
CHAPTER XXX.
Events had been marching rapidly in Irelandwhilst MauriceO Connor lay on his bed of illness, a pr.soner in thehigh watch?"?** Tjedath- The insurrection had become general all overIreland,and inmany places the strongholdshadfalleninto thehandsof the insurgents. The slaughter of the Puritanforce at JulianstownBridge, within a short distanceof the metropolis,hadgiven greatlife to the cause everywhere. But it had a still moreimportanteffect in its influence over the minds of the Catholic lords of therale. These gentlemen hadbeen holdingneutral during the momen-tous days of the rising ; they feared to take part with their felLw-countrymen, dreading failure and its results ;but, aware of thestatements concerning the projected extermination of the IrishCatholics made by Borlase, Parsons,and Coote, they keptaloof fromDublin. Inthe latter they soon saw that they had acted wisely, foroneof tbeir number, Mr.King, a gentleman wholly opposed to therebellion, and relying on his well-knownloyalty for his safety had

nis magnificent mansion at Ciontarf withina few miles of the citysacked and burnt onenight by amauradingparty,andhimself seizedand lodged ,n Dublin Castle. This gentleman was of immensewealth and owner of vast properties in the northof the county ofDublin. But neither bis extensive possessions, bis well-knownJoyalty nor the confidence he displayed in the Lords Justices by thetact of his remaining at bis residence, could protect himSimilarly it was with Sir Patrick Barnwell, a gentleman like-wist, of great propertyand allied by marriage with all the highfamihesof the Pale. He had shown his loyalty andconfidence byresiding, through all the turmoil and trouble, in his city mansionlie was seized and tortured, though anold man, as was also undersimilar circumstances, Sir Patrick Read. Even despite the dangersthat surrounded them, the Lords Justicesand Coota could not pre-vent this hatred of Catholics from showing forth in these insensateacts or crnelty.
Itwas time for the timii lordsof the Pale, therefore, to maVeup their minds. They saw that extermination and confiscationmenacedthemequally with thoseof the ancient Celtic race. O. theother hand, they wouldbe among friends joining thenative lords onwhose banners the light of victory had already begun to gleam.Wherefore overtures had beenmade between them;and on the hillof Knock Crofty, by arrangement, repiesentatives from the twoparties met On the one side were the Earlof Fingal, LordGormans-town LordNetterville, theLordof Slane,LordLoutb, Lord DunsanyLord Tnmbiestowo, with a large body of others of the gentry " onthe ineurgent side, Roger Leix, Colonel Philip O'Reilly. ColonelCuilagb Mcßryen McMahon, Colonel Hugh Roy O'Reilly, andColonel Hugh Phehm O Byrne,attended by a guard of musketeersarmed with weapons taken from th« slam forces at Julianstown tb-captured colours waving above their heads. Au arrangement'wasentered into by wnich the vacillating lords came over to the side ofthe rebels. It was a meeting pregnant with ruin and loss to theIrish cause. And if any of the Irish gentlemen had been giftedwith foresight enough to know the consequence within the nextyearto the cause for which they were striving, they would have slept anuneasy s.cep on their beds thatnight. Fightug for themselves andby themselves they wore pracicaily unconquerable: they had nowintroduced an element of timidity, vacillation,and weakness whichwas soon to rule paramount in their councils, to the exclusion ofthemselves.
The approach of Lord Ormonde, who had been appointedLieu-tenant-General of the Puritan forces, with three thousand foot andhyc hundred horse, to the relief of Drotjh.da, had compelled SirPhehm O Neale to afsault the town. The attack having failed, therewasnothing left for him to do, his ammunition having given out butto raise the siege and retreat, the various chiefs taking the directionsof their ownhomes to defend their own propertiesuotil such time asthe promised aid-more especially that of arms and ammunition

—
arrived from Continental nations.

Freedom was thus given to the garrison of Dublin to move outover the undefended portion cf the surrounding districts and alayanddestroy, which tbey did. Grown boldby degrees, they extendedtheir raids, under Coote, until the rich grain districts farther awayattested the powerof hissavagehand, andburning haggards, villages
and farm-houses through therich plainsof Dublin andKildare tilledthe eye with smoke-clouds andstartled the winter nights with the
cries of women andchildren.

The fifddom of Leix was amongst the first to raise in revolt,
several castles which still held out werebesieged by the Irish andsorely pressed. To relieve theseLord Ormonde was cow despatchedwitha large force, including some fivehundredcavalry. Sir CharlesCoote, who had raided ad far as Birr, joined his forces with his, andhaving destroyed aL that country were devastating on their march.Word was sent to the lush chiefs far and near of thehavoc beingdone, and musters of men were being hastily made and marched tothe assistance of the harassed localities

It waa whilst these things were going on that one morning inhis castle at G'en-m*-corr Hugh Phehm O'Byrne receivedby a foot-meesenger a letter from Roger Leix. He had been lately employedin drilling his force?, and in makiDg occasional sorties along theboundaries of his own territories— not infrequently carrying hisborse^Jl within sight of Dublin."Maurice,"he said to his guest, '" listen to this. This is a letterfrom O'Moore. Hearken to what he says: 'You have been ap-pointed commander of th " confederate Catholics for Lein«ter.
Ormonde andCoote are burning and slaughtering all around. Theywill probably retreat, crossing theBarrow, by wayof Athy. They
jnust be met by the lubh iorcca and destroyed. Bring all your

available horsemen and march at once across the hills,andride nlebtand day. The rendezvous will beat the pusof Gaseetnoyne. LordMountgarret-Oh ! Hugh, think what an appointment thii ia-hubeen nominatedby the SupremeCouncil to the supreme commandBut it is no time to think of this. Hasten-a bold opportunityoffers ;prayHeavenitbe availed of. Make all haste.— Your friendKoger Leix.
"This is calamity indeed," he said, when he had finished.Monntgarret appointed Commander-in-chief 1 Heaven save thifunfortunate land 1

"
"Who is Mountgarret, Hugh ? Ihave never heardofhim."'"

An old Pale lord— uncle to Ormonde""Has he military skin ?"
"None whatever. And, moreover, he is uncle to this veryUrmonde that is now commanding the Puritanarmy,as vilea m«nnearly as Coote himself. Iwarned O'Moore to be careful in bisarrangements with these treacherous lords of the Pale. Buthe wuanxious for conciliationandunion. Behold the result 1 Itwas likea wolf appointed to lead an armyof sheep among8t a packof wolves.Woe for tbe causeof IrelandI""What do you propose doing ? Of course you will obey orders."At once. Without an hour's delay. Will youride with me?

""
Most certainly," said Maurice."
Then get ready."

Maurice had just recovered from a long spell of illness. Thewoundsstill unhealed on thenight of his escape from Drogheda had
aiwv?* v

T
n fJS tw'?1?g ",de of the retreafc from themarshes, andall the fckill of the Wicklowleechwasnecessary toclose themup again.The fair lady whichhe bore on thesaddlebefore himhad b«en ill too.The distressing incidentsof that time had proved toomuch for her.*or a long time she lay wavering in the balancebetween life anddeath, but the genjal airs of theIrish hills and the nursing kindnessof the sisters of the Wicklow prince had by degrees graduallyre-Btoredher. She was now convalescent,and the oldenbeauty wasbeginning toshow itself in her face. Itbad been arranged that assoon as she wasstrong enough they shouldbe married,and Maurice'slong postponed expedition to France carried out.Now,however,with the news to hand, Maurice rode over to the

mansion where she resided, some few miles off, to see her beforeleaving. It wasa distressing parting. It was not made the less soby astrange story which she told him. Maurice hadoften heard itduring his boyhooddays in Arranmore,and the nursery stories cameback tohim now,over the intervening years with theirunnumberedincidents, freshly as if they were toldbut yesterday.She h*d been standing at the window lookingout over the billsand valleysbelow in the direction of the sea. The fullmoon wasshining, and the distant water on the horizon glimmered and shonelike a vast semicircle of burnished silver. Intervening, moonlit andshadowy valley followedone another inpicturesquearmy,like a vastcarpet alternated withstiver white and dark ve'inmg;whilehere andtnere the wavingtrees threw a sort of filagree work of lightandshade, tilling up with smaller detail the larger outlines. Itwas a
Ecene so purely romantic as painter never yet put oncanvas. Howcouldit be otherwise when the land most beautiful and magnificentof all onearth for scenic lovelinesslay transfigure! inithe moonlight ?1ookmgdown through thenarrowwindjwsof thegrey andsquarefortalica, she happened tocast her eyeson the great wall thatboundedit. Within grewa parallel ranere of oaks, old— older than themae-sivekeep itself, throwingby their wavingbranchesa chequered light.
This latter, cut into grotesque and curious fragments, like an antique
mosaic, by the overhangiogboughs, lookedso strange andquaint thather eye was at onceattracted to it. Presently— she could not tellhow or when, for it did not seem tobe there whenshe first looked—there grew out of the shadow at the foot of a huge oak tree, imme-diately beneath the window whereat she stood, the form of a woman—of a young woman-combing her hair, the tresses of whichdescended to her waist!

For a moment Carrie stood,not wondering at the apparition,butwondering why she had not seen her before. And presently theracame tober ear a strain so strange, so full of sadnessand sweetness,
coQveying such feeling of profound, inexpressible sorrow, that thelistener stood entranced. Sweet as sounds that might come fromParadise,but mingled with notes of sorrow that sighing angelsmightutter over those condemned for ever,she stoodrapt,entranced, trans-fixed,as she listened. The sounds, whateverthey portended, wereina tongue and language strange to her. How long she might havelistened to them in the calm bright moonlight she did not know,butthe spell of music was broken by one of the chieftain'ssisters cominginto the garden and gliding to her side. The latter at once, as herear heard the song and her eye saw the mysterious singer with herlonghair, pointed withoutstretched handat the figure,utterei aeryof terror,and fell into her visitor's arms. Andat themoment Carrielooked for a second at the singer,and behold, she was goneI As ashadow might have flitted,she had instantaneously vanished.Tne watcher's wonderingattention was transferredat once fromthe vision to the swooning girl clinging to her. She wasscarcelyable to bear her toa chair, and ring for an attendant. Her sisterscame at the sound,but it waslong ere she recovered consciousnessBefore sne did, Came from her own weakstate of recovering health
was perforce fain to retire. But previously she told, inexplanationof the circumstances, what she had seeo,and noted with cuiiositynot unmixed with palpitating fe .r, the sudden glance of affright theyoung ladies exchanged. It wasa glance that conveyed a world ofsecret knowledge of an alarmingkind,but neither epokc. "Whateverthey understood by it they kept resolutely dumb, and in attend-anceupon their sister all reference to the matter dropped or was for-gotten.

The sound sleep that waits on returning health was the lot o*Carrie Mordaunt for that Digut,and whoever else within the cinctureof the gray old fortalice had uneasy thoughtsher resting brain hadnone. Whoever else started from their pillows with acry of agonyfor thekeening form ttut sat combingher long tresses at tbe footofthe ancient oak, her rcßl was locg and tranquil,
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