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to realiso the wwount of the Huge wmorticowes. T owould
further suggest to vou the advisability, from vour own
point of view as well as froin mine, of observing silence
as to the ctrcumstances under whicle ilis lTetler 15 writlen
and the advances now in question have been negotinted. 10
within one month from dato [ do ot learn that you have
honorably tultilled the conditions hercin specitied, 1 shull
hurn tho deed which gives vour vour sole title to olaim
under the Hugge mortgages, and 1 shail tako such steps as
may  seem most advisable either to inflics chastisement
upon you myself; or to denownce vou to the eriminal law
ag the principal in the conspiracy lor the confiseation of
~tho Drumshaughlin cstates.’

He folded the leticer neatly and addressed it.

“That, T should sav, completes our business together
for the present, Humphrev” said Hans Harmal, with «
grin and a moek bow towards the motionless hods of the
woney-lender,  Something suegested by the rigidity of the
body seemed to sirike him, and he tore away the hand-
kerchief from the face. 1t exhaled the cold grev myvstory
of a corpse- -the features tightly drawn, the fecth set.
the nostrils still. By Jove, it looks as if it had been
overmuch,” Harwan cried, bending down with his ear
vlose to the money-lender’s heart.  “Pooh ! T don’t think so
—action not too had. In any ease, that is a detail, Tpon
the wlole better he than T1 -at least, perhaps” —added the
hreken eriminal, with o weary sigh as he buttoned up his
preat-coat.

CHAPTER NXXX. T8 THE BANSHEE TO HAVE 1180
BRIDEGROGM Y

As Ken Rohan was passing through the dark stone
passage from the eolls to the dock of the Green Street
Court-house, he stombled  wpainst o fignre eoming the
other way, with a tornkey’s heavy shoulders looining inp
closa hebind him. A smoky gas-jeb was sputterige agninst
one of the” elammy walls, ™ He fmmediately recounised
Mahon's old-fashioned cloak and long erev-hlack locks,
and knew that the poct's trinl for Livh treason musi have
finished  —“What luck*” Ken whispered, as they clasped
hands.—The poet’s lurge, melanchels oves lillod  with a
leminous glow, and the sweetest smile came over the deep-
dug lines that curved from his nostrils around the eorners
of his mouth.  “The hest of all lack—death For Troland 17
ho whispered, softlv; then laying his delieate white hand
tenderly on the other's shoulder, “hut you—at vour aee
—"  “Mustn't talk.” wmuttered the turnkey, hustling
the ol floak and the silvering locks inte the vloom; an
iron door opened in front of Ken Rohan, and he found
the mid-day sun and @ thosumud human oyves heating
blindingly down upon him.

In freland, gaels are popular shrines, lke the ruined
Abbeys and the Holy Wells,  The only really vegerated
part of a court of justice is the dock. The judge's ermine
inspires respect to the same extent, and for the same
creason, as the loaded guns of the policemen in all the
passages. Lot we mot scare those who mayv have heen
wiled thus far by recaliing ihe woetyl explanation why
Ken Rohan’s first sensation in the dock was that of heing:
in o sacred place—same sueh delicate frissonnement of the
nervous and spiritual apparatus as he ysed to expericiee
i strewing the fowers and lighting the tapers on the
altar of the Blessed Sacrament on Corpus Christi Day,
so long, long dreamy ages nga,  The dock in Creen 81 rocl
is a eurious siunken well in the centre of the conrt, through
which prisorers seem to rise ont of the howels of the
earth and disappear again into the pit as suddealy.  High
overhead in front, witk ouly the witness-table hebweer,
looms the eanopied tribunal on which the two Special
,Commission judges, in hlead-red gowns, looked threaten-
ingly down npow the prisoner; at the side, in a high-pitched
gallery, whicl: seemed to Do in danger of falling from
the roof, the jury sat tke heings hepelessly removed from
fellowship with the unhappy wreteh below, and penaced
him every hour of the day with falling on him and
‘crushing him under the ruins of patlery, verdiet, ynd all;
the seats for the public rose in steep sewticircles hehind the
dock up to the roof, so that the prisoner seemed o have
left all worldly friends aud hopes hehind him, and to see
nothing in front of him but wood-carved
a juryv-gallery as darkly threatening as 1
and blood-red judges, whase slightly fa
to be waiting for the fresh young bloo

wyers' visages,
los’ sword,
5 seemed
the

doek to restore thew to theie pristine dye, Phe dock was,
in fact, Tor all the world like n cockpit, in which the
prisoer had to make his Torlorn Aght for {ife against
desperate odds, sinking down when all was over into the
Tophet which yawned for him amidst ihe eells helow,  And
vot Ken Bohan was not thinkive of eockpits, wigs, verdiets,
nor hlack caps ai this moment.  He was thinking that it
was {rom his very doek, frow this very spot, Robert
Tammek. wave up his young His two wencrations before in
words over which eishomaddens still weep, and Lrish vouths
writgz their wenponless hands. From this very dock, aml
from this very spot, w generation later, Jolhin Mitehel
uttered his ficree hymn of scorn while the irresistible
dnggernnut car thandered down upon him to break him
limh by fimb. An heir examining his Crusadine ancestors
i some baroniad hall—a noviee treading: the cloisters of
Mento Cassino or Clairvaux on the very slones pressed
by o St Benedict or o St Bernard—could not Lave foli
mare reverential pride than Ken Rohan in finding binselr
heir to that sad, sad voval honse of [rish Patriotism, of
which the gallows is 1he genealogieal tree.  Underneath
wits e vault by which ®mmet passed from the dock 1o
dic at break of day,  Cause, seene, actors, issuo, always
the <ame ihronghout  the relling menerations the only
change wronght by o dreary centory being that, for the
work of deaining the most gallant voung henrls in the Jand
of theie Tife-blood, Catholic Enancipation had substituted
two spiteful Catholic judges For one stern Protestant one.
Just such another andience, lons ago dead  and cune,
wust Iave hedged Bimmet in with pitiless eves. Ah! bot
the hapless, happy love whielh ireadiated younyg Fimmel's
lifo— which made it at once so casy and so hard Lo dje!
How easy Lo Dbear the stare of all those callons Taces it
one could only know that amoene them all there was one
ervstal-pure heart where ene’s ghrine  would glow  for
ever aud Tor ever? Tlow sweel to die in Lhe soft hreak of
day. iF one conld only be snrve thai the love of one adared
heing wonld he huried with him in lis snknown prison
grave! A dreadiul chill of Toncliness shot throngh Ken
Rohan’s lmbs while the wood-earved Iawyers wore going
throueoh theire preliminary abracadabra. The (ashionable
ladies, who, as the Meporters woulid say, ‘“were accom-
muodated with seats on the Beneh near theire lordships,™ and
repaid their lordships with nosewivs of  flowers, ihought
they could, throngh  their lorunettes, sce the prisoner
tremhling. And vet some justinet more powerful than their
lorgmettes softened the fashionable Tadios in spite of them-
selves towards the prlsoner, with his fresh Lint of vouth
aned Irankuess —possibly some subile tonel of that magnet-
i that always betravs o man oin Jove to women anf
alwavs ranges them on his side. e could not hiselt
exactly tell what this sense of forsakenness meant. e
was an unknown striplivg in Dublin, and eonld s arcely
have expeciod friendly faces among the andience, even if
the andiences who would have loeked Triendly were not
kept far from 1ihe precinets of the comrt by pickets of
cavalry and hattalions of police.  His mother and Katie,
who had seen him in turn in prizson, had been mereifully
sirmonted baclk to Drumshanghlin by news of the miter's
growing worse,  IFather 1Phil had burst upon him  alsos

lilke o sudden gush of sinshine ihrongh a stormy December
shv.

The oy can ool in Christinn's food €11 the trial,”
the Cosdjutor-Bishop remarked to him Deforo he set out,
and someihing ag closely resembling a tear as anything
ever seen trembling Sn that stern eve trembled there as
he added: =] don . suppose food or any other of this
world's earcs will trouble him for very long  after it
There's my Dlank ehegie, Arrange for everything, Father
Phil —tell him T will never say Mass withous remembering
hing —and tell him—oh, bother '—tell lim first of all, and
TIast ol all, God hess himt”

Nor was the Coadjuior-Bishop's message the only shaft
of brightiess Tather Thil's sunuy old faeo projeeted  into
the cell. Father PLil had heen to visit his scapograce
nephew.  There was no substantinl evidenen apgainst Jack,
Hareld. . He had heen transferred to Mountjoy Prison in
the category of “suspeets” detained nnder the Haheas
Corpus Suspension, and had to his dispust received an
intimation that he would be released on hig consenting to
he conveyedd on hoard an American-bound steaner at
Queenstown,
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