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THBE BANSHEE'S WARNING : A STORY OF
THE IRISH REBELLION OF 1641,
‘ p—
(By James MurPRY, Author of “The Forge of Clohogue,” * The
Crose of Giencarrig, etc., etc.)
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CHAFPTER XXX,

The horiemen shook themselves into motiop, rode lightly round
to the rear of the pase, abd, couching their long spears, went straight
at the cavalry, who, bavi. ¢ tailed to foliow their fellows to the hiil,
were buay clearing the #ay by cut'ing to pieces stray broken bands
who still defeoded positions of vantage,

The shock was great. Men mnd horses were quick!y overthrown,
and tho glensmen ic the victorions burst wenr throngh therm, driving
them to the month of the pass, where a farious fignt ensued. For a
moment the column of troopers reeled unsteadily, and the sndden
affright that proceedes a psnic set in. It needed but a second more
to see them break and flee.

**Boldiers I"" cried an officer riding down the hill from where the
mora adventurous sod daring troopers were at work, * Soldiers !
Will you sllow a bandfal of savages to affright you! Rally near me,
aod show that English bravery is not an empty word I”

Aeif a trumpet bad sounded victory in their ears, the hesitating
soldiera cheered him—all senge of fear or intention of retreat vanished,
as Mordaunt, flushed with victory, waved hin sword above his head.

Maurice had joined bis frieuds when the enemy had come rear,
and charged with them. He bad gained the moath of the pass, and
commanded a fair view of the galiant stand the pikemen were mak-
iog on the plaic and behingd the hedges, Tbe hill-sides were covered
with powder-smnke, and the fata of the battie there was unknown,
But he saw at ¢nce that it his horsemen could get into the opening,
tbe fate of the English infantry there was gealed, One brave effort
and the dsy wag won !

“ Wicklow to me| A moi”" cried he, using in the excitement
of the moment the French raliying cry. * Into the opea, men ; into
the open !”

*“You here, too, traitor |” cried Mordauot, as leaping his hurse
across a low earthen dyke he spurred towards bim. “ You here—
atill treacherone and stll disloyal 1"t

As he simed & blow st bis head, Maurice caught the blow on his
sword, but before be had time to do more a portion of the column
fleeing before the Wicklow men came rushing abreast, and in the col-
lision big horse went down, and he himself was flaog in the dyke,
Btuoned and bruised, he raised himsel! to his fest, but only to find
that & similar event had befaller his foe, who, gathericg bimself to-
gether more deftly, advanced to meet him on foot,
1t was & curious scene and a strange one—in the pass the oppos-
ing borsemen contested fiercely hand to hand for mastery, with-
out order, without orgsnisation, almost without leaders, &
sort of mititary faction fight, in which lives were quenched
every second, aud no quarter was given or asked, Oua the hillades
the clond of musketry srose thicker and thicker, shutting oat ull view,
and here in the grassy dyke, esparated from the combatants only by
& thin row of irees, the two foemen, perfectly unheeding the storm nf
war around, closed on one another, It was no harried action, there
WaB no haste, but ¢nolly as 11 were a set and ordered dusl, they con-
fronted one another, Each felt that 1t was to be a fight to the death,
each knew that his opponent was one of dangerous metal, and that a
fatal thrust or feint or second's unsteadiness of hand brought death
wi b 1t, It behoved each, f.r <ear Life's sake, and for triomph and
revenge, to be cool and guarded, and therefore with eyes malignantiy
bent oo each other, witt foot advanced, and with awords on the level,
tbey stood for a bricf secocd, cach besitatipg to commence, and give
the other the ndvantage,

Bowe thought of the sweet 1air face among the Wicklow hills
occerred to Mauvrice, for be said, without strring his hand or tsking
Liis eye off the other—

" Must we, then, slay and kill one anotber, Mordannt "

_ It be meant the queation as as attempt at reconcuiation it failed
in its effect,

" Traitor !—double-dyed {raitor!=false to king and friend !
said Raymond, whilst the light leaped cold and malignant from his
eyes. 88 he made a sudden thrust at hia foe, The point of bis sword
passed throngn Maance's unmiform, grazing his side—had be not
warded it off with a +light touch it would have passed through bis
heart, He felt the blood trickliog from the wonnd, It taught him
thedanger in which he was more than anything else could,and,abandon-
ing the attempt at reconciliation, grew wary, watchinl, and cautious.
Beveral passes were made, several fimes their steei across or along
one another, evokiong spaiks, but neither gained tho advantage, Boih
bad grown careful, ag behoved meun face to face with a deadly enemy,
and 1n whom the turn of a hair's breadth might mean death, A rapud
blay of sword blades, a successive eeries of steel-sparks, and Mor-
daunt’s eword prerced his opponent's shoulder, At the same momeat
kg foot shrpped and ke fell on ene knee, hat, as he did he threw aAWay
the aword, and soatched at the pistol in his beit~—perhaps unthought
of until now—and levelled it at his foe. Maurice stunned for a
moment, leaped forward, the bullet passed him unbarmed, and he
lifted his sword to cleave hus unrelenting enemy to the dust. He falt
his streogth going from bim, anu knew that 1f the duel contizcued
much lopger be abould fall and be at the mercy of his antagonist.
Lafe is sweet, and in the hour of utmost peril all other conetderations
vanish 1010 pothing before its preservation | Once for all, now |

But be had mistaken the strength and activity of his foe, who
suddenly leaped up and bounded 1o oo bim, throming him off s
guard. Maurice leaped quickiy aside to avowd bim, acd with swift
motion, almoest instantancous 1n 1te swifiness, brought his sword to
tbe descent. A8 a wild wolf or a savage lion, the iwplacable foe must

die. One or other muet dic ; and, if possible, not he 1

BRaymond Mordaunt, mieming his foe, stumbled and fell prustrate
vi bis lace, Aod ae be did the uplifted sword Jeseending to smitc

bim broke across in ite descent ; and, half-blinded with losa of blood
and dust and perspiration, Maurice saw that it was shivered on an
oaken ataff interposed between him and the object of his vengesance
and that the ataff waa carried by m weil-known form. A well-known
face shopbe from amidst the midst of powder-smoke that had sur-
roonded them, and a weli-known voice spoke,

“ This is not battle ; this in murder " said the interposer staraly,

“Friar Tolly 1" cried Mauarice, in anger and surprise. * Friar,
stand aside ! ¥ou have no business here,” as he turned with a broken
sword to meet hie fallen foe straggling to arise,

* Don't lift yoor hand—~I command you !" said the Friar, facing

“ This in personal fead, therefure murder! Blay no man in
bate! And look! Farther bloodshed is nseless, even if it was just.
L ok yonder! The day 18 lost, Fly, man, fiy while there is time,
Ireland’s cause is in the dust, and will be for many a day. Fly ; save
yourself while there is yet time."

Appalled by the manner of his address s well aa by his words,
Manrice locked in the direction indicated. The hilisides were bereft
of smoks, and bare and open to the view. And a woefnl sight met his
eyes. The regiments of English cavalry had made sad bavoc of the
untrained Irish infantry. The slopes were covered with dead and
woonded, and the [rish army—now a disorgamsed multitude—ware
flying in all directions, mostly in the direction of the spreading
marahes and bogs behindt The tortunea of the day had unaccount-
ably chaoged, and the battle was hopelessly lost.

Maurice stood thunderstruck.

“Ply, and save yourself,’ urged the Friar, * Loss and shame
enongh have come on our cause to-day. Fly while there is yet time,
My place is here among the dying, Do you go?”

Thus urged, and scarcely knowing what he was doing, bat con-
Bcious that some great and sirange calamity bad fallen, Maurica
leaped into tbe saddle from which a dying soldier bad jost reeled
and fallen, and seizing the reina put spurs to his horse and dashed
forward to the entrance to the pass, Here, baviog gaiaed the open,
be could see that the defeat waa complete. The Knglish infantry at
the bayounet point were driving the Irish musketeers befors them on
the swords of the cavalry above,

“ One charge to save the poor fellows, Maarice,” said a voios beside
him. * And then for the hills. The day is lost beyoad hope. Follow
me then, and sweep the field of those f2llows.”

It was Hugh O'Byrae that spoke, And presently the heavy
canter of borsemen behind told that the remnant of the glenamen
were beside, In & moment they were riling down on the English
bayonet men who, lizhting in acattered array, were unable to coalesca
and to save themselves from the horseman, and ran for shelter avery-
where, This gave the broken racks of the Irist pikemsn time—not
to reform, that was perfectly hopeless—but to seck reireat and mafety
io the swamps and quagmires of the bog where the English cavalry
could not follow them,

The re ult secured, O'Byrne called out :

" Take the road to the right, men-—make for the Wicklow hills,"

A large body of cavalry was aescending from the alopes to the
aid of their fellows, and there was no time to be lost, if retreat was
oot cut off, Tae road—a narrow one—lay throogh the spreading
bog, and along this the remnant of the horsemen flew, A steed came
madly tearing aloog over the ficld, the reins trailing over big neck,
the rider with head stooped, bendiog over his saddle. The reios had
fatlen from his nerveless hand.

Maurice, in the emergency of the moment, thought be recogaised
the wonoded form, and spurning his borse came np with the maddened
charger, caught the reins, and, whlst the scattered infantry were
gathermg towards the approach to the roasd to bar his way, swept by
tbem, and rode with all bie epeed after the retreating glensmen—the
hoofs of bia horse raising sparks ont of the stony surface of tha
road, The latter wae considerably elevated above the surface of
the surrounnding bog—either because it had been so originally or that
the latter had been much cut aw+y and lowered, and so prevented
the rerreating horsemen being taken in flank,

»The enemy are pursauing us, Maurice,” said O'Byruc as the
former came up with him, ' look yonder."

Lookiog, Maurtce saw that in the aistance a crowd of horsemen
seemed coming,

“ We had better turn and face them bere," said the Wicklowman,
“ It is & parrow road, »nd half a dozen are es good a8 & thoneand,—
We can give cur wearied and wounded horsemen time to retreat by
barnrg the enemy's way for 8 while.”

*“ Precisely what I was thinking, said Manrice, as, galloping for.
ward a littie, he entrusted the charge of bhis wounded companion to
one of the glensmen, &nd then retarned.

“They must be bardy feliows f they dare to force men at
bay oun this narrow causeway,” remarked Maurice, as, with faces set
towards the late battlefield, they awaittd the coming of the
troopera,

"They seem coming at any rate,” said Colonel O'Byrne. *' I hope
they may. It will be a fairec chance, and an evener match than we
had this day.”

“ By heavens ! they are returning—tbey have thonght better of
it-—-gee, they are riding back,”

him.

“The worse luck 1" said the Wicklowman, disappointedly, * Bat
stay—who are these two comiog towards oa !"
“ Fugitives like ourselves, L fancy,” said Maurice. * Ourestaying

bas frightened their parsuers, Let us see who they be.”

“ Why, Ooey Na Coppul, I declare,” cried O'Byrne 1a surprisa
as they drew rein and trotted easily up, ‘*‘and —and—Roger Leix.

» Myself, faix, sure enough,” said the former, in easy good-
humour, ¥ in a day like this wan does not mind the kind of a road be
travels. An'its a time wh n a poor fellow is glad of corapany,”

“ Ob, Roger,” said Hugh, unheeding Oney’s careless badinage
which fell unpleanantly on bis ears, * 1his has beea an evil day for
the cause.”

It has been a woeful day, no doubt,” replied O,Moore, slowly ,
‘' but there are ups and downs in warlare, and another day may
resturc us what we lost,



