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clAPTER 1IL—(Continued.)

Semo waved his hand, and Abaris, gathering
his mantle over his arm, retired within the re-
cesses of the saered grove. )

‘" «He belongs to a race of royal heroes,” said
i the Druid,— heroes who bequeath with their
' jewels and swords a dauntless spirit to their
sons.  1rin has her priests and bards, but her
defences are the true and loyal hearts of an un-
. eonquered race, who ever rush on the invader,
% like avenging deities.”
L «Pardon me,” said the Saxon, with humil-
ity, «if, proud of my fatherland, I deemed it
without a pecr in the art of war. Let those
who will, seclwle themselves among the
volumes :nd parchments of old, learning mys-
teries and systems which will ncither give
streneth to the sinews nor valor to the heart;
as for me, lead me, O Semo, to sowme of the
warlike prinees of Erin, where I may practice
all those glorious exercises which the valiunt
love.”

« And thou 2 said the sage, turning toward
Clotaire of Bretagne,

¢« Think not meanly of me, O Semo, if, ac-
cording to my futher's wishes, I desire to learn
the arts of legislation and the science of juris-
prudence smong 2 people whose code of laws is
the admiration of nations. I wish the provinee
over which T shall one day reizn to be prosper-
ous and happy: hence it is my first wish to
submit myself to the wise government of the
schools, that T may learn the ari of woverning

+with equity,” said the young Count of Bretagne
looking down with a blush.

« Nay, thou has no cause to blush for thy
choice. I kuow thy people of old. They are
our ancicnt allies; and I can declare that a

- dastard or a craven heart arc monsters un-
Jknown in Gaul! In thy choice is no Juck of
" true courage. IHe who would legislate wiscly
- must learn the surest and happicst method of
applying laws to the necessities of his people.—
Ye shall cach, under competent teachers be
* gratified. But not at once. I am on my way
to the assembling of the Estates of Tara, whi-
* ther it is my desire that ye accompany me.—
 When we return, I shall be able to decide on
"the course to be pursued for both of ye. But
come ; last night ye were guests, to-day pupils,”
said Semo, leading the way towards the clois-
ters of the temple.

In silence the strangers followed him, when,
opening a low arched door, overhung densely
with vines, he invited them to enter. They
found themselves in a lofiy, oblong hall, on
each side of which were stalls, or alcoves, in
each of which sat a youth, poring over volumes
of parchment by the light of’ tapers ; for every
ray of light was jealously escluded from this
abode of learning,  Kach one arose, saluted
Semo, and, bowing courteously to the strangers,
resumed his studies. The vencrable Druid
then led them through a narrow door into a
hall of gray stone, lit but dimly by the few sun-
‘rays that could foree their way through the
impenctrable folinge without, when the wind
shook thie leaves. Two long tabies of oak ex-

_ tended from one end of the hall to the other.
They were spread with wooden bowls, small
willow baskets of cresses, loaves of brown bread,
and huge flagons of frothing milk. While
they stood ncar the upper end of the hall, the
door opened, and the youths. of the schools,
preceded by two bards; came in, and, ufter
offering the strangers seats of honar, sat down
and began their meal in silence, while one,more

“advanced in learning than the rest, read an
Btrusean  manuseript aloud, which, being re-

' cently found bencath some Italian ruin, ina
gealed vase, deseribed the voyage of the Phee-

- nicians and their discovery of Ireland. Clo-

- taire modestly parlook of the plain fare spread
before him, and could scarcely disguise his as-

tonishment, to see the Arch-Druid, seated at

- the lower end of the table, listening with inter-

est to the narrative of the adventures of these

- hardy mariners over the midnight seas. But

Ulric of Heidelberg indignantly crumbled the

* brown bread on the trencher, and pushed back

with a look of contempt the crisp water-cresses,

“:while his eyes wandered up and down in search

~of wine. Not one word of the precious manu-

- seript did he hear, and he was fain, when the

" guawings of hunger became insupportable, to

< swallow 2 bowlful of milk. .

+ Inafew hours afterward they were, with

-Semo and a party of Druids and bards, in the

.8addle, on. ‘their way up toward the Shan-

~non, where between wild and craggy head-
< lands it dashed out into the Atlantic.

- “Hist! Sir Clotaire of Bretagne | how dost

thou feel after thy breakfist of cresses and
black bread! There is no serf in thy province

but fares better.,” . ,

“Feel ? Better than “thou, Sir Ulrie, after

y il humors at the student’s fare! By

wApollo! but the milk thou didst drink was ot
ng in turning to curds in-such a proud stom-

h I’ replied Clotaire, laughing. -~

]

“Sir bard,” said Ulric, turning  with a sul-

len look to Abaris, who at that mowment reined
up his steed close by, ¢ pardon a stranger, but
tell me, is abstemiousness 2 rule of obligation
in the schools of Iorin?”

“ Abstemiousness the most rigid. The hu-
man mind progresses but slowly without tem-
perance and moderation.  The greatest encmy
to intellectual excellenee is sensuality.  But be
of good cheer. Thou wilt soon learn to enjoy
the brown bread and frothing milk, the sweet
fish from our louglhs, the mutton from our hill-
sides.”

« Matton! oh I cjaculated Ulrie, with wa-
tering mouth,

“Nometimes, on high festivals of TiuNxT
and Negr Noay, the rule is somewhat relax-
ed: wime and game and white bread are allow-
ed. We always furc alike,” replied Abaris,
Lrughing.

«1 hope there are many of these festivals,
sir bard ; for, to coufess the truth, I have been
used to spiced bours’ meat, vension, fowls, pas-
trics, aud wines, from my boyhood up; hence
this sort of fure will inevitubly cause my
death,” said the Saxon, mcodily.

“ et some less ignoble foe do that, Count
Clric; aud see that thy death-wound is not in
thy back,” exclaimed Clotaire, with disgust.

“Uount of Bretagne, dost thou dare insin-
nate that I would fly trom a foe ¥ ericd Ulric,
fiereely, as he wheeled his horse around so sud-
denly that the noble snimal fell buck on Lis
haunches,

“{ mean thav he who is afraid of black
bread will surely be afraid of a stronger foe,”
gried Clotaire, laughing zayly.

« Semo sends for the stranger called [rie,”
said an attendant, rouning between the two.

« Let it lic there for the present!” exelaim-
ed the Saxon  throwing his gauntlet to the
carth, while he grew white with rage; “but
remember: ”

¢ Lot mine keep it company !” replied Clo-
taire, chufing, as he dashed his down beside it.
« We will abide our time. Friends or focs, as
ye choose, Sir Ulric of Heidelberg. My levity
is my misfortune,” he continued, turning to
Abaris, who had been an interested  spectator
of' the scene, which developed leading traits in
the characters of these who had been confided
to his care.

¢« Moderation in words is no less excellent
than moderation in our appetite. DBut spur
thy horse after me toward yonder steep.  Be-
low it lies a scene of blue hills, bright loughs,
wild cascades, rocks, glens, woods, and waving
fields,—a picture so beautiful that carth has
not its equal, while far beyond spreads out the

ocean, like a dream of heaven.”

CHUPTER IV.—MONA.

It was a soft, dewy spring morn. There
was @ glory in the thin haze that hung like
draperics of silver tissue over wave and shore,
There was brightness on the iree-tops, and
Jashes of light on the sharp cliffis that reaved
their high and grotesque outlines over the
rushing river, that swept with a wild and
sonorous song towards the sca. Thd bright-
ness was over all. It nestled down like white-
winged birds into quiet, mossy glens, flushed
athwart the solitary places on the hillsides,
and shot back into cavarns where sca-hirds
reared their young, TFlower and shrub and
heath filled the air with sweetness, while the
winds, riding down on the crested . waves,
sounded like an army with banners.  High up
on a rocky promontory, which hung beetling
and hoary over the ostuary, stood a marble
temple, with noble porticoes, lofty pillars, and
statucs of finc proportions, which gleamed out
clear and distint against the deep blue of the
sky. It was onme of the temples of NERF,
where, ut stated periods, her mysterious rites
were celebrated by Druids and vestuls,—ves-
tals of the moon, who, like the Roman vestals
of a later time, bound themselves by vows of
the most sacred character to the observances of
the service of the temple. The midnight rites
were over, and the vestals were at liberty to
wander through the sacred groves, or visit the
caves where the sacred fires were kept bura-
ing.

Tn 2 eavern which was almost inaceessible,
and which scemed detached from the mainland,
so far did it hang over the eddying and whirl-
ing tide, two vestals were reposing on the moss-
grown rocks, — resting, after their fatiguing
and perilous ascent. Their robes of white and
silver, girdled about the waist by a zone of
gems, flowed loosely around them. One was
veiled, and, with her forehead leaning on her
hand, was silent. The other, panting and
flushed, threw back her veil for air.  Far hback
in a sheltered niche, on a tripod of silver,
burned the sacred flame, strong and bright, but
fitfully, as the wind, in gentle eddies, siched
past it. .

«The flame needs no feeding to-day, Dair-
ene,” said the unveiled one, bending over 1t.—
And never shone a vestal fire on a lovelier face.
An exquisite regularity of features filled with
expression, & complexion whose gtainless purity
blended with tho hue of -the rose, eyes lurge,
dark, and radiant, and hair as black as the
raven’s wing, flowitg in glossy waves far below
her waist,—with neck, arms, and hands of the
most statuesque form,—combined to make her
o oreature of rare and matchless loveliness.—

¢ And as this flame trembles and seems as if it
would fly if it were not bound by unchange-
able laws, so I fecl ofttimes a yearning wish to
eseape toward someching high and pure and
hady,—only, Dairene, T know not how.  Canst
thou tell me ?”

“ What is higher or befter, Moy, than the
pursnit of virtue?  And- what lolier state
canst thou wish than the service of Nerr
Noax ?7 yeplied Dairene, lifting Ler veil anl |
disclosine an old but sad fhee. It isnovdlty,
child, thou art seeking, DBut beware: vestals
should avoid all that is forcign to their voca-
tion,”

¢ But oh, Dairene. T am so weary I cried
Monu, throwing herself at Dairene’s Jeet and
leaning Ler cheek on her knees. .

“Weary, Mona?  Weary of what, child?”

“Ql—of—1 know not what,” she replicd.
with a zush of tears, .

“ A vestal ef Newl'— one who will in a fow
days bu admitted into the imer shrine of the
temple—=hedding  tears and complaining of
weariness ! Why, child, thow hast done nothing
to-day but put fresh gariands on the statues,
A child might have done that, and st heen
weary,” exclaimed  Dalvene, in undiscuised
amrzenent,

“ Dilst thow know my mother, Dairene ?7
abruptly a=ked Mona.

“ Know her?  Yes: she was wy sister.—
But talk not of her, Mona : never more breathe
Ler name. She was a vestal of the temyple,”
said Dairene, with quivering lip.

A vestal ! How? Ol dear Dairene, tell
me all,” besought Mona,

“ Tt ix ton horrible for thee to hear, child.
And, morcover, it Semo should know that |
ever spoke to thee of thy mother——Iush,
child ! 1 {ear to speak.”

¢ Nay, Dairene, Semo ean never know it—
Tellme. If thou dost not, T will ask Semn,”
said Mona, with a firm and resolute tone and
manner.

S« NERF Noan! Ask Semo!  Child, such
a (question would be death. But, if thou wilt
hiear the story, listen,” said Dairenc, pale und
agitated,

“ Thanks, dear Dairene,” suid Mona, gently,
while she wound her arm  earessingly around
her. “ Now goon,”

“Thy mother,” whispered Dairene, ¢ wasa
vestal of yonder temple.  She broke her vows.
She'disappeared,—no  onc knew when or how.
It was only known that she went in to keep
vigils before the shrine, and never was scen
alterward : then horrible things were whisper-
ed, and all was mystery., DBut one bright
morn & little babe was brought and luid among
the lotns-flowers and roses which we had gu.
thered and thrown in licaps on the foor of the
vestibule of the tample, to muke garlunds for
the statues.  None knew whenee it ene; bug
I, more curious than the rest, found in 2 cor-
ner of the robe that was folded about the little
one the pame of ¢ line, traced in bleod.—
Scurching along the embroidered margin, 1
discovered another clue in these words: —
¢ This night I die; T knew ull then. She
was the solitary flower of my life; I had loved
her,—oh, Mona, thou canst never conecive the
love I bore that faithless onc; but, child, she
had stained the honmor of her caste, she had
polluted the dignity of the temple, and had
Sewo ordered me to sheathe the knife in her
heart T should have done it,—y¢s, O Ioline, I
must have done it,—and died.

“That night the Druids wanted a spotless
victim for the rites, and the babe, they said,
was a waif which had been sent by the gods.—
Messengers came and lifted it from the couch
where it was sleeping, and bore it away., 1
heard its frightened wail as they rushed
through the long, cold passages with it.  Then
I folded up my heart like a withered thing,
watered neither with tears nor feeling, and
thrust it far back under the shrine of memory;
for T was a vestal of Nerf, and what were these
weak human emotions to me?

« But the child was spared. It was said
that when Semo was about to plunge the sacri-
ficial knife in its throat it stretched out its
hands to him, and smiled. He sent it away,
and offered a young lamb in its stead.”

¢ What became of the babe, then ?” asked
Mona, whiter than the lilies on her bosom.

¢ Tt was reared in the temple. She isnowa
vestal of Nerf.”

« And the child’s mother?’ said Mona,
shivering, ‘

«“ Nothing certain was ever heard,  We only
know that, if a vestal of Nerf violates her
vow, a horrible fate awaits her,” said Dairene,
sadly.

«And I am’ the child of that mother who
perished in mystery ?”

« Thou art ! thou art!—child of my loved
and lost Ioline!”

Mona bowed her head on her knees, while her
black tresses fell like a mourning veil around
her, and wept bitterly, Dairene, silent’and
sad, looked out over ‘the foaming estuary to-
ward the bright ocean, where thousands of
white-winged sea-birds where glancing in the
sunshine’or skimming the rolling billow. The
spray that dashed up against the oliffs was not
colder or more briny than the tears that drip-
ped. over her faded cheeks. = - L
. '

1 drewmed of her last vigil. 1 thoughe at
first it was Nerf Nomm; bui now I know it was
my nother,” said Mona, at last.

“How canst thou tell 27 asked Dairenc,

“ Was shie not tall and slender as the moun-
tain-ash 2 Did not her hair, brown and soft,
full, waving over a brow ol snow, te her very
feet 7 Were not hier eyes large and blaek, like
those of o timid fawn?  And her voice—oh,
Dairence ! was there a voiee in all Frin like it ?
Oh, T know—1 know it was my mother 1”7 ex-
claimed Mona, clasping her hands,

el me thy deeaw,” suid  Daivene, mowrn-
fully.

« Tt was three nights ago.  The homs of the
nwocn tapered toward the zenith, and 1 was
crowned with poppics, and conducted by the
vestals Lo the imteroon of the inuer shrine. ta
keep vivils prepeeatory to my initiation.  All
was silent and solemn, The seatnes of LaroNy
atd Net, a8 the pale mosalight shone down
thronzh the narvow windows on thewn secmed
full of lite : thelr heads hent toward me, their
arms were opened as i to emlbriee me. A
ereat awe fell on me,—an awe like that which
comes with a shdow and touches the heart
with fee,  While T sat thus, sthat amd breath-
lexs, low, sweet misie stole o wmy cars: the
softostrains Jillel the ale like the faming of
heautiful  wings, It wus nothing  carthly,
Dairene. Then the door—that door stidded
with pearlx and cmeralds——ol the nner shirine,
where none but the infdated enter, opened
noisclessly, aud o pale and beautitul one, deayped
in white and silver tissue, cmme out and glideld
toward me,  There was no sound of vustling
robes; but whenever her feet tenched the
floor it lnoked as i she trod o moonlit water,
Almost dead with fright, T could ot remove
my cyes from hers.as she approached me;
but, when she stooped over and kissed my fore-
head with lips like those corals which are
brought from Indian scax, a warm thrill coursed
down to my heart, filling it with meflable calm.

¢ Follow me, Mona,” said the white-robed
one. ¢ Follow me, child of my hosom.’

“8lie took my hand and raised me up.—
Then out of the temple, on—over the erags,
through the forests) along over strange moors,
through faivy ranges, along steep hillsides and
deep glens and dreary wilds, we sped, until we
came to a seiw,—au leaden sea, whose waters
rolled in great sullen billows and floated up
without @& sound on the shore. Beyond, we
could see durk clouds, thraugh which flushed
incessantly lurid and ghastly  lichts, hanging
low down aloner the horizon, which elinsed cach
uther with golewn murmuars, like ghosts o' the
mighty slain,  On—on—on toward the leaden
sex we sped.

4T dare not co with thee, strange and lov-
ing one,” I subd] shrinking back.

« Feur not,” said the white-robed one, gather-
ing me close to her bosom, ¢ Those billows,
which scemn o terrible, will not harm thee.’

“Then on we sped again,—over the durk
sea,—gliding with « swift and casy wotion,
like a seazhird when it floats on  the wind-tide,
until we reached the shore over waiceh hung the
gloomy clouds. Tiwas ashore of solemn twilight,
where lotus-flowers nodded to the wuves zud the
long rank scdges mouned to the sighing winds,
All was silent; only now and then a voice of
lamentation, swelling on the air, reached our
cars, Then I saw processions, and groups, and
solitary ones,—suages, kings, philosophers, and
poets, all carth-born,—glide pust ; and the only
sound they uttered was a wailing ery of ¢ Iow
long ? how long 2 Pale lights flickered over
the shore while they passed onward, still cry-
ing, ¢ How long ? how leng 2’ ”

“ Mona, thy dream, if dream it was, is
strange und mysterious,” said Dairene.

“We paused not long on this darksome
shore, but sped away over heights preeipitous
and grand, above which the clouds were tipped
with gold,—through vales of beauty und flow-
ors,where strunge and glorious beings wandered,
whio, turning to salute us us we passed, inquired
if e were earth-born, then went on their way,
als» sighing, ¢ Ilow long ? how Jong ¢’

¢ For whut are they sighing ?' I asked.

« ¢ Tor deliverance, which will come to them
through ONE ye know not of.’

“Then on we sped, until a deep, broad gulf
lay before us. No eye could fathom its depths;
we could only hear the roar of sluggish waters
far below; but beyond it, resting on its marge,
was a rim of light, so glorious and splendid
that no mortal eye could bear itsrays, Above
it hung a rack of' wild, black clouds, so heavy
and motionless that I thought they were a
range of hleak granite hills.

«¢It is the dawn,” snid my guide,—the
dawn of deliverance.’ -

“ Then, pathering me again to her bosom,
we sped over the abyss, under the barrier of
cloud, into a region so full of light and love-
liness, where creatures of such perfect and
glorious beauty were passing to and fro to the
sound of harmonies indeseribable, that I fell
prostrate, adoring and loving the source of
such mystic splendor.. And yet we were only
on the suburbs of this celestial land. There
our journey ended, my guide had whispered.
While, filled with silent ecgtasy, I lay with my
forehead to the earth, I heard one say, ¢ Arise !’
Ilifted my head, and, lo!: coming toward me

L beheld OxE of marvelous and divine nuijesty,
whose eyes filled with pity and tend:Tness,
looked on me. e seemed to be a roval pcrz
somaze, or perhaps the ruler of the Lund ; for,
as he passed along, all howed, and paid hin;
homage, with songs of adoration which 1 could
not understand.  And yet, O Daivene, fnstead
of a jeweled erown e wore a corcuals of
woutnds from which shot forth eclestial elories,
while from Ilis outspread hands dropped blood
like o fountain, which seemed to il i showers
of golld to the earth, making the waste places
clud and the baorven spots (o vejoicr, And 1
saw that Hix fect had heen picreed ; and, as
the wind lifted Wis robe, [ saw on operr wotnd
i s deft stde, thronzh which 1 caw 2 vision
of  multitudes  who  lad  soneht
hereo  He o plucked a0 pelm branell and
lard i my hands. Then the vision
twled,  Methouzht T woie i g cavern, tuto
whiclt the sen was dashing with o horrible roar,
[owas pussued by plantoms arrayed  like
Dreuids, who led on woltidoss to devone we, I
Inoked toward the taeple. Tt was hlazine ;
while Nerr Naoy desconded from her puqli.-s:
tal and seized o harnine heand and rushed to-
ward we, leading on oy finss but the waves
kept them at bay. When, tifled with anguisly
aned tevvor, Tuwoke, T owas iying on the broad
marble step of the pedet i on wileh stads the
statue of Latoaa, with the Drielt sunshine
around me,"

Muna censeld =peking, wd eovered Lir fuee
with her veil,

@ Strange things have happened in the tem-
ple. Mo, even in my dav.” snid Dairene,~—
S ghines 2o steanee and terible in their anon-
ries that I dare not speak of thew,  But it i
no harm to tell lesends, The older vestals
talk of them ; and 1t is even said that Semo
trembles when they are told ; bt T don’t know,”

“ What are those leeends, Daireue 2 asked
Mana, in a voiee of deep intorest,

“ L will tell thee one.—the ane which is re-
corded i the Sheancus-More®  Quee, when
the Bual-fire was blazing upon the plains of
Tava, and the high mysteries of Trsyyg were
being celebrated with great pomp and <plendor,
when the Druids) and bards, and kines, and
princes, amd nobles, all in tleir magniticent
robes, marched into the sacred  grove to nssist
in the solemnitics, a wudden dirkness overspread
the carth; the snered fire was extineuished
the ground shook, and there was « sound in the
air like the roaring of wind and wave.  Pricsts
and people fled together in wild aflright to the
open plaing, expecting every instant the de-
struction of Nature,  But at last the darkuess
dispersed, Nature once more smiled serenely ;
and the multitude, still pale and trembling
with an wunknown horror, resumed each one his
station and duty.  After eonsultation in the
great hall of Tura with the Druidy, the king
dirceted the Aveh-Druid to wvo to the tcmplz
and consult the oracle and ascertain the mean-
ing of this elemental disturbance.

“ It was done; and, while the multitude
without were waiting in breathless anxicty and
awe for the apswer, the Arch-Druid appeared
on the portico of the temple.  His face was
whiter than his hair, and his voice, usually
loud and sweet, was piping and tremulous, as
he imparted to the assembly the decrce of the
oracle.

¢ In the country of the Jews’ he began,
‘they are putting to death the Son of God,
their king, who came to reiga over them and
bring sulvation to the nations,’

“Then a cry of horror filled the 1ir; the
people beat their breasts and tore their hair
when the Deicide was announced to them.—
They felt that a malediction was over the
carth, The King of Ulster, in his rage, rushed
through the sacred grove, hewing and hacking
the trees, and rallying his krnights of the Red
Branch around him, to march to the kingdom
of the Jews and avenge the death of a God.t

“ But, while marshalling his knights in or-
der and denouncmg the Jews, an old wound in
his head opened, and he fell dead.”

“ A glorious death! But, Dairene, who is
God ?  And why should Jesus Christ His Son
dic? TIspota God powerful and mighty ?—
Docs it mean T1ENNE, Duirene ?” asked Mona,
anxionsly. -

“T can tell thee no more, Mona. That is
the legend ; but I have heard,” she whispered,
looking tearfully around her, ¢ that since then
the oracles have been dumb.”

“ Let us go, Dairene! This is a fearful
thing. He must be o mighty one to whose
power the oracles submit,” said Mona, going
toward the mouth of the cave, and shading her
eyes with her hands as she looked in the di-
rection of the temple. I see a cavalende
winding up the steep leading to the temple.”

« Tt is Semo. Come away !" cried Dairene,
gathering her veil around her.

shelter
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CHAPTER V.—THE ALTAR AT Mﬁ)NIGHT.

The day before the cavaleade of Druids and
bards arrived at the temple of Nerf, towards
sunset, Ulric of Heidelbergz and Clotaire of
Bretague, apparently on friendly terms, had
wandered away from the halting-place, arm in
arm, as the others thought, to explore the fair

* Psalter of Tara. '

t'Carey. o




