
steephillside,and"thathehad been found and carried home. By
whom?"Ofallpeopleintheworld," saidFrank with a drolltwinkleof
hiseye,"by whom ?

"
"We know," said Maurice with an answering smile. " The

geni."
M Thegeni. Yes. Better known as

""Briney,"interruptedMaurice.
"Yes, that'sthe name."
Briney, Frank told them, astonishedat seeing three strangers

ascending such a dangerous pathway, andnot knowing what they
weie about,haddespiteof his recent fright and his wounds rushed
to followand watch them;and, seeing the unaccustomed traveller
slip and fall from theperilous height,hadclimbed down after him;
reached him where the bush-roots caught and held his senseless
form ;andbore him insafety homewards withasmuch ease as he
would a trappedhare.

All this and much more, Frank toldina droll round-aboutway,
in which references tothe geni were made in alanguid, humorous
way;but through which clear indications of his gratefulness were
shown. Andalways, whenhecould, without being rude letting his
eyes wander fromhis two friends,and rest on the wondrousface of
beauty thatwas presentedto him, and that was insilence listening
gracefully tohisstory.

And ashis wanderingeyerested on her face, andthe light that
indicated his admiration andsurprise kindled for a second anew in
them,Harold'seyesfollowedthem with abitterness anddislikeand
sorenessof heart, which he could not account for, even tohimself."Grace1

"
said Mauriceina whisper.

"♥Yes,Maurice.""Howshallwe gethim toCriaghome, We can'tleavehim here
youknow?""Certainly not," said Grace."Howshall weremovehim1

""Leave that to Allanand Briney. They willknowwhat to do.
Would helike to come? Ishestrong enough?""Yes, he would." Mauriceput thequestionto him. "Yeß he
wouldlike tocome;andwouldcertainly be strongenough after an*
other day." With such a beautifulyounglady asthatat Craighome,
Frank thought, he wouldhave himself removed there,eventhough
his headhadbeen takenoff. Andas he smiled to himself over the
oddity of this notion, the visitors rose to take their leave; and to
send him from Craighome such delicaciesasheneeded.

They foundblindManus, standingin the sunlight of the thres-
hold when theycameout."Manus,"saidGrace.« Yes,child.""Iwantoneof thesegentlemen tohear you play the'Marohof
theO'Donnells.' Will you playit.""

Ican't,Grace. Ican't geta stirring notefrom myharp this
morning. Who is that with you?

""Friends, Manus.""Who are they?
"

asked Manuspersistently.
« AnEnglish gentleman."" Who else.""My brother,Maurice," sai<? Grace withreluctance."Iknew,Iknew!

"
said the oldmat), whilst an expressionof

angeranddislikeseemed to creep overhis face."What doyou know ?," askedGrace uneasily.
11He's wanov theO'Dnnnel's. He's wanof thepraskeenO'Don-

nells. He's wanov the traitor O'Donnells.
'
Twas ov him thepro-

phecy wassaid. 'Twas ov him theprophecy wassaid 1
"

"Manus, Manus !
"

almost shrieked theyoung girl in affrighted
expostulation. "Do youknow of whom youare speaking?

"
"Ido well,"' said he, clutching the harp under one arm. Ha

felthis wayalong the clay wall withthe other to the doorway. "I
do well."" Maurice, mybrother Maurice. MauriceO'Donnell ?

"
"Aye,Iknowhim well— knowhim since first my blinded eyes

grewdark. He's Maurice, the traitor. T'was of him the prophecy
wassaid. He was

'"Oh, Manus, Manus, stop!
"

cried Grace. "Don't say such
dreadful things."

But the oldman,interrupted,had slidled into the doorway and
waslost."

Come away,Grace Icomeaway. Thisis simply fooling," said
Maurice,angrily.

But the tears of disappointment and undeserved reproof and
affrighthad welled up into the gentle girl's eyes, and had filled
them.

Seeing this, and withunusual anger inhis heart, morefor their
effect onGrace's feelings than for any care he had himself for the
oldman's words or prophecies,Maurice gently linkedher by the arm
down to where the horses were standing, and assisted her to re-
mount.

Their ridehome wasa good deal in silence; for Grace's heart
was overwhelmed with unknown fear,begottenof theunusual and
unaccountableunkindness of the oldharper

—
her kinsmanby name

if not by blood
—

and his singular dislike toMaurice.
Andthe applicationof thatprophecy

—
how wellGraceknewit!

How often she had heardof it1 How often she rejoiced to think it
could neverbe verifiedin any of her family. For there now re-
mainedof themallbutherself and Maurice.

Itwaswitha heartverydifferent fromtheboundingone she car-
ried inher breast, when she canteredup the avenueinthe freshness
of themorning, that nowin the evening throbbedwithinher, laden
with feelings of hidden fear anddanger,as she threw the reins over
herhorse'sneck to Allen;andhurriedup toherroom lookingouton
the distant graveyard, where her kindredlay buried, and burying
her face inher hands,criedbitterly."Maurice. Poor Maurice, What an unkindness. What a way
to greethim after his absence. What could they mean ?"

(To beContinued.)

(By ConalNoir intheDublinFreeman.')

CHAPTER VIII."Perhaps you wouldhold all three, whilstthese gentlemen go
intosee their friend.""To be sureIwill, Miss Grace."

"He is inside— ishenot?
"

"He is."
The three descendedfromtheirhorses,andGrace walked lightly

upto where Manus, on whose dullhearing the unaccustomed tread
of thehorses' feethad fallen,bad risen from hisBeatof grassy turf
bank.

A bright lookof pleasureand intelligence seemedtokindle over
the witheredandsightless cheeks, from which the orbits themselves
had long disappeared,and theparchmentface seemed togrow alight
withrecognition as Grace laidher whitehandonhis." Manus."" Grace.""Icameoverto see you this morning."

"You were always a good child, Grace. Itmakes my heart
light toknow youarenear."

"You are so kind, Manus. Iknow it does. Iheard yon
playing."

"Ah, 'twas an old air. Idon'tknow what brought itinto my
head that morning.""Itwasverysad, Manus.""Ah, 'twas asadstory.""What wasit about,Manus ? It seemed tobe very distressing
andsad."

Itwasaboutatraitor O'Donnell, Grace."'
The oldmanalwayscalledher by thename she wascalledwhen

she wasachild,andGracelookedup tohim with allthe moreaffec-
tion therefor.

"Abouta traitor O'Donnell, whoinold times sold his name, an1
his creed, an'his nativehills for Saxon gold. It's a very old tune,
and the sorrow is the keeningfor its treachery; and thehigh notes
aTe theburstsof anger and vengeance to follow him.""Ithought it was verystriking.""Aye,"said the old man, turning his face up to the warmthof
the sun,whose brightness hadbeen hidden from his dim brain for
scores of years," it's agreat many years sinceitcame intomy head
afore,not since your Uncle Rickardwas hung from the walls of
Derry.""Iamsorryyou thoughtof itto-day,"said Grace, withan un-
comfortablefeelingoverher."Ican't help them, child. Theseold tunes comeinspite of me.
They come of themselves. Icannot make them come;Icannot
prevent them."

"lamgoing in to see this younggentleman thathas been hurt,
Manus. And whsn wearegoingIshall ask you to play for me

—
for

me, Manus, themarch of the O'Donnells.""Ah,if Ican. My heart is heavy to-dayfor some reason. I
can'tplay the tunes with lifean'poweran'battle in them. It'sonly
thekeenandthe wailthat comeiato my fingers this morning."

"Itoughn't tobe so,Manus. Itis a bright day."
"Iknowitis. Ifeeliton my face;but myheart is sad. I

don'tknow why. Whois withyou,child1
""Two gentlemen friendsof mine," said Grace, fearing for some

unknowndread tomention her"brother's name— a fear partlybegotten
of the oldharper's sorrowfulmemoriesand of her brother's caution."But takeyour seat,Manus, andrest yourself. Don't walk with
me;you are not strong enough. Best yourself. Weshall be out
shortly."

Andgently pressing theoldmanback to his 'turf seat, andplac-
ing the harp,which be hadlaid torest against abush, once morein
his hands,Grace trippeddown witha heartmany degrees less light
thanit wasgoingupto the doorof the dwellinghouse, and entered,

Shehad a strange curiosity to seethe other visitor her brother
had brought,andduring the morning hadnot unfrequently employed
herimaginationindrawinga fancypicture of him. But the reality
wasveryunlike— asis thecase withall fancy pictures

—
the reality

thoughnot unpleasantly or disagreeably so.
For reclining on abed of heath thatsent a perfume as of flowers

throughthe apartment,Gracesaw a young man,somewhat aboother
brother's age, whose pleasant face and fine eyes, even though
contracted occasionally with the pain of his broken arm, in-
dicateda cheerfulspiritandhigh courage.- There wassomething in
the stamp of his face of good nature, insouciance- carelessness,and
fearlessness, that showed eventoGrace's first glancehigh blood and
gentlebleeding. His eyes,as they fell on the younggirl's face when
Maurice introducedher, litup with the electric light of admiration
andastonishment;buthe speedily checked himself. Not indeed,
however, till Harold's quickeyehadnoticed with a jealouspang the
glance of admiration. And,asbefore, despite of his better nature
andof his high notions of honour, a secretwish shot through his
heart thatFrank hadnot been found,or that, being found,he might
be tempted toreturnhome to England,or anywhere out of Donegal.

Frank'sstory was soon told. Seeing his friends standing out
against themoonlight on the cliff, and seeing them further move
away fromitout ofhis sight,hehadhurried to overtake them, which
hurry caused him to take less certain steps;hisfoot slipped,and he
fell backwards— how far orhow often he couldnot say. He could
only remember thebright surfaceof the sky, withitssilver moonand
studding stars rushing past him, as he swiftly fell. He could re-
member that they deemed drownedout, as ifa flood of darkness had
suddenly quenchedthem. Farther than that, heknew of himself
nothing.

Buthehad learned sincethat hehad beenstayedinhis head-
long descentafterhisheavy fallby thestrongrootsof abush on the
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