
CHAPTER XIX.-(Continued).
"The lost time you and Ilaid ourbeads together,Itold you,

that when Ibad left Connor Kennedy trampled downonmy own
hearth-Btone,Ithought my full revenge was wreaked upon him, bat
that he, even in this, deceivedme. More, that instead of ensuring
my own triumphant vengeance that night, the villain wbbstill able
towreathehis coils closer and closer aroundme;

—
was still able to

crush andsting, till he made the remainder of my life but one long
writhing fit of shame and degradation. Well, you, good youth, had
previously been placed by me,as aninfant, whereIcould find yon
whenIhad leisure. Find you,to bring you up for anypurpose,
whichon reflection should appear best tome. Well,Isay,after the
sentence which sent me,brandedlike Cain, into a strange country,I
felt, whenever the recollection of your existence occurred to me, that
revenge by my own hand, upon the author of all my ruin,would
not be half enough. That yourhand, aye,yoursonly,must, from that
moment, be appointed and directed to right me. Andsuch,at last,
turns out tobe the case. Atlast, lam righted."

"Itwas a fell and baleful plan,"s-tid Gerald. " Why should
I—l,I — I, your son, have been selected for effecting it? And how can
my band have avenged you better than your own could have
done ?

""My son I—but1
—

but Iwill answer you in my own way, and yet
quiteto your satisfaction,Ihave no doubt. Hearken to me. Ihave
been, andIam,a bold and courageous man. Wuh my single arm
oftenIhaveoverpoweredheavy odds;but that was in fair fighting.
Always exceptingmy wish to trample, tobuffet, ay, to kick todeath,
the dastard Connor Kennedy,neverhave £ takeia life in cold blood;—

neser haveIthought of so taking one. My enemies were met
front to front, andbattle roared around us;Ipushedmy full breast
against them;weencountered on thecompact ot thevaliant;

' Search
for my heart with your sword, if yoar arm be stronger, or your blow
surer,than mine I' NoI the poor dog that crouched and crawled for
mercynever could Ismite. When his death was needful, haveI
left him, left him, mark you to be dealt upon by meaner hands
than mineown1 And inproportion tomy manly disgust of amean
assassination,are my dislike andcontempt of themeanassassin. Ay,
the skulking, cowardly, midnightmurderer Ido detest;— withhimI
can huld no intgrcourse;and himIdo repudiate. Inhis base veins
there never could have run a drop of the lion's blood that courses
through mine I""Father, what meanyou?""Father 1 Reptile, spawn, paltroon, man-killer 1 you are, in!
truth,noson of mine. Ilied to the teeth when Isaid you were.
But Ilied boldly, and for my purpose, asIalso did on sundry other
points,with you. For instance,Itold you thatKennedy had pio'ted
against you, and thenIlied. Itold you thathe had suborned Don-
nelly against you,and thenIlied,too. Listen to me with your soulI
Itold you that he had seduced your Annie from you— that he had
injured t er,and that,at last,he hadmarried her. Again,and again,
and again,andon, on to the end of the chapter,Ilied, aud lied, and
lied. Why ? ha, ha1 why ?tomadden you into the mood for doing
what you haveso nobly doaeI To make sure of your killiag Connor
Kennedy I To make sure, quite sure,of his death by your hand I
By Lis ownson's hand1 Aye, at that you wili gape atme. But,just
as true as that you are nosonof mine, itis true that you are the son
of the man'whose blood is upon youIwhose grovelling, traitor-bLod
gave life to your heart, fitly timing its pulses forsuchan action1 For,
asItold you before, bloodof mine could never have warmed you,
or, rather, cooled you down to the perpetration of such a mean
atrocity.""Now,Ido not believe you,"said Gerald."Sirrah1 not believeme ?""No,Idonot believe you1 Iam not Connor Kennedy's son:
'tis a fiendish fiction. 'Tie animpossibility, an utter impossibility."

"And what, particularly, makes you so very incredulous?"
Bneered Btokesbury."Because 1feel convinced that you,even you devil as you are,
neveicould conceive the thought of setting on the son to kill the
father. You dare not I Heaven would not suffer you todo so. I
say again, Idonot believe you. Isay again, lam not Connor Ken-
nedy's son.""You have spoken well,boy, passing well. There is pith in
your words;and your view of right and wrongiB very correct. Yes,
Ido myself declare it is ablack andugly deed to murder a father 1
Yet that deed youhavedone."'"Ihave uot1 You live ;and you are my father. You have
brought me up as your offspring; you have given me the title cf
■on,and that title Iwill uphold, even against yourself,before the
world.""Psha I— lcaneasily disprove your title.""Idare you to that disproof I""Fool ! do you think Icannotmake my words good ? Do you
think me so verypoor anartificer as thatmy patient work of nearly
twenty years is likely tobe blown down by a puff of your flimsy
breath?— Silly cur I— lhad anticipatedyourpresent attempt to palm
youseif upon me, even btforc Ientered this house to-night. And
now to begin my course of proof."

He touk cff the handkerchief whichusually half covered his face
and continued,"' JosephFitzgerald,oldanri faithful servant of my father's houge
—do you recollect your former maßter ?"

"Oh, sir, sir," answered the man, "great wondher comes upon
me withyour words.

—
Idon't know whatreply tomake you I"

"Time has, doubtless,changed me ; the weather haa pelted on
me, and the sunhas scorched me. You see before you,however, the
master you have long thought dead, Go for your wife and lead her

ther directly,"

"My wife, yon said,lir I"repeated Joieph, looking more and
more frightened."Yes,man— your wife— did Inot speak distinctly t—Tell her
that Harry Btokesbury summons her to speak with him. Tell her
toremember the evening whenyoungHarry Stokesbury forced Oon-
norKennedy'sbratfaoinher arms;tell her toremember thathe then
weened ber she wouldbe calledupon at a future day to identify the
traitor's bantling. Tell her that the time is nowcome. Retire,Isay,
andlead your wifeup to thisroom."

He openedthedoor,and the servantwithdrew. He wenton to
Ge:ald—"Tes, sonof Connor Kennedy,Iwill soon demonstrate to yon
who is,or rather who wasyour father,andhow fulland how true has
therefore, been my revenge. On one point, alome, Ihave not quite
satisfied myself.—Before thevery last gasp lefthis body,he didnot
know whokilledhim. OhI— wouldthat he could hay« knownit1
And, trust me, oftenand often have Ipondered to try and arrange
thathe should be made acquaintedwith the relationshipbetweenhim
and his executioner. Bat it was impossible tocompass it, without
putting both of youon your guard. When you lay in yonder gaol,
too,by my contrivance, another modeof vengeanceon him slightly
occurred to me. For amoment X thought itmight be practicableto
change my tactics ; toget you tried, convicted,and excellently well
hanged for the abduction of AnnieKennedy, making him a witness
against you. Then, after your popularexit from this world,Iwould
have just whisperedto him the story of your parentage.— But my
chief witness, Donnelly,Icould not dependuponat thepush;hewas
what you call a person of bad character,and,besides,any man's
servant, either in truth or in falsehood, for the heaviest bribe.

—
You

have yourself heardhim admit as much, a few hours ago. But no
matter. Although Connor Kennedy could not, lest our plan might
fail, get a hintin this worldof who it wasIdoomed to take his life,
yet, as very goodpeople say there is another world,perhapsheknows
it now. Indeed for the especial consolation of my heart, never
bef re this hour haveIfelthalf so inclined to be a firm believer on
that knotty subject."

JosephFi zgeraldre-entered, conductinghis wife,both agitated
and trembling to excess.

"lam tould," began the woman,"there is one herewhosayshe
is the Masther Harry Stokesbury.""Come hither dame.

—
You nursed for a few days Connor

Kennedy's and Mary Bryan's first and only sou ?" The servant
assented."

You have received the messageIsent you this moment by
your husband?— ¥ou have understood it?"— She again assented
affirmatively."Well. Examine these things attentively."— He took a small
box from his bosom, openedit,and placed it on the table. " Have
you seen them before ? Are these the clothes in which your own
hands clothed Connor Kennedy's son,before you took himtOßurse at
yonr house ? And do you finduponthem the marks which I,Hurry
Stokesbury,directed you to put upon them,before Idragged your
chargeover your threshold?""Whether it comes topass that youare Masther Harry Stokes-
bury or not,"she replied," these are the same clothes Connor Ken-
nedy's son had on him whenMasther Harry Stokesbury took away
the child from me."" So. Look at this, too;[can you call this little thing to
miDd ?"

"Oh 1 mercy be to me1 Itis the gospelIhung round the in-
fant's neck, tosave him fromhis evil doom,"answered the woman."Yes," scoffed Stokesbary, closeinto Gerald's face. "And thns
Ilearned the fable of your famous doom

—
the doom Ihave led you

here to-night to accomplish, asIbefore told you
—

and learnedit
from this woman's lips, when by chance Iasked the meaning of
the silly amulet she hadappendedto your little carcass. Ha!

—
And

youbegin toadmit my proofs,do you? —Yes ;Isee thathorror is on
your face ; 1see that your cheekis livid;Isee that acold sweat
tricklesdown your forehead, and that your limbstotter beneathyou.
But there is stronger proof of the true natureof the cowardlymurder
youhave justcommitted. Attend,sirrah;attend,closely

—
Woman I"

he wenton aloud, andnow imperiously and passionately," you will
recollect that Iordered you to notice a something on the arm of
Connor Kennedy's whelp.""May theheavenssavens Iand itis the samevoiceInowhear
that said the same words tome more than twenty years ago I'1"Bight

—
the same voice, the very same. But did Inot order

you to note thatmark ? And when you had done so did you not
call ie a cherry mark, caused, you would have me believe, from a
cherry having being flung in play at his mother, before his birth?
But nomatter what you said

—
was therenot a reddish spot of that

kindon the young toad's arm?"
"IrecolLctevery word you say,sir.

—
Itis all fresh tomy mind

as if it happenedbut yesterday.""Examine your aim, then, Gerald Kennedy
—
Icall you at last

by your true came. Ihave,before now,allowedyou to peer at my
arm."

The unhappy young mansuddenly sat down,as if from total in-
capacity to stand;placed his elbows on the table, and fully covered
bis face withhis bands. Tears stole throughhis fingers,as ina weak
and broken voice he said—" The mark is uponmy arm."

"And my proof complete," cried Stokesbary. "Connor Ken-
»3dy's murderer is Connor Kennedy's eon I—And1

—
And that son knows as

much!— Knows, too, that Iset him on tokillhis scoundrel parent
—

and why Idid sol
—

Cur? you have named me— father
—

and the
words came like the serpent's hiss intomy ear. For, whenyougave
me that title, Icalled to mind that you were the c flaringof my
direst enemy— that you wereof the loathedbloodof him who doped,
abused, robbed, plundered,branded,banishedme ;andwhohad wiled
M^ry Bryan from my arms.

—
Oh 1 spume of the old reptileI

—
but

'hatIcherished you as my avenger,Icouldhavestruck you tomy
foot, and spurned you,and spat upon you, when you dared soto
addressme— Ha,butnomatter I— FromConnorKennedy'sownslime
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