
This seemed tobe the last Btraw for Malone.'
Ah

—
oh my!' he said gulpingly.

'Yes,Iknow. Iforgot all
about the cartridges. Never once thought of 'em, no more than
yourself. Oh, my 1 Do you know what we'll do, Mick ?''What V

1We'll make for Darrycorrig. It'sall wocan do. We'll get
shelter there a bit.'

4 But what's the good of that V broke in Maher, with some-thing like a sob.
'
They canshoot us from the banks, like hares in

& trap.'"
It's the only thing tobe done. It's better than hiding in the

boulders here,whero they could stalk us at their easo like deer.
Isn'tit growing frightfully dark V

Itwas indeed growing frightfully dark,as their horee, under
its double weight, stumbled along. One would think old Cam
Tual was putting on mourning for them

—
as indeed well he

might. Men could not be in muoh more deadly plight— in worse
extremity I

They had somesixmiles togo, perhaps eight, toreach Glenma-
lure. They might as well try to make their horae fly to themoon!

„ —
>*j ..^.^ nj reaca x»arrycorng

—
uiey tnignc, Dy amiracle, reach that. Itwas not much;but,as Malone had said,it

wasthe only thing to be done.
Darrycorrig was a narrow ravine

—
something like what they

call a canonin Arizona
—

about a mile long. In the long aforetime,
when Wicklow was toßt and rent and torn by convulsions ofNatutre, before the formof Manhad been seenon this roundglobe,
ithad been made. Just as the Scalp had been rent asunder

—
justas the severance where the A.vooa runs through at Cronbane hadbeen made

—
just in a similar manner had Nature made this great

rent. Itwas not more than twice the lengthof a horse's leapinwidth,but it was verydeep. Itsaides were studded with protrud-
ing rocks, out-cropping granite, and among these grew in places
straggling whin bushes. Otherwise its walls were steep as theside-wallsof a house. And below, in the bed of the ravine,ranatiny brook

—
tiny now in the summer, but roaring wild in thewinter,when Cam Tual caught the rains and the snows meltedonits tall summit and sides. To its shelter they turned their horse'shead.

Pounding down the rocky ways,floundering across the spaces
of shaggy heath, laboring heavy and withdead, lifeless strides, their
steed finally reached its edge, about centre ways in its length.
They did not expect he would do so much. But he did; and
whipping off the winkers, they turnedhim loose andcrept over theedge of theprecipice, just as the yells and shouts of their pursuers
oame on their ears from behind the boulders,not three hundredyards away.

Itwaa not muchof a shelter, when there.
Each bank commanded a complete view of the oppositeside,and if the soldiers went to the far bank they could pot them attheir leisure— riddle them with holes, like a cullenedr, while they

werehelplesstoreply; or they could comedownthe canon fromeitherend, orbothends,and capture them. From the near side, thepro-jectingstoneunder which they crouchedprotectedthemin a degree.
The darkness,or cloud, or whatever it was

—
so very unusual of a

summer's day— protected them also. But it was a poor shelter,and
a dismal businessat the best, and Death was spreading his wings
veryclose to them. They could feel his icy, shivering breath on
their faces.

The secondplan was that adoptedby the soldiers,perhaps in
ignorance of the ground— perhapsbecause they wanted to take them
alive to wreak more tortureson them. The Ancient Britons werea
nice lot, and,if anything-, theHessians were worse.

One party rode up and,dismounting at the Cam Tual side,
entered the gorge;the other went to the lower end and entered
there. They werecauyht as a hare between two nets, or a salmon
in the weir.'

Iknew we'd be caught here,' Mick Maher said.
'

We're just
likerabbits in a ditch, wid the ferrets thracking 'em up.''

We havedone the best we could.''God help us ! An' that's not much.1'Well, crying willmake itno better. Say aprayer or twoand
I'llshare my cartridges with you. We'll make a last fight for it,anyhow,' Malonesaid.'

It's so dark Ican hardly pee your hand,' said Mick, after a
minute or two,as he reached out for the cartridges. 'What's amiss
with the day at all, at all?

''
I'm blest if Iknow,' said Malone,as a mortal fear for the first

time grewover him. '
God ble&a us ! It's like a day wouldbegoing to thunder, andyet itdon't.'Inever saw a thunderstorm come like this, whateveritmeans,'

observedMick.
They werequite ripht in saying co, for the blackness wasnotthatof a thunderstorm. A blanket of heavy olouds had coveredthe face of the sky, obscuring it completely— the result of a long

Bpellof veryhot weather. Butit was not that blanket so much
thatmade the intense gloom. Over the sea,downBarrindarrig way,
theredescended a funnel-shaped cloud, intensely black, almost blue-black, from the clouds. And forthwith rose up from the seaanother,cone-shaped,to meet it— forminga water-spout. And this
went whirling, revolving, landwards. The two fugitives saw not
all this. But they could see the top of the enormous cloud, and
they could see the intense blackness of theday.'

ListenI Eh1 What's that ?
'

as a dull, subdued,sullen roar
burst on their ears.

'
Was that a volley fired1'

'No,'Malone answered. 'Toodull to be firearms. Ithink it
must be thunder.''

It isn't thunder, whateverit is,' Maher said.
And then,presently, the sky cleared and the summerday shoneout,revealing all things plainly.'We had abetter chance whileit wasdark,'Maher said again.'

Giveme thecartridges. We ought to stay abit apart. I'll fireatthosecoming vp
—

youat thosecoming down.'
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'The very thing, Mick. God send they don't go to theotherbank facing us. There's no hope then. But, ehf Bee here!What is up ? The stook ofmy gun'B all wet.'They had been hiding very near the bottomof the canon,andthebarrelof Malone'a gun wasbetweenhis knees, the stook below.
lln thenameof God1 Look I The stream's rising I'
It was, indeed,rising

—
fast, too. Rising by the half-foot per

second— so very fast that there was nothing for itbut toolimb upby bush and rock as auiok as they could. Even so, the rising
streamcaught them, and their feet andboots got wet.

They lifted themselves swiftlyto near the brim.lOh!glory be to thehighnameof God I Mick Maher '— mhegrasped the other'sarm with fingers that seemed growninto steel
—'

there! See thereI Was ever anything like that Was everany-thing like that!'
Notoften, indeed. Quarterof amilehigher up, a living, greenwall oame swooping along. Roaring withamightyrush. Itwashigh as a two-storey house, and its front wasperpendicular as aoloven cheese. It carried rocks,shrubs, trees

—
everything

—
beforeitand withit. Graiping one another, witha fear towhioh their\r"«r "„«.. *Vt~~

f>lov watchedit oome. Itdidnot take;armer lear waß a» b,.._ „ .-._ though tartan-long to oome and sweep by; but that passm*, . "*"** »"■"■«

taneons, seemed a generation in time.
1Father in HeavenI Did youseethat V whispered Malone id

awe-struck tones.'Idid ! IBaw it— saw them,' said Maher, whilst his formshiveredandshook, and his faoehad grown theoolor of the newly
dead.

In thatmomentaryrushby, they had seen men's forms sweepby on its surface like straws. They had time in that swift glance
to note the faces of the red-coated men, and tosee the terriblelookof unspeakabledread that was on them

—
a dread that thereartno

words given toany language to describe. The look thatDante tellsus comes into the eyesof those sinners whosee Death beforethem—and Hell after.
The two men,unspeaking, stood there for full half an hourwatching that stormy rush of raging water. It passed like one

solid mass, and fellas swiftly as it rose,
The apparition was afterwards simply explained. The whirl-ing water-spout, coming inwards,had struck Cam Tualandatoncedissolved

—
fell in one mass. It had poured down themountainBides and to the lowlands by the one way open it— through theravine oroanonof Darryoorrig. Thenoe down theCarrawayStick,

into the valley of Glenmalure, whence it rushed, doing immensemischief,back to itshome again in the sea.* * *
There were less thankful meninIreland that day, anda foodmany less religious, than George Malone and Mick Maher,as they

emergedon to the solid bankand looked aroundthemonthesmilingsummernoon.
There wasbut one soldier left,he whohad careof thepicketedhorses,and him they had littledifficulty in securing. The troopofhorses they led with them over the uplands and down into thevalley. Then turning their faces westward,from the directionin

which the rushing waters had taken, they came to theendof Glen-
malure anddeflectednorthwards.

The bummer eve was falling,and a peaceful haze setting inover the Avonmore, what time they Btoodin the shadow of Derry-bawn, and handed Michael Dwyer the letter with the welcomenewsof Ballyellis.— St.Patrick's.
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CANADA— Anappreciation of the Catholic Olergy.—
The well-known novelißt, Mr. Gilbert Parker, in dedicating hitlateßt work to Sir Wilfred Laurier, says:—

'
Ihare, as you know,

travelled far and wide during thepast 17 years,and thoughIhave
seen people as frugal and industrious as theFrenoh Canadians,Ihave never seen such frugality and industry associated with somuch domestic virtue, so much education and intelligence,and bodeep and simple a religious life :nor haveIever seena priesthood
at once so devoted and high-minded inall that conoerns thehomelife of their people as in Frenoh Canada.' Lord Durham Inhis
1despatches'paid a similar tribute to thepriesthood,and he wrote
that the peoplewere

'mild and kindly, frugal, industrious,honest,
hospitable,anddistinguished for a courtesyandreal politeneswhich
pervadesevery class of society.'

ENGLAND.— Presentation to the Hector of Chorley.—
The Rector of St.Mary's, Chorley, FatherCrank, wasrecentlypre-
sented withapurse of gold by the members of the congregationasa mark of respect and esteem.

The Late Superior of the London Oratory.—An earnest
wish has been expressed by friends of the late Very Her.FatherGordon,Superiorof theLondonOratory, thatsomepermanent memo*rial tohim shouldbeerected in thechurch, andacommitteehasbeenformed for thepurpose.

The Vicar-Qeneral of Westminster-— Monaignor Canon
Fenton has been appointed Vicar-General of the diooeseof West-
minster insuccession to the lateProvost Barry, and CanonGlide*has been nominated deanandrector of St.James'Church,Spanish
Plaoe. r

Death of the Pastor ofKing's Lynn.— King's Lynn jb
mourning the demise of its Catholic pastor, the Rev. GeorgeWrigglesworth, who dieda few minutes after he had attended themeeting of theBoard of Guardians. Thelittlechurchof whiohhewas pastor had a prominence of its own

—
for it is the nearestCatholic churoh to Sandringham, and is, therefore, attended on
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