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King of Medicines

Scrofulous Humor—A Cure
“ Almost Miraculous,”’

“When 1 was 14 years of age I had a severe
sttack of rheumatism, and after I recovered
had to o on crutches, A year later, serofula,
in the form.of white swellings, appeared on
various parts of my body, and for 11 years I
was an invalid, being confined to my bed 6
years. In that time ten or eleven sores ap-
peared and broke, causing me great pain and
suffering. 1 feared I never should get well.

“ Early in 1886 I went to Chicago to visita
slster, but was confined to my bed mostof the
time I was there. In July I read a book, ‘A
Day with a Circus,’ in which were statements
of cures by Hood's Sarsaparilla. T was so im-
P 1 with the of this medicine that
1 decided to try it. T'o my great gratification
the sores soon decreased and I begaa to feel
better, and in a short time I was up and
out of doors. I continued to take Hood’s Sar-
saparilia for about a year, when, having used
six bottles, T had become so fully released
from the discase that I went to work for the
Flint & Walling Mig. Co., and since then

MAVE NOT LOST A BINGLE DAY

on account of sickness, I believe the disease
is expelled from my system, I always fecl wel,
am In good spirits and have a good appetite.
1 am now 27 years of age and can walk as
well as any one, except that one limb is a little
ghorter than the other, owing to the loss of
bone, and the sores formerly on my right leg.
To my friends my recovery scems almost
miraculous, and 1 think Hood’s Sarsaparilla
fs the king of medicines.” WILLIAM A.
LEHR, 9 E. Rallroad St., Kendallville, Ind.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Bold by all druggists. 81; six for £5. Preparedonly
by C.1. HOOD & CO., Apothecaries, Lowell, Mass.

100 Doscs Cne Dollar

EDUCATIONAL.

S'r. JOSEP
the dir
Names of J

‘s ACADEMY. — UNDER
ion ot the Sisters of the Holy
us and Mary, Amherstburg,
Ont. 'This educational establishment hizhly
recommends itself to tk (avor of parents
anxious to give to theirdaughters a solid and
useful education. The scholastic year, com-
prising ten months, opens at the beginning
of September and closes in July. ‘Terms
(half yearly in advance): Board and tuition,
per annum, $70; music and use of piano, $31;
drawing and painting, $15; bed and bedding,
$10; washing, 12, For further information
apply to the Sister Superior.

ASHITMI'TI!)N COLLEGE, SANDWICH
Ont.—The studies embrace the Classica
and Commercial courses. Terms, including
all ordinary expenses, 8150 por annum. For
gxll p;u‘ll(%uluru apply to REv. D. CUSHING,
S 8. B,

ST. JEROME'S COLLEGE,
BERLIN, ONT.
Complete Classical, Philosophi
Co ercinl Coursis,
And Shorthand and Typewriting.
For further particulars apply to
REV. THEO. S8PETZ, President.

S’l‘. MICHAEL'S COLLEGE, TORONTO,
Ont.—In_ aftillation with Toronto Uni-
versity. Under the patronago of His Grace
the Archbishop ol Toronto, and directed by
the Basilian Fathers., Fuall classical, selen-
tifle and commercial courses. Special courses
for students preparing for University matrie-
ulation and non - professional certificates,
Terms, when paild in advance: Board and
tuition, $150 per year; hall boarders, §¥75;
day pupils, 2% For further particulars ap hly
to REV. J. R. TEEFY, I‘ru.~ldm|{.

”
ST. BONAVENTURE'S COLLEGE,
ST. JOHN'S, Nfld,

Under care of the Irish Christian Brothers,

This College affords, at moderate expense,
exeellont  advantages to stodents. The
healthiness of its situation, the equipment
of the Schools and the genceral furnishing of
the « blishment leave nothing to be de-
slred for the comfort and improvement of
the puuils.

Three Courses — Preparatory, Commereial
and Matricalation (London University .

Terms—Day pupil 12, $15, ete., per an-
num, aecording to el Boarders, $160 per
anoum,

Prospectuses and
application to

AU AN T A 1 (N 1 / A/
FACTS THE PUBLIC SHOULD KNOW
*Bollovillo Business College
Is the largest, most substantial, best equip-
ped and the bestin every particular of all
the business colleges in Canada, and I have
ingpected them all,” was the remark made
reeentiy by a prominent representative of

one of thel t corporations in Canada.
The Cireulars of this IFamous Business
College ean be obtained frec by writing for

further particular

Lo SLATTE

samo 1o

Bellevilie  Business College,

BELLEVILLE, ONT.

- rockville .r‘lmrl )UII“IVI taught
)y mail. New sys-

3 te Tnec led s
[ -] uSlneSS e L‘“\l ¢ “,-‘\nl-‘tlli:lul :l)lhllr(‘
wractice, Tor E
[ ] College llll""l"l‘-lh‘. h\v.ntll nl‘u;

~~AND— particulars,
SHORTHAND gAY &
INSTITUTE.

- WORTHERK 77
(G tederddegege”

QWEN BOUND, ONTARIO,
Is the Very BDest Pluce in C fa to get a Thorough
Business Education,

TARE ) m y und visit a'l other Ruei
IAkE A RouNp TRIP {0 6 i don
nmvzml Deprertments in Canada, then visit the Northern
Busine's odegon; oxamine evor.thing thoroughly I we
fail to produce the most thorough completo, practica)l and
extensive eourso of stady ; tha best col premises and the
ture and

cCORD,
Principals.

”

ouncoment, giving fud particn!;
©. A, FLKMING, Principal,

PROFESSIONAL.

HARLES J. McCABE, B.A.,, BARRIS-
TER, Solicitor, Conveyancer, etc., 69
Adelaide street east, Toronto.

OST & HOLMES, ARUHITECTS,—OMces
Rooms 28 and 29 Manning House, King
street wesf, Toronto. Also in the Gerrie
Block, Whitbhy.
A. '\ PosT, R A A. W. HoLMES.

Dl{. HANAV y SURGEON TO “D”
R 1 School of Infantry. Office and
residence, 389 Burwell street, second door
from Dundas,

OVE & DIGNAN, BARRISTERS, ETC.,
418 Talbot street, London. Private funds
to loan.
FRANCIS LOVE. R. H. DiaMAN.
R, WOODRUFF, No. I8 QUEEN'S AVE.
Defective vislon, impaired hearing,
asal catarrh and troublesome throats. Eyes
pated, elasser adjusted. Hours, 12to 4,

Royal Canadian Ins. Co'y.
FIRE AND MARINE.
G. W. DANKS, Agent,

No. 8 Masonic Temple fLondon, Ont,

GEORGE C. DAVIS, Dentist.
Office, Dundas street, fonr doors east
Richmond. Vitalized sir mlndll(l‘l‘s“lcll::lt l'gl'
the painless extraction of teeth.

Our Lady's Presentation.
BY WILLIAM D, KELLY.
How blithely must her childish feet have

Th rrrm“l.a le in their eagerness to win
el
A reafugn';rom the wicked world of sin,
Tho' all the tempter's wiles on her were lost !
Encircling her about, a white-winged host
Of guardian angels hovered ; and her kin
Was he, the priest, who bade her enter in ;
Herself the dwelling of the Holy Ghost.

here can lips find language to portray
A%‘i: w.brnedroul l:vorkl of grace within her
ught,
Or ;)rr‘:lnuu‘) speak the happiness she felt,
As wlld’lnu‘tlhun hE{ mald'ni::! Bn:lr:o.u‘;?nyt'
)| sanctuar, "
n,lime's'!tcx;nmunlon ¥vlth her God she dwelt !
—Ave Maria.

LILY LASS.

By Justix HuNtLey McCarriy, M. P.

CHAPTER XXIL
THE FLAG FLIES.

MacMurchad had seen from Brian's
manner on the occasion of their meet-
ing at the ferry that the danger of
which Luttrell had given warning was
serious.

It the Government really did intend
to make a descent upon any of the
National leaders there was no time to
be lost.

Friends had to be seen at once, and
the preparations which had been going
on so quictly for the last few weeks
perfected into readiness for immediate
action.

MacMurchad hurriedly wrote off a
line to Mis Geraldine apologizing for
being unable to keep his appointment
for that evening. This message he
sent by a sure hand to the Crown.
Then he and Brian devoted themselves
to a series of rapid visits to those
friends who were most involved in the
movement.

It was late when the round was com-
pleted, and MacMurchad parted from
Brian at Brian's door.

Fermanagh and some others among
the Young Irelanders had wished Mur-
rough not to return to his own home.
They were anxious that he should
seeure his satety by seeking shelter in
the house of some one of his friends.
But MacMurchad rejected all such
suggestions. The danger, he de-
clared, was only threatened ; the war-
rant, if it really were to be issued, had
probably not yet arrived in the city.
In any case the authorities would
hardly act so soon.

Accordingly MacMurchad, as we

have seen, walked home as usual, and
alone, to the Red Tower.
The door was opened for him by
Cormac. The retainer saw at once by
the expression of the young chieftain’s
face that something exceptional had
happened, and with a directness which
his peculiar familiarity with his master
sanctioned, he inquired the cause of
MacMurchad’s preoccupied air.

There were no secrets as to the
movement between Murrough and Cor-
mac, and the Young Irelander at ence
satisfied his follower’s curiosity.

“The hour has come, Cormac,” he
said. *“The hour has come at last.”

He was standing as he spoke in
front of the small fire which gleamed
on the hearth of the room in which
Cormac had prepared some supper for
his master.

Through it was summer the Red
Tower appeared a somewhat chill

abode, and the warmth was welcome.

At MacMurchad's words the face of
Cormac brightened.

“The hour has come,” he echoed,
with his eyes fixed upon his maste
face. ““Glory be to God, the hour has
come !"

A faint smile crogsed MacMurchad’s
face at the passionate joy of his fol-
lower.

““Yes, " he answered, with something
like a sigh.  ““The hour has come.
Pray heaven that it may end according
to our hopes.  Well, we shall have the
green flag flying at all events, and the
rest must be left to fate.”

He turned and gazed upon the hearth
as il he sought to read in the waning
embers some answer to his dreams and
doubts.

Cormac fell on his knees, and with
kindling eyes and trembling lips
prayed softly to himself for the success
of the cause

They sat silently for some time.

Suddenly upon their silence came a
crashing noise, a loud knocking at the
outer door.

Murrough turned sharply round, and
Cormac sprang to his feat,

For a moment the two men looked at
each other in silence.  Then Cormac,
placing his finger on his lips, stole
softly from the room. In a moment he
was back again, and, creeping close to
MacMurchad’s side, he whispered,

*Tis the police, master darling ; the
police ! The murdering villains are
all round the tower at this moment. "

“The police?” said MacMurchad,
more to himself than to Cormac.
“Then Lattrell was rvight after all,
and Mountmarvel has struck sooner
than Ithough. Well, the warning was
timely none the less.”

At this moment the knocking was
resumed more loudly than before, and
the strainoed attention of the two men
could catch the words *“ in the name of
the law " shouted hoarsely outside.

*“In the name of the law,” muttered
MacMurchad, bitterly.  *‘How long
shall the name of that law parody jus-
tice and menace freedom in Ireland.”

As he spoke the noise outside re-
doubled, and a rain of blows fell upon
the door.

‘ Better be off, master dear, while
there's time,” urged Cormac. *‘Shall
I give the blackguards a taste of this
through the window just to give them
something to think about ?"

And the intrepid dwarf produced a
gigantic revolver, whose well-loaded
chambers he surveyed with a loving
satisfaction. MacMurchad shook his
head.

+¢ Not yet, Cormac,” ho said. "Tis
hard to beat a retreat in the face of the
enemy, and at the first assault, too ;
but we must perforce be prudent.
Come, let us be gone before our unex-
pected visitors grow too impatient and
force themselves upon our tardy hos-
pitality.” ;

He took up the cloak which he had
cast off and flung it upon his shoulders.
From a case which stood in a niche he
took a pair of revolvers, examined
them $o see that they were loaded and
capped, and placed them in his pocket.

+* Now," he said to Cormac, who was
watching him eagerly, ‘Now I am
ready. Have you got the lantern p

«’Tjs here, master,” said Cormac,
producing a small lantern, which he
lighted aud handed to MacMurchad.
¢ Wait just a minute, " he added, hur-
riedly, and stooping down he drew from
a cupboard some folded green cloth,
and rapidly left the room.

MacMurchad heard his heavy foot-
steps ascending the winding stone
stairs that led to the roof of the Red
Tower. They died away as the dwarf
reached the summit, and after a few
minutes MacMurchad heard them again
as Cormac began to ascend.

A moment more and Cormac entered
the room with a look of trimunph on his
face.

¢« Wait a bit till the dawn comes,”
he muttered to himself, as he took the
lautern from his master's hands.
“Maybe the murdering peelers will see
something then that won't be much of
a joy to their eyes, anyhow. Come
along, master darling.”

And Cormac shuflied ous of the room,
bearing the lantern, and followed by
MacMurchad, who was too much en-
grossed with his own thoughts to heed
the muttered comments of his eccentric
retainer.

Outside the crash of blows upon the
door continued sounding horridly
thunderous as the Young Irelander
and Cormac entered the hall. The door
was of ancient oak, stanchioned and
stapled with iron, well barred and
bolted. It would stand such assaults
as men outside were able to make upon
it in the darkness for hours.

As MacMurchad and Cormac paused
and looked at the door, which scarcely
trembled under the meaningless fury
of the blows that fell upon it, they
could hear how the whole quarter of
town was waking into life, startled
from sleep and silence by the unwonted
clamour.

Qutside they could hear windows
lifted, doors opening, surprised voices

shouted out hoarsely bewildered
queries. Trampling feet resounded,

hurrying from all points of the com-
pass to the scene of disturbance.
Heaven blended its tumult with the
voice of earth, for the ancient and
populous colony of rooks, shaken from
their sleep by the universal agitation,
and fluttered by theirruption of Cormac
into their high places, had flown out of
their sleeping-places, and were flapp-
ing, in a black, angry cawing cloud,
about the battlements of the venerable
building.

Master and man, standing silently
in the dim hall, and listening to the
mingled riot of earth and air, looked
at each other and smiled. Cormac
shook his clenched fist at the door, and
whispered an imprecation beneath his
breath. MacMurchad shrugged his
shoulders, and motioned to Cormac to
proceed. The dwarf, carrying the
lantern, led the way from the hall into
a room at the back, which appeared to
be used as a kind of wood and lumber-
room.

Stooping down, Cormac caught hold
of the bars of the empty fire-grate,
and drew them towards him. The
whole of the front of the fireplace
immediately yielded, and, swinging
slowly out, disclosed an aperture from
which a number of stone steps de-
scended into darkness.

Cormac held up the lantern, and by
its light MacMurchad, stooping down,
passed under the arch of the fireplace,
and, putting his foot on the first of the
steps, slowly disappeared from view
into, as it seemed, the bowels of the
carth.

Cormac followed his master, and
when the dwarf’s head was on the level
with the floor he drew the front of the
fireplace to after him. It closed with
a click, and left no trace whatever of
the way in which the Young Irelander
and his follower had so strangely dis-
appeared.

Meanwhile, those outside the Red
Tower who were so eager to get inside
had begun to find that their efforts
were making no impression upon the
stubborn surface of the door. There
was nothing for it but to wait till
morning, with light, reinforcements,
and forcing appliances allowed them
to bring greater strength and skill to
bear upon the building.

When the dawn did come an oath
broke from the lips of the leader of the
police, which was followed by a shrill
cry of surprise from the crowd that had
gathered to witness the siege of the
Red Tower. For there, high in air,
from the parapet of the tower, flapping
in the fresh morning wind, floated a
great green flag, on whose folds the
uncrowned golden harp of Ireland was
blazoned.

Goaded to fury by the rebellious
standard, the police at last broke down
the defiant door and rushed in wild
anger through every chamber of the
tower. Their anger was changed to
dismay when they discovered that the
building was desolate, that the birds
were flown, and that the means of their
flight were wholly inexplicable.

CHAPTER XXII.

CARE BEHIND THE HORSEMAN.

Lord Mountmarvel was in a parti-
cularly good humour with himself and
with the world at large. The little

BLACK

/ plans he had laid out were prospering

as well as he could have wished ; the
thin thread of intrigue which he had
been spinning was completing itself to
his satisfaction.

Miss Geraldine and her father were
visitors at Mountmarvel Castle, apd
had already spent one night under its
roof. That wasone part of his scheme
perfected. As for the other part, he
knew that an order had gone forth for
the arrest of MacMurchad, and he was
expecting momentarily information
that the warrant had been put in force,
and that the Young Irelander was in
prison.

So Mountmarvel’s reflections were
pleasant enough as he walked up and
down the terrace which stretched in
front of Mountmarvel Castle on the
July morning which immediately fol-
lowed the events that have just been
described.

Mountmarvel Castle, or Mountmar-
vel, as it was more habitually and
familiarly called in the neighborhkood,
was a handsome building of modern
construction standing on the summit
of a gently rising hill. The hill had
been called Mountmarvel for genera-
tions, even for centuries back.
Records of ‘‘Le Mont Merveilleux "
are to be found in any number of dusty
old Norman-French records. But
why this particular elevation, which
differed in no wise from many others
that surrounded the city, should have
been called ‘‘Le Mont Merveilleux,”
and so ‘‘Mount Marvel,” no one was
wise enough to explain.

If ever there was a legend connected
with Mountmarvel the legend had
perished irrecoverably; for ne one,
even among the legend-loving peas-
antry of the district, had any explana-
tion forthcoming for the name of the
hill which gave its name to the castle.
There had always been a castle
standing on the summit of the Mount
Marvellous ; but the present castle had
nothing whatever in common with its
ancestor.

The old Norman keep which Hugo
de Bohun, created Lord Mountmarvel
by King John, had erected had wholly
vanished away, and on its site there
stood the smart, solid, sham-mediwval
which the taste of the late Lord Mount-
marvel had set up in its stead.
Mountmarvel Castle was built in all
that elaborate imitation of the architec-
ture of the middle ages which was so
fashionable, and which was so vilely
done, more than a generation ago.

It was a ludicrous parody enough of
the ages it aped and insulted, and it
would have made any of the great
master masons whose skilled hands and
subtle brains had created so many
masterpieces of stone turn in their
graves with fury if they could have
beheld it.

3ut it suited the fashion of the time
well enough, and to people who knew
nothing about the subject, it looked ex-
ceedingly attractive ; and Lord Mount-
marvel was much praised for his good
taste, and much envied by the less for-
tunate neighbors to whom the idea of
constructing a brand-new mediweval
castle had not occurred.

On this particular morning in July,
however, even the sham wmedievalism
of Mountmarvel Castle looked attrac-

tive. The warm morning sunlight,
whose subtle alchemy can make a

stuccoed wall seem as attractive as the
pillars of a Grecian temple, softened
the harsh angles, and toned down the
crude, startling novelty of the build-
ing, and made its ugliness contrast
less offensively with the natural beauty
of the scene, and the softness of the
woods and waters that lay about the
base of the hill.

Mountmarvel, pacing up and down
his terrace before breakfast, was in no
way concerned either with the ugli-
of his dwelling-place or with the
fictitious attractiveness which sunlight
and summer lent to it. He was wait-
ing somewhat impatiently for the ap-
pearance of his guests, and was revolv-
ing in his mind various plans for
making himself agreeable to Miss Ger-
aldine and her father, all of which
plans were to end up in the one happy
result of making Miss Geraldine the
mistress of Mountmarvel Castle.

He had completed, perhaps, his
twentieth turn on the terrace when he
heard the sounds of steps and voices
behind him, and, promptly wheeling
about, he faced Miss Geraldine and
her father, who had just stepped on to
the terrace from one of thelarge win-
dows of the Castle. Mountmarvel

greeted them enthusiastically, and
was delighted to find that both his

guests were very ready to express ad-
miration for the beauty of the scene
that lay before them.

Indeed, the man or woman would be
difficult to please whose eyes were not
charmed with the prospect which the
group on the terrace of Mountmarvel
now behold. Below in the valley the
fair river wound its silvery way, all
round the hills lifted their wooded slopes
to heaven ; in the distance, more than
three miles away, the spires and roofs
of the city gleamed and glittered in
the morning sun.

Lilias was especially loud in her ex-
pressions of delight at the beauty of
the landscape. Mr. Geraldine, whose
architectural knowledge had been at
once shocked and irritated by the in-
congruous ignorance of the building,
was glad to forget the horrors that the
hand of man had accomplished in sur-
veying the soft grace and loveliness of
nature's craft.

So for awhile the three stood and
looked at the fair scene, and Mount-
marvel explained to his guests who
occupied the various country houses
that rose here and there amidst the
embowering woods ; and Mr. Geraldine
asked explanations of the various local
names, which Mountmarvel was wholly
unable to answer, and Lilias was curi-

|

Mountmarvel knew nothing, and cared
@88,
‘sthn he thought they had suffic-
iently admired the .lnndscnpe. in
which, for the first time, he found
satisfaction, because it had afforded
him the means of being ﬂgr"l’ﬂ,‘"(’ to
his guests, he proposed an adjourn-
ment for breakfast. "
Mr. Geraldine seconded the proposi-
tion with sufficient cordiality. It was
one of his theories, and, like most
scholars, he was a man of many theor-
ies, that breakfast should mnever be
kept waiting. Lilias alone expressed
any indifference to the proffered mupl.

i It seoms almost a shame, " she said,
¢ to leave so fair a sight for the mere
prosaic duty of eating.”
Mountmarvel explained that they
could return and survey the scene after
breakfast ; and Lilias, accepting the
suggestion, was about to take Mount-
marvel's arm to return tp the house
when her quick eye suddenly ('snught
gight of an object of interest in the
scene before her.
That object was a horseman gallop-
ing at full speed along the white road
which stretched from the base of the
hill towards the city, and which, a
moment before, had stretched its dusty
length in undisturbed solitude.
“See, " she said, ‘‘ there is some one
clse as indifferent to this sylvan loveli-
ness as you are. I pity the man who
has to spur his beast at a pace like
that through so fair a country. I did
not think people were ever in a hurry
in Ireland, but yonder rider seems
impatient enough. Is he coming
to Mountmarvel ?” for the horseman
had turned his steed at the point
where the roads branched off up the
road which led directly to the Castie.
“He must be coming here,” Mount-
marvel answered, *‘ for the road leads
nowhere else. Some news from the
city, 1 suppose; but I can scarcely
think of any news which warrants such
haste as that.”
““ Do let us wait to see,” Lilias sug-
gested ; ‘“ it must be something impor-
tant.” And the words were scarcely
out of her mouth when the rider came
clattering at headlong speed up the
pathway which led directly to the ter-
race.
As soon as he perceived the com-
pany upon the terrace the rider waved
his whip vigorously, and shouted out :
““My lord ! my lord !”
Mountmarvel frowned. He recog-
nized the rider as a man in the service
of the Government, whose official posi-
tion was somewhat uncertain, but who
blended in his proper personality
something of the policeman and some-
thing of the spy.
Clearly the news was important
when the bearer of it permitted him-
self the liberty of riding at such a
speed to Mountmarvel’s gate, and hail-
ing Mountmarvel himself in so uncere-
monious a manner,
“Excuse me for a moment,” he said
to Lilias ; and he hurriedly walked to
the end of the terrace, where, by this
time, the rider had dismounted and
was waiting for him.
“What is the matter ?” Mountmar-
vel asked, somewhat angrily.
““My lord !” the man replied, xlmost
easping for breath — for the speed at
which he had ridden was fierce, and
both he and his horse were trembling
with fatigue-— ““my lord ! MacMur-
c¢had !"
“ Well?”" Mountmarvel interrupted.
“1s he in prison ?"
“‘No, my lord, " was the answer : ‘‘he
has escaped. He is hiding, and no
one knows where to find him !

CHAPTER XXIII.

THE HAZARD OF THE DIE.
When MacMurchad and Cormac dis-
appeared from their pursuers down
the mysterious exit from the Red
Tower they were merely availing them-
selves of a retreat which had long
been held in readiness in case of some
such event as that which had now act-
ually come to pass.
Both Cormac and MacMurchad had
used it occasionally ere this, though
not often, for up to the present there
had been little or no reason for the
Young Irelander or his follower to
keep their comings and goings from
the Red Tower secret.
Now, however, the advantage of such
a back door to the old tower was ob-
vious,.
When Cormac and his master heard
the spring of the secret opening shut
behind them they found themselves in
a long, narrow, and intensely dark
passage, which seemed to run out into
measureless obscurity.
More than a dozen solid stone steps
led from the level of the room they had
quitted to the floor of this passage,
which was only just enough to allow
a man of middle height to hold himself
upright in it.
To Cormae, indeed, the lowness of
the passage presented no inconven-
ience, but the stately form of MacMur-
chad had to bend not a little in order
to accommodate itself to the cramping
conditions of the subterranean way.
Holding up his lantern so that it
casts its gleam ahead, and illuminated
feebly some foot or two of the murky
space beyond, Cormac cautiously led
the way, while the Young Irelander
kept close behind him.
The darkness seemed to extend
before them into immeasurable infini-
tude of space. But they had not pro-
ceeded many yards before the light
shone on the lowest of a flight of stone
steps similar to those by which the
fugitives had descended from the Red
Tower.
Cautiously ascending the steps Cor-
mac felt about in the semi-darkness
for a few moments for the spring. It
yielded promptly to his touch, and an
operture disclosed itself above their
heads.

ous about legendary lore, about which

mac turned, and, stooping, held
lantern for MacMurchad to follow,
Another second Murrough wag |,
the dwarf’s side, and by the same in.
genious machinery which had per.
mitted their escape from the Reg
Tower, an empty fire-grate had swyy,
back into its place and effectually cqy.
cealed the method of their entry.

The spot in which the pair ngy
found themselves was the principy)
room of a small, tumble-down, unocey,
pied house the rear of which stood in 4
dingy land running off a narrgy
street in the rear of the quadrangle of
squalid houses which surrounded the
Red Tower.

It had been unoccupied for long
enough, and would, like most other
unoccupied houses in that part of the
city, have become a sort of rookery for
the floating population of tramps anq
beggars but for two reasons, a substan.
tial and an unsubstantial reason,

To take the unsubstantial reason
first, it was popularly assumed in the
vicinity that the house was haunteq,
and the supcrmnuml terrors wig)
which the ramshackle edifice was thus
invested were formidable enough tg
protect it from all but the most daring
of tramps and the most sceptical of
mendicants.

Against any such, however, the
building was endowed with solider de
fences than a reputation for phantoms
Shaky though the building seemed to
be, it boasted a door of no ordinary
solidity, which was apparently always
securely fastened, as any wanderer
who had the temerity to test its
strength, in order to secure himself a
night’s shelter in defiance of hobgob-
lins, could easily assure himself.
There was not, it is true, a single
unbroken pane of glass left in the shat-
tered windows, but behind the ruined
frame-work of the sashes forbidding
wooden shutters strongly barred and
bolted frowned grimly on the world.
Such was the outer appearance of the
building which served as the back
entrance to the Red Tower. Inside it
was as deserted and dreary as possible.
The room in which MacMurchad and
Cormac now stood was a gaunt, dismal
place, empty of all furniture, festooned
with cobwebs, and populous with rats,
whose claws, as they scuttled wildly
across the bare floor in fear of the new
arrivals, gave a kind of creepy ani-
mation to the old house which sounded
repulsive enough tomake even Cormac
shiver.

The two fugitives looked at each
other with something like a shudder
The place was as dismal as a tomb.
MacMurchad shrugged his shoulders
‘Suppoese our secret were known,” he
whispered, with a smile.  *‘Suppose
that when we opened that door we
found a little party of police quietly
waiting for us. This rat-hole wounld
make an excellent rat-trap.”

Cormac shook his head.

‘ Nobody knows of this place but we
two, " he answered decisively.

“Well, let us be oft,” MacMurchad
responded. “‘"Tis not a spot to ling«
in.”

Cormac lifted out of its place the
huge bar that secured the door, drew
the bolts, which, in spite of the ancient

and abandoned appearances of the
building, glided back noiselessly,

turned a silent key in the lock, and,
opening the door cautiously, wide
enough to let his head pass through,
peered into the street.

All was still outside. It was yet
night, and a few melancholy lamps
were burning, but far away in the cast
faint lines of wan light gave the first
hint of coming dawn.

Cormac stepped out into the street,
and MacMurchad followed him. While
the dwarf carefully locked the door
behind them, the Young Irelander
looked up at the broken windows of the
house he had just left.

*“And so 1 am flying from the Red
Tower, " he said to himself, softly. ‘I
wonder when and under what con
ditions I shall return to it.”

He had spoken to himself, but Cormac
overhead him.

¢ Please God, you'll come back to the
old place in triumph, as a MacMurchad
ought,” the dwarf answered. ‘‘Ay,
and bring a fair wife beneath its roof
too, that the old race may endure, and
that you may tell your children and
your grandchildren how the master and
the man left the old place to fight for
the old flag.”

MacMurchad rested his hand for &
moment affoctionately on Cormac shoul-
ders.

‘1 hope you may prove a true pro
phet,” he said, ‘* and, in any case, W¢
shall do our best.”

Then, turning, he walked firmly
away in the dircetion of the river
while Cormac followed close behind
him, keeping a watchful look-out in all
directions.

They made their way through the
quiet strects and out beyond the town,
till they came to an‘outlying farm.
Here MacMurchad knocked at the door
two sharp knocks, and then, after#
pause, a third.

Awindow opened immediately, above
the door, and a man’s head ﬂ‘pp(“.’lmd-

‘“What is the news with you?" the
head inquired.

““The summer is come, " MacMurchad
answered.

““What follows?" asked the head.

‘“Phe grassis green,” answered the
Young Irelander.

The window was closed, and in a fo¥
moments the door opened and a man
appeared.
with MacMurchad, he went round
some stables at the back, and led ot
two horses, saddled and bridled.

MacMurchad and Cormac mounted:
and in another minute they were riding
rapidly off into the country.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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