ABBEVILLE PRESS AND B.

ANNER

-4

-

By J. Hartlev Manners

Sk Comedy of Youth Founded by M™Mr. Manners on His
Great Play of the Same Title—Illustrations
From Photographs of the Play

Copyright, 1913, by Dodd, Mead & Company

LHAPTER*XIX.
Peg and Jerry.
i> went haphazardly around the
meom examining everyt¥ing, sit-
sting in various kinds of chairs,
~on the sofu, smelling the How-
~xgwe 7rsd wherever she went Jerry fol-
[ Saer at 2 little distance.
“xipe —ou going to stay bere?”
~i<obe 1 will and mebbe 1 won't.”
=@ vour aunt send for you?”
“*%ilc, me uncle—me Uncle Nat."”
“<Jathariel Kingsnorth!" cried Jerry
iz =mascement.
E%=e modded.
- ~«Bvespin’ in his grave, poor man.”
=“%ey. then, you're Miss Margaret
W ormell 7
% zm. How did you know that?"

*“When tbhe strangeness wears off
vou'll be very bappy. You're among
friends.”

Peg shook her head and said bitter-
ly: “No, I'm not. They may be rela-
tions, but they're not me friends.”

He turned to Peg and sald:

“When they really get to know you,
Miss O'Connpell, they will be just as
proud of youu as your father is—as—I
would be.”

Peg looked at him {1 whimsical as-
tonishment: “You'd be? Why should
you be proud of me?"

*1'd be more than proud if yoa'd look
on me as your friend.”

“A friend is 1t7" cried Peg warily.
“Sure | don’t know who yon areatall,”
and she drew away from him. S8he

=T =was with your uncle when he Was on her guard. Peg made few

At
“iere ye?”
~*%%e.told me all about you.”

~g%E he? Well, I wish the poorman fer her his friendship and expect ber .
An® | wish he'd "a'jto Jump at it puzzled ber.

“wuf ihe' fived.

friends. Why this man calling him-
self by the outlapdish name of Jerry
should walk in out of nowhere and of-

Who

Ziwncut o us sooner—he with all his was be?

cxponey an’ me father with nove an' me
Fsg «oster's only child.”

izt dees your father do?"

W= $ook 1 deep breath and answer-
=% exsgerly. She was on the one sub-

% ‘gorit often cry,” she said.

‘esa gbout which she could talk freely

-—l sbe needed was a good listener. |

mrats strapge manp, unlike her aunt.
wygmeroad to be the very person to talk
ive a0 the one really vial subject to
ez, Bhe said breathlessly:

~Rupe me fatber can do anything at
vl —sxeept muake money. An" whben
Amcdoes make it he can't kape it. He
«~Heegn't (like it enough. Nayther do I
"$he'ae ruever had very much to like.
fiprr we've seen others around us with
pinierty, an, faith, we've bheen the hap-
} wiesmt—that we bhave.”

Bie.only stopped to take breath be
*hme on -she went again:

“There have been times when we've
Mweor ‘most starvin', but me fatber pev-
a7 gst bis pluck or bis spirits. Naythet
2%l 'l When times have been the
#/zeeiest I've pever heard au word of
« ygmaiaint from me father nor seen A
-=g%x on his face. An' I'm sick for
i gight of him. An' I'm sure he is
1*r mme—for his ‘Peg o' My Heart," as
Vore ~giways calls me.”

Sk« uncovered ber eyes as the tears
remi*zled down through her tingers.

-fidan't+do that,” he said softly as he
+24Y: “he ‘moisture start into his owu
TR,

= fod't often ery,” she said. “Me
hatger never made me dov it. | pever
;«swer fiim ery hut twice in his life—
vupee -when we made a little mopey an’
vxe< 'vad a mass sald for nie mother’s
s%scl ‘an' we had tbe most benutiful
ammrStes on'Our Lady's altar. He cried
wiwsz, ‘he did. An' when [ left him to

+zrcze here on the ship—an® then only
: 5 Che {ast minnit.”
ir = moment she went on again:

* =L evied meself to sleep that nizht. 1|

<55, An' many a night, too, on that
BTl

-£x' I wish I badn't come—that I
«%c. JZe's missin' me every minnit—an’
wr gaissin' him. 4n' 1I'm not goin’ to
M3 2ppy here ayther.

¢ don’t want to be a lady. An’ they
v wez't wake me one, ayther, if I can
| waiz . ‘Ye can't make a silk purse
ot -of a sow’s ear,’ that's what me

s cdother always sald. An' that's what

Tz, 1'm a sow's ear.”
‘5b2 stopped.
~'g¢ afraid I cannot agree with
> A
“&s looked up at bim and said in-
v §¥evently:
~4™at's what I am, I'm a sow's

wimes ", .
PO -~ SN .+ T il A

“Who are ye at all?” she asked.

“No one In partcular,” answered
Jerry between gasps.

“l can see that.” sald Peg candidly.
“I mean what do ye do?”

“Everything a little and notbing
really weil,” Jerry replied. “l1 was a
aoldier for awhlle; then 1 took a splash
at doctoring, read law, civil engineered
‘n South America for a year; now ['m
farmiog.”

“Farming?” asked Peg incredulously.

“Yes. I'm a farmer.”

Peg langhed us she lovked at the well
cut clothes, the languld manper and
2018y puise.

“It must be mighty bard on the land
and cattle to bave you farmin’ them,”
Abe said.

*It is,” ard he, too, laughed again.

She started np the staircase leading
to the manve rvomm,

Jerry called after bher anxiously:

“No, no, Miss O'Conpell! Don’t go
Uke that™

the stairs, “What will | get here but
to be laughed at an’ jeered at by a lot
of people that ure not Hit to even lovk
at me father? Who ure they, 1'd lke
to know, that | musmn't speak his name
in thelr presence?”

Suddenly sbe raised her band above
ber bead, and in the manner and tone

| of a public speaker she nstwounded Jer

| afther.

ry with the following outburst:

"Ap’ that's what the Irish are doin’
all over the wurrid. They're driven
ont of their own country by the Eng-
lish an' become wandberers on the
tace of the earth, apn' notbln’ they
ever earn 'll muke up to them for the
separation from their homes an' thetr
loved ones!” She tinisbed the perora-
tion on u high pote and with a forced
muanoer such as she bud frequently
heard on the platform.

She smiled at the astonished Jerry
and asked him:

*Do ye know what that 8%’

“]1 baven't the jeust ldes,” e an-
swered truthfully.

“That's out of one of me father’s
speeches. He father makes grand
speeches. He makes them in the cause
of Ireland.”

“0Oh, really! In the cause of Ire
land. eh?" said Jerry.

“Yes. He's been strogglin' all his
life tv make lreland free, to get ber
home rule, e know. But the English
ure so ignorant. They think they know
more than me father. If they'd do
whut me father tells them sure there'd
be no more throuble In Lreland at all.”

“Really?" sald Jerry quite interest-
edly.

“Not a bit of throuble. 1 wish me
father was here to explain It to ye.
He could tell ye the whole thing In a
vouple of hours. 1 wisb be were here
pow just to give you an example of
what fine speakin' really is. Dv you
like speeches?”

“Very much —sometimes,”
Jerry guardedly.

“Me father s wondberful on a plat-
form with a lot o' people in froot of
bim. He's wondberful. I've seen him
take two or three bundred people who
dido't know they bad a grievance in
the wurrld—the poor cratures—they
were just cootented to go on bein’
ground down an’ trampled on an’ they
not knowln' a thing about it—I've seen
me father take that crowd an' in five
minutes afther be bad started spekin’
to them ye wouldn't know they were
the same people. They were all shout-
in' at once, an' they bad murther in
their eye. an' it was blood they were
They wanted to reform some-
thin‘—they weren't sure what—but they

replied

| wanted to do it, an’ at the cost of life

| tell ye some more.

AMe father conld bave led them any-
where. 1t's a wonderful power he was.
Do ye like hearin' about wme father?”
she asked Jerry suddenly, in case she
was tiring bim.

Jerry hastened to assure her that he
was really most interested.

“Well, so long as yer not tired I'll
Ye koow | went
all through Ireland when 1 was a child
with me father in a cart. An' the po
lice an’ the constabulary used to fol-
low us about, They were very fricht-

A

“l wuost”” sald Peg from the top of | ment sbe became panie stricken. Bhe

ened Of Mme fataer. tuey vere.
were grand days for me.
lish. mebbe?” sbe asked him soddenly.

*l am,” said Jerry. He almost felt
inclined to apologize.

“Well, sure that's not your fanit. Ye
enuldn't help it No one should boild
that against ye. We can't all be born
Irish.”

“Im glad you look at It so broad
mindedly,” ssid Jerry.

She stood restlessly a moment, ber
hands beating each other alternately.

“] get so lonesome for me father,”
she said.

Suddenly, with a tone of definite re-
solve in ber voice, she started to the
stairs, calling over ber shoulder:

“I'm goin’ back to him now. Good-

Auey

by!lu

Jerry followed her, pleading insist-
ently:

“Wait' Please wait!"

She stopped and looked at him:

“Give ©s one moonth's trial—one
month!™ bhe urged. *It will be very
little out of your life, an' 1 promise
you your tather will not suffer through
it except In losing you for that ome
little month. WWill youn? Justa month?”

He spoke go earnestly and seemed
so sincerely paloed and so really coo-
cerned at her pgoing that she came
down a few steps and Jooked at him
irresolutely.

“I¥hy do you want me to stay?” she
asked bim.

“Becanse—because your Jate uncle
was my friend. It wans hls last wish
to do something for you. WIill you?
Just a month?”

She struggled with the desire to go
away from all that was so foreign and
distasteful to her. Then she looked at
Jerry and realized, with something akin
to a feeling of pleasure, that be was
pleading with her to stay and dolng it
in snch a way as to suggest that It
mattered to him. She had to admit to
herselt that she rather liked the look
of him. He seemed bonest, even
though be were English, Afrer all, to
run away now would look cowardly.
Her fatbher wonld be ashamed of ber.
This stuckup family would laugh at
her. Instantly she made op her mind.

She would stay. Turning to Jerry,
she said:

“All right, then. I'll stay—a month
But not any more than a month,
though.”

“Not nnless yon wish It.”

“I won't wish it—I promise ye that.
One month ’ll be enough in this house.”

“] am glad you're going to stay.”

“Well, that's a comfort, anyway.
Some one 'll be pleased at my stayin".”

CHAPTER XX.

A Real Friend.
DOOR slammed loudly in the dls
tance us Peg talked to Jerry

Peg distinetly heard ber aunt's
volce and Algric’s. In & mo

made one bound for the top stairs and
gprang up them three At a time. Al
the top she turped and warned him:

“Don’t tell any one e saw me."”

“] won't,” promised the astonished
young man.

But their secret was to be short lived.

As Peg turned Ethel appeared at the
top of the stalrs, and as she descended,
glaring at Peg, the unfortunate girl

A Door Slammed Loudly In the Dis-
tance as Peg Talked to Jerry.

went down backward before ber. At
the same moment Mrs. Chichester and
Alaric came in through the door.

They all greeted Jerry warmly.

Mrs. Chichester was particalarly
gracloas.

“So sorry we were out. You will
stay to lunch?"

“It is what 1 came for,” replied Jer
ry heartily. Ee slipped his arm
through Alaric’s and led him up to the
windows.

*“Why, Al, your cousin i1s adorablel”
he said enthusiastically.

“What!" Alaric gasped, in bhorron
“You've met her?’

“Indeed 1 have. And we had the
most delightful time together. 1 want
to see a great deal ot her while she's

rvs CIWe ymeny Irvw vemuu o

Ye're Eng- newel post, ‘where she had been prac. so sorry if I've offended youn. Let us

tically hidden, and went straight to
Jerry and, smiling up at him, ber eyes
. dancing with amusement, sald:

| “So am I starvin’ too. I've not had
a bite since 0."

“Allow me” and Jerry offered her
his arm.

Mrs, Chichester quickly interposed.

“My niece Is tired after her journey.
She will lunch in ber room."

“Qh, but I'm not a bit tired,” ejacu-
lated Peg anxiously. “I'm not tired
at all, an’' I'd much rather have lunch
down here with Mr. Jerry.”

The whole family were aghast.

Ethel looked indignantly at Peg.

Mrs. Chichester ejaculated, *What?"

Alarie, almost struck dumb, fell back
upon “Well, ] mean to say!”

“And you shall go in with Mr. Jer-
ry,” said that young gentleman, slip-
ping Peg's amn through bis own. Turn-
ing to Mrs. Chichester, he asked her:
“YWith your permission we will lead
the way. Come, Peg,” and be led ber
to the door and opened it

Peg lcoked up at him, a roguish light
dancing in ber big, expressive eyes.

“Thanks. I'm not so sure about that
wager of yoars. [ think yer life is
safe. 1 want to tell ye ye've saved
mine.,” She put one hand gently on
her little stotoach and cried, *'1 am so
bungry me soul is hangin' by a
thread."

Laughing gayly the two new found
friends went in search of the dining
room.

“Disgraceful™ ventured Ethel

“Awful!" snid the stunned Alarie.

“She must be taken in hand atonce!”
came in firm tones from Mrs. Chiches-
ter. *“She must never be left alone
pgain. Come quickly before she can
disgrace us aoy further today.”

The days that followed were never
to be forgotten ones for Peg. Her na-
ture was in continual revolt. The
teaching of her whole lifetime she was
told to correct. Everything she sald,
everything she looked, everything she
did was wrong.

Tutors were engaged to prepare her
for the position she might one day en-
joy through her dead uncle's will
They dld not remain long. She show-
ed either marked incapacity to acquire
the slightest veneer of culture—else It
was pure willfulness.

The only gleams of rellef she bad
were on the ocecasions when Jerry vis-
fted the famlly. Whenever they could
avoid Mrs. Chichester’'s watchful eyes
they would chat and laugh and play
like chilclren,

Her letters to her father were at
first ver7 bitter regarding her treat:
ment by the family. Indeed, so resent-
ful did tbey become that her father
wrote to her in reply urging ber, }t she
was 80 unbappy, to at once return to
him on the n2xt steamer. The month
she bad promised to stay was drawing
tu an end. But one more day remain-
ed. It was tc bea memorunble one for
Peg.

Jerry bad endeavored at variouX
times to encoarage her to study. One
day be gave her a large, handsomely
bound volume and asked her to read
it at odd times and he would examine
her in it when she had mastered its
contents. She opened it wonderingly
and found it to be “Love Stories of
the World.”

It became DPeg’s treasure. She kept
it hidden from every ooe in the hous.
She made a cover for it out of a pleve
of cloth, so that no ope could see the
ornate binding. She wonld read it ¢
night in n’er room, by day out in the
fields or by the sea. The book was a
revelation to her. It gave all her im-
ngination full play. Tlrough its pages
trended a stately procession of kingy
and queens—Wagnperian beroes and
heroines, Shukespearean creatons, me-
lodious in verse, and conntless vthers.

All through the month Christian
Brent was 3 frequent visitor. 1f Peg
only despised the Chichesters she post
tively loathed Brent. Peg was walt
ing for a really good chance to find out
Mr. Brenot's real character. The op
portunity came.

trial month Peg was lying face down-
ward on a sofa reading her treasure
when she became conscious of some
one being in the room watching ber.
She started op In a panle, instinctively
hiding the bovk behind her. She found
Brent staring down at her in open ad-
miraton. Something In the intentness
of his gaze caused her to spring to bet
feet.

“The book must be absorbing.
What is it7' he asked.

Peg faced him, the book clasped In
both of) her hands behind her back.
her eyes flashing and ber heart throb
bing.

“You mustn't be angry, child. What
is it, eh? Something forbidden?' and
he leered knowlingly at ber. Then he
made a quick snatch at the book, say:
ing, “Show it me!l”

Peg ran across the room and, turn:
ing up a corner of the carpet, put the
book under it, turned back the carpet.
put her foot determinedly on it and
turned again to face her tormentor.

Brent went rapidly across to her
The insticet of the chase was quick in
his blood.

“A hiding place, eh? Now you make
me really curfous. Let me see.” Hé
agaln made a movement toward the
hidden book.

Peg clinched both of her hands intu
little fists and glared at Brent, while

here.”
“You're joking?” remarked Alaric|
cautiously. |
“Not at all. She hag the frank, hon- |
est grip on life that 1 llke better than
anything in mankind or womankind.
She has made me a convert to home
rule already.”
The luncheon goug sounded in the
distance. Alaric hurried to the door.
*Come along. every one! Lunch!"
“Thank goodness!” cried Jerry, join-
= ki@ o slarcine. -

her breath came in quick, sharp gasps.

“] love spirit!” cried Brent.

Then he looked at ber charming
dress, at her stylish coiffure, at the
simple spray of fowers at ber breast.
He gave &n ejaculation of pleasure.

“What a wonderful change in a
month! You roost certainly would nof
be sent to the kitchen mow. Do you
know you have grown Into a most at-
tractive young lady? You are really

delightful apery. Apd you. 8re 8DEXY: .ourt only by way of the federal 'tions as to the law of the case.
L]

On the night of the last day of the|

a‘l't‘_ﬂ—t_y_l.lll".“_.lhu Il e, Tus 4 o
kiss and be friends.” He tried to take
Ilu:r in his arms. Peg gave him a re-
isounding box on the err. The door
opened, apd Etbel came into the room.

Peg hurried out through the win-
dows,

Brent turned to Etbel.

“My dear!™

Ethel looked coldly at bim.

“Why did she run away?

Brent smiled easily and confidently:

“]I'd surprised one of her secrets,
and she flew luto a temper.

“Secrets?’ was all Etbel said

“Yes. See)” He walked across to
the corner and turned back the carpet
pnd, kneellng down, searched for the
book, found it and held it up trium-
phantly, “Here!" He stood up and open-
ed the book and read the title page:

**Love Storfes of the World' *To
Peg from Jerry.' Obo!" cried Mr.
Brent. “Jerry! Eh? No wonder she
didn't want me to see it! ‘Jerryl So
that's how the land lles! Romantic
little child:”

Ethel locked steadily at him.

“Why don't you go after her?" and
she nodded in the direction Peg bad
gone.

“Ethel!” he cried, aghast.

“She is new and has all the virtuea,”

“] assure you”— he began. “Really—
Ethel"—

“Were you ‘carried away' again?
she sneered.

“Surely you're not jealons—of a—a—
child ?"

“No. [ don't think it's jealousy,”
said Ethel slowly.

“Then what is it?"

“Disgust!” Sbe shrugged ber shoul-
ders contemptuously. “Now | under-
stand why the scullery 18 sometimes
the rival of the drawing room. The
love of change!”

He turned away from her.

Ethel watched him quietly.

“(Chris, come here!"

He turned to ber.

“There! It's all over!
have been a little hard on you.”
held out her hand.

“My nerves have been rather severe-

1 suppose 1
She
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REPORT FROM AMBASSADOR OF
UNITED STATES ON STEAMER
ARMENIAN.

Score of Americans

Among the Dead

Steam Freighter Carrying Load of
Mules From America to Be Used in
War Was Sunk by German Subma-
rine—Captain Refused to Hnltt'
Dropped Shell in Engine Room.
Washington, July 1.—The Armen-

ian was engaged on admiralty busi-

ness when sunk, Ambassador Page of

London, reported to the state depart-

ment today that he had been so in-

formed by the British admiralty of-
ficials. =

Consul Armstrong at Bristol today
reported to Ambassador Page that 21
of the 29 men lost with the Armenian
were Americans. Previous lists gave
only 20 Americans.

The ambassador’s dispatch gave no
furtier details for the state depart-
ment's consideration of the incident.
Ambassador Page said as the Arme-
nian carried no passengers presum-
ably all the Americans lost were
members of the crew. It is pointed
out here that Americans seeking
cheap transportation frequently tra-
vel such ships as passengers, although
signed as members of the crew.

Was Told to Surrender.
Avonmouth, England, July 1,—Ele-

on. "Put a mongrel into a kennel of
thoroughbreds and they will either de-
stroy the intruder or be in a continual |
condition of unsettled, Iirritated- intol-
crance, That is exactly my condition.”

Brent sat beside ber and said softly:

“Then I've come In time?"

Ethel smiled.

“So did 1, didn't 17" and she indl
cated the window through which Peg
ran after assaulting Brent

“Don't! Please don't!” he pleaded.

“Very well,” replied Ethel compla-
cently, “I won't.”

“I'm sorry, Chris,” remarked Ethel
finally, after some moments had pass-
ed. "A month ago it wouldn't have
mattered so much. Just now—it does.
It's been horrible here.”

“A month of misery for me, too,” re-
plied Brent passionately.

“I'm golng awar—out of it. Tomor-
row!" he added. *“To Petersburg—
Moscow—Siberia"—

“Oh, the cold places! She paused,
then asked. “Golng alone?™ He whis-
pered almost into-ber ear:

“Unless some one—goes with mel
Will—you—go¥' And he walited breath- .
lessly. ,

She thought a moment. looked at
him again and sald quietly, “Cbris, [
wish I'd been bere when you called—
instead of that—brat.”

o

(To be Continued.)

SHAKE HANDS WITH HALF
THE VOTERS OF GEORGIA

Clifford Walker New Attorney Gen-
eral of Georgia, Has Set a New
Record in Whirlwind Campaign-
ing.

Atlanta, July 1.—One of the prom-
inent figures at the state house under
the new administration is Hon. Clif-
ford Walker of Monroe, Georgia, who
has succeeded Hon. Warren Grice as
attorney general.

Mr. Walker made one of the most
remarkable campaigns ever under-
taken in Georgia. He visited prac-
tically every county in the state,
from Rabun Gap to Tybee Light, and
is said to have shaken hands person-
ally with more than one-half of the
voters of Georgia, a feat probably
never before accomplisned by any-
body in so short a time.

While one of the youngest men
who has ever run for or been elected
to an important state house office in
Georgia, he has an established and
proven ability as a lawyer.

BECKER REPRIEVED
BY GOV. WHITMAN

Albany, N. Y., July 1.—Gov. Whit-

man today granted Charles Becker

ithe former New York police lieuten-
‘ant under sentence of death, a re-
prieve until July 26.

The governor said he would take
no further action in the case than the
granting of the reprieve. This means
'that if the United States supreme
court does not interefre, Becker will
have to die.
| Before Highest Court.
| Washington, July 1—According to
| precedents available here, the Becker
"case could come before the supreme

ly tried this past montb,” Ethel went jVen

_‘right by the torpedo.

‘Americans, among 19 members
of the crew who lost their lives in
the sinking of the Leyland line
freignt steamer by a German subma-
rine off Cornwall Monday. Some
members of the crew were killed out=
The Armenian
was carrying 1,422 mules from New-
port News to Avonmouth for the
French army and had a crew of 72
and 96 muleteers.

The man at the wheel first sighted
the submarine, which overhauled the
freighter and circled near and tae
German commander ordered the Ar-
menian’s captain to surrender. The
Armenian’s skipper tried to evade the”
submarine, but the latter dropped a
shell into the steamer’s engine room,
stopping the engines. The Armenian
then surrendered. Lifeboats were
lowered, the crew and some 70 mule-
teers, mostly Americans, scrambled
into the boats, As one boat was be-
ing lowered, a submarine shell cut
the ropes and the occupants were
spilled and presumably drowned. Five
of the boat’s survivors escaped. The
Armenian then sank. 4

The survivors rowed until Tuesday
morning, when a steam trawler
landed them here.

President Declines to Comment

Cornish, New Hampshire, July 1—
President Wilson declined to com-
ment today on the loss of American
lives on the Armenian. The presi-
dent is awaiting complete details.

courts in New York, where a consti-
tutional question would first have to
be raised. Then, either the federal
court in New York or Justice Hughes
who has charge of that circuit, might
certify that there was ground for re-
view on a constitutional question.

So {ar as is known, the mere appli-
cation for review would not act as a
stay of execution.

GERMAN METHODS IN
THE DUTCH FORK
(Yorkville Enquirer.)

Judge Frank B. Gary at Lexington,
last Saturday, signed an order:
granting a new trial in a case against
a fertilizer company, in which the
plaintiff was given the full amount
asked for, $250, unless the “plaintiff
shall within ten days after notice of
the order remit upon the record all
of the verdict except $32.75.” In
granting the motion Judge Gary said
in part:

“A motion in the above entitled
case having been noted by the defen-
dant, and upon consideration of
same it appears to the court that the
jury disregarded the instructions of
the court, as to the measure of dam-
ages, for the size of the verdict can
be aceounted for on no other ground
than that the jury was carried away
by the eloquence of the plaintiff’s
uttorney.”

It is eruel for Judge Gary to use
an asphyxiating shell like this on
rloquence that puts a jury to  sleep
while his honor is giving his instruc-




