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THE MASTER OF LISFINRY.

From “ Legends of the Wars in Irelund,” by Robert
Diwyer Joyce, M D.

CHAPTER 1.

Oupe sweet June evemng in the year 1579, the
sentinels were rapged for watch and ward aloog
the walls of Yougbal ; some leaning in an indolent
‘and listless manner against the parapets and over
the breastworks, others walking quietly to and fro,
their buff-coats and armor half unvraced, and
their long balberds glitteriog in the soft aud merry
supshine, Bepeath them lay the town withts
strang, stern-locking castles, its quamt houses,
with their pointed gables and antique doorways,
1ts iphabitants half astir and listless too ; for the
quet and warmth of the evening seemed to have
as much effect on their movements and proceed-
1ngs a5 it had upon those of the lazy soldiess upon
the castle-tops aad the walls. Southward spread
out the blue, bright, ang placid ocean, with a few
sails in the barbor and i the offing ; while, in a
landward direction, the scenery exiended itself
into a broad panorama of mountam, forest, and
river, enlivened at 1otervals by gray and stately
castles, each of which sent up its column of blue
smoke mnto the calm, amber-colored sky.

On the northern ramparts, two sentinels were
mttiog, engaged in a quiet, bali-dreamy conver-
sation. They were both aged men. Their faces
were turned to a dJark brooze by constact ex-
posure to both war and weather; but their
bodies seemed stall strong and stalwart, stronger,
perhaps, and more capable of endurance, thao
when they first denned the helmet and sword,
and took the wandenog trade of a soldier.

¢ Gurth of the Stream,”said one, addressing
s comrade, ¢ T would we were both pack again
in our own blithe braes of Nortbumberland ! I do
ndt like this cooped life of ours, ever within
stone walls, and waiting, always waiting, for the
war-cry of the Irishry, that bas not souaded on
my ears since last Christmas~tide.’

¢ Balph Goodwyn, ead Gurth, ¢from my
heart I wigh your wish. By tbe axe of my fa-
ther, but 1t 18 enough to sour a man’s blood in
bis veins to sit kere, like a Yorkehire churn when
its last butter is made, and fied nny one thing for
our haods to do, save sharpening our swords,that,
God wat, are sharp enough for the work they
have te do, and brizhtening our tasses and breast-
plates! Ab! those were merry days when we
chased tbe deer together through the South
Forest, and courted the blithe lasses by the Brig
o! Beed‘l .
~ ¢ Bitthe they were, and merry,? rejoined Ralpk
Goodwyn. ¢ Dost thou remember the day I
fought Siman o> the Mul for the love of bonume
Alice of Elsdon 7’

' A bright dayat was, P.alph, but a black day
for Simon o’ the Ml

_$But it was near being the same for me, {00,
- Gurth.  'When our good swords were shivered,
and we went to work with the dirk, be got hws
point between the bars of my basne’, and gave
me this ;* and be pamted to a great scar across
bis face. ¢ He fell, Gurth, and T bad no rival
for the Jove of my boome Alice. But. alas! 1t
was too short, and she died, poor thing, ere the
autumn-tide ; and ever since I am a wanderer,
and a man of the sword, like yourselt.”

< As for me, rejomed Gurth, *1 took the
plume, and followed. the tuck of drum, to feed
my own wild faney. I could veverlove maiden
~ like you, Ralph, though the gleam and the blink
of her eye were as bright as the steel of my dirk.
But what 15 that 7’ he exclaimed, starting to his
feet, and pointing nortbward to the skirt of the
ancient focest that stretched along the bank of
tte Blackwater, Both looked in the direction
to which be pomted, and bebeld the glitter of
swords and spears and the waving of plumes, and
the Qutter of advancing banoers, s 1if a great
army were approaching, And 561t was. Even
us they looked, a farge body of light-armed foot-
men, or ¢ kerne,! emerged from the wood, and
formed ina hody on the clear plain outside.—
Long lines of horsetwren followed, with fluttering
bauners and glistening armor, then other bodies
of foot ; then, sgain, horsemen, falling into re-
gular positions as they came, until at lengtha
large and nmarous army lay formed before them
o0 the plam, nt far beyond the range of the
light camman‘on the walls, .

‘ Fire the alarm-guo,’ cried Ralpb, ¢ and call
up the cdptan of the guard.’ .

A small falcouet ou cne of the towers was
fited'ty Gurth; end, in a few moments, the
ramparts were thronged with men, the different
ofhcers running to and fro, giviog their com
mands, and putting the now apythung but lazy
soldiers roto therr proper arder.

‘Ho/? exclaimed the captain of the guard, a
tall, stern-looking soldier, when the proper ar-
Tangements were made, ¢ they seem still uowar-
like in their intentions 5 for here comes a couner
with & flag of true, and, God wot, I suppose a’
°lvil message, Better bad they thrownws the

gage of battle at once in the shape of a pill of
wron from the mouth of one of their falconets,
i than come thus with a white ‘kerchief on the
’ powt of a lance; for we can hold no parley and
j have no truce with those wild Irishry.’

Ag he spoke, a kunight from the Irish forces
rode forth, accompanied by a mounted gilly, or
- henchman, and came at an easy gallop towards
the walls, He was clad 10 a suit of hright
armor, bis belmet being surmounted by a tall red
‘plume ; aond in bis band he held his long spear
aloft, on the point of which fluttered a white
kerchief, like a small banueret. He was soon
within speakiog distagce of the walls, and, reic-
tog 1n bis steed, stood, like a tall statue of iron,
motronless, his gilly close behind him, looking
with fierce eyes apon the lormidable sarray of
men-at-arms upon the walls, Io a few moments,
be rased his visor, and with a voice lovd and
clear as the tones of a trumpet, addressed him-
self to those whom he considered to be the
leaders of the town,

¢ Vassals of the Red Queen,’ he said, ¢ the
higb and mighty prince, John of Desmond, sends
ye greeting by me, James, Koight of LisEory,
and bils ye to depart in peace frem s town of
Youghal. He gives ye two days to embark,—
if, st the end of that time, ye still remain, he
considers ye are his, for death or lhife, with your
possessions in (he town. God and the right !’

» Give him,” exclaimed the commander of the
town, who was now standmg on the rampart,
f give him one sample ot the'medicine that the
Red Queen, as he calls her, sends to her rebel-
lious subjects, to cure their contumacy. Gurth
of the Stream, poiot that falconet, and shoot
bim down I’

Gurth was ready at the word : and the sound
of the. falcanet’s explosion was scarcely ringing
in thewr ears, when they bebeld the Kunight of
the Red Plume stretched upon tbe plain. He
was pot hurt, however, though the ball had killed
s horse, which, falling, brought tbe kmght to
the groued, partly uoder him. The gilly was
determined not to remasm idle, however. It was
amazing fo see with what dexterity he extricated
his master from beneath the body of the dead
steed, and mounted bim on lus own ; then, as the
knight spurred away, half-stunped by the fall,
the faitbful attendant ran by his side with the
agility of a deer, until they reached the halting-
place of their brothers-in-arms.

Night had fallen upon the town ; but the sen-
tinels were still watchful upon the walls, They
could distioguish no dications of a stir among
the Irish, save that, ever and anon, a sfight mur-
mur arose outside, at some distance from where
they walked thewr rounds; and black masses,
which they took for the waving shadows of trees,

Pappeared {o move to and fro in every directicn,

amid the copse-wood and scattered forest. The

morsing soon explamd what these black, moving

masses indicated, The sua had scarcely risen,

when the ramparts were agalo thronged with

eofficers and men at-arms ; aud, looking out, they

belield huge piles of earth and brushwood, be-

hind which the Irish forces lay crouched, secure

themselves, bat clese enough, and 1 posutions,

to pick off with musketry the defenders of the

walls. No horses could le seen,—tbey were

picketed in the thick forest belind ; but here and

there the mouths of cannons protruded from the

brushwood and clayey ramparts, while the shock

heads of the Berce array outside, waith a gleaming

helmet oecassionally among them, might be seen

popping up at intervals from the covert, and ex—
amining the fortifications. Al at once a wild
war cfy arose which seemed to proceed from
every part of the forest. This was followed by
the rolling eracks of the match locks and mus-
ketoons, and {be loud roar of éamnon, which,
with the mnswerimg explosicas from the walle,
made a din that soon awoke the towa, and struck
terror into its inhabitants, All day the firing con-
tigued with copsiderable loss to the besieged.—
I several places the walls were partially breach-
ed ; but, i one part, the foundations seemgd to
have eotirely given way, a few perches of it Iy~
ing almost level with the ground. Up this
breach, oo the evening of that day, a large body
of the Irish were rushing, headed by the koights
and gentlemen who composed the officers of
Desmond’s army. Ttey were met gallantly by
the English, and driven back almost to thei -~
trenchbments, On they came agam, howeser,
crowding up the breach like the waves of the
gea. Toaod fro swayed the combatants, re~
enforcements pouring in to each side, until the
whole battle seemed concentrated round that
breach. The Irish were aggin begmoing to
waver, when a cry srose amoog them, ¢ Crom
Aboo! Follow the Red Feather! Hurrah for
Lasfinry and the Red Plume? and, lookg up,
they saw the Master of Lisfiary far above them
at one side ; his losg plume waving, and his
beavy sword clotchedn both bands, as be hacked
and hewed at the Eoghsh who surrounded bim.
A simultaneous rush was made by the Irwsh to-
wards this paiot ; aod the Enghish, by absolute
dint of pressure, 'body to body, were atlength

forced to give way, and retreat from the walls,
the Irish following with a wild shout into the
town, At this moment, Gurth of tbe Stream,
who had not abandoped bis beloved gun tll 1he
last extremily, ieaped, with a beavy battle-axe
in s baud, from the rampart, and, coming be.
huod the Kowght of Lisfinry, with ene blow
brought him to the ground. Frierd and foe
wep! 1o one rush over the body of the knight ;
but be heeded them not, for sorely wounded by
the axe of Gurth, and half-smothered by ke hel-
met, be snon sank into a deep swoon, and lay as
eedless and as quiet as those who had fared
even worse, and lay dead around him. The
battle was soon over, The Euplish were almast
entirely cut to preces, very few of them escaps
iog to their ships in the barbor: and ss night
fell, the entire town and its environs were oc-
cupied by the Trish army.

When the Kaght of the Red Plume awoke
to something like consciousness from s stupor,
it was in the house of Hugh Walsh, an old and
worthy burgess of the towp, who had been
favorable to (he interest of the Earl of Desmond,
and was, therefore, now left in peaceable posses-
sion of bis property. The room in which the
koight woke was somewbat small m its dimen-
siops. It was floored and wamscoted with oak
of an extremely dark color ; but its glaom was
disstpated by a beautifully.carved, stone.sasbed
window, which threw the morniog light, m a
cbeerful stream, upon the wall snd flsor. The
koight’s frst semsation cn awaking was of a
racking pain in s head and every member of
bis body. He endeavored to turp himseif upon
his curtaied bed, but could not; while, at the
same time, be was half-causcious of the presence
of another person n the room, whom be tried to
speak to, but, io a few moments, fell into 2 hbalf
awake and dreamy stupor agmin. While this

lasted, be was aware of a voice singing beside
bim in a low, sweet cadence; aund, as be recov-
ered again, he could distinguish the wordas of the
song. They floated through bis mind witha
soothing sweetoess, rendered doubly sweet by
the clang and crash of battle that rang so loudiy
1 his ears on the evening before. The voice
sang as follows the words of an old love song of
the perted :—

1

I met within the greenwacd wild

My own true kaight that loved me dearly
Whan summer airs blew soft and mild,

Acd linnets sang, and waves rolled clearly
And, oh | we pledged such lovicg vows

In moss-grown glace, all graen aud rilly,
Whtere lightly waved the rastliog boughs

‘Mid thy desr woods, aweet Imokilly |

1 net my love in faative hall,

'Mid lards and koights and warriors fearless ;
And there my love, among them sll,

To wy foud heait was ever peerless ;

And be was fond, and time could ne'er
Hig love for me make cold and chilly :

Ah | then I knew nor grief nor care,
*Mid thy green woods, sweet Imokilly !

From Rinorew's turrets, high and boar,
When antume floods were wildly sweeping,
I saw my love ride to the ghare,
I saw Lim in the torrent leapiog,
To mest me 'neath the twilight dim,
1o bowery nook, secare and stilly;
But the ruthless waters swallowed him.
By tby green woods, sweet Imnkilly |

The knight sow made an endearor to see the
person of ke singer; but,in turning over for
that purpose, he threw his weight upon lus left
arm, which had been broken on his falling be-
neath thie axe of Gurth, ané 1he sudden spasm of
pain cccasionsd by the movement made bim fall
backward with a heavy groan. He was, how-
ever, on looking up once more, more than com-
pensated for the pain he caused himself, A
young and heautiful girl was bending over him,
and regarding bim with a look n which a tmodest
shypess was blended with anxiety and tompas—
sion. Her loog yellow hair, falling ia shining
tresses upon her shoulders, almost louched the
face of the kaight as he looked up half- wonder-
struck ; and she adjusted the bed-covermmg so
gently, aud handled his wounded arm so ten-
derly, that he began to think himself in a dreanm,
in which some bright angel had come near. and
was migisteriog to his wants. DBut the effects
of the swoon were now gradually disappearing
from his brain ; and he began to recollect him-
self; and to remember the events of the pre-
cediog day. He now began to raise himself
with more care, and endeavored to ask a few
questions ; bot the young girl put her hand to
ber lips, and motioned mim. that he was 1o keep
gilence, aud to try and sleep once nore. He lay
back, and fell into a 2weet and loog sleep, from
which e was oply awaked towards evening by
the step of some one entering the room. It was
the kind leech, an old monk, who had set his arm
the preceding mght, and bound up the great axe-
wound 10 bis bead j and he was now comivg to
see bow 'bis patieat was progressing.

¢ James of Lisfinry,’ sard the mook,  the towa
18 in possession of my kinsman, the Desmond, who
bas declared, that, were it vot for thy tact and
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¢ Who art thou ?* answered the karaht, ¢ Art
thou Gerald the inonk, whase life T saved at the
foray of Sliabh Gua ?

¢ £ am Gerald the Franciscan,’ said the monk ;
¢ and, by God’s special grace, T am enabled and
preserved to pay back the debt,—t1o set thy
broken arm aright, and to hind up the great
wound in thy bead, through which thy life was
fast oozing last evectide.’

¢ Hast thou found the child of thy brother, the
murdered Knight of Barna ¥ asked the kuight.

¢ No, said the monk. *It wasin my wander-
ings to find ker that the vassals of Ormond caught
me at Shabh Gua, and took me for a spy ; aad
then my waaderings would have ceased, were it
oot for thy onslaught on my captors. Alas!
since the night of the murder of my brotber and
his followers, in s House of Baroa, I bhave
wandered for years, but can find no traees of the
poor little maiden. It 1s ten years now since the
murderers confessed before they died, that they
forgot and left her bebind at their camping place
in the forest. She was but seven yearsold then,
and,ah me! T fear che died of hunger and cold,
or that the wolves fell upon her; and she was
the last remnant of a once brave and gallant
house, As for thee, kmpht,” be continued, after
a pause, ¢ thou wantest but quiet and sleep, and a
good nurse, and thou wilt scon be sbie to take
mto thy bands and wield that good sword of
thine, that did thy word so well upon our perse-
cutors yesterday.’

¢ Ab 1" said the koight, *had T the nurse that
watched aver me this morping /* DBut be recol-
lected himself, and changed the conversation,
tThink you,” he continued,*® that the Eaglsh
mil return again, and attempt to recapture the
town? Would that 1 were sound in bead and
himb ere they did so I?

¢ 1 know pot,” answered the mouk. ¢ But,ia
the mean time, your best chance,under a walch
ful Providence, for getting into bodily scundaess
again, 1s to speak little, apd to keep quiet, and
free from mental trouble.’

CHAPTER II.

We shall now leave the Knight of the Red
Plume to his repase, and follow for n time the
fortunes of the old monk’s mece, the Orphan of
Barpa. About ten years anterior to the time of
the foregaing incident, there stood an old castel
lated mansion in a deep gap, or pass, on the
southern declivity of Sliabh Gua, or Knockmele-
down Mountains. In this mansion dwelt Sir

o No. 51.

who bore down like a torrent with his men-at-
arms upod us, and gave me ‘his with a back-
slash ot his sword,’ contigued be, baring s
breast, and exhibiting 1o those about lim the
mark of a great wound extending from the
shoulder across bis breast-bope, ¢ But to~might

we can pay back all.?

*Yes, and pay yourselves, exclammed
Rabber of Coumfay ; ¢ for the old wolf of Ba:'ll::
has more gold in his house than the mad Kaighit
ol Dangan, who shod s borse with it. Down,
ll.nen, and follow me ; and each man shall have
his own revenge, and the fair share of spoil that
pertams to his degree among us,’

Not a word was spoken as the robbers de-
scended the hill towards the devoted House of
Baraa. No watch-dog towled from the court-
yard, no seatinel looked forth, as that fierce and
merciless body of marauders surrounded the
house, and blocked up the gate and every cutlet
by which the bapless sleepers inside might bave
a chance of escaping. The night was intensely
dark, notwilhstanding which the robbers erouched
down closely hy the walls and bedges, while
therr chief, ndvancing from the pateway, with
his long cloak mufiled closely around him, sat
himself quietly down 10 the muddle of the court-
yard. llere he set up a fong, wid, wailing cry,
hke that of a woman n distress, and contnued
it louder and sbriler, until at length a small
window or spy-vent was opened heside the doar
of the mapsion, aad a lhead protruded through
the orifice.

' What dost thou here, thus so late and un~
timely ¥ said a voice wlich the robbess recog-
mzed at once as that of the Knight of Barna.
* What bringest thou here, woman ? and why
dost?’lhou disturb my house with tby mad wal-~
1ng ?
* Lord of Barna,’ answered (he robber, feign~
tug with practised skill the voice of a woman, * I
am Oona, the wile of Shage Gar of the glen.
‘The robbers from the Ormend®s land beset our
house at the mightfall: they burned all, and
killed my hustand and my children; aod I am
here for shelter and vengeance I?

"There was now a pralonged undoing of bolts

at the strong, ron-studded door, during which
the Robber ol Coumliay stole over and stoad
silently over and stood silently beside the jamb,
under the black shadow of the porch. The door
was now cauliously opened, and the knight, balf-
dressed, stepped forth ; but scarcely had he done
80, when a strong hand clutched lim by the

Thomas Fitzgerald, or as he was more frequently
called the Kuosght of Barna; fogether with his
youog daughter, and a few followers, The
knight’s wife, had died a few years before ; and
he, disabled by wounds and hardships in the
Desmond wars, had retired to spend the remain-
der of s life o s House of Barna, and to
bring up bis young daughter, the sweetest little
flower that ever bloomed in that wild furbulent
district.

Tbe district was, m fact, another Debatable
Land, under the junisdiction, at cne time, of the
Earl of Desmond, and at otheys everrun and held
1n suhjection by the great rival Houte of Or-
mond ; so that the only protection for any man,
lord, or vassal holdiog territory there, was his
own walckfulness, cunning, or bravery. The
Knight of Barna, however, deemed himsel! se-
cure enough, bemg a near kinsman of the Earl
of Desmond, and therefore less liable to the
chances of beng plundered than thg other fol-
lowers of that sreat earl; and, dwelling also on
that slope of the raountains farthest from the
territory of Onngnd, he therefore retained but a
few follswers ip s service, who could, at best,
lreep but scant watch and ward around his dwel-
ling of the gap; but time showed bim the bitter
foalishness of such peglect.

One March mght, the Robber of Covmfay, a
fierce and implacable enemy of the Desmond
vassals, sat with his followers upon the summt
of a steep hill that overlooked the House ot
Barpa. The robber hunself was 1 the act of
addiessing bis worthy comrades; and it was
evident, from s remarks, that they had just he!d
a council of war, and were now making prepara-
tioos for attacking the mansion beneath them.

¢ For myse},’ said the robber, at the coaclu-
sion ot bis address,~* for myself, I waat but the
head of the burming ofd murderer bimself, He
hanged my brother at the gate of Youghal ; and
he would have broken myself upon the wheel,
had I not mimed my dungeon and fled,—and fled,
to bave this mght of plunder and sweet revenge ¥’

tHe burnt my bome by the basks of Nier,;
exclaimed a wild-looking youog fellow from the
centre of the throng ; *and be lopped off my fa-
ther’s head with one sweep of hig sword, at the
ford ot Dangan: and I say, buroing for burning,
and head for head P’

¢1 had my skean at the throat of s nephew
at the battle of Lisroe,” said a small, dark com
plexioped man cear the chiel; ¢ and I remem-
bered the wrongs of my race, and would have

my trusty skean steeped 1o the hilt in bis blood,

thy bravery, be would be cutade the walls still.” i only for the charge of the Knight of Rincrew,

naked throat, and the robber's dagger was
plunged and drawo, aud plunged quickly again
into s heart. Ide fell across his own door-
step with ope heavy groan, and aever stirred
mere. The robber now yelled out a wild and
exulling cry, at which his companions, rushing
from thewr hiding-places. broke mto the house,
and began to plunder. The offnphted servants
were all killed, either mn toeir beds, or defendiog
themselves upon the staircases ; and the robbers,
now having their fill of plunder, assembled o the
courtyard, and prepared to set fire to the house.
¢ The deughter, the daughter ¥’ exclaimed sev-
eral voices, as they recollected that she was still
unfound, and wside. ¢ Bring her out, and we’ll
yet have a ransor for her !

*Leave her inside,) said the small dark mag
who had spoken at the coosultation upon the Inli.
¢ Leave her wside, I say; and then we'll have
our reveage upon the old wolf of Barna, root and
branch.’

The expecied ransom, however, carried the
motion against the last speaker; and,in a few
moments, the koight’s daughter was found, cow-
ering, and almost dead with aflright, upon the
stairs,acd brought inte the midst of her father’s
murderers. Que of them brought out a small

.cloak, and, wrapping 1t around the child, took

ber 1o his arms, and, by the order of s chief,
prepared (or their wild journey homeward through
the forest. The house wes new set fire ‘to o
several places ; and, by the light of the blazing
roof, the robbers, with their epoil, turned off
quickly toward the mountaine.

There was a small green glade by the bank of
a htle stream that fell into the Swir, down that
declivity of the Koockmeledown Moustains
tacing the plan of Tipperary, and farthest {rom
the luckless House of Barsa. Here, some time
before daybreak, the robbers halted in order to
divide the spoil, and to take some refreshment
alter their oight of fatigue and blood. The man
that held the young Orphan of Barna, now laid
ber down uader a tree by a small pathway, where,
tired out by the motion of the wild retreat across
the mountans, the poor little thing fell into a
deep spd quet slumber. Little did the poor
child dream at that moment, on ber chilly bed,
that the beadless body of her father, and her
father’s vaseals, and ber native home of Barney
were ope uodistingwshable mass of black and
burat ashes, and that the eyea that once looked
pleasantly upoa ber were dim and rajless, and
the hips that often kissed her pretty cheeks were
bioodless, and parted by the agony of a violent

dea‘h, a few perches beneath her upon the green:



