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THE FAIR MAID OF KILLARNEY.

A TALE OF ROSS CASTLE.

(From Legends %)fw;ti JFOV;cr:' };} ‘IDr.e)Iand, by Robert

Among the almost wunumerable objects of in-
terest that come under the abservation of.!he tc.)ur-
ist duriog bis sojoure o Killaroey and its neigh-
borhood, there is scarcely one whase examination
will aflord more pleasure than Ross Castle. Too
many travellers there are, however, who either
do pot visit 1t at all, or, when they do so, pass it
by with a glauce, thoughtless and cursory. Cae,
for 1nsiance, half-bewildered by the countless
beauties of our Irish farryland, will burry away
with o confused rememarance floatng in. bis
brain, of wild pass, silvery lake, rambow-tinted
jsland, and sunht, sky-pierciog mouatein : another
equally 2live to the patural besuties of that
‘glorious scenery, but with an eye als.o for objects
of legendary, antiquariao, and historical interest,
will return to bis home, the object of his tour
only hali-accomphshed, for want of proper and
rehable information regarding the various points
of attraction be has met with during his visit.—
By far the greater namber, however, with gar.
rulous and flimsy gwide-book 12 band, fit about
from Mucruss to the Dewil’s Puach Bowl, from
the Gap of Dualoe to the Castle of Rose, from
island 1o island, and from moustai perk to low.
Jand shore ; and carry away wWith them on thewr
departurean iocoogruous meiley of badly told
historical facts, backneyed legends, and pewly-
jnvented nonsensical stories, all of which, they,
of course, scatter hberally amoog tbeir friends,
botb here and at the otber side of the water, to
the great discredit of that famed region whichan
erratic old gentieman of our acquaintance calls
in Ins rapture, the ¢tourist’s paradise.”  With
the purpose of supplying to the tourist a few
items of wformation of a less hackoeyed charac-
ter, we give, as a prelimmary {o ourstory,a
suort, account of the spot in which its principal
cidents were enacted,

Ross Castle consisted of a strong keep and
olher stout buildings, both of a domestic and
mihtary nature, surrounded by the usual bawn
wall, with its breastworks snd circular flanking
towers at the coroers, It is situated upona

peninsula, on the eastern sbore of the lower lake, | garrigon should bave been smitten by ber beauty.
and commands 2 view on every side of the mild- | Foremost among those Who paid her homage

est beauty and subhmity. Right before it, to
the west, the foity Reeks of Magillncuddy throw
up their savage summitts into the ever-varying
sky ; while to tke south and east the horizon 1s
broken by the steep, pyramidal crests of the
Paps, ond the Mangerton, raoge of mountains.
To the north, a number of abrupt acd irregular
summits sbut n the view ; and the traveller who
looks from the time-worn battlemeats of tae ao-
cient stronghold will see around bim a panorama
of crag and woad, curving shore, fary 12land,
and glittering wave, far surpassing even the pie
tures of his wldest dreams of splendor and
beanty.

The ross, or pentosula, on which the castle 1s
built, was converted, if we may so speak, into 2o

.island, by means of a deep chanoel cut through

the marsby peck by whichit joined the moinland.
This chaonel, or ditch, was filled by the waters
of the lake, and formed the chief defence of the
castle on the lapd side. It was crossed by a
drawbridge, vo traces of which now exist. Re.
garding the precise date of the foundation of the
castle, or the pame of its founder, bhistory 1s
silent. Tt was probably bmit by some warlike
chief of the O'Donogboe sept, n the midst of
whose immense territory il staads, From the
style of its masoory, nnd other characteristics,
1t does ot seem older than the latter part of the
fourteenth centory. About that date, aod in
several parts of Ireland before it, the Irish cliet
tains began to adopt some of the maoners of
therr powerful Norman nerghbors ; and upon the
site of their wooden ¢ cahiwrs,’ or fortresses,
built strong castles of stoae, in which they stoad
many & gallant siege ; and from waich, at the
head-of their followers, they often rode forth in
wil! array, to protect their bordera from those
mail-clad mvaders whose trade was war, and
whose perpetual law was the strong Land, aud
the might of battle-axe and sword,

the bands of Mac Carthy More, by whom it was
trausferred 1n the year 1588, to Sir Valentine
Browne, ancestor of the present House of Ken-
mare. Passiog over its various reverses during
the latter Deswond wars, we will proceed at
once to the most remarkable period of its ns-
tory ; namely, its svrrender to the parlinmenta-
nan forces under Lieut, Gen. Edmond Ludlow,
 the year 1652.

After the dismemberment of the Confedera~
tion of Kilkenny, several of the generals who bad
fought under 1ts bangers still held out stoutly for
therr native land, agamst the Turitans. Among
these was Donogh Mac Carthy, Lord of Mus-
kerry, chief commander, m Munster, of the Ca
tholic forces. After his deleai at the battle of
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During the vengeful wars that then raged f my thoughts to snother world, which, alas! I
tbroughout the Jength and bresdth of Ireland, | bave little time to think of 1n this time of foray-
Ross Castle frequently changed owners. From |ing and slaying. Rory,” continued he aloud to |
the O'Docoghoe More, by one of whose ances- a
tors it seems to bave been erected, it passed into ; bim on his rounds, ¢go and tell Mistress Mabel

a wiry hittle sunburnt boy who usuall? atteaded

that I am here, and that I want to speak with
ber for a few morrents,?

Rory disappeared n an instant down the wind-

{ing stairway ; and, after a little time Mabel
{ Browne made her appearance on the flat space

on the summit of the castle, and sat dowa beside
her fatber.

¢ Mabel,” said the latter looking affectionately

!upon his daughter, ¢1 have been thinking that

this wooing of Raymond Vilhers has goue far
eoough, and tbat you ought to give lum a favor-
able answer,’

Now il must be premised 1hat Mabel, only
cild as she was, 1ook some liberties on that ac-
count, and wsually coptrived t~ have her own

filteen hundred men ncress the mountains, acd
'brew lumself into Ross Castle, the last strong-
hold of importance at that time in possession of
the Irish, Tiuther be was followed by (Gen.
Ludiow, into whose possession the castle fell af.
ter a short siege. The macoer in which the
castle yielded to the parliamentarian geveral will ;
be best understood by a perusal of our story.

At the commencement of the great insurrection
of 1641, Ross Castle and the surrounding ter-
ritory belooged to Sir Valentioe Browne, Sir
Valentioe was at that time a mioor, uoder the
guardiapship of his uscle, who was afterwards
stain in one of the battles fought during that de
stractive and protracted war. 'The warden of
the castle, towards the termioation of the war,
1 1052, was a distant relation of Sir Valentine,
pamed Rickard Browoe.a captain 1o the copfede
rate army. Capt. Richard Browne had an
oonly child,a daughter, named Mabel, who lived
with um in the castle. Mabel, at the time, was
just verging 10to womanhood, and was a lowely
girl ; so beauiiflul, indeed, that she was called
by the surrounding people, of every degree,
¢ The Fair Maid of Kuillarney.? Tt will not be
st all wondered at, therefore, that the young
officers who commanded under her father in the

was a young man, Raymond Villiers, a heu-
tenant of musketeers, and 1 descendant of 2 stout
Enoghsh settler who bad come nto that country
about a century before.
Rayniond Villiers was the possessor of a small
but good estate, lying upon the shbore of the
Main, a river that empties into Diogle Bay,—
The veteran warden of the castle was well ac-
quamted with the circumstances of the young
lieutenant of musketeers, and looked favorably
upon bis attentions to DMabel; but the latter
persisted 1o receiving the homage of ber smtor
with no small amount of coalness, the reason of
whieh will be understood presently. Thus mat-
ters stood between the young par, until the day
of the battle of Xaockniclashy, in which, as was
seeen above, the torces of Lord Muskerry were
defeated by the troops of the parliamest, under
Ludlow,
The sun of that disasirous day was setting
beyond the wild mountains of Dingle, as Capt.
Browoe wag standisg upon the battlements of
the castle, takiog 8 survey of tbe warders be—
peath as they walked to aund {ro, in their mono~
tonous avocalion, behind the breastworks of the
massive bawn wall bepeath, Lake and islarnd
and giant hdl lay bathed in a il20d of golden
glory around him. The blue smoke from the
tall chimaeys of the castle corled up io airy
columns through the calm summer sky, and the
slumbering guictness of the whole scene seemed
to exert Its soothing influence upon the miad of
the gray-baired warden ; for, alter taking a quck
survey of the sentioels below, he sa: himself upon
a small brass lalcenet, or capnon,that eommand
ed the drawbridge, and began musiog silenlly for
some moments,

¢ By my faith,) said be at fast, ¢but I wish
this war was ended, and my daughter married to

Koockaiclashy, ia the couaty of Cork,beled [ oy 5o 0 oa.

way 1o the end, oo matter bow ber father threat-
Whenever she saw kLis brows
darkening, sbe usually succeeded by dint of al
ternate crying,coaxiog 1o brigbteniog 'bem again §
but, oo the present occasion, she knew, by the
fixed look of determination 1n her father’s ace,
that be was at last bent on carrying lhs point,

T cannot tell, fatber,” she answered, ¢ why 1t

1is that you are so eager to get rid of me in these

troublesome times. Ags for myself, I would ra-
ther stay with you to the end of my days; and

without me. Thmk,’ continued she, wih a
smile of mingled reproach and fondoess upon her
lovely face, ¢ oply thiok of the time, two years
ago, whep you sent me to spend the summer with
my auot in Tralee, how you fretted apd peglect-
ed vourself during my abseace, and how, at last,
you bad to sead for me, zod could not bear me
away ever since.

¢ No malter,” answercd ber fatber, ¢ Times
are changing now, Tlubel. 1 am growing old
and infirm, and there is po knowing the day that
I may fall in battle, or diz of this cough that s
now continually troubling me ;’ acd be pomted
to bis stout chest, which, if the truth mausl be
told, showed Lut emall sizns of the ravages of
the complaist to which he alluded. * 1t it shauld
come to that coatioved Le, *wham will you
bave to protect you during the troubles 77 And
be looked tnto bis daugater’s face knowingly, as
if be defied her to get over the stumbling block
be bad propounded,

¢ Oh, as for tbat, father,’ answered Mabel, ¢ I
trust 1o God there 1s but litle fear of it, seemnp
that you are stll the stroogest man o the 2ar
rison. Remember that I saw you myself last
weelr, leaping your horse orer the Wolf’s Hol-
low, a feat that does not show very much weak.
ness or infirmity ;* aod she gave the gratified old
soldier another of her fond, roguish smiles,

¢1 tell you, Mabel rejoined he, tryiog to
look sour 10 tpite of bimsell, ¢ no matter how af
fairs go wilh we, 1t bas come to this, that T have
set my beart wpoo your marryiog Reymond Vil
liers 5 and marry bim you shall, for be 13 in every
way warthy of you.’

¢ ) am sure he 18, returped Mabel ; ¢and de-
serving of a far better wie than I would make
him ; but—’

¢ But what 7" ipterrupted ber fether. ¢ That’s
the way you are always puttieg meoff. I hope,
Mabel,’ he continued tn 8 yet more energetic
tone, ¢ that you are sot stil thwking of that
wild spendthnift, Donogh of Glermourne.’

A bright blush overspread the features of
Mabel Browne at the sound of that name. She
looked upon her father reproachfully, her eyes
all the while gradually filling with tears,

¢ 1f I am, father,’ she said mournfully, ¢1 ean-
pot help it bow nud then, You know there tas
once a time when you did not forbid me t> do
so. However,” she cootiwued wih a sigh, ©1
try to forget lim since you wish1t; but I can
not, I cannot give my beart to Raymond Vuliers,
because—’ '

¢ Bscause he 18 not worthy of 1t, I suppose
you will say,’ said ber father somewbat htterly,
¢ But koow, Mabel, that Donogh Mac Cartby

young Ragmond Villiers! I could then sit down

of Glenmourpe 13 now landless, and bas neught

quietly for the remainder of rmy days, and turn !save ins sword to depend on ; and, by our lady,
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but that’s but z weak prop to depend on i these
dangerous times !

*I koow it,? returned Mabel, her eyes bright-
ening s she thought of her absent lover. ¢I
koow that be bas been robbed of his estate by
Cromwell ; but that is no reason why Ishould
play bun false,?

1 knew-that was the answer you would make
said ber father ; ¢ but, notwithstanding, you must
wed, and that soon, with Raymond Vithers.—
Ha! what s that T see? Look, Mabel, look !
I trust in God, whoever it 1s, that he brings us

you know, also, very well, thal you canoot do

good news!” Aod he pointed towards a slope
at the eastern side of the castie, down which a
horseman was ridiog 1 furious baste.

¢ Tnere must have been a battle fought /” ex-
claimed Mabel, looking eagerly upoa the ap-
proaching courier, as be still rode oo, his helmet
aud trappungs glittering 1o the red beams of the
sefting sun, ¢ See! he 1s faciog directly for the
drawhndge,. My God! it 19 be, itis he I'—
And agamn the red blood mounted to her cheeks,
and tbe tears sparbled in her eyes, as she be-
came consdious of exinhiting such vourual emo
tion oefore her tather,

* Who 1311 P acked the latter eagerly. ¢ Your
eyes are sharper than mige, DMabel; and I do
not keow him yel,

‘It is Dooogh of Gleomourpe ¥ exclaimed
Maubel, scarcely able to restrain herself from
darting down the stair to welcome the cowing
of the yourg borsemaan.

¢T know bim now,” said her father. ¢ Lnok
at lus horse all covered with foam and mire -~
Liook at his plume sborn ofl, and the sad plight
he is in!  He 1s the bearer of bad aews.” Anil
with that the old veteran left lus seat upon the
cannen, 2ud burried dowa stairs, followed by bis
daughter.

With a basty step, he strode to the draw,
bridge, which, by his orders, was immediately let
dowa 1o give ingress to Donogh of Glenmourne,
who, in a few moments afterwards, rode inwards,
and dismounted 1o the courtyard ; where be was
soon surrounded by an eager thropg, all burning
to bear the news with which be was seat thither.
The tidiags he brought were sorrowful enough ;
and shou's of anger, and execrations deep and
fieree, were muttered by his hearers, s he told
them bhow, that morning, Lord Muskerry was
vaoqmsbed 1 1he baitle of Knockoiclashy., Af-
ter giviog this disagreeable bit of informaltion
with a soldier’ brevity, be followed the warden
of the castle to a private room in order to de-
liver some further nstructions with which he bad
been charged by bis general after the battle.

Donogh of Glenmourne was as good a speci-
men of the young Trish officer of the time as
could well be seen. He was about twenty-five
years of age, strikingly handsome, tall of stature,
and bad that bold, frank bearing that so welj
became hus degree,which was that of a captain of
cavalry. To the owaer of a pair of bright eyes
ihat watched bim eagerly from a little window
overhead, he now appeared doubly interesting as
he walked forth once more in bis battle soiled ar
mor, and jomned a httle koot of officers who were
conversipg in the courtyard.  For a few mo-
ments ooly, Mabel regarded him, and thes bas-
tened down to ber futher to hear the tidiags.

¢ 1 fear, Mabel,” said her father, ¢ that you
will bave but a sorry time of 1t benceflorth,.—
Lord Muskerry 13 now marching with the
remoant of his forces across the mountains, and
will be here early to-morrow. He will, of
course, be followad by Gen. Ludlow; so T
think you bad better get ready and go to your
apnt at once ; for we are about to stand a siege,’

¢ I canuot leave you, father,’ said Mabel ; < so |
do not send me away. Whatever happens, I
would rather stay with you; and, besides, you
koosw that T am safer bere thaa I should be in
Tralee.’ '

¢ Perbaps it may be so,” returned her father ;

but we will think 1t oyer, Inthe mean time, 1
must go and give directions to have the castle
ready for Liord Muskerry and the somewbat
large force he is bringing with him.> And be
walked out, and epeedily called the garrison to
arms. The noise of preparation soon ran from
end to end of the huge fortress, At last, mght
settled down upon hll and lake and tower ; and

! gency.
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all became still, save the tread ;f'('l-n-e—;enry sen-
tinels as they paced to and fro alovg the ram-

parts.

About the noon of the followmng day, Lord
Muskerry arnived with bis forces and a great
prey of cattle, which they had taken during theic
refreat from the bloody field of Knockniclashy.
The ramparts of Ross Castle were now crowded
with meo ; and all was busy preparation for the
expected siege. The outworks at the land side
were strengtheced, additional provisions were
gathered hastily but abuadantly 1o from the sur-
reunding coualry, guns were placed commanding
every available approach; and at length the
caslle seemed capable of haolding out stoutly
agaiost tbe well-appomnted forces of the ezemy.
Some of the broken Irish regiments were also
encamped in the surroundiog wocds; so that
Gen. Ludlow, whena ke invested the castle with
an army of aboot six thousand mew, had a game
to play as difficelt as 1t was daogerous. In
such a state of affairs, the sniege went on slowly,
scarcely a cannon.baving been fired on either
vide for several days after the arrival of the par-
liamentarian army. Outside the castle, how-
ever, caatinual skrmishing was gong on between
the epemy and the lrish troops, who cccupied
several advantageous positions amongst the woods
and bilfs.

- - —
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Matters were in that cendition, when one
eveniog Mabel stole up to the battlements of
the castle in order to oblain a view of the hostile
camp, DPlainly enough it lay, almoest beneath
her, towvards the east ; the arms of its occupants
all flishing and ghttering in the suag, asd the
painted banoers Qaunting proadly ta the evemng
breeze  As she stood gaziog with curious eye
tpan that martial scene, she beard a hght step
behuod ber, aod, turnng rovnd, beheld Rapmond
Villiers approachisg from the starway, with a
somewhat troubled ook upon bis dark and hand-
some features. lle sat himself upon the battle~
ment beside ber, aod for some time neither spoke.
His troubled and somewlhat difident manner
might be casily accounted far by the fact that he
bad then and there detzrmined to try lis last
chance of gettmg a favorable answer from Ma-
hel.  Tbe single wardes who watlched from the
summil of the castle was standiag upon a small
plonet, oc lower, at the opposite side, end could
not bear therr conversation, which st last Ray-
moad Villiers wound up kie courage to begia.

€1 bave saught you, Mabhel® he said, ¢ for
maay reasons. This siege must soon be ended ;
for I sm sure the fortress canoof hold cut
agamst yonder splendid and brave army, and
then there will be mapy cianges, You will see,
tien, wby T am anxious to understand your sen-
timents towards me.’

¢T pray you,” returned Mabel, wmith a cold
smile, ¢ to explain to me, Master Villiers, why
the castle caonot hold out.  Surely, Lord
Muskerry 15 strong enough to 10'd bis owa here:
al least, where be bas a deep lake, 2 goadly
trench, and a brave castle crowded with men to
back bhim.’

*That may be,’ said Villers, ¢ But there
seems to be some curse upon our cause. Kvery
thiog gaes badly with us; and why should this
castle hold out when stronger ones Lave fallen?

¢ This is langusge that ill befits a soldier,” ao-
swered Mabel, smling contemptuvously. * You,
Master Villiers, were wont to baast loudly
enough whilst the enemy was far of. Now that
be is near vs, it seem strange that you camnot
keep your heart up hke 2 brzve man in the emer-
Do not expose yourself too much,
L pray you,’ she added, with another smile of
coatempt.  Keep in shelter of that battlement
beside you,else yonder gun that the enemy
seems azranging 1o the battery cn the height may
pick you-cft ere the siege 18 well begun.’

Nothung 15 s0 maddening to a lover as a word
or a smile of contempt from the woman be loves.
The temper of Raymond Vilhers was bot and
violent ; and Mabels toge and look enraged him
beyond measuré, though be strove to bide his
anger, - ' i
¢1 did not come to discuss midtnry tactics?
he said, with a'forced smile. ¢I am here, Ma~
bel, to cecide my-fate with regard (0. you ; and
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