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CHAPTER Xt{o~—THE MINSTREL'S VISIT,

The next morning, tong before the sun pese-
trated tbrough the bars ol the lolty prison, Alice

stationed bersell al the warrow window to get a
view of the outer world. "The rvoom in

wowers ol the castle, whielr abaticd ou
stream 5 she could see it rushimg over its bed of
cock al an momense distauce below. Ou the

olher side of e stream, and sheltered by a cir- §
cle of green wounds, were fhe ruins of an an- |

cient chapel—the walls stll standing, traces of
recent burning markiog their gray sides.  ur-
frer up the stream, and on the xume side with
the ruin, were @ number of cotiages scattered
slong the bank. Ahce could see that they were
mliabrted, for each sent up it< volume of blue
smoke into the clear morning air.  As the morn-
ing advanced, a woman wouldt be seen moring

jrom one to the other, and hall dressed children |

teaped and gamboled on the green. 'This was
the first sign of civilization she had seen in many
wonths, and her heart grew light as she reflected
o6 the proximity of her countrymen, though she
was well aware they could render her ne assist-
ance. She even began to doubt the.stories she
fad heard of Wingfield’s cruelty, as she saw
those peasants going about their peacelul labors.
Vet 1t was not with his heariy consent that those
poor people remained in their homes.  1Tundreds
of their breibren bad been driven to the raoun-
tains by Ins oppression, and it wus alone through
the influence of the chivalrous Clifford hat this
sorry remaant was permitted to remain.

Her meditations were interrupted by the en-
trance of the old woman with Lheir breakfast,
who, informing the nurse that she should require
her services i another parl of the castle, leaving
Alice m ulter solitude. A suspicion that all was
not right tlashed across her mind as she coupled

this proceeding with the words of the old woman |

the previous night.  Drawing s small and beau-
rifully mounted stiletto {rom lLer bosain, she look-
edupon its thin edge long and earnestly ; then
focked up to heaven, as il mentally begging as-
sistance, and, as if she had formed her resolution,
placed it back again in its hiding place 1o await
the event.  The room whick she occupied had
evidently belonged to a lady. Several articles
of a lady’s oilet lay scattered on u small dress-
ing table, and on another table, near the window,
ms a half finished piece of embrouery. As
ske examined the quaint figures and devices, she
shuddered o think what wmay have been the fate
of her whose needle had wrought it thus far.—
Taking a clairseach, or small barp, from the wall,
she strove to drown in its swelling music the me-
wory of ber own misfortunes, She bad been
about an hour thus employed when a light tap
came to the door, and Cliford entered, dressed
@ ali the finery of an Iinglish geatleman of the
period.

“I hope | am vot intrudiog on your privacy,”
he said as be bowed to Alice.

“ Wingfield needs not to intrude iu his own
castle,” answered the girl.

“It is not Wingfield, fair lady, but one who
would willingly lay fame and forlune at your
feet, and who would not give you any pain for a
dozen castles such as this.”

“Then you will best show your sincerity by
making known your business without the aid of
such flattery, which is loathisome when it renders
misfortune more miserable.” )

“Nay, lady, Robert Clifiord is unacquainted
with flattery, and T hope [ could get even some
of your people to vouch for my sincerity and
bonor,™

“Ionor I exclaimed the high-minded girl,
ber eyes flashing with disdain. * 1 have indeed
Reard of you as the companion of one who, by
dark plotting with a traitor, gol possession of
this castle and put to death its rightfal owners !
Such derds may commnend you to your kind, but
2ot to any one who loves truth and justice.”

“ But not too hasty in arriving at such a con-
tlusion, I beg, 'Uhat tale is not so bad as is re-
ported 5 and, but that there 1sa seal upon my
hps, I could tell you what would somewlat aiter
Your opinion. ’Tis true, O’Connor was put to

death, but I pledge my word, as a soldier, that 1 |
Since then I have:

d ot come up at the time.
endeavored to lighten the burthen of his people
*0-far as 1 could, and T believe not without some
Hecess,” C ‘

“If that be true, and [ have wo reason to
doubt your word, I pray heaven to reward..you
for it But what offence pray, have we com-
Titted, that we are thus torn from our home - by
2 baod of armed ruffians 1 "

“ A slight offenck it may be, but one: which
Appears great in the eyes of onr .sovereign mis:
Vess. You are a professor of the Popush faith,
which amounts to treason ; and your protéctor

which |
they were confined was situated w one of the |
the

leads » hand of outlaws against the liege subjects
‘of her Majesty, Those crnimes are punished
“with deatli; but il you will place yoursell under
imy protection, you shall, withm three days, be
iset at liberty, and be made one of the brightest
ladies of the realm.”

o And whatof ¥ do not choose 1o aeeept of
this brilliant offer 1 )

“ Captisaty without & hope, and perhaps death.”
© ~ Then before [ barter away my faith, I will
choase the latter.”

1 Liope you will think better of this, lady ;-
tso you will have time to determine.”

i No saying, he opencd the door and refired,
i just as old Nan disappeared down the stairs.

tpart of the castle where a young girl is sitting,
'eazing out on the green fields in the vicinily.—
' Between her hunds is a harp, and as che sweeps
“her {ingers across the strings, a single tear courses
i down her pale cheek, The green fields lie tempt-
vingly before her in all their summer beauty, and
!the tight in her dark eyes grows brighter as she
{ thinks bow oflen she frode them in the innocence
_of childhood,

A cot-like tread approaches ; she turus to the
i door as it opens, and tae reverend missionary,
{whose devotion to the wine-cup, on the preced-
{ing evening, we have noticed, enters. An ex-
| pression of melancholy is on his countenance, as
if come on some disagreeable errand, and he
sowly ejaculates—

“ Peace to thee, my daughter. 1 am an hun-
ble preacher of the Word, and am come to draw
thee from the bonds of sin and the depths of ini-
quity.”

Here lie seated bimsell to wateh what effect
this introduction would have on the lady.

“ HIas any one sent for you 7’ she demanded

; with a look of ineflble scorn.
“ None, but my master,” returned the hypo-
cnte, not noticing bher manner. ¢ Theard thou
wast about to suller for thy perseverance in the
superstition of Romanism, and therefore am I
! come to draw thee from the errors of thy ways
tand not suffer thee to be cut off in thy sins.”

i Apd who neditates sucha crime? Am 1
not freeborn, and answerable to none Lt God
for my beliel.”

“ Thy first question I will answer, my daugh-
ter.  L'hy doom is sealed by those men of Be-
lial, who hold thee in durance, and for whom no-
thing is loo wicked. AsT left the court-yard,
they were even laboring at the scaflold.”

1Ie watched closely the features of the fair
prisoner, to see if any sigo of trepidation was
there, but they remained as calmly stern as be-
fore.

“The will of God be done ! she at length
sighed. 1 will then be [ree {rom their persecu-
{ions and their wiles.”

“ But, bethink thee! thou art young and fair
and should not be tired of life. [ can yet save
thee, if thou wilt accept of my poor serrices.”

“ And how, pray 7

| can accuse this wicked man of holding in-
tercourse with the rehel Irish, and ere a week is
over his head will grace the walls of Dublin. I
think T could gain a few days’ reprieve for (lee,
while I take steps to convey thee out of the
reach of his wrath. I will carry thee to Eng-
fand, where thou canst live as becometh thy
raok. Thiok!ny dear lady; the mummeries of
Popery are fast falling into disuse ; its abettors
are forced (o fly beyond the seas, or punished as
their crimes deserve. \Would it not be better to
five in luxury with one who would be able to
protect thee, than throw away thy life for a sink-
ing cause 1°

“ And who would be this precious protector 2

“ One who would gire his life 1o serve thee,”
said the preacher, layiog his hand geatly upon
that portion of his breast which might have co-
vered Ins heart, had he been gifted with such an
organ ; “ even I myself.”

“ Foul wolf!” exclimed the girl, stamping
with her little (oot upon the Qloor, ' Begone on
 the instant, or 1 will compel thee. I will show
thee that an Irish maiden scorns thy loathsome
presence !

“ Nay, I will not go, till T lave a more kindly
auswer.” And with the words he grasped ber
in his arms.

“ Depart from me, fiend!” she exclaimed,
struggling to free herseif.

« Never, till thou art inine.”

# Then may God forgive me ! she cried, as,
drawing a small dagger, from the folds of her
dress, she plunged itinto his breast. He fell
-with a.groan to the floor, just as Wingfield rush-
ed in, and, with the air of a madman, seized him
by the -bair, and dragged him from the room,
while the lady sank on a chawr, and gave vent to
her. feelings in a flood of tears.

Calling a couple of soldiers to his-aid, the en-
raged: Wingfield dragged the unfortusate wretch
to the battlemepts. gis wound was slight, the
.dagger baving strack-against the breast booe j—
an§ he shrieked and prayed for mercy, but in

Withoot space for even a prayer for wer-

rain.

MONTREAL, FRIDA

cy on his soul, he was hwled from the battle-
ments, and dashed to pieces on the rocks below.,

# Now, may the devil fly away with you!” |
exclaimed the exasperated tyrant, as he gazed |
down vpon the mangled rewains. [ will teach |

you love making ! By the rood, a bold hypocrite |

would at least leave us our womey. (io, Bates,” !

We will now conduet the reader to another |

bie said to one of ithe men, * and see what you- |
tder fellow wants. whom ! see prowling about |
 the pate.” g

"The wan retnrned in a short while, saying that |
Lt was a wandering minstrel;, who sought refresh-
i ment. .

o That is another set of luzy drones whom 1
would clear from the country, had I ought to do !
with its ruling.  But go, admit him, and get him
some refreshment ; [ would lears some news of
the state of the country.”

In a few moments, he followed lis retainer (o
a long roomn in the basement, which had becu
used by the former proprietors for the accomme-
dation of strangers, and still retained the name
of “1the stranger’s hall.” llere he found the
minstrel busily discussing the merits of some
oaten bread and ale, which was set before lim
while s harp and stall were leunt agaipst the
wall.

% Whence come you, good fellow ¥ inquired
Wingfield, eyeing the stranger closely.

« Wrom Armagh, my lord,” said the stranger,
risin
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news fram the North.”

¢ There is nothing new, my lord, since the de-
feat of Buarrough.”

“'What!” exclained Wingfield, * Durrough
defeated ! That cannot be, man. e left Lein-
ster with a force fit fo crush all the rebels in
Ulster.”

« Nevertheless, it is true,” continued the min-
strel. % 1Ie and Kildare are sleeping in Belze-
bub’s bosom, ere this.”

“Ha! are you, too,a rebel T What said you
{ of Belzebub 7 exclaimed Wingfield, quickly.

{ ¢ I did but misquote the sacred text, my lord,”
replied the minstrel bumbly; “ I meant the bo-
som of Abrabam.”

¢ I forgive the slip, good fellow ; but continue
your story.”

¢ | have not much more to say, my lord, but
that her Majesty’s troops got well thrashed, and
were obliged to fly to Armagh with the loss of
their baggage.”

“ And what is the arch rebel, Hugh ’Neil,
doing.”

« Nothing, my lord, but pushing on the siege of
Portmore.”

¢ By heaven, 1 think that is plenty ! The next
thing we hear the rebel will be on our own bor-
ders. DBut hark, good minstrel. Have you
heard anything of a certain Redmond O’Connor,
on your travels 2 Report says that be is in the
rebel army.”

% T cannot say for certainty, my lord; having
hittle acquaintance with the north country peo-

le.”

% So much the better for you.”

At this point of the conversation, Clifford en-
tered, and scrutinized the stranger keenly.,

% What luck—wbat luck, Clifford ™ asked
Wingfield.

“ By my soul, she is firm as the clits of Do-
ver. Nota word of encouragement could I get
from her; but I hope afew daysin *solitary
confinement, as the Provost Marshal hath it,
will bring her to her senses. Your proxy, it
seems, had no better fortune.”

“ No, curse bim; he well nigh scared the
poor thing to death, and *twill be a week ere I
can venture to her presence. I only pray that I
may catch anotber of the prowling wolves in
these parts; I will hang him from the highest
tree in Glendarg. I will henceforth live accord-
ing to my own religion—pleasure io this world,
and my chaunce in the next. Io the meantime, I
have sent this palavering hiypocrite on an embassy
to lis infernal highness. But this singing fellow
bas figished his meal, and will tell what fortune
has in store for us, and in good rhyme too. Can
you tell our fate, sir ministrel ?”’ he inquired,
turning to the stramger, who was slowly tuning
bis barp, with an air of abstraction.

“ Aye, my lord ; the spirit sometimes compels
us 1o tell that which we would gladly leave in
darkness. But since I have eaten of your cheer,
1 must grant your request, though ’tis sorely
agaiust my wishes.” -

So saying, and asif from an impulse of the
spirit within, he fixed his dark, piercing eyes an
Wingfield, and in a low, mournful strain, sang
the following lines :—

“Let the dark feathered eagle of Wingfield beware!

He hath carried the innoceni lamb to his lair;

In the track of the lamb, the avenger doth hie,

And the fox and the cagle together shall die.”

« Derilish plain that,” remarked Wingfield,
with a ghastly smile. “But whois the fox?
most sage prophet of evil.”

¢ The visioa is departed,” rephed the minstrel,

%\’a)‘, sit still, good fellow, and tel me what ]
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“gand I have said my say. lHave 2you any de-
sire to know your fortune 1" he asked of Clifford. |
“Not I, by St. Edward! 1 have heard ’
enough to make we dread an echo of the sume!
tale.” !
The winstrel, slinging s harp cn his shoul- |

j 1o betray me under oy very nose® *Sdeath! we : ders, and apologising for the abruptuess of bis} At day break, they reached the end of 150
! thought the I’opish monks were bad, but they | departure, bowed profoundly to the Waight, sud | road which lead to Castle Dearg, and the

tnok his feave.  As he crossed the court yand,!
e turaed, and glanced his eye over the ranyge of)
the castle windows, A female face appeared ot
that opposite (o where Ly stond. It was the’
face of Eileen, the wife of MaeCostedloe,  The?
minstrei raised his forelinger to his lips, aml con-
tinued on Ins way. ‘
“tiod’s death ™ escluimed Wingfiend, win
had observed this movement, © | would be swuora |
that fellow 15 2 spy! Did you see bis ntinns 77
lie inguired of Clifiord. i
“ T was cogaged in solviag the meamny of the
¢ fox,” which the jingler sang ef, and cow | un-;
derstand ; it is the fellow MacQuaid. e poes
by that respectable appellation among his cous- |
trymen, who, it seems, entertain a very just ap- |
preciation of his cunning and double-deahing.”
Winglield did not scem to comprehend thos:
remarks, though every word fell distinetly on his
ear, and Le whistled carelessly, as be walkerd|
away ; but, understanding tbat the minstref was |
bound for Dublin, be immediately dispatched «
: couple of his most unserupulous followers to way -
lay him on the road, as a reward of kLis prophesy.
# Superstitious  hound !”?  rauttered Clifford;
between bis teeth, ¢ the bark ol the rhyming foul
tras hit you to the quick.” '
CITAPTER XII.—Q’CONNOK'S RETURN.
i The minstrel, as soon as he got within the
shelter of the woods, leaving the wooden bridge
o his left, hurried ilown stream for 2 wile, Ul e
found a place where the torrent was fordable ;
then, taking of! his heavy boots, and unslinging
his harp, Le secreted them in the hollow trunk of
an aged oak and dashed across the stream. ife

Peyowhinh Towil nat soon forget.

cwere doopumber of men, women, wal ol
] i3 Ty N
i knuulmg ainong the dense uadecbrash, anl o

H2

No. 52.
most night and day since jeavmyg (Fter, w0 puaer
was their young chiel to regain bis lost pat fnea
Chey were wccompuied by youny Barsew.
whoin O'Neil bud honorably liberated, and who
was reticaing home, a sadder wan than the day
Le set out to devour Pyrrelts haadfull of trunuv,

33
1,

halted while the chiets constdted on ta
plan of wporeaching e place.  Darnewcl
rede op to tdie Bis feove. amd s he tank U
voung chiet by the hand, he sand eacnestl.

“ You have spared iy ik, Nir Tednir v, 2
the O"Nedl Bas showa e an example of ¢
feann oo
g hand wanoist wy ol sovercige, b
Beaves withee 1. 00 raiee i aominst ) Lo
his cause,” »

So sayiug. he reared shial
gadbopad from the ot

A chopt coosuliation was held, agd
agreed that to prevent surprise, Fyeeell
lead the wfintey by the mam approach, we
Connor and the cuvaley should penetiats &
beidle path throngh the woad, tnd mect b
the bigh grooad w front of the Castte.

b

i

Lis charues,

OConner sad his pacty procseeded dowle
cauliously, unth the comne 1 a denp, Fireite
vine, about ane buadeed rods i disneter,

| surrounded by the waviny giants of the fore .

“I'he kuiaht rede in the van of the puty, an
he approaehe? the edge of the racine, he

4 .
‘ 1.

for a moinerd awe-steicken by the ceae wii-
frresented itself. '

In thee very cenipe of 1w 0!

tense wis their devotian, that they hed w0
noticed kis appranch, aor that of s pariy, -
came up oo by eac,zad kuelt beside theis
In the centre of this group of peusunts o

aged priest, in soiled amd tatteced vesinen s,
fering swerifice to the God of heaven.
tar upon whicl tids saerifice was offerad, wo- in

“an
Y N

removed some rubbish from beside a fallen trve
on the other side, aud took from thence a pair of |
light shoes and u pike. Speedily donuing the |
skoes and seizing the pike in his band, be sturted
on the road te Ulster,
road to Dublin, and, after threc bours’ marching
and countermarching, found themselves at fault
and returned to their master, minus the wunstrel,
who continued bis flight, and, ere sunset, had t:ft |
the Red Castle many a mile belind. Tt was!
then, for the first time, that be sat down to rest !
on the way, and taking some bread frow a wallet |
by his side, he proceeded to make to make Lix;
frugal supper, with the aid of a draught of water
from a spring near by. No traveller passcd
these roads except the troops of the haughty
English barons, or the bands of desperate out-
laws on their nocturnal expeditions. e travel:
led for more than an hour after dark withont
meeting any huinan being, till at last, as he gaia-
ed the semmit of a gentle eminence, the jingling
of arms fell upon his ear. e stopped and lis-
tened; the trampling of horses was heard dis-
tinctly, and in a few moments he could detect the
outline of a body of men advancing from the
North. Ie was about to conceal hunself in the
bushes when he heard them converse gaily in the
Irish language, and this reassuring him, he stood
his ground.

“ Whom have we here 7’ demanded a twanly
voice from the front, as they approached.

A true man,” agswered the minstrel.

“ Then, advance and show your face ; there is
nothing like the proof.”

The speaker was Henry Tyrrel ; and, as the
minstrel doffed bis cap, he exclaimed, joyfully—

“ By the rood it is Brian MacCostelloe I—
Why, man, we thought you were with St
Peter ! ‘

O’Connor now rode up to inquire the cause of
the delay, when he, too, recognised the minstrel.

“ Why, this is Brian of the hill, and no other,”
ie said, grasping his hand.  But where i
Alice, Brian—is she safe I

MacCostelloe explained in as few words as
possible how he had traced the horsemen from
his own door to the Red Castle, and how he was,
in the guise of a minstrel, admitted withiz its
and saw lis own wife,
“ I think,” he concluded, ® [ acted my part
bravely. 1 told his fortune for bim, and it be
sleep soundly after it, I am no true prophet.—
There was another dolt there who, T thougbt,
was paying aitentions to my poor Alice, for
which, with the blessing of God, I will break his
bones. I was on my way to the North to ac-
quaint our master of it, when Tso Iuckily met
ye ; and a gallant band ye have.”
“ Ha! ?cried O’Connor, rubbing his hands, * I
bave now a double motive for revenge, and, woe
be to me, if Ido not wreak it on. Winghield’s
head. Push on, men, push on; for every mo-

Ihs pursuers took the ;! -
;0 a slopimg pozition.

i
g with & coating of grey moss, the accumnlation of
]

1 Lo their demons,

keeping with the place, and the worduppea. i
consizted of a buge, dat stone, abowt cignr 5ol
long © cne ead resting on the ground, aned Lo
nther supported oo two smadler stones, set o ond
and about two fuont high, thus keeping the wir
"Thie stones were cover:l

centuries, probubly since the Druds had el
them for the purpose of olfering blaody sacrifics
[aving consecrated this Dr.:.
altar to a far ditferent use, and spread & woie
napkin over its grey surface, this gond sheple. !
hunted from place o place, and a price set uy.n
his head, yet managed to evade his foes, and -
ther bis scatterad flock, to partake with hie of
this greatest of God’s gifts o man,  Did filae
lood lend him this death defying zenl 7 W it
superstition that collected ther, at the perit of
their lives!

Lhe Mass was approsching its conclusion ; ta.
priest raised his hands and eyes to mvoke a olex:
ing, and turned to impart it to his knceling ficlk
IFor a moment his eyes rested on the kaeeling ...
valiers. It was but for a moment. Ocr hasd
way extended toward thers, asif to divide with
them the beaediction, and the Mass was »gid. 1.
A scene of confusion follawed, when the pecyle
observed the strangers, as they thoughl, comdy 1
pounce upos them.  The women, graspiog thele
litthe ones in their arms, ran wildly thvough the
woods to :cek coocealment. The men swized
their stout oaken stases from the ground, and fite
the stug at bay, prepared to sell their tives as
dearly as they could.  O'Connor at length step-
ed forward, and taking off his beluwet, a wild cry
of recoguition rent the air, and a!l crowded for -
ward to welcome their young chief.  The priaat
was the first to throw himself wpon his neck.

*0 my son, my son! be cried, * what joy to
have thee once more among uy ! now, indeed, haca
aur prayers cot been in vain, aad we will yet fi7e
1n peace, since thou art liere to protect us.”

The priest released the young clueftain, who
turaed once more 10 the people, wha were eazer -
ly awaitiog & word frora his lips. )

* Good and true friends of ("Connor,” he said,
% you see before you, the son of your murdered
chief, come at last to avenge his and jour mis-
fortunes. 'T'be pext Sabbath sun shall see you
kneeling in the Lall of the Red Castle, God will-
iug. But be not over zealous, my fiiends; we
would beleaguer the Castle as quietly as may be,
and to-morrow, mayhap, we may give you an op-
portuaity to measure arms against the Sassenach.’

** Death for O'Comuor! Death to the mur-
derer ! was the wild response, as the young chiel
again mounted bis horse, and led his pasty from
the spot, the male portion of the peasants follow-
ing in his rear. Crossing at a place where the
stream was fordable, and scaling the precipitous
bank, he found Tyrrell’s party drawn up without
the range of the enemy’s weapons, und eager to

ment seems an age.,” ‘
- A led horee was brought for the quas: min-
strel, and they again pushed rapidly- forward.—
The party consisted of twenty horse and eighty

be led at once to the assault. The walls were
literally lined with troops, bewildered at this sud-
den appearance of an eoemy, and expecting an
immediate attack. O’Copnor was too wary to

foof; all picked mea. Theéy had marched al-

risk bis handfull of men against stone walls, ex- -



