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By M. L. O’Byrne.

CHAPTER XLV.—CoNTINUED.

He arrived at Don Antonio’s resiaence just
as O’Driscoll bad preceded him, anxious
and migerable, with a new care weighing
upon his heart. His mother, whose health
had long been ailing, too hastily apprised of
Alphonse's condition, had fallen into one of
her swooning fits, and though better when he
left her, had to retire to her room, te which
he feared she would be some time confined ;
and then hastily he inquired of the servant
about Miss Fitzpatrick., The menial replied
that there, was no perceptible improvement ;
that another doctor had been called in, and
the two were then with Don Antonio in the
drawing-room, Miles and O'Driscoll went

" up, to find Effie und Nelly hanging about the
iobby to waylay the physicians as they came
forth, for an opinion upon their own case;
and as the two gentlemen entered the draw-
ingroom, they followed without ceremony,
eager to make known some nondescript symp-
toms that troubled them to the men of lore.
Don Antonio’s face, as Miles and O'Driscoll
conceived, did not express an air of much
satisfaction ; nor did the physicians, when
questioned a8 to their hopes of the patient,
give very definite opinion. One shrugged his
shoulders, and said :

¢« She has youth on ber side and an unim-
paired constitution, We hope the best.”

The other added : ** Whatever the faculty
has prescribed in such cases we have adminis-
tereg, but it was a serious mistake not to

have called in advice immediately upon symp-

toms supervening the swallowing of the bon-
boms.”

«Then you believe it was the bonbons
eaused her illness 2" said Miles,

< Undoubtedly ; I have known many chil-

dren poisoned by eating those noxions com-

pounds of plaster, and arsenic, and other
deleterioua coloring stuff and ingredients.”
¢ Sir, do yon think we’ll die?” exclaimed

Effe, whose terror broke loose and defied all

eontrol, * We ate a lot of them, Nelly and

I-”

¢ see nothing to indicate such casualty,
my dear; but if you wish, I'll order yon
emetics,” smiled Doctor Adrien. ** Mean-
while, gir”—he turned to Don Antonio as he
left the room—** remember, above all things,
the patient is to be kept quiet and free from
excitement till the feverish symptoms are
abated, and we can, after neutralizing the
effects of the drug, get up her exhausted
strength,”

They departed ; and for the rest of the day

a pin might have been heard fo fall in the

house. Dobp Antonio, in his anxiety for Al-
phonse, merging solicitnde for his nephew,
deputed Mites and Maurice to find where he
had beentdnveyed,fand dojwhat they could in
his behalf, while he himself sat down to write
to various parties whose interest he hoped
might be of avail in the young man's case,
Early the following day O’Driscoll, accom-
panied by Miles, who met him by appoint-
ment, hastened to make inguiries about the
invalid. Upon being told she passed a rest-
less night, but was now a little more compos-
ed, as the doctors expected, they went up
stairs, and met Effie on the landing, who
whispered : :
¢ Lady Alicia's just come; she’s in the
drawingroom, and wanted to go up to Al-
phopse, bz: I s0ld ber she couldn’t, that Don

Antonio and the nurse was with her, and the
doctore coming.”

¢ My denr Maurice,” cried the lady, com-

ing to the door as they entered, and her look

expressed so much feeling that O'Driscoll,
rescinding former impressions, thought :
¢ Well, youarea generous,noble-hearted crea-
tare, and 1 was mistaken in my contrary
opiniou.” ¢ Poor darling Alphonse! .Only
this morning I heard she was 8o ill, and came
off at once to see her, What do the doctors

sy ! My poor fellow " .

“* We must wait till we hear what they say

She bas bhad a bad night,” said

to-day. ad

Maurice with a choking in his throat.
course we hope the best,”

‘¢ Poor dear, of course you do.
phonse !" ' .

“It was the bondons you gave her, Lady
Alicia,” svid Miles, *‘ that sickened her.”

*Sir, what do, you mean to insinuate?”
screamed Lady Alicis, with brow of thunder,
angd lightning in her eyes. ** Do you dare to
say the bonbons contatned poison, and that I
wilfully conspired against Miss Fitepntrick’s
life 27 : .

1 did not [use -the words poison or life,”
calmly replied Milea. ‘1 merely said the
tonbhons sickened her.”

* Beware what you say, sir. 1 am not one
to be assailed with impunity; and I have
friends powerful and prompt to do my behest
and redress my grievance,” retorged the
lady, with the hissing tone and vindictive
aspect of an envenomed snake about to dart
its fangs. So terrible was the effect of her
speech, and gesture of rage and alarm, that
for the first time an awful suspicion, that was
almost conviction, iflashed into the soul of
O'Driscoll, and shuddering he recoiled from
the tonch of her cold, lishy hund, us oue elec-
trified by contact with a torpedo; while,
grasping his, she continued, in agitated
strain: “ Would you belicve mec capable of
it—of anything so bare ¥ O'Byrue, you wick-
ed wretch I”

“My dear Lady Alicia, compose yourself,”
cried Masurice, soothingly., ¢ 3y friend
Miles bas said nothing abeolutely that could
be construed into the smallest otlence. I
might myself be open to the reproof, inno-
cently, of giving sweetmeats to some one
that disagreed.”

« But who said the bonbons were poisoned,
and that 1 gave them to her?” said Lady
Alicia, now weeping hysterically upon Man-
rice’s shoulder.

¢ The doctor suid they were poisoned.
Where did you get them, and have you any
more ¥’

* Then the doctor is a liar, and he isin the
plot against me. They came to me from
"rance ; I have eaten of them myself. Oh,
crucl, cruel Maurice ! to hear such a ch.riv,
and not krock down the traducer;—tn: 1
will deal with him.”

‘¢ Suppose they were poisoned ; you might
not hdve known it,” said Manrice; * You
make too much ot it.” ‘

** Oh, Maurice, you are a dcur fellow to try
: ~ifort me so. I dou’t helieve they were
puwsoned ; but, if it se happencd. T womd
lie down and die at your fecet tur my
unlucky hand in the accident. But is
she so ill? Is she beyond fhope? What
does the doctor =may? was  just
going to ask was it fever,for a contagious
disorder, when I was interrupted; and I
would go up now to see her, but that little

irl told me Don Antonio was with her.

on’t you tell me how she is? You said she
hed a bad night 2"
t'n:‘ So_lIthegrd, '}.a.d)& %}icim; but she is more
nquil to-day,” said Maurice, “and I hope
the bosty N P

Sweet Al-
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“To be sure; I declare I feel so relieved.
What gave her the bad night, do you think ?
Msybe some one jincautiously told her about
her brother the priest, and that may have
disquieted her, poor thing.”

“No. What! do yon know anything of
him? Wae have Deen trying to make him out,
Miles and I,” said O'Driscoll, eagerly. .

# Oh, don’t you know ?—lf not, perhaps I
should not tell you ?”

' Yes, yes, pray tell us; s murderous cer-
tainty is better thun torturing suspense.”

*“He is dead, unhappy man ; refused to
snswer all questions pat to him, and died in
Beresford’s Mews, at' Drumcondora, last
night ;—so0 Claudius told my uncle, Don't say
a word of it to poor Alphonse, Oh, by-the-by,
Maurice, I want you to do me a favor; Iam
going on Monday next to Lady Aldborough’s
»out, and you know I'd like to look my best,
Would yeu cosx dear Alphonse to lend me
the pearl suit your motber gave her? I'd
prefer a loan of her uncle’s diamonds, and if
I asked him myself I'm suie he'd oblige me ;
but his manner is so stiff and unpleasant it
repels one; so I must be content with the
peatls juat for ane night. Effie will take your
meesage and run up aad get them for me.”

4t Alphonse is to be kept quiet, the dector
says, and we conldn't tease her for them
now,” cried Effie, looking at Maurice, who
replied : )

¢ There’s time enough yet between thie
and Monday, Lady Alicis ; she cannot be
disturbed now. And so they have murdered
poor Fitzpatrick ?” . .

* Oh, you know he was a United Irieh-
man ; they couldn’t’ help it ; the country
must be pacified. Of course it is very sad,
and we are all so gorry ; but couldn’t Effie
run up and get the jewels quietly ; Alphonse
need know nothing of it, they’ll be back be-
fore she wants them, and I'd like to see what
dress would best suit them.”

I couldn’t do it, Lady Alicia,” returned
Maurice, iz tone more hard and firm than

ever she had heard from him. *‘Excuse me
if I go; I hear the doctor’s carriage. Come,
Miles.”

¢“Then I may go,” sighed Lady Alicia,
* and as I drive through town on my return,
T’ll call to hear the news, Effie, would you
like a drive in the carriage ?”

¢ No, I would not,” bluntly responded
Effie, yet rueing the bitter memory of bonbons
and emetics,

“Wouldn't you like, dear, to go tosee
your old friends, the Misses Hodgenses * I'll
take you, if you wish, there.”

¢ No, thank you, I don't care at all to™"see
the Miss Hodgenses;” and Effie decamped
from the saloon, while Lady Alicia made her
way, unattended, to the hall-door.

t Maurice,” said Miles, as they waited in
the dining-room the return of the doctor, and
saw her step into her chariot, *'ayoid that
woman ; there’s a fiend in her eye; woe be
tide the man that shall call her wife,”" and
with a pang atihis heart he dashed away a
tear that iad sprung to his eye, and turned
to scan the backs of the books in a glass-case
beaide him.

Two hours later, Florence Esmond, yield-
ing to the persuasion of her cousin, Ethel
Courtney, ordered the jaunting-car, and
mournfully apathetic, accompanied her to
pay & visit to Alphonse, of whose illness they
had not even heard. As they drew up before
the house, Etke! uttered an exclamation, and
Florence a moment abstracted from her sor-
row, fixed a gaze of surprise upon the shroud-
ed windows,

““Someone iz dead; it must be Don
Antonio, cried Ethel, They descended from
the car and knocked at the door ; a servant
opened it, and bursting into tears mur-
mured :

‘¢ She’s just gone half an hour, Misa.”

“YWho?” cried Florence, pushing her way
into the parlor, while Ethel ran up ataire.

“Poor Alphonse,” said Miles, dejectedly,
coming forward, leading her in by the hand
and closing the door. ¢¢ Poor Alphonse is
dead ; I'm glad you've come, Florence,”

**Alphonse dead !" exclaimed Florence, for-
getting every other thought, and fainted way.

CHAPTER XLVL

THE EMIGRANTS.

Y am glad you came, dear Florence,” were
the reiterated words addressed by Miles
O'Byrne to Florence Esmond, as, recovered
from her brief lapse of consciousness, she sat
beside him on the sofs, her hand in his, her
eyes bent downward, her countenance ex-
pressing contending emotious of dismay and
Eity for the fate of Alphouse, and reviving

ope for her own destiny. ‘‘I am glad,” he
repeated, ‘“to esee you once more, for not
such as the past would I that our parting
were "

‘¢ But must we part, Miles *” she hastily
interrupted. ‘I have given you my love,
which ghall never be recalled. I have pledged
you my faith which it is mot in any "power
save yourg to sever., Whate'er may be your
lot in life, for weal or woe, I am costent and
strong to share with you.”

** Dear Florence,” he returned, deeply
moved, ‘‘urge no more. 1 appeal to that
self-same love and devotion of yours, and ask
would you, could you, noble in every senti-
ment 48 you are, ask me to forego my own
self-respect, to forfeit my own self-esteem by
act so unworthy ? You know the undisguised
opinions nnd prejudices of your family., What
hope of domestic concord should bless our
ill-starred nnion, could I brook, fiery as I am
of snul, the insult, scorn, and contumely of

‘our huaughty brothers and their friends ?

fear not w drawn sword, which not
the voice of an angel of peace might bid be
sheathed, would rule and ensanguine our
house. Yet more, granted I were magnani-
mous ecnough to rise superior to myself and
pass by Marmion’s hate and Percy's snecr,
or poltroon cnough to speak away and hide
trom their wrath, what wmasnner of wmind
or heart should animate my nature, to
behold, unmoved and unremorseful, Florence,
beautiful and good, the star of her sphere,
and the eyrosure of every eye, dragged down
by my hand from the high estate, her birth-
right, disowned by her brothers, forsaken by
her friends, plunged into obscurity, and all
for no other guerdon than that of my fatal
love, which, without dooming such intliction,
may yet and for ever be hers ¥’ He drew
from bia bosom the ring she had given him,
and which was attached Dy s little chain to
his crucifix. ““You remember this token,
dearest? I am not going to return it, for
though while I release you, Florence, from
your pledge to ally with my destiny, thislittle
amulet shall ever rest upon my hosom, closing
the doorofmy heart, and guarding, inaccessible
toevery otherohject, thecmpty nicheconsecrat-
od to its sole idol, my lost Florence.” He
kissed ber hand and rose quickly, warned by
an approuching step at the door ; it opencd,
and Ethcl entered with streaming eyes, ac-
companied by Effie, sobbing as if her hewrt
would break, and Don Antonio, locking like
astatue of solemnity east in Lronze. Silent-
ly he shook hands with Fiorence, standing in
awe-struck horror, a picture of specchless
woe,

¢ Where’s O'Driscoll #* said Miles, address-
ing M ‘Mahon, who answered, in hollow tone:

“ Gone home; just got word that his
mother was found dead, sitting in her bed-
room—disease of the heart, Poor fellow.”

¢ Any commands, sir? cried a servant-
man, noiselessly opening the door, * I’m
going through town.

“Comnmands {” re-echoed Don Antonio,
looking perplexed and preoccupied. ¢ Yes;

wait ;—stay, you- are going to give direc-
tions. to the undertaker ; have you got
my note? You might as well bid
an” auctioneer come up with a valuator to
take the furniture, and call on Jefferies,
the landlord, to come over this evening till 1
settle abont the rent ; that will do—go.”

*What are you going to do, Don An-
tonio 2’ who bogan to think that the old man,
crazed by affliction, was issuing incoberent
orders, and was not quite cognisant of his
acts, .

“What am I going to do ?” mildly re-
turned Don Anionio, but with firmness of
look and tone that left no doubt of his per-
fect competency to- govern his affairs, ‘I
sm going once again to fly with speed from
this land of desolation, where I have suf-
flered wreck and loss of all that was
dear to my bosom—my brave boy Pat-
rick, my 1murdered Alphonse, and my
grandchild, sole offspring of my only
daughter, whom in evil hour I be-
guiled from her widowed father's arms to ac-
company me on this ill-fated voyage to perish
with our vessel on the coast,” He wrung
bis hends and moaned aloud : **For your
sakes, Patrick and Alphonse, whose duteous
love comforted my soul, and whom I
had looked to be  the  staff of my
declining years, 1 had consented to
make again my home in my fatherland,
having no other ties to bind me to my foreign
assoclations, my son-in-law having formed
for himself other connexions indifferent to
me ; and now, lo ! behold the sequel.”

 But Alphonse murdered, you said, Don
Antonio " exclaimed Ethel Courtney, with
starting eyes. ‘* What mean you ¥”

“ Though the last word my child spoke,
with O'Driscell’s hand and mine locked in
hers, was: °* Forgive her and let her live to
repent,’ I willlift my voice and let it resound
0 the ear of the murderess, whose name, for
sake of the promise extorted by our lost one,
shall not be spoken. Alphonse died of the
poisoned sweets offered by her hand.”

Florence and Ethel simultaneously uttered

a cry and clasped theira.
“Yes,” said Miles, *‘in friendship's guise
sweetmeats were given to the victim; some,
we have now ascertained, were harmless;
some slightly tinctured with deleterious mix-
ture. But one was prepared with distinct in-
gredient anficient to accomplish the end, and
that one the unsuspecting Alphonse ate.”

He hurried forth, overcome by a burst of

emotion, and Don Antonio, conducting the
stupefied ladies to the hall-door, quietly open-
ed and closed it upon their exit.
On the morning of the third day after their
decease, two funeral corteges swept in long
mournful procession through the atreets of
Dublin, and two mortal tenemenis were com-
mitted to return dust to dust, and sleep their
long guiet sleep till the trumpet of the angel
ahl;%l gound the morning call for the dead to
fling off their blanket of clay, lift their pil-
lowed head from the tomb, and bound, thril-
ling with new life, ethereal and vigorous in
perennial beauty, into the light of a day whose
sun shall never set, and remounlded in flesh
not annealed from dust or elements of earth,
but in the subtle essence of divinity, re-
splendent and immortal.

Don Antonio, O’Driscoll, and Miles
O’Byrne, having paid the last sad duties to
those so dear to them, returned, disconsclaze
and silent, to the house of Don Antonio, for
he had entreated that, as this was his last
day in Dublip, and that on the morrow he

embarked for South America, tbey
might spend it together. Upon ar-
riving at the omansion, Miles was

surprised to hear that Captain Courtney,
Percy Esmond and Miss Esmond, awaited
him in the drawing-room.

¢ Come with me, for heaven's sake ; I have
not nerve now to meet them alone,” said he,
addressing his companions.. They entered,
and before they could observe more than that
Florence, Eftie, and Nelly, were grouped
apart, Percy Esmond, looking excited and
eager, stepped forward, crying :

*¢ Miles, we had been to your lodgings to
seek you, and were directed here. What
frenzy impelled you to impeach Lady
Alicia Luttrell with poisoning Miss Fitz-
patrick? I can tell you, you are in jeopardy.
Carbampton has taken it up; Colandisk is
clamorous for your blood. They and Beres-
ford, with Norbury and Major Sirr, were met
in consultation how to dispuse of you this
morping without giving you opportunity to
defend yourself, or to repeat what they term

our libellous slander and defamation of

ady Alicia, What will you do? Unless you
fly at once, within this hour, I would not en.
sure your life till nightfall for a groat. You
know the men with whom you have to.deal.
Secret assassination or judicial murder is all
thet you have to expect, and that immedi-
ate 1" :

““Yes, dear Miles, it istoo true. 1 came
myself lest you might too lightly disregatded
Percy’s admonition,” cried Florence, earnest-
ly. “You must fly atonce; it is Florence
Fsmond exhorts, entreats you. There isno
time to loge.” :

¢ Stir up, Milea ! look alive " cried Don
Antonio, ‘‘ Put your traps together and go
on board the emigrant vessel in which I have
taken my passage. Thereare a few berthato
be had yct. Take threc for yourself, and
Lflie, and Nelly.”

*¢ And one for me, too,” chimed in O'Dris-
coll, gloomily composed, ¢ with accomoda-
tion for Tippo Saib and Bourbon,  Stay, I'll
accompany you to the quay.”

“ Nonszense ! What are you going for ¥”
eried Perey Esmond compassionutely yazieg
upon tho haggard visage of his friend.
' \We ure all sorry for you, old icllow :

and there's  bletter  luck  in  store
for you. After =all, a wife far gone

in decline, a3 wc hear poor Alphonse wuas,
you would have hat but a short lease of ;
and Lady Alicia, who is dying for love of
you, has plumed up again with new hope,
and cxultingly whispers up and down that
now there is no rival to balk her, you ure hers
for ever.” :

“ She deceives herself ! was the curt re-
joinder of the desponding young man, as he
took up his hat.  “* Come on, Miles,”

* Hoity toity ! was there ever such a com-
plication of cross purposes and refractory
spirits ' exclaimed Captain Courtney, mow
throwing himself inte the mclec. ¢ A young
lady in decline dies, and emigration on a large
scale must be the sequel ! Don Antonio
takes ship for the western hemisphere ; Miles
O'Byrne must fly for his life for some word
drcpped in folly on a spiteful woman’s ear;
and O'Driseolljmust cut and run beeause Cupid
threatens with his bow and dart. Can’t you
all settle down like sensible men, and think
it over, If O'Driscoll doesn’t choose to
surrender himsgelf thrall to Iady Alicia,
tofmy own knowledge therc’s twenty other
ladies won't say him nay ; and, as for you,
Miles, nll you need do to get oui of the
scrape is to go to church, marry Florence,
tack yourself to the winning party (the Gov-

and snap your fingers at the mongrel
‘tribo  who, having no root in' the
Iand by right of sancestry, as you
and 1 Thave, would sell the clay that
covers their father’s bones for less than its
weight in dross, and stake their reversion of
heaven at the gaming-table. Be wise, man!
you have precedent in -your kinsman, George
Byrne, of Cabinteely, a prudent, sensible
man ; who, sooner than see his fine estate

sequestered for a quibble, comformed to the
State Charch,” - a

ernment), go in for & good appointment,’

“ And threw up the'Apostc;lic one,” lahgh
ed Miles, scornfully. :

¢* Lot me say on.—Showed -himself one ‘day”

in church st Monkstown, where the €vent so

notable you may see blazoned on marble—""|

“Testifying to the edification
ample,” sneered Miles,

“To the trinmph, si

of his ex-

t, of our having made

a convert o: such notability ; unlike his son

Robert, who, shouldered uwp, no doabt, by
his friends—Grattan, Connolly of Castle:
town, and his kinsmen, Blackney of - Balleil-
lon, Wyse of The Manor, and the Devereuxes
—rather than consunlt his own interest, and
vote for the Union. I can tell you, Govern-
ment made him handsomo offers through
Castlerengh for his support of the measure

¢ The destruction of his country.” ‘

“No, sir, the good of ‘the. country, Well,
he stubbornly refused, ss you:know, as the
world knows, all terms,” e

* Was this why the pikes were hidden in
bis demesne of Cabinteely ?”

«T know nothing abont that transaction.
The Sham Squire, who knew of Byrne’s dis.
affection to the Union, and that -he was hence
in no favor ‘with the Government, very likely

thought it a good opportunmity to help the

Government to get rid of him.”

¢ Then we should have Higgins and
Co., under Castlereagh’s - patronage,
lording it in the last remnant left
of our ancient heritage, but for the influ.
ential interposition of Judge Day, with
the Viceroy, and his disclosure of the vil-
lainy.”

¢ Well, to what end?”
might have defied them,
his head higher than the best, by
just giving the tips of his fingers
to the Government'’s outstretched hand,
dashed the whole thing, and flies like
a hunted hare to pine an exiled man in
Buenos Ayres, with his wife and three little
girls, Come, Miles, my good fellow, have
more ¢éommon sepse; change your tactics,
and steer with the wind tbhat blows, for the
Union will be carried with or withont you.
Dame Fortune is just now disposed to be
amicable in your regard; catch her by
the gkirt, come in along with your
friends to the Castle, where pensions and
peerages are at discount for votes, aud any
amount of patronage you go in for. Why do
you shake your head and laugh 7"

1 can’t help but laugh to think of the
entonrage of patented nobility with which our
ancient pedigree should be confounded—
certainly not such as can boast in heraldic
page to honor well won in field of chivalry.
Some I could name, yon know them yourself—
peers and peeresses, save the mark !—with
whom I would prefer to have no association."”

‘¢ Pish I—bang it, what a cynic you are,
Then here's my hand, snd the hand of
Florence Esmond, together, and Percy smil-
ing fair approbation for himeelf and Marmion
by proxy on the transaction. Come.”

‘* Don’t tempt me bayond my strength to a

1f [ see yawning beneath my feet,” said

iles, with a wrung bosom. ‘I am not
prepared to pay the cost at which the
treasure may be mine. Oh! Florence, Flor-
ence.” He broke down and sobbed.

There was a loud knock at the front-door.

*'Tis Major Sirr and an officer !” cried
Effie in alarm, as she peered out under a cor-
ner of the blind., ¢ What brings him cow "

“Fly, Miles! oh, fly!” cried Florence.

Bob Byrne, who
and  held

"They clasped in lagt farewell,

**Get out by the coach-house,” said Don
Antonio, hastening to warn the servants.
*“Go on board at once, and 1'll follow by-and-
by with the children.”

v*Take your berth, Miles, under an assum-
ed name, as so shall I also,” whispered
O'Driscoll, as they made off together, ¢ We
are in a hunter’s net, and it behoves us to
move with cautioen,”

So down to the gnay they passed, unob-
structed, while Major Sirr, seated at wine
with Don Antonio and the visitors, blandly
asking for Miles O’Byrne, of whom he want-
ed to make inquiries concerning a boy who
had been in his employment, was gravely in-
formed by Captain Courtney that he had just
taken the coach to Wexford with a friend,
but that he intended to ask him
to dine on his return in a day or
two, and that if the Major would join them he
would confer much pleasure on all parties :
to which proposal the Major graciously as-
sented, nothing in doubt of killing two birde
with one stone ; then added : ¢* Isuppose he
is gone to make inquiries atout his insurgent
brother, who wag shot with his band of niuety
nikemen the day before yesterday on the Hill
of Tara by the troops, Desperate villains !
We are eutting them down now pretty fast.”

It was in the season of the vernal spring-
time, .-hen the ministers of evil and Até,
personatea by Castlereagh, let slip their
hordes of furiesover a praceful and smiling
land. It is now advancing late in autumn ;
and where are the many rustic hamiets,
and thatched cots, that had mnestled
once in mequestered bowers, and peeped
vt from gorge and glen on the moun-
tain, or by the river side, clustered
in humble group, upon the open sward, busk-
ing in trenguil repose, or lay scattered amid
wild upland regions, the voice of whose
many waters, dashiny in cascades to the
valley, or murmuring and purling through
pebbly chunnels, the loud howhnyg of the
storm cannot drown? It is night, and
where are the sheiliuy roofs, and the glimmer
of the hearth-light throngh the pane that
oace, like an onsis in the desert, met the be-
lated wanderer's eye? Hark ! what cry.of
Ismentation, what voice of wailing thiills
apun the startled car, and stirg the calin pul-
sation of nerve and vein to o deeper heart-
throb ¥ How awfuily from the drear solitude
ascends the choral dirge, ever wilder and
louder, ringing through the reverberating
arch of the firmament, as though bursting
ncart-strings had given forth their last throe
of anguish, with the passionate rush of a
apirit just severed from their clasp! Hark!
what phantomlike shapes glide by the half
shroudad moonbeams, along the highways,
and by devious routes; while others yet
hover and lioger, unwilling to depart, round
the dismantled wrecks, and upon the site of
ruined homesteads, Alas ! that lament of
mourning is their farewell to the land they
ghall inhabit no more, and to the groves of
their kindred with whose dust theirs shall
not commingle.

Upon the deck of one of the many fine
vessels that lined the Dublin quay is con-
gregated a vast swarm of the children of the
Western Isle, departing to seek in unknown
and distant clime a home denied them on
their own soil, and the bread which robbery
and oppreesion should there not wrench trom
the hard hand of houest toil, to pamper idle
iniquity. TForemost and conepicnous among
the self-cxpotriated cmigrant pioneers stand
Miles O'Byrne, Maurice O'Driscoll, Don An-
tonio MacMahon, ¥t 5% and Nelly ; and
amid the crowd ' . ...a tiie shore stood
,Capt. Cuurtney, Percy Lsmond, and Florence,
holding in her hand, pressed to her lip, the
golden crucifix whicﬁ enclosed a tress of
the raven hair, the last relic and momento of
him who bore away with him her heort,
and with whom she had, in that last
wild, hurried adien, parted tor “over.
No tear bedewed her eye, but her cheek
wore that bhue which tells of life ue-
hinged from mould transmuted to marble,
and done with mortal care; while he, stead-
fast, silent, with thoughta he dare not utter,
pale with agony tdo bitter for tears, gazed

mournfully upon -the ‘sévered:idol of his
knightly devotion, with-feslings that must
expire unknown and be .buried ont of sight
in his borom. - The red sunset glow is

-stYeaming upon the still, deep river, and em-

purpling the shades of eve; as they fall upon
the scene. Amid the songs of the mariners
and the alternate hush and murmur of the

surging multitude, the anchor is weighed ;-
"the veasel, with its- heavy weight, sways

from side to side; the sails swell to the
light breeze; a deafening cheer; blended
with wailing from the shore, is respunded
to by a heartrending ory' from the deck ; a
cry of woe and farewell; from riven bosoms,
for sundered ties of human afiections, which

‘nought can repress, sivells and rings awfully

and evermore soleinnly on the ear. Morn,

‘rising in the open eky, shines upon the blue

expanse of the  deep, and upon the
emigrant ship steering gallently .on her
way, far, far upon her ¢oirse, cvery sail in-
flated with -favoring winds, and the briny
gales of the shoreless realm fanning cheeks
humid with tears, and bosoms yet heaving

. with convulgive throes .from that wrench of

theé heart and the hand from all that was dear
to life. Maurice O'Driscoll, aching with the
ghastly wound festering in his soul, brooding
over the immeasurable ruin of w.ll his hopes
and fortunes, sat apart, gazing listless upon
the foamy track cut by their progress through
the billows ; while Miles O'Byrne, no less de-
jected by the stroke that had castinto eclipse
all his future life, stood leaning aguinat the
mast with folded arms, hearing from O’Hart
and Mooney the blacksmith—who had con-
trived to escape and smuggle fhemselves
among the emigrants—accounts of various dis-
asters befallen their friends’; but he was
chiefly interested in learning the fate of Ned
Burke, who,having been taken prisoner along
with Johnny Doyle in Dublin, were condemn-
ed by Major Sirr to receive each a hundred
laghes, and be sent on board two separate
transpoct vessels which had sailed for America
the week before with gangs of prisoners, to be
pressed into the war Epgland was then
waging with America; and of Kitty Burke,
whom they had met making her way from
Wicklow, where she had been confined for a
time with & wound in her leg, received in the
last action,

Meanwhils, day after day, the crowded
emigrant ship held her steady course; night
set upon the waves; sunrise illumined the
Atlantic; and then came a change over the
horizon. Skies lowered above, and from black,
incumbent clouds spouted drenching rain-
floods, and swept the breath of the equinox,
engulfing the vessel in the abyss of moun-
tain billows, and shaking every timber of the
fragile thing, as it quaked in the tormado'’s
ﬁraap of wrath., Nelly and Effie, terri-

ed, kept near Don Antonio, whose own
many troubles, bravely stemmed and crushed
down, had not bindered him from manifest-
ing towards them a paternal interest, and
even courting their confidence ; while in
many a Bocial moment he listened attentively
to their prattle, and learned from them with
profound sympathy and secret surmise, allied
to pain, the history of the banshee, and all
the troubles of which she had been the
dread forerunner. Now close by his side they
crouched, within sight of the land their des-
tined goal, and beheld a fine frigate in the
offing, struggling to make the port ; when lo !
the close-reefed togallant mast gave way
beneath s shock of the tempest; the vessel
lurched, floundered, and a death-shriek rose
from the black abyssof the raging deep, strewn
with human forms, gasping and struggling
for life. Oh, for un arm to aid ! Swifily the
Amphitrite’s boatz are out and manned.
Miles and Maurice strain every nerve ; their
comrades ply the oar with vigerous stioke;
but long ere they reached the sceme of dis-
sster, buffeted by waves and winds, almost
every soul had gone down. The foremost
boat picked up two or three, one faintly strug-
gling form floated towards theirs, then sank.
Miles leaped over, caught him by the hair,
himself narrowly escaping being swept be-
yond reach of helping hands ; and being aid-
ed back into the bout, he discovered in the
inanimate forin he had just rescued from a
watery grave and the boiling surge the boy
Ned Burke !

CHAPTER XLVIL

CARILEREAGH ACHIEVES HIS END, AND ENDS
H1s CARKER.

Triumphant over the herculean stand of
Grattan, and the small cohort of muaguanim.
ous patriots who had fought by his side to
oppose and resist the abolition of their
country's independence, despite the rivers of
blocud shed by the gallant nation to preserve
its freedom, coercion, bribery, corruption and
falsehood—base tools of the miniona of Cus.
tlereagh and the Government carried the day.
Ireland’s liberty wus violently wrested from
her grasp; the royal charter of the Irish
nation, guaranteed by the British Legislu-
tare shortly before and  confirmed by
the words, the signature, and the great
senl of the monarch, +as cancelled, and the
constitution of the vountry wus voted away
by paid Tritish nobles, Orange gentry, and
clerks and hirelings employed and smuggled
into Parliament for the occasion,

‘¢ Upon the evening nf the last year of the
Act which wus to transfer an ancient and res-
pectable nution, crowned with wn aurecle of
more thau four thousand ycars of traditionary
uand historie fame and untarnishel honor, to
the condition of a tributary province, depen-
dent upon the guestionable honor of England
for justice, the Houses of Parlivinent wore
closely iuvested by the military, no dcmon-
stration of popular fecling wus permitted, A
British regiment, uear the entrance, patrol-
led through the Ionic colonnades. The
calleries were crowded, but unot by those
who flad been accustomed to witness the
cloynence, and to snimale the debates of the
assembly. A monotonous und melancholy
murraur yan through the benches.  Scarcely
a word was cxchanged among the memters,
At length the expected moment arrived. The
order for the third rending of the bill for the
Legislative Union between Greut Britaia and
Ireland was moved by Lord Castlereagh,
* Unvaricd, tame, cold -Llooded, the words

seemed frozen as they issued from his lips ;.

and, as if & simple citizen of the word, he
seemed to heve no sensation on the subject,
at that moment he had no country, ne God
but his amibition. He resumed his seat ; con-
fused murmurs ran through the house; it
was visibly aficeted. Kvery character ina
moment scemed involuntarily rushing to its
index, some pale, some flushed, some agitat-
ed. Several moembers withdrew before the
question could be repeated, and an' awinl
momentary silence succeeded their de-
parture, The Speuker rose slowly from
hig chair, held up the bill, looked steadily
round him on 1wt aeeny of the expiriog
tuliament N e * The
ayes have . . e Cowih
subdued voic, ior an inswens  Le 8lcoed
statue-like, then flung the hill upon the
table, and sank into his chair, exhaunsted and
indignant.” R

The laat meeting of the Porliament in Col-
lege Green was held onSaturday;Octolier 2nd,
1800; and in proportion s there was humilia-
tion and mourning among the patriot few for
their npation’s downfall from''gléry’s high
pinnacle, and for its usurped right of self.
legislation, so was there joy, and, gratulation,
and banqueting, in the high places of power,
for victory achieved, what though the blood-

* . P P

stained laurel wreath had been dra i

pollution, and honor and chivulr%g 1530;3
proudly aloof from the ignoble reveis of de-
graded slaves ? Chief of_the pendemoniy
he whose brow glistens beneath the glare of
&-coronet—yet why is his cheek pale ¢ apq
his eye, why does it gleam with a chapye)
light, in whose ‘phosphoric : glitter there is
neither soul nor-mirth ¢ Has the Cup not
been filled to the brim for which he stipulat-
ed ! Has the guerdon of his lsbor, weighed
in the eoale of his ambition been found frayg.
uleatly short of measure. He has achieved
his end and aims. At the altar of ambition
two moat ill-agsorted hande have beer joined
in bands of unhallowed union; over hecy.
tomba of mangled dead, .and thousands
of ravaged homes, and through Hogdy
of widows’ and orphans’ tzars, he has stepped
lightly, to make Erin and Albion one, Gre.t
Britain applauds nis loyal zeal ; minions w

themselves following his steps havn ’rise-"
from obscurity to notoriety and opt’ ey 0:
their country’s wreck, extol his genius ang
render abject homuge at his footstool, Why
is hm_cheek pule, and his soul disturis,
and his heart oppressed with weight of
secret care?! Who can tell ? Paroxysms, in.
degd, e bas ; and by fita and starts ﬂ&;heg
of incoberent gaiety burst through the gloom
like wildfires shooting and glimmering in de.
solate marshes, as though the spirit from
time to time made spasmodic effort to hurl
off a load thatoppressed, or break from a chajn
that galled it. ~ Yet, like the coutortions of
& galvanised "body, these unspontaneous ey.
pressions, designed to cloak the perturba.
tions of a mind ill at ease, deceived no
one. The observer might construe as he
pleaged of the cause, but to all it wag ap-
parent that the Marquis of Loudonderry —
once (astlereagh—was an unhappy man
oppressed with care thought some, preyeé
upon by illcess deemed others. And g,
time wore on, and brought no change
and the i

| unsolved  mystery ceased
to su rxa:‘,x?eople became accustomed to hjs
altered mood, and other subjects of wonder

and items of interest began to fill up th ]
tine of daily business and afford theme [
talk and comment,

{ To be continued. )

My friend, look here ! you know how weak
and nervous your wife is, and you know that
Carter’s Iron Pills will relieve her, now why
not be fair aboutit and boy hera box * tts

New York State has 11,000 hotels.

* * * * Premature decline of manly
powers, nervons debility and kindred
diseases, radically cured. Consultation free,
?oﬁk tl‘:éee l(dSCt' ﬁetglpp;:. DAddreas, confiden.
ially, World's ical Dispenssary Associs.
tion, Buffalo, N. Y. pensary Associs

There are 10,000 policemen in London,

Clergymen, Singers and Public Speak.
ers, will ind Robinson’s Phosphor-
ized Emulsion of the greatest benefit to
them, where there is any tendency to weak.
ness of the throat or Bronchial tubes, as it
soothes the irritated membrane, gives full
tone and vigor to the unfeebled constitution,

‘The aristocratic sport in Australia is kan-
garoo hunting.

In this country the degrees of heat and
cold are not only various in the different sea.
sons of the year, but often change from one
extreme to the other ina few hours, and a:
these changes cannot fail to increase or dimi
nish the perspiration, they must of course af
fect the health. Nothing so suddenly ob-
structs the perspiration as sudden transitions
from heut to cold. Heat rarifies the blood,
quickens the circulation and increases the
perspiration, but when these are suddenly
checked the consequences must be bad. The
most common cause of disease is obstructed
perspiration, or what commonly goes by the
name of catching cold. 1n such cases use
Bickle’s Anti-Consumptive Syrup.

A strong, well-fed camel will carry :i60
pounds, including two persons,

Young Men !—Read This,

Tne Vorratc Brrr Co., of Marshall,
dich., offer to send their celebrated ELroTRo-
VoLraio BELT and other ELKCTRIC ArpLiax.
ces on trial for thirty days, to men (young or
old) afticted with nervous debility, loss of
vitality and manhood, and all kindred
troubles. Also for rheumatism, neuralgis,
paralysis, and wmaav other diseases, Com-
plete restoration to health, vigor, and man-
hood guaranteed, No risk is incurred as thir
ty days trial is allowed. Write them at once
for illustrated pamphlet free. 226G

There are 1n Italy 4,500,000 lemon trees,
which produce 1,260,000,000 lemons anaually.
e ———
ltching Piles—Rympreus tud Cure

.The symptoms are- mowsture, 1ke perspirs:
#ion, intense itching, increased by seratching,
very distressing, particularly at night, scems a8
if pin-worms were crawling in and about the
ectum ; the private parts are someties affect:
ed. If allowed to continue very scrions vesults
may follow, “SWAYNES OQINTMENT" is
o pleasant, sure cure, Aleo for Tetter, Itch,
Salt Rheum, Scald Head, Erysipelas, Barbers’
Tteh, Blotches, all sealy, ernsty Skin Diseases,
Box by mail 50 cents ; three for 21,25, Adtlress,
DR, SWAYNE & SON, Philadeiphia, Pa
Sold by Drugrists, TG

The United States is the only civilized
country in the world, declares « fornier super-
intendent of schools in Boston, where seachers
o not hold their position by peimanent
teaure,

When you are troubled with disiness,
your appetite all gone, and you feel bad gen-
erully, take u fow doses of Dr. Ienry bax-
ter's Mandrake Bitters, and you will e
surprised at the improvement in your feeliugs.
Every bottle warrunted to give satisfaction.

Said a noted man of 60 years, * My motl‘agr
gave me Downs’ Elixir for coughs and coids
when I was a boy.”

Iheumatism is quickly cured by usiog
Arpica & Oil Liniment,

“‘(ione to oven” is the correct expression
for the retirement of the Ruesian pessant ot
night, since he has no bed, bus slecps on the
top of the oven.

Sixteen thousand eighthundred and t;.wenty-
five families in Boston were provided with free
soup during the past winter.

A late invention is an ankle corset designed

a8 & brace while roller skating,
! - —

Erre's UOODA—GRATEFUL AND UOMFORTING
—* By o thorough knowledge of the _natu_ral
laws which govern-the operations of digestion
and nutrition, and by a careful pregn.mtmn of
the fino properties of well »eloctod: Jocon, M.
i.ors has provided our brouklast tables with 8
dehuately Havorad beverage which may save u8
many heavy doctors’ bills, It is by the judicious
use of sue i

articles. of diet that a. const:tuhoﬁ
may bo gradually bnilt up‘until strong enoug

to resist every tendency to disease. undreds
of subtle maladies are floating around us resdy
to attack wherever there is a weak point. e
may escape mng a fatal shaft by keepln‘f our-
selves waﬁ fortified with pure blood and pro
erly nourished frame,”—Civil Servioe Gaselit
RI o simply with boiling water ormilk.. Sold on-
y in wﬁets and tins,

1abelled, *“Jauns Eprrs

tonk N

‘ghemists, London, Ene a
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