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YOL. XIX.

NELLIE NETTERVILLE;
OR,
ONE OF THE TRANSPLANTLD.

By the author of ! Wild Times,’ * Bliad Agaese, otc.

CHAPTER ViL.~—(Continued.)

He was clad 10 2 garb which might have be -
longed to 1he native fishermen of 1he coast, yet
no one could have mistaken him for other tham
a gentleman and soldier, as he stood there khold-
ibg back the screen of matting, and gazing, with
a look curiousiy compounded of amusement avd
annoyance, at the scene presented by the inte
rior of the cottage. The latter feeling, however,
was evidently in the sscendaot—so much so, -
deed, that he bad actually made a half movement
as if 1o retreat and leave the but to its unmvited
occupants, when something—was it a glimpse of
Nellie’s delicate profile, as she stooped over the
glowing embers ? — imduced htm to change his
mind, and stepping quietly over the threshold, he
dropped the curtain behind him with an energy
a9d good will whieh seemed to wndiczte that, o
stead of his premeditated flight, he bad made up
his mind to accept with a good grace, arnd per-
baps eveo to enjoy, this unexpected addition to
hia society. The sound of the falling mat warned
Nelhe of the advent of a stranger, and, crimson
with shame and fear, she stood up to receive
bim. He gazed upon her steadily, the balf feel-
ing ot annoyance still visible on s clouded
brow, yielding gradually to a look of intense but
reverent admiration, and removing bis fisherman’s
cap from lis head, he bowed courteously, and
said mn English :

¢ God save all bere, and a hundred thousand
welcomes also, if, 25 | apprehend, you are fugi-
tives like myself from tyranny and injustice.’

There was an indescribable tact and courtesy
in the way 1n whieh he combined this snnoun«e-
men! of ms being the master of the hut with a
frark and ready welcome to his nokoown wisit
ants, which made Nellie feel at once that she
had to do, not only with a man of gentle birth
but of high and palistied breedingalso. Yet this
fact seemed for the moment raiher to add to ber
difficulty than to decrease it, and secretly wish-
g that the fish could bs made, by some magical
process, to disappear from the embers upon
which it was comfortably broiling, she placed
berself as much as she could hetween it and the
strapger as she stammered owt her apology for
intrusion, D:d he see the fish 7 and did he guess
at the petty larceny she had just committed 7—
Nellie fancied she saw somethiog ke an amused
look 1 bis eye, which made her teel bot and cold
by turns with the consciousoess of discovered
guilt ; but the rest of hiy features wore no smile,
pothing but un expression of kicd and courteous
sympathy, as he eagerly interropted her ex
cuses :

¢ Say no more, dear lady, sy no more, trust
me I have pot now to learn {or the first time to
what dire straits the sad necessity of these days
may bring us.  And, therefore, to all who come
to this poor hut, but more especially to those
who, for honor and for conscience sake, hase
Jard down wealth and power elsewhere,] bave
but one word—one greeting, and that is the old
Trish ooe, of a hundred thousand welcomes.?

¢ A huadred thousad welcomes!’ repeated a
feeble, quivermg voice close (o the stranger’s
elbow. He turned and fooked for the first time
steadily at Liord Neiterville, of whose presence
up to that picment be had been barely conscious,
The old man bad risen from his seat, and.stood
smiling and bowing courteously, evidently think.
g be was dowg the hooors of a home, of which
—however humble—he was yet the uodoubted
master.

¢ Qur house is poor, sir,’ he went on, ¢ once
indeed we boasted of a better ; but let that pass.
Such as 1t is—such as our enemies have made 1t
—you may reckon assuredly upon meeling an
Irish welcon.e mt.’ :

¢ Sir,) whispered Nellie through her tears,
fearing lest the stranger might break in foo
rudelv on the old maun’s delusion, ¢ he is cld—he
has been 11— he fancies be has reached his home ;
you must excuse him.’ .

The unknowa turped his eyes upon the girl
with a look so lull of reverent sympathy that it
went straight to her heart, never afterwards to
be effaced from thence. She felt that her grand
father would be safe 1 such kindly hands, and
was turping quietly away when Lord Netterville,
sti}l enacting his fancied cbaracter of bost, threw
a bavdful of dry wood upon the fire, and the
blaze that matantly ensued fell” full upon bis fea~
tures, which had ‘ntherto been barely visible in
te gloom. The straoger started violently.

¢ Good God ! he cried, 1o a toge of irrepres-
‘sible astonisbment. fIs it possible that I see
Lord Netterville, and i such a plight

- ¢You kpow my "grandfather, then? cried
Nellie joyously, feeling ‘s if the stranger must
have.been sent by Providence especially to help

her in the hour of her utinost ceed. ¢ You know
my grandfather 7’

¢« [ ought, at any rate,” he answered, with a
sad smile, as he took Liord Netterville’s proffer-
ed hand.
beaten at Kilrush ; my first battle, and, as T sup
pose, Lis last.?

¢ Ha,! cried the old man, ¢ Kilrush,¢Kilrush!
who speaks of Kilrush? Were you there, sir?
Time must have played sad tricks upon my me-
mory theo ; for truth ta say, T do not recogmse
you.’ e
¢ Nay, my good lord,” said 1he stranger sooth-
iogly, ¢it would be stranger still if you had done
so, for T was hut a beardless hoy m those days,
Neverthelets, I remember you, Liord Netterville,
and surely you cannot have altogether forgotten
the cheer we gave when you, a tried and veteran
soldier, rode up to serve with us as a volunteer
in the regiment of your gallant son.’

¢] remember ! 1 remeraber!’ cried the old
man eagerly. ¢Tt was a bright and glorious
moreing, and we cbarged them gallantly—a
bright and glorious mormog but with a sad and
bloody ending, Alas, alas I” be added, his voice
talling suddenly from its trumpet-like tone of ex-
ultation to an old man’s wail of snrrow, ¢ Alag,
alas! how many of the best and bravest that we
had among us lay dead and trampled in the dust,
as we withdrew {rom that fatal feld.

He bowed his head upon his breast, and re-
mawed for a little while absorbed 10 thought, and
Nellie took advantage of the pause to say:

*You knew my father, sir 2 You must have
known him if you were near Lord Netterville at
Kilrush ; for father and son charged side by site,
and were seldom, as 1 have since been told, ten
minutes oul of each other’s sight during the
whole of that bloody battle.

¢ Knew your father? Yes, dear lady—if your
father was, as I suppose, Colonel Netterrille—
T kuew him well. He was the bosom friend of
=y uncle and namesake, Roger Moare of Leix,
who placed me 10 bis regiment when I joined the
Irish army.’

¢ Roger Moore of Leix,” ecried Nelhe, a flash
of enthusiasm lighting up hker face ; * Ruger
Moore—1le brave—the pgifted—the first leader
m a noble cause, whose very name was a battle
cry, aod whose tollowers rushed to fight,
shouting for ¢ Gad — our Lady — and Roger
Moore I Yes, yes; he was my father’s friend.
[ remember even when I was a child how lie
used to talk about him. Aad you,’ she added
with a sudden change of voice and manner ; and
placing both her hands in his, ¢ you, then, are
that Roger Moore, the younger, 1n whose arms
my poor lather died.”

¢ At the battle of Benburb,’ s2id Moore, 1n a
low voice ; *a glorious battle—well fongh?, and
well wop, and yet for ever to he regretted, {or
the Inss of one of Ireland’s bravest and most
faithful soldiers.’

¢ Granéfather samd Nelhe, cuddenly with-
drawing her bands from Roger, and blushing
scarlet at the inadvertence af her own actinn
which bad placed them ip his, ¢ this s Captan
Maore who bore my wounded fath-r out of the
nress of battle, and to whom we are indebted for
that last and loving farewell which he seat to us
in dying.’

Bat mstead of replying with an angerness ror-
responding to her own, Lord Nettcrville gazed
vacantly upon the stranger, evidently without
the shghtest recollection of his name or person.
and repeated, i a low, mechancal voice, lus
previously muttered welcome.

* He dies not remember !” said Roger. ¢ Alas,
alas ! for that bright intellect, once cloudless as
a summer’s noon.’ )

¢« Hush, hush I? whispered N+llie. * Recollec~
tion is heginning (o return.” Aond Lord Netter
ville did 1n fact seem to be makirg a langwd ef
fort at gathering up h.s scattered thoughts ; for
he lvoked at Reger, and said feebly :

¢ You knew my son, s ?—you knew my son?
—then, indeed, you are very welcome. He was
a brave boy, and fought for s king and country
—fought and fell—on the field of—tbe field of
—the name—which I thought never to forget—
bas almost escaped me.’

¢ Beoburb,” Roger ventured to interpose.

¢ Benburb! Ay, that was the very name—
Benburb—my memory does not fail me, sir ; but
I have been much tried of late—or we rode too
far this morning ~ for 1 fee] very famnt.

He tried to draw back from 1tbe fire as he
spoke, but he tottered, and would bave fallen if
Roger had oot caught im by the arm, and
made him sit down upon the setlle.

He s fant for want of food,} said Nellie
haslily ; ¢ we have been wandering all day among
the lulls, and he has not broken his fist since
morning.’ _ '

Roger did not “answer, but signing to her to
support Lord Netterviile, he weat straight to
same invisible cranny in the walls of the hut, and
drew thence a bottle of strong cordial. Pourig
a little of this into a 1roken mng, he made the
old man swallow it, and then stood beside him,
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anxiously watching the resulf.
favorable—ina few winutesgLiord ‘Netterville |

revived, the color returned to’his wan cheek, and |
turning to Nellie, he asked her tn a balf whisper. '
*if suppér would soon be ready? Shrly, and
blu-hiog scarlet, Nellie noddéd an aflirmative,
and forgetting all her previous shame in anxiety
far her grandfather, she was about to resume her
office as caok, when, with a half smile on s face
Roger Moore put her quietly aside.

¢ Nay Mistress Netterville, remember that T
am master bere, and that T forbid you to lay
hands upon that fish! I bave always been cook
n my own proper person to ‘the establishment,
and I cannot aliow you to supersede me in the
office.

¢ Forgive me I’ sail Nellie, tears startiog to
her eyes, and half fancying 1 ber coafusion that
he was angry in earnest. * I could not belp it,
for he was starving.’

Do not misunderstand me, T entreat yov,’
said Roger, in a voice of deep and real feelina ;
¢ T should be a brute if T objected to anytbmg
vou have or could have done; I only meant that
I objected to your continaing in that office ; for
so long as the davgbter of my old colonel 1s un.
der my roof, (even though it be but a poor mud
sheeling.) she shall do no work, with mv good
will. unfit for the hands of a princess.” Ie
busied bimself while speakwg w drawing forih
from 1hat same recess in wiuch be had found the
cordial snme thin oaken cakes, a few wooden
platters and cpe or two kmives or spooos of such
nassive silver that Nellie could not belp thinking
they were as much out of keeping with the rest’
ot the furmture us Roger mmself appeared to be
with the hut, ot which he was doinz the honars
in snch sunple and yet such courtly fastuon. He
would not even let ber hold the platter upon
which he placed the fish as be took it from the
embers, and he himselfl then brought 1t to Lord
Netterville, anJ pressed lnm, as tenderly as 1f he
bad been a child, to partske of this impromptu
supner.

The old man yrelded, nothiog Ioath, and <o,
indeed, did his grandchild, for, thoneh very fair
to lonk at, no poddess was poor Nellie, hut a
young and groming girl with the healthy appetite
of sixteen. She accepted, therefore, Roger’s
writation without the smallest affecration of re-
luetance, and sitting dowa on the floor beside her
grancfather, shared the contents of ks platter
with ionocent and undisgwised erjoyment. With
all her sense and courage she was as yet 1n many
things a perfeet child, vieldizg as easily asa
chidd might do to the first ray of sunshme that
brightened on her path, and accepting the bap
piness of the present moment as unrestraivedly
as 1f never even suspecting the shadows that
were lurking i her future. Now, therefore, l
that she felt her grandfather was n safe and
beloful keeping, she threw off the sense of re-
spopsthiity which had weighed her down for
manths, and became clmost gay.  Colar rose to
her wasted cheek, Ight sparkled in her eves, and
she responded to Ronger’s eff rts to make her
feel comlortable and at hame, wmith such inancent
and unbounded faith in his wish and power to
hefriend them, that he vowed an inward vow
a=ver to forsake ber, but ta gnard ber, as if she
had been 1n very deed his sister, through the
trials and dangerr of her unprotected exile,—
When 1heir meal was over, and while her grand-
father slumberad ia the quiet warmth of the peat-
fice, she told Boger her story, simply and briefly,
as she mizht have told it to a brother, beginning
at her departure from her ancestra! home, and
ending with lLer encounter with the Enghsh
strangers among the mountaios,

¢ It 18 Major Hewitson,? said Roger, ¢ in whose
favor [ have been despailed of wy old home.
Major Hewitson and his preity daughter ¢ Ruth,?
as he chooses to call her, in order to blot out
the fact that ber name is Henrietta, and that she
had a popish queen for ber godmother. She
forgets 1t not hergelf, however,” he added, with
a smile ; *for her mother was of noble race, and
they say that she is a true cavalier at heart, and
noes like a caged bird in the network of demure
fanaticism which her father has twined around
her.?

¢ She has a lovely face and a kind and honest
heart for certain,’ said Nellie. ¢ She knows you
also, now I think of it, for she it was who di-
rected me to this hut, with a hint that I should
here find 2 fried.’

* D.d she P said Roger, with genuine lervor.
¢ Nay, then, for that oane good deed I needs
must pardon her, that she, or ber father tor her,
bave robbed me of my hentance, Aod now )
think of it,’ he added, with a touch of sly malice
in s smile, ‘you also,if you came bither to
seek land, must ‘bave been bound on the same
errand 5 for both these baronies, * Umball augh—
tragh’ and ¢ Umhall 1oghtragh,’ 18 the couatry of
the O’ Mailly’s, and, in right of my grandmother,
my o¥n. N - S
. Nelle blushed scarlet,. ¢ Alas !> she sad,.¢ T
knew not whither or to whom they sent us ; but
sure'am JIyat all events, that we never would

Happily it was I

[to yield it!

have accepted of any home at the expense of its
rightful owners.’

¢ Nay,’ said Roger, *I did but jest. Would
icdeed that it was to you [ had been compeiled
Tn spite of that fact you should
have bad, T promise you, a right roval welcome.
And now | must needs explain. This sheelng,
you must know, 1s not really my bome. It s
but a temporary refuge, of which 1 have two or
three along the coast ; for I bave fouxht battles
enotngh against Eogland’s new-fangled govern-
raent to have deserved the honors of outlawry
at her hands. My life consequently has been
none too safe at any time these six months past ;
and now that yooder gray-haired fanatic, who
would ask nothing beter than to seal his titte in
my blood, has gnt possession of these lands, it s
of course less secnre thao ever. My most per-
mauent home, however, is on an islaud, facing
the bay on this side, and washed by the waters
of the Atlantic on the other. Tt is poor enough,
God knows, yet capable of giving better accom—
modation than such a hut as this 1. Will you
and your graodfather be contect to share it with
me 7’

Tears rushed into the dark eyes of Nelle.
¢ Providence is good,” she answered simply—
¢ Providence is very good, and gives us friends
when we least expect them.’

¢ Well, then, it is 2 bargamn, cried Roger
gayly ; “and now, Mistress Netterville, come
and see the craft in which you will have to make
the voyage.’

He pulled down the © mysterious mantle’ as
he spoke, and Nellie saw that, instead of cover-
ing the bare wall as she had 1magmed, it merely
concealed an openng into an mper and smaller
portion of the hut, built right over the creek, and
made to answer lbe purpose of a boat-house.
Into th:s the water rushed, so as to form a basin
deep enough for the floating of a boat, and one
accordingly lay safe within 1t, concealed by the
overbanging roof from observation on the out-
side, .

It was not flat bottomed, hke the native craft,
pat bad been evidently built both for strength
an! speed by one who understood his business,
and its chief cargo at this particolar moment
seemed to be a quantity of luxuriant beather.

To this Rnger pointed with a smiler ¢ Tt 1
were a Highlander,” he said, ¢ you mizht sus-
pect me of second sight; for I have gathered,
without thinking of it, double the usual quantity
of heather, that which we outlaws perfarce use
for bedding. I hope you will not mind rovgh.
tng it a hule.

‘[ have roughed it a good deal within the
last few months” said Nellie, ¢and I do aot
think you will find me difficult to please. Is
ihe boat guie sate? I have never been out on
the real sea before.’

+ Safe,” sa1d the young man, with a httle par-
donable pride in s dark eyes. ‘1 bwlt her
myself, and she has weatbered more than one
bad storm snce the first day that T sailed her.
I call her the ¢ Grana Uaille,? after the stout old
chietiaipess whose 1sland kingdom I inbabit, aod
wiich, with the otber lands of which DNajor
Hewitson has robbed me, I inherit from my
grandmother. Bur the sun is getting low. Do
you pot thiek we had belter start at once, and
get the voyage over before mght-fall 2

To this Nellie gladlv assented, and between
them thev conducted Liord Netterville to the
boat. Roger arranged the heailier <0 as to form
a sort of couch, and with the mantle thrown over
bim to protect him from the damp, the old man
tound mimself so comfortable that he settled
mmselt quietly for slumber, Theo Roger put
up his sail, and with a fresh and favorable wind
they ghded down the creek,

Nellie would not lie down, but she sat back
in the boat with a fazy kind of gladoess in her
heart, which, rightly interpreted, would probably
have been found tc mear perfect rest of body
and miod. Such rest as she bad not felt for
mooths! The waters widened as they ap-
proached the bay, and Nellie marked each new
feature sn the scene with an interest all the
keener and more enjoyable, that everything she
saw was so unlike aoything she had ever seen
before. Accustomed ss she had beea to the
tamer cultvation of Ler native couotry, the
savage grendeur of that wild west, with its pov-
erty in human lfe, 1ts wealth i that which was
merely aaimal, took her completely by surprise,
zad she gazed with unwearied interest, now on
the undulating ranges of blue mountawms which
crossed and recrossed each other like network
agamst the sky, then on the broad, black tracts
of peat and bog land which covered the country
at thewr feet hke a pall ; histened now.to'the
bitern and plover as they anawered each otber
from the marshes, then to the shrill screams of
the curlews as they rose before the boat, darken-
ing the awr with ther uncounted numbers; or
she watched a beron sweeping slowly homeward
from its distant ishing ' grousd-—or a grand old
eagle soaring solemnly- upward, as 1f bent ona
visit to the departing sunj and her delight
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and astonishment at last reached their climax io
the apparition of a seal, which, just as they
cleared tbe creek, nopped 1ts head up above the
waves, leaving her, in spite of Roger’s lavghing
assurances to the coatrary, well nigh persuaded
that she had seen a mermaid. 'The wind conti-
ouing steady, Roger shook out lus last remaining
reef, and, responding gaily to the fresh impulse,
the boat sprang forward at a racing pace. They
were it Clew Bay at last, and Nellie utlered a
crv of joy —never had she seen anything so beau~
tiful before. Masses of cloud<, with tints just
caught from the presence of the sun, soft greens
and hlacs, and pale primrose and delicate peasly
whtle, s0 clear and filmy that the evening star
could be seen glancing through them, hung right
over-head, shedding a thousand hues, each more
beautiful than the other, upon tte bay beneath,
until it flowed like a higuid opal round its multi-
tude of tribute 1sles.  Opposite, right in the very
mouth of the harbor, stood Clare Island, all °
a hight and glowing, as 1f it were m very deed
the pavilion of the setting sun, which, as it sank -
into the waves beyond it, wrapped tower, and
chureh, and slanting chff, and winding shore-line,
in such a glory of gold and purple as mede the
old kinglom of Grana Ualle look for the mo-
ment hke a palace of the fairtes. Nellie was
still straming her eyes for a glimpse of the At-
laniic on the other side, when the deep baying
of a hound came like sad, sweet music over the
waters, and Roger slightly touched her shoulder.
They were close to the island ; in another mo-
ment be had run his boat cleverly into the little
barbor and faid her alonzside the prer. A huge
woll-dog, of the old Irish breed, instantly bound-
ed io, nearly oversetting Nellie in bis eagerness
to greet his master.

Roger lad ane restraining hand on the Jog’s

massive heud, and removing his cap with the
other, said, ssmling courteously :

¢ You must not be afraid of Maida, Mistress
Netterville. She is 23 gentle as she 18 strong,
and has only come to add her voice to her mas-
ter’s, and to bid you welcome to tke outlaw’s
bome.’

CHAPTER V(.

Nellie slept that mght the peaceful slumbers
of a child: but the habits of long weeks ot care
were not to he so easily shaken off, and the first
ray of sunshine that found its way through the
narrow window ot her chamber roused her from
her well earned repose. Her first impulse was,
as 1t had ever been of late, to spring from her
couch with a pamful sense of bard duty to be ac-
coemplished that very day ; her next was to thank
God with all the fervor of a young and wnocent
heart for the haven uf safety into which He bad
gurded her at last.  Then she lay tack upon her
pillow, and, yielding to the delightlu} conscious. .
ness that there was no immediate call upon her
for exertion either of boldy or mind, glanced
langmdly round the dimly-lighted room, apd ea~ .
deavored fo make a meutal inveotery of its
contents. Tt was a square chamber, formwg
the second story of the old tower m which Roger
had taken up his abnce, and which was all that -
was yet remaining of the old strong hold of
Grana Uaille. The apartment had evidently ao
furniture of its own to boast of, but, baving been
used as a sort of lumber room, was abundantly
supplied with articles brought hitber from more
favored manmons, Nellie soon perceived that
much of this so called lumber was of the costliest
description, an‘l represented probably the sum
total of all that had been saved from the wreck
of Roger’s fortune. There mere cabinets of
curicus workmanship, a table carved in oak as
black as eboay, a few high-backed chairs of the -
same material, ornameats m gold and silver, some
of ancient Celtic maoufacture, otbers in thewr
more delicate workmanship bearing marks. of
artistic handling, which, even to Nellie’s unac~.
customed eye, betrayed their foreign origin.—
There were pictures, too, most of them with the
dark shadow of a Spamish hand upoa them, and
swords, bucklers, weapons, and armor of all kiads,
old and new, defensive and offensive, piled up
here and there in picturesque confusion in the .
corners of the turret. Neliie bad been amusing -
herself for some minutes scaoning all these
treasures over and over, and guessing at their-
various uses, when her attentinn became sudden=
ly nveted vpon a buge coffer with bands and -
mouldings of curiously-wrought brass, which
stood against the wall exactly opposite to the
foot of ber bed. Sbe was still quite yirl enough .
to be williog to amuse hersell by imagining all ;
sorts of impossibilities respecting the contents of -

she was watching 1t. as anxiously as.f. she half.
expected it te open of itself, when the door :of:
the chamber was cautionsly uiclosed, and the old
woman, who represented the odfice of cook, valet,.
and everything else :in. Roger’s - establishment;
crept up to her bedside as quietly as: if; she. fan
cted her to be sleeping still, .. RTPR

¢ God’s blessing and the light of heavea be

your sweet, smiling face,” she :ejaculated,

this mysterious loozing piece of furniture;and;




