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'THE FATE OF FATHER SHEEHY.
A TALE OF 'TIPPERARY EIGHTY YEARS AGO.
o (Froin lhe New York Tublel.) .

BY MRS. J. SADLIER.

CHAPTER Tl.—THE CHURCHYARD OF SHAN-
' DRAGHAN.

There was in those duys a looe house standing
close by the oid churchyard of Shandraghan—
and tt way be there still for aught I koow to the
contrary —with its windows qukmg ?m nto '.Ihe
fone place of tombs” Tn Father Sheehy’s time
it was occupied by a farmer named Gnffith, who
was a kind-hearted, upright man, though a Pro-
testant. ‘The priest bad al oue tune rendered
him a signal service and Giriffith was not the man
to' forget it. e had been known to say that
Father Sheely was a wronged and -per.seculed
man, al the same tine expressing a "wsh that _he
could do anything to ussist lum. His gqod dis-
positions were speedily put to the test, for, one
evening, about an hour before suadown, as he sat
alone ‘bj’ the fire »mokwing his pipe, wh.o should
come in but he priest bimself, disguised as a
mendicant, with a luge wallet sluag over his
shoulder.

¢ Good erening, Billy,” said the pretended beg-
gar, as he doffed his tattered cawbeen, and ﬂu'ng
Ius bag on the earthern floor. * How is all with
ou?

"« Wy, then, indeed, good wan ! you have the
odds of me,’ said Griflith, regarding the stranger
with a quiet smile, ¢ but we're all well, l.hanks lo
you for askin®.  Sit down an’ take an air o the
Yire this cowlld evenin’. Did you travel far the
gay 7 .

1 see you don’t koow me, Billy,’ satd the
priest, sitting down by the fire, and spreading his
bands to calch the gemnl warmth. ¢Did you
ever see (s face before 7 und le turned so, (hat
the hght fell full on his care-worn features.

Griffith started aud drew back involuararily.
¢ Why, as 'm a livin’ man 1t’s Tather Sheehy
himself.?

¢ Sure enough it 1s!" replied the priest with «
moournful smile, ¢ you see 1’ve got the bag (that
is to say, turned beggar) at fast.’

¢ But what in the world brings you here ?’ usk-
ed Griffith m great agitation ; ¢ don’t you know
they’re not far off thals seekin’ you night and
day. I seen the sojers passin’ noL twenty win-
nits agone, and they may be back tlis way be-
fore long) ’

1 koow all that, Gnflith, and it’s the very
reason why you see me bere. I bave so often
baffled my pursuers, that they’re gefting to be
too sharp for me ; they don’t ieave a Catholic
house envisited, and they destroy all before them ;
so I must put an end to this state of things, for
I cannot bear to see otherssuffer on my account.
I will give myself up—but not to these vultures
whe are thirsting for my blood. I[ I.can ouly
conceal myself a few days, ull T can write to
Dublia-and get back an answer, I will then dis-
burden my friends of a heavy charge. You are
a Protestant—they will not suspect you el bar-
boring me—Grffith ! will you afford me a shel-
ter! I know you are.incapable of being tempt-
ed by the reward offered for tny apprehension,
and you see I have full confidence in your kindly
feelings towards me.’

¢ An’ so you may, sir, sa you may,’ said Grif-
fith rising from his seat and extending his hand to
the priest, while the glow of honest satisfacticn
suffused his sun-browned cheek. ¢ You'll find,
Father Sheehy, that you didn’t lean on a rotten
stick—and that William Gnffith never forgets a
geod turn, if it was the Pope himself that did it.
But where in the world can I hide you? T°d
Just as soon the cluldren didn’t get sight of you,
if it could be helped.’. ‘ .

The fact was that the house did rot afford a
single hiding-place, and the out-houses were not
to be relied on, unless the whole family were in
the secret. 'They were then standmg at a win-
dow, overloaking the churchyard, and the priest
suddenly said :

“Is there not an old vault yonder in the grave-
yard, belonging to some family now extinct. T
have heard-people say so: Could [ not hide
there jn the daytime—as I have only two or
three days to provide for—and you might proba-
bly be able to admit me into the house at night,
without your sons knowing anything of it.’

* The plan’s a good- one, sir,’ said Griffith in a
melancholy tone; ¢ but i1 would be an unnatural
place to hide in. It’s a fearful thing for the
lism’ to be shut up among the dead—an’ I don’t

ke it, at all, sir, i€ it could b hetped.’

‘ Ay, that’s the question—if it'coild  be help-
ed. But Isee'no other prospect for” conceal-
Tent, and as I have never willingly or knowingly
Injured Jiving man, I bave no reason to - sbrink
from abiding u day or two in-the dwelling of the,
dead. " 'Bettér thieré than in the handi 6f Maude
or Bagwell’s emissaries? - T 0

¢ Well! well ! sir, T suppdSé ‘We cJan’t Qi,l‘lbt:‘be.t:“

town to-day.

ter; and, then, I can let you iu here every-mght
il you get something to eat an’ drink, an’ a few’
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hours’ comfortable rest.  But the bays will soon
be in—sit down, sir; if you please, till T get you
a bit Lo eat.’

Having made a hasty meal of oaten cake, eggs
and milk, Father Sheeby rose. *1t is now al-
most dark,’ sod he, “and I must retire "to my
huling place for a few hours, till your family are
gone ta bed, Just show me the doar ol the
vaulty” ke added with a forced snile, ¢ and leave
me to inlroduce myself to its inmates. Come,
comne, Billy, why do you stare so, and shuake your
bead?  Don’t you know very well that the moul-
dering dead are safer company for a doomed
an like mie than many of the hving 7 ha! ha !l

His laugh was vild and unvatural, and it made
Griffith shudder, He =poke not another word,
but beckoned the priest to follow, and led him
out by the back-door, and round the end of the
bouse into the graveyard.i ¢ There's the door,
siry he said, pointing to a’ low, narrow door,
which, being a little lower then the surface of
the ground, was reacled by a few steps, green
and wossy from long disuse. The door was old
and crazy, and merely rested against the aper-
ture. The priest descended the steps with a
single beund, and lifiing the worm eaten door
aside looked into the vault, But he could not
see even i's extent, for withip it was dark as
midnight.  Even the brave bold heart in Father
Sheehy’s breast shrank from entering there at
that hour. ¢ Go, said he to Griflith, whe still
lingered, ¢ I can easily secrete myself now in the
dim hght from any one passing the road by keep-
ing close to the wall. [ need not intrude on the
peaceflul slumbers of the dead till the mormng
hght cowpels me, owl-like, to seek the darkness.
But go into the bouse, my worthy friend, for I
hear some one coming down the road.’

In tlus strange retreat the persecuted priest
remamed some four or five days, sitting all the
day on a large stone which he found in the old
vault, reading his breviary, as well as he could,
by the dim light which came through the wide
chinks of the door, meditating the while on the
lives of the first Christians 1n the Catacombs,
and combating his natural aversion to the place,
by the remembrance of the great St. Anthony,
voluntarily retiring to the tombs, in order to
baflle his spiritual enemies.

¢ And J, too,” he communed with himself}? T,
too, may profit by a bricf sojourn in this dreary
place. It will prepare e for the approaching
time when I shall- be called upon to enter the
world of spirits. Let me, then, endeavor to
profit by the occasion, and meditate on the eter-
nal truths while ooly the dead are near—the
silent, long-forgolten dead. DPlaced, as it were,
between the two worlds—a link between death
and life—let me consider how I stand before God
~—bow I am prepared to account f{or my steward-
slip at the bar of Dirine Justice,’

Evngaged 1 such meditations as these he heed-
ed nat the flight of time, nor sighed for a return
to the busy, bustling world. Bat the affairs of
men—even his own—were moving on. He had
written a letter to Mr. Secretary Waite, offer-
ing to give himselt up, provided his trial might
take place in the Court of King’s Bench, in Dub-
lin, and not in Clonmel, where the power of his
enemnies was supreme and despolic. An answer,
accepting his proposal, came, addressed to lis
brother-in-law, who brought 1t himself to Griflith.
That evening, Father Sheehy ventured to go
home with Burke, took an affectionate leave of
lns weeping sister, and set out, accompanted by
tus orother-in-law, for the bouse of Mr. O’Cal-
laghan, a magistrate of high standing and un-
blemished reputation. 'To him Father Sbeehy
surrendered himself, on condition that he was to
be sent to Dublin ; and Mr. O'Callaghan showed
himself well worthy of the trust reposed in him,
for he treated kim wath all the respect due to his
priestly cbaracter and bis long sufferings. He
sent to Clogheen for a troop of borse to escort
him 1n safety, fearing to trust the Orange con-
stables by whom every magistrale was then sur-
rounded.

When all was in readiness for Father Sheehy’s
departure, s brother-in-law came up to him,
aud said in a low voice, as he wrung his hand in
parting )

* Your cousin, Martic O'Brien, 1s golng up 1o
He will remain as near you as be
possibly can, so as to render you any little ser-
vice that may be in Ins power.” Then rasing
his voice, he added: ¢ May the Lord bless you,
Father Nicholas, and deliver you from the hands
of your enemies,’ : S

¢ Amen!” responded the priest, ¢ Tell Cathe-
rine to 'be sure and pray for me—and you, too,
Thomas! you, too, for it .is written that ¢ the
prayer of the righteous availeth much.” God be
with you till I see you again, and it we do not

meet here, we shall meet in heaven—at least T

hopeso’ o ‘

;.- Father Sheehy was then placed on a horse be-
tween two of the' dragoons, and - having - ex-
changed ‘a kind farewell: with:Mr. O’Callaghan,
be tirued his horse, as did ‘ihe'soldiers, und -the
troop rode off. The priest pulled. kis” hat over
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his brow, and was specdily lost to surrounding
objects, tus thoughts being intent on the proba-
ble issue of kis approaching trial. But his trust
was in God, and lowever it might end, he re-
solved to regard the decision as coming frotn the
Great Judge of all, the Disposer of events, and,
therefore, to be received with entire submission.
It was early in the . morning when 1he prisener
and his guard left Mr. O'Callaghan’s house, and
at eight o’clock in the ¢vening they stopped be-
fore the arched gatewusy of the Lower Castle
Yard. The officer’s summoss was answered by
a sentry {rom within, and very soon the heavy
gates were thrown open, the troop rode into the
yard, and Father Shuehy was duly delivered to
the proper authorities, ¢ to be kept 1ill called for.’
As the doors of the prison closed, be thanked
God that he was not m Clonmel! jail, but at the
same lime he made an offering of himselt to God,
saying:

¢O Lord ! do with me what theu wilt!
knowest what s best for me I’

Leaving Father Sheeby immured jn that pr-
son whore he was not destined to remain long,
let us go back some months to briug forward an
occurrence too little known, yet honorable alike
to a public functisnary of those days, and the
people by whom his upright conduet was so well
appreciated.”

At an early period of these agrarian disturb-
ances in the South, the government of the day
bad appointed a special cominssion to examine
mta the real state of the case, and to try the
offenders (whetber real or supposed) who had
been laken iulo custody. Many of the most
respecliable Catholics had been tried, Father
Sheehy amengst the number, and i the whole
country was not plunged in mourning by the loss
of many useful lives, 1t was not the fault of the
zealous Orange magistrates, or their formidable
phalanx of witnesses, for certawmly they all did
their duty and did it well—so well, in fact, that
they overshot the mark, and inade the conspi-
racy into which they had eulered so broadly ma-
nifest that ibe whole proceedings fell to the
ground. T'lus was owing in great measure to the
atriet sense of justice and keen legal acumen of
Sir Richard Acton, Lord Chief Justice of the
Common Pleas, who had been sent down to pre-
side on the occasion. The uprightness and im-
partiality of that excellent judge were indeed
retnarkable and worthy of all praise, at a time
when partizanship ran so figh that it was decm-
ed a erime to show any sympatly for the suffer-
ings of the people, and when every trial of a po-
litical 2haracter was expected to end in the con-
viction of the accused. But Sir Richard Acten
was far above the gross prejudices of the time—
when seated on the bench he divested himselt of
all party antipathies or preddections, and really
appears ta lave given lus decision on the actual
merits of the case before him.} ,

Many of the accused were, theretore, honor-
ably acquitted, and they being, as may be sup-
posed, the most respectable in character, and
prominent in position of the Cathelic community,
the rejoicing was great all over the country.—
The people were, in fact, transported with joy,
for hitherto, mn all such cases, prosecution was
sure to end in coaviction, and couviction in bao-
ishment or death.

It was marning, a mild, fair morning, and the
sun bad already ascended balf-way towards bis
meridian height, when a carriage-and-four, con-
taining Sir Richard Acton and a barrister who
had accompanied him from town, drove out of
Cionmel, and moved rapidly away on the Dublin
road. About two miles irom Clonmel the coacb-
man suddenly pulled up and informed Sir Rich-
ard that there was a great crowd of people on
the road before them.

1 don’t know what they’re about, my lord,’
said the man, ¢ but they’re a wild-looking set, and
Idon’t half hke their appearance. I'm afraid
they’re some of the Whiteboys, your lordship.’

¢ Well, suppose they be,” replied the Cluef
Justice, ¢ you uneed not look so terrified. From
wliat I have scen of them, they are far from
being the bloodthirsty savages they are repre-
sented. Drive on, Robin.’

I'he man obeyed for the moment, but had only
gone a short way when he stopped again.

¢ Please your lordship, In afraid of my life to
go on.  Your lordship knows very well how they
hate b Jaw and all belonging to .it, and il’s
short work they’ll make of us all if they know
who’s in the carriage. As sure as your lord-
ship’s sttiing there, they’ll tear us hmb from
limb, and they’ll fall on me first that’s out-
side I’ 7

Sir Ricbard and his companion laughed heart-
i ly at the doleful countenance of the coachman,
yet though neitber showed any symptoms of fear,
the barrister deemned it prudent ta see what the
gatbering meant. IR

Thou

e P}bwd_en relates thia fact in his -Hiufory of Tre-

in kig Hiatorical Iutroduction to the Lives and Times
‘of 'the: United Irishmen. .

. {.De. Madden aptly. atyles Sir Richard Acton the
Fletcher of ;hisday. .. ..:. - . S
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Tand, acd Dr. Madden mentions it on.his- anthority |
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¢ With your permssion, Sir Richard, T will
walk on before the carriage and see what they
are about. " If they lave any evil iutention w
wailing us here, it must be you who stand i the
grealest danger, and it may be well for you to
keep out ol sight. Tt istrue these ‘Tipperary
Whiteboys bave no great love for the law or ity
admimstrators, and Ilike not this assemblage,
evidently awmting us.’

¢ Nay, said the Chief Justice calmly, ¢ if their
intetion be hastile we cannot now escape them,
and T will wot cousent that you should expose
yourself eren to possible danger on my account,
Somehow, I cannot persunde mysell that there
is danger - but we shall soon kaow how matter
siands.  Drive on, Robin ! drive on, [ say—no
one will Larm you.

¢Ob Lord! Sir Richard, here they are; -
they’re commg towards us, as D'm a smuer,
They’H kil us all, my lord—they will, they will ;
ah, then, wasn’t 1 the uotucky man to undertake
to drive a judge’s carriage throagh his blood-
thirsty Tipperary.’

He bad searcely spoken when the horses were
stopped by the brawny arms of the tall moun-
taineers, avd maoy foud voices were heard on
either side of the carviage. ¢ Len’t 1t Judge
Acton that’s within®  Robin was scarcely able
to keep his seat on hearing this supposed coufir-
mation of lus worst fears. He sat pale aud
trembling on the box, the whip and the reins fell
from s nerveless grasp, and he could only mur-
mu- soine inarticalate words in reply,

¢ Yes, said the Chiefl Justice, putting his head
out of the window, ¢ I am Sir Richard Acton—
what is your bustness with me ? .

¢ Business ! ob, then, sorra business in the
world wid your lerdship’s honor, ouly to thank
you from our hearts out for what you did in the
town athin. We daren’t say woat we wanted to
say there, please your lordsinp, bekase the sajers
’ud be set on to keep us quiet, and the mags-
trates, bad cess to them, *ud be makin® 1t out
trayson, if we raised our voices at all, at all.—
But, we can’t let you lave Tipperary without
thankin’® you, and letthn® you know that we’ll
never forget your gooduess to us all.?

Sir Richard turaed to lus companion with a
henevolent aud, moreover, a gratilied smile on lus
face.

¢ I told you so—1 told you they were not like-
Ty 10 do us any harm, But [ did aot tell you of
this overllowng gratitude, for I could not possi-
biy bave vnticipated any such thing.

Turning again to the peasants whe stood hat
in band round the carringe windows: ¢ My
very good [riends, you take me somewhat by
surprise. I have done nothing that entitles me
to siuch an expression of gratitude.  As a judge
I have simply done wy duty, favoriug neither one
stde nor the other.

¢ And that’s jist what we want to thank yon
for. We want no faver, but only a fair tprial.
Justice, my lord, justice is al! we ask, and that’s
what your lord-lip gave us. May the great
God in Heaven lave mercy on you when you
stand before Him 10 be judged! Aund we'll
pray for you every day we have to live,and

As for drinking your health, wel do'it, plase
God ! at our own expense. Now you may
dhrive on,’ he said to Robm who had loug ago
recovered his self-possession. ¢ You were daunt-
ed at first, my lad! we could see that, bit you
know nothing at all aboul us, or y ou wouldu’t.—
You're not a Tip—that’s plam o

* Farewell, then  suid Sir Bachard, taking o
his hat and bowing courteously lo the crowd, as
the earriage rolled away. ¢ You lmve taught.
me to love and revercuce your victues, and to
inake allowance tor your fauls.’ ‘

Auother enthusiastic chesr rent the mir—the
crowd fell back ou either side, and the carriage
rolled through, the people gazing alter it as long
as it rewained o sight, pouring out fervent bless-
ings ou 1ts owuer, _

1 tell you)? sand the Cluef Justice, as, sinkmng
batk on his seat he drew a Jong bremb, * § el
you, my good sir, there s i fearful moral to be
drawn from tos seene, Wusteative s i is of Insh
charaeter,  Woudd that every judge i the land
could bave witnessed it

¢ Traly these poor people are wilely traduced,”
said the barrister, ¢ and their rulers see then
anly through a most distoried medim P

¢ Well, Robm, snd Sir Rachard 10 s coach-
wan when they stopped 1o bave the horses fed,
“what do you think of the "Tips?  Not yuite so
Wand-thissty, atier all, el

< Baith, your lordstep, tey’ve aot halt as bad
as the bad mame they’ve cot. 'R be hanged
ever | stand by and lear theardlepeken of ngaie
poor tellows ! Wiy, to hear the gentlemen’s
servants 1 Clonmel, you'd thnk the Whiteboys
were born dwilsl—might 1 make free to sk
your fardship was there any Wihieboys among
them people on the voud 7

Ties question was pul with an caryestiess
which brouglht a suie to the cal, grave tuce of
the Chivf Justice, sod made tis companion fwugh
hearnly.

¢ Why, Robin, said the lawyer, < that is rather
a puzzlng questiou even for a judge —luw on
earth do you suppes¢ your master could distini-
guish a Whiteboy from all others ¥’

Wby really, Robin, my good fellaw I said
Sir Richard with lns usual gentleness, * 1 can
scarcely answer your question, but I am inclined
1o think that by fur the greater number of thuse
men were Wiiteboys,?

“And yet they drew our ewrriage, said he of
the whip, mustagly, *though we were sent down
to try e, Well, [ pretest | don’t kiow what
to make of them fur Wintebogs !

< Just thus, Robin,) sid i barpister with o
good-humored lungh, * just lus, 1hat the devil
himsell 1s not so black #a be's represented.  But
be off nuw and see o the horses—tbere’s a good
feilow, tor we bave a long road botween us sud
iner.’

¢ Isavy Sir Richard,” asked the lawyer when
they were agatn seaced o the carringe after
stretehing therr limbs by a short walk while the
horses enjoyed their feed, * what is your opinton
ol the priest, Sheeby 7 What manner of man
do you 1ake him to be ?

¢ Jusi the sort of may who cannol be tolerated

we’ll tache our lttle ones to pray for you, too,
bekase you gave law and justice to the people.’

tAy I’ cried one taier than' the rest, being,
mdeed, our acquaintance, Darby Mullin, ©af
Judges and magistrates were all like his lordship
lilere needn’t be any Whiteboys iu Tipperary,
or anywhere else for that matier,’

[{ere some women, crushing their way through
the excited multitude, held up therr livtle chil-
dren, crying : ¢ There he is now! loock at him,
alanoa 7 for maybe you’d never see the likes
again barrin’ you see Inmseif—that’ the judge
that gave us fair play, astore

¢ May the blessing of God be about him and
his, now and for eveimore I’

¢ Fall back there all o’ you !’ roared a stentorian
voice, and a space being cleared, the horses were
m a twiokhiog taken fromn the carriage, and not-
withstanding Sir Ricbard’s earnest remoastrance,
the brawny fellows [a1d hold of the shafts, and
drew the vehicle along wilh amazing swiftness,
while the bills around re-echoed witli the shouts
of the warm-hearted, grateful peasantry :

t Hurrab for the English judge that wasn’t
afeard or ashamed to dao us justice!” ¢ Acton
forever ¥

* ¢ Three cheers more, boys! just to show his
lordship and the other gutieman what a Tippec-
ary cheer 181" The three clicers which followed
might well have made the Bagwells, and tle
Maudes, and the Hewitsons turn pale and trem-
ble, while it brougtit the tears-lo the-eyes of the |
upright judge. S

. When at'length the carriage stopped, and 1he

‘horses were once more put to, Sir, Richard jreé-
-sented a bank-bill of counsiderable amount to the
‘first wha appeared at the window.

_ But the
min drew back almost mdignamily. -~
. ¢Take it, fricpd,) said the judge in o kindly
tone, . Just to have. you -all drink my health this

“the Kingilom.” ©

by the perty tyrants who are determined to keep
e people auder their heel.  He is a man of ar-
dent temperamernt—bold and reckiess as regards
his own safety, but keenly alive Lo the wanms and
sufferings of the peopte und thew mawfold wrongs.
[ take him to be . high-souled, warin-hearted
tman, but unprudent withal, wasmuch as he takes
no puins lo concihiate those who lave it iy their
power 1o do bitn and his much mischief. The
consequence is that the magistrates both fear and
hare L)

A new subject was started of perbaps wore
unmediate inferesty and the ‘Dipperary trials were
dropped for the tume.,

(1o be continued.)

THE CATHOLIC CHURCH IN SGOTLAND‘SINCE
: THE REFORMATION. o

(Zrom the Glasgow Free Press.)

Before the Reformation Scotland bad two arch-
biahops, Si. Andrew's aud Glasgow, aod eleven
Bishiops, viz., Aberdeen, Brechin, Caithness, Duukeld,
Duubluue, Moray, Ross, Orkoey, Galloway, Argyle,
and the Isles. ‘We are not uware of any ope of the
regulacly rppointed and consecrated Scottiah Bishops
‘Unving joived the Reformatina. - Yo -

‘In Cutholic times Scotland waa divided into ‘more
than oze thousand parighes ; had about (woe huudred
religions houses, such ‘az nbheys; monasieries; and
convenis; hnd several cnthedrals, thirty-three ‘col-
legiate churches, bosides the mnry churches senttered

plentitully iu évery purt of the country,’ Three
“universities were eatnblished -in Seotland nefore the

Reformation — Glasgow, Edioburgh, asd St -An-

‘drews ; wnid just as the  Reformation broke out a

fourth university was‘ about to be folinded in Edin~
burghy Bighop- Reid of Ockney having bequeathed:
fuuds forihe pirpose.  Besides the universities, there .

‘weregramimar schoolsjn all ‘thie ‘principal ‘towns,

and more than forty “ hospitala” in "different. part of .
I RO B A [NTRN o

- The abiove-fadts prove” that the Catholic Chureh -

"was i 1hé, mosy ‘flourishing - condition- in-'Seotland - -

pieviots 16" "the:Reformation~religion, charity; and.. ..

raw elully margiog -0 oo e
. ¢ No,'no, your--lordship; nota’ ra_p*;;w’efll‘ztakﬁl !

earding’” illimibated  the “laud i but, ' dlag ['xilong .

durk night ‘guceeeded;
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