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TURLOGH O’BRIEN;
- on, _
oHE FORTUNES OF AN [RISH SOLDIER.
‘rcHAPTEk 1.1V.—OF GLINDARRAGH CASTLE AND
“7 . ALL WHO MET THERE.

The events which follow'ar_e .mzit!er of hi;tory._
The siege and treaty of Limerick—the death of
the Duke of Tyrconnel—and the ¢ flight of the
Wild Geese,” as tradition still calls the depart-
ure of the Irish regiments for the shores of France,
to fll, as they at'terwards’ did, all Europe "with
the renawn of the Irish Brigade—on these events
we peed not dwell.  But oue intervening occur-
repce of a private kind, and of small interest,
\ndeed, to the reader, though of some importance
to our tale, 1t is bere necessary to record ; this
is the death of old Sir Thoinas Ne}'llle -now
past a full mouth or more~—and to which, as an
ory fact, and as such only (without dis-
to his memory) allusion has now been

explanal
respect

smade. . .
It was ia the wonth of October, 1691, that

the French ship in which S?rsﬁeld was about to
embark, floated with her white canvas sp}'ead,_ou
the bosom of the noble Shanaon. Slandxpg with
oue foot on the gunwale of the bpar, which was
about to row him to the vessel’s side, Lon_] Lu-
‘can, for the last time, wrung the hand of Tur-
i O'Brien. o
Had you done otherwise,’ he said, in conclu-
sion, ¢ 1 should never have forgiven you; and
what is wore, neither would the king. You have
redeemed your engagements to his Majesty well
" and nobly ; honor imposes on you now another,
and, 1'trust, a bappier allegiance, May she to
whom it is due, prove all that rumor says of her
—] can wish'you no greater happiness. Rewmem-
per all I’ve said to you of iriends and country ;
and so, farewell—farewell.’ _ :

The boat skimmed the blue waves of the glo-

. rious -river—a few mmnutes more, and the tall

- vessel lloated down with wind and tide ; the no-
ble exile, as he stood upon the quarter-deck,
waving - bis hat to the friends who watched hus
departure, under the shadow of that now desert-
ed fortress—the aucient town of Limertck—
which bis eaergy and daring had so well de-
fended. : _ ‘

Turlogh O’Brien having watched the depar-
ing vessel until the figures upen her deck grew
dim and indistinct, mounted his charger, Roland,
and was soon far upon his way to Glindarragh
Castle. ) .

Upon the same day it was, that Sir ilugh'’s
carriage, in which“travelled lmsell aad his
daughter, Grace Willoughby, also c§ppro.acht_ed‘
though by a dilferent route, the castie of Glin-
darragh. )

The last wmles of a journey, especialiy when
it is 1o end with home, are wnvariably the most
itksome. The roads were broken, and the pro-
gress of the veiucle in which he sal. so intolera-
bly tedious, that the old lknight's impatience
could brook it at length no fonger. He descend-
ed on fool, to cross the flelds by a pathway
which, traversing the now desolate farm of Drum-
gunniol, led pretty directly to the bridge of Glin-
darragh. ' S -

As the old man strode frmly through the
straggling bushes, and warked the blackened
ruins of lhe farm-liouse—these striking memo-
rials of the troublous times so lately passed sug-
gested wresstibly  their corresponding  associa-
tions of persons and of adventure—associations
which haunted Sir Hugh, uatil, as he walked
through the shadowy ruins of the oid abbey of
Glindarragh, he involuntary exclaimed—

« Unhappy wretch — ili-fated Tisdal/ what
chance, I wonder, has befallen him.’

He was startingly answered by & groan ; aud
looking a little to the left, he saw, at a distance
of but a few yavds before him, seated upon 2
fragment of some distodged and ruined tomb, the
identical Tisdal with whom lis imagination even
then was busy ; lus hair growa thin and grey ; his
lank hands supporting Ins stooping head, and his
dress soiled and tattered—a spectacle, indeed, of
wretchedress. . _

Sir Hugh looked fixedly upon him, and, pec-
haps, something of pity softened the sternness of
his regard. .

The man—wbo had,indeed, seen him as he
approached—arose, and turning sullenly away,
walked some paces slowly .into the ram. He
stopped,” however — hesitated — returned, and
threw mself at his ofd palron®s teet. Strange
and various were the impulses which crossed the
mind of old Sir Hugh as he bebeld this spectacle.
His generous nature triumphed, howerver, andin a
f deep sorrow he called on tum to rise.—
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It was long ere that call was answered. B
A strange conversation ensues ! it concivded
thus—- -« T S
¢ Tt seems, wdeed, the: wisest, il nol “the only
“course.- 1eft for you;’ said Sic Hugh. ‘In the

. .new world, with the ocedn belween you  and the-

. scenes of -all your troubles and-remorse, you will
. have sécunty at least, if not happiness. Of jour

property here 1- willhecome’ the - purchaser.—-
Agree with “my alforney in Dublin—you know |
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bim well—and for your present necessities take.}

this.’ : :

Sir Hugh placed some gold in his hand as he
spoke. The wretched man was unable to an-
swery At last he sad— C

¢ A wretch like me has no blessing to give ; —
but—but your own heart will bless you for this)’

He turned abruptly, as it seemed, unwithing to
trust hunself with another word, and walking
hurriedly through the mouldering walls, was soon
out of sight ; but the.old knight thought he heard
hiin sobbing as he wens,

Oh, how inmeasurably happier was Sir Hugh,
as be pursued his homesward path, than if he bad
turned sterply away from the prostrate. though
guilty, suppliant.

3 > -

The happiaess of that day no words of ours
can paint, What blessings, what ¢ welcomes
back again,’ what tears of joy! Old.Sir Hugh
—simple and eager as a boy in s delight—at-
tended by his favorite dogs—bounding and yelp-
ing tound him 1 affectionate ecstacies, and by
many a beaning face of Lumble friendship—re-
visits his horses and his hawks, handles once more
his trusty birding-piece, again tries the spring
and balance of his pet trout-rod, and, in short,
like an emancipated schoolboy, tet loose upon the
vet untried delights of hehday time, hovers
rapturous uncertainty among the conflictiug at-
tractions of a hundred joyous and familiar sports.
As thus be whiles whote hours away, whiel By
almost like wminutes, (Grace, ence more, with her
otd nurse, signs in Ler quaint, darksome chamber.
Those who had not seen her since she went forth,
{uil two years since, might mark some change,
though not unpleasing, m the buoyant, impetuous
girl who then departed —something subdued, more
tender, though not sadder, in the rich nobleness
of her beauty ; her high and graceful carriage

bad more of settled dignity ; her affections, too,

not warmer, but more disciplined ; yet was she
stil more simple, true, generous as ever, ouly
she bad grown less a girl and more a woman.

+ Well, well, a cushla,” said the old woman,
archly, as she held up her tremulous finger, and
looked with a puckered smile into the blushing
face and laughing eyes of her darling 5 ¢ did not
I suy the ofd song was coming out ; if 1t did not
comne true one ‘way, it will another. There Le
stood on Glindarragh bridge, sure eaough, and
the leaf of the shamarogue in the bone of his
forehead~as who can deny that same, and the
juwel on bus arm ; it’s well I mind that night, for
the jewel was ycurself, mavourneen, that hung
so beautitul round hus arm, that frightful evening.
The Lord be thanked that it’s over, and gone for
ever and ever; an’ a bright, precious, glorious
jewel you were, an’ are, my colieen beg inoe.—
An’ under the old ball, sure enough, where the
cider, an’ the beer, an’ the butter, an’ all
the rest, is stored away—for though they calt
it the store-loft mow, the old hall it is—
an’ the hall you might hear the old people callin’
it to this day—under the hall, sure enongh, he
stabled his horse, an’ into the castle he’s coming
now for good ; and’ so the old song’s come frue,
and’ all’s out but the endin’ of it. Well, weli,
ye can hnish that betwixt ye; and if the castle
ever goes away from the O'Briens agin—for the
want of an heir, at least—it's your own fault,
you rogue, ap’ no one else’s —mind my words j—
for there is not a handsomer or a cleverer gen-
tleman ia Ireland’s grounds, than ‘that same Co-
lonel-—that same Tuarlogh Duv O'Briea.’

Ere the blushing and half-laughing girl could
chide ler old nurse, the clang of horse’s bools
were heard in the court-yard—

“He’s coming, he's here,” she cried; and
starting up, she threw her arms about the old
woman’s neclr, and kissed Lier again and agai;
and then ran with a bounding neart aad a glow-
ing cheek, down to the stately parlor, with it
dark wainscotling and uts solemn fles of ances-
tral portraits.

There, among those old family wmemaorials,
stood the breathing representative of that new
alliance; which was to bury in lave’s oblivion, all
the feuds and disorders of the past. Ves, "Lur-
logh O'Brien—bappy, thrice bappy, in the true
love of this devoted, and beauteful girl, with tu-
multuous greeting folds her to his beart, avd,
with - the privilege of the betrothed, lusses her
burniog cheelc—nay, kisses her very lips, Oh,
joyous-Inecting ; ob, " ecstacy unatterable; too
witdly happy for tears—too deep for laughter;

yet trembling and  gushing with the mysterious :
confluence of both; what raptures of affection in ,i

every look; what boundless tenderness i the
hushed tones of every word. »
T.eave we them to talk together, to look on

'one apotber—to -talk and ook, and look and

talk .again, -in fullness of happisess, while hours
untold fiy by with giddy speed. S
“Alags ! there is one for whom this welcome
hour hath brought ao joy ; who sits lonely and
sorrow-stricken in the midst'of the general hap-
pioess. . Near the deserted mill, upon the woody
slope, io ‘that quaint cottage, sheltered by, tufted
thorns aud kaotted oaks, n_nd_'wooed‘and sung to
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by the wayward stream—sits in the lone case-
" ment a pale, faded, but still beautiful creature.—
Her wan cheek leans upon ber little hand. Her
deep, dark eye waaders from the waring bramble
to the foanung stream, hut vacautly, for images
unseen by others fill its sad vision, and wet s
tashes with glittering tears.,

Alas! poor little Phebe—lonely, lonely watch-
er—desolate and gentle creature—hoping ever
on, in spite of sorrow and cold neglect, and long
delays. Alas! shall joy ever more light up thy
pale fage witlh smues ; shall the day ever come,
indeed, when he shall fold thee to his heart again
~—when his soice shall murmur the charmed mu-
sic of his boundless love into thy longing ear—
when his lips shall kiss away thy tears, and bid
thee grieve no more; or is the bope, the one
hope on which thy very life haz sung. after all,
but an iflusion? o .

Hark ! the uawonted clank ot horse’s boof
disturbs the day-dream of the solitary mourner;
and now a step upon the stair; a voice—oh !
blessed sound !—oh, heaven ; can it be? Like
a startled bird, toward that voice she flies, and,
with one wild cry of joy, drops senseless into
Percy Nevifle’s arms..

My wife——my Jarling—my adored—my owna!
and § and do I see you >—ant do L hoid you fast,
indeed ; indeed, once more > Dhebe, darhing
Phebe, speak to me !—look up f—it is [, Percy,
your own Percy. who will never, never, while lie
lives, pari from you more?

Weeping ; oh, how bitterly ! with very ecstacy
of joy, ber thin arms strained ahout his reclk,
sohbing and nestling in his bosom she lay.

¢ Aud could you, could you think your own
Perey would ever, of his chotce even for an hour
leare you? Ob, could you think that all the
warld would tempt me to forsake you, dearest, iny
own, my idohzed ” Yes, darling, smile—sule
through your tears ; for we are met, mdeed, never
again— oh, never, while we live, to part P

(h, what rapture ot affection ! what greetings !
what tears and blessings! whit hopes for long
and happy years to come! hopes, unlike too many
of thewr buman kindred, destined to be realised.
What confidence, what mmngled tears and smiles
—what shall we say 7 Better to hold our peace,
and leave these to the kindly reader’s fancy.

P
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Never in the Hall of Glindarragh was wed-
ding feast halt so joyous before. 'The old knight
sat again at the kead of his board, the very m-
pessonation of gracious hospatality and cordial
welcome, Grace and Turlogh O'Brien, as be-
seems the bride and hridegroom, at his right, and
at his left Percy Neville and his own sweet
Phebe ; and beyond them good friends and neigl-
bors true, and tepants ard dependants. What
hilarity, what bappiness, what biushing and quiz-
zing and fauglter and toasting—what clattering
of kmves and forks, what a huzxaing medley of
many voices, what booming and squeaking of a
full dozen of bagpipes, at least, straining in pre-
paration fur the coming dance, outside in the
lobbies ; what a jostling and crossing and confu-
stor of servanis, and not one seur or gloomy face
to be seen ameng them all. Even Dick Goslin’s
sallow countenance glowed faintly in the reflect-
ed radiation of the geaeral jollity and good hu-
mor, while Tim Dwyer in good fellowstup and
agreeability, absolutely overdid himself; and, as
he was after heard to-remark, despawed of ever
coming up to it again, or anything like it, to his
dying day. ‘

But all tius was nothing to Con Donovan; he
was a sublimation of humself; lus grandeur was
never so grand before, bis smiles never so lumin-
ous, lis jolces were irresistible : the very tsvinkle of
hiseges bewitching ; hie portliness seemed to hove
expanded and reunded ; the very whiteness of bis
hair was whiter, and the redness of his face tnore
rubicund, Ife was Con Donoven intensified and
exaggerated a bundred-fold, as he stood, abso-
lutely radwting with a kind of glory around ki,
behind the chair of his indulgent and beloved old
master. Tbis 13, ipdeed, dehightlul, when every
face youtook upon beams with the glow of cor-
dial, kindly merriment—when the tidesof sym-
pathy, fike springs unlocked i sudden haws,
gush genially and unrestrained ; and aff (be clat-
ter and vude uproar of jolly sound is harmonized
by some soft undercurrent ot pervading melody,
as tt were the sweel smiging of so many hearts
‘from very joy. Here, then, ere yet one coming
Lolnud bine theawn its shadow over the scene, drop
we she curlain upon Lhose aclors, with whom e
have grown familiar, and from whom the writer,
tat least, now parts for ever wilh something lilce
fregrat, '

A

Yuther O'Gara continued to hold his place oy
almooer “after his regiment. bad been taken into
the pay of France. He accompaaied them thro’
several contunental campaigns, and fiaally retired
itto an’ humble monastery in the north of [taly—
in whase library ure, we believe, still-to he seen;
séveral voluines inscribed with hig name. Tlmas

UARY i7,

‘wild roses. * This folly aroused Nicolo from bis'
“dreams. Fle smiled, almost jojyously, and smoothi-
ing down lier loag tangled curls with his band, !
said, softly— ' R

L4

lwhere be subsisted, nominally, upon his.wratch-'

T

i Tulbot, retired . to. the court.,;of.‘-.;s‘t,.‘.:'_Gerln:i'i{\'?',.' .
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ed peasion, but in reality upon play, at which he
was an adept—and which maintained him in
those debauched and expensive courses to which
he was addicted—until at last his vicious career
was suddenly cut short, and be was found, early
one orning, in a narrow lane, in an obscure,
pact of Paris, lying stark and stiff, in a pool of
blood—his body pierced with a hundred wounds,
and his broken sword still griped in his cold band,
attesting the characteristic resofution with which
he had contended for his hife.

The fate of Miles Garrett was somewhat ve- |
markable. When Ryan, familiarly known as
Ned of the Hill, retired to the Slievepbelim
mountaivs, the centre of the ancient patrimouy
of the O'Moel Ryans (the sept whose represeu-
tattve he claimed to be) none of the bordering
proprietary suffered at all so severely anl so0
often from his predatory excursions, as did the
renegade proprietor of Lisnamoe. Bitterly did
Miles Garrett resent the pillage which thimned
his broad pasturcs of their choicest kine aud
hotses; but unable with such a retinue as 'uu,’g
ueaided, could command, io contend against the !
numerous band which the rapparee kept cou-'
stantly about him, he secretly arranged a phn |
by whick te and two netghboring gentlemen,
Waller, of Castle Waller, and Bourke, of Glm- |
bally, were to meet upon the beights overloaking .
Murce, and thus to concentrate thwir forces for
pursutt on the nest alarm. Tz was not long
deferred.  One fine autumn worning, the * herds’
cawme ruaning inte the castle of Lusnamoe, with
news that the outlaw and his men were deiving !
off the cattle. Messengers were despatched in
hot ha.te to those who had protnised their assist-'
ance ; and Miles Garrett and lus men, making 1,
long sweep to intercept the outlaw’s relreat, i
halted ut the head of Cappercullen Glen, over- |
hanging the litile village of Muroe. Flere, hav- |
ing dismounted, Garrett pursued the-tanaled and !
narrow path which wound along the edge of the |
prectpitous glen, descending toward the villuge |
from which quarter the. expected asustance wos.
to arrive. Tradition says, that on turning o
carner ot this precarious and guldy path, he was
encountered, face to face, by the rapparee him-
self. A brief and deadly struggle instantly en-
sued, in which, Garrett’s footing failing him, 1he
outlaw ran him through the body with his rapier.
‘Whether the wound were a mortal one or pot,
the result was the same ; for, standing upon the
salient angle of the pathway—suspended a hun-
dred feet and more above the craggy hase,
among whose rocks a swolleu wmcuntain stream
was flashing aud foaming—he reeled backward,
and fell over the unguarded edge of the preci-
pice. Headlong through the air he tumbled,
and touching a branch i his fall, turned over,
and so, head downward, reached the rocky bed
of the torrent, where his skull was shattered like
a gourd ; and ke lay huddled together among the
stopes and foam until hours after, the ghastly
corpse was found by children gathering /iahans
in the depths of that lonely dingle.

THE END,

NICOLO PAGANINI. -

A May day under the bright enchantmg sky’
of Traly, what a charm it has! We children of
the Nerth cannot account for it; we cun feel it
only in our dreams. [t is there that the earth puts
or her brightest robes, and,illumined by the softest,
most brilliant rays of the 'sun, sppears to her
best advantage ; 1t is there that the air is filled
wuth fragrant odor, and even the heart of man,
softened by the splendar which meets his eye at
every gaze, expands; it glows and rejolces in
the fullness of Joy. A cold, stern couatenance
15, in Ttaly, as great a rarity as an icicle. ‘

In this glorious country, one day in May, in
the year 1723, a youth was seated on the beach
near the town of Genon, intently gazing at the
unooth serface befare hus. He was about Llen
years of age; huis form slight, bis finely cut face
pale and strongly contrasting with the ravea
focks (hat clustered thickly round lus brow ; his
eyebrows stroagly marked, and {rom beneath
them fBashed a par of large black eves—eyes
wonderfully changing their expressioe ; now flash-
ing with anger—-pride ; now mournfully soft—
sad as death.

A child's sweet silvery voice suddenly broke
i upon the stilluess, acd interrupted the pouthful
dreamer. '

" ¢ Nicolo, you naughty boy, where have you
been all this afternoon ¥’ and she kissed bim re-
peatediy, while her large, soft brown ‘eyes ten-
derly sought s’ face, and. she suddenly over-
showered hiw with orange-blossoms, myrtle, and

41 escaped from faiher, for a little while, Gia!'

netta, I wanted to'dream for a few’ hours i’

this lonely spot.

" Dog't you kito® this' is my i
vorite resart' P - o T L oo

kill you. Mother often says'so, and I know she
is right. She says you are not strong; that
your inteuse love for music will' wear eut your
life, even if your father does not succeed in work-
ing you to death. lle gives you no rest dight -
day ; it st kill you.?

* No it will not,’ smid Nicolo, firmnly. ¢You
must not think so. Tshall not die! [ capnot
die until [ have grown up to be a great man,
greal anan, Gianetta. [ am not wesk; look
here.’

He rose. 1lis form seemed to grow, lus eyes
flashed, and a strange smile ilimninated las counts-
narce.  He put forth his arm, and grasping Gia-
netta firinly, rarsed her from the ground and peld
her out over the waves that were dashing rouad
s feet.  She did not tremble, but a low, soft
sigh eseaped her lips when he again put her to
the ground, She kept her eyes fixed on him,
without uttering a word.  Saon, however, ner
tongtie wus again at work, She talked of all
her little plans, her birds, her flowers, and when
Ntcolo, instead of attending. again allowed lis
thoughts to strag, a kiss, a tap of the tiny hand
of the beautiful little éreature, hnmudiately
roused Lim,

Thus they <at, Nicalo’s stera old-younz facz a
sud contrast to the happy. bisoming countenanee
beside Wim, Q) the ray< of the setting cun, whish

were shedbing their golden hight wionnd them,

had fled, and night came on, Then they wa'ked,
(:lns]‘-ing sach other’s tands, througn the ~teevts 1
the towo, " Tu une of themn su;ml,nmm-ile ta
eath other; and oferrun with vines, 1wo nouses.
One of them was Granetta’s howme, the other
Nicolo>s. A fond *wood night) and the chd-
deen parted.  They went inj the boy 19 meet
the reproaches of his stern parent; Ginnnetta to
be welcomed by i kiss and’ a tender sinbrace
from ler mother, who liad loug antious'y neen
expecting the return of her wild duiling.

On cutening bis lonely room, Nicolo heveld a
deep sigl, then quickly twew up the window fa
letin the cool evening sir. e took train its
case an old violin, and pressing it passionaiely to
his heart, commenced 10:play.  The clear, pe-
culiarly aflecting tones soon filed the-luttle cell
-with a flood of harmony; il it seetned as twough
the walls must burst,  With the first sound that
wssued from the instrument, a very large spider,
beautifully marked, emerged from the cine leaves
clustering round the window. )

¢ Weleome, my Silvercross,” whispered Nicolo,
and stretching ont ks hand, put the spider on
the neck of the instrument. Tt clung tightly to
the strings, and without agam moving hateped 10
the sounds Nicolo'was calling torth. ~ He played
till his arm grew lame, till ins eyelids began (0
droop, and the first beams of the rising sun were
stealing into his little room. He laid aside bis
violin and carried the spider to the window. Tt
soon disappeared among the leaves. And row
a feeling of desolation aud intense longing crept
over Nicoln, as wax a’ways the case when this
peculiar little friend nad feft him.  He dearly
doved the little creature, who at the firsi sound
ot the violia came forth frow 1ts hiding-place, to
which it did not return till the last sound died
away. At times, when, Nicolo, lost in a deep
revery, dreaming of the fulfinent of his fondest
hiopes, his most ambitious desires, unwittingly
drew his band across -the strings of his viofin,
Silvercross. would glide in quickly, softly, and
touch “his hand, Even ths nark  of aff-ction
from a spider touched bis-heart ; he .would cinse
his eyes, and for a moment try to forget that be
had no one to Yove him, His father, at the same
tine his 1eacher, was a stern, cold-hearted wan.
Micolo could but fear, not love tun.  His kind,
gentle suother had fong beeu dead.  Boys of his
awn uge seemed to ~taud ia wwe of him.  (iia-
netta was his onte companing, and Nicolo’s heart
was divided equally between her wud Silcercross,
the spider; the lalter, however, wos no lavorite
of Gianetta's. .

¢ Spiders are witches,’ ske olten savl. ¢ Lcan-
not hear them.

And the spider seemed to frel that it was not
wanted, and never left its hiding-place when Gia-
nettn was with Nicolo. At such times the httle
girl woulld creep into a corner and. listen to the
music with breathless attention; and she was
never satished to have bim cease playing. And
when bis arm grew too tired, she would -beg for
a stery:; To-have him relate some wild ghost
story, or bloody legend, or to'bave him. talk of
his.own wild dreams, .ot his ambitious plans for
the future, seemed perfect happiness to the little
girl.. She never-grew weary of hstening, oever
wterrupted - him; aad- ansiwered only. with ber
large meluing eyes, and by - pressing bis: bot, fe-
-verieh band ‘between her.own. .. -

Oae 'dily bis father had:beéed cruelly torment-
ing' hiin ‘for many hours;- by making him-play the
‘most monotoilols éxercisés 3 lie was - tired almost
' ‘deathiyscarcely ablé to inove' his arui'or bands;
‘bi& Hend ‘biirning, and " his eyes glowing with an
uniatural brightoess. " He suddenly* heard some ~

" 7Phe chilt did aot beed i}igiqdésfidﬂ;’_, R

‘one’ éxll._ to 'hiin* 'repe Tt wag: Ginnetta’s

‘Your Tather is,a cruel'man: T kiow he will

to him" répeatediy. ‘Tt !
molher.".Gigipe‘ttaf bad beentaken ill witha fever.




