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iiE DAUGHTER OF TYRCONNELL.
A TALE OF TH{E REIGN OF JAMES THE FIRST.

——

BY MRS. J. SADLIER.

ip the wesntime one, two, three years had
well nigh passed away, aod sull the hqpes of the
plous countess were as far, nay, larther than
ever from being realised, for Mary Stuart was
gs hem in her faith us on the day when she first
st foot on English soil.  Owing to the kind in-
dulgence of her grandmotler she was the m'istress
of a tolerably extensive library extensive at
least for that day when books were comparative-
ly few and difficult of access—and one of her
ovn aparments had been fitted up to her laste as
astudp. 1t was 2 small apartment, having bul
one window, yet that was a large one, and gave
sufficient light for all the purposes of study.—
Her mother’s barp had been trsnsported bither
from Lreland, and placed in the recesn of the
window, aud to this her most ancieut friend was
Mary ‘wont to fly for consolation when irritated
almost beyond endurance by her graudmotaer’s
untiring invectives agaiust the Church of Rome,
aptl the vuce of the O’Doncells.  Notwithstand-
iog tle wonstant watchfulness of the countess,
Mary had succeeded in procuring severul rare
and valuable works of Catholic piety, hunted up
froms the unnoticed shelves of cerlain bookstalls
in the fa: purlieus of the good city of London.—
Day after day lLad Mary gone alone through
these petly and seemingly forgotten repositories
of old books—whose extreme insignificance and
obscurity found their safeguard from the search-
mg eye of the penal statutes, until she had sue-
ceeded in securing several works of great profit
to ber soul.  On some of these occasions she
had encountered certain individuals, whoin she
susnected were of the proscribed religion, bur-
rowiny like berself in these forlorn seats of litera-
ture for some spiriteal amept whereon their
famished souls might feed. Often, as she marked
the tnnd awr with which they regarded herself,
fearful of bLer being a DProtestant, she felt the
asbidden tears rush to her eyes as she recalled
the days not far distant when all gloried alike 1n
the rehgion of the cross—when England, from
tke royal Tudor down to the meanest arlizan
ar tiller of the soil, was Catholic all. But alas!
the robber—the midmght robber—had entered
the {nld «nd stolen away its riches ; aud now the
Church of England was a defiled thing. It had
seased to be the Church founded by Augustine
—it bad become the handinmid of such men as
Henry Tudor and Cranmer, and the courteous
servant of the remorseless tyrant Elizabeth.—
Alas| for the Church of Alfred and of Edward
tbe Conlessor, thus driven by ther degenerate
suceessors from the igh placesof the land ; and,
alag ! for a nation so cruelly led astrag. More
than once she had found it impossible to conceal
her emotion, and had been obliged to depart pre-
capitately, fearful of exciling observation. These
visits of discovery were for the most part mude
before the countess had left her room in the
marning, and while Mary was supposed to be
asleep.  Dut not so, she had early learned to
rise betimes, and now the custom was blessed to
Mer, for in one of her morning walks she bad
siopped at one of bher favorite bookstalls, and
was engnged in turning over some worm-eaten
volumes which had Leen given her from a buck-
shelf, when she felt herself tapped on the should-
er, and on turning suddewly sbhe perceived an
elderly female beckonmg to her from a sort of
back room, partitioned off {rom the outer stall.
Unwilling 1o obey the signal, she looked at the
eld man who usually attended the customers,
when the latter, smiliog benevolently, asked m a
low voice: * My good young mistress, wouldst
thois like to hear Mass 7—if so, enter iz God’s
name, and my wife Hester will conduct thee to
the spot. Have no fears, young madam! Christ
and His blessed Mother are with us/’ There
was a mild candor 12 (he venerable countenance
of the speuker which wnvoluntarily convinced
Mary that she had, indeed, nothing to fear, and
without oy further hesitation she ghded after
the old voman, in a lumult of Lope, joy, and ex-
pectation. Having ascended a dark and narrow
staircase, she followed her conductress across a
small lobbhy, when Hester tapped lightly on a
door,and 1t was opened, giving to view a full
confirmation of Mary's hopes. A small table
opposite was fitted up as an altar, having a thin
waxen taper-at either end, and before 1t knelt a
priest in his robes, his back, of course, being
turned towards the door. Around the room
were kneeling six or eight individuals of both
sexes, their garments denoting them as belonging
exclusively to the lower orders. Never bad so
much joy burst upon the heart of Mary as when
she looked for the first time in several years on
an.altar arranged for Catholic worship, and:wheu
she again belield a true minister ot. God prepar-
ing to offer up on her behalf the sacrifice which
“taketh away the sws of the world.” She

looked around with a loving, heart upon humble.,

Christians with whom she was at leogth permitied
to join in prayer, and then dropping upon her
knees, just within the doorway, she there remamn-
ed in alinost motionless adoration till the end of
the Mass. Oh! what exquisite joy illumned her
soul when the priest turned to give his final
benediction, and as she bowed her Liead meekly
to recetve 1t she felt as though she could now
withstand afl the attacks of lemptation. As she
descended the stars, followed by Hester, she
learned trotn the garrulous old woman that this
priest, who was a Domunican friar, had eluded,
duricg many montiis, the puercing eye of the law
aud its rapaciovs myrmidons, aud contrived, God
bless bim, to say Mass at her poor place once a
week or so. ¢ And that our poor people may
bave the comfort of receiving the bread ot hie,
went on Hester, * his rererence comes here by
day-dawn in the & .orning, when he does come at
all, so that any who are so disposed may be
shriven before Mass, Alas! and alack-a-day !
how matiers are changed since my young days,
but God’s will be done. T suppose it must needs
be so-- ah! well-a-day ¥’

Here then was a favorable opportunity for
Mary, and one which God himself, as she grate-
fully acknowledged, bad provided for lLer.—
Placing a large golden com in the hinds of the
delighted Hester, she turned away, fearful lest
her grandmother might have discovered her ab-
sence.  [er fears were groundless, for the
countess was ot yet stirring, and in a tremor of
joy she sought her chamber, where she tendered
her grateful acknowledgments to Him who so
tenderly watched over her spiritual as well as
temporal welfare,

From this day forward Mary regalarly arose
at daybreak, and daily visited, by varymg and
circulious routes, the little bookstali.
times the priest was not there, and she had her
walk for nothing, but much more frequently she
bad the happiness not only of hearing Mass but
of receiving the blessed Sacrament. Yet she
wus always ready for her graadmother’s break-
fast-table, and 2l tines even assisted at ber
toilet.

It chanced one morning (hat as Mary was
quitting the house where she was wont to bear
Mass, she was startled by the sound of footsteps
close behind. Vamly did she quicken her pace,
for the footsteps of those who followed were in
like manoer quickened, and ere she had time to
draw her large hood around her face, she was
passed by two cavaliers, both of whom turnmg
looked inquiringly mte ler face. ¢ Do mine eyes
deceive me,” one of them excluimed, “or do
really find the Lady Mary Stuart eatirely unat-
tended, at such an hour, and in such a place 7'—
His companion, wiio appeared several years
older, cried out 1 Spauish, ¢ Holy Miguel! how
beautiful she is !—a living likeness of Inez de
Castro ¥ Mary trembled from head to foot, for
in the younger cavalier she al once recognized a
oobleman whom she bad sometimes met at the
private assemblies of the queen. In an insfant
be was bending down to inquire whether he
might bave the supreme pleasure of protecting
the Lady Mary to lier home.

‘No—no,’ stammered Mary—* I cannot but
thank your lordship tor your great kindness, but
the only service you can render is Lo forget that
you saw me here, and suffer me to pursue my
way alone.

A deeper shade than the oceasion might seem
to warrant gathered over the brow of the young
cavalier—and truly it wasa bigh and an open
brow. When he spoke, too, bis voice bad a
deep tone of sadne:s, altogelher incompatible
wilh the seemmg lightness of the occasion.—
“ Then I have but to withdraw nine odious pre-
sence, and (o express my heartfelt regret
that circumstances should call me hither at
this unseasonable hour ; had I dreamed that the
tesult waould have given pain to you, oh, believe
me, sweelest lady, I would rather bave plunged
into the f{arthest depths of yonder muddy river.
But let me remind you, lady fair, that there may
be danger in your homeward path—suffer us,
then, to attend you.?

Mary sonled rather scornfully as she answer-
ed : <Your lordship forgets, I am sure, that you
address the daughter of Tyrconnel. I should
bave much degenerated from a well known char-
acteristic of my family were I to suffer my mind
to be causelessly disturbed with fear. The
O’Donnells, my lord, are a fearless race !’ Sle
was pagsing on wilh a farewell salutation, when
the Spanish cavalier addressed ber in broken
Eoglish, yet centriving to make humself perfectly
understood.

-« Have I nightly caught your ladyship’s mean-
ing—are you, indeed, n daughter of the great
Irish nouse of O’'Donaell 7 '

¢ Assuredly 1 am, Sir Spaniardy returoed
Mary, 1n undisguised surprise, as she turned her
piercing eyes on the foreign cavalier.

. ¢ You, then, are the sister of my young fricod,
the Earl .of Tyrconnell—as sucb’ suffér me to
wake your ‘acquaintance.” = The Spaniard, tak-
ing off his plumed bat, bowed to the.lady with

Some- |
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all the grave couttesy of lus nation, while Mary,
in a tumult of joy, in which doubt and apprehen-
sion strangely mingled, turned to the Marquis
for an explanation. The young man gracefully
stept forward and introduced his friend, Don
Pedro Mezara, a noblemman high in the confi-
dence of her Higlness the Infanta Isabella. Al
doubt was at an end apd Mary Stuart, with
a [rank digmty that well became Ler, placed her
hand m that of her brotlier’s friend, while she
eagerly inquired for that dear brother, and her
beart swelled with grateful pride as she heard the
eloquent eulogium proncunced on his virtues, the
dark cheek of the Spaniard glowing with tie
fervor of his feelgs.

¢ And my brother is a true Catlolic, signor
demanded Mary with the amimation of hope.—
¢ A Catholic, lady, in heart and soul—a Catholic
as devoted as were any of his royal ancestors,
even when they raised monasteries and churches
al Lheir owvn expense for the good of our boly
mother the Church. But I have other matters
to communicate from your brother did tme and
opportunity permit.’

¢ Alas! signor, however great be mine im-
patience, I dare not, must not langer delay.—
But can we not meet again P Don Pedro look-
ed 1o his friend who readily answered in the
affirmatise. I propose introducing my friend
to-morrow evening to the queen, as she affects
no hatred of Popery, or the DPopish Spaniards.
The Lady Mary can easily manage to be present
as she is ever a welcomne visitor at the palace.—
But come, good frrend,’ and the dark cloud ga-
thered again on bis brow, let us not forget that
we trespass on this lady’s privacy.’ Then with
a grave and formal bow he was turning away,
when Mary’s voice arrested his steps.

My lord of Heretord, yau shall not zo hence
bearmg one doubt of Mary Stuart! I care not
who knoweth my business in this poor place, see-
ing that I should rather glory therein. Surely,
my lord, it will not surprise you, to hear tkat a
daughter of the house of O’Donnell walks stead-
ily 1n the steps of ber ancesters. 1 am a Catho-
lie, my lord of Hereford, and have been here as-
sisting at the celebration of the hohest, most sub-
lime of our mysteries. Now go. T ask you not
to keep my secret, but others there are wiose
safety is bere compromsed, thanks to the equit-
able and divinely founded laws of England.—
Sle spoke in a tone of bitter irony, but it quiclk-
ly chunged to one of noble candor as she con-
cluded : ¢ [For them alone would I have obserr-
ed seerecy, but T know you, my lord, and hase
no fears on this head.’

She was moving away with a rapid step, when
Hereford was again at ler side, and seizing lier
reluctant hand, vehemently exclaimed : ¢ Thanks
—a thousand thanks for your charming candor.
And of this let me assure you ere yet we part—
though I amn far from being a friend to the doc-
trines of your Church, I yet cannot help rejoic-
ing that yon—the daughter of a princely and
emicently Catholic house — are endowed with
courage and firmpess to preserve the [aith of
your fathers—such constancy to a cherished be-
lief amid dangers and trals which none know
better than myself, does but increase the esteem
—the admiration’ — he would have wvamed a
warmer sentiment had not a certain grave dignity
in Mary’s countenance at the moment driven
back the riaing confession, and he concluded in
some conlusiou—* in short, the sincere friendship
with which [ have learned to regard you.” Then
bowing upon her hand, he breathed a low fare-
well, and taking the arm of his Spanish friend,
noved away in another direcuon.  Mary, left
alone, quickly sought ber home, admilting her-
self by & master key, and was rejoiced to find
her grandmother still in her owan apactment,
though the day was now some hours high.

It was no difficult matter for Mary to obtain
her grandmother’s coasent that they should next
evening visit the queen ; as it was, however, by
no means usual with her to express such a desire,
the old lady condescended to rally her grand-
daughter on her beginning to entertain a more
favorabie opinion of the court. Mary smiled as
she replied in a gay tone that she might proba-
bly become in time even too much addicted to
the masques and balls, and gaieties of the court.
¢ God forfend such a sinful atlachinent,’ cried the
countess with a solemnity that increased Vary’s
mirth. Respeet for ber stately parent forbade
her to give the reins to ber merriment, and she
hastened to change the subject of discourse, fear-
ful of giwing offcace. Lattle did Lady Kildare
suspect the real motive of Mary’s requesf, or it
would have been promptly refused, as she had
many and great veasons for keeping lLer graad-
children far apart, and the probability of any
comnunication being opened between them would
bave given her serious alarm.

When they entered the private saloon of the
queen they found but few visitors, and Mary’s
lieart sank within' her when she observed that
amongst these few there was neither Iereford
nor his friend. Having paid her compliments to
the queen, and received from her majesty some.

flattering marks of kindness, Mary withdrew be-
hind the queen’s chair, and remained an almeost
silent spectator, to ber grandmother’s no small
surprise. More than ence she had been obliged
to give her a luct that she should at least assume
wore gaiefy, when at length the anxious eye of
Mary detected the entrance of those so eagerly
expected, and mstantly a bright glow mounted
to her cheek. Her pensive features became all
at once full of animatiou, and she could scarecly
refeain from advancing to meet the two noble-
men.  Fully alive, nevertheless, to the indeco-
rum of such a proceeding, she calmly awaited
the moment wheu having 1n turn kissed the band
of the queen, and conversed a few mmutes with
her, they both, as with one accord, cast their
eyesaround, and Mary kuew that she herselfl was
the obiect of their search. 1Tereford was the
first to Jiscover her where she stood in the shade
of the queen’s high-backed chair, a smnile of in-
describable archuess gicing life to ber lovely fea-
tures. In an wstant be was by her side, while
the Spuniard, with the lofty grace peculiar to
the cavaliers of his nation, steod bowing before
the queen—in acknowledgment of some polite
encomium on a sovereign of whom all Spaniards
were justly proud.

From ume 1o time Dou Pedro glanced to-
wurds the Lady Mary, and at fengllt Hereford
adrvancing released his {friend hy entermg 1uin
conversation with the queen, with wlom he was
deservedly a [avorite, upon which Don Pedro
approached Mary, who lad now taken a seat,
and beckoned him to do hkewise.

Surrounded as they were by prying eyes and
listening ears, Mary had heen apprehensive that
she could not safely hsten to the importanl com-
munications of the Spauiard, well knowing that
the very appesrance of a confidential intercourse
between herselt and a foreigner would at once
excite observation. How great, then, was her
joy when Don Pedro addressed her in tolerably
good Irish. A gay smile hit up his durk leatures
as he noted her surprise.

P 1Ia! fair princess of Tyrcoanell I’ he arclly
exclaimed, ¢ thou wert not prepared to hear ason
of Spain address thee in the Jangusge of thine
own fuir fand.  And yet methinks it should give
little cause for marvel, since the great founder of
thy race was of our nation. Beyond all doubt,
Mile<ius gave his own language to the country of
his adeption, and, however widely the dialects
may have since wandered fram cach ather, they
are and must needs be of kindred spirit since
their root was the same. Leaving this matter,
however, to thase who affect the study aof lao-
guages, let me form my fair and noble audit-
ress that to the friendship of Hugh O’Donnell 1
stand indebted lor a knowledge of this most an-
cient and beautiful tongue which the exiled youth
bimself acquired from tbe illustrious guardiaus of
Lus chuldhood, the Prince of Tyrone, (or, us the
English would suy, Eari), and bis excellenat wife,
Catherine.

Ounce embarked oo any subject which coucern-
ed his young friend, Don Pedro could have talk-
ed on and on without beeding the lapse of time,
but Mary saw that the keen eye of her grand-
mother was fixed upon her from the midst of a
group of elderly ladies in whose conversation she
seemed entirely engrossed, and fearing that ths
golden opportunity might pass away without pro-
fit to ber, she at once reminded the Spaniard
that be had been so good as to promise her soue
inleresting information regarding her brother.—
Politely excusing himself for his momentary for-
gelfulness, Don Pedro bowed, and proceeded to
the desired point.

¢ Irom the time,” said he, ¢ when Tyreonaell
attmmed the age of reason he has been miost
anxious oa thy account. Indeed the chiet ob-
ject ot his life has been, and is, to wrest his or-
phan sister frown the thraldom to which she hath
been so long consigned. Iimself a true child
of the Chureh, he feared for thee—of thy temper
or qualificalions, or high moral courage, he could
know nothing, but he bad all ta fear from the
fact that ere yet the age of childhood had passed
away thou wert thrown into the power of a wo-
man who, whatever lier other virtues may de—
and from her treatment of his mother, he augur-
ed unfavorably—was devotedly attaclhied to the
fatal doctrines of the Reformation—as Prutest-
ants are apt to cal} it. The king, too—one of
the most unprincipled and degruded monarchs
that ever filled a throne—had declared himself
thy special protector, and tlis more than all
caused my friend to tremble for thee. Shall 1
confess it, that many a time and oft I have scen
bun quivering with fear as he described to mysell
the manifold dangers by whick thou wert sur-
rounded.
times said, ¢ that this sister, so tenderly beloved,
though, alas! unknown, were under the guid-
ance of good and true Catholics, even were she
obliged 1o labor for her daily bread, methinks 1
could rest contented ; but ob! my friend ! there
is torture in the thought that the subtle poison of
beresy may be iastilled iatd Ket young mind, and
that the daughter ol: ‘Roderick - O"Dongell ‘moay ]

No. 24.

giow up a follower of some upstart cectarian—

turning her back on that divine Church which

has been the glory and the pride of 30 many ge-

nerations of our fathers.

{ Dear, dear Iugh) murinured Mary, with

difficulty restraining her bursting rears.  She

could say no more, but she motioned the Span-

1ard to proceed.

* And now,’ he weut on again, ‘come we to

the main pont. 1t 1s now some years since the

Marquis of llerelard, then a stripling, bavig

accompauicd a nobleman who was his uncle on

an embassy to the courl of Madrid, concerved a

friendship for e which [ very troly recipro-
eated, and he exarled from me a promise that

wheu opportunity offered [ wonfd pay bim a visit

to London. 'Time rolled on, snd owing o 1he

bad understanding between the English and Span-

ish courts, [ found it impraciicable 10 Tulfil my

promise to Ieretord. In the mesntine, | had

made the sequaintance of thy brother, and [rom

the first T eeparded bim with an affection almost
paternal, he being little more (han Lall my age.

From my earliest recollecsion | tave loved Jerqe,

thine owu beautiful Tecue— and when thine ithus-
trinus unele, that puissant warrior, R-d 1lugh O'-
Donaell, came to Spam to solic aid, although
scarcely more thas a boy at the time, yet | would
willingly have enhsted under lus banners, and was
only prevented from doing so by his unexpected
deatl, whiclh event cast a gloon, indeed, over
many a noble heart v our elivalrous Spain,—
Takiny advuntuge of He present amicable ar-
rangemenls exishng beiween our governments, |
resolved Lo pay my long-pramised vist 1o my
English feiend, whereapon Tyreonnell implored
me to find thee aut, and assure thee of tns fra-
ternal affuction, offiring thee, at the sume time,
in the name of her highuess the Infanta, o sure
protection and a Joytul welcome, shouldst thoa
find it either necessary or expedient 10 quit Eng-
land.  Not daring to inquire aflter thee of [Tere-
ford, I availed mnyselt of aletter of mtroduction
to a certain Dominican father, haping that as e
haunted (he viciity of the court bLe might be
able 1o tell me what I most desired 10 know.—
As T was well acquainted with the liberal senti-
weuts and unble generosity of the mogquw, [
serupled not to avail my~elf of lus superior know-
Iedge of the windiugs of this city, and we were,
as you know, within a fuw paces of the house
where the father in question had desired all Jet-
ters far him to be coaveyed, when we wore s0
fortunate as to encounter the charming obj-ct of
onr saurch—I should say rather of wmane, for [
have already told thee that Hereford kuew got
the wltimatum I had i view.

When he ceased to speak, Mary drew a long
sigh, ns though released from a heavy burden of
care. A glow of tenderaess thrilled 1hraugh her
heart as she thus received the asurance of her
brother’s food solicitude for her welfare, while a
smile of almost triumphant expression irradiated
her whole features, as she hong on the elogueat
encomiums of that brothers virtues. :

¢ Fhank (Fod, then,’ she murmurad in a  bdalf-
stifled voice, ¢ my brother is indeed all my heart
conld wish, and 1 am prouder of Hugh O'Dog-
nell, penniless and in exile, but still maintaining
the unsullied dignity of our lLouse, than if ] saw
bim marching al the head of his clan over hillg
and vales which the fool ol the invader had gever
trod.’

Suddenly she losked up, and her eyes fell
abashed befare the ardent aud admiring gaae of
the Spaniard. The wrapt cuthusiasm _of her
minJ shone out through her couatenance, aad in
his own heart had Pedro exclaimeid, ¢ She should
have been born 1o our own sunny Spaio, for the
lofty soul of the Spaciard is hers.’

From that momeant her beauty assumed a gew
character w his eyes, and a new and brillant
world openied un the instent before his mind—a
world ot light and beauly, where Mary’s image
reigned supretne.  Unconscious of the changed
feelings of lier auditor, yet somebow impressed

* Were I but assured,” has he some-|.

‘plan of correspondence for wy friead.? .

with a notion that in her intercourse with a com-
parative stranger she should be more guarded ia
giving expression. to her sentimenis, she said ip a
calm vorce—

¢ It 1s unfortunate for my gratitude that I cao-
nof, signor, invite thee to pay me a wisit at my
bome. But my grandmother has so great a hor-
ror of Popery and all Popish people that it were
risking the loss of her favor and protection were
I to venture to ask one of thy nation to enter .
her house. In fact, the very mention of thy so-
vereign as his Most Catholic Majesty is sufficient
10 excite her Mll-humor. And yet | would fain
see more of my brother’s friead while he sojouras
in London.’ .

* Nay, but you shall see more of hin—we

gy that surprised and startied Mary, causing ber .

ius alnost involuntary exclamation, the Spaniard,
bastly added: ¢.As.I purpose lo remain but a

see the Lady Mary.agaw, in order to arrange a . .

. . O] . > : N
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part not here,’ cried Don Pedro, with an ener-. -

instinctively to draw back. Seeing the,eﬂ‘ect‘bf' .

(ew days longer-in'this.city. 1 must endeavor. to . ..



