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' " CHAPTER XVIL

There 18 a district in Ire!and where, at the pe-
riod of our story, the English government, after
the lapse of seven tenturies, had scarcely suc-
ceeded in estabhshing its authority : T mean Con-
pemara, or, as the Irish call it in their native lan-
guage, ¢ the Ports of Deep,” that 1s, Cuar na
mara. It s situated on the western side of the
« Green Isle” opposite New York. There never

. was a country better adapted 10 serve as an asy-
lam for outlaws; it is filled with lakes, impracti-
cable bogs, and mountains that are pathless and
inaccessible. The lines of communication are
bridle-roads or boreens, narrow and dangerous ;
and form, by their multiplicity of inextricable
labyrinths in which the stranger s lost. The
soil is.so barren that you might tra\‘vel miles with-
out meeting a farm. Few capitalists dared at
this time to farm a country, the chief value of
which lies in pasturage. Its pru}cnpal :nhalgxt.ants
were ferocious herdsmen ; and its only visitors
were outlaws or malefactors, who took refuge in
its fastnesses from the pursuits of English justice.

In Ireland, however, the word malefactor has
a peculiar meaning: crimes in Ireland have ge-
gerally a political cause. The bhatred of race,
revolting partiality, and grinding injustice of the
English law usually produce those criminal ac-
tions which distinguish the Insh calendar. The
stranger, who visits Ireland from curiosity or bu-
siness, is qute as safe as in the most cultivated
countries of Europe. He has only to enter a
cabin if he be hungry or thirsty, to be imme-
Uiately received as a guest and a friend. Caed
nille, failthe, and the cordial smile of welcorqe
wil greet his entrance, and .cheer ]um_to his
meal. The family will offer bim their'milk and
potatoes ; the old man will tell him the legends,
and the young girl sing the sweet and harmonious
melodies of lreland. Dui woe betide the she-
rifl's officer, the catch-pole, or bailiff, who ven-
tured to execate bis functions in tins land of pre-
scription.  All Connemara revolted against him.

This is the country into which we must intro-
duce the reader, abont seven months subsequently
to the events described in the last chapter.

A more picturesque, and, at the same time, a
-more savage prospect perhaps never met a tra-
veller’s eye than the Valley of the Three Sis-
ters, (that is, Gleann na thri Swwr.) It is a
great ravine, or prodigious furrow. apparently
scooped out by a deluge in pre-Adamate periods
of geological convulsion: it 1s skirtea by three
mountains which give it a triangular shape. A
humid obscurity broods in tlns valley which 1s
never dispelled, except in one season of the year,
and which disposes the mind to feelings of me-
lancholy and terror. In the centre spreads a
take which originates in a neighboring moatain,
and which is fed by a torrent that tumbles down
1n the foam of a cascade. 'The starveling vege-
tation is scant and stingy in this sterile solitude.
Nevertheless, some stunted trees, struggling into
existence, have struck their roots into the cre-
vices which the torrent had filled with particles
of vegetable earth. The only sound breaking
the silence of tlus melancholy desert is the mo-
notonous roar of the wintry cascade. The me-
lodious notes of the red-breast, the thrush, or
blackbird never cheer the gloowy echo of these
inbospitable deserts. Even in the flowery sea-
son of summer the Valley of the Three Sisters
presents a lugubrious aspect ; and if so, the read-
er may judge of its appalling appearance at the
period of our story—the beginning of a rude
winter. Though only in the middle of Novem-
ber the mountain tops .were sheeted with snow,
and the-leafless trees dripped with icicles not des-
tined to melt until the following May. The
lake slept under a crust of bluish ice, broken
here and there by withered tufts of rushes and
flaggers, which grew through it. The traveller
on horseback was following the balf obliterated
road which selvaged the lake, while the keen and
bitter wind swept i gales over the scene. Des-
pite an ample cloak that at once covered himself
and the greater part of his horse; despite a
broad-brimmed bat which he pulled down so as
to leave but a narrow aperture for sight and res-
piration, the Unknown appeared frozen with cold.
Besides, it was gasy to perceive by the uncer-
tainty painted in his face and movements that he
was by no means sure of lus route. e looked
by turns to the right and left with an embarrass-
ed air, but neither man nor horse was visible.—
It appeared, as if sheer dreariness. had scared
away all sentient inbabitants. Nevertheless, the
traveller had reasons doubtless for refusing to re-
tire before these forbidding appearances—he
continued to gaze to the right and the left until
he finally suéceeded in distinguishing a . few light
puffs of smoke which burst from a rock a little
distance from the waterfall. At the same time
4 smell of burned turf reached bis olfactory
nerves and on the principle that smoke canaot
exist without fire, and'fire cannot exist without
some hand to.trim it, lie.concluded that a cot-

tage lay in the wicinity, and turned lts horse’s
head in that dirction. But owing to the rough-
ness of the way, his horse might stumble and
fall into the lake: he accordingly dismounted,
which he was the more willing to do as exercise
was necessary to restore natural warmtih to bis
half frozen limbs. He continued walking for
about three-quarters of an hour without discover-
ing any further trace of the expected cottage;
puffs of smoke continued, nevertheless, to gush
occasionally from the rocks; but he could pei-
ther discover fire nor habitation. The foxes of
the mountain, the otters of the lake, or the bad-
gers of the rocks seemed the only tenants of this
scene of desolation. The traveller became con-
vinced that what he had mistaken for smoke was
one of those white gushes of vapor whaich some-
times issue from subterraneous waters through
fissures in the earth. TFinding that his eyes de-
ceived him, he determined to use his lungs, and
accordingly shouted with all his might. To his
no small astonshment an answering voice issued
from the earth and responded to his challenge in
some unintelligible words. The horseman was a
member of the educated classes, and gave little
credit to the tales of sighs and Zethprohans with
which the imagination of the peasants loves to
people the caverns ; he nevertheless felt a senti-
ment of surprise which approached to terror, and
which rendered bim perfectly silent, But after
@ moment's consideration be blushed for his weak-
ness and repeated his cry; he heard distinetly
the following words at a little distance from him.
“I say, Jack, you seem to be in a great hurry
this eveing. D)l be with you in a moment.
only want time to put out the fire—if you have
any brains you’ll take a dbrop of the mountain
dew to fasten the life in you. ILrvery one knows
that you are lond of a glass, though you hypo-
critically pretend to be a teetotaller.”

The Unknown perceived that the speaker mis-
took him for a different person, and chance had-
dled him to one of those illist distilleries for
which Connemara was so celebrated. The dis-
covery of this secret, was often accompamed
with danger ; and homicide m this lonely valley
must remain long unpunished, The stranger was

a peaceable, and consequently an unarmed man,

nevertheless Lis natural mtrepidity, the neces-
sity of obtaining informalion, and a vague re-
membrance of the voice, which he thought he
bad heard before, induced him to semam. Ie
waited then with no little interest the result of
this adventure. Ide soon heard a rolling of
rocks as if some one were closing the aperture
of a cavern; agam the bushes were suddenly
put aside, and he stood in the presence of the
mysterious personage whose voice had previously
reached his ears; he was a middle aged man
dressed in the costume of a Connemara peasant,
a goat-skin cap, and gauters likewise of untanned
goat-skin, a cofa-mor of coarse frieze which
draped him to the heels, while he held in his
hand a large bladder of whiskey, the manufac-
ture of which was his favorite employment. In
the other hand he held an old blunderbuss always
considered a useful article in an illicit distillery.
He appeared to have been a good customer to
hinself; a certain weakness in his limbs and a
bloated, swoollen countenance, seemed to prove
that he had made himself acquainted with the
flavor of Ins manufucture. He seemed perfectly
thunderstruck al the appearance of a stranger.
<« Qh, Lord, save us! ths is not Jack Gunn ¥’—
he exclaimed—*“ oh, Lord ! is it a guager that’s
in it?” :

Feeling certain that the stranger had disco-
vered the existenceof the laboratory, he dropped
the bladder and cocked bis blunderbuss, and in
a tone which was meant to be firm, said:—
« Well, friend, who are you?-—or what brings
you into a place like this where you have no bu-
siess ! It’s what you ought to get a bullet in
your brain; and if I was another . Butl
inust see who you are before I determine what to
do with you.”

The stranger was apparently unmoved by
these threats, though the-barrel of the blunder-
buss was directed to his breast ; he examined the
distiller with attention for some minutes, and
then observed with a smile, %I am touch mis-
taken, if you are not Tom Kavanagh who held
a farm from Lord Powerscourt.”

The distiller grew pale, in spite of the rosy
color the use of whiskey had imparted to his
countenance. ¢ Tom Kavanagh,' he stamner-
ed,  faix yer honor was never more mistaken in
yer life; my name is not ‘Tom Kavanagh, nor
never was; my name is Justin M¢Carthy, and I
was born in those very glens—DI’m livia’ in Con-
nemara since I was the size of a sod of turf—
But, na-boc-leets, what is it to any one whether
orno? Ihave a great min¥ to know who you
are yourself, or what you want 1n this glen of
The Three Sisters. Come, speak up man, who
areiyou ; and what orings here ?°

The muzzle of the firelock was aimed a se-
cond time at the stranger, who seemed indiffer-
ent to the danger. ¢ Tom Kavanagh or- Justin
M¢Carthy,” said the stranger with a smile,—

s

¢ though you were in the rebellion your disposi-
tion is not sanguinary. Besides you would not
wish to kill an old friend who never intended to
do you any harm.”

At the same time the stranger opened his
mantle and exhibited the thin calm face of An-
gus O’Byrne.

Tom Kavanagh appeared full of astonishment
and joy; he let his firelock fall, and rushing to
the priest, exclaimed, *Is it your reverence
that’s in it—a hundred thousand welcomes !—
This will be the joyful news.” He suddenly
became speechless, when the priest looking
sharply said, ¥ Well, Tom Kavanagh, why don’t
yougo on? Who will consider my coming as
good news? In this cursed country there is no-
bod!’ who knows of my coming or wishes to see
me.

" “Faix, your Reverence, there’s poor Biddy
my wile, an® her ould mother, an’ all the chil-
dren—we have a fine cabin at the other side of
the mountan, and if you’ll come wid me you'll
see the joy there will be. We are not so bad
off aswe used to be, yer honor—the tirade is
good in this country.” And so saying he laughed.

“Trade!” said Angus with bitterness, © I
hope your trade 1s not opposed to the laws of
God, whatever it may be.”

“ Your honor appears to be terribly tired,”
observed Kavanagh ? if you’d take a mouthful
of whiskey it would fasten the life in yer honor.”
Kavanagh filled an egg-shell with the contents
of the bladder, and presented it to the priest.—
Angus was reluctant to receive it; but the
blood was freezing in his veins, and the wital
warmth seemed escaping from his extremities.—
He received it with a trembling hand, and swal-
lowed a inouthful of the fiery liquid, which he so
often anathematised. This action appeared Lo
afford a triumph to Tom Kavanagh, who danced
with joy to see the priest drink whiskey. ¢ Ile
drinks the potteen,” said Tom: “ they’d never
believe it in Wicklow. Often 1’ve tould your Re-
verence Lhat the whiskey never did harm to man
or mor(al; an’ signs on it, yer Revereace is
gettin’ vour own color agen—it would be a sin
to waste a dhrop of it,” snid IKavanagh, taking
the egg-shell from the priest, who returned it
nearly as full as he received it. Kavanagh emp-
tied the egg-shell at a single gulp, ¢ Oh, that’s
the right sort ; it would be a sin to lose a dhrop
of it

an spite of himself, Angus O’Byrne felt bene-
fitted by this mouthful of whiskey. 1Ie said
with a smile, “T only blame the aluse of i,
Kavanagh. Ii you and others would use it with
moderation. But tlus is no time to preach. 1
willingly accept the asspitality of your cottage.
I am exhausted with fatigue. T have been wan-
dering all day thwough this bleak country; my
poor horse will be glad to get a bundle of hay
or straw, for he is nearly dead. Come, Kavan-
agh, lead the way.”

“ Oh, yer Reverence, we are notfar from
home ; and the wife remembers yer kindoess to
her and the childer. Your Reverence and the
young lady were always good to her—may she
rest in peace ; but she is certawmly in beaven.’.

The distitler with his blunderbuss in one land,
and the ‘bladder m the other, and his goat-skin
cap on his hand, led the way, while Father O'-
Byrne followed, leading his horse hy the bridle.
Conversation soon becatne impossible, owing to

the rouglness of the road ; but they finally got.

into a path hardened by the frost, whicl, sweep-
ing round the flank of the mountain, seemed to
lead to more cultivated regions.. Neither the
priest nor his companion seemed willing to break
the silence. Iavanagh was thoughtful; certain
difliculties which he had not first reflected on,
presented themselves to his mind, and made him
dread mdiscretion. The priest seemed desirous
of broaching some difficult and painful subject.
“ Kavanagh,” said he atlast,in a melancholy
tone, * before T go into your cabin, I have some
questions to ask you, and which you will, I hope,
answer without any reserve. It has occurred
very strongly to my mind smee I met you, that
you may be able to give me some account of my
unhappy brother and—of a person who accom-
panied him. Am I wroog ?”

Tom Kavanagh looked at the priest with ‘a
melancholy air,and replied resolutely, ¢ Ah, then,
how would a poor man hke me know anything
about a great count like your brother? I sup-
pose it’s in France he is Vi

« Now, don’t tell lies,” said the priest with an
air of severity. I am perfectly certain that my
brother 1s concealed 1n this neighborhood ; aud
your lies only serve to ruin your soul, without
changing my conviction. Nay, Kavanagh,” said
he in a milder tone, ¢ you need not be afraid of
confiding 1 me. I have come here on a mission
of mercy. You must be well aware of the dan-
ger which surrounds Richard, and the terrible
penalty he lias wcurred.” His voice failed, and
lis eyes filled with tears.

“ Yes, yes,” resumed Kavanagh with emotion ;
“ we got a newspaper from a deserter, and read
the sentence of the Court of Queen’s Bench.—

No. 25.

If they were to transport a poor devil like me,
it woald be only reasonable, though no wman ever
seen me fire a shot m my life; but I allow the
burnin’ of the cottage is a black spot against me.
But that the Court should dare condemn a man
like the great Count O’Byrae is really infumous.
But yer Reverence will say, and say truly, what
can Irishmen expect from the Knglish-made
judges. Poor Daly, the blind man, is happier
than any of us. e died in jail, yer Reverence,
but he waa true to his country to the last gasp.”

Kavanagh and the priest proceeded in silence,
botk overwhelmed with painful reflections.

“ Never mind, Kavanagh, said at last,* they
may condemn him in Dublin, but they cannot
haog him in Connemara ; the peelers don't like
to wander through the houseless wilds of Conne-
mara ; and 1 they did, perbaps they would not
prove the strongest afther all.”

« Don’t be sure of that,” said the priest, shak-
ing his head. I know that Connemara has re-
ceived certain privileges from nature ; but I know
that the English government is strong enough to
violate them. Richard is no common enemy—the
English Government dread his influence, his mi-
litary talent, and untamable courage ; they wish
to get rid of so dangerous a consptrator at any
cost. Besides, my brother having carried away
a young lady belonging to one of the noblest fa-
milies in Ireland, has become the object of im-
placable hatred. I know that Lord Dowers-
court has pressed the Viceroy to adopt the most
energetic measures for the recovery of Lady
Ellen and the punishment of her seducer. Yes-
terday, when I was passing through Galway, the
autborities were preparing a military expedition
for some unknown object. I trembled lest it
should be destined to ransack thesc mountains.—
I beseech you, Kavanagh, bring me to Rachard
immediately. I want te furnish him with the
means of saving his life.”

Fom JSavanagh was embarrassed and perplex-
ed ; he looked by turns to the carth and to the
sky, and arranged his cotre mor and adjusted his
cap. ¢ What can I say, your Reverence? - o
simple man like me—1I dJon’t know what to do or
what 1o say. DBut, at any rate, come along with
me.”

“You delend yourself badly, Kavanagh,”
cried the priest ; “ you know thoroughly what I
inquire about. Well, if youare impenetrable
on the subject of my brother, you can tell me at
least ol the unfortunate young woman whom
Richard carried away with Lhim. If his ven-
geance was to be exercised on any one, he might
have selected some other object besides the
friend of owr poor sister. Where did he hide
her? Tlow can he keep her prisoner in this hor-
rible country 77

Tom Kavanagh turned his head and smiled.—
e seemed strongly inclined to make some mna-
lignant remark, but he arrested the propeasity—

“ Sorra know meself knows,” he exclahned.

“ Come, come, said the priest, “speak out,
man ;—have you taken a freemason’s oath that
you will not tell me where is my brother? You
know at least such a place as Fairymount 77

Tom Kavanagh stopped short.

“ Fairymount 7 he exclaimed in astonishinent.
“ Who told you that? Oh, begorras, T see you
know everything.”

“ Unfortunately T know nothing,” said the
priest ; “ but I understand if I can find Fairy-
mount I may there get some information concern-
ing my Lrotler.”

Tom Kavanagh made no reply. He continued
to praceed, grumbling as he went, and muttering
halt aloud—

“ Traix, I put my toot in it, At any rate we
are pow at'the coltage, an’ I’ll get some instruc-
tion there, I suppose. I do not know - what to
say or do.”

During the conversation they had emerged
from the Valley of the Three Sisters, and enter-
ed 2 more habitable district. Grass and trees
were visible ; a few straggling sheep, and dimi-
nutive cows were grazing on the stingy vegeta-
tion. A few poor cottages were perched upon
the slope, while the path - itself formed a kind of
cornice where a false step would ensure destruc-
tion. None but fugitives and outlaws would es-
tablish a residence in a place so dangerous. The
best of these cottages was occupied by Kava-
nagh and his family ; Tom showed it to the priest
with evident satisfaction ; and entered into a de-
tail of its advantages with no little exultation.—
When he was ata certain distance from the
door, he ultered a peculiar cry ; immediately a
considerable bustle appeared in the cottage; and
women popped their heads out of the doora to
examine the appearance of their new visitors.— |
But Tom’s signal was not a signal of alarm : for
the women, though inquisitive, were not afraid;
and their curiosity was doubtless occasioned by
the rarity of visitors. The priest experienced
some alarm at first when -Tom uttered his cry,
but Kavanagh hastened to appease him.

% Oh, yer honor !” said lie, * this is no com-
mon country—if I did not make them know that
i’s meself that’s in it, magbe.it’s stone they’d

-

shy at us, or a shot they’d fire, or God knows
what.” ' '

“ And yet you boast of being very happy ?”
remarked the priest,

Kavanagh made no reply ; and they finally
reached the cottage. Kavanagh’s residence was
certainly better than his “Wicklow habitation
it contained some chairs and tables, a few pots
and saucepans, and even a couple of feather beds
Mrs. Kavanagh and the motber of her husband,
and a rabble rout of children, cluding our tiny
friend, Paddy, still dressed in his father’s coat,
the history of which we are already acquainted
with, were all assembled in this cottage. T'he
moment the priest was seen every face in the
cottage became radiant with joy. Mrs. Kava-
nagh threw herself on her koeesin a religions
transport, and begged the blessing of her old di-
rector: The old mother of Kavanagh repeated
a thousand cead mille failthes; and the child-
ren, one after another came forward to kiss the
hand of his reverence. Subsequently litile Pad-
dy in his historic coat, hastened out to look alter
the horse, to which he presented a sheaf of un-
thrashed oats, the greatest favor that Conne-
mara could bestow on an animal of the kind.

A prodigious turf fire was soon blazing on the
hearthstone, and a prodigious pyramid of pota-
taes and eggs were poured simokiag on the rick-
cty table ; a jar of milk and a imescawn of but-
ter as well as a bottle of whiskey graced the
board and flanked the potatoes. This was the
most sumptuous feast that a cabia in Conuemara
can offer the most respectable visitor. "Tom
Kavanagh seemed inflated with pride and plea-
sure as he contemplated the groaning table ; lie
invited his guest to be seated, and he himself
opencd the attack by taking a glass of whiskey.
But the pricst obstinately refused to participate
in a beverage of whick he had recently experi-
enced the forlifying qualities ; he contented him-
self with the milk, eggs, butter, and potatoes,
which he cousumed with rapidity, while Mrs.
Kavanagh was relating the eventful bhistory of .
her bmmigration into this wild country. T'he
priest listeneil eagerly to her narrative in the
iope that some ghmpse of his hrother’s fate
might escape frem the garrulous housewife ; but
she had doubtless been forewaraed by her hus-
band 1 for she never comprowmised her lusband
by a single indiscreet cxpression. 'The young
priest began to despair of obtaining any informa-
tion as to the fate of bis brother when Le heard
a well known voice exélaiming oulside the cottage.

“ Justin MeCarthy, Justtn McCarthy ! you
smoke-dried rascal, will you come out of that
dea of yours T—there’s bad news this morning !
—We'll have to trundle and march out of thisin
an hour or twa !

At tie first word Tom Kavanagh started up
from his meal ; but the lucidity of his wind was
considerably obscured by the Tumes of the whis-
key he had swallowed: he remained motion-
less, stultering : « O, is that you, Jack Gunn 2”

“ You mean Jack Bawn O’Dunn, the village

7 exclaimed Mrs. Kavanagh, lookinz at
piper 77 exclaime gh, 2
her husband with an embarrassed countenance.
“ You-ought to go and mect him—and he call-
ing you.”

“Yes, yes ; you are right—that’s Dunn shure
enough,” said Kavanagh to his wife. ¢« What
bad news is he prating about 7 E

Mrs. Kavanagh made a sign which he did not
scem to understand. Meantime -the door was
thrust open, and a man entered the cottage. He
wore a goat-skin cap hke Kavanagh, and a cola
mor of Connauglit frize ; he seemed to be alarm-
ed and excited, On his first entrance he did not
see the strangers owing to the ohscurity of the
eottage., e cried in an angry tone addressing
Kavanagh, “ What’s this for at all!—is this the
lime you select to get drunk, and I hoarse calling
you?—What I have to tell you is no trifle.—
You have better go and tell the Count to be on
his guard.  While you are doing that, Pll gire
warning to the Glen. "Where is the horn 77

Without waiting for a reply he proceeded to-
wards the part of the cottage where, ‘amnongst
other articles of furniture, was saspended a pro-
digious cow’s horn, such as swine-doclors employ
in the southern parts of Ireland. ‘

His alarming words, and the excited air witl
which they were uttered, affected Kavanagh and

lus wife to such a degree that they forgot the
presence of Angus. _

“'What is the matter, Mr. Dumi—has any-
thing happened ?” asked Mrs. Kuvanagh, in a
perfect tremor of anxiety. ’

“Yes,” said Iavanagh,
“ tell us what is the mutter.” S

% Oh, bedad, you’ll soon know if you remain
liere much longer—there is a detachinest of sol-
diers at Cong, and they’re marching this way as

echoing lis wife,

fast as their legs can carry them. They are

coming to take the Couat and the young lady!
But if we don’t: look sharp they may take you
and me into the bargain! We ought to look to .
that, my friends; for we P He suddenly
stopped for he discerned the priest in the dusk of




