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AT

cHAPTER IX.—(Continned.)

«Tt is a bright myth ; and death cffaces the
said Abaris, thoughtfully. «If,

aacrilege,” .
met friend, the thought of the

then, O Clotnire, my

Jdead Monu inspires thee more fully with that,

sctive principle of good without which the
Jougest life i3 valueless, cherish it. The softer
emotions of our nature nced discipline, cqually
with the baser passions: whatever feeds them
insidiously exposes the noble soul to the dun
wors of sensuality,” replied the bard, with an
air of grave affection. o

. Noble Abaris, let thy superior-wisdom be
ny safeguard,” replied the young noble, with
proud humility. ¢ Thou art always calm, and
const well guide the reins of my impetuous
will.”

«(Calm !

hruptly.
! “}A)_sycalm and as eold
lied Clotuire.

«Thou art deccived. My impetuous na-
ture is on'y chained by a powerful will, which
makes the pursuit of virtue its chief aim. DBut
that which passed to-day on the plains of
Magh-Breagh has roused all my inner self'to a
ferce peturbation, I would have avenged by
e fell blow the outrage of this daring Patri-
¢ius, who now secks by stratesem what the
Romans of other days sought by violence.—
Even now those lights which dunce mockingly
from his tents over the dark waves of the
Boyne, rouse up the chained menials of my
will to tumult and violence. But what a
comedy is individual wrath against such mon-
strous provocation!  Erin shall never be dis-
honored in me. It shall not go down to pos-
terity that one of her bards wus the assassin of
a defenceless stranger, although that stranger
hath come with guile and insult to the foot of
owr throne and altar.”

2 But why heed so despicable an enemy, O
Abaris? He is alone and defenceless, What
is there to fear 7'’ .

¢That which human power camnot sway,”
replied Aburis, gloomily. ¢ Yon stranger fills

Am I calm now ?”" asked Abaris,

as yonder sky,” re-

my soul with trouble. T ven now there iswail- |8

ing and weeping in the temple for the woe his
eoming foreshadows. Fle must be possessed of
knowledze beyond mortal sense; or how dare
he, nnattended except by a few famatics, and
wnarmed, throw open contempt on the Bealtic
vites? If he is n mere spy, all will be well.—
Buat eome with me,”’ .

Tn another moment the Count of Bretagne
was seated, with Abaris the bard, in a curragh
which lay “woored mmong the sedges on tho
rive bank.,  Abaris grasped the oars and
pushed out from the shore. The oars bent
beneath the sinewy strength of his arms, the
light curragh shot out across the mid-channel,
riding the waves like a feather, and in a little
while glided up on the sands of tho opposite
shore. Everything about the little camp of
Patricius, toward which they directed their
steps, was wrapped in silence and reposo. Af
ter scarching around in vain for some indications
which might botray him as a spy or invader,
and reconnoitering every inch of ground, with.
out the least interruption, they vetraced their
steps in silence, when suddenly the curtain
which hung before the entrance of the tent of
Patricius wag drawn aside, and a person came
hastily out, who, forzetting to replace it, passed
into one of the temts in the rear. Standing
hack in deep shadow, Abaris and Clotaire,
without being themsclves exposed to observa-
tion, suw all that was in the tent of Patricius.
They saw him, and wondered at his majestic
and henign aspect, his noble airand intellectual
featurcs, and the symmetry of his well propor-
tioned frame. e was arrayed in the rich and
tlowing vestments of the Roman patricii, and
wora, suspended by a chain of gold, an insignia
of jewels and gold on his breast, which Abaris
thought resembled those crosses which the
Kgyptians revered as ewblems of immortality.
He was refolding 2 parchment, which he se-
cured carefully with cords of twisted silk, after
which he knelt before a rude altar, on which
stood a crucifix and taper, and folding his
hands, bowed his head with an expression of
grent humility, after which he made 2 sign on
his forchead, breast, and shoulders, which they
could not comprehend, and uttered rapid and
fervent words in a language which they could
not distinguish, while his eycs, up-lifted, scomed
to behold objects boyond mertal vision. . They
crecp nearer, — for théy sce that he 8 so
wrapped in adoration that he would not heed
them if they stood befere him,—and listen.—
They both understand him now, as, in the
chaste and majestic language of Rome, he pours
out the cloquence of his pleading soul for Erin.
How he beseeches his Lord, whom he calls
Jesus, to enlighten their darkness, to strike off
their fotters, to overthrow the idols and abolish
the power of domons in this His own inherit-
ance! How he implores the assistance of a
Holy and Divine Spirit, of whose existence
they have never ‘heard, and besceches him to

touch his lips with fire, that on the morrow he
may preuch salvation to the Gentiles, and, like
Paul at Athens, make known to the rulers and
princes of the people a crucified God.

Abaris, intent and silent, almost breathless,
leaned forward, the fine lincaments of his face
s0 mottonless and pale that they looked like
chiseled marble, while his large cyes glowed
beneath his massive brows like living sparks.
But Patricius uttered no more. His uplifted
fuce wore a look of wrapt contemplation, while
his features shown with a light that was flow-
ing back und forth, between heaven and him,
like a tide of glory.

«Tt is time for us to bc gone,” whispered
Aburis.

« Dost thou still {cel troubled ?" asked Clo-
taire, as they glided swiftly through the gloom
towards the shore.

«More than before,—a thousandfold more
than before,” replied Abaris, in an agitated
voice. “ To whem does he pray? Whence
the light that beaumed around him, like the
light of a new day beaming behind the eastern
hills? He i3 some mighty enchanier or won-
drous prophet! Already I feel the shadow of
stupendous changes. Quick, Clotuire!—I am
oppressed ! I suffocate l—Away from this spot!
—out, out on the foaming river! The wind
rushes down on the flood tide—quick! out
with the oars.—There—so! ThereI"' he said,
or rather gusped, as they threw themselves into
the licht curragh, whicl, unmoored, was swept
out by the violence of the tide, and danced
about like a bubble on the foaming river. A
fow powerful sweeps of the oar stexdied it, and
turned ity prow shoreward,

When they landed, it was nearly day-dawn,
The herdsmen were already leading their flocks
cut toward the glades and pasture-lands, and
the ways lending into Tara were filled with
country-people, wha were bringing their pro-
duee to market, in hopes of reaping a golden
harvest in exchange {or their commodities.

% We shall meet in 2 few hours in the hall of
Tara,” said Abaris, taking leave of Clotaire at
the portals of his royal futher’s court. ¢ Ha!
here is my mother! Why abroad so early,
my lady mother?"’

“A happy and proud day to thee, Abaris,
my son,” said the lady, kissing his forehead,
«and to thee, noble stranger, for whose coming
I have watched since the departure of my
uests. Pardon us if, too jealous of the honor
of the vestals of NErr Naoy, of which arder
our fairest and dearest danghter is a member,
we resented a slander which, at the time it wus
uttered, filled us with dread and horror. Pity
our feelings when we thought that the sanctu-
ary which shelters our daughter Lad been in-
vaded by sacrilege.”

# Royal lady, thou art too kind to a stranger.
It is sufficient for me that T am justified, and
cleared of a dishonorable imputation,” replied
the young noble, with a look of proud humility.

#“We shall no lenger be strangers, noble
youth. Let me assumc a mother's place in thy
regard while thou art absent from the moble
lady of Bretagne, who may well fecel proud of
her son. Abaris,” said the lady, curning to
speak to the bard. But he was gone; and,
calling an attenlant, she directed him to con-
duet the Count of Bretagne to the guest-cham-
ber ususlly upprgpl‘i:ltcd t¢ royal visitors, and
order refreshments.

At an early hour of the day, people began to
throng up toward the hall of Tara, The minds
of men were filled with vague apprechensions
and expectations of semc wonderful event,
which for the time seemed to exclude all those
sentiments of national pride which had hereto-
fore moverned them on these occasions. Mur-
murs and whispers ran from one to another,
until the name of Patricius and the propheey
of the Arch-Druid were on cevery tongue.

At last a peal of martial music burst on the
air, and the great portals of the hall of Tara
were thrown opea. To Clotaire of Bretagne,
who had gone up in the snite of the King of
Munster and obtained an advantageous position
which commanded an uninterrupted view, the
coup-d'eil was magnificent. The hall, five hun-
dred feet long, was adorned with elegant pillars,
which, like the walls, were incrusted with fine
Italian marble. At the upper cnd was the
throne, canopied over with rich silks heavily
embroideved with gold, over which hung the
shield and armorial quarterings of the monarch,
This was surrounded by seats of bonor, wrought
of precious metals and ivory and decorated
with jewels, The stalls or seats of the mem-
bers of the Assembly were of highly-earved
oak, and desiznated by the shiclds and insignia
of the order of those to whom they were as-
signed. .

The monarch has taken his seat; the princes
of the Milesian blood-royal take their station
near his person ; the four provincial kings sur-
round him; the Druids and royal bards file
slowly in, a1id seat themselves in their places
pear the throne ; then follow the senators and
eommons of the Assembly, who fill the grand
hall to its utmost limits, all seated according
to their order and rdnk. On this day the
riches and resources-of the kingdom were well
represented by the magnificence of ‘the spec-
tacle, and its strength exhibited by the loyalty
and wisdom of men wko wore on therr coun-

tenances a grave forethought and determined
patriotism, The splendor of the royal robes,
the grave magnificence of the Druids, the light
yet costly attire of the bards, and the rich
robing of the nobles glittering with gold and
sprinkled thick with gems, threw a glory over
the pageant which duzzled and bewildered the
eve. When all was arranged for the opening
of the Assembly, the peal and clangor of music
were succeeded by o grand flourish of trwm-
pets, after which all wus silent,—so silent that
a deep breath would have rippled the stillness
which pervaded that immense hall.  The mon-
arch Linogare arose, and, resting his hund on
his jeweled scepter and throwing the other out
with 4 graceful and impressive gesture, ad-
dreszed the Estates of Tura :—

“ Kings. princes, priests, bards, nobles, and
chicts!  Before the regular business of the
Assembly opens, we wish to give sudience to
one Patricius,—the same who dared to throw
contempt on the Bealtic rites on the plains of
Magch-Breagh,  He is here. we learn, under
the sacred character of ambassador, and be-
longs to an order of the Roman nobility which
ranks next to the imperial dignity, This fact
is sizpified by his name. We should receive
him with all the honors due to his rank, had
he not infringed our laws and seduced our sub-
jeets.  As it is, to signifiy our grave dis
pleasure toward this Impudent innovator, we
commiund all who are here present to remain
seated when he cuters.®  Now, heralds, con-
duct Patricius before the Estates of Tara”

The c¥es of Semo glared benenth his shagey
white brows, and the Druids turned ficree and
vindietive glances toward the entrance, while
the countenances of all expressed a profound
and curious interest. Each one had formed
bis opinion of the aspect and bearing of Patri-
cius; but none were prepared to see him cuter
unarmed, ealm, and dignified in every gesture.
Bare-leaded, his noble ard radiaut counten-
ance full of clevated and holy thought, his
clear eyes truthful and beaming with the spirit
of his mission, he walked slowly up the nave
of the hall, and stood in screne majesty belore
the monarch and the Assembly.

¢ Noble stranger,”" exclaimed Ere the son of
Dego, a chief of royal descent, while he sprang
up from his seat; ¢ such discourtesy were a
disgrace to Erin,  Sit thou here: I will stand,
if noeds be one must.” |

“ The blessing of God and the stranger on
thee. noble chief,”” replicd Putricius, laying his
hund on the head of Kre.

¢ Thou shult answer for thy contumacy,
thou degenerate sor of a loyul sire,”" cried the
monarch, in wrathful tones, to the noble and
impulsive man, who stond with fulded arms,
unmoved and firm, by the side of Putricius,
casting around him a defiant glance, which
took in all, from the monarch on his throne to
the lowest individual present. ¢ And thou,
enchanter | how is it thou durest te practice
thy scductive arts in our very presence?
Whence come ye, and why 7"

©“] eome, O king,” replied Patricius, in
streng, clear tfones, which rang distinctly
throughout the extent of the hall and reached
cvery ear,—* I come, O king, from my Lord
the Pope, Celestine, Sovereign of Rome, who
deigned to bestow on me, # poor man, sur-
numed Succath, and an humble priest, the
puissant and noble order of the Putricii, that
his messenger might do no dishonor, by the
meanness of his rauk, to the splendor of the
court which receives him. But, laying aside
all considerations of earthly grandeur, I un-
nounce myself » priest of the Most High God,
whose sole object in cowming hither is to unfold
to this nation the mighty plau of sulvation, to
make known to them the value and truc des-
tiny of their immortal souls, and preach to all
one Lord, one faith, and onc baptism.”

A confused and wrathfal murmur followed
the speech of Patricius, blended strangely with
assurances of protection and expressions of ad-
miration : then all wus silent expectation once
more,

# Uparmed and defenseless,” continued Pa-
tfieins, I have come with no ether protection
than that strength with which the grandeur of
my divine mission invests me. I have come to
bring to ye glad tidings of great joy; to direct
those who pour out their souls in senscless
vorship to vain idols, to a true and mighty
God, the Creator and sovercizn Liord of heaven
and carth,—to unseal rich treasures of grace,
even to thosc who defile the earth by their
idolatrous ministrations, and make knowa to all
the immeasurable love and mercy of a God
who immolated Himself for the salvation of
His creatures.”

“Thou art a very Sulmoncus, O Patricius,
— a " base pretender, whom TIENNE will
consign in wrath to the righteous judg-
ments of Macys, when thy mad fallacies shall
be washed away like the sands of the sen by the
test of a mightier power than thy ignoranec and
presumption dream of,” said Semo, with a bit-
ter and sncaring laugh.

But Patricius, inspired by divine light,
spoke with holy eloquence to that royal, priest-
ly, snd noble throng. With such force and
unction, with such clearness and perspicuity,

he unfolded to them with such sublime sim-
plicity the grandeur of the designs of Gud for
man, he told the story of Bethlehem and
Calvary with such pathetic foree, that the
boldest learts quailed, the most superstitious
felt an undefined terror and miseiving which
made them tremble, while not a few  sheltered
themselves behind the pillars and covered their
fuces with their robes to concexl their cmotion.
The Druids gnashed their teeth and  clinched
their hands until the blood started beneath the
nails, as the eloquence of' divine truth rolled,
like wrathful thunders, through the recesses of
their sonls. While Patricius diseoursed on
the sublime mystery of the Trinity, Kemo,
whose fuce was lurid with the wrath that raged
within Lim, arose, and, with an air of triumph,
exelaimed,—

¢ Thy story, O stranger, is full of wonders,
which are strung together with rare and cun-
ning power, The izvorant, who are nat ac-
customed to the divination of my=teries, or well
versed in that art which can detect a subtle
error, in pleasing noveltics, might receive these
dogmas which eluim a divine superiority over
those which we profess; but thou lust to do
with men whose age and experivnce, whose
wisdom and judgment, can diseriminate hetween
pretension and reality, —Dbotween falsity and
truth.  There is one point in thy vaunted doc-
trines so utterly absurd that the poorest hind
in Erin would laugh it and thee to scorn,—a
fallacy which will destroy the entire fubrie of
thy fulse systom. I allude to thie Prinity,
concerning which thou hast poured out u flaod
of cloquent srgument sufficient to drown us all
—if it were not so utterly absurd, [low cun
Three exist in one, and one in Three 2

Puatricius paused.  He lifted hiis eyes heavea-
ward, then turned to his disciple, Benignus,
who was with him, and whispered a few words
in his ear.  Benignus left the hall, unmolested,
while Patricius stood silent and puticut, await-
ing his return. A smile of scorn passed from
fuce to face. They thought that Semo had
silenced  Patricius, His downcast cyes and
stlence indiested defeat.

¢ He is preparing to escape,” whispered one.

¢ He hus sent the crazed son of Sesgnen for
somc potent charm to aid hiw,”" suid another.
“We shall this day see the glory of TieNNE
vindicated !"*

*¢ T thought he was no mateh for Semo. But

sce ! his messenger returns : he presnts some-
thing to him: it looks like a handful uf leavey.
Hark ! Patricius speaks.”
_ “To prove, O sage,” began Patricius, liold-
ing up to the view of all u shamrock, whose
three leaves spread out in vigorouy heauty from
its slender stem,—¢ to prove that I utter no
absurdity, and the reulity und possibility of the
existence of the Father, Son, and Ioly Ghost
in the unity of one Godhend, I have only shown
you this humble plant on which ye have oft-
times trodden, to convince ye that the truth
can be made manifest by she simplest symbol
of illustration,'*

So simple, yet so copvincing, was this prae-
tical argument, that many who, having been
almost persuaded, had yielded to the diffieul-
ties of the argument proposed by Semo, now
declared themselves believers in the fuith of
Patricius,

Then avose a din and tumult. Like stormy
surges dushing aguinst a rock-bound shore, all
words, all veices, combined to awell the discord
and inercase the tumult; and whon Dubtach,
the Arch-Poet of the monareh, left his seat
and, pushing through the crowd, knelt at the
feet of Patricius and asked for baptism, the
Druids, covered with drcad and confusion,
clamored for his arrest, and prophesied ruin to
the institutions of the lind unless the Roman
impostor suffered the extreme penalty of the
Law for sedition. Bur, lo! two of their order
—two noble snd virtuous men—two ollahms
held in high repute in the temple and schools—
rush forward and declare themsclves diseiples
of Putricius; and now a youthful stranger,
whose olive skin and black flashing eyes de-
clarc him to be a native of another land, whose
noble bearing and manly beauty attract univer-
sul attention, throws himgelf before Patricius,
asking to be initiated in the truths of salvation,

¢ Clotaire of Bretugne! thou art mad!
Hence ! henee!” shouted Semo, when he suw
it. “Ia! what is this? Abaris! Abaris!
Oh, my son! my son! Thou fulse, too, to the
rcligion of thy fathers. O king, arrest this
man, who is robbing thee of the gems of the
chivalry and talent of Erin. I willslay him |”
exclaimed the infuriate Druid, separating the
crowd right und left with his arms, which beat
wildly about him, tv open the wayto Patricius.

“Hold ! hold !’ suid Laogare, springing be-
fore him and stretching his scepter over the
head of Patricius, a sign of royal protection,
¢ The hall of Temora shall be stained by no
deed like this,” .

¢ Has the fulse tongue of the stranger be-
guiled theealse, O royal Laogare ?" .asked Semo,
panting for breath, and pallid with impotent
rage. :

& Itisbetter, O sage, tobelieve than perish,”{
roplied the monarch. = Semo could bear no
more, but, rushing out of the hall, he fled, as

. Thc words of Lnogare.
t Historic.

* The words of 8t Patrick. '

" { The words of Laogare,

im-:t._us his aged limbs would beay bim, aw
the innermost recosses of the temple,

ay te

CHAPTER X,—DAIRENE.

The purple shadows of twilight lingered like
a solemn dream over the earth,  Like o veiled
and silent angel the cvening star waited heside
the portals of night. Gentle dews descended
like heavenly gifts,—all nnscen until loaf and
ﬂow_er were act with translucent gems, all unfelg
until the lonely blussoms of the wild-wood and
tingled vines, erceping throush mossy élem«
lifted t!wir heads in -n‘i'rvsh;n('nt, as an itq’
earth-mission the spirit ot the nizhg passed over
them. The waves scemed hushed to rest and
swept against the rocks and through the ub,yssu
thnt.lmcd the rugzed shore, in soft and mur-
muring cchoes.  The marble temple of - Nerf,
on its wild and beautiful promontory, and ih:
d_lstamt turrets of Innistore, where u heaeon.
light always burned from SUNSeL to sunrise
over which fluttered the national ensien '-'lun;nf
ing with green and gold, loomued up :rr.'l:' and
indistinet through the wathering wist, 'Evcr_y
sound exeept the voice of nature was hushed
while, elear and willl, the sone of the niwhi.
ingale rang through the solitude in swect rever-
berations,

But now, along the murgin of the woods
throuzh the dim and shidd AVEeNTeR which,
skirted the beach, white-veiled forms bewan ta
ffit like wraiths, so fleet and noise] N
motion ;  and anon low  sweet symphonies
swelled on the night-winds fike spirit-nusic s‘o
soft, so ethereal, 5o solemn were their tones
The vestals of NErr Naow wepe keeping vigil;
in the sacred grove until the moon arose whew
they would return to the temple to opéu the
mystic rites in honor of her who was afterward
worshiped in Greeee and Carthaze as 1Teeate.

Dairene, sad and  droaping, wandered
from the rest, to wateh wlone
of that golden disk over the distant Lills which
formerly she was the first to wrect with choral
hymns. Along the cool nnd wisty shore she
wandered, until the sound of the wavey brought
to her heart low, sad, whispering thonghts of
Mona.  She had ever been gruve and silent ;
but, rinee Mona bad disappeared, she was
never heard to speak, unless when her duties ag
guardian of the vestals compelled her to do o -
:m’d those who on rare oceasiona caarht ;
glimpse of her face, which she kept cmu?tnntl_y
covered, declared shat it was as the fuce of the
dead,  The younger vestals always hushed
their laughter and ecased their jests when she
came among them or passed throush their
midst. It was the enly way in which they
could show sympathy for so stern and silent 2
sorrow. (iradually she withdrew herself from
ull association with them, except in the solerm
ritea of the temple, where she was always the
first und the last 0 eome and to go. In her
fastings and vigils, she seenied to forvet that
she was mortal ; and it was no wruSual thing
for her to be found lying lifcless and cold om
the marble pavement, where they had left her
kneeling so rapt in the wild brooding of bLer
anguish and the dark ehimeias of her wistaken
creed thet they dared not call or touch her—
She was conseious that she had become like 2
troubled phantom among her kind; and it Zave
her no slight pang to fecl that, wherevor she
moved, the shadow of her woe fell on over lives
to which time would bring its own bitterness:
but the fealing was buried deep down in her
heart, and with few but gentls wordy she ever
cvaded all intercourse with the inmates of the
temple. Yer favorite haunts were along the
shore, and over the wild, precipitous ledges of
rock that, barricr-like, lifteq their sharp bat-
tlements over the sea.  Twice, in the shadowy
twilight,—far down on the beach, while with
folded hands and downeast eyes she walked in
det!p musing,— she heard the sound of garments
trailing past her; and oncé, at mignight, whea
the moon, gibbous and pale, looked dowa
through racks of white cloud, she distinctly
saw o form, flitting near her, 5o like Mona that
she stretched out her arms to clasp it, and fell
fainting on the shore.

Now, gliding along with rapid motion,—but
not so rapid were her steps as the wild throb-
bing of her heart,—casting her cyes now to-
ward the far-off hills, now out on the shadowy
sen, now upward where tho star-spirits were
lighting the golden fires on the altars of heaven
she found herself far away, in 2 wild and lonely"
place among the rocks, through whose narrow
fissures the wators hissed like serpents. She
paused to rest, while Memory the mocker lifted
the pall from the ¢hrine in her soul where lo
the image of Mona. It touched the dead form,
and it started into life and warmth and bonutyi
But what were such visions to her? She
could not touch it; she could not fold it te
her bosom as of yore ; and, wringing her hands,
she Aifted up her voice, and, in her anguish,
cried,— *

“Could I only have pillowed thy head,—
could I have kissed thy cold clay, while T-
decked it with flowers, —had I watohed
thy flecting breath, and gathered inte
my soul thy last sigh, as it left thy
bosom,—there would ‘be some sweetness in the
bitter draught, But to think of thee, sunlight

ess way theiy

_ away
for the firstglean

{of my life!l tom by .the jagped rocks, tossed *

| and bruised b‘ the ctuel waves, thy joyous



