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To my cousin, Kate Maxwell, of Ossining, New York,
Great grand-daughter of Theobald Wolfe Tone.

From Cave-Hill's soaring peak I send you greefing,
The Lowgh burns blse aeross the summer air

Here was the joy of Tone and Russell meeting,
While sad beyond Slieve-guilion’s mist

The grave in old Kildare.

Close lies the ity where the sislers parled ;

Look back through time and tears ;

Has ot their love deep-channelled and uncharied
Held its prowd frivmph throngh the hundred years ?

Linked by the ties of letters round me lying,

Linked by their love from whom our Rinship came
By bonds of bood : iy memories undying

Of one vmmortal name.
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CHAPTER I.
I cross the Shannon to join King James.

OU have all heard of the (FHaras of
Galway, one of the noblest (if T may
say it) of the old Irish families, and the

one to which I have the honour to belong.
We used formerly to own half Connaught,
but thanks to that ruffian, Cromwell, have
only the estate near Tuam left, and a family
that once lived like kings is now scattered
over the four corners of the world.

That it was partly our own fault I am
willing enough to allow, for we fought and
died and lost our lands in the cause of the
worthless Stuart race ; but when the Restor-
ation came and stirred the great hope within
us, they refused to give us back a single yard
of the old property, and left us with only a
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few old stony fields and scarcely enough
grass upon them to’satisfy an economic goat.

Later on, when King James came over and
raised his standard at Kinsale, instead of
staying quiet where we were, there was a
general stampede for the Shannon to see who
would be first across to die for our English
king. Take my advice and never believe
what those Protestant orators at College
Green are always shouting about the dis-
loyalty of the Irish race. I can speak at all
events for the Catholic anistocracy, and where
we lead the rest are sure to follow. Of course
we all love Ireland best, but we take good
care to let the world believe it's England we
adore. When I come to die be sure and wrap
my body in the Irish flag, but if it's a public
funeral you're giving me to Dublin put the
Enghsh flag across my coffin.

Well, in the year 168g, when the glorious
news was brought to us in Connaught that
King James had landed in Kinsale, I bid my
friends in Tuam good-bye, and my dear
mother stood at the doorstep in tears and




