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ELLEN AHERN ;
‘ OR, :
THE POOR COUSIN.
CHAPTER XI.—Continued.
¢ Oh yes, dear Father ; thank you for suggest-

+ing wha! T, 1n my coufusion and distress, might

vave forgotten. The very thought calms me

.and makes me strong.’

¢1 will go, my Father,’ said Don Earique, ria-

‘g, ¢ and light the candles on the Altar.’

¢ (3o, my son-—you are always thoughtful of
what shouid be done,’ said Father MecMabon re-
turning Lo Ellen after haviog closed and secured
the door : and after he bad put on Ins stole, hLe
took his seat in an arm chair, whie she koeit be-

-gide bim, aod poured into his ear the history of

her wner hfe—1ts failings, its needs, its defects,
1is s1ns, s griefs—after which, baviog admomsh-

. ed and cooscled ber, he lifted his eyes to heaven,

.and bed s aged bands over ler head, while he
gave tbe holy absolution, ¢Make the acts of
Tauh, Hope and Charity, my dear child, make
them fervently, and follow me into the Chapel,
where I will give you Holy Communion, which
you wust offer in gratitude and adoration for
your truly providential escape; and may He
whom you are going to receive, be your guide,
gour best friend, your counsellor and comforter ;
and do not forget td pray for your old Father.
And 1hen risiog, be opened a door that led into
the Sanctuary, for the Chapel was witbout a sa-
cristy, and 1t was here be always vested bimself
for the sacred service of the Altar. There was
somethiog mexpressibly solemn to Ellen Akern
1o this mdomght scene, after all that had preceded
it. Suapge, wild and fearful in the character of
the events, as had been the history of the last
week of ber life, she felt almost as if she were
about 1o ieceive the adorable Viaticum, so so-
Iemn and still, so bushed and holy bad the agi-
tated. emotions of ber soul become ; all the past
seemed to fade before that overwhelming Pres-
sence, who was coming to sirecgthen and con-
sole, ere she went forlb, horneless and friead-
less, nro the untried path before her ; and give
her a promise of future aid in whatever need she
raight know. Rapt i such musings, while wait-
tag for the mystical unioa of her soul wita Di-
vinty, she did not observe that Don Esrigue
was kueeling by ber side, ready to partake with
ber of the Heavenly Banquet; she only heard
the words of the solemn rite—only saw the flash
of Fatter McMahon’s alb—only beaeld ¢ the
Lamb ot God, who taketh away the sios of the
world,” aod only knew that in another moment
He was resting in ber heart ! Resting, dd we
say 7 He entered in—as He slways dnes—not
to rest, bul to seek out the weak places to give
themn sireugth—its wounds, to heal them: 1ts
fears, 1o assuage them; us doublts, to assure
them; s bitter springs, to sweeten them; its
frozen destres to warm tbem into new life: ns
proud rehiance and spirit of resentment, to calm
and eradicate themn {rom the abode that He had
choeen fur Hls\Tabernacle. Oh, He 15 ever a
genile guest ; a loving, restless, busy friend; a
mighty sud princely Bevefactor, tius pure and
velled Saviour, who comes 10 abide in the hearts
of His creatures, and traosform them iato IHm,
and Huaself 1ato them, winle He 1s their guest !
Todeseribably comforted, Ellen Akern nuw (el
equul to the emergencies of her situation; and
afier ber thanksgiving, which was beartfelt and
fervent, was over, she arase witha firm step, and
foltowed Father McMabon, who made her a
stgn to do s, back again wto the room they had
left a short ume before.

¢ My dear child,” said the holy man, ¢I do not
wish to alarm or burry you more than is needtul ;
but winist you kuelt before yon Altar, 1 heard
the furious trampiog of horses, urged at hat speed
by their riders, go by up towards Fermanagh,
and make no doubt but that Lord Hugh Maguire
is returped ; and 1f he should discover your es-
cape, will leave no sione unturned o find you,
Rest here, therefoce, a hitle while, partake of
s6me reireshment that Iam gong to prepare for
you, and then, n God’s name, zccompany Don
Enrique Giron—the horses are ready—uatil you
meet a public conveyance going Sould.

¢ But, Fatber! a stranger!' said Ellen, ber
pice sense of delicacy causing ber to shrnk from
beiug threwa so entirely on the protection of one
whom sbe bad known but a short time.

¢ My dear chil¢, Sir Eadnoa and [, koow and
trust lnm. He s a Chbristian gentleman, sans
peur, sans reproche—indeed, I do mot thwk
there is u purer or warmer nature on earth, He
thiks of returning to Spaw, and will embark at

. Caik, ufter placing you in safety.’ As Fatber

MeMabon went out, Sif Eadboa Abern, feeble,
and shaking 1m every limb, came in, and sank
down on lhe sofa beside Ellen.

~ ¢TThey have come. I met them,’ he said.

- Liord Hogh Maguire and hia_friends bave, just

goae by on their way.to Fermanagh. Come
“hither, my.dove—put your arms about me, aad

 let my old, white pow (heao) rest on your shoul-

der'aguin, ere 1 lose you ; ere you go out on the

R
My SUERN

wild wastes of life, seeking dry land whereon to
rest your tred wings. I can bardly spare you,
@ sutlish, I am so ould, and so near the grave,
bat you must go—ves—there is no help for it.—
But this 1s no way to comtort you. Aileen, my
birdie,’ be said, wiping the hot tears out of the
-deep turrows of his cheeks. ¢1 must thiok less
of myself and more of you, Take this purse,
you will find 1n it seventy or esghty pounds i
Bank of Ireland bills — would that it were
wore, but it will keep you from dependence
until you can fall on some plaa to support your-
self. Ab, my chdd—my lttle ewe lamb!? he
cried, bursting wto a fresh gask of grief; ¢how
can Isend you from me? 'What is to become
of you amoag strangers, in the cold world iato
which you are so ruthlessly driven !’

¢ Cousin Eadhna,” said the girl, hfting her
sweet face to his, “are we not Christians? s
not God everywhere alike ? Has He not pro-
mised to be the Father of the fatheriess, and the
Comforter of the afilicted? I fear nothing..—
Why should f, after having escaped from the
mdden snare that was laid for me so wonder-
folly 7

¢ Oh rare and beautiful faith !’ gaid the old
man, laying bis hand on her head. ¢ I stand re-
buked, my child, Yet be not scandahzed at my
want of trust, for, alas! my soul has been embit-
tered, and almost turned to stone, by the ad-
verse events of my life—the galling injustice of
my fate—the perpetual disappointment of every
scheme, These moods pass away sometimes,
and I see Him who in the depths of my soul I
love, walking on the stormy waves, and He lifts
me up ere 1 sink and perich. But we must part,
Aileen—you will find a friend and a shelter with
TFather McMabon’s sister 1 Cork.’

¢ Cousin Eadhna,’ said Ellen Abern, who was
deeply moved, ¢ there is one thing—this money.
T cannot take 1t al—only 2 portion of 1t 13 all
that will be necessary.’

¢ Not another word. Would you deny me
this gratification, & suiltsh—the thought that,
with a portion of Lhe last remaant of my fortune,
I bad softened and made easy some of lite’s rough
ways to you 2’ said the proud spirited old man.

¢ Come with me, then !’ cried Eilen, throwing
ber arms around him, and bowing her head on
his breast. ¢ Come with me.

¢Alas! behold these trembling limbs, my
child—these feeble arms! Why should I go
among strangers ta die? I confide you to ome
whom you may trust. Doo Eurique is in every
way, worthy of your confideace und esteem,—
He came here on a secret and private mission, m
relation to the Barooy of Fermanagh and the
estate of Gleoraile, He 15 in possession of in-
formation which way result in the restoration —
but 1 capnot enter into particulars ; he 13 eadea-
voring to ¢race a certain clue which 18 of esen-
tial importance to his success.’

Father MacMalion oow came in with a bow|
of fragrant tea, which be had been brewing over
the alost defunct kitchen fire ; a muffin and a
shce of cold ham, which Ellea knowing how ne.
cessary the preservation of her stremgth was to
meet the-emergency of the case, bearlily and
thankfully partook of. It was now nearly four
o’clock, and Don Ewrique was waiting for her,
Woa will not describe the parting scene between
Ellen Abern and her two old and tried friends;
it was fraught with feeling, and trying to each
one, but it was at last over; and, leaniog on
Don Larique’s arm, she went with the fervor of
thesr biessing resting on ber beart and head, out
into the darkness. ‘I'here was rot a word spoken.
Her teara fell lLke raio over ler face, as Don
Euvique assisted ber into ber saddie, and folded
bier shawl closer aronnd her; after which he
sprang on his korse, and in another moment all
thet Ellen Ahera losed—the home of ber child-
hood—the graves of ber kindred—the humble
and faithful people who bad knowa her since her
birth—the aged priest and her ancient friend—
were left helnd, only to be seenagaio for many a
weary day,a dreams. As they galloped at full
speed across the couotry, towards the mal road,
Eilen Abern thought at mtervals, that she heard
rapidly pursuing footsteps following close behind
ber, but the darkness was impenelrable : it was
the bluck hour just before day : and full of ter-
ror, she commended herself lo the care of her
good Angel, apd Louching her horee lightly oa
the flack with Ler riding whip, he broke 1nto a
rug, and sped aloog over the umeven ground with
tbe swiftness of wind, but still the same distinct,
rapid fooisteps pursued her course. Don Ea-
rique could scarcely keep pace with ber, but she
did not relax her speed until the day dawned ;
when, glancmg furtively over her shoulder, she
saw by the famt lighty, Thela, boundiag at the
horse’s beels. Her heart grew full, and tears
started to her. eyrs, when she saw. the fastbful
anunal, and she could but wonder bow he got
there. But escape bad been’a matter of Intle
difficulty to Thela, who, when lie,saw the panel

‘in the picture gallery suddecly: close on him,
ran-down ' stairs, leaped tbrough a broken win-
dow, carrying a part of ‘the frail*modern sash

1
¢

curious interest in knowing 2

with him, and went by the guard at the rocky
pass without let or hindrance, nor balted until be
came to St, Finbar's, where he watched patiently
at the threshold of Father McMahon’s door for
the comiag of his mistress. The sun rose clear
and vnclouded ever a beautiful and picturesque
country. A broad nver, lonking like malien
gold in the early sunbeatns, fluwed w the dis-
tance, while afar off, mountamns, whose rugzged
peaks were wrapped in crimson-tented clouds and
mists, bounded the horizon, Cuitivated fields,
acd here and (bare a snug dwelling, bespoke
prosperity and plenty. Ellen Ahern could ac-
count for it. Here were no Catholic tenants to
be drained of their last farthing' to sustain a
Church by law established, as well as their own
—to be oppressed to the extreme of human en-
durance, simply because they were Catholics,
aad ground down to the dust by drivers and
widdlemen, for dues on false pretences of justice,
until they were starving ; they had been bunted
away long ago to the roadside, the beggar’s bag,
or the work-house, and Protestant lepants tilled
the soil at 4 sair price for Protestant landlords,
and gave only a tithe of their substapce to sup-
port only one creed.

Halting under a clump of trees by the roadside,
Don Eorique dismounted, and asked Ellen if
*she did not feel disposed to re:t a little while,
and partake of some refreshment 7’

¢ I do not leel too much fatigaed to keep on,’
she replied, ® but the horses need rest.’

¢ The coach will pass soon, | think, Let me
agsist you to dismount, Miss Abern; hereis a
mossy bank, yust underneath this old tree, where
you c¢an rest, and here is an old friend—even
Thela—to acsist me, and protect you.’

* Did you not see Thela before. W foot-
steps close bebind me -all the way, made me fear
that we were pursued, uatil daylight enabled me
to discover the faitbfullest of friends, said Ellen
A.hzrn, laying her hand .caressingly on the dog’s
head.

¢ He 15 worthy of your affection, Miss Ahern,
When I provicentially discovered the base plot
against you, I endeavored in every way to have
a letter convered to you, but every plan was
bafled and unsuccessful, so closely were you
gearded, until last evening, I was at Father
MecMaborn’s, endeavoring to devise measures
with lim and Sir Eadbna for your Jeliverance,
all three ot us dejected and desponding, when
Fatber McMabon said, ¢thbat all hutnan means
had seemed to fail, suppose we say a Heil
Hary, tor succor,” a suggestion tno truly good
to be peglected, and forthwith we kunelt and

for assistance, when, lo! 1o watked 'Dhela. But
how he was to help us, or even that he could do
so, did not at the womeut occur to me, until the
strange behaviour of the dog—iwho appeared in
great distress, and seized bold of Sir Eadhua’s
coat, and 1o the effort he made to pull bim away
tore u piece out of it —suggested to my mund the
possibility of sending you a letter concealed un.
his collar, T determined at once to do so, and
leave the 1ssue to Diwine Providence. [ kaew
of ihe subterranean way —how, 1! 15 unnecessary
to say, and twice did I venture to explore 1t, in
the bope o! finding you, but each time I heard
the voices of Liord Hugh Maguire and Fabey,
wm the gallery, and hurried baek. I dared not
feave a billel Lhere, Just it might be discovered,
aud frastra'e my plavs,  But Thela proved a
sale messeoger,'

¢ How can I ever thank you, who are almost
a stranger to e, for such generous solicitude 2°
said Eifen.

¢ Try some of this wine, Miss Abern—it is
genuioe Falerian — aad one of these biscuit ;
there, that looks comtortable, and 1 can feel
that you are not a dream, winle [ see you eating
hie a mmortal.  Task no thavks,believe me—there
were reasons which made saeb solicitude nearly
scifish, but I do beg your confidence. I wounld
have you thiuk of me, not as a mere adventurer,
but as an boworuble, right-thisking man, whose
thoughts and sectimeonts lowards you are of the
purest uature, and who would act a brother’s
part 10 your behals,” sad Don Earique, fixiog his
clear, peaetrating eyes on hers.

*You have proved yourself teo much my
friend, Sesor Giron, for me to wilbtold what
you ask. I will thio of you as you wish— bow
can 1 do otherwise P said illen Ahern, to whose
mind, however, (hat scene she witoessed between
bimself aod Lady Fermanagh, recurred in spite
of berself. ' ‘ :

¢ Thaok you., Your trust is uot
beheve me,’ he said earnestly,

¢ Thela 1s an argument which would convince
me of it, 1| any were necessary,’ said Ellen point-
ing to T'bela, who bad crouched panting at Den

asplaced,

‘Egrique’s feet, and rested “his shaggy head on

them. *But wil) yus not tell me how you dis-
covered the strait | wasin! I feel a deep and

¢« It wag @ romantic incident — guch as one

reads ‘of in ‘novels, but which ia. this case 1s

uevertheless true. [ bave-aroom gt the Fer-

uniled our hearts in one sirong appeal to Her|

managh Arms, which hostelry is, as you know,
only a dilapidated, ricketly place, with only boeard
partitions, papered over between the rooms, in-
stead of walls. One evening—it was twilight—
1 was sitting alone . my room, wusing some-
what despondingly on the ill success that had so
far attended my eflorts 1n regard to the business
that brought me from Spain. 1 did not observe
that night bad come og—m fact, { was in such a
mood, that the light of even a rush would have
been intolerable to me — until I sas arrested
from mny abstraction by a murmur of voices in
the adjointng room. My [irst 1mpulse was to
get up and stir about, that whoever they were
spealring, might koow they were in danger of
being overbeard ; but an instant after I re.
cogoised the voice of Lord Hugh Maguire, and
heard him pronounce your name distinctly, and
n a manner which led me very justly to suppose,
that be was planoing some evil agaiost you., I
remained perlectly silent, for, believe me, Miss
Abern, T bad sufficient reason to distrust that
man m relation to yourself. Then I overheard
the outlines of a wvile plot; their s..ares were
cuaningly spread, and you were to bave been the
victim. I thought, and could rcarcely restrain
myselt, that 1 would face him—charge lim with
his base designs, and chbastise lim as he deserved,
but for certain reasons, my hands were ed, and
I could do no more than warn you. You know

. me, and { regard

his honor as my own.  But now we must on, al=

though T would, like a muser, prolong these mo-

ments, it I dared penl your safety so fur, for you

will not be safe from pursuit, until we are beyond

tke boundaries of Ulster ; and a hostile meeting

with Lord Hugh Magure would be ruinous to

my plans and Desmond’s prospects.’

An bour’s rapd travel brought them to the

regular mail-coach road, and to the ino where the

coach changed horses, where Don Enrique hired

2 trusled person to take the horses back to Fer-.
maeagh, ihe day following. Eilen had scarcely

recovered from ber [atigue when the coach came

along, and they were obliged to resume their

journey. Travelling day and might, they arnived
at Cork sooner then Ellen had anticipated ; und

it was with no small degree of interest that she
locked out on the various buldings and other oh=
jects of attraction, as the coach passed through
the streets of the eity that she supposed was to

be her future home. They took a cab at the
hotel, and drove to the address of Father M’Ma-
Loa’s sister, but they were informed by a servat
who came to the door, that the good lady had
died suddenly three days before, and was just
huried, and she couldat invite them 1n, because
she was lelt 1o charge of the premises uatil the

beir—a grandson—arrived. And the woman shat
the door.

the rest.’

¢ I could not believe in such wickedness, I
thought such things were to be found only in
plays and romances, and T was incredulons and
doubtful, until subsequent events confirmed what
you had told me,’ said Ellen Abern, with quiver-
g 1 ps.

¢ And now; Miss Abera, while we rest here a
momeat longer, 1_will lft the veil of mystery
that envelops me, so far as to confide to your
sacred keeping a secret which will astomsh you
by its strangeness. You have heard of Desmond
Magwire, who, 1t was said, had died in a foreign

country. I mean the step-brother of Lord
Hugh.?
‘Yes! What of him® cried Ellen Ahern,

with almost breatlless interest.

¢ Desmond Maguire, Lord of Fermanagh, and
Baron of Glenraille, is at this moment hving.—
1 am bis friend, aud have vowed to give myself
no rest until 1 succeed in discovering the two
agenis who were employed to effect his destruc-
tion, so that his step-brother, the preseut lord,
would fall heir to tke title and estates. It de-
pends on their evidence, whether or no, he will
be able to establish a legal claim to his mherit-
ance.

¢ Merciful God! Thy ways are past finding
out!” exclaimed Ellen Ahern, whose counten-
ance had become irradiated with o sudden and
Jopful glow. ¢ And have you succeeded, Senor
Gion ¥ :

¢Ne. Tam almost hopeless of doingso, I
bave traversed Ireland in hopes of finding these
two people, but hitherto all my efforts have been
[ruitiess: and I am now on my way back to
Spain, to constlt with my friend, whose heart
seems of late, wore than ever set on regaining
kis pame aod estates, Meanwhile, Miss Akern,
—eXcuse my egotism; Which may seem to you,
perbaps, mingled with somewhat of vamty —it
will please me hereafier, when X am far distan®
from you, to bave you think of me 1n connection
Wil my [riend, as his equal 1n birth, and sprang
from as noble aod princely a stock, albeit my
ancestors were Spaowh and his Irish. This
wuch for myself, and vow, lady, no Palladin ot
older: times ever guarded treasure commitled to
s keeping, with more devout care, than I wili
guard you, unlil I consiga you to those who ex-
pect you, after which, L shall re-commence y
wanderings.’ ’

¢ May the sants speed and succor you, Senor
Giron P said Ellen Abern, m a jow voice, while
the color faded trom her cheeks. ¢I thank you
immeasurably for confiding these strange tidings
to me. Much that perplexed and troubled e
is now explamed. T caonot tell you how heavy
a load s lifted away from my heart for
you know,’ she added, fearful thac she had be-
traged the interest be had awakened in her
beart: ¢ my cousin should regain his inherit-
doce, the pocr people of Fermanagh would at
lzst fiad jusuce, and everythiag would be restor-
ed to a belter state. Ob, I shall hope, and pray
without ceasing, for its accomplishment ! 1t will
vrighten up the ways of my life even to think of
1t—but, perhaps—is be——you say you know my
cousin Desmond—will he realise my bean ideal ?
Is be worthy of his name and race ? would he be
apt fo remedy existing evils 7 '
‘Yes I’ said Dou- Enrique, deliberately and
earnestly, ‘ you may bave faith ia him for that.
He has been harshly schooled, and his trials have
raugot bun tbe science- of self-command, of
charity, and many other things, which 1t is ab-
solutely necessary for those to know, who are to
have the governmeot of the interests and wel-
fare of others in their baods.’. . ~ '
- ¢ You.seem to love ‘your friend with
mon love ¥ no

no com-:

‘burried - by, wrapping

able in their; rags:aud ;

* What do you wish done, Miss Abern? I
am at your service,’ said Don Earique, in a tope
of respectful sympathy, as every lineament of
Ellen’s face indicated the struggle and shock
that were coclending together in her heart.

¢ It is God’s holy will, I humbly believe, she
said, at last. ‘1 have been thinkiog of it for
weeks. Drive dowa to the quays, Seaor Giron,
and let us inquire 1f there is an American vessel,
homeward bound, there.’

¢ What do you mean, Miss Abern?’ he asked,
in bewddered astonishment. _

‘ Just what I say. [ shall go to America,’ she
repled, with a quiet air of determination, which
left no room for hesitativn. ¢ Tiere I shall find
a safer shelter—al least until better times. My
determination is unalterable, and 13 gawled, I be-
he;e,, by a Divime Prowidence, for some good
end.

‘But what friends bave you there, in that
strange [and 2’ be said.

¢ Almighty God and our Blessed Lady are in
the New World, as well as bere. Taere I shali
fiud churches, altars, and holy men and sacred
cloisters, whose inmates will pity aod befriend
me. Oh never fear—the Catholic can find safe
and true friends whorever tis Fartn fourishes,?
she said, wilh a look of sunshine. I shall cer-
tainly go.’

Unwillog to aid 1a what he considered so wild
a plav, yet feeling that he had no right to re-
strain her, Dou Enrique could only do her bid-
ding, and proceed to the quays, at one of winch
be found a vessel, the ¢ Sea Mew,’ bound to Bak-
limore, taking 1 cargo, which wonld sa)l in ap
hour’s time, as the wind was fair, from her moor=~
ings. The accommodutions were good, and one
or two respectable females had engaged passage
in ber, and were already on board. The captaie
was a man past bis prine—a regular Yankee—
with Ins eyes about bim, and up to everythiug in
bis profession, and out of it, who assured Ellen
that he would spare no paws to make her voyage
pleasant, and inquired ¢if her baggzage was
aboard ¥ )
‘1 am gomng for it now, and will return in 2
ball hour, was her ready reply. ¢ You know,
she whispered to Don Eunnique, with a marry
laugh, *that I bave none. You must tell the
cabman to drive to a linen drajer’s, I must do
some shopping.’
¢ Can | not dissuade
have yet time 7
‘ lmpossible. My course is marked out, as
wild as it may seem to you, May 1 beg .the
favor of you, to write to my relauve, Sir Eadhna
Avers, and to Father McMahou; tell them
whither I am bound, and give my heart’s best,
truest Jove to them.’ e

‘Have you ao message for your kinsman in
Spaw P , L
¢ My love. Tell him, too, that I shall . pray
constantly for his entire success; and when I
hear of hi taking possession in his owa right, of
his estates, I shali come back.’
¢ Yes; undoubtedly you shall,’.sard Don Eg-
rique, in a low tone ;¢ but here isa shop,” Allow.
me to assist you out .

you, ‘Miss Ahern? You

NEW HOME IN
_ WORLD. _ S
It was near the close of a bleak November
day. A cold, misty rain had been steadily fall- -
iag since early 1. the' morning, and everyibing
bad been saturated. with. moisture, and wore & -
dismal .aspect. Pedestrians shivered «asthey: .

! -  ‘their cloaks - aiid “ahawls:
more closely ' ahout them ; and.a group of “the; -
forlorn ckildren of the street; looking very misery!
beggary, sought shelter; ..

CHAPTER XIl, — A THE MEwW

under some trees that:lined - the': sidewalk;ifromy’ . °
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