
 



 



THE MILESIAN. 

    

CHAP. J, 

Two sucht ele port was more than human 
as they stood, 

f took it fora fairy vision, and asT past worshipt. 

Mitton—Comus, 

WHEN Desmond quitted Dublin, his 
first intention was to join his regiment, 
but finding their quarters. were in. the 
neighbourhood of the castle, and believ- 
ing Wandesford still to be there, he bent 
his proud spirit to the necessity of apo- 
logizing to’ his colonel for his absence, 
before he appeared among his brother 

| officers. 
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Tt was" evening, when: he’ ‘¥eached. the 

castle; its ee masexdf Shade, ‘strongly 

defined on the blue twilight of a ‘summer 

sky, scemed like a part of the rack -it 

“towered on: as he gazed: on. it with 

many eniotions, he observed on an angle 
of the rock where it rose perpendicularly 

from the ocean a _ figure of »the .most 
_ delicate‘texture standing alone, and its 

solitude, combined with its aérial slight- 

ness, made it scarcely appear human. 4 

“Ab!” whispered Desmond, “ if that 

should be Endymion.” 
It was indeed that Bansal the: 

‘victim of her mother’s selfish ambition, 

-who, pining with a passion for which 

she had ‘no name, had laboured under a 

partial derangement of reason since Des- 

mond’s absence: from the castle,- and Was 

permitted to wander about the zocks 
alone in the evening, as the only relief of! 

which her malady seemed susceptible. 
At the sight. of Desmond, uttering a  
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‘elitiek of joy, she darted towards him, 
nor did she perceive in the twilight the 
altered figure of Desmond; his fever- 
ed cheek, ‘and the agitation of his 
manner when he attempted to address 
her. , 

The innocence of ‘Endymion, her igno- 
rance even of her sex, her unconscious- 
ness: of every thing but her attachment 
to him, seemed the bitterest of unuttered 
reproaches to his early ர in vice 
and passion. 

“ Ah, Desmond,” she eried, « where 
_ have you been? J have wandered every 
night on these rocks to mect you. They 

' told me you were gone, but F could not 
believe them: Twas: sure I should meet 
you’ at last.” Where have° you been? 
You look as if gre came to me from - 
another world,’”’ 

‘From another world indeed,” said 
Desmond, sighing’; ஈர wish not to re- 
member where: I have been.’ . 

B2  
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_ “And are you'come to be present, at 

this marriage?” said Endymion. . 

« What'marriage??” 9 

© The marriage of your father and my 

‘mother: it is totake place to-night the 

tell'me.” ~~ 

«My father and your mother !’’ re- 

peated Desmond, turning pale with hor- 

ror; ‘‘iinpossible! it cannot be.’ 

~ «Oh, yes, they are to be married to- 

nigh. ) 

“Not if I can prevent their union,” 

cried Desmond, rushing from her. 

« Good heaven, what do you tell. me ? 

and in what an houram I come!” he | 

continued. rs 

_ His dread of this union overpowering 

every thing; he burried into the castle. 

Endymion, whose state of mind was 

_ rapidly verging toa confusion of the real 

and visionary, now doubted, from the 

suddenness of hi ‘dgiartare, whether it 

was him she had’seen, and sitting down 
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‘on anfragment of the rock, she exhausted 
her fancy in vain attempts to. recall the 
vision that had appeared to her... > . 

» Desmend in. the mean time was tra- 

yersing the castle in search of his fathers 

As he passed through the gallery a door 

suddenly opened, and. Lady Montclare, 

her mourning weeds exchanged forjbridal 

~ white, and her fine figure eating with 
jewels, appeared at it, 

She started at his sight, but a வயம்‌ 

after advanced and extended her hand to 

him. ~ diego Ry 
Desmond கலர y retreated. 
“‘ Desmond,” she cried, in the softest 

tones of insinuation; “ பல்பம்‌ do you 

not know me?’ 
‘“Never, I hope, as my father’s wife,’ 

said Desmond, ‘his heart, swelling with 
griefarid rage at her confidence. 

** What do you ‘mean by those words, 

Desmond?” said) Lady . Montclare, 
smothering her resentment. 

BS  
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“Qh, Lady Montelare, do not drive 

méto extremity, do not ferce'me to utter 

what hag never yet passed my lips,?” 
She turned haughtily from him. 
“* Have merey on me,” he’ cried, dn:-a: 

subdued voice; “1 supplicate’ your 

merey for my father; > you: know. too well 
there aré circumstances which) must) te- 
volt the heart of a son sey et his. father 

forming such a connexion.” 

She turned suddenty om him as he 
followed her. 

«Desmond, have mercy on வலி: 

if you provoke my resentment, you may ° 

tremble at its consequences.” 
She then broke from him, and Des- 

mond, too much agitated to follow her, 

leaned for support against the door, ex- | 
hausting conjecture on the cause of this. 
‘extraordinary union, 

This artful woman, who- ef disguis- 

ed Endymion as ‘a boy to recover ‘her 
rank and consequence, was now determin- | 

ed to preserve it by any sacrifice.  
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- She had) lived. in dread: of தவமா 
ever since her arrival in Ireland, as both 

Weandesford. and the O’Morvens had 

claims on the propérty in default of male 

issue. It was this had madc her so anxy 
ious for the union of Armida with the 

former; it was this had quickened her 

suspicions in discovering the attachment 
of Desmondand Endymion, and stil] re- 

taining some confidence in her own at- 

tractions, and believing that passions once 

inflamed are easily impressed with a new 
object, she wrote the anonymous note to 
Desmond, which he believed te be from 

' Endymion, and in the interview which it 

produced she exhausted ever wile of 

seduction, in vain hoping to make the 

slave of her Epgsions the confidant of her 

secret. 

Desmond escaped hoa her snares, aad 
the next day quitted the neizhbourhood ; 

~ Wandesford and Armida too were se- 

Bd  
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+ moved, she cared not where, provided it" 
was to a sufficient distance from her. 

‘She had now but one more to deal 

with, the weak and sordid father of 

Connal and Desmond.. She repaired her 

charms, renewed her arts, and at length 
succeeded in inducing him to marry her ; 
by this step she believed she had com- 
pletely secured her safety, even if he 
should discover the secret, as it would 

then become his interest to preserve it, 

Tt. grew dark, and Desmond was stil} 

leaning, almost unconsciously, where 

Lady Montelare had left him, when he , 
was startled from his reverie by the sound 

of his father’s voice, who was approach- 

ing with the priest. ; 

Desmond advanced, trembling and 

scarce knowing how to address him. : 

O’Morven seemed overcome with con- 

fusion at the sight of his son: he ex- 

pressed his joy at seeing him, wondered 
ப அம்ச  
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_ avhere- he had -been,.and what hail 
brought him to the castle, without wait- 

ing an answer. 

"56 நிர witness an extraordinary event,” 

said Desmond, with a feeling he could, 

not repress: < will you allow me, sir, to 

speak with you one moment in pri- 

vate 2” 

Father Morosini may be a witness 

of whatever you ought to say,” said 
O’ Morven. 

‘Ts he your son, sir?” said Desmond, 

with increasing anguish; “‘is it neces- 
sary he should witness the first conference 

‘of a father and child whoth lave not met 

for almost a year?” 
O’Morven then sullenly walked aside 

with him, and Desmond, closing the 

docr on the officious priest, advanced to 
his father. 

_ * Father, am I too late to preyent tis 

fatal marriage ?”’ 
BD  
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me What do you mean 2”? said ட 

ஏல.” 2 
“J cannot tell you,” said ண்ட? 

almost choaked with emotion; ‘ but be 

assured that it is no common. cause that 

could agitate me thus? if this union were 

for your happiness or honour, 1 would 

‘not thus kneel to you to prevent it.” ~ 
‘« T cannot comprehend you,” said his: 

father: “Lady Montelare is a womam. 

entirely above my expectations; she is a 

woman of fank—she is——’” 
“« She is,” interrupted பியட்‌ “oh? 

1 know too welt what she is.” 

2 Desmond?” ‘said his father, affecting” 

vesentinent, that he might escape from 

him, “if you conduet yourself with re- 

spect fo Lady Montclare and me oe are: 

welcome to the castle, if not 

s¢ You need not propose the sabi 

tive, sir,” said Desmond, proud 19, ௮௬% 

shall neither bea witness of your marriage 

or an intruder on your happiness.”  
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91 room in which they were opened 

" on the roeky terrace that commanded the 

sea, and Desmond rushed. out on if,) al- 

most wishing himself) in the waves that 
beat below. 
Endymion was: still. seated: on ile re 

லு he had left. her, and. his heart 

thrilled . with agony. while he theught 
that this strange union boded. some evil 

to this ill-fated victim of another’ s-evil 
and falsehood ;- yet as he approached he 
was involuntarily soothed by the contem- 
plation of her beauty, the dark luxu- 
riance of her hair, the touching: colour 

-of her face, and her air, neither mascu- 
line or feminine, that seemed not to be- 

long to mortal beauty. 

_ « Are you not afraid of the chill air on 

these rocks, Endymion >” said he, hang- 
ing over her :.‘ that cheek is too delicate 

fer our rough winds; yet I think you 
have lost something of your Italian pale- 
ness since I saw you.”  
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® Endymion put herhand to her ஈட 
and Desmond gazed on the delicacy of 

both, so unsuitable to the dress she had 

been compelled to assume. 

~ Lam glad,” said she, ‘* that nit lie 

has diminisHed the unfortunate fragility 

of my appearance, which I fear makes me 

“still more the object of your hatred.’”” 

« My hatred!” cried Desmond: “ ob, 

heavens! can I appear to hate you?” 

Endymion with strong emotion pointed 

tothe castle from which his arrival had 

excluded the O’Morvens. . 

- Ab!” thought Desmond, ‘ how lit- 

tle does she know that a’ single word of 

mine could overthrow those elaine, of 

whose falsehood she is unconscious.’ 

«1 have excluded your brother and 
you from that castle,” said Endymion, 
with a sigh that seemed to torture her 
slight frame; ‘‘ yet that castle, aye, the 

whole world, would: I give to be that 

brother you love so well.”  
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'.) Every nerve in Desmond’s frame trem- 
pled with delight to bear her’thus un- 
conseiously“avow her passion; and he 
had scarce resolution’ left to feel the dan- 
ger of this interview, and, repressing, 

what Helwas: 6 to he ‘tittned உனக்‌ 
aAhe-castle: © a 
ee ae followed him,- and twining 

her arm in his, complained of weariness, 
_s8Tewas not so feeble in Italy,” said 
shes 6 L ‘was as light as a bird, but now 
ate times the ve: alr seems tov eee 
me,’ 

**Do you wish to be in ‘Tea again, 
‘then? said: Desmond. 

Tn Ttaly!”” repeated Endymion: “oh! 
that the sea had swallowed me when [ 

quittediits shores; oh! that you had suf- 

fered me to perish the first night of our 
meeting, or saved me to see Mog once, 

and die.’ = 

- Desmond, terrified at this ச்‌ of fren- 

_zied passion, implored her to be calm,  
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and as he spoke, involuntarily his: arms 

were fulded: round her. ்‌ 

«If you wish me to be calm,’ ‘aad 

Endymion, struggling faintly to break 

_from him, while her dissolving eyes be- 

lied her struggles; <*if you wish me te 

be calm, release me fron your arms;, for 

while your yoice, your நபம தில்லை 

me, Tam wild.” 

“Twill rclease you,” said Desmond, 

dejectedly >‘ E will be gone, if you: wish 

me; only tell me what ந்‌ shall do to: ae 

you tranquil.” 

«To make me tranquil!” a flash, of. 

peal madness’ darted from her eye: ‘ oh, 

snatch me to your heart! Hold me to. it 

one moment, but ene moment, and the 

next plinge me into thot waters that ars’ 

melt at your feet! 
As she spoke, she flew from him,. 0004 

scious she had said. something she ought 
not, though searce remembering it. 

Desmond, bewildered and tormented,  
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continued to wander on the rocks, till 
‘ wearied hé threw himself om. them to 
4hink of the sounds he had heard trem- 
bling on the midnight wave on his pas- 
sage to England—those sounds so sweet, 
and! sriiesin aly that they seemed to an- 

nounce the fature influence of Endymion 
on his destiny. 

The night he first teed them all was. 
calm, smooth, and bright, like his mind 

“before he beheld her. Now the evening 
had grown dark and gloomy, the cold 
rain fell round him, the rising wind hissed 

sadly onthe bleak rocks, and the sounds 

‘he heard were like the knell of those wild 
wishes he hardly dared to frame. 

Suddenly, far different sounds struck 
on his car; it was the servants of the 
eastie rejoicing at the marriage, and the 
revelry of the domestics was a strange 
omen, contrasted with the despairof the 

son. | La rest.) 
‘© Ah?’ said Desmond, * there can  
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be but one motive for this union. They. 
" intend to defraud or to injure Endymion; 

they fear the secret will be betrayed by 

her simplicity, and they are taking means 
to secure it that bode no good to her. 

‘Perhaps my presence may be some pro- 

tection to her: I may defend her from 
their schemes, or assist her to escape from 

them.”’ ; 

_ And easily reconciled to any thought 
that flattered him with the hope of re- 

maining near her, he returned to the cas- 
tle, determined to watch the artful mo- 

ther of Endymion at the price both of, 
his pride and his feelings, but resolved 
not to witness the disastrous gaiety of the 
night, He lingered in the passage till 
one of the servants passing shewed him 
to his former apartment. | 

‘He retired, but not to rest: his sleep 

was disturbed by dreams, some of which 

_ made an impression on his imagination so 

strong, that he could scarcely believe the  
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‘scenery was not real. He dreamed he 
was in an apartment of the castle where 

Endjmion was lyiog asleep : he had ‘an 

indefinite sensation, so common in sleep, 

that he was compelled to watch her slum- 

bers. Suddenly Lady Montclare entered : 
she was followed by his father, who was 
wrapped in a shroud, and whose face ex- 
hibited tbe livid appearance of death. 

They approached the bed where she lay, 
and Desmoud gazed with horror on his 
father, whose dead and wasted hands held | 
a taper, and who appeared to follow. 
‘Lady Mentclare as a subservient spirit 
does the steps of an enchantress, 

They hung over Hndymion for some 
time, and then Lady Montclare, suddenly 
drawing a dagger, attempted to plunge 
it into her heart. Desmond springing 
forward to save her, received the blow. 

in his own, and at that moment the floor 
opening beneath his feet, disclosed 2 

vault into which the arms of Connal ex-  
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‘tended to’ draw him, and as he gazeé 
giddily down on the horrible depth, he 

observed Armida lying on a corse below, 

He shivered and awoke: the storm of 
the night had passed away: the moon 

shone faintly through the heavy case- 
ment. Desmond sat up and tried to 
shake off the impression of his dream; 

but, in vain: the cold drops trembled on 

‘his forehead still, and struggling in vain 
with feelings whieh he condemned, but 

eould not resist, he rose and walked up 
and down the room; but every step he 

took in the place where he received the 
impressions seemed to confirm them, and 

ashamed, though unable to overcome 

them, he quitted the room and wandered 

through the passages of the castle. The’ 
lights that burned in them were not yet 

extinguished, and Desmond thought as 

he entered that he beheld a white figure 

gliding before him for a moment: the 

ateps gave no sound ; there was no echo,  
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‘and at first he believed his senses, con- 

fused by visionary terror, had:deccived 

him, tilla faint moan, issuing through a 

door in the passage, convinced him that 

something living was near him. He, 

followed the sound, which grew more 

audible every moment, and found it con- 

ducted him te the chapel. He entered: 
a single light burning on the, ground 

faintly shewed the altar: the window -of, 
‘stained glass; emblazoned with the Geures 
of the Virgin and Saini Peivick, and in 

the lower compartments with the arms 
of the’ O*Morvens; and the vessel. for 

holy water that stood at the narrow 
entrance of the sacristy: all the rest. was 

dark, except a partial gleam that fell on 

the dusky canopy ofthe seat whiere the 

_O’Morvens received the rites of their 

church, when possessor of the castle, 
Desmond paused, and the recollection: 

‘that here'the sex of Endymion had been 
discovered by the old harper, in the con~ 

4  
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ference between Lady Montclare and her 
priest, struck on his imagination as if 

this place was doomed to be தர 

to his hopeless passion. 

As he advanced he beheld a ப்ரா in 

white clinging to the rails of the altar, 
and so absorbed in devotion, that not a 
movement betrayed its consciousness of 

his appeoach, and but for a faint sound; 

between a groan and a prayer, that! if 
uttered from time to time, it appeared 
like a part of the altar it hung on. Des- 
mond was already beside it, before the 

figure, raising her head, discovered the 
features of Endymion, pale and wild with’ 
superstition, grief, and passion. Des- 

mond gazed-on her with pity and horror: 

her lips were white, and her limbs 
shivered with cold. 

«* Good heaven ! Endymion, what has 

brought you here—alone, at night, and 
uttering these groans,”” 

பட்டம்‌ did not answer, but uv 
Mes ம்‌ 

கம தடட பலம்‌  
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him away with a stern expression in’ her 
countenance. Desmond, believiie’ this 
was insanity, still urged his inquiries, till 
Endymion, with terror in ‘her looks, 

- said: — - 
‘* Twas doing penance.” 
Penance !’” cried Desmond, snateh- 

ing her from the cold pavement in his 
arms. ‘‘ What crime have you com: 
mitted ? What can you have. to ge 
Horie 

“Ah! ! said Endymion, reclining on 
him, yet trying to avert her eyes from his 
‘gloomy face ; ‘‘are not my sensations at 
this moment a crime?” 

And who has imposed this on you?” 
cried Desmond. What ‘monster has 
made you kneel almost naked on these 
hard stones at midnight?” ; 

“Tt was Hather Morosini,’? 

- © And:for what?” Siow 

«‘ For thinking of you.” 

« For thinking of me?*!  
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“Yes, I cannot pray, IT cannot do 
penance, without incurring it again for 
my wanderings: if I close my eyes to 
shut out external objects, it is you I see: 

if I kiss the picture of the Virgin, it is 

your lip I seem to press. 1 sometimes 
try to pour out my heart on the objects 

of devotion, and to think I love the cru- 
cifix, while [ press it to’ my heart, but 

it is only because the pressure reminds 

me of the night you once held me to 
your’s. Ah, Desmond! how shall I mur. 
mur at the penance, when the ee crime 

is a pleasure?” ; 

«And do you then love me; ட்‌ 
miion, love me so fondly ? Confess it then 
to me alone, my little trembling ‘darling, 

and your penance shall be gentler. Don't 
tell that rigid priest; he will make it a 

crime, merely for the of pont 
tien 

“Ttold him-only that I might have 
the pleaure of uttering your name: no  
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‘one else would listen to me. They told 
me. it was ‘impossible I could love you; 

but if it be not love, there is no name for 

the sensation I feel foryou. I am sick 

and wretched when, you are present: To 
am/like an insect in the sun, dying of too 
much brightness, yet when you are gone, 
Lonly live on the thought when I shall 
see you again, When you appreach me, 
the same trembling, the same: sickness of 
the heart oppresses me; I have no wishes, 
no thoughts, no words to express them ; 

_Lgaze on you till I am entranced. Feel, 
Desmond, how my heart is throbbing.” 
“No, no, Endymion, it would only 

_ bring another penance. Stand there, and 

LT will Jean on the other side of the altar : 

“we cannot be too far from each other 

while-yow tell me how you love me.’ - 

+‘ Ah? let-me Jean on you-at least, and’ 

hide my cheek in your breast: I never 
ean tell you how I love you, while your 

eyes are fixed.on me: love and devotion 

both require the shade,”  
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© No, nota step nearer, or I am gone}. 
speak, and Iwill listen for ever: I may 

be mad, but I will not be guilty, Do 

you love me as you did, Endymion, that 
«night we were in the cave together?” 

“Oh! yes, more, but I fear you 

more: you used to drive me from you, 

and tell me it was a crime for us to love 

each other; but.since last night you are 
no Jonger afraid to approach or speak 
tome. There isa different expression in 
your eyes when ‘you look at me: your 
voice has more. softness in it, and you. 
caught me in your arms as closely as the. 
night you saved my life, and imagined I 
wasa woman. Ah! Desmond,. come no 
nearer me, I feel the fears you have 
taught me: your words bind me like a 
spell, though 1 toon there is no danger 
in being near you.” 

“is you have come nearer, Endy. 
mion: you know not your danger. 1 

feel the railing tremble under your hand: 
is it the cold that makes you tremble?”  



THE MILESIAN. ஒம்‌ 

** Cold! ob, no, I am burning.” 

~ «And so am I. And must we waste 

away, thus gazing on each other, till life 

is exhausted, without hope, without pos- 

sibility of relief?—die in each others 

sight, die of each others looks? Oh! 

what penance can Morosini inflict like 
this !’? 

«Oh! that he would impese ho other,” 

said the impassioned Endymion; “ that 

we could linger here for ever, forgetting 

how suns set and rose, till we forgot 

« every thing but each other. How often 
‘ have I wished that you were a statue, 

that I might sit at your feet, and gaze 

on you till I grew cold as stone myself. 
Do you remember the story of the Italian, 
who fell in love with a statue, and 

viewed it in despair till she died. Ah! 

let such a death be mine, for what is life 

compared to it? But, alas! Tam not a 
woman, and it would be a shame for a 
boy to die of love.” 

80, ரா, ௦  
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“Then it would be a shame for a 
man,” said Desmond, no longer repress- 

ing his burning tears, “ yet I believe’ 

that shame must be mine.” 

«Hush! hush!” said Endymion, ina 
voice of see, «‘T hear Father Morosini 

coming.” 
- What does he come for at this hour?” 
said Destnond. 

“To see if 1 am performing the Pe 

nauce he enjeined.”’ 

And how Jong does he stay Be 
“Qh! he often stays hours with me.” 
“உ Alone, at night ?” 

ASCE Sng 

«© And you so slightly clad >” 

“ Yes, that is part of the penance.” 

' * Ah, the monster! it is he that de- 

serves it, Endymion, I will not quit the 

spot till you promise to tell me what Mo. © 
rosini says to you,” 

‘Oh! he sometimes talks so strangely | 
ido not understand him, nor do I re  
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‘member any thing of it but when he 

speaks of you: but you need not fear 
him, for he often looks as kindly on me 

as you do, though then T love him 
least.” . 

Desmond, alarmed and incensed, yet 

unable to explain himself to Endymion, 

was obliged to retire, for Morosini was 
just approaching: he concealed himself 
behind the door of the chapel, in hopes 

of hearing their conference; and the im- 
perfect sounds tortured his suspicious 
impatience, till afraid of breaking in on 

’ them if he continued to listen any sete 

he forced himself away. 

He had just fallen into a slumber that 
was soothing him with the image of En- 

. dymion, when a noise at his door awoke 

him: he listened, and heard a sigh so 
deep, thgt it seemed like a last effort for 
respiration, No answer was made to his 
inquiry who was there; the sigh was re- 

peated, and at length he heard his name 

68  
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pronounced by the voice of Endymion. 
He rose, but did not open his door. 

«Endymion, is it possible you are 

there?” = 

“Yes, I have been lying on the ground 
at your door this hour.” 

“Oh! retire to your room, and try to 

rest.” 

எர cannot sleep, ‘and this is the ily 

rest I wish for.” 

“* Retire, I conjure vou said Des- 

mond, in a yoice that announced the last 

effort of resolution: “ pate can have 
brought you here ?”’ 

« Only to be near you. Ah, ணி 

had you ever loved, you would have 

known the delight of pressing, the ground 

the steps your lover had trod.” 

“T know it! I know it! and those 

who love and fear as I do would rather 
embrace the ground than the object.” 

“Ah, Desmond! you feed me on poi- 
son: torture and delight are mingled in  
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my heart. Why do you speak with such 
tenderness to,me, and yet talk nothing 
but of danger and fear? If Iam guilty, 
why do you say you love me; and if E 
am not, why may I not approach you ?’® 

«<I donot know why,” said the racked 
Desmond; “neither heaven or nature 

forbid it, and if you stay there I shall 

not be able to forbid it longer.’ 
«* Oh! open the door for one moment: 

fet me but lean my head one moment on 
your breast, my burning eyes would close 
so sweetly, and I would dream the dreams 

_of heaven there.’”” 

“ Impossible! impossible! your thoughts 
are innocent, but to listen to them makes 
me ouilty.” 

« Ah!” said Endymion, sadly, “ Ihave 

been the child of mystery from my birth, 
and every one round me déals only in 

mystery: to-night you held me to your 
heart, and pow you banish me: your 
tones are ‘softer than they were, yet they 

64  
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‘fill me with more alarm than when they « 

were sterner, Ah! rather than torture 

me with this wayward இப்பக்‌ bid me’ 

begone and die,” 
© “ Neyer!” cried Desmond ;- and for- 

getting all constraint, he ‘threw open the. 

door, and sunk on oe ground beside 

her. 
இமாம்‌!” வ்‌ este starting at his 

altcred looks, though she could not uu- 

derstand their expression, ‘‘ Desmond! 
the wildness of your eyes terrifies me: I 

feel there is danger, though I cannot. 

comprehend it. How your hand burns+ - 

how you tremble! Are you afraid ?”” 

‘Tam, Lam,” said the panting | Des. 
ச்‌ 

mood, 
And what is it we fear? 1 have 

seen you sit beside your brother; IT have 

seen you lean on his arm; I have seen 
your haud locked in his.” 
“Yes, yes, you haye, and would it 

were locked in his now, instead of your's.”  
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_ © And why can you not caress me like 
a brother 2” 5 

«« Because a woman cannot be my bro- 
_ ther,” said Desmond, distractedly. 

At these words Endymion started frong 
his arms, and with a scream of horror 

flew towards. her own apartment; and 
Desmond, terrified at the, consequences 
of his own imprudence, pursuing her, 
kneeled at ber door, and supplicated in 

his turn for admission in vain. 

. No answer was given, but as he leaned 

against the door that was but slightly 

closed, it gave way, and by the lights 
that still burned within, he beheld Ein- 

dymion, pele and breathless, stretched on 

the floor. He rushed in, raised her in 

his arms, bore her to a seat, and looked 

round for something to revive her, dread- 

ing either to leave her, or call for as- 
sistance. 

On the table near which he had placed 
her stood a crucifix, with a prayer-book 

Ch  
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and rosary, and Desmond thought with 
horror of the disturbance he had caused . 

in this,young, unconscious heart, that had 
sought to subdue its strugeles by religion. 

When she first opened her eyes, she gazed 

round her without perceiving him, as he 

“stood trembling at a distance; but the 

moment she beheld him she hid her face 

‘in the folds of her loose dress, and waved 

him te be gone. 

«Twill go from you for ever if you 
will,” said Desmond: .‘* but have I of- 

fended beyond forgiveness by the dis- 
covery that we may Jove without a 

crime 2” 

Endymion, still Bens repeated te mo- 

tion of her hand with impatienee. - 

“Oh! tell me,” said Desmond, with 

anguish, ‘tell me the meaning of this 

mysterious silence.. What have I done2 

Speak to me, even if you bid me quit 
you for ever.” 

Endymion made an ineffectual effort to  
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answer him. At length she said in a 

“choaked ‘and hollow yoice: 

“ Ttis not loye, but death that fills my. 

thoughts now: you have pronounced my 
doom.” 

** I pronounced your doom!” 
“Yes, Ihave heard my mother say to 

Morosini, when she did not think I heard 
them, ‘ Should she ever learn she is a 
woman, she must live no longer.” 
Desmond listened speechless with horror. 
** | knew not what she meant,’? con- 

tinued the unfortunate girl, after a long 
pause: * 1 do not even understand what 
‘you have told me, but the horror I feel: 

at my heart tells-me I shall not survive 
this night.’” 

‘“ Yes, you shall, . angel! victim'!?? 

cried Desmond, wild with grief and pas- 
sion; ‘ you shall live, in spite of their. 
wickedness: their crimes have driven us: 
almost to madness, but they dare not me- 
nace you. with death.” 

cb  
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But Endymion no’ longer listened to 
hint: the eloquence of tenderness, the 
energy of hope with which he*tried to 
sooth or to inspire her were in vain: the 

impression was not to be effaced : and 

‘kneeling before her crucifix, she implored 

him with ‘such solemnity not to disturb 

her in the last offices of religion, that 

Desmond was silenced. 
His blood ran cold when-he saw the 

whiteness of her moving but silent lips, 

the trembling of her locked hands, and - 

- the breathless and supernatural abstrac- 

tion with which she listened to his sup- 

plicating agony, and he was forced to’ 

leave her, dreading that even this: im- 

pression, visionary as it was, might ve- 

rify itself in the dissolution of her weak 
and agitated frame. 

It was late in the following day when 

Desmond joined the family. He recalled 
the events of the preceding night, and 

after some internal debate determined to  
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mix wilh them, and if possible discover 

the intentions of Lady Mootelare towards 
her daughter, 

There were no. guests: at the castle: 

nothing announced the festivity of a re- 
cent marriage ;.and Desmond would have 
found the silence and gloom around him 

congenial to his feelings, but he was -dis- 
gusted by the overstrained courtesy of 
Lady தடட and alarmed by the 
obvious dejection of his father since his 
arrival at the castle, his mind had been 
so agitated, that he never made an in- 
quiry after the absent memory அட 
family. 

Connal he Doligted to be still in Dat 
lin, and Armida and Wandesford 

Hngland.. The servants from ee 
and his father from indifference, never 
mentioned either their names or situa- 

tions, and thus he remained in the casile, 
as in Dublin, utterly ignorant of the 

events that had taken place ia his absence,  
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Wearied by the hollow kindness of his 
liostess, he quitted the castle, and wan- 
dered on-the rocks till night, if vain re- 

‘volving the danger that threatened En- 
d ய from unknown machinations. 
“ She had not. appeared all day, and he 
began at length to be infected with the 
terrors under which he had seen her sink- 
ing the preceding night, when he was’ 
startled by a figure flying towards him, 
with the speed of wind—it was: Endy- 
mion, She rushed into his arms, and 
hung panting there, unable to hear his 

repeated i inquiries into the cause of hee 

agitation. 

“Save me! save me!’’ sie cried at 
length, and repeated these words in a 
voice hoarse with horrér, til conyulsed 
she could repeat them no longer, 
‘Endymion, my life! my soul! what 

is it you fear? E will save you. . What 
shall I saye you from? Speak to me.” 

“Ob, from my mother !. from Moro-  
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sini! she has just determined to send me 

, from the castle under his protections 
’ heard her«this moment.” 

‘His protection !” 
« Oh, it is not death I dread, but for, 

worlds I would not be in the power oF 
Morosini after last night.” 

Inhis power! I will perish before I 
see you in his power. Fear nothing, 
Endymion, you are safe, if a human arm 
can defend you.’ 

_ © Ab! nothing can defend me: I know 
what they mean to do with me. Ah! 

_ Desmond, save me from them, or kill me 
this moment: I would rather die even 
by your hands than fall into his.’? 

““ What is it you fear? Whatis it they 
menace?” cried Desmond: “shall I go 
into the castle, and confront that villain 

with your false mother? Shall I avow 

my knowledge of their guilty secret, and 

force them to act openly and justly by us?” 
“Ah, if you leaye me here,’’ crieg  
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Endymion, clinging to him with terror; 

« [| shall perish, and if I go ata) the castle: 

they will tear me from you.” 

«* Where, where shall: I shelter 76 ee 

vied Desmond, clasping her-in his arms: 

“e {here is not a-more desolate being om 

garth thanlam. Ob! that Ucould tear. 

open this heart and hide you in it.”” 

«And isthis your love,” cried. Endy- 

mion, wringing her hands. in despair. 

«and will you give me up to Morosini?” 

Her utter iguerance made her belicve 

thatthe means of existence were as easy’ 

beyond the walls of the castle as within ity 

Desmond, carried beyond himself by' 

this appeal, caught: her in his aems, and! 

hurried along the terrace. 

«Where are you taking me?’ said 

Enadymion,, who was now மட்க ati 

every,movement. 

«I know not where,” “said: ப. ்‌ 

any where from those monsters.’’ 

_{ Ah! stop!” cried Endymion, over-  
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_ come by the speed with which she was 
hurried along. 

Desmond, ‘tremblingly abedient to 
' every word she uttered, paused when he 
reached the foot of the rock, and seating” 
her on it, knelt at her feet. ்‌ 
“4! இலயம்‌,” ஜட மர்சம்‌, “ரூடி 

_ huntiliation terrifies me, while | know FP 
amin your power. Do what’ you will 
withime, Tam helpless and ignorant.?. 

“Beyond the shadow of those walls T 
have nota relation: on earth,” 

“Ob, that you had left me in igno- 
_ Tance of my real situation, Asa man I 
should have trusted my life to you; but 
‘asa woman I tremble in solitude with 

நந you. iv as) 
i Desmond, still kneeling at her feet, 

- soothed her with the humblest language 
of respectful devotion. 

As she viewed the scenery round her— 

the infinite sky, the bright worlds that 
glittered in it, ihe endless expansion of  
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ethereal space that. conveyed at once to 

the soul the idea of its dignity and its 

‘creator, she said mentally :— . 

«« It is impossible that a heart. capable 

of love can admit aguilty thought in such 

a night as this.”” 

The emergency gave her a resolution 

of which her natural character was des- 

titute, and she extended her hand to 

Desmond with an action that would have 

disarmed treachery itself of dissimulation,. 

and taught confidence even to a hostile 

savage. 2 

Desmond accepted the precious pledge | 

with the purity of devotion. 

At that moment the house of St, Aus~ 

tin, the uncle of Rosine, occurred to his: 

recollection, as affording the only asylum. 
to which he could conduct Endymion: 
with safety, — 

Rosine and her uncle had sat up late 
that night: the misfortunes of Connal 
and Armida had been the subject of their 

ட  
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thoughts, and they had sat together till 

each was almost afraid of mentioning to 
the other the ominous apprehensions with 

which their minds were filled for the issue 

of their disastrous fortunes and pus-o 
sions. 

On a sudden a loud knocking. was 
heard at the door. 

Si, Austin, dreading the a approach of 

the rebels, had started up, when Des- 
mond entered; with Endymion, pale, 

exhausted, a almost fainting in his 

arms. 
' Resigning her to the care of Rosive, 
he desired a short conference with St, 
Austin. 

As well as his distraction would suffer 
him to articulate, he described the si- 

{uation and the danger of Endymion, 
exposed to the arts of her mother, and 
the unhallowed passion of Morosini. 
«And where do you mean to place. 

her?” said St. Austin, who had loug  
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suspected . the secret of Endymion's 

“sex. pas” 

‘6 Unite. me to her this night,’’ said 

Desmond, “and I shall then have a legal 

right to protect her from danger, and 

from insult.” 

~ * You have anticipated my wish,” said 

‘Bt. Austin: ‘ I have already thought of 

a retreat for you; but I did not dare to 

mention it till I understood your inten- 

tion towards this. persecuted victim, 

whom the vices: of those who stiould have 

protected her have driven for shelter into- 

the arms.of.a stranger.” 7 | 

Desmond, though he blushed with in- 

dignation atthe name of Endymion being 

united with suspicion of wrong from him, 

suppressed his feelings, and again im- 

plored St. Austin to give hima legal 

right to afford that protéction which her 

natural relatives had denied her. . 
St. Austin, aware of the danger to 

which those two persons, so. young and so.  
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passionate, were exposed, thus driven into 

each other’s arms and into solitude, con- 

sented to unite them, though he foresaw ட 

many evils from such an abrupt and pre-- 

mature marriage. ; 

They then returned to the room where 

the females were. ்‌ ்‌ ல்‌ 

‘The supplications of Desmond, and the . 

advice of St, Austin, soon subdyed: the 

fimid Endymion, and trembling and 

blushing at the name of a state of whose 

duties and claims she was as.ignorant as __ 
a child, she gave her hand to Desmond, 

‘still in her masculine dress; and theit 

midnight union was witnessed only by 

Rosine and her uncle. waa)? 

As Rosine gazed on the animated fond- 

ness of Desmond, and the shrinking and 

timid softaess of Endymion, as she 

saw their youthful figures bend to re- 

ceive the benediction that) pronounced 

them united, and the soft and brilliant 

light of passion that trembled over their  
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expression, chastened for a moment by 
the sentiment of devotion, and the solem- 

nity of an indissoluble engagement, she 

thought with anguish on the different fate 
» ef Connal and Armida, compared to whom 

Desmond and his young bride already 

seemed to have reached security and hap- 
piness. 

Themext morning St. Austin disclosed 
to Desmond the retreat which he de-. 

signed, 
About a mile from his நர்ஸ்‌ the bank. 

of the river that flowed past it was hol- 
lowed intoa rocky recess, where the thick 
foliage of the trees'‘and shrubs that bung 
over it completely concealed a cottage 

placed in its very bosom. 

Ti had been: inhabited by a hermit, 

whose simplicity and piety often induced 
St. Austin to visit him. Fond of his so- 

Iitude, and not ostentatious of his sanctity, 

he was little known by the country- 

people, and but for St. Austin would.  
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often have wanted food in his solitary 
retreat. 

He had expired about a week before, 

and was interred near his retreat, which 

had remained untenanted since: ° and 5 

here St. Austin counselled Desmond to 

retire with Endymion, till the intentions 

of Lady Montclare were discovered. 

With food it was easy for St» Austin 

to supply them ; and there was no danger 

of discovery while he and Rosine alone 

were conscious of their retreat. — 

Here they remained buried in passion 
‘and solitude, 

«¢The world forgetting, by the world forgot.” 

Their beautiful figures were sometimes 

seen by twilight on the rock that over- 

shadowed their habitation, for they never 

ventured out by day. 

The neighbouring fishermen believed 
them blessed spirits hovering over the 

hermit’s grave, and crossed themselves as 

they rowed their boats near his retreat.  
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’ The prospect-of a new and dear contr. 

panion in their“sohitude, though it in- 

creased#heir solicitude, did not diminish 

Aheir happiness, and their young, impas- 

sioned, romantic spirits felt no privations 
at this fairy residence, so inaccessible to 

dhe inhabitants of the world. 
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‘When Connal returned to the isles 
‘the was struck with grief and horror at 
the state in which he found his fol- 
jowers. 

He had Jeft them a few Stave. men, 

generously penitent for their crime, and 

anxious to merit the mercy of govern- 

ment: he found them, on his return; a 

‘numerous and ferocious band, mutinous 

to their leader, hostile to government, 
and formidable to the country. 

The daring spirit of Brunnan during 

his absence had led them into 200 யல்‌ 
of violence. 

The discipline that Connal had esta- 

blished was. destroyed: instead of con- 

fining themselves to the islands, they had 

spread themselves along the shore, exer-  



28 ட... ‘THE 'MILESIAN. 

cising ¢ every ‘outrage and aggression, 
the inhabitants ; and, from the indiscri- 
minate Admission of every vag abond and 
profligate into. the ranks, their numbers | 
thad increased beyond all power of eon. 

trol, and the spirit of humanity and ho: 
nour, that Connal had tried to inspire 

them with, was ulterly extinguished., If 

was in-vain that he attempted to restrain 

‘their excesses, and restore the discipling 

they had thrownoff: in vain he punished 

with tigour every act of unnecessary vio- 
lence, and’ urged on them the madness of 

thus exasperating government, when their 
safety was yet suspended on its merey, 
His courage, his vigilance, and his reso- 

lution, were in yain opposed to thei Ue, 

flamed “passions and unruly habits.of a 
rabble mad for rapine, and intoxicated, 
with the’ success which had hitherto,at, 
tended their incursions. ட 

1701 6415 800088 788 ௩௦ 9௨௦1 உரம்‌ பப- 

ration: troops were collecting in every  
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part of the country to march against 
them, and Wandesford, who had been re- 

cruiting his regiment during the summer’, 
was to command the forces. _ 

Trembling for the fate of Armida, and — 
hopeless of his own, Connal was compelled 

to exert all his resolution to conceal from 

‘her the danger he could‘not but see. He 

in'vain looked round his desperaté band 

for one firm and faithful arm to whom he 

might entrust her in the hour of danger ; 

and, no longer looking to life for hope, 
he almost limited his agonized prayers 

to her. safety alone. One day that 

the rebels had surprised a detachment 

that was marching along the coast, 
the. conduct by which Connal had ex- 
tricated them from the perilous defile 
where they were exposed to the fire of the 

musketry, and the courage with which 

he had braved it till the last man had 

quitted the glen, extorted a shout of: ac- 

clamation from the most mutinous of the 
VOL. 1¥, ற  
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band, and they swore they wouldy fal. 
low snch a leader while they .retainéd 
life. : 3 ot tel bse 

Connal | தத்‌ பிட பயப்பது பிபிடி 

bleeding with wounds he»bore for them, 

to. implore their mercy for the ‘few 

survivors, who had flown for shelter to'a 

bog at some distance, and stood therein 

expectation of their fated 

The rebels, in the impulse of »the? mo- 

meee promised they would wot molest 

them; but Connal had scarcely reached 

his tent, when, by the horrid yell that 
struck his ear, he knew the work of blood 

was begun. 

He rushed out with his wounds: un-. 

bound, and beheld these few unfortunate 

men pursued over the heath by the rebels 
with every instrument of destruction their 

fury could seize. j da ty 

Connal called, he commanded; he ad- 

jured them to spare a few unarmed and 

wounded wretches: he would have in-  
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iterposed shis‘own breast to defend them ; 
but ‘their pursuers were between them 
and him, 
(Sick with horror at the sight, and faint 
with his neglected wounds, he threw him- 
vself onthe ground, and cursed ithe hour 
she became their ledder:- 

-Atithat moment the yell was கினி 
daercug up, he beheld at some distance 
ayoung officer, flying like the wind) and 
thitteen or fourteen rebels, like wolves 
‘after their prey, pursuing him with pikes 
and ‘seythes, not so much to ப்‌ 88.1௦ ' 
mangle and tear. 

Frantic at their barbarity, Connal 
seized: a musket from one of the men 
near him, and loading it, fired angie 
them. 

They turned, க்கல்‌ that the fugi- 
tives had rallied’ on them; but the officer, 

after Bape a few: Pee பட்லு 
fell, 

பப்‌  
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Connal instantly flew to» his எஸ்சி 
ance. 

, As he passed the heath like ட்ட 

the old harper, who. was sitting on , the 

_ ground, and who knew his step, called to, 

him to save the unfortunate young) man,, 
«He cried to me to, shoot him as he 

flew past,” said he; “it was not death he 

feared, but to be torn to pieces alive with 
the claws of those cannibals. 

«© Oh! there will be a curse on ப 

doings, and on all concerned in'them.’’ 

Connal did. not wait to hear him: in 

‘a moment he was kneeling on the ground. 
beside the victim. 

His clothes had been almost torn ols in 

his flight ; his bare bosom was streaming 

with blood; his long, light hair steeped 

in it, stained the ground on which it fell 
scattered and soiled. His arm was overt 

his face: Connal removed it. 

_ Speechless and frozen at the sight, 1  
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remained gazing on it, while the sufferer 
lay bleeding almost to death. 

«He ‘had no words, no tears; but he 

gazed fearfully round the men, who by 
this time surrounded him, as if to disco- o 

ver who had done this deed. 
‘At last he murmured—“ The stranger 
said we might meetin the field, and is it 

thus we have met at last: ol»! Des- 

mond! Desmond! my brother ! my ‘bro- 
ther!” 

A burst of agony shook his ரஷி and 
he fell prostrate on the bloody breast: = 

- Desmond. 2 

The rebels, with a murmur of compas- 

Sion, raised the brothers, and bore them 

both senseless to Connal’s tent. 

One of them, who had attained some 

knowledge. of surgery, examined Des- 

_mond’s wounds: none of them were mor-~ 

tal, though, from the loss of blood, he 

long continued senseless, and even when 

he revived, was unable to speak. 

d3  
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‘The moment’ Connal’s senses returns) 

ed, he flew to his brother’s bed, and feel’ 

ing an unconquerable horror ate ‘seeing 

him! in the hands of his murderers, had’ 

chim removed, exhausted’ as’ he was, to: 

ihe retreat where he had கம்‌ kre 

mida. Ener 

“Hle walked beside him as they bore. Him’ 

Aig. bathing with tears the damp hand’ 

that could no longer return the pressure” 

of his 5 and at that moment his suffer- 

4888" might, before a’ tribunal of inquisi-! 

tors; be allowed to have expiated his of- 

fences. aS) 

"That night, when he reached பர்‌” 

ட்ப accustomed as she was lately to® 

see him exhausted by fatigue and emo~? 

tion, the agitation and horror of bis coun-’ 

tenance struck her, and she felt, for the 

first ‘time, that passion itself was unequal 

in resources of relief fo the vicissitudes of” 

ட்ட so various and so agitated. கீ 

‘He had neither the step of a hero nor  
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the gaze of a lover as he entered the cot- 

' tage, : 
_ Seating himself ஸர்‌ a disiantes he drew. 

his thick hair over his eyes, and clasped 

his hands over his forehead, while Ar- 
mida with ததா saw the tears Puree ‘f 

ing through them. 

All her influence, powerful as it was, 

failed to reconcile him to himself this. 

melancholy night, 

_ © What have I done!” he cried in des- 

pondency: “ Ihave murdered my_ bros 
ther !—TI have dragged the first of women 
to exile and misery !—I have dealt rain, 
and shamé around me: the very earth is” 

sick of my weight, and I linger on if, 

only to meet some punishment that will 

make its inhabitants tremble.” ; 

Armida, scarce recovered from her 

recent terrors, exerted all her powers to 

sooth his tortured sensibility: she ad- 

jured him not to confound crimes with, 

misfortunes, and reminded him of the, ‘ba 

p& :  
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manitywithrwhich he had atoned vr the 

use of unlawful power, and coneilintel 

even his enemies. aa, HS 30151 

பப பப இர rhtoulane: ரம 

விர 11௦0881௨௦1 06586856ம்‌ ஐக்‌? 

“pub whoxean trust his heart and wt 

not the heart that heaven’ ‘regards’ and 

punishes for its wanderings ? sR EDOT 

» Didi never feel the swell of pride 

while marching atthe head of hutdredy 

devoted'to my will? Did I never, tf the 

thought of obtaining a victory, forget: 

the sacrifice ‘of lives it must cost? Did: 

never in the moment of triumph forget 
how father wept for’ child, aiid brother 
for brother,’as Ido now???) = 13129. 

» Armida ‘struggled in vain to வசம்‌ 

the sinking spirits that had so often sus’ 
tained her's. Ls vi 

வசி 00” கம்‌ Connal in unutterable 

anguish,“ my fate is approaching : nels 

ther patience nor courage, submission 

to suffer, or energy to dare (and I have  
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not wanted them); nor even you—you; 
my guardian asgel, with all your excel+ 
lencies, can save me now:!-~Iam a Jost 

man,and all that-cling tome must fall with 
me,.,, 1 ama fallivg rock; andthe very. 

flowers that twined themse]ves.in.my un= 
genial soil must. be crushed in may nine 
rooting.” 
pif Ab! my, டட cried Armidas, sf it Is 

in your hour, of. distress ண்ட கவ்விச்‌ 

claim my right to suffer with you: the 
former energies of my mind are concen= 

tred into one, powerful sentiment; -to 
_which life or death now. appear equalt 
It is not in the summer of life, when every. 
object is green and verdant, that) passion 
loves to gaze on its object; ah! nos it is 
when. life is chequered with misfortune, 
like the discoloured foliage of autumn, 
thatthe traveller loves to linger, in its 

- shade, though its leaves are falling around: 
him, and its dissolution murmurs in 0 

Wind that shakes them.” 
pb  
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' Gonnaly subdued: by her tenderness," 

forgot the sentiment of grief that inspired 

and mingled ‘with it,. and: while he knelt 

at her feet, and held'her: soft’ hand*to lis 

throbbing forcheadand bosom, theirpalsa+ 

tion became calmer, and in herpresencehe 

almost ceased to believe himself» guilty, 

for he felt he was no longer unhappy: 
Desmond’s recovery. was) siow, ‘and: 

his safety was ascertained long’ before his’ 
reagon was restored. 

Connal, who had watched him ‘every! 
day while he remaied in a state of in- 
sensibility, hid himself from his. sight? 
fromthe moment he could recognize ob- 

jects, He could not bear to appear before 
him in his present degradation, and 1௦ 
felt the superiority of Desmond’s  situa- 

tion, stretched on the bed of death, whete 

honourable wounds had laid him; to his 

own at the head of a rebel host. 
As the time for his departure at length. 

்‌ approached, Connal; though resolved to  
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remain usknown to him, could notforbear 

towseoth the’ yearnings of his heart by! 

the, souad-of his brother’s voice. fi 
‘«Desniond was conducted at night to 
the shores, of :the: isle, and desired to’ rex ‘ 
waia there tilbhis euides returned, 
There’ was’ neither moon nor ‘star: — 

Desmond: leaned» against’ the rock, “and” 
heard the surges break at ‘his fegt but 
he could distinguish no object, nor con-' 
jecture for what poten he had லல 
brought there. 

Suddenly-a tall figure,’ a ied, 
stood beside him. — * க 

“© Young man,’ said he, in a ட 
voice, ‘you are’ now recovered : 2 boat 

ison the: shore to ee you am these 
isles, 

«1. trastelyou have: not: ovate “care: 
during! your abode with us.7" « , 

“< T thank you,” said Desmond; “but” 

I am: determined: not to quit this till T 
have seeamy brother,’) 2 இஇஇ  
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oo Impossible!’ said | the «strangers, 
« your brother could not encounter your) 
sight.” oto 

“ஈர know him better than yous” ’ said: 
Desmond ; I know my sight: would’do 

‘him good: Though»the fiercest \:ofy his 
men wereabout him, he would-give me; 

one look, and the thoughts’ of» his youth 
- wouldovisit his heart again.’’ 

ee Perhaps’ he dreads. yours sight; 

said the’stranger: ‘“he fears your re: 
proaches,” : 

«He fears’ nothing,” said கண்னை 

ப பத இப்பி பப்ப 

பர? His» ‘offence was involuntary : 
—Coanal must-be the sufferer, but Wan- 

desford was the criminal.’ , 

« We will leave his public character— 
helis not of your opinion, perhaps;”’ said 

‘the stranger: “ but'can you forgive your 
“own injuries: and’ sufferings ?—Can | you 

forget it was the crime of your brother 

that brought, you’ almost to the grave:  
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withthe fangs of his banditti yetreeking 
from your ‘flesh; can you forgive him 2”’ - 

«« For one of that banditti you speak, . 
. strangely,” ‘said Desmond. 

Tam indeed one of them,” said, the 

stranger,‘ and must be involved ia their’ 

punishment, but 1 bave kept ழம்‌ from 
their crimes,’’.; 

«« T would you were all as sure of hea-. 

yen’s) forgiveness.as of mine,”’ said Des- 

mond... ‘‘ How ean I feel. Lam» near 

. those shores without a heart burning with 

affection?) ‘Lhere isnot a stone on: them 

_dhatis not|a memorial of his more than 

fraternal, lis parental love and care for 

me ; and the»sea that beats on them shall | 

wash them ‘away before their traces leaye 

amycheart.”’ 

s Andifyou should see elles பண்‌ 
ட said’ the stranger, ‘‘ are you sure 

that no stirring of resentment, no opposi- 

tion of sentiments, no anger at his. fall, 

would disturb your meeting ?*” He  
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«© Prove. me,. said Desmond நட 

me this moment: bring me to his press; 

sence.” 
“You: ate in-it already.— Desmond}, 

Desmond, the life of asrebel will not ௮64 

ford such another moment as this.%o> diw 

When their emotion had:-subsidéd, 

Connal conducted him to Armida; and, 

anxiotis af possible to detain him. a little 

longer in their retreat, he went outs in 

quest.of ihe old harper., : 

‘© Cormac,’’ said he, “are the men ap-» 

prised that my brother is in Wandesford’ 8) » 

regiment? Do, you-think he would be 

safe in-remaining here a day?” 

The old man confessed there. were loud 

murmurs against Connal for preserving the 

life of one of Wandesford’s officers, against}. 

. whom theif resentment, was implacable. 

And what. did. you say. when viel 

heard them ?”’ said Connal.. 

‘Cormac repeated. the: common to- 

pics by, which he had tried to appease  
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and? excite their ‘compassion’ for Des- 
mond, f ஐ 

*₹ இரு! கரம்‌ (000வி], பாமறக$ர்மே 13, “ you 
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abrother: his safety must not be trusted | 

with you.” at 

He then returned, anxious and disturb- 
ed,'to the cottage. 

' s\Armida: when: she first beheld Des- ்‌ 

mond” blushed : the dejection of misfor- 

tune and habitual danger had struggled 
with but not subdued the proud: con- 
sciousness that once marked her expres- (| 

sion: even yet she seemed not “ less than” 
arch-angel ruined ;” but Desmond, when 
he saw her, wept. % 

“They passed all that night in melan-~ 
choly” conference, and Desmond's story 
alternately awoke the wonder and avief of 

Connal and Armida,; who were alike un- 

suspicious of the sex of Endymion, or the — 

‘iniquitous art of her mother.» 
We lived in paradise,” said Desmond, '  
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describing their hermit: retreat} 5 நடும்‌ 

soon a fiend broke into it. cd all 

«« One lovely summer’s evenibgs.'we: 

had lingered late’ on the bank of the river,! 

watching the birds dipping. into, the) 

bright, wave. Ines (for she had assumed. 

the name by. which she remembered being. 

called in infancy) compared. them, as, 

‘their white. wings gleamed in. the sun, 

to spirits on their dismissioa from) \the 

body, hovering over the water of life in 
Elysium. ந்‌ 

“Long security had left uswithout feats 
and she sung for me one of those songs), 

which I heard on our passage from Italy, 

before I saw her, and never forgot the, 

impression they conveyed—that. it was|aj 

woman, or an angel that sung. i 

"© Ttwas growing dark, wheniwe saw.a, 

boat approaching : Ines grew pale, and, 

falling into my arms, said she saw.the, 

figure of Morosini in it. A 

- f° L looked mtently ;. but it was! ள்‌  
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dark to distinguish : the boat drew near 

the bank at some‘distance, and was con: 
cealedfrom our view ‘by the trees that , 

hang’ over'‘the*river. I carried Ines to . 
the'cottage; andi secured it as well as Iv 
covld’? E liad °no ‘arms, and J dared not 
guit™her to ‘goto St. Austin’ for assist 
atice.’"-Overpowered with terror, she lay 

down 3 'L continued to sit up’: there was 

not the slightest noise, not a bréeze! past 

ihe easement’; and the ‘river, “how still 

and calm it was that night. It was! louse 

past midnight, when as LT waesitting 
-Heside “Ines, who’ had- fallen’ asleep, > 

Observed the light of the moon as Gt 

shoné*in at ‘the window was obscured’:’ 

BPlooked up) and the’ face of a mai ap 

peared through it. What were my feel# 

ings at that moment ! T could aot leave 

Ines’ even for a moment to discover’ dur 

danger? bat DP was not long left dotibt- 

ful of it. The door was burs opens 

and Morosini with two others rushed in: 

I heard him say:——  
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« Bind him if he கடி while I carry ’ 

her away.” 
* Ino mere ஷ்ஷ்‌ I age ன்ஸ்‌ 

’ them, and had got one of thei to ‘theo 

round, when Ines, who awoke with the’ 

noise, and saw Morosini by the light of; 

the’ moon, frantic at ‘his sight, rushed, 

out of the cottage: he pursued her, மி; 
had by this time overeome the other y; 

~ ruffian, and followed her too: it frenzy: 3) 

she flew up the rock; she saw Him: close; 

behind her: she plunged into the river) 
and perished: before my “eyes she sunk; 
and with her my unborn babe.” 

He stopt, and for a lettg time no sound « 
avas héard but his convulsive sobs, andy 

the audible grief of Armida and Connal. 

Atleneth raising his head, and fixing | 
his eyes on his brother, he said with: 

desperate calmness :— 

அஷ 1 lost Ker; and I eame heré i}. 4 

meet. my death from your hand, Con- 
nal,”? a 

என  
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Connal, idole to answer him, waved 

his hand for- him fo cease. 

_ ©] have no recollection of what Z!- 

lowed that moment,” said Desmond: ‘I 

believe'T was deranged : to St. Austin I», 
owe my life: had he ‘known to what he 

was restoring me, in humanity he would 
have let'me perish. No trace of her ever 

was‘discovered. Thecbody of Morosini, 

who must have’ perished in the attempt 

too’save Her; was afterwards found :” 

perhaps he repented- whem he saw’ his 
victim struggling in the waters, A demon 
night have weptito see it, so young, 60) 

helpless, so beautifal, so innocent! Ines! 

Ines! how hard and cold is your bed -for 

so'soft.a form, so fond a soul! Ines, my 

heart «ig as chill since it lost you asthe 

waters where you lie,) and your image — 

rests there as your corse does below the 

cold dark current. Twould I were with 

you; ues, without a crime; for often I feel 
as if even that would not deter me from  
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following you. I) would have” pined 
away,/gazing on the water that flowed 

over her; till by accident P heard what 
the, deep suite we lived in = ன்ஸ்‌ 

662160 மரா me.’ | 

-Again, he stopt: Connal hid his ஸல 

he knew his meaning well: 11 

48 மிக நியம ரமாகாம்‌ I heard it;’’ cried 

Desmond, witha flash of his native im- 

“ petuosity, sek thought I ‘could ‘have 

stabbed you tontheheart = the shock, the 
overthrow of allmy proud thoughts, my 

devoted’ veneration, my ambitious affée# 

tion for you, was too much for படு 

flew to jois the regiment, and Wandes 

ford, I. believe, was gratified by the 

thought of seeing! us armed againat eaeli 
other, for instead of bringing’ me before 

a.court-martial! for my desertion of dutyy 

he employed me in the detachment among 

whom... suffered But I felt» while 

marching Lj.was a cowards I dreaded’ 

not death, butithe sight of you, Connal.  
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L think that had met you in the field 1 
should have fallen like a ‘child béfore 
you, but the wound that pierced “me 
would have been inflicted not by your 
hand but by your look.” 

C€onnal, who-saw ‘and: trembled ‘at the 
eflect of this language on Armida, 
beckoned his brother to follow him; and 

they quitied the cottage togethers’ ‘They 
wandered on the shore’ for some time in 

silence... Connal’s» heart was too full for 

words; at length he. seemed to dismiss 

with one heavy sigh the weight that 
‘hung on it. 
« Desmond,” said he, ‘heaven has 

sent you for my relief, in an hour when 

all.other relief seems to be denied me. 

In this hour of solitude I may confess 

~whatmy lips never yet coufessed to man— 

My fears;—the lenity, or the contempt of 

government will spare us no longer: in 

afew hours perhaps I must lead ௧ 
desperate band to their last struggle:  
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‘yietory is almost hopeless,” க்ஸ்‌” “even 

victory must be at length succeeded bj 

“defeat. “We are too few 10 sibdue a 

country; we are too numerous to ‘escape 

( fromit: neither resistance nor submission, 

can avail ug :!we may fall’ slowly, We 

may fall bravely, but fall we must ‘et 

at this hour, urged to extremity as Tam, 

beyond* all resolution to cope with, 

almost beyond patience, there is but one 

chord of my heart that is sensible to fear: 

you know the name that awakes it; I 

cannot utter it: save her, Desmond; lead 

hér from this scene of blood ; place her in’ 

safety; and I think I can then kneel 

down and thank heaven with an unbur- 

thened heart, though its Jast drop was ‘to 

flow the next moment.” ச 

Desmond listened, but his heart, chilled 

and withered by calamity, had no room 

for that glowing sympathy, that trem- 

bling ardour of benevolence that was its 

fruit in more genial hours. He promised
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to conduct Armida fcom the approaching 
conflict, but he declared his resolution 
‘to. return and perish, if they were. to 
perish, with his brother. Connal’s. heart 
swelled with agony; he would haye, 
spoken, but his yoice was choaked ; and 
turning his head aside, he wiped away 
the tears that love, grief, and remorse, 
made alternately sweet and bitter, » 
_* Connal,”’ said Desmond, ‘‘ more than 

the eloquence of man 3s in those: tears, 
but their eloquence is in. vain: what ~ 
haye I to do with life: happiness is fone 

_ with her who gaye it, and honour is net 
for the brother of a rebel. .Were I even 

restored to what I was, what would it 

avail: my notions of right and wrohg 

are lost; the principles you taught me 
your own example has defeated: the 

world seems changed since. I heard 

that Connal was a rebel, 1. can neither 

do good nor receive it from any one: no 

one loves me, nor do I delight to love.  
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Drive me not from your brave side, Cons 

nal; this wasted frame may bé thrown 

before you in fight, and receive some 

ball that was aimed at you: this is all 

sWhe use I can be now, and if this be 

| denied me, I care not if I run on the 

pike of ope of your band before’ your 

sight ; it will give’ that’ relief toa 

wretch which a brother refuses.” 

A melancholy struggle of generous 

feeling followed between these unfor- 

tunate young men, but Desmond, obsti- 

nate in despair and vehenrent in affection, 

persisted and prevailed. They then” 

_ separated, Desmond to prepare Armida: 

for Connal’s'detcrmination, and கோரல்‌ 

to discover if the enemy was approach- 

ing, whose arrival he never expeeted to 

survive. 
He rowed to the isle nearest the shore: 

as the morning was breaking, he found it 
full of tumult and alarm: the réports of 

the approaching. forces were ‘hourly  



THE MILESIAN. 15 
strengthened: the 8220010018 - 601906. 
that had supported the band failed on 
the approach of real danger, About tioon 
the rebel out-posts on the shore” were 
driven in, and they could see their*friends® 
flying in all directions, Connal, though 
they were in no immediate danger}. thea 

"thought it: high: time: to: move+to their’ 
relief; andthe shore, ‘obscured by the’. 

smoke of the musketry, favouring! their > 
expedition, they embarked: to save if 
possible the fugitives whose temerity had! 
prevented their seeking shelter in’ the! 

-isles‘before the arrival of the military? 
but the shore, covered with soldiers, defied 

their appreach, and the wretched rebels, 

driven at the point of the bayonet, were’ 
struggling for life inthe waves. Connal 
in vain encouraged his men to row for- 
ward and save their perishing” ‘com- 

panions:: they shrunk back, till he and ; 

two. more: leaping’ into the largest boat, 
under a heavy fire, advanced with diunt! 

VOL. மா, E ; ந  
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Tess humanity and snatched some of tlie 

drowning wretches from destruction. A 
few were then incited by their example, 

and during the whole of that dreadful. 

day Connal toiled among. the” foremost, 

ibrough waves dyed with blood ஊம்‌ 

strewn with corses, 4ill the soldiers, weary’ 

of unresisted slaughter, retired fromthe’ 
shore. In the evening, some who had 

concealed themselves among the rocks 

eseaped to the isles, where the next day 

they purposed to invade them, and ex- 

terminate their inhabitants. 

*€onnal, unable to snatch a moment's. 

repose, passed the night in making pre- 

paration for the last resistance, dismissed 

Desmond to Armida’s retreat, which in” 

this hour, that demanded all the energies 

of his*heart, he dared not visit himself, 

and:two hours after midnight retired to 

his tentialone. During this last interval of 

solitude he ‘attempted (to conimit his’ 

thoughts to writing.  
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Whe thoughts of Connal the night before 

the engagement. 
q 

filo two hours the day that, musts 

decide my fate will break: the eternal 

revolutions) of heaven, continue undis- 

turbed by the destinies of man, and the 

sup that will ight the world othe day 

before it\ is destroyed will, perhaps rise 
as bright as the preceding. . What am J, 

and those whomust fall with me, compared 
with the generations that have flowed 

‘away: as we approach death, we, jare 
lost in the idea of the divine immensity, 

and our own existence, proud as we are, 

ceases to have importance in our eyes. 

Why should not 1 suffer, when the good 
have suffered; why should I not fall, 

when the brave have fallen: we are 

insects struggling in the flood of timc; if: 

passes on, and our struggles do not even 

create a dimple in its tide, Does this 

E2  
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calmness intimate to us supreme indif- 
ference or supreme complacency.’”” ~ 
சோத ௮ % உ ௬ உத்‌ 

«This is the hour that searches the 

heart of man, that makes him dread he 

will discover in it some hidden evil, the 

‘cause of all his sufferings. 

' ©] have erred, and a few hours will 

decide whether I have erred beyond for- 

giveness: of human mercy I have neither 

hope or wish: I have erred from pas- 
sion, not from principle, but am I not 

“therefore more culpable. I have no 
teisure to examine my heart now; I 

have too many cares, and too much 

distraction: my mind is not as the mind 

of man ought to be when arming for its 
last conflict: there is a terror at the 

‘yery bottom of my soul I dread to pene- 

trate or disturb. Had I never lovedy 
had I never beheld the first of her species, 
my destiny would have been undivided, 
and the concentred forces of my wind  
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would have produced something great 
even in error, and extorted reverence 
from mankind amid their censure. 

* But I loved as never man loved, 

and the thought of her makes me fect 
a coward at my heart. -Armida, what 
would my enemies think of the rebel 

leader could they behold these tears.” _ 
x * * 3. ஆ * 0 * * 

“* Great sufferings give us a kind of 

confidence in the protection of heaven > 

1 have undergone so much, that I feel as 

if I bad a title to demand immunity for 
‘her at least—yet often I dread that suf- 

ferings are not inflicted for nothing, and 
that where there is so much misery there 

must be some guilt.” 
Bice ue * * * க்‌ RE 

“For the dominion of the world I 
would not live over again my life for the 
last ten months, or witness again the 

scenes I have witnessed. 
«Had I known but the smallest part.  
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of the consequences that have attended 

my desperate attempt 1 would ‘have 

submitted to any thing ‘my enemies could 

have inflicted; I would have plunged into 

the ruins of my burning dwelling’ to 

escape them. 1 have suffered more than 

the horrors of warfare: I have none of its 

pride or pomp to sooth’ or stun me: 1 

Raye seenethe passions of men contending: 

without that art which modern war 

teaches, to disguise their ferocity: T have _ 

lived daily with the men 1 led: T have 
seen the soldier’s sufferings without the 
soldier's pride: I have witnessed misery . 

in its naked, revolting, heart-si¢kening 

hideousness: I have seen their famine, 

their weakness, their fears—ah! their 

cowardice ; the cowardice of - want, 

ignorance, and sufferings, of frames 

wasted by hunger; of hearts broken by 

despair: IT have seen all this, and beea 

compelled to smile on the wretches, aud 

lead thei on, for L was a chief of rebels.” 
ரு ச, 48 * a R = &  
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“It would cure the ambition of the 

destroyers of their species to witness what. 
I have been conversant with. Amid what 

sights has this day passed !_ Beings, my 

fellow-ecreatuses, flesh and blood like my; 

self, parched and weltering in the wind, 

whose keenness blows spears and arrows 

jnto. their raw and open wounds; others 

so gashed and mangled, that of humanity 

not even the form remained, but through 

the memberless stump an horrid feeling 

of animation, making life more terrible 

than death, 
_ 1 saw some, who, as I hung over 
them to discover a trace by which they . 
might be known, grasped the hand with 

which I touched them with a force that 

nothing but force could shake off, 

«There must have been many in the 

remoter parts of the field ; there are many 

now while Livrite, who retain lifeenough 

to hear, the croaking of the rayens that 

flutter nearer and nearer them every mo- 

நக ்‌  
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inent, and who perhaps will at last be 
. dispatched by the fiends of some human 
beast of prey, who prowls about the field 

to tread out the last sparks of life, and 

strip the carcase, while its startings and 
“heavings make their practised bands shud- 
der to touch it.” 
Oe ee eae ee pene ret ee 

‘© The morning is breaking; [see the 
glimmerings of day! on whom will it 
set? Armida, my last thoughts hang on 

you, ‘The soul that retains its passions 
on the verge of dissolution must be im- 
mortal, and weshallmeet again, Before 

the sun goes down pride will be low, 

and courage cold; but love that can 
warm the soul as its last struggle ap- 
proaches will not desert it eyen when the 

struggle is past. 

“‘Ltremble now, bat the extreme of 
danger is congenial to ml spirit; and 
when I see my enemies, F shall be insen- 
sible of fear. There is but one heart in  
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the world that can understand and feel 

my last sentiment. — 

ee Q’Morven trembled as he armed for 

his last conflict, and he would not haye 

resigned that fear for the pride of cou- 

rage and victory,”’ 
* 3 * “ஆ * * * * 

The morning was grey and misty, and 

the heavy vapours that hung over the 

shore and the isles, mixing with the smoke 

of artillery, soon concealed every object 

under a volume of darkness. 3 

Armida, though she rejected the 

‘thought of leaving Connal with a decision 

that left no room for importunity or ar- 

gument, had consented to take shelter in 

the isle that he had collected the largest 

body of the insurgents in, and conceived 

the least accessible from the shore. 

_ Here, iu a rude cottage, between two 

focks, whose reverberation rendered the 

sound of the engagement more tremen- 

dows, with but one female attendant, she 

ae  
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passed the whole of that dreadful day, 

No messenger arrived, no report reached 

them: at times, unable to bear the op- 

pression of her heart, she quitted’ the 

_ cottage, and ascending the rock, tried to 

gaze round her. us 
All was mist and gloom; no object 

could be seen but the rolling volumes 6f 
smoke, sometimes broken by a sudden 

flash ; no sound could be heard but the 

roar of artillery, ceaseless, deep, and 

deafening. She had passed the night 

without sleep, and the day without food; 
and the stupor that now invaded all her: 
faculties seemed like the approach ‘of 
peace. 

_ Sinking on the ground, and hiding ‘er 
face with her hands, she resigned the 
attempt even to think any further, and. 
theprayets that would have burst from lier 
heart she had no longer strength to utter. 

Evening approached: a bright autum- 
nal moon broke through the yapours that  
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had shrouded the isles all day; and this. 
light, by restoring her wandering senses, 

awoke’ her sufferings: she viewed it, and 

wished. for darkness again. _ 
It..was now night, and, nothing had 

proke the fearful silence all day, when ” 

steps’ were heard on the rock, and four of 

the rebels were seen by the light of the 

moon running towards the cottage, with 

their pikes dyedin blood up to the hand, 

‘Armida started from the ground, but she 

could not speak : their tale was soon told: : 

the king’s troops had effected a landing 

.in the isle about noon, though desperately 

opposed, by the rebels, and had, after 

a dreadful slaughter, nearly reached the 

centre of it, — 

The engagement still continued among 

detached parties, for the ground was too 

much broken; andthe rebels an enemy too 

wild and tumultuous to be dealt with 

after the rules of a regular engagement ; 

and Connal, who was still fighting on  
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foot among the foremost of his men, had 

dispatched four of them, whom he could 

ill spare,-to conduct Armida from her 
refreat to one more remote: from. that 

where the troops were forcing their way, 

* Armida and her attendant followed them: 

the narrow path, the trembling preci- 

pices, the broken light, and the disiant 

roar of the conflict, had no terrors for her 

now ; once, shuddering at a yell of more 

than common korror, that broke from the 

bottomofa glen before therock they were 

ascending, she paused—the men demanded 

the reason of the delay; she pointed to, 

her heart, but could give no answer. 

‘They reached the opposite sliore of the 

isle: here stood the ruins which Armida 

- remembered she had visited with Connal 

soon after their first meeting; she knew 

4t well; but her parched and burning eyes | 
had not now a tear to give to memory or 

to passion. i 

They entered the ruins, and the men 

pointed out to her the vaults to which she  



THE MILESIAN. 85 

might retire for safety, in the event of 

the military approaching. She listened; 
and then exerting her utmost strength to 
speak, implored them to return to Cone 
nal. The men informed. her they had 
orders not to quit her sight, and Tear 
tant as they were to obey them, she could 

not prevail on them to leave her, ; 
It was almost midnight, but the eon: 

flict had not ceased, and se totally unlike 
to modern war, that it seemed like the ~ 
contest of two savage nations in their 
deserts : there was no arr ay, no regularity, 

.no conducted charge, no disciplined re- 

‘treat. Except where Connal still maij- 
tained his bloody post near the centre of 

the isle, the rebels were every where 

broken, and the soldiers pursuing them 
in detached parties. Hvery ௦118 ஷி 

glen was the scene of a different 

action; it was the fight of man with 

man, the thrust of pike and bayonet 

hand to hand, the discharge of musket  
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and pistol at the very breast ibe the | 

assailant; and this desultory® conflict, 

that ext€nded to every retreat in பபப 

and fore all its echoes with the yelliof 

assault, and the groan of death, was: more: 

terrible to the fugitives than one dsesstiat 

and stationary action. 

At first it was rather a rout thin ‘ani 

engagement, rather a slaughter than a) 

victory, but ‘as the night advanced, the 

superior knowledge and activity of the: 

rebels in their wild recesses, and the con- 

tempt of the military for these fugitive 

savages, was fatal to multitudes of the’ 

Re -who pursued their victory too: 

far; and before midnight, though ‘the 

soldiers claimed the vietory, the loss had 

been nearly equal. 
It was two hours since Weta and lier 

attendant, seated on a tomb-stone that 

rose in the centre of what had once been 
the aisle of a monastery, listened in’ yain 

for a sound of hope or safety.  
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Themen at length leaving her, paced 
“ glooinily along the ruined eloisters, strik- 

ing their pikes against the broken pave- 
ment + with sullen impatience, and the 
woman, worn out by fatigue and horror, 

fell asleep at her feet. ்‌ ட்‌ 

Armida, left alone, looked upward for a 

moment: the moon was bright in heaven, 

the grey ruins were tinged. with,her full. 

but solemn light: there was not a cloud 
in ether; the breeze scarce waved the 
foliage that wreathed the shattered walls, 
and this breathless stillness of nature, 

. contrasting the passions of man, made. 

them seem more formidable. She could 

searce believe that amid such scenes fury 

could be felt, or blood could be shed by. 

man, 

She was startled from her reverie by 

the sound of yeices and steps approach- 

ing: she reeognized the. English accent 

of the soldiers of Wandesford’s regi- 

ment—they adyanced—they would have  
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passed on, but the rebels observing the 

fewness of their numbers, in their zeahi) 

for vengeance betrayed ihe charge come. 

mitted to them, aud pursued them: in=) 

etantly. fbr The 

A sharp contest பண்‌ பரி the rex; 

bels, three of them wounded, retreated to. 

the.ruin: the soldiers pursued them, and’ 

in a moment Armida saw their bayonets: 

sparkling, and the fire flashing before’) 

her eyes. Her terror chad not deprived: 

her of recollection, and she attempted’ to 

take shelter in the vaults, but her com-, 

panion, delirious with fear, clung to ber 

with such force that it was impossible to. 

escape, and they sunk on the ground) 

together. 1 

The unfortunate men, Sas nasheed ்‌ 

had betrayed her, now exerted the last” 
remains of life to gather round her, and) 

defend her fromthe soldiers. ‘Chree of | 

them fell almost at her feet, and the sol- 

diers, one of whom knew her, were ad- 

yancing to seize her, ; 

€  
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»Horrer overeame all her faculties, and 

for.a few moments she remained insen- 

sible; but the flash and the confliet so ° 

near her/allowed her but a short respite,” 

and when she recovered, she saw another 

arm raised in her défence, whose force 

could: not be mistaken. It was Connal, 

desperately encountering thesoldiers alone, 

and in this tremendous struggle his’ more 

thanvhuman figure gavea kind of dignity 

eyen to slaughter. 

The soldiers had expended their ‘ball, 

and all whom hehad not disabled pressed” 
‘onbim with their bayonets. He had no 

weapon but the pike of one of the fallen 

rebels, and with this in his hand, ‘his 

back to the tomb where Armida had 

fallen, and his’ foot planted against ௧ 

fragment of stone, it seemed easiér to lift 

the building from its base than to make 

him yield an inch. 

Armida gazed on him for a moment 

bewildered, and searee believing that a  
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human being could support sucha con. 

test: but a few moments brought: the 

dreadful conviction: that be could: not 

sustain it long: she heard his: broken 

respiration; she felt him stagger; the 
ground trembled with bis convulsive 

movements; the tomb was stained with his 

blood, and the foree of the blows madeit 

flow fast on Armida as she lay -almostiat 

his feet, alive only to the horrible idea) 

of seeing him die before her : she called, 

she shrieked to the soldiers to spare big 

life, and promised {all her wealth to re 

ward them. ut 

€onnal cast a look of awony 00 her, 

but he had not breath to utter a word; 

desperate with terror, she fell on her 

knees, and offered to throw’ herself ion 

their mercy, if they would spare him, | 

“ர amthe daughter of Lord Mont, 

clare,” she cried; ‘1 will follow, you) 

without a struggle: Lam kneeling on the 
‘ground: 1 am humbled to the dusty 

1]
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Hear me, bear me, and save his life; the 

daughter of Lord Monclare begs‘it on 

her knees.” SH 

The! men, incensed by Connal’s despe- 
rate resistance, and determined on his 

life, closed round their victim, 

Armida, driven te frenzy, Jooked round 

for’ a weapon to defend his life or end’ 

her'own, and. at that/moment could she 

have wielded a pike her desperation 
would have driven it into the breast of 

the boldest of his assailants. Suddenly 

the wild yell of the rebels struck her ear; 
she echoed it involuntarily with a éry as 
wild, and a party of them, whom Connal 
almost fatally for himself had left far 
behind flying to her assistance, poured 
in to his rescue, and Connal, who had 

exhausted his utmost foree in the last 

blow he had aimed, fell into'the arms of 

the first who advanced’ to’ defend him. 
No conflict followed, for the rebels ga- 
theted in terrorround their leader, whom 
they had never seen prostrate before, and 

3  
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tlie soldiers resting on their-arms im asto- 
nishment at their being spared by a num- 

berswho could have'destroyed them in a 

moment, but who seemed alive only to 

the fate of one man, after lingering for 

some time, gazing and doubtful of their 

senses, retired in safety: 

Armida’s senses wandered; sight and 

hearing failed her, though her recollection 

remained, and she seemed: to struggle 

through mist and darkness for a clear 
perception of her danger. With an effort 

that suffering alone can make, she: raised 

herself, and threw’ back her dishevelled 

hair to look round her: Connal, pale, 

bloody, and exhausted, was kneeling: be- 
fore her. 

Vou are safe, you are alive,” he 

eried, but not in a voice of tenderness or 

joy: “now let me begone.”’ | 
Armida, unable to speak, attempted to 

hold him; he broke from her, but the 

speechless agony of her look made him 
pause. ்‌ 

€  
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Whither would you'go 2” sdid Att 
mida, faintly. 
.* Baekto my men‘to perish with iit 
back to the brave men whom I deserted, 
whom I left spending their blood for ர 
ume, while I fled from them—yes, fled 
like a coward, at the:very moment when 
another effort would have’ saved. them 
from destruction. Tsaw a party ’of sol- 
Giers taking this direction: I knew they 
must discover you—no humanheart could 
hold the conflict of mine—I trembled, 
and turned my back—you are safe, but 
Lpaid a-price for it I would not pay for 
worlds—my men have seen me fly.” 

. All Armida’s sufferings were nothing 

compared to the bitterness of this mo- 

ment, when, for the first time, Connal’s 

lips reproached her; but her fear over- 
‘came every other feeling, and she still 

clung to him, though she didnot dare 
do supplicate his stay. _ 

Heturned as she trembled at his fect ;  
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his pale cheek for 2 moment burned’ with 

shame, anger, and love: “ Are! you' ‘my 

enemy too 2?” hecried: ‘* would you erase 

my name from the book’ of life of ihe 

brave, and conden me to eternal ns 

famy?” ௮4 

Armida, unable to bear the tolerate 

lustre of his eyes, that blazed with thé 

agony of his heart and frame, released her 

hold, but as he rushed from her, she 

called to him to kill’ her before he 

went. 

“You are safe,” cried’ Connal ; உன்ர 

men who fled after their leader are round 

you—I am not fit to defend you: “till T 

have recovered the post I deserted Tam 

unworthy to draw a sword—an infant or 

a dastard might win you from me,” Then 

eptinging forward with the enthusiasm of 

despair, “1 will offer this last sacrifice to 

my country,” he exclainied, “ though the 

temple is in ruius, and the priest himeclf 

the victim.” i ,
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~The energy of Armida’s feelings rose 
above.the pitch of nature: she followed 
him,.and kneeling made a vow to heaven, 
that if, his life was saved in this last con- 
flict,, she would suffer herself to be con- 
ducted any where that would save him the 
distraction, of her presence amid his 
trials, ்‌ 

_A smile of gratitude and Joy lightened 
for a moment Connal’s distracted fea- 
tures, and this smile was an omen of vice 

tory. 

_ilis men, few, faint and sore, maintained. 

a'dreadful fight on the hill where he had 

leftthem; but when ke returned it was 

doubtful. His mind, relieved from the 

only burden that could subdue its ener- 
gies, seemed almost independent of the 

aid of his worn and wounded frame: no 

mortal force could now make him wayer 

ov shrink, and the’ soldiers, harassed by 

the continued actions .of the day, and 

fecling the extent of their loss far beyond  
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what they had imagined, retreated to the 
shore with the intent to quit the isles by | 
day-break, unless a powerful reinforce- 

ment arrived. ஜ்‌ 

Connal seized this moment to commit 
Armida to the care of Desmond: he had 
not a moment to deliberate where he 

should conducther, and Desmond, whom 

nothing but this, commission. could <di- 
vide from his brother, was compelled .to 

think for them both, - 
A short and agitated council was held 

while the beat was. preparing to convey 

her from -the. only part of the shore that 
was not filled with the king’s troops, and 

“the increasing light hurried her depar- 

ture, while it was yet possible to depart 

without being observed or intercepted. 
Desmond, with a sigh to the memory 

of Ines, proposed St. Austin’s house as 
a retreat, till Connal’s fate was de- 

cided. 

Armida, to whom all places were alike  
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if banished: from him, made no oppo- 
‘sition. oe 

~*<Speak, my love,” said Connal, « will 
you go to St. Austin: speak that I may 
hear the sound of your voice once——once® 
படு 337 

' She tried to answer him, but her utter- 
‘ance was choaked, and faintl y holding 
ont herhand; she tried to press his im to- 
‘ken of confidence, - The burning tears 
that dropt on it, the damp forehead and 
‘speechless lips it was pressed to, the bro- 
‘ken and suffocating sobs that were 
*hreathed over it, called on her for a last 

‘exertion of courage, and she forced a smile 
on'her conyulsed features, as she leaned 

‘on Desmond for support. = 
May this retreat prove more propi- 

(ious to you than to your ill-fated sister!” 

mnurmared Desmond as he drew her away. 

Connal bore her in his arms through 
the surf,.and as he placed her in the boai, 

‘their bosoms;'so long agitated by misfor- 

1008, now locked in a last agonizing em- 
VOL, Iv. 5  
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brace, partook at once of the extremes of 

anguish and joy. 

Desmond’s withered heart afforded one 

tear to this sight, and the men, resting’ on 

their oars, forgot their own danger as my 

gazed on the lovers. 

«« The morning is breaking,” said Des- 

mond; “‘ we must be gone.” — 

Connal leaped fromthe boat, and when 

he reached the shore, the agony of his 

heart forbidding even a word, a moye- 

ment, a look fo her parting figure, he 

knelt on the ground, and his locked 

hands, his quivering lips, his dishevelled 

hair, spoke that intenseness of devotion 

in which the spirit loses sight of every: 

thing but heaven, and the object it offers 

to it. 

Armida gazed on him for a பப்ளி 

she felt ‘her spirits exalted by this hu- 

Iniliation that implied so much confi- 

dence, and waving her hand to him, she 

cried, “ We shall meet again.” 

“In heaven we shalJ,’? said Connal,  
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க்வி rising ‘to take a last glimpse of 
thereceding boat as it disappeared, and he 
‘proceeded alone to his’ desperate sta- 
tion. 

9 

Fragments of letters from Rosine to Al- 
bert St. Austin, her uncle. 

«* Dearest uncle, Armida j is here—she 
came last night : though T see her before 
me, I can scarce believe my eyes, and I 
am still so agitated by her avowal, that I 
can hardly give you a legible account of 
it. Since your journey to Roscommon 
Fhave retired ear! ¥ everynight, for the 
neighbourhood is still so much disturbed, 
that I dreaded the servants being out late. 
Last night I sat reading in my own room 
later than usual, when 1 thought I heard 
steps on the lawn, and the servants refus- 
Ingentrance to someone. I wasterrified at 
first, but the application foradmission was 
80 peaceable, that at last I took courage te 
open the window : the night was dark, 
and I could scareely distinguish two 

¥ இ ச °  
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ings! yet, perhaps, those which she speaks 
of are the least, 
~“ Desmond, in spite of our supplicati- 

ons, left us before morning broke, She 
is now safe uuder'this roof, if that can be . 
called safety where 146 1 is suspended on 
the fate of another,” 

ய 14 <2 pee ச # ச 

“ This morning, when I view her more 
steadily, I perceive the alteration of last, 
night proceeded rather from fatigue and 
terror. She is pale indeed, but there is 
an energy in her figure, a character i in 
her expression, and even a glow on her 

cheek at times brighter than the tint of | 

youth, or health,: or happiness. I ‘look 

with terror on that dazzliag and fright- 

ful beauty that derives its lustre from 

passions too powerful for the frame, and 
almost makes you see the spirit shining 

through its fragile’ and ‘transparent 
vesture. Her mind is more changed 

than her figure ; ; she has no ambition, no 

imagination left; she talks calmly of 
Eo ச  
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her past misfortunes, and of the prospects 

that await her, but she never speaks of 

Connal: T mentioned his name to-day, 

and I never shall forget her look, or the 

eaction with which she pressed her hand 

ர அரே heart, as if to recover the blow 

that uame had given her. Alas! what 

changes do those who have even seen 

little of life witness in all that once 

formed its ornament and delight. 

«© When I beheld her first all was me- 

Tidian brightness around her: no mortal 

ever appeared so fortunate or so bril- 

liant: no eye could discover a speck in 

the orb, but where her proud senaenty 

cast its shade for a moment. 

«T see her now by night, pensive, 

shadowy, wan + and the lustre that yet 

hangs round her figure seems like that of 

the melanchol yplanet, by whoselight eve 

loves to wander, and passion to weep.’ 
* RU he; ae * * * # 

* Yet, it is not of her ruined mind, or 

her fading beauty she ever speaks or 

6  
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thinks, and this total self-resignation, 

this devotion to another, and that other 

so unfortunate, ‘gives her a charm she 

wanted in her days of happiness and 

splendour.” 
* * + * = * * 

_< Thave been making inquiries: dread- 

ful fears are entertained for the fate of 

Connal : I knew not what his preseyt plans 

are, whether to retain possession of the 

islands, or to break through the forces 

stationed on the shore, and regain the 
mountains, or dispersethemsel ves through 
the country. ‘The emigration of sucha 

number to America is almost impossible, 

and it is equally so that they can remain 

in safety here: in either casé, her absence 

will leave every power unimpeded, but I 
fear their utmost exertion will never be 

able to accomplish their meeting once 

more in security.” ; 
* * 3 3 ஆ 3 * 

«What must be the character of this 

: Fa  



 



 



106 THE MILESIAN. 

at’ my own existence, and at the misfor- 

tunes that disfigure mortality : Tam sick 
of life: who shall escape, when Armida 

has’ encountered more than death: she 

whom I once regarded as a being above 
“the claims and cares of humanity. | How 
affection can pervert the heart, when J, 

whose very existence depends on the ex- 
isting state of the country, listen almost 
in despair to the fate of a rebel.”’ 
* த டக ச * * * 

«© Hours have elapsed since I traced 

those lines: I attempt to proceed; but 

my fingers stiffen with horror when I 
take up my pen. The rebels are flying in 

all directions; some of them passed within 
a mile of the house, with the soldiers pur- 

suing them: I hear the firing this mo- 
ment, and the light of the burning ca- 
‘bins on the heath is increasing dismally 
as the evening grows darker. 

«« Twowomen, whosesons perished yes- 

terday, brought the first intelligence: 

poor wretches, ‘their. screams as they 

Ce  
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rushed) into the house still ring in my 
ears. \I¢ was impossible to prevent Ar- 

mida, from hearing them; she rushed 

forward, and though I. almost knelt-to 
them to be silent, or at least to cease those 

horrid cries that told their tale before a 
word was uttered, she heard it all, Alas! 
it must be true that Connal is no more, 

for while one was left to stand by him 
he never would retreat.” 

Suis அக்‌ ச 2 = a உ 

_. ££ We have been tortured with reports | 

all day: Connal. is sometimes dead, and . 

sometimes a prisoner, and sometimes , 

hiding in,a cavern onthe shore, with one 
surviving follower. _ My only consolation 

is that Armida is insensible of all. . 
** Since the first. intelligence arrived 

every gleam of xeason has) disappeared. 
Her mind, wound up to the last pitch of 
hope, has broke, and never will the chord 

vibrate again. 

* Oh God! what the sufferers must  
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feel) when a witness like me would வில 

most escape by death from what I am 

conspelled to undergo. 

«Pam writing beside her bed: alas! 

can this be Armida: that mind, whose 

‘powers might have enlightened’ or go” 

verned society is prostrated and broken; 

that form, whose undulations might have 

suggested ideas to a creating spirit forthe’) 

inmates of a new ethereal world of beauty, 

lies convulsed and distorted before me: 

and that voice, ‘whose resources once 

tasked the art of harmony-to find difficul- 

dies for,’can only: utter screams of despair 

and agony.” i ag 

* ருக்‌ ஆ ச 3 ச * 3 

“* Whatever be your engagements, ம. 

implore you to come home immediately : 

I cannot deal with these events alone: 

I am amid violent and dangerous people, 

whom T have neither powers nor passions | 

to'resist. She has been torn from mer 

this moment. Lady Montclare and her 
ot} ௬  
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wretched husband ‘broke “in. here’ this’ 

evening. ‘They insistéd on secing Armida: 

I had no means of opposing them. 

“Lady Montelate loaded me with re- 
proaches, and Y appealed in yain to the 

humanity’ of ‘the worthless Q’ Morven, : 

who seemed to ‘come only like one of his 

wife’s “attendants. Alas! that sucha fas. 

thet'should survive, and suolie ‘sons should, 
perish. ்‌ ப்‌ 

ரி ட. them at last ra to re=" 

move her inher present state; but her. 

mother, without.heeding me, ordered ber | 

to be lifted into the carriage. I saw her 
borne away like a corse: she was cold 

and senseless, and in the fulness of my 

héart, 1 wished she might never revive to _ 
wretchedness. - 

«« Dear unele, return instantly, I பக்‌ 

this treacherous and daring woman : ந 

am convinced she bas some. other plan in. 

agitation. It is well known that her 

other daughter was sacrificed to her arts: 

and to her violence: she’ regards no hu-  
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man’ being but as the agent of her am- 

bition, and even Armida’s dreadful state 

will be no protection from her mother.” 
* 38 * ௬ * J x 

«- Two days, of solitude and terror—I 

‘have not had a line from you—I cannot 

hear any thing from the. castle. »While 

IT look on its dark towers through the 

frowns ofevening, my heart sinks with- 

in mes : 

«* T know not whether Armida is alive 

or dead: the country is all in tumult; I 
kept'the doors locked day and night till 

yesterday, when I was obliged to admit 

some soldiers who were billetted here. 

_ I trembled at their sight: perhaps one of 

them decided the fate of Connal.*? 

2 * கட்சு * | + ௩ * 

«© Connal’s fate is yet unknown: there 

is still hope, if that can be called hope 

where life appears to have more terrors 

than death. Two hours after the sol- 

diers were removed, Desmond arrived: 

famine, fatigue, and wounds, haye made  
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him almost a spectre. He was left for 
dead in the last engagement, and knew 
not how he escaped or recovered. He 
has wandered about since, not to seek 
safety, for he wished to die, but he wished 
first to)see Armida, and communicate the 
hopes *that are still felt for Connal’s life, 
Desmond is certain he did not perish in 
the last engagement: ata Jate hour on 
that dreadful day he was still fighting, 

, Those who saw him'later say he was still 
alive, and his body has not yet been 
found. Many have been apprehended on 
suspicion of concealing him, but if alive 
‘he has hitherto’ escaped their search. 
Alas! he whom Wandesford pursues 
‘cannot long escape: 

«Desmond is gone to the castle, deter- 

mined to see Armida. I implored him to 
consult his safety by flight or conceal- 
ment, while the soldiers were in the neigh- 
bourhood : he listened to me with a smile 

of desperation. 
6 I only lived for Connal,’ said he,  
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CHAP. IL. 

Ow the dreadful evening of the en- 
gagement Connal was left alone on the 
heath. He looked round him: a few of 

‘the rebels still were seen on the dim verge 

of the heath, as if they were flying to 
hide themselves in the shades of the night, 
The sudden change from the tumult of 
fight to silence, solitude, and darkness, 

was terrible, and for a moment he stood 

spell-bound and unconscious of existence 

on the spot. He called on his men: his 

voice was echoed from the hills, but ao 

one answered. 
: Desmond! Desmond !’? he cried ; 

but Des:sond was lying in a glen far dis- 

tant, wounded and weltering in blood. 

A thrill of anguish mixed with pride 

darted its last impulse through Connal’s 
breast, and he exclaimed aloud:  
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‘« Is there not one brave man left; who 

will plant his foot by mine, and perish by 

‘my side?’’ No voice answered, no foot 

approached. Connal threw down his 

sword onthe heath. ‘ Allis lost!” broke 

from his: lips: and the winds that whis- 

tled on the heath seemed to murmur back 

the sound—‘* All is lost !” 

«Yet, yet there is one to be saved,” 

he exclaimed, as the thought of the poor 

old maniac in his cell rushed on his mind. 

ie retired from the field but slowly, 

for he expected to meet an enemy at every 
-step. The heath was deserted, and he 

entered the rocky path that led to the 

glen where his grandfather was confined. 

On his entrance to it he started to avoid 

treading on a body that lay before his 

feet, He advanced again, and bebeld a 

number seatteréd along the path : a party 

of rebels had contested that pass in the 

_Morning, and every man had fallen where 

"he fought. “© Aud these all perished for 

me!” said Connal, pausing.  
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Impelled by horror he sprung through 

this glen of death, and descended through 

the chasm that opened on the shore: all 

was dark, cold, and solitary. ‘The echo 

.of his step was the only sound, as he 
erossed the valley:-it seemed like the 
warrior’s grave, when the warrior’s sirug- 
gle was past. 

As hé hurried on with a beating heart, 

the. roar of the ocean burst on his ear, 

and tfé wind rushing through this nar- 
row pass scemed to swell to a storm the 
accents of horror and death he had lately 

heard rose on the gale, as if the spirits 
‘of those that had fallen were ascending 
on its wings in their flight to eternity: 
he stopped, and looked upward: the 
rocks were darkening above, ard the 
ocean. bursting at his feet—nature, as 

well as man, seemed arming against him, 

His mind, pressed with many cares and 
sufferings, began to fail, and he imagined 
that the spirits of those he had loved and. 

destroyed hung on the clouds that black- 

௪  
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Connal, who had carried his grand- 

father in his arms up this almost inaccessi- 

ble steep, sunk exhausted on the ground on 

which he Jaid his helpless burden; and 

. their companion, who had dragged his 

wounded limbs after them, died at their” 

feet the moment he surmounted the accli- 

vity. Eyen Cotinal’s faculties and frame 

sunk for a time under his toil, and he fell 

into asleep, whose stupefaction resembled 

that of death, till roused by the firing of 

the soldiers, who had landed on the coast, 

and were pursuing a few wretches who 

had escaped from the islands, he started’ 

up, and looked round for some cave to 

hide in for the day. — ‘ 
Evening came on: no step of friend of 

enemy approached. A cold sleet, drift- 

ing with a stormy wind, beat into the 

nook where they had shrunk: the bare 

stone supported the emaciated limbs of 

the maniac, Connal had in vain stripped 
himself of every garment he could spare 

to spread under him: drenched with wet, 

௪  
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ihey afforded no warmth to his chilled 

frame. He had in vain searched the rock 
for one drop of water te quench the burn- 

ing thirst of frenzy: he returned from 

his hopeless wandering, and passed the. 

whole of that dreadful night in listening 

to the moan of இய and the scream 

of madness, 

/Famine drove him out the next day in 

search of that relief, without which it 

was now impossible to live. His know- 

ledge of the country enabled him to avoid 
eyery place probably frequented) by the 

‘soldiers, but it confined him to those 

where no inhabitant was to be found, and 

no food could be procured. At length 

he saw a cabin on the side of the moun- 

tain he was wandering on, and, desperate 

from want, hurried towards it. An el- 

derly woman was sitting at the door: 

she was in rags, her eyes were wild, and 

fhe stilluess of her posture had no alhance 

with the wandering fierceness of her look.” 

Connal, almost insensible of her ap- 
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the deplorable state of O’ Morven and his 

- grandfather, they shed tears of grief and- 
indignation, and one of them could not 
forbear expressions of resentment: at the 
abuses of principle and habit by which. 
such a man as Connal had been driven to 
extremes so horrible. “* Hold,” said 
Connal, his inextinguishable soul flashing 
from his eyes: ‘ not a word against-that 
venerable wretch : his prejudices, his er- 
rors are to me as hallowed as his white 
hairs, and like them, if they are torn up, 
the blood will follow.” His spirit, even. 

‘amid ruin and wretchedness, awed ihe 
very’ men upon whom his existence de- 
pended, and they silently prepared to re- 
‘move the old man.from the stones on 
which they found him stretched, but they 
viewed each other with looks that inti- 
mated their help had come too late. 

Jt was night when they’ quitted the 
“rock, for the soldiers were still about the 

' country, andhis exhausted state render- 
ing-it impossible to remove to the distance 
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Lady Montclare, from the window of 
her apartment, beheld him by the torches 

which the bearers had now lit, and. at 
that moment the plan which she had been 

revolving ever since she had got Armida ‘ 

into her power appeared for the. ம்‌ time 

practicable. 
Trembling in her castle, this ட்டது 

victim of her own arts looked round, and 
beheld the ruin,she had brought on all 
connected ‘with her” without preci 
safety for herself. 

_ By her constant ifritation of Wandes- 

ford against Connal he had been impelled” 
to that treachery which had driven the 
latter into rebellion and ruin. By her 
want of confidence in Armida she had 
been urged to follow the desperate for- 

tunes of Connal. : 

Her arts had driven Desmond: and 
Tnes todestruction. “Her agent, Mero- 

sini, had perished in. the execution of her* 
plans; and the wretched O? Morven, 

wearied by her violence, and terrified by  
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you, °If you shrink from my sight thus, 
how will you bear what T must say to you 

before we part, for bear it you shall.” 
~-Oh! heayens!’* said Lady Mont- 

clare, struggling in terror, “do you mean 
to murder me?” 

‘Yes; I mean to pierce you to the 
very heart, if you have one.—Look at 
me; he cried, holding her at arm's length 
‘from:his figure, while she’shuddered at 
its dark unearthly majesty; ‘look at 
me! Tam stained with blood, 1am squa> 
lid with rags, I am scarce human in my 
form; yet your beautiful, your high- 
born Armida, will sit under the shadow of 
a gibbet one day with this felon-corse in 
her arms :—and will your pride support 
you then?” ்‌ 

“Merciful heaven! deliver me from 
this maniac;*’ cried Lady Montclare. 

* © Yes, Tam amaniac :—your arts and 
crimes have made me one, “Tis you have 
planned this cursed marriage. I have 

. borue much; but this is more than man 

5௮.  
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her thislast trial: but Lady Montelarebe- - 
lieving that-when this interview was over 
she had nothing more to dread, exhausted 
all her, art to obtain it, and succeeded. 

Armida and Connal met:—for two 
hours that they remained together Lady 

Montclare endured almost, the punish- 
ment dué to her crimes, from the appre- 
hension that Armida’s constancy might 

fail. Atlength sheheard the door open : 

she flew from her apartment, she saw 

Connal depart with a firm step, aad with- 
out oné reverted look ; and Armida ap- . 
‘proached with a calmness of aspect that 

terrified her, for her guilty conscience 

was alarmed by every thing. She would 
have spoken to her, but Armida waved 
her hand with an expression that would 

not be resisted, and the smile that divided 
her pale lips had more terror for her 

guilty parent than the loudest reproaches. 

Connal returned to the hovel where 

the corse of his grandfather had lain _ 
since, he expired the night before;* 

3௫.  
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“© Marry the object of my brother’s. 
love ! the woman deyoted to him, and to; 
him alone! there is incest in the. very: 

thought.” 
She could not hear Lady வண்ணப்‌ 3) 

reply, butshe thought fromthe expression, 

of,  Connal’s life,” that occurred so often, 
in ie that he submitted , from some fear, 

that ihueatened it, .A pause ensued, and 

Desmond then im. a voice broken ம்‌. 

agony exclaimed : «1—I, who. was the. 

husband of her sister |? 

Lady Montclare then audibly reminded: 
him, that the religion of her family being 
catholic, ‘a dispensation had already. ae 

procured for his being. the husband of 
iwo sisters: a long silence followed, but 
the opportunity for reflexion which if, 
afforded Rosine was in vain: bewildered 

and distracted, she could not form a con- 
jecture with regard to what she had 
heard, or what she was to witness, The 

marriage of Desmond and Armida seemed 

to throw a mist over her faculties, and  
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when the servant returned to conduct her 
to Armida, she followed him as she would 
the phantom of a dream. 

The apartments of Armida, splendidly ; 
illuminated, and lavishly decorated with 
the brilliant monuments of her former 
talents, increased her wonder, and the 
silent and lifeless beauty of the Statues 
and paintings as she moved among them, « 
and felt the recollections excited by these 
well-known objects, made her feel ag if 
she was entering the regions of the dead. 
As she traversed the apartments in a dis- 
tant room, she caught a view of Armida’s 
figure: she hurried forward, and Armida 
advanced'to meet her: she was magnifi- 
cently dressed, and there was an air of 

triumph “and splendour in her figure and 
expression that Rosine never remembered 

to have beheld, but which would haye 

recalled the memory of her earlier days 

-40 those ‘who had knowa her in Italy, 

Rosine was almost dazzled’ by this bril- 

liant phantom bursting on her, after ihe 
11 2 s  
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who couldequal her splendour, or rival 
her talents, or resist her power. 

She continued to walk up and down 
the room with a hurried step. Rosine 
often attempted to speak, but her voice 
failed her, till at length, unable to bear 
the oppression of her heart,'she ventured 
-to-inguire thesreagon of this Pregigiiale 
Marriage. © -y 

6 You do not ae it yet,” said« 8 
mida, suddenly stopping: and viewing her 
intently. 

Rosine declared ‘her ignorance even of - 
“the event itself till Shey was Summoned to 
witness it. 5 

ரரி] பர 14 18 soon perhaps, ம்‌ 
said Armida, after a long pause: “ till 
then spare yourself and me all inquiries,” 

As’she continued to walk, her figure 
‘seflected in a mirror caught her eye for a 
moment, and snatching a light that 

burned on the table,» she 1 before 
Rosine: “Am Pnot a brilliant figure 2” 
said she. ah  
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© You are indeed,” said Rosine; ** but 

do not look at meso) intently, Arhtida: 

T cannot bear the brightness ‘of your . 

“eyes, and there is மத in சபக்‌ ex 

pression that alarms me.’ ய்‌ 

58 Wes,” said Armida, “ the sold 

might wonder at such a sacrifice, but 

they-know not for whomiit, is made.” 
« Dear Armida,” said Rosine, * why 

do youicall your martiage’a sacrifice, and 

if it dees not contribute to happiness (as 

I guess too well) why is it made??? 00 

ioe Veg, yes,’ said Aratida, “it will cone 

ஸ்ட to my peace effectually, beyond * 

all human மக or human pay © 

disturb.” 
«© 7 do not understand you,’’ said Roe 

sine: and sick with unspeakable fears, 
she turned to the window she 'was sitting 

at, and opening it, gasped’ for breath. 
Armida’ approached the window.’ The 
night was calm/and beautiful, the clouds ° 

were dispersed, and every star in heaven 
purned with clear and steady lustre: 

௩ 
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.{ Vow this solemn light changes every 
objéet!” said Rosine: how different you 

appear tome from what you did but a 

few moments past! your glittering dress | 

has grown dim, and you look deadly 
pale ;’’ for she could not believe. that 

feeling could produce so total a change 

as Armida’s countenance betrayed, wibile 
slie looked at ther. . 
bef Rosine,” said Armida, wigan anil 
solemnly interrupting her, ‘you are relie 
gious; you ‘are conversant with those 
solemn things that.have been only matter 

: of, curiosity, of vague speculation io me. 

Have you eyer discovered what was the 

fate of those beings whom பப்‌ has 

made weary of fei ”) and: she 

stopped, unable to find words that could 

convey her meaning without terrifying 
her companion, 

“Ah!” said Rosine, eagerly கர்ப்ப 

at the sound of. religion, * the. traths 

Ihave been taught have convinced me 
that they alone afford a shelter from, the 

நாத  
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whom they loved more than life, and for 

‘whom life itself was renounced 2” 
© Darkness rests upon éyery question 

that does not belong to our peace,” said 
Rosine. eh 

“** Then let us have no more of if." 
said Armida, wearily: “ and why,” she 
added, “‘ why harass ourselves and our 
fellow-creatures’ with questions that a 
few moments must solve (0: them and us.” 
She turned away as she spoke. 
“A few moments !”? repeated Rosine, 

following her ; “ how cana few moments 
்‌ disclose Aviat பன்‌ is unable to inform us ? 
‘We must wait with faith and patience 
for these discoveries,” டர்‌ 

* There is peers another way of ar- 
riving at them,” said இப பிழிய த்‌ 
aie 

citric ம்‌ alone can inform HS, 4 
ioe Rosine. 

* Ivison eternity I will call to fell nae 
ர்‌ Armida, 

5  
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Her dreadful meaning burst on Rosine 
in that moment: she stood at first 'gasp- 
ing with horror, and then’ attempted to 
rush from the room. 

« Where are you going?” said es 
detaining: her. 

«« To alarmthe castle—to call for assist! 
‘aneé. “Armida, do not struggle with mes 
aieither your talents nor your passtons can 

awe: me now—no eloquence or sophistry 

can persuade me that a crime is not & 

crime, and that the one you are medi- 

tating is not the worst of all. Frans 
tic woman! was your lover then your 
god? 922 ப 

«Be calm, Rosine; I promise you I 

will not seek the means of death to- 
night.” 

Rosine locked doubtfully at her, but 
she had no other resource but to believe 
her: a long silence followed, aud the con- 

versation was resumed so faintly, and 

with such long intervals, that Rosine ex-  
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erted herself iu vain against the depres¢ion 
that invaded all her னா 

=<‘ You are exhausted,” said Aimida, 
looking at her with compassion: * will you 
take some refreshment, or will you throw 
yourself on that. sofa, and take some re- 
pose ?”” 

_ * No, no; it is late, bat I feel no wea-. : 
' riness—I will sit up with you-—I have 

often sat up later without fatigue=-do you 
remember when I watched you in the 
tuined abbey?” 

« Yes, but. let us talk not of misfor- 
tunes now : the evil is past; let this night 
hear only the sounds of joy,” said Ar-— 
mida with frantic irony. 

Rosine now resorted to any tone to 

avoid the oppressive silence that followed. 
“ When is this marriage to take தி 

said she. 

“At midnight the priest is expected,” ்‌ 
said Armida, ‘ and till then, Rosine, I 

_ wish to be a few moments alone—I haye  
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need of some moments of reflexion to ” 

conipose my mind.” 

% 

« May they restore your peace,” sat i 
Rosine, retiring: “ i will pass: the timel: 

in praying for it.’ B 

« Tthankiyou,” said Armida, when ல்லி 
found நிவி ‘‘- but I fear heaven!) 

will not-hear it.” “She passed with rapid 
steps into her cabinet, the apartment : 

where Connal and she*had met the second : 

‘timeshe. ever beheldé- him. She looked 
round her: a fiety mist scemed to over- 
spread, every object, and a breeze every 

moment rung inher ears : she paused, and 
leaned against the door to support her- 

self; she tried to collect her thoughts ; 
she felt her pride revolt against the last 
moments of her life being thus lost in the: 

obscurity of fear, and she repeatedly 

touched the objects near her to restore 

herself.to recollection: but these objects, - 
the memorials of her former existence, 

by reminding her of it at this moment, 
almost. destroyed her resolution: she 

4  
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looked round, and wondered at her own 
desolation, and at the misfortunes that 
had ‘driven her to end by violence a life 
that might have been so distinguished. 
Her.paintings, by the brillianey of their 
colours, seemed to contrast thé fate of 
their.author: a: veil that had: beén ace 
cidentally thrown over ‘her harp “she 
attempted with shuddering hands: to yes!” 
move, but the melanéholy murmur that 
whispered from the Strings overcame her. 
“The next hand that touches ye,” 

she thought, “ will not perhaps possess 
the skill of mine, but it will’not, like 

tine, be disabled by grief,” 
Some books lay on the table; she turn- 

ed them over rapidly, with a hurried con-. 
sciousness that it was for ihe last time. 
A Virgil lay open at the ominous passage 
in the fourth book: “ Vixt, ef: quem 
dederat cursum fortuna, peregi et nune 
magnamnei sub terris ibit Imago felix, 

| hew nimium felie.”? ? 
& This is kind,” she repeated, as her’ 

௫  
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eye fell on the lines: “ how many வராம்‌, 

ing spirits gather round ime, like the, 

breezes of evening w apenas in the ear, 

of the hastening traveller.” 

On the table lay also some of the cane 

ornaments se had taken out that evening, 

she gazed on them for some time. 

Brilliant toys! how vainly ye spar~, 

kle in the eyes of death: never will ye, 

sparkle on a breastthat beat more strong=, 

ly with the ambition of genius, or the; 

enthusiasm of passion. How often ye. 

have adorned me fortheir brilliant tri-, 

umphs, and you will sparkle when I am, 

faded and cold. There is not one of. 

these that does not commemorate some 

‘hour of different existence. This bracelet, 

my poor father gave me the first night 1 

sung in public ; how proud he was then,, 

and how proud was I. This armlet ர. 

drew the design for myself, and the ar- 
tist admired my taste; I wore it thenight 

of the féte at Naples, the last scene of. 

that splendid existence that was to close  
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so soon. Alas ! ‘is not all pomp designed 
only to contrast the gloom of death: does 
it not reproach us with that lustre it 
gives to cheeks that must soon be pale, 
and eyes that are டட்லி 1. to close while 
they view it?” 
“These objects of art wearied ber by 

their opposition to nature and passion, 

whose resources she had been compelled’ 
to. explore so deeply. “Her heart if this 
last hour turned to those grand and ex- 
pansive views that awaken in the parting 
soul a consciousness of immortal energy, 

and are assimilated to its profoundest 

émotions, She gazed on the night, and 
the host of heaven; and the breeze 

entering through the window, as it swept. 
the strings of her harp, awoke those in- 

definite tones that accorded with the deep 
and mingled agitations of her soul, and’ 
whispered that harmony of death that the 
dying tan only feel, and the living seek 
the image of in vain.  
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The last thoughts of Armida, 

(41 ம்‌, beautiful is the night! ! nature 

arrays herself in splendour to meet the. 
last gazeOf her votaries, but it is that - 
melancholy splendour so congenial to her 

fate. Brght and blessed’ lights, your 

Justre first shone on me in my darling 

Ttalyy ‘there I was taught your names 

and numbers, but did I ever think that 
the last time I was to behold you was 
with eyes that were to pe closed vain wy 
own hand.” 
Rin WR ONO ச கம வசி த 

© Many ‘will wonder at: my fate; they 
will say that T was distinguished “by 
nature and’ fortune, that life had’ still 
enough “to bestow, had I patience to. 
wait for it, and that I escaped only to 
avoid imaginary misfortune: they are 
mistaken.” T never was conscious of hap- 
Piness ti! T loved, and to those who love 

as Tdid; fate presents but one alternative,  
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am, The world will pity me, because 

the world knows not what it is to love:’ 

% ok * * ஆ கட ௬ 1௬ 

«still wish he had beheld me in my 

days of earlybrilliancy: this is notthe wish 

of vanity; passion can beat once selfish 

and disinterested. 1 would have concentred 

the lustre of my powers to shine on him; 

I would=but it is time to have doue 

with the thoughts that wander back to 

life,” 9 
கடட. கட பக்‌ ஆ * x # 

«* Connal, it was here I first beheld you, 

and there is. not a soul whom the poets 

imagine doomed to wander through the 

melancholy elysium of lovers that better 

knows its mazes than I do every spot 

where we met, and gazed, and parted: 

The soul concentres its. sinking fires to 

iluminate those objects ; how mournful, 

yet how penetrating is their light; the 
twilight of the soul when the sun of life 

has gone down.1’ 
Be ie eS Hoe Se pa 

~ Coral; no pomp will attend “your  
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fate; no monument will rise over your 

dust; the only heart that feels for you 
will be cold, the only eyes that weep for 
you will be closed ; but your. spirit will 

not disdain this பமக died 
for him.’ 

ன்‌ ட்‌ Rowe et * வ்கி 

‘OF all our talents the passion for 
music is said to remain the longest... The 

wife.of Roland was said to have passed 
the night before her execution ‘atthe 
instrument, but the tones she produced 

were so wild, frightful, and. distracted, 

that the prisoners trembled to hear her, 
It is not so with me: perhaps what we 
have been most distinguished by in life 

becomes most. painful to us when we are . 

quitting it. [cannot touch the:harp ; it 

is so long since he heard it, that the sound 
would awake no association: yet one 

‘chord more: it was the last; with what 

applause was the first heard, but silence 

and death are the only witnesses of ils aot 

vibration.” 
Suoy* batt oe ந  
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swallowed it in a moment. The consciz 

ousness that her fate was now decided 
restored her resolution. The blood rez 
turning to her cheek flashed it almost 
with a spatkliag crimson ; her eyes shone 
with unusual light, and an awful aa@ 
indefinite: joy wandered through her» 

நக: She was now ina state that had 
ட்டு பட்ட ட்யி நங்க நறவம்‌ 01 நர்‌ 

8ஷீடல்ம5 (15 பறற 0ந்க 0: of worms? ‘the 

power of the wirole earth could not come 

pel-her to suffer another pang, and the 
grandeur of this self-liberation supported 

her pride against itsterrors. Rosine re- 
entered the room to tell ber she was sum. 

moned to the chapel: she was astonished 
at the sudden and supernatural dignity of 
her figure, her silence, and the firm step 
with which’she quitted the apartment, 

' Lady Montclare, Desmond, and the! 

priest, were waiting for them.’ The) 
chapel was dimly lit, and the faces, pale 
with different emotions, looked almost’ 
sepulchral in each others eyes: there. 

6  
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was a long pause, till Lady Montclare 
whispered some words to Desmond, who 
was leaning dejectedly against the railing: 
of the altar: he started, and advancing, 
offered. his hand to Armiday /he priest 
opened the book, andyeven atethat mo- 
ment Rosine could not beliéve they were 
to be united, and she looked round in 
fixed and. visionary expectation 0F some 
interruption, The ceremony beguee a) 
shriek that seemed®to pierce their ears 
rung through the chapel: they statted, 
and the priest stopped> it'was followed 
by. a few notes so wild; so plaintive, so 
unearthly, that it seemed the song of a 
Maniac or a spirit. 
“Desmond dropt the hand of Armida, 

and, his eyes dilated with horror, gazed 
in the direction from whicl’ that well © 
known voice seemed to come. ‘The 
chapel door slowly opened, and a figure, 
so fair, so faint, so transparent; it seemed 

the embodied spirit of the bieeze ap- 
peared at it. Lady Montelare -tushed: 

ஆ  
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Montclare, occupied ia the consuinmation 
of her plans, and ler attendant careless 
from fatigue, she stole from her apartment, 
aid wandered to the chapel. 

“Oh, heaven!, oh, mercifél heaven! 
and is it thus I have losty'and "thus I 
have at last found you !*” ried Desmond, 
sinking on the earth besidevher.~ «* Oh 
better you had perished than ரம 
me this intolerable ag ர 1 இ க்‌ 

I donot knowsyouy” said Ines, gazing 
on him: “I do not know you ; yet your’s, 
are the first eyes I have seen this long, long 
lime that beheld me with compassion.”* ஐ 

er Compassion !—Oh ! that this sight. 
could dryithem up, that they had been, 
torn out of their sockets before they be- ° 
held you thus !—and do oe not kpow. 
me, Ines?’ 

“Ines,” said Lads y Montclare, Tas ae 

tone of authority she had assumed over 
the unhappy maniac, “ Ines, ச you 
wander here ?? 

‘To diga grave for hitny"otied eg, “2. 
VOL. பர. I 
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ZT bore you, though they told me I was 

nota mother. Ab! I know I am a pa- 
rent, though I never saw my infant, for I 

was deserted both by husband and child, 

and left to strangers that bind me down in 

darkness, and sear my brain with எலா 

irons when I ப்பில்‌... alt 

| Monster ! and ren sis your gro 
eried Desmond turning from her, aud 
darting an annihilating Jook at தத 
ther: ‘and you kitewishe was alive, and 
you would have wéddedme'to her sister, 
Whatwnystery of hell is this!—You told 
me it was to-save Coxnal’s life, -Spealc @ 
wretch ! speak! or I shall forget your 

sex, and do some vengeance on you as 
horrible as your crimes.” 

. “I told you the truth,” said Lady Mont- 
clare, firm in falsehood: “£ thought 
your union was annulléd by het derange- 

ment; and her life is so ம ல்‌ of se 
'littie consequence —-—" : 

« “Hush, hush,’ cried Desmonds) “ dare 
not to measure her days: she shall-not 
die !—she wil] know meagain: will you 

re °. ன்‌  
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not, Ines, will you not know me again, 
your Desmond, the father of your babe: 

we-will search for it: together—will we 

not, Ines ?” 

«Be calm, be calm,’ said Rosine, 

whoo knelt on the ground to support te 

exhausted maniac. 
ர will, உ எரி? cried Desmond, 

grasping her hand 2 I will not utter a 

word: Twill sit here and watch her.— 

Ines, oh! God |) Beréyes look wilder :— 

she will never, never know me again. 1 

cannot bear to look at her,” he exclaimed, 

»starting away: ‘ only tell me when her 

eyes look calmer.” 

Ines, released from his hold, rose 

feebly : she wandered about for some 
‘ dime, and her mother, defeated and terri- 

fied, did not dare to impede her. At 

length Armida’s figure caught her eye, 

aud she eagerly but timidly approached 
her. 

Armida already felt the chill of death 
in her. veins; but nature still asserted its 

Claims in her heart, and as the poor ma-  
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niac, half in adoration, and half in weak- 
ness, sunk before her, she fell on her neck, 
and wept even to agony. Ines gazed on , 
her wildly. 

- “J know you,” she said, “1 know 
you: but I cannot tell your name. I 
have forgot every thing but misfortune. 
—-Y ott were unhappy too I cemember 
your stately love:—they said ha was. a 
prince :—on earth there was noneylike 
him but my ownsbut mine was. fairer, 
fresher, softer, J wooed»a flower, and 
died of its fragrance: you clung to.an 
oak; but the lightning struck it, and it 
crushed you in its fall, We were both 
ill-fated; but we will'go to some world 
where no false lover shall come, and be 
happy, when I have found my babe.’ 

Armida, deluged with tears, had no, 
power to answer, 

46 How glorious you are,” cried Ines, - 
still gazing on her; ** and yet you weep 

with all those gems sparkling round you. 

Once I saw you on the shore, while 1 was 

13 
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wandering alone: your lover was there 

with all bis train: a sad and shadowy 

band, that gathered round their chief like 

astorm; yet you followed him through 

mist and darkness:——did you not ay 

ர்ய்யு?? எ: ்‌ ்‌ 

OY did, ரீம்‌)” * cried Armida. 

“# Ves; T saw you rise into the air: 

you ‘sought some isle of light in the wes- 

dernysky, where you were to reign topes 

ther. Dsaw you aséend'in pomp: Theard 

the blast of unearthly music: I saw your 

aarting smile of light. You went up- 

avard with trump, and harp, and horn :— 

I wept to follow you; but darkness 

closed on me, and I was left alone.— Ar+ 

mida!” she cried with supernatural 

energy, “if you find my babe in the 

world of brightness where you dwell, 

tell him his mother weeps for him still, 

and every night when the moon rises, her 
Heart seems to burst from her’ bosom, 

and prostrate itself before the throne 

‘of God to “ask for him,” Armida 

©  
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staggering with horror, fell into the 
arms-of Rosine. When she recovered, 

she found herself in her apartment again. 

Ali thoughts of this dreadful marriage 

were over. Rosine was kneeling beside 
her: she started up, and reflected..with 
despair that life had been sacrificed, in - 

vain, for she had been impelled to believe 

that Connal’s life depended on bo Laas 

diate union with Desmond. 

“Tam sick offerumes and பல. ன்‌ 

she cried when her recollection awoke : 

«it was vain to bid me live: it is better 
to be no more, and cease to witness them, 

even though death only enables me to 
escape from it myself.’ 

She now remembered the promise she 

had extoricd from Connal, to see her for 

a few moments on that night, and from 

Lady Montclare that he should be ad- 
' mitted; yet, after the late scene that had 

developed a degree of selfish wickedness 
in her mother that was scarce credible, 

she doubted whether her promise would 

14  
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be kept, and she implored “Rosine to 

watch for him at the passage by the 

rocky terrace where he was to be'admit- 
ted to her apartment, while she tried’ to 

collect her thoughts for this last meeting: 

*Connal had wandered about the castle 

from the moment the night shut in. He 

bore the Joad! of life for a few hours still; 

for! Armida hadprémised that night to! 
diiselose the motive that impelled ber toa 

marriage with Desmond. As he lingered 

like a spectre beneath the walls, Weandes- 

ford, returning from a party with whom 

he'had dined, rode past him. ‘The for 
bearance of Connal was, past: he had 

shaken hands with life, and he knew from 

many inexpressible warnings that his last 
hour was near. He instantly pursued 
Wandesford, and, seizing his bridle, or- 

dered’ him in a tone that would not be 

disobeyed to dismount and listen to him. 

His seryants had rode on towards his 

quarters,‘and he had no means of resist= 

ance, “He recognised Connal, and his 

6  
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proud spirit did not shrink த the en- 
counter. ' 

“« Wandesford,’* said Connal, with the 
‘calmness of a desperate man, ‘“‘ E have 

a few words to say, and you must listen 
to me. ‘Whenever we have met, fortune 

has made a difference between us that 

rendered you a tyrant, and’me your vic- 
tim. You have had rank, power, and 

lawful authority on your side,.and how 

you have used it Djneed not remindsyou. 

Enjoy its remembrance as you can, for 

its last term has arrived: this accidental 

meeting has removed the difference: we 

are now as nature made us.—It is mid-— 

night, we are alone, and before we part 

we must try to which of us nature will 

allot the victory in a personal struggle,’ 

«« Villain!” said the haughty Wandes- 
ford, ‘*do you know etm you aps 
to?” 

“Villain! I retort the TEE வேட 

nal: “ I know you well: your gashes are 
in my flesh: your crimes aye deeper. i 

1D \  
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my hearf. Hear me, Colonel Waides- 

ford, for. T will mock you “with your 

titles; L am almost famished ;> loam 

quite heartt oken: I ‘have not tasted 

food for forty-eight hours. ‘These rags 

are sticking to me only with the con- 

௦௧16ம்‌ blood! your stripes have made, 

Vet, even thus, 1 do not shrink from 

challenging youlto@ fair and equal con- 

‘test. Lever shrunk from you when the 

hunder of yoursartillery stunued my 

éars : I did not shtink when your lashes 

“penetrated almost to the bone, and you 

aid your cane-in the bloody tracks: to 

point to your men ‘where the next were to 

be laid :—but I was tied then, aud you 

were safe: I do not shrink now.—Colo- 

nel WYandesford, take your ground.” 

.“ And has my compassion spared you 
‘40 threaten my life?” said Wandesford. 

*"-Your compassion !” re-echoed' Con- 
“nal in a voice of thunder: ‘ mouster!—& 

such another word, and these half-starved 

arms will 4ear you piecemeal. If you  
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wish.to diethe-death of a man, throw 

‘me,one of your “pistols, and take your 

ground.” 

“The proud spirit of Wandesford flushed 
in his face. 

 Tt*shall never be said,” he cried, 

that I shrunk from chastising a wretch 
whom his crimes had already degraded to 
the level of va Most ignominious, ண்‌ 

oment.?’ 

. His pistols wexe . loaded : he pave 
sone of them to Connal; but, trembling 

: with rage and hatred, he discharged his 
own instantly.—It missed the aim; but 
»Connal’s was surer: the ball passed 
through Wandesford’s heart.—He fell. 
Connal rushed forward to support ~his 
dying foe. With the blood that flowed 

«from his mortal wound his enmity flowed 
away too. ‘The man whom of all others 
che had hated and injured was the only 
one to support his convulsed frame, 
and hear.his parting groan. A corroded 

\  
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mind, delirious passions,” am ulcerated 

heart, and a damning conscience; were the 

fearful companions of his dying moments. 

After astruge@le more bitter than death, 

the proud Wandesford said — ‘feebly=— 

«* O’Morven, you are an injured man. ம. 

hated you for your virtues: I hated you 

for’your country: 1 hated you for her 

whom we both loved) I have no expias 

tion to make but this confession.’’ 

* }tas enough, Wandesford: Iam ல்‌ 

near death myself tobe at enmity with 

ஹவா.” 

«« And can, you then forgive me, for 

you have Had much wrong?” 

«Can I hope to be myself Si 

except on this condition ?” 

» © O’Morven, your dying enemy blesses 

you,” said Wandesford, struggling: to 

rise from the bleody ground. Ltpwas too 

late. 

Connal bowed to raise him; but he 

saw the swimming eye, the livid dew, the 

Be  
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‘distorted ture of, death, and his pas- 
‘sions were. extinguished. by the sight. 

He bent close to the dying map, that he 

might whisper peace to his apinit; but 
his ear was cold. 

“He is no more,” said Connal yo and 
_ with him die my last human‘ feelings, —I 
‘am fit to meet her now,#ford am beyoud 
resentment for every.” 

He turned to the castle. 

) “Surely,” ssaid lie, “* the: ice is 
darkened by the hovrors it has witnessed, 
or my senses fail me, for I scarce can dis- 

tinguish my way. No lights burn in 

‘the castle: nothing shines on me from 
sheayen or earth: the stars are gone out: 
there is a terror in this darkness more 
‘than darkness can bring. Surely my last 
hour approaches : the shadows are 
Jengthening, and the fuavelles is warned 
of the end of his journey.’' 

Rosine led Connal to Armida’s at 
‘oment; neither of them spoke, and she 

retired, unable to witness their meeting, 

ட ys  
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- There. was a strange contrast between 

Armida, seated alone in this midnight 

-and disastrous pomp, her cheek burning, 

and. her expression exalted by the effect 

of the poison, and Connal, who, pale, — 

ploody, and haggard, stood at a distance 

gazing on her resplendent figure, that 

seemed to him ‘like the radiance of the 

apostate, since his fall) The contrast wais - 

heightened by a long and mutual silence, 

«« Why do you gaze onme?”’ said Ar~ 

mida, forcing him/to speak, that she 

might assure herself it was not a spectre _ 

she saw. 
« 1 know not why,’”” said Connal ; “ for 

I can scarce believe the eyes I see you 

with, Armida, And have I lost you, 
whom neither danger or distress could 
drive from my ruined side? What error 

of head, or wandering of heart: misled 

you? Armida, we loved so well, that 
your desertion, undone as I am, qwas al- 

‘most-a crime.” ue 
“ Go op,”, said Armida, searce able to 

A 
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புத்‌ her fearful) triumph, * 90 on, I 

am. prepared to ‘hear reproaches.” ; 
“1 cannot utter them,” said Connal, 

4 ty heart is too heavy? And why did 
jyou assume that~splendour to insult a 
owretch whose eyes have never gazed but . 
on misery since we parted 2?’ 

FT wore it-that you might see for the. 
last time what I haveéwbeen, Cognal, this 
is our last moment, and let us pass it like 
Jovers: let no reproach, no “resentment 
disturb it, We have loved as none ever 
loved, in grief and in danger, and we will 
part as none have parted, in triumph,” 
“.* Yes,” said Connal, sternly, “ such 
‘triumph as” these eu, this broken 
‘heart can afford you.’ 

“Hush! hush!” cried Armida; ட 

denly rising, and approaching him with 
aérial ¢ finds aoe animation, ‘ not a 

‘murmur more. Let these 14st moments 
combine all that we have sought in vain 
through Iife---a. sentiment of joy that 

nothing can disturb, but ee can re- 

ப்‌  



 



 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



THE, MILESIAN. - 195 

others spoke of his being ordered to im- 

mediate execution, but all concurred ia 

compassion for the young officer who had — 

followed him to prison, and now stood by 

shis,side, while he was on his trial. There 

was anold clergyman there too, they said, 
who wept like a child. 

».-Connal had not been deserted : Des- 

eas careless of his danger, .and St. 

Austin, in spite of his age and profession, 

had followed the rebel to bis trial, In ° 
the. few hours he was in confinement 

Connal exhausted every topic of persua- 

‘sion to induce Desmond to consult his 

safety by concealing himself; but Des- 

mond, whose heart was formed for affec- 

tion, and who was at once deprived of 

. eyery object of it, without father, brother, 

wife or child, and reduced to wish for 

the death of Ines under her present hope- 

less misery, listened with impatience to 
the mention of life. 
“To early youth,” said he.“ Llook 

x aor ௦2  
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but I know it too late!” and habitually 
génerous, she was about to divide her 

purse among them, but her recent bounty 

had exhausted it: she recollectedthatsome 

of the rich ornaments she had worn the 

preceding night were still on her person, 

and in this extremity of her fate, gratefal 

even for menial pity, the proud daughter 

of Lord Montclare was seen divs iding in 
ashed among female peasants the orna- 

ments in which she had glittered in the 

view of prinees. 
“They set out again, if was almost twi- 

light, but they distinguished a number of | 
figures at a distance on the heath. 

~ © He is pardoned!” shrieked Armida, 
darting forward, “he is pardoned !” but. 

Rosine knew too well the fatal roll of the 

drums, she saw too well the circle that . 
was fotming among the distant figures ; 

she rushed before Armida, and with all 
her strength attempted to turn her from 

the sight. It was too late—the roar of the 
wnusketry thundered over the heath, காம்‌ 

K3  
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announced that Connal had met at least 

with the fate of the brave. At theomo- 

ment the soldiers drew their triggers, .a, 

young man, bursting through the ranks, 

threw himself on his knees beside’ Connal; 

the impalse was so rapid that no-one 

could prevent it: the soldiers fired, ai 

Desmond fell beside Connal. a SEH 

St. Austin implored the commanding 

officer to compel the soldiers: and the 

erowd to retire, and leave the bodies:to 

the care of some surviving friend : the 

officer was a man of humanity, and he 

complied” St. Austin stood by the corses 

till he saw. with horror Armida and 

Rosine approach. Armida knelt on the 

ground : asingle glance distinguished the 

brothers. Connal lay calm asif in sleep} 

Desmond’s more impetuous spirit had 

left an expression of defiance in the’ fea- 

“tures that were stern in the fixedness of 

‘death. ப ்‌ 

எரர்‌ of men! here we are at 

Jength: united !’* cried Armida, sinking.  
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onethe: earth, and raising his head 

op her knees : “ we are at length united, 

ஹிம்‌ .am worthy to be your bride: on 

the damp and bloody ground, with the 

corse of a rebel in my arms, I would not 

resign my place for empires: here is my 

Jast seat, and here 1 am more exaited 

than when I received the homage of a 

falseoworld !” 

e/Rosine and St. Austin stood at a dis- 

tance : they did not interrupt this solemn 

scene, but by their audible and agoni-+— 

gine sobs, : 

ரன the noise of a carriage was 
heard approaching, and-Lady Moniclare 

springing from her splendid equipage 

knelt.on the earth beside her daughter, and 

implored with maternal tenderness, felt too 

late, to return with her and be reconciled 

to life. It was then St. Austin felt it his 

duty to approach, and admonish the 

crioinal, and console the sufferer: it was 

too late. Lady Montelare in the despair 
- of sudden repentance was insensible to  
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every thing but the sight of her sacrificed 

daughter; and Armida, en whom the 

effect of the poison had been accelerated ்‌ 

by her mental sufferings, was no longer 

capable. of any sensation but that 8115 

clasped the corse of Connal in her arms. 

At that moment a tumult among the 

servants who attended Lady Montclare 

announced something they attempted to 

prevent, but could not: it ‘was Ines. 

Since her last view of Desmond she had 

‘become so intractable that nothing but 

the presence of her mother could restrain 

her, and compelled to quit the castle in, 

- search of Armida, she had been unable to 

leave Ines behind her. The moment 

her mother quitted the, carriage she 

attempted to fellow her : her screams 

and struggles terrified the servants into 

submission, and rushing forward she dis-. 

covered the corse of Desmond before it 

was possible to pievent, her flying to it, . 

and clasping it. with a force no morta! 

hand could sever. ட்‌  
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with uss Why should not thedead: a 

when death is so lovely! tse IF 

» Lady. ‘Montclare, unable to மத்‌ 

this sight, desired her servants to remove 

Ines; «they: approached, and Ines, ex= 

hausted by her ravings, sunk into their 

arms; bat as they bore her to the ear- 

riage, a shriek, such as never come 

from himen lips but in the agonies of 

death, announced that her sufferings had 

ceased! 

- Rosine and St. Austin: க்காட்‌ to 

wath ‘by Armida, though the night. chad 

shut in: Sie never uttered a word, she 

never heaved a sigh; her glazed eye: em 

pressed no‘consciousness, and the: firmness 

with which her arms were wreathed round 

the neck of Connal seemed rather ‘the 

result‘of some mechanical cause, thanithe 

movement of a voluntary agent,- .1t was 

midnight, when by accident a musket-shot 

was. discharged at some distance: the 

flash on the night, the echo. on the heath, 
“py awaking’the image of Connal’a ie  
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