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CHAPTER 1v.—( Continued.)

« Your honor's welcome to it intirely, only it
ad be a disgrace to ree such-like rags on your
shoulders, sir.  And it's u nmrrow chanee 1'm
afeared ybnr honor'll have, for the whole coun-
try's swarming  with red-couts.” said  Dennis
Byme.

"¢ T have friends a little lower down on the
mountain,  That wild son of old Sheehan’s,
whose life I saved some yeuars ago, is at hone.
1 saw him yesterday, cnd he has promised to
oct me off as soon as his vessel drops down from
the north.”

« pAnd he's engaged in the free trade, sir, is
‘lc ?1’

“Yes. Me's a smugeler,” said John ITal-
foran.

¢ Here’s zood luck to him. then, and to all
that's up for their rights,’” said Byrne, “and
may he get your honer safe away till the out-
ery is over.”

%1l trust him. T should wnot have chosen
him; but I'll trust him,”” was the short re-
sponse.

- And where is your honor going to ?”

<1 searcely know. I wish to go to Ame-
rica; but they shall know at home, whether it
he in France or the United States. I am with-
out a shilling; and circumstances must guide
me. I am like a picee of drift-wood, und God
alone knows how or where I may bz stranded.”

#Your honor'll parden me, an’ poor Nora
ton,” said Dennis, fumbling in his pockets,
< hut she sent this to your lonor, with her
humble service and love, and hopes it may help
you, sir.” ‘

< And what is it?” said John Halloran,
holding the little package ueatly sewed up in
brown silk in his hand, and turning it over and
over with a troubled curiosity. Then he open-
ed it, and found, neatly folded withir, fifty
pounds in notes and gold. T ennnot take it!”

he exclaimed, while tears gushed from his
eyes,

¢ And surely it 'ud break poor Nora’s heart
to think you scorned it, siv. She has no use

for it surely, for we're not thinking ef our-
selves until the dark days are gone by, and
troth she knows it’s safer in your honor’s hands
than in her own,  Anyway, I'll lave it here,
sir, if you won't take it; for T wouldn't dare
show my face at Glenduriff if T fetehed it
back. Why, it "ud never do, your honor.”

< Qh, Heaven! Well,” said Mr. Halloran,
with decp emotion, *tell Nora T thank her
for her loun. T won't think but that T can re-
tarn it to her, anc.of these duys, tenfold,  But
it is time for us to pare, Dennis. You must
hasten back with my sore heat’s Dbest love to
them all. Puta kiss upon Grace's little head
for me, and tell Desmond to be 2 man and
take care of his mother and sister.  Pechaps
thut even now my poor Mary has heard that
T am killed or taken, aud the shock has broken
her heart.  But you must get there as fast as
you can, imd tell them I um safe and well; and
give this to my wife,” said John Halloran,
sévering one of the thick brown eurls from his
forchead with his knife. ¢ Give my love, too,
ty Nora, and tell her to sway by them,—that it
comforts me to know she is there.”

«But the gown and wallet, your honor?”
suid Denais, in « choking voiee, while he pre-
tended to undo the fastenings of his beggar
garh to hide lus tears,

#No: T donot need it. I fear it is a dis-
ouise I could not counterfeit well.  Good-by,
faithful friend. I Loped a few days ago that
we shauld deliver you and your brethren from
the yoke which binds ye; but all hope is
wreeked, Oh, God! O wmy country! when
thy own sons forsake thee, and turn their cyes
coldly on thy mikery, what is left but despair ?
Ol recrcants to all sacred rights! O, helots,
who wear your chains in inglorious rest, would
that I could rouse you! would that I could
kindie the flame in your cold hearts that is
consuming mine, that the death-blow might be
given to the oppressor !  But it is vain: my
wishcs—my wild hopes—my prayers—all are
vain, TFarewell, my friend.

Dennis Byrne wrung the offered hand of the
broken-liearted man, ~ Awed by the outburst
of his grief, he could mnot speak, but
turned and walked swiftly away, to curry the
poor comfort his tidings would afford to the
lonely and sorrowful heurts at Glendariff.

CHAPTER V.

& But now, teo great for fetters grown,
T'on proud to bend the slavish knee,

Toved Erin mocks the tyrant's thuall
And firmly vows she ivill be free.

“ But marle yon treacherous, stealthy knave
_That bends benenth his country’s ban
Shall e dash out a nation's hope,

" The anti-Irigh Irishman ?*

One brizht sunny morning, just four weeks
after Dennis Byrne loft Glendariff, he returned,
footsore and weary enough. Parting with John
Hulloran uider the gloomy circumstances of
their last interview had been the saddest trial
which had ever wrung the -stout heart-of the

tloping in every direction over the country;

blacksmith of Kildare, and, almost wamaimed, Thead as o Covenanter's, while his winall keen  for brandy, camphor, and vinegar,  Glad o and exhibited seavcely any  emotion.  Wat]
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his tears now and then fell 'In torrents, sprink- i gray eyes were almost hidden by the shagey, i eseape, Dennis snatched np the precious hair, . - tbher

ling the wild rocky paths he was descending.— |
Onee he met & cowherd searching for a stray
heifer, and not long after, in @ mnrow gorge, |
came abreast of two or three shy, sullen-look- |
ing men, wearing a look of terror on their '
countenances, who, having been into the valley ;
to buy meal and potatoes, had heard and seen
enough to make them fly back to their moun-
tain sheelings, perfectly satisfied to forewo the
neeessuries they were in pursuit of, {or the .
agrecable eertaintly of knowing that they had |
cseaped hanging and quartering.  Deunis soon ;
discovered that their alarm was not gronndless;
for as he approaclied nearer to the lowlands he
pereeived detachments of English soldiers gal-

lie saw that they were stationed at the furm-
houses und at the cross-roads. and knew that,
unless the providence of God delivered him, he
should have a narrow eseape, if' indeed he did
not full into their hands.  DBut danger aud
peril always whet the edge of an Irishman’s
wit; his love of adventurc imparts o zest to
the most unequul rencontre, while all the
chivalty amnd will of his nature are roused to
defeat the parposes of those who woull tram-
ple on him: and, when he finds that mere
physical strength cannot serve him, his keen
wit, like a lerion, is ready to grapple with an
army of difficulties. Tremmis Byrne's disguixe
was perfeet, and his limp inimitable, although
it added a heavy weizht to every mile ; while
with the vacant, simple look he assumed, and a
brogue which wus absolutely terrible, he suc-
ceeded in passing unharmed more than one
Saxon cordon, who were engased in torturing
and tormenting the harmless peasantry with an
abuse of authority of which the Vandals of a
remoter age might have been ashamed.  When-
ever he spied them in the distance, he began to
sing, with & voice which indicated a pair of
lungs as tough and strong as his own great
bellows in the smithy at Kildare, some wild
Gaelie song, which, to those who were near
enough to hear the words, was about as intel-
ligible ag the clatter of o mill-wheel, until they
surrounded him with curses and uestions not
a few; when, by his haif-witted answers, his
rough Connaught brogue, assumed for the oc-
casion, and his idiotie expressions of wonder,
he not only sccured the freedom of the road,
but succeeded in learning much that he wished
to know, and on several occasions uhsolutely
received as many shillings us blows.

He learncd that the principal chiefs in the
late outbreak had been arrested and imprison-
ed; it was believed and loped they would be
hung, certainly transported.  He heard John
Halloran’s nume loaded with impreeations and
curses, as one who had escaped; they feared
he had got safe out of the country; if not,
such means were provided for his arvest as
wust certainly prove effectual in hiy capture.

At last Dennis found himself within the
Park-gate at Glendariff.  As he approached
the house, he saw at once how it was. Scnti-
nels in the uniform of the 4th regiment of
Highlanders were station here and there about
the mansion and grounds; and if at first he
felt surprised at the circumstance of no guard
being placed at the lodge, he understood it
now; bat he thanked God fervently that the
hunted fugitive was far away, and not likely to
be led nowarily into this well-contrived am-
buseade. As to limself, ¢ he didn’t care a
snap if they took him prisoner; it was just
what he wunted, unless they sent him up to
Dublin, bedad ! which would put ancther face
intirely on the matter.”

The shatters were all closed, md only the
kitchen-door was open.  Through this he saw
Nora flitting around as usual; perhaps more
heavily and silently, for no wild melody, trilled
out with the gladness of 2 pure and honest
heart, now kept time to the motion of Ler busy
hands. Limping up toward the kitchen, think-
ing at the moment only of Nora, he was sud-
denly grasped by the arm on one side, while
at the other 1 bayonet presented before him
glittered in his eyes. He turned and found
himself in the custody of two soldiers, who de-
manded the countersign.

“Dewhut? My granny used to know all
de signs o' de wedder; but I niver was wise
dat way,” said Dennis, dropping the corners of
his eyes and his mouth together.

«Vhat be your business, and where be you
from last ?” asked the soldier, gruffly,

« An’ surcly yer honor’s scaret me wits out
ov me intirely. ~ I almost forgot whedder Iwas
ever born or not,” cxclaimed Denuis, the pic-
ture of a fool.

« Come, ye hirplin’ gaberlunzie, to Captain
Saunders: he's the chile that'll make ye glow'r.
Hech, sirs! but ye'll tell him whero ye come
frae last,”’ said the Scotchman, layine his hand
on Dennis Byrne's ragzed collar and leading
him into John Halloran’s library, where Capt.
Suunders with oneor two of his officers was at
breakfast. He was a -man past middle age,
with the harsh physiognomy of his nation ; *
his hair was crisp and gray, cut as close to his

"+ Tt is enid that the Scotch officers and soldiers,
greatly to their honor, at this period in Ireland, be-

nved like men from whose bosom humanity had |-

nob taken flight.

black rows which overhung the,

“Now, I rede yr, speak the truth,” whis.
pered the sergeant to Dennix, afier hie had
paused for an instant, bolt upright (o maka a
wilitary salate to hix commanding officer.

“Who are you?" asked Captain Nzunders,
after hearing his subordinate’s report.

“ Only a poor imocent berecseh man, berging

liere and there @ czust and @ bone, yer hionor,™

replicd Dennis, composedly.
“And do you know the premises vou are
on?  That I could imprison you, transport

fyou, for daring {o put your foot on these

srounds without autherity 7 Ol you are a
douse ladidie, my rageed freend !’ said Captain
Saunders.

< Christ pardon an' save uz, an’ where am I

ag all, thin 2 yer worship axes me; an’ surely

it's T ought to be axin’ you where I e, seein’
you're here an” I, 2 poor Dbacealy Tud, wid his
staft and bag, jest from de hills ot Tipperary,”
replied Devnis.

~ The devil you are ! exclaimed the eaptain,
excited by this piece of news; © and pray what
were you after in that Gehanna 77

“TIs dat o Shanghai, siv 7 My grannie had
lots o’ hins, but I niver I’ard her miution any
sich breed as dat,” said  Dennis, locking per-
teetly inmmocent, while the young officers, angry,
but amused. endeavored to suppress a laugh,

# 1 sy, raseal, what business had ye in Tip-
perary 2 roared Captain Saunders,

I dunno, yer honer. I h'ard I was horn
dare; but, being a poor orphin, T can’t swear
to the fact, and be rayson of me heravenent.
for T was a destitute orphio, I had to take de
wallet on me shoulder. and ax the hospitality
of nie neighbors un” the counthry peoples; bat,
save us, sirs! Tmodruy off e onld bate in-
tirely by de sogering an’ fighting dat's goin’
on, sure.  Betune de sagers un’ de rebels, T
it almost murthered intirely; de sogers takin’
me for o rebel, mn’ de rebels takin’ me for a
divil of a informer: an', yer honor, I was glad
to get out of it intirely,” said Dennis, with an
emphasis and strength of brogue which was
deafening cven to Scoteh ears,

“ Gude's suke, mon, you deserve hanging
for the thad # and elaver ye make. Can't yo
speak the Queen’s Euglish 77 exclainied Capt,
Saunders, about the corners of whose eyes
might be scen an ineiprent wrinkle of mirth.

¢ Lord's sake, sir ! Cun yer honor spake in
de grand ould Celtic diction, dat T bin used to
all my born days? If you cin dodat, sir, T'm
at your sarvice from mornin” till night: me
tongue gets on de right groove den, sir, #n’
runs like & stame-carridge ; but de Iinglish is
a fwrin' linge to me, an’ my tongue goes
blunderin’ over de brogue of it, till T don’t
‘zactly know what T says myself.”

% No; and I'm glad I don’t, you pawley.”
said Captain Saunders.  « Here, Jock Hazel,
scach this fellow,  He's more knave than fool,
iu my opinion.”

And without ceremony they proceeded to
search the person of Denniv. They tore wway
the shreds of linine from his ragged lhat,
looked under the borrowed and rusty old
wigh he wore, emptied his wallet, and poked
carcfully among the bones and crusts which
were scattered on the floor. They divested
him of his coat, shoes, and strockings; in fuet,
the inquisition extended from his head to his
heels, leaving none of his tattered garments un-
explored. But of course they found nothing,
except the dark, glossy eurl of John Halloran’s
hair, which Captain Saunders held carcfully,
yet cautiously, between his forcfinger and
thumb, while the investigation proceeded.—
Coneluding their fruitless search, they gave him
permission to put on his elothes; when Capt.
Saunders sald,—

“T um not yet satisfied, you vagabond, but
that you're a rebel.”

¢ Me l—ullahe—Chorp an daowl ! NMe!”
shouted Dennis, with a wild look of assumed
terror.

“Yes ; and you are my prisoner, until I am
satisfied that you arc a leal subject of her ma-
jesty's. If you attempt to leave the grounds of
this—eh-—ah—Glendariff, you'll find a bullet
in your head before you krnow what you're
after.” :

“ An’ mpy I stay, yer honor, undher yer
lordship’s purtiction ?** exclaimed Dennis, ap-
parently overjoyed; ¢an’ can I have a little
clane straw to slape on, an’ a sup to ate?  An’
will yer honor be afther giving a poor, disolate
orphin dat bit o’ hair betunc your fingers ?"”

“Tor what 7 Whose hairis it? Isuspeet,
if this haiv could talk it would tell tales, Ttis
strangely like the hair of that portrait in the
drawing-room, Donald,” said Captain Saunders,
addressing one of the officers. _

« Dher chorp agus manim !" § cxelaimed
Deonnis ; “an’ thin gyour honor’s eyes desave
you intirely; for dat hair belonged to acousin’s
husband of e own, dat died wid the small-pox
last Whi'suntide,"”

In an instant the dark curl was. lying at
Dennis Byrne's feet, while, halt wild with the
dread of contugion, Captein Suunders vocifer-
ously ordered him out of the house, and called

» Confused noise, _
1 By my-soul and body.

aud again thrusting it inte lis boxow, was led |
under guard to the kitchien. where Nowa, with,
ther baek to the door, was hending over some !
Hine article of dress she was imning:.' .
< Mistress,” said the soldier, Treve's u ol
Jow you'll he good enough to take care of : he's
“a sonsice-looking ehiol, :am® nae doot hie'll Tave
your wits it aereel afore night.”
. Poor Dennis ! This was the most medons
“moment of e Nuppose Nova should tnen
suddenly and exhibit an emotion whieh wounld
Chetray all? 0 But, brave Nora, she was unt one
i to break down in that way.  She raised liersell']
up, and looked at hoth; she recoguized her
sswaeetheart at o elanee, but, except the guick-
ened and joyous throbbing st her heart. she
Pwas quite caln,
©o#And what is it T 6o do with him 27 she |

tasked, seornfuily.
i

s He's to be fed and howsed,—that's the or-
| der, lassie. 1Te's a prisoner,” said the Scoteh-
{man, laughing,

Lo Ts well for them that's made so wany
bewars to have ‘em fed,  Tt's an oull :_,-';um:,
well understeod iu Trelmd, robbing Peter to
pay Paul. What do you waut?”" she said,
turning her eyes full on Dennis Byrie,

“ Why, maam.” he whimpered, «“T'm a
poor orphin from Tipperary hills, an’ “ud like
a bowl o' stirabout, an’ a rasher, a0’ 2 wug o
ale or whixky, an” a could fowl, if’ you has de
likes of it by you.”

T =hall have to set the table for the sentle-
man from Tipperary.’” she said, with o light,
werey lough, Y Perhaps yer honor'll take o
bit of’ venizon, and some hottled shevry 77

« Anything your ladyship plazes!”

ST was woman, T'd shake you to smither
eens,” satd Nora, hustling around, while Ser-
veant ITazel, with o laugh, wished her good
luck of the burgain he had brought her, and
went away.  Neither of them uttered a word
until he was out of hearing; for he wux too
good a soldier to go out of sight.

¢ Nora dear!”

“ Thanks be to God, Deunis Byrne, that
you're buck in sufety.”

Botlt spoke in lrish,
Deunis 77

< Tdid. L saw him, and think he is safe”

¢ (Oh, thanks he to God!” exclaimed Nora,
while tears flowed over her cheeks. © Now
tell me about it, dear.”  Ife told her, «Ol,
how glad this news will make the broken hears
in chere!  Dennis, she's been dronping like a
flower when the first Ditter wind  from the
Reek blows on it; but, oh, Dennis Byrne,
there's worse news for yeu to hear yet ",

“w What 7" he asked, while his ¢heek paled.

5 Phe kedy and ler children are poor,—so
poor,—so very poor, Dennis.  You and 1, with
oitr strong ars and stout hearts, is richer than
they.” said Nora, with a short sob. Glen-
dariff is theirs no longer.”

i+ Not theirs?  Whose then, in the name of
the world, is it ?”

“ And wha but Douald Dhu More, the vile
informer, that’s a diserace to his blood, his
mumne, and bis country.—who hut he is master
now at Glendarif?  Hewasn’t like 2 hound at
Mister Halloran’s heels for nothing.”

“ T-wish I could put my heel on the mur-
dering villain’s neek! for, by my soul, I'd
seorn to touch him with my hand,” said Den-
nis, bitterly.

All this time, and it was not long, Noru was
petting a meal together for the beggar-man,
and the soldier from his post watched them
narrowly.

% When you put that plate down beside me,
a swillish madinl agus machree® tuke up the
lock of huir I'll put down, Tt's his. Tuake it
to Mrs. Halloran, and give it to her with his
love, and tell her he's safe, and by this time is
across the sea.,’

Nora did as she was directed, with great
dexterity, and thrust it into her pocket just as
Sergeant Hazel cune into the kitchen, osten-
sibly for a drink of water, but in reality to sce
what was going on,

“ An’ now, you pittiogue,” hroke out Noru,
“there’s o dinner for a king; and i you're @
good Christian you'll thank God for it. And
you're weleome in Ilis holy name. Could you
stop a minit, sir?”’ she said to the sergeant.—
¢ T must run up and see what Mrs, Halloran
wants; may be it's & dish of tay, poor ludy:
she didn’t ate a morsel to-day, by ruyson of the
headache that's racking her, laving the heart-
ache out of the barguin; an’ ther's heaps of
silver lyinz about on the dressers, spoons and
the like, that ‘it would be easy to slipina
wallet like this.”

Dennis Byrne’s honest, handsome face flushed
crimson. He could pretend to be a fool, a
rebel; and a wandering beggar; but, when it
came to thicf; he could scarcely hold his peace.
But he did, right manfully, and Nora, with a
mischievous twinkle in her eyes, ran up to
cheer Mrs. Halloran with the tidings she had
to impart.

She was lying on her couch,—the samo low
couch that her husband had left her sleeping
on, the night of his departure. She was very
pale and still.” She had shed but few tears,

“Did you see him,

Me(arthy Tad seen her every day; but even
he cnulx_l e rouse her from the passive heavi-
ness ot her eriel. The delicate bleom had

Pwaned and fuded entively from her heautiful

face, h(?r.o.yc.~ had wrown favger wnd. brighter,
auel her fingers were ever in wotion, tippinge on
the Daek of a book, or weiting and twisting
around each other, o tearing (o sheds, serups

Col paper and the flowers that little Qracie

bronght hee every day.  She never spoke un-
Jess rome ane addressed Lo, Yt lav. the ive-
l()l)",:' ||;1l'_ silent, prosteated. ad .Impvloss.——
Whenever the little ehildven e inoamd hung
caressingly avownd iers she wonld kiss them
gently and send therr away @ awd the innocent
ones awed nto silence by her stinnge mood
wonld slip away with noiscless eps, alad to ,r,:'u;

i fror the darkened reomn out uto the air and

sunshiue,

» How are you feeling now, e ban usthore,
—my own dear loving lady 7' said Nowa
kueeling down beside her, and taking up the
long, slender haud to cavess, 7

“Well—well enough,” she said, without
unelosing her eyes,

VST have news. — good news,” whispered
Norz,

Mrs. Halloran started wp, and, pushing back
tl_u: long curls from her face, wazed willdly ut
Nova, then, letting her Land 128l heavily on the
wirl's shoulder, whispered, » I's it real, or am
L dreaming? 1 have had so mauy dreuns like
this” .

It is no ddream, asthare, but awake yout
are; and don’t for the world's suke ery out, for
them that's on the wateh will snspeet us,—
Demnis Byrne's come back, e saw Aine: he
is well, and is by this thme over the say.”

O fscaped ! Alive! Well gasp.ud Muw,
Malloran,  “My God, T thank thee, But is
there no message—uno——-

“There ts,"" itk Nora, Intcrrupting her
while she took cut the erisp, glossy curls of
hair, ¢ e sent this to you™ with his heart's
love; mu’ that is 21l T knew,  We was watched
all the time, an’ it's all 1 could learn,”

Mrs. Hulloran Lid the curl in the pulin of
her hand, and gazed fondly znd dreamily on
it, then pressed it to her lips, her forchead, her
bosom. ¢ Ol Johu! my John! my busbund !
she whispered ; “amy noble Jolin 1" Then a
tear like a single, heavy ruin-drop fell on the
dark hair, where it Jay like 2 gem.

“Yes,” said Nora, who saw that tear, and
hoped it wus the Dharbinger of others; « for
such a one us he to wo wandering in a strange
land,—may-be sick, and anywise lonesome an’
homeless 17

“Oh, my husband ! why cannot I .be with
you in poverty and exile?”  Then tears began
to flow more frecly, “Where is he, Nora
Brady?”

“1 don't know, ma'am, only that Dennis
Byrne scen him on  BullyLhowry Mountain,
where he eame to hide,”

“ Hide ! John alloran, the noblest and best
of God’s creatures, skulking like a lunted
beast!” cried Mrs. Ualloran, while torrents of
tears drenched her ehecks,

Nora was satisfied. ¢ T'he tears will do you
good, dear ludy,” she suid, “und in a little
while I will seut poor Gracic and Desmond up.
The childer's lost their smiles and color, und
gocs moping around like orphuns.”’

“Yes, send them up,—poor little ones!”
said Mrs. Halloran. ¢ But onc word, Nora:
where is my cousin Donald 7

¢ Faith, ma’am, he’s been away these four
days, Mrs, Shen suys he has gone to Dublin;
anywise, it's a zood riddance.”’

‘“ He's safe—my hushand! my heart's own
love,—safe!” said Mrs. Halloran, clusping her
hands together.  * Angels of God guard and
guide him! This news gives e life. T defy
all now, and, trusting in the providence of my
Trather in heaven, I, Iis creature, will bear all
in Hig holy name.”

Ere long the sound of little feet outside and
a timid knock on the door were heard. Mrs,
Halloran went with fecble steps to open it, and
found the two children standing, with a half
frightencd look, on the threshold, She stooped
and kissed them tenderly, and, folding the little
soft hands in hers, led themn to the couch,
where, leaning against her pillows almost ex-
hausted, she gathered them to her bosom in a
Jong, tender embrace, Desmond was a noble
child. He was now eight years old. His.
eyes were large and blue, his forchead hold and
broad, surnounted by a coronal of short, crisp,
curling hair, His nose harmonized with his.
other features, while his mouth, without losing
the sweetness of childhood, wore an expression
of firmness truly remarkable. - Gracie  was
five summers old, Her brown hair was smogth- .
ly braided back from her round, childish fore-
head ; her eyes were blue, and full of  thought
and gentleness, and her complexion” vefy fair:
and pure. But therc was a deep,” tranquil
thoughtfuluess in the child’s countenaucs; ‘z
tender grace and a’ealni répose in ovéry move.-
ment, which had gained for her throughéut tHé
demesne the ‘soubriguét of “ Little" Lady"~L
Her futher used “to~ oall' her''s Little ‘Poet "
for not only_would'‘the fuir'and” bésutifal in -
nature call ‘forth' sweet rgapotises ‘ﬁoﬁii"ﬂi&v :

,,,,,,

. * Light of my ¢yes and heagt.

: . fror
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