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THE ATIARANTI,

——

by the hand of O Rourk.  Since then, it had
gleamed 1n his grasp Like a meteor through the
fight, and his bearing now, sconad prouder, as
he rested on itsiron hilt. Whata contrast did
he form to the fair and delicate ginl by his side;
her white veil floated round her bike a summer
cloud, and radiant gems flashed on her brow.
Beautiful did she look, as the genius of her na-
tive isle; and alas ! in after time, it seemed as
if the fate of Etin had been twined with hers.
Her hand was clasped in O'Rourk’s—her voice
murmured the marriage vow, but her eyes and
theughts were where Mae Murtagl, folded in
his silhen mantle, bent o'er the golden strings
of his harp. The fow stern men who formed
the vassals of O Rourk, advanced to do the
lady homage, and his muthier, theaged Prineess
of Breffini, with her female attendants, and the
old minstrel of the house of O'Rourk, were
present, gave the bride ber blessing 3 and the
minstrel tuned hi= harp to the nuptial sonz of
welcome.  But in vain @id he surtke the note
of joy—no sound would vibrate fromits chorls
but woe—the decpest wou; in vain did he try
each art he was master of, still dud its silvery
tones give back the ccho of sorrow.  The old
man dropped 1t from his hand, and tears flow-
ed from his eyes.  O'Rourk had arisen to chide
him, when Zelma, the attendant of his mother,
sprang forward and sweetly the strings poured

forth a sirange wild masic. It scemed a song

of triumph, and yet it had nutapleasant sound.
"Pyas not the soft sweet melody of Erin, but
bore in its forcign cadence, the tonces of grati-
fied revenge. Hardly could the wine-cup of
Eric, or the iight song of Mac Murtagh dissi-
pate the dreary fechng left by Zelma's music.
Strange was the appearance of Zelmy, and
strange was her story.

A Spanish rover had made @ descent on the
western shores.  The inhabitants fell fast be-
fore him, untl O'Rourk came to their assistance,
and pursued the Spaniards to their ships. The
other warriors returned laden with the trea-
sures of the rover, but theonly spoil of O'Rourk,
was Zelma, the daughter of the pirate whom
he saved from drowning. Her haght was
hardly that of 2 child of six vears. A serpent
had coiled around herin her cradle—its poison-
ous breath had mingled with hers, and her
growth was for ever stopped; vet every limb
was moulded with themnost graceful symmetry.
The dark olive of her complexion, and thedeep
black of her lustrous eves, told she was a de-
scendent of the Moors. The nature of Zelma
was that of her native land; the heart that
would dic for what it loved, and the unforgiv-

ing spirit that thirsts for vengeance "ull :
latest Lour. Although her furm was that o,
child, Zdma's heart was a woman's, and
gratitude she filt towards O'Rourlk, ashers
surved, turned to love; it wasunanswered, w
changed to hatred, deep and inextinguisha,
The generous heart of O'Rourk was gries
and his kindness to her increased. Zely
concealed her feelings, and “bided her tim:!
With the keea eye of a woman, she read
thoughts of Deara and Mec Murtagh.
scheme instantly flashed on her mind, andis
music told as truly cf her feelings at the
as the notes of the ancient minstrel were p:f
phetic, of what the marriage of Deara w
bring on the land.

Twelve months had the daughter of Fi
Leen wedded 1o O’ Rourk; entwined with 4
very existence, was his love for her, as
sun is to the carth, or dew to. the flowe
Without her, lifc to him would have been a b
ren waste—a dreary world swithout one ray
hight. In the intensity of his own love,
thougiit not that tiers might be less strong, &
alas! 1t was so, for Mac Murtagh was g
fondly remembered, although it imeheng
have been forgotten. The brave are alwel
pous, and the devotions of O'Rourk now cf
ed hum on a plgrimage, to a distant shrusg
The night after hus departure, Deain sat g
loncly bower ; Zelma entered with intellize:§§
that a wandering minstrclsought shelter in @
castle.  An unnatural radiance ht her eyes i
Deara desired her to conduct him to her &
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sence.  The minstrel entered, and his harp
tuned to please the lady, but scarcely hal @
soft tones floated on the air, when the hue “
her cheek grew deeper, her hosem heaved w

cmotion; the minstrel flung back lus inar
and Deara fell upon his hesom—it was M
Murtagh! Zclma had gratfied her revensg
she had conveyed to him intelligence of §
Rourk's absence, and of Deara’s cont

light, smiled the valicy of O'Rourk beforct§
as he rested on the last lnll top.  The heaxr

beauties, and thought that the eye of D
might be resting upon it also, as she loif
forth for his return. The flush of rosy 1P
faded softly from the western sky; twidll
ushciced the stars and pemly moon through
calm heavens, and the shadows fell deepe: i
the bluc lake.  As night gathered around 38
sadness shaded the brow of O'Rours—E
gloomy walls of lus castlerose against thes



