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Ta these, Cormac was quickly arrayed, and,
as the old, bespattered trowsers were drawn on,
he could not help smiling at the great change
they effected in bis appearance. The old coat
and vest were also speedily put into use, and
an old bruised haﬁ con:lpleted his atmre.d He

inly had a chan appearance ; and, as
:veil;t};“}l:gvy heart be b%\fle his k_inr._l host@ss adieu,
the young fellow announced his intention of ac-
companying him & part of the way. .

After repeated blessings and prayers for his
safety, be was prepared to start upon the road,
promiéing that if ever he possess_ed _the power
of rewarding his friends for their kindness to
him in the hour of his need, }Je woul_d do so.

« Never mention it, my child,” said the old
woman ; ‘‘sure, if more I could do for you,
wouldn't I doit, with a thousand welcomes !
May God take care of you and spare you, is
my hearty prayer ;” ang the tears fell fust from
her eyes, 48 she shook his hand warmly at

parting.
CHATPTER XXVIL.—CORMAC'S SURPRISE—THE
INTEAVIEW WITH MRS. FLYNN—A CORDIAL

GREETING.
4 Why do we meet? 'tis to repeat
Qur vows, both night and day,
To dear old Ireland—Drave old Ireland;
Ircland, Loys, hurrah [

Cormac found himself wonderfully refre§hed
by his short stay in the widow's cabin.  Bitter
as was the news he had learned, it partly re-
lieved his suspense, and he found that ke could
travel much better than he had at first ex-

eted,

Nothing transpired for the first four or five
wiles oo the journey, and Cormac besought the
young wman . who kindly accompanied him, to
return, assuring him that now, as he was io a
part of the country which he konew pretty well,
he could proceed alone.

Reluctantly the young man consented.

«If ] thought,” he suid, warmly, ** that any
danger wns likely to come across you, I .would
not think of parting with you ; but, as it is, you
are probably as safe alone.”

«1 thaok you from my heart, my good fel-
low,” said Cormac, in reply, © and have but to
repeat the assurance I gave your kind-hearted
mother, that I hope one day to be able to repay
your kindness.” ' _

‘ Not another word, Captain,” replied the

oung man, taking Cormac by the hand. “I
only wish that every man who grasped a gun
or pike in behalf of his country’s cause, was
halt as good a man as you.”

Cormuc returned the compliment, and they
seperated. ) )

As he trudged olong, sometimes briskly, and
sometimes in a halting manoer, when he met
any one on the road, Cormac could not help
surveying himself, and giving a melancholy
smile, as the thought crossed his mind of the
manner in which Kate would receive him if she
saw him in his disguise. .

About an hour after he had parted with his
friend, a countryman, riding iu a cart, overtook
him, and kindly invited the ¢ old man” to tuke
a seat beside him,

Cormac excused himself on the ground that
he would not be able to climb into the cart.

“We can soon arrange that for you,” said
the countryman. ¢ Sure, I can help you in,
poor old fellow ;” saying which, he dismounted,
and assisted Cormac into the vehicle.

The pair drove on together fora considerable
distance, without cxchanging many words.
Cormac’s companion showed some anxiety to
engage in conversation, but he himself, troubled
as he was with n constantly recurring cough,
such as any old man might not feel ashamed of,
betrayed no such anxiety. In fact, he made it
appear that the jolting of the cart, and the
stress of coughing, were as much as he could
reasonably be expected to endure.

“These are rather hasty sort of times,” said
the driver, .

“ Yes,” replied Cormac; * things aren good
deal dull, but the want of rain is chiefly the
cause, The hay crop in particular.—"

«Qh! I don’t mean that at all. T mean the
country is a good deal disturbed of late.” .

« Ugh—I know—to be sure—to be sure,
groaved the old man, following up his no$ very
interesting reply by s series of hard, dry
coughs, - o

Do you belong to these parts?’ inquired
- Cormac’s companion, with a dry sort of leer.

“ Aye, aye; to be sure. All parts are alike
to the poor. God help them.”

+ There's no call for people to be poor here,
wereit not for the d—d raseally rebels, who
won't be at peace,” TR
© Cormac’s cough was evidently getting worse.
* Do you see that pair of trees over there,
Iy old friend 7 asked the countrymant ' point~

Cormac looked up, and casting a glance
around him, said, ** Where ¥ as if he had not
paid sufficient attention to what was said.

« Over there, in the ficld we are just pass-
ing."”

“ Aye, aye; bonnie fine trees, true enough,”
remarked Cormac, in a most decidedly careless
sort of tone,

“ Yes, bonnie fine trees you may call them,
my good old fellow,"” replied the driver, giving
a crack with his whip. ¢ Them's the trees
where 1 helped two troublesome customers to
their death a day or two ago.”

¢ Indecd,” remarked Cormue,

“ Yes, sir,” the other continued; “a short
rope and a good strong bough, for every rebel,
is my motto; and if his majesty's gallant fel-
lows, or our own loyaul-hearted yeomanry, who
are out scouring the country to-day, can lay
hands on one or two more of the blackguards, I
wouldn’t mind giving them 2 helping hand at
the same work over again.”

“Oh, a sad, sad thing to take away life in
such a manner!” quietly remarked Cormac.

« Nothing sad about it. It is the duty of
every loyal man, at a time like this, to shrink
not from tne performance”

“Qf acting the hangman,”’ suggested Cor-
mac, anticipating what the other was about to
suy.
“Yes, my good friend, even to perform the
unpleasant duties of that same limb of the
law.”

“ Bad work, bad werk !” continued Cormuac,
half heedless of the other's remarks.

Just then a patrol of soldiers came in sight,
and Cormac half doubled himself up where he
was sitting, and became afflicted with a strange
wheezing sound in his throat.

He was evidently uneasy, and wished from
all his heart that he were amile or two out of
sight of the red-coats just then,

As they came forward, the soldiers halted,
and the driver pulled up the horse.

“ Any luck to-day, boys ?"” was the question
asked.

# Och, aye; the deevils ain luck,” was the
answer, and Cormae recollected the sound of u
voice which he had heard before.

¢« Wha'll thac auld gingerly loon be aside ye
there 77 inquired the same speaker, who evi-
dently was acquainted with the driver.

* Oh, only an old man travelling a bit of the
road, and as the cart was empty, I gave him a
lift on the way.”

« You should aye act wi’ great caution,” said
Sandy, peering into Cormac’s face, rather keen-
ly. ¢« These are nae the sort o' times to show
muckle kindness,”’

“True, quite true; but just you catch a
chap like me nodding, and I'll give any man of
you leave to call me a fool.”

« Nae doot 0't; ye'll no’ likely hae a bit o
bladderskin aboot ye,” exclaimed Sandy,

“Would a wholc one not be as good as a bit
of one ?” said the countryman, stoopin: down,
and poking among some hay in a corner oi’ the
cart,

A small jar of whiskey was produced from
its hiding place, and immediately handed to the
soldiers.

It was common in those days to employ
goldiers as revenue police when not engaged on
other duty, and the request about the ¢ bit of a
bladderskin,” referred to this pructice.

«“ A weel,” sighed Sandy, applying the jar to
his lips. * Herc's that His Gracious Majesty,
our guid King Geordie may live tae see the
last o' every rebel kicked oot of his do-
meenions.”

The Scotchman's companions were nothing
loth to drink any toast, so long as they had the
means of anything stronger thun water in which
to drink it.

After several congratulations, none of which
sounded very musical in the eurs of Cormac,
the soldiers went on their way.

Having taken their departure, the com-
panion of Cormac offered him o drop of what
remained in the jar, Cormac declined, but the
other insisted that it wonld do his cough good.

Rather than appear unfriendly, Cormac ap-
plied the jar to his lips, and, in doing so,
thought, he observed the driver lustily engaged
in pulling off his cont; then lifting his hatsud-
denly, and pulling something off bis head, in-
stantly replaced the hat. Handing back the
jar, he thanked the driver, and, although not
caring to gaze too intently into his face, was
gure that he observed some kind of a change in
the owner of the cart, .

¢ Take another drop,” snid dt:hc driver; but
the request was politely refused.

“ T(llxen here’spyour very good health, Cor-
mae, my boy; and many happy and better days
to both of us1” Saying which, the driver of
the cart took o long pull from the jar.

Cormac certainly heard him, but did his ears
deceive him? How could he tell? He mut-
tered something like thanks, and bethought
himself of jumping out of the cart, and proving

how an old man, with a bad cough, could cover '
| & certain amount of ground i a given time.

Then those trees to -which his companion -a}-
luded! that allusion was not caloulated to com-
pose his nerves. All these' thoughts . flashed
“quiekly through his mind, only to be dissipated

1:% toward two Ftately ash trees inad ddljoining
‘fie d. " ] . B . . ' .

| and Jaughed at, as

Jsrael Milliken held forth

his hand, to be tightly grasped by Cormac, who
suddenly found out the true character of his
companion,

“Gracious heavens! Who would have
thought it was you, Milliken ?” excluimed Cor-
mac, suddenly cured of his cough.

¢ Or, rather, who in the name of this good
day would have thought it was you, Cormac 2”

*: But you see you were the first to recognize
me. I need not ask if you knew me when you
first saw me."”

¢ Certainly, I knew you; but allow me to
give you full credit for your disguise. I don’t
mean the old garments alone, but the character
of the old man was well sustxined. One thing
only you forgot: your hair should be unat-
tended to, and your face a little less acquainted
with water, considering the means that an old
man like you, you know, could be expected to
have, roaming over the country.”

¢ And you almost instantly recognized me.”

¢ Not instantly. Believe me, my good fel-
low, I should never have known you, but for
young Burney, who helped to deck you out.”

“You know hiw, then?”

“Know him, yes; a finer fellow, nor any
honester, can't be found in these parts,”

#He is, indeed, a kind, brave-learted fel-
low."”

¢ But the soldiers, Cormac? You forget
what danger we weie both on the point of en-
countering there, my boy.”

s No, far from it. 1 was just about to ask
you if they knew who you are ?”

One of them knows.”

¢ The Scotchman !’ half shouted Cormae, in
amazement.

“ The very same,” answered Milliken; “a
good loyal-hearted fellow, who would sell His
Most Gracious Majesty, and the half o’ his do-
minions, for a year's pay!”

Milliken then rchearsed, to Cormac’s aston-
ishment, the fuct of his being out for the past
week, in company with some others, on the
search for MecCracken, During one of their
patrolg, they fell in with Sandy and a com-
panion. After some conversation, a proposal
wags made, which both soldiers swore to abide
by ; it was that they should render all the us-
gistance in their power to help in discovering
McCracken's whereabouts, Onehundred pounds
‘was paid to each of them, and a like sum was
to be given them in the event of their being
successful.

¢« But the Government reward is likely, nay,
is sure to be larger than that; and should these
villiang gucceed in finding out MeCracken's
whereabouts, rest assured they would be the
very first to claim the reward and give him up
to the government.”

“ Decidedly so. We know all that,”’ con-
tinued Milliken; * but our object was to bribe
thom to give no attention to those who were
really on the look-out for MeCracken. Besides,
we had them sworn to fulfill their contract un-
der pain of death.”

Milliken continued to inform Cormae of
many matters with which the latter was unac-
quainted. He had borrowed the horse and
cart from a friend, carried a disguise about
with him, prominent among which was a de-
lightful wig of red, unkempt hair. He was
about proceeding toward Belfast, when he
leurned from friend Barney, that Cormac was
cone on his way to meet with Mullan and Dolau
at Roddy Flynn's. He then and there changed
his mind, and turned to overtake him, affirming
that hiad it not been for the information he had
received, he would never have been able to re-
cognize Cormae,

Both had many things to relate to cach
other, and the time wore on pleasantly enough,
without any further adventures, till they reached
the house of Roddy Flynn.

Arrived there, Milliken bawled out to bring
some water to his horse, The order wus
obeyed, slowly enough, by Roddy's wife. As
the horse was engaged allaying his thirst, Milli-
ken, who had assumed his disguise, kept up »
running banter with Mrs. Flynn,

« Any loiterers hereabouts ?"’ he inquired.

¢«'Deed no, sir. It's 2 poor, lonesome dis-
trict, and few call this way.”

¢ That’s the very thing induced me to make
the inquiry,” said Milliken, * Yet this is just
such a place as one would sclect for conceal-
ment,’" he continued, partly uddresssing Cor-
mac, and the good woman at the same time.

«'Of course you can make a mea] ready for
us ?” inquired Cormac.

« T don’t think it, sir,’” she replied. ¢ Be-
sides, there is no one in the house but myself;
my old man is over in the field beyond.”

¢ Oh, nonsense 1"’ gaid Milliken ; ¢ didn’t we
hear several voices just as we pulled up ?”

¢ Clertainly,” responded Cormac.

Mrs. Flynn was no adept at dissimulation,
and sharply told the strangers it was none of
their business what they heard ;' saying which,
she retired into the house.

Milliken and Cormac dismounted, laughing
heartily as they did so, . - _

In a few minutes the disguises were thrown

t

-aside, and. both’ Milliken and Cormac -were |
heartily and warmly réceived. ' "Pat Dolan'and |-

[

“Johin, Mullari bad greatly improved.” ‘Their ini-

juries were severe emough; Pat's  especially.

John Mullan was even better than Cormace had
dared to hope.

They had one and all muny things to talk
over, but Milliken insisted that he must leave,

“ Sure you came in to get a meal” xaid
Roddy’s good-hearted wife, “und you can't
think of woing till you get the best the house
affurds.”

There was nothing for it but submission, and
Milliken postponed his departure till he had
partaken of the hospitulities of Mrs, Flyon.

CHAPTER XXVIII.—DEATH OF M'CRACKEN AND
MUNROE — “ 0, GIVE US BUT ONE TRIAL
MORE,”

#Q, give us but one trial more,

And count the men on either side;
Two to one we'lll give you o'er—-

But let the ground e clear and wide.”

After wandering about for some wecks,
McCracken found that his continued safety de-
pended on the merest chance. By his advice,
those of his friends who had stood by him, and
were willing to do so till the last moment, had
left his company, and he was now alone. Qnce
be received word from a poor old woman, who
had concealed him for some time, that parties
of soldiers were constantly seen about the
mountaine,  Accordingly, he thought fit to
leave that part of the country, and did so.
His determination was, if possible, to reach the
sea-shore, and depend on chance for a passage
across the chanuel to France. Iis funds were
at the Jowest ebb, and he had no means of com-
municating with his friends, to wet his purse
replenished. One duay he was observed by a
couple of yeomanry, who evidently knew him,
and he had, in consequence, a hard race for his
life. At another time, on turning into a by-
road, in order to allow a number of country
people to pass by, he encountered two patrols,
and was pursued and fired at. These reverses
disheartened the fugitive, and rendered him
nervous and timid. At length, being worn out
with constant vigilance aud want of rest, he
ceatered a house and made his case known, de-
pending on the honor of the people in whose
hands he pluced his life. This was « step gen-
erally successful in the case of others, for the
people were seldom, if ever, known to betray
the trust reposed in them, In the midst of all
sorts of disasters, the Irish people have ever
and always proved their honor and devotion to
whoever was &0 eircumstanced as MeCracken,
Unfortunately for him, the place which he had
entered belonged to an Englishman, who, after
receiving from the noble outlaw all he possessed
in money and clothing, immediately gave infor-
mation to the authorities, and the Communder-
in-Chiet of the ““rebel” forces of Ulster was
taken prisoner.

Both Munroe and McCracken were hanged
and quartered !

England has often seen danger in the corpse
of an Irish “rebel,” und that may prebuably
account for the inhumanities perpetrated on the
bodies of the dead.

Talk of merey! England knows nothing of
that term in her treatment of Irishmen, espe-
cially when an attempt has been made by the
latter to slip the bonds in which they live.

It is, probably, a good thing after all, that
Irishmen have so many examples of hangings
and quarterings kept constantly hefore their
eyes. Such lessons not easily forgotten, and
should never be forgiven until the czuse which
called them forth shall triumph. Then, and
not till then, shall Irishmen mix forgiveness
and forgetfulness together.

Word had heen brought to the party at
Roddy Fiynn’s of the exccution of both these
men.  They expected as much some day or
another, but still the news fell like a thunder-
bolt in their midst. They were grieved and
saddened beyond measure.

# The blow is heavicr than the death of my
son,” said Pat Dolan.

There was no reply to his remark; for, hide
it as he might, Dolun felt keenly the loss of his
boy, and Ned’s heart refused to be comforted
since the death of his brother,

John Mullan still endeavored to sustain the
spirits of all around him. His good nature
shone forth stronger, if possible, whenever he
observed a tinge of sadness in his friends.

He bantered Cormac on several occasions,
by relating his funcies as to the future career
of Kate O'Neill, whom he prophesied would be
the mother of lots of ¢ rebels.”

“And I'll be godfasther to the whole of
them,” cried out Roddy Flynn.

" “ Just if it's pleasing to me,” said his better
alf.

¢ Come, Mullan,” said Pat, * give us a song,
old boy. We weren’t beaten after all.”’

“ With pleasure,” said John; and, after
shifting his scat so as to see all the company,
he commenced to the tune of Vive La :—

‘f ‘0, GIVE US BUT ONE TRIAL MORE,

¢ 0, give us but one trial more, .

And count the men on either side ;
Two to one we'll give you o'er—

But let the ground be clear and wide,

¢ Deck yourselves in armor bright,

. Raiee your blood-stsined fiag on high,—
And then we'll show, you how tq fight,

- Before we show.you How:to die. =

Our Learts vur ramparts in the ight ;
While Heaven looks on, we'll make you feel

The pith and power of Irish might.

L0, grive us but one trinl more
And take the oddy, for armed we'll be:
Then down upon your mnks we'll pour,
Like waves from out a shoreless sea,

“You knew our strength in davs gone by
You felt it, too, on many a field ; o

And shall agmin—please God on high—
vur country’s cause our only shield.

* 0, give ug but one trial more,

We ask it—nay, for it we kneel!
But not as we have kuelt before,

But here—bekind our serried stecl.

' Whene'er agatn we bow the knee,
It will be at the word—¢ Prepare
To make your riders backward reel,
Aud with our death-shouts rend the ajr.

The siwple strain produced its nutural of
fect.  The minds of one and all reverted to the
part each had taken in the battles of their
eauntry.,

“ But they’ll never give one trial more”
said Pat Dolan, addressing the sinuer, )
“ They haven't given one yet,” replied Mul-
L, < We ot o chance, and took it

“And the plan will be, to make our chances
surer of xuccess in time to eome,” said Cormae,

A conversation took place as to the best
means of insuring a continuativn of the safety
of those present,

The Governuent was losing no opportunity
to find out the places of concealment of those
who lad taken un active part in the rebellion,

Cormac and Mullan maintained there was
but one course open to ther—eigration.—
Puat’s heart was, as he espressed it, in the Qld
Land, where his gallant son had fourht and
fell. )

‘““And as for the old woman and myself,”
said Roddy Flynn, ¢ we shall lay our bones
togetber, if the soldiers quictly permit us,”

No word thad been obtuined from Father
.\]cAulc_y_"s; and both Cormac and Mullan
were anxious and uneasy on that account. [t
was probable that none of them kuew whether
their friends outlived the battles in which they
were engaged,

Cormic suggested that all should endeavor
to make their way to the vaults at Shane's
Castle, s, in that case, they would be nearer
their friceds, and their chanees of safety se.
cured, -

Pat Dolun would not listen to this proposal
The chunces were that Fleming either h:ui
fuqnd out the plice, or would suceeed in 50
doing.  Berides, that part of the eountry was
too close to those places where the Englisl, soll
diers were eneaumped.  Any plaee in the inme.
diate vicinity of Autrim or Randalstown wag
dangerous, especially to those who were kiown
to have heen residents in that quarter,

Milliken advised that Johu and Cormace

should go with him en route to Belfust, There
was dunger in the presence of three men {owe.
ther, but there was also some chanee of sufZLy
in their strength of numbers, He was sure if
he had the two young men in the ueighborliood
of Belfust or Carrickfergus, they wmizht casily
eseape to Scotlaud, from which place they could
suil for America as soon alterwards
nient,
This plan was looked upon as the wmost
feasible, but Cormae would not listen to it at
that time. He openly avowed his motive.—
He wished to sce Miss O'Neill, and to learn
that there wus no probability of anything hap-
pening to her in the event of his dcpurtu:e It
is needless to say that John Mullun was 01: the
same opinion, and earnestly scconded the views
of' Cormae,

Milliken shortly afterwards took his leave
He was not certain if he would ever amin have
the happiness of mixing with any of his fricads
then present. One thing enly he was certain
of : us long as he lived he would bear o kindly
recollection of them one and all,

The parting with Milliken was enough
the nerves of the strongest among that r;)::rty of
refugees. He was well beloved by them al)
and he, in his turn, had always shown the
warmth of his affection for them. True they
differed in religion, but, on the question of their
country, they were oNE in licart and soul.

Brave and gallant Milliken! no truer hearg
than 'thine ever beat in the breast of an Irigh-
man !

Isracl Milliken lived to a good old age—
Nearly fifty years subsequent to the date of our
story, the stately form of Milliken might have
been seen, as he wended his way through im-
mense erowds to take his post as chairman at
the Repeal meetings held in Belfast. His hair
was long, and as white as snow, which gave
him quite 2 patrinrchal appearance, -

The chair used on such occasions was of
carved onk. It had scen some duty in '82
having becn used at the Volunteer meeting in
Dungannon.  Tsrael used to lay his hand Epon
it, keep gazing at it for a moment or two, then
shake his head as much. s to say: “You and
I, old chair, have seen the time—we two.be-
long to & past age.” In his old days he was &
man of few words, but always earnest and sin.
cere; and if, 28 often happened, any speaker
alluded to'the affair of '98, the spirit of the old

as conve-

to try

¢Te'll bear our breasts before your steel,

man wazed warm, s the memory of those duys



