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THE HALLS IOF TARA

.. BY RICHARD FAULKNER.
There is deep patbos, in the deep lines of
Thomas Moore, as be-siogs, i1 words that burn
like diaimond sparks, of the Halls of Tara. To_
its sweetness and sac’ne=s, gvery Irish heart must ]
respond ; at least, every one to which fradition
has sent down this solemn charcre to ¢ remember
the glories of Brian the Brave.’ o

Forit 'was i those very halls that fhe. xood
old king, Brian Borokme, .of Muoster, received
the -homaze of his bitterest epemy, Mafachi, |-
King of Meatb, Within sight of Tara’s loftiest | 1
kill, twa fierce and paszionate men bad {ought for
supreme power. - Both were brave, both ambi-.
tious ; but Brian’s genius and taleot eplisted ar~
dent =upporters, and the contest ended’in victory |t
to him.

Under his . peaceful and - geolle sway, Irelaod
prospered as it neser had prospered before.—
Peacaaed plenty were in the land., The coo-
vents, thut bad been nearlydestroyed by the |
balt-savage Northern mea, as well a5 the strong
bolds of the country, were acgnired during- his
reign ; and Ireland had ber palmiest days in lha‘
perind of the tenth cexntury,

For nearly a quarter of a century, the country
was quiet bemeath that gentle sway; bot thep
there was thrown into it, the root of bitterness.
Twa Kiegs—the King of Dablig, and the Kug
of Lemster—jnined together in makma' an incor-
siob into the Kiogdom of Meath, for predatcry
purposes. This unlooked for outraze woke up
the lion heart of Brian. His =on, Donough
Borohme, who inberited his fatber’s brave qua-
lities, was dispatched at once-to Leinster; at the-
head of a large force; and-there seemed no doubt
that-1he enemy would be-speedily quelled.

Indisputably, 1t would have resulted thus, had
it not beeo for the fraitorous coaduct of some of .
the. good old Kiag’s own followers, Sick at
heart, yet still as brave aad upfl: nchma as ever, |1
be rode - through- the ranks, bearing : alolt tae
sacred Crass, exhorting the remaazt of his' ol
diers to strike home Tor the faith. 'OF all the
Milesian chiefs, ncne presents a wmore powerful
and striking picture te the finaeration, than this
gray-haired old mao caling vpen -lis child’én ta

fight for the rei'gion of the Sunte. That still
stately fora, tar un vithered hand clasping. the
Cruciﬁx lmd the eyes.ot fhe little band,-and
Brian almoast belrered that they could wie the
victory even row. He never flagged for an in-:
stant, uatl the night ‘shadoms ‘bBegan to close
around Tnen, spent apd e\:haus(ed. some ‘of
bis o'd. warriors assisted hun to bis . tent, and he
left the result to the young and vahaot soldiers,
headed by his swn. {t was indeed a victory § but |
scarcely had the welcome sibuts from Brian’s
own troops announced the fact, than bis privacy
was invaded by a straggling party, whose leader
bad sworn.to avenge "bis defeat upon -the good
old King.

For this purpose, they p,xreued their way to his’
tent, where thev found .Wm- upen .his knees-at
rrayer. The first note of , rconguest had drawn
Iis companions, and the King was * left ‘alone.— -
Alone) but for the ‘presence “of B ‘boy, scarcely
more, than a little child, who bad clung, to hum as .

* toa father, . Even then, the shght arms were |
about I neck as he: prayad, and “his prayers:!
were ecbod by "as sweet: '@ voice as ever came
from buman ps.  Alas? what availed that child-
ish clasp before the terrors of {he savage-intru-
ders ! Wounded - and.. bleeding, Brian fell be—
neath the furious stabs that . pierced that noble
beart, * Tn vam the terrified boy shirieked for aid.
To vam bié “slight "hand clasped _the handle. of
Brian’s pooderous sword, as 1f to draw,it upon
bis murderers, Oge fell purpose filled: (heir re-
vengeful breasts, and: ‘they neitber saw nor heard
the puny stripling, wha dared to' screen their
vietn, from’ théir rage.” The body fell to'the
grovad with'a dull tbud, that struck terror to tke.
child’s bosom, Hs: proteclor, “his second. falher,:
Wag 0o’ more—the hon heart: bad broken ! -

this' moment of extreme pain, and grief- to the_
boy, Ddnoigh Borohme, the conqueror, rushed
inls the teot, With a' wail. that . might almost
Vave ‘wakened the dead, be knelt beside the
hleedmg body-of his fnther, and- his-King, He
saw. nollnog, felt nothing, but that a :murderer’s
hand had stricken down tbe boble old warrior.
until the boy crept round “gnd laid bis cold and
trembling: hand upon bis shoylder.,. ..

- $Irar, my. darlmw ! are you heze, too ? ’\Vhat.
ferrible fate led ‘you:to “this scene 2 And’ hOW,
dul you' éscape (hit savage’ hordé ? P ‘

‘T wag praying. beside, . 'bim hen l]ney came,'.'
ﬁpt' they were too mad, wnth rage-{o- nolice me.’
my child ! what an escape you have-had.:
I.mus1 teke :you~ away.- before,-they: return.)=-

And sovnding & silver:- “bugle -that’ lm..g st lus‘
bclt liis. brave soldrers' on filled llie lenl. 9

, CLaok 7 Phe' ‘t32laimed, ¢ look bere! " brnve
£0us. l1 and- see the price of ourwictary s 1 v
B They-kaelt: down;’ andﬂeach::one touche’d the

B sian.

| chivairy. lay there- withered..
grandest keart of all the Milesian chiefs was lying
low, its pulses stilled forever.

her " chitldgood.’

bappy - Kingtfesigned bimself to-despair, -
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b'oody ve=tm=n‘s of the dead and swore elernal
‘bate to the murderers., Oae lingered long, and
.|'gez2d sadly on the calm, white face.

! They broke the noblest heart that ever beat.

‘my comrades ! he sald as he aroce from his
lrnees ’

Solemn obsequies mdeed were lhoce of Klna

The purest and

But dearly as Donough Borobme had loved
be father and his Kiog bitterly as he wailed for

Ins terrible death, there was a balm for his griefs,
a concolatien for all his sorrows, m the pure, va-
worldly love of the hittle page, who bad witnessed

he dreadfu! 'scene of King Brian’s death. e

bore him to his beautilul home without any sus-
picicn oo the part of the soldiers who accom-
panied him, that the boy was olher than he
sermed.

Oace safe wilhin the wails, the page was never

agawn seen ; but a gen'le little lady. who meght
easily have pasced as his cu:ter, with the same
Moorish tint 1 lip aod cheek, sat at Donough’s
board, pestled close beside him.

¢ Men called ber angel but he called ber

wife,?

Dearer by far, becauseshe had seen the brave

ofd warror -die ; had prayed all night in bis
father’s lonely teat ; she was the only woman be
ever loved.

The secret -of ber blrth and the place where |
ibey found her secreted, swas only known to the
good old King Brian, and s zon,.
years the child had dwelt - in  the castle, arrayed
in the dress of 2 page, lest by wearing the clothes |
of her sex, she might be epmted sway by the
neople: who hiad held her -in . bondage, and who
might recogmz= ber.
nough ivent to battle, she begged, with. many

For many |,

When Briao, and Do

ears, to areomnany them 5 aud lhe ng at

last consented to- her gowng, provn!ed she
would promvce “never
where
charge of ber.

Here, then, the g il paued the loncly dn‘q aw
tears and prayers for those she loved.
on bended knees, she supplicated ‘the Gad ol
batles, 2il through that dreary night, guarded by
the soldier who was never to leave her atone for
a moment, and who well fulfiled the trust.
here Brian found ber, when he returned a con-
‘queror, eles ! for a brief moment,.in which the.
dark eyes had hardly time to recover thewr lonk, |
of sunny -cladness, ere she saw lim ru'ldes=ly»
I murdered befare her agonized gaz-.

to desért . ais -mmp'

Che “would

tlere, |,

And

Donaigh’s friends boped that the' =nvpre|g'ﬂy

{wauld be tecdered to .bim, 3 Ins father’s suc.
cessor. ; but had he mshed ity there were too
maoy-whom Malachi bad " won over to s side
and almost before Brian’s ashes were ‘cold, bis'
|rival re-aséended the, throne of - deatn ; whlle
Donaugh retired. to his castle among the. hdls of
‘-iuneter, with bis beautiful bride.

vian-bad named the ‘httle fondling Ivar, aﬁer

one ‘of the, three” famous sea-kings ; and she |
would not uow relioquish the name so endeared.|
to her by rememhrance,
the very night of thewr return, and from this time, {:
she ceased to fear the persecution of the foes of |,
" Absorbed i in" ihe Tove ‘of her j
pusband life became to her as one loog sumwer.
day.,
gueenly as any- of the consorts ‘of neighboring
Kings, when stateliness demanded it of her.” She
was worthy of ber Ligh estate—worthy, to be
the mother of I\mgq, bat fate decreed otber-
wise, . .

They- were married on

Slmple as . cottage girl, she could be as

Ma'lachi, King: of \Iea:b was a brave man ;

but a King, more powerfal’ than himself, con-
quered bim at last—the King of Terrors.
died {0, 1022 and Donoush should bave. suc-,
eeeded i to the Kmudom.
once  more opyoszed.
beart: was mlerested in ‘the conquest, and he
fought like a hoa for s~ nabt._
Borohme s béir—* Beian ‘terrible (o battle, wise
in counsel,’ a map..who had stood, head .and
shoulders aveve every Irish King that bad been
born. for. ceaturies.
death to:him—ths defeat —for defeat came, lle |-
prew morbid—almost insane under the blow.—
Sad and depressed, he walked the. solitary rooms
| of the castle, unheedmw .that Tvar sat alone n
her chamber, awaitma the advent of his child.—!
She'heard-the sound of ‘his “footsteps ‘trqmpma ‘

He

But s iight was
-This - time, Deonough’s

He was Brian

Tt was the bitterness of

“1 the stope’ ﬂoorc, and <huddered to hjud that'even
her tenderneas had go.. balm. for. lus. wounded,
spirite,. .

M:dmnbl came, but toe uuqunet soul Lept ‘the'

body 'restlesq rand stall the. footsteps sounded be-
‘nealh hér. Io that dark bbur, ier child’s brist H fe'
| came and went, aud‘ its’ beoutd'ul mother ‘never.
=aw e hight of moroma upon theearlb. :_'-, e

‘Fully.awakened by his -double .loss, the: v

Not a soldier n tbe army thst did not |
drop a tear over the glorious dead ; not a’ heart
i that did not sorrow most of all, that. they could |

see.his face no more. The fAower of Ern’s

huncr wddlv aver the beautiful remains of the
motber and child, perfectly distracted with grief
and aocguish. For daps, he -kept them from
burial, and would not be persuaded that they
could not be restored to life. At length, when
deeay touched the sweet faces with its eflicing
finger, be resisted no fonger.

The sext day -after the- mourafal buriat be
resigned his kingdom, and went out an exile from
the home of his fathers, to warder away in foreign
lands. The heaths of Ireland felt bis springing

Ieave a faxthl'ul servant 1o, /.

footsteps no more.

day.” Wandering thus, he chanced to seat lum—

sell on¢ day, near the gate of a cosvent, The
cool, gray walls scemed to woo the  sufferer re-
posiog in their shadow. WNext to deatb, the con-
.vent seemed to hold a place of rest for the
weary ; and he rang the convent bell, and was
admitted. Lonely aod. silent—never speakmo
to the brothers, and- holding slight communion
with the hiead of the monastery, he lived years i
the performance of his duties as one of the order,
yet so mechanically that one would have said
‘there was no beart i that thin bady—n2 central
fires m that dumb soul.

It was a day wn summer ; so bnght, so beau
tiful with the blue sky bending so loving above, |
and the emerald grass Jymg so qmetly beneath,
that earth seemed as lovely as Heaven. A guiet
gravesard it was, where the suoshine kissed the
grass, and the shadow of tall trees lav over an
open grave. DPresently. there came down the
pataway from the convent, a long procession of
monks, hearmg a bier.

Sud fenly, from the litile cbapel there arase
upoa. the summer air a.chant so swee’, yet so
beart-breaking - in its sweetness, that lhe very
‘birds hushed therr mid-summer cafols to histen.
;Nearer' and nearer ¢ charging the deep celars |
‘with all mournful chiords,’ until the loog traoo of
‘mourners -stopped. beside the stil} grave. - The

|'bier swas . lowered, and- the face of the ‘dead

gleamed up wlute.)et with a Heavenly serenity,
‘that told of ineffable grace.

‘grand, so Joyful, so expressive of a subhme hope,
‘and triumph beyond that low grave, that it soemed
‘almost to be the depar'ma’ spint upon its power
vand mght.,  When all was.over,and the proces-
sion wnund tnrouab the over—shadowed pathway,
on its way back, one who stood near asked 1b> |
.grave-digger whom he was interring \here 2 *

¢ He was brother Adrian—God rest his soul I’
‘said 1he old moank, devoutly erossmg -himself,
i ¢ Did you koow his name in the world 7°

¢ ¢ What matters,’ reJomed the monk.
koo thaf there, be lies.?

¢But I knaw, He was a I\mg-—almost a
‘demigod. He was the brave ‘son of the Trish|
king, the'gond Brian Barohme, Father and son
‘—both’ murdered., Truly may you say. ¢ God
Test that temgpest tossed world tried soul.?
i Anotber spadeful of earth, and tie face of}
Donough Borohme was kidden from tbé hght of |
‘day : but.we know that in the ITeaven'y king |
.Jom, 1ts likeness -1s shining .10, the Arehaogel’
face, with a haht that shall not grow dim through.
:all etermly - :

"J__ULI;Ei DE n,onm. |

" CHLPTER 1—SAVED.

:coltage.:
seventy winters. -~ But his slender, form was free,
pecuharly h:gh bred and arstocratic in bls bear-
!ng' "

¢ How ig he uow, grandpa'-d -

the twining tose tree’ beside the door, was a
lovely -.girl, whose cheek bore the bloom of:
seventeen' maiden years, -

wered.

¢ Perfectly. restored !’ said a deep voice ; and
a tall stern-looking. man emerged from the cot-
tage. +His straight black hair was close-cut ;
and his dark face wore a sarage expression,
which . was by no means lessened by the strip of
plaster which. covered a. fresh wound, on the le{t
side of the forebead. :

¢Saved I' he sad. <. Youog Jady you-bave
saved m¥ hfe.  Oae moment later. and that

The younrv gtrl looked upy blushed and then
smileil.

S What T did — what 'a'weal girl'in euch a ca:e
‘wowd do—was little.”

iwhat it is.to.bave the hoofs of & rightened, pluog-
g Horse! closé ‘to “one’s bead, when one is tying’
‘almot msensnble on” the ground Had it vot
‘beea for, mademoiselle’s courage. and ready hand;
monsieur,: | kad locked: upon my last sun.’

Hel -

‘Johesa ’brave glrl’ tbe white: halred old

Life whs hateful to one who |
had givpn up wife, child, and kingdom, 10 a siagle |

A solemn bunal. ,
‘service succeeded and then arose a stram so

"Ionly_l

The old man.came to-the front of the humble
His head was white with the snow of |

from the stoop of age'; and there was somethjog :'
The'speaker, who sat o a ristic beneh, uoderl ,

‘He1s better, my child, the -old ‘man ans= |

‘vicibus brute would hiave kicked my brains out.? | .
¢ Monsieur exago'erales his daoo'er/ =he said, |7

S am pot. unaccuslomed to dao'rer, ﬂademol 1.
selle.‘tLe dark ; featured -man rephed T know. |

man rephed, proudly ¢ qbe comes nf a braVe
ra~e, and is worthy of it.”

The stranger, whao, by the way, was dressed in
a riding st of the period, threw at the ather a
rapid, eaquiring glance, that seemed to measure |
the old man from head te foot. -

¢ May I venture,” he siid, ‘tousk the name
of thosa to whom T am so deeply indebted 7

The girl looked anxiously at ber gracdfather;
but the !atter drew limself up with dignity, as he
rephed :

¢ Our pame 15 De L'Orme "

The stranger started, and drew bark a step.

¢ De L’Orme P he exclarmed. ¢ Citizen, that
is a danzerous name n these perdous times. "The
ring of aristaeracy is n it; and many z proud
"head has already fallen for no other crlme than
boasting that aristoeratic prefix to a pame.’

¢ 1t is true,” the old man said sadly, but with-
out any show -of fear; ¢ your republican rulers
_have shed profusely the proudest, and noblest
@blood of Fraoce. But D2 L’Orme ianota
name (o be ashamed of, or disown; and if the
-harmes of the Convention, still unsatiated, desire
'to glut their longmg for more  blond, the hfe of
.an old man, grey in poverty and suﬂ=rmw is ant
much. Bul—’ be pauvsed, and bhis cheek grew
‘pale—<'my poor child.’

The airl serz2@ his hand, and nestled close to
him, The stranger reoarded both a moment in
stern suence.

¢ You are the the father of the Count De
L’0 me,’ said he, ¢ who was killed at —?

¢ Ave,’ the old map proudly interrunted, ¢ My
‘snn fell 1c battle, fighting against the enemies of
France. And now gone of wur nnble iine re-
;ma.ns, but ose poor old ran, and tis orphaan
‘child.?

For an instant, 2 gleam of comnassion —a ray
‘from the celesnal countenapce of the angel of
‘mty—lighted up the dark, stern face of the
stranger. He paused for a-mnment, as if ab
sarged ip deep tbought Then Inalking vp with a
'smi'e that had the gnmnesc of a frown m it he
‘said

¢ Cilizen, fhese are dangerou, tuzes for such
‘as you and this lovely ehifd, Bat T am not an
‘ungratefu! mao, and T owe youa life,  If danger
comes to you, 1t may be in my pawer to sarve

ow.’
’ He draw a tablet from blS pocleat, as he
rapoke, and wrote upon 1t'a few hasty: lines,

¢ Flere, eMtizan De L’O:me,’ he said. ¢ Keep
~that tablet, and shou'd danger come to you at
any time, it may be—if he who writes it stil re
tatns s own head,” he said this with a smile—

prave of service in your need.’ ‘

He turped back into the cottage, and came
‘out again with a whip in tis hand, and a large
‘heavy cloak on his arm.

¢ Maiden,’ he said, taking the girl’s hand, and
!faising it retpectfully to his Ipey ¢ We should be,
‘by rank (for T am af the peaple, and you of the
nob’esse) and hrritage (for I am ouly a prole-
‘taire, a sansculiote. if you will) enemres. But
‘T owe you a life, no matter how small you may
‘deewn 1t worth, and T ‘am grateful.’

He drapped her hand, aod ‘tlie’ next moment,

was.gone.
. Tle old-man reod the llne; |n=cnbed upon the
tablet ; ‘and with an exclamation of astonishment,
‘haaded it ‘to g’ grand-caughter..” Jule De
L’Ormr, as she read, grew pale. .

+He! .The enemy -of our race and class

“Our enemy no longery thank Heaven.

CHAPTER II —THE‘. APPDAL

Days pass by H btt ternble evenls pass faster.
Ta a front room of a house in a narrow fanboury

.| of Paris, 2 man' was ‘séated at a desk, witting

rapidly. . T'wo other men near him, to whom be
dictated briet orders now and again, were writ-
ing likewise. OR and on, persons came turrying
i, who whispered hasty messages in bis ear, and
[-rapidly departed. S

This .man who sat alone, aod whose pen
moved with such noisy rapidity, was™ dark and
stern, twith closely ' cropped bair. So cold aod
‘stern he sat, he might have been a creature
turned into stome, but for that pervous mation of
‘i fingers, and that gratiog sound of bis pen.

The door was noiselessly opened. A man,
-with the silent tread of a cat, entered, and walk .

up to bim. O the desk of the writer, he laid a |
set of 1vory tablel- azd lllen staad by, mutely
waitiog.

The dark and stern -look’ ‘ng mn - Gtarled at
the sight of the. tablets, and’ opemnn‘them hur<

| riedly, read what, wis written iside,

¢ Who gave you these 7. lie =aul looking
bastdy up. g

- ¢ An old mag; cltwd, mth louw wode hnlr

_ ¥Sbotwv him gp.’" : v s

“The. man mstaq|ly, varis hed _"_ .

* In a few woments a hasty, tottering step, was

1 heard vpoan the stairsy the door was thrust open,
“and ; an old’ mah, 'Witha mld eaoer looL, ruslled
into tbe room, :

. ¢1 . have, Tound ,yob,- mons:eurl Tnen s

e T S
" . T Lo l} '_!‘: . ) o

BRI

i

{ [ szeo De L’Orme ) cald lhe stern-visaged
¢

iman. ¢ what has happened? Some great trou-

i ble h1s befallen vou,?

= * The tablets I’ exclaimed the old man, ¢ you

have received them 7’

*Yes; and | know that their arrival here
I'means that danger menaces you. I remember
'\mv promise well. Now, what 19 it ?

! The 2ged noble paused,and gasped for breath
The other pushed bim to a chalr, but he heeded
llt not. At last be spoke —

* My grand-daughter

*Your grand-daughter!
her 7
l ¢ She is ip prison—che has been denounced by
a wrelch, whose insolent addresses she spurned.
She is condemned to death; and in an hour het
neck will be benesth the guillotine, 1If you owe
ber a hfe,aod prove false to your word.’

Trte other starled with an exclamation of
herror.

¢ Citizon Andre,’ he said to one of the secre~
taries, Cyour Ist — quick. Ab! here 1t is.—
Heaven grant, I may not be to lale Here,
tere I’

He rushed to bis desk, seized a sbeet of paper,
wrote basuly upon :t,and thrust it in the old mian’s
hand. ] _

¢ Away, citizen ! he cried. ¢ Waste not a
moment. If yan would save your child’slife
hurrp to the Place de Greves, and [reseat
that.?

The noble grasped it as a starving man might
clateh his nroffered food, and dashed from the
room, with a speed that seemed to dely the fec~
blenecs of age.

The dark stern man sank back on lus chair.—
The mere cold, inhuman thouzht of working out
| what 15 called -an ¢ 1dea’—let us hope —was not
his just then. Iligher tuoughts (represented by
the young girl, who was the noblest type of hu-
manity he had ever seen), may bave occupied
his m:nd at the moment. After a short puuse
he spoke: ‘

¢ Heaven grant he may bein time? e bad
used the sacred name but little of late, except to
blaspheme 1. "¢ Audre, my friend, some wine..
Iieel sick P : ' o

Heaven! Whato

CHAPTER NI ~ LOST»

Aifearful scene was rlnt on the Plice de
Greves, on that bright summer day. There
was the hosrible seall dd the ‘mdeous frame, the
o'ork, aed the glitterng knde Saldiers {epced
it around.; and a howling mob, thirsting for
hland, filled the whole square, '

A fearfu! ccene was that i the distance.—
The tumbnl came rolling alocg the rugged pave-
ment, filled with its frerght of human viclims.
Aand matrons, and .tender maidens wera there - ;
gay rofil oz nohles—what a grim and grotecque
mnckery of Lfs, was ther ghastly lewity, and
gaity now ! Wiat a many colored picture of
miserable humanity was that, with the mght
shade o! death hangmn s over all! Some prayed ;
some .moaned ; some looked cold and sterp:
otbers, those ouce gay young- nobles, smiled and
playfully - jested to the last, They were cool
and brave, these mes, worthy of the death of the
soldier, nat the felon.

Out of the tumbri, and up,‘the steps of
the platform they ment, - amid  the- stares
and clamors of ‘the mob. Ode graceful young
uoble, of bandsome features, and lorgly mizg,
bad placed his foat side. by side with one of the
l'emal-e victims of rthis horrid blood -thirst, when

be suddenly drew back, and, as if e were on-the
perron of the palace at Versaiiles, be lifred bin
bat. and, with a pgracious .smile, and sweet bow’
said., ‘p_lace cux dames’—ladies first! He was
the gracd-son of an Irishman, this, of one of the
beroes of the great old brigade. " Even.in lhat
dark bour, he wis the polished geatleman sll.

The hideous butchery began. A young glrl
10 a robe of simple white, approached and knelt
before the frame, at the feet of the Lonfﬂssor.
The, executioner staad by, silent and grim, " The
howhog. crowd hushed its iparticulate nowe
awhile, at sight of that girl, so ]ovely . ber. vic-
gin grace, and celestial heroism ; aod then a
murmuring of something akw ta plty, filled the
arr.,

"The white robed maiden advance’l and klssed
the cross. ‘The h2adsian preépared for his fune-
tions, ~ She koelt agd'n.” A wild,’ welrd slmeL
burs® upon the arr— , i

¢ Tenes ! tenes '—t Hold ! ho'd ! ” S
- Api the Jorm-of an’ aged mat, wl'ose white
hairs flaated on the' wind, was' séen 1o the dis-
lanre, rushing forward with trantic gestuves. ~

. Qaward e came. But the miiden did not

-} seemn to heed kim—=nor the .crowdy except - soma
‘lon its outward tringe,

. Oaward, waving &
paper. e
« Tenes ! fenes P o
The‘ivory netk ' was: bowed. ' The waiving
barr fliwed over”{he white 'briew, and pathd
‘cheeks,” {Ohe word:: the kuifd fell-ond the dis.

‘severeq hedd: dropped it that hesp of” blood

l ' ~,-.‘.':‘-f.:,:
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