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‘A curse 18 1aid on one long narrow strip
of the een down In front of Duniogher,

No matter how Ifoloss the sunlit alr mny
hang above, no mutter how sllken smooth
the fuce of the walers nearest by, lifting
themselves without & ripple In the most
indolent summer swell—an angry churn-
ing goes always forward here, Disordered
currents will never tire of their colling
and writhing somewhere unierneath; the
surface 12 streaked with slnlstor maricings
like black shadows, which yet are no
shadows ot all, and these glide without
censing out and In among the twisted locys
of gray-white gcum, and everything moves
and nothing ¢hunges, til Judgment iy,
1t hns the pamo of the Sikhe Mhulre-
henrtalgh (spoken Shlee Vurbartheo), or
the Path of Murtogh,

Though 'tls well known that the grand-
est ling and turbot and wonderful other
blg fishes He swaylng themselyes n the
depths of this wicked witer, with glunt

*“Are We to the Brink Itsclf 2 e Asked.

erayfish and crabs to benr them company,
the fishermen of Dunmanus and Gloleen
and Crookhaven, and even the strangers
from Cape Clear, woull mot buy a soul
from purgatory at the price of drawing i
net through it. They have Qo .:‘r-»-.‘: wish
to pleass the buyers In th klish ships,
and the Scotch and Manx, . yoas: but a
ereel of mold would not temg
meddle tn “Murty's Path'
thelr bonts far to ono side,
selves as they pass in the manier «
fathers and grandfathers befors them,

These poor men, having not w h of the
Irish now, and not rightly under
what their elders miay have ' _-.h-‘
truth of, =ay this snake-like forbldding
ch bears Its pame from Murty Uge
allivan. Thelr thought Is that the u
canny bolling begun in the wiko of th
English Specdwell, as the corps
vanquishad privateer spun and twirle
her keel through the foam on lts savag
last journey from Castletown to Lors
But it is enough to look down at this evil
place to seo that the malédiction upon It
must ba older than Mt Oga's time,
which, in the sight of Dunlogher, was as
yest ay. Why, men ara living this year
who talked with men who saw his head
splked over Bouth G Thers Wers no
great curses left unussl In Ireland at
late & day as his. And agaln, would it
the waters of Dunlogher that would tea
themsslves for an O'Sulllvan?

No, the curse threads back &
behind poar Murty Th
rents weave and twi
foam & ads and gathers, gat
spreads, In the path of another,
birthright it was that they should baptize
him. The true tals 13 of Muriy, the
Proud. or, If you will have his style from
the bhaok Schull-=Murtogh Mordha
O'Mahony, chief in Dunloghsr. And hls
time is naot so distant In one ., us men
take account of yedrs, 1t in anothar it
s too Temots for any clear vision, becauss
tha “little paople” of theold, fearful kind
have left every other part of Irsland, and
they wera just halting together for a
farewell pause 1o Dunlogher, by reason of
it baing the last end of the land, and thelr
enchantmenta fanned up a vapor about
Murty Mordha to his undoing. And it s
as If the mist atlll ross between us and his
BloTY. )

Whan the sun began to sink out of sight,
down behind the sea, two men #tood on
the edge of the greas cliff of Dunlogher,
thelr faces turned to the we

The yellow flame from the sky shone full
in the eyes of Murtogh, and he held his
huge, bear nead ereot with bolidness, and
stared back at it without blinking. Hia
eompanion, & lttle, shriveled old man,
whom ha hald by the arm, had the ki
light on his countonance ns wall, b
eyslids wars shut. He bent himsslf against
his chief's thick shoulder and trembled.

“Are wo o the brink itself?" he asked;
hiz aged volea shook when he spok

“Here, whers I stand, when I would grip
you, and hold you forth at the length of
my arm, and open my hand, yon would
fall a hundred fathoms in the atr'  Mur-
togh's free arm and hand made the terri-
ble gestura to fit hia words, but he tight-
ensd his protecting eclasp upan the other
and led him back a few pices. The old
mnn groaned his algh of rellef,

It is you who are the brave nobiemin,
Murty,” he whispered, admiringly, “Thers
18 none to equnl your strength, or your
grand courage, in all the Jand, And the
beart of pure gold along with 11)"

Murtogh tossed his big head, to shake
the twisted forslock of his hale fo one
mide. “T looked strulght Into the sun at
noon on 8t John's day,” he said, quiatly,
with the pride of a child. *If it wers &
hunilred times as bright I would look at it,
and never fonr for my eyes, I would hold
my own gon out here, stretehed over the
abyss, and he would ba no safer In his
bed. Whataver 1 wished to do, T would
do 1"

*You would—0, you would!" ogsented
the old man, In tonea of entire slhosrity.

The chlaftain kopt his eyes on the sky-
line, beneath which, as the radlance above
despencd, the witers grew ashen and
coldly dark., Mualng, he held his sllence
for n time, Then, with abruptnéess, he
muked:

“What age wers you, Owny Hen, when
ths MacSwineys put out your eyen? Wero
¥ou strong enough to remember the sun
well?"

“1 was of no strength at all,” the other
whimpered, the tragedy of his childhood
aftecting his speech on the Instant. *I
wan In my mother's nrms. Thers were the
men broaking In through the wall, und the
kine bellowing outalde, and my father cut
down; and then It was like my mother
Arew her cloak tight over my head—and no
one came ever to take It off again, I for-
get the sun."

Murtogh nodded his head. *T will go to
Muskerry some ddy,” he said, In a kindly
wiy., “I cannot tell when, just now; but
T will go, and T will burn and desolite ev-
erything for slx miles around, and you
shall have a bag for your harp madoe of
eyellds of the MacBwineys."

Old Owny lifted his sightloss face townrd
his master, and siniled with wistful affec-
tion, “Ah, Murty dear,” he expostulated,
mildly, *It 1s you who have the grind na-
ture—but think, Murty—1 am a very old
man, and no kin of yours. It Is fifty years
since the Inst man who took my eyes drew
breath, If you went now noe living soul
could tell what you came for or why the
great suffering was put upon them. And,
moreover,. tho O'Mahonys Carhory have
wives from the MacSwineys these threo
gonerations, No feud lles now.”"

The Lord of Dunlogher growled sharply
between his testh, and Owny shrank fur-
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hig voloe, “that T have no concorn In the
O'Mahonys Carbery, or the O'Malionys
Fonn-larturach, or any other? 1 do not
tnke heed of Conogher of Ardintenant, or
Tlegoe of Rosbrim, or Donogh of Dunman-
us, or Donal of Leameon. 1 will glve them
nll my bLldding to do, and they will do it
or 1 will kill them and spotl thelr castles,
Yyou could not behold i, bnt you have
your song from the words of otherds how
last year I fell upon Iaemald Hhade nnd
erushed him and his house, and slew his
son nnd brought wway hig herds, His
father's father and mine wore brothers,
Fas I8 nearer (o me In blood than the rest,
yot I would not spare him. T made his
]l;tl!)‘ul(‘\'llll o nest for owls and bats,  let
the others observe what 1 did. 1 am in
Dunlogher, nnd I am the € Mihony heve,
and I Jook the sun in the Tace like an
engle, Put thit to your song!™

Whae sonnd eame th Uiem Crom the willpd
bawn and gatewnys beyornd the Threee Cos-
tles, o hundreed yards behind, of volees in
commotion, The old bard lifted his hond,
anil his brow scored iteelf in lined of lls-
tening attentlon, 1f Murtogh heird he
pave no sign, but gaged again in medita-
tion out upon the vast waste of waters,
blackened now as the purple reflections ot
the twillght waned,

siind men  have senges that  others
lack.” e remarked ot lnst,  “Tell me, yow
does the earth we stimnd on seem ever to

you to b turnine round *°

Owny ghuddered a tittle at the thought
which come to him. “When you led mo
out beyond here, wind 1 felt the bly round
#en pinks under my feel, and remembered
they mrew only on the very edge’’—he
ke gaan.

“Not thiat,” the chief broke in, *"tiz not
my meaning But ot Tosbin thore was o
book writ by Fineen, the son of Dinrmaid,
nwn une 1o my futher's father, and my
father hened it read from thiz book that
the worldl turned round one way, like o
duck on & =plt, and the sun turned round
the other way, and thid wis why we were
apart all nig! And often 1 come hers,
anil I swearth s |2 o movement umier my
feot, But elsew there is none, not in
the baws, or in the towers, or anywhere
ut just here,'’

The ol man Inclined his face, ns If he
could see the ground he stoold upon, hut
shook his hend after a4 moment's waltingg,

It woull not be true, Murty! he sug-
“OL Pincen had o mighty £chol-
wrship, as I heve Heard, and he mnde an
end to edify the angels, but—but''—

Murtogh did not wailt for the hesitating
cogelusion, I saw his tomb when 1 wis
a 1agd, in the chapel at Rosbrin. He was
1aid ;t hls own desire under n welght of
gtone like my wall here, 1 saw even then
how foolizh It was, These landsmen have
¥ How wlil they rise ot
«1 resurrection, with all that bur-
den of stone to hold them dewn? Thavea
botter understanding than that. I buried
my father, buried his father, out
yonder in the sea. And I will be buried
there, too, and my eon after me—and if 1
have other children''—he stole a swift
glance at the old man's withered face as
he spoke—"Iif 1 have others, 1 say, It will
ba my command thuat they follow me
there when thelr time comes. T make you
witness to that wish, Owny Hea,*

The bard hung his head, “As Il my time

ol

would not ‘comp first!” he sald, for the
mera of saying something. Then,
gathe urage, he pulled up the strong

arm which was still locked in hig, and
seid hls head to speak softly In O'Ma-
any's ear.

“If only the desira of your heart wore
given you, Murty,'” he murmured; "if

my breast and put its pretty 1lttle hands
in my beard—I'd be fit to pray for the
men who took my eyes from me. And,
Murty dear,” hls volee rse in tremulous
entrenty as he went on—=""tell me, Murty—
I'm of an age to be yvour father's father,
and I've no cyesight to shame you—ls she
—ia your holy wife coming to see her duty
differently ? Have you any hope that—
that'"
Murtagh turned abruptly on his heel,
swinging hls companion round with him.
They walked a dozen paces toward the
sen gate of the castles before he spoke.
“You have never her, Owny he
sald grave “You do not know at all
how beautiful she 15 It 8 not In the
power of your mind to imngine it. She In
not just flesh and bload like you, Owny,
or even llke me. 1 am o great lord among
men, Owny, and I am not afraid of any
muan, I would put the MreCarthy, or even
the Earl of Dosmond, over my cliff like a
rit, if he came to me here, and would not
6 me honor. But whenever I come wherns
she site I am Hke o little dirty hoy, fright-
ened before o great shrine of Our Hlessed
Lady, all wih Jewels and lights and In-
I take shaome to mysell when she
looks at me that thore are such thinga in
my heart for her to see"

1wy sighed deeply., "The grandost
princess in the world might he proud to be
mated to you, Murty,” he urged,

. enough,” regsponded Murtogh,
with candor. ""Put she I8 not a princess
—or any mers woman at all, She s a
enlnt., Ferhapx she Is more stil). Listen,
Owny. Do you remomber how 1 took lier

fseen '
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Throee Men with Torches Came U'p.

=how T sawam for hor through the break-
ors—and snapped the bone of my arm to
keep the mast of the wreck from erushing
her when the wove flung it upon us, nnd
atill made land with her head on my neelk,
and hung to the benr rock ngainst ail the
dovils of the son sucking to pull me down

““Im 1t mot all in my song?"’ sald Owny,
with gentle reproach,

“Dwny, muan, listen!t sald Murtogh,
halting and giving now impresslvences to
his tone. I took her from the water,
Her companions were gone; thelr vessel
wis gone. DId we ever see slgn of thoem
afterward? And her family—the Sigernons
of that Inland beyond Tiobrad—when men
of mine sulled thither and asked for Hugh,
#on of Art, werp they not told that the
O'Flaherty had pagasd over the laland and
left nothing allve on It the slze of . mus-
wol shell? Draw nearer to me, Owny.
You will ba thinking the more without

your eyes. Have you.thought that it

may be she—whisper nowW = sbe may

bolong In the water?’ - 1 = i
CHAPTER :

They stood motlonless In the gathering
dusk, and the bard turned the problem
over deliborntely, At last he scemed to
shake his head. - would not be dis-

them go,’* he suggested, “or—1 mean -t
well to you, Murty—or broaking husbands'
hearts with vows of celibacey."

The (' Mahony pushed the old man from
him, “Then If ghe he o saint,” he eried,
“why, then, ft were better for me to make
ten thousand more blind men lke you,
and tear my own eyes out, and lend you all
headlong over the clff there than risk
the littlest offonss to her pure soul.”

The old bard held out n warning hand,
“People are coming!"' he satd, Then glid-
Ing townrd his chief, he selzed the protect-
Ing nrm again, and patted It and fawned
agalnst L. “Where you go, Murty," he
ankd engerly, 1 follow, Whot you gay, 1
say."”

HBome dancing llights had suddenly re-
venled themselves at the corser of the
nearest castle wall, Murtogh had not re-
alized before that it was dusk. "They will
be looking for me,” he sall, and moved
forward, gulding his companion's stops,
The thought that with Owny It was nlways
durk rose ln him and drove other things
nwny.

Three men with torches came up—rough
men with bare legs and a single shivt-like
tunie of yellow woolen ¢loth, and uncov-
ered heads with tangled and moatted shoeks
of black hale, Tho Mghts  they  bore
gleamed ngain In the flerce cyes which
lovked out from under thele forelocks

HYOMuhony,” one of them sall, *“tho
Hothan pricst s ot the gate—=young Don-
ogh, #on of Donogh Bhade, who fled to

Spain, He g called Father Donntus now,**
“What will he want here? growled
Murtogh. *'1 have boikten his father; if

1 have the milnd, Wis tonsures will not hold
mes from bonting Wim nlso,'

“Iio has brought n Torelgn Bpanfard, a
young man with bresches und a sword,
who comes to you from the king of Spain,”

Murtogh stralghtensd himsclf and disen-
B 1 the arm of the blind man. “Run
forward you two," he ordered, sharply,
“gipud eall nll the men from the bpwns and
the eattie amd the boats, and 1 will have
tHem leht torehes, nod stand In line from
Lhir second tower to the postern and show
their spears well o front and be sllent.
I will not have any moan talk but myself,

or thrust hlmself Into notlce. We were
Kings of Rathiln, and we hiave our own
matters to discuss with the kings of

Spain.'

Three score fighting men, soma bearing
Heghts nmd all showing shields and spears
ar javelins or long hooked axes, crowdml
in the semblonce of a line adong the nuar-
row way to the large Keep=and behlod
them packed four times thelr nomlery of
women  amd  children—=watehod Murtogh
whon he brought his guests pust from the
Kt

He moved proudly up the boreen, with a
slow step sl the gleam of o high naiure
in his eyes, His own people saow afreash
how great was his vight to be groud, The
hroid hord muscles of hig legs, stralning
to burst thelr twisted ledfther thongs na he

witlked, the vast welght and thlokness of
the bronst and shoulders, under the thin
summer ¢olonk of c¢loth from the Low

Countries, which he held wrappied tight
phout them; the cordol sinews of his big
bare neck: above all the lon-like head,
with lts dpuntless regard and e splendld
hrown-blnek mane, and the sgparkle of
gold In the bushing glib on hig brow—
where elze In all Ireland woukl thely
muteh be found? But for that strange
Inunetion to sllenee, the fighters of the
gopt would be splittting the alr with yella
for their chieftain, They struck thelr
weapons together and made the gazo they
bent upon him burn with meaning, and he,
without looking, rend It, and bore himself
mory nobly and the mothers and

A Forelgn Spaniard Who Comes to You
from the King of Spain,

wives nnd little ones huddled behind In
the darknese, groaned aloud with the paln
of thelr Joy In Murty Mordhn

It wwelled the greatness of Murtogh when
they looked npon those who fallowed him.,
“It Is the zogunrth linthan' they whis-
pered, at view of the young priest, with
his pointed face nnd untimely whitened
hadr, He would not turn his ferret glanco
to right or left, a8 he folowad cloge tn his
cousln's lordly footstepg, for the roason
that these sen wolves of Dunlogher had
rivished and burnt hig foather's country
within the year, and sloin his brother,
find gnushod thelr tecth now, even os hoe
passod, for rage at the sight of him,

And the messenger who cnme to spenl
to Murty the words of the King of Spain!
They grinned ns they stared upoen him,
An aelly, o lnmao fledgeling gull, b young
arih that has lost M ghell, Thus they
murmuridl of him, His logs were senree
tho Blggness of o Cope woman's arme, and
wiotn olnd 1o red aliken oloth strotehed an
closo nx skin, Ho had foollah livtle il
with boots of yellow leather rislng to the
knoe, nnd from the mid-thigh to the walst
wore ungeemly  bulging breeches, blown
ot ke o buoy, and gnshoed downwlsn
with stripes of glowlng colors, roepeated
agaln In his Nowig sleeves, His hurnished
stoed cormiot and long reed-Uke sword
woulll be toys for ehldren In Dunlogher.
Hin foee, under e wide plumed hat of
frab falt, was that of no soldlor at all—an
thin, smooth, rounded face of o stringo
smoky dorkness of hue, with tiny up.
turned moustachion, and delleately bended
nose,  And the eyen of him! They reomed
1o Lo the half of his countenance In slge,
whit with thelr great dusky-white balls,
nnd shoosblack contros, snd thelr thick
riven fringes and brows thit Jolned each
other. The armed kern who stood nears
ont took not inuch head of theso oyes, hut
the olider women, peeping botwoeen tholr
shoulders, maw 1itlle elne, and they muade
the slgn of the erops nt the sight,

When two hours had passod the baser
folk of Dunlogher knew roughly whnt
was In the wind, Two wayfaring maen of
himble station hid comoe In the traln of
the Bpanlnrd, and though they had no
Irish, thelr story somehow mnde Iteelf
told, A nhip trom Bpaln, which Indeed
Dunlogher had seen pass i woek bofore,
had*put in at Dingle, on the Kerry coast,
and hud landed James Flismanrles, the
papal legate Banders, some other clargy,
und w seore and more Bpanish gentlemen
or men ot arms, with o banner blessed by
the Holy Futher. A greal army from Spain
and Italy would follow In thelr wake, Hut
meantime, the first comors were bullding
n fort at Bmerwick, and the clan of Pits-
golald was up, and messengors were fiying
through the length and breadth of Muns-
ter and Connaught, passing the word lo
the Catholle chiefs thut the hour of driy-
Ing the English into the sen was at hand,

The lower floors of the castle and the
plensant grassy bawns outside, ool with
the soft sen wind of the summer night,
were stirred to a common forvor by theso
tidings, The other O'Mahonys, the chiefs
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_of Dunmanus and Dunbeacon to the north,

of Ballydevlln, Leamcon, Ardintenant and
Rosbrin to the south, and elsewhere In

In the big hall overhead, where aftor
three courses of Mone stalrs were elimboid
—ap parrow that 4 man In armour must
nesds walk sideways—the abode of the
chieftaln and his own blood began—Mur-
togh was ready Lo hear the messuge of the
king of Spnin.

Thoe brond, rough-hewn table, with Its
dlghes of half-cleancd bones and broken
cheesges and bread, ity drinking horas and
flugons, and Nvter of knlyes and spoons
had been given over to the master's groy-
hounds, who stood with forepaws on the
board and Insinunted thelr long necks and
muzzles nolsclossly hors and thers among
the remaink of the meal, A clump of
recds, Immersed In o bragler of fish oll,
burned smokily among tho dishes for
light,

When, at the finish of the eating, Mur-
togh hnil given the signnl for departure to
thoe dogen strong men noarest akin to him,
or In best fuvor, there were left only his

“I Come (n the Business of God,"

aon, n wlow, good Ind, born of o Nrst wife
tong sines dead, the blind Owny, the
Spanturd and the Hathun (or promaturely
Bray) young priest,

Then Murtogh sald to this last man;
“Donogh, son of Donogh Dhide, 1 hive
not frowned on you nor strock you, for
the reision that you are my guest, But
because my hand is opon to you, It i no
renson that 1 ahould Ne, and pretend that

1 am your friend or you ming, Your
brother, Dinrmatd, the one [ coulil not
get 1o KL citllg himselt my helr, and

twiee hias sought to take the Do of my
son here, my Donogh baoth, Therefore,
1 will have you go now and sit below with
the vthers, or rewd your prayers in your
chimber, whore you will slewp, hecause I
will hear now what the king of Bpain says
to me, nnd that I8 not meant for your

o,

The priest stood on his fest, “Your
pride does not become you, Murty Mui-
dha)t he sald, “when 1 am come te you
for your soul's gake and the glory of re-
Ngglon.' His volee was thin and high-
pltehed, but there was no fear injt,

1wl frot be taking troubly for my soul
Just now,” repliod Muptyv; “that will be for
another time, when I am Hke to dle, And
then 1 will have my own confessors, and
not you, nor any one like you, So you
will go now, ns 1 bid you."

Pather Donatus, standing still, eurled
his lip In o broad smile, "You fire o great
man, Murty! You could dishonor my
father and slay my brother lke the head-
stronie bullock that you are; bul there ire
things yvou eannot do. You canpot lay
vour finger to me becauge I come on the
business of God."

“It I the business of the king of Spain
that 1T will be thinking of,"” suld Murly,
with curiness,

“They nre the snme," rejoined the young
priest. *And you are wrong to say what
you will be thinking of, because you have
not 0 mind to think at all, If you could
think, you would Know that you would not
have the words of the king of Bpaln ex-
eent when 1 interpret them to you, This
noble gentleman, who comes with me,
sapenks more tongues than one, but he hos
no Irlsh, and you—Iit Is well known that
you have nothing else, Don Tello has sat
at your side for two hours, and you have
not observed that each word between him
and you came nnd went through me, Oh,
yes; you are n grent moan, Murty, but
your mind 1= not of n high order."

The chleftain roge also. The blood eame
Into hig face, and he lalil a strong hand on
the hilt of his broad sworl, But the foot
thot he Nfted he sot down again; und he
looked at hig kinsman, the lithan priest,
und did not move toward him. “You are
in the right to wear n gown," he sald
slowly, “because you bave the tongue and
the evil temper of ain ugly girl, You
gpenk foollsh things In your heat, and they
dlggrace you. 1 have the best mind that
uny man in my famlly ever had. 1 have
more thoughts In my mind than there are
words In your Lotin book, I woulld speak
whatever I chose to this gentloman, and T
would undergtand his speech when I
troubiled myself to do so. But I will not
do that—=for some time at leagt; 1 will have
my wife come, and she will sit here, and
she will tell me his words, and I will be
taking my ense.'

Murtogh Mordha ealled his =on to his
alde nnd gave him o mesgage (o dellver,

The pricet, amiling in his cold woy, leant
aver nnd spoke for the gpnce of o minute
In i tongue strange to Dunlogher Into the
Spaninrd's ear, Then he stood erect, and
wazed at Murtogh with an illomened look,
and #o turtied and strode afler the Iad
out of the door,

CHATTER IIT,

A young woman of the rarest heauty,
tall and wlendor, and with the earringe of
wogrent ludy, come Into the chamboer and
moveill across to the high, earved ehalr
which Murtogh made ready for her, and
seatid herself upon It ns upon a throne,
She had o pale, falr skin, and her hatr,
ecolled henvily In platts upon her shoulders,
wis of the hue of o red harvest sin,
There were Jewels In her haly, and upon

— ey,

A Young Woman of the Rorest Reanty.

hor throat and hands, and her long rohosg
were of rich shining stuffe. A chaln of
wooden beads, with n cross of gold at the
ond, hung from her girdle, and she gath-
erod this In her fingers as she snt,

The boy, Donogh baoth, came with hoer,
and erouched In humility on the floor al
her side. His thick form and dark halr,
and hin over-large head, which was not
to bo noticed before, spoke a likeness now
to his futher. When, as If under the spell
of her attraction, he nestled near the
Indy's chale, and touched her garment
with his hand, she drow It away,

Murtogh Mordha, befors he took his meat
nggndn, and leant back to half lle upon the
skins thrown upon Ittold her the Bpan-
fnrd's name, and oxplained to her his ore
rand, The Bpaniard, bowing himself low,
sank upon one knee, and reverently kissod
hor hand, ns Murty had seon his futher
kias the ring of the blshop of Ross, He
was proud to observe this, becauss his
wifo was holler and more saintly than any
bishop.

The Iady smiled upon the Bpaniard, and
all that she sald to him, and he to her,
was In his tongue. *I cannot speak it
well,” she sald, Her voleo had the aweet-
ness of & perfume in the atr, I lved at

| playing such plety, as the old stories of | Munty,

Bovllle, In the old convent there, for only
two years, 1 h.lil'l 1o joy, of remembrance
g ! -4

now mave In the peace and charm of thoso
years there; but 1 fear my memory of thy
dear speech I dimmed, But T will Hsten
with all my ecurs—und oh, so gladly!"

Bho fastened hor regard upon hiy oyes—
the great, rolling, midnight eyes—and held
it there, thut sho might the better follow
his spesch,

“"Doautitul Indy," the Spanlard sald, “T
lenrn only now the power our languogs,
spoken by such Jips, may have to enthrall
tha hearing. Condone my ervor, 1 pray
you, but I eaught from Father Donatus
thit you wero this strong ohleftnin's wire,
nud I see that you are hin daughter; and
even that Is strunge, to look upon him and
yuu."

“Lnm his wife, but only In nume, naught
alne,' whe answered, The wave of com-
prehennion sweeping over the surfoace of
the Hpanlard's oyes mado Instant confl-
denes between them, 1 am In captivity
here, e 18 o pleate, o Goth, & murderous
burbinrian, He and his savages here=but
of this more n ltle henee, 1 bog you now
o speak something of your  misslon-—
your errand hore, 1o s ns helpless to
follow our words nn one of thope hounds;
but no dog I keener to susplelon,'

The Bpanlurd, with eager swiftness of
spoceh, pHed one upon another the cus
tulled toples of his bosiness, The lady,
moving  her fngers along  the  beads,
gleaned the marrow plith of it, and droessed
It forth In new phrases for the Lord of
Dunlogher,

“Thie king of Spaln will send this month,'
fthe wild In the Jrlsh, “a mighly army o
drive the heretle English to the Inst man
form thin lalund of sninte. They have
wounded God too long! The last drop of
heiven's patlence is deled up by thelr
erimes. Thelr gueen win pot born in liw-
ful wedlock, and the blessed sacraments
are dully profaned by her and her acs-
curtind  people, Those who sustaln nnd
honor God now will be sustained and
honared by Him through glorious eters
nity."

"Those things are well known th me"
mld Murtogh, "I would pot peed the
King of Spaln to tell them to me, How
will he speak concerning himuelf 7"

The lady wis not afeald to smile into
thy eyves of the Hpanlard, *You are to
sl afler oo moment ar two,” she tald
him, with & ealm volee; “but henr me this
Hitle firgt, My heart s broken here, 1
do not know How 1 have hod the coursge
1o lve here, Thedss Jewols I woar, (he
fubrica of my ralment, the wines an the
lioard yonder, are all the booty of blosd-
stained woaves down at the foot of this
terrible ¢lff, He and his suvages birn
fulye Hghts, and allure ships to the rocks
and rob and murder thelr people, 1t was
thus unhapplly I conte here, and In fenr
of my Jfe, while T was still holf dead from
the water, 1 sufferod the marringe words
to be rend over me—=but now you must
spenk. "

"I would show you tears rather than
words, dear ludy,” the Bpanlard sald;
il blows on your behalf more preferable
than elther, Father Donstus whispersd
the tithe of this to me, The whole truth
burns like fire in iy heart. As my fa-
thers gave thelr 1ife blood to drive tho
Infidel from Granwda—so 1 lay my own
poar 1ife at your dear feet, If aught but
harm conld come to you from It, I would
slay hliin now where he lolls there on the
sking, He Is looking at you now,walting
for you to speak.”

"The King of Spain has heard much of
you," she began In the Irlsh, without
turning her hend, “He Is fllled with ad-
miration for your strength and valor, e
desires deeply 1o know what you will be
dotng. When you will tuke arms and join
him with your great might In the battles,

The Lady Smiled Upon tho Spaniard,

then thers cannot be any doubt of his
victory."

“That it 1s ensy to see," replied Mur-
togh, "“But the King of Spain's battles are
not my battles. There would be some rea-
son to be glven to call me out for his wars,
The English will be dolng me no hurt.
They cannot come here to me by water or
by Iand; and If they dld I would not let
wny of them depart nlive. For what cnuse
should 1 go to them? Lot the king of
Spain tell me what it would be In his
mind to do in my behalf when I did this
thing for him."

The Indy spoke to the Spaniard, “The
Inst of my people are Killed, They would
not hive seemed diferent to you perhaps
—to you who were bred In the gentle
grocen of Spaln—but they were not the
foroclons barbiarians these O'Mahonys are,
My father was learned In Latin and Eng-
lish, and 1t was his dream that 1 ghould
wod tn Bpain

“Oh, rapturous vision!"* gald Don Tello,
with new flames kindling In his eyes,
“And If It =hall be proved prophetle as
woell, benutitul Indy! Something of this,
too, the priest whispered—but the preclouns
words return Lo me o8 your dear lps
bronthed them forth—"wife only In name.'
I long to hear them once agnin'’

The lady repeated them with tender de-
liberation, and a langourous gleam in her
blus eyes began 1o answer his burning
gaze. "I have held the flerce beast at
arm's longth," she sald “becunse he la also
a fool, 1 would glve a yonr of my life to
bies nbile to Intigh In his face and siap theso
beads peross (6, T have told him—the
Menwed thought came to me even ns we
knelt ot the altar together—that 1 am
bound by o vow, Hin big empty hend Is
open to all the fancles that tly. He be-
levies thint an enchanted woman drives up
her horses from the bottom of the laks
down at the foot of the small tower hore
ovory nlght for foold; and he spreads corn
for them, which the thieves about him
fatten on, He bolleves In witehes riging
from the sen, and leprechouns, and chal-
lengen, lke any ignorant hordsman out
In the bog, but he In frightened church-
min, too, He bolleves that T am a saint.*

“As 1 swour by the grave of my mother
yYou are!™ panted Don Tello, “But speak
now to him."

“The king of Bpain will do very groat
things In your behalf," she roolted In Mur-
togh's tongue. *He will make you of the
rank of n commander In his armlos, nnd he
will snnoble you.**

1 am noble now,"Murtogh made com-
ment, “As noble ns the king of Bpain
himeelf, I am not a MiaeCarthy or an
O'Driseoll, that I would be craving titles
o my nume,*

“Then he will send large rleh whips
here,” she began agaln, with weatlnesn
In her tone, “to bring you costly presents,
And the pope, ho will grant you ten yenrs
Indulgence—or It may bo twenty."

YAk him,"” broke In Murtogh, sitting up
with a brightened face, hls hand outs
alretehed to secure allence for the thought
that stirted within him--“ask If the Holy
Father would be granting just the one
spiritual favor I would beg. Wil this
goentioman bind the king of 8pain to that?

“And may 1 wholly trust,” she asked the
Bpanlitrd, with half-closed eyes, through
which shone the Invitatlon of her mood—
“may I truat (n your knightly proffor of
help? Do not anawer till I have fnlahed.
You are the first who has come to me—
here In thie awful dungeon—and 1 have
openad my heart to you as perhaps 1
should not. But you have the blood of
youth In your velns like me—you are gal-
lant and of high llneage—you are from
the land where chivalry 18 the law of gen-
tle life—in it trve that you will be my

¢ ny"
mlnd rose with solemn dlgnity,

though his great eyes flashed devouringly
upon her and his breast heaved undor Ite
culrass, He half lifted hls sword from
the sheath, and klssed the croms of Its
hilt, “Oh, my beloved, I swear!” he sald,
in sombre earnesiness,

Bhe translated the action and utterance
to Murtogh, "Whatever of a spiritunl
nature you would crave of Hia Holiness he
would grant.”

“But it would be a cruel time of walting
to send all the long way to Rome and
back,” he objected, "and this matter les
ke lend upon my soul.”

Hhe looked up into the Spanlard's eyos,
and let bor own Inahes tremble, and fod
the ravening conflugration of his guxe
with a little slgh, “It would bo very
swest to belleve,” she murmured, “too
swoot for sense, 1 fenr me, Nay, Don
Tallo, T need not such w world of persug-
#lun—only—only=lift your right hand, with
thumb and two fingers out, nnd swear
aguin, And ray, ‘Bera, I swear!® **

"I 1t your name? he asked, and as
she closed hor eyen In assent, and slowly
opened them to behold hix onth, he Ufted
the fingers and waved them toward her,
and passlonately whispored, *Bera, guesn
of my heaven, stnr of my noul, I swoar!™

“Thut i the slgn of the pope Klmaelf,"
she explalned, with Indifforence, to Mur-
togh. “Whatever wish you offerci up
you have It already granted, 1t ls Don
Tello who beurs the holy suthorlty from
the pogie,'*

The Lord of Dunlogher huprled hlmself
1o his feet with u bolsterous enerpy, bio-
fore which the lndy, wondering, drew her
#olf uwny, He stestehad his bared arms
toward her, then Hung them upward as
In Invoeation to the skies. The beautitude
of gome vt trlumph Mumined bis glanee,

“Oh, then, Indesd, T am Murty Mordhat!”
he cried, “It is I who am prouder than
all the kinge on earth! 1t ls 1 who have
won my love! Oh, glory to the heayvenns
that sends me this Juy! CGlary and the
prulye of the salnts! Glory! Glry!”

CHAPTER 1V.
Tho rhoapeody wos without meaning to
the Spaniard. He stared 0 astonishment
il the big chiefiain with the shining ¢oun-

tensnee, who shouted with such ve-
~ L]
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Murtogh Sprang Like a Deer Into the Alr.

hemence up at the oaken roof, Turning a
glunce of Inqulry at the lady he saw that
she had grown white-faced, and was cow-
ering backward In her chalr,

“Our Lady save us!" she gasped at him
In S8panlsh. “He Has nsked the pope to
absolve ma from my vow.'

Don Tello, no wiser, put his hand to his
sword, “Tell me quickly what 1t is? What
am I to do?" he demanded of her.

Murtogh, with a smile from the heart
molstening his eyes and transfiguring all
his face, sirode to the Spaninrd and
grasped his reluctant hand between his
own broud palms, and gripped it with the
fervor of o glant.

“I would have you tell him,” ha ecalled
out to the Lady Bern. **Tell him that he
has no other friend in any land who will
do for him what Murty Mordha will be do-
ing. Iwill ride with him into the battle,
nnd take all his blows on my own back. 1
wiit call him my =on and my brother
Whatever he will wish 1 will give it to
him. Anud all his enemles 1 will slay and
put down for him to walk upon. Oh,
Bera, the jowel restored to me—the beau-
tiful gem 1 eaved from the waters—tell
him these things for me! Why will your
lips be g0 sllont? Would they be walting
for my klsses to waken them? And Don-
ogh, son of mine, come hither and take
my othe:r son's hand, 1 will hear you
swenr to keep my loyaity to him the game
as myself, And Owny Hea—hither, man!
You cannot see my benefactor, the man 1
will be giving my lfe for, but you have
heard his volee. You will not forget 1t

The absence of all other sound of a sud-
den caught Murtogh's ear, anid checked
his flow of joyous words. He looked with
bewllderment at the figure of his wife In
the chalr, motionless, with elenched hands
on her knees, and oyves fixed in & dazed
stare upon vacancy. He turned again,
and noted that Owny Hea had come up to
the Spaniard, and was standing before him
g0 close that thelr faces were near touchs-
Ing.

The old Hind man had the smile of an
Infant on his withered face. He lifted his
left hand to the Spaniard’'s breast and
pagsod it curfously over the corslet and
its throat-plate and arm-holes, muttering
In Irish to himself, “L will not forget. I
will not at all forget."

A zigzag flash of light darted briefly
pomewhere jcross  Murtogh's  vislon,
Looking with more Intentness he saw
that bath the Blind man's hands were at
the armplt of the Spanfard and pulled
upon something not visible. Don Tello's big
eyes seemed bursting from thelr black-
fringed sockets, His face was distorted,
and he curled the fingera of his hand like
wtiffencd tialons, and elawed once Into the
alr with them. Then Owny Hea pushed
him, and he pltched sprawling against
Murtogh's legs, and rolled Inert to the
floor, His hot blood washed over Mur-
togh's sandaled feet,

A woman's shrick of horror broke Into
the alr, and the hounds moaned and ghded
forwanl, Murtogh did not know why he
stood so ®till, He could not rightly think
upon whiat was happening or put his mind
to it, The bones In bis arme were chilled,
and would not move for him. He gaged
with round eyes at Owny, and at the red
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Ho Pltched Sprawling Against Murtogh's
Legs and Rolled to the Gronnd,

deipping kulfe which the bard stretched
out to him. He feit the rough tongue of
n dog on his ankle. The dark corners of
the chamber seemed to bo moving from
him n long distunce away, Thers was a
spell upon him and he could not tremble.
The volee of Own Hen came to him, and
though It was soundless, ke the speech
of Dreamiand, he heard all I8 words:
“Murtogh, son of Telge, I have slaln your
guest for the reason that I have the Span-
Ish, and 1 know the meaning of his words
to this woman, and he could not live any
longer. The lathan priest, when he would
be golng, told this stranger that she you
called your wife was your enemy, and
mude & mockery of you, and would glve
car gladly to any meana of dlshonoring
you, And the listhan priest spoke truly.
While the womun repeated lles to you of
the king of Bpain and the pope, she whis-
pered foul scundal of you and wicked love

worda tothat dog's meat at your feet, 1t

is 1, Owen, son of Aodh, who tell you
these things. And now you gnow what
you have to do!"

Murtogh turned slowly to the Indy. Bhe
lay, without motlon, in her chalr, her head
limp upon her shoulder, and the whiteness
of sea foam on her cheek, Thoughts
came aguin into his brain,

"I have the wisest mind of all In my
family,"” ho =ald. "I know what It Is 1
will be doing."

He drew the short sword from his girdle,
and put his nall along its edge.

“Donogh baoth,'" he sald to his son, *'go
bolow and scek out Conoghor tauthnl and
Shane buldhe, and bld them selze the
Hathan priest botween them and bring him
to me here where I am. And you will
tuko some slecp for yourself then, for it 1s
& late hour."

The 1ad looked at the pale lady with the
closod eyes, and at the aword In his fa-
ther's hands, He set his teeth together,
and Jifted his head,

“I am of years enough to see It all,” he
#ald, “l have no sleep on my oyes."

Murtogh bent over the corpae at his fapt,
fnd enressed the boy's hend with his hand,
“I will not call you buoth (simple) uny
more,” he sald, fondly, "You are my trie
fon, and here ls my ring for your finger,
anl you may return with them when they
f-.-l:'h me my linthan cousin,'*

Next morning young Donogh gave his
word o the men of Dunlogher, and they
oboyed him, for in the one nlght he had
thrown nside his slugglsh boyhood, and
they maw his father's ring on his fiager,
n.ml heard a good authority In his voles,
They came out from the western Kuate at
his commund, thres score and more, and
stood from the brink of the cliff inward,
With thelr weapons In thelr hands, and
made a path between them. But the
waomen and children Donogh bade remaln
Within the bawn, und he shut the inner
Eitle upon them. It was as If the smell of
blood came to them there, for the old
women put up a lamentation of death and
the tithers erjed aloud, il the noise spread
to the men on the cliff, Thexs locked one
to snother and held thelr silonce,

They did not clash thelr spears together
when, wufter a Jong wadting, Llunug];
came from the gate and walked toward
them, A fine rain was in the alr, and the
Ekles and sen were gray, and the troubled
:nlm would have no spirit for such greet-

ng,

He bore upon his broad back a groat
fhapeless bundle thrice hls own bulk, The
welght of It bent his body and swayed his
footsteps us he came, The cover of It wus
of uking of wild beusts, sewn rudely with
thongs, and through the gapd in this cover
Eome of the men gaw stalned forvign
clothes and the plume of a hat, and some
o shoe with a priest's buckle, and gome
the marble hand of & falr woman. But no
word was spoken, and Murtogh, coming
Lo the edge, heaved his huge shoulders up-
wiurd, and the bundle leaped out of sight.

Then Murtogh turned and looked sl his
Nighting men In thelr faces, and smiled in
gentleness upon them, and they saw that
in that sume night, while the “litle peo-
ple” had changed Donogh Into o man,
they had made Murtogh & child aguln.

“Bhe came up from the witer,” he sald
10 them, In & volea no man knew. ‘It was
1 who brought her out of the water and
fought for her with the demons under the
rocks, and beat all of them off. But one
of them [ did not make the glgn of the
cross before, and thut one 18 the king of
Spuin; and so he has wrought me this
mischief, and made my labor as nothing;
and she Is in the water again, and T must
be golng to fetch her out rightly this time."*

Murtogh sprang llke a deer into the alr,
with & mighty bound which bore him far
over the vdge of the ¢liff. Some thers was
In the throng that sprang forward agile
cnough to be Jooking down the abyss be-
fore his descent was finished, These, to
thelr amanzement, beheld & miracle., For
the great fall did not kill Murtogh Mordha,
but the waters bolled and rose to meet
him, and held him up on thelr tossing cur-
rents as he swam forward, and marked
with a palild breadth of foam his path out
to sea, farther and farther out, tll the
mists hid him from human view.

The walling song of Owny Hea rosa
through the wet alr above the keening of
the women in the bawn. But louder still
was the volece of the lad who wore his
father's ring, and drew now from bLeneath
his mantle his father's sword.

*I am Donogh, son of Murtogh Mordha,”
he shouted, “and I mm Jord In Dunlogher,
and when T am of my full strength I will
kill the king of Spain, and give his casties
and all his lands and herds and women to
you for your own!"

The three towers of Dunlogher are
broken, and the witch has fled from its
gray lake, and no man knows where the
bonez of [t8 forgotten sept are buried.
But the evil currents will never tire of
writhing, and the shadows which are no
shadows are for ever changing, in the
Path of Murty the Proud,

———BANKRUPTCY

—of the phys=ical being is the result of draw-
ing incessantly upon the reserve capital of
nerve force.  The wear, tear and strain of
modern life are concentrated upon the nere-
ons system.  The young men of our day be-
come sufferers from nervous debility or ex.
haustion, nervous prostration or weakness,
This may be the result of too much mental
worry and excitement, or the result of bad
practices and excesses, or pernicious habits,
contracted in vouth, through ignorance.
They feel irritable, weak and nervous with
such distressing symptoms as backache,
dizziness, shooting pains in head or chest,
sometimes indigestion. The middic-a
men, as well, suffer from exhaustion, loss of
manly power, low spirits, impaired memory,
and many derangements of mind and body.
The ill-used brain ia morbidly wide awake
when the overworked business man attempts
to find rest in bed,

The physicians and specialists of the In.
valids' Hotel and Surgical Institute devote
their best energies to reclaiming and restor-
ing such unfortunates to health and happi-
ness.  They have written a book of 168

es, treating of these maladies and setting
orth a rational means of home-treatment
for their cure. It is sent securely sealed, in
plain envelope, on receipt of 10 cents for
postage.

Addreas WoRLD'S DISPENSARY MEDICAL
AssoctaTion, No. 663 Main Street, Buf-

falo, N. Y.




