4y THE CATHOLIC SHIELD.

« Faith—though I suppose ‘tisn’t right for me to say
it—but at that time there was not a finer givl in the six
pavishos round than the samo Molly. She was thin, a
tall strappin’ damsel wid hair as beautitul as the sun-
shine on L:mtry Bay of a summer's evenit', an' oyes as
wild an’ as sprklin® as a clane run o' puotheen, an’ a
firco that it yo see the shadow of' it in a sthrame—lo me
soul—ye'd leap in it ‘twas as deep as the Falls o
Niagura.  Well, anyway, betune the jig~ an’ tho recls
we got marrvied, an’ faith ‘tis comfortable an’ happy
enoigzh—we were—for some time.

* Wan cowld night ax goad luck should have it, T was

comin home after drivin a newspaper man like yoursel’

(good Iuck to yer honor) into Bantry, an’ "twas freezin’
like bLlue Llazes the same night; well the little mae
was goin’ on as smooth 2= a e after a ripe-woman,
whin all at wanst she slipped an’ fell ; an’ I barely eseap-
ed bein' kilt myself.

4] called out a couple of the nabors, an' we soon

found that her too foremost legs was broken, =o we.

were obliged to put her out o° pain, an’ many's the
salty tear 1 lost over her too.

“After comin® home I soukl the car fine o thrifle aw’
took on to duin’ a bit © farmin’ or a bit of laborin’
work, or anythin’ at all that would keep the hunger
out from Molly an’ the childer—for I furgot to tell yer
honor that we wor atter havin® two.  But the times got
bad, an' the work wuaso't there; an' mind ye¢ one
mornin' I was obliged to go out 'idout a taste of
hreakfast in mo stummuek. 1 was walkin® up an” down
the bit of a streot wisl 2t ~orrowful heart an” a hungry
craw, when who do you think comes up to me but Jack
Connell the ‘torney.

“ Good morrow, Mick’, savs he. fir be was alwayvs
free makin' an aisy dike, the heavens be his bed (for
he's dead be this)

« Good morrow, kindly Master Jack, xays L

« Well, Mick, avichyo, rays he, how is Molly an® all
the childre ?

« Poorly, yer honor, porly, says I

*T'm sorry to heur it, Mick, says he.

“God sees, T knaw that, ~ir, says L

* Begor, Mick, szys he, I think T'd be able to put
somethw’ in yer way, says he, "av youd the pluck tu do
it?

« Uiska, faith, sir, savs I, I'd do anything at all
honest that wonld bring in a male o victuals to the
poor cravthurs at home.

“Then, says lie, sich a thing, Mick, says he, yo know
ould Tom Purcell ?

« J{now him! says i. the ould vilain—an’ well.

 Faith, Mick. says be, ho's into a heap o tronble of
late. The ould estates is gone to the dogs, an’ o make
a long story short would you serve a writ en him?
says he.

“ Bedad, yer honer, says I, if we're poor we're
dacent; an’ 1 didn't come to bein” a process-sarver yet,
says I speaking up to him.

« But. says he, it "ill be a3 good as a tin pound to ye
if you'l doit. .

“\Well, sir, God forgive me, but I was timpted, I was
thinkin' what 2 limb ould Tom was in his day, always
turnin’ out the poor to starve on the reads (an” among
um e poor gran'ather, glory to him to-night,; an’
thin again I remimbered Molly with her beaatiful face
pinched up wid hunger, an’ the two chilire crvin® o’
starcation an’ thix me mind was med up in 2 minute.

« Begor, says I te Jack, Begor, says I, I'll do it

« Afsy, says Jack, aisy a second, says bhe, and come
in hore. rave he. &0’ lay me tell you the whole story.

“ Well, me bould Mr. Jack took me into the oflice
and tonld me all the throuble they had in regard o
suevin' Tom.  Ilow he buwrrieaded up the doors, an’
wouldu't leave man nor mortal nest or uear the place—
let alone @ bailitt; an” that many’s the fellow 1ried to
serve him, an’ was near bein' shot for his throuble,

“Q, be this an’ be that, says I to Jack, I'll serve
him, for I'd an ould grudge aygin the same Tom be the way
he thraited me gran‘father. ll sarve him, says 1 in spite
0" Ductor Foster it you'll only show me how. )

“ So after gettin' instrnctions from Jack in rogard o°
the ‘viginul and the copy; an’ a couple of shillin's to
get somethin’ to ait, I made the best o’ me way home,

¢ Never a word 1 said to Molly almut it, an’ the next
mornin® after four o'clock away I makes finr Tow's
houvse wid the "riginal in wan 0" me trouser’s pockets,
the copy in th' other au' a ssugaien in the heel o' me
fist.

“ After a purty smart walk of 2 couple of mile I came
up wid Tom’s house, an’ sure enough there it was
Larricaded like the charvge o' Ballyelava, wid all kind o’
plonghs an’ harrows, an’ the Lord knows what dhrawn
up again the doore. I threw off me coat and weskit
and bounced up a big sackymore tree just overvight a
windy an’ in I looked. Begor, they was ould Tom
himself snoarin® away like a porkypine in a Lish o' dhry
Lrass,

“Down I slips agin’ an kicks up the mornings
delight in the haggart; screechin’ an  roarin’, and
danci’, and singin® the same s f I was out of e
stses,

“Twasn't long anyway, till 1 heard a noise in the
house, and behold ye who comes to the windy but me
bould Tom.  What did I do, but I picked the ssugaern
and up the three wid me, I tied wan ind of it toa
bough. tied the other “round me nick. an’ (God preserve
us) I jumped down purtendin I was hanging meselt'—
keeping o strong hounld o the rope for fear o doin' it
in airnest. I wasn't long hanging whin I heard ould
Naney Malono. Tow’s  house-keeper, rourin' meela
murdler, that there was a poor idisty boy hangin’
himselfin the haggart. woin’ 10 the other world, says
she, "idout priest or docthar.  Iu o half a jiffey I fecls
Tom grabbin’ me be the heels,

“ Hould on 2 minute. says he, don’t desthroy yerself
like that, says he. goin® up the tree and cuttin’ the
sougurn. Down 1 lops, an® he ran over and ketched a
hould o' me.

“ What the blazes ave ye up to ? says he.

* Al right, me hayro, says [, I'd do mo:o than that
to sarve Mo, slippin’ the ssugairn over his shoulder's, an’
belure 3 ¢ could bless yerself; sir, his hauds was tied by
his sides, an 1 dragged him over an’ lashied him to the
three.

« 0, for Gad’s rake, says he, don't murdher me in
cowld bload.

* Never fear, me charmar, says I, puttin® me hands
in me trouser’s pockets.  Ther's the copy, says I,
shovin® it into his claw, and thes's the "riginal. says 1,
houldin’ it up, wid that, sir, he leit a rear out of him
that ud §ill up the Pass o' Ceamunatigh, an’ away I leaped
over the ditch, took up me coat an’ we-hit an' ran
home like 2 wild injun.

@ Well, Jack paid me the money an’ a phund from
himself for doin’ the job so dlever. The tew ha'pinco
put me on me legs agin® an’ it you plaise, ~ir, that's the
way Tom Purcell was sarved.”

We bad now reached Bantry, = afler payinge my
driver his wre, and a little extra fir the story, 1
saunterad off in the dircction of the Royal Hotel.




