
* THB MAN OF IRON
•We of the UndJng by • tinUe of the luuid-b«U, aod bore
tout witneai on the onlprit'i tide.

" Did ye Me her leg, I'd nuJu w bould m wk, or dk.
ye take her worrud for ut f And—ev there wm anythin'
to .how bmrin' a flaybite, it nt natheral a boy wud pairnt
wid hia furr»t breeches widont a kick ? Sure, they're the
apple av hit eye. and the joy av hit harrut I And her—
wid her talk av bendin' hit wiU and breakin' hit temper I

it ut like ye wud lay a Bnger on the Captain't eldett ton,
to plaie the like* of her ?"

" The Captain hat laid himielf—over and over—that a
tound thrathing would be a capital thing for Carry," Mrt.
Breagh returned.

" He praiohee—ay, bedad !—but doet he ever praotuit T"
demanded Nurse, tmoothing her apron with out, matronly
handt, and -getting very red in the cheeks. "Niver fear
but he'd be too wite to bring a curse upon hiniaelf byill-
thrating a motherkse child I"

" Mothtrlaa /" What did the word mean T Carolan won-
dered, recalling how Nurse would describe somo particularly
down-hearted person as being at long in the jaw at a mother-
less calt. And now Mrs. Breagh was saying, in the kind of
voice some good people use for the purpose of Scriptural
quotation, and which it not in tho least like their aooento
of every day . . .

"Solomon said, 'Ho that spareth tho rod'—hot yon
CathoUos junet seem to read the Bible. And I always
treat Carolan as if ho were my own child-and you know
I do I 'Ssh: Hero comes the Captain—and I think I
hear Baba crying. . .

."

And Nurse, with the honours of war, retired to the
nursery on the other side of the landing, as Captain Breagh's
hasty footsteps and the jingle of his scabbard were heard
on the stone stair. A minuto Uter he entered the room.
But during the minute's interval Carolan had had timo to


