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TO THE

RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF CHARLEMONT.

My Lorp,

ToE name of CHARLEMONT belongs to a brilliant period in
Ireland’s history, when England, unablc to protect the people
she had enslaved, told them to protect themselves, and the slaves
forged their broken fetters into swords.

That was the glorious time when Ireland, Minerva-like,
sprang completely armed from the wrong-headed Jupiter.

That period was partly the result of, and not far removed
from the time and circumstances of which the historic portion
of this story treats, and therefore I dedicate it to the worthy
successor of the General-in-Chicf of the Irsm VoLuNTEERSs.
Your Lordship's family has ever stood by Ireland in the Wworst
of tines, and left a noble example that devoted patriotism is
not inconsistent with spotless loyalty to the Sovercign.

A Talse outery has too often been raised against Ircland, that
she will “never be quict:"—let any one, in g candid spirit,
look to her history, past and present, and he will admit that
no country so misgoverned could enjoy tranquillity. If her
history were better known in the land that rules her destinies,
T think more of justicc would accruce 1o her in public opinion;
and therefore have the humble efforts of my pen been directed
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to sprinkle a few grains of instructive fact through the fo.
lowing fiction, hoping thus to coax the reader into a sense of'
even tardy justice to a country and a people amongst the finest
in the world.

However mucn I may have failed in this object, I am
sure your Lordship will give me credit for the honesty of
the intention; and therefore, with the warmest expression of
admiration for your Lordship’s patriotic spirit, I commend my
work to your notice, and dedicate it to your merits.

I have the honour to be,
Your Lordship’s very hambk,
and most obedient servant,

SAMUEL LOVER.

CraARLES STREET, BeaNERS STREET. Lonnow.
January 1st, 1844.



A FEW WORDS ABOUT

€ S. D.

I'v any reader should think the title of my book an odd one, and
utter to himself, “£ 8. D. !'—£ S. D.!—what does that mean 2"
~to him I beg, in Trish fashion, to answer by putting anotner ques-
su, ¢ 3Vhat does it n0f mean?”  'These Roman initials ~ for
ounds Shillings and Pence, have a more extended meaning than
nld be treated of in a Preface,—a deeper hold upon human affec-
ons than many would like to own. Therc is magic in this triumvirate
*letters, which, rcpresenting money, governs the world.—Youth and
auty arc slaves to age and ugliness, by £ 8. D. Valour and
sod faith are beaten by cowardice and treachery, through £ 8.1,
Vars have begun, and peaces have been bought, through £ S. D.
fational rights and national wrongs Lave been based on £ 8. D.
Viere lies the root of most senatorial questions —In £ S. D.
he aspirations which stir our souls, under the name of ambition,
‘e too often bufy the illuminated letters, £ 8. D. In short, the
slden fleeee is branded with £ S. D,

In placing Irish Heirs and £ 8. D, in justa-position, I have
ade an alliance quite in the spirit of a work of fiction, for, unfor-
wmately, the I’»unds Shillings and Pence are not, in reality, the
wariable concomitants in Irish Heirships. Irish Heirs too often
_nd themselves in the position of that particular onc once described
“yan inquiring traveller by his Hibernian guide, who said that Mister
o-and-So * was heir to five thousand a-year—tkat was epent.”
: B
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But such are the heirs for the author.--n'rh“e is nothing to be said
of & man who inherits a fortune smoothly, l%a regu]ur respectable
life, and dies decently and quietly in his Out on all such!
Were the world made up of these, what unromantic world it
would be!  As Irish Heirs scldom have the luck to be such uninter-
esling persons as these who have ruised my indignation, they are
the heirs after au author's heart; and as their patrimonies mostly
departed with their forefathers, waifs and strays and money found
must be considered legitimate Mish Heirships ; and with this decla-
ration I start with a tale of Treasure Trove, as the first of the
series of £ S.1.; and, as T very respectfully present £ 8. 1. to
the public, I hope they will generously return £ S. D. to their
obliged and gratetul servant,

SAMUEL LOVER

Mgariks STREET, BERNERs STRELT, LoNDoN,
danwary Lo, 153,
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ACCOUNTS OF IRISH HEIRS.

Treagure Trobe.

P

CIIAPTER I,

It is about a hundred years ago that the hero of the following tale
« lived, and moved, and had his being.” He lived in the town of
Gulway, moved in the humbler walk of life, and had his being from
one Denis Corkery, an honest and wealthy trader in the ancient town
aforesaid, and Molly his wife. This son of Denis, however, was
christencd Edward, in deference to his mother, who thought it more
genteel than Denis,*~but Denis took his revenge by never calling
Lim anything but Ned.

Ned, however, inherited, in the female line, a desperate hankering
after all that belonged to the upper ranks. KEven when a child, his
very namc sounded unpleasantly in his car ; he would mumble over

jorkery” to himself in disgust, and wish he was called Burke, or -
Blake, or Fitzgerald, or Macoamara. As he grew up, he looked
wistfully after every well-mounted cuvalier who pranced gallantly -
up the strect, and the full-toned rumble of some grand family coach
was music_to him, while the sharp rattld of a country car was 8’
nuisance. Ile would run to the counter of bis futher’s shop and listen
eagerly to the more refined accents of a lady or gentleman customer,. -
but he showed no desire for that place of business when vulgarians,
were carrying on their traffic. These peculiarities of the boy (whose
mother died while he was young) were unnoticed by his father, a pl'uu
pains-taking man; who, having scrambled his way upward from the,
lowest class, had the ambition, so general in Ireland, to see his son pos- .
sese “ school knowledge,” the want of which he so much regretted,—

‘B2
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3 0 , as men do other things of which they are not
w A y he gave him all the advantages of the best
withig . h, whereby the boy profited so well, that the

- Boon hggef of his pupil, and the father looked forward to
bulﬂvmoi mind of his son with a prospective pleasure never to

be realized; for all this but stilted the boy more and more above his
natural level, fed the mental diseas& with which he was infected,—in
short, to speak antithetically, strengthened his sweakness. The more
Ned learned, the more he liked gentility ; and when, having learned
just enough to make him conceited, he retired finally from school, his
father’s friends and acquaintanccs, whom, with a profuse hospitality,
the father gathered round him, %vere looked down upon for their
ignorance and vulgarity; and the more the youth grew, the more
repugnance he showed to engage in his father’s trading, which could
open to him no better company than the punch-drinking community
amongst whom he was daily thrown. It may be questioned, how
a boy should entertain a dislike to vulgar company without cver having
seen what was superior ; many believing that we can only arrive at
conclusions upon this subject by comparison. But the more observant
ay have had occasion to remark, that, in some minds, there is a
natural dislike to every thing coarse ; and examples may be seen, even
in the same family, of the wide difference often existing between
children whose education has been equal, in their native adapfation
to vulgar or refined habits. On a mind open to impressions, the
slightest opportunities will suffice to stamp *the difference between
vulgarity and good breeding. In his father’s shop, the boy bad
observed the contrast between the superior orders of his father’s
customers and his father’s acquaintances. The stripling, further
grown, on the neighbouring race-ground, was not insensible to the
difference between the daughter of a farmer on her pillion, and the
daughter of the squire on her side-saddle. The more refined accent
of the one fell on his ear more graciously than the broad brogue of
the other, and what produced a coarse laugh in the eduntry girl awoke
but the smile of the lady. Such things will always make their impres-
sions on intelligent minds, let those who like say nay; for occasignal
glimpses of refinement may sometimes effect more results in a sengijive
shopkeeper than an academy of punectilio could produce upon an obtuse
man of a higher grade. But, be this as it may, such an action was
going f&ward in young Corkery’s mind, however it got thcre, and
soon.began to produce unhappiness between the father and son; not
that the latter ever openly expressed his feelings, but the former was
shrewd enough to see, almost as soon as the other felt, this growing
repugnance to the conscquences of his station; and many was the
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accusation of ¢ Puppy,” and ¢ Jackanapes,” hurled at poor Ned by
the indignant trader, who occasionally, when moved overmuch, relieved
his mind by indulging in sundry curses on the hour that * put it into
his head to rear up his own child to be ashamed of the father that
bore him” Now this was not fair to the youth, for it was not true,
and only aggravated the cause of disunion.

Did the stripling wish in return he had never been educated ?7—No.
To whatever trials or troubles one may be exposed by education,
however much it may render the feelings by cultivation more sensitive,
and, consequently, more liable to be wounded, 1 believe none who ever
possessed the prize would relinquish it. The utmost the young man
ever ventured to retort, was the natural question—if his fathet could,
expect that education would not make some difference in him ?

¢ To be sure, I think it should make a differ. Tt should make
you more knowledgable ; but instead o’ that, it’s a fool it made o’ you.
And it should make you convarsible ; but, instead o’ that, it’s the divil
a word you'll say to any body,—thinkin’ no one good enough to spake
to you. And it should make you more ’cute in thrade by rayson of
fractions, and algibera, and the cube root; and a betther marchant, by
rayson of jogriphy, and a knowledge o’ foreign parts, and the like of
that ; but it’s thinkin’, I am, you turn up your nose at a marchant,
my young masther; and it’s po’thry, and pagan hist’hry, and pan-
thenions, you have crammed your numskull with, till there’s no room.-
in it for common since, at all, at all. What is it you'd like to do wid
yourself, I'd like to know? I suppose you'd fancy an aisy life, and
would like to be put ’prentice to a bishop—eh? Or, maybe, it’s 2
Jjintleman all out youd like to be? Well becomes you, indeed !—
owld Corkery’s son a jintleman, and his owld friends laughiz'
at him!” .

If the son attempted to slip in an apologetic phrase, as ¢ Indeed,
sir 1”—or, ¢ ’Pon my word, father !”—he was silenced directly with &
“ Whisht, whisht, I tell you !—howld your:tongue—didn’t I sec you.
lookin’ at Miss Macnamara the other day ? Bad luck to you—how dar
‘you lift your eycs to a Macnamara—the owldést blood in the counthry?
The dirt on her shoes is too good for you, yqu puppy !”

< Indeed, sir »

“ Whisht, I tell you!—shut your face, and give your red rag a
holiday—you're tob fond o’ waggin’ it, so you are. The consayted
dhrop’s in you, I tell you. 'What am I to do wid you? Thrade’s not
good enough for you! How genteel we are, to be sure !—your sarvant
#ir! I suppose you'll want to turn prodistint next. You'll be of the
ginteel religion, I go bail. I wouldn’t wonder! Faith, you'll go to .
the divil yit, Ned. Oh, wirra! wirra!”




L. s d

The'end.of these frequent bickerings was, that Ned, to escape from
~ his, father’s -trade, his father’s reproaches, and his father’s friends,

requested permission to go & voyage with the captain of a trading ship
whom the old man chanced to know in the course of his business.
This was not quite to the taste of cither of the parties,—the father
disliking it decidedly, the son only fooking forward to it as a step to
something else. The latter, by reading romantic scraps of sea voyages,
got his imagination inflamed with the charms of nautical adventure.
The former made a long calculation that a voyage in a trading ship.
was at least a step towards commerce, and hoped that when his som:.
should be sufficiently tired of “sailoring,” as he called it, he might
settle dovn into a mercantile man.

Under these circumstances it was agreed between the parties that
threc months should elapse before the decisive step should be taken,
after which time, if Ned found he could not settle down to business at
once, his father consented to let him try the sea. During these three
months, therefore, Ned had more liberty and fewer reproaches than he
Had ever known in his life,—the father hoping, by such indulgence on
his part, to make the shore more agreeable, and the sea less temnpting;
and Ned was not slow to take advantage of this leave,

Among other amusements, Ned especially loved horse-racing; and a
forthcoming trial of strength between some of the best horses and most
dashing bloods in the country promised rare sport, and set the pleasure-
goers on the tip-toe of expectation. At the approaching races, one
match beyond all others excited most interest, to be run between a pair
of celebrated horses ridden by their owners, both of sporting notoriety, .
but of very different characters,—the one being rather conceited and
stand-offin his manners, the other familiar and frank; the former being -

_satisfied of his great attraction among the fair sex,—the latter quite as
anxious for, but not quite so sure of, their smiles; Mr. Daly being per--
fectly certain he had but to ask and have favours, while young Kirwan
(or Kieramwaun, as the admiring peasants called him) was grateful for
‘gs much as was granted. They were both handsome, only that the
good looks of the latter were increased by the expression of gay good -
humour that played on his sportive countenance, while the temper of
the former often militated against more than his good looks.

On the day of the race in question the neighbouring town poured
‘forth the sport-loving portion of its inhabitants, and the peasant popu-
lation were, as usual, in great force on the race ground. As the hour of .
“trial drew near, so did the ponderons carriages-and-four of the gentry, -
with the gay tavalcade of the rank and younger beauty of the neigh~
bourh heavy saddles, studded with silver nails and orna~
mnm fringe, marked a distinction in rank which the plainer
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equestrian appointments of our time do not indicate. Amongst these
beauties was the identical Miss Mucramara, to whese pretty face Ned
had been acoused by his indignant father of lifting his eyes, and may-
be Ned was not there in time to catch the first glimpse of the graceful
Amazon as she cantcred up the course towards the group of carriages
and glittering cavalcade that clustered round the winning post.

But ah!—fleeting is the triumph of beauty!—even the triumph
achieved over the hearts of despairing burghers. Before Miss Mac-
pamara had arrived, a newer and more commanding belle had displaced
her in the heart of the susceptible Ned, who stood transfixed as he
gazed on the face of a young and lovely girl whose beauty atfracted -
universal attention, as she took up her place beside a stern-looking .
man of wmiddle age, whose costume of somewhat heavier cut than that "
of the gentry surrounding, and bronzed visage, imparted a foreign air
to his appearance. A servant; mounted on a stout horse, was in
attendance upon them, and many questions passed amongst the assem-
bled throng touching “who they were,” but no one knew. 'Ned took
up the closest position he could maintain near them, and while he :
feasted his eyes on the unknown beauty, little dreamt of the damage he
was doing to his heart all the time.—It was that sort of entrancement
which woman alone can achieve, and which tongue or pen cannot tell,
and those can only know who have felt; therefore we shall say nothing
about it, but leave it to the imagination or sympathy of the reader
to guess or feel how Ned was suddenly enslaved.

A shout disturbed him from his trance;—it was the appearance of
the racers, who paced before the assemblage of the élite as they passed
onwards towards the starting post. The usual bustle of the moment
prevailed—the admiration of the horses, the expression of hopes for
one and doubts of another, the excitement of betting, the watehfulness
of the start; and then, as the changes of the race round the plain were.
perceptible, the intenser interest of the brief struggle, till “the last
breathless moment of suspense, when the straining steeds, urged to
their utmost energies, are seen coming up to the goal—the sod resounds .
beneath their rapid stroke—the thunder ipcreases—the very: earth’
h-embles-—they seem to fly!—they are past!!—a shout rends the sky!!!
—the race is over.

Brief pleasure!—not so the pain for those who have lost their money
Such were races then—as they are now—only they mere somewhat
honester. ‘

That race being over, the most interesting contest of the day was .
next.in succession. ‘The company had not long to wait;—e cheer an-..
nounced the approach of Mr. Daly, who, mounted on a splendid horse .

and exquisitely dressed, approached the principal group:of
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e paraded up and down for some time, manifestly pleased to exhibit
himself and his horse, and a furtive glance cast into the principal
carringes betrayed his desire to know how much he was admired.

While he was thus amusing himself, a thundering shout, mingled with
roars of laughter, disturbed his serenity, which was soon overcast by
an expression of the darkest anger as he saw the cause of the cheers
and the merriment, which were provoked by the appearance of young
Kirwan,cantering up towards the group of rank and beauty on a
shaggy little pony without a saddle, while he himself was attired in
coarse frigze jacket, tied round his middle with a straw rope, while on
his head, instead of hunting cap, a peasant’s caubeen, with a gad * for
hatband, holding a dhudeen,t was rakishly stuck on one side. From
under this hat Kirwan’s sportive smiles displayed his white teeth, as he
rode laughing up and down along the line of carriages, whence answer-
ing mirthful recognition was showered upon him, while his rival horse-
man could not conceal his rage at thus having his trim attire ridiculed
as it were; he approached Kirgvan, and said with as much calmniess as
‘he could command,

“ Do you mean this for a joke or an affront, Mr. Kirwan?”

“ A joke, to be sure.”

“It is a very bad one, then, sir.”

* Sure an affront would be worse.”

It may be so,” said the other, putting spurs to his horse, intending
to gallop to the starting post; but the horse, an ill-tempered animal,
instcad of obeying this summons as it was meant, plunged violently
and engaged in an angry struggle with his rider, who finally conquered,
however, and rode him to the post.

This was all Kirwan wanted;—he knew the horse and rider were
both ill-tempered, and his grotesque dress was assumed for the purpose
of provoking the fury of the animal through the vanity of his master,
and thus, with a horse of inferior power, but gentler nature, securing
the winning of the race. After making a few jokes with the ladies, who
were yet enjoying his absurd costume, he cantered his pony after his
angry rival, and, on arriving at the starting post, alighted, and sprang -
into the saddle of the racer, which was there held in waiting for bim.
After some false starts, arising from the sulky horse of Mr. Daly,
“'Whip, spur, and away!” were successfully answered to, and off went
the competitors. But the tustle between Daly and his steed were fatal
to his hopes.—If there be a time when horse and man should, as
the Mexicans imagined, be one animal, it is in the race; if they go
not ‘togetherthey go not at all.—For a time the race was contested,

’ 8§ A peeled osier twisted. 4 Stomp of a pipe.
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but the temper of Daly’s horse, once roused, was irretrievable, and
the brute, bolting at the last turn,, Kirwan won in a canter.

The shouts of Kierawaun ! Kierawaun!! were deafening, and Daly
made the best of his way to the stables.

Immediately after this race, while Ned was bestowing*his attention
on the fair unknown, the gentleman with whom she rode addressed
some words to her, and afterwards to their attendant, and she at once
cantered off the course, followed by the servant, whlle he of the bronzed
visage followed in an opposite direction, in the®wake of the crowd,
which, as soon as the heat was over, rapidly cleared the course, and
hurried to an adjoining field, where cock-fighting occupied the inter-
vals between the races. The cock-pit was very simple in its construc-
tion—no regularly levelled platform for the combatants, nor inclined
plancs of seats for the spectators. The fairest portion of a pasture
ground was taken for the ficld of battle—a circle, marked by fresh-cut
twigs stuck in the earth, around which gentle and simple crowded and
got a sight of the sport as best they might,—the gentle mostly
mounted, it is true, who thus overtopped their neighbouring pedes-
trians; but often, as a late arrival on horseback placed the new comer
beyond the point of view, he would dismount, and leaving his horse to
the care of some gilly, push amongst the mass of the peasants, who
made ready way as his presence declared him to be of the upper class,
while, if * the handlers” within the ring caught sight of such a per-
sonage, they urged the populace to give place by strong represertations
of their unworthiness to see the sport before their betters.

“Back out o’ that, Dimpsy, I tcll you!—Is it stoppin’ his honour
o’Menlough you’d be?”

Dunpsy made himself as small as possible, and the Blake came
forward.

¢« Cock you up, Shuuvhncssy, and is it you 'ud see the cock-fight
afore the quality>—Make way for his honour, Misther Lynch.”

Shaughnessy squcezed back, and Mr. Lynch pressed forward, while
another handsomely dressed candidate for the front row followed in
his wake.

The handlers shouted, «“ Way for his honour the honourable Misther
Daly—hurra ! for Dunsandle ! way I bid ye'!”

‘While such exclamations were ringing on every side, and the crowd
swaying to and fro, Ned had obtained a foremost place amidst the by-
standers around the ring, and observed, conspicuous amongst the
horsemen, him of the foreign aspect.

His attention, however, was more forcibly arrested by the presence
of a blind man, who struggled hard to keep a foremost place in the
ring, and whose endeavours for such accommodation every one of the
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peasantry seemed willing to aid, while kindly expressions towards his
pitiable state were mingled with merry allusions to the utter useless-
ness of oné deprived of sight occupying a front rank to see the sport.
But at the same time that this mingled pity and merriment went for-
ward, there se@med to exist a degree of respect towards the man, quite
at variance with pity or jesting, and difficult to account for, but for
the leathern pouch at his side, whence some ivory-tipped tubes of box-
wood protruded, and showed cause for the affectionate attention of the
peasants.—He was a Jiper ; and who, in.the Land of Song, would not
stayd well with the minstrel ?—one, ever prized in Ireland, through
the thost endearing associations, either as the traditional transmitter

» of ancient bardic effusions at the wake, the mirthful stimulator of
nimble feet at the fair, the contributor to love or fun in musical plaiut
or planxty ; or, perchance, the exciter of sensations darker and more
secret, by the outpouring of some significant strain which bad hidden
meaning in its phrases, and bore hope and triumph in its wild cadence.
., All the influence arising from such causes Phaidrig-na-pib* held
pre-cminently ; and ¢ Stand fast, Phaidrig,” and “I'm with you,
Phaidrig,” and “ Hold by me; Phaidrig,” were amongst the ejaculations
which greeted the piper, as offers of assistance were made to him on
all sides. The “dark” + man was pitied, though the blind witness of
cockfighting might make food for mirth. But, though he could not
see, he took deep interest in the savage sport, and would bet on the

~fate of thc battles, inquiring only who was the owner of the birds,
and what their colours: on knowing these, his knowledge of the
various breeds of the cocks would decide him in backing the comba-
tants, and mostly he was right in his selections.

The ring was now crowded to suffocation, and 8 movement between
the handlers promised a commencemeng of the encounter, when a
fresh commotion in the crowd indicated another struggler from the
rear to the front. He was caught sight of by the officials within the
ring, and * Room” was called for his honour Misther Bodkin ; but the
serried mass seemed too compact to admit of another being. “ Arrah,
boys, is it keeping out Misther Bodkin you'd be ?”

“ Faix, and if he was a needle instcad of a bodkin, ’twould be hard
for him to get in here,” said Phaidrig.

¢ Sure he’s like a needle in one respect, any how,” returned the
handler—¢ he has an eye in him ; and as you have not, you might give

im your place, and stand behind.”

“ Sure, if P'm blind, that's a rayson I should have a front place,”
says Phaidrig, “ as a man with eyes has a better chance of secing.”

The crowd paid the good-natured tribute of a laugh to Phaidrig’s

* Patriek of the Pipos. s+ A phrase applied to the blind:;
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pleasantry upon his own misfortune, and the handler sought another
person to displace for his honour Misther Bodkin, who at length got
into the front, and the battle began

The usual hasty offers and acceptances of wagers on the contending
birds rang in rapid succession among the mounted gentlemen in the
crowd, and those who held the front standing-places in the circle.
It wa~ the first time Ned had ever seen a cockfight, and his attention
was distracted for a time between the fierce conflict of the birds and
the sounds of trinmph or dismay, which followed the blows or the falls
of either, and the bets which were offered or doubled in consequence ;
but all these gave place at last to observation of the blind man, whose
excitement surpassed that of all others as the fight proceeded, and who
appeared by his exclamations to know, as well as those who could see.
the vicissitudes of the battle ; his sense of hearing seemed to give him
the power of distinguishing between the strdkes of the combatants, as
an oceasional exclamation of “Well done, red cock!” sufficiently
proved ; and the crow of cach bird secined as fumiliar to his ear as the
voice of an acquaintance.

The fight between the first pair of cocks was over, and a fresh pair
produced : s they were brought into the ring, one of them challenged,
and on hearing his bold, clarion-like defiance, Phaidrig’s countenance
brightencd, as he exclaimed, © That’s the cock for winning—I know
his shout—"tis the Sarsfield breed.”

“'I'hat is not the name I give the breed,” said a handsome cavalier.
of noble appearance, who was mounted on a splendid horse.

“ But that v¢ the breed, my lord,” said Phaidrig, nowise daunted by
the voice of the nobleman; “surc 1 know it, egg and bird, for long
ago—and what better name could a bowld breed have ”

Phaidrig’s answer was relished by the crowd, who evinced their
pleasure by a low, chuckling murmur, over which the voice of the
nobleman was heard rather reprovingly to the piper, telling him ¢ his
chunter* was too loud.”

“Sure the noble Clanrickarde should be the last to turn a deaf ear
to the name,” retorted Phaidrig, “when one. of the fair daughters of
De Burgo was wife to the bold Sarsfield.”

¢ Put down the cocks,” said Lord Clanrickarde, anxious to terminate
the parley. .

As the birds were set opposite to each other, the strange cav alier
exclaimed, “ Five guineas on the black bird.”

As the Pretender was known to be often designated in Ircland under
the svbriquet of the * black bird,” every eye was turned towards the

# The prineipal pip‘?the set.
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stranger as he uttered the words, and angry glances, as well as those
of admiration, were bent on him,—the angry ones openly, from the
consciousness that those who gave them were backed by authority, —
the others, timidly and furtively, as indicating an unlawful desire.

A stern horseman beside the stranger, in answer to his offered bet,
said, ‘° The black cock you mean.”

“ The black bird !” returned the stranger.

“ The cock !” repeated his neighbour.

“ A cock i3 a bird, sir, I believe,” thestranger returned, coldly, and
then repeated his bet, ¢ Five guineas on the black bird !”

“Done !” said his stern neighbour, more influenced by the spirit of

. political opposition than cockfighting. ’

’ This altercation had so far operated on the handlers, that they
paused in their duties, and the battle did not begin until the word
“ Donc” had been uttered ;‘ then the birds were let loose, and rushed

" eagerly on cach other.
+Aninterest was imparted to the contest beyond that of the mere sport,
from the words by which it was preluded; and the spectators saw
in the two cocks the champions, as it were, of two parties; and
hopes and fears, almost superstitious, wefe attached to cach stroke of
the combatants, whose blows were exchanged fiercely and rapidly,
for both the birds were high game. At last the black received a

" double stroke of his adversary’s spurs, which brought him to the
ground, and a cheer of triumph rose {from the surrounding gentry, as
the handlers rushed forward to disengage the birds.

“Two to one on the red!” cried several gentlemen, and another
cheer arose on their part, while a breathless silence reigned amid the
crowd of peasants, foremost amongst ywhom Phaidrig-na-pib bent his
head over the ring in the act of eager listening.

¢ ¥Pwas only a body blow, you say,” muttered thdrm to a neigh-
bour.

¢ Yes,” whispered the other.

“Then, no matter,” said the piper; “he’ll bide his iime and hit his
match in the head. I know the breed well-they always strike for the
head.”

The birds were again set in opposition. The black went in boldly,
and made a vigorous dash at his enemy.

¢ Well done !—he’s strong yet I” muttered thdng

A.bold bout now cnsued between the birds; their wings flapped
flercely against each other, and some ugly blows were exchanged, but
it was evident that the double stroke the black had received was

‘#elling against him; he bled profusely, and exhibited symptoms of
_ weakness, yet still his courage gd not, and he continued to exchange
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blows, until another heavy stroke from the red brought him down, and
a frésh shout of triumph rose from the gentlemen. .

¢ Behold the fate of your ¢black bird’ now, sir!” said he of the
stern visage to the stranger.

< A battle is not lost till it is won, sir,” was the answer.

A dead silence ensued, during which the handlers were counting
time, for the victorious red cock, having disengaged himself, was left
to tread the ficld in triumph, while his sable adversary lay drooping on
the ground, which was stained with his life-blood.

For a few seconds the red cyed his stricken foe, and stood as if on
guard, in expectation of a fresh attack; but when he saw his head
gradually droop, he scemed at once to understand that so bold an
adversary must be beaten, or he would return to the assault, and with
an air of conquest he stepped proudly towards him,%nd standing right
over him, flapping his wings, and raising his head to its proudest
height, he crowed his triumph over his fallen foe.

The sound acted like magic on the dying bird. The trumpet of
victory could not more have stirred the heart of a vanquished hero.
It was manilest the cock could not have struck another blow, if his
enemy had not crowed over him; but the insult roused him at his last
gasp, and the defenceless position of his foe placed him within the
reach of vengeance. And vengeance was the work of an instant; he
made one convulsive spring from the ground, and his spurs clashed
together through the brain of his exulting adversary, who dropped
dead under the expiring victor. A wild shout rose from the pea-
santry, and vexation was depicted in the countenances of the gentry.

I3 he dead ?” asked the owner of the red cock.

“ As a stone, your honour,” answered the handler.

«“ And there goes the black now;” said the other handler, as the
gallant bird stretched himself in death. ¢’Tis a pity. such a bit of
game should ever dic!”

“ Give him into my hands here, for one minute,” cried Phaidrig-na-
pib; whose request was granted by the handler.

Phaidrig pressed the bird to his heart, and in his native language
vented a wild out-pouring of eloquent lament for the “black bird,”
in which many an allusion of an exciting character was caught up by
the populace ; and Lord Clanrickarde, not approving of the temper they

-exhibited, very judiciously put an end to the cock-fight, by saying it
was time to run the last heat of the race.

He gave example to the gentry by his own act of galloping at gnce
to the winning post, and was followed by a crowd of horsemen, most
of whom cursed the unlucky chance of the fight. The peasantry drew
off in another direction, in the train of ‘Phaidrig-na-pib, who, * yoking”
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his pipes, poured forth the spirit- stirring strain of “ T%e Blackbird,”

and the shrill chanter, as it rang across the plain, to such admirable
music, but questionable loyalty, was—

“ Unpleasing most to noble ears.”

The Wlackbiry.

(With spirit, but not too fust.)
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CHAPTER II

ArTER this day of excitement, the night brought, with its darkness,
silence, also, over the town of Galway ; and, to judge from the quiet
within its narrow streets, out of doors. une might think it brought
peace likewise ; butit was not so. Could the interior of many of its
ancient domiciles be seen, the exciterient of more than wine would
have been apparent, and the turn the cock-fight assumed brought
from its lurking-place many a feeling laid by, as the possessor thought,
for ever. DBut such feelings, like our great grandmothers’ state suits,
were too often laid by only to be brought out on favourite occasions,
and sometimes, more unfortunately, were left as heirlooms. And
though it is long since we have laughed at this custom of our grand-
mothers, the other we have likened to it bhas, unfortunutely, long
survived i, and is only now left off because, thank ITeaven, it is worn
out. Party will lose it® pattern as well sis silk, and time crush the
stiffness of creeds as well as brocades; hoops and wigs will flatten
and Yose their beauty in spite of buckram and powder, and other
high things, as wdl as high-hecled shoes, be content to come down
to a reasonable level

But, to return to Galway; many a dinner and an after-bout of
drinking the, town saw that day, comprising the proudest names and
the humblest. A sporting occas on, such as the one just mentioned,
is sure to spread the board, even in our degencrate times, which are
as nothing, if we may believe chronicles, to those of our fathers,
when the ¢ pottle-decp” potations were in vogue, and a more indis-
criminate hospitality exercised. It will not be wondered at, therefore,
that, at a later hour of the night, many a hot-hcaded blade had
traverse the dark town, more ready to. give than take an affront, and
the better-humoured rcady, at least, for “sport,” which, after dinner,
in all times, meant giving somebody else annoyance, and-bears the
same definition to this day.

Ned Corkery was one of the out-of-door people, who was returning,
after a dinncr, to the parent roof, where he expected a reprimand for
staying out so late, when his attention was attracted by a lantern,
borne by a gentleman, on whose arm a lady leaned; and, as Ned



16 L s d

passed, the light of the lantern, flashing on her face, discovered the
features of the beautiful girl who had so smitten him on the race-
course. He paused as they passed they were’ followed by a blind
man and his dog, and Phaidsig“na-pib wase -easily reeognised. Ned
followed the light of the lantern with longing eyes, knowing it showed
the fairy foot of the sweet girl where to pick her steps; and when »
projecting abutment of one of the ponderous old edifices with which
the town abounds to this day screened the lantern’s gleam, he could
not resist' following. A thought of his father’s additional anger for
every additional minute came over him; but the desire to know
where that matchless girl lodged was a superior consideration, and he
vursued the magic lantern—to him, a magic lantern indeed! for,
strange -and wild were the shapes which, through its agency, his
future life assumed.

He had ‘not followed far, when the party stopped, in consequence
of a servant saying he had dropped some money, and begging of the
gentleman to lend him his lantern to search for it. The request was
granted, and, after a few seconds, the man joyfully exclaimed, he had
found the money, and, laying the lantern at the gentleman’s feet, ran
off. IIe who had conferred the obligation, remarked, that he thought
the man‘ might have been civil enough to hand him the lantern he had
lent; but how much greater was hlb surprise, when, as he stooped to
take it, the lantern was pulled suddenly ufivards, till it swung from a
projecting beam above; and a loud laugh from a distant parj of the
street showed it was a practical joke which had been played off upon
the unsuspecting stranger, the servant of this ‘sportive” party only
having feigned the loss of the money, and, while he affected to look for
it, tying to the ring of the lantern a string, which was pulled by the
remote jokers! The gentleman was very ihdignant, and shouted
loudly some opprobrious names, meant for the persons who'had treated
him®so scurvily ; and, at the same moment, Ned advanced, rcquestmg
him to be calm, as he would recover the light for him. The stranger
thought this might be some fresh jest, and intimated as much; but
Ned assured him he would scorn conduct so “ ungentlemanly,” and
requested iinmediately that Phaidrig would stand beside the heavy
porch of an old doorway, and enable him thereby to clamber upwards.
The suggestion was obeyed ; the youth sprang upon the shoulders of
the stout piper, laid hold of the projecting entablature of the ponderous
masonry, and twining his legs round one of the pillars which supported
it, thus climbed his way to the top ofsthe pediment, whence he was
enabled to reach the beam where the lantern swung. Ashe was about to
lay hands ody.it, the string which the distant party held wasrelaxed, the
lantern lowered, and Ned near tumbling. A fresh laugh was raised, and
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. .
another curse uttered by the impatient gentleman ; but when Phaidrig
was told what had occurred, he called his dog, and placing him on his
sboulders, and stooping, that the animal might gain a spring from his
back, cried, ¢ Seize it, Turlough.”* The dog obeyed the command,
sprang at thg lantern, and laying hold with tooth and limb, clung to it;
but the string was sufficiently powerful to haul up both dog and light
10 the beam, which fresh trick was=mccomplished; but Ned was enabled
to catch the rope, and seizing the dog, drew him, and with him the
lantern, to the platform on which he stood, and, spite of the tugging
of the party who still bellowed- forth their laughter, held fast, till he
was enabled to cut the cord, and regain the light. This he lowered to
his friends beneath, and began to descend himself, when he heard the
rush of the defeated jesters coming forward to make good the capture
of the lantern by downright assault. IIe hastened his descent,, there-
fore, and sprang to the ground, just as he leard a voice from the
assaulting party exclaim, as the light flashed on the face of the
stranger, “’Tis he, by IIeaven !—down with the traitor !”

“ Misther Daly, I know your voice,” cried Phaidrig-na-pib, ¢ take..
care what you're about !” . .

“ Ha! you rebel rascal!” cried another voice, * you there, too?”

“ That’s Misther Burke,” said Phaidrig; ¢ you’d betther not brake
the pace, gintlemin, or sce what the mayor will be saying to you
to-morrow morning !” N

There was a momentary parley among the bloods; but an angry
voice (it was Daly’s) was heard above them all, saying, ¢ By Heaven,
T'll take him on my own responsibility !”

At the smine moment, his sword flashed in the lamp-light, and the
stranger, knowing the disadvantage in a fight a light is to him who
holds it, extinguished it promptly, and drew his sword. His daughter
clung to him. .

¢ Nell, release me,” he said, in a low voice, as he freed himself from
the obedient girl, who now cagerly scized the arm of any other ‘pro-
tector, and that arm was Ned's. He felt the might of giants, and the
gourage of heroes, at the touch.

* Seize him !” again shouted the cnraged Daly.

* Beware, sir,” returned the calm butdetermined voice of the stranger,
who stood on his defence. It was only in time, for his blade encoun-
tered that of his assailant. The clashing of the swords was the signal
for a general fight. That between Daly and the stranger was brief,
for the latter was an able swordsman, and, in the dark, had the advan-
tage, as being superior in feeling his adversary’s blade. A few passes
convinced Daly he had enough to do, and a few more made him quite-
sure the surgeon would have something to do next, fophe received &

* Anglice, “ Thunderer.”
[+
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severe thrust in the sword arm. His friends, on finding he was
wounded, became savage, and rushed on more fiercely, but they were
held at bay; for the blind man's keen sense of hearing enabled bim to
strike with his heavy stick with wondrous precision; and, as coon a8
the dog heard his voice engaged in the fmy, the snappish whining
which he had uttered on the top of the portico in his desire to get down,
was changed for a fierce yell, anfl springing into the midst of the
combatants, he gave the first on whom he alighted an unpleasant
memento of the night’s amuscment. Then, cheered by the voice of
his master, he bit at their legs, and gave such terrible annoyance, that
ths odds were lessened against the little party which yet held the
por*ica ; but still numbers were against them.  Fortunately, Lowever,
they were enabled, fromn their position, to keep a close front, the
portice in their rear forming a defence for the lady, and leaving her
protectors at case upon her account, certain she could receive no injury
amid the storm of blows which were falling thick and fast. .Ned
had wrested a sword from the first assailant who had fallen foul of
bim, and though his pesition in life debarred himn from wearing onc,
he nevertheless knew its use,. his gentecl propensities having urged
him to learn fencing {from an old sergeant, who had seen service in the
Netherlands. Ned poked away fearlessly, and pricked onc of the
party pretty smartly, so that the bloods, finding themselves so stoutly
resisted, aud two of their set woufided, were fain to beal a retreat,
venting curses, and threatening vengeance. It may be imagined there
was no desire to follow them ; the moment the road was free, the little
party who held the portico hurried down the street in an_opposite
direction, when, to their dismay, two men, bearing lamnrm, led by a
gentleman who seecmed hurrying to the scene of action, appearcd
coming round an adjacent corner, the leader exclaiming —

“Peace in tMe king’s name ! keep the peace.”

“ By Jakers, that’s the mayor !” said Phaidrig. '

“ Then strike out the lights, and let us force our way past them,”
cried the stranger, with more of anxiety in his manner than he had
yet exbhibited. “ You take the right hand one,” said he to Ned—
“ I'll manage the other.”

With this determination they advanced, and the demand of the
mayor to “stand in the king’s name,” was answered by each lantern-
bearer being attacked. - IIe who fell to the stranger’s share was over-
powered instantly, and the heel of his heavy hoot went crash through
‘the luntern ; the other was yet tustling with Ned, when the’ stranger
turncd to his assistance, but, in engaging in this service, he himself was
collared by the mayor; whereupon Ned, who had got disengaged,
bestowed sueh a hearty blow under the worthy mayor’s ear, that tho
portly«dignitary measured his length beside the first lantern-bearer,
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over whom he tumbled, as the other was in the act of rising ; this left
the third quite helpless, and after laying him sprawling, and extin-
guishing the light, the adventurous little party ran for it, the bland man
leading at a smart trot, his dog keeping closo to him, a little way in
advance. ,

« Take care of yourself, Phaidrig,” said the stranger, as hec hurried
after with his dn.ughter, beside whdm Ned kept up his guard at the
other side.

¢ Never fear me, > answered the piper, ¢ with the help o’ Turlough,
T could thread the darkest lane in the town without spoiling my beauty
~-mind, a sharp turn to the left here—that’s it,” and they dived down
a narrow alley, as he spoke. ¢ Divil a light we want as far as finding
the way goes, only the young misthress will slop her purty little feet ;
but dirt rubs out aisier than the grip of the mayor’s bailiffs——Whisht ™
—and he paused a moment—“by the powers they are afther us hue
and ery—hurry ! hurry !”  He quickened his pace, and after one or
two more windings, which were execated in silence, the dog stoppell
hefore an entrance, and began scraping at the door fiercely.

¢ Knock, Phaidrig,” sand the stranger.

¢ No, your honour—no —the Knock might be heard by our pursuers,
and the seratching can’t-—but will give them within notice.”

The result proved Phaidrig right ; a stcp was heard stirring inside
the house, and soon after the drawing of a bolt and an open dogr
admitted thc fugitives to atimely sanctuary, for the shout of purshit
was heard at®he entrance of the close,” and the portal was barely shut
and barred, when the heavy tramp of men was heard rushing past, the
hunters little suspecting that the thgckness of a plank only was between
them and the prey they sought.

The party within made no move till the tramp of the pursuers died
away in the distance, then Phaidrig, with a low chuckle spoke. * Close
work,” said he, ¢ as the undher millstone said to the upper, when there
was no corn.”

«*Twould have been grinding work, sure enough, had we been taken,”
said the stranger.—“ You tremble, Nell,” sgid he in a gentler tone to
the girl.

She only answered by a long-drawn brca&l

« All safe now, my lady,” said Phaidrig; “ put your little hand on
my arm, and I'll lead you—for we must hnve no light.”

She obeyed his summons, and was led by the blind man into an
apartment, where the low embers of a fire gave a faint glimmer, and
where the sound of rushing waters was heard.

The rest of the party followed.

¢ Could you get the boat ready soon ?” said Phaidrig.

He who had opened the door answered in the affirmative.

c 2 P S
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% Then we had better cross the river, your honour,” said the piper ;
% for it might come into their heads, them haythens of bailiffs, to go
searching the neighbourhood, and once we are over the wather into
“the Cladagh, we are safe, for it’s more nor a mile round by the bridge,
and they could never catch us, even if they got the scent.—Bad luck
to the mayor, though he’s a worthy man! why did he come out at all ?
it was no harm pinking the bloods, for that’s as common as bad luck,
but knockin’ down the mnyor will make a stir, I tell you, in Galway,
where they are so proud o’ their pmvﬂwes-—there is no standin’ the
consait of the mayors of Galway, ever sincc Walther Lynch hanged
his son—get ready the boat, Mike.”

The stranger now addressed Ned in terms of thankfulness for his
first polite assistance, and for his gallant bearing in the riot, and con-
cludeds by cxpressing his regret that he should have been involved in
such a serious brawl, with hopes it would be of no material injury to him.

“ Faix, he’s in ﬁu‘ouble, I tell you,” said Phaidrig. ¢ Sure it was
himself that gave the mayor the polthoge that upset him—faix, my
young masther, you have a delicate taste, considering your youth and
inexperience, that nothing less than a mayor would sarve you.”

» “'Twas in my defence,” said the stranger; *and I regret, young
sif,” said he to Ned, ¢that my circumstances are not such as to offer
you protection adequate to the risk you have encouptered for my sake.”

Q.\ed made a flourishing speech here, declaring he never was so
hi’ppy in his life—that to render a service to a gcntl an—and—a
lady—and Ned stammered as he dared to allude to the lovely cause of
his dilemma.

¢ Indged, sir, I thank you,” saidpthe girl, in a sweet voice.

Ned felt more than rewarded, even if he fell into the power of the

" offended magistrate.

Phaidrig herc quitted the chamber, to “ hurry Mike with the hoat,”
as he said; but as he left the room, amother person entered, and
approached the stranger and his daughter, with whom he conversed
in an under tone; and cven the glimmering light cast by the fire,
enabled Edward to see that his bearing towards both indicated the
most intimate familiarity between the partics. In a few minutes the
father was silent, and the conversation continued in low whispers
betwecn the lady and the young cavalier, while the father, as if lost
in, thought, threw himself into an old chair that stood before the
fire-place, and, .as if unconsciously, began to stir the dying embers
with the toc of his heavy riding boot. A bright flame flickered
from the smouldering heap, and revealed to Edward the ‘person .of
young Kirwan, whose attitude was expressive of the most devoted
attention, as he still continued to converse, in -whispers, with the
attentive girl.
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Edward felt anything but comfortable, as he witnessed the courtly
address of the handsome Kirwan to the lady. The folly of such @
feeling was apparent to himself, yet still he could not conquer it ; the
influence that had been cast over him by his admiration of the morn-
ing, and the adventure of the night, seemed to himself as extraordinary
a8 it was unreasonable. Why should he be angered that the gay and
gallant Kirwan should pay his court to a lady of his own rank, immea-
surably above a trader’s son, and to whom /e might not address a phrase
beyond that of the humblest courtesy? His heart could only answer
with a sigh! This being, whom lLe had seen but twelve hours since,
with whom he had not cxchanged twelve words, and to whom he dare
not aspire, nevertheless had filled his heart with passion ; the pang of
hopeless love was there, aggravated by the seeming favour in whitls
another was held, and poor Ned hecame the prey of a jealousy as
intense as it was absurd.

With a painful watchfulness he marked how closely “they talked
together, while Kirwan held the lady’s hand all the time. He would
eladly, at that moment, have engaged the favoured cavalier at thé
sword’s point ! -

Phaidrig now returned, and announced the boat “ ready.” Ellen’s
father rose, and taking Kirwan by the hand, said, * Here we part for
the present.  You shall know where to find me—farewell I”

¢ Farewell !” returned the other, with an energy of manner, and
hearty shaking of hands, denoting between the parties deep interest,
and warm fellowship.

“ Allow me,” said the stranger, “ to recommend to your care this
youth, whose brave assistance makes me so much his debtor, and places
lim in some jeopardy for the present. You, I am sure, will give him
shelter.”

“ Willingly,” said Kirwan.

Ned recoiled from the thought of accepting safety at such hands,
and replied, that he did not fear returning at once to his own horpe.

% Baidershin I” said Phaidrig, ¢ how :bowld we are!” Then
addressing the stranger, he added,  If your honour will be advised
by me, you will tnke him over the river with you, for, ’pon my con-
science, the sweet town of Galway is no place for my young masther
to-night.”

* « Beit s0,” said the stranger ; * and now for the boat.” Kirwan
aoffered his arm with courtly grace to Ellen, but her father drew her
arm within his own, and said, ¢“ A truce to comphments now. You'
shall hand her to her carriage, when we see you at

Ned could not catch the name of the place the stranger said. Ellen,

and her father, hurried from the chamhey, and Phaidrig, taking Ned
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by the arm, the"party proceeded in silence-and darkness, along a
passage, through which a current of cold air was felt, and the roar
of a rushing torrent heard; a small door was reached, which opened
directly over the rapids that hurry the foaming waters of Lough Corrib
to the sea, below the ancient bridge. The sheet of white foam was
vigible in the darkness, and made the boat, some feet below the door,
perceptible, as it plunged on the eddying current.

“ Let the heaviest go first,” said Phaidrig, « ‘twill steady the boat.”
The stranger going on his knecs, and Iaying hold.of the threshold of
the door with his hands, let himself down till Kis feet touched the
gunwale of the boat, where, taking his seat, Le called out to the piper
to take care of his daughter.
® «Now, my lady, steady—don’t be afeard,” said the piper—-“ don’t be
angry with my rough fist for taking a sharp grip o’ you, give your
other band to the young gentleman at the other side.”

/Ellen silently obcyed the instruction, and a thrill of pleasure shot
through Ned’s heart as he held firmly the delicate hand of the girl, in
a‘lslstmg to lower her to the boat, where her father received and placed
?r in safety beside Lim.

* Now, young master, in with you,” said I’h-ndng

“ Had not you better go first?” said Ned. “T may assist youfrom
above.”

“ My own grip is worth all the assistance in the world,” said Phai-
drig,—* obliged to you, all the same. I go bail T'll not leave go of
the threshold till I feel a good Lowlt with my foot in the boat.”

Edward lost no time in obeying, and the piper followed in safety.—
<« Off with you now, Mike!” said he.

The boat swept down the current as he spoke.

“Where’s the dog!” cried Ellen, anxiously.

A splash in the water followed her words.

¢ There he goes,” said Phaidrig; “ his own bowld hemt and strong
paws.would put him over a wilder stream than this; the dog who

can’t swim is only fit for drowning.”

The boat now plunged over the boiling waves of the rapid, and
Ellen instinctively held her father with a close embrace as they hurried
through the hissing foam, which soon, however, became less and less
as they swept onward, the waters gradually darkening as they
deepened, streaked only here and there with long lines of surge, and
the heavy gurgling of a strong current succeeding the roar which had
appalled the ear of Ellen.

They were soon enabled to pull the boat shoreward from out of the
current; and, as they touched the strand, Turlough was waiting, ready
to receive the party, snorting, and shaking the waters of Corrib from
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his brave sides ; a few minutes more placed them all under the shelter
of a fishermaw’s cottage, and, while horses were being prepared for the
stranger and his daughter, the former repeated his thanks to Ned,
shaking him heartily by the hand, and commending him to the care of
the fisherman. The latter promised safe keeping of him for the pre-
sent, and undertook to communicate with Ned’s fricnds in the town,
on the morrow, swearing ¢ by the hand of his gossip,” that he would
have good care of the youth, for “ kis honour’s sake”

The nags were soon ready, and Ellen was lifted to her saddle by her
father ; but, before parting, the gentle girl presented her hand to
Edward, and cxpressed a fervent hope he might incur no injury from
his generous conduet. . ®

Fdward stammered an unintelligible reply, and ventured to press
the little hand. The next instant the horses were in motion; the
rapid clatter of their feet up the stony path died away in the distance,
and Ned, with a sinking heart, retired to the fisher’s hut. Burning
with curiosity to know who these gentlefolks might be, he thoughg
the fisherman would inform him, and asked a question with that view;
but the fisherman, returning him a glance that had ip it much ef
displeasure, replied :—¢ They did not tell me who they were, sir,
and I asked no questions.” Ned felt the reproof keenly ;—it seemed
there was some mystery about the stranger, and then, for the first
time, Ned began to consider in what an awkward adventure he had:
become involved.
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CHAPTER IIIL

THE next morning the fisherman, at Edward’s request,went into the
town to communicate with worthy Mister Corkery, who already had
heard an exaggerated account of his son’s adventure, so that the real
truth, though bad enough, lifted a weight of horrors from his civie
heart, which had sunk to the lowest deﬁlw of despair at the thought
of the city’s peace being broken by a boy of his, and the daring hand
of Corkery lifted against the mayor, and that the mayor of Galway.
‘When he foundy however, that Ned had not murdered six men, as
‘was reported, and only tripped up the mayor, (though that was dreadful,)
'Be was more comfortable, but desired Ned to lic quict, and he would
write to him in the evening. All that day the trader worked hard at
sletter, which was a mighty task to him, and at night the fisherman
xeturned, and bore to Ned his father’s epistle:—

¢ Deer Ned, .
) ¢ Mi hart is Sore, and the mare’s hed kut, and His
Wig will nevr doo a Dais gud, the Barbr tells me, fur sartin—his
blew and gool kote all gutthur. O Ned, to tutch a mare is a foalish
bizniz,—i no foalish aut to bee spelt with a yEw, but I kan’t make a
YEW to know it from an EN. Yew must get out off this kounthry for
sum tim—praps the sailorin bizniz is the best pow til The storee is
past and gone, and when y* unfortnate tale is not tuk up by the foals,

but let too dhrop, w" is the prair of y* offended but afekshint father,
“ Denis Corkery.”

“j gend 5 ginnys by the barer, for the rod to Dublin, wher Mec
Guffins ship iz—ax for the industhery, thatz hur nam—you will see
“hur on the blind K. .

“lite gool duz for the rod, so the ginny’s iz lite.

“ mi hart is hevvy, Ned.

i wood go see yew ncd, but Am afeerd they w! watch and trak

me, for y* mares i iz on mce. .
“ Beewer ov bad Kumpiny. « Yours, D. C.”

Ned, in obedience to orders, prepared to start for Dublin; he wrote
an obedient and repentant letter to his father, hoping forgiveness, and
_promising good behaviour for the future. ™ Tn the dead of night, when
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the slumbering majesty of Galway'’s civie dignity rendered it most
convenient to make a start, Ned sct out for the metropolis, and, before
dawn, had put several miles between himself and danger. Dublin was
reached in safety, and as swiftly as Ned could accomplish it; and on
the Blind quay, sure enough, he found the good brig, Industry, and
the exemplary Captain McGuffin, who was to sail with the next tide
for London.

Before Ned was over the bar, it was all over w?th him. Sea-
sickness contributes much to feelings of repentance, and Ned began to
entertain flattering notions of the susceptibility of his conscience,
which his stomach was more cntitled to; he wished for nothing so
much as death, and hoped the Land's End would have made an end of
him; but he survived the Channel, and, after doubling the North
i“orelund, found his appetite again. On passing the Nore, he was as
fresh as a lark, and while tacking up the Thames nearly created a
famine on board. After this, Ned liked the sea well enough; in short,
it suited him perfectly. .

In- some respects, he felt that, under certain circumstances, he
could love it; but the captain of the trader was a sober, steady,
man ; and the monotonous life on board of a merchant-vessel, whose
voyages were confined to the British waters, had not enough of
cxcitement and interest for a spirit like his. Nevertheless, he
served nearly eighteen months in this way, patiently looking {orward,
llowever, te better things some day, on board of a nobler craft, whose
wings might b®pread for longer flights. During all this time, many
a fond thought reverted to the fair girl of the race-course, whose image
was as freshin his memory as though he had scen her yesterday. But,
notwithstanding this youthful love-sickness, he employed himself
diligently to become as good a sailor as circumstances could make bim,
and, for a mere coasting mariner, was a very. smart fellow.  Ever, on
his return from sea to Dublin, which was the port whence the vessel
traded, Ned found a letter from his father waiting for him, in which
lamentations for his * foolish bit of consait” in the streets of Galway
continued to be made, with recommendations to keep away for some
time yet, as it was “ not forgotten to him.” . Sobriety, industry, and
frugality, were recommended, with this assuranceythat

“ Early to bed, and early to rise,
Make & man healthy, wealthy, and wise ;”

and, furthermore, this solemn fact was put forward, that—

“ A pin a day, is a groat a year.”
On the receipt of such letters, Ned generally muttered, that he wished
Lis father would send him a little less advice, and a little more money.
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But in uttering this wish, Ned was unreasonable. The old man,
though frugal, was not parsimonious ; and allowed his son quite enough
to enable him to enjoy himself reasonably on shore, when the duties of
his ship did not demand hia presence on board ; for it was no part of
his intention that Ned should be screwed down to all the hardships of
a sailor’s life, though he did not wish to make that life too fascinating
to a young felloy of naturally an errutic turn. He remembered that
Ned, when in port at Dublin, must see some friends there, and it
would never do fdr a respectable citizen of Galway to let his son
appear in the “slopy’ of a captain’s mate.—No, no ; Ned was well
supplied with the means of casting his marine attire, and assuming a
landsman’s garb befitting his station ashore ; and from his innate ten-
dency towards gentility, his clothes were rather of a smarter cut than
he had quite a right to indalge in, and certainly far finer than he
would have dared to assume in Galway, where his father’s cyes, to
say nothing of neighbours’, were as good as sumptuary laws. Con-
sidering the old man rather objected to the pursuit of the maritime
profession for his son, it may be wondered at he did not make- him
feel as much privation as possible, in the hope of inducing a distate
for it ; but, on the other hand, when it is remembered that an only son
was foreed to seck shelter on board ship, to save himscl{ from the con-
sequences of a mischance; that he was forced to fly his native town,
and that without even the paternal embrace, who can blame a father
for having yearnings of compassion for his absent boy, and secking to
make his exile as bearable as it might be ? &

Truth, however, compels us to say that Ned thought much more
of the beamty of the race-course 'than of his father; and the decking
of his person in something of a superior costume, was insensibly in-
fluenced by the desire to sec himselt' look as well as possible for her
sake, though, in all human probahility, he should never sec her again.
But this is no reason why an ardent imagination is not to think of an
object by which it has been excited; and, in truth, there was seldom
a day in which Ned’s heart did not wander to the recollection of the
day he first saw her—that eventful day, which brought love in the
morning, pleasure at sundown, and jealousy before midnight.

He was not mad,enough to' suppose, in his wildest moments of
dreaming, that the events of that day could ever “come to anything ;”

"but still the. recollection of them clung about his heart, and though he
dared not hope, he could not forget.

How many a night, on his cold and dreary watch, did the memory
of the parting pressure of the fair girl’s hand return upon him! At
such moments he would pace the deck, and, looking upwards at the
stars, inwardly exelaim, “Ob, that I could see her once again }—Yet
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why mdulge in these foolish yearnings ?—As well might one of &&a
stars be mine, as that lovely being!” ;

Perchance a shooting star darted across the heavens ashe spoke, and
as its brightness vanished, Ned, indulging the superstitious fancy of
his country, would curse his stupidity for not wishing for her while
the star was falling.*

A% length it chanced his ship was ordered to Hambpurgh, and Ned
was delighted at the thoughts of making a foreign port, which, in good
time, was achieved ; and, after discharging cargo, he lost no oppor-
tunity, while lying in ‘port, to see all he could of this far-famed city.
The remarkable and picturesque costumes of the surrounding neigh-
bourhood—the grotesque old houses which towered over its canals,
which, like so many veins of wealth, carried commerce into the heart of
the town,—its ancient churches, its dancing-halls and theatre—all
these, and more, filled Ned with wonder, and fed that greedy desiie
which youth always has for novelty.

But exploring different quarters of the city was his principal pursuit;.
and, in doing this, he had oceagion to remark the absurd custom of the
Ilamburghers in the profusc use of carriages in streets so narrow and
so crooked, that their vehicles could scarcely get on, from the mutual
impediments they presented. In one of these frequent *jams,” just as
one coach was passing another, he caught sight of a face that set his
heart all in a flame: it scemed the iace of the beautiful girl of the
race-course, and he sprang forward, in hopes to assure himself it was
£0; but the coach became disentangled before he could look into it, and
drove on;—he pursued it, but could not overtake it, and it soon turned
into a gateway, which, svhen Ned reached, was closed. He lingered
about the place for some time, provoked and disappointed; he eould
not be satisfied whether his notion was true or not; he could not even
ask to whom the house belonged, for he was ignorant of the language;
50 he was forced to retire in a state of excited imagination, which not
only deprived him of sleep that night, but lept him on the alert for
several days, as he became possessed more' and more with the®idea,
that the beautiful girl was in Hamburgh. '

Full of this rotion, he looked into every carriage he saw, frequented
the theatre and other public places more, and made a point of going
to * The Maiden's Walk,” at the hour it was most frequented. Just as
he was one day cntering upon it, the truth of his surmise was realised;
he saw the idol of his wild passion at the opposite side of the canal,
going to church, as Le thought, from the servant who followed her, with
a pra.yer—bodk hanging upon one arm suspended by a silver chain, and

* The superstitions say that if you express a wish before a shooting star vanishes,
it will be realized. .
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a brass stove suspended from the other. The canal lay between them,
and he looked out for a boat, and, perceiving one lying opportunely
near a neighbouring stair, ran towards.it, and, springing into it, almost
like one who was crazy, astonished the phlegmatic German by his
urgent signs for speed, which the boatman, who was smoking his pipe,
not being willing toobey, Ned seized the oars himself, and pulled
vigorously across the canal, on whose opposite bank he sprang, without
paying Mynherr, who was at once stimulated to activity ; and a double
chase ensued —Ned after the girl, and the boatman after Ned: it made
quite a sensation on the Maiden’s Walk to see a handsome young fellow
hunted by a pursy boatmar, hallooing after him a ¢ thousand devils,”
and swearing for his denier. Ned heeded not; he had caught sight of the
last fold of his fuir one’s skir#, as she went round a corner, and for
that corner Ned made all speed; but when he reached it, out of breath,
no lm]y was to be seen, but the fat buatman was close at his heels,
saying a great deal to Ned, which it was well for the boatman Ned did
not undustund but guessing the cause of his pursuii, and remembering
he had forgotten to pay him, he threw }um a groot, and continued his
search. The boatman caught the coin, and looked at this increase of
‘the sum demanded with wond(,r, (though it was only a penny,) aud,

raising his cyes to heaven, ¢jaculated an aspiration to the Deity, with
the remark, “ What extravagant robbers arc the English!”

Ned searched every church in the neighbourhood, in hopes of finding
the object of his wishes, but in vain; indeed, it was useless, for the
service was over in all. So the lady had been returning from, not
going to, church, as her pursuer thought.—Ah! lovers are very liable
to make mistakes!

The theatre he now thought the most likeISr place to see her, and
here he constantly resorted. It was the last place he would have gone
to, otherwise, for, not knowing the langudge, the entertainment could
not be very amusing, though indeed, for that matter, any one might
understand the greater part of it as well as the Hamburghers, for it
consigted, principally, of practical witticism, such as cuffs and kicks,
smart boxes on the ear, hearty cudgellings, alternated with hugs and
kisses. Nevertheless, all this buffoogery our hero sat out, night after
night, in the hope of seeing this phantom of beauty, which seemed
to appeayr only to elude him. At last his perseverance was rewarded.
One night, as he was talking to an obliging stranger, who could speak
Fnglish, and had been explaining some passage in the play, he
saw the lovely girl, listening to what appcared to be courtly compli-
ments paid to her, judging from the gracious manner of the hand-
somely dressed person from whom they proceeded, and the half diffl-
dent, yet smiling, manner in-which they were received.
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Ned was breathless | —thiere was the beauty of the race-course!—
she, for whose sake he had engaged in a street riot, angered his father,
and was forced to fly his native town, and for whom he would have
made far greater sacrifices.

There is nothing, perbaps, so totally subversive of self-possession
1s the unexpected sight of one we love. It paralyzes by the too great
intensity of its nervous excitement.. It smites the heart to its very
core, and the stream of life is arrested in its course,——wc.. cease to
breathe ;—every function of life seems suspended, but that of sight ;—
the eye usurps, 8s it werc, the power all other organs have lost, and
we can only gaze.

Ned was disturbed from this state of fascination by a tap on the
shoulder from his obliging neighbour, who had acted interpreter.

“ I say, sir, that's the star you sail by, I reckon,” said the new
acquaintance, with a knowing toss of his head towards the quarter
v here Ned was still gazing in admiring wonderment.

Ned could neither speak nor withdraw his eyes.

> Hillo!” added his friend, ¢ dumb-foundered—ech? If you can’t
speak, you'll never win a woman.” .

Ned attempted a faint smile.

“ Where did you see her before ?” .

* Before ?” echoed Ned. '

« Ay—before. No onc ever looked at a woman for the iirst time,
as you did at ber,” said the other, shm'ply

« I saw her in Ireland.”

¢ Trcland ?—-ho, ho—shouldn’t wonder !—but it’s rather 4 hot place,
I should say, for Connt Nellinski.

“ A count?” cchoed Ned, in surprise.

“ Oh-—coupts arc common cnough in Ja-armany!”
informant, with a laugh. @

“ She is going,” said Ned, looking up at the box, and rising tv follow
her example.

“ And you are goimg, too?” said the stranger.

“Yes.”

“1 don't care if I do the same—the play is dull work.” Ned
hurried to the entrance, and watéhed eagerly for the appearance of the
beautiful giel, but in vain, and after some time perceived his new
acquaintance standing near him.

“Can't see her, ¢ch?” was the questlon he puty while a provoking
smile played across his countenance.

Ned answered in the negative, with a chagrined air, upon which the
other laughed outright, saying, he was watching at the wrong entrance,
for that the game was flown by another.

returned his

N
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Ned was half inclined to be angry at the seeming enjoyment the
other took in his disappointment, till, with'a voice of the most cheery
kindness, the stranger slapped him onthe shoulder, and said,

“Never fret, man !”"—I know the hotel she stops at, the Kaiser-hoff ;
sec her there, if so be you want it. Come along and sup with me—
the Wemkeller furnishes good tipple and victual—come!”

So saying, he drew the yiclding arm of Ned within his, and they bent
their course to a celebrated cellar, then of great repute in 1lamburgh,
where the best company in the city, both natives and strangers,
resorted to drink Hock, of which wine this cellar contained the
choicest store, whence the government drew a large revenuc. On
their entrance, Ned saw but a confused mass of people, for the dense
tobacco-smoke in which they were enveloped rendecred a clear per-
ception of any distant ohject difficult ; and, as soon as they could find
a seat, he and his companion had a flask of right Johanncesberg sct
before them, which Ned at that moment was most willing to enjoy, as
he considered himself under the influence of the happiest fortune in
having met, in the person of a stranger, one who gave him the means
of once, more seeing the lovely being who so énslaved him.

The stranger filled his glass, and spoke ;—¢ My service to you,
Mister what’s your name, if I may meke bold to ask ?-—mine is
Hudson Finch, at your service.”

« Mine is Fitzgerald,” said Ned, who was ashamed to give so vulgar
a one as his own to so dushing a gentleman; but he blushed as he
spoke, for the ghost of the departed name of ¢ Corkery” rose up
reprovingly before him. But he swallowed his shame und a glass of
Rhenish together, to the health of Mr. Finch, who returned the like
civility to Mr. Fitzgerald, with the remark, that it was a good name.
Ned thought, at the moment, that good names, like other good things,
had the greatest chance of being stolen.

Finch now pointed out to him several persons among the company
worthy of note, with amusing anccdotes of almost cvery one he
indicated.

% Do you sce those two in yonder corner ?”

% Smoking and drinking so bard ?” asked Ned.

« The same. Now, I would wager a trifle those two poor devils
are spending herc to-night every stiver they are worth.” ¢

¢ Why do you guess so?”
¢ They are young graduates in law :—now, how do you think they
live ?” '

< By their profession, I suppose,” said Ned.

« No, but hy their processions.”

“ How do you meun ?”
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‘These younger graduates, sir, have scarocely enough to keep life
and soul together. There is not a Héringsfraw in all Hamburgh
who does not know the whole tribe; for pickled herrings and beer are
what they mostly live upon, and the ¢ God-send” of a procession alone
can enable them to show their noses in the Weinkeller.

“ But you have not yet explained to me about these same pro-
cessions.” .

“ Why, sir, these proud citizens of Hamburgh love processions
almost as well as beer and tobacco, and the smallest occasion is seized
upon to get one up; sometimes to present an address to somebody,
for nobody knows what; and as a procession is nothing without good
company, these younger members of the learned profession are regu-
larly engaged and paid to make the thing look respectable, and render
the compliment greater.”

¢ And is this well known ?”

‘ As well known as the Bank.”

“ Then how ridiculous to have recourse to it, when all the world
can see through ?

“ Through the ¢ kumbug,’ you were going to say —My good "sir,
is not the world itself one great humbug 7”

« I confess ihat’s new to me,” suid Ned, simply.

“ Beeause you are new to the world,” was the other’s prompt reply.
< How muany forms, laws, customs, names, ¢l cetera, ¢t cetera, are
bowed down to—how many things ave in a flourishing existence round
us, which are rank humbugs—which are known to be humbugs—
admitted to be humbugs—and yot are not only permitted to exist, but
respected?  Oh, my dear young friend! Monsicur the Wortp has
avery large nose ; and whoever, whichever, or whatever, can lay hold
of it, Monsiewr the yorLD, follows as tamely as a lumb.”

This outpouring of coptempt fer the.world made Ned think
Mister Finch a very clover man. Fle remarkeil,however, that he thonght
the Germans more prudent than to spend dheir money on onc expen-
sive entertainment, whensthey were Jorced te live mostly, as Finch said,
on pickled herrings and- beer,

“ My dear fellow, thatisa part of their game,” said Finch. ¢ They
must have good clothes,.and -be. seen :semetinics rubbing skirts with
gentility, or they wouldvlese their-employment.”

¢ Oh! I perccive,” said Nad.

“ For instance, thosefellows-who.are:so jolly over therc, I saw this
very day, in a funeral procession, looking as if their hearts would
break. The deceased was a tailor, whose kith and kin prided them-
selves on having law students among the mourners.  Very likely they
got a new suit of clothes on the occasion;—but, hold--look over there!
—do you not perceive?”
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Ned looked in the desired direction, and was delighted to see his
‘bronzed fricnd of the racc-course—the Count Nellinski himself. Ned
would have given the world to speak to him, but the count was
engaged in earnest conversation with a military man, of iron aspect ;
* 80 enrnest, that Ned felt it would have been intrusion to attempt a
word with him: therefore he continued to listen to Finch's lively
raillery, though, truth to say, he did not comprehend much of it, so
totally was his attention absorbed by the father of the lovely Ellen.

This distraction of mind, however, did not long continue, for the
count soon after rose, with his companion, and retired. Ned looked
hard at him, in hopes to catch his eye as he passed dut, but the
count seemed too absorbed in his own thoughts to hced external
objects. Ned consoled himself with the hope that he should sce
him on the morrow, at the Kuiser-hoff.

As no object now intervened to disturb his present enjoyment, Ned
did the duty of the hour like a man, and, after a jolly supper and a
merry drinking bout, the acquaintances separated, Ned thanking
fortunc over and over again for the chance she had cast in his
way ; hut the slippery jade was laughing in sccret at Ned all the
time, for she was at that moment but playing him a scurvy trick ; for
wheun, after a night of feverish dreaming, in which a German supper,
strong Rhenish, and love, strove for mastery, Ned rose with a hot
head, and hotter heart, and, making himself as smart as he could, set
out for the Kaiser-hoff to inquire after his enchantress, he heard, to
his utter dismay, that the Count Nellinski and his daughter had left

ilamburgh that morning. .
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CHAPTER IV,

Wuen we have  made up ouwr mind to some great pleasure, and
feasted by anticipation on the sweets imagination spreads befors us—
when thus hope forestall® reality, we purchase our joys in a very dear
market. IHow bankrupt in heart we feel, after thus drawing on®the
future, to find our cheque returned with the answer, “No eilccts I”
It was thus with poor Ned, when he inquired with the most * galliard”
air he could assume at the Kaiserhoff for his fair one and her tuther,
and found they were gone. IHis look became so suddenly changed,
so utterly blank, that even the slow-going German could not help
noticing his disappointment.

Ned was transfixed with dismay for some seconds, and stood in
sorrowful silence before the door of the Botel, till catching the cold
eyc of the German fixed upon him with something like a smile
upon his countenance, a scnse of shame came over him, and he
walked down the strect. Baut he could not leave it ;—there he stayed,
looking at the house where she had been, while a quick sucees-
sion of fond imaginings whirled through his head, and drove the
blood rapidly through his heart. The gentle speeches he thought he
should have made to her, and had almost gotten by heart, (he went
over them so often in anticipation of the interview,) recurred to him;
and seemed to mock at his fond yearnings. * Hard fate !” he muttered
to himself; ‘ cruel disappointment! at the instant I thought I should
address her once more—once more touck that dear hand—at such
a moment to have my hopes dashed, and*made the very sport ang
mockery of circumstance. ’Tis hard! alas! ’tis doomed—doomed—
I am never to sece ber again—never. Yetwhy should I seek it? the
daughter of a &unt—ecursed infatuation .—No, not cursed; call it
fatal, but nothing cast be cursed that springs from such an angelic
cause! O Ellen! Ellen '—I'know my own unworthiness—I know
the hopeless folly of my passion, but I cannet resist its fatal influence ;
the deadly, yet darling poison is in my heart, and nought but death or
you can assuage the pain.” With these and other such exclamations
he wandered up and down the street, and after some time wished he
could even enter the apartments she had last occupied. * Were it only
to pace the room she trod,” said he; “ to see the table where she sat,
to touch the chair she occupied, to look in the mirror which late

D



e T T & s N1,

reflected that lovely face, to stand in® the deep recess of the window
where she had stood—even this were a sad pleasure :—I will retorn to
the hotel and try if I cannot accomplish it.” Acting upon the words,
he retraced his steps to the Kaiserioff, and by means of some few
words of English, understood by an attendant of the house, and somé
picces of silver on the part of thelover, he contrived to be shown the
apartment whence the Count Nellinski and his daughter’ had so
recently departed. It was yet in that state of litter which the room
of a hotel always exhibits after the ¢ parting guest” has retired, cre
the order has been restored which may welcome the “coming” one.
Edward’s imagination occupied the deserted chamber with its recent
lov8ly visitant, as he cast his eyes around ;--she had reclined on that
couch—that little quaint table of marquetry was for a lady’s use—
there was a pen upon it—ske might have used it ; he would have taken
it, but the eyes of the attendant were upon him, and he felt ashamed
of exposing a weakness which, nevertheless, he did not blame himself
for entertaining. Oh! that exposure, how many love foeleries does its
terror prevent ! Peeping from behind the cushions of a large easy
chair was a little glove, which Ned determined to have, but still the
presence of the attendant’was a check upon him; feigning extreme
thirst, he asked for a glass of water, which the attendant retired to
procure; and the instant Edward was free from observation, he
pounted upon the glove with hawk-like avidity, and dragged from
beneath the cushion a morsel of music-paper also, whereon a few notes
were pricked down, to which a few words were attached. Ned paused
not to read them, but thrust glove and music inside his waistcoat—
seired on the pen, and perceiving in a far corner a few flowers which
geemed a discarded bouquet, ran to secure them ere the attendant could
return ; and when he had sipped a mouthful of. the water which was
présented to him, in an instant after hurried from the house in the
pride of his plunder, and it is a question if he would have exchanged
these trifles for all the plate in the Kaiserhoff. He did not feel quite
secure of his booty till he had turned the corner of the street, and
then hastened to his quarters to deposit his treasure in safety. * There
he folded up his flowers—not a leaf was permitted to 16 lost ;—he dated
the paper with the purloined pen—he drew forth the glove and kissed
it passionately, between fond ejaculations,—kissed it on the inside
where the dear hand had been. O Ned! Ned! how desperately,
irretrievably over head and ears in love wert thou! Sointent was he
in his love-sick occupation, that he did not hear the entrance of his
hostess into his room, and the first notice he had of her présence was
an exclamation behind his chair, as he imprinted one of his wild kisses
on the little glove. C

« Mein Gott!” exclaimed a fat squashv sort of voice, which, when
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tha words wora atterad, went on with a guttural chuckle, while Ned
turred round, startled and looking as foolish as if he had been eaught
robbing the goéod woman’s cupboard. The situation was absurd
enough, (Ned thought it disgusting,) that while his imagination was
filled with the form of a sylph, and rapt in the secret idolatry of love,.
ac should be startled by the prefence of a fat Jrau, and have his Sweet
visions broken by the laugh of derision.

He thrust the glove into his breast, in the vain endeavour to coneeal'
it from the landlady ; but she only laughed the louder, pointing first'
inside lis waistcoat, and then to her own fat fist, on whieh she
impressed a great smacking kiss, and shook with laughter pgain,
exclaiming in the intervals of her cachination, ¢ Mein Gott!”

On Ned desiring to know what this interruption meant, she pointed
to the door, and said, “Herr Finch;” at the snme moment ascending
footsteps were heard on the stairs, and Ned's acquaintance of the
W einkellar soon made his appearance. As he entered the room, the
Tandlady, stilt launghing, repeated the piece of pantomime towards
I4lward, and bestowing another smack on her hand, and gurgling up-
« Mein Gott!” retired and shut the dodr.

“Hillo!” said Finch, what insinuation is this, my friend ? have
you been kissing your landlady ?”

“ Kiss her?” exclaimed Ned, with a curl on his lip as though it
were on the brink of a cup of rhubarb.

Finch laughed outright at the expression of nausea which the
insinnated gallantry had produced, and asked if Ned thought he had so
poor an opinion of his tastc.

“ But did you prosper in the other affair?” continued he. «Have
you been to the Kaiserhoff'?”

“ Yes,” said Ned, with a sigh.

“What! sighing?” said Finch; “a sigh is the worst wind thss
blows,—tis the very wind of the proverb that ¢blows nobody good?’
—was she denied ? or was she cruel ?”

“ She is gone!” said Ned, with an air of despondency worthy of «
crimindl going to execution.

“Pho! isthat all?” said Finch. * CarPt you go after her?”

T know not where they are gone to,” sdid Ned.

¢ And what have you a tongue in your head for ?” replied Finch. . -

¢ But even if I &id,” returned Ned, “I cannot follow them; and
after all, if I could—what’s the use ?” :

“What’s the use?” cried his friend, in sarprise; “ what's the use of
following the girl you love ?—what a question !”

« Oh!” sighed Ned, “if you knew all ;—were you but aware—7
hg paused, and locked wistfully into Finch’s fuce, 8- though he would :
make bim his confident. Young, inexperienced, and of an atrdems:

p 2
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nature, he longed to have some one to whom he might unburthen his
heart, and this seemed the only chance for it. Extending his hand to
Finch, who took it cordially, Ned exclaimed, “It seems to be my
destiny that my love and friendship must be of the mushroom nature—

both the growth of one night.” .
“ But not so soon to perish, I hope,” said Finch, shaking his hand
warmly.

Ned returned the genial pressure, and continued, “¥know not how

" it is, but I feel myself drawn towards you in a most unaccountable

way, and if you will have patience to listen, I will tell you all about
~thi# romantic affair.”

« T wiM listen willingly,” said Finch; ¢ butdon’t be so down in the
mouth, man,” he added, slapping Ned on the shoulder, ¢ ¢Faint heart
never won fair lady.””

Tuking a seat after uttering this checring exhortation, he threw
himself back, and showed he was resigned to the operation Edward
proposed.

Our hero made it as little painful as possible ; passing over, for
obvious reasons, much about himself and family, and banishing the
name of ¢ Corkery’ beyond the pale of history, stating, however, that
\js rank in life, as the son of a trader, presented a barrier to the pur-
suit of a lady of condition—how that lady was first cncountered, the
street broil, his subscquent banishment and irrcpressible love were
recounted as briefly as they might e, and the listener seemed infected
by the spirit of romance which appeared to have presided over the
whole affair, for when Ned conc luded, Finch expressed not only admi-
=ation of his spirit, but even went so far as to encourage his hopes.

“ You do not mean to suy I have a chance ?” exclaimed Ned,
whose flashing eye betraycd that his feelings were at variance with
the doubting nature of his question. )

« And why not?” returned Finch..® “ You are young, full of
courage, and fit for enterprise ; the world offers plenty to do for all
such. Look at the Low Countries at this moment, for imstance;
the theatre of daring achicvements that lift bold men above the hends
of ordinary mortals. Glorious graves or living laurels may be had

- there, and fortune, too, if you have luck on your side.” .

“Iwould dare a thousand deaths a day !” exclaimed Ned, “to win
her ;—e¢ven to deserve her ;—but where could I get a commission ?—
I have not friends, and to serve as a volunteer requires more money
than I can command.” ;

“ Money !” returned Finch—* ah !-—you have said the very word
that has more magis in it, lad, than all else besides—if you had money
cnough, you peed care for nothing besides—the £. 8. D,—the pounds
shillings and pence reign triumphant over all else.”
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t “ True!” said Ned, with a sigh. :

“ Well,” returned Finch, “money is to be made, and adventure
found in other places than in Flanders. The sea offers reward as well
as the land. The Indies, for example, afford scope to the enterprise
of the navigator.”

“ Would to Heaven I had but the opportunity of engaging in such
a venture !” cried Ned, enthusiastically.

“ Well,” suid Finch, “there is no knowing how I myself might
help you in that particular ; I have sailed East and West myself.”
Here he launched forth at some length on the subjeet, embellishing his
recital with some piquant bits of sea stories, which quite came up to
all Ned fancied of nautical adventure, and set him quite agog td®
realize those dreams in which he had somctimes indulged, and which
he found, from his friend’s narrative, were not beyond reality. Finch
spoke with contempt of paddling about, as he called if, in muddy
channel scas. Ie talked of “the bluc waters;” and certain lofty
phrases of “Indian skies,” waving palmn-trees,” and ¢ soft savan
nahs,” quite fired Ned's brain. In truth, Lhis new acquaintance was
a dashing fcllow—there was a fine free tone about him above the
narrow prejudices of those to whom Ned had been accustomed ; there
was that in him which approached nearer to the romantic than he
had yet witnessed, and he began to hope the world was not sudh'a
hum-drum place as. of late, he began to fear it was. Under his
present circumstances, he felt the society of his new friend the greatest
relief ; he diverted his thoughts from the absorbing theme which
unmanned him, by his good spirits and the profusion of entertaining
anecdote with which his memory was stored, till Ned began to enter-
tain a regard, as wiil as admiration for him, and e¢very spare moment
he could command whs given up to his socicty.

All this time Captain M‘Guffin was loading * The Industry’ with
her cargo, and Ned Corkery with reproaches ; for his attention became
quite alicnated from the interests of thefbrig, for which the recitals of
the dashing Finch had engendered a thorough contempt, and the
worthy M‘Guffin’s displeasure might havc assumed a harsher form,
but that Ned was the son of a wealthy, man. £. 8. D. have their
cdllateral as well as direct influence.

The moment approached, however, which was to separate Ned from
the sober reproaches of the master. Meeting Finch by appointment,
one day, an unusual brightness illumined the countenance of his
friend, who, shaking him warmly by the hand, announced that he had
some good news for him.

“ T have heard of your charmer,”. said he.

Ned listened breathlessly.

¢« The Count has travelled south, and if T don’t mistake much, 18
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on his way to Dunkirk, or, perhaps, Courtrai ; but I would venture a
Pet he is at either of the places, where it won’t be hard to find him.”

“ Of what avail is that to me ?” said Ned, sorrowfully. “ To hear
they, whom I wish to sec, are hundreds of miles away, without the
power of following.”

¢ Wait, lad ! don’t jump to your conclusion so fast ; suppose I put
you in the way of following—of seeing your ‘ladye love’—mayhap of
winning her.”

Ned could only gasp forth en amatory ¢ oh !’ and clasp his hands.

< Listen, then. Imprimis, as lawyers begin people’s wills. Tmprimis,

ﬁu must leave that clumsy old brig, and the fusty M‘Guffin. Who
uld do any good with such a name as M‘Guffin ?” cried Finch,
<contemptuously.
.. Ned was delighted, he had thought of changing his.

4 T will give you a berth on board the prettiest eraft that ever
floated, and take you with me to Dunkirk ; ‘therc you will be nearer
your game than here, and you may have some days’ leisure to play it
t00 ; and when, under iy advice, you make the most of an interview
with your charmer, return on beard, and it will go hard with me if
I don’t show you the way to fortune.”

At all times the promise held out to a young man of being put in
the way of making the fir-t step in the course Ned’s friend pointed
-out is most tempting ; but under the peculiar circumstances such
promise was made, the temptation was irresistible. At that mo-
ment Ned would have followed Finch to the uttermost end of the
world, and with all the enthusiasm belonging to his country and his
time of life, he made a wild outpouring of thanks to his friend with a
Jdearty acceptance of his offer.

“ Then to-morrow eveniny,” said Finch, ﬂintﬁnw forth his hand to
<ur hero, in a fashion which says, ¢ Trust me.’

“An’ ’twere this moment!” returned Ned, grasping the ofl‘ored
gage of friendship, and in the Warm pressure which his heart prompted,
-expressing more than he could ha¥e spoken.

“ Enough !” cried Finch, and they parted.

“"What a tumault of thought and feeling passed through Ned's head
and heart, after the separation ! that which in the enthusiasm of &n
excited moment, seemed easy as the volition of flight to a bird, had
its difficulties and objections presented when about to be brought into
-action. He wa# going he knew not where—nor for how long :—of
time nor plaes could he tell his father, and though implicit obe-
dience was rfot a virtue Ned exercised pre-eminently, yet the natural
affections, which were strong in him, forbade he should teke the step on
-which he had determined without writing to theold man. A letter was
accordingly composed for the exigency of the moment, saying that,
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desirous of seeing the world and making his fortune, he was bound to
foreign parts, hoped to be forgiven, and all that sort of thing which iyre-
gular and erratic young gentlemen who have the use of their limbs,
indite to men of slow. habits who go upon crutches. This letter was
entrusted to the carg of the deserted M‘Guffin, enclosed in one to
himself ; and Ned, seizing the occasion of the sober master’s absence
from the ¢ Industry,” transferred his chest from that simple brig to
the knowing little craft, ¢ Seagull,” which, immedintely afte:
weighed anchor, and a flowing sheet soon put leagues of water
between Ned and his industry.’

The breeze, at first so favourable, soon chopped about; but the
adverse wind only served to make Ned more in love with the
Unlike the brig, that lifted her heavy head out of the ses, and flopped
it in again, as if she were half asleep, the lively Seagull clove the
waves, dashing the spray right and left aside of her graceful bows,
answering her helm with the delicacy of a hair trigger, coming into
the wind as fast as if the point whence it blew were a magnet, and she
had a needle in her bowsprit, and away again on the opposite tack, as
though she were gifted with an animal instinct, and doubled, llke a
hare before greyhounds.

¢« Come down,” said Finch, “we necd not stay-here ; we'll make
ourselves comfortable below, and then turn in.” The evening - was
spent agreeably, accordingly ; Ned liked the skipper more and move,
and wondered how his father could have had the barbarity to send *
him to sea in such a heavy tub as the ¢ Industry,” while such craft
a8 the ‘Seagull’ swam. He turned in, and dreamt of *blue waters,
waving palms, and soft sdvannahs.” In the morning he partook of
the nicest breakfast he.ever saw on board a ship, the next day’s sail
was all that could be wished, and the nexttand the nex# day were.more
pleasantly passed by Ned than any otber days of his life ; they made
Dunkirk, and fresh enjoyments were befare Ned ; he was happiest of
the happy He membered the couplet @f the song, which says—

— he talked offsuch things,
Aa if sailors were kingsy”
and Ned thought there was no if about itj but that no king could be
happier than he ever since his foot had begn on board the ¢ Seagull.’

The port of Dunkirk, at that time, was a stirring scene of action ;
the fortifications, which by the treaty of Utrecht had been destroyed,
and the extensive basins, capable of receiving forty-sail of the lkine,
which hed been filled up, were now being rebailt and cleared out ;
and already the docks were capable of affording accommodation to a
«considerable armament, preparing for a descent upon England, under
the command of the renowned Marshal Saxe, and for the purpose of
re-astablishing the house of Stuart on the British throne.
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' "T'he bustle of workmen, the shouts of sailors, the drum, the trumpet,
and the cannon, all ‘contributed to the martial din and tumult of the
place, which perfectly astounded Ned, who, notwithstanding, was less
influenced by the thought of the mighty game which was preparing
to be played than by the hope he entertained of seeing his beloved one.
Inquiry lay within so small a compass in Dunkirk, that Finch was
soon enabled to ascertain what ‘persons of note were in the place, and
Count Nellinski was not amongst them. “ The Marshal had gone to
Courtrai ; and there Ned was recommended to repair, in search of his
darling object. Finch stoutly avowing his belief the game would be
found in that quarter, he gave Ned several hints ag to his mode of
proceeding, placing in strong array his own knowledge of the world
in general, some little insight into the circumstances of the particular
case, and, beyond all, his conviction that a coup de main, where a lady
is in the casc, does wonders. ¢ Be bold,” he said ; ¢ tell her at once
you love her, the first moment you have an opportunity, and that you
entertain hopes of being soon in a position to claim her hand ; draw a
little on futurity ; and if the woman likes you, she will put it in bank in
her heart, and then you'll have something to draw on. Remember my
axiom—'tis that good old one I have often repeated to you—* Faint
heart never won fair lady.” ”

Along with such advice he furnished his friend with a passport and
copious directions, and Ned set out on what he could not help con~

" fessing to himself was a wild-goose chase, spurred by the strongest
stimulus that can inspire the heart—love ; and upborne by the most
enduring power that can sustain Luman exertion—hope ; both the
bright companions of life, but brightest in youth.

The time which fortunc had thrown in our hero’s way was not the
most favourable for travelfing ; the frequency of military posts, the
scrupulous “examination of passports, the suspicion with which the
most trivial circumstances in connexion with a traveller was regarded,

.rendered the wayfarer liable to many discomforts, and not unfre-
quently to danger ; for sometimes straggling parties cf soldiers roved
up and down, who, taking advantage of the exigencies of the times,
made the public cause but an excuse for private rapine, by vexatious
and rude interruptions, which enabled them to raise pecuniary contri-
butions from defenceless parties whose ill luck threw them into such
unwelcome company, and whose only chance of permission to proceed
on their journey was giving a bribe; the loss of their money being,
in most cases, preferred to the loss of their liberty, more particularly
in the hands of such unceremonious captors.

It was Ned's evil fortune to fall in with one of these marauding
parties, in company with some fellow-travellers with whom he had left
Dunkirk. When stopped and questioned, and, at last, detained by the
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soldicry, one of the party, a sturdy burgher, protested loudly against
she proceeding ; swearing lustily that it was not care for the public
cause, but the mere desire to mulet the passengers, by which it was
prompted ; and though he paid for leave to.pass, he grumbled
ominously, and some muttered words of making it a matter of debate
in his town-council, and having it strongly 1epresented at Mead-quar-
ters, caught the ears of the seldiers; while he further averred, that
though scarcely a day passed without hundreds of such stoppuges, he
never heard of a single instance of their daring to take a prisoner

before the authorities ; clearly proving that it was a piece of knavery,
and nothing else.

This was so generally known, that the depredators lost no occasion
of pulling up any really suspicious person, to give a colour to their
proceedings ; and as it happened that Ned, speaking nothing bt Eng-
lish, aud his passport not being what they chose to consider satisfac-
tory, was just the man for their purpose, they rebutted the accusation
of the burgher by ‘making a prisoner of Ned, whom they feigned to
belicve a spy ; and he was therefore parted from his companions and
despatched to Courtrai, under a guard. This was but an inauspicious
commencement of his voyage of discovery; and the miles which he
had yet to traverse towards the town were passed by our hero in
melancholy forebodings, which grew darker as he entered the strongly-
guarded gate of the fortress, and saw the fierce looks which were cast
upon him as he was pointed out for an English spy. He was forwarded
directly by the officer in command of the gate, under a special escort,
to the provost-marshal ; and after a brief charge made by his captors,
who made matters appear as bad as they could against him, the more
to glorify their own vigilance, and one word of which Ned could not
contradict, as he did not know what they were saying, he was thrust
into a dingy cell, lighted by one small window with a strong iron
grating ; and as the guardian of the den was about to close the door,
e cast back a significant look, and, putting his thumb under his ear,
with an ominous twist of his mouth and a smart click of the tongue
at the same moment, be slammed the door on his prisoner, whom we
must leave, for the present, to his hempen meditations.
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< HAPTER V.

¥Frenca Flanders, whose greater portion was won by the valour o:
the DBritish urms, had been reconquered in subsequent campaigns.

The genius of Maurice, Count de Saxe, had retrieved the fallen
fortunes of the French, and the victories of the illustrious Marl-
borough were remembered with impatience, as the more recent suc-
cesses of this later mastey of the art of war swept away the result of
the-British hero’s conquests. With an inferior force, he now held in
oheck the army of the allies ; and though unable to maintain a pitched
battle, the judicivus distribution of his battalions prevented his adver-
saries from concentrating, and forcing him to a general engagement.
Until his presence might be required, he had retired from Dunkirk to
Courtrai, where he was better able to enjoy the' pleasures he loved.
Of these, the theatre was one; and though a dramatic company
attended his camp, which he might command at all times, he preferred
Courtrai to a mere seaport town, as in the former a more distingunished
audience might do honour to the exalted efforts of the artists whom it
‘was his pleasure to patronize. Amongst these the exquisite Adrienne
le Couvreur stood pre-eminent. It wus she who first inspired the
Count with the padsion for the drama, which, jn her hands, could
enchain the imagination und engage the passions. Her embodiment of
the poet’s conceptions, showed a power in the histrionic art which he
did not conceive it possessed; and the faseination became the more
potent from being unexpected, and was enduring as it was sudden.
The admiration her talents ‘excited made him desire to have the
aequaintance of one who so often charmed him in public, and in the
society of this gifted actress he found new charms ; her conversation
was an enjoyment he constantly courted, and she obtained sufficient
influence over the soldier to urge him to the study of elegant litera-
ture ; his mind, hitherto absorbed by authors who could only extend his
knowledge in the art of war, was thrown open to the contemplation of'
those who move our hearts to the better purposes of peace, and em-
bellish social life with the adornments of poetry and the fine arts ; and
thus endowed, through her influence, with a new and more cxaltmg
power of cn]oyment, he more and more esteemed his beautiful bene-
factress. Profuse in his expenditure, his patronage of Adrienne was
munificent ; and on one occasion she had the opportunity of proving
that his liberality was not unworthily bestowed. 'When, under sdverse



TRBEASURE TROVE. 13

eircnmstances, he was combatting for the duchy of Courland, Adrienne,
then in Paris, pawned her jewels and plate, and sent a considerable
sum to replenish the military chest of her patron.

Here was a fresh causc of admiration on the part of the Count,
w hose sensc of such noble conduct raised her still higher in his opinion,
and the fuir Adrienne became such a favourite, that she was admitted
to the frecdom of friendship with the noble Marshal, and might
venture 1o say or do what few would have dared to one in his exalted
position.

Whenever the exigencies of war, on his part, or of the Thédtre
Frangais on hers, permitted, her presence was always requested by
the Count, to add the lustre of her dramatic art to the many other
courtly pleasures with which he always sought to adorn hjs camp,
therely rendering an exile from the capital more hearable to the young
nobles who followed his standard.  One of these occasions had now
arrived ; hostilities, on a large scale, were laid by, and the Marshal
awaited with impatience in Courtrai the arrival of the renowned Le
Couvreur ; for the pleasure of the theatre was held in dearer antii:ipa-
tion at that moment from his being debarred from active exercise; in
consequence of a wound reccived in early life and neglected, and,
often causing pain and inconvenience, now exhibiting some of its
unpleasant symptoms. The Count, for the greater ease of his woundoed
limb, was in dishabille : habited in a roguelaire, and wearing on his
head a silken cap,”in which a small aigrette of heron’s feathers was
quaintly fastened with a jewel.  Ile was sarrounded by maps.and books,
plans of fortifications, and other evidences of af active compmander,
and poring over a projected movement, which he measured with hand
and mind, balancing all ist the scale of contingency, when the arrival
of Mademoisclle Le Couvreur was announced. The compasses were
flung aside, all thoughts of the campnign were abandoned, and the joy
at the sight of his lovely and welcome visitor put “ grim-visaged war
to flight.” How the hours glided by—what amusing anecdotes the
actress brought from Paris! The tittle-tattle of that brilliant place
was served up to the Marshal with the piquant sauce of the fair
Adricnne’s manuer ; even court plots and state intrigues wero at her
fingers’ end, and the king himself did not eseape.

*¢ There is one thing however he did that I love him for,” said she;
“ he created you a marshal ; I need not tell you how I rejoiced at-
that well-deserved proof of his majesty’s favour. I bave not till now
had the opportunity of making my congratulations ; pray, Marshal,
accept them!”

She then asked, in that womanly-spirit which enjoys the outward
signs. of. triumph, to see the bdfbn which the king had presented.

Saxe smiled gt the fond folly, and said,  ¥s it not enough to know
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that I am a Marshal, without looking at the bauble which represents
the rank ? it is not half so ﬂne as many of the insignia you wear upon
am stnge ”»

¢ But more real,” answerqd Adrienne; “and that makes all the
difference > )

“ Some of the dignities of real life are quite as unsubstantial as your
pasteboard crowns,” returned the Marshal. ¢ What, for instance, is
my coronet of Courland worth? It is dear to me, for ome reason,
certainly; the struggle to win it proved there was yet a noble and
disinterested friendship left in the world.”

He fixed his bright eye significantly on Adrienne as he spoke ; she
only answered by a smile and with an inclination of the head.

“ But I repeat,” continued the Count, *what are many of the dig-
nities, the triumphs, and the honours of this world, morc than a
theatric pageant, only not so amusing, and a little longer sometimes;
while the world applaud or hiss by turns, and on which the curtain
falls at last when Death ¢rings down?’”

“Go on! go on!” said the actress; “rally as much as you please;
but I hold my opinion :——the: triumph, or grief, or joy of this world,
muit be more touching than that of the theatre, because it is real.”

“ Ma belle!” answercd the Marshal, with ready courtesy, * all is
real when you are on the stage.”

« Ah!” returned the lovely woman, “if you reply by compliments,
I must give up the argument; but though I can say no more,
I will see the baton.”

The Marshal’s ﬂincipal attendant was summoned, and at the
lady’s desire the staff of office was produced. It was beautifully
wrought, studded, or to use the ancient Theraldic phrase, semé with
Sleurs-de-lis in gold and enamel. The fair Adriennc snatched: the
glittering cmblem of military domination from the bLand of the
attendant, and when he had left the room she kissed it passionately,
and exclaimed, ¢ May victory hover wheresoever ’tis raised! but the
wish is needless—it must, in the hands of Le Maréchal de Suxe.”,

“ You ean beat me at compliments,” said the Marshal, * though you
disclaim them.” )

Adrienne rose, and assuming a military stand, waved the baton in

_ the air, and with the happiest mimicry imitating the Count’s manner,
gave a series of the most absurd commands. The Count laughed,
half at the close imitation of himself, half at the nonscnse she was
talking; while the admiration of her beautiful arm, as it waved to and
fro in all the accustomed grace of the highest study, cast an Attic
enjoyment over the scene, and almost made farce sublime.

¢ Sitdown!# cried the Count, whén his laughter permitted him to
epeak; “sit down, lady fair—what nonsense you do talk. If Hercules
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was ahsurd holding the distaff, Venus makes as poor work with the
truncheon.” .

The lively téte-d-téte was soon interrupted by the arnouncement
that Mons. de Devenish, the commandant, waited the Marshal’s
pleasure. '

“ Ma foi!” exclaimed the Count, surprised, and consulting his watch,
" que le temps fuit! it is indeed the hour I appointed;” and turning
to the servant, he desired him to make his compliments to the com-
raandant, and say he should be' gharmed to see him: the servant retired.

“ Now,” said the Count to the lady, “you will hear some very
droll French spoken.”

“T am used to that,” sail Adricnne, with a smile, alluding to the
Murshal’s own foreign accent.

«Ah! but I aman angel compared to Mons. de Devenish; he is an
Irishman—one of the many thousapds who, brave as Ciesar, and loving

.ating in their hearts, nre not allowed to draw a sword for the king
o1 Great Britain, under whose erown they live; and therefore they
hip to win victories for other countries. 1 have known De Devenish
many years; he was an officer in the first regiment I ever raised, and
has been in many a hot place with me; he has elevated himself hy
itis own merit to be commandant of this fortress, and a more deserving
officer never held command.”

The entrance of the commandant cut short any further praise or
comment the Count might have felt inclined to make, and after
returning the Marshal's salutation, he begged to present to him an
officer who had entered the chamber with him. HMis aspect was stern,
and his arm in a sling spoke of rccent encounter; and when the com-
mandant introduced him under the name of Captain Lynch, the¢ Marshal
spemed to receive him with peculiar courtesy.

“Charmed to sce you, Captain,” said the Marshal; “ you have
strengthened the brigade* wonderfully ;—~what dashing fellows you
have brought from Ircland—are they all such bandsome strong straight
dare-devils?” )

“1 believe, Marshal, we are pretty fairly provided with mnatural
gifts.”

“You have got hurt—how’s that?”

A sharp affair, Marshal,” answered Devenish, taking up the con-
versation; “and in a quarter I would not have expected, which made
me take the liberty of bringing the Captain with me, to give all the
information you might desire.”

The Marshal withdrew to a table at the further end of the room,

.* The Irish Brigade—one of the most distinguished in the French army of the
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and after asking Captain Lynch some few brief questions, he turned
to Devenish, and with an outspread map before him, began to gauge
distances with a pair of compasses. After a pause'of a few
minutes, he exclaimed to the commandant, “ I tell you ’tis impossi-
ble; the Duke de Grammont is here—Mons. de Luttaux there.
The Duke de Biron could not be forced— St. Sauveur commands an
impenetrable point—the Count de Longhunai would not permit an
enemy to steal a march—’tis impossible any thing of moment can
have taken place.” .

Devenish ventured certain suggestichs, which the Marshal listened
to with an attention which showed in what respect he held the com-
mandant’s judgment, but still he maintained the opinion that any
serious movement of the enemy was impossible.

‘While this cenference of so much moment was going forward,
Lynch’s attention was arrested by the occupation of Adrienne, who,
still holding the Marshal’s trunchedn, used it for a plaything to pro-
voke her dog into hctivity. Yes:- while the interest of kingdoms was
in debate, the staff of honour, presented by a proud potentate to un
illustrious soldicr, was made the toy of the moment in the hand of o
woman !

Lynch’s mind was not of the mould to derive enjoyment from the
piquant frivolity of such a scene: the staff of honour made a play-
thing for the amusement of a lap-dog, to Lis earnest nature only cou-
veyed a sense of displeasure, and an expression of pity and sadness
passed acress his countenance while he watched the gambols of the
lady’s pet, pursuing in bounding circles the baton which the lovely
woman waved above his head. Even the beauty of person and grace
of action before him, to which, under ordinary circumstances, he was
not insensible, became neutralized by the wound his sense of pro-
priety received. The impressions of the man were less vivid thdh
the feelings of the soldier; and the truncheon, which in his mind was
associated with thoughts of honour and victory, and whose indication
he would have followed witli alacrity though the path led to death,—
that type of command to be degraded, as he considered it, cast a
deeper shade over his stern and massive features the longer he looked.
His attention was withdrawn from the displeasing incident by a word
addressed to him by the Marshal, who having finished the discussion
of the important topics on whiech he was engaged with the Com-
mandant, turned the conversation npon the passing trivialities of the
time.

“I hope you and Mademoiselle, your fair daughter, erqoyed the
ball" the other night, Captain;—by-the-by, what a charming person
ste is. She was called by common consent in the salon, L« belle
Iriundaise.” N
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Lynch bowed. and thanked the Marshal for his flattering speech
with a formal SY.

“1 hope she enJoyed our comedy teo.”

« Extremely, sir.”

¢ No doubt she can aeppreciate the wit of Moliére, for I know she
speaks French charmingly.—Has she ever lived in Pa#is?”

¢« No, Count; she has passed most of her life in Ireland.”

¢ Then how has she acquired so pure an accent?”

“ An old priest was her instructor.” :

“ Ah, truly, I forgot that; all your priests get ‘their education in
France. We send you priests, and you supply us with soldiers. We
have the best of the bargain,” said the Marshal, laughing. “Soa
priest has taught her French ?” '

“Yes, Count, and something better, I hope,” repjjed the father,
seriously.

¢ Oh, doubtless,” returned the Count, with a corresponding suavity of
voice : “but stild she enjoyed our comedy,” added he, with a mis-
chievous twinkle of his dark eye, and onc of his merricst smiles.

¢ Certainly,” rephed Lynch; “we say in Ireland, air, that we may
be ¢ merry and wise,” and I think it quite possible.”

“I'l go farther than that,” said the Marshal; “I think it very
uuwise not to be merry when one can. But now I ean offer to
Mademoiselle a higher entertainment. Qur camp is honmoured with
the presenee of the first artiste in the world,” and he looked to
Adrienne as ke spoke: “ and I doubt not, Mademoisclle has tears to
Lestow on tragedy, as well as smiles to reward comedy. I hope for
the honour of seeing you and your fair daughter, Captain, amongst
our auditory.”

« Thanks, Marshal;—but my daughter has left Courtrai.”

# Kor shrame, Captain! Beauties are not so plenty here, thntwe
can spare so fair a face. I hope Mademoislle returns soon: besides,
remember what gn intellectual banquet is before her in scecing
Mademoiselle Le Couvreur.” He waved hk band towards Adrienne,
and bowed courteously. She returned thQ salutation with a smile,
and retired.

«T hope your daugkter is within recaﬂ tontinued the Count.
“ Where is she?” |

Captain Lynch hesitated for & moment; and muttered something
about the Marshal’s too flattering courtesy.  *

“T insist on knowmg,” said the Count, with his most winning air.
¢ T positively commagnd her presenee here, to grace ourrevels,-—where
is she? Answer, Captain, or dread a generalissimo’s displeasure: if
your fair daughter is thus spirited away, I swear you shall not have a
foﬂornh@etoleld, or 8 post of danger to defend, ﬁorthe rest of tha
campaign.”



Lynch smiled at the nature of the Marshal’s threatened punish-
- ment, and in reply to the reiterated questions of where his daughter
had gone, he replied, * To Bruges;” but in despite ¢f the entreaties
made for her return, the Captain respectfully declined the honour of
the Marshal’s pressing invitation, and scon withdrew in company of
the Commandant.

They had scarcely retired, when the Count ordered the immediate
attendunce of his favourite emissary, Lerroux.

A swarthy man, of powerful frame, overhanging brow, and quick
dark eye, soon made his appeargnce. The moment he entered, the
‘Count addressed him with something of reproach in his manner.

“ How is it that you never told me Mademoiselle de Lynch had left
Courtrai?”

« 1 did not kgow it, Monseiyneur ?

“Then she has fairly given you the slip?”

¢ But I will learn where she is gone, if Monseigneur desires.”

«I know it without your help;—so you see 1 have done without
you this time—prenez garde.”

“ Pardon, Monscigneur.—And what is Monseigneur’s pleasure?”

* We must have the lady back to Courtrai; we have no beauties to
spare here—eh, Lerroux?”

« Monscigneur is right.”

¢ She is too charming a person to stay at Bruges while I am here.”

¢« At BrucEs;—thanks, Monseigneur.—But what address?”

¢ Plague take thee, rascal; am I to find out every thing that belongs
to thy business?”

$¢ Pardon, Monseigneur! am I to go to Bruges then?”

“Yes: you know how to find out where anybody is anywhere,
and can discover the address of Mademoiselle. She is too hand-
Some to .be spared from Courtrai, and we must make some excuse
to get her back. Her father is wounded; that is a good plea to
draw her from her retreat.” .

¢« Admirable, Monseignetr!”

« You can make it serve, I think.

“ Without doubt, Monseigneur.”

“Contrive it your’ own way ;—but of course J know nothing
about it.” He threw him a purse of gold as he spoke, and smiled.

Lerroux answered with a vile leer and low chuckle,

¢ Lose no time.”

“ Not a moment, ANonseigneur.”

¢ And you shall not lose money—-—for there is another purse if you

lngbackthe

utoo good!” amlthewretch, with amnge,uhe
retired &mntheroom,and left the Marshal to his alternatgireveries
of lgve snd we, -
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CHAPTER VL

Tae Commandant insisted on the presence of Captain } yuch at his
quarters on their retiring from the Marshal’s presence. The latter
pleaded his wound as “reason fit” why it were wiser to betake hime
to the retirement of his own lodging and the repose of his own
Led; but the Commgndant pleaded ancient friendship, with that oft-
used clause, “the length of time since they had met;” and Lynch '
being an Irishman, the social disposition of his nature backed his
friend’s request, and yielded to the Commandant’s wishes, on the
promise of the latter that Lynch should “do as he liked;” which
meant, that the Commandant would not enforce his guest to drink till
he was tipsy. In the course of their walk, Mons. de Devenish, for so
we must call our French-Irish commandant, alluded to the beauty of
the Captain’s daughter, and the universal adniration she created.

“Even the Marshal,” said he, * though used to the blaze of charms
in the French court, has been attracted.”

+* T wish he were not,” returned the father.

¢« And why not?” A

“ Because I desire not such distinctions for my child. The
admiration of wolves for lambs is something like that of your Count-
Marshal for a captain’s daughter; it is disproportionate, and any
superstructure on so false a base, must fall; and in falling, whom would
it crush?—the woman. The brilliancy of g warrior’s reputation, and:a
courtier’s manner, are an over-match for the natural weakness even of
the most sensible girl; and I would not willingly expose my child to
the trial:—not that I fear or doubt her goéd sense and her innate love
of all that is honourable, not only in reality, but in seeming; never-
theless, I should shrink at the idle w}nsﬁers of a clique commenting
upon the courtesies of a man of the Cotnts gay reputation to my
daughter.”

“ My dcar friend,” answered Devemsh,‘ “ you think like a man who.
has lived in the hermit retirement of our native land, and is unused
to the world.”

“ And you, my good Commandaut,” returned Lynch, “think-——or
perbape I had better say, don’t think of such matters, with the care-
lessniesy ‘that long habit has engendered while living with thee
demoraliged foreigners.” .

B
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“Jt is possible,” said Devenish; “but I hope I am not con-
taminated.”

“ Certainly not,” replied the Captain;  but your feelings on such
matters are blunted: and so strongly do I feel on this subject, that
I am going to ask of you the favour of supplying me with some trusty
messenger, to convey to my daughtoer a letter to warn her against any
surprise that may be attempted to draw her to Courtrai.”

“ Surprise!” exclaimed Devenish, in wonder.

“ Aye, surprise,” repeated Lynch; “there was something in the
manner of the Count I did not like—it jarred upon me; and I would
%k the favour at your hands I+have nam

“ You shall have it, my dear friend.”

« “My wound, and the duties I have to perbrm here,” said the
Captain, “ are obstacles to my own departure hence at this moment,
or I would instantly go to Bruges and see my girl; but a letter in
safe hands must serve my turn for the present.  You say you can fur-
nish a trusty messenger?”

“ Depend on me,” replied Devenish.

“ Thanks!” said Lynch; * it is enough.”

Their brief and confidential colloquy brought them to the quarters
of the Commandant, where a few ofticers had been invited to shave the
hospitality of his table, and were already awaiting their host. IIe
pleaded the commands of the Marshal for this breach of etiquette on
*his part, and ordered dinner to be served directly.

Most of the men were Irish, for Devenish loved to have his country-
men about him, and the after-dinner hilarity was mingled with various
anticipations of the proposed descent on Great Britain, in the cause
of Prince Charles, and its probable result on ¥reland. Lynch
promised the most devoted adherence to the ‘cause, on the part of all
Treland,~—stating his personal knowledge of the feelings of the
-country, in the cause of their legitimgte king.

“More fools they !” said Devenish—¢ pass the bottle, boys.”

# Call you devotion to a sacred duty folly ¥ said Lynch, in whom
a romantic and enthusiastic nature produced a deeper love for a
sinking cauge.

¥ call it folly,” returned Devenish, “to adhere to a family through
whom poor Ireland lost ull, and got nothing. They adhered to the
royal eause in Charles the First’s time, and little thanks they got—
only were murthered entirely by Cromwéll for it after, and had not
«even pity from Charles the Second.  Still, for all that, nothing would
serve them but to stick to dirty® James, with desperate fidelity ; and
much good that did them,—only got them murthered over again by

* King James is still remembered in the devoted land he abnndoned by this
complimentary sobriguet,

¢
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ilack Billy, and made the world jusi one big barrack for Irishmen to
go live abroad in, for they dare not stay at home.”

“ And are we not as badly off under George?” asked Lynch,
gloomily—¢ and is it not worth a struggle to make Ireland @ land
where her sons may live and die in honour, and not be forced to live
in exile, if they would not live as slaves 7

 Ah, Lynch, leave your indignant eloquence, like a good boy, and
pass the wine,—there is poor O’Donnell eyeing the bottle with a
longiug loek, that is quite heart-breaking.”

“] am of your opinion, Commandant, respecting the expedition,”
said O’Donncll, filling his glass. Thewit spoke truth, who told Louis
that he would never see mass performed in London, unless he had
three hundred thouggad soldiers to serve it.”

“ We have yct to see what the expedition will do,” said Lynch.

“ And they are ma.kmfr all hagte in their preparations,” added
Blake.

“Yet I have no expcctatmn from it,” said the Commandant.

“ Though Saxe commands it ?” replied Lynch.

“ Aye, even Saxe.—And, by-the-by, I um not sure if he won’t be
held by the'leg here—that wound of his is troublesome sometimes—I
know it of old—for I was with him when he got it.”

“By the way, that was a desperate affair, I believe ?” inquired
O’Donnell.

¢ Faith, you may say that.”

¢« An extraordinary escape, was it not ?” inquired another.

o Incrcdiblg almost,” replied Devenish, who was requested, by all
present, to give the particulars of the encounter, as none of them had
cver heard the getails,

“It is upwards of twenty years ago,” said Devenish, “and as one
might forget a little or so in that time, I dare say you will imagine
the hulf of what I shall tell you invention ; but I give you my
honour, the most fertile fancy could not invent half the wonders of
that night’s work.—You see it was whep I first joined the Count’s
regiment,—the first which father allawed him to raise, and with
which he certainly performed wonders in a former campaign,—it Was
then that the regiment was ordered fo Pomerania, to join the
Prussians, and the Count sent off the lads before him, that they might
be in for the first of the fun, he himself intending to follow in a few
days ; -but as hercould move faster than & whole regiment, they were
sent ahead, he reserving only six of his officers, and about twel»-
servants, well azmed for his escort, though we had to cross part of a»
encmy’s country.”

“Did he dare such a thing with only eighteen men ?”

“Dare ?” said Devenish ; “of all the dare-devils I eversaw,~8ik

E 2
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I have seen a few in my time,—the Count surpassed, when he was
young. He knows better, now ; for; indeed, the bit of advice Prince
Eugene gave him’one day, was needed.”

% What was that ?” inquired Blake.

“ When the general officers were praising the young Count one day,
at Bethune, for some of his daring vagaries, Prince Eugene waited till
they were all done, and then he took him down a peg, with these re-
markable words :—¢ You mistake temerity for courage,” said he ; ¢ but
do not confound them, Count, for connoisseurs know the difference.””

“ But you are forgetting the story, Commandant.”

“Well, we were but nineteen people in all, well mounted, and armed
to the® teeth ; and we pushed our nags pretty smartly, till night brought
us, after a hard day’s ride, to a small place called Crachnitz. Here
there was but a shabby little inn, which could not afford sufficient accom-
modation for our party. We were obliged to distribute our horscs in
various stables up and down the village, reserving those of the inn for
the officers’ chargers, and the servants to sleep in. We stationed a
couple of scouts to be on the look ouf, to avoid a surprise, and then
the Count ordered supper, with as much nonckalance ag if he were
safe at home in his father’s palace. Well, just as we were Sitting down
to supper, in rushed our scouts, to tell us the enemy were pouring
into the town in great force. 'What need of force, you will say, to
take nineteen men ? but, as we afterwards heard, the enemy had sup-
Yosed us to be a much stronger detachment, having heard that
Marshal Count Fleming travelled with the Count de Saxe ; and so
something to the tune of two hundred dragoons enfgred the town,
while six hundred cavalry were posted outside, {o prevent escape, and’
make our capture sure ; for if they could have carrfed off the Count
and the Marshal, it would have been as good as taking three
thousand men.

The Count immediately gave orders to barricade the door and lower
windows—to pierce the wainscot of the hall, and place a couple of
men in each of the side rooms, which commanded the passage, who
copld thus, under cover, pour a fire upn the first who should enter.
The Count and the rest of his suite withdrew to the stables, which we
could better defend, and where we saddled our horses, to be ready to
run when we could no longer fight, We heard the clatter of the
dragoons, es they galloped up the street, and drew up round the inn.
A violent kwtocking at the door succeeded ; and on the refusal to open,
the oﬂioet'h command threatened to force it. The threat was soon
put into ‘esiacttion ; the door was batterdd down with the butt-ends
of fire-arms. .And while all this din was going forward outside,
within, the stillness of death reigned—where the Grim King was soon
'to reign Mmself. A light was so disposed, that the hall was visible te
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us, while thobe who should enter could see nothing. The four men in the
two rooms, with guns ready pointed through the s, awaited the
forcing of the door, to deal slaughter on the first who should enter.
Bang! bang! fell the blows on the portal, and the creaking planks told
how fast the work went on. At last came one grand crash, and in
fell the door ; a rush of dragoons is impeded by a slight barricade of
furniture in the hall ; the moment they are checked, four deadly shots
are put in from the side rooms. ‘We then, from the other end of the
passage which led to the stables, hurl a murderous fire upon the
assailants, whose own dead bodies become an additional rampart for
our defence. The dragoons, treading over their fallen companions,
are pressed forward from the rear,—they are met with the bayonet,
and slaughtered helplessly ; a panic seizes the assailants, and the hall
is abandoned—Iliterally barricaded with dead. An escalade was
attempted at the same tfme, however ; and just as we had cleared the
hall, the tramp of the dragoons was heard in the apartments above,
where the windows were undefended. The Count was the first to rush
up stairs in the darkness. He had a pistol in one hand, and a sword
in the o The first man he met fell by theformer ; and then he
laid about him so vigorously with his steel, that several were killed by
his own hand, before we could back him. A desperate struggle now
took place ; it was pitch dark ; we could not see where we struck,
and the greater part of the conflict consisted rather of wrestling, and
knocking our foes on the head, with the butt-ends of our pistols.
At last, we drove them towards the windows, and thremw them out—
by St. Patri. tis a fact —we threw them out by handfuls! A
second attack was made, and a second time repulsed ; and the enemy,
finding the defence so complete, concluded a greater number were
in the house than was anticipated ; therefore, the officer relin-
quished further assault, till daylight would enable him to use his
numbers with advantage ; and as he considered himself sure of
his prey, he only placed strong parties round the inn, and ordered
the men to rest on their arms till morning, when he might sum-
mon the Count to surrenfier. 'When we found ouraelves unmo-
lested, a little council of war was held, and the first thing that we
perceived, with surprise, was,*that not onevof us, except the Count,
had received so'much as a scratch;—he got a pistol wound in the thigh,
but he treated it as #bthing, and we proceeded to debate what was best
to be done. * We must make daylight through them while it is night,’
said the Count; ‘for if the dawn should show the paucity of our
numbers, the game is lost.” The difficulty was, now, the want of
horses ; for yop remember the stables of the inn could only accommo-
date ﬂmse of the officers. It was therefore agreed to wait till the
enemy might be supposed to be drowsy, and’ surprise“the post, which,
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~e perceived, had been established behind theinn. One great difficulty
-0w cxisted ;—though we had powder, we had expended every ball,
and a rummage Whs made through the house for anything we could
=abstitute ; any bit of brass or iron was a treasure. I crammed »
pail for some fellow's coffin into my pistol, and the Count was busy
in cutting the buttons off his coat, to ornament some other gentleman’s
uniform, when a bright thought, as I imagined, struck me. ¢ Count,”
says I, ‘we say in Ireland that nothing can kill the d 1 but a
silver bullet. So suppose we club our dollars, and cut them up into
slugs ? <A most characteristic invention,” replied he; ‘I never
knew an Irishman who could not get rid of his pay faster than any
other fellow in the world.” Laughing at the Count’s reply, we acted
on my advice, however, and chopped up our dollars into slugs, deter-
mined to pay the enemy ransom in a new fashion. When all was
prepared, Wwe mounted our horses, opened the, gates of the cowrt-yard
quietly, and making the servants on foot steal cautiously forward, till
they should get sufficiently close to the enemy to enable them to reach
them as fast on foot as we should on horseback ; and having contrived
this combincd attack of infantry and cavalry on so grand a scale, at
the ptoper moment %he Count yelled out ¢Charge!’ andtevery man
shouting enough for a dozen, to make believe we were in force, rushed
forward for death or liberty. This sudden and furious assault upon
the guard, who thought themselves in such sccurity, that they had
alighted from their horses, and were lying round a watch-fire, took
them completely by surprise ; and such as escaped our fire, and the
edge of the sword, fled precipitately, and our serv picking the
best of their horses, we sct off at full gallop, and nevel drew rein till
we arrived at Sandomir, the next morning, which we accomplished
without the loss of a man, or a wound amongst the party, except that
of the Count.

* Now,” said the Commandant, when he had finished the story,
¢ remember you asked me to tell you that; for, ’pon my conscience,
I would not volunteer to tell so marvellous a thing and hope to be
believed.” .

His brother-soldiers, while they acknowledged the affair to have
been a wonderful feat, still avowed their belief that, favoured by dark-
ness, a small determined party might keep fearful odds at bay; and
many instances were remembered round the b

¢ By-the-by, Commandant, was Burke with you in that affair?”
inquired O’Donnell.

 He was, poor fellow!” said the Commandant, with an expression
of true regret on the last words, ¢ He had not long come from
Ireland then, and was one of the four picked men who held the hall.
He was my seryant for many years, and much as I valued him, I did
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not know all hisworth till I Jost him. Ihave never had such another.
You remember him, O’Donnell ?”

« I cannot forget the strange scrape he got intd’ the night he mis-
took the pass-word.”

The Commandant laughed at the recollection.

¢ Tell us, Commandant,” was the general request.

¢ O’Donnell knows it,” said Devenish ; “but as there are some here
who do not, I will tell you; and it has the great merit of not being
long. It was one night when I wished to make a communication
with one of our outposts, commanded by a brother Pat, that Burke
was the only disposable person I had for the purpose. He had to
pass a line of sentries; and as it was not long since he came from
Ireland, he did not know a word of French, so the only thing I wished
to impress on his understanding was the necessity of remembering the
pass-word.  As it happencd, our glorious marshal here furnished the
same in his own ever memorable name—Sawe—ever memorable but
in the case of poor Burke, who forgot it, though he swore he never
would, nor could if Le tried—* for your honour,’ says he to me before
he went, ‘how could I forget that word? Sure, I can remember a
miller aisy 8nough, and a miller has sacks—isn’t that right ?’ ¢ Quite,
Burke, said 1; ¢remember a miller and sacks, and you can’t go
wrong—that one word will pass you to-night all through the camp.’
Now you must remember, Saxe did not command us, and that Burke
Lad never heard of such a person, and depended on his mnemonie.
system for remembering the charmed word; but whether it was
thoughts of hgme, or ‘the girl he left behind him,” that were busy
with my poor Burke, or that his high-trotting horse shook the word
out of his head, I won’t pretend to say, but when he was challenged,
the lively ¢ qui wive?’ of the sentry was answered by Burke, singing
out ¢ Bacs;’ and as you may guess, Burke was laid hold of.

¢ ¢ Let me go, you thief !’ cried Burke—¢ Bags, I tell you !’

“ He was taken before the officer of the guard, who asked him where
e came from. Burke tipped him a knowing wink, and cried ¢ Bags;’
but the officer seemed as stupid to Burke-as the sentinel.

“ ¢ What brings you here?’ asked the-officer.

“ ¢ Bags” said Burke, with more emphasis than before.

¢ The same answer to two different questions roused the French-
man's indignation ; but the warmer he got, the more did Burke repeat
‘Bags!’ and cursed in his own mind the officer’s stupidity; and
though he rang the changes on ‘Bags’ in every possible intonation, it
was not till the next day that my inquiries after my servant set him
free. Many a laugh was had at Burke’s expense on the subject of #he
pass-word ; and for a long time after, if I ever wanted him to be
particular not to forget any thing, I had ouly to say ‘Bags’ to put
Burke on his mettle.”
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“ What a smart soldier he was too !” said O’Donnell.

¢ And as brave as a lion,” added Devenish. ¢ In short, he was a
noble fellow. Though in the ranks he had a heart that would have done
honour to a marshal. I knew his history, and it was touching. He
loved a girl passionately, who treated him, nevertheless, with coldness;
yet I firmly believe that to the end of his life, she was the dearest
thing in his memory. Too daring a devoticn to what the poor fellow
considered the cause of his country &bliged him to fly from it, and
never was there a more home-sick exile at Jicart; but his pride, in
‘both cases, was so unflinching, that word or look would never betray
to strangers that he regretted the girl and the land that were lost to
him for ever. He fell, at last, on a hard-fought and victorious day,
and a lock of jet-black hair, and a withered shamrock, were found
enclosed in a small case of green silk, together with a gospel, suspended
‘by a ribbon from his neck, and resting over the pulseless heart, which
in life never throbbed with an unworthy emotion.

¢ The incident suggested to one of our lads, who was as ready with
‘his pen as lLis sword, a song, which has often been sung round our
camp fire, and which, if O'Donnell pleases, he can give us now.”

The manly voice of the soldier was at once raised in accordance
with the wishes of his comrades, and though he could not boast the
perfectxons of an accomplished singer, what was wanting in art was
more than made up in feeling.

The SHolvirr,

I

*Twas a glorious day, worth a warrior’s telling,
Two kings had fought, and the fight was dons,
‘When 'midst the shout of victory swelling,
A soldier fell on the field he won.
He thought of kings and of royal quarrels,
And thought of glory without a smile ;
For what had he to do with laurels?
He was only one of the rank and file.
But he pulled out his little cruiskeen,*
And drank to his pretty colloen,t
“Oh dading " says he, “ when I die
You won't be a widow—for why ?—
Ah! you never would have me, vourncen.” §

A raven tress from his bosom taking,

_That now was stained with his life-stream shed; ,,
A fervent prayer o’er that ringlet making,

He blessings sought on the loved one’s head.

.

* A drsm-bottle. + Girl 1 A term of endearment.



TREASURE TROVE.

’ And visions fair of his native mountains

Arose, enchanting his fading sight;

Their emerald valleys and crystal fountains
Were never shining more green and bright ;

And graspiog his little cruiskeen,

He pledg’d the dear island of green ;—
“Though far from thy valleys I die,
Dearest isle, to my heart thou art nigh,

As though absent I never had been.”

*
.

A tear now feli—for as life was sinking,
® The pride that guarded his manly eye .
‘Was weaker grown, and his last fond thinking

Brought heaven and home, and his true love nigh
Baut, ‘with the fire of his gallant nation, .

He scorn’d surrender without a blow !—
He made with Death capitulation,

And with warlike henours he still would go;
For, draining his little cruiskeen,
He drank to his cruel colleen,

To the emerald land of his birth—

And lifeless he sank to the earth,
Brave a soldier as ever was seen !

The applause which followed O’Donnell’s song was still ringing
round the table, when a servant entered, and addressed some words to
the Commandant.

Devenish, ever since his holding the important station he filled at
Courtrai, always made it a rule to examine English prisoners himself
on their capture, to avoid the misunderstanding that might arise from
question and answer being confused by an imperfect knowledge of
language between parties, and now he was informed an officer was in
waiting, having an English prisoner in charge. The Commandant
desired he should be brought before him; and in unother instant, Ned
was standing in the presence of the dinxer-party.

Though his air was somewhat sad, there was nothing of the downcast
craven about it, as he looked towards the Commandant at the head
of his table ; but when he heard himself "addressed, not only in Eng-
lish, but with the accent of his native land, his face brightened as his
heart told him he was not so friendless &s he thought himself. After
answering the Commandant’y §irst question, he cast his eyes round the
table, and they met those of Captain Lynch. A mutual look of sur-
prisc and pleasure passed between them; and as the Captain rose
and adygpced towards him with open hand, saying, “ Well met, my
young friend,” Edward exclaimed, ‘What! Count Nel——"

The Captain suddenly stopped him by seizing his hand, and, witb
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significant pressure, saying, % Captain Lynch is gled to see yo‘—how
came you to be a prisoner 7

A few words of explanation sufficed to show that Edward was clear
of any charge that should limit his liberty, and the Commandant pro-
nounced him free} and requested him to take a seat at the table, so
that, by one of those sudden turns of fortune which are so surprising,
he was transferred at once from a prison to the table of the Commandaat,
and instead of “supping sorrow,” dginking most cxcellent wine,
the first glass of which he filled at the courteous soldier’s request that
he would pledge him.

“ T am happy to have the pleasure of seeing you, sir,” said Devenish,
with that air of high breeding, warmed with heartiness, hat so much
characterised the Irish gentleman of the period, ¢ and I hope you will
make yoursclf eomfortable. We owe you a litde £xtra civility, in
consideration of the rough treatment you first had at our hands : but
if you have seen something of the chance rubs of travelling in a country
under military occupation, I trust, before you leave us, we will prove
to you that soldiers can be very good fellows as well as sturdy.”

Ned, who never before had sat in as good company, f8¢ling that
inevitable abashment which being made the subject of address in such,
_prescnce always produces in a young man of his station, made a
somewhat hasty and hesitating speech about the honour he con-
sidered he enjoyed, and the good fortune of an apparently unlucky
chance affording him the pleasure and konour of such a distinguished

“gociety. So far, his native tact enabled him to say what was quite
right under the circumstances, though given with a diffidence which
betrayed a shyness, showing a want of intimacy with the high-bred,
but by no means awaking a suspicion of vulgar habits.

“ As for the pleasure, sir,” said Devenish,* (politely leaving the
honour unnoticed,) I believe I may, without flattery, opine that the.
apartments of the Commandant are more agreeable than those of the .
prevot maréchal. 1 hope you will look over the little accident that
befel you: these French fellows, you know,—these fuscinating
foreigners,—have a very taking way with them, as they say of the
robbers in:Ireland.”

Ned assured him he felt more than repaid by the consequences that
ensued from his eapture.

I hope you have not been taken mueh out of your way, Mister—
by-the-by, your examination was conducted in so very Irish and after-
dinner a fashien, that we never inqui your name ;—may I beg the
favour ?3‘ x,

erald,” answered Ned.
“ A good mamd, sir,—IL had some cousins of tha;t m&yself.
Mgy I ask, are you connected with the Kilkee family 7
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Ne&e}ing much puzzled to be asked about his Fitzgerald rela-
tions, answered in the ncgative.

<« Or the Knight of Kerry ?” continued Devenish.

. A negative was still returned ; and then politeness forbidding the
Cominandant to inquire further, he returned to the question of
¢ hoping that our hero had not been taken out of his way.”

So far from that, Ned declared Courtrai was a place he intended to
visit.

“ Then no bones are-broken after all,” said Devenish, who hav 1ﬁg
performed the courtesy of conversing with a stranger introduced to
his table under such peculiar circumstances, joined in the general
conversation of his guests.

Ned was delighted to escape ﬁ-om the inquiries on the subject of
his genealogical ggee, which was anything but a tree of knowledge
to him, as far as Fitzgerald was concerned. .

“ What a strange mceting this of ours,” said the Captain. “ We
last met in a quiet town on the remotest shore of Europe, and lere
we come together again on the theatre of its most stirring incidents.”

¢ True, sir,” answered Ned. ¢ And yet in that quict town, you
may remember, we met in strife better befitting the seat of war.”

¢« Idon’t forget it,” answered his friend, significantly ; * and any-
thing I can do for you here, pray command me.—May X ask what''
your object is in visiting Courtrai 7

Heze was poor Ned puzzled again with the very second question
put to him. He dare not tell to him who asked it the realeobject of
his visit ; and a second time within a few minutes he felt the painful
difficulty of not being able to speak the truth. He said at last, that
having a few days to spare, the natural curiosity of persons to visit:
strange places was his motive ; and then, trying to make a virtue of
speaking truth enigmatically, he added, that doubtless there mas that
in Courtrai which he should be glad to see. .

The Captain assured him there were places of much greater note
in Flanders, Courtrai being principally remarkable for its manu-
factures, not for the outward beauties ;which are attractive to the
traveller, and recommended his young friend to leave Courtrai as soon
a8 possible, as he should only loss Lis tinge there.

How dismally those words sounded to Ned.” Despair stared him in
the face ; he scarcely noticed anything that took place afterwards till
the party broke up. Then, as the Commandant pelitely offcred the
guidance of his own servant tg conduet him to an hotel, Lynch,
declared it was needless, as he would give his young friend;accom~
modation in his own quarters.

Despaf¥ fied at the words: the enthusiast saw Fortune smiling
again ; and the lover’s heart jumped at the chances involved in the
proffered invitation.
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CHAPTER VIi.

-
.

ON retiring from the hospitable board of the Commandant, with what
surprise did Ned find himself walking doyn the street-arm in arm with
a count—or a captain, as he chose to be called there—and a passing
wonder was expenenced by Ned, how any man could wish to conceal
his rank—that is, when it was a high one. Buffthe wonder was
momentary ; superseded by the ccstatic idea of secing his enchantress
in a few minutes; nay, of being under the same roof with her ; but
ah! what was his disappointment, when he found, on reaching the
soldier’s barrack-room, his fond anticipations unfounded!—* How many
tricks hath fortune played me to-day,” thought Ned—and he sighed at
the thought. Hitherto, with the timidity of true love, and a young

. heart, he had not dared to breathe her name; but his impatience
would no longer remain within bounds, and he hazarded a timid
question after her health

“I tlmnk you, she is well,” said the soldier ; ‘“and may God keep
her so—and in safety !” he added; and seemed, in uttering these last
words, as if he thought aloud. Then relapsing into silence, a shade
of deep reflection settled on his brow, and he did not speak for some
minutes. Suddenly he addressed Ned, asking him, that, as there was
no immediate business to detain him at Courtrai, if he would object
to visit other towns, better worth seeing. Ned raised no objection,
merely saying he should be on his return to Dunkirk in some few
days.

¢ You can do that, and oblige me too,” said Lynch; ¢“and also see
the person aftcr whom you have asked so politely—my daughter.”

Ned could hardly answer for the breathlessness of delight, but he
stammered a hasty assurance of his happiness to oblige in the par-
ticular requested.

¢ Then you can carry a letter to Ler, for which purpose I require a
trusty messenger, and you have already proved how stout and surc a
friend you can be;—but if you wpuld oblige me, you must start
to-night.”

Ned assented with alacnty ; and the Captain, writing a short
letter, which hé placed in Ned’s hands, took down a sword from the
wall where it hung, and presented it to his young friend.

“ You can ride to-night in perfect safety, with a detachment of
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drM going to strengthen’ Belem ; but, as you will have to procced
thence alone by the canal to Bruges, and, in these rude times, may
meet blustering people, it is as well to be provided with the means
of defence.” !

Ned, after expressing thanks for the gift, buckled it to his side,
and they proceeded immediately to the quarter where the cavalry
was already mustering for the march, and Edward being presented to
the officer in command by Lynch, was allowed to join the party,
riding one of the troop-horses. As he departed, a single but deep
and earnest ‘farewell’ was bestowed by the stern soldier.

The night-march was rapid and fatiguing ; but Ned, with the
cxcitement produced by the novelty of the scene, and, beyond all, the

promising nature of his mission, would gladly have borne twice as
much ; the » . "

“Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war'’

were around him ; the martial clang of arms, and rapid tramp of steeds,
rang through the darkness. The glitter and flutter of gold and stecl and
plume, that dazzle by day, were not therc, but snatches of moonbeamns
struggling through the clouds, lighted them more picturesquely than
sunshine, and rendered the scene, if less brilliant, mote romantic.

As séon as he reached Belem, notwithstanding all his fatigue,
he sought not repose, but lost no time in embarking in the first
passage-boat which proceeded to Bruges. In the boat, howcver,
exhausted nature sought the repose she needed, and he slept for some
hours, until the clatter of dinner aroused him.—Here was anotler
novel scene to Ned; smoking, eating, and drinking, all going on to-
gether, the women joining in the latter pretty frecly ; and the custom
being that the wine bill should be defrayed by the men, travelling
bachelors undergoing o sort of tax upon celibacy, by paying for the
wine of other men’s wives and daughters, Ned found the Flemish
fuir sex had a tolerable capacity for the consumption of the article.
There was but ene person on board who could speak a word of
English, and only a few broken scrapsiwcre at his disposal. This
wecasioned Ned to attach himself to the company of this person, though
there was somecthing in the man from wﬂxich he was instinctively in-
clined to shrink, a soet of bird-of-prey look that was repulsive, yet
through the desire to ask a question, so natural in a young traveller,
our hero overcame his prejudices, and submitted to the companion-
ship. Ned found he was well acquainted with Bruges ; and as they
approached the town, the magnificent tower of the town-hall (the
carilldn), the lofty stceple of Notre Dame and other spires were:
named to. our young traveller by the obliging stranger, to whom
Ned fancied he had done great injustice by his antipathy.

“ You can tell me, then,” said our hero, ¢ in what part of the ‘town
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I can find this address ;” and he produeed the letter he was beating to
Ellen.

Ned saw an extra brightness flash in the swarthy stranger’s keen
eye as he glanced at the direction; but it was momentary; and he
calmly answered, he should be happy to show him the house, warning
against trusting to any paid guides through the town, as they were
the greatest villains unhanged. Ned remembered the Captain’s part-
ing words and his gift of the sword, and was therefore rendier to
give credit to the stranger’s admonition.

« I vill show good 'ouse to Monsieur,” said the friend, whom Ned
thankfully followed ;-and the strangergled him to the Singe d'Or,
where he proposed they should have soam léetel refraish togezzer, and
that he would conduct him afterwards to the place he songht for; he
then left Ned, on some pretence, saying fpe would be back by the time
the ¢vefraish’ was ready, which, having been ordered with all speed,
Ned expected to make its appearance in some twenty minutes; but
when an hour elapsed, and the stranger returned not, Ned fancicd he had
fopzotten him and the “refraish’ altogether, and thevefore determined
to delay no longer the delivery of the letter ; demanding a guide, he
issued from the inn, and after traversing some intricate and inodorous
bye-ways, his conductor indieated with his pointed finger that ¢he house
he sought lay up a street into which he had just turned. Ned saw a
carriasge with a door open, and a figure standing,«as if in attendance,
which struck him to be the hawk-eyed stranger of the passage-boat—
the next instant a lady issued from the house; it was Ellen; and the
stranger assisted her to the carriage;—a thought of treachery flashed
across Edward’s mind, and he ran with all speed to the spot, where the
strunger was employing his utmost haste to shut up the steps and close
the door. But Edward arrived in time tor present bimself before
Ellen, who grew alternately pale and red on beholding him, and saw in
his excited look some occasion of unusual moment—while his urgent
appeal to her to stop was met by the swarthy stganger’s passionate
exelamation that there was not a moment to deldy; this he urged, speuk-
ing rapidly in French to Ellen, with much gesticulation.

«J fear there is treachery here,” cried Ned, eagerly; but he was
interrupted by the Frenchman, who, with somge contemptuous gesticu-
lation towards him, gabbled a torrent of talk to Ellen, which Ned
could not understand, as the stranger spoke his own language. But
our hero would not be thus put down ; for, laying hold of the door, and
shoving the intruder aside, he put his head into the carriage, and said,

% Dear lady—if this rascal is trying to persuade you that I am not
your father’s authorized messenger, he is a liar]!”

- % Sacre!” exclaimed the Frenchman, who, with gnashing teeth and
eycs flashing fire, drew his sword ficrcely, and with such evidenee of
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reality in his evil intention, that Ned had Lis rapier out in time to
parry the farious thrust of his assailant, whose fierce and rapid lunges,
urged with great personal power, lashed to its utmost exertion by rage,
placed our hero’s life in imminent jeopardy. - Ellen screamed; and,
opening the carriage door, was about to rush betwcen the combatants,
when a rapidly-returned pass from Ned laid the base Lerroux dead at
the feet of the lovely ereature he would bave betrayed.

Ellen would have fallen to the ground but that Edward caught her
in his arms, and bore her into the house, where the attention of the
rapidly-assembled domestics recalled her from her swoon. Her first
words, on recovering, were tqurge Edward to immediate flight, but
his answer was handing her the letter of her father, and saying, “I
must not go until I know if there is any other duty I can perform.”

She glanced over the lctteff and exclaimed, “ Oh! from what peril
you have preserved me!—but you have slain a Frenchman, and are in
the hands of his countrymen, in arms—Fly! for Heaven’s sake, fly!—
Then wringing her hands, she exclaimed, *¢ Alas! alas! am I doomed
always to involve you in trouble?”

She looked with so much gentlencss at Edward as she spoke, that a
thrill of delight shot through his frame, and he exclaimed, with an
cmotion to which no woman’s ear could be insensible, ¢ Think not for
a moment of my danger ; I would gladly lay down my life for you!”

The sound of commotion in the street without now became audible,
and increased more while they spoke ; and when Ellen moved to the
window and looked out, she suddenly withdrew, alarm impressed on
every feature. ¢ They are gathering fearfully,—it is impossible you
can cscape by the front ; the court in the rear opens on the canal, and
a boat is at the stair.— Hasten, Ernestine ” she exclaimed to a fair-
haired girl, her attendant ; ¢ put this gentleman across the canal, and
you will escape immediate interruption. Lead him at once to the
nearest gate,—get him out of the town, for Heaven’s sake,—and when
once you gain the,suburb,” she added, addressing hersclf to Edward,
“ you can procurc the means of escape, and neglect it not for an
instant, as you value your life. Fly ! I keseech you.”

“ Lady !” said Edward, “ I have a wo?l in private for you.”

¢ There is no time.” 1

« 1 cannot leave without.”

Ellen rapidly waved the attendants from the room, and closed the
door.

“ Be brief.” - )

¢ I'may never see you again, but I cannot leave you without telling
you, that a mad presumption has entered my heart,— Oh, do not start
—I am going.—I hope and believe I shall yet have fortune, and
one day might hope—Oh, say, if ever I come back, where may I



64 £ s d

hear ot you? Do 1presume too much ?—Oh, be not angry with me 1*
he exclaimed, imploringly, dropping on his knee at her feet, and
taking her hand,

¢ Against one who bas been my preserver,” said Ellen, trembling,
¢ gratitude forbids I should entertain anger ;—but this is folly, and
may cost you your life.”

“ Then answer—where shall I hear of you #”

“ To save your life I must speak,” said Ellen. ¢ At the Convent
of the Assumption, in this city, you are likely always to hear of me.”

“ A convent!” exclaimed Edward, with a look of horror.

A louder murmur rose from the street as he spoke, and Ellen’s
pallor and tremor increased.

* «“If you really respect e,” she said, « fly.”

He ventured to press the hand he ‘d to his lips, and rose, and
uttering a passionate farewell, hurried from the room. On the stairs
Ernestine was waiting for him, and beckoned him rapidly to follow
her. To run down the court, jump into a boat, and cross a canal, was
the work of a very few minutes, and a few more found them threading
back streets towards one of the gates. As they hurried along, a
chime of bells rang out, and an expression of alarm overspread the
girl’s face, as she beckoned Edward to greater speed, and ran forward
to the gate that was now in sight. They ran till they were out of
breath, and reached the guarded portal only to learn that the gates
were closed for the night, and none must pass. ’
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CHAPTER VIIL

ExrxesTINE could not avoid betraying in her countenance alarm and
anxiety, which might have been enough to waken the suspicion of the
sentry had he been a reasonable man ; but, as he was a conceited fellow,
he attributed the changing colour of the damsel to the result of the
impertinent love-glances he cggt from those bold eyes, which he fancied
capable of conquering any woman alive, and, as he ogled the fair
Fleming most unequivocally, the girl’s agitation was set down to his
grenadier gallantry.

Ernestine through all her alarm saw this, and with womanly readi-
ness determined to make use of it ; she pouted her ripe lips into the
prettiest form of entreaty, and bent the most love-like gaze of suppli-
cation from her blue eyes as she urged every ingenious plea she could
think of, to be permitted to pass the wicket. It was in vain ;—to
every appeal the grenadier only chucked her under the chin, and told
her to “try again,” till at last Ernestine, secing he was making a jest
of her, left off calling him “cruel,” which she hoped would have made
him kind, and, saying he was an impertinent fellow, turned away from
the gate in bitter disappointment that all the powder and shot of her
coquetry had been thrown away, and in much anxiety respecting the
safety of the young gentleman who had been put under her charge.
For some time the girl seemed absorbed in thought as she retraced
her steps with speed across the bridge and dbwn the main street from
the gate, till turning into one less frequenged she rclaxed her speed,
and, looking round to see that none were near to observe, she stretched
forth her arms in the action of swimming, with a look of inquiry to
‘Ned, who having answered by a nod of sssent, she hurried forward
‘again. Ernestine’s pantomimic question grosc from a little plot she
had contrived for placing her charge in some place of safety mithin
the city, as she could not get him out of i ; and as the only one she
knew was in a public part of the town, and not far from where the
fatal affray took plate, the ditficulty lay in getting the fugitive there
without observativn. This she feared was impossible by crossing any
of the bridges—at least it was perilous, and as the housc she intended
for his sanctuary had a water-gate which opened on one of the canals,
her plan was to go round by the bridges by herself, and leave Edward

. ¥
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to lie in some momentary place of concealment, till she could advertise
the inmates of the "house of her intention, and give a signal to Ned
from the opposite side of the cana), which, as he could swim, would
present no other obstacle than a wet jacket between him and security,

The understanding between Ned and his guide had been so perfect
by the mere intervention of gesturc, that no further explanation was
required for the present to comprehend one another’s meaning,—he
understanding she expected him to swim, and she quite satisfied he
could do so; therefore she trotted on, and he after her, through a
multiplicity of intricate windings, which reminded Ned'of his native
town in their high flavour and narrowness.* They soon debouched,
however, from these labyrinths of nastiness into the broad r and more
frequented part of the town ; but the relief to one sense gave alarm
to another, for the eye became painfully alive to passing groups, whose
upraised voices and gesticulation showed they were moved.by some
event producing popular excitement, and many of the m#litary were
among them. Ernestine hurried across one thoroughfare thus occu-
pied, and cast a furtive glance backward to sce that Edward followed
unmolested, and, when assured of this, she took no further notiee, but
led onward with unslackened pace through the quieter intersccting
street till she reached the opening on the next highway, where a sight
was before her enough ta shake a stouter heart; for a party of
soldiers were ot the moment bearing over the bridge the body of
Lerroux on a litter, and seemed excited even to ferocity.

Ernestine grew white with terror, and, turning suddendy back, abso-
lutely dragged Edward after her till they reached a low-browed arch
leading up a dark entry, to the farthest extremity of which they quickly
retired, waiting in silent anxiety until the receding murmurs should
tell them the savage crowd was past. They listened breathlessly, but
the noise increased rather than diminished, and to their dismay, the
mob turned down the stréet to which they were o close. Ernestine,
trembling from head to foot, leaned for support on Ned, who grasped
the handle of his sword in readiness to sell his life dearly, if need
might be. On poured the stream of the growling and swearing 1aul-
fitude, past the little entry which reverberated to their heavy tramp,
and whence the fugitives could see from out the friehdly shadow the
grim faces that were passing. The numbers grew less and less—the
murmur faded into distance, and soon the tramp of some folowing
straggler alone disturbed the quiet street. Ernestine venturcd to peep

* There are:many points of similitude between Bruges and Galway. The heavy
portals forming the entrance to quadrangular buildings,—the narrow passages
through successive.arches, not over sweet,—and the Spanish look of the women
with their ample cloaks, are singularly like. ' This may be accounted for by the
extensive intertourse subsisting between Spain and Galway in ancient times. | .
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out, and, beckoning Edward to follow, thay emerged from their hiding
place, and again dared the streets, over which the #hadows of evening,
now falling, favoured their retreat, which the careful girl still con-
trived should lie through the most quiet ways. At last they arrived
at an open square, whose odour proclaimed it at once a fishmarket,
and whose proximity to the water sbowed the fitness of the locality.
Hurrying to the quay, Ernestine, after casting a few inguiring
glances about, thought a barge moored to the bank the most favour-
able chahce that offered for her purpose, and, stepping on board, she
was soon joined by Edward. She pointed to a house nearly opposite,
with a water-gate opening directly upon the cangl, and gave Edward
to understand that he should remain in the barge until she could get
round by a bridge to that particular housé, to which, as soon as he
saw her, he shbuld swim. She then departed hastily, and Hdward
cast a glance across the water to measure the distance of his.aquatic
short cut. )

Not. far from his promised asylum stood a building of such quai;\t
and peculiar beauty, that Edward, even amidst the reasonable anxiety
of his situation, could not aveid remarking it. Its graceful pinnacles
yet sparkled in the sunset, and the elaborate beauty ot their form
was more remarkable from being wrought in brick, whose makers
and layers in olden time must have far surpassed all modern work-
men, judging from the exquisite specimens still to be en in Holland
and Belgium. But though its pinnacles were still bright, the greater
mass of the puilding was sinking into shadows, relieved only by the
small squares of glass in its ample windows catching a light here and
there, which, reflected in the canal beneatl broke the massiveness of
shadow, which would otherwise have been heavy, and made one of
those pictures which only such amphibious places afford.

He withdrew his eyes now and then from the sparkling pinnacles
to cast a glance at the little water-gate in search of Ernestine, and
had not long to wait, for the assiduous -girl had used all speed to
accomplish her object ; and Edward soen saw her standing within the
recess of the oppesite arch, and waving a handkerchief by way of
signal. Letting himself down gently by & rope from the barge’s side
- into the water, to avoid the noise a plunge would have made, he
struck out boldly across the canal, and Ernesting received the dripping
fugitive with smiles and testimonies of admiration, and led him imme-
diately up a winding stair, at the head of which a fat old lady, the
picture of good living, was waiting to receive him. She shook him
by the hand with an air of claborate politeness, and said, * Velkim;.
velkim.” She then talked an immensity-in Ber own language, with
a word of English here and there, to Ned, who was shaking the weight
of water from his garments in the hall, while the fat old lady poured.

«F2
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@ torrent of directions to Ernestine, who was running up stairs, after
having received thém, but was recalled to get a fresh supply of
orders. Off went Ernestine again, and by the time she was near the
top of the house, the old babbler must have her back for some fresh
order,—and this was repeated several times, till the girl’s patience
was exhausted, and, affecting not to hear the recall still screamed after
her, she pursued her way up stairs to got fresh clothes for Edward.

The old lady then told him she could speak English, though he
would scarcely have found ‘it out without her saying so, for her few
words, badly pronounced, were so crushed betweenher native gutturals,
with which she made up her conversation, that no dictionary in the
language would have recognised the disfigured creatures as ac-
quaintances, and they could only be classed amongst the vagrants and
vagabonds that go wandering over the world without @ claim on any
society ; few and shapeless as the words were, however, she made it
mtelhgxble that she acquired a knowledge of English from her second
husband, but that it was to her third that Edward was to be indehted
for his clothes.

“But yaw are vet, naut moche, I dink,” said Madam Ghabbel-
Lkramme.

Ned shook his head, and the skirts of his coat, ancl said, Ve'r]/

«“ Bote it vos so droi here—very—d!s zummer.” fia
¢ Maybe so, e am,” said Ned ; “but the canal is very wet, Iassul'e
}'ou ”

« Ah no—cannaut—dis year rain not moche.”

“ The httlg that was of it, ma’am,” said Ned, “xs very penetrating
however.” . L

The feet of Ernestine were now heard pattering down stairs, and she
soon made her appearance bearing a bundle of clothes.

Madam attempted a long talk with Ernestinge about the clothes,
which the girl strove to cut short by hurrying towards a side roo# ‘off
the hall ; but madam held her back by her skirt as she gained.the
dgor, and said that, as the garments had not been worn since her
poor dear good man had died, s thcy must want airing. 'To
which the girl replied, with an exclamation of wonder at madam’s
ubsurd care, that they werc certainly morc dry than those the young
gentleman had on him. Edward, seeing the tendency to discussion
on the old. lady’s part, lost no time in following Ernestine into the
room ; where the girl, depositing the clothes in a chair, gave him a
significant nod to make the most of his time; and, notwithstanding
the old hdys attempt to establish a parley at the portaly Edward
"contrived to get the door shut sooncr than his hostess thought con-
sistent with that politencss to the fair sex which she constantly
preached, and of which she considered herself a most deserving object.
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She kept talking to him, however, through the door all the time
Ned was effecting his change, which presented two diffjgulties, the first
to drag off the wet garments which clung to him, and the second to
keep the ample folds which had encased the rotund proportions of the
late Herr Ghabbelkramme from falling about his heels ; no possible
butvoning would do it, and he was fain to hold them up with his
hands, which the capacious sleeves und heavy ruffies of the portly
burgher rendered nearly useless. It was as much as Ned could do to
@et one hand free to open the door, at which the fussy old lady began
to knock impatiently, and when she entered, her desire to give Ned a
second shake of welcome by the other almost produced a catastrophe
which it would have given us pain to record. Ernestine saw our hero's
dlﬂiculty, and, while she laughed at it, promptly set about its removal;
hune pins were put in requisition, and at length the application of a
scarf round his middle set Ned’s mind at ease and his hands at
liberty, whereupon his fat hostess shook them heartily, and remarked
to Ernestine, how slender the youth looked in the burgher’s clothes.

« Augh!” cxclaimed she in German, ¢ Ghabbelkramme was 4 fine
man—but to say the truth, the youth is good-looking.” She then led
the way to another chamber where the supper table, handsomely
provided at all points, was laid, and, after some words to Ernestine,
the latter departed, and Edward was left téte-a-tffe with the old
lady, who did not seem in the least to regret that he did not answer
one word; but appeared the happier that she had all the talk to herself,
in which she ncver relaxed for one moment. There were a good
many pictures in the room, most of them daubs done to order;
among them were three portraits of the three former lords and masters
of the extensive domain of female loveliness that now stood before
Edward, and this she contrived to make him understand: by pointing
to them and saying, as each was indicated—

¢“PDat is mine von ; dat is mine doo; dat is mine dreec. Mine
von vos gooder ; miue doo vos beaster ; but, mine drec vos pigger.
Dem is his goats;” and she pointed to Ned’s coat and nether gar-
ments as she spoke, She then indicated several portraits of hersolf
at different periods of life ; and by reference to these and those of her
husbands, and afterwards calling his attention to various composition .
pictures which hung round the roow, gave him to understand that
she and her former lords Lad sat as mqdels for the principal fizures.
It would seem the tastes had varied at the different periods of these
pictureg; being painted. In the earliest, the pastoral prevailed—
Madame figured as a shepherdess. In the second, the mythology wag
laid under contribution for the subject ; and here, ns Daphne, shi s
escaping at the very moment of¥ metamorphose from a bloated AgsiHo,
who seemed very much blown with his run; while the tree into Which .
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ke 'was changing was by far the least wooden part of the picture.
Hi-the third egp scriptural subjects prevailed, amd this weuntain of
% teo solid flesh” had done some of the most remowned beauties of
iﬁred history the favour of being their representative. In some of
the accessory seraphic groups, too, she would indicate the handsomest,
and say, “Dat is me;—but here is’noder—ver goot indeet :” and she
pointed to the largest picture in the room, the subject being Tobit and
the Angel. “Dat is goot to ebbery potty ebbery time (which was
thé old lady’s way of expressing always)—Ghabblekramme vos Tobit
—de hangel is me.” Ned found it difficult to resist laughing, and
commenced a voluble praise of the picture to escape such a breach of
politeness, remarking how very naturally 1he fish was represented.
 Oh, yais,” said madam, *ebbery ting from nature—de veesh vrom
de market—ver goot—after bainter baint him, de cock made hith for
zuppers ;—ebbery ting from pature, ebbery time, in goot vorks;—
Ghabblekramme vos Tobit—de veesh vrom de veesh—and de hangel
. is me.” Ned could no longer resist a smile, which she percelving,
she requested him to remember that she was much more beautiful then
than non: ; and by certain applicatfons of her hands squeezing in her
present redundancy, and her pointed finger referring to departed
dimples, and cutting certain figures through the air indicating various
lines of beauty, she cndeavoured to convince her guest that she was
the remains of & Venus, somewbat enlarged. '

“ But dat is all mine goot humour,—1 am so grabble, (agrecable, she
meant to say), it is bleasunt to live mid me, I do adsure you;” and
she gave Ned a tender glance as she spoke. '

¢ All mine von, mine doo, mine dree, zay T vos so grabble ; dere
is mek me happy-not, only von ting,—I am ’vraid zum day I vill grow
too tick :” she was eighteen stone if she was a pound, us she spoke
the words.

Ned would have given the world to have laughed out, and screwed
his mouth into ull sorts of shapes, to keep in the rebellious merriment
that was producing internal convulsion.

T zee,” said the old lady, * you langhs at minc bat vorts of Hin-
gelish ; but you naut know notten Deitch—zo me petters dan you.”
Leaving the room as ¢he spoke, Ned was left to his ewn observations
of the chamber, which had much in it indicating wealth. There were an
Indian cabinet and screen, jars and beakers of china, idols of marble and
gilded metal, and monsters in porcelain of the direst forms of ugliness,
rich cornices and mouldings, hangings of that stiff damask which we
gply now have a notior: of through old pictures, and.fall-backed chairs
of walnut wood and cut velvet inviting to sedentary ease. Every

_thing in the péom hore an aspect cumously coinciding with the figure
«of the mistikss. The cabinet was square-built and thick, and one
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open drawer, cramnmed with a medley of things, gave some idea of the
surfcit under which the rest were, labouring ; while, another’ empty
one seemed protruded by the poor cabinet itself to get a moutliful of
air. The jars were of the most rotund forms, the dragons scemed
bursting, the idols were bloated, and the very chairs seemed stuffed as
full as they could eram. His further observation was interrupted by
the return of his hostess, followed by a stout-built fraw, bearing a
tray holding several dishes ; upon which, as.they were laid one by one
on the table, the lady who feared shg would grow “ too tick ” looked
with an eye of affection little in kecping with such an apprchension,
and, when allpwas ready, she motioned Ned to a chair, and then, flop-
ping down into ne hersclf, squcezed as near the table as ker good
fhawmowr would allow her, and commenced operations. After helping
her guest, she set to herself, and though Ned, as might be expected
from his youth and lhardy calling, could play a tolerably good knife
wd fork, or was, in Irish parlauce, a capital “trencher-boy,” he was
1 fool to his hostess, who made astounding bavoc with both catables
wd drinkables. No sooner was one dish cleared, than an assault was
nade on another ; and. though Ned did all he could to keep a lady in
:ountenance, he was forced to give in long before she relaxed in her
abour' of love. Hecavens! how she did gobble and swill! it was
dmost sublimme, and, somehow or other, che contrived to talk all the
time. At last she seemed to have done, and spoke to the servant,
who partly cleared the table and retired, and the intersal was made
use of by Madame Ghabblekramme to pull o large handkerchief trom
her pocket and rub down her face, which began to give some dewy
evidence of the exertion she had gone through. She pulled a second
handkerchief from another pocket, and before making use of it, said,
“I am zo partic, ebbery time, mill mine ankleshitt,—you zee I habben
von—to make mine nose—and ‘nudder vor to zweep mine face.”

The servant returned bearing an enormous dish of salad,~—a perfect
stack of vegetalle production, which Ned declined meddling with,
though assured by his hostess it was an excellent thing after a hearty
meal ; but she remarked on his continued refusal to taste it, that
perhaps-he was right, as he was “ too tim ” to eat salad ;—*“Bickos,”
added she, “I take him vor to kip minezelf tin.” Then plunging her
weapous right into the whole dish of vegetable, she began to gobble
salad in a style that nnght have shamed a Neapolitan bolting macaroni ;
and, as-she pa.uset}somet:mes fo take breath, would pant forth this assu-
rance to Ned;: . 4ugh |—dat is goot vor me!” But, as every thing
in this world.must come to an end, poor Madame Ghabblckramme.
finished her salad at last, and sighed as she followed the dish with her .
eyes as it was borne away by the attendant frau. The table, however, ™
was replenishod with dishes-of iruit; and burly, round-bodied, jGliye
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looking bottles, filled with good wine, and long-stemmed glasses, orna-
#iented with spirdl lines of white, sparkled gaily on the board. In
mmaking free with these, Ned had a better chance of coping with the
old lady, though it is not unlikely, if she had a mind, she could have
put Ned under the table. The curtains being drawn, and the cham-
ber well lighted with a plenty of wax ¢andles, which stood in hand-
some candelabra of bronze gilt, resting -on richly-carved oaker
brackets, and the servant having retired, they were now left to them-
selves, and another avalanche of talk .fell upon Ned. She told him
she was very rich, with good houses, and good plate; “gelt and
silber,—and blenty,”—and she “so grabble,” that it wes easy fo live
with her,—and Bruges was a very good town to live in. On asking
Ned if he did not think so, he answered, that it was impossible he
could judge, as he had but just arrived. To this she replied, that he
might stay in Broges as long as he liked, where he might consider Aer
house as iés. She told him then something of her history, assuring
him that when young she was extremely handsome, and even now
that she had a.more delicate skin than many a girl, and held out
her arm to Ned that he might prove it by touch. He, young in the
world, and never having had the opportunity of observing to what
absurd lengths vanity can be stretched, did not attribute the old lady’s
absurdity to its true cause, but began to think she was a little mad ;
and, instead of being inspired with disgust, entertained pity for her,
which gave such a softness to his manner, that the old dame enter-
tained a notion she was making a conquest, and began to look round
the room to see if there was a spare corner for Ned’s picture. To
Ned’s great relief, their conversation was interrupted by the arrival of
Ellen, attended by Ernestine, though the pleasure he experienced on
beholding her, which at first chased cvery other idea, was a little
dashed when he rose at her entrance; for the feeling of the fat
burgher’s clothes slipping off gave him such a notion of his own
ridiculous figure, that it shocked him to be seen in such a plight by his
charmer. She, crossing the room with exquisite grace, approached
Madame Ghabblekramme to make her salutation, which the old lady
did not seem inclined to receive a bit too well, for it disturbed her in
the pursuit of an agreeable idea. Ellen then turning to Edward
begged him to be seated, with an air of the gentlest courtesy: he was
glad to obey, being conscious he looked less ridiculous sitting, as he
could stow away some of the extra Tolds and flaps and skirts of
Mynherr's voluminous garments behind him, and show a better front.

“Vat vor you kummen here ?” inquired Madame Ghabblekramme,
rather grufily, cranching an apple while she spoke.

“I came to thank you, my dear Madame,” replied Ellen, in the
sweetest manner, “for the protection you have afforded this gentle-
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man.” As if she thought the ceremonious term of ¢ gentleman > cold,
she then said,—*my friend ;" and then, as if she feared she had said
too much, added,—* my father’s friend.”

Edward bowed low as she uttered the words, and felt himself ele-

. vated in the scale of creation, to have won such a name from ker lips.

* ‘«And Iam glad to tell you,” she continued to Edward, “that I have
interested the good Father Flaherty in your behalf, and he has pro-
mised to see you into a sure place of safety, and get you unharmed
out of the town.”

«“He is 'nuff safe vere he is,” replied Madame Ghabblekramme,
tartly ; “ve vant naut Vader Flart.” -

« Remember, dear madam, that, in’ case of need he could place Him
in sanctuary.” :

¢ Sanctum—fittle ! de yhung mans is fer goot vere he is ;—vaut a
vright you iz, mine loaf, to-night! you iz a vite as mine dabble-
clout ;”—and she Jgid her hand on the table-cloth as she spoke; ¢ vy
iz you naut all rosen liken to me ?”

“Y have been much frightened, madam, this evening.”

¢ Yais,—you looks liken to dead ; you iz alfays too tin, bote now
you looken like a skelter.”

“ Not quite a skeleton, madam,” said Ellen, smiling.

. % Yais,—skelleter ;—you never had proper-shins.”

Edward, who had hitherto listened with amazement, became indig-
nant at what he thought an attack on the symmetry of the young
lady’s legs, not being able to comprehend that old Ghabblekramme
meant proportions, when she said “ proper-shins.”

Ellen only laughed, and the old lady continued :—

“You can laughen, mine tear,—bote you iz no peauty, dough you
tink zo,—maynbe ;—young foomins tinks it peauty to be tin,—but de
mans knows petters. Now you looken, mine tear!” and taking =
knife in her hand and holding it upright on the table, she said:

“Dere! you are just liken to dab—-—stret before, and stret behind,
and vairy tin.”

Ned could hardly keep his temper ; but the gentle smile of Ellen
calmed him by its sweetness, and when he saw Ernestine laughing
behind the old woman’s chair, it taught him to regard the old lady’s
speeches as they did. As he looked at Ernestine, he saw a dark
figure emerge from behind a screen, and gently approach the chair ot

. Madame Ghabblekramme, as she continued :—

“Yais, mine loaf, don’t you be konsetted ;—if you aff hearen as
I aff hearen ‘de mans’ talk of de‘foomins, you vould know petters:
a poor tin tread of a ting is not grabble to-de mans, I do adsure you!

_ =de talken of poor tin tings, as-—cane chma,mme loaf,——as teal
poards, mine tear !”
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. By this time, Father Flaherty, for it was he whom Ned had secn

ivance, laid his hand on the back of Madame Ghabblekramme’s
chair, and overlooking the mountain of conceit beneath him, exclaimed

i a rich brogue, after she had uttered the words, *deal poards and
eane chairs,”—¢ Arrah, then, Madame Ghabblekramme, acushin, did
you ever hear of such a thing as a feather-bed ?”

Ned could “mind his manners ” no longer,—he burst out laughing,
and even the trained courtesy of Ellen could not repress her mirth.
Ernestine,- though she could not understand a word, gathered the
meaning from the result of the father’s speech, and ran out ‘of the
room to enjoy herself at freedom in the hall.

¢ Yais,— V. der Flart,—I know vat is vedder bet ;—dere is vedder

5 bet in mine ’ouse.”

¢ All the town knows that, a’am.”

. *“And you taken avay must not—dis yhung mans,—vor I aff a
vedder bet vor him dis neight, so kumfitab.”

© <]t would be too much indulgence, ma'am, for a youth. I musi
treat him to sagkeloth and ashes in my own little gazebo.”

“No, no !—not must be, Vader Flart !’ Then turning to Edward,
she said, “You vill not go,—you vill not go to zackclout, and s
your vedder bet,—you vill not leaf your vedder bet ?”

She said this so tenderly, that Ned, remembering its allusion to her-
sclf, could not repress a smile, though he answered respectfully, that,
much as he thanked her for the offer of her hospitality, he was bound
to go wherever Mademoiselle and the good Father desired.

“Den you are bat mans, Vader Flart,.to taken avay mine vrent.”

Ned hurried from the room with the father, who came provided
with a proper disguise; and in the side champber off the hall, where
Ned made his first change, hie assumed a clerical habit, more suited to
bis size.than the garments of the fat burgher.

- “’Pon my word, you are a good figure for the part, young gentle-
mamy” said Father Flaherty to Ned, when he was dressed ; “only your
hair has a very unsanctificd 1wist about it; however, we can shave
your head if necessary.”

., With this prospect of losing what it must be confessed Ned was a
little vaip of, and which, as he hoped to see Ellen again before he left
Bruges, he particularly wished to preserve, he left the house closely
tucked under the sheltering wing of Father Flaherty, who kept
humming snatches of Irish tunes as they wended their way through
the now silent streets.

Passmg m.fmnt of the Hotel de Ville, they walked close beside a
soldier, keeping guard beneath its massive and lofty tower ; and the
padre remarked, it was listle the sentry knew who was close to him !
Qtriking across the ample square in its front, the chimes of “the
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carillon rang forth, and Edward recognised in the plaintive melody
the very notes he found written on the music paper he made prize of
at Hamburgh. With those who love, every circumstance that relates
to tbeir passion, culminating to the one dear point, increases its force,
and so the merest trifles become important. Thus % was with Edward
on hearing the chime ;—he stopped suddenly and listened, and the
sweet tones of the bells, as they rang out their liquid mclody high in
air, scemed like aérial voices speuking to him of his love,

“ What ails you ?”” said the priest.

¢ Oh those bells !” exclauimed Edward in ccstasy.

“ Why, then, is it stoppin’ you are to listen to the clatter of those
anld pots and pans!” exclaimed the priest, dragging him onward.

What a savage Ned thought Father Flaberty, and what a simpleton
he thought Lis protegé. ®

« Qur( this is twice as purty a tune as that owld cronan,” said the
priest, lifting a bit of an Irish jig, which quickened their pace 'By
urging them to step in time to it, and brought them the sooner to the
end of their walk,

Ned thankfully refused the hospitable offers of r(.freshmem on the
part of the padre, as his supper had been so substantial ; and after the
excitement and fatigue of mind and body he bad experienced, he began
to feel the need of rest, and the kind-hearted priest showed him to his
slecping-room.

Now that he was alone and in security, the eventful circumstances
of the last few hours crowded rapidly upon him, and, despite his need
of rest, kept him wakeful : the thought that he had sacrificed a human
life, though in self-defence, and what was to him still dearee, in defence
of her in whose cause he would have laid down his own a thousand
times, weighed heavily upon him, and he prayed long and férvently,
ere he lay down to slecp, for pardon of his unpremeditated guit : his
conscience thus soothed, poor Kdward flung himsclf on his bed, and
exbausted nature yielded to that benign ;nﬂuence which can alone
restore her—profound sleep. ‘

«
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CHAPTER IX

It took some hearty shakes by the shoulder to rouse Ned from his
- gleep the next day, when, at rather an advanced hour, Father Flaherty
told him it was time to rise. Resuming his clerical dieguise, he descended
from his dormitory, and joined the worthy father at breakfast, after
which they quitted the house, and proceeded towards the cathedral of
Notre Dame. The gigantic outward proportions of the building
struck Edward with amazement'; but when he passed into the interior,
a sense of solemn admiration made him stand still and silent before he
advanced many steps.

There is a reverential feeling, produced by the aspect of a large
gothic interior, which ceven long habit cannot overcome, and whose
first experience is almost oppressive. The cold vastness into which
we at once are plunged on passing the portal has a chastening cffect,
and we pause; the lessened light permitted through its painted
windows is subduing, yet enticing, from the tinted harmony it sheds.
The eye, raised in involuntary wonder up those lofty yet slender shafts
that bear the over-hanging pile above, is lost-in the complex beauty
of the fretted roof. With slow and respectful steps, we move towards
the centre ‘of the aisle; we* stand beside one of those apparently
slender columns, and perceive it is a ponderous mass of masonry, to
which the artifice of sculpture has imparted the seeming of lightness,
and the presence at once of beauty and power commands our homage.
‘We look through thut long vista of columns, that stand like mighty
sentinels guarding the approach to the altar, shedding its glories of.
gold and marble and pictured art from afar, through the open arch
of the elaborate scrcen, whose slender filagree supports, as if by
magic, the gigantic organ above, whose melodious peal, should it then
be waked, first bursting like thunder through the vaulted pile, and
then fading to the faintest echo through the solemn vastness, fills the
heart with a reverence bordering on awe, and lifts the mind above
this world.

‘With what dumb-stricken admiration did Edward first%behold the
cathe®al ‘of Notre Dame, where the gorgeous ceremony of a high

his reverenﬂol wonder! Imagine a young man from the
rematé"sfiores of Ireland, where the humble chapel of a friary was all he
hsdcverneﬂ in the service of that religion, whoe exercise was there

A am MJ Bias,
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and then little better than felonious ;—imagine him, for the first time,
entering a temple of colossal proportion and elaborate beauty, and
witnessing a high mass, in all the pomp of a dominant religion, with s
gorgeous altars, its massive wax-lights, the odour of incense flung from
silver censers by numerous acolytes, before the train of bishop, priests,
and deacons, clad in the utmost splendour of sacerdotal robes, amid the
organ’s plaintive notes or full-toned peal,—the wail of choral voices or
their exulting burst, as they were subdued to the penitential spirit of
the Confiteor, or rose to the triumphant out-pouring of the Gloria in
excelsis—imagine this, and think with what emotion Edward knelt at
2 high mass in Bruges! Though the service in word and act was the
same, yet the difference in extrinsic circumstances might well suggest
the internal question—* Can this be the same religion in which I was
reared? Is this the poor frightened faith, which hides in holes and
corners in my native land?” And then the wish arose that those who
sat in high places in Galway could only witness the splendour of the
rites which appealed so powerfully to his own weak points. His
passion for the lofty was flattered to its utmost bent by the ¢ pomp
and circumstance” he saw before him ; and his father’s apprehensions
of the superior ¢ gentility” of the protestant religion were no longer
valid, for from that moment Ned was firm in the faith of Rome. It
is not saying much for our hero, that such influences held sway in a
cause where deeper and holier motives should operate; but it is our
business to tell the truth of him, and not make him out to be either
wiser or bettér than he was.

The service being over, Edward was conducted by Father Flaherty
' up a lofty winding stair, which led to a small chamber that seemed to be
cut out of the thickness of the wall, and was desired to remain there untnl
the priest should return to him. ¢ And here is a book for you, my son,”
added he, handing him one of prayers. ¢ You had better occu& your
mind with good and holy thoughts while I am away, and chastise the
proud spirit of humanity,—for though I don’t want to be too hard on
a poor fellow in distress, yet I must remind you, my son, that you
must not forget you killed a man yesterday.” Hereupon Edward
cxpressed such contrition, gnd gave such manifest evidence of his
sense of guiltiness, that the kind-hearted priest felt more inclined to
comfort than to blame, and spoke words of hope to him.

“ There, there, that will do now. You killed the man, ’tis true,
hut it was in a good cause—yet there is blood on your head, no doubt ;
but then, If you killed 'him, he.was a blackguard, and no loss to king
or country agra! so don’t fret. Not but that I would put a gooed
round. penance on you, if you were gtaying here in quiet and safety ;
but considering that you will have to run some risk before long, and
might be taken off sudden, you see, I must not let you die in your
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sin, my poor boy, but must hear you make a clean broast of it, and
give you absolution before you face the danger of the rond : so while
I am away, working out a little plan o’my own to get you out of the
town, stick to that book like a good Christian, and chastlae the proud-
spirit of humanity.”

Leaving Edward with these words, the father went to make arrange-
ments for an escape from the town; and an opportunity was offered
by a procession of The Host being about to take place through one of
the gates; and he conceived the stratagem of clothing Edward in the
habit of an acolyte, and making him the bearcr of one of the bunners
carried on the occasion, and thus eluding the vigilance of the guards.
During his absence, Edwurd really did apply himself to the sacred
book, the only interruption to his holy communings being the chimes
of the carillon, which in the calmness of the day and the stillness of
the hight place where he sat, far above the noise of the town, he could
distinctly hear. He felt it was sinful to wander from the sacred duty
in which he was engaged ; but as every thought of her in his wmind
belonged more to heaven than earth, the lapse, perhaps, was pardon-
able. When the chime ceased, he again applied himself to the book ;
and his attention never wandered from the sacred page until with-
druwn by the teappearance of the kind padre, who camne at once to
confess and shrive and liberate him. Of confession there needed not
much, for, to say truth, in knowing that he killed a fellow-creature,
the priest knew the greatest of Ned’s human offences 3,00d as there

was—
“ Short time for shrift,”

he briefly received absolution of his sins, and was made ready for
“ rope or gun,” us the case might be, in the gauntlet he was about to
run for his life. He was then habited in a white surplice to repre-
sent an acolyte, and bade by the futher to follew him. As they
descended the long winding stair, the soft-hearted priest often paused
to give Ned some fresh direction how he was to comport himself, and
told him to be “no ways afear’d, nor nervish,” though, in truth, the
good father himself was infinitely more nervous about the matter than
Ned. On reaching the church below, the persons to form the pro-
cession were assembling ; and Fatlier Flaherty, after & few minutes’
absence in the vestry, returned in the sacerdotal habit suited to the occa-
sion, and placing Edward next him, joined in the line, which, emerging
from the church, carried before it homage through every street. The
doffed hat and bended knee and downcast eye of bumility showed the
fugitive what an admirable means it was of escaping not only inter

ruption, but even observation ; apd a fresh wonder was revealed to him
in the reverence the Romish faith obtained here. Encountering in their
course a handsome cortége, wheres stately coach and prancing steed
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had place, the pageant made way, and the servants of the church held
their road.

At last the gate came in sight, and Father Flaherty began to exhibit
bymptoms of anxiety, while Ned was perfeetly collected. The father
was praying devoutly, mingling of the same tilne certain admonitions
% the fugitive; and they were so rapidly alternated, that the good
father sometimes looked to Ned when his addresses were meant for
heaven ; and he raised his eyes to the skies, when he said something
uppertsining to his friend. For instance, winking at Ned, he ex-
chimed, “Iloly Virgin, purissima! pulcherrima !~howld your bunner
straight, oy saints and martyrs !—you'll be shot if you're disco-
vered, Mind your eye when you come to the bridge, and don’t look
at thewn.—~Guardian angels !—they've no mercy—but show a bowld
fane.”

The sudden outburst of a bold strain from trumpets and drums now
arrested their attention; and as they topped the middle of the bridge,
fhey hehield o military column advancing, and close upon the gate.
Wor the first time Ned felt somewhat nervous ;—to be stopped just at
the gale was awkward; but Lis apprehensions were but momentary ;
for the instant the advancing troops perceived the sacred procession
they halted ; the serried masses filed right and left on each side of
the road; and as the procession of the Host passed aninterruptodly
through the gate, it was met with a military salute s it progressed
thronzh the opened ranks, and when it reached that portion of the
column where the standards were carried, the ensigns of a king were
lawered before the banners of the cross.
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CHAPTER X.

WE must now transfer our readers to the cabin’ of the Seagull,
where, four days after his escape from Bruges, Ned was cracking an
after-dinner bottle of most exemplary claret with Finch, luxuriating in
repose and safety, rendered the more enjoyable from the fatigue and
dangers he had undergone in making his way to Dunkirk. These
fatigues and dangers, as well as his doings at Courtrai, he detailed to
his friend while they sipped their wine ; and the sparkling eye of the
skipper, as he listened to the romantic recital, showed the ardent love
he bore adventure. He congratulated his young friend on his having
“ done bravely,” as he said, and foreboded brightly of the future.
‘When Edward ventured .a doubt of this, reminding him that Ellen
‘would not have listened a moment to him but for the danger in which
he stood, Finch met his doubtings with a laugh of derision.

¢ Tush, man ! what a young hand you are at such matters! If she
meant to crush your hopes, would she haye gone to the old fat fraw’s
‘house to see you—answer me that 7” : .

¢ Consider,” replicd Ned, ¢ that my ‘life being endangered on her
account, she came to see after my safety.”

“Nonsense, I say!” returned Finch. *Your safety could have
been attended to by the old priest just as well, and take my word, if
she was angry with you, you never more would have had a sight of
her by her own act and will. I tell you, make money, lad ; be rich,
and the lady may be yours. Say no more about it for the present;
you need rest, so turn in, and take no care.”

The working of the windluss, and the song of the sailors, as they
lifted the anghor, were now heard.

“Hark !” said Finch, “they are weighing, so I must go on deck
now ; to-morrow we shall talk mose about this—good night.” -

. Ned prepared to turn in with good will, and as the Seagull was
standing out of the harbour before he got into his berth, the ripple of
the water along her side helped to,lull him to sleep ; for sweet to all
who have ever known it, is the music of that sailor lullaby. When
he rose the next morning, the gallant boat was bounding gaily
over the waters, and most of the day was passed in talking of his
affuirs to Finch, who won more and more upon Edward as the
intimacy increased. He could.’start no doubt for which Finch
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could not find a satisfuctory answer; no adverse circumstance for
which he did not at once name a countervailing expedient : there
secmed in him such a fund of ready contrivance for the exigences of
cvery occasion, that he passed upon Ned for a marvel of sagacity, and he
willingly rendered to his words that ready submission which in early
youth is so easily yielded to those who have a command of glib
language, and can adroitly make use of common-places, which pass
as good as new on the uninitiated. Ned felt'very happy ; he glided
through the hours of the day as smoothly as the Seagull through
the waters ; and when the black cook had completed his work in the
caboose, and that dinner was announced, he wondered how the time
had passed, and could scarcely believe it was so late. The table stilk
exhibited ghat superiority which Ned had first remarked, and
when, after enjoying its good cheer, it was #leared, and that he and
the skipper were left to themselves, he ventured to remark, that
cither the owners of the Seagull werc much more liberal than: thost
under whom he had had the chance to serve, or their trade must be far
superior, to afford such enjoyments—¢ Unless,” said Ned, suddenly
catching at a thought, “unless you have a private fortune of your own.”

“No fortune but what I make by the trade,” answered Finch;
“Dut then that trade is a glorious one ! and the more a man knows of it
the better he likes it.” He then enlarged upon the subject, and while
discussing with his young friend seductive wines, and spirits, and
liqueurs, discussed alsosome important questions of a fiscal nature ; in
the course of which, all governments were shown' up to Ned in the
light of selfish and crafty tyrannies, whose only objects were robbery
and oppression of the people, whose state would be too wretched
for endurance but for the existence of free-hearted souls like the
skipper, who endeavoured, by a gencrous and daring intcrvention,
to counteract the baneful influence of the harpies who snatched from.
the labours of the industrious three-fourths of their honest earnings,.
by making them pay four times the origingl price of an article, whicl
the skipper, in the spirit of philanthropy, ‘was willing to supply them
for only twice the cost. Ned was fascinafed by the glowing manner
in which the skipper represented the case, yet, when all was done, he
could not help saying, with great simplicity, “Why, as well as I can
understand what you have been telling me, the traffic you speak of is
very like what they call smuggling.”

“ That is the name the land-sharks give it,” returned the skipper ;.
“but we call it ¢ free trade.’” .

“Well now, isn’t it odd,” said Ned, *that, often as I've heard the:
phrase ¢ free trade,” I never knew what it meant before ?°
. “Not odd st alf, my lad.—You are too young to know much yet,

e
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and the. reoretyon dearn in my schovl; the better you'll like it.
Besides, instesdof yoir puying yourmaster, yowr lesrning shall line
your pockets . with' gold, ‘bey; eivd ' then+-ah! I see your eye
bnghtzn:lnwtben your heart's desiré mny be realized.  Yes, when once
you-command theinflvenec of what I-call the magical letters—the
£ 8. Ditlien yowmwy ask-and have the girl,of your heart. But
even without thig-inducement, the romautic adventures we some-
tirmes tusn’ @ip~-lsplood ! ‘twould make o - fellow of spunk a frec
tiader, .for*the ‘mere sport of the thing.” A commendatory slap on
the sbonlder served for savoe'to this speech ; and the-bright cye of
this! dasking ' skipper beaméd: wpon- Ned, as if he suvé i hxm some
fidmre hero of free trade. '
. Ned went -to sleep that night, his head ‘hemd with w&me and the
inflamamable conversatiorof his friend ; but in 'his dreams, the glories
of “free. teade”. always ‘presented themselves in'the' shape of * smug-
ghing,” god ke saw his father’s honest shop, and his father's- honest.
face, ‘abd @ frown uponit: he tossed and tumbled, and awoke rather
feverish ; but'a walk upon deck in the freésh nterning breeze, Lefore
whioh the Scagull was bounding over the bright watets, tooled his
Widod; and the activity of waking' lifs dispelled ‘every dud thought the
vistonaof sleep had created. In truth, hé- must havé been ' deter-
miislately gloomsy fellow, who cotild be ead ot board the ‘Seagull, for &
mistrior set of fellows never stepped on 'deek than ‘her pxékedcm
which was:chiosen- by the-skippér himsel, whose skill i seledt}ug“ﬂm
men suited-to hid pirpese amounted alwiost to'instifiét, He tade #'a
1je naver to'hmve an ill-tempered man it the crew'sif he" éh;m*(-éd to
make 8 mistake in -his selection, which: Waais rarely,‘he amyi*got ‘rid
of ‘the’ sulker; the eonsequence was, ‘that fhe duty was done with a
spirit: and hespeiness -which was ‘quite: bedtiifel. Tt Wi ‘this s#hme
qarek ;perception’ of ‘men'y ‘qualities; that made Bith pitchupon Ned ;
hotind latély dost - lnsanmte, and gniong hix creir he &8 not know one
exaétly btiived t'6li the Place; and he-fimefed he! snw'thint'in Ned
o pramised, in'the #tvice; 2 B6I, ucitvé, ‘and ‘entHbsiasiic ‘purti-
cipution, withput-Which "¢ aring’ Tisks of & ‘Whugglery Tife  could
néver- be- surinonitted. - He was not” Toftig'in “proving his’ nedphyte.
Nod was sodh ugtgdd in: fhmﬁng- sdthe goods mnder’ ‘very trying cir-
cumstanoes, A8l 2oqaitted Timaelfso well that He woA thi' pt’diﬁos of the
skipper, who handed him over a purse with" o ‘contenptiBle tigmber
of 'gld " pieces; as’ his share ‘of th’ mght woﬂt Ne& ‘woktd hqve
refused them, but his friend was peremptao; . e
iss Pyt inbheys 3" Yoiir ‘right,” lad' L—th dhrh&rs cob"sf r " that
short reckonmgi‘ thekd Jong friemds ; ‘antd after"em:b sﬂ'éo@fhl t.u 0 of
HNGidOWer dhrhry in'te’ 6rdft b his piiFse the heaviek for it.”
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“Yct I have a scruple of conscience about it, somehow,” said Ned.
«1 an not quite satisfied this smuggling is right.”

¢ 1t is not right to let ¢t be known,” said Finch,— that is the only
harm to avoid. Bless your innocent heart! If you but knmew the
worshipful men ashore who are engaged in it, you would be soon
reconciled to the practice. I tell you, lad, the outery and scandal
raised against it is only a got-up concern by those to whose interest
its suppression tends—those in high places—and men of sense Znow
it s so; and therefore, while they would avoid the publication and
penalty of their doings, neverthcless dare to do what they are con-
vineed is not morally wrong in itself, and brings those who have hardi-
Liood to venture, large profits. Could you but see the smooth and
silky man who reaps his thousands a year from the Seagull—a sanc-
tificd man ;—goes to church threc times on Sunday;—a most worship-
ful man on ’Change :—an upholder of church and king; whose
adversary, Charles Edward, he would gladly hung—though he thinks it
10 harm to get on the weather-side of his majesty’s exchequer :—so
take cash and counsel, and be the richer and wiser.

Ned never had so much money in all his life at once, and therce
is something in the chink of a purse Yull of gold amazingly attractive,
as a young fellow chucks it up and down in his hand, with the internal
complacent feeling of ¢ this és mine.” Ned had some qualms at the
notion of being, after all that could be said for it, engaged in an illegal
traffic; for though he had becn humbly, he had been honestly reared.
So far the pursuit was repugnant to the earliest lessons he had reccived,
and next, his acquired notions did not exactly chime with it—he was
not sure that it was genteel, and there is no doubt he would have
declined engaging in a contraband trade, but for the hope it held out
of sudden wealth, whose first instalment was in his hand. Not that
Ned loved money for money's sake :—we believe there are few souls
base enough to be actuated by this wretched motive ; but he saw in it
thc means to realize the fond dreams in which he had dared to indulge;
to fulfil aspirations that, however wild, were those which the noblest
spirit might entertain. And thus gold smay become precious in the
eye of the enthusiast for the sake of what it may win. Refined in
the fire of love, and bearing an cthereal impress, it ranks above the
mints of kings and purposes of common traffic :—it becomes the coin
of the realm of romance, and we may wish for its possession without
being sordid.

Thus Rled was fairly enlisted—the bounty-money was in his hand.
and he became a hearty eontrabandist. Having made the first plunge
having gone through the trial with éclat, the golden harvest being
suddenly reaped, with the ineressing favouresf the fascinating skipper
before whose plausible words all objections melted away insensibly,
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a few months discovered him to be, as Finch anticipated, one of the
most ready, quick-witted, and daring followers of the  frec trade.”
He soon became mate of the Seagull, and won so fast on the confi-
dence and good-will of his chief, that the latter let him do very nearly
what he liked ; and to such a height did this esteem increase, that or
one occasion, when a severe indisposition obliged the skipper to stay
ashore, the craft and her cargo were entirely trusted to Ned, who
won fresh reputation by the skill which he displayed in the conduct
of the venture.

Ned’s berth on board the boat was a picture of neatness, and a touch
of ‘his quality might be felt from the shelves of books with which it

_was stored. Histories of adventure, both real and fictitious, lives of’
remarkably daring persons, romances and books of poetry abounded
there. A few works on navigation also, with which science Ned had
made it a point to become well acquainted, and instruments neccssary
for its practice as well. All these little possessions he had ample
‘means to purchase, and had handfuls of money to squander beside in all
the pleasures that might tempt a young man on shore, if by such plea-
sures Ned could have been tempted ;—but he loved, and the poetry of
passion preserved him through tany a trial. Besides, his main object
was to accumulate as much money as possible,—not that his present
profits, liberal as they were, would have soon realized a fortune ; but
they made a handsome beginning, and Finch held out the hope of soon
being enabled to purchasc a vessel for himself, in which Ned should
hold a share ; and *then, my lad,” he was wont to say, “then shan’t
we have the wind in our sails 7—wait a while ;—once let us possess our
own craft, and a couple of years shall make us good matches for ladies
even as charming as yours.”

In one of their runs across the North Sea, after having made a safe
landing of their cargo, Finch told Ned he had entgred into un engage-
ment to remove secretly from England a couple of his countrymen,
who, becoming obnoxious to government, from being engaged in
making enlistments for foreign service in Ireland, were obliged to
fly ; and, dreading the vigilance of the servants of the law at the ports,
which were strictly watched, offered a handsome sum.to be taken off
at some convenient and secret place along the coast, where they might
embark with less risk of discovery.

“ One of them I know,” said Finch—‘ his name is O’Hara, an
officer of the Irish brigade. I promised to meet him at a little inn
that lies some miles inland, and while I am absent, you can stand out
and keep a good offing, away from all observation from theé land, and
be back about the same time to-morrow, and hang about that point
to the westward, where o know there is a little creek will guit our

purpose.”



All their measures being “preconcerted, signals agreed om, and
other necessary arrangements entercd into, Finch doffed Lis sailor’s
guise, and assuming the landsman s attire, becatne at once the dashing
looking fellow, who so won upon Ned at Hamburg. A boat was
lowered, which rowed the skipper to the shore, and afterwards re-
turned to the Seagull, which stood out from the land, while Finch
pursued his course to the aphointed inn to meet the fugitives, who so
anxiously sought the shelter of his friendly vessel. A walk of some
two or three miles brought him to a farm house, where, by the offer
of a guinea, he obtained the loan of the farmer’s horse for the, next
twenty-four hours. The good man proceeded at once to the stable
to saddle his nag, which was soon ready for the road. Finch, as he
was going to mount, addressed the farmer, saying, ¢ By-the-bye, my
friend, as you know nothing of me, had I not better leave you a
deposit for the value of your horse ?”

“Na, na,” said the farmer, “yow’ll bring un back, I's not aveard.”

Finch was pleased with this exhibition of good faith, arising from
an honest nature which could not suspect guilein another ; but wil-
ling to pursue his strain of doubt regarding himself a little farther, he
contmued “How do you know I gwont steal your horse, and that
youw'll never set cyes on me again ?”

¢« Whoi,” said the blunt fellow, with a faint gleam of fun lighting
up his habitually quiet eye, and casting a glancc at Finch from top
to toe, ¢ whatever mischief yow’ll be after, I don’t think it's a stealing
off a "orse yow’ll be "anged vur.”

Finch laughed at the rejoinder, and applied his heel to the side of
his steed with a galliard air, as if he expected “ Dobbin ” was to prance
off in a corresponding manner, but as hjs heel was unarmed, (for spurs
are not articles in much requisition on board ship, though we have
heard of ¢“horse marines,”) Dobbin only grunted, and stirred not
a peg.

The farmer had the laugh against Finch once more, and said,
“ Ah—yow beant up to our honest country ways ; that be an honest
beast yow’re a ridin on ; he waunt do nothin’ onless he be conrvinced
it’s roight, and I'll give yow an argument for un.” So saying, he
went into the house and returned with a heavy thong-whip, which,
before presenting to Finch, he cmcked’ loudly, and Dobbin pricked
up his ears directly.

«I towld’e so,” said the farmer, chuckling, “I towld ’e he’d listen
to reason.” .

Handing the whip to the rider with these words, the latter was not
idle in*reasoning Dobbin into a trot, though it cannot be dénied
that Finch was very much shaken in his argument ; however, on they
went wrangling over ten miles of ground, both right glad when the
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discussion was over. Calling for the hostler, and giving the beast
into his charge with g good-natured admonition to take good care of
him, Finch entered the comfortable little inn, and, seeing the door of a
snug parlour open, he at once took possession, and ringing a small
bell that stood on a table, a plump and merry-looking girl answered
the summons. .

It is an established rule in travelling, that a bar-maid is fair game
for flirting ; indced it would seem, that there is something in the
genus to inspire the propensity; for the stupidest fellows, who cannot
exclfainge a word of the most distant pleasantry swith a lady, are
elevated into with at the sight of a bar-maid.

Finch was the sort of man who docs as the world does, so, just to
-avoid béing remarkable, he chucked the buxom girl under the chin,
swore she was very pretty, asked her name, and what he could have
for supper.

“ Jenny, please your worship, and chickens.”

“Very good, Jeany,” replied Kinch ; « I'll have the chickens first,
if you please—and Jenny I

“Yes, your worship.” )

¢ Send me Boots heres with #boot-jack and slippers.”

“Yes, your worship,” and Jeuny vanished ; but Finch heard her
merry clear voice in the house, calling for Ralph to “go to the room
and take boots.”  She cane bustling backward and forward preparing
the table, and never made an entrance or exit without some inter-
change of merry talk with Finch, who inquired every time when
Boots would make his appearance. At last, after tle fifth asking,
when Jenuy was bustling out of the room Finch called her back, and
requested hier to put her “ préty little foot” on the toe of his boot,
and le would do without the lazy, good-for-nothing fellow, who
scemed determined never to come.  Jenny obeyed. And ‘as she
stood close to TFinch, he took occasion to lean on her for sapport,
and then affecting to lose his balance caught her hand to save hiself
from falling, declaring he was the most awkward fellow in the world,
and still keeping hold of her fingers, which if he had not squeezed he
certainly must have tumbled to the ground,

“Hu’ done! do!” said Jenny.

« My dear, this confounded boot is so tight,” and he clung closer to
her for support.

At the moment a great lout, bearing a boot-jack under his arm and
slippers in his hand, entered the room, and exclaimed, “’Ere be the
boot-jack, your worship.”

“Thank. you,” said Finch, “but I prefer the boot Jenny—you're
not wantéi™

Boots stared, and left the room, and after a great many trials Finch
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contrived to get off’ his boots, and Jenny managed to get out of the
room, protesting his womhlp wu,s th(, ﬁmmest roisterér sh'e’ 3
met. '

Finch was joined at supper By i gcntléman who rode over to the
inn to inquire for him. The yisitor was brother-in-lmr to* U’Hara
whose sister had come over to England to see "himin sdfctj' dut
of the country ; and whose agency, with that of ‘her “husband, Wis
of importance to one, who ‘being watched, coyld nof conduct “his
measures of escape in person w:thout imminent risk. It was agreed
that O’'Hara and his companion in flight should join-Finch at- &mnér
at the inn the next day, and the visitor, aftet ahast*qppcr, departed,
for he had far to ride that night.

The next day, accordmn]y, the entire party : assemblod ot the liftle

. and O'Hara, after a hunrty salutation of chh, ‘introdueéd to
him the friend, who was going with him to _]om the Irish Buwade in
Flanders, © to strike,” as O’Ilara said, “a blow for the rlghtf' ul kihg.”
O'larws sister and her husband were with them, and there was
cvident effort ou all sides not to be sad—there was even 2 forced
merriment among them.  G’ITara’s handsome companjon seemed to be
most uneoneerned, (exeept I‘mcln.) and showgd his fine white fceth in
many a laugh, as joke or mpmlv( passed round the bLoard. It was
the woman whose smiles woull have given most pain to an_acute
observer.  There, beneath an outward sbow of much cheerfulness, the
torture of an aching heart wmight be scen.  While she openly ¢ Lpre\%ed
thavkfulness that her brother was so near the moxm,.lt, of cscape, it
was plain that the thought of parting was little less pamful than the
thought of death ; but she went through her task beroically ;—with
that most difficult of all heroism, that. passive endurance of pain, in
which the gentle fibre of wowan pats the stronger mature of man to
shame.  She never wineed for & moment ; nay, she even joined the
mirth, for mirthful they were, at least in seeming. Yes, they laughed-—
they even sang. Finch dashed off’ snutches about fair winds and flowing
sails ; O’Hura, like a soldicr, did something in 'the “love, war, and
wine,” fashion ; and to please the skipper, who professed an extravagaut
admiration of Irish melodics, the gentlewoman raiséd her \(ncc in
song, while her heart was steeped in sadness.

O, how hollow wasall this—what a mockéry—how falsc ! what a
deceitful thing is the human heart! Not only does 1t try ¢ to decu\e
others, but how often does it deceive itself !

The first check to the cheerful aspect of the party, was chh
looking at his watch, and saying, “*¢Time and tide wait far no man.’
We must soon be at the.shore ;" and with good taste, wm'hmb‘ io
lcave the party alone at the last moment, he said, he would go ordet
the horses to be got ready, and left the room ; O'Hara's companion

r



§8 X S d.

[N

followed the example, and on 'reaching the stable-yard, was struck
with the sudden change in Finch’s aspect ; his eyes being fixed
with an expression of much anxiety towards the horizon that lay
seaward. In a moment he spoke. © Go back to your friends,” said he,
¢ and hurry them—I would we were afloat—the weather looks threaten-
ing, and we are on a bad coast.”
In the meantime, the sister and her husband were in the room
with O’Hara, interchanging those last words of parting, which make
parting so precious and so painful,—impressing on each other the
' many fond remembrances which, hurried over in a moment, are
remembered thfugh our lives ; those half-uttered wishes that we
understand before they are half spoken, and are replied to by a glance ;
' or some promise exacted, which is better ratified by a pressure of the
hand, than by the solemnity of an oath. In this endearmg inter-
course were they engaged, as their friend returned, to deliver Finch’s
message. O’Hara’s sister grew pale at the words.

“ Remember, Honora,” said her brother, taking her hand gently.
‘“remember your promise—jyou told me you would bechave like a
soldier’s sister.”

.“And have I not ket my word, Charles ?”-she answered, gently,

“You have, indeed ; but will you do one thing more for me ?”

“ Name it.” .

“You will think my request foolish—absurdly weak ; but you
know there is another beside you very dear to me—and—"

“Yes; whitt shall I say to her 7
. “ All that is kind at all times. But ’tis not that I would ask”—

“What then? do tell me.”

“It seems a childish weakness—at such a time as this it appears
like trifling—but there is one song I wish yon would sing me before
Ileave you—that one I love so dearly!” said O’Hars, with more of
sadness in his manner than he had yet betrayed.

“ Do not ask it, Charles ; it is more than you can bear—more than
cither of us can—remember how much it touched us both last night,
how much more will it on this—when we are to part for so long a
time.”

*Soon to return, I hope, in triumph, sister,” he exclaimed with
energy ; “but I would Lear that song once more before I part.”

“ It will make you too sad.”

“ No, no-—n.ng tome—pray do! Tet me take away that song and
story of my “native land fresh upon my ear—my outward ear. In my
memory it Will dwell for ever.”

crvmcg“hm'self to the utmost, his sistér raised her voice, rendered
more tou ihg by the cmotion against which she did her best to
struggle, but which, nevertheless, tinged the strain with a peculiar
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air of sadness. ‘Wedded to the melody were these simple lines which
told the tale of many a broken heart in Ireland, a tale of whose
truth O’Hara himself was but too painfully conscious.

Marp Ma Three,

X
The flower of the valley was Mary ma chree,
Her smiles all bewitching were lovely to see,
The bees round her humming, when summer ’as gone,
‘When the roses were fled—might take her lip for one:
Tler laugh it was niusic—her breath it was balm;
Her heart, like the lake, was as pure and as calm,
Till love o'er it came, like a hreeze o’er the sea,
And made the heart heave of sweet Mary ma chree.

11

She loved—and she wept; for was gladness e'er known
To dwell in the bosom that Love makes his own?

His joys are but moments—his griefs are for years,

He comes all in smiles—but he leaves all in tears.

Her lover was gone—

Here the voice of the singer, whose eyes betrayed how deeply the
subject of the song and the circumstanees of the hqur, affected her,
began to falter, but by a great effort she controlled her emotion, and
continued—

Her lover was gone to a far distant land,

And Mary, in sadness, would pace the lone strand ;
And tearfully gaze o’er the dark-rolling sea,

That parted her soldier from Mary ma chree.

The soldier’s head drooped as the stanza stole to its conclusion, and
at the last line he hid his fac&ﬁn his hand, while the voice of the
singer, no longer supported by the artificial exertion of sustaining the
strain, was audible in stifled sobs.

O’Hara, dashing the gathering mist from his eye, wrung the hand
of the beloved singer with convulsive fervour, and said, “ God bless
you—TI am ready to go now.”

Scarcely had he spoken, when a rapid knock at the door ‘and Finch’s
voice outside were heard. He was invited to enter, and, on opening
the door, he said, with more of cnergy in his manner than he was
usually, betrayed into, Pray, gentlemen, delay no longer—I like the
look of the weather less and less every moment, and it behoves us to
be off the coast without delay ; as it is, we must ride hard for it.”
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O’Hara turned to his sister—one glance passed between them. Oh,

. how much of affection and agony were mingled in that look ! his lip
was pale and slightly quivered ; he did not dare to say more than
a pagting Irish blessing as he folded his sister for the last time to
his heart, and, after uttering that beautiful benison of, “ God be with
you,” he yielded her to the arms of her husband, on whose shoulder
she drooped her head as her beloved brother left the room. Nestling
to her husband’s heart, her eager ear watched for every sound ;-—she
heard the hurried tread of the parties leaving the inn—in another
minute the clatter of horses’ feet told they were speeding to the shore,
and then, the struggling emotions that had been so long pent up in
her Losom had vent, and the little parlopr of the inn, that so lately
rang with song and laughter, echoed to the deep sobs of a bursting
heart. .

"T'lic husband sought not to interrupt her sorrow, but permitted its

first outpouring to have vent erc he attempted to soothe. Then
gently pressing her to his heart he spoke words of comfort, and with
kind patience awaited her recovery from the prostration attendant on
the violence of ber emotion. Her head still rested on his breast, and
dhus for a long time she wept in silence—till suddenly she started
up, as the heavy sough of the wind swept past the window where
she sat, and shook it in its frame. For the first time she became
conscious a storm was rising, and she listened to her husband’s wish
that they should leave the inn at once, and seek the retreat whence they
came, before tH weather should break. Their horses were soon at
the door; and when the acelivity of a neighbouring hill enabled -
her to get a glimpse of the sea and the threatening sky that
hung above it, her tears ceased, for the chill of fear’ froze the
fountain of sorrow. Strange operation of our passions! Had it
been a calm, she would have wept throughout her homeward way—
tears would have dimmed her sight to the soft sunshine, which had
indieated safety ; but a dry eyc was bent on the lowering clements
which threatened danger; and sorgpwing for the past, gave place
to fears for the future.
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CHAPTER XL

OTner eyes as well as those on shore were cast about, anxiously
regarding the prognostics of the weather, and raising no favourable
augury from the aspect of the darkening horizon, whith scemed closing
in on all sides, like some mighty net, which soon should make its sweep
upon the waters, and gather within its deadly coil shattered barks
and shipwreck®d men.  Ned had stood’ in for the land, according
to his orders, bhefore the lowering sky had given warning of the
:lpproaclﬁng storm ; or, with such a coast under his lee, he would
not have run the pretty Seagull into such a point of dangeg; and
would have trusted to Finch’s judgment for knowing why he did wot,
and acquitting him of blame for disobedience of orders. But there he
wag, as fortune would have it, and he should make the best of it.
Alrcady the wind had so increased as to oblige the topmasts to be
struck, and sail taken in; and, that not a moment might be lost
in getting ¥Finch on board, Ned despatched a boat to the creek
before the appointed time, and beat off and on as near the point as
prudence would permit. Alternately looking to the Weather and the
shore, to watch fhe increase of evii omens on one side, or the signal
that should announce Finch’s arrival on the other, Ned paced the
deck of the Seagull impatiently, and passed at every turn an ex-
nerienced mariner, who had never quitted the same place for nearly
half an hour, and leaning over the bulwark, with his weather-beaten
check resting on his sinewy hand, kept eyeing the wcather with a
steady gaze, as if he looked upon an enemy, and was measuring the
strength with which he soon shorild have to_contend.

Ned paused as he reached the mariner on his next turn, and said,
“Dirty weather, Mxtchell ? !

% As ever ¥ see,” was the curt answer of the man, who still kept his
gaze fixed on the point he had been so ,Jong observing.

“ And the change so sudden too —”

“Can’t say I liked the looks o’ the morning, sir.”

# T wish you had told me so.”

¢« Not my business, sir,” replied he ; “besides, I never likes croaking;
1 never know’d if lucky yet—them as looks out for squalls is the first
to catelt ’em; they’rc bad emough when they comes without invitin’
of ’em, as I think growling often does.”
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“ Do you think I was wrong in standing so far in ?” inquired Ned,
anxiously.

“ Can’t say you was, sir; for, s you say, the change mas sudden for
sartin, and the weather deceitful—besides, there was the skipper’s
order.”

¢« True,” said Ned ; “but as the craft was in my care, I should be
sorry to have run her blindly into danger.”

*  “No, no, sir ; don’t you think that; the weather was deceitful,
that’s sartin, and might deceive an older seaman than you ; for I will
say, Mr. Fitzgerald, you are, for your years, about as good as ever
Isee, You'll excuse me for saying so to your face ; but it’s true, and
1 wouldn’t only you was a blaming of yourself. But as you have
hailed me on this here matter; I would recommend another reef taken
in, sir.” .

¢« She carries what is on her well, Mitchell ; doesn’t she ?”

“Yes, sir, for the present, and maybe for the next half hour ; but
remember, six hands are away in the boat, and we mayn’t find it so
easy by and by to take in canvass, sir, if it comes to blow as hard as
1 expect before they come back.”

Mitchell’s advice was acted upon, and, as it proved, most wisely, for
every ten minutes increased the violence of the wind, which howled
louder and louder through the shrouds; the sea tumbled in more
heavily, and the increasing line of surf along the shore gave risc to the
conjecture that the boat would find it impossible to put back to the
vessel. Ned Lept a sharp laok out to the land w1th his glass, which
he was forced to wipe from time to time, so thxckly was the spray
flying about.

“If they do not appear in five minutes more,” said Ned, “it is
impossible they can put through that ‘surf, and after waiting that time
I will put out to sca.”

«1 would, sir,” said Mitchell ; ¢ for it will be a foul night, and a foul
coast under our lee, and it will be as much as we can do, as it is, to
‘weather the head ; thof, if there be a thing that swims can do" it, the
Seagull can.”

¢ Oh, we are safe enough yet, Mitchell.”

¢ Yes—I don’t say we are not, sir; but we've nothing to spare,
I reckon.” . .

The next five minutes were anxiously passed in watching the coast,
and just as they were on the point of expiring, a bliffk speck emerged
from out of the fringe of foam that whitened the whole shore ; and,
riding over the white crests of the waves that rolled in with increasing
‘vmmerymoment, the bold boat was seen puttmg her head to
the and pulling gallantly against it. How anxiously Ned
,.watand them! Calling Mitchell to bis sidle, he gave him the glass,
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and said, he feared they would never be able to reach the Seagull with
suck a sea and tide making against them. “We must run in a little
farther, Mitchell.”

¢ Wait. awhile, sir,” said the old seaman; “don’t be in a hurry,
they may make better way when they get more clear of the shore, and
if we go in farther, we shall never weather the point to the south-
ward.”

“But we can't let them be lost before our eyea.

“ Sartinly not, sir ; we must all sink or swim together.”

« If we cannot mn.ke sail, could we not nde it out at our anchors

« Ah, master !” eaid Mitchell, «I know what’s & comin’, and iron
was neverﬁ'orged, nor hemp twisted, that would hold a ship this
night.” |

As he spoke they saw a flash from the boat.

“'Tis a signal, they cannot make way to us,” said Ned ; * we must
run down to them.”

“ Then wo shall all have d squeak for it,” said Mitchell.

The way that six stout rowers could not make was soon skimmed
over by the Seagull, that flew throngh the water before the storm
which gathered thicker and faster every moment. Sweeping swifjly
towards the boat, she approached it as near as safety would permit.
«’Bout ship !” shouted Ned to Mitchell, who had gone astern.

Down went the helm, and the Seagull, turning her head gallantly
to the storm, swung up into the wind, leaving the boat but & few oar
strokes under her-lee.

Tt was a service of danger to get on board with such a sea running,
—stout oars and lusty sinews bent to the work—a rope was hove from
the Seagull and caught—

¢ Lay fast hold of that rope when you spring,” said Finch to O'Hars.
« Steady now !—wait till the boat lifts close to the ship's side, and lose
not that montent to jump on board.”

It was done, and in safety by O’Hara, and the next instant down
swept the boat into the trough of the foammg sea. Again she lifted,
and O’Hara’s companion, without wam'ng for the rope, scized the
fawgurable opportumty to spring to the ciams, where Ned himself was
standing to assist in 1getting the unpractised strangersaboard. Less lucky
than O’Hara, the bold stranger slipped his foot, as he sprang, and
though he ca the shrouds with one hand, the pitching of the
vessel, andshis OWn impaired equilibriuin, were swinging him back
again into the lLissing surge below, but that the powerful grasp of
Ned recovered Liim, and in another instant he was'standing in safety
ori the deck, and Ned beheld m the. mm whose life he had*saved
young Kirwan, ’

Even in that instant of commotion and ufpml, the thought that
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Kirwan was going where Ellen was, brought with it a pang to Edward’s
‘bosom, that suspended all other considerations, and it was only the
voice of Finch, whq had now sprung to the deck, shouting to him and
giving orders, that recalled him to the business of the moment.

After issuing some few prompt orders, placing Mitchell at the helm,
and sceing the craft beating out to sea, as close to the wind as she
could run, Finch went below to rid himself of his landsman’s guise,.
and assume a habit fitter for the rough work of the night he should
have to go through. He took down O’Hara and Kirwan with him,
requesting-them to remain below, as they would not only be exposed
to unnecessary danger and discomfort on deck, but be in the way ot
those whose exertions were but too needful and urgent Rat night to
bear interraption ; “for I will not conceal from }ou, gentlemen,” said
Finch, “that we have an anxious mo'ht before us ; the weather
threatens to be worse even than it is, and we have a bad coast under
our lee.” Finch returned to the deck immediately, where an unpro-
mising gloom sat on every seaman’s brow, as they looked towards the
dreaded headland that was now barely perceptible in the distance ; for
the evening was suddenly overshadowed by the storm, and premature
night settling over the sea, added fresh horror to a scene already
sufficiently appalling. They soon lost sight of any land-mark, and
swept through the boiling surge by the guidance only of their compass.
The gale was rising now to a perfect hurricane, and the incressing
turbulence of the sea made cvery timber, plank, and spar of the
Seagull “complain” as she strained, even under her diminished
canvass, through the fierce elementary commotion which she faced so
gallantly ; riding up the overhanging waves that threatened to
engulf her, and dashing back their fierce assaults from her bows, as
a lion flings the dogs of the hunter from his crest.

An intervening bank lay between her and the headland which was
the ultimate danger, and this more immediate peril became a source of
anxiety as they approached it. When a calenlation of their run
induced them to believe they were in its neighbourhood, the flash of a
gun a-head was observed, and every cye was strained to watch for a
repetition of the signal of distress, for such it was undoubtedlys At
the expiration of a minute it recurred, and Finch, as he saw it,
exclaimed to Ned, who stood beside him, “ We are all right yet !—the
flash was on our lee bow—and see ’tis a large vesgl—it can be but
the tail of the bank we are near, and with our light drawght of water
we shall pass it in safety.”

% With such & heavy ses running we might smke,” said Ned.

© _“We shall soon know,” replied Finch, “and escape at least the
pain of suspense.”

Again the flash broke through the gloom ; and it was almost on
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« Huzza'!” cried Finch, “the pank is passed !” He walked amongst
the crew, and cheered them by remarking, so much of their danger
was over, and expressed the fullest hope they should weather the head
yet. » -

Another signal of distress flashed fgom the stranded ship, which
was now gstern of them ; and it was an unhappy response to Fineh's
speech of encouragment ; for it is enough to shake the nerve of the
stoutest, when, at the mercy of the tempest, you witness' one of
the fatalities of which you yourself may be the next victim. Yet
boldly and unflinchingly the gallant crew of the Seagull did their duty
through the darkness and peril of the night; with that seaman-like
skill, and heart of daring, that can best elude or readiest meet danger :
which gives security in the tempest, and victory in the battle.

On sweeps the Seagull !—the darkness grows denser !—the hurricane
grows fiercer ! Searcely can the speaking trumpet carry Finch’s
orders to his men, through the roaring of the wind. Higher rise the
watery mountains, deeper rushes the boat down the yawning gulf
before her ; heavier is the buffet of each sea that smites her, and
mMakes her tremble throughout from stem to stern ; groaning at the
instant she receives the shock, and then as she writhes with heavy
pitching over each billow, the straining of her timbers producing
plaintive sounds, like the painful whine of some living thing. Well
may she complain, for the lash of the tempest is upon her ! She bounds
under each blow——she flies—but the tempest is merciless, and lashes
more and more, and madly and blindly she rushes onward through the
darkness of that terrific night ! ‘

Land as well as sea bore the marks of that memorable visitation; cattle
were killed, and trees torn up by the roots : rivers burst their bounds,
and the gathered produce of industry was swept away ; the inundations
rendered roads impassable, and many bridges yiclded to the pressure
of the streams they spanned. Few were the sleepers in London that
night, for terror kept them wakeful ;=~houses were untoofed and
chimneys blown down, and loss of life and limb were amongst the
accumulated misfortunes of that dreadful storm. Every hour
brought tiding”f the havoc made amongst the shipping ; the shores
were covesed with wrecks, and many a merchant who held high his
head on *Changg; drooped it under the ruin which the tcmpest made.

But while there was individual wail for private loss, and much of
public- lament too, for this sweeping destruction. of national property,
still it was overpowered by the rejoicing ghich later news created.
The tempest had utterly scattered and demolished the threatening
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navy which had been preparing, at such an enormous cost to France,
for the invasion of England. Her marine bad for the present received
2 blow which must require a large amount of time and treasure to
repair, and the house of Guelphs at easier on its newly acquired throne.
The loyalists had further cagse for rejoicing. Anson had rcturned
from his voyage round the world. His ship, the Centurion, had
happily made her port, before the tempest had burst, and had brought
back from the plundered possessions and ships of Spain a larger
amount of treasure than had ever hitherto been taken.

The name of Anson was in every mouth. He had returned not
only with the reputation of an able circumnavigator, but the glory of
a conqueror. If the grumblérs made long faces at the loss which
had fallen on the merchant interest, the upholders of things as they
were answered that the coffers of the Bank would be filled with
Spanish gold and silver ; and the treasure, immense as it was, was
magnified by the ever-exaggerating voice of rumour. If, on the one
hand, the destruction of our shipping was lamented, the triumphant
reply was, that the navy of France was annihilated,

But while joy-bells rang, and public feasting was held, the bitter
lament of those:whom that tempest had bereaved made mournful many
a house in England. The noisy triumph of the hour soon passed ; wlnle
the low wail of sorrow was heard for many a day.
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CHAPTER X1

A rew days after the dreadful storm we have recorded, a certain
merchant sat in & dark little counting-house in the city of London
anxiously looking over his books. He was a staid looking man, some
‘what beyond middle age ; whose thin lips, small eyes, scant hair, and
low forehead, bespoke a poverty of nature ; and the pinched cut of
his snuff-coloured garments accorded well with the character of his
countenance. , His spare neckcloth’ was tied simply, and smoothed
down in & plain fall in front, without the least particle of border,—an
cxcess in which Mister Spiggles did not indulge even on a gala day.
Snuff he did indulge in,—or it should rather be said he tooZ, for it was
not for indulgence he used it, but merely to give him the opportunity,
when he was asked a question which he &id not like to answer hastily,
of taking out his box, tapping it leisurely, dipping his fingers into it
slowly, and making three solemn applications of his hand to his nose,
that he might thereby gain time to answer the aforesaid question in a
manner the most advantageous to himself. He was sparing of every
thing—even his words—though they were worth nothing, unless they
were written, and this, it would-seem, was his own opinion, from the
fact that he was quite regardless or forgetful of them himself, unless
the inexorable ¢ black and white” held him bound, or refreshed hig
memory. )

Mr. Spiggles was consulting his books after the ¢ terrible night,” to
sc¢ what amount of risks he had on the water, when a thrifty neigh-
bour, as fond of money as himself, entered the counting-house.  After
the exchange of formal salutations between them, Mister Gripps re-
marked the sad visage of his neighbour.

¢ Ay, brother Gripps, and well may my visage be saddened as I
look over the sums that I have trusted to the winds and the waves,
which, mayhap ere now, have dispossessed me of the same.”

& And yet, methinks,” returncd Gripps,; “you should rejoice rather
that so much of thy ventures have come to port, when such a many of
thy neighbours have been despoiled by the tempest.”

¢ Thanks to Providence, truly, friend Gripps, 1 am a fusoured fan,
doubtless, but still much.is abroad. Yet, His will be done,~¢the
Lord chasteneth whom he loveth,” and those visitations may be for our
eood; for, alas ! not only hath the tempest of the winds and the waves

H
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emitten us heavily, but, alas! ! the internal tempests of the factious ane
disaffected threaten us full sorc.”

“Verily |” said Gripps, “the ndherents of the scarlet one waxeth
bold : only think, as I passed by the Belle Sauvage just now, there
was much ado about another discovery made of arms for the Papists.”

 Have they seized those concerned therein ?”

“No,” said Gripps; “they know that a chest of basket-hilted swords
and a cask of skull-caps hath arrived from Birmingham, and were on
the read into. Dorsetshire, and them have they seized.”

“ Ah !” exclaimed Spiggles, devoutly, * would they could seize those
who sent and those who were-to reccive : what matter for the arms in
comparison with the hands that were to wield them,—of the skull-caps,
with the Papist-heads they werc to cover; would they were over
Temple-bar for ornaments !”

« But still it is well,” answered Gripps, “to keep the prms from the
hands of the ungodly, that would work evil in the land.”

¢ Tyuly, brother Gripps.”

¢ And the nets of the godly are compass.mg the knaves ronnd about.
Just now have I seen two Irish rebels, in the pay of France, taken to
Newgate. They were cast pon the coast by the hand of Providence,
in the late storm, and were *hen.fain to endeavour to escape, in the
packet from Harwich, into Holland ; but the king's servants, who
watch the ports narrowly, seized them there, and they were sent up by
order of my Lord Carteret, under care of two messengers.”

“ Heaven be praised!” piously ejaculated Spiggles; ¢ these Papists
would devour us with good will, but Heaven favours the godly and the
righteous ;—the church and the state are under especial eare from on
high—yea, from above! But how heard you all this, brother Gripps?”

“From my friend, Alderman Spiers, who lookethsfor news and sal-
vation, as thou knowest : he told me, moreover, it was a smuggling
ship that cast them up, as pieces of her wreck which floated ashore did
betoken.”

“Ah! the vile and ungodly ones, that would defraud the king’s reve-
nue,” said Spiggles; ¢ Heaven be praised, they are smitten as with arod!”

“ A well-known and dangerous ship was the same,” added Gripps.

¢ Heaven be praised I” again ejaculated Spiggles.

“ Well kuown for her malpractices, though they never could take
her.” -

¢ Bat the storm eneompaned her round about as with a net,” smd
Spiggles ; “ the finger of Providence pointed her out for destruction ;
praised be His name for smiting the ungodly 1"

“ She was entitled the “ Seagull,’ added Gripps.

“The ‘Seagill ’” involuntarily echoed prgglen,-—lookmg more
pinched and miserable than before.
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“ Yes, the ¢ Seagull'—dost know anything of her #°

Mister Spiggles began to tuke snuff, and after his usual maneuvres
answered,  Why, yes—I think—aus well as I ean remember, I have—
that is,——’tis like a dream to me—"

“ Well, Heaven be praised, she is a wreck at last,” said Gripps—
“what can honest dealers like me do, while such rogues are let to live

“ True, neighbour—true,” answered Spiggles, with a long-drawn
sigh. .
« Art not well, neighbour ?” inquired Gripps, observing the in-
creasing pallor of his friend.

“To say truth, brother, I am but ill at ease since this storm ;—
I have not only my own proper risks at sea, but much of my money is
out on bottomry, and the borrowers are not men-of substance, so that
if the ships reach not their port, my loans are in jeopardy.”

A lank-haired clerk now entered the counting-house, and whispered
to his master, who grew paler than before, and telling his neighbour a
person on private business sought an interview, Gripps departed, and
to his shuffling step of departure, succeeded the firm tread of the ap-
proaching visitor, who soon stood before the pallid Spiggles, in the
person of Hudson Finch.

Neither spoke a word for some time, for both were startled at the
other’s appearance. The gallant skippe: had been used to enter with
a light and dashing air, and as far as a smile could take a liberty with
the parchment features of Spiggles, it did, to welcome the man who
was a valuable friend ; but now both looked haggard; a gloom and
anxiety were on Finch’s brow, where brightness and daring were wont
to sit, and his usually trim attire was changed for the ecoarsest guise
of a storm-beatensailor. Spiggles was the first to speak.— It is true,
then ?” said he. 4

“ What is true #” returned Finch.

“The ¢ Seagull'—" said the merchant.

““ What of her ?” #aid the skipper. .

¢ Is lost,” faltered Spiggles.

“Yes,” said Finch, sadly,—* Do you read it in my face ?”

“T heard it,” said Spiggles. ‘

¢ Zounds! but ill news speeds apace,” returned Finch. How did
you hear it 7 .

Mmter Spiggles had again recourse to lns snuff-box, and the im-
patxence of Finch in driving new questions.at him before the pre-
ceding one was ampwered, gave the cautions merchant additional
time to treat the headlong seaman’s inquiries.as he pleased. After
some farther conversation, Spiggles began a long lament over,
amount of his loss, but was suddenly cut.shwthy Fineh. . =

“ Hang thgymoney!” cried he—<It is not that loss I reind—-of
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boat 1 lament—there never was such a beauty swam the sea.  Other
craft we can buy, but never such another as the pretty Scagull.”
He said this with an expression of grief beﬁttmg the loss of a beloved
friend.

¢ Captain Finch,” replied the merchant coldly, “I shall never have
such another vessel at all.”

“What?” exclaimed Finch, eyeing him slmrply “You don't
mean to say you are going to give up so thriving a trade?”

¢“Even so, Captain Finch. It hath pleased Providence to open
mine cyes to mine iniquities,” cried Spiggles, with a snifling whine,
“and I will wash myself from my abominations.”

¢ That is as much as to say, you are so rich you don't want any
more,” said Finch.

 Nay,” eaid Spiggles, “Jamnot a richman—isis the inward yearning
after righteousness.”

« Well, my good sir,” said Finel, cutting short his cant, “I neither
want to pry into your accounts, carthly or heavenly, but as I have
been a useful friend to you, I hope you don’t mean to turn me adritt
now, when your own turn is served ; and if you intend to abjure the
traffic, I hope you will give me the opportunity of repairing my
present mishap, by getting afloat again.”

“ Your skill is too well known, Captain, to let you wunt for em-
ployment.”

¢ 1t is rather a bad introduction to a uew employer, though,” said
Finch, ¢ to say, *Sir, I have just Jost one craft, will you give me
charge of another?"—no—that won’t do. Idon’t want you, Mister Spig-
gles, to have any thing to answer for in a new venture, if your conscience
is against it ; but, as I luge been a faithful and profitable servant to
you, I ouly ask you to lend me a couple of thousand pounds, to put
me afloat handsomely again, and I will repay you, with interest, withir.
a year.”,

Spiggles opened his little cyes as wide as they could open, at ti.
mention of two thousand pounds, and assured Finch he had not the
money, nor & tenth part of it at, command.

A mingled expression of indignation and contempt crossed Finclii
counténance, as be said, “ That is, jn other words, you won't.”

“ Can’t, Captain.”

“Fudge!” cried Finch. ¢ You talk of conscience ; how can you
reconcile, 1 sy, to your conscience to throw off dite who has been the
making of tens of thousands for you, and who now stands before you

ined. man? how, I say, can you reconcile the refusal of what is
a small sum tp you, to retrieve his fortunes—a small sum, were it even

s, A
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to be given—but when it is only a loan I ask—no, I am sure you
cannot mean to refuse it.” -

¢ Could I even spare it, Captain Finch, my conscience would equally
reproach me for aiding another in evil doing.”

“ Come, come, Gaffer Godly, that won’t do.—You can’t humbug me,
though you can the world—we know each other. You would not like
to have the world know all I could tell of you.”

Mr. Spiggles took snuff’ again, before he answered. “ You would
find it difficult to prove any thing against me, Captain Finca.”

¢ More perhaps than you would like,” said Finch—¢ but fear not—
I would scorn to use so base a means to raise money, though I were
starving. Once for all, will you lend me even a thousand ?”

«T assure you, Captain 4

“ Even five hundred ? ”

¢« Nof only do I disapprove of the illegal traffic in which you indulge,
but T have heard you have gone so far as to aid the king’s enemies—
flying rehels—and T own I am loyal to my Church and my king.”

“Pooh! pooh! put a stopper on that lingo, you old hypocrite!”
cricd Fincl, losing all patience. ¢ Church and king, forsooth!—much,
yoti care for cither. Your religion you can put off and on like your
coat, and like it 'twill be always of the sleekest outside— and your
loyalty teaches you to cheat the king’s exchequer. Church and king,
forsooth!—If you conld make athousand pounds by selling both, you’d
%o it. Religion and loyalty, quotha {—Your false oaths at the Custom-
house are good proof of both ! agd'yet you talk of virtue—you, you
forsworn hypocrite, with a string of perjuries hanging round your heart
as thick as beads on a blackamoor.”

Spiggles grew more ghastly as Finch poured forth his fierce invee-
tive, and opened a little window that looked into the outward warehouse
to call his elerk, but Finch interrupted yim.

“Don’t be afraid, you paltry coward—I'll ng harm you. Do you
think I would soil my hands with such contemptible carrion—faugh !
T lcave .you to your religious meditations, you perjuyped, pilfering,
stingy, old sinner; and in the middle of your prayers, don’t forget
wy hlessings on you ! ”

He shook his clenched fist at the shrivelled ap Spiggles as he spoke,
and as he showed his teethdn a fiendish grin as he uttered the word
“ blessings,” there was something more appalling in it than if he had
used all the curses in the world. He strode from the counting-house,
trembling and pale with passion, and thrusting his arm inside that of
Ned, who was waiting for him at the door of the warehouse, hurried
through the narrow lane without uttering & word, and did not speak
until they redched the thorowghfare, as if his “ great rage” could not
get vent in a smaller space.
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Then he copiously anathematized the miserly hypocrite who cast him
off ; but getting cooler when they got over a'couple of miles of ground,
as they walked westward the indignant Finch snapped his fingers,
swore he did not care a curse for the old hunks, and that all would be
right yet. I have another port still under my lee, lad, and though it
is not the haven wherc I had most right to expect shelter, mayhap ’tis
there Tl find it.”

In this hopeful expectation they pushed onward towards the neigh-
bourhood of Charing Cross, and turning into a tavern, Finch walked
straight into the bar, where a very pretty child was dragging her doll
about in a quart pot, by way of car-iage.

« Hillo —is that Polly?” cried Finch.

The child turned up her pretty blue eyes in wonder at hearing her
name uttered by one whom she did not know.

¢ Where's mother?” inquired Finch.

The child only put its finger in its mouth, and kept gazing as before.
The mother cntered at the moment ; and the instant she espied Finch,
uttered a glad exclamation of surprise, and seizing Finch by both
pands, poured forth voluble assurance of how delighted she was to see
him.

“ I must shake hands with you, Captain!”

“ You may as well give us a buss, mother!” said Finch, kissing the
buxom landlady.

“You are as merry as ever, Gaptm‘ though —bless my hca.rt—-you

on’t look as you used, saving your favour.”

“ Can’t return the comphment, as they sny, Mrs. Banks, for you are
looking better than ever I saw you.”

“ And am better, Captain, thanks to you; I have thriven ever since
the day you lent me the money and got me out of trouble. I've got
on ever since; oh, you've beeg the suving of me and my orphans.”
She stooped and took,up the child, and bid her kiss the gentleman,
for that he was the best friend her mother ever had.

The child pgt its little arms round his neck, and pressed its ruby
lips to the bronmzed cheek of the sailor, who seemed touched by the
incident.

“ And I ean give you back all your money now, Captain,” continued
the widow ; ¢ ay, and more too,” added she, in an under tone, ¢ if
you want it yfor indeed, Captain you do look bad ; don’t be angry with
me—but if a hundred more”—

She stopped, for she saw Finch’s lip quiver; he could not spesak,
but catching her in his arms, he gave her another hearty kiss; and as
the landlady wiped her eye, which ghstened with the dew of pure
human sympathy, (though it was in the bar of a tavern,)—Finch
recovered himself sufficiently to say, * Bless you, Mother Banks!
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you werc always a good soul!—I hope your house is not so full but
you can let me have room.”

“If alord was in your way, he should turn out for you, Captain.
The house is yours, and all that’s in it!”

¢ Avast, mother, avast!—a woman’s palaver always bothers me; so
say no more—show my friend and myself to a room ; and as soon as
may be, let us have a dinner of the best, and a rousing bottle from
your pet bin!”

Mrs. Banks showed them the best room in her house; and as for
dinner, protested she only wished she could melt down gold and silver
for their dinner, and give them distilled rubies for wine—or words
to that effect, as the lawyers say.

¢ There!” cried Finch to Ned, as Mrs. Banks closed the door ;
¢ there, in a poor widow have I found the friendship which the man
whose fortune I have mostly made, refused me. Oh, Ned, Ned! how
unequally, and ’twould seem to us how unjustly, are the riches of this
world divided!”

Finch’s spirits rose rapidly after he found himself under the roof of
Mrs. Banks ; her heartiness and gratitude chased the hateful recollee-
tions of Mister Spiggles from his mind, and the innocent kiss of the
unconscious child that was told to love him, acted like balm upon his
spirit; a spirit easily excited, but as easily soothed. Indecd, it was
Finch’s misfortunc that he was too sensible to immediate impressionss
he was capable of doing either a bad or a good action. But whatever
his faults were, they were attributable rather to a headstrong nature
than a bad heart, and were far outnumbered by his good qualities.
Among these, generosity stood preeminent; and a loan of money, in
an hour of need, to poor Mrs. Baunks, had saved her from destruction ;
and it was perhaps the inward consciousness that the kiss of her inno-
cent child was not quite undeserved, that nade it the sweeter ; for how
much dearer is every enjoyment we have earned. Finch’s misfortune
{to go a little further into his churacter) lay in not having a fixed
principle about anything; and this want, in conjunctiquuwith an ex-
citable nature, often allowed him to be befrayed into tH#, in heat of
blood, which, in cooler moments, he would not have committed, and
in cooler moments often regretted. He was fond of pleasure, whose
road, though generally smooth, has some rough places in it, which,
without careful driving, may overturn those who frequent it, and Finch
had had some upsets in his time. Now, in thesq cases it is found that
the warnings arising from experience do not always act as correctives,
but rather embolden; and that when people have becn flung very often
and escaped unharmed, they get so used to the matter, that they think
nothing about it. And, so it was with Finch. He had been so long
following the bent of his will merely, that he neglected any other
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form of guidance, and, of course, his horses sometimes ran away with
* him, and consequently an occasional break down was the result; but
as his energy and actugty always put him on his légs again, he heeded
not the momentary bruises he received, which, as they healed, hardened
and became insensible to future pain, as the culprit often flogged loses
all terror of the lash.

Asking pardon of the reader for this glight digression trom the
immediate story, to afford a genceral idea of the class and “ manner of
man” to which Finch belonged, we shall now proceed.

Finch, as his spirits rose, opened to Ned the bright prospects the
future presented to him ; and, as they sat at the window, looking upon.
the busy thoroughfare before them, he suggested every five minutes a
new plan to be “ up in the world again.” His fourth proposition was
just on the point of being broached (making exactly twenty minutes
they had been at the window) when his thoughts were interrupted by a
sxnaular arrival at the door of the tavern. Two conches drove up,
having their roofs occupied with four sailors each, while their interiors
were empty ; and as an altercation commenced between the drivers
and the targ, which seemed to excite the jndignation of both the dis-
puting parties, and the mirth of bystanders, who rapidly gathered
to listen, Finch threw up the window to hear what was going forward.
He found the dispute occasioned by the sailors desiring the coachmen
to drive them “ back again,” while the coachmen swore they wouldn’t,
for that their horses were tired, and that they had driven them back and
forward the same road threc times, and what could they want more ?

“ What's that to you if you’re paid,” said one of the Jacks.

“ Well, I don’t like it,” said coachee.

“ 'Well, no matter, whether you like it or not—you’ve got the bounty,
and are under orders, and must sail—so weigh and be off.”

“ Can’t you get another pair of coaches?”

¢ We see none here,” cried the sailors.

¢ There are plenty to be had,” answered the coachman.

“ Well,” said a more rcasonable tar, ¢ Jet them drive us to one of
their :mchori.grounds where the craft lie, and let these lubbers go
into dock and be paid off, if so be they like it.”

“But I like this gpaft,” says another; “she’s none o your fair-
weather cockle shells—she pitchcs as if it blew a trifle, and ’tic
a’most as good us being at sea.”

The crowd laughed at the sailor’s choxce of a eoach, but the conch-
men tarned to them and said, “ Ah ! you may laugh, but if you knew
what a plague we'we had with them—and they won’t even sit inside.”

*Why, you “Hfbber !” said the principal spokesman, “would you
have us stay beldw while we can come on deck ?”

The absurd answer iof the seamen always turned the Jaugh against
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' the discomfited drivers, and the arrival of another coach similarly
laden to the former ones, strengthened the party of the Jack tars.
Indeed, this coach was atronger in attraction to the crowd, for amidst
the sailors on the roof sat a piper, who was plaging away for the bare
life the most rollicking of tunes. Hitherto Finch and Ned had en-
joyed the scene in silence, but now the latter involuntarilyexclaimed,

“ By the powers, ’tis he ! ”

“Who?” inquired Finch.

“There—there!” said Ned, pointing to the piper, and made no
further answer, but, rushing from the room, ran down stairs, and in
another moment Finch saw Ned clambering to the top of the coach,
and after addressing a word to the piper, beheld the most cordial
marks of recognition pass between them. This put an end to the
dispute between the drivers and their strunge fares, for as Phaidriy-
na-pib—for it was he—said he would go into the tavern with his friend,
the sailors agreed to go wherever he went, so the coaches were dis-
charged with ten times the amount of their proper fare; and as the
crowd saw the sailors showering money into the hands of the drivers,
they cheered the open-handed liberality, whereupon some of the Jacks
dipped their hands into their pockets agmin and presented them full of
coin to the crowd, many of whom were not loath to take advantage of
such a windfall. The thoughtless sons of the sea, however, were soon
housed in the tavern, the crowd dispersed by degrees, and after Ned
had seen the sailors comfortably stowed in a room below, he conducted
Phaidrig up stairs, and introduced him to Finch, wko, he had no doubt,
would be as glad to hear, as himself, by what chance the blind piper
had comne to London. .

“Tll tell you how it was,” began Phaidrig.

“ Stop,” said Ned—* perhaps you would like a glass of something
before you begin.”

“Bless your sowl, not at all!'—them divils of sailors keep me
dhrinkin’ mornin’, noon, and night, so that in throth its refreshiug to
have a mouthful o’ nothing. Faix I'nr: so full o’ spirits, that 1'd be
afeard to blow out a candle for fear my breath woul e fire. But
to come to my story. You see, one fine day there put into Galway-
bay three ships, and soon afther came a powerg’ sailors on shore with
handfuls o’ strange moncy, that no one could tell the valugyof, not even
the sailors themselves, for I hear broad pieces of silver and even goold
was scattered about like dust—and maybe the townspeople didn’t.
sweep it up., Well, sir, the sailors was mad for divarshin, and av
coorse coortin’ and dancin’ comes undher that denomination, and as
music is wanted for the fanatistical toe, to be sure they could not do
without me—Phaidrig-na-pib was in request—and maybe they didn’t.
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pay the piper. By dad, I wasa rich man in a few ddys, and paid off
all the incumbrances on my esta

“Have you an estate then ?” mquu-ed Finth, rather surprised, for
Finch, be it known, was an Englishman, and had ncver met an Irish
piper before.

“ To be sure 1 have,” sail Phaidrig. “Haven’t I the estate of
man upon me, and what more throublesome estate is there to manage ?”

“ True,” said Finch, with a smile. * But'what were the'incum-
brances you spoke.of!”

“It was all in consequence of a legacy was left me,” said Phaidrig.

“ Ah!” said Finch, anticipating—* and you sunk your own trifle
of property in going to law with the executors I soppose?” *

 Not at all,” said Phaidrig.-— In the first place, I could not sink
my property much more than it was by nature, for it is undher wather
nine months in the year—being in a bog, and as for the executioners,
or whatever you call them, I never heerd o’ such people at all ; but
not to bother you with such bits and scraps o’ nonsense, just let me
tell you how I got here.”

“The sailors, as I towld you, kept me¢ busy, mornin’, noon, and
night, and at last the Captain himself came ashore onc day, and heerd
me, and swore nothing would content him but that I should go aboord
and play for him, and by dad, he pulled out some goold picces and
popped them into my hand, not that I went for the sake of the moncy,
but that he praised my playing powerful, and I remarked he liked the
fine owld airs. His name was Talbot—and he took me aboord sure
enough, and the way he came into Galway-bay was, that having
taken some Spanish ships prizes, and the weather turning bad, he
made for Galway-bay, until the storm was passed, and the word was
that the prizes was so rich, that Captain Talbot never touched the
private goods of the people at all, only the cargo of the ship, although
the people wor so rich that they had diamond rings on every finger,
and goold-hilted swoords, and diamonds in them too—but not a taste
the Captain would take av them, and wos so pleased with the great haul
he made, that be gave a present of twenty goold pieces to every sailor
and sarvant in the ship. Well, I staid aboord for two or three days
as happy as a king ; wiggn one mornin’, as I got up, afther a pleasant

. night aboordg I began to stagger about and couldn’t keep my fect.
¢ Ow wow ! says I,—¢I'm dhrunk yet,’ and was going into bed again,
when T no more could get into it than if it was’ the eye of a needle,
and I was catching at every thing in my way to lay howld of it, but
nothing would make me stand ; and with that I'heerd them laughing
at me all round about, and my head began to reel, and I began to feel
ouare-a bit, and down I fell on the flure as sick as a dog.—Tb0 make a
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* Jong story. short, they had put to sea in the night, and that was the
cause of my staggering and qualmishness all the time I was blaming
the dhrink for it. Well, I was so bothered with the sickness for five
or six days I couldn't take bit or sup, or handle the pipes at all, so
that the Captain was disappointed of all the music he expecged to get
out o’ me while he was sailing from Gally to London, but when I

" got well, I paid off the old score, for I worked a power and didn’t lave -
a tune in the bag Ididn’t give them; and I got sucha favourite with
them that they made me put up with them here in London, and they
pet me like a first child—and that’s the way you see the Irish piper
came to London.”

“ And how do you like London ?” asked Finch.

“ Oh, it’s a fine place, sir.”

“ Ifow can you tell, under the deprivation of sight ?”

“ Don’t I hear it 7—Can’t I tell what crqwds are passing up and
down, and what a power of waggons and carriages there arc in it?—
and all the different bells that are ringing tell me ’tis full o’ churches.
Sure fifty ways I know it’s a big place.”

“ How would you like to live here, Phaidrig ?” inquired Ned.

“ Not at all—the air breathes thick to me, and wants the sweet smell
of the mountains.”

“ When do you mean to return, then, to Ireland?”

“ When these divils o’ sailors will let me—and faix I'm beginning
to get tired o’ them—and would be Jong ago, only for the thundering lies
they tell, that divarts me. And one chap, a new friend they have
picked up to-day, bates all the rest hollow ; I give it up to him for the
biggest liar I ever met, and I have met a few, and, indeed, am noj a
bad hand at it myself, on an occasion—but this felow—Ow, ow!”

“ Who is he?”

“ One of the sailors out o’ the great ship come home lately ; I forget
her name, but the commander’s name is Anderson.”

“ Anson, I suppose, you mean,” said Finch. ¢ Commodore Anson.”

“That’s it,” said Phaidrig. “ Well, if you were to hear this fellow
tell of all their doings.”

- “ He can scamely tell more wonders tlun the reality, I believe,” said
Finch; *they say Anson’s sufferings, and danggrs, and triumphs, are
beyond the wonders of fairy tales.”

“Faix, the fairies are fools to the fellow I spake of, if the half of
what he says be true.”

Finch suggested to Ned that they should join the party of sailors,
doubting not it would be good fun. Ned chimed in with the propo-
sition, and Phaidrig undertook to make them welcome on his intro-
ductién. They at once acted on the suggestion, and found the jolly tars
“tossing the can” gaily. Phuidrig was hailed with a shout of delight,
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and his friends heartily welcomed him; aund, having been accommo-
dated with seats and glasses, Finch and Ned were on as good terms
with the lads of the ocean in five minutes as if they had been ship-
wates. Finch essayed immediately to draw out the principal romancer,
of whom Phaidrig had spoken, and found it no difficult matter. Every
sailor is ready enough to tfk about his ship; and when a man had
such a ship as the * Centurion” to brag of, he had reason to speak the
more. Ho rattled away about the disasters and triumphs of the cir-
cumnavigation right willingly, every now and then bolting out some
tremendous fiction, whereupon Phaidrig would make his pipes give
out a little querulous squeak, that made every one laugh but the story-
teller, who only swore the more stoutly to the truth of all he said
the more doubt was cast upon it. Je was one of the principal
people engaged in the attack on the shores of South America—he was
the first to land—ke made the Dons run—five and twenty of them—
and the Governor at their head, all with kis onn hand.

Phaidrig’s pipe gave a plaintive cry, as if it was calling for mercy.

“ \V]mt’s that you say?” cried Jack. ¢ ID-—d if I didn’t, though ;
and I would have thrash’d twice as many, if they were there!”

On went the narration again. The town was burnt, after being
empti¢d of its treasure, and the triumphant boats rowed back to the
ship, all but sinking with the weight of gold they carried ; again they
are afloat on the great Pacific Ocean ; again they traverse the mighty
waste of waters ; again sickness attacks them.

¢ Then,” said Jack, “we knew that unless we could make an island,
we were lost—and, by hard work, we did make an island at last.”

« You made an island,” cried Phaidrig ; “ well, that is the best thing
you towld yet !”—and Phaidrig madc his pipes give a screech, while
he shouted with laughter. I supposc youll tell us you made the
world next.”

“Put a stopper on that chap’s lingo, will you !” cried Jack.

It was now explained to Phaidrig that ¢ making ” an island, in nau-
tical parlance, meant arriving at an island.

¢ QOh, that’s it, is it?” said Phaidrig; “then that’s the way you
sailoring gentlemen arrive at your wonderful stories, I' suppose—by
making them.”

“The story-teller swore he would carbonado the piper if he didn’t
take care; but the rest of the sailors overruled him in this, ewearing
Phaidrig was a treasure, and the best fellow in the world, and that he
had the privilege of saying anything he liked.

“ Well,”, continued Jack, * we made the island—mind, you piper-
chap—we made it.”

“ Ay, ay!” cried Phaidrig. ‘

“ And then,” cried Juck, with enthusiasm, “ How we did enjoy
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the fresh water and vegetables—and such vegetables! You will
hardly believe it, now, but as true as I'm here, there was little round
loaves growing nat'ral on the trees, and as good bread as I'd wish
to eat.”

«T hope it was rcady butthered,” said Phaidrig.

« No, it wasn’t—you old piperly humlug. But if we hadn’s butter,
we had milk on the trees, though. Now, what do you say to that ?”

¢ As fur as milk is consarned, sir,” said Phaidrig, < all I'll say is,
that ‘ Kerry cows have long horns.”” *

* Tt was not frgn cows we had it, I tell you ; but trees—out of nuts ;
there we found nuts that gave us more than a pint o’ milk a-piece.”

“ That's the hardest nut to crack I ever met,” said Phaidrig.

“]t’s true though, so hold your jaw ; they cdll 'em co-co nuts.”

« Con-cow would be a fitter name for them,” said Phaidrig.

% Well,” continued Jack, ¢ after making all right and tight for sea,
we made sail for China, and stood fof ten days or so”™—

« And why didn’t you go on ?” cried Phaidrig.

¢ So we did go on, you nincompoop.” .

“ Why, you tell me this minit you stood, and how could you go on
while you were standing ?”

It was again explained to Phaidrig that the sea-phrase to “stand”
for a place, meant to go towards it. .

“ Well, you have quarc ways of talking,” said Phaidrig; “ and if a
plain-gpoken man can’t make you out, it’s your own fault, with your
contrary words.”

“Well,” continued Jack, “we made China ;—you know nom, I
supposc,” said he to Phaidrig, rather testily,— you know mnow,,old
blowpipe, what I mean when 1 suy we made China.”

“ () yis,” said Phaidrig, mischievously, “you mean you made cups
and saueers.”

“No, 1 don’t, old double-tongue,” exclaimed Jack, while the sailors
favaiid at the continued quibbling by which Phaidrig annoyed him—
“No, 1 dow’t ;-—but it’s flo use talking to you—only don’t vex me too
much—that’s all—mind your cye!”

I wish I had one to mind,” said Phaidrig.

The cheerful spirit of the man, jesting on his own misfortune,
touched even the impatient $ory-teller, and he joined in the chorus of
luughter which followed Phaidrig’s last rejoinder. Phaidrig’s spirit of
jest was fully satisfied in making the man join in the laugh against
himself ; and when the noisy mirth abated, he begged Jack to go o,
and said he would not annoy him any more, if he could help it.

* A saying in Ireland, applied to any incredible story. Kerry being a-romote
corner, it would be more difficult to detect any exaggeration promulgated as to its
wonderful productions ; hence the saying. -
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“In China,” comtinued Jack, “we did the grand thing. They
* wanted us there to pay port dues, and all that sort of thing, in going
into harbour, but our commodore said he’d see ’em far enough first—
farther than any of us would like to go, I reckon; and told ’em the
king of England never paid no duty at all, but took all he could get,
and more too, which stands to reason, or what would be the good of
being king of Englahd? So we got all the commodation in life we
wanted, and did’nt pgy a rap to the long-tails; and then, all being
ship-shape again, we put to sea. The commodore said nothing to
none of us, thof all of us suspected there was somgthing in the wind,
by the long walks the commodore used to take, all by himself, up and
down the quarter-deck, with never a word to nobody ; and sure enough
we were right. We avere nigh a fortnight at sea afore he broke his
mind to us; but then, ordering all hands to be turned up, he tipped us
the lingo. ‘My lads,’ says he, ‘would’nt you like to go back to old
England with your pockets well lined ?’ says he. ¢Ay, ay, sir!’
says every man in the ship. *< Well, then,’ says the commodore,
* there’s the rich Spanish galleon,’ says he, ‘a sailing from Manilla
to Akkypulky, and that’s what I'd like to take.’ The commodore’s
speech was hailed with a shout. ¢Remember, my lads,” says he, ¢ I
never want to deceive you ;—we shouted again;—¢the galleon is
strong,’ says he, ‘and we are wasted by sickness ; our numbers are few,

d that few are weak ; we have only half our complement of hands;
but, at the same time,” says he, ‘a’nt we able to lick twice as many
Spaniards, my boys?” We shouted louder than ever. ¢ That’s
enough,” says the commodore, ¢ we'll take the galleon ;—keep a bright
look out, let every lad have his eye open.” And sure enough we had ;
—then you might see the officers sweeping the horizon with their
glasses every half hour, and night and day a man at the mast head.
‘Well, about noon one day, a sail to the southward was reported from
the top ;—up ran the officer of the watch, with his bring-’em-near ;*—
and when the commodore hailed him from the deck, to know what he
made her out to be, he answered ’twas all right—a lurge ship, running
to the soithward. My eyes! what a shout did rise when we heard
the news; we were all as nimble as monkeys ; and, with a ¢ will O,
we made all sail in chase. When we had every inch of canvass
drawing, and were going well throughy the water, ¢ Let the men
have their dinner,” says the oommodore, ¢ they have work before
them.” Dinner we had soon, accordingly, thof the thoughts of making
so rich a prize almost took away our appetites, so we made short work
of it. All this time we were nearing the galleon, that did not secm
to notice us for some time, but soon we saw she was alive to it, for
she crawded sail and seemed inclined to shew us her heels; but all of

* Telessope.
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a sudden, ’bout she comes, and bears right down on us, ’Twas such
a comfort to see we were not in for a long chase, and maybe lose her
in the night,” after all, but to settle the matter out of hand at once ;
so we cleared the decks, and made all ready for action. Now, you
sce, it’s & custom with these Spanish chaps, to lic down when an enemy
comes up to them to deliver a broadside, thinking they bhave less
chance of being killed crouching than standing; and then, when the
broadside is over, up they jump and work their guns;*—it’s a dirty
‘ dodge; but so it is ;—so the commodore passed the word round the
ship, that instead of firing a broadside into the enemy, we should give
her our guns one after another, as we brought them to bear when we
neared her, and so we did ; so that the lubbers were lying flat, waiting
for a broadside, while we bore up to her, going bangsbang, into her with
our starboard guns as we ran past her, and then, going about, we had our
larboard broadside ready by the time the Dons were on their legs ; so
that ws exchanged with them, after giving them thirty guns before
we got any answer. We had rather the advantage in metal, but they
had twice our number of men—five hundred and fifty to little more
than two hundred, ‘weakened by sickness too ;—but what o’ that r—
they were Spaniards, and we were Britons! The Spaniard mounted
thirty-six guns on-his lower deck, besides twenty-eight lighter” ones
on his gunwale quarters and tops ; they call them ¢ pidreros’ *—

¢ Pattheraras, we call them in Ireland,” said Phaidrig.

« Don’t stop me, and be d—d to you! ! ” shouted Jack.

“ Twenty-eight pidreros, and they peppered our decks pretty well;
but as mpst of our hands were below fighting the heavy guns, they did
not do us much damage, while our heavy mettle was pounding them
in their vitals ; they were only scratching our face while we were
digging them in the ribs; and their hands were so numerous that every
shot of ours was killing more on their crowded decks, than theirs among
our spare crew. ‘They did not fight badly, however—but at last down
came the flag of the Nostra Signora de Cubadonga—that was her
name ; those Spanich chaps, men, women, and children, ships and all,
have such confounded long names,~—and.her commander Don Jero-
némo de Montero—there’s another o’ them, came aboard the Centurion
—now there’s a tidy name—and delivered his sword to — Commodure
Anson—that'’s short and sweet too—so there’s how we took the Nostra
——confound her, I can’t say her name right oves again.”

“ Bravo ! ” cried Finch—¢ well fought—and her treasure, they say,
was a million and ———7"

“ Avast -heaving, messmate~we’'re not come to the treasure yet,
there was worse danger than .the battle, after the enemy struck. Just

th‘ Such is deseribed to be the Spanish mode of fighting, by the writers of
e day.
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as we were conquerors—up walks the first lieutenant to the commodore
to congratulate him on his victory—us ke pretended—but it was to
whisper to him that the Centurion was on fire below, close to the

" powder room. That was the time to see the cool courage of the noble
Anson—not a word of alarm was whispered on the deck, and the com-
modore went below as unconcerned to all appearance, as if he was
going to dinner, and by his example kept the men so steady and quiet
below, that the fire was extinguished in a few minutes. As it turned
out, the danger was really less than it appeared, for some oakum had
caught fire by the blowing up of a small portion of the powder between
dec!\s, and the smoke and the smother made matters scem worse than
they were —but a moment’s confusion might have blown gold and all,
fidends and foes, intto the deep ocean, and no word would have been
heard of Anson’s glory.”

“ A brave tale, i'faith,” said Finch.

“ Stay, there is onc thing more T have to tel),” said Jack.—What I
told you, partly is eredit to ourselves-——what I'm going to tell you, ig
to show how Providencé watched over us all the way home—our sick-

+ ness diminished, we had good weather round the Cape, and pros-
,perops winds home, and just as we were entering the Channel it fcll
thick and hazy, and this we were ungrateful enough to call bad luck,
when, as it turned out, it was our salvation, for in that very fog we
passed unseen right through the middle of a whole French fleet.”

<« Providential indeed,” said Finch.

“Yes,” said Jack thoughtfully—<I will say Heaven was special
kind to us all through, though we had somc sore trials and suffcrings.”

“ But how amp]y rewarded you are by the tremendous treasure you
hLave brought home ! Near a million and a half T hear ; you must’
have prodigious prize money.”

““Why, yes—pretty picking,” said Juck. “Every man before the
mast got threc hundred pounds on account the other day, aud we
have a heap more to get still—so ecall for what you like—I'll pay for
all.”

“No,d— me!” you shan’t, cried another of the revellers—I'm not a
Centurion man, and ‘didn’t sail under a commodore ; plain Captain
Talbot was my commander, and my ship only a privateer, but as far
as prize money goes I pouched cight hundred guineas to my share, so
D’ll pay—you can Pay for me when you get the rest of yours!”

“Eight hundred ?” exclaimed Finch.

“ A —eight hundred hard shiners !” cried the sailor—*“there’s a
s.mple said he, thrusting bis hand into his pocket and dragging out
a fist full.

Finch exchanged a look with Ned, and said, ¢ that’s the trade!”

# And though a commodore didn’t command us,” added the tar,
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“we had & pretty tightish fight of it, as I could tell you, if sobe youd
like to hear it.”

«T should, of all things,” said Finch, who, wighing to ingratiate
himself with these roving gentlemen, knew the surest road to a sailor’s
heart was through his story. The sailor popped a fresh quid in his
clieck, hitched up his trousers, and put himself into an attitude—in
short, ‘squared his yards’ to tell his story, when, just as he had got
over the preliminary sentences, his yarn was suddenly cut short by a
very sharp sound of hooting in the street; and as the noise grew louder
the whole party rose and ran to the windows to see whence the hub-
bub arose. A dense mob of people preceded a carriage, which was
guarded by some strange-looking soldiers, whose singular uniform
scemed matter of special dislike to the populace. They wore grey
jackets turned up with red, and there was a very un-English cut
about them gitogether. They were, in fact, a body of Swiss, resident
in and about London, who, in the absence of the greater part of the
regular troops abroad, in the prosecution of the king’s foreign wars,
volunteered to do military duty, and were embodied accordingly ; and
this seeming confidence in forcigners in preference to Britons was a
most odious measure, and rendered the king very unpopular with the
great mass of his subjects. The crowd seemed inclined to impede as.
much as possible the progress of the guarded carriage which contained:
prisoners, who werc on their rogd to examination at the Cock-pit,
where the Privy Council then held their sittings. Reproaches were-
showered on these Swiss guards, and terms of disrespect, loudly shouted
against the king and his ministers, by the growling crowd, which pressed
more and more on the guard, who seemed half inclined at last to use
their bayoncts.

«Kill Englishmen if you darc I” roared the crowd.

«Down with the Hanoverian rats !” was thundered from another
side. !
“« Why won’t the German good-for-nothing trust his own people ? ”
cried a third party. '

«Down with the badgers! ” was echoed rouid about—alluding to the:
grey regimentals of the Swiss.

At this moment the carriage which bore the prisoners came withir
full view of the window, and Ned recognised Kirwan in one of the
captives. For an instant he almost rejoiced that the man whose pre-
sence in Flanders he so much fearcd was retained in England; but in
an instant his better nature triunphed over the selfish thought, and he
called Finch's attention to the carriage, at the very moment that he,
too, liad caught a glimpse of O'Hara. Exchanging a significant look
with Ned, Finch made a rapid and impassioned address to the sailors,
saying the prisoners were friends of his, and as innocent as babea

¢
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unbgrn; winding upwith anappeal totheir feelings as “meh and Britons”
if they would allow free-born Englishmen to be dragged to slaughter,
like sheep to the shalnbles, by a pack of beggarly foreigners?

« Will you, who have thrashed the Spaniards, let a parcel of hired
strangers make Britons slaves in their own land ?” cried Finch.

« No, no, no ! !” was indignantly shouted by the thoughtless and
generous tars, who, headed by Finch and Ned, made a rush from the
tavern, and, further inflaming the crowd by their fierce invectives and
daring exawmple, a bold dash was made at the carriage, the doors drag-
ged open, the guard overturned right and left, and Kirwan and his
comphnions in bondage were freed in an instant, and hurried through
the rejoicing crowd by the posse of sailors down the narrow streets
*of the favouring neighbourhood ; and, while the tumult raged wildly
behind them, and all pursuit was successfully retarded by the mob,
the two men, solate in deadly jeopardy, sped securely onward towards
the river, where they effected an embarkation in safety 5 the broad
Thames was soon placed between them and their pursuers, and the
obscure haunts on the Surrey side of the river gave sanctuary for the
present to the rescued prisoners.

>
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CHAPTER XIIL

Tur storm which had so nearly made an end of the personfimost
prominently engaged in our history, which dealt such heavy blows on
the mercantile interest in England, as almost to amount to national
calamity, had not inflicted such smarting wounds as those under which
France suffered. She had been for months preparing a great blow
aguintt Britain, which the winds in one night had paralyzed. And as
this threatened movement was known to all Europe, its defeat w
bitterly felt by the sensitive nation that looked on it so hopefully.

But still they could attribute their failre to the elements in 1hat
case ; but another occurred which was wore difficult to support with
patience. Admiral Roquefeuille, having made a junction of the Brest
and Rochefort squadrons, sailed up the Dritish channel with the
intention of making an attack by sea, while Saxe should muke his
descent by land, and having run up channel as far as Dungeness, the
British fleet hove in sight, bearing down upon him. The lateness of
the hour, and state of wind and tide, prevented the gallant old Norris
from at once closing in action with him, and Roquefeuille took@van-
tage of the night to get away in the dark, and return to port, while
Norris had the credit of clearing the channel of the enemy without
firing a shot.

But the extreme vigilance which our fleet and cruisers were obliged
to exercise for great national purposes gwe facility to miner adven-
turers, who dared the channel, and the safety which could not be
obtained by the guns of a line-of-battle ship, was secured by the
insignificance of a fishing-boat. Under cover of such protection,
Kirwan and O'Hara reached the caast of France in safety, in a few
days after their rescue in London ; and at Gravelines joined Lynch,
who was deeply engaged in the interests of Charles Edward, and in
constant communication with the prince, who kept quiet at this little
spot under the neme of the Chevalier Douglas. His hopes had been
fearfully dushed by the disasters of the storm. His cause, which had
hitherto been so popular, fell into disrepute; for that great element of
popularity—success—seemed to be denied to him, and the unfortunate
Stuart was blamed for all the failures. Some few faithful and untiring
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friends still clung with desperate fidelity to his cause, and” his small
house was the rendezvous of these devoted adherents, where the prince
was still cheered by their hopefulness, and assisted by their advice.
Of the latter he stood much in need; for the chevalicr was deplorably
deficient in judgment, ‘and allowed trifles to attract or annoy him when
greater interests might have been expected to engross his mind at that
important moment.

Lynch had been on a mission to Paris, to make interest amongst the
friends of the prince in the capital, and, through them, to endeavour
to influence those in power in his favour ; but he found the cabinet as
much dBgusted with the failure of their last grand effort as the people
in general, and, so far from having the interests of Charles Edward
discussed in council, their best energies were employed to send a suffi-
cient force into Flanders, which was seriously threatened by the Dutch,
who seized this favourable opportunity to join England in the war
more heartily than they had yet co-operated.

A little council of four sat in the small house of the Chevalier at
Gravelines. The Prince himself, Lord Marshal, Drummond of
Bochaldy, and Lynch, just arrived from Paris. After he had laid his
statement of how matters stood in the capital, Drummond asked him
if" he had seen Marsbal Saxe.

“Yes,” said Lynch.

“ And what said he ?” enquired Charles ; “he seemed to be all heart
and soul in the cause,”

“Yes, sir,” answered Lynch, “as he would be heart and soul in any
cause that promised daring military achievement. The Marshal is
essentiffly a soldier, and loves war for war’s sake.”

“] am quite of Captain Lynch’s opinion,” said Lord Marshal.

“Then he,” pursued Charles, * does not seem to care about following

up the expedition?”
¢ His attention is now turned towards the Low Countries, sir, where

the French will soon take the field under his command—that is, if the
Marshal’s health permits him to leave Paris; for he is reduced to a
state of great exhaustion, and when he allowed me the honour of an
audience, he was in bed.”

«“ His debaucheries, I suppose, have reduced him to so helpless a
state,” said Lord Marshal. “’Tis a pity so great a man should be
such a slave to pleasure. ‘

«Tush | ” exclaimed Charles. “What were life without pleasure?
I vow to heaven I would rather be on a sick bed in Paris, than stuck
up in a vile corner like this, where one earthly enjoyment is not to be
had—I am ennuyé to death. I have neither huntmg nor shootmg,

I bave not had & gun in my band for two months.”
. This was said with a petulance and levity that wag shocking to the
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devoted men who heard it ; and glances were exchanged among his
followers, that, if Charles could have read their eyes, should have
pade him blush.

“Tis Very hard the king refuses to see me” continued the
Chevalier, in the same tone of complaint ; *if he would even per-
mit me to reside in Paris—the Duke de Richelien promised- to
intercede for me in this particular,—did you see kim ?’

« I did, sir,” said Lynch.

“Well ?”

“ He strongly recommends & continuance of quiet residence hers
for some time.”

“ Plague take it!” cried Charles.  The deuce a thing theré is to do
hiere but buy fish.”

“Is there not such a thing as ‘mending our mets?” said Lord
Marshal, pithily.

¢ Pshaw !” said Charles, pettishly, “my patience is worn out.”

«I think we shall not have so long to wait before we see clearly,
one way or the other,” said Drummond. ¢ Much depends on this
campaign. Let the arms of France be successful again, and our cause
prospers beyond a doubt. * Let victory remove the remembrance of
recent disasters, and they will be ready to back your cause sgain,
sir.”

« T agree with you, Bochaldy,” said Lord Marshal.

« And even then,” said Lynch, ¢ though the French government
should not give all the aid your highness may reasonably expect,
still their success makes your success. You remember, sir, the
Trish merchant at Bourdeaux, of whom I spoke; he is_ready to
advance money, and if we watch the moment of England’s defeated
arms abroad, a well-arranged descent on the shores of Scotland
and Ireland at that time must be successful.”
® < You always tell me I may depend on Ireland.”

“ Sir, she has been always fmthful to the cause of your royal
house, and is so still.”

¢ And all Scotland would die for you,” said Drummond.

“ So be not impatient, my prince,” added Lord Marshal. ¢ Await
the result of this ca.mpmgn

“Then T will join the army,” cried Charles Edward, and share in
the campaign myself ; for I must have something to do.”

“Oh, my prince ! ” cxclaimed Lord Marshal, reddening to the
forehead with shame for his master’s folly, *“think not of so rash a
step. Consider, sir, your position. For God’s sake think not of
raising your arm in battle on the side of a foreign power, against
the people over whom you seek to rule I”

. “It seems I am never right,” said Charles, peevishly; seeming
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quite insensible to the noble rebuke his faithful servant gave him,
and, rising suddenly, he left the room.

He retired to his own chamber, and employed the remmrinder of
that day in writing to his father bitter abuse of the devoted and
- high-minded exile who sought to direct his folly. And the men who
had abandoned home and country, and were ready to sacrifice their
lives for him, were the objects of this ungrateful trifler’s anger,
because his humour was thwarted by their good sense. He also
wrote to Paris, to obtain permission to join Louis’s army in Flanders ;
but the king felt, as Lord Marshal did, the indecency of such a
proceeding, and positively .forbade his presence.

Lynch, after the prince retired, had some farther conference with
Lord Marshal and Bochaldy, who were much better able to concert
measures for their master’s good in his absence; and when the
future chances in favour of the Stuart cause were canvassed by
the three adherents, till no topic was left untouched, Lynch bade
them farewell, as he was going to join Dillon’s regiment—so called
after its gallant colonel, than whom a more devoted adherent of the
Stuarts did not exist. Repairing to his own lodgings, he rejoined
Kirwan and O’Hara—the latter bearing a commission in the Irish
Brigade, the former about to join, less perhaps with the love of
arms than’of Lynch’s fair daughter; for it is more than probable
that to be ncar Ellen was one of the objects, if not the principal,
which made Kirwan quit Ireland. ¥For the present, however, he
was not likely to see her; for, as the army was about to take the
field, it was now concentrating on the frontier, and the following ds~
Lamnch and his two countrymen set out for Douay.



CHAPTER XIV.

I was a beautiful morning in spring, when the active inhabitants
of two neighbouring villages in the province of Hainau, adjoining
French Flanders, had just finished their morning meal, and were out-
going again to the fields, to continue the healthful industry with
which the morning opened, when the blast of a trumpet attracted their
attention, and the peaceful peasants were startled at the sound; for
who could live in that province and not know that any day might
bring the horrors of war to their door, and, though the little villages of
Fontcnoi aud Antoine had hitherto escaped that perennial scourge of
the Lower Countries, the sinking heart of every inhabitant foreboded
that their hour was come at 1ast ; and the happy hamlets which hitherto
had known no greater excitement thana wedding-feast or achristening,
was about to have a burial-gervice celebrated on a large scale. The
implements of husbandry, which had been cleerfully flung over the
shoulders of sturdy men as they went a-field, were suddenly cast
downwards again, and the listeners to the trumpet leant thoughtfully
ou spade and hoe, as they caught the first glimpse of the party whence
the warlike warning proceeded, and some squadrons of French horse
were seen approaching | Women and children now crowded the
village strects, as the cavalry ride in and dismount, and appropriate
houscs and stables to their use,, as they are billeted by the proper
officer,—and when houses and stables can hold no more, the horses are
picketed and the men bivouac. When all is, so far, secttled, the
Ppeasants go to work, but they cannot work with that heart-free spirit
which makes toil pleasing. The demon of war

“ Casts his shadow before,”

and all io dfkened beneath it. The women in the villages are busy
with ordinary carcs; they are preparing  sops for Cerberus,” and
hope to-soften the hearts of the men of war by roasting and boiling.
So far, so well. But, in another hour, the engineers arrive, and, shortly
after, a group of officers of the higher rank gallop into the town,—
rapid orders are given, and the officers depart swiftly, as they came,
and then a terribic work of destruction commences. Whole families
are turned out of their houses ; the engineers set to werk, the rafters
of the cottages are sawn through-—in tumbles roof after roof, and each
house is made the platform for a.piece of artillery. Yes, the smoke of



the happy hearth that curled in the golden mist of evening, and invited
the weary traveller from afar, was to be replaced by the repellant
vapour of the cannon’s mouth.
¢ The war ciouds rolling, dun,
Where farious Frank and fiery Hun
Shout in the sulphurons canopy.’

The hospitable village that afforded welcome and healthful fare, and
wholesome slumber to the wayfarer, was preparing to burl destruction
on all who should approach it. The homes that heard the first fond
whispers of bride and bridegroom, and the after holier blessings of
fathers and mothers on their children, were soon to hear the roar of
cannon thundering above their ruins.

‘When this work of destruction began, the men ran back from the
fields, while the women and children stood in the streets into which
they were turned, and looked on,—some with horror, others with the
clamour that bereavement will produce in the most patient. Here was
a woman, in silent despair, looking on at her dwelling tumbling into
rubbish,—there was some- youthful girl, struggling with a swarthy
pioneer, endeavouring toystay the upraised axe, about to fell some
favourite tree. The men, returning breathless from the field, add to
the clamour in a different fashion ; but curses or pruyelb are alike
unavailing,—the work of destruction goes on.

Far apart, sitting by the road side, was a woman, whoso tears fell
fast, as she held her baby to her bosom,—the fountains of life and
of sorrow were both flowing. The unconscious baby smiled cver and
anon, and looked up with its bright eyes at the weeping mother, while
an elder child, who could just lisp its thoughts, was cryiug bitterly as
she told her little grief—that the soldiers had trampled, down all the
pretty flowers in the garden. An -officer approached this group, and
attempted words of consolation. It was Lynch ; for the advanced
cavalry of France was a portion of the lrish Brigade.

“Do not cry so bitterly,” said Lynch, to the weeping woman.

The woman only answered with her sobs.

“ Do you not see the other villagers are getting away thenr fur mture
and making the best they can of it ¥”

The woman looked up gently through her tears ; for, though she
could gather no comfort from his words, there was charity in the sound
of his voice, and even that to the wretched, is something.

“ You would find relief in going to help your husband.”

¢ T have no husband to help,” said the woman.

“What ! a widow ?” exclaimed Lynch.

“ No, thank God !” replied the woman. “But my husband is not
heve,—Pierrot is gone some miles away to see his mother, who is
dying, and I don’t know what to do. I think less of the destruction
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of our house and the loss of all, than the thought of what poor Pierrot
will think, when he comes back, and sees hishouse, in ruins, and won’t
know what has become of his wife and children. Oh, if Pierrot were
only here I wouldn’t mind it; but what shall I do all alone ?”

“Show me which is your house,” said Lynch, touched by the
woman’s agony, “and perhaps I may be able to preserve it.”

“You can’t,” replied the woman, sadly ; “there it is !” added she,
4 there—there, where they are dragging up the cannon now.”

"T'was true ;- the artillery had arrived, and they were mounting the
guns on the ruins of the houses. A dragoon rode up and handed a
note to Lynch, saying, as he made his salute, *From Colonel Dillon,
sir.” Lynch, after glancing at the brief contents of the missive,
turned his eyes towards the weeping woman, with much sadness and
pity in their expression ; he looked as though he wished to speak, but,
feeling he could give her no comfort by his words, he hastily told the
dragoon to lead him to Colonel Dillon, and galloped from the spot,
heartily wishing he had escaped the scene of suffering he had wit-
nessed. He soon reached a rising knoll, where Colonel Dillon and
some other chiefs were issuing orders t¢numerous officers, who, arriv-
ing and departing in rapid succession, were scouring over the broken
ground that lay betwecn the villages of Fontenoi and Antoine and the
wood of Barri on the opposite side of the narrow little valley, directing
the operations that were going forward with speed and energy across
the entire line of this point of defence. Spade and mattock were
busily plied in thousands of hands, and dcep trenches were cut across
the pass, and trees felled and made ready barricades, behind which
cannon was judiciously placed, to swep, with cross fires, the inter-
mediate points where an enemy might dare to force a passage. Thus
went on the day ; every hour making the approach to the bridge of
Calonne inore terrible ; and there were the engineers constructing a téte
du pont which soon bristled with cannon, and gave the French complete
<ommand of the passage of the Scheldt ; for Saxe chose to fight with the
river in his rear, thus giving himself the theafls of throwing the river
between him and the enemy, in case the day should go against him, and
hence the powerful work constructed to bold the bridge, which afforded
retreat, if retreat were needed. And now the gentle alopes which rise
from the banks of the ¢lazy Scheldt,” began to show upon their crests
battalion after battalion crowning the heights and making a brave array
of the French force ; and soon the hill sides, whitening with their tents
as though a sudden fall of snow had taken place, show that the army of
Louis is encamped. Ere long a burst of trumpets and saluting caynon
is heard, one universal shout arises where the lilied bonners float :—
these sounds announce the arrival of the King and the Dauphin, the
chivalry of France is to fight under the eyes of their monarch and
their prince, and all is enthusiasm.
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“Where is the gallant Marshal ?” enquired the King, as he midsed
the presence of Saxe, in the crowd of chiefs who surrounded him.

“ Sire,” said the Count D’Argenson, “the Marshal is so reduced
by sickness, that the fatigue of superinténding the preparations of
to-day have obliged him to retire to rest.”

“ What trumpets are those ?” said the King, as he caught the distant
sound of the warlike blast coming from afar.

“Those of the enemy, Sire,” said I’Argenson, looking across the
Scheldt, and beholding the distant columns of the English advancing.

“They are Weloome,” answered the King ; “ we shall. measure our
strength to-morrow.”

But the Engllsh seemed not inclined to wait for the morrow, for a
smart fire opened on their side, the French ontposts werc driven in,
and the Marshal de Noailles paid a tribute to the ready gallantry which
the English always exhibit to join battle. And now, not content with
driving in the outposts, and taking up their position, they even com-
menced a cannonade against the French lines, although the evening
began to close; and it was deemed advisable to consult Saxe on the
subjeet. The Marshal was#no way disturbed by the news. Let
them fire away,” he said—* the Duke of Cumberland is young and
precipitate ; he bites against a file; he little knows what I have
prepared for him ; he has no time this evening to force a single point,
and must wait till tomorrow to find out the trap into which he is
running his head.—So never mind this demonstration to-night—they
will soon stop.”

The event proved the truth of Saxe’s word. *The cannonade soon
ceased, and the Duke of Cumberland called a council of war. He held
the chief command, though the Prince de Waldeek had some share of
authority at the head of his Dutch troops, and burned for military
glory which had been so brilliantly won by the English prince at
Dettingen ; but the ardour of these two young men was held in check
by the old Marshal Kmmgsec, who commanded the Austnans, and
was entrusted by the’ States-General for the very parpose of over-
ruling the temerity of the fiery young princes.

On the English side the arrangements were soon made. On the
left, the Prince de Waldeck promised to seize Antoine. The Duke of
Cumberland undertook all the rest with his British and Hanoverians.

In the French camp all was gaiety. The king held a banquet in
his pavilion, surrounded by his chiefs—he was never known to be: more
lively ; the discourse ran on battles and feats of arms, and Louis
remarked, that since the fight of Poictiers no king of France and his
son had been together present in battle. The remcmbrance of a
fight so fatal to the French chivalry was looked upon as an evil omen
by many, and rather darkened the end of the festive evening.
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On retiring to his quarters Dillon met Lynch, who, at his colonel’s
request, was awaiting him. Unusual gloem sat on Dillon’s brow;
he grasped Lynch’s hand with fervour as he told him he wished some
parting words with him before the morrow’s fight, as he knew that
fight would be fatal to him, and, he feared, disastrous to the cause they
both loved.

Lynch endeavoured to dispel such gloomy forebodings.

« I fear they are too true,” replied Dillon.—* Only think of a French
king, by way of inspiring his soldiers, refréshing their memories with
Poictiers on the eve of a battle!”

“’Twas less felicitous than Frenchmen generally are in their allu-
sions, certainly,” said Liynch ;—¢but what of that ?”

“Let it pass,” returned Dillon ; “but for myself I feel—I know I
am to die to-morrow, and would bid you, my staunch friend and faithful
adherent to the Stuart cause, farewell, and to request you to bear to the
prince my dying wishes for his prosperity, and the assurance of my
fidelity to him to the death, for I shall fall to-morrow in making my
best charge for the regaining of his crown.”*

“My colonel—my friend !” exclaimed Lynch— why this—"

¢ Say no more, my dear Lynch,” said Dillon—¢“such presentiments
as mine are always fulfilled. I shall fall—but it will be at the head of
my gallant regiment, and J prophesy it shall be a charge that England
will long remember, #nd make the wise regret the cruel laws that make
Irishmen exiles and enemies.”

The friends then parted with a < Good night” and « God bless you,”
ahd Dillon offered up his soul devoutly to God before he slept ; for he
felt his next sleep should be that of death.

Night and slumber now wrapped the two camps in darkness and in
silence, save the pale glimmer of the stars, or the faint ripple of the
river which reflected their light. But this repose was of short duration:
drum and trunapet startled the quiet dawn, and the first rays of sunrise
glittered on the ready arms of both the powers.

The king of France was one of the first to rise in the camp, and
Count D’Argenson sending to Marshal Saxe for his last orders, the

" ® Though the gaining of a battle in Flanders could not immediately replace the
Stuarts on the throne of England, still every success against England was looked
upon by the exiled Irish as favourable to their cause ; and the brigaded Irish in
their gallant aid to France were not actuated by love for the French, but by a desire
to favour the Stuarts, whom they regarded as the legitimate race of their sove-
reigns ; and, though fighting under the banners of Lonis, it was the feeling for their
own exiled king, and their own persecuted faith, that inspired them, and whetted
their courage—it must be owned not unnaturally—against the English of that day.

1 George the Second, ot hearing of the terrible and triumphant charge of the
Irish Brigade at Fontenoi, uttered these memordble words: “Curse on the laws
that deprive me of such soldievs.'’.
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Marshal replied that all was ready for his majesty to enter the field.
‘The King and Dauphin, each followed by their splendid suites, wound
down the slope, crossed the bridge, and entered on the field of battle,
of which, to obtain a better view, many of the followers of the court
<limbed into trees to feast their Parisian eyes with slaughter. 1
Saxe was in such a state of exhaustion, that he was obliged to be
carried through the ranks in a litter made of osier, to give his final
-orders, and the soldiers, lookmg with fond admiration on their glory-
loving General, who made a sick couch serve for a war chariot,
hailed his presence with applauding shouts. Around him rode a brilliant
staff, and, as he had completed his arrangements, he pointed towards
the enemy as various generals and commanders departed for their
respective posts, and said, ¢ Gentlemen, I have but prepared for you
the road to victory~—alas! I cannot lead you myself, but you need not
the guidance. None know better how to follow the road to glory !”
The English guns open as he speaks, and the generals ride to their
Tespective posts. The Count de la Mark gallops to Antoine where he
is received by the brave Piedmontese with cheers. The Marshal de
Noailles embraces his gephew, the Duke de Grammont, ere he departs
for his post ; but he quits the embrace of his uncle for the embrace of
death ; he is struck by a cannon-shot, the first victim of that sanguinary
day. The old man hides his face in his hands, but the soldier triumphs
-over the mortal, and, dashing a tear from His eye, he bows to Saxe
and cries, “Z will take his place, Count. Let Fontenoi and vengeance
‘be mine !” The Marshal puts spurs to his charger and rushes to the
defence of Fontenoi, on which the English and Ilanoverians make a
joint attack ; the slaughter is terrific, never was seen a fire so rapid
and so terrible ; the valour of the assailants.is only to be cqualled by
the bravery of the defenders; but the village is one blaze of fire,
sweeping destruction on all who dare approach. No living thing exists
before it—the English retire, the French shout in triumph, the taunt-
ing sound stings the brave Dritons, and again they assault the village.
So rapid has been the French fire that the ammunition is neacly
-exhausted ; aid-de-camp after aid-de-camp is despatched for a fresh
supply—it does not arrive—the English continue the assault, cvery
ball in Fontenoi is exhausted ; but they still have powder. * l.et them
fire with powder only, then !” cried the brave old Marshal; “ we must
keep up the appearance of defence at least.” On, press the English—
Fontenoi is-almost theirs, when a fresh supply of ammunition arrives;
the fire is wlonger a mockery, and the English are mowed down—they
are too much weakened to hope.for success-—-they retire till a reinforce-
-ment arrives, - :
The Duke of Cumberland in the centre passes through the village of
Vezon under a tremendous cannonade, and, though not°more than
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fifteen or twehty men can march abreast, etill, undauntedly, they press
through the fire -and file off to the left, forming line with the cool
precision of a parade, while the iron shower makes wide gaps in their
ranks which are instantly filled up, and rapidly a colamn of undaunted
British infantry forms and advances across the broken ground of the
centre ; they are suddenly checked—the ground is escarpé—an enor-
mous trench is before them. Old Keenigsec whispers the Duke,
he dreaded his attack was rash, and that ke told him so. The Duke
makes no answer, but, rushing to the front, exhorts the men to re-
meraber Dettingen, and, dashing through the trench himself, he leads
his gallant guards forward, who drag with their own nervous arms six
guns across the trench, and again move forward at the command of
the Duke.

Four battalions of the French guards now confront them, and the
picked infantry of both armics prepare for deadly conflict. The
Scotch guards under Campbell and Albemarle, the English under
Churchill—a descendant of the great Marlborough. When fifty paces
interpose between the combatants, the English officers advance, and,
with a courtly air, take off their hats and salute the French guard.
The Count de Chabanes, the Duke de Biron, and all the French
officers return the'salute.  Such were the chivalrous customs of thas
time, that even an invitation to fire was made, which scems absurd in
these more matter-of-fact days, when ¢ Up, Guards, and at’em” was the
pithy and unceremonious phrase of Waterloo ; but, in the polished
day of Fontenoi, the gallant Lord Charles Hny exclaims, ¢ Gentle-
men of the French guards, fire !” »

The gentlemen of the French guard would have been shocked to
do anything so rude, and Count d’Auteroche replies, ¢ Fire your-
selves, gentlemen—7"%e French guard never fire first!”—

The English take them at their word, and when they did once set
about it, they certainly fired in good earnest, for nearly the whole
front rank of the French guard fell. The incredible number of 380
killed and 485 wounded was the result of that first volley, to say
nothing of officers, nearly all of whom bit- the dust; indeed Fontenoi
presents a more fearful list of leaders killed than any other action on
record: such was the heroism on both sidés with which the men were
led to assnult, or inspired to resistance.

‘The second rank, appalled by the utter annibilation of the first, look
back for support; they see the cavalry 300 toises behind them, they
waver, but throw in their fire ; it is fearfully returned by the English,
and when Luttaux and D'Aubeterre at the heads of their regiments
attempt to support the guards, they arrive but to witness and join
in the rout. Luttaux bit the dust. - The Duke de Biron had his
horse shot under him. Ou press the victorious English, and the
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Duke of Cumberland peurs fresh masses into the field. An impenetrable
body of 14,000 men is firmly established. The Duke looks to the
right, and expects to see Ingoldsby driving the enemy in before him—
alas! he only receives a message from Ingoldshy asking for fresh
orders, as he has hitherto done nothing, being kept in check by the
skirmishers, and intimidated by the batteries. The Duke of Cumber-
land cursea him for a coward, and swears he shall be tried by court
martial for it—and he kept his word. This is a fatal mistake. The
Duke must either dare ‘all, and pass between the batterics on his right
and left, or retire ; he chooses the desperate resolve to hazard all, and
the invincible British bayonets drive all before them, though a cross-
fire of batteries rips up the English ranks, and carries fearful slaughter
into the advancing column, but still it does advan ce.

Saxe is alarmed for the fate of the day, and the thought of defeat
lends him strength: he calls for a horse, and mounts, but his weak-
ness prevents his carrying a cuirass, and a sert of buckler of quilted
taffeta is placed before him on the pommel of his saddle. For some
time Saxe permits it to remain there, but he soon cries  Curse such
‘mantua-making,” and, flinging it down, dashes into the hottest of the
fight in a light, open dress. He retrieves the disorder, but sends the
Marquis de Meuze to the king requesting him to retire. The king
refuses, and determines to remain in the fight. At the morhent his
suite is scattered by the broken regiments rushing back upon them.
The body-guard, of their own accord, without waiting for orders,
interpose their columns between the king’s person and the fugitives.
Saxe heads the second column of cavalry himself, and makes another
charge upon the unflinching column—the cavalry are flung back from
the serried bayonets, as & broken wave from a rock—the column is
unshaken, and Koenigsec already congratulates the Duke of Cumber-
land on his victory. And so it might have been, had the Dutch then
advanced ; but, alas! for the Prince de Waldeck, his fame is tarnished.
After the first assault on Antoine, which he undertook to secure, he
retired, and never attempted to do more. Saxe rode amidst a
tremendous fire all along the centre British line, to reconnoitre their
state with his own eye. They were firm, but quite unsupported by
any other portion of their troops; charge after charge, nevertheless,
they resist, and the Marshal saw nothing for it but to prepare for a
safe retreat for the king. To this end he ordered Fontenoi and
Antoine to be abandoned, which bravely held out against a third
attack of the English, who, from that quarter, were in vain looked for
by the Duke of Cumberland, as the Dutch were as vainly expected
from Antoine. The Count de la Mark would not obey the order to
retire from Antoine; and Fontenoi was held also. Again Saxe orders
the French infantry to advance and revenge their comrades—* Men
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of Hainau, you fight on your own fields,: drive hence the enemy !
Normandy, remember your ancient chivalry ! you conquered all Eng-
land once, shall a handful of Britons resist you ?”~—thus inspiring
regiment after regiment with his words, he ordered them to charge,
calling on their leaders by name as he passed them. Saxe watched
the result of the eharge—the English were still invincible. The
Prince de Craon fell as he led his troops to the charge, and the regi-
ment of Hainau was swept from the field by a terrible fire of musketry
and cannon; for the English had some few guns with them which
they used with great judgment; and as their musketry was fired in
divisions, it kept up a continued slaughter amongst the French which
drove them back in utter disorder. Saxe now gave up the day for
lost—the English column, though it did not advance, was master of
the field. It remained motionless, and showed front everywhere, only
firing when it was attacked.

Sceing this state of things, a rather noisy council was held round
the king, and Saxe despatched fresh orders to have Fontenoi and
Antoine evacuated, telling Count de la Mark to refuse at his peril.
Just as these orders were despatched, the Duke de Richelicu, the king’s
aid-de-camp, arrived at full gallop.

“ What news ?” cried Saxe.

“ That the day is ours, if we only wish it ! The Dutch are beaten,
and the English, too, at Fontenoi—the centre only holds out. Muster
all our cavalry and fall upon them like foragers, and the victory is
won.”—

“T am of that opinion,” said the king to the Marshal.

“ Then we’ll do it,” said Saxe; “but first shake them with some
cannon. Pequingny,” cried he to the Duke, “advance tour heavy
pieceg. D’Aubeterre, Courten, head your regiments! Ride, Richelieu,
to the household troops, and bid Monteason charge! Jumillac, head
your musqueteers! let the movement be concentrated. Dillon”—for
the colonel was among the knot of officers round the king,—* Dillon !
let the whole Irish brigade charge !—to you I ecommend its conduct.
‘Where Dillon’s regiment leads the rest will follow. The cavalry has
made no impression yet ; let the Irish brigade show an example !”

“TIt shall be done, Marshal !” smd Dillon, touching his hat and
turning his horse.

“To VicTory !” cried Saxe, emphatxcally

“Or DraTn,” said Dillon, solemnly, kissing the cross of his sword,
and plunging the rowels in his horse’s side, that swiftly he might do
his bidding ; and that the Irish brigade might first have the honour of
changing the fortune of the day.

Galloping along the front of their line, where the brigade stood
impatient of the ordeto advance, Dillon gave a word that made every
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man clench hiscteeth, firmly plunge his foot deep in the stirrup and
grip his sword for vengeance; for the word that Dillon gave was
talismanic as others that have been memorable ; he shouted as he rode
along, “ Remember Limerick !” and then wheeling round, and placing
himself at the head of his own regiment, to whom the honour of
leading was given, he gave the word to charge; and down swept the
whole brigade, terrible as a thunderbolt, for the hitherto unbroken
column of Cumberland was crushed under the fearful charge—the
very earth trembled beneath that horrible rush of horse. Dillon was
amougst the first to fall ; he received a mortal wound from the steady and
well-directed fire of the English column, and as he was struck, he knew
hispresentiment was fulfilled ; but he lived long enough to know, also, he
completed his prophecy of a glorious charge,—plunging his spurs into
his fiery horse, he jumped into the forest of bayonets, and, laying
about him gallantly, he saw the English column broken, and fell,
fighting, amidst a heap of slain. The day was won ; the columin could
no longer resist; but, with the.indomitable spirit of Englishmen, they
still turned their faces to the foe, and retired without confusion ; they
lost the field with honour, and in the midst of defeat it was some satis-
faction to know, it was the bold islanders of their own seas who carried .
the victory against them. It was no forcigner before whom they
yielded. The thought was bitter that they themselves had disbanded
a strength so mighty ; but they took consolation in a strange land in
the thought that it was only their own right arm could deal a blow so
heavy. Thanks be to God, these unnatural days are past, and the
unholy laws that made them so are expunged. In little more than
sixty years after, and not fifty miles from that very spot, Irish valour
helped to win victory on the side of England; for, at Waterloo, Erin
gave to Albion not only her fiery columns, but her unconqqered
chieftain.
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CHAPTER XV.

Taw Dattle of Fontenoi may be said to have decided the campaign
it opened. Town after town rapidly fell into the hands of the French ;
and though gallant defences were maie here and there on the part of
the allies in detail, no general movements could be cffected ; and the
greatér part of French Flanders was once more under the dominion of
Louis, Nevertheless, while plumed with victory, e offered peace ;
Lut whether England thought the offer insinceng, or fancied that at
- uch a moment favourable terms would not be obtained, she rejected the
pucific overture, and France and Ingland continued Lelligerent
powers. This circumstance was considercd by the adherents of Charles
Fddward mogt favourable to his views, as it was hoped the successcs in
Flanders would be followed up by striking a home blow at Great

Jritain, and his partizans flocked to Paris, whither the prince himself
had been now allowed to proceed ; and although yet refused a personal
interview with the king, Le resided in the vicinity of the capital, and
was in constant communication with those about the court who were
{avourable to his intcrests. Here he could pursue the amusements he
»o much regretted at Gravelines, and awaited his happy hour with
better temper than on the sea-coast, the interregnum being agreeably
filled up by the pleasures of the chase and the charms of a soeiety
which, though small, was brilliant, and oficred a fgretaste of St. James's
in the observance of®courtly ctiquette and homage to his rank. Not
only some of the haute noblesse, and many gallant cavaliers, but fuir
and stately dames made the small country house of the handsome
young prince an enviable residence. And pre-cminent amidst the
beauty which graced it was Ellen——no longer the inmate of the
cloister at Bruges, but mingling in the gaieties of Paris, under the pro-
tection of Madame de Jumillac. To none were the little meetings of
the mimic court of Charles Edward morc agreeable than to Klien,
whose personal charms won homage from all the cavaliers, and whose
sweet manners almost reconciled her triumph to her own sex. As
the daughter of one of the most active and devoted of the prince’s
agents, ke, too, was studious In his attentions to her ; aud wherever
the fair daughter of Captain Lynch appeared-—at masque, or Lall, ¢

X
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, theatre—she attracted universal admiration. Madame de Jumillac
particularly loved the opera; and one night, as she and her fair
protégée had taken their seats to witness the representation of Armide,
an unusual commotion was observable among the audicnce ; whispers
scemed to pass from box to box, and eyes were eagerly directed
towards a conspicuous place near the stage which was yet unoccupied :
the pit catches the movement from the boxes, and are cqually anxious
anzers at the vacant place.  The overture commences ; and though, of
course, that strict silence which the severe etiquette of the French
theatre most fitly enjoins, immediately cnsued, still it was manifest
the audience were inattentive ; and the vacant scat neap the stage
carried it hollow against the crammed benches of the orchestra. In a
minute or two the door of the box opens, and, ushered with profound
reverence to his seat, appears an officer in brilliant uniform. It is the
victorious Marshal himself, just arrived in Paris—it is the temporary
Jdol of the people, the glorious Count Maurice de Saxe, and ull
ethuette is forgotten®by the audicnce. The pit riscs en masse, and loud
2tvats ring through the house ; the powerful orchestra is drowned by 5
that burst of popular admiration—sweeter music to the lierv's cars
than if Apollo himself led the band. The musicians themselves
have lost self-control, and the bewildered leader can scarcely keep
them together, while Saxe returns repeated obeisances to the applaud-
ing audicnce. At length order is restored, and the last few bars of the
overture are audible. The curtain rises, and an impersonation of
Glory appears, and sings a species of prologue; some lines occur in the
verges which singularly apply to the hero of Fontenoi, and the actress,
catching the enthusmsm of the moment, directs her gaze upon the
Marshal as she poura forth her strain of triumph ; and finally, as she
completes her heroic roulade, she advances to the box, and presents the
laurel wreath she bears, as one of her attributes, to the Marshal.
Again the pit simultiieously rose ; and so taken by surprise were all
by this impromptu of the actress, that even the courtly boxcs were
urged to a breach of decorum ; and zivats from the men, and white
handkerchicfs, waved by fair hands, hailed the conquering Count, who
seemed sensibly touched by the enthusiastic welcome. Again and
again he bowed to the audience ; and when, after some minutes, order
was restored, he might be seen making slight marks of recognition, as
his brilliant eye wandered round the house, and, piercing the: deepest
recesses of the farthest boxes, caught some gmile or glance which
heauty cast upon him. But suddenly his attention seemed particularly
arrested ; and he makes a salutation in which there is more of devo-
tion than he has yet manifested—his glances wander no more—he
continues gazing on the same place—and all eyes, by degreeq, turn to
sec who has enthralled the voluge Count. Jt is the box of Madame
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de Jumillac that is the point of observation. It cannot be AMadame
who has made the conquest—she is passée—it must be la belle Irlan-
daive. Yes ; the unaifected graces of the beautiful Irish girl put the
overdone Parisian belles into the shade; and the coquettes of the
capital arc indignant, while Madame Jumillac, in the second-hand
triumph of a chaperon, whispers to'Ellen with a smile—* My dear, you
liave conquered the conqueror.”

Ellen would have given the world to escape from the theatre. A
host of disagreeable emotions crowded upon her; and the natural
repugnance of a woman o speak of hersclf as the object of an unbe-
coming admiration, prevented relief in words. No woman of delicacy,
even to onc of her own sex, chooses to admit that she has inspired
aught than an honourable passion ; and theréfore Ellen preferred
keeping 1o Lersclf the knowledge of the Marshal’s atrocious attempt,
through his emissary at Bruges.

She knew that Madame de Jumillac was a woman of honour and
reputation, ag that under her protcction she wis in security, and that
speaking as Madame did, she only made a sportive use of the phrase,
which, in that age of gallantry, meant nothing ; for wherc so much
of gallantry—not to use a stronger phrase — was then tolerated, the
tribute of open admiration to a lady’s charms might go much further
without being blamed than in modern times. FEllen, thereforé, sat
patiently under the disagreeable trial to which she was exposed,
though the blushes with which the concentred observation of the whole
theatre suflused her cheek were sufficicnfly painful, without the decper
and hidden fecling of maiden indigngtion. Still, with all her desire
to conceal her emotion, Madame de Jumillac sawgthe triumph of the
moment was not pleasing to her whom most it conccrned ; and she
attributed to the recluse nature of her early education this shrinking
{rom what a court-bred belle would have enjoyed.

“ My love, do not think so seriously abou‘.” said Madame de
Jumillae, )

« Seriously, Madame!” replied Ellen, echoing the word ; “how
could I think seriously of such folly 2"

 But it makes you uneasy :—pray be tranquil, child, or all our
friends will laugh at us.”

« But it is such folly,” said Ellen.

¢ My dear, such follies may sometimes be mnde to serve good pur-
poses. Remember the Marshal's enormous interest at the court at
this moment, and how signally he may benefit the cause of your exiled
king.”

These words gave a new turn to Ellen’s thoughts. She felt how
much truth there was in the observation ; and in her devotion to the
cause of the royal Stuart her personal feelings were sunk. In the

K 2 ) B s e
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devotion she had been early instructed by her father, than whom a
deeper enthusiast in the cause did not exist ; and the sbeds thus sown,
taking growth in a heart full of affection and sensibility, produced that
unalloyed attachment, which can supersede all selfish considerations—
an attachment to which the tendril nature of a woman’s heart and mind
conduces, and has furnished so many examples of heroic self-devotion.

The thought of enchaining the Marshal to the Stuart cause in the
rosy bondage which Madame de Jumillac hinted, thus entercd Ellen’s
mind for an instant ; but that sanctuary was too pure to permit it to
remain there longer ;—its temporary admission was obtained through
the generosity of her disposition in preferfing the cause of her king
to her own, but the dignity of her nature revolted at the idea,
and she alinost blushed for herself, that any cause could have made
her harbour a thought repugnant to honour. In thus speaking of
honour, of course the word is used in its most r¢fined scnse ; for Ellen
Lynch was too strongly fortified in virtue to feel any evil conse-
quences to hérself from the attentions of the most accomplishicd roud
in the world. She bad also suflicient confidence in h#® own powers
of attraction, (of which every day gave evidence,) and reliance on a
sufficiency of woman’s wit, to hold a hero in her chains, if' she had
looked upon coguetry as allowable ; but her simple dignity of nature,
and a deep sense of moral rectitude, were above the practice of what
she held to be wrong; and even for a cause in which she would
willingly have laid down her life, she could not stoop to a course of
conduct which would have forfvited her own self-respect. She was
so absorbed in thought, that the pageant on the stage passed before her
cyes as unscen as though she gazed on vacaney ; her whole mind was
preoccupied in antiapating circumstances that chance might combine
to force her into intercourse with the Marshal, and forming thereupon
resolutions as to how sh? should act* and after much consideration,
her final determinatigiiwas, that prudence made it advisable to appear
unconscious of any Ciuse of anger against the Count, should they
meet, and that she must rely on a punctilious politeness to proteet her
from any »dvance that could offend.

"This, perhaps, was the most delicate course she could have adopted
in her present situation. Jer fathar was absent at Bourdeaux, con-
certing measures with an Irish mercnant named Walsh, in the cause
of Charles Edward ; and confided, as she then was, to the proteetion
of a lady moving in the court circles, and the wife of an officer in the
army, it might have placed Madame in an awkward position, had
Ellen spoken the real state of her feelings, and the cause; to say
nothing of the repugnance already alluded to, which she entertuined
against speaking of such matters at all,

Besides, she, expected the return of her father soon, aud, for afew
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days, she reeloned it impossible any evil could .result fron. the silenoce
she had determined to observe,

As soon as the first aet was _over, the Marshal’s box was erowded
with a succession of visitors, some few really glad.to interchange
words of kindly greeting ; the many prond to be scen as of lLis ac
quaintances, thus deriving a reflected light from the star of the
evening.  One, however, remained longer than the rest, und took a
seat beside the Count—it was Voltaire. They scemed mutually
pleased with each other’s company, and ere long the eyes of the philoso-
pher werc turned towards the box where Ellen sat. It was the first time
the had seen him, and she was, forcibly struck by the intellectuality of
that face, where keenness of perception and satire were so singularly
marked, while he was as much attracted by the expression of simplicity
with intelligence which charucterised the beauty of the Irish girl. Tt
is difficult to say which had most pleasure; she, in gazing on dis-
tingnished ngliness, or he it admiring the beautiful unknown.

“ What are you about there, Sir Poet?” said Saxe, noticing the
roapt gaze of Voltaire.

“ T am not a poct at present,” answered he, “but an astronomer.
I am making an observation on that hcavenly body.”

“ Heavenly, you way well say !” cjaculated the Marshal,

“ Your Cynosur~,” said Voltaire, slyly.

¢ T should rath.er call her Venus,” returned the Count.

“ 1 should think Mars,” said Voltaire, eyeing the Marshal,

vould 'ike to be in conjunction.”

“ Cr Mercury either,” rejoined Saxe, with a glance at the poct.

¢ You are getting too close to the Sun, now,” answered Voltaire.

¢ We shall be dazzled in the light of our own metaphors, so we
wd better return to the earth and comwen sense— who is she #”

“ The daughter of a Captain in the Lijsh brigade.”

“ -Ma fui !—thosc Lrish are victorious evergavay. We have heard
wondrous rwmours of them at Fontenoi, Rm the Stuart party
here.”

‘ The fact is,” said Saxe, in a whisperto the historian,—* they won
the battle—but for Heaven’s sake don’t spy I said so, or, you know, it
would not be relished in France.”

“ Don’t fear me,” said Voltaire, *“ I won’t make either on-dit or
history of it.* DBut revenons d nos moutpns—the lady is very charm-
ing ; I wish we had a brigade of such.”

« I bwlovian of Précis du Sicele Louis XV. kept hig word. He behaves
shabhily to Ireland in the account.of the battle. ¥ i3 from other sources we hear
the whole truth of the memorable charge ©i" her gallant brigade. Poor lreland!
she has 50 oflea been grudged her dne by writers on all Bld_':, wat an Trishman
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« A brigade!” cried Saxe, in surprise; “why, there are not as
many such to make it in all the world !”

“ Parbleu! Count !—You are positively entété on this point.”

“ I'm over head and ears in love with her!” said Saxe: “I confess
it—and the worst of it is, she is a piece of snow.”

“ From the t:p of a mountain in Ircland,” added Voltaire, with a
sneer.

« Provokingly pure, on my honour,” said Saxe. .

“ But snow melts when it is no longer on the top of the mountain,”
said the scoffer.

“ Would I were the valley it would fall upon !” said Saxe.

“ T should think the air of Paris sufficicntly warm to thaw your
frozen beauty.”

“ She’s not so easily melted, I assure you.”

“ She’s a woman,” said the leering cynic, who had no faith in any
virtue. ¢

“ By my faith, she has more of Diana about her than ever I met
yet,” said Saxe.

“ *Tis most natural,” returned Voltaire,  with your love of sporting,
that you should likeny your fair one to the hunting goddess; but,
Marshal, if I mistake not, you admire the chase more than the
chaste.”

¢ The difference is but a letter,” said Saxe.

“ How can you say letter, in your present state of mind,” said
Voltaire; * you should say billet-doux.”

“ Hold { hold !” cried Suxe, I cannot play at jew de mots with you.”

Here a fresh visitor entered the box, and made his salutations to
the Count in the most obsequious manner.. He was one of those
uscful persons whom nobody likss, yet nobody can do without; who
is always abused in his dbsence, but whose presence seems always
welcome. 'Who, by sgspecies of ubiquity, is present at every party,
where every one votes him a bore, yet smiles at his sayings, and asks
him to forthcoming fétes and suppers. He had the singularly ap-
propriate name of ¢ Poterne” The Marshal was delighted at the sight
of him, shook him by the hand, and invited him to a seat. Even the
great Voltaire gave him a pleasant nod of recognition.

“ Charmed to see you, my dear Poterne,” said the Marshal. “ As
usual, I find yeu in the midst of fashion.”

« And as usual, Count,” returned Poterne, with a monkeyish grin,
“ I find you sworshipping beauty—" and he made a grimace, and looked
to the box as he spoke.

“ By the bye, Poterne,” said the Marshal, in a confidential whisper

3 the more pardonable in picking up a crumb for her, when he can, from the
literary banquet.
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over the back of his chair, “ I wish you could fina out for me where
Madame de Jumillac sups to-night.” *

“I can tell you already,” said Poterne, with a knowing look, «I
thought you would like to know, so 1 found out and came to tell ycu.”

“ My dear Poterne, you arc a treasure!” exclaimed the Count,
squeezing his hand in a fit of momentary friendship: * where ?—
where 77

*¢ At Madume de Montesson’s.”

“Bravo!” exclaimed Saxe, ¢ I can invite myself there.”

*You need not do evern that,” said Poterne, with a shrug, <« I
managed all that—the whole thing I imagined, & Uimprovise, and 1
have just come to tell you that Madame de Montesson hopes for the
honour of your company.”

“ You are my g‘d genius, Poterne ! ” said Sage in ccstasy ; “pray
bear my compliments to Madwne de Montesson, and say how happy
T am in aceepting the honour she proposes, and add that I will bring
with me the wit of Voltaire to season my stupidity.”

The ¢ feteh and carry rascal” departed to do his message, content
with being scen in cluse converse with the great man, as the payment
of his dirty work. . )

“ Mon ami,” said Saxc to Voltaire, *you must come with me to
supper. I depend on you to engage Madame de Jumillac in con-
versation, while I talk to her protégée. You alone can serve me, for
she is given to virtue and letters—thercfore you must make a diversion
in my favcur.”

“I will prevent sport being spoiled as much as possible,” answered
his friend. .

Again the door of the box was opened, and a scrvant in the livery
of the theatre made his appearance, but remained in the back-ground.

“Well 77 was the brief exclamation of the soldicr.

The servant still remained within the shadgw of the back of the
box, und exhibited a small note.

“ Give it me,” said the Marshal, without leaving his seat.

The servant advanced, and placed the missive in his hands ; Sax
broke the scal and read—

“ Glory waits you !
“ Supper at 10.
¢ Quai d'Orfévre. « CELES11NE.”
“ A Monsecigneur
 Le trés illustre
% Le Maréchal
“ Comte de Saxe.”

¢ The * petits soupers” of this period were brilliant things, and matters of course
after the opera,



136 &£ s d.

It was a note from the actress who had pemsonated  Glory” in.the
opera. and this very brazen invitation to supper so displeased-ewen
Count de Saxe, who was not very particular, that he tore a glip.from
the note, and,.borrowing a pencil from Voltaire, wrote,

T Glory should not seck a soldier,—
A soldicr skould scek Glory.”

And twisting up the paper, handed it to the servant for answer.
He made a low obeisance and retired ; and as he was hastening back
along the corridor to the stage, he was met at the head of the stair-
ease by Adriennce l¢ Couvreur, who arrested his further progress.
She had b#en in the auditory of the theatre, and all unscen had
witnessed the presentation of the laurel branch to the Marshal by
Celestine, who was a very pretty woman, and ‘espcrate coquetie,
#nd had avowed he determination to rival the tragic queen with the
gallant Marshal This demonstration had put Adriennc on the qui
wvive, and a little ruffled her termper; but when she saw the servant of
the theatre hand a note, (for with all his care to keep in the shade, tho
vigilant eye of Adrieune saw him, and her suspicions told her his
mission,) her jealousy and indignation were no longer under her con-
trol, and instantly hurrying from her box she rushed down stairs to
interccpt the servant, and was successful in her manceuvre.

“ Give me that note, sir,” said Adrienne.

“What note, Madame ?” faltered the messenger, his cyes wandering
from side to side as if he dared not meet the vivid glance which was
fixed on him,

“ You dare not look me in the face, and repeat that question,” said
Adriénne quickly. ¢ That note in yout hand behind your back.”

“ Vraiment! Madame!” said the messenger, holding forth his
empty hands with a seeming candour.

“Then you have put it up your sleeve,” said Adrienne. “ You
“can’t impose on me—I know all about it—it is an answer to a notc
you bore from Mademoiselle Celestine to Marshal Saxe—"

“ Really, Mudame !”

“ I must have the note. I do not expeet it for nothing—here,”-she
said, drawing forth her purse, and banding the servant a couple of
Louis dor.

¢ Madame !” exclaimed the fellow in a deprecatory tene, ¢ consider
my honour !”

“ Well, sir, tell me the price of your honour.” * -

“ Pardon me putting a price on my own honour, Madame,” said the
fellow, with an' air that was very whimsical, * but I think a note from
a field marghal is worth five gold pieces.”

¢ There 4}, said Adrienne. handing the money.



TREASURE TROYE. 137

« And now, Madame, consider my character I pray you! For pityls
sake order a couple of these gentlemen to force me to deliver the
note,” and he pointed to some.of the servants of the lobhy who were
standing ncar and laughing.

“You are & gentleman of the nicest punctilio !” said Adrienne,
smiling, and giving the order he requested to the attendants, a mogk
seene of forcing the note from the messenger was gone through, who
with a tragic air wrung his hands, and swore he was in despair, while
Agdricnne seized the billet, and gave another Louis d'or to the
attendants for their service, Hastily untwisting the chijffon, she read
the Couut’s answer with intense delight, and observing one of the
principal persons in the stage direction passing at the Homent, she
addressed him, and requested th.: fuvour of being allowed the advan-
tage of lis private ey, and being passed at once to the stage. This
little favour was immediately granted, and La belle Adrienne, flushed
with victory, and meditating vengeance, trod the boards with lofty
dignity, scching for her would-be rival.  Soon she espied “ Glory” at
the front wing, surrounded by many subordinates; and entering the
ring, that at once made way for the approach of so distinguished an
artiste, she made a most dignified inclination of her head to Celestine,
and banding her the billet open, said, ¢ Allow me the honour to
return Marshal Saxe’s answer to your obleyying invitation,” laying
great stress on the word obliging, and making a low curtsey as she
spoke.

Celestine might be seen to grow pale, even through her rouge. She
vit her lip, and could not refrain from bursting into spiteful tears,
which contrasted strangely with the emblems of triumph with which
she was decorated. A

Adrienne, with a scornful curl upon her lip, said scoffingly, ¢ What
a Glory to e sure! ‘This is not Frenelyglory,” she added, to the
women who stood by and emjoyed the scene: “’tis a glory of .the
Dutch school’

The words were received with a titter,.for Celestme being rather.a
full-blown beauty, and the Dutch behaving so dastardly at Fontenoi,
the words bore a double application ; and.satisfied with having raised
the laugh against the vanquished Celestine, Adrienne returned to her
hox, first having despatched a messenger with another note to the
Marshal.

He was much surprised to see a second theatrical messenger hand
him a second billet, and exchanged a laugh with Voltmre s he broke
the seal. The note ran as follows

“ I am glad.you are not f¢o fond of Glory. Come:eup in pesce-and
quietness with “ ADRIEKNE.”

“Hmbarrus de richesse!” exclaiimed Saxe, with a .shrug, 4o -his
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comrpanion, who, lending his pencil again, the Count taking a leaf from
a pocket-book wrote a few words to Madamoiselle le Couvreur, regret-
ting he could not accept her invitation for that evening, having a
pre-engagement,

To that engagement he looked for much gratificatidh, and with the
cagerness of a new passion ionged for the moment that would enable
him to make his compliments to Ellen, and, as soon as the opera was
over le lost no time in seeking his carriage, and driving with the poet
to the hotel of Madamc de Montesson. He had but just alighted
when his quick eyc caught sight of Ellen in the carriage that was
drawing up to the door, and waiting till she was going to alight, he
stepped fulanrd, and offering his hand with an air of the most courtly
attentiqn, he assisted Ellen from the coach, and ushered her into the
hall with the most respectful ussurances of his great delight in baving
the good fortunc to meet her in Paris. .

It was lucky that Ellen had, by anticipation, prepared herself for the
occasion, as it gave her an ease and composure of .manner most calcu-
lated to serve her under the circumstances, and which rather took the
Count by surprise ; for where he expected a certain amount of appre-
hensivencess and timid reserve, which his practised address was to
reassure and overcome, he found a calm but {aultless politeness which
puzzled him excessively, and induced him almost 1o believe that Ellen
could not be aware of the nature of his design at Bruges. On cnter-
ing the drawing room where Madame de Montesson had arrived but a
few moments before, the Count, after paying his compliments to
Madame, followed to where Ellen had taken her seat close beside
Madarnue de Jumillac. The proximity to her chaperon prevented the
immediate adoption of any urgent sthdin of compliment which he
1night otherwise have attempted, and he waited till the announcement
of supper would give himy the opportunity of monopolizing her atten-
tion out of inconvenient ear-shot, when his friend should have drawn
off the elder lady to a distant corner of the tablc. In the meantime
he addressed polite inquiries after her father, and took occasion tu
flatter Ellen’s nationality by high praise of the Irish brigade. Of this
Ellen took immediate advantage, by turning the conversation into a
channel the farthest remove from that into which the Count could wish
it to flow ; she spoke of the death of Colonel Dillon in terms of affee-
tionate regret, snying she knew the whole family well in lreland, and

L]
could tell the Count many anecdotes conneccted with their history,
which she had learned during her carly intercourse with them in her
childhvod, and which she was sure would interest the Count much,
froma the great regard he was known to entertain for the late Colonel,

The Count protested the most devoted friendship, but wouid have
willingly made the anecdotes 4 present to his Satanic majesty ; but so



Phe TREASURE TROVE. 139

well did Ellen feign great interest in the recital, that he was bound to
hear without the opportunity of saying one gallant thing till supper
was announced. )

“Now,” thought Saxe, “my time is come,” as he offered his
arm to Mademoiselle, and led her from the drawing-room, while
Voltaire held the delighted Madame Jumillac, proud of the poet’s
attention. one of the last to leave the salon.

The Count seated himself at supper most favourably for his purpose,
and was studious in his attentions to Ellen, who, having worn out the
Dillons, bethought her of 2 new subject. She, after some preliminary
askings of thousands of pardons, ¢t cetera—hoped the (‘itunt would
excuse her if, as he had already spoken of the brigade, and so far
touched on public affairs, he would allow her to mention thc cause
dearest to her heart, '

The Count here edged in some speech about hearts in general,
and ker heart in particular, at which Ellen only smiled, and said a
woman never could make use of the word ¢heart,” but the gentleman
beside her thought it his bounden duty to make lovc on the spot. “But
I absolve you from that duty, Count,” said Ellen, “you know the
cause 1 mean is that of my king,—what think you of his prospects ¥
brightly I trust.”

Hercupon she engaged the Count on the business of the Pretender
during the whole of supper, that isto say, the cating part of it, when
people are so engaged in their own immediate interests that they care
very little about their neighbour’s doings, and, therefore, such time is
the most propitious to a tender 7éte-a-téte, when well managed by a
practised cavalier ; but so quickly did Ellen put question after question,
and suggest fresh ands sensible Tatter for discussion, that all the ¢ soft
nonsense’ the Count had hoped to utter, he was forced to keep to him-
self. 'The business of supper advanced—the champagne circulated—
conversation grew brisker—laughing more frequent, as if mirth and
champagne had been bottled together, and every cork that popped
out emancipated hilarity. And now, what sharp ringing laughter
comes from the other end of the table!—tis the tribute to the pleasan-
tries of Voltaire, who, in endeavouring to enchain the attention of
Madame de Jumillae, (quietly though he does it,) enchains the attention
of all besides—for Madame’s laughter attracts notice—'tis something
Voltaire bas eaid has made her laugh—who would not like to hear
Voltaire’s bon-mots?—all became attentive by degrees. The Count
now thinks his time has arrived—he makes a desperate dash at com-
pliment, and hopes to have Ellen all to himself ; but she, with a well
acted air of innocent rudeness, turns to him and says, *Oh, Count—
pray dow’t talk now—I want to hear Monsieur de Voltaire,”"—then
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suddenly stopping, as if she recollected herself, .sho said,— Marphal,
I beg your pardon—I fear I have been very rude.”

By no means !” said Suxe, with a smile, though he really was very
much stung—rwished Voltaire where the whole Catholie church wished
him-—and vowed in his inmost heart he would ncver call upon a wit
to help him when he wanted to make himself agreeable.

Voltaire had now every eye and ear devoted to him, and after a
briliiant hour, the perit xouper broke up.

Saxe handed Ellen to her carriage, without having advanced his
position one step since he handed her out of it.

“ Well,” said Voltaire, as he drove away with the Marshal from the
hause, “how have you fought your battle ?”

o * Never was so beaten in my life,” said Saxe. ¢ That girl is either
the most innucent or the cleverest woman I ever met.”
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CHAPTER XVL

Tue day following, when Madame de Jumillac and Elfen met at
breakfast, the latter complumed of head-ache. 'This was true, but not
quite to the cxtent that Ellen feigned. The excitement of the previeus
evening was sufficient to account for the throbbing of her temples, but
the pulsation under ordinary circumstances would not have been suffi-
cient to make her forego a very gay féte champétre given that day in

+the neighbourhood of Paris ; but, as she had heard over-night that

Murshal Saxe was to be present, she inade her head-ache serve a good
turn for once, and excused herself on that score from being of the
party.

“My dear child, the air would do you good,” said Madame de
Jumillac. .

“Not to-day, dear Madame—I fecl it istoo bad a pain to play with.”

** And such a charming party too!” added Madame.

* 5o charming,” said Ellen, with a sweet smile of suffering, < that
they won’t miss me.” '

¢ Dear girl, half my pleasure will be gone if I have not you with
me.”

** 1 wn sorry, dear Madame, to deprive you of any pleasure, but pray
enjoy the other half without me.”

It was in vain that Madame dc Jumillac urged arguments or per-
suasions or conxings. Ellen would not go; and, therefore, when in
due time the carriage was announced to be at the door, Madame -de
Jumillac was destined to be the sole occupant, and drove to the féfe-
champétre alone,

On arriving at the tasteful chdteanw where the féte was held,
Madame de Jumillze was accosted by many a gallant cavalicr as she
sountered through the shady walks and gaily dressed bosqucts of the
pleasure-grounds, and the salutation graciously tendered to ker always
finished by an inquiry after Mademoiselle, whose companionship in the
dance was cver held a high favour. On hearing that a slight head-
ache was the cause of her absence, there were a thousand “ pities !
uttered ;—soroe hundred were “ wery sorry "—and about fifty “in
despair ;”—nevertheless, they sil contrived #o0 enjoy themselves. It
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was when she was almost wéaried out with the eternal regrets ot all
her friends at the non-appearance of lier protégés that Madame de
Jumillac saw the Marshal Saxe passing through a croWwd of distin-
guished persons to make his respects. After observing all that
courtesy could desire to a lady of her time of life; in short, paying
the octroi that is due at the gytes of the chaperon before you can deal
for the goods that die within her circumvallation, the Count made a
polite inquiry after Mademoiselle de Lynch, and Madame de Jumillac
thought he exhibited more real emotion when he heard that poor Ellen
was all alone at home, than any person who had heard of her indispo-
sition. And true it was that the Count did exhibit more emotion—
but it was emotion arising from very different cauges than those for
which Madame de J umlllac gave him credit ;—’twas an emotion which
His quick spirit of stratagem excited ; for, in this circumstance, he
puru‘ned a chance of obtaining u té/c-d-téte with Ellen, and deter-
mined at -once to act on the suggestion of the moment; therefore
bowing and smiling his way towards the point of egress, he scized a.
favourable opportunity to retire. and finding his carriage himself,
witholit making the éelut of having it called, he was driven back to
Paris with all gpeed.

Ellen, in the hours of Madame de Jumillac’s absence, had devoted
her time to reading a heap of old letters, some of which (in the accu-
mulation that time will bring) it became necessary to destroy ; as, in
the rambling life she was forced to lead by her father’s occupution, the
most portable luggage was of importance. Derhaps there is no sadder
occupation than reading old letters—particularly where you are obliged
to burn some of them. Sometimes their words recall pleasures of the
past—such pleasures as you feel you may never taste again,—some-
times assurances of affection, or some expression of sympathetic endear-
ment which you are loth to destroy, and which you read over and over
again before the paper is given to the flames,—sometimes a trait of
unlooked-for friendship—of distant kindliness that has cheered when
most we wanted, and in some desolate hour had made us feel we are
not forgotten. Such are the things that render old letters dear, and
make the burning of them painful. The ancients used to keep the
aehes of the dead in urns. Might we not do the same by letters ?

It was in the midst of such employment—her mind attuncd to the
tenderest pitch of sentiment, that Ellen was startled by the loud rattle
of a carriage and a commanding knock at the door ; and in a few
seconds afterwards, the door of the sitting-room she occupied was
thrown open, and a servant announced Marshal Saxe, who approached
Ellen with the most courteous ceremonials, but at the same time with
a devotion of manner far above the level of common-place pohwness,
and which no woman could mistake.
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YMndemoiselle,” said the Marshal, “I have hurrie’ hither from a
sccne of pleasure, where I went in the hope of seeing you ; you being
absent, it was no longer a scene of plensure to me; and I cnme to
throw mysclf at your feet, and tell you so.” )

Ellen was so taken by surprise at this sudden avowal, that it abso-
lutely took away her breath, and she could not answer ; while the
Count, profiting by her silence, poured forth a veluble flood of pas-
sionate protestation. At length Ellen, recovering her scif-possession,
though still pale’ with mingled alarm and indignation, answered ; her
voice, though less sweet, retained all its clearness, and fell with that
cutting distinctness which irony imparts.

s Count,” she said, ¢ T must suppose you have been at a masquerade ;
and, retaining the spirit of the scene you have quitted, have come
here but to mock me.”

« No mockery, by Heaven !” exclaimed Saxe, “and you know it,
lovely one ! Did you not see, last night, how I was watching for one
look of tenderness at the theatre, which you refused to grant? Did you
not see, in the midst of all that cngaging scene, my thoughts were wholly
yours > Why were you so ernel 7 Could you not aﬁ'ord one kind
look #”

¢ Sir,” said Ellen, ¢ in the midst of that scene of your triumph
I should have thought it a vain and unscemly intrusion had so humble
a person as L am dared to claim your attention.”

« Humble person !-— scene of triumph !” exclaimed the Count,
echoing the words— yours is Nature’s nobility ; and as for trinmph
— I swear to you, by n soldier’s honour, that, in the midst of all the
flattery showered on me last night, I had no thought but you. The
applauding shouts of all France would charm me less than one sigh of
yours—if I might win it.”

[To fell on his knees, as he passionately uttered these words, and
scizing Ellen’s hand, impressed several kigses upon it.

After a momentary struggle she disengaged her hand, and the tone
of irony was instantly changed to that of dignity ; and as her noble
brow was slightly knit, and her bright eyc dilated with cmotion, she
said— You have spoken of a soldier’s honour, Sir.—Remember, T am
a soldier’s daughter, and that kis honour is involved in mine. 1 hope
I need say no more.” She was rising to leave the room, but the
Connt, again seizing her hand, retained her in her seat. *

o« You must not leave me thus !—not without some word of hope
to me—"

“ What would my father say, Sir, if he saw you knecling at my
feet 27

% Jt is not what your father would say T want to know—but what
his danghter would say,” returned the unabashed Marshal; by
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Heaven, you are the mest enchanting creature in the world !-—Ti;ny
aigel ~my goddess—my —”

Thus was the Marshal pouring forth his raptures—attempting- to
kiss Ellen’s hand between every two words, when she became alarmed
at bis impetuosity, and bethought her of a stratagem to relieve herself
from her painful predicament. Feigning a new apprehension, she held
up her finger in token of silence, and exclaimed softly—¢ Hush 1"—
affecting then to listen for a moement, she muttered quickly—¢’tis ke’
—I am lost ! Oh, Count, if you would not have my futuré prospects
utterly destroyed, pray conceal yourself for a moment ; if you arc seen
here I am runined.”

“ Where shall I hide ?” exclaimed the Count, springing 1o his feet.

, " Here !” said Ellen, opening the door of a china closet.
- % Ob, you rogue!” said the Count, laughing, and looking archly at
her, as he obeyed her command, and entered the open portal.

“ You dreadful man !” said Ellen, with a coquettish air, as she was
shutting him in.

“ Remember you owe me something for this,” said Saxe, popping
out his head.

“Take care !” said Ellen, affecting alarm—¢ be quick !”

Saxe entered the closet, and Ellen locked the door upon him, and
withdrew the key. Then throwing a light mantle round her, and
casting a veil over her head, she hastened down stairs, and entering
the Marshal's carriage, which stood at the door, ordered the coachman
to drive back to the chdteau where the féte was held. Here she was
soon enabled to find Madame de Jumillac, to whom she communicated
what had happened —briefly relating the Bruges adventure, and giving
her reasons for the silence she had observed on the subject. ¢ But
now,” said Ellen, « I am convinced nothing will cure him but te make
a scoff of his gallantry :—he is locked up in the china closet—here is
the key. I leave his exposure to you, Madame, the sanctity of whose
roof he has dared to set at nought.”

Madame de Jumillac was deeply indignant-at the Marshal's conduct ;
and quite approving of the punishment lillerr proposcd, bethought her
how she could make it most severe. She determined his own parti-
cular friends should be the witnesses of nis discomfiture, as well as
hers to bear evidence of the affuir, and with this view she sought for
Voltaire and Poterne; for anything in which Voltaire bore a‘part
must become celebrated ; and Poterne was the man of all men to give
currency to a picce of scandal. Having found them, Madame pro«
mised them s piece of the richest ridicule they ever witnessed if they
would come with her ; and so successfully piqued their curiosity, that
the wit and the talebearer joines i.-r party back to Paris, whither they
speedily drove.
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In the mpanwhile the gallant Saxe remained locked up in the china
closet—not the first, by many a dozen, he had been in~—exulting in the
snocess of his bold move : for the moment a lady propesed to conceal
him, he was sare he had triumphed. He looked upon a china closet
a8 the very citadel of love, which having earried, it was his to propose
the terms.  Not that he imagined the lady in this case would have
vielded so spon. 1le thought ber the very slyest person he had ever
encountered, and set her conduct down as one of those strange
varieties of the sex, of whoso caprice hie had such eéxtensive expe-
rience ; but this example, he admitted, surpassed by far any he had
hitherto met ; and he laughed to himself at the sudden turn affuirs
Iiad taken. She all honour and indignation ; and then, in & moment.
i~ proposed a china closet. ¢ Capital!” thought Saxe—* eapital !—to
be sure, she would not have yielded #o soon. I dare say. if she had no!
heard her other Jover on the stairs, and dreaded my being discovered.
(vood !'—her other lover—and she playing injured innoccnee all the
time —and at & word proposes a china rloset ! Oh, woman ! woman !}
woman {117

Such were Saae’s reveries (rhough they have not appeared among
bis published ones,) while Le was awaiting liberation and love. He
hegan to get very impatient, however, tewards the end of his imprison-
ment; ind it was with no small satisfaction, after the lapse of a couple
of’ hours, that he heard a tap at the door, and Fllen’s sweet cautious
whisper outside. After some soft mumblings through the keyhole,
the key is employed, the door is opened, and forth pops the Count.
expecting to embrace a charming girl, when, to his horror. he sees a
group of his particular friends, who are as much surprised as he, for
Madame de Jumillac had not told the nature of her piece of ridieule
nor the name of the principal actor. :

"Madumne de Jumillac advanced with an air of sevious dignity, and
~atigl-—~ -

*¢ Marshal, I hope this lesson will prove to you that there are some
virtuous women in the world. ‘That you. should offer an afiront to a
voung lady under my protection, at once grieves and surprises me:
and T think your violation of my house justifies the severe revenge 1
lhave taken in thus exposing your defeat to the world.”

Saxe looked, first very foolish, and then very angry, as he saw every
one grinning ridicule upon him, and knew the story would be all over
Paris next day. DPoterne was the only looker-om who did not enjoy
it; he was really - orry to be made an unpleasant sight to a great man,
and advancing with a cringe towards the Count, requested him to
believe that he had no idea ke was the person engaged, or he would
not for the world have been of the party.

The Count only pushed him aside, with a half-muttered malediction
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8s he passed towards the door, near which Voltaire wgs standing
looking on in ecstasy.

Cw My dear Count,” said Voltaire, with a smile of malicious delight,
and a tope which clearly implied he did not mean a particle of what
he said, “you may be oertai.n I will not mention one word of this
affair.”

« Of course not,” answercd Saxe in a corresponding tone. “ I dare
say I shall have an epigram at breakfust to-morrow.”

¢ Unless you would like it better at supper to-night,” replied his
friend.

“ Plague take you!” muttered Saxe. * As for you, ladies,” he
added, with a severity on his brow that seldom sat there, ¢ sincc
you have chosen to play at lock and key with me, I beg to remind
you that two can play at that game, and perhaps my locks and keys
may be stronger than yours.”

He left the room as he spoke, and the spirit of jest was chilled
under the terrible influence of his words. An involuntary shudder
passed through the heart of every #oman in the room ; for Saxe, hero
as he was in the field, was known to have been, on occasions, very
unscrupulous about the means of indulging any and all of his passions,
and the fearful lettre de cachet had been employed by him more than
once to accomplish hs purposes. With such reminiscences” on the
minds of all, the reconnoitring party of Madaine de Jumillac broke up
suddenly, and with that embarrassment which the dread of something
unpleasant produces; and the affair of the china closet did not turn
out 80 good a joke as was expected to the partics who made it, though
Paris laughed at it considerably; and Saxe’s prediction was fulfilled
by his receiving a note next morning, containing the following epi-
gram :—

¢ Love's emrire is celestial I—Yes!
Aud w is Ching.—— Count. consess.”



TREASURE TROVE. 147

CHAPTER XVIL

Ir is necessary, now, to return to the fortunes of Ned and Finch,
whom we left in London, after assisting in the escape of O’Hara and
Kirwau, who, it has been seen, got out of England in safety.

"The rescue of prisoners from the Swhss guard made » great commo-
tion in London. It gave a colour to those who wished to carry high-
landed measurces, for the excreise of the law in its greatest severity
against all those who had’the misfortunc to fall within its compass ;
and tirades were uttered by the upholders of government against the
daring disaffeetion of the times, when state-prisoners were rescued in
open day from the king’s soldiers. .\t the moment the circumstance
veenrred, the Privy Council were quite taken by surprise, on hearing
of 50 bold a movement of the mob, and they instantly set measures on
foot to inquire into the circumstances of the case, and punish the
guilty, if they could be discovered. Kunowing that some sailors had
heen the instigators of the riot, and that they Lad issucd from a certain
tavern, an order of the Council was despatched to the magistrucy,
to make diligent inquiry at this house of entertainment, touching the
offence and its perpetrators,

Tt was not loug, therefore, ere Mrs. Banks had a domiciliary visit
from Sir Thomas de Veil, (an active magistrate of that day,) and a
posse of constdbles, who searched the house, high and low, for any
against whom suspicion could rest, of having taken part in the riot.
Mrs. Banks, of couwrse, knew nothing about any of the party ; they
were, according to her account, a pack of noisy sailors, not one of whom
she hiud ever scen belore, und devoutly hoped never to see again.  She
would have been the last woman, so she would, to let an enemy of the
king, God bless him ! into her house. She harbour rebels ! o, no—
she knew better than that ;—what would become of her licence if she
would permit such goings on !

In the midst of her torrent of cloquence, the officer who commanded
the guard, and who had accompanied the magistrate, caught sight of
Phaidrig, and pointed him out as having been in the window of the
tavern while the affair was transacting, at which he secmed in great

L2
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delight, and that he was playing on his pipes at the time, as if to
encourage the rioters, and yelling forth some most unearthly cries,
enough to make onc’s heart sink in their bodics.

The fact was, Phaidrig fad been lilting onc of the wildest of the
pipe war-tunes, and shouting the battle cry of ¢ Xierawaun aboo,”
during the fray ; and when this fact was brought homne to him before
Sir Thomas de Veil, all Phaidrig had for it was to mystify the magis-
trate as much as possible.

¢ What were you playing on the pipes for, sirrah *” asked Sir
Thomas, fiercely.

« That’s my business, your honour.”

¢ You had no business, sirrah, to be playing when rebels were im
peding the king’s officers.”

I beg pardon, your honoutg I had uo business, it’s thrue for you ;
and when I said business, it was all through modesty.”

< How do you mean modesty, sir ¥”

“ Why, your honour, I said business, when, in fact, T shonld have
said profession, and that was all through modesty ; for mine is a pro-
fession, I being a musicianer.”

¢ You're an Irishman,” I perceive.

¢ Faix, T am.”

¢ Then you're a papist ?7

“No, sir--I1'm a piper.”

¢ No quibbling, sir : a piper must have a reiigion.”

& Excu~¢ me, your honour-- pipers never has any religion at all ;
they 1oust make thewselves plaziog to all companies.”

* Then are you a heathen, you vagabond ¢”

¢ No, your honour—1'm ouly a pagan.”+  «

“ Dare you acknowledge yoursclf' a pagan in my presenee, sivrah ?”

“7To be sure, your honour: there’s no law agin pagans ; it's only
agin Christians the laws i2."

* But there are laws against unbelievers, villain !”

¢« That)l do me no harm, your honour, for I believe ¢very thing.”

Here some persons amongst the many who were listening to
Phaidrig’s examination, laughed, which was all Phaidrig wanted ; for
nothing alters the features of a serious cxaumination so much as a hue
of ridjcule cast over it. ’

“ But you were of the party of the sailors, however,” said Sir
Thomas, ¢ Did he not come with them I added he, addrassing Mrs.
Banks.

« To be sure I did,” said Phaidrig, before she counld answer.

¢ Silence, sirrah ! 1 did not ask you—but the woman of the
house.”

“ He did come with them, your worship,” answered Mrs, Bauks.
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* See there !” exclaimed Phaidrig triumphantly — « I towid you
so ; do yon think I want to tell'youn a lic?”

< Then if you came with them, you must know something of
them,” said the magistrate. ¢ Who are they ?”

“ Not a one ¢ me knows,” retarned Phaidrig.

** How did you come into their company ?”

*- 1 did not come into their company at all. It wa< they tookt me
into their company agin my will.”

* How did that happen ?”

** Why, your honour. it’s a long story, but I'll make it as short as 1
can, You see they are wild divils of sailors that was out looking
over the wide ocean for the Npaniards, to rob and murdher them, ac-
cordin’ to rayson, ax your honour knows, is only right and proper,
and so coming baek, they wer dheuv in by hard weatherto Galway
bay. which is the finest bay in the world, and came into the town of
Galway, which is> the finest town in the svorld, barrin’ this town of
London, of which your honcur's glory is a chief governor, and long
life to you. Well, I 1aust tell you, sir, the Galway people is very
proud of being deseinded from the Spaniards, and they are always
braggin’ of it evermore, aud by my ~owl, when the wild divils o
sailors heerd the Gualway people, one and all, saying they wor
Spaniards, the sailors swore” they would thrate them as sitch. And
sure enough they lived at free quarters, and robbed rieht and left.
and not a thing in the town they took a fauey too they wouldn’t take
without have your lave or by your lave; and amoug other things.
«ure they took o fancy to me, God help me! and tool. me a prisoner.
wnd made me play for them mornin’ noon and night. and divil a penny
they paid me ; and not contint with that, notiiing wouald sarve them
int to carry me ofl in the ship with thera all the way here, sore agin
my will, and when 1 said T wouldn’t play for them, they said they’d
hang ige—and I blieve they’d ha’ kept their word, for I don't think
any thifig is too hot or too heavy for them.”

“ Well then,” said Sir Thomas, hoping to incite Phaidrig through
personal motives to disclose all he knew, ¢ you have a heavy charge
to make against these men; and if you can only bring all, or any of
then to justice, they shall be punished, and I will endeavour to cbtain
for yorr ample compensation for thie logs you have sustained.”

“ Long may you reign, my Lord!” exclaiimed Plaidrig; ~ it’s the
irst word of pity or justice 1 have heerd for many a day.”

* Then you'll swear against them for this offence ?” said Sir
‘Choinas. A

“ I'll swear sthrong agin them !” thundered Phaidrig.

“ You know their names, I suppose ?”

“ *Twould be hard for me to forget them, for they had the queerest
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. names I ever heerd of with cat or dog. One fellow was called
"Mbo and another ¢ Nosey;’ and there was ¢ Dasher,” and ¢ Slasher,’
\md“‘"Smasher”’

+& These are not surnames,” said Sir Thomas.

“ No, your honour, but they had very fine surnames with them
for all that. There was ¢ Alcxander.’”

¢ Alexander is a Christian name,” remarked the magistrate.

- % No, your bogour, beggin’ your pardon, this Alexander wasn’t a
Christian name, but an owld anshint name—it was Alexandher the
Grate they meant all the time, together with Pompey, and Saizer,
and Nickydemus.” .

 But these are not surnames. Were there not amongst the crew
some onc of the name of ¢ Smith,’ ¢ Brown,” or ‘Jones,” or some such
aame 77 -

“ No, your honour; I never heerd sitch a name at a]l There was
enly one smith aboord, ang he——"

* There, now, you arc contradicting yourself,” said Sir ‘Thomas,
hastily. * You said you never heard such a name on board a¢ Smith,
and in the next breath you acknowledge there was a Smith on hoard.”

“ Yis, four honour,” returned Ph:mlug, in a most soothmg 4 1 ot
voice, “ 50 there was o Smith —that is what T was going w tell
your honour; but that Smith was a blacksmith, that thcy had to
make and mend iron things when they wor broke with fightin’, or
storm$, or the like,”

* Then you never heard regulur Inglish surnames amongsi tiwaa ?”

% No, indeed, sir. My own private opinion is, they thought it
better to leave their names behind themwhen they went to saa, for

.-their doings there was not likely to do their names any credit; ani
maybe they thought it would be saving the magisthraits throuble to
make themselves as little known as possible,”

“ Ah—T see—cach man was provided with an atias.” ®

“I can’t say I ever heerd of sitch a thing among them, sir.”

I mean they all had nicknames.”

“ Faith they had ; aud owld Nick himself never gave his name to
wmore desarving childhre, for they are the gratest set o’ divils 1 ever
cyme across.  Oh, your honour, won’t you do me justice, and sthrive
and nab them, and get wme my lawful duc agin them ?”

“ What can I do, when you can give no clue >—You don’t know
anything of them.”

“ That's thrue, your honour ; and I wish I knew less. Oh, weira!

~weira l—ruined T am. Maype it’s your honour could give mea thrifle
o' money to take me home to Ireland *”

Sir Thomas did not relish this proposal, and asked, had the.piper

ne friend in London ? He answered, by asking, how could he have
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one 1 a city“where he had first set his foot that morning ? The
magistrate asked, by what conveyance he came to London ? Phaidrig
answered, by the river.” The functionary demanded the name of
the ship. Phaidrig replied that the desperadoes had quitted their
own ship a long way off, and came up the niver in a smaller one, the
name of which he did not know. To various other questions tending
to find a clue to the sailors, Phaidrig pleaded his blindness, as pre-
venting his making the observations other men, blessed with a sense
of vision, counld; and continued, by his seemingly simple and queer
answers, to baffle all the cfforts of the magistrate to implicate him in
the transaction, or to make him implicate others. Sir Thomas de Veil
»nd his satellites departed, and left Phaidrig to the care of the kind
widow, who was right well pleased when she saw the authorities re-
cross her threshold, and charmed with Phaidrig for his address
throughout the affair.

“ You are staunch and true and right honest !” said Mrs. Banks,
¢ and it is a pity so clever a fellow should want his eyes.”

“"Tis o loss to me, ma’am, certainly,” snid Phaidrig, with an air of
zallantry, ¢ since it deprives me of the pleasure of seeing youn.”

¢ Al, you rogue,” said the widow, “ you have a tongue worth more
than a pair of eyes. Isn’t it enough to have talked over Sir Thomas
de Veil, without palavering me ?”

“ Veal, is it, you call that janius ?” said Phaidriz. ¢ Faix, he'll
never be veal till he’s dead.” *

“ You mean, he’s a calf while he’s alive,” said Mrs. Banks.

*¢ Mrs. Banks, ma’am,” answered the piper, you're a mighty purty.
spoken, sinsible woman.”

Here their conversation was interrupted by the entrance of Finch
and Ned, no longer in their rough sailor’s trim, but rasher handsomely
dressed in laced coats, embroidered waistcoats, and the rest of their
ature correspondingly beauish. Mrs. Banks was rather surprised at
the sudden metamorpliosis, which Finch readily explained.

“ You see, mother, the sooner I cast my sea-skin the better, after
the row ; so I took the loan of a handful of doubloons from one of the
Jacks, and at a respectable establishment of cast-off finery, rigged
myself and friend afresh, and under our new canvass the sharpest.
thief-catcher in England would not know us.”

¢ But you do look handsome, captain !" exclaimed the widow.

“ Yes, the clothes are not much the worse for wear—they'll do well
enough for a turn on $hore.” .

¢ And the young gentleman, too, beﬁles the fine clothes well ;——
my certie ! but he has a nice leg of his own.”

¢ Hold up your head, Ned,” said Finch, laughing, “ here’s money
bid for you! And now, mother, a word with you in private: this
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day’s rough work is like to turn out well for me, it ¢ can make all
things requisite fit. A few of these bold dogs, Who left you to-day in
such a hurry without paying their score, are going to fit out a slashing
privateer to cruise against the Spaniards, and if 1 can lay down some
rhino in the common stock, I can have a share, and then my fortune’s
made,—now, mother, you told me you can let me have the cash I lent
you—" .

- And a hundred more 1 told you, if you like.”

“ So youn did, mother, like a good soul as ycu arc; but the matter
is, can you spare it P—not but that I'll pay it back again all safe 10
you, but do not inconvenience yourself for me-—that's gll.”

“Tor! Captain, wouldu’t T lay down my life, let alone my money.
for you'! But consider, my dear captain, this fighting work is very
terrible, and maybe yvou way lose your precious life, and then what's
all the money in the world to you —or to me either, indeed?—for [
should break my heart, I think, i’ anything happened to you.”

“ As for that, Mother Banks. have mno care. Thrashing the
Spaniards is simple work—just as easy as paying out eable.”

“ But a bullet may reach you as well as another : for somehody mus:
be killed in these affairs.”

* I may get a hole in my jacket, certainly, mother, but J might get
run over on shore —or my head split with a falling tile from a house-
top ; or my windpipe slit by some of your city Mohawks as T'm going
home some night. We gust all die, mother, some fime or other ; and
T'd rather have a bullet out of one of those nice long sinooth Spanich
guns_”

“Jor ! don’t talk so, Captain !” exclaimed the widow, writhing 2«
if she felt a bullet had gone through her.

“« 1'd rather die at sea than ashore any day 3 and if so be in fighting
the Dous, all the sweeter. I hate ’emn! Zooks! I could eat =2
Sparmiard without alt. Aund as for plundering them on the high seas.
I think it a good decd.” ’

« No doubt of it, Captain, as long as you come home safe.”

« No more o’ that palaver, mother ; T don’t think my yarn is quite
spun yet. 'The money I can have, you say.” )

% When=ver you like, Captain.  May Heaven preserve you !”

¢ Fiddle-de-dee, mother !—Come, Ned, we'll have a jolly day ofdt :
I'll show you a good week’s sport on shiore before we go afloat again—-
for afloat we du go, lad ; it’s all right !—the mother here, bless her—"
and he gave her a hearty kiss as he spoke—¢ sBe’ll furnish the cash,
a8 I knew she would ; so wglre before the wind again, hurra 1” He
snapped his fingers above hif head gleefully, and tucking Ned’s arm
within his own, forth they sallied on the town to have surfeit of
amusement. . '
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CHAPTER XVIIL

1~ about o fortnight after their Lnondon adventure, Finch and Ned
were at Portsmouth, where the privateer lay, in which they were
zoing to scek their fortune. In playing this game, in this particular
waiy, many hundreds of Englishmen were at the moment engaged ;
und even some of the Irish ports sent out cruisers against the Spaniards,
s0 infatuated had tlic whole kingdom become with the spirit of priva-
teering.  In England it was a perfect rage at the time ; scarcely a port

*that had not her little cruiser out to harass the cnemy in detail along
thyir coasts, and make them suffer ig their minor merchant trade, while
many a dashing eraft of heavier metal scoured the ocean in search of
lurger and more valuable prizes.  In this pursuit, not mercly the love
of gain inspired the undertakers; a decp and vooted hatred to the
Spaniards rendered them more cnergetic in their measures, and the
British pride, so long wounded by the right of scarch which Spain, in
all her treaties, continued to enforce along the coasts of South America,
found balm in this opportunity of wreaking vengeance on an arrogant
foc, now that the king had declared war by the reluctant advice of his
miuisters, who were almost forced by popular clamour to that measure,
the publie indignation being roused to its highest pitch of fever by the
accounts constantly brought home by ahuost every British ship the
traded to the West Indics, of the insults and crucltivs ¢xrriised npon
them by the Spanish Guurda Custus in those scas.

It sounds strange to English ears, in thcse triumphaut days of our
navy, to hear that right of search was ever submitted to by us; but
the fact was, that our ships of war were then yery inferior to those of
other powers—particglarly those of Spain, at that day the first in the
world ; and the scientific writers of England on the subject lamen
the inferior build and power of our vessels which, in all their classes,
were 80 weak in comparison with the enemnsy’s, that it was overtaxing
the valour of British seamnen to expect them to cope with such fearful
odds against thum ; and though they kept the British flag of that day
untarnished, yet they could not add many laurels to the national wreath
of glory, inasmuch as that in some instances, when an English ship
had absolutely beaten a Spaniard, she wa% not strong cnough to take
possession 'of bar, from sheer want of the proper power belonging to
her clase.
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This was a cause of much national vexation, and wifatiributed to
the love of having an army in Flanders on the part of the king, instead
of triumphant fleets at sea. And when the activity and courage of
privateers were so successful, these deeds of daring on the ocean were
welcomed by the people with a rejoicing. which, in other times, might
not have been given to such a questionable mode of warfare ; and the
taint of piracy which, to a certain extent, must ever tarnish privateer-
‘ng glory, however brilliunt, was overlooked at a time when vengeance
upon an enemy was the predominant feeling.

So thoroughly did this sentiment pervade all the seaports, that the
crew of a privatecer were held rather in more repute than a man-o’-
war’s-man, and the chances of rich plunder held out to all able hands
engaging in the service, brought the most dashing fellows flocking to
the privateer flag ; insomuch, that if a group of particularly fine sea-
men were walking up the main strect of' u ~eaport town, it was
reckoned certain a privateer was in the harbour. Then, while all the
men of the port liked them for the cause they were engaged in, the
women admired them for their good looks; and the little boys, who are
ulways glad of any excuse to make a noise, used to go Lurring
after them up and down.

Thus it was that Finch and Ned and their companions were
greeted as they paraded Portsmouth in very trim attirc; and when
their equipment was complete, and their beautiful craft, the Vulture,
(a snow) had her “blue peter’ flying, swarms of hoats put ofl from
shore, and cheered her as she made sail.  Thus it was, that with
the good wishes of all England, and a favouring breeze, Ned was
afloat again, and yet he was not quite happy. He could not divest
himself of the idca that privateering was only a sort of licensed robbery,
far worse than smuggling, which was illegal. Whatever is wrong in
smuggling, its evil eflects are not s0 immediately apparent, and are
spread over a wider and less tangible surface; whereas, in the case of
the privateer, the success of the victor can only be based on the
immediate loss — perhaps ruin — of some very few : and thus, the
wrong being more apparent. is more startling, plticularly to a nature
‘ike Ned's, where sensibility and want of reflection were so dangerously
blended. But the old temptation lured him on :—the phantom which
love prompted him to pufsue. “Riches and Ellen,” cried hope.
What chunce had a whisper of conscience after the “veice of th-
charmer ?” So bracing himself up for the consequences he had
dctermined to dare, he bade conscience be silent—he looked onward
over the bows of the bounding bark, that was cleaving her way into
those ‘blue waters’ of which Finch had spoken, when first he fired
Ned’s brain with the love of ndventure; he was going to share in
the excitement and peril of battle. in which he was yct untried, and
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that thoughtﬁrung his nerves with new fortitude. With clenched
hand he smote his breast, and muttered, ¢ Conscience, be ailent—I
must be @ man!” When his watch was over, and he slept, he dreamt
of a Spaaish galleon of enormous magnitude—they board her—he
sces her deep hold crammed full of treasure —in the heat of the
fight he tumbles amidst the ingots and the doubloons, which open, like
water, to receive him, and he sinks into the metallic mass, which
closes on him, and he feels himsclf crushed to death by the c¢normous
weight of the wealth he has won, e started and woke, but soon
slept again, and Ellen smiled on him in his second dream, and his
waking in the morning was happy.  °

Every depres»ino‘ thought was cast to the wind—to the wind that
gave them wings, and spcd them onwmd on the path they hoped to
uml\c zolden.  Onward they ploughed into the deep Atlantic, and the
bold and merry hearts of the treasure scekers expanded in revelry
every night over the ¢ flowing can.”  There was one joyous fellow in
particular, who was the life and soul of the company. e abounded
m anecedote, though now and then a dash of bitterness was pereeptible
in his sallies, which hiz companions attributed to hiz having been
engaged in literary pursuits, wherein men get so used to “ handling
the {oils,” that they cannot help hitticg their fricnds now and then to
Leep their hands in practice.  He had been, to acertain extent, soured
by some of his early experiences. Born in u small town, the paltry
jenlousies which beset any aspiring man, who offends his brethren by
trying to do more than they can, stung young Tresham, and gave an
oceasional unumiable turn to his thoughts. Having left his native town
in disgust, he proceeded to London, and won some literary reputation.
e became a contributor to the Gentleman's Magazine, and wrote
pamphlets for parlinment-men, who wished to have the credit of
wiclding a stinging pen.  But bis love of pleasure ran him into diffi-
culties, from which his literary pay could not extricate him; so he
joined the privateering speculations of the time, and had already done
something in the small way near the coast. Ned admired 'F'resham
extremely, and Tresham sufficiently liked Ned, only he said he was
too sentimental by half. ¢ Yon are always talking,” he would say,
“about your ¢ Native Land,” and all- that sort of tlun which is pure
nonsense, believe me. Excuse me, my dear leow for the word ; T don’t
mean it offensively—but nonsense it is. Now, I am of the pure Cosmo-
polite breed, that's the thing—nothing like it— Cosmopolite for ever {—"

Notwithstanding such discourse, however, Ned persevered in Lis
love for his country, and was not ashamed to avow it —nay, he even
would sing it ; and one night, while enjoying their grog, as songs were
going round the board, Ned, ir his most sentimental vein, gave the
tullewing :—
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abe and Fome and Hatibe Lany.

I

‘When o'er the silent deep we rove,

More fondly then our thoughts will stray
‘To those we leave—to those we love,

‘Whose prayers pursue onr wat'ry way. -
‘When in the lonely midnight hour

The sailor tukes his watchful stand,
His heart then feels the holiest power

Of love, and homg, and native land.

1L
In vain may tropic climes display
Their glittering shores—their gorgeous shells ;
Though bright birds wing their dazzling way,
And glorious flowers adorn the dells;
Though nature there prolific, pours
The treasures of her magic hand,
The eye—but not the heart, adores :
The heart still beats for native land.

Tresham only laughed at Ned’s sentimentality. ¢ You Irish fellows
are the most incurable patriots in the world—there’s no curing you.
Now I'll voluntcer a song on a native subject, gentlemen, if you allow
me.”

“Bravo ! Bravo !” exclaimed all.

“It is not about my whole native land, for that is too extensive a
subject for my limited genius: it is only the thumping heart of an
Irishman can cntertain so gigantic an affection—I am content with a
town.” Then off he dashed as follows :— )

Ay Pative Tohon.

‘We have heard of Charybdis and Scylla of old,
Of Maclstrom the modern enough has been told ;
Of Vesuvius's blazes all travellers bold

Have established the bright renown :
Bat spite of what ancients or moderns have smd
Of whirlpools so deep, or voleanoes 8o red,
The place of a'l others on carth thet I drzad

Is my beautiful native town.

‘Where they sneer if you're poor, and they snarl if you're richs
They know cv'ry cut that you make in your flitch; "
If your hose should be darn’d, they can tcll ev'ry stitch

And they know when your wife got a gown.
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The old one, they say, was made new—for the brat;
And they’re sure you love mive—for you can’t keep & cat 3
In the hot flame of scandal, how blazes the fat,

‘When it falls in your own native town.

m.

If a good stream of blood chance to run in your veins,
They think to remember it not worth the pains,
For losses of caste are to them all the gains,

So they treasure each basc remown,
If your mother sold apples—your father his oath,
And was cropp'd of his ears—yet you'll hear of them both,
For loathing all low things they never are loth

In your virtuous native town.

Iv.

If the dangerous heights of renown you should try
And give all the laggards below the go-by,
For fear you'd be hurt with your climbing so high,
They’re the first to pull yoy down.
Shoald Fame give you wings, and you mount in despite,
They swear Fame is wrong, and that they’re in the right,
And reckon you there—though you're far out of sight
Of the owls of your native town.

Ve »
Then give me the world, boys! that's open and wide,
Where honest in purpose and honest in pride, .

You are taken for just what you're worth when yow're tried,
And have paid your reckoning down

Your coin’s not mistrusted—the criticaFscale

Does not weigh ev'ry piece, like a huxter at sale ;

The mint-mark s on it—although it might fail
To puss in your native town.

Before a word of comment could be made npon the comparative
merits of the two songs, the report of “a suil” from the deck scon
cleared the table, and all rushed to join in the look-out. It was soon
agreed she was o merchantman ; and the most experienced made her
out to be a ¢ Spaniard for sartin,’ so all sail was made in chase. For
some time the stranger seemed to take no notice ; but soon it was per -
ceived her course was altered, and sail erowded upon her, and this.
made the pursuit more urgent. The evening now was closing ; buc
before sun-down, they found they were gaining on the chase : and ere
darkness settled over the deep, they had neared her sufficiently to be
canvinced she was “ foreign,” and to prove they could outsail her; 80
vigilant look-out was kept during the night, that they might net 3se
her before dawn, as in case they could but have her then within view-
they could run her down before night. Fortune favoured the prive-:
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teer. With every cffort of nautical stratugem to get away during
the darkness, the Spanish ship was visible in the morning, and an
anxious chase ensued during the day, which caused beating hearts or
board both vessels. At last the Spaniard saw she must fight, and she
prepared for action :—she was a large merchantman, well-armed and
ably manned; but the superior sailing qualities of the privateer
enabled her to chose her position, and her better-handled guns gave
her a decided advantage, the resnlts of which were soon apparent.
The Spaniards, nevertheless, défended their ship gallantly ; and it
was not until a large proportion of her men lay dead upon her deck
that she struck. Then what a thundering shout arose from the pri-
vateer ; how eagerly pushed off the boat to take possession of the
prize. She was found to be a rich onc ; a lurge amount of treasure
and a valuable cargo secured to the captors ample reward for their
enterprise. The bullion was at once removed to the privateer, to-
gether with a portion of the crew of the Spaniard ; while a draft of
men from the victorious ship was put on board the prize, leaving a
portion of Lier own people free, under the armed control of the captors.
for the purpose of working the vessel; and the few passengers on
board were allowed to remain, and cnjoy the conveniences of their
berths, but under the authority of the person put in command.

That person was Ned, who had behaved most gallantly in the
action, and who, fromg hLis seamanlike reputation, was accounted the
fittest person to catrust with the prize, as Finch could not be spared
from the privateer, where his presence was indispensable.

‘The first care was to reggir on both the ships the damage done in
action ; and after the requisite “fishings” and “splicings” and  knot-
tings” were completed, they both made the best of their way in
company towards England.

The prisoners were let up on deck by turns, and it used to go to
Ned’s heart to witness their dejected looks. But onc of the pas-
sengers in particular excited Ius deepest compassion. e was ap
old man, of venerable aspect, on whom an Indiza climate had sct
its mark, rendering the traces of time more decided ; but since the
taking of the ship, ten years scemed added to his age ; and the sunhen
and lustreless eye, now and then cast up to Heaven, as if accompany-
ing some inward prayer for pity, but chiefly bent downwards
despairingly, as he paced the deck, bore heart-rending evidence of
suffering. Up and down that deck would he pace with slow and
tottering footsteps, occasionally uttering such heavy sighs, as though
his heart were breaking.

"Fhe Spaniards called him Don Jerome Carcojas, but the old mun
spoke English so fluently, that he would not have been taken
for n foreigner bv his accent. Ned sought every opportunity te

- b o
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exercise little acts of kindness towards the old man, who scemed
soothed by his attentions, and sometimes entered into convcrsation
with Edward, who did his best to divert his melancholy by the most
amusing anecdotes he could recall; and by degrees he so won upon
the captive, that their conversations lengthened daily, and the poor old
gentleman at last used to leave his confinement below, less for the
sake of the refreshing breeze of the deck, than the society of Ned.

One very beautn‘ul morning, as the captne made his appearance,
Ned was pacing the deck with a light and joyous step; and singing
snatches of sea-songs. In short, Ned was in great spirits. The ship
was going swiftly through the watcr betfore a favouring breeze, the
sca sparkled brightly, all external things were calculated to cheer,
and Ned was anticipating how many bundreds he should have for his
share ; and it must be owned, that in the frequent indulgence of this
thought of late, it was wonderful how fast he was getting rid of the
conscientious scruples that suggested themselves when he first set sail
on the expedition. As he turned lightly on his heel to pace forward
on his beat, he caught sight of old Don Jerome, and instantly ceasing
his merry carol, accosted the old man in a gentler tone.

“ Yes, you are all lifc and merriment,” said the old man, sadly.
- Ali! there is onc about your age, as light of heart as you are now :
light of heart in expecting me, and in anticipating riches in my
coming, who, if he could see me here a captive, and bereft of all my
wealth, would hang his head, and maybe weep.”

Ned attempted some words of comfort, which the old man heard
with a silent shrug.

¢ Comfort to me!” he exclaimed, after some minutes’ silence. ¥
will tell you with what hopes and intentions I was going homewards,
and then you yourself may answer how a poor disappointed and
ruined old man may ¢ver hold up his head again. But God’s will be
slone! ¢Man proposes, but God disposes.” Many years ago 1 left
my native country. Indecd, I ran away from it ; abandoning parents
and friends in a wild and wilful spirit, tha possessed me in my youth,
and maybe this heavy blow in my old age is but a punishment in-
tended by Providenee for the waywardness and disobedience of my
varly years.”

‘The old man paused and sighed, ag'if recollections of the past brought
with them bitter regret, and Ned, in thus Witnessing the grey-headed
regret for youthful disobedience, bethought him of his own infraction
of parental authority, and abandonment of the course wherein his
father had ordered him to walk.

The old man resumed.—* Years and years rolled on, and I /maver
heard of home or kindred ; but in the bustle of young and active life,
1thought nothing of that ; and asI prospered fust in worldly affuirs, and
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not only all comforts, but pleasures were at my command, the present
hour always drove both the past and the future out of my head. But
when age began to creep on me, I had no one to care for, nor to care
for me, and then regrets for past ties began to steal upon me, and self-
reproach for early heedlessness used to disturb my hours of solitude.
At last, by a chance intercoursc with a trader, I learnt that my
brother was still alive in his native land, and had a son, the prop of
his age—a blessing I did uot possess, and I took the resolution of
going back to, Europe with all my wealth. I conterted every thing
into treasure—the treasure which you took, and is now on board your
5h1p—-—and was returning in the hope of embracing my brother, and
my nephew whom I intended to make my heir, and in the enjoyment
of kindred to end my days, with the hands of, one who should love
and honour me to close my cyes, when it should please Ileaven to call
me away, not to be left in the last hour to the cold care of heartless
hirelings in 2 strange land. Such were mysintentions ; but worse is
before me than the death I wished to shun; for where I expected to
go back a welcomed bencfuct®r, I shall return hut a burden and a
pauper.”

Tears trickled down the old man’s cheeks as he spoke, and he sunk
down exhausted on a gun-carriage.

“°Tis a sad tale,” said Ned, iaying his hand gently on the old man’s
shoulder—* a bitter tale !”—and he wished in his beart he had not
heard it. '

“You are compassionate,” said the old man, **and compassion to
the wretched is much. There is kindness in the tone of your voice
that is welcome to we ;—an accent belonging to the kind-hearted land
you came from.”

Ned was surprised at such a remark upon accent coming from a
foreigner, and asked lim to explain himself.

¢ Are you not Irish ?” suid Don Jerome.

43 Yes

“ No wonder then I recognise the accent of a countryman,” returned
the old man.

#I thought you were a Spaniard.”

“I lived amongst them in their American possessions fer forty
years, and ig the coursc of that sime have become like one of them-
selves.” .

« And how comes your name to be Don Jerome Carcojas 7™

“ It was only a slight alteration which the Spaniards made, to ac-
commodate my real name to their pronunciation—which is Corkery.”

Ned started—gasped for breath, and had he mnot laid hold of the
bulwark, must have fallen upan the deck.
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CHAPTER XIX.

‘WaAT 2 confused rush of contending emotions whirled through
Ned’s brain, as, gasping for breath, and his heart thumping against his
ribs, he held on for support, and cast a fearful gaze upon the old man,
who, with one word, had made him so miserable. Poor fellow ! his
case was a hard one. He saw before him his own uncle, of whose
wealth he himself was the intended heir; and of that wealth he had
helped to despoil him. The compunctious visitings of conscience he
experienced before he entered on this course of pillage had been dis-
regarded in his greedy desire for wealth, and they all recurred to him
at that moment, adding weight to the blow which had fallen. He felt
the chnstnsmg hand of Providence was upon him ; and that, when he
went forth in violence to plunder others, the bitter retribution was
ordained that he should despoil himself. Then in whit fearful rela-
tion he stood to this new-found relative! His heart prompted that he
should embrace him ; but how could he dare acknowledge himself his
nephew—he who was amongst his captors and his plunderers ?

The old man looked up, and Ned could hardly fortify himself
against the kind expression of his glistening eye, as words of thanks
were given to him for his sympathy.

““You are a good-natured fellow,” said the Sefior—¢ God bless you! g

The benediction was worse than curses to Edward’s ear, and he
writhed under it. v

*“Do not think me a poor, weak old driveller, because I droop
ro. I would not grieve so much if the boy had not heard of it; but
I lately sent home word of my being alive, (for they thought me
dead,) and of my wealtl, and good intentions towards: my nephew ; and
of course he, poor boy, is full of joy and hope ; and when he knows the
result, ’twill be hard for him——hard—hard! It is crushing in early
youth to receive a blow so heavy.”

Bitterly the truth of these words was fdt while the unselfish
nature of the old man’s regrets increased Ned’s anguish. * Wretch
that Tam !” thought he, ‘that all this solicitude should be entertained
for the worthless fellow who has helped to w:rk his ruin; and these

M
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gind considerations be given to one whom he imagines far away,
while the miscreant is at his side !” .

« I have not long to live,” said the old man; “the grave will soon
shelter me from worldly woe; but ke, full of youth and health, has
long years of regret before him for this mischance.”

“ True,” was the response, uttered with a pang.

* While with the wealth I could have left him, he had a future of
cnjoyment in prospect.” .

A heavy sigh followed from Ned.

“ Proudly might he have claimed the girl of ‘his heart.”

These last words were as coals of fire on the head of poor Edward,
who could cndure no more, but rashed from the spot, and, hiding him-
self in his berth, gave vent to the convulsive feelings with which his
heart wss bursting.

‘When these had run their rapid and violent course, ealmer musings
succeeded ; and then it was that Ned saw his casc presented one point
of consideration which wus downright ludierons. Ile was a brilliant
specimen of an Irish heir, who had destroyed the fortune to which he
was to succeed. He was his own cut-purse.—He had come torth to
shear, and was returning shorn.—IIc¢ dare not confide his case to any
one.—Finch would only laugh at, while his uncle would abhor him ;
thereforc must he be doomed to imprison the fatal seeret in his own
bosom, saddenipg his heart, and gnawing at his conscience. What pro-
longed misery he endured, on the komeward passage, as day after day
he was forced to meet his uncle, and experience frequent repetitions of
his griefs, his thanks, and his yearnings towards his ncphew ! This
became at last insupportable ; it was s load his conscience could no
longer bear, and he felt it would be some allgviation of his misery to
confess the relationship at once, and, by the voluntary ¢xposure of his
shame, make some atonement for his transgression. But this he found
was not so easy. Often he essayed, but, as the words of confission
-were rising to his lips, his courage failed, and pridc was stronger than
oonsuence—-he could not so humiliate hlmwlf Dut as the old saying
hath it—

% Continual dropping will wear a stone.”

And one day the expresslons of affection for his nephew, on the part
of the old man, were so fervent, so full of thounrhtful tenderness, that
Ned could stand it no longer—he felt almost choking ; his cyes glis-
tened with rebellious tears, and asking the Seiior to follow him to the
cabin, he there “made a clean breast of it,” relating his adventures
from the time he left home—love, smuggling and all, and finally dis-
closed his name and relationship to the old man, who, when the first
shock of astonishment was over, folded Ned to his bosom and wept
over him,
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¢ Can you forgive me ?” said Ned.

¢ Forgive you?” returned his uncle. ¢ My poor fellow, yow are
more to be pitied than I am,” were the only words of reproof the
generous old man uttered, and Ned wrung his hand with gratitude.

“ What I blame you most for is your not wgiting to your father.”

“T thought he would have disapproved of my course of {life,”
answered Ned, “ and I did not like to give him unhappiness.”

“No unhappiness like uncertainty about thosc we love,” said his
uncle ; ““you should know that from your own expericnce.”

€ Ol, as for my love,” said Ned, sadly, “I told you of it because
I determined to confess all.  Of course you think it a wild and
absurd vision—as it is; nevertheless, it has led me to sll I haye
dared.”

“ Where will not love lead ?” returned the old man, with a sigh,
and a tone of tenderness in his voice, and his sunken eye lighted with
a glean that Edward never had marked before. ' What will it not
mahe us dare; what will it not make us hope! Think not 1 blame
you for entertaining a love,so much above your station. You could
not help it—T know it, boy—for T could not help it myself. I loved
as you have, Ned. But don't fear an old man is going to prate of his
love—no, Ned, no. Love is for youth. I have said it, boy, only to
show you I could not blame you. My days and hopes are past and
gone, but the thoughts still lic here—here !” and he laid,bis attenuated
hand on the slowly-beating heart, which still carried in its lessened
current the unlessened tenderness of an carly and bopeless passion.
“ Ah, Ned!” he added, with an expression of the deepest longing in
bis voice, “ Would to God my fortune had been yours—that you
might have claimed your love—that T might have seen in one of my
own kin, at least, the happiness that was deniced to me; it would have
been making real before my old eyes a dream of the pastte mel”

Ned suggested that their present conference must ccase, as too pro-
tracted a téfe-d-téte might create remark on board, and remark
excitc questions ; ¢ and 1 would not for the worll they should suspect
our relationship,” said Ned. ¢ How the rascals would laugh! and,
though I have borne the shame of avowing myself to you, 1 could not
bear the humiliation of being the jest of these dare-devils.”

¢ The laugh of scorn is a sore thing,” said the old man ; ¢“but the
humbleness which repentance makes is consoling—do you not feel the
happier, Edward, for your confession ?”

“Ob, so much happier !’ said Edward; ¢ but to what mercxful
ears I confessed!”

“Boy!” said his uncle, solemnly, ¢ remember that repentance ever
begets mercy. .And now let us part for the present—fear not discovery
from me.”

M2
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With these words they separated, and met no more for that day ;
but every four-and-twenty hours afforded them the ordinary meeting,
and uncle and nephew enjoyed the interchange of affection.

Ned’s spirits returned as soon as he had unburthened his conscience,
and, without saying a werd of his intention to his uncle, he had deter-
mined that, whatever his share of the prize should be, he would hand
it over to the old man ; and, though this placed as wide a gulph as
ever between him and the object of his love, it brought peace to his
conscience, and the inward conviction of doing what was right
proved, as it ever must, a great consolation.

The ships were now nearing the shores of Europe, and, one moruing,
Ned was asked by his uncle for a few minutes of secret conversation.
¢Be sure there is not a creature within ear-shot of us,” said the
.old man.

Ned took his opportunity for obtaining the privacy hjs uncle
required, and the old man told him he had a secret to reveal which
might in some measure retrieve their fortunes.

“ It sometimes happens,” said he, ¢ that, when ships are taken by
privateers, some stronger-handed plunderer, under another flag, may
wrest the prize from the first captor; and this has happened so
often of late, that privateers make it a rule to seize upon all the
treasure they can find, and convey it on board their own bottoms, in
case of the worst; and that, however ships and cargoes may slip
through their fingers, they, at least, will make sure of the pieces
of eight. Now my boxes of treasure have becn so served by your
friends, and are on board the privateer yonder, but, when I left the
main, in case of accident, I—"

The old man paused and cast a look of alatm towards the door.

“Did you not hear a noise ?” said he, in an under tone, to Ned.

Ned answhred in the negative ; and, opening the door to see that
no one listened, his uncle was reassured and continued.

“In case of the worst, I—" again he paused, looked round, and,
lowering his voice tc® & whisper, continued—¢“I concealed no incon-
siderable sum of gold in the bags of suuff which are among this
cargo.”

¢ Well,” said Ned, breathlessly, ¢ what then ?”

“If you could only procure some trusty agent on shore to buy all
this snuff when the cargo is put up for auction, as it will he soom
after we get into port, then—"

% We should possess the gold,” interrupted Ned.

“ Exactly.”

“Uncle,” said Ned, after a moment’s pause, and with a heavy sigh,
as if he regretted what he was forced to say, “It would be dis-
honourable.” '
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« Dishonourable |” exclaimed the old man in surprise. *Talk of
honour with thieves like these ?”
 Yes,” said Ned, “ the principle has passed into an old saying—

¢ Honour among thieves;’

and I will not violate it—I am of them—I came out with them,
a8 we all came, to risk our lives for gold—banded together in daring
and in danger ; and, though the fates have been unkind to me in the
venture, nevertheless, 1 cannot reconcile it to myself to play this trick
upon my shipmates.”

“ You are a romantically-honourable fellow, Ned !” said his uncle.
« I would not have you obtain wealth if you bave a scruple about the
means.”

“If you think of any way in which you yoursclf could manage to
procure an agency for this purpose,” said Ned, “I will say nothing
about it; though I am not sure if that is not a breach of trust; and
question if I am not bound in strict honour to tell them this.”

“T cannot have such-an agency,” said his uncle; “that is quite out
of the question, utter stranger as I am in England ; but, as for telling
them, Ned, do not tell them yet; they have not got us into port, and
there are slips ¢ between the cup and the llp’—France and Spain have
their privateers and ships of war as well as England, and, if a Spaniard
should retake us,— ’

The old man became suddenly silent, for a hasty step was heard
descending the companion-ladder; the door of the cabin was opened, and
the mate popped in his head to say the privateer was making signals.

Ned hurried to the deck, and, glass in hand, was on the alert to
answer his consort. The signals gave notice of a strange sail, and
also told the prize to keep closer company. To achjeve this, the pri-
vateer shortened, while the prize made all the sag she could; and
when a couple of hours had brought them sufficiently near, a boat was
ordered from the Spaniard to the privateer, where Ned received orders
bhow to manage the ship through the night ;—for the night was
approaching—and so was the strange sail, whose aspect was not
pleasing to the company on board the Snom, for it looked ship-of-
war-ish, and not friendly ; and though the privateer might be equal in
sailing, the prize certainly wa¢ not. It was debated for some time
whether the two ships in company might be able to beat off the
enemy, should she prove such ; or if.it would not be more ad-
visable to throw overboard the guns of the prize, which, thus
lightened, might have a better chance to run for it. It is scarcely
necessary to say which way the question was decided. When did the
question ever lie between fighting and running, that the British seaman
did not throw up his hat for the fight? Ned was sent back, therefore,
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with orders to keep close to the privateer during the night, and, in
case of an attack from the strange sail, to make a good bull-dog
defence of it, while the privateer should take every advantage of
position, and make her shot tell. That the prize might be the better
able to keep her colours to the mast, an additional draft of men was
given for the working of her guns; for, hitherto, as she sailed under
the protecting canon of the privatecr, she only numbered bands
enough to work the ship, without any view to fighting; but, now
that danger threatencd, this necessary supply to her guns was
afforded, while, at the same time, Ned reccived the order to make all
possible sail he could during the night to avoid the necessity of lLostile
collision. Reversing the order of the noted sea-song, which says—

“We'll fight while we can—when we can¥, boys, we'll run!”

Ned’s duty was precisely the reverse—
¢ We’ll run while we can—when we can’t, boys, we’ll fight!”

As the boats rowed to the prize the last red rays of the sun tipped each
wave with crimson, and seemed to forebode blood. At least, so fancied
Ned, who went back silently and full of thought., The announcement
of a strange sail at the very moment his uncle suggested such a
chance, struck him as remarkable, and was received with the super-
stitious reverence of a sailor. Then, if the sail should turn out to be
Spanish, that he should be c¢ntrusted with the defence of a ship which,
for his uncle’s, and for his own conscience’ sake, he should wish to be
retuken, was an embarrassing circumstance, for here were wishes
divided against duty ; and, in such a frame of mind, what man could
wish to fight?

With a depression of spirits rare with Ned, he stepped on board
and resumed thegcommand of the ship, whése deck he never quitted
throughout the whole of the night; during which gloomy forebodings
overcast his spirit, when the intervals of the anxious duty he had to
perform gave thought a moment’s liberty. A presentiment that he

" was doomed to full, haunted his midnight watch ; and when, as the
dawn revealed the cold dead level of surrounding waters, the strange
sail Joomed larger in pursuit, he felt the fight was inevitable, and
‘braced himself with the manly determination honestly and resolutely
to defend his ship. .

The sun now rose above the horizon, and morning, with its freshness
and its brightness, sparkled over the waters. In another hour the
pursuing ship fired a gun and showed Freuch colours. The privateer
and her prize took no notice. In half an hour more the chase-guns
of the Frenchmen were opened on the flying ships, and, every ten
minutes, a8 Ned looked over the taffrail of the Spanish merchantman
he saw the shot falling closer astern.
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CHAPTER XX.

Tue allair of the china closet had spread over Paris rapidly, and
the defeat of so able a strategist as Marshal Saxc was lovked upon as
100 good a joke to be laid on the shelf ; the consequence therefore was
that the redoubtable Count, hitherto invincible in love and war, felt so
much of ridicule attach to the adventure, that he quitted tho capital
and retired to his chdteau. But before he withdrew he prepared a
terrible retuliation upon Ellen, fully in the spirit of the threat with
which he guitted the house of Madame de Jumillac on the day of his
defeat. He procured lettres de cachet against Ellen and her father, on
the ground of their being in reality nothing better than English spies,
while they were apparently attached to the cause of the exiled Stuart.

Lynch, it was his iniention to comsign to the Dastile, where he
would be irrecoverably beyond all means of counteracting the Mar-
shal’s designs, and protecting his beautiful daughter, whom the Count
destined for an imprisonment not so dismal, but more detestable, than
that of the'Bastile itsclf.

Tt was not the first time the Count had availed himself of that most
iniquitous engine of ull tyrannies, the lettre de cachet, for the accom-
plishment of' his libertine desires ; and he was not the only one who
magde it serve other purposes than those for which it was supposed to
be intended. This pnquestioned measure of imprisonment, for whose
:xercise no one in the executive was responsible, invented to uphold
the despotism of the crown, was too frequently used to serve the pur-
Toses of a licentious court; and the person whom the lettre de cachet
dragged from the bosom of home, was not always consigned to the
Bustile. Z'%hat place served for troublesome fathers, husbands, or
brethers, while the surroundin? chéleaux of the voluptuous eapital
more frequently were the prisons of ladies who fell within the grasp
of this secret instrument of unscrupulous power.

This seems almost incredible now, when the tyranny that disgraced
France has been subverted for ever, and popular privilege based on the
ruins of regal oppression but, in the days of which our story treats,
the crown, its minions, and the seignorie of France, held undlsputed
Power over all the lives, liberties, and honour of the people,—that
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people who, driven at last to desperation, rose in maddened masses on
their tyrants, and took swift and terrible vengeance ; —a vengeance so
bloody, and so fraught with human suffering, that we shudder to
remember ; but at which, if we consider the provocation, we can
scarcely wonder. .

The Marshal had retired, we have said, to his country retreat. It was
the celebrated®royal chdteau of Chambor, which had’been presented to
him by the king as a mark of his favour for the brilliant services of
the soldier; and the gift was the more prized by the gallant Count,
that it had been a favourite retreat of one whose name stands highest
in the list of chivalry. Here Francis the First had enjoyed his
voluptuous leisure; and this palace, built by the gallant king, had
been since dedicated by many a monarch to pleasure, and was not
likely to have its celebrity impaired, in that respect, by its present
occupant. Saxe had determined to make a double capture of father
and daughter ; and, armed with his terrible warrants for their arrest,
waited till Lynch should return to Paris before he should consign him
to a dungeen, and carry off Ellen to the chdtequ.

At last that moment arrived, and Saxe was awaiting the arrival of
an emissary he had summoned, in that very chamber which, doubt-
less, had often been the scene of intrigue,—that little room which yet
bore evidence on its window-pane of the presence, in by-gone days, of
the gallant founder of the fabric, whose hand had traced there the
well-known couplet—

¢ Souvent femme varie
Mal habil qui sy fie.'”

The Count was not alone. Voltaire, who was then on a visit with

hinf, had just risen from the breakfast-table, and was scanning the
couplet on the glass with his keen eyes, marking the form and cut of
every letter. In the meantime the servant of the Marshal’s pleasures
entered, received some sealed pacquets from his master to be delivered
in Paris, together with strict injunctions to be sure and swift in the
matter of which he before had received the private commands of the
Count.
* The emissary, with the assurance that “ Monseigneur might deperd
on him,” bowed low, and left the ®hamber on his fearful missicn.
The Marshal flung himself back in his fauteuil, and watched Voltaire
as he was still looking at the couplet of Francis.

“That seems to fascinate you,” said Saxe. *Is it the autograph
or the sentiment you admire ?” .

“I am amused,” said Voltaire, “at the vanity and conceit of the
royal rhymer;”

. “I cannot see either in the lines,” said the Marshal.
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* <« The man,” said Voltaire, “ who puts a couplet thus en evidence,
thinks his production very clever ; and I do not see any great exer-
cise of ability in discovering what he has taken so much pains to
engrave.”

“ But is it not true ?” returned the Count.

“« Certainly.—-But I only said it was not clever.”

“ Yet the saying is known all over Europe ; and that which has
lived two centuries has some claim to distinction.”

¢ It has lived because it is true,” said Voltaire.—* Truth is immor-
tal. At the same time it must be avowed this is a very common-
place truth, and derives its immortality not from Francis : for I doubt
very much if a king had not written it, and written it thus, that every
sight-seer in Europe might tell, on going home, he had seen the ccle-
brated writing on the window of the Chdteau de Chambor, that the
lines would have survived his reign. No. Its immortality may be
derived from a more respectable antiquity than two centuries, for
women were much the same two thousand years before as two hundred
after Francis.”

« AH I pretend to say is,” said the Marshal, ¢ that Louis now
might just as fitly and truly write those lines as Francis.”

“ Yes, my friend,” returned Voltaire ; *and so might Pericles have
written of Aspasin, or Cmsar of Cleopatra; or, to go back to the
beginning, I belicve, if thete had been another man in the world
immediately’ after the creation, Adam might have carved the same
saying on the trec of knowledge.”

The Count laughed at the conceit, and Voltmre smiled at the success
of his sally ; and, according to the tactics of wits by profession, who are
glad to retire after saying a “good thing,” he made the excuse of
being obliged to write, to make his bow. for awhile ; and, after these
two sceptics in human virtue had amused themselves at the expense of
the oft-abused gentler sex, the Marshal, settling himself into a posi-
tion of greater esse in his chair, dropped into a luxurious doze, and
drecamt of La belle Irlandaise. )

It was the third day after, that the Marshal's messenger was
approaching Paris, and about the same time Prince Charles Edward
and his adherents were holding council at his little court in its neigh-
bourhood. The French cabinet had refused open aid in his cause,
and seemed disinclined, if not unable, to nge him anything more than
good wishes :—these were at his service in abundance,—but good
wishes will not supply the sinews of war. Many of his adherents
went so far as to believe that the professions of the French govern-
ment were all hollow ; and that the desire for peace with England

made them hesitate in making any movement in favour of the young
Pretender.
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+ Jiynch was most indignant of all. He had run the extremity of risk
im extensively recruiting in Ireland for the Irish brigade in the service
of France, belicving (as he was led fo believe,) that the entire brigade
would be given to the service of his “rightful king,” as he called
Charles, and believed him to be : but when he found that this was not
to be the case, his indighation was deep, and partook of that disgust
which honest and earnest natures feel at breach of faith.

“Did they think,” he would say, “that I would have made myself
a recruiting eofficer for Louis —ID)id they imagine I would enlist
Irishmen to shed their blood for French quarrels and French glory ?
Imsolent !—I enlisted my countrymen for the cause of their King—to
strengthen that gallant brigade which I fondly hoped should have
the largest share in placing him on his rightful thronce ;—and what
is my reward >—1I see not Qonly their swords refused in that holy
cause, but cven worse ; many of the brave fellows I enlisted have uot
been enrolled in their native brigade, but drafted here and there into
French regiments, in utter violation of the understanding with which
I embarked in the desperate cause of cnlistment in Ireland. Curse
them —And he, their great Marshal,—gallant and able thougl he be,
staining his laurcls by a profligacy so unblushing, that even the
honour of a soldier’s daughter, which should be sacred in his eyes, is
held as nothing !—Oh, the profligacy of the time and place disgust
me, and I long to be quit of the infected land !” .

While debating the affairs of the Prince he would siy—¢ Strikc
at once !— While thegerrors of Tontcnoi still hang over George, make
a descent on Scotland.”

This he had repeated more than once at the present council held by
Charles Edward, and the Prince declared lumselt to be of the same
opinion.

“«If I go alone !” exclaimed Charles, with energy,.—*“I will show
myself in Scotland, and trust to the loyal hearts there to rally round
their Prince.” v

¢ If we could even get a thousand regular troops,” said Drummond.

-¢“The happy time is more to be considered than men,” said
Charles.

“ And if we bring arms, we'll find men to bear them,” added Lynch.

“True,” said Charles.—* And some expert officers will accompany
me, who will soon teach them diseipline.”

“The arms you can have, Prince,” said a secret agent of the
government.

“« And a swift brig of eighteen guns lies this moment at the mouth
of the Loire, ready for your Highness’s service,” said Lynch.

“ And I will venture to promise,” seid the government agent,
“that one ship of war shall eail in .your company, and give
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protection ; while a portion of the officers of the Irish brigade can be
allowed leave, and may join the expedition.—So far the government
is willing to wink at the aid rendered ; but, under existing circum~
stances, any morc open demonstration in your cause, Frince, is®
impossible.”

After some further debate, in which details' were entered into un-
necessary to particularise here, it was agreed that the adherents. of
Charles should proceed to the mouth of the Loire, and hold them-
selves in readiness for embarkation, far which the arrival of the pro-
miscd frigate should be the signal. Lynch informed the Prince that
Walsl, the Dourdcaux merchant, was alrcady at Nantes, and had
three thousand gold pieces at his Highness’s scrvice, and also % house
there ready for his reception.

Lynch was called from the confcrence, at, this moment, at the
urgent desire of a messenger, who had manifestly ridden hard, for his
horse was reeking and dripping wet, as he stood at the door panting
for breath. Th(, messenger handed him a note,—he broke the seul
hastily, and read—

“ BeLoveD FATHER,
. “ As you valuc all that is dear to you and to me,
return here instantly.—Your own
“ ELLEN.”

The urgency of the note made him contract his brow as he read ;
he cast an eager glance of inquiry at the servant, who answered the
look by words,

“ Mademoiselle desired you should take my horse, sir,”

In another minute Lynch was in the saddle, and riding at speed to
Paris.  On reaching the house of Madame de Jumillac, and asking
for his daughter, a servant told bim he would conduct him to where
Mademoiselle was, and, opening the hall-door, led the way to the stroet.

“ 1Ias she been taken from the lLouse, then ?” asked her father in
alarm. '

¢ Mademoiselle left the house suddenly, Monsxcur, with Madame
and another lady in a carriage.”

Lynch’s uneasiness was somewhat appeased at the thought of
Madame de Jumillac being still in Ellen’s society ; but he nrged the
servant to speed, and, walking at a rapid pace, they were not long in
reaching a handsome house ; there, on Lynch presenting his name,
he was immediately ushered to an apartment, where, amidst objeets
of taste, which adorned the chamber, and furniturc of the utmost
elegance, & quantity of shabby-looking clothes were strewed about the
floor, or huug upon the chairs, making a contrast too startling not
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to be observed by Lynch, whose wonder was increased by’ seeing
Ellen standing amidst a heap of boddices, petticoats, caps, and jerkins,
,of all fashions, she herself wearing a pensant costume, which was
*nearly completed, the finishing touches being in the act of completion
at the hands of a very lovely woman. There was one remarkable trait
in this affair; it was, that, though engaged seemingly in preparing for a
masquerade, which usually inspires mirth, there was rather a serious
and business-like air about the whole ‘proceeding, and an expression
of anxiety shadowing every face.

On Lynch’s entrance, he was received by the beautiful lady who
was acting tyre-woman, with an air of supreme elegance and, as he
was taxing his memory to recall where he had seen her before, Ellen
advanced to her father, and, hastily expressing her delight at seeing
him in safety, begged to present him to Mademoiselle le Couvreur.

An involuntary expression of something between surprise and dis-
pleasure passed across his face, as Lynch saw his daughter thus
engaged in offices of intimacy with one whose reputation was not
stainless ; and Madame de Jumillac, with all the quickness of a
Frenchwoman, advanced, and said—

“ You know not, Monsieur le Ca]ntame, how deeply we nre ‘in-
debted to Mademoiselle le Couvreur.”. .

She then commenced an explanation of the affair to Lynch; the
purport was, in brief, this: Adrienne had, in some way, which she
did not think it necessary to explain, got information of the Count de
Saxe’s infamous design ; and she, though herself not a model of
purity, had, nevertheless, enough of a woman’s sympathies remaining
to shudder at the thought of the Marshal’s plot, and hastened at once
to the house of Madame de Jumillac to give warning of the impending
danger, and suggest a mode of escape. Adrienne, aware there was no
time to lose, hurried Madame and Ellen away instantly from their
home to her own house, where she ordered the superintendant of the
wardrobe of the theatre to be in attendance, with a choice of peasant
costumes, both male and female.

It so happened that the day was the octave of the feast of Corpus
Christi; on which day the Bastile was always thrown open for public
inspection, and was visited by the ‘surrounding peasantry of Paris in
thousands, who were anxious to see the interior of this prison-fortress,
whose name carried with it so much of mystery and terror. Adrienne,
therefore, suggested that Ellen and, her father, in the disguise of
peasants, should visit the Bastile; and, wandering about there all
day amidst the crowd, find safety,; by being in the very spot to which
there was a govemment order to convey them ; judging, truly, that,
of all places in Paris, the Bastile must be the last where they
would be sought for, and that in the evening they could pass the
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barriers securely among the groups of country people then quitting
the city.

Ellen’s disguise was now completed ; the only difficulty Adrienne
experienced being to keep down her beauty as much as possible.
Contrary to all the regular rules of the toilette, her object was to
make the lady look ugly insjead of handsome ; but, with all the
skill of an experienced and accomplished actress, used to the artifices
of personal disguise, this was more than even Adrienne le Couvreur
could accomplish.

‘When Lynch heard of the infamous design on foot gagainst him and
his daughter, his indignation knew no bounds ;—he lost all patience,
and burst into a fierce and terrible invective against the Marshal,
clutching the handle of his sword at intervals, as though le longed for
the extremity of vengeance, and even suggesting the possibility of his
hastening at once to the libertine’s retreat, and gemanding satisfac-
tion at the point of the sword. From such fruitless passion and vain
attempt he was at length cooled down and dissuaded by the persuasive
words of the ladies, who now retired from the chamber with Adrienne,
she promising to_Lynch the immediate attendance of the theatrical
wardrobe-keeper, who would do as much for him as had been accom-
plished for Ellen.

¢ Observe,” said Adricnne, “ I have made believe that all this
masquerading is but for the fulfilment of a little bit of private fun;
so clear your brow, Monsieur, and seem to treat the affair as a
bagatelle.”

‘With these words she retired, and the dramatic dresser made his
appearance, and in some twenty minutes the captain of the Irish
brigade was converted into a rustic, and might have passed for the
« Antoine” or “Basil” of some pastoral farce.

‘When the ladies were allowed to return to the room, Adrienne
gave some finishing strokes to the “ making up” of Lynch, and father
and daughter were prepared to go forth on their pilgrimage. The
next point of consideration was, whither they should fly when tbey
were passed the barriers, for concealment for ‘any time near the city
was impossible.

¢ Opportunely,” said Lynch, ‘“I was on the point of departing for
Nantes, and -this only hastens the journey a few days.”

¢ Your road thither lies directly towards C’hambor,” said Madame
de Jumillac, in alarm. *

« Al the better,” said Adrienne. ¢ When it is found that the birds
are flown, none will suspect they are ﬂymg towards the net of the
fowler.”

It was then arranged that Madame de Jumillac should drxve to
Prince Charles Edqyard, tell what had occurred, and ask him to pro-
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cure a passport as if’ for one of his own adherents, who were in e
habit of being permitted to travel under feigned names; and that,
under favour of night, they should meet at a safe place of rendez-
wous ncar Paris, named by Adricnne, and thence Ellen and ber
father hasten to the coast. Such necessary preliminaries being
arranged, Eilen uttered unfeigned and touching thanks to Made-
motsellc le Couvreur ; and receiving “in returh kind wishes for the
success of the plot, father and daughter, as ‘Basil and Annctte,
went forth upou the streets, afd plocwdc,d to the Bastile. As
they approached the fortress, they mingled in the crowd of pea-
santry, and assimilated themselves a8 much as possible to their gait
and manner, and imitated the upturned looks of surprise and
gaping wonder which were bestowed on the lofty and ponderous
towers., They crossed the drawbridge, and as they passed under the
low-browed arch, gpd Ellen felt hersell’ within the prison, she shud-
dercd at the thought of discovery, and clung closer to her father.  An
admonitory look, and a whispered word of cantion, recalled her to
self-possession, and she affected an ease to which her heart was a
stranger.—Sometimes they stopped to hear the remarks of some
spokesman of a group, who pointed out something worthy of observa-
tion, or made some remark in a levity of spirit ill-suited to the place,
which made his hearers laugh.

“ Heaven pity the poor captive,” thought Ellen, ¢ who hears the
thoughtless laughter of thosc who come to.see the place of his misery!
How bitterly must a laugh sound to him !”

Ellen observed a turnkey eycing her intently; the gaze was, in
fact, attributable to the bruic’s admiration, but to her it scemed as if
he suspected her, and, with the cunning pecuoliar to his craft, saw
through her disguise. Her heart sunk within her ; and as her arm
toueched her father he felt her shndder. Again his words were used
to reassurc her, but she took occasion to point out the turnkey to his
observation.

“ How that man looks at me!” :

“Berause he thinks you are pretty, Nell, no more.—Steady, my
girl, and fear nothing.”—The turnkey approached, and chucking her
under the chin with as galliard an air as the savage could assume,
said,—

“ There's a pretty girl !—you’re pretty cnough for a 1ar1), my dear.”

¢ Pretty enough for & fady/—Cowld he mecan anmything ?”—Iilen
attempted a smile, but it was very faint.—The tarnkey thought it was
shyness.

“You are too pretty to be .sm’ul my dear,” he said.—* T should
think you have soft things said to you toe often ‘to be surprised.—
This is your father, I suppose, with vou.” *
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*Yes, sir,” said Ellen; “but he is deaf; and, as he cannot hear
what is said, he never speaks much.”

She said this to exonerate her father from the necessity of speaking,
for his accent had not that purity which hers possessed,—=a purity which
could deceive a native ;—besidcs, her power of imitation was such,
that she could mimic the patois of many districts, and dreaded not
present discavery on the score of language.

¢ Then, if he is deaf I may say what Ilike to yon,—ch ?—that was
not a bad hint of yours,” said the fellow, with a wink.

Fllen shook her head, as much as to say he must not go too far.

“You’re the prettiest girl in your village, Tll be sworn ~—Where
do you come from ?”

¢ Lonjumeau, sir.”

* Lonjumeau !-—ah, T like the girls of Lonjumean well.—Do you
know Etiennc Barolles, who lives there 2

* No, sir,” replied Ellen, sorry she had hit on a village in which he
had acquaintances.

1 expeet him to-day.”

Ellin dev outly hoped he would not come.

¢ But, as he has not arrived, TI1 wait no more here, where 1
promised to stay for him ; and I'll show you the whole place, if you
like.”

Fllen thanked him for his offer; and a group of pensants taking
advantage of this guidance, won through a pretty face, were per-
mitted, on asking leave, to join the party, of which Ellen was quite
the queen; and no peasants ever had such satisfactory sight-seeing
in the Bastile as that group that day. Therc was nothing deserving of
notice neglected by the turnkey ; the narrowest spiral stair of its top-
most tower, and the lowest and most noisome depths of its souterrains,
were cxhibited in the truest pride of a showman, who cared little whe-
ther it was their knces, or their hearts, he made ache, 8o he excited
their wonder ; for the more they wondered tl:e greater man was he:
and as the greater man, of course, the morc acceptable to the pretty
girl for whose sake all this was done. Occasionally, a halt was ob-
tained, by his stopping at some particular place to point out wherc a
stone had been once ingeniously removed, or an iron bar eut through,
to achieve an escape ; and such recitals made within the walls of this
terrible prison, whose very stones seemed to deny the possibility of
the tale, added such wonder to these stories, that they surpassed the
marvels of fairy lore. The turnkey, seeing the incredulous looks
sometimes cast upon him, and someti even called upon to answer
doubting querists, who would ventureWb question the janitor in'that
peculiar excitement which an interest in an escape from ‘bondage
always makes, would beg to rcmind them that only few, very few, hall
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ever guocceeded in such achievements., ¢ No, no,” he would say,

“ when once people get in here, they don’t go out in a hurry. There,
for example,”—and he banged his ponderons bunch of keys against a
door as he spoke—* inside there is a prisoner who has never been out
of his cell for thirty years!” What a chill the words cast over his
hearers! .As for Ellen, she felt it to her heart’s very centre, and put
up an inward prayer for God’s special mercy over her father and herself
in that day of danger, and prayed that, with the shades of evening, his
guardian spirit might descend to shield them through their many perils.
This thought for self-preservation once passed, her gentle nature winced
as her imagination reverted to the poor captive within that door whereon
the crash of ‘those ponderous keys had fallen. What did he think of that
startling noise 7—was it the executioner come to claim him >—was the
hour arrived when death should relieve him from his misery ?—did he
hope so; or did the love of life still exist in the withered heart of that
poor captive 7—or did he remember that this was the day when his
prison was open to public view? Did he rejoice in hearing the hum
of human voices—this evidence of the presence of his fellows, even
through his prison-door ?—or did the contrast of their freedom with his
captivity make bondage more bitter? Or was some remnant of human
pride still left to be wounded at the thought that Aés door was poi... -7
out, like some cage in a menagerie, as coutaining some special mon-
ster demanding heavier bars, and peculiar watching ?

Link after link of such heavy thoughts weighed down her spirit till
she almost wept, while the turnkey thought he was doing the ‘most
amiable thing in the world, and making himself particularly agreeable.

Passing along one of the broader and more airy passages, he stopped
at another door, and, shoying it open, eaid to Ellen, “ You may look
in there,” and pointed the way. She hesitated ; her ordinary courage
was subdued by the appalling influences with which she was sur-
roynded; and a thought shot through her brain, that, if she entered
within that door, it might be shut upon her! She shuddered at the
terrible imagining.

“What gre you afraid of ?” said the Cerberus, laughing. «’Tis
only my own room ; come in!” and he led the way, beckoning Ellen
and her father to follow, while the crowd remained outside.

' The chamber seemed to be nothing more than a' holiow i: the
thickness of the wall, but was made as comfortable as such & place
could be. Its owner opemng a little cupboard that hung in & corner,
produced a botile of wine, and a glass, which he filled, and offered to
Ellen, remarking that sight-seeing was tiresome work, and that there
was yet much more to be gondgver.

Ellen had experfenced that sinking of heart which makes a restorative
so desirable, ard therefore gladly acceptod the proffered hospitality ;
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and though-the witie was but poor stuff, it was most welcome. After
giving anothereglass to her father, the turnkey pledged them both in a
brimmer himself; and as he smacked his large protruding lips, assured.
Ellen a girl might do worse than marry & turnkey. This was said
with a very significant look of admiration at ker, and a self-satisfied
grin, which showed that the gentleman stood on very good terms
with himself.

I cannot often get leave to go out,” said he, “but the first time
I can go to Lonjumeau, I will call and see you.”

Ellen assured him it would give her and her father much pleasure.

* Whereabouts do you live there 2”

This was rather a puzzler, for Ellen had named Lonjumeau on the
gpur of the moment, when he asked her where she came from, and
knew N little of the place ; she therefore was obliged to shelter her-
self under fresh inventions every step she took, and, for the present,
said <he knew but little of the village, as they had only removed to it
within a few days.

“ Oh, new comers, > said the turnkey.  But then' you know where
your owu house is.” :

“Oh yes,” said she, “to be sure. I am not so silly as not to know
my own house, though I am only a country girl.”

‘ No, you don’t look much like a fool,” said the turnkey.

“La! how ready you gentlemen of the city are at making compli-
ments,” returncd Ellen.

“ Why, who could be uncivil to you?” said he, with a smirk. “But
where do you live 7—tell me that.” .

“ You know the post-house,” said Ellen—that being the only place
in the wholevillago she herself knew anything about, and only knowing
that by having changed horses once in passing through.

“'To be sure I know it,” said the turnkey.

“Well, as you pass the post-house, therc is a turn down to the
left.”

“f l\now it,” said the turnkey—¢ there’s a grocer’s shop at the
corner.’

“ I believe there is,” said Ellen ; * but I have such a bad memory,
and have been such a short time there—but turn down at that corner,
and there are some houses—” iy

A great many,” said the turnkey. .

“ Well, there’s where we live,” said Ellen. :

“ But in which?” said the turnkey, who was determined on making
a visit.

“Do you remember any palings theMl?” asked Ellen, ﬁshmg for
knowledge.

“ To be sure I do—on the left.” -

" -
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“Just so!” eaid Ellen. “La! how clever you city gentlemen are !
yon know every thing, if you only see with half en eye !”

«  %Oh, I remember quite well,” said the turnkey, stimulated to fur-
ther description, “some small houses, with vines on their front.”

“ The very houses,” said Ellen.

¢ There is a house near,” pursued he, “ with a remarkable chimney.”

Ellen, afraid of engaging too much in particulars, said she was not
sure. =

“ You must have seen this chimney.”

“T’'m not sure about the chimney, sir, but I am certain I have seen
smoke,” said Ellen, with well-affected simplicity.

“Tut ! you pretty simpléton,” said the turnkey, ¢ your eyes are too
good not to make ‘better use of them.”

¢ 'Tis the fourth house, sir,” pursued Ellen.
i1 “ The fourth, Very well, I'll find you out.”

¢ You can't miss it, sir.”

“ But, in case of accident, you may as well give me your name, too,
that I might inquire in the neighbourhood.”

“ My name i$ Annette Claudet, sir,” she answered; and her ad-
mirer, satisfied with his inquiries, and promising a visit the first oppor-
tunity, offered another glass of wine, which being declined by father
and daughter, he played turnkey on the bottle ; and having locked it
up again in his corner cupboard, pursued his course of exhibition over
the prison.

There wasa garden he showed, where themore favoured prisoners were
permitted to take exercise. To Ellen it seemed as if the few sickly
flowers were languishing for liberty, and could not bloom in bondage; and
the weakly trees appeared to have outgrown their strength in stretching
upwards, in the hopeless endeavour to get & peep over the wall at thg
nature outside, for which they pined. “ What melancholy reflections,”
thought Ellen, “is this garden calculated %o excite in those who are
indulged in the use of its walks, if they look on it as I do!” Thus
every fresh object she saw impressed her more aud more with a sadness
approaching despondency ; and though she knew the place afforded her
temporary concealment, she longed for the approach of evening, which
would place her once more outside its walls, and permit her and her
father to pass unsuspected amidst the peasant groups beyond the
barriers of that city, where, even now, they were sought for by the
myrmidons of power.

The wished-for time at length arrived; the Bastile began to pour
forth the gaping crowds of idlers; and amongst the earliest of the
departing gFoups were-the disguised fugitives, who had the good for-
tune to pass the barriers in safety, and breathed freer as they found
themselves on the open road; and when hplf an hour ‘more placed
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them among quiet hedges, then Ellen, taking her father’s hand, and
uttering a fervent ejaculation of thankfulness to Heaven, ventured to
express her belief that they were now in safety. A walk of a few
miles brought them to the appointed place, where they might expect
to see their friends; and as fhey approached the house, they saw one
of its windows open, which commanded a view of the Paris road ;
and, peeping from behind its curtains, the lovely face of Adrienne,
beamed with a benevolent joy as she caught the first glimpse of
the fugitives, and Mlew they were safe. After waving a welcome to
them, she retired frdih the window ; and by the time they reached the
little entrance gate, the hand of Adricnne herself had drawn its bolt,
and father and daughter were received in & pretty little parterre, and
gratulations were warmly exchanged among the party.

¢ Is Madame de Jumillac here ?” inquired Ellen.

“ No,” answered Adrienne. “ But before you ask any questions,
you must sit down, and submit o regular eating and drinking ; for
neither you, nor Monsieur le Capitaine, can have had any refresh-
ment for many hours, and remember, you have a long journey before
you.”

Ellen and her father obeyed the hospitable* command, given with
so much grace and kindncss, and partook of an elegant repast pre-
pared for them; after which Adrienne told them how matters had
farcd since they had parted in the morning. It was not long after
their disguise had been completed, that Madame de Jumillac’s house
was visited, and strict search made for Lynch and his daughter;
which, failing there, was pursued in other ‘quarters, the rank even of
Prince Charles Edward not screening his retirement from invasion.

% Under these circumstances,” said Adrienne, “it was impossible
that Madame, or even the Prince, could be of the slighte&‘;}: use in
conducting the affair ; therefore you must pardon me if I undertook
to act in the place of youririends, and I hope you will not think me
intrusive in thus becoming an agent in your safety ; but you must
perceive at once, that any passports obtained through those channels
would have put your pursuers on your track, and, therefore, I advised
Madame de Jumillac to let me procure them, and further entreated
her to forego the desire she had of bidding you farewell.—Here is a
letter she entrusted to my care for you, Mademoiselle,”—handing Ellen
a note, which was hastily opened, and read with suffused eyes, as the
expressions of touching tenderness reached her heart.—¢ And here,
Monsieur, is your passport. You had better look over it to sce under
what name you travel; and then the sooner you both cast your
disguise and prepare for the road the better, for a post-chaise will be
here anon, and it is needless to counsel speed under such cir-
cumstances.”

N2
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. Her adviee was followed ; and when Lynch and Ellen had resumed
their proper attire, and returned to the apartment where they had left
Adrienne, they found ber engaged in packing up a little basket,
which she handed to Ellen, saying that, as they must travel all night,
she bad put up a few confitures, and seme little restoratives, which
might be agreeable in the morning, when she would feel exhausted
after her night’s fatigue.

¢ How thoughtful!—even to such trifles as these—you have been for
my sake, dear Madam,” said Ellen, offering her hgnd.

Adrienne presscd it tenderly, touched at earnestness of her
manner ; and the word “dear,” so uttered, and coming from such
pure lips, sounded to her sensigive soul little short of a blessing.

“ Let me kiss your hand !” said Adrienne respectfully, and as if
she felt she asked a favour.

The gentle soul of Ellen was touched at this proof of an erring
woman’s sense of her loss of caste,—and that at a moment when so
much was due to her. 'With all the warm heart and enthusiasm of
her country, Ellen threw wide her arms, and, while heaven-born tears
sprang to her eyes, she exclaimed, ¢ My hand !—how can you ask for
my hand only 7—Come to my heart !”

In a moment they were locked in each other’s arms ; and Lynch,
:stern though he was in his morality, blamed not the noble nature
.of his pure child in thus mingling her embraces. IIe looked on
.in silence, through which the sobs of the two women were audible,
and for some minutes ncither could speak.

‘At length Adrienne assumed her self-command, and, clearing the
tears from her eyes, gazed on Ellen for an instant with a look of
.admiration and gratitude. “You are a noble creature,” said she,
¢ and worthy of all that could be done for you.”

« And what have you not done ?” answered Ellen,—* preserved to
e my father !” )

¢ And deeper still my debt,” said Lynch, “you have preserved to
me a daughter.”

“ We must part,” said Adrienne. ¢ The carriage waits, and time
is precious.—Come !” She led to the entrance as she spoke ; and as
they stepped out into the parterre the soft beams of the moon shed a
soothing light on all things.

“ Ard now, farewell, and Heaven speed you!” she said, turning to
Ellen. The moonlight fell full upon her fair forehead and deep and
Justrous eyes, and Adrienne thought she seemed more like a being of
heaven than earth. ‘ ‘

“You are like an angel,” she said, with almost devotion in her
voice, ““and those soft sweet-eycs beam peace into my very soul.”
8She stooped and plucked a stem from a rose tree ; I will keep these
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roses,” she said, “in remembrance of this hour ; and whenever T see
them they will recall the benign ook of those angelic eyes, and I ean
fancy that a seraph, for once, looked kindly on me.”

“ Give me one of those flowers,” said Ellen, ¢ ’twill be precious te
me as to you.” .

They divided the stem between them ; and after a few last parting
words, and a fervent blessing from Adrienne, Ellen and her father
entered the carriage, and started on their toilsome and perilous
Journey.

For many miles they were silent ; both were occupied with their
thoughts,—those of Ellen reverting to the scene in which she had been
cngaged, while Lynch’s were cast forWard to the journey,before them,
for the accomplishment of which one serious consideration pressed
upon him, namely, that he doubted if the money he had about him
would be sufficient to carry them through. He entered into conversa-
tion with Ellen on this point at last, and they held a gloomy council of
war as they drove through the darkness, for by this time the moon
had set. It was decided at last that they should exert themselves to
pass Blois as soon as possible, for, until then, while between Paris and
the seat of the Marshal, they must run the risk of encountering his
cmissarics, should they be delayed at any intermediate post. A calcu-
lation of miles versus money was entered into, and Lynch, on reckon-
‘ng up his cash, almost doubted being able to accomplish this object.
They darc not write to Paris for money, as a letter might tend to
trace them, therefore they must send a letter all the way to Nantes
to obtain suppljes.—It was in such anxious debate the. night was
passed, and horses changed throughout the darkness at the successive
posts ; and the dawn began to break on the sleepless travellers, as they
approached the town of Ktampes. There is something peculiarly
grateful to the senses ig the return of day, when you have been
Jjourneying for many-hours through darkness ; and to spirits like those
of our travellers, overcast with anxieties for the future, that darkness
was yet more drear. It was with peculiar welcome, therefore, that
they saw the first rays of the sun burst from their purple bondage in
.the cast, and sparkle on the dewy vineyatds through which they now
were travelling, Pleasant slopes, too, here and there, were stretching
down to the river Juine, and the sweet aspect «of smiling nature shed
balm on Ellen’s spirit. The spires of the town appeared in the
distance, rising among its surrounding meadows, and the morning
chimes of #e hells of St. Martin floated on the refreshing breeze ;
the postilion cracked his whip with more energy, and the jaded hacks
pricked their ears, and seemed to'step out more cheerfully, in expecta-
tion of the rack and manger of the hostelrie. In half an hour they
wcere entering on the ekirts of the town, and Lynch suggested to
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Ellen that she should refresh herself with. breakfast, but assuring him
she felt no inclination as yet for the morning meal, they merely
changed horses and pursued their journey. The truth was, Ellen was
anxious to spare their purse as much as possible, and had dctermined
that the little basket of confitures should satisfy any craving of nature
until she had passed Blois. On reaching their next post, however, her
father again urged her to take some breakfast, but Ellen commenced
unlacing her little basket, and told him, with a significant nod, that
breakfast, dinner, and supper for the next two days were in that
little basket.

Lynch understood her motive in an instant, and urged her to be
sure she was not overrating hdr strength ; but Ellen, with a sweet
smile of assurance, bade him be content on that point. He called her
a brave girl, declared she might give even an old soldier a lesson on
prudence, and, acting on her suggestion, said he would subsist on an
occasional crust and buvette (as a hasty cup of refreshment was called)
until their point of danger was past. He quitted the post-chaise, and
entered the little inn to call for a cup of light wine, for Lynch, being
an old campaigner, was not afraid of that beverage in the morning.
As a pretty lively grisette was handing him the drink, Ellen suddenly
entered the house, her face beaming with excitement, and having
ordered the girl to bring them breakfast directly, took her father’s
arm, and led him into the parlour of the inn. Lynch could not
account for this sudden revolution in Ellen’s determination, and her
change of manner. *

¢ Oh, father !” she exclaimed, while the flush of .emotion restored
the colour to her cheek,— that noble creature !”

The words would have been unintelligible, but that she opened the
little bdsket as she spoke, and there, lying amongst the confitures, was
a purse well stored with gold..

Lynch could not speak, nor Ellen utter angther word, but with
trembling lip and glistening eye she stood looking at her silent father
till her heart was full to overflowing, and, unable longer to repress her
-emotion, she threw herself on his breast and wept.

Ellen was not a crying lady, by any means; but her tears on this
-occasion may be pardened, when we consider the sudden revulsion o
her feelings. At this, point of need, when, to save a few livres, she
was wdlmg to abstain from needful sustenance, and opened her litile
basket, content with the slender support it contmned-—]wcdla’ of
hunger in the more nccessary desire for flight—at such & mop€nt to
see a full purse was enough to make a full hears, and g ptoic only
could be calm,; the difficulties and dangers which beset them were
Jessened by this timely supply, and the demon Want, fhat so lately
threatened to be in'league with their enemies, was overcome.
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The smiling grisette now made her appearance, the table was soon
spread for breakfast, and cheerfully did father and daughter sit down
to their morning repast.

« What is the name of this village, my girl ?” inquired Lynch.

«1t is called Montdésir, Monsicur.”

« An appropriate name,” said Ellen to her father, «for the place
where we have found what was so much to be wmhed for; @ Mont-
désir j'ai trouvé mon désir.” .

“Come!” said her father, “I am glad to see you are merry
enough to make a calembourg.”

They both, however, displayed renovated spirits; and he was as
willing to listen to as she to utter lively sallies—for lively she was.
She had quitc shaken off the gloom which oppressed her over-
night ; for it seemed to her that fate was inclined to favour their
escape, and'Ellen augured well of the remainder of their journey. No
time waslost, however, in pursuing it ; fresh horses were ordered, and
now that they had got those golden wings which can transport the tra-
veller with accelerated speed, a trifling douceur in the stables always
secured the best pair of horses, and a bribe to the postilion pushed
them to their best pact, so that the next fifty miles were much sooner
passed than the former, and they were enabled to dine at Orleans.
Here Lynch offered Ellen a few hours’ rest; but she preferred the
prosecuation of their journey, and another night of travel was under-
taken. The next morning saw them approaching Blois; this, the
point they were ankious to pass, was reached in safety ; and now they
were within twelve miles of the man who sought their capture: little .
did the Marshal know how near to him was the prey his myrmidons
‘were then seeking in Paris. This proximity to their enemy made
Ellen very anxious, however, and she begged her father to make no
further delay than change of horses required. Even at Chousy and
Veuve she refused any refreshment; and it was not until reaching
Haut Chantier that she took a slight breakfast. On they sped again,
and rcached Tours in time for dinner ; which Ellen enjoyed more than
her breakfast, as her courage rose in proportion to the distance placed
between them and their enemy. Her father suggested some rest at
Tours; but as there were still some hours of the day available, Ellen
declared herself strong enough to pursue the journey farther. Fresh
horses were therefore ordered; and now, leaving the southern route,
they struck off to the right, westward, making for the coast; and
having achieved two posts and a half, Ellen was content to give the
night to sleep, and they rested at Pile St. Marc. ~
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* CHAPTER XXIL

IT was one morning, earlyin July, 1745, that a large merchantman
was seen, under jurymasts, making what sail she could up the Loire,
assisted in ascending the stream by being in tow of a handsome
French corvette, whose prize she seemecd to be. On reaching Tort
Launai they dropped their anchors, as the sands prevented' vesscls of
their burthen procecding higher.

A boat was lowered from the corvette, and the Captuin went on
shore to report himself. Being congratulated on bringing in a prize,
he replied, the prize was not so very much, as she was a Spaniard,
retaken from an English privateer ; and, therefdre, as the vessel of a
friendly state, they could only claim salvage upon her.

“ To judge from her masts,” said fhe officer with whom he spoke,
¢ you did not get her without blows.”

“No ; the Englishmen fought like devils, and a great number were
killed ; such as there are I will send up to Narfes when the tide
makes. By the bye, that is a very-pretty brig that lies in the river;
do you know what she is ?” s *

“It is suspected she is ‘meant for the service of the Chevaher
St. George. You know whom I mean!”

“ To be sure I do. Wasn't I at Dunkirk when the troops were
embarked in his cause, and didn’t I barcly escape going on the rocks?
Parbleu ! I shan’t forget that gale in a Lurry! So he has got some-
thing in the wind again ?”

¢ So it is rumoured here.”

¢« Well, I wish him better weather than he had last—that’s all—
good bye!”

As the naval officer was returning to his boat, he was accosted by a
gentleman, who held out his hand, and claimed acquaintance.

% Do you not remember me ?” said the stranger.

“I have a recollection of your features, and yet I cannot recall
where it was we met.”

“ You don’t forget Dunkirk ?” inquired the stranger.

#“Ah! I have itgnow.—The Irish Bngade—you were on board my_

" ship—"
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¢ The same.”

«Glad to see you,” said the sailor, shaking him heartily by the
band. “But you are not in uniform now, that is the reason I did not
remember you.”

“1s the corvette here, Captamn ?” asked the stranger.

‘ Yes, there she lies yonder.” :

 Might I speak a word in private with you ?”

“ Certainly. Xam going on board this moment, will you come ?”

“ Willingly.” )

“ Something brewing, I suppose,” said the Captain, with a #ig-
nificant nod, and pointing to the pretty brig.

“We will speak of that when we get on board,” returned the
stranger. .

With these words he followed the Captain to his boat, and they were
rapidly rowed to the corvette; and as they passed the prize, which
was lying close alongside, a voice shouted loudly, ¢ Captain Lynch!
‘Captain Lynch!!” i

Lynch—ifor the strange companion of the naval commander was he,
looked up, and, with no small surprise, saw Ned leaning over the
bulwark of the merchantman, and waving his band as he called
to him, saying he wished to speak with him.

Lynch explained to the Frfpchman Ned’s desire, which the Captain
said should be gratified, as he would send for him to come on
board the corvette. “’Tis a strange chance that you should meet
here,” said the Frenchman. * Do you know him well 2”

“ Not intimately,” said Lynch. *But all I know of him I have
reason to like, for he has laid me twice under obligation—once deeply
so. He is a very spirited young fellow.”

“T’ll swear to that,” said the Frenchman ; ¢ for I ucver saw & man
fight a ship more gallantly.”

“But what brought him fighting on board a Spanish ship #” in-
quired Lynch.

“ That is a most cxtraordinary piecc of romance, which I can’t
pretend to tell you, but which of course he can enlighten you upon
when you sec him. His uncle, who is owner of the ship, and a Spanish
subject, imterceded with me not to confine your young friend with the
rest of the prisoners, but to grant him parole; and as I had proved
him to be a gallant fellow, I made the old man happy in acceding to his
request. And now for this private affair of your own,” he added, as. -
be led him into the cabin of the corvette, ayd pointed to a seat.

“ You are right in your suppositions about the brig yonder,” said
Lynch.— I need say no more,—for the less said about secret expedi-
tions the better ; and however you may receive what I have to pro-
Dose, you, of course, will affect to known nothillf ubout our designs.
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We are all ready on board, but we dare not, in so lightly-armed a
vessel, venture to eail in British waters. We have been led to
expect, in an underhand way, (for the government will do nothing
for us openly,) the protection of a sixty-gun ship, but she is not yet
arrived, and we may be disappointed in the end, while every day’s
delay is detrimental to our cause. Now, as you are cruising in the
Adtlantic, could you not just as well take a turn with us to the northward,
and I am prepared to promise the Prince would not be ungrateful.”

The Captain said he dare not act without orders; that every-
thing connected with the marine was cavilled at in those days,—that
no commander might risk the slightest overstepping of duty.

Lynch continued to tempt the sailor, suggesting many modes
whereby he might excuse or justify “ a little run towards Scotland.”—
« For instance,” he said, “ could you not suppose you saw a sail, and
say you chased it?”

“ You forget, my friend, that there are otlier eyes than a Captain’s
on board ship, and that there are accounts kept of our domws —I dare
not comply with your reques

Lynch, finding it vain, gave up his attempt, and returned to the
deck, where he found N&1 had already arrived, and cordial was the
greeting he gave him, reminding him they had not seen each other
since the night they parted at Courtrai.

<« And that you presented me with a sword,” said Ned.

¢ Which I heard you made brave use of,” returned Lynch.

Ned hereupon ventured to hope Ellen was well, colouring so deeply
as he spoke, that it was plain the inquiry was not uninteresting to him.

Lynch answered in tge affirmative ; and said she would be glad to
see him if the Captain would extend his payole to a visit on shore;
¢ for I hear you are a prisoner,” said he, “and that there is some very
strange piece of romance about this affair in wlnch you have been
engaged.”

Ned owned it was so, and that he should be delighted to relate to
him the circumstances of the adventure, if he would {avour him with
a visit on board the merchantman.

Lynch consented, and Ned was delighted, for he had many ¢ objects in
view in gettmcr Lynch on board. In the first place, thoufrh he would
not join in practising a deceit on his shipmates rewarding the gold
concealed in the snuff, he had no such scruples about Frenchimen, and
hoped to obtain through Lynch an agency by which this money
might be recovered. In #hc next place, he wished Lynch to under-
stand that he was his unecle’s heir, and was anxious 1o set before the
eyes of his fair one’s father the weslth to which he should succeed.
Great was Ned'’s joygtherefore, when he saw Lynch set nis foot on
the deck of the merfgntmu.n, and presented to him Seiihor Carcojas,
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tor he still assumed the Spaniard, while. Ned retained the name of
Fitegerald.

After giving arapid account of his privateering adventure, Ned then
confided to Lynch the secret of the hidden gold, and the means whereby
it might be saved, concluding with asking Lynch’s assistance.

Lynch paused for a moment, and, after some consideration, said he
knew s little of the Captain of the corvette, with whom he had once
sailed, and though he should be glad to oblige Ned, yet, for the
interest of a gentleman to whom he had only just been introduced, he
would not like to interfere in such an affair.

¢ Allow me on that point, sir,” said Ned, * to set you right.—My
uncle’s generosity permits mo to say, that what is /és—is mine; there-
fore, in giving us your aid in this, you oblige me rather than him.”

“ Well, that alters the case,” said Lynch, “and as I owe you my
good offices, perhaps I may assist you.”

% Ah, sir !” said old Jerome,— do not say perhaps,—say you will.
Did you but know the ardent desires that have put this boy of mine en
his adventures, I am sure you would sympathize with him. He has
been acting under the dominion of a romantic passion, which spurred
him to seek sudden wealth in desperate adventure, in the doing which
he unconsciously despoiled me, his uncle. Chance led him to discover
this, and though he might hiwe kept the secret, his conscience would
not let him; he humiliated himself in repentant acknowledgment
before me, and that act of grace won him lasting favour in my eyes.
Since then, the honourable spirit to his companions in adventure,
which urged him to defend this ship to the utmost, against his own
interest, has raised him in my esteem, and tigrefore I beg to repeat
to you, sir, that whatever is mine is his ; and as I have tpld you the
love of a lady has been the prime mover in all his aﬁ'mrs, 1 may as
well be eandid with you, and tell you also, that not only whatever is
mine is his—but is .ﬂbo—your daughter’s—if she will do him the
honour to share it with him.”

This was a most unexpected proposmoﬁ to Lynch, who was silent
for some minutes, during which Ned, who was rather “taken aback”
by. his uncle’s out-speaking, hung down his head, and dared not look at

- Ellen’s fafher.

‘When Lynch broke silence, it was in a question to Ned.—* Does
my daughter know you love her ?” said he.

“ She does.”

¢ Is the love returned ?”

« T dare not Lope that,” said Fdward. D« It was in those few
hurried moments of danger at Bruges, which you alluded to, that I
bad the hardihood to throw myself at her feet.”

“ And what did she answer #”
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 Nothing, in fact,” said Ned. ¢ She did not encourage-—but—l
gy say—neither did she disdain me.”

“ Fairly answered,” returned Lynch ; “and I will as fairly tell you
my intention for her is another alliance.”

Ned could not answer in words, but there was an expression of
despair in the look he cast upon Lynch more eloquent than language,—
8o eloquent that it fouched him. And he continued,—* At ihe same
tinle I must confess she has given no answer on the subject ; and on a
subject so serious, she shall never be controlled by me to accept—how-
ever I may consider myself justified in the authority to object,—or, at
least, delay.” .

Peculiar emphasis was laid on the last word ; and it was painful to
watch the changes that passed over Edward’s face as the sentences
followed each other.

¢ Now I have two propositions to make,” continued Lynch. ¢ There
is an expedition undertaken to replace the rightful king of England
on his throne; in that expedition we want brave men and ready
money. Now, sir,” said he, addressing the old man, “if I get your
valuable snuff out of jeopardy, will you advance a loan of a thousand
pieces to Prince Charles, to procure arms and ammunition, whick we
need

“ Willingly,” said the old man. T wish his cause well.”

« And will you,” he said to Edward, <give the aid of a bold heart
and ablc hands to the cause, as the price of my consent?”

“ With all my heart!” said Ned.

I must make this additional proviso,” added Lynch, ¢ that until
our expedition has str‘k its blow, no word of love must pass between
you and my daughter.”

This damped Ned’s rising spirits ; but it was such a brightening of
his hopes 1o have his pretensions entertained in the least, that Le
agreed to the condition, bat hoped he might be permitted to sec her.

Her father consented to this, and Ned’s heart bounded with joy ;
but a sudden difficulty pres¥nted itself to him in the recollection that
he was a prisoner.

% That is a difficulty easily got over, * said Lynch ; ¢ offer to enlist
in the Irish Brigade, an® the commandant of Nantes will be ready
enough to give you your liberty ; and, when once enrolled, it will be
easy to manage that you join the expedition.

Rynch set out for Nantes at once, where Ned’s liberation was
cffected ; und the secret of the gold was confided to Walsh, the mer-
chant, who, in consequence, became the purchaser of the snuff when
the cargo of the prize was offered for sale, which it was in a few days.
This valuable lot of tobacco was sent off to a private store, where the
peculiar virtues of the snuff were extracted ; and though, in modern
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times, much is asserted in flaming advertisements of the rare qualities
of certain eye snuffs, we venture to affirm that no snuff was ever so
good for anybody’s eyes as that proved to Don Jerome’s.

The thousand promised pieces were handed over for Charles Edward’s
service, and a commnission promised to Ned in the first regiment the
Prince should raise on his landing. )

Ned was now amongst the most impatient of all for the arrival of
the promised convoy ; he longed to embark in the expedition, which,
by engaging him in the honourable profession of arms, would elevate
him at once to the rank he desired,—a rank entitling him to the cdin-
pany bf a peer, or the hand of a lady.—But as yet he had not seen
Ellen, though her father assured him he should before they sailed ;
day after day passed, however, without this promised pleasure being
fulfilled. At length the Klizabeth, a ship of sixty-seven guns, was
reported to be waiting at Belleisle, to convoy the brig ; and the
stores were at once forwarded to the man-of-war, and the Prince’s
adherents given notice to hold themselves in readiness for embarkation
on the morrow. Ia the mean time they were all invited to an enter-
tainment that evening, which the Prince gave before his departure.
There were a few young nobles and men of rank who had followed
him to Nantes,—some to join him in the expedition, some to witness
his departurc, and breathe good wishes for speed and safety to his
sails. Among this goodly company were some noble ladies ; and his
fast friend, the young Duke de Buillon, graced this gallant little
circle. Hitherto, all these gay people, as well as the Prince, observed
great quietness while waiting for the arrival of the convoy, wishing
the intended expedition to be as little bruited as possible ; but now
that the hour of departure had arrived, one brilliant mceting was
agreced to, where hopeful hearts might cheer the adventurer with
parting gratulations, fair lips whisper blessings on his course, and
brimming glasses foam to the heartf{elt toast of success to the throne-
seeker. .

There are times when the great find it their interest 1o be gracious;
and at this parting reunion given by the Prince, there were no excep-
tions made among his adherents. 'Walsh, the merchant, was thére,
and Ned, as the young gentleman who wa§ to have a commission, was
presented to the Prince; and his uncle, who had advanced the thou-
sand pieces, was also a guést. It may be imagined how Ned’s love of
gentility was gratified by being presented to a real, live prince—join-
ing in the same party with noble ladies, and a whole duke, to say
nothing of some clippings of nobility that werc scattered about.
But beyond this was his joy at seeing his lovely Ellen once more.
She received him with a most gracious smile, and spoke with him for’
a good while; sharing her conversation, however, with Kirwan, who
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kept near her, and seemed studious in his attentions. ¢“Ah!*
thought Ned, “ there he is again.” It was manifest her father favoured
the suit of Kirwan; and the promise under which Ned was bound,
placed him at a sad disadvantage ;—he was pledged not to speak one
word of love ; but Ned, however, could not help looking it ; and he
met Ellen’s eyes two or three times in the course of the evening in a'
way no woman could misunderstand. She—Za belle Irlandaise—
received the choicest courtesies of the most distinguished men in the
room ; her foot was lightest in the dance, her lip most eloquent in
refartee, though fair forms and quick wits were there. Brightly
passed that evening; every heart seemed wrought to its lrighest
bent ; and flashing eyes and brilliant smiles met Charles Edward on
every side, shedding hopefulness over his spirit, and seeming to prog-
nosticate triumph to that expedition which ended so fatally.

\ “ Brightly then, to Fancy’s seeming,
The wily web of Fate was gleaming
The warp was gold, of dazzling shegn
But dark the weft she wove between.™ -

So wrote one in after years; one who then was present, and smiled
and hoped like the rest. And sweet voices were there, and lays of
the gallant troubadours were sung, as befitting such a meeting. One
beautiful girl gave an old romaunt of Provence; one of those strange
conceits which breathe of love and chivalry. We shall try a metrical
version of the quaint old thing, which was called—

The IPend any The Globe.

L

' To horse! to horse!” the trumpet sings, midst clank of spear and shield
The knight into his saddle springs, and rushes to the field !
A lady looked from out her bower, the stately knight drew near,
And from her snowy hand she dropt her glove upon his spear.

%o placed it on his helmet’s crest, and join'd the gallant band ;—
“The lady’s glove it now is mine, but saon I'll win the hand!” *

o
Above the plunging tide of fight their plumes now dance like spray ; ]
And many a crest of note and might bore proudly through the iray;
Bit still the little glove was seen the foremost of the band ;
And deadly blows the fiercest fell from that fair lady’s hand !
Before him every foeman flies ; his onset none can stand;
More fatal e’en than lsdies’ eyes was that fair lady’s hand!
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And now the trumpet sounds retreat, the foemgndroops hiscrest ;

The fight is past, the sun has set, and all have sunk to rest—

Save one—who spurs his panting steed back from the conquering band ;
And he who won the lady’s glove—now claims the lady’s hand. .
*Tis won !—’tis won ! that gallunt knight is proudest in the land; .,

Oh, what can nerve the soldier’s arm like hope of lady’$hand!?

The song, of course, was received with enthusiasm, where so many
soldiers were present ; and as the exclamations of “brave,” and
“charmant,” ran from lip to lip, Ned, was curious to know what the
meaning of the song was which pleased so much, and inquired of
Ellen, who hastily gave him the point of the romance. -

Ned was quite charmed with the idea, which inspired him with ghe
notion of making it sepwe  himselt agood turn. He bad promised not
to speak of love to Ellen, but to “give her a hint” now lay so fair
before him, he coul} not resist it. Bowing low beside her chair, he
said in a voice, sweet with lovingness, ¢ Do you know that I have got
a glove of yours already?”

“ A glove of mine?” said Ellen, in surprisc, and blushing at the
obvious implication.

“Yes,” he said, and was going #o tcll her how he obtained it, whenr
Lynch approached, and he could say no more. She was soon led again
to dance, and Ned had no further opportunity of exchanging a word
with her. Supper soon after was announced, and a bright last hour
was spent ; foaming pledges of champaign passed round the brilliant
board ; and, at last, the parting toast of success 1o the expedition was
given. 'The glasses were drained, and flung backward over each
man’s head, that their brims, so honoured, might never bear a toast
less precious. The ladics rose and waved their handkerchiefs, and
tears of excitement glistened on bright cheeks that were dimpled with
smiles of gratulation. The joyous party broke up, and soon the dawn
appeared of that busy day which was fo see the adventurers on the
water. Port Launai was a scene of bpstle at an early hour: a swift
cutter lay ready to bear the larger portion of the Prince’s adherents
on board the Elizabeth, which lay outside the harbour of Belleisle,
while a chosen few should bear the Prince company oun board the
Doutelle. Among these were Lynch and his daughter ; and before
Ned embarked on board the cutter, he had the mortification to -see
Kirwan hand Ellen into one of the Doutells’s boats, and seat himself
beside her, followed by her father and Walsh, who sailed on board his
own brig, to do the honours to the Prince. -

« Thus was he separated again from Ellen, while his rival had the
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-'advantage of bearing her company. Ned was ungallant enough,
hawever, to make a very horrid speech to himself. ¢ She’ll be sea-
sick,” thought Ned, ¢ and won’t be in much humour for love-making
—that’s a comfort.” °

Oh, fie! Ned!

+ He,*t the same time, fclt a pride in being on board the ship which
should protect th‘e bark that bore his ¢ladye-love;” and when, with
fav. ring breeze, the two vessels in company stood out to sea, there
w Do eye v atched the beautiful Doutelle so eagerly as Ned’s.

For three days they thus kept company, and were unobserved by
the British -uisers ; but on the fourth a ship, bearing the English
flag, hove in sight, and bore down on them. Under present circum-
stances, to avoid a hostile colliglon was desirable; therefore every
effort wus made to get off without an action ; but from the point the
wind t.ew, the Englishmsy lii .he power to force them to battle;
and though ;inferior, by ten guns, to the Alizabeth, determined to
engage her, and the brig of 18 as well. The French man-of-war
cleared for action, and took a position between the cnemy and the
Doutelle, whose men were at their quarters aiso, ready to assist her
consert, and annoy the British ship, who now opened her guns, as she
bore down gallantly against such odd.  The Frenchman returne® ‘he
fire with promptitude, and the shot soon began to tell on both si. s ;
in ten minutes more the Lion and Elizabeth were hard at it, pouring
broadsides into each other with murderous effect. And now it was
that the Doutelle might have done good service ; fhough her weight
of metal could not have damaged much solarge a ship as the Lion, yet
ber guns, well used, might have annoyed her considerably, while
engaged with a vesscl of superior force ;. but, shame to tcll, she
sheered off, and made all sail, in a disgraceful flight, leaving her con-
sort to sustain the whole brunt of the action, which was fiercely main-
tained for six hours ; after which, both ships were so damaged, that
they mutually gave up the contest. The Jilizabeth was in too shattered
a condition to keep the sea; therefore she returned to hér own shores
—a fatal mischance for Charles Edward, for she bore all the military
stores. Iow drooped the hearts of his adherents on board as they thought
of the unprovided state in which their Prince would reach Scotland,
* ghonld he dare to continue his course ; but heavier drooped the heart
of poor Ned, who saw himself again separated from all thut was dear
to him on earth, without the smallest chance of knowing where or
when he might ever see her more.
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JVHAPTER XXIL

WaiLr Ned was grieving for his separation from Eit:a, Finch was
regretting the loss of Ned. The gallant fight Ned sustained in the
merchantman enhanced his valu Finch's eyes; and when the
overwhelming fire of the corvette e the privateer from tire support
of her prize, and forced her +o see'. in-flight her own safety und that
of the treasure she had flready secured, Fiuch was moved to a deeper
regret for Ned's mishap in falling into the enemy’s hands than his
nature was often susceptible of entertaining ; while in this mood, and
while Ned's gullantry “was fresh in their memories, Finch proposed to
the crew, that, in the division of their booty, when they should return,
Npland his gallant companion in the prize should not be forgotten,
buyhbeir shares allotted and set aside, in case they should survive and
return to England to claim them. This, with that generosity which
characterizes seamen, was readily agreed to, and the privateer having
suffered considerably in the action, it was considered advisable to
return to port, to secure what they had already got, and refit before
they should scek more, unless some small prize should fall in their way.
Their good luck prevailed in this respect ; they picked up & little
French merchantman after a run of a couple of days, which raised the
spirits of the adventurers, and greatly consoled them for the loss of
the Spaniard. They should have the satisfaction, too, of *lugging
something after them” into port,—a great joy to Jack,—and when,
after much vigilance to keep clear of the swarm of privateers, both
French and Spanish, that hovered about the mouth of the channel,
they canght the first glimpse of their own cliffs, where security
awaited them, how the heart of every seaman bounded! There is o
one has the same delight and pride in his native land es a sailor,~it
beats that of a landsman hollow ;—nor can we wonder at this if we
consider the circumstances that engender the feeling :—Is it not inodt.
natural, that, after long and dangerous absences on the waste of wateri:
the sight of his own shores should. touch the seaman’s heart ?—that he
should rejoice in the coming pleasure of embraeing those who wept
his departure and shall smile at his return :—

“ "Tis gweet to know there is an eye t3'mark
Our coming and grow brighter when we coms ;"
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-and though the thought could not be so beautifully expressed by the
-vough tar, still is it felt as deeply. In anticipation he pictures the
bright glance of joy with which his wife or his sweetheart will rush
to his embrace,—he opens his arms on empty air, and folds them on
his breast,—he fancies the loved one is within them, and in the delu-
sion of the moment exclaims, ¢ Bless her!”
7 KEven such gentle emotions stirred some of the hearts among the
dere-devils on board the privateer ; and as they filled the cup to
drink ¢ Welcome home to old England,” Tresham found a ready echo in
every bosom as he raised his voice in praise of the “white cliffs.”
Never was song hailed with louder welcome, nor joined in with heartier
chorus, than these careléss Thymes which picture the vessel returning
s from foreign,” lowering her @ats over *he side, and bearing the
‘§slanders to-their native strand :—

dur Don TADite Clift.
I

THE boat that left yon vessel's side,
Swift as the sea-bird’s wing,
. Doth skim across thesparkling tide
Like an enchanted thing!
Enchantment, there, mey bear a part,
Her might is in each oar,
For love inspires each island hesart
‘That nears its native shore;
And as they gaily speed along,
The breeze before them bears their song:
¢ Oh, merrily row, boys—iperrily!
Bend the oar to the bounding skiff,
Of every shore
‘Wide ocean o’er,
There’s none like dar own white cliffl”

IL

Through sparkling foam they bound—they daré-~~
The much-loved shore they nigh—
‘With deeper panting beats each heart,
More brightly beams each eye!
"As on the crowded strand they seek
‘Some well-known form to trace,
In hopes to meet some blushing cheek,
Or wife, or child's embrace ;
The oar the spray now faster flings,
More gaily yet each seaman sings:
% Oh, merrily rew, boys—merrily !
Bend the-oar to the bounding skiff,
Of every shore, *
'Wide ocean o'er,
" ‘There’s none like our own white cliff 1

[
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Bofore sun-down the pnva.teer had dropped her.anchor in a native’
harbour, and the scene represented by the fancy of .the bard was
enacted in reality. The shore-ward boats—the plashing oars—the
cager cycs and expectnnt friends—ull, all were there; and thevsailers
flushed with prize-money, and their friends willing to spend it Wiﬂ:
them, made the town boisterous with their fusunty ; and

Midnight shout and revelry,
Tipsy dance and jollity . ¢

ruled the ¢ small hours” of the four-and-twenty.

Finch came on shore, but did not join in such rude mirth. He
proceeded to Tondon, prefemn" to spend. any spare time he could,
afford, there; and really anxiou tell the good-heartcd landlady "
the luck of his adventure, and retdfn the sum she had lent him. On
reaching the capital he procceded at once to his -old: Diaunt; énd the
first objcet which attracted his attention in the bar, was Phaidrig-na-
pib petting the landlady’s little girl on ‘his knee ; and the familiarity
of the child with the blind piper indicated that he had something like
4 family position in the establishment.

Finch hailed the piper.

¢ Arrah, is that yourself, then, so soon back ?” exclaimed Phaidrig.

“ You know me, then,” said Finch.

““ To be sure T do.”

“ What’s my name, then?”

¢ Sure I heard you spake more than once, Captain Finch ; and once
in enough for me. Why is not the young masther with you?” Ie
meant Ned.

“ How do you know he is not with me?” cnquired Finch, in
surprise. .

“ Oh, by a way of my own:—where is he 2

“J am sorry to tell you he isa prisouer.”

*'Oh, my poor feiiow!” exclaimed Phaidrig, in distress, clapping
Iis hands:—¢ A pnsoner'—W'ho cotch him?”

* The French.”

“"The Lord be praised!” said Phaidrig, as if his mind was greatly
relieved.

Finch, in surprise, asked why he gave thanks for his friend being
taken prisoner by the French.

* Bekaze I was afcerd it was the English had him,” said Phaidrig.

*“ And would you rather he was prisoner in France thaniw
land?”

“ Faix, I would; sure, he might meet with some fviends there.
The Brigade is there, and if all fails, can’t he list?—Throth, that
Brigade—my blessin® on it—is as good ns @ small estate to the wild

. o2
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young Irish gentry. Besides, if a sartin person I know is in France,
and knew of the 1ad being there, he'd give him a lift, I go bail.”

4 J guees the person you mean.” .

. ¢ Throth, you don’t :—how could you?”

Finch whispered a name, and a few secret words, in Phaidrig’s ear
to which the piper replied by a long low whistle ; ahd, turning up his
face, and fixing his sightless eyes as though he would look at Finch,
exclaimed in a suppressed tone, ¢ Tare-an-ouns—how did you know
that 2”

¢ Oh, a way of my own—as you said to me just now.”

¢ Come up, come up,” said Phaidrig, rising and leading the way :—
«“Come up to the little yoom, and we’ll talk — we mustn’t spake in
the bar here.” -

He led the way up-stairs, and Finch and he were soon seated in a
snug little bed-foom, where Phaidrig’s hat and pipes, hanging against
the wall, indicated the apartment to be his own.

“ You seem quite at home, here,” said Finch.

¢ Oh yes,” answered Phaidrig ; “the misthris is a kind crayther :—
Afther you and Misther Ned went off in that hurry, she took pity on
me, a3 a dark man, without friends, in a strange place, and offered me
shelther till it plazed me to go back to Ireland ; so the few days 1 was
resting here 1 used to play the pipes below-stairs to rise the money
for the journey, and, by dad, the people used to like it so well—(the
pipes I mane)—that they came twice to hear me, and brought a frind
with them, so that when I was thinking of making a start of it for
Ireland, Mrs. Banks, the darlin’, comes to me, and, says she, ‘Faydrig,’
says she, for the English can’t get their tongues round the fine soft
sound of our language at al} and does be ‘always clippin’ it, like the
coin * — the, crayther could no more get the fine mouthful of soft
sound, than climb the moon—she couldn’t say Faw-dkrig for the life
of her; but she has a fine soft heaft for all that; and, says she, ¢I
wish you'd continue playing in the house,’ says she, ¢for you are bring-
ing custom to it, and, to make you as comfortablc as I can, and not
give you the throuble of groping your way along the streets,’ says she,
¢ you shall have a room in the house, and share of the best that is
going.’ ”

¢ I suppose the end of all this is,” said Finch, * that you have mar-
ried the widow 2"

: % Oh no, captdin,” said Phaidrig, laughing ; ¢ faix Iniver tried to get
%t theé soft side of her heart; and I'll tell you why—beeause it might
get her into throuble—as you’ll see, when I tell you all in a minute or
two more—and I wouldn’t hurt or harm her for the world, for she’s as
fine a hearted crayther as ever breathed the blessed air of life.”

# Coin-clipping was a common offence a‘t the period.
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That she is indeed,” said Finch. s 8

* Well—1I staid when she asked me—and, somehow or other, thcre
wor many genthry came about the house when they heerd an Trish
piper was here, and among them, from time to time, I got the * hard-
word’* that there were warta hearts here in London for one that was
* over the water,’{-and thgy used to ask me to private parties to play—
* by the way ;'} but it was probing me deep, they wor, about the hopes
of the ¢blackbird’ in the bushes in ould Ireland : and I have seen more
than one noble lord about the matther.”

“ More, I have no doubt,” said Finch, with emphasis.

“ What do you mane?” inquired the piper.

“ Put a Barry to that,” was the answer.

“ Wow wow!” ejaculated ]’haic‘ “T see you know more than I
thought. Well, my Lord Barrymore hears from Scotland regular; and
we are towld that we may be expectin’ somethin’ there.efore long.”

* T have no doubt of it,” said Finch.

“ Ah then, now, captain,” faid Phuidrig, ¢ don’t be angry if 1 ask
you one question”——

* Not if you ask me fifty,” said Finch.

*“ How comes it, that, being in with our side, you go on the sea and
attack the French and Spaniards, that would help us?”

“ A fair question, Phaidrig; and Tl give as fair an answer:—
When I was engaged in the ¢ frec-trade,’§ as we call it, 1 had occasional
communications with adherents of ¢ Somebody,’ and was always willing
to give a cast across the water to gentlemen in distress; and I don’t
say but I would as soon see the man who ¢sits in Charley’s chair’ oat
of it; for, to be candid, I care very little for either of thera ; but, as in
those great affairs,—poor men like me scldom come in for anything but
blows,—and the profits are only for the few, and the rich, I don’t see
any harm in making my own fortune in my own way, and feathering
my nest while I may; and while the war is a-foot, and English pri-
vatcers will go out and seize French ships, I don’t see why I shouldn’t
pick up my crumbs as well as others, for whichever side is uppermost
won’t care & curse for me when peace is made: therefore, though L
would not betray any roan engaged in this political gamc—and per-
haps go as far as to wish them well—neither will I join in it, but ges
on as fast as I can in lining my pocket with French and Spam:n
prize-money—TI don’t care which.”

“ But suppose you wor made a captain of a man-of-war, wnere you

* Secret intelligence, or signal.

1 The well-known phrase indicating the Stuart.

1 A pretence.

§ In one of the early numbers of this work, the term ¢ free trade ” was objected to
by a eritic, as an anachronism; butit is frequently found in the writiugs of the time.
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would have prize-money all the same, and honour and glory mto. the
bargain?”

« But where’s the man-of-war, Phaidrig?*

“ Surc, wo'll take them!” said the piper.

¢« Eagsier said than done, Phaidrig.” *

« T wish you'd talk to Lord Barrymore—ymaybe it's an admiral
you'd be?”

Finch laughed at the sanguine expectation of the Irish piper.

“ You might as well have a word with him—I'm going- there
to-night.”

Finch declined, and expressed his wonder that Phaidrig should. have
anything to do with such desperatc affairs, more particularly under
the privation of sight, which ren@red him so helpless ir case ncci-
dent should throw him into the hands of his enemies.

¢« T can’t help it,” said Phaidrig; “though I have no eyes, I havea
heart all the same, and it beats for the rightful king—and whenever
the row begins, I must be in it.”

“ You don’t mean to say you’ll join the fighting parties?”"

“ To be sure I will. Won’t him I love best in the world be there—
the bowld Liynch, I mane?—and won't I folly him to the death?——and
one comfort is, that though I am blind, and worse off than others in
that regard, I'm not worse off in another, and that is-- I can dic but
once.”

¢ But you run greater risk; for should damger hem you in:you
could not escape.”

¢ That would be an advantage; for when I could not see to run I'd
stand; and don’t you think many would stand with me?—for who,
with a heart in him, would desert the poor -blind man. in the front of
the ﬂght’-—and it’s there I'll be (plaze God!) lilting away for them,
rousing the blood in them!-—Hurroo!”

He waved his hand wildly above his head as he spoko, and Finch
looked in admiration upon the heroic blind man, who, unable to restrain
his enthusiasm, jumped up, hastily reached down his pipes frqm the
peg where they hung, and began playing a wild battle tune. The
noisé ‘of the music in the housc attracted attemtion, and in two or
three minutes the door was opened, and Mrs. Banks made- her appear-
ance; her joy and surprise were great at the sight of Finch, who, as
usual, saluted her heartily; and Phaidrig, hearmg the somck, oried
out—

“ Ah, Captain, you divil, you’re at it again.”

,“Don’t object, Bhaidrig—she’s not yours yet,” said Finch, who.saw
in the heightened colour his words called up to the cheeks, of Mrs.

Banks, that his-spepicions of the favaur-in which Phaidrig was.lreld,
were not unfounded.
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CHAPTER XXIIL

Nor many days after Fineh’s arrival in Londor, rumour, with her
thousand tongues, began to whisper alarm to the timid, and hope to
the disaffected. Rambling reports geached the capital of a descent
upon Scotland, and at last it was t‘ond doubt that Charles Edward
was landed. It was truc, the adventurous prince had:dared to do this
with seven devoted men, trusting to the well-knowr attachment of the
Highlanders to his cansc for further support ; but the horror-mongers
of London had strengthened bhim with a French army of ten thousand
amen, and the old women were in hourly dread of the capital being
sucked by the wild Ifighlanders. The town was in a ferment. The
proclamation, warning the papists not to come withtin ten miles of
London, was posted up afresh in all the public places—the guarde
were doubled—the corporations met and voted addresses, assuring the
king of the attachment and unshaken loyalty of his good city of London,:
though these addresses were not passed without opposition, some. being
found stout enough to dispute that England Lad no right to prefer the
existing government to any other, unless they would promise a redress
of grievances, curtailment of expenses, and consequent reduction of taxes
rendered necessary by the king’s passion for foreign wars, and desire
to aggrandize his Hanoverian subjects at England’s expense—¢ Where
is he now, for instance ¥” exclaimed Alderman Ileathcote, in the com-
mon council. ¢ He is at Hanover, this moment, which he seems to
think more of than his goodly kingdom of England, invaded during
his absence. 'Why is he not on the spot to guard his throne und
people ?”

“As for his people,” exclaimed a second, “ he does not concern
himself much about them—however danger to his throne may alarm
him.,’ N

“ Let him look to it, or he may lose it,” said Alderman Heathedbe.

“QOrder! order!” was loudly exclaimed by the loyalists.

“ Take down his words !” cried a hanger-en of the court party.

% Doi™cried the Alderman—< Few words uttered herd are worth
taking down; they make a pleasant variety. I am an: English-
man, and love my liberties; aud I do not see any difference’in being '

P
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yader the evil dominion of a Guelph or a Stuart. We are taxed for
the benefit of foreigners—the interests of England are sacrificed to
the interests of Hanover. Are the many to be sacrificed for the few ?
The navy is going to rnin, though the only force we can depend on.
‘Where is our army ? Abroad, to fight the battles of strangers; our
petted army is reduced, year after year, in numbers, in wasteful, use-
less, and costly campaigns. Dettingen and Fontenoi are wet with
English blood ; the one a worthless victory, the other a disastrous
defeat. On whom are we to depend for the safety of our own shores ?
On Dutch and Hanoverians? In the good old days of England’s
glory, Englishmen had hands to defend their own heads, and needed
not the aid of foreigners. Who decided the battle against us at Fon-
tenoi ? The Irish Brigade. W'?shonld we deprive ourselves of the
natural aid of such brave brotherhiood?”

*« They are papists, and not to be trusted,” said Finch’s friend, the
tiberal Mister Spiggles.

“ But the government refuses to trust even the Irish Protestants,”
returned the Alderman.

% No, no !” cried the court party.

“ X repeat it,” cried Heathcote. ¢ The Earl of Kildare offered to
raise a regiment, at his own expense, to support the government, and
was told the king did not need his services ;* while English lords, who
offer and are allowed to raise regiments, demand also that they shall
be put on the government establishment, like the rest of the army—
there’s a contrast for you! QOur government refuses the loyal Irish
earl’s disinterested offer, while it accepts the bargain-and-sale loyalty
of your English whig lords. Not one of them has offered to raise a
regiment gratis.” . .

“ The Archbishop of York,” replied one of the court party, ¢ has
organized a body of armed men without asking government money.”

“ Yes,” said Heathcote; “and put himself at their head.”

Loud cries of “Bravo!” and ¢ Hear, hear !” resounded in the hall.

“ Yes,” said Heathcote. “ You cry, Bravo! when your own pre-
late puts himself at the head of a warlike movement ; but how often
have I heard my protestant brethren blame a Romish prelate for the
same act! Why do you praise the act in one churchman that you
blame in another ? Because you rave under the influence of a popish
fever.”

us spoke the independent nlderman, and many were of his
gpinion, though the pressing emergency of the times prevented their
outspeaking ; and the clamour of the court party carried the address
with very big words. But it is easy to be courageous and talk boldlv
on the side of “the powers that be.”

* Pict. Hist. Eng .
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With all this snow, however, of the court party, they were, in truth,
uneasy at the signs.of the times—there was an apparent apathy in
those who did not oppose them, as if they did not much care whick
side won. It was said at the time by one whose words were worthy
of noting, *“ We wait to know to which of the lion’s paws we are to
fall.” Another, 2 member of the administration, writes, * We are for
the first comer ;” and asserts that five thoasand regular troops would
then have decided the affair without a battle, so unprepared was the
government, and so disaffected the people. ‘These apprehensions,
therefore, produced extraordinary measures. The rich merchants
subseribed a sum of 250,000 for the support of additional troops;
and the more rich, who always dread political changes, were, in self-
defence, obliged to enter into a fun subscription for the support of
the Bank of England, for public credit was shaken, and a run on the
bhank had already begun. Great vigilance was exercised for the
sceurity of the city; guards were everywhere doubled; the Tower
was watched with a caution almost ridiculous; the city called out the
train-bands, and watch and ward was kept night and day; the city
gates were shut at ten o’clock at night, and not re-opened again until
six in the morning. The proprictors of public places of entertain-
ment, such as jelly-houses,* taverns, and the like, were ordered to
beware what persons they harboured, and were restricted in their
hours ; and all suspicious-looking' persons were taken up in the street,
without anything more than their looks against them. It was at this
period of distrust and excitement, that, one night, some time after
Mrs. Banks had closed her house, a cautious tap was heard at the
door, which at such a time she dreaded to open, for spies were about,
cndeavouring to entrap the unwary into opening their doors by some
specious story, and then giving them up for a fine to the authorities,
which fine was pocketed by the informer. Mrs. Banks would not
open the door, yet still the knock was repeated; and if caution and
solicitation were ever expressed in such a mode, the present tapping
at the door was a case in point. To Phaidrig’s fine ear it pleaded so
powerfully, that he begged to be allowed to go to the door and en-
deavour to find out who sought admittance.

“Don’t be afeerd.—I'll make no mistake,” said the piper; “none
but a friend shall get in.” )

He went to the door and addressed a word to the person outside,
who answered.—The first word of response was enough for Phaidrig
——the bolt was drawn, the door hastily opened, a person admitted, and
the door as quickly shut. Finch, who was in a back parlour with
Mrs. Banks, heard the voice of Phaidrig in great delight in the dark
hall, through which he led the belated guest to the apartment, and

# Favourite places of resort at the time,
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both landlady and Finch were startled with astonishment. when; ia the
person of the new comer, they beheld Ned. Witk whas. wondaring
and hearty welcome did they receive the man who was supposed to be-
a prisoner in France, who abselutely reeled under the sudden rush
of. questions which assailed him, as to the manner of his escape.
‘When “ one at a time” was content to be answered, he replied that
the story was too long and intricate to be entered.into at that moment,
and that he would reserve for Finch's ear on the morrow the entirc
account of his adventures in France. For the.present, they must be
content to know that, obtaining his liberty, he trusted to a fishing-
boat for the means of crossing the channel; that. under cover of
night, he had landed unobsesved, and had made his way up to
London without difficulty, and dig not know, until reaching the city,
the risks a stranger ran after nightfall of becoming the prey of the
watch, and that he had had a narrow escape of being picked up by
these worthies, into whose hands he must have f{allen, but for the
timely opening of the door. Mrs. Banks, like a * sensible woman,”
saw, after some time, she was one too many, so, leaving plenty of
creature-comforts for their benefit, she took ler leave, and left the
three men to discuss among themselves that which her natural quich-
ness told her they did not choose her to be a party to.  As soon as she
retired, Ned confided to his companions the part he had undertaken
as regarded the Pretender, and deelared his intention of proceeding
immediately to Scotland. Phaidrig recommended him to communi-
cate with certain influential persons in London he could mention,
before he started, as he wounld be all the welcomer at head quarters for
being the bearer of confidential intelligence. Finch coincided in this
opinion, and Ned agreed to wait for an interview with the Lords Barry-
more and Bolingbroke, which P'fmidrig promised him the day follow-
ing.- They continued to discuss the exciting topics of that momentous
time with an encrgy and interest sharpened by the sense of personal
danger which attended those who had determined to engage in the
struggle, and they did not separate until the pale dawn, breaking
through the chinks of the window-shutters, told them how heedless
they had been of the passing hours.

At all times the light of returning day seems to look reproach-
fully on those who have passed in watching, the hours which Nature
intended for rest; and the pure-dawn shames the doll glare of the
far-spent candle which burns near the: sooket, itself worn out by over-
taxed employment : but when such hours have been spent in- secret
and dangerous conclave, the vigil keeper starts-at the dawn with some-
thing like & sense of detection, and hurries.to. the bed which-the fever
of axmtem t robs of its acenstomed repose.

Thus felt Finch and Edward, .who each. took a.candle and withdrew
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to their chambers ; while Phaidrig, unconcerned, found his way to his.
pallet, unchided by the light he had never enjoyed. The blind man;
for once, was blessed in his darkness.

The next day, an unreserved communication was made by Ned to
Finch of the entire of his adventures since they parted, and.the
romantic meeting of the uncle and nephew startled the skipper not a
little ; though, as Ned guessed, he laughgd heartily at the notion of a
man committing a spoliation of himself, as our hero had done, and, so
far from being angry at the successful trick of the concealed gold, was
delighted that so much had been gy out of the fire,” and told Ned
of the additional sum he would have in his share of the plunder the
privatcer securcd.

“ But the old gentleman, your uncle,” said Finch—* what has be-
come of him 2”

Ned told his friend that it would have been too great a risg for the
old man to run, to dare the chance of a debarkation from a French
fishing-boat on the English shore; that, therefore, he had proceeded
to Spain, where he hoped, in families of some of his mercantile corre-
spondents, to find friends, which he could not expect in France, where
be was an utter stranger, and whose language he could not speak;

“and that it was agreed, on their parting, should Prince Charles be
successful, and a consequent peace with Spain ensue, the old man
should return to Ireland ; while, in case of a reverse, Ned should seek
an asylum in Spain.

After being engaged in the exchangg of this mutual confidence for
some time, they were interrupted by the entrance of Phaidrig, who
came to conduct Edward to the interview he promised him; where-
upon the friends parted for the present, and agreed to meet again in
the evening, for Finch, as Ned had avowed his determination to set
out for the North the next day, pledtred him to join in one merry bout
before their partmg

How one in Phaidrig’s station could obtain the confidence of men
of rank, and be so trusted in dangerous affairs, may seem, at first,
startling ; but let it be remembered that the old saying,  Diatress.
makes us acquainted with strange bedfellows,” peculiarly applies to all
associations of a revolutionary character. In such movements the
highest may have their most confidential agents amongst the lowest;
as under that unflattering denomination we genera]ly class the - poor,
though, to their honour be it spoken, experience proves tha¢ the
betrayal of companions in such dangerous enterprises has. rarely
been chargeable to them, though their betters (so called) have no¢
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been above temptation. Ned sought not to know the sources o
Phaidrig’s influence, but certain it was, that confidence was not only
reposed in him, but that his word was taken for the faith of another;
for after driving a few miles to a house in the neighbotirhood of the
Thames, Edward, on the piper’s introduction, was admitted to an
audience with the Lords Bolingbroke and Barrymore, and many
communications of great trust and importance were made between
them touching the interest of the Stuart cause. Edward was urged
to spced on his northern journcy, and the most earnest desire
expressed for the immediate @scent of the Prince and his adherents
upon London, ax, in the present unprepared state of the Government,
with a scanty exchequer, a shaken public credit, a want of troops,
and a wide-spread disaffection, t.h‘triumph of their progress would be
certain. In the course of the conference, which was long, extensive
promises of aid were advanced, and numerous names and places, and
plans of co-operation were read to be communicated to the prince. ¢

Ned suggested that when so much had to be communicated it
were best to commit all to writing ; but the noblemen started the
objection of papers being dangerous instruments in the hands of
enemies, in casc the bearer of them should be arrested. Phaidrig
here smoothed all difficulties, by assuring them that his memory was
“as good as writing any day,” and that anything repeated twice in
his hearing would be retained with accuracy.

He gave evidence of this on the spot, by repeating, word for word,
the contents of a document read to him, and having proved himself
<o unfailing a register, the desired communications were confided to
the tenacity of the piper’s recollection.

« It is all here now,” said Phaidrig, raising his hand to his fore-
head—*here, in my brain ; and search-warrants wouldn’t find it.
though the seekers should blow out the brains that hold it.”

“J don’t think killing men is the best way to make them speak,”
said Lord Bolingbroke, smiling, as he noticed the bull Phaidrig had
made.

“Oh, my lord, remember I'm a musicianer, and most of them
make no noise till they’re dead.”

“ Well answered, Phaidrig,” said Lord Barrymore ; “ and then their
strains live in glory.”

* ¢ Faix, then,” returned Phaidrig, ¢ that’s more than them that made
the strains ever did, for you know, my lord, what ¢piper’s pay’ is—
*more kicks than halfpence.’”

After a few more words of good-humoured raillery with Phaidrig, he
and Ned were dismissed with a parting injunction to make all haste
to Scotland, and our hero almost wished he had not promised to spend
the evening with Finch. for, thouzh the dav was far spent, still some
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miles might have been accomplished before night. Phaidrig comforted
him, however, with that good old Celtic assurance which is made to
reconcile so many Irish calamities, ¢ may be ’tis all for the best,” and
held out the prospect of an early start on the morrow, and a long day’s
journey. .

On returning to town, Ned found Finch awaiting him at the
tavern, and having deposited Phaidrig safely at home, the two friends
sallied forth to spend a jolly evening as they agreed. They first
sauntered into one of the principal coffee-houses, the resort of the
bloods and wits of the day, expecting to hear something piquant on the
existing state of affairs; but there was little of a political nature
handled ; it seemed as if men were indifferent about Hanoverian
interests, and of course, no word i.)lying favour to the other party
would be uttered in a promiscuous company. The coffee-house
not proving so attractive as they hoped, Finch proposed a visit to
Vauxhall, and they strolled déwn to the river's sidc where they
cngaged a boat.  As they stepped aboard, the waterman, touching his
hat, hoped they would not object to *‘ the yoang woman,” pointing as
be spoke to a girl who waa sitting in the bow, indicating grief by her
attitude, and whose eyes betrayed recent tears. Having pushed from
the wharf, and being fairly engaged in pulling, the waterman com-
menced explaining the cause of the woman’s presence.

¢ She’s my sister, you see, your honours, and in trouble because her
husband is a sojer, and is marched away to-day to Scotland to join the
army, and she’s in such grief, that I did’nt like leaving her at home
alone for fear she’d make away with hersel’.”

*¢ Oh, don®’e¢, Tom, don’t’e,” said the girl, in an under tone.

“Why, you said you would you know,” answered Tom over his
shoulder. ¢ Well, your honours, as I was telling of ye, I thought it
better to bring her out with me Lere to keep her company, for you
sce she’s not long marricd—there’s where it is, and is a fretting
more nor reasonable for a raff of a =ojer, ’cause she’s not tired of him
yet.”

““Now don’t 'e, Tom!” said the girl again.

“Why, you know it's true, and it was agin my will that you ever
had un, and you can’t say no to that. But its nat'ral, as your honours
know ; at the same time, she’d be sorry.”

“Of course,” said Ned.—¢ Have many soldiers marched ?”

“Lor, no sir, there’s where it is, just a handful, and they’ve no
chancce, and they say them Highlander8 be mortal vicious.—I hear they
eats their enemies sometimes.”

“ Ah, don’t’e, Tom!” cried the girl piteously.

“Why how can I help if they do ?” said the strangely good-natured
brother: “besides, if they do kill un, you know mv nartner Dick
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will'have ’e, and well ‘for’e if it was so before ; a waterman’s better
than sojer.”

“Shelp me God, Tom!” exclaimed the girl, somewhat roused,
“ Y1l throw myself out o® boat and drown, if ’e don’t ha’ done.”

“ Better mnot!”’ said+*Tom,  water’s deep here, and I can’t stop
t’ save you, for the ge’men’s in a hurry.”

¢ Who commands the troops?” said Ned.

“ Oh, some o’ them outlandish chaps ; we ha’ nothing but out-
landish chaps now in all good places. Its well for watermen their’s
is hard work, or I s’pose we’d be druv off the river.”

“ But of course you wish the King’s cause well,” said Finch.

“To be sure I do, sir, as in duty bound : not that it makes any
difference to the likes o’ me, forvhoever is uppermost, they’ll want
boats on the river, and there won't be a tide more or less in the
Thames, and so I say, on all such matters, it's no affair o> mine, but
God’s above all, and them’s my prirciples, sir.”

‘ Excellent principles,” cried Finch ; “and becoming a Christian.”
- %QOh, I am a Christian,” said the waterman, “that I am, and
wouldn't be nothing else. I have no chalks up agin me at the tup ;
no, no! and loves my fellow creaturs—all ’cept the Hanoverians—
and as they are so plenty in all other places in England, T do wish,
I will say, that some o’ them as couldn’t swim, were in the middle
o’ the Thames, without a boat under them, and a strong cbb tide a
running.” ’

“You think that would be good for the country,” said Finch.

“Sure of it,” said the waterman ; *only the river would be dirtier
with them.” *

As they rowed up towards Vauxhall they found in the course of
their chat with the wgterman, that not only he was no lover of “the
Hanoverians,” but gathered from his conversation that there was no
great affection for them throughout his class ; and this, together with
leariiing the popular impression, that there wer~ not sufficient troops
for defence, was good intelligence for Ned to have picked up, and in
thankfulness for the same, when they arrived at their destination, he
gave an extra sixpence to Tom.

The gardenswere not as gay us usnal—not for the want of the
ordinary routine of entertainments, these went on as ever ; but there
seemed wanting that air of careless cheerfulness which characterizes
such public places. The fact is, the body politic, like the human
"body, is not fit for enjoyment when something not casy of digestion
lies in the system, and impending events of an important and
dangerous natare, however much people may affect to be uneoncerned
about them, partake of this character, and the public mind is not
attuned to mirth.>. The bold may bluster and the silly vent the
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-empty laugh, but-even with them, amidst the swagger of the one, and

the folly of the other, the spirityof the momentous hour will somettmes
ussert her sway, and bring all within her power. .

Thus it was at Vanxhall ; the rope-dancer did not boumd :an inch
lower than usual, the singers were as gread favourites as ever, and
sung as favourite songs ; the fire-works burnt as brightly, and people
paid as much for invisible slices of ham as usual ; but still there was
an indescribable dulness about it, which so affected Finch and Ned,
that they left it long before the accustomed time. Kngaging a
hackney coach, they were driven to the suburbs of the town, and
there they alighted to pursue the remainder of their way on foot.
As they were passing through a narrow and ill-lighted street, they
encountercd a person just under 3 rays of one of the few lamps,
and the imperfect light sufficiently revcaled to Finch the person of
Spiggles, shambling along as fast as he could, but Finch intercepted
him, and, tempted by the opportunity of giving Spiggles a fright, he
laid his hand on his shoulder, and said he was delighted at the pleasure
of the meeting. Spiggles trembled from head to foot, and begged to
be released, pleading his desire for haste, and the lateness of the
hour.

““Tut, tut, man,” exclaimed Fincl. ¢“Old friends must not part
03 I want a few words with you, and you must stop ;” -and-he
iammed him against the wall at the words, while the wretched ‘miser
~hnddered, fear depriving him of the power of calling for the watch,
which he would bhave done if he could. Finch upbraided him with
his want of gratitude, and reminded him of his refusal to lend, him a
small sam.

Spiggles, dreading uolence, protested Le had no money about
him.

« Miserable niggard !” cried Finch,'“do you think I want to rob
you? No, no, others will suve me that trouble, for I do rejoice to think
how you will be plundered by the Highlanders when the city is
sacked, which it will be in a day or two. The clans are close upon
you. I rejoice how you will be fleeced—how your ill-gotten gold
will be rummaged.” Spiggles groaned at the thought, and trembled,
while Finch ordered Ned to take the old sinner under the other arm,
and walk him along with them. Spiggles would have refused,
but was unable, and borne by Finch on one side, and Ned on
the other, he shambled on between them, while continued volleys of
threats, plunder, Highlanders, and throat-cutnng, were poured into
his ears on both sides. This jumble of hdrrors, which the “two
friends made as terrible as they could for the benefit of Spiggles,
being spoken rather loudly to increase the effect, was overhesrd by a
varty of the watch which chanced to be unseen in a dark entrance ;
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the party passed, and the guardians of the night, following stealthuny,
and hearing what they believed to be  flat treason,” they fell suddenly
qQpa the trio, and having secured them, "took them off to the round-house.

They were charged before the constable of the night with uttering
of treasonable language, and as persons of evil intent, and were
ordered to be locked up for the night. Spiggles protested that he
was a peaceful and worshipful man, a man of substance and gpod
repute in the city, and that a round-house was no place for him to
spend the night with rogues and vagabonds.

“Rogues and vagabonds, indeed!” cxclaimed a virago, in a fury,
who had been just committed, but not yet locked up. She rushed at
Spiggles and boxed his ears, calling him all sorts of foul names, and
belabouring him, until she was ‘nd hold of by the constables and
dragged away. Finch uttered not a word in defence, and Ned, by his
advice, also maintained silence. To all the appeals of Spiggles, who
said the gentlemen in whose company he was walking could cxplain
it all, Finch only shook his head, throwing, doubt more and more on
the miser, whose ill-fuvourcd aspect, further disfigured by fear, was
anything but prepossessing.

* Before being locked up, the partics were sgeretly informed by
a*watchman, that a message could be carried to their friends, if they
were willing to pay for it. On inquiring the price, half-a-guinea
was named, which Finch readily gave, and sent to Mrs. Banks,
requesting her presence carly in the morning. Spiggles, of course,
refused to pay so much, and was content to wait till the magistrate
should order a messenger to go for any person to whom it might be
necessary to refer. This saving of half-a-guinea, by depriving him of
evidence at the moment of need, laid "him™ open to loss, through a
device of the skipper’s.

As for passing a night in.durance, Finch thought nothing about
it, a3 it was not the first time ; nor would Ned, but for the delay it
occasioned. Finch whispered him not to make himself uneasy, as he
would manage their specdy liberation, and hoped to make Spiggles pay
dearly for the frolic; and, afterwards, in some private words with the
miser, he threatened that if, in his defence, he cast the smallest blame on
him for the affair overnight, he would make certain disclosures respect-
ing him that would cost him dearly. Spiggles, knowing he was in
Finch’s power, and supposing him to be in desperate circumstances, pro-
mised to cast no imputation on him, and the skipper then insisted, in
assurance of his good intentxons, he must permit him t0 make their
common dnﬁqgee in thé morning, and that he would get them' out of
it bravely. 'Spiggles was forced to consent to these conditions, and
then groped his way to a corner. The prisoners were all huddled
hgether in utter darkness ; those who could find a seat sitting, others
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stretched on the floor, whose curses were evoked®as some lively
gentlemen danced over them. Some were moaning and crying,
while others were laughing at the jokes cracked on the misfortunes of
their fellow-prisoners. Spiggles had sunk into a melancholy trance,
when he was roused by a shrill female voice exclaiming near him,
“I wish I could clap my claw on the old rascal that said rogues and
vagabonds.—Come out if you'rc a man!” shouted the virago, “and
I'll fight you in the dark for a dollar!”

Spiggles encaked as far away as he could, and when the morning
peeped into the cell, he shrunk behind Finch for concealment and
protection.

“Mrs. Banks,” as soon as admittance could be obtained, was in
attendance to render Finch what agsistance he needed. He merely
desired her to go to the ship-agent who transacted the affairs of the
privateer in London, and request his attendance before Sir Thomas
de Veil. This was done, and when Finch, Ned, and Spiggles,
were charged, and called on for their defence, the skipper became
spokesman.

He admitted that they had been speaking in the street of an attack
on London, and of Highlanders, and cutting throats, but that it was
only in dread of it they spoke, not in hope.

Here the watch deposed that they spoke as if with knowledge | of
the movements of the rebels.

“Ha! ha!” said Sir Thomas, “knowledge?—what say you to
that ?”

¢ Please your worship, such knowledge as we all have from report,
no more.” ‘

“ But they spoke fierce and loud, your worship,” interposed the
watch, “like suspicious persons.” )

¢ Now, your worship,” said Finch, *“does it not stand to reason that
persons to be suspected would be the last to speak loud, but would, on
the contrary, be secret and silent? Speak loud, indeed! Well might
this worthy and wealthy gentleman speak loud in the fear of his riches
being swept away by these wild Highlanders ; and the best proof your
worship can have of his loyalty is, that he was going to Garraway’s
yesterday to subscribe to the merchants’ fund for raising troops, but
was prevented by urgent business.”

It is true, so help me God!” said Spiggles.

“But as he intends doing it to-day,” continued Finch, “and it
would be troublesome to send to the city to obtain proof of his
respectability, the shortest way to evince his loyalty is to hand your
worship his cheque for two hundred pounds, to be forwarded to
Garmway s.”

The miger gasped, as if he would have spoken, but Finch, fixing

P
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his eye on hin®with o meaning he could not mistake, said, “ Do’ you
wish I should say any more ?

Spiggles guailed under the threatening glance; and supplied by
Sir Thomas at once with pen, ink, and paper, he wrote the cheque
with an agony little short of the bitterness of death.

“ As for myself and my young friend here, so far from being
favourers of the Pretender, we have been privateering against
the ships of France and Spain, and that does not look like dis-
loyalty.”

The ship-agent came forward in proof of his words ; Finch and Ned
were at once discharged, and left the office in company with Spiggles,
who looked more dead than alive at the loss of his money.

¢ A word in your ear,” said Figch, taking the miser under his arm,
and walking apart with him.—‘ Now I have had a sweet bit of
revenge on you for your cold-hearted ingratitude to me; I would
not wring money out of you for my own purposes—I would scorn it,—
but as you were base enough to refuse me a loan, which should al!
have been returned, I rejoice in having plucked you of a couple of
hundreds, which you will never sce again; and in ease you ever meet
in the course of your worthless life another servant as useful and
faithful as I have been, use him better than you did me. and vemember
Finch and the two hundred. And now farewell—I've done with you—
I wish you a good appetite for your breakfust ;—don’t eat eggs. nor
fried ham ;—don'’t be extravagant, try and make up in saving the loss
of this morning—perhaps your high character for loyalty may throw
something in your way— eh, skinflint !—but I think your loyalty is the
dearest bargain you have been let in for, for some time. Good bye,—
remember Finch and the round-house!” -

So saying, he turned the old wretch adrift, and went off in au
opposite dircction with Ned and the agent, while the steps of Spiggles
were tracked by a secret agent of the police, despatched after him by
Sir Thomas de Veil, that he might be traced in case the cheque should
turn out a hoax. But the document was proved true in another hour,
“and the moncy of Spiggles converted to public uses—the first of his
that ever found its way into so good a channel,

Through Finch’s influence, the agent advanced Ned a hundred
guineas on account of his prize-money, and after a hasty breakfast and
a hearty farewecll to the skipper, he started on his journey, accom-
ponied by Phaidrig, who did not leave the tavern without some
applications of the corner of Mrs. Banks’s apron to her eye.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

WHEN the young Pretender embarked in the daring enterprise ol
regaining the throne of his fathers by force of arms, one of the ele-
ments of success on which he counted was an iminediate rising in
freland so soon a3 it should be MMown his banner was unfurled in
Scotland. But it so happened, that the one particular year he selected
was the only one for many before or after in which Ireland would not
have joined in the rehellion.

The cause of this absence of disaffection in Ireland, while there was
any thing but a well-grounded loyalty in England and downright
revolt in Scotland, was attributable to onc man—that man was Philip
Stanhope, Earl of Chesterfield, chiefly known in England for his
trifling letters to his son, hut remembered in Ireland by all readers of
her history as the most cnhghtcned benavolent, and successful of her
viseroys.  On assuming the reins of government in that oppressed
and distracted country, he declared that he would be influenced by no
dictation of minor personages there, but would “judge and govern
himsel.”*  Acting firmly on this resolution, he discarded the counsels
of severity and injustice under which the great mass of the Roman
Catholic people of Trcland had been suffering, he administered the laws
in the spirit of justice, and he won the confidence of the nation,—a
confidence not only won but maintained durmg a period of peculiar
peril to the British crown. He is thus spoken of by an historian not
particularly favourable to popular Irish interests.} ¢ The short,
administration of Philip Stanhope, Earl of Chesterfield, was a kind of
phenomenon in Irish history. This highly accomplished, liberal, and~
Jjudicious nobleman, to whose character such injusticg aecrues frem
the posthnmous publication of his letters, intended for a peculiar
purpose, by no means for general advice, was appointed at a dangerous
Jjuncture, when in the midst of an ynsuccessful war against France and
Spain, an alarming rebellion had becn raised in Scotland in favour ot
Charles Edward Stuart, son of the Pretender. Vested with ample
powers, this Viceroy acted from ¢his own judgment, uvninfluenced by

#* Lihcr Munerum Publicorum Hibernim. Report of Rowley Lascelles.

t Mist. Irel. Tev. James Gordon, kector of Killegny, in the diocese of Forn
and of Cannaway, in the diocese of Cork.
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the counsels of those who, o prevent an tmaginary, might have excited

. véal rebellion by violent measuree against Catholics, the bulk of the

nation. Me discountenanced all party distinctions.” In another history
. he is spoken of as governing Ireland “with rare ability, and a most

rare liberality.”* . .

After all, the successful government of Ireland at this momentous
period is less attributable to ability, than to a pure spirit of justice,—a
gift much rarer in statesmen than talent. Actuated by this spirit, he
received no tale on the ipsc diwit of the tale-bearer—he w have
proof. Alarmists were peculiarly odious to him ; he sometimes got rid
of them playfully, as in one case when a person of some importance
assured him the ¢ Papists were dangerous,” he replied, he ncver had
seen but one, and that was Miss -, a particularly lovely woman.

This lady, as well as many other Catholics, won by Lord Chester-
field’s liberal policy, flocked to the Castle and graced the viceregal
court with an accession of charms to which it had long been a
stranger. The particular beauty in question was so delighted by Lord
Chesterfield’s noble conduct, that on some public occasion. to mark
how thoroughly she could overcome political prejudice. she wore a
breast-knot of orange-ribbon; the earl, pleased at the incilent,
vequested St. Leger (afterwards Lord Doneraile)—celebrated foir his
‘wit, to say something handsome to her on the occasion, whercupon
St. Leger composed the following, not generally known, impromptu :--~

« Say, little Tory, why this jest
Of wearing orange on thy breast,
Since the same breast, uncovered, shows
The whiteness of the rebel rose?”

An alarmist one day asked him, in a very mysterious manner, if he
konew that his state-coachman went to mass: * I don’t care,” replied
the earl, “ so long as he don’t drive me there.”

But when the landing of the Pretender and the raising of his
standard in Scotland was announced, the alarmists became bolder, and

«besieged the liberal Lord-Lieutenant with tales of terror; he had
no, peace of his life; he was continually baited with buggaboos fubri-
cated in the hehted imaginations of partizans, whom he was unwilling
to dismiss unheard, and whose cure he hoped to effect by a coursgeous
incredulity. _

The rumour of a popish plot soon brought down upon him one
alarmist after another, who all were much discomfited at the coolness
with which he received their reports. The first, one morning, was
Alderman Watson, who arrived while his Excellency was at breakfast,

/
"% Pict. Hist. Eng.
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and, sending in his name with an importunate assurance that he had
intelligence to communicate which was of the deepest interest to thb
state, was immediately admittegd. .

There was a striking contrast between the ease of the aceompluhed
Lord Chesterfield and the fussy embarrassment of the Alderman.
The cool and accomplished courtier almost felt hot to look on the
flushed face of the civic dignitary, who was mopping it with a souffy
pocket-handkerchief, while he assured the Lord-Lieutenant he had
come in a great hurry.

¢ That is manifest, Mister Aldermml, returned my lord; ¢ and
may I ask the causc of all this hurry ?”

¢ I have it, your Excellency, on undoubted authority—"

¢ T beg-your pardon, Mister Alderman,” returned Chesterfield,
smiling ; “ but I cannot help telling you that all the wild reports I
fiear are universally accompanied with the same assyrance.”

" {1 undoubted authority, your Excellency.—I have it from the
tountain-head—" ¢

¢ Whose head, do you say ?”

* The fountain-head, my lord,” said the Alderman, betraying some
displeasure.

“ Oh—I beg your pardon,” said the Viceroy, with provoking
suavity ; ¢ pray procved.” '

“I came to tell your Excellency that there is a plot—a popish
plot—-"

Here he was interrupted by the sudden entrance of Mr. Gardner,
the vice-treasurer, who, in great perturbation, and scarcely observing
the common courtesics of salutation in his hurry, exclmmed, “My
lord, the Papists of Connaught are to rise this day !”

¢ That's the very plot I came to tell you, my lord,” said the Alder-
wan; ‘remember, I came first to give the alarm.”

To this intended “alarm” of the Alderman, Lord Chesterﬁeld's
calmuess was intensely provoking.—Taking his watch carelessly from
his packet, he replicd, It is nine o'clock, and certainly time for them
to rise.”™*

“ 1 see, my lord, you make little of my information,” said Gardner.

“My good Sir,” said Chesterfield, I cannot male it less than it
comes from your own mouth. You offer amost startling piece of rumour,
without any name, place, or time, direct fact or corroborative evi-
dence of any sort,—you make a naked assertfon—assuring me it is on

undoubted avthority,” and from the °fountain-head.—Woiild to
Heaven these feverish loyahsts had heads like the fountams—eooler
and clearer.”

* Liber Munerum Publicorum Hibernize. Report of Rowley Lasocellos.
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“ Your Excellency must allow me to say, that loyal men might ex-
Mto meet more encouragement in the head of the government,”
said the Alderman.

 That is & very smart saying of yours, indeed, Mister Alderman ;
but you will allow me to say that you corporation gentlemen seem to

_have a very strange notion about loyalty. You are devoted to
government as long as government does all you wish, and believes all
you say, and will back you through thick and thin ; but the moment
government entertains a view syperior to that—ventures to look be-
yond the civic boundaries in which your illiberality confines you, your
loyalty is of a very doubtful character; for, in short, the self-made
charter of your loyalty is simply this—* as long as the government lets
us.do what we like, we will support the government. *

The Alderman protested he was the most loyal man in the world.

“J am so wearied with these cternal tales of plots and risings,”
continued Lord Chesterfield, “ that I am in the condition of the shep-
herd in the fable, to whom the idle boy called “ wolf” so often, that 1
know not wheh to believe the cry; therefore, I am obliged to depend
on my own sources of information—and allow me to assure you
I have them, Mister Alderman, and can depend upon them; and
have also the means of repressing any rebellious movement that may
be attempted, but of which 1 have not, at this moment, the slightcst
apprehension.”

“ May Divine Providence grant,” said the Alderman, piously, *that
your Excellency’s confidence in the present deceptive calm be not
ill placed ; for what should we do in case of a rising at this moment,
when your Excellency has sent away so much of the army to rein-
force his Majesty in Scotland ?”*

" “I have as much military force as shall be wanted while 7 am
here,” said Lord Chesterfield, smiling.

‘It is fortunate, my lord, that the city has done its duty in fur-
nishing forth the militia. And further, my lord, we have offered a
reward of six thousand pounds for the head cither of the Pretender or
any of his sons—dead or alive.”{

* Rev. James Gordon’s Hist. Ireland.

There is siugular” resemblance between Lord Chesterfield in 1745, and Yord
Normanby nearly a hundred yearslate. Both-men of fashion, suddenly grappling
with a difficult government, and elevating their reputations by the largeness of
their policy. Both essentially exclusive—the men of a coferie in private life, were
nebly:above such influence in dealing with public affairs.—They legislated not for
the few, but the many. Both inspired with a spirit of justice to, and confidence in
the peaple, found ready obedience to the Yormer, while the latter was never abused.
They were the only viceroys who could spare troops out of Ireland. It is to be
regretted, there was a lapse of almost a century between two such governments :
* Like angels® vigits, fow and far between.”

+ Gent Mag.
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“] ghould be scrry to intexfere, Sir,” returned the ssress.., land,
“ with the bargains of the corporation, however injudicious I think
them: for, in my opinion, the heads of all three are not worth the
money.”

An official now entered to inform his Excellency that Governor
Y.yre sought an audience. Hercupon the disappointed and indignant
Alderman Watson retired, and the Grovernor of Galway was intro-
duced. :

Eyre was a fierce old soldier, whose only notions of law or govern-
ment were derived from a drum-head court-martial, or the rule of a
regiment, and his horror of “popery” was as absurd as that of a
child at a “buggaboo.” Frequent written communications he had
made to the Lord-Lieutenant* werc not trcated with as much con-
<ideration as he thought they merited, and he, therefore, went up to
Dublin to make his representations in person. The courteousness of
his reception by the polished lord softened the asperity of temper
with which he entered the presence; and though he came prepared
to throw shot and shell, he was forced to exchange salutes.

He entered on his business, thercfore, with calmness and preclsmn 5
but as he was disturbed in the course of his representations by sothe
searching question of the Viceroy, his irritability was roused, and he’
began to warm thoroughly to the subject of his complaint, Like all
other complaints of the time, the blame for every misfortune was laid
at the door of the poor and powerless Roman Catholivs. According
to Governor Eyre, the safety of Galway was not worth a day’s pur-
chase ; and after detailing anticipated horrors enough for a dozen of
the darkest romances, he besought the Lord-Licutenant to grant him
additional powers to keep down the “ Papists.”

* My dear Governor,” said Chesterficld, in his blandest manner,
** 1 do not think my views concerning the ‘Papists,’” as you call them,
and yours, can ever agrec.”

“ Do ‘you not grant they are very daring, my lord, to assemble. and
cclebrate mass, in defiance of the law ?”

¢ Governor, people will say their prayers in spite of us; and I
cannot wonder they would rather worship God than man. It is we
who are wrong in making laws which it is ipossible to enforce. It was
but the other day an old housa in a secluded street fell down from the
overcrowded state of éae of its rooms, where the mass was celebrated,
and many broken limbs were the consequenee.”}

T hope, my lord, the offenders will be pmsee\md. It may pre-
vent.a recurrence of the crime.”

“ X.don’t. know any. prosecution that would save old houses from

* Hardiman's Galway. 1 Lascelles’ Report.
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falling, Governor—but I have recommended to the King and his
ministers a way to prevent a recurrence of such an accident.”

“ May I beg 1o ask it, your Excellency ?”

" «Tt is to permit the Catholics to build chapels, and worship in
public.”*

The Governor was thunderstruck. “ And would you tolerate the
celebration of the mass ?” he exclaimed.

¢ Certainly,” said Lord Chesterfield. It is wisest to tolerate what
we cannot prevent; the Laws thnt can be defied or defeated are soon
despised—good laws never are.”

“ Would you trust them, my lord, when they are ever ready to enlist
in the armies ot our enemies ?”

¢ ] have a cure for that, too,” said Lord Chesterficld ; “I would

. enlist them in our own.”
¢ Our own"’echoed the Governor, in amazement.
res; the Irish are essentially a military people ; and it is much
" better to have them fighting for us than against us—for fight they
will.  You know I have used strong measures to repress foreign en-
listments ; I have issued a proclamation, offering a reward of a thou-
said pounds for the discovery of any one who enlists a British subject
for foreign servicet—yet what has it done >—Let Fontenoi answer :
¢ The Irish Brigade is stronger than ever.””
< But how could we trust. these pestilent Papists, my lord—who
+have poisoned the springs all round London to sicken the cattle, and
- kill the loyal Protestants with foul meat?”}

“ 8o you believe that vulgar rumour, do you ?—Let me assure you
that the London physicians all declare the disease of the cattle to be
an infection imported from Holland. What .do you think of that,
Governor?—Holland!—from our allics! But I fear the Dutch mur-
rain will stick to us closer than the Dutch cavalry at Fontenoi. Zheir
coms are more fatal than their horse!”

"4 Would, my lord, that you had seen the swagger of the Galway
merchants the other day, when they* fancied that some large ships,
descried off the coast, were Spanish men-of-war come to help them!”

¢ T heard of no such armament, Governor.”

¢ No, please your Excellency—they were not Spanish ships, only a
portion of the East-India fleet driven up hither by stress of weather,
but the Papists thought they were Spanish, and rejoiced accordingly.”§

“Are you sure, Governor, they did not rejoice at the thought of
their being East-India ships coming once more to trade to their har-
bour? For I have had many petitions from the same merchants,

-setting forth that.thé exorbitant port-dues, levied by the corporation

# Lagcelles’ Report. t Gent. Mag. 1 Pict. Hist. England. § Hardiman's Galway.
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of Galway, have ruined their trade, and caused a once flourishing
port to be deserted.”®

The Governor here entered into an explanation with his lordship,
setting forth, that it was necessary for the protection of Protestant
interests that the members of the corporation should be protected by
certain privileges and immunities; and that many of these imposts
were to be avoided if ships were cleared or entered belonging to
members of the corporation.

“ Notwithstanding which,” returned Lord Chesterfield, «if I am
informed aright, the trade has not increased unde} such protection to
one class of the townsmen—not even amongst those it was meant to
benefit,”

The Governor wis obliged to admit this was true.

*¢ And surely you cannot think it heneficial, Governor, that the
commerce of a port should be limited?—Commerce breeds wealth, and
I cannot see any good to be derived from making a country poor.”

« 1 have written to the East-India Company myself,” said Eyre,
¢ requesting them to recommend their ships to trade with the loyd .
Protestant merchants of our town.”}

¢ 1 cannot help thinking your efforts would be better bestowed,
Governor, in urging the corporation to relax their heavy imposts
against their fellow-subjects, and let trade take care of itself In a
few years more your port will be ruined, otherwisc. I am informed,
that so late as seven years ago, fifteen ships belonged to the port,
and traded on the high seas, but the grinding exactions so discourage
the merchants, that they are dwindling away year by year, and the
prosperity of the town is manifestly impaired.”

+ “The town is going to decay in many ways, my lord, I grieve to
say. In one point, most material to me, who have its safe holding in
trust: the walls and fortifications are in a dilapidated state, and in
many places holes are absolutcly broken through by the audacious
smugglers, who, under cover of night, introduce their goods to avoid
paying the dues,} and I hope Government will look to the repairs, or I
cannot answer for the town's safety in case of a rising of the O’s and
Macs in the neighbouring highlands of Tar Connaught.”

« Well, Governor, you have certainly made an ample #dmission in
favour of all I have been saying. The exorbitant tolls which ruin
fair trade, produce smuggling. The honest merchant is wronged—
rogues and vagabonds prosper instead. In despite of you they make
holes through your city walls, rendering the king’s defences unsafe,
and then you call upon Government to repair the damage which
the blind injustice of your corporation has produced. The towns

* Hardiman. 4+ Ibid. 1 Ibid,
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defences X ahall issue immediate orders to the proper officers to look
after—for the safety of no part of the kingdom which my sovereign
has entrusted to my care shall be neglected—but at the same time
Iwill address a recommendation to the corporation of Galway to relax
their illiberal code of laws; for be assured, Governor, it is far from
pleasing to his Majesty' that one portion of Lis subjects should Le
sacrificed to the interests of another, or that any should be oppressed.
I should think it manifest to any capacity, that if you let people lead
quiet lives, and accumulate wealth, the preservation of their own
comforts will be the best guarantee for their preserving public tran-
quillity; while if you impoverish and oppress them, you cannot warder
they should wish to throw off your yoke. In my experience of the
people of Ireland, since I have been their Govarnor, I have found
them a generous and warm-hearted people, sensitive alike to kindness
and confidence, or severity and distrust,—easily led by the one, or
provoked by the other. I have tried the former, much the casier and
more gracious mode of rule, and have found it succeed to admiration;
and Y am proud to believe, notwithstanding all the tales of the alarmists,
that in spite of the contagious example of rebellion in Scotland, the
disease will not spread into Ireland while a liberal course of policy is
pursued towards her people.”

The Governor, finding Lord Chesterfield impervious fo alarms,
withdrew, and returned to Galway, with no very pleasiug intelligence
for the corporation, who did not include Lord Chesterfield’s health in
the “loyal” toasts of their festive board, and who paid no attention to
his remonstrance against their excessive imposts, whicl, as he pre-
dicted, ultimately ruined their town. So rapid was the progress of
decay, that instead of fifteen ships belonging. to the port and engaged
in trading, only three had owners ecre long, and of these only one
traded in 1761, and one other in 1762.* So much for municipal mno-
nopoly. But these local plaguc-spots in various parts of Ireland wern
prevented from working a fatal result, in consequence of the general
exeellence of Lord Chesterfield’s administration: for the confidence
and good-will inspired by his liberal course of policy awakened in the
people the hope of better days for the future; and though some en-
thusiastic Jucobites endeavoured to organize a rising, they found it
imposaible, and were fain to join the adhercnts of the young Pretender
in Seoftand, '

" # Com. Jour. vol. viii.*
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CHAPTER XXV.

Axxious was the watch kept on board the Doutelle when she parted
from her censort the Klizabeth. Deprived of that protection, her
own guns were too few and light of metal to dare an encounter, and
all she had to rely on for the safety of the precious freight she bore
was her speed. This she was obliged to exercise more than once;
and when closing with the Scottish coast she was chased for many
hours by a British cruiser, whose swiftness put the sailing qualities
of the French brig to a severe trial. Indeed, at one time it seemed
impossible to avoid an action, but a sudden change in the wind gave
the Doutelle an advantage in a point of sailing, and soon distancing
her pursuer, she doubled a headland of one of the islands abounding
on the western coast of North Britain, and dropped her anchon
under its shelter. An eagle at the moment swept down from the
rocky heights of the island, and wheeled in majestic fijght over the
Doutelle.

“ Behold, my Prince !” exclaimed old Tullibardine, *the king of
birds has come to welcome you to Scotland.”

It was reckoned a good omen, and Charles landed, but his rank was
not revealed to the islanders. He whom he hoped to find, Clanronald,
was absent, therefore the Doutelle weighed anchor and stood over
10.the main land, whither the chieftain had gone. The following day,
in obedience to a summons from the Prince, Clanronald repaired on
board the brig, attended by several of his clan, and Kinlock Moidart
bore him company.

The chieftains were sadly disappointed to find but one small and
lightly armed vessel, where they hoped to have seen men-of-war and
a supply of regular troops, and told the Prince frankly that without
such aid a rising would be madness—a hopeless adventure in whick
they would not join. Charles urged them by every artful appeal he
could symmon to his aid—their hitherto unfailing affection to his
house—their promises, from which the honour of & Highland chieftain
never yet flinched —their proverbial bravery, which no odds could
daunt ; all these stimulants were applied to the excitable Celts, but as
yet in vain, and both parties grew louder in argument and answer as
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they paced rapidly up and down the deck. Ellen was reclining under an
awning spread above the after-part of the vessel, sheltering from the
noon-day heat, whilo her father and the rest of the adventurers kept
aloof in a group, the Prince still engaged with the chieftains. How
her heart beat as she watched the expressions of their faces and that
of Charles. She could see the conference was not satisfactory, and
she felt for the humiliating position of & prince suing to a subject and
suing in vain. At this moment she observed a young Highlander,
who had taken no part in the debate, but who, as he caught the
meaning of it, seemed suddenly enlightened as to the real rank of the
person who was engaged with the chieftains, and became deeply inte-
rested. It was Ronald, the younger brother of Kinlock Moidart, who
had no idea of the objects of visiting the Doutelle. He had been
leaning listlessly against the bulwark of the ship, seemingly careless of
every thing but his picturesque costume, which in every point was
perfect. Completely armed, he seemed the very model of a Highland
warrior ; and as he caught the import of the Prince’s words, his former
listlessness was changed to eager watchfulness—his glistening eyes
followed the parleying party backwards and forwards. Ellen could
see his colour come and go; his lips become compressed with the
onergy of high resolve ; his hand fitfully grasp the hilt of his broad-
gWord ; and his whole figure heave with the tumult of emotion. It was
at this moment the Prince passed over to Ellen, as if he had spent all
his argumentsgn vain, while the two chieftains turned on the heel and
paced the deck back again.

 Pardon me, your highness,” said Ellen, in an under tone, but
pray look at that young Highlander, whose eyes are so enthusiastically
bent upon you.”

The Prince looked and saw that he had won the young man’s very
soul, and suddenly approaching him, he exclaimed, ¢ You at least will
assist me.”

“T will, I will!” cried Ronald; ¢ though no other man in the
fighlands shall draw a sword, I will die for you!” In the wild
emotion of the moment he suited the action to the word ; snatching
his bright claymore from the sheath, the steel flashed in the sun-
beam, as he waved it above his head, and uttered the w:ld shout of the
Celt.

The enthusiasm was infectious ; the hearts of sterner men were
moved by the impetuous youth; there was not 8 sword remained in
its scabbard, and the clash of steel, and the war cry of the Mac Donalds,
startled the silence of the smooth bay with a wild clangour, that was
sweeter music to Charles’a ear than ever he had heard in the palaces
of kings. L

Assured by £l adhesion of these bold few, he landed, and messages
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were despatenea to every hill and glen to tell that Charles Stuart had
come to fight for the throne of his fathers. Lochiel was the first to
obey the summons of his Prince, but he came to dissuade, not to
encouragg him. He, unconscious of the scene that had fired the
Mac Donalds, represented the madness of attempting a rising without
aid from abroad, and recommended him to re-embark.

“ No,” said Charles, “ as soon as I land what stores yet remain to
me on board the brig, she shall return to France, and thus will I cut
myself off from all retreat ; for I have come determined to conquer
or to perish. In a few days, with the few friends I have, I will raise
the royal standard, and Lochiel, who my father has often told me wgs
our firmest friend, may stay at home, and learn from the newspapers
the fate of his Prince.”

The blood of the “gentle Lochiel” curdled at his heart at these
bitter words, and his prudent resolutions were forgotten when his
honour was impeached, and his courage doubted.

“ My Prince!” he exclaimed with warmth, “ whatever be your fate,
be the same fate mine, and the fate of all over whom nature or fortune
hath given me power. I will love and serve you while I have life
and follow you to the death!”

Preparation for a general rising was now rapidly made through
the highlands. Glenfinnin was named as the point of general ren-
dezvous, where the Jacobite clans might assemble in detail, until their
congregated force was sufficient to make a descent on the lowlands.
The glen was admirably suited for this purpose—a deep and
narrow valley, with a river running through it; steep mountains
guarding it on both sides; while at either end it was shut in by a
lake, thus preventing surprise from enemies, and rendering cavalry
utterly useless. ,

With his few immediate followers the Prince set out for the glen;
on reaching the shores of the lake, a shrill whistle from their highland
guide called some wild gillies to their aid, a couple of small boats
were brought forth from the concealmept of some deep rocky creeks
and low underwood, and launched upon the calm dark waters. About
midway across the lake, the valley became gradually visible, like a
deep rent in the mountains, presenting the picture of security. Om
danding on the opposite shore, the party sought the hovel of a
shepherd, the only house within sight, and there leaving Ellen to rest,
for the journey had been somewhat fatiguing, the Prince and his little
band sauntered about the valley awaiting the arrival of the clans.
For some hours not a sound disturbed the silence of the glen, and its
savage grandeur and.oppressive loneliness began to impart a tone
of melancholy to Charles, 'who had never till now beheld the wild
and solemn majesty ¢f our northern hills. But that which made him
sad, gave delight “0 Lvnch. and Kirwan, and Sullivan, (the Prince’s
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prime favourite, who was his companion in all his subsequent perils
and wanderings.) They saw in these bold hills and wild glens the
counterpart of their own dear western mountains of Ireland ; and after
the dead levels of Flanders, and the tame champaigns of France, on
which their eyes so long had rested, the sight of cliff, and fell, and
torrent, brought the features of home to their hearts, and the memory
of early days,—when in boyhood they followed their careless mountain
sports, and dreamt not, in that happy time, of future exile from their
native land, a return to which was risking death!

Oh, happy boyhood ! which sees no joy nor sorrow, but that of the
dmy in which it breathes; or whose future, whenever it dares to
speculate, scldom extends beyond a week., Whose highest enjoyments
are in the whistling whirl of the rod and line across the lively stream.
the sharp ring of the fowling piece, and the whir of the fiying covey.
the neigh of the impatient steed, anticipating in the warning
tongue of the hound, the start of the game and the headlong chace.
Happy boyhood ! which cannot believe, however wisely preached, that
days will come, when such joys shall be as nothing ; that the mind
shall create for itself a werld within more attractive than the external ;
that the questions of civil right and public good shall supersede all
private consideration ; that the present shall display its attractions in
vain against the interest which the past affords in its historic lessons.
and the future in its political hopes. °

To our daring adventurers, the mountains revived such images of
their boyish sports; these mountains that were now to become the
theatre of their manhood’s sterner game. The stream was .valued not
for its bounding fish, but as it might strengthen a position ; the gun
was now to threaten men, not birds ; and thc neigh of the stecd was
to be roused, not by the bay of the hound, but the blast of the war
trumpet.

The old Lord Tullibardine continued near the Prinece, but he
became reserved, even to this gallant and faithful adherent of his
house, and sat apart upon a rock, seemingly overcast with saddening
thoughts, and at length leaning his head upon his hands as if in dark
communion with himself. Did the spirit ‘of divination which gifts
the children of these misty hills then hover over him? Did he sec
the “rally and the rout” of Dark Culloden ? Did he see the royal
Stuart foreed to hide his manhood in a female garb, to wander,
hunted like a wolf, to shelter in a savage cave, and herd with
robbers?

But soon the visions of the Prince, whatever they were, vanished,
like the mist of morn before the sunbeam ; he was startled from his
trance by a wild peculiar sound which broke the solemn silence of the
glen. It was the pibroch of the Camecrons. .

Old Tullibardine waved his bonnet in the air, and Lis practised eye
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eaught the first glimpse of the clan as its vanward men passed the crest
of the hill, and might be seen glancing here and there through rocks
and heather, with which their tartans so blended, that none but the
initiated eould mark their progress. He pointed them out to the
Prince, who, after some time, could discern,them, while louder and
londer rang the pibroch, startling from the cliffs the eagles, which
boldly came forth and answered with their shout the war-strain, as if
they challenged those intruders on their solitary domain. And now
the: clan became more visible, they had defiled into a mountain-
gully, and came pouring onward, a rush of living men down the
path of a winter-torrent. On reaching the valley they formed in two
lines, cach linc three deep, and advanced in good order to where
Charles Edward and his little staff werc awaiting them. Lochiel was
at their head, and when he brought them to a halt before the Prince,
the first rank opened, and discovered, between the two lines, a small
detachment of English soldiers and their officer, prisoners.

“ Behold, your Highness !” said Lochiel,— the first blow is already
atruck, a party of my clan yesterday intercepted a detachment of the
red coats and beat them without the loss of a man on our side.* So
far the game is well begun.”

“ Your conquest would not have been so casy, Sir,” said the English
officer, < but for the nature of the ground, and your peculiar mode of
tiehiting.”

** As for that,” said Lochiel, “we fight in the way we best under-
stand, and though it may not be according to your notion of tactics,
¥ou cannot deny you were beaten.”

* Bir,” said the Prince to the officer, with his pceuliar courtesy of
mann-r, L at once liberatc you on your parcle. Rest here for the
present after your fatigue, and be my guest for this evening ; on the
wmorrow you may return to General Cope, and tell hin I shall soon
give him battle,”

The Prince was surprised to find the greater part of the clansmen
carrying guns, and inquired of Lochiel how that came to pass, while a
strict parliamentary act had disarmed the Highlands.

Lochicl laughed, and said the Highlanders had been nominally
deprived of arms by a stringent law : “ But,” said the acute moun-
taineer, «the sharper the law the sharper the people.” He went on to
say that extreme laws were the easiest evaded : “ Fools may give up
their arms,” said he, “but wise men will keep them.” And he pro-
tested, that however cunning and vigilant the officers of the govern-
ment might be, he defied them to discover arms amongst a bold and
acute people, who were determined not to give them up. ¢ Those
who hide ean find,” said Lochiel; ¢“and sign’s by it,” he added,

* Fact.
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pointing to his clan ; for, despite of the Arms Bill, he had brought six
bundred armed, out of his eight, at a short notice.*

Then turning to Tullibardine the Prince exclaimed, ¢ Raise my
standard, my Lord !” ‘The old nobleman received it from Ellen, whose
own hands had worked it; and as the silken folds of mingled white,
blue, and red were unfurled, and lifted upwards in the breeze that
flaunted the colours gaily about, a deafening shout arose from eight
hundred stalwart mountaineers, that made the echoes of Glenﬁnmn
ring again, and once more disturbed the eagle in his eyrie.

How proudly beat Ellen’s heart, as leaning on her father’s arm she
saw the ensign of her king displayed, and heard it recognised in loyal
shouts, while his royal proclamation was read beneath it. And yet a
shudder crossed her woman-heart as she thought that gay and
silken work of woman’s hand, in peaceful hour, should muster the
hands of men around it in deadly fizht. . That banner which had been
her favourite occupation and companion in the quiet convent of Bruges
and the luxurious boudoir of Paris, should float for the future amidst
the thunder of the battle and the hardships of war.

How rapt in admiration was Kirwan, as he marked the enthu-
siastic gaze of the beautiful girl upon the standard. He fancied he
divined her thoughts, and approaching her, whispered gently,— Ellen,
while within reach of my sword he will be a bold foe that plucks that
standard down.” .And in saying this the lover thought less of his loyalty
to his King than his devotion to the work of his mistress’s hands.

A marble column marks the spot where that ill-fated banner was
raised ; even now we may stand where the enthusiast Lynch and his
gentle daughter, the devoted lover, the loyal Lochiel, the faithful
Sullivan, and the ambitious Prince, then stéod, and trusted in hopes
that were doomed to be blighted.

Yet why mark with a column that spot of blighted hopes ?— Alns !
there is no spot on earth which might not thus be celebrated, save that
spot where we kneel and pray in the hope of the Christian—the only
hope that deceiveth not !

* ¢ By an act of the first of the late King (Georgﬁ L), intituled, ¢ For the more
effectaally securing the Peace of the Highlands,” the whole highlands, without dis-
tinction, ‘were disarmed, and for ever forbid to use or bear arms, under penalties.
This act has been found, by experience, to work the quite contrary effect from
what was intended by it; and, in reality, it proves a measure for more effectually
disturbing the peace of the highlands and the rest of the kingdom. For, at the
time appointed for the disarming act, all the dutiful and well-affected clans truly
submitted to the Act of Parliament, and gave up their arms, so that they are now
completely dlniﬂ’ea; but the disaffected clans either concealed their grms at firse,
or have provided themselves since.with other arms. The futal effects of this
dufference at the time of a rebellious insurrection must be very obvious; and are,
by s in this county, felt at this hour "—Latter of Andrew Fletcher, Lordeton.
J= stice- Clerk, to the Marquess Tweeddale, Secretary of State for Scotland,
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AFTER the reading of tho proclamation the Highlanders were dis-
missed from their parade, and occupied themselves in preparing for a
feast ; gathering what would snit for fuel in the glen they lit fires, and
cooking commenced, in which they were assisted by many of their
women, who came dropping in at the sear of the clan, carrying loads
of provisions and kegs of whisky. Long wattles were placed in the
cround, and small arcades of successive arches formed, over which
blankets were thrown to make shelter for the women and childreh, for
even children were among them, while shorter sticks, tending in the
form of a cone, and thatched with fern plucked by the boys and girls
among the rocks, made a more primitive retreat, and the valley soon
assumed the air of an cncampment. The shepherd’s hut served for
the accommodation of Ellen; for though it was intended for the.
prince, as the best shelter the place afforded, he, with a courtly gal-
lantry, refused to take it when a lady was in bis ¢little court,” as he
playfully called it, and the hut therefore was allotted to Ellen, and, as
"a point of nice punctilio, to her father.

¢ As for myself,” said the Prince, “ I shall sleep, like the brave
fellows who come to fight for me, on the heather, in my plaid ;” for
Charles, to flatter the nationa.lity of the Highlanders, had' assumed the
tartan, and, as he said himself, in the parlance of Italy, to which he
was most accustomed, “ to lie al fresco was no great penalty in the
month of Aungust.”

As the evening advanced, other fowes poured into the valley.
Again, the echoes of Glenfinnin were waked by the pibrochs of Mac
Donald and Mac Leod, and upwards of four hundred devoted men
strengthened the force of the Prince, who greeted his adherents as
they arrived.

And now the wild feast was spread. Charles and his Little staff and
the chieftains were stationed on u gently rising knoll, which served as
a sort of natural ¢ dais,” whenee they might be seen by all the ¢lans-
men who were huddled around without much attention to order, Game.
of various sorts served for viands ; and while soma.claret was, thought-
fully brought by Lochiel for the Prince, who might not like their
stronger mountain beverage, whisky was the favourite liquor of ths-

Q - .
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evening.: When all the eatables were disposed of, Lochiel rose and
addressed the assembled clans in a speech quite unintelligible to him
whom it praised and was meant to serve, for the Prince did not under-
stand a word of Erse, (though his Irish adherents could gather most
of the meaning), but, judging from the effect it produced, it was
spirit-stirring in the extreme, for the Highlanders yelled in delight as
he proceeded, and quaffed their brimming cups to the last drop, as the
chieftain wound up his speech with the toast of « Deochs luint an
Reogh!”*

The pipers struck up the tune of “ The kmg shall have his own
agein;” and as the mountaineers warmed to the spirit of the scene, the
music had an, electric effect upon them, and up they jumped and
began dancing. Those who could get women to join them, all the
better, but the absence of the gentle sex was no bar to the merriment,
for the men pranced away amongst each other with as much sceming
glee as if each had the ¢ bonniest lassic” in all Scotland for hi~
partner.

The chieftains were not exempted from the exercise, for two of the

women coming up and dropping curtsies to Lochiel and Donald,
challenged them to the dance.f Forth stepped the chieftains as ready
for the front of the festival as the front of the battle. The Prince,
.full of that ¢ condescension” for which great people are so famous
when they have a point to catry, wished to join in the common revelry,
and offered his hand to Ellen if they would play a cotillon, but the
Highland pipers knew no such outlandish stuff. Lynch, secing the
Prince’s desire that all about him should make general cause in the
mirthful spirit of the hour, said his daughter would dance a jig with
“any comer ¥ if there was a piper present who would play onc.

“ Hurra!” exclaimed a voice, not unknown to Lynch. ¢ Fuith,
then, it’s I will play the jig for the masther!”

Lynch turned to the spot whence the voice came, and beheld, to his
astonishment, Phaidrig-na-pib led up to him by Ned.

¢ Here’s the music, sir,” cried Ned to the Captain ; “and may I,”
he said, with all the humility and devotion he could impart to his
voice, “ have the honour of leading Miss Lynch to the dance ?”

Ellen uttered an exclamation of surprise at sight of Ned, and
eagerly asked what extraordinary chance had thrown him therc. He
told her he would explain all to her when the dance was over, and
Phaidrig, losing no time  for the honour of Ireland,” in lilting up the
very merriest of his jigs, Ned 'and Ellen set to, and won rapturous
" * God save the King. * .

t This custom exiiits still, I believe, in Scotland, but certainly in Ireland. at
barvest-homes and. such festivals, where the highest gentleman wounld be cons- -
dered recreant who would refuse the ¢ challenge ® of a pessant girl.
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applause from the surrounding lookers on. KEilen had that. sound
spirit of nationality, unfeilingly allied to good sense, which made her
not slight, even if she did not love, any customs of her mnative
country. She could tread the stately minuet or lively cotillon with
courtly grace, but egually well could she bound throngh the tricksy
steps of the merry jig; and the arm a-kimbo, and the

% Nods, and becks, and wreathed smiles,” .
so peculiarly belonging to that flirty dance, were never more-attractive
than in the person of Ellen Lynch.

Now Ned could dance a jig right well too, and with the readiness
of an Irishman he scized the occasion of showing off his good point,
while he secured at the same time what he considered the highest
honour on earth. All his, exertions were called forth by the sight of
the beautiful girl whose graceful action even to one who was not
already in love with her might have made him so ; and whether it was
the pecnliar occasion, the presence of the Prince, or the honour of her
country, it is impossible to say, but Ellen certainly danced uncom-
monly well; in short, she secmed to “ take share of the jig” with all
her heart.

The bystanders cheered the dance amazingly, and the point of
honour of “who should give in first,” was made more precious every
winute.  Kllen strove hard to “ dance her man down,” but Ned would
not be beaten, and when breathless and panting his flushed and
exhausted partner almost dropped with fatiguc, Ned tripped forward
with the air of a true cavalier, and supporting his lovely burthen firmly
yet delicately in his arms, he led her, amidst loud applause, to a gentle
slope, and seated her on a bunch of heather with as much ceremony as
though it had becn u velvet chair. As he retired, after thanking her
for the honour of her hand, and receiving-in return a gracious glapce
of her sweet eyes, he met the gaze of Kirwan, looking thunder.

‘Whether it was that the fitful light of the fires imparted an unusual
flashing to the eye, that the ruddy light tinged his glance with an
outward glare rather than it burned from a fire within, Ned could not
at the instant determine,.but he felt it was the most repulsive look he
ever cncountered :—the more so, as Kirwan's aspect was generally
good-humoured ;—handsome though he was, it was the expression of
cheerful good-nature which rendered his countenance so prepossessing,
and over such the shade of evil passions makes its most startling ime+
press. Kirwan, for the moment, looked almost fiendish, andl at the
ingtant flt an ageny of soul he had never ‘before experienced; for-as
e eyes of the rivals met, there was in Ned's look a joy ‘so bright, =
something more akin to the skies than the earth, so expiossive of
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unlooked-for joy, of hope realized, that its brightness shot infi-
nitely more of anguish to the soul of Kirwan, than Ais lowering aspect
aid of regret to Ned, in this passing encounter of their eyes. That
glance was but instantaneous, and yet in that one moment those men
folt they were for ever and for aye, deep, deadly, irreconcilable foes.

This was the more painful, because both had rather desired to be
friends. Ned, for Lynch's sake, would scrupulously have avoided a
quarrel with Kirwan ; and he, on the other hand, could not forget that
to Edward’s hand he owed his life, when he missed his footing in
springing on board the Seagull in the storm. He would have given
the world not to be thus indebted. To owe a favour to the man yon
hate is indeed terrible, and Kirwan all on a sudden thoroughly hated
our hero, for until that moment he had never dreamt of him as a
rival ; but there was an indefinable something about Ellen’s dancing
which made Kirwan’s heart sink within him. Tt is true, he had never
been received as Ellen’s recognised suitor ; a long and attached friend-
ship was the highest claim he ever held to be so much in her society ;
and though Lynch would have been glad of Kirwan’s alliance by mar-
riage, Ellen’s bearing towards him, while replete with friendliness and
confidence, could never for a moment be mistaken for love.

This, however, Kirwan hoped by long devotion to achieve at last ;
but, though the smiles of the gentle sex were no strangers to him,
though a general favourite with the fair, and often envied for his
ready access to their good graces, he felt that he had not made impres-
sion on Ellen’s heart, though he was conscious of her utmost esteem.
Can it be wondered at, then, that thus suddenly discovering a rival in
a man he was inclined to consider, if not quite an adventurer, at least
much his inferior in rank, he shouldslook upon bhim with peculiar
aversion ; that the hopes he had been long building up being thus
suddenly overthrown, should as suddenly engender hatred for the
author of his disappointment ?

Conscious that his aspect might betray the emotions which struggled
within, he turned away from the group, and walked apart for some
time. On his return he had no greater reason to be satisfied, for
though Ned was not in the neighbourhood of Ellen, he saw him closely
engaged in conversation with Tullibardine, Liynch, and the principal
men of the party, and even with the Prince himself ; and this argued
an importance in his position which afforded fresh cause of uneasiness,
for whatever made him useful to “the cause,” would give him interest
in the eyes not only of Ellen, but of her father,

It wa#immediately after the dance, when Kirwan had walked
away, that Lynch inquired of Ned how he came to make so sud-
jen and unexpected an appearance in'the glen. Ned gave a brie®
sketch of his adventurous meusures to join the expedition, but with
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great tact abstained from personal affairs, ae socon as possible, and
entered upon the subject of the secret Jacobite interests as entrusted
to him by Lord Barrymore ; whereupon Lynch praised him much for
his zeal and activity, and led him at once to the Prince ; who, on
learning the importance of what Ned had to cominunicate, retired with
him and his principal adherents to a neighbouring hillock, and re-
ceived, with the aid of Phaidrig’s memory, such detailed accounts of
the assistance they might expect in England, that the hearts of the
adventurers, exulting in the hopes before them, opened in welcome to
the bearer of the glad tidings, and Ned fqund himself suddenly a
person of some consideration. The Prince repeatedly addressed him,
and at the conclusion of the conference praised him for his zeal, cou-
rage, and activity; and when the party separated to throw themselves
on their beds of heather, Lynch had some more parting words with
Ned as they walked together towards the hut whither Ellen had
already retired.  As they parted at the door, Lynch told his young
friend he should find the best bed he could for himzelf on the heather,
to which Ned replied that to one who had often kept the middle
watch in a gale, a heather bed in August was luxury.

But Ned did not feel himself inclined for immediate repose ; for although
lic had walked many a weary mountain mile that dey, the excitement
of the evening countervailed the natural desire forrest. Hismeeting with
Fllen, and her gracious bearing towards him, raised hopes which Lynch’s
wanner and the Prinee’s condescension were calculated to heighten,
and which Ned had no wish to drown in slumber for the present, so
he suuntered up the glen which was fagt sinking into quiet. The
whisky had done its duty ; the Highlanders were stretched in drunken
sleep beside their watch-fires, already beginning to burn low, whose
dull red light, as it glinted upon some overhangicg rock, contrasted
in picturesque relief to the pale light of the moon, which now illu-
mined the silent depths of the valley.

It was the very region of romance ; and in such a region Edward
might well indulge his own. Oh, what living, real romance was there !
A prince hgd come to claim a crown, and with a daring few had com-
menced the bold adventure. Those faithful few, forgetful of all other
tics, the dearest and most real nature knows, clung to that ideal one
which from boyhood upward had held a secret, and thereforc the
dearest place in their enthusiast hearts—the tie of loyalty. They, in
turn, had their followers educated in the blind but affectionate and
generous motive to follow the fortune of their chief, whithersoever-it
might lead ; and here were prince, and chieftains, and d&men, all
sunk alike into the forgetfulness of slumber ; slumber on the edge of
doom ! even that royal head, which now, resting on the wild heather,
might in a few cventful days lie beneath the palace canopy or on the
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scaffold’s block, forgot itself in sleep. The ambitious prince—the
devoteéd adherent—the reckless clansmen—all could sleep, but the
travel-tired lover could not repose. No. Nought can disturb the
hearr like love—nought else so chase the soul of rest. Kingeraft and
loyalty are of the world's making ; but love is of nature’s creation, and
therefore more absorbing in its influence.

Edward had a confused consciousness of all this around and passing
within him, though he could not have defined his scnsations in words ;
but he apostrophised the name of his mistress, asking himself why he
alone should be wakina in that valley, as he walked amidst the
sleepers. IHe looked towards the hut which sheltered Ellen, and
approached it with the pleasing notion of making his couch near the
“place where she rested.

As he brushed briskly through the heather in the eagerness of the
fond idea, the rustling attracted somcbody already in the neighbour-
hood of the hut, who raising himself on his arm from his recumbent
position, demanded, “ Who goes there ?”

“ A friend,” replied Ned, still advancing.

The challenger sprung to his fecet and confronted him; and Ned
beheld in the person who barred his path, Kirwan.

The moonlight perfectly revealed both the men to each other, and
neither spoke for some time, but stood gazing silently on cucn other.
Kirwan's visage was sad and pale, and it seemed as if ¢ .ade an
effort to be calm. At length he asked some vague questic, to which
Edward returned as vague a reply ; and after the interchange of some
broken sentences they scemed as much perplexed how to’part as they
were startled by their meeting. Each knew the other’s motive for
being there, as well as if the motive had been his own, yet dared not
hint at such a knowledge. Each knew the working of the other’s
heart, as well as if he were inside it, yet tried to appear as indiffcrent
as if they had not a heart betwcen them. Both the men at that
moment would have gladly scized cach other by the throat, and
struggled to the death, or gashed each other with their swords, yet
were forced to assume the formalitics of acquaintanceship ; and when
they stumbled on an cxcuse for parting, mutually utter® & horried
good-night,” wlule they wished each other at the d——1.

The following day was full of bustle and activity. An early council
of war was called to consider the propriety of an immediate march to
the south, but Lochiel and the other chieftains recommended the celay
of dne more at Glenfinnin for the reception of small straggling
parties ighlanders which might be expected, and would be dis-
heartened, or, perhaps turn back if they found no friends awaiting them
in the glen. This being decided on, the remainder of the day was
given up to amusement. Athletic sports were engaged in by the



mountaineers for the entertainment of the Prince, while Ellen and a
few who loved the picturesque made a little party to explore the
beauvtics of the glen. Tt was after the fatigue of a steep ascent which
they had made in their excursion, that the little basket of refreshment
was opened, and their simple repast spread in a pretty sheltered nook
of the hills, where a rivulet, crystal-bright, beunding down the rocks,
otfered ready beverage to the party. Here it was that Ellen called
upon Ned to tefl her of his adventures since they had parted at sea,
and by what extraordinary means he had contrived to follow them.
This he did in more detailed form than the night before to her father,
bat till without making himself offensively prominent in the story;
and all listened with pleasure to the adventurous little history—his
contriving to get away from France, his fishing-boat passage of the
channel, his secret landing in England, escapes in London, and
norithern journey, which latterly became dangerous, from the suspicion
of thie anthorities in the lowland towns attaching to all southerns
travelling to the north,  All the incidental questions that were asked
him in the course of his narrative were answered with so much clear-
ness il goud sense that he obtained consideration among his hearers.

Kirwan was uot among these ; his duties obliging him to remain in
the camp, much to his chagrin, as he saw Ellen departing with Ned in
her 1rain.  As for Ned, it was the happiest day of his life. The
beautiful girl he adored listened with pleasure to the recital of his
adventures, and there was a nameless charm in her manner towards
hin which gave him joy for the present and hope for the future. How
lovely did she scem in his eyes, as she reclined in that little rocky dell
upon the short aromatic grass, where the tiny flowers had crept for
shelter.  ller fairy foot was playing with a hare-bell which lay close
bieside it, and Ned would have given the world fox the painter’s power
at that moment to record the beauty of its arched instep and rounded
ankle.

Young Ronald Macdonald was of the party, albeit not insensible to
[llen’s beauty, and she called on the young chieftain to arouse them
from their too luxurious quiet by one of those spirit-stirring songs
with which lpe was wont to gladden the hearts of the king’s friends :
one of those strains whose fiery poetry reused men to action, and out-
lives the canse by which they were inspired.

The young chieftain poured forth his very heart in the song, which
well suited the genius of the place, and as he arrived at its burthen,—

o Come through, the heather,
Around him gather, §
You're a’ the ‘welcomer airly,”, - -
every voice joined in the chorus, and felt the aptness of the strain, for
the Licather was around them, and they were 4’ the weleomer-airly™
they were the first of the adherents. '
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** Ellen’s foot had kept beating time to the melody, and Rcmald re-
marked that if she kept time so well he was sure she could sing, and
that hers truly was the land of song.
She obeyed the call, and sang that exquisitely plaintive melody
called ¢ Limerick's Lamentation,” which touched the heart of every
hearer ; and when it was concluded, Ronald made her promise she would
teach it to hiin, as it was onc of the loveliest airs he had e¢ver heard.
« But it is so sad,” he added. .
“ And well may it be,” said Ellen. ¢ It was written to com-
memorate the expatriation of us poor Irish after the violation of the
treaty of Limerick, and hence its name.”
“ T will learn it,” said Ronald. And so he did, and the air became
afterwards a great favourite in Scotland, where it is now known under
the name of « Farewell to Lochaber,” for the beauty of the strain
czught the car and waked the genius of Burns.
Ned was now called on to contribute to the harmony of the party,
und said he would attempt a variety in the style of the song he should
give. The others treated of war and exile ; he should deal with a softer
subject, which was the unfailing contrast to war in the hands of the
poets. .
“ Aye—Ilove!” said Ronald: “you lowlanders arc always thinking
of sighing and whining after your lady’s apron string. Oh the moun-
tains for me, which brace a man’s nerves to bolder strains!”

“ Softly,” said Ned: ‘“in the first place I am not a lowlandw,—
I came from the region of mountain and lake as well as yoursclf, and
I never heard it obje(!ed to a warrior that he gould play the lover also.
Nay, my love-song even shall not treat of the valley, but hold forth
the fitness of the mountain for tender recollections as well as warlike
achievements. Why should we not ,

¢ Come thro’ the heather’

at the behest of a lady as well as of a king?” and he bowed low to
Ellen as he spoke, and then began :—

The Mountain Def. !

“ By yon mountain, tipp’d with cloud,
By the torrent foaming loud,
By the dingle where the purple bells of heather grew,
‘Where the Alpine flow’rs are hid,
. And where bounds the nimble kid—

There we've wander'd both together through the mountain dew !
‘With what delight in summer’s night we trod the twilight gloom,
The air go full of fragrance from the flow’rs s# full of bloom,

And odr hearts so full of joy—for aught else there was no room,”

As we wander'd both together through the mountain dew !
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M Those sparkling gems that rest
On the mountain’s flow’ry breast
Are like the joys we number—they are lmqht and few,
For a while to earth are given,
And are call’d again to heaven,
‘When the spirit of the morning steals the mountain dew.
Bat memory, angelic, makes a heaven on earth for men,
Here rosy light recalleth bright the dew-drops back again ;
The warmth of love exhales them from that well-remember'd glen,
‘Where we wander’d both together through the mountain dew.”

Even the ficry Ronald admitted that a song not unworthy of the
mountain might be sung to a softer theme than war, and one after
another of the party gave some snatch of—

“ Music wedded to immortal verse.”

And right pleasantly passcd the day, until the shadows warned them
it wa» time to return and join the cvenmg feast, which the Prince
was to hold again in Glenfinnin. As they descended to the valley,
Ned seized many an opportunity of tendering his servjces to Ellen,
whose beautiful hand was often within his, as he steadied her footstep
round some precipitous ledge, or atlorded her support as she sprang
from some overhanging rock, too high to dare a leap trom, without
such aid. Happf, happy Ned '—he would have wished the descent
to be interminable, but such sweet moments mug come to an end, and
he found bimself too soon at the mountn.m-foot, where preparation for
festivity was in active progression.
It was not long till the feast was spread, and the Prince and his
" adherents (much increased in number by fresh arrivals) re-enacted the
scene of the former evening. Again to the King’s health did Glen-
finnin resound ; again shricked the pipes in wild music; again the
fantastic dance beat the ground—but there was no jig. Ellen pleading
fatigue had retired early, so the jealous glances of the rivals were
sparcd, as well as their moonlight walk and meeting of the preceding
night, and if Kirwau did not sleep soundly, Ned certainly did.
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CHAPTER XXVIL

Tue f.llowing morning, at an early hour, the forces of' Charles
Edward started on their southern route, and the house of the ¢ geritle
Lochiel” was their next appointed halting-place.

Now, while the Highlanders are on their march, it may be as well
for the .author to beckon his kind companion, the reader, into a
bye-path, and have a few confidential words with him about the
march of his story. Let him (the reader) not be afraid that he is about
to be dragged through the high Foad of history, with which he is as well,
if not better,acquainted than the author himself. The story of the
adventurous Prince is too well known by the world in general, to afford
rational liope to an author that any fresh research or ‘new dresses,
scenery, and decorations,” of his, copld invest that romantic drama
with a fresh interest. Therefore, once for all, let®it be understood
that no more of the jgistory of this period will be touched upon than
properly belongs to 'the affairs of the persons conmected with our
story. In touching on the immediate time and place of such startling
historic cvents, it cannot be forgotten that the greatest novelist of any
age or country has made the theme his own, and that while the course
of the present tale lies through such beaten ground, the author feels
like a trespasser, pursuing his game over a manor that must be ever
well preserved in the grateful memories of admiring millions. There-
fore, with what speed he may, he will hasten his course, nor venture
one step he can avoid in a region it were literary sacrilege to

profane.
And now, so much being said, let us join the general march, and
halt with the Highlanders and the “gentle Lochiel.” .

The gathering of the clans was increased at the home of the gallant
chieftain. Mae Donald of Glenco, Stuart of Appin, and the younger
Glengarry, joined their forces to those already assembled ; and though,
deapite the Arms bill, they were wonderfully provilled with offensive
weapons, nevertheless, some hundreds were wanting in that essential
point of war, and a council was held to deliberate on the best mode of

remedying the deficiency.
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After the council had broken up, the theme of its deliberation con-
tinued to be the subject of conversation among the leaders, and
repeatedly regret was expressed that the Prince had come so ill pro-
vided with arms. Tullibardine, Lynch, and others of the Prince’s
immediate followers, reminded the (.hle('tams that it was not from
lack of foresight such a want was experienced, but that the fortune
of wur had interrupted that most necessary supply—tbe ship bearing
the military stores having been intercopted.

Kirwan could not resist this opportunity of saying something to
annoy Ned, and though his better nature pointed out to him at the
instant he spoke the unkindness and injustice of his words, the
demon of jealousy would not let Lim be silent, but goaded him on to
wound in any way he could.

“ Ye¢s,” said he, © if those on board the KElizabeth had only done
their duty, and fought their ship becomingly, we should now have
plenty of arms and ammunition.”

Ned, in the peculiar relation he stood with Kirwan, was quite as
ready to take, as the other to give offence, and instantly retorted, If
she Doutelle had not descrted the Elizabeth— .

“ Deserted !” interrupted Kirwan, captiously ; *“you forget his
Highness was on board—too precious a freight to endanger ; besides,
what could a light-armed brig do against a fifty-gun ship? while the
Elizabeth, carrying sixty-seven, should have been able to beat an
inferior adversary.”

“ The Klizabeth,” said Ned, “ was an old inefficient ship, while
the Lion was perfect in all respects ; and I feel myself bound to bear
testimony to the gallantry of the captain and crew of the Frenchman.
No ship could be better fought.”

“ Very possibly,” said Kirwan, superciliously, * I only mean to say
it was pity she was beaten.”

* She was not beaten,” replied Ned, warmly “Jt was a drawn
battle, and a bitter and bloody one too ; there was not a stick left
standing in either ship.”

““We have lost our arms, however,” retumed Kirwan.

“1f the Doutelle had used her guns,” said Ned, “ we should not
want arms; not. only the .JElizabeth, but the Lion too, as our pnze,
would have been here.”

% QOh,” said Kirwan, “it’s easy to talk of what would have heen.
I speak of what happened. ¥ our ship was driven back.”

“If you talk of my ship,” said Ned, «I must talk of your’s—and
I should rather be on board the ship that fought, than the-ship that
ran away.” .

“Ran away !” echeed Kirwm, furiously. * What.do you. mean P*
and he laid his band on his sward.
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“Peace! peace !” cried Lynch, authoritatively, and restraining
Kirwan’s arm. ¢ Gentlemen, this is an unseemly and uncalled-for
altercation. We are too few to quarrel among ourselves—let our
swords be drawn on our engnies, not on each other. 1 make it a
personal request to each that not a word further pass between you.—
I am sure no offence was meant on either side.”

A general exclamation of ¢ certainly not,” arose among the
chieftains, though some suspected there might have been; and Lynch
was quite sure there was, and grieved to think upon the cause, and
. not wishing to trust the men longer in each other’s company, passed
his arm through Kirwan’s, and withdrew from the group, which by
common consent dispersed immediately afterwards.

Ned’s temper, though ruffled, soon rccovered its tone, from the
consciousness that he had repelled any affront that was meant, and
maintained his position; and during the evening, in the house of the
Highland chief, he renewed his opportunities of speaking with Ellen,
undeterred by Kirwan's lowering brow, which, despite his' efforts to
the contrary, betrayed his inward feelings.

The next day, too, while pursuing their route to Blair Castle, the
seat of old Lord Tullibardin®, he often walked by Ellen’s bridle-rein, as
she sat her rough highland pony down the steep declivities of the
mountain road ; and though often obliged to give place to Kirwan,
‘equally arduous in his attention, yet Ned made a good fight for the
place of honour, and lost no opportunity of being near the lady of his
heart. &

This struggle for the honour of ‘“groom in waiting »” between the
rivals, was not unobserved by Lynch, who would gladly have pre-
vented it by assuming the place himself, but that his presence was
demanded in front, beside the Prince, who was in close converse with
him on the subject of the expected share Ireland would take in the
insurrectionary movements, while Tullibardine was called on for
his counsel.

The old lord, who had been actively engaged in the conference,
soon became abstracted, and seemed scarcely to hear a word that was
addressed to him. This absence of mind was accounted for to the
Prince, by one of the chieftains, who told him they were approaching
Blair Athol, and that Tullibardine’s heart was full at the thought of
nearing his old halls after so long an absence. It was even so.
Thirty years had elapsed since the heroic old man had been in his
native land, whence the same cause had procured his exiic that now
induced his retwrn, and his countenance betrayed the varying emotions
that stirred his soul, as he drew near the castle.

As they topped an acclivity, the turn of a sharp angle in the road
revealed to the old lord his ancestral towers ; first cledr and distinct,
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but soon dim and uncertain, for he saw them through the mist of
affection which his heart sent up before his eyes, as he looked on the
home of his childhood. Other emotions were there, too, as well as
those of affection. This staunch adhggent of his king had received
the father of the present prince in thosg very halls; then, on an
enterprise like the present, had proved his fidelity, and forfeited his
estates ; and now was returned, after more thun a quarter of a century
of exile, to risk all he had remaining—his life—in the same desperate
cause.

Ashamed to have witnesses to his emotioh, the oldgman hastened
onward, upon the pretencs of being ready to receive the Prince at
the castle. = When he reached the portal there was a reception
awaiting himself. Some old adherents of the house, who yet survived
the ravages of time, and the still more actively depopulating measures
of the law after “the fifteen,” were ready to reccive him at the
gate, and hailed him as the “Duke of Athol,” the title held by his
‘Whig brother, (or the “fauw’se laird,” as the people ealled him,) by way
of reward for his adhesion to the Guelphic intcrest.

One fine old man, in particular, whose white hairs proclaimed age,
and on whose face a scar indicated warlike service, was foremost in
welcome : calling down blessings on the head of the old lord, he ran
before him into the castle, shonting, “It'sa’ your ain againi—a’
vour ain!”

But Tullibardine did not follow. His prince being close at hand,
he awaited his arrival at the portal, where he geceived him with loyal
welcome as he alighted, and prayed him to enter his castle, which he
considered less his own than his king’s. e stood uncovered us he
spoke, and when he had finished his short but devoted speech, he
threw his bonnet in the air, as a signal to the surrounding retainers,
whose answering shouts made the walls of Blair Athol riug again, as
the Prince entered its gates.

Much confusion was apparent in the interior appointments, owing
to the sudden departure of its recent occupant ; the open doors of
closets and cupboards with emptied shelves, papers scattered about,
and remnants of valueless utensils, showed that documents of any
value and all the plate had been removed. Old Tulliburdine, after
ransacking every corner of his castle, came back laughing to the
Prince, swearing ““the loon had not'left as much as a silver spoon in
the house.,” Rejoicing, Lowever, that the cellar could not be emptied
at a short notice, the brave old gentleman set about getting up a feast
directly, and all the resources the neighbourhood could furnish were
put in requisition for the purpose. In the meanwhile the Prince was
conducted by his host through the castle, much of which had been
wodernized, to the great grief of Tullibardine, who regretted cuch
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innovation, which made his castle look less like what it was when be
- had left it. On entering the garden his surprise was still greater, to
find additions to a considerable extent had been made in this depart-
ment ; even to the luxury ofigreen and hothouses, and the culture of
foreign fruits. It was @t Blair Athol, Charles Edward first tasted
pine-apples, which the banquet of that festal day furnished. A wild
and singular banquet it was ; the dishes were of a sufficiently substan-
tial character for the old baronial times ; the exigencies of the hour
precluded the possibility of the careful cooking of anything ; while the
produce of th&®gardens and the cellars bespoke modern refinement, and
were fit for the board of a king ; but even here the absence of all
suitable accessories was ludicrous. The commonest ware, and not
much of that, bore costly delicacies ; and the choicest wines were quaffed
from horn cups. But still right joyous was that wild banquet, and
the ancient hall of Blair Athol rang through the night with loud
merriment, till dawn surprised some of the carousers at their potations,
and the hoarse exhausted song of the reveller was but a prelude to the
clear, outgushing melody of the lark.

That morning melody had wakened Ellen from her slumbers, which
had been deep and refreshing, far removed from the riot of the hall;
and shc arose to enjoy the early fragrance of the gardens she saw
sparkling in dew beneath her window. To rove through a garden
was at all times to Ellen an exquisite pleasure, and she found in that
of Blair Athol much to admire. It scemed as if great care had been
bestowed on this department of the establishment, and in her walk
among its flowers the morning passed swiftly away. As the day ud-
vanced, stragglers running to and fro indicated the stir of life again
about the castle, and the old lord himself was soon after seen making
his appearance upon:a grassy slope, that led from the house to the
garden. As in this neighbourhood there was a beautiful bed of flowers,
Ellen hastened thither, doubting not she should find him, but on
reaching the spot she stood alone amidst it$ bloom and its fragrance ;
she raised her voice and called on him by name, but no answer was
returned, and then, stepping into one of the neighbouring walks, she
commenced a search. At length she caught a glimpse of him through
an opening in an old hedge, whose antiquity showed it to be an origi-
nal boundary of the garden, and she followed to keep him cempany.
As she approached, she observed him looking attentively upon the
trunk of an ancient tree, beside which an old but flourishing bush of
white rose was growing, and he had just taken a knife from his pocket
as if to cut some memento on the bark, which already bore the rough
scams of some former carving.

On being addressed by Ellen, the old gentleman turned round and
saluted her courteonsly, while she inquired how le could choose to
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ramble in that grass-grown and neglectad place, while so beautiful o
garden lay so near.

« ‘“My dear child,” he said, ¢ this was the garden. Yonder is the
doing of my Whig brother, who loves sew kings and new fashions
better than I. T'his is the place where I stole apples as & boy, and I
would not give this neglected, grges-grown spot, for. ten times the
‘ beautifications ” that hdwe been at the other side of that hedge.
Do you see that old tree ? T have climbed it when it and I were younger,
to the terror of nry poor mother. It bears a memento, too, of my hand
in manhood —look here !” and he pointed out to her, as he spoke, the
initials of his name and the date 1715, carved in the bark.

“ Tn that year,” he said, “ I fought for the royal house which now
I fight for. In that year I planted that white rose, the emblem of our
cause, beside that tree ; and now I return, after thirty years of exile,
and the tree still stands, and the resc still flourishes; good omen of
success ! And do you wonder I love this old garden better than the
new one ? No! I see you don’t ; by your glistening eyes ! And now
I am going to carve my name and 1745 on that same old tree, whose
burk shall bear the record that Tullibardine was ever loyal to his king.
Yes! that trce and I are older and weaker than we were when I
played among its branches. 1 am too old to climb, and it too weak to
hear; but still, though shaken by time, we are unchanged in nature.
As well might that tree assume another foliage as I become a Whig.
As well might it desert it8 roots, as I desert the cause of Charles
Stuart.”  Ellen’s heart swelled at the enthusiasm of the old man, who
began carving his memorial on the tree, while she commenced a care-
ful selection of the choicést neighbouring roses, as a welcome tribute
to the Prince, sayind she was certain the flowers would be doubly
welcome when he heard the history of the tree from which they had
been gathered.

Having culled her bunch of roses, Ellen sauntered up and down the
old garden, waiting till Tullibardine had fhished his carving on the
tree, that he might bear her company; and as she approached the
hedge she fancied her name was spoken at the other side of it. She
paused and listened, and distinctly heard her name repeated, and by a
voice which she recognised for Kirwan’s. ¢ A reply was returned, but
the intervention of the fence prevented her from hearing sufficiently
well to know who spoke, though she rather imagined it was Ned. She
caught the sound of Kirwan’s voite again, and in a higher tone, which
seemed to produce a louder reply than before, at once identifying
Edward as the speaker. There was a peculiar tone in the conver-
sation, indistinct as it was, that could not be mistaken for friendliness,
and a suspicion flashed across Ellen’s mind as to its nature, which
while it made her heart tremble, also piqued her curiosity, and
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approaching still closer to the hedge, she listened breathlessly for the
next word.

Now Ellen, though the soul of hunour, and the last in vhe world .
who would wilfully play the eavesdropper, could not resist this
temptation. But who could blame a woman for listening under such
circamstances ? hearing her own name mentioned, and that in an angry
tone, between two persons wh he knewywere her admirers, and
trembling for what the result might be,—perhaps a deadly quarrel,
which it would be her duty to prevent. She stood in a state of
perfect fascination, as the conversation proceeded, and the speakers
having drawn nearer, she cculd gather much of what was said.
Kirwan’s tone was haughty and intemperate ; Edward’s, though indig-
nant, more under restraint. She hcard Kirwan calling Edward to
account for his over assiduous manner to herself, which Edward
defended as being perfectly within the limit of homage which any gen-
tleman may offer to a lady. This Kirwan denied, and a good deal of
what followed was lost ; but it scemed a hurried discussion of how far
attentions might go without being construed into meaning anything,
and Kirwan seemed to assume to himself the right of questioning any
approaches to Miss Lynch, an intervention which Ned did not scem
at all inclined to give way to. Something offensive followed, implying
that Edward was not entitled to look so high. This was followed by
an cnthusiastic outbreak on Edward’s part, not in assertion of his own
deserts, but asking Kirwan who nas worthy of so ¢ divine a creature.”
Words ran higher every moment, and at last, in a very violent tone,
Kirwan called upon his rival to abandon all pretension to Miss Lynch'’s
notice, and desist from further *intrusiom upon that lady.” Ned
replied with excellent temper, that when that lady’s manner made him
fecl his attentions were intrusive, he should retire, but that he would
not receive dismissal from other hands. Xirwan, in still stronger
language, insisted on his renouncing all pretension to her socicty, on
the spot. Ned very shontly and indignantly guve a plump refusal,
and Ellen heagd some enthusiastic expression about laying down his
life a thousand times for her. She then heard Kirwan say, with
terrible distinetness, ¢ One of the thousand will do for me, sir—
draw !” .

The next instant she heard the clink of swords, and uttering a
piercing scream, she sprang to the entrance through the fence, and
ran into the garden, where she beheld the two young men engaged in
deadly encounter, and rushed between them. At her presence they
dropped the points of their swords, while Tullibardine made his appear-
ance suddenly, startled by Ellen’s cries, and following her footsteps
rapidly. She, pale as death, looked silently at the combatants, who
stood mute and abashed befove her, while the old lord, with stern
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dignity, reproved them for the outrage they had committed, reminding
them that, while the Prince honoured the castle with his presence, it
became & palace, within whose pretincts to draw s sword Wlspumsh
able with death,

“ Surrender your swords to me, sirs,” said ,Tullibardine.

The young men obeyed.

“ You are both under arrest, sijf; and I desire you mmmtly to
walk before me to the castle, where you shall be confined till & court-
martial be called.”

“ My lord,” said Ned “I only beg to assure you that I was igno-
rant of the law it seems I have broken.”

“ Then, sir, 'tis well if you do not learn an over-dear leason,”
answered Tullibardine, sternly. * Go before me, gentlemen,” he added.

“ Oh, my lord !” exclaimed Ellen, whose heart sank at the name of
a court-murtial, “ for Heaven’s sake pardon the thoughtlessness of these
geutlemen, who, I am sure, quite forgot the neighbourhood of the
Prince, and are therefore unintentional offenders.”

“ It is quite clear they did forget, Miss Lynch, and so do you seem
to forget what is due to your Prince, in interceding for such bold
offenders.”

Ellen had never heard the old man speak so harshly before, and
hung her head to conceal the tears which his reproof had caused, and
with a8 heavy heart followed him to the castle, whither he advanced,
marching his prisoners before him. On reaching the hall he sent
for two armed Highlanders, and giving directions to a servant to place
Kirwan and Ned within the strong rooms of the old turret, desired
the nghlanders to keep watch at the door of each chamber.

The prisoners were marched off immediately, and Tullibardine re-
turned to the garden, whither Ellen followed, notwithstanding the
rebuff she had already received, to endeavour to soften the anger of
the punctilious old nobleman : but she found him inexorable ; all the ¢
arguments she urged in favour of the prisoners were in vain. Most
fitly she suggested the wisdom of not weakening theix small force
by the bad example of letting & quarrel in their own little band be a
subject of inquiry and punishment, while there wks a common enemy to
be fought ;—that at such a moment, unanimity among themselves was of
more consequence than the observance of court etiquette ;—and that the
probable ignorance of both, certainly of one of the party, of the nature
of the offence they committed, ought to be mercifully taken into consi-
deration. But to all these sensible observations the old courtier was
deaf. In his view everything was less important than the respect due
to royalty, and the argument advanced, of the Prince standing in need
of friends at the immediate moment, only made him more indignant
with the offenders.
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“When our Prince is here,” he said, “almost at the mercy of his
lieges to restore him to power, it more bechoves us that he shall nct
have Lis royal dignity despised nor abated one jot ; his very weak-
ness, in this case, makes his strength ; for what is wanting to him in
real power must be mede up to him by the homage of loyal and true
hearts ; and though he might not, at the present moment, be able or
willing to assert his dignity and privileges to the fullest, it is the duty
of his servants to see that they be not infringed ; and in my eyes, Miss
Lynch, an offence against our ill-provided Prince, our royal Master’s
alter ego, in this humble Highland dwelling, is as great an offence
as if committed against the potert Louis in the Twileries.”

Ellen assured him she was not insensible to the loyal spirit in which
he spoke ; it was only in a prudential point of view she urged him to
be merciful and say nothing about it; and that if the secret lay with
the parties already in possession of it, therec was no fear of the affair
reaching the Prince’s ears; “ and then, my lord,” said she, enforcing
her argument with one of her sweetest smiles, “you remember how
truly and beautifully the poet says,

¢ He that is robbed, not wanting what is stolen,
Let him not know it, and he’s not robbed at all.””

But Ellen’s smiles and quotations were in vain. She might have
smiled her life out, and exhausted a whole library without moving
Tullibardine. He returned a stern look in exchange for KElen’s smile,
and said,

« Miss Lynch, the poet.there speaks of a purse; and would you
place money on a level with the dignity of the crown {”  »

“ At least, my dear sir,” answered Ellen, still trying to force him
out of his severity by playfulness, “you will acknowledge they are
both gold.”

¢ QOr silver,” Miss Lynch, returned my lord, with chilling severity,
“ asthe case may be. Miss Lynch, the subject is not one to treat with
levity, and in one devoted to your King, as I know you are, I am sur-
prised to observe the temper in which you discuss this subject. An
offence punishable with death-—death, Miss Lynch, is committed in
my garden, and I am®not to see the offender punished, forsooth, be-
cause you can quote poetry !”

¢ This is unjust, iny lord. In devotion to my king T will yield to
no one, and I only appealed to your prudence and mercy to induce you
to overlook what is, after all, but a breach of ctiquette, too heavily
punishable to-make it Christian-like to prosecute.”

“Ho, ho!” exclaimed Tullibardine, getting very angry. ¢ So,
Mademoisells, you first spout poctry and then preach Christianity to
me, to meke me forget the honour of my Prince ; but you shall learn,
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Mademoiselle, that old men are not to be moved from their duty by
love-sick young ladies.”

Ellen. felt the phrase “love-sick ” severely, and replied with spirit
to Tullibardine : ¢ My lord, since you so mistake my motives, I shall
tuke my leave;” and, making a low curtsey, retired with dignity ; but
when she was sheltered from the stern old man’s view, tears sprang to
her eyes, and she cried with puse vexation that the state of her heart
should be suspected.

Of thiz, I believe, a woman is more jealous than a miser of his gold.
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CHAPTER XXVIIt.

" oTae ing words of the old lord presented to Ellen a new aspect
of the affairs of the morning. Hitherto her views and motives
regarded the interests of others : now they assumed a selfish form—a
rare occurrence with her. The sternness of Tullibardine’s manner
left no doubt on her mind that he would bring the offenders to punish-
ment, and the stinging phrase  love-sick” conjured up a host of
hateful imaginings as to the facts that would come out in the course
of the examination. The cause of quarrel would naturally become a
matter of question, and therefore her name would inevitably be
mixed up in the transaction, and in a way of all others most grievous
to a lady; for where is the woman of right feeling who would
not shudder at being supposed the cause of a duel? Such were her
thoughts as she wended her way to the castle, and sought her chamber ;

* her pretty notion of presenting.the verses to the I’rince being
abandoned in the serious considerations of the hour. She began to
hope that perhaps neither of the gentlemen engaged would confegs
what was the cause of their quarrel, but that hope was abandoned in the
speedily-following belief, that on so serious a matter they must waive
all delicacy, and answer every question asked. Nay, as she was
present, perhaps sBe herself might be called on to declare all she
knew about the matter, and then, * what would become of her ?” To
stand the gaze of a court of inquiry, and be forced by her own word
of mouth to declare how important a share she had in the transaction
—it was too dreadful, and she wrung her hands in very bitterness of
grief, pacing up and down the chamber, exclaiming in arr under breath,
“ What is to be done!” Poor Ellen! she was in sad perturbation,
and was long undecided what steps to pursue:—whether to let things
sake their course, or speak to her father, and telling him all she
knew about it, seek his counsel. Yes—she would tell her father, and
her hand was on the lock of the door to open it, and go forth tv seek
him, when the project was abandoned on second thoughts.

She hsd scrious objection to speak to Lynch on the subject, for
she dreaded his blame. He had made it sofficiently intelligible to
Ellen, that a union with Kirwan would plesse him, and he might,

- I .

"
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perchance, say, that had she thought more of his wishes, and acoepted
one so worthy in every way, this could not have occurred. Then
again, the quarrel implied that the advances of some one else must
have been sufficiently apparent to arouse the anger of her former
suitor, and therefore there mugt be s long talk about love affairs,
which to Ellen Lynch was the most hateful thing in the world, and
that determined her to say nothing to her father. Such a dislike
ever belongs to minds of refinement and imagination. Those of
grosser clay may discoursé in common of such engagements, and see
nothing more in treating of them than of others. To love, (if ever
they do—and to marry, which they do if they cap,) is nothing more
in their eyes than a worldly concern, which they would as-soon
discuss as any other matter; but fo & sensitive nature there is some-
thing beyond earthliness in all that belongs to love. It is held too
sacred a thing to be the common talk of the world—too’ precious to be
approached by every body—the very hoard of the heart, guarded with
a miscr’s care, and bolts and bars are put upon it that none may pass
but the one who is lawful partner in it. So strongly does this
feeling imbue sensitive natures, that they have a repugnance even
to the imputation of a love which they bear not. Its very name
touches sudh chords in their souls, which the finger of the jester
may not approach. It is then—

“ Like sweet bells jangled out of tune.”

To produce harmony, one chosen hand alone can wake it, and then
it doth

“ Discourse most eloquent mmie.i;

‘When Ellen had abandoned the thought of speaking to her father,
she next entertained the idea of seeking the Prince, and interceding
for the prisoners at his feet ; but here again she dreaded her motive
might be questioned, and shrank front the attempt. What, then, was
to bedone? She saw nothing could ftee her from her embarrassment
but the liberation and flight of the prisoners; and this idea took final
and firm posdession of her mind, and towards its achievement all the
resources of her invention were called into action.

To reconnoitre the turret whére they were confined was her first
object, and this she undertook on the instint. She thought it likely
the prisoners would be locking towards the window, if window there
was in their place of durance ; and she had not the least doubt that if
she made her. appearance before them, the gentlemen would not be
unlikely to approach the casement to look at her. Bhe put her scheme
in practice, and it answered admirsbly; both her admirers: rushed to
the windows, as she pacgd the grass plat in its vicinity, and she was
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giad 60" find that those casements lay on different mngles of the
turret, so that communications might be held with one without being
under the observation of the other. Satisfied of this fact, she sum-
moned Phaidrig to her presence, determining to make him her
confident, and seek strength in his advice.

All the objections she entertained to speak to others on the subject
vanished as regarded Phaidrig; he was an attached adberent of her
family, loved her to'devotion, and, as an inferior, would feel the con-
fidence reposed in him an honour, binding kim to respect and silence,
which an equal might not observe.

¢ Phaidrig,” said Ellen, as he cntered her presence. “I have sen
for you to have a confidential word with you about something.”

% Oh yis, Miss,~I guessed youd be throubled about it.”

% "You know, then, what I allude to?”

% To be sure T do,” said Phaidrig, who wished, with that delicate
address belonging to the Irish people, to spare her the awkwardness
of opening the subject, therefore dashed into it himself; his natural
perception leading him at once to the right conclusion as to what
that subject was:—‘ you mane the scrimage in the gardin, this
morning?” *

“ Yes, Phaidrig.”

« 1 thought so. Indeed it is a crooked turn the thing has takeu,
Migs Ellen.”

“ *Tis most painful, Phaidrig.”

% Sure, then, it’s a quare counthry,” said the piper, * where they
wouldn’t let gentlemen have their quarrel out their own way.”

¢ *Tis not for their quarrelling, Phaidrigy—it is for drawing their
swords 8o near the presence of the king.”

“"Musha then, but the ways o’ the world is quare! Ilere’s half
‘the swoords in Scotland goin’ to be dhrawn in the king’s cause, and
out o’ them all you mustn’t dhraw one in your own.”

" “ Not just that, Phaidrig: it is drawing the sword withiu the
forbidden limit, is the offence—so near the king’s presence, you
nnderstand.
s Arrdh, Miss Ellen, you have too much sense not to see that is non-
sense. Sure you may flourish your swoord undher a king’s nose, so
near thit you've'a chance of cuttin’ it ff, as long as it’s in a battle—
wnd you'reshero for that. But if you are some perches out of his
“#ight, arld stone wa!'ls betune you and him, you must kéep your blade
‘in"goud behaviour. ‘Ten't that rank nonsense, Miss Ellen?”

~“ Y ou must rergember the respect dué to the prince, Phaidrig. o

"““Faix’ the man who wouldn't respect himself first, and back his
‘ownquarrel, would have but ljttle respect for a prince, or be little bkbly
to'stend up for Iis cause. But, to cume billk to the story, as I sald
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afore—it’s a crookod turn, and how can we make it stifraiter ?—-ibr ﬂm’l
the matther.”

¢ Could we not help them to escape from cotifinemont ?”

“ X dar say,” said Phaidrig, “with a little head-work. gﬂt
the danger so great as to require it ?” .

“ The offence ds punishable with death.”

¢ Death '—oh murther '— Tut, tut, Miss Ellen, they wouldti"t kill
them for that—don’t think it.”

¢ The old lord is desperate about it.” .

“ Yes — I dar say—he’s a bitther owld pill. But the prince lmnsé&f,
Miss, wouldn’t hear of it ? be'd just maybe give them s repr;mnnd

when he made an inquiry into the thing—and—"

*“ 'That,” interrupted Ellen, “is the thing of all others I M%
avoid —inquiry. 1 would not, for the world, have the cause of this
quarrel made a talk of. You are an old, an attached follower, Phaidrig
—faithful and kind ; and I don’t hesitate to tell you, that—" Bum,aho
did hesitate. . ¢ In short,” she continued, to be candid with Iou-—-
1 mean that sumetimes gentlemen will—will— )

“ Will fight about a lady,” said Phaidrig, slily.

The words called a blush 10 Ellen’s cheek, but its pain was spare;l,
by the blinduess of her companion. “You are right, Phaidrig,”
she suid ; “but though you know that, I would not wish the world te
know it.”

* Faia then they’ll make a sharp guess at it, Miss.”

“ Do you think =0 ?” :

“ Sartinly.”

“ Why, gentlemen may fight about many things.”

“ Yus, Miss Fllen, after dinner. When the wine is ia and the wit is
unt, a hot word will sometime breed a*quarrel ; but when gentlemen,
in the cool ¢ the morning, go scrioudly to work, it's mostly a lady is
at the bottom of it.”

« Do you know, then, the people hq'e are aware of the cause of the
duc] this morning ?”

* No—1I don’t know it—but I suppbsé they are not fools, anid have
their eyes and cars as well as other people ; 5o, as far as that goes, tuke
no throuble about it, for I'll go bail they are up to it.”

“ Well, let them!” said Ellen, pettishly. « Let them suspect winé
they like, so long as there is no examination—no words sbout it !

“ Ah!-~there it is]" said Phaidrig, “that’s the way o’ the world
all cver. It's.not the thing we care so much for, as the. thing. beity
talked of. But why would you care, Miss Nelly, alanna; isure
what's the shame of your being beloved by twe brave.gentlensen?-for
indeed they are brave. The one loves the Howers you teggd on, and
the-other the ground they grow out of ; the one-is-an old friend, ‘the
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growth of family connexion ; the other a ncwer one, turned up by
chance in an hour of trial—and well he behaved in it, and since that
same, I hear, was near you in trouble again. Kierawaun is good
owld Galwsy blood, and Fitzjarl is a good name, no denying it,
though he may not know just the branch he belongs to—but I'd be
book-sworn the good dhrop is in him, for he gives his money, and
keeps his word, like s gentleman ; Misther Kierawaun will bave a
purty little estate one o' these days, and Misther Fitzjarl has a
rich uncle at his back ; throth, I couldn’t make a pin’s choice between
them ; it’s only yourself could do it, Miss Nelly ; and indeed I would,
if I was you, and settle the dispute out of hand.”

¢ Ah, as cunning as you are, Phaidrig,” said Ellen, laughing,
(for confidences wit.. inferiors in rank are made easier by mirth,)—
“ cunning as you *hink yourself, you shan’t find me out. Besides, my
good Phaidrig, remember these are not times for wedding—the king’s
.cause before ours.”

¢ Lanna machree!” said Phaidrig, tenderly, “the cause of Nature
is before the cause of kings,—there is no jewel in a king’s crown worth
the pure love »f a pure heart.”

Ellen was tuncl »d with the truth of the saying, but still, trying to
daugh, told Phaic ig he was getting poetical.

*“Miss Ellen, I can’t help it, sometimes. Sure, when the truth is
strong in us it will come up, like a spring, bright and bursting, znd
flow out of us, whether we will or no.”

“ Well, Phaidrig, all the poetry in the world won’t get our friends
out of their confincment—we must consider how that is to be done.”

“ Then you are still for their escape ?” .

«I would psefer it.” '

“ Then your will is my pleasure, Miss, and T'll do all I can fur
you.” . .

Eller + 1 the piper how the prisoners were situated ; upon whick
he saiu a rope was all they wanted for their purpose, by which th.
prisoners could lower themselves from their windows.

Ellen questioned the danger of such a mode of descent fr - such
A height.

« Tut I” exclaimed Phaidrig, “ you forget Misther Fitzjarl.i -ed
to the sea, and a rope is as good as a flight o’ stairs to h* °

« True,” said Ellen, quite satisfied with the remark, and made no
further observation. But this incident, slight as it was, furnished

-the acuteness of the blind man with a clue to her feelings.

To give notice to the prisoners of the intended efforts in their
favour was the next objeet, and this, Phaidrig promisetito effect by means
of his pipes. Led by Ellen to the part of the turret which fortunately
for thedn lay at  remote angle of the building, she desired the piper to
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play the ¢ Cuckoo’s Nest,” as that she knew would attract Edward’s
attention. Phaidrig wanted to know why thiat air would produce
that effect, to which Ellen replied, that much as he knew, he must be
content not to be in all her secrets, and cunning as he was, she defied
him to find that out. The fact was, the “ Cuckoo’s Nest” was the
melody to which Ned had sung his song at Glenfinnin, and the moment
Phaidrig played it, Ned appeared at the window. What was his
dehght to see Ellen wave her hand to him, and pomt to Phaidrig’s
pipes, as much as to say, “observe what he plays.” She waited no
longer than to tell Phaidrig Ned was listening, but her momentary
presence was enough to enchant the captive. The signal she had
chosen to give him, too, was the air of the song h# had sung to her,
and his heart beat with transport. Phaidrig | n Xt played «The
Twisting of the Rope;” next in succession, * The I gqy Den,” and
then « Yourself along with Me,” after which he retired.

This language of music Ned thus translated—¢ by the assistance of
a rope he was to effect his escape in the cvening when Phaidrig
should call him.” He was watchful now for every pas<ing circum-
stance ; no light or sound escaped him, as he held car ful watch at
the window. It was some hours, however, before a .y thing worthy
of observation occurred; but then he saw he haud rightly read
Phaidrig’s warning, for a rope was lowered opposite his window, and
he lost not a moment in drawing it rapidly into his room. He coiled
it up, sailor fashion, and was looking about the chamber, which was
very bare of furniture, to sece where he might stow it away to escape
observation in case his room might be visited, when he heard a foot
outside the door, and the key turned in the lock.
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How. the repe was lowered to Ned, lest it might be a mystery to
the reader, or supposed to be the work of some “sweet little cherub”
that was “sitting aloft” on the root of the castle, we shall explain ;

_ for all supernatural agencies we beg to disclaim in this our truest of

 histories, which treats but of human affairs throughott. Phaidrig
‘hawing promised to supply the rope “somehow or other,” Ellen care-
tully reconnoitred the turret, and found, by reckoning its battlements,
exactly the points where the windows lay; and as she had ascended
that very turrct the day before, in company with Tullibardine, who
wished to show her a fine view from the platform on its top, there was

‘+mo difficulty in her ascending the tower again for the same supposed

* veason, and under the folds of a cloak it was easy to conceal the coil
of rope, and thus, without the slightest suspicion attaching to ier act,
she was enabled to supply the necessary means of flight to her captive
friend, though it must be confessed fortune presented an embarrassment
in the time of its arrival which was most inopportune.

In a castle under regular “watch and ward,” all thesc plottings
and. schemes of deliverance would not have been so casy of design
and execution; but, with the irregular nature of the armed forces
about it, it was no such diflicult matter. The superiors in commaund
were engaged in council most of the day contriving their campaign ;
and as for the Highlanders, they were straggling idly about the hills, or
enjoying the rest the halt afforded, or cooking their dinners, or, in
short, doing any thing but taking care of the castle; which, after all,
there was no necessity for guarding, save for the two prisoners, who
were too unimportant to excite a care; for the Prince was in the
midst of devoted followers, no enémy was within scores of miles,
and why should the Highlanders “fash” themselves about regular
military order ?

Ellen had kapt close to her chamber all day, save at such times as
she stole abroad in furtherance of her own peculjar plans, This she
did to avoid the chance of encountering any question or being engaged
in any conversation on the business of the morning, and it was not
‘until late in the day she had a visit from her father, whose services had
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been in constant requisition for some previous hours in the council.
She feared he would make some mention of the morning adventire,
but in this she happily deceived herself. Lynch was equally annoyed
at the circumstance as his daughter, and knowing besides how painful
it would be to her, abstained from any allusion to the subject. It had
already given him sufficient pain; he had endeavoured to dissuade
Tullibardine from following the matter up in the spirit of indignation
which jhe first evinced on the sabject, but in vain. The old pune-
tilious courtier was resolute on punishment, therefore Lynch dropped
the subject as soon as he could, with him, and depended on the
graciousness of the Prince for 2 more sensible and ggerciful termi-
nation of the business. After a brief visit, Lynch left Ellensto
the solitude of her chamber, while he went to join the feast in the
ball.
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CHAPTER XXX.

In the meanume how fared it with Ned in his prison-chamber? We
left him rathep in a dilemma. Fortune is a capricious soxt of dame,
often behaving like the ill-natured cow, who when she has given
plenty of milk, kicks down the pail, and Ned trembled for the fate of
his rope which the slippery lady had sent him. By “sglippery lady,”
we by no means intend Ellen. Heaven forfend we sflould give so
ungracious a title to a heroine. Oh no !—we mean to indicate Fortune
by that epithet, and as no one has ever accused her of being over
steady, our conscience is free from reproach; we have not been the
first to take away her character, und we call her slippery without
remorse ; whereas a young lady to be so, particularly when she was on
the roof of a house, where a slip would be a serious matter, would
endanger not only her good name but her neck.

But to return to Ned and hisrope. When he heard the key turned.in
the door, and he standing with the aforesaid rope in his hand, whereon
depended his hopes of liberty, he thought all was lost; but, as in
desperate emergencies, thought, stimulated by the spur of necessity or
danger, sometimes suggests a sudden measure of escape, so, on the
present occasion she stood Ned'’s friend. In an instant he laid down the
coil of rope close to the hinged side of the door, which, on being opefted,
screened the object it was so important to hide, thus making the means
of discovery also the means of concealment. A servant entered, bearing
some refreshment, which having deposited on a little rickety table,
the only one in the room, he asked, civilly, if there was any thing
¢lse Ned required; and Ned, only wanting his absence, got rid of him
as {ast as he could, and the door being once again closed, and the
rope safe, it was crammed immediately up the chimney, until its
services should be required at the time of “the foggy dew.”

That long-wished-for hour at length arrived, and when the
evening shades began to gather on the hills, and the revel without
and within the castle had unfitted all for guardianship, Ellen and
Phaidrig stole forth, and at the turret’s base gave the pipe-signal.
Ellen watched the window anxiously, which soon was opened,—
she perceived Edward emerging froin the casement and prepare
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to descend—she trembled with anxiety as she looked at the fearful
height, and was forced to lean on Phaidrig for support. It was
too dusky to distinguish the rope, and when Edward’s. hand let go
the window-sill where he had steadied his weight before he com-
mitted himself to the rope, to avoid oscillation 3s much as possible, and
that Ellen saw him swinging in middle air, she shut her eyes and held
them closed, until Edward’s voice close beside her assured her of his
safety.

“ Dear Miss Limch!” he said, “ how shall I thank you for this kind
interest in my fortunes?*

“ I do not forget,” gaid Ellen, “how much I owe to you. On the
score of obligation I am still in your debt.”

“ No, no!” returned Edward, *the pleasure of serving you is
sufficient reward for the service ;—but this present escape of mine
—to what is it to lead ?” . . R

«“ To freedom, of course,” said Ellen. ¢ You must fly this place
immediately, and escape the consequences of this merning’s rashness.”

“ To me it seems,” returned Ned, ¢ that to break my arrest is a
greater offence than the one for which I was confined. I have no
desire to fly from trial ;—but perhaps my kind friend Phaidrig here
can explain the matter ?”

“ Not a bit,” said Phaidrig; “it’s all her own ordhering, and so let
her explain it herself. Just walk off a bit there with the young
misthiss, Masther Ned, out of my hearing, and you can say what you
like to each other.”

The obvious hint in the piper’s speech did not escape Ned, who lost
not an instant in seizing Ellen’s hand and pressing it tenderly, at the
same moment leading her away; but she resisted gently, and said,
in a flurried manner, to Phaidrig, that she had no secrets to com-
municate.

“ Tut, tut, tut, Miss Nelly, don’t vex me,” exclaimed Phaidrig;
« go off there, and talk your little talk together, or by this and that
T’ll make a screech on the pipes that will bring the whole castle about
your ears, I will!” '

¢ Phaidrig ?” exclaimed Ellen, in a tone expressive of wonder, and
implying command.

« I'm in airnest, Miss Nelly, and you know I'm wicked whén I'm
in airnest. Go off and talk, I tell you.”

¢ You surprise me, Phaidrig.”

« Faix then Y'll astonish you if you don’t go.” Filling the air-bag of
his pipes with some rapid strokes of the bellows as he spoke, he laid
his 'hand on the chanter, and raised it in menace. “Be off, Miss Nelly,
you little stubborn thing, or I'll blow—1I will, by St: Patrick !”

Ned, adding his entreaties to Phaidrig’s menaces, and enforcing his
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refuest by drawing Ellen’s arm within his own and pressing it gently
to his heart, whispered low in her ear, “ Pray come.”

He then led her, unresistingly and in silence, some twenty paces
apart. Both their hearts were beating rapidly, for Phaidrig’s words
had prepared N&d to speak and Ellen to hear what neither had con-
templated in this meeting.

Edward was the first to find his tongne ; he prayed ber to tell him
her reasons for wishing his flight.

She answered her f¥ars for his safety, and assured him Lord Tulli-
bardine was bent on the extreme punishment.

“ Fear not for my life,” said Ned ; *“even if the severe discipline of
the old lord urged him to the uttermost, the %ffair must ultimately

at the Prince’s option, and I will never believe he would, under
present circumstances, permit matters to be carried to extremity ; and
I am so blameless in the occursence of this morning, that I have no
dread of standing my %rial for it.”

¢ No, no |—No trial,” said Ellen, * for my sake, no trial !”

I see, by your objection, you know the cause of the quarrcl, and
can feel your motives for suppressing all question about it ; but let
me assure you, I am guiltless of involving a lady’s name so un-
pleasantly.” .

¢ believe you,” said Ellen.

“T was called upon at the sword’s point to renounce all claim to
you—you, who are all my hope in this world. Yes, Miss Lynch,
yes ; let me once for all avow, that without you, this life is valueless,
and I am careless how soon I lose it, unless it may be dedicated to
your service—service i3 & cold word—Oh, Ellen ! you are my worship,
my adoration !”

It was the first time he had ever called her Ellen, and he was
startled at the sound himself. “ Pardon me,” he exclaimed, “ for the
iiberty my tongue has taken with your sweet name !”

«QOh, don’t talk of ceremony with me,” said Ellen. ¢ So tried a
friend as you is more than deserving of so small a familiarity.”

“ Bless you!” exclaimed Ned, venturing to raise her hand to his lips,
and imprinting on it a devoted kiss.

Ellen withdrew her hand suddenly.

“Be not offended, Ellen. This night must make me hope or
despair for the future. In the first place, let me tell you, your
father is aware of my love for you.”

“Indeed !”

*“Yes. On leaving Nantes, my uncle avowed it to him, and offered
to make all his fortune ours if he would consent to our union. Your
father did not refuse—he only made me promise not to address you as
a lover until this expedition was over, and candidly avowed he had
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intended another umion for you.—I guessed it was.:Mister Kirwam
Think them with what heavy heart I saw you leave France in his .
company—led to the boat by his very hand—his companion on board
the same ship. Think what bitterness was added to defeat, when, after
the furious action we had sustained, my ship was driven back, while
his proceeded in ‘safety, bearing off all I prized in the world, giving
to my rival the advantage of such fearful odds, that the chance was he
should rob me of that treasure for whose sake I had cngaged in
the desperate fortunes of Prince Charles. ! did you but know
the risks, and trials, and difficulties, I encountered to get back from
France to England ;—the additionsl dangers that beset me there in
Lolding communication with the disaffected in the midst of jealous
and watchful guardians of the law. Did you but know the obstacles
which had to be overcome in following here with speed—the sleepless
nights I gave to travelling, that 1 might once more be near yow:
Oh! when 1 tell you all this,—done for your sake,—and that you
remember I kept my promise to your father, and did not plead my love,
you must give me credit for forbearance. But now forbearance were
folly. The time absolves me—I may—I must speak, and I ask you
at once to be mine !'—Yes, adored one, if I am to fly, be you the
partner of my flight; my uncle will receive us with open armsge—
fortune is before us—Ileave these scenes of danger and coming war,
for peace, and sccurity, and love!”

“ Your ardour hurries you strangely away,” said Ellen, laughing.;
“you must think women made of very yielding materials, to suppose
that the moment a man names marriage, they are ready to jump into
his proposal, and B &ostchmse at the same time. Oh, Mister Fitz-
gerald! Is that your opinion of the sex ?——those divinities you so
much adore !’

Ned felt very foolish at this sudden parry of Ellen, which left him
open to Ler ridicule,%and cven through the gloom he could perceive
the mirthful malice which twmkled in her eye, as she thus suddenly
cut him off in his heroics.

Ned was all penitence in 2 moment. for his presumption ; begged
her to consider the urgent circumstances which betrayed him ; prayed
her not to laugh at his folly; protested that no one could baveu higher
opinion of the sex, but as for their being all divinities, he vowed he
never said any such thing, and sware she herself was the only divinity
of them all.

“Of course!” said Ellen, “of course!” laughing heartily, while
poor Ned stamped with downright vexation, and prayed her not to
laugh at him.

* One comfort the poor woruen have,” added Ellen, *is, that esch
one is a divinity to somebody, for a little while, at all events.
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Grecian, Roman, and Snub, have their various worshippers. But
now, to be serious, and return to the business of the night——you
must fly.”

 Suppose I cannot reconcile it to my sense of duty,” said Ned.

“Or suppose that you refuse me so small a request,” returned
Ellen, reproachfully—

“No, no!” exclaimed Edward, passionately, “I can refuse you
nothing ;—for your sake I would—"

¢ Well, then,” said¥Ellen, with peculiar sweetness, “ for my sake.”

There was an expression in that one little word “my,” which went
to Ned's very heart, and dropped balm there ; it had that peculiar
eloguence especially belonging to women, which may be called the
eloguence of tonme, in which they are so excelling, that the ear must
be dull indeed which cannot interpret the melodious meaning.

¢ You will go now,” continued Ellen, “ now that I desire it.”

“ To do your bidding in all things is the dearest pleasure of my
life,” said Ned ;. “ your first bidding I will obey, but befare I go, let
your second bidding be, to bid me hope.”

“ Have you no cause, then, to hope already ?” said Ellen, with
mingled sweetness and reproachfulness.

“ Yes, yes, I have indeed!” said Ned; ¢ but pardon, if, before
I leave you, I would wish to hear——"

Ere he could finish the sentence, the alarum bell of the castle rang
out fiercely, startling the soft silence through which their own
whispers were audible, and Ellen, uttering a faint cry of terror, ex-
claimed they were discovered, and besought Edward to instant flight.

 Say you love me, then I” he cried, * before .I go.”

'Fhe sudden alarm, added to her previous excitefnent, had so over-
come Ellen, that, breathing a faint sigh, she sank into Edward’s arms.
He pressed her to his heart, and kissed her, but found she was quite
insensible—she had fainted. He bore her hastily in his arms to
where Phaidrig had been left waiting, and, followed by the piper,
sought, for the present, a shelter from discovery in one of the shadiest
spots of the garden, while the alarum bell still kept up its discordant
clangor, calling the inmates of the castle to be “ up and doing.”—-_.
was a sound to make the hearts of fugitives tremble.
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ELLEN, on recovering her consciousness, found herseit iymg on a
grassy slope, her head resting on Phaidrig’s lap, and Edward kneeling
beside her, bathing her temples—a handkerchief swept across the dewy
grass gupplying the cooling drops. The alarum bell was still ringing,
and instantly recalled her to a sense of passing events.

« Pou still here ?” she exclaimed, clasping Edward’s hand; ¢ for
heaven’s sake fly!”

¢ Let me see you quite recovered first,” he answered.

“ I am, now,” she said, springing to her feet with surprising energy
—< fly, I beseech you!”

“ Do, masther Ned,” said Phaidrig, «“ I will take care of Miss

1ly.”

“ Will you not say, then, before I go,” said Edward, in a lower
tone to Ellen—

“ Hush!” she said, enfurcing her word, by laying her hand on
Edward’s breast, and unwilling he should pursue his question within
the hearing of a third pemson.

T know the question you would ask, and to save time, now so
precious, will answer it without your speaking further. I say yes—
I do—1I will!”

“ Bless you!” cried Edward, raising her hand unresistingly to his
lips. Y

“ Go now!” ehe said, “I tremble for your safety!—and see, what
light is that flickering about the castle 7<“they have lit torches, and
are coming to search the garden, perhaps.<~Fly, fly!”

« Farewell, then!” said Edward, relinq#ishing her hand, “we must
trust to chance for our next meeting.” /-

“ You shall hear of us soon,” said Phaidrig, * we are to march
to Perth to-morrow, and on the main bridge of that town you'll find
me at night-fall ;—off with you, now!”

Edward obeyed ; and as he passed by the old hedge, and recognised
the scene of his encounter in the morning. So far from regretting it,
he blessed the incident whose consequences had revealed to him the
nrecious secret that to him w rth all the world. He cleared the

&
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fence at one bound, and commenced his night-march to the southward
cheerily. Nor staff, nor scrip, nor guide, had he; but love supplied
the place of all. He faltered not—he hungered not—he found his path
with readiness : for he was loved. This delicious consciousness gave
him a might, ugknown before, to conquer all difficulties, to live
through all dangers, for the sake of the bright reward before him: for
now he knew that Ellen should one day be his own.

All through that live-long night did Edward pursue his journey.
It was long and toilseme; and when the next day he reached the
town of Perth, he gladly entered the first inn which presented itself,
and sought the rest and refreshment he so much needed. The table
was soon spread with substantial viands, and Ned, after his long fast,
fell to with a hearty will, that did ample justice to the good things of
“ mine host.” While thus engaged, ke had a word now and then with
the bare-footed ¢ hizzie,” who was running in and out of the room

Yever and anon, and he found the fame of ¢ Bonnie Prince Charlie’s”
gathering had gone abroad—that the government authorities were
already alarmed at his approach—while the people, if he might judge
from the eye of the attendant girl, were ready to receive him with
open arms, though her Scotch prudence kept her tongue under proper
control ; and her expressions were, at the most, but ambiguous,
though sufficient to satisfy Ned that he had not fallen into the enemy®
camp; so0, having despatched his hearty meal, he thought the best
thing he could do was to keep quiet within his hostel until his friends
should arrive ; and as the'quietest place therein was bed, and the wel-
comest also, Ned desired to be ascommodated with a sleeping-room,
and leaving orders to be called in the evemng, gave himself up to the
luxury of a sound sleep. .

He was, therefore, quite refreshed by sunset, when a hearty shake
from the ¢ hizzie” warned him it was time to rise

His waking %lance met the broad grin of the lass, who told him,
with evident glee, that the Prince, and his Highland: forces, were in
the town, and that she thought the folk were “ a’ gane clean wud
wi, j oy ! ”

If in the morning it behoved Ned to keep out of sight of the Prince’s
enemies, in the evening it was cqually necessary not to be recognised
by his friends ; therefore, he waited till darkness rendered his appear-
ance in the streets less dangerous, and, inguiring his way to the main
bridge, he hastened to seek Phaidrig.

The faithful piper, true to his appointment, was already there, and
met Ned with hearty welcome, desiring a boy, who had been his
guide, to remain on the bridge till he returned. He took Ned's arm,
and retiring to a less frequented plag@ told him how all fared at the
castle since he had left it.
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“ After all,” said Phaidrig, * the alarm waen about your escape
at all, but some sheds, nigh hand the castle, wor set a-fire by some o
them drunken thieves o’ Highlanders, in their wild faisting and divil-
ment, and a purty bonfire they made, in throth. And, as it happens,
it would have been betther if you had staid wheredgoa wor, for the
young misthiss, you see—

N “ 1 hope no unpleasant consequence has ensued to her,” interrupted

ed. e

¢ Aisy, aisy,” said Phaidrig, ¢ how you fly off at the sound of her
name, agra; I was only going to tell you that the young misthiss was
out in her guess about the throuble you wor in; and your life wasn’t in
danger all the time, ae big and bowld as the ould lord talked about it.”

¢ Indeed !” exclaimed Ned, in delight; ¢ then I need not ﬁyb—
1 may still remain near her.”

“Ow! ow!” cried Phaidrig, “ not so fast, masther Ned; don’t
hurry me, and you'll hear all in good time. You cee, the Prifce
wouldn’t Lear at all, at all, about two gentlemen being killed on his’
account, and so he towld the masther—captain Lynch, ¥ mane; but
the owld lord was in such a fumc and a flusther, that he was let to
plaze himself with the bit of jmprisonment, and all that; and it was
not until the next mornin’ that the Prince sends for him, and tells him
he makes a particular request of him to say no more*about it, and just
to be contint with the confinement of the gentlemnen, and a bit of a
reprimand. So, when old Tully-bo goes to let them out, you may
suppose, masther Ned, one o’ them was missin; and I lave you to
guess who that was; and, my jewel, cart-ropes wouldn’t howld owld
Tully-bully, he was in such a rage at his arrest being held in contempt,
and the prison broke !—and off’ he goes to his highness, and says, that
as he bowed to the Prince’s pleasure in allowing such offenders to get
off so easy, he hopes the Prince will stand by him, in turn, and not see
an owld ‘and faithful servant so abused and held in contimpt, as for a
prisoner to dur for to go out of his power; and so, the end of it was,
to patch up the owld fool’s honour, it was agreed, that if misther
Kierawaun was to be pardoned, misther Fitzjarl must be punished it
ever he is cotch for breaking his arrest ; &ud there it is Just for you,
the length and the breadth ot it.”

- ¢ How unfortunate !” said Ned. .

¢ Thrue for you!” said Phaidrig, “you know I always remarked
you had u great knack for gettin’ into throuble.”

“ So, all Miss Lynch’s care forme has ouly exiled me from her
presence !”

“ Just what she says herself,” said Phaidrig—-¢ throth, she’s in sore
throuble, and blomes herself for wot having spoken to her father about
it, for he was in the Prince’s ¢onfidence ail the time, and eould have
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towld: her how twould be; and she is angry with herself for he
breach of confidence to the father, and thinks this is a sort of punish-
ment on her for it.”

“ Pogr dear young lady!” exclaimed Ned; * and is the captain
conscious of her ghare in this adventure ?”

“ Not & word has passed. about it, but the masther is too cute not
to see how it is.”

“ And do you think he is angry?” o

 Not a bit.—Of the two, I think he’s rather plaz&

“ 'Why ?” said Ned.

“ Because it puts you out o’ the way, and laves the field open—-

“ To Kirwan!” interrupted Ned, anxiously. ¢ True; true; he
will be near her.” ‘

 The divil 2 much good that will do him, I think,” said I’ha.idrig

“ Do you think so, my kind, good Phaidrig?” exclaimed Ned
“ eagerly.

* To be sure I think so. Don’t you think so yourself 7”

« Oh, Phaidrig, to be absent, and know that a rival is near the

woman you adore.”
% But if you know the woman cares more fm you than him,” said

Phaidrig.

“ May not his gresence enable him to turn the scale ?” answered
Ned. .

¢ Yes,” said Phaidrig; * but it is to turn it more in your favour.
I tell you, Masther Ned, if a woman has once got the real liking in
her heart for a man, I’'m thinking absence is often the best friend Le
has ; for he is always remembered in the best colours, while the one
that is thrying to throw him over is showing himself up, maybe, in
the worst. When lovers are together they sometimes will have a
little skrimage now and then ; when they are absent there is no unkind-
ness between them. I hear them say, how soft and inviting the moun-
tains look far away ; while I know myself how rugged and rocky they
are when you are upon them.  And isn’t it so with the best of friends ?
they sometimes break their shins over each other when they are together.
‘When we like people, we like in the lump ; just as the mountain can
only be seen in the distance, the little fanlts, like rough places, are
not persaived far off, it is only when we are near we find them out.”

« Perhaps it is so,” said Ned. “ At feast you are a kind fellow,
Phaidrig, to endeavour to make me think so, in the absence to which
T am doomed : though when a blind man talks of the visual beauties
of nature, to illustrate his argument, it might shake one’s faith in the
soundness of his judgment.”

“ Isn’¢ love blind ?” said Phaidrig. with a chuckle; * and wlo so
good as a blind man to know his ways . lemember the owld saying,
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¢ Set a thief to oatch a thief.” I tell you, Masther Ned, thg dgver
remembered at a distance is seen, like the distant mountain, to advan-
tage ; for what is memory but the sight of the heart?”

“ True, Phaidrig ; ’tis & good name for it.”

“ And in that sight I am as Ythrong as any mn&” said the piper.
“ Oh, don’t I see my darlia’ dog, my bowld *Turlough, as plain as if
he was here, while I miss him sore.”

“ Your dog!” exclaimed Ned, astonished and half indignant that
a brute should be named as a subject for fond memories at the same
tine as his mistress.

“ Aye, my dog ; and why not? as trusty a friend as ever man had,
howld and faithful, and as knowledgable as a Christian a’most; all’
he wants is the speech to make him far above many a score, aye,
hundreds, of men I have known in my time: and when them divils o’
sailors took me away, poor Turloughiwas on shore, and it’s less for my
own want of him 1 grieve, than for the fret that will be on himself*
while I'm away—poor fellow, he'll pine afther me, I'm afeard.”

Notwithstanding Phaidrig’s affectionate consideration of Turlough,
Ned still disrelished the Juxtapomtlon of a dog and a lady, and assuring
Phaidrig that he had every confidence in the merits of his canine
friend, still he would rather he'd change the subject, and return to
Miss Lynch.

“ To be sure,” said Phaidrig. “ Every man for his own; you're
for Miss Nelly, and I'm for Turlough. Though, let me tell you, I
love Miss Nelly as well as ever you did, though afther a different
fashion, and would lay down my life for her, or the masther either.
Don’t I know all about them as long as they know it themselves ? and
she, when she was a damnshee thing, afther losmg the mother—ah,
that was the sad day for the masther, and he was a different man ever
since; and she, the darlin’, as good as goold ever and always, and; of
late times, goin’ here and there, through hardship and danger, with
the Captain at home and abroad. Oh, there’s not the like of her.in a
million !”

« Now, Phaidrig, there is one questlon I would ask you,” said Ned,
* since you talk of knowing the Captaig so well. When first I saw
him at Galway I thought he was o foreigner, and—"

-~ ¢« Yis, yis,” said Phaidrig, quickly, “ Lhear tell he does look foreign :
but sure no wondher, his mother was Spanish ; besides, he has been
abroad so much himself, it might give him the foreign air.”

« But what T was going to ask you was about his real gank, for the
second time I saw him was in Ilmeburg, and there he went by the
name and title of Count Nellinski.”

“ Yis, yis,” said Phaidrig, < T know he has gmeby dxﬁ'erent names
in different places, when engaged in stirring up interest for the
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Prigeo; and ¢ the Count’ passed off well in Jarmany, and gave a high
ooloasr to the thing in some places, and made it not so aisy to thrace him ;
though as for that name you spake of—Nellinski I mane, sure it’s
nothing but his own and his daughter’s put before it.”

“ How's that ?” gaid Ned. .

“ Don’t you know that the Irish people, in their own tongue, call
Lynch, Linski? and put Nell before that, and therc it’s for you,
chapther and verse, as plain as A, B, C.”

“ So # is,” said Ned; © that never struck me before. Then he is-
reallysonly Caprain Lynch ?”

¢ Divil a more.”

% ¢ _And not noble ?”

- % Except in his nature; and not a complater gept.eman ever
steppod in shoe leather. A little kigh betimes, may be, and given to
‘admire the owld blood, and ’s one reason he fauvours Misther

“Kierawaun ; he would like that fithily connexion.”

“ But you think that she—" said Ned.

¢ Lakes him well, as a friend, but the love never was in it ; though
Le tried hard for it, and I'm sure loves the ground she walks on, poor
fellow : but it’s no use. Och, a woman’s heart is a quare thing !”

“ And now, Phaidrig; I am going to ask you another question;
how comes it that you seem to favour my cause, though you werea
staunch adherent of Mister Kirwan long before you knew me 2

“Tll tell you, then; it’s not that I value Misther Kierawaun a
thraneen* less, but that tae love I bear Miss Nelly would make me
go through fire and wather to sarve or to plage her; and I have often
thought how hard her place is, going abeut the world in danger and
hardship ‘with the masther, and how muck betther it would be she
was married and settled. And that same the father would like himsclf,
—and threw the Kierawaun in her way always to bring it about,
but it would never do. For, gintleman as he is, as I said before,
the love never was in it. And I found out the other day, by a sthray
word or two of hers, that you were near ber heart ; and do you know,
now, I always had a notion from the first that she liked you.”

“ Do you mean to say, from our first meeting 7

¢ Yis, indeed, that same night in Galway. Oh, faix, you did good
sarvice that night ; without your help that night the masther would
have been taken, and as sure as he was, he’d ha’ been hanged, for it
‘went out on him’ that he was working hard in enlisting for ‘the
Brigade,’ agd stirring up the eonntlu'y for the owld cause,” and they
were ¢ hot on him.””

“ Oh, blessed chance!” exeﬁnned Ned, “ since it won me h
love.” . . :

Py

* A blade of grass
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« T don’t say ¢ love,’ exactly,” said Phaidrig ; “but favour you won,
no doubt, that night in her eyes; she liked the bowldness of iyou;
the masther, too, praised your spirit, and often I heered her afther
that night, when we were hiding in the hills of iar Connaught,
wishing she could know you were safe, and had not got into trouble
on her and her futher’s account. Somehow” I thought, by the way
she spoke, that in the little sight she had of you, you plazed her eye,
or she wouldn’t be so busy in thinking about a young blade getting -
into a scrape for a sthreet row. Well;—then they escapgli;out of
Ireland ; and the next I heer’d of you and her was from yourself,
when we travelled up here together to Scotlandy and it was plain to’
me, from the way you spoke, that you wor over head and ears in love¥
with her. So, the first opportunity she gave me, I thought the best
thing I could do was to make you both undherstand one anothet; for, |
as I said before, the darling girl is in a sore position, ‘and the sooner
she is out of it the betther.” “

« Oh, Phaidrig,” said Ned, ‘ as you have done so much for me,
could you not urge her to fly with me at once, and end all difficulties ?”

%1 know she would not hear of it,” said Phaidrig. ¢ She is too
fond of her father to leave him, and nothing will make him desert the
King’s cause. No; your plan is to help the cause as much as you
can, either down in England or over in France, and that will find you
fresh favour in her eyes, and win over the father to you—for there is.
where the difficulty lies. I towld you he is very high betimes, and
given to the owld families and big names.”

“ Well,” said Ned, “ Fitzgerald is a good name.”

“ Womw, on, ow, Masther Ned,” said Phaidrig, slily, ¢ that won't
do for me.” '

“ What do you mean ?” said Ned, startled unexpectedly by the
jorm and manner of Phaidrig’s answer; for he had borne his adopted
name unquestioned so long, that he began to think it his own, and he
repeated to the piper, ¢ What do you mean ?”

¢ Oh, Masther Ned, Fitzjarl is a good ‘name—~—but you know—"

“ What ?” said Ned, anxlously R -

¢ That it’s not your own.” ]

Ned felt confoundedly puzzled ; but wishing to make as good a fight
as he eould on such tender ground, he retreated from assertion by
turning querist, and demanded of the piper if Fitzgerald was not his
name, what other name was.

Phaidrig at once replied by nmg the hated patronymic—
“ Corkery.”

Ned felt tembly abashed, and, on recovering himself sufficiently
from his surprise and chagrin, asked, with an exclamation of wonder
at Phaidrig’s sagacity, how the deuce he found that out.
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+ « Kigy enough, faith,” said the piper.
* % You're a deep fellow, Phaidrig.”

« Pheugh!” ejaculated the blind man, therea no depth in
that.”

* Then how, in Heaven’s name, did you discover it ?”

« Do you forget the fisherman in the Cladagh ?”

« Ah! now I see!” exclaimed Ned, * he carried a letter to my
fat!

“ The very thing,” said Phaidrig.

. % What a fool I was to forget that!” said Ned, sta.mping with
‘vexation.

« Aisy, aisy,” said Phaidrig, ¢ don’t put yourself in a passnon ; and
mind, Masther Ned, you're as good in my estimation as if you came
from the ecarls of Kildare or the knights of Kerry, for you have the
rale right feeling and behaviour of a bowld brave gentleman, and =
king could have no more.”

“Does she know this?” asked Ned, careless of the piper’s con-
cluding laudatory words.

¢ Not a taste of it,” said Phaidrig.

¢ Nor her father ?”  °

% No.—They went out of Ireland soon afther that night; and it
was not until I went back to the Cladagh I knew it. And, as I tell
you, you are as good in my eyes as if you were Fitzjarl in airnest; only,
if you go to talk with the captain about the blood, you see, Fitzjarl is
too good a name not to be able to tell something abeut where it came:
from.”

“ 'What a fool I have been!” saxd Ned, despondingly.

“ Don’t fret,” said Phaidrig; I know very well what put you on
this. You have a fceling above your station, masther Ned, and that’s
always throublesome; and you didn’t like the name of Corkery—
’twasn’t ginteel—no offence, musther Ned.”

“ No, no, Phaidrig, you're a good kind fellow, and a clever fellow
‘—-yoa know me as well as I know myself.”

« Betther, maybe,” said Phaidrig;  for T know those you come
from. Your mother came of a good family ; reduced they wor, like
many a good fumlly in poor Ireland, but her blood was gentle,
I tell you; and the ¢ good dhrop’ was in her from both father’s and
mother’s side.”

“ Indeed !” gaid Ned, delighted. ¢ Then I have good blood in
my veins ;—how do you knowthisé”

“ Oh, by a way of my own,” said Phaidrig ; ¢ but we have no time to
talk about that now. Only remember, the less you get into a ¢ tangle’
with the mdstlier about the name, the betther; and Miss Nelly advises,
and I think she’s right, that you should do some special sarvice in the
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good cause, and make yourself stand so high as a servant of the Prince,
that you may come back here soon and defy owld Tully-bully.”

“ Does she suggest any such service?” said Ned. « I will gladly
do anything at her bidding.”

¢ Fairly spoken, Masther Ned ; and now, a last word more with
you. Meet me here to-merrow night again. Keep close in the meane-
time, though ; for, by the powers, if Tully-bully lays hands on you,
he’ll mark you. Mect me here, I say again, to-morrow mght, and Tl
have more news for you.”

“ Remember,” said Ned, * there is nothing too difficult or despe-

rate for me to undertake.”

« T know it,” said Phaidrig—* good night.” !

 Phaidrig,” said Ned, hesitating—* before we part, tell me tmly
—are you certain she does not know my name is Corkery ?”

Phaidrig burst into a fit of laughter, which he could not repress
for some time, while Ned besought him to desxst, strongly deprecating

his merriment.
¢ Oh, its grate fun!” said Phaidrig, when he recovered his breath ;

“ sure poor human pride is a quare thing. Here’s a brave fellow,
that all the daugers of desperate adventure couldn’t daunt, and he
thrimbles at the sound of a name! But don’t be afeard, T'll not sell
the pass on you—good night—good night.”

Ned having reconducted Phaidrig to the bridge, where the boy was
waiting, shook his hand heartily, and they separated until the follow-
ing evening, when Ned, at the appointed hour, was there again, and
soon joined by the piper. He, desiring the boy, who was his guide, to
“go to where he knew,” seized Ned’s arm, and followed, whispering
to him that he was taking him to “ Miss Nelly;” on hearing which,
Ned started off at such a pace, that the blind>man nearly lost his
footing in attempting to keep up with him, remarking, that if ‘‘a spur
in the head was worth two in the heel,” a spur in the heart was still
better. After threading some narrow streets, the boy stopped before
a door, which was opened without knodking, on Phaidrig’s whistling
a few bars of the air @lled * Open the door softly.”

Softly and quietly they entered, too, & gleam from an open apart-
ment at the end of the hall giving sufficient light to indicate the
passage, and, in another instant, Ned stood in the presence of Ellen,
seated at a table whereon were materials for writing. She laid down
her pen as he entered, and extended her hand, which he pressed fondly,
and continued to hold, as he gazed on her face, which was paler and
more thoughtful than ordinary. They were silent for some ﬁme at
length, Ellen, with hesitation, said—

I fear you will think my conduct of last night deficient in proper
reserve; but—"

»x‘a
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¢ Bor Heaven’s sake!” exclaimed Ned, “«do not attribute to me so
unworthy a thought of you—you, who are my——"

 No more!” said Ellen; * a tryce to all high-flown speech.”

Ned still held her hand and said, Do you remember you presented
this little hand to me the first night I met you?”

“ Did I?” said Ellen, casting down her eyes, while something like
a smile of consciousness played on her lip.

“ Yes,” said Ned. ¢ To remember the touch of that fairy hand
was my greatest pleasure for many and many a dayy till chance threw
in my way a more tangible remembrancer. Do you know what that
is?” he- said, laying down before her on the table a shrivelled up
shapeless thing, impossible to recognise—¢ That,” said Ned, * once
bore in its delicate shapeliness a faint resemblance of this fair hand—
for it was your glove.”

* And where could you get my glove ?” said Ellen, in surprise.

¢ In Hamburg.

“ I never saw you an Hamburg !”

“ No, but Isaw you; you were stopping at the Kaiserhoff there.”

£ Ye'.”

“ I went to see you there—you were gone. I.asked to see even
the room which you inhabited, and there I found this glove, and made
a prize of it; and it was often the companion of many a meditative
and hopeless hour. It was the only thing I saved.when 1 was ship-
wrecked.” Amidst the horrors of the fiercest tempest T ever witnessed,
I thought of that little glove, and could not bear to lose it. Isecured
it next my heart before I jumped into the sca; and the death-strug-
gling swim for my life has made it what you see, shrunk and shapcless,
but still precious to me;” and he kiss¢d, and replaced it in his bosom.
¢ Do you not remempber, at the farewell supper of the Prince at Nantes,
when the song of ¢ The hand and the glove’ was sung, I told you
I had got the glove already?”

¢ I remember,” said Ellen, ¢ though I could not understand it then.”

¢ The song,” said Edward, “prophesied, that he who won the glove,
should win the hand—and here itis !” he said gervently, as he raised
it to his lips, ¢ it is—at least, it will be mine !

Ellen looked at him thoughtfully, and said, * Dark days, and dangers,
and difficulties, are yet before us. Be it enough to know that you are
esteemed—and now, no word more of romance, but listen. That
sealed packet on the table is to be entrusted to your carc ;—it is from
our Prince to Louis of France. It behoves us that the King should
know how far, beyond all hope, our cause already prospers, and that
he should be urged to lend a helping hand in good time to raise a
brother monarch to a rightful throne. When I found that you must
absent yourself for a time, it struck me you could not better employ
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yourself than in being the messenger to render such good service—
service that will win you honour, and for which your former pursuits
peculiarly fit you; and I, therefore, undertook to promise the Prince .
that I would procure a messenger ot whom he could depend. He did
me the honour to confide in my judgment and prudence in the selec-
tion of that messenger, and, without further question, entrusted me
with this packet. I found I did not count myself higher in ghe
Prince’s confidence than I stood; and I'm sure 1 did not make an
empty boast when I promised to find the messenger.” She smiled
swectly on Edward, as she spoke; and he was profuse in assurances
that, to do her behest, was the dearest pleasurc of his life, and in thanks
for the honour she had procured him. L

But while Ned was talking about “ devotion,” and “ honour,” it
suddenly occurred to him that he was quite without the proper means
of proseculing so important and difficult a service. Ile had neither
horse, nor arms, nor money; for, by this time, Ned's purse had run
low, and an oppressive feeling of shamefacedness came over hygm, to
confess this to his ¢ ladye love.”

“ This letter,” she said, as she folded and sealed what she had been
writing as Ned came into her presence, “ is to one you already know,
the good father Flaherty, who will give you his aid ingParis. And
thesc,” she added, as she put some documents into an unsealed enve-
lope, “ will give you facility wherever you land in the French domi-
nions ; and now the last word is speed.”

Ned wished to tell how he was circumstanced, but could not get out
a word.

“ You must start early to-morrow,” said Ellen.

¢« Certainly,” answered Ned ; though he did rot know how.

¢ As for the means——"

¢ Oh, don’t mention it,” said Ned.

“ Are you already provided, then?”

“ T can’t exactly say I am, but——"

“ But what ?” said Ellen.

¢ Oh, to talk to a lagly about money is so horrid !” said Ned, grow-
ing quite scarlet.
¢+ ¢ To be sure, the bashfulness of an Irishman is the strangest thing
in the world !” said Ellen, smiling. ¢ He could not ask a’lady for
some few gold pieces, though he has little hesitation'in asking for her
heart. Is it less valuable, I wonder!” said Ellen, mischievously.

Ned gave a groan of denial, and said she must admit talking about
money matters to a lady was awkward.

¢ Not when it concerns a commission which she herself originates,”
said Ellen. “ But make yourself easy on that point—I have provided
‘1l ; thanks tQ the Prince.”
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¢ The Princs!” said Ned, in wonder; < I heard he had not a
Louis d’or left.”

“ Not yesterday,” said Ellen; “but the public money of Perth was
seized to-day, and here issome of it.” She laid a tolerably well-stocked
purse on the table as she spoke; and going to an old cabinet in the
corner of the chamber, produced a handsome pair of pistols, and a
swird, telling Edward, at the same time, a horse should be at his
service in the morning. “ And now,” she said, in a voice somewha
low and tremulous, * farewell—and Heaven speed you!”

Edward baving secured his packets, buckled on the _rapier, and
placed the pistols in his belt, pressed the fairy hand which was pre-
sented to him to his heart, and would have spoken ; but words were
difficult, where so many thoughts were struggling- for utterance.
‘When and where might they meet again, when both were involved in
adventures so doubtful and perilous! At such a time the decper
emotions of the heart are better looked than spoken; and after gazing
steadlastly upon Ellen for some seconds, he suddenly firew her to his
heart, and after a fervent and silent embrace, hurried from her

presence.
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. CHAPTER XXXII

° WaEeN the rumour first got abroad that the young Pretender had ..
landed, travelling was sufficiently d#ngerous to those who were inter- 3
ested in his cause; but now that it was known he was advancing on ~
the capital of Scotland, the authorities were doubly vigilant, and kept

a still sharper eyc on all suspicious persons; and all those whom
government ifflucnce could induce to play the spy, or entrup the
friengs of the Jacobite cause, were on the alert to get the® promised
reward for securing and giving up the disaffected. In numerous
instances innocent persons at this time were involved in trouble, and
sometimes in danger; how much more, then, did hazard attend the
movements of the real adherents of the Stuarts, the moment they got
beyond the circle which the Prince’s armed power rendered secure, or
while they were yet bdyond and sought to join his ranks, To cut off
all communication of aid from the Lowlands to the insurgents, .or of
intelligence from the Highlands of the northern successes already
achieved, was of importance to the government, and hence the F:

and all tH® roads leading to it were sharply watched, and bribery
employed in some of the small houses of accommodation by the way
side, to engage their owners against the Jacobite cause.

Thus circumstanced was the house where Ned stopped to bait his
horse after a hard ride. It was in a neighbourhood where certain
flying reports had aroused the suspnclons of government touching the
intentions of the Drummonds, and a sharp look-out was kept there,
so that, as fate would have it, it was the most inlucky place Ned
could have put his head into, but, as Phaidrig always said, ¢ he had a
knack for getting into scrapes.” A rough, short shock-headed fellow,
in a kilt, who was landlord, answered to the summons of our traveller,
and took his horse to lead to the stable, while Ned entered the house
and ordered a mouthful for himself while the nag should be feeding,
for he had left Perth at an early hour and had tasted nothing since.
The larder of this roadside hostel was not particularly extensive, as,
indeed, one might infer from its outward appearance, and the homecly
fare Ned was promised was not of a nature to consume much time in
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the cooking ; therefore was Ned rather surprised at the length of time
he was allowed to fast, and to every inquiry he made the assurance
was so often given, it will be ¢ ready immediately,” that he began to
suppose he should not get anything, and had made up his mind to
take the road without tastmg the delicacies of * mine host,” when his
horse had been accommodated; for Ned was one of those good
ted¥ered fellows who took things pretty much as they came, and, on
the present occasion, as ¢ getting n” was his principal object, he
cared less for his own comfort than that of the beast, on whose good
service so much depended. When, on asking again, he received the
same answer of ¢ ready immediately,” he said he would not take any-
thing, but proceed the moment his horse was fed, and that they need

, ot take any further trouble about his repast.

To this the host replied, he was sure Ned was too much of a
gentleman to order a dinner and not stay to eat it—it would be using
a host hard to do the like. He was sure “ hishonour would
stay” .

There secemed to Ned somcthing more in this than what lay on the
surface. It struck him there was an intention existing here to dclay
him, and, this suspicion once aroused, he regarded all that pussed
since he had alighted through that medium, and felt a sudden distrust
of the people about him. He determined to leave the house at once,
and with this view went to the stable to mount girectly ; but what was
his surprise and increased uneasiness, to be unable to find his horse
any where.

He called the host, who, in answer to Ned’s inquiry after his horse,

@oswered that he had sent off a boy with him to the q#hbouring
“burn” to drink.

Ned saw the landlord was telling a falsehood as he spoke, but,
feigning credence, he returned to the house with affected indifference,
though filled with serious alarm. After a few minutes’ consideration,
his resolve was taken to leave the place at once on foot, and tuke
chance for his escape, rather than remuin among encmies. But to do
this he must revisit the stable, for there, in the panel of his saddle, his
despatches for France were concealed, for greater security.

Having seen the landlord re-enter the house, Ned returned to the
shed, by complmsance called a stable, and soon had his knife at work
in ripping his papers from the saddle; but quick and cunuing as he
was, the astute Scot was a match for him; for, before he hud com-
pleted his work, in ran the landlord after him, and just caught him in
the act of pulling the papers from their place of concealment. '

“ Hegh!” he exclaimed, “ that’s a rare pouch ye ha’ got for yer
honour’s letthers. I doubt they’ré unco precious or ye wad na hide
them in your saddle,” 3
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% What is it to you where I have my letiers?’ seid Ned, very
angry.

« Dinna fash, mon, dinna fash, I dinna want to read them; I can
mak a guess o’ the contents !” said the fellow with a grin.

« Can you make a guess of the contents of this ?” said Ned, fiercely,
as he drew a pistol from his pocket, and spm!vmg between the landn
lord and the door, presented it at his over-curious host.

“ Hegh! ye wad na commit murder,” he shouted, in alarm, as he
held his hands between his head and the levelled weapon.

“ T would think very little of shooting a treacherous rascal like
you,” said Ned. ¢ Tell me wherc you have concealed my harse,
scoundrel !”

He swore it was gone to be watered, and swore so loudly, that Ned-
saw it was to attract attention from the house. * Don’t talk so Joud.”
aaid Ned, in a very significant under tone, “ I am not deaf. If youw
want the house to be really algrmed, the report of my pistol will do
it most effectually ; and if you make any more noise that report is the
next thing—and the last thing—you shall hear.”

There was a certain carnestness in the way this was said that
carried belief with it, and reduced the landlord to obedience. Ned
taking a picce of rope that hung from a ring in the wall, made a
running noose in a moment, and desired his prisoner to put it over
his shoulders. There was a rcfusal to comply at first, but the levelled
pistol again procured fubniission, and when compliance was made,
Ned, by a sudden jerk, had the landlord’s arms pinioned to his side, in
another instant he sprung behind him, and his nautical experience had
made him so conversant with knots and nooses of all kinds, that the -
treacherous@andlord was bound hand and foot and laid on Lis back,
in little more than the time it has taken to relate it. A small wisp of
straw, placed across his mouth and tied down with a handkerchief,
prevented his making any outery, and Ned was about leaving the shed
and making the best of his way from so inauspicious a spot, when the
clatter of horses’ feet startled him ; and s he saw four horsemen trot
into the yard he gave himself up for lost, supposing them to be the
authorities to whom it was intended he should full a victim. Neverthe-
less he determined to present a bold front, and, if the worst came to
the worst, sell Lis life dearly. Notwithstanding the desperate circum-
stances in which he supposed himself to be placed, he was perfectly
collected ; for his was that determined courage which bestows self-
possession in the iwur of danger ; theréfore he calm]y, though intenuly,
observed the motions of the horsemen. Three of them alightad,
giving their nags to the care of the fourth, who, though not ih a
livery, ‘seemed to be a servant. The dismounted men entered the
Jhouse, and..as the face of the atiendant was turned towards Edward,
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he had an opportunity of observing it carefully, and it struck him he
had seen it somewhere before. Memory suddenly came to his ajd.
It was on the race course of Galway he had met him, on that eventful
day when his heart became enslaved by the fair unknown one. It was
in attendance on her and her father this very man had been riding ; it
was not likely, therefore, he was in connexion with the enemies of the
Stuart cause. Ned at once approached the servant, and addressed
him, noticing the great beauty of the horse he held.

To this the servant returned a brief assent, but did not seem
inclined to enter into conversation.

% I think I have seen your face before,” said Ned.

“ You could not very well see it behind, sir,” he answered; Ned
Tecognising, in the quibble as well as the accent, a countryman.

. * Were you ever at the Galway races 7",

« It would be hard for me to remember all the races I have beern
at,” said the other, evasively.

¢ If T don’t very much mistake,” said Ned, « ¢ of all the birds in
the air, and all the fish in the sea,’ you love the blackbird.”

The man made no answer, but returned a searching look.

% If so,” pursued Ned, ¢ war hawk I’ don’t be afraid of me. You
were riding behind Captain Lynch, at Galway.”

¢ Are the Captain and you great,* sir?”
. % Fast friends,” said Ned, * and iz the same cause.”

¢ He's very great with my master,” said the servant.
© 4 May I beg the favour of his name ?”
. ¥ Colonel Kelly, sir.” .

« Of Roscommon ”

¢ The same, sir.”
“ Then I must speak with him,” said Ned entering the house, and

proceeding at once to the little parlour where the Colonel was seated
in company with Drummond, afterwards created duke of Perth by
James, but contemptuously characterised by the bitter Horace Wal-
pole, as the « horse-racing boy,” which title sufficiently accounts for
the gallant steed Ned noticed.

Apologizing for his apparent intrusion, Ned told the gentlemen the
suspicions he entertained of the house, relating the manner in which
he had been served, and the measures he adopted respecting the land-
lord ; ¢ and, as I have reason to believe,” said he, * that your political
opinions are the same as mine, I thought it my duty to warn you.”

¢ Then we had better mount and be off at once,” said a third party,
whose name was unknown to Ned.

t # You forget,” said Kelly,  this gentleman has lost his horse and

{

. Very intimate.
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cannot go; and ’twould be ungenercus to leave him in jeopardy, after
his friendly warning to us.”

« Perhaps a good horse-whipping to the landlord would procure
specdy restitution of the nag,” said Drummond—* we’ll see.” He
left the room as he spoke, followed by the whole party; but, as he
cmerged from the house, he suddenly paused, and cast a quick glance
down the road, as if some object in the distance attracted his attention.
Shading his eyes with his hand, he looked keenly for a few seconds,
and exclaxmcd ¢ There are the red-coats 1”

All now looked in the direction he indicated; and, winding down a
path that led to a hollow, about a mile distant, a party of dragoons
was visible.

“We must fly instantly,” said the nameless gentleman, putting his
foot in the stirrup at the words.

Dzummond uttered a strong negative to this, and laid his hand on
tbeiloulder of his précipitate friend.

“ If we fly now,” said he, * the loons will see us going up the next
hill, and our apparent flight will encourage them to follow ; and though
we might outstrip them, and effect an immediate escape, it would not
Dbe safe to ride through the next town with dragoons at our heels—no ;
we must beat them.”

¢ Desperate odds,” replied the other. :

“ Not with such as those,” said Drummond; ¢ Gardiner gives them
more prayers than drill; and you'll see how ill they can take cold steel
and lead.”

“ Lead ?” returncd Kelly, * you forget they are used to Gardiner’s
sermons”—the devil-may-care Colonel joking in the moment of
danger.

“ We'll preach to them after another fashion,” said Drummond.

 Then we had better lose no time in getting our text ready,” replied
Kelly.

Their arrangements were soon made. A hole was knocked through:
the shutter of a window which flanked thie door ; all the shutters were
then barred, and all the pistols of the phrty given to Keclly’s servant,
to be fired in rapid succession, when the house shonld be summoned,
so thet the dragoons might entertain the belief that several were
within to make defence, while the gentlemen should remain mounted,
with flruwn swords, concealed behind thé shed and a peat-stack, and
make a charge ou the troopers at a proper time. The landlord, was
dragged into th2 inn, bound as he was, lest the entrance of the
.soldiers into the shed might put them on their guard, while tha
women were taken from the house that they should not unbind him,
and join in overpowering the solitary man within, who, as his, muter
toldhnm,wutobe“anenhmgumsonmhmownpmon. :

T ”



Mick (the .sexvant) having barricaded the door, the gentlemen
mounted, and took their post behind the peat-stack, where the women
were also concealed under their surveillance. They were barely ready
in these their .preparations, when the distant tramp and clatter of the
troopers were heard, and soon they wheeled into the yard, and the
word ¢ halt,” brought them to a stand before the inn.

The officer in command called ¢ house!” but no reply was returned.
He repeated the summons with as little effect ; whereupon he ordered
a couple of dragoons to dismount, and foree the door open with the
butt end of their carbines.

This was the signal for the *garrison” to commence hostilities.—

Mick delivered two shots, so well directed, that a couple of saddles
"were emptied, and three more galling fires flashing from the loop-hole
in rapid succession, simulated a well-armed force more than prepared
for the favour of this military visit.— At the same moment Drummond,
pointing to the women, exclaimed with an oath; “ Now we'll cut'ifijese
jades’ throats !” and affected to put his menace into execntion. The
women set up a terrific screech, which was all Drummond wanted.
and which he knew the dragoons would mistake for the shrill shout
of an onslaught of Highlanders. The four men joined a wild “ halloo !
to the women’s yell, and rushing sword in hand on the rear of the
dragoons, filled them with such terror, that they fled, panic stricken,
and never drew rein till they reached the next town, filling it with
alarm at the awful account they gave of a numerous detachment they
encountered—of being betrayed into an ambuscade by a rascally land-
lord, who had been bribed into their interest, as was believed, but
who had thus seld them to their encmies ; and the aforesaid * rascally
landlord™ afterwards suffered severely for.the consequences of this
occurrence ; for nothing could clear him in the opinion of those whose
gold he had taken. It may seem incredible that a troop of horse
should thus be beaten by five men ; but the subsequent events of 1743
exhibited still more glaring instances of the miserable cowardice of
Gardiner’s dragoons.*

The field being wen,  the garrison” was ordered to open the gates,
and out walked Mick with a cocked pistol, demanding from the dis-
mounted dragoons, who could not run away, their carbines, which they
gave up.

* At Frew they permitted Charles’s force to pass the ford without the slightest
opposition, the first-splash of the Highlanders in the Forth being the.signal for
their headlong flight. At Colt bridge they ran again, the affair being jocularly
known to this day as “the canter of Colt Brigg.” They galloped right through
Edioburgh, and: did not halt till the city was between them and the enemy. In
the night, one of the men falling into a deep hole, and calling for help, alarmed the
regiment. They fankied the Highlanders were upon them, and fled, never stopping
till they arrived at Dunbar, under cover of Cope's infantry—that same Cope who
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Mick then marched them before him into the houie, and shut them
up in durance. :

He then gratified himself by a little exercise with a stirrup-leather
on the landlord, between every three or four whacks giving him moral
advice as to his fature conduct respecting what Mick called * tricks
upon travellers.” - . .

¢ This is a good day’s work,” said Ned, “four horses, accoutrements
and arms—articles the Prince stands most in need of. One of the
horses, however, I.must take in default of myvown lost one.”

“ Better take mine,” said Drummond. “You need a sound steed
on the enterprise you tell me you have undertaken ; and here is one
that will never fail you.”

He dismounted and handed"the rein to Ned, who hesitated for u’“

moment to accept so valuable a gift. “Tut, man,” said Drummond,
“but for you all our lives might have been lost—this is but'a small
return; besides, ’tis for the good of the noble cause in which we are all
engaged.  Take him—if pursued, there is not a horse in Scotland can
catch hiny, and there is no leap you can turn him to he will
And now one word more, before you go. It will be about evening
when you reach Stirling, and I would counsel you to let the sun be’
well down before you cross the bridge, for it is rqlght under the castle,
and “the Lion,” as the old kee is called, has sharp eyes, and claws too
~—-s0 keep clear of them. Cross the bridge in the dark, and get through
the city as soon as may be, and leave the strong-hold some miles
bebind you before you sleep.” *
Ned promised to attend to the caution, and having got buck his
pistols, reloaded them, mounted his mettled horse and was abodt to
leave, when he paused and requested Colonel Kelly, when he should
see Captain Lynch, to tell him he had met his daughter’s messenger,
and that he was so far well on his way. '
“Is therc anything more T can do for you ? said Drummond.
“Favour me with your name, and for your good service this day call
upon me at any time, and I will not fail you.” .
“8ir,” said Ned, “since you think so well of my poor services,

perhaps you will tell the Prince that Captain Fitzgerald, of his High-

ness’s first regiment, had it in his power to be useful.”"
I will,” said Drummond, “and more than that.”
“I fear, Sir, you are inclined to overrate my doings,” said Ned

was asleep off the field at Prestonpans, when'he should have been awake upon it,
and whose memory i- recorded in the song of “Hey, Johnnie Cope, are ye waukin’
yet?” At Prestonpans the disgrace of the dragoons was completed. Their Coloel
could not induce them to charge. He died on the field, while they fled withdgut
striking a blow, and, with General Cope at their head, never cried stop uptil they’
reached Coldstream that very night—a distance of upwards of fifty miles—a pretty
good run 2 ’
T L)



modestly ; *“but if ever you chance to speak of me vo Lord Tulh-
bardine,” he added, while a waggish expression played across his face
<3¢ ] don’t care how highly you praise me.”

¢ Ho, ho,” returned Drummond, smilihg. * Some fun, I see—well.
let me alone for helping a joke. I will play your trumpeter to the
skics the first time old Tullibardine falls in my way.”

“Do ; and you'll sce how fond he is of me!” said Ned, laughing,
and putting spurs to his steed, who answered the summons something
in the way an arrow responds to the tw ang of the bowstrmn'

¢ That’s a mettlesome, sporting fellow,” said Dr ummom] looking
down the road after him ; “ how well he sits his horse !”

At such a pace Ned was soon out of sight, when his fncnds at the
inn set about completing their work. The landlord, for the treacherous
part he played Ned, was threatened with hanging, a punishment only
remitted at the prayers of the women, who were then set at liberty,
and told they might release their master, which they had some trouble
in doing, not understanding the mysteries of the scientific knots in
which Ned had bound him.

t Was at first intended to leave the dragoons at the inn; but as the
horses were an object, and it might look suspicious to see them led by
gentlemen, it was determined to make the dragoons mount and accom-
pany them, while O’Kelly’s servant could ride one of the beasts and
lead the other.

The charges of the carbines being drawn, the inoffensive weapons
Were returned to the troopers, who were made to appear like a guard
of honour to the gentlemen. They, making a détour to avoid a
neighbouring town, where they apprehended the presence of the
military, soon struck into, a road which lay towards their friends, and
thus the dragoons, seemingly the protectors, were led captive inte
Perth by the dashing Drummond, who made a creditable entry into
the Jacobite lines, not only bringing the service of his own sword to
the cause, but bringing in prisoners.

It was evening when Ned approached Stirling Castle, that most
beautiful of embattled structures. The golden tints of sunset lit up its
sculptured richnes§ into bright relief; moulding, dripstone, corbelle
and mullion caught the glowing light; the fretted windows flashed
back the red rays, till old Stirling glittered more like a castle of fairy
tale than a creation of this’world. If all the beauty of its interior
structure could not be seen by Ned from the road below, still there
was enough to charm his eye; the very cliff whereon it is seated
spires up so nobly, the guardian castle crowns its heights so fitly,
and when, as at that hour, its embattled wall and every * coign
of vantage” glows in the flattering light of an autumnal sunset, where
is the traveller who would not pause to gaze on Stirling Castle ?
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Thus paused Ned, according to order ; but without such order thus
would he have paused to feagt his eye with the picturesque enchant-
ment of the scene. He waited till the glowing towers had faded into
grey, and shadow and mist were spreading below, before he dared to
pass the Forth. When assured the keenest eye of “ the Lion® could
not detect him, he dashed across the long and narrow bridge, and the
stony strcets of the.royal city rang to the hoofs of his mettled charger,
which soon bore him beyond the strong-hal‘d," as Drummond recom-
mended, and hc passed on many a mile before he slept. The next
morning, at an carly hour, he was on the road, and travelled tlat live-

long ’d‘ay; the gallant horse behaved well, and enabled his rider to
sleep at the foot of the Cheviots that night. The next day he pushed
on for Tynemouth, where, in his smuggling days, he had madé an -

uequaintance who could serve his turn on the present oceasion. His

friend was propitions. The horse was sold, and "Ned's purse conr

siderably strengthened in conscquence, which enabled him all the

z00ner to get a cust over the berring-pond, by the good price he

~ftered for that friendly office. In fine, Ned used such diligence in

sme prosccution of his journey, that in ten days after his quittine
w be arvived at Paris.

r
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CHAPTER XXXII1,

Nep lost no time in repairing to the quarters of the worthy’ Father
Fliherty, to whose good offices he already stood indebted for getting
him out of Bruges, and on whom he was now to depend for getting
him on in Paris. The father was not at home, but, as Ned was
given to understand, out attending a sick call; but Ned was invited
to wait till his return.

It was not to one of his regular communicants the priest was called
to administer the last consolations of religion. He did not even know
her name’; the messenger said a carriage was in waiting to bear him
to the lady who besought his offices, and the priest obeyed the sum-
mons, A beautiful worman lay within the chamber he was invited to
enter. Sickness had not wasted her noble form, for the attack under
which she was sinking was sudden ; and the approach of death did not
mar the fine cast of her countenance, whose palenugs only indicated
retreating life; and what the eye had lost in fire, was more than com-
pensated by the shadowy thoughtfulness which filled it, and became
the pallor better than a brighter look. With a low, sweet voice she
addressed the priest, and giving him an open letter, asked him,  Did
he recognise the handwriting ?”

The Father knew it at once for Ellen Lynch’s.

“ You see to whom it is written,” said the lady.

He referred to the address, and found the direction was to « Ma-
demoisclle Le Couvrewr;” and then turned his eyes at once from the
letter to the lady.

“ Yes,” she said, “ you see poor Adrienne at her last hour. Iam
dymg, father, and would have your ho]y offices before I depart.
*1 know my profession excludes me froth the benefits of the*Church
—that the ban of excommunication is upon me; but I am not an actress
now—the tragic scene of fiction, and the sadder tragedy of real life is
over with me ; T am now but a dying woman, and your kipd heart
will melt to the prayer of a repentant sinner ; you will not refuse her
confession gt this last hour, nor deny her the rites of the Church, so
far as you can confer them:—I would not die like a dog, Father.”

. The Father knew how Adrienne had preserved Ellen from ruin, and



v

TREASURE TROVE. M

the remembrané of that goodness dn her part rose up in all its bright-
ness before him, his heart was melted, and he said, ¢ Dauvghter, may
God be merciful to you!”

“ Amen!” piously ejaculated Adrienme; ¢ that holy aspiration
from a holy man is comfort to me. Give me Yack that letter, Father ;
it has been my greatest consolation in these my last moments, for it
contains thanks from that sweet angelic girt for being preserved by
me from ruin. ’Tis the evidence of the best act of my life, and is &
comfort to me in death.” She laid the letter to her heart, and pressed
it as she spoke:—¢ Father, for the sake of that sweet girl whom you
value, give me the rites of the Church. If I have been a sinner.
myself, at least I preserved her virtue from pollution.”

« Y will give you the comfort you seek, daughter,” said the kind-
hearted Irishman, “and fortunate I hold myself that I can do so.
T an not under the authority of the diocese of Paris, otherwise I might
not ; but as it is, I can listen to the voice of a repentant sinner, and
receive you into the bosom of the Church on your humble expression
of contrition for the pust, and a promise of leading a regenerate life for
the future.”

“T do acknowledge my sinfulness, and own my deep contrition for
the past, and 1 promise all you ask me for the future; but, Father,”
said the noble-hearted woman, « I can claim no credit for a promise
1 can never be called on to perform, for 1 feel I am dying.”

The Father reccived her general confession, it therefore needed not
privacy, and her weeping attendant stood by while she was shrived.

A brighter and more composcd expression beamed on' the face of
Adrienne; and, as the priest knclt and prayed beside her, and gave
the Jlast office, Ler fading cye was raised devotionally to heaven, while
she still held Ellen’s letter to her heurt, together with the rose she
plucked and divided with her at parting. The sacred duty of the
priest being ended, he rose from his knees, and sat beside the bed, and
spoke of comfort to her.

“Father,” she said, “ I dic happy; and when your own spirit
shall be passing away, the remembrance of*this goodness you have*
shown an erring woman, perhaps, will be a comfort to you, as this dear
letter is to me. Marguerite,” she said to her attendant, who wept
silently beside the bed, “ let'this letter, and this flowcr, be buried with
me—place them over my heart :—it will soon ccase to beat.”

The attendant, struggling with her gobs, besought the priest to
obtain permission for her mistress to lic in consecrated ground; but
this the Father said was impossible.

¢ It matters not,” said Adrienne, “ there is a spot I would rather
rest in than in Notre Dame; it is the parterre before my country
house—there, on the spot I parted from Ler—by the rose-tree, Mar-gy
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" gmerite—there it was I felt and seid, when her grateful cyes beamed
on me, that I could fancy a seraph had for once looked kindly on me ;
and there let me lie. I think I see her angelic look now—now.
Marguerite—your hand—I am dying—farewecll. Father—God bless
you for your charity——1 dic happy !”

She spoke no more ; the voice of Adrienne was silent for ever, and
in a few minutes her noble heart was pulseless : yet the lifeless hand
still held the rose—that treasured memento of her happiest hour.

The Father knelt beside her bed, and prayed for her passing spirit.
His oraison concluded, he arose, and stepped, with silent tread, from

.the chamber. ‘Why do we step so softly near the dead? We
need not fear to break their sleep. Alas, we cannot wake them !

In a few days after, the mortal remains of the beautiful :.ircs
were consigned tc the earth. Her grave was made, as she dirceted,
near the rose-tree in the parterre before her own house.  The
fumeral was, at her own request, private, but Father Flaherty was
present, and he obtained leave for Edward also to attend, who wished
%o.pay this tribute of respect to one who had preserved Ellen from
destruction. The day was wet and stormy: it suited the occasion.
But three months since the lively Adrienne and the merry June were
acquainted, and now September wailed and wept above -her grave.
The bright parterre in which she had lived was colourless; the rose-
swee, whence she plucked the flower now in her coffin, was reft of its
beauty, like the mistress who had rearcd ir. The glories of the
garden had withered, and the beautiful Adrienne was dead.

It was with saddened hearts that Edward and hLis reverend friend
returned to Paris, after the Father had breathed a blessing over her
- STV
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

. ¥
ThrE task is wearisome to wait on men in office, and seek the favours
of a government for a foreign state. Edward found this to his cost.
With what weariness of body and vexation of spirit did he lie down,
night after night, fatigued with profitless days of labour. There was
an eternity of promises on the part of the French executive ; they
dealt largely in the future tense, but it was impossible to screw them
to the present. It was always ¢« We will.”

The first accounts of Charles Edward’s success were received with
vonsiderable distrust, as liable to the high colouring of interested
partizans; but soon after Ned’s arrival the news of the battle of
Prestonpans was received on undoubted authority, and then the
friends of the Stuarts, in Paris, were loud in exclaiming the time had
arrived to strike.  But still the French government was in no hurry.
If, in the former case, it would’ be imprudent to build hope of success
upon such questionable information, in the latter they were inclined
to trust the Prince would be the architect of his own fortane without
thcir aid ; the sceret motive in both instances being their own, rather
than the Stuart interest. Whatever embarrassed England was gain
to them ; or, to use a phrase then in fashion, and which continued so
down to the time of Buonaparte, “ whatever made a diversion in favour
of France” was enough. Later accounts brought intelligence of Edin-
burgh being in quiet occupation of the Prince—next came news of his
advance into England—the French cabinet pleased to consider the game
won. Some trifling aid was now given ; & few troops, and many officérs
of the Irish brigade, were allowed to volunteer in the cause, and scramble
over to Scotland in wretched transports; but nothing like effective
assistance arrived at the right moment. Ten thousand men from France
would have secttled the question in the first instance, But no—they
dallied—George had withdrawn his English troops and several thonsands
of his allic®from the Low Countries, to defend his throne at home, and
left France to reap her military harvest of success in the Netherlinds,
—and this was enough for France--the * diversion” was made, and
Charles Edward was left to do as best he might. ' All throughghis
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time how tarnestly did Ned exert himself! but in vain. He lived in
¥ one continued fover of excitement ; he was scarcely sane.

But now a change came over the fortgnes of the Prince—the
untoward retreat from Derby was heard of, and then France thought
it necessary to keep up <“the diversion” a little longer, and some
money and arms werc forwarded; but still the cry of the Stuart’s
friends was for men—¢ Send an army,” they said.

At length something like such a movement was intimated, and
Father Flaherty and Ned were in the beginning, middle, and end of
all sorts of machinations; and finally an order was given to Edward
‘to start for the Low Countries, where he was commissioned to com-
municate with the chiefs of brigade in all magtera of information or
assistance ghey should claim at his hands in conpexion with an expedi-
tion to S¢dthynd ; and Ned, in a delirium of joy, set out on his
mission, accojgpanied by Father Flaherty, than whom a stauncher
adherent of the Stuarts did not cxist. They travelled day and night
until they found themselves in Flanders, whete they undertook
immediate communication with the military chiefs, who questioned
much, and referred again and again to the capital for fresh instructions:
but still no active measures were taken.

And now, news of the battle of Falkirk had arrived ;—still the
Prinee, weakened as he was, had beaten his cncmics, and Ned
besought a timely aid—but it was not granted, and the chill of delay
was working discouragement to the cause in all quarters. And now
the duke of Cumberland, and his foreign brigades, had advanced on
Scotland. The Prince could no longer hold Edinburgh—he fell back
on the Highlands.—Alas! the star of Charles Edward had set !

A fever had been in Ned’s blood for menths. Excitement on
excitement had prevented it from being manifested in the shape of
downright malady. It might be said one fever had driven another
before it, and preserved him from diseasc. As long as the chance of
achieving good by his exertions was before him he kept up ; but when
he could do no more, the poison which had found vent in action
became malignant, and a fierce fever set in.

Fortunately the worthy Father Flaherty was in his company when
it first made its appearance, and he hastened to have him conveyed to
Bruges, where he got him put to bed ; but not till he was in a state of
high delirium.

For weeks poor Ned lay in fever, quite despaired of. Iie raved
alternately of love and war. XNow he was boarding a ship; ggon he was
ealhng an Ellen, in. plafitive terms, to come and release him from
pnson Sometinies he fancied he was travelhng speed to Paris, would

28p the pillow. suddenly and feel it, and, saying “all was right,” put
it fifer his head with much care. One day, however, when the
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nursewhoattendedhm left the room for a moment, as he  sunk:
exhausted into a doze, he suddenly started upgand getting out .of ‘hed“
laid hold of & knife, and on the nurse’s return she found he had ripped
open the pillow, the feathers were flying about the room, and he
chasing them up and down, swearing all the,time his letters had been
stolen, and that.he would shoot the landlord. Fathtr- Flaherty
entering at the moment to inquire how the patient got on, Ned fell
on him, accusing him of being the villuin who had stolen his letters,
beating him with the pillow-case, and feathering the Father’s black
garments in a most absurd manner. The priest ran out and shut the
door, and “raised the house” tohelp him to restore himself toa respect-
able appearance.

“I darn’t show ‘myielf in the streets in this fashion,” says the
Father, “ sure man, woman, and child would be afther me; ﬁd I with
o sick call on me, and can’t go out in this figure. Maybg, nurse, you
could get anotlier brush—the divil sweep him—with his pillow. Ged
forgi’ me! the poor mannyac! Lord, look down on me l—domwn,
indeed ; faith I'm as downy as a swan, or a goose, I may say. 'Pon my
word I’'m more like a goose than a raven ; raven, indeed, faix it’s ke
that’s the ravin’—that is the ravin’ mad man,” and the good-humoured
Father laughed at his own bad joke. ¢ Hurry, hurry ! pick me, brush
way ! musha, Ill never be clane. 1 darn’t appear in this figure in the
streets, they are so fond of scandal here; and, indeed, I could nat
vlame them if* they said it. ® Sure if I was rowld in a bed I could’nt
be worse.”

Thus went on the Father for half an hour, while half a dozen people
vere trying to restore him fo his sable state, which, by dint of grent
lubour they did at last, and then the Father was hastening on his mis-
sion—his “sick call.” But here, after all his annoyance, the gentle
spirit of the worthy man displayed itself.

‘“ Stop,” he said, “1 forgot, the poor boy is raving about letters;
we must try and soothe him.” ®

He got some papers and made up a packet, wHich he sealed, and was
returning to the chamber to give it to Néd, when, as he reached the
door, he paused, and exclaimed, ¢ By the powers, maybe he'd feather
me again—ow, ow ! that would never do.—Here jewel,” said he,
handing the paper to the nurse, “ take it to the crayture, and comfort
him ;” and away went the simple and benevolent priest.

The nurse on re-entering the chamber, found her patient still
greatly excited on the subject of his lost letters ; but when she handed
the packet t’him, he became calm at once, teturned to bed, placed the
packet carefully under Lis head, and fell into a profound sleep: '

Perhaps that little thoughtful act of kindness: whicl the priest exer-
cised was the saving of Ned’s lifé; it may, have been the mml‘
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procuring immediate repose at the critical moment. Ned slept for
eight-and-forty hoursgnd awoke free from fever.

As it usually happens in such cases, he was quite unconscious of all
that had occurred. The bed and room were strange to him—the view
from the window was not familiar—where was he? As this question
was suggested in his mind, he heard a peal of bells, and the well-
remembered strain gave him the answer. He knew he was in Bruges:
that sweet chime— '

* Most musical, most melancholy”™—

recalled the memory of Ellen, and, with her, link by link, the chain
of circumstancecs was remembered, until the hour he fell sick. Here
the chain was broken—what had brought him there? He stretched
forth his hand to draw the curtain of his bed, and the trifling action
seemed an exertion. His hand, too, was emaciated=—the truth dawned
upon him—he had been ill. .

His nurse now entered the room softly, but finding him awake, went
briskly up to the bed smiling, and congratulated him on bis recovery.
It was Ernestine, Ned’s friend on a former occasion; he recognised
her, and asked many questions, but she told him he must be quiet, and
giving him a drink, which he took eagerly, left him. Ile soon fel
into that soft, momentary slumber which convalescents enjoy, during
“which he dreamt of Ellen. He fancied they were in the Highlands, that
he was helping herto climb the heather-crowned cliffs; his arm was round
her waist to support her, until they gained the summit ; then they sat
down together, saying sweet things. He lay at her feet, @dmiring the
graceful outline of her reclining figure. She looked so kindly on him.
and so lovely—oh, so verplovely! He opened his eyes, and, in-
stead of the form his vision pictured, there was fat Madame Ghabble-
kramme, squatted beside the bed.

He shut his eyes again, with a feeling of disgust.

“ Ha% you be goot agen now !” said she, “bote you foss ferra bat.”

Ned made no answer.

“ Me clat for dis; fen youn bien goot, me bin clat; and fen youn
bin gooter, me bin clatter, clatter, clatter!”

« Clatter, clatter, with a vengeance!” said Father Flaherty, who
entered in good time to save Ned from the old harridan’s persecution ;
“ Madame, what brought you here at all?”

« Min come to ’muse him.” .

« Pretty amusement you are,” said the priest.

“ Ya, Vader Flart, you know me ver grabble,” (sgrecable, she
would have said.) -

% D~1 grabble you,” said Father Flsherty, losing all patience,

s,0ut o' this, and don’t be disturbing the boy.”
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 Vader Flart, you bin alfays bat mans to me.”

“ Go down stairs, and don’t make any mqgua noise here,” said the
futher, disregarding her displeasure; ¢ you'® bother a rookery, so
you would.” With these words, he made her leave the room, she
almost crying with vexation, ejaculating alf the way down stairs, “ bat
mans—Vader Flart—bat mans!” :

* What did you let that old bother up here for ?” said the Father
to Ernestine, who came running up stairs.

Ernestine said the old woman had taken advantage of her back bemg
turned, and made her way to the young gentleman.

“ Ay, indeed—the young gentleman,” echoed the priest—¢ you
just said it. The young gentleman——ba.d luck to her, the ugly fat old
divil! she is as great a fool about the young gentleman as if she was
nightecn years instead of cighteen stone—my heavy hathred to ber}—
And now, Ned, my poor fellow, how goes it with you—you're wake,
I suppnse ?”

Ned gave a faint smile, as an answer to the question.

“ Never mind that,” said the priest, ¢ now that you're well, well
soon get up the strength; we'll give you the jelly, and the fish, and
the soup, and the nice white mate, and the dhrop o’ claret. ‘Whoolw=
by the powers, we'll make you live like a fighting-cock !”
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oHAPTER XXXYV.

Faraer FLAuErTY’s prophecy was fulfilled. Ned gathered strength
fast, even against the depressing influence of the evil tidings that soon
came pouring in from Scotland. At last the tragic drama was brought
to a close—the fatal field of Culloden was fought—and all “that could
now be done was to let friendly ships hover about the Scottish coast
to pick up any stragglers who might escape the vengeance of the
savage soldiery, stimulated to the most sanguinary and revolting
excesses by the “butcher”* who commanded them—the atrocious
Duke of Cumberland,— whose memory is still exccrated in the hills
diid valleys he drenched with blood—not the hot blood of battle, but
the cold blood shed in ravening vengeance afterwards.f Not even the
blood of men would satisfy. Women and children avere given up to
carnage and to indignities still worse than death.} Nor age, nor scx,
por rank, was regarded. Every cxcess that could shock humanity
was in open practice every day ;—a licentious soldiery, foreign and
domestic, was let loose to do their worst—and not only do it with
impunity, but win favourifor their atrocities in the eyes of their
merciless leader. .

* « Ie left behind him in Scotland the name of the Butcher, and the people of
England, disgusted sooner than any other with cruelty, confirmed this title to the
hero of (loden.”—Pict. Hist. Eng.

Xt 'was' lately proposed in the city to present him with the freedom of some
company ; one of the aldermen said aloud, * then let it be of the Butchers."”—
Horace Walpole.

+ ¢ In nuany places the dispersed clans were hunted down like wild beasts—
tracked to their dens and holes in hill sides, and either burnt or smothered by
combustible materials lighted at the mouths of those cranmies, or compelied to
coffie out tofall upon the bayonets and swords of their pursucrs. The Duke had
declared that blood-letting was the hest remedy, that every man that wore the tartan
in those parts was a rebel and traitor, whose body, soul, and goods were forfeited.”
—Pict. Hist. Eng.

1 “ As a last touch to the harrowing picture, we may mention, what is asserted
on indisputable authority, that the Highland women were subjected to the last
indignity and brutahty, and that their children were frequenfly shot, stabbed, or
thrown over the rocks.”—Pict. Hist. Eng. -



‘The instant his strength permitted, Ned embarked in a" Freneh
vessel employed in the charitable act of hovering about Scotland, and
affording refugeto the fugitives who could esqype their hunters. In
this duty, as he heard from time to time, from the lips of eye-wit-
nesses, the recitals of hlood and depravity in course of constant com-
mission, how his heart was lacerated—how his imagination heaped
horror on horror that might have befallen those who were so dear to
him ! Had Lynch fallen a victim to the cold-blooded carnage? Or
was Ellen?——Oh, horror!—to think of her was to go distracted ;
—he endeavoured to exclude such appalling imaginings from his mind,
but still the fearful picture would intrude ;—he saw her flying from
some pursuer whose hands were red with her father’s blood—he heard
her screams as the murderer gains upon her—his ruffian arm is round
her waist—she writhes in the® grasp of the libertine——'twas “too
much for the mind to sustain. Thus excited, he would press his
clenched hands to his burning forehead, gnash his teeth, and groan
again with mental agony. He was on the very verge of madness.

All the inquiries he made of every fugitive who reached the vessel
were fruitless—he could hear no certain tidings of Lynch and his
daugliter, and his state of suspense became so insupportable, that he
at one time proposed landing and sceking them himself ; but this
was represented to him, by those who knew the state of the country,
as only a wilful throwing away of his own life withput the
remotest chance of serving his friends, and he abandoned so.mad a
project.  But the exertions he wade to get off all fugitives from the
land were prodigious. There was no risk he did not run with the
boats, whenever tidings were heard of parties hanging about the shore
fur escape, in the hope that Ellen might be among them, but in vain.

The vessel became crowded with refugees, and still had Ned to
endure the agonies of suspense.  The captain, finding his ship so full,
proposed running to the Flemish coast, landing his passengers, and
returning again to the service of humanity ; but Ned prevaile%on him
to wait another day. Intelligence was had®f some refugees who.pro-
posed attempting their escape on board the Frenchman the next night,
and as a lady was reported to be amongst them, Ned would not give up
the chance of finding in this fugitive his beloved Ellen.

The point being ascertained where the attempt would be made,
the vessel ran ih under the land when it was dark, and Ned, with:a
boat well armed, pushed off. The signal-light was seen to glimmer on
the shore; with muffled oars they pulled silently into an inlet, and
the hunted adherents of the ill-fated Stuarts came from their hiding-
places among the rocks. Foremost of the party was a wounded man,
supported by two eompanions towards the boat, aud passed along by
the assistange of the sailors to the stern sheets, where Ned had charge
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of the helm ; but how was he startled, when, in extending his hand to
the wounded stranger, and placing him beside him, he recognised in
his pale and haggard fice the features of Kirwan!

Ned’s heart bounded with expectancy! From Kirwan’s prescnce he
was certain the reported lady of the party would turn out to be Ellen ;
but as yet no lady appeared, though several persons had entered the
boat.

« Tash off now,” sid the last who embarked.

« Avast!” said Ned, who turned to Kirwan, and asked, in a voice
which quivered with anxiety,  is not Miss Lynch of your party ?”

¢ Yesterday,” replied Kirwan, faintly, and manifestly speaking with
difficulty, “ yesterday she was—but—but—"

« But what ?” cried Ned, * shswer—for God’s sake, answer !”

The answer was, the heavy fall of Kirwan’s lifeless corse upor
Edward's breast.
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CHAPTER XXXVIL

Epwarp’s feelings were wrought to the last pitch of excitement.
His rival who, when last they met, shad dared him to the death, was
now lying lifeless in his arms; and she for whom they fought, per-
chance, was dead also. If not, her life was at least in peril ; o wanderer
in the Ilighland wilds, separated from the party with whom she had
been sceking for escape, and hunted by merciless pursuers. The
words of the dying man yet rang in Kdward’s ear—¢ She mwas
yesterday, but .” Oh, fearful break, that death had made in the
sentence! What agonizing uncertainty left behind! And, as an
appalling array of possibilities respecting Ellen rushed through Nedls
brain, he almost wished to exchange fates with his rival : kis agony
was over—he died, too, with her name on his lips ; under such cir-
cumstances, far better was the fatc of the dead than the living.
¢ Rather would I die thus than live without her,” was the internal
form of thought beneath which Edward groaned aloud, heedless of the
calls of the sailors if they should push off, he being in command of the
ooat. He heard them not—his thoughts were with his beloved one,
and so hopeless seemed her fate, that his brain reeled under its over-
wrought action, and he sank backwards, insensible as the corse under
which he fell.

Immediate assistance was offered; but the kindly offices v’ere
suddenly disturbed by the approaching datter of horses’ feet and the
clank of arms, showing, too plainly, that the dragoons were upon
them, and no time was lost in shoving the boat from the shore and
pulling vigorously out to sea; not, however, before the troop had time
to send & volley after the fugitives: but darkness favouring their retrea,
the fire was inéeffective, while, the flash of the guns from the beach
betraying the position of the pursuers, the arms of the boat were em-
ployed with more effect in returning the compliment, while the soldier’s
fire could not produce the same fatal result to them, as the boat was
shifting her position every moment. The well-plied oars, however,
soon placed the enemies out of each other’s range, and the speed,
urged by danger in the first instance, was mow continued for

‘U
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humanity’s sake, as they wished to reach the vessel as soon as
possible, to obtain the needful assistance for Ned, who still lay insen-
gible in the bottom of the boat, a faint breathing being the only
indication of life he retained. Consciousness soon returned, however,
under the restoratives employed when he was placed aboard, and he
began to gaze wildly round the cabin, whither he had been borne.
After asking a few incoherent questions, he became fully sensible of
all that had taken place, and inquired if Kirwan were dead or had
only fainted from loss of blood. On being answered that he w,
dead, he exclaimed, ¢ Then I shall never know her fate,” and hid his
face in his hands. It was with mach persuasion he was prevailed' on
to go to his berth ; but he could not sleep. All through the night he
thought of nothing but scenes of“outrafre and when, towards morning,
exhausted +with mental anguish, he savk into a doze, it was only to
dream of darker borrors. He rose, with haggard cheek and sunken
eye, and ascended to the deck, where, at so carly an hour, none but
those doing the duty of the ship werc present, therefore he might
pursue his melancholy train of thoughts undisturbed. On casting a
look astern, the Scottish shore was no longer visible, and a glance at
the compass showed him they were running down for the Flemi-h
@st.  On cxchanging a few words with the officer of the watch, he
ned that the body of Kirwan had been committed to the deep at
midnight; and Ned, even under an affliction which touched him
nearer, could not resist the influence of the passing regret for the fate
of the gallant, handsome fellow ke had left in health and vigour a few
months ago. It flashed upon his memory, also, that two years before,
in that very ses, he had snatched him from the watery grave to
which he was now consigned; and there seemed to him a strange
fatality in this coincidence. ‘ He has beeh strangely mixed up,”
thought Ned, ¢ in all that has influenced my destiny. He was with
he® the first night we met, and his last words were of her when he
departed. He was my rival through life—that thought was my terror
and my torment. In death, his broken answer is a fresh agony;
leaving me in uncertainty, less endurable than the worst knowledge I
could arrive at. His rivalry I have outlived,—but, ah! docs the
prige for which we contended still cxist?” He groaned in mental
anguish at the question, and turned from the lieutenant to pursue his
walk in silence. The Captain soon after came on deck, and handed
some papers, found on Kirwan’s person, to Ned, as he seemed the only
person on board who knew anything of the deceased. Ned anxiously
opened them, hoping he might discover some clue to Kirwan’s recent
movements, and thence be more able to infer something of Ellen’s
fate ; as, from hjs dying words, it was clear he had borne her company
but the day before he died. The first document was a commission in
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the Irish brigade; but, on the fold of g letter within it, Edward
recognised Ellen’s handwriting, and eagerly opened the paper. He
paused for an instant, the internal monitor—honour—suggesting the
question if he were justified in reading it; but the circumstances of
uncertainty in which he was placed, satisfied his conscience that he
committed no violation of propriety by the act, and he read.

“ You complain of my recent coldness, and appeal to our long
friendship in your behalf, claiming, on that score, a gentler considera-
tion at my hands. Had you been content with me as a friend, you
should have ever found me the same—unchanged and unchangeable.
Even when taking the extreme advagtage of the position in which my
father’s favour placed you, you urged me by a question always painful
to both of us, I never denied you the friendship beyond which I could
not go ; nay, I pardoned even importunity, and abated not my regard:
but when you assumed the right to question others on the subject of
thoir esteem for me, you committed an offence which you cannot
wonder I feel deeply. .

‘“To tell you all the pain I have endured at my name being made the
suhject of a brawl, would be to tire you with a repetition of my
daily suffering., The circumstances under which it occurred, and
high personage offended by it, have made it a matter of provoking
notoriety ; such affairs as these tend to lessen the respect which the
unobtrusiveness, properly belonging to maidenhood, is sure to main-
tain, and which, till now, I have never forfeited. I fancy I bhear
myself pointed out for observation, as ¢ the girl the two fellows fought
ahout,” and shrink at the impertinent glances of the hot-headed
mad-caps who are about us. Oh, how could you reapect me so little
as to reduce me to this?

« Nevertheless, I forgive you,—for my father’s sake, and the sake
of old friendship ; but, remember, it is friendship. only. Ask me no
more questions of any sort,—if you do, ewen the friendship which I
still bear you must cesse. For the future; let there be kindness, bat,
also, silence between us on one point. You understand me, and ought
to know me well enough to be certain I will hold to my resolution.
Once and for all, remember—we are friends; how long we remsin so
depends upon yourself.

: ¢ EvLen.”

The information Ned sought was not here, and the thought,that
Ellen, in his absence, was true to him, while it gave momentary plea-
sure, but aggravated the misery of losing a heart so faithful, - % Oh,
why was I net there to guard her!” thought Ned. A passing
thought of pity was given, also, to his departed rival. “ Poor fellow,”

U2
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he half muttered, * poor fellow, these lines of her’s, even though they
coendemned him to despair, he could not part with.” He now opened
the second paper ; let the reader judge how his heart sank as he read
the terrible lines.
¢“ DEAR KIRWAN, )
¢ We will meet you at the pass to-morrow and run the risk of reach-
ing the coast; better anything than this uncertainty of concealment.
One thought alone oppresses me, too painful to speak of, even to you—
- almost too terrible for myself to think of—therefore I write my wish
before we meet. In case of attack from the military our party will
fight to the death, of course, and Ellen must be under your especial
_care. For this purpose I enjoin you to keep where there is least
of danger during the fight. If we prosper, (which God grant!) it is
well ; if not, (and the Divine will be done !) my lovely girl must not
survive defeat. To your hand, then, 1 entrust this last and dreadful
act of friendship; as I would have given her to you for life, so do I
for death, if needful-—the more difficult trust to discharge. But I
enjoin you, by every tie of honour and humanity, set her pure spirit
‘Were there no other hand to do it, I would emulate Virginius ;
t you will spare me 50 fearful a task : 1 know you.will. God help
N us! we live in fearful times, when a father thinks it virtue to con-
template the death of his own beloved child—and, oh, how I love
her !——1I cannot venture to write another word.
« Remember—I depend on you.
¢ MarTIN LyNcH.”

These dreadful lines scarcely left a hope. The father's terrible
injunction to Kirwan, in case of disaster, stood fearfully prominent,
under existing circumstances, to the coldest conjecture; what, then,
must the heated imagination of a lover have conjured up. Defeat was
the signal for Ellen’s death—and that defeat had manifestly ensued,
Kirwan’s wounds were but too palpable evidence. Ned burst forth
into a passion of grief, which he found it impossible to control. His
aetions partook more of a madman than a reasonable being : flinging
himself, on the deck, he gave himself up to the wildest despair,
exclaiming, in the intervals of his wailing, “ She’s gone ! she’s gone!
gone for ever!” Then would he call upon her name; then accuse
timself for having ever left her, and ask, why fate had not granted that

uld have been with her in the monient of danger; and, finally,
called on Heaven to grant him a speedy release from his misery, by
permitting bim to find an early grave. As this shought of existence
being a burden passed through his mind, his eye rested on the deep
waters around him, and, with an expression of so dark a meaning,, that
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the Captain, who had been seeking to soothe him for mnme: laid his
hand emphatically on his shoulder, and bade him summon his fortitude,
reminding him it had been well said, there was as much honour to be
gained in sustaining the assaults of misfortune, as in standing unflinch-
ingly before an cnemy’s fire. “ I know you, would never desert your
gun,” be said, “ nor must you strike your colours to evil fortune,”

In addition to such good advice, however, the Captain ordered a
sharp eye to be kept upon Ned, for his mind for a period seemed to
have sunk under the weight of his grief, and he scarcely exchanged a
word with one of his companions; when he did, it was but to bewail
his fate and wish himself dead.

In the meantime the vessel made Ostend, and the fugitives who
bad escaped the slanghter debarked, and the ship prepared to return
to the Scottish coast, further to pursuc the cause of charity in which
she had been engaged.  The Captain proposed to Edward to continue
in this service, suggesting, that he might yet recover his apparently
lost friends, and that, even in case of failure, the mere occupation
would be beneficial to him ; but Edward refused ever again to approach
the land which had proved so fatal to his hopes; for he had given
himself up to the convictiongthat Ellen had perished, and, taking a
sad farewell of the ship and his companions, he'returned to Brui"éb,
and sought his old friend, Father Flaherty.

Sad was the mceting between the priest and the lover, for the
venerable ecclesiastic loved Ellen with almost a father’s affection, and,
in the bitterness of his grief, Ned had ample communion of sorrow.
But his sacred calling had taught the priest to bow, in humblencss of
ueart, to the deerges of Heaven, and Edward found, in the words and
sxample of the cHivistian minister, a consolation which soothed his
spirit, and made grief, though not less decp, more tolerable. The
Father bade him even not to despair ; that though presumptive evidence
was strgng of the fatal termination of the attempt to escape, on the
part of%;ynch and his daughter, yet it was not: positively ascertained ;
and, until then, it was but christiaf®like to hope that 1leaven might
have shown its mercy to the fugitives, ahd interposed divine protec-
tion between them and their mercilesa pursuers. But, while the
Father exhorted his young friend to hope, his manner showed that the
reed, on which he would have another lean, was too slender to support
himself. Poor Father Flaherty ! he was too simple to impose upon
any onc. The imposition he would have practised on Ned was an
amiable one; he would hive turned his thoughts to the fl.m;e, to
make him escape from the pain of the present. ¢ The poor Doy will
Zet more used to the grief every day,” he would say to himself, * and
in his first bitter sorrow, sure anything that can cheat him out of it
is a'mercy.” |
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But the Father’s manner could not have cheated a child. It was
teo plain he thought all hope was past; and Ned, when alone, would
repeat to hdmself, ¢ Though he bids me hope, he thinks she is dead.”
Then would he fall into a reverie, and ask, “ Could it so be? Was
the indeed no more? ‘Tbe beautiful and bright, in an instant snatched
away-—the object and motive of his life—that for which he had darcd,
sd hoped, and struggled, and achieved so much—vanished like a
dream? Could he be doomed to so wretched a fate?” His soul
shrunk from the bitter belief, and the faintest glimmer of hope
would be welcome to his darkness :—ske might yet live. Then would
he- pursue that phantom, created of his wishes, till his exhausted
heart sunk in the fruitless chase, and his reverie would end, as it had
begun, with the melancholy phrase, ¢ She is dead !”

Fhis turmoil of the heart and mind was sapping the very sources
of his life ; yet to this, his dark reverie, must he duaily go, and endure
the chain and whip of that mental prison of the afflicted soul.

From such ecaptivity the kindness of his reverend friend would
often lead him forth. Father Flaherty would insist on having
him for- the companion of his walks, and making him join in
the inquiries he instituted respecting thg affairs in Scotland. They
asked daily at the Convent of the Assumption, where Ellen had
told Edward he would at all times be most likely to hear of her; but
they could give no tidings. When fugitives from the devoted land
arrived from time to time, they werc closely questioned respecting all
affairs most interesting to Edward, but no word of promise was
gathered. It was positively asserted that the Prince was yet in
Scotland, hiding in the wilds, with a few devoted gdherents—se few
that they could tell their individual names, and Lynch was not among
them. They said, besides, that very few more might be expected to
reach Flanders, for few were left to make the attempt. This was sad
news ; but it was told, at the same time, that a good number of fygitives
had succeeded in getting off to Igeland, and this held out some slight
hope to Edward. If Ellen and her fathcr had been of those who
escaped, the mountains of Galway would be the quarter where they
would most likely have sought shelter, and there Edward determined
to seek them; for, though he looked upon the search as almost hope-
less, still he would not abandon the remotest chance of recovering his
lost loved one. Father Flaherty thought less of the chance than even
Ned, but he kept that to himself ; for, as he thought, if it did no other
good, i would give “ the poor boy” something to do, and ¢ divart
the grief.” Ned, therefore, made his arrangements for crossing the
Channel—that passage he had so often made in danger and difficulty,
‘but 0w more dangerous than ever ; and taking a sad, but affectionate,
leave of thekind-hearted priest, committed himself to the waves,
followed by_the Father's prayers and blessing.
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CHAPTER XXXVII -

As our hero is on his way to Ireland, a brief glance at its political
position, at that moment, is necessary. I think I hear the reader say,
¢¢ The author forgets he had a chapter a little while ago on that very
subject—all about the liberal Earl of Chesterficld.” Softly, gentle
reader—so I had : but that was a year ago,—a year of tranquillity
and justice in Ireland,—things too rare and precious to let Ireland
have too much of, so the liberal Earl of Chesterfield was recalled, and
poor Ireland flung back into the state of brutalising thraldom, from
which his enlightened policy would have led her forth to take her
place among the nations.

The word of an Irishman is naturally regarded with suspicion
when he alludes to the wrongs under which his country has suffered ;
it is well, therefore, to guarantee the statement with the voice of
history, and the historian who speaks is a Protestant pluralist clergy-
wan.* From such a quarter no one need apprehend a flattering
colouring in favour of Irish affairs. Andywhat says the Rev. James
Ge *don when speaking of Chesterfield’s departure ?——*¢ The boon to
Ireland of such a goVernor, as it hud been extorted from the British
Cabinet by the necessity of circumstances, was recalled as soon as that
necessity ceased. Nine days after the total rout of the rebels in the
battle of Culloden, which was fought on the sixteenth of April, 1746,
the amiable Stanhope departed from this kingdom, deeply regretted
by the nation, who, as a mark of gratitude, placed his bust, at the
public expense, in the castle of Dublin.}

On the Earl of Chesterfield being withdrawn from the Irish ad-
ministration, the foulest sluices of political rancour, pent up for a time
and becoming mere pestilent from their atagnancy, were reopened,
and deluged society. The cry against the Catholics became fiercer

* Rev. James Gordon.

+ In our own days a statue by public subscription was the deserved tnbutt paid
by the Irish people to the memory of Mr. Drummond—that sound statesman, who
promulgated g large principle in a small sentence,~* Property has its duties as well
as its rights” At the assertion of this undeniable fact a great many lgndlords
were angry,—of course not the good ones. A bad camse is always damsged by
truth. *
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than-ever ; and the rising just quelled in Scotland having been indus-
triously bmnded by the ministerialists in England as a popish rebellion,
advantage was taken of the anti-popish prejudice thus excited, and
every vmlence permitted by the penal laws was resorted to by the
dominant party in Ireland. At the head of this party was the
primate, George Stone, a man so utterly regardless of every moral and
religious obligation, that nothing can be stronger proof of the pros-
tration of public opinion in Ireland at that day, and the outrages on
propriety a government might then commit, than the fact of such a
man being at the head of the Irish church—a man in whose life,
religion, morality, and common decency were openly violated.*

Indeed, the then government of Ireland cxercised a nearly unlimited
tyranny. So strong were they, that the Lord-Lieutenant ventured to
refuse the Commons® House of Parliament to forward to the King some
resolutions they had passed, and an adjournment of the house and
their declared determinuation to transact no more public business until
their document was forwarded, were the only means lgft them of
reducing the viceroy to his duty. ‘

When government ventured to deal thus with the protestant par-
liament, it may be supposed how they trampled on the catholic
people of Ircland. The tone of her rulers encouraged cvery petty -
tyrant to indulge in excess. Every brutal fellow who could ouly faney
his own elevation by the oppression he exercised, swaggered more than
ever over his catholic neighbour ; and to those whose appetites were
keen enough for something more, the amusement of ¢ priest hunting”
offered even blood.

Such was the state of the kingdom when Ned returned to it. 1Ile
had been absent now for some years; and while witnessing the
freedom and -prosperity of other lands, had forgotten the slavery and
vretchedness of his own. In thus saying * forgotten,” it is not meant
2 accuse Ned of being deficient in love of country,—far from it. But
fie had left Ireland too young to know much about national affairs;
and the vivid impressions he had received of all he had since seen in
the world, were well calculated to fill theanind of a young man with
new ideas, whose freshness would be likely to throw the old into
oblivion. He left his country when he had but just stepped out of
boyhood, when sports formed the theme for thought: that age when
the mind cannot properly comprehend the nature of political de-
gradation. He only knew that going to mass was a thing to be done

* Regardless of his pastornl duties, and solely intent on politics, he sacrificed
wligion and morality to the gmmng and confirming of adherents . . . . To depre-
ciate the protestant religion in a country of catholics, by. placing such a man at the
negd of the church, and employing bim as the engine of intrigue, was not con-
sistent with sound policy. — Rev. James Gordon’s Hist. Irelunds
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in secret, as if it was some deed that honest people ought to be
ashamed of,  Still this hidden thing hé had been taught to love, and it
was mixed up with his eagliest recollections of a mother’s fondness and
gentlencss, and, so far, had a hold upon his heart; but it may be
remembéered that Ned’s early love of gentility made him recoil from
the “low” things of this world, and what could be lower than the
position of a catholic in Ireland at that period ? And it was not
until he bad seen his religion in all its pomp and power abroad that
he worshipped with satisfaction. In this lapse of time while he
had been away he ceased to remember that a catholie in Ircland was a
degraded being ; at least, the fact held no prominent position in his
thoughts, and when he was approaching Galway no one idea respecting
religious matters troubled Ned. His head and heart were otherwise
occupiced ; the features of the neighbouring scenery recalled the
memories of other days ; and these, the closer he got to his native
town, became so multiplied, that he forgot the business of the present
hour and lived over again through the past. Ile passed the gates,
and prepared to meet his father,—that father to whom he had
certainly not behaved well—whom he had left at a time when the
old man might have expected a helping hand from his child ; and Ned,
suffering at the moment under wounded feelings of his own, was more
calculated to sympathize with the griefs of another. ¢ Poor old man,”
thought Ned ; “1 have not acted well by him, but I will ask his
pardon in humbleness of heart now. God knows how often he may
have wanted the helping hand of a son.”

The thought had scarcely birth, when his father suddenly appeared
before him ; but as he was crossing the strget he did not see Ned,
whose sudden surprise took away his self-possession for a moment, and
left him undecided as to what he should do. His first impulse was to
follow, and at once speak to him; but on second thoughts he paused.
¢ I cannot, nor ought not, embrace him until I have asked his pardon,”
said Ned to himself ; ¢ and as the street will not do for that, I had
Dbetter wait till I see him at home.” He followed, however, at a dis-
tance, and watched the old man as he plodded onwards towards the
Exchange. Ie was a good deal altered since his son had seen him
last. His hair had grown grey, and hé had become more bent; his
step, too, was slower, and less steady, and his Whole aspect had a
subdued air about it, which spoke of suffering. The unpleasant
question suggested itself to Ned, « If hé had any part in producing
this ;” and his heart smote him, and an in%ard promise was made that
he would endeavour to make amends in the future for the past.

Just then a burly, swaggering person, with alarge gold-headed cane
and a laced coat, going the samc road as old Corkery, brushed rudely
by him, and made the old man stagger against the wall.
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“ What an insolent ruffian,” thought Ned, « to shove against an
oldman in that manner. 1'd like to kick him.”

The old man against whom the offence was committed seemed to
take the affair as a matter of course, and plodded on as if nothing had
happened. Indeed, so loct was he in some melancholy musings re-
specting the sad condition in which old age had overtaken him,
without one of his own blood to aid him, that he forgot even the
business of the Exchange, whither he was proceeding ; and this state
of absence continued even after he had entered that place

4 & Wkere merchants most do congregate ;”

for he had forgotten to take off his hat, which, as a catholic, hé was
bound to do: none but protestants having the privilege of remaining
covered in this place of trade.

He did not wait long, however, without some one ¢ refreshing his
memory ;” for the identical swaggering gentleman with the gold-
headed cane came up to him, and, with a fanciful flourish of the afore-
said cane, knocked off old Corkery’s hat. .

Ned, who had followed his father, arrived just in time to witness
the act. The same bully who Lad shoved the old man against the
wall had committed a fresh and grosser offence; and instantly the
indignant son rushed upon hLim, and, shouting forth the words
¢ Insolent scoundrel I” he struck his clenched fist into the face of the
offender, and upset laced coat, hat, wig, and dignitary, (for he was
one of the great men of the corporation,) and the uproar that arose on
his fall baffles description.

Old Corkery had quletly stooped, without one word of remon
strance, to take up his Iat, .

“ For sufferance was the badge of all his tribe,”

like the poor buffeted Jew in Venice; but, before he could recover it,
he saw the bloated bully who had abused him struck down at his feet,
and beheld his son in his avenger. But was the feeling one of justi-
fiable triumph, as it ought to have been, that his grey hairs had found
a protector in the vigorous arm of his athletic boy? Ah, no! He
only saw that his son had laid himself open to the vengeance of the
powerful for daring to resent a paltry and senseless tyranny ; the law
of nature should give place before the lagw of Galway ; he had no right
to protect his father from msult because he was a catholic,

Here, again, we find the Qarallel to the persecuted Jew of Venice,
who, smarting under the wrongs and indignities heaped upon him, in
passionate pleading, asks, after enumerating them—

« And for what ?—Because I am a Jew!”
If the Jews first persecuted the Christians, the Christians certainly
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returned the compliment with a vengeance, and it would seem that the
practice of it engendered an enduring love for the articlepfor they
have been exchanging it amonglthemselves at various times ever since.

But to return to the uproar on the ’‘Change. Several ran to the
assistance of the fallen corporator, while others attempted to lay hold
of Ned, amidst cries of, ¢ Down with him !” ¢ Seize him!” But he,
whose thews and sinews were braced by hardy service, knocked down
the lumbering merchants * like nine-pins,” and strewed the pave-
ment of the Exchange with wigs and cocked hats; but, observing the
approach of some liveried gentlemen, carrying long poles of office,
Ned saw further fight was impossible, so he turned to the right about
and showed them a fast pair of heels for it. The hue and cry was
raised after him—a regular < Phillilew !” but, intimate as he was with
every lane and alley of the tewn, he left his pursuers far behind him,
and soon had perfect choice to go unobserved whither he would. At
first he thought of his father’s house ; but it was likely that would be’
scarched: for Ned by this time remembered where he was, and the
consequences attendant on his act. He turned in an opposite direc-
tion, therefore, and walked smartly into the fish-market, where, by the
quay side, he could find some boat to take him over to the Cladagh,
that surc sanctuary for any gentleman in his circumstances.

‘While he was thus providing for his safety, the ferment on ’Change
increased ; and, as is usual in such matters, was increased by the very
people who had least to dv with it—the timid, talking folk, who,
while the active ones were trying to capture Ned, called out lustily to
encourage thenf, shouted, * Down with him !” and inquired, ¢ Whe is
ne?” But neither ejaculation nor question were successful, for Ned
had got off in triumph, and nobody could tell who he was.

Nobody but one, and lLe, of course, would not. This was his
father, who, in the first glance he caught of him, knew his boy,
improved in appearance as he was, almost beyond recognition. The
blusterers crowded round old Corkery, and desired him to tell who
the scoundrel was who dared to raise his hand against a Protestant
gentleman, but the father pleaded ignorance.

¢ You're a lying old crawthumper !” cried one.

¢ Not a one o’ me knows, indeed, gentlemen,” said Corkery.

¢ I'd make him tell!” cried another, “ I'd give him some holy
water under the pump.”

“ Sure, you are all witness I made no complamt when my hat was
knocked off.” *

* D—n your impudence !” exclaimed a third speaker. “ Complaint,
indeed! What right have you to complain? Of course it was
knocked off, when you dared to show your Pap:st face here with your
hat on.”
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“ 1 beg your pardon, gentlemen—I quite forgot—my poor owld
hend was*thinking of one thing or another, and it was a forget, and
nothing else, that kept the hat on me.”

“ But you can tell who the ruffian is who knocked down Mister
Simeox ?”

¢ Not a one o’ me kno“ s—’deed and ’deed !”

¢ Seme o’ them Jackybites,” cried another, them ignorant Jacky-
bites, that would support arbitherary power and uphold tyeranny.
I tell you what it is, we’'ll have no justice, nor right, nor law, nor
freedom in the laiid until every thieving papist in it is hanged.”

“ I blieve you!” cried several voices.

¢ Hats, indeed !” continued the orator. < By the holy

“ Don't swear, brother,” interposed a merchant, who was of a
puritamieal turn. .

“ Brother,” returned the orator, ¢ one must relieve their mind with
an oath now and then, and by this and that: talking of hntw, 1 say,
that as long as them Papists is left heads we'll have no pace! God
forgive you, Oliver Cromwell, for that saying of yours, when you tould
them to go to hell or Connaught. Sure they preferred Connaught,
and signs on it—its full 0’ them-—as full as a tick—and, until we weed
them out, there will be no pace.  Down with them, I say.”

The cry was echoed by the bystanders, who were now all Protest-
ants ; for any Catholics who lad been on *Change thought it wiser to
retire.  Corkery alone was left among the knot of corporators, who,
inflained by their own words, looked upon him with evil eyes, the
orator in particular, who at last snatched his hat*from lLim and
trampled it under his feet, crying, * That's the way I'd sarve you!
that's the way I'd trample them undher my feet, all the d—d Papists
in Ireland. Dewn with them !”

He danced on the hat while he spoke, or rather foamed his words,
and, influenced by his brutal example, some of the most violent of his
way of thinking began to hustle the unoffending old man, and it is
hard to say how the affair might have terminated, had not the mayor
chanced to come on the ’Change during the commotion, and inter-
fered to prevent a breach of the peace.

As soon as he had succeeded in preventing further personal vio-
lence to poor Corkery, be called him to a severe account for his
“ outrageous conduct,” as he was pleased to call it.

The old man opened his eyes in amazement at such an address,
after his being cuffed and buffeted by others, whd were not blamed in
the least, and this he humbly put forward to his worship.

To this the mayor answered, that whatever had occurred he had no
one to blame for it but himself, and that he should summon him
regularly before him to answer for his conduct, in having provoked a
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riot and breach of the peace on the high ’Change of the ancient and
loyal town of Galway, by a gross and daring violation of its laws and
privileges, as he was determmed to uphold the same, and let the
Papists see that they should *not display their insolence within his
Jjurisdiction. The 'Change was then clear.e. by the mayor’s order,
the party of the upper hand talking in knots, as they retired, of the
necessity of some strong measures to keep down the demon of popery,
while poor old Dennis Corkery took his course home, trembling for the
fate of Ned, in case he should be taken, Many a prayer he put up
for his escape, and when he reached his home, he did not know, whether
to sorrow or rejoice—his son was ot there. Soon, however, he had
reason to be glad, for a search was made by the mayor’s orders, and
the myrmidons of office did it as rudely as they could, withyplenty of
insolent words to the old man.

Yet while Ireland was in the state this chapter indicates, England
would not admit that she had cause for discontent. The phrase of the
timc was, that ¢ the discontent the face of Ireland wore was coloured
by caprice and faction.”

How capricious!
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, CHAPTER XXXVIIL

NEep, in the mean time, had made his way over the niver and
went to the cottage of the fisherman, where Lynch had sheltered
on that eventful night which witnessed the initiatory step of Ned into
the regidns of romance. The fisherman was not at home ; but his
wife, who was mending a net at the door, told Edward she soon
expgoted his return, and, Ned proposing to wait for him, the woman
rose, and inviting our hero to enter, dusted a rude chair with her
apron, and requested him to be reated. A fine little boy was tying a
piece cf rag on a skewcr, which he had stuck into a flat piece of wood,
the whole representing boat, mast, and sail to his juvenile fancy; the
toy of the child indicating the future occupation of the man. The
little fisherman in embryo paused in his work on the entrance of the
stranger, whom he eyed with a furtive sidelong glance undgr his littlg
brow.

The mother resumed her work at the door, but <oon laid it down
and went away. She turned into a neighbour’s cottage and asked
her, would she “just run up to'the corner, and watch for her
husband coming home, and give him the ¢hard word’ that ther:
was a strange gentlemgn waiting for him at home ; for sure there was
no knowing whether he would like to see him or not—because they
were queer times, and hard times.” After this precaution she
returned to the door and resumed her work: In a few minutcs one
neighbour after another came up to where she sat, and looked kcenly
into the house at Ned while they spoke to the mistress, and having
reconnoitred, passed on. Ned knew too much of the habiis of the
peoplc not to see he was an object of observation, if not of suspicion ;
but, aware that to betray such a knowledge on his part would be to
confirm their bad opinion of him, he waited his opportunity for letting
them understand him. This occurred ere long, for a large-boned,
dark-browed man soon came up to the door, and, after giving the
civil word to the woman of the house, strode into it, with the words,
“ God save all here !”

Ned frankly returned the accustomed response of * God save you
kindly 1” at which the aspect of the man became softened, and, after
exchanging a few words with Ned, he walked out again.

At last the man of the house himself returned, and Ned rose to
meet him. The fisherman did not recognise him, but a few words
#ram Ned recalled him to his memory. On the mention of Lynch’s
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name, the fisherman cast a searching look at his unhidden gueat, and
smd,.m an under tone, “ Arrah, then, do you know where the Onp-
tain is ?”

« No,” said Ned, eagerly ; #do you?

¢ Me ?” said the man, as if he wondered how; any one could ask him
the question. “ Musha! how would I know

Ned made no observation ; but it struck him there was something
in the fisherman’s manner that indicated the knowledge he disclaimed.
Eagerqas he was for knowledge on that point, however, he wisely
forbore to urge it, well knowing it would be of no use, and fearing it
might damage what little interest he might have in that quarter, and
which he needed to employ. Leaving, therefore, the matter as it
stood, he related his adventure on the Exchange, and for the Wd
time requested the fisherman’s good offices in going to his father;"snd
telling him where he was; addmg, that, as it might be unwise for
Ned to go into the 1own. he hoped lis father would come over to the
Cladagh.

The message was carried, as Ned wished; and an hour did not
elapse nntil he Liad the satisfaction of receiving the old man’s welcome
and blessing. .As for all the pardon he expected he should have to
ask, Lis father cw it short. He admitted Ned bhad behaved like an
“undutiful young Llackguard,” but he hoped he knew better now; and
¢ ’po1. his sonl, he was mighty well grown, so he was.” The fact was,
ol Corkery felt proud of the handsome person of his son ; and, though
he was rather uncasy as to the consequences of the affair of the

Exchange, yet in his heart he could not help liking Ned the better for
¥ nocking down the bully who had insulted him.

The fisherman and his wif~ had the politeness to make & clear house
of it; and father and son being left together, an account of Ned’s ad-
ventures since he quitted Galway filled old Corkery with immeasurable
wonder ; but most of all he wondered how Ned could have the
assurance t0 make love to a rale lady. A this brightest and darkest
portion of theé story, Ned was much exdited, and candidly told his
father that the chance of finding her, irf case she had escaped the
Highland massacre, was his chief business4n Galway.

¢ Faix, then, she has as great a.chante of being massacrayd ic
Galway, I can tell you, as in Scotland ; for they ave hot afther any
one they suspect of having anything to -de with the rising; and the
divil a much they scruple doing anything. As for you, Ned, what
with your smugghng, and pnva!beenng, and having to do with the
rebels, there’s as much on your head as would hang fifty, and I
advise you to lave Galway ¢ while your shoes is good.’”

% Not until I have sought for her ?”

' % Very well,—you'll have your'own'weiy I'see. But, if I was you
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T’d make off to Spain as hard as I could to the uncle..—Wow—ow |—
and there’s more of the wondher ! —Who'd think of brother Jerry
turning out a great Spanish lord P—Faix, I'd like to go to Spain
myself and see him, only maybe he wogldn't speak to a body now that
he’s 8o grate a man.” i

“ Ah, sir, you know little of my uncle !”

“ To be sure I do, when I never see him since he was a boy.”

¢ He has a noble heart.”

“ And plenty of money, you say. Faix, that'’s where I'd g0, Ned.”

“ Surely, sir,” said Ned, somewhaf excited, “ you would ndt have
me desert—" 4

¢ Oh, the young lady, you mane. ’Pon my word, Ned,—not that
I wish to make you onaisy or wound your feelin’s, but I think that
young lady is in ¢ kingdom come.””

Ned buried his face in his hands, and sighed heavily. His father's
bluntness was revolting, and the eonversation after this slackened con-
siderably. The little there was of it treated of immediate affairs ; for
Ned seemed to shut himself up, as it were, respecting the past, and his
father urged bim to remove, for the present, from the neighbourhood
of the town, however he might be determined to remain in the conty:
for he assured him the affair of the Exchange had produced a strong
sensation in the high places of Galway, and that if he should fall into
the hands of those in power, it might be as much as his life was
worth.

« My life ¥” returned Ned, with an incredulons smile. « What !—
for knocking 2 man down ? No, no,—there’s no law for that.” ’

* Who said there was ?>—that is, no regular law. But, God help
your head! it is little they care for any law but what they have power
to do themselves.”

« Come, come, father. I know they are arbitrary enough, but
I cannot believe my life is in danger.”

*Can’t you, indeed ?— Oh,—your sarvant, sir,—may be not. See now,
Ned.—You have come back from furrin parts, and may know a grate
dale more nor me about imperors, and sultans, and the kings o’ Bohaymi,
and all to that—and about ginteel manners, and counts, and countisses,
—and indeed I hope the young woman’s alive,—but in the regard to
a knowledge of the town o’ Galway I'll give in to no man; and I tell
you my owld heart would grieve to see you in the power o’ the
high people o’ Galway this night. God help your head! its little you
know of it. It was bad enough when you left it, but it was a paradise
on earth compared to what it is now.* We could go to mass then, in
a sly way with a little care,—but now—oh, jewel!—by my sow], it’s
dangerous to tell your beads beside your own bed for fear the bedpost
w;ould inform on you. IWalittle you know what Galway is come to,
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The wind ofawordmenoughto condemn & mERiy,: mm‘hleuknodnng
down one o’ themselves. Your life is not worth s sthraw, my buck, inside
Galway gates, and that's a thruth. They’d hang you as soon as look
at yoa, and no one to call them to account for it afther. A few
months ago, indeed, they were afraid a bit of the Lord Liftinnint ; but
now, as we say in Galway, what have we to depind on but the heart
of a Stone.”*

Thus went on old Corkery, giving, in his own quaint, d:s;omted w8y,
a melancholy account of the utter prostration of the bulk of the
people beneath the savage will of the dominant few. . Edward listened
heedlesslyr as far as he himself was concerned, but grieved to
hear that the place of refuge, where he fancied his darling Ellen
might have escaped, was scarcely less dangerous than the den of
murder in Scotland. But the recital rather stimulated than depressed
him ; he mould remain, and seek for tidings of his beloved one, in
defiance of the tyranny which his recent life of freedom taugbt him to
detest and despise ; but it was clear, from what his father said, that he
must quit the neighbourhood of Galway, and the fisherman was then
summoned to take part in their council. He suggested that the
readiest mode of putting & good distance between Ned and the town,
suddenly and safely, would be to row up the river and cross Lough
Corrib, on whose opposite shore he would be perfectly beyond the
chance of recognition or reach of capture. For this manceuvre the
fisherman prepared, by going above bridge, and from a friend on the
wood quay borrowing a small boat, which he rowed to a convenient
spot, beyond reach .of observation from any of the ramparts or
batteries, and securing the boat to the bank, under the shelter of
some flaggers, he returned to the cottage, whence, at nightfal, Ned
and he left the Cladagh, and,-making a detour to escape all chance of
observation from any of the guards of the gates, the boat was reached in
safety, and they embarked. Lustily they pulled at their oars, and
headed well against the rapid stream; the towers of Menlo and the
castle of the Red Earl were passed, looming darkly over the waters.
Soon after, as the stream widened, they logt sight gradually of the
banks, and the deep broad waters of the lonely Corrib opened before
them. The ripple on the boat’s side. and the measured stroke
of the oar were the only sounds that broke the silence, save when
a brief question and answer were exchanged between Ned and
his companion. After pulling vigorously for about an hour, they
approached the eastern shore, and crept along it towards the north-
ward until a small creek offered a landing-place, and they jumped
to the bank, and made fast the boat. The ruins of a small
castle were on one side of the creek, and of an ancxeqt church on the

* The name of the Prmuu, then tll-povorful.
"X
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other. To the former the fisherman led the way, and said he sup-
posed Ned knew whers he was now.

« No,” said Ned; “ I have never been on this side of the lake
before. What castle is this ?”

¢ Auglinadoon, your honour. It’s right a gentleman should know
the house he sleeps in, for it’s here you'must sleep to-night, barrin’ you
know th® road to some village or town nigh Land.”

“ That I don’t,” said Ned.

¢ Then you had betther wait till morning will give you the use of
your eyes; so shut them up in the mane time here, till you want
them.” He entered the castle as he spoke, followed by Ned, who
groped his way after him. The fisherman threw down a couple of
large boat coats, telling Ned these were the only feather-beds the
castle could boast of 5 ¢ for you persaive,” added he, with a chuckle,
¢ that they keep open house here for want of a hall door.” Ned
assured him he knew what it was to lie hard betimes, and he would
not find him a discontented guest in the halls of Aughnadoon.

¢ If you're particular,” said the fellow, “ you can’ put a lump of a
stone undher your head for a pillow.”

“ Thank you,” said Ned, I am not fond of luxury.”

“ Long life to you!” sgid the fisherman ; * you have got what is
betther than beds and pillows and all the luxuries of the world,—you
have a merry heart.”

“ Not very merry, if you knew but all,” said Ned.

“ Well, you're not afraid to look danger, or hardship, or sorrow in
the face, and that's the right sort,” said the fisherman. ¢ I hope
you'll sleep, sir. Good night, and God be with you.” He lay down,
and soon his heavy breathing told Ned he was fast asleep, and ere long
he slumbered as soundly.
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CHAPTER XXXIX.

£ It was a few weeks previous to the events recorded in the last
chapter, that a man, beyond middle age and of saddened aspect, yas
pacing up and down in a closely shaded alley of trees, forming part of
the ornamental woods of a noble domain. His arms were folded upon
his breast, and his eyes cast upon the ground. The sun was setting,
and a beautiful and gently-winding river, reflecting his beams, could
be seen glittering in the distance through the trees. The aspect of
Nature was calm and bright, but scemed to have no charm for the
stranger pacing beneath the wrees, for he turned from the glittering
portion of the scene, and looked ‘more congenially into the deep *
shadows of the wood. At times he would glance up the long alley for
awhil», as if expecting some one from that quarter, and, as the
shadows of evening deepened, a man was seen to cross a close path
through a tangled brake, and entering the alley approach the stranger,
who advanced to meet him. The new comer extended his hand and
grasped that of his friend warmly. !
¢I find yon the same as ever, my Lord,” said he who had been
waiting. . “ Fast and true to friendship in the worst of times.”

“ And worse they could not be,” returned the nobleman ; ¢ our lot
is cast in gloomy times.”

“ Ah!” exclaimed the other, shaking his head sadly, and looking
his companion earnestly in the face, ¢ and why did you not listen to
my cxhortation, and give the bright lustre of your house’s name to
dispel the gloom, when it might have been dispelled ?”

¢ *Tis vain to regret the past,” was the answer.

¢ Yes, but one cannot help regretting,” said the other, * and what
we regret in the past should warn for the future. I told you, you
werc deceiving yourself in your hopes of justice to our country.”,

“ You must admit that Chesterfield’s governmont was enough to
make one trust; to engender the hope that the dawn of better days
had broken, and that a noontide of just and wise policy was about to
shine out at last.”

« It did not make me trust. I told you, what has since come to
pass, that they had granted us that gentle and sensible statesman

x2
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through neceesity, fiot choice ; fear, not love, was at the bottom of it.
The moment they can assert their tyrannous sway—it is resumed—e
Chesterfield is recalled, and the country given up to & darker domina-
tion than ever. There is no hope, but in breaking our chains.”

¢ But can they be broken ?”

¢ If slaves always asked that questlon, they would never be free.”

¢ Come, come, my friend, slave is a harsh word. You know I love
liberty ; I come of & race whose blood has stained the scaffold in the
cause of liberty.”

“Say not stained,” exclaimed the other, ¢ call not blood that is
shed for liberty a stain—it is a glorious offering !”

«§ Well, glorious offering let it be—that offering has been made by
our house, and would again, if needful—and when it would not, may
it perish! But see, my friend, it is unwise to strike for liberty, unless
you have cause to believe the blowA will be successful; for failure
leads but to fiercer tyranny.”

“ I defy them to make us worse than we are now. It is but the
sther day a priest was:butchered in cold blood ; that miscreant, Nevil,
regularly amuses himself-with priest-hunting, and his atrocities but
win him favour in the eyes of those in power. He is a constant
sharer in the orgies of my Lord Primate, is the pet of Lord George
Sackville, and so forth, and his scandalous embezzlement of public
money is connived at by the government, for the welcome work he
does in his bloodthirsty lawlessness. Are these things to be borne
tamely ?”

¢ Certainly not; I have reason to believe the. various petitions and
memorials to the King have been suppressed by Lis ministers, while
His Majesty’s ear is abused on the subject of Ireland: but I myself
will present to the King a memorial, now in course of preparation,
representing the true aspect of affairs, and I cannot believe he will
permit such a state of things to exist longer in this oppressed land.”

“ And arc you yet so hopeful ?” said the other, with a sarcastic
curl upon his lip. * Do you forget that your loyal offer of raising a
regiment in his service was spurned ?”

The nobleman’s blood mounted to his face at the remembered
insult, and the speaker pursued his advantage.

“ Do you forget the patent of a dukedom I offered you, by command
of our true King, while the false one withholds the dignity ¥ Do you
forget Chesterfield recalled, the remonstrances of Parliament despised,
the daily abuses before youreyes? James, Earl of Kildare, if I know
your heart, you bitterly regret at this hour you did not take my offer
a year ago, and, emulating the ancient glories of your house, unfurl
the banner of independence, and lead your countrymen to liberty.”

The Earl made no reply, and his companion took silence for con-
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sent, and the knitted brow and bitten nether lip of his friend were
witnesses in his favour.

‘ It may even yet be done.”

¢« No,—the time is past,” said Kildare, with a sigh.

Oh, for a ¢ Silken Thomas!” exclaimed his companion. * With
a Geraldine to lead them, the people of this’country would shed the
last drop of their blood to achieve their freedom.”

¢ They would be slaughtered nnavailingly,” replied the Earl.

+ ¢ Better that, were it even so, than live the life of a hunted beast,
and die in the end,” said the other. * But we shall have help,—
believe me we shall. The Prince will return with aid from France
or Spain, and then a simultaneous movement in Scotland and Ireland
must be successful.” .

“ Tempt me not against my better reason,” said the Earl, much
moved,—* tempt me not. The time is not yet come. 'When it does,
1 hope the Geraldine will be found where he ought.”

“ Remember, a dukedom is yours at your own word.”

I need not the fruit of temptation that Yies beneath golden straw-
berry leaves to make me do what I think right. The love of country,
T hope, will always suffice to stimulate a Geraldine.—Say no more on
this dangerous subject. I will not give the harpies the plunder of my
estctes ; for murder and confiscation must be the inevitable result of
any movement at present.” ‘

¢ I see you ure resolved, therefore I will bid you farewell.”

¢ Le. me conjure you to abandon all thoughts of violence.”

¢ That's as it may be,”

. ¢ It cannot succeed.”

« T am not yet sure of that. Without a prospect of success I would
not strike.” ¥

“ In the meantime what risk you run. Remember, a price is on
your head, and they seek you out with a deadly hate.”

¢ I know it.”

¢ The world goes hard with you, my friend: would thatI could aid
you as I wish. To offer you shelter here I think useless; we are’too
near the seat of power.”

I would not involve you eitherin so dangerous a matter,” said the
other. ¢ Besides, I shall be safer in the wilds of the west, every
corner of which I know. It would puzzle them to catch me there.”

¢ I wish you were safe back in France.”

¢ The Channe) is so swept now that it is difficult to pass it; and to
be candid with you, I have not money enough to tempt a boat to run
the risk.” ‘

« T thought as much,” said the Earl, “ and came provided to help
you so far. _Here is a rouleau at your service.”
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¢ Thanks, my lord,—~my kind friend, I will say,—it may be useful,
and 1 accept it : and now there is no need to expose you to greater
risk; for to be seen in my company might be the price of your
fair broad lands; thercfore let ws part now for the road. Once
more, adieu !”

" ¢ Farewell,” said the Earl, as he bore him company down the alley,
now wrapt in darkness. ‘I wonder,” he continued, “at your daring
to tempt the highway.”

.. “ X trust in God and the right.”

. %A good trust for the next world,” said the Earl ; “but as for this,
rggi\t has but small chance in it, and God sometimes permits the evil
doers to triumph. Are you well found for your journey?”

“ A stout horse is at the little gate you left open for me.”

 Be swift and circumspect, my friend.”

¢ It is needful, on this side of the Shannon, but once across that

boundary I shall feel toleably secure.”
. They proceeded in silence for some time through tangled wood, and
at length opened upon clear space, under the cover of large trees,
through whose foliage the last streak of twilight glimmered. . As
they approached the wall of the domain, some withered branches that
strewed the ground crackled under their feet, and a voice in advance
of them demanded, ¢ Who’s there ?”

The Earl grasped the arm of his friend in alarm, and stopped.

His companion reassured him in a whisper, and returned to the
challenge the word ¢ Sarsfield.”

The challenger then gave the countersign of ¢ Limerick,” and the
Earl and his friend advanced to the wicket, where a stout peasant was
standing. The Earl hung back a little, out of observation, while the
stranger whispered some few words to the peasant ; then grasping the
hand of his noble friend in silence, he disappeared through the wicket,
and the Earl heard the retiring footsteps of more than one horse. In
a few seconds he looked through the gate, to see who bore his friend
company, and, as well as the uncertain light would permit, he thought
it wos a lady. The Earl locked the wicket, and walked slowly home-
ward through the woods, his thoughts occupied with the melgncholy
musings that such fearful times were calculated to inspire in a patriot.
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CHAPTER XL.

MorninG had not long dawned on the Castle of Anghnado.u wnen
Ned and the friendly fisherman woke from their slumbers, the naliire
of their beds not being calculated to induce over-sleeping. The fish- -
crman remarked that he feared, from Ned’s appearance, his-resting«
place had not agreed with him; the fact was, that the inffuence of
painfu! dreams produced a mental depression upon Ned, against
which he could not contend. The visions of the night had con~
jured up forms and words fearfully real and of woful impert; and
though he endeavoured to account for this nightly visiting of fancy as.
the consequence of the conversation held with his father on the pre-
ceding evening, still he could not shake off the influence which dreams,
despite the best efforts of waking reason, will sometimes impose upon
ns. He thought that EHen had appeared to him, telling him she ‘was
dead, that she had lovingly remembered him in the hour of death, and
visited him thus to relieve him from the raek of uncertainty in which
he lived—that she was at rest and happ?, and therefore he should
g.ieve no more. The dream was so vivid that he started from his
sleep, and, even when wide awake, was still calling upon ber name.

It was under this strong mental impression that his brow was sad-
dened, and-his cheek so pale, as to induee the remark of his com-
panion, who, immediately after rising, busied himself in preparing
breakfast. Unfolding a piece of sailcloth, he drew forth some dried
fish, a loaf of coarse bread, and a mug. Spreading the ssilcloth over
a large stone, it served for table-cloth, and:having laid the bread and
fish upon it he went to the lake and filled his mug, and called upon
Ned, on his return, to partake of the fare, for whese humbleness ha
apologized. Ned thanked him for his kind thoughtfulness in providing
any refreshment whatsoever, and partook of it rather to gratifythe
fisherman than his own hunger, for, in truth, he felt little inclined to
the meal, and ate fo sparingly, that his host said he feared such hard
fare was unwelcome to a young gentleman. .

The repast being ended, Ned inquired the “lie of the country,” and
what were the neighbouring towns, andhsgude pointed out to kim
all he required. ,_“ Right before you,” said he, *is Headford— Shrule
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a little on the left of it. Tuam you can go to by crossing tne country

_over there; and up to the north lies Cong—or you can make over by
"Ross Abbey towards Lough Mask, and so on to Ballinrobe.”

“ Well, you have given me choice enough,” said Ned, *so I may

.. a8 well start at once, and let yon go back to Galway. .And now, my
friend, here's a trifle in Feturn for the service you have done me.”
3 Tut, tut, sir,~—do you think I'd take money from you ?” .
£'¢ And why not 7—1I have taken you from your occupation, and you
.Ahould be paid for it.”
4 Why if you came to me for pleasuring, sir, and wanted my boat
ron the lough, or my hooker on the bay, then, well and goed, you might
p%e but when a gentleman in trouble comes to my house and puts
-his trust in me, then all must be done in honour, and the stain of
. lucre musn’t be on it.”

“ Well, I will not offend you, then,” said Ned, returning the money
into his purse, well knowing the high spirit of the humbler classes of
his countrymen, ¢ and I hope you pardon me for the offer; and since
what you have done for me is not to be a paid service, but one of
friendship, give me your hand before I say good-bye.”

He shook the offered palm of the gratified fisherman heartily, and,
leaving the castle, they walked down to the boat, which soon was
bearing the honest fellow of the Cladagh back to Galway. Ned stood
on the beach looking after him, and thought how rare, in any other
eountry, is the noble spirit found among the Irish people, whom
poverty cannot teach to be mean or sordid, nor oppression grind into
brutality. No l—despite ®all their sufferings, there is a generous
blood amongst them that remains untainted.

Ned, as the boat lessened into distance, turned from the shore, and
struck across the country. He had not made up his mind whither he
would go, but the day was before him, and he had time enough to
choose; so pushing over towards the blue line of hills that bound
Lough Mask, he wended his way, filled with melancholy thoughts,
which the stillness and desolation through which he passed were not
calculated to dispel. He did not meet a human being, and, save the
ery of wild birds that sometimes swept sbove his head towards the
long waste of Corrib’s waters, stretching far away to the dark high
mountains in the north-west, he did not hear a sound. A more lonely
walk could not be taken, and the unbroken monotony of the stony flats
over which he passed was wearisome. It was a relief to his cye when
after some hours he saw the ruins of an abbey rising in the distance, and
to thispoint he bent hissteps. On reaching it he could not help noticing
much of architecturad beauty that was attached to the spot; and he
wandered about. the ruins for some time, insensibly attracted by their
picturesqueness. Many tombs were within, as well as without ; some
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whose elaborate sculpture showed the place had once been of import-

- ance. Many of these bore inseriptions, and he employed himself in
that occupation, so common uhder such circumstances, of reading these
records of the dead. The scene, and his immediate occupation, were
in singular accordance with his frame of mind and the spirit ‘of his
last night's dream. He was amongst graves, and he sat down snd
mused, and his musings were very sad. His eye rested on a myral
tablet of black marble, richly ornamented, whose ancient letters still
bore, in their antique cutting, remains of former gilding.

After a curiously scrolled @vate, followed the name of her to
whose memory the tablet was inscribed, with an elaborate statement
of whose wife she had been, his titles and possesSions; next, of her
own family descent; and, lastly, her beauties and virtues were recorded
in these quaint words— . s

YAl faboured of Vodpe butte more beautitulle of ‘
Soule. p¢ Tashiette of p¢ Flesche Hath dbyne

Stole by Dethe . pt dryghte Felnelle pt

Tontapned hathe byne covettede bpe ge

Rorbe of Wostes for pt Tresoivie of Weabpu.

" The description was one that suited Ellen Lynch— well favoured
of body, but more beautiful of soul;” and Edward thought of her as he
rerd it, and then he pursued the thought—¢ had death stolen the
casket of that bright jewel, too?” His eyes were yet fixed on the
tablet while thus he thought, and as he saw its mouldings fallen away,
its emblazonry defaged, its gilding tarnished, and the very sanctuary,
where it had been placed, open to the rude visitings of the elements, *
s sickening feeling of the nothingness of all human things came over
him. In truth, the scene was a sad one; the tomb, with its broken
tracery-and faded gilding, was a mockery to the words it bore. This
lady of beauty and worth—this rare piege of mortality, “ coveted by
Heaven,” was utterly forgotten, as if she.had never existed. He who
loved her and raised this tomb, all that cared for her memory, had
passed away; the consecrated temple, where her remains were laid
with honour, was & ruin, and the very faith in which she died, then in
its « pride of power,” was trampled in the dust—dared no? show its
head in the land covered with its fanes, and, having preached life
cternal to others, was present death to avow.

Edward quitted his seat before the tomb, and paced slowly across
the chancel, thoroughly saddened in spirit, subdued to the lowest key-
note of melancholy, when, as he was about to pass through a shattered
porch, he saw a figure, darkly draped, slowly rising from a tomb, and
he stood riveted to the ground, struck with amazement, his eyes fixed
on the apparition, and almost doubting the evidence of his own
senses, thinking an overheated imagination might deceive him. But
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np—-it moved—it rose still higher from the grave—he staggered among
some rubbish against the archway which he frasped for support—the
spparition turned its head—and, oh Heavens ! what words could tell
his sensations, when he saw the pale features of Ellen Lynch!—A
wild, half-suffocated, exclamation escaped his lips, and he sank sense-
Jess to thé earth, .
It was some time before returning consciousness restored Ned to
action. When he awoke from his trance all was lone and silent; nor
, sight nor sound was there to startle his living senses, as, awe-struck,
he cast timid glances around, and listened with painful eagerness. His
own embarrassed thing was all he heard, and that almost fright-
ened kim. After effort he was enabled to gain his feet, but his
knees trembled, and it was by an extraordinary effort he succeeded in
getting .clear of the abbey walls, and, without once looking behind
him, he made what speed he might from the precincts of a spot where
he witnessed a sight so appalling; and, when his strength permitted,
(and it incrcased with increasing distance from the point of terror,)
he ran till he gained a road, and the sight"of a beaten track was most
welcome, as associating ideas of human beings and things of this
world. He pushed on rapidly, the body keeping pace with the wild
rush of strange thoughts that coursed through his brain. Ilow he
would have welcomed the sight of a fellow-creature to bear him
company, were he the poorest beggar in Galway! but miles werc
passed without his seeing any one, a chilling loneliness was the
gcharacteristic of the entire country he passed throigh. On gaining a
slight elevation, on whose summit he perceived that from the road,
descending immediately at the other side, he should be shut out from
the view of the country he had passed, he could not resist looking
back towards the abbey—the first time he had dared to do s6. He
_saw it standing, in stern solitude, in the dreary flat he had crossed ;
it seemed the very place to be haunted by mysterious terrors, and he
shuddered to remember what he bad witnessed within its walls. He
turned and descended the acclivity, and pursued the road before him,
a prey to gpperstitious wonder and sad thoughts, and, after j Journeymg
for a couple of hours, it was a relief to him to see a town in the dis-
tance before him. He supposed it to be Tuam, and on reaching it,
found his conjecture to be right, as he inquired from s woman his
way to the nearest inn.
|« Paix, there’s not so many o' them, but you may find' out when
you turn into the high sthreet,” said the woman, pointing the way,”
;which Ned pursuing, a large sign, swinging from a scrolled iron
. bracket in frontyof a straggling whitewashed building, indicated where
“'the traveller might find accommeodation. As Ned was approaching
the.house, 3 man alighted at the door and entered, and, from the
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ghmpse ne caught, he fancied he should know mm. He hurried to
the inn, followed the horseman to the parlour, and exclaimed, on seeing
the traveller, ¢ It is he! Fineh, by all that’s wonderful !”

The surprise of Finch was equal at this unexpected rencontre ; and
rapid inquiries pussed between them touching the why and wherefore
of their meeting in that remote spot.

“ I am right glad to sec you, Ned, my lad,” said Finch,”* not only
for the regard I bear you, but for my own especial good; for of all
the men in the world you are the one for my purpose at this moment
1 say, how’s the lady?”

Ned grew ghastly. pale at the question.

¢ Hillo, how ill you look,—nothing wrong, I hope. Ned, me
lad, pardon me if I've asked an awkward question: women are queer
creatures, but I thought that was all right.”

Ned still continued silent and looking miserable.

“ Come, come !” said Finch, slapping him on the shoulder; * don’t
be so downhearted about it. There’s as good fish in the sea as ever
was caught, if she has proved false.”

“ Faise!” said Ned, reproachfully. ¢ No, no, Finch; there was
10 falsehood in her nature,—she was an angel !”

¢ Then what the deuce is the matter ?” returned Finch.

‘ She’s dead,” replied Edward.

¢ Dead !” exclaimed Finch, in utter amazement. “ Then that con-
founded piper told me a lie!”

¢ What piper ?” said Ned, eagerly.

“ That Phaidrig fellow.”
~ % What '—Phaidrig na-pib ?”

¢ Yes.”

" “ When?”
" ¢ Yesterday.”

« Then she s alive!” exclaimed Ned, nearly convulsed with
emotion. . .

“ Why, Ned, what's all this ?—first desd, and then alive. Are you
in your senses, lad ?”

¢ Scarcely, indeed, Finch. I'm half mad, and no wonder. I have
been on the rack of uncertainty so long that my poor head is
bewildered, my brain is Bedlam.”

“ Softly, Ned, softly,” said Finch, kindly.

“ But of Phaidrig,—~tell me, Finch, where did you eee him ?—
Whatever he says i8 true,~—ke must know »

« I saw him in Athlone, two days ago.”

“1 would give the world to find him !|—Was he stopping in
Athlone ?”

__ % That’s more than I can tell. I saw him in the street, and spoke’

4
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to him. Asked after you first, and ke said you were in France ; then
after the lady, and he said she was well. I inquired were you married
, yet,—he shook his head ; and on my attempting some further ques-
tions, said, in his own significant way, ¢ the less was said about people
in these times the better; and altogether seemed disinclined to
pursue conversation when he found I knew nothing about you.”
¢ But he said she was well ?”
¢ Decidedly.”

“ Thank God !” said Ned, fervently

« But wherefore did you imagine she was dead ?”

It would take too long to tell younow. Strong presumptive evi-
dence and my own terrible imaginings convinced me: but Phaidrig
must know the truth, and I will seek him.”

“ Remember, it is two days since I saw him in Athlone; and it
will cost you two days to reach it ; and after that lapse of time is it
likely you will find one of so erratic a life ?”

“ A piper is a traceable person,” said Ned.

“ Yes, if they would let you trace him,” said Finch: * but all
I can say is, that since I have come into the country I never was in a
place where you can get so little information. I have heard much
of the intelligence of the Irish, but in my experience every body seems
anxious to impress you with the belief that he knows nothing.”

¢ Oppression has taught them the use of equivocation,” said Ned.
¢ I can imagine their not giving a straight answer to an Englishman;
but I would get the truth out of them.”

“ Well, you know your own countrymen best. Perhaps it is
oppression has done it. On that score, I, as an Englishman, can bear
witness that so wretched a state of things I never saw. If you have
not some one to stamd godfather for you as to who you are and what
you are doing, and where you are going, you are suspected and bullied
by the upper ranks,—as badly off as a man without a passport abroad :
while among the lower, there seems so wide-spread a distrust, that it
is difficult to get an answer on any subject.”

“ You are certain Phaidrig said she was alive,” interrupted Ned,
heedless of Finch’s observations.

“ Certain,”

¢ Then I don’t care about anything else,” said Ned. Tl start
for Athlone at once, and get on Phaidrig’s track.”

, “ And I must bear you company, lad; for I am engaged on a
venture in which I will secure your cooperation, now that I have
found you; and though a trip to Athlone will turn my back on the
point I want to reach, yet your object is a more pressing one than .
mine, and I will wait your convenience.”

¢ “ You may assist me, too, perhaps,” said Ned, % ¢ At all events
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your company will be most weleome. A lively fellow like you is a
treasure to & poor devil like me, who has been grieved nearly to
death.”

“ I have had my own share of grievances, too, I can tell yon,

replied Finch. * I have been in troubled waters since I saw you.”

¢ I notice you don’t look quite so smooth and spruce as usual.”

“ No, i’ faith. The world has used me scurvily o’ late, Ned, as you
shall hear ;” and Finch thus commenced a recital of his adventures
since his separation from his friend.

 You left me in London, Ned, full of joy for past luck, and high
in hope of more. While I was waiting for our prizes being turned
into cash and ready for delivery by the prize-agent,’ I dashed away
in pursuit of town pleasure, as you know is my wont, and ran
my purse pretty low. Well, I went to the agent for a supply of
rhino for immediate use, but the scurvy rascal said it was irregular
until the accounts were made out, at which time I should have all my
money at once. I stormed and swore at the rascal, but it was no use;
he stuck to his text that it was irregular, and he would not do it.”

“ Why, he advanced me a hundred pieces,” said Ned, ¢ at your
request.”

“ Yes, and glad I am you had the luck to get them, for ’tis more
than any body else got out of him.”

¢ What !—no return from your prize ?”

« Not a rap, except the coined treasure, which had been at once
divided amongst ourselves ; but the cobs of gold, and silver bars, and
chests of plate from the Spaniard, and the price of the brig and her
cargo, which we picked up coming home, all were swallowed by
that land shark prize-agent. I went the day after he refused me to
remonstrate, and to threaten 1 would certainly expose this unusunal
shabbiness on his part, aund take good care it should be known
wherever I could trumpet it, and that he might find his agencies not
so plenty if that was the way he used the free-hearted lads of the
oceun. In short, I had made up & fine speech on the occasion, Ned,
fit for 2 member of parliament in the opposition, when, judge of my
astonishment on walking up to his house to find it shut.”

¢ Had he failed, then ?”

¢« Smashed, Ned; scuttled, filled, and went down: sunk with all
our treasurc aboard, lad. The rascal had been insolvent for a long.
while, but contrived to keep his head above water until such time us
he could make a good haul, and be off with it; and we had the luck
of it, Ned. Xes, the rascal pouched the bulk of our prizes, and made
a clean start of it, and we never could trace his retreat.”

“ That was hard, indeed, Finch.”
| ¢« The shabby scoundrel, to leave me on the flags of London,
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without even 8 rouleau in my pocket; if he had even given the
hundred I asked_him for—but without a guimea—’twas hard, Master
Ned. Lord, how I cursed him! Well, sir, when the thing got wind,
a mob of sailors, towards the end of the day, got round the house,
and the wicked speeches they passed one through the other acted like
firc on gunpowder, and a pretty explosion it made at last. They
determined to gut the house, and to it they set, and were not long
about it either. Smash went the windows, which, though well bar-
ricaded, were no more than cobwebs before the Jacks. Bang!
scramble they went through them, just as if they were boarding a
ship—such boagding was never seen in that lodging before—and, in
two minutes after they were in, out came—flying—tables and chairs,
bedsy sofas, looking-glasses, and lustres. ¢ Heave-o!” was the word
from above; ¢ Take care of your hats,” they cried to the crowd below.
which, at a respectful distance, cheered the work of destruction. and
raised shout upon shout as the pile of demolished furniture increased
in the street. At last they began to pull the house to pieces; the
sashes were demolished, window-shutters and doors dragged from
their hinges. and smashed into splinters; and, when all had been
demolished that was breakable, they came marching out with bed-
posts in their hands, waving the curtains, like so many banners, in
triumph, and shouting like thunder. Just then the authoritics
arrived, in time to see they were too late, and attempted to arrest the
rioters : but you may suppose what a chance they had against the tars
armed with bed-posts. They soon cleared the street of the constables,
to the infinite delight, and amidst the acclamations, of the populacc.
‘Well, that was small satisfaction to me, with all my money gone. [
must set to work and make more, and a wild thing I did, Ned, very
soon. Somehow, talking with you, and secing the cursed illiberal
things they were doing at head-quarters, gave me a great disgust to
those 1lanoverian rats, and, by Jove! I thought I would make some
money for myself, and do the young Pretender a guod turn too—and
what do you think I did, Ned ?”,

¢ How should I know ?”

< T'll tell you, then. You know there were many seizures of arms
made by government, and these cases and casks of grms were stowed
away in some old warehouses on the river-side. Now what did I do,
think you, but compass the getting hold of these arms, and shipping
them off to Scotland, where I knew the insurgents would be right,glad
to buy them up—a good speculation——eh, Ned ?”

¢ But a dangerous trick.” *

* Not at all. Never dreaming of such'an attempt, the authorities
fook no particular care of these stores, so I started the plan to some
wild dogs I knew down on the river, and a small craft was got ready
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for the venture, and lay just below Greenwich, in a quiet part of the
stream. We then got a lighter barge, and having prepared ourselves
with ladders and boring materials fit for effecting an’ entrance to the
store, chose a dark night and a favouring tide for our feat ; and with
most perfect easc, and free from interruption, we transferred a large
quantity of arms from the store to the lighter, and dropped down with
the tide to our cutter below Greenwich, where we shipped our dan-
gerous cargo; and then it was slip cable, up gaff, and away. At
dawn we were passipg Gravesend, and we were at sea before the trick
we played ashore discovered. An English craft, and under our
own colours, we held our course uninterrupted without the smallest
suspicion from the cruisers and privateers that swarmed in the
channel, and got on right well until we approached the Scottish
coast ; but there our movements were suspected, and we were chazed
by a king’s ship, and run ashore. We had barely time to avoid being
nabbed by his majesty’s blue jackets, who got into their boats and
seized the cutter, and most likely would have pursucd us, but that it
swas nightfall, and a chase would have been hopeless. In half an hour
after we saw our cutter blazing away at a furious rate, and that was
the result of our adventure so far.”

« A badbending, Finch.”

¢ Not ended yet.—The cutter being seized, and her name known,
would lead to a discovery of the persons engaged in this affair, =0
London was no place to go back to, and Scotland was not a handy
place to stay in neither, as we could not give a good account of
oursclves, and “look sharp’ was the word among King George’s
friends ; so, hearing that they were fitting out some privateers in
Dublin, we thought it best to make our way to Ircland and volunteer
for u fighting ship again.”

« I wonder you left it offf when your first cruise had been so sue-
cessful.” '

“Twas all very well at first, Ned, but there were soon too many
privateers ; besides which, the king’s ships were thicker on the sea,
and left less for privateers to take. 'Well, to return to my story.—To
Dublin I repaired, and there”—

« Hold, Finch !” said Ned, abruptly arresting the narrative.

“ What now ?”h .

‘¢ Did not Phaidrig’s manner imply that Lynch was in trouble 2”

¢« Most decidedly—it looked very like as if the Captain was playing
least in sight.”

“ Then it was herself I saw!” excluimed Ned, starting up and
pacing the room—*< Oh, what a fool I have been through superstitious
terror !”

“ How is that ?”
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“ Finch, I am ashamed of myself, and you will laugh at me.—But
indeed the circumstances were so appalling—the time—my frame of
mind—that”—

“ Hollo!” cried Finch ; “ what s it you're talking of 7

¢ In short,” cried Ned-—*“ I thought I saw her ghost "

« Her ghost ?” echoed Finch, in amazement. T

¢« Yes,” said Ned, who then related his adventure in the abbey.

« I own it was enough to shake one’s nerves,” said his friend. °

 Oh, to what miserable straits they have been gpduced,” cried Ned,
“ when a noisome vault under a ruin is their hidfhg-place.—She who
has graced a court, forced to shelter in a grave-yard—Oh, horrible I”

« Xs it not strange she did not recognise you "

«“ T know I uttered an exclamation of terror when I saw her, and
she, most likely, at the sound of humsn voice so near their hiding-
place, was influenced by fear, more justifiable than mine, and re-
treated.”

" « Then, when you recovered from your swoon, you did not attempt
to solve the mystery.”, . .

“No; I confess I fled in horror. But now I will not lose a
moment in returning to the place. Ileaven grant I may find her!”

¢ That is not likely, my friend. They would scarcely ®emain after
what you tell me.” §

“ True,” said Ned, sadly. ¢ Oh, what a coward idiot I have
been! When I might have clasped her to my heart! When I might
have joined her, never to be separated ——But I waste time in
words.—To horse—to horse, Finch!”

They were both soon mounted, and rode at a rapid pace to the
abbey. Ned was hastening to the spot-where he had secn Ellen
appear, when Finch warned him not to enter too suddenly. ¢ You
may produce alarm,” said he ; “ or, maybe, get a pistol-shot. Give
some signal of a friend being here.”

Edward called upon her name, at the mouth of the tomb, but no
answer was returned. Finch and bhe then descended, and, through
what had once been a charnel vault, an opening was made to a sort of
crypt, beneath the abbey. It was dimly lighted from narrow loop-
holes a little above the ground ; some rude seats,ggnd a plank resting
on stones, by way of table, indicated that it had served for a hakita-
tion, and the yet warm ashes of a turf fire showed it had not been

long deserted. »®

-
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CHAPTER XLL

Tue evidence which the vault afforded of being recently inhabited,
coupled with the few words which Finch had exchanged with Phaidrig,
having satisfied Ned that Ellen was living,—that i§ was her real pre-
sence and not a spectral appearance he had witnessed,—~his mind was
relieved from the harassing doubt which so long had preyed upon jt-
but with that craving of the human heart for the possesgion of
whole enjoyment, never contented with an instalment, he now was
beset with a desire to see the living object of his wishes, almost as
distracting as his former uncertainty. Inthe morning he would have
said he should be content if any one could assure him Ellen was in
existence ; but having, in the course of pursuit, satisfied himself, by
Lis o.rn means, she was 5o, the spirit of the chase was still warm, and
he felt disappoiniment at being checked at the point so near the
completion of his happiness. Ile cxamined every crevice and cranny
of the vault with vexatious impaticnce ; repeatedly he placed his hand
over the decaying embers of the fire, and ventured to calculate by the
huat how long it was since it had been fed.  He stood in the midst of
the vault, and looked around him as if he would have quegstioned the
very stones, to tell him of those whow they had lately sheltered ; and,
thrown hopelessly back upon his disappointed desires, he turned to .
Finch a dejected look, and. asked what was to be done.

Finch, whose tact and experience told him there was no use in
trying to persuade a lover to be reasonable, had looked on patiently at
all Ned had been doing in the vault, and had not made one word of
comment ; but when he was appealed to for his opinion, he said’'he did
not see any use in staying there, and recommended a return to the
town. *

Ned, after some little more lingering in the place where hLis Deloved
one had been, complied ; and as they retraced the road to their ian,
nothing was spoker of but the possibilities of discovering her retreat,
and plan after plan was suggested by both for putting in train a likely
course of inquiry. Ned reverted, after all, to his first suggestion of
finding Phaidrig, who would certainly be possessed of any sccret
connected with Lynch and his daughter; and Finch, not seeing

Y
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anything better to be done, agreed to go back as far as Athlone,
where the piper had last been seen, and try to get on his trail and
hunt him up.

The day was now far spent; it was evening when they regained
their inn at Tuam, and they retired early to rest, that they might be
the better prepared for'an early start and long journcy on sthe
morrow. At dawn they were mounted, and nothing of particular
interest occurred for two days, during which they made what haste
they might for the shore of the Shannon. On the evening of the
second, they crossed the long bridge which leads over the ample
river to that old town of so much historic interest, and the scenc of
many a well fought day; and having secured a lodging for the night
in their hostel, they sallied forth, before they retired to rest, to
commence the inquiry for which they had travelled so many weary
miles; and success so far crowned Ned’s efforts, that he ascertained the
road Phdidrig took on leaving the town, and Finch rejoiced it was
to the west, for in that direction he wished to journey. So far
both were pleased, and sat down to their supper with morc con-
tentment than hitherto ; and once fairly put on the track of the piper,
Ned's spirits rallied, and then, for the first time, he inquired of
Finch the particulars, of the circumstance which had made him a
traveller in these western wilds, and which led to a mecting in which
he so much rejoiced.

¢ The case was this,” said Finch. ¢ When I had cut and run from
Scotland, and made my way to Dublin, one day, as I was strolling
about, looking at whatever was to be seen in the city, 1 saw, lying
beside the Custom-house, a knowing looking craft that I thought
T should mot Le unacquainted with. On mquiry, I found it was a
smuggler, which had been rccgntly seized, whose crew were thrown
into prison until their trial should come on; and, as T calculated the
commander of the craft was an old aequaintance, I could not resist the
temptation of paying him a visit in prison.”

¢ Under* your peculiar circumstances, that wus not over wise,”
said Ned.

“ True,” said Finch ;—* and yet, when you say ‘not over wise,’ it
is not that exactly, either. You and I, Ned, and those who, hke us,
have known adycnture, often do rash things, not from want of
wisdom, but from carelessness of consequences, which becoraces at last
s0 habitual, that we do, with our eyes open, things that people in
ordinary might fairly set down to want of perception rather than
want of fear, And, atter all, I don’t know if we are much worse off,
in the long run, than the most cautions. Your cautious fellow is
nibbling away, bit by bit, his cnjoyment, in calculating how far he
may go, while your bold-face attempts whatever comes in his way by
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sssault, and takes his chance for success or defeat. They say a
¢ brave man dies but once, while a coward dies every day; and so it
is possible your cautious gentleman endures more mental torment in
imagining the many predicaments he is to avoid, than the headlong
fellow who fulls into his one scrape, and pays the penalty of it.”

© ‘Tt is not impossible,” snid Ned ; “ at least you have made out a
very plausible case for rashness, and, unlike many, your practice
coincides with your preaching. But now to your fact. You visited
your friend in prison ?”

« I did, and, as he was suffering from a wound, he was in the sick
ward. As I passed along between the rows of beds with which it,was
crowded, a pair of dark and anxious eyes were cast upon me from
beueath the coverlid of one of those couches of double misery,—the
bondage of a prison and the thraldom of sickaess. Oh, God, what a
wretchedness to be reduced to !—though perhaps, after all, it may be
a relief.  The poor devil has a chance of release,——death may become
head-turnkey, and set him free !”

“ You are getting too discursive and eloquent, Finch,” said Ned,
smiling,

¢ Ah, Ned, by Jove you would not smile had you witnessed what
1 saw. ‘'That sick ward,~Lord, I shall never forget it !—I think,
were T its inmate I should go mad.—But these eyes I was telling
you of——"

“ Well”

“J fhassed on, and went to the upper end, where my respeetable
acquaintance, the smuggler, lay; and after I had a few words with
him, an attendant of the ward addressed me, saying onme of the
patients wished to speak with me. I followed him, and he led me to
that bed whence those anxious eyes hl gleamed out upon me. The
sick man was a Spaniard, one whom I had met in a foreign port; he
recognised me as I passed his bed, and in his dying need was fain to
entrust to me, a casual acquaintance, a seoret of which it required a
trusty friend to be the depository. To the end of my life I shall
never forget the anxious look of that haggard face, as he confided to
me his tale, and enjoined me, by hopes of the blessings, or fears of the
curses of a dying man, to be true to my trust.”

¢ What was it ?” gaid Ned, grown anxious by the romantic nature
of Finch’s preamble.

“ Briefly this,” said Fioch. ¢ His ship was wrecked on the
western coast ; a large amount of treasure was saved, and to preserve
it, was buried close to the shore, after which the survivors of the
crew gave themselves up as prisoners, the Spanish captain intending,
whenever peace should procure him his liberty, to raisc his treasure,
and remove it to Spain. As prisoners of war, they were forwarded
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10 ‘Dublin, where he fell sick from injuries sustained in the wreck, o
which he wés dying when he spoke to me. It was the fear this money
should be lost to his family which gave that painfully anxious look to
his countenance. As soon as I promised to undertake the trust he
became calmer, and I had the satisfaction of smoothing that dying
stranger’s pillow. He was liberal, too, in the condition he made with
me, giving me one-third of the treasure as the price of conveying the
remainder to his family in Spain.”

¢ That was but fair,” said Ned; “for it is a task of difficulty,
danger, and anxiety.”

& Greater than I thought, Ned ; for I did not know the state Ireland
is in, and without the aid of an Irishman I am certain I could never
achieve it ; and of all Irishmen, you are the man for my turn, and
I thank Heaven for having thrown you in my way.”

« I will do my best for you.”

“ For though I am not superstitious in my nature, I confess I
should not like to be under the fearful vengeance with which that
dying man vowed his spirit would pursue me, were I false to or
neglectful of my trust. ’Pon my soul, Ned, I almost shudder when
I remember that man’s dying bed,—the anxious thoughts of his far-
distant home, and wife and children, and his only hope of theirebeing
placed. beyond want resting on a comparative stranger, whom he
sought to bind by altcrnate hopes and fears to the interests of those
who were so near to his heart when its last pulses were beating.  Oh,
*twas a fearful scene !” L]

 One I should not like to have been engaged in,” said Ned.

¢ And which I regret,” said Finch. ¢ But I could not resist those
dying entreaties.” ;

¢ Which, with all your gqgd intentions, you may not be able to
full. Faney the difficulty of finding a given spot such as you seck,
however accurately described.”

“ So far T am as well provided as any man but he who buried it
could be. The place is laid down for me by the points of the ecompass,
and with bearings that can scarcely fail to discover it.”

“ But on such a coast how difficult, abounding as it does with bay,
creek, and inlet, so similar in detail however varied in their general
form ; cliffs and rocks are hard to be distinguished from cach other,
and the sea in one night might alter the features of the place so as to
render it untraceable.”

“ All true, Ned ; but I have a landmark more distinguishable than
any you have narged,—a castle, on the shores of a bay, and in the
acighbourhood of mountains and headlands that furnish such bearings
as the storms of centuries could not destroy.”

“If buried in a eastle. take care some onc is not before you in
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lifting your treasure, for the peasantry here have such a general faith
that the ruins of “antiquity are full of hidden money, tRey are ever-
lastingly digging in such places.” ™

“ Well, ’tis not én—but outside the castle mine is buried; so the
fears you would waken may slunber, and you shan’t frighten me,
Ned. But come, we have talked enough of this,—let’s to bed. We
will take the road together for the west to-morrow, cach in search of
his treasure.”

*“ Ah, what’s your trcasure to mine?” said Ned, with a'lover’s
enthusiasm.

“ There’s great similarity between them,” returned Finch.

* How ?”

« Mine is buiied, so was yours,—wasn't she in a tomb ?”

¢ Yes, but, thank Heaven, though entombed, alive.”

“ Not a ghost yet, Ned—eh ¥” suid Finch, laughing at him,

¢ Don’t be too sure you wouldn’t ‘have been frightened yourself,
Finch.” )

“ Then there’s another point of resemblance. 1 have to take my
treasure to Spain: I fancy you would like to bear yours to the same
place ¥

% That I would,” said Ned, “ safe out of this unhappy country

“ Then go a-head, lad! To-morrow we’ll make sail together in
chase, and good luck to us!”
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CHAPTER XLII.

THE country through which the road of our travellers lay on the
following morning, is perhaps the most unpicturesque in all Ireland.
Except the Shannon, which is, throughout its long course, always
fine, there is little even now, for many a weary mile, but dead
uncultivated flats, presenting nothing to intcrest the wayfarer in his
daily toil, and making the road seem twice its real length, not to
speak of our longer Irish miles. There is little to indicate, as
you look across the Shannon, that anything in the shape of temptation
lies beyond the monotonous level betore you: no one could suppose
that such charms as those which abound in the Western Highlands of
Ireland lie beyond these forbidding flats, which, duenna-like, scowl
upon you but to scare you away from beauty. Over this road had Finch
to travel, retracing a whole day’s journey, at no time a pleasant thing
unless you have a very charming companion, but particularly ob-
jectionable when the road is such as we have described. It is ncarly
as bad as eating one’s words, 1o swallow such miles over again. So
Finch thought, and could not forbear telling’ Ned it was unfortunate
they did not know, the day before, the course Phaidrig had taken,
which would have spared them such annoyance; but Ned, who knew
the scenery of the west, told his friend to be patient, and a few days
would reward him in the display of natural beauty, in which the
Atlantic side of Ircland abounds.

For suime days they pursued the road to the westward, picking up
intelligence here and there about Phaidrig, whom they traced farther
and farther in the same direction at each rcmove. They crossed the
borders of Galway and cntered Mayo,” and found themselves the
succeeding evening in Dallinrobe, where the piper had been the day
before, and left, still pursuing, however, a westerly course. Ned and
Finch pushed onward ou his trail, and soon Finch admitted the truth of

«all his friend said respecting the heauty of the country, when the bold
yet graceful forms of the mountains which bound Lough Mask burst
on his view, with the fair expansc of waters they embrace, its woods
sweeping down to the indented shore, and its picturesque old castle
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crowning a commanding height above the lake. It was & truly
lovely scene, and Finch paid it the tribute of the warmdht admiration.

« What a lovely country !” exclaimed the stranger.

¢ Yet how wretched!” returned the native, who knew it. “Ohb, Finch,
1t makes an Irishman’s heart ache to see all that God has done for his
land marred, I may say annihilated, by man. Xts natural resources
are matchless, or at least unsurpassed by any in the world, yet it is
poor and powerless under an iron tyranny. Waen will it end #”

« Not in our time,” returned Finch. ¢ But I feel I am prophetic
in saying that half a century will produce a mighty change over the
face of all Europe, and in the general emancipation of mankind from
the present ascendency of despotism, Ireland must have s share.
Her remote position will retard her progress in the march of freedom
perbaps another half century ; but in 1846, Ned, your native country,
1 predict, will hold her proper placc among the nations.”

 Heaven grant it!” exclaimed the young Irishman, with enthu-
sinem. ¢ Oh, how the men of that day will look bagk on these
times with wonder that such things could be as are now enacted !
‘When a son, for repelling a brutal assanlt upon his father, is obliged to
fly his native town,—when a people cannot bow their knee to their
God but in secret aud in dan'ver. and the price set on the head of a
wolf and pricst is the same.”

¢ Great ITeaven! and is that the case?” inquired Finch.

¢ Tt is,—such is the law.”

¢ Ay, but is it ever put in force ?”

" Priests are sometimes hunted for their lives, even now,” answered
Ned.

“ Well,” said Finch, setting his teeth hard, and clenchiug his hand
determinatcy, < if I were an Irishman, T would never submit to sueh
infamous tyranny. All Ircland should rise to a man, and fight against
it to the death!”

‘While thus they were ¢onversing of the imiscrable condition of the
fine country through which they passed, another charming view
opened upon them. A large mass of picturesque ruins appeared,
seated on the banks of an exquisitely beautiful river, whose clear and
rapid waters swept round the base of the mouldering walls, reflecting
arch and gable and pointed window on its limpid surface, and gushing
over an ancient weir, which bad been constructed close beside the
abbey, that its original inmates might not have far to go for their
salmon. Of a verity the fast days of Cong in the olden time must
have been the feasts of the year, with such fish as its river could
furnish; but as our travellers saw it, there were neither feasts nor
fasts ; its walls were desolate, its beautiful seulpture falling to decay ;
the place which had been a refuge and a home to the last king o
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TIreland, was now itself, like the king it sheltered, robbed of its rights,
its Lhonours were no more, its revenues were transferred to others,—.
revenues which had fed and taught the poor, and reared the elaborate
architecture which increased the beauty of the scene in which it rose.
And where were those revenues now ?—Did they feed P—-did they
teach ?—did they build? Yes, they fed one man,—the Protestant
holder of the living. They taught, through him, the nominal pastor
of a parish to be at deadly feud with all his parishioners. They built
up an insuperable barrier between a peoplé and their rulers. He
who received the tithes of that district had not onc single soul within
his cure, and of course did not live there—there was no need; he
could sgend his revenues more pleasantly in England. Why should
he live in a parish where therc was no church? An answer quite
sufficient to satisfy the conscience of any man who makes religion
merely the means of getting money, and in proportion as he gives no
value for his pay, makes it up in abuse of those from whom it is
derived. B such a rule of reckoning the people of Cong must have
been very well abused by their Protestant rector.*

While our travellers paused to bait their horses, they strolled into
the ruins, having the proprietor of the little hostelry for their ricerune,
who pointed out the objects most worthy of attention, and dwelt with
considerable pride on the fact that Rederick O’Connor; Ireland’s last
king, was interred there. Having touched on this, he launched forth
enthusiastically in praise of the ill-fated Roderick, enumerating his
heroic degds in the gallant stand he made against the invader, cursing
the treachery that betrayed him, and mourning his untimely fall
But still there was more of triumph than mourning in the tone of the
peasant ; and while his cye gleawced as he spoke of the glories of the
past, Finch looked on with a quiet smile.

* This may seem an exaggerated picture of a hundred years ago, but it cannot
e, inasmuch as it would serve for 4 faithful description of many parts of Irelund
in the present day. Ihave been for two consccutive Sundays at a place in Ireland
where I could not go to chureh, because the church was never opened,—there was
no service whatever, though the tithes were puid. 1know a case of a clergyman
holding a living whose parish church is a small ruin standing in his own lawn,
where, I need not add, service is never performed. In the far west I know of a
union of parishes where there is no church at all; the service I haye seen per-
formed in the parlour of a resident protestant gentleman j*and I hea ¢ clergy-
man say of one parish whence he derived tithes, (lying in the islands off the
coast,) that not only had he never visited this, his parigh, but ke did not even know
where it was. His tithe, I believe, was derivable from fish; so that, as far as that
parish was concerned, he was more intcrested in the cure of herrings than the cure
of souls. s such a state of things consistent with common sense or justice, or can
it tend to the honour of God? Or can it be expected a nation will not murmur
against such flagrant imposition? The wonder is they have submitted to it
80 long.—Author.
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Ned, observing it, addressed him. ¢ You think it odd,” he said,
“ that this poor fellow, in the midst of want, and in aland of wretched-
ness, bowed down by oppression, talks of bygone glories as familiar
things.”

“ By no means,” replied Finch. ¢ It is because the present is so
wretched that these people refer to the past, #nd under the pressure of
reality fly to whatever flatters the imagination. But the time will
come, Ned, when they will have a present to be proud of—1846—a
century will do it. You stare, Ned,—you wonder to hear me talk
thus of political events. You think a dare-devil like me, who has
lived on the current stream of the times, is not the persom to talk of
the large interests of mankind and the destinies of nations. Baut,
Ned, my lad, in my erratic life I have seen much, and I think you
do not believe me to be a man who lives with his eyes shut.”

« Certainly I do not, nor with his mouth open. I don’t think
1 ever heard you talk so ¢ right an end’ before.”

¢ Why, no,—I am an Englishman. We are not so cxcitable as
you Trish fellows, who, once fairly on the back of a subjéct, gg very
much like a ¢ beggar on horseback,” and you know where /e rides to,
But get an Englishman screwed up to speak out, and he'll say it,—
and, by Jove, this Ircland is a place that has stirred my ‘blood
strangely.”

But, quitting the affairs of Ireland, they turned to the consideration
of their own ; and after consulting with their host on the point they
wished to reach, he recommended them to leave their horses with him,
and push across Lough Corrib, whereby the pass of Mam Turc would
be reached with more easc and speed.  Acting on his advice, they pro-
cured a boat of very rough construction, and a boatman to match,
and Ned was once more on the waters of Corrib.  As they stretched
away towards the head of the lake a small island lay upon their left;
as they passed, the boatman bowed his Lead reverentially.

Finch, noticing the action, inquired the cause.

“ Sure an isn’t that Inck @ Gruila, your honour, where there is the
remains of a church that StePatrick built himself, and called afther his
own name, T'empul Phaidrig, and no one hereabouts ever passes that
blessed spot without bowin® the head to it.”

Finch w from his pocket a small telescope, and directing his
view to thé island, observed some ruins ; the only ascertainable form
amonzst them being a little Roman arch, which stood out in distinet
relief against the sky.

As they passed along, . the boatman had legend and tradx‘txon of
many a spot in the neighbourhood, and bid them * just wait a bit
till they came to the upper lake, where Caistla na Kirka, or the
Hen’s Castle, stood ; and it was called the Hen's Castle because a
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mother, in the ould ﬁmes, built that same in the middle of the lake, to
keep her boy beyant the grab of a wicked uncle that wanted to lay
howlt of him.”

« Like the children ip the. wood,” sald Finch.

“ Not a bit like it,” said the man ; *“for the divil a bit o’ wood ison
that same rock, only stoné, and not much of that same.”

* You give but a poor account of the lady’s territory.”

“ And great territory she was in, sure enough; and no wondher she
was frekened, with that thievin® uncle afther the babby.”

The lake now began to narrow, bounded on each side by hills of
considerable height and beautiful form, increasing in loftiness and
Alpine charncter as the boat advanced; while farther still in the distance
the water scemed bounded by a mass of mountains, forming a perfect
labyrinth of beautiful forms, as their outlines interlaced one with an-
other, and peak after peak spired into the clouds.

The scene was of that surpassing beauty which imposes silence on
the beholder, and mutely Finch and Ned cast their cyes around them,
the exclamation only of ¢ How beautiful !” cscaping at intervals; for
Ned had never seen this portion of the lake before, and was in no less
adwmiring wonder than his friend. From time to time they asked the
boatman to rest on his oars, that they might dwell on some fresh-
opened point of view, which became more und more beautitul as they
advanced. The autumn had shed her varied tints on the seene; and
the long wild grass, the ferns, and the heather, which clad the hills on
either side, were enriched by the contrast of grand masses of limestone
rock, which seemed to form the frame-work of the structure whereon
all this enrichment had been wrought; and the blue tint of that Iaby-
rinth of hills, still in the distance, made the golden hues of the fore-
ground more vivid. Finch thought nothing could surpass in beauty
what he had already seen, but there was g crowning loveliness yet in
store. Where the lake seemed to terminate, up rose from its tranquil
bosom a conical hill of considerable height, crowned at its summit, and
fringed to its very edge, with clustering woods of oaks, whose sturdier
forms and thicker foliage were oceasionally relieved by the graceful
line and silvery glitter, and waving sprays of the bright-barked birch.

Tt-was a view to surfeit one with loveliness—to make one gaze

.

“ Till the sense aches;”—

and it was with such a feeling Finch declared it the most beautiful
scene he had cver beheld.  And now they approached the base of the
wood-crowned bill, whose leafy beauty was multiplied by reflection in
the callh waters at.its feet—and here a fresh sarpride was in reserve.
A narrow passage between this wooded hill and an adjacent overhangmg
height formed an inlet to the upper lake, whose stern grandeur was
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startling—in such sudden contrast to the softness of the recent view.
The inlet was pagged, and a region of desolate lonaliness struck a chill
to the heart. Stark sterility was there, and a silence that was oppres-
sive; the scene would have been repellant but for the noble outline of
the overhanging mountains, which blended bgauty with awe in a sin-
gular degree ; but awe predominated. A vast sheet of dark deep water
lay imprisoned within these giant hills; amd, .standing in the midst,
was a small castle perched on a rock barely above the water’s edgs, and
wmercly aflording foundation for the building. It was Caistle na
Kirka. The thought was painful, that any one could have been so
driven by fear as to

“ Dwell in that desolate place;”
for, truly, to continue the poet’s words, who so dwelt might have said,

“ I am out of humanity's reach.”
The only living thing whose dwelling it might legitimately be, was the
cagle, that golitary lord of mountain wilds, who, in the true spirit of &
marauder, secks the valley and the plain but for plunder, and makes
his home in the hills.

The place might be decmed the very sanctuary of Silence ; so muca
so, that it appeared a sort of sacrilege to disturb its waters with the'
oar. The very boatman, the uncultured hind, relaxed his vigour |
and pulled more gently. 3

While thus they glided over the dark waters, a boat suddenly shot
forth from the castellated rock, and pulled f6ip the lake in advance of
our travellers.  The circumstance attracted the attention of all, and it
secmed the hoat ahead was urged with considerable speed, so much so,
4s to suggest the notion of escape. Finch at once made use of his
telescope, and the fugitives secmed to be a male and female peasant 3
but, as he observed more iutently, it struck him that, in these apparent
peasants, he discovered the features of Lynch and Ellen.

* What do you make them out?” said Ned.

“ Look,” replied Finch, handing him.the glass.

In an instant there was a shout of surprise from Ned, who exclaimed,
“’Tis she! ’tis she !—Give way, there !~—pull for your life!” He
stood up in the Loat, waved his hat, and shouted at the top of his voice,
but this only secmed to urge the headmost boat to greater speed.

¢ Let us take the oars, Finch!” exclaimed Ned, suiting the action to
the word, and scizing one of them. Finch followed his example, and
the boatman was r-lieved of his toil b:v the powerful hands that now
made the frail boat tremple under their strokes, and bound through
the water. The effort on board the chase scemed also to increase;
fast flashed the water around her, but still the rearward boat was
gaining. Ned was in a state ?‘f painful excitement. “7They fear us.
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manifestly,” he said; ‘“but if we could only gain upon them sufficiently
to let them see us, what happiness it would bé for all ‘parties! FPull,
Finch!—pull for your life, man!”

“ By dad, you'll pull the side out of her betune you, if you pull any
sthronger!” said the boatman; and indeed the crazy craft strained and
shook under each stroke &f the oars, and seemed likely to fulfil the
boatman’s prophecy—but still the rowers relaxed not.

Thus, for about half an hour, the chase continucd, when the boat of
the fugitives suddenly doubled round some rocks at the upper ¢nd of
the lake, and disappeared. Ned’s excitement increased at losing sight
of her, and he employed greater exertion himself; and urged his friend
to the same, amidst exclamations of disappointment, fear, and hope.
The lapse of time was short between the doubling of the boats round
the point. That in pursuit came rushing to the shore, and ran high
apon it with her own force. Out jumped Ned—but the poor fellow
had the mortification of seeing, a few paces further on, pulled ashore
under the shelter of an overhanging rock, the boat that had contained
his treasure, lying empty. Ned was almost frantic, and enacted those
absurdities which men will be guilty of under great excitement ; he
stamped, and ground his teeth, and tore his hair ; and, clenching his
uplifted hand, and casting a look of bitter vexation upon the deserted
boat, swore, in no very measured terms, that—* it was too bad!”
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CHAPTER XLIII

WHILE Ned was lamenting his hard fate, Lynch and his daughter
were making their utmost endeavours to ascend the mountain gide by
a stegp and rugged path, known but to few, leading to ageep d naot
very perceptible ravine, where a small crevice in the cliff afforded
temporary concealment ; which, having reached, they sat down to
recover breath after their toilsome and rapid run. Neither could speak
for some minutes ; Lynch was the first to break the silence.

¢ Newl,” he said—and the affection which beamed in his eye was the
more touching from the sadness with which it was blended—* this is
a hard life for you, my girl ; would to God you were anywhere else!”

¢ I'hank God, I am here!” was the answer, as she grasped his hand,
and pressed it to her heart. “Do you think I could be happy away
from you ?— the anxiety and uncertainty I should then endure would
be worse than the toil and privation we sometimes are forced to
undergo together.”

“You are a brave girl, Nell, and Heaven wil reward you some
day, I trust, for all your heroic and tender devotion; hut if this lasts
much longer I fear you will sink under it-—and then what should ¥
do without you?”

¢ Indeed, father, I never felt better in health in all my life ; T often
remember that beautiful phrase—¢ The Lord tempereth the wind to
the shorn lamb,”—and I feel as if T had preternatural power bestowed
upon me to sustain me through our trials, which, with God’s help, wiil
soon be over, I trust.”

“ Amen! But I am so beset, my girl,—watched so narrowly, and
hunted so closely, that it is hard indeced to avoid the toils. IDriven
but the other day from the abbey, and now, when I thought we
might retkon -on quiet for a few days in that lonely lake, again
disturbed. I may soon be driven to sword and pistol for personal
defence, and in that case your presence would but embarrass me
Would to Heaven you were in a place of safety !” )

« Think of anything, dear father, but a separation! Even if you
commanded, I think, in that ease, I should be disobedient, and would
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“not leave you—TI say, would not—1I had better say, could not!” And
she wound her:arm gently round the soldier’s neck.

A slight quivering of his lip was the only evidence of Lynch’s
emétion, which was deep nevertheless. ‘

¢ Darling Nell, you must lie down and sleep; you need to be fresh
for the long walk we must take to-night.”

¢« Indeed, father, I need it not.”

.* Nell, this is not separation ; yon must obey me. I insist on your
sleeping.” '

¢ I have taken that walk before, father, and think nothing of it.”

¢ Nell, you’ll make me angry!” .

There was a tone in his voice which Ellen understood so well, that
she mgie nq,further remonstrance. The truth was, she did want rest,
but likéd not the idea of her father being left to his own gloomy thoughts;
for her principal object in being with him was to endeavour to divert
the melancholy which began to seftle on him. Now, however, in
obedience to his will, she went forth, and plucked the long, scared
grass, and fern, and heather, which-grew at the entrance of their rocky
hiding-place, and, spreading this simple provision at the inmost corner
of the narrow nook, she drew the large blue cloak of the peasant garh,
in which she was disguised, around her—and she who had been used
to the downy couches of Paris, lay down patiently on this humble bed.
She could not sleep for some time, but, to please her father, pretended
to do so. ‘This feigning, made for so amiable a purpose, soon induced
the reality; and the father found alleviation of his troubles in kneeling
beside his sleeping girl, in prayer.

L ]

Ned, after looking up and down in the neighbourhood of the boat,
was fain to give®up the chase as lost, and yielded, per force, to the
advice of Finch, to continue their course to the landing, which would
place them on the path to the pass of Mam Turc. Once more they
pushed off on the lake, and half an hour brought them to the end of
their water journey, where, after ample directions were given by the
boatman for pursuing the right road, he assured them the natural for-
mation of the passwould sufliciently ¢ direct them without any direction
at all ;” and after losing full ten minutes on this profitless harangue,
Ned and his friend started on the double pursuit of the piper, if he
should fall in their way; or the treasure, if they got nearer to that
before they met with Phaidrig. After they had toiled over a preci-
pitous mountain, for three or four hours, and the shadows of evening
were overtaking them without any visible shelter for the night within
view, though they had already achicved more than the distance at
which the boatman promised them some shepherds’ huts; when, in
fact, they began to feel rather uncomfortable at the prospect of passing
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the night in an unknown mountain region, with nothing over their
heads but the “canopy of heaven,” (whichy though beautifully spangled,
is none of the warmest in the nights of autumn, ) just then their attention
was attracted by the approach of a daog, which came running towards
them at speed, and made a ¢ircuit round them, sniffing in that peeuliar
manner by which the animal makes his acquaintances, and retains a
recollection of them. He eniffed first at Finch, and then at.Ned; but,
in the latter case, one eniff was not enough—he repeated the astion
again and again, and uttered an impatient whine, which spoke as plainly
as dog could speak—* Bless my heart, where have I met you before?”

« The dog knows you,” said Finch.

It seems so,” said Ned; “and yet I do not remember him.”

A louder yelp escaped the animal. .

“ You sce, he takes no notice of me,” said Fineh, “ You a¥e his.
objeet of recognition: if his master be near, you are closer to a friend
than you think.”

¢ It might be an enemy,” said Ned. < How are we to know he is
the dog of a friend?”

“Likemaster, likedog,” said Finch; ¢ and that dog entertains amity.”

The dog guvc two or three snorts, as if to clear his ducts of scent
of all imnpression they had already imbibed, took a fresh sniff at Ned,
and a short bark followed.

“ By Jove!” exclaimed Ned, on sudden recollcction,——“ Could it be
the piper’s dog?”

 ‘[hat would be luck indeed !” said Finch.

“ Tl ascertain in a moment,” said Ned. ‘I remember his name
was . Confound it!—why can’t I rememsber ? His
name was What the deuce 'is this he was called?”

Finch came to his aid, and ran through a bead-roll of dogs’ names,
to which Ned as constantly returned « No.”

¢ Cuesar?”

¢ No.”

¢ Buffer 2

“ No.”

« Pompey ?

¢ No.”

¢ Prince?”

¢ No—none of those common names—and yet it was the name of
an Irish prince, too, I remember—one of the O’Connors !”

¢ Paddy ?” said Finch, with a smile.

¢ Confound you !” returned Ned ; though he could not help joining
in the laugh ; *““ what 2 name for & prince !— Paddy O’Connor — Stop
—1 have it!” eried Ned, clapping his lmnds—-“ ¢ Turlough!’~—that’s
the name |* :
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The moment the word escaped his lips the dog bounded towards
him, and testified extreme joy; while Ned, still calling him by his

.name, with all the usual praises of * good fellow,” and so forth, almost
hugged him with delight. *Yes, Finch!” he exclaimed, * Phaidrig
cannot be far off.” Then, turning to the dog, he ran through several
sporting phrases, such as, ¢ Where is he, boy?—To him, lad!-—Phai-
drig, Phaidrig !—Where is he?~~Find him out, boy!”

"The intelligent brute seemed to understand his meaning perfectly,
answering his calls by expressive looks and short barks—bounding
forward in advance, then turning round, wagging his tail, and bark-
ing, as much as to say—* Follow me!” The travellers accepted his
invitation; and, while they followed, Ned expatiated on the etra-
ordinary intelligence of this animal. *He only saw me once before,”
said he; “and that, some years ago; but the occasion was a remarkable
one, certainly.”

¢« And yet you did not remember him,” said Finch.

 That may be.readily accounted for,” replied Ned, “ by its having
been night when we met; and sight fails in the dark, though scent
does not.”

“ Showing the superior power of that faculty, in some cases,” returned
Finch; though we speak so contemptuously of people being led by the
noae.” .

While thus they conversed, lauding Z'wrlough’s intelligence, he,
like 2 modest dog, held his tongue; for the moment he found himself
followed he went on silently. Suddenly they lost sight of him, but
pushed on nevertheless, fancying he had passed some turn in advance.
At this moment they were engaged in a narrow defile, with a wall-
like barrier of rqgk on each side,'so perfectly inaccessible as to call
forth the notice of the travellers upon its qualities for defence. They
turtied an angle in the path, but they could not see the dog before
them ; at that moment, however, they heard his voice, and the next
instant he came running after, headed them, and barked, as if to turn
them back. They paused, and T¥rlough retraced his road, and
stopping before a large mass of rocK¥shivered as if with lightning, he
entered one of the crevices, whence a small rill was trickling. They
followed, and soon began to ascend a little water-course, and ere long
the sound of a large stream was heard: Still onward plashed Zwr-
lough through the water, which it soon appeared was but a small
escapement from a mountain stream, which the dog soon after crossed,
clambered up the opposite side, and stood on the summit, barking his
invitation to his friends below. They were obliged to strip off their
shoes and stockings before they could follow ; and wading the stréam,
whose slippery bottom of smooth round stones needed careful treading,
they got sufely over, #umbered the opposite bank, and continued to
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ascend a sharp acclivity, partly morass, or, where. the ground was
firm, covered with long grass, so slippery, from the constaat drainage
of the hill, as to render ascent a work of labour. At length a small
table-land was gained, crowned by a noble group of rocks, which
bore a fortress-like aspect, and to this place the dog ran at his utmost
speed, sprang up its side, and disappeared, though his bark.could :be
heard when he was no longer visible. Ned and Finch continued
their course towards the rocks, but before they had reached their
hase they perceived two figures on the summit, one of whom was
Phaidrig. Ned shouted with delight at sight of him, and called on
his name blithely ; the piper clapped his hands for joy, Twr-
lough, barking, rushed down the rocks and jumped round Ned,
while Phaidriz was hastening towards him, assisted by his com-
panion, and, when within reach of Ned, the warm-hearted piper could
uot resist, in the jmpulse of his joy, hugging Ned to his heart, while
he poured out bessings on the happy minute that ‘brought him back,
mingling his pious ejaculations with a wild  kurroo” and a fantastw
caper now and then.

“ Musha, but you're welkim !—hurroo '—What the divil kep you
80 long away ?—the Lord be praised for his mercies,—sure I knew
you'd turn up some day ;—and won't she be glad of it, the darlin’. Oh,
murther, Masther Ned, but I’'m the happy blackguard this minit !'—
hurroo! Only it’s too late, I'd be off and bring you there ; but wait
till to-morrow ;—we’ll rise with the lark, go as sthrait as the crow,
take the wather like the duck, see the fair swan, and then you may coo
Ii".c the dove. . Hurroo !—Where’s my pipes? By, Jakers, I'll play
this night ill I split the bag! And how gre you, | Captain Finch ”

¢« How do you know I'm here *”

s Don’t I hear you laughing at me >—Laugh away—my heart is
as full as a barn with joy, and by the powers we'll thrash it out to
night. Come in wid you,—I suppose you are tired and hungry,—
come in. And how did you find me out ?”

“ We've been tracing you frem place tp place for many days,” said
Ned, “ but at last had the good fortune to meet Trlough, and he *
remembered me, and led us here” ¢

¢ Signs on him !” said Phaidrig. ¢ Turlough, ma bouchal, come to
me!” The dog sprang to him, and Phraidrig, stooping, patted his
headwwhile the dog licked his face. Don’t be shocked, ladies, at the
coarseness of this fact; it is an author's business to tell truth.
« Turlough, my jewel, you've more gumption than a counsellor, and
a betther heart than most o’ them. Hurroo l-~Come in, and have
something to ate, and moke haste, or there will be none left,” and he
dragged Ned along. ’

V.
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. «But how came Turlough to be so far sway from you?’ m-
quired Ned.

“ For the rayson I want you to come in,—because we’re short of
steables, though the dbrink is plenty; and so I towld Twrlough to
go and pick up a bit for himeelf, and it was maraudin’ about he was,
lookin’ for & rabbit or a hare when he seen you ; but the sinsible
exaythur, he knew betther than go huntin’ and lave his friends on the
road. Where is he 7

« He’s gone off now,” said Phaidrig’s comrade of the rock.

“ See that !” ‘said Phaidrig. “ Now that he has done his duty to

others he thinks of himself. Oh, I wish all the Christians was like
him! Come in,—~come in now, Masther Ned,—and you, too, Captain
Finch, are heartily welcome.”
% With these words Finch and Ned were conducted up the pile of
rocks, and when near the summit an ample opening, downwards, ap-
peared, into which they descended; this naturals chasm, spanned
across with boughs of birch and thatched with heather, forming
a rude but-not uncomfortable habitation.

It was a wildly picturesque retreat. In the recesses of the cave
arms were piled, which the flickering light of a turf fire brought out
dn bright touches, sparkling through the shadowy depth with a
Rembrandtish piquancy. Trophies and implements of the chase werc
suspended from the roof, or rested here and there ulong the sides of
the cavern. Feathers and skins of bird and beast made & motley sort
of tapestry, which hung fantastically around, and gave a barbaric air
to the place, which some of the costumes of the inmates tended to
increase. The of the hare contributed caps and waistcoats to not
a few, and other cuts and materials of costume would have astonished
a fashionable tailor.

-Some eight or ten persons were just beginning a meal, in a
remarkably unceremonious fashion. A jutting rock of tabular form
served for about five of them to “ cut their mutton” en, while the

"yemainder sat where they could, and rested their trenchers on their
knees. The former rejoiced in the lofty title of the  board of green
cloth,” being covered with a'rude matting of fresh rushes, while the
stragglers were named “ the boys of the side table.” One in a faded
uniform was called “ cook,” and was engaged in serving out broth
from an iron pot, his ladle being formed of a large scallop shell, tied
on the end of & peeled hazel twig.

The party who ocomducted the new comers called a halt to those
within, “ I'say, lads, here are {wo hungry recruits come to jein our
mess, and, as the commons are short, start fair.” N

_Finch and Ned were received with a merry welcoma, and seats at
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the boar&.of green cloth were given up to the visiters, with an
expression of regret that they chanced to call when the larder was
s0 ill provided.

Ned requested they would make no apologies, and reminded them
it was Friday, on which day it was fit to fast,

« And pretty catholics you find us here, said one of the' pm,y,
¢ eating meat nevertheless.”

“ Hold your tongue, Donovan!” replied the cook, helpmg ﬁ:e
broth. ¢ I’ll swear this is fasting fare ; for whatever comes .out ot
a scallop shell must be fish. Isn’t that good theology #*

¢ The doctors of the Sorbonne could not make better,” sald one of
the boys of the side table.

“ Couldn’t meke better ¥” repeated the cook. ¢ 1Is 1t the theology
or the broth you mean.”

¢ Both,” replicd the other.

“ Good boy, Dijllon!” said the cook. * Hold out your pannikin,
and 111 hely: y-u for that.”

Dillon obeyed ; and as the cook ladled him his portion, he said,
¢ There’s some theology for you !”

¢ I wish there was a little more meat'in it,” said Dillon.

¢ That would be divinity,” returned the cook,—* you confuse your
terms, Master Dillon.—Allow me, sir,” he said, addressing Finch, “to
Lelp you to some of this infusion ; T thinkgl can fish you up a bit of
solid,—obscrve, I said fish.”

“Thank you, sir,” replied Finch, “ but I have mo scruple of
couscicnce on the subject, as I happen to be a protestant.”

A protestant !” exclaimed the cook., ¢ Oh, thgn, sir,” said ke,
with an air of burlesque politeness,  pray take the ludle and help
yourself, for that’s the protestant fashion in Ireland.”

Finch heartily joined in the laugh which the comicality of the
rejoinder excited, while be admired the addeess of the man who ‘could
utter so bitter a sarcasm without giving offence ; for the tact and goeod
humour with which it was done rendereﬂ it innoxious,—the point
only tickled, it did not sting.

“I think it is time you stopped your mouth,” said one of his
comrades, when the laughter subsided.

¢« Faith, T think so too,” replied he, helping himself. ¢ I'll atop
my mouth like the rest o’ ye.” '

Thus they went on, cracking their jokes about the slenderness of
their meul and poverty of tb'n- accormmodation. Many a sumptuous
board bad not such mirth and wit about it; und all this occurring in
a wild mountain hiding-place, amongst a set of men whose lives
were in daily jeopardy, struck Finch with surprise and admiration.
They talked of such and such a hunt: reminiscences were made.

z2 v b e

e
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such as % The time I was living at the hall,”—¢ The r%ght of Lady
Taucy’s rout,”—* When the Prmee went to the opcra,”—*¢ The day we
dined with the Marshal,”—all th&se things were remembered in their
present privation without an apparent regret: they seemed to be just
a3 merry, as light and, bold-hearted, as if their hunts and halls, and
Ludy* Lucies and Marshals, were theirs as much as cver.  They took
their present condition as a paxt of life’s drama they must go through,
with as much nonchalance as an actor assumes the character of u
king or an outeast on the stage, and leaves it off when the curtain is
down. Just so these daring fellows looked forward to getting their
own again, and resuming their proper place in society ; but in the
meantime were just as jolly as cver. Many of them were fugitives
trom Secotland, after the futal day of Culleden; but though the
cause they loved was at alow cbb for the present, they hoped for fresh
aid from France and Spain, and were willing to ¢ bide their time” in
their present difficulties. ¢ ¢

The cook’s functions having ceased, another comra”e under the title
of “cellarman,” was called upon; and his department was in a more
palmy state than that of his brother officer. A keg of whisky—the
right “ mountain-dew”—wis placed in the midst ; the brotherhood
gathered round, and, basking in the blaze of a turf fire, which gave, at,
onee, light and warmth to the cave, the theological cook vecommended
a dram after their fish.

The cellarman requested he would confine himself to Lis own
basiness, and not interfere with his department ; and indulged in some
sportive cxposition of the intimate relation between soul and spirit as
he served a dram to each of the party. .

“ By-the-bye,” said Finch, “I am surprised that there should be
any want for figh, in reality, here. I should have expected there was
snlmon in plenty.”

¢ Oh, the'salmon is plenty enough, sir, rcphcd the cook; ¢ the matter
is, to catch it; and we have only one fisherman amongst us—Master
Blake over there is our Jzaak Walton, and he came home empty
handed.”

¢ I had but little luck to-day, I own,” said Blake.

¢ Little luck!” repeated he of the ladle ; « your fisherman’s language
always needs translation—and *little luck’ means ¢ no fish!’”

“ They would not rise!” said Blake.

“ As for rising—they are waiting for the Spaniards, maybe, to do
that, like ourselves :—try a Spanish fly next time, Blake.”

¢ That would be a blister!” said the fisherman.

“ Well, a blister rises—maybe ’twould rise the salmon—and that’s
more than you can do.”

A laugh rewarded the cook for this successful hit at the angler, who
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took it most good-humouredly, and only threw back a sportive “ Bad
luck to you !"—with wishing him ¢ a blister on his tongue.”

“ Tonguos are only blistered when people tell hen—and that’s truth
I told now.’

*“ ITe has you again, Blake!” was the cry.

“Come Tfrench!” said Blake—for Ffrench.was the name of the
temporary head of the culmary department—* i I can’t always Tise a
salinon, you can always raise the song ; and, better than the fish, your
songs are always in season.”

* Songs arc not unlike fishes,” replied Ffrench. ¢ A song is the
spawn of a poet; and, when healthy, a thing of life and feeling, that
~sciild increase and multiply, and become food for the world! Here
is one, that all Ireland, at least, will heartily digest.”

frag an Wealach.*

I.

Fill the cup, my brothers,
To pledge a toast,

Which, beyond all others,
We prize the most :

As yet ’tis but a notion
‘We dare not name ;

Bat soon o’er land and ocean
*Twill fly with fame!

‘Thensgive the game before us
One view holla,

Iip! hurra! in chorus,

AFag au Bealach!

1T,

We our hearts can fling, bays,
Q’er this notion,

As the sea-bird’s wing, boyl,
Dips the ocean. '

‘Tis too deep for words, bays,
The thought we know-—

So, like the ocean-bird, boys,
‘We touch and go:

For dangers deep, surrounding
Our hopes might swallow ;

So, through the tempest bounding,

FFag an ﬁ?lﬂ!l !

® Pronounced, Faug a Bolla, meaning * leave the road,” or « clear the way.”
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s toougnt with glory wite,
Did brooding dwell, -

Till time did give it life, boys,
To break the shell :

"Tis in our hearts yet lying,
An unfledg'd thing;

But soon, an eaglet flying, *
*Twill take the wing!

For 'tis no timeling frail, boys—
No summer swallow—

"Twill live through winter's gale, boy

FFag an Bealach!

Iv.
Lawyers may indict us
By crooked laws,
Soldiers strive to fright us
Ftom country’s cause;
But we will sustain it
Living—dying—
Point of law or bay’net
Still defying!
Let their parchment rattle—
Drums are hollow:
So is lawyer's prattle—
Fag an Bealach!

v.
Better early graves, boya—-
Dark locks gory,
Than bow the head as slaves, boys,'
When they're hoary.
. Tight it out we must, boys,
Hit or miss it—
Better bite the dust, boys,
Than to kiss it!
For, dust to dust, at last, boys,
Death will swallow—
Hark !—the trumpet’s blast, hoys,
JFag an Bealach!

1ne song was received with rapture, and the chorus went with a
shout. The inuendo of the early verses pleased every man, who
translated it to his own taste;—the very cause why inuendo is always
g0 successful in pleasing or annoying :—the individual imagination of
every hearer does more than the most elaborate endeavours of the poet
«onld ‘achieve.
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snven after the song was ended, the men were humming snatches of
it, and the refrain of “ Fag an Bealach” was echoed from mouth to
mouth, The theme stirred their blood, and Phaidrig was called on to
play the ¢ Blackbird” in his tip-top style.

It was an unusual thing for Phaidrig to be left so long idle; one
cause of it, perhaps, was that he kept in the back-ground,
with Ned in earncst discourse about Ellen, while the rest were *x-
ployed on more stormy subjects ; but, once being enlisted in the biii-
ness of the evening, (and after Fag an Bealach,) he knew they would.
make a roaring night of it, so giving Ned a hint “to take care of his
head,” which Ned took occasion to repeat to Finch, Phaidrig ¢ yoked”
his pipes, and there was no patriotic strain on record which was
left uncalled for.

Meanwhile the cellarman’s keg was getting lighter svery moment,
and, along with it, the heads of the company, till at last there was such
an exuberance of patriotism, that several gentlemen were singing
different songs at the same time; while Phaidrig, under the special
putronage of Ffrench, was lilting particularly wicked tunes above
them all.

At last, the noise, by degrees, died off; the dry lairs of fern and
heather, which surrounded the cave, were occupied by those who were
able to find their way to them, and the silence of sleep succeeded the
loud wassail which had startled the night wind as it swept the summit
of that lonelv mountain.



CHAPTER XLIV.

Tur next morning the guests of the mountain retreat bade adica
to their entertainers, and started under Phaidrig’s guidance. On the
road the piper ®ad been put into possession of the business which
.brought Finch to the west, and arranged, in consequence, a double
plan of action. He promised Finch a guide, who should lead bim to
a certain point in the neighbourhood where his venture lay, promising
that he and Ned would join him after having seen Ellen. Their moun-
tain track was beguiled of its length and toil by the interchange of
intelligence between Ned and the piper respecting the various fortunes
which had befallen Lynch and his daughter in Scotland, and Ned in
_his pursuit of them. Those of the former were of painful interest;
their numerous hair-breadth escapes—their wanderings, concealments,
privations, and final escape from Scotland, formed a romance of more
terrible reality than was ever conjured up by fiction ; and their sub-
sequent sufferings in Ircland were not less deplorable, though of a
more monotonous tharacter ;—it was an unbroken series of anxious
watchings and hidings to escape detection; for Lynch had rendered
himself so obnoxious to the anthorities, by the extent and frequency
of his former enlistments in Ireland, and subsequent endeavours to
foment a rising in the young Pretender’s favour, that a large reward
was offered for his apprchension ; but the cupidity of meaner cnemics,
thus excited, he had less cause to dread than the personal rancour
entertained by some, high in power, who were straining every nerve
to discover and arrest him.

“ Why does he not fly the country?” saxd Ned « mstead of living
within this circle of entrapment you deseri

“ That’s no such aisy matter,” said thdng « All the passes out
0’ Galway are watched; and as for getting off by the coast, it is so
lined with cruizers, that it would be madness to attempt it, unless one
had some fast boat that could go like the wind; and you know¥we
could get nothing Here but & heavy fishing boat.”

% Whait till I have a talk with the captain,” said Ned. -*I think
1 see a way of stealing a march on the enemy.”
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« Musha, how?”

« If we could get him further down to the south, where he does not
enjoy so dangerous a celebrity, an escape might be managed thence.”

“ Ay, there’s the matter! — but how to get out of Galway is the
murther—for every pass in it is watched !”

“ My plan is this,” said Ned: “let a boa§ be in rendmess on the
west bank of the Shannon at a given place ; we must get a fifst-rate
horse for the captain ; in one night he could cross the county, get on
board, and drop down the river to Limerick, where an embarkation on
board some ship bound to an English port, could be effected ; and,
once safe in England, I'll engage to manage a flitting to France——
that’s a road I know well. What think you, Finch ?”

“ It looks well ; but I don’t know the nature of the eountry on the
river.’

“ Tt is admlra.bly suited to the purpose—suﬁiclently wide to give
the opportunity, in case of being threatened from the shore, to take the
choice of either bank for a landing ; and pursult by water need not be
dreaded, for boats are far from plenty on the river.”

“T think you hit it off well,” said Phaidrig. “We'll talk to the
masther about it; and now, Captain Finch, we must soon part com-
pany ; you ought to be seeing some huts soon, forninst you, highgup
a littic to the nght »

Ned and Finch, on looktfg in the direction indicated, saw some
smoke rising from a little dingle in the hill side ; and there, Phaidrig
told them, lived the guide to whose care he intended to confide the
captain. Half an Rour brought them to the hut; the goatherd under--
took the trust requested ; a place was appointed for their reunion in a
few days, and the friends separated.

As Ned and Phaidrig now pursued their journey, they could talk
uninterruptedly of Ellen, and she, therefore, formed the theme of their
discourse for some hours, as they bent their way back pgain towards
Corrib’s upper lake. Ned inquired of the piper how he could tell
where Lynch had retreated after leaving the castle. Phaidrig, with a
chuck]e, answered, “By a way of my owm—tusy enough when you
see it.”

¢« But you are going back now direct for the place you have left?”

« Ay, I must first g there, before I can tell where they are. You'll
see all about it soon.”

As Phaidrig said, the means were smple enough whereby he ascer-
tained the course the fugitives had pursued. On reaching the spot
wherey Lynch and Ellen landed, the boat was still lying there; on
hearing this, Phaidrig said Lynch must have considered himself
closely pressed, or he would have placed the boat in its regular secret
haven. “ But now to find out where they are gone!” Saying which, he
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groped for a fissure in the rock, and putting in his arm to its utmost
length, drew forth a little twig of birch. Phaidrig held out the branch
in a theatrical manner before him, and assuming an air of great import-
ance, uttered, in a measured, pompous manner, the following words,
which he addressed to the stick :—

¢ I command you, upon the vartue of yoyr oath, to tell me where

. theia you know is gone!” He then applied the stick to his ear, and
gave a nod of satisfaction, and told Ned it was all #ight ; that Lynch
and Ellen were about five hours’ journey out of that spot.

. Ned laughed at this piece of mock magic, in which the piper'’s
sportive humour had indulged,, acknowledging his trick was a good
ong, and the means of communication simple indeed.

“ Simple enough,” said Phaidrig, presenting the twig to Ned:
< look at that,—do you see anything on it #”

“ Yes, several small nicks.”

“ Count them.” -

“ Seven.”

‘ That’s the whole art and mystery of it,” said Phaidrig. * You
persaive that manes they are gone to No.7. There are many
hiding-places throughout these mountains, such as you saw last night,
whege some hundreds of people are concealed, and they are all numbered.
The numbers are got off by heart, like A, B, C, by these gentlemen
in throuble and their followers, The prmcnpal leaders have each some
sign of their own to dlstmgmsh them. Thistwig, you see, has a forked
end to it,—that’s Lyncl’s sign. There are other signals in there.”
He pulled forth a straight stick, notched as the other ; a twig twisted
into a ring, and marked ; a bunch of five twigs, tied together with a
piece of grass. “ Now all these show thatcertain men have been
hiding in the castle yondher, and have gone to each of these different
coverts. That twisted twig is O'Kelly,—the straight one Burke,—the
bunch is D’ Aray.—So I could tell where all o’ them went after leaving
this, and so from place to place follow them.”

<« But suppose,” inquired Ned, “ that Lynch had landed on the other
side of the lake, how could he have made his signal ?”

¢« There is another signal rock at the other side.”

« But how can you tell if they have left long ago or lately ?”

¢ By the freshness of the cut. You see the sticks are all cut at the
end. Now Lynch’s is fresh, O'Kelly’s is lying here some time,
Burke’s is an owld date,—quite dry, you see.” He handed them to
Ned as he spoke, he himself telling by touch and smell what Ned’s
eyes convinced him to be true.

« Cleverly contrived,” he said.

¢ And so simple,” said the piper. ¢ A motch on a stick is as
rewdable to a blind man as to them who see : and up and down through
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these mountains there are signal rocks appointed to-each hiding-place .
for putting the sticksin. We call them our post-offices.””

« A good name, Phaidrig.” ¢

“ But stop,—we mustn’t rob the mail,” said the piper; and he
restored all the sticks to the crevice in the rock after which they
left the place, and pushed on for number seven. ‘

“ You'll see one of the quarest divils you ever see,” said Phaidrig,
¢ to-night. He's a sturdy owld chap, that always lives in the saycret
place the masther is gone to, and there’s but one tune in the werld he
carcs for, and my heart is broke playing it to him whenever he lays
howld o’ me.” .

« It is to be hoped the tune is a pretty one.”

¢ Not it, in throth,—its only that quare thing, Ree Ram. I sup-
pose you know it ?” L

“1do. Itis asort of half drony, half lilting, monotonous thing,”

and Ned commenced whistling, ¥
¢ That’s it,” said Phaidrig. ¢ That’s & nice tbing to play for hours
together.”

¢ For hours !” echoed Ned.

“ Ay, faith, Ile would not let me cat, drink, nor sleep, if he
could help it, Lut kecp me evermorc blowing away at that
Ree Raw.” ' *

They had been walking for about three hours, when they reached
some very broken ground, where the blind man’s footing seemed more
insccure than usual. “ I wish I could get on faster, for your sake,
Masther Ned. I know you are burning with impatience to see the
darlin’ lady; and no wondher, and right glad she’ll be to see you, and
here you are hampered with the tardiness of a blind man.” He had
hardly uttered the words when he made a false step, tripped, and fell
down an abrupt bank. Ned ran to his assistance, and attempted
to lift him, but a sharp cry from Phaidrig made him desist.

¢ Don’t stir me—don’t stir me, Masther Ncd,—my leg is broke.”

“ Oh, 'my dear Phaidrig, I hope not,” said Ned, kneeling down
beside him, and supporting him in his s#ms, while Zurlough ran up,
as if he understood something untoward had happened, and began to
whine. :

¢ This is a cross thing to happen at this present,” said the piper.

¢ At any time it i3 dreadful, Phaidrig, Are you in much pain ?”

¢ Yes; when you stirred me I got a sharp twinge. Straighten the
leg for me, Masther Ned, and lay me quiet, with my back to the bank
—that’s it: now I bave a plan to enable you to make your road good'
to Miss Nelly.” :

¢ I will not leave you, Phaidrig.” .

¢ Sure vou must leave me, if it was for nothing but to get me
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help. Sea now,—1I hope Twrlough will undherstand me, end if he
does, all will be right;—just untie the pipes, and take them out and
yoke them to me, and I'll thry a plan.—Zurlough! Turlough!—here
boy!” He began to talk to she dog in his own peculiar style, telling
" him he should “ go and find him;” then he would point to Ned,
and tell the dog to * take’him to him.” After this he began to
play Ree Raw at a most tremendous rate, and cheer on the dog with
the cry of “To him, boy—fetch him therc !”

The sagacious creature became much excited, looked up eagerly to
his master, as if endeavouring to catch his meaning, and Ned regarded
with admiration the heroic disregard to his own suffering the blind
wman displayed, while struck with surprise at his readiness of inven-
tion to supply, through the intelligence of lus dog, the ‘guidance his
mishap mterrupted

His opinion of the dog’s intelljgence was not overrated ; the animal
uttered a few low short barks, as if to express understanding of his
meaning, and, first fixing his eyes on Ned, ran forward some twenty
yards, and looked back, as if waiting for him.

« He’s off,” said Phaidrig—

The dog barked—

<« He’s calling you,” said the piper : “ I know every bark in him;
he undherstands my meaning, and will lade you clever and clane to
the place.”

« T am loth to leave you, Phaidrig.”

% Sure you must lave me to get help for me, if for nothing clse ;
and, as it happens, the owld fellow I towld you of where you are going
is the best bone-setter* in the counthry ; and some o’ the boys in the
hiding-place will come over and bring a door with them to carry me.
There, now, be off—put your tendher-heartedness in your pocket,

" and start, for the sooner you go the sooner I will have help,—there,
Turlough is barking again ;—go, and God speed you.”

& My dear Phaidrig, for your sake I will urge my utmost speed.
You are satisfied the dog understands ?”

 Depend your life on Turlough, I tell yon—good bye !”

¢ Farewell !” said Ned, running after the dog, which dashed on in
advance, while the wild lilt of Ree Raw from Phaidrig’s pipes pur-
sued them as long as they were within hearing.

The ground'which it would have taken the sightless Phaidrig two
hours to traverse, from the difficulty of progress its roughness pre-
sented, wad crossed by the hawk-eyed and swift-footed Ned in half
the time. The dog led the way to a rocky rift in the side of a steep
mountain, where some goats were feeding. At the upper end of this
dell @ hut was reared against the face of the cliff, which formed, in

. mnnqleforumrnmmderoftmmﬁdﬁnhmmgmbeumky.
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fact, its back wall; its roof was of fern and heather, and its chimney
of sods, held together by rude wattles woven through them. More
care scemed to be hestowed on this portion of the structure than
is generally the casc in such a hovel, where a hole in the roof mostly
answers the purpose of chimney and wmdow—lettxng the light in and-
smoke out ; but in this case not only the outward but inward con-
trivance of the fire-place secmed fo have been attended to, for a wide-
mouthed flue stood out from the rock inside the hut, and carried up
the blue smoke merrily, which, curling along the side of the cliff as it
escaped, was scarcely perceptible at a distance, from the similarity of
its colour to the heights which towered above.

So elaborate a description of a chimney would be unnecessary but
that it was the most important part of this hut,~—in fact, the hut was
for no other purpose than a screen to an opening in the cliff, which
led to an extensive cave, to which thjs wide flue formed the entrance,
while it also concealed it; and the chimney-top outside served to
carry off smoke from the principal fire within the cave, as well as from
the bit of fuel burnt for deception without. The thing was altogether
so well masked that an ordinary observer would never have suspected
the trick.

The door was shut when the dog approached the hut ; he scraped
for admittance without being attended to, and on Ned’s arrival his
tapping was equally disregarded, therefore he raised the latch and
made his cntrance. Zurlough rushed in after him; and Ned’s

" amazement may be guessed when he saw him run up the chimney.
Much as his doings had previously surprised him, this last touch ap-
peared the strangest of all; and after a short pause, which the oddity
of the feat produced, Ned looked up the chimney after his friend, but he
was gone. He then went outside, expecting to see him on the roof—but
he was not there either. He looked up and down, and whistled for him,
and at length called lustily ort his namg—but in vain. Turlough was
nowhere to be seen. While thinking this looked very like witcheraft, .
a man issued from the house, which Ned had found empty, and he
became still more puzzled. Where the deuce could ke have come
from? While he was thinking this, the mysterious person asked him
the same question in so many words, giving a sort of grunt at the end
of the sentence, which was his hablt and Ned replied, he had come
from Phaidrig-na-pid.

« And why did not thdng-m-pob como himself ?—hegh 4

“ Because hxs leg is broken.”

« Humph!—What broke it?” ' o

¢ Accident.” - .

¢ I didn’t think it was intinshin ’—hegh' An’ is it intioghin or .

ax’dent brings you?—humph!” L
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“ Intention,” said Ned, wL_ amused with the fellow’s gruff pecu-
lia#ity, gave answers as short as the questions.

“ There’s bad and good intinshins-—hegh!”

“ Well—mine are good,” said Ned; “and with such mtentxons
"I come to see Captain Lynch.”

¢ Faix, then, you won’t see him_here-~humph!”

“ T must!” returned Ned, anxiously. ¢ I am his trusty friend!”

“ I dunna sitch a person.”

“ Yes, you do—he came here last night. You need not fear
-me!”

» “ Fear you?” returned he, with a surly look, that scanned Ned from
top to toe, before he gave his grunt.

I mean, you may trust me. I wish Phaidrig was here to vouch
for me, and to play you ‘Ree Ran.”

The fellow gave a very mterrooatory growl, and a searching look
at the words.

“ You see I know something about you. Let me sec the captain.”

£ T don’t know him, I tell you—hegh!”

While hé was in the act of denial, Lynch emerged from the hut,
and hurried up to Ned, holding forth his hand. A hearty grasp, and
a few words of warm welcome followed.

“ Miss Lynch?” said Ned, inquirihgly.

“Is well; and here. You shall see her in a moment. Where's
Phaidrig ? P¥

Ned briefly rclated the accident; and Lynch, turning to the
gruff old Cerberus, said no time should bc lost in hurrying to his
assistance.

The fellow thrust his fingers into his mouth, and gave a piercing
whistle, and, in a few scconds after, scveral men came from the hut.

“Come with me,” said Lynch, addressing Ned. * You will make
all right about Phaidrig,” he addcd—turning to the old warder.

v A grunt of assent followed.

“ Let me seo Miss Lynch for a ft,w minutes,” said Ned, « and I will
return with them, and show the way.”

%““You needn’t mind,” replied the growler ; ‘them that brought
you here will lead us back—go in wid you—T tonld you I didn't krow
the captain—hegh!” 4

¢ Come,” said Lynch, leading Ned into the hut, and showing him
the mode of ascent to the cave within the chimney—a strﬁngé road to
2 lovc-mcetmg-—thouwh after all, it is most appropnm-—Cupld isa
climbing boy.

Sucha meeting between friends, after so long an absence and inter-
vening anxiety, as that which followed between Ellen, her father, and
Ned can better be imagined than described. Hours “passed by
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anheeded, in their varied and affactionate communion; there was so
much to tell and so much to inquire, of the past so full of painful’
interest, and the present so fraught with danger.

Ned ventured, however, to prophesy hopefully of the future, holding
out, in their flight to Spain, a prospect of security and repose. Lynch
here, with an enthusiasm in the Stuart cause which all his suffering
could not tame, declared he would remain in Ireland as long as there
was a chance of a blow being struck in their favour. ¢ But you,” he
said, addressing Ned,—* you must not attach yourself to my desperate
fortuncs—for desperate they are, though I am determined to dare .
them.”

« I will never desert you,” exclaimed Ned, fervently. *

A look, beaming with affection, from Ellen’s sweet eyes —looking
sweeter {or the sadness which partly shaded their lustre—was Ned’s
reward for this expression of hearty devotiSn to her father. He,
grasping the youn® man’s hand, said,—

“ I know yqu are attached to foe—and I know the cause. You
have often served my daughter and myself at need——and—"

He was suddenly interrupted by a loud tapping at the omtside
door, aud he rose and left the cave. In a few miputes he returned,
supporting a wounded man ; on beholding whom, Ellen rushed forward,
cxelaiming, “ Father Flaherty !-—Oh—dear father—you bleed !” .

« I do, my child—but ’tis only a flesh-wound, Lynch, prepare for
defence ;—they have hunted me close, and are not far off.”

¢ Are there many ?” ,

¢ More than I could wish, Where are the rest of our companions?”

¢« They are absent.” S

A look of agony passed across the priest’s features as he exclaimed,
“ Then God have mercy on us!”

“ Are you still able to fight?”

% ”
Yes. . ‘ R
“ 1lere is one who will give us brave Relp,” said IJW,;
E4 g T e
to Ned. i Ry

“ What, you here!” said the father; *“ X wish we had happier times

for our meeting, Ned; but I am glad to‘see you—make haste—let’
* us stand by the door and defend it.” ‘

“ Ellen, go into your hiding-place in case of the worst,” said
Lynch, as he took from her hands several weapons she had brought
from a recess in the cave, and distributed them to Ned and the priest.

Thus armed, they descended {rom the cave to the hut, and piling
several logs against the door, remdering it capable of resistance, they
stood in wait for the approach-of the priest-hunters, in case they hud
tracked him to the retreat. They soon heard the tramp of hotsemen,
and looking But through the loops with which the place was provided,
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awaited their coming with deadly determination to sell their Lives
. dearly.

“ Hold your fire till they gre closer,” said Lynch “we can’t throw
away a shot—"t 1s well our powder and ball are in cartndges we can
load in the dark. -

The hunters were now so close as to be visible, and surrounded the
hut, swewng violent oaths, and calling for the priest with a profanity
of expression unfit to be recorded. The answer was a well-directed fire
from the hut, which caused other yells than those of triumph from the
assailants.

“ Force the door!” was the cry from thhout. Some men
descended ‘from their saddles at the command, while others came
down at the leaden invitation sent out to them from the hut. A rush
was made at the door—the logs inside resisted those without, while
Lynch, as they pres&d close to the entrance, §lunged the bayonet
with which his gun was armed through a chink in the door, and a
shriek of agony succceded, with a heavy fall.

“ He has it!” exclaimed the captain, with savage exultation.

A fresh shout was raised outside. “Burn the vermin in their
nest,” was the cry.

It was scarcely uttered, when several flambeaux, with which suck
hunting parties were provided, were lighted, and thrown on the
thatch of the hut, after which, the assailants rode sw:ftly out of reach
of gunshot, to which the light exposed them with more certainty—
a result not thrown away on those inside, who sent telling shots after
the incendiaries. When quite out of range, the merciless party
turned round to enjoy the sight of theblazing hut, which they bar-
berously imagined was the fiery tomb of their victims; little dreaming
of the safe retreat the cave afforded those whom they would have
sacrificed to the flames. Their shouts rose high in proportion to the
height of the blaze, as in fiery tangue-like form it licked the grey cliff
which stood out in ghastly relief against the dark sky. .

The glare soon passed—and as the fire was nearly out, the hunters
‘Fode off; but they had not paid the full reckoning of their adventure.
The party who had gone for Phaidrig, was a strong one and well armed,
and was entering the dingle as the first flash of the blazing hut told
them what had taken place. Laying the piper in a place of security,
they distributed themselves at the mouth of the pass, in the most
advantageous order, awaiting the exit of their enemies, who, as they
were retiring in high glee after their supposed triumph, reecived a
turderons fire along their whole line. Taken thus by surprise, they
were phnic stricken,—they fancied: they were entrspped into an
mhmh,md“umquipm! was the cry, while dropping: shots after

Ve fojfitives; Tént additional yigour to their spurs. S
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CHAPTER XLV.

Waex Phaidrig neara the nut was nrea, ana the gien mn possession of
znemies, he forgot all bodily pain in the agony of mind he endured lest
the few left behind in the hiding-place had fallen vietims to the attack ;
and when, after the flight of the priest-hunters, his friends came to
carry him to the cave, he besought some of them to run forward and
ascertain the truth. .

¢ Shout, if they're safe,” said he, “for my heart is on the rack till
I know— run, boys, run, if you love me!”

Several complied with his request, and dashed onward, while
Phaidrig was slowly borne along by the rest. The nature of their
bu.oden, the darkness, und roughness of the ground, retarded their pro-
gress, so that they had not half reached the end of the gien before their
companions in front had ascertained the safety of the inmates of the
cave, and gave the signal-shout. It was returned by those who were
advancing, and by none more vigorously: than the disabled piper, whe.
mingled thanks to Heaven with bis transport.

As it was impossible to remove Phaidrig into the ecave without
running the risk of disturbing the setting of his leg, which had bees -
effocted by the old growler before he was shifted from the spot where
the accident occurred ; a shelter was made near the warm embers cft™
the burnt hut, where, under care of one of the brotherhood, he
remained while the rest entered the cave, and were soon engaged in.
active council as to the course most fittibg to pursue, under existing -
circumstances. It was to be looked fofward to that the discomfited
hunters would return in greater strength.to recover their dead, whom
they were forced to abandon ; in which case the present post would be -
untenable, and the sooner it was deserted the better. Some advocated.-
an immediate removal to another of their haunts, but the majosity-
seemed to consider morning would be sufficiently early for their
flitting. While such matters were discussed within the cave, Ned
and Ellen visited the piper, who found comfort in the gentle pitying
voice of his “ darling Miss Nelly ;” and when she had retired for the
night to an innermost nook of the retreat, which formed a perfectly
separate apartment, Ned insisted on remaining without to-keep gom-

A 2
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pany with his friend Phaidrig, whose requests to the contrary were in
vain ; and thus passed the night.

At the earliest peep of dawn the inmates of the cave were in motion.
Packing up the few convenicnces the retreat could boast of, they pre-
pared for a march; but before they started, endeavoured, by rolling
some large stones, and plhcing a quantity of beather, naturally dis-
posed, in front of the cntrance to the cavern, to conceal from their
enemies, who might return to the spot, the existence of so safe a
hiding-place, to which, after the lapse of some time, they might again
resort with security. To be certain of this asylum remainihg undis-
covered, it was agreed that one scout should remain bebind and watch
from an overhanging cminence the proceedings of the party whicl
should retura for their dead. Lots were cast for the fulfilment of this
duty ; he on whom it fell took it merrily, and having obtained threc
days’ rations for his subsistence, and an extra supply of ball-cartridge,
he bade his friends good-bye, and mounted to his eyrie, while they
commenced their descent. The sentinel of the eliff tracked his depart-
ing companions with his eyes as long as they remained in sight, and
when left in sole possession of the mountain solitude, he occupied
himself in selecting the best and safest point for the fulfilment of his
duty, and then engaged in making it as comfortable as mountain-
bivouac might be, and, when completed, he threw himself down within
his lair, close and watchful as a hare in her form.

Meanwhile his companions were pursuing their route to another of
their hill hiding-places, the burden of bearing Phaidrig being changed
every half-hour among the party, while the wounded priest leaned on
Lynch, Ned having the more precious charge of Ellen. It was the
most delightful day they had known for a long and weary time; even
thus surrounded with difficulties, flying from persecution, the presence
of the lovers to each other had a charm superior to external dangers.
‘What dark or dismal thought could be entertained by him who now
looked,into the gladdened cyes of *the lovely gu-l he supported over
crag amd sorrent ; more lovely, he thought, even in her simple peasant
guise, than in the fashionable frippery of counrts, in which he had
adored her; besides, he now looked upon her more securely as his
own—there was that in Lynch’s manner which implied consent, and
for some hours of their journey Ned had uninterrupted care of Ellen.
At length a halt was called. A smalfdefile was approached, in which,
should they be attacked, the party must have engaged to disad-
vantage, therefore seouts were thrown out to -the right and left, who,
ascending the heights on either side, reconnoitred the pass, and ascer-
tained its safety’ before the main body ventared on passing. This
haviog been achieved Ned and Ellen were again permitted to lag in
vhe rear, snd enjoy distinct companionship ; and not the least of their
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pleasure was the commungon of admjration produced by the grandeur
of the scemery through which they passed. The lonely labyrinths of
the wilds they traversed presented eternal changes of the most
picturesque form; that noble group of mountains, known as the
“ Twelve Pins of Bunabola,” whose lofty peaks are among the first
landmarks seen by the Atlantic navigatofs, rose right before them ;'
and the intricate interlacing of their bold yet graceful lines, called forth
fresh admiration as each advance of the travellers presented them in
some novel combination. | Lake after lake, too, they passed; tranquilly
slumberifly in their mountain-cradles, ‘but at length one burst upon
their view of surpassing beauty—its waters, reflecting the dark rich
tones of the hills above, gave more brilliant effect to an uninterrupted
belt of lilies that lay upon, or rather round its bosom, girdling it with
floral loveliness. Ellen and Edward paused; they thought they had
uever seen anything half se beautiful in all their lives, they gazed and
gazed upon it in silence for some minutes, and looked rather than spoke
their admiration. e stole his arm round her waist, and whispered,
¢ Hcre, darling one, here—could not we dwell for ever, and wish no
happiness beyond ?” He seemed to feel by anticipation all that the
bard of his country, then unborn, so beautifully exoresses of some
place ;

«

enchanting

Where all is flowery, wild, and sweet,
And noonght but love is wanting ;

We think how blest had been our lot -
If Heaven had but assign’d us,

To live and die in that sweet spot.

But no—they might not live, whatever chance there was of dying
there; and Ned, as he held his beloved one to his heart, sighed to
think that in their native land there was no safety for them, a.nd that
liberty and security were only to be found in exile.

A shout from the party in advance ed them frem their fond
reverie, and they hastened to follow friends; bug 83 they were
losing sight of the lily-girdled lake, ‘

'Theycastulongmg,hngem!ookhehud

Their course now tended upwards towards the innermost recesses of
< the pins,” witlin whose ln.bhnths lay the retreat to which their
steps were directed, and the scene of lovelinegs they had just quitted
rendered the savage nature of the region they began to ascend more
startling. Rugged snd precipitous were the paths, often intersected
by deep gullies, through which the mountain-torrents foamed and
roared, ovarhung by toppling cliffs whose projecting crags seemed
almost poised in air—so delicately balanced, that fancy mnght suggest
AAa2
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the touch of achild sufficient td¥cast thénPfrom their misty heights.
Sometimes the echoes were challenged by the “bark” of the cagle,
himself 50 unused to visitors in this, his own domain, that the presence:
of ‘man startled him not, insomuch that the party in many cases

approached within twenty yards of the royal bird ere he quitted his
perch upon the rock, and even then he spread his ample wing so
leisurely as to give assurance his flight was not one of fear, but rather
of a haughty retirement from unwelcome intrusion. What an idea of
solitude was conveyed by this absence of fear on the part,of a wild
creature : had it known more of man it would have felt more alarm
at his approach!

How finely this fact is touched by Cowper, in the expressions he
attributes to Selkirk on the desert isle :~—

* The beasts that roam over the plain,
My form with indifference see ;
They are so unacquainted with man,
Their tameness is shocking to me.”

But in the case of our fugitives, the tameness was not shocking :
it was the evidence of a remotencss from the haunts of man most
welcome. The ascent now became more difficult as they advanced,
painfully so, indeed, to those carrying poor Phaidrig, who, in his dis-
abled state, where rest was so nécessary, had borne the rough journey,
not only with patience, but even mirthfulness, often interchanging a
joke with his friends on the way. Now the bearers were obliged to
be often changed, and great care and ingenuity employed to get him
up some of the sharp acclivities, where, often the strength and activity
f an able man were required to achieve his own passage. In all those
" delicate cases,” the gruff bone-setter was intendant of the process,
and growled his instructions to the operatives undeir him how to-pro-
ceed, swearing occasionally, if they were awkward or precipitate, that
they would “spoil his work ” if they did not take care. By dint of
toil and skill, - however, Phaidrig was safely brought to the topmost
step of this mountain ladder, which the rest of the party had already
achieved, one of their number having been forwarded to give the re-
quisite signals to those in possession of the retreat, that friends were
coming. Those friends were heartfly welcomed, and one difficulty
alone presented itself—it was, that there was scarcely accommodation
for sortmany, even if they were all men; but the case was rendered
still more awkward by a lady being of the party. This was soon
obviated, however. All set to work vigorously to prepare a tempo-
rary shelter for her. A heap of stones was collected close beside the
cave—of these, rude walls werc rapidly formed, roofed over with the
same. material. the crevices were stopped with grass, mosses, and
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neather, and the interior fornished from the cave with goat and sheep
skins, which, with the addition of a comple of military cloaks, formed
no bad sleeping place. A rougher shelter, by way of guard-house, was
raised beside it, to be occupied by Lynch and Ned; and these prelimi-
nary preparations for the night being made, the party entered the
principal retreat, which in its general features resembled those already’
described, and where the same rude fare and careless conviviality were
to be found. The splints and bandages on Phaidrig’s leg being looked
to by the bone-setter, who pronounced all safe, and Father Flaherty’s
wound having a fresh dressing, the work of the day was over, and the
evening was given up to such enjoyment as the circumstances of the
time :md place could afford. : .
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CHAPTER XLVL

THE earliest act of the succeeding morning was the united devotion.
of the mountain refugees, 2s they knelt at’ the sacrifice of ihe mass,
performed by the wounded priest. To many of those present, the re-
ligious exercise was the more welcome, as it was long since they had
enjoyed it—more welcome, because in the minister who officigted they
beheld & human being elevated by spiritual influence above the first
law of his mortal nature, which prompts to sclf-preservation, and who,
in the commission of this act, rendered his life forfeit to the eruel
customs of the times—more dear, because as they knclt in the faith of
their fathers, their tenderest sympathies and affections werce engaged;
but, dearest of all, from that principle of resistance to injustice so
deeply rooted in the human heart, which exhibits increase of fortitude
in proportion to the violence ofgaggression ; that principle which has
made patriots and martyrs. Without a Gesler we should not have
had a Tell, and piety has ever been increased by persecution. It
matters not in what cause, or in what faith, this undying principle of
human nature is exercised : as it was, so it is, gnd ever will be. The
unmolested English, who for centuries have walked quietly to church,
with their prayer-books and hibles under their arms, and who have
heard smooth sermons from velvet-cushioned: pulpits, cannot know
‘that desperate earnestness of faith which possessed the Covenanter of
Scotland and the Catholic of Ireland, who worshipped in mountain
dells and secret caves, whose prayers might have for their response a
volley of musketry, instead of the peaceful “ Amen ;” whose religion
indeed, might make them think of eternity, for in its exercisc they
stared death in the face.

Ned, it may be remembered, was first impressed with a love of his
religion at Bruges, were he saw it in its pomp; but now, his heart
expanding to higher emotions with his increasing age, stirred to deeper
sympathies than the Galway doy could entertain, and kneeling beside
the woman he adored in the proscribed faith of his nation, he felt the
holiest aspirations he had cver experienced. What were the lofty
columns of the gorgeous cathedral compared to the towering cliffs,

- whose pinnacles hung above them !—what the fretted roof to God’s
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own heaven ! —what splendour of sacerdotal robes so impressive as
the blood-stained bandage of that wounded priest !

The morning sacrifice over, the morning meal succceded, after
which a dispersion of the party took place among the hills ; some to .
the waters, towards their base, in search of fish; others amidst their
coverts, to find game ; some to collect fuels Lynch, Ellen, and Ned,
with the wounded priest and disabled piper, were left in possession of
the retreat. A portion of the day was spent in making the accom-
modation so hastily undertaken the cvening before, more comfortable,
and then g long consultation ensued between the three gentlemen as
to futurc thovements. In the conrse of this discussiom, Lynch declared
himself {ully as a consenting purty to the union of Edward with bis
daughter, and even cexpressed a desire she ‘could be prevailed upon to
«quit her present life of danger, and, under the protcction of a husband,
retire to Spain. Ned strove to influence the father to accompany
them, urging, as an inducement, the unlikelihood of Ellen’s consenting
to leave him; but he was immoveable on this point, until all hope of a
movement in the Pretender’s cause should cease.

“The reverend father hLere,” he said, ¢ has brought over en-
couraging news ; we may confidently look for aid from France, where
the Prince has arrived.” .

¢ IFe has escaped then from Scotland ?” said Ned.

“Yes,” said the padre, ¢ all Paris was alive about’him—naothing
was talked of but his romantic adventures and wonderful eséape; and
the first night he went to the opera, the whole house rang with.
admiring welcome.”

A shagde crossed Tiyngh’s brow, as he repeated in a subdued tone of
vexation, * The opera !—the opera !—Oh, Charles Edward, while you
are enjoying sweet strains at the opera, the wailing of widows and
orphans in your cause rings throughout thesc isles ! ” .

“ A good .many thought the same thing in Paris, T can tell you,”
said the father, ¢ though the senseless mob shouted.”

“ With all my devotion to him and his house, I canmot shut
my eyes to such frivolity,” said Lynch.—¢The opera !—good
Heaven !—to plunge into the luxurious dissipation of Paris, while
the heads of brave men are brought daily to the block in England—
’tis monstrous!”

“ And yet you nill stay here, sir, for his cause.” said Ned.

““For the cause,” returned Lynch impressively—¢“It is not alone
for him we fight—"tis for our homes and faith as well.”

¢ As for the homes of Ircland,” said Father Flaberty, sadly, ¢ few of
them are safe—many of them have passed to the hands of the stranger;
and of all places on the earth, Ireland is the saddest for a true
Trishman.” ’

Ry
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“ But our faith stands fast!” returned the enthusiast, *they cannot
tob us of that.,”

« As for the faith, my dear Captain,” answered the priest, “you
could enjoy that unmolested in Spain ; and I am inclined to be of the
same opinion with my friend Ned, that you might as well make a
start of it along with the young people, and be off, particularly as you
are so marked a man.”

«“If the promised aid from France should npt arrive this time,”
said Lynch, “why then, perhaps—-

“ You will fly with us,” said Ned, Joyously %

“Let us waif till the hour arrives,” said Lynch, “’twill be time
enough to speak then—for the present we will say no more: let u-
seek Ellen.”

He rose and entered the cave, where his daughter was sitting beside
the couch of Phaidrig, whiling away the tedium of his confinement by
her companionship. The piper’s gaiety was unimpaired, he was as
mirthful as ever, and Ellen was laughing at one of his little pleasantries
as her father entered.

¢ Instead of Phaidrig’s being down-hearted over his misfortune,
father, he has been making me laugh,” said ‘she. '

“ What’s the fun, Phaidrig ?” inquired Lynch.

«Oh, I was only tellin’” Miss Nelly, your honour, that instead of
being worse, I'd be the betther o’ my accident.”

“How ?”

¢ Because, I'll soon be able to do with my leg what I can’t do with

my hands.”

“ What is that ?” g
¢ Ulick, the bone-setter, says my leg will begin to knit in a fow
days.”

Lynch smiled at the oddity of the conceit, and said however much
nis leg might knit, he feared it would never make him a pair of
swckmgt

« Oh, that would be too much to expect,” replied I’haidrig, “ one leg
10 work for the other ; ’twould be enough if it worked for itself, and
it’s then I'd have a pet leg, like the mayor of Londonderry.”

¢ T never heard of him,” said Ellen : “ What an odd conceit—a vet
leg. Ihave beard of a pet lamb, or a pet kid—but a pet leg !—"

“ What is that but a pet calf ?” said Phaidrig. ¢ Well, this-fellow
was a little mad, and used to dress up his pet calf in all sorts of finery,
while his other poor shin of beef had all sorts of ill usage. One was
decked out in silk, while ragged worsted was good cnough for the
other. One had a fine footstool to rest on, while the other was knocked

about against chairs and tables; and the pet leg he called his pro-
testant leg, while the other he called his papist leg, ‘and sure, if he
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was walkin’ the road, he picked out the clane places for his protestant
leg, and popped the poor papist leg into the dirtiest pnddles he
could see.”

“ That’s one of your own queer inventions, Phaidrig,” sald Ellen,
laughing.

“ Thruth every word of it, Miss,~—but wait till you liear the t.nd of
it. He wanted to put his poor papist leg into such a deep dirty diteh
one day, that he fell down and broke it. Well, he was taken home,
and the docthor was sent for, and the leg sét and bandaged up, and he
was put t§ bed ; but, my dear, what does he do in the night, when the
nurse is asleep, but take the bandages off his paplst leg, which he
thought had no right to so much attention, and put them on his
protestant leg.  The next morning, when the docthor came, he asked
to see'the leg, and out the pet leg was popped, with the bandages on it ;
and sure the docthor forgot which leg it was was broke ; and feeling
the leg straight and right, said that would do, and went away ; but, my
jewel, a mortification set in in the poor ill-used limb before the mad
thricl;:w of the high churchman was discovered, and then therc was
nothing for it but to cut it off—and the poor fool sunk undber the
operation; so that the end of it was, he lost his catholic limb first,
and lost his life next, for overpetting the protestant leg.”

Ellen’s quiet smile at the sarcastic drift of Phaidrig's story was in
singular contrast to the knitted brow of her father, as he shook his
head and remarked, how much bitter truth was oftcn to be found
ander the guise of a fable.

Father Flaherty observed that the story would be more palatable in
Paris than in Dublin, whereupon Phaidrig declared that it would be
“ hutther to his bones” (whereby he meant great pleasure) “to tell
that same story to Primate Stone.”

« And you would certainly be hanged for your pains,” said Lynch,
¢ without the Archbishop understanding one word of* your meaning.
They are blind now, in very drunkenness ‘of intolerance ; but, despite
their persecution, the day will yet come vwhen futuro prelates will be
able to read the mioral of your grotesque fable. But, to leave fables
and come to facts,—what is the rendezvous you have appointed with
Mxr. Fitzgerald’s friend, this Mr. Finch, wkom you have sent down
to the coast somewhere; for I understand it will be time to start
to-morrow, according to agreement made at parting? Can you
instruct a guide to lead our young friend ?”

« Aisy enough. It's a shug little place in the hills, not far from
the Killery harbour ; many of our friends here can find the way ready.
It will be only a pleasant day’s walk.”

“ Then fo-morrow you must start,” said Lynch to Ned. ¢ And now,
Ellen, come out and take a ramble with wus in the kills; T will show
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Fitagerald a splendid scene from a neighbouring peint, commanding
a view of Glen Hohen and’ Lough Ina. Besides, I think Phaidrig
has been talking rather too much; the quieter he can keep the better, .
for some days.”

With these words the party sallied forth on their excursion, and,
after a delightful ramble, reached the point of view Lynch had pro-
mised, which more than realized all he had said. As they topped the
aoelivity that opened to them the long-stretehing Ina and its wooded
islands, some red deer, startled by their approach, bounded becfore
them down the heathery steep, giving life and additional beauty to the
scene. Resting in this beautiful spot, the party enjoyed a pleasant
conversation for awhile. Ellen delighted to see the sternness and
sadness of her father unbent and softened, as he emerged from his
habitual gravity to share in thé interchange of livelier thoughts than
of late he had indulged in. After a while he arose, and seating himself
apart at some distance, took a small book from his pocket and began
to read intently.

¢ That is a breviary he is engaged upon,” said Ellen, in an under
tone to Ned. ¢ My father, ever strict in his religious dutics, ¥ now
mare so than ever; he says he knows not the hour his life muy be
forfeited, and he tries not to be overtaken unpreparved. It makes me
tremble to hear him talk sometimes so certainly of such terrible things
as may happen.”

Ned here took occasion to urge his suit respecting hcr retiring with
him to Spain, as in accordance with her father’s wishes; but she
silenced him at once with a resolute ¢ Never.”

¢ No, Edward—I will not desert him: I will join you in urgent
entreaty to induce him to fly the country with us—but without him
I will never go.” °

There was an earnestness in her manner which carried conviction
with it, that to shake her resolution would be impossible ; therefore
Ned tried it no longer, but they consulted on the most likely means of
inducing Lynch to abandon the Stuart cause for the present in Ireland ;
and sweet moments were passed in inventing arguments in which their
own future hopes formed a principal part.

‘¢ Perhaps, dearest Ellen,” said Ned, softly, and slily coaxing her
hand within his;—* perhaps, darling one, if we were married at once
it might induce him?”

Ellen bent her eyes archly upon him, and with a significant shake
of the head, and a’'smile full of meaning, asked him how, in their present
circumstanees, he could venture to make such a proposal.to any woman
whom he thought possessed of three grains of sense. ¢ But, perhaps,
you think all women are fools on this subject ?”

Ned protested he entertained the highest opinion of the capacity of
female intellect in general, and of hers in particular.
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* Could I think otherwise of you, my- darling {—my angel!—

m -_”

Ned’s raptures were cut short by the tiny hand being raised with'a
forbidding action, and a whispered recommendation being given not to
talk nonsense, more particularly as her father was approaching them.

Lynch suggested it was time to go back to the retreat, where,-on
their return, they found their companion who had been left behind to-
watch their last asylum, already arrived ; and wigh the good news which
he was dealing round to his friends, that their enemies had not found
out the secret of the cave when they came to remove their dead. That
so safe a hiding-place remained undiscovered was welcome intelligence
indeed ; for not onty would it have been the loss of a choice asylum, but
would have given a hint to their enemies of the nature of the placés
they selected for their abodes, which might have led to further evil
consequences. The arrival of the sentinel amongst his companions,
after fulfilling his dangerous duties unscathed, was rejoiced at, and the
cave was rather the merrier for the event.
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NexT day Ned, after a gentle farewell trom Ellen, was on his way to
the Killery harbour, under guidance of one of the brotherhood of
mountain-refugees ; and as evening was closing, after a delightful walk
through scenery of the same class already described, hc reached the
point where he might expect to find Finch. The expectation was
realized: he foupd his friend enjoying an autumnal sunset which
shed its glory over the Atlantic, as, glowing under the golden light, it
was seen h the majestic frame of a mountain-pass, with all the
beauty of Claude, and more of grandeur.

‘Warm was the greeting of the friends; and, ere they slept that
night, many an important move regarding their future proceedings
was planned,—and when Finch was of the council, a thing planncd
was nearly as good as exccuted. But in this casey one of those
trivial circumstances which sometimes tend to mar the best laid
echemes, interfered with the working out of the present. It was
agreed that the sooner a remove from Ireland was made the better,
particularly as regarded Lynch ; and, as Finch had previeusly offered,
he again said the treasure he sought, if fouhd, was heartily at Ned’s
service, to get himself and hisfriends out of trouble. In search of the
point laid down in Finch’s instructions, he and Ned started the day
following. The place, near which the treasure lay, was only a few
miles distant ; and a ramble along the shore of a beautiful bay towards
& rocky point which formed its southern extremity, placed them in
view of a small castle,—one of those early structures for defence, a
square sturdy-built tower, machicolated at its angles. As they drew
near, they perceived a great number of people actively engaged in the
neighbourhood in the formation of large heaps of some material
obtained from the seca. On a nearer approach it was perceptibly
sea-weed, which, on inquiry, they found was burnt in large quantities
at this season for the production of kelp. After the customary
exchanges of civjlity between the peasants and the strangers, Finch
and Ned commenced their observations to ascertain the tiue bearings
of the important spot which contained the treagure. This they were
not long in finding, for the peaks of the mountains in the background,
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and the markings of the shore, gave points eusily recognisable.
Having ascertained these, the next point was to measuve the distance
from a certain angle pf the castle, and when this was done, (and it was
obliged to be done slily, for the peasants were numerous and close
beside them, ) they found, to their great discomfiture, that & very large
heap of the kelp-weed lay direetly on the spot.

Here was what huntsmen call ¢ a check.” In any case, to have an
occupation in progress which congregated the peasants about the
castle would have been awkward; but herg was the very spot they
wanted for the exercise of their own peculiar practice in possession of
kelp-burners, and, to make the matter worse, many more days were
yet to be employed in the collection of the weed, and afterwards a
period required for drying and burning. Had they been a fortnight
earlier, they would have found the same spot in utter loneliness; but
as the weed was found in great abundance on the shore bordering on
the castle, a gathering of the neighbouring people always took place
at the fitting season to collect and prepare their kelp, and the old
castle made a sort of general head-quarters during the process.

‘While this state of thing® lasted, it was manifest that any attempt
to raise the treasure would have been dangerous, and there seemed
nothing for it but to wait until the kelp-burning was over, and in the
meantime Ned proposed to Finch to join the party in the hilis.

“ You know they arc outlaws,” said Ned, “ and of course their
company is dangerous; and as it seems some six weeks must pass
betore you can revisit the castle with safety, perhaps you might -as
well return to some neighbouring town, where you and I can meet
occasionally ; for, of course, my dear Finch, wherever a ¢ certain
person’ is there will I continue; and nothing can induce-her to leave
her father.” ¢

“ And do you think,” returned Finch, ¢ that I would desire to be
in any better place than where a beautiful girl, inspired with the
noblest feelings, chooses to harbour in the face of all dangers ?”’

« I know, my dear fellow,” said Ned, * you are as dasuntless of
danger, when necessary, as any human being, and under such circum-
stances t is I have seen you; but when it is not necessary to expose
yourself——" . .

 Pooh! pooh !” interposed Finch. ¢ A handful of denger, more or
less, in the course of a man’s life is nothing ; besides; here I have
something new to see. I have witnessed adventure.enough by sea
and shore; but this mountain life, of which you have given such a
romantic description, will be new to me, if you think your friends will
not object to my sojourn among them.”

“ You kmow how you were welcomed the other day at the ¢ bogrd.o
green cloth ' - :
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¢ True,” said Finch, smiling at the recollection. * But there is
o difference between a easual courtesy like that and a permanent
pesidenece.” .
- ¢ As long as their own residence is tenable anywhere, I will
ensure you a hearty welcome, and perhaps: something above the
ordinary temperature of ‘Hibernian warmth, from the proof you give
of contempt of danger.”

The next day proved how justly Ned had estimated the feelings of
his companions ; for nothing could exceed the warmth of Finch's
reception at the cave. Here for many days the novelty of their mode
of life, and the splendour of the scencry, were enough to amuse him,
after which, the intimacy which arose between him and Lynch held
his attention engaged. They found in each other a congenial spirit
of enterprise,—the invention to engendér plans, resources to meet the
difficulties of execution, and hearts to dare cvery obstacle. Thus
it would heppen, that they would sometimes ramble into the hills
together, while others of the party were engaged in the daily routine
of procuring supplies, as already described, and, ensconced in some
mountain dingle, or stretched on some ﬂll side améng the heather,
hours upon hours were passed in dreams of possible adventure, so that
at last.it became o usual thing for Lynch and the guest to set out
in the morning, remain torrether all day, and not return till the
evening.

At the same time, another couple of persons were wont to pair oft
for a ramble together through the hills; and Ned and Ellen, thus
engaged, were, in nursery-tale parlance, ¢ as happy as the day was
long.” Among many haunts, the most favourite was a small river,
which, haying ite origin in the hills, bounded wildly from crag to
crag, and ‘made its precipitous road to the sea by a succession of
picturesque falls, one more beautiful than another. This stream was
remarkable for abounding in a species of mussel, frequently containing
pearls, which, though inferior in lustre to the oriental, were still or

‘4great beauty, and in search of these Ned and Ellen passed much of
their time. He, as well as his “ ladye lpve,” had assumed the*peg.sant
guise, (a practice rather common to the refugees,) as thus they might
appear with less chance of obgervation from evil cyes, when they ven-
tured from the security of their mountain retreats, and trusted them-
selves towards the plains. In these loose habiliments, Ned was more
free to wade and search in the shoals of the pearl river for the shelly
treasures which were destined for a necklace for his loved one, who,
seated on some jutting rock, smiled on the labours of her lover, as she
received from his hand the produce of his search. How many happy
days were thus spent ; happy, in spite of all their doubts, difficulties,
and dangers !



TREASURE TROVE. 367

By good luck, however, the retrcat remained unsuspected by  the
authorities,” and in the unmolestcd sccurity of the hills the refugees
got on gaily. Phaidrig’s leg, under the growling orders of Ulick, was
mending fast, so much so, that he could sit up a little, and give his
friends a lilt on the pipes. Lynch found more repose than he had
done for months; and Ellen, freed from® pressing anxiety on her
father’s account, and rejoicing in her new-found companionship,
recovered all her good looks, and was never seen in more beauty. It
might be that the delicacy of tint which is esteemed in a courtly ball-
room (which rouge, perforce, is sometimes called to light up) was
somewhat invaded by the mountain air ; but that same bracing atmo-
sphere brought with it health ; and if’ the cheek bore a glow beyond
the standard of Aaut ton, the clear bright beaming of the eyec sustained
it, and might have shamed the languid glance of a court belle; while
the clastic tread of the mountain heroine displayed in finer action her
symmetrical form, than could the dropping of the conventional curtsey
or the gliding of the stately minuet. To Ned she seemed more charming
than ever; and in truth she was so; for not only had the girlish
beauty, which first enslaved him, become ripened, but the eventfulness
of her life had called her mental encrgies into action, and thus a more
intellectual character was given to her countenance. How often had
her lovey gazed upon it in all its fitful changes, whether it beamed with
mirthfulness to the passing jest, or glowed with indignation at some
instance of wrong; or if the eye was raised in hopeful appeal to
Heaveng or glistened with the tear some tale of pity drew irom the
deep fountain of sympathy which lay within her noble heart; or,
deavest of all, if it met his own enraptured gaze, and exchanged that
glance of mutual endearment, confidence, and devotion, which true
and earnest love alone can waken ! N

When people happen to be in the aforesaid condition of our young
friends, it is proverbial how swiftly time passes, and Ned could
scarcely believe, when he was told that six weeks had «elapsed since
his visit with Finch to the castle, and was called upon to join the
skipper in a second exploration of that spot. They set out forthwith
on &wir adventure, and found a scene of utter loneliness where before
so many busy people were congregated, and, free from all observation,
were able to carry on their operations in uninterrupted safety. Those
operations were perfectly successful. A considerablc sum in doubloons
and pistoles was raised, and our adventurers, having provided them-
selves with haversacks on quitting the cave, were enabled to sling the
cases of treasure therein over their shoulders, and in three days from
the time of their departure they returned to their friends rejoicingly,
and were received with the applause due to prosperous enterprise. -

An extra jollification was held that night in honour of the event,
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and the following day a consultation of Lynch and his more immediate
friends took place, to consider the safest mode of getting out of Ire-
land ; for the Captain, at last, on the arrival of some disheartening in-
telligence from abroad, had consented to fly the kingdom. Finally,
Ned’s plan of reaching Limerick by the Shannon was adopted, with
such additional stratagems as Finch and the Captain himself could
. bring to strengthen it.

A fleet horse being indispensable for the transit of Lynch across
the closely beset county of Galway to the Shannon shore, a trusty
emissary from the hills was despatched to a friend in the lowlands,
naming a time and place where the steed should be in waiting. Now,
seeing that in those days it was against the laws for a Catholic in
Ireland to possess a horse above the value of five pounds, it was not
such an casy matter to procure what L¥ach wanted ; but as Protest-
ant masters could not do without Catholic servants, the good offices of
an underling who kept the stud farm of a gentleman who bred his
own racers and hunters served the turn, and Darby Lynch (for that
was the care-taker’s name) for so high and distinguished a member of
his tribe as the Captain, would have gone through fire and water for
him, and, of course, would make'any horse under his command do
the same thing, though it should cost the same Darby his 2lace the
next day. .

This being arranged, the next point was to make a movement of
the principals towards Corrib, whose waters were to be recrosscd to
Augh-na-doon, as the safest point to progress from; and dhen the
hour of parting came, it was not without pain and many a heart-
tugging grasp of daring bands that Lynch could part from his out-
lawed friends, in whose wanderings, and perils, and privations he had
been for months a partakerf.

As for Ellen, she wept bitterly, for she knew that some hearts werc
left to ache in those mountain-wilds, pining for wife, or child, or truc
love, from whom their desperate fortunes cut them off; and in the re-
joicing at her own release and the prospect of happiness to herself,
the contrast of the fate of the less fortunate touched her gentle sopgl.

As Phaidrig was allowed to follow the fortunes of ¢ the masther,”
as he constantly called Lynch,sa chosen few from the retreat sct out
with the party to carry the piper over the mountain-passes ; for, though
he could manage with the assistance of a stick to get on pretty well
on level ground, too great an exertion of the nestored limb might be
dangerous. :

By dint of an early start and a long march, Caistla-na-Kirka, in
the upper Carrib, was reached the evening of the first day, and made
their resting-place. They continued on the rocky islet till the even-
ing of the second, when they re-embarked for the lower lake. The
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narrows, through a. that exquisite scencry which had so charmed

. Finch on his first entrance to the hills, were passed during twilight ;
when the open lake was renched, where greater danger might be ap-
prehended, night had settled over the waters, and under 1ts protecting
shadows a safe passage was effected to Augh-na-doon, where the
emissary who had been despat(.hed from dhe hills was waiting, pro-
vided with refreshments and good .news for the fugitives. Here,
after a hasty meal, a general scattering of the party took place. The
refugees of the mountains took their oars, and went back to their pro-
tecting hills. Finch, Ned, and Ellen took Phaidrig under their charge,
to commence at once their journey towards the appointed place of
cmbarkation on the Shannon, where, by preconcerted arralf‘ements,
a boat was at their service, while Lynch was to retire to zis old
biding-place in the abbey for three days, by which time the ¢ad-
vanced-guard,” as he called it, could reach the river, and have all in
readiness to receive him after his midnjght gallop. Ellen fondly em-
braced her father aguin and again erc she parted from him, even then
loth to leave him for so short a time ; but he strove to soothe her
{cars, exhorted her to depen’ence on Héven’s mercy, and, with mutual
blessings, at last they parted.

Lynch pursued his way alone to the vault, where the mountain .
gilly wgs to rejoin him after he had guided the others to a peighbour-
ing friendly hut, where a common car and horse were ready for their
use, as it was still in pea.sant-fnshlon they proposed to pursee their
journey, certain that such a mode afforded more security. Travelling
-hus, they could stop at the humblest carrier’s inn on the outskirts of
each town they had to pass, where, even if they were suspected, they
might rely on finding humble friends, willing to facilitate their move-
wments ; while, had they gone as gentlefolk, the region of the first-
class hostelry might not have been quite so safe, where, if they had
even escaped suspicion and betrayal fram its owners, they ran the
chance of meeting some straggling emissary of power.

Having reached the hut, the horse and car were put at once into .
requisition, and the gilly having waited until he saw the party fairly -
started, returned to Lynch, while the' others pushed on that night.os.
far s Headfort
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CHAPTER XLVIIL

TBE road was pursued in safety the following morning by ou
travellers, and the third day placed them under the shelter of a fisher-
man’s hut by Lough Ree,, Earnest were Ellen’s prayers for the
safety of her father that night, as she knelt in deep and prolonged
devotion ere she slept ; for that night was one of toil and peril to him.
He was even now on his dingerous Mnsit across the country, and
the storm that was raging as she prayed, she trusted would prove hut
an additional safeguard to him, as fewer wayfarers would be abroad.
She awdke often in the night, and ever as she woke the storm was
iouder aund ber prayers more fervent. As it approached morning she
could 'sleep no longer, and arose and called the fisherman, that he
might be on the look-out upon the high road to guide the horseman
through the by-path which led to the hut. He lit a fire before he
departed, and Ellen during his absence piled up the turf sods upon it,
that a comforting blaze might meet the weather-beaten fugitive on
his arrival.

‘Finch, Ned, and Phaidrig, still slept, and Ellen sat companionless by
the fire, in that state of anxious thoughtfulness which ever possesscs
the mind when‘the hours are pregnant with adventure. Ever and
anor, amidst the heavy gusts of wind, she would start from her
reverie, and listen for the wished-for tramp of a horse. No,—it was
but fancy,—he comes not yet. Twice thus had she been deceived,
but the charmed third time deceived her not,—it mas the foot stroke
of a steed ; she hurricd to the door through whose chinks glimmered
the first glimpse of dawn. She threw it open, and stood abroad amid the
beating of the thick rain that came dashing heavily in her face in’the
rude gusts of the blast; but, oh! more pleasant than the brightest
sunshine she ever saw was that dim and stormy dawn, for through its
mist she beheld her father speeding onward,—the last turn of the
rough path is passéd—his ‘panting horse is reined up—he springs
from the saddle and is locked in the close embrace of his beloved and
loving child. They neither could speak from excess of emotion, and



TREASURE ‘®ROVE. amn

stood in the storm, heedless, perhaps unconscious, of its fury.
At length the sweet girl spoke,—* Come in, dear father; you are
wayworn, and want rest.

* The horse, Nell,—~the horse must be:cared 'for ;—as gallmt a
beast as ever carried a soldier !” and he patted the panting steed on-his
arched neck, that was white with foam notw1thstandmg the heavy
drenching of the rain.

« He must share the house with us, then,” said Ellen, ¢ for there is
not any other shelter.”

“ And well he deserves such Arag courtesy,” said Lynch, leading
him at once into the hut.

The sleeping men were roused from their lairs, and the beds they
had reposed on were scattered into a larger “ shake-down” for .the
horse by Lynch’s own hands, before he would think of any comfert for
himsclf. Then, amidst the gratulations of his friends, he took some
slight refreshment before the welcome blaze of the turf fire; and
having cast his drenched garments, and obtained some dry omes, he
threw himself on the rough rcouch of the fisherman, and was soon
sunk in the profoundest slumber.

Lynch slept long, for the weather continued too boisterous to
attempt the lake, and his friends did not wake him until it mederated
towards evening, and was time to embark. An unnecessary moment
was not lost ; the boat was shoved from the shore, whence they glided
under a favouring wind, with a hearty “ Ged speed you,” from the
trusty fisherman. They passed Athlone in the night, a point of
danger, and then for many a mile there was perfect security before
them : the air became piercing celd upon the water; and Eilen felt
it so bitterly, that, on reaching Clonmacnoise, they ran fReir boat
ashore, and sought shelter in the little chapel of the lesser round
tower that stands on that long-sacred and still-venerated spot—the
second Christian foundation in Ireland. At dawn they were again on
the waters, and were favoured with a lovely day for the time of year,
and without let or hindrance of any sort they made good way down -
the stream, and by night were not far from Bannagher. Here again
they stopped for the night, close under the bank, making a sort of
awhing of their sail for the protection of EHen, while the men kept
watch and watch about, anxiously awaiting the light which was neces -
sary for their next day’s navigation, as the river became narrower,
more winding, and dividing into different channels ere opening again
into the ample space of Lough Derg. The welcome dawn arrived at
length, and the favourable nature of the weather rendered the
beauties of the surrounding scenery more vivid. The sun came
brightly out, and cheered ‘the spirits of the voyagers. Amnother suc-
~essful day’s sail, ahd much -of their danger would be over; the



D) £ s d

prospect of escape was now 8o near, it might almost be said they
were happy. . :

The lovely aspect of nature had something to do with this state of
feeling : the beauty of the river increased at every fresh turn in its
* tortuous course ; sloping green banks lay on each side; small tufted
islets, crowned with beautiful trees, occasionally rising from the centre
of the stream ; the trailing branches of the pendant trees rippling the
calm course of the waters with streaks of light, which sparkled over
the surface until they becamg gently lost in the widening waters,
which gradually spread as they opened into Lough Derg, whose hilly
boundaries were becoming visible over the crests of some wooded
heights on their left, beneath whose shelter rose the remains of an
ancient castle, whose walls had suffered from war as well as time—
indeed, less from the latter than the former, which, under the guidance
of the merciless Cromwell, left but few specimens of castellated
architecture unscathed in all Ireland.

Portumna Castle, the ancient hold of the Earls of Clanricarde, lay
on the opposite shore, and as the present earl was one active in au-
thority, and whose power might be feared, the boat was laid close to
the bank which bore the ruined towers, whence no danger might be
apprehended ; and a favouring breeze just then springing up, they
hoisted their sail, and hoped to win the wide waste of Derg’s dark
waters unperceived, after which all apprehension might be sct at rest.
They now laid by their oars, the wind giving them sufficient speed,
and they scudded merrily along, when their apprehensions were
aroused by observing a flag suddenly displayed from the top of the ruin
as they came abreast of it, and a shot fired, which seemed to indicate
a demdd from that quarter that account should be rendered by the
voyagers ere they cleared that pass of the river.

¢ Keep never minding,” said Ned; ¢’tis our only plan, and the boat

has good way upon her now.—We shall be soon out of harm’s way.”
" . % They have hoisted the flag again,” said Finch, “as if they werc

signalizing.”

¢ Perbaps exchanging signals with Portumna Castle, on the oppo
site shore.” -

Finch instinctively looked in the direction.

“ You cannot see it,” said Lynch ; ¢ ’tis hidden by the woods, but
must be perfectly visible from yonder towers.”

They now saw several armed men run down from the castle to &

.smallinlet that ran up towards it from the river, and disengaging a

boat from the bank, embark with the apparent intention of pursuit.

The moment this was perceived by the fugitives, they instantly
seized their oars, which they plied with vigour to gain additional
speed. Their pursuers were not long in following, and when they
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cleared the inlet and gained the open water, they hoisted a sail as

well, so that there was no mistaking their desire to overtake the fore-

most boat, which seemed to gain, however, on the pursuers, and was
making a good lead into the lough, which stretched far and wide

away, dark and rough, and crested with spray under the influence of
the breeze, which increased every minute. ,In this the fugitives re-

joiced, for their boat was stiff, and standing well to her canvass, would

be sure to outstrip the lighter one that followed in the rough water ;.
but their joy was short-lived, for just as they cleared the extreme

point of the right bank of the rivery and that the whole lough was

open, they saw a larger boat than theirs under sail, and stretching
across, apparently with the intention to intercept them.

Not a word was said, but all gazed anxiously at this strange sail,
and thén at each other, and the anxious looks that met too plainly
revesled that evil forebodings possessed the minds of al.—Ned was
the first to speak.

“ What think you, Finch?” said he, appealing to him as the
highest authority in aquatic matters.

Finch, clenching his teeth hard, strongly aspirated and half growled
between them the characteristic reply of a sailor—it was merely—
“ d—n these lakes!”

“ But what’s to be done ?”

“ I say, d—n them again !—If it was the honest sea we were in,
lying well to win’ard, as we are, we might beat them blind ; but with
that wall of hills on our weather-bow, we're done.— Curse it—we're
like .ats in a corner.”

¢ Let us run for it, howevér, while we can,” said Ned; ¢ there’s
no knowing what luck may do for us yet.”

As he spoke, a gun was fired from the larger boat.

¢ There’s no mistaking that,” said Finch. ¢ We must lower our
canvass, or determine to fight it out.” :

¢ No fighting,” said Lynch, in a calm steady voice. ¢ Against
such odds it were but waste of life. Let them overhaul us-—perhaps
we may be unmolested ; but, at all events, I am the only one or
whom their vengeance can fall, and_if my time is come, so be it.—
God’s will be done !”

Ellen grew deadly pale as he spoke, and clung to him.

* Nell, my_ girl, this is no time for quailing. I expect from you all
your firmness.—As you love me, be calm and resolute.”

‘With wonderful sclf-control, the noble girl relaxed her fond hold,
and assumed an aspect of composure, though her check and lips in
their ubated colour betrayed the agntatxon of her heart.

« Let us’ strike our sail at once,” said Lynch, “and’ wait for our
pmsu ers. ”
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Ned obeyed the orders; and then, when he had no further duty to
perform, he seated himself beside Ellen, and, gently taking her hand,
whispered such words of encouragement as his ingenuity could suggest
at the moment.

Phaidrig, who had been listening all this time, and had not spoken
a word, got his pipes ready and began to play.

% 'What the deuce are you Llting for now ?” said Finch, who was
beginning t8 feel rather savage at the turn affairs were taking.

¢ Tt will ook aisy and careless,” answered Phaidrig,  to be playing
when they come up to us.”

Finch, though he made no answer, admired the address of thislittle
manceuvre, and took it as a lesson to clear his own brow, which was
rather severe at the moment. .

The boat in pursuit was soon alongside, containing some soldiers,
and an officer, who questioned those on board the chase who they
were, whence they came, and whither going.

To these questions answers were returned in accordance with a
previously-prepared story the parties had agreed upon ; but, as it may
be supposed, no answer could satisfy the officer, who only made his
inquiries as & matter of course, and ordered the voyagers to put about,
and go back to the castle until they should be examined.

““ What offence, sir, have we committed ?” inquired Finch,  that
we should be stopped on our way ?” s

“ You're an Englishman I judge, from your accent,” was the
inconsequent reply.

« I am, sir,” said Finch, ¢ and, from your very Irish answer, I gucss
you are a native ?—I ask again, what offencg¢ have we committed ?”

¢ That’s what we want to find out, and therefore turn you back for
examination.”

¢ According to that practice, sir, you presuppose every one
guilty ?”

“ And a pretty near guess too, in this d——a rebelly place,” said
the puppyish fellow, with an insulting laugh.

¢ I'd have you remember I am an Englishmafl, sir |—We English-
men are jealous of our liberties, and take carc what you'’re about.”

The impudent coxcomb gave a long whistle, and exclaimed,
¢ Liberties indeed !—very fine to be sure.—Why didn’t you stay at
home with your liberties, and not come here ?—We'll give, you a touch
of our law-practice that will enlighten you perhaps, so lose no time in
improving yourself—turn back to the castle. I'm d——d sorry to
disoblige so pretty a girl; but don't be afraid, my dear,” he said to
Ellen, with a disgusting leer, “we are particularly kind to the fair
sex.” . .

At this insolent speech Ned’s eyes flashed fire, whereupon the puppy
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became more saucy.  ““ Ilo, ho!” he said,—* one fellow is jealous of
his liberties, and the other jealous of his girl,—we'll do justice to
both.”

The orders to go back to the castle were obeyed, and no more was
said, though the boats continued abreast of each other ; but a succession
of impudent leers at Ellen were continued, by the insolent soldicr, while
looks of indignant defiance were returned by Ned. Finch, in the
meantime, observed the larger boat in the offing had gomwe about, and
bore away to the pomt whence she came, as soon as the armed boat in
pursuit had taken charge of the chase, which now, under guard, was
fast approaching the custle, many of whose military inmates had strolled
down to the water’s edge to await her arrival, and seek in this little
cvent some variety in the dull monotony of their lives in so remote
a spot.

On entering the inlet which led from the river to the custle, the
guard-boat shot ahead, and the insolent coxcomb in command stepped
ashore, and was rcady on the bank, when the boat of our voyagers
touched it, to hand Ellen out, having previously ¢ tipped a wink” to
his idle brother officers in waiting, as much as to say, “ You shall see
some fun.”

Lynch was the first to land, and waited to assist Ellen, but the
coxcomb said to the sergeant of his party, ¢ Pass him on.”

¢ I wish to hand my daughter from the boat,” said Lynch, laying
particalar stress on the word daughter, in hopes that the presence of a
father might tend 1o procure that respect for his child which he saw
these was not sufficient of true manliness to insure her at the hands of
this insufferable puppy.

¢« Pass him on!” was the repeated order; and Lynch, making an
cffort to control his feclings, made no further objection.

Ned was now about to debark, but Ellen, in a whisper, besought
1im to “ be calm,” and let her go first. Then, with a dignified self-
possession that so often disarms impertinence, she gave her haud to
the fellow she Joathed, to hand her from the boat, but he rudely seized
her as she Jmaped to the shore, and forcxbgy kissed hef.

Ned had been choking with rage up to this moment, and with
difficulty had obeyed Ellen’s command to let her pass him, but when
he saw the indignity put upon her, he sprang like a tiger upon the
offender, seized him by the throat, and flung him to the earth with
the foulest epithets.

The wretch, thus justly punished, after recovering from the stun-
ning effects of his fall, scrambled to his feet, and, with a hellish ex-
pression in his eye, grasped his sword ; but, before it was out ‘of the
sheath, Ned, with the quickness of lightning, snatched the blade from
the scabbard of the sergeant who stood near him, and met the mur-
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derously-intended thrust of the infuriated soldier with an able parry.
Stung by the personal indignity he had suffered in the presence of his
brother officers, the coxcomb, in a state of revengeful frenzy, pushed -
desperately at Ned, whose flercest passions being roused by the insult
inflicted before his face on the woman he adored, could have sacrificed
at the moment a score of lives to his vengeance, and, therefore, used
his weapon with the deadliest intention. The officers bystanding
drew their swirds, and rushed forward to beat down the blades of the
antagonists, but, before their assistance could avail, Ned had driven
his weapon to the very hilt through the body of the aggressor, who,
uttering a yell of agony, staggered back, —fell to the carth, and,
with one convulsive struggle, turned over on his face and literally bit
the ground.—'Twas a sudden, terrible retribution—the hot libertine
lip that had violated the sanctity of a maiden’s cheek now kissed the
dust.

There was a pause and a silence of some moments, all seemingly
paralysed by the suddenness of the catastrophe. At length the senior
officer present spoke, and ordered Ned to be taken in charge.

Ned, a8 he gave up the sword, said, “I appeal to you all, as sol-
diers and men of honour, to remember the act was in self-defence.”

“ You struck him,” said one of the younver officers angrily;—
¢ you—a prisoner at the time—struck him.”

“ And would repeat the act under the same provocatmn, cried
Ned boldly.—¢ A prisoner, forsooth | —For what am I a prisoner ?—
We are dragged here, interrupted on our peaceful way, and a woman
grossly insulted—what law is there for that ?”

¢ You’ll know more about the law before you're done with it,” said
the officer, with a menacing nod.

¢« I must beg you to be silent, Lieutenant,” said the senior officer,
who, turning to Ned, told him he should have fair play. He then
desired the dead body to be carried to the castle, and ordered the
prisoners to proceed there also.

‘While all thig was going on, Ellen clung to Lynch, wjile her eyes
were turned or:‘Ned; and when he joined the party, she gave him
her hand, and walked on silently between her father and her lover,
for she could not speak. ¥inch and Phaidrig were in the rear, the
sergeant walking .beside them. The sergeant, judging from his
weather-stained face, which bore a scar also, had seen service, and,
as far as manner could imply, thought Ned had done no more than he
ought.

¢ I think I have seen the elder of those pmoners before,” said *-
to Finch in an undertone.

“ Indeed!”

“ I’m sure of it.”
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¢ Where, do you think ?”

Phaidrig’s ears were all alive for the answer.

« Abroad,” said the Sergeant,’

« You're mistaken,” said Phaidrig;  he never was aoroad in his
ufe.” - .

“ Don't talk so loud,” said the Sergeant. ¢ I mean him no harm;
I would rather stand his friend if I c8uld.” .

Tinch looked him in the face as he spoke, and there was an honest
expression in it that never belonged to treachery. .8

* You are an Englishman,” said Finch.

“ Yes.”

¢« So am I.—Britons do not like tyranny and oppression.”

“ No.” .

“ You would help us if you counld ?”

« As far as I dare ;—but do not speak any more now. ‘When you
arc locked up I will see you.”

The party now progressed silently to the castle, on reaching which
the prisoners were conducted up a narrow stone spiral stair to the
summit of onc of the towers, where they were placed in a sofdll strong
room, and a heavy door fastened upon them. After the lapse of
about an hour the bolts outside were gently drawn, and the Sergeant
made his appcarance,

“ You're as good as your word,” said Finch.

« Hope I always will be.”

« I hear you have seen me before,” said Lynch.

I« 1 have, sir.”
¢« ] do not remember you.”

« It was a crowded and busy place we met in ;—but_I cannot for-
get you, sir ; for you saved my life.”

“ Where ?”

« At Fontenoy, your Honour.—You were an officer of the Irish
brigade that hot day.”

“ Well?”

« When the Duke of Cumberland’s dentre was broken by your
charge, and we were routed, some French regiments came bowling
down to take vengeance for the mauling they got in the morning ; but
the Irish lads got between, and would not allow slaughter, and your
own hand, sir, turned aside a blow that would have finished me as I
lay on the ground ; and I will say, all the Irish lads were kind friends
to the wounded English that were left on the field that day*—and I

This often happened. On one occasion, in particular, though I cannot re-~
member the name of the action, the Irish brigade, after a victory, went through the
field, sceking the wounded English who suffered in the adverse ranks, and showed
them the tenderest care.
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*
never forgot it—and never will. You, sir, were amongst the foremost
in showing us kindness in hospital, and if, without a heavy breach of
duty, I can do you a good turn, I am ready.”

“ You are a true-hearted fellow, and I thank you,”s said Lynch.
«'Jg it long since you have Jbeen in Ireland ?”

“ Not long, sir—and I wish I was out of it. T dont like their
cruel goings on here.” .

“ Did you escape from Flanders, or were you exchanged ?”

%« Exchanged, your honour.”

« I don’t know, my kind fellow, how you can help me,” said Lynch,
musing for a moment. ¢ One thing alone I beg to remind you of—
that the less you say of the brigade the better.”

" ¢« Mum’s the word, your honour—too old a sojer for shat.”

¢ If your honour can’t say anything,” said Phuidrig, “ may I put in
a word ?”

¢ Certainly, Phaidrig.”

% Do you think now,” said the piper to the Sergeant, ¢ that there
would be any use in asking lave of that elderly officer, who seems a
dacent sorffof a body, to let me go on a little bit of a message ¥”

¢« Certainly not; yon are a prisoner.”

¢ T know that ; but T mane to go undher guard.”

« 1 fear not ; the officer would not like to do it without .mthonty
from Mister Nevil.”

“ Nevil ?” exclaimed Lynch, anxiously,—¢ Joncs Nevil ?”

“ The same, sir.”

A shade passed across Lynch’s countenance ; it was noticed by
Finch. .

“ That seems bad news,” said he.

Lynch did not answer ; but in the clasped hands and upraised eyes
of Ellen, Finch could read woful tidings.

“ Well, if I can’t go, maybe you could slip a smart lad across the
river, and bid him run to Portumna for the bare life ; and if the
lord is at homegggell him there’s one here may die soon who has a
secret for him that he is behowlden above all things to hear; and that
when he hears it, he wouldn’t for half his estate not have known it :
and if the lord isn’t at home, let the messenger go through fire and
wather till he finds him.”

¢ That shall be done,” said the Sergeanf. ¢ Anything else ?—make
haste, for I must not venture to stay here longer.”

Do that, and ’tis plenty—but do it soon.”

The Sergeant pointed through a window in their prison, that looked
upon the waters, and said, “ You shall see a messenger cross thc
stream in five minutes.” He then withdrew, and bolted the door
on the outside, .
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According to the soldier’s promise, the anxious watchers from the
tower saw the boat unmoored from the bank, and two men embark, .
The boat was pulled across the river; one of the men went ashore,
and started at a good pace up the opposite hill ; he was followed by
cager eyes until he had gained the summit, and was lost in the
woods that crowned its crest, while the friendly boat returned to her
moorings.

Lynch asked Phaidrig what hope he could entertain of any benefit
{rom the presence of the Earl of Clanricarde, for whom he had sent,
lie heing a staunch adberent of government, and rather severe in
the authority he was appointed to exercisc over the province, and
further expressed a belief that Clanricarde was now awure of his
(Lynch’s) presence in Ireland, and would be amongst the readiest
arrest him, though he confessed they might all be careless of anything
that wight happen now, being already in Nevil’s hands, which were
the most unsparing into which they could fall.

“ But «tifl I cannot see the drift of this mysterious message to the
Earl, Phaidrig.” added Lynch.

“ Masther ! masther!” said Phaidrig, “don’t be askifg me any
questions about 1t ; only God send the Earl may be here soon, and I've
2 way o' wy own that will melt lus heart to all of us.”

‘The confident assurance of Phaidrig in his scheme turned the minds
of the prisoners with painful intercst to the success of the messenger ;
and many an anxious cye was cast on the spot in the distant wood
where he had disappeared, in the hope of catching the fivst welcome
glimpse of his return.
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CHAPTER XLIX.

the presence of regular troops stationed in-a ruined castle may
appear strange to the reader, it may be as well to give a few words in
explanation on the subject., Under the wise administration of
Chesterfield, a confidence in the laws that governed tflem, and the
honesty of the men who administered those laws, arose in the people of
Ireland, and a tranquillity, rare in that disturbed land, was the con-
sequence, and the statesmanlike Earl was enabled to spare troops out of
. the country. But, on the suppression of the Scottish rising, when
means of coercion were again plenty, the spirit of justice and lenity
which influenced Lord Chesterfield’s government, became distasteful
to those who had been used to trample on the nation. The amiable Earl
was recalled, when justice, lately rendered as a measure of necessity,
aight be once more dispensed with, and a more iron sway than ever
resumed. In consequence of this, an increase in the army was
réquired in Ireland ; for though the people had been held in a state
of slavery one wonders at, still, once having emerged from their
bondage, it was no such easy matter to push them back into it again.
For the thousands of addigignal bayonets thus become requisite in
the island there was not sufficient accommodation, and barracks
were ordered to be built in varioms parts of the country. This
Jjob—for it was a job—was given to one Nevil, (alluded to by Lynch
in his interview with the Earl of Kildale,) that he might plunder
the national purse as a reward for his outrage of national rights.
A member of the House of Commons—his vote was ever at the
service of the government. His malignant propensities against the
people found him favour in the eyes of Lord George Sackville, and
his general profligacy endeared him to the Primate. In working out
his contract in the erection of barracks, he frequently converted some
old building, or a portion of a castle, into a tenement for the military,
at a small expense, while he pocketed large sums frem the treasury as
though fresh baggacks had been erected; and in going his round of
the provinces, in this prominent position of & government agent, he
had frequent opportunities, and he never lost one, of indulging in
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priest-hunting, or any other species of cruelty he con.zld exercise. Higj
well-known influence at court gave him a power which few dared, and
none wished, to call into hostility, and thus, in many instances, men
were made the instruments of his vile passions who regretted the
obedience they feared tdrefuse. . B

It was thus the old castle on the Shannon became occupied with
soldiers, and Nevil himself being there for a few days, many vexatious
things were done in the neighbourhood, and he had a willing agent
in the unfortunate young man who was killed,—a nephew of his own,
—and partaking so much of his uncle’s savage and profligate nature,
as to render him a favoprite with his power{ul relative.

Ned’s plight was therefore one of imminent danger, indeed, the
officers and men of the barrack looked upon him as a gone man, and
felt assured that the moment of Nevil's return to the castle, and know-
ledge of his nephew’s death, would be the signal for Ned being
hanged ; for in those days short work was made with the mere Irish, if
a great man willed it s0; a regular trial might be tedious and trouble-
some, and the judgment of the law too slow a process for the satis-
faction of an impatient loyalist.

The anticipations respecting Nevil's course of action were provéd
10 be but too true ; for when this unscrupulous man of power returned,
and heard of the circumstances of the case, he ordered the instant
execution of the  rebel scoundrel” who had “ mundered” that *noble
young man,” his nephew, one who would have proved an honour to
his profession, and a support to his “ king and his country,” &e. &e.

The senior officer in command of the troops represented, that as
the act of the prisoner was committed in the natural desire of pre-
serving his own life, it might be as well to give him up to the laws,
which would decide the question ho -8 prisoner had a right to
defend his life from his captor before proved guilty. *

To this an order was returned to “ hang the rascal instantly.”

The officer, though rebuffed, next ventured to suggest even a court-
martial.

This but sharpened the desire for immediate vengeance, and, thh
the overbearing threat of a man who knew his power, Nevil dared
the officer to refuse to obey his commands.

The eoldier withdrew, disgusted, but fearing to disobey ; and with
a heavy heart, the Sergeant, receiving his fatal orders, reascended the
stair, and re-opening the door of the prison, addressed Ned, saying he
wished to speak & few words to him, and beckoning him at the same
time from the room; for he had not the heart to speak his message
in presence of & woman, and that the woman who&pueing circum-
stances led him to believe ,was endeared to the fated prisoner. But
his caution availed mothing ; there was an expresgion in his face,
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.
and voiee, and manner, that alarmed all Ellen’s fears ; and with a

‘ scream, she sprang forward, clung to Edward’s neck, and with sobs,
and tears, and prayers, besought the soldier not to tear him from her—
for mercy’s sake to spare him yet for a while—with many a passionate
and wild appeal to human fceling and divine assistance; and during
this 'scene of desperate agony allwere paralysed but Ellen, who seemed
inspired with superhuman courage.

At length, Phaidrig, roused up suddenly into action, and calling on
Finch, desired him to look again over the waters, and see if any help
were come.

“ The large boat that headed us in the lke is rounding the point
now,” said Finch.

“ Good be praised !” exclaimed thdng, droppmg on his knees.

The voice of Nevil was heard from below, calling in a furious voice
to ¢ bring down the prisoner.”

Ellen but clung the closer to him; and the kind-hearted Sergeant
was so agitated, that he was absolutely incapable of action, and could
not have draggzed Ned from her embrace if he would.

The tramp of many feet was heard ascending the stair ; and when
several soldiers appoared at the door of the prison, Ellen, overcome
by the intensity of her feelings, swooned in Ned’s arms.

The soldicrs demanded his immecdiate presence below. Ned uttered
no word ; but impressing on the palelips of his beloved one a fervent
caress, he laid her gently in the arms of her father, whose hand he
grasped firmly for an instant, and with silent exchanges of the grip of
fellowship with Finch and Phaidnig, he walkcd to the head of the stair,
where the soldiers awaited him.

“ The- boat !’ the bo cried Phaidrig to Finch; ¢ where is
it now ¥” ?’

¢ Touching the shore, and people are landing.”

¢ Js there a fine looking man among them ?”

% Yes, and in rich attire.”

«*Tis the Earl !” exclaimed Phaidrig, in delight, laying his hand on
the Sergeant. “ Take me down with you,” he cried urgently,—* take
me down, and I will save his life yet.”

¢ *Tis against orders,” said the Sergeant, hesitating.

« As you hope for peace to your soul at your own dying hour,
don’t refuse me 1” urged Phaidrig.

¢ Come, then,” said the Sergeant,—< suppose I am punished ;
I can’t see murder done without trying to stop it, and you say
you can.”

« X can, if ﬂet speech of the Earl,” said the piper. ¢ Hurry!—
Lurry!—Give me your hand—help mt down the stair.” The last
words werc spoken as the prison door was closed ; and Lynch, with the
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yet unconscious Ellen in his arms, gazed upoén his child with an
expression of mental agony of which Finch hdd never seen the.
equal.

When Phuidrig and the Sergeant reached the base of the tower, a
rope had been just placed rbund Ned’s neck. Phaidrig, as he lafd his
hand on Ned’s shoulder to whisper him something, felt the hempen
instrument of death, and a tremor passed over his whole frame.

“ Grod have mercy on us!” he exclaimed.—* This is hasty work ;
not only death without "trial, but without letting & man say a prayer
before he suffers.— Sure, they won’t refuse you ten minutes to ask
for Heaven’s mercy.” Then, in a whisper to Ned, he said, * Ask for
ten minutes.” .

Nevil's voice was heard without, ordering 'the prisoner to be
brought forth,

Tlne Sergeant advanced and told him the prisoner craved ten
minutes to pray.

¢ Not a second!” said Nevil.— My nephew died without a prayer,
and so shall he.—Bring out the rascal, and hang him up at once.
Curse you. you bunglers ; what are you fumbling at >—Onc would
think you never hanged a man before.—Bring him out, I say!”

The Earl of Clanricarde reached the entrance of the castle as Ned
was led forth for exccution,

“ What is this about, Mr. Nevil ?” asked the Earl.

¢ Murder, my lord.” .

¢ Tt will be murder if this young man is hanged, noble CIanmcarde
said Phaidrig, confronting the Earl.

“ What brings you here, Phaidrig-na-pib ?” said Clauncarde

“ The band of God,” said Phaidrig, in a manner 'so impressive,
that cven Nevil was struck by it.

¢ What do you mean ?” inquired the Earl.

“ Will the noble Clanricarde let the poor piper have a word in his
car to save an innocent life ?”

“ Willingly.”

Phaidrig advanced to the Earl, who permitted him to whispem; the
words he said could have been but few, for his lips were but a moment
at the ear of the Earl; but thosc words must have been potent, for
Clanricarde’s face was suffused by a deep flush, succeeded by an
ashy paleness. He gazed at Ned intently, but eould not speak.

¢ Lead on to exccution!” cried Nevil, profiting by the pause.

T forbid it!” cried the Earl.

“ He slew my nephew,” shouted Nevil, white with

< Had he killed yourself, sir ?” said the Earl, drawi hlmself up
to his full height, and casting a look of disdain on Nevil, * he shall
not die but by the laws of the land.”
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+ ¢ Do you forget who I am, my Lord ?”

¢ No, sir=~though you seem to forget yourself.

¢ The Lord-Lieutenant shall hear of this,” said Nevnl

¢« I will take care he shall,” retorted the Earl.

¢ Do you know, sir,” coptinued the arrogant minion of power, *
boxes of Spamsh gold have been found in possession of these prisoners,
(.learly proving their connexion with hostile states ?”

¢ That shall be inquired into,” said the Earl.

* The inquiry shall be conducted at the- Castle of Dublin,” said
Nevil, with a menacing air; “ and I will be the bearer of this traitorous
gold myself.—Harness my horses, there !'—Good-bye, my Lord !”

¢« Stay, Mister Nevil,” said,Clanricarde, with an air of serious
authority,—* you seem to forget that I presule in thls district.—
You shall not be the bearer of that gold, sir.”

“ I have taken it, my Lord, and I insist upon its guardianship.”

« Guardianship !” exclaimed the Earl, with a contemptuous laugh ;
——¢ guardianship of gold by Jones Nevil |—Sir,” he added, with iron
severity, “I presume you arc yet ignorant of what my courier from
Dablin. has just borne me intelliggnce of.—that Jones Nevil is
denounced by the House of Parliament, to which he is a dishonour,
for scandalous embezzlement of the public money.”

The words fell like a thunderbolt on the hitherto audacious
offender, who, overwhelmed by the suddenness of the terrible charge
he knew to be true, slunk aways while the Earl, entering the castle,
was 600R after in secret conference with Phaidrig.
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CHAPTER L

CLANRICARDE retired to a small chamber in <ue castle, where X
remamed alone for some time, before he summoned the piper to his
presence. He was aware that Phaidrig’s words had taken him by
surprise, and urged him to precipitancy. The instantancous favour
shown to the prisoner, and the contemptuous treatment of Nevil, were
the resylt of sudden heat, unusual in him, so long used to command,
and which he was anxious to recover, ere he held further communion
with an inferior, whose words had stirred his heart so strangely ; for
none knew better than the Earl how much authority is fortified
by impassiveness—that cold and steely armour of the great. More-
over, a sccret passage of his carly life was laid bare to him, when
Juast expected, and the maturer years of the staid and circumspect
Clanricarde would not derive honour from such glimpses of the past.
But yet the handsome face of that young prisoner bore such strong—
gucn touching testimony to the truth of the words he'had heard, that
nature, at last, triumphed over the colder calculations of the politic
nobleman, and determining to hear and judge of all the piper had to
tell, Phaidrig, at his summons, was brought before him.

Having dismissed his attendants, the Earl bade the blind man
approach; and addressed him in that under-tone which we insensibly
adopt in speaking of secret things, however secure our place of con-
ference may be. '

¢ This is a strange thing you tell, Phaidrig-na-pib.”

¢"Tis as true as ’tis strange, my lord.”

“ Arc you sure?”

T wish I was as sure of heaven.”

« Can you tell me how and wherefore?”

“ Aisy enough, my lord, if you'll listen a bit.”

¢ Willingly—proceed.”

Tt is now nigh hand forty years, or something undher, that a brave
young gentleman used to rove by the woods and wathers of the broad
Shannon, and none abler, I hear, than he was, with the gun and the
rod; and plenty o’ game fell to his share. His eye was quick for the

coe



386 R A A &

‘rise on the river, or the bird on the wing—nothing escaped that quick
eye; for, by all accounts, it was very ¢lear and hright, and, what-
ever it marked, was his own—the bird of the wood—the fish of the
sthrame

“ What need to talk so much of salmon and woodcocks?” said the
Earl, impatiently.

“Ah! but, my lord, there was more than woodcocks in the wood,”
" replied Phaidrig, insidiously.

¢ Well—proceed.”

¢ And where there’s woods and woodcocks, there must be wood-
rangers—that stands to rqyson

“ Go on.”

“ And when wood-rangers are for evermore doing nothing but roving
up and down a wood, sure they get lonely, and want somebody to
keep company with them—and so they get marri'd—and then, av
eoorse, they have childhre, and the childhre is as likely to be girls as
boys ; and, when the girls grows up, sure they will be rovin’ through
the wood, lookin’ for the wild strawberries and the like; and the brave
young gentleman I was tellin’ of used to meet a wood-ranger’s daughther,
that, I hear, was as purty a crayture as ever bent grass undher her foot,
and a power o’ grass she bent, I hear, by the long walks she used to
take with that same young gentleman who used to discoorse her soft.”

“ What was her name ?” said the Earl.

« O’Brien, my lord—her father came out of Clare—Kitty O'Brien
was the girl’s name.”

“ You are right—that mas her name,” said the Earl, identifying
‘himself at once with that “brave young gentleman,” with whom Phai-
drig so delicately, as well as artfully, began his tale.

“ Well, my lord, when neighbours began to spake, poor Kitty was
obliged to lave the neighbourhood, and, indeed, father and mother and
all went off, and settled up away there towards Galway—and there it
was that many a year after I first knew that same Kitty’s daughter—
as sweet a darlin’ as ever was reared. Och! but my own poor heart
knew love’s torment then—I ax your pardon, my lord, for takin’ the
liberty ; but, as you bid me tell the story, I loved the ground she
walked on—an’ that’s the thru

% Then, in short, I suppose this young man is your son?” interrupted
the Earl.

“No, my lord,” said Phaidrig; ¢ though I loved him full as well,
from the very minit I found out he was the son of my own first love,
my sweet Molly, for she wasn't called afther her mother, for fear
‘twouldn’t be lucky, and.might run in the family; and, indeed, she
had a soft corner in her heart for myself. But what good did that do
me ?—1I was only & poor blind piper, and, though the tendher jewel
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used to give a willing ear to my planxties, the chink of a ssug man's
silver made sweeter music for her people ; * and what chance had I agin
the rich thrader of Galway, and a dacent man too~I own it-—but not
fit for Molly—for Molly, I do believe, as far as her own heart-was
concerned, would rather have shared the lot of poor Phaidrig-na-pib,
blind and all, as he was, than be put beyord want in the warm house
of Denis Corkery.” .

“Then this young man, I suppose- won have known from his
birth ?”

“Oh, no, my lord,” said Phaidrig, sadly. * The minit that I knew
my dagling Molly was lost to me, I kept out of sight of her, or any
chance of meeting her, and never went inside Galway if I could help
it, and, *indeed, never cared for any woman afther; for when the love
is once thrampled out of & man’s heart, it seldom or never grows up
again, and the first love has a grip with it it never lets go; and Molly
was always in the way if ever I thought of another girl—she stuck as
fast as a weed in an owld piece o’ ground.—If my heart was ploughed
up ever £0 often, the new crop of love was sure to be overrun with the
Molly-weed—Grod forgi’ me for sayin’ weed—sure it’s the flower she
was, and the brightest and the sweetest —

“ Well, well—to the point—to the point!” cried Clanricarde, im-
patiently.

« Ah, my lord!” said Phaldng, tenderly, “don’t be angry with me
for praising your own child —”

There was a sudden pause. Phaidrig’s sensibility told him he had
been hurried by his warmth beyond the bounds of delicacy in speaking
of a piper’s love for the offspring of a peer (though that offspring was
even unacknowledged) within the hearing of the father, who gighed in
bitterness at this incidental wound inflicted on his pride—for we
never feel more keenly than when stabbed through our own sins.
The Earl felt the silence to be awkward, and was the first to break it,
by asking how Phaidrig knew Nedto be the son of the Galway tmder s
wife.

“By accident, my lord ; and T'll remind yourself of the time 1
found it out. Don’t you remember, about six years ago, when there
was s remarkable day at the Galway races, when there was a cock
fight, and your lordship’s bird, of the Sarsfield breed, won a main?”

“ I remember well,” said the Earl ; “and you were over busy that
day, master Piper, in playing & certain tune—"

“ And there was a row in the town that night, my Lord—"

" «]remember that too—and the Mayor knocked down.”

¢ Faix, then, the Mayor, I am thinking, wouldn’t have been so

angry,” seid Phaidrig, with a smile, “if he had known it was a dash
* Relations.



‘388 T & d

of the noble blood of Clanricarde that helped Lim into the gutther
that night.”

¢ What, this young man?”
' “«#The same, my lord.” .

“But there was clmkinw of cold steel that night in the riot; how
came he into an affray of such quality ?”

¢« Faith, then, its himself handled a blade; as nate as a fencin’
masther.”

“ Indeed ?>—How came a Galway apprentice by that accomplish-
ment ?”

“That I don't know ; I suppose the blood of De Burgo was
sthrong in him, and he made it out a way of his own.’

Clanricarde was pleased at this proof of daring accomphshmcnt in
his descendant, and was silent for some time.

“Silent when glad.”

« And what became of him after ?” inquired he. ¢ How, I ask you
again, did you discover him to be the son of the Galway trader’s
wife ¥

“This was the way of it, my lord.—The town was no place for the
youth, that night; so we took him over the river with us.”

“Qh! that’s the way you escaped. What were the sentinels
about ?”

“ As usual, my lord, they wor as idle as a milestone without a
number, and the devil a foot they marked our road, and so we got
into the Cladagh.”

¢ Humph |—as usual—that stronghold and refuge for any lawless
roisterer. But you said, ‘me.” Now, who were your companions
that night?”

 Oh, some friends o’ mine, my lord, that did not like lodging in
the town, and preferred the wholesome air of the mountains of Iar
Ct):naught.”

‘I thought as much; take care, Phaxdng-na-pxb, you don’t come
under my notice sometime or other in a way I cannot overlook.”

«“Oh, you know, minsthrels are held sacred, my lord,” replied
Phaidrig, Iaughing. )

“ Not if they play the blackbird’ too oftep. Have a care. Re-
member the fable of the trumpeter, who, when taken prisoner, asked
for mercy, because he did not strike with the sword, but only blew
a barmless instrument ; whereupon the conqueror replied, that the
trumpeter did more mischief than any armed man, as he, though he
did not fight himsclf, inspired hundreds to fight; and there lies the
mischief.”
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« Thrue enougn, my lord,” said Phaidrig boldly, and brlf'htenmg up,
“and sure there must be a deep love lying for evermore in the human
heart for such sthrains as can inspire to bowld deeds, for there never
was one of the mischievous songs or tunes, as you call them, thatever
was lost. They live—aye, and live even in the memory of those who
hate them; they arc thransmitted through" friend and foe from gene-
1ation to generation ; and though the hands and hearts lie cold and
forgotten of those the minsthrel inspired, kis words and his strains
are imperishable as long as there is man’s pourage or woman’s love
left in the world.” .

“Hillo, Hillo, Phaidrig!” exclaimed the Earl, good humouredly,
‘“you are running ¢breast high’ now, but I must call you to a check ;
try back, man, and tell me what I have asked twice before. How did
you find out this youth was the son of the Galway trader’s wife? The
third time is the charm, and now I hope you will answer me ?”

“ Sure, I was answering you, my lord, only that you—

“There you go again—running to fault—steady, steady ! How
did you find him out? answer short.”

« He sent into the town, my lord, from the fisherman’s hut in the
Cladagh, to his father's, and when I heerd his name, I knew he whs
the child of darling Molly, and my heart warmed to him as much
a’most as if he wos my own son——for, indeed, it was a chance I wasn’t
his father, myself.

*“ And what has he been doing ever since?”

¢ Faith, every thing that was dashing, and daring, and bowld and
like a gentleman—and won a lady’s heart into the bargain—kind
kith and kin for him, faith; the De Burgo's wor all divils'among the
girls, as your lordship knows betther than me.’

“A lady’s heart? said Clanricarde, somewhat cunously, thh a
strong emphasis on ¢ lady.’”

“ Aye, faith, as rale a lady as ever stood in satin. Faix, its a quare
story, my lord, and something long, but I will cut it as short as I can
for you, and sthrive to insense* you upon t.”

He then gave a brief history of Ned’s adventures to the Earl, who
listened with intense pleasure to the numerous traits of gentle blood
and noble daring on the part of his grandson, inheriting so strongly
the mettle of the De Burgo race, notwithstanding the plebeian contact
of poor old Corkeryfjthat the Earl almost wished he could declare
him for hisown. Phaidrig, in the course of his history, wiscly dwels
chiefly on Ned's achievements at sea againt the Spaniards, and inge-
niously avoided as much as possible such disclosures as would excite
the political prejudices of the Earl. Jacobite affairs were glanced at as
little as might be, and finally, he assured his lordship that it was in the

#* To give the sense of; to inform.
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endeavour to leave Ireland, and never again return to disturb the
Hanoverian possession thereof, that they had been pursued and taken ;
and the stirring account Phaidrig gave of young Nevil’s insult to
Ellén, and the terrible retribution with which it was visited, recon-
ciled Clanricarde much towards the prisoner.

¢ The lady’s father is here, too, you said ?” inquired Clanricarde.

« He is, my lord.”

“ But as yet you have not told me his name.”

*¢ Then, indeed, my lord, if you'll be led by me, I think it would
pe just as well maybe you wouldn’t ask his name at all—for maybe
you wouldn’t like to hear it, sceing that in considheration of the hap-
piness of the young birds you wouldn’t hurt the ould one ; and there’s
no knowing what names might be objectionable to your lordship’s
ear, as governor of these parts—and so, for shortness, we’ll call him
¢ the Captain.””

Clanricarde was silent for a while, and then asgented to Phaidrig’s
suggestion ; trusting the piper’s judgment rather than his own desire
in the matter, and guessing that the name was one of which he had
better remain in ignorance, if he wished to pursue his benign inten-
tions towards the fugitives.

Clanricarde was right in thus trusting to Phaidrig’s judgment,
which in this case, as in most others, was sagacious. He knew that
Lynch’s person was unknown to ‘the Earl, though of his name and
the heavy denouncements against it he could not be ignorant ; and he,
therefore, threw out the hint to the Governor of the western district
that to “ keep never minding,” as Paddy says, was the safest course,
or, in more poetic parlance, that ‘“where ignorance was_bliss *twas
folly to be wise.”

Anxious as the Earl was now to get the entire party safe out of
the country, under the assurance that they would never return,—thus
at once ensuring preservation to those in whom hs became so unex-
pectedly intereated. and accomplishing, without bloodshed, a beneficial
move for the Crown, under whose authority he acted, nevertheless, had
the too-celebrated name of * Lynch” reached his ear, he dared not have
disregarded the numerous proclamations ¢ the Captain” had provoked,
and must have given up the father-in-law elect of his own grandson.
Meking use of the piper’s hint, therefore, and taking advantage of his
present ignorance, his object was to get such@ombustible materials
out of his hands as soon as possible, lest he might burn his fingers ;
for, though Clanricarde’s general measures were sufficiently stern'to
stamp him a staunch upholder of the government, yet the times were
such that a wise and merclful inaction might be construed into trea-
sonable activity.

Full of these thoughts, the Earl desired Phaidrig to hasten to the
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strong room, and tell its inmates to be of good cheer, for that he him~
self would convey them from their present durance to his own castle, ™
where they might rely that no violence should be offered. ¢ But
a word with you before you part,” said the Earl. “Is the aeeret
of the mother’s birth known to her son ?”

¢ No, my lord, I never breathed it to miortal till now—nor wonld
not, only for the necessity.”

“Well, you may tell him,” replied Clanricarde. I will be glad
to acknowledge so gallant a fellow.” :

'Gladly Phaidrig hurried on the welcome message—blithely he
restored them to hope, though the secret of this sudden change in
their fortunes was not yet revealed ; and while he was yet engaged
in dispelling from Ellen’s mind the terror which the recent scene had
inspired, a summons from the Earl to attend him, at once, to his boat,
reached the strong room ; the spiral stair of the tower was re-trodden
with lighter footsteps than it had been ascended ; in a few minutes
they were on board the boat which had awakened their well-founded
fears ; and the same sails that had intercepted their flight and thrown
them into the hands of their enemies, were soon wafti.ng them to &
haven of safety.

Phaidrig having whispered Ned that he wished a few words with
him, they were stowed away together in the bows of the boat, while
Finch, at the Earl’s desire, moved astern, and gave a * full and true
account” of the manner in which the foreign gold came into his pos-
session—that same gold which seemed destined not to reach the right
owner, but which was never in such immipent peril as when it got
into the hands of Mr. Nevil, whence it had been so timely rescued.
Ellen sat beside her father, retired from the rest, and felt, in the
temporary quiet of their, smooth sail, a relief to the excited feelings
which the rapid and startling succession of events had that day so
harrowed up ; Clanricarde from time to time cast a glance towards
her charming face, touched by its beautifu]l expression, and felt that
his descendant had inherited not only the daring of the De Burpo,
but their appreciation of female loveliness, yet inherent in that gallant
race, as the halls of Portumna can bear witness to this hour, in the
person of their noble mistress. From Ellen his eye would wander
to Ned, whose glance he met once or twice in counter-gaze, as he
seemed to listen inteptly to the discourse Phaidrig was pouring into
his ear. The Earl felt it was the secret of his half noble ancestry the
piper was imparting, and that nameless intelligence of eye, enkindled
by sympathy, passed between them, and secmed aiready to make them
known to each other.

The boat, meanwhile, was gliding swiftly to the western shore of
the Louch; on reaching which, Clanricarde was one of the first to
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r.land; and when Ellen was about to step ashore the Earl offered her
his hand. .

“Permit me, madam,” he said in the blandest manner. “You
Thave already experienced so much rudeness to-day, that I would wish
to make you believe we axe not all savages here.”

¢ Thanks, mylord,” said Ellen, as she accepted the nobleman’s
courtesy with becoming grace, and stept ashore.

« And now, gentle lady,” he continued, in a lower tone, and with-
drawing her from the bank, ¢ at once to set your heart at rest, let me
assure you no harm shall fall upon your friends.”

“Q my lord!” exclaimed Ellen, clasping his hand between both of
hers, and looking up into his face with the heavenly gleam of grati-
tude, making her sweet eyes more lovely; “I will for ever bless your
name for this !”

“ Enough, fair lady, enough—pray take my arm ; we have a walk
before us to the castle.”

My lord,” said Ellen, looking at her humble attire, dnd speaking
with a gracefulness of action that contrasted strongly with her out-
ward seeming ; “I am in strange costume to have a nobleman for
wy cavalier.” *

“No matter,” replied he ; ¢ the walk is through my own wood-
lands ; we shall have no impertinent lookers-on to make remarks.”

As they proceeded he entered into conversation with his com-
panion, whom he found so accomplished in this respect that he enter-
tained a high opinion of her acquirements and good sense before their
walk was over ; and he was inclined to reckon her one of the most
charming girls he had ever met ere they had reached the castle, to
whose hospitable halls he bade her welcome as he led her throush its
massivé portal. . .
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CHAPTER LL

ToE revelations Phaidrig had made were calculated to stir the
various parties concerned in various ways. Clanricarde, it has been
seen, was impressed with feelings of tenderness towards our hero,
and he, in his turn, was the sport of contending emotions. The first
feeling on Ned’s part was that of pleasure at having a dash of noble
blood in his veins. This might be expected, from the besetting weak-
ness of his nature ; but afterwards came the consideration of that
awkward ¢ bar-sinister ;”—well, that was an accident he could not
help ; and the blood of De Burgo was in him, beyond denial, and on
his birth, at least, there was no blot. But then came the considera-
tion of what Lynch might think of this, jealous of honour as Edward
knew him to be. With such thoughts was he busy while approach-
ing the castle; and as Lynch and Phaidrig kept close together,
cagaged in earnest conversation, Ned had no doubt it related to his
newly-discovered relationship. In this he was not mistaken ; but
Lynch had no opportunity as yet to speak to him on the subject, in
the midst of the bustle which the arrival of this unexpected party
produced.

The Earl, determined to show them every hospitality his castle
could afford, set about furnishing them with more suitable attire than
at present they wore, and wardrobe and armoire were put in requi-
sition to furnish forth fittinggapparel ; and it was strange to observe
the usually stern Clanricarde interesting himself in the equipment
of Ned, whom he endeavoured to fit to the best advantage, and was
manifestly pleased to see what a good figure the fellow made in the
habit of a gentleman.

On holding a private conference, much as he was prepared to like
him, he found him surpassing his expectations. Ned’s contact with
the world had rubbed down whatever shyness he might once have
laboured under, and pushing his own way in it had given him a
quict corfidence. And if some scenes in his life had not tended
towards refinement, love had supplied, the deficiency, and inspired
bim with the power to be acceptable in gentle company.

[
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The Earl spoke with pleasure of his approaching union with Ellen,
and went so far as to suggest their remaining in Ireland, where,
under his protection, they might be certain of security ; but Edward
pointed out the impossibility of Ellen’s separation from her father,
and advanced so many othef good reasons for his going to Spain,
that the noble Earl was satisfied of its being the wisest course, and
yielded his wishes to his conviction. Being a man of resolve, when
once this was determined upon, he thought it prudent no time should
be lost in their abandoning the country, and set about ordering mea-
sures for an early movement the next morning.

‘While the Earl was thus engaged, our hero was summoned by Phai-
drig to a conference with ¢the Captain ;” and Ned had misgivings it
would not be as pleasant as the one just concluded.

On coming before Lynch, Ned perceived his brow was clouded, and-
endeavoured to conciliate him by gentleness of manner ; saying, he
supposed he was aware of the strange history circumsthnces had
broyght to light, and feared he was displeased.

“1 had rather it were otherwise,” said Lynch. I would prefer
a pure descent from the Galway trader than a stained one from
a lord. But there is something displeases me still more.”

“ May I ask it, sir ?”—though Ned guessed what was coming.

“You have been guilty of a deception. You have assumed a name
to which you are not entitled.”

Ned hung down his head and coloured to the forehead; this error,
into which an early weakness betrayed him, had often placed him
in awkward predicaments, and caused him some qualms of ‘con-
science ; but circumstances had so involved him in the temptation to
continue the deceit, that he never had courage to declare the truth ;

_but now it seemed the hour was come when his folly was to recoil
upon him with serious consequences.

¢« Though there is a stain in your descent, I would not object to
you for that—that was not your own act; but assuming an honour-
able name to pass yourself off for somgthing you were not, is a false
pretence, ndk punishable by law, but falling under the condemnation
of all honourable minds.”

Ned made a passionate disclaimer of all dishenourable intentions,
spoke of .it as a youthful folly which circumstances tended to confirm,
and made an appeal to Lynch’s ear, if Corkery was not a very horrid
name, and one that might almost excuse his fault. This Lynch
would not admit, and told Ned he had done quite enough of gallant
things to make any name respected.

“Could I have dared to lift my eyes to your daughter, sir, under
such a shabby name ?” .

“Using a name falsely was more shabby—and that’s what vexes
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me, Ned. | You, a dashing, noble-spirited fellow, to have been guilti .
of a trick which belongs to swindlers and pickpockets ! ”

¢ Oh, sir !” exclaimed Ned, writhing under the words—* do not
use so harsh an expression—and—pray do not think it is in a apirit
of retort, I remind you of something which may palliate my offence
in your eyes. Remember, my dear gir, that I first knew you as
Count Nellinski.”

“T had the authority of my Prince for the title, which was used
only in political agencies in the service of my king, when its adoption
might be useful to him, not to me ; while yoti, without any aim but
the assumption of a title that tickled your ears, passed yourself off
under a false one. Besides, Nellinski is but a variation of my own
name, (not that I hold even that to be strictly right,) while Fitz-

- gerald was rather a bold flight from Corkery.”

“The very baseness and hateful sound of that name is my best
excuse,” %aid Ned. ‘Now, sir, be candid; would you like your
daughter to be called Corkery?” .

“ T would rather she were called the name she had a right to, than
go about, likc a daw, decked in feathers not her own—and guch would
be her opinion, I am sure.—~Ellen will be angry at this.”

“ O, sir, if you and she but knew how often this Bas been a pain
to me, how frequently I wished to confess all about it, but shrank
with a false shame from the avowal, you would rather pity than blame
me. I hope I can persuade her to think no gvorse of me for it—and
yvu too, sir.” :

« Corkery,” said Lynch, “a woman will forgive much in the man
she loves; and though Fitzgerald is a prettier name than Corkery ”—
and Lynch laid much stress .on the name each time—1 say, though
Corkery ”

“QOh! that hateful name!” exclaimed Ned, in disgust, “must I be
called that name ?—what shall I do when I meet those who knew me
under another ?” . .

« Meet them with & prouder front, Ned; for then there will be no
deceit about you. But, come,” he added, feelingly, for a‘hero’s sense
of shame touched him. ¢ Ellen will forgive you, as I forgive you,
Ned, for the noble points in your character and conduct which have
endeared you to both ofgus—but remember, my dear fellow, you have
no right to take another man’s name—it is doubly false—it is wrang-
ing him if you do it dishonour, and it may be putting on inferior
mettle the stamp that will make it pass current upon the world.”

“ You are right, sir,” said Edward; “and if to acknowledge and
feel sorrow for a fault is, as I have heard, partly atoning for i;, mine
is not as heavy as it was; and, in truth, I feel happier for this expla-
nation, though I confess I do hate the name I must bear.”
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' *‘Give me your hand—jyou have a frank spirit—and now, that you
are willing to do the right thing, X will try to help you to a pleasanter
name.”

“How, sir?” said Ned, his eyes sparkling with pleasure.

“ In marriage sometimes it is stipulated that a man takes the name of
his wife—suppose I make that a condition in your wedding, Ellen ?”

Ned could scarcely speak ; but wrung Lynch’s hand with fervour,
and endeavoured to say something of the honour of being allowed to
take the name. :

“Ned, what that is mine would I not give you when I have given
you my Ellen! She is to be yours, with my blessing. Heaven
knows how long I may be in this world—the laws may demand me,
though Clanricarde will protect yow, without doubt. Tuke, then, the
name and arms of our ancient family ; you will do honour to both.”

While Ned was expressing hope that the favour of the Earl would
be extended beyond kim, their conversation was interrupted by a
summons to the hall, where the board was spread®in all the proverbial
amplitude of Galway hospjtality, and afterwards the wine-cup circled
freely. The potations of those times were wont to be decper than
ours, whose modern code of after-dinner laws names half an hour as
the measure of vinous indulgence after the ladies have retired; and,
it is likely, the rounds of the claret-flask were not limited to so stinted
a period in the hall of Portumna that day ; but there was no excess,
notwithstanding. In a society so much higher than he was used to,
Finch forbore an indulgence to which he would have yielded at an
humbler board, and Ned, hearing the notes of a harpsichord, and Ellen’s
voice, when the door was occasionally opened, longed to be of thpt
party ; so he and his friend paired off to the ladies, and left the Earl
and Lynch together.

For this Clanticarde was not sorry; be rather wished a few words
in confidence with ¢ the Captain ;” and there is much that, in the morn-
ing coldness of your private closet would be harsh and difficult to treat,
which the genial influence of the hearth and the wine-cup render
smooth and{gsy. So felt the Earl, as, pushing the bottle to his guest,
he said— .

“I know you will excuse something I am going to say to you, Cap-
tain, Iam here, you know, in a high trus@ and though my autho-
Tity gives me great latitude in the éxercise of enforcing or relaxing
the laws, yet if, in the latter case, I stretch a point, I wish to satisfy
my conscience that I do no wrong to my King. Now, Captain, as
that is the only name I am to know you by (though the Earl’s smile
suggegged the idea that he guessed s little more), will you promise me,
on your honour, that when you leave Ireland this time”—and he hid
some emphasis on the words— will you promise, I eay, never to
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return to it again, and to abstain fram disturbing its peace ? and then
my conscience will be at rest respecting my duty to his Majesty.”

“ For the sake of those who are dear to us both, my lord, I do
promise.”

¢ Captain, your hand—I thank you—I am satisfied ; and, believe
me, 'tis better for yourself ; the cause of ¢ a certain person’ is hopeless,
and the people of this country are besotted in showing so pertinacious
a spirit of resistance to the laws.”

“ Can you wonder, my lord, they would resist laws so cruel and
50 unjust? Surely, the persecutions the Irish Catholics undergo suffi-
ciently account for their disaffection.

“I am no friend to persecution,” said Clanricarde, ¢ but I will retort
by this question,—Can you wonder that when Proteflants have the
power they use it against a religion which, in its palmy state, has ever
oppressed the Protestants "

“ There are bright exceptions, my lord, to the sweeping charge you
make.”

“Js not the revocation of the edict of Nantes yet fresh in our
memory,” exclaimed Clanricade, ¢ and the consequent persecution
of Protestants in France? Can you wonder if a Protestant power
retaliates the injustice of a Catholic one ¥

“Yes, my lord, I do; and I aver that a wise Protestant power
would not, with the example before its eyes of the consequence of that
very proscriptive act of Louis the XIV. ; it drove from the land a
hradred thousand families of the best subjects in France ; artizans,
who carried their industry to other countries which they ennched at
the expense of their own. It banded many moré thousands in regi-
ments, which fought on the side of ¢very encmy of Louis, just as the
Irish Brigade of cxiled Irish Catholics fought on his against the
crown, of which good laws would have made them the support. But
persecution has ever the same wresults—and seeing those results, I do
wonder thatsany government adopts a measure, ruinous in its imme-
diate action, and never succeeding in the end desired.”

“That all sounds very well, Captain, as far as argumgpt goes ; but
I repeat it, Protestants cannot forget. the terrible perseCutions their
religion has suffered at the hands of the Catholics—St. Bartholomew,
for instance.” *

“ No wonder, my lord, that atrocious act should be remembered ;
you cannot abhor # more thanI do; and pray observe, I con-
demn persecution of all sorts, and on any side, and still put forward
‘my argument that it defeats its own design. Even the wholesale mas-
sacre of that bloody day strengthened the Protestant cause, not only
in tho indignant survivors, and their brethren in all lands, but even
in France, where many who then wavered in their opinion, withdrew
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in horror of the abominable deed from the Catholic faith, and em-
braced the Reformed one.—1Is not this history, my lord 7

* Tis so gaid,” replied the Earl.

¢ And as for the revocation of the edict of Nantes, my lord, remem-
ber thit edict kad given protection for a century to French Pro-
*saterte —there were never any such laws in England or Ireland. —Do
you remrenfer, my lord, that edict gave to the Protestants, not only
the exercise of their worship, but ensured their admission to all
employments ; established, in every parliament, a chamber composed
of magistrates of each religion, tolerated the general assembly of
reformers, with power to levy taxes for the wants of their Church ; and
all this was dgneat the time when the utmost severity was exercised
against the Catholics in England and Ireland, who never had one
hour’s remission then or since of the most biting penal laws.—Is this
true or not, my lord ?”

“I cannot deny it,” said Clanricarde; “but all that is revoked
now in France.”

It is, my lord ; but I remind you of these things, only to show
your lordship that you were mistaken in saying the Catholic religion,
in its palmy state, had almays oppressed the Protestants ; the Pro-
testants have had large privileges, even powers of state, under a
Catholic government—but, I ask you, what has the Irish Catholic had ?”

“Captain, you argue better than I can—but still—I would say—"
Clanricarde paused, and after some time, Lynch continued—

¢ My lord, you find it difficult to answer, and you attribute to my
power of argument what belongs simply to the strength of the facts
Iadduce. Believe me, I blame the revocation of the edict of Nantes as
much as you do, but I maintain that act is no justification of the penal
laws of Ireland. The commission of injustice on one side is noexcuse
for the commission of injustice on another. Would to Heaven men
could see that the profession of different religious opinions should not
make them each other’s deadly enemies, urging them to the most dis-
graceful outrages on humanity—that a gospel of peace should not
engender striffe—and that to be a Christian, is not of necessity to be a
butcher!”

¢ Hard words these, Captain,” said the Earl.

“X hope not offensive, my lord—indeed I did not mean them to be
so. I own I feel deep abhorrence of all who would persecute in the
name of God. They can profit but little by thé example our divine
Master gave us on earth.”

“1 agree with you there, Ca.ptun "and, believe me, I do not approve
of much that I see in the rule of this country ; the Primate I blame

-much, and ytm know how I treated his prime favourxte and minion
this day.— -
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“ You have been the saviour of our lives, my lord, and I thank you.
Your mercy this day is the best proof of your lordship’s favourable
disposition to the poor persecuted Irish.”

«Indeed, Captain, I would that their condition were better. I wish
they would give us Chesterfield again for viceroy. He was a wiss
and merciful ruler.”

< And a sound statesman in so being, ” said Lynch. “I know it}™ w.
added, with emphasis, ¢ for I can tell you, my lord, his gentleness dis-
armed more rebels to King George in Ireland, than all the severities
of his successors.”

¢ T can believe it, ” said the Earl ; ¢ but,” he added, smiling, * don’t
make any confidences with me on that subject, Captain. Suppose we
go to the ladies, and have the acerbities of* our political discussion
sweetencd bv some music ”
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CHAPTER LIL

WhHILE the evening was pleasurably spent in the castle, arrange-
ments had been looked to for the work of the morning. A boat had
been forwarded overnig‘, by the Earl’s order, to Killaloe, where it
might be removed overland to the foot of the falls, and be in readi-
ness for the voyagers after they should traverse the lake. That work
had been done, the boat had been re-launched below the mighty roar
and rush of Derg’s wide waters, where the variable Shannon, again
confined to its river form, pursues its rapid course to Limerick and
the sea ; and her crew, after enjoying a hearty meal, were reclining
on the river’s bank, smoking and telling stories, when the report of
a gun above the falls attracted their attention. Springing to their
fect, they hurried up the slopes, and saw the Earl’s yacht shortening
sail, and throwing her grappling ashore. The Earl himsclf was of the
party that landed ; and among the removals made from the sailing
craft to the barge below the falls, were some small strongly-hooped
barrels of unusual weight. When thesc were safely bestowed, the
Earl handed to the boat a young lady, who seemed to engross his
particular attention, and the rest of the party following, the barge
was pushed off, and the rapid course of the river, and the vigorous
pulling of four stout rowers, soon bore them to Limerick.

Clanricarde, wishing to avoid the publicity which the lodging at an
inn involves, led the party to the house of a private citizen, where they
were received with welcome. Lynch and his daughter remained with
the Earl, within doors, but Ned and Finch at once set out to find the
quickest and most desirable means of shipment. It has been already
mentioned that the Irish coast then swarmed with King’s cruisers;
therefore, to attempt a passage to France in a small craft, (unless of
such sailing quality as was not to be obtained by chance,) would have
been madness, so a passage in any merchantman bound to an English
port was what they sgught, whence the smugglingstraffic with which
they were conversant would help them to a cast across the channel ;
and, by good luck, a brig for London was to sail the following day.
No time was lost in striking a bargain, and Finch and Ned returned
to their "ua:;ers, rejoiced in having made so specdy an arrangement.

e
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When the shadows of night had fallen, and lessened the chance of
ocing observed, Clanricarde strolled forth with “the Captain.” During
their sail that day they had much converse, and the Earl was won upon
by Lynch, whose quiet, though deep, devotion to the cause of his
country, found respect in the bosom of onq whose ancestors were often
banded in the national cause, had resisted the tyranny of Strafford ;
of whose house, one of the noble maidens had intermarried with Sars-
field, and some gallant scions had fallen on foreign battle-fields
opposed to the interests which the present Earl supported, though un-
willing to support them in the sanguinary spirit of the time. - He
wished some parting words with the soldier who was about to expa-
triatc himself for ever, and it is more th: robable, that his brief
intercourse of two days with Lynch had iffuence on the powerful
peer to direct his attention to the abatement of the severities of
government, and the seeking to procure a more wise and liberak legis-
lation.

As they passed the foot of an ancient bridge, in the course of their
deep and earncst discussion of political affairs, Lynch stopped and
pointed to a large block of stone that stood be31dc the parapet.

¢ You know that stone, my lord ?”

“T know what you are going to say,” said the Earl; ¢ you are
about to speak of the broken treaty.”*

“Yes, my lord ; you spoke last night of the revocation of the edict
of Nantes. But remember, that treaty was observed for mnearly a
century, while the treaty of Limerick was not observed for an hour
after its gallant garrison had marched out with the honours of war.
Both treatics were of similar import, and if ever one beyond another
was to be observed, it was that of this well-defended city. Sarsfield
had only agreed upon terms, which were not yet signed, when a
French flect sailed into the Shannon with troops and munitions,
which might have made a different termination to the war ; and when
some, rejoicingly; told him the town was relieved and the game their
own, the high-minded Sarsficld said, ¢ No,” the honour of a soldier
was superior-to & mere legal technicality, and the act he had pro:
mised he would ratify.—My lord, that treaty never should have beer
broken. But political crimes, like all others, bring their punishment.
Had it been observed, Ireland would now be a peaceful and pros-
perous country, giving its arts and its arms to England, instead of’
being her enemy in the field and a blot in her history.”

“T admit the truth of all you say,” said the Earl; “but I hope
before I die to see the dawning of better days for our country. At

* Tsadi.ion still marks the stone whereon the treaty of Limeriok was signed.
.DD
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present I own they are dark. But let us return to your friends
our theme is an ungracious and painful one—come !”

“Let me look once more upon that stone before I go into my
exile,” said Lynch ; ““ that stone which ought to have been the altar
of a nation’s libertics, and is but the memorial of her wrongs.—
Farewell !” he almost sobbed—then, throwing himself on his knecs
before it in the impassioned melancholy of the moment, he ex-
claimed, ¢ Let me embrace it ! — Neble monument of an Irish
soldier’s honour!”——then, rising, he added, ¢and an English monarch’s
perfidy !”

“Come, come,” said Clanricarde, dragging him away, “I hLear
footsteps approaching (Qour Druidical worship might get you into
troukle were it observed.”

Lynch and the Earl retired hastily, and were silent for some
minutes. The Earl resumed. ’

¢ The English monarch, whose perfidy you blame, happened to be
a Dutchman.”

“ e filled the English throne, however, my lord.”

* ¢ And I believe,” continued Clanricarde, “ was anxious to do ju~-
tice to Ireland ; but could not.”

% Could not, my lord! What is there William of Nussau might
not have done then ?”

‘ He had many interests to conciliate.”

“ A monarch should have but one, my lord—the intercst of his
whole kingdom.”

* fn Ircland, particularly, there was a violent party, who persuaded
him they were necessary to his rule.”

* Aud shame on him, my lord, for listening to such wicked counsel
—a counsel listened to by all successive rulers. Shame,—shame !—
Never can this land be prosperous or tranquil so long as the sove-
veign of England permits the petty tyrants of Ireland to trample on
50 fair a portion of the realm.”

Clanricarde ceased to offer any more plausible apologies for injus-
tice, as they were all swept away before the honest indignation of
Lynch, whom he next endeavoured to lead from so stormy a topic,
by adverting to the prospects of Ned and Ellen. As this teuched
a tender chord in Lynch’s bosom, the discourse assumed a more
harmonious tone, and they held gentle converse together in their
nightly walk till the bell of St. Munchin's warned them it was time to
repair homeward.
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CHAPTER Li.

‘Tur same bell chimed an hour the following morning that warned
our voyagers it was time to cmbark. Tip ceurteous Clanricarde
bore them company to the brig, whose sails were already unfurled, and
the anchor being weighed.  The Farl took Ned aside, and after some
bricf but affectionate words, coneluded by saying, that as there was
a long journcy before him ere he should reach his uncle in Spain, he
wished to bestow on him a token of his regard, which might be useful
on the road, and placed in his hands a pocket-book containing a bill
on a London merchant for five hundred pounds. Then, addressing
himsclf to Ellen, he begged her acceptance of a small gift, which he
hoped she would wear on the day of her marriage, and presented her
with a Maltese cross set in diamonds.

¢ Phaidrig,” he szid, * has refused my ofier of becoming the piper
of Portumna Castle ; he will follow you, 1 find.” .

¢ And the noble Clanricarde won't blame me for that same,” said
Phaidrig, ¢« though I thank his lordly generosity.”

“ No, Phaidrig; but, remember, the gate of Portumna is always
open to you.”

¢ And never was shut yet to the minstrel,” said the piper.

“To you it is open on higher grounds than that of your craft,
Phaidrig : for your fidelity and affection, and the service you rendered
in saving a life that is dear to me; and though you refused my offer
of a home, you must not refuse this,”—and he placed a purse, with no
inconsiderable sum of gold, in the piper's hand.—%“Not a word of
refusal, Phaidrig ; if you will not use it in the shape of coin, the gold
will serve for a handsome mounting to your pipes.”

The * heave-0” of the sailors, and the measured stroke of the wind-
lass, had ceased ; the anchor was up, andgthe brig began to drop down
theriver. The time to part was come; short and few, but affectionate,
were the words of farewell. The Earl went over the side into his boat,
the sails of the brig were sheeted home, and she bent to the favouring
breeze on her seaward course.

The voyage was prosperous, but afforded nothing of incident worth
relating ; therefore, suffice it to say, that in a few days a safe landing
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“was effected in ..onaon.™ A quiet lodging was soon secured for Lynch,
Ellen, and Ned; Finch saying he would be off to his old quarters
"with his good-!:earted landlady, ¢ Mother Banks,” as he always called
‘hey, and suggested that Phdldl‘l" should join him, and enliven, for the
‘few days they might rcmain, the tavern of the kind widow. This
arranggment was thought excellent 3 and Finch and the piper (and the
fmthfﬁ Turlough into the bargain) sct off directly., It was between
¢ day and dark” when they reached the snug house of call, so that it
was no difficult matter to slip in unperceived. Placing Phaidrig in
the room of general reception, Finch told him to have his pipes in
readiness, and when he should give him a certain signal, to commence
playing.

“We'll surprise the widow,” said Finch.

“Well and good,” answered Phaidrig.

Finch then went into the back parlour, where Mother Banks had
just lit a candle, and much was the open-hearted landlady rejoiced to
see him. They talked for some time about the thousand and one
things that had happened since they had last met; and in the midst of
their alternate question and answer, Finch gave the signal agreed upon
bets cen him and the piper, who opened his chanter directly, and lilted
one of his favourite aire. The moment the widow heard the first
sound of the pipes, she uttered a hurried and almost breathless ex-
clamation of pleasure; and Finch, laying hold of her hand, felt her
trembling violently, while she said, “ Poor fellow—poor dear fellow—
he'’s come back!” and her eyes filled with tears. Finch saw, in an
instant, that, as he suspected, the widow had a * sneaking kindness”
for Phaidrig ; so, haStening into the outer room, he led in the piper,
to whom he gave a hint, by the way, to give the widow a hearty kiss
for a welcome. Ilc exceuted Finch’s order in excellent style; and
the widow seemed nothmg loth for the first salute; but when Phai-
drig kept “continually going on,” Mrs. Banks, half suffocated, con-
trived to struggle out of his arms; and, when she recovered her
breath, said,

« Well, Master Faydrig, for a dark man, it is wonderful how well
you can find your way.”

¢ Sure, my darlin’!” says Phaidrfg, “isn’t it an owld saying, that we
can find the way to our mouths jn the dark ?”

« Not to other people’s mdBths,” said Mrs. Banks, coquettishly,

" «You thought so before,” said Phaidrig; “ but now you know the
differ.”

" 8 Well, well, but you Irish fellows have an answer for everything.
Yo sure, Master Faydrig, I never thought you were such a rantipole
till now. Dear! but my cap is tossed and my han'kecher ruffled!”
.and.as.she made these comblaings, she was fidgeting about smoothing
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ner feathers, and declaring Captain Finch was “just all as bad .for °
laughing so0.”

“ Why, what harm, mother ?” said Finch. ¢ There’s another .ald
saying, you know, that seeing is believing, but feeling has no
fellow.”” .

« Except when a fellow has no feeling,” said Phaidrig. .

 And there’s an excuse for him, you know, mother,” said Finch,
“ that as he can’t sce A

¢ Hold your tongue,” said Mother Banks, ¢ I know you're a going
to say impudence, so ha’ done. T'll céntrive to stop your mouth,—X
will.  And as Master Faydrig was talking of finding the way there,
the proverb shall be fulfilled in the true meaning, by my serving up
to you as nice a veal pasty as ever knife and fork was set in.”

« And a bottle of the good old stuff, mother, if any is left.”

“ A nice little corner in the bin yet, Captain.”

“ Right, mother!—¢Fulfil and fill full’ ’s the word for old sayings
and old wine.”

Mother Banks bustled off; and the larder and the cellar and the
kitchen were visited in her kindliest spirit; and there wa; a merry
supper-party of three in the little back parlour that night. They sat
up late, and had much talk afterwards; and, as she had asked many
questions of Finch about his doings during his absence, he inquired
of her how affairs were moving in London in the mean time. She
told him they went on but sadly ; that those in power and all who
favourcd them had got so ““ hoity toity” of late that no “ free-hearted”
gentleman dared say a word-—they mast be all as mute as mice now ;
and, since they had fears no longer from the north, their high-handed
proceedings were past all patience. And then the cruel hangings,
and quarterings, and gibbetings, to say nothing of all the lords-they
were beheading on Tower-hill—oh, ’twas fearful !—London was no
more the merry place it was; it was turted quite into a slaughter-
house, and, indeed, sometin;es she wished herself out of it. Finch
ventured to conjecture that, nevertheless, her house went on as well
as cver. She said it was not much damaged, in the maipn; but some-
how the people didn’t seem as merwy as they used to be, and she had
not half the pleasure in the trgde she used to have. Most of their
conversation was of a “sad-coloured” character ; and the next day_
Finch told Phaidrig he ought to help to gladden the widow’s heart
with his good humour, and take up his quarters in the house at
once a8 her husband. Phaidrig admitted the widow was a “nice
woman entirely,” and that no man she would tuz: cowmd do buiter
then bave her. Finch expressed his belief the widow would no: xv
pay to him; whereupon Phaidrig started a fresh objection—* he
wouldn® t lave the masther.”. Lynch he was determingd to falhw for
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the future. In this state of affairs Finoh watched, his opportunities
whenever they offered, to sound the'widow as to how'her mind lay
towards matrimony,. and was not long ‘in "bringing her to own that
the piper was not objectionable. ' Phaidrig and she were quick in
understanding each other, snd-the question of the piper leaving
Lynch, or the widow quitting England, alone remained to be settled.
Phaidrig argued that as she complained of London, becoming so sad,
and as France was a fine frisky place, the best thing she could da
was to go there with him:

“But sure I can’t speak French,” said the widow.

¢ Arrah, but can’t I spake Irish ?” said Phaidrig.

“But what good would that do?” said the widow ; “they can’t
understand either English or Irish.”

“ Well sure,” said Phaidrig, ¢ there would be no disgrace in our
not understhanding French; and as they only spake one language
which e don’t undherstand, and as we, between us, can spake two
that they don’t undherstand, the balance would be in our favour;
doesn’t that stand to rayson ?”

The widow laughed at Phaidrig’s whimsical way of settling that
lifficuity, and after some few days further pressing on his part, she
said, she “would think of it.” Now, as the “woman who deliberates
is lost,” it may be conjectured how the matter terminated. It must
be acknowledged, however, that the landlady’s sympathies .were
unfairly influenced by Phaidrig reminding her what beautiful brandy”
there was in France.

Of the principal personages®of our story, we say nothing during
their sojourn in London; for no incident worth recording occurred.
They lived as quietly as possible, and with as much of sccrecy as
would not arouse-suspicion where they lodged.  They frequented no
public places, therefore the great city was at once dull as well as dan-
gerouss for danger there certainly was to those who had been so
actively engaged in the Pretender’s causepas long as they remained in
the British dominions. It was with rejoicing, therefore, they beheld
Fineh, with a smile on his face, pay them a visit one evening to tell
them to be in readiness. He, Ever since their arrival, had been
sasting about in his old, haunts, bf¥the river, to find out when and
how a sufe run might be made across the channel, and, at length,
heard of a promising venture.

« To-morrow pright,” said Finch.

¢« To-morrow nignt” was echoed in the heart of each anxious listener;
“Yo-morrow night” haunted their dreams; to their feverish impatience,
‘he intervening time' seemed of unusual duration, but the leaden-footed
wurs at length bivtight the appointed moment. That night. they
wéortin i el
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CHAPTER LIV.

Five days afterwards, the welcome towers and spires of Palg's rose
on the view of a merry travelling party, who were posting rapidly
towards that cheerful capital by the northern road. That party con-
sisted of our friends, who had safcly passed the perils of the channel.

The earliest business of the next day was a visit to the Irish Col-
lege, for, by one of the fathers of that establishment, and within its
chapel, did Lynch desire his daughter should be married. He and
Ned went together, while Ellen dr8ve to her friend, Madame de
Juuiillae, to request her presence at the wedding., Much was Madame
rejoiced at the sight of her dear young friend, who, after some maiden
hesitation, told her what was going to happen. Madame wondered
any ygung lady would be married in such a quiet fashion—a wedding
ought to be a gay and handsome affair. Ellen said her father disliked
parade, and, as it was an object to her future husband to reach Spain
with all speed, it was determined she should be married to-morrow.
Madame loped the “destiny ” was a * brilliant ” one, worthy one so |,
charming,.so admired. Eflen silenced the raptures of her friend by .
giving a brief sketch of the course of events which led to the forth-
coming result, and Madame had the satisfaction of knowing that the
match, though not brilliant, was, at least, rotpantio—the next best
thing to the notions of a French woman. t

“ And now, my love,” said Madame, *you need not be afraid of your
husband being put into the Bastile, and yourself being run away with;
that wicked marshal—he is dead.” .

« Heaven forgive him his sins!”, said Ellen, with unaffected piety.

¢« Amen, my love. France haslost her greategt general, and decorum
her greatest enemy ; for, it must be confessed, his vices were fully
equal to his military glory. Nevertheless, France may well mourn
the loss of the gallant Count de Saxe.”

Ellen made enquiry after the unfortunate Prince, whose doings,
Madame assured her, were not much calculated to incresse his popu-
larity in Paris ; where, after the first furor of his reception, as a hero
?f romance, his frivelity and dlsstpatg\l_oq werd &mﬁ%ﬂm B
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person of mauvais ton. While thus the day wore away between Lllen
‘and her friend, her father and her lover were enjoying art unlooked-for
pleasure at the Irish College. Judge of their surprise on finding
Father Flaherty safe and sound after a marvellous escape out of Ire-
“land. e had been hiding with some fishermen (the mountain retreats
" having been desperately hunted up), and was wont to go to sea with
them. One night, a heavy gale drove them off the coast; and, in the
‘morning, they descried a vessel of war under French colours. So
providential a means of escape was eagerly seized. 'The fishecrmen
‘made signals of distress, to attract the notice of the ship, which bore
down, and took the padre on board. Father Flaherty, of course, was
the pgrson whose offices were sought for the next morning, and maybe
the good father wasn’t delighted.

¢ Faith, luck’s on your side, Ned; little I thought when I was
nursing you in Bruges, poor boy, that you’d ever see the darling givl
again. Oh, indeed, be thankful, night and morning, my dear child,

" for all the blessings Providence has showered on you, in prescrving
you through so many dangers, and giving you such an angel for a wife
at last !”

Brightly dawned the marriage morning. Simply arrayed in white,.
with no ornament but the diamond cross of Clanricarde, Ellen, lcaning
on her friend, Madame de Jumillae, and followed by her father, ap-
proached the altar in the little chapel of the Irish College, whege Ned,
with Finch for his bridesman, awaited her. Phaidrig, of course, was
there, and Mrs. Banks mould not be absent. The ceremony was com-
menced by the kind-hearted Father Flaherty ; .and, as Lynch gave the
‘brid® away, there was an cloquent appeal ip his thoughtful eye, which
spoke thus to Ned :—T give you all that is dear to me in this world; be
as fond and gentle a protector to her as I have been;” and in the open
and manly countenance of Ned there beamed an assurance which set

* the father’s heart at rest. Ellen and Ned were made one ; he clasped
her to his beart his wedded wife, gnd in that blissful consciousness he felt
. all the trials and perils of his life were a million times overpaid. The
priest spread his hands over them in benediction, and then all knelt
in prayer to @k Heaven’s blessing on the married couple. While
others bowed their hgads within their hands, the sightless orbs of
Phaidrig were raised to heaven, while his handsome features bore an
' xpression of profound devotion, as his lips moved silently in breath-
-"ing ».heart-felt supplication to his God for blessings on his master’s
*»danghter and the son of his darling Molly.
" :Asthe wedding party left the chapel they were surprised to see
“Madame de Jumillac’s carriage waiting in the court (for they had
Jdnvmﬂxm in hired coaches.) %My love,” she said, a8 she kissed

% youspdiyour hasband must use my earriage while yov temain
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m Paris. My servants know where to drive you to. I have pre-
pared a little surprise for you which I know will be pleasing ,—thete,j
ask no questions—submit to be taken where I have ordered.” o

Madame was obeyed ; the carringe drove rapidly away and left the
city some miles behind. For a whilceEllen did not know whither
they were going; but soine points in a pretty little road into whieh
they turned at last, recalled to mind the route by which she and her*
father had escaped from Paris two years before, and ere long the’
pretty house of poor Adrienne peeped above the hedges, and the.
carriage stopped at the little wicket through which the sweet smile
of the benevolent actress had greeted her. There was a sober plea-
sure in coming to this spot, and Ellen felt how charming an attention
Ler friend had bestowed in procuring for her this surprise. Some
delightful days were spent in this pretty, quiet spot ; and as ].mppy
Ned and his sweet wife paced the smooth turf of the little parterre,
and paused betimes at the resting-place of Ellen’s benefactress, they
hoped her spirit had found peace, and might then be conscious of
their happiness, rejoicing cven in the beatitude of efernity over the
redeeming good of her faulty, fleeting life.

While Ned and Ellen were thus enjoying the first of their honey-
moon, Lynch had reported himself at the War Office, and became
again attached to the Irish DBrigade, hut not on active duty. In
consideration of his services and increasing years, he was appointed
to a post which made Paris his head-quarters ; and the piper had the
satisfaction of fulfilling bis desire to be “near the masther,” consis-
tently with his interest, as he, and his wife, (for he married the
comely widow,) set up a cabaret in one of the fawxbourgs, under the
sign of ¢ The Blackbird,” and it became the resort of  the boys of
the brigade,” and every Irishman who happcued to be in Paris ; and
Phaidrig and his rib did right well.

Bat it was requisite that Ned should hasten to Spain, and Lynch
determined to bear the young couple company as far south as Bor-
deaux. Finch, too, started with them ; and, as they went over pre-
#isely the sume ground that Ellen and her father travelled in their
flight from Paris, they could not help remarking under what diffepent
feelings they prosecuted their journey now.

On approaching Blots, a remarkable incident oecun-ed The repm't
of artillery firing salutes betokened the celebration of some cere-
mony ; and on reaching the town they heard the funeral of Magshal’
Saxe was approaching. He whose presence they so dreaded at, that:

Very 8pot two years ago was now na more;—he sought themm--
they met him dead..

He had lain inmmahp@muudechunmvm:m
Yonours, during which time, guari wes mounied with 8 uhich vasm-
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rity as though he lived. But the stands of arms which adorned
 halls were broken, and his officers put on mourning. Salvos of
llery were fired every half-hour, and when the time arrived to
nove his body to the place of sepulture, it was done by order of
“the king, with all the pomp tkat funcral rites could embody.

B iThis was contrary to Saxe’s own order. 1lis death was worthy
.» vetter spent life, and his dying words were indicative of a noble
Ugpivit. “ Let my funeral be private,” he said ; “place my body in
w@'u':i»t lime, that nothing may remain of me in this world but my
’Mﬂl‘y amongst my friends.”

* Whe procession had alrcady entered the town, whose stre ts and
mndows were thronged' with sorrowing speetators ; the plaintive wail
&t}m music, the dull roll of the mufffed drum, the drooping banners,

‘% trailing pikes of his own regiment of Hulans, who guarded his
“fbier, his favourite war-horse, with empty saddle, iollowmw, all tended
:;'*o jmpress the mind with sadvess.  Even Lynch, in that hour, forgot
»@i private wrong ; the feelings of the soldier prevailed, and as the
*jhumed hearse Passed by, he lifted his hat respectfully from his head
i honour of the gallant chief who had so often led him to victory.

1,Wheu the procession had cleared the town, our travellers proceeded
“on their journey, and Lynch, at Bordeaux, took a tender adicu of Kileu,
" who promised to visit him at Paris in the following spring. Noedanl his
".wife, in all the glow of Loney-moon happiness, passed the Pyrennecs,
Lwhose beauties enchanted them, and entered Spain.  Finch bore them
:{‘qnlmpany all the way, for, as luck would have it, his mission led him
.to the very place where old Don Jerome resided.  They reached the
send of their journey in safety, and Ned’s undle was rejoieed to sce
~'¥dm, and welcomed, with open arms, his lovely wife, to whoxe gentle
% ve he owed many tin after comfort.—The old Don Jerome was now
7@,y rich, for another ship of his had reached Spain, and he was
?h\led to have a very handsome house and establishment. Tt was
3‘“ 6. those heavy portalled, small-windowed houses peculiar to the
%kuun,xy, with projecting shadow-casting roof, and a long, stretching,
arcade-like gallery, where one mxght w.xlk at noon protectd

x;hwh stood;in the garden, and commanded a view of
after-times Ned and Ellen could wat(-h, from its

.,\, oy o&en made an umbrella of Don
’i@mﬂm‘i b ity and it must be con-
okjox " InBiptie.capers of this tiny

Mhaa ild: pratile; said, “he would
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Finet executed his trust like 1 man of honour ; and as the widow of
the sipwrecked Captain had a very pretty daughter, Finch was re-
warted with her hand and heart, and a handsome dowry ; and, finally,’
nlrrited all the treasures he had preserved to the family of his friend,

And now what else is to be said ?— Oh—poor old Denis Corkery,
Ieimost forgot him. e conld never be prevailed upon to leave
Ireland. He said he would die as he had lived amongst his old friends
i tralway—and so he did. And now what more >—Why, that a
zral many more litt'e people were runuing about Ned’s garden, and
1 { be and the exquisite Nelly lived long and prosperously, a blessing
to each other, and beloved by all who knew them.  That visits to
s"aris were oceasionall, made, and that the faithful Phaidrig often had
the pleasure of dandling in his arms the children of' his “durling Miss
Nelly.”

1 caunot lay down my pen without giving thanks for the kind
encouragement of my periodieal works for two years, nor abstain from
expressing the pleasure T have felt in my monthly intercourse with an
indulgent public.  But pleasure may be too dearly purchased, and I
find myselt unequal to support the excessive fatigue of such unceas-
ing labour along with my professional engagements.  Those well used
to literary occupation have complained of' the totl of writing a periodi-
cal as large as mine, but I have had, in addition to the literary labour, -
that of ctehing the illustrations, attending at the sume time to minia-
ture-painting during the day, and frequently song-writing at night.

This would be an overtax on any constitution for a third year, and
I therefore, with thanks for past favors, beg to take my leave of
periodical literature for the proscnt. ’

SAMUEL LOVER.
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