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YOL. XVII.

ELLEN AHERN;
OR, _
THE POOR COUSLN.

CcAPTER XVL.—(Continued.)

Eilen Abern and Therese, with Cato at hand,
kept watch in the room adjoming Mr. Wardell’s,
that they might .be in readine:s on the sbortest
potice to render any assistance the medical wen
way require. But he stil remained in a coma-
tose state, scarcely breathing, and only giving
endence of life by an occasional spasmodic
twitchiog of his eyehds. Therese had sobled
perself 1o sleep avcut midmght, exhausted with
the excess of emotion siae had endured through-

out the day : and Eilen Ahern sat listeaing with

strained ears for every sound that came from tbe
sick room—the soft, cautious tread uf the physi-
cians as Lbey passed to and from the bedside of
their patient, and their low, earnest whispering
when they consuited iogether oa bis case.—
Quce or twice she glided noselessly 1o to ack
bow Mr, Wardell was, and inquire \f there was
apything that she conld do, but no change bad
taken place and her services were not peeded, so
sbe returned to resume her lopely vigils and
carpest prayers beside Therese. Tt bad been
thougbt best tot to nform Mrs. Wardell of the
i'lness of ber son, ber own state being so precari

cus that 1 was feared that tie shock apd apx -

1ely togetker might kill her: and 3s the physi-
cians had not abandoved all hope of relieving
im, 1t was deemed judicious to postpone mpart-
ing bus illness to her until it could be ascertained
wilh some certainty whetber life or deata would
epsue. Accustomed for many years to not see-
ing her svn for days together, when he was more
than ordinartly engrossed with business, and car-
ing but litile for the company of Ellen Abern or
Therese, sbe remained quite 1gnorant of the great
sorrow with which the bouse was full : and felr,
withal, no little relief at being left once more to
berselt. Her room was too remote from the
{ront of the house to hear the continual stir aed
muffled sounds from it ; and her curse, who was
a quiet, prudent person, had received strict or-
ders to .mention nothing to ber,

Famt luminous streaks in the sky, and the pal-
1ag of eastera constellations, as tbey dipped down
towards the horizon, sanouaced the approach of
day dawn. Snow had fullen heavily during the
uight, and ay drifted o great piles along the
sidewstks, winle the porth-west wind, which bad
arisen and swept the clouds from the heavens,
still roved and shrieked through the deserted
otreets. Ellep Abe:n still knelt beside Therese,
pleading aud importuniug Heaven that the lfe
ot ber bepefactor might be spared ; spared only
long enough—if bis days were indeed numbered
—=to attend to the affairs of -his soul and receive
the Sacraments. Everythiog was bushed and
silent, except when a sound, half seb ball sigh,
arose from the breast of the sleeping child, or
a glowing coal crumbled and fell i sparkling
fragmeats 1hrough the hars of the grate. Sud-
denly, she heard a low wdisunct murmur of
voices wn the sick room ; she sprasg lightly to
her feet and listened. She heard Mr. Wardell’s
voice, and flew to the door just n time to bear
him say, w a fretied, drowsy tone, as if just
roused from s deep sleep:—¢ What are you
sbout n room at this hour ? Then they told
him who they were,and that be had been very
ill, offering at the same time tke remedies and
nourishmeot they bad prepared tor hm. And
be thaked God that he was spared—thanked
Him in simple and brief words that He granted
him 2 return of bis faculties, and tume to com-
plete his unfimshed task. Tbeo, with the docility
of a child, swallowed what his pbysiciags offered
him. After restiog a moment, and suryeyicg
his left band, which lay heavy and Iifeless beside
him, with a curious and uoreadable glance, be
asked that ¢ Muss Ahero be sent for.

¢ My dear sir, quiet is imperalively necessary
for you,? observed the doctor, o

¢'Of body or mind, sir 2’ he asked, in his old
caustic way.

¢ Both, air, it possible ; but particularly quiet
of mnd.?

¢ Then, sir, I must see Miss Abern. T havea
great stake in living. Believe me, I shall do
nothing to increase the odds against me. Send
tor her.

In another moment Elien - Abern was by his
bedside,, us lifeless hand folded 1o botn of bers :
and, while tears sireamed -over ber cheeks, she
told bim in a low, genlle voice, how glad she
was that he wes hetler. .

¢ Thank you, Miss Ahern. T have sometbing
to'say to you. Wil you do me a favor 7

- With all my heart, sir.” _ o

- ¢Very:good. - Lean over here. ‘I am as fee-
ble as-a'child. Go to-your room, wrap yoursell
. up’warm, and make Cato take a lantern and go
! with you, without losing a moment, to the church
i 1 Crm— street, and rouse’ up the old Father
who rfficiates 1herel: 'Lell him tbat a dyng man
awails his presence—the same who was with him
on——, Waalis to-day ¥ o

 ing a stroke.

!

¢ Thursday, sir.”

* Tuesday might—~he’ll remember,’ said Mr.,
Wardell, in his usual quick, umperative way.

¢I will go this 10stant I replied Ellen Ahern,
scarcely able to restrain her joy; ¢ meantime,
3ir, 1nvoke the aid of Mary, concerved without
sin.’ Theo, pressing his hand, she weast with a
quiet, light step to do his bidding. She found
Cato at bis master’s door, and told him that be
was better, and wished im ta accompany her
with a lantern to C—— street, on an errand
which admitted of no delay. The faithful fel-
low, crying and sobbing with joy—for he was
deeply attached to the man he had served over
tweoly years, and from whom be had received
nothing but kindeess—was sooa ready, and they
started on their darksome way. Io some places
the drifts of snow were impassable for so slight
a form as Eilen Ahern’s, and 1t was only by be-
1og lifted Jike a child in Cato’s strong arms and
carried through them, that she was able to pro-
ceed. Then the wind threatened to take her off
her feet several times, aond she was glad to cling
by the frail clasp of her hands to the negros
burly arm. They met one of the pight wateh
who was gowg the last round on s beat, who
challenged them and demznded their business out
at that hour.

¢t We’s gwine to  Church) replied Cato,
surlily. -

¢ We are going to seek a priest for a person
who 15 dangerously il added Ellen Abera.

¢ A pniest, the mischief I* growled the watch-
map, holding up his lantern 1o wnspect them: ‘a
white oman and a migger! Come ’lopg to the
watch-house ; ou’re arter no good, I’ll swear.)

¢ Do not detain us, I implore you,” said Eilen
Ahern, earnestly ; ¢ We are members of Mr.
Wardell’s faimly ; be 1s extremely ill, and this is
his servant,’

¢ Mr. Wardell! Yes, I heard about hus bav-
How is he miss?” said the man,
who was inspired with respect at the sound of
that great name, and also hy Ellen’s appearance
and earoestness,

* Shahtly better, but extremely ill yet? she
replied moving ov.

¢ Dl go with you, miss ; some of my comrades
might think it their duty to stop ye; you know
there is a great deal of deviliry going on 10 this
place. Why it was ooly ’totber night we took
up a gal that bad a bag full ot burglar’s tools
uader her sbawl, and she wasn’t a gal after all,
only a fellow dressed up like one. Next night,
we grabbed a man tother cide of the bridge
running for life, be was jiogliog of something in
a green bag that be carried, and ’twas a good
bit afore we caught up with hin, and when we
did—ba, ba, ba ! it makes me laugh many a time
since to think of st, who should it be but Di.
Butler, going fuil speed with his instruments to
cut some poor devil’s leg off.. But Mr. War-
deil will be a mghty great loss to to the uity,
miss, if he dies. He’s a good man—so charit-
able to the poor. Lord bless you, miss, you
wouldn’t believe the ‘mount of woed and coal that
man gives away every witer.’ '

¢ T don’t doubt it,)eard Hilen.

. ¢ And I don’t know how many houses he’s got
that don’t pay rent, ’cos the tenants— poor sew-
1ng women, mosily—ain’t able lo do it. But
here we are, Thisis the church, miss; good
morping.’

¢*Tis a’past five o’clock, an’ ali’s weli
sheuted the watchman in a stentorian voice, as
be halted at the corner—the last stopping-place
on his beat—to ery the hour and go home-
wards.

The good and boly old man whom they had
come 10 quest of, snd who we will introduce ta
our readers as Father St. Jobn, was uy and pre-
paring to go rato the church to celebrate Mass,
but laying aside his vesimeats as scop as he
beard their errand, he sent the scholastic who
had come 1nto the sacristy to serve and assist
him at Mass, for another Father, he got the holy
cils and took from the Taberpacle 1he divine
viaticum, which be deposited in his bosom, ther
threw on bis surplice and stole, over which be
cast an ample cloth cloak, and was ready 1o sc-
company them to Mr, Wardeli's; who, by the
time they arnved, had rallied considerably, and
was thought by the physicians—who boped, from
the absence of all unfavorable symptoms—to be
at least out of immediate danger. s left
arm and leg were parahzed, but it would
take time to remedy that, if it was God’s
will that he should ever be finally restored.—
An expression of intense satisfaction bright-
ened up bis stern white face when Eilen

| Abern led Father St. John to his bedside,

and a glowiog spot appeared on each cheelt.—
Requesting to be left alone with the priest, the

medical .men retired to the next room, while

Ellen Ahern” went down to suggest to Cato the

propriety of sending them same strong coffee and

other refreshments, which she; thought wisely

they must need after therr long and sleepless
vigila. Left alote with the man of God, Mr.

Wardell bad no d:fficulty. in reminding him of the

stranger who had come 1nto bis confessional on
Tuesday afier nightfall—told him that be was

-\be man, and proceeded to unbosom bhimsolf

freely and without reserre— concealing nothing
—extepvating nothing— keeping back no part or
tithe of his soul’s history, uotil lis heart was
emptied of the stagnant pool that had been fes-
tering within it for years. It was easy for the
experienced eye of Father St. Father St. John,
who was deeply versed m spiritual affairs, to sce
Ibe genuneness of s penitent’s contrition, in
hls readiness to do all and whatever was neces-
sary, even Lo the abandonment of all earthly and
humaa considerations ; but, unable to decide at
ooce what special reparation would be necessary
under the circumstacces, he advised him to make
lns good resolutions with fervor, and, as soon as
as he was able to do so, to dispense bis means
liberally among the poor and destitute, and found
an asylum for children abapdoned by ther pa

reate. Theo, with many sweet and tonching
worgs of rounsel apd admonition, he exhorted
bim to be fauhful to the grace Almighty God
bad so remarkably favored him with—directed
bim to muke a fervent act of contrition, and
gave bim absolution. And as the moroing suo-
beams glanced like Hashes of glory mto 1he
room, the weary prodigal who had so long wan-
dered astray from His Father’s bonse, partook
of the Banquet prepared for him, as arrayed io
robes of honor, and trembling “yet with the joy
of hus Father’s embrace, he reposed, tranquil—
bumble~ 2nd overwhelmed with the accmiulated
blessings that be had recetved. Could 1t be I—
Had he really stripped ms soul of the ragged
and loatbsome garb of sin that bad so long
clothed it 7 Had he—so lung offending—really
received boly absolution ?  Aad, more wonder-
ful than all, did he told within bls breast Hm
who was ready to light and smooth his way into
Eteranty 2 'Was it possible that all those sepses,
which had so many times dishouored instead of
honored God, had been purfied and made clean
by the holy acnointiog T Silence . was all be vouid
essay—there was no word that could express
the
mensity of his thoughts — in the depths of hus
bumility—of his gratitude, his compuncticn and
s adoration. But he gave no outward sign,
when they came aod spoke to him after Fatber
St, John went away, his replies were curt and
brief, as was his wont, and for all they koew his
inner iife was unchanged by the outward rites
and dirine Sacraments he bad received.  Ouly
Elleo Ahern knew that 1t ust be otberwise
witl: him now, and was satisfied to know 1t with
out wishing to hear him expartiate on it.

The pext moraing the city papers anoounced
the gratifying ntelligence that the eminent mil-
lionnire was (hought to he one of Janger; and
the fluctuations ot hope and fear in so many
hearts were calmed ; and tbe money market, in
which he represented immense terests, regained
its buoyancy and stebility. But with the good
tidings, it wept abroad—the greatest marvel of
the day—that Mr. Wardell bad become a Ca-
holic—that one of the Jesut Fathers from
C street was with hum daily—that be had
recerved the Sacraments ot the Cuurch, and con-
lormed in every particular fo 1ts dogmas-and pre-
cepts, And one whispered coofidentially to the
other, that it was an evidence of some disorder
still haoging about lis brain, the resilt of the
stroke he had had. [f be bad been perfectiy
sound, nothing ceuld have 1nduced um to throw
hunself away body and soul in that way into the
hands ol the Jesuits, which tact most of all as-
tonished them. DBut they were well meaning
people, wise 1» their generation concernwg the
things of time, but densely ignaraat in relation to
Sacred History, and (he true weating of the
Word of God; and ss no extraordinary event
followed, and Mr. Wacdell began ere long to
receive his old friends and attend somewhat to
his business—though confined to bis sofa and
chair—with bis usual clear-beaded sagacity, the
excitement and wonder subsided, and was afler a
few days forgotlen in the absorbiog, incessant
demands of business, It istrue, tbey heard some
talk of a magnificent scheme tor the rehef apd
maintepance of fouudlings, but they thought 1t
was only one of his ercentric charities—he had
often done things as foolish—and they gave it no
farther atteption.

Mrs. Wardell bad become restless and uneasy
about her son’s protracted absence {rom her
room, and sent for Ellen Ahern and Therese re-
peatedly, to question them, asking them when he
would come ; when they bad seen 'him, charging
them with numerous messages, coinmanding s
presence, and warning bim to do nothing foolish,
for the old thoughts and feare still haunted her,
and made ber miserable. At leogth: Ellen, at
Mr. Wardell’s request, broke it cautiously to her
—how extremely il be bad been, how helpless

‘be coniinued to be, and also the fact of bis hav-

wg recesved the Sacramests of the Chuich,—
‘Alriost dumb with amezement and griel, she s{:a_t

‘shaking so violently and glowering so vengefully

on_ber, that Ellen Abern felt her heart quatting

least emotions—he was Jost o the im-

within her, even when with gentle, soothing
words she essayed to caln her.

¢ Did T bear you right?  Did you say she had
seen a priest, and confessed ?° she said, irefully.

*Yes, Father St. Jolp bas been with him
every day.’

¢ How does be treat bim? 1’d like to know
how he bebaves to my son ¥ she asked faltering-
Iy ; the old fear being uppermost in her mind.

* Ob, madawm, how could he uo otherwise than
bebave tenderly and reverently towards such a
mzn as Mr. Wardell P

¢ Certawnly. Seud hun to me when he comes
agawn. Dlf tell hun a secret he doesn’t know.—
I dare say be believes eversthing bis pemten
told un ! Very well, send bim to me, that’s ail.
Cell iy son if I coufd walk or be movcd, 1’0
come (0 him aud never leave Lim. [d ratber
he’d *a died than dome the thing he bas. Be
sure, you, and teil bun so, and send the priest to
me,’ said Mrs. Wardell, with spasmodic energy.

¢ He will be here between 12 and 1 o’clock.
Shall I bring him then

¢ Didn’t I tell you to?
midnight, fetch him.  I’ve no notion of such run-
mad doings. My son’s as soft as bog mud,’ she
exclamed. * Now ring for my nurse, and be off
with you. I wish I could never see you again ;
commng here, all the way across the ocean, l0 stir
up muddy waters with your Maguire eyes and
pous doinzs,” she muttered to herself as Eilen
left the roocm, with a beavy step and dejected
heart, but breathiog a prayer to beaven that the
buter old woman’s heart might become changed.

The same day about wpoon, as Mrs. Wardell
sat shaking and jerkicg her head to awd fro in
her chairy ponderiog on what she bad beard, and
adding it to her vague and horrible fears, uati
she was almost freczied, muttening at intervals
uncanny words, which might have been coustrued
nto curses, she beard a sirange voice tstineliy
pronounced these words:— Peace be unto all
bere,” and gremg a start she looked vp and saw
a tall venerable men, 10 a black, flowing sutan,
with a rosary and crucifx dJepending from the
leather girdle about his waist, stacding before
her. His countenance wore a look of such
blended sweetness and severity, of authority and
compassion, that she shrunk instinctively from
bns glasce, and fell back cowering and speechless
1 her chair, ler more than- a score of years had
pacsed since she had even looked on a priest,
much less been brought 1a contact with oge.

“ You appear to oe a great sufferer, my poor
chld,’ said Father S:i. John, drawiog a chair to
her side, and speaking in a soothing toge,

¢ How 18 my sog, to-day ¥ she gasped,

¢ He is recovering slowly, but, I bope, surely.
Did 1 understand Miss Ahern to say that you
wisbed to see me P wqured Fathet St. Joba,
mildly.

* Yes, I.sent for you—not for myself, for its
nobody’s business but my own how I suffer, or
in what way I choose o die, so don’t expect Lo
get anything out of me.’

¢ God belp you, my poor child ; with such Jis-
positicns, I can only pray for you. But what
cap I do for pau ?

¢Do! Nothing for me, your reverence. I
only wanted to put you on your guard about my
son, and warn you not to believe a word he tells
vou about anything wroong that he funcies he did
long ago, lor ve never barmed aoythiog or aoy-
body i lus life.  You see,” she went on to say,
tuily intent on screenng and saving the bogor of
her son, while her poor old head jerked ruefully
to and fro, °you see be had a bram { ver many
years ago,and got over it all except thivkiog
that be bad murdered a child, and that sticks to
him—he cav’t get nid of it; and P atraid ne’ll
briog hiscself Lo some desperate end about it yet.
But don’t beheve a word of 1t—il’s a he from
begiuning to end.’

* My dear child,’ said Father St. Jobn, gently,
* do not deceive yourself. Your son bas made a
lrue and humble confession of is past life, end
you have not to learn at this late day that the
secrels of lhe canfessional are inviolable aad
sacred. Ilence, I beg of you not to resort to
what must needs be burtfx! to your conscience 10
screen or cXcuse an act which, bitterly repented
and humbly atoned for, has already received the
forgiveness ol Almighty God. Rather let me
persuade yuu, who must scon appear before the
dread tribunal of Jesvs Christ, to do penance for
your long neglect of duty,and seek to be re-
stored to the tavor of God through His I).vine
Sucraments, Human respect, and the vain fear
of 1inngs to come, and which may never happen,
however much they may support the soul i 1s
rebellious defiance of Gou durg life, will ledve
it forsaken, defenceless, and despairing io the’
hour of death and judgment.” . .

_ While be uttered tbese impressive words,
Mrs. Wardell kept her cold, sunken eyes fixed
intestly on lis countenance, and - although - her
heart was quailing and trembling - at the aw(ul
import of ins words, she ‘was determined “for ber
son’s sake to-brave it ‘out and'excfaimed: - -

Yes, if be comes at

+1t ye think to worm anyig out of me,jye’

T

O I TP I i b

are mistaken. 1’d suffer ten thousand deaths, -
this world and the next, before a smgle breath-
could be forced from ny lips that would crimi-
nate my son ; and your reveregce may tell him
so. If Icould get to him, 1’d shame tim—1’d
shame hiun, T would, to put bLis good name in peril .
this way.’ -

* Be calm, my poor child. Your son’s secret,
1aparted to me under the seal of Sacramental
coafession, is as much buried as 1t he and I were
in our graves. No human poewer—no human
torture could wrest it from me. But [ will go
away now, praying that you will not much longer
neglect the grace of Almighty God—reject His
tender merey and His coffered pardon, but open
your heart to Him. I cacuot believe that you
hiave forgolten all those early and innocent days.
of your life in old Ireland, when your faith was.’
dearer to you than the breath of life, and where
your feet daily pressed the sod bepeath which
slombered the bodies of saiots and martyrs. Nor
bas old age obliterated the rem>mbrance of the
parents who taught you to hisp the name of God
ere you koew what that holy ame meant, aud
who died in the saeet hope of eteroal life acd of
a rc-union at some future day with the children
of their love. And there are athers sull nearer
and dearer—I mean the busband of your youth,
who died 1 the faith of tus fatkers, apd wiib the
bumility of a Christian ; and your babes—ihose
swless, innocent ones who, dwelling m the pre-
sence of the Moast High, intercede for nnd watch
over you—gay—who knows but that at this mo-
ment they eagerly await your decision ' Falher
St. Jubn bad touched the right chord ; the pal
sied head bad become gradually stili : the elfish,
furid iook melted away like a grun, grotesque
cloud from ber fuce, leaviog thereon sometinog
more soft aod human, while tears, strange and
unwenpted guests in those suvkén sockets, rolled
aver ber shnvelled fucer  Her head susk low on
ber breast, and Father St. Jobn stole away from.
the room, thiokiog it best to leave her with her
own thoughts.

A lew days afterwards, Therese, who had goae
up after dinger to sit with Mr., Wardell, ran
down into the school room, where Eilen Ahern
was wnting letters, with the joyful tidings that
be bad taken a step or Lwo about the room, lean-
g on her shoulder and Lis cruteh, end that he
was pow siting up in his large chair, and wanted
lier to come up and read the papersto bin; ¢ you
kuow, Miss Abern, papa does not admire my
style of readwg,’ sad the child, laughing.

¢I will come immediately, dear Therese ; my
lelters do aot go unlil to morrow,” rephed Ellen
Adbern, kissing the glowing cheek of Therese, and
locking ber portfohe. ¢ But whither away P

* To grandmamma ; shie sent for me,” answered
Therese, hastening from the room. .

Mr. Wardell held out lus band to Eilen Ahern
as she came tewards him, and thanked her for not .
keepinz hun waiting, for © 19 patteace,” he de-
clared, ¢ was almost worn thread-bare, he had
been starving so long for the news.’

*Tam very glad, sir, to find you so much im-
proved. Do not starve any more for the news ;
[ will come up at any time aud read it 10 jou,
uotil you are able to read it yourself, replied
Ellen, opeming the papers, '

* Tue moment I begin to read,’ be resumed,
¢ the letters begin to doze about in such an odd.
way, that they seem alive.’ ,

fThat will wear off, sir, no doubt. You.
should not try agan wutil you are strong.’

Ellen now observed Mr. Wardell more close--
ly, and saw that altbough he looked very wan and. -
thin, there was oeither langor or suffering in s .
countepance, ¢ Neiber should you attempt to
write. 1 will do whatever writing you may wisn
done.’ .

‘I thwk if you are my reading clerk, it will
do,’ replied Mr. Wardell. ¢ Begiv.” Aud Eliea
Abhern read through column affer columa of the
daily papers, until the shadows from the gathering
twihght crept so stealthily and dimly isto the
room, that she could mo lopger distinguich one- -
letter from another., The paper lay open on her
koee, while her thoughts wandered silently and
swiftly away—like the flight of a spint—to the
distant and beloved scenes at Fermanagh, Not
a sound disturbed the bushed suliness of the. .
room. Mr. Wardell sat as motioniess as she,
and tus thoughts were appareaily as wandering.

¢ Miss Abhern I’ be said, abruptly.

¢Did you speak sir ?* answered Ellen, start-’
ng. . : -
¢ Your thoughts are m Ireland I’ T

* Yes, sir. Somehow this hour is always filled
with thougbts of bome.’ ' . ,

¢ And how does old, gray Fermanagh, aod the
ruins at Catha-guira look at twilight 2 -

¢ Sir —what—now 7. What do you koow of
my- old home 7’ asked Ellen in blaok amaze-
ment. - T , .
¢ | was there once upon a time, Miss Ahern;

bui it was long, long years gone by - 7
: ( And how did you'knew, sir, that I came from -
‘here?, . ‘ ; ,‘:“ ] \\-. "”ll"“
" By your name;.and someibing ahout your:
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