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* Well, he was kaealin’, wid his stole sround his n-ck an’ a sol-
dier's coat upon him, attendin’ to the dyin’ on the hillaide —hearin’
eir con{essions afora they went to the other world. But Ireland
8o strong in his head that he could not, even at that moment,
keep from coupseliin’ what was best.”

“ He i3 & wonderful man, Oaey,"

“ Wonderful ? " said Oney, enthusiastically, “ wonderful is no
name for 1t. He spares hims#elf no hardship or danger if he can do
good or forward the cause, But he %as not been the same since Ellen
Maguire left us, He is downhearted hike."

‘i Sorry for her, Onev 7"

“ Ah, tbey were old friends since they were little. Il Frank
Tully had not become a priest Lady Ellen Maguire wonld have taken
him before the son of a king. But his mind was the other way. And
may be it wasall for the best. Vutit's a pitv—ob, my ! what & pity—
she should have given up her own, in creed and land, an' joined the
foe and the stranger ; joined the Saseenach with his cold creed, and
his bate an’ acorn for hers and her race, ©h, my1"

Maurice's reflection left him but little room to attend to the jere-
miad of Oney Na Coppal; his thoughts weat frcm E.len Maguire
and Raymond Mordaunt to the radiant girl brightening like a ray of
sunshine the gray castle of Aughavamagh, A gleam of sun-bright
glory, streaming in through storied window in some grayand falling
in mellow radiance on silver shrine, was the only parallel the cavalier
could call up io his minl, His thoughts grew so 1ntense that his
anxiety to see her redoubled in his breast ; and he was about giving
the word to Oney to ride quicker when his attention was attracted
by a curious figure advanciog towards them, Pnzzled immeasurably,
he reined up s horse,

* Oney, what's that ! he asked,

Oney'sthooghtg, like Maurice's, had been absorbed, but in different
ways and for different reasons, but now he raised b1 head, looked in
the direction indicated, and after a pause said :

“ That's the weaver—Maous,”’

“Wao!' asked Maurice.

" Manus, the weaver-——don't you remember?—in the nook at Dub-
lin Castle-—who came to the ship at—""

“Yes, to be sure. Is this he? Why, so it i, I declare.
brings him here! How strangely he looks 1™

Manus did indeed look strangely, He wonld, from his honch-
back and dwarfed form, bave seemed atrange anywhere on horseback,
but bere he seemed a veritable elf grown out of the surrounding
heather. Maurice lovked at him with curious interest whilst be ad-
vanced and came near,

* Colonel O’Connor—Qolonel Maurice O'Connor —"

“Yes, Manus," said Manrice, with unaffected delight.
glad to meet you, and to thank you for—"

* Maurice O'Clonnor, I was about going as messenger for you.
Mige Mgrdaunt—aent me for you—wanta to see you—us quick as you
can go

% To see me!” eaid Maurice, with a pleasurable sensation, dif-
fusing a tbrill of joy at his heart,

"“Aye, Ride, rde awiftly—that was ber desire,” aaid the weaver
with a corious expression on hia face, Dun’t delay a mrnit.”

" Carrie, sweet love, ig ag impatient as myself,” thought Maarice
blithely, a8 he put spurs to his horse and galloped off,

Arrivel at the castle, he entered the courtyard ; threw kis reins
over the iron erouk that stuod beside the door; passed through the
ever open entrasce ; and tan up the broad and wide oak~n stair-
case. He knew where Carvie generslly read or reposed, and necded
no guide,

But at the bead of the stairs he was confranted by one of the
young lalies clad 1n deep mourning, She placed her finger on her
lip in token of silense

Maurice paused 1o silence,

** Colunel O’Counor,” sawd the pale gicl, ¥ sorrow comes to all
they say. It came to s, [ f{ear itiscimiog to you. Prepare your-
self for a surprise-”

Maurice, taken aback, thought that by some eurious changs in
events, Raymond Mordauct had come to demand his mster, and al-
mugt looked around for the armed forces,

“ Where is Carrie, Una!— Jet me see her,” he said—not koowing
what else to say.

Bilent hereell from deep sotrow and eleepless nights she led him
along the coriidors, Through one window the wmountains were
vieible, through the opposite the line of distant sea gemmed the
borizon. TI'be young lady opened & chamber door at the end.

“ Follow me ! " she whispered, * aod command yourselt.”

Maurice entered,

“You are juet in time, Colonel (’Connor.” whispered a young
lady who knelt by the bedside, arising and gresting him, * Carrie
Mordaunt 18 not long for this world—sbe is dying."”

Mausice, dazed, could not comprebend.

“ Bhe took 1ll this morsiog, »nd the doctor says she canoot last
Jong. Heart disease,”” said the young lady, explaningly, ** but she
sees yon-—Xknows you too, poor girl |  Look !"

With sumething of the seusalion of one suddenly plunged from
a height into pure space, conscious of some vague, imoending danger
which be could pot stay, Maurice turned his gaze in the directios in-
dicated, The blue eves, filled with love-light. bright with rejoicing
at his presence, were turned to bim, and the sweet face still so full
of wonderous lovelinees, but, oh, how changed |

“ Maarice ! "

“ Carrie, Carrie! " he cried, * is it thus 1 see you?
why was 1 not made aware you were ill 7"

kHB placed his arms around her, and she threw hare around his
neck,

“ Maurnice it came suddenly. The shock and fright of that night
in the marsbus, and the long ride afterwards) I am sorry to leave
you, Maurice, for I loved you well and dearly—but it cannot be
holped. Keep your urms round me, beloved of my heart, and let me
feel when 1 am «ying that you are near 1"

What

“T'm

Oh, Carrie,

“ Carrie, Carrie,”” he whispered, brokenly, whilst & great weight
pressed like red hot iron at his beart, do not speak so—it is & mis-
take—it cannot be, Death is nof near, It cannot be. Hesaven
could not permit it !”

“ Maurice, let me feel your mrms aronnd me, BSpeak to me—
there are strange noises in my ears. Keep your face near me—strange
lighte are before my eyes. Maurice, my heart and my love was yours
—remember me when N

There was a shiver through the frame ; SBne had lifted herself to
press her lips to his when she fell back. The light had fled from her
eyes ; the pulses ceased at ber breast ; the voice and breath failed
simultaneonsly, The throb of life was over—death, that cometh to
ne all at some time, bad laid big cold hind on ber heart—and ail was
atill )

Maurice was led from the room ; and for many months hovered
between life and death—between the lamp of intelligence and reason
always crowded, and sometimes well-nigh extioguished and still
seeking to recover itself, and recurring periods of reason and intslli-
gence,

The combat ended in his favour ; the light ol reason grew once
more throngh the mists and clouded night of unconeciousness, and
the life, well nigh stilled in his breast, grew and developed again.
But the struggle iasted many months, and the form tbat waa helped
on the deck of the ¥ Chartreuss " in one of the Wicklow bays, on his
way to Bpain, was very uolike the bright and handsoms young
cavalier who landed on the streets of Dublin city twelve short months
before.

“ Maurice O'Cobnor,” said O'Byrne, who saw him aboard, “ do
you know who this 18?7 "

“ Oney Na Coppal,” said Manrice, with a faint smile.

* And these two ladies, Muurige ? "

Maurice shook his head ; he did not remember them,

Onpey whispered bim. + This is Becca, Colonel O’Connor,and
this js—"

“ Maurice, do you not remember me! Maurice O'Conoor, could
you—could you—forget me I " cried the second, with an expression
of blended pain and mortification, in ber musical voice.

* Liudy Clare | ”

“ Ob, Maurice 0'Connor, Maurice O'Connor—if you had only
taken my advice that summer night, amidset the thunder and the
lightning, and gone back, what pain and trouble and torment wonld
have been saved! Ob, Maurice O’'Connor,” she cried, as ahe held
hia band and looked at his shattered form, ' wbat an unbappy land
thia Ireland ia! There seems a spell of sorrow and wmalediction over
it. ‘Wil you let me eail with you away from it——never more to comae
DeAT it ; néver more to come near the blood-stained and warriog
ghores ! Will you let me seil with you? I—Maurnce O'Connor—I
shall be your guiding etar in the future,”

And Magrice said—" Yea I "

Mauries O'Connor recovered his strength of mind and body
rapidly.

To the efforts he made in Spain and Fraoce the Coofederate
Couacil owed their ability to carry on the war for freedom in Ire-
land 8> long as they did.

By degrees the incidents in Ireland became to bim like a bazy
dream, dimly recollected, like a painful legend travelling down the
long decsent of centuries aod baving no coonection with the present
and 8o by degrees there grew up another love in his beart on the
ruios of that which bad once becn there, a love which was true and
sioncere as the first, and o whicn there came the shadow of no part-
g,

Lady Clare O Connor had sufficient influence at Court to make
reconciliation betwe:n her busbaond and the king, if, indeed, in the
apur when triale and reverses surrounded him, he needed any better
negotiator than the recommendation of a stout heart and strong Arm,
In many of the bloodiest battles of the War of the Revolution he
rode beside Prince Rupert, aod when tha (avalier chivalry weat
down before the Puritan spears aod were rolled in the dust on the
bloody day of Naseby the regiment that gnarded the beaten monarch
to Bereford ani afterwards Abergavenny wad commanded by Colooel
Maurice O’Cennor,

But he never saw Ireland again,

(THE END.)

FATHER MATHEW.
e
{Temperance column of the Irisk World.)

THE writer of the following statement is a Protestant gentleman—
Dr, Barter of Blarney—whose hydropatic establhishment of St. Aune's
18 ove of the best in tbhe Umited Emmgdom. This statement is the
result of A conversation which 1 recently had with Dr, Barter as to
the alleged power of working curesattriba'ed to Father Mathew, and
in which the doctor mentioned such facts—which came under hia
potice in the summer of 1853—as induced me to request that he would
be good enough {0 reduce them to writing. This be willingly did, at
the same time giving me permission to make the fullest use of hia
name, The following iy the document written by Dr, Barter, and
bearing hs signature : —

“ Ag a resident for months in my establishment, to which Father
Mathew bad come for the restoration of his health, I had ample
opportuvity of studying his character and habits; and well
do I remember hs unceasing labour in the cause of svffering
bumanity.

“The crowds that came daily from distant paris of the couatry
to seek hin axd were legion ; yer to every ooe, from the higheat to the
lowest, Le was ever accessibe and never sesmed tired of doing good.
I often remonstrated with bhim on the injory which must follow from
such severe physical and mental labour, bat to no purpose ; his love
for hia fellowman and bis goodness of heart banished from his noble
breast every ecifish feei:og and he disregarded my repeated waro-
inge,



