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CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

NELLIE NETTERVILLE;
OR,
ONE OF THE TRANSPLANTED.

By the suthor of * Wild Times, * Blind Aguese,’ etc.

CHAPTER XV.—~(Continued.)

It was done atlast! Nellie had raid the word
which made her a wedded wife, and Mra. Net-
terville -folded her in her arms, and whrsnered,
¢ Thaok you, dearest, thank vou; for T koow
what this must have cost you ! and then placing
her hand in Roger’s, added, ¢ Tuke her, my son
—talce her ; God is my witness that T pive her
to you without a fear for her future happiness.—
To you in whose arms the father died T may well
entrust the daughter I’

¢ You shall never repent 1t, mother—never !’
said Roger, with thar calm, determined manuer,
which, better than many words, brings assurance
to the soul, of truth, ¢T loved her from the first
day I saw her, not so much for her brightness
and human beauty, as for that ligher beauty
which I thought I discovered n ber soul, and
which she has bravely proved sioce then., Over
beauty such as that time has no pewer—the
love, therefore, that springs from it must last for
ever.)

¢ Tt 1s well, my son,” replied Mrs. Netternille.
¢ T thank you, and believe yon. And now, be
pot angry 1If I bid you go. For tms ove day
Nellie must be all my ows—to-morrow there
will be no ope to dispute her mith you.’

She spoke the last words hurriedly ; for the
jailer entered at that momeut to inform Ormis
ton that the prison was about to be shut up for
the might, a>d that it was tus duty to see that all
strangers lelt it,

¢ But oot Nellie—nol my child Y <ard Mrs.
Netterville, with an appealing lonk, first to the
jailer and then to Ormisten, ¢ Surely you will
“Jeave Nelle with me 7

¢ They mu-t ! cried Nellie passionately ; ¢ for
by force alone can they drag me from yon.’

¢ Sir,’ said the dying womar, addressing her-
self this time to Ormisten alone, ¢ add rthis one
favor, I beseech you, to all the others vou have
done me, and let my child close my dying
eyes 1’ .

i [ cannot refuse vou, madam, he replied
much moved. ¢ But is your davghter equal to
the effort? Would 1t not be better to have the
jailer’s wite as well 7

¢ Wo—no !? cried Nellie, answeriog before her
mother, who looked half-inclined to assent to
this proposition, could reply. ¢I am equal, and
more than equal. [ would not have a stranger
with us to-night for the world.’

¢ Come for her thea at the first dawn of day,’
said Mrs. Netterville, with a glance, the mean-
ing of which they uonderstood too well. She
gave her hand in turn to each of Ihe young men,
and then signed to them to withdraw. Ormiston
did so at once ; but Roger turoed first to Nellie,
and takiog her passive hand, hfted it silently to
his lips. Nof to save bis life or hers could he
have done more than that in the solemn presence
of ber dying mother. '

He then followed Ormuston. The priest lin-
gered a moment longef to speak a word of cheer
to his poor penmitent ; but the jailer calling him
impatiently, he also disappeared, and the cell-
door was closed behind him.

CHAPTER XVIL

The ratthng of the key wn the lock, as the
jatler shut them up for the night, came like a
death koell on poor Nellie’s ear. So loag as
Ormiston and Roger had been there bestde her,
she had, quite unconsciously to herself, entertain
ed a sort of hope that something (she knew not
what)-might yet be devised for the solace of her
mother ; acd now that they were gone mdeed,
she felt as people feel when the physician takes
is leave of his dying patient, thus tacitly con-
fessing that ali hope 1s over. The lamp whick,
10 cbedience to a word from Ocmistan, the jaler
bad brought in trimmed and hghted for the night
revealed the cell to her in ull its bleak realty ;
and as she glanced from the straw pallet, which
at Netterviile they would have hesitated to place
beneath a begger, to the pitcher of cnld water,
which was the anly refreshment provided for the
dying worsan, Nellie felt anew such a sense of
her motker’s msery and of ber own inability to
procure bker comfort, that, unable to utter a sin
gle syllable, she sat for a few moments by her
side weeping hopelessly and helplessly as a child.
Mrs. Netterville heard her sobbing, and, after
waiting a.few micutes in hopes the paroxysm
would subside, sard gently : L

¢ Nelie—my: little one—weep not so bitterly,
I entreat'you ; you know not how it pains me.’

¢ How can I belp it, mother 1’ sobbed the girl,
unable to conceal the thovght uppermost.in her
owp mind. ¢ Yon suffer, and the lowest scullion
in the kitchen of Netterville would have deemed
herself ill.used in such poverty as this o

tTs that all, =y cld ?* said ber mother, with !
a faint smile, ¢ Nay, dear Nellie, you may be-
lieve me, that to a soul wii=h feels itself within |
a3 hour of eternity it is of Little moment whether |
straw or satin support the hady it is leaving., —
Erermty !—yes, eternity I’ she murmured to her-
self. ¢ Alas, alas! Low little do we realiz> 10 the !
short days of time the awlul sigoificance of that :
word, tor ever I’ :

¢ Mnther, you are not afraid? burst from |
Nellie’s lips, a new and hitherto vntbought of |
anxiety rushing to her mind. .

¢ Afraid P Mrs, Nettervilie echoed the ex-:
pression with a smile. ¢ No, my daughter, by
the grace of God and gnodoess of our Lady [
am not afraid. Nevertheless eternity, with i1s
ministeriog angel Death, are awful things to look
on, Nellie; and 1f I could smile at aught which
makes you weep, it would be to thiok that such
a silly grievance as a straw pallet could add to
their awfuloess in your eyes.’

¢ Not to their awluloess, mother,” Nellie sob-
bed, *but to their sorrow ; it is such a pain to
see you comfortless.’

¢ And has pn one else been comfortless in
death 7 Mrs, Neftereille whispered almost re-
proachfully. *Qaly consider, Nellie, this straw
ved which you Jament so bitterly 12 a very couch
of down compared to His, wheo he land him
down upon the bard wood of the cross to die)

¢ Mother, forgive me; 1 never thanght of
that” said Nellie humbly; ¢ T only thought of
your discomfort.?

¢ Think of nothing now, aear Nellie, hut this
one word of Scripture, ¢ Blessed are the deasd
wko die in the Liord ;> and hope and pray that 2t
may be so with me to-mght. Nouw, dry your
eyes snd hsten, for I have much to sav and but
little ime left wherein to sey 1t. Dry your
eves for I canuot bear to see vou weeping thus.
Your tears have almost the power to make me
repme at €eath.’

That l2s1 bint was sufficient.  Nellte resolutely
checked ier tears, and lawd her head down on
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her mother’s piilow,in arder that the la*ter might
speak to her with less danger of fatizue.

Then, 10 a few earncst, touching wards, Mrs. | ing the pallor on the sleeper’s brow, until it al-
Netterville set hefore her daughter the deties of | most seemed as if she were dead already. Liower

her new state of hfe, apd gave advice, which,
precious as 1t wauld have been at any time, was
doubly precious then, coming as it did from the
hps of a dying mother ; after which, true 1o an
idea ever uppermost mn the Irish mind, and wiich
she had too thoroughly adopted her husband’s
country not to feel as keenly upon almost as he
could have dooe bimself, she adveried to her
own place of burial.

¢ It cannot be at Nettervidle, T koow,” she
said ; ¢ T may not sleep, as I had ever hoped, by
the side of my brave hushand /  But o vour new
western home, dear Nelhe,—n your new nestern
home, where the churches, I believe, are yet va-
desecrated—there, 1f it be posuble, I would glad
ly take my rest—there, where you can come
snmetimes to pray for your poor mother, and
where, when my husband’s father follows me, as
no doubt he must full soon, e can be lawd quetly
to sleep beside me.

. She paused and Nellie muttered somethiog,
she hardly knew what, which sbe hoped wauld
sound like an assent in her mother’s ears, Not
for warlds would she have saddened her at suck
a moment hy allowing her to discover that
Roger, like themselves, had been robbed of his
mheritasce, and that, instead of that quiet west-
ern home of winch she spoke so confidently, her
wedded fife with lim most be spent of necessity
in a foreign land.

‘Whatever she did or did not say, her mother
evidently fancied it was a promised conformity
with her wisbes, and went on 1 that low, ramb-
liag way peculiar to the dying.

¢ It was not thus—not thus that 1 had thought
to viait that wild land. T dreamed of a resting-
place and a welcome, a meeting of mingled joy
and sadness, and then a homely hfe, and at i's
close a peaceful ending. Bat it is better as it 13
—much better. Quar next meeting will be all
of joy—joy in that eternal home where God
gathers together tis beloved ones, and bids them
smile in the suushine of his presence. Yes, yes,
1t is better asits!’

As Gad willa.  He koows best ; de knows—?
and theo Nellie stopped, powerless to complete
the sentence. |/ f, j/e

* Remember me to my father,” Nellie,” Mrs.
Netterville continued funtly ~¢ for father T inay
truly call am who has been in very deed a par-
ent to me ever since I was wedded to his son.—
Aund puor Hamish, also—let &im not ttank hum-
self forgotten, and tefl bim especially of the gra-
titude I feet for this great consolation procured
me by bis faithful service—my Nellie’s heart to
rest o: in dying—my Nellie’s hands to close my
eyes in death.’

"The last words were barely audible, and, after
they were uttered, Mrs. Netterville lay for a
loog time so mute and still that, fancymg she

was asleep, Nellie bardly dared to move, or
even, almost, to breathe, ‘lest she should disturb

her. At last she felt her mother’s hand steal |
gently in search of bers, i

* Your hand, dear Nellie.” she whispered sofily. l
+ Nav, do not speak. my daughter, but take my !
hand in yours, that T may feel, when I cannot |
see, the comfort of your preserce.

Nelhe took her mother’s band in hers. Tty
was as cold as :ce, and she gently tried to chafe |
it.  But the movement disturbed the dying wo- l
man !
~ < Tt prevents me thinkmng, Mellie,) she whis I
pered faintly, *and my thoughts are very sweet.’ |

The words sent a gush ot tenderness and jop |
to Nellie’s heart, telling ber, =s they did, that |
her mother’s was at peace. DBut the phrsical|
cozdition of that ponr mother still weighed |
h-awily on her soul, and taking the mantle from '
her own shoulders, she laid it on the bed, hoping 1
thus, gradually and 1mpercephbly, to restore :

warmth to the falling system. Mrs, Netterville ;

' perceived what she had dene, and, true to that !
 forgetfulness of self which had been the chief |

charaeteristic ot her life, she would not have it
so. ¢ Nay, nay, child,’ she murmured as well as \
she could, for she was by ths tune well nigh ;
soeechless, ‘ put it an agan, for you need 1t, ard
I da not. This death ehill 18 pot pam.’

She tried to push it from her as she spoke, and
became sn uneasy that Nellie, in order to calm
her was farced to resume the garment.

Satisfied on this point, her mother «losed her
eves ke a weary child, and {ll mto a dozing
glumher, Tt was the stupor preceding death;
but Nellie. never suspecting this, felt thaakful
that her mother’s hacking cough had ceased, and !
that ber breathing bad become less panful, Far
more than an hour she sat thus, her mcther’s
hand 1n hers — praying, watching, weeping — |
weeping silent. soundless tears—not sobhing, Jest |
it should disturb the sleeper. ‘

The nigtt passed onward in its course, but |
day waz yet for off when the lamp began to
waver. Semetimes it flickered and spattered
as if just gr1 g to be extingushed, and then agaia |
it would flwre vp suddenly, casting ctrange i
shadnws through the gloomy space, and deepen-

still, and lower. after each of these fresh spurls,!
1t sank, while Neilie watched it nervously; but
just as she fancied that it had actually died out,
ir flashed up bigh and bright again, full upon ber
mother’s face.  Nellie tarned eagerly to gaze
once more upoo those dear features. ISven as
she did so0 a rush of darkness seemed to fill the
celt—darkness that could be almonst felt—and a
pang sezed upon the poor ¢irls heart, for she
knew at once by intuition that the lamp was now
gone indeed, and that she had looked for the last
time on the face of ber living mother, !

Toe sudden change from light to derkaess
seemed somehow to disturb the iovalid. She
opened her eyes wearily, and something like x
shucder passed over her; but when she felt her
dau:zhter’s hand still clasping hers, a heavenly
smile (mty that Nellie could not see it then—
she saw its shadow onithe dead face next day,
however) settled oo her features, and she whis-
pered ;

f You bere still, dear child?
thank God for that I’

¢ Mother, what would you? Nellie asked
amid her tears,

¢It 1s coming, Nellle; be not frightered,
dearest. Itis coming hke a geotle sleep. Pray
for me, dear one; pray loud, that 1 may hear
you.?

What prayer could Nellie say at such a mo
meut 7 Ag orphan already by the loss of her
fatler, she was about to he doubly orphaned in
her mother’s death, and her thoughts turned na-
turally and rpoataneously towards that ather
Pareot whose home is heaven, and who, Father
as he is to each of us. has pledged bimself to be
s0 in a yet more especial and individual magoer
to the fatherless of his earthly kingdom.

‘The words of the ¢ Our Father’ seemed (o rise
unbidden to her hips.

¢ Onr Father who art in beaven.’

* Who art 10 beaven,” her mother repeated
after her ; and then came a pause of sweet and
solemn meditation.

¢ Thy kingdom come,” Nellie once more found
voice to say. DMrs, Netterville had ever kept
the desire of that kingdom 1 her heart of hearts,
Surely He was now calling Ler to enjoy it 0
eterpity ! So Nelhie thought, and the thought
gave her strength and courage to go on,

“¢Thy will be done ! —that will which was
callisg her last parent {from ber side. Nelhe
sobbed aloud as she uttered the words; but Mrs.
Netterville took them up, and in a voice of ia-
effable love and sweetness, kept repeating over
and over again, as if she could never weary of
the sentiment ; '

¢ Thy will be done; Thy will—Thy will—
Thy will, ever merciful and to be adored—Thy
will, my God, my Father, aod my Redeemer—
Thy will, not mine, be done !’ _ .

Nellie listened until she almost felt as if she

Thavk God—
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berself were standing with her mother on the

threshold of eternity. A sweet and awflul ca'm-
ness settled on her soul. She knew intuitively
that her mother was in the very act of dying,
but she no lenzer felt fear or sorrow. Tt was:s
1¥ the Judge of the living and the dead, not stero
and exacting, but tender azd approving, was
descending in person to that bed of death to
speak the sentence of bis faithful servant. Tt
was as If saints and engels were crowding after
him, bowed down, indeed, heneath Ius awful
presence, but yet glad aod jubilant over the
crowmog of a sister spirit, and bringing the
songs and sweetpess of heaven itself on the
rustling of their snowy wings,  And in the
midst of suck thoughts as these, Nellie still
could hear her mother’s voice repeating, ¢ Thy
will, my God, not mice, be done !’

Fainter stili and fainter grew that voice, as
the soul which spoke by 1t receded toward
eternity ; then all at once 1t died away, and
Nellie felt taat the last word bad been said 10
heaven. .

Tt was very dark, now, and very cold—the
cold that precedes the dawo—cold m Nele’s
heart withio, and cold 1n the outside world
around ber. She shivered, and was scarcely
conscious she did so. Was her mother really
dead ? She koew it, and yet could scarce be—
lieve it. For a httle while she kuelt there suli,
waiting and holding 1» her breath,n the vague,
faint bope that once more, if it were even for
tbe last time, once more that sweet, plaintive
voice might greet her loogiog ear,  3ul it never
came again. At last, by a great effort, she put
forth her trembling band aod touched her mo-
ther’s face. [t was already growing cold, with
that strange, hard collnesss which makes the
face of the dead hike a iarble mask 1o the living
hands that touch it, She shoddered ; neverthe-
less, with an instinctive feeling of what wag
right and proper by the dead, she did aot with-
draw it until she had pressed it geotly on lbe
evelds, and so closed them, without almost an
effort

That done, she knelt dowa once more, and,
brding her face in the scamiy bedclothes, tried
lo pray.

Day began to dawo at last,and a few sad
rays forced thewr way into that gloomy cell ; but
Nellie never saw them. Sounds began to rome
in from the newly-nwakened city; but Nellie
never heard thern. The prison 1tself shook off
its sinmbers, and there was a slamming of dis
tant doors #nd an occasiopal hurried step along
the passages ; and still she took no heed. She
knew, in a vague, careless way, that at one time
or another some one would be sent tv her as
sistance, and that was all she thought or cared
about it. Ja the meantime, she prayed, or iried
to pray ; but wien at last they did come, they
found her stretchied upon the floor, as cold,
almost, and quite #s uncoonscious, as her dead
motker.

CHAPTER XVII,

¢ To the memory of Freancis, Twellth Baron |,

of Neterville, one of the Transplanted, and of
Mary, the widow of his only son.’

Nellie staoped 1o decipher the inscrintion ; but
It may be doubted if she saw aurht save the
stone upop which Hamisk, in obedience to his
master’s dying orders, had eograved it, for her
eyes were full of tears. A hurried jouroey to
the west, another death bed, and 3 ftew weeks
more of tears aod renewed sense of desofation
bad followed the events recorded in our last
chapter, and then ¢t last a holy calmness settled.
upon Nellie’s sonl—a calmuess and a happiness
which was all the more likely to endure that it
was foucded tpon past sorraws bravely met and
meekiy borne, in a spint of - true and loving re-
signation to the will of Him who had laid them
on her shoulders. From the day of her de-
parture from Clare Island, the old lord bhad
drooped like a plant deprived of sunshive ; and
bie died on the very evemng of ber return, bis
hand o hers, smiling upon her and ber brave hus-
band, aod Jeaving for only vengeance on his foes
the ingcription which heads this chapter, to be
engraved ppon his tombstone.

Nellie laid bim to rest beside her mather;
for throuph the kindzess of Ormiston she had
been enabled to carry out Mrs. Netterviies dy.
ing wishes, and to bear her remaias to that weast-
ern shore which she had so fondly aad so vanly
fancied was to be her daughter’s future home,—
Ormiston had done set more. He bad obtaiped
a reversal of the sentence of outlawry agaist
Roger, coupled with the usual permission to
¢ beat his deum,’ as st was called, for recruits to
follow his banner into foreign lands, to fight ia
tbe armies of foreign kings. - It was the ewl
policy of those evii times,

To rid Ireland of the Irish was the grand
panacea for the woes of Ireland, ibe only one
her rulers ever recogoized, and of which, there-
fore, they availed themselves most largely, care-

less. or unconscious of the fatal elerient of
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strength they were thus flinging to their foes.
As a pative chnel!am and a weil-tried soldier,
Roger had a double claim upon his people ; and
short as had been the time allotted to him for
the purpose, fifty men, of 1he same breed and
mettle us the soldiers who fought at a later pe-
rind agaipst an English king uotil he cursed ia
the bitterness of his heart the faws which had
leprived him of such subjects, had already
obeyed his summons. They were assembled
voder the temporary command of Hamish, near
the tower, waiting the moment for embarkation,
and the ship that was to convey them to thew
destination was riding at single anchor in the
bav, on that very morning when Nelile and her
husband knelt for the last time beside her mo-
ther’s grave. It was like a second parting
with that mother. But with Roger as her side,
she could not feel altogether friendless or vnbap-
py, aod they prayed fora little tim2 10 silence,
with a calm sease ot sadoess which bad some-
thing of heavenly sweetness in it. At last it
was time to go, and Roger laid a warning finger
upon his young wite’s shoulder, She did pot
say a word, but she becl down once more and
kissed her mother’s name upon the stone ; then
she gave her haod to Rnger, and they left the
churchyard together. While she had been ha-
gering there, Henrietta had landed with Ormis~
ton at the pier to bid her a last adieu. The
quick eye of the Loglish girl instantly nercerved
the goodly company of recruits assembled pear
the tower, and with a smile of malicious triumph
she pownted them out 10 her companion. Ormis-
ton shook his bead reprovingly. Ie was too
(heroughly a soldier wot to lament the policy
which drafted large Godies of men into foreign
armies: but he was full at that moment of his
own concerns, and had little clinetion to waste
time in discussing the wisdom of his leaders,—
The truth was, Henrietta’s reception of him on
his arrival from Dublin the night before had dis«
appornted im.  1le bad come in obedience to
lier owo written nrders, as cooveyed to him by
Nellie, and mstead of the frank, loving meetiag
which his owe frank and loving nature had anti-
cipated, he had found ber shy, cold, and, e was
forced to confess to himself, almost unkind. At
first he consnled bimself by attributing this in a
great ineasure to the presence of her father, be-
fore whown she always s2emed naturally to as-
sume the bearing of a spoiled and unruly child 3
but when at hier own inwisation he had rowed her
vt morning 1o Clare Istand, and her manper,
instead of softening, as ha had hoped grew even
colder and more constramed than it had been
before, he became seriusly distressed, and, un-
able to endure the suspease any longer, they bad
bardly landel from the hoat ere he turned short
round upon her. aed said :

¢ Hearietta, before you move one step further
you must znswer me this question, Are we b
future to be friends or foes ¥

* Not foes! Ob, certainly not foes! Hen—
rielta stan.mered, taken quite aback by the sud-
denness of the question. #Oh, certanly not
foes I

‘Because I cannot endure this uncertainty
much longer,” he weat on, as if be had not heard
her, ‘1 most have an answer, and that soon.
I might, indeed, insist upon your own letter, but
I will not. It was written under a sudden 1m-
pulse, and the word that gives you to me for a
wife must be said with a calm consciousness of
its import.  What shall that word be, Henrietta
—ves or no 7

¢ Yes, if you will have me,’ she said in a low
voice, half-turning away her head as she did so,

“It! So long and sn faithfully es I bave
loved you, and do you still talk of 2f? be an-
swered almost reproachfully.

s There isan “if,) however, said Heprietta 3
‘and when you have heard me out. you will
have to dectde the question for yourself.?

¢ Nay, the only ¢if? for me 1sthe ¢f? that you
really love me,’ he replied wistfully, and wn a
way which showed Le felt by no wmeans certain
upon that score. .

¢ That 1 the very thing,> she answered, flush-
g scarlet. ¢ Harry, dear Harry, remember
that T bave pever bad a mother’s care, and pro=-
mige to be still my friend, even if what I have
got to tell you should alter all your other wishes
iz my regard.

¢ What can you have to say that ecould do -
that * he asked impatiently. ¢ For God’s sake, -
I-Ie’:;rietta,say it out ot ouce, whatever it may -
be ! : S
¢ It 1s not so very. easy, perhaps,’ she said in -
a low voice, and then she added quickly, ¢ They =™
call me a woman growa, Harry, aod yet i some "
few things I think that 1 am still almost a ¢bild

“In a great maay things rather, I sbould say
be could not resist saging, with a'smle. i

That smile reassured her, aod she went:on:
quickly : ¢ You kaow that it has never been'a
new thing to” me to consider myself Four
‘Harry., My father has treated -me: fromic

hood as your affianced bride, and we have.played:

at beiog wedded 1 the nursery. Yot icainot:




