
A STORY OF NINETY-EIGHT.
Thebattle of Wexford had been won and lost again. What undis-
ciplinedvalour and scornof death could do had been done;but
courage, armed with pikes and pitchforks, though victorious foi
awhile, could not prevail against discipline protectedby artillery
and musketry. So the country waß filled with peasantry soldiers
fleeing unarmed from the vengeanceof the brutal and infuriated
Yeomanry. There was no quarter given,and although the more
humane officers of the regular troops strove hard tokeep their men
from murder and pillage, the evil example of the Militia and the
Yeomanry wasstronger thandiscipline and the habit of obedience.
Neither age nor sex was spared, for Papist was synonymous for
rebel;and whether he carried apike or not,every peasant was re-
garded as a rebel at heart.

Like the other youngmenof his parish,Martin O'Connor had
joined the army of the Union that was to set Ireland free, and,
with his heart full of hope,he had followed the green banner that
was to wave over an independent nation. But a few short weeks
had put an end to all these hopes,and now Martin himself was a
fugitive, with little expectation of escaping the pitch cap or the
rope.

So he made for his native village of Greenane, whither love
drew him in spite of the folly of his steps. Hehoped, too,to cross
themountains and join General Holt,who still held out, with hi--

brave band of followers, as yet undefeated. But it was a long
journey,and Martin had been sorely wounded in the leg,so that
his progress was slow and painful. He was weak with hunger and
fatigue, for he had not dared to enter a village tobeg for food lest
anenemy should meet him— and such were the conditions of the
times that it was hard todistinguish a friend from anenemy.

At length he reached the top of the hill whichlooks down into
the valley where lies thelittle village of Greenane. By the moon-
light he could almost distinguish his father's cabin. The silence
and what little there wasof sound werepeaceful. A sob rose in his
throat when he thought how different it all seemed on the day on
which he set out to take his share in the freeing of Ireland. Then
the sun wasshining, and he, with somehalf hundredof the bravest
boys of the district, all in their Sunday clothes, with green cockades
in their hatsand green scarf* on their breasts,had marched bravely
up the hill,each with his new made pike on his shoulder. The
girls of thevillage, clad in white and green,had come to wish them
God speed,and none had any thoughts of defeat. Now he hid
come back alone, and no sound greeted him save thebleating ot
sheep on themountains far away. Weakness and despair iell upon
him, so that he had no strength to go further He crept from the
road iatoa field and threw himself down under a tree and ina few
minutes fell fast asleep. For hours lie slept dreamless]yin the
fading moonlight, and knew not when the dawn crept shyly our
the hill and themoon grew pale and dim.

Suddenly a quiver shook his tired bones. Didhe dioam. or w.is
it a real voice that sang'

The summer is come and the grass i-, green
The leaves are budding on every tree.
The ships aresailing uponthe sea,
And I'll soon find tidings of Graniachree.'

He raiw d himself on his arm and looked m the direction
whence the sound came. It wasno dream, for at a littl-jdi-t.uiee
from him a young girl fat milkinga cow and beguiling the uvk
with song. Her lace was turned from him, but lie knew tlu.t the
long, slender neck and graceful '-boulder-, could btlong to none
other than to Mary Moore, the dauglr^r of a Yeoman farmer at
Greenane. Manya jig they had <1 mied together in the old peaet ful
times, when the freeing of Ireland was a delightful dream ot the
future, andnovoice had been so sweet tohim : ĥer?, althoughher
father wore the Orange on everyTwelfth ot .!uly.

But Farmer Moore was a wise man withal, and whiV the
country was at peace he showed no disposition to quanel with hi^
neighbours because they were for King .lanus and he for King
William. But when the insurrection broke out it was another
matter ; so he took his Orange scarf and set out to join the Yios,
leaving his daughter to mind hia farm. He had littlt fear for her,
as she was much beloved; and to the United lushuien no ■woman
wasan enemy.

These things were in Martin's mind a-*he watched the j-oung
girl anddelayedhis purpose ; butsorehunger wa-- uponhim. .She
might betray him, but to die of hunger was as bad as any other.
and maybe her heart wastender. So he rot-e to his feet and went
towards her. His shadow fell onher. andshe ceased h< r Mngmg.'Martin !' she exclaimed, and the blood left her cheeks.' Aye, Mary, it's me. Worse luck '"

1Whatbrought you here ?' she began.
'Hunger,' he answered, lookingat themilk.
She lifted themilk pail and gave it tohim. He put iteagerly

tohis lips and took a long draught. The warm milk was new hie
to him. The colour came back tohis haggard cheeks.'Thank you,Mary,'he said. '\ ou have saved my life, though
it is of little use to me.' Then he turned away.'

Where will ye be going, Martin
'

the girl cried after him.
'Where else butdown to the ould cabin beyant.' 'Sure it's mad
you are,Martin, to think of it."'Aye,maybe Iam, but Iwould like to see the ould people
againbefore Idie.''

Before you die, Martin V'
Aye,before Idie, Mary.'

1 ThenI'm thinking they'll be dead before you."

The youngman's face grew a shade paler.'
What do you mean, Mary V

'If the l'eos hear that you have been with them they will
know for sure that the ouldpeople areUnited.'

Martin stood for a moment with a drooping head. Thenhe
turned to the girl.'

You are right, Mary, and soI'dbetter be going over thehill.''
Martin.'

Something in her voicestruck his heart and sent the blood to
his head.'

Belike you're hungry.''Perhaps Iam, if Ihad time to think of it;but what's the
differ to a dade man whether he's hungry ornot when the cause is
lost V'Thafs a coward's word, Martin.''

Aye, that's what they call a man when he's beat;but who
cares.'" There's them that cares, Martin.''

Mary.''Aye, Martin.''Why didn't you finish your singing V
The girl looked questioningly athim for a moment. Thenher

cheeks grew crimson. Without answering she broke out pas-
sionately:

■ 0, Martin,Martin,Ilove you well,
Ilove you better than tongue can tell;
Ilovemy friends and relations, too,
ButI'd leave themall, love,andgo withyou.''

D'ye meanit, Maryv'
Aye,do Imean it,Martin,and have,ever since the night you

danced at ould Widow Malone's down beyond, and kissed me in the
Lane coming home,only for fun,becauseIwasa girland they dared
you.seeing that Iwasmy father's daughter.''Sure I thought, Mary, it was Bill Brown that was courting
you.'

Aye, whyshouldn't he, when you hadno eyes inyour head.''
Iwas wishing Ihad no ears in my head after the blow you

gave me in the same lane. Why was your handso heavy, Mary*?''
Maybe because youdidn't think of kissing me sooner, but you

had little thought for me, for you were always made for pikes and
greencockades and banners. Itis little good they havedone you,
Martin.''

Little enough,Mary, now that we arebeat.''
Itmightbe worse.'

■ Aye. itmight.''Ifyou didnot comeback at all.'"Or if you married Bill Brown.'" Who else wants to marry me /''
I'm abroken man, Mary.'" You're the best dancer in the parish.''
Iwas.'' You will be again.

■ Will you marry me, Mary
"

'Aye, will 1. Martin.'
■ And wear the green ''
1Sure in my heart 1 have always worn it.'
She stoodbefore him with the sunlightin her face. There was

no i-hrinkiii» in the eyes that answered his. He clasped her sud-
denly in his arms andkissed hercheeks and lips.'(iod forgive me, Mary, ifIwrongedyou,' he said.'

You lo\e me, Martin
'"

■ Aye.Mary.Ido lo\u you.''Then jou can do meno wrong.'
S'>, they went down thehill together. Albeit the sun washigh

and the day well begun,none met thorn on the way,nor was the
stillne-s without suggestion of tear. When they reached the gate
leading to the farm hou-.e, the young man paused. The girl threw
open the gateand motioned him to enter;but still he hesitated.'Imwloubt whetherIought to go in,Mary,' he said.

"■'IV not pushing the door you'd be, like a stranger, and you
tired and hungiy, to

''
■ Twould be better than bringing trouble on you."
■'Twill be harder again to lea\e you,Mary.'" You'll be stronger when the hunger isdriven out, and noone

will know but old Tom, and him youneedn'tfear, for he'd havebeen
out with you if the rlieumati-m had let him."'

And your father, Mary .'"
A sh;uiow fell on thegirl's face.'
He's out with the Yeos, and wish he was sale athome. 'Twas

hard to have to go, but he daren't refuse.''
He went against his friends whenhe did.''Maybe he'd be dead if he didn't.'
'Hemightbe so.1 Martin rejoined sorrowfully, thinking on the

many that w ere.
Then they entered the house,and the girlset about preparing

food for him. When he had eaten, she washed and dressed his
wound with much skill, forlove softened her touch to the torn flesh.
Then the youth was for going leot he should bring trouble on the
girlhe loved;but she begged him to wait tillnight fall, so thathe
might reach the mountains unpereuved. Sohe stayed, for in truth,
he found it hard enough to leave her. Thenhe toldher of how they
had fought for the Green, athrsl with success, untildefeat followed
hard on the heelsof victory. Of his own part he said but little,
but the girl's eyes glistened andher bosomheavedsinceher imagina-
tion supplied what he had omitted. She sighed, too, and wept a
little over tho.se who wouldneveragain returnto the village. Her
father's absence troubledher, too,albeit Martin assured her that the
Yeos hadlittle now to fear.

So they talked on unconscious of the waning day, and as if
their love bad been confessed long since, and not only that
morning.

Suddenly the sound of voices outside them. The
girl rushed to the door, and looked up the road. A loiy of men
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