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Before calling on Kate, Cormue and the two
WMullans were to scour the country for help.
Many were waiting for the word, and would
have been on the spot to protect that which wus
dearer to them than life, but Futher Jobu con.
tinued to believe that matters would not assume
<o bad an aspeet after all.

Shortly afterwards, over fifty men arrived
upon the spot, but the fire had extinguished it-
celf. Chapels in those days had, for the most
part, thatched roofs, so that the hunds of the
misereants had but little to do in the prosccu-
tion of their nefarious schemes.

Not a rafter of the building was burned. A
licht wind had sprung up at the time, and car-
ried the burning thatch into an adjoining field.
Not. even 2 spark could be found in the mterior,
Father John entered, and with him all those
who rushed to eave the building. With one
accord they knelt at the Altar and poured forth
their thanks to God. There were those among
them who would have had a hard struggle ere
they would have prayed fervently for their ene-
mies. Humbly thankful they were for the pro-
tection of the old spot, endeared to them by so
many hallowed memories.

Many und rapid were the inquiries as to who
the villians were who had concocted such a plot.
Ouly a very few were aware of this. Father
Jobn knew well that if it were known, blood-
fihed that night would have been the result.
Not even to the fuithful Cormac did he dis
close the pame of his informant,and he felt quict
confident thut those who imparted the informa-
tion to him would religiously ohserve the in-
junctions he placed upon them a3 to secrecy.

Shortly after, he entered the house in  com-

y with a few of those who had hurried to
the poene of fire; Cormac accompanied them.
Kate was just leaving her room, and instantly
on beholding her uncle, she rushed toward him
w  a child, who hud escaped some terrible dan-

er, would rush to its father.

"T'was a solemn moment! That instinct of
the Jrieh Catholie heurt, which manifests itself
on some occasions, pervuded all present. They
felt, they knew, that Kate O'Neil had, by the
power of prayer, stayed the ravages of the
Cormac Rogun loved her with a  deep
and most holy love. He knew that none but
limself possessed a place in her pure heart; yet
n that instant he stood awed in her presence,

d turned his head away to coneeal the emo-
ious that made his heart beat with a strange
eaginess.

Some few remained in the priest’s houre, lest
other attempt should be made to fire the
‘hapel.

Contrary to expectation, Kute remained with
he company and became quite attentive to the
omfort of her guests. She listened with marked
nterest to the conversation, and puid particular
ttention to every utterance that bespoke a good
ish for Ireland. She was no longer the doubt-
ng, childlike gir] that she appeared to be in the
arlier part of the day. Her faith became
rengthened as she listened with pleasure to
be remarks of her uncle on a subject which
teviously had seldom escaped his lips. Next

God, Ireland was to her the dearest and
oliest thought to dwell upon. She had often
¢lt this to be 50, but not having much oppor-
unity of learning anything on national matters,
he oonsidered it unwise for one of her class to
dvance her opinion before others.

" Then you consider that a nation whose ex-
stence is in jeopardy is a matter for the con-
ideration of its people independently of its ru-
crg,” eaid Cormac Rogan to Father John.

« Certainly not, Cormac. You misunder-
tand me,”’ replied the priest. ¢ The rulers
¢ the appointed guardians of the liberties of
nation, and it is for them to undertake the
ork of regeneration,”

“ But, if they refuse, or cannot see, or will
ot understand the grievances of a people, but
emain persistently blind in their ignorance,
hat then are the people to do?" inquired Cor-
ac, with much animation.

“Then, as all rulers are the servants of the
ople, it is the duty of thowe who are sovere-
gn in power, either to make the rulers fulfil
he mandates of the people, or remove such ru-
ers ag refuse to ucquiesce in the nation's de-
ands.”

“ Are such things applicable only, when peo-
le ike ourselves for instance, are subjected to
he lawlessness of & mob of Wreckers; or, do
our teachings refer to the entire country ?”
nquired Kate of her uncle,

“ Certainly, to the whole country,” said Cor-
ac, who was unxious just then to stand high
o the good graces of the fair querist, and un-
ertook to answer for the clergyman,

“Why, really, Cormac,” said Father John,
‘you appear to be as well versed in politico-re-
igious questions as if you had made the matter
our particular study, I think you are right,
owever, but as I have often ‘told you before,
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there is no persecution after ull so great as per-
secutions for conscience suke.”

“ But who made our rulers the appointed
guardiins of our libertics 7 insisted Kate, “ I
am sure_ice never did,”
~ “Quite right, Miss Q'Neill,” said an old
man, sitting in a nook by the fireside, quietly
smoking his pipe, but listening to all that passed
as if he bad half a dozen ears.”

“ That involves another and 2 more serious
matter,” said Father John. *“You know we
arc bound to acknowledge—"

“The powers that be,” said Cormae, “well
I don’t; unless those powers are lawfallly con-
stituted, and even then if they outstep their
proper line of duty, and tyrannize over a people,
making that people to bear burdens which op-
press them, then 1 go in for their removal,™

“8So do I.” wid Kate.

“So do we all,” cried each in turn.

“ Hold on, holdon 2 little,” raid Father John,
rousing himself up in his old chair, hig keen
grey cyes sparkling as if about to defend some
favorite thesie of his own that was being un-
mercifully handled by clever opponents. + To
go in for the removal of any existing authority,
without the positive assurance of possessing
the means to successfully remove that authori-
ty, is to commit a greater blunder, and to place
the people under a greater tyranny than that
which they experience from any rulers, be they
good or bud.”

Cormac, Kate, and in fuct the whole of the
company were égilent, thus permitting Father
John to enjoy his trinmph,

“ And must 2 people be unanimous all in one
day, in order to effcct what you may ?” asked
Kate, T am sure our people never will, they
are so frightened of the consequencen.”

“It does not necessarily follow,” said her
uncle,

“ Then ¥ suppose they may prepare and or-
ganize to attain that unanimity,” waid Cormae,
gathering streneth and foree of argumentative
power from the remarks of Kate.

“ Most decidedly,” said Father John, “ but
they must first muke surc that they live under
an oppression that entitles them so to zct.”

“ Quite so," paid Cormaec, “ 7 understand,
But as to the organization ?” he inquired,

“ That will do now, children,”” said Father
John, who begen to think thut enough ground
of thut purticular kind had been travelled over,

While the old Irish pricst and a2 few of his
fuithful flock were thus discussing the merits of
resistance to their own and their nation’s suf-
ferings, quite another kind of converaation was
being carried on not a mile off from where they
#at.

CHAPTER 1V. — ORANGE CONEPIRACIES — A
SHOCK TO THE NERVES—MIKE GQLINTY.

“ The wailing of women, the wild wlulu,

Dread tidings from cabin to cabin convey ;
Butloud tho’ the pluintsand the shricks which cnsue,

The war-cry is louder of men in array.”

Beautifully situated at the foot of & small
hill, was a well built house, remarkable for its
snug and cozy appearance, and giving a stranger
to understand that ite occupants were people
well-to-do in the world. Not for many miles
around could a finer homestead be found. The
out-offices were in perfect keeping with the
house, and gave an air of comfort to the place.
Opposite the front entrance wus a haggard, well
filled with the fruits of the past Autumn. To
the left lay piled large heaps of fucl for the
winter,

This was the house of Duncan Cameron, a
Scotch adventurer, who only had arrived in the
country some BiX O 8eVel YEars ago.

Dunean Cameron, Bsq., as he was sometimnes
called, was a man of rather unserupulous char-
acter, He was about forty years of age, and his
appearance wa3 that of a crafty man of the
world, Any one to look steadily at him, would
find that he was very much inclined to shift his
head in au awkward fushion; not that there
was anything delicate or baghful io his nature,
but that he appeared to feel uneary, and choose
not to look a man straight in the fuce, unless
that man were a poor dependent, and then Mr.
Cameron was wonderfully bold. His whole ap-
pearance was sensual ; not openly so, but cov-
ered, as Tar as the canny Scotchmun knew how
to benefit himself, by the aid of hypoerisy.

The farm which belonged to this aimable and
highly favored individual, consisted of some
sixty acres, and better land could mnot be found
in the whole province, A fortunate man was
Mr. Cumeron, in not having a mill-stone around
his neck in the shape of a conscience, Less
fortunate men might have looked upon Lim asa
paragon of wisdom in that respect.

Only two short yeurs ago, that furm and
homestead, of which the Scotchman felt so
proud, belonged to & family named Dorrian, who
inherited it from their futhers, on the strength
of & long lease from Lord Q’Neill, and who, in
their turn, again inherited it from another
family named Dorrian, who aleo held it for a
noble proprietor, of the name of ('Neill. In

other words, the farm was in the possession of"

the Dorrians for a longer period than I can tell,

Mr. Duncan Cameron was a sort of drover in
his earlier days, and, as most people in country
parts will talk ill of their neighbours sometimes,
by way of lively recreation (especially when said
neighbours are well off, and in comfortable cir-

cumstances), it was currently reported that he
suddenly came into possession of a sum of
money, which he had not honestly carned,
neither was it bequeathed to him by legacy, or
otherwise, Be that as it may, he managed to
get acquainted with an under-strapper on the
O'Neill estate, named Fleming, This man,
Fleming, was a great tyrant in his owa small
way, a3 most men of his stamp are, when acting
in the same capacity. He contrived, on every
opportunity, to create an ill feeling between his
employer and the Dorrian family. At fimst,
little heed was given to his stories, for the Dor-
rians were well liked, and respected ; but then,
Fleming could have no incentive but the dis-
charge of his dutiee. His opportunities in this
way were not few, and; a8 the fumily whose des
truction he was secking, knew nothing of his
villiany, he managed ut last to find a willing
ear, and soon succeeded in his efforts in creating
2 misunderstanding between the Dorrians and
the agent on the estate.  Why dwell on the
manner in which this was effected ? The story
is wntten in blood! The Dorrians, if not le-
gally ejected, were forced to the necessity of
leaving the country. The younger son finding
out the villiany of Fleeming, and meeting him
one night, nearly killed the wretch.

Thie hurried their departure; and Mr.
Cuumeron, being known to be 2 respectable, thrif:
ty man, had litde if any diffculty in obtaining
entrance to, and possession of, the house and
farm which he coveted o much. This was
about four or five years previous to the date at
which our story commences. Cameron found
himself much didiked, by every one in the
neighborhood, slthongh he used every artifice to
conciliate his neighbors,

By none wus he 8o intensely bated and dis-
liked, as by a poor wandering boy, numed Glin-
ty. This Jad had been found hundy and useful
in doing rough work for the Dorriuns, and was
at liberty to take up his quarters there when-
ever he chose, and to work or not, just as he
pleased,

After thut family bad left the place, poor
Glinty used to wander about the farm, and in-
voluntarily commencing work, sowetimes, just
as in former days, he would instantly stop, say-
ing,— The pip-pipoor Dorrians are gig-aip.
gone, nin-nin-now, and that blib-blib-blag-g-gurd
hae their home, sis-sis-sis-so he has,”

If Mike Glinty had 2 ' ‘mmer in his speech,
—and the firet words we hear him utter prove
that,—there were moments when he could roll
out a torrent of words without that impediment
inconveniencing him in the least.

Cameron did cot like him, and one duy ob-
serving him near the house, ordered him away,
using an oath, at the time, thut Mike never
forgot.

The night after Christmas was bitter cold.
A piercing wind whistled through the leafless
trees, sounding like a dirge.  Not a star shone
in the heavens, and not a ray of light was visi-
ble, but that which came from the snow that
lay covering the earth like a shroud.

There were bright fires in the house of Duncun
Cameron, Esq., and 2 motley company was gi-
thered around them.  This company was com-
poted of men, some of whom were well-to-do,
and others were of 2 much lower class.  Cam-
eron himself was busily engaged in keeping his
party in order; for they talked and shouted in
rather a high pitch of voice, attimes, for the bu-
giness they were engaged in.

“Who was appointed to carry out that affair
last night ?”” saild one of the men.

“Graham,” answered Cameron.

“YWas he to be lLere to-night?”’ was pext
asked.

i [{e promised us he would.”

i He should be strung up by the neck like o
dog,” said another of the party. “We had one
chance, and that having failed, the place will
be toe well guarded to permit us to punish that
nest of idolators and traitors.”

¢ Never mind,” said Cameron; ¢ the worse
luck now, the better again. I bave news for
you, boys; there were no less than five fires
last night, in different parts of Antrim and
Down.”

“Bravo!” they allshouted. ** Anotherglass,
Cameron, to wash down the news, and to help
us to say ‘ no surrender,’ "’ said one of the party.

This was just what Mr. Cameron wanted to
arrive.at. He had 2 plan in his bead, and did
not carc to moot it, till he had his men well
primed.

« And what is better than all," said the host,

"« two of the fires were inside of Mass houses.”

« Hurrah, boys!" rcsounded on all sides,
«and here’s that Cameron may flourish, and
that the devil may soon get his own.”

This lust was in reference to the Papists,

At this moment a loud knock was heard at
the door, and each man sprang to his feet.—
Cameron and & few of the company rushed out ;
but, dark as was the night, it appeared doubly
dark to them, coming from the well lighted
kitchen in which they had been sitting. Came-
ron rushed back sgain into the house, and in-
stantly procuring s lantern, ran round about in
all directions, followed by those who were brave
enough to follow him. Not one man amongst
the lot but felt terrified all that night, Came-
ron and the men returned without the slightest

to the situation of the houre, they believed that

no mortal being could have beeu the cause of
the loud knock, without being detected, fo sud-
denly were the men inpursuit. Toadd to their
perplexity, the doghouse was close by, and
Tiger stood up wageing his tail whenever he saw
hig master. What could it be ?

That question was easier a<ked thun wnawered.

After some time the party endeavored to for-
get the interruption; but not a man among
them could banish from Lix thoughts the strange-
ness of the circamstunce.

After some more drink had been partakeu of,
it was finally arranged that onc or two * traitors”
resident in that purt of the country, should be
made to quit it,

There was the Rogan family, for instunce,
harboring 2 puir of ruscally United Irivhmen,
by the name of Mullan, and under the pretence
that thesc men were servants, That scheming
mother of Cormae Rogan’e wae no better than
she should be ; although the weighbors did en-
deavor to make it appear that she was a wise
and kindly sort of person. But wise here, or
kindly there, men’s foelings were not to inter.
fere with their duty to their king aud country.

* What say you, bays 2”7 asked Cameron,

* To h—1l with the whole lot of them, reed,
breed, and generation.  So long as the country
is cursed with guch vipers, there will be no
pence for honest people.”

Such wus the mnfuriated cry of thir pack of
Orangemen, agninst those who never did them a
wrong, or harbored a thought of injury toward
one of them,

And this was the reeponse to Cameron’s
drunken appeal !

“ But what’s to be done, and how is the work
to be carried through 2 asked one of the men.

¢ I it the fagwot, or the pistol 7" asked an-
ather.

“Is it wante powder on the likes of them,”
chimed in o drunken brawler,

* Both’s best ; and whatever in best is surest,”
put in 4 fourth,

Fioally, it was agresd that word should be
gent to the Antrim men 0 meet a few of the
* brethren,” at the ** thorn in the gap,” on that
night week. .

* Of course you'll be there yourself?' said
one of the men to Cuneron,

Thir was the very thing that Cameron wirhed
to avoid : but the question cominy so pointedly,
he-eould not decline answering,

« Be there myself 1” he said.
man ou ¢he ground "’

Coward that be was, he endeavored to make
it appear that his courage was not behind that
of any present.

After a good deul of dirty hand-shaking,
ariping of thumbs and fingers, and pressure of
horny nuils into each other’s puling, the com-
pany scpurated, pledged to each other by oaths
and curses, to meet like brothers; while the
post of honor wus awarded to Mr, Cameron ;
which meunt that he was to set fire to the
dwelling of the Rogan’s,

Quick as the flight of the deer, sped Mike
(ilinty over the country on the following morn-
ing. Iis face was beaming with intelligence,
and every now and aguin he would suddeanly
stop short in his career, remain standing buried
in thought, then he would cross himself, strike
his breast, make a peculiar sound by slapping
his open mouth with his hand, and then proceed
us quickly as before.  Mike was evidently in u
great hurry. The morning air was sharp aad
raw, but Mike was quite in o perspiration, On
his way he met Kate (’Neill, who stopped to
inguire the cause of Mike's hasty strides,

«t Kie-kic-cun’t tit-tit-tuke time ty-to-tell you,
Miss O'Neill,” said Mike, scarcely atopping
speak, ¢ an’-m'-an’-even if L] had time,
wou-wou-wouldn’t tell you, Miss O’Neill, pin-
nin-n0, wou-wou-wouldn't tell you,” and on he
hurried.

Kate watched him for awhile, and presently
saw him take a short cut acroes the field, in the
direction of Widow Rogan’s, Arrived athome,
she found Father John just rising from his
kuees, having been engaged at eome act of de-
votion. She acquainted him with the fact of
haviog met Mike Glinty, who was crossing the
country at a rapid rate, and appeared wild and
excited. That he was the bearer of sonde news
to Widow Rogan she believed, and be refused
to tell even her his mission. Looking up into
her uncle's eyes, Kate inquired if' he had heard
any news gince she went out, or if he thought
that some new troubles were at hand ?

“ Well, my child,” said the priest, ¢ I have
heard no news, and we are all getting so used to
troubles that, when they do occur, we seem to
have cxpected them, and so they fall lighter on
whoever receives them—glory be to God, If
you think that Mike was the bearer of any bad
news to Cormae or his mother, I have no doubt
we shall shortly hear.of .it.. What if I would
take a walk over that length, and speak to them,
I might learn something ?”

‘Yes, dear uncle,” seid Kate, “ pray do; my
mind is very uneasy regarding them.”

“Ta speak the truth, so is mine,” said the
priest; * and yet, if I were questioned, I could
not tell the reason why. Ilowever, we shall
soon learn,” '

Kate was not long in bringing his overcoat

“ Yes, the first

clue as to the cause of the disturbance. Owing

and walking-stick, and Father Joln stepped out.

of the door with a light step, but, somebow, with
a heavy heart, '

On he went towards the widow's house, but
Mike was there long before him.

On entering, Mike saw that Qormre was
about to leave on some business,. He did not
take time to tell him anything, but rather
astonished Cormac by catching him tightly by
the arm, and returning into the house with hin.
Mr=. Rogan war engaged in the performance of
some household duties, and the two Mullane
were just finishing breakfast,

Mike sat down, wiped his face with the cuff
of his coat, and having invited them all to listen,
asked them if they remembered the day after
the Dorrians had left, how Cameron threatened
him with the dog Tiger, if he did not leave off
cominy about the place ?

Yes; they all remembered it well cnoush
and told the poor fellow wot to think of such
things,

* Bib-bib-but Mike will th-th-think of them,
just as Mim-m-m-ike pleases, so he will” said
the natural, & good deul aroused at the recol
leetion of the wrong; *“an-an’ if Mim-m-mike
hadn't th-th-thought of-f-th-th-that duy it would
ha-have been worse fiffitf-for the whole of you.
Lil-lil-ook here, now,” he suid, and his face was
swollen with rage, © th-th-that threat was worth
wiwpiscomething, after all, for, it£F th-that devil
Cameron hadn't  sigsissaid it, Mim-m-mike
might have been in his bib-b-ed lust night, in-
stead of tit-tit-teaching Tiger nin-vin-not to heed
pip-p-eor Mim-mim-mike, even for Cameron,”’

He was not Jong in communicating to these
astonished people wl that had taken place the
uight before in Camerou’s: bow he had gone
there at nightfull, as usual, creeping about the
place, until he got near the dog-house, where
he sat down and held converse, after his own
fashion, with the dumb brute, feeding him with
hix own hands, and telling him, “ Mike fond of
hiw, but him not bite Mike—Cameron not ood
kicked Tiger one day,” and the dog half prowled
ax if he comprehended every word Mike said.
Next he described how he heard the loud talk
and the cursing and swearing of the meu; bow
he went from window to door, und buck again,
listeningg to every word, and finally, how bLe
thought if he only had 2 blazing turf in bis
hand, how he would have burned the house
over their heads, “only they were not drunk
enough, nor sleeping,”” added Mike. Again le
described hix feelings when he thought of good
Corne and his wother, and John Mullan, and
Peter Mullan,—and Mike looked bewildered
and seemed to forget one half of «ll he had to
say, as he looked at Peter and John alternately,
“T give u jum-m-p like that”—and here Mike
eut u caper, and sprang upward fully three foer
from the ground—“w’-an’ with wabig stone
was go-uo-woin’ to kill Cameron, but just give
t.]lll-th-thc door one th-th-thump, an’ gut 'th(:y
all ran.”

Mike then deseribed the race in the durk, to -
find out the caure of the noise at Cameron's
door, wnd Laughed heartily at the ides of the
search, while he himself way quietly conceuled
in the rear of the turf:stuck watchivg Cameron
run here and there like 1 Will-o-the-wisp, with
his lantern in hand, and, us Mike shrewdly re.
marked, afraid to venture twenty yards from.
his compunions. He assured those whom he -
addressed, that not one of the men could find
out what he did, and that they did not for a
moment aseribe the interruption to the right
cause.  When Mike had finivhed the recital of.
his wonderful news, Mrs, Rogan had tuken a
seat beside the fire, and, with her hesd bent
down, was lost in thought,

Cormac’s eyes flashed fire, and, as Lis mother
looked up at him now and again, it was evident
thaet thougbts of her son and the course he wus
likely to pursue under the circumstances, were-
astrying to her heart a8 the grief occasioned her -
by the tidings which the faithful Mike had just -
communicated. :

The family cirele joined in conversation as to
the probable motive of Cameron in sclectine a
widow’s house for such vengeance, -
It was well known that he was the friend and
favorite of the yeomanry under Lord Massareno
and Lord O’'Neill. In consequence of this he
was dreaded by the country people, and secretly:
hated, as he wus dreaded,

There was nothing for it, therefore, but. to-
await the current of events, and prepare to meet
them as hest they could, )

The reign of martial law, and the suspension -
of all liberty as far as the poor Catholies were. -
concerned, had rendered their lives miserable._.
The magistracy of the country was, without :
exception in the hands of the Orange landlords, .
and even the poorest attempt at redress was -
never dreamed of on the part of the persecuted»-
rice, .
Cormac Rogan was evidently in a bad state
of mind. He felt that the independence of his
position, which he had fought so manfully
against adverse circumstances to attain, was the
cause, in some way, why Cameron and his myr- -
midons had selected his mother's house for de-..
struction. To say that he loved his mother
with a f*ll and ardent affection, would be trite. -
and commonplace. ‘He owed everything ‘to her -
devoted care, and right loyally didke repay that .
mother’s anxiety for his welfare, He was both

hushand and son'in dne; ond felt a8 proud of.



