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BHOWING HOW BHAUN A DHERK ONCE

MORE CONSULTS FOR THE PEACE OF

THE COUNTRY

The reader will have remarked
that Shaun a Dherk was not called
by the couneel for the prosecution,
and that the respectable Mr., Jim
Forde also was absent from the
array of witnesses. How Shaun a
Dherk convinced the learned gentle-
men “ for the Crown " that his testi-
mony was of no value, or how those
gentlemen themselves came to -the
conclusion that he should not be
sworn, it is not necessary for us to
chronicle; but Mr. Jim Forde's
absence upon the occasion is ex
plained by a very natural desire to
shun a very inconvenient complica-
tion.

Some time before the close of the
‘“‘case” for the prosecution, there was
® bustling and a whispering immedi-
ately outside the dock., Mr. Jim
Forde had ears to hear, and curiosity
to inquire ; and, although he was
the next witness to be examined, he
felt himselt impelled and driven to
take a look in the direction of the
little excitement, and then to de-
mand what was the matter. Mr,
Jim always boasted that things
“were foreshown him,” and he had
an impression, somehow or other,
that he was concerned in the move-
ment which attracted his attention ;
and, therefore, he moved a few steps
backward, so a8 to view the scene
more closgely.

Mr. Jim Forde did view a scene,
which was, it appeared, by no means
pleasant—for the worthy “mission-
ary” turned quite pale. And yet the
affair was, to an ordinary observer,
commonplace enough. It was only
a soldier—without his side-arms—
just as soldiers come on furlough—a
well-looking, though not young man
—and Mr. M'Cann, the showman,
who had his hand familiarly on the
shoulders of the sgoldier, while he
looked earnestly and joyfully, or tri-
umphantly into his face.

Mr. Forde, as we have remarked,
became quite pale when he saw the
simple incident, but he did not lose
his presence of mind. On the con-
trary, he immediately went to a
policeman, and whispered a word or
two into his ear. He then very
quietly opened himself a passage, a
few yards from Mr. M'Cann, and
though he got many kickse on the
shins, and was, in fact, black and
blue from these ‘“accidental” en-
counters with the brogues of his
neighbors, he got safely across the
street to a public-house. This is all
that has been heard of Mr. Jim
Forde from that day; and how Mr.
Frylie became acquainted with the
fact of his retirement in sufficient
time to avoid the inconvenience of
betraying his flight by calling him, we
have not been able to discover. The
case for the prosecution then wanted
that ‘' respectable labouring man
who would swear that he had seen
Mr. Gerald Moore, the prisoner, fire
the fatal shot.”

A short interval only elapsed when
Mr. Bonnell rose to address the jury
for the defence. Mr. Bonnell was a
fine specimen of a pleader—physical-
ly a8 well as morally ; he seemed
made for his profession. For a
moment he looked towards the dock,
and his eye rested upon the noble
face of Gerald ; he then looked
around the court and jury, and finally
directed his regards to the bench.
It was the appeal of an assured ad-
vocate to the reason of his hearers,
in favor of the filne young fellow.
who had already made a deep im-
pression.

We cannot pretend to follow the
able ‘‘counsel for the prisoner ;" but
we will say that his speech made his
road to the bench. It was “extreme-
ly splendid,”—one made for himself
and the prisoner both. All such
speeches are, and may they always
be equally successful for both objects.
As we must have judges, may their
lordships always have brains,

Mr. Bonnell commenced by a
frightful description of “‘Souperism.”
He explained its villainy in the
purchase of bad consciences; its
debasing influence in making hypoc-
risy a merchandise, he showed how
the buyer was dishonored by trading
in lies, and the seller damned by
denying the authority of the
Almighty; he detailed the starving
families that lay at the foot of the
cross to die, and the demons that
gathered round them in their agony,
to offer them the devil, and a ladle
of soup; he asked how a country
could progress, where strife and de-
moralization were thus engendered,
and he called for the denunciation of
“souperism” by every man who loved
truth and Ireland—no matter what
his creed. Boldly he then declared
that this was simply a case of “soup-
erism,”—the soup being seasoned by
disappointed ambition, called by a
singular gentleman, who appeared
in the case, ‘‘disappointed affection.”
It was a conspiracy, he said, and a
conspiracy he would prove it. The
justice of heaven had permitted the
heart of wickedness to spread its
snares, only that impiety should be
taken in the toils. '“And now,
gentlemen,” he concluded, “we shall
commence where the counsel for the
prosecution concluded. There is a
large and respectable array of my
learned brothers on the side of
justice; we shall endeavor to explain

the phenomenon of a gentleman
charged with rent which he does not
owe, and impoverished by injustice,
for which law affords no remedy,
able to defend himself from the
kiowingly false imputation of the
crime of murder.”

Mr. Bonnell commanded the crier
to call * Mr. Boyce,” and that gentle-
man answered " Here 1"

“Come on the table,” said Mr.
Bonnell.

“ Yes,” answered Mr. Boyce.

Now, we must inform the reader
that old Father Mick was just beside
Mr. Bonnell ; and it was quite a study
to see that dear old gentlemau during
the learned counsel’'s speech. He
looked pale—pale and much thinner
than usual—the good old clergyman
and his fine white hair was not so
nicely kept as it is used to be when
Ailey Moore minded the oratory and
the altar. He looked careworn and
sad; but his face often brightened
during the address, and the old soul
was in his full eyes. He wept fre.
quently, poor man, when the coun-.
sellor depicted the poverty and trials
of his parish ; and, in fact, his face
was quite a transeript for the time of
every thing Mr. Bonnell said.

But Father Mick looked sorely
puzzled when he heard the name
“ Mr. Boyce " called by the proper
officer. He fidgetted, and looked out
into the court, and took out his hand-
kerchief, and took off his spectacles
—and finally he laid his hand on the
good Mr . Bonnell's shoulder. Mr.
Bonnell stooped towards him and
smiled very kindly and reverentially,
and motioned him to sit down; but
Father Mick seemingly continued to
plead. Mr. Bonnell tken looked
grave—and then pained—and then
impatient ; and Father Mick's eyes
filled ; and finally, Mr. Bonnell be-
gan to plead in his turn, and poor
Father Mick appeared conquered at
last. But he looked troubled, and
sat down, covering his face with his
hands.

Mr. Boyce, having been duly sworn
declared that he was an auctioneer ;
that he belonged to the cityof — He
was sitting in his office of an evening
one month since, when a venerable-
looking old gentleman presented
himself, who appeared both fatigued
and excited. He begged the old
gentleman to sit down, but his vis-
itor declined ; he had to travel a
good distance, he said, and he added
that he did not feel at all weary.
The old gentleman seemed much
affected when he opened his business:
he said that all he had economized
during his life was his “ little books,”
but an imperative necessity demand-
ed a sacrifice of them ; he came, he
said, to sell them. The witness then
went on to detail how he found it
necessary to go all the way to the
old gentleman's house to examine
the library. He travelled with him
for that purpose over sixty miles;
he found many rare books which
would not bring a third of their
value, and some large works that,
unless by private sale, would be flung
away.

" Well,” said the counsel " what
did the old man say when you told
him the loss he should undergo ?"

" He looked at the books, and said
it was a pity—they had been his
comfort, he said.”

" What was the sacrifice to amount
to ?"”

‘" A full two-thirds of the value.”

‘* And he was satisfied ?”

‘“He said they should be sold.”

“Why—did he say?”

“Because he should defend his
neighbor’s child from scandal.”

“ Who was his neighbor’s child—
did he say ?"

* Yes—Mr. Gerald Moore. The old
gentleman said he had nursed Mr.
Moore upon his knee—that he had
taught him his little Christian doc-
trine—that Mr. Moore had knelt be-
side him, and prayed to God at the
same altar with him, and was as a
son to him. ‘Oh, yes! the old
gentleman said,” continued the wit-
ness, ' ‘Oh, yes ! sell them all, sir,’
he said, ‘ every one.’ "

“Who was this good old gentle-
man ?" demanded the counsel.

The auctioneer looked over to-
wards the dear old Father Mick, and
the eyes of the court were turned
upon his silvery locks, and Gerald
Moore’s eyes were brimful of tears—

“Tears have a quality of manhood in
them,
When shed "—

a8 Gerald shed them,
auctioneer answered :

“It is the gentleman beside you,
Father Quinlivan, Mr, Moore's parish
priest.”

* And the money ?”

“ The money I handed to the agent
for the defence.”

“ Thank you.”

‘ A desolate home is Mr. Quinliv-
an's _without his books,” _remarked
the judge; ‘but the act was a noble
one, truly.”

“1 hope Mr. Solicitor General is
satisfied of the manner in which we
obtained the means for our defences,”
observed Mr. Bonnell, in a low grave
voice.

The Solicitor-General was whirling
his eye glass round the forefinger of
his left hand, but made no answer.

Mr. Bonuell, then, in a grave but
very confident voice, called Ellen
O'Meara, who swore very distinctly
that herself and two others had been
examining the beautiful execution of
the ' marking” on the pocket-hand-
kerchief, many days after the murder;
that it was in her hands as laundress,
and that it had been stolen from the
house or lost by Mr. Moore, there-
fore, many days subsequent to the
period of Skerin’s death.

The testimony of Ellen O'Meara
was confirmed in the most explicit
manner by the parties referred to in
her evidence.

when the

A gentleman of property swore
that Skerin had apprised him of his
intention to cancel the bond, as old
Mr. Moore was only a security, and
had himself suffered considerably by
the party who used the money; at
all events, he, the witness, was posi-
tive that Skerin had no intention
whatever of enforcing any claim
upon the prisoner's father., Mr.
Moore, the younger, was a model of
integrity and honor. He swore that
he did not believe it possible that
Mr. Moore could have been guilty of
the foul crime imputed to him.

That very important element, the
" teeling of the court,” had been
working very busily from the moment
Father Mick's love and devotion had
been exposed ; it was growing all
through the evidence of the three
servants, and became intense when
the last witness spoke of the inten-
tions of the murdered man ; but
when he emphatichlly swore that he
did not " believe it possible that
Gerald Moore could be guilty,” the
court burst all bonds of restraint and
gave a hearty cheer. The Lord of
Kinmacarra did not look angry ; but
he looked very stupid, and hung his
head. The judge attempted to look
angry, and talked of ‘' clearing the
court ;” but no one believed his
lordship’'s countenance or his lord-
ship’s threat, for every one saw that
he looked happy, in spite of his efforts
to appear severe.

Mrs. Colman, the “ pale woman,”
was next called. She had been watch
ing the unhappy Boran the night of
the murder. He had done her daugh-
ter deep wrong, and she had reason
to believe that he would pass in that
direction on the evening so often
mentioned. With her was a little
boy of ten or eleven years, named
Eddy Browne. They saw two men
coming towards a ** haggard” in which
they were standing. They concealed
themselves from the men, for she
was very much afraid. These men
most distinctly laid a plan to murder
Skerin. The boy told her—

“ That's no evidence !"” cried the
Crown.

“ Well, do not mind, ma’am, what
{ the boy said,” interposed Mr. Bonnell ;
‘ ‘ just mention what you saw.”

“Isaw no more,” answered the
. “ pale woman.” * They went away
,8wearing ; and I became so much
alarmed, that I went to the house of
the boy's mother, without waiting for
James Boran.”

Mr. Bonnell, amid an interest for
which the Bar could not account, but
which was really of an extraordinary
character, called “ Eddy Browne !”
and Eddy, who for some time had
been clinging in as close to the dock
a8 was possible, apparently indiffer-
ent to judge, jury and auditors, and
seeking an occasional look at the
prisoner, answered, ' Here !” in a
voice so sudden, firm, and decisive,
that he attracted every eye within
the building.

*Come on the table,” said the crier.

Eddy bounded from where he was,
and seemingly lighted on the table
‘“ bolt-upright.” He held his cap in
his left hand, and laid his right on
the back of the chair in which the
witnesses sat while they gave their
evidence.

* Examine him on the nature of
an oath,” said the judge, * but stay,”
his lordship added ‘' Well, my little
boy,” the judge continued, " what do
you do when you swear ?"

“Kiss the book,” answered Eddy.

‘ And if you swear falsely ?”

“ Do a great sin 1"

‘ And where does he go who swears
falsely 2"

“ After he's dead ?” demanded the
boy.

“Why, yes,” answered the judge.

“ Sometimes to hell—sometimes to
heaven,” said Eddy.

The judge looked at Mr. Bonnell,
and shook his head.

* Why do you say,” asked Mr. Bon-
nell, “ that a false swearer some-
times goes to heaven and sometimes
to hell ?”

* Quite fair,” remarked the Solici-
tor-General,

“ 'Kase sometimes he repints,” an-
swered Eddy, stealing a look round
at Gerald, " an’' sometimes he don't.”

The judge looked surprised—per-
haps puzzled, and the court laughed
to the echo.

“ Can you read ?” asked the judge.

“ Yes, an' write,” answered Eddy ;
‘“an’ cypher,” he added, in a lower
voice.

* And you know your catechism ?"

“Yis.”

* Who taught you all these things?”

Eddy turned round, and, without
speaking» word,he looked go rivetedly
and fondly ai ilis prisoner that the
women of the court would all have
embraced him, if they could. “ Poor
fellow |"” was distinctly heard on all
sides.

Mr. Bonnell then desired Eddy to
say all he knew ; for Mr. Bonnell had
had a specimen of Eddy Browne, and
he felt quite confident as to his capa-
city.

“1 know,” said Eddy, " that the
‘soupers’ thron’ down Gran's house
kase I wouldn't go tio the school ; an’
they're all bad ; an’ they hate Father
Mick and Mr. Gerald ; an’ Father
Mick cried when he hadn't anything
to give the Hynes's, an’ they cowld
an’ hungry ; an’ whin they hadn't a
coffin—"

* What does all this mean ?”’ roared
the Solicitor-General.

“It means that Her Majesty's
Solicitor General is in very bad com-
pany,” answered Mr. Bonnell.

“An' 1 know,” continued Eddy,
“ that the two ‘soupers,’ the Fordes,
killed Skerin.”

There was an awful sensation ran
through the court.

“ They wur in the ‘haggart,’ an’ I
saw 'em, an’' they said they'd kill
Skerin, 8o they did; and they said
‘Beauty’ would give 'um money.”

" Who is ‘Beauty ? " demanded
the judge.

" Snapper ?" precipitately answered
Eddy. " An’ I wint wud Shaun a
Dl}‘erk." continued the boy.

. Whp is Shaun a Dherk ?"

He is the man, my lord,” answered
Mr. Bonnell, " of whom the other
pide—"'

“Oh, yes ! I gee in my notes—John
Murtough, Go on.”

“Shaun is good, sir,” said Eddy,
looking at the judge, “an he helps
Gran, an’ he's good to the poor, an’ I
wint wud him to the sayside, to the
rack'd houses, kase he wanted to
help p

“But about the murder ?” said Mr,
Bonnell, who wished to avoid any in-
terruption.

“Ah | yes; I was goin' to that, I
wint wud him to Jim Forde's, to the
souper house, An'Jim was teaching
his childher to curse the Protistans,
an' he said Snapper dar'nt turn 'im
out uv the house he's in, bekase, he
said, Snapper was in his power, an’
that he was lookin’ at Skerin killed,
an’' the ould souper done it, he said,
an' they wur paid for id all. An’
thin I wint away wud Shaun a Dherk.
Shaun is good, sir; an’ he said,
‘Eddy, avic, we must do justice.'”

A deep groan filled the court, and
deepened the deep teeling with which
the details had been listened to.
Eddy was quite collected, however,
and always, when he could, he turned
round towards the prisoner, and
looked at him so fondly—poor Eddy
did. Alas ! what hearts for loving
have the children of the poor !—and
what an unregarded treasure is their
love !

The cross examination was inter-
esting, but did not affect the direct
testimony., Eddy admitted his love
for Gerald, adding, however, “and for
Miss Ailey;” he would die for the
prisoner, and “for Gran,” he said,
and for Shaun a Dherk ; butthe idea
of ‘“swearing” falsely for them,
simply astounded poor Eddy. He
looked at the “Crown” with both his
eyes opened wide—"Sware fur 'em !"”
he said ; "sware fur 'em !"” and then
little Eddy laughed. “I nuvur tould
a lie,” said Eddy, “"bekase Gran tould
me God was lookin' at me, an’ bekase
Father Mick an’ Miss Ailey, and Mr,
Gerald don't like any wan thit tells a
lie.”

And Eddy descended.

Great as had been the excitement
at various parts of the trial, nothing
that had occurred produced
such a sensation as the name next
called by the prisoner's counsel.
Emphatically and significantly he
cried, “John Murtough, commonly
called Shaun a Dherk !" There was
a pause, during which every eye was
directed towards the doorandtowards
the table. Those at a distance from
the table expected to see him in the
vicinity of the bench, where he had
been seen during Forde's evidence,
which was the only evidence he had
waited to hear ; those around the
table and bench looked towards the
door, to watch his entry. After a
few seconds a policeman appeared
making way, and then all heads
turned to one direction, and then
came the old beggarman of the south.
He was even more stooped than
usual, and was debilitated and slow.
The low muttering of curiosity,
speaking its impressions and
pleasures, the exclamations of sur-
prise, the impertinent and universal
stare, and the occasional half-spoken
curse, made no impression on Shaun
a Dherk. Cool as if he were on the
mountains, swaying from side to side
as a man of years and decaying vigor,
but with a clear, calm eye, that spoke
a king!y soul in the beggar’'s rags, he
came forward and mounted the table.

The judge, jury, and counsel felt
that he was an important witness.

Mr. Joyce Snapper shrunk behind
his counsel.

Mr. Forde, sen., was collared by a
policeman just as he was leaving the
court. " The police had received im-
perative orders that no crown wit-
ness should leave the court,” he said.

Shaun a Dherk knew all the parties
in this transaction, he said, and knew
them well. Admitted that he had a
good deal of intercourse with Mr.
Joyce Snapper—* helped him to keep
the peace of the country;” had been
sent by him on errands to treat with
the temantry about making him
(Snapper) presents. A present meant
fifty, a hundred, or perhaps two hun-
dred pounds. No man could obtain
anything unless he had paid well.
Had spoken to Snapper about the
ruin of the Moores, and had appar-
ently helped him. @Knew some-
thing of a bond — the bond
spoken of that day. He believed the
murderer of Skerin had taken it off
his (Skerin’s) person, and given it
to the man who had employed him,

“This,” cried the Crown, “is in-
tolerable. Here is a witness asked
questions which have no relation
whatever with the case, and speak-
ing of his opinion and belief, and
lawyers listening.”

‘ Pardon, sir,” answered Shaun a
Dherk, fixing his terrible eye upon
the Crown solicitor. “I won't give
you opinions, I am come for justice
betune God an’ man. 1 stud behind
the elder Forde when he fired the
shot— as near as I'm ti you. I
seed’im take a large paper from the
body, an’ I afterwards saw the bond
with Mr. Snapper.”

“It's a lie |"” roared Snapper.”

“Swear the justice,” said Shaun a
Dherk.

Mr. Joyce Snapper was sworn,

'On your oath, Mr Snapper,”
asked the Solicitor-General, did you
show this man the bond in question
or had you the bond at any time in
your possession?”

‘* On my oath, no!”

“ Gentlemen,” said Shaun a Dherk,
solemnly and slowly producing a roll
of parchment, ‘' Gentlemen,” he said

“here is the bond; I took it off Mr,
Snapper’s table the night uv the at-
tack, bekase he told me he was goin’
to use id agin the Moores ; an’' there's
& man in this court that saw him
showin, id to me—John M'Cann.”

Mr. M'Cann most satistactorily
confirmed Shaun a Dherk's assertion,
although he was only looking
through and listening at the keyhole;
he had left Mr. Snapper's servants to
go out and make ‘' charms,” in order
that he might show them Dublin
“an a sight o' places,” and curiosity
brought him up to listen to ‘' the
masther and Shaun a Dherk,”

The ;impression in the court was
by this time awful.

“ Why did you not bring this in-
formation to the coroner’s inquest ?"

“ Because it would give Mr, Jus-
tice Snapper and Mr. Forde time to
escape, and because I wasn't pre-
pared as I am now.”

“Why allow the man Forde to
swear against the prisoner ?"

“In ordher to put 'im at rest, to
keep 'im from flyin’' an' his friend
from plannin agin' justice ; and be-
kase 1 wanted to bring the curses o'
the poor altogether upon 'im when
he couldn't go out o’ the way, as he
could at the crowner's inquest. Many
a day an’ night I labored to bring
this blessed hour about. I'm the
wip of justice.”

“Idgive up the case!” cried the
Crown,

“There is a soldier here who has
been brought from England, and who
heard the plot for the ruin of the
Moores concocted by this pious
brotherhood,” said Mr. Bonnell.

‘At his entrance James Forde
ran,” observed the Crown.

""Awful |” said the judge.

*God is just, I told you, avic!” said
Father Mick, flinging his hands over
the dock upon the head of Gerald.

TO BE CONTINUED

THE BLUE EYES OF
NORA

ol

Do you know Cononagh Village,
far away in fhe heart of romantic
West Cork ?

The village in itself is pretty
much after the style and pattern of
many another Irish village ; just a
handful of two storied dwellings, in-
cluding, needless to say, a few pub-
lic houses—a creamery, a mill, and
two or three small shops.

But if the village of Cononagh
cannot boast of any particular
beauty on its own account, its na
tural surroundings are, beyond any
manner of doubt, however, remark-
ably beautiful, varied and romantic
even in that magical corner of
rugged Carbery in which almost
every spot contains a charm all its
own.

Cononagh village, indeed, is placed
in a setting of rare loveliness, for on
one side you have a murmuring
wood clustering along the hills and
vales to the westward, and on the
other a bewildering combination of
heather-clad hills, wild, rugged
mountain glens, and the silver
thread of the Roury River winding
along between its fern and flower-
gemmed banks, through the shadowy
woodland and the pleasant green
pastureland of the valley.

On a certain bracing evening in
September Nora Carmody was stand-
ing in her little shop at the Rosscar-
bery end of the village—her mother,
younger sister and brothers being
engaged at their tea, in the light of
the turf fire in the kitchen beyond
the shopcounter—when a ‘* teaman
(to use the phrase of that locality)
drove down the rcad and drew up
before the Widow Carmody’s house.

The '‘tea-man’ alighted, came
over to the door and smilingly lifted
his cap ; and, as he did so, Nora saw
before her, in the purple gray shad-
ows of the falling twilight, as hand-
some and winning-looking a young
man a8 she had ever before, in all
her five-and-twenty years, beheld.

“ 1 wish to stay here for the night
and to put up my pony and trap and
luggage, it it is quite convenient,”
said the young man, with a sudden
wistfulness in his clear, dark-gray
eyes. "I am very tired and also
very hungry. I've driven a long
distance, and the pony is done up.
But for all these reasons I wouldn't
trouble you—but what can Ido ?"

Nora Carmody's blue eyes gazed
for a moment or two in unconscious
admiration into the stranger’s face ;
and he, on his part, gazed with very
conscious admiration into hers.

As he told her, at a later period, it
was her eyes which at first attracted
him so irresistibly—eyes so ** darkly,
deeply, beautifully blue,” that few
men indeed could withetand their
half-shy, half-coquettish appeal.

Apart from her jewel like eyes,
Nora Carmody was a sweet-looking
girl, with a refinement, delicacy and
sensitiveness in her face that at
once revealed her true character, as
faithfully as the rose's perfume re-
veals the rose itself.

The young “ tea man was tall,
broad-shouldered, splendidly built.
He had a strong, square-jawed face ;
but his dark eyes were as tender as
a woman's, and his low voice had a
ring like music in its tones.

And scarce thinking of what she
was saying — speaking, indeed,
straight from the impulse of her
heart just then—Nora said quickly,
in reply to his words :

“ Oh, I'm sure we can make room
for you. I'm sure it will be all right.
Wait almoment. I will ask mother
—and one of my brothers will help
you about with the pony and trap.”

Such were the seemingly simple
circumstances of Nora Carmody's
first meeting with James Magrath ;
but nothing could persuade the girl
afterwards that this something was

not prearranged by destiny—nothing
could convince her that if she had
been in Canada that afternoon, in.
stead of in Cononagh, she and James
Magrath would not have crossed
each other's path,

James Magrath stayed for the
night at Mrs. Carmody’s, and before
he went to bed he had wonderfully
ingratiated himself with the family
household circle and had charmed
them all with his ringing tenor voice.

* You sing beautitully,” Nora told
him ; and sbe added impetuously as
was her usual way—"1 hope you will
come around here again.”

James Magrath did come again in
the following month and this time
he and Nora had a long, confidential
talk together,

During this long talk—carried on
over the turf and bogwood fire, long
after Mrs. Carmody and the others
had gone to bed—James Magrath
gave blue-eyed Nora full account of
himself and of his strange family
history.

He was, it appeared, a native of
North Tipperary. Half a year before
he had had a quarrel with his father
—a wealthy farmer residing near
Borieoleigh—and on the following
day he had left his home and inheri-
tance behind him and started forth
to earn his-own living as best he
could.

Through the influence of a
cousin of his, in his business in the
City of Cork, he had, some weeks
afterwards obtained this job at which
he was engaged at present,

" Why did you quarrel with your
father ?” asked Nora,

“Well, I hardly like to touch on
the matter, as it it is a very painful
subject,” was his reply. ‘' How-
ever,” he went on quickly, as a sud-
den flush of color swept over his
tace. " 1 feel that I could tell you
my heart's secrets. In spite of me,
you seem to draw everything from
me. I quarreled with my father,
Nora, because I took on my own
shoulders ¢ the theft of a sum of
money—which was in reality re-
moved from our house by an unfor-
tunate cousin of mine—whose wife
and child were literally starving, and
whom my father had refused to
help !”

" With my own eyes I saw this
cousin remove the notes from my
father's big mahogany desk, which
he first of all smashed open with
a pcker. Afterwards when my
father missed the money and cir-
cumstancess seemed to point to me
a8 being the thief, I screened my
cousin, as I've already told you and
taking the blame on myself was
driven from my home as an outcast!"

‘ But that was a terrible thing for
you to do, James—oh, why did you
do it ?” Nora cried in her excite-
ment addressing him by his Chris-
tian name for the first time.

“1I did it because I pitied poor
Joe—my cousin, I mean—and pitied
his wretched wife and child. I said
to myself, that as I had no wife and
child, it did not matter so much
what became of me. But now I've
altered my opinion,” he went on,
and his earnest dark eyes were fas-
tened almost passionately on Nora's
excited face. " Now at last 1 feel and
know how wrong I was, to have
done’ this thing—to have wil-
fully cast aside my birthright and
stained my name witb a disgraceful
slur !”

“ But surely it is not too late—"
Nora began, excitedly, but the words
faltered timidly on her lips.

“ 1 must think it over!" he said,
his voice hoarse with emotion. ‘' It
seems a cruel thing to betray Joe
and ruin his wife and child; but
there are other things just as cruel
—1 never looked on it this way be-
fore. Now everything is altered—
—everything! I must strike out
some plan to clear myself at last !"

Not for two months later did
James Magrath agdin drive up to the
Widow Carmody's door; and the
moment Nora looked into his tface
she saw he had come to some defin-
ite decision as to the arrangements
of his immediate future and fever-
ishly she waited the moment when
she should find herselt alone with
James.

At last they again sat by the turf
fire together, Nora by the exercise of
all her natural tact and intelligence
having managed to pack off the
others to bed.

“ Nora, my courage failed me at
the last moment.” Such was James
Magrath's whispered confession.
“ The news reached me last month
that my cousin Joe was dangerously
ill ; so although I had a long letter
written to my father, in which I had
told him everything, I could not
then bring myself to post it—and it
lies there in my pocket addressed
and sealed ever since !"

" Nora, there is nothing for it but
one thing only.” He suddenly
caught hold of her hands in his and
drew her passionately into his arms.
"1 love you, Nora ; I have loved you
from the first instant I saw you.
Those true, sweet, tender blue eyes
of yours won me, on that September
evening, and have held me ever
since.

"1 cannot ask you to share my
present precarious living, dearest ;
such a proposal would be cowardly
and unjust towards you. So I've de-
cided to pitch up this job, and to
seek my fortune in New York early
in the epring. And when I can
afford to offer you a little home out
there, Nora, will you promise to
come out to me and share it with
me ?"}

In a trembling whisper Nora gave
the desired promise.

‘ Let this be our own secret, Nora
darling, until we see our way more

clearly ahead,” James Magrath whis-

pered eagerly; and to this request

AFTER SHAVING
Use Oampana’s italian Balm,
Soothing—healing—pleasant. Twen-
ty-seven years on the market. Send
4 cents in stamps for sample.

E. G. WEST & CO,, 80 GEORGE ST,
TORONTO.

St. John’s, Nawfoundland
824 WATER 8T.

John T. Kelly

MONUMENTAL and HEADSTONR
Dealer in Granite and Marble

Prove It Yourself
Without Cost

I will send you
& ''1900'" Gravity
Washer for 30
days

FREE TRIAL

~not a cent of cost
to yo-1 pay freight,
Everybody who has
used this Washer
says it is the “best
ever” Write me to-
day personally for
booklet  and  par-
ticulars,

H. H. Morris

Manager ‘*1900""
Washer Co

#1800 ” Gravity 359 Yonge St.
WASHER Toronte, Can.
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Beautiful Rosary

Complete with Crucifix

This ex qui-
sitely  designed
@ Ro-ary 1s made
§ from  our best
R qua'ity of face-
X ted cut amethyst
“olor beads, with
B strong lock link
g Attachments,and
dainty crucifix.
OQur regular
9 price for this Ro-
sary s one dol-
lar but to all
eaders of the
‘Catholic
& Record” we
are offering a
B special discount
B of 25 p.c. and
will send one
B postpaid upon
Wreceipt of 75c.
P Or if you will
R act as our repre-
sentativein your
W district and sell
only 12 of our
size 16x20 multi-
¥ color Oleograph
Pictures at 15c.
each, we will give you one of these beautiful Rosaries
absolutely free.

Our Pictures are all reproductions of
Famous Paintings and sell regularly in
Art Stores at 50 cents each, so that at our
wholesale price of 15 cents, you can sell
the entire lot in an hour. Order today.
When pictures are sold, remit us the
amount of your sa'es $180, and:your
Rosary will be sent you by return mail.
Address :

COLONIAL ART CO., Desk R2., Toronto, Ont.

rfectiyLegalWill

You can make one in your own home
without expensive legal costs for 25¢,
Protect your family and make sure your
wishes will be carried out. Get a
) "CODE” WILL FO
with complete instructions to-day at your book
sellers or stationers or send 28¢, to
THE COPP CLARK CO. Limited
Wellington St. West, Toronto

RBIN STOFPS
ABSD & LAMENESS
from a Bone Spavin, Ring Bone,
Splint, Curb, Side Bone, or similar
trouble and gets horse going sound.
Does not blister or remove the
hair and horse can be worked. Page
17 in pamphlet with each bottle tells
how. $2.00 a bottle delivered.
Horse Book 9 K free.
ABSORBINE, JR., antiseptic liniment for
mankind, Reduces Painful Swellings, En-
larged Glands, Goitre, Wens, Bruises, Vari-
cose Veins, Varicosities, heals Old Sores. Allays
Pain. Will tell you more if you write. 1 and
$£2 a bottle at dealers or delivered. Book

‘‘Cvidence’® free. Manufactured only by
W.F. YOUNG, P.D.F.299 Lymans Bldg.,Montreal_ Can.

Sense

rminator

AP AL

I8 dries up the carcases and absolute-
iy preveats the unpleasant results
.at;:‘am‘ the use of inferior prepar
o

Common Sense Roach and
Bed Bug Exterminator sold
under the same guarantee.
26¢., 50c., and $1.00, at all dealers.
Ifnot at your dealer’s, write us and wa
will see &.s youaresupplied. @

29 COMMON SENSE MFG. CO.
31 Queen St. W., « Toronto.

Pennsylvania Avenue,
18th and H Streets

To seekers of a hotel where
luxurious quarters may be se-
cured, where charm and con-
genial atmosphere prevail, and
where excellence of service is
paramount, the Hotel Powhatan
offers just such inducements.

Rooms with detached bath
may he obtained at $1.50, $2 00
and up. Rooms with private
bath, $2.50, $3.00 and up,

Ak f; 1 1 J
Conventions: Tousiat Puries, nd Sehmles
Write for booklet with map.
CLIFFORD M LEWIS,

Manager
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