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OHAPTER IX.
NODLAG.

Obristmas morning came round ; and
the snow was still heavy in cleft and
hollow ; whilst on the open roads it
had been beaten by many feet of men

and horses into a sheet of yellow

that made walking very troublesome
The great white sheet
was yot drawn across the landscs pe to
the horizon ; and on distant mountains
it shone clear as amber in the light of
The eyes of men were
yearning for the more uoot.hing_ green
oolor of fleld and copse ; for in this
country, where we are s0 unaccustomed
to snow, the eyes soon begin to ache
and seek
relief in little spots or nooks of ver
dure under the shade of trees, or in hid
den places where the great crystal

snd dangerous.

the wintry sun.

at the dazzling whiteness,

flakes could not penetrate.

The family had gone to early Mass,
some to Ardpatrick or Ballyorgan, some

down to their own parish church ; f

despite the inclement weather, there
was some pleasure in meeting friends
on such a day, and exchanging Christ-
The boys who had
been home early from Mass went out
with their sticks to hunt the wren ;
and Hy, Droleen ! echoed from copse
and thicket, as the young lads shouted
the hunting cry far away across the
mountains. The rest of the family got
back early from Mass also, and the
deep hush of a Christmas Sabbath fell
swiftly down over the entire land, for
it was a matter of honor in Ireland that
each family should be swiftly gathered
together, :and have their fireside con-
secrated against all intrusion on that
day. So far is this rigid tradition
maintained that it is most rare to find
any one sitting down to the Christmas
dinner who is not an immediate mem-
ber of the family circle ; and the
happy-go-easy intimacy of other days,
when a neighbor might freely cross the

mas greetings.

you'd keep your pity for them that de-
sarve it better, Hard times, indeed !
As if anything could excuse wholesale
perjury and murdher !’’

* You have your feelings, Kate,”
said the old man, * and sure I don't
blawe you. 'Twould be a lonesome
Shrove for you, it Willy Burke hadn’t
done what he done.’’

This allusion to Kate's approaching
marriage with Jobn Burke only exas.
perated her the more.

‘* Yes, father,’”” she said, ‘‘ but ae
Donal here sez, what purtection have
anny of ye, so long as anny of that
ice | dirty spawn of informers is lelt in the
counthry 2"’

“ 'Pwas a brave ride, surely,’’ said
the old man, not heeding. *‘ I hard
Dr. O'Brien say from the altsr, that in
a hunder’ or two hunder’ years' time,
t:?'re'll be ballads and songs about

 You hard him say, too,’”” said Kate,
flushed and excited with the dance,
and the thought of her lover's peril
thus brought back to her mind, ** that
he hoped every approver and informer
would clear out of his parish, and lave
o trace behind them in wife or child.”

“ Go out, Donal,” said the old man,
not relishing this turn the conversa-
tion was taking, ‘' an’ bring in & creel
or, | of dhry turf and fagots for the fire.
Sure we have some hours yet before
bed-time, and the sight of the fire is
good. ** And,”’ he continued, turning
aronnd, as Donal promptly obeyed,
 take a look at the cows in the stalls,
and see they're all right agin the night.
It is as cowld for thim crachures as it
is for ourselves.’”’

Donal, a * boy " of thirty-five or
forty, went out into the keen frosty
air ; : nd first approached the outhouse
where the wood was kept. Having
collected a goodly bundle, he went over
to the great long rick of black turf,
now blanketed under a heap of frozen
snow. He could not And the usual
creel ; so, lighting a stable lantern,
he went over to the byre where the
cattle were stalled for the night.
Three of the beasts were comfortably
asleep in their stalls ; the remaining
three bent down their wet nozzles, and
breathed on something that lay on the

-

threshold with a * God bless the
work 1"’ is sternly interdicted on that
day. The strict privacy of each house-
hold is rigidly maintained.

When night fell, all gathered tc-
gether around the table, where smoked
the Christmas dinner. This, too, was
invariable in every Irish household.
The roast goose, stufled with potatoes
and onions, the pig's head, garlanded
with curly eabbage, a piece of salt
beef, and an abundance of potatoes
was, and is, the never-changing menu
in these humble, Christian households.
In places where there is a little more
pretension, a rice pudding, plentifully
sprinkled with currants, or a plum
pudding, is in much request. And
then the decks are cleared for action ;
and the great Christmas cake, black
with raisins, is surrounded and steamed
by smoking tumblers of punch ; and all
yolax for a cosy, comfortable evening
of innocent mirth and enjoyment around
the glowing fire of turf and logs, on
the sacred hearths of Ireland. And
there are songs and dances galore, and
absolate fraternity and equality, for
servant boys and girls mix freely with
the family on this great holiday of
Ohristian communism ; and many &
quaint story is told and many a quaint
legend is unearthed, as the memory of
the old travels back into the past, and
the hopes of the young leap forward to
the future. And all then was limited
between the four seas of Ireland.
America had not yet been discovered ;
and the imagination never travelled
beyond the circle of the seas. And so
thers was nothing but Ireland to talk

floor. Surprised beyond measure,

Donal went over, and stooping down
saw his turf-creel, and lying therein,
warmed and saved by the breath of the
dumb oxen,
prettiest child he ever saw.
creature opened its blue eyes at the
lantern Jight, and stared and emiled at
its discoverer.
Their services were no longer wanted.
But one came back from the stalls ;
and, as il loath to leave its little
charge, put down its wet nose again,
and breathed the warm vapor of breath
on the infant.

was the sweetest and
The little

The cows drew back.

The big Donal was so surprised that,

as he said, yon could knock him down
with & feather.
lantern on the floor, he came over
leisurely to the house, smiling at the
surprise he was going to give the
family.
debating with himself what would be
the most dramatic form in which he
could make the revelation.
good artist he finally decided that the
simplest way would be the most
effective ;
kitehen door, and said :

But, leaving the

Then he stopped a moment,
Like a

so he pushed open the

“ Come here, Kate, I want youn a

minit,"”

¢ Wisha, thin,” said Kate, reluctant

enouzh to leave the warm house and go
out into the frosty air, ** ’'tis you're
always wantin’ somethin’.
now ?"’

What is it

When they were in the yard, Donal

said to her :

* Keep yer sinses about yon, Kate,

for you'll see the quarest thing you
ever saw now "’

“ Yerra, what is it,”’ said Kate, now

about, nothing but Ireland interesting ;
the Ireland of the past so dark, 8o trag
fosl ; the Treland of the fature so un-

certain and problematical.

Late in the evening, or rather night,
in this little home of Glenanaar, the
thoughts of the family took a melan-
The song had been sung,
the girls and boys
wero tired after jig and reel, and the
family circle were gathered
around the fire now smouldering down
in hot cinders and white ashes. The
dim, crimson light predisposed them
to meditation and even gloom, as the
huge giant shadows were cast on the
walls and upwards where the blackened

choly turn.
the story told ;

whole

quite excited, ** is it a ghost or wan of
the ¢ good people ?' "’

¢“Pig a fairy whatever,”’ sald Donal,
going over and letting the light fall
down on the smiling face of the child.
“ Did ye ever see the likes before ?
what'll they ssy inside 2"’

Kate uttered a little scream of sar-
prise, and clasped her hands.

“ Glory be to God! Did any wan
over soe the likes before ¢ I wandher
is it something good, or—"’

The dumb beast rebuked her super
stition, for again she bent down her
wet mouth over the child and breathed
softly over her. And the infant, as if
appealing against the incredulity of

rafters glistened under the dark, the girl, twisted and puckered its
smoked-begrimed  thatch. After a | little face, as if about to ory.

long silence, the vanithee, Mrs. Con- * Hero,"” said Donal, * ketoch a
nors, with her hands folded upon her | grip of the oreel, and let us take the
lap, said, looking intently at the fire : | crachure into the fire. And I suppose

I hope we'li all bo well and hap

this time twelvemonth! Sure
little we know what's before U

Who'd ever think last Christmas that

we'd seo what we saw this harvest ?'

“ There's no use in dhrawin’ it
to-night, Bess,”’ said the old m
¢ The comin' year
our lives, is in the hand

¢ Thrue for you,"’
¢ Bat sure, how can we

of God 1"

about what our hearts are full of ?'’

¢ 7 Mg all over now,”' said her hus
band, spreading his hands before
embers. ‘* At lasto, we 7 hope
As long as the Coun is to

fore, the poople are safe.”
*¢ You never know,”’ said her w
whose feminine instinets inelined

despondency. ‘‘ It's clear as n

day, that there's thim in the counthry

gtiil that 'nd swear black wos wh
and night wos day."”

¢ Ontil they're made sich an example

of,” said a deep voice from the set

* that no wan of their seed, breed,
gineration shall be left to swear away

honest lives agin.''

wnd overy year of

said the vanithee

py, | she's starving."’

"tis The brother and sister lifted the

1s | | basket gently, and, leaving the lantern
behind them, took the infant across
’ the snow-covered yard, and pushed
up | open the kitehen door.

an. * fere's a Christmas box for yo that

we found in the stable,’’ said Donal,

with great delight. ** Begobs, whoiver

sint it made no mistake aboutit. She's

help talkin’ | & rale little jewel.’

The whole family rose, except

Edwond Connors, who kept his place

the | by the fire. He was always proof

s0. | against sndden emotions of all kinds.

the | They gathered around the basket

which Donal and Kate brought over to
ife, | the fire ; and there was a mingled
to | chorns of wonder, surprise, anger,
on | pity, as the little creature lay there
hefore them, so pretty, so helpless, so
ite, | abandoned

* Glory be to God this blessed and
holy night, did any wan ever hear the
tle, | like before 2"

or “ T'will be the talk of the three
parishes before Sanday 1"

‘“ Wisha, who counld it be at all, at

“They say,”’ added another of the all 2 Sure that child is six months
boys, ‘* that Cloumper Daly (‘Clonmper old.”
Dawley ' is the name by which the ‘* Sweet bad luck to the mother that
famous informer is still spoken of in abandouned ye, ye poor little angel from

the parish,) is sperrited away alrea

bat the other ruffian is under thrainin’
agin be the police in Dublin to swear

harder the nixt time."”
“ They're to be pitied, the
misfortunate erachures,’”’ said KEdwm
Connors. *‘ It must be hard ti
that dhruv them to such a trade.”
¢ Wisha, thin, father,’’

poor,

said one of
the girls, who could make bolder on
her parents than her brothers, *‘ I wish

dy ; | heaven ! Sure she must have a heart
of stone to put ye from her breast this
cowld, bitter night 1"’

“ Wisha, I wandher who is
Did ye hear

she ?
of anny child about the

ond | reighborhood belonging to anny poor,
mes | misforthunate crachure ?'

The only member of the family who

did not evince the least surprise was

Kdmond Connors himself, He con-

tinued staring at the little waif that

Iay at his feet, blinking up at him with
her oclear, blue eyes, as the ruddy
flames from the wood and turf now
leaped up merrily again. He at once
recognized the child whom he had seen
in the arms of the half-demented orea-
ture who had accosted him on the
bridge ; and he remembered, and
smiled at the remembrance, how earn-
estly he had implored her to commit
that child to the care of sone Christlan
household, who, for the love of God,
would preserve the ' little life and
cherish it.

The vanithee, st last, impatient at
his silence, said :

¢ Wisha, thin, Edmond Connors, wan
would think ye wara't in yer own
house, ye're so silent, sittin’ there and
twirlin’ yer thumbs, and with yere
‘Well! well! Can’t you say some-
thin’ to relieve our feelin's ?*’

* I think,”” said the old man, delib
erately, and with a little chuckle of
amusement, ** that it 'ud be no barrum
if ye warmed a little sup of milk and
gave it to the crachure—''

¢ Thrue for you, faith,’” said his
wife. * Yon always sez the right
thing, Edmond Connors, it you don’t
say much !"’

The milk was warmed ; and the little

oreature drank it eagerly, and bright-
ened up after its simple supper. And
then began an eager search in its
clothes for some sign or token of its
birth or parentage. This was unavail-
ing. The little garments were clean,
and sound, and warm ; but no serap of
paper nor sign of needle afforded the
least indication of who the child was,
or whence it had come. And the un-
certainty gave rise to a warmer debate
—about the religion of the child, and
whether she had been christened, and
what might be her name.
“ Av coorse, she's christened,” said
one of the girls. ‘' Av she was the
blackest Prodestan’ in Ireland, she'd
have her child baptized.”

 Begor, that's true,’”’ said another.
¢ An’ faith, it might be some fine lady
that's tired of her little baby—"’

* Nonsense !"’ broke in Mrs. Connors.
* There’'s not a dacent woman in the
land would abandon her child like
that.”

¢ Take my word for it,’’ said one of
the servant girls, *‘ the mother that
carried that child is no great things.
Perhaps 'twas that mad 'uman who was
around here a couple of weeks ago."”’

* The mad 'uman !’ said Edmond
Connors, for the first time turning
around. *° What mad 'uman ?"
“Some poor angashore of a crachure,
that kem rounnd here a couple of weeks
ago ; and asked wos this where Edmond
Connors lived,” said his wife. * We
tried to be civil to her ; but she cursed
and melted us all, yoursell in the bar-
gain.”

¢ Apnd bad she a child wid her ?"
asked the old man innocently.

“ We don't know. She had some
bundle in her arms whatever. But we
thought she wos getherin’ up for the
Christmas time. Buat whoever she wos,
she wos no great things. We wor glad
when she took her face off av us.”

“ But what are we to do with the
child, at all, at all ?"’ asked one of the
girls, ‘‘ And why did her misfortunate
mother pick us out to lave her with
us 2"’
¢ 1 suppose she thought we'd keep
her,’’ said her mother.

* And won't you ? said the old man,
looking at the child and the fire.

“ Won't we? Did any wan hear sich
a question ?"' said Mrs. Connors.
¢ Faith, I'm sure we won't. Nice busi-
ness we'd have rearing a child that
might be ill got. We've enough to do,
faith, these times to keep ourselves,
with everythin' threatenin’ around us.
We'll take her down, next Sunday,
plaze God, to the priest, and let him
see afther her.”

¢ And why should the priest do what
Christians refuse to do?"’ said the old
man., ** Why should he have the bur
den of rearin’ her ?”’

“ He can put her in somewhere,”
said his wife. *' An' perhaps, there
may be some lone crachure who'd take
her off his hands for a thrifle.”

“ Thin you won't throw her out
amongst the cows to-night ?'’ said the
old man, sarcastically.

* That's a quare question,’”’ said his
wife. ‘' Yerra, what’s comin’ over you
at all 2 Sare you used to be as fond of
childre’ as their mother, But we'll
keep her a few days ; and thin—""

¢ What night is this, Bess ?'’ asked
the old man, rising up, and speaking
solemnly, his back to the fire and his
hands clasped tightly behind him.

There was something in the tone
assumed by the old man that hushed
the whole place instantly into silence.
He so seldom manifested any sign of
temper, or even assumed a tone of
authority that, when he spoke as he
now did, his words came weighted with
all the earnestness of a power that was
geldom asserted. His wife, who, in
ordinary every-day life, was supreme
mistress and ruler of the establishment,
bore her momentary dethronement
badly. She shufiled about uneasily,
and affected to be very busy about
household affairs.

“1 suppose 'tis a Christmas,’’ she
replied without turning round, and in
a very sulky tone.

“ And do you remember what
happened on this blessed night ?'" he
sald, now removing his hat and placing
it on the sugan chair where he had
been sitting.

* 1 suppose I do,’”” she answered.
¢ The Infant Jaysus wos borned in the
stable of Bethlehem. Have ye anny
more of the Catechism in yer head ?"’

* And I suppose,’”” said the old man,
“ that if that poor woman and her hus-
band (God forgive me for speaking of
the Blessed Vargin and holy St. Joseph
in that way) kem to the dure with their
little Ohild a few nights after, and
asked Bess Connors to take the baby
from them for a while, Bess Con
nors would say : ‘Next dure, hones’
uman!' "’

¢ You know very well, Edmond Con~
nors,”” said his wife, now thoroughly
angry, ‘' that Bess Conuors,” would
do nothing of the kind."”

“1 know you long enough, Bess,'
said the old man, ‘* to know that. Bat
whin God sint this little crachure,”’

here he stooped down and took the

smiling child up in bis great arms, *‘ do
you think He sint it as » sign and
token of nothin’ ? And whin the same
sll-merciful God saved me from the
flllon and s grave in Cork gaol, where

might be rotting tc-night, instid of
bein’ here amongst ye, wouldn't it be
» nioe return to throw out this little
orphan into the cowld, hard wurrald
outside ? No!"” he said with empha-
sis. “ It God has been good to us let
us be tindher wid wan another.’’

There was no reply to this. The
young men would have liked to side
with their (ather, but they were afraid
ol their mother's keen tongue. The
girls were bolder ; and the elder, Joan,
or Joanns, a very gentle, spiritual
being, said meekly :

* [ think father is right, mother.
We mustn’t fly in the face of God."

¢ Here,"" said the mother, completely
conquered, *‘ let ye nurse her betune
ye. I wash me hands out of the busi
ness intirely.’’

* Take the child, Joan,” said the
father, handing the infant over to his
eldest danghter. *‘ So long as there's
bit, bite and sup in the hcuse, she shall
not want, until thim that owns her,
claims her."”

¢ Do so, and nurse her betune ye,
and may she bring a blessing on yer
house, Edmond OConnors,’”” said his
wife. ** But av it be the other way,
remimber that ye got yere warning.”’

“ What will we call her ?'’ said
Joan, taking the infant from her father’s
arms. ‘‘ We must christen her agin
be some name or anuther."

¢ We'll call her Bessie for the pres-
ent,” said the old man., ‘‘ The laste
honor we can pay yer mother—'’

* Be this and be that ye wont,”
said his wife in a furious temper. ‘¢ I
had always a dacent name, an’ me
family before me wor dacent, an' I
never brought shame or blame on
thim-—"’

¢ Here, here,”’ said Donal, to end
the discussion *‘ annything will do.
Call her Nodlag, (Pronounced Nulug—
Irish for Christmas,) afther this blessed
night.”’

And Nodlag remained the child's
name.

CHAPTER X.
THE MIDNIGHT OATH.

The defeat of the Crown in these
half-political, half-social trials had
been s0 utter and complete, that it was
generally regarded as the merest form-
ality that the prisoners, let out on
bail, shonld be again summoned before
the Judges. Besides, the belief in
0O'Connell's great forensic abilities, 8o
well manifested before the Special
Commission, created t"e hope that
amounted to certainty in the public
mind, that no matter what pressure
was brought to bear by the Crown, no
jury could convict on what had already
been proved to be the perjured and
suborned evidence of approvers. In
fact, it was fully believed by the gen-
eral public, that the Crown would not
renew the prosecution. Hence, during
the months of January and Febraary,
great contentment reigned in the
humble cottage at Glenanaar. The
early spring work went on as usual,
and no apprehensions darkened the
brightness that always shone around
that peaceful Christian hearth. Nod-
1ag, too, was a ray of sunshine across
the earthen floor. Gradually she grew
into all hearts, and even the vanithee,
struggling a long time against her
pride of power so rudely shattered on
Christmas night, yielded to the spell
of enchantment cast by the foundling
over all else. The men of the house-
hold never went out to work, or re-
tarned from it, without a word or
caress for Nodlag ; the girls went
clean mad about the child ; and often,
when no one was looking, the vanithee
would remain a long time by the child's
oradle, talking motherly nonsense to
it, and always winding up with the
comment :

“ 'T'was a quare mother that put you
among the bastes a Christmas night,
alanna 1”

Edmond Connors, too, was com-
pletely fasoinated by her childish
charms. He would often go in and
out of the room where her oradle lay
to oaress her, and when she was
brought near the fire, and he could
look at her, long and leisurely, he
would plunge into a deep meditation on
things in general, and wind up with a
« Well, well, it is a quare wurruld sure
enough I’ But the secret of her aban-
donment and her parentage was jeal-
onsly guarded by him. He knew well
that if he so much as hinted that that
winsome child was the daughter of the
perjured ruffian, Daly, who had tried to
swear away his life and who had sent
decent men to transportation, not
even his supreme authority would
avail to save the child from instant and
peremptory dismissal from that house
When he found the secret safe, for all
the inquiries made in the neighboring
parishes failed to elicit any informa-
tion about the child or its parents,
although it was still the comwon talk
of the people, he often chuckled to
himself at the grim joke he was play-
ing, and he con'd hardly help saying
in his own mind, as he saw his daugh-
ters fondling the child, and his sons
kissing her—‘ If ye only knew 1"’
Then, sometimes, there would come a
sinking of heart as he thought of the
possibilities that might eventuate from
his approaching trial, and the signifi
cant hint from the wretched woman :—

“ An’ isn't the rope swinging for ye
a-yot 2"’

At last, the Spring Assizes came
around ; and the three men, Connors,
Wallis, and Lynch, were ordered to
Cork for trial. It was a surprise ; bub
atill regarded as & mere matter of form.
The Solicitor General, Doherty, was
again to prosecute ; and he came
flashed from the triumph over O'Con-
nell in the House of Commons, and
determined to prove by the convietion of
his prisoners that the famouns Conspiracy
was as deadly, and as deeply spread
as he had represented. Pablic in-
terest wae not 80 keen as on the first
trials at the Special Commission ; and
therefore, that secret and undefined
pressure of public opinion did not lean
g0 heavily on jadges and jury. The
prisoners were not aware of this ; but

came into court with hope high in their

hearts that this was but a mere formal-
ity to be gone th h to comply with
the law. They would be acquitted by
the Sollcitor General himself in his
opening speech.

pZ. ﬁ‘wyp“ passed into the dock to sur-
render to their bails, Edmond Connors
was aware of the dark figure of &
woman, clad in black, snd with a black
shawl tightly drawn about her head, as
she stood 80 close to the door thad her
dress touched him lightly. The yeo:
man on guard apparently did not
notice her, or made no attempt to re-
move her from a place usually occupied
by officials. As her dress touched the
old man, he looked down ; and she,
opening her black shawl, revealed the
pallid face and the great wild eyes of
the woman he had accosted on the
bridge. At first he shuddered at the
contact. Then, some strange influence
told him that it was with no evil:inten-
tion she was there. Yet, his thoughts
began to wander wildly, as his nerves
sank under the flerce words of the
indictment, charging him with intent
and conspiracy to murder ; and the
words of the woman would come back :

¢ Aun’ is'nt the rope swinging for ye
a-yet ?"’

To their utter dismay and consterna-
tlon, too, O'Connell, their champion,
their deliverer, did not appear ; bub
there was the arch-enemy, Doherty,
¢ gix feet three in height, and with a
manner decidedly aristocratic.’” On
went the dreadful litany of their im-
puted crimes ; on went the appeals
to prejudice, sectarian and political ;
on went the smooth, studied language,
all the more terrible for the passionless
tones in which it was uttered, and
alas | there was no stern friend here to
cry, *“ Stop! That is not law "
Counsel exchanged notes, looked up,
hesitated ; but it needed the fearless
and masculine tribune to block that
stream of deadly eloquence. Over-
awed by the position and personality
of the Crowa Prosecutor, and afraid to
get into close contact with him, they
wete silent. And then the approvers
came on the table.

It would seem to ordinary minds in-
credible that the evidence of these
ruffians, completely disproved on the
soore of self-contradiction, and rejected
by the mixed jury at the Special Com
mission, should ever be demanded
again. But it was. The scene in the
tent at Rathclare, the document of
assassination duly signed, the supple-
mentary evidence that was furnished
to support and buttress a .tottering
cause, were all again paraded, until
Daly, turning around to identify the
prisoners, surprised the court by
affirming that he could not swear to
Edmond Connors ; that to the best of
his belief he was not there. Nowlan
succeeded Daly, ocorroborated every
word sworn to by that worthy, and
wound up his evidence by the solemn
declaration :

¢ But there’'s wan pris'ner there,
that shouldn’t be there ; and that's as
innocent as the babe unborned ; and
that is Edmond Connors. He had nay-
ther hand, act, or part in the Doneraile
Conspiracy !"’

There clearly then was but one
course. Jury consults ; and hands
down a paper to the Judge. And
Edmond Connors is dismissed from the
dock—a free man. As he passed out
with a courteous, but dignified :—

¢ I thank ye, gintlemin 1"

He felt a cold hand touch his own.
He :pressed it tightly, as much as to
8ay :

% Yes, I understand. I owe my life
to you, for having protected your little
child.

Such is the strange magnetism that
flashes from soul to soul in this world,
when the mighty current is directed by
kind thoughts, helpful deeds, and
divinely human sympathies.

He whiled away the day in hand-
shakings from friends, and weeping con
gratulations from those who were dear
to him. KFor the friends of all the other
prisoners were there ; and where there
was a common cause, there was a com-
mon trinmph. He lingered around the
city, thongh anxious to get home to his
little paradise beneath the black hills.
He felt himselt bound in honor to wait
and shard the certain triumphant acquit-
tal of the men whose shoulders touched
his in the dock. But, as the evening
shades closed in, and no news came
from the courthouse, he decided to get
out the common eart, with its bed of
straw and the quilt, in which the peas-
antry then, and now, used to travel
trom place to place, and he made all his
preparations for his night journey home-
wards. Donal, his eldest son, was just
turning his horse’s head from the city,
when a wild shout arrested them.

‘“ We might as well wait a.d be home
with thim,’’ said the old man.

A few of the crowd came up. There
was, alas | no triumph on their faces,
but the pallor of great fear.

** What is it ? how did it turn ?”
asked the old man.

“ Wallis acquitted, Lynch, con
vieted and sentenced to be hanged,”
was the reply.

“ God presarve us!'’ said the old
man. *‘’tis only the turn of a hand
between life and the grave.”

The crowd melted away ; and the two
men, father and son, passed ont beneath
the stars.

After a good many exclamations of
fear, anger, pride, joy, they both sank
into silence, as the horse jogged on
swiltly enough, for his head was tnrned
to home., A thousand wild thoughts
chased one another through the old
man's brain—the thought of his narrow
escape from death, of the loyalty of
that poor woman, of the strange in-
stinet that had made him adopt her
child—a deed of charity now requited
a hundredfold. Then he looked for-
ward and began to calculate the chances
against the child. If the least whisper
of the truth were known—and why
should it not transpire at any moment ?
—he felt he could not retain the child,
and this would be a breach of faith not
only with the woman, but with all his
own most cherished principles. He felt
he needed an ally, and that ally shounld
be his son, who had first discovered
Nodlag, and who, when his father died,
should succeed to the duty of ber pro-
tector and father. But how could he

b uld Donal tak
oW WO take it ? W
have mavliness enough to rlucotll?ohe
the traditions of his class and 4, wh“
would be most noble and genumu: .
Or would the inborn instincts of ch:
Oelt revolt at the thought thsy zne
child of such blood should be harbum.l
as one of their family ? It was rea)|
oast of the die, how Donal wou)d c.’.‘
it ; but it was absolutely necessary t,
make the revelation, and, with a silent
prayer to Him Who sits above the
the old man coughed, and said :
:: %ro you :wnko, Donal ?”
erra, why wouldn’t I be awake »'
sald Donal, rubbing his eyes ; Io:) ?hg
had been dozing. *‘ Whereare we 3"
‘‘ I knew yon were dozing,” said hig
l\:’thor ‘b:f.md uur: small blame to yeg
e're between the half-wa 3
Mallow.'’; P
* The night is so dark,’’ said Doy
illogically, * I didn't know where

ulars,

xl;y
we

were. Did we pass the half-way houge »
‘ An hour ago,’’ eaid his fathep
“Don't you see the owld castle o

of

Ballinamona over there on the heiri,
** Sure enough,’’ said Donal.
be in Mallow in an hour.
what time is it 2"’
* Betune three and four in the mory’
I thiok,"’ said his father. ** We'll have
the light sooun.” [
Y Tis wortial cowld,” said L son
whipping up the horse. ** Why didy't
you stop at the half-way house ? Hure
any wan would want a dbhrink to n'qh:.'-'
The old man was silent. The

We'll
I wandher

sion was not auspicious. Then 4 \:1
solved it must be done.

“ Donal 2"’

“ Yes, sir 1"’

“ ] have somethin' to say to you

that's on me mind. Did you notice
annythin’ in the Court to-day ?'’

** Nothin’ but the usual blagardin
and rufianism,’”’ said Donal. *‘I'y
glad we're done with judges, juries
and informers forever.'’ §

This staggered the old man
knit his brows and went on.

* Thin you dida’t remark the evid
ence of Daly and Nowlan ?"’

¢ I did,” said Donal, drily. *‘ May
be the grace of God is tetching the
ruffians ; or, begobs, maybe they got &
bribe.”’

“ That's it,”’ said the old man, glee.
fully. *‘They did. Daly was bribed,”

“ T didn't think yon used to do mneh
in that way, sir,”” said Donal, half ok.
ing, half resting. *‘* An’ it must take
a big bribe to get thim rufians to sjake
the truth.’”

‘ No, thin,”” said his father. *' It
was a little, weeshy bribe enough ; anc
'twas God sint it.”’

“I'm glad you're left to us, sir/’
said his son ; ** but, be all that's boly,
I'd rather swing than tetch the palm of
these thraitors to creed and counthry.’

The omens were growing more in.
ausplcious ; but the old man was de-
termined.

“ Donal,” said he, *‘ can you keep &
saycret ?"’

“ Did you ever know me to blab any-
thing you ever tould me ?'’ said his
son.

““No!” was the reply. ** An’ that's
the raison why I'm goin’ to tell you
somethin’ that I wouldn't tell to any
wan livin’, excep’ the priest and your-
sell.”

¢ It must be a grate saycret out an’
out,”” eaid his son, * Perhaps you
would want to sware me ?"’

“ Yes, I do,”” said his father, ** al-
thongh the word of sich a son as you
have been, Donal, is as good to me as
if you kissed the Book ! Pull up the
horse for a minit 1"’

Donal drew the reins; and they came
to a standstlll on the hump of a little
bridge that crossed a brawling river

¢ Where are you?'’ said the old man,
feeling for his son’s hand, like the blind
patriarch of old.

‘' Here, sir!”’ said Donal, placing his
strong, rough hand in the palm of his
father's hand, which instantly closed
over it.

I want you to swear by the Gospels
which we haven’t wid us, and by Him
Who wrote thim Gospels, that you'll
never breathe to morchial bein’ what I
am tellin' ye now ; do your swear ?"'

I do,” said the young man, rather
frightened at the solemnity of the
place and scene.

“ Will you also swear that when I am
dead and gone, you will be a father to
that child you found in the cowhonse &
Christmas night 2"’

“ Nodlag!"’ said Donal, utterly am-
azed.

¢ Yes, Nodlag, "’ replied his father
grasping the son's hand more tightly.

¢ Av coorse, if you wish it,’’ said the
son, reluctantly. ‘¢ Whatever is there
is yours; and will be mine only becaunse
you giv’ it to me.”

“ An’ I do give it to youm, Donal, m¥y
son, "’ said the old man, aflectionately.
“For never did man rear a better boy
than you. An’ now go on, an’ I'll tell
you all, 'Twas little Nodlag whom yo2
bronght in from the cows that cowld,
bitter night, that saved me from the
gallows to-day. "’

Wondering, fearful, not knowing what
to think, Donal whipped on the horsé,
and his father, sitting by him, com*
menced his dramatic tale. ;

“ Do you remimber the women talkin
that night about the mad crachure whe
wos carryin’ about a bundle wid her at
the Christmas time 2"’

“Ido well. 1saw her meself ; and
the divil's own bad tongue she had,
especially for yerself,’ said Donal.

“ Did you see her in Coort to-day ?
said his father.

“No!” said Donal.
that T did.”’

*‘She was there thin,’’ said the old
man. * She bribed Daly and Nowlad
in my favour; and Nodlag Wwas the
bribe, "’

““ Thin she is Nodlag's
cried Donal in amazement. Syl

“She is, " said his father, trying i
suppress his excitement. ‘‘ And now
remember your oath, Donal. She—#=
Daly's wife! "

The young man was 80 gtunned bY
the information that he remaio®
speechless for some minutes, trying
piece things together. He was daz
by the information. Then, suddenlys
the horror of the thing seemed to Hl\‘“'z
him, and he said, in a suppressed b
terrible way:

; but he

] ean't say

mother 2"

break the terrible revelation ? and

“Thin, be all that's holy this blessed
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ht, out she'll go or
:ii‘nlt'l crass the thrish

#Jg that the way
oath 2"’ said the father,

“I'll say nothin' to
plied his son. ** But o
way the divil fly away
belongin’ to her.'’

¢ There's more ways
oath than by shpakin’,’
«“You can't do what yo
but which,’”’ he addec
¢ you won't do without
kpow."’

«Thin, who's to pre
his son, sullenly.

“T'll prevint you, a
vint you,”’ said the ol
¢ Glenanaar is mine ti
po wan will tetch that
my name is Edmond Cc

Donal knew well the
tion of his father when
his mind to a parti
action; so he dropped
manner, and pleaded w
another side.

“The Connors of
never disgraced till no
never thought I'd see |
{ather would bring sh:
gpon us, "’

“Dhrop that, I say
wman, * or maybe only
your mother to-night. '

“To think,”" said
sullenly, ** that the |
tered & dacent family
tions should cover th
former—oh, my God!
shtand it?”

** By houlding your
ing your oath,’’ said h
“ And do you wane
that this won't be kno
“ 1 tell you 'twill be
week’s out; for there )
a grave that could ke
enough from thim we
—thin they’'ll burn ao

fore our eyes. "’

“‘The sayeret is in
yoars,”” said his f
won't tell it.”’

There was a long
ather and son, for
yreaking beyond the

on the sun would |
he dark shoulder
They soon entered th
Mallow Bridge. Not
' Dogs barked
ind stable gates, as |
the cart rumbled ov
but these sounds
soon quiet, as t
the wooden bridge |
river, and heard the
the waters beneath.
thought seemed to sti
suddenly reined in th
fronted his father.

“Father,”” said he
voice, *‘forgive me fo
you just now. Sure
that you were to bla
yon know more than
sint me to the co
ought to know
knew that night
were bringin’ in to
have towld me to th
pit. Father,”” said
noticing the silence
“‘say you never kn
informer’s child you
upon a dacent flure t
forget all.””

“T knew it well,”
wolemnly., *“'Twas |
%o Jave her child wid

Donald said not a
up his horse. In th
day he made up his 1
had gone mad. Th
and disgrace had uv

was all a pure
jemented mind. Ar
ow keep the secret
oveal everything,
thing to reveal. M
watch and note all
And—Donal felt & re
a® the thought oceu
rould keep Nodlag,

imself, had really g
big heart.

Edmond Connors f
when,as they jogged :
wards, Donal manif
concern about him ;
whistled softly to
leas Oruidhte nam-1
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the fashion of his mc
loved freedom of t
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differed from his ws
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'.‘.ion, less to be
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Elizabeth of Engla
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ing but a symbol o
ol the Papacy 8
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