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the open secret of her unreguited passion for Ken Roban.

“Oh, yes,” Georgey would say, in one of their selicol-
girl coenacula, “I love Lim oceans wide and mountains
high, and I would tell him so, too, only he wouldn’t in the
least believe me. I do believe he's nearly as fond of me
as he is of his dog Snipe; but that's just it—he's fond of
me in precisely the same manner, and how could he ever
suspect that Snipe should have matrimonial designs on
him ?»

“If he is conceited enough to he capable of making
such a comparison, I want to hear 1o maore of him,"” said
Miss Westropp cnergetically.

“He compare o woman with a tervier!  Why, the truth
is, ho will insist on thinking all women are angels, or onght
to be. And, indeed, they're not—at least, I know I'm
not; and,” with a sauey pout, “I'm not so much worse
than that provoking little vessel of perfection, Lily Dar-
gan, whom he used to adore under the name of St. Ceeilia,
and who has got married to little Mr. Flibbert, the police-
man.l,

“Dear, dear, what a misery it must he for you, child!”

“Oh, mno, it isn't. T don’t mean at  all to  die
of love—especially as long as you lend me Captain Neville
to flirt with,” laughed Miss Georgey. I have no mare
notion of eryving my eyes out for Ken Rohan than for =z
Prince of the blood royal—though, indeed, I'd die for him
ten times over if 'twould be of any use to him,” she hurst
out impetuonsly. “T’d be with him in this conspitacy or
rebellion, or whatever it's going to he, only thev objrct
to our petticoats and are afraid we'd faint. And as I'm
no use myself, I've given him Tom.V

“"And who is Tom?" asked Miss Westropp, with much
interest,

“Tom is my brother—we eall him the Doctor, because
he has no more chance of heceming o dector than I have
of becoming Brigadier-General. I told him the other dav.
“Tom, you must he sworn in a Fenian.' “And what is
that? said he, for the boy thinks of nothing but his
tobacco-pipe and hottled stout, and he does ask such puaz-
ling questions. “Oh, hother,” 1 said, *“‘ask Ken Rohan,
and, wherever he gaes, follow him.” Al right, Georgev.”
said Tom—and, though he's not much at his books, Tom
will follow, you may he sure, if it was to death, or to the
gates of—the English headquarters, vou know.’,

“But do vou think there is really, really any danger
of—of things of that sort ” asked Mabel, shuddering.

“I have no head for politics—not much head for any-
thing else, cither; hut I don’t see why Irish boys should
not try a change under their own flag as well as Captain
Neville wonld go out to-moerrow and risk his life against
some miserable swarm of Abyssinians or Ashantees. I like
men to risk their lives. It is the only prdof of sincerity
you can get from them, Ard then it is a woman’s duty
to weep as she can't fight, and there must be such a pride
in weeping for the brave.”

Mabel looked very white and trembled. “I'm such a
coward,” she said faintly., “Don’t, dear!—I know I should
dio of terror to think of--peor Harry, now, for instance.
—Tt is too horrible! And, ah! what a different thing for
our poor hovs from geing out clad with all the glory of an
irresistible Empire!”

“Upon my ward, Miss Westropp, you lLave only vour-
self to hlame if J count Captain Neville amang eur poor
boys, and object wholly to his being eaten by African

cannibals for the glory of the Fmpire,” said irrepressible
Georgoy.

(To be continued.)

AN APPEAL FROM THE BACKBLOCKS

At Tuatapere—a bush township in Southland—Mass is
celebrated in the most westerly part of New Zealand. The
few scattered Catholics are making a hold endeavor to
raisse funds for a much-needed churech hut realise their
difficulties without assistance from outside. They therefore
appeal to the generously disposed readers of the Tablet 1o
help them in their enterprise.

Subscriptions may be sent to the undersigned-—Preshy-
tery, Riverton—and will be acknowledged in the Tablet.

(Rev.) D. P. Bucriey.

THE AMERICAN COMMISSION
ON CONDITIONS IN IRELAND

INTERIM REPORT

(Continued from last week.)

CHAPTER IvV—(Continned.)

"“Sinn Fein Extremists®’
In the campaign of murder amd urson in
“shot trying to eseape,”

Ireland,
crefusal to halt,” and Creprisal™
ave appeared to us as fermes justificetifs employed by
the lmperial British authority. An o exculpatory terw,
Csian Fein Kxtromist,” was also presented to us i the
caurse of the cvidence. We first noted the Lerm *Siun
Fein Extremist” in the vostimony of the assassination of
Lord Mayor MacCurtain, and se far as we conld discover
the term frst received its Bricish comnotation in conmeo-
tion witl that crime.

Lord AMayor MacCurtain,.—The Misswes Walsh, sisters
in-law of tie Lerd Mavor, and members of his houschold
when he was assassinated, appearcd befare ns. The story
of the murder was told as follows by Miss Susanna Walsh

“There was a slght kneek at the door ahout one
n'clock or quarter past once. Mrs. MacCurtain heard it,
and she put her head ont of the window and eulled to fnrd
out what they wanted. They said: ~Open the hoase
auickly or we will hreak the door in." Mrs. MecCnortain
wanted to go down. He said: “I will go, Marv.,” &he
sald: ‘No, you mnstn't. [ will go down. But before
she could get down to the deor, it was burst in. Fight or
nine men rushed in, with blackened faces and long coats,
and caught her. Several of them held her, and the rest
vushed upstairs, At the same time—1 had a little red cont
1 used to throw aver me, and T went out to the top of the
landing. T heard the uweise downstairs. and | heard the
baby ery, and T ran downstaivs to take the haby, for [
knew that my brother-in-law wonld be in o tervibie wav.
I arrived st the first landing just as twe hig men with
blackened faces and big coats on them wot to his door.
And I heard the first man sav, ‘Come out, Curtain!
And my brother-in-law said: * Give me time to dress. I
am not yet ready.” When my brother-in-law said ¢ Give
me time to dress,” I said: * Give mie the baby, please.
Aud they pushed me back. And T ran back to the bath-
room, and I heard my sister shout: ¢Murder, murder.
the police are murdering us all” And a neighbor womun
who lives next door said: ‘Who is shot® And I said:
¢ My brother-in-law, MacCurtain.’ T rushed upstairs. T
thought T would die with all of them. And as T went up-
stairs T heard heavy moaning in the corner, and T Inoked,
and my brother-in-law Iay just outside his bhedvoom door
with blood coming from the region of his heart.”

Mrs. MacCurtain ealled far help from the windows
and immediately the honse was fired on from the street.
The disguised raiders then disappeared.  Shortly  aftor-
wards, armed British soldiers, uniformed and undismiised,
made a supplementars raid on the honse, Tut the Lol
Mayor was alreads dead and laid out Tor hurial

Thomas MacCurtain, TLerd Maver of the City of Cork,
was a sucressful voung business wan, 1le had five chil-
dren, the oldest ten vears. and he supported three arplan
nicces and an aged father. Soveral witnesees have tosti-
fied to the high persomal regard for him among people
of all classes in Cork. In his funeral procession marched
the local Protestant Episcopal Bishop, the Jewish vabbi,
and clergymen representing the other local relicious or-
ganisations, as well as thousands representing every phase
of the Republican movement in Cork. A few days lelore
his death, the Lord Mayor had protested in the City Coun-
cil apainst the terrorisation of women and children by the
British military and pelice. and declared that the TIrish
Volunteers wanld preserve order.

In the months preceding his death his home and husi-
ness premises had been raided by the military or police
several times. On one of these occasions the raiders made
a. thorongh search of Mrs, MacCurtain’s room, three days
before cne of her children was born and a few davs after
the burial of ancther. It was alleged befare us that rumors
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