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THE FRIAR’S HEAD
A Story of The Penal Days in Ireland.

(By P. J. Coleman, in Roeary Magazine. )

( Continued. )
Keenly the beggar eyed every fax* 

that passed him at the gateway of 
the abbey; loud and voluble rose his 
monotonous prayer for the dead, and 
grateful his thanks to the kind la-

hoofs of sheep and looking west- 
ward over a gorgeous panorama of 
mountain and lough, woodland and 
emerald plain, he found the priest, 
breviary in hand, his back leaning 
against the cliff amid a tangle of

dies and gentlemen who dropped sdl- ivy end lichen and wild flowers
vjw in the hat. And by the grave, 
when the coffin had been lowered and 
the clods fell with hollow sound 
on its lid, he knel't in fervent prayer, 
yet eagerlyt in bis apparent piety, 
scrutinizing every person who stood 
about. ^ .V

When at last all was over and the 
last mourner had withdrawn, leaving 
only a few scattered peasants kneel- 
in here end there at the graves of 
their kin, the beggar hobbled out of

rooted in crevice and crack.
The priest recognized him with a 

smile and rose to meet him.
"You're welcome, Shaun," he said. 

"It’s not exactly the welcome I’d 
wish to give you. My home is with 
the wolves, but," looking aloft and 
waving his hands in comprehensive 
sweep, "when did hand of man fash- j 
iom cathedral like to this of the Al- 
mighty?"

It’s grand, yer Reverence," said j

towards the peddler, he whispered in 
has car. ‘"Tis Bagstoaw, the priat- 
hunter! He thinks to disguise him
self that way. But I know him!"

"Heavens!" blurted out the ped
dler, "he’s after me."

"Ye®, but he’ll never get you

I
Dawn came fresh and balmy, and , ed on with Eullem contempt and mur

ons by one jobber and farmer had ; durons rage. Since the glorious days 
-taken has departure, each with his of Sarsfield and Limerick, some thir- 
horse or handful of heifèrs, pigs or j ty years before, that, people had not 
sheep, when the peddler awoke from dared to lift -its head in protest., hut 
a brief sleep in h-is corner by the ! lay in ignoble bondage, while their 
fire, yawned, ruibbed his eyes, looked 0ld masters, the officers of the Irtish

my name's not Tom McDonough. It j around at the deserted kitchen and ! Brigade in France, were filling Eu-
I only say the word he’ll be torn the turf that had smouldered to rope with the feme of thei r prowess,
limb from limb." ! white ashes on the hearth. Then, j i vue, they had had a b ief gleam

“Peace," whispered the peddler. : calling the landlord, he pend him the j of hope in the night of U sir des-
young man. i pittance for his night’s shelter, took j pair wi}<m the Pretender 1 'd embat-

"Has he ever seen you?" asked the ! up his pack, slung it over his shioul-
"No. but he knows I travel as a ders and strode north into a world

peddlfer. When last I was taikjem ’twas of green, sparkling clean and sweet
by another chap named Birniling- after the night s naan. 
heJm «* I For a moment he stood bare-head-

"Never mind! I’ll fix him," whtis- ed, thanking God for His beautiful
pered McDbnough. "Just follow me handiwork of amethystine hill, gold-
when I spake out loud." en meadow, verdant woodland, for

Then crossing the kitchen to a dew-spangled hedge and wayside
friend he said in hid ear." "Phelin, blossom opening its fragrant heart to
you keep the piper here in t^he ldit- 
ohi-n while I take my friend out in 
the yard. Don’t let him follow us."

"All right. Thomans, me boy. But 
who’s your friend? He’s so much 
like you he could pass for your bro
ther. ”

■He's one of the oul.d stock—a gen-

j tied h-is bravo Highlander against 
the Hanoverians usurped and the 

! House of Stuart, seemed li'kii to oomu 
! into its own again. But that gleam' 
had died out in the gloom of defeat, 
since when they had hugged their 
chains and eaten the bitter bread of 

! despairing bondage, Yet in their 
hearts they still despite the defection 
of James at the Boyne, cherished ten-

greet the morning. The breeze blew ! dor memories of the Stuarts, and 
fresh and filled with the odors gof spoke in allegory of the hopes of Ce- 
Arnby. The sky was a delicate sap- lia Ni-Gara, the Little Black Rose, 
phire above him, and down from its | Kathleen Na Houlahan and other
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the graveyard and took the road to Shaun, who had all the Celt’s love j tleman in disguise. You watch the 
Boyle. Thence he struck out for for nature, but it s awful lone- ! pjper, while I take him into the 
Kingscourt, and by nightfall was some away up here. • yard."
with the Viscount. "What matters it, my boy? God ; * Then ^crossing the kitchen care-

"Well, Your Honor," he whined, is here, and a loyal and devoted peo- i Iessiy a.n<i pausing before the peddler, 
"he's not at the Hall. 1 watched pie surround me. I am not for- he called aloud. "Mr. O’Connor, vm 
an’ watched all around, an’ I’m sure gotten, nor do I need anything. The i you’d like to look over my 
he isn’t there. I stood at the gate ; poor have large hearts, and share : stock Come on out to the yard 
of Kironam an’ eyed every one that. their pittance with me. But this | an- jqj show ’em to You." 
wint in. But he wasn’t there." note? From Christine, I sec.’’ he ! Tho pcddler arose and all eyes were 

"Ha! too many prying eyes about smiled, as he unfolded the paper and j centred on the twain, so alike in 
on so public an occasion to be good read: height, lineament and complexion.

* * *T‘ ‘You are urgently needed at the piper started and his keen blue
h-ome of Nicholas Blake, near Castle- * • ** x*------ * 1—

for his safety,1" commented the Vis
count. "I might have known as

"But I got word at the Hall that 
he was there lately, an’ 1 have a 
fine plan to catch him."

"Yes, Bagshaw?”
"Yis, Your Honor. It seems that 

Miss Christine knows where he is."
"IIow- did Miss Christine" look? 

Of course you saw her ait the
grave?" _ t ,|

the pent-bouse 
Ho was fain

eyes burned beneath 
rea. Go in the name of God. A ^ h,is shaggy brows 
messenger was here two night ago. 1 to foii0W, but Casey interrupted him 
May the Virgin have you in her keep- "Oome, misther piper, give —
ing.

‘Your heart-broken
"Christine.’

1 "Tell her I will go at once, 
1 Shaun," said the friar, when he had 
1 read the note. "And tell her, too. 
j that I will see her at the Hail as 

"I did, Your Honor, an’ sorry I .soon as I return. Was the funeral 
was for her, though J do say it irfy- large?"
self. She looked that worn and j " ’Twas grand, yer Reverence. The 
woebegone, lanin’ on the arm of her j genthrv wor taere in 
cousin, Richard Taaffe, that her dis
til ress ’ud melt a heart iv stone."

"Faith, your sympathy commends 
you, knave," laughed the Viscount. 
"A priest-hunter’s heart is a tender 
thing! But your plan?"

"Well, Ï told a cock-an’-bull story 
of Misther Nicholas Blake bein’ sick 
near Casflerea an’ askin’ for a 
priest. It seems that Miss Christine 
knows where he’s hidin’ and will 
sHnd word to him to go to Misther 
Blake."

"An excellent plan. We may trust 
her susceptible nature to aid a fel
low Papist in extremity.

j tune ! 'The Wind the* Shakes the 
! Barley,' ‘Burke’s Mar*.' or.^ maybe, 
(betther, 'The Boyne Wather.'" 
j - ‘The Boyttc Wather?" " laughed 
the piper. "Would ye have me killed 
bv thé boys?" .

A roar of laughter greeted his re- 
mark. ' _

"Well, then, ‘Geese In the Bogs, or 
•Rory O’More,’ " said Casey. "We 11 
have something: so tunc up!"

Thus urged the would-be piper un- 
slung his goatskin, adjusted his 
pipes, fastened the bellows on ms 
left arm, crossed his knees, and. af-

onres, me lord 
and me Indy from the five counties.
Oh, 'twould do yer eyes good to see 
them all on horseback, doin’ honor 
to the poor Masther. But, yer Ri- 
d<-rence ’’ ho added, falling on his 
Knees, "give me yer bfessin* before

The priest blessed him and seized 
his hand in a parting grip.

"Tell Miss Christine to be brave," 
he said.

"Yis, yer Riverence, and oh, Fath
er .Tames, a vie, be careful on your 17roval'*and partisan encouragement.

..rv^a Knu M-Vlev! Y ou” re the boy

pellucid depths rained a delirious 
melody, where innumerable larks 
were singing at heaven’s gate. Then, 
reverently crossing himself and don
ning his hat, he set off, but not to
wards Castlenea. Instead, he struck 
out northwards towards Ballagh, 
through a forest of sycamores, giant, 
oaks, elms and venerable ash trees, 
vaulting the road with verdure, and 
ringing with song of thrush and ltin-

But, unseen of him, another figure 
followed behind*—the quondam piper, 
who had been lurkfing behind a hedge 
near the inn, watching for his de
parture. StleaJthjily he crept alter 
him, dodging from bush to bush, 
now hiding behind a wayside tree, 
now slipping into the wood and 
keeping cautious progress abreast of 
him. Once or twice the peddler 
paused to scan the road behind him 
or take in the beauty of glade or 
glen; but he was alone—alone in the 
green heart of the forest.

Not alone, for lie bad the compan-- 
•ionshiip of God’s gentle creatures. Oc
casionally a rabbit would scurry 
across his pathway, a hare would 
dart timidly" into the wood, or a 
covy of partridge rise with great 
whir of wings and chatter of alarm
ed voices from green patches among 
the trees. These were guileless1
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veiled names for their beloved Erin; 
while itinerant bards and hedge- 
schoolmasters voiced their drefetuns 
in euphemistic strains and inflated 
doggerel.

Bagshaw, the goat-skin on his beck 
dripping blood on his coat, paused 
irresolutely on the lawn before the 
house. This was bis hour of triumph 
for which he hud waited so long, but 
it was aflsio the hour of hds master's 
pleasure, and to interrupt him ir. bis 
pleasures was a thing not to be rash
ly adventured. The Bucks were around 
him, fair ladies smiled upon hiin/, 
wine was flowing, and the stight 
might not please him at such an

For a while the priest-hunter stood 
their''-in the shadow of the hanging- 
oak, uncertain what to do. He hearth 
the leaves of the tree lisping above 
him in the soft autumn nijpht like 
the ghostly sighs of the victims who 
had met death from its branches.
He shuddered at the thougot and a 
cold chill went down his spine. But 
that fate, at any rate, would not be 
his. Th£ Master of Kingscourt was ! T- Brossant tK.C. 
capricious and might, after all, refuse 
him the hundred guineas he had hint
ed at at their last interview. Nay, 
he might refuse him even the fifty 
guineas originally promised for the 
friar’s head. But one thing was sura 
—he would not hang him, as he had 
threatened to do in case of failure.
He had with him the bloody proof 
of his loyal service and—well, after
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tilings; hut an evil shape cradled 
ter a preliminary skirl on the chan- near—a serpent in human form. And 
ter struck up “The Connaughtman’s j the pcddler knew it not. He had de- 
Rarnbles,” while half a dozen laugh- : liberate 1 y taken that road to draw 
intr men leaped up and began to foot the pursuer from the priest, who had all, the Master was a gentleman and 

i vigorously. Others gathered gone to Cnstlcrea with his sheep. If would not go back on his word. With 
around in an applauding circle, punc- he had suspicion of being pursued, he which comforting assurance he made 
tuatine the rattle of the brogans on saw not the shadow that followed, his way to the servants’ quarters 
the flagged floor with yells of ap-■ x’"QO ~u~'*— -----
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full of spies,way. The counlhrv 
had luck to them!”

“I’ll be careful, Shaun. God bless
So I’ll watch the road between you!” And from his eyry he watch-

Boyle an’ Castlerea, an" if I 
nab him at lasht, me name tis 
Bill Bagshaw.”

“Good! good! It seems feasible. 
Try it, and good luck to you. But 
what of Bârmdngham? Have you 
seem him lately?”

“No, Your Honor, but I suppose he 
has his own plans. If he goes ns- 
tihray in them, it’s not for me to set 
him right, wid fifty guineas at 
shLaJte.”

"Ha, I see,” sneered the Vis-
oount, "two of a trade never agree, 
or, as some say, when thieves fall 
out, honest men get their due. Well, 
go, honest man, and if you bring me 
this fellow’s head in a day or two

ed the young man plunge down the 
hillside, until he was lost in the blue 
distance.

Castlerea is distant from Boyle 
some twelve miles, and French Park 
lies about midway—a little hamlet of 
thatched cabins for the most part. 
Into that night, rain having set in, 
the single inn of the village, display
ing on a swinging sign the painted 
arms ,of the PeFreynes. was crowded 
with a. motley cssemblv of farmers, 
jobbers, itinerant musicians and bal
lad-singers. all hound, from near and 
far. to the fair of Castlerea to be 
held next morning. Most of them had 
live stock—cattle and swine of the fa
mous Roscommon sheep—and these,

1 don’t know but I’d double that j which had been driven long distances
fifty guineas to mark mv approval."

The spy rubbed his hands in lupine 
avariciousness»

"Thrust me, Your Honor, thrust 
me, an’ I’ll do the thriok. As long 
as the fox runs, he’s caught at last."

tain the piper. If the piper 
to follow him and the peddler to 
the yard, there must be cause for 
not allowing him to do so. So, 
shrewdly reasoned Casey, and in the 
piper he saw one who was an ene
my of the old race, consequently of 
the old faith.

it from the general flock or herd, j when, at last, in the distraction 
These shrewd farmers were resting 1 and excitement of the dance, McDon-

He was sure that, that shadow was 
following him, the supposed priest, 

Good boy, Mi-ley ! Y ou” re the boy and skulked somewhere in the frag- 
n d0 it," shouted one. rant world of £reen, by evil impulse
"Cod bless yer two feet, Brian, me and fell purpose marring God’s beau- 

bov " yulped another. . , | Wul work.
“Fash tor ! fash 1er! ” called a Uur<< , But the shadow was closer Ulan 

while the ' landlord poked his rubi- he reckoned, for presently it slipped 
cund face in a‘t the door, beaming on ; forth from the wood, as .he.... threw 
musician and dancers. „ himself prostrate on the grass and

"May yer whistle never bo dry, leaned far over a. spring to drink 
said yet another, bringing a pewter of tts ibubbling- water. For a mo
ot ale to the piper. "More power ; ment, unheard, unseen, the shadow 
to yer elbow, piper. ÎTts yereeV can hung over its victim', gloating with 
d0 it!” , malevolent glee over the doom so

"May it choke him!" mumbled Ca- : imminent. Then a shot woke the 
sey as the piper raised the -beverage echoes o-f the forest, startling bird 
to his iipri for well he knew tha-t and rabbit; the peddler pitched with 
not without good reason had his i a moan into the spring, and 8 tinge 
friend, McDonough, asked Mm to de- , çn-ed dyed and deepened in its crys-

were permed in barn or stable-yard, 
each carefully, raddled or branded
with its owner’s mark to distinguish

j on the way, to have their stock in j oUgh ret.Urned to the kitchen, even
rnmnil nrvrtrli 1 i.rvn frvr the nmr+ mnnrnicn.rr - , . a j ....... .1;.1 nni nipjvmnd7A“All right, Bagshaw, see that you !'go|od condition for the next morning, 

catch him.”
With which parting injunction the ------------------------------ ----------------------- — vac p.,«. . _____- -

Viscount repaired t-o the dining-room some- discussing prices, some rudely ! caul?ht sight of him at the door. For
to join his fellow Bucks at their po- j boisterous over their foaming pew- ' ................................
ta/tions, from which he had been Jters ; whilè the stout landlord in wig,

his Mdnd
Tap-room and kitchen were crowded him. ^ut a spark of satisfaction kin- 
with men, some laughing and jaking, dle(i' the piper’s furtive eye as he

tal depths 
“So ho, me hould friar! T have you 

at lasht,” laughed Bagshaw, as he 
deliberately loaded ami primed his 
pistol a second time, and a second 
tame emptied it into the back <,f 
young McDonough.

With ghoulish glee the priest-hunt
er watched his victim’s wnitMng 
agony. It ‘Was soon over and the 
young farmer from Comm lay cold j

Casey did not recognize j and still amid the cresses that bor- I

summoned by Bagshaw s arrival.
•T i

VI.

knee-breeches and apron bustled in | rafim^nt with the peddler; so that 
and out ; s*o that few noticed the en- eiotlhed in the peddler's leather 

I try of a handsonJe young man of t breeches, gaiters, frieze ulster, slouch

dered the spring.
“Now for yer head, the proof of mv 

work!” gibbered the ghoul, as hv 
McDonough, in that brief interval in dragged the body into the wood and 

I the yard, had completely changed laid the neck over the stump of
... ... - 1- « frill L-kfi .« ... ... -, .

hack of the house and, entering, re
quested a pompous and be powdered 
butler to notify the master of his ar
rival, with good news.

Much against his will the grumb
ling lackey went off to do this dir
ty bagpiper’s behest; but even at the 
most bigoted homes bagpipers, harj>- 
ers and travelling musicians were al
ways welcome, especially at moments 
of mirth and revelry.

“Who is he?” asked the master 
with asperity, when summoned Irom 
the banqueting hall by the butler.

“llis name's Bagshaw, sir, an’ He 
says he lias good news for you.”

The Viscount’s eyes flamed with 
fiendish delight. Good news from 
Bagshaw meant but one thing.

.Shaw him to the library and give 
him some whiskey,” said the Vis
count. “I’ll join him in a few nrin-

Excusing himself to his guests, the 
Viscm.m. hurried from the banquet
ing hall to the library. He was in 
an exultant mood, and made an ex
quisite picture of luxurious wealth. 
His handsome face was slightly 
aiflush with winri but he carried him
self with dignity and looked every 
inch the no-ble in coat and waist-
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fell led

'It was Sunday, the day alter the 
■burial of Sir Lucas, when a young 
men from Taaffe Hall paused on the 
road at the foot of Keash Hill, some 
miles from the Hall.

Keasch is a beautiful hill in Sligo, 
not far from the old town of Bally- 
n/ote. A rounded mass, it leaps 
sheer from the graen plains of Cor- 
ran to a considerable height and 
dominates the landscape like a giant 
wardçn. Its green acclivities are a 
patchwork of fields separated by 
stone walls and hedges. Golden 
crops of oats in autumn, interspers
ed with ripening wheat, plots of 
flax and darker patches exf potatoes 
vary the magic coloring of its 
slopes, with here and there a white
washed cabin or a flock of grazing 
eftieep showing sharply and vividly 
against the verdant background. To
wards its summit the verdure falls 
away, giving place to a perpendicu
lar escarpment of bare, gleaming gra^ 
mite, visible for miles, like a massive 
castle crowning the green hill. This 
fortressr-like aspect is further height
ened by a row of arched caves yawn- 
ingy black and forbidding, like Gothic 
gateways, in the face of- the cliff.
Small wonfkr that the fanciful Celt 
has woven îHSÇyAja beautfiful ror 
monce about "fife Mil and its castel
lated crest, many a tender legend 
of fairy and wizard, of warrior and 
lover turned to stone and held in 
petrified diirar.ee deep in the heart 
of the haunted bill. When the moon 
shines .on that ghostly "rampart of 
naked rock and the wind moans in 
the gloomy recesses of the oaves 
that strike far into the hill, he is a 
brave mam or a foolhardy who will 
adventure near this abode of spirits. ...v

Here from Taaffe Hall camé Father | features,

dark complexion, wrapped in a cloak 
of frieze, a box strapped over his 
shoulders.

He took off his hat as he entered, 
the rain pouring from its rim, and, 
going to the open fireplace, threw 
back his cloak, from which at once 
arose a mtist of steam.

“’Tie a wet night, boys,” he said, 
addressing those nearest him.

Then, unstrapping his box, he set it 
on end, in a corner near the chim
ney, and seated himself on it. Then, 
from the opposite side of the kitchen, 
a young man so like him in stature, 
face and complexion that they might 
be taken for twins, crossed and join
ed him.

“A wet night for the road,” said 
he. “Goin, to the fair, I suppose?”

“Yes, but I only stepped in here 
until it clears. I want to make Cas
tlerea some time before morning.”

“Come far?" asked the young man.
"Yes, from Cornam,"
"I thought so. I saw you there 

this roomin’—at the Coves."
The peddler started. "You were at 

the Coves this morning?"
The young mam leaned over and 

whispered in his ear. "Do not be 
afraid. I was one of the sentries 
guardin' agin the ned-ooats when you 
were aayin’ Mass there at dawn. My 
name is McDonough. I am a friend 
and you cam trust me."

The peddler grasped his hand and 
wrung it. "God bless you," he mur
mured. "Are there many of us here?"

"Nearly all are of the old faith ; 
but in a place like this you cam' never

Then his handsome fac^"grew sud
denly daifc and the smile left his 
lips, as another entered—a burly fel
low with red hair, heavy aqiiilime 

furtive eye that peered
O’Rorke, making his lair with 
Wolves that even then infested 
caves or Coves, as the people called 
then*. And hither on this peaceful 
afternoon., while the lovely land 
arpund slept in Sabbath beauty end 
calm, hurried the messenger from 
Chriet'in" Teaffiv

To reach the Coves was an easy “A rrcran-nt. » ^ m.
task, and there, seated on a narrow former and cut-throat ! ” said the 
terrace of clay, trodden hard by the j young man half aloud. Then, leaning

the j restlessly from under shaggy brows 
the j On his. back he carried a set of bag

pipes in a goatskin and he clutched 
a stout stick in his handt 

"A piper! A piper!" went up a 
hoarse chorus of greeting from tho 
tippy r>no8. "A piperi* He’ll gtive us 
a tune!"

"A

hat, and carrying the peddler’s pack 
on Ins back, he passed among the 
folk in the kitchen for that individual 
himself. The deception was further 
heightened by his retiring to the 
corner previously occupied by the 
peddler, and there seating himself 
morosely and abstractedly on his 
upturned box. All this the piper 
noticed from beneath his shaggy 
brows, the while he fingered the 
keys of his pipes. And his satisfac
tion and assurance of his victim were 
increased, when, as if unobserved, 
the peddler produced a long rosary 
from his pocket and with an osten
tatious sign of the cross proceeded to 
say his beads in the corner by the 
fire. This, however, was but Mc
Donough's by-play to deceive the 
priest-hunter, and the deception pre
vailed.

When Casey at last grew uneasy 
about his friend's prolonged absence 
in the yard, be, in an opportune mo
ment, joined the peddler in the cor
ner.

"Where’s McDonough?" said he.
"Whist, Phelin!" murmured the 

latter warily. "‘I'm McDonough. 
Don’t you recognize me?"

"The devil a bit of it," smiled 
Phelin.

"All the betther,1" murmured Mc- 
kmough.
"Where's your friend?"
"On the road to Castlerea, drtivin’ 

me few sheep ahead," whispered Mc
Donough.

"But why the change iv clothes? 
Why all this mystery?" queried Ca-

mever"There’s good raison for it, 
fear,1” whispered McDonough.

"I suppose there must be, wid all 
this masqueradin'."

"There is,, but I musht ask you to 
take no further heed of me. Lave mse 
alone here in my corner, and, if 1 
ave the house before you, plase do 
not follow me, but go on to Castle
rea alone be yersel’. I’ll meet you 
there in the mnrotin’ at Mulligan’s."

"All right, Thomans," agreed his 
friend, and thereafter he mingled 
with the dancers and kept the piper 
busy for the greater part of the 
night.

■tree an ideal headsman's 
Unbuttoning his coat, he 

too?* from a leathern belt about his 
wwist a butcher’s cleaver, and slow
ly and carefully, with a few deliber
ate strokes, chopped the head from 
the body.

Then, dragging the body further 
into 'the forest end covering it over 
with green branches, he washed the 
bloody head in a little brook sparh- 
img amid the fern, placed it „ his 
goatston .sack with the pipes, and 
set off for Kingscourt.
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The grieat facade of Kingscourt was 
ablaze with lights when Bagshaw 
reached it that night, with his grue
some burden. Every window was 
picked out in gold against the pur- 

the mveloPir.g night, and 
came a burst of merryfrom withtin 

votices, silvery laughter and xvadling 
violins. Kingscourt was doing ho-
nor to its lord, or, rather, the lord 
of Kingscourt was doing honor to 
himself; for with dance and feasting 
he was celebrating his fortieth birth
day, and the elite of the Cromwel- 

,yae fathered in his hospitable halls.
He lived in lavish style, and, when 

it pleased him, money flowed from 
his purse like water—what though 
most of the* money was literally 
the coined sweat of the brows of 
the peaaantry of half a county? But 
that was only a fillip to the Vis- 
count. Fori distinguished services to 
the Lord Protector that peasantry 
and all that rich confiscated terri- 
tory had been given to a remote an-

T?° hud rtdden M «■ tr”op=r 
behind the indomitable Oliver And
peasantry, especially those of a sub
ject race, wera regarded merely as 
pawns m the game of idle luxury 
and extravagance since practised »by 
the Klngscourts. J

To-morrow the ball would be fol- 
lowcd by a stag huBt on the )J,ainR
of Boyle, and the Budke and their 
ladies, who were now laughing and 
roystenng within, would, be out in 
all the bravery of scarlet and buck
skin. To-night, however, joy reign
ed ur.confincd and the brilliant halls 
Were filled with the youth end W„- 
ty of the land, superbly indifferent 
to the wees of title people who look-

coat of rich pink and solver brocade, 
1 powdered peruke tied at the neck 
with a broad bow of black ribbon, 
crimson satin breeches with gold but
tons, white silk stockings, red mo
rocco shoes with gold buckles, and 
dainty lace ruffles at throat and 
wrists.

"So you have good news at last, 
Bagshaw?" he asked smilingly.

"The divil a betther news in the 
world, Your Honor," returned Bag
shaw, rising and throwing his mast
er a bobbing curtsey ar.d an obse
quious smile. "I caught him on the 
way to Castlerea," he went on, toss
sing his head towards the sack lying 
at h-is stide on the floor. "I saw 
there was no chance of takin’ him 
alive, so I gave him’ the pishtol in 
Lord De Freync’s demense, and here 
is he, himsel’, never to bother you

„ Before the Viscount knew what he 
was about, the fellow stopped, pick
ed up the seek, from which he had 
already removed the pipes, turned it 
upside down and shook it, when to 
his horror the bloody head rolled out 
to the Viscount’s feet.

( To be concluded. )
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