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CHAPTER XXVIIL

Y1 wiLL Go’

‘T shall ba sorry for the Vicomtesse
if sha ever discovers that she enter-
tained an heiress unawares, without
using the occasion to De Virac's ad-

vantage,” said Craven to Miss Lorimer
one day, shortly after she had an-
nounced her intenlion of returning to
Paris

** She will never discover it if her
enlightenment on the subject rests
with me," said Cecil, smiling, in reply
to his remark. ““ Bat 1 think she
would prefer this alliance which she
has succeeded in bringing about even
toan American fortune.”

‘‘Abstrac she might have thought
gshe would,” answered Craven — who
indeed was well aware that this had
been the case — ** but brought face to
face with the glittering possibilities of
what your fortune would have been to
her nephew, I don't doubt that her pre
ference wonld have been for the sub
stantial good."

Cecil laughed Then it is well,”
she said, ‘‘ that my good genius in-
gpired me with the idea of maintain-
ing silence on this important point ;
as [ should have been sorry to excite
hopes and then disappoint them.”

““Yet,” began Craven — and then

prused.”
“ Yet, you would say, I thought at
oune time of permitting such hopes to be
realized,” she observed, a wave of
color sweeping over her face. ‘' Yes,
I was tempted to take into my hands
the rebuilding of the fallen fortunes of
a great house, and the lifting up from
enforced inactivity to a broad and high
pathway of usefulness what seemed to
me the wasted capabilities of a fine
nature. As to the Comte de Virac
himself, he came into my dream only as
an accessory, I assure you. There was
never in my mind the faintest shadow
of any sentiment other than cordial
liking and admiration connected with
the man personally.”

“1 remember,"” said Craven, *‘ your
resenting my suggestion of romance
in the matter.”

*“ And I have to thank
recting a mistake I was
his character,”

you for cor-
making as to
she went on frankly.
omething you said made me under-
stand that I was crediting him with
higher abilities and altogether a finer
nature than he really possesses. Since
then I have learned to estimate the dif-
ference batween mere personal aspira-
tion, even if it is in itself admirable,
and that loftier principles which for-
gots self eutirely in the endeavor to
benefit others,”

A light came into her eyes as she
spoke, and Craven, who perfectly com
prehended the contrast that was in her

mind, said with a smile :
‘““1 am afraid that you expact too

much, in the way

of lofty principle
and self-sacrifice

, not to be more often

lisappointed than satistied with human
nature in general
‘I am afraid I am often very ab

surd in my expectations,” she an-
swered, with a humility that astonished

him, so foreign was it to anything ho

had observed in her fore.

‘No," he said ; ‘‘ there are charac
ters capable of that complets devotion
to impersonal ends ; and, as your own

character happens to be one of these,
you are ilu wed to go on the common
but fallacious rule of judging others by
yourseif. This will not do. De Vérae,
for instance, could not stand such a
test, but would fall short of the high
standard of excellence u took for
granted in him. That is all I meant.”

““I am too hasty in my judgments
very frequently—1I am aware of that,”
she admitted : ‘' and parhaps too de

ed in my manner of expressing
But when a thing is perfectly
' to one's own eyes it is not eas;
rstand how others fail to see it in
game light,”

“Looking at a thing from different
points of view makes a great difference
in its appearance to the gazer,’ he re
marked

‘Yes," she said.
some things—"

Sho stopped and was silent for a mo
ment ; then, regarding him with her
usual directness ot glance, went on :

** We have always been very frank
in speaking to each other, Mr. Craven,
and I want to tell you that you have
my best wishes for your success—need
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I téay in what or with whom ?"

“You are very kind,
smiling. *I have never doubted tha
I have not endeavored to
But my success is not assured,
gret to say."”

I think that it will be,”
“Grace has told me
penetration of which
ables me to perceive,
I perceive, »\hr\: she does not perhap
herself suspect. And I am glad,
no more,”

you speak en

Can say
There
for saying more, since at this mor
Mise \1Arlx()'lnh\l Mrs
been driving, entered
the next morning, finding hersel
alone with the former, Cecil venturec
to speak on the same subject to her.
‘[ like Mr. Craven so very much
dear Grace,” she said, ‘‘that I mus

Severn, wio hac

will marry him.”

Grace looked very thoughtful. ¢
am afraid it would be a great ritk or
both sides,” she said. ** The possibil-

dreams of the future, and he never be
fore thought of it—he says.

that,” Cecil observed, ;
langh. * But in this case I thinl
you may believe the assertion.

‘& marrying man.’’

the room and presented a ncte to Mis
Lorimer with the message :
¢ From Miss Tyrconnel.”

and her heart beat quickly:

only a telegram,
trembled more
the paper. Aud this was what
read :

“ Gerald shot. Wound dangerous
Come at once, John O'Conor.™

Under the message, in
writing, were the words,
by the morning train. Good by.”

Grace Marriott, who had been busy

kand, to be oppressive, and looked up
** Good heavens !” she
““ What is the matter, Cecil ?"

Marriott's memory for many
Her face was perfectly
she rose, and by
command turned quietly
ant, who was waiting
order the carriage
there be no delay.
foritin a few minutes
he was leaving the room.
dressing Grace, who,
the power of expression, sat

at once.

Then, ad

journey
enter the
arms around Grace and kissing her
unkind to Mr. Craven, or’'—there wa
a little qui\ sr of
may bitterly repent it.
lixcept ths
color more like alabaster
living countenances, Kathleen
Cecil met almost as usual.

*“ How is your mother ?
first words.

“ Much too ill to travel,” was th
reply : ‘‘but she is determined to go,
though the doctor says
to think of it.”

‘“ Lot me see her, please.’

Miss Tyrconnell hesitated.

If I am with yon she may consent t
wait until she is better able to take th
journey. "

“You !—you will go ?”
leen, a quickening light

ment before had
with despair. ‘0O
you!"

Cecil,

painful force. ‘‘ Hush !" she

us.”

CHAPTER XIX,

HYSPBAK TO HIM Y
The long hours of that weary da
pasced very slowly to Cecil.
80 unaccustomed to anything but th

the weight of
anxiety now oppressing her,
with that strange sense of unrealit
pected change of any kind, affecte
her very painfully.

brought such disastrous news
her memory
Grace Marriot's
thetic looks, Kathleen's

Mrs. Tyrconnel, and the difficult scen

" he avswered,

your penetration wou'd discover what
conceal,
I re-

she said.
nothing, but the

or to believe that

was not, indeed, opportunity
ment

the room. DBut

run the risk of saying that I hope you

ity of marrying never entered into my

“ You mean that a man always says
with a slight

kuow his friends never considered him

At this moment a servant entered

Cecil’s color rose as she received it,
for she
thought it was the letter from Tyrcon-
nel which Kathleen had told her to ex-
pect either on this day or the next,
But on opening the envelope she found
With fingers that
from excitement than
any presentiment of evil, she unfolded
she

Kathleen's
*“1 am going

exclaimed,

The latter li{ted her eyes with an ex-
pression in them that haunted Grace
a day
afterward, and extended the telegram.
bloodless ; but
a great effort of self-
to the serv-
and bade him
‘¢ Let
I shall be ready
she said, as

shocked beyond
silently

She said no more until—the few pra
parations necessary for her unexpected
{atad St al Mr. Dalton.
completed—she was about to
carriage, when, putting her

voice here—** you

the two faces were in
images than
and

" were Cecil’s

she ought not

‘1 want to tell her that I am going.

cried Kath-
suddenly
coming to the dark eyes that the mo-
looked almost dull
God bless

Cecil grasped her hand with almost
said.
‘“ We must not break down, either of

She was

green and pleasant paths of life that
apprehension  and
together

inseparable from sudden and unex-

Everything
which had occured since the moment
when she opened the telegram that
was to
vague and dream like.
shocked and sympa-
pale counten-
ance, the haggard, despairing face of

with her (she having at first been reso-
lute to set off at once for Ireland ),

|the drive to the station and the

| stagnant hours that followed—all
t stood as a sort of background to

t | the one torturing thought that Tyrcon-
nel was perhaps dying —perhaps dead !
Bafore leaving Rome she had suggested
| to Kathleen telegraphing to the priest
from whom the message had come, to
despatch intelligence of Tyrconnel's
| condition to different points on their
i route : but Kathleen shook her head
8 | deel 'nrll at the proposal.
I ‘No, no!" she exclaimed. ¢ If
this is to be the end of all his efforts—
| and it is what I have ever feared and
‘| expected—I want a little time to try
d | to resign myself to God's will. 1
! | cannot part from hopa yet. Suspense
is terrible, but not go terrible as the
cl'r;aimy of despair.”
. And so n asuspense that was all but
v , intolerable to Miss Lorimer the journey
| was med >, and not until they reached
| Ireland was any further information
I received.
2 i It was just as they were preparing t
| leave the boat that Cecil saw Kathleen
t forward and seize the arm of &
gentleman who had come on board and
was looking about him, evidently in
search of some one, exclaiming as she
¢ | did so:
" “Harry 1"
I{ * Kathleen!”

f
1

was the response of
the young man, his hand closing over
hers with a strong clasp, while he went
on in the same breath: ‘' Gerald is
g | badly hurt, but the doctors think he
will put through.”

““Thank God !—thank God '" ejacu
lated Kathleen, in a broken wvoice.
‘ But—0O Harry, you are not—"

* Deceiving you? Certainly not,’
he replied. ** How could you imagine
I would do such a cruel thing !”

‘“You do not look—hopeful.”

t ‘I do not look very cheerful, I sup

pose,” he admitted : ‘‘ because there is
still great cause for anxiety, aud I

have no wigh to conceal this from you
Though the worst danger is over, the
result is still doubtful, and must re
main so for some days to come—until
¢ | the crisis of the fever is passed. DBut

I am hopeful, I assure you : and, what
is of much more importance, so are the
surgeons. I trust you are not iil?
You look wre

ing herself with her work without ks retchedly.”
glancing toward her friend, suddenly & O, no! Iam well.
felt the dead silence, which followed “Your presence will ‘b‘f the best
the clight rustle of the paper in Cecil's | thing possible for Gerald. He said

last night that he was afraid you were
not able to travel, but that he kuew you
vould attempt to come,”

‘* He is conseious, then ?”
leen, falteringly.

‘“Oh, perfectly so!
allowed to talk much.
Tyrconnel ? 1 see
you."

‘“ No

said Kath-

But he is not
How is Mrs,
she is not with

she was too ill to leave her
chamber when I came away. But she)
will be here soon. She could scarcely
be prevailed on to wait a day or two
o | before starting, and at last only con-
sonted to do so when a friend of mine
kindly offered to accompany and take
care of me. And that reminds me—I
must introduce you.”

recarding o o she  con-

;"”'l;l“l(lli':“““ ;;‘;V (,r':‘ 1"\“‘:[‘?‘ bl;; (lcu‘iltlp S,”‘ holding his arm, k he led him to

uaable to travel, I am sure. I shall C‘ il, and presented him to her, say
th Kathleen, Will you see that | 'D& @

Maria joins me at the station—or, if This is my old friend and neigh-
| she does not get there in time, follows bor, Harry Dalton, Cecil, wh om I have
on the next train, Grace often mentioned to you. Miss Lori-
“1 will see that she is in time,” | mer, Harry.” ) i
replied Grace. ‘' But me assis ‘“ Mr. Dalton’s name is very familiar

w Cecil.” to me,” said Cecil, giving her hand

is not much to do.” said | cordially to the young man, of whom

Ceci he led the way to her cham- | She had fre uuumlv. heard, and whose

ber. viva my love to Mrs. Severn, | {rank, handsomo face was very pre
id tell her I am sorry not to have ‘ i :

n her before I left. I hope we shall l"“ what of our train ? exclaimed

meet again.’ !\1.111(51‘: suddenly. ¢ For Heaven's

sake do not let us lose it !

‘“There is no danger of that,” said
““You have time enough.

sorry 1 cannot go back with
he continued ; ** but I am obliged

[ am

you,”
'

she whispered in her ear, *“ Do not be | t0 Femain to attend to some business.

I need not say, Kathleen, you will find
my mother at the castle, besides the
surgeons and saveral other people.”

The last sentence racurred to Cecil’s
memory when, half an hour afterward,
they were again on their way, rapidly
nearing the end of their journey : and
for the first time the thought came to
her that she had placed herself in a
somewhat awakard position in taking
this journey, under the peculiar cir-
cumstances of the case. The world
of people whom she was about to en-
counter) might believe that it was
purely the solicitude of a friend which
had induced her to bear Miss Tyrcon-
o | nel company ; it was not, however,
o | Very likely that this would be their
view.

‘‘ But, after all, how little it matters
what they think !" she said to herself.
*“If God does but spare his life how
gladly will I meet any trifling embar-
rassment that I may be called upon to
endure ! And if—"

Her thoughts paused there. She
would not permit her mind to enter-
tain the fear—which neither could she
entirely banish from it—that his life
might not be spared. And this fear
made itself more and more felt as the
period approached when doubt on the
subject would be changed to certainty.
y | Both she and Kathleen sat cold aud
faint and sick to the soul as
e | they drew near the way station at
which they were to leave the train.
They had started from Duablin a little
past noon, and the sun was on the
y | verge of the horizon when at length,
.- | perceiving that their speed was slack-
d | ening, Kathleen glanced out of the
window, and drew a quickened breath
as she said :

‘“ This is the station, and yonder is
the carriage waiting. But I do not
see Father John. Ithought he would
come to meet—ah, there he is !"

Cecil looked, and saw atall man in
a cassock, whose dignified bearing and
e | snow-white hair gave him a very
venerable appearance, advancing
"'along the platform in their direction.

8

e

The expression of his countenance, as
she noticed at once, was not reassur
ing. He was ooking very grave until
his eye fell on Kathleen, as she hurried
toward him, when, smiling cheerfully,
he took both her hands, and answered
the question her quivering lips were

vainly endeavoring to ask.
“ There has been no change since |
Harry Dalton left,” he said. *'You

t him in Dublin ?"

““Yeg," answered Kathleen, Then,
in a voice which did not sound like her
ewn, so strained and sharp was it, she
said: ‘*Tell me, Father, is there
hope "

““There is hope,” he replied
‘“ While there is life there is hope.
And God is very merciful and all
powerful. But we must be resigned to
His holy will, my ckild, whatever
comes "’

“Itry,” said the girl,
“But, O Father—"

She clasped her hands, an expression
of anguish convulsing her features :
but, controlling herself almost immedi-
ately, turned and introduced the Father
aud Miss Lorimer, with the same ex
planation of the presence of the latter
which she had given to Mr. Dalton.

After leaving the railway there were
still sorne miles to go, and it was night
when at last they approached the home
so dear to Kataleen, and which held
for Cecil so deep an interest. DBy the
light of a full moon in a cloudless sky,
the latter caught her first view of the
old and imposing castle that owned
Tyrconnel asits lord. Kathleen pointed
it out while they were still some dis
tance away : for it stood on a bold em-
inence, one side of which sloped gradu-
ally down into the fertile wvalley
through which they were passing
Dimly outlined against the sky, the
massive, irregular pile, with its great
gquate tower rising majestically above
many picturesque gables, looked like a
stronghold of the Middle Ages—as in
deed it originally was—rather than a
modern habitation : and Cecil's emo
tions were sirange when she found
herself within its walls. She felt as if
some spell had bean laid on her, trans-
forming her hitherto commonplace life
into one of weird romance. Even her
apxiety about Tyrconnel seemed half
dream-like for a time, go unreal did
everything around her appear.

An elderly lady, whom she had no
difliculty in recognizing by her like-
ness to her son as Mrs. Dalton, met
them as they entered the great hall
with quite a cheerful air, aud, after
embracing Kathleen warmly and re-
ceiving her friend with the greatest
courtesy aud cordiality, said to the
former :

me

in a low tone,

‘*Don’t be making vyourself so
miserable, my poor child! I feel
quite easy about our dear boy now

that you are here. We received your
telegram, and he has been very much
troubled about you, fearing that the

journey would be too much for your
strength., How is she, Miss Lori-

mer ?” turning to Ceecil, ¢ Ih.s she
borne the fatigue pretty well 2’

‘I don't think she has felt it at all,”
answered Cecil, ‘“her anxiety has
been so absorbing.”

‘¢ She looks h. ¢ a ghost,”
Dalton, candid!ly

said Mus.
““You must both
be worn out after such a hurried jour-
ney. Come and take some tea at
once, and then you must go ln bed and

get a good night’s sleep
‘“ Lot me see Gerald first!" cried
Kathleen, ““Dear Mrs. Dalton, I

19

must see him—now !

‘“Come and take your tea, my
dear,” said Mrs, Dalton, with good
humored peremptoriness. ‘ After-

ward we will talk about your seeing
Gerald ; though I think it would be
better not to venture it to-night. It
will not do to run the risk of rousing
and exciting him."

*0h, I would not disturb
said Kathleen., *‘Just to see him is all
[ask. If you think there would be
the slightest risk,” che added, with
touching submission, ‘I will wait,
But I cannot sleep: I must be near
him !"

The lady shook her head gravely.
“ You really must sleep, my dear, and
eat, or you ummot keep up your
strength, which you will need. 1sup
pose you heard from Harry and Father
John all ahout this dreadful affair, and
that the danger now is not so much
from the wound—which is doing very
well—as from exhaustion 2"

“ \'ea'H

‘“If he is kept perfectly quiet, and
his strength can be sustained until
after the crisis of the fever, all will go
well, the doctors say. But the leabt
exertion or excitement would prove’
—fatal was the word on her lips, but
meeting the expression of Kathleen's
eyes she changed it to—‘* dangerous.
So you see you must be on your
guard.”

‘‘ You need not fear any imprudence
on my part. I will not rouse or excite
him,"” Kathleen said.

But when, presently, she stood be-
side his bed it seemed to her that it
would be well if he were roused from
a slumber that looked so death-like as
that in which he lay. The impulse to
call his name, to entreat him to speak
to her, was almost irresistibie. In the
subdued light, that was caréfully
shaded away from the couch, she conld
distinguish only the dim outlines of a
thin, wan face, and a form so motion-
less that her heart stood still in sudden
fear when her eye fell on it. And it
was not until she bent her ear close to
his l1ips that she could hear the faint
sound of his breathing,

The days which followed were very
miserable. Tyrconnel recognized her
and smiled faintly, uttering a few

him !”

words of welcome and of in-
quiry  about his mother, when
he saw her first; but after that

he scarcely spoke at all. It was evi-
dent that with each recurring par-

oxyism of fever his strength declined .
aud not less evident to Kathleen that
the physicians—of whom there wepe
three in attendance--grew more a
more apprehensive
crigis approached.
To Cecil the sitvation and
roundings would have intoler
ably embarrassing if she had not bee;
too much concerned about Tyrconn
to give much thought to herzelf, Eye
0, the ain required to refrain f
exhibiting more than just the mod
ate degree of interest in her
brother which the circumstances of the
case seemed to demand, Le\.rl her
powers of self control to the utn
There were numerous guests in t
castle in addition to Mrs. Dalton
Father Johu, and the medical men :
friends of the wounded man, comin
and going at all hours ; police, detec:
ives ; tenants, both men and wome
* for tidings, and burning w
gnation at the cowardly outr
which had been perpetrated. ¢
whole atmosphere was pervaded by a;
air of excitement and suspense
Cecil

1l
he period of the

her sur
been

nm

found it very painful to be
cbliged to listen to, and sometimes
join in, the discussions and specula

tions on the subject of the outrage
which went on continually.

S0 far the afair remained wiappe
in profound mystery. Tyrconnel h,L
been fired upon twice from ambush
while passing on horseback a clumg
brush about half a mile from the cast]
—the second shot inflicting a vers
dangerous wound in the neck—and
the assassin or assassins had escaped
That was all which was known with
any certainty ; and every effort
trace the perpetrators of the crime had
up to this time proved unsuccessful
though the police, z2alously supported
by many voluntary assistants, we:
actively engaged in pursuit of them
No doubt, however, existed in :
mind of anybody but that the decd had
been committed by emissaries of the
scourges of the land, secret societies

It was on the evening of the seven
lay afier their arrival at the ca
that Kathleen went to Cacil's room
as the latter was about
night.

¢ Cecil,” she said, abruptly, ““do not
undress to night, The crisis wi
occur soon. I have never dared
risk exciting him by telling him tha
you were here. Dlat now the f
rising, and when it leaves him he »

to retire for th

be excited, the doctors say. There i
danger that he will sink unless he cs
be roused. I want you to come ar

speak to him.”

““Let me go now,"” said Cecil, in a
breathless whisper.
** No, not now, " answered Kathleer

‘1 will come for you if there is need—
if the doctors approve. I have not
asked them yet.”

She was turning to leave the ro
but Cecil caught her hand. *‘Ka
' she sald, *‘ there is sti!

**Searcely hope, only a possibilit
The surgeons say that he may rally
his attention can be roused and his

intarest exeited sudd

. Somathir
like a shock communicated to his mind
De. Ormond said. Pray—O C
pray that it may be God’s will to grant
us his life !

Cecil did not need this exhort:
her whole soul had been going
nate supplication for his
i she had heard that it wa

illed ; and, castir herself
1er knees now, she prayed as she ha
never prayed in her life befor

led on, as it were, not by her lov
wlone, but by that emotion w 8
strong as love and as bitter as death—
remorss.,

Hours of torturing expsctation
passed as she waited for the summe
that did not come. Perhaps it might
not come at all, she thought, Tyrcon
nel might die without knowing how
she had repented her hardness to him
‘“ Aud if he dies,” she said to herselt
‘* what is there for me but a life-1
remorse ? If I had not been go hs
80 cold, he would not have left Rom
when he did. All would have been
different—"

“Cecil 1"

She started, and, looking up, saw
Kathleen standing in the open
door. The next moment the tw
were hurrying through the long cor-
ridors toward Tyrconnel's chamber
Several persons were leaving the
apartment as they entered, but the
three surgeons were standing around
the bed, one of them holding a wine-
glass. With a delicacy which Cecil
remembered and appreciated after-
ward, though she did not notice it at
the time, two of them at once with
drew, followed by the third as soon as
he had given the glass in his hand tc
Kathleen, saying :

‘‘Get him to take this, if you can,
and at the first sign of rallying let me
know."

As Cecil approached the bed she
grew suddenly faint and a blackness
like midnight came before her sight
For an instant she was unconscious :
but the darkness passed then, and she
found herself gazing down on a
marble pale face that, in the broad,
almest glaring light which was stream-
ing over it, looked to her like death.

“Gorald !” cried Kathleen, in 2
trembling voice ; ¢ Gerald, here is
Cecil—Cecil Lorimer !”

He unclosed his eyes, and they
rested with a dull stare on the speaker :
but the lids sank again, almost im-
mediately,

‘* Take his hand —speak to him—try
to rouse him!" Kathleen exclaimed,
in an agony of mingled hope and fear.
‘‘ He is not asleep, but we cannot hold
his attention. Hs is going off into
coma, they say. Oh, speak to him—it
is the last hope !"

“Gerald " gaid Cecil,
hand in both her own.

n

clasping his
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