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NELLIE NE

OR,
ONE OF THE TRANSPLANTED.

By the aather of ! Wild Times’ * B ind Agaeae; ete.

CHAPTER 1.

The stream which divides Lhe county of Dub-
ha from that of Meath runs part of ils course
through a pretty rock strewn, furze-blossoming
valley, crowned at ifs western end by the ruins
of a castle, which, in the days of Cromweli, be-
longed to one of the great families of the Pale—
the Eoglish-Irish, as they were usually called,
io order to distinguish them from the Ceitic
race, n whose land they had cast therr for-
{unes.

A narrow windiog path leads from the castle
to the stream below, and down this there came,
one cold January morning, in the year of the

- great Tzish ¢ traneplantation,’ a young girl, wrept

1 a hooded mantle of dark cloth, which, stroog
as 1t was, seemed barely sulficient to defend her
trom the heavy night fogs still rolling through

! the valley, banging on rock and bush and castle-

" turcet in a fantastic drapery of clouds, aad then

falling back upoo the earth in a mist as persistent,
and quite as drenching, as an actual down pour
of raio counld passibly have proved. Following
the course of the zipZig stream, as, balf hidden
in furze and bramble, it made its way eastward
to the sea,a short ten minutes’ wall brought her
to a low hut (it could hardly he called a house,)
bult agamst & jutting rock, which formed in all
probabilty the back wall of the tenement.—
Here she paused, aod after tappmng lightly on
the door, as a signal to 1s mmmates, she turned,
and throwing back the hood which had hitherto
cozcealed ber features, gazed sadly up and down
the valley. In spite of the fog mists and the cold,
the spot was indeed lovely enough in itself to
deserve an admring glance, evea from oae al

ready famihar with its beauty ; but in those dark
eyes, beary, as it seemed, with unshed tears,
there was far less of admiration than of the long-
1ag, mstful gaze of one who [elt she was looking
ber last upon a scene she loved, and was trying,
therefore, to imprint upoo her memory even the
miputest of its featuress TFor a moment she
sulfsred her eyes to wander thue, from the clear,
bright stream floming ramdly at her feet to the
double line of fantastic. irregularly.cut rocks
which, crowped with patches of gorse and fern,
shut out the valley from the world beyond as
completely as 1t it bad heeo meant to form a
geparate kingdom in itself; and then, at last,
slowly, and as if by a strong aod painful effort of
the will, she glanced toward the spot wiere the
castle stood, with its tall, square towers cut in
sharp and strong relief agajost the gloomy back-
ground of the sky. A “firm and fearless look

ing keep’ 1t was—as the hahitation of one who,
come of an invading race, bad to hold s owa
asamst all in-comers, had need to be—but while
it roge boldly from a shoulder of cut juiting
rock, ke the guardian fortress of the ulen, the
little village which nestled at its foot—the mill
which turned merrily to the music of ite bright
stream, the smooth terrace and Ibe dark woods
immediately around it—the rich graziog lands,
with their berds of cattle, which streiched tar
away as the cye could reach beyond—all seemed
to indecate that its owner had beer so long set-
tled on the spot as to have learned at last to look
upon it rather as his rightfol inberitance than as
a gilt of conquest. Castled keep aod merry
mill, trees and cattle and cultivated fields, the
gir) seemed (o take all in, 1p that long, mournful
gaze which she cast upon them ; but the thoughts
and regrets which they forced upon her, growiog
1o bitterness as she dwelt upon them, became at
Jast too strong for calm endurance, and, throw-
g herself down upon her knees upon the cold,
damp eartl, she covered her face with both ber
hands, and burst into a passionate fil of weeping.
Her sobs must have roused up the wmates of
tbe hut ; for almost immediately afterward the
door was csutiously “unclosed, and an Bacient

: darne, with a large colored handkerchief cover-

ing her gray hairs, and tied under her chin, even
as ber descendants wear it to this hour, peeped
out, with an evideat resolve to see as much and
be a8 ittle seen as possible in reture, by the per-
son who lad, at tbat undue hour, disturbed
ber quiet slumbers. - The moment, however, ste
. diseovered who it was that was weepiog there,
all thoughts of selfish fear seemed to vanish from
her. snnd, and with a wild cry, 1 which love and

I grief and sympathy were mimgled, as only an Lrish

cry can mix them, she flung her strong, bony
arms around the girl, aad exchimed, io Insh, 2
language with which—we may as well, once for
all, remark—the ‘proud lords of the Pale were
quite conversant, usiog. it not oaly as a medium

of communication with therr Irisk dependents,.

but by preference to English, in; thewr fambar
miercourse with each other, and for-which rea-
son, while we endeavor io give the old lady’s
conversation verbutun, as far as diom snd 1deas
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i are concerned, we have ventured to omtt all the
 mispronunciations and bad grammarisms, which,
! whether on the stage or m a navel, are nghtiy
lor wrongly considered te be the one thirg
i needed toward the true delineation of the char-
| acter, whatever the rank or educating of the -
i disideal thus put on the scene wmay happen io
be.

' +O my darhog, my darling,’ cried the old wo
"max, almost hftiog the gl by mam force from
ithe ground ; *my hearU’s blood, a-cushla ma-
: ehree, what are you doing down there upor the
damp grass, (sure it will be the death of yovu, 1t
wiil,) with the morning fog wrapping round you
like a curtain? Is there anything wrong wp
there at the castle ? or what is 1t at all, ar ah,
that brings you down here before the sun has
bad time to say * Good-morrow’ to the tree-
toys ¥

¢ O Grannie, Grannie !” sobbed the girl, ¢ bave
you not heard ? do you not know already 7 It
was Lo say goad-by —I could wot go without i,
Grannte. I pever shall see you again—perhaps
nerer.

Pity, and love, acd sympathy, all beaming a
rmoment before upon the face of the old hag,
chanped as iostantaneously, asif by magre, to
an expression of wild hatred, worthy the features
of a conguered savage.

It 18 true, thea ! she cried ; ©it s true what
1 heard last night ! wnat [ heard—but wouldu’
helieve, Miss Nellie, if you were not here to the
fore to say it to me yourself. Ttis irue that
they are for robbing the old master of bis own;
and that them murderivg Cromwellians—my
black curse on every mother’s son of them—’

But before she could bring her denunciation
to its conclusion, the girl had put her hand upon
ber mouth, and, with terror written on every
feature of her face, exclaimed —

¢ Hush, Grannte, hush, For Chrnist and ks
sweet Mother's sake, keep quiet! Remember
such words have cost many an honest man s
lite ere now, and G)d alone can tell who
may or may pol be within heariag at thbis mo-
ment.

She caught the old woman by the arm as she
spoke, dragging rather than leading ber into the
cottage. Oace there, however, aud with the
door carefuliy closed bebmd her, she made no
scruple of yielding to the anguish which old
Grannie’s lamentations bad rather sharpened tbac
allayed, and sitting down upon a low settle, suf-
fered ber tears to fow m sleoce. Grannme
squatted berself down on the ground at ber feet,
and swaying her body backward and forward
after the fashion of her pecple, broke out once
more 1nto vociferous lementations over the fallea
fortunrs of ber darling,

¢ O« hone, ochone ! that the young May mora
g of my darhog’s hfe (waich ought to be as
bright as God’s dear skies above us) should be
clouded over this way like.a black Nevember’s/!
Woeis me ! woe 15 me! that I should bave
hived to sea the day when the old slock is to ve
rooted out as if 1t was a worthless weed for the
sake of a set of beggarly rapscaliicns. who have
only come to Ireland, may be, because therr own
land (my beavy curse on it, for the heavy hand
it has ever and always laid on us) waso’t big
enough to hold ther wickedness.”

It was in perfect ucconsciousness and good
faith that old Granme thus spoke of Nelhie and
her family as of the old stock of the counlry—a
fevorite expression” lo this day among people of
ber class 1o Ireland.

The Eughst descendants of Ireland’s first in-
vaders had, i fact, as years rolled by, and even
while proudly assertiog their own claims as Eog
liskmen, so thoroughly identified themselves, both
by intermarrioges and the adoption of language,
dress, and manoers, with the Celtic patives of
the soil, that the latter, ever ready, too ready,
for their own interests perhaps, to be won by
kindness, bad ended by transferring to them the
clannish feeling once given to thesr owa rulers,
and fought o the days we speak of under the
stapdard of a De Burgh or a Fuzgeraid as
heartily and bitterly against Cromwell’s soldiers
as if an O'Neil or a MacMurrough bad led them
to the combat. To Nellie Netiervilie, there-
fore, the sympatby and wdignatien of old Granie
seemed quite a8 much a matter of course as if
the blue blood coursing through her vews bad
been derived from a Cellic chieliain wstead of
from an old Norman baron of the days of King
Heory, Nellie was, moreover, connected with
the old woman by a tie which in those days was
as strong, and even stronger than that of race;
for the English of the - Pale have adopted in its
most comprebensive -sense the Irish system of
fosterage, and Grannie, baving acted as foster-
\nother to Nellie’s father, was to all intents. and
purposes, as devoted Lo the person of his daugh.
ter as if she bad been 1n very deed a grandchild
of her own. - . - L

Bat natural as such sympathy might bave

wounded feelings, it was yet clothed in such dan-
gerous laoguage that 1t bad an affect upon Neilie

seemed, and soathing 8s no doubt it was to her-
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the very opposite of that which under any otber
circumstances, it might have been expected to
produce, It reealled her to the necessity of
self-pnssession, and consciovs (hat she must com- !
mand her own feelings if sbe hoped to control
those of ber warm hearted dependent, she deli-
berately wiped the teart from her eves, and rose
from the cettle unon which she had flung herself, |
ouly a lew miputes hefore, n an uacontrolled
agony of grief.  Wheo she felt that she had
thoroughly rzstered her own emouen, she drew
old Granme toward her, made her sit down oo
the stool she herself Liad just vacated, and, koeel
ing down beside her, saud ia a tone of commaad |
whigh contrasted oddly, yet prettily enowgh with
the ehild-like attitude assumed for the purpose of
giving 1t 2 :

¢You must not say such things, Gronny, |
farbd it.  Now and for ever [ forbid it ! You
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was married in Ireland, to be more Irish than the
Trish themselves, then, I promse you, every vein
in our hearts warmed toward her,and on the
dav of her commg home there waso’r,if you'll
believe me, a man, woman, or child, within ten
tuiles of Netterrille, who didn’t go out to meet
her, until, what with 1he shouting and 1he hust.
ling, she began to thnk, (the creature,) as she
has often told me since, that it was gomg to
mass: cre her, may be. that they were ; for sure,
until the day she first saw the young master, it
was nothmng but tales upoa tales she had heard
of how the wild [nsh were worse than the sava-
ges themselves, and Low murder and robbery
were as common and as little thonght of witl us
as daisies 10 the spring time. Aoy way, it she
thought that for a momeat,she didn’t thiok it loog ;
for when she faced round upon uws at the eastle
gates, standing between her hutband and her

must not say such things. They can neither
help us nor save us sorro's, and they meght cost |
your lile, old woman, if any evil-designiog person
heard them.’ ;
¢ My life, my life ! eried old Graanie passion-
ately. * And tell me, acushla, what is the value
of ray life to me, if all that made 1t pleasan! to
my beart is to be taken trom me? Ifavec’t I
seen your father, whom T narsed at this breast
catit (God pardon me!) Iloved him as well or
better than them that were seat to me for my !
own portion 7—baven’t T seen hir: brought back
here for a bloody burial m the very flower of his
days ? and didn’t T lead the keening over him at
the self-same moment that I knew my own pour
boy was lyiog stilf and stark on the battle—fieid,
where be had fallen (as well became him) in the
detence of his own master 7  And now you come
and tell me that you—you who are all thatis
left me n the wide world, you bave been the
very pulse of my heart ever since you were in
the cradle—that you aod the old lord are 1o be
driven out of your own kingdom, and sent, Gad
only knows where, into banishment— (him ao old
man of seventy, and you a slip of a girl that was
only fjesterdsy, so to speak, in your purse’s
arms)—and you would have me keep quier,
would you 7 You'd have me belie the thought
of my beart with a sming face ?—and all tor
the sake of a little longer hfe, forsooth! Troth,
a-lanpab, T bave had a good taste of that same
life already, and % oot so sweet { found it, that
T would go as far as the river to fetch another
sup of it. Not so sweet—not so sweet,” moaued
the oid woman, rocking bersell backward and
forward in tume to the inflection of her voice—
* not so sweet for the loce widow woman, with
barely a roof above her bead and not a chick or
chld (when you are out of 1t) for comfort or for

father ia law, [the old lord himself.] we gave her
a cheer that might have been heard from this to

| Tredagh, if the wind had set that way ; and

thongh she didn’t then understand the ¢ Cead
mille-fuilthe lo your ladyship P that we were
shouting in nur Irish, she was cote enough at ali
events to guess by our eyes and faces what oer
tongues were saying. And that wasa’t all,? con
tinued Grantie, growing more and more garru-
lous as she warmed to her theme ; ¢ that waset
all neither, for when the people were so tired
they could shout no more, and quet was re
stored, she whispered soraething 1o the young
master ; and what do you thiok he dul, my dear,
but led ber night down ta the place where me
and my son [his own foster-brother, that’s gone.
God rest hun ! ] were standing in the crowd, and
shie put out her prelty white band and sad, it
was the first and last ime that ever I liked the
sound of the Eoghsh,] ¢ It is you then, that was
my husband’s foster-mother, 1sn’t it ¥ Aad says
I, in her awn tongue, for T had picked up Eng~
hish enough at the casile for that, * Please your
fadyship, [ am, and this is the boy says I, pul-
ling my own boy forward—for be was shy like,
and bad stepped a little backward when she
vame pear—* this is the boy that slept with
Master Gerald? [that was the master, you know,
boney] ¢ ou my breast.’?

¢« Well, then,’ said she, giving one han.t te me
and the other to my boy, ° remember 1t 15 wiib
my foster brother T mean to fead out the danc
ing to night;” and troth, my pet, she was as good
as her ward, and not a sou! would she dance
with, for all the fine lords and gentlemen who
had come to the wedding, until she had footed uf
for a good balf-hour at least with my Andie.—
Ah! them were times indeed, my jewel,’ the old
crone quernlously wound up her cbrooicle by
sayiag, * and to think that I should bave lived to

coaxing I’ .

Granme bad poured forth this harangue with
ali the eloquent volubility of her Irish Lieart and
tongue, and though Nellie had made mere than
one effort for the purpose, she had Intherte found
it qute impossible to cbeck ber. Want of
breath, bowever, silenced her at last, and thes
ker foster-child took advantage of the lull 1n the
storm to say:

¢ Dear old Gramnie, do not talk so sadly. I
will love and think ¢f you every. day,even
that tar-off West to which we are exiled. And
1 forgot to say, moreover, that my dear mother
1s to remain here for some montbs longer, and
will be ready (as she ever 18} to give help and
comfort to ali that need it, and to you, of course,
dear Graonie, more thao to all the rest - you
whom sbe looks upon afmost as the mother of
her dead husband.’

s Ready to give help! Ay, that in (roth she
is,” quoth Grannie. * God bless ber lor a sweet
and gentle soul, that never did aught buc what
was good and kind to any one ever since she
came among us, and that will be eigbteen years
come Christmas twelvemonth, Ochone! but
them were merry times, a-lanoah !—loog bhefore
you were born or thaught of. God pity you
that you have burst nto blossom in such weary
days as these are.)”

¢ Merry ttmes? 1 suppose they were,’ said
Nellie good-naturedly, teysng to lead poor Gran-
nie’s thovghts back to the good old tunes when
she was youong and happy. ¢ Tell me about it
gow, dear Grraonie, (my mother’s comiogz home,
I mean,) that [ may amuse myself by thinkiog it
all over again, when I am far away i the loge
West, and no good old Granoie to ge and have
a gossip with when T am tired of my own com-
pany.’

¢ Why, you see, Miss Nellie, and you mustn’t
be offended if I say it said Graonme eagerly,
seizing oo this new turn pivea to herideas ; © we
weren’t* too well pleased at first to hear that the
young master was to be wedded in foreign parts,
and some of us were eyen bold enough to ask if
there weren’t girls fawr enougl, ay, and good
enough-too, for that matter, for - him in Treland,
‘that be must needs bring a Saxon to resga over'
us! 'However, when the old lord, up yonder at
the castle, came down and told us how she had
sent bim word that, for ali ehe had the misfor-

see the day when the youog master’s fathzr and
the master’s child are to be hunted out of ther
own hy a Cromwellian upstart with fus ¢ huddagh
Sassenachs,” [Saxon clowns. | lke so many
blood- hounds at bis heels, te ride over us rough—
shod ?

So far the young gir! had ® seriously inclined Ler
ear’ ie listen, partly to scothe old Granpie’s griet
by suffering 1t to flow over, and partly, perbaps,
because her own mind, exhau<ted by present suf
ferings, found some unconscious relief i letting
itself be carried hack to these bhright Gavs when
tha sun of worldly praspenity still highted up their
home. 'Fne instant, however, that the old wo-
man began, with all the terocity of a half tamed
nature, to pour out denunciations on the foes
who had wrought her ruin, she checked the dao-
gerous indulgence of her feelings by saying :

¢ Hush, dear Granme, and listen to me. My
mother is to stay here unhl May, [so much grace
they have seea fit to do us,} 1 order that she
may collect our stock and gather such of our
people together as may choose to fullow us int
exile.” \t \(‘\ {i ".\{)

¢ Then, may be, she”l take me, cried old
Gracme suddenly, her withered face lightiag up
icto an expression of bope and joy 1hat was
touching to beheld. ¢ May be she’ll 1ake me,
a-lapnab

Nellie Netterville eyed Graopie wistfally.—
Nothiog, in fact, would she have better hked
than to have taken that old relic of bappier days
wilh her to ber exile; but old, decrepid, bowed
by grief as well as years,as Grannie was, il
would have been folly, even more tban cruelty.
to have suflered her to offer herself for Con~
naught transplantation. Tt would have been,
howerver, but a thankless office to have explained
this is as many words; so Nellie only said:—
¢ When tie ime comes, dear old woman, when
the time comes, it will be soon enough to talk
abont it then ; that i3 to sav,if you are suil] able
and willing for the veniure.’

said Grannie emroestly. ¢But why not go at
once with you, my darling? The mstress is
the mistress surely'; but blood is . thicker than
water, and aren’t you the child of the man that I
suckled on (s bosom? * Why oot go at onee
with you?’ - .

upe to be Eoglish born, she meant, once she

¢ T think 1t is too late} in tbe year for you—

-a-baind of those iron-handed,

~No. 15

too cold—too wrelcbed ; and, besides, we are
ouly to take ope servant with ue, and of conrse
1t must be a man,’ said Nellie, not even feeling
a femptation to smile at the blind zeal which
prompted Grannie to offer herself, with ber axty
years and her rheumatic limbs, to the unprofitable
post of bower—maiden in the wilderness. €It
would not do to alter our arrangements now,’ she
coatinued gently ; * but when springs comes, we
will see what can be done; and, in the mean
time, you mast go as often as you can to the
castle to cheer my dear motber with a littie
chat. Promise me that you will, dear Grannie 3
for she mill be sad enough and lonely epough, I
promise you, this poor mother, and nothing will
help her so much in ber desolatica as to talk with
you of those dear absent ones, who well she
knows are ahoost as precious to you as they can
be to hersell.  And now T must begone—I must
wdeed ! T could not go in peace without seeing
you once more, and so I stole out while ali the
rest of the world were sleeping ; but now the
sur 1s high m the beavens, and they will be look-
ing for me at the castle. Good by, dear Gran~
nie, good by !’

Sobbing as 1t bher heart would hreak, Nellje
ftang her arms round the old womn’s neck ; but
Granae, with a wild cry of mingled grief and
love, slipt through her embraces aad ilung her-
self at her feet, Nelire raise I her gently, placed
her once more upoa Yhe settle, and not daring to
trust herself to another word, walked str:;:nht
E“t of the cottage, and closed the door behind

er,

CHAPTER Il.

The sun had by this time nearly penetrated
through the beavy tog, which had buog smce
early dawn like a veil ovar the valley; and Just
as Nellie reacked the foot of the path leading’
straight up to the castle, 1t fairly broke through
every obstacle, and cast a gleam of wintry sune
shine on her face. That face once seen was not
one eauly to be forgoiten. The features were
ahpogt, aod yet not guite classic, n their beauty
gaining 11 expression what they lost in regu:
tarity ; and the frequent mingling by intermar«
riages of Celtic blood with that of her old Nors
man race, had given Nellie that most especial
characterishe of Irish beauty, harr black snd
gloasy as the raven's wing, wits eyes blue as the
dark, double violet, and looking ever bluer and
darker than than they were by pature, through
the abundance of the long, silken lashes’tbe uage
cplnr as her bowr, which (ringed them. ' She car-
ried ber small, beautifully formed head with the
grace anJ s‘pirit of a young antelope, and there
was something of firmness even in the elastic
lightoess of her movemeats, which gave an tdea
of eoergy and decision, not paturally to be looked
for in one 30 yonag aond girlish both aste form
and feature. Her tight~fitting robe of dark and
strong material, though evideotly merely adopted
for the convemence of travelliog, rather set off
than flerracte«! from the beauly ot her form : and
over it hung lbat loog, loose maatle of blye (’:l'otb |
which seems, time out of mmnd, to bave been ;
favorite garment with the Irish. Tt was fastened
at the throat by a brooch of gold, curious and
va:luahle even then for its evident aotiquity ; and
with its broad, graceful folds falling to her feet
and Hs hood drawn forward over her bead ant;:
throwing her sweet, sad face somewbat"mta
shadow, gave her at that moment, as the sun
spone down upnn ber, the very look and expres.
sion of a Mater Dolorosa,

Ten minutes’ rapid walking up a
looked more like an lrrefuln': stapl?'.l::'s:h::}:
through rock and turf-mould than a way worg gras
dually by the pressure of men’s feet, brought her
to the pfatform upea which the eastle stood.

Moated and circumvallated toward the south
and west, which were not easy of access from the
flat lands beyond, Netterville was comparahv;lv
defencele-s on the side from whence Nelli now
approached 1t ; its bulders and inhabitapts hay-
g evidently considered the deep stream and

valley which 'ay bepeath as a sufic
tion agaiost lbeir enemures. cleat protec-

The great gate stood looking ez
Nellie could see from the spot shereszz:rg;l?:g
that all the preparations for ber approacbing‘
Jouraey were alnost completed. A couple of
sorry-looking nags, {garrans, the Irish would have
called thew,] one wiub a pillion firmly fixed be-
hind the saddle, were betog led slowly up and
down in readiness for their riders. Littie sore
rowful groups of the Irish dependents of the
famity stood here and there upon the terrices
waiting [faithful (o the last as they ever.were. m.
those days] to give ove parting glance. and. one

sorrowful Jong F i It one
* Willing enough at all events, God knows,’{ ong farewcll o their deposed chieftein

and his heiress;.and a liitle. further off &

‘ DEPRAAR She tAITE. I : lurther. off, like, .. -
hawks hoveriog around. their prey, llpight;ﬁef’é;en':"-- :
iron bearted men'in. ;..
whose favor . the transplantation. of : the ,p;:es"ei:'tf.h

owners of the s0jl” had 'been, decreed, and . :
bad" been ‘set “there, bill (o watch .-;n'a..haﬁ%%‘ff ‘
enforce departure, should anything like evasion -

Gr reststance be attempted. Something ‘very - B




