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SHAWN NA SOGGARTH ;
OR,

THE PRIEST-HUNTER.

SHAWN

AN IRISH TALE OF THE PENAL TIMES.

BY M. ARCHDEKACON, ESQ.,
Aulkor of the Legends of Cornuught,” &e.
CHAPTER XI.

B Father Bernard and Frank proceeded some
B distanée in silence, when a peasant, who had
¥ watehed and tracked thewr steps from the cot-
§ tage, entreated the priest so earnestly to visit
g bis dying wile, that anxious as he was (o ascer-
f tain as soon as possible how matters had proceed-
 ed at the wake-house, he could not bring himself
to refuse such a request, and so wged. Accord-
ingly he entered the peasant’s cabin, leaving
B Frank, who preferred remaining outside, on a
small eminence nearly overhanging the lake, after
- having obtained from hiin a solermn promise, that
R he would remain there, without attempting to re-
| turn to the cottage, until joined by himself
§ again.

The moon was emerging wan and ghastly from
the clouds n whieh she had been shrouded, as
Frank leant himsell agawnst a hedge on the emi-
nence,.and looked out on the waters, the nearer
portion of which was softened by the clouded
moonrays, into a leaden tint, while in the dis-
tance they were still of an inky hue. There
was no wind ; the waters flowed in on the beach,
with murmurs soft as those of childhoad’s stum-
bers; there was altogether a deep and tmpres-
sive stillness in the aspect of the lonely land-

& scape, little in vnison with Frank’s excited and
N wrathful feelings, aud he shifted s position im-
patiently, as he exclaimed to himself, ¢ Yes, by
§ heaven, it was most unmanly on my part. I
should not, even for Father Bernard, have left
her, for an instant, exposed to the insults of an
¥ unnatural and apostate brother. Excited by li-
l quor, too, God knows what he may have been
f te;mpted to say or do.”

Stimulated by this thought, he strode forward
a few hasty paces, towards a pear gap in the
hedge 5 and there, approaching him closely, was

 distinctly visible, in the brightening moonbeams,
the man on whom lis heart, if' not his lips, had
been just then vowing vengeance, aml not for the
first tune.

Sir Robert, who had faken this direction to
the Hall (hrough some vague idea that had
sprung up in his mind, that he might, probably,
meel some annoyance on the more direct path,
started on first recognizing his cousin. But the
influence of the hquor had not yet entirely de-

§ serted hitm ; and, besides, he deemed st the better
plan to keep up the blustering tone, wiich was
indeed lus natural one.

}  « So, wmaster Frank,” ke said, *“ you did not
think fit to favor the Hall with a visit since your

W return with your select friends. Whether was

4 it that you doubted my hospitality, or that you

i had some natural {ears that my duty, as a loyal

il magistrate, might oblige me to take some steps

that might not be pleasant 7

B “Pass on,” said Frank, coatrolimg, by a

B} mighty effort, the passion with which every vein
was bursting ; © and be thankful that a promise,

f wrung by the father you have sunk into the

l crave before bis time, restrains my hand and pre-

B vents me from forgetting, as you have done, that
the same bloed flows in our veins.”

“ Pooh, my smuggling cousin, you would have

8 to forget, too, that 1 am lord of the soil here at

8 present, and that a word from me would soon set

¥ horse and foot on your track, as I suppose it is,
at this moment, my bounden duty to do.”

“ Can they save you now, taunting and beart-
less apostate ?” snid Fraok, in a fiercely mutter-
ed tone, as he mnade a step, despite all promises,

Wand consequences, to grapple with his taunter.

“ No, but this shall cool yon, master Frauk,”
said Sir Robert, drawing forth a slight but finely
empered blade [rom the whip he carried, aund

¥ making a lierce lounge at Irank. But his ac-
tive opponent, well accustomed to such deadly
game, bowed himself sideways almost to the

B oround, (o avord the thrust, and before it could
be repeated, with an exclamation that all pro-
ises were now absolved, he had wrested the
weapon, and, grappling instantly, by a mungled
exertion of superior strength and agility, swong
'his cousin beneath him to the earth. In this po-
sition, glowing with the excitement of the en-
counter—the recollection also of bis uncle’s and
Ellen’s wrongs, as well as the unkind and unfeel-
ting conduct, in words and acts, of the prostrate
‘man, all-powerful in mind at the moment, and
the weapon ntended for his own destruction free
in his hand, God forgive hitn if Ins first impulse
twas to bury it in the body of him who had in-
Hlicted such deadly injuries on those most dear,

Miving and dead. The weapon was raised ; but
it was fung away betore it had descended, for a
cry of wailing had arisen from the cabin 'into
pwhich the priest had gone, intimating that death
bad visited that humble seeoe; and, instantly

after, the voice of Father Bernard reached him,
calling aloud, # Frank, Frank.”

The sound dispelled at once lis deadly nten-
tions, as the notes of the sweet singer melt
away our fiercest resolves; and springing io his
feet he fAung afar the dangerous weapon, exclaim-
ing, “Yes, I take that voice, which has saved
me from, perhaps, the shedding of blood, as an
omen and a warning that my gromise to the dead
must be kept, whatever provocation I may re-
ceive.” So saying, he strode rapidly away to
join the priest, with whom e quickly moved off
into a thick copse that skirted the [uke to some
exitent; leaving his cousin to rise at his leisure
and pursue his way to the Hall, muttering curses
and meditating revenge.

It was at the aightfall of the ensuing day that
the small funeral procession set out from the
cottage for Ballintubber Abbey, where the mor-
tal remains of Sir Edmund were to be assigned
to his native earth in companionship with a long
train o} ancestors. ‘T'here was at the interment,
of course, nane of the state, nor the misplaced
grandeur and adornments usually employed m
consigning to the worms the body of a person in
Sir Edmund’s rank. Neither were there any of
those wild and passionate bursts of lamentation
always attendant on an Insh burial, whatever
the rauk of the deceased. In sidlence and dark-
ness the body was borne along on the shoulders
of a few faithful retainers, while a few others,
male and female, followed with noiseless and
stealthy steps.

There was, however, sncere mourning of
heart among them for the loss of their be-
lored, though fallen, landlord ; while ene mourzer
remained behind, whose grief was not to be ut-
tered by words or wailings. Indeed, with a
self-coutrol seldom witnessed at her years, wail-
ing Ellen had uttered none, from the first shock
of her bereavement till the coffin that contained
her beloved father, from whom she had never
before been separated for a day, was lifted to
bear Lim away for ever from her sight; when,
flinging her arms frantically around it, she pro-
tested vehemently they should not force it away,
and, with a wild shriek, fell senseless on the floor.

When she recovered perception the proces-
sion was after having set forth; and Father Ber-
nard, with his neplhew, the friar, was by ler side,
while Katty, half erying and half scolding, was
supporting her. The elder priest, after haring
bestowed some exhortations on the fair mourner
to be patient and resigned, was moving after the
procession when his nephew interfered, observ-
ing, “ Father Bernard, itis better you should
not go. The burial will be likely to be watched,
and you may run some risk, as it is known you
are in the neighborhood. Of me there is little
or no risk, as I am almost unknown here. Leave
me, then, to read the faneral service ; and do
you remain within, especially as I can readily go
from the abbey to Clristen Pat Feerack’s child,

that’s nearly fifteen months old and dying, I
think, though he basn't yet been made a Chris-
tian of.” ,

« Perhaps he is right, dear Father Bernard,
and that you had better remain here till all is
over,” said Ellen, faintly, as she raised herse!l:
% there is no use in risking yoursell now—now.”

s Go, my beloved child, nothing but violence
shall prevent me from having the gratification of
being myself the consecrator ot the elay that is
to recerve my oldest and most valued triend.—
Weep not, Illen, for him who has preceded wus
but by a short stage and who was, I trust, so
well prepared for hia journey ; but pray and
bope fervently that it may be terminated in
blessedness for ever; and let me hope to find
you calmer when T return.”

So saying, and bestowing on the bereaved one
a heartsprung and cearful benediction, he follow-
ed the funcral nrocession acvompanied by the
friar.

Tt was clouded moonlight, as the dark figures
in the procession, moving along iu spectral si-
lence on their mournful errand, entered the ve-
nerable and dimly seea pile ; and well did they
harmonize in the gloom and desolation of that
hour and scene, as they bore cautiously and
noiselessly their freight of decayed mortality be-
neath the roofless arches, and over the broken
flag-stones of the dead.

The grave of Sir Edmund’s ancestors was
opened for the admission of his bier, which lay
by the grave side ; and Fatber Bernard was re-
citing in.a low tone the beautiful service for the
dead, while the funera! attendants stood grouped
closely around him, so as completely to shade
the light of a dim lamp which the friar held for
his wncle, when the noise of a shot was heard,
which was instantly followed by a near shout and
the tread of measured feet approaching the ab-
bey nearly and rapidly. « We’re sel, we’re set;
that was Shawn na Soggarth’s shout,” exclained
more than one voice; and instantly, as if a pes-
tilence were in that name, the funeral attendants,
stumbling over graves and overturning each

peared through door and window.

other in the eagerness of their flight, hadl disap= | ruined “wall, mingled with the faughter peals of

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 7, 1860.

Shawn indeed it was. He had learned the
period at wiich it was intended the funeral
should take place, and having obtained a party
from Sir John, so accuralely had he timed his
visit that, but for ihe shot, he would have sur-
prised the priest in the act of performing the fu-
uneral service. The shot had been fired by Denis
Grehan, Cornet Ffofliot’s servant, accidentally
by his own account; which account, however,
did not obtain credence, the general belief of
the period having been that, having a leaning
towards the persecuted party, he had profitted
by the recollection of his master’s shot, alluded
to in our first chapter, and imitated his example
by conveying a warning in that shape.

“ Ve bluddy thraitor,” exclaimed Shawn, with
one of his tearful imprecations, on hearing the
shot, “ye’ve spilet us mtirely ;—hurry, boys, or
every vagabone o them Il be off, an’ thin the
reward ’s in the divil’s exchequer.” He rushed
forward eagerly, and, entering the low northern
doorway, shouted, trumphantly, with another im-
precation that echoed fearfully amid the crum-
bhng walls and the silent abodes of the dead,
“ there’s the tall fellow himsel’—we have lum
afther all ;” and he dashed forward, fiercely call-
ing on the soldiers to follow him.

Father Bernard, despite the anger and up-
braiding solieitations of his nephew, was the last
to quit the grave. ITe was in the act of lower-
ing, with his own hands, the body mto its last
earlhly receptacle, that it, at least, might be
rescued from all risk of profanation, when he
was revealed (o Lis ruffian pursuer by a burst of
bright moonlight stroaming wildly in through
broken arches and windows—(the lantern kad
been tumbled and its fight extinguished in the
first rush of the affrighted fugitives) ; and in-
stantly on hearing the imprecation and recogniz-
ing 1ts utterer he made for the extremily of the
aisle, whence, clambering with an aglity fear
alone could lend at hus years, by means of some
indentations in the time-disjointed stones, he
reached, through a broken doorway, a portion of
the stene roof of the abbey still in preservation.
Not altogether scatheless, however ; for, so close
were Shawn’s steps on lus, that, as he.was enter-
ing the doorway, the priest-hunter, then midway
towards it, bad grasped the skirt of his gar-
ment, exclauning ¢ Back with you now, my
ould boy, unless you choose to crack your skull
on the tombstones.”

But Father Bernard, swaying with the energy
of desperation, bounded forwarded; and the
skirt giving way, Shawn was precipitated forci-
bly amid the rugged gravestones. e remamed
nol prostrate, however, for a second, but spring-
ing forward with renewed imprecations, he as-
cended again with eager and practised steps,
while the loud laughter of the soldiers rang dis-
cordantly through-the rummed pile, as, ‘enjoying
his discomfiture, they gazed vacautly up at ithe
lofty arches, or flung themselves, with ribald
Jests, on the hroken tombs and flagstones.

“Friew’ Jock’s ainly lik to grip auld clootie
himsel® in these auld black walls, l'se (hinkin’”
observed one of the party, a Scotchman.

«1 have him, I have hin—stand, or by the
glory ov hell T’ fire,” shouted Shawn above.

T hope ould Nick himsel’s the ketchpollnow,
and that he’ll hould his hoult 0> you, masther
Shawn,” responded Denis Greban, beneath.

A flight of those narrow stone stairs, of such
imniense convenience in the old romances, and
stillin preservation wn Ballintubber Abbey, the?
now pearly choked up, led liom the portion of
the roof, to which pursuer and pursued first ns-
cended, to another portion whence there was «
facility of descent to the exterior of the zhbey ;

appointment. So, alter having spent nearly an
hour in fruitless search for the fugitives, and the
party having refused to remain any longer, he
was fain to quit the walls contaminated by ’his
presence, crestfallen and enraged, when some of
the funeral attendants, that had lain conccaled
behind trees and hedges, ventured to re-enter
the abbey, in fear and trembling, and fling in
earth and stones on the coffin, hurriedly and im-
perfectly, till they should have an opportunity oi
completing the interment without danger or dis-
turbance.
CUAPTER XIL

A few morpings after the burial of Sir Ed-
mund, the rector received a visit from Mr.
Dixon, one of his curates, a young man with
pale, pinched features, muci: asperity of manrer,
and a fierce denouncer and persecutor of his Ca-
tholic countrymen and the law-proseribed fath
—in slort, who was as fiery and istolerant a
bigot, as his superior was mild and tolerant.

“ Mr. Gordon,” he exclaimed, in an cager,
sharp voice, and scarcely waiting to be seated,
“youve heard, I suppose, of those audacious
doings last night.”

¢ No,” said the rector, in a tone strongly con-
trasting with lis,  what must they have been, to
agitate yon so strongly 7”

“ Why, the cabin of Jack Brennan, one of
our last converts, has been fired, and himself and
family nearly bwrned out of it. 1 suppose we
ourselves shall be atlacked one of these nights,
if things go on this way.”

# 7 pever liked thal man ; ill-heartedness and
villainy are strougly imprinted in his countenance.
I said, from the first, that be was no acquisition
to our church; and I should not wonder, if it
were discovered that he was the incendiary him-
self, God forgive me, if T am wronging him in
word or thought.”

6 Q, sir, sir,”’ rejoined Mr, Dison, m a veice
which his eagerness rendered as shrill asa crack-
ed fife,  these opinions would seem rather cal-
culated to cover the crimes of Popery, than to
express abhorrence and desire for its extermina-
tion, apd I fear much, that the lenicucy and shel-
ter so often extended to willully besotted Pa-
pists, in this part of the counlry, has tended ma-
terially to make those followers of Satan so dar-
ing in their crimes. How are we to root the
abomination of Popery fiom the soil, and con-
vert it 1nto a God-blessed laud, if our proselytes
are not to be cherished and protected.”

«1 wish we bad fewer converts and more
¢ Christians,”” said the rector, laying a strong
emphasis on the latter word, “as Lhave had bit-
ter experience, within the last few days, of the
utter wati of all Clristian feeling on the part of
our principal converts.”

“ Good Gad, sir, 1s it possible you would wish
to let the country remain sunk in idoatry

« 1 yield to no one, Mr. Dxon,” said Mr.
Gordon, warmly, “ in the ardor of my wishes to
lead my poor countrymen from the error of their
ways ; but T have strong misgivings, whether per-
secuting men for a creed, or holding out a bribe
to them for professing another, be the way to
oblain such desirable ohject. Persecution has
made marlyrs—never a sincere convert 5 and for
the man too ignerant for conviction, and whom
worldly advuntage, in any shape, tetopts to as-
sume the semblance of a creed he understands
not, T had much rather see that man still cling to
s awn faith, whatever might be 1ts errors, as
be bui adds hypoerisy to his other faults, while
hie stifl, in ninety-nine cases ont of a hundred,
continues, probably, a sincerer believer than crer
i the creed he has outwardly abjured.”

« Are you not, then, sanctioniug, by implica-

and from nearly the summit of this the priest,
having made a false step  tle eager rapidiy of
his descent, slipped, and, powcriess to stop him-
self, came rolling to the bottom. But just as
his ruffian pursuer was stooping to grasp him, a
voice was heard from the sinall private chapel
beneath, exclauning in deep and bollow tones,
“ Slawn, Shawn, remimber yer uncle’s awful
death, an’ be warned by the terrible sights e
scen since.” So starthing was the eflect of the |
tone and words arising so unexpectedly from the
abode of the dead, that the ruffian sank against
the near wall utterly overpowered for a moment.
"The moon was once more enshrouded for an iu-
stant in dense, dark clouds; and when she broke
forth again and he had recovered from his stupor,
there was no one to be seen on the Abbey roof
but lLimself. Instantly darting up the narrow
steps und pushing across the other portions of
the roof, after a searching glance around, he
shd dowa the exterior wall. Still was no fugi-
tive visible ; and, after proceeding a field’s length
beyoud the abbey, he returned aud entered the
privaic chapel liercely, lo ascertain who lad
been the utterer of the startling words. ‘There
too, however, he was unable to discover any liv-"
ing occupant, and though be called loudly and |
vehemently, the only response he received was:
the echo of his own voice, ringing through the

the troopers, on their becoming aware of Ins dis-

tion at lesst, the toleration and fostering of the
papistieal idolatry in the land 77 ’

« No ! with the doctrines of Rome, T huve ne
sympathy. 1 bul state my opimois of the iveffi-
cicacy of persecution or bribery, 1o ulter a na-
tionul Faith.  Asa clergyman and a magistrate,
[ shall t ke cvery step i my power 'o Hiseorer
Hhe peepeiiators of Jast i ontrage, snd
hitng tuemn Lo punisineat, though 1 must, in sui -
row, clmil that gaeh cuirages are U offspiing

Vol the oppoession and ruthlessness of our owa

party. as naturally as the reptile is engendered of
the slime.*

% Qppression to papists and rehels! Good
God, what an expression from the lips of a win-
ister of the Established Church! Mare wenot
them prostrate al our feet, and is it not a proof
of tue forbearance and mercifulness connected
with our nure rehgion, that the faggot and the
sword have not been applied to those disloyal and
perverse rejecters of the word, as hey would
unquestionably have been used, had we been the
conquered.” _

“ You seem to forget mn your zeal, Mr. Dixon
that, so far from being at onr feet, those same
papists had a well considered treaty ratified to
them, in the face of the world, guarautecing to
them the free exercise of their religicn: but we
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cided conviction is that, if oar present bappy
laws were but strictly and impartially enforced,
the ploughshare of the true faith would soom
eradicate the foul weeds and tares of popery
from the land; and, were it even otherwise, |
for one, would rather see it a waste, than sa
overgrown with the poisonous rankness of idod-
atry.”

“ E eonitra, my opinion has been long record-
ed, that we hare been dealing harshly, unfairly,
and mistakenly with onr countrymen, however we
may regret their errors; and T much fear,” con-
tinued Mr. Gordon, in an impressive and a pro~
phetic Lone, ¢ that the present persecution of the
Romish ehureh by our rulers will recoil fearfully
for agesto come, on our own, which will,
dread, mucbh, be regarded among our descend-
ants in the light of & tyrant persecator, instead
of a beneficenl mother, with arms oulstretehed
to foster her reclaimed childeen.”

% And here comes one to give a lift to your
opinions, respecting toleration, I suppose,” suid
Dixon, with a sneer, as a frightencd looking
peasant rushed rapidly towards the rectory, and
dofling his hat as he approached the window, ex
clanned m eager aund broken accenls—

“ 0, Mr. Gordan, jewel, they’re roin’ to put
us out o the cabin, an’ fave hersel an’ mysef®
an’ the gorlaghs without bouse or hiome.”

“Wio are they, Harry, and why should they
do so  asked the rectar.

“ Bekase, plase yer reverence, ould lsaae
lolliot, Misther Fiolliot’s brother, that took out
the Jniges for @most the whole village, seen® as
how that—that-—yer reverence koows we could
not take them out oursels, ran away th’ other
day, ye'll mind—a meltation hot un’ heavy on
his onld bones for id, axin yer veverenec's par—
don ; an’ now Sie Johos turn.’ us out to beg,”
by that hard- hearted villen *Porney Buker's ad-
vice, bekuse, he ses, ould Leaae (the wurdherin®
thiel) isu’t to the fore, 10 prove bhis tide, an”
we have no one tu stan’ up for vs—may God
pity us.”

#Welly Haery, 1 slally God willing, be at the
Castle to morrow and use all my influence, which,
Lowever, | fvse iy hat very slight in that quar-
ter, to ivveen Sic Joha ta wlter Lis detennina-
ton, wad allow you to remain on the spot, wineh,
to my own knowledge, you paid for so puncto-
ally, and have done <o mueh toamprove, o the
mean timge here ds o a trifie, o assist the present
necessities of yourself and famly.  Gad pity
you, I repeat.”

The worthy reetor reached over o Jdolhr,
which the unfortunate man received with tears
of gratitude, as he exclaiwed, “ Che beavens re-
ward yer reverenee: its ver kind word an’ yer
help that was alwoeys to the fore whin ‘twas
wantin®. O, if othier prodestan’ clargy was like
you, we needn’t be so bard set futhely for the
loas f our owu priests.  May heaven an’ the
saints, I pray agsin, reward you, for ali yowr
goodne-s, here an® heveafther.”

% Now, Mr. Dixon,” said the reetor, in u tone
partly of trismph and partly of sorcow, “ have
your not a key to any ef the outrages ol our
ill-fated peasantry, in the unpriseipled treachery
of 4 man who betrays and desolates a whole dis-
trict, eompelled by vile laws to confide in his
honor and good faith?  Could any Lowily or
treatice proclaim «o eloquently, too, the almost
insuperable difficulties pled up o the way of ex-
tending our erced by s profescing friends—the
framers of such laws and ubettors ot such wmen?
(Good God,” be added, in a wore earnesl tone,
“ what wonder, il men trested like unforunate
Gorman—ant, alas for cur pature ! I fear thew
vame s legion at preseat—men who, after lives
of patient industry, sce thew little cabius and

plots torn from thewm, by fiend-like treachery aud

e¥i} sfatutes, imd thewmselves and helpless famlies
fung “ at one fell swoop,” without sheiter or
means, on u merciless world—what wonder 3
such men should resort to erime: and ovtrage I—
What wender, too, i amanyg a sensilive, strong-
passione:d aml imagwastive race, e munher of
sincere eonverls to our faith shonld be so few,
winn acts like Flofliots can he pointed out as
the practices of ita members, and the increiless
code, that tempts to such aud worse, as thews
alvo.”

“ Well, I musi own,” said the curate, with
more than his usual asperity, “ than I can still
entertain mo sympathy for idolatry, or for the
worshippers of the beast, who could, besides,
escape all persecution at once, by forsaking the
path ol darkness, and enrclling themselves under
the bauners of the pure faith. Nay, Tam by
ne means clear, as lLuman inflictions are some- -
times requisite to purge from iniquity, whethee it
wauld not be better that nine-tenths of the ca-
hias in this benighted land were cmptied—ay,
razed—not a sod left of them, than that the

God-farsaken occupants should continue, in their

blind wiffulness, to shut their eyes agamst the
tight, and wallow in the mire of superstition.”

had " better not persevere in a conversalivn we
are ot likely to agreein.”
# We are not, indeed, Mr. Gordon, 1= my de -

“You are now, dear Mr, Dixon, speaking un-
aer the exevement of a:‘gums:nt,” said the ree-
ior warmly, “as I wn confident that, in your



