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REDMOND O'CONNOR ;
THE SECRET PASSAGE.

A PAGE OF IRISH HISTORY.

——

(From the N. Y. Irish-Americun,)
CHAPTER 1V.—THE CONFEDERATES.

That evening, about an hour before sunset,
O'Connor and his trusty follower approached
the banks of a small river wiich marked the
boundary of Tyrone. Fergus was no longer the
wild and ragged stranger who had uppe{ired at
the lists of Salamanca. His coarse safiron had
given place to a neatly trimmed boff' coat and
polished cuirass, and his cap of deer-skin was re-
placed by a low-crowned Spanish hat and plume.
He led by the brudle a stout pack mule, which
carried his foster-brother’s eflects and the heavier
part of his armor. The lnight himself was
mounted on the same steed that Lad borne him
so gallantly at the tournament, and was dressed
similar to his follower, only that ius clothes were
of better material and more richly embrowdered.
Their road lay along the bank of the river for
some distance, and as the Knight looked impa-
tiently at the declining sun, he struck into a sharp
canter, and soon arrived at a ford in the stream.

¢« Fergus,” he said, as he entered the water,
< keep m my wake, for I think this water is deep,
it runs so smooth.”

There was, however, little need of the cau-
tion; the smoothness of the water was gmerely
owing to the gravelly bed over which it flowed.
In a tew moments they were on the opposite
hank, and slowly ascending a narrow bridle path,
lined on either side with clumps of furze busles,
which wound in a serpentine course toward the
height above. This they soon reached; and
when they did so, a scene presented itself which
compelled them to draw bridle in admiration.

The country, as far as the eye could reach;
was one expanse of the deepest green; rivaling
even the rich lands of sunny Spain, Here and
there a thicket of beautiful holly or hazel met
the sight and lent variety to the landscape.--
They were now in that Tyrone whieh lad been
hitberto guarded by the stout princes of the Red
Hand, who for generations held their patrimony
mviolate against the invader. The face of the
country was dolted thickly with peaceful cot-
tages, ant the song of the husbandman could he
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heard floating on the gentle evening breeze, as:

calmly as if an army of Saxon marauders were
not already at his door.  To the left of the tra-
velers, and about a mile down the stream, lay the
white walls of Portmore, which the (’Neil had
abandoned for fack of men to garrison it. I3ut
the object which rivetted the Eaight’s attention
remains yet to be noticed. Ilight opposite to
where they stood, and noet more than a fourth of
a mile distant, stood the white tents of the Con-
federate army, few in aumber, it is true, but
filled with stout hearts united in one purpose—
the freedom of their altars aud their homes.—
Conspicuous from the others, from its size, stood
the tent of the O'Neil, with the terrible bawnuer
of his Louse hanging fazily from a flag-stafl’ in
front. Upen the mud pavapet which surrounded
the tents, the wild northern sentinels paced slowiy
to and fro, lightly caroling some song of olden
times.

“ Fergus,” sait the Bnight, when he bad
feasted his eyes on this glorious scene, % fet us
move on ; 1L is growing late, and I am impatient
10 be of the number of those rebels, as they are
called. But yonder comes some one hound to

the camp, and his compuny will do us no harwn.”;
i O’Neil took the paper, and as he glunced at |}

As he spoke, e pointed to the right, where a
sclitary knight was seen riding slowiy along a
green lane which led oll' in an oblique direction
toward the viver. ks shield hung about bis
neck, und his lance lay carclessly in front, Ile
he!d in his hand a paper which he seemed 1o be

perusing attentively, and bis steed nibbled the

grass on each side as e came on. 1le was d-
den from their view for a moment by an inter-
vening thicket, and the knight, turning to his fol-
lower, exclaimed— _

“ By my faith, Fergus, I would not wonder if
this should prove to be the O’Neil himself. But
19, he would not be mad enough to ride abroad
so carclessly, seeing the golden reward sffered
tar bis head.”

At this moment the stranger 2gain appeared
in sight, and the setting sun, now shining on his
shield, revealed the Red Hand of Ulster.

It is O'Neil lumself,” cried Fergus; “ 1 see
his famous coat of arms.”

Ere he had done speaking, four men, armed to
the teeth, sprang from the thicket beside the
stranger, and without uttering a word, attacked
him on all sides,

“ My shield! Fergus, my shield ¥’ cried O'-
Connor, tearing the shield from its fastenings ;—
and putting spurs to his gallant horse, he flvw to
the scene of action. It was time he did so, for
O’Neil’s noble steed was ham-strung, and he
himself stood, with bis back against a tree, de-
feuding himself against bis assailants. One of
them already lay stretched upon the sward, and

the remaining three, with their long rapiers, press-
ed him at all points. But they had met the sol-
dier of his time, and their blows were parried
with the dexterity of an accomplished swords-
man. So intent were the assassins on their ob-
ject, that they did not notice O’Connor until he
was upon them, and, shouting his war cry, cut
down twa of them with as many blows. The
other turned te fly, but ere he had advanced a
step, the sword of (P’Neil was buried in his
back. .

It was at this moment that I"ergus, having
tied the pack mule to a tree, came galloping up,
sword in hand, but too late to tuke partin the
struggle.

¢« Might I beg to know the name of the gal-
lant Kmght, to whom I am indebted for this
tumely succor 2 asked the O Neil, taking ofl’ his
liehnet.

“Tergus O’Connor, my lord, 1s but too happy
to render this trifling service to one for whom he
would give his best blood 3 replied the Knight,
bowing.

“Thou art, then, of the O’Connors Taly

“T am, my lord.”

“ Aund, if T mistake not, the san of Shane O’-
Connor, of Glendearg, who bath met with such
foul treatment ?”

% The same, my lord.”

% Then, by my faith, I am right happy to see
thee,”” cried the Prince, embracing him; * and
be assured that Hugh O’Neil will not forget this
day’s work. 1’ll warrant thou art come to wrest
thy fair castle from the usurper1”

« It is, indeed, for that I came, my lord. 'The
skeleton of my sire hanging at his own gate, 1s
ao small motive for revenge.”

“ Now, that is spoken as becometh one of thy
race and lineage ; and what aid I can give, lhath
been already purchased. But, I pray thee, drop
this title of ¢lord,” which I have cast behind
with my ILZnglish allegiance. Do thou, good
fellow,” he continued, turning to Fergus, “search
the bodies of those dogs, if thou canst find any-
thing that will give us an insight into their names,
or that of their employers.”

Tergus sprang to do his bidding, and O’Neil,
turning again te the Knight, inquired :

“ Hast heard any news {rom the Spanish court,
lately 2 It would seem as if King Philip had
forgotten his faithful allies.”

“So far from that,” replied the knight, © there
is a vessel now lying at Ballyshaunon, with war-
like ctores for thee and the Prince of Tyrconuel.
Y have also the honor to be the bearer of a let-
ter from Mis Cathelic Majesty, to the Prince of
' Tyrone.”

So saying, he took from beneath bLis cuirass a
packet, bound with silk, sealed with the arms of
Spain and the Indies, and addressed to ¢ The
valiant and mighty Prince, Hugh O'Neil, gene-
ralissimo  of the Cathelic arwy of Ireland, &e,
These, by the hand of our good Kmght, Red-
mond O'Connor, of the Order of St. lago.”

“Nowg by my sword,” exelaimed O°Neil,
when he had read the address; *¢ it seems thou
art high in favor with his Majesty, and I
heartily congratulate thee,  As for the paclket,
I will forego the reading of 1t, Ull we arvive in
camp, and § will introduce thee at the same time
to my brotiers in arms, who will be proud of thy
companionship.  Ho ! there, good felow,” he
eried to ergus; * hast found anything on those
carrion knaves 1’

 Nothimr, my Jord, but this paper,” siud Fer-
gus, coming forwurd. “ The eursed thing is
Loglish prit, and 1 cannot decipher it.”

its contents, his brow lowered, and i a tone of
bitter trony, he exclaiied,

“ By my fuith, the callagh queca of Lingland
sets a high value on ber buuble servant.  Here
15 she, offering two thousand ponuds foe the plea-
sure of an interview with the arch traitor, Hugh
O'Neil, or one thousand {or his head § a princely
price indeed! It may be that those fellows
would have taken Lsh lands, wstead of the gold,
and we will give them, at least, their own length
aud breadih, vood measure.”

He twnded the paper to O'Connor, who read
it with mingled feelings of surprise aud indigna-
tion. It was a copy of LElizabell’s famnous pro-
clamation, declaring O'Neil a traitor, and  olfer-
ing a reward for s capture, dead or alive. This
expluined, at once, the reasoas tor such a despe-
rate attack on the Prince, almost within calling
of lis own forces.

It was quite dark when they reached the camp,
and O’Neilt led the way through a narrow  pas-
sage in the mud wall, lined on each side by his
own warriors, armed with long pikes, which glis-
tened m the toreh-light.  O'Conaor and his fol-
Hower were condueted to a spare teat, which the
{ Piuee ordered for their accommodatien, aud
{ while 2 eouple of stout fellows arded Fergus in
|caving for his catue, another waited on the
Kmight, while be changed his attire. This being
dene, be was conducted to the Prince’s tent,
from which a bright glure of light streamed thro’
the open door. As he approached, he could per-
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ceive O'Neil himself, seated at the head of a
long table, which was covered with smoking
dishes, and surrounded by those men whose
names reflect glory on the history of their time.
Iere was ITugh Maguire, the brave Prince of
Fermanagh ; Cormac and Aed O’Neil, the Ge-
neral’s brothers ; MacMahon, of Monaghan ;—
MacDonald, of the Glens; the valiant Tyrrell,
of Fertullagh, and a host of others. All eyes
were bent on the stranger, as O'Neil rose to
meet him, and introduced lunmy to (he company.—
The Prince had related the adventure of the
evenng, and all pressed forward to offer their
gratitude to the wan who had saved the hfe of
their adored chief. O’Connor, as a mark of dis-
tinction, was seated at the leader’s right haad,
and when g Philip’s letter had been read, and
listened (o with deepest atlention, the supper
proceeded amid the most delicious music from
the aged bard of O’Neil, who sat bebind his
master’s chair.

Having done justice to the viands, they were
removed by the pages in waiting, and their place
supplied with {lasks of wine, and rich and mas-
sively wrought cornas, or drinking horns.

« My friends,” sad O'Neil, rising with his
horn elevated in his hand ; “ pledge all around
the liealth of our ally of Spain, and his gallant
knight, Sir Redmond O’Connor, who hath come
to take part in our rightful struggle for religion
and our Tatherland.”

The toast was pledged with a hearly good
will, and O’Connor returned thapks with a mo-
dest dilfidence, which gained him still more the
sympathy and esteem of his new companions.—
The wine passed freely round, and good fellow-
ship reigned supreme. The aged bard caught
up the ispiration, and his fingers swept the
strings to sounds of wild pleasure and delight.—
It was not till the moon was careering high above
the camp, and shedding 2 flood of mellow light
over white tent and mailed sentinel ; that the
young O’Connor sought his lodgings, dehghted
with his reception by the gallant Confederates.

CHAPTER V.—THE EXPEDITION.

"Uhe next morning, long belore the sun appear-
ed above the western hills, O’Connor again made
his way to the General’s tent. A couple of
steeds, ready saddled, were led up and down be-
fore the door: and entering, he found O°Neil
alone with Maguwre, the commander of the ca-
valry.

“ T see,” said (PXNeil, “ your Spanish sojourn
hatlt not made a stuggard of you. We wish to
show you some of our ¢ wild Trish,” of whom you
have daubittess heurd mueh.”

« Men,”? veplied O'Convor, ¢ whose homes are
sacked, and themselves pursued ke welves, can-
not be aughi else than wild.”

« By S, Patrick, tion sayest traly 17 exelaim-
ed the fiery Maguire ; & when their princes are
outlawed, and a price set upon their hieads, by a
petticonted cudieagl, whose power they never
owped l—and all this for presuming to breathe
the breath of freemen on the hills their fatbers
ruled for nges ! Tut I see owr cattle are at the
door, and we must to horse, or be late lor rcll-
call, as the sergeant hath it.”

Fergus had his master’s borse waiting at the
door, and vaulting ioto the saddle, he accompa-
nied the two princes to the parade-ground on
the rear of the camp, where the men, under their
respective chief, were going through various wi-
tary evolutions, under the eye of the brave Cor-
mac *Neil. The cavaley were mostly elad in
bufi’ coals, wilh sbining beimets and drooping
plumes, which kept waving in the breeze, aud

gave o the weather-heaten feitures a zallant ap-

pearance.  ‘The lwtry were  armed-—some
with matehlocks, morve with pikes, and even a
few of MucDonald's peaple with such primitive
weapous as bows and arrows.

When the parade was over, and the troops
were deplaymyg past, Magwre, pointing o the
cavalry, asked—

“ Hlow would the commund of a squadron of
those fellows suit your faney, Sir Redmond 17

¢ Come now,” taughingly interrupted O’Neil,
“you are taking an wndue advantaye!  Know,
Sie Redmond,”  he continued, addressing  the
Kanght, “ that my two friends, Maguire bere and
flichard Tyrrel, are botl anxious for the com-
panionshp of your gallant self, and T promised
that each should plead his cause, lace to face. —

! But bere comes ‘Uyrrel himself.”

That nobleman now rode up; and addressing
Mauguire, asked:

4 JLast opened negotiations yet with our young
couptrynan 1

o [ tad but begun,” replied the Crince,  when
I was lindered by the O'Neil, who is such a
stickter for honor ; but ye ave both of a Leiuster
brood, and 1 fear my case is hopeless.”

« \Well, then, Sir Redmond, I mareh to-mor-
row on an expedition into Meath. If you will
accept of a command with me, I shall be proud
of your sid and experience.”

% | am deeply grateful,” returned the Knight,
“ for the kind offer, and heartily accept it; the
more so, as you are going towards Lewmster. I»
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bowing to the prince ; but I lave registered a
vow in hieaven to avenge the murder of my kin-
dred ; and it seemeth as if every step 1 took
towards Leinster would bring me nearer its ac-
complishmnent.

“T respect your motives,” rephed Maguire,
“and will not urge you further.  Were 1t not
that we will have some blows with this fellow,
Burrough, by my fsith, I would even go wnyself,
and handle the usurper as he deserveth.”

“ Now, I am mightly pleased you have missed
him,” said O'Neil, smiling, <[ fear Sir Red-
mond would be spoilt, were ke to follow you and
your reckiess horsemen.”

A grim smile was the only reply {vamn the
dark-visaged chief; and when the 1roops had all
passed, they followed them to the cawp.,

The remainder of the day was spent in prepa-
ratious {or tie march; and when wmght set in,
O'Connor hetook himself to his tent, where he
enjoyed the first refreshing sleep be had hadsinee
feaving Spain.

It was broad daylight when Ilergus aroused
him from his slumbers ; and, springing to his
feet, he exclaimed :

“TFergus! did I not tell you to rouse me with
the dawn

“I was loth to disturb you,” replied Fergus,
“tll the last moment. 'The cattle are already
at the door, and T have breakfast here in wajt-
ing.”

“Then hand me a morsel of that bread and
a draught of wine, That wiil Jo. Now do the
points of this doublet while I am eating.”

Fergus proceeded to tie the namberless points,
or ribbons, which connected the hose with the
doublet ; and when this was completed, bis fos-
ter-brother, tying on his hehnet, exclaimed :

“ Now, I'ergus, in the name of God and our
Lady, for rn and vengeance {” C

So saying, and laying a haod on his steed’s
shoulder, he vaulted into the saddle, and canter-
ed to the front of the camp, where the men were
already formed for the mareh, their countenances
beaming with defight at the prospect of a foray.
Several of the nobles were out to see them
march away, and as ’Connor tock his leave of
O'Neil, the latter whispered :

“1 hope to sec ye return suceessful, Sir Red-
mond ; and by no means act rashly.

Y

with the blessing of (iod, as soon as we have dis-
posed of 1his fellow, Durrough, you shall have as
many o our treeps as will serve your tarn.”

The Woight thacked O'Ned 5 and putting ;

spurs to lis steed, dashed after the troops, who
were already on the mareh,

steep bunk beyond. Al that day, they marched
without seeing an enemy.  'Lhe peasantry; hav-
ing yeceiveid infelligence of the march of the
Deputy with an overwhelming army, were b
rymg 1o the lills.  ‘Uhey kuew, by sad cxpe-
ricice, the eruelties practised by the Iuglish
troops, and dared not await their approach.

The litke force encanped that night  arownd

a ruined abbey, and the commanders establishad ;
thetnrelves under o massive arel wiich had with- i

stoad the fary of the fmatical destroyer. It

was enclosed ou one sile by a thick curtain of
green vy, which still cluag to its stern supjorter,’
quan-

as i {u sympathy far its misfortunes, A
tity of fageots was collected, and a pleasant f]
soon illumine:! the sombre vuin with its red glare,
Before this fire the coinmanders discussed their
{ragal supper.

“ By ey faith,” said Tyreel, as he banded his
companion the wine-flask, ¢ this is a pretty place
for story-telling, and 1 have a wonderful curiosity
to knnw by what adventure this foreign  handle
was fastencid to your nwane,  The Spaniard 1s tov
mgactt of his bonars 1o bestow them, like Eliaa-

betl, upon every fool who shews his teeth ; and ;

the story will be romantic, 1 am thking.”

# Moy, returned the Kuight, smiling, ¢ the !

story has but littfe romance ; but as it will help
10 beguile the time, which, to me, drags heavily,
I do not care if 1 telf it.”

So saying, and taking anether draught from
the flask, he related Lrielly the story, which 15
already known to the reader.

The gultant Tyrrel reclined against the grey
wall, Lis legs across, and ever aud anon utiering
an exclamation of dehght as each incudent was
pithily aud modestly related by the Knight.

& Now, by St. Patrick ! he exclaimed, when
the story concluded, it were well worth cross-
ing the scas twice, aye, ten times, to bear the
patm of chivalry from the haughty Dous; and
that before the eyes of their more haughty king.
Buat well I know it was not within college walls
such dexterous horsemanship was taught, and I
must hear where it was gained, else { will take
you for none of this world’s knights.”

« Then pass me the wine-flask till I moisten
my lips, which are grown dry with story-telling,
and I will satisfy your desires as to that,” an-
swered his companion.

also thaok the noble Maguire,” he coatinued,

Your fa- !
ther’s siout castle is yet to be regained; und |

By sunrise they |
bad crossed the viver, wnd were ascending the
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lusting the contents, returncd it to Tymrel, wnd
continued :

“Tf ever the fale of war should lead yeu 1o
the 1ted Castle of ('Connor, in Ofluly, vou witl
see on the level around, to the right of the :uai
entrance (if the tend Winglield hath not runed
that likewise) a» pretly a tilt-yard as any in
Leinster can boast.  *Twas there, ere [ couid
bear a lanee heavier than a stout willow wund,
that [ learned those lossans which have svive!
me bravely sice. My father, who sepved i
Lrome time undee Duke Charles, of Buraniidy,
rwas my preceplor; and even now 1 think | vas
psee lim wouated on s ey charges, andd, wiin
a wand for a lanee, charging against hi-
varvior.  Ab! Tittle be thonght that boy :
be a stranger i his own connuy, and sig'}m:; e
the day when he shadl toke down his bones 1
the gibbet, and hinist the assassin in their «to! !
i1 ohave told yoi my sehool and my preceptor. o
thope you will still believe wie cne of il
cinldren”

“ Aud gallant preceptor he was, if report ~iy~
truth,” answered Tyrrell ; “and T hope the Jay
you sigh for will soon arrive, and that DRiciard

v
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Tyrrell may have 2 hand i your just quars- '
(Ty be Continued)
BRIV, D CAMILL.
WIHICH SIDE, 1N THE PEESENT  ITALIAN  CaMIA o,

SUOTULD CLATM THE CATHOLI SyMraTny?
(From the Dublin Catholic L'elegraph.)

When one reads the entire history of the wi
Austrian Empire, from the earliest period to the o
sent time, it developes a continvous and sueces
plan of anneration of foreign terriiory, such iz -
« not beea practised or realised by any other
yin Europe.  Immediately afier the fall of the
' toman Fmpive, and so carly as the sixth centui
gucleus of this great kingdom was not lu
sun Irish country. It was called Avavin 1y
Avars,a barbarous trive, which then had po--
of it: and it wag not till the nindh century wi;:
small paich of territory widened its exten: i
large prineipality, thet it was called Oestorrd
domain of the enst: now Austris,  Since this
Auztria bas Leen naking additions to her
dominions ; one time annexing & dukedon,
marqguisate ; now a Ringdom, then a elty, A
times aulding a river, a vualley, a monntain, u
but whways fncrensing its demain, Hll after one &
zand yearz and upwards of uninterrupied coug.
or diplomacy, or purchase, cr intrigue, or nmre
| ringes, it has speead ont its Empire, which now % .
: n Brst-rate power in all the arts of s
dern eivilisation and milliary preponderance

coninins twva-hundeed and fifty-2ix thousand

mdle s of teveitery, and thicty eizbit wilions
tnte, and {83 peopled
siuto wlieh mankind ©
pogL St
fnowldeh

s four out of the e
il e hedivided, 1t
nexad at hivt i
taies, even in the
it Leprierees With nnerous
sponen i o vigorous abid
cleoaat eonstraction, [ ohave o
sronkley for a porpose which will soon apyn
fetler, 1y territaries, the eities, &
have heen an einpire, towetlier witly ihe

years in v thus added 19 the Ao ol
AU MR

Pelukioeds

Triesu:

el re . e e .
fiemant, Moasing aed Auztoian Stiesia ...
Gurk, e .
{ Hungary, Crotia
? Contirmed
T naylvanin
Sluvonia . .- .
Mantua

[{ohene

Castig!

a0t
Bakowina o e e -
v Poland (final) ... o ... ce

Circle of the fon ..

Venice, Datmatia, &c.

Trient, Brixzen

Salzburg oo . . he

Bergamo jirescia -

Valley of Veltline

Ragnsa S .

Sabionetts ces ... 1815
A view of the fimes in which these annexations have
been made, will show that tho Emperors and the
statesmen of this country have been steadily (almost
every year] making some little addition of some
place or other however small. And this is a fact
which will at once convince the reader that the per-
manzné aggresive charccler of Austrin stands un-
equalled in Europe : that she has been for ten cen-
turles gnawing her way inte all tho gurrounding
states: and moreover that in these unceasing ag-
greasions nothing was too large for her territorial ap-
petite or too small for her hungry conquest. These-
observations will demonstrate too, that as she bhas
streggled to acquire all her possessions on land, and
scarcely anaything (as they say) on sen, her com-
merce i8 esséntinlly neglected, and limited, while her
agriculture becomes the exclusive staple support of
the state. This fact agnin leaves the city popula-
tions without commercial speculations and employ-~
ment, diminishes the public revenaes, leaves the dis-
contented in & permanent, stagnant combination af

The flask was passed, and O’Connor, nerely

home, and thus fosters the principle of revolution,
At o mere glance, one must feel that an empire com-



