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buried people, because He had suffered death and gone
down into the dark grave, and He knew how to help souls.

. . . Carolan nailed his resolution to say a nightly " Our
Father " for poor Milly to the masthead of determination
unaware that Father Haygarty had incurred the dis-
pleMure of Mrs. Breagh by urging the nacessary discharge
of this filial duty as a reason why tho boy should b« told
about his mother who was dead.
We may guess that the influence of the second wife had

inspired the Captain to insist that the hour of enlighten-
ment should bo deferred indefinitely. And if anyone had
suggested to Mrs. Breagh that sho had been prompted by
a belated jealousy of her predecessor, she would have been
genuinely horrified at the idea.

Nurse came in as Carolan decided on his course of future
loyalty, and started at the sight of the sturdy little figure
standing, with legs planted wide apart, on the shabby
nursery drugget, its childish brows puckered with pro-
found thought.

"Now may the Saints stand between you and the
mischief I know you'ro plannin' !" said Nurse, who prided
herself on reading thoughts in faces. "Is ut playin'
acreybats on the windy-siU, or shavin' wid the Captain's
razor ? Spake ut out

!"

Carolan spoke.

"Mamma is not my muwer, an' I shall ca." her Mrs
Breagh alwaya !"

"God be good to mo!" said Nurse, quite pale, and
pnttmg her hand to her side. "An" who tould ye that,
an' set the two eyes of ye blazin' like coals of fire ?"

" You saided it 1—and she saided it^-and Dada saided
It—when I was playin* robber's cave under the sittin'-
woom table," Carolan proclaimed. "And I'm goin' to
pray for Milly—that's my weal muwer—because she's
dead—even if they say I shan't !"


