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CHAPTER XX[II.—THE DUKE OF TYRCONNELL,
o AXD SARSFIELD, LORD LUTAN,

1t is a soft, summer night, serene and peace-
ful, all nature is bushed, the moou-jbcums play
on the surface of the waters, and light up the
flowery dells and glades :wound_ L'xmerlck. Not
. sound is heard for a few briet' hours, when

reparations will be made for the comiug strife.

There was much suffering within the city.
The foremest to relieve and succor, out of her
own store, was t]‘le brave woman, Catherinc
{)'Neill, who had in her own heart something
of the spirit of het kinsman, Sarstield.

2 This worthy general, now Lord Lugun,
jor King James had sent him the patent of an
carldom, had, together with Lord T'yreonuell,

ut the town in a state of defence, and had in-
duced the officers and soldicrs to make oath
that they would defend t}xe rights of James to
the Jast. But in spite of this 9ath, there were
fiotions aud desponding spirits whose whole
thoughts were bent on 2 treaty with the Duteh
King. . . . - :

On the night in question, J.yrce_nucll and
usficld held  eonference with a few of the
chief officors, amongst Whom were the notorious
(Colonc] Luttrell, Sir Reginald, now Major St.
Joha, snd Major Sheldon Sursfield, who was «
man of commanding stature. The expression
of his conntenance was one of determination;
e possessed all the qualities necessary for the
onerous position he occupied. o

Factious spirits were, l-mx.vcvcr, within the
eamp, and it required all his influence amongst
those whem he commanded, to tame them into
submissien,

#What is to be done,” exclahmed Colonel
Luttrell, who was at the head of the despond-
ers, “money has been ordered to be sent from
Fruace. DBut how arc we to wait, reduced, as
weare, to the greatest extremity. The dis-
content of the army will increase, and capitu-
late in spite of us, my lords,”” he :}ddcd, ad-
dtessing the General and the Liord Licutenant.

This thought had likewise crossed the minds
of them to whom he spoke, averse as they were
ta entertain such an idea,

«To not let us dream of capitulation whilst
we are still in « position to wield a sword,”
suid Sir Reginald.  «The men are becoming
disconraged, it is true, on account of the ex-
tremities to which they are reduced, but they
are still faithful, Nay, I believe one-third of
William's army would come over to us, as Lord
Tyrconnell suid months since, eould we but
sive them each 2 trifle of money uud wmaintain
thein afterwards.”

“But you sce, Major St. John, we euunot
support the troops we have, much less find
money to obtain others,” said Luttrell, in a
«atirical tone of voice. 1 have maintained
all long, and do se still, finding the Wrench
King so slow in sending supplies, that I believe
the end of it will be capitulation, though I sce
petfectly well that few are of my opinion.”

“Have paticnce yet twenty days,” said Tyr-
eonnell. ¢ We shall know by then if we act in
aeeordance with the king's wish in laying down
our arms,”

His request was agsented to, but the impa-
tient and treacherous Luttrell entered into
secret negotintions with the commanding officer
of William's troops, enquiring what conditions
would be granted in case they submitted.

Sursfield, ever full of zeal in the service of
James, found out the treasonable correspond-
eace that was being carried on.

A few mornings after this conference, he
observed a young man, evidently a stranger,
loitering about with a letter in his hand, and
looking as if in search of some ene.

“Whom do you waat, friend ?*" said "Sars-

lield, observing that he was a stranger, and an
Boglishman,
. “Colonel Luttrell, your honor. The letter
15 from General Ginckle's quarters,”” and the
uan touched his hat as he spoke.
4Tt is right, friend; tell your master it has
hlllpn into safe hands,” exclaimed Sarsfield,
tﬂkll}g the letter, and in the greatest agitation,
making his way to 'T'yreonuell,
. Thus this letter, intended for Luttrell, fell
mto she hunds of Sarsfield. It was vead by
the latter and Tyrconnell, and proved to be
put of a seeret and treasonable correspondence
With the enemy.  Luttrell was at once tried by
A court-martial, and then put into prison.

It often happens that the body, cnfecbled
with age and infirmity, yiclds or succumbs,
Whl]st‘. the mind remains, in full vigor, thus it
Was with Tyroonnell, He and the brave Gen-
etal Sarsfield had had many points of differ-
eiice, but were now on_terms of agreement to-

. {;Gthm'._ Little did either of them imagine on
tha Dlght_, when the conference was held, in
an of the second week of August,
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that on the feast of St. Lawrence, the gallant
Tyrconnell would receive his death stroke.

Latterly his every thought had been given to
the approaching contest, and how te make it a
decisive onc in favor of the late king, together
with earnest endeavors to calm turbulent and
faetious spirits, to a certain degree, aided by
Sarsfield who was deservedly beloved. e had
suceeeded, but the strain on the duke’s mind
had been too great for his failing strength and
advanecing years.
© On the moruing of the Feast of St. Law-
rence he heard Mass, On his return homo he
fell back in his chair, seized with a fit of apo-
plexy; he recovered his senses and his speech,
but only to languish for two days, when he
expired in the midst of the calamities he had
been striving to overcome.

CHAPTER XXIV.—THE BESIEGED CITY.

Tmmediately after his death, the troops of
the Dutch King proceeded to within five miles
of the city. The negotiatious with Luttrell
made them deem unnecssary to bring their
cannon, but the French officer entrusted with
the command by Sarsfield, ordering traops iato
the town on the Clare side, Ginckle prepared
for a formal siege, and waited for his artillery.

T'ive days of suspense for the inhabitants of
the besieged city, and then the troops of the
usurper  William put themselves Dbefore the
place. ‘

Days of sorrow for Limerick, though ended
by a treaty ali"~ advantageous and honorable,
had its terms been kept by the English.

Alas, for the horrors and calamities of war,
when famine and carnage walk hand-in-hand
through the land, laying desolate and ravasing
its fuirest spots. When rapine and sacrilege,
and wholesale murder are perpetrated, and
made just in the eyes of those who commit
them, beeause it is the time of war,

whose youth, and strength, and health lLad all
passed away, for even middle age was on the
wane. In the midst of the horrors, when
terror-stricken women pressed their little ones
to their bosoms, and the young und the tender
wailed for bread, she was in the midst of them.
Bembarding had commenced, shells were fall-
ing thick and fast, churches and houses be-
came a wreek to the fury of the assailants, and
many a till then flourishing homestead, was laid
in ruins, In one of these doomed houses was
Catherine O’Neill, speaking words of comfort
to a knot of helpless women and still more
helpless babes.  Thick and fast came the drop-
ping shells, and in this house the cousin of
Sarsfield met her death with some half-dozen of
her female friends, and their helpless children
clustercd around her, |

At last 1 breach is made where stunds the
old Abbey of St. Dominick, and cven then the
carrison, better prepared thun they supposed
the army of William, were on the point of
abandoning the undertaking, when by the
seandalous negleet, to give it no harsher name,
of Qlifford, onc of James™ Knglish officers, Wil-
liam's troops were allowed to make a bridge of
boats, and thus to pass their horses and dra-
goons across the Shannon, and so cut between
the Irish horse commanded by Sheldon and
St. John, and the town itself,

Sarsficld bit his lips in almost uncontrollable
anger, for haviny forescen this duuger, he had
given Clifford fifteen hundred dragoons to op-
pose any such attempt, he having the camp
within two miles ot him, and the town within
threc.

“Ruired, undone by felly and treachery
combined,” exclaimed Sarsfield, when this
wretched tidings was brought to him. *In-
stead of giving opposition, or even neticing
what was being done, has he positively sul-
fered our enemy to make a bridge under his
very eyes.”

Sheldon and St. John were alike dismayed;
the first they knew of the attempt was that
William's troops had actually passed, and that
QOlifford was retreating towards them.

Furious at this scandalons neglect, and fore-
sceing the consequences which were certaln to
result from it, all they counld do was to stop the
besieging army at a pass, till they could gain
the mountaing with their horse dragoons, and
so make way to Six Mile Bridge.

Literally” fighting their way through the
troops of the usurper, the little party of men
under St. John and Sheldon at last accomplish-
' ed their object, but not being able to remain,
were ordered back toward Clare. And now
the great body of horsc and dragoons have
passed over their bridge of boats, and present
themselves before Thomond Gate.

Leading, us it were, a forlorn hope, one lex:wc
officer, Golonel Lacy, with a small body of 700
men, disputed their approach bravely. Like
lions, did he and his litle party fight, but the
odds are against them, the valiant Lacy is
overpowered, not by bravery or courage, but by
the mere force of superior npumbers, and a
constant supply of fresh men on the part of his
nssailants. Again he and his little baod of
stout Milesian hearts rally, and repossess them-
selves of the ground from which they had been
driven, but the odds are still agninst them, and
unable to resist they make towards the gate.

Alns, alas, for thab brave little band that day
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cut to picces at Thomond Gate, the craven-
hearted mayor of the town, fearing the
English would enter, dared to shut it agaiust
his own people, and the greater part of that
devoted little party were butchered in cold
blood.

Despair seized upon the general oflicers, the
cnemy was between them mnd the horse, which
would perish for want of provender. How
could they hold out without horse or dragoons,
or if they raise the siege; where are their means
of feeding the fort ? '

“ Propose a treaty,” said Monsieur de Usson
and other French officers, hut the Irish efficers
arc mindful of their oath. Until the bishop
and divines of Limerick remind them, that
blocked up as they were on every side, and
thus wunable to hear from the king sheuld his
answer even come, it was impossible for them
to keep to the letter of their oath.

Sarsfield beheld the forts taken aud their
eondition desperate, yet he had the eouragze to
insist on, und the dexterity to obtain artieles
not only for the security of the people of Lime-
rick, but also for the whole of Irelund. Con-
sulting the honor and advantage of his royal
master James, in gettine leave for his men to
vo, and cven ships to transport them into
France, should they still desire to follow his
fortunes and adhere to his serviee, which with
those who had gone previously, clinging to the
fortunes of' the ex-king brought, from first to
last nearly 30,000 men into the Lingdom of
Franee, 12,000 men chose «et onee rather to un-
dergo exile from their native land, than submit
to the governwent of the Dutch usurper.
Nowhere, indeed, had the ill-fated James more
staunch supperters than his Irish subjects,

But vainly can we attempt to deseribe the
cmbittered feelings of the Earl of Lucan and
his fuithful followers, when, a very few duays
later, the dawn of the early morning showed
them o Freneh fleet on the coast, comprising
eighteen ships of the line, with 30,000 arme,
and also stores of provisions and ammunition.

Assistance so near, and yet they had been
compelled to yield, The teeling in the mind
of Liucan and the more intrepid and earnest of
his followers was, that but for impatient and
factious men like Lattrell, the kindly aid of
the muagnificent Liouis would not have proved
ineticetual.

*
CHATTER XXV.—TIHE MINIATCRE,

Ghastly sights met the eyes of Lord Lucan
after the eapitulation. The remains of his
lieraic cousin, lying amongst the dead, filled his
heart with poignunt griel’; and he stoed somc
time, lost 1n his melancholy thoughts, beside
her remains aod those of'vthe little ones who
hud fallen by her side, when the voice of his
fuithful fervant Deunis aroused him,

The poor honest-hearted fotlow vould scarevly
speak for emotion. At last, after two or three
inarticulate efforts, he managed to say:

& Ayrahy, thin, Gineral dear, the murtherous

Saxons have done black work, bad cess to thcnﬁ

for that same; but I come to tell ye there’s
one Fnglish officer, Major St. John, just afther
dying, as I nay say, and he begs to sce ye,
Gincral; he is mortal bad, and has had two
uely wounds. e keeps saying, ¢ Feteh me
the Gineral,” and I tell you his spirit can't go
in peace till e sees you.”

“ (fome with me, Dennis, and show me
where ke is; I will go to bim at ence.”

Dennis led the way to the hespital, in which
extra beds were being hastily improvised, Al
around lay the wounded and the dying, their
white fuces leoking ghastly, as though already
the life had departed.

On a low settle bed lay Sir Reginald,
grievously wounded in the right arm und left
shoulder, e was ramblingincoherently when
Sarsficld approached his couch, A surgeon,
assisted by a Sister of Charity, wus binding up
his wounds,

He was talking of his carly lnglish home,
of the happy scenes of childhood, forever
gone—

“Yet who for power would not mourn,
That Lic no more must know ;
His fair red castle on the Lill,
And the pleasant lands below.”

These beautiful lines, of one of our Kaglish
bards, might well answer for such as Sir
Reginald St. Johm.

But as Lord Lucan listens he discovers that
the incoherent wanderings of St. John are not
the mere ramblings of delusion, for words like
these fell from his lips:

«Yes, it was all my fault; I took Benson
to the Grange, J induced hor unele to go to
London, But for my sin and folly in that
matter, my Florence, my betrothed one, would
never have been seen at the hateful Mary's
court,”’ ,

“ Aye, a light breaks upon me, thea,” thought
Lord Lucan; “you have done mischief.
Major, now I can account for that which has
perplexed me—the reason of your sad, dejected
countenauce and constant fits of abstraction.
It was through you, then, my Kinswoman,
Plorence, has got about that thrice aceursed
court.” , ‘

The good General, however, kept down all
cxpression of what he really felt, and bending
his ear Jow so as to catch the words which fell
in broken sentences, and taking the cold hand

“NO.

ol

of Bt. John within his own, he leat an attentive
ear to what he thought the last injunctiens of’
a dying friend. :

“Will you give my Florence this—and |
this?"" he murmured, giving Sarsficld a small
miniature of himself, set with diamonds, to-
gether with an wuscaled letter,

“ On my faith as a soldier and a gentlemau,
1 promisc to do as you reruest,”" replied Sars-
field. much moved.

¢ That letter T wroto lest I should fall in
battle,” he vesumed. < Tt beus her to forgive
the folly which my loyalty to William led me
to commit; for, but for me, she had never been
at the conrt of' Mary. Tt begs her to think
with tenderuess of my memory, when she looks
upon that likeness, 1f' I die; and if T live, it
releases hier from the engagement she has made
to one whom the Prince of Orange has made
an outlnw and @ begear,  Tell me, once more,
wy lord, will you undurtake to—to promise,
that in somu way my Florenree shall—shall
surcly have these tolcens ol—of our betrothal,
and—and—"" '

Bug 8t. Joln had lost all power to proceed.
The cold lfingers which had tightly arasped
Sarsfield’s hand relaxed their hold, a pallorlike
thut of death overspread his face, and his head
fell heavily on the pillow.

“Ts there any hope, think you #° suid Lord
FLuean, addressing the surgeon,

“Very little, my lord; the gentleman has
been badly wounded. 1 would be sorry to
give an opinion at present, but it is @ ceey bad
case; it is wore than probable it will prove o
fatal onc.”

Lord Lucan carafully placed the letter and
miniature in his hreust pocket, resolving to
carry them with him to Franee, as amengst
the Iadies at the exiled court there might pro-
bably be one who couhl undertake, through her
friends, to transmit the packet gafely to Flor-
ence. Ife then visited the beds of other
officers, as well us of the men who had received
severe wounds at the hands of the encruy, and
cended the painful duties of u very welancholy
day, assembling those under hix command, ex-
horting them to peaceable and quict living, and
inquiring joto the number of the men who
intended to become exiles rather than submit
to the usurper’s yoke.

CHAPTER XXVL—TIIK SITADOW 0F THE GRAVE.

It is a lovely cvening in Autumm, that
season of the year in which the bright ereen
foliage of Summer wives place to those varied
tints whicl: constitute the chiel churm of wood-
lund scenery.

The queen and her court are at Kengington,
the king's favorite palice, he being daily ex-
peeted in Eogland; and s the harouet’s health
had not improved sufliciently to allow of his
return to Morville, the proximity of his house
to the palace gave Florence the opportunity of
trequently visiting hin,

On one of these visits he surprized her by
handing to her nsmall packet, Tt had reached
the baronet’s hands thraugh a private ehannel,
and from their renowned kinsman, Savsfield,
Lord Lueun.

Florence grew red and white by turns, as,
with eold and trembling fingers, she untied the
silken ribhon that fastened the packet.

The first letter she opened was from Lord
Tuean. Tt ran as follows:

My Desw Frorencs:

Tu compliance with the vequest of & Lrave officer,
whio has been fighting under my contmand, T trans-
mit to yon the enclosed. 1 also beg, at the same
time, to acquaint you with the death of your aunt,
the amiable and beloved Cathering O'Neill.  She
was killed by a shell fulling on hor honse whilst the
town wns hombarded, at o moment in which she
was actively engared in comforting und helping
those who had Hecked wround ber.

I am glad to tell you that the writer of the en-
closed letter, written by him several weeks since,
is pronowneed out of dunger.  As soon as he recovers
sufficiently to travel, ke will accompany me to Bt.
Germnins,

I must not forget to add that all cousin Cathe-
rine’s wealth is beqgueathed to yonrself.

T hope, my dear Florence, that the day is not far
distant when I shall inve the pleasure of assisting
at your nuptials with one who was the hest and
bravest of my lute oflicers.

I remain, dear Florence,
Your aflectionate Cousin,
Lycax.

Well did Florence remember that good aunt
of her's, und tears fell to that memory long be-
fore she had reached the cond of her letter.

Then Florenee unfolded a sheet of puper
containing a few hustily written lines, of the
purport of which tho reader is already aware,
Within them was wrapped the miniature, o
welcome sowwenitr indeed,

She sat still a long while pondering over the
» contents of that last letter, and angry with her-
self, after all, that any thought should distract
her from sorrow at the sudden and jolent
death of her nunt.

Of course Sir Reginald had been long since
forgiven; had he not perilled his life in fight-
ing for the causc of King James? She had
riches enough for both, notwithstanding his
confiscated estates; but the trouble now would
be to escape from her present thraldom. , She
had ne hope of being nble to do so even had
she been this moment free. Could she leave
that aged man, whose days were fast drawing
to & close, and who was clinging to her asa

“Iwill leave them with you, uncle dear,”
she said, knecling by his bedside, and placil’m
the letters and miniature in his hand ; “yoi
will take eave of them for me. It is hard to
part with thew, but I dare not have them at
the puace under my eare. Ts it not hard to
bear this vestraint?~ What right hug the queen
to keep ma there agninst my will 2

“No right-l, my chil.d. but by her power.
Morcover, T luaney she is as much attached to
You as she eun be to any one.”

“The queen cares {or no one but her hys-
bmu}, uncle.  But, hark, there is the sound of
carrtize wheels ; it tells me oy time is up.
Farewell, wy own dear unele, il to-morrow.
L shall come sndd see you every day whilst T am
in Kensingion.” cT )

On her verurn sha was summoned to attend
the queen. . After & Jow common-plice re-
marks respecting the health of her unele, the
queen said :

Do you remembor Count Von Arnheim, a
very handsome yown oflicer, hivh in favor of
the king ? He holds a very honorable post at
the Hague, smd aceompanicd the kine to Kpe-
land on his last visit hither,” ° ”

“Yes, madam, Udo vemember zueh
slightly,”

“The king bas fovmed intentions vespeeting
him which we mutually Lope wiil not be di;
pleasing to our proteyer, Flovenee O'Nedll, The
Count bas n line estate near the Hague, und ag
he is a favorito of' the king's | need ot toll
you that his intorests will bu c.red for.”

Florenoe sut like o datue, pde and speeeh-
less, whilst the yuoen delivercd this tirade.
When the queen pausad,

“Madam,” she suid, “1 ber the king and
yourself to accept my eratelud thanks l'oroynur
Kind intentions, hut T cannnt marry Count
Vor Arnhein.”

“Nob marry him, and why ¢ Te is hand-
some, amiable, and wealthy.” Surely you are
not encouraging any further attachment to the
traitor St. John 7

Npare me, gracious madam,” said the eirl
rising, aud then leaning wguinst a ehair for
support;; [ liave no intention (o marry; it is
impossible for me to wed the Count.”

“The kingwill be displensed that you should
rejeet an alliance which we have thoueht well
of. St} more, should ke deem that )ou per-
sist in your rejeetion of the Count beenuse you
encourage still an attachwment for the outlaw
St. John.  With no friends in Iugland bug
your wnele, who will not tarry Jong, i is some-
thing worse than foolish to refuse overtures
whieh the king and myself’ consider it will be
for your advantage to aceept,”

“It is siniply fmpossible, your Majesty, that
I ean ever marey Count Von Arnhein,?

“1see well how it ix" veplivd the qucen ;
“also, that 1 have pressed the matter toe much’.
The Coune is eoming here along with the kine
in a fow weeks; you will avercome this reluc.
tunce.”

“ Madum, spare wme any overtures on the
part of the Count,” said Florenee; “my mind
will remain unaltered; T shull never marry
him.” '

[ see that you are obstinate,” was the ro.
ply. “Thne cliects great changes,  Before
very long you may be us anxjous to complete
this mateh as you ure now violently opposed,
Obstinacy is the prevailing characteristic of the
dispositions of ecertnin members of my own
family, It is that of my own sister, and her
positivencss in retaining  those mischievous
favorites of hiers, the Marlboronghs, ure a proof
of it. She will lve to yield, and so will you.”

(To be Continued.)
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IRELAND’S VINDICATION.
REV'D. FATIHER BURKE'S GREAT TLECTURL.
“ The History of lreland, us told in Her Ruins.”

(From the N, Y. Liish American.)

—_—

(CONTINURD ¥ROM OURt LAST.)

Then caine, alimost at the very moment of Ircland's
conversion and Ireland's abundaut monasticism, em-
Lodied, as it were, and sustained Ly that rule éf St
Columba which St. Patrick brought into Ireland —
having got it from St. Martin of Tours—then camo
at shat very time, she vuin and the desolntion of al..
most all the rest of the world.  Rome was in fiames -
and tho ancient Pagan civilizntion of thousands of"
years was gone.  Howdes of barbarians poured, in
streams, over the world,  The wholo of that form(larly
civilized world scemed to be falling back again into
the darkness and chaos of the barbarism of the ear-
liest times : but Ircland, sheltered by the encircling
waves, converted and sanctified, kept her national
freedom. No invader profaned her virgin soil ; no
sword was drawn, nor cry of battle or feud resounded
through the Innd; and the consequenee was, that
Ireland, developing her schools, ontering into ’cvery
field of learning, produced, in almost every monk, &
man fitted to teach hiy fellow-men and enlighten
the world (cheers). And the whole srorld came to.
their monasteries, from overy clime, as T have said
before ; they filled the land; and for three hundred
years, without the shadow of a doubt, history declares.
that Ireland held the intellectunl supremncy of the
civilized world (remowed applause). Then wers
built those groups of seven churchos, here and there ;
then did they fill the land; then, when the morning
sun arose, every valley in Llessed Ircland resounded
to the praises and’ the matin-song of the monk ;
then the glorious cloister of Lismore, of Armagh, of
Bangor, of Arran avese ; and, far out in the Western

father to a beloved child,

Ocean, the glorious chorus resoundud in- praise of
Gpd, and the musicnl genius of the people rechived’



