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CHAPTER VI.—THE OUTLAW’S COTTAGE.

[t was near sunset on the evening of the
jourtls day when the detachment enl(‘ex"cd. llle'c‘()(l-
iges of Fertullagh, the estate of Richard T'yr-
ell. The troops, weary after thfzxrl l(":'pg and
rapid march, were glad to encainp foi‘a few days
10 recruit their strength. ents were pitched,
«entinels placed, and pulrvls appogu;cd lro‘ scour
the glens and crags in 1he'.v1cmxl_\'. . J.yrr‘e}l,'
having made all secure, fed his companiaus frgrfl
e camp, and followed a bridle path, which
wound in a serpentine course toward th(; top of a
thickly-wooded hill which Tzretcbcd s green
foliage 1o the very back of the camp, When
they had reaclied a smu!l level space in l.lne steep
ascent, both halted, as ff by inutual justinet, to
naze upon Lhe scene which lay beneath them in
;H its vernal benuty.- An exclamation 9! sur-
prise escaped from ()’Connor'z.xs he cast his eyes
aver a scene of desolation, like’ that presented by
the classic Scio, after the visit Qf the Cap_t_am
Dasha, with his fierce Osmanli. Qn a beautiful
areen knoll, which seemed‘ from its even, slop-
ine sides, more the creation of art than of nature,
arose the blackened walls of what appeared to
tave been once a lordly stronghold. Around
the base of this, in little groups, were -clustered
(e rums of the cottages, which had once been
filled with stout vassals, now blackened and de-
cayed, but crumbling slowly and rgluctantly, as
if Toth to give up the hope of a brighter fuh.n'e.
Scattered over the valley, in every direction,
could be seen the bare rafters of some little cot-
lage, surrounded by its cluster of aged a'sh or
sycamore trees, whic}} ;eemed, as Davns has
sung of a later and a similar scene, o' be— -
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——— ¢ Like mourners watching,
And cronauning with the breeze”

i You wonder,”” said ‘Lyrrell, sadly, ¢ that
Richard Tyrrell hath no better road than this
leading to his castle. T.ook ‘at those blackened
walls. Yonder was the eyrie of my fathers—a
nome for the homeless, and a terror to our ene-
wmies for ages, till the bloody Cosby made it
what it is—a heap of ruins. Juook upon those
crumbling cabins ! Once they were filled with
Jtout hearts, and arms that drew the’ skica but
at my bidding : now, not a curl of smoke ascends
from a single clumney—not a &erne hastens to
light the beacons—not a shrivelled grand-daine
sdvances with a prayer and a blessing for her
master ! 1 was on a pulgrimage to” Loch Derg
when the maddening news reached me of the
sack of my castle, the massacre of my vassals,
and the flight of my wife and child. I flew-dn
wings of despair to my beloved Wertullagh. 1t
was the waste which now lies before us! I
bastened to where my wife was concealed in this
very hill, and arrived in time to receive her
dying benediction, and to kiss her pale lips, ere
the soul had passed between. Can the world
bear our story, and blame us for seeking ven-
seance? Can heaven see. our sufferings, and not
smile upon our cause? The Tyrrell hath yeta
son who is nobly sustaining the "bonor of his
name in the army of Tyrconnell ; he will be
proud of your {riendship, and will love youas a
hrother.”

The Chief seemed struggling to repress his
emotion, but in vain. Down that cheek, furrow-
ed by many a rude blast, and which had never
blenched amid the noise and smoke of many a
hard-fought battle, a single pearly drop rolled.
It was only onc. ' I'he next nivinent the cloud
bad rolled away, and he'Was again the stern war-
rior, .o : S
“ Come, my friend;’l he saud, “ the same faith-
ful fellow who protéctéd iy wife yet keeps
home for s outlaived master ; and if the Sas-
scnach hath not’ gone before us, I can promise
you a friendly wulppme.” v . )

So saying, he turned his horse’s head, . and led
the way up the untravelled path whick’ grew al-
most imperceptible when they had reached the
crest of the hill. Diving into the wood, and
brushing their way through the thick under-
growth, they at length stood before 2 small but
neat cottage, half hidden among the overbang-
ing branches., A young maiden was engaged
tending some flowers in the little garden, uncon-
scious of their presence. The. Knight gazed
upen ber beautiful form and the long masses of
flaxen hair which veiled lier white shoulders with'
its graceful drapery, and was wondering ‘within
himself if the features of this farr apparition cor-
responded with the symmetry of her’ shape when
she turned towards them, revealing a face of
most exquisite loveliness. She’’appeared sur-
prised at their sudden appearance’; but,’, recog-

Bizing the Chief, she ran forward,: exclaimiog—

“My uncle! and was clisped in his ‘imailed:
arms. : . "-5. .
“ Do not be sb coy, sweet ane !’ said” Tyrrell,

as sbe was about to retwre. # This is'my friendy |

3

Sir Redmond O'Connor, of Glendearg, whom T
would ‘commend to your favor and friendstup.”

"The young lady received the Knight’s greet-
ing with a retiring modesty which, in his eyes,
enhanced her cbarms. As she looked up into
his handsome, wanly face, a crimson flush over-
spread her own ; it might be, becanse in this so-
fitude she had never seen its equal,  After fast-
ening their steceds to a hoary willow, which shel-
tered the cotfage with “its preen foliage, they
followed their fwiry-like gnide into the single
apartment, ’

A woman of middle zge was engaged in pro-
paring the evening mea} ; wod o5 the heavy wmml-
ed heel of Pyreell rung on the door stane, she
sprang forward and grasped him by both hands.
At the smine iime she cast @ searching lock to-
vard the Koight, which, "Tyrrell ohserving, whis-
pered—

#°Tg a friend, Iileen, whor I have brought
to partake of your swect barley bread, which I,
myself, used so much to admire.”

“ My master’s friead is always welcome,” said
Iiileen ; ¢ and what we have is at his disposal.
Better would he have it it was ours, and L hope
welcome will make amends for what we have
not.”

So saying, she hurried to spread upon the
table such fare as her larder afforded ; and while
she was so engaged, the Knight took a survey of
the room. A bright pike, a fire-lock, a long
bow, a sword, and several other implements of
war, gave evidence of a mnasculine nmate. 1le
could also see that the young girl was something
more than a daughter, from the deference paid
her by the elder fenale. e was resolving in
his own muind to have this seeming mystery clear-
ed up the first opportunity, when a step was heard
at the door, and the master of the house entered
—a gigantic man, with his dark hair hanging in
matted clfiocks upon his broad shoulders, and his
erornarl reaching and mixing with his whiskers,
far below his chin. A cap of untanned calf-skin
covered his head, and thrown carelessly on his
shoulder, was a cloak of dark liome-spun, which
half covered a stout buff coat. In his girdle
was stuck a long, two-cdged dagger, aud w lis
hand he carried a short-handled pike.  DBreeches
of leather covered s thighs, meeting at the
knees a pair of leggings of the same material,
which covered, in thew turn, a pair of rough
shoes, with dainty silver buckies ; making, alte-
gether, & strange compound between the dress
of the gentleman, the soldier and the peasant.

We have been thus anxious to bring to the
reader’s imagination the appearance of this out-
law chief, for such he was, as he i destined 19
figure prominently in this history of aurs.
. % Welcome, my master, and my master’s
friend,” he said, doffing his shagey head gear,
and extending his hard, sinewy Land to each -in
turn. “I would have ham-strung those steeds
without, but that, in crossing the hill-side, I saw
the banner of Ulster flying tn the valley below.”

 Jor your clemeney in this instance, we must
thank you, MacCostelloe,” answered Tyrrell,
smiling. “ And, now, what news of the coun-
try 7 llath anything happened since I was last
in ertullagh 7

¢« Nothing, but the usual burning and massa-
cres, which we strive, in our owa way, to repay.
But yesterday I heard from a strolling minstrel
that the Anglo-Irish of Meath, to the number of
a thousand, have gathered at Mullingar, under
the Baron of Trimbleston, with the view of
marching with the Deputy into Ulster.”

 Then, by my faith, if they do, they will find
some of their nests harried on their return,” ex-
claimed Tyrrell. ¢ But, no; they would not be
so mad as to leave us here in their midst. There
is a fong score between Barnewell and me, and I
care not how soon'it is settled. But T see our
supper is waiting for us,'and we will nét try the
patience of our good Lileen too far.”

They wanted no forcing to partake of the
bread and beef which was set before them.—
After doing justice to this, with a relish ‘which
gave evidence of previous hard fare, a large
wooden vessel of wsquchagh was placed on the
table, and scaltheen ruled the remainder of the
evening,

“ Now, MacCostelloe,” said Tyrrell, a< le
was preparing to return, * should we be forced
to fight this Barnewell, what belp may we ox-
pect from your Majesty of the hills ¥

 Faith,” replied the outlaw, «’tis litle ve!

may count on me. We have no more than a
dozen of men, and thrice that number of woinen
and children.”

«But how can that be?” interrupted the
chief. ¢ Were ye noc three score strong when
laét T was in Fertillagh 2
"« Aye; but 1t is wonderful that we should
melt .like April snow, when our life is nothing
but warfare, and. when we must put our bload in
jeopardy, for the maintenance ot those depending
on us? It was but a week since’six -of our
brave fellows were hung around the red castle of

Wingfield.” .
S How—what 7 exclaimed the Kanight.—
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“ Doth be uwlready take the {aw in his own lrivcr. In the meantime I will retire betore them

hands ¥

% You are a stranger in those paris,” returned
the outlaw, smiling, “or you would know that
the Celt bath no merey in Lezinster, much fess
an outlaw.”

“ s true,” said the Kaighr, T atn but a
stranger 5 bul swith the blessing of God T will
nat long remain s0.”

“Teis already Jute,” remarked the clief, © vl
we must to the carp, lest we e cmghit Jeeping,
when we feast expect it.”

On the way back, the Krigh
@ deep interest i the * fairy
ealled lier, igquired of Tyrretl Listery,

“ Fler history, alas! s the history of thon-
sauds, 1 this land of ours,” said the chief, with:
a sighy “This ¢ leiry eottager” as you have
called her, is my nicce.  Sheis daugater of my
only sister, Isoline, who was married to Cabir
O'More, of Leix. It is hardly necessary to say
that he, with one hundred and eighty of his king»-
men were wurdered tn the castle of Mullach by
the false Cosby. This Brian MacCostelloe was
a vassal of his house, and leaving his own three
sons weltering in their blood, eseaped with the
tidings to his mistress.  Poor thing ! she was not
fitted to cope with her overwhelming misfortune,
and gradually she faded and died, leaving to the
care of MacCostelloe the fair Alice, -who was
then but a child. Smce then she has grown up
in this wilderness in solcitude ; and thé promises
and eatreaties of her uncle could not make her
leave this home of ler fosterage for a. refuge in
the 'strongest castle of Tyrone.” .

“ Lut could we not prevail on  MacCostelloe
to go with us to Ulster ?”

“ T, faith, we might as well try to move the
Rock of Cashel. Ile has sworn to remain in
Fertullagh and be a scourge to the usurpers as
long as he can wield a pike; and ke is one to

i fadd rakaen

oy RN A
cottaget, o8 hie

‘keep lis promise, with a vengeance.”

'I'ke conversation was here dropped, and sepa-
rating, they took different routes around the
camp to see that all was right. Nothing dis-
turbed the stillness of the night, but the mutrer-
ed song of the sentinel, as he kept his sleepless
waltch. : i

aving gone the rounds of the encampmnent,
O*Connor retwrned to lus tent; and, wrapping
bis cloak about him, he fay down on the smooth
grass, and was soon lost to everything but the
forw of sweet Alice, which kept “hovering about
bis bed, like a guardian ange! of the night.

The next morsing he swas again at the cot-
tage, and every day while the armny remained at
Fertullagh, his steed might be seen champing his
bits under the willow tree, while "his master and
his fair companion enjoyed many a lonely ramble.
Were we merely writing a love tale we cnuld
give a couple of chapters of those delightf:l con-
versations ; but as we are detailipg history, it is
enough to say that before many days had fled,
O’Cennor had declared his love,"and was accept-
ed.  When he returoed to the camp that even-
ing, the sharp eye of Tyrrell detected a ribhon
partly concealed in the Knight’s/hreast.

“ ()'Connor,” said his friend, 1 have rare
news for you. It seems Barnewell himeelf would
not stoop to gain a victory over our twenty score
of men, and hath deputed his cub to give us a
drubbing in his stead. I have just now received
the news of their approach, and we may expect
an attack in the morning.” ~

“T am glad of it,” answered the Knight.--
“This blade of mine,is rusty for lack of employ-
ment, and that mace—a present from Benito—
alinost forgets that it ever left its place at the
saddle bow. My poor charger, too, hath lost
his proud Spanish step, and now crawls beneath
me like the veriest garron.”

“ Now, T would attribute that,” replied the
chief, jocosely, “fo his standing so often at
MacCostelloe’s.  Doolit man, do not blush <o,
or that scarlet fuce will betray you. That rib-
bon you have hidden so carelully reveals the
cause of your frequent visits'to the cottagel—
But of this at another time, We must gain
some rest if we would do battle on the morrow.”

Aud, kneeling down side by side, those two
stern wayriors poured out their souls in prayer—
a strange contrast to us of the present day, who
must reject this humble Christian exercise, if we
would be thought szen !

CHAPTER VI.—TYRRELL'S PASS.

“When the Knight awoke in the wmorning, the
hoarse roll of the drum was calling the men to
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CTyeredl retiving slowly before thew,

arms. e donned his armor ‘with the aid of
Fereus, and mounting hLis horse, galloped to the |
road, where he found the men hurrying from all
quarters, and forming in a colums of march.— |
‘I'be brave Tyrrell was alrcady there, torming, |
arranging, ‘and addressing the men. Leading |
O’Connor aside, he pointéd along the road, where
the van of the Lnglish was seen advancing ; the
bright rising sun reflecting on their muiled ranks.

% Yonder- they come!. O’Counuor, and- here
is my planof action. You will take half the
men 2nd proceed to yonder wooded pass. Con-

!
!
i

‘ceal them in the hollow. on the right, next the

1859.

with the remnainder.  As soon as they have pass-
ed yowr concealment, do yon churge upon their
rear, and we will give the ravens such a feast as
Fertullagh hath not seen in many a duy. Ismy
plan o good one ?”

“Ttis good, and [ will do yow bidding 3 but

s would rather fight them where we stand.?

# But, remember, we are but one to three i —
asd being flash and Blood, we imust e what
vautage Ciod gives us”

8o heat)” venlied the iXnight, us e put hin-
seli” wt the head of the men and led them o the
place appointed, which was a wooded glen  be-
tweer the road and & swmall river which lowed
Meanwhile, the Inglish, sceing theie
prey about io eseape, quickened thoie wavenen?,
All went
e had foresecn.  In their enthuwsasin asd
cagerness of pursait, the ranks of his opponents

near,

QN

rushed jato the narrow gorge, which bas siuce
received the naise of # Uyrrell’s Dass)” o me-
mory of the victory. O'Comnor waited iwpa-

Ctiently until the last file bad passed Lis ambus-

cade, when turning to lus fellowers, he said—

“Give them a shower of lead and let the
brand do the rest.”

One volley was fived, as the Irish left their
hiding place and rushed upon the foe with a shout
of vengeance, which the war-ery of Tyrrell
echoed from the front. DTlaced between two
fires, the Knglish balted in bewilderinent. There
was no escape, and they must eithier cut their
way through or fall where they stood.

“ A Barnewell ! A Barnewell ™ shouted their
leader, as he rode from side to side, animatmy
them by voice und example. ¢ Tyrrell aboo!”
was heard fromn the Irish side as the chief and
his veterans attacked them, sword in hand ; while
O’Conncr, shouting his battle-cry, rushed upon
their rear.  No quarter was asked or given.—
The one party fought with the fury of despair ;
the other with that deadly hatred which a long
course of wrong and oppression had inspired.—
Barnewell fought with a bravery worthy of a
better cause, \Where the battle raged thickest,
and the clashing of steel was loudest, there did
his plume wave above the crowd, and his voice
encourage themn to desperate daring. Dutting
himsell at the head of a score of cavaliers, he
made a desperate charge, hoping to cut his way
and escape by the road he had come. The Irish,
in spite of their bravery, in spite of the super-
Luman etforts of O'Connar, were obliged to re-
tire ; but it was only inch by inch, and bearing a
trail of bicod behind them. O'Conuor in vain
tried to crush through the dense throng and con-
front the mailed horsemen. As his followers
fell, the survivors closed up their rapks, and
forined a wall of tough muscle to oppose that of
steel which strove 1o bear them down. At this
point of the fight, a shower of heavy stones fell
among the Engiish, rolling three of them from
their saddles.  O'Connor, looking up to see
whence this unexpected aid proceeded, beheld
MacCostelloe, clambering down the face of the
precipice, his sharp skiezz in his teeth, while he
grasped the shrubs with both hands. He was
‘followed by a dozen half naked outlaws, the
wind carrying their tangled hair wildly about
their fuces. As they reached the ground they
attacked the flank of the Inglish. Those in
front redoubled their fury, and Barnewell and
his men were again borne back into the Pags.—
Tiiey now formed, determined to sell their lives
as dearly as possible. DBut their courage was un-
availing. O’Connor, at the head of his stout
[ollowers, pressed them closely. Ilis steed, ren-
dered wild with the noise and shouting, plunged
madly forward, while every stroke of his sword
lud a foeman at his feet. Ile at length con-
fronted DBarnewell, and shouted to him to sur-
render.

« Never, with weapon in my band,” was the
reply, as e made the attack. * The combat was
of short duration. The Englishman’s weapon
went flying through the air, and be stood at the
mercy of nis antagonist.

¢ Yield now, Barnewell,” he shouted, hoiding
the sharp weapon to his throat. The young
Baron was obliged to made a virtue of neces-
sity and comply. The victor looked round for
another enemy, but no enemy was there. The
warrior who had left Mullingar but a few short
hours belore, full of high hope and daring cou-
rage, lay around in heaps, and one alone escaped
to carry back the tidings of defeat.

O’Connor was looking upon this bloody spec-
tacle, when Tyrrell rode up, his helmet in his
hand, and a drop of blood rolling down his cheek.

¢« Art wounded 7’ asked O'Connor anxiously,

i seeing the blood.

¢ It 15 but a scrateh, and a wash isall it
wants ; but, will those fellows rise, that you hold
your blade in readiness? I thik our fellows
dealt their blows too lustily for that.”

“Iam not thinking of that,” returned the
Knight smiling; “ but' my hand is so swollen,
that I cannot open it if T would.”

throswn into confusion, pell-mell awd they

N 0. .5()_.‘

*In good truth, it 15 s0 ! exclaimed Fyrrell,
examining the hand, which was greatly swollea.
“ Send huber the armorer,” he called to one of
his men 5 we have herea subject for his skifh.”

The armorer soon made his appearance, and
it was only when he had cut the sword-hilt thro’
with a file, that O'Connor was able to relinguish
his grasp of the weapon.”

While this was being done, "Uyerell puinted to
the brow of the i, and ws OV Connor foilowed
with his eye, e canld peeevive the fatiee o8 3
cloak disappearing wmony the treese 10 was
Alice, who, from this conenahaeni, hal werehed
the varying fortunes of tie fght.

the

W Now, auid Tyrrell, when the had oy

Pyaung Kpight tiad bien refeased, = it seiers Miee

will be anvieus torsee her i night voturn w il
and yYou G ce dn e eolinge while T e 0g the
men.” ' B

As O Comior was makig bis way over the
neaps of stain, be jcoked arounid in vain for Fer-
gus.  Vhe men were alveady engaged in curry-
g off the dead, wnd he watehed every aroup,
but no Fergits was there.  Ie was begininng to
give up the search in despair, when just as he
emerged from the crowd, be encountered his {os-
ter brother face to face; bt so metamaryhosed
that bis ovin imother would not have kuowa um.
He was covered with a coat of mire, «t least
halt an ioch in thickaess, and rouad bis face bis
hair hung dripping and watted, and o ludicrous
was his whole appearance, that 3 Comnor ¢oul
not control his Jaughtee.  Tu his hand Le copeied
a cap, with a lony eagle’s feather, upos whizh he
looked adniringly from time to time as b ap-
proache:t,

“ Hast been playing de and seck thiouzn the
bog holes 7 asked the Knight when be b ve-
covered {rom his fit of merciment.

“Ths just true,” replied Fergus with a orasc.
1 was enguged with'one of the cut-throats, und
lad some trouble in breaking bis bead. which |
at last did ; and lookmg round for anatier, [
espied a fellow making toward the bog.  Saeing
nothing dse to do, [ gave chase, us the <ailor
fellows Dave at.  As long as the ground wia
firm, I gained on lnn beantifully 3 but just ot the
eduze of the bog he jumped a quagmire, and i
attempting to foltow him, 1 plunged over fiead
and ears.  When [ got my head above the wa-
ter, thinking to put a good fuce on the maiter, )
called to hun to surrender ; but by this e Lo
was halt-way across the bog, T crawled to ths
bank and hallooed after ki, but Le ouiy ran
harder, and by this time lie must be in the seigh-
borhood of Dublin. However, T found thi~ cay,
which T will wear in memory of the owner.”

A roar of laughter from the bystanders creet
ed this story of I"ergus, in which his fostec bro-
ther joined with a good will, and after edvisiax
him to change his clothes, he proceeded oa ais
way 2od ¢ left him alone in his glory.”

Before evening, thanks to the good oflices
Dame Eileen and the smiles of Ius pretty Alica,
he could usze ius haod as freely as befors ; and
Tyrrell, with MacCostelloe and soine of his fol-
lowers, arriving about dark, the evening was
spent in bhilarity aud carousing. The worthy
MacCostelloe swallowed many a horn of usgice-
baugh in drinkiog to the success of his tunster’s
arms.

“ Why will you stifl refuse to accompany me
to a more secure asylum 7’ said O'Coanor, as he
was taking leave of Alice at' the porch. ¢ The
castle of Dungannon would be safer thar this
poor cottage.”

“ Dear Redmond,” she replied, looking up
into his eyes, “it is here my childhood was
passed, and it has become endeared to me by
the presence of those who have watched over
me, who have anticipated my every want, and
who love me as their own. Would it not be
cruel to forsake those to whom I owe so much %
No, Redmond ; do not urge me. Those cottage
walls, and the stout arm of my good father, bere,
will shield me yet a littie, till God send better
times.”

T hope it may be so, dear Alice; but since
I entered the door to-day, sometbing whispers
to me that your sweet face will not greet me on
my return.” :

“ [t is only a foreboding of fancy,” she re-
plied, forcing a smile.

T could wish it so,” replied O’Connor, ¢ and
since thou art determined, I can only commerd
you to the care of our common mother.”

So saying, he imprinted a kiss on her white
forehead, and pressing ber to his bosom, took his
leave.

¢ Hath love-making driven you blind 2’ asked

Tyrrell, as O'Connor strode across the little

flower plots in his retreat. ¢ By St. Patrick, I

will look anxiously for the morrow, to have you

again on the march, for this love would spoil the -
best Kaight in Christendom, Hece have I been

coaxing MacCostelloe to evacuate this den, and

bring his charges to Ulster ; but he swears he

will bold it as long as be can wield a pike in its

defence.”

of

-4 Aye!™ answered MacCostello s'tllllenly,—'

“A.



