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CHAPTER IV.—Conlin.ued.

the name huad
acted us u sort of zpell, {ieorge Kay-

As if mentioning
mond was at that moment entering
at the hall-door. He sent A message
to ask if Miss Olirady could see him
for a few moments.

“Go aned see him, child,” said the
old mun, and Kitty went downstairs.

“llas your brother come home?"”

That was Mr Raymoml's first ques-
“Nog,” said Kitty. “Why do you
ask?"
“[ecause it may bhe important to

him and to you to know where he is,
und what he was doing yesterday.
Locok here,™ he said gently, “the fact
i, there has been a buad accident—a
man has been found dewdd, aod there

were  questions  asked  about  your
brother, | come here as soon as 1
could, to warn you and him. Don't

faint oow, for pity's sake,” he said,
with all a man's horror of such an
event. “You'll want all your senses
about you”

“] pever fainted in my life"” said
Kitty. *What win | to Jo? What ix
this you wean?”

“Listen now, and don’t be tao much
alarmed. A man called James Sulki-
van wis fonnd  dead last  evening.
That he died from a gunshot wound
is certain; also there are bruises on
his body. No gun huay been found
with him, and therefore suicide is out
of the question,” and then he stopped.

Kitty nodded, speak she could not.

“()f the three m+n who found and
carried hin howme, none tnow exactly,
or ¢an fuite remember now, the spot
s lying, You know what
a Log is,” cuntinued he, impatiently,
stirred greatly by sympathy and pity
for her—“one part the same as
another— water, mud, little tufts of
rass. Of course, they ought to have
left him there, and sent for somebody
who would have recognised the exact
spot; but they carried Lthe body
home, and when the police came they
had to wuit till daylight to try and
discover some trace of the aceident.
Now yocur brother’s nume has been
mentioned; the coroner will hold an

inguest to-day. Where is your
brother? It is muost huportant that
we Ekhould knew

Kitty was able to whisper, “Do they
suspect him?"

“I am afraid they
Been  ill-will  between  fhem. Even
the police know that. Then there is
ihe foct of your brother threatening
the other; and now Sullivan is found
dead from lnss of bood from a gua-
shat wouud, and your brother wns out

oy there has

must  lonk

had  heen  out

O Grady
prople  were

L
Desmioml
shooting—a  score of
ready to prove that. Tfis gun stond
naw in its accustomed ploce;  Dbut
when it hud been placed there, or by
whom, nobady couki tell. He must
have come very quietly home, fnid by
the gun, and then gone out again--
that much, and no more, was certain.

“He will come hack,” said Kitty,
looking futa Genorge Hnymond's fuce
for the hope and contidenve she did
not feel.

“fe will be mod unless he does.
Now, you Aare & brave girl—be pre
pured for what may be suid and done.
‘Take care thnt your father does ot
hesr il—too soon.” For Mr Raymond
knew hetter than she did that sconer
or later Mr (°titady must know all.

“You wre very good and kind,” ahe
sl and Mr Raymond felt that he
could ask no better reward.

»] min going now to the loquest,”
he said, “nnd shall see you again.
Lepensd on me.  1F you hear anything
uf your brotber, ket me know. You
ust e very  eautious and  very
b t." and then he went awny, leav-
ing poor Kitty very desolate and al-
mast rtunned with  this new,
stronge  blow,

e inquent was ut anoewd. Tt was
with difticulty  that Mr  Raymond

found this out when he arrived, a0

From *“HOME LIFE"

loud and hét was the debate.

What was the verdict? “Found
dead, evidently from gunshot and
other woumis: how received, there
wos not evidenee to show™

The Coroner took (ieorge Raymond
into a cormer. *It’s over,” he said,
“amcl a good thing too. Jucky that
the jury were all of the O’Grady fac-
tion—anil friends to Mister Desmond.”

“[ think their verdict a very just
one,” said Mr Raymond, coldly.

“Yes, yes, sir. {f course, it was ac-
cording to their oath; but the Sulli-
vans have been talking, and they have
put it about that Mister Nesmond has
had a fingrer in the matter. They can
(o no harm, I suppose —a verdict is a
verdiet, and nobody saw Mister Des-
maoned next or mear the place, thal's
one thing. Sorry 1'd be to have a
bair of his head suifer. Sure, was not
it the old gentleman got me into the
plice I have?”

“He may have shot himself.”

“That's the thing! He may; and 1
toll this to them. [But you see, sir,
where is the gun? I usk ye that.
Them unlucky men tock him up, and
nobody can swear to the exact place
he wans found., I've had the peelers

and a dozen men trapesing all over

the bog, but not. a sign of the gun.”
“Samebody must have seen him

leave his house with it—his servant;

wus he examined?” .-
“KFaith, he just was” responded the
Coraner, with a melaocholy sigh;
“gnd he told us nothing at all. He
has heen drinking bhard ever since,
and nothing can get it out of his
head but that is was young O'Grady
who did it.”

“But what =nhout the gum? It
hasn't been found, you say—ls it io
his house? Has that been searched T

“Kvery blessed corner of it} and
Hyan swore that, to the best of his
belief—mot that I think much of that
game, Mr Raymond—his master had
gent the gun to be mended. He
wouldn’t, or be couldn’t tell us w
whomn it was seni; but anyways, 1
wish from my heart we could find iti
and another thing, sir—I wigh we
conld find out where Mister Tesmond
was about that time. Not that I
think he hud say act or part in it
tut just to stop their tongues. That
Ryan, when he has the sip taken,
stops at nathing; amit he has been
saying that the verdict is a false one,
wind that we all kuow Mister Desmond
did it.”

Indeed, the voice of the said Ryan
waa just at that moment heing up-
liftei in very drunken declarations
that his master was a murdered man.
“Killed- dom't ye be talkin®, boys!
Tt meself knows who @did it. Arran,
don't tell me. Oh, thim (FGradys
are onlucky! Ts it a verdict? Whoe
caren for it! 1 say, un’ Ul swear,
too, that Mr Desmond killed him!
Where waw the gun? Who else did

it? § ax you if it was his own gun
that did  it. Shure, it would be
found!” and so forth,

But the jurymen stoutly held to
theiv opinion, and muintained that
there wus really no evidence at all to
show how those wounda had been in-
Hicted.

George Raymond wen. out of the
smoky room into the porer air (o
try and “think out™ thia problem.
8o far, Desmond O'Grady was safe
enough, If he were venlly inoocent,
why should he wo far pluy the part
of A guilty man by H#ight? and
guilty or not. where was he? In
viin George Raymond nsked himsell
that question.

The quertions that pressed so
heavily on (ieorge Raymond’s mind
were more varily solved hythe popular
prejudice or  feeling. Almost every-
hewly thonght that Desmond OUrady
had & hamd in the murder. Kot that
they thinmed him  greatly. Those
whose lives have bwen spent In Ire-
iund know how high party feellng
runn, aud how little ia thought ot
human life when disputea orise. Ho
the matter rested; aod far and near

went the report, a8 impalpable as air,
and as impossible to catcbh and im-
prison, that it was young O'Grady
whe had killed James Sullivan, amd
was “hiding in eonsequence,” There
was not m bit of use in talking ol

want of evidence to conneet one
name with the other. Evidence,
indeed! That was by no means
NeCessATY ., Ever; man, woman,

undd child felt that “Mister Desmond™
was to be pitied, not blamed. All ex-
cept the smaller faction of the Bulli-
vans, who, to be sure, were loud in
their denunciations of the murderer
and quite ready to hang him without
jmige or jury.

And it was this news that George
Ravmond had to bring back and break
(as if any such news can be broken!)
to Desmond O'Grady’s father and
sister. Kitty's eyes rather then her
lips asked the yuestion that he replied
to by saying: -

“The veridict is that there is no evi-
dence to show how he came by his
death.”™

Then she said, “They say Desmond
did it.”

“For heaven's suke, who told yon
that?" he asked with an ignorance of
Trish matters which would have made
Kitty laugh at another time. Had not
Tepgy heard it from the donkey boy,
who in his turn had heard it from the
dairy woman? Why, the news had
spread like wildfire. Was the poor old
father still ignorant of the death of
James Sullivan and of Deamond’s dis-
appearance? George Raymond asked
that question.

“He guspects something,” said Kitty.
“He is so quick. 1le guesses things.
What are we to say to him?”

He conld have blessed her for using
that little word “we,” yet was ready
to Wame himself for selfishness.
“Sgoner or later he will know that
your brother is not at home,” he said.
#That's certain. Perhaps he may come
back to-day. What folly or weakness
was it thaf took him away just now?”

“Ygu don't believe that he did this
thing?"’ said the girl, flushing an
angry red on cheek and temple, *You
don’i spesk,” she went on. "I know
what that means. Go away, Mr Ray-
mond—go, sir. 11 you believe Desmond
killed this man what do you want
here? T am his sister and I know he
is innocent, and you dare to tell me
you think it possible that he is not.”

“It is not much matter what T
think,” he said, calmly. *You know
very well T would not harm a hair of
his head.”

“} know nothing about it,” said the
girl wilfully and hotly, then the pas-
sion broke, as a wave breaks against a
¢1iff and spends itself, and she began
to ery. The world seemed a hitter
and a cold place. There was nothing
hut trouble in it, and Kitty’s heart was
full to overflowing—too full to allow
her to he capable of just reasoning, or
even common fairness. .

“You are angry with me” said Mr
Raymond, “but if you would consider
—I am very anxious to see the hest
way out of this trouble. Now, I won't
discuss the question of your brother's
share in the matter, but supposing that
he is quite free from it, and of course
you know him bext, he has acted fonl-
ishly in staying away. Those who dis-
like him suy he hns good renson for
idoing no. There is another thing—
if we comkl trace the missing gun.
They say that & gun there must have
been.”

“] ape.  And It it lan't fornd?”

“Mutters remain where they are™

“Tiaten, Mr Raymend.” She wwas
very pale mow, and her hands were
quite cold aud dump. and her voiee had
lort it old sweet ring and sounded
Jike that of some old. old woman.
HiCould they-—mow. yon know—vconld
they do anything to Desmond now—1X
mean if they thonght there was any
renson to think him guilty ?”

“Tf there was any new evidence to
connect kim with it,” said George Ray-
mond. Then he ntarted forward, put-
ting out hia hands. 1+ thought she
wan about to taint.  Rhe didn't loze
consclonsneas, but there was a mo-

mentary deathly feeling, ms if her

senses were leaving her. For a mo-

E:nt ol:lydit. lasted —one brief, blessed
mwent, during which he su

Ber upon his arm.  Then !hepll::)ﬁ

up with » sort of sobbing migh.

1 see how it in" she Baid., *Well
Mr Raymond, it is good of yon to teli
m_ﬁ;,l anil you Imv_e been very kind. You
:_\'rln“!’z"rgwo me if I've been rude and

He caught her amall bands
“Some time or other,” he said. "‘ll] 121‘:;:
be ahble to bring you gome comfort.
Believe me when T say it wonld cost
me little to give you my life, You little
know how much it paine me to rause
¥ou 8 moment’s sorrow. Now, good
:.)I:‘ye—good bye; let me know the very
br?)l:;:::”yuu hear anything of your

“And will yon come and tell me if
You hear anything more?” ahe sain.
She =pnke with a direct simplicity
that went to his heart; and he promis-
ed 16 come, and then maid gond bve
again, nand went away. )

CHATTER V.
“WITH SORROW TO THE GRAYE"

Klll_\‘r went sorrowfully back to her
fauther's room. "The poor old man
knew nothing of what had been go-
ing on, and his guestions pierced poor
Kitty's heart. Desmond, where was he?
The lad would come to mischief, said
Mr ¥Grady. Was there no news? Why
:\lrls;ﬂ Kllztytat‘)’:cull and silent? The poor

ng ke k he:

a ;url n?a smile. 7 tenrsand put on
_ As the twilight was fast changi
intn the more sombre hues of n?;l?:ng
visitor walked slowly along the avenue
ant afier some hesitation, as if not
quite snre of a welcome, made his way
to tlfe front door. After the good old
fash:on of the days gone by, when
the “open door™ and huspitality of the
O'iradys of Ballybrophy wereé things
often gpoken of, that door was no:
locked. The visitor pushed it open
with an unsteady hand, and looked
into the hali on which the door opened.
’A' Inmp was dimly burning within.
Iher_) he entered and walked upstairs,
holding by the banisters, and slupping_:
once or twice, ag it either ill or giddy
He had a heavy, red face, ruddy now
from drink, and he wos just drunk
enough to be very pot-valiant.

_I_’eg-gy (little thinking that swch =
visitor would dare to intrede) had
gone t_n _the kitchen, and poor Kitty
::‘:sﬁ:,t;mg'byhher father’s chair, a

£ 2T in her hand, from w H

she had heen reading, though theh]]ect}f
ters had danced before her eyes.

A step outside the door, then the
door pushed open. “Who the deuce s
!hflt?" cried the old mao, with sur-
pr;§_ceunnd anger.

sitty started up. She pot ou
hands as if te shizld her[faiher ‘frlt:en,';
srme unkrown or but fainily con-
trt‘nplnted danger.

_‘W‘ho‘ﬂm I, iz it?" said a harsh
voice, wikh n sort of defiance in it, “I')y
soon tell ve, siv. Tt's merelf that i.s not
a bit oshanied nor afraid nayther of
II!;P name nor me nation. I'm Mick

van. wan of the Ryans of Dirums-
shane. nayther more nor leas: an’ it's
what TI'm come to te]l ye all 'is this—
Ur'l.n: it was yer fine bould son that
?ho me masther beyvant; and for all

€ enroners and juries in Treland, I
hnll‘)e to Mive to see him hanged for i

“Stop!™ shouted the old man. in a
voice at onee so strange and h;rrih'lr-
::'ﬂ; Kilty shook from terror. “What's

n i - . = N
at 3-1‘:‘1-; ;iiug"ng? You lie, and yon

“A fie, is i#1? Fuith, sorra a lie, Yo
ﬁn‘e s?n, 1t wag he shot me m:m.th\r;l:
An” he’s hidin' now. Shot him dead! an’
then they got iwelve honest men, by
the wny, to say nobody knew how jl
kem abont.  But for all that maybe
Misther Besmond "Il find it via-m't £O
“w]:ﬁ'ftgehdﬂ A’ mayvhe it's mesel!
wont glad to see him hangin'. Why

“But these last words fell on -
h?gding ears. “15 this true, Kiu:‘?"
snid Mr O'Gredy. A deathly pallor had
fallen on hi= fine face.

“No. no, father!" she maid. “It's nol
true—_—noi what thix man says. Doen't
YDII“]Islel! to him-—don't hefisve him.”

Kiity clung to her father, and put
her hands to his enrs, as if to keep him
frglr-n hearing those bitter words.

senve the room-lenve th "
he 3aid distinctly, but I'inll; houset

“When 1 plaze, and as I plaze”
said the man; but the next moment
a =trong hand wnn laid on his arm
and before he could recover either
bhis breath or his impudent assurance,
he. wan whirled out of the room.

‘He's gone—ue's gone, daddy!*”




