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THE CATHOLIC RECORD

CHAPTER XXI
AT BRANDON HAI

Like many sther poor mortal, Ned
Galwey, trusting too mueh to his little
learning, and refusing to be taught by
experience, fell and fell sadly. The
convietion forced itself on his imagin-
ation until it became a mono-
mania, that gold was here, here in their
own townland, where they were born and
reared, and where now this black
stranger coolly comes in and, by aid of
superior knowledge, which was uncanny
and criminal, was piling up an enor-
mous fortune secretly and covertly from
the world. The thought was madden-
ing. Ned had read all about Nevada
and the mines of Kimberley, and the
rivers rolling down their golden sand in
far India. Aud here, clearly and un-
mistakably, was this prospector, luckily
for himself, digging and mining and
pocketing the precious metal that had
lain so long within a few t of their
own labours.

The nights were cold; Ned Galwey
heeded it not, but established a kind of
detective system of his own, by which,
sooner or later, he sought to catch Ham
berton, as the wise men of the old eaught
the Leprechaun and compelled him to
surrender his ill-gotten wealth. Night
after night he wandered ar
lonely hills that frowned down on the
marble guarries, expecting to see the
glint of the lantern that would mark the
Englishman at work ; but he saw no-
thing, except, now and again, a hare that
he might start from her form, or some
wild thing ereeping in the darkness from
covert to covert. The good wife came
to the conclusion that Ned's head was

“turned” ; and she communicated her |

fears to others ; until at length the re-
port reached Hamberton of Ned's noe-
tarnal vigils, and he swore he would
teach the fellow a lesson, and then dis-
miss him back to his farm and his nsh-
ing.

In one of the limestone caves jin his
quarries he had a tall figure dressed

completely in white, the head covered |

except to reveal a grinning skull. He

placed a lantern to hang as it were from |

the hands of the dead, and secreted two
confidential men in the cave on a certain
very dark night in January. Then,
when his whole household were stilled
in sleep, he came out at midnight, and
slowly and cautiously entered the rough
path to hisquarries. Ashe went aloog,
he threw the powerful li
acetylene lamp before him ; and he often
paused and looked down, and picked up
worthless pebbles A
He was quite conscious 3

v wat d from above, and

it of an

dthrew them a

ay

his eve

movement
he strove
increase
last he put out the ligh
cave, and instantly Ned descer
followed him.
“I have him lasht,” said Ned, ‘“An’
he's the divil is he escapes me n
Here he has hi
or hoxes, |
be able for him!
Ned's idea was
berton, when thel

treasures, and seize him

ture and pause to
suspicions. At
th

d and

heaped up in bags

I wondher will I

behind Ham
sunting his

only the violence t

sary to carry out hi . He
lated that Hamberton mig not know
him in the darkness r that, if he were
detected, it would be Hamberton's in
terest, as 8 own, to Keep 1
matter secret. Ior ne d
idea that Hamberton's suj ed minir
s not ric 1 that t
g rnment or t il \
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m behind a might hell of rock tha
soreened the entrance of the rn,
and Ned thoug 5 at |
WOork, the divil ; a won t he D¢ sur
prised?
Cautious he I y and
then, after a mome he flev

s }

swiftly around the
face to face, not
with the awful s
with the skuil

white head
fore the g

rinuit

st
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For ¢

n 1den hendine forward

the awful figure, and ther
fellow, with
flee. As he
and threw him to the earth, The lar

awful shriek, turned
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ness a

fled.
In the

gray dawn of the morni

when the men assembled for work in the
quarries, they thought they heard stifled
moans proceeding from a certain cave, |
where sometimes they left their picks

and hammers after the day's work
After some he ation, for Irish
o g wnt rather fearful of “finding
hat 1 implic
vith t aw, they entered the cave ar
aw  but ¢ eet,
\ " came
" . 1 the
the pr ite e ol A
re dead tha Ve ['o every que
( b t! the gl
t (2] s I
“How AT r
“Oh! the ghosht! the ghosht
“Rouse up, man alive, and tell us what

havpenec

S——
-

» ghosht! the ghosht!"

hard last night late.
brought Ned Galwey

the circumstances,
he had but one answer :

Kven to her queries

And for many years after,
ed was coming home from a
fair or market, and was *‘unco
was a usual sight to behold him swaying
to and fro within the prison of his crate
and cart, and to hear him ery with out-
“ Oh ! the ghosht!
At last he became known

| as he knew, in Eogland, He bade

posed to let him off so easily.

prove that the popular fanc
den treasure was ill-founded

When time and thought brought back

Hamberton calmly but firmly demanded

was now the talk of two parishes.
one point that he desired particularly

the cave that winter night.

This was no easy task
theories about his presence in the cave,
and these varied as their probabilities.
» said he was bewitched ; that he
somnambulist ; that he
three times running that there was a
“erook of goold” hidden in the cave,

ind the |

Finally, he declared that
was ** thim moonlighters, who wor agin
the government an’ every dacent, hard-
working man, and who would think no
more of shooting an Eaglishman than of
shooting a rabbit, who took him by force
out of his warm bed t

y night, and thran-

Hamberton took each story as it came
and told it to the men;
and each new invention was a source of
i 1sement day by day ;

falsehood was wearing softly A
trace of discontent and every linge

z 1 neath the
A lantern bung down be-

and lit the walls of the

tant Ned Galwey was para-
lyzed with terror, and could only stare.

the unhappy
the figure fell on him

tinguished, and in the dark liscovery that was
dread and cold terror, as of

I i the 2
death, his consciousness staggered an 1e of the family at

| Maxwell's action and demeanour in

to
no

lependent,

nd

nind | we're talkin’ here to-night. He
| of the young peasant these winter days | done away wid somebody.’

t take, did not cecupy

g0 much as the question: Wh
unknown guest, whence had he come, | almost sh
and what was his object in selec do to punish us in this way ? To think
Lisheen, above all other pl of having a murderer in the house, an’
retreat ? undher our roof | But are you sure,

He questioned his father closely | Plerry ? , a8 the gleam of an
about rv:‘“ chance of their having rieh | old affection shone up under such a dar
relatives to England or America, some | ¢loud of gloom, “How do you kno
far-out cous who might, after the | How did you find it «
lapse of many years, be anxious to “Aisy enough,” said Pierry. “I had
resume the rights of family relations, | it from his own lips ; an’ if you can
and perhaps bring back some little | hould yer tongue for wan twenty-four
resources to help their m means, | hours, yon can hear it, too, or I'm mis-
I'he good father shook his head. There | taken.,” Then he told her all,
were, of eourse, relatives in America; They then decided to hold a deep,
but all were doing for themselves, and | unbroken silence about the matter,
not likely to be troubled with home until Debbie could verify her brother's |
emergencies. There were none, so far | suspicions. And then they would con- |
sult further on the matter.
Pierry abandon all hope of suceor The next night was equally favour-
from abroad. He thought that Jle for observation ; and when Max-
this was Pierry's idea. The latter ell, again donunipg the heavy frieze
then cast about for some other solution | coat, strolled out into the moonlight, |
of the problem, but in vain. He con- | Pierry soon followed. But he immedi- |
sulted Debbie more than once. She | ately returned, and said aloud :
persisted in maintaining that Maxwell “I'm thinkin’, Debbie, that some wan
was a gentleman; and she ingtanced his | is ing a polite visit to your fowl., At
demeznour towards Miss Moulton | laste, they’re makin’ the h—— of a row |
when they had visited Lisheen, She | outside.”
spoke rather scornfully of “that thing,"” “Wisha, bad luck to that fox !" said
as she called Miss Moulton, and in | Debbie, hustling around and assuming a
great laudation of Maxwell's attitude | heavy shawl. “There's the second visit |
towards people who should have minded | this year ; and not a pinny compinsa-
their own business. tion from thim huntsmin.”

Olearly, then, Maxwell was a gentle Brother and gister separated in the

rieked the girl, “what did we

ces, for

man—but in disguise, and hiding away | yard ; and made their way by different |
in this remote place for some obseure | routes, towards the plautation, the
and suspicious cause., He cast up |theatre of Maxwell's appalling confes-
every possible use in his mind sions, But they met and crouched be-
domestie  trouble, reduced means, | neath the hawthorn where Pierry was
ganbling, even Debbie's attractions; | ambushed the night before. The night
but rejected them all. The revelation | was cold and the grass was wet ; but
then burst unexpectedly upon him, | they heeded not these things under the
Every soft moonlight, night in the | spell of the night's adventures.
early spring he noticed that Maxwell, “Now, Debbie,” whisper::d Pierry, “ior
after supper used to throw on a heavy | your sowl's sake, don't let a screech out [
frieze coat and, under pretence of o' you, nor wan worrd, no matther what |
having a quiet smoke, was in the | you see, or you'll spile |
habit of going to a lonely planta- “TI'll try,"” said Debbie with chattering
tion or screen of firs higher up | teeth and shivering all over, rather from |
on the hill, but not very far from the | fright than cold.
cottage, One night, when a heavy | Again they had not long to wait.
fog rose up from the valleys beneath | For again Maxwell, his figure looming
and almost hid everything, Pierry, | up larger in the mist, emerged from the |
under its f{riendly cover, " followed | plantation where the trees were thickest,
Maxwell up along the hill, and hid in | and stoed in the glade, where the young
ambush under a wet and dripping | saplings could not conceal him. After
hawthorn hedge, on which a few | pausing some time, and making some
withered leaves and a few red berries | wild gesticulations, he struck his fore-
were still lingerin The plantation, | head violently with bis right hand and
composed of heavy timber with light | strode back into the shadows.
young fir-trees springing up between, “Did you see that ?"" whispered Pierry.
looked ghostly enough in the pale| “I did,” chattered Debbie. “God
moonlight, that was now struggling | help us ! he has something weighty on
with the heavy fog; and through a path | his 8OW
cut between the tender young saplings,
which the beads of v

stenin

hty enough,” answered Pierry.
pour were  “Wondher we never shuspected any
Whisht | here he comes again !"

Maxwell was walking to and

fr 1tly buried in ep though vin with slow and solemn tread,
Su , and d of stifled 11 strode out into the moonlight
he ed: g around, he ter a pause, and Jooking around

solemnly at the heavens, he suddenly
gave a violent start if he had seen ar
apparit , and sh t it to depart
*Avaunt and quit siglh ! Thou
not say I did it ever shake thy
e8¢ 16 all cries that

d watchers

sees  something pered
D half with terror. *Car
yt Pierry?”

said Pier

‘There’s some-

hite between L‘H trees,
A o or men?” said
I'is naythe "T'is a sperr whis
shado f the firs, a d pered Pierry, *'Tis the thir e kilt
moonith svace aoals God save u said De aking
! 1 ed, as if taker {- | the sign of e cross. “Could we get
n d shouted vithou 4 seein’
‘ ¢ Vhat No, no, 1 Pierry., * ten he'
adi v I w rguing
€ "bout ur
1t ‘ ried : 1st i 5 Bi
¢ ha ir and pulled
1 re
r
( ‘1
he ¢
‘ i€
.
d re n' afte
€ 3 la ha 1 r ( -1
half 1ybe he ‘
1 y BISC € 1, N v k
A l e interval 8 ger
e xwell came out into the
A vld night outside 1 ¢ e ag After a few minutes, he
L man, i Al i
§ 1 Maxwe r (
t va hocked by ti mined tone
eanour with what he had ;
witnessed an hour ago. “There is a vietim, who appeared to
thick f and a heavy dew is falling with him for mercy. He

I fear the ground is too wet to tu
tively
‘Yes,” said Maxwell. “It would be
heavy under the plow just now.”
“1 suppose we musht w
spring is running on,” said the old man.,
And Maxweli pursued the conver

k, be brief; 1 would not

ait,

n as calmly as if nothing was on his
nind more terribie than the tencing ot
v dit v the planting of a ridge of
potatoes, v

ped BLULY,  ald

im's breast to suffo

“He's the divil's own play-acthor in him. He w wpparently interrupted in
tively Pierry thought, as he beckoned | his murderons effort, for he stood up
Debbie to follow him, uddenly, and, looking around, shouted:

Not till they had gone around the “What » is that? Who's there?”
house, and were safely ensconced in the “He's found us out,” said Debbie.
cow-byre did Pierry open his mind to | “What'll we do?”
the wondering sister, “No,” said Pierry. *’Tis the divil's

\fter “I've found out all,” he whispered at | conscience that's  troubling  him.
| first. Whist!

‘A1l what 1 Debbie But thev heard no more For Max-

“All about the bouchal inside,” said | well, after one long, lingering look at
Pierry. the dead ly, passed into the shrub-

I'hen Debbie's curiosity, and more bery a n,
than curiosity, was aroused In a fe seconds he came bac

| all, at all? To think of our having a

ply and walked to and fro |
up a-yet ?" said the old man interroga- | again. 'The ly words they could catch

ough the I'he dialogne now became more im-

Maxwell uttering quick,
ressions, a8 of one impatient |
4 r to be trifled with. At |

stoopir
e as if he would kneel on his |
ate or destroy

|
drapery of mist and fog, and this m.m‘
alone with his terrible remorse, made a |
picture of horror and desolation that |
would have paralyzed any soul \vi(h’
dread. The girl nearly fainted, while |
her tears fell fast; and it needed every |
effort of her brother to keep her from
shrieking out with the horror that con-
frouted bher. At last Maxwell went away;
and Debbie was free to speak amid her |
tears, |

“Oh, Mother of heaven to-night!"

! she cried, whilst her brother held her in !

his strong arws, “what are we to do, at
murderer in ocur house for over six
months, and we thratin’ him like a
gintleman, Sure I knew there was |
somethin, quare about him along; but |
we couldn’t sind him away. An’it was [
a girl! Sure I ought to know it. What's |
that he said: ‘Cowld, cowld, me girl!' |
On! the rufian! To desthroy some poor,
innicent erachure, that never did no- |
body harrum-—"'

“Well, he seems sorry enough for |
what he done!” said Pierry. Did ye |
hear him callin on all the divils in hell
to blow and blast hin An’ sure, bad
as he is, it made me a’'most ery to hear |
him say: 'Oh! oh! oh!’ in the ind!”

“What good is all that, if he done the |
deed?” said Debbie, who was jealous
that another had preceded her in M
well's affections. *“Willall that moanin’
and groanin' bring the poor thing back
to life? Well, I suppose he'll have to |
swing high for it now. Sure, he can't
escape much longer!"”

“But what in God's Holy Name are
we to do?” she continued. “Sure, we
can't give him up to the pelice. We'd
be called thraitors and iuformers for-
ever!” |

“We'll lave it alone till to-morrow,
r,” said Pierry, “and maybe I'll |
run over and tell the priesht!”

“The very thing,” said Debbie, trying
to dry her eyes. “But how am I to meet

| him again, or set at the table with him

or make his bed?"”

“Well do your besht,” said Pierry.
“It will never do to let on that we know
anything. Why, he might murdher us
all in our beds!”

“May God and his Blessed Mother
save us!” said Debbie. “What a pickle |
we got ourselves into by too muck good
nature. 'T'will be a lesson to us, I
warrant you.” They passed down the
hillside together, and then separated in
the yard, Pierry going into the cabin
first. After a long time Debbie
entered; but kept turning her face

from the place where Maxwell
Imly smoking and chatting with
1d people.

“Come over and ta a hate of the
fire,” said her mother; and when Debt
demurred, the mother looked at her!
keenly and saw she had been cr,

“Why, surely, 'tisn't cryi
a cou

yout a

ol chickens you

said,

“ 'Tis enough to r
iterposed Pierry, “to see wan
r ancther dest

f a fox.”

the mother,

kem from.’

I'his commenced a pretty little de-
after Maxwell had inquired what
were the rules regulating compe
to farmers labourers for the d¢

n of poultry by the foxe

bate,

sntry’s amusement. He was
ry indignant at the revelation the
fusal in nine « s ont of t pay
anjy z, the incredulity of the gentle
n who was Grand Al er, the | fs
that were 1 d of the peasantry,
the pittance that v relue
He expressed himself freely about the
nitous custom. It wasa 1er sid
izht 1 Irish histor But .
{ my b
1 D € €
face 1f rd
BF TINT
AT ( | D'
VD ”l \ ‘ \
1 \
ECISION
I ooked e
1 the splendor of Miss S lox
] room. As they waited r
t e down-s L they s 1 ons
on the ed o r chairs, exchanging
f rds now and then, bat silent for

I elder of t
anion called “M
greatly troubled ut
Her hands lay folded

st |
whom her cc

seemed to

something

quietly in her lap; but her face was |

anxious,
except when she was interrupted by

her lips moved in prayer

some question or obvious remark from |

her more talkative and less burdened
companion.

Miss Schuyler dressed with more
| haste than care, tucked a five dollar bili
| under her belt, and hurried downstairs

comed the Sisters most graciously; and
| apologized for having kept them wait-
ing, as amiably as if they had not
called at an unreasonable hour and just

he waa shont to roat after a fot

ing morning.
| The three were hardly seated before
the timid little superior broached the
subject that lay heavy on her heart.

| to-day, Miss Schuyler., We—we are in
| great need, great trouble.” Her voice
| trembled a little, and her blue, almost
childlike eyes were very appealing as
she raised them to Miss Schuyler's face.

ments in our building this spring. The
dormitory in which the little children
sleep was ill-ventilated and crowded.
The doctor insisted on our having more

windows cut. Then—then

“No wondher he wa 1|8 1 over the dead body, his she faltered l:m. 1T'L:r a slight panse,
Pierry. *“If I had what he } clasped and hanging down before him. | went on \"?\“\‘u‘ I\\“,In‘“,‘ fallen be-
nind I'd drowned meself in t 80 Uhen 1t nto an awful lamentation, | hind W .Ih. the grocer's ,v‘nl and the

i i swingi I yands wildly, like women | baker's. ( hll\.h'é'll are so hungry, es-

W «‘ what is it ?" said ¢ W | fhat o over a corpse; and, in | I aliy the little boys; and we have
thoroughly terrified, as she looked ou : o5 B n by his tears and moans, | nearly two hundred to care for now.
to the 1ar mool ) . i ar him saying It doesn't take much for us, but they
0% Cold 1, my girll Whip me, yo |a d she stopped short, throwing up her
You'd never guess, id r jovilst v me about in 1|} an expressive gesture that
: N wh he Name of 1 yast me sulphur Wash me steej was very |’||-m‘|v.. ) )
aid bhie Is , bad " gulphs of liquid fire! Oh! dead, The two nuns fixed their eyes on Miss

\ ] dead, dea Oh! Oh!! oh!!!” trying to read her answer in

n't o WoRse A e I'hese last words he almost serexmed | her face. It was not reassuring. Th

Ho bas blood on his sowl, as #t '* | Liis arms held wildly over his head; and | truth was that at the moment she her

1is whole frame contorted in agony. ey. .
‘he lovely hour, the otherwise silent | weeks before she had paid for extensive

self was pressed for money, Only a few

A gain |

y was their “Great God in heaven to-night !" ! scene, the ghostly moonlight, the heavy | repairs in a number of houses which be- |

longed to her-—repairs which consumed
several months' rent; and four or five of

her storerooms had long been vacant.

During the uncomfortable silence which

followed the Sister's appeal, Miss

Schuyler's frown deepened.
Both nuns looked crestfallen; and the

one who had spoken before added
timidly, with a suspicious moisture

gathering in her eyes:

“You have always been so good to us,

Miss Schuyler. We don't know any one
else to go to.”

“What do you owe, Mother?” Miss
of answer, She
1d generous
as she could without seriously incon-

Schuyler asked by wa
was resolved to be as kind a

veniencing herself.
“Thirteen hundred dollars,” the nun
faltered almost inaudibly.

“Thirteen hundred dollars!” re-

peated Miss Schuyler in disms
had imagined that the Mother

knew of how great a little money

was in the eyes of the poor Sisters. |
She said no more for at least half a
minute; and again the nuns watched her

anxiously, the Mother onee more pray-
ing earnestly.

Miss Schuyler was battling with her
self, She had arranged to go awa
ap

fifteen

ndy

che expenses of the trip. She was look-

ing forward to it with great eagerness
and pleasure. It would be a treat in-
deed for one of her lonely, if luxurious,
life to be closely associated with her
most congenial friends for weeks at a

time. But she could not afford to g«

away that summer, if she helped mater-

ially in raising the debt which weighe

so heavily on those overburdened relig-

ious,

She hardened her heart deliberately.
is it of mine if these
hted nuuns have run iuto

“What busine
foolish, shortsi
debt?” she said to herse
that she was being unjust. Sh

money.

She caught the pleading, almost tear-

ful glance of the meek littla snnerior

She could see, too, just above her head.
a portrait of her only brother

painted when he

changing her mind with lightning
rapidity., Then she said aloud

“I am going to give ¥y

hundred dollars, Mot s
our debts and leave ali
start you afresh.”

O Miss Schuyler!” The Mother

fairly sobbed, the sudden relief and j

prov for he (

81 little ones sha
pr: ( Ve day
It nourj
to make

Six weeks passed, and spr db
came—the day on wh \iss Set ¢
friends were to start, leav
I ) face a long, dreary summer
the heat of the city

All day Miss Schuyler felt
disgruntled an unusual t

who was ordinarily

glad, even t}
given e money sters
she would do it again, she Id herse
Nevertheless she could 1 ifle
natural regret as she saw her fri
i nin 2 1€ Vit T
f a de 1 holiday ead of the
I'hat evening she = lone 1
Iy the cor f the stre I k A
encircled the old 156
led at f
m ] ‘ etel
I3 fore her, forge il
el i
, 8
ind H ‘ «
I i € r
vas i ey 1 ]
knew that ( d f
€ inutes lagged b stil
nat here scal
e house fre t { ellar
Miss I
ir f the summer t igh
she saw that he was shabby, alm

ragged in his dress, and very,
thin. She took him t Y
ohserving him more
that he leaned hea
as if he wer
sapport.

\s time passed and the man did not
| move on,tbut continued to lean on the
| wall, she concluded that he was indeed

thought. *“People are passing up and
| down continually there is a carriage |
| now |-—and it is early—hardly eight
| o’clock.” She rose and hurried down

Wa walk

he stood.
|

| the soft rustle of her silken skirts,
{ “I am afraid that you are ill. Can
| do anything for—"'

her sentence.

| The man started violently at the first
“We have had to make some improve- | sound of her low voice, and raised a face

| deathlike in its pallor,
i “Arthur!” she exclaimed.

He drew himself up proudly, but

| swayed weakly, and bad to eling to the

wall for support.

*“Youn need not be afraid, Ellen, t}
I'm going to annoy you in any way.
came to the city yesterday, bound f
the hospital. I am going there

8 to-mor-
row morning ; but I thought that I must
get one glimpse of home—bhefore 1 die

I have always loved the dear old pl

becau

n fault tha

I was driven a [
good to go cver that matte
| Ellen! I woul v}
| here tonight had I guessed
| at home. 1 took it for granted

d not have hunp

would be away and the house closed.”

He straightened

“Oh, Arthur, don’t, d¢

all alone and so lonely
ed for you for years.

‘Surely, Ellen, you don't mean

id to believe that he heard ari
“Yes, yes, Arthur

They felt that they |

last words were loving messages
He tried to say sometl

hands and sobbed un
She | those tears washed away the bittern
vould

say about a third of that sum; for she |

in constant attendance at Arthur's
side since the night when his sister
supported him into the house :

Miss Schuyler hung
his pillow, lavishing on him every
sible token of her deep sistorly aff
had been starved

with
arty of intimate friends, and had laid

One day he lay for a long time lo,
at an exquisitely carved ivory cruc
which hung near her
turned his tired

“Ellen, are you a Catholie ?
“Yes, Arthur, thank God ! n
added, though she feared the news

was, and several

longed to try to exg
consecious
that she might unsettle what
had, when he was too wea
to find his way to the Tr
lay silent for some time befor
her to come close to hir

whenjshe bent over him

raised
her eyes and looked over at the Mother,
intending to say that she could help her
very little; for she, too, was pushed for

think, Ellen, that I would

vas a charming,
sunny-faced boy of twelve. “I'll offer
the sacrifice for him,” she thought,

For a year or two I've had a
to be a Catholie.
what you believe

went on again, in al
the words with diflic
‘I've been so miserably
tter against all the w

han I ever did befc

ly, she noticed
against the wall,
r ill and in need of

INFANTILE
PARALYSIS

the Doctors and Alarming the
People Generally
be said that doetors are
| agreed on two points
much dreaded dise
First, that it is s

| ill and in need of assistance and that
her fear of him was ridicuious, *“He
and into the drawing room. She wel- | could not hurt me if he wished to” she |

| The man had shifted his position,
‘ and was bent over the wall with his | be fought with pure, rich blood.
| head buried in his hands. He counld not

“We have a special reason for calling | see her approach, neither did he hear

and that is why we are
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