
*;SpareI
"

cried Coote. » Spare ! There shall not be ahoundof Irish birth left in the land,nor Papistdog to pollute the soil— notoneI
'" They are aprolific race,and growagain rapidly," saidBorlase,smiling. "Ifyou mow the beads off the shoulders of their lords andsecure their broad esiates Ifancy you will have done enough for tbepresent. Extermination,if possible, were the wisest plan,but-is itpossible ?" r

Tbe listener puther hands to her ears. A coarse and savageexpression, indicative of how he would prevent further growth orexistence of the Irish race,cameon her hearing,andshe turnedaside
indisgust acd fright. Itwas a statementlong to be remembered inIrish history,and nothingmore demoniacal,perhaps,ever passed fromhuman lips. r

Came Mordaunt wasinexpressibly shocked, andsought tocloseher ears to the expression,but the issues of the conversation weretoo tremendous for even maidenly modesty to bar the way tohear-
ing it.

"Well, gentlemen, said her brother," to what conclusion doyoucome ? Further discussion is wasteof time, and there is much busi-ness to be done."" Ivote for the confession," said one who hadnot spoken yet ;"
therack willbring it fortb. Itcan be had before witnesses. Withthat, the king's power, if not his head, will surely fall.""Ivotesimilarly,"Baid Coote. "Ido not forget that tbe scoun-drel's hand placed this mark here," pointing to his forehead, whichBtill bore the marks of the escaping piisoner'sblow."

You are not forgiving enough— you will not adopt the Scrip-
tural planof dealing withanenemy,"saidBorlase, inironical rebukewhich set all a-laughing— "If thine enemy smite tbee on one cheek"How do you propose itshall be done ?

"
asked the secretary ofthe council, who appeared tobe noting down their resolutions."

Senda guardof soldiers to bringhimhither, let him be heavilyironed, and placedindungeons until to-morrow. To prevent traitoroushand from setting him free, as before, see that trusty soldiers areplaced in the cell withhim— they will keephim agreeable company"replied Sir hichard Borlase,witha cynicalsmile, which meant agreatdeal. "Who shall see that he is brought safely hither— you, Coote?""No,1haveother work to perform. But it must be done bycaTefnl band. There must be nomistake this time," said Coote. "Heis of more importance to our purposes than a dozenother of theirchiefs. 1think you had better go, Raymond. You have met himbefore.""
If you wish it," said the secretary withBorne reluctance."Yes. You hadbetter discharge the duty," said Borlase. "Itis too important tobe committed to other hands.""
Andprithee,Raymond, do not let the soldiers-they love aPapistrebel, you know— show him toomany marks of affection on the way

"
said Borlase,gaily.

'
"Nor let them press his march too fast with the points oftheir bayonets or thebutt-endsof their muskets," added Coote signi-hcantly. B

It wasbut with indifferent humour that it struck the earsof thelistening girl, as they concluded their discussion on the subiect andaddressed themselves to other matters.
r The necessity of hearing what they said kepther strength upduring the discussion ;butnow that it was over and a reeult arrivedat, Bhefelt her strength going and the sight leavingher eyes. To

prevent herself falling she stretched out her hands against the wall,
and bending her forehead to the cold stones sought to keep up thecontinuity of her thoughts.

Maurice O'Connor tobe tortured !
—

Maurice O'Connor to be puton the rack ! — these were the thoughts that kept runningthrough her disordered brain. Itseemed tor somebrief period as ifdemon voices, around and beside her, were whispering these wordsintohor earr. But there wereuo forme there, nor voices in her ears

CHAPTER XXVIII.
Manus the weaver, when he hadshut up his loom, walkedaboutdisconsolately enough. The burden of other people's troubles seemed

to comeand rest on his shoulders, buthe did not complain nor eventhink of that. He wasunder many obligations to the gentle girlwho now sought aid aad assistance at his hands, and the generous
heart in his dwarfed body wa3 too large to permit him to give a
thought to the trouble it put upon him. On the contrary his first
intention was to go straight to the ship, where it was anchored— but
then came the question,what should he do when he got there1

Thiß was a question to which no proper answerpresented itself,
and he walked around and around the silent streets pondering the
matter over. But for a long time bis fertile brain could evolvenoproject at all feasible likely to be successful.

Suddenly he thought for a moment, stopped, scratched his ear,
walked again, again stopped, paused,and pondered,and finallyendedby flinging his cap high in the air, caught it again, danced a few
steps, and, after this series of impulsivemovements, hurried off on
some further movement, carefully counting the few gold coins in the
bottom of his pocket, ashe did so, with the tips of his fingers.His first visit was to a druggist's, where he purchased a con-siderable quantity of powders of a certain kind; his next to avintner's, wherehe secured a email cask of brandy. This latter he
coided so that whilst thebuDg could be easily opened,it wasnextto impossible that, whilst strappedon his back, itcould come out by
accident.

Waking one excuseor another for bis purchasehe hurried on his
way through, the gates of the city. He had littledifficulty inpassing,
for he was wellknown to the guards— there was scarcely one in the
city who wasnot cognisant of the appearance of the little Flemish
bunch-back weaverand his singular dwelling place." Weil, Manus, where are yougoing this hour of the night, andwhat is that you are carrying ?""Hush-sh-sh I" said Manus, with amanner whichmight be taken
as halt joke and whole earnest.

"Don't spake too loud. Its flax I'mtakin'down to the marshes to steep.""
Flax! lisa queer hour to go to do that,Manus, isn't it?" askedthe officer somewhat incredulously."Quarehour. Avoch man,what arc you thinkin1 ov ? There

is no otber time to go to the marshes in the swamp, forby the
Btbrollers from the bailey fijlds 'ud see me an" saiza 'em for 'em-
selves. It must be well steeped m the Bunialough, 'an good
hempen rope mcd out iv id. An' there's no time to be lost. Not aminit "

" What— what news, Manus ?
"

asked the officer with soma
interest.

"Why, Manus ? What's all the haste for, and why do you wantsuch good material ?" asked the officer, gaily. "You're not going to
bang yourself,Ihope."

11Tut, tut, gossoon. Don't speakof these things, but listen to me— hearken to me! There's great news, aod rope enough '11 be soonwantin'. Great news 1"

"
The siege of Tredath is raised I" said Manus, insolemn confi-dence, "an1 Sir Pbelim isdhraggin' his guns as fast aahe can towardsthe North."" What!— No 1" cried the other,in great surprise." Thrue as the arch ov the gate is over your head

—
thrue as the

marshes are afore you. An' theLeinster mej '11 be comin' nigh thiswayafore mornin'. OhI there'll be hangins all over the land, an'
stout ropes '11be wantin' for rebelnecks 1"" Morepower to you, Manus ! If that's true, it's thebeat news
Iheard for many a day. Away with you and steep the flax, the
sooner the rope is ready the better. Butstay a moment !"" No, no,Ican't," said Manus. "

It's no time for talkin'. An1

look here! May be 'twould be as well for you to keep the gates
locked. There'll be quare parties marchin' by here in the dark
afore mornin', an' fox js couldn't creep by as stealthy an' as soft ;so
there's do knowing what mighthappen;an'keep theiron bars atuneyou an' the could air outside."

With which injunction, falling on earsnot tooslow tobelieve or
follow it, Manus hurried out with thenight,passed down the scrubby
commons, now known as College Greea, the only soli tary occupants
of which were two bulls chained to strongupright posts, to beworried
aad baited by fierce mastiffs on the morrow— a sport in which the
citizens in less troblesome times hugely delighted, and which, eveu
now, they could not wholly forego, the scene of operation being so
free from dauger and quite beside the city gates;thence afterwards
along the marshes whereon Merrion square and its surroundings
now siaud to tho mouth of thy river, where the vessel was anchored,
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it was only the excitement of her thoughtsburning these words in

letters of fire into her brain.
Maurice O'Connor tobe tortured— at onceshe pictured theform

stretched inagony on the rack, the tortured joints, the dew-dropsofpain exuding from the forehead, the froth from the mouth, the eyesglassy andstony, the lips blue, the
The picture set her braia,heart, and blood afire:called back allher strength and more;called up indeed such strengthof frame and

force of will as had never moved her sleuder form before; and
almostunconscious of what she wasdoing, she spedacross the hall,
opened the door, closed it softly after her,and wholly inattentive tothe surroundings, unconscious tha'house or street,or castle or battle-
ment were around her, sentient only to the one loved figure, aprisonerou ship-board,and the terrible fate that awaired him, flew through
the streets, passed the armed guards at the gates, and was awaythrough the bye-paths and lanes that existed where now Merrionsquare and that portionof the city extends,and thruogh the swampa
that covered it. wholly unaware that her thin dress was insufficient
against the cold air blowing over the swampy low reaches thatformed
the mouth of the river and, indeed,no*- caring. Only one thing was
present to her mmd

—
the anchored ship;only one form therein

—
her

lover;only one scene surrounded all
—

the tortureroom andits con-
comitant horrors.

Meantime, Carrie Mordaunt,her heartbeating so violently inherbreast that itsometimes produced anattackof suffocation and stoppedher breathing,hurried homewards,her heavywoollen cloak effectually
disguisiDg her and preventing recognition.

Arrived there, she had time to change her dress and proceed to-wards the drawing-room;but, coming near to the openeddoor,sheheard voices inside,anda name— thename was thatuppermost inher
thoughts— falling on her ear, she paused to listen." The questionis this," said one,whose voice she knew to bethatof Sir Richard Borlasp, oneof the two lord'sdeputies then paramountin the governmentof Ireland—" la it not batter tohang him at once,and put,forth thenecessary statement required inEngland ? Therewill then be no chance of contradiction."

"T differ inopinion,Sir Richard,"said Sir Charles Coote. "Ishould extract the informationfromhim on the rack. Torture is thethingneedful. What say you, Raymond ?"
''I will notventure an opinion,or, if 1did, it would be that heshould be regularly tried for rebellion for having been found witharms inhis hand?. Itwould be a warning to all others, and wouldsaveappearances. The rigid carrying out of the law would have abetter effect in England than more summary and drastic measures.Irish lords would tee

'" Irish lords will see, by theheaven above me, that there is nomercy for those who fall into ourhands1
" interruptedCoote in aburst of passion. "IfIhad my will Ishould stretch them on therack until their joints burst and their bones cameasunder— or,if not,

Ishould break their limbs with the headsman'shammer I"The listener Bhuddered as she heard these words."
Belter not say that elsewhere," said Borlase. "

Much has beensaid already of expressions that droppedat the council table. Wordsaresometimes more dangerous than acts. Kill and lay waste,butalways deploreoutwardly thehardnecessity that makes it imperative.That is the policy now-a-days— the wisest policy. Itdoes not meanto spare "

"Possible ?" iterated the ferocious Coote," perfectly possible. Ishould, if Iwere allowed free will
"

25


