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CHAPTER XXVII
A STERN CHASE

Captain Nesbit, Chief Coast Guard
Officer and Inspector, sat on a wicker
chair outside the white wall that sur-
rounded the Coast Guard Station.
This was his fourth visit within a few |
monthis, He was much disturbed in
mind this evening. He indicated it by
biting his nails and looking anxiously
and angrily across the heaving waters. |
The truth was that he had been re- |
primanded severely from headquarters.
He had been sent down to ferret out and
destroy & nest of smugglers that were |
hidden somewhere along the western
coast, and he had ignominiously failed.
Every effort had been thwarted, and he
had long since fallen back on the belief
that the authorities bhad been hoaxed.
In this view he was confirmed by the
belief of his men, who assured him that
the thing was quite impossible in these
days of vigilance and eircumspection,
when the whole coast from station to
station could be swept by the long
glasses of the meun; and when a diver
could not cross horizon without
being noticed. But here were his per-
emptory orders. Clearly, the revenue
authorities believed that something
illegal was in progress, and he it was
who should seek it out and destroy it.

He lit a cigarette just as the dusk of
evening fell and, after a few minutes’
reflection, he called over Pelham, a
shrewd, cautious Boglishioan who had
been warrant oflicer in the service and
who was now in charge of the station.
“Any news, Pelham?” he asked
anxiously.

“None, sirl” said Pelham, saluting.

wWere the men out last night?”

“Yeag, sir. I myself was in charge.”

“How far did you go?"”

“Six miles to the west, where we
ambushed in a creek. Then we pulled
out to sea and skirted the coast down to
Redcarn.”

“And ssw nothing?”

“Not a sail, nor an oar, sir, except
Mr. Wycherly's Water-Witch.”

“You didn't follow her?”

“No, sir,” said Pelham, looking with
surprise at his oflicer. “Mr. Wycherly, |
sir, is the young gentleman at Rohira—
an ex-naval hoflicer.”

Nesbit was silent.
aud earnestly. [

“We have swept every inch of thn‘
coast,” he said at length, *“up from
Waterford, and down again from ixinsale. |
It there's anything wrong, 1 don't see |
how it could have escaped us. But— |
can that boat well carry a sail?”

“Yes, sir, if we manage careful and the |
wind lies low.”

the

He thought lnug“

“All right. When does the moon
set?”

“Sets early, sir. It will be pitch-dark
at ten.”

“8p much the better. Have the boat |
and four meu ready at half-past nine.
And bring your arms.’

v Ay, ay, sir!” said Pelham, saluting. 1
But he ‘iugered round.

“Any suggestions, Pelham?"”
officer asked, noticing his hesitation.

“No, sir! But that gypsy woman
comes around here pretty often; and 1
don't like her tampering with the men
and fooling the women.”

“Certainly not” said Captain Nesbit.
“You must sternly forbid her coming
near the station again. When was she
here last?”

o[ think she was here this hafternoon,
gir,” said Pelham.

“Is tlis one of the gypsies at the
castle?”

“Yes, sir.
you about them at your last inspection?”

“Yes, I do,” said the oflicer, reflecting. |
“Has that apparition been seen since,”

“Oh, yes, sir!” said the man. “It is |
guite a usual thing, especially on moon- [

the

You remember me telling |

light nights | b

“And you think still that these people |
get oat this property-ghost to please |
the old doetor?” |

“1 do, sir" said Pelham.
don't.”

Phen they believe it is a real ghost?” i
he asked in amazement., |
“Some do, sir, and they are thoroughly
frightened. Some are doubtful. I tells 1
them that these gypsies are simply try- \
ing to please the old man, so that he
may not disturb them. The young |
master wanted to clear them out long |

“Tke men "
|

ago, but the doctor would not '.lllu\\'l
nim.

“What? Do you mean that Mr.
Wycherly was anxious to remove these |
pec Have you heard that?"” |

" _ sir. Jodith has mentioned it |
wgain and sain to our people. And |
she tl in defy him, so long as
th 1 master lives.' |

heory nocked on the
ered Nesbit to himsell. |
r elham, I'll have some tea |

t nin and have the men ready |
as 1've i |

YAy, ay sir d Pelham, saluting
and enteri station wn. |

When t noon had set o men got
out their long boat and pu led silently
into the deep. Outside the shelter of
the land, wheu the light wind caught
them, they hoisted a sail and moved |
oigelessly in a direet line southward
from the shore. Nesbit steered. They |
carried no lights, but a dark lantern

bidden beneath the seats. When

v had sailed three or four miles from
veered round and, altering |
sailed in an easterly direc,

wnd almost parallel with the coast. |
a good lookout; but it was |

shore, they

their course

I'he men ke
geary work and waiting; and after a
time they lowered the sail and lay to.

It might have been an hour from mid
night when the loskout whispered:
A sail to the windward, sir!
her helm ig
And Nt

Keep

ady!
.bit had hardly time to grip

the rudder-ropes when the full wing of ‘|
the Water-Witch swept within a few |
vards of the coast guard boat and |
Vanished in the darkness, leaving a |
white wake behind. *“*Hoist the sail as |
once, Pelnam,” shouted Nesbit, “and

her. By Jove, that was a close

after
| Koep in her wake and tack if |

shave
vou come too nearl”
Pis the Water-Witch, sir Mr.
Wycherley's boat,” said I’elham,
“How do you know?" said Nesbit, |
somewhat impatiently. 1

|

| Tumbe ring

| high seas at my pleasure.’

| that he had now the victory.

“By the cut of her sail sir! the man
answered. *1'm sure ‘tis the Water-
Witch. Isn't it, Orpen?”

“f think s0," said one of the men, who l
was pulling the sail-ropes through their |
pulley, “There's no other yacht around I
here, except Wycherly's.” |

“Never mind!” said Nesbit. “Keep |
after her. If we can overhaul her, no
harm's done!”

Then commenced a race upon the mid- |
night waters ; and there was no rivalry, |
only the anger of the pursued and the
zesl of the pursuers, For Kdward
Wyeherly felt now that the authority of |
England was on his track and he shook |
out every bit of canvas his little yacht |
could bear until her pennant almost
dipped n the se He guessed at once
why and wherefore he was pursued ; and
he determined to give them a night of |
it. “But a last night,” he muttered so
t Pete could not hear him. There
was a faint starlight on the waters ; and |
far down in the west a reflection from

the sunken moon. Now and again |
Neshit could see the white sws .
wing fashing dark q

Wycherly watched the broad sail that
came lumbering along in bis wake. But
it was against swallow. Toe
Water-Witch sprang, as if to the voice
of her master, over the curdling waves,
and down dark hollows ; and in less than
balf an hour she was beyond the sight
or reach of her pursuers, She was then
far out at sea; and a great dark object |
loomed up on her lee side and a flash, so
faint that only expectant eyes could
see it, lit up the waters for a moment.
Wycherly put down his helm and glided

swan

1

under her stern ; and answered in reply
to a muflled “Boat ahoy ! :

“Quick! Put her round and hoist
every stitch of canvas. The coast

guards are at hand !”

He made the cireuit of the schooner
repeating his orders and then flew back
to where the coast guard boat was still
throngh the waves, drew
it completely out of the track of the |
smuggler and into his own creek beneath
Dunkerrin Castle, pulled down his sail,
got Pete out in the punt, and awaited
events,

Nesbit in the eagerness of his pursuit,
and forgetting altogether that he was

only acting upon suspieion, almost ran |

his boat upon the rocks. Yet he dreaded
from lack of power or lack of evidence
to proceed further. Wycherly

lenged:
“ That you, Pelham ?”
“Yes, sir!” 8aid Pelham. “Captain

Nesbit is on board.”
“Yon have had a hard run.

| take me for a smuggler?.”

“No, sir. But—"

Here he seemed to consult his officer.

“Mr. Nesbit, sir, would like to know
what you were doing out on the deep
seas at such an hour.”

“Tell Mr. Nesbit that that is my own
affair. I shall go and come upon the

“Oh, of course, sir!
sir, I'm sure.”

But Nesbit had drawn in his boat till
she glided almost stern to stern with
the yacht ; and with the dark lantern he
threw a yellow glare across the deck of
the boat. It revealed nothing. But
Wycherly affected the fury of insulted
innocence,

“If you are not satisfied, sir,” he said,
glowering down upon Nesbit, “with your
impertinent examination of my
you are at liberty to come aboard.
And, if you are not satisfied with that,

bring your m up to my
father's house and pursue your investi-
gations there.”

“You have
Wycherly,” said

Meant no offence,

most
boat,

vou ¢an

been an officer, Mr.

Nesbit, half ashamed
but yet suspicious, * and you know that
an oficer has duties to perform which
are sometimes unpleasant.”

“Quite so!” said Wycherly seeing
“ It is be-
eause 1 recognize the eall of duty that I
invite you to a further search, so that
you should be perfectly satisfied.”

“It is late ! said Nesbit, consulting
his wateh, but still eagerly scanning
every corner of the yacht under the
yellow glare of the lantern.  * And be-
sides, no suspicion can attach to you,
Mr. Wycherly. In fact, I should be
disposed to eall upon you to help in our
gearch fur smugglers along this coast.”

“Then you believe that smuggling is
going on ?" asked W yeherly.

“Well, so it is reported,” said Nesbit.
“But perhans I could see you again at a
more opportune time and we could dis-
cuss the matter together.”

“ (ertainly ! I shall be most happy,"”
gaid Wycherly. ** Meanwhile, you will

allow me to throw out my anchor.
There!”

“Well, good night!” said Nesbhit,
“And a more pleasant introduction next
time,

Aud the boat swung round under the

stroug arms of the men and vanished in
the darkness.

In a fe seconds the little punt,
guided by Pet rlided out and ran
vongside the yacht. and the two mel
stepped ashore,  Pete remained behind,

|t s up the boat; but Wycherly went
forward and strode into the Witeh's
cave

A dark lantern was faintly smoking in
a corner. Against the dim light and
faintly outlived against the irregular,
arched entrance, like a statue in a niche
was the tall form of Judith, She stood

| atili and almost unbreathing, her hood

covering her head and her hands folded
her tide
over the weed-fringed rock and lapped

beneath cloak. The washed

her bare feet, for the gypsy preferred to

2o barefoot at all times, Not a sound

broke the stillness notil she said :
“Well
“It wassa close shave this time,” he
gaid, *'T'hey are on ourtrack at la
“The owl is heading the hawk,” she

said. “ It is unpleasant,

peet Crapaud 27
“Hardly, I think,” he said wearily.

“But it cannot remain a secret,

revenne cutter may be here in a week."”
“ Buy off Pelham " she said.

“Nonsense!' he replied. “That is,
give everything away and betray our- |
selves IV

“ Wvery man has his price !" she said.

“If we had only n
months more, we ¢

free hand for six
wld retire,”

“Six mownths! Taree months One
month Po-night ! I'm done with the
matter from this moment and will take

| the consequences.”

W Very good, Bdward Wyeherly ! she

gaid. “The cousequences may be much,

Did you

Do they sus- |

The |

or little,  But what shall be done with
the stuff already on our hands ?"

“ You and Pete dispose of it, as
please !" he replied.

 Yon elaim no share ?"

“None! I simply want to
nothing more to do with the
business.”

“Very good " she replied. “KEdward
Wyeherly, it is not men like you that
win empires.” |

“ suppose not!"” he said, turning |
away. |
w(ome little father!” she eried, ac-
wting Pete, * The night waxes late !”

you |

have |
nefarious |

CHAPTER XXVII
A SCHOOL INQUIRY

The burning of Kerins's hay-rick on
the night of the concert did not improve
matters in the parish. Kerins at once
applied to the necessary authorities for
compensation ; aud he was awarded a |
large sum more than suflicient to cover
his losses, and it was levied exclusively
on the parish. The rate fell heavily on
the farmers around ; and, although it
was quite impossible to blame Kerius for
defending himself, yet the taxation was
s0 neavy that each felt he had a griev-
ance against Kerins personally, so
utterly unreasoning are men where their
moneyed interests are concerned. He
beeame therefore more widely unpopular
than ever in the parish ; and Dr. Gray,
the parish priest, who had denounced
the outrage in unmeasured terms from
the altar, shared his unpopularity. But
somehow now the latter had begun to
heed such things less than ever. He
had turned away his face from the noise
and battling of men and was striving
with all his might for eternity. Annie’s
departure, too, so mysterious and uni
telligible, seemed to snap the last link
the chain of human sympathies that
bound him to earth. The great gap
which her absense created had closed
up, although he still retained his deep
affection for her ; and she was still in
the habit of spending her holidays with
him, and an oceasional Sunday when she
was off duty. But the intervals were
not too dreary ; and if his sight had not
been growing more impaired under the
steady progress of the disease, he could |
say that the evening of his life was the
( best, and that he could anticipate the
peace of eternity, Bot there were hours
and days of deep melancholy, when he |

chal- | fel, absolutely alone and when his books

could be no solace and now he had to
fall back on the benevolence of his
| curate for society and the spiritual |
| offices of his calling.
He had got from Rome a dispensation |
| to say the Mass of the Blessed Virgin |
| each morning, instead of the Mass of
| the day. Tnis was a great favour and
| shed its blessedness and sweetness across
| many veary hours, But he was obliged |
| by his growing blindness to abandon the |
daily Office ; and,although he had again |
| received a dispensation from that daily |
‘, duty, he felt the tremendous loss of such
| hourly communication with the Infinite |
| through the transcendant beauty of the
| Psalms and Lessons of the Office. For
a long time he bore the privation in
silence. Then a few times he murmured
in the presence of his curate. And one
day Henry Liston, in the fervour of pity
and self-sacrifice, volunteered to come
down every day after noon and go over,
verse by verse, the daily Oflice with his
pastor, reading it in choro, and thus ful-
filling bis own obligation at the same
time. He did not quite understand the
burden and trial he was assuming. But
he persevered grandly,and it was the
source of numberless helpsand graces to
himself.
It was a noble act too, because he had
| to bear with the imperiousuess and fret-
fulness of the old man and because he
had already witnessed one or two pain-
ful scenes just before the darkness had
closed down on the pastor's eyes, and he
could no longer leave home, except for
| the short journey to the church.
The worst of these scenes had taken
place a few months after Mary Liston
| had become a religious and Annie had
| gone for trainiug as a nurse, The
| pastor had driven over to the schools at
Athboy to assist at an investigation. It
| had been reported to the Commissioners
| of Edueation that Carmody, the assist-
| ant-teacher and nephew of the hated
Kerins, had used some children cruelly.
And this was set down to personal
| hatred and dislike toward the children
| on account of the attitude of their
| parents. It was a manifest calumny, but
the Commissioners deemed it a subject
for inquiry, and accordingly ordered the
Inspector of the distriet to hold a formal
investigation. Fortunately, he was an
experienced man and perfectly under
stood human methods of reasoning when
personal interests are at stake. He re
guested the manager's presence, and the
| latter and his attended. The
inquiry was formally opened by a hrief
speech and the prosecutor was called to
give evidence.
ove of the chi

curate

She was the mother of
1

‘I'm a poor widda, your hounor, she
said, “an’ sure the poor have no friend
now,

She cast a withering look on the
parish priest and went on

‘I've only a small little holdin' an
I'm ounly milkin' two cows (their ealves
died last sprir ; but if I'm poor, I'm
honest, an' no wan ¢an say that he has
the black of his nail agin me,”

“I'm quite sure,” said the Inspector

mildly, “my good that all you
say is correct; but it bas nothing to say
to the subject of this inquiry. I must
ask you to keep elose to that.”

“An' I am, your honour,” she said,
“I'm eomin' to it; but you must lave me
tell me shtory me own way, or I've no
bisniss comin’ here at al |

You must remember,”” said the In. |
spector, “that it was yon solicited the |

| inquiry and formunlated certain charges |
agninst this teacher—

“An' good right I had, the blagard,”
; she said. “An’ how could he be goud,
‘\A‘lll the black dhrop in him from two |
Sure ivry wan knows that the |
l Carmodys were a bad lot; an' as for the
| Kerins—" |
| Y Now

woman,

sides,

look here, my good woman,”

|
|
“ yond

“That he bate and ill-thrated me
child,” she said, sobbing, “that's with-
out his father to protect hin. Ah, you
ruffian,” she said, turning to the un-
happy teacher und shaking her flst at
him, if Mike Ryan wasn't over there in
his cowld grave this blessed and holy
day, 'tis you'd be laughing at the other
side of your mouth, you ugly bodach!

"Pis a nice thing to have the childhre of |

dacent parents in the parish taught by
the likes of you!"”

“Very good now,” said the Inspector;
“put, Mr. Carmody, this is a serious
matter for you. I don’t think there's
oceasion for laughter.”

“] assure you, sir!”
stepping forward,

“that so far from

laughing, 1 am greatly pained by ghe |

statements of this woman !”
“Woman ! she eried. “Who do ye
eall *‘woman,’ you cawbogue ? [ wouldn’t

demane meself by eomparing me family I

wid yours—'

“Lock now, look now,” said the In-
gpector in depair, “this must stop or |
shall be here till Doomsday—"

I assure you, Mr.—,” said the parish
priest, unwisely b in t ¥
have been watching the whole proceed-
ings, and so far from Mr. Carmody’s
laughing at this poor woman, he appears
to he deeply aflected by the situation.”

“Av coorse, av coorse, yer rever-
ence,” said Mrs, Ryan, making a pro-
found curtsey to her pastor, which she
intended to be killingly sareastie, “you
must take the part of the grabber, as
ushal. Every wan knows that you are
agin the people, and always wos, ever
since you sot foot in the parish. But
there's a good God above us to-night—"

“Look here, Missus,” said the In-
spector, taking out his watch, “there's
already half an hour gone by, and I'm
not nearer the subject of this inquiry.
If this is to go on—"

“Yerra, an' who's
honour 2’ she said. “Sure I'm not to
blame. But ye won't listen to a poor
‘uman who has no wan but herself and
the great God to look afther her little
childhre. Sure, you have only to ask
me anything you wants to know and I'll
tell you the thruth the same as if I was
on me Bible oath.”

This seemed to clear matters
and the Inspector said calmly

shtoppin' yer

couragingly:
“Very good. Now that's quite reason-
able. I'm sure you're a truthful end

honourable woman
“Ah thin, your honour, if poor Father
Ned Mahony was here, 'tis he could tell

that had the feel for his people.”

“Very good! that's very consoling !"
said the Inspector. “But now cowe to
the point. You say this teacher treated
your child inhumanly ?”

He did, your houour, an'
to prove it.”

“All right. But before we proceed to
proofs in what exactly did the cruelty
or unnecessary punishment consist?

Didshe beat the child unnecessarily, or |

what 2"

“Bate the child? Yerra, sure he's
always batin’ 'em. e bates 'em whin
he's cowld to get up the hate in his
blood; and he bates 'em whin he's hot
to cool off his apger. He bates them
whin his stummuck is full of wate; an
whin he has only cowld praties and salt

ling for his dinver on Fridays, he's the |

out an’ out !"

“Very goo . Theu you have noticed
some marks of violence on the child's
person 2"
“Vilence ?

Why, all his little body
is black

nd blue from the batin’ some-
times; and sure 'tisn't a month ago
whin be kim home wid his little nose
dhropping blood like a stuck ealf, and
wan of his eyes as big as a turnip.”

“And do you conunect that with
teacber ? Do you mean to say that the
teacher used your boy in such a brutal
manner?”

“1 do, your houour,” she said boldly. |

“You can ax the child yerself and see
what he says.”

*“Very good said the Inspector,
writing rapidly. “And now, before 1
proceed to the evidence, have you any
specific charges to make ?”

“lsn't it enough what I've said,” she
shouted, “to get him
for life? Yerra, what more do you
want, only to tske him now by the
showlder and put him outside the
dure ?

“Well, we'll sce,” said the Inspector.
“But these are zll the specific charges
you make ?”

“Oh, as for that,” she replied, “I eould
bring a hundred more av I liked. 1
could tell you how he makes the poor
childhre kneel in their bare shins on
the edge of a furrum that is as sharp es
a razhure—"

“You must ¢
¢ violence
child,” said t}
you assert that t

fine your charges to
irficted on your own
Iuspector. “Now, do
e child was compelled

to kneel, as you say, and for what space
{ time 2"

“Well, I'm only saying what every-
body does be saying,’ she replied. |

‘Sure 'tis the «

ymon talk of the parish
from ind to ind--"

“Very good. Now, we'll take evi-
dence. Where's your boy 2”7

Patsy Ryan, a stout, ruddy lad, was
summoned, and took kis place, not with-
out some trepidation, before the tri-
buné

“Shpake up now to the gintleman,
Patsy,” said his mother encouragingly,
“and don't be afraid to tell the thruth
over right the prieshts.”

What's your name ?
spector,

* Patsy Ryuve, sor,” said the boy, rub-

bing his hauds pervously on his
breecles.

“Very good, Patsy. How old are
you 2"

*Sure, he'll Le eight, come Michael-
mas,” put in his mother, “and sure more
betoken, "'twas the night of the tundher
and lightnin,’ whin we thought the ind
of the wurruld was comin.”

“Very good. What book are you
reading, Patsy ?" said the lnspector.
“Furst Book, sor!” was the reply.

“You're a big boy and should be be-

said the Inspector, have not come the First Book,” said the In-
| hither to hear about family virtues nor -“l":““'f“ .

failing—" “An' sure he would, your honour, in
| wVartues?” she eried scornfolly, | 80¥ other schoo! in the wurruld, But
¢Paith thin, yon needn't come ingquirin what can the childhre learn with a

(fther their vartues, [t
hunting for a

would be like
needle in a bundle of
sthraw,’'

w Al right!” said the
the point!
your charge against this teacher )

insnector,

w come to

What is |

pizawn like that,” pointing to Carmody,
“who'd rather be oilin' his hair an’ gal-
vantin' wid the girls—'

Now. now, Mrx, Ryan,” said the In-
spector, “this won't dol I gave you
| tull latitude and you must now keep

said Carmody, |

a little |
and en- |

you all about me—me poor dead priesht, |

the |

thrausported |

inquired the Tn- |

|unenoe. please, while I examine your
son

All right, your honour,” she replied.
“I'm not goin' to say another word, Iss,
Aye, or No!"

spector, “have you ever bheen punished |

by the teacher 2"
“1 have, sor,” said Patsy.
“In what way ?"
“1 was shlapped, sor,” said the boy.

|
i “Now, Patsy,” continued the In-
|
|
|

“Yos, sor !"” said Patsy, rubbing his

hands barder on his breeches, as if he | of the children? What of

\

|

The Inspector lunched at the curate's
house and immediately departed ; and
the two priests were face to face. After
a long interval of silence, which Henry
Liston was afraid to break, his pastor
said :

“ Well 2"

And Heory answered :

% It is an ugly symptom. I shouldn't
care muech, but what of the children
when such things are drilled into
them ?"

“ Yes 1" said Dr, William Gray, * what
the next

was anxious to wipe out the very | generation ?”

|
i “On the hand ?"
|
|

memory of the pain,
“What did the
with 2"
“Wid the shapper, sor,” said Patsy.
“Get me that slapper,” said the In-
spector to Carmody.

teacher slap you

the table,

“Is that it ?"” said the Inspector.

Patsy eyed ruefully, still rbbbing bis
hands. le suspected it was about to
be requisitioned again. But he recog-
nized his old acquaintance.

e ! he roplied
“Were you ever punished with any

other instrument ?"

“Wha'?" said Patsy. These
words wera too much for him.

“Did the teacher beat you with any-
thing else 2"’ was the modified question.

“No, sor!"” said Patsy.

“But your mother says you have had
marks or weals on your body."”

“Black and blue, your honour, an’ all
eolours of the rainbow. Who marked
you, agrogal 2 Who bate you about the
legs and arrums?”  said his mother,

*Buly Fitz, your honour,” said Patsy.
“He does be kicking me ondher the

desk. But he isn't me mateh, and whin
I growsup I'll lick the d—out of him."”

“There's the tachin’' now they're
gettin’, your honour,” said his mother.
“There's the tachin' goin' on in this
school. Shure they might as well be
among blacks or haythens.”

o1 see,” said the Inspector gravely.
“But, my boy, you went home one even-
ing from school with your nose bleeding
and your eyes swollen. Was it the

| teacher puuished you ?”

“sPwas not ! said Patsy. “‘Twas
Billy Fitz agin; but whin I'm growed

big

yes!"” said the Inspector
hastily. “I understand. Then why did
you tell your mother that it was the
teacher that ill-used you ?”

said Patsy.
“Who is Dieky Duggan ?"
“Oh, thin, wan of the dacentest and

his mother. *A good nabor an’ a kind
frind to the widda and the orfin. Sure

no little cart for me

'tis Lie ploug s
| every spring and gives me the seed for
the praties.”

“Then you told a lie to your mother,”
| continued the Inspector. “when you
| said it was Mr. Carmody that ill-used
| you 2"

Patsy was silent. His warlike ardour
against Billy Fitz had evaporated. He
rubbed his breeches in a nervous and
{ melancholy manner.

“You told a lie?" persisted the In-
!l)('('(_ill'.
“AvV
mother.

coorse, he did,” replied the
“How could he tell anythin’
else wid the tachin' they're gettin’
here? Sure how can they be good or
graceful wid a blagard like that over
| ‘em 2"

“I think that closes the evidence!”
said the Inspector. “Just one word
more. Were you ever put kneeling on
a form or desk, Patsy 2"

“I was, sor!” said Patsy.

“Just kneel up there,
how you knelt!”

And Patsy knelt comfortably on the
seat and leaned rather luxuriously on
the desk,

“That will do!” said the Inspector.
And Patsy retired with much satisfac-
tion.

The Principal of the School was sum-
| moned.

*Have you ever noticed any undue or
harsh treatment of the Children at the
haunds of Mr. Carmody 2"

wNever, sir! He is very kind and
gentle with the ehildren.”

*Begor,” said Mrs. Ryan, taking to an
| imaginary snd sympatbetic audience
| on the ceiling, “that's a quare question.
‘ As if they wouldn't stick together like
| piek-pockets.”
| “Mr. Carmody !"
| “Yes, sir!”
| “You have heard this—ahem!
l woman's evidence, or rather her specific
{

Let me see

charges against you. Have you any
observations to offer?”

The instrument of torture was put on |

[
| u
|
\

Then after a pause he said, as he rose

p:

“ There! It shouldn’t concern me
wuch. Ishall be sleeping down there
under the elm in the old churchyard.
Jut I don't envy the lot of the coming
priesthood. They will have sharp work
cut out for them."”

“ They will be equal to it,” said Heury
gallantly, although his heart misgave
him, *They are getting new weapons
and adopting a new system of warfare ;
and believe me, they’ll be more than a
mateh for the revolution,”

“ 1 have been hearing that ad nauseam

| and I don't believe a word of it,” said

““Pwas Dicky Duggan made me, sor,” |

his pastor angrily. * There would be
some meaning in that, if you were des
ing with educated and intelligent opposi-
tion, but of wbat avail are your new
weapons by which, I presume, you mean
new books and new systems, when you
have to deal with Dick Duggan and
Mrs, Ryan ?”
There was no answer this time.

|
|

With whieh Brown walked to the
door.

“ See that the packages are taken
into the mess cabin,” he added, as he
lelt the room. * I'll meet the gang there
directly.”

“ A boss isn't a bully, and Denis
Brown will have the difference taught
him pretty sharply if he isn't wise
enough to learn it for himself,"” Watking
muttered sulkily. * Will you step over
to the big cabiu, Mr, Stuart 2 These
chaps are as jolly as kids with their
Christmas gifts."”

We passed between a double row of
the small cabins, where the wmen slept
and entered one which wés much larger
Thirty or more tall fellows were eagerly
watehing for the parcels that Watkins
and the driver of our sledge presently
brought in and deposited on the re cent
ly cleared supper table. This required
several expeditions, and Brown appeared
with the last relay. The grimuess of
his countenance was uunrelaxed, and |
expected to hear Victor Fouehe's sen-

| tence of exile pronounced at once.

| he delivered it to the owner,

“ 8o you're keeping to your new-fan-

gled authors, in spite of all I have said
to you. Believe me, Father Liston, you
are on the wrong track. There's uoth-
ing there but what one of the Fathers
called ‘the wine of devils.” ’

“ It is these medimval conceits that
are playing the mischief with the
Chureb,” said Henry, * Modern thonght
will not stand those terrible maledictions
of the Middle Ages on everything that
is beautiful and refined, *The body —an

open Sewer ; women—so many devils ;
poetry—the wine of demons ; art—the
handmaid of iniquity’ ;—that kind of

thing wou't do now, sir!
for it. It won't.”

The old man was fumbling with a book
which Henry had left open on his desk ;

Take my word

and, half in contempt for what his cur- |

ate was saying, half through curiosity,
he was peering at its pages with dim
eyes held close to the print.

% Who wrote this ?"

with an accent of stern anger in his

| yoice that sent the blood from his cur-

quitest byes in the parish,” broke in |

ate's face.

“«Oh ! that?" said Henry, rising and
coming over to where his pastor was
sitting. “ That's the Gestandnisse of
Heoine—a profession of faith—"

I was mistaken.

With a pay list in his hand, he read
aloud each checked name as be vawe U
it, and, turning over the packages until
he found that which was thus sddressed
On man
of the weather-roughened faces of the
lumbermen as they approached were
smiles that softened them almost pat
etically, while the bold eyes seemed hal
jocularly, half shyly to demand sympathy
But they obtained none.

At length, however, as I watchec
Brown, his glance leaped with a direct
ness whieh proved that he knew where
to seek the object of his weath, to a
slender built fellow, who leaned against
the end of the chimne,

“Vietor Fouche ! rown exelaimed

My ‘vis-a vis lifted his head. H
French Canadian parentage was writter
in his dark eyes, his alert movements, hi
unrepressed emotion. He sprang for
ward as he met Brown's gaze, and, pal
ing visibly, flung out both hands with
gesture of appeal. Yet, though this
might seem the manner of guilt, he did
not look guilty.

“Vietor Fouche !"” Brown repeated,
in a voice bitterly cold as the sleet
whieh had newly begun to rattle against
the window, “This package is addressed
to your name. That I should find you

opposite me,

| amoug the men who receive pay from me

he said at last |

“ A profession of ribald blasphemy 1”1
| said his pastor in a voice of thunder.

pane of plate-glass, which was smashed
into atoms. ile theu strode furiously
from the room.

He had stumbled on a pitiful, but
audacious, passage in which the little
broken German Aristophanes makes a
comparison between himsell and the
Almighty.

Hence, when a few days aftor, Henry

day and read the Oflice with his blind
pastor—a task of patience and much
pain—he was doing a noble thing, a self
sacrificial act, which
rich reward.

T0 BE CONPINUED

was sure to reap a

——— e

ONE CHRISTMAS EVE

{ fronting his companions.

WHAT HAPPENED IN A LUMBER |

CAMP

There was abundance of Christmas
turkey and plum pudding at the lumber
camp, where | arrived one Christmas e

| The firm who owned the contract were

business friends of my father, and had
introduced me, on the previous day, to
Denis Brown, their newly admitted
junior partner. He was to be my host
during my visit, which I had planned for
the purpose of gathering materials for

| an article on the lumbering interests ol

the Northwest. He had been described
to me as a taciturn fellow, but I found
him a good talker on the subject which

| most iuterested me just then, and which

|
|
|

|
“None, sir,”” he replied, “except to |

deny them in toto. It is a
pure spite, dictated—"

| * % Now, now, now, Mr. Carmody I can-
not allow that. I cannot listen to any
imputation of motives—"

“ That's right Your Honor,"” said Mrs,
Ryan.
| you! There's fair play
| somewhere, thank God 1"
4 “ 1 j st want you to answer my ques-
| tions briefly,” said the Inspector to Car-
| mody, * angd to make no comments or ex-
planations. Are you conseious of having
| ever, in a fit of temper or resentment,
| i1l-used that boy ?'
| @ Never, sir,” said Carmody, some-
what nettled, * 1've never punished
that boy except in the manner already
described.”

“ Oh, glory be to God! Oh, sweet
Mother above. listen to that!” said
Mrs. Ryan. * Yerra, aren’t you afraid
the ground would open and swally you
up, you black-hearted scoundrel, to tell
such a lie an' before the ministers of
God ? Yerra, your honor, ax him no
more questions, or he'll damn his sowl
out an’ vut. Only take him now and put
him outside that dure and sind us some
dacent bye that'll tache our childhre
widout massacracyivg them—"

« [ think I'll adopt one of your sugges-
tions at least,” said the Inspector, fold

matter of

for the poor

small handbag. * Ishall ask no further
questions. This inquiry is now closed ;
and I shall place the evidence before the
Commissioners and let you know their
decision.”

w An' if you just tell 'em, your honor,”
gaid Mrs. Ryan, * that there's a dacent
shlip of a bye, a grandson ould Mike
Lynch's at the forge, and he's just the
wan to sake Carmody’s place here,"”

“ Very good,” said the luspector,
| rising, ** but the desirable vacancy does
not exist as yot."

“Take that, now, you blagard, |

he thoroughly understood, as he had won
his way from the rank and file of lumber-
men to his present position. i

The work of the gang he was about to
inspect had been impeded by lack of
snow which rendered transportation of
heavy weights impossible—a lack which
also delayed our jourvey through the
pine woods on & sledge which was well
loaded, besides, with Christmas parcels,
whose arrival had been eagerly antici-

pated.

We reached the camp as the variouns
detachments were returning at the close
of the day, and we were greeted with

| hurrahs that made the heavy brooding

atmosphere hilarious, when Watkins, the
foreman, announced that the * boss ™
would distribute the home packages
after supper. We shared the cabin of
Watkins, who proved to be a capable
cook, and Brown finished his meal with
the celerity which seemed to character-

| ize all his achievements, Then, stretch-

!

ing up his papers and placing them in a |

ing his long legs toward the fire, he
began to compare the * pay roll” Wat

kins gave him with a hitherto unread
list, of these for whom parcels had been
consigned to him. I yet lingered overa
second cup of coffee, when an exclama-
tion drew my attention to him.

“Who engaged this fellow 2" he asked,
in so hoarse and rough a tone that
Watkins stared as dumbly as I for an
instant before he stepped to Brown's
side and glanced at a name which was
pointed out to him.

“1 hired the hands,” he said. *“Vietor
Kouneche? He is a first-rate workman.”

“}le shall not work for me,” Brown
declared harshly.

“Why ? His mates like him, and will
want a reason if he goes."”

Brown rose. His face was white and
sullen as the firelight flashed upon it.

“He is a cheat and a liar,” he growled.
« That is my charge, but you needn’'t
expeet me to itemize it. My word must
be law in this camp.”

“ You were lumberman long enough to
know that a boss who keeps dark on
what seems like tyranny isn't popular.”

w1 boss according to my judguent
and [ don't care a d—for popularity-—or
advice !”

| this firm. [ leave at once.
And he sent the book flying through a | .

lowers even my opinion of you.
this and begone."”

During a moment silence eclipsed the
cheery chatter which bad filled the
room, while in the midst of thirty pair
of curious eyes those two stared at each
other. Fouche humbly imploring what
Brown dumbly refused.

'lx\‘l»v

Then Fouche's

face grew harder, and he spoke :
|

w1 ahonld naver have heen here if I
had guessed that you were the Brown of
Bat [ ask you
in justice, to tell my comrades that the
reason why I go is a quarrel between us
—not a crime for which they would
hound me from them !”

“ The reason is your dishonor
dishonor is a crime to
themselves "'

“1f I should defend broke
off, shrugged his shoulders and picked

and
men who respect

Victor

. | up his Christmas parcel from the table,
Liston volunteered to come down every | ¥ I 4

“ Goodhye, boys!” he exclaimed, con
“If any of you
care to shake hands after this send off
here is my fist !”

The assertion of Watkins as to his
popularity was proved, for, under the
stern eyes of theiremployer, the greater
number of the gang locked around him,
some of them protesting loudly that
they would not allow him to start in suck
weather,

There was an instant dangeronsly
suggestive of mutiny, which, conscious-
ly or unconsciously, Vietor cut short,

“['m neither sugar nor salt to be hurt
by a little water,” he cried briskly. wy
shall tramp into Laketown before day-
break. * No!" he interrupted himself
vehemently, as Watkins offered him his
wages, ** your master has overpaid me
his debt to-night. I'll take nothing
more from him.”

Nor did Brown insist when Watkins
glanced at him for orders. He stood
stolidly beside the table until Victor left
the room, followed by several of the lum-
bermen, and then, without a word, he
departed also.

A dozen fellows remained lounging
around the fire, listening to a member of
the group, who narrated, at some length,
certain events which had resulted in the
scene of which we had been witnesses,
Briefly, this was the story : Six years
ago Denis Brown (not then risen from
the ranks ) had been the sworn chum of
Vietor Fouche. After sharing the ad-
ventures of two seasons in the woods
beyoud the St. Lawrence, Brown had
taken his friend to spend a holiday on
the farm of an uncle, whose only dangh
ter was Brown's promised wife. Friend
and sweetheart promptly betrayed his
trust in them ; and he, so the story-teller
believed, had refused to hear of them
from that day to this, To which chron-
icled general sstimony  added  that
Vietor had remained at his wite's home
until her death, a few mouths since, and
was a newcomer to these Lake Superior
wouds, where he was already so well
liked, Subsequent widely differing views
of his uffense and Brown's raucor against
him interested me mildly as a study
in human nature; but my long sleigh
ride had made me drowsy, and slumber
drove philosophy from the field. Out-
side the brief paroxysm of snowstorm
had passed, and the atmosphere was
again brooding and heavy, as it had been
during the day.

« Barometer falling,” Watkins replied,
to my question as to the probability of
five weather. * Means a blizzard, I
guess ; but the gang would be idle to-
morrow, anyhow, and it couldn't be bet-
ter, timed for our plans.”

Reflecting somewhat gloomily on this
prophecy. I entered our sleeping eabin,
where I found Brown had retired to his
cot, and 1 speedily followed his example.

I was awakened by a crash, as though
the universe had gone to pieces. Then.
through the chaos of noise that sur-
rounded me as I struggled to elear my
senses, a familiar voice seemed as bless-
edly steadying as a plavk to a drowning
man.

“The worst has skipped us, I hope,”
Brown eried, elose to my ear. or I should
not have heard him. * The edge of a
eyeloe has hit us—"

1 bounded to my feet, secrambling into
the nearest garments,
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