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OUR PRIZE STORY. of getting away, and thought I'd mever b;}}
U T T £ LT e TTerT e v TR Otf. but tO-d&.V, (\OmGhOW. I'm heavyn
: hearted. I’'m sure I'll often look back to!
— -y Coolmoers and think of you all—of you,
=T Sheilg—and of the happy romping dars
we’ve had.”
She raised her eyes to his and they were
full of tears.

T P O *
= I wonder, Gerald, who'll be mr play-
mate when you're gone?”’ she asked; and
then lightly laughed a sweet little musical
laugh that was peculiarly her own as she

/ ’
I LAS l 4 added: “ 0, yes! 1'll get Johuny Keogh!”

" Gerald joined in the laugh, for Johnny
0 Keogh was the ‘simpleton of the district
and often worked as labouring man fer the

Nolans. There was a bitter moiety of

— truth, nevertheless, in Sheila's words, for
,\fogf,m WC of recent years mostly all the young men
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. of the place had emigrated. Emigmtion
had become a fever. Nothing could induce

them to remain in Coolmore.

. “Well, Sheila, I suppose I can only say,
— — like Sheumas O'Brien, that ‘ sooner Ot}' latZr |

Gerald Brennan had sought and obtained the dearest must part,”” and Gerald held
through a friend’s influence a minor posi-
tion on a newspaper in one of the large
cities in England. The opening was. in-
deedy, welcome to him. His earliest
dreams were of the mighty centres of
wealth, brilliancy, and learning; and here
now was the beginning- His parents had
died in his infancy, leaving him to the
care of a dour and rigorous old aunt, from
whose control he was delighted to free
bimself. He bade farewell to his neigh-
5
v

urs with a light heart, the household of

hady Nolan being left to the very last.
'Chady and his wife had said. good-bye,
| given him a hearty handslrake and their

enedictions, when turning to depart (as if
the thought had only just then come inte
his head), he asked:

“An’ where is Sheila?’

“Oh, Sheila,” said her meother, glancing VA
towaids the door, “she was here a minute
ag~ I suppose she’s gone down to the well V)
for wecer. I don’t see the cans about.
‘Deed an’ she’ll be lonesome for her old
playmate, Gerald. An’ to think of the two
of you being born at the same hour on a
8t. John’s Eve! 1 wanted your mother|
(God rset her soul!) to call you John or|
Sheaghan. but she had her way. Dear me, |"mwsg
Bqt xltg's quick the years pass, Glory be to]

iml"”

Gerald was not anxious to enoouraq; the .

ood woman’s flow of talk, and biding a ] UL

asty farewell, he departed.

Something spoke to his heart that de-
signedly Bheila did not wish to say the
last ieu in the presence of her father
and mother It was sweet to his vanity
to picture a tender parting with her. It
was a fond fancy surely, for thongh com-
panions from their earliest childhood no \ '
word of love was ever sgoken between them, = |
and no indication shown that even the R
' beganning of such a passion existed. They
~ were as brother and sister, it is true; and |But the i{llusion was no longer. And!

| from tha fart of ¢"~ir Vivine 20 sloge to !
| one ancther and of having been born on Sheila gone! Only the walls of the )

the stuue algie luolr Pibocis wary u..n-“ home remained. '
stantly pitting the one”against the other, i
and speaking of both in the same breath.]out & hand to her. She put her own small

They grew up fine bright children; she, |band in his, and at the warm, moft touch %
oli gt and graceful and agile.as the moun- |something of a suddenl‘y wLuired manhood ||
| tain deer, meek-eyed and soft-spoken; he, | possessed him. He felt his heart beat ||
‘du'in( and impetuous. and ever seeking|laster as he held her hand closely in his.

danger. The wildest esca\gades of his were |It was the supreme portentous moment in
the delight of Fheila. Many a romping |the lives of both. Their hearts werngi
day they spent together, but now their |awakened to love, alas! to find only the |
play days were ended. sorrow and anguish of an immediate sepa- |

dvenl sauntered towards the well. nre- [ration. The question, quick as lightning, '
tending to have to pay a visit to a neigh- jwas formed in Gerald’s mind: should the |
bour’s house a little way beyond.' He wet fwords of love be spoken or should the im-1
$heila on the path ' pulse be confrolled? But her heart and

“ I’'m going sway to-morrow, Sheila,” he Jears were hungering, eagor for the slightest
said in the most matter-of-fact, unconcerned jepeech that would give her hope. Oh, what
WAY. i seporated for ever if only she knew he

a:'hid down the two cans of watér she jloved her! Her great love for him had not
®ad beey cuarrying, without vouchsafing a jecome instantaneously, it bad grown year by
Wd of reply, and hung her head. ieuar: nar ooqld she resist its growth. It

I "1 was overjoyed at first at the prospect §illed her days with ineffahle sweetness apd
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joy., and her nights with dreams that were | to those who were over-anxious to leave
yond the power of speech. Her’s was the |the peace and happiness and religiols
hidden wondrous.love that courted sacrifice atmusphere 9!  their nmative shores.
and self-effacement. It was timid as the | But  tress blessings are not nllq
Eexntifu! ecul of a child. that men want., There is something so com-
 Gerald had answered the gquestion forma- |monplace, dull and mpervating ab-‘)m mere
Jated in his own mind. No, it would be |stolid prosperity, peace ,and so-called good-
(unmanly to say he loved her at such a time. |ness that were it not for ihe devil life
| What had he to offer save thak ephemeral, [ would not be worth the living! This was
 fickle, insubstamtial love, which to them in |Gerald’s comment,

' their . present circumstances meant only| Meanwhile, in. Coolmore, Sbheila keptH

heart-aching and vain longing. And aloud
he expres the decision:

““Io be sure, Sheila, success is not easil{
attained in a vast community. For years
know my struggle will be an uphill one.
Should the Fates be kind, in a year or two
' perhaps, I may call back to see you ali
| in Coolmore.”

A sigh escaped her lips, but she retained
' ‘her composure. These were not. the wordoﬁ
' she was impatient to hear. For her the
‘dream had vanished, and the light and
sweetness of her existence had turned to
darkness and sullen despair. The cup of
wine had changed to gall, and the divine
ingrticulate song in her hreast was hushed
for ever. She saw herself as she was—her
eves were opened to the commonplace pre-
sent—a poor, despised girl going her daily
rounds with a heavy  Dbitter secret
in _her. heart! ° Their last meeting
and parting was of only a few moments’
duration. The words were spoken that
divided their ways. He should go out into
the big, contending, brilliant world to
carve a name for himself; she, to stay in
Coolmore listless to the end of her days.

L

The career of Gerald Brennan was start.
ling in its meteoric brilliancy. He became
the intellectual giant of his day. His pen
wase facile, his 1deas original and daring.
Men stared in astonishment. The literary
world had a thrill. The personality of the
man was embodied in his writings, but
above all, the appalling terrible realism
of his novels and stories claimed the publio
;ar. _Audh what e‘gtrta ; creglt.nrm ofi

umanity he expos 0 e public gaze
The lost under-world of the vast city be-
came- his study, and in awful pen-pictures
he pourtrayed its denizens. Omne little
colony in an especial manner claimed his
whole-hearted sympathy, and in a little
while he became in word and deed one of
themselves. These were the poorest of the

oor exiles of his own land. At first hisg

eart was torn with pity for their sakes;
they had almost returned to a state of
wild nature. They were depraved, fever-
stricken, pagan or semi-pagan, and intem-
perate. It was a long step from Coolmore
to a dark, narrow street and evil-smelling
lanes in a great city It was a big change
from the cleanly, well-ordered. religious
lives of those he had known at home teo
‘the companionship of souls that were al-
mostirrevocably given over to the Evil One.
Genius is a fearful gift, and if it was not
this that led him away then it was that
erratic waywardness, that desire to escape
from the tinsel show af respectability that
had become early a passion with him. He
gloried in tumult, riot, and the delirions \ : :
cestocy of abandon. It was the re-awaken-|ever improvident and wanting in applica-
ing of the sivage man. It was the revolt|tion to the interests of his farm, had fallen
against insincerity, it was the joy of free-|on evil days. His rent became years over-
dom, the triumph of licence. And on the |due, and the landlord should be paid. The

terrible morrow of remorse be preached a|holdine was understocked and running to,
sermon or hung a rosary of homilies. The |waste; and ides was heavily mortgaged.

incessant passing from hell to heaven and | There was only one remedv—mone other

from heaven to hell was for poor Gerald |and then—emigration! With bent head ard
the very quintessence of life His philo-unsteady steps poor Thady went from bonn-
sopby was founded on hiy experiences and {dary fo boundary of his snug farm. The
was contradictory as his own nature. Out|jand was fertile and capable, if well tilled
of all grew the works of his pen that made Jand sedulously managed. of vielding a good
his name great. But greatness now made |return. It had been held by his ancestors
no appeal, he did not desire fame. Had he |for generations back, and now to think of|
been dented it he weuld have stormed like lnarfing with it wae an extreme bhitterness.
a fury, or haniedlhimselff. He li.vg}aod But go it must. Sheila thought at times,
cynically at the littleness of man. In Ire- g Py

land his writings were guoted o8 a w (CONTINUED QUERy
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The body of Gerald Brennan was found
some time afterwards.

harking back to the dream that had van-
ished. The remembrance of her older life,
as ehe phrased it; the memory of him who
was gone were ever present. He had crept
into her heart and remaind there. He had |
once—only one come in the night, with the |
shafts of moonlight that filled her room, |
and kissed er as she clasped him tightly
i nher arms. 1% wes a dream. She cried |
to him: “Oh, why did you not say on!
loved me that evening in the long ago? I
have waited for you long. Say the words |
now-—speak, Gerald!” and as the whispers |
of love fell upon her ear a beautiful 1ma-
gined peace possessed her soul.

During the years many changes had come
to the family of tha Nolans. Mrs. Nolan,
Sheila’s mother, had died, and the old man,
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as she foresaw the inevitable exodus of her

poor father and hereelf, that ’'twas well it
should be so. With the going away of Ge-

rald she had ceased to love Coolmore. It
' was & pang—dagger-like in ite velocity and
intensity—to look at the old famihar
haunts where but a few years before they
played together. Every bush and nook had
its attendant memory. At times she would
pause and ask herself whether the past was
wholly imaginary. Put then the beloved:
image of Gerald would reappear to l.uarI and
che would say: he is dead. She would be

lad to bid adien to the fields about l‘mr
or they ever apoke to her of one logt. The
only consideration that gave her pause was
the low-sparitedness of her father, and who
unhappily persisted in imbiling strong
drink that be might for a time forget his
fallen state. It gave her cause for anxiety,
too, that his intention was, after the sale
had been affected and a settlement of his
affairs completed, to go to his brother in
Glasgow, where she feared no power ocduld
eave him from intemgeunoe. .

Gerald Brennan’s thoughts often went
back to Coolmore and Bheila, but never
could he summon up sufficient courage t>
write to her. He well remember the
ovonins of their partin?. and often debated
if he did right then n.guellmg the im-
pulse that would have laid bare the inner-

A >

most thougnts of his heart. He knew he
loved her, and time and se ion had

only served to intensify that love. Of her
love he was certain.

To Gerald a great change came. A nausea
svept over him. He grew tired of the com-
pany he had for so long courted and im-
mortalised. He determined on a visit to
Coolmore, and Sheila stood out before his
¥lowiug imagination the embodiment of all

hat was beautiful and lovable in woman-
hood. He pictured how radiantly she had
grown from girlhood into the perfect,
serene, full woman. He looked into the
deep liquid brown eyes—wondrous, a little
sad. He saw the white, broad forehead
and the stray ringlet that ever persisted
in falling over it: In her movements be-
fore him ehe enthralled. He hugged the
vision to his preast, and called himself fool
for all the years of separation. But the
leasures he had anticipated were not to

e realised. C?otmoro was silent, dreary
and overhung with a terrible chilling mg-
ness. It was tired; it had lost its youth,
its song, its boisterousnesa.

judgment in visiting it. Had he but re-
mained in the bxz mysterious city Cool-
more would come to him refreshingly out
of the past—just as he knew it in child-
hood and boyhood. But the illusion was
no longer. And Sheila gone! Why, the
walls of her home remained—for the farm
had been purchased by a grazier who had
no use of the dwelling—and no cheery voice
or smilmg face gave him a welcome as he
stood on the threshold. He went down the
little path to the well—grass grown now
and scarcely discernable—and as he stood
on the spot where last he saw BSheila—
sweet, fentle. and fragrant as the wild
rose of the hedgerows—he felt that all life
and man’s best endeavour, his wisdom and
his fancy were deceptive; that everywhere
was disillusionment. The cup, inviting

sgarkling. when raieed to the lips, tasted o
| the waters of Marah. He would gladly,
were.ghe here now, have spoken the words
that then he repressed- But of her where-
aboute he was ignorant,
heard that she and her father stayed for
only a few weeks with their relative in
Glasgow, and that after that they were J
sup ed to journey southwards t{u‘onglh

T
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] He was angry |i;
that he had so far yielded to his better ||

The neighbours |

gave only dishonour where honour perhapel
was meant. A low tavern was the rendez-
vous on this partieular occasion; it* was,
indeed, at all times the rallying poifit of
the leading spirits of the colony." - This
was to be an especial evening as a sort of
preiude to the morrow.

Again, buffeted and disappointed, brood-
ing over the ups and downs of the life be-
hind him, and resolving new schemes for
the future, Gerald Brennan found himself
aimlessly wending his way towards the old
haunts. He was in a bitter, cursing mood-'
—violent, torn with the conflict of opposing
emotions. Sheila loomed large in his
thoughts, assumed a graver and holier as-
pect now that she was lost to him. He“
upbraided himself for the cowardice and
ungenerous caution he had displayed. He
was now, if that were any solace to him,
famous and wealthy. But what was she,
and where? A beggar going the rough
roads, leading and consoling ber aged
father, and singing to keep body and soul
together ! Gerald had come to another cross-
roads on the way ot life. Should he jour-
. ney the easy path o! mediocrs respecta-
bility, and as a kindly ordinary citi-
zen, adapting himself to the mannerisms
of those who were the elect, or should h
go from the city that in his wanderings h
might meet her? There was also the old
way toat led to the lowly and the lost.

liia meditations were, like all such, sud-
denly put an end to for unexpectedly he
found himself the centre a motley

crow

Gerald wended his way unsteadily
towewda his lodgings. He was think.
went back te the olds days in Ireland.
They hardly seemed a part of his life—so |
far off were they, so innocent, so happy!
He saw Bheila gathering shamrocks for theﬁi

morrow. She shook her soft, sun kiesed
ringlets at himl and emiled. He noted with
s feeling of vleasure the grace of her form.

- “Hello! young man,” said a loud voice
in his ear, “run across the road and ring
Dr. Manning’s bell,” - @Gerald glanced at
the speaker. It was a policeman 8lmlding in
hu arm a seemingly unconscious form. He
ad no sooner rang the doctor’s bell, than
the policeman appeared at his elbow, hold-
ing still in his arme. as though it were a
child, the lifeloss figure. The good Samari-
tan laid his burthen on one afbhe' doctor’s
splendid couches in the waiting-room. .
erald glanced at the reclinipg form and
saw it to that of a yo woman. He
shuddered as he withdrew gaze. The
face was still: she ?peared 0 be dead.
He looked again, and this time surveyed
her more closely. He could not understand |
what fascination this strange yeung woman
had for hix; but facination she undoubt-
edly had. He wondered if he were quite
sober, and if the thoughts that had %oen
n his mind when”the policeman inter-
rupted him had anything to do with the
present bewilderment,

The' doctor entered, and tenderly took

thu? poor irll"kl;su(} in hi.-z¢i He felt her
86, oo nd . pestly 1
er face. He shook %’:g haud :l‘;wls. =

“Dead 7"’ said the policeman.
The doctor nodded.
The policeman cams cluse to the doctor.
a.udAg ispored in hnsdm?_
“Abh, dear me! said ths 4d
“)gj (?lqd :J_e ma&iiu!l(;y withocm:"“dl"'
this time rald remained
stupefied. With a wild. unoar,tbl l.:oko?:
lﬁis etyteenge |cre t tuw?rds the dead girl.
e utte a loud cry of intense agon
flung himself at her feen:i. : = ¥o ARG
“He was passing, a asked
'rin~ your bell.” said the ’ml:‘i: :;
answer to the doctor’s look of ingniry.
“Oh, Sheila! Sheila! speak! I "have
longed for.tvoq; ON, my lost love. Oh, mv |
little Sheila!” Baut the rose-bud mouth |
was now closed for ever; the eyes of liquid |
brown—wo us, a little sad—for ever

F.ngmd. It was rumoured that Sheila and
her father went from towh to town singing

plained was that the old man would
rest peaceably anywhere; and Sheila
such was his determination, resolved to
accompany him wherever he went.  Bhe
sang to provide food and lodging for :
It was a St. Patrick’s Eve in the great
city, and the poor exiles from
their children, and their child

not

re
s oiuld:

ren were ‘;\)Mpanng for the coming of the
feast of their patron saint. Despite their
many and grevious delinquinecies they never
forgot the land whence they sprang, It
was pathetic. en when vu{x‘ion was for-

ten, this vaghe sentiment of patriotism,

is desire to commenorate the nationa
holiday remained. be sure it resolved

{tsolf into a wild Bacohanalian orgie, and

ballads; The reason of this it -was ex-||
, 8ince | the frail

‘hidden, and %r&ld't ‘words were spoken to |
g one cloudie whits hand |
, e one elender whits ha fh
his. ﬁ’: looked at it loug stroh?ng "?l’\g‘
fingers fondly; thep he took the other, and i
Oh el T e;i})l"gt'wi h
“Oh, eila! th you,” bhe
g . He took a hurried glance at |
. rl, beautiful as she lay there, |
‘and, uttering a wild, demonhc;ly laugh, |
rushed otut. .
! The body of Gerald Brennan was found
‘some time afterwards floating close under

s+ | the brows of the old ruined mill that steod

by the river.
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