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ORANGE AND GREEN.

A STORY OF NINETY-EIGHT.

THE battle of Wexford had been won and lost again, What undis-
ciplined valour and ecorn of death couid do had been done; but
courage, armed with pikes and pitchiorks, {hoogh victorivus fur
awhile, could not prevail against discipline protected by artillery
and musketry, o the country was filled with peasantry soidiers
fHeeing unarmed from the venpeance of the brutal and inforiated
Yeomanry. There was no quarter given, and although the more
humane officers of the regular troops strove hard to keep their men
from murder and pillage, the evil example of the Militin and the
Yeomanry wae sironger thar discipline and the habit of cbedicnce.
Neither age nor sex was spared, for Papist was synonymous for
rebel ; and whether he carried o pike or not, every peasant was re-
garded as a rebel at heart.

Like the other young men of 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
wad to wave over an independent nation. But a few short wucks
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.

8o he made for his native village of Greenane, whither ove
drew him in spite of the folly of his steps. He hoped, too, to cross
the mountains and join General Holt, who still held out, with his
brave band of followers, as yet undefeated. Dut it was a long
journey, and Martin had been sorely wounded in the leg, so that
his progress was slow and paintul. He was weak with hanger and
fatigue, for he had not dared to enter a vitlagze to beg for fuod lest
an eneiny should meet him—and such were the conditions of the
times that it was hard to distinguish a friecd from an enemgy.

At length he reached the top of the hill which looks down into
the valley where lies the little village of (treenane. By the moon-
light he could almost distinguish his father’s cabin, The silence
and what little there was of sound were peaceful. A sob rosein 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 was shining, and he, with some half hundred of the bravest
boys of the district, all in their Sunilay clothes, with yreen cockades
in their hats and green scarfs on their breasts, had marchut bravely
up the hill. each with his new made pike on his shoulder. The
girls of the village, clad in while and green, had come to wish themn
(od speed, and none had any thoughts of defeut. Now ke hul
come back alone, and no sound greeted him save the bleating of
sheep on the mountaing far away., Weakness and despair fell npon
him, so that he had no strength to go further e crept from the
rood into a fleld and threw himeelf down under o tree and in o fow
minutes fell fast aslesp. For hoars he slept dreamlesldy in the
fading moonlight, and knew not when the dawn crept ~hyly evir
the hill and the moon grew pale and dim,

Suddenly a quiver shook his tired bones,

Did he dream. or was
it a real voice thut sang

‘The summer i3 come and the grass is green
The leaves are budding on every tree,

The ships are sailing upen the sea,

And I'll soon find tidings of Gramachree

He raivd himse'f on hitv arm and leokedl m the dircction
whence the sound came, It was no dreawm, for at o httie distanee
from him a young girl raz milking a cow and bopniling the ek
with song, Her face was tumed trom Jang, but he kuew that the
long, slender neek and graceful ~houlders coull bilong to none
other than to Mary Mocre, the dangheor of & Yeoman farmer at
Gireenane, Many a jig they had mced Lozcether sn the old peac: ful
times, when the freeing of ITreland was a deliphoful dream of the
future, and no voice bad beeu so 4w eet to him a- hers. although her
father wore the Orange on every Twelith ot July.

But Farmer Moore was o wise man withal, and while the
country was at peice he show.d no dispo-ivion to quartel with bis
neigrhbours because they were for Ning Jancs and he for Kiny
William. Dut when the insurrection broke out it was another
matter ; 80 he tonk his Orange scarf awd set out to jrun the Yies,
leaving his daughter to mind brg farm.  1le had Iitth fear for her,
as she was much beloved : and to the Tuited Inshimen no woman
wis an enemy,

These thinga were in Martin's mind a~ he watched the younyr
girl and delayed his purpose : but sore hunpey wa- npon him,  She
might betray him, but to die of hunger was ns bad o~ any other,
and maybe her heart was tender.  So he rore to his fect and went
towards her. His shadow fell on her, and she ceared her gy,

tMartin I she exclaimed, and the blood left her eheels.

' Aye, Mary, it's me. Worse Juck

P What brought you here——? she began,

‘Hunger, he answered, looking at the inilk.

#he lifted the milk pail and gave it to him.  Tie put it eagerly
to hiz lips and took a long dranght. The warm milk was new Life
to him. The colour came back to lirs hageard eheeks.,

¢ Thank you, Mary,’ he said. ‘3You have raved iny life. though
it is of little use to me.! Then he turned away,

t Where will ye be going, Marua ' the girl cried after him.
t Where else but down to the ould cabin beyant,'! - Rure it's mad
you are, Martin, to think of it. )

" Aye, maybe [ am, but I would like to -ce the ounld people
again before I die.

¢ Betore you die, Martin 7’

¢ Aye, before 1 die, Mary.’

*Then I'm thinking they’ll be dead before you,

The young man’s face grew a shade paler.

‘ What do you mean, Mary 7’

‘If the Yeos hear that you have been with them they will
know for sure that the ould people are United.’

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

* You are right, Mary, and so I'd better be going over the hill)

* Martin,'

Something in her voice struck his heart and sent the blood to
his head,

¢ Belike you're hangry,’

‘Perbups 1 am, if I had time to think of it; but what's the
differ to u dade man whether he's hungry or not when the cause is
lost I

* That's & coward’s word, Martin.'

¢ Aye, that's what they call a man when he's beat; but who
carex.

* There's them that cares, Martin.’

* Mary.)’

* Aye, Martin.'

*Why didn't you finish your singing ¥

The girl looked quertioningly at bim for a moment,
cheeks grew erimson.
~ionately :

Then he

Then her
Without answering she broke out pas-

+ 0, Martin, Martin, 1 love you well,

I love you better than tongue can tell ;

| love my friends and relations, too,

But I'd leave them all, love, and go with you.'

-

‘D'ye mean it, Mary '

* Aye, do I mean it, Martin, and have, ever since the night youn
danced at euld Widow Malone's down heyond, and kissed me in the
lane comning howe. only for fun, because I was a girl and they dared
you. seeing that [ was my father's daughter.

‘Sure | thought, Mary, it was Bill Brown that was courting

ou,
v * Aye, why shouldn’'t he, when you had no eyes in your head.’
I wag wishing I had no ears in my head after the blow you
gave me in the same lane, Why was your hand so heavy, Mary 7"

¢ Maybe beeanse youn didn't think of kissing me sooner, but you
had little thought for me, for you were always made for pikes and
green coskades and banners, It is little good they have done you,
Martin,'

' Little enough, Mary, now that we are beat.’

‘1t might be worse,'

CAye. it ekt

+If you did not come back at all.'

*Or if yon marrnel Bill Brown.’

*Who vlse waunts to marry me

* I'm a broken man, Mary.

* Yan're the best dancer 1n the parish.

Cowas)

“You will be again,

- Will yon marry me, Mary

CAye, wall I Martin)

* And wear the greon ©

PRare in my heart | have always worn it)’

She ~tood before him with the sunlirht in her face. There was
no “hrinking in the eyes that wnswered his.  He elasped her sud-
denly in s arms and kis-ed her cheeics and lips.

s Gl forgive me, Mary, if I wronged yon,' he said,

CYou love we, Martin ”

s Aye Mary. [ dolove you!

CThen you can du me no wreng,’

#o, they went down the hill topeher.  Albeit the sun was high
aned the day well hegun, none met them on the way, nor was the
stillne-3 withont suggestion of tear. When they reached the gate
leading to the farm houwe the young man paused. The girl threw
open the gate and inotioned him to enter ; but still he hesitated.

I mivloubt whether T eught to zo 1n, Mary,’ he said,

CT1- not paseing the deor you'd be, like a stranger, and you
tired aud hungay, ton

© Twould be better than bringing trouble on you!

Taail be havder again te leave you, Mary)

*You'll be stronger when the hungey is driven out, and no one
will know but old Fom, and him you neadn’t fear, for he'd have been
out with you 1f the rhenwmati-m bad et hin,”

©And your rather, Mary -

A shadow fell on the girl's face.

FJTe's out with the Yeos, and wi~h be was safc at home,
hawl to have Lo go, but he daren’t refuse.’

‘He went against his friends when he did)

*Maybe he'd be dead if he didn't.

e might be s2," Martin rejoined sorrowfully, thinking on the
many that were.

Then they entered the house, and the girl set abont preparing
fuod for Wim. When he had eaten, she washed and dressed his
wound with much skill, forlove roftenced her touch to the torn flesh,
Then the youlh was for going lest he should bring trouble on the
virl he loved ; bat she begped him to wait £idl night fall, so that he
might reach the mountaing unpercuved. 50 he stayed, for in truth,
he found it hard enough to leave her, Then hetold her of how they
had fourht for the Green, at irsi with suceess, until defeat followed
hard on the heels of victory, Of hiv own part he said but little,
Trat, the girl's oyes glistencd and her bosom heaved since her imagina-
tion «wupphed what he had omitted. She sighed, too, and wept a
Yttle over thase wko would never sgain return to the village, Her
father's absence troubled her, too, albeit Martin assured her that the
Yeos had little now to fear.

Ho they falked on uneconsciou- of the waning day, and as if
their love had been confessed long since, and not only that
morning,

Sedidenly the sound of voices outside ‘interrupted them, The
girl rushed to the door, and leoked up the road, A oy of men

b

"T'was



