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& public stage. The two wild birds, after their long
flight round the world, winged their way home to Kil-
leevy at last, and took possession of the little kingdom
Lord "Wilderspin’s thoughtful generosity had bestowed
upon them. Kevin works hard with his pen, and his
name is every day becoming more and more honored
by the nobler and purer-minded section of the reading
public. Fanches, in his home, singing over her
womanly tasks by his side, is the inspiration of his
genius, even as she was in the old childish days when
she sang to him on the island and he saw pictures in
her songs.

Connor Mor did unet long survive lus delight at
seeing his son return, and at finding him a “clerk and
a book-learned man’® after all; but the good old mother
Tives with the young people in their pretty house, and
tells her beads, and spins and knits as she used to do
in lrer humbler home. er joy in the success of her
children is unutterahle, and she often bids them pray
that after all the toils of her life ' pride may unob keep
her out of heaven at the last.”

Shawn Rua was at first very shy of the handsome
young lady and gentleman who claimed his old ac-
quaintaunce, but he is now a frequent visitor at thelr
fireside, and Kevin takes greater pleasure than ever in
drawiug forth the poetic and legendary treasures that
are stored up in the memory of hix childhood’s friend.

Lord Wilderspin keeps his pramise of paying fre-
quent visits to Killeevy, aud is fond of appearing there
suddenly, scolding everyoue within reach vehemeutly
for an hour or twe, enjoying himsell thoroughly, and
in the end going away perfectly happy. Iis present
craze Is enthusiasm for Kevin's poetry, though all his
life e had prided himself en being a hater of poets,

IHerr Harfenspieler still walks Tis chosen way.
with a heart modestly and ardently worshipful of musie,
cheering himself on with meek and heroic maxims. He
has so far forgiven Fanchea as sometines te come amd
see her in her home; on which oceastons delightful con-
certs may be heard by the bivds that it about Kil-
leevy Mountain. Ife loves to wander away alone among
the great rocks, and sitting oo some airy perch, with
lits violin upon his shoulder, to pour ont delicious wail-
ings that mingle fitly with the piping of the winds and
the booming of the ocean waves ab his [eet.

Mamzelle has been the slowest to forgive, and is
still beating about the world, still subject to fits of the
old madness, wheu she dreams that she may yet paint
wonderful pictures which shall Le as the works of
another Raphael or Fra Anpgelico. But FFun hopes {hat
when she grows very old and wearv she will come to
her for shelter, and die in her avms.

We will now take leave of our hero and hercine
on a summer eveuing after sunset ws they sit in their
own little territory—a garden of vosex extending down
to the cliffs, with the crimsoned ocean at {heir feet and
all the bundred isles they know so well burning on it
like so many jewels, set with amethyst and waber and
gold,

Kevin has just finished veading s new poem {o
¥anchea. Mer hand is in his: her eyves ave full of
tears. She 1s not thinking of the applause of the world
whick may follow this work, hut of the higher audi-
ence that have been present at the reading, the choirs
of anpgels that have witnessed this new utlerance of a
strong man’s sonl. “Let them be the judges,”” is the
thought of her heart; and <he smiles, feeling conscious
of their approval.

A cloud of sea-birds rises from their favarite island,
they circle and wheel, and fly off in a trail towards
the glory of the suu.

Bo wing all white souls to a happy cternity,
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THE MOST OBSTINATE

Corn must quickly yield to BAXTER'S RUBY CORN
CURE. Once this remedy is applied there is no escape
for the corn—it must give in. Price, 1/-, post free,

from Baxter's Pharmacy, Theatre Buildings, Timaru.
|

THE STORY OF IRELAND

(By A. M. BoLrivaw.)

CHAPTER XXVITI.—Contmued.

For 18 years subsequently the invineible Art
reigned over his inviolate territory; his career to the
last being a record of brilliant victories over every
expedition sent against it. As we wade through the
crowded annals of those years, his name iz ever found
in connection with some gallant achievement. Wher-
ever else the fight is found going against Ireland, what-
ever hand falters or falls in the unbroken struggle, in
the mountains of Wicklow there is one stout arm, ons
bold heart, one glorious intellect, ever nobly daring
and hravely conquering in the cause of native land.
Art, ' whose activity defied the chilling effects of age,
neured his eohorts through Seculloge Gap on the parri-
sons of Wexford, taking in rapid succession in one
campaign (1406) ile castles of Camolins, Ferns, and
Enniscorthy. A few years subsequently his lasy great
Dattle, probably the most serious engagement of his
life, wis fought by him against the whole force of the
Pale under the walls of Dublin. The Duke of Lancas-
ter, son of the King, and Lord Lieutenant of Ireland,
1ssued ovders for the concentration of a powerful army
for an expedition senthwards against McMurrogh’s
allies, But McMurrogh and the mountaineers of Wick-
low now felt themselves strong enough to take the initi-
ative.  They crossed the plain which lies to the north
of Dublin, and encamped at Kilmainham, where Rod-
erick, when he besieged the city, and Brian before the
battle of Clontarf, had pitched their tents of old. The
English and Anglo-Trish forces, under the eye of their
prince, marched out to dislodge ihem, in four divisions.
The first was led by the Duke in person; the second
by the veleran knight, Jenicho d’Arteis; the third by
Sir Bdward Perrers, an English knight; and the fourth
Ly Bir Thomas Butler, prior of the Order of 8t. John,
aflerwards created by Henry V., for his distinguished
service, Farl of Wilmain. With MeMurrogh were
O’ Byrne, {'Nolan, and other chiefls, besides his sons,
nephews, and relatives. The numbers on each side
could hardly fall short of 10,000 men, and the action
may be fairly considered one of the most decisive of
those {imes. The Duke was carried back wounded into
Dublin : the slopes of Tnchicore and the valley of the
Lifiey were slrewn with the dying and the dead; the
river ut that peint obtained from the Leinster Irish
the name of Afherne. or the ford of slaughter; the
widowed city was filled with lamentation and dismay.”’

This was the last endeavor of the English power
against Art. ““While he lived no further a#acks were
made upon his kindred or country.”” He was not, alas!
destined to enjoy long the peace he had thus conguered
from his powerful foes by a 44 years’ war! On Janu-
ary 12, 1417, he died at Ross in the 60th year of age,
many of the chroniclers attributing his death to poisen
admintstered in a drink. Whether the enemies whom
he had so often vanquished in the battlefield resorted
to such foul means of accomplishing his removal s,
Lowever, only a malter of suspicion, vesting mainly on
the fact that his chief brehon, O'Doran. who with him
had partaken of a drink, given them by a woman on
the wayside as they passed, also died on the same day,
and was attacked with like symptoms. Leeches’ skill
was vain to save the heroic chief. Iis grief-stricken
people followed him to the grave, well knowing and
keenly feeling that in him fhey had lost their invincible
tower of defence, Ile had been called to the chieftaincy
of Leinster at the early ape of 16 years; and on the
very threshold of his caveer had to draw the sword to
defend the integrity of his principality. From that
hour to the last of his battles, mnore than 40 years sub-
sequently, he proved himself one of the most consum-
mate military tacticians of his time. Again and again
lie met and defeated the proudest armies of England,
jed by- the ablest generals of the age. ‘“‘He was,”’
say the Four Masters, “‘a man distinguished for his
hospitality, knowledge, and feats of arms; a man full
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