
K8.

his father's great

vill be enough of

the rough-spoken

j's well used to it,

iih (learg aboo !— -

Owen ttoe
!"

jstollxs McMthon
)w the first man in

bidding even from

(What more coolly

;

f can pull together

ing his thoughtful

lews now to sot us

ed by the startled

here be than those

n! matters cannot

mil, if we do not

this letter lately

10 north, one Free-

covenanting array

sre every Papist in

he banquet,"* said

rith taking all our

'. Truly they treat

war formed abroad,

lared at a put lio en-

iild be exterminated.

THE CONFKDEBATB CIIIEKTAIN8. IS

" Yet wo submit as. lambs to their bloody oppression," said
O'Moore ea;;8rlyj "let us but turn on them with the strength
tliat Qod gave us, and you shall see thorn wither as grass before
our righteous anger!—make but a gallant sliow—rise in union
and in strength—sUind before them as men resolved—and tliey

will not dare to smite ye ! Tlie first news of our rising will bring
over supplies of all we want from the friendly courta of Europe
—our exilevl countrymen will rush to aid us with the skill they
have gained in foreign wars, and before many montlis go by, if

we but keep together as we ought, we may hunt from our shores
the ferocious beasts who fatten on our spoils and on our blood,

stand as free men on the soil that is ours by right, and worship
God after the manner of our fathers in the way we deem safe for
our soul's weal !—what say ye, friends and gentlemen ? Chief-
tains of the north ! shall we still lio motiordess under the enemy's
armed heel, and suflTer him to sweep our race from the face of
God's earth without striking even one blow for freedom or re-

venge 1 Which one of us is there whose father they have not
robbed—ay, and murdered !"—\v.a deep, impassioned voice sank
to a thrilling whisper as he spoke the hideous word, and whether
by accident or design he turned his eloquent eyes full on McMa-
hon, whose immediate ancestor, McMahon of Dartrey, had ac-
tually beon hung in front of his own door'* in the stormy days,
yet fresh in all men's minds, when Hugh O'Neill was waging his
heroic but unequal war against the giant power of Elizabeth.
McMahon rose, and with flushed cheek and flashing eye gave his

band to O'Moore :
" Such aid as I can give, Rory, you shalfhave—

the cause is just, and the God ofjustice will ble.ss our arms—we were
no men, either you or I, could we forget Dartrey or Mullaghniast.f

* Conld Philip O'Reilly have lookoi into the future but a fow yonrg
he would havs seen a venerable chieftain of hig own race banging
from a tree, within sight of his orrn castle windows, durini^ the bloody
Cromwellian period. These horrible tragedies are, and will over b«
traditional in Ulster.

'

t Every reader of Iriah history is familiar with tho story of the
treacherous murder of tho O'Moorea at tho Rath of Mullaghmiut. It
i) one of the bliickost pages in the annals of British rule in Ireland.


