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her, contoinplating her with a new exprewion in a very
mund pair of oddly amber-flecked gray eyes. And being
a woalc, ill-balanced, underbred woman, and a mother into
the bargain, she truckled, aa such women will, <o the latent
potantialiUox vested in the stubborn wearer of the mifinished
suit of clothes.

"Not but what Father Haygarty is a good man and
much respected—and I dare say you're sorry for having
kicked poor Josey. So, since it's your birthday we won't
say any more about itr-and Nurse shoU pull out thow
basting-threads and sow on the brace-buttons when you'ro
in bed to-night

"

" There 1 you hear I Stop, you young rascal 1 Come
back and kiss your mother, and thank her, and run away
to Mrs. Povah!" bade the Cfcptain, for Carolan. driving a
pair of grubby fiste deep into the pockeU of the new
breeches, had swung contemptuously upon his heel, and
made for the door.

" She's not my muwer !" said the son, pausing in hi*
struggle with the door-handle to turn a flushed and frowning
face upon his sire. " She said so just now and so did yon I"

" Then ahut the door !" thundered the Captain, but it
had slammed before the words wer» fairly out. And
Carolan stamped across the landing whistling deflantly,
and burst into the nursery, where Baba—for the moment
Its sole occupant—was asleep in her bassinette, Alan and
Momca having gone out to walk with Miss Josey, and
Nurse being busy in the adjoining room.

Carolan's head was hot, and his heart felt big and
swoUen. He was a person of consequence, and at the
same time a thing of no account. Thus the pride that
flamed in his gray eyes was presently quenched by scald-
ing salt drops of resentful indignation. He was sorrowful,
elated, angry, and complacent, all at once, as he stood bv
Baba's crib.

•'


