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CATHOLIC O’'MALLEYS.

’ A TALE. BY M, TAUNTON.

CHAPTER I.

In a darkened room, from which the bright
July’s evening sun had been excluded, lay a
man, hardly in his fortieth year, dying of a
broken heart.

His wife sat by his side, whose countenance
showed the cffects of the trials and sorrows she
had passed through, by its stern and unbending
expression ; and although she knew that in a
few hours at most she should have to part with
her husband, yet no tear dimmed her cye, nor
nervous tremor prevented her attending fully
and ably to the duties of the sick room.

She was not alone with the object of her
solicitude; his old nurse was quietly moving
about, fizing this thing and that, in the apart-
ment, but sensitively alive to the least motion
of the invalid, Therefore, when he turned his
head, and said, in a low voice, ¢ Norah,” she
wis at his side in 4 moment.

%And what is it, allannah,* that you would
have?*

“ Norah, where is Grace? Send for her.”

His wife said, I sent her, Tom, into the
garden, The poor child wanted air. What
do you want her for ?”

“T want to see her once more, Ann. I am
going fast, and I must speak with our child
before I die.”

Norah quickly left the room to fulfil his
wish, whilst his wife poured oub a draught of
his composing medicine, supposing that he felt
ill or weaker by what he said. He took it
from ler hand patiently enough, and, after she
had lnid him back again on his pillow, he said,

It is no use, dear wife; I feel that I am
going fast! s Father Joe here still 2”

“He is, my dear,”

. “He had better come to me,”” whispered the
8tk man ; but, scarcely were the words out of

his mouth, before the door opened, and ad-.

mitted Norah, the priest, and Grace; the lat-
terhastened to her father, saying: « What is
1, father dear .

The father took her hand ia his, but for a
moment could not speak; at length, and with
difficulty, he said : «I want to say good-bye,

face; I am going to leave you !”

The girl threw herself on her knees by the

ed-sido; burying her face in tho bed clothes,
ad convulsively grasping her father’s hand.

“Oh1 no, father darling; I cannot part with
Jou yet.  You must not leave your Gracey "
{ ‘Thg dying man was showing signs of intense
Qtation, more than his fecble frame sould

¢ar, when the mother came round to the side
of her daughter, and whispered, ¢ Grace, you
¥ill hasten your father's denth if you do -not
Bmmand your feelings better; or you will

78 t0 leave the room,” '

.M _moment, Grace rose from her knees;
d wiping her eyes, did her best to control the
Eefllfﬁ.f to which she had at first abandoned her-

Mg, ' Mall ;
\.‘.‘._\Q_'Eal'ley‘ administered a restorative,
4 torm of endearment,

and wiped the death dew from her husband’s
forehead.  Stimulated by the strengthening
draught, he said to his child, in feeble accents:

% Oh, Gracey, my only pain is that you are
not a boy; that I might tell you never to for-
get that your father died of a broken heart,
caused by the wicked laws of the country; that
I might leave you the only legacy I have to
leave—that of revenging me on the wicked
robber of my home.”

The voice of the dying man became loud and
clear, from excitement, as he said, ¢ As you
value my blessing, child, promise that you will
never marry, but oo the condition that he you
marry will act a son's part, and revenge me on
the foul robber of my rights.”

“Stop, my son,” said the venerable grey
headed priest. ¢ Stop, my son, that impious
injunction on your child! ¢ Vengeance is mine,
said the Lord; I will repay! Leave it in
His hands, and learn to imitate Him, who
prayed for his cnemies; let better thoughts
occupy you now. Remember ir whose pre-
sence you soon will stand, and think of asking
merey for yourself) not vengeance on others!”

The sick man’s cnergy was gonc; but he
mauttered, ¢ ’Tis true, Father Joe; it is true;
and may I be forgiven the impious wish, as
you say; let us pray, that I may obtain merey.
I thought that I had frecly forgiven my cne-
mies when you were with me last; but the
thought of leaving these two so budly provided
for, roused within me the sinful desire, Pray
with me.”

“ We will, Tom, we will; and don’t fear to
leave your widow and orphan in His care, who
feeds cven the birds of the air! Now, Mrs.
O'Mulley, and Grace, kneel down, and let us
say the prayers for the departing.” They did
s0, and hardly had he got to that beautiful
portion of the prayer. for the dying, ¢ Depart,
Christian brother,” than the dying man cast a
tond look on his wife and child, and, closing
his eyes, the spirit of the last of the Catholic
O’Malleys was gone to its Maker.

Mrs. O'Malley rose up, her face still un-
tearstained, closed her husband’s eyes, and left
the room, Not so Grace. With all the aban-
doument to grief natural in so young a girl
gslhc was only between thirteen and fourteen),
she threw herself on her futher's corpse, scream-
ing with agony and calling on him to come
back. . :
The gentle old priest was deeply moved him-
self—for he had known Tom O’Malley all his
life, being cousin to the deceased man’s father.
He had also acted as tutor to Tom; therefore,
to his tender heart, it was as if’ he had parted
with a dear son, Still, he had learnt the lesson
of self-control, and was able to forget his own
feelings, and oceupy himself with poor Grace,
whom he took in his arms and carried from the
room, giving her to the care of aservant, whilst
he returned and gave directions to Norah, the
faithful old nurse, about the last sud offices,
which she would not permit any ome to help
her in the performance of.,

CHAPTER IL

I need not deseribe the next few mournful
days, nor the funeral rites: suffice it to say,
that all the peasantry from Mallerina who
could come, came to show respect “to the
Master" (as they still called him), although
some had to walk twelve Irish miles; and,
although, as was customary in those days, the
hired keeners (as they werc called) were there,
they need not have attended, for there were
real and heartfelt mourners enough on the oc-
casion. A few days after the last duty had
been performed to Tom O'Malley, and that
TFather Joe bad announced that now he must
no longer stay with them, Grace, perceiving
him walking in the garden alone, went out to
him; for the words her father had addressed
to her were fresh in her memory; and as she
had not understood to what he had alluded, she
was determined to ascertain from his old friend
and relative, before he left, what was the his-
tory of that vengennce to which her father had
alluded so strongly, and with so much feeling.

You will, perhaps, think that Grace was too
young for such a thing to have so much impres-
sion; but, hearing such words on so solemn 2n
occasion, and their being almost her father's
last words to her, of course they made a very
strong and indelible impression, Moreover, in
Treland, in those days, as on the Continent, girls
became mature much sooner thau now, or at
least than they are considered to do now-a-days;
and being an only child, she had been the con-
stant companion of her parents.

¢ Dear Father Joe, tell me what revenge was
it. my dear father was urging on me? Ido
not like to spenk to my mother on the subject,
but thought that I would ask you.”

«For what purpese do you wish to know,

Gracey? Surcly you-do not mesn to notice a

fow. words, said in excitement by a dyiog man,
and which he' repented of as soon as he ha
said them?”’. . . = :

4 Oh, no, Father Joe! surely you do not
think that I forget, or that I shall ever forget

- | the beautiful words you said about it? More-

over, what could a zirl do, even were I to wish
to do as he said? I have never heard of my
father’s troubles. I can remember for the last
four years, in fact ever since we came here to
Galway, that my parents have been in sorrow
and trouble. They have never touched upon
the subject; but, Father Joe, I want you to
tell me all about it.”

“Yes, my child, I will; T think that it is
right you should know what provocation your
poor father had had to make him, even for a
moment, forget his religious teaching the last
sacrament, forgiven those who had so deeply
injured him—and deeply injured poor Tom has
been; however, you shall judge for yourself.

“I must begin at the beginning. Your
father, at the age of ecighteen, inherited, from
his father, the large and ancient estate called
Mallerina; the largest in Ireland, cxtcoding
for sixty Irish miles, and one also of the most
flourishing and richest.

“As the agent whom his father had cm-
ployed was old, and wished on the death of his
patron to retire, Tom (for so I will call your
father—it is more familar to me) appointed a
cousim, who solicited the office, to the manage-
ment of the estate, as an assistance he much
needed ; and as, also, if your father had had no
heir, Robin O’Malley would be his heir, Tom
thought that it would be a judicious choice. I
remember his telling me about it, and how I
had my misgivings on the subject ; for I knew
Robin to be of a grasping, ambitious, and irre-
lglous character ; so I made my objectious to
Tom, but not very warmly ; for I thought that
perhaps it was prejudice on my part. Well,
Tom was at that time enzaged to your mother
—as lovely and fine a girl as was to be scen
in the countryside, and a Lynch to boot. She
was very young—umerely sixteen; so it was de-
cided that Tom should travel-—make the grand
tour, as was usual for young men of station to
do—and then return and marry Ana Lynch.
Having settled everything with his agent, Robin
O'Malley, and taken a tender farewell of the
girl Le loved ; your father voluantecred into a
regiment of the line, and started on his travels.

“Xverything went on at first as it should ;
that is, did so for two or threc years. Remit-
tances were duly sent as required; and Tom
began to write to his fiancee how soon he should
be turning his steps to where his heart always
was, namaly, to her; but that, as the regiment
had received fresh orders to march for * & 3k
he could not just fix his time for returning to
Ireland.

“ All of a sudden, whether Tom had been
led into racing or gambling, we knew not, but
demands for heavy sums were made by him to
his agent ; and, after a due delay, they were
sent to him, but accompanied by the avowal
that, to meet his demands, sundry houses on
the estate—differcnt farms—had had to be sold
to realize the sum required. -

“ At length, after another four or five years

had passed, the agent had to write that he could.

no longer remit these extra moneys—that every
available piece of land had been cither sold or
mortgaged,

¢ Extremely annoyed and indignant, Tom
left the regiment and hastened home. He
found that the wily Robin had been the pur-
chaser of each piece of land that had been sold,
and that, at such low figurcs as to be almost
nominal sales. Indigndnt at being thus robbed,
and also that it had been donme without the
staction of his guardians (I was one), by our
advice Tom threw the whole affair into Chan-
cery.

“In the meantime I must tell you of another
disappointment thit awaited your father on his
return home; and that was, that during his
absence, Ann Lynch had had the smallpox,
which had so disfigured her that all her beauty
was gone, She did not hold him to his pro-
mise; but Tom was too honorable to allow such
an affliction to his betrothed to alter his feel-
ings towards her, or to allow her to think that
his love had been solely for the handsome face.
¢ Hang it, Ann!’ said he, when he went to see
her, (as she told me afterwards,) ‘I did not
thick that it was so bad as this; but a bargain
is a bargain, aud I suppose that your heart is
still-all right !’

“ There was little doubt of that, and they
married at once; and he took her home at once
to Castle Joana,

¢ The lawsuit dragged on, as Chancery suits
always do, for ten or cleven years. At last,
worn' out with waiting so long, your father
went up to Dublin, and succeeded in obtaining
a commission to come down to Mallerina and
settle the disputed points.

t All was going on well in Tom’s favor, and
Robin was expected to have-to disgorge his
ill-gotten wealth, when 7 was seen one morning
leaving the castle at an early hour. Notice

was given by a spy who had heen set on to.
1| watoh the castle (to notice those who. went in
{or out), that a priest had been seen one Sunday

morping coming away from saying Mass for

Mr. O'Malley. .On hearing this, the commis-.
sion gave notice that, by harboring a priestand:

hearing Mass, Mr. 0’Malley had forfeited all
rights of citizenship; nor could the law recog-
nize him,

¢« Luckily, ore of the commission was a
friend of Tom’s, so he urged the others to
make this matter known to Mr. O"Malley, who
was able to prove that no Mass had been said
on that day; nor was he cognizant of my visit
to the castle. Through the intervention of the
friendly commissioner, things were allowed to
go on a3 before the interruption, and now we
were all hope again; nay, even felt a certainty
of success, when, oh ! how shall I tell youn the
thunder-clap we received by poor Tom’s re-
ceiving a notice that, as Mr. Robin ('Malley
had been to the magistrate’s and recanted, and
moreover had reccived at the church the Lord's
Supper, he had become entitled, us next heir, to
all the lunds, tenements, dc., ., commonly
known as Mallerina; and that the recusant
Papist was called upon to give up the same on
such a day to our trusty and well-beloved Robin
O’ Malley,” &e., &e.

CIIAPTER HI.

“You cannoct realize our feclings, dear child !
The horror that Robin could sell his soul in
such a base manner, and defraud the man who
had been his benefactor, befriending him when
he wanted assistance, s I said, ¢ who could be-
lieve in such depravity ?’

“ Of course, at the first moment, poor Tom
swore that he would raise the country rather
than submit to such ipjustice; and such was
the state of fecling among the tenants and the
peasantry, that it would have been an casy mat-
ter; for the wretched Robin did not dare to
show himself on the land; and he had to peti-
tion the government to send a guard of a regi-
ment quartered in Galway to foree the people
to submit to his orders.

“] flew to your father’s side immediately, as
did other friends.

%When we had well looked into the affair,
and scen bow hopeless was resistance, we urged
him to leave Mallerina, and by showing a due
submission to government and the law, hic might
petition, and hope to have the sentence revoked.
I had the comfort of seeing that not for one
moment did it enter your father’s head or heart
to imitate or circumvent his base cousin by a
counter recantation, a thing which was being
done every day.

“The weeping and despoiled family removed
to this house, living on the fortune your mother
brought with her on her marriage, and which,
of eourse, hud nothing to do with Mallerina.

¢ This happened four years ago, and I cannot
tell you how often, in that interval, poor Tom
hus petitioned, nor how ofter he has gone to
Dublin to present the petition himsclf. Onee
be even went to London, and succeeded in
thrusting his petition "into the King's band
itself, but all was of no avail—he was a recu-
sant Papist, and his petition eould not be en-
tertained when against a good and loyal Pro-
testant, ,

“ Robin had inarried since his successful
wickedness; and had, with great parade, his
son and heir christened at the Protestant chureh.,

“ I never left your poor father's side; I felt
how dangerous it would be to leave him to him-
self, after his unsuccessful endeavor to obtuin
justice in T.ondon; for he returned to Dublin,
vowing vengeance, and declaring that the ¢raitor
should not cnjoy his ill-gotten riches,

“Qh! how I prayed that Providence would
interfere to prevent his making matters worse
by useless, 28 well as sinful, attempts at revenge.
In vain I said, ¢leave it to God, Tom; be sure
Ile will punish the traitor;” but no, at that
moment, I might as well have spoken to a stone
wall. However, my prayers were heard in
another and a different way to the one I asked,

“ A messenger had been sent_to meet us in
Dublin to say that you were dying. Had your
poor father one tender spot left in his poor tri-
ed heart it was for you.

« Assuring me that his vengeance was only
deferred, he. hastened back to Galway, to find
you despaired of. For several nights we watch-
ed, with your mother, your young life; and
how thankful I was on the night when the doe-
tor had told us that the crisis had come, and
that the next few hours would decide life or
death for you.
to hear him whisper to me, ‘ Oh, cousin Joe,
I will forego my revenge if the Lord, in His
merey, spare my child.’

¢ ¢ Repeat that,’ said I; and I pulled him
on his knees, and held a crucifix before him;
and humbly and fervently he did so, and kissed
the image of his Redecmer. S

-%YYhata weight was removed from my heart!
But shall I ever forget the agony of that night,
as we watched each breath you drew? nor the
sigh of relief we simultaneously gave when your
feverish restlessness gradually subsided into a
gentlo sleep, which lasted three hours at least ?
Then you opened your eyes, and—as if to re.
ward' your loving father for the vow he had
made—your first look “was on him ; and you
smiled, as it seémed to me, s heavenly, peaceful

smile. . From that time you went on improv-

I was, as I said, so thaokful

ing; but not so your father. The excitement
over—both of your illness and his endeavors
to regain his lost inheritance, and to punish the
traitor Robin—he gradually failed in health;
and you know the rest—how the last nine
mounths he has been getting weaker and weaker,
without any specific complaint; as he said
himself, ¢ He was dying of a broken heart!””
CHAPTRR IV,

Grace’s eyes, more than once, showed how
deeply she sympathized in her father’s and mo-
ther's trials!  And alter Father Joe had finish-
ed his recital, they both remained silent for
some time.

At length she broke the silence by saying,
s Father Joe, how can it be possible that such
a shameful and outrageously wicked deed could
be allowed—and by law, too? Who made this
law? Was it this king ?"

¢“No, Grace ; this law was made by Kliza-
beth in order to exterminate the Catholics. It
is a part of what is ealled the penal law, which
makes me unable to preaxch or teach publicly
the Catholic religion, though it is well known
that it is the religion dear to the people of Ire-
land. It makes any Protestant able if they
meet @ Catholic on horschack, and they take a
faney to that horse which he is riding, it enables
him, I say, to tender the Catholic five pounds,
and require him to dismount there and then,
and hand it over to him, however averse he may
be to part with the animal,”

¢ But, I'ather Joe, I have often wondered
how we Irish have.ever allowed ourselves to be
conquered by the Jnglish. Are we not ten
times braver than they are ?”

“ T will tell you why we were conquered, It
was by wot holding together. We were always
quarrelling among ourselves—I mean our petty
Kings were—so that when Henry the Second
came over to subduc us, he found it an easy
task to disecover a traitor ; who, to revenge him-
self’ on his own brother, paved the way for the
ruin of his country, and let in an cnemy whom
it was impossible to dislodge.

# As in Elizabeth’s time they, to exterminate
and dis-Irishize (so to say) the people, enacted
the penal laws, so Henry the Second, finding
that the bards, who were the only depositories
of the people’s history, and sang the warlike
deeds of their ancestors to excite them to imi-
tato their brave forefathers—so Ilenry, fearing
to keep alive the love for the bards, and thus
the love of country, ordered the long-flowing
locks of the bards to be cut off, and thus did
away with their distinctive mark and their ¢lo-
ry. Some even left the country rather than
submit, for it was the glory of the race of bards
that, like the Nazareuus of old, their hair had
never beea eut!” ,

% Oh,” said the old pricst, ¢ how short-sight-
ed are these kings and statesmen who mauke
such laws! They will not all8w the peasant to
be taught his religion, which would make him
a good and -peacetul ‘subject (for although we
Irish may not love our conquerors, still we are
tanght by St. Paul ¢ to respect the powers that
be"), and by preventing their having the means
of learning to become practical Catholics, they
destroy in them all religious fecling, they breed
up a set of savages who have no restraint put
on their cvil passions, who will give way to re-
venge, nay, cven look upon the destruction of
their oppressors as lawful 1"

¢« Oh, my country!” cried the old man, rais-
ing his hands towards heaven in a supplieatory
manner. “ Ol, my country! I foresee all the
evils nttending thee in the future. At present
your altars are thrown down—your priests are
skulking in the bye-ways—they must not show
themselves | :

“ How, then, can men revercnce religion,
when they sce its ministers degraded and pro-
seribed ? It is true a few of the old faithful
Catholics will love their holy religion the more
for the persccutions it undergoes; but the ris-
ing generation—it is for them that I grieve.—
What will they know about their faith? It is
true that they will have learnt from their fathers
that they are Catholics—that they must never
give thut faith up; they will stick to that name
as something by which to thwart their conquer-
ors, their hated oppressors! But, practically,
what good will that be? Will calling them.
selves Cathelics teach them its sublime truths ?
make them patient under provoeation and trial 2
You, Grace, may live to see the day when the
Irish will force their masters te remove these-
oppressive laws, I shall be long before that in.
my grave; but, as I said, you may live to sce-
the day when the people will rise with one ac-
cord and force the Iinglish to restore their altars.
and give them their just and natural position |
But, oh! I fear that my countrymen. will have
gone through a baptism of blood, will huve been.
degraded to the very lowest depth of irreligion,
ere they rise agninl . .

* But they will rise; and the faith that they-
have kept but in name' will " raise them to their- -
former 'condition. : Ireland will be again the-
nursery of sanctity. and learning! . . ..
. % Qh that-T might see the day !~ But yet-E

should have first to endure all.the previous /80T~



