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story yet to my satisfaction, ail' i innt you to
ielp me.,

Mr. Langton vas silent. L could net seo of
rhat use lie could b, inlless te share tie pro-

fits (lte onlly part of hie business thlat was
quite rose-colottr in is cyces).

I You stee'' Mr. Muphy went on, l'in ai-

ready a milarked man wid these Papistvarit,
an' as shuire as iver lthcy caught metnnwars that
moment 'ud e my last. Now, l'vu had enongli
o' ite spy busiiess, ii' i wiant yon to do flic
rest for ite. Voui're sie enougli, butt my life
isn't worth fin inniits urhae

Mr. Langton itow' sawil te explaiation of his
friil's geierois con fide ces. Lookiigititoite
bailif's livid fac he saw diel icted ther ti

arrant cowardice, whic ai i te miitai's desire of
wiclechiess couîld not overcoiiîe, For, as is

Irish bravery bravest of the brave, so is Trish
cowardicc the iost conitemIliptible of poltrooni-
cry.

be valet hardly liked better th le task souîglit
to be traisferreil tol him. Of tl lhi e)iarthly

possessions, h valuied chielly his skin, wlhieh,
no dioibt, he titouglit more halidy as it wva-

than tia it woiuld he, punictured by a score or se
of rebel pike-ceads. Ind eeil st tooth-dralwing
colti iot laive conu 'tîlsC his face ilito wryer
grimaces than did is nin)ulble fritei's proposi-
tion.

oui see," saidi Mr. Murtiliy, noting is siesi-

tation, iL is out of pure frin'slip' for yerse I
mintionedi te inatter to youî at ail, for I itiglit
aisily haldoe il myseif ain' piocketecd ite goold
lilce a Itiser. Av coorse, whIite yoit don't

I11 didn'L say flit, ',%r. Mirpiy," caid Mr.
Langtonî lastily, as lte other made a motion to

go. Pil he ceost'appy I'lm sure, tdo eu ieny_
thing for so-so hexilarating a lobject.

Coinc iow, that?s itat I cili maifuil talkl,
said tihubailiff, encoutragingly. Il The ltruiith i2,
the wc-ork is ail dJoie before yout, ant' ail wce vant
is to have somte onc thraek lte bird riglt into

hlie nlist so that there imtay le nio miistake aboit
iL You cain dio that to-niglt, an' thin we'll

have tue revard al teo otrselves.
T io-nîightt? "

"1 Aye I licered 'i last niglt in the orge
appointing a great iceetitn o' Ite rebels for te-
niglht lt Monlard. 1il show ye hlice place, an'
tle enan, an' tilin you have ontly to keOp youîr

cye ote imtî, an' follow hitm tit a safe distance
riglt to lte loor of his Iiidinîg-place, wlierever
t is. ld

lAnd is that all?"sad r.Lnoswao-

ing a deep dirught of beer ta screw lis courage
to the sticking-point.

Il Do ltat muchtou, an' fic prize is ours,"t said
lte bailiff. tI Ilit, mnitd 1-av youi at ighty
catutioîs our gaine is uîp, an' Lley'll ilve hlie

dayliglt throught ycr ribs as astsure as yoii ave a
hlid t yer shouders."

"'Eavently jingo i"cried Mr. Langton, piously,
i'ndn' wie better say a prayer ?

l Better atother quart o' ber, av yout're in-

cliied to siy aînythintg," siid the hailiff.
oWl, eres yoiur very good 'eaith, Mr.

Murphy! T' re's stccess to our little gaime
And 'er-'s, if the vorst do ecile to te iworst,

' ri hait Sarah Jane inay never take on vid
the lack-whiered fîellowt in the BIlesl "

-I looks to-waItr-dg youi, Miister Langton,
said te balliff, drainîing tlie quart of bcer at c

draught.

CILA PT.iER XXII.

sY00ozit .tAdas A sessA·rrot.

As itiglt icepeied into midnight, Mr. Lang-
ton and lis tu tor in spy-scieinec set out by hye-
cways aid lark piaces for the rendiezvous Lf tIe

ribcls at Monard. As Lite night was pitchy

dark, and their way, in order to fio eavoidance
of inuisitive eyes, lay thlroigh woods and b;ioe-
)y lanes, ieiiter of lthem ias in heroic mood,
antd their jourtcy w-as a succession of startsi and

spasmst of tecth-chattering and knee-knocking
whicli treatened ionienitarily to collapse in
lelptless terror.
iMurpihy was, lowever, much tlie worst cow-

nir of lie two. Thoigli recIess bravery didi
not couit aiong Mr. Linîgtont's ftilings, there
wvere occasions which corked dlown lis iiervous-
liess Jack in-the-box-wisi ati such t on 'ias
lte pircsent, wlhen hlie chances of martyrdomi
iere otttweigled by te temtpting rewtard, by
the trifling services that woutcl win it, atntd (in
na rimote degrec) by lie liberal supiply of beer

pressed into lte service to suppleient his cocur-
tige.

Wietlier this last iem ihald anything Io do
iLit creating ghosts in ecvery ark Cerner tlhey

pased m, and peoplinig their path witlh imîcaginary
rebels, aried to lte tocti and blood-thirsty to
tieir toe-nails, we do not prodte tu o decide.
Certain only that Mr. Langton said several
edifying prayers en route, and Mr Miirphy a fote

'onibîts eiL atmust have inevitably appcased the
Devil, if lte sable potentate ever dreiamtîed of
harming so dear a fricid.

Thtey rencie theur destination t last unharma
cd of tmait or Spirit, titid founctd to their satisfac-


