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Had some marvelous phencmenon
neighbors aund friends of old Larry
(| Dominick, it could not have created
. greater commotion than did the extra-
ordinary news, borne far and near,

¢/ that his daughter was the wife of Sir
Hubert Romney. The whole country
was discussing it, gentry and peas-
|antry alike. Oua Christmas Day a din-
| ner was given in one of the Castle halls
[ 1o the tenantry, at which Catherine was
| presented by her husband as the mis-

; 4 P s | tress of Romney Castle : and not until
— & . — | mauy days had elapsed did that part
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pent the greater portion of each day

8OT, W | oon became apparent that Sir
mat Hubert Romney and his wife, though
deal and B¢ dwelling within the same walls, lived
last t} i not entirely separate lives. He continued
unless an of erfor ay company, his hunts, his

thie tin Hood's ¥ | ies 1 he left Catherine as compl y
rilia an sef ed | to herself as though he had openly re
balf a , € back | ndinted the tie forced upon him, ~ She
;'.«! Bottles | had her own splendid apartments, and
of t @ |a private purse, from which she was
Fi . Peilins [lavish in her charity to the poor, and
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love,
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!‘i"[v!l‘wi her father to ask her if she
| were happy : she replied :
‘“ Happier than I expected, or de-

|
ifi ;~ D B, ‘'hen Larry repeated
1f1er |served to be.” When Larry rep t
True .|°°d Pur f » "hv' answer, Carnarven turned aside
Promineutly in the public eye 11“ lay. “;u,,l said to himself
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| when he is not willing to give iv’
The strange and total change in old
inick’s life seemed to h ome
upon his constitution,
rapidly, and before he
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she heard that Florence Car
d ¢d,  [narven was down with the fever. An
Klfft SM’Y\ I hour after, and for the first time since
% i, QM.L/{ she had boscome the acknowledged
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! [ her old home, at the bedside of
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Catherine was so much engaged in
trying to arrange more comfortably the
poor tossing head, that she did not
notice Maura's incoherent observa-
tious ; and when she seemed to have
somewhat succeeded in quieting his
restlessness, she stepped outside to
despatch a boy to the Castle for neces-
ics for the sick man. During her
absence Maura clasped her hands to-
gether and beut over Florence,

“ Take the saycret that's heavy on
me soul, darling, off of it. Let me tell
her before you die, who you are, and
what you done for her. Say, asthore,
that 1 may tell her,

The sick man opened his eyes, and
began again to toss and rave. The
last of Maura's scattered sentences

seemed to rouse him for a moment to a
vague consciousness of its meaning,
and he muttered in a wild incoherent
wav:

“ The secret ! oh, yes !tell it to them
all Aud then he imagined that he
vas talking about the state of the coun-
try to Larry Domiuick, as he used to
do

“ Praise be to God !
woman., ‘‘ I can tel
it was only
gent."”

And when Catherine returned, and
again was soothing tenderly the pati-
ent's vagaries, Maura, with a flush on
her withered cheeks, and her fingers
working nervously together, said :

““Tend him well, Catherine. He
deserves it from you, for he gaveup
name and wealth for your happiness,’

The excitement in the old woman's
manuner, more than her words, at-
tracted Catherine's attention, and
taking her hand from the burning
forehead of the patient, she asked :

** What do vou mean ?’

* That the Castl ond.

said the old
her now, though
raving he gave the con

that the

slegant grounc 1k in, that the
ervant
that poor,

it wer me
6r own was dying.
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y: and so appall

le sick man start
a el
(i e moeaned.
Ther ipon he: and
uried her fa 1 the bed-cle She
npref ed it all now ; the vster

Her tears vained on his hair and face,

aud she pressed her lips to his burning

7 noble one ! when you recover,
if t be any power in the land, by
which justice may be had, uneither he
nor I shall keep you longer from vour
own : and my place shall ha hera, at

vour bedside, until you recover.”

She knew too well, alas ! there would
be no inguiries made for her at the
cactle, at least, by her husband, and
she deemed it a sacred and imperative
duty to give all her attention to Flor-
ence. T6o full of her anxiety about
him, and of the extraordinary fact she
had heard, and which she did not for a
moment doubt, she sought not to learn
more of the mystery that must have
surrounded his birth, And Maura,
jomewhat frightened at having told
the secret, volunteered no further in-
formation, *

All that tender care and skill could
devise, Catherine bestowed upon her
patient, and one morning he woke to
know her. But after his astonished
and joyous recoguition, he besought
her to leave him ;
You are married, Catherine : vou
must not remain here.”

‘“Nay ; but T must remain here, "
he said, through the tears that wou/d
come, “‘until you are quite well, when
[ have something very earnest to

yvou, and a that I shall
Ou no more

He was too

ay

trouble

weak to remonstrate
her, and as much talking was pro
aibiied Catherine would not have list
ened to him had he attempted it
But at length, one bright summer
day, he was able to leave his bed, and
while Maura assisted him to rob ),
Catherine arranged a comfortable seat
tor him in the open doorway, where the
soft balmy breeze might fan him.
When all three were s ated, she t
him what she had learned about hi
He turned reproachfully to Maura
She hung her head while she an
swered :

|
| 1ou gave the consent in your ray
fing, and 1 rht r she'd
1 1
| knoa
| \
! \ 1 e 1 1
\
1 |
‘ t
‘l o | 1 n \
what T am,
>he saw the utter futility of attempt
g, at least for tho present, to move
his determination ;  go,

concealing
curiosity her real
desire to know all the circumstance of
his birth, she begged him to tell her,

‘I can do it in a tew words,” he
said, “‘and if I should go astray Maura
there can help me. :

My father,” his voice
slightly,

under a pretence of

¢ { trembled
‘was Sir IHubert Romuey,

and had attempted to oppose her en-
trance to the sick room, but Catherine
was not to be deterred from what she

‘“You've a graud home beyond, " the
tears
coursed her cheeks, ‘'and Ze's lying
there—lying to die, and you'll never

he had been |

e by which Florence had |

¢ ) * hushand to acknowledge
her, and th fice the young mah |
had made of himself for her happiness

and in his travels he fell in love with,
and married, an Irish girl somewhere
in the south of Ireland, and tock her
abroad with him. She brought an
Irish maid with her, Maura there. She
died when 1, her first child, was born,
and Maura, from love of my mother,
took full charge of me.

‘“Alittle after that my father lost
much of his means, and he continued
to lose until he had wnothing left but
the domain here that bears his name,
In order to enrich himself again, he
married a wealthy but haughty Eng-
lish lady. She knew he was married,
and that he had a son by that mar-
riage, and one of the conditions of giv-
ing him her band was that [ should
be disowned, and not alone that, but
she demaunded that 1 should be sent to
some distant place from which thers
was never to be sent any tidings of me

““When my father told Maura that
he was going to send me away she
begzged to be allowed to continue her
care of me. Then he put everythivg
plain before her, aud she offered to
take me away, and to give me another
name, aud she swore never to reveal
the secret until Sir Hubert himself
should do so. And Sir Hubert chose
this part of Ireland for us, thinking,
perhaps, that the very fact of Maura
being so near his place would make
her more certain to keep her sworn
pledge. He never came near us, but
he mauaged te keep Maura supplied
with means for us both,

‘“ His second wife had a son, but
while he was a mere lad she also died,
and the son grew up to be a gay,
passionate man of the world like his
father. He traveled and spent, and
did not give much heed to the counsels
of those about him. He was kuighted
for something, and his father, after a
certain fashion, was proud of him,
until he went through mouey too fast,
and was heard to wonder when old Sir
Hubert would die, so that he might
have possession of the estates. He had
been so much engaged in traveling
through other parts of the world that
he did not come to Ireland until his
father was sick with his last sickness
* Just before his visit here, however,

5

his disrespect and neglect had so en
raged old Sir Hubert that for revenge
| he resolved to 1 ave his Irish esta )
| his first born. A trusty messenger was

nt down to see old Maura and
1 to give me a hint that I might
on be told who I was. That set my
it jamping, for you know, Kate,
v wistful I used to be to find out
something about my parents,

“ This messenger told us that in a
t whi one would come to
f 7 me over to England, but if by a
certain date no one came it might be
well for me to go on myse., aud he

me,

o

some

tett me full directions for the journey
“It was at that time, Sir Hubert's
- came down here. He kuew his

father could uot last much longer, and
[ supposs he wanted to see the estate.
Hs had heard something about me,
but he was told that [ was dead, and

s0 it did not trouble him
“ 1 went to England, as you know,
and though I stood in my father's

house, and in presence of my fathe:
himself, stretched upon his sick bed,
and though I answered his questions
about myself. I was not told his name,
nor that he was related to me. 1 was
informed afterward that it was his wish
to keep me in ignorance. Ha wanted
to see me, bhut he desired that I should
know nothing until after his death, so
his attendants were very careful, call-
ing him by another name, and telling
me that he had known my father, but
that he was very odd, and that 1'd
spoil everything if I asked a single
question. So I said nothing.

‘“When I came away I had to swear
that I'd not reveal to mortal, save
Maura, what I'd seen or heard till I'd
hear further. I suppose they were
afraid that Sir Hubert, who was down
hers, might hear abcut it, and take
the alarm in some way.

‘“The old gentleman died, and Sir
Hubert was summoned to England,
where no one disputed his claim to
everything left by his father. His
father had requested that T should not
be told anything, and that my claims
should not b presented for syme time
after his d:ath.

When that time
passed the s1me gentleman that came
betore, cam: again from Iingland,
and everything was explained to me.

My name Hubert Romney, and
the name of your husband is Ilubert
Ralph Deville Romuey. His mother's
name was Deville : my mother's name
was Florence Carvarven, That is all,
Say nothing about it to your husband,
and please do not refer to it again,”

He leaned back exhausted, znd
Catherine gave way to her tears,

She returned to tte Castle that afte:
noon and found her husband absent.
As she had expected he had not made
a single inquiry about her, and it was
with feelings of such bitterness and
hatred as she never before had experi-
enced for him, that she turned in the
direction of her own apartments. She
spent the night in trying to form some
plan by which Florence Carna

rven, the

; l
! animal he always rode. U'p to the very

! door he came, and then both Florence
and Catherine saw that he was little
less than a maniac from the combined
effects of passion and wine,

‘*Harlot ! he shouted, reining up
his horse sosuddeniy that the creature
reared upon his haunches, and well
nigh threw his infuriated rider.

‘“I was told I should find vou here,
nursing your lover. The country is
ringing with your go.d deeds, no
doubt, for charity covers a multitude of
sins. "

And he laughed loud and long.

Supernatural strength seemed to
animate young Carnarven : he arose
as erect and firm as in his healthiest
days, and strode to the madman

‘““Hold !" he said sternly, putting
his hand on the horse's side, **and

think of what you are saying."”

Sir Hubert's answer was a curse—a
horrid, deadly curse—and he raised his
silver mounted whip that he always
carried, but never used upon his horse,
to strike Carnarven. His hand was
unsteady, and Florence, veering sud
denly aside, the blow came down on
the animal’s flank. The spirited bezst,
stung by the unwonted treatment, be
came maddened, and wheeling about
darted back by the path he had come

Sir Hubert kept his seat for a few
moments, but the circle which the horse
had described rendered him too dizzy
to retain his hold, and he fell, his fool
catching in the stirrup and his body
dragging along the path with a scrap
ing, sickening sound.

Some one out on the road stopped the
infuriated animal, but when Cather
ine angd Florence whose suddenly ac
quired strength had not diminished,
came up to the panting, trembling
beast, his rider that had been, lay upon
the dusty highway dead.

VIII.

‘‘ The last of the Romneys !
said, when the scarred,
corpse of Sir Hubert Romney was laid
away from mortal ht. Catherine,
in the mourning garments which she
had not put off since the death of her
father, moved solitary and bewiidered
through the stately castle. DBat when
the first startling effect of t wretched
death bhad passed, and she became
to thiuk clearl; nt for Flore
Carnarven and told him her plans

Should he still refuse to accept
rights, she would refuss to usurp th
longer : she would leave the castl:
bury herself somewhere in ordex
penance for tho past

Florence answered quietly, but with
an air of determination that sh
kow irrevocable were Ais plans.

‘“ It has been for some time my in
tention to enter a religious orde

p.mplv
loathsome

sihe

to do

r Oa

that night on which I learned from
your own lips that you were his wite
something seemed to come into my soul

that spoke of a better and n
than any that is given to
and the feeling became so

strong,

Catherine, that at length [ only waited

el

to be assured that you would not be ill
treated by vour husband, when I would
repair to some one of the religicus
orders where I could devote mysell
wholly to those better and higher in-
terests.

‘“ The assurance for which I waited
has come. It is my wish and will that
you retain the property which was said
to have been mine. The charity to
which you have already devoted it is
sufficient assurance of the gocd use to
which you will put it in the future.
You speak of burying yourself some
where to do penance for the past. Re
main here, Catherine, and continue to
be the angel of the poor : let the good to
which the Romney estates will be de-
voted, wipe out the evil that the Rom-
neys have done in the old time.

She could uot speak for crying, His
true nobility in such marked contrast
to her own base conduct of the past,
stabbed her to the quick. About him
there was no sign of emotion : his coun-
tenance and bearing had all that calm-
ness which belongs alone to great and
devoted souls.

Too well she knew the utter hope-
lessness of attempting to change his
resolution, and when her outhurst of
tears had subsided she answered :

‘“Be it so: I shall hold the estate in
trust for you, and dispense whatever
charity I may, in your name.”

“In your own name, Catherine," he
replied.  *‘1 shall never accept any
part of the Romney fortune. The
estate is yours to keep, or sell, orgive,
as you may choose to do. "’

That was their last meeting, The
very next day he sailed for a distant
land, and Catherine begun her life of
denial and charity.

She became truly the angel of the
poor, not alone of the peasantry, but
of necdy convents, and of distressed
priests.  Her labors impaired her
health, but that fact neither diminished
her zeal nor closed her purse. From
Fle she heard not a word, aud,
though knowing the religious house to
which he had gone, she

nee

ofrained from

of her own neighborhood, but thcse
who were miles distant,

When her indefatigable labors a:
length prostrated her she was indebted
for a shelter, and even for a pallet
upon which to die, to oue of the poor
whom she herself had succored. He
charities had made her as poor as the
poorest, but at that fact she rejoiced,
and the priest who was summoned ¢
her deathbed marvelled at the perfect
serenity and happiness with which ¢h
awaited the dread summons,

ler funeral was attended alone b
the poor, but the blessings that rained
upon her grave, and the prayers tha
were tearfully and fervently said fo
her, attested how deep was the afle
tion ghe had iuspired, and how entir
ly erased by Aer kind deeds. wasever
wrong that had been committed by
Romuey.

THE END,

THE  DESPATCIL - BEARER

The sun shone so fiercely hot on the

17th of August, 157-, that the leave
of the trees folded themselves i:
humble protest and the birds crep:

pautingly under the saade of the
brushwood which lined the banks ¢

Otter Creek in their endeavor to screer
themselves from the fiery orb.  But th

heat seemingly had no effect upon :
man who stood upon an overturned
wagoun which formed part of som

breastwork that had been upreareq
upon a knoll about five hundred
yards from the creck. He was shading
his eyes with his hands as be looked
earnestly along a trail which ran awa:
to the southeast.

“No signs of the troops yet,” h
muttered, as he rubbed his weary oeyes
‘*good heavens ! another day like thi
and then—'

Bang ! zip ! rang out the report of
rifle, and a buwlet buried itself in t}
wagon bed .

““A miss is as good as a mile, m:
beauties,” said the soldier, for such hi
dress showed him to be, ** though,” h«
added, after a moment’s consideratio
“I'd prefer the mile !”

Instantly from the

that la

about halt a mile to westward of t}
creek came the report of many rit
and a shower of

bullets whistled w
lose to the foolhardy soldie
lding to the entreaties
slowly descended fro
entered the curra

pleasantly ¢
who now, 3
his ¢ 1 U]-"\,

the breastwork

Inside the corral a rowii siglh
met his eyes. In a pit behind th
hagti thrown up parapet lay

number ot wounded men vainly cal

or ‘‘ water, water,” the murmur

of which they could almost hear a

lay there, suffer from ti
agony of thirst augme )y the pait

of their wounds. Their faces wer
pale and wan, their lips were cracked

and diy, aud as the swel sring sur
beat upon their dying forms the
moved their heads uncasily from side
to sic moaning feebly, ‘‘water
water It was truly a heart-rending
scene,

So thought old Jones, the soldier
who had just d nded from the look
out : for, striding over to where the
commanding officer stood, he requested
Colonel Mack to allow him to go to the
creek and obtain some water for th
wounded

“ Do you know that vou will almost
certainly sacrifice your life in s
doing?” said the colonel, for the ap
proach to the creek was swept by the
enemy's fire.

**Why, sir, I allow that thar is a
risk ; but, sir, they’re sufferin’ awful,
Jones returned, jerking his thumb
over his shoulder to indicate what he
meant by ‘‘they.”

‘“Well, then, since you will g0, my
brave fellow, may God protect you !’
and the stern old soldier turned, his
gray eyes suffused with tears as he
witnessed this touching trait of true
heroism in the private.

Catching up a couple of buckets,
Joues clambered over the breastwork
and walked toward the creek as cool
aud self-possessed as if he were crossing
a parade ground. As the enemy's
bullets ploughed up the ground in
front and rear of him the hearts of his
comrades stood still. They held their
breath and grasped more tightly their
carbines as they watched the progress
of this daring soldier who was willing
to lay down his life if by so doing a
few wounded comrades might be bene
fited. Reaching the creek he filled his
buckets and returned. When about
half'way to the camp he stopped and
rested himseclf, calmly directing his
gazs toward the enemy’s lines, who,
seemingly astonished by his coolness,
withheld their fire and allowed him to
pass unmolested

So the day wore on, Twice the In-
dians had striven to carry the camp
and twice had they been repulsed. But
Colonel Mack knew full weli that he

could not possibly hold out another
day : his garrison was becoming

weaker, |
were

5 ammunition and rations

writing

2 still thought of him
L cia
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agai hen sl ould vy I

moti peal was a
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not r, and at leng
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she became painfully silent, while

Florence looked calmly on the scene
without.

They were sitting in the open door
way, and within Maura was preparing
some light repast for the invalid,
Suddenly, there was the sound of hoofs
turning into the fir bordered path,
aud Catherine bounded to her feot and
screamed wildly as she recognized in
the powerful black charger and his ex-

cited rider, her husband and the
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| hand reached es the p in | c
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1er charity, it was neces ary to dispose
of her property Then she wrote to
Florence Carnarven, asking what she
should do.

She received a reply announcing
that he had died three months before :
the letter also stated that his religious
life had been so exemplary, and his
death so holy, his companions vener-
ated him as a saint.

Then, Catherine sold the estate, and
devoted the proceeds entirely to the
miserable, starving creatures not alone .

runuing low, and the Indians
having received a reinforcement, w
bolder. The latter,

ly coming
taktin i

0L he many

outs w een the hill

amp, h ached to witl
hundred and were subjecting it
to a most ¢ fire, some of the bul
lets even their way into the
pit where the wounded lay.

"

Some one must go and find the
geueral,” he muttered. ‘‘And vet 1do
not care to detail a maun upon this
dangerous service. 1'll ask for a vol
unteer, and then it will be hard to de-
cide among so gallant a command, "’
and a smile of pride curled up the
corners of his mouth, for the colonel
thought — justly, perhaps — that no
body of men could equal his. So re-
solving, he walked over to where the
men were receiving their rations of
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