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THE CAT

The little whitewashed court-

house was open to the rainm, the
wind and the world generally, It
was petty sessions day in  Bally-
carney. On the magistrate's desk
lay the record-books, ready for m-

spection.  Curious persons began
to peer through the door to sce if
their honors the justices had yet
arrived. A few settled themselves
down upon the benches,

A smart dog-cart whirred into
Court street and drew up before
the door. Thence descended Cafiyn,
the R, M., greeted by a salute
from Sergeant McShane., Cafin
was an Englishman -~ or, at Jeast,
an Irishman educated in Fugland.
He had an interesting lver, and a
sublime ignorauce of the ways and
wiles of Upper Ossory, The liver
was due to India; the ignorance to
training. The sub-inspector came
next, a smart young man who
had failed for Sandhurst, but was
an exccllent judge of a horse. “then
the local justices arrvived. Haitopp,
who .was a D. L., thanks to Iis
ancestor, the fartier in Dutch Wir-
liam’s army; 0'Caruey, who wher-
ited a very smail portion of the
Balijcarney  cstate, and Dae
Cheevers, whom a paternal yovern-
ment had dubbed *J.P.” because
he had a snug fartn oud shouted
the war-cry of “Tim Healy abool®
‘These, with Caffyn, R. M., were
the “bench"” — a bet-h of many
colors,

The blue pages of the record
books rustled as Hartopp took the
chair, with O'Carney on his right,
anad the R. M. in the position tra-
ditionally ascribed to the bad an-
gel. Dan Cheevers found a seat
somewhere in the rear, where a
map of Ardcarney Barony hung
next to the printed statutes of the
shooting of game.

Then the priseners began to file
in through a side door, escorted by
several strapping members of the
Roydl Irjsh Nods and mysterious
signs passed between the woebe-
gone group of ment and women and
their friends on the “‘vee side” of
the failing. " Here a lawbreaker
wonld lift five fingers, or ten, as
the ¢ase might be, while an an-
swering signai would be sent back
irom the occupant of a distant

“pench, and the prisoser rendered
happy or disconsolate according to
Ahe nature ‘of the reply. Or a muchs
‘bandaged cufferer, seeing his cne-
my in_the throng, would flash
toward hirit a muaignant glance
{rom his still uninjured optic, only
{0 receive in return a grin of de-
fiance,

The doctor and the cleth of the
peace came in together, the former
from a damp round of red tickets,
the lutter from his hoine, which
was seven Itish tniles across the
moutitains, Then somebody ban-
daged the door so that the rain
could only spit through a broken
window pane, and the wind whin-
ed insultingly down the chimney.
The court was open. The blindfold-
ed goddess fingered her~scales.

“The Crown versus Judith Mul-
lally,” remarked the-clerk of the
peace ds he fitted one of his own
particular brand of nibs into a
rusty penholder, “Judith Mullally,
come forward.” i

There was no answer. In the
court-room people looked &c each

, other, wondering who “Judith Mul-

lally"” might be.

tom the bench 0'Camey leaned
over and whispered something to
the clerk, The latter smiled, and in
a londer tone summoned *“Judy
Gorman,” ’

‘Ivymiediately the knot of prison-
ers parted, and a wretched  little
woman, hollovrcheeked and clad in’
rags, darted forth with a police-
man din pursuit, )

Caftyn, R, M., brought his hairy
fist down with'a bang upon the
desk.

#Here, I sayl™ he spluttered,
“what's the meaning of this? Who
the deuce is this woman?"

“This is Judy Gorman, Caffyn,”
observed  O'Carney, smiling}iy.
“‘Have you never heard of Judy
Gorman?’

MThen let Judy Gorman go back
to-her place,” snarled the R. M.
“The woman named on the charge’
sheet is one Judith Mullally, — ~

There was a distinct titter in the
court. .

“Well, you see, Caffyn,” explain-;
cd-O'Carney, “we-have many queer
customs in «Upper Ossory. One of
them is thot a married woman re-
tains her maiden name after mdr-
riage. Now Judy Gorman's late
husband was -one Kyran Mullally,
s0_the sergeant there wishing 1o
summon ‘her legally and not more
Ossoriense, put:her down in the
chiarge sheet as *Mrs. Judith Mul-
lally:’ T don't-belicve any onein the
Jbarony could guess who ‘Judith
Mullally’ was without doing a lit-
tle hard -thinking, for Kyran has
‘beeh dead these twenty. years.”

#Tenty .ycar. an’ three months
‘cote-viext ‘Al 'Souls’, your honor,"
wailéd" ‘the oice. of  the. prisoner.

B

“Iwenty year an’ three months
since Kyran, God rest him, went to
heaven. An' 'tis seventeen ycar and
a week simce Hartopp pulled the
roof over my head-'"

Silence, woman!' shouted Caf-
iyn. “This is an extraordmary ira~
vesty of justice, The prisoner 1s
first sumioned here under an il-
legal name, and then allowed to
talk in  this munner, Mr. Chair-
man—'"

But Hartopp had -isen from nis
chair. Ie was a slow man, Har-
topp, but not an unkindly one,

I shan't abjdicate m  this
case,” he said. “The prisoner was
formerly my uncle’'s tenant, Wil
you take my place, O'Carney?"

The change was effected, and the
cose against Judy Gorman, other-
wise Mrs, Judith Mullally, began.

The policeman tohi his story.
Judy Gorman had been “at it
again,” he declared. On the pre-
vious evening she had lighted a
bonfire on the knock of Stracashel,
part of the property of Mr. Har-
topp. Tim Casey, who held the
farm, had warned her off, but she
refused to go, alleging that it was
her own house, and she had a right
to be there,

“'Housel" interrupted Caflyn, R.
A; “who said auythinb anout a
house? Is there a house on the hill
of Stxacashel?”

No; there was nathing there now
but a pile of stones, There had
been a small farmhouse once, the
policeman believed, but Mr. Har-
topp had torn it down. The farm-
house had belonged to Judith Gor-
man and her husband, Kyran Mul-
lally. The widow had been evicted
for non-payment of rent.

“Qho!’ cried Caffyn, ‘'so that
not satisfied with trespassing, she
was also illegally attempting to
occupy premises from which she
had been evicted?"

“Ves, sir; dnd, of course, the bon-
fire brought a sluagh of the peo-
ple from the hills around. And
when I° came, Judy — er -~ the
prisoner was talkin' to the crowd.”

“Unlawful assembly, and incite-
ment to commit gn offense,' grunt-
ed Cafiyn,

Mz, Hartopp,” went on the police-
man, “and when I started to take
her she ups with a big door-key
and says t¢ mel ‘Takeme if ye
ddre; ye long-legged pecler with
the harp on your buttohs and the
lie in your heart. Take me if you
dare,” she says, “or I'm in 'ty
house and the door's locked, and
I've got the key.”

“What on earth did the creatiire
mean by that?" demanded Caffyn.

“Fath, I'm hot sute, sir; but she
shook the big door-key in my face,
all the way back to the police-bar-
rack. And when I brought uer be-
fore Mr. O'Carney that night, %o
tcll me to give her the key back. '

Cafiyn looked reproachfully at-the
chairman,  Perhaps this mysteri-
ous door-key was some secret sym-
bol — some mystic .token by which
rcbel feeling was to be stimulated
in those wild uplands of the heights
of Ireland.

d““’here is the key now?" he ask-
ed.

“Where is it, inagh?’* answered
the voice of Judy; no longer -low
and wailing but shrill as a bag-
pipe on a fair day. *Where is it,
but here?”

And she irew from under her old
gray shawl g large Xey of the kind
used in locking Ballycarney doors—
when any one troubled to look
them at all.

“Hand it up here,” commanded”
Cuflyn.

“Indeed, and I'll not. Sure ‘tis
Lctﬁng Hartopp into my house ye'd

e

“1 think, Cafiyn, there's no necd
to take the key from her, put in
the quiet voice of O'Carney. “The
key really docs nobody any harm
# # ¢ Now, Molyneaux' (this to the
policeman), “anything more against.
Judy?"

““No rhore, your honor."

0'Camcy turned to his fellow-
magistrates. “Well, what shall we
say?" he askrd.

At this the eyes of Caffyn, R, 3.,
grew large and round.

"Goodness me, O'Carney,” he
whispered, ‘“you've omitted the
prisoner’s defence.” .

0'Carney turned to his fellow
magistrate. “We need not bother
ahout-that,” said he,

“Need — not — bother — about
- that! * * * But God bless 1y
soul; we wouldn't dare tu do such
things even i Indja * * * Of dourse’
I agree with vyou that amdtters.
wowd be expected if we could.give
her a month or so at once, but
really — really, our plain duty de-
mands that we hear her.”

“Oh, very well; if you insist » » #
Lawson, will you swear Judy?"

The clerk rose, and handed a
Douay version of the Bible to the
prisoner. *

“You solemnly swear,” he -re-
peated, ‘‘that what evidence you
are ‘Aboutz.to g‘wein this gase“s_(dl

R . e . .

v A .,

“She was cursin' Tim Casey and |

R. M.
J-modern history?”

Jsent word that'if I didn't pa
thret twelve months' due, he’d put
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be the truth, the whote truth, and
nothing but the truth. So help
you, God. Kiss the hook. Not
your thuwmb, do you mind, but the
book."

“Arcal, Master Tom, I kissed
the book maay's the time for your
father, when ye were a gossoon —
and 'tis the same ould book, too,
by the same token”

“Phat will do now, Judy,” said
0'Carney. ““The resident magis,
trate wants to hear what defenee
you have to make. Tell him your
:ﬁt?‘!‘y; it scems hie has never heard

Judy Gordon loohed curiously at
this man who had never heard her
story. Almost everyone in Upper
Ossory knew it by heart. liven
the new curate, kindhearted as he
was, had refused to hear her week-
ty confession uunless shie refrained
from rchearsing that old, old tale.
Yet here was ove who, so far from
declining to  listen, was actually
anxious to be infortmed on the sub-
jeet, Judy's worn and wrinkled
face ht up; her sunken eyes beaed
on Cafiyn,

“And sure 'tis the fine, handsome
man he is, too,” she said, “A
dacint gintleman, I'll be hound,
that listens. to the poor widow
wotnan."

“Don’'t blarney me, prisoticr"
snapped Caflyn, "but your evidence
quickly, And remember you're un-
der oath.”

“P've see this key, veur honor?"
asked Judy. “Well, that's the key
to my own door at home. That's
the key to my neat little cottage
on the knock o' Stracashel. Divil
a soul goes across that threshold
without my leave. Scvented.
years ago I lovked the door with
this sante key; and all the spawn
o' Cromwell can't open it.

“Don't look impatient, your hon-
or. Sure I'm tellin' ye all about
it. . . . When I married
Kyran Mullally, I bought him the
house and furniture. Kyran was a
cripple, and could do no work
hardly; but sure I worked for the
both of us. Still we were very
poor; and we xnever saw meat from
one year's end to the other, And
then the gorsoon came; and there
were three mouths to feed—"

+Oh, I say! Cut it short,” cried
Cafiyn, But Judy Gorman had a
fair start; and it would have taken
the parish priest himself to stop
her now.

“T'here were threc to feed, your
honor, agra,” she continued; *and
Hartopp was . hammerin’ for his
rint by day and by night. Not the
Hartopp that sits over there: be-
yant, behind his big black Irish
Times; but his father. We paid, as
long as we could; but when the
cow and Kyran died in the same

month {and that was twenty years |

ago)—"
tGood Lord!" exciaimed Caffyn,
“Can't you give us some

*.\ye, your honor. Sure I will,
that same, . . . . Well, when
the cow and Kyron died, *twas the
black poverty entirely, And ould
Hartopp, bad luck to him, kept on
hamsherin® at the door, and tnysclf
kept on workin’, and the gorsoon
kept ont eatin' ahd growin.' At
last sevetiteen yeats ago Hert(l;;p
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me out on the road. So I took
down the stockin', sould the pig,
and that made nigh on to two
years' rint. That was a= I tell ye,
seventeen year und a week—"

With a gesture of despair, Cafiyn
threw himself back in his chair.

“—Seventeen year .and a week
ago," went on Judy Gormen, “The
money was bekind the Blessed Vir-
gin's ~ picture over the bed, and
Hartopp's bailiff was to come for
it in the mornin.' But, sure, your
honor, when mornin' came, the
cash was all gone, and the gorsoon
was gone with it.”

“In other words.her precious son
took the rent money and decamp-
ed,’ exclaimed O'Crrney to the
weary Caflyn. Caffyn merely sigh-

ed; for Judy Gorman seemed worse

thun an Indian lver,
“And who had a better right to
take the money, vour honor? Sure

‘wasn’t he master to the house, and

ali that was in it? When Har-
topp's agsnt advised me to set the
geeler after the gorsoon, I tould
im to go to the divil for a dirty
scamp. Then they came around io
put me on the road. Qho! says I;
ye'll never get into this house, ye
blackguardly Cromwellian grah.
alls,  This house belongs to iy
son, Daniel Jeremiah Mullally; and
divil a soul goes through the door
till the gorsoon comes back to
give him leave. So I took the key
~—this same big key, your honor,
and, when I see the peelers’ caps
in the boreen, Y gave it a twist in
the lock., The boult shot to, and,
faith, it never shot back since.
*Down the horeen I goes, and
Hartopp's agent says: ‘We're

comin’ to take possession of the

cottage, Judy.,' So I took the key
:pd shook it under the nose of
im,
hold o' my son's house, says -I,
for I've got .the key o' the door.
And he didn’t. Sure they had to
set fire to the thatch and bresk in
the walls with crows and picks.
But I went up to the top of the
knock; and sat laughing at them.

“They, tell me that ould Hartopp
gave the ground.to Tim Casey, the
gombeenman, But sure there's no
right or justice in that, your hon-
ar, for the land belongs to the gor-
soon, and the gorsoon has the
money in his pocket to pay for it.

So wanst in a while I go and light
& fire'on the hearthstone to warm

N
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Ye'll never cross the thres-.

the house again Daulel Jeremiah

| Alultaliy—""

“Daniel  Jereminh—what?"  ex-
elaimed Cafiyn, R. M., sitting up
m his chair at the second repeti-
tion of that name,

“Danic} Jeremiah Mullally, your
honor; my own dacint boy, that
only took the cash that was his by
right, and went away from his
poor ould mothur Judy—"

“[ike the dirty scoundrel he
was!”—and the hands of Cafiyn,
R. M., came down with a furious
bang.  “Danicl Jeremiah Mullally
indced! I thought there was sotne-
thing familiar “in the infernal ruf-
fian’s name.”

The court woke up. It usually
fell asleep when Judy Gorman was
well started in her story, but on
this occasion it woke up with o
vengeance, O'Carncy turned round
in his chair confident that the R.
M. had been driven suddenly crazy.
Iartopp put down the Irish
Tues. 7The hands of the police
flew to their side armns.

“Dan .1 Jereminh  Mullally!™
roared Caffyn, “What d’ye tell e
Dantel Jeremiah Mullally did?"

“Did, your honor? Sure ke only
took the few pounds that were hus
by rights, and—""

“And left nis mother to be
thrown out of house and home. An
thrown out of Louse and home.
And went and enhsted at Temple-
tiore, when the money was spent
in drink. And was iy servant
from the day that his time expir-
ed to the day that I kicked him
out for stealing, And started a
sailor's den in Calcutta — the low-
est, vilest hole that cver man was
knifed in. And sent for me when
the black death was on him, and
hie dared trist neither man nor wo-
tman under his roof. And told me
all that this poor creature at the
bar has told, and plenty more.
Those are a few of the things that

fore I brought himm a priest that
day and beld the door shut against
a howling 1aob while ho made his
peace with God.”

Judy Gorman's brows were knit-
ted. She was trying hard to un-
derstond what he meant, this big,
red-faced man with the blustering
voice, At last she smiled:

“I'm thinkin' ye know the gor-
soon, your honor,” she said, *Mu-
sha, how is he, anyhow; and when
will he he after comin’ honie?*

Cafiyn, R, M., put his hand over
his eyes for a minute,

Then he said, speaking very
slowly: *“Your son is better than
he ever was in all his life, And he
has sent you home a message. MM
you come up to Mr. O'Carney's
this afternoon, I shall give it to
you.!

Judy Gorman faced round to all
those who sat on the benches; and
not one in the <rowd could louk
her straight in the face, auv more
than they could in the face of
Father Phelan, when he preached
‘of a Sunday morning. Aund every
one kiew that Father Phelan was
a saint,

“Glory be to God; didn't T tell
ye alily” she cried. ¢Didn't 1 say
to ve all that the gorsoon would
remetnber his ould mother? Where
are the ones now that wouldn't
listen? He sent a message to his
mother, d'ye hear? And next sum-
mer, mavbe, he'll be coming home
to his own house on the knock he-
yast, Aw’ ye'll ail cry, ‘God save
ye, Daniel ~Jéremiah{' and ‘Wel-
come back, avick!’” But I'm the
only one can let him into his
house; for 'tis e that has the key
o' the door."”

And she lifted-the great duor-
key heavenwards as a token to ail.

Caffyn, R. M., roso-from his
chair.” “I'm going into the con-
sulting-room, gentlemen,* he said.
“will you do me the favor of join-
ing me there?” .

O'Carney paused for a momont
to remand the prisoner in the case
of the Crown versus Mullally.
‘When he rejoined his brother mag-
istrates in the little bare room be-
hind the courthouse, Cafiyn was
speaking excitedly.

_ “The besgars’ were hammering
at the door, but I kept my back
against it. At last the priest made
me & sign, and I tip-toed over to
the bed. ‘Bend down, Cuptain
Cafiyn,’ said the ptiest; ‘this poor,
tepentant sinner has-something to
tell vou' So down I bent, and
Mullally began whispering in .my
ear, ‘There’'s 150 British sover-
eigns in the isathers of the pil-
low,' he said. “Yhere's 700 rupees
in the Jining of the mattress, Give
the rupees:in charity, but send the
soveteigns back to my mother in
Ircland that I told you about. Her
name is—.! But before he could
get out her name there was a rush
of blood to his lips, and he died.

-+ When I went-out to look there
wasn't.a soul about the place, ex-
cept the old Chinaman that had
his tongue cut out. We:sent the
Chinaman for a conveyance, and
I carried the dead body of Daniel
Jeremiah Mullallv, together with

own hotuse, The body had decent
burial; the poor of  Calcutta got
the 700 rupees, and the :50 sover
¢igns are now deposited in the
bank of Kilmore., That was the
first and last time that Danicl
Jeremiah Mullally had ever spoken
lt_m‘t'h since he had *learned- how to
je.
"“So poor old Judy i n
heiress,” remarked 0'Ca¥uey§ “I;’i'r-
on my soul, I'm glad.”

“Glad!” exclaimed Caffyn. “And
ie‘t you wantéd us to send her to

ail this 1wornin withoi
caring héx'~tvid§x‘1cel oout even
. 11

Danicl Jeremiah Mullally did, be-

his mattress and pillow, to my |
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Dr. Taft Bros.' Medicine Co.,
Gentlemen:  Your Asthmalenc is

Hay Fever,

Asthma.

Dr. Taft Bros. Medicine Co.,

the wonderlul cffect of your Asthmal
has leen afflicted with ‘spasmodic as
hausted

of Asthmalcne.
ber. 1 very soon

with this distressing discase.
Yours respectfully,

Dr, Taft Bros. Medicine Co.,
Gentlemen: I was troubled with

}mrchp.sed your full-size bottle,
our children

best of health
make use of as you sce fit,

and for six years .wa:

say own chill as well as many others,
upon your windows on I3oth street, New Vork, I at once obtained & bottle
’L‘Iyt iwi‘fxs con;:ﬂcnc‘cd taking it aboui the first of Novem.
oticed a radicas improvement., After using one bottle h
tAhsthma hus disappeared and she is entirely free from all svglptoms? tlefe:’l‘
at I can consistently recommend the medicine to all whe are afilicted

numerous remedies, but they have all fajled.
ment and started with a tsial bottle, I found reliel at once.
and Iam ever grateft®

and amn doing business every day.

Home address, 235 Rivington street.

ASTHMA CURE FREE|

Asthmalene Brings I
Rellof and Per%na.u;ftmm
Oure in All Oasos

SENT ABSOLULELY FREE ON gp.
CEIPT OF POSTAL
Write Your Name and Address
Plainly

Theie i othing like Asthmalene,
It brings instant relicf, even in (e
worst cases, It cures when all else
fails

The Rev. C. F. WELLS, of Vill
Ridge, Ill., says: “Your trial bom:
os Asthmalenc received in good condi.
tion, 1 caunot tell gou bow thankful
I fecl for the zood detived from It, I
was a slave, chained with putrid sore
throat and Asthmn for ten years, 1}
despaired of ever being cured., I saw
your advertisement for the cure of
this dreadful and tormenting disease,
Astluna, and thought you hed over-
spoken  voursclves, but rerolved to
give it a trial. To my astonishment,
the ¢rial acted like a charm. Send me
a full size bottle.”

Rev. Tr. Morris Wechsler,

Rabbi of the Cong  Bnai Israel
New York, Jan, 3, 1901,
an excellent remedv for Asthma and

and its compusition alleviates all troubles which combine with
e It:iz succcss[ llsl a.smnlishhl\z and wonderful

er having carefully analyzed, we can state that Asthmalen i

1o opium, morpkine, thloroform or ether, ar, e contaiz

Very trulv yours,
REV. DR MORRIS WECHSLER,

———

Avon Springs, N. Y., Feb. 1, 1901,

Gentlemen: I write tais testimonial from a scnse of duty, having tested.

wife

che, for the cure of Asthina. M‘y
ng ex-

thma for the past 12 vears. Hav.
I chanced to see your sign

0. D. PHELPS, M.D,

Feb, s, 1901,

1 have tried
I ran actoss your advertise
1 have since
I have o family of
I am now in ~the
This testimony you can

S RAPHAEL,
67 East 129th St., New York City.

Asthma for 22 vears.

s unable to work,

TRIAL BOTTLE SENT ABSOLUTELY FREE ON RECEIPT OF POSTAL

add;
ty.

Do not delay. Write at once,
CO., 79 East r3oth St,, N, Y. Ci

ressing DR, TAFT BROS.' MEDICINE

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS
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what that means—absolute seour-
ust. Other cotstructlens have from
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Winter
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informatien and pricés,

“Nothing of the kind," indig-
nantly replied the other. “Judy
Gorman has been before me twenty
times,-and she has never been in
jail yet. The customary method has
been to dismiss the case after
threatening the prisoner with all
sorts of terrible penaltics for her
next offense.”

Ca_ﬂyn! R. M., must have heen
fetting into the ways of Upper Os-
sory justice; for he smiled at this
revelation, instead of evincing a
prs{vvc; }}‘1051'%:.

We had better dismiss her ca
then, for good,” ke remarked, ‘s:;

Toronto Furnace & Cremato

and 18 Queen Strest B, Phone 1907,

anitary Plumbing

Heating and ventilation of Churches, Schools, Convents, etc,, & specialty, ‘Ask for

mean to see that. she. gets a coni-
fortable house (on Stracashel Hil',
if Hartopp can muaage it), with a
good solid lock for that doorkgly to
turn in.""—George Brenan, in Tem
ple Bar,

B S
MONEY SAVED, and pain_ 1
licved by the leading houschold
remedy, Dr. Thomay' Eclectric Ol
= a small- quantity of which usual
ly suffices to curc a-cough, heal @
sore, cur, bruise or sprain, relieve
lumbago, rheumatism, neuralft®
excorlated' nipples, or inflamed
breast,

ry Goy
Hot water, Hot Heating and
tegsin g
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