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. At Dungarvan geven Irish fishing boats cacght 260 mease
which gold at from 153 to 363 6d per meagse, which may be considerad
fair prices.

The Sherifi and one hundred policemen proceeded to the farm
of Pierce Henuebery, at Mount Bolton, near Waterford, recently,
for the purposs of evicting him, Finding the house strongly batri-
caded, the bailiffs bogan to smash in doors and windows, While
20 eugaged bottles and other missiles wera thrown at them, The
police were orderad to oloss in and storm the hounse, which they did
after vigorous resistance, Some arrests weore made and the prisoners
were sent to gaol,

e —

THE BANSHEE'S WARNING: A STORY OF
THE IRISH BREBELLION OF 1641,

————

(By JaMEs MURPHY, Acthor of “The Forge of Clobogue,” “ The
Cross of Glencarrig, atc., etc.)

OHAPTER XXVIL—( Continued.)

Pale, distraught, with torn dress in which the burs and brambles
caught in her thorny way were stuck, and boots which the mud of
the river covered cloggingly—as great & contrast as well could be
to the handsome, elagant, graceful girl that glided across the draw.
ing rtI)om of her brother’s honse, Carrie Mordaunt stoocd before
them

* Maurice !—Manrica O’Connor |
in the moment of entering.

“My God!" cried the astonished prisoner, believing some
strange change had come over his eyes, ealling up visions asd ap-
paritiors, “ What—who is this? Not—no, it couido't ba | Yes, it
is, Carrie—Carrie Mordeunt ! In the pame of all that's wonderfal
how came you here !

The bunds that tied him had bean otly halt out through by the
weaver ; but he barst them in twain by the excitement of the moment
snd elipping qoickly over, caught her in his arma,

It was bat little wonder that be at first dombted her actual
resence, The marshes that surrounded the mouth of the river
ifluy were notorious to sailore the world over for the eerie and

uncouth things seen in them, Airy ships, manned by the ghosts of
the dead and drowned, came out of the ewampa and tall balirushes
and glided over the waters ; masts and spars, with dead and drown-
ing men clinging to them, appeared off the entrancs to the river, the
latrer vigorously signailing for help; but, wheo handas aager to save
life pulled the lusty oare thereto, behold | nothing save the swollen
frame of a dead dog with a long rope attached to it was to be seeq !
Marching sailors, bearing the coffin of & deceased messmate, repeat-
edly emerged from no-one knew where, and walking across ihe
awampy lands, ove and sll disappeared into the ges. In the fall of
the eve, atrange barques, coricusly rigged aod of gquaint and out.
landish form, were seen salling inwards, were beard casting anchor,
and making all apparent preparations for a long stay ; but, when
daylight came and men looked eagerly for 1hem, behold | the strange
craft bad vanished. In the haze of & summer eve, people bad hzen
knowao to say they had scen galleys, triremes, such as were ugsd in
the days of Aleiiades and Xorxes, engaged in battle outside the
barbour, and could hear the rattie and swish of the long tiers of oars
as they moved io the rowlocks, or dipped in the sea, Two thousand
years had passed over since vessels of their build had floated on the
water, And, in the moaning midnight, the chantizg of scameun's
voiced for & drowned comrade—most lugnbrious and distresmng of
all known chsunta—was frequently heard to come from the neigh.
bourhood, woereof the moraing light when it came, revealed no
canse.

8uch and such like were the rumonrs carrent among sailors on
all seas, and such and eunch like were among the strongest beliefs of
the good people of the metropolis, Nothing but dire necessity
would bring a golitary person along these marshes after dark, nothing
but the power of overwhelming excitement could strengthen the fail-
ing nerves of a weak girl and make her dare these terrors ; or—the
foree and fervour of all-sustaining love t

It would bave been little wonder if Maurice had failed to Te-
cognise her, her appearance was so much altered. But the look of
love and delight that Hoated from her eyes wher she looked on his
face and heard bis voice gave evidence to bis gmick eyes of her
bodily presence ; and 45 these were rapidly replaced by a look of
intenss fear and effright on her whole face, Maurice, seeing bow much
protection seemed necessary to her, clasped her in bis arms. Her
form trembled in his embrace, aod the dark tresses, moist with dew
and marab-fog and vapours, felt wet and cold against his cheek,

“Carriel Carrie!” ha cried, “beloved of my soni! dearest to
me of ali on 'his wide earth —what brought you here?! What came
you here for? "

For the instant it struck him that possibly ber mind had grown
overturned with tue excitement surrounding hsr,

* Carrie, Carrie, it was more than your life was warth to tempt
the rough ways and dangers of & journey from the city here. You
are wet, and cold, and shivering, and there 13 no one here to tend
you! Bpeak, Carrie darling | Speak, and let ma hoar your voice,"

For a brief second she lay trembiing and panting in his arms,

* Maunice, fly t iy | Don't stay ! Fly | Don't stay a second, if
you love me—aob, my God 1"

She conld get no further, The excitement and love whick had
borna ber thue far, all ato.ce failed her, fainting in his arms,

“Heaven | What does all this mean? What cas have bappened
fibe pt?)'t‘nr gird I asked ‘Maurice, in great perpiexity., * What can be

oPy

* Foily her advice,” said Manus, sharply, “ Sheknows what she
gays, I'll go bail, Bhedidn’t take this journey for nothin," Fly—take
taka ber advice and fly I”

* And she in thie condition ! said Maurice, abruptly,
‘While she ia here, I'll remain here. '

came pantingly from her lips

* Cortainly
oot.

“ A wilful man must bave his way,” ssid Maous in = state of
utter-desperation. * Hers, let me put this to her 1'ps, There now,
ase, she's better, Leave her to me, and go! I'll take care of her.
Go, man! I'll mind her, ao’ teod her same as if she wor a saiot
come down to us from the seventh heaven !”

Maurice, impressed by these vehemeat appeals though he wan,
could not quite make up his mind togo. The strange scene aronnd,
the faiot light, the quaint figure of the huoch-back, his face alight
with energy and impatience, the bali-swooning and dragpied girl in
his arms, her face atill beantiful bat atamped with the pais impress
of woful terror and affright ; and the low black roof of the deck over-
bead, the huge beam-sapporters, and the dim port-hnleathrough which
for a brief second, eyes aeemed to peer in ont of & pallid face, formed
altogether a scene that held him spell-bound,

* Maurice O'Connor, will you go? W.ill you fly at once?” cried
the weaver, boiling over with fury and impatiencs at his deiay,
“Don't you see she's getting better! An’ you riskin' what she
veniured her life to save! Oh my | oh my | Mus Catrie, rouse
yourself an’ bid him go.”

* Oh, Mauorice, go—~fly 1 For God's sake—{or yonrmelf, for me,
for our love—fly ! There's death, aad worse, coming—go | go! go |
—Maurice, go 1—if you love me go !"’

8truggling against her weakness, the sense of the imminence of
the danger to him, contending with her failing nerves and
frame and muscles, she mansged to get out thess words,
There was a desperation and excess of entreaty painfully manifestia
them that eould not be resisted, and Maurice, preseing hie lips ta hers
in one long, pitying, passionate kiss, let her stand alone and
togo. He bockled the sword which huog beside him to his side,
placed the pistols in his belt, placed the cavalier's bhat, with its carv-
ing featber, ox his head, and he ¢ould not go withoat once more
bestowing a tender loving farewell on the lips of his betrothed, and
then he turped with beating beart and quick steps to the door,

The faint light of the candle could not illumine the darkoess thus
far, 8o that the door stood in more or lees indistinet gloom. Whare-
fore it was that Maurice did not see, indeed 1n the number of passiag
individuale around him it was 1mpoasible that he could take time or
conecentrate his attention sufficiendy to see that a face, pallid with
compressed anger and darksoed with excessive maligaity, in which
wasset two eyes of cold and unvarying starn watchfulaess, waa
looking on at the proceedings out of the darkness of the doorway,

The apparition wag so completely hidden and unsnapected tiat
Maurice nearly struck up against it before he saw it, aad atarted back
ag if he had come into the presence of & ghost.

At the same time a cry—a cry of 1ntense agony and pain—behind
him made it palpable that otber eyea had eeen it too; and at the
moment Raymond Mordaunt stepped ont of the gloom and darkpess
and emergsd into the light, Asif he had made up bia mind what to
do, and that his determination was too settled and unmistakable to
make iteclf manifest in outward sign, hia face lost that outward look
of arger and malignity, bat retained ita intense palior, whilst nis
eyes had the cold gleam of passionless fixity of purposa woich con-
veyed more meaning than the most furious ontbursts of passion,

I see,” he said quieily, his naked sword in his hand, 18 bloe
gleam no colder thanl Lhe ligatin bis eyes. ** Aaother act of treachery !
Another traitorons relewel And ao you, my sister, were playiug ua
falee all the tima, It was you who freed the man before ; 1t was yon
that—forgetful of your mother’s blood mad your fat.er’s name, and
our uncle's death and your own position—came through the night
and the marshes, whera so.diers would even 1n numbers fear 10 go
to do me and the State a vile and treachercus wrong 7"

“Oh, Raymond, Raymond,” cried the agonised girl, throwing
hereelf at bis kuees, '‘ forgive me—foregive me—have mersy on mo ;
bat I could not help it, for indeed I love bim—I do iodeed, On,
Baymond, Raymond, forgive me and pardon me 1"

“ Rige up ! saud be with cold impassiveness, ‘It is not under
these circumatances, nor to me, you sbould koesl, Rissup, You
have shamed me, yoar blood, and yeur land ; you have wroaged
yourseil, your coantry and tuce by acts of treactery and traitorsm ;
you aresister of mine no longer ; yoo aball go back whence yon came
where you shall no longer have change te shame the bloaod that flowa
in your veins, Stand up I

The weeping and afirighted girl, acarce comprehending what he
said, did as he commanded.

“And you, too—Manus the weaver—you, too, here 1

“Why, as to that,” emd Manus coolly and firmly, * I don’t lika
{0 aee any man in prison, and——"'

“ 1 koow what you would say. I am under obligations to you
myself, Ithank you, but Ishonld not have accepted them st your
hands did I know how equaily ready you wera to serve Erignd or foe,”
* I have neither friend oor foe to serve—all are friends of mine,
| U

“ Peace, fellow, keep a quict tongue,  As for you,” he said addreses
ing Manrige, who stood listeniag to this discussion quietly, « you have
proved more thao traitor, You came inte my nhuise s guest, by
siratagem, on the eve of the " msmg"” wherein massacre and
murder were meant for us, to obtain information that might snit
you.“

# The charge is false,"” said Maurice, indignaatly,
merest chance and accident that——"

Riymond Mordaant interrupted him with a wave of his hand, and
contioved : “ You came—you, one of the leadara—ianto our house,
You came again—leave the room, sister, I have somethiog to say
that evea you, false a8 you are, should aot hear,”

" Raymond, Raymond ! ” eried the girl, who, whiter than the
whitest sheet, stood tramblingly listsning to this singular conversation,
' don't bg angry with me—don's apeak ap to me! Raymond, doa't.
I bave only done what my heart 1mpulled me (0 do,”

* Miss Mordauot shall not leave thia room,” said Maurice, in &
burat of anger, forgetting the conditions under which he was thera,
"* at your bidding or that of any other, Bhe ia yoar sister, but she is
my betrothed—my wife in all but name, She ia nearer and dearer to
me than to you, and Ishall protest while there is life laft in me."”

“ It waa the



