
Buch and such like were the rumours current among sailors onall seas, and suchand such like were among tbe strongest beliefsofthe good people of the metropolis. Nothing but dire necessitywouldbring a solitary person alongthese marshesafter dark,nothingbutthe power of overwhelmingexcitement could strengthen the fail-
ingnerves ofa weak girl and make her dare these terrors;or-theforce and fervour of all-sustaining love!

It would have been little wonder if Maurice had failed tore-cogniseher,her appearance was so much altered. Bat the look ofloveanddelight that floated from her eyes when sbe lookedon hisface and heard bis voice gave evidence to his quick eyes of herbodily presence;and as these were rapidly replaced by a look ofintense fearand affright on her whole face,Maurice,seeinghow muchprotection seemed necessary to her, clasped her in his arms Herform trembled inhis embrace,and the dark tressee, moist withdewand marsh-fog and vapours, felt wet andcold against his cheek"'
Carrie 1 Carrie I

"
he cried, "

belovedof my soul1 dearest tome of all on this wide earth-whatbrought youhere ? What cameyou here for /
For the instant itstruck him that possibly her mindhadgrown

overturned with the excitement surrounding her,"Carrie, Carrie,it was more than your life was worth to temptthe rough waysand dangers of a journey from the city here. Youare wet, andcold, andshivering, and there is no one here to tendyou! Speak,Carrie darling 1 Speak,and letme hear your voice."For a brief second she lay tremblingandpanting in his arms" Maurice, fly 1 fly 1 Dja't stay 1 Fly ! Don't stay a second, ifyou loveme— ob, my God 1"
She could getno further. Tbe excitement and love which hadborne her thus far,all ato.ice filled her, fainting in his arms."HeavenI Wbat does all this mean? What canhavehappenedthepoor girl ?" asited\Maunca, in great perplexity.

"
What can bedone?"

"Folly her advice," saidManus,sharply, '< She knows what shesays,111go bail. Shedidn't take thisiouruev fornothin ' Flv— takt»takeher adviceand fly 1"
*"

Andshe inthis condition?" saidMaurice, abruptly. "' CertainlvLot. While she is here, I'll remain here.
' y

"
A wilfulman maat have bis way," saidManus in a state of

utter-desperation. "Here,let meput this to her I'ps. Therenoir,see,ahe'a better. Leave her to me, and goI I'll take car* of her.Go,manI I'll miad her, an* tend her same as if she wora Mintcome down to as from the seventhheaven!"
Maurice,impressedby these vehement appeals though he was,

couldnot quitemake uphis mind togo. The strange scene around,
thefaiot light, thequaint figure of the hunch-back, his face alight
withenergyand impatience, the half-swooning and draggled girlin
his arms, her face still beautiful batstamped with the pale impress
of woful terrorand affright;and the low black roof of the deckover-head,thehugebeam-supporters,and thedim port-holesthrough which
forabrief second,eyesseemed topeerin out of a pallidface, formed
altogether a scene thatheld him spell-bound." Maurice O'Connor, will yougo 1 Will you fly at once?" cried
tbe weaver, boiling over with fury and impatience at his delay.
"Don't you see she's getting better? An' you riskin' what the
venturedher life to nave! Oh my loh my I Mvi Carrie,rouse
yourself an' bidhim go.""Oh, Maurice, go— flyI ForGod'ssake— for yourself, for me,
for our love

—
flyI There'sdeath, and worse,coming

—
go 1 go1 go !—

Maurice,go I
—

if youloveme go !"
Struggling against her weakness, the sense of the imminenceof

the danger to him, contending with her failing nerves and
frame and muscles, she managed to get out these words.There wasadesperationandexcessof entreaty painfully manifestia
them thatcouldnot beresisted,and Maurice, pressing his lips tohen
inone long, pitying, passionatekiss, let her standaloneand prepared
togo. Hebuckled the sword which hung beside him to bis aide,
placed tbepistols inhis belt,placed the cavalier's hat, withitscarv-
ing feather,on his head, and be could not go withont once more
bestowinga tender loving farewell on the lips of his betrothed, and
then he turned with beating heart andquick steps to the door.

The faint light of the candle couldnot illumine thedarknessthusfar, so that the door stoodin more or less indistinct gloom. Where-
fore it was that Maurice didnotsee, indeed inthenumber of passing
individuals around himit was impossible that he could take time or
concentrate his attentionsufficiently to Bee that a face, pallid with
compressedangeranddarkened with excessive malignity, in whichwasset two eyes of cold and unvarying stern watchfalness, was
lookingon at the proceedings outof the darkness of the doorway.

The apparition was so completelyhidden and unsuspectedthat
Maurice nearlystruck upagainst itbefore he saw it,andstartedback
as if he had comeinto thepresence of a ghost.

At the same time a cry
—

acryof intenseagonyandpain
—

behind
him made itpalpablethat other eyes had seen it too;and at the
moment Raymond Mordauntsteppedout of the gloom and darknessandemerged into the light. Asif he had madeup his mind whattodo, and that his determination was toosettled and unmistakable to
make itself manifest in outward sign, his face lost thatoutward look
of arger and malignity, but retained its intense pallor, whilst nis
eyeshad the cold gleam of passionlessfixity of purpose wnicb con*
veyed moremeaning thanthe most,furious outbursts of passion."
IBee," he said quietly, bis naked sword in his hand, itsblue

gleamnocolderthan the lightinhis eyes. "
Another actof treacheryI

Another traitorousrele iseI And so you, my sister, were playiugus
false all the time. Itwas you whofreed theman before ;it was you
that— forgetful of yourmother's blood and your fataer'a name, and
our uncle's death and y<mr own position— came through the night
and themarshes, where soldiers wouldeven in numbers fear to go
to do me and the State a vile and treacherous wrong ?"

"Oh, Raymond, Raymond," cried the agonised girl, throwing
herself at bis knees," forgiveme

—
fjregiveme

—
have mercy on me;batIcouldnot help it, for indeed Ilove aim— l do indeed. Oh,

Raymond,Raymond, (orgiveme andpardonme I""Rise up 1" said he with coldimpassiveness. "It is not under
these circumstances,nor to me, you sbould kneel. Rise up. You
bava shamed me, your blood, and your land;you havo wronged
yourself, your country and raceby acts of treachery and traitorism;
you aresister of mine no longer ;youshall goback whenceyoucame
where youshall nolonger have chance to shame the blood that flows
inyour veins. Standup 1"

Tbe weeping andaffrightedgirl, scarce comprehendingwhat hesaid, didas he commanded.
"And you,too— Manu& the weaver

—
you,too,here?""

Why, as to that," said Manus coolly and firmly, "
Idon't like

to see any maninprison,and
""Iknow what you wouldsay. lam under obligations to youmyself. Ithank you,butIshould not have accepted them at your

hands didIknow how equally ready you wereto serve friendor foe.""
Ihaveneither friendnor foe to serve— all are friends of mine.

"The charge ia false," said Maurice, indignantly. "It was the
merestchance andaccident that

— — "

"Peace,fellow, keepaquiettongue. As for you,"he saidaddress*ingMaurice, who stood listeningto this discusjionquietly," youhave
provedmore than traitor. You came into my tioisa a guesc, by
stratagem, on the eve of the "'

rising
"

wherein massacre 'andmurder were meant for us, to obtain information that might suityou."

Raymond Mordaunt interruptedhim witha waveof his haad,andcontinued:"Youcame— you, one of the leaders— into our house.Youcame again
—

leaveihe room, sister, Ihave something to say
that even you, false asyou are, should not hear.""

Raymond, Raymond I
"

cried the girl, who, whiter than thewhitestsheet,stood tremblingly listening to this singular conversation,"
don'tbe angry with me

—
don't apeak so to me1 Raymond,doa't!Ihaveonly done what my heart impelled me io do.""Mies Mordauotshall not leave this room," said Maurice, ina

burst of anger, forgetting theconditions under which he was there,
"atyourbiddingor that ofany other. She is your sister, but she ismy betrothed

—
my wife in allbut name. She is neareranddearer tome than to you,andIshall protestwhile there is life loft iame."
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At Dnngarvan seven Irish filing boats carght 260 measewhichsold at from 15s to36s 6d permease, whichmaybe considered
The Sheriff and one hundred policemen proceeded to the farm

of Fierce Hennebery, at Mount Bolton, near Waterford, recently,jSt?ulp^,°J ev>ictin8 aim. Finding tbehouse strongly barri-caded, tne bailiffs began to smash in doors and windows. Whileso engaged bottles and other missiles were thrown at them. Thepolice wereordered toclose iv andstorm the house, which they didaltervigorous resistance. Some arrests weremade and the prisonerswere sent togaol.

THE BANSHEE'S WARNING : A STORY OFTHE IRISH REBELLION OF 1641.

(By Jambs Murphy, Author of "The Forge of Clohogue," "TheCross of Glencarrig, etc.,etc.)

CHAPTER XXVll.— (Continued.)
Pale, distraught, with torn dress in which theburs andbramblescaught in her thorny way were stuck, and boots which the mud ofthe river coveredcloggingly— as great a contrast as well could betothehandsome, elegant, graceful girl that glided across the draw-ing room of her brother's house, Carrie Mordaunt stood beforethem!"Maurice I— MauriceO'ConnorI

"
camepantingly from her lips

in the moment of entering.
"My God!

"
cried the astonished prisoner, believing somestrange change had come over his eyes,calling up visionsand ap-paritioDS. " What— whois this? Not— no, it couldn't be I Yes itis. Carrie— CarrieMordaunt! In thecame of all that's wonderfulhow came you here ?
"

The bondsthat tiedhim had been oelj- half cat through by theweaver;buthe burnt themin twain by theexcitementof themomentand slipping quickly over, caught her in his arms.
It was but little wonder that he at first doubted her actualpresence. The marshes that surrounded the mouth of the riverLiffey were notorious to sailors the world over for the eerie anduncouth things seen in them. Airy ships, manned by the ghosts ofthedeadand drowned, cameout of the swamps and tall bullrushesandglided over the waters;mastsand spars, with dead and drown-ingmenclinging to them,appearedoff the entrance to the river thelatter vigorously signalling for help;but, whea hands eager tosavehfe pulled the lusty oars thereto, behold Inothing save the swollenframe ofadead dog with a long rope attached to it was to be seen!Marching sailors, bearing the coffia of a deceased messmate, repeat-edly emerged from no-one knew where, and walking across theswampylands, one and all disappeared into the se*. In the fall oftheeve, strange barques, curiously rigged and of quaint and out-landish form, were seen sailing inwards, were beard casting anchorandmaking all apparent preparations for a long stay ;but whendaylight came and men looked eagerly for them, behold1 the strangecrafthad vanished. In the haze of a summer eve, peoplehad b^enknown to aay they had s^engalleys, triremes, such as wereused inthe days of Alcibiades and Xerxee, engaged in battle outside theharbour, andcould hear the rattle andswish of the long tiers of oarsas they movediv the rowlocks, or dippedin the sea. Two thousandyears had passed oversince vessels of their build had floated on thewater. And, m the moaning midnight, the chanting of seamen's

voices for a drowned comrade— most lugubrious and distressingofall known chaunts— was frequently heard to come from the neigh-bourhood, whereof the morning light when it came, revealed nocause.
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