
"Followme, men 1 For the Russian guns 1
"

he called aloud, as
giving hishorse free rein, and aquick spur; and freeinghis sword
arm, hesweptsuddenly forward.Harold,prompted much by the same motives, spurred swiftly
after tokeepup withhim;whilst a scoreormoreof the Inniskillings
maddenedby the manner in whichthey were torn anddecimated,
withoutbeingable topaybacka blow,broke awayfrom the ranks,
and with swordhilts burying themselvesintheirbleedinghands rode
withequalspeed afterhim.

With headsbentdown, muchasmendo whenthey facea fierce
shower ofhailonasummer's day, Maurice andhis gallant band of
followers flew forward.

Nearerandnearercame the wreathing clouds of smoke; redder
andredder, andbrighter and brighter grewthe flash from theguns ;
moredistinctly grew the forms of the men workingatthem; until
allof a sudden their white faces and their long rammers became
plainly visible;andinasecond more Maurice was leaping over the
gunsand tumbrils, followed by his men, sabringthe Russian gunners
attheir postsas they thundered past.

Someof thelatter abandoned the gunsinface ofthis determined
onslaught,and sheltered themselvesunder the ammunition waggons,
orretreated closely pursued by the Inniskillings, on the great mass
ofthe Russian infantry behind.

-J Wheeling around when hehad cut his way to the rearof theuenV, Mauricerode backtothem. He lookedfor Haroldbut he was
nowhere tobe seen. A gr£at many men andhorses were lying en-
tangled between the smoking guns,for inthe fewminutes the fight
hadlasted the Inniskillingß had lost heavily, not alone from the
bayontesof thegunners,but from the incessantriflsfireofthemasses
behind.

Atthat moment a regiment of Cossacks with their long lances
rode forward toattack thehandful ofmen thathadridden over and
beyond the guns, whilst in fronta divisionofRussiandragoons and
infantry were swiftly deploying from the hills to intercept their
return.

The moment wascritical. This madand purposelesschargehad
beengallantly accomplished. There wasnota moment tobe lost if
they werenottobe surrounded and taken prisoners. Even already
werethe encirclingcolumns of Russians barricading their retreat.

Through theroll of musketry, the clash of aims, the vengeful
cryof theEnglish soldiers as their swordsclove throughthe helmets
oftheRussians, the savageyells of the Cossacks as theyran full tilt
against the littlescattered bandsofthe Inniskillings,came thebugle-
call for retreat.

Atonce the horsementurned fromtheir foes; andonce more
leapingover the gunsonhis return, Maurice, sword in hand, faced
backwards towards the foes that were gathering tobar his retreat.
Sideby side withandbehindhim came those that werestill able to
keep their seatsandhold their swords firmly.

The Russians from the hills on either side had nearly joined
handsacross the valley— but notquite.

To the space thus vacant Maurice turnedhis horse's head. A
troopof dragoons, with their colonel at their head, rode forward to
interceptthem.

Maurice faced for the colonel. There was nothing else for it;
andthough theRussian wasapowerfulman andpowerfully mounted
Maurice, confident inhis skill,andmovedwith the desperationof the
moment,rode straightathim.

Beforehehadtime to exchangea blow,apassing Cossack riding
atfull speedtilted athimwithhislance,hurlinghimfrom the saddle
witha heavyfall to the ground. A rush of the Inniskillings passed
overhim ashelay half-stunned,dashingwrathfullyat theobstructing
Russians. The conflict was of short duration. The superior skill
andelanof the Inniskillings and the desperation with which their
positionnerved them, clove for them apathway.

As Maurice liftedhimself to bisfeet a Russian trooper aimed a
sabreblow athim. A cryarose frombehind which startled Maurice
andhe lookedupwardsonly toperceivehis danger. His sword had
fallen fromhis grasp, and instinctively heraised hisbare arm topro-
tecthimself.

TheRussian's sword wavedin the air with the swiftness of a
wave of light above his head, like a flashof lightning, searinghis
brain andheart. Mauricefelthishour was come.

Buta shot rangout athis ear, the flash of light blazed at his
eyelid;andbefore heknew what had happened, Maurice saw the
sabre drop,pointdownwards,from the foreign officer'sgrasp and its
ownerreel in the saddle. A bullet hadpassedthrough his heart."Mount, Maurice O'Donnell ! You have nota minit to lose.
You'llnever seeCraighome again if you waita heart's beatov time.
Mount1"

Without waiting to see whospoke tohim, Maurice grasped at.
thereinsof one of theriderless horses thatwere rushingback;seized
hissword from theground whereit lay ;leaped withone swift bound
into the saddle ;and flew forward throHghtheopeninghisretreating
horsemen had made.

His horse, flying at greatspeed,Btumbled overthe deadbody of
a charger thathad fallen,andhe was flungheavily on the ground
before yethe had gottenbeyond the circle ofhis enemies.

An immediate rush was made for him, and several Cossacks
passedswiftly across from the main body with the points of their
lancesdownwards.

But justashisriderless horse, after recovering himself dashed
pastafter the others,andbefore the advancingRussians had time to
arrive andput their intention into execution, he felt, in his half-
stunnedstate,afirm hand grasp in hiscollar, andhe found himself
dragged along the trampled surface of the ground with great rapi-
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brigade of heavy cavalry,as theyrode forward tocover theretreatof
theremnant of the shattered brigade that' had ridden forth in all
their bravery and magnificence a short half-hour before. The Rus-
sian guns,abandonedby theircaptors,openedaterrific fireon friends
andfoes where they were intermingled in thenarrow valley. The
hoarse cries of thirty thousandFrench soldiers whohad watched with
wonder and amazement the magnificence and daring of the charge—

inenthusiastic admiration of its dauntless bravery, and wonder
atits verymadness and purposelessness—burstforth in applauding
cheers for the survivors;andinthemidst of this whirlwindof war,
uproar, andconfusion, and while adull sense of being much hurt
andshakenpervaded his senses, Mauriceheard his namecalled."Can youstand, Maurice. Try if you can stand— if you can
walk. We're in a very dangerous place here. The bullets are
sweeping straight from their guns. Recover yourself ! Can yon
stand?."

With a vague sense thatthe voicewasfamiliar tohim, withadim
consciousness that they were,asthe speakerhad said,ina position
of deadly danger,but stillunable to recall his scattered sensessuffi-
ciently toresolve onanything, Maurice leantagainst the pommelof
his saddle, thegrasp of the friendly horseman still on hiscollar."Who is it?

"
he feebly asked,theheavyfall rendering it diffi-

cult forhim toholdupbis head.
"Isitme, yonmane,Maurice ? Lookatme. You can't, Isee

that. It was a heavy fallyou got But it's me that's here ;it's
Briney.""

Briney 7
"

said Maurice, rapidly gathering up his scattered
facultiesat thename." tiorra wanelse. But this if no place to be stayin. Come
along,Maurice. Do yonsee who'shere.?

"
Maurice,withdifficulty, lookedupwards, To hisinfinite surprise—

eveninhis semi-conscious state
—

he saw that Briney was dressed
inregimentals, which didnot atall seem sounsuitableto him as
might be supposedfrom Msdwarfishsize ;and that he bore on the
saddle, whilst he himself satbehind, the form of a wounded soldier.- Lookingstillcloser, ashis vision and mind grewclearer,he no-
ticedthat the wounded soldier was an officer, thatthe officer was
Harold, andthathe wasseriouslywoundedand senseless."Followedyou through the smoke. Was hot foot behind you
leapin'hishorse over the cann«ns ;an' begorra, a Russian as big as
thethree ov us together gay himawipeof his soord, an' faix he
wentdownbetween twoof them guns athoutabreath in him," said
Briney inanswer to themutequestioningof the other. "An

' faix,
onlyIhappenedtobe nearat hand,be good luck,the sorraeverhe'd
havelifted his head out ov id,for there werefifty ready to fly their
horses over the same path,afther him,an' they'dhave trampledhim
to death.""So it was you that savedme fromthe Russian?

"
askedMaurice

half-dazedly.
"Ay coorseit was. Share you couldn'texpectme to let yon

bekiltby adevilof aRussian,or wanof these Cossacks,Godbetune
us an' harm. It'sbadenough to be killed by a dacent Christian,
butbe ene ov' these Tartars

—
paugh1 But, Maurice, honey, here1

there is arein foryou1
"

Briney grasped at and caught thereins of
a passing steed,as he spoke. "Jump upan' come along. Look at
that1 Ifyoudon't hurry we'llneverget back. Never. See!

"
A shell burst at themoment within afew yardsof them;andin

a moment after, a tremendous salvo of artillery from the heights
announced that the French, the first astonishment and surprise
over, and the cavalry free from the Russian guns, had opened
fire upon the Russian positions, which the latter, in no way dis-
heartened,began steadily to return.

Mauricemountedthe saddle withgreat difficulty and with but
littleof his former elasticity.

CHAPTER XXI.
AsMaurice withBriney in his charge rode past the place where

the famous horseman badfallenhis body waslying therestill.
The time wassoshort and the periodwas so full of excitement

andsuspendedinterest that therewas notime togive attention to
thefallen.

Stilland rigidhe lay, the face, white and fixed, turned to the
sky. The bright hopes that hadfired his brain, thedaydreams that
hadkindledhis heart ever since the day he parted from the blue
rangesof MountLeinster, the ambition to usehis high military skill
in theservice of his nativeland, wereall vanished. He was fated
nevermore to resthis eyes on the purple flowers of the Blackataira
nor on thebroad waveof the sunlit Barrow;andhis swordwas des«
tinednevertooutflashonIrishhill-side for hiscountry's freedom."Poor fellow 1 poor fellow1

"
was all Mauricecould say as lie

yetbutfaintly realised the deathof his gallant friend.
But theliving neededattentionmorethan thedead,for thepresent

andso himself and Briney rode with theunconscious form of the
wounded Harold to the militaryhospital,whither they hadhimcare*fully borne andattendedto.

He had received some severe bayonet wounds, as his horsefell,killedby a bullet through thehead,in the momentof leaping -
over the Russians guns, Harold had fallen underneath and been
severely crushed.

Itwas only then that Briney, who, unknown to them, hadpro*
videdhimself with uniform as indeed, he maraged to providehim-
self and them witheverything

—
had seized a picketed charger, and

in the excitement of the moment had joined them, lifted him with
great bodily strength fromunder the crushing weight,and borehim
insafety fromhis dangerous position.

(Tobe continued.)

Aninterestingceremony tookplaceat Glencolnmbkille,
—

namely,
the blessing of 40,000 trees about to be planted inthe district, in
pursuance of thereafforestingscheme of Dr.Lyons,M.P. Dr.Lyons
waspresent,and the ceremony was performedby the MostRoy. Dr.
Logue,Bishopof Baphoe.<

(By CONAL Noia intheDublin Freeman.')
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