
The Storyteller.

FOR FAITH AND COUNTRY.

Death mighthave mercilessly sparedher. Butflow,since thisproposal cornea so timely, or untimely, that we should go into
possession ofher heritage, wemust hear whatshe has to say. Bringher hither, wife.' J c

Dame Honora left the room returning quickly followedby ayoung girl. This was Una O'More, the only child of Felim ofCarra. Shehad happily escaped her father's fate, beingat the time?,a * 'IBl'I81' tomDublln to his foster-sister, the wife of Humphreylieuingneld. The news of his tragic end had reached her throughthemedium of an old priest, Father Donogh Heggerty, who, sincethe enforcement of the laws against the Catholic clergy, hadndoptPd thPiWniw of a bee^ar-man in his journeyings. FatherDonoghhad many a time abode in thewesterntowerof Carra wherewa«, -, c^rpt TOOm
_

thptowpr whjchha(ibeeQ Bpared
_

and wheninDublinhe invariably made his home in Bedingfield's house in theCoombe, where his comings and goings did not excite anyparticular comment. He was accounteda poor friend ofthe family,and, Mistreiw Honora's charity being well known, it was agreed
that his frequent appearance was in the character of an alms-seeker.

As for Una O'More, her visit to thehouse of the worthy silkmercer had been religiously kept from the knowledge of the in-quisitive neighbors, as both Humphrey andhia wife feared torunthe risk of letting her beauty come under the eyes of the Crom-wellian troopers who infested the locality. Hence she wentoutonly after nightfall to take the air, securely cloaked and hooded,leaning on the arm of the taciturn Humphrey, who gavebutcurtanswers to the greeting of any passer-by. Her guardian was wellawareof the danger of these late strolls,still he could not bear tosee the roses fade from the young girl's cheeks, which wouldin-evitably be the outcome of prolonged seclusion in the musty oldhouse. J

Now, as she entered the room withhis wife, he could plainly
perceive the change those months of anxiety and retirementhadwroughtupon her. There were darK circles round the gray eyes,and her features had grown sharper. She was very beautiful inspite of this. Her little face wasa perfect oval, of creamy paleness.with broad brows round which the nut-brown hair curled inrebellious tangles. Of middle height, slender and straight, shecarried herself for all her youth, with a graceful dignity whichadded toher charm. Her gown of plainblue woolen stuff, highattheneck, fell insoft folds from a girdle of silver filigree.It was in direct contrast to the attire of Dame Bedingfield,who worethe co&tume of anEnglish lady of the period— a dress inwhich she was wont to say she ever felt illat ease. Bnt, out ofdeference to her husband's wish, she had adopted it a shorttime previously for safety's sake on her goings and comings.Humphrey gazed at them with fond admiration in his eyes as theyapproached. *

'Itis amatter of great importance, that whichIhave to un-fold to you, dear child,' he said,leading her to a chair, 'and itwillbe necessary for us toconsider itgravely. But to explainproperly,1 shall nrst read to you this letter of my cousin, the worshipfulknight, Sir William Kendricke.'
Una listened with her head on the ample shoulder of DameHonora. .\ow and then a sob stirred her, but otherwise she wassilent.
'Those.' saidHumphrey, at the conclusion of the epistle,'aremy cousin a written words. It will be a task of considerableperil

tomake our way to Drogheda, and we can only do so unmolestedunder passport fromCromwell himself. It is to try and save yourfathers lands for you ihat Iwould go, dear child.''Iwell know that, my kind guardian,' Una answered, 'andthoughIwould give more than Ican todwell in the oldhome
again, where every stone is dear and familiar, where my sweetmother diedand my father foughthis last fight, still it grieves methat your peaceful lit- should be disturbed through loveof me Itwould be cruel to bring Dame Honora into that lonely and ruined
quarter, where, as Fa'her Donogh tells me. none of our Faithiasafe.''

Fear not for me.my treasure,' said Dame Honora, -whereveryon ard happy to shall Ibe and Humphrey too '— aheadded withasmile.'
'Tis but the truth, wifp,'as-ented Bedingfield.

'And besides,' Dame Honora went on, 'there is someone elsewho ought to come into our calculations. YoungCon O'Hanlon isperchance haunting that dangerousplace for a sight of my darling,'—here she bent to ki-s the blushing cheek—' and for his safeguard
it would be better to take our journey there and warnhim that thewoods of the Fews make a better hiding place from theRound-lyadi than the open plainsof Meath.''The most conclusive argument of all,' cried Humphrey, as he
saw hutv favorably the suggestion had impressed Una. 'Make afew preparations, wife, and 1 shall leave for Drogheda in the
morning,returning swiftly, God granting, whether my tidings beof goodimport or the reverse.'

CHAPTER11.
Humphrey Bedin-Stld made bid way safely to the camp atDrogheda and there found his cousin, the worshipful captain,awaitinghim. There were mutual expressions of wonder that theyears had wrought such changes in each. Of the two, however,Bedinerfieldshowed less sign of wear and tear. He still preservedhnhardy, spare, figure, but the soldier looked heavier thansuch aseasoned campaigner had a right to be. There was no appearance,though, of the Puritan about Sir William— the twinkle inhis eyecameand went toooften, and the self-indulgent lipsand chin spokevolumes for his tastes. Itcouldeasily be seen that herewas a manwho accepted the rigid tenets of the Ironsides merely becauseitsuited his purpose, not because he had any especial love for psalmsinging and a croppedhead.

CHAPTER I.
Cabra Castle stood on thesouth side of theBoyne, where it flows
by the fertile lands of Meath. There is but a single tower remain-
ingof what was oncea great nud dULcIj pile— a .-quarc tower iv'^
ivy dinging in thick festoons to the walls and swaying like preen
banners from the battlemenled rouf. Wlieu Croniwell laid sic^c toDrogheda and swept the valley of the Boyne with fire andsword,
the little garrison of Carra had resisted his assault valiantly until
superior foroe overwhelmed them. Then Felim O'More, thehere-
ditary lord, came forth withhis few surviving men and made thelast target for the Puritan bullets. He had fought like a lion
throughout the conflict,and fell

—
shrilling with his dying breath

the war-cryof hisclan
—

among the ruins of his ancienthome.
Thus it happenedthat Sir William Kendricke,captain of Crom-well's body-guard of horse,noting the rich lands that slopedto theriver, and being in high favor with the Lord Protector, petitioned

that this district should be granted him for hi9services. Crom-well, anxious to gratify his favorite, accordingly made over Carra
tohimby privatetreaty. But Sir William,knowing thatit would
be impossible for himself to undertake the personal supervision ofhie newproperty, sought for a trustworthy person who would holdthe tower and territory securely for him in his name. He remem-
beredhis cousin, Humphrey Bedingfield, who had settledin Dublin
some 20 years before, marrying an Irish wife and adopting the
Catholic faith. Humphrey, he recollected, hadbeen a grave andwary man, cool of judgment and scant of speech. In only
one instance had he shown instability of character,and that was
when he took the Irish girl to wife and followedher to the Mass
House.'

But then,' mused Sir William, ' these Irish wenches are un-
doubtedlyhandsome, and beauty will ever turn a man's head, even
turning it from the religion of his fathers towards the contempla-tion of idols.'

So he finally determined to send toDublin for Humphrey and
findif he wouldundertake the responsibility.

When Humphrey Bedingfield, silkmercerof the Coombe, receivedthe sealed letter from hiß cousin he perused itattentively withoutany showof surprise. Buthe sat staring straight beforehim, withawrinkleof perplexity between his brows, whichhis wife, MistressHonora, well knew meant an affair of importance. She did notdare tobreak tne silence untilit washis pleasureto speak.
'Dame,' he said finally,'comehither until Itell you of this

matter. Itconcerns us both deeply and also one who is dearer tous thanour own lives
'

And he read the letter slowly while tears gathered in the soft
blue eyea that followed his along the page.

"Tis surely the will of God,' said Dame Honora, when the read-
ing wasover.'

Surely it is,sweetheart,and perchance it meaneth that our
darlingmay yet come intoher own. For of course,all being well,
Ishall accept thisoffer of my cousin, Sir William, and become hisfaithful stewardin trust for onedearer than he.''But,Humphrey,' anda sudden fear gathered in the soft eyesgazing at him. 'But, Humphrey, should he demand more tbau
stewardship from you ;should he ask you to disown our Faith,
how will it be then ? Better,dear husband, todwell inour happy
ohgourity here than run such a diredful risk,'and she stroked his
hand tenderly.

A loving smile transfigured his stern face.'Fond heart,'he said, 'have Iever f.iiled you that you need
fear for menow / HaveIworshippedyou all these years to findyou doubting my sincerity at last ? Ah no, sweet wife,no Tis
true that it was youIsought in those far days, not your Faith;
but even then it was precious to me for your sake.'

Dame Honorasighed.'YetIwould,Humphrey, that you Valuedour holy religion forits own Bake, not mine. If Iwere gone
—
Ioften think of this

when Ilie awake at night—could you be firm without my helpamimy prayers ? These are evil time?, and tvil powers walk abrotd.
The monasteries and churches are the prey of the invader ; thepriests are being hunted to death, with the same price upontheir
heads as is on the head of a wolf. Here we arc safe, but there—
within reach of the fanatical soldiery Cromwell keeps to guardDrogheda, men whogo about withGod's name on their lipsand thedevil in their hearts

—
temptations may come to assail you,and you

may grow lax,and fall.'
'Oh, my timorous dame,' he cried playfully, to rea«sure her.

1this business may come tonaught, thoughIam wishful it f-hould
be arranged satisfactorily. And to comfort you Ishall speak a
word to Sir William concerning our Faith, that we may not lie
molested. Ifhe its still the same generous soul he will nothesitate
to befrieudhis old Bchoolmate in thin. But,' he added hastily, 'we
are thinkin? only of ourselves. Had we not better convey the news
toour dear child ?

''
She was at her prayers,' replied Dame Honora

'
when Ileft

her. You know she has many sad thoughts these days. Herheart
is heavy for young O'Hanlon. lest he shouldbe neized and trans-
ported, perchance to the Barbadoes, with the other unfortunates.
And she sorrows bitterly for her father's death, although she is
proud that his end was what he would have chosen. She has a
brave heart, Humphrey, for all her wistful, clinging ways, and
wouldhave wished tohavebeen near him at the last.''And fallen a victim to the lust of the besiegers, God forbid,
wife.'

'She saysshe wouldhavedied withhim.'
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