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“My petophdtac Mend," he replied, 

“do not forget me when you reach Glen 
Lara—the happy valley of your hope*,— 
for thither 1 suppose you to be going. 
I WhuJl miee you, Helen, but a woman's 
compassion » infinite; pray for mn, i nly 
let it be a gentler prayer than your last.”

Rory, meanwhile, -liming found what 
he -wanted drugged a heavy chain from 
it# nwty nod. Fergus glanced at it.

«tiould not have

her hand# round hi# arm,ed, clasping 
"Uh, Kory.''

He bent down and kissed her.
“Yea,” he answered -lightly, “utter 

medne*#, and thirty knives wiM be at 
my tiiroat if we are not quickly out of 
Same. Come.”

He* moved to the door.
Helen cast a ewi-ft look round on the 

dim wake. It -was a mute farewell to 
this dismal chamber where she had spent 
ho many dark lioure, wiiere so many of 
her own folk too had perished. She did 
not speak.

“Time Hie#,” mid Roderick, “ha-.ten.” 
The girl Umaw a plaid ru-und her 

The etranger went to the door, and diouldei# and foXo-wed -him. He ex-
Thene -was a new eagerness twiguiahed tilie Lght, and with hi* hand

guided her up the stairway

l(Hia|fter 111. continued.)
“Don't spare the liquor, Ranald,” 

■aid the latter during a pause. Ran
ald’s hand wae already shaking, and his 
(tangue unsteady, but /nevertheless he 
reaohed over, and saving himself the 
trouble of pouring the brandy into his 
cup, raised the jug to hia mouth. He 
drained it dry.

“I’m rather drouthy the night," he 
stuttered, looking into the venal to 
make sure there was none left, and 
finding it empty turned it upside down 
on the table. “I’m rather drouthy— 
droppie more—droppie drouthy—"

“Alh! I was hoping 
to discharge the debt of nature yet,”

"You are my brother, though li.iaven 
knows lilt-re’s little love between us.”

"Mon Dieu! wtroug are the bond# of 
brotiierhood 
bind me.”

Fergus rawed himself ankl stretched 
out hie right hand, Uie oibher thru-A in
to the breast or -lus jacket.

Rory drew himself a,way. 
he anwwered.

Shake hands before yvu

“Never,” 
“1 don’t forgiv.- my 

You are my brotlier; I re
member tliet bomi—Clod 'help you if 1 
forget it!"

“You were always arrogant and vin
dictive, Rory; time has not softened 
yon.”

"Pence!” e*rfaimed' tire outlaw, “stand

called.
about him, and an energy hitherto care
fully hidden.

Old Hugh brought in a small flagon. 
He filled a mug and handed it to the 
jailor who swallowed the contents at a 
gulp.

on lier arm 
which led from the dtmgeon into one of 
the towers. 81 ie tot diem lead her, though 
every- step was as familiar to her feet 
as the breezy paesee of tdie mountains 
were to hie.

Suddenly he stopped end cleaned his 
dirk. A glimmer of light was falling on 
the wadis high above them, and tiliere was 
the faintest sound of advancing foot-

"Back, Hcden, and my own strong arm 
shall save us."

Real fine, real fine," he muttered,
"you’ll have come by this right cannily,
Hugh.”
whisper and the cup dropped from his

Tlw* «timng-er stood over h-i-m and in a 
quick «h«rp vorice demanded, “Tlie
word." She retreated ewiftly, choking her dis-

“Pikes and axes,” answered tbe jailor may into silence. What a fool she was
and fell back in a drunken stupor. ever to dream oif freedom' even for a

“Pikes and axes, pikes and axes,” re- moment. Fate was against her; it
peated the traveller imitaiting Ronald's would dash t-lie cup -from lier lips just as
drunken brawl. Then the prostrate j\w was about to taste of it. And
man was stripped of his boots and jac- Roderick's blood would be on her head;
ket; and presently the stranger stood ac- she was his dter of doom, the knew it.
coutred as a guard of Castle Samo. Aili! it was cruel. Rut these thoughts

He laid down on the table a little pile passed as swiftly as they came, 
of gold over which the inn keeper’s hand 
closed gloatingly. “That’s your price,” 
he said, “You’ve served me w«*t Hugh.’

“Ah! Rory Maclon,” answered the 
whining old man, “you were aye generous 
to the poor, and Hag's Ta’ is an ill place 
to bide in. If aught evil comes o' this 
night'h work, we'll may be follow you
to Gden L*ra.” w But a blow like that of a sledge ham-

“Come,” said the outlaw, “if you will, mer brought him reding to the ground, 
and looking to the priming of hia pi»- Tlie torch fell from his grasp and lay
tole he strode out of the house towards smoking and sputtering on the flags, while
Sarno. before he could utter a word, ,t hand

The night was misty, lighted by a wan dutebed hie throat, and pressed hi*
and never did Quaking Hag look bead backwards over the step. He made

more ghastly than in that pale gleam. a vain attempt to screa-m, but ths iron
It lay KÜeut, save for a moment, when (lingers threatened to choke the life out
two figures stole to ite brink and a of 'him if he so much as moved. The
heavy form fell hke a log into the gap- next moment he was half dragged, naif
ing jaws of the moes-devi). Ranald, burled into the dungeon,
the jailor, was seen no more.

back, Helen.'
“No,’’ said ihe, «failli covering Fergus 

with her jdwto', “not till he withdraws 
from "hi

His voice trailed off into a

hia band
Fergw viatic-' bis hands across hi* 

knees and emil-ei at her. “Ah, Helen,' 
he said, but that was all.

Roderick benit down, to adjust the 
fettero. They -were old and rusty, and 
for a moment hia watchful eyes were oil 
tlie 'prisoner.

Fergus tiirust hi# hand ewiftly i»t/ 
lus buHoni, but Helen #a-w the movement.

s jacket.

“Have a care, Rory," she cried and 
springing forward «truck his arm down. 
There was a flash, a loud report, and the 
p»toi lay emuking on the Hour. Tlie 
shot Qiad gone wide of ite mark.

Roiy felled his brother with a blow, 
seized Helen lay the wrist and dragg-xl 
her out of the vault, 
door, lucked at, and took the key with 
him.

The outlaw had concealed JiitnsHf iu a 
deep re-caw. The light increased an-l 
tlie footstep# approached to the head of 
the Stairway. There they pawed; some 
one -was evidently looking warily down, 
and 'holding a torch aloft* which /long 
a lurid glow on- the bare walls. Then 
lie began to descend.

He closï-1 the

"Curse that shot,” he said, "some
one will have heard it.”

They «prang -up -the stairway and 
through the paewuges towards the eally- 
|)ort, which he liad taken the precau
tion to unbar before venturing to the 
dungeon. Every chance of escape wa# 
their», undew they were intercepted. 
But already voices could be heard afar 
off, and they had to move with utmost 
caution. Down and along the tortno 
oorridon* of Castle Sa-rno the fugitiv 
stole with noiseless feet, 
deeiliound «prang on Rory, but Heleu 
quieted it with a whispered word; it 
had been a pet -of hers. Doors hanged 
and elashed in Hie upper stories, cries 
of “what's wrong?" pawed from mouth 
to -moat'll -but no one knew and all was 
in darkness and confusion.

"The ton*, Helen,” cried Rory.
She picked it up and blew it to ilnine.
“Good God!” said -he a# he glanced at 

his captive; "Good God!”
It was hi# brother Fergus Ma/-1 on.
Releasing hie grasp he covered him 

with his pistol.
Fergus panted; a gleam of hatred com

ing into hie eyes as he recognized the 
outlaw. He raised In-meelf on hi* *1- 
bow, wincing, as though in pain, and 
took a long deliberate look at the chal
lenging face before him.

“So,” he said at last, “eo, my brother, 
we have met and—embraced. ^lon 
Dieu! honr affecting the touch of a bro
ther’s -hand!”

CHAPTER IV.—The Bonds of Brother- 
'hood.

Hdon Ifidl juUt aiwpkened lErom km- 
easy dreams, and in that elate betwixt 
sleeping and waking—when wildest - une y 
and sober faut are tangled in a confut
ed web,—she heard, or thought she heard, 
a movement at the door of her prism. 
She listened Aarplly. Oould it be Fer
gus on another midnight visit? or was 
it ji»t the nit# scraping m the dark? 
There it came again—a sound of bolt* 
being withdrawn, and turning keys. She 
sprang to lier feet in alarm an the dour 
swung open, and a tight flashed on her 

The torch was heAd aloft by a 
tall man; she thought him the jailor.

“What mean# this?” site demanded. 
"Why have you come 
of night?”

“Hush,” said the intruder in a whis
per. “It is 1, Rory Maclon.”

So they
reached the salfly-port and passed out 
safely.

“Free, Nell, my girl,” seal Rory, “they 
won’t entoh us now.” He guided her 
to tlie shone where a boat lay hidden 
among tilie rocks. He was shoving it 
info the -waiter and' about to take the 
ours, when, a small figure darted for
ward and laid hold of the haw. “Take 
me too, Rory iMadon,” eakl 
with a short sob.

"Maisie!” he exclaimed in- a tone of 
extreme annoyance. But there waa no 
time to waste. He lifted her in be
side Helen and pushed out under the 
fihcUter of the rock#.

wer; he gave the pis
tol to Helen, and bidding her stand eon- 

hcre at this hour tinel, sought for fetters.

Rory made no

“Now is your chance, fair Helen,” 
sneered the prisoner, “I am at your feet 

I have el-way» teen though you 
The bright color surged into Heleu’» would not behove it—; a single shot and 

cheeks, and then retreated, leaving her oM scores will be wiped out for ever ” 
deathly pale. She trembled; the sud- She looked1 at him scornfully. Hi* 
den revulsion of feeling made her giddy; face wae drawn with- pain, there were 
dhe oould not think; die only knew her black marks on his throat, and hi* g.’r- 
ohempion had come, and that he wae an mente were defiled with duet, 
outlawed and a hunted man. “Your dirk day wil oome," die mid

“Rory, the a aihw,11 de murmur- dowly,

The dawn iwte breaking and) a pale
green tight hung over the eastern sky. A 
few stars trembled but night wot. gone.

Helen looked toward Castre Sarno with 
ite frowning towers and battlements and 
then seaward#. A little id and lay al
most opperit? the fortress, round which 
the tide chaffed and foan'ed with a soft 
boom. Behind it a hue Weal and 

* Roderick heat to his oars tR the lib
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