«MY COUSIN KATHERINE.”

BY FANNIE HODGBON BURNETT.

How it was that I got the idea that she was a
middle-aged woman I hardly know, but certainly
that was the idea I had. A woman neither young
por handsome, and tough enough, even for her
sge, was what I expected to see when I cast
eyes on Miss Kitty Macnamara. And what a
surprise the girl was to me, to be sure.

“Larry,” says my mother, plaintively, ‘“do
try to be agreeable to Miss Kitty Macnamara.
Just to think of all that money going out of the
family, when it might be kept in it, if you'd be
a bit civil, and not 8o off-hand.”

I bit my lip, and said nothing, feeling that the
mfest plan.  When I was out of humor, as I
spoke, I was lost ; and I was often enough out of
bumor, bad luck to me! And my mother often,
unconsciously, exasperated me.

“You'll never be settled in life, Larry,’” she
would say, “if you don’t dress better, and lay

aside that rag of a hunting-suit. There is not &
girlin the county will look at you. And you,
with the face you have, and the figure, six fect
if you are an inch, and letting your good looks
run to waste, as you do.”’

She was always worrying herself about my
not marrying. That was worse than her fretting
over my dogs, and horses, and guns. OQur family
was a fallen one. We had been grandees a gene-

ration ago, and our estate had ranked among the
finest in Ireland; but extravagance and bad man-
sgement had been the ruin of us, and, at twenty-
one, I, Lawrence Ogilvie, had found myself heir
to nothing but debt and a large broken-down
house, a great burden of beautiful wild land, need-
ing money at every turn, and last, but not least,
a1 old name, and a hot, evil temper. We were so
poor, indeed, that but for mny dogs and gun, there
were times when we might have had a bare table,

“ You must make a fine marriage, and retrieve
the family fortunes. Money will make money
for us,”’ she said, ‘‘and we can clear our name
and right our people, and live like Ogilvies once

more. If you'll only lay aside your ragged at-
tire, and dress like a gentleman, and pay court
to some of the daughters of the county gentry.
What girl might not be proud to marry you,
larry, my dear? Young, and handsome, and
an Ogilvie.”” But, for my part, I took a savage
pleasure in wearing my stained green velvet

not care for the county gentry and their daugh-
ters a jot. I had notions of my own about bor-
rowing & woman’s money, and giving her my
soul for security.

As to Miss Kitty Macnamara, it never crossed
my mind that she was a young woman. Young
people did not come to our house. My mother’s
relatives were all old maids, or elderly married
people; soif I gave her two thoughts, the first
was that I would keep out of her way, and the
second that she might have shown better taste
than to come troubling her poor relations.

I held to my resolve of kecping out of her
way, and did not see her for two days after her
arrival, but on the third she came upon me.

1 was standing al one end of the table, clean-
ing my favorite gun with my”own hands, as I
slways made a point of doing, when I heard
some one coming up bchind me. Because I
knew it was & woman’s footstep, I guessed it to
be hers, and would not turn round, pretending
not to hear.

But she was not to be rebuffed. She came to
the table and stood close to it, 8o close that her
white dress almost touched me, and I was obliged
to raise my eyes.

When I did so, I blushed hotly, and lifted my
cap in a manner, perhaps, not as amiable and
graceful as it might have been. Instead of be-
ing an old woman, she was a young one, tall and
lithe in figure, with soft, black hair, and soft,
black eyes, and a soft, babyish white skin; and
ghe stood there, smiling at me like an innocently
bold child. I hesitated a moment, and then laid
my cap down among the old weapons on the
table. It was impossible to put it on again.

« Kitty,”" she said, in a simple, abrupt fashion,
quite as if she was sure I understood.

s« Kitty,” said I, amazed, and & bit vexed,
though not exactly at her.

She nodded.

« Macnamars,”’ she added, brightly, and not
at all abashed.

¢ What !’ I said. ¢ Miss Macnamara?”

“Yes,”” she answered. ¢ Of course, I am.
Kitty Macnamara. Who else could I be?”

It is not my way to be afraid of women, and I
was not afraid of this one; but she had a queer
effect upon me. My mother calls all unmarried

until I could afford to buy a better, and I did

women ‘‘ young ladies;”’ but Kitty Macnamara
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was not & *‘ young lady ;"' she was a girl. She
might have been twenty, or twenty-one, or
twenty-two, but she was a girl. She was, as I
have said, tall, and she carried herself like a
young queen; but she was a girl. Her white
gown fell in straight, simple folds about her feet.
Her dark hair was wound, leoge and softly,
round her head, and a child of six might have
loeked at me as she did, when she said to me, in
that innocent, suggestive way, ¢ Kitty.”

She somehow impressed me at once with the
idea that no one had ever treated her coldly, or
spoken an unkind word to her, in her life.

Her hands hung lightly clasped before her,
and she looked at my table with a wistful face.
Like a child again, as if she knew she must not
touch.

« Your mother sent me,”’ she said. ‘I wanted
to see the armory, and she thought, perhaps you
would not mind showing me the things. I can
wait until you have finished.”

I pushed my work aside.

«I would rulh.er take you now,” T said. ¢ Do
you suppose I would keep you waiting? This
way, if you please.”

I knew I had not said the right thing, and
that my manner scemed rough enough; but she
did not appear to be disturbed. 8he kept by
my side as I strode down the hall, and neither
of us spoko until I pushed open the door of the
armory. Then, after a single glance around her,
she spoke, nodding her head slowly.

“Ah! I shall like this,”’ ghe said. ¢ It is
like living two Hves at once. There is my life,
you see, and the lives of the men who used these
things. It is many lives, in fact. I wonder how
much happened to the man who broke that
gword, and how much depended on its remain-
ing unbroken. I should like to know.”

She had spoken more to herself than to me;
but I answered her.

¢« A great deal,”” I'said. ¢ Life depended onit.”

¢« And it broke,” she said, sadly.

Then she held out her hand for it.

*May I hold it ?”’ she asked.

I took it down, and gave it to her.

¢ And it broke !’ she s2id again. ¢¢ Ah, poor
fellow ! with a little shudder. ¢ When he heard
it snap, he knew it had failed him, and the end
had come !’

*“ He fought with the broken blade,” I said,
my blood .tingling as I remembered the story.
** He fought with it after he felt his death-wound.
One of his vassals took it out of his dead hand
afterward. He was an Ogilvie, you know."”

* Afterward,” she said, softly, and then gave
it back to me. .

I do not know now long a time we spent in the
room together. Somehow, I found that I had
more to say to Katherine Macnamara than I had
ever said to & woman before. Perhaps it was
because she seemed so sure that I was ready to
answer all her questions.

She asked a great many, about the weapons,
about their owners, and their lives; odd, fanci-
ful questions for a girl to ask, upon the whole.
She turned back to the dead wearers of helmeta
and breastplates, and swords, as if her whole
soul was in the matter. 8he touched things in a
pretty reverent fashion, and her eyes saddened
over them when a tragic story revealed itself.

Once or twice she invented a story for herself,
and suggested new ideas to me, in a grave, child-
like way.

*That is bright, and looks almost new,’ she
said once. ¢ See, it is not hacked or scratched
at all. Don’t tell me about that, please. It
looks sorrowful: as if some one had died very
young, and people had loved and mourned him,
so that his sword was like a sacred thing, and
was left untouched.”

I wag startled and moved. The story waos a
sad one, the saddest of many that were full ¢f
pain ; and, knowing it myself, I could not help
liking the girl for her fanciful tenderness.

After ull, the morning was not wasted. At
lenst, I had found out that I need not hold my-
gelf aloof, and that existence might go on for me,
in its usual way. When I returned to my gun-
cleaning, I was in a better humor with myself,
with my mother, and with fortune generally.

But existence was not to go on in its usual
way. When I went in to dinner, I found that a
trific of change had taken place already. The
generally barren, cheerless room had brightenel
itself in a style new to me. My mother had had
somebody ot work. Things were in their right
places; the dark oak floor had been polished
afresh; the fire of logs burned clearly in the
huge fire-place. Some of our store of long-un-
used silver and porcelain had becn brought to
light. We had fallen into the habit of living in
a careless, bare fashion, and had not made the
hest of things; but her visitor's presence had
aroused my mother’s pride. She had attired
herself in her best.

Kitty Macnamara stood near her, a new vision
to me, in pale purple, and with a pale pink
flower in her hair. As I entered, she turned
round and looked at me; and though her glance
was quite an unconscious one, I knew, yet
that instant I felt hot, and angered, and rest-
less. -

A little shade of wonder passed through her
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eyes; an innocent amaze at my uncouth attire,
ot my rough demeanor, and unceremonious en-
trance. They were things to which she was
unused.

Several times, during the meal, when I glanced
up, I enconntered her eyes again. She seemed
to regard me with a grave curiousness. I won-
dered, grimly, how she liked the barren poverty
sbout her, and what she had meant by braving
it. She must have known something of it before
she came.

She had meant something, it appeared; for,
after dinner was over, she told me 8o, in a way
that startled me.

I had gone to s window, and stood look-
ing out, when she came and touched my arm,
lightly.

« If you please,”” she said, *‘ I want to tell you
something.”’

I had no words ready, so I suppose I only
etared at her like a slow, ill-mannered fellow, as
I was.

«] want to say that I hope you will not be
sorry that I came,” she added, in the quietest
and simplest fashion possible. ¢ I did not know,
until & few hours ago, that—that you disliked
strangers so much.’’

“Who told you I disliked strangers?’’ I de-
manded, half-angrily.

+] cannot tell you that,’”” she answered. <1
learned it by accident; and you must not be
angry with any one, for my sake, through me.
I should not have said anything, but that I came
here with an object, and I should be sorry to
have to relinquish it. I—I hope,”’ looking at
me very gravely, with her great soft eyes; I
hope you will not dislike me.”

1 did not know what to say again, and was
ready to curse myself for my clumsiness. But
even if I had had a fine speech ready, it would
have been thrown away upon her, I fancy. She
did not give me time to utter one.

«1 hope you will not,”” she began, and then
broke off, to begin again, with positive eagerness.
** Please, try not to think of me as a stranger,”
she said. ‘I do not feel as if I was & stranger,
I know you so well.”

1 oould not help speaking then.

« You know me?”’ I exclaimed.

A faint color stained that babyish white ekin
of hers, and she replied somewhat timidly.

s¢Yes,” she said. *‘I have known you a long

time. I have heard so much. If it had not been $

#0, I should not have come.”
Instantly, it occurred to me that some one had
been laying bare to her the history of our hum-

what was no one’s business but our own, mine
and my mother's. 8o, I responded, something
roughly,

““ You are very good, to take 8o much interest
in us, knowing of us only by hearsay. I hope
we deserve your sympathy.”

She looked actually frightened.

¢ Oh!" she cried hurriedly. ¢ That is wreng,
indeed. You are making it very hard for me.
Please, don’t, don’t be angry with me, a8 it will
be worse than if 1 had not spoken at all.”

+Oh, I am not angry,”’ I answered.

It was impossible to avoid talking to her.
Her childish openness got the better of & man.
Recluse as I was, I saw that she knew no more
of the world than a baby, and that she was
guided entirely by her own innocent, romantic
notions of right and wrong. She was without
fear, and without suspicion.

It was queer enough, how this slim slip of a
girl changed things for us. One felt her in-
fluence strangely. The house seemed full of
her, and yet she was a quiet. presence. The
servants put their best foot foremost for her
sake, and my mother began to have an aim in
life. Even I, myself, was guilty of a weakness.
When I oame down to dinner, the second day,
my mother glanced at me with delighted ap-
proval, and afterward managed to whisper a
word or so to me.

“Ah, Larry! Youare a gentleman now, dear,”
she said. * That’s as it ought to be.”

I shrugged my shoulders, half-vexed both at
her and myself.

“ Why should I frighten her?’’ I said. ¢ She
is used to fine feathers, it seems. If shabby
black is better than shabby green, one may as
well wear it.”

“You are not shabby now,” she said.
man could look better. You—"

+¢ Shall T show you the hole under my elbow?"’
I interposed, ‘or the tear I have pinned to-
gether in the lining ? I wonder how Miss Kitty
likes the fit of my coat. Perhaps you had better
tell her it belonged to my father, and that he
wore it when he had grown elderly and stout.”

¢ Oh, Larry, Larry " cried my mother, shak-
ing her head. ¢ You have a queer temper of
your own, sure enough.”

1 often thought of what the girl had said about
her object in coming to us, but she did not refer
to it again for many a day. Her manner toward
me was always just what it had been during our
first interview. She was simple, frank, and fear-
less. She never hesitated to ask me any trifling
favor; to show her this or that; to guide her

s No

bled pride and fallen fortunes, and talking of ; here or there; to explain this thing or the other,

Vor. LXIX.—14
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If I had been a less surly fellow, we should have
made great progress in a very short time; but,
being what I was, we did not seem to learn very
much of each other. Sometimes I thought that
she tried, in a girlish way, to become better
friends; but friendships were not easy for me,
and 1 was so accustomed to silence and solitude,
that words were always slow with me.

But my coldness was only apparent. Some-
thing, nay, many things, about the child pleased
me. Led by a whimsical impulse, 1 went in
to her one day, as she sat at work by the win-
dow, and stood a minute near her, trying to
fashion some decent enough sounding speech to
make. But my musing must have lasted longer
than I intended, or, at least, she misunderstood
it. Suddenly I saw her face change, and she
looked up at me in a helpless, distressed way.

“You do not like me,” she cried, piteously.
“You always look as if—as if I made you angry.”

What was I to say to that? I think I must
have turned pale. At any rate, I lost my pre-
sence of mind, and was more out of patience with
myself than ever.

*That is a mistake,”” I said, and turned on
my heel, and walked out of the room, because I
knew I should blunder if I stayed.

A kind of fury seized upon me when I found
myself outside. I did nmot want to wound the
child, and I was always doing it. I must be
always wounding her, if she fancied that her
presence was obnoxious to me. What a clumsy
boor I must have shown myself, sullen, and sav-
age, and tongue-tied !

It was a wet, dreary day, but I took my gun
and went out to walk my ill-humor off. I wan-
dered farther than usual, and was absent until
late in the afternoon. When I returned to the
house, I stopped for & moment in the hall, to lay
my gun down, and then passed on into the court-
yard. I intended going to the stable, but before
[ was half across the yard, there came to my
startled ear sounds which checked me, and
brought my heart into my throat. There was
the sharp report of a gun, mingled with a crash,
and then a low, bitter cry, in a girl's voice; a
cry of pain and terror.

A fierce curse, at my own folly and careless-
ness, sprang to my lips. I had left my gun lean-
ing against a piece of armor in the entrance-hall,
and it had been knocked down and the charge
had exploded. This flashed upon me in a second.

In another moment I was in the house, in the
midst of unutterable confusion, the servants rush-
ing, terrified, from their rooms; my mother
exclaiming, wildly, and calling to me; nobody
guiet but Kitty Macnamara, who drooped sgainst

the wall, her pretty young face as white as her
drees, and with blood staining her sleeve.

«Ah, Larry, Larry!” cried my mother, in
hysterical reproach. ¢ Havn't I been warning
you all along? Didn’t I tell you that you'd kill
some of us some day, with your dogs, and your
horses, and your guns?”’

There was no time to waste words. I strode
up to the trembling girl, and took bher in my
arms, as if she had been a child, carrying her
into the nearest room, and laying her down upon
a couch.

¢ What have I done ?"’ I said to her.
are you hurt? Let me see.”

I felt like a villain; and when, as I touched
her arm, she began to tremble afresh, a cold
perspiration started out upon my forehead.

1 will be as gentle as possible,’’ I said, ¢ but
I must see the wound.”

The next few moments were simply terrible.
The wound itself would have been a mere no-
thing to a man or woman of strong organization ;
but to this poor, delicate child it was an actual
anguish. The shock she had received had been
so great that, in spite of her efforts, she could
not control herself. Her large eyes shone with
pain and terror, and, at every touch, a little sob
broke from her white lips.

When my examination was over, I spoke to
her again.

*The nearest surgeon lives five miles from
here,” I said, ¢ and it is always doubsful whether
he is to be found at home. I have dressed such
wounds as this one before. Will you trust me
to do what I can at once, or will you wait ?**

¢ I will trust you,'’ she said. And then she
turned her face away upon the cushion, and Iay
quite still, waiting for me to begin.

I was scarcely in a condition to be skillful,
with my heart beating like a trip-hammer, and
that cold sweat beading my forehead, but I knew
that at least I did not bungle, and I spared her
a8 much pain as was possible. 8till, before 1
had finished, she had fainted, and I was scarcely
sorry to see it.

When I had completed my work, I got up,
hurriedly, leaving her to my mother, and went
out into the open air. A womanish vertigo had
seized upon me. I shook from head to foot, and
felt weak to helplessness.

A few minutes later, I heard my mother speak-
ing to a servant.

¢ Where is Master Larry,”’ she said.

I'turned into the hall, and answered for my self.

¢ You must oome back to the parlor,”” ghe
said. ¢ The poor child wants to see you before
we take her up stairs.” .

¢ Where
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Going into the room, I was surprised to find
the girl standing up. The next momeat I saw
why this was.

1 waated to ahow you that I was not very
much hurt,”’ she said. ‘1 am not, indeed;
please believe me. The fainting is nothing. I
am never very strong, and always a coward
about pain. That is afl. I should not go to bed
pow, but that Mrs. Ogilvie wishes it. Did they
tell you how it happened? My dress caught the
bammer as I passed, and I gave a little pull
without looking. It was all my own fault.”

« It was not your fault, at all,”’ I said. It
was mine. I was a heedless fool. I ought to
bsve my neck wrung. But I have beenpunished.”’

“But I do not want you to be punished,”” she
said, in gentle distress. ¢ That is worst of all.”’

*“You had better come up stairs, Kitty, and
have some gruel,’”’ suggested my mother, plain-
tively, as usual. It was her habit to suggest gruel
upon all occasions. If a man had been acci-
dentally deeapitated, I think gruel would have
occurred to her at once as & happy thought.

“ Why gruel, in Heaven's name!” I cried.
As if it was not bad enough to be shot, without
being forced to swallow gruel.

“Gruel never did anybody any harm,” re-
turned my mother, with dignity. ¢* I have heard
8 great sunt of mine say that her father’s grand-
mother drank three quarts a day.”

“1 will take some gruel if you would like me
to," said Kitty, prettily submissive. < I like it,
s litle.”

And smiling back at me with sublime courage,
she went away, to be dosed.

From that day forward, it seemed quite natu-
ral that I should stay indoors, instead of going
out. I dreesed the pretty arm every morning,
and, through doing so, learned a great deal. I
learned to look at the girl's face, and to meet
ber dark eyes without acting like a dumb idiot.
I learned to find words to use, and to have my
senses about me. By the time the pretty arm
had healed, I think I might almost eay that I
was a different man.

“1 have never asked you to forgive me yet,”
I eaid to her, the day I took the bandage off.

‘ There was no need,’’ she answered. *‘There
was no need, Mr. Lawrenee.”’

‘ But there was need,” I said, brusquely;
and, giving way to an impulse of tenderness and
remorse, I bent forward, and kissed the soar
the wound had left behind.

I was always forgetting she was & woman. I
forgot then, and remembered it with a flush of
sager at my own transgression. But there was
Do anger on her face, only a little innocent

gravity in her girlish eyes, as she drew her hand
away.

+ You did not mean to do that,” she said.

“No,” I said, I did not. Your child-face
betrays me. Now, you have two things to for-
give.”

¢ 1 forgive them both,”’ was her simple speech.

Her child-face did betray me. She was more
of & woman than I fancied. 8he saw many
things of which I never dreamed. Her beauti-
ful eyes had a wonderfully clear vision.

“You are very good to me,”’ she said, one
night. *“ Why are you not as good to other
people?”

¢ To other people ¥’ I repeated.

Sensitive as her nature was, she had a curious
courage of her own. She met my eyes bravely.

*You are not so kind to your mother.”’

I gave a slight start.

¢ Am I ever unkind to her "’ I asked.

¢ Yes,”” she answered, to my amazement.
¢t You are unkind because you are careless. You
are stronger than she is, and you show her that
her fancies make you impatient. That is not
kind, it was a little selfish. She is not young
enough to begin to overcome fancies now, and

they seem real to her.”’ .
1 was stung to the quick, and could not help
showing it.

¢ Is there anything else !’ I eaid.

¢ Yes,”' very gravely. *‘8ometimes—often,
you sare not very respectful—and she loves you
very much.”’

* Thank you,” I remarked, somewhat dryly.

It was sometime before I moved, or spoke
again. I could not help being silent. The girl
had given me something to think about. She
had said what was true, and yet I had never
condescended to think so before. I had been
jmpatient enough, and now and then I had been
the reverse of respectful.

A slight mevement from my companion roused
me. She had risen from her seat, and stood re-
garding me with sad eyes, but, at the same time,
with a little air of dignity.

«1 am sorry to have displeased you,” she said.
¢ But it is true.”

«Stay I" T exclaimed, for I saw she had mis-
understood me once again, and was about to
leave me. ¢ That means that you think I am
savage enough to resent what you have said.”

She did not answer, but her eyes shone as if
tears wore on the point of rising in their depths.

¢ do not resent it,’”’ I protested, almost pas-
sionately. I know it is true, and I wish it
was not. Will you believe me, if I promise

that I will try to behave myself better ?*’
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Perhaps I frightened her a little with my vehe-
mence. But she was very gentle, and did not
draw her hand away this time, when I kissed it.
She even let me hold it when 1 sat down by her
side, and talked to her. And then, for the first
time in my life, I began to feel that I was not
a8 immovable as I had always fancied myself.

The greatest dullard could guess where the
tides carried me to. I, who had held myself
aloof from all womankind, even from all the
world, fell madly in love now. I could not tear
myself from her. I followed her here and there.
I was her companion always. I had never been
happy before; and I began to be happy. I for-
got my poverty, and no longer rebelled against
fate. 1 cared for nothing but to be near this
child, and to teach her t%at she might trust me.

«1 was a little afraid of you at first, I think,”
she said to me once; ‘‘but not now, not now,”
shaking her pretty head, and smiling softly.
¢ Now I know you better."”

Happiness was so new to me, that I lived as
in a kind of dream. I scarcely thought of the
future. Each day was sufficient. Yet I did
not tell my love. I imagined that if 1 revealed
my heart to her, she might shrink from me.

So we went on, until I had gone too far to
turn back, and then I was checked suddenly.
And it was my mother who awakened me.

It will be a good thing for you, Larry,” she
said, sitting by the fire, one night; ¢and it's
what I always longed for. I’ve even prayed
that you mightn’t harden your heart against her,
and throw your chance away. Money’s a fine
thing, Larry, and there’s no knowing how many
thousands a year that innocent, baby-faced crea-
ture has. And who could help loving her, too ?
It's a fine thing, though, that she came here so
young, hefore she had seen anything of the
world, or met other men. She's the kind of
soft-hearted thing to be easily won, you see.”

It came on me like a blow. I saw itall at
once, what I had actually forgotten before. She
had everything that fortune could give her. I
had nothing. I was a beggar; and, worse, a
beggar who could not beg. And I was taking
advantage of her.

‘¢ Are you speaking of Katherine Macnamara *’
I said ; and my blood grew hot as I spoke.

““To be sure,”’ she answered. ‘ Of Kitty.”

“Then let me tell you,” I said, rising from
my seat, ‘‘that you have thought of things I
have not thought of. I shall never be a rich
man on Katherine Macnamara’s money, if I live a
thousand years !”” And I strode out of {ae room.

It was all over in ten minutes, and less. I had
been strong-willed and stubborn from a child.

I was full of passionate misery, but 1 had made
up my mind I would stand aside. I would not
take this undue advantage of her ignorance. If
she had been older, and had tried the outer
world, even then I should have made an effort
to conquer myself; but, as it was—well, I would
return to the old life.

I went back to my dogs and guns the next day.
I did not trifle with temptation. I turned away
from the pained wonder in the girl's face, and
resisted her gentle advances. 1 went out gloomy
and miserable, and came in hopeless and bitter.
I was silent and cold, when my heart burned
within me. I fought a cruel battle with myself,
and would not be subdued. Scores of times, in
the days that followed, I met the dark, appeal-
ing eyes, and almost gave way to my folly; but
it was only ‘‘almost.”” I could not help seeing
that, after a little while, the pretty face grew
pale and sad, and the sweet voice had a tone of
pain in it. She did not understand, and was
unhappy. Once I came upon her, sitting alone,
in & deep window ; and when she turned toward
me, there were tears in her eyes, but I pretended
not to see them. If I had spoken a word, or if
she had spoken, and I had heard a tremor in
her voice, I should have shown all my frenzy.
Many a day I stayed out late, hoping that, when
I reached home, the child would be gonme. 1
used to fancy that she would make up her mind
suddenly leave us.

But with all my fancies, I never dreamed of
what really happened in the end. I came home
one evening at dusk, after a long tramp, and
suddenly my mother flew out of the dining-
room, and caught me by the arm, trembling with
excitement, and panting for breath.

“Larry ! Larry! Larry!” she cried ; and she
shook my arm with all her strength.

* What is the matter ?"’ I said.

*Oh, Larry!” she said, hysterically, ¢ you
have got the money, after all I”

“Themoney !"" [stammered. ¢ Whosemoney ?°*

¢ Miss Kitty Macnamara’s,”’ she anawered.

I thought she had gonme mad, but her next
words made the matter clearer.

« Come into the parlor,’’ she said. ¢ The gen-
tleman is there—the lawyer—and he will tell
you. 8he is dead, and all her money has come
to you; and we have been making a mistake.
Ours is not the rich Miss Macnamara at all. She
was an old woman, and our Kitty has only a
paltry, little income. Come'into the room: >

But I would not hear another word. I grew
hot and cold. I trembled from head to foot. I
clinched my hand to keep from breaking out in
some frantic way.
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“ Where is she ?"’ I demanded,

“She?”’ faltered my mother.

«] want Katherine Macnamars,’’ Isaid. My
Katherine I’

“She is in the armory,” she answered.
“ Bul ”

1 broke away from her, and strode through
the hall. The door of the room we called the
armory was closed, but I pushed it open. I saw
the lissom figure in its white dress, standing by
one of the tall, deep windows, and Kitty Mac-
namara turned her tair child-face, tear-wet, to-
ward me.

“I have deceived you, too,” she gaid. ¢ And I
did not know, I did not think——"’

I took hold of her little wrists, and held them.

“Do you think I have cared for this accursed
money ?’ I cried, in a voice hoarse with excite-

ment. ‘‘ It has nearly broken my heart. Do
you not know that I love you madly, and that it
stood between us ?”

She started back, quite pale in her wonder.

“ Love me ?”’ she exclaimed. ¢ You love me?"”’

Iwas but a rough wooer. I could only woo
in'my own way.

“Yes, love you,” I answered.
love you I”’

And then something I saw in her sweet, young
face, made me lift both the hands I held to my
lips.

“Katherine! Katherine!”’ I said. ¢“Good Heav-
ens! how I have suffered for you, during these
last few days!”

Words came fast enough then. My story told
itself. Tears stood in her eyes as she listened,
and before 1 finished, she had fluttered like a
bird to my breast.

“ My pretty Katherine I’ 1 said. ¢ My pretty
Katherine! I pray God that you may learn to
love me.”’

“I need mnot learn,” she faltered. ¢ I have
been unhappy, too. I thought that I must go
away, and I could not bear it——"’

“Love you—

“You shall never go away!” I cried, with
tempestuous fervor. ¢ Never! Never!”

What cared 1 for fortunes and impatient law-
yers? Letthem wait, while I listened to my pretty
Katherine, as she told me her innocent little ro-
mantic story—such a tender, unselfish little
story, built as it was upon her own simple un-
worldly lovingness.

¢« T heard about you when I was a little child,”’
she said; ‘‘and I used to think about you, and
pity your loneliness always. And then, as I
grew up, I used to wonder how far my money
would help you. And so I made a little plan.
I thought if I could not make you richer, I
could make you happier, perhaps, if you would
let me. I made up my mind to come here and
try to be so good and thoughtful, that you would
both learn to love me, and want me to stay ; and
then I could give my money to your mother, and
sgk her to let me be her daughter, and your
sister. That was what I meant when I said I
had an object in coming. I never thought there
could be any mistake. When I spoke to your
mother of my income, I thought she knew how
much it was. I never saw the rich Miss Macna-
mars in my life. She was angry with my father
for giving me her name. She said he did it to
get money out of her. She thought everybody
was plotting for her money. Poor woman!”
with grave speculation. ‘I wonder what she
will do without it now !’

We went into the parlor afterward, to hear the
other story; and when it had been told, I knew
myself to be one of the richest men in Ireland,
thanks to Miss Kitty Macnamara’s having died
without a will.

«You can iive like an Ogilvie and a gentleman,
Larry,” said my mother, when we were left to
ourselves, ‘‘and you can marry whom you like.”

¢« Thank you, mother,” said I. ¢ That's plea-
sant news to hear; for, God willing, I mean to
marry my cousin Katherine.”

And, three months from that day, I did.
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*T1s dark ! pitch dark ! no star gleams on my way—
No light, aye, e’er se far to guide me by—

No voice with love’s sweet tones to bid me stay—
“Eli! Eli! Lama Sabachthani I

No mother now to shield my weary head
Upon her breast, and soothe the bitter cry,
She too, alas! is numbered with the dead,
“ Eli! Eli | Lama Sabachthani!”

Bereft of all that makes life pleasant now,
T long for Death, but me he passes by ;

Pain and regret alone are on my brow,
“Eli! Eli! Lama Sabachthani !"

No home, ah ! nought that I can call my own;
Destroyed and wrecked near every earthly tie—
1 turn from these and look to Thee alone,
“Eli! Eli! Lama Sabachthani!”



