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CHAPTEE LXXVII.-COMINUED.
Indeed I If your remark has an

apropos at.all, it Must mean that in
marrying such a man as hoe sOne migh
escape aIl the difficulties of family cold
nee, and I protest, as I think of it, the
matter has its advantages."

A faint smile was al Kate's answer.
"I cannot make you angry :I have

done my best, and it has failed. I am
utterly discomfited, and Pil go to bed."

" Good-night," said Kate, as she held
outhber band.

'I Wonder is it nice to have this an
gelia temperament-to be always righl
in one judgments, and nover cariec
away, by passion ? 1 hall euspect per-
fection doe anot mean perfect happinem.'

"Yeu shall tell me when you are mar
ried"said Kate, with a laugh; and Nin
darted a fiashing glance toward her anc
mwept out of the room.

CHAPTER LXXv1I.

A MISERABLE MORUING.
It was not without considerable heart

sinking and misgiving that old Kearneî
heardpthat it was Mise Betty O'Shea's de
sire te have some conversation with him
after breakfast. He ws, indeed, rea
aured to a certain extent by hie daughter
telling him that the old lady was exces
sively weak, and that her cough was al
most incessant, and that she spoke with
extreme difficulty. Ail the comfort tha
these assurances gave him was daahed
by a settIed conviction of Miss Betty's
subtlety. "She's like one of the foxes
they bave in Crirm Tartary, and when
you think they are dead, they're up and
at you before you can look round." He
affirmed no more than the truth wbn
he said that "he'd rather walk barefoot
ta Kilbeggan than go up that stair ta se
her."

There wes a strange conflct in hie
mind al this time between these ignoble
fearsand the efforts he was making t<
seem considerate and gentle by Kate'
assurance that a cruel word, or even a
harLh tone, would be sigre to kill lier
"You'Il have ta be very careful, papa
dearest," she said. "Her nerves are
completely shattered, and every respira-
tion seema as if it would be the lat."

Mistrust was, however, so strong in
him that le would have employed any
ubterfuge to avoid the interview; but

the Rev. Luke Delany, who had arrivec
to give ler "Ithe consolations," ai li
briefly phraaed it, insisted on Kearney'
attending t receive the old lady's for
giveness before she died.

"Upon my conscience," muttered
Kearney, "I was always under the belie
it was I was injured ; but, as the pries
says, "iL'a only on one's death-bed h
sees thinge clearly." .

As Kearney groped hie way through
the darkened room, shocked at his own
creaking ahoes, and painfully convinced
that ho. was somehow deficient m. deli-
cacy, a low, faint cough guided him to
the sofa where Mime O'Shea lay. "lIs
tha' Maurice Kearney V" sid she feebly.
" I think.I know hie foot."

" Yes, indeed, bad luck to them for
shoeu. Wherever Davy Morris gets the
leather I don't know, but it's as loud as a
barrel-organ."

- "Maybe they're cheap, Maurice. One
putsup with many a thing for a little
cheapness."

"That's the first shot J" muttered
Kearney, to himself, while he gave a
little cough to avoid reply.

"Father Luke bas been telling me,
Maurice, that before I go this long jour-
ney I ought ta take care to settie any
little matter here that' on my mind.
'If there's anybody you bear an ill will
to' saya he; 'if there's any one has
wronged you,' says ho, 'told lie of you,
or done you any bodily harm, send for
hiul ays.he, 'and ]et him hear your
forgiveness ont of your owri mouth. -lil
take care afterward,' says Father Luke,
'that he'll have te settle the account
wîIh me; but y'ou musta' mmd that.
*You must be able to tell St. Joseph that-i
you corne with a clean breast and a gool I
dorgoience i' antd that'"-here she rnighed j
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heavily several times-" and that's the
reason I sent for you, Maurice Kear-
ney1"

Poor Kearney sighed heavily over
that category of miadoers with whom heo
found himself Clased, but hoesaid no-
thing.

" I don't want to say anything harsh
o o you, Maurice, nor have I strength to

Lesten, if you'd try to defend yourself ;
time is short with me now ; but this I
muet say, if I'm here now sick and Bore,
and if the poor boy in the other room is
lying down with his fractured head, it la

y you, and you alone have the blame."
n, "May the Blessed Virgin give me
t patience 1" muttered ho, a ho wrung hie
. ande despairingly.

-" I hope she wil; and give you more,
Maurice Kearney. I hope she'll give
you a hearty repentance. I hope ah']

e teach you that the few days that remain
to you in this life are short enough for
contrition-ay-contrition and castiga-
tion." . .

A'in'L I getting it now 1" muttered
. ho; but low mehe apoke the worde her
t 'quick hearing had caught them.

f nd1 hope you are; it ja the lut bit of
friendship 1 can do you. You have a.
bard, worldly, selfish nature, Maurice;

- you had it vasa boy, and it grew worse as
a ou grew older. What many believed
d ighspirite in you was nothing else

than the reoidesa devilment of a man
Lhat only thought of himaef. Yon
could afford ta be-at laiL, to look-
ligbt-hearted, for you cared for nobody.
You squandered your little property,
and you'd have made away with the few

y acres that belonged to your ancestors if
. the law would have-let you. As for the

way you brought up your children, that
- lazy boy below etairs that nover did a

hand's turn js proof enough, and poor
-Kitty, just because she wasn't like the

rest of you, how she's treated 1
" How je that; what is my cruelty

t there ?" cried he.
" Don't try to make yourself.out worse

than you are," said ehe, sternly, "Iland
pretend that you don't know the wrong
you done her."

1 " May I never-if I understand what
you mean.".

" Maybe you thought it was no bumsi
t ness of youra to provide for your own
e child. Maybe you had a notion that it

was enough that she had lier food and a
a roof over ber while you were here, and
e that someow-anyhow-she'd get on,
o se they call iL, when you were in the
s other place. Maurice Xearney, Pil say
a nothig.ou cruel to you as your own con.

science is saying this minute, or maybe,
a with that light heart that makes your
e friendsso fond ofyou,ycu never bothered
- youracit about her a& al., and thas's the

way it cone about."
. What came about itL? I want to know

that."
t "rat and foremoot, I don't think the

law will let you. I don't believe you can
e charge your estate against the rental. I
s have a note there to ask M'Keown's
. opinion, and if I'm right l'il set apart a

sum in my wil to contest it if the
d Queen's Bench. I tell you this to your
f face, Maurice earney, and I'm going
t where I can tell it to somebody botter
e than a hard-hearted, cruel old man."

. What is that I want to do, and that
the law won't let me 7" asked he, in the
moat imploring accents.

"At least twelve honest mon will de.
- cide it.".

IDecide wbat, in the name of the
saints ?V cried ho.

. Don't ho profane; don't parade your
unbelieving notions to a poor old woman

r on her death-bed. You may -want to
leave your daughter a beggar, and your
son little botter, but yon have no right
to diaturb my lait momente with your
terrible blaaphemies."

"I 'm fairly bothered now," cried he, as.
hie two arme dropped powerlesaly to hie
aides. "So help me, if I know whether
1'm awake or in a drem."

" It'e an excuse won't serve you where
you'll be soon going, and I warn you,
don't trust it."

" Have a little pity on me, Misa Betty,
darling," said lie, in hie moat coaxing
tone ; "and tell me what it is Plve done ?"

"Youmean whatyon are trying to do;
but what, pleme the Virgin, we'll not let
you 1".

" What .is that i"
"And what, weak and ill and dying as

I arm, I've strength enough left in me to
prevent, Maurice Kearney, and if yon'llI
give me that Bible there, l'll kiss it, and
take my.oathi that if hie marries ber he'll
nover put foot in a house of imine, nor
iuhèri ano~ aceIhat belongi to m"; and
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all that Il leave him in my will shall be
my--- Well, I won't aay what, only
it's something he'll not have to pay a
legacy duty on. Do you understand me
now, or ain't I plain enough yet ?"

"No, not yet. You'l have to make it
clearer etill.'

" Faitb, I must say you did not pick
up much 'cuteness from your adopted
daughter."

"Who ie she ?"
"The Greek hussy that you want t

marry my nephew, and give a dowry to
out of the estate that belonga to your
son. I know it all, Maurice. I wasn't
two hours in the house before my old
woman brought me the story from Mary.
Ay, stare if you like, but they al know
it below staire, and a nice way you are
discussed in your own huse 1 Getting.a
promise ont of a poor boy in a brain
fever-making him give a pledge in his
ravings I Won't it tell well in a court of
justice, of a magistrate, a county gentle-
man, a Kearney of Kilgobbin ? Oh 1
Murice, Maurice, Pm ashamed of you l,

"Upon my oath, you're making me
ashamed of myself that I ait bere and
liaten to you," cried ho, carried beyond
al. endurance. "Abusing, ay, black-
guarding me this last hour about a lying
story that came from the kitchen. IL'
you that ought to be ashamed, old lady.
Not, indeed, for believing ill of an old
friend, for that's nature in you, but for
not having common.sense-justcommon.
sense to guide you, and a little common
decency to warn you. Look now, there
ia not a wora, there e not a sy llable of
truth in the whole etory. Nobody ever
thought of your nephew asking my niece
to marry him; and if he did, she
wouldn't have him. She looks higher,
and she has a right to look higher, than
to be the wife of an Irish quireen !"o

" Go on, Maurice, go on. You waited
for me tobe as I am now before you had
courage for words like these."

"Well, I tek your pardon, and sk it
in all humiliation and sorrow. My tem-
per-bad luck to it I-gets the botter, or,
mayb, it'sJthe worse of me, at times,
and I say fifty things that Iknow I don't
feel-jsnet Le way sailors load a gun with
anything n the bat of an action."

"I'm not in a condition to tailk o sea
fights, Mr. Kearney, though I'm .obliged
to yon all the same for trying to. amuse
me. You'il not think me rude if I ask
you to send Kate to me ? And pleuse to
tell Father Luke that I'Il not see him
this morning. M y nerves have been
sorely tried. One word before you go,
Maurice Kearney; and have compassion
enough not to answer me. Yon may be
ajust man and an honest man; youmay
be air in your dealings, and all that your
tenants say O you may be lies and
calumules; but ta insuit a por old
woman on her death-bed ie cruel and un-
feeling; and PIl tell you more, Maurice,
it'a cowardly and i's--

Kearney did not wait to hear what
more it might be, for ho was already at
the door,and ruehed out as if ho was
escping from a firo.

"I'm glad he's botter than they made
him ont," said Mien Betty t herself in a
toue of calm soliloquy;• "and he'il not
be worse for some of the home truths
l've told him." And with this ahe drew
on her silk mittens and arranged ber cap
composedly, while she Waited for Kate's
Arival.r
As fo' poor Kearney, other- troubles

Why
Doñ't You Use

T does away with hard work,
-dont boil or scald the clothes

nor give them the usual hard rubbing.
(See the directions on the wrapper).

It gives the Whitest, sweetest,
cleanest clothes after the wash.

It prevents wearing and tear-
ing by harsh seaps and hard rubs. Rub

lightly with Surprise Soap,-the dirt
drops out. Harmiess to hands and finest
fabrics.

81 TH ES. CROIX3 SOuP P. Ce.. ST. siLPHEN. a. .

3 were awaiting him in is atudy, where he
found hia son and Mr. Holmes, the
lawyer, hitting before a table covered

3 with papers. " I have no hoad for busi-
ness now," cried Kearney. "I don't feel
overweli to day, and if yon want to talk
to me, you'il have to put it of LIl to-
morrow."

"1 Mr. Rolmes must leave for town, my
lord," interposed Dick, in hie most in.
sinuating tone, "and he onlv wants a

) few minutes with you before he goea."
"And in'juat what he won't get. I

would not see the Lord-Lieutenant if he
was here now."

"The trial is fixed for Tuesday, the
19th, my lord," cried Holmes; " and the
National preas bas taken it up in such a
way that we have no chance whatever.
The verdict will be 'Guilty,' without

beaving the box; and the whole voice of
public opinion wili demand the very
beaviest sentence the law can pro-
nounce."

"Think of that poor fellow O'Shea,just
rising from a-sick-bed," said Dich, as his.
voice shook with agitat.ion.

" They can't bang him."
"No, for the scoundrel Gill is alive,.

and will be the chief witnes on the'
trial; but they may give him two years'
with prison labor, and if they lo, it will'
kill himu.''

"I don't know that. Iv seen more
than one fellow come out fresh and
hearty after a spell, In fact, the plain
diet, and the regular work, and the
steady habits are wonderful things for a
young man that has been knocking
about in a town life."

" Oh, father, don't apeak that way. I
know Gorman well, and I can swear he'd
not survive it."

Kearney shook his head doubtingly,
and muttered: "There's a great deai
said about wounded pride and injured
feelings, but the truth ia, these thingu
are like a bad colic, iighty hard to bear,
if you like, but nobody dies of it."

"Prom al] I hear about young 3
O'Shea," said Holmea, "I Iam led to be-
lieve ho wiul carcely live through ar
imprisonrent."

"To be ure I Why not? At three or
four-and-twenty we're ail of us high-
spirited and sensitive and noble-hearted,
and we die on the spot if there's a word
against our honor. IL is only after we
cross the lie in life, wherever that be,
that we become thick-skinned and liard-
ened, and mind nothing that does not
touch our account at the bank. Sure I
know the theory welli Ay, and the
only bit of truth in it ail is, that we cry
ont louder when we're young, for we are
not so well used to bad treatment."

" Right or wrong, no man likes to have
the whole presse of a nation uaailing
him, and ail the sympathies of the
people against him," said Holmes.

(To be coninued 3
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