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“ Peace, man. Your conduoct haa cat yor off from the knowledge
of gentlemen and soldiers. The hand raised to slay women and
children bas the weak blood of a coward running through it, and—

Colonel Mordaunt sanatehed at his aword belt, but the eword was
not there. With rapid movement he sanatched the steel scabbard
from its fastening, and lifting bimself in the smddle, struck the
speaker fall scrose the face with it, Then, wheeling his horse around,
struck the spurs deep into him, broke through the soldiers fumbling
at his feet, tambling acd scatteriog them, and flew towards the sea,
The tide was full in, the water deep, the banks at this place bigh
and precipitous, and, as he came to the verge, he lifted his horse'a
bead, dug his spurs into ita sides, and bald y eprang into the night
sod sea. The horse sank to bi- mouth, bringing the rider to his
shoulders, bat be rose again promptly, and Colone! Mordaunt guiding
his head seawsrds, swam out into the lightless water,

It would be madness to follow him, even if the trackless water
could give them the clue, and listening for & moment on the verge of
the ciff to the faint motion of the swimming animal, O0'Byrne said :

“It was a bold leap, and worthy a braver man. It has saved
bim his ooworthy life. Time is precious, Maurice, and we muat
away. We are passing throogh the eoemy's country here, and my
men are worn aod tired with much traveliing, Come ; ride on; we
can talk a8 we go. Drogheda 1e lost to us this time, and things ook
gloomy enough ; but brave hearta and resclute men can master fate
even yet—ride on.”

“1 cannot go, Hugh, Miss Mordannt—"'

¢ Whot"

¥ What of ber "

* 8be was here—I aball tell you why later on—but she is wander-
ing on & wild steed through these marshes, and shall get lost. 1
must find her and protect per.”

“*Ob, Mauarice, Maurice 1 What & faint heart you bear to Ireland
when s daughter of that scorpion race can win your love from her | "
said the Wicklow man, in mingled aorrow and anger,

"It cannot be heiped, Hugh, I should sconer lose my own life
than that apytbing could bappen her. Lide on sand leave me to
search for her, I shonld be more than cowardly did I abandon her,”

* Ob, Mauriee, Maurice | Such talk in times like these | Bat
—atay man—what is this? " he asked, as the step of a galloping
borse came acroes them, and presently a flying steed with traiing
reios, and a form reeling in the saddle, came up with them. The
horse, with the instincts of military training, had galioped back and
rejoined ita fellows, mistaking the steads of the Wicklow men for
those of the scattered detschment,

* This is she—thig is Oarrie, Misa Mordaunt,” cried Maarice, in
an ecstasy of deught, as he leaped from his horse, cletched the trail-
ing reins and caught the semi-unconscioss form from the saddle in
hus armse with every expression of intense joy.

“ Woat now, Maurice? " asked the W.cklow chief, as he viewed
these demons rations with cynical eyes, * What after thie? Waeaare
delaying our time perilously long, These f:ilows who have escaped
will have entered the gates of Dublin by this; and others will have
booted and saddled, Bball you rde with us or aray ¥ ™

“ With you,” said Maurice, resolutely, as, placing the form of
Carrie Mordaunt oo the saddle before him, he leaped on his horse.

“ Forward, then~-menl! The dawn will have come before the
Wicklow hills appear io view. hide fagt | "

And softly, as the phantom horsemen of the marshes might bave

done, the horsemen defile before bim, break intoa trot, and move
noiselessly oo,

CHAPTER XXIX.

Lady Eilen Maguire sat in the drawing-room of Roscr)mmon
House, Dublin city, with heart filled with vatious emotions. She was
readiog a latter from Carrie Mordaunt, rapturous with delight at the
news she bad to tell of her brother's escape, and was indeed, partly
expecting a visit from one or the other, or both, Bae was overjoyed
herself, Loo, at bis escape ; but along with these pleasurable fuelings
came the drear sorrow for her brother and cousin, who were, after
beiog sent by sea to the Tower in London, there to be imprisoned
until their sentences should be determined. If she had known that
the ebadows of night would come and the dawn break upon their
cells through all the wmights snd days in four long years, with their
painful and monotonous succession she would bave more cause for
trouble! Butif she bad knowno that their long impriscnment would
only terminate on the morning when they trod tbe dark passage that
led to the scaffold and tue block, and they would take their last Jock
at sun and sky, she would have cause for grea‘er trouble atill, As it
wad, however, the future was Lappily mddea from her, and these
saciifices were nokunown to per, Hat, as the hours of the evening
grew, soe wondered that neither Raymond Mordannt or his sister
called vpon her, Tf they had only part of the anxiety to see her
that she had 0 see them, they would have been witu her long before,
Butasthe duskfell, ani they came not, her anxrety and her impatience
becams blended with anger and a sense ot ili-trearment. Her proud
blood- and haughty epirit rose up against the apparent indifference
and contempt with which she was treated, and her heart was beating
in an access of hart affection. Trere was an unazesuntabie absence
of tbat love he bud always manifesied towards her, and which her
heart told her she bure him, 1n thus arriving and yet failing to call
upon her. A high-spirited, hot-blooded lover would kave cast aside
all other conaiderations, wo=ld have set apart all other duties, and,
after such long absence, paid hia fizat visit to his beloved,

Hel:n was pained, hurt and offended ; ber phighted love—piven
W=hitn above all otker persons and to the grievous anger of her
friends, who would have liked to eee ber intermwarried with some of
the great Inab families—had been treated coldly and unwortbily,
snd her quick and baughty temper resented it; and finally, when
the conflieting feelings grew to greater beat, shs burst into & storm
of passionate Lears that cculd pot be restrained or controlled, when
» ring and koock came to the hall door.

“ Raymond—Raymond Mordaunt, * she thonght, and, stsrting
np, made a hasty toilet, and bathed her face to remove the trace of

tears. Not for worlds would she have him see, in her present
offended and b :ughty state, that his non-coming had given cxuss for
them. When she had ended, she desseaded again tu the drawing-
room to meet her neglectful lover.

Bhe started back ss she gaioed the cantre of the apartment ;
for, standing with bis back to hor, looking out of the window, was a
straoger, Her light footf .} had not caught on kia absen$ ear, but
he turned round now, disclosing hia face,

“ Friar Tally ! " she fsintly screamed, in extreme sorprise, as
she graspad the ledge of the table for support ?

“Itis I, Lady Helen," he said, coldiy ; *ave you affrighted to
see me, or did you expect another visitor 1 "

“ Friar Tally, what—what brings you here ! What evil news
brings you now !

* To see you, my lady.”

“ To gee me 1—What for! You sarely would ot have come for
that alon=1 What brings you? Yoo kaow what peril your life in
in by being in Dablin t "

1 do, Indy Rllen ; batif it wers in ten times samuch I should
still come, Bet even so, I am not in as much peril as yon."

“ As I," she said with a faint scream, “as [. How? Speak—
howl "

“ Because you are in donble danger—in soul aa in body."

“Yon speak in riddles.” L.

%I speak the troth, my lady. You are thinking of joining in
marriage with Raymond Mordanot—aye, even whea your brother
and the great lorda of your family are tn gaol or in deadly peril—
azd to this end you are prepared to abandon the religion of your
{athers."”

“ It is untrue. I never thought of it.'"

I know you better than you know yoursslf. You don't know
what you intend or would do—I do. And I'll tell yon, Lady Ellen,
what the result will be, clearly an if ihe mantle of Elias had des-
cended on my shoulders, You will lead a life of sorrow and misery;
you will link bonds of woe, that will be nnbreakable, around your-
eelf ; yon will bring down the carss of Him who puniabes those that
give ap Hinm service for earihly loves, for carnael love, equally with
thoss who give up love of land and liberty for serrics with the
stranger and the opptessor.”

“ Did you come to tell me this? ™ sbe asked angrily and rising
from her chair,

“ I eame to warn you of this. Nay, Lady Ellen, do not stir. I
have more tc asy,” BShe resumed her seat with aa air of compelled
uowillingaess, * I came not only to tell you of this, bat to entreat
you to change your intention. Lady Kllep, the lorda of yonr family
are in giol or on the battlefield, Their broad estates are in jeopardy;
failing in this ineurrection, there will pot be their names in the
land, nor an acre in their possession, Ia this m time to wed with
their bitterest foe, their deadliest enemy—with one who, even if
things were otherwiss, isa unwortby of yoa? I will answer for you,
Lady Ellen,” he continued, with 8 quick wave of his hand, motion«
ing her to be sileat. * It ia not. Think of your position when you
shall have moved into another land, where your very name will
canse you to ne hated, with the additional reputation of having
turved renegade to your faith and kiodred at the momeat when both
were in the deadliest peril. There is one thing that commends it-
self to the whole human race, to eavages &s to civilised men—fealty
and truth and bonour to our own ; there is one thing also that
excites the noniversa! detestation snd horror of men—falsehood,
treachery, or desertion 'o them in tbe hour of their need, I speak
the truth—yonr own heart tells you I do.”

“I sam not gulty of faleshood, or treachery, or desertion,” she
said, appalied by the energy and intensity of his words.

" You are travelliog on the road without intending it, withont
knowing it. It ia for this I came hers—to warz you against the
path you are marking out for yourself —to warn you to abaaden it,
Drogheda has failei to fall before the arm of the friends, The
cause is 1o the graveat peril, You can do much to restore it, The
estates yoa hold are broad and vast, the dwellers thereon lusty and
bold. Thbey are boldiog back, waitiag your orders, They can be of
service now—immense service, They are well armed, many of them
well trained, There wos one whom you loved before the sullen
Puritan threw his glamour around you. Raturn to bis .ova now "

“ You, Friar Tully !” she eried, with a faint scream.

" Pardon me, Ladv Ellen, The cloth I wear cata me off from
earthly loves. No; not me, The very idea ie sacrilegions, and it
shows how little yon remember our ancient faith when you mention
it, No; not me, Whatever affaction—I[ shame to use the word—
existel when we were foster-brother and foster-sister lhe vows
spoken before the high aitar of 8t, Peter’s in Rome rent and sundered
for ever."

* Which was your volustary doing,”
and energy.

“ Pardon me sgain, Lady Kllen—it was God'a will, There is a
hand higher than ours that sways our actions and our thoughts in
spite of ourselves, But I would not recall these thiugs, I would
let foolish affections and loves of old, immature and ill-considered,
rest 1o tke buried past, But he of whom Tapeak—Hugh O'Byroe—
Colonel Hagh O'Byroe-—""

¢ Colonel (’Byrne 1" almost shricked Ellen,

“Yes, You loved him—at least I heard so—once. He loves
you, He is young, gallant, bold of heartand chivalrous, He comes
of a atock oid and true, old almost ae the hille within bis patrimony
—old as your own, He is of your cre:d a1d nation, He—"'

“ It 18 impossible, Frank Tally,” she cried, addressing him for
the first time by his Christian name. * My heart, my love, 18 ia an-
other’s keeping. Impossible,”

* Earthly loves are of our own creation.” he said coldly, * We
¢an sunder them at will, We should do so—the bigher law of God
commands it—when they sre opposed to daty, virtue, to faith and
patriotism.”

* It ie impossible—impossible,” ahe cried in dismay. * It might
have been done before—if—il—bat it ia imepossible now. It cannot
be done. He has my love, Raymond Mordaunt—and shall keep it,”

she seid, with bitterness



