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sible that Eda, in all the glory of her bright
beauty, could look thus? «Kate, it is ail
there,” and her voice scemed to choke her as
she pointed to the paper,

Kate scated herself on the sofa, and drawing

| Eda to her said, “I do not understand you
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 FAI'THFUL AND BRAVE.

AN DRIGINAL STORY,
——
¢From the Dudlin Weekly Freeman)

~ ¢fiAPFRR ViL.—(Continued from Dec. G.)

"¢ You ridiculous boy,” laughed Kate, * you
have spoiled my morning's practice.”” Then,
with womanly tact, thirking Harry wished for
a teteatete with HEda, she resumed her seat
at the pisno, and commenced ‘¢ Alice, where
art thom 7" '

_# Sailing reund the Moon ;” shouted Harry,
then turping to Kda he said; I wonder what
keeps our postman so late to-day. ‘Ah, Wil-
Kam, where art thou ?' would be a much more
appropriate burden for my lay, as I am anxious
about some letters.” '

“Talk of angels and you will see their
wings,” laughed Kate as the tardy postman
came in sight,

“ Well then Katie, as you have soared to
the celestial regions, hurry Cupid’'s Mercury,
80 that I may dance to the tune of ¢ Haste to
the Wedding’ before I leave Oakficld,” and
Harry bounded through the window to seize
the post-bag, # A letter for you, Birdie, from
the governor; a jolly big one for me, but noth-
ing for Lady Kate, who must console herself
with the papers,”
¢ Apy news, Bda?”

¢ No, Kate; papa is still in dusty Alder-
shott. T think he wants me home again,
thongh he will not confess to loneliness. Still,
listen b the conclusion of his letter:  If my
Kttle girl wrote a line to me every day, it would
Bot be too often to please her fond father.—
Bvan Hauturon,” Poor papa,” sighed Eda,
as she replaced the letter in its envelope, “ does
he think my love for him will vanish in twelve

" hours, that he wants daily accounts of it? If
hie did not write to me, or see me for twelve
» years, I would be just as fond of him as ever,
provided his silence waos unavoidable, for I
know how dearly he loves me.” :
~'Harry, having finished his letter, went off as
he had conie, snappiag his fingers to the dogs,
. and whistling merrily. '

Kate was still reading, and Eda followed her
example, But a deep, ominous silence reigned
in that room—a dense, a fearfal stillness hung
there—the unnatural calm, the harbinger of
tempest. Qo read Kate, on read Eda, but her
hand tightened on the carved arm -of the sofa
unti the rough wood dinted the delicatc flesh.
There, rizid 2s turned to stone, she sat, eager-
ly. reading that morning's newspaper. Why
w33 it that her haud clepched? Why did the
blue eyes san the page so rapidly? What

. Wad the terrible fear which made her brain
wkirl and’ her henrt stand still? What woe
could on Irish morning paper bring to her?
What was the despairing agony which wrung
her very sonl to its foundation? ¢ Kate,” she

- 8taped, then one long, wailing moan broke from

. Ber pallid lips, Her hond  relaxed, and the

" paper which had come from the outer world to

- Rring her guoh sorrow fluttered to the ground.

.- Kate sprang to her feet. “ Good gracious,

Bda, what is the matter with you, darling ?

“Lookup ;- do you hear me, Eda 3’ '

’

. ,Bhe loeked up, and Kato was terrified at the

liBhf:of the drawn, hinggard fuce.. Was it pos-

first wish to give credence to the charge brought
azainst a gentleman richly endowed with bril
liant talents, and belonging to a family of high
social position in one of our western countics.
However, the wish to spare the feelings of pri-
vate individuals cannot interfere with the de-
mands of public justice, and it will soon ba a
sad, but imperative necessity that the gentle-
man's name with full particulars be given to
our readers. -If.the .charge brought sgainst
him be substantiated, he will be consigned, for
no doubt a lengtheped period, to languish in
an English dungeon. From rumor it is in-
ferred the gentleman has made his eseape, and
probably now seeks refuge among the mountain
fustoesses of Wicklow. But of course such an

|1 atiempt at escape is utterly fatile, as our ac-

tive and incomparable constabulary have, it is
believed, an undoubted clue to his where.
abouts,”

“ Well, Eda, wkat on earth are you think-
ing of ? Is this the article you wished me to
read ? You have made some mistake ; this is
only about a person suspected of Fenianism.
Show me where you meant, dear ?”

“ That is the place, you are not wrong.—
Only a person suspected of Fenianism, end
that person is Aylmer Courtenay. Qb Ayl
mer, my love, my love, they are chasing you
about like some poor liunted agimal.”

“ You love Aylmer Courtenay!" ejaculated
Kate in utter amazement,

“Ah! yes, I see you are astonished at me
loving him ;" and rising excitedly from her
seat, she coufronted her cousin, * Yes, you
wonder at me. You did not know it before,
but I tell it to you now, I love him with &
love time cannot kill They may hide him
from me in an English prison, they muy send
him to the uttermost parts of the earth, but

{ my spirit would pieree the distance and tell

him I love him still. My love, Kate, is utter-
ly bopeless. I knew when lLe was here, cir-
cumstances forbnde Aylmer Courtenay ever
calling me wife, but I teld him I would al-
ways remember him, and I say now, as I said
then, I never forget. Kate, you are & woman
who Joves. You need not bridle up; I know
it, and you, who must have traced the growth
of love, can tell bow, day by day, the influence
strengthens, until the ‘very heart seems to
cleave, and grow towards the one for whom
you would risk all earthly happiness. Your
love will be crowned with joy, while mine lies
in the dust. Pity me if you like, but never
blame me. The heart will have its own way,

‘and I have given mine, stored with a wealth of

love I never dreamed was hidden within me, to
Aylmer Courtenay, and to bim I cling with an
unquenchable heart yearning. Kate, you are
3 brave loving woman, with & brain which cen
devise help for those in trouble. Have pity on
me and listen. Aylmer Courtenay is in 2 sore
strait; flying from pursuit, fricndless, homeless,
mort likely penniless, How can I help him?
How could I send him money to enable himjto
esoape ? I have plenty, but how can I send
bim some ? Speak to me ; my brain is on fire
when I think of Aylmer, my darling, in jail,
like & common felon.” )

BEda’s agitation became uncontrollable, and
koeeling at Kate's fect, she clung to her dress
in passionate despair. ¢ I will give you every-
thing I possess, Night and day I will implore
‘Heaven for your happiness, I will spend my

life to repay- you, if you save my love frof

prison.”

*

“ Be quiet, Eda. If you wish me to do any
thing for you, you must be calm, and listen to
reason. You lave no proof that it is. really
Ayhoer Courtenay whe is alluded to in that
erticle, for he is no Fenian, tnd appearances
must have been wilfully twisted to make him
implicated in so desperate 2 cause. There is
no name given,"”

“ Name ? the name Kate, does not matterto
me, My heart told me who was meant as
staring print would tell it to you.”

“Ifitis, as you think, we ean arrange ac-
cordingly; meauwhile, act like a brave girl,
Lida, if » woman loves she would dare any-
thing. T donot ask you to do anything but
hide your feelings, for we must think before we
can act.”

“ [Iide my feelings? T have hidden them
o well, it seems, that you did not cven gucss
my secret, But no matter; T too can be
Lrave, as you were on the night of the ball. I
heard you when you put the diamonds in your
hair, and I thought you were a brave wowan
when you crushed your sorrow, and shone the
gayest of us all, That night was the first time
I met my lost love. Oh Aylmer, I would
brave time, distance, scparation, everything,
cxcept my futher's anger, for the chance of
being eventually yours.”

Eda had only been just to Kate when she
said her brain could devise a way out of the
darkoess. The shock of trial had now come to
rouse her slumbering energy, to quicken the
unsuspected qualities, and to show out in bold,
strong relief her will, power, and capability to
do and dare. She wes & woman to stand by
ber friends in their trouble, faithful and brase
to the end. Her little cousin'a cry, ¢ save
Lim, save him,"” rang in her ears, and she in-
wardly vowed, come what would, to save Courte-
pay. One regretful thought was given to poor
Harry's hopeless love, and then, with firm de-
termination, she decliberately. considercd the
ways and the means to extrioate her friend
from bis trouble. She believed Mr. Courtenay
was too true-harted a patriot to hold any opin-
ions which could be termed dialoyal, Dut the
mistake was serious enough to * place him in
prison for many a long day. Without awaken-
ing suspicion, she must ascertain beyond doubt,
ond that immediately, if Courtenay was still at
his chambers, Ifnotin Dublin, the convietion
flashed across her, that he must have taken re-
fuge in the cottage of nurse Kavanagh on Bray
beach.

“ Eda you must act with decision if yeu wish.

me to save Mr. Courtenay, for one blunder now,
and =ll is lost, You have Schiller's Thirty
Yeors War'' with you—take it to Mark and
say, “ You said at breakfust you were at——
Town to-day. I promised to lend this book to
Mr. Courtenay, and I would like him to have
it at once. I will not ask Mark to grant me
favours,” continued Kate, *much less to sec
Aylmer Courteany. Go up stairs, darling,
bathe your fuce, and bring the book down with
you.¥7

The sun wes sinking to rest that September
evening, as Murk, Kate, Harry and Kda played
croquet on the lawn.

“T.wonder," said Mark, with a puzzled
look, ¢ where Courtenay is visiting, and why
his ancient Abigail locked soscared. It scems
he has no$ been home for days.”

% Of course he has pone Kg;ouse shooting,”
suggested Harry. ¢ Now, Kate, hit the stick
and be off,” «] had cvery intention of doing
§0,” she replied, ¢ it is going to rain and I
have no fancy for getting wet. We shall have
bad weather I fear.”” ¢ Bad weather,” echoed
Harry, as he glanced at the sky, ¢ there is a
frightfal storm brewing.”

CHAPTER VIIL

Slowly and solemnly, one by one, the belfry
olock inthe village of——, tolled the midnight
hour. Few héard it; thesimple villazers were
sunk in slumber, and no foot woke the echoes
in the deserted ¢ High Street.” Over the
meadows the sound was borne, over the Qak-
field Woods, the lawn and the dewy pasture
where the cattle lay. Kate alone in ber room
heard it. “ Twelve o'clock,”’ she murmured,
“ and I must be out of thia by three. I won-
der if the night is fine.”” She walked over to
the window and drew thesblind aside. A bad
night ; Henry was not far wrong whea he sard
we should have a fearful storm. Yet perhaps
it is better so; less chance of people being
about : few care to loiter inthe rain. What an
uwful risk I run, but I must not think of that
now—1J1 have little enough time o pget my
things ready. The villagers will be stirring ut
four, and it would not do to run the gauntlet so
early in the day.”

Half-past twelve, and without a round Eda
entered, her long, golden hair streaming over
her white dressing gown. Pale, very pale, dazz-
lingly fuir she looked, as she glided into the
room.

_ Never bafore had the spirituello character of

‘her besuty strack Kate, who seemed almost
startled when Edg noiselessly approached ber,

“ Eda, my poor ‘child, you could have slept
longer. 1 have yeta couple of hours before I
can quit the house,”

‘Do you think, Kate, I could bLave slept,
and Aylmer in trouble, and you starting on an
enterprise, the most courageous might well
shrink from? T tell you, anmxicty has over-
powered me, and were it possible, I would go
with you, but my presence wounld ruin all, I
have brought the money,” and she laid a little
packaze in Kate's lap.  * Thirty pounds, sl
in gold.  Was it not fortunate I got gold, in-
stead of notes for papa’scheque ?  Will that be
suflicient to bring him to France and keep him,
until he can write to his {ricnds ?”

“I am glad the money is in gold, the chang-
ing of notes might lead to his detcetion and
yours. Thirty pounds, darling, would bring
him to France. Besides, I am sure he has
money of' his own. TIn my opinion there is
romcthing  clse bhe wants tar wmore than
money."

“ What, what, anything I can give 7" Iida
eagerly inquired, as her eyes fullowed Kate,
who was walking towards the bed.

“No, Kda, nothing you can give, besides 1
have it already, Come, sce what it is Aylmer
Courtenay must have, if he ever wishes to Jeave
Ircland io safety.”

The two girls stood beside the bed, with its
soowy draperics, oderous with the faint perfume
of lavender, which the old housekeeper always
laid in the linen press. The wax tapers at the
further end of the room did not shed much light
on the bed.  Somecthing large and dark was
lying there, half concealed by Kate's evening
dress, which, though rich with its costly lucc
and delieate trimming, was thrown in a heap.

“ What, what have you got here ?”’ and Fda
brought to light Harry’s naval eap, while Kute,
witha triumphant smile, held up coat, cap,
trouscrs, all complete,

A strange service, truly, was Harry's undresy
uniform destined for.

“Oh, Kate, how did yon get them ? T knew
you could manage everything,” broke hurriedly
from Eda, as she looked with wondering eyes
upon her cousin, “ But how did you get the
waiform 77’ :

“You know, I came upstairs hefore Harry,
and as 1 passed his epen door, something made
me think of the absolute necessity of a disguise
for Mr. Qdurtenay. In fact, I knew moncy
would be useless, unless I could briog clothes
also. I ran into Harry's room; as I suspected,
his drawer was unlocked, and knowing A ylmer
to be the same height as himself, I walked off
with the uniform, But I was very nearly dis-
covered, for just as I reached my door, Harry
was at the top of the stairs.”

Oh, dear, what will be done, if Harry takes
it into his head to Jook in his drawer and finds
his uniform gone ?”

““What on earth should he want with itnow?
In three days more, at the furthesg, T trust it
will be replaced, without anyene being 2 bit
the wiser. As I told you before, I am con-
vioced Mr. Coungenay is with nurse Kavanugh,
You heard how Le spoke of her that day in
Bray, when he pointed to her little cattage.—
Edy, I koow unflinching fidelity to the children
they bave nursed is the most remarkable trait
in the character of an Irish Foster-mother. 1
have not the slightest doubt Aylmer's nurse
would go through fire and water to serve him,
and would regard it as a personal misfortune,
if any evil happened to him. Thore is a strong
clanish feeling among the Irish, and I would’
not wonder in the least if they passed him
along from one to the other, and thereby tem-
porally eluded detection.  Still, for ull that,
it would be madness for him to remain in Tre-
lznd, even among the faithful, but ignorant
friends, who, in these troublesome times, look
with absolute vencration upon a resl gentleman
born, the champion of the people’s rights.  All
my dread is, lest Aylmer should have left
Broy. Then I wonld be powerless to assist
him, but if he is, a8 I imagine, still there, he
must Jeave by the Kingstown mail boat at seven
to-night. To-morrow he can get clothes in
London, and sead the uniform back by parcel
delivery.”

“That’s all very well,” impatiently eried
Eda, but I cannot imagine how you are to
carry that great bundle. I tremble when I
think of your hardihood. 1Is there any fear of
your being known ? Qne glance at your face,
aad people must know you are a lady. How
will you evade suspicion ? Yourglossy braided
hair, your violet eyes, your curved red lips,
your stately figure, and the haughty way you
hold ,your head, all stamp you 2s the lady,
Kate, wuit, consider, if it is not pessible to aid
Aylmer in some other way. My heart is torn
between everything. If you were suspected
and"

“Jf a policeman coliared me and nsked me
who I was?" finished ®?Kate, and her eycs
flashed as she spoke, “I would say, ‘I am
Miss Vero, of Qakfield, Sir Stuart Bindon's
piece, and in a frenk I made a foolish bet of
goiog in disguise to Bray. Who would dare

dispute my word—the word of a Vero ?" and
as she spoke, she drew herself vp with the old
imperious gosture. - I won't be suspected ; I
am thoroughly familiar with the ways and soy-
ings of the peasantry; I understand their ohur-
acter; I ean imitate the brogue, a8 I have
repeatedly v private theatiicals,  Above all, I

have complete cenfidence in my own power.

My memory and Sclf-possession never fail me.”

‘ Pime is passing, Kda, 50 listen and remesa-

ber what Tsay : go to aunt's dressing-room be-
fore she goes down stairs, and give her this
massage.  Kate took a fancy to walk over to
breakfust with Mrs. Hastings, and she will nos
return till after tea” 1 have often done it
before, so it is nothing strange, and aun$ will
announce my departure to them all; the onus
will then be off your shoulders,”  Another
thing, dou't forguet ta leave the sehoelroom door
unbolted ; then when dusk fulls T shall come .
in, as T go out, unuoticed.  Last, but not lent,

do your best to be hvely sud gay.  Keop thens

all together a3 much as possible, and in the

eveniug get Flark to the piano, to try ever
these duets.  As for Irrry, poor follow | whor-

ever you are he will not be far off.  Now, dar-

ling, my injunetions are exhausted; so you
must run away, as I could not dress if you
were here, standing before me with your wiite
face and tearful eyes. 'Pry not to think, keop
up your heart, and with 2 higher help than
that of carth, we will suceced,  Once in Broy -
I trust to the chapter of accidents to pull me
through.”

(To be Contianed.)

AN AMERICAN IN DEFENSE
OF IRELAND.

FROUDE REVIEWED BY WENDKLL
PHILLIPS.

—_—

A SPLENDID LECTURE IN WIHICH THE GHREAT
ORATOR BHOWS FROUDE AS A Hix-
TORIAN 'TO BE A VRAUD.

—

The announcement thut Wendell Phillips
would leeture in Boston, on the 3rd of Desem-
ber, on “ Some Tnferences from Frouds,” sup-
plemented the regnlar audience of the Lyoenm
to an cxtent that completely filed Tremont
Templo.  Wm. Lloyd Garrison, Signor A.
Bartol, J. T. Surgent, and others uccompanied
Mr. Phillips on the platform,

Mr. Phillips spoke 2s follows ;—

Lapies AND GeENTLEMEN,—I am to offer
to you omo or two suggestions touching Mr.
Froude’s lecture on the relations of Greut Brit-
ain and Treland. He. said he came here to
argue his case before the Ameriean peoplo as a
jury, and in my narrow way I wish to use the
hour you lend to me to-night in rendering a
vordict. 1t was a great privilege to hoor sn
Finglish scholar’s view of these critical rela-
tions between Fingland and Ireland; it was a
theme deeply interesting to every student of
Kinglish literature and polities, and the interest
was decpened into gratitude when with gon-
erous purpose he gave the reccipts of these
lectures ta the sufferers of our great oconflagra-
tion. I was gratified, slso, at the obhinmel
which he choose for his address to the Ame-
rican peoplo—the lyceum. It was a marked
recognition of this new form for the public
discussion of great national questions, it was a
compliment, well deserved, to the impartiality
and -intelligence of the audicnces which made
up the great American lyccum. Of course,
being Froude, it was brillinnt and picturcsque
in narrative, graphie, instructive, and if he did
not bring us many vew fucts, at least in the
manper ia which he told old ones he revenled
the mood, the temper of mind with whiok Ling-
land looks ut the question to-day, and that of
itself is a great revelatian. Horne Tooke said
once, when Gibbon wrote his autobiography,
that 8 man who had unything to conceal ought
to do anything rather tham write bis own kfe,
that he should beg his worst enemy to write it
before he trusted the unconscious betrayal. of
what he would have been but too willing to
conceal, So I think io the mode, in the stand-
point, in the whole inspiration of these fine
testimonies to tha relation of Great Britainand
Ireland we have the latest, and the most nn-
thentic, ond the most trustworthy declaration
of the mode in which the leading Englishmen
of to-day regard tho Irish question. We all
had reason to expect . '

© A BOHOLAR'S TREATMENT,

to expeot that he would bring order out of
chaos, that the tangled web of this Irish his-
tory which had confused all students and
puzzled the most patient inquirer, would be
straightened out and cleared up. " For one, I
nover expected the exact statement, the olose
narrative, the logical sequence or the instinet
of the historian, for I think it cannot be said
that Mr. Froude has ever written anything
that deserves the nsme of history, Fairly
Jjudged, be iz a feérvent, brilliant and carnest
writef of party pamphlets, and grouping toge- -



