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Authorof *“‘The Rose of Mourne,” “ Rapparce
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The wild geese, the wild geeset ‘tis long since they flew
_O'cr the Willowy ocean’s dark bosom of blue,”
CHAPTER L.

O weep those days, those petial days—
‘Their memory stifl on lreland weighs.—Dawis,

1f this be true, indeed,
Some Chiistinns ln\c a comfortable creed. —Byron.

It was o lovely cvcmng in the month of
August, 1705. The sun was just setling

behind  the tall pealks of Croghan
Mountain, and his last beams lingered

upon its heathy slopes and on the
placid waters ot” the River Kinn, as if
loth to depart trom so fair and lovely
a scene. Lhe woods that fringed the
shore and rose in stately gr .m(l«,m' half’
way up the mountain \u(o were hathed
in a flood of golden light .m(l Lhe last
beams of” the. bright orb of day kissed
the smiling waters ‘as he sunl to his
ruby couch of clouds in the West. As
the twilight de<cended and the gathering
shadows of night cast their sombre hues
upon w ood, mountain and water, 1 deep
and impressive silence reigned around,
undistus bed and unbro}\cn, save by the
chirrup ot some tiny insect, or the glad-
some hum of the river as it rashed mer-
1ily to the embrace of the sea.-

The tull- oalks that lined the river's
bank and spread for many a mile on
either side looked in the deepening
twilight "like huge giants asleep, with
their 1w zged and “brawny limbs out
spread; lor not a breeze disturbed a leaf
or wrhcd among their folinge. It was
ascene in which an-anchorite might
seck repose trom the cares and sorrows of’
the world, and, wrapped in the magniti-
cent sofitude which he enjoyed, dream of
that boighter Ieaven beyond the grave,

- And 5ct amid all this grandeur and
10\'011110“ which nature, with 1 prodigal
hand, - had .given, 'were hearts whosc
every throb of existence was marked
with misery and despair, : Theresivas,
not in all the world, per hdn}, at tliedine
ofswhich we write, 2 moie wretched: and
poserty-stricken  peopld itliaz < the ppas.;

antry of Ireland, p‘u'tlculnc y those Of[

the province oft Ulster. Evory part of
the island was enduring ils share of ra-
pine and plunder and gr srouned undor tho
mercijess sway of the victors of tho
Boyne and Aughrim; but their inhuman
acts in the South and last scemed
mereiful to those perpetrated in the
land of O'Neil and. O'Donnell.  There
the pent-up vengeance of -centuries,
which had beon hoarded in the hearts of
the * Stranger” aguinst “ the meve frish”

wits let loose upon the few and defenso-
less  Papists " and “rebels,” ns they wero
ignominously termed,whoremained aftor
five hundred yeurs of blood and carnage.

But fifteen years had olapsed since -
the fatal and decisive battle of Aughrim;
but during that short period thousands
of the 30\1Lh and- manhood of lreland
had fled to France aud other continental
nations and joined the military service
there. It was the policy of the British
CxO\unnm,nL to root out aml extermin-
ate the Irish population, and plant.in
their stead English and Scoteh Puritais,
IFor tlns purpose . the atrocious * Penal;
Taws"” were- instituted. . They  failed,
howey er, in their object, for, though the
hand of man was heavy on poox I)cl‘md
the hand of God was guiding her thr 01wh
the darkness, and shew: asfated Lo emerge,
after years ol persecution, into the hght,
radiant with the sun-light of faith, and.
pure as when L.\.wht from’ the xnspuod
heart of the blessed Patrick.

During this fierce and cruel Lxmc'\
pall of divrkness cast its gloomy shadows
over:the fuir fuce of our island. The
holy priest of God, with a price on his
hetid, was hunted fu)m covert Lo covert,
to the loud % huloo ” of the sav age hunts:
man and the deep bay of the pack of
blood-hiounds, and he who was first in
at the death boasted of his exploit and
was envied and admired I)y his* asso-
cintos. The “priest hunter ™ .and the
“informer” were tanght their duly by
the Government, and el they oheyed:
the hehests of (;hcir forcign masters.
“They bribed the flock, they bribed the son

T'o sell the priest and roly the sire;
Their dogs were taught alike to run

Upon tire scent of wolf and friar.
JAmang the;poor or on the moor

Wiere: ml th viougand the true.’
\V]H:}L ifor L(nw(. and recresnt elave

Ha lch(ﬂ, fank and retinue,

o Yeudyiled in-thoze penal diys

Our bm ners over Dnrope blu/e "
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