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MLED BY ILLUSIONS ROMANTIC AND
SUBTILE DECEPTIONS OF FANCY.”
HE whole thing hap-
pened in an instant
|} Terence Haran—iob easily
| (excited or perturbed at
| any time or under almost
motted it was lightning-

=~ ad like, The bhand of God
was in it, he thought. That he of all men
should have become a sort of hero in a
moment, that he should have been the means
of saving a life, that he should have im-
minently risked his own in so domng, and that
—ah, in this Jay the secret of the amile that
hghted up his broad, homely face—that he
ghould ‘have been thanked by such a lovely
mouth in such Sweet acocents, and'that has
reward should have been a smile and look of
the beautiful eyes as they parted, was almost
o much to believe, And yet it was all
jimple enough. Terence had snatched a tiny
thild from almost under the wheels of a

motorear “which came unekpectedly - flying |

pound a corner of the street. He had no time
o think; he did not stop to think, but
bounded, as it would seem, right in front of

the car. He stretched out his arms and |

paved the child just by a hair’s breadth. The
recidessly-driven - motor touched - the ohild’s
glothes as he held it tightly to his breast.
“Oh, thank you, gir,” said a quavering
pmsical voice in his ear; “what should I
pver do if little Finny was killed. Oh; how
shall 1 ever recompense yon. .And you risked
your own life too.”
~ “Neobt ab all,” said Terence. "“Bub there

phouild be some strictures put on these drivers |

of motor cars, “Bhe is a pretty litile one,
Cod bless her!” added he, as he paited the
Jiny head of curls. * Her name youn sajd—-—1"

“ Fionuala. We call her Fitiny, and some-
times Nooley, for short.” -

“Ah! and then he hesitated. “1 am
plessed to have been of service to Fionuale
and—and—her mother.” He raised his hat,
and then on turning to go received a grate-
ful smile and look that was worth & king's
ransom.

Horan was one of those gentle,
quiet, deep natures that are for ever in the

background, and that are looked upan by the
wain and superficial with disdain, He never

srinded that. He was past t.hitty,',&n
strange enough, had ré hodth&t_aﬁaﬁbﬁ.

having formed any ent for any ‘
gentler sex. He studied moch, and prided
bhimsel! a little on his philosophy. He was an
estimable friend, had an easy manmer, a good,
vobust, appearance, and a comfortable way of
living. Sach briefly was Terence Horan,
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[He sauntered along after partimg with the
protly young woman and her littde ginl,
vevolving in his mind the incident in which
be had played so conspicmous a part. He
wondgred if she were the child’s mother,
after all. He had said so, and she had not

was

fand in these days,” he reasoned, “ sinee the
people have reverted to their own beautiful
nomenclature, discarding the harsh-sound-
ing monstrosities of an alien civilisstion.”
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sver agwin ‘meet-the bewitching girl
an awakening i would be to find
had already a husband! He imagimed
wif o nice fellow indeed to be in love
mother man’s wife ! i
jay if they omly knew—how they would
jaoghy! And somehow it did hecome known
mnongst them that Terence Horan was in
bve ; but who the enchantress could be was
A mysbery.

In a little time Terence bamished the vision
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nation—a poetigil extravaganza. She was in |
pocord with the dream-woman he had oftem
pictared to his mind in an esctatic moment. |
There he Jeft it. Yet the incidemt would
thraet “iteelf: upon him whenever he saw a
taelly-driven motor car oy a_pretty, curly-
headed child, or “heard the kindly Conpacht
Reoent.

Terence was right in his impression that the
fyoung - woman was .country-bred, and merely
‘in-the oiky. on a holiday. When sho stepped
on the ‘station at Po¥dufl, two days after the
motor-car affair, she was met by her stalwart
young lover, Conn Cassidy. ;
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“Yon're welcome back, ¥na a Btor; my
eyes have been hungering for the sight of you
again,” &aid He in open-eyed delight. .
“QOh, Conn, how can you Be such a flat-
Yerer. .Up in"Dublin there they 8ouldn’t hold
o oandlp to. you. It's you have the glib
‘Sengie, cursly.”’
— 4 Ugh't- I feaved - they'd - mp you; Tns.
mymthéreareﬁneboyaml)nhh ‘and

uhmxoudlbdkuthon-ndm

prottier on a splandid carpet in a Dublin
‘duvincmom than on a daub floor in a
kitchen in poor ould Derreenateagh.”

The random shot, hit the mark, for the same
thought persistently held its place in Una's
mind all the way on the train journey home..
She _found it impossible to put away the
image of that handsome city stranger who had
eaved little Fionuala. He was, she thought,
so manly and unpretentious. His eyes were
brave, and she liked that firm, well-cut coun-
Jenance, He had not attempted to enlarge on
‘their accidental meeting. This, she argued,
was good breeding and proper reeerve; yet
he fnight have said a little more. *“‘And
why,” she laughed, “did he take me to be
Fionuala’'s mother, Oh, the silly boy!"

" Ugh, heigh-ho! Conn," said she, ‘‘ doesn’t
Foilduff look dreary and quiet aftet one has
been to the city?"”

“*Deed, an' I conldn’t say,” said Conn
quietly. ‘‘Bure, you know I have never been
t> the city. 8o you like it, Una?"’

“1 do. The people gre the kindliest in the
world; you'd never think of bome vhilst

“I’mllldmlihit- !)ldyoumnm
you liked batter than—than—yourself?” He |

was going to say, ' Did you see anyone you
liked better than Conn?"’

Una blushed and ssid, “Conn, I think
you're getting jealous ; butwhltx!ldidf”
“What if you did, Una!"” retorted Conn
fiercely. “ Do you know what I'd do with
u.hyoba that took my place in your Jove?"’

“ Indeed I poutéd Una_a littje nettled.
“Td kil him!” said Conn, ooolly, vﬂh
tightened lips and flashing eyes.

Una was frightened and not in a humour
to encournge this strain of talk. She and
little Fionuvala mounted the outside car in

waiti and Conn, having carefully secured
their luggage, took the reins and drove off.

Very little save commonplaces were exchanged
on the way home to Derreenatragh. Conn
was angry and jealons. He resented the
high-and-mighty attitode of Miss Una, who,

with a friend, had become & grand, hoity-
toity lady, and looked down with contempt
on Feilduff and Derreenatragh. ,Una in turn
was miserably unbappy. She was sorry she
had said anything to annoy Conn; snd, again,
she regrotted bitterly she had ever looked
into the face of that handsome Dublin
siranger. She almost wished that Fionuala
had been run over—no, no! that was a savage

[thwght., end, oyercome with remorse, she

hugged the little one tightly to her side,

Onssidy V"

At a comfortable-looking house in Derreen-
atragh s halt was made. Tt was the house |
of Una’s sister, Mrs. Cryan. A pleasant
woman came out to meet them, and taking
little Fionnala lovingly in her arms, kissed
her, as she whispered :

“ A phaistin mochroidhe! an' have you
come.” The little danghter nestled her head
in her mother's breast. ‘“ An’, Una, you're
heu-t.ili‘irdqome—-come in, Comn, come in,”
: “No no,’ pm&olbed Comm. ""I've a sick
cowuthome,md![mmtmtkehuuback.”
He vould not leave his seat on the car, but
- “Do-you know,”. said Mrs. Cryan to Una,
ut.hoysatgossxpmgbwdotheﬁnhdm
going to bed, ‘T don’t think Comn has & cow
dick at all. Wasn't it strange of him not to
come in for a few minutes? Nothing would

do him but that he should go himsslf to fetch
you nnd Pinny from the station. He's been

very lohesome for you, Una.”

“Ugh!” =aid Una. reflectively, and with a
alight - ourl of her hp. “1 don’t know if I'll
ever marry  him.”

“What V' sdid hsr m, ““not marry Coum

“No,” said Una, emphdial]y, as she

tapped s neat, small foot on the hearth and
displayed & daintily-rounded ankle. She
looked a glorious figure of wmbooduoho
sat there with the firelight in her facs, her 4
beautifully-rounded wet rved lips perted, h¢
drmshuleoyond.mnock.rmahnga
snow-white skin, and over her shoulders in
disarray the heavy masses of nut-brown hair.

Mrs. Cryan locked at her beantiful mster
critically.

“ You have met someone in the city who
has turned your head, Una child,”” said she.

Una looked fixedly into the fire as she
answered, ‘' I have.”' There was a heave of
the breast and a slight distention of the
nostrils of the prettily-tilted nose. Therg
was the suspicion of a sigh. ** 1 will tell you
it all,” said she; still looking into the fire.

for her whort stay of a few weeks in the city (Mrs. Cryan laughed very heartily. “ Oh,

 were so childish? "’
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And then she related the rescue of Fionuala
and simply added that the rescuer was her
lover.

“ That is all nonsense !’ said Mrs, Cryan.
“ You do not even know his name. He did
not speak Leyond a few words to you. He
did not say he loved you. In fact, he
thought you were Fionuala's mother!” And

Una,” she added, ‘“did I ever dream you

Una Lavin soon after retired to bed, but
only to dream of the steady, brave eyes that
looked into hers; and when morning broke
she arose more tired than she lay down,
Her slumbers were wakeful and troublous
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with dreams. Counn’s terrible threat was in
her ears. She knew how passionate he was,
and that he wounld stop at nothing. She
walked out into the ocool of the summer’s
morning just as the lark shot heavenwards
thrilling his splendid song. The country was

gladdening and healthful again, and as ghe
strolled through the fdewy-wet grass towanrds

the seashove she felt her spirits revive. The
musical big waves broke thunderously on the
beach ; seabirds shook themselves from
the lodges of rock and screamed as they
circled in ait. Una loved the sea, for ae a
tiny child she had made its first acquaint-
ance, And it seemed only like a few days
since she paddled in its cool waters and
gathered Leantiful shells on its sanded bheach.
She was thoughtful this morning, and, seat-
ing herselil on a large stone, fell into a
reverie. The outcome of her cogitations was
that in giving way to an infatuation for a
visiohary and unknown lover she was very
foolish. She felt her cheeks grow crimson
as she realised how ludicrous the whole
affair seemed to her sister's eyes. It was too
preposterously romantic. No wonder her
sister laughed heartily. She was amazed at
herself for having ever harboured a thought
of a stranger who did not desire to cultivate
her acquaintance. He could bave found her
out in Dublin, she felt sure, if he wished ;
and his excuse for calling might be to inquire
if Fionuala was anything the worse of the

fright she had had. He might have found a
thousand excusés or none. She had walked

next day with little Fionuala at the same
hour through the same street in hopes of
meeting him. :

Una was gratified that her commonsense
and sanity were returned to her,

Some little distance off she heard a whist-
ling she well knew, It was Conn’s.

“0, Conn,” said she, rising and going
towards him, “1 was very rude and un-
thankful to you last evening. Can you for-
give me "’

Conn could, and did, and taking her in
}lis arms he kissed her.

“Now,"” snid he, “it is all forgotten, I
was bitterly unhappy with the manner of
our meeting after your absence for so long,
I came abroad to ease my heated and
agonised brain, and was simply ' whistling
grief’ when you spoke to me.”

“And I came along here, too,” said she,
“because I ootld not sleep. The song of the
sea is soothing.’*

“It is,”’ assented Oonn; ‘‘and it must be
very aweet to those who live in big cities
like Dublin and have the
ever in their ears.”

“Ah, I wish I had never seen
Cénn,” said Una incautiously.

Conn was silent & moment, and his brow
darkened ; but Usa, being too much engaged
with her own thoughts, did not observe the
ugly frown. It was soon gone, however, and

ploasantly be rejsinehyc: AT

| Dublin,

- -

harsh noises for

—

“Ugh! You'll ston forget it, alahna.
Mrs. COryan and myseli yesterday, before I
st out for Foilduff, agreed that our mar-
riage should come off soon. O, Una, say it
shall be in a mouth or fvo from now!"

Una gave a slight start, but otherwise
retained her’ composure, as she answered :

““You are rather impatient, Conn, I fear.
Let us put it off till this time next year.
bowever.”

“Una, agradh, I am impatient—impatient
to have you as my own. Oh, you do not khow
how dearly I love you: how much I could

bear and dare for your sake!” -
“1 do, Conn,” said she absent-mindedly,
scarcely knowing what answer she gave.

CHAPTER TII.

“ "Tis eweet, with you beside me in & world of harvest
Eo

ERREENATRAGH lay |

picturesquely on an inlet

begun to atir itself—to
make iteelf known as a
summer watering place.
Visitors at
shyly, a8 well they
Derrecnatragh was practically un-

m;gh\, for

heard of ; had no hotel, no appearance of

modernity, and lay away from the beaten
track of the pleasupe-seckers. A few quiet,
somnolent people came, however ; next season
these were augmented by s group of skittish
damsels from a neighbouring large town, who
formed & laughing, merry party by them-
selves. They were joined by their boy friends
—their lovers probably—before their depar-
ture. Thus little by little, year by year,
Derresnatragh became known as a pleasant,
quiet summer resort for those in search of
health and relaxation. It obtained, in time,
its hotels and attractive boarding-houses, and
its regular system of car service during the
sea-bathing secason between it and Foilduff,
the nearest railway station.

A year had passed—a year of conflicting

|| emotions for Una Lavin., BShe had her mind

I

| His

made up to marry Conn Cassidy. Their
marriage-day was scarce a month away, There
was still a vague, disquieting unrest in her

breast. She loved vomn, shs thought; he

was warm-hearted. passably handsome, and
in evgry way estimable. Yet there it was—
this shadowy, ominous something that gave
her uneasiness. She wished she could define
it—allay it. She prayed for guidance and
tlearness of wnderstanding. What was to be
done! She'conld net put off Conn now; nor
could she ask for a prolongation of their en-

Una was in a fix, and to whom could she ap-
peal for assislance and direction, save to Him
who holds ovr little lives in the hollow of

is Hand. She prayed mnceasingly—it would
be as Ho willed it.

of the sea. It had of late |

first came |

— et i . i
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Terence looked into the emiling face and
asked very seriously; .

“You are her mother—are you not?”

“1 am her aunt,” ssid Unas.

A gutghdlightlhmin'l‘mu’squ.
He walked silently by Una's side till they
‘reached a rather awkward stile over & fence
that intercepted their path towards the sea.

*“ This,”” said he, as he jumped lightly over
the fence, “is a rather troublesome stile.

grase, and together they proceeded side by
side till the strapd was reached.

It was a glorious daoy. The sun shone
brilliantly, and a ecool, salty Lreeze fanmed
their faces. Una seated herself on a grassy
mound. Terenco sat there too. A

“I have,” said he, “often thought of you,
and have wondered if we should over meet
agein.”" 2

Oh, how her heart bounded with delight!
So, after all, he had thought of her. That
was all she wished to hear.

“1 have thought of you, too,” said she,
lowering her eyes and nervously plucking at
a wild flower; ““but why—oh, why—"

Ho looked quickly at her. = *“But why
what?” said be.

“Why did we not meet before my promise
was irrevocably given to another?" .

“Promise givan!’ he repeated after her
like 2 man in a dream.
'vocably to another!”
“Yes, yes—oh, my heart will break, Why

have you come now—why have you come!l’”

Bhe broke down and sobbed sloud. He made

e

" Promise given irre-.

T

|

no effort to sooths her; there was one be-
tween him and her—that other. She dried

| her tears and looked at him pitecusly. He

stood up, and courtecusly raising his hat,
just as he had done on that memorable occa-
sion in Dublin, said simply, as if it were a
matter of mere etiquette: °

*“Good morning—good morning!”"  Then
turning about he walked away and was soon
lost to might. Was ever a more consummate
blunderer, it may be asked, than ‘Terence
Horan! That he should on their first meet-
ing have called her Fionuala's mother, and

It.hst.oh their next coming face to face,

brought together by some divine or de-
moniacal agency—which?—he should have
been s0 scrupulously punctilious on a point of
honour.  Where was his much self-landed
philosophy now? Could it not come to his
aid with some plausible sophism, such as
“Love is more than homour ” or “ All's fair
in love”? Something like that would do.
She loved him—she admiited it. That shs
did not love *the othar’ followed. She had
promised to marry that other, however, and
he would not be the means of breaking a
solemm vow. It was a stern attitude to adopt,
but Terence Horan was a stern and rigidly
honourable man;

When he from view, poor
broken-hearted Una threw herself in bitter.
ness and agony of spirit on the ground and
cried like a child, ‘“ He has leit me to my
fate,” she sobbed; “he does not love me !

For many days Una was low-spirited, but
she gradually rallied. Her love for Conn
was now dead ; but how was she to break it
to him? Bhe would, she determined, live
dnglytﬂherlifon&.-——; but what was
the use of adding the proviso! The romance
had ended. Let it end!

Terence Horan was anxious to leave Der.
reenatragh immediately, but from day to day
he kept patting off the poiguant farewell.
He avoided Una: only once did he see her
some distance away. She walked about, aim-
lesely, taking pleasure in nothing. She had
told Conn that their marriage was Impos-
sible : it was a terrible ordeal. He suspected
something. Oh, what if he should ]
Terence ag his rival! She shuddered to think
of it. Bhe was, however, sure that Terence
was gone back to Dublin.

It was with thankf{ulness she accepted the
invitation one day soon afterwards of Thomas
MDonagh, a wealthy Irish-American, to go
with him for & sail in his yacht as far as
Boola (a neighbouring seaport) and back.
Bhe had permission to take a girl friend with
her, and joyfully all three set sail. The
morning was calm as they sped throngh the
still waters: just sufficient breeze blowing
to carry them pleasantly owt to sea. Still
ol people, who had spent their four and
four and a-balf score years hy the water's
edge, declared they did mot like the look of
the day and the occmsional angry curl of the
waves. Towards midday the sky became
overcast and the Wind rose. The sea
chmrned ; and many expressed their anxiety
for the eafety ql'a!e'lit.tlo yacht on its

- —— =
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Terence Horan was the first ta gtép into the
bod.,'buznomwishe'tﬁero_!hans

| strong hand was laid roughly on his shoulder,

and be found himself pailed head foremest
out again end flung into the beiling surf.

“ What's the meaning of this?’ said he, in
a towering rage.

“Meaning be blowed™ hissed his assailant,
and the blazing, angry eyes of Conn Cassidy
were riveted in his face, '‘ You won't go!"”

The omlookers were amazed. Terence
‘the attack for the time being, and erying to
the others who were about to accompany him
to make baste, that every moment was a
matter of death or life.

Again he was grasped by Comn Cassidy,
bat this time Terence hit out a smashing blow
that sent the infuriated Comn toppling back-
wards, his head coming against a stone in
the fall. By the time he had recovered con-
sclonsness the boat had pushed away. Young,
brave hearts sent her fearlessly against the
pnooming waves, only to be lost in a shower
of spray.  Encouraging shouts wers given
from the shore, but soon these were smothered

in the tumult of the ses. Slowly but surely

|the retcuers were nesring the distressed
vessel.  Terence, when within hailing dis-

. —— — -

~wnas

tancs, gave a loud shout. There was a
. joyous answer. He never felt so proud and
strong in his life; the elements were reduced
to nothmg in the immensity of his pre-
eminence. His comrades gave a heartening
cheer. But next moment a mountain-
wave hit the ill-fated vessel. She dis-
appeared ; there were screams, and then a
momentary silence, The supreme instant of
daring had come. Terence thought he saw ¢
white foam on the edge of a wave. He leared
towards it and, stretching out a hand, caught
what seemed a human form. By almost
superhuman efforts he managed to keep the
person he had saved above water till he

| reached the boat, where he discovered that

already ome of the crew of the wrecked
yacht lay unoonscions. A move was made
for shore. The lives of the two persons
rescucd depended on expadition, and there
| secemed no hope of rescuing the remainder of
| the crew. The saved were Thomas M‘Donagh,

| the owner of the yacht Maureen, and Una.

Lavin. So 'twas Una after all that Terence
had saved'! .

Una after a few ‘davs was ebread again—
a little paler, perhaps. Bhe was told who
her rescuer was, and felt ineflably happy.
She was told. too, of the altercation be-

tween Terence Horan and Conn, .
how,"” said her informang, ‘ poor Conn came
to be.drowned is not exactly known. It is
thought he attempted w overtake the boat
before she reached deep water but was un-

It was so, indeed, Conn met his death. He
raced into the tumultuous sea after the de-
parting rescue party—with what intent it is
hard to say. In charity it may be allowed
that, overcome with shame and remorse, he
desired to atone for his churlish oconduct
towards Terence Horan and to be counted
amongst the brave, :

Terence prolomged his stay in Derreena-
tragh. There was little to be said by way of
love-making between himeelf and Una; baot
it tock them many a long, long day and
mellow auvtomnal evening to sav it.

o —— C———

“ But

successiul in doing so and was drewned.”™'
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