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i pathetic farewell to fair Alba, the
her green sheeling on the shores of ^ a d detains Fergus, who 

Barach meets them on their landing, Xb and
reluctantly assigns his charge to his w to’their journey's end. 
Hbm Fiat, to conduct them and
Deiixlré’s fears are more and more excitea , B ick or to
visions of disasters. She urges Naisi to> gc' 0 Dunsev^m ^
Dundelgan (1)u^a^ ^ ^inflexible. ’ It would injure
the coming up of Fergus, m l nit anv apprehensionthe honour S ^ ™ ndu j. P|ha omene
ttX t ,d,/» seme 17 Lge, becomes more and more 
S£P JStill Nairn's reply is, “ I fem -ot ; M ™ 

length they reach Emama, and me ‘ g^ ^ appearance uncon-
Branch for their lodging. C , takes his place at the
scious of any cause for apprehensm ^ PMeanwhile
chess-table, and Demire, full > within his reach, could
the king, knowing that Ueirdre was ag word « if her
not rest at the banquet, but sen s spies ^ friendly to Clan
beauty yet lived upon her The first mes ^ ^ J d
Usnach, reports that she wq Conor’s passion for
is lovely and desirable no long • shortly after sendsa time! but growing ^ ^ tS fitelM^that not only
another messenger, who brings ,, r ^ie world,” butis Deirdré “the fairest vornznontte^ot had Rented his 
that he himself has been W^ich * Enging a chess
gazing in at the window ot the ’ J es This was all
man at his head, and dashing out one of Ins efe at the
that Conor wanted ; he starts up m Stocks the
violence done his servant, calls his o y g ’ f Fergus.
Red Branch. The defence now devolve on g.^
Clan Usnach scorn to evince alarm, or t conceal her
the duties of their protectors. Bu me'” she cries, bear-
consciousness that /heyarobetray^.^ Al ^ ^ waa

a traitor.” “ If Fergus hath oe^e“ jTe’ issues^ut and sky! 
Borb, “ yet will not I betray you.^ d Conor offers him
his “thrice fifty men of imf \1 , . , d from the slaugli-
Slieve Fuad for a bribe, he ho c s u Traitor father, traitor
ter, and goes bis way Then call8 Bui„6 Borb be a
son!” “No, replies Ilk While liveth this small straight
traitor, yet will not I be a tnntor.JU ^ Usnaeht” Then Ilian
sword in my hand w 8on 0f Conor, armed with Ocean,

inn, encountering nu ’ 1 ghiel(j> gpear, and sword, they fight
“aSfht’ ^h^ltout’and manly, bitter and bloody, savage and hot, 

a fair fight, stout ana man y the blue rim
and vehement and terrible, q{ Conor-8 8hield that it

mountain, cliff, and dun, and

l ^ u™f7AdndyhbsS“nt‘«d"aîÿ

of Ocean roared, for it was
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