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THE POOR COUSIN.
CHAPTER 1X.— Continued.

« My dearly beloved Fatber, do you know that
T pever comprehended—that is, felt—that I was
dependeat in all my life uotil lately - and that 1t
is apytipg but an agreeable reflection; for,
poor cousin though I be, I have all the pride of
all the Maguires to contend with, But seriously
1t may come to tf, and, Ilkg a celebrated I‘_‘rench
TLady, I inteed to familiarize myself with all
sorts of straits,by way of making them easy
when 1hey actually come.’ ]

¢ There’s sound philosophy ia that, but maye
no basty resolves, my dear chid. Things may
work arouad right for us yet il we are patient,
But what bave you there ?’ said Father Mac-
Mahon, as Ellea Ahern fourished a five dollar

ill in ber fingers.
o (Thatis a flag of truce, sent by Lady Fer-
managl to the poor, who oo doubt have clamored
at the door of her conscience until she was
driven in sell defence to do something to quiet
them. T beheve [ bave partially succeeded in
thawiog ber ; and all jesting aside, T really think
she begros to feel an interest n the sufferings
sround her. She actually seat for me and to.d
so.)

me‘ God be praised for all. things—but— Well
go ry culd, and distribute your alms, and if you
meet Don Enrique by the way, ask lum to come
hitker’ )

¢1 do not expect to meet Don Tonque,’ she
replied, winfe a deep flush and something very
like an expression of pain flitted over hLer coua-
teoance ; © but should I do so, I will deliver your
messoge. Good bye, dear Fatber, until we meet
again.’ And she knelt a momeut at s feet to
get bis blessing ere she went away,

Don Eunrique bad, ever since the moment she
had seen him at the close of his interview with
Lady Fermanagh, been a myth to her; and the
more incomprehensible he seemed, the plainer did

ske discover bow much, and how deeply she was |

interested 1 him, a discovery wiich did not
cause her to regard herself with much compla-
cency ; for s tooks and tone towards her kims-
woman that day, and the sudden change 1w his
manger - from cold severity to bland courtesy—
from the autboritative respect of a judge to the
suaye kindliness of a friend, urged her to think
that be was the conniver in some dark, base se-
cret, or else a bypocrite, utterly vaworthy of her
esteem. And yet bow to recoancile the differ-
ence, puzzied her severely. ilis noble senti-
meats—his benevolence-—his piety that scemed
so geauine and elevated—Ms quiet, unobtrusive,
- but witha!, commanding wanner—and last, the’
pet east, his gentle, nay, almost tender aitlenttons
towards her, made Ler reproach herself for her

uacharitableness in allnwing—but there it was

again, oothing could effectually put it down, and
again she saw him standing full of comscious
power, while that proud and unbeeding woman
bowed ber bead in very abjectness to his man-
date, What taterests could they ever bave had
1o common? It was surely po ordinury thing
that had givea hun such power over her. Where
bad they met before? He bad, ke sad, spent
big lie in Spain, What did it mean? She
could not tell.  Then like a weak woman, as she
was uoreasonable and ungenerous, through want
of faith, she thought how very frightful the bump
~ og Yis back was, and how it deformed him, unnli
she forgot the trutbiul, soul-lit face, she bad so
mwuch admired ; the fice, classic head ; and the
ckarm of bis conversation, which a highly culti-
vated wtellect, add coble, expansive views, ren-
dered the most interesting and 1ostructive that
she had ever lListened to.
¢ Good morning, Miss Abera!” said a kindly
voice, with a slight patois, which she recog-
pized ere she saw the person who had addressed
her. :
¢ Good moraing, Don Earique !’ she responded,
with n stately bow, as she paced swiftly on.—
The next moment she thohght of her promise to
Father McMabhon, but it was too late, she could
not turn back er call after him—it would be for-
ward and undignified after so burried and cold a
greeting, which, now that he was gone, she felt
to be iodelicate, inagsmuch as she possessed no
“right to resent a want of confidence on lus part,
or an imagined wrong; and she wonld have
‘given the world—z.e,, if she could—if she had
not acted so foolishly. She experienced what
all people do, at some time or other of their
lives; that 1t s an easter- matter to mount the
stilts, thas either graceful or pleasant to get
\ down. In no very enviable frame of mund, she
. ‘went into the oaly shop Fermanagh could boast
of to make purchases of potatoes and meal,
_which she ordered to be put into separate hamp-
~ers and kept until she seat for them, then having
received ber change, she pursued ber way out
beyond the outskirts of the hamlet in search ot
* Alice Reardan, who, she' bad - heard, was living
under  rude sort of a teot, yust where the limits

of the Barony of Fermanagh were bounded by
another estate. Just beyond the bouadary line,
where three or four ancient trees—the land
marks of the two estates—grew together, scarce-
ly affording shade or shelter, so sparse was their
foliage. Alice bad pitched ber tent, and set up
ber primitive abode, which was nothing less pre-
turesque from uts poverty. Several ragged
quilts, gorgeous with patches of scavlet and yel-
low, were stretched, at some height trom the
ground, betweer and around the trunks of the
trees to which they were nailed, forming a tem-
porary sheiter. At a ltlle distanee off, three
forked sticks were set upright in the ground torm-
ing a triangle, and brought together at the top,
from which hung saspended a small pot, over a
peat fire, the smoke from which eurled upwards
in the sunshine in long, graceful uadulations, and
as Ellen Ahern came nearer, she was glad to
perceive from the smell that something savory
was in preparation for thewr dicner., Whth her
back towards her, Alice Reardon stooped over a
wash-tub riasing and wringiog out linen, her busy
hands keeping time to the song of the ¢ Black-
bird,’ which sbe was singiag as blithely as if she
bad been the iomate of a palace, Ellen Ahern
lifted a corner of the tent, and saw Kathleen
Beardon seated on a bundle of clean straw,
busily engaged carding wool, while at her feet
dozen and purred a great white cat, "There
was nothing there m the way of furmiture, ex-
cept a broken chair, and an old meal-chest—
empty of course—and a shake down—with a
few boards under it for a bedstead—where they
slept.

‘PIs that yoursel’, Miss Ahern dear 7, said the
girly looking up, with a bright smile on her band-
soine face,

¢ Dud you think I bad forgotten ydu entirely,
Kathleen # said Ellen Ahero, holding out her
band, which the ‘ether grasped. ¢I’m glad to
find you sheitered anyway.!

¢ Such a shelter as it 18, she said merrdy. ¢ If
it wasn’t agin the Church P’d set up for a gipsey,
and tell fortins, for we look epough like the pa-
gan craturs to do it. Och, but it takes rain as
well as sunstune to make a harvest, and we're
content if it’s God’s will.?

¢ Our Father in Heaven’ loves a cheerful
heart. This can’t last always,’ said Ellen Abern
deeply touched by the cheerful submissioa of the
youag girl, who all ignorant of the world’s love,
had so much of heavenly wisdom in her heart.

¢ Faith, then, Miss, I never doubts it, an’ says
i to mother, the airth is wide enough for us yet,
and while we keep our health, we have po right
to complain—because if they drive us from Don
we can go 1o DBersheba, and work our way
througb, unless they bust us into the say, and
even then DMl try my best to smim.’ Aod Katb-
leen’s blue eyes, full of mirth, flashed forth a
strong will to overcome, and a determination pot
to be put dowa.

¢ That’s mght, that’s tbe spirit I like)sad
Ellen Ahern, wilh a happy httle laugh a1 Kath-
leen’s odd, but good reasoaing.’ .

f Because, Miss Aileen, asthore, it’s no use to
be moping along like hayiiens, instead of Chris-
tians wearing Lbe blessed badge of St. Francis,
an’ unier the protection of our Blessed Luady—
so I’m gowng to make the best of it, end then
the two young girls laughed together.

¢ But how do you manage to hve.’

¢ Why you see, Miss, the Don gives mother
lus linen to do up, and that, with waat 1 aira,
keeps us frow starvicg—but let me go and tell
mother youre here,” said Kathleen, coming out
but oo sooner had she dore so thap sbe sprang
back, pulling Ellen Ahern with her, saying ¢ God
save and keep us forever — but there comes
Fahey. ButI must not stay here—I wmust rup
ocut and tell mother to put the cover oo the pot
before he comes up and fiads the hare cooking
in it And in another moment she stoad beside
her mother, and had given her the warnmg just
i e, when Fahey, who had seen the
manueyre, burried up aed joined bimself to the
group.

¢ The top o’ the morning to you, Feru Fabey,’
said Alice, wiping the suds from her brawny
arms, which she placed albmbo.

¢ The same to you, Mistress Reardon, and (o
you preity Kate he said pinchieg Katbleen’s
Rushed cheek,

¢Keep your hands to yoursel’ Mr. Fabey,she
said, drawing closer to ker mother’s side, whose
eyes literally flashed fre.

¢1 thought you knowed by this time Alice
Reardon, that I’m not one to be trifled with for
pothing,’ said Fabey, swaggering up closer to

be living 1 comfort now, and all belonging to
ou.)
d ¢ The divil iy away wuh such comfort,’ ex-
claimed Alice, wrathily, ¢ you’ve done your worst
and Il thank you to lave us in pace.’
¢1f you don’t hould in your toogue a
Reardon, DIl =Dl .. B
- ¢What? Turn us out agin? Faith then,
that’ll be hard to do seeiny we’ce ‘not on his

them. ‘If you’d a been a sensible lass, you'd |

little Mre.
| consolate _ heart.

lordships land, and if we wor, you'd find it a
tough job, seeing that we’ve nothin’ {eft hut our
skios to be turnt out of, said Alice, tauotingly.
¢Go way, Tim Fabey, an’ let us alone, orit
won’t be good for you.’

*You tureaten do you? That, indictable—’

take care that you an’ your pretty daughter
doo’t get lodged in prisen. But you seem to
live high here—what’s that cooking.’

¢ Vater P

¢ What else 2 he asked, sniffing up the savory
steam.

¢ Something that you'll have to rub your
eyes with when you want to cry for your sins,

honey. lnyons?
¢ And what else 7’ he asked, lifting the hd of
tbe pot, where, as ll luek would have it,

the head and thigh of the hare bobbed upon the
surface.

¢ One of Pusheen’s (the cals) kits, if you
must know—wmll you be after stayin’ to dine
with us 7 satd Alice, snatching the lid of the pot
out of Ius hand, and replacing .

¢ Not to-day, Miss Reardon, honey. 1’ll come
fo~morrow with two constabie’s at my back, to
put you a little further away from ks lordship’s
game,’ sud Fahey, who at the same instant
tbrew hisarm about Iate Reardon,and kissed
her, intending to trust to s heels afterwards,
but as quick as thought Alice snaiched up a
bucket of slush, and with true aim, sluiced him
with it from head to foot, Half suffocated with
rage, aud what used to be the pig’s dnner, he
retreated muttering vengeance, when Alice, with
a light laugh, would bave returned to ber tub,
had not Kathleen told her that Miss Abern was
withm,

*I'in ashamed Miss Ellen, honey, to behave
so, and you to the fore,” said Alce, going tn,
‘but that black-mouth villizn can’t be managed
any other way.?

¢ You gave him bis deserts, only I’m afraid
Ally, be’li bring more sorrow en yeu. You know
there might be great mischiefl made about thar
hare.’

¢ An’ this, boney, there’s the poacher,’ said
Alice, laughing, as she pointed to the cat, ¢ an’
when Pusbeea fetches ’em in by the neck, as
dead as a dure nail, its no uee—an’ we half
starved—to throw ’em away.’

¢ Pusheen !’ said Ellen Abers.

*Yes, surely. I doo’t koow what made the
craythur take to sich disponest practices, except
it was bew’ balf starved, for 1t’s nothing now for
her since we lived here for to coms wn wib a
bare or 1 birdeen, stone dead in her twa jaws,
that she lays down sensthle hke, an’ waits till
s cooked for her share. 'We call ’em her kits,
and ate 'em with thaok{u! bearts; and if Tim
Fahey’s a mind to make mischiet out of that, he
mty. DBut bows your bealth @ su2lish P

‘1 am very well, Ally. Butl hope Pesheen
won’t be transporled lor poaching, said Ellen
Abern, laughing, ¢or brig you into trouble, —
You have a hrave beart of your own, and I'm
glad 1o see you so able to meet difficultics, Do
you oeed anything 2’

¢ No, thaoks ve to God. What the Dan
gives me for washing his linen, and cleaning bis
roox every day, feeds us. and you kaow asthore,
there’s no riat to pay. If the weather conunues
a week or so longer, we're the promise of a
poor bit of a place with a sorry bouse on it, a
few miles away ; but if it comes on fo ram
shortly, the Liord hefpus. But why was you
afther asking, hogey.’

¢ Because Lady Fermanogh bas given me
tnoney 1o divide amongst the icost needy of the
turned out tenants,’

¢Och! Miss Aileen a suiltsh, there’s poverty
an’ sickness enough amongsi them poor souls,
an’ they need help more’n we do § give it all to
‘em @ sutlish machree, As for me, all I crave
is a sup of good ik, but I can’ getit, an’ I’m
just as well off withiout it

* You shall have tt, Alice. Send Kathleea or
Biddy up tius evening, and 1 will tell Judith to
fill whaiever you send with fresh milk from my
owa cow. If you get nto trouble let me know.
Good bye, keep up a good heart, avoid Fabey—
don’t exasperate inm.’

¢ Let bun keep clear of Katbleen then ; the
dirty driver that used to come many a time beg-
ging to wy own motler’s dure, when he was a
hare-footed gossoon, and was never turned
emply-handed away. If be ever dares to lay
lus nasty paw on her again, 1l break every
bone io s ugly skin,” said the virago, who
looked fully able to put ber threats into execu-
tion.

Ellen Abern had a sorrowful pilgrimage that
day. From one stricken lamily to another she
went, ministering to their needs, and trying to
cheer their drooping hearls, antt relieve their
squalid misery as far as her means went, and
when they were exhausted, her kindly, hopeful
words let 1o the sunshine to more than one dis-

- Lady Fermanagh’s message

* A fagl.

seemed to solace them no little, and they laid
hold on it, as drowning persons are said to grasp
at straws, ‘They thought, naturally enough that
a mother should have influence with her son, and
be able to exercise it for good ; and it her lady-
ship trulr pitied them, they saw no reason why
Lord Hogh should continue s hard and croel
course towards them. Tu was ia this way they
reasoned with each other, sanguine because thewr
view of the case was morally right, and because
they could see no barrier to the fulfilmeat of its
expected results, '

On ber return, she stopped at the Fermanagh
Arms to see Sir Eadhpa Ahern, bnt was form-
ed that the Factor was supposed to be dyieg,
and that be was in close attendance on him,
watching every breath and admimstering the pe-
cessary remedies with as much assiduity as if he
had been a dear friend, a benefactor, instead of
a stranger, who to say the least, enterlawed a
feeling of scorn and indifference towards the
country that the true-hearted old man loved so
well. Theo she went to pray for a little while
before tue altar of St. Finbar’s, where moved by
rue charity, she asked Heaven’s mercy on the
dywg stranger, aad having concluded her devo-
tions she turned homewards, and was walluog
rapidly, for it was growing late, when Don En-
rique, who was sitting on one of the lower [rag-
ments of rock by the way.side, with bis head
leaning on bis band, beard her light footsieps,
and Iooking up, advaoced to her side. She saw
by the fadiog hight, that be looked harassed and
pale, and when he spoke she observed that bis
voice was low and busky, as if from intense
emection,

¢ Miss Ahera will pardon me for cbtruding
myself on ber notice just now,” he said, as he
walked along by her side; f but circumstances
lcave me no alternative. I fear that I have—
though unmtentienaliy believe me—offended or
wounded you in some way, or by some means
suffer voder the effect of false impressions in
your opinton. Bat, of myself, [ cannot speak
now. There is a mystery which I dare not yet
explain ; all that T can do, is to disclaim every-
thing that may seem unworthy, and implore the
patieat confidesce of—of—those whose opiaion
I most value.

¢ There are none who do not wish Don En-
rique Giron well,” replied Eilen Ahern, scarcely
kuowing what to say.

¢ My object now is,” he weat on to say, ¢ to
tell Miss Ahern that facts bave come to my
koowledge by which 1 am convinced that she is
threatened with peril; and if she will not
ihiok me too presuming, to say that if the
wost unwearied vigilance can do st, I will save
her,?

*From what quarter am 1 to look for this
danger 7’ asked Zllen, with quivering lip.

* Be wary of those around jou, Miss Akern;
and place gn faith—well—there may be pro-
testations made, and even ¥ows wlich will bear
the semblance of a true-and genuine heart devo-
tion, but wiich io fact ire spares. I amata
loss for words ; I dv not koow bow to tell you
wiat I fear, but tiere have been such things in
real hie as lorced and mock marrlages,’ be an-
swered, as if he wished to warn her lully, but
dared not trust himself to do so.

¢1 thunk you, Don Larque, for your well-
weant warumg ; aod 1lso for your offers of pro
tection, aad can ooly liope that your fears are
groundless. However, [ shall be on the alert,
and trust 10 Almighty God and the Blessed Vir-
g for dehiserance. 1 do not think,’ she added
with a hight Jaugh, ‘T could by any probability
be [orced 1010 a wmarriage with any one, and can
scarcely suppore thal there 13 any one who would
Lave the Lewmerity to try such a thing.’

¢ Such thiks are not common, netther 13 the
wickelaess that would prompt so rmauch evil ;
but I bave gone, perhaps, too far, and yet I can-
no! recall aught that 1 bave said, or wish it un-
said. I only ask the privilege of watching over
your safety, and averting the evil that threatens
you, if passible,’ he suid, as he bowed lew an the
baud which, under a sudden 1mpulse, she handed
to m, and walked away. .

Bewildered and amazed by what she bad beard
—1ils very vaguepess aking il more terrible to
ber imagmation— Eilen Ahera kuew not what to
thik. A th:usand things rusbed on her miad,
a thousand conflictiog thoughis distracted her,
as she weut bliadly up the rupged pass of Fer-
managh, heedless of her footsteps, and seeing no
object around her. What could it meaa?—
Should sbe trust him? Why was be not more
explicit? Who could be so deadly a foe to her
as o wish to bharm her? Is it possible that
Lord Hugh Maguire could stoop to so basea
thing 7 Might not Don Enrique have some ob-
ject of Ins own to accomplish—some design to
serve 7 tow could she tell ? To whom saould
she confide ber difficulties? What bope bad she
of eartoly succor if evil desigus really envirosed
her? What frieods had sie but two “old men
whose age reodered- their aid unavailing—and
the poor, whose . muserable - proverty made them
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helpless ? And yet she could not really iu her
heart distrust Don Forique ; she felt that, not-
witbstanding the mystery that hung about him,
he wes truly noble and good — a conelusion
which was not the result of any natural logic,
but oue of those impressions which are sometimes.
stamped on the mind by some quick, indelible
and mystertous process. As she was crossing
the Terrace, she suddenly bethonght berselt of
her promise to Alice Reardon, and she turged to.
go towards the kitchen m search of Judith, who

send milk ool only to ber, but to the family of
Pairick Magmness: after which, accompanied
by Thela, whom she determived to keep always
near her in case of emergency, she went up to
her room, and sat down to endeavor to compose
and collect ber thoughts, and come to some-

thiog definite in regard to ber future outse of
action,

CHAPTER X.—THE MIDNIGHT FLIGHT,

There were some few individuals amongst the
temaa’s, as we before hinted, who baving tor-
sakeun little by httle their religious practices, and
hemg unrestrained by holier molives, were' nof
disposed to submit quietly to the barsh Ineasures
of their landlord and his agent from 2 sense of
duty. These unfortunate persons had i some
inctances set at nought the laws of man, an{ by
their evil lgves coatinually cutraged the laws of
God. Itis not strange, therefore, that now
when smartiog under a fercer appheation of thel
scourge than they had yet felt—wheqg one of
lbem had seen an aged mother expice by the
ditch side from exposure and fright, and another
bad closed the eyes of his only child, who wasg
ill of a fever when they were evicted, under a
bleak midnight sky—their darkest passions should
be roused to such fury, as to render them un-
willing to wail God’s time, aod determine to take
vengeance into their own hands, Weak and
tempted, baving voluntarily abandoned the source
of true strength and consolation, they listened
only lo the dictates of nature, and taking coun-
sel togetber, they swore with a fearfy] oath that
Lord Hugh Maguire should die. No oge knew
their dread purpose—it was only suspected—
and they kept desipdediy out of the way of thewr
friends and connections, to avaid being questioned
or warped. Lord Hugh Maguire, unconscious
of the fate that was wmpeading over hig con-
tivued his cold, implacabtle course, teeline r,espon-
sible tu no power, either human or dmn%, for g
acts, as loog as law and custom legalized thepm =
and conlinued inexorable 1o the misery b bagi
created, volii it turned its wan face, divested of
every earlbly hope, appealingly towards hieaven
_Bul he bad his own aoooyances and heart-hurn:
ings. 'The Scotch operatives were becomm
dissatisfied, and threatened to g0 away; apd his
factor, on whom so much depeaded, wa’s, sinkin :
daily—no buman skill could save him.  Althon E
Don Lionque had gone away, no one knew wl%i-
ther, the mysterious secret that he held hke a
drawn sword over his mother and himself, tever-
ed aud ieritated Lim whenever he thought .of it,
uatl he somebimes became almost franue, his im:
potence making the endurance sti] mor:a bitter,
and he fervently hoped ne had left the country’
Added to this, Lady Fermanagh mcessanﬂ;
thwarted him, and by ber counsels, and ur eat
wishes to return to Loodon, gave him no resgt —
Amidst al), the image of Kllen Ahern, ig i:er
pure, spirited beauty, baunted, and inspired hum
with a delermination to carry out his plans of
they led bum 1o the very verge of peril.  Fuar-
ther thao that be did not wish to go. His stub-
born, dogged will gave Lim strength in the pur
suit of bis designs which, sinply becauss they
were bis, be made up his mind what go circumj:’-
stances or opposition snould baflle them, he theran
fore declined holding out aay hopes to her ladg-
ship of a speedy return to England. 4

Oae evening be was returotog home
Catbaguira, twheq a shot, whichgseemedlf:ec{;gln;
from a coppice on the roadside behind, was fired
and bad not nis Eorse stumbled ;
aad caused tim to puch forward a I i
saddle, the ball woild have penetrated ltllies .:r:ii
instead of lus bat, which wag perforated ihronglx
and through,  Putting spurs to the frightened.
animal, he galloped homeward at fy] speed, and
clattered up the rocky pass of ‘Férmananh,m(h_“
stich fury, that the dogs and " stable bufé-itﬁrted
togetber in full cry, to see who and what wag
comung. But he dashed tbrough them, acd,
threw the bridle to a boy as he dismounted, with-
out a word, and strode into the bouse. Ellen.
Abera was 1o the drawing roem with Lady Fec-
managh, who, after making sundry efforts to e
cordial ard civil without success, had desised her
to read aloud, which she wag doing whea Liord
Hegh came lo.  She "glanced up from the pa e
before her, and when she saw how. wijte aE&
grim be looked, she wvolutarily. exciaimed
¢ You are ill, my Lord. i

* Not dl, my taie cousin,’
that was remulous with the rage'that was boilige.

and seething. witbin him. . I have- onlyspasa’
PR e ~oolysbeen
shot at, and parrowly escaped.;mth. my hife,’ ="

%‘-‘l—-.gg-&-’m- -: \.J.. i i
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he replied in°a voice:
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