, but a feol
—always a fool,” sald the governor
sharply.

“Not so great a fool that [ can’t re-
cover from it,” was the calm reply.
“Perhaps It was the best thing that
ever happened to me, for now I ean
look the world In the face. It's made
a man of me, It was a woman killed
him,"” was Calhoun’s added comment,
“Will your honer come with me und
see her?”

The governor was thunderstruck.
“Where i1s she?

“Ag | have told you—in the house
of the geaeral commanding”

The goveinor rose abashed.
1 can go there now, Come™

“Perbinps you would prefer i shonid
pot go with you in the street, The

“Well,

Tzl B had Just steppd out of Al-

world kuows me sk & mutinver, thivis

confine me to my estate, and you,

| of me ns a murderer! Ts It falr to
your honor?"

SEomething in Calhoun's volce ronsed
the rage of Lord Mallow, bt he con-
trolled it, and sald calmly: *“Don't
talk nonsense, sir; we shall walk to-
gether, if you will”

At the entrance to the house of the
general commanding, the man to whom
this visit meant so much stopped and
took a plece of paper from hls pocket.
“Your honor, here is the name of the
slayer of Erris Boyne. 1 glve It to
you now to see, s0 you muy not be
astonished when you see her.”

The governor stared at the paper,
“Boyne's wife, eh? he sald In n
strange mood. “Boyne's wife—what
is she dolng here?’

Calhoun told him briefly as he took
the paper back, and added: “It was
accldent that brought us all together
here, your honor, but the hand of God
is In it"

“Is she very 117"

“She will not live, I think."

“To whom did she tell her story?”

“To Miss Sheila Liyn,"

The governor was nettled. "“Oh, to
Miss Liyn! When did you see her?"

“Just before I came to you"

“What did the woman look llke—
this Noreen Boyne?"

“I do not know; I have not seen
her."

“Then how came you by the paper
with her signature?”

“Miss Llyn gave It to me'

Anger filled Lord Mallow's mind.
Shella—why now the way would be
open to Calhoun to win—to marry her!
It angered him but he held himself
steadlly,

“Where is Miss Liyn?"

“She Is here, I think. 8She came
back when she left me at your door."

“Oh, she left you at my door did
she? . . . But let me gee the wom-
an that's come so far to put the world
r‘lght."

A few moments later they stood In
the bedroom of Noreen Boyne, they
two and Sheila Llyn, the nurse hav-
ing been sent out.

Lord Mallow looked down on the
haggard, dying woman with no emo-
tion, Only a sense of duty moved
him,

“What s It you wished to say to
me?" he asked the patient.

“Who are you?" came the response
in a frayed tone.

“I am the governor of the lsland—
Lord Mallow."

“Then 1 want to tell you that I
killed Erris Boyne—wlth this hand I
killed him." She raised her skinny
hand up, and her eyes became glazed.
“He had used me vilely and I struck
him down. He was a bad man."

“You let an Innocent man bear pun-
ishment, yon struck at one who did
you no harm, and you spolled his life
for him. You can see that, can't
you?"

The woman's eyes sought the face
of Dyck Calhoun, and Calhoun sald:
“No, you did not spoil my life, Noreen
Boyne. You have made It. Not that
I should have chosen the way of mak-
ing it, but there it is. As God's In
heaven I forgive you”

Noreen's face lost some of its gloom.
“That makes [t easier,” she sald brok-
enly., “l can't atone by any word or
aect, but I'm sorry, I've kept you from
being happy, and sou were born to
be happy. Your father had hurt mine,
Lad turned him out of our house for
debt, and I tried to pay it all back.
When they suspected you I held my
peace, 1 was a coward; I could not
sy you were Innocent withour tell-
ing the truth, and that I could not do
then. But now I'll tell it—I think I'd
have told it whether I was dying or
not though, Yes, if I'd seen you here
I'd have told it, I'm sure. I'm not all
bud.il

“There's no good going on with
that,” said the governor sharply. “We
must take down her statement In writ-
ing, and then——"

“Look, she Is sinking !" said Calhoun
sharply.

The woman's head had dropped for-
ward, her chin was on her breast,
and her hand became clenched.

“The doctor at once—bring in the
purse,"” sald Calbhoun, "“She's dying.'

An Instant later the nurse entered
with Sheiln and in a short tlme the
doctor cume.

When later the doctor saw Lord Mal.
low alone he sald: “She can't live
more than two days.”

“That's good for her Iin a way,” an-
swered the governor, and in reply to
the doctor's question why, he =ald;
“Because she'd be ln prison,”

“What wus her crime, your honor®”

“She killed a man”

“What man?"

“Him for whom Dyck Calhoun was
sent to prison—Erris Boyne."

“Mr, Calboun was not gulltythen?*

“No, As soon as the woman {8 dead,
1 mean to announce the truth.

“Not till then, your honor?"

“Not till then”™

“It's hard ou Cullioun.”

“Is 1t? It'3 years since he was tried
and condemned, Two days cannot
matter now."

“Perhaps not. Last night the wom-
an sald to me: ‘T'm giad I'm golug
to dle.'” Then he added: “Calhofy
will be more popular thaa ever now."

The governor winced,

CHAPTER XXil,
Then What Happensd.

An hour after Noreen Boyne hnd
been Iald in bher grave, there was a
special issune of the principal paper
telllng all the true facts of the death
of Erris Boyne, It vexed Lord Mallow;
but he steeled hlipsel? to urbanity, and
he played his part well, He was clever
enough to see it would pay him to be
outwardly gracious o Calhoun, 8o It
was M mude a speech in the eaplin
fan the caurn of the general commanng
lng and e tpoope froen anbdalog the

Maroons, in which he sald:
in all the king's dominlons had showed
greater patriotism and military skill
than thelr friend Mr. Calhoun, who
lind been harshly treated by a mis
taken government.”

A few hours later, In the sweet gar-
den of the house where Shella and
her mother lodged, Calhoun came up-
on the girl whose gentle dignity and
beauty seemed to glow.

At first all she sald to him was,
"Welcome, old friend,” and at last ghe
sald: “Now yon can come to tha
United States, Dyck, and make a new
Iife there

Presently he said: “I ought to go
where you wish me to go, for you
came to me here when I was rejected
of men. Your falth kept me allve in
my darkest days—even when I thought
I had wronged you"

“Then you will come to Virginia
with me—as my husband, Dyck?' She
blushed and laughed. “You see I have
to propose to you, for you've never
asked me to marry you. I'm throwing
myself at your head, sir, you observe |

He gave an honest smile of ndora-
tlon. "I came today to ask you to be
my wife—for that reason only, I
could not do It till the governor had
declared my innocence, The earth Is
sweeter today than It has been since
time began."

He held out his arms, and an instant
later the flowers she carrled were
crushed to her braast, with her lips
glven to his.

A little later she drew from
pocket a letter. “You must read that,”
she sald, “It Is from the great Alex-
ander Hamllton—yes, he will be grent ;
he will play a wondrous part In the
life of my new country. Read It,
Dyck.”

After he had read It, he sald: “He
was born a British subject here in
these Islands, and he goes to help
Amerleans live according to British
principles, With all my sane fellow-
countrymen I am glad the Americans
succeeded. Do you go to your Virginia
and I will come as soon as I have put
my affairs in order."

“I will not go without you—no, I
wlill not go,” she persisted.

“Then we shall be married at once,”
he declared.

And so It was, and all the island
was en fete, and when Shella came
to Dyck's plantation the very earth
seemed to rejolce.

And sweetly solltary the two lived
thelr lives, till one day, three months
later, there came to the plantation
the governor and his suite.

When they had dismounted, Lord
Mallow sald: *“I bring you the pay
of the British government for some-
thing of what you have suffered, sir,
and what will give your lady pay, too,
I hope. I come with a baronetey
given by the king. News of It came
to me only thls morning."

Calhoun smiled. “Your honor, I can
take no title, I can recelve no honor.

her

“No ona

The Flowers Were Crushed to Her
Breast, With Her Lips Given to His,

I have ended my life under the Brit-
ish flag. I go to live under the Stars
and Stripes.”

The governor wus astounded. *“Your
lady, sir; do you forget your lady?"

But Shella answered: *“The life of
the new world huas honors which have
naught to do with titles, and 1 will
remnin as I am."”

“T sall for Virginia by the tirst ship
that goes" sald Calhoun, *“It is good
here, but I shall go to a place where
things are better and where I shall
have work to do., 1 must decline the
baronetey, your honor. I go to a land
where the life Is larger, where Britain
shall remake herself.,”

“It will take some time,” sald the
governor tartly. “They'll be iong
apart.”

“But they will come togsther at last
—for the world's snke”™

[THE END.)

Browning's Poetry,

Thte truth I» that many readers or
verse resent any demand upon thelr
wtellects | poetry (o them belng only
» pleasing indulgence—an occasional
susetitute for a sherbet—pot to be
tnkan seriously. Certalnly Browning's
poetwy 18 pot for such. No one to-
day wha koows “Sordello” derldes it,
for, ditficult as it s to the beginner,
It contains muny veins of the pure
gold of poetry und Hs pletures of the
passiopate, tumeltuous lfe of the lute
Twelfth and early Thirteeuth cen-
turtes o Itaty, with the Bercs con-
fiicts of Guelf und tihiheitine by which
It was torn, are unegonied in svivide
ness snd truth by "oy hisiorian -
Plolip Stalord Mosuu,




