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SHAWN NA SOGGARTH;
' OR,
THE PRIEST-HUNTER.

AN IRISH TALE OF THE PENAL TIMES.

BY M. ARCHDEACON, ESQ.,

Author of the Legends of Connuushi,” &c.
CHAPTER Xul.

Arthur and Ellen liad not met before since her
father’s death ; and, though thewr words at meet-
ine now were but few, there was a cordial grect-
ing of hearts. Indeed the tears started to Ar-
thur’s eyes and streamed [reely from those of the
geatle and sensitive gurl by whom he was accom-
panied, to perceive the Llighting traces a few
days of sorrow and suffering had imprinted on
the appearance of the bereaved duughter. He
did not, howerer, venture the expression of bis
sympatby by words. Tt was too deeply sealed
for them, at least for words that should be utter-
ed in the presence of others. Not so Maria;
wiping - ber eyes, she tenderly kissed, once and
ngain, the brow and cheek of ber early compa-
aion, and with both ber hands grasped in her owo
tiny fingers, and after tbe gentlest expressior of
heartfelt condolence and bope, she forthwith pro-
ceeded to exert her fullest powers of liveliness
and \magination, lo try to weanm, esen for a
while, her friend’s mind {rom those harrowing
thoughts and feelivgs which bad, in such briet
space, wrought so sad a change. She was well
aided, too, in ber exertions, by her father, who
rallied Arthur again and again on his silence,
as the worthy rector, though he percerved that
Ellen’s society was evidently not unpleasing to
the young wman, had not the slightest conception

_of_the absorbing affection that filled the hearts
of both. Had he hud sich conception, and beer™
aware that Arthur’s addresses were forbidden by
his fatber, it is probable he would have hesitated
1o be the means of their meeting just now, little
as he esteemed that parent, and great a favorite
as Ellen was with him. His daughter, Lowever,
was affected by no such seruples.

Mr. Gordon®s family consisted of lus wife, a
kind-hearted woman, and an admirable bouse-
keeper, with four childrer, of whom the senior
by some years was Maria, the rest being indeed
little more than infants.

Maria had been of a weakly and delicate con-

! stitution trom childbood, and that delicacy had

increased as she verged towards womanhood.—
She was now eutering into her sixteenth year,
and was indeed a tender and fragile flower, but
a beawtiful one withal. Her hgure was small
small and slight, and, though not apgular, 1t yet
wanted that mellowy roundness which perfects
the outhne of female symmetry. This, however,
a year or two might still preduce, were there no
other indications in her almost unearthly beauty
that gave the beholder cause to fear that an in-
sitious and relentless disease was already gnaw-
ing at the core. Rich, dark vinglets of the
glossiest and silkiest hue and texture—alas ! too
silky and glossy for health—fell in clustering
profusion over a neck and bosom of that daz-
zling fairness seldom seen o accompany a strong
conslitution, and 1o which you could perceive the
meandering of the blue veins as clearly as the
sunlit streams of a summer landscape. Her fea-
tures were beautifully formed and wore an ex-
pression of great swectness, and, ever and anon,
flitters over her generally pale cheek a rich flush
that, for the moment, put to shame the warinest
blush of the rose, though it told not of health
| any more than the ringlets or the “ deadly fair”
complexion ; while from the depths of her dark
i cye shot forth a fire too intensely brilliant to re-
main long on earth. Such she was in person.—
In mental gifts she was stll richer, and, so far,
was compensated, as far as such gifts can com-
pensate, for a weakly frame. Her temperament
was ardent and exquisitely susceptible—qualities
which, to her, were productive of unalloyed gra-
tification, removed as ber path had been from the
trials and the perils of life. ~ Ske was completely
free, too, from the querulousness so generally at-
:endant on a delicate constitution. lndeed her
spirits were usually of an exuberance completely
at variapce with weakuess of health; and she
possessed a highly imaginative mind, and was
keenly alive to the beauties of nature and art.
The day was, as we before said, sunoy ; and
cloudtess 1t miglit be called too, as the odd fleecy
J cloudlets that occasionally flitted across the sun,
served rather to  beautifully chequer, by their
shadows, the blue bosom of the elsewhere spark-
ling waters than to produce gloom ; and there
was in the air that tender warmth we prize and
enjoy the more, that it reminds us of the bright-
tess and the beauty that are gone from us. Al-
together it was one of these delicious days the
decline of the year sometimes brings, as if to
make us the more keenly regret the passing
away of that season, which can be so beautiful
§ even in its decline.
% Ellen,” said Maria, as she raised her head

from gazing into the transparent waters, * have'
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you faith in the existence of fairies or water
&pirits 27

Ellen smiled faintly, while Mr. Gordon, with
a simple earnestness that made Arthur laugh,
observed,  Surely, my fove, you don’t give any
credence to such nousense.”

« 1’ not too certain of that, papa,” she said,
shaking ber head archly ; ¢ but I can’t belp wish-
ing that 1 had been hving in the times the popu-
lar belief was stronger and more general, when,
I am confident, I shou!d kave been a most sin-
cere believer and, doubtless, rewarded with those
visions and communications, which, I fear, our
grossness and want of belief have, latterly, al-
most entirely shut out from us.”

“ And are you, then, so anxious to behold
those tenants of rath and wave, Maria?? said
ber father, now jocularly.

“Q, beyond all things, papa! Uow often
have I strained my eyes, while the delicious sum-
mer twilight was melting into mght, longing and
half-expecting to see a troop of tiny elves, emerg-
ing in their gambols from our own sweet rath.—
How often, too, at a later hour, have I lingered
cn the margin- of this lake, endeavoring to con-
jecture up a vision of gentle spirits gliding along
the surface of the moonlit waters.”

¢ Then why, my love, did you notl take into
your counsel old Sibby, the fairy woman, who
would, doubiless, have obtained for you at once
the gratification of your desire #”

“Perhaps, sir,”” observed Arthur, “ Maria
wishes to save Sibby’s fees, as she, I understand,
like the exhibitors of other wondertu! creatures,
will not give a glimpse of the fairy folks without
being well fee’d.”

¢ Arthur, Arthur, you must learn to talk with
more reverence of the gentry. Recollect that
the scene we are moving in at this moment is

-one -of enchantment,-and that, though . cur .dull

eyes, may not be favored with a glimpse—and
one of us certainly deserves it not—the lonely
fisherman on'those waters often forget both pro-
fit and pleasure to spend hours gazing on the
spires and turrets of the enchanted city, that
start on his awed aod wondering view in the
clear depths beneath, and to listen to the un-
earthly straips that ascend from it.”

¢ Then I suppose, Maria,” said ber father,
s it was for those same spirits and towers you
were seeking so intently in the lake just now ;—
perkaps they may even give inspiration to some
supernatural, if ot immortal, stanzas.”

- Alas for my inspiration, papal I had little
cbance of having them gratified while in the
company of such utter infidels to fairy lore. But
I shall have my revenge, for, as you hare openly
accused me of versifying, in the presence of my
friends, I shall be sure, at a convensent time, to
inflict the reading of my farry ballad on them—
that 1s, if dear Ellen will sanction my retalia-
tion.”

Another faint smile was the acquiescent re-
sponse from Ellen, while tears rushed to ber
eyes, as the thought arose that, the last time she
bad been on those waters, her beleved father and
herself had held a long discussion on the same
lanciful subject. '

“ And now, my love, if you take as warm an
interest in humnan as in fawry traditions, I suppose
you can give us one connected with those dark
walls frowning over the lake 7 said the rector,
with a smile, as, after having doubied a point,
Castle Bourke appeared in view, flinging its dark
shadows on the waters of the opposite shore.

¢ Indeed, papa, the traditions of our country
are so darkly stained with treachery and blood,
that memory loves not to dwell on them, as on
the glowing, visions of fairy land ; and one of
the baromal seats of the potent Bourkes, and,
above all, the residence of the despotic and re-
lent'ess son of a bold mother, Thubbodh na
lung, must be fertile in dark and fearful tradi-
tions.”

 They were an extraordinary twain, indeed,
to follow in succession,” observed her father,
“ that daring chieftainess of our shores, and her
cruel and remorseless son; and their singular
career must base furmished one as fond as you,
Marie, of records of the olden time, with an ex-
tensive stock.” -

« But, my dear papa, you must recollect that
we are all ¢native and 1ndued’ to those shores
and that, of course, every anecdote regarding
that widely-famed lady must be known and re-
membered by ali as well as by me. There is
towever, a dark tradition of the Bourkes and
Binghams in connection with those walls, which
may not be known at all, as it was during the
past week 1 heard it myselt for the first time.”

« It is new to me, my love,” observed the
rector.

« And to me,” said Arthur.

« Tell it, dear' Maria, if it does not fatigue
you,” sdid Ellen, in rveply to a look of her
friends.

«If my rattle has not already wearied you,
Ellen; I am like one of those uatiring birds that
seem to think there can never be enough of their
own notes. So now for the legend, whick you

must allow me to tell in my own way, without
daring to laugh at my style or sentiments.”

LEGENDS OF CASTLE BOURKE.

s Tt would appear that there was deadly jeal-
ousy and animasity between the families of the
Bourkes and DBinghbams, though it must have
been also, to some extent coucealed, about half
a century ago, the date tradition assigns to my
legend. Tle Bourkes, who were of those tliat
had become more Irish than the Irish themselves,
very probably looked all along with an evil eye
on the others, whose settlement here did not
date for centuries after theirs, as wtruders—
and still worse, as successful intruders ; while the
Bingbams, as probably, regarded the high and
baughty Bourkes as obstacles to the extension
of their authority and domains,

% Well, at all events, according to the legend,
there must have been fierce hatred, unbndled
power and implacable tempers on both sides,
though it would appear there was still visiting
intercourse between them.

¢ One day two brothers of the Binghams vi-
sited the castle ; and the hellisk thought sprung
up in the mind of the fierce owner to make brief
work with the visitors, and cut short further an-
noyance by hanging them in the front of the cas-
tle—a plan wlich he debated in secret with a
murderous agent, while the unconseious brothers
were partaking of his hospitality. DBrief and
secret, however, as the debate was, it was partly
overheard by Sally Davoren, one of the maids;
and Sally, though she might not care mueh for
the brothers, was desperately frightened for their
attendant, Hugh Chambers. So flying at her
fastest speed to the scullery, where Hugh was,
she beckoned im to her, unseen by her com-
rades, and whispered to him the terrible inten-
tions of the lord of the castle, and warned him
‘thiere was not an instant to be lost, as whatever
her lord determined on doing he generally did
promptly. Accordingly, after having managed
to extract the three horses from the stable unre-
marked by Bourke or bis terrible agent, he went
forward boldly to where his master was seated
with bis brother and their courteous host, stating
aloud that one of the bhorses bad become dead
lame, contriving, too, to convey to his wmaster at
the same time in a whisper the warning he had
received and the information that the ho.ses were
in readiness, A second extended a warning to
his brother ; and, apologising to the lord of the
castle for a momentary absence, they left the
apartment—rushed through the door witbout
waiting to snatch their hats—reached their horses
—~—sprung to the saddle and rode for life, follcw-
ed by Hugh at equal speed, tll they reached
their owa residence.

Abrupt, however, as was their departure from
the castle, and evidently betraying terror and
suspicion as it did, it would appear that the Bing-

hams must have convinced their enemies that the |~

real terrible cause was still pot known to them,
as the tradition concludes that, in a few months
after, three brothers of the Bourkes went, by
invitation, to the residence of the Binghams,
when all three, having no friendly warner to give
them intimation of therr danger, met the same
treacherous and terrible doom they had them-
selves devised for their opponents. And, now,
papa, I shall close my dark legend by observing
that woful—woful, indeed, . must have been the
state of our humbler countrymen, when such
fearful deeds were enacted by their chiefs, in the
face of day.”

The boat had, by the tume the tradition closed,
reached the little wharf contiguous to the rec-
tory, and the party was preparing fo land when
two horsemen, dashing over an adjacent hedge,
rode to the beach. One was Sir Robert, and
evidently balfl intoxicated, early in the dey as it
still was j the other was Bryan Gaven, his conli-
dential groom and occastonal companion.

«“ So my little bird,” said Sir Robert, address-
ing Ellen, I see you can spread your wings ‘or
a flight abroad, heavy as your grief was, when
you like your company. DBut T’ll take measures
to clip them, and to make your upstart compa-
niou, in spite of his epaulettes, stay from Ballin-
tubber ; for Mr. Gordon, too, I may find means
to teach him whether 1t’s the duty of a parson to
bring together those that are forbidden to meet
by their friends.”

While he spoke he gave his horse the spur, to
urge lum towards the boat ; while his sister, with
a suppressed scream, clung to the rector for pro-
tection, and Arthur sprang forward in the boat,
as if to grapple with the rude iwsulter. But at
this woment a cry was heard, and the (errified
animal, starting suddenly, pitchedts rider heavily
on his shoulder; and while the groom was as-
sisting Litm to rise, the party from the boat pass-
ed on to the rectory, Ellen shuddering and cling>
ing closer to Mr. Gordon’s armn as she passed
her stunned brother, and Maria exclaiming # the
unnatural monster.” .

CHAPTER XIV. ‘
After Harry Gorman had received the dollar

from Mr. Gordon, he was proceeding at a fast”

’

pace to his cabin, when he was overtaken by a
Sherilf’s officer with a party of dragoons, under
the command of Sergeant-Major Heavisides, oo
their way thither also.

« Welil, you’re ready for moving now, you are,
I should think, muster *Arry,” said the ser-
geant,

% He was noticed yisterday—wasn’t he 7 ob-
served the bailiff.

« Well, I think Le was to a certainty,”

¢ Thin, without more palaver, out he goes at
wanst, ¥ al armies, as *torney Baker ses, whick
manes, ov coorse, by law and arms.”

“ QO boys, jewel,” exclaimed Harry, with an
unploring look and a pathetic earnestness of tone,
“ for the love of heaven give us till evening, and
we'll lave the cabin, with our blessing and the
blessing of God on ye.”

¢« Well, T thick we may give the poor hunimal
a few hours ’owsomdever,” said the sergeant-
major, who was really a good hearted fellow,
“3s we have to visit the MacHandrews, or
or Mac’ughs, or some other d—d hirish name—
blast such duty say I. ’Ere’s a pull from the
canteen, meantime.”?

«“ Well, sergeant, that’s rale stingo; and it
you have any wish we can take the misfortunate
vagubon’ on our road back, as lus cabin will be
inthe way. 8o let bim be off now and be ready
to thramp, bag and baggage, in a couple ov
hours.”

% God bless both yer honors ; an’ may ye die
an aisy death!” said Harry, as he sped more
rapidly than before to his doomed cabimn.

“(Q Sally, my jewel,” he cried, as he flung
lumself panting ou the little bammack beside the
fire, ¢ we must quit the poor ould cabin afore two
hours.”

“I didn’t think, though we got the warning,
that the black hour ud come so soon,” said Sal-
ly, who was quieting a restless infant in her
arms ; “ but if it must be, it must be, a chorra
machree. God’s will be done.”

«Well, I'm afeard, Sally asthore, 1 could
bardly say that from my heart this minnit, like &
thrue Christian; for 1t’s a poor thing to be
thrown Lo beg on the wide world, without house
or home, from where we were all born and
thought 1o die.”

“ But, Harry, agraw, we should always bear
in mind that God and the Virgin, that ever and
always minded us and ours here, can provide for
us there too, though it’s more nor we desarve,
Gad forgive us ; and sdrely we woun’t be obliged
to beg, while were both strong and healthy,
praise be to God and the saiats for it ; and
there’s the httle children, God help them, small
as they are can do something too.”

“Yis, daddy,” cried the eldest, a little flaxen-
baired thing, with a soiled but ively countenance,
ruaning up to him and catching his knees, “ L can
piek rishes,”

.« And I cap gather brooms, ye know daddy,”
said her sister, who was about a year younger.

“ (zod bless ye, asthore, and wmark ye with
grace,” said the half broken-bearted father, kiss-
ing them; “and God bless you, too, Sally, for
giving us such courage. But, afther all, it’s a
cruel thing to be lavin’ for ever the ould roof
that one was barn inundher, and his father afore
bim, and the poor gorlaghs. Och houe, it’s lit-
tle my poor ould father thought, (may his sowl
rest in glory this day) when he got his death by
helpin’ o carry the timber for thau loft, the
month poor little Pegsy was born, that his mis-
fortunate son wouldn't be left a stick o’ them;
and it’s little it inthered Lis mind, the day be
finced the back plot abroad, thatafore five years
ud past an’ gone, none of those that kem afther
him ud ever get a male from it agin. Thank
God, he dido’t live to see this black ‘lay, any
way ; may a meltation hot an’ heavy come soon
an’ sudden on the villain, that’s the cause o’
laving oursel’s and our wake children without
house or home this day —azmen a Hyerna’

¢« Don’t curse at all, Harry asthore ; remem-
ber what Father Bernard sed last week, that
cursin’ was only domg Larm to oursel’s, and that
God lumsel’ ud be sure to punish, whea be plais-
ed, them that’s hard-hearted to the poor and dis-
threst.” The courageous and confiding, though
equally afflicted wife, laid the now slumbering
infant on its little hammock, as she contmued,
« Sq as there's no good in fretting an’ grumblin’,
instead of that, let us tighten up the little things
we can’t do without, while poor little Tommy’s
asleep.”

« Where'll he Lave to be sleeping to-morrow,
Sally 7” _

"The big tears gushed freely from the mother’s
eyes, at the idea of the destitation before ber in-
fant, but she wiped them away instantly, saying,
% God will purvide a place for him and for us all,
So let us have no more grumbling, but ready the
things afore the throopers 1s back on us. Polly
Hannan (God bless ber) *ll pay us for the table

an’ the big box that we can do yvéry well with-/|

out ; and Jack *ll lend us the-ass to help to car-
ry the rest. We can go for 2 week to my uncle
Tom’s; and who knows but we’d coax him to

take the cow an’ calf into the kitclien, and let
oursel’s have the outbouse 1l God ud turn up
semething in our favor, for poor Tom had always
a good heart though be’s so close ntirely. So,
in the pame o’ God and the Veigin, do you, a
vourneen, go for the ass,an Dl tighten the
things.” )

Harry accordingly mored out, and, speedily
atter, returned with the ass and creels from his
kind-hearted ueighbor, who had the good for-
tune not to be uated in the sane calamity.—
The scanty and sight houselold articles (with a
few exceptions) which the cabi conlained were
then arranged amid occasional bursts of grief
and repining from their owner. The arrange-
ments was, however, not entirely completed when
the dragoons and the sherifl’s officer made their
appearance.

# Not ready vet, ye lazy raseal, though we
cleared out a dozen since we saw you afore,”
said the baififf,

“ If you’re plaisiv® to take a blast o’ the pipe
we'll be ready, with our blessing, afore you're
done,” said the bustling wife, reaching over to
him, at the same time, Harry’s black dhudeen
{short pipe). well filled.

Tbe hardered ofiicial took the pipe, lighted it,
and seated himsell while the lew remaining ar-
ticles were speedily packed and arranged.

“Lre YArry, §say, blast it, ere’s a "aif dol-
lar to’elp the clildren and wife,” said the good-
hearted leavisides 10 a whisper, slipping the
coin into Harry’s hand 5 * the wan *ant uo *art
as wouldn't "elp a woman and a clild.”

The arrangement of the ass-crecls was now
speedily campleted.  The two elder ctulilren
were nestled in one, balanced by somne rude o=
mestic articles in the other, while tie uofortunie
mother, bearmg in her arms the awakeaed wint,
and on ber back a large parcel engluimn: ~ome
coarse raiment, yarn and othier sott articles, was
followed by Iarry Jaden with tie “ heitling™
—their humble bed could be procured wheeever
they found an.asylum for the night—together
with same provisicns, and driving before hm a
pig.  Aud thus departed the epected fmndy for
ever from the roof which, lowly as it wuas, had
itherto afforded them shelter ; their charitable
peighbor, Polly iannap, having kindly purciased
the table, box, wheel, and ather artictes not port-
able and not indispensable.

When the little procession reached the Ab-
bey, the ill-fated parents entered i, leaving the
children and the animals outside, apd remained
some time koecling in prayer ou the grave of
Harry’s father, as he stated with tears and
groans his conviction tuat that was the last time,
in all probability, they slould ever have the
same oppartunity.

It was their wild sliout of lamentation, after
having been joined by some other families in the
same predicament, and when they had reached a
point that shat out the view of their cabins alto-
gether, that had started Sir Robert’s horse.

“ Now,” said Mr. Gordon, speaking to his
curate, who had returaed to the glebe to receive
direclions respecting mallers forgolien in the
heat of the preceding argument, as the unfor-
tunate cavalcade was passing close to the glebe,
invoking blessings on the worthy rector, “ Now,
my dear sir, can you woader, after having wit-
nessed 50 sad a spectacle as that, that the laws
are not respected and that our creed 1s not
loved 17

« T own, as 1 said before, Mr. Gordon, that [
can have no sympathy for any of their idolatrous
creed,”

¢ What has their creed to do with the heart-
less viflainy which has been the means of throw-
ing ndustrious toilers-~aye even helpless mfancy
and tottering uge on the world, homeless und
destitute 7°

« Could they not have abandoned their idola-
try and been thus independent of him 7" ’

“ And they might, had there been no compul-
sion. But I cannot too often repeat that I
greatly fear our rulers are placing a lasting bar-
rier between the Bnglish and the Irish, and—
what I deem stilt worse—that they will make
the faith we are so anxivus to teach and extend
an object of hatred, while the creed of Rome
will be consecrated in the hearts of my couatry-
men by persecution. May my fears prove not
prophetic.”’ :
% You will never see.them realized.”

“ Aye, but may God grant that our descend

ants shall pot have to reap in’sorrow the batter
cup we are sowing. Often does a dim, far-off
vision nse before me, in which I have glimpses of
our church fiercely assailed and maligned, while
that we -persecute spreads its roots deeper and
wider through the lagd, for that very persecu-
tion.”. oo

The conversation closed, and with it we close

this-brief chapter.
' (To be continued.)

e o—

Spectacles were invented about the year 1285,

The honour of their discovery i3 claimed for two in-
dividuals, Spica and Selvino, both Italians. Spina’s
claimappears to be the more rightful.



