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fast provided for then, for FatherJohii
was sick at heart, and B1iann was so
overwhelied with grief that lie coud
not ont.

Both ot thon, however, tasted the
delicious saui, fr Michal, who hid
served under Sarstield, learned the
mysteries of the cuisine whilo camping.
And it was the very best thing, perhaps,
tiy ecould partake of.

lidding good-bye to the oId nan and
telling Iiii tit ho wouid rieurn at night-
.li, the priest, iean iig on .Brian's ari,
slowly anud sdly left the cave, for lie was
fooble and w'eak; and despite hus efforts
ta the contrary, feilt is il saine impliiend-
ing gom hung over iiim. Briai,
uiîgry and ashaied with hinself foir
having slept oa his wa tc, and feari i
of bis mothers death, was eager to pro-
coed; bu t ie attoiring gait of' uLther
John admoiinisied iniî ta curb -his
iinpaîticie aund valk as siwy as his
feeble constitution required. Th'iey iad
nlot proeeded fir froni the old abbey
when they were overtaken by old
Michael, who, kneeling dovn on the
green sward, asked the priest's bless-
ing.

" Iy, Michael," snid the priest,
kindly, " what is the maUitte vith youi
this norning ? 'he frighlt that you
got yesterduy is noL out of your heart
yet; but, thaink Gad, the chasO is over,
and wiIi scarcely be resunîed to-day,
Ior, ili they fcol as tired as I do, they
will ronain long enougi in their beds
to givme e ime ta visit the dying
womain and return ta the safe shelter o
the cave."

" I don't know how it is, Father, but
.1 doni't el it ali rigitsonichow: i hnd
drames this ino'i , and as yoididn't
hîave tiime to say .lass, why give me
yoir blessin', an' 1'il go back in pace."

Brian aso kinelt on the grouînd and
received the ioly piest's blessing.
after whicih i the-y 'esuimed their walk ta
the river, where the boat ly in readi-
ness. The sun was about two hours
high in tie heavens, and shone iii-un-
clouded lustre upon the scose Tue
lark was caroling high in air, the song
of tho tirush was hieard on every troc,
and the sweet cadences that burst froni
a thousand muîsical throats filled tue
woods and giove. vith a, flood of
douetous meiody Tho scent of the

hawthorn diffused its odor on the minor-
ing air and wintoned wit;h over'y.patss-
ing breeze, while the gaudy and brill-
ian t furz openod iLs petals ta the suniight;
presenting a cont.rast to thegreen foliago
by vhich it was su-rounded siugularily
pleasiing and grateful to ti eye. It
was ane of those lovely Suinner. morn-
ings, calmn, bright and beautiful, when
the angels seen ta i le miupan ireland,
and it looks mare of heaven than of
carth.

'Ti'hie piiest and Brian bad traversed
about half the distance between themn
and the river, which now buri-st upon
their siglht, and Brian vas in the net of
leading lis ca iòmpaIlioni ta gontLo
declivity whieh slopedc gr-aduailliy down-
wards ta the watr's edge and was car
of trocs and brush which would enable
thir progres ta bo more safe and
spcedywhen their cars ere suiddenly
saluitd by the souind of aidvanicing
horsemen at no gieat distance fromi
where they pIaused to listen. They
could not be nistlakein, i t was the regular
tramp of diiled d a arned mn. They
had often ard it beorbe, and a fearul
soinse of' danger shot through their
hicts ut on and the same inomet.

Sif' these arc Crosby's d-agoops,
Pather, and I tiiik they ai-e," exclaimed
Bim, "ou i iives are not woti a
ninuto's juirchase. .Rin 1: iun 1 If we

eni only reach the rivi- we are safo,
tI boat lies n the beach, and Fergus
is waiting ior us at the othe- side."

" I wiill do my bes, Brian; but I an
afraid that I snall never reach it alive.
My Oid liibs aro w'eakc and not suf-
iciently rsted aftoî- yeste-day's toil ta
endure inueh torture. But hark l they
a.re approacIling, J can bear the shouts,
hey sec us, and, may God fo-givo them,

they are pIlying spur and whip ta over-
Lake aid murder us."

TeiCir shouîts couild now be distinctly
heard viniging throughi the woods,
d-ovning the sang o the bird, and echa-
ing in discai-dant tles acrass the river.
3rian and the priest dashed on, but it

soon became evident ta tue young man
that the priests streigth was i fiiling
They vere now vithin fifty yards of
the river, but so enfeebled had Father
John becoio dmat it was with the .ut-
imost difliculty lio ould move a limb.
A pisti shiot fircd by the forenostof


