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NATURE’S SYMPATHY. 4

‘When by all the world forgotten,
Lnne,}l'mnnticed ’mid thelthrong,
When the loves, 5o blindly trusted,

>, Prove ns emply as a 80Ng,
“\Silent is the voics of friendxldp,

Sympathy no tear-drop blends,

. Idthe waves we henr sweet pity,
%] to thee, my sighing friends.

In the M) we find ro beauty,
Even finey faile to cheat,
Tired of selN of world)ings weary,
Lo ! the danjes at our fect.
Say this wnr](.l\\full of brauty,
Tn the flowery Nath that tends,
Hope to death, fur fading blossoms,
lail to thee, my silsut friends.

When the face of fortunddarkens,
In the lowering sky, no Ichit
Girvets the weary heart that’swaiting
For au end to endless night.
In God's Armnament each angels,
Light their limps, the ray descends,
Like a light to gude us homeward,
Hail to thee, my watchful friends.
Grace 0'BoyLr, Dttawa,

THE WILD ROSY

OF LOUGH GILL.

ATALE OF T"HE IRISH WAR IN T H¥
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY,

CHAPTER XXV (Continued.)

Wihe dare bid Brisn lloe O'Neill stand
back ™ cjrenlated  the  Ultouiaar sabrour,
sharply anl hanghtily, adlressing the last
speaker; © who dares call him o fellow 7
15t thou, thon spawn of vilest treachery ”
Ouo ! Owen O'Counnlly, Pve heard of thee,
though ['ve only become wequainted with
thine evil visuge to-day. Nay, never scowl
on me, dog; at a proper time il place this
goud sword by my side shall await your
gracious pleasure, though loth Lun to cross
blaules with an unhunged wisereant.  Come,
O’ Trawy, our men awudt us; your guarrel will
keep, and no soldier of Owen Roe’s should be
deaf to the call of duty.”

With a finul glanee of contemptuous de-
fiance at ’Counally and his principal, he
linked his arm in that of O7Tracy, and
wheeled the litter away from the svene of
combat.

Scarcely had the train proceeded half-a-
dozen yurds, when the report of a pistol
rang throngh the wood, and a ball whistled
between their  hends.  Turning on  the
nmoment, both canght sight of the figure of
Enwon O'Hugh—again at his rutfianly work of
assassination —dashing off through the trees
from the spot where the smoke of the powder
was still hunging over the underwood.  Quick
as thought O'Neill drew a pistol and fired,
but misscd.

“The murderous reptile !” he exclaimed.
“ God be praised, his aim was false.  Come,
now, let us hasten to our party.”

I One hasty look Edmand cast back in the
direction of his enemics, and, as he canght
the eye of Hurrison, that individual, who wus
leaning on his swonil, wiping the perspiration
from his hrow, raised and shook towards him
his clenched hand.

In a few minutes more onr hero, after hav-
ing partaken of some little refreshment, was
again in the saddle, riding alomg in the troop
of horse, and with his ek turned to Dun-
dulk.

The twenty barrels of gunpowider stipu-
lated for in the treaty belween Owen Roe
and  General  Monk  had  heen delivered
by the latter to the commander of the Irish
detachment, whose duty it was to convey it
in safety to his generalin the connty Aragh,
The powder was curried on two lumbering
wains with solicdd wheels, ind wis drawn along
in the midst of the Irish footmen, while the
trovp of cuvaley rade in the rear. In this way
Colomel Phelitn Mac Tool ONeill disposed his
Ifttle force for the return journey.

The men were in great spirits nt the now all
but complete sueeess of their mission, and
Tooked furward with satisfaction to the hearty
welewme which they and  the much-required
powider should meet with in the camp of
Owern hLoe.  Little apprehension of danger
had the watlant fellows, and yet danger was
near and imniinent,

It was ware than o month since Ormond
had marched, wt the hewd of an immenso
army, nmnbering about 235,000 mew, to attack
the Puritans.  With the major portion of
this vast foree, called the = King's Ay
Boyal,” which, on account of its strength and
equipment was compared to the army of
King  Darius, the lord licutenint  was
besicging Dublin, while his general, Lovd
Tuchiyuin, kuown to the Ivish as *¢ Mur-
rough the Burner,” was closely and success-
fully investing Drogheda, also leld by the
Parlinment. At Droghedn, Inchiquin had
tidings of the course of affuivs at Dundalk,
about sixteen miles off, and at once deter-
mined to intercept, if possible, the powder
destined by Mouk for O'Neill.

The powder und its escort had passed
Castletown by about a mile, and were traver-
sing u puss through a bng to the wporth of
that place, when the presence of the cnemy
became manifest, (g",l‘r.wy and his late
second were riding side by side, discussing
leisurely the ¢ aftuir of honour” which ha
lately heen interrupted, when the sudden
blast of a trumpet in their rear attracted
their attention.  Turning their heads, they
saw rapidly approachlug, about a mile off, u
long, glittcring column of cavalry, number-
ing about two Tundred subres,

¢t Friends or foes ¥ excluimed our hero, in.
quiringly.

“ Foes, by the sword of Conn!" cried
O’Neill. ¢ If that be not o royalist trumpet
call, may I never cross charger more. Close
up, my boys; look to your mnsketoons, and
blow your fuses ;—there’s battle in the air. ’

Obedient to the command, the cavalry
wheeled ubout and confronted the encmy, al-
though the narrow causeway did not admit
of their fulling into line.” The infantry
were already courting the fray and n hundred
musketeers—about half the netual Trish force
engaged ou this occasion—were already ex-
tending in skirmishing order, and treading the
moorland on either side of the causeway, as
they advanced en tirailicur to mect the los-
tile cavalry.  Soon came the irregular patter
of musketry, which lnsted not long until the
royalist cavalry—a foree detached by Inchi-
quin, under the command of Colonel! “Marcus
Trevor of Rostrevor—were seen retiring in
disorder,

s Victory, as I live!” exclaimed Colonel
0'Neill; ““now, my children, comes our turn,
Spare your powder, and do the work with
cold ateel—forwnrd |”

Forward at a 1upid trot went the troop of
cavalry, headed by their gallant leader, who,
however, had reckoned without his host ; for
pow the united call of many trumpets echoed
over the moorland, and a strong body of
cu.vular wes seen advancing at fuﬁ speed to
the aid of the discomfited royalists, It was
sn additione! force of three hundred horse,
commanded by the sanguinary Inchiquin in
person. )

And- now, their burnished helmets and
breastplates glittering in the sunshine, their
- gny-colored banners flavnting in the air, and
their -bugles. blowing & united charge, this
overwhelming ‘force bore down on the in-
ferior number of the Irish. For a. time the
latter mode a manly and veteran-like resis-
tance, hut oue fierce and defermined onset

s

B

‘'swept’ the couseway from end to end. All
was over ! One hundred and twenty of the
Irish wero sabred in their ranks, several of
them made prisoners (who were afterwards
held to ransom), aud all the powder captured
save one barrel, which was carried off by an
Ulster horseman.

The next morning our hero was among the
number of surviversof the fray, who rode
woary and despondent into the camp of Owen
Roe.

CHAPTER XXIX.
A PATRIOT'S DEATH-EED-—A TRAITOR’S DOOM.

«Oh, mourn, Erin, mourn !
1iels lost, he is dead,
By whow thy proudest flag was borne—
“irhy Iravest heroes led 1
The night-winds are ntterving
Their orisons of wou 3
The raven flaps his dorkling wing
'er the grave of Owen Roe—
Of him who should have been thy king,
The noble Owen Yoe,”
1 C. Maxcas,

S Did they dare, did they dare to slay Eoghan Ruadh
O'Neill?
Yes, they slew with poison him they feared to mect
with steel’
“May God wither up their hearts! May their blood

cotse to flow !
“May they walk in living death, who poisoncd Eoghan
Ruadh !I'"
Davis

Alont two months following the cvents
ifescnibed in the previons chapter, there was a
grewt stiv aud  excitement in the camp of
Owen Roe O'Neill, now  no longer in the
county Arinagh, but in the county London-
derry—at Balykelly, near the shore of the
browd Lough Foyle, about midway between
Derry and Coleraine,

The civemmstance that had brought the
Ulster generid and his arny so far north re-
Juires to be nrated.  Io was another treaty
with the Purituns-—this time with the savage
and bigoterl Sir Charles Coote; this is the
younger Conte —for the elder Str Charles, al-
luded to in the early part of this tale,
had Been kilted in the second year of the ris-
ing, shot at Trim by one of  his own troopers,
18 was allegel,  Coote, being hesieged  in
Derry by the Seoteh voyalizts of Ulster, under
Lord Maontgomery of Ardes—one of the pri-
soners formerly made ut Benburh—haul stipu-
[ated with Owen Roe to come to his relief,
agreeing, in return for the service, to give
huin £2,000 for the payment of his troops,
2,000 cows, aml a quantity of immunition. n
bis «desperate straits Owen Roe had not the
power to refuse the offer. Fle marchied north
after some slight skirmishes the Seots raised
the siege and retired acruss the Banng and
Coote, throwing open the gates, received his
deliverer amd his stafl ** with great parade of
Lospitality and oxtraordinary plenty.”’

But ten days had passed since the relief of
Derry —strange changes and events happen-
ingin the meantime—and, as alveady men-
tioned, the Lvish camp was in a state of the
greatest ferment and commotion.  Alwem,
anxiety, awd mdignation  reigned by
turns.  Every soldier in camp was more

or less affected at a great, sail stroke of mis-
fortune that had befullen the army.  For the
dearly beloved and trusted commander was
deadly ill—unable any longer to mount his
horse and chieer his men with the sight of his
almost siacred person—stricken down with a
strunge, prostrating, aml mysterious disease
thit detied the skill of the physicians ?

Owen Roe hwl made another and a last
treaty.  Five idays after the relief of Derry,
Oliver Cromwell set his blighting foot on the
Tvish shore, and the course of events soon
showed the Irish Catholics that the time had
come to bury their party animosities, threat-
ened as they were with general destruction.

So that when messengers from Ormond ar-
rivet in the Trish camp offering any terms to
(Y Neill, the Iatter, who Iiud just Troken ofl’
all alliance with Coote, at once proffered his
services against the Parliament, and promised

tidious Cromwell.  But now that the day was
come for the Ulster avmy to break up camp
and march south. came also the depressing
shock of its leader's illness.

It was worning, a beantiful harvest morn-
ing.  The light breeze of autumn came fresh
awd caressing from the Spervin mountains,
and gently kissed the bosom of the magniti-
cent Lough of @ Feval the son of Lodan,”
while the live of breakers along the shore of
ancient  Ciennachta gleamed whitely
in the sunshine,  Up from the midst of the
rianges of canvas tents and hramble-covered
booths of the Irish encompment o huwndred
blue wreathy of smoke ascended from the ex-
piring camp fives.  The aiv was tiHed with the
murmur of many voices, the eager and excited
conversation of men blending with the bark-
ing of dogs and the lowing of kine in o con-
fusced medley of sound,

The Irish troops, both officers and common
soldiers, were seattered in knots and groups
all over the encampment, all discussing the
monientous question of the hour, the illness of
Owen Roe.

“We might all have known it,” exclaimed
the stentorian voice of Brian Roe O'Neill, in
the centre of an excited group of otlicers ;
“hy this right hand, we might all have
known it ! Asheaven is above us, there can
be no luck nor grace in the dealings with
those infernal Puritans,  Witness the treaty
with Monk two iwonths since, when the
powder was snapped up by Inchiquin at one
bite ; and now see the end of cur dealings
with Coote—our general struck down and
dying Defore onr eycs, the victim of—of —"

“ Sf foul play, O’Neill,” said the enlm voice
of General Philip O'Reilly.

“0f foul play,” echoed the stern voice of
Colonel Brian MocMahon of Monaghan—a
kinsman of the devoted patriot who died on
Tyburn tree; ¢ ay, by my father's bones, ’tis
true. The ruffian Coote hans poisoned our
general. Curse on the day Owen Roe sat
down to table with a vile murderer 1”

¢ Henrd ye the rumour of the poisoned
boots, gentlemen?” inquired Edmund O'Tracy,
“’tis whispered through enm) that those ris-
set boots in which the genera}) danced on the
night of Coote's ball in Derry were poisoned.
They were presented to him by one Plunkett
of Louth.”

* Humph ! a false rumor,” exclaimed Mac-
Mahon, fiercely tugging at his moustache;
that demon, Coote, iz the author of the
evil.”

*I ween, friends, we see our mew com-
mander,” said O'Reilly, pointing to an of-
ficer who was riding towards them,

" The new comer was o dark visaged young
manof powerful frame, who rode his horse
with singular ease and grace, as if ‘“grown to
the saddle.” Dark glistening curls gll aver
his neck, and a pair of keen, sparkling eyes
ﬁ}nnced beneath the broad leaf of his beaver.

his was Owen Roe’s major-general, the fa-
mous Hugh Dubh O'Neill, who in the follow-
ing year made such slaughter of Cromwell’s
men at Clonnel.

‘ Comrades, we march within the hour,’ he
eaid ;—‘*hark ye, general, the commander’s
litter requires an escort—your own horsemen,
if you please.”

“Be it 8o,” reaponded ©’'Reilly, who was
addresssed, ¢ Here, general, Captain O'Tracy
will attend you ; his troop is ready &t hand.”

““Very good. You will bring your men,
captain, to the general’s quarters as soon as
possible, ¢Boot and saddle’ shall be sounded
presently.”

.The m&jor-ganeml‘ rode off, the other of
ficers hurried to their respective quarters to

j Erepare their men for the march,while our hero’

astened to the tents of his troop, got his men

to send 6,000 men against the cruel and per-)

into the saddle, nnd rode at their head to the
tent of Qwen Roe—a tent marked by the han-
ner of the *Catholic Army” of Ulster, a
banner emblazoned with the Red Hand of
the O'Neills, and the mitre and croass-keys of
St. Peter. E

Another hour and the Ulster army, horse
and foot, was wending its wuy to the south,
conveying in its midst, in a litter borne be-
tween four horses, the fearfully prostrated
form of the victor of Benburb!

A couple of days later, and after a march

O'Tracy witnessed a pathetic and ominous
event, the last moumful parting of the brave
general and his deveted troops.

The event took place on the verdant banks
of the river Annalee.  Owen Loe was propped
up on his couch of pain tv make a last review
of his men; and Edmund, commanding the
mounted escortsurrounding the litter, watched
with keen and melancholy intevest the work-
ings of the commander’s fuce. Lientenant-
Genernl Richard O'Farrell and Hugh Dubh
O'Neill, who were to lead the army south,
rode up to converse with Owen Roe during
the review, and the march-pastcommenced.

Kegiment after regiment of the Ulster
avmy, nunbering about five thousaind foot and
four hnmdred horse, marched withdrums beat-
ingand colors flying before theface of thecom-
munder, It way o sthring sight, thut now
presented by the valorous aml well-diseip-
lined Ultonians, the best-drillul troops
Ircland,  Lach  regiment  cheerad and
saluted as it passed the Lorss:-litter. ()X\ul!l s
redoubtable  clansmen, the hardy levies
of Mae Mahon, Magennis' men of Lvcagh,
Muguire's div sion, O'Reilly’s East-Breftuians
—Dbrave fellows, whose bload was soon to
run like water on the hattlements of Wexford
and Clonmel —stepped past with admivable
order and precision.  As  they pussed  the
litter dmund perecived a faint glow deepen
o O'Neill's pallid cheek, and a sudden fire
spurkle in his sunken eye. Did the warrior’s
thoughts go back to the days when from the
vamparts of Arras he bid delianee to the
eHorts  of  the three noted marshals of
france—De Chatillon, De Chaules and be T
Meilleraye ¥ Or to the glorious day on the
slopes of Blackwater, when Monroe's legions
gave way before the fievy charge of the men
of Ulster? Or did they dwell on the durk
shadow  of ruin  which was  looming
over  his  unhappy  coumry while he
Ly there  weak - and  helpless, unable
to  draw  sword  in her cituse ?
Butat length the review was atanend. Very
soon the last horseman of the rear-guard luud
defiled across the narrow bridge that spanned
the Anmalee. One by ene the officers sur-
rounding the litter shook the wasted hand of
(O’ Neill and galloped ofl to rejein their men,
The last faint cheers of the depuarting troops
were fainily bome back on the autumn
breeze, the last dim glitter of helmet or cui-
rass glanced and disappenied in the south-
ward, and the Ulster army was gone.

“ Heaven be with you, my boys!” ejocu-
lated General O’Reilly, who remained with
O’ Neill, *“and may you give a good account
of the foe when you cross swonls with him!”
“Would T might accompany them ! ex-
claimed O'Tracy.

It may not be, captain,” said O'Reilly ;--
““ your duty lies by your general’s side for the
nonce.  Youar longing for the battlefield will
keep.,  Cromwell’s agents are wide awake in
the North, and, trust me, we shall soon have
the foeman at our doors.”

The lhorse-litter way now bhorne along
the river bank to the shore of Lough
Oughter, where hoats were in waiting to
convey the commander and his escort to the
stronghold of the lake, deseribed in o former
chapter.  Into one of those boats Owen Rou
was carefully lifted, his small escort was soon
cibarked, the rowers stretehed to their o,
and the great round tower of Clowghiougher
soon loomed up before the gaze of the party.
A landing was safely etfected. aml the feeble
form of O'Neill was carried 1o a retived cham-
ler of the enstle—enrried to the couch on
which he wus to stragele for months with his
fell discise.

Aguin Edmund OTracy found himself in
the quaint chamber, with its sculptured cout-
of-arms and its curiously decorated walls, in
which he had spent a pleasint evening ahout
seven years previously in the company of
the O'Reillys  aml their  guests—-of  the

gallant  Miles the Slasher and the  fair
and hapless  Lasaring - Cruise. And now
pore Laswring was no more, and  the
bhones of  the Slasher were smonldering

beneath the rank grass in the ruined mon-
astery of Cavan. As he gazed wround the
voom it seemed to be peopled with the ghosts
of the past. A train of olden memories surged
in his breast. In fancy he saw gazing into his
own the lovely face, though pale and wasted,
of Con O'Rourke's betrothed ; in fancy he

felt the manly hand-grasp and heard
the deep, hecarty voice of  Miley
O'Reilly. In wo bumrry to banish the

friendly phantoms of his mind, he sank into a
chair and rested his face in his hands, for he
was the sole occupant of the apartment.

He wus roused from his reverie by a gentle

touch ou the shoulder. He looked up.
A lady stood before him, in whom he
recognized a former acquaintance-—tho
Lady HRose O'Reilly, née O'Neill, the
wife of General O'Reilly and  sis-

ter of *Owen Roe. Instantly springing to
his feet, he courteously took the profiered
hand of the fair bantierna.

¢ Welcome once more to Cloughoughter,”
snid she :—!*My husband has just informed
me of your arrival. I fear you may find me
but a sad hostess ut present.”

“Take heart, dear lady. Deeply, indeed,
do I grieve nt the mission that has taken me
hither; but we will hope for the best.”

¢ Ay, we will hoth bope aud pray. My
brother is in the hands of God, and may He
spare him for the good of Ireland. Butagain,
sir, I bid you welcome; make yourself at
home. The leech is with Owen, and I will
let you know his opinion presently. *

Two slow and weary months passed, dur-
ing which Edmund was almost continually
in~ Cloughoughter, continually anxious
as to Owen Roe, continually looking for news
from the principal scene of warfare in the
South. And doleful was the news that came
—news of the bloody maoassacres of Drogheda
and Wexford, of the surrender of New Ross,
and of the general trinmph of the inhuman
Cromwell, Meantime the general was
sinking fast beneath the pressure of his
malady. During the first month of
his 1illness, his own favorite doctor,
Owen O'Shiel, *‘the eagle of doctors”—
whose acquaintance the reader has already
made-—was absent, and the physicians in at-
tendance on him, ignorant of the nature of
his disease, treated him for gout. When
0'Shiel did cventually arriveat Cloughoughter
his services were too late,

At length came St. Leonard’s Day,
the 6th of November, 1649. On the even-
ing of that day—a dull and dreary evening,
with the chill wind sighing wearily over the
bleak bosom of the Inke, stripping the last
gere leaves off the trees, and ruatling through
the ivy on the lake tower—Edmund was sum-
moned to the sick-chamber of O'Neill,

¢ Come with me,” said General O’Reilly to
him, **if you would witness his last moments,
and aid- his parting soul with -your prayers.”

Together

where Owen Roe was brenthing his last. The
corridor leading thither was thronged with &

of close on sixty miles, the zu'my_rcuched .
Bullyhaise, in Cavan; and at this pluce

Syuoieks ?
)

ey proceeded to the apartment

kneoling multitude .. of both' sexes,. of the
soldiers of the castle garrison and the servi-
tors of the castle, Nearly all were engaged
in fervent prayer; many of the women, both
maids and matrons, were weeping bitterly.

 Tlulu ! uwlulu ! sobbed one ancient crone,
“‘another sun he’ll never see. AMonwar!
monuar ! for the last three niglits the banshee
bas heen crooning round the castle.”

On ¢ntering the chamber of death, Edmund
was shocked at the sad appemrance of the

general.  Fearfully pollid  and  worn,
Owen Roe lay supine on his conch. He
was attived in the brown Dominican
habit, his attenuated hunds grasped the

crucifix : his hair and nnils had fallen off.
Several candles flared and flickered with sick-
ly glare round the bed, around which kuelt
many persons, hoth lay and ecclesinstic, ve-
citing the litany of the dying. The prayer
was being read in a strong, clear voice
by the patriotic prelate, O'Neill’s staunch
friecnd and adherent, Heber MucMabon,
Bishop of Clogher, while the responses sonnd-
ed with a solemn, fervent, and impressive
cadence.  Aund so, amilst prayer amd sup-
plication, passed away the ptous, brave, and
patrictic spirit of the best Irish commander
of his time, of him who had heen scut as if
by Gad for the redemption of a prostrate
people-—pussed away ““in full sense and me-
mory, a true chill of the Catholic religion.”

Thus died Owen ltoe O'Neill. Alas for
Ulster ! alas  for  Irelud!  For  the
true  unational  hopes  andd  aspirations
perished with the death of him, to use the
words of O'Neill's secretary, *“ whose ouly
name (if It like an echo uttered, and his
corse in a litter or chariot carried) wonld keep
life and breath in the decayed alfuirs of Ire-
Lared. What will the poor Narthern people 1o
now 7 Your father, ruler, generdl, i now no
more !

Two days afterOwen Roe's death bis corpse

was conveyed for interment to the Francisean
monasiery of Cavan (of whicl now no vestige
vemaing), aued there buvied in the sune clay
with the heroie Miles O'Reilly.  The funeral
train was o large and noble one, unony the
mourners being the Bishops of Down mnd
Clozgher, and Archbishop O'Lieilly of Armagh,
whose venerable remains were thiree years
later laid along with those of Owen Roe and
the Slasher in a grave now unknown and un-
Lonored. .
But what of our heroine during all those
What of fair Kathleen Ny-Cuirnin,
since, fonr years ago, we left her in New Ross,
after right bravely nursing her lover through
his fever ?

Shie was sufe and well, and in good quar-

ters. Niall luving returned to his old
tonnd  of  garrison life in  Charle-

mont, replacing himself under his old com-
mamder, Sir Phelim O°Neill, in that stout and
strong-walled fortress he hal prepared a home
for his sister.  Hither he had taken her, aml
heve, on the sweet, healthy banks of the
Blackwater, though pent up ina town ** girt
round with battlement and fosse and many a
dangerous tower,” the Wild Rose bloomed as
freshly and fairly as if on the shore of her
native Lough Gill.

During the eventful time that hal passed
since lis illuess in the Vale of the Three
Waters, Bdmund’s mectings with his be-
trothed hiul been of pretty frequent oceur-
rence, cvents taking him often to Charle-
mont; and  shortly after the death of
Owen Roc an oppurtunity oceurred which
afforded  him  another — interview  with
her. He was despatched by General
O'Reilly with some communications to  Nir
Phelim OXNeill, andd alse o message to the
Scottish forces in the county Antrim,

Reached Charlemont in safety, he delivered
his despactehes to Siv Phelin, il spent o
pleasant  evening with Kathleen and her
Irother,  He spuke to her bopefully  and
clicerfully, painting o vosy picture of their
futnre, © Courvage, ceaitencen dhedish I he
whispered 5 ¢ the hour of our happiness ap-
proaches. It will go Tl §f Teish and Scots
comthined do not sweep the Boundheads out
of Ulster—v, awd bid hearty  detianee to
Noll Cromwell wnd all his Irmsides. An-
other month or two e/aune, and you shall e
mine at last.”

Next day, shortly before noon, be rade out
of Charlemont, with the written puss of Sr
Phelimsecure in his pocket,  His horse was

fresh and  strong,  and  seon carried
lim 1w Portwlown,  where,  after he
was  closely  questioned, and  his  safe

cotduet closely serutinized hy the Scottish
aficer there, he was dirceted where to find
the force of which he was in quest. Very
soon he wasriding {or the hanks of the Lagan,
musing, as he rode along, on the nature of
his mission, und on the snange conrse of
events which had indueed the Scotelr and
Trish of Ulster to bury their deep and bitter
animositics and join in nmtual defence of
their province. .

The situations of Royalist and Parlinmen-
tarian in Ulster may be described in o few
words.  Ere Cromwell quitted Drogheda he
sent one of his principal officers, Colonel
Robert Venables, a Cheshire man, with
abont a thousand foot and a hundred and
fifty horse, to commence - operations
in that provinee, and e lat-
ter soon reduced some small places in Down
and Antrim.  The main Irish army having
marched soutly, us hitherto related, the prin-
cipal force to oppose Venahles-was that of the
imperfectly organized Scotch Royalists, under
the command of 8ir George Monroe, brother
of the defeated general of Benburb. But
Monroe was now in Coleraine, and the chief
enemy with which Venables had us yet to deal
was n party of about cighty horse, which
carricd on a species of guerilln warfare
ogainst him—watching his movements,
harassing his picquets, and continually scour-
ing the country sround his quarters. This
small force was under the command of a
Colonel John Hamilton, and was the one of
which our hero was now in search.

Soon after reaching the pleasant Lanks
of the Lagan, (FTrncy plunged into a
thick wood, stript of its leaves by the
breath of winter. ~Acting on the directions of
his instructions in Portadown, he followed o
narrow bridle-path leading into the heart of
the wood, and soon perceived the light of o
fire among the trees in his front. Continu-
ing to advance, he was soon challenged by a
sentinel :

'* Wha gaes—for the king or his enemies ?”

“ A friend—for the king.”

Another few moments and he dismounted
from his horse in the midst of the Scottish
rendezyous, and handed his despntches to the
commander of the party. Colonel Hamilton
fem}i the papers in silence and then shook his

head.

‘* Ay, ay,” said he to Edmund, * we might
have the chance of a good day's occupation in
Epur part of tho country; but we must

ide our time, for our hands are
full just at present. That must be my
answer to General O’Reilly. But unless you
are in haste to return, I would ¢'en ask you
to tarry with us till to-morrow—that is, if
you would see some sharp service.”

‘¢ It is settled, then,” replied O'Tracy; I
will remain with you over to-morrow.”

He approached one of the bivousc fires,
and made one of & circle of troopers who were
sitting around the blaze, The men eyed him
with curiosity, until in a few brief and
soldierly phrases he introdiced himself, after
which he underwent & round of hand-shaking
and become a bon camarade,

Y“Ispeer, friend, ye've had an unco guid

this; I ween
usquebangh R . .

With & few wor.ls- of thanks Edmund took
and drained the Proﬂ‘ered goblet, and then
eyed the donor. The latter was a stalwart
Scot in the prime of life—a man with a
deeply-marked countenance and a profuse
shock of fiery red hair. : )

¢*No thanks, Ye’re welcome, reet welcome,
friend—althongh, I trow, we've been black
enemies only four months syne. Nae matter;
let bygones he bygones, an' ye're nnne the
waur for mectin’ wi' Jock Hamilton, Ab,
nmy braw buckie, ye'll hae guid sport the mor-
row an’ye can handle weel that laug clay-
more at your side.”

‘¢ Whither does the fortune of war tuke us
to-morvow ?” inquived Edmuund.

¢+ Whither » Why, fuce to face wi' that in-
fernal eallant, who'll ride frae Belfast the
morrow —yve've heard of Owen O’Connolly

““ That I have,” he replied ; aud at the re-
quest of the Scot he briefly narrated his rela-
tions with the individual named.

*¢ Aha, so ye've got a score agauinst the run-
nion, toe,” said Jock Hamilton, after listen-
ing to the recitad ;3 I can gie ye the history
o' the canuy chicl.  Weel, ye must ken that
after the discovery of the duft plot o' Maguire
an’ Mae Mahon, y hraw Owen went over to
England, an’ got deep into the gnid favor o
the Parliiment, wha sent him back to this
country wi’ an oflicer’s commission an’ a
yeurly lump o five hundred pounds—deil the
less '—for his services. *Twas he wha bore
us ovders to tuke the Covenant-—weel we re-
mernber, mates, how we ok it o our
marrow bones in the kirk o Carrickfergus,
fric the lips o our anld general, Monroe,
whiv is now in Loudon Tower.”

A murmur of assent passed rowml the five,
and the speaker went on:

* The nest we saw o the doings o 0°Con-
aolly waus whenhe so canily plotted with the
traitor Brice Coghran to take Carrvickfergus
frae our men an’ hanl toun an’ castle ower to
General Monk. That was when Monven was
sent prisoner to Eugland, and Owen was then
a major. An’ now here’s the pawky deil

ye ken the merits o’ o stoup o’

come over aguin  frae  England  wi’
that aceursel Noll  Cromwell—come
into Clster a full colonel, an't please

ye, tomake uparegiment for the God-forsalken
Lawclinment.  But why hae T got my whittle
inOwen? Bile a wee, an’ ye shall hear
He's w hot-tempered chiel is Owen, hut T've
ue'er foumd out wha private pickcering led
him an’ my puir brotherto cross claymores
at Lisnagarvy some months agone--my ain
brave brother, Captain MHamilton, o' Sir
James Montgomery’s regiment ; but this 1
ken, that my brother was struck dead as
mutton at the first or second pass, and that
his biuid is en Owen Connolly’s hands.
It wus o fairly honest  scrateh, bilbo
to bilbo, sure enough ; hut I've sworn to
avende my brother-—ay, an’ I'll keep my
solemn vow 17

The brawny Jock uttered the last words
with cool and phlegmatic determination, wfter
which, drawing his large plaid cloak around
him, he relapsed futo a moody silence during
the remainder of the night,

During the night OTracy shared the shel-
ter of a canvas tent with two or three of the
Scots, and at an cavly hour he was aroused
by the reveille soundivg through the rendez-
vous.  All was preparatlon for a wmarch, The
horses were rubbed down and fed, the men
partaok of a substantial vepust, and eve the
morning was far advanced the whola party,
mmlering as bofore remarked, ahout cighty
men, was in the saddle and riding towards
the north-cast. They hiwd not proceeded
many miles when two or three howsemen,
sconts who hid been sent out by Colonel
Humilton some hours hefore, came gulloping
towands them with the information that the
enemy was fust approaching.

“They are coming P excitedly  whispered
Jock Hamilton to O™Traey, who rode beside
Lim —** they are coming over by the bills frae
Leel.  Owen O'Connolly is coming, and, by
the horns o Satan, £ mean to o’ o enid ac-
count o’ hin b See, see,” continmed the eager
Seot, as the basnets of a force of eavalry
glimmerad in the distance, ' there come the
deil’s own chililren—the blessed baims o’ the
Parliament.  Gialso ! they just nigh number
ourselves, aml heeh, kuldie, what o hraw bit
o' pickeering we'll hae —claymore to clay-
mare, and the better traoper has the palm.>

Colone! Hamilton at onee prepaved his foree
for the conflict,  Dividing his men into two
partics, hedrew up one party so us to fuce the
advancing enemy, aad posted the other be-
hind « limckiln, out of sight of the Parlia-
mentarians, using them as a reserve.,

On came the opposing covalry with-
out ever drawing rein,  Contfident of

victory they rode at astewdy and incveasing
pace towards the Scots, who waited their on-
set in stern silence.  Nearer and nearer they
came, and at length the advance guard or
“forlorn,” led by no less u personage than
Culonel Owen OConnolly in person, came
charging six abreast up a narrow lane leading
to the Scottish position.

“ Give fire !"” rang the deep tones of Colonel
Hamilton, as the boreen was filled with the
long stream of charging horsemen. The head
of the Parliamentarian column recoiled in
some disorder as the Scottish musketoons
rattled and Hashed ; and immediately, sword
in hand, the Scots burst throug™ the smoke of
their volley in n fierce and impetuous chavge
on their wavering foc. At tho saume moment
Humilton’s reserve dashed out from thelr
ambush hehind the limekiln and charged the
enemy hotly in their unprotected fonk,

For a few minutes the lane presented a
scene of desperate conlflict, :uu} resounded
with the clash of swords, the explosion of
pistols, the cheers of triumphant and the
shricks of wounded and trampled men,  The
combat wus waged with great valour and de-
terminntion on both sides, and was short aud
sunguinary, Vietory declared for the Scots.
The greater part of the Parlinmentarian force
wans placed kors de combat, its leader was
made prisoner, two captains of horse who
commanded under O’Connolly, one, nemed
Lestrange, escaped, while the other named
Rerner was killed.

*“ Just merely the fortune of war, colonel,”
remarked O’Counolly, after the fray was
over ;—‘“well, whet do you intend doing
with me 2

“I mean to send you straight off to Cole-
raine to Sir George Monroe; doubtless he'll
be happy to see you,”

“The devil he will ! A favor, Hamilton—
allow me to ride thither on my own mare,
and I'll feel obliged.” :

* Be it 20,” replicd the Scottish colonel,

** Bo right wary of your },)risoner, Colonel
Hamilton,” said Edmund O Tracy ;—** trust
me, you havea cunning fox to deal with,”

“What, you here, whelp!” exclaimed
Owen, on catching sight of him; “‘hang me
but this is good | Look you, colonel, you've
got a low Irish Papist in your midst—a pup-
py whom you would do well to tuck up to
the nearest troe,” ‘

:‘Dinna. mind, Owen,” said Jock Hamilton,
drily ; “the Irish Papist has.blooded his
claymore rather weel the du.y on you beagles.
He's & gude braw soldier o’ the. king —de'il
the better.” ' .

0’Connolly muttered an oath as he turned
to regain his saddle. Voo

Scots turned their bridles to'the North. They.
rode along in grent spirits; commenting wit
satisfaction on the incidents of the late com-.

- ‘bat, ea.qh t rooper relating his own:achieve-

ride o’t. Here, my béhﬁip l‘milm -lay hold o’ i

From the scene of confliot 'fhe-'victorioﬁs'

ments, comparing notes with his commges o
recalling the memeries of his companiong ‘;hr
had fallen in the fray. Some yardsip h.ong
rode the prisoner, in charge of a single horg
man. Several milés were covered withoei
the occurrence of anything worthy of note !
At length there was a sudden shout of aly
from the foremost troopers. o
** The prisoner—he’s off ! he's off 1”
The-alorm was a true one. . By dexteron
usage of hand and foot Qwen 0'Connolly hy f
tossed the trooper beside him backwa s :]‘t[‘
his horse, and was spmiving off in oye gy,
ing dash for liberty, his flect marc I.L--u-ill "
lhim st]l;fel{l)' and well, g
Joc amilton gave vent to a mirhty o
and was after tlu,$ fugitive like o ?)?ﬁ? O‘llvt‘-h’.
sooner than he expected lie came up wit), tf,“
flecing O’Connolly, for the animal viddey ),e.
the lntter suddenly stumbled nul S\\'cl'x'u"'

throwing its  rider  with  violene, t
the ground. KEre the falley n |
could regain his  feet, his \'iml‘iu.‘
tive  pursner had gained on hint~

)

leapt from his saddle, and rushed townrdy
him. One tremendous and resoundin.. lei
from the Leavy foob of Hamilton, aml \HL.
writhing form of the traitor and renv, ;.,X.L
ciune rigid and motionless. Owen ()'(',m”;.,n-.
was dead.  His slayer was Justitied byt }
fuws of warfare, -

As O"Fracy gazed on the upturned [, ot
the dead man, with its last distorted cq;ye..
sion, he recalled the memworalic ni<ht inl(l\-.
mantowy, its incidents and their reiulls . g,
fuilure of the patriot’s design, Coote's Dlamly
reign of terror, Maguire and Mac Mahion
strungledon Ty burn Tree, and the rauk iy .
ters of Treland mude fuster and wuore ".'lﬁill':
And heve at length, sturk and Vifeless, vt
down in his strength and pride i g er;fi
and ignominious death, Luy the Juldus nf hic
conntry. )

Thrown like a sack across the lak of a
Linrse, the body of O'Counolly was ('uu-.'m-l-:[
by the Seots to asnull town wheve they spens
the night, and uext day it wis hroushg to
wind futerred in the churchyard of ;\ntl-i‘;‘.._

No pussed away one of the most recher.
ous, cuterprising, and remarkable mey of Jiic
day, whaose cluacter is so concisely swnned
up in in a guaing couplet by the t1:11r>1.[:|--]|i.-.
torian who deseribes  the muanner of )i
death :~— ‘
“The man was as stoute as could be desived,
But of ne more conduct than o man hot iy,

L

CHAPTER XXX,
TIE LEAGUER OF CHARLEMONT—NEYExs,
“ They pushed their trenches in our tecth,
Their muskets smote our stoutest ~prars,
And tire rained on us from the press
Of cappud wnd cuirassed grenadiers.”
. . Axon,

* Come, captain mine, o pemuy for you
thoughts.”

The speaker, a bronzed and helucted sol-
dier, slapped the here of our story familiarly
on the shoulder as lie uttered the words, pi-
nwund O'Traey and Niall O°Coirnin Dl met
onee more

Their meeting was on the bridge of Leltur-
het—on the quuint structure that spanned the
stream issuing from Lough OQughter. The
East-Brefinian town wasall astir with military
life.  Soldiers strolled in listless groaps
through thestrects ; soldiers datted the hivh-
ways leading into the coantry ;3 soldiers lolled
in idle converse from the casements of the
cage-work houses—soldiers of the Ivish amy
of Ulster, now in course of reorganzation,

“ Holla, Niall, me bonckhed ' Your hand
my trooper; what news !”

“ Ay faith, none to speak of, save that
which you know yoursclf--that in an honr
we shall know the name of our new general.
Heaven seud hie may be another Owen Ruoe ™

“Amen to that, Bat how fares your
sister 7"

“Oh, Kathleen is as fresh as arosela ] and
sends you her love, gossip—ay, in troth, sud
a tender article that I feared, rade soldior
that T am, to break it to picees in the -
ringe-~li, ha?  No matter, you've got it.and
cure it well, T advise yow in all solcnnity, for

¢ Niall, trust me I will eare amd treasure
it as the jewel deavest to mny heart, ™

< Never doubt you, brother-n-law that is
to be—that is, when the atr has losi its smcll
of powder.  But whom have we here?”

¢ Noho, Jock Hamilton, is it yen " ex-
claimed O'Tracy, addressing a tall Scot whe
strede towards the pair of fricnds,

‘That it is, wy hairn, just my aiu =el, and
glad T am to greet ye. How lae ve fared
sine the day, four months agone, when ('Con-
nolly got his kail* Gadso, ye louk redl
brawly.”

““Amd brawly emough I am, asyou say.
Here, Niall, is one of the keenest sabres in
the North—the man who sent the informer
Connolly to his account; you've heard the
story 7" .
*“Ay, that I have, and enjoyed it,” replied
the Breffnian:

** Dae ye speer, my friends, whi's the most
likely general that yon conventicle may
choose 77 inquired the Scot.

“In good sootly, I know not.”

¢ Nor L”

The thrée men turned with mutual inelini:
tion, and gnzed musingly in the direction
where sat the “ conventicle” alluded to. In
an open space of the town were drawnup
three ranks of horsemen, mounting guard be-
fore an unpretentious house, from a wix-\dow
of whieh groopcd the colors of the Ulster
army. This house wns the residence of Owen
MacSweeney, Cntholic Bishop of Kilmore,
and in it the convention of Irish officers and
gentry was being held, which was to choosed
genernd for the Ultonians. o

“ Well, 'twere hard to venture an opnion,
remarked O"L'racy, meditatively; *‘ the o
didates are many. There are General O'Fer-
rall, who commanded our fellows in dun-
ster; Hugh Dubh O'Neill, who punishe
Cromwell ut Clonmel ; Sir Phelim O'Neill
who holds Clarlemont; Henry Roe O,J;\YCIH)
the son of Owen Roe; Daniel O'Neil,
favorite of King Charles; Owen Roe's old
friend, Heber MacMahon, Bishop of Clogher
who, they say, hns a good chance; and Lot
Antrim, .

« Hark, friend,” said Hamilton, seriously
*‘this election bids to lead to ugly Wm‘k:
Look yonder; see the guid man in the black
gown mounted on his grey gelding ameng oU
troop. That is the goodly minister o' th
Gospel, Muster Humphrey Galbraith, s
froe Enniskillen wi’ us yestreen wi’ a messg
tag yer captains—sent e’en by Siv Georg
Monroe himsel-—whilk message I ken iU
weel. Gin ye make the Lord Antrim geperd
we Scotch Presbyterians are wi' ye heart a8
han’ for the king; but ’gin ye elect onybod
else, especia.lly the bishop, ye put ye're foo
in’t, an’ deep an’ gruesome is the gulph 'twix
Scota and Irishry for the future.” .

“Come what may, friend Albanach,” svl
O'Cuirnin, with hauteur, ¢ we abide there
sult of the election.” .

- Ay, an' become our mortal foes agin?
remarked Hamilton,

“Even so,” rematrked the other sternly]
“gnd what of that? Hurrah for anothe
Benburb, anll fareer gair -for Owen Roe a0
theold times 1" .- . 1. o .

- The Scot’s-face grew purple, and he
tho -basket }ilt of his: claymere in sud
:wrath, . O’Cuirnin;ion his part, stepped bac
} wards® and:half -dreéw . his" falchion from J
i.gheath; Edund haatily interposed be
|-the twain.  As he did so, s loud: . burst.¢
! cheering in the town caused the tivo opponed
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