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“PHE « HIBERNIAN » NIGHTS'
ENTERTAINMENTS.

THE CAPTIVE OF KILLESHIN.
(Continued.)

At sunrise next morning, the woods of Castle
Dermot resounded to the unaccustomed din of
English drums and trumpets, as the army of the
Earl of March wounnd their glittering way
through passes that had been rarely trodden oy
Saxon foot since the ime when the third Ed-
ward had withdrawn the barrier from Carlow
‘Castle to the Naas. Ther vanguard, cased in
plate armour, and bearing gay streamers on the
-ends of their long lances, had entered on a nar-
row strip of open ground that lay along the verge
of a rivulet, and were deploying into a different
order suitable to therr less contracted lie of
march, when, on a sudden, the skirts of the wood

| :swarmed with a host of assarlants, and a shower
- of javelins fell among thewr astonished ranks,

while two hundred Irish borsemen followed with
their long lances to the charge. These were
the Slieumargie galloglass upon their rout to

* Tully Phelim. The English, wheeling nto line,

with their backs to the river, recerved the shock
tike gallant men, and the ground was soon cav-
When the
tances had been either cast or broken on either
part, the fight was maintamed at the pomt of the
sword, and now, man singhng man, it raged over
the plain1n a tumultous series of single combats.
Quaster was neither asked nor given ; there was
notiing to be seen but flickermg blades and
prostrale men and horses ; nothing to be heard
but shouts and war cries aad the clang of iron.
Brian More O'Nolan had already struck dewn
three autagonists ; his blood was up, his frame
dilated, and bis whole aspect breatbing furious
purpose, when be suddenly checked the anpetu-
ous course of his charger, and. in a voice dis-
tinctly heard over all the clamor and tumull o}
the field, called off lus men before whom the
rewnant of the enemy’s vanguard was momeat-
arily giving grounds; for the main body of the
Larl’s army was now in sight, and more than one
shaft from the English longbow had already fall-.
en,among the combatants,

It was with ill-suppressed reluctance that the
Irish leader prepared to withdraw from the field,
where a few migutes more would have pamed
him a victory so complete as lie seemed about
achieving, and the more so, that ope cavalier
among the Englsh who had twice endeavored
to single him out, still continued tg press through
the thickest of the fray with a daring which,
winle it challenged bis admiration, proveked kbis
pride. The Epglishman was sheatbed in com-
plete armor 5 his closed visor concealed his face,
but his figure was shght, and, although he fought
with distingwshed valor, it seemed as if he had
been indebted for his success hitherto, as much
to the weight and mettle of the magmficent horse
he rode as to his own personal prowess. The
fortune of the day was now turned ; the Irish
korsemen again made for the woods out of which
they bad issued ; for in the face of such a force
35 Wasnow approaching, further contest on the
plain would bave been madness. The pursued
were the pursuers, and foremost of Lhose who
llung.on the broken rear of the Irish, was the
English caralier, whose sword had not been idle
for amotent during the skirmish.

Brian Moare, seeing him again doing such gal-
lant service agatost bim, rode back with the de-
sign of encountering him hand to hand, but ere
be had ceached the spot where bis determioed
champion was hotly engaged with two galloglass,
2 blow of the battle-axe beat the helmet from
exposed the fair hair and flushed
features of 3 youth hardly, past the earliest prime
of manhood, * The emulous hostility of the chief
ave way to astonishment and admiration ; but
as the warlike boy sprung from amongst the tn-
terceptuig blows of his antagonists, and came
chargmg down upen himself, a sudden flood of
tenderness and compassion rushed upon his beart
for the calm disdain of the fine featu res, the
Waving fair hair, and the graceful figure of Lis
0w Ever, as be had faced his death among
MacGillpatrick’s men, the morning  befare,
feenied magically summoned up before his eyes.
€ gazed on the defenceless youth—for his
word-arm was disabled, and husg, at length,
dly by his s1de—as an an apparition ; the young
“nglishman, with equal wonder, bebeld the red
yeapon, by which ke had already expected his
eath-blow, returved to the sheath, and hw now
UiManageable charger bore b withmy arm’s
ength of the Insh coptain. Brian Sore seized
1 bridle as he dashed past, and gazed ogain an
IS Ingunuows countenance, now animated witls
I that haughty defizuce mmgled with eager ex-
telaticn, that he'so well remembeced tn his own
o5t boy. The iljusion was complete; the fa-
her triumphed-over the warrior ; his eyes filled
FUth teurs, and he cried, wocouscious of 'his.
Sarer's ignorance of his languoge, ¢ Brother of
y boy, 1 wouid"save_you for that -look, if there
¢1t not 2 man of my clan that had ot suffered

mischief at thy hands !’

The bewildered youth could only reply by an
appeal of pueous amazement; but, at that in-
stant, an arrow from the pursuing archery struck
O’Nolan’s borse through the flank,and the tor-
tured animal plunged forward mn the agones of
death. The chief sprung frowm the ground, still
grasping the retas of the young Englishman’s
charger, and perceived that, short as the time
occupied by this strange conference Lad beeu,
the enemy hal advaaced close upon Lim and his
prisoner, while his people, ignorant of bis return
to the rear, were already dispersed m the wood,
and borrying, by different routes, to the next
place of rendezvous. There was no horse at
band, and to gude that of his captive, while
mounted op that of another, would have been
both difficult and retarding ; so, laying hold of
the high peak of -the Englishwan’s saddle, be
vanfted on, behind the astonished but unresisting
rider; and, giving the spur to his powerful
charger, was soon out of arrow range, among the
depths of the forest.

He had not borne his captive far when he
percerved that be was severely wounded, and felt
hite getting weaker mn bis arms.  The flush of
defiance had now left bis face, and he leaned,
with the sick repose of conscious belplessness,
upon the bosom of bis captor., Brian More felt
his breast pepetrated with a sirange affection for
the helpless being resting on it.  The likeness
to his own son seemed stronger at every look;
and every moment revived his sorrow and soft-
ened bis heart. 'When he found that they were
safe from pursuit, be turned aside from Lbe rude
overshadowed track he had till then pursued, and
bore bis charge through briars and thickets into
a glade of the forest, in the midst of whick a
clear spring reflected the open sky. Here he
dismounted ; and, lifting his famt captive from
the saddle, like a sick child, in is arms, be Jaxd
him upon the margin of the fountain, unbraced
his armor,and with his scarf stavached the bat-
tle-axe wourd m his arm. The youth’s faint
eyes now expressed the utmost gratitude, and he
murmured low thanks, but in a language unkagwn
to Brian O’More. The chief sat down beside
him, laid off his belmet and bathed lus owsn
brows and hands in the tranquil waters. The
clear fountain was reddened as he washed away
the marks of conflict. The sight of such a pure
and peaceful spot, stamned for the first time, per-
haps, since the waters bad burst out of the
earth’s green bosom, with the blood of slaught-
ered men, stung the soul of the chief with a
pang as bitter as .unwonted. He leaned his
bead upon his hand, and lears at leugth stole
through bis large fingers and dropped upon the
water like a purifyng sacrifice.

A low groan from the wounded youth roused
his attention. He turned aad beheld mm
stretched motionless in the swoon which stanched
blood usvally brings on a wounded man. His
heart, already melied, now overflowed— Ever,
my son,’ he cried, ¢ you alsq are lymg low ! but
Ever, child of my soul, yours is the swoon from
which the wounded man awzkens not in this
life. Blavae tne not, my boy that otber hands are
about you, or that the faces you loved to see are
not watching over you. You have met your
mother now, my heart’s treasure, your mother
and the three bright boys and girls that weat
before you. Tell her, and tell them, Ever, that
I would fam be with them ; but that my heart
sinks in my breast when I thinkk of my lonely
Una, the last—and oh, dear angels, forgive your
father il he do you wrong—the best and fairest
of you ail—Oh, heaven have compassion on my
lonely orphan /—lock dowan upon her, sweet
Saint Bride! Mother of heaven, guide her,
and guard ber for ever !—And, Ever, tell our
dark Fiugh that he need not blush to meet vou,
for that Tubberbawn has nmot run red with the
only blogd that shall yet be shed in your quarrel.
—No, ny brave boy, if pou perished foully you
shall be fezrfully and fully avenged |—Ah, would
te God it had been my forlune befere I should
die, to hare seen you by my side fighting for
gour land aud people, as I saw tlis galiant
young genlleman fight ic the English van this
day!—Alas, I cannot bear to look on his pale
farr face, so like ‘'my own child’s, when they
brought bun howe fresh from the blade of Mae-
Gillpatrick—so changed from the noble and ar-
dent beauty that an -hour ago reminded me of
Ever, as le rode cut oa that black moroing to
Skrule wood. (rallant boy,’ he continuved ad-
dressing the fant Inghshman, now sowly re-
viving, °*dces any [ather expect your return ?—
does motiter ar sister keep a place at the evening
board for you? Ab, my fair youth, rou may
well look at we with thaokful eyes—for I make
a vow (o Saint Bride, that when I shall bave
healed your wourds, and shewa you our Irish

sports and hospitality, T will return you free of |

ransoia to your people, 23 ap alms to heaven,
that 'God may, deal as merciful. with me and
nine.  You ucdsrstand me not, but I shall soon
bring one who will tell you in your-owa. longue
‘what 2 sweet reward your valor this day has
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earaed you.” Brian More rose and leaving bis
gauatiets and helmet on the targin of the fount,
to indicate the short absence be contemplated,
left Lis captive on the ground while he took a
path that led into the woods, and was soon hid
behind the close screen of thick foliage.

In a short time he returned, bringing with bim
an aged man, whose long beard . and coarse gar-
meant of black serge proclaimed a recluse. "F'he
hermit, kneeling by the sick youth’s side, spolke
to him in broken English, telling bim not to be
cast dowa, for that his generous captor would
detain him only till bis wounds might heal, and
then, in consideration- of his youth and valor, re-
store bLirm, free of ransam, to his friends.

¢ I have no friends,” rephed the captive ith
a deep sigh; ¢had I bad friends to live for, I
should not have courted death as 1 have done
this day.?

¢ Who art thou 7" said the hermit.

‘Had I returned to the English camp to-day,
I would be Sir Robert Fitz Thomas,’ replied
the youth, ¢but the spurs tbat I have won I
shall never wear: 1 am, [ fear, dying.

‘ Not so, my son—with God’s help, not so,
cried the old man, hurrying to produce a phial
of medicated waters, from which he administer-
ed to his patient with the air of one skilted in
the treatment of the sick.

By this time, a score of the Slieumargie gal-
loglasses had joined their captain, and by his or-
ders were busied in construeting a soft litter of
wattled saplings. "When this was finished, strewed
with rushes and covered with a mantle, they
placed upon 1t the young -Geraldine—for his
name associated him with the great house of
Desmond—and elevatiog the whole to the shoul-
ders of four men, awaited the further orders of
the chief.

¢ Rory Buy,’ said O'Nolan, * to thee I entrust
the care of the wounded gentleman and the com-
mand of these twelve gallowglasses. Bear him
to the priory of Killeshin, with my wmstructions
to the chiel almouer that be want for no attend-
ance or fit medicine. Lysagh Mogyle, this holy
bermit will accompany you ; he deswwes a safe-
conduct to Killeshin, and will aid the sick gen-
tleman in interpreting bis wants. On your life
see that he comes by no harm in your hands, and
charge the same strictly upon the fathers.—
Good Lysagh, take thou this scarf for the lady
Una ; tell ber I plucked it from the shoulder of
a Saxon warrior in the fight this morning, and
send it to her for a tokeg that I have not for-
gotten her n ber sorrow. _But we have already
wasted too much time. Farewell, Sir Robert,
look to your charge, Rory MacRanall. Now,
my children, mount, and rile for Ardnebue.’ So
saying, O'Nolan departed with one body of Iis
men, while the remainder proceeded with their
charge, tbrough the woods, in an opposite direc-
tion.

Sick and faint, FitzThomas could mark noth-
ing but the shifting clouds or receding foliage
overbead, as he lay supine upon his ltter; but
the potion he had taken soon weighed down his
eyes 1 total unconsciousness, and all seemed a
blank ull be awakened alone in a strange apart-
meat, with a lamp burning by the head of the
couch on which he lay, and ar illuminated bre-
viary open on a seat beside.

He attempted to raise his bead, to convince
himself that it was not a dream ; but the stfi-
ness and pain of kis arm reminded him of the
strange eveots of the last day, and the throb-
bing of bis temples, and parching heat of his
body, told plainly that fever was about to be
added to the pain of his wound. Sounds, tos,
were ringing 1 his ears which he at first thought
voices of persons overbead. They then seemed
to be bul the chimug in lus own bram. Agaia
they rose audibly from without; FitzThomas
bad never beard sounds so sweetly plaintive be-
fore. They grew uearer, clearer, and more
wildly moureful at every note ; now rising in
alimost panful sweetness, now sinking and float-
ing away m murmured music, rardly to be dis-
tinguished from the sighing of 2 night breeze;
then, again, drawing the very soul of the listener
out 1n the ringing harmony of voices, minghng as
they rose to a swell of famentation inexpressibly
touchisz. FitzThomas listered in doubt, nay,
almost in tesror; for his siteation was such as
migh! bave admitled alarin in the most coura-
geovs.  Wounded, fevered, alone, he knew not
where, at the dead of night, approached by
sounds of almost unearthly solemnity and mourn-
fulness, his beart beat feartully fast, and his eyes
begam to wander as he looked with momeatary
expectation of some equally strange appearance
down the narrow vaulted passage, through whick
a ball-drawa curtain gave toe view of a heary
door at the farther end. Beypond, there seemed

‘1o be a large apartment ; for the sounds -were

now reverberated as from an arched voof, as the

‘chanters, be thought, entered from the distance.

Shafty of light .now streamed through the cre-
vices of the door, and soon after a- geatle push
from'some one in passing opened it far enough

partially to disclose the scepe without. -
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t and he already cherished the imagmation that he

Futz Thomas beheld a portion of the intenior
of a ehurck, the richness and splendour of which
struck him with no less admiration than surprise,
He could not see e altar ; but a silver censer
swingiog across the foreground of that part of
the edifice which came withm the scope of his
eye, showed that it was the sceae of some so-
lemn religious ceremony. Preseatly a bier was
borne past on the shoulders of wildly attired men.
Monks followed with a multitude of tapers.
Then came female nourners with dishevelled]
barr, singing the dirge. It died away at length,
and in its place single voices were heard alter-
pately chanting what seemed o Fite Thomas,
from the few words that he occasionally caught,
to he the Latin service of the dead. This was
succeeded by a voice more animated, as of one !
pronouncing a funeral oralion; but the language |
was unknowa to the histener. The emotions of
the speaker were, however, so strongly expressed
that the character of the mingled Jament and
panegyric, with all its passionate appeals and
tender eslogiums, could not be mistaken. ¥When
tlus had ceased, there wasa stir among those
without, and a {ane seemed to be opened down
the nave of the church for the approach ot some
one of superior rank. At fbe same moment, the
door, through which the scene had been till now
but partially visible, swung back as the throng
pressed to the wall,and gave to the view of Fitz
Thomas the whole eastern end of the choir, witl
its high altar glittering over the lieads of the
people 1n the light of innumerable tapers. On a
raised platform, immediately ia front, lay the
corpse of a young man, the rigid white features
painfully distinct agaist the shadow of the cor-
ice above. Ecclestastics stood round ip issued
vestments that flashed dazzingly in the light at
every motion of the wearers ; the crowd beneatl
kept an awful silence, broken only by occasional
sobs from the females. The lane now clozed be-
hind the advancing procession. The persons
composing it were concealed by the itervening
crowd ; but when they ascended the steps lead-
ing from the base of the platform, Fitz Thomas
bebeld a young and lovely girl supported by two
sisters of a religious order, kneel down by the
side of the corpse, with clasped hands and stream-
ing eyes, while her lips moved iu silent prayer ;
and a hush, like that of the grave, fell over the
spectators. At length she rose, kissed the cold
lips of the dead man, and in a voice sweeter by
far than any he had yet bheard, uttered a lew
words so tenderly sorrowful, that none present
could refrain from tears and lamentations, TI'ilz
Thomas felt his breast thrilled with (he conta-
gion, and would alse have wept, but no tears
would moisten his burning eyes. In vaio he
tried to dispel the choking sensation lhat was
rising about his heart and would not melt. s
eyes grew botfer, Lis beart fuller ; the scene rose
and fell, flickered and whirled before him. The
corpse seemed moving over the heads of the pea-
ple; the Jady’s face came near him; frowned
upon him; her words fell on Ius ears n altered
and terrible tones—he groaned in the anguish of
despair and pain, and thenceforth bebeld nothing
but sliting scenes and monstrous phantoms
through three lopg days of delirious fever.

The recovery ot Fitz Thomas was slow and
doubtful; but be wanted not for assiduous and
affectionate attendance. T'he hermit of Tubber-
bawn visited lim daily, ascertained his wants,
instructed him in the Irish language, or read
for his entertainment from the voluminous lives of
saints and martyrs with which the priory abound-
ed. .From him Itz Thomas learned that he
was in the hospital of Killeshin, m O*More’s
couaty, and that the sight he had witnessed in
the commencemen® of lis fever was the funeral
of Sir "Ever Oge, the son of his captor, who
was interred in the chancel of the adjowning cha~
pel ; that ’Nolan was still absent in the wars
agaipst the English of Kildare, but that ke him-
self, so soon as he was able to travel, was, by
the pious generosity of that chief, at liberty to |
return to his own peaple, free of ransom, if he
preferred that course to remaining among his
preseat friends. 'Who the lady was whose face
and voice were still so fresh in his remembrance
he did not ask ; for from what he had ncidently
beard from Ligsagh Moyle, he was satisfied she
could be e other than the sister of Ever Oge,

might yet be as deeply indebted to hier as Lo her
father. o pondering such fancies, he had a
motive which will berealter appear.

Time at length restored his health so far that
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to twice the elevation of the loftiest buildings,
shot up into the blue sky before bum, Like the
only remaining columns of seme gigantic portal.
On bis left, among the trees, a castle stood on
the green eminence, and down upon his nght, be-
tween bim and a ldden rivulet, the nose of
which rose from a uncighboring copse of dwarf
osk and bazel, stretched a wilderness of grey
tombs and sculplured crosses, some of them full
four times the height of a man, and covered with
carvings richer than he ever had seen on similar
monuments before,

His first walk was to the well .of the patron
saint, a fair fountan flowing Iron the greea
slope of the stieam’s further bank. Close by,
there was a romantic hollow, overhung by pea-
dani rocks, and luxuriant wild rose bushes.—
Here, the brook falling in a tny cascade Trom
its blue channel of slate, gushed with a pleasing
murmur, through trailing festoons of briars and
ground ivy, and dimpled into a shallow pool that
discharged 1ts waters by a narrow outlet, over-
arched with the red laden branches of the moun-
tain ash, and the thick cover of the sloe thorn.~—
Into tlus sweet recess FitzThomas penetrated on
the first day of his enlargement, and bither he
returned day after doy, as he recovered, to en-

Jjoy the coolness of the shadows and melody of

the falling water. It was the fourth day of the
convalescence, and he wandered forth alone to
bis accustomed seat, under the secluded ledge of
rock and waving bramhle. To gzin the fairy
spot it was necessary to cross the stream above,
and thence, followine the course of the water,
to return upon its sylvan den by the chanoel
from beneath.

As Fitz Thomas bhastened to his favorite
biaunt, he started to hear a vome singing in low
cadence a dirge of his own covatry, The tears
gushed to his eyes, and lns beart beat with re-
doubled velocily as he burried down the briery
bank and along the stony channel, to see what
messenger from that ollier world was awaiting
hrm.  He gamed the spot ; there by the water
side sat the lady of the chapel, weeping as she
sung alone, and beautiful as a spirit.

“Ab, heaven ” cried he, as ke beheld her rise
pale and agitated at his approach, ¢ did I hear
the voice of an Iinglish lady, or have my ears
decerved me and driven me to intrude upon the
presence of one to whom I camnat justify my
rvdeness ¥ .

"I'be lady stood for a moment trembling as she
gazed vpon the iutruder, but as he spoke ste
recovered [rom her alurm, and said in Kagli-h,
I am not a Saxon, although | can speak the
lan zuage of my nation’s enemies.’

‘ Lady, said Fitz Thomas, ‘blome me not
that { did the duty of a subject by my own so-
vere’ign: I fought not to injure you, but to serve
you.

¢ Noble, 3ir,’ shie replied, ¢1 blame thee not;
aud if Tpguess aright in supposing that to be the
young kuight whose life my father hath spared, |
can well believe thou wiit not abuse that gene-
rosity by drawing thy sword agam against aur
race.’ :

“Alas !’ replled FitzThomas, ¢ when I last
drew my sword, T never boped Lo bave bared it
again,’

“Yet 1 have heard,’ said the lady, ¢ that thou
didst do battle agaiust our people, valiantly 1t is
true, but more uarelentingly than duty could de-
mand of any soldier not spuited on by other mo-
tives—bhatred, or revenge, or the thirst of
blood.’

¢ Lady,’ said ¥'1z Thomas, © bear me, and I
will justify myself. 1 thirst eot for the blood of
God’s meanest creature; I would ta heaven that
all mankind dil love one another but half so dearly
as [ love ihe bumblest flower they trample on.—
I fought, ueither frow cruelty nor from bard-
heartedness—1 fought from despair—I courted
death because I abhorred the !He I was destined
1o live—1 smiled upon your father’s steel when
1 thought it vaiced to release me from a iyranny
that would make ine nuseruble for life, and break
the beart of one whom, if I cannotlove, I would
ratbier die than injure. Lady, I entreat you to
hear me out, fur you have stung me to the soul
with your reproaches. 1 amn the nephew and
ward of the Barl of March; lie would force me
to wed one that | cannot bear affection to. Vast
possessions in England depend upon this union ;
if he cao torce me into 1t the greater portion
falls to hiraself. 1 am but maeleea, and for the
next {wo years his power oser me is absolute.—
I have already endured such tyranny as I blush

Le was permitted to leave his sick chamber. On !0 tell; imprisonment, starvation, blows—do you

coming out he found himself, to his increased as-
tonishement; ainong such marks of eanilisation and
security as he had oot supposed aay part of the
country, save that inhabited by the English, tn
contain. The arched door-way, by which he
sought the open aw. was a work of such ele-
gance and art as he had never seen surpassed.—
Delicalte, intricate, grotesque and elaborate, its
clustered columns, rich friezes, and antique in-

wonder that 1 was weary of my life 2

¢ Wus there no law {0 appeal to{ hadst thou
no ineaus of escape 7 1aquired tke lady.

¢ Nuae,’ rephed Fitz Thowmas; ¢ the eastera
sultan praclices not more, usmitigated i1yranny on
the lowest of his slaves, than does the feudal
barou over bus ward.  I-bace veither fatber nor
matier uar protector to apply to. I bave been
waiched and guarded like a (elon, lest I should,

seriptions, proclaimed a . long culiivated know-
ledge of the arts. A slenider round tower rising

theow mayself ut tbe . feet o! ine king.when in
Evgland ; but here I have oo redress, ualess I



