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THE RISING OF THE WATERS.

Thnraday, Febrnary 14,1901.1

They were, indeed;for presently the troop went about andwere riding intheir direction. Itdid not needmuchurging toBendthe two travellers pressing forward. They carried their lives in
forward

0 * Vei7 8h°rt leaße ~~and both ifc- S(> they went
Their horses were not very fresh. They had seena good dealof exercise the previousday, before their formerownershad fallenfrom the saddles, and, save the rest during the eveningand earlypartof thenight, had hadlittlefor some time. And they hadcomea longr. troublesome, tiring way already. But they were Btnnurand ingoodcondition, and they werenow putto their bestOver the rocky heather, taking advantage of a aheep trackwherever they foundit,pounding over theshingle intoadepressionand urging their horses up the other side, they went on. But theothers behind, some tenor twelve, were equally well mounted, andtheir horses were fresher, so they kept their own with them— if. in-deed, they werenot gaining. They wouldhave gained morerapidlyif someof them fromtime to time, whena good occasion arose,didnot stay tosight their carbines and fire. But the di&tanoe wastoogreat for these old-fashionedfirearms, or the aimwasunsteady andthey escaped unhurt.
The boulders,as they came to CarnTual,becamemore frequentand the wayheavier. They had to ride— scramble,rather—aroundthesehuge masses of granite, and were sorely delayed. True theirpursuers would have to do the same thing; but these detoursmaking large curves, werebringing them within easier ranjre ofgunshot, andif man or horse got a bullet— then where werethey ?It was all up with them. And what 'all up' meant they verywellknew The military doings in Wexford and Wioklow left nodoubt about that.'
We'll nevermake Glenmalure, George,' said Maher,one timewhen bullets came singing around, and they could hear the laujrh-

ingshouts and hails of their pursuers-laughing, bo sure weretheyof their prey, 'My horse is getting tired.'
MftilWell<'^\mUBt d0,the -beßt we oan- Godi8e°°d I

'
returnedMalone. Push on;we'renigh a mile ahead of them still. Push

«,« l°nt ?1? nOt m.Uch moreh°Pe of asuccessful ending thanthe other,but he was of a cheerier nature, and thought,moreover,that the good word was just as useful as the badone
groundYloped0"1111^110^' right'&Qd frOm iteh^base the

vnnr'i?n° W'- T'rekl\ri^- We'" down the hill. Mind** --.^we'llmake it

quar^af.?*
of a large chord both-from the circumstances of the ground-TvoTlet had takCnadvanta*c of the P°Bition to fire

'My horee is hit in theshoulder, George See'
itwa^str^t^wUhSo 1̂0^ *" *** "*» "*~
< wnT,haia *w a? jj°b| devila"rße>

'
said Maloneas he wine* up.Will he be able to carry on, d ye think ?
'

Buthe potno answer, for the horse presently shivered a bit,shook himself,plunged forwardon his head and side, and it tooka^^^f^^SSffl^thS "irrupsbefore »c

enou^not-^llSlsKidt** P"""plaiQ

♥i,"

'
ff 1??re nev?i" t0Bee theBetting sun again I'll put a kink intheir laughing,' said Malone,a8he leapedout of thesaddle* anduS&tTDg *??'lOt XtI*?*7- 'Donlt mind thathor*>, Mick,don'toother yourself about him,he'll never travel a foot again Getyour gun. ««"»" "O"

■f I^*8/o^!"^ c horse waß a trooper's horse and couldstand fire, for they both rested their muskets on his back, tooksteady aimat the yelling pursuers behind,who were in no hurrynow knowing theirpray wascertain, and firedThey were both good Phots. Much firing at hares and wildtowl inthen; sameregions in the morepeacefuldays had madethemso. When the smoke lifted they found that their pursuers hadsomethingcisc to occupy themselves with thanyelling forthribald
and tremtfhn7 ** & ***** ° f confusion'andhorßes were.rearing'

There I that will delay 'em a time,1Malone said, slingine unhis gun again and leaping into the saddle. <Now,Mick, jumpupbehind me. Why-eh f What the devilare you doing 717 1" Well t Saint Aidan help us I Of all the looniesIerer saw1Jump up, will you— while there's time !'The words came ina wildly desperate voice— hot with indigna-tion and wrath.
Mick Maher did as he was told.'We'll never make it, George,' he said. < We'll never makeUlenmalure. This horse is tired,an' two's toomuch.'

v JH« w°uldut be much the better for having'your saddle onhim, said Mdone angrily. 'Anyhow, wecan only do the best weC"rowin v
m the handS ° f God ' HH° W dreadful dark »t'B

Two was too mnch on him. as MickMaher had said That wasevident from the labored way in which the horse strove to cetalong. That wasquiteevident. All the more evident when iroinethrough a narrowc'eft, he staggered visibly against the left Biderock,scraping the riders' shins.GTGT£ ■
M.?lone Celt Mah«'s fingers,holding on to him, go inthroughhis ribs at this.

'*
,

Tf,
'?,cv?* fin%' ***"*? in reP^ to this unintended remark.you^gteJ2id£r " """"^ ** DW'
No.' said Maher witha choke. 'No, they're under the saddle-Bkirts. Inever thought of them. Why did youhurry me V

IT was thenight afterBallyellis.
The men were asleep in the valley, on the grass, under thehedges, wherever they oouid, enjoying a needed and weil-kamiedrest, for they had proved the manhood that wasin themon thatmemorable day. Only an oddscout on the hilia around was awako,keeping watch and ward.
Lights glimmered faintly in the windows of a farmhouseon

the verge. Glimmeredpresently morebrightly, as thedooropened»nd a beam of light shot outwards on the bawn. Again grewdarkened, aaa formappeared thereat, blocking it.The formappearingat the door whistled, and fromthe gable-
anaamancameup.'Iwantyou to look up Miok Mah«r and GeorgeMalone. andandlend them themto is*. Don't be long.'

" ' "
Tns aoorclosed, the form re-entered, and the streamof lightwas shut off. Less than half anhour afterwards the door opened,

and twomen entered. Were showninto theparlor,where anumberof men wereBitting around a table.'George,'said he who sat at theheadof thetable, to the firstwhoentered, "Iwant to send this letter toDwyer. Itis most im-portant it should reach him at onoe. Iselectyoubecause yonknowthe Wicklow hills so well. You cannot go Arklow way,because
the soldiery are all around there

—
guarding every road.'"Very well, Mr. Ryan,' Baid the young fellow addressed,readily.'You willgo withhim Mick,because it is too important to bechanced to one. Anything may happen to one in such times asthese. But two will be able to helpone another,and if evilmis-chance oomee toone the other can takeup therunning. Youunder-stand?

'
They understood." Verywell. When willyou be ready V
They would be ready inhalf anhour. And were.The letter was handed to them, and, with muskets strappedacross theirshoulders, they got into the saddles and movedacros-s

towards the bawn-gate. Other riders had owned these horses andsat in these saddles that morning
—

men with gleaming helmets
and high plumes thereover, with burnished breastplates, stee!shoulder-straps,and swords by their sides

—
but these men werelying somewhere in the valley, too, and wouldneveragain mounthorseor sit insaddle.

There wasa heavy mist, themist of a summernight,lying overtheground;bnt themoon would be up presently. And, indeed, asit was, the round silver orb wascreeping slowly into view over thesky line of Carraolough.
It was a strange and unaccustomed scene its peaceful rays

wouldstreamdown ona little later;but the two wayfarersnevereven thought of that as theturned their horses' headsnorthwards.They could not go by the Arklow way,as EsmondRyan had
told them

—
nor indeed by any of the knownroads ;for, after the

events of this day became known to them
—

and ill news travelsfast
—

the orowding soldiery would be keeping watch and wardeverywhere They, therefore, crossed the meadow-landsandcorn-lands,and towards the Wicklowhills.
The moonlight kept them in company until the grey light

came creeping from the east across the broad breast of the IrishBea,and then the moon and the peeping stars shut up anddisap-
peared. Andby this time they had gained the friendly shelter of
thehills. Cam Tual,high andmighty, was in frontof them, and,
like a genial Irish mountain, put on a friendly smile of golden
rays onhis summit to welcome them what time they drew near.It was a glorious summer morning. Ihe sun's rays cameslantingly across the distant pea, the air was sweet and fresh, the
heatheraround was creeping into redness, and, except anodd lark
singing high in the morning air, there was not a thing or a sound
about. Whatever noise there was arose from the striking of thehorses' hoofs against the stony way. The air in these high latitudes
is exhilarating, and the travellers felt its effect. They wereenjoy-
ing it to the full as they moved on in single file, non-speaking,silent. The sensations weremuch toopleasant to be interruptedbytalk.

Presently, however, the silence is broken, for the one behind
Bays in a low voice and startled

—
1Look,GeorgeI

—
look!

'

Malone turned round quickly in his saddle and looked it thespeaker.
He wasabout to ask 'What ?— Where ?

'
But his eye following

theother's gaze, which was fixedin a westerly direction,he did not
need to put thequery.

fle saw itallat a glance.
This is whathe saw :—:

—
A troop of lancers, the morning sun shining brightly on theirpennons and their red-coats, bringing out the colors with strange

viridity. By their sides hung their swords, and in their leather
sheathing their carbines. They were going along the ancient
military road,so longunusedas to have fallen back into its original
savagery;but now they halted,and the forms in the saddles turned
their faces eastwards.

'My soul to glory! They see us!' exclaimedMalone in the
instantin whiohhe took the scene in. It was easy to take itin;for, with the clearness of the air and the fresh brightness of thesun-rays, they did not seem aquarter of a mile away,though theywereprobably a mile.

1That they do,'saidMaher.
'W« hadbetterridefor it. They will bo on us immediately.'
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