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THE TRUE WITNESS AND CATHOLIO OHRONIGLE

Y

LORD KILGOBBIN.

Aulhor of ¥ Harry Lorreguer,”” * Jeck Hinton
the Guardsman,” ** C! arles O’ Malley
the Irish Dragoon,” elo., elo.

CHAPTER X—(Continued.)

“No; I want my tea.”

“And it shall bave it,” said Kate, kiss-
ingher witn a pitting affection, asshe
left the room.

“Now one word, only one,” said Wal-
nole, as he drew his chair close to her.
“if 1 awear to you—"

“What's that? Who 1s Kate angry
with 7 cried Nina, raising and rushing
toward thedoor. ‘“What has happened?”’

“T'll tell you what has happened;” said
Kate, as with flashing eyes and heighte-
ned oolor she entered the room. “The
large gate of the outer yard, this is every
night locked and strongely baried at sun-
set, has been left open, and they tell me
that three men have come in, SBally saye
five, and are hiding in some of the out-
house.”

“What for? Isit to rob, think you ¥’
agked Walpole.

*1¢ is certainly for nothing good. They
all know that papa is away, and the
house so far unprotected,” continued
Kate, calmly. “We must find out to
morrow who has left the gate unbolted.
This was no accident ; and now that they
are setting fire to the ricks all around us,
it is no time for carelessness.”

“Shall we search the offices and the out-
buildings ?” asked Walpole.

“Qf course not ; we must stand by the
house and take care that they do not
enterit. It’s asirongold place,and even
if they force an entrance below they
conldn’t set fire to it.”

“Could they force their way up?”’
£ ' ed Walpole,

¢ M) if the people above have any
cou «ze. Just come and look at the
gtair ; 1t wos made in times when people
*hought of defending themselves.”” Thay
issued forth now together to the top of
the landing, where a narrow, steep flight
of stecne steps decended between two
walls to the basement story. A little
more than halfway down was alow iron
gate or grille of considerable strength:
tbough, not being above four feet inm
height. it could have been no great de-
fense, which seemed, after all, to have
been its intention. “When thisis closed,
said Kate”” shutting it with a bang,” it’s
not such easy work to pass up against
two or three resclute people at the top;
and see here,” added she,showing a deep
niche or aleove in the wall,

“Would you not say she waslonging
for a coflict ?” said Nins, gazing at her.

“No ; but if it comes I’ll not decline it.”

“You mean you’ll defend the stair ?”
asked Walpole.

£he nodded assent.

“What arms have you 7’

“Plenty; come and look at them.
Here,” she said, entering the dining-
room, and pointing to a large oak side-
board covered with weapons—*here pro-
bably what has led these people here.
They are going through the country lut-
terly un every side, in search of arms. I
believe this is almost the only house
where they have not called.”

. “And do they go away quieily when
their demands axe complete with ?”

“Yes; when they chance upon people
of poor courage they leave them with
life enough to tell the story, What i it
Mathiew 2 asked she of the old serving:
man who entered the room.

“It’s the ‘boys,’ miss, and the they
want to talk to you, if you'll step out on
the terrace. They don’t mean any harm
atall”

“What do they want then ?”

“Just & spare gun or two miss, or an
ould pistol, or anything of the the kind
that was no use.”

“Wag it not brave of them to come
bere when my father was from home?
Aren’t they fine, couregeous creatures to
come and frighten two lone girls—eh,
Malt?”

“Don’t anger them, miss, for the love
of Joseph ! don’t say anything hard ; let
me hand them that ould carbine there,
and the fowling-piece ; and if you'd ¢ive
them a pair of horse-pistols I'm sure
they’d go eway quiet.” :

" A loud noise of knocking, as thoogh
with a stone, at the outer door broke. in
upon thestone terrace which overlooked
the yard. “Whoisthere *~who are you
—~wbat do you want ?” cried she, peep-
ing down into the darkness,which, in
t..¢ shadow of the house, was deeper.,

‘“We've come for arms,” cried a deep,
hoarse voice. © . :

“My father is away from home ; come
and ask for them when he's here to
answer you.”

A wild, insolvent laugh from below
acknowledged -what they thonght of this
speech.

“Maybe that was the rayson we come
now, miss,”’ said a voice in a lighter tone.

“Fine courageous fellows you are to
say so! I hope Ireland has more of such
brave, patriotic men.”

“Yon'd better leave that, anyhow,”
said another; and as hespoke helevelled
and fired, but evidently with intention to
terrify rather than wound, for the plaster
came tumbling down from several feet
above her head; and now the knocking
at the door was redoubled, and with a
noise that resound through the house.

“Woaldn’t you advise her to give up
the arms and let them go?” said Nina,
in 8 whisper to Walpole; but though she
was deadly pale, there were no tremor in
her voice, 3

“The door is giving way : the wood is
completely rotten. Now for the stairs!
Mr. Walpole, you're going to stand by
me ?” .

“J should think so, but I'd rather you’d
remnain here. I know my ground now,”

“No, I must be beside you. You’ll
have to keep & rolling fire, and I can load
quicker than wost people. Come along
now; we must take no light with us—
follow me."”

“Take care,” said Nina to Walpole, as
passed, but with an accent so fullof a
strange significance it dwelt on his
memory long after.

“What was it Nina whispered you as
you came by ?” said Kate.

“Something about being cautious, 1
think,” said he carelessly.

“Stay where you are Mathew,” said
the girl, iIn a severe tone, to the old ser-
vant, who was officiously pressing for-
ward with g light.

“Go back !"” cried she, as she persisted
in following her.

‘ That's the worse of all our troubles
here, Mr. Walpole,” said she boldly: “you
cannot depend on the people of your
own household. The very people you
have nursed in sickness, if they only be-
long to some secret association, will be-
tray you!” She made no secret of her
words, but spoke them loud enough to
be heard by the group of servants now
gathered on the landing. Noiseless she
tripped down the stairs, and passed into
the dark alcove, followed by Walpole,
carrying any amount of guns and carbi-
nes under his arm.

. “These are loaded, I presume ?” said

e.

“All, and ready capped. The short
carbine is charged with a sort of canister-
shot, and keep it for a short range—if
they try to pass over the iron gate. Now
mind me, and I will give you the direct-
ions I heard my father give on this spot
once before. Don’t fire till they reach
the foot of the stair.”

“I cannct hear you.” said he, for the
din beneath, where they battered at the
door was now deafening.

“They’ll be in in another moment—
there, the lock has fallen off—the door
bas giving way,” whisped she; ‘*be steady
now ; no hurry—steady and celm.”

As she spoke thie heavy oak door fell
to the ground, and a perfect silence suc-
ceeded to thelate din. After an instant,
muttering whispers could be heard, and
it seemed as it they doubted how farit
wes safe to enter, for all was dark with-
in. Something wassaid in a tone of com-
mand, and at the moment one of the
party flung forward a bundle of lighted
straw and tow, which fell at the foot of
the stairs, and for a few seconds lit up the
place with a red Iurid gleam, showing
the steep stair and the iron bars of the
little gate that crossed it.

“There's the iron wicket they spoke
of,” cried cne, *“All right, come on!”
And the speaker led the way, cautiously,
however, and slowely, the others came
after him.

“No, not yet,” whispered Kate, ag she
pressed her hand upor Walpole’s.
“T hear voices up there,” cried the
leader from below. “We’ll make them
leave that, anyhow.” And he fired off
his gun in the direction of the upper
part of the stair;a quantity of plaster
came clattering down as the ball struck
the ceiling.
" “Now,” said she. “Now, and fize low !”
He discharged both barrels so rapidly
that the two detonations blended into
one, and the assailants replied by a
volley, the echoing din almost sounding

like artillery. Fast ag Walpole could

fire, the girl replaced the piece by an-
other, whensuddenly sbe cried : '“There
is a fellow at the gate—the carbine—the
carbine now, and steady.” A heavy
crash and 2 cry followed his discharged
and snatching the weapon from him, she
reloaded and handed it back with light-
ning speed. “There ia another there,”
whiapered she ; and Walpole moved fur-
ther out, to take a steadieraim. All was
atill; not & sound to be heard for some
seconds, when the hinges of the gate
creaked and the bolt shook in the lock.
Walpole fired again, but as he did so, the
others poured in a tattling volley, one
shot grazing his cheek, and another
smashing both bones of his right arm, so
that the carbine fell powerless from his
band. The intrepid girl sprang to his
side at once, and then passing in front
of nim, she fired some shots from & re-
volver in quick succession. A low, con-
fused sound of feet, and & scuffling noise
followed, when & rough, hoarse voice
oried out: “Stop firing ; we are wound-
ed, and going away.”

“Are you badly hurt " whispered Kate
to Walpole. : . )

“Nothing serious ; be still and listen!”

“There, the carbine is ready again.
Oh, you cannot hold it—leave it to me,”
said she.

From the difficulty of removal, it
seemed a8 though one of the party be-
neath was either killed or badly wounded
for it was seversl minutes before they
could gain the outer door. .

“Are they really retiring?” whispered
‘Walpole.

“Yes; they seemed to have suffered
heavily.” . .

“Would you not give them one shot
at parting—that carbine is charged ?”
asked he anxiously.

“Not for worlds,” szid she; “savage as
they are, it would be ruin to break faith
with them.”

“Give me a pistol, my left nand is all
right.” Though he tried tospeak with
calmness, the agony of pain he was suf-
fering 8o overcame him that he leaned
bis head down, and rested it on her
shoulder.

“My poor, poor fellow ! said she ten-
derly : “I would not for the world that
this bad happened.”

*They’re gone Miss Kate, they’ve pass-
ed out at the big gate. and they’re off,”
whispered old Matthew, as he stood
trembling behind her.

“Here, call some one, and help this
gentleman up the stairs, and get a mat-
tress down on the floor at once; send off
a messags, Sally, for Dr. Tobin. He can
take the car that came this evening, and
let him make what haste he can.”

“Is he wpunded?” said Nina, as they
laid him down on the floor, Walpole
tried to smile and say something, but no
sound came forth.

“My own dear, dear Cecil,” whispered
Nins, as she knelt and kissed his hand :
“tell me it is not dangerous.” But he
had fainted.

CHAPIER XI.
WHAT THE PAPERS SAID OF IT.

The wounded man had just fallen into
a first sleep after the disaster, when the
press of the capital was already pro-
cleiming throughout the land the attack
and search for arms at Kilgobbin Caatle.
In the national papers a very few lines
were devouted to the event ; indeed, their
tone was one of party eneer at the im-
portance given by their contemporaries
to a very ordinary incident. “Is there,”
asked the Convict Felon, “anything, very
sirange or new in the faot that Irishmen
have determined to be armed?. Is Ea-
glish legislationin this countryso marked
with juatice, clemency, and generosity
that the paople of [reland prefer to submit
their lives and fortnnes to ita sway to
trusting what brave men alone txust in
—their fearlessness and their daring?
What .is there, then, 80 remarkable in
the reparing to Mr. Kearney’s house for
a Joan of those weapons of which his
family for several generations have for-
gotten the use?’ In the government
journals the story of the attack was
headed : “Attack on Kilgobbin Castle,
Heroic Resistance by & Young Lady;” in
which Kate Kesrney’s conduct was des-
cribed in colorw of extravegant eulozy.
She was alternately Joan of Are andthe
Maid of Saragossa, and it was gravely
disoussed whether any and what honors

‘of the crown were at her majesty’s dis-

al to reward such brilliant heroism.

n another print of the eame stamp the
narrative began: “The disastrous con-
dition of qur country is never displayed
jn darker colors then when the totally

unprovoked character of some cutrage

has to be recorded by the press. It is

our melancholy tagk to pressnt such a

case a8 this to our readers today. Ifit

was our wish to exhibit to a stranger the

the pioture of an Irish estate in which

all the blessings of good management, 1n-

telligence, kindliness, and Christian

charity were displayed—to show him a

property where the well-being of land-

lord and tenant were inextricibly united,
where the condition of the peupls, their
dress, their homes, their food, and their
daily comforte could stand comparison

with the most favored Englich county—'
we should point to the Kearney estate of-
Kilgobbin, and yet it is here, in the very’
house where his ancestors have resided
for generations, that a most savage and

dastardly attack is made, and if we feel
a sense of shame in recording the out-
rage, we are recompensed by the proud
elation with which we can recount the
repulse~ the noble and gallant achieve-
ment of anIrish girl. History has the
recor.l of more momentsous feats, but we
doubt that there is one in the anmnals of
any land in which a higher heroism was
displayed thanin this splendid defense
by Miss XKearney”> Then followed the
story ; not one of the papers having any
knowledge of Walpole’s presence on the
oceasion, or the slightest suspicion that
she was aided in way.

Joe Atlee was busily engaged in con-
ning over and comparing these some-
what contradictory reports as he sat at
his breakfast, his chum, Kearney, being
still in bed and asleep, after a late night
at a ball. At last there came a tele-
graphic dispatch for Kearney, armed
with which Jos entered the bedroom and
woke him. )

“Here’s something for you Dick,”
cl;ied he. “Are you too sleepy to read
it PR

“Tear it open and see what it is, like &
good fellow,” said the other, indolenty.

“It’s from your sister—at least itis
signed Kate. It says: “There is no
cause for alarm. All is going on well,
and papa will be back this evening
write by this post.” )

¢ What does all this mean?” cried
Dick, in surprise.

{ TO BE CONTINUED. )

The woman who works,and is tired,
will find & special helpin Dr. Pierce’s
Prescriptions. Perfectly harmless in any
condition of the female system. It
promotes all the natural functions, and
builds up, strengtheps, regulates, and
cures. Four women approgching contive-
ment, nursing mothers, and every weak,
run-down, delicate woman, it is an invi-
gorating, supporting tonic that’s adapted
to their needs.

But it’s more than that, too. It’s the
only guaranteed remedy for all the func-
tional disturbance, painful disorders, and
chronic weakness of womanhood. In.
“female complaints” of every kind peri-
odical pains, bearing-down sensations, in-
ternal inflammation, and kindred ail-
mente, if it ever fails to benefit or curs,
you have your money back.
el

Doctor : Now, Johnny, pot ont your
tongue, and let me see it. Johnny:
Well, I'd rather not. I've been walloped
often often enough for making faces at
you behind your back.

—_——

A : I have noticed a funny thing about
men who have been takenin. B: What
is it? A : They are usually very much

put oub.
——

Montreal, 19th Januuary, 180l,~J. G. Lavio-
lette, Esq., M.D., My dear Sir,—Il is my duty
to tesiity to the excellence of your ‘Syrup of
Turpentine. I haveused it {for the treatment
of an acute laryngitis from which [ was suffer~
ing since over nine years. (ne large bottle
completely oured me. Many thanks. Your
devoted C A.M, Paradis, Priest, 0.M.I.

Montreal, 12th January, 1801,—L, the under-
written, do certlfy that my wife was eoughing
very muech since six years and my ochild, four
years oid, since his birth. Both bave been per-
feolly cured by the use of Lwo bottles of Dr.
Liaviolette’s Syrupﬁr Turpentine, Adolphe
LeMay, No. 838 5t. Denis St., Cétean St Louls,
dr&vgx;‘-ﬁaker al Stuart & Herbert, No. 1010 Riv-
ar .

Montreal, December, 1890,—1 have,on geveral
occasions, used various preparations of Tur-
pentine and bave always found them very effi-

ous in affections of the throat and bron-
chial tubes. I have lalely administered to.
several of my children Dr. Laviclette’ Syrup.
of Turpentine and have found its effects rs-
markably ﬁompm.enpeoially in cuses of croup-.
al cough. Mri, Recorder B.A..'T. de Moatigny ..

Montreal, 2ith December, 1890,—~J.G. Lavio-
lette, Esq., M D.,~Dear s:r,—four Syruﬁ of
Turpentine has cured us, my son and myself,of
acold which we had eaught several monthe ago.
Two bottles were suificient. I consider it ia my
duty to recommend it to the public. Muauy
thanks, Your obedient servant, M. A, Brauib,

Practical farrier at MM, C, Desjarding & Cle.,
No, 1687 Bt. Catiierine Nt. i '



