.
LS

M G
','mfﬁmllll}'!m o
Uy

15348

e
AL, [ R o
ll\\lnw ==L LIT b
L3ty \\)\ N :

1A

Gy
TERTRRE

‘ !,n :
i 0N

-YOL. X.

THE LAST IRISHMAN.
(Transiuted from the French of Elie Berthet, by C. M,
O’ Keeffe, for the Boston Pilol.)
CHAPTER XVI.

(Continued.)

This conversation took place in a low tone,
and twas upheard by the majority of the moun-
taineers. Besides they had resumed their fune-
ral movemeat, and could not attend in the gene-
ral agitation to the strange dialogue with an un-
known woman. They regarded ILady Ellen as
some distant relative of Richard’s, anl manifest-
ed no surprise at hi§ attenti_on to he::. The young
Jovers proceeded fude by side in \snlance. Col.
O’Byrne was peasive. )

«Tady Ellen,” said be at last, “the senti-
ments of affection with which you regard me, in
spite of your rank, birth, und family prejudices,
fill me with gratitude. But if I were to yield to
the sclfish impulses of my heart, I should impose
sufferings upon you, to which it would be base-
ness to subject you. Lisgen to me: Three days
ago my heart was filled with hope ; I looked on
myself as one of the foremost citizens of rege-
nerated Ireland. The title of saviour of my
country was o brilhant as to _make me worthy,
I thought, of Lady Ellen. Julia’s request was
perfectly acceptable, and I yielded to anirresist-
ible passion. At present, circumstances are en-
tirely changed—now I am a wretched rebel, the
associate of a handiuw! of outlaws, conquered and
calumniated—a species of wild beast for whose
head a reward 15 offered. Any one may kill ne
with the expectation of bemg recompensed for
liis pains. I am not certain that I can reach the
sea coast or obtain a passuge to the French
coast. It will be necessary for me Lo vegelate
obscurely in a toreign country, destitute of the
hope of ever seeing thie friends whom I leave
behind me 1n Ireland. Such is the most favor-
able view of my prospects ; for, should I be cap-
tured, you know the ignominious death which
awaits men like me. You shudder, Lady Ellen.
Well, then, do you think T ought to call out
from the bottom of the dreadful abyss in which
‘T am buried. You are my betrothed. No one
shall possess you but myself. You must share
the miseries of my exile, and you shall only ex-
tricate yoursell when I die from this community
of pain and suffering. No, no; Lady Ellen, [
shall not abuse a precipitate engagement to such
an extravagant degree. The fast words which
iny sister uttered must not he woven into a chain
to bind you as a slave. Forget me. Let me
accomplish my melancholy destiny alone. I re-
store your vows, and cancel your promises.”

Lady Ellen vivaciously withdrew her arm,
and removed from O’Byroe in an angry manoer,

# Leave we!” said she; ®I now perceive
that you do not love me. Fool that I was!—
You never loved e 1”

«I, Lady Lllen?" replied Richard. ¢ Ah!
if you could see what 15 passiog in iny heart,”

“ No, no,” exclauned the young lady, who
with difficulty prevented her voice from rising to
a scream 5 ““if you loved me you would divine
what I am, and what I am at. I fauncied in my
foolish pride that my love would compensate you
for the injustice of iy uncestors—the crimes of
my relatives—the ruin of your patriotic hopes—
the tragical death of your sister—your exile,
proscription, and poverty. I bad accepted the
tile of betrothed with all 1ts exigencies, all its
duties, and all its sacrifices, and I was ready
~—. But what is the use of confessing the
extravagances to which my infatuation led me—
what is its use—since you do not love me 1’

% Lady Ellen, God is my witness »

“ T attach no faith to your words,” sad Lady
Ellen, with a bewildered air. * Well, then,
since you repel me, I submt to my destiny. I
bave received two letters this morning, Richard
-~one from the man who is the cause of our mis-
fortunes, and the other from my father. Sir
George informs me that he is in the neighbor-
hood, and expects to see me to-day. My father,
on his side, promises to see me, and presses me
to consent to a marriage for which I have, at all
times, manifested an invincible repugnance. This
marriage, he asserts, can alone repair the breach
which the ruin of Powerscourt house has inflict-
¢d oo our fortunes. I must listen to th: voice
of ambition, and submit to the conventicoalism

“of lte. I shall comply with my father's wishes.

I shall marry Sir George, though L may expire

with shame end horror on the day of my nup-
tials ’

“Do not say so, Lady Ellen,” interrupted
Richard, with violence. Do not tell me that
the infamous assassin shall become Are you
aware, Lady Ellen,” he asked, in a deep, gul-
tural voice, “ that I am capable of killing you 1”

“ Kill me then—kill me, Richard! Death is
preferable to the fute which s before me.”

O'Byrne placed bis hana updn his forehead.

““ Eilen,” said he at last, ¢ did I deceive wy-
sell—are you nat reully attached to the advan-
tages of birth and fortune, which are usually
dearer thaa lile to persous of your age and sex ?
1 imagined Strange doubts perplex my mind
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—yes, [ must confess it. I did not dare to ex-
pect such constancy, such self-sacrifice from you.
But at present ; now that I have unveiled all the
borrors of my future destiny, il you are still re-
solved » .

 Riehard, I am resolved !”

At this moment some dreadful panic seemed
to convalse the crowd. Richard looked round
on all sides, but could discern no cause for this
commotion.

“ Keep cluse to me,” said he, in a low tone,
to Lady Ellen. “ Happen what will, do not
leave me.” e

CHAPTER XVil.

-The Irish Cathohc does not possess land, he
does not even possess a grave. He finds it diffi-
cult to get into a farm, but impossible to get into
a tomb. The land in Ireland 1s the property of
the Irish aristoeracy, who regard it asan out-
rage on their rights and religion to allow a Ca-
tholic to be buried in their ill-gotten grounds.—
It was only by perforating the floor of the
mouldering and roofless churches, or digging the
earth in the shadow of the ivy-clad walls of
abandoned monasteries, that the Irish Catholic
could discover an aperture to conceal hus bones.
Should the aristocracy of Ireland, like those of
France, ever be called to account for tbeir mis-
deeds, they will have to answer not only for
crueltics perpetrated on the living, but sacn-
legious outrages offered to the unresisting dead.
The choking cemetery in which the parishioners
of Father O’Byrne buried their relatives, was
crowded with graves. The clasters, vaults, and
courts were swarming in every corner with osse-
ous remams, ghastly pyramids of grinning skulls,
and mountains of bones, while the eartl, such as
it was, consisted of the mouldered flesh which
time had decomposed into clay, and with whick
fragments of coffins, more eaduring than their
inmates, were promiscuously blended.

Such was the horrible place in which the
corpse of the beautiful Julia O’Byrne was to be
deposited. At the base of a rumed tomb, co-
vered with carvings, which had been raised over
one of her princely ancestors, a grave was dug
for Julia O’'Byrne. The ceremony of depositing
a corpse in the earth i usually, in Treland, at-
tenided with a renewa! of shrieks and clamors.—
TBut on the present occasion the mourners were
hushed into comparative silence. Murmurs of
regret were substituted for piercing ululations.—
The attention of the people was divided between
the grave, which was at their feet, anq the moun-
tains over their heads, on which objects were
appearing that rivetted their gaze. Many, mean-
time, skulked from the church-yard, oppressed
by fear, to conceal themselves in the village,
where they were in no less danger. But the
majority of the people did not dream of flying :
grouped and clustered around the head-stones,
they gave their prayers to the deceased, when
Angus was reading near the yawning aperture,
and Lady Ellen in an attitude of sorrow, and
concealed with her mantle, was stauding at a
few paces from the priest. Old Daly was sit-
ting on a tomb-stone shedding silent tears for his
lovely benefactress. The young schoolmaster,
with his head bare and his thin cheek wasted
with sorrow, was kneeling on the earth and gaz-
ing at the grave as if he hoped ere long to share
that melancholy bed with its beautiful inmate.

O'Byrue, with the instinct of prudence, which
never quits the man formed for action, felt anxi-
ous to know what had become ot Jack Gunn.—
Richard discerned him at last holding his tnas-
ter’s horse oulside the circle of the cemetery,
while Gunn himsell was seated on horseback.
'I'hey exchanged signals, but reproaching him-
self with this necessary distraction, Richard, the
next moment, seemed once more piously absorb-
ed in the funeral ceremony.

As soon us the prayers were endel, the coffin
was lowered down into the grave, and the spade-
men were preparing to shovel in the elay.  As
the earth and stones fell in a huddle upon the
hollow coffin, and rang barshly through the ce-
metery, the mourmng crowd became pertectly
silent, suddenly the crashing music of a kettle-
druin and the revolting notes of « Rule Britan-
nia” came swelling up from the depths of the
defiles, ‘and a company of dragoons, in scarlet
uniforms, and a party of rural police in bottle-
greeu, were clearly seen defiling through a hol-
low way,and evidenly making for the cewme-
tery. )

The people, under the blind impulse of fear,
scampered off in a huddle of headiong confusion,
like a fock of sheep, screaming, « We are lost,
we are lost.” Some jumped in terror over the
tombs, antl were, in the horrivle confusion, cast
dawn, trodden, leaped upon, and almost crusl.wd
to death, and compelled to utter heart-rending
shricks ; and, io o few mowments only 2 few per-
sons. were to be seen in the emptly cemetery,
wlile a disorderly stream of affnghted people,
wild with tecror, might be seen rushing headloag
dowa the dechwity, ud precipitating themselves

in the direction oppasite to that which the sol-
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diers were approaching, and this without well
knowing where they were flying. But measures
were taken with prompt alacrity by the dragoons
to intercept or baffle this evasive movement.—
The borsemen in searlet umforms came wheeling
round the bill on which the cemetery was situ-
ated, thew naked swords and burnished helmets
flashing as they advanced, while the ¢ peelers,”
led by a dragoon officer on horseback, resolutely
climbed the bill to invade the cemetery.

In the midst of the disorder, Kichard and An-
gus remained calm and self-possessed ; Richard
seized the hand of Lady Ellen and drew her to
bis side : then, addressing the grave-diggers, who
seemed strongly inclined to pitch away their
spades and take to their heels.

“ Have courage—work away,” he exclaimed,
“will you leave the body of Juha O’Byrne un-
buried? Grave-diggers should Lave no fear of
undertakers.* Come, my hearties, work away.”

Tn spite of this exliortation, one of the grave-
diggers dropped his spade and fled for his life ;
the other became so parslysed that he was unable
to work.

“ Give me the spade,” cried O’Byrne ; “ An-
gus, take the other spade; though we perish
here—poor Julia shall be buried like a Chris-
tian.”

He proceeded without haste or precipitation
to fill in the clay. Angus, with a trewnulous hand,
attempted to imitate bim, ever and anon exclaim-
ing, % Richard, Riclard, here they are! Rich-
ard, for God’s sake, fly. I begof you in the
name of God l—let me finish the grave—D’ll bury
Julia—trust in my love for her—save your life,
while there is yet time!”

% Colonel O’Byrne,” exclaimed Jack Gunn,
coming forward with the two liorses, “ the eus-
my is going to sound a eharge—the Sassenachs
are nuroerous, and 1 should rather fall ahve into
the claws of a Bengal tiger than the hands of
their Orange (hief-takers.”

"+« Oh, Ricbard, Richard,” exclaimed Lady
Ellen, ¢ do you want to fall alive into their mnur-
derous hands—are you mad? Tor God’s sake,
fiy! Iere they are —fly, fly.”

The earnest supplications of ls anxious [riends,
witd with terror, seemed to fall upon deaf ears.
He continued his pious labors with tranquillity.—
Fortunately the Euglish were retarded by the
steep and slippery ground they had to puss over,
so that the two brothers liud time Lo complete the
grave. Seizing a wooden cross which was leau-
ing against a pillar, the elder brother forced it
down into Lhe clay at the head of the grave.—
« Now, poor Julia,” he cried, looking up to
heaven, “ my work is accomplished.”

There was no one in the cemetery at this mo-
ment, save the two brothers, Lady Ellen, Juck
Gunn, the old blind man, and the young school-
master.  Stifl seated on the tombstone, aad ap-
parently wrapped in mental prayer, the old man
seemed to await the event with the calm patience
of 2 martyr. As to the poor sehoolmaster, pros-
trate before Julia’s grave, on which his eyes
were fixed immovably, he seemed abandoned by
inemory, feeling, and reflection.

Ultisnately, yielding to the repeated expostu-
lations of his [riends, Richard was moving me-
chanically towards the house, when a loud, inso-
lent shout was heard in the church-yard. “ For-
ward, toy lads,” cried an Euglish officer, ad-
dressing his soldiers, “ bunt the traitors to helf
—drive those Popish dogs to the devil.  Arrest
the men, and, if they resist, blow their brains
out.”

These words made our friends shudder; but
it was not the atrocity of the expressions—it
was the well-koown, hideous voice of the speak-
er which had this remarkable effect—it was the
vaice of Sir George which made their flesh creep,
and their hearts thrill with an irresistible sensa-
tion of distike. The next moment he made his
appearance, sword in band, shining 1 the bril-
liant uniform of a lseutenant of dragoons. lle
seeined to experience a seatiment of regret, on
seeing the church-yard nearly empty. © Arrest
those people,” he said, indicating with his sword
the pious group which still lingered near Julia’s
grave. He advanced (0 examine the cluster,
who remained tranguil, where so many bad yelu-
ed to fear. Richard, by this time in the saddie,
placed himself befare hum, pistol in hand. “ Wel-
come, Sir t;eorge,” he exclaimed with gloomy
irony ; * welcome to the grave of her whom you
covered with shame and murdered with sorrow,
Divine Providence led you bither, Take your
pistol, Sir: bad as youare I do not intend to
assassinate you.” : )

The trampling of the horses prevented Sir
George from distinctly hearing these words.  As
he hesitated, Richard exclaimed—* Do you not
knowme? I amm Richard O’Byrne who struck
you the other day beside the lake of (lenda-
lough.”

Sir George’s eyes flushed fire ; he drove bis
sword juto the sheath, and drew a pistol from his

* Undertakers.—Infamnous charzeters in Irish hiz-
tory, who ubtained part of the coafiscated 1ards tor
undertakiag to perform oertain conditlons,
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holsters. “Ho ! 1s this you? Iam delighted
to meet you ; for I have lately learned, though
you are a rebel, a gentleman may fight you.—
You shall not escape me I promise you. Il
give you the death of a glandered horse, you
damned highwayman.”

The « peelers,” who came up at this moment,
were puzzled to know what to do. As thecom-
batants were gentlemen, while they themselves
were ignorant peasants, they hesitated in embar-
rasement reluctant to interfere. Whilst they
stood undecided, two persons rushed courage-
ously between Richard and the English officer,
these were Angus and Lady Ellen. The priest
seized his brother’s bridle with one hand, while
he endeavored with the other to wrench the pis-
tol from his hand. Lady Ellen, on the other
side, rushed upon Sir George, the hood of her
cloak, in doing so, fell upon her shoulders, and
exhibited her beautiful face, resplendant witl in-
dignation. “ You impions wretch, do you know
wlere you are I’ she asked Sir George- “ Do
you know whose tomb you are profauing ? It
is Julia O'Byrye’s—it is the tomb of her you
killed.”

“ Lady Ellen,” exclaimed Sir George, gaping
with unfeigned astonishment : ¢ What are you
doing here?’

“l wanl to prevent you lrom perpetriting
another crime,” sud Lady Ellen, with enecgy;
“you shall nat moisten the ashes of the .ister
with the blood of the brother. Leave the clurch-
yard, sir—order those ¢ peelers’ out of this. Let
us weep in peace in this place of death and
prayer.”’ REH

It is impossible,” blurted Sir George with a
ferocious air. “ Were I cowardly enough to
forfert the preseat opportunity of vengeance, 1
could not spare & traitor in open rebellion against
the laws and the Queen. Leave this, Lady Fi-
len. My honor and dJuty compel me to strike
down tius man, and 1 will do so even if he were
in his wother’s arms.”  So saying he wheeled
hits borse, und extended bis arm in the act of
taking ain.

At this very soment Richard extricated himself
from the hunds of Angus, who begged him with
tears and entreaties not to stain the grave with
biood, but to escape while Lie had an opportunity.
Having torn humsell’ free from the priest, Rick-
ard took aim at his odious adversary : but belore
eitbier could draw the trigger an unexpected inci-
dent prevented the sacrilegions combat.

While the preceding scene was going on the
schoolmaster remained leaning agamst 2 hori-
zontal tomb-stone, as if be were asleep ; he was
gradaally aroused from his torpor by the cries,
struggles, and pravocations which rang through
the churchyard, and became slowly conscious of
what was poing forward. He fixed his eye upon
Sir (George, and his hollow livid cheeks became
suddenly mantled with a faint Lectic. All ona
sudden, with foaming mouth and disordered coun-
tenance, he bounded like a maniac at the officer
of dragoons ; with another bound be was seated
on the croup of his horse; he strained Sir
George convulsively in his arms as if he wished
to squeeze his hfe out. While, at the same
time, be plunged Is teeth, with the fury of a
maniac, into the feshb of his shoulder. Sir
George twisted with agony, unable to recognise
the furious demon that.clung to ki and (ore
him with the ferocity of a wild beast. Haif
strangled by the iron clulch which pressed and
choaked bim—he, at the same time, felt a fery
breath, which burned his shoulder, and heard 2
roar ringing in his ear like that of a panther ;—
but no human speech informed him what was the
infernal power which had fallen on him.—
Richiard was too generous to fire at a man thus
powerless; besides, be was afraid of wounding
the schoolmaster, whom he recogaised, in spite
of the furious insanity which glared in his eyes,
and foamed in his mouth, and made bin at once
forrible and piteous. Richard wag content to
remain on the defensive with tis pistol cocked;
but no one thought of attacking Aim. 'The hor-
rible struggle of the maniac and oficer of dra-
goous absorbed the attention and paralysed the
powers of all present. The rapidity with which
alt this passed readered 1t impossible for the
quaking policemen to prevent it ; before they
could hasten to his assistance Sivr George had
succeedad in plucking a pistol from his holster
wlich lie discharged into the bead of the mauiac,
who rolled over from the hiorse and fell with a
heavy fall upon the ground a hideous heap of
wounds and blood 1  Sir George, without even
glancing at the corpse, wheeled round his horse
with the view of attacking Richard; but the
sight which met lis eyes filled him with stupefac-
tiou.  Richard had suddenly caised Lady [Ellen,
balf fainting  with terror, frow the ground, and
placed lier before him on the saddle. Holding
her aguiost his bosomn with one Land, he grasped

the pistol in the ather ; theu, directing his well-

trained harse by the movewment ol lis luabs, he
forced himn to the extremity of the yard before
any ane could think of opposing lrim. a

« Sir George,” cried he, tucuing balf round,

No. 24_. »

“ fate itsell appears to prevent our fighting,—
Bat at least, I return you blow for blow—youn
k(ijll:a’d my sister, and | carry away your intend-
ed.

He gpurred his horse, which galloped with av-
dor, as if unladen, with a double burthen, Juclk
Guna, who watched the movements of his mas-
ter with eager eyes, hastened to rejoin him.—
Both passed with impetuousity under the Saxon
arch and descended the slope of the hill,

“ Don’t let him escape, constables,” exclaim-
ed Sir George,”—“fire upon him. That ix
Richard O'Byrne, the rebel chief - &re upon hitw.
~—That is Richard O'Byrue, the rebel chiel—
fire upon him, I say-—he is carrying away Tady
Ellea, the daughter of an Eaglish pew !

The constables discharged their firelocks ; but
the command cawe 100 late.  Besides, somne who
were rebels atheart were unwilling 1o shoot O*-
Byrae, while those who were Joyalists were unwil-
ling to shoot Lady Illen. The bslly which whistled
by the ears of the horses, iustead of killing the
riders, accelerated their flight.  For @ momeat
Sir George hoped that Richard and  bis compa-
nion would fall into the hands of the cavaley ;
but the dragoons were pursuing the peasants in
a different direction ; and the future heir of Povw-
erscourt [{ouse had the vexation ta wee O"Byrow
disappear towards a portion of the waunlains
where few could safely follow bin.  Wien Sie
Gearge returned to the * peelers™ b fauad them
arreating Daly aud Angus—aa old blind maa and
a young priest-—** 5 miserable captire,” as the
chief of the ¥ peelers” waking his report remark
erl with an upolegetic grin.

“ [eep that stubliorn old erbel” exclaimed
Sir (reorge, pointing to Daly with contempt ;
“ but heis a horse that is wot warth his head-
stall 5 us to his Reverencr, Me. ('Byrae, give
him lus liberty «t ones, Poe ev. Mr, O'Byroe
laudably exerted bimeilf to gt down tins abom-
inable rebellion ; and besidee v i oue orders.”

"The constables fikerased i ns with appareat
regret,  The priest hasteuwed 1 the sile of 1he
schoalmaster, the moment e ws free, to ascer-
tain if he still Yived.

“ You have not thunked me, Mr, O Byene: /7
sidd Sir George with an air of scorn.  + 'ie of -
ficers of the Crown enjoy unlinited power i time
of war—1I am uot bound 1o see much dilference
between two brothers, and might legitimately
commit you to jail Mr. O'llyrne [

“ Very truey” Sir Greorge, replied Angus i a
serious (one ; but the brother of Julia iv at least
entitled to justice at yuur hands.”

The heart of the seloolnister had ceased Lo
throb, und the priest koelt down and prayed
over him.  'The next moment the ¢ Peelers™
were marching out ol the church-yard, thew pris-
aner, the blind mun, a5 be moved with them, was
frequently overbeard mullering to himself in a
tone of satisfaction :— - He iy saved! he s
saved I”?

As to the unhappy schoolmaster, they resolved
to bury him where they found hun. A constable,
who was appointed to dig the grave, found the
earth in one pont perfectly seft, and conceived
the idea of placing the body in the grave of Miss
Q'Byrne.  Mer maniac lover, in his wiklest
dreams of future felicity, bad never formcd the
nope ol this intimate and long-continued union
with the object of hix affections.

(To be continued.)
REV, DR. CAILILLS 'THIRD LETTER
FROM AMERICA,
TO THE SMALL TENANT FARMERS, THE THADE3-
MEHN, AND LABORING CLASSKS OF IHELAND.

(From the Dublin Catholic Telegruph.)

Astor House, Broadway, New York.
‘Wednesday, Dec. 14th, 1859.

Beroven Ferrow-CouNtrYmEN.—You re-
member that in my Jast letter to you, I cited an
a proof of the incredible amount of employinent
for tradesmen and l.horers in this city, that the
population of New York had within thirly years
increased 600,000 ; while that of Brookiyn had
progressed upwards of 230,000. 1 added to this
fact the number of gorgeous houses which 1 saw
an the Fifth Avenue of this city ; that is in oue-
avenue out of the eleven or twelve avenues
which extead through the cuy longtitudinally. 1
told you if I made a mistake in eulculating the
architeetural expenses of these palaces, 1 should
correct that mistake in a future letter, - Now I
have since that tune conculted an architect here,
who assures me that these houses lmve -each in~
many instances cost £20,000: £30,00: aud in
some few cases have not been built less than
£50,000! Thus I have been under (he mark in
my larmer statement ; aud hesce [ am addition-
ally streuglhened in my obiservations in reference
to the employment of artisans and laborers
New York. Co

" Que must live in tlus coontey  for ‘some Lime
before an aecurate ‘idea can he formed of the
josition, eondition, and social life of the laboring
classes here. Reading and hearsay -can never:

give the information which the eye and he ' ear

can acquive by daily intercoursé withi the pegple..



