
The horsemen shook themselves into motioD,rode lightly roundto the rearof the pass, aDd, couching their long spears, wentstraight
at the cavalry, wbo, baviig failed to follow their fellows to tbe hill,
werebusy clearing the way by cutting to pieces stray broken bands
wbostill defended positionsof vantage.

The shock wasgreat. Men andhorses werequickly overthrown,
and tbe glensmen in the victorious burst went through them, driving
them to the mouthof the pass, where a furious figbt ensued. For a
moment the column of troopers reeled unsteadily,and the suddenaffright tbat proceedesa panic set in. Itneeded but a second more
tosee thembreak and flee.

11Soldiers !" cried anofficer riding down thehill from where tbemore adventurous and daring troopers were at work, "Soldiers 1Will you allow a handfulof savages to affright you ? Bally near me,
andshow that English bravery is not anempty word !"

As if a trumpet bad sounded victory in their ears, the hesitatingsoldierscheered him— allsenseof fearorintention of retreatvanished,as Mordaunt, flushed with victory, wavedhis sword abovehis head.Maurice had joined his friends when the enemy had come near,and charged with them. He had gained the monthof tbe pass, and
commandea a fair view of the gallant stand the pikemen weremak-ing on theplain andbehind the hedges. Thehill-sideswere coveredwith powder-smoke,and the fate of the battle there wasunknown.Bat hesaw at once that if his horsemen could get into the opening.Ibefate of the English infantry there was sealed. One brave effortand the day was wonI"

Wicklow tomeI A moi ?
"

cried he, using in the excitementof themoment the French rallying cry. " Into the open, men:intotbe open I"
"You here, too, traitor I" cried Mordaunt,as leaping his horseacross a low earthendyke he spurred towards bim. "You here-

still treacherous and still disloyal1"
As he aimed a blow at his head,Maurice caught the blow on hissword,but beforehe bad time to do more a portion of the columnfleeing before the Wicklow men camerushing abreast, andin the col-lision his horse went down, and he himself was flung in the dyke.Stunnedand bruised, he raised himself to his feet,but only to findthat a similar event had befallen his foe, who, gatheringbimself to-gether moredeftly,advanced to meethim on foot.Itwasa curious scene and a strange one— in thepass the oppos-ing horsemen contested fiercely hand to hand for mastery, with-out order, without organisation, almost without leaders, a

sort of mititary faction right, in which lives were quenched
evtry second, and no quarter wasgiven or asked. On the hillsidesthe cloudof musketiy arose thicker and thicker,shuttingout all view,and here in the grassy dyke, separated from th° combatants only bya thin row of trees, the two foemen,perfectly unheeding tbe storm ofwar around, cloEed on one another. It wasno hurried action, therewas nohaste, but coolly as v were a set and ordered duel, tdey con-fronted oneanother. Eacb felt that it was tobe a fight to the death,
each knew that his opponent was oneof dangerous metal, and that a
fatal thrust or feint or second's unsteadiness of hand brought deathwi h it. Itbehoved eacb, fjr dear life's sake, and (or triumph andrevenge, tobe cool and guarded,andtherefore witheyes malignantlybent oneach other, witn foot advanced,and with swords on tbe level,they stood for abrief second, each hesitating tocommence,and givethe o'her the advantage.

Borne thought of the sweet lair face among the Wicklow hills
occurred toMaurice, for he said, without stirring his hand or takinghis eyeoff the other

—
"Must we, then,slay and kill oneanotber, Mordaunt.''
If he meant the question as anattempt at reconciliation itfailed

in its effect."
Traitor !— double-dyed traitor !— false to king and friend!"said Raymond, whilst the light leaped cold andmalignant from hiseyes,as he made a sudden thrust at his foe. The point of his swordpassed through Maurice's uniform, grazing his side— had he notwarded itoff with a slight touch it would havepassed through bis

heart. He felt the blood trickling from the wound. Ittaught himthedanger inwhichhewasmore tb»n anythingelsecould,and,abandon-
ing the attempt at reconciliation, grew wary,watchful, and cautious.Severalpasses were made, several times their steel across or along
one another, evokingspaiks,butneither gained tbe advantage. Both
had growncareful, as behovedmen face toface with a deadly enemy,
and inwhom tbe turnof ahair's breadth might mean death. A rapidplay of sword blades, a successive series of steel-sparks, and Mor-
daunt's sword piercedhis opponent'sshoulder. At the same momeßtbis foot slipped andhe fell on eneknee, but,as he did he threw away
thesword, andsnatched at thepistol inhis belt— perhaps unthoughtof untilnow— and levelled it at his foe. Maurice stunned for a
moment,leaped forward, the bullet passed him unharmed, and he
liftedhis sword tocleave his unrelenting enemy to the dust. He felt
his strength going from him, ana knew tbat if the duel continuedmuch longer tie should fall and be at the mercy of his antagonist.
Life is sweet,and in the hour of utmost perilall other considerations
vanish into nothingbefore its preservation 1 Once for all, now /

Butbe had mistaken the strength and activity of bis foe, who
suddenly leaped up and bounded in on bim, throwing him off bisguard. Maurice leapedquickly aside to avoid him, and withBwiftmotion, almost instantaneous in its swiftness,brought his sword to
tbe descent. As a wild wolf or a savagelion,the implacable foemustdie. One or other must die ;and, if possible,not he!

Raymond Mordaunt,missing bis foe, stumbled and fell prostrate
uu Inglace. Aud as be did tbeuplifted ewuiJ descending to »uiitc

him broke across in its descent ;and, half-blindedwith loss of blood
and dnst and perspiration, Maurice taw that it was shivered on an
oaken staff interposedbetween him and the object of bis vengeance
and that the staff wascarried by a well-known form. A well-known
face shone from amidst the midst of powder-smoke that had sur-
rounded them, anda well-knownvoice spoke."

This is not battle; this is murder I" eaid the interposersternly,
"Friar Tally!" cried Maurice,in anger and surprise. "Friar,

stand aside! You have nobusiness here," as he turned witha broken
sword to meet his fallen foe struggling to arise."Don't lift your hand— lcommand you1" said theFriar, facing
him. "This is personal feud, therefore murder t Slay no man in
hate1 And look1 Further bloodshedis useless,evenif it was jnst.
L>ok yonder ! The day is lost. Fly, man, fly while there it time.
Ireland's cause is in the dust, and willbe for many aday. Fly ;sate
yourself while there is yet time."

Appalled by themanner of his address as well asby his words,
Maurice lookedin the direction indicated. The hillsides werebereft
of smoke, and bare and open to the view. And a woefn) sight metbis
eyes. The regiments of English cavalry had made sadhavocof the
untrained Irish infantry. The slopes were covered with dead and
wounded,and the Irisharmy

—
now adisorganised multitude— were

flying in all directions, mostly in the direction of the spreading
marshes and bogs behind t The fortunes of the day hadunaccount-
ably changed,and thebattle washopelessly lost.

Maurice stood thunderstruck." Fly,and save yourself,'urged the Friar. "Lobs and shame
enough have comeon our cause to-day. Fly while there is yet time.
My placeis here among the dying. Do you go?"

Thus urged, and scarcely knowing what be was doing,but con-
scious that some great and strange calamity had fallen, Maurice
leaped into the saddle from which adying soldier had just reeled
and fallen, and seizing the reins put spurs tohis horse and dashed
forward to the entrance cothe pass. Here, having gained the open,
he could see that the defeat was complete. Tbe English infantry at
the bayonet point weredriving the Irish musketeers before them on
the swords of tbe cavalry above."

Onecharge tosave thepoor fellows,Maurice," said a voicebeside
him.

"
And thenfor thehills. Theday is lost beyondhope. Follow

me then, andsweep tbe field of those fellows."
It was Hugh O'Byrne that spoke. Andpresently the heavy

canter of horsemen behind told that the remnant of the glenamen
were beside. la a moment they were riding down on the English,
bayonet men wbo, fUhting in scattered array, wereunable to coalesce
and to save themselves from thehorseman, and ran for shelter every-
where. This gave the broken ranks of the Irisb pikemen time— not
to reform, that was perfectly hopeless

—
but toseek reireat andsafety

in the swamps aniquagmires of the bog where theEnglish cavalry
could not follow them.

The reult secured, O'Byrne called out :"Take theroad to tbe right, men— make for the Wicklow hills."
A large body of cavalry waa aeecending from the slopes to the

aid of their fellows,and there was no time to be lost, if retreat was
not cut off. Tbe road— a narrow one— lay through the spreading
bog, and along this the remnantof tbe horsemen flew. A steedcame
madly tearing along over the field, the reins trailing over his neck,
the rider with head stooped,bendiag over his saddle. Tbe reins had
fallen from his nerveless hand.

Maurice, in the emergency of the moment, thought he recognised
the wouoded form,andspurringbis borse came upwith the maddened
charger, caught the reins, and, whilst tbe scattered infantry were
gathering towards tbe approachto the road to bar his way,swept by
tbem, and rode withall his speed after the retreatmg glensmtn

—
the

hoofs of bis horse raising sparks out of the stony surface of the
road. Tbe latter was considerably elevated above the surface of
the surrounding bog

—
either because it had been so originally or that

the latter bad been much cut away and lowered, andso prevented
the retreating horsemen being taken in flank.

"Tbe enemy are pursuing us, Maurice," said O'Byrnc as the
former cameup withhim," look yonder."

LookiDg, Maurice saw tbat in the distance acrowd of horsemen
seemed coming."

We had better turn and face thembere," said the Wicklowman,
"Itis a narrow road,and half a dozen are as good as a thousand.—
We can give our wearied and wounded horsemen time to retreat by
barring tbe enemy's way for a while.""Precisely whatIwas thinking, said Maurice, as, galloping for-
ward a little, he entrusted the charge of his wounded companion to
oneof the glensmen, and then returned."They must be hardy fellows if they dare to force men at
bay on tbis narrowcauseway," remarked Maurice, as,with faces set
towards the late battlefield, they awaited tbe coming of the
troopers.

"They seemcoming at any rate,' said Colonel O'Byrne. "Ihope
they may. It will be a fairer chance, and an evener match than we
had this day."

"By heavens ! they arereturning
—

they have thought better of
it

—
9ee, they areriding back.""

The worsa luck I" said the Wicklowman, disappointedly. "
But

stay— who are these two coming towards us ?"" Fugitives like ourselves, Ifancy," said Maurice. " Ourstaying
has frightened their pursuers. Let us see wbo they be."" Why, Oney Na Coppul,Ideclare," cried O'Byrne in surprise
as they drew rein and trotted easily up, "and

—
and

—
Roger Leix." Myself, faix, sure enough," said the former, in easy good-

bumour," in aday like this wandoes not mind the kindof a road he
travels. An' its a time wh napoor fellow is glad of company.0"Ob, Roger," eaid Hugh, unheeding Oney's careless badinage
which fell unpleasantly on his ears, " this has been an evil day for
the cause.""Ithas been a woefulday, no doubt,"replied O,Moore, slowly ,"but there are ups and downs in warfare, and another day may
rchturc ub what welost.
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