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REDMOND O’H ANLON‘___*@'eath than my own, whilst at-the vsf:_x_:]gitf t.;_[ :;1}
v , .= 7 I'bonds.: 'below,  with sledge-bammers to
* A8 Judith's ¢thoughbts ' thus hurried through | break“opén’the door, aad see-whether you

Am Historieal story of the Cromwellian
Secttlement, ) ;

CHAPTER 1IV.—CoNTINUED.

«1 must not tell if, sir. All 1 cansay is,
my prisoner is & lady of high rank—a noto-
rious Papist—and was arrested by me lnst
night in the dungeons beneath the Archic-
piscopal mansion of the Popish Bishop of
Armagh, having been sent to Ircland by Pere
La Chaise, the Popish confessor of the King of
Frauce, to devise the best means for destroy-
jng by poison our blessed Protestant king, his
most gracious Majesty, Charles the Second.”

« $ir,” said the captain of the cawvelry, #1
reverence you for your zeal. I feel honored
in having spoken with you; I regard you as
one of the saviours of the country, as one
worthy to be associated with that great and
good man, the Rev. Doctor Oates. Ifany ad-
ditional sssistance is required by you, I aod
my man will be most happy to be at your dis-
posal,and to act under your orders.”

« I thank you, valiant sir,” replied Judith’s
captor; «but the foice at my command is
fully sufficient. I shall be most Lappy, how-
ever, to Lring (if you will be so kind as to
meution it) your name under the special
notice of the Privy Council in England.
Lord Shaftesbury, Lord William Russell, and
divers distinguished Protestant patriots, will
be delighted to learn that the army in Ireland
corresponds with them in zeal, and sympa-
thises with them in their hatred of Jesuits,
and their horror of the savage Popish plots.”

The captain of cavalry was enchanted to
hear those words. # Most worthy and excel-
lent sir,” he replied, « [ hope you may, amid
your many gloriousavocations in discovering
and bringing te punishment all the dark con-
spirators in the hellish Popish plot, bear in
mind before the Privy Council in Eogland,
that one of the most ardent supporters in this
country of such illustrieus, benevolent, gener-
ous, kind-hearted, and disinterested Protestant
patriots, is your humbleservant, Captain John
Jones, Captain in Colonel John Jones’ dra-
goons—son to Major John Jones of the
Popery-hating regiment. Be w0 good, pa-
triotic sir, ns to remember me— 1o mention
my name as Captain Jobn Jones, of Lick-
spittle Hall, in the County of Monmouth,”

s Farewell, sir; be assured that from this
day forth I will ever bear impressed upen my
memory, and in letters of brass, the-always-
by-me-to-be-honored name of Captain John
Jones, of Colonel Joln Jones' dragoons, Cap-
tain John Jonces, of Lickspittle all, in the
County of Monmouth.”

Judith watched with an anxiety that
amounted to agony the incidents that marked
the preceding dialogne. She saw the cap-
tain of cavalry reading the document placed
in his hands, and she could perceive, as the
light shone upon his person that he bowed
lowly and humbly before the person who had
presented it.  She observed the same humi-
lity in the officer’s entire bearing from first to
last, whilst her captor stood hauglty end erect
as if he was addressed by an inferior. She
then observed these two persons part trom
exch other, and as the tramp of the cavalry
horses, when they resumed their mnrch, reach-
ed her ears, she was no longerable to conceal
her feelings, but shricked aloud—# Help—
help—heolp—rescue, soldiers, a lone woman
from the hands of highway robbers.”

The officer of calvary halted his men as the
shrieks of Judith reached his ears ; but he did
8o, it appcared, only to give his followers a
new order, and in its exccution to prove to
her how vain was an appenl to him or them.

1 God save our Protestant King from his
Vapist enemies! Long live the saviours of
tho country—Doctor Qates and the other dis-
coverers of the hellish Popish plot.”

Judith was utterly astounded by the inex-
plicable incidents of which she was an eye-
witness. Here was she, the daughter of n
man of great weunlth, & peaceful traveller on
the common high road, assailed by a band of
robbers, captured, borne about the country as
if she were a malefactor ; and waen she at
last met with n body of seldiers, whose duty
it is to protect her,and preserve her from in-
sult and outrage, she finds her appeal for as-
sistance disregarded, and as far as she could
understand them, cheers given by the King's
troops for highway thieves and audacious
roffians.

Never, not cven for a single moment, had
Judith’s stout heart, up to this time, feit one
pang of terror; but when she beheld ascene
for which she could not account, and found
that her captor possessed an influence such ns
she could not fancy would be exercised even
by a prince of the blood, her firm hand for the
first time trembled, her spirits sank, and she
could not refrain from thus communing with
herself :—

“What can be the meaning of this? The
commander of the King's troops to bow down
beforc a common robber, for up to this time I
have never thought of the wretch in com-
mand of the base villinns about me but as a
robber. lsthis his real character, or does he
but assume the profession of a highwayman
to carry out his wicked designs ?  Then what
can be these designs? I tremble to think of
them. The wretch hasalready threatened me
with a slavery for life. There is but one de-
scription of slavery existing in these coun-
tries, it is that of the poor drudging wife who
knows and feels that her husband is her great-
et enemy, her worst and most unpitying of
tyrants. Then who is there, possessed of
such influence a5 this man manifestly wields,
who desired to sue for my hand, aud might
not calculate upon being received in my
Father’s house as o welcome suitor? The am-

bition of my father is well knowa ; his desire
to see me united to a man of rank and titlo is
notorious. But I dream; no nobleman, no
man of rank, would be base enough to de-

scend to such vile menns as thig wretch has

resorted: to, for the purpose of winning the
hand of one whose father is, like mine, of the
bumblest condition in life. My suitor, or
rather my captor, must be a man whose deeds
are ag base ashis origin, perhaps & hanger-on
of the Duke of Monmouth who has been sent
to this country to procure a wife with a large
Ffortune. . Such a person might, through the

Duke of Monmouth, and his grace's influence

with the army, find, as this villain has done,

a captain in the cavalry to counteaance his

schewe, and to promote it under the pretext

he was sustaining the interests of the No-

Popery pretender to the throne. If I beright

in this conjecture, then I can attach a fitting

eignification to the shouts of the troopers,
which otherwise would De as unintelligible
a8 the ravings of a madman. Of one thing,
however, I cannot have the slightest doubt,
that this outrage has been committed upon
me because I have the reputation of being an
heiress, that Iam one to be added to the
many who have been persecuted under the

slmp: name of “love,” and the profession of
the profaned vows of marriage, in order that

he ‘who has &0 degraded the daughter, may
olaim ‘to be the possessor of her father's

wealth, . ‘The villain who has speculated up-
on making me such a victim' to his sordid
JFmaving for wealth, little hnows the woman he
hasto deal with, Better deaththan give him

prepared to purchase:with my ow
| sacrifice 6f-hie™ "~ -

her mind, and that she was beset with. doubts
the futurr, she permitted Hiér horse t6 be guided

her. She - offered no farther -resistance by
word, or gction, or even-look ; but watched
attentively .ezéry peculiarity in the ground
she travelled over; she stored up in her
memory every trifling incident that might
serve,should the cpportunity occur, of making
her escape. o

As the daylight was dawning, she found
herselfand steed crossing a wooden bridge into
tiie narrow gate of o small fortress; and as the
gate closed behind her, she was certain she
heard the noise of machinery lifting up and
removing the bridge over which she had
passed a moment before.

Judith without & murmur, permitted her-
self to be lifted from the bhorse: .and
she followed, without remark, the degraded
Murfey, as he mounted a narrow winding stair,
which led to an apartment that appeared to
herto be at the top of the fortress. 'The apart-
ment was a large round room to which there
was u single window.
¢ There,” said Murfey, pointing to a narrow
doorway, “there lic bed and dressing-room.
Here is wine ; there bread. The Brass Custle,
for such is the name of your present abods,
car afford you no better nourishment to-night.
In the morning the Governor will wait upon
you, nnd then he will hear what are your
wishes ; and then, perhaps, you will learn from
him what are his commands; and it is to be
hoped, for your owa sake,that you will atonce
put them in practice.”

«I did not intend," said Judith, #ever again
to address you ; Lut, remembering the words
of the good man who spoke to you but o few

and surmises:os to tho past, the present, and’

ou with the party that hitherto had .accoms: |

lﬁnéeh‘f - without: being noticed, "I should
‘have catled "up Murfey aud the -other vage-

bad Teen;mad enough to tryand make your
"escape; or’ wise enough to try and putan end
to;]oilrgélf." R RPCT -
¢ Such were t sed
she.dpéned “her chamber-door;: and
bim-who uttered them. - - .~ - G

--The new comer was an old, s very old man.
His head was complétely bold. here was
not.a particle -of hair upon any part of it;
but a long white beard of thin, straggling
bairs covered * his ° mouth, chin, and
breast. His eyes woro large, and staring,
and the eye-lids blood red, as if they were in
a constant state of inflammation, and their
painful expression of incessant greedy, pitiless
watchfuiness was rendered almost appalling
by the deep red shaggy eye-brows, as if the
last remains of vigour in that wasted human
frame were concentrated and retained inthe
old man’s keen powers of observation. The
body was lean and fragile, and the logs of the
old man trembled beneath him, as he slowly
hobbled from the door to the table, and there
deposited a basket and an earthern pitcher,
which he carried in long, bony, ard talon-like-
fingered hands.

tThere, " said the old man, seating himself

in a chair by the side of the table, as if he were
fatigued with his journey up stairs, and tired
from waiting at the door for Judith’sawaking ;
« there, young women, is your breakfast—
fresh bread, new milk, and a roast fowl. Few
prisoners fare so well as that. Inever hnew
but one, nnd that was agentleman ordered for
execution. Instead of milk, however, we gave
him wine. That and a glass of
usquebnugh, which I honded to him,
put him in heart, and he died like & hero in
four hours afterwards, singing o jolly stave two
minutes before the bangman put the noose
around his neck.”

admitted

hours ago, believing from the address to you |
of that pentleman you called Archbishop
Qliver Plunket, there was a time in your life,

Judith looked at the old man with anxious
interest. She was so accustomed to tind all

when the remembrance that you had a
mother—and, perbaps, a sister—would have
stirred your heart with generous cmotions, I
cannot refrain from entertaining the hope
that you de not utterly forget what you once
were—that so much of the sacred character
of o clergyman still clings to you, that you
will think it is not fitting I, a young woman
should be, as I am here at present, alone, un-
aided, unprotected; but that, if it be
possible, I may be permitted to have with me
the socicty of one of my own sex—no matter
how old, how aged, or how decrepit—so that
she be a woman.”

The jibing manner and leering expression
of an habitual drunkard, which was on

who approached her hitherto willing to fulfil
her wishes, that she could not suppose the
person before her would refuse tho request to
aid in her escape, when she knew that what-
ever reward she promised, her father would
readily and joyfully pay. Up to this time,
however, she had been unaccustomed to
converse with any one in humble position
and miserable garb of the man before her;
and that which presented itself ns the
greatest difficulty to her mind, was how to
address him 5o as not to give offunce,—to enlist
his sympathies, and,if she could, not to offend
his feelings.

WIth these intentions, she stood waiting to
gee if the old man would renew the conver-

be words addressed te Judith d§
.| pounds :as.the: sum-

‘then;I - would, if there Were no ofher mieans,
‘undo his'gyves with my teeth, I'wonld sparn:
the‘gold of bis captors; and : with “the’ out-
pouring of every drop of bleod in- my body, 1
would aid him,—1I would die; or I would effect
his escape’ . S S
"« Brayeold man{”’ ssid -Judith, «I honor,
you for what-you have spolen. Now, listen.
"to ‘me: " You have mentioned a thousand:
' you would refuse rather
than keep Redmond O'Hanlon in prison. Aid.
me in flying from this prison, and the moment
1 reach my father's house, the sum you have,
méntioned shell be given to you in golden’
coin.” : . .

The old man clasped his thin arms with his
long bony fingers, as if he were flinging him-
self with delight, whilst Judith was speaking
to him. At length he started up from the
chair on which Le had.been, up to this time,
resting, and pointing to it, he nodded his.
head to Judith as if he desired her to take the
seat he had just quitted. ‘

«T have a few words .to say to you,” said
the old man, “upon which, it is probable you
will have to ponder over, for some time ; but,
in order that I may be sure I do not cast away
npon the desertair what has been for years fas-
tening in my heart, I wish to be quite sure as
to the person I am speaking with, Is not
your name Judith Lawson ?” o

«JItis. I am glad you know it; because
you must be surc that what I promise I have
the power to pecform,’ replied Judith.

uAre you not Judith Lawson, the only
child of Ebenczer Lawson, at one time n
Cromwellian dragoon, and attached to the
army ncting at a particular period in the
North of Ircland, under the special directions
of Licutenant-General Ludlow ?”’ asked the
old man, in a voice that became shrill with
intense cmotion.

# [ am,” replied Judith, «the daughter of
{hat some Ebenezer Lawson; and Iam cer-
tain, from the observations I have heard con-
stantly made by my father, that he was at one
time engaged with the army in the North of
Ireland, under the command of General Lud-
low.”

& Thank God! thank God! that 1 am
right,” said the old man, as he dropped on his
knees; “thank God! that{ in onc case, at
least, the evil deeds of our oppressors should
be retorted on them. Now, listen to me,
Judith Lawson, daughter—only child of
Ebenezer Lawson,” added the old man, as he
with difticulty raised himself from his knees
and stood erect before her; ¢ hearken to my
words, Judith Lawson ; for they are as true as
Holy Writ; if every bair on your head wasa
diamond, if your whole body could be trans-
formed into gold, and that diamonds and gold
were tendered to me to aid in your escape—

=

sation—say something to her, to which she

Murfey’s face ns he entered the apartment and
spuke to Judith, was changed at once by her

address; and when she ailluded to Lis
motlier, this unbappy man raised his
hands to his face, us if he wished,

unperceived, to wipe away the tears thatfilled
them. lle did not immediately reply to
Judith’s address but paused tor a couple of
minutes as if he desired to couch his refusal
in the softest terms possible.

« A woman to bein the same room with you;
it is o reasonable request—but under present
circumstances, and at this hour of the night,
impossible to be compiied with. I will net,
however, be forgetful of it; and if Tcan it
shall be acted upon, although, truth to say, I
never heard but of one woman being admitted
into the Brase Castle, and{ she is such a
nuisance that it is considered a holiday every
time she takes her leave of it. Have no fear,
young woman, for yourself for to-night at
least. You mny perceive this room has strong
bolts on the inside. I dosay it would not be
possible to break into it, these bolts notwith-
standing; but no one could effect such a
purpose without making o noise that would
touse the dead. For to-night, I repeat, you
are perfectly safe.  You will bein no danger
until you see my friend ; and then I will de-
pend upon yourself whether you will live to-
gether like cat and dog, or be as happy as
most married people are ; and such happiness,
so fur as I bhave remarked, censists in this,
that husbands and wives Jlove one nnother a
little and hate one another a great deal.
Aguin, 1 say, have no fear for to-night.
What you have now to do, is to lock me and
all other intruders ont. You may be sure
tpat I shal!l do what is my business on the
outside, and not only lock, but so far as iron
Londs can attain the purpose—treble chain
you in. There is wine ; there is bread ; there
your sleeping room. ‘Think over the events
of to-duy, and prepare yourself for to-morrow,
by being a mild, meck-tempered young woman
—that which I wonld say, judging ot you by
your bebaviour this day, you never can be.
Lon repos 1”

CHAPTER. V.,

Jupiti LawsoN had never known a mothet's
tenderness, and had never Leen controlled by
a mother’s watchful care. She could not re-
member to have seen in the house in which
she had Leen reared any one but her father,
whose will was more powerful than her own ;
and that father had never exercised his power
in contradicting her whims as a girl, or her
wishes as o grown up woman. The
natural goodness of her heart had
alone prevented her from being a despot at
home and a tyrant amongst the crowd of de-
peudants and flatterers she met with whenshe
went abroad.
All her life she had done as she pleased,
travelled where she liked, and dressed as her
fancy dictated. She had been her own ab-
solute mistress, and up to this time had met
with no one who ventured to lay the slightest
restriction upon her actions. But now, in the
course of n few hours, in the short rovolution
of a single day, she found hevself, uncounscious
of any fault, and without the intention of
doing the sllghtest wrong to any living beicg,
not only deprived of her liberty, buta captive
in an unknown prison, and in the power of
persons of wheom her only knowledge was
that tliey secmed to be the basest, meanest,
and most brutal of mankind—flagran
thieves nod audacious felons, who lived by
plunder, and would not hesitate at the perpe-
tration of murder for the accomplishment of
their wicked purposes.
The change was so great, so sudden, and so
wnlooked for, that she felt her facultics were
incapable for the moment of comprehending
all its consequences. She was as one who
has received an awful wound, and whose
scnses aro so stunned Dby the shock, as to be
unable to feel at once the agonies which the
injury inflicted is sure o produce. Pain and
suffering are to come—sure to come—with
rest and reflection.
-And so it was withJudith. She mechani-
ally Lolted the door of her chamber the
‘| moment that Murfey had left her, and then
flinging from her the richly plumed,gold-laced
hat she had worn during the day, she cast
herself upen the bed, dressed as she was; and
whilst endeavouring to think over the
incidents of the day,a decp, heavy, almost
apopletic slcep, fell upon her, and the sun
was high in the heavens, and there wans a
loud, incessant knocking at the door, before
she again awoke to consciousness, or thatshe
could be 8o completely arcused as to be
capable of comprehending either where she

could respond in a cheerful spirit; but to her
astonishment she perceived that the old man
sat stillin his chair; never looked up to her;
seemed absolutely unconscious of her
presence, or Tather was so absorbed in the
contemplation of some ideas of hisown, which
by the death-like smile, appeared to give him
satisfaction, that he was alike forgetful of her
and of the place in wkich he was at that
moment seated.
Judith, wearied by his silence, and of watch-
ing the play of hishideous fentures, as he sat
mumbling and smiling before her, at length
addressed him :—
“You spenk to me as if I was like
the gentleman you allude to—one of your
prisoners. Da you consider me to be a
prisoner ?" )
«Apan!” said the old mam, awakened
frora bis reveric by the sound of her voice,
and his faculties awakened to their ‘usual
watchfulness, ¢ say over again what you have’
already said tome. I do not completely com-
prekend you.”
Judith repeated her question for the old
man.
#«Do I comsider you to Le a prisoner? Of
course I do—a prisoner of state; otherwise
you would not be here. If you were a
common malefactor, you would Lein New-
ate.”

«But I have committed no crime,” said
Judith.
«] never knew a prisoner to admit that he
or she had committed a crime. They are, if
you believe them, all inuocent; they all
plead not guilty ; but still juries convict, and
judges condemn, and the hangman ties up to
the gallows those inmocents, who all have
snid, as you say, each for himselt or herself,
«but I have committed no crime, " and as the
old man spoke thus, there was a chuckling
triumph in his hoarse, cracked voice.
u1say,” ndded Judith, with o slight trem-
bling in her voice as sheremarked the pitiless
manner of the old man, ¢that I have com-
mitted no crime; I am so conscieus of my
innocence, that I cannot even guess wherefore
Iam deprived of my liberty. Can youtell me
of what crime Iam accused 2’
«I am not the governor of this prison,”
answered the old man.  «If 1 was, 1 should
know what was stated in the warraut under
the authority ¢f which you have been placed
here w prisoner. I am nothing more thana
menial in the goal : and my business is not
to ask what are the offences of those who are
in custody, but to attend them, as 1 am now
attending upon you, and to take care that they
do not escape.”

« Then it is a matter of indifference to
you whether I am innocent or guilly,” said
Judith.

uTo be sure it is,” replied the old man.
What is it to me, whether you are innocent
or guilty? I am not the better for your
innocence. nor the worse because of your
crimes ; all T have to do with you is to watch
you, and if I found you escaping from this
room, and had no other means of preventing
you, of slaying you, which in this case I
would do with as little remorse as I would
crush a spider thatlay benenth my feet.”

Judith looked in the old man's face. It
was obdurate, hard, and pitiless—or rather it
appeared to her as if he bad a pleasare in
saying what he could not but know was cal-
culated to pain her feelings. She reflected for
« fuw minutes, as to what was the best course
of proceeding with him, and then resumed the
conversation :—

« ¥ like you candour,” said Judith; «for it
emboldens me to say out bluntly both what I
and think what I wish.” :

Say what you please,” sald the old man,
with a malignant grin: «you shall find mea
patient listener.”

Do you think it would be possible to es-
cape from this place 7" said Judith ‘

«Yes; if those who had the care of the
prisoners were disposed to aid in their escape,”
responded the gooler. :

# Have youever helped anyone to escape ?”

# Never.”

« Can you suppose any case possible in
which you would aid in any such plan ?”

u I can—many cases,”

«Tell me one—but one on which you
| would run such a risk,” said the anxious
Judith.

« Suppose,” said the old wman—*" suppose
that which Ihope will never happen, that our
Irish hero, Redmond O'Hanlon, was brought
| into this place a prisoner, thathis limbs were
fettered with gyves, and that o thousand
pounds were offered for his safe custody until

was, or what had befallen her.

%¢ chance of such a victory ; but better his

« Had my knocking remained two minutes

the day of his trial—suppose, I say, this was
to happen,and that X alone was his carctaker,

and that escape from the most lingering and
torturing death that the wit and malignity of
man could devise—I would scorn to touch
your gold or to handle your diamonds. I
would leave you to your doom; I would not
stir a step to save you from perdition. And
would you know the reason why, Judith Law-
son? It is because you are the daughter—
beecause you aro the only child of Ebenezer
Lawson—because you are the light of his
eyes, and the joy of his heart. Unhappy,
miserable, God-abardoned young woman!

you know me nof, and it is most probable

that your cruel and remorseless father never
Iieard my name, and yet 1 am his victim.
Aund when you tell me that you have com-
mitted no crime, and would provoke my pity
in your behalf by assuring me you are in-
nocent, what is my reply to you? That I
committed no crime; that I too was in-
porent, and yet your father—yes, your father,
Judith Lawson—without the slightest pro-
vocation, with no wrotg done to him, with no
insult offered to him, slev my wifo, my sons,
my daughters, and tried to slay mysel f—-"

« Who are you, sir? how came you to make
such vague and terrible accusations against
my father? I do not understand what you
are speaking about,” said the indignant
Judith, believing that the old man was raving
in his dotage.

uQh!" said the old man, with a withering
sncer, © Ebenezer Lawson's daughter has been
so tenderly nurtured, that she hag never heard
of the exploits of her gallant fatber in the
neighborhood of Dundalk—she never heard
of the smotbering of a number of the miser-
able Irish fugitives in a cavern to which they
fied for safety.”

# 0ld man! old man!" said Judith, deeply
moved by the jailer's cxcited manner; % you
speak in parables to me; I have not the
slightest notion what are these circumstances
to which you are referring.”

4 Then you shall not be anotlier momentin
ignorance,” said the jeiler. ¢ You have asked
to know my name; I will tell it—Gerald
Grernghty. It was once well known; and, T
may add, that no act of mine, or of my family,
had brought discledit upon the good fame of
our ancestors. We took up arms to defend
life, and home, and property. In that con-
tlict we were defeated, and the soldiers of the
English Parlinment were laying waste the
land with fire and sword, sparing neither
youtb, nor age, nor sex.  17e—that is, my fa-
mily, farm servants, and myself—betook our-
selves to a cave, in the hope we might escape
that general slaughter to which all were then
doomed by the republicans. Inthat cavern
we wero joined by others, who, like us, wished
to save life, and to avoid a cruel death; and
amongst others that fled to our retreat wasa
poor family, distant kinsmen, having with
them, it was said, a fosterchild, the infant
son of Colonel Fitzpatrick, of the Queen’s
County. I-know not whether it was the re-
port of that child having escaped those who
thirsted for its blood that nttracted attention
to our desolate hiding-place ; but the fact was,
that in a few days the iron-conts of Ludlow
wero around wus; and most conspicuous
nmongst those ruthless men were your father
and your uncle. By your uncle my brother,
whilst guarding the mouth of the cave, was
slnin, and by my hand was your uncle shot, as
ke was forcing his way over the dead body of
my brother, Then followed a deed of cruelty,
such as was never before practised amongst
Christinns. The cave was closed, all the cut-
lets stopped, and wood burned around us, so
that we might Ve slain with the stifling
smoke—and many were so stifled; and then,
the cavern was entered by your father; and
then, with bis own hand, he slew my wife,
the mother of my children, and my daughters
~they were younger and fairer than you,
Judith Lawson—denr to me as you ave o your
father ; and then he slew my sons; and then,
when he understood who I was, he gpared my
life ; because he said he wished to give me
life, as life would be a greater pain to me than
death ; and he was right; for he so doomed
me to ycars of misery, and grief, and hopeless
affliction. He forgot one thing, however,”
added the old man, with a malignant smile,
wihat in pormitting me to live, my life
might be so prolonged, that I would yet see
the vengeance of God fall' heavily on- our
oppressors ; and it falls heavily on him to-day,
when I can say to his daughter, that I ceuld
nid her escape from 'a fate worse than - death,
Lut that, on the contrary, I will not move &
finger to help her; that, instead of speaking
one word of comfort or consolation, I should
tell her, as I now tell you—live—live to be
degraded ; live and despair.” -

As the old man spoke these last words he

“aind bolted on-the outside.” ©7 o T S
The strong mind and firm nerves.of "_J‘lldlt!l,;
were completely ~broken down .fp_r(:‘ jt_hev
mornept;zby 7 this\ . outburst of:.“vindictive
' pussion @nd ‘Tndying-enmity. 1t would be
difficult; to idetermine  ‘whether thé proud-
Ehwtbd',’i_ highispirited -young ' woman ' was
-mosk shooked;or astonished by the accusations
preferred against Ebenezer Lawson, by this
_obscure and, half-witted menial,7who called
himeelf Gerald Geraghty. - - .
. ‘Judith Iawson loved her father; and that
Jove was repaid to her by an. affection that
demonstrated itself in every poesible form in
which wealth can exhibit its power. In

fault; his  roughness, his coarseness,
and his vulganty of manners were
unnoticed, and never raised a blush
in her cheek; because she was too
fond of him to see .any defect in
his deportment, as she could discern
in his gaunt features no ugliness. In
her estimation, her father was the best, the
bravest, and thegreatestof mankind ; because
to her he had been always the most affection-
ate. If shecould detect a fault in him, it was
that ke was too fond of her, and that fondness
made him-ambitious of seeing her united in

| marriage with some person of high rank, of

‘{Hustridus' name, and of boundless wealth.
Such an ambition was, in her judgment,
allied to noble qualities; it was, in itself,a
pledge of a life of stainless honor, and
nursed as it had been for the purpose of
exalling her, she could not but love her
father the morc for the iudulgence of such o
sentiment, even though she herself neither
sympathised with, nor responded to it.

But now, if she was to believe what the
spiteful old man who had just left her had
alleged, how was her idol shattered!
how was that father, hitherio so loved, so
cherished, and so venerated, degraded in her
estimation! and what henceforth must she
think of him! Not such &s he had been, the
brave but humble soldier, exalting himself by
his achievements and his talents, and
acquiring at the same time fortunc and fame.
That was the fatherr she had loved
and honored ; but what was this
image which wicked Gerald Geraghty
would substitute for such a demi-god?
A brutal, Uloodthirsty, cowardly cut-
throat; a wretch not only making war
upon women and children, but a miscreant
stabbing Lelpless infancy, and growirg girl-
hood, and matron benuty, and defenceless
old age; imbruing his horrid hands in the
blood of fugitives, and acting the part of a
cannibal, and smothering his fellow-crea-
tures in their last refuge, the caverns of wild
beasts |
Judith forgot her own griefs in the
contemplation of these accusations against her
father, and when knocks were next heard at
her prison door, they remaned for a long time
unheeded.

CHAPTER VL.

It was mid-day, and the warm rays of the
fervid summer's sun diffused their heat
around, and made it felt beneath the decpest
shade of the thick-growing, umbrageous trees,
under which was seated or rather reclined
against the trunk of an old oak, a young
maiden, whose right hand listlessly held a
fishing rod, from which a line depended into
an nadjacent but disregarded stream. The
face, the form, and the dress of the maiden
alike demonstrated her youth and her rank.
Exquisitely fair, with dclicately-formed fea-
tures, a pinky blush in her checks, and her
hair one bright mass of yellow flaxen ringlets,
which descended to her shoulders, Kathleen
Fitzpatrick did not, with ber frail form, and
‘broad-lenfed girlish hat, and snow-white
dress, appear at the first glance to be more
than fifteen years of age. Those who spoke
with her, but more especially those who
came but for tho brief time ‘within the intlu-
ence of her fuil, bright, sparkling, lnminous
blue eyes, were made to feel that Kathleen
Fitzpatrick was some years older than she
looked ; that her thoughts were not those ofa
giddy gir], but that her heart and her head
were worthy of a noble-thinking and generous
woman.

She could not besaid to besitting idle, even
though the purauit with which she was ap-
parently engaged did not occupy her thoughts.
She seemed to have cast her line into the
lazily-running stream that flowed at her feet,
in order that she might employ her hands,
whilst her thoughts were absorbed with other
subjects ; and it might be surmised that the
subjects of the thoughts which engrossed her
mind, were to be found in an open letter that
Iay on the ground beside her.

#What a strange story !’ exclaimed Kath-
leen at length speaking aloud her thonghts.
#I know of no romance which has contrived
such strange and unhenrd-of adventures as
are to be found within the few pages of that
letter. ‘The playright who could invent such
n tale, would soon find his piece hissed off
the stage for venturing so to outrage all
notions of probabvility. There is nothing
more marvellous in the Seven Champions of
Christendom, nothing more improbable in
William Shakespeare's Winter's Tale, nothing
less like the real occurrences of life in one of
Massinger's tragedies. And yet, if Iam to
believe the writer of this letter, not only are
the statements there made litorally true, but
the hero of all these incredible adventures is
my own first cousin—n AMr. Vincent Fitz-
patrick—a gentleman that up to this time was
in my cstimation dend, buried, and consigned
to ‘the tomb of all the Capulets’ years and
years before Kathleen Fitzpatrick was born.
If this be true, I amn glad of it ; if false, the
pretender will soon be exposed. Tn either
case, I must admit I have o woman's curiosity
to see the individual who, whether rightfully
or wrongfully, bears or assumes the name of a
Fitzpatrick. T marvel as to the new-comer;
considering +his years, and I suppose size, we
cannot suy twelcome little stranger;y but 1
must own I am truly curious to know whether.
this now claimant has those remarkable
family features of which my good aunt, Lady
Diana, is always speaking-—namely, the full,
blue, Fitzpatrick eye, and the flowing, yellow,
flaxen, Fitzpatrick hair, and short, upper,
proud, Fitzpatrickk lip—features, as she
bonsts, of our pure Norman descent. Heigh
ho! this world is all vanity ! :

# Ay—all—all vanity ; vanity and vexation
of apirit, of outward shows, and bare-faced
shams ; such, for instance, as a young lndy
pretending to be occupied with rod and line,
and ensharing innocent fishes, when the fact
is, her head is thinking how she will .worry
the heart-strings of the poor wretch she -has
already hooked, and the proof of whose cap-
ture lies in the open letter by her side.” .

Kathleen TFitzpatrick bounded to her feet,
ns these words were addressed to her; and

looked with merry eyes and a smiling lip on
the accomplished young gentleman who had
given utterance to them. o .

The new-comer was dressed in the very
height of the fashion, although it might be
objected to him that his habiliments were
better snited for the drawing-room than the
open'gir. On his head was a long brown wig,
which fell in full large curls over both his.
‘shoulders and down-his back. His coat with
wide short sleeves, and broad full skirts, as

hurried from the room, and in & momentafter-

well ag his long walstcoat with large pockets,

fvards Judith Heard the heavy chains, locked.

Judith’s eyes her father was without a.

were compored of thin, fine, light blue clotp

‘tichly.garnished at borders and button-hole,

with \silver-lace ; his*white silk stockingg
‘werd rolled oyer the knees, and his thin, b g%_
heeled, dnzzling -polished shoes were decor.
ated with buckles which.glittered with gj,.
monds. At his left ‘side was o whije.
sheathed, silver-bilted, thin sword ; and i
his left hand; nearly concealed beneath (),
thick, rich:fold of Brussels lace, was a smg]
hat furnished with 'short ‘white feathers, ap
looped up ‘4t one side with a band of silver.
lace, which 'was “fastened” with a star of
brillionts. . ' .

« My Lord of -Arran,” said Katblecn with,
joyous laugh, « your words were those of ap
“unbidden intruder, but your presence is that of
an ever-welcome guest.”

«Bird of the forest and ULloem of [},
rose I” replied the gallant noblemyy
i your words are as sweet as the notes of thé
nightingale, but in yonr wicked eyes js pe
mockery of the cuckoo, and tlie mischicf of 4
magpie.” , :

«You smother me with compliments, py
Lord,” said Eathleen; “we poor peasantsjp
the country must not, if we would be wis
and avoid a fall, venture to qng g
tilt of words against; you. Cagtle
courtiers, who have the first retailing of 4
the old jokes exported from the mall, o
Hampton Court, or Whitehall, to th:c Lauks of

"the Anna Liffey.” .

# Wood-nymph of Ossory!™ answereq
Lord Arran,” you have charms such s Lely
never painted, because he wanted such gy
original to inspire his faney and give truth tg
his pencil.  You possess what we Lave pgt
in Londor—Irish Leauty, Irish wit. and Iijs,
virtue.” ' '

% Thanks, my Lord, for your good opinien
but bantering apart for the moment—ir [
were silly enough to believe that compli.
ments universally addressed to every new
face were solely invented for my Lenetit, ang
particularly and individually to Lie applicd to
mysclf, then circumstances liave lately
occurred which would give a semblance to ny
belief in my perfections.  The very letterto
which your lordship refers might Le taken by
me as the proof I was somewhat c¢f an extrr.
ordinary person,—at least, if that letter speaky
the truth, I have, most undoubtedly, very ex.
traordinary relations.” '

#Was I right,” said Lord Artan, s
merry manner and joyous voice suddenly
changing, *in saying or supposing that any
one had the audacity to address a love letter to
you ?

« Any one!—the audacity !—to aldress g
love-letter to me,” said Kathlecen, Lier voice
also changing, and reddeping. ¢ What mean
you, my Lord, by such language?  Huw come
you to assumea guardianship over my actions,
or to pronounce without my permission an
opinion as to the conduct of others, before you
had ascertained what were my  feelings
towards them ? By what right do yen claim
such a position in respect to e 2

« Pardon me, lady, for a warmth of ex-
pression which I feel was not justitiable, and
the only palliation for which is the deep jn-
terest I take in the most trivial matter that
may effect either your peace or happiness;,”
cried Lord Arran, abashed by the spirit and
independenee Kathleen had manifested,

My Lord Arran,” said Kathleen, moved,
not less by the humility of his manner than
the apparent sincerity of his language, « of all
the personages for whose acquaintance I am
indebted to the kindness of my aunt, there is,
I frankly tell you, not one in whom { am dis-
posed to place greater confldence than your-
self, nor upon whose opinion and judgment 1
would bemore disposed to rely.”

Lord Arran bowed humbly be:ore the young
lady, and there was a flash sf triumpht in hix
eyes as he advanced towards her to take her
Land ; but Kathleen stepping back, waved
her band, as if she wished to apprise him sbe
had not yet done speaking:

« And my reason, my Lord,” she continued,
u for giving to you this preferenec—my reason
for referring to that open letter at my feet, i,
like my preference for you, beyend all others,
grounded upon this fact—that you alone ofail
the men I bave seen here, are the only one
who bas not presented me with insincere ad-
miration, or with bare-fuced declarations of
love, or unmeaning proposals of marriage.
You have, up to this tlme, been all that 1
would wish a friend to be—{frank, merry, and
open-hearted, with no fulsome adulation on
your lips, and no insulting glances in your
eyes. I have, consequently, felt no more re
serve with you than if you wero a woman of
my own age. Thus bave I always thought of
you, and so have I ever esteemed you; and
my pain, my resentment, was keen indeed,
when I fancied but a moment ago that you
were about to assume a different position
with respect to me. I am glad to sce I war
wrong ; aund there is my band as a proof of
my full and complete reconciliation with.
you."”

Lord Arran nccepted the small, white-
gloved hand thus tendered to him, nnd
scarcely touching it with his lips, be resumed
the conversation in the same bantering tone:
in which it had been first commenced. He
desired as speedily as he could to reinstate
himself in his former position with the fai
Kathleen, certnin that if he did so she would
of her own accord put him in possession of
the contents of the letter, which she bad al-
luded to in sucha strong manner as to arouse
feclings of jealousy in his heart.

i Wherefore,” said Lord Abrran, smiling.
“was the fair Florisibelln absent from the
sports of last Monday ? All the fashion from
all parts of this poor province, by courtesy
called ‘tho kingdom of Ireland, were present
at the Races. - E¥en my grave father, weighed
down as he is with affairs of stnte, was &
looker-on. There were but two illustriout
individuals absent,—the gay and Deauteous
widow, Ladv Diana Massey, and her rus
ticated niece, the peerless Kathleen, the wood-
nymph of Ossory.”

«The wood-nymph'd autut can alone solve
the question,” replied Katlilcen. #The wooi-
nymph herself was absent for this good reason,
that she now hears for the fitst time that
there was.to be such a grand assemblnge OF
rank and' fashion, and no doubt of beauty-
With'your lordship’s taste and judgment upot
such points, I should like to know what was
the name of the belle that attracted most of
observation, and, of course, admiratiom 0%
such an important oceasion.” .

«Ho! ho!" said Lord Arran, bursting into'
a loud laugh. « Upon one point I can, with-
out a moment’s hesitation, reply to your 11~
quiry,—that ig, the name of the belle whose
nppearance attracted most observation. Onl¥
funcy, my innoceunt Florisibelln, a young lady
upon - & war-charger ; only fancy that youne
lady as tall as & trooper,and with a face 45
brown and as handsome as the vory finest 0
his late highress Oliver.Cromwell's ,Pwk"d‘
life-guards; and ,then,.only fancy this con~
spicuous, almost marvellous dame in a semi-
male and half-female attire, dazzling 1_v1t13-
gold, and a stout hunting-sword by her side ;.
and then only imagine ‘yourself riding by her
gide; and you can fancy one of the most mar-
vellous contrasts ever: witnessed ; for gho 18
dark as_you are fair, and she is stout as yO¥
are fragile” ... .. .,
_ «Excellent, my Lord,” replied Kathleen,
amused by this description. ©You lga“f
given me what I did not ask for, n portrait 0




