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CHAPTER 1L—(CONTINTED.)

« Cu Allee’s knot,” he exclaimed, “ was once
round vour neck ; and, only he let you praetise
our sleight-of-hand upon it, you'd dunce the
skibbioch’s jiz. But the next time !” A
« No more of this,” said John of the Bridle. J
] came,” he centinued, addressing Folling
Dearg ¢ that you may now redeem the promise
you gave me Wwhen we last met among the
mountains. Where is Alice 'Brien?”

Folling Dearg’s face darkened as he spoke.
« Hur has searched hill-side an’ coom an’ town
an’ forest since for a collecu with a thrue heart,
Jike the one you towld hur of, but never found
one since. Maybe the Black Sassenach captain
could tell all about hur.”

«JIs this, then,” said the horseman. *the
way you pay wme for giving you your life when
the troopers were about cutting you in pieces,
and Moran O'Brien standing with his skean at

our throat ?"’

Folling Dearg laid his hand on his skean as
if to guard against the consequences of what
he was about to say, ¢ Iss, maybe Moran
0'Brien knows by thiz what it is to put his
skean to a brave man’s throat, and threaten
him with death, An’' Alice, hur is fulse 10
Shane na Shrad as well as to—to Folling

" Dearg; an’,” he continued, with a deadly and
vindictive soeer upon his lip, * hur can now
smile upon the Black Captain in the cawp-
tents o' Murrogh the Burner.”

¢ Lying villain,” exelaimed the horseman,
¢ here is payment for your treachery.” And,
suddenly drawing out his sword, he struck
Folling Dearg with its pumme] upon the fore-
bead. Folling Dearg recled, and fell among
the heath in the corner of the cavern. But,
recovering in a montent, he sprang to his feet
with the fury and apility of a punther, and,
seizing a long sword that lay against the wall
beside him, struck at the horseman a blow that
would have gone, spite of guard and helmet, to
the brain, had not the blade as it swung up-
wards, come against the low roof of the cave,
and shivered into a hundred fragments. At
this moment, and while both were preparing to
dush again at each other, the two hopeful
spectators of the cncounter rushed between
them.

« We'li have no more fightin® to-night,” said
the Man of Wonders: ¢ Shane na Shrad saved
Cu Allee’s life, and, afther that, Cu Allee
saved my life; so 'tis Shane I must thank that
all the ravens in the country haven't mein
their hungry craws at present. So we'll stand
to Shane mna Shrad this time, an’ have no
bloodshed to-night in our nate an’ paceful little
castle.”

« Stand to hur, then,” said Folling Dearg;
and, with that, he sprung, skean in hand, at
the horseman,  But he missed his aim; for, at
the same moment, Cu Allee threw his long arms
around his knces, and dragged him by main
force to the other corner of the cave, where,
with his face streaming blood, he stood strug-
gling and glaring like a wounded wolf upon his
untagonist.

“Leave us,” eried Cu Allee, his wrath
kindling with his esertions, ‘leave us, I say,
or curp an’ dhoul! there will be soon blood
enough upon this floor.”

“I go, then,” said the horscman, pcraaps
not depending on the sincerity of their promise
to stand to him in the quarrel; *¢but remem-
ber, Folling Dearg, that Shane na Shrad's vow
of vengeance was never made in vain.’  And,
with that, he left the cavern, mounted his steed,
and left the trio to their pleasunt converse n.
side,

The moon had now risen over the hills, and
gave him light as he pursued his way through
a passon the eastern flank of the mountain he
wus just about  to ascend. At the furtherest
cxtremity of the pass he reined in his horze for
a time, to gaze on a scenc that opened on hiy
view. Bencath him, in the calm moonlight,
and checkered with the remains of an ancient
forest, lay the undulating and romantic valley
of Cloghanofty, with the dark fort of Castle na
Doon rising on a height at one side; and the
Oun na Geerit, or River of the Champion, af-
ter descending the mourtain range opposite the
castle, winding in many a silver coil through
the low, marshy grounds and indistinet wood-
lands, Further on, a vista opened betwcen a
wood-clad hill on one side, and the ruin.crown-
ed height of Ardpatrick on the other ; showing
the level plain of Timerick veilled in 2 light
blue mist, through which river and height and
castle peered out, like the indistinet and vary-
ing panorama of a drcam. But what most at-
tracted the attention of the young soldier was
& number of fires which glimmered redly upon
the lawn that spread before the dark castle be-
neath him. They were the watch-fires of the
cavairy who made their camp here, waiting to
join Lord Custlehaven, who was marching at

- this time at the head of a well-appointed Irish

orses forever.

army from the county of Tipperary, John of

the Bridle, after descending from the pass, en-
txred a small but ucatly-kept cottage, at the
head of the straggling village of Fannystown.
His mother, a lizht-haired, good-humored look-
ing matron, the daughter of an Eunglish settler,
stood up 2s he entered; and, cxpressing her
gladness at his safe return, told a little boy,
who sut luxuriously in the corner by the fire,

| to see after her son's horse.

“ Wisha I”" said the nrchin, with a groan of
tribulation, as he went out, ** ’tis horses an’

aw’ now I must be at it agin. T liked their
prancin’ an’ gambadin’ first well enough, but
afther to-day my likin’ for it is spiit cutirely.”

The young soldier sat ruefully by the fire;
and, turning to his mother, told her of the fail-
ure of his seurch for Alice Q'Brien, and the
death of her brother Morun,  These were times
when death was of but small account in the
mind of either man or woman ; 2nd John’s mo-
ther was more apprehensive for the safety of
her son than shocked or frightened at the death
of his comrade.

] would wish, John,” she said, * that you
had long ago given up your mad ideas about
that silly wench, Alice. Was it not better
that yeu had taken my advice on the matter,
when you could mate better with Amy, Neigh-
bor Holton's duughter?”

“ No, mother,” said John, * I huve the kot
Irish blood of my futher running in my veins,
and T will have full vengeance for the death of
my comrade. I have obeyed you in every
thing else ; but ask me not to give up Alice,
for itis useless, To-morrow will, I hope, bring
me some news of her fate.”

The morrow was shining in all the glory of
summer upon the woody dells of Fannystown,
and the gray hills that towered above them;
but with the new day and its many incidents
it is better to commence & new chapter.

CHAPTER II.

Until yellow Autumn shall usher the Paschal day,
Aud Patrick's gay festival come in its train alway ;
Until through my coffin the blossoming boughs £hall
T TOW.
My Itv‘:: on another 11 never in life bestow,
E. Warrn.

Fannystown was at this time what was called
a protected village; that is, the soldiers of the
Government, though often resting there, were
not permitted to plunder its inhabitunts. It
would, however, probably have been plundered
and destroyed, had it not been such a conven-
ient resting and camping plice, situated as it
wag in the most dangerons, yet most casily de-
fended, pass between the plains of Cork and
Limerick. It consisted of u long line of mud.
built houses at cne side of the public wuy;
lowly dwellings indeed, but at the same time ro
thickly planted that it gave oue the notion,
when on some importunt day the inhabitants
were astir, of a row of beehives, with all their
busy denizens moving to and fro at the com-
mencement of their morning avocations. Be-
hind the village, upon a height, stood the man-
sign of Sir John Ponsonby, looking down upon
the bright waters of the Qun na Geerait,—a
stream rising in a deep gorge between the
mountuins, and daneing by many a wild dell
aud picturesque hollow until it lost its waters
in the rapid Funcheon. The square, loop-holed
turrets at the corners of the mansion showed
that its owner had not neglected the defence
wanted so much in those stormy times; but
the rows of bow-windows in the front, fucing
the stream, gave it a gay appearance, which con-
trasted strangely with the aspeet of its stern
neighbor at the other side of the valley,—the
compact Castle of the Fort; or, as it wus
named by the surrounding people, Caishlan na
Doon. This was one of those tall, square
keeps, so many of whizh still frown from their
rocky sites along the neighboring plain; telling
in their decay, with as much certainty as the
pen of the historian, of the troublous times in
which they were built, and the domestic habnts
of the warring races to whom they owed their
foundations. It is now considerably increased
in dimensions by additions suited to the present
duy, and has rather 2 modernized appearance :
but part of the eriginal building still remains,
At the time of the following events, it was in-
habited by Sir Edward Fitzharris, a‘(.}at-hollc
gentleman, who, like his neighbor, Sir John
Pounsonby, favared the principles cf the Con-
federation of Kilkenny. )

It was high noon when John of the Bridle
dashed his horse across the stream, und road
up towards the camp upon the lawn before
Castle na Doon, )

“Monom ! why is she so long, an’ the curnil
axin for her 7’ said an old war-worn trooper
who stood guard at the entrance of the eamnp.

““ The news T have to tell him will be likely
toset you and your comrades at work, Diar-
mid,” answered John of the Bridle. « Here,
Jemmy,” he continued, addressing a wild,
clish-looking little urchin,—the sumne who had
seen to his horses ‘comfort on the preceding
night,— ¢ take this bridle, and hold my horse
till T come out; and, mind, no gullopmg this
time, for, I fear, the poor fellow will get enough
to-day.” : ‘

Jemmy, whose gusto for horscflesh, notwith-
gtanding his heart-rending complaints on the

/

!

I never stopt all day but hold- ;
- in’ horses for them futher-long-legs o' cavalthry,

evening before, was increased with tenfold
strength during the marning, took the bridle;
and scarcely was the horsemun out of sight be-
hind the tents when he wae up. like a cat, in
the saddle, and careering with unheard-of speed
over the Jawn.

Jobn of the Bridle entered the castle, and
was led by another sentinel up a dark. winding
stair into a gloomy-lookins chamber, where the
colonel who commauded the cavulry, witha fow
officers, sat planning busily their tuture move-
ments,

“The general will be here with the whole
army iu a few days,” said the colonel: * ang,
ou the faith of 2 soldier! I wish we may see
him sooner; for I like not sitting, like & her-
mit, here when there is so much to be doue for
our brave fellows. Ah !’ continued he, tumn-
ing 1o John, a& ke entered, ““here cowes our
worthy scout; perchance he may inform us
how the Burner und his canting vagabonds are
prepuring for our coslaught. The passes to-
wards St. Leger's den are free for the expedi-
tion on to-morrow, young wan ?”

** The passes are clear enough. colonel ; but,
&s I rode yesterduy through the forest by Don-
eraile, a shot from a falconet was neur ending
my outriding. There are three more on the
buttlements of 8t. Leger's Castle, and the walils
are thronged with men.”

1 trust,”” re¢joined the coloncl, ‘ita the
broad mouths of our long field-piecer to silence
them; but God knows how we can circumvent
those rieving villaing who yet haug on our
warch. Hast thou seen that murdering troop
that burned the two western bawlets 27

«No, colonel: they are fled towards the
Kerry border.  Another small troop I saw
comipg out from Douneraile, and preparing to
scour the hills; but they’ll meet but a sorry
welcome from the wild horsemen of Bally-
houra,”

The colonel here took a sealed packet from
the table, and put it into the hande of the
young horeeman.  Thy services,” he said.
* will merit the reward thou seckest.  Deliver
this safely 1o the Governor of Kilmallock, and

thou shalt have thy commission as captain of

thy troop, and thav speedily. I know of no
other,” suid he, addressing the officers, as John
of the Bridle was led down stairs by the senti-
vel,— 1 know of none who so marvellously
finds his way through those cursed bogs and
seroggy passes, aud who hath such a goodly
share of true courage, as that young mun."

As Joln turned his horse in the direction of
Kilmallock, he thought of the events of the
preceding day, und how Ellen Roche would
bear the news of her lover's death. «But I
camnot be at the dauce,” he said, giving his
horse the spur, it I do mot make my way
uicker than this,”

At the back of Fuannystown village was a
green in & hollow, through the midst of which
ran the Oun na Geerait, afier emerging from a
narrow, tangled glen at the foot of the moun-
tain. The slope around it was clothed with
scattered brushweod ; and, where it lost itself
in the level spuce at one side, rose an aged and
giant elm-tree, around the trunk of which the
villagers, with some of the horsemen from the
camp, were thronging to hear the strains of a
gray-haired piper, who talked and liughed
among them us if he was in the very heyday of
his youth. - Around him were gathered the
girls and young wen of the village, with an oc-
casional trooper, looking for partuers, and ar-
ranging themselves into two rows facing each
other, in order to commence the Rinkeyfodha,
or long dance, a figure much resembling the
contra-dances of the present day; while out-
side and half surrounding the group sat the
more aged dwellers of the humlet ; and beyond,
upon the green, stooed the children in little
groups, looking with gleeful and expectant
faces for the commencement of the amusements.
The long dance was ended, and inany an intri-
cate and merry measure danced afterwards by
separate groups of four cach: at length, u
weariness scemed to fall upon them, and they
sat around the piper, entreating him to play
some of those slow, wild tunes so peculiar to
the country. Among the supplicants for the
tune was a dark-eyed young girl) who accom-
panicd her request with so sweet a smile that
the old man commenced at once tuning his
pipes, with a varicty of running tones, which,
to the children at least, proved precarsors of
the most delicious and most enchanting melody.
This young maiden was Ellen Roche, the be-
trothed of Moran Q'Bricn; but who little knew,
amid the gludness that reigned around her, of
the miseries awaiting her, and of the sad
doom of her lover, Her black hair fell in shin-
ing masses upon har pretty shoulders, setting
off a light and graceful figure, and a sweat face,
to whieh the brilliant and dark eyes gave an
expression at once animated and lovely.

« Wirvasthru ! said the piper; “my ould
fingers are zlmost as stiff as that long soord o’
Jack Tlanagan’s there.  But every thing's
getting stiff, as dhrunken Bill Breen said, when
his wife refused to swally a whole barrelful of
ale in on¢ dbrink. Well, I had my day out o’
the world at any rate.”  And, so saying, he
struck up an ancient Irish march, or wur-tune,
with such effect that the eyes of the young
stripplings around himn began to sparkle, and

even the hands of the wild troopers began to
move instinetively towards their sword-hilts;
so easily were the rugged and simple natures of
those times and  scenes moved and excited by
the power of the musician,

** Come and sit down here by my side. my
sweet fower,” said he, addressing Ellen Roche,
when the war-tune was emded.  * Comie, an’
T'll play up your favorite tune; an’—whishe,
ye ranting divils '—an’ you'll sing the ould
song I larned you long ‘ago, about the young
throoper,—u vater fellow than wy o' ye'll ever
be anyhow, ye tarin® thicves,” he continned.
turning to the horsemen.  Ellen sat upon the
bank beside him; and, when the talk was
silenced, he commenced to play a singularly
sweet old tune, which the young maiden ac-
companicd in a soft and tender voice, with the
word of an Trish ballad, of which the following
may be taken as a translation .—

~JOHNNY DUNLEA.
. Thml'le's & tree in the greenwood 1 love best of
a —
It stands by the side of Enasmor's huunted fall,—
For there, while the sunset fell bright far wway,
Lust I met ‘neatb its brunches my Johnny Dunlea,

Oh! to sce bis fine form, as he rode down the  hill,

While the red sunlight glowed on his helmet of
steel,

With his broadswwrd and charger so gallant and
EHY,

On that evening of woe for my Johuny Dunlea!

He stood by my side ; and the leve-smile he wore

Still brightens my heart, the' ’twill beam never
more,

“T'was to huve but one farewell, then speed to the
fray :

“T'was a farewell for ever, my Johnny Dunlea!

For the ficrce Saxon soldiers lay Lid in the dell,

And burkt on our meeting with wild savage yell ;

But their dwrk leader's life-blood I saw that sad
dny,

And it stained the good sword of oy Johnny Dun-
len.

My curse on the traitor ! my curse on the ball

That st;'("t«'h(-d my true Jove by Easmors haunted
fall!

Oh! the bLlood of his brave heart ebbed quickly
AWAY,

And he died ju my arms there, my Johnny-Dunlea!”

Alas! little thought the fuir singer at the
moment, that her own wus a fute like that of
the poor maiden of the song,  During the rong,
had any person looked behind where the
branches of the clm-tree drooped against the
slope, they might have soen a pair of bright,
cunning eyes peering out between the leaves of
the copse at the person of the ringer, There
was an expression in those weasel cyes that
boded no good to Ellen Roche: but the pair,
bright and keen as they were, had not the for-
tunie to belong to « weusel ; they were the pro-
perty of a handsome and nimble-looking little
man, who lay upon his breust, gazing thus, but
weil concealed from the observation of the vii-
Ingers.  The moment the song was ended, and,
while the attention of all swas taken up in giving
the due meed of applause, the little man swung
himself cautiously into a projecting branch of
the chin-tree; and moving noisclessly along the
gnarled limbs, as if' he had learned the method
from u rquirrel, he perched himself for a moment
amony the thick leaves upon another branch
which drooped over the centre of the throng
below. Suddenly he let himself drop into the
midst of the cirele; and, before any one knew
how he had come there, he had performed half
i dozen * summersets’’ upon the green,

¢ Theige na Mecerval! Theize na Meerval 1
cried the delighted children,

‘“ Theige na Mceerval hiaself' )" exclaimed
their clders, * Honom an’ dhoul! but I be-
lieve he's after fullin’ out o’ the sky.”

¢ Thundher-an-ages, no!” suid a trooper.—
¢ Doesn’t every mother’s sowl o' ye know that
he's invisible when he likes,an’ can walk invisible
into the centre o' people; an’ wid one touch
make himself be «cen again by every person, in
one morthial minnit ?”

«J did fall out o’ the sky,” said the Man of
Wonders, at the same time cutting a few capers
that blended their surprise with immense mer-
riment, “ Where is the use in me bein’ en-
chanted, if I cannot circumvint myself into a
blast o’ wind when I likes ?”

The strains of the poor piper werc now
neglected; and all thronged around the show-
man,—for that was his particular and favorite
profession,—aund began to press still eloser, with
open mouths, and faces of wonder and expect-
ancy. Na Meerval now tock a straugely-made
knife from his pocket, and commenced to show
off some of his feats. Suddenly he stooped till
his face almost touched the ground; and,
amidst innumerable ¢ Monoms I"' ¢ Dhar Dias!”?
and * Hiernas " from the astonished bystand-
ers, jerked himself up straight again, with the
blade of the knife sticking upwards through
his tongue. He now beckoned for more space ;
and, when he found sufficient, he stooped for-
ward with his hands resting on the ground, and,
springing over, stood upon his feet again, hold-
ing the knife aloft in his hand,

“Ha, ha!" he exclaimed, “if all o’ ye used
your knives that way, maybe 'tis little soft talk
ye'd be zble to give the girls afterwards. Did
ye ever heur where I wint the first time I
made myself invisible? Divil a place would

plaise me but Spain, to larn magic from an old |

anshint thief, thut was as great as two pick-
pockets with the Quld Ogunach * himself,” He
could see me when no one else could; an' T
stopt with him 'till the wurtherin® ould thief
turned me away out of invy, when he saw |
wax batin® out himself,  Howsomdever, I']]
show ye somethin’ that he larned we,” Aud,
fo saying. he raised his hand, and, apparently
to Wis aundience, struck himself’ Hehtly on the
mouth. A volume of bluish smoke, accom-
panied  with bright sparks, issued suddeuly
from between hix open jaws; at the appearance
of which the speetators, so delishted were they
at the marvel, st up a wild shout of applanse
and wondor. .

* There is one thing, howsamdever,” suid be
awitin, ¢ that every person bates me at, —
gamin’”"  And walking to a smooth stone
which served for a seat, he drew from his
pocket a dice-box, and laid it beside  him—
* Now.” continued he, turning to the troopers,
at the same time laying two silver coins upon
the stone, * ye weére paid not lons g0, an' here
ix a flamin’ tine time to make the forthin' of
every livin’ sowl among ye.”

“1 made my forthin' once in the sackin’ of
atown, au’ lost again every jingler of 1t in
battle ; an’ now wamin’ won't remake it for
me,” said - huge, stera-looking trooper, with
the marks of a great sword-cut across his face.

¢ Well, pursuin’ 10 we, do you hear that »”
said a jolly, careless fellow, who  was already
seated by Na Meerval's side, with the Jdice-box
rattling in his hand. and his stake down -
“ Mun Callaghan, that would sell himself to s
certain curious gentleman undhernathe us, body
an’ bones an’ rowl, tor moncy, sayin’ now that
there 1s no varthue in wamin' ' No saying, he
threw and won.  This gond fortune made
others cager for the play, till, afier various
gitmes, most of the troopers found the few coins
they possexsed sinev the last pay-day comfort-
ably transferred to the pockets of Na Meerval,
He now turned to Mun Callaghan.

“You xee I'm richer now than when 1 be-
gan.  Come. an’ larn the sweet an’ inchantin’

mystheries o’ the dice-box,  Play, man, play ;
an’ as you're so foud o the moner. mu)'l):-,
you'd win it all buck again,” '

“I will not play,” unswered Mun, in an
angry tone,

“ Yerrah U oman, can’t you take one chanee 2
said his comrades.  “The divil resave the
much we're at a loss anyhow; * for, like your-
self, "tis little we had to lose,  Ructious fo us
min ! why don’t you play 2" ‘

“ Bekaise T have an ould an’ wake mother
beyont the hills, wid no one to purtect her, an’
who wants what T can give her out o’ wy puy
—not to have me loxe id gamin’,” answeréd
Mun bisterly,  This produced a0 laueh among
the more careless of his comrades ; and the
Mau of Wonders, emboldeved by the merri-
meat, overstepped seemingly his usual cautious-
ness,

“Yarrah!” said he, “maybe ’twas batin’
you with a sthraw or u rish for your conthrairy
doins your old mother was that put that, tatterin’
glin of' & wound acrass your face.””  The answer
was a blow from the ponderous fist of Mun
which sent Na Meerval rpinning, like a cork,
along the green. The blow, however, cor.
tainly stunned him somewhat less than le pre-
tended. :

“Ob!" said he, as if waking from a deadly
swoon, and still lying extended on the ETasy
“T'm done in wirnest at Jast,—kilt uunu.tl;rn]lyt
Here is my brain spinnin’ round an’ round
like & wheel-o’-forthin,’—the rale sizn o' death
Oh!”  And he sunk apparently into a swoon
again, while the villagers gathiered round him
1 instant commiseration of his hard fate. g
there any good Christian,” he exclaimed, re-
viving once more,—‘js therc any good an’
charitable Christhian that would lade me to
their home till I die in peace ? My brain!
my brain! . Lade me up to Maurcen Roche’s,
the ould widow o' the hollow, where I often
slept before,  Is that Ellen Roche I see?—
Lade me, up a collren dhas, 'till T die in pace.”

He now stood up, but tottered ; and Ellen
Rache, coming forward, caught him by the
arm, and, assisted by one of the young men
began to lead him up to where her mother's
house stood in a lonely hollow some distance
up the glen. After going a few perches, Na
Meerval seemed to get somewhat stronger, and
told the young man that he could reach the
house with the help of Fllen Roche. The
young man, possessed altogether with the idea
of his sweetheart, whom he saw looking with a
jealous eye after him, turned back willingly,
just us Mun Callaghan, with maay a reproach
ringing in his cars, was stalking off towards the
camp. The incident was, however, soon for-
gotten in a short.time, and the dance rencwed
as merrily as ever.

Tn the meantime Ellen Roche, with Na
Meerval behind her, led the way towards her
home, till they reached a lonely spot where the
path crossed the glen; and here, instead of
dying in peace as he promised, the Man of
Wonders sprang at the unsuspecting gir], and, . -
before she could seream for help, tied a ker-:
chief round her face, which rendered her wn-
able either to sce or eall for assistance. He . :
now guve a low whistle; and, atthe signal, his .-
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* The Devil.
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