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Mesantime, Uarrie Mordannt, her heart beating =0 violently in her
breast that 1t sometimes produced an attack of soffocation and stopped
ker breathing, burried homewards, her heavy woollen cloak effectually
disguising her acd preventing recognition.

Arrived there, she bad time to change her dress and proceed fo-
wards the drawing-room ; but, coming near to the opened door, she
heard voices inside, and & name—the name was that vppermost in her
thoughts—falling on ber ear, she pansed to listen,

" The questicn ig this,” eaid one, whose voice she knew to be that
of Bir Ricbard Borlase, one of the two lord’s depnties then paramonnt
in the government of Ireland— Is it mot better to hang bim at onee,
and pur forth the necessary statement required in Eogland? There
will then be no chsnce of contradiclion.”

' T differ in opinion, Bir Richard,” said Bir Charles Coote, I
should extract the information from him on the rack, Torture is the
thing needful, Wbat say you, Raymond 7"

*“ 1 wiil not venture an cpinion, or, if 1 did, it would be that he
should be regulsrly tried for rebellion for having been found with
arma in his hande. It would be a warning to all others, and would
eave appearacces, The rigid carrying out of the law would have a
better effect in England 1:an more summary and drastic messures,
Irish lords would rce—- "

* Irigh lords will see, by the heaven above me, that there is no
mercy for those who fall into our hands | " interrupted Coote, in a
burat of passion. *“If I had my will I sheuld atretch them on the
rack unil their joints burst and their bones came asander—or, if not,
1 should break their limbs with the headsman's hammer '

The listeper shuddered as she heard these words,

** Better not aay that elsewhere,” szid Borlase. * Much bas been
said already of expressions that dropped at the council table. Words
are sometimes more dengercus than acts. Kill und lay waste, but
always deplore outwardly the hard necessity that makes it imperative.
That is the policy now-a-days—the wisest policy. It does not mean
to spare—"

** Bpare!” cried Coote. “8pare! There shall not be a hound
of Irish bisth left in the land, nor Papist dog to pollute the soil—not
one!”

“ They are a prolific race, and grow again rapidly,” said Borlase,
smiling. “If you mow the heads off the shoulders of their ords and
secure their broad esiates I fancy you will have done enpogh for the
present, Kxtermination, if pessible, were the wisest plap, but—is it
possible

* Possible I iterated the ferocious Coote, perfectly possible, I
should, if I were allowed free will—"

The listener put ber bands to her ears, A coarse and savage
expression, indicative of bow he wonld prevent ferther grawth or
existence of the Irish race, came on her hearing, and ahe turned aside
in disguat acd fright, It was a statement long to be remembered in
Irish bistory,and nothing more demoniacal, perhaps, ever panssed from
homan lips,

Carrie Mordaant wag inexpressibly shocked, and sought to close
her ears to the expression, but the issuss of the conversation were
too tremenduus for even maidenly modesty to bar the way to bear-
ing it,

** Well, gentlemea, said her brother, ** to what econclusion do you
come! Further discussion is waste of time, and there i8 much bus:-
nes: to be dooe.”

“ T vote for the confession,” sail ome who bad not spoken yet :
* the rack will bring 1t forth, It ean be had before witnesses, With
that, the king's power, if oot his head, will surely fall,”

"1 vote similariy,” said Cucte. *'1 donot forget {hat the secoun-
drel’s hand placed this mark here™ poiating to his forehead, which
8till bore the marks of the escaping prisoner's blow.

“You are not forgiving enough-—you will not adopt the Berip-
turs) plan of dealing with an enemy,” sa1d Borlase, in ironical rebuke,
whic‘h set all a-laughing—* If thine enemy smite thee on one cheek

“ How do you propose it shall be done ! " asked the secretary of
the ¢ouncil, who appeared to be noting down their resolutions,

“ Bend & guard of scldiers to bring him hither, let him be heavily
ironed, and placed in dungeons until to-morrow, To prevent {raitorous
hand from setting bim free, as before, ses that trusty saldiers are
placed in the cell with him—1they will keep bim agreeable company,”
replied Sir Kichard Borlase, with a cymcal smile, which meaant a great
deal, ‘*Who ahzl! see that he is brought safely hither—you, Coote 7™

‘No, 1 have other work to perform. Bat it must be done by
carefnl band, There must be no mistake this time,” said Coote. *“ He
is of more importauce to our purposes than a dozen other of theic
cbbifeis. I think you bad better go, Raymond. You bhave met him

efore,”

‘If you wish it,” said the gecretary with some reluctance,

“Yes. Yon had better discharge the duty,"” said Borlase. It
is too important to be committed to other hands.”

* And prithee, Raymond, do not let the aoldiers-they love a Papist
rebel, you know—show him too many marks of affection on the way,”
said Borlage, gaily,

“Nor let them press tis march too fast with tha points of
their bayoaets or the butt-ends of their muskets,”” added Coote signi.
ficantly.

It was but with indifferent humour that it struck the ears of the
listening girl, as they concluded tbeir discassion on the subject, and
addressed themselves to other matters,

¢ The necessity of hearing what they said kept her strength up
during the discussion ; but now that 1t was over and s repult arrived
at, she felt her strength goiag and the sight leaving her eyes, To
prevent berself falling she stretched out her hands against the wall,
and bendiog her forehead to the cold stones sought to keep up the
continuity of her thoughts,

Mauarice O'Connor to be tortured | —Maurice O'Connor to be put
on the rack!-— these were the thovghts that kept rooning
through her disordered hrain, 1t seemed tor some brief period as f
demon voices, around aad beside her, were whisperiag these words
into her care, Bl there were wo forme there, nor voicea 1o her ears

—it waa only the excitement of her thoughts burning these words in
letters of fire into ber brain,

Maurice O’Conrnor to be tortured —at once she pictured the form
a‘retched 10 agony on the rack, the tortared joints, the dew-draps of
pain exudiny from the forehead, the froth from the mouth, the eyes
glassy sod stony, the Jips blus, the—

The picture set her braio, heart, and blood afire: called back all
ber strength and more ; called up indeed such strength of frame and
foree of will as had never moved ber slender form be fore ; and
slmost unconscious of what she was doing, she sped across the hall,
opened the dooy, closed it softly after her, and whelly ipattentive to
the surroundings, unconscious thar house or street, or castle or battle-
ment were around her, sentient only te the one loved figure, & prisoner
ou ehip-board, and the terrible fate that awaited bim, ffew throngh
the streets, paersed the armed guarde at the gates, and was away
through the bye-paths and fanes that existed where now Merrion
equare and that portion of the city extends, and thruogh the swamps
that covered it, wholly nnaware that her thin dress was insufficient
against the cold air blowng over the swampy low reacnes that formed
the mouth of the river and, indeed, not caring, Qoly one thing wae
present to her mind—the anchored ship ; only one form therein—her
lover ; only one scene surroznded all—the torture room and ite con -
comitant horrors,

—_—

CHAPTER XXVIII

Manus the weavar, when be had shut up his loom, walked about
disconsoiately enough.  The burden of other people's troubles seemed
to come and rest on his shoulders, bet be did not complain nor even
think of tbat, He was uoder many obligations to the gentls girl
who now sought aid and assistance at bis hands, and the generons
beart in his dwarfed body was too larze to permit him to give a
thought to the trouble it put upoa him. On the centrary his firat
intention was to go straizht to the ship, where it was anchored —but
then came the question, what should he do when he got there !

This was & question to which no proper answer presented itself,
and he walked around and around the silent streets pondering the
matter over. But for a long time bia fertile brain could evolve no
project at all teasibla likely to be suceessful.

Suddealy he thought for a moment, stopped, scratched his ear,
walked again, again stopped, paused, and pondered, and finally ended
by flingiag his cap high in the air, caught it again, danced a few
gteps, and, after this series of impulsive movements, hurried off on
some further movement, carefully connting the few gold coins in the
bottowm of his pocker, as ke did a0, 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 a
viatner's, where he secured s small cask of brandy, This latter he
corded so that whilst the baog could be easily cpened, it was next
ta impossible that, whilat strapped on his back, it could come cut by
accident,

Making ane excuse or another for his purcbase he hutried on his
way through the gates of thecity. He had little diffenlty in paseing,
fur he was wel! known to the guards—thera was scarcely one in the
city who was not cognizant of the appearasce of the little Flemisb
bunch-back weaver and his singular dwelling place.

" Weil, Manus, whera are you going this hour of the night, and
what is that you are carrying 1"

“Hush-sh-sb I said Manus, with a manner which might be teken
as hal! joke and whole earnest, * Don’tspake too loud, 019 flax I'm
takin’ down to the marshes to steep,”

“Flax ! liga queer hour to go todo that, Manus, isn’t it?" asked
the officer somewhat increduloualy.

** Quare hour. Avoch man, what are you thinkin’ ov? There
is no otber time to go to the marshes in the swamp, forby the
sthrollers from the barley fi:lds 'od sce me 8a sawzs ‘em for 'em-
gelves. It must be well stesped in the Bunialough, ‘'an good
bempen rope med ourt jvid. An’ihere’s no time to be lost. Not a
minit ”

“ Wky, Maous? What's all the haste for, and why do you want
such good material 7" asked the ofticer, gaily. ‘' You're not going to
hang yourself, I hope.”

*Tat, tut, gossoon., Don't gpeak of these things, but listen to me
—bearken to me! There's great news, and rope enongh 'il be soon
wantio'. Great news !”

* What—what news, Manus?”
interest.

* The siege of Tredath is raised |” said Manus, in solemn confi-
dence, “an’ Sir Phelim is dhraggin' his guns as fast as be ¢an towards
the North."

“ What!—No |” cried (be other, 1n great surprise,

‘ Thrue aa the arch ov the gate 18 over your head—thrue as the
marshes are afore you., An’ the Leinster meu ’)l be comin' nigh this
way afore mornin’. Ok | there’ll be hanginsall over ths land, ao’
stout ropes '\l be wantin’' for rebel necks

% More power to you, Manus ! If that’s true, it's the best news
I henrd for many a day. Away with you apd steep the flax, the
soouer the rope1s ready the better. But stay a mowment |”

Y No, no, Y can't,” said Manus, * It's no time for talkin’. An’
lock here! May be ‘twould be as well for you to keep the gates
locked, There’ll be quare parties marchin’ by bere in the dark
afore mornin’, an’ fox-s conldn’t creep by as steslthy an’ as goft ; 80
there's vo kaowing what might happen ; an' keep tbe iron bars atune
you an’ the could air cutside.”

With which injunction, fallinz on ears not too slow to believe or
foliow it, Manus hurried out with the night, passed down the serubby
commong, Bow known as Colleze Green, the only snli tary occupents
of which were two bulls chained to strong upright posts, 1o be worried
aed bated by tirrce maatiffs en the morrow —a sport in which the
eitizens in less troblesome times hugely delighted, and which, even
now, they could not whally forego, the scane of operation being so
Iree from danger and ¢uite beside the city gates ; thenmce aftarwards
along the marshes whereun Merrion square and 1ts surroundings
now stand 1o the wonth of the river, where the vessel was anchored.

agked the officer with soma



