
"
Roger Leix1

"
cried the Friar, "

we are letting the precious
moments go by in idle and unavailing talk. What menare there
here? There must be some. What number ?

""
Hardly five hundred

—
and these but indifferently anned

—
and

Hugh O'Byrne's horse.""'Five hundred— five hundred1
"

cried the enthusiastic Friar." Roger Leix, you are losing your old faith and courage Five
hundred 1 What cannot be done with rive hundred men ina good

and fighting under the banner of the Church ? The armof
is with them

—
who shall gainsay it? Who shall stand up

against it?
"

"You speak with the faith of a martyr, Father Tully— rather
than with the knowledgeof a noldier,"said Roger Leix, smiling at
the fervid enthus'asm of theFriar, but witha smile that wasstrongly
tinged with mortification and disappointment."1tell you,Roger Leix,that faithis better than worldly know-
ledge. Faith has triumphed before over human strength, whynot
now? Was it not tin faith of Gideon that triumphed over foes
innumerable? Tne spears that girt fc>amaiia were thick as sands on
the sea-abore. What routed them? Faith, and the blessing of
Heaven. What set in flight the countless legions of Sisara I OhI
man of faint heart I—and1

—
and yours was once and of late the gallant

and resolute one
— believe that God is with us and you will triumph.

Ipromise you victory, for the hands of our enemies are red with
innocent blood, and God will avenge it. I,who know it, preach to
you 1 Muster your forces, and though they carried nothing stronger
than rushes from the Mullawn in their bands, the God of battles
will make them stronger than their foes."

There w«s som -thing that seemed inspired in the words of ihe
indomitable youngpriest. Tne light of inspiration seemed to glow
from tugeyes,and the haloof the prophet ani martyr to surround
his head. Roger Leix was struck by it,and, resisting the prompt-
ings of prudence, caught up some of his enthusiasm." Itshall be as you say," lie said;

" men have worked miracles
im thebattle fieldunder the spur of high belief— why not now? How
far may the forceß be from Julianstown ?

""
They must be close on thebridge by this," said the Friar, with

eager delightedness.
With an inquiring glance at Maurice as if to see whathe thought

of all this, Roger O'Moore tapped with his heel on the boards. The
noise brought amessenger in, to whom he whispered something,and
who immediately departed. Preseutly the sound of hurrying foot-
steps were heard on the stairs, and a group of officers came crowding
in breathless at the call, many < f themgirding thtir swords on in
evidenceof the haste with which they had come."Gentlemtn," eaid O'Yloore, "important newshas come. Our
pa'rolhas mißled us,or they havebeen misled themselves. We have
had a more correct lufurmant, and thia is the newshe brings."

Whereupon the Oolonel proceedei to put before them the con-
dition of things j»s described by the Friar.

Wita complete unanimity they agreed at all hazards, and with
the remnant of the forces Ifft them, to meet tne advancing foes. The
fog that lny heavy on the face of the morningfavoured an ambuscade
or Burpriae. They departed as hurriedly as they bad come, and,
O'Mooie despatching one or two to take sieahhy note of theposition
and stre gtb of the advancing force and report immediately, pre-
parations were made with all expedition to get the troops under
arms.

So active were the officers and so ready themen, thatby the time
the three gentlemen had prepared their plans and descended the
Btairs they lound the troops gathered together from the varioushouses
in wLich they were billettd and arrayed inh.c on the streets

—
a not

BDpicturesque nrray inthe quaint old village.
The men were dressed ineverykind < f uniform. Some that had

been equipptd at the expense of the Irish lords lookedgallant and
brave enough, but others whohad joined the rising from remote parts,
or with but a vague idea of whatsoldiers were, lookedsingularly wild
and undisciplined.

Butit was in the arms that the singularity and variety chiefly
lay. Here was carried a new mu-ket, its stock inlaid with silver.
The nextman held a blunderbuss. Farther over,gripped by a giant,
was a scythe, more dangerous and forandabh -looking than ail

—
the

"wide beit of thiu cold stee1 glistening withmurderous hue in the log.
If thepeasant whoheld al if t that gleamingblade got free swing with
it, then heaven help the foeman who stood before him1 Other
men held other weapons of offence— o;i3a spear whose tapering point
sbowtd that ithad seenmilitary service before, another a pike,whose
roughly-hammered top showed that ithad b*,en lately improvised for
puipoßes ( f warfare;andborne had no weapons but thehua;e horse
pistol which, when once discharged, was lor no further use for com-
bat, and left i's owner completely defenceless ;and many bore noth-
ing but the naked axe and hatchet.

Moticmg all these with rapid glance, Maurice looked towards
Roger Leix. This army was so diflfV-ient fiom anythinghe had been
accustomed to, that Maurice'b heart filled within him at the sight of
the uncouth, unarmed, and undisciplined array. An unconquerable
senseof humiliation pervaded him.

The same feelings, the Bame sensation,must havepervadedLeix's
breast, for he turned bis head aside in order that be shouldnot be
Been,and bo Maurice's inquiring glance fell on unanaweringeyea. But
it was not lost on the Fnar, who knew its meaning andits import,
andsaid, Bternly :"It isnot pomp and splendour that win battles or achieve vic-
tories. It ib vali.nthearts, a good cause, and the blessing of God !
'lhey are unworthy of victory andcouit defeat who thiuk otherwise."

Maurice stood ab .shed, and felt that the rebuke was not un-
deserved. And at ti at ruomenttb.recame insingle file, with drawn
swords, sweepingdown between them and the line of foot soldiers
and trot ins? so swiftly that t ey w re pissing by almost before they
kmw they w ie c mug-a tquaunn of hor-emen. For several
minutis h j passtd <>}, so hwiiuythat the fa> eof no man was visible,
ashe beut lower over thepummel of his saddle,carryinghis uplifted
sword inhis band, and in a cloud of dust vanished as if tbey had
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been someairy vision flittingpast, and it wasnotuntil the iest of the
line suddenly stoppedhis nigh*, and, nearly throwingbis horse with
the saddenaction onhia haunches,sat motionless inhis saddle opposite
them that th«y realised who ithad been."

O'Byrne !" said all three, simultaneously,aa the cloud of dust
dying away disclosed the rider's features, and showed the gallant
horsemen who stood before them."' Yes, gentlemen,itis I. But there is not much time for talking,
the enemy is at hand. Goote's forces are not a bugle's sound away.
They are croseiDg the arches of Julianßtown bride this moment."" We know that," said o'Moore, over whose facethehorsemanship
of the fearless Wicklowman had thrown a look of admiration. "We
know that. Your news is a little late,good Hugh.""

You do 1 How ?""
Friar Tully brought thenews.""
Kriar !— eh ?" said O'Byrne, turning to look at the latter.

"You
here 1 How did youescape ? Youbeara charmed life. Your presence
is an omen of success. Friar,no causecould fail with yourboldheart
tob<ick it I—and1

—
and thesemen?

""
Are re dy tomarch to meet them. Sorry we nannot make a

better show," said O'Moore, with a recurrence of his gloom."
Pooh 1 man, said O'Byrne;" that's nothing. It is skill and

fearlessness that win battles and not fine display. Strong arms and
bold hearts

—
eh, Friar ?" said he, cheerily."

Bravely spoken," cried the excellentFriar ;
" that is whatI

said myself. If the hand of God
"

*' Gentlemen,there is notime for talking,"saidtheWicklowman,
suddenly interrupting,

"
the enemy will soonbe across the bridge of

Julianstown. We must march tomeet them. The fog is onour aide.
Let your men line the roadoneither sideof the woodof Truaohuntil
they are in your midst. Throw them into disorder suddenly, and
whilst they arepanic-stricken,Iand my men shall be upon them.
Don't you think so, Maurice?""Generally,Iagree with you," said Maurice,"but Idon't know
the ground.""

Ido. Ihave been around itandalong itsince the dawn. See1"
He pointedto his horse's flunks, on which the perspiration had

been churned into foam,andat the flakes thatexudedfrom hia mouth.
He had evidently not lei thehours blip by ia slothfulrest and repose.

"What say you, Roger Leix— you know the ground?" asked
O'Byrne, backing his horse, hia perfect horsemanship making man
and animal look like one."Iagree with you,Hugh."

"Andyou,Friar? Your enthusiasm is better thanskill at the
present m -ment. What say you? Shall we avenge Wicklow and
send the murderers for judgement, th»ir hands sti'l red with blood?""Your plan is good," Baid the Friar. "Even as He smote the
hosts of Senacberib—

— "
"Good!" said O'Byrne, gaily. "Seldom was Scripture quoted

tomoreuseful purpote before. And now,gentlemen, there Lnot a
moment to be lost. The road runs through a wo^d— the wood of
Truach— this side of the bridge of Juliinstown. Line the sides of
it with your musketry and pikernen. Let the men fall into the trap.
Reckon onJie to be at hand. Will you come with me, Maurice ? We
have riddenso long together youmight like to continue it. Ifancy
cavalry work is more inyour way."

So with a nod to his late companions,he leapeduponhis horaa
and was soon riding off with his friend."RogerLeix is ookingdowncast anddisappointed,"saidMaurice,
as tbey trotted forth to join the troop"

His heart is broken, Maurice. You see,in organising this ris-
ing he based his hopes mainly, almost entirely, upon the capture of
Dublin Oastle. It was so easily done,it was such a certainty of suc-
cess, that failure seemed impjssible;butitwa*lost in themo9t s mple
anduntowardmanner,and by the agency of the wretchedestcreature 1
And Rory thinks that itis an omen of failure

—
thatnothing else will

compensate for it!""
Imufat say,so do I,"eaid Maurice."Pooh,man;nonsrnss I The only loss was the loss of the stores

andammunition paced there. And we shall get these from Franca
andBpa>n in time. But what weighsupon vim most is thecoaviction
that ha has brought all the Irish families into the rebellion, and if it
fails there will not be the nam- of oneof themleft in the- land, nor
an acre in their possession. A heavy responsibility, no d»ubt ;but
be thinks too much of it, and the shadow of failure weighs unaccount-
ably upon him. For myeelf,Iaccept therisks ;andifIfail Ishall
see my > states go to the stranger cheerfully enough;and. if Ilive,
shall take service once more in Spain. IfIfall, why

—
there's anend

of it. But,see— here we are I"
They had by this time comeupto theswift squadronof horsemen

who wereawaiting silently the coming of their chief.
Meantime, and as soonas they Uad departed, O'Moore called his

captains around him and informed them of what was intended, and
where there were to be disposed to await the coming of the troops.
The information cameon most welcome and acquiescing ears,and in
a short time they formed up, and moved forward to the place ap-
pointed."

(To be contimied.}

The Countesa of Aberdeenis about tobecome the editor of anew
penny monthly magazine, which is to be brought out towards the
end of the year under the auspice* of theHaddo House association.
The publication isprincipally intended to interest young womenand
mothers.

Nothing undermines absolutism so quickly as whenan absDlutist
make- it tidicu ous. This 18 what the young Kmperor of Germuiy is
doiug. His references to hiagrandmother in his Heligoland speech
area case in point. "

She goveruwher land'" be said, "
with a lax

seeing eje ttud with lofty wisdom. She atUche* viiuet> living in
friendship with me and my peop c. Bae values German officers, and
loves the tones of German melodies." This would beexquisitely
fanny if it were not so deliriously silly.
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