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THE WRECK OF
THE DILLONXNS.

A TALE OF TIPPERARY—FOUNDED ON FACTS.
(From the Dublin Univercity Mugazine.)
CHAPTER VHL

The idea that his daughter bad the unblushing
effrontery to return to the neighborhood, after
her supposed delinquency, struck Dat Dillon, if
possible, with greater wrath than he had felt for
the last three weeks. The compassion express-
ed for her by the neighbors, in consideration of
her youth and her previous good conduct, only
hardened his heart, and made him the more ua-
likely to forgive her. He considered ita slur
cast upon his good name, that any excuse could
be found to palliate her misconduct. Far bet-
ter would he have been pleased, i the whole
country around had joined in condemning her
supposed guilt as something monstrous and hi-
therto unheard of. s sons felt equal fury, re-
garding their sister with feelings that mght have
done honor to Spartans of old, nor was their mo-
ther at all more lenient towards her urhappy
child. Kitty alone, of all the family, experi-
enced any thing like compassion for the discard-
ed one; but she was peremptorily ordered not
to see or speak to her.

Nelly remained under the iriendly shelter of
Bet Fagan’s roof, a prey to the most desparing
feelings, There was one person very much in-
terested in the misfortunes of the young girl,
who, nevertheless, spoke but little on the sub-
jeect. Tiis was Dennis Ryac. Doubted, de-
spised as she felt herself to be, Nelly would ra-
ther have suffered Ler right hand to be lopped off
than deign to ask an interview with her lover,
when be did not seek it of himself, and this Den-
nis was too proud to do. .

Upright and honest, with a reputation never
blemished, Ryan was yet more cautious than ge-
nerous ; and his affection for Nelly, powerful as
it may bave been, was not as powerful as his
fear ‘of being the mock and laughing-stock of
the country ; and though he had heard the ac-
count of Nelly, and was aware that she had al-
ways been the most truthful of beings, he held
aloof waiting for further evidence in her favor.
All this may have been very natural and pru-
dent ; but Nelly felt she would have acted dif-
ferent towards him. As each day passed, she
became more hopeless, comprehending more and
more clearly how difficult it would be for Ler to
dispel the cloud of shame resting upon her. Bet
Fagan had at length persuaded her friend, Dan
Phelan, to set out for Clonmel, to seek an inter-
view with Fogarty, who was waiting his trial at
the next assizes for the crime of murder. By
the treachery of one of his companions in guilt,
he had been betrayed to the police, who, after
much fruitless search among the Galtee moun-
tains, at length captured Lim near Lumerick,
where he was about te embark for America.—
Upon the evening that he bad carried off Nelly,
a hint was given him by a comrade that he was
to be thus betrayed, and in consequence of the
information, he abandoned the usual hiding-place
resorted to by himself and his Jawless compa-
nions. Having deposited the senseless form of
Nelly in the cave, he found it necessary to make
his escape in a different direction with all speed,
hoping to evade the police as be had often done
before. But animated by the fiercest feelings of
revenge, his pursuers were determined to hunt to
the death, ahd after some time Fogarty and a
few others were made prisoners.

Dan Phelan was not exaetly the sort of per-
son calculated for such a mussion as Bet Fagan
dispatched Lim on to the jal. Teter received
him sullenly, and as the poor stupid old man
scratched his bead, and hemmed and hawed, ig-
norant of how he should commence bis enquiries,
Fogarty maintained a dogged silence, by no
means encouraging. At Jast Dan was necessi-
tated to take his departure as wise as he came,
with a very unsatisfactory report to bring Mrs.
Fagan. Nelly, who bad clung to the hope that
Fogarty might have honesty enough to clear her
character, was woefully disappointed at the ill-
success of Phelan’s efforts; the blow fell so
heavily upon her that she became very ill, and
was for many weeks laid upon a sick bed, while
Bet Fagan and her old friend, Norry Croon,
nursed her with unwearying kindness. '

Father M‘Cabe, the parish priest, was called
in to see ber, and from his maoner and a few
words he dropped upon hearing Nelly’s confes-
sion, Bet felt, at last, almost convinced that she
was as innocent as she declared herself to be.

¢ Bedad,” thought she, ¢ Ill thry wonst more
again, afore it is too late to get her righted, an’
sure if I fail I ean’t help it: no ene can do more
than their best.” :

The assizes bad commenced unusually early
this year, and Fogarty was now a condemned
cniminal, awaiting the hour of execution in bis
prison cell. One morning Bet set: on foot for
Clonmel, without mentioning the object of her
journey to any one. It was a raw day; sleet
was drifting over the -hills and valleys ; leaden
clouds darkened the sky; b&t unswerving from

ber purpose the widow heeded not the weatlier.
Her short, sturdy figure might have been seen
moving steadily along, undaunted by wind or
stow. Arrived at the town, she made her way
at once to the jail, and asked permission to see
Fogarty. Alter some difficulty it was granted,
and she soon found hersell in the presence of the
condemned man. Kver since his captare and
conviction, Peter had preserved a most undaunt-
ed bearing. The fire of his eye still burned
brightly as ever ; tbe wild scornful expression of
his countenance remained unchanged. e mght
have stood as a modei {or any bandit Lero of ro-
mance. Ile had listened to the death-sentence
pronounced in court without moving a muscle of
his face ; yet, when Bet Fagan stood before
bim, hic eye quailed, and for a few moments he
appeared struck with deep emotion.

“Pety,” said the widow, kindly, while ber
voice quivered slightly ; ¢ it 1sn’t here I expect-
ed to meet you next, whin we parted after the
dance in Tim Scully’s barn.”

He made no reply,and Mrs. Fagan continued,

“ I'm sorry for you, an® that’s the truth, Pety.
There’s a world o’ trouble kem over the neigh-
borhood since that same night. Poor Nelly Dil-
lon was as blithe an® merry at the dance, an’
now, sure enough no one ’id think she was the
same colleen; 1t’s on her account I’m here to-
day, Pety, and as ye expect marcy for yer sowl
whin ye lave the world, I'd bave you make a
confession of what passed to make her quit ber
father’s house the way she did. There iso’t one
of her people ’ill spake to her. Shell nivir
hould np hier head unless somethin’s done to make
the counthry think betther of her than they do.”

% What do you want me to de?” asked Fo-
garty, gloomily.

“ 1 want you to tell me, in the name of all
that’s blessed, did Nelly go wid you wid her own
free will and consent.”

¢ Does she say she did?” asked Peter, fixing
his eye with a mocking expression on Bet’s face.

# Never heed what she says,” said the widow,
evasively ; “ but spake for yourself.”

« Whatever Nelly says, is true,” replied Fo-
garty.

“ But that won’t do,” rejoined Bet. ¢ Her
peopte, more shame for them, won’t b'lieve her
own story ; they’re as black agin her as if she
was no more to them than a stone wall. 1If I
was you, Pety, 1’d spake out the teuth, if it was
only to shame them.”

Mrs. TFagan was a skilful diplomate, and had
very cunningly spoken the last words.

« Does Nelly curse me 2 asked Fogarty.

« Curse you, Pety! Ab! not she! Nelly
isn’t the one to curse you, let who will ; but she’s
frettin’ her life out about every thing. D’ye
think she forgets the time when you and she was
coortin’, an’ you not higher than myself? Curse
you, indeed! DI’m afraid it was only too well
she liked you always, ano’ there’s the truth for
you! Poor child! she’s lyin® as wake as an in-
fant now, a’most dead in my house at home; an’
there isn’t one of her people ’ill put their foot
inside the door.”

¢ Does Dinny Ryan be often in wid you ?”

“ Dinny, is it! Mushz, God belp ye! Diany
doesn’t show his nose in the house. He’s as
black agin her as anybody else ; maybe worse.
[’d just like to let him see he was mistaken about
Nelly, if it was only for spite.”

« What can I do for her 7 what isit you want,
Mrs. Fagan ??

«T want you to confess out right, how it was
that Nelly wint away wid you, so that her peo-
ple may kaow the truth; an’ if you tould it all
afore Father M¢Cabe, an’ gave him lave to make
it known to the Dillons and everybody else in the
place, sure that "id be enough.”

«T haven’t got more than a few days to live,”
said Fogarty, coolly ; “ T’m to be hung on Tues-
day.”

‘};Sure, there’s time enough for your confes-
sion, anyhow,” replied Bet, in a business-like
manner. * It wouldn’t take more than an hour
or two to see Iather M‘Cabe and tell bim every-
thing.”

« Well, maybe you had best send him,” ob-
served Fogarty, after a pause.

« An® what "l you tell him ?” asked Bet, who
now began to entertain doubts about the sort of
a confession Pety might make.

« Il tell him what’s the truth.”

« You're not jokin’, Pety 7

« Sorra joke,” replied the condemned men.

« But what's the truth 7 persisted the widow.

« Father M¢Cabe °ill tell you,” replied Fo-
garty.

% Pety,” said Mrs. Fagan, solemaly, “ runim-
ber that we'll part shortly, mver to meet agin in
this life, and whatever you say, let it be nothing
that will belie Nelly,”

Fogarty looked impenetrable, and burriedly
-said—

“ Send Father M¢Cabe.”

As the turnkey came to say he must put an
‘end to the interview, Bet shook hands kindly

! with Fogarty, just as she had, during hgr life-
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time, shaken hands with scores of men about to
be hung, and wiping some tears from her eyes,
left the jail. Back again, through wind and
sleet, with the gathering gloom of night descend-
ing upon all outward objects, the widow swent
home. She was afraid to mention anything of
her expedition to Nelly for fear of further dis-
appointment ; and when the girl anxiously~ en-
quired¢ where she had been all day, she vaguely
replhed—

“ Only a piece off, alanah, seein’ a frin, an’ 1
was delayed longer than 1 intinded.”

% What day is tlus ?”” inquired Nelly.

“It’s Friday, sure.”

“ Saturday, Sunday, Monday,” muttered Nel-
ly, asif to herself, adding aloud, # there’s only
three days for him to live, Mrs. Tfagan, he will
be hung on Tuesday.”

« Well, an® if he is, sure the world will be
well rid of him,” replied Bet, shortly.

Nelly said no more ; but the widow {noked un-
casily at her as she saw her clasp her hands con-
vulsively togetber. A long silence ensued, only
broken by the clinking of pots and pans, and the
whirr and crackle of the blazing wood that was
helping to get the supper ready. Nelly was sit-
ting by the fire, looking beautifully though fear-
fully emaciated.

% What way d’ye feel the night ™’ Betasked,
after a long survey ot her pale features.

«T feel ag if T was dead, Mrs. Fagan,” said
Nelly.

¢ Lard be good to us !
sittin’ there alive enough 77

«T feel as if I was dead, Bet Fagan, an as if
God had cursed me so that I was condemned to
walk the earth, a spirit that nobody wanted to
see.”

«JIts a sin to talk that way, agra,” said Bet,
looking a little alarmed. Nelly certainly look-
ed rather spectral; but there was the light
of an unquenchable pride burning stili in her eye.

The next morning was Saturday, a wild,
dreary, day, and Bet went early to Father M-
Cabe to give him Pety Fogarty’s message. The
priest was a good-natured man, and he lost no
tune in repairing, in bis gig, to Clonmel. Mrs.
Fagan saw him off with great satisfaction, and
yet, when he was gone,a dull misgiving crossed
ber mind that Fogarty might, possibly, make mat-
ters worse than ever by stating falsehoods in his
dying confession.

¢ Musha, he was always full of thricks and
divilment,” she muttered as walked slowly oa
ber way home ; % an’ he no more cared for priest
nor mass than the haythen.”

This reflection induced Bet to take a gloomy
view of affairs for the remainder of the day ;—
and she was glad that she had not given Nelly
any reason to hope. She lelt very uneasy, in-
deed ; and when she heard the well-known rattle
of the priest’s gig returning, she ran out in the
dusky evening to hear the worst at once from
him,

« Well, your riverence, what news have you
for me?” she asked, as Father M‘Cabe alighted
at his own house.

¢ You mustn’t be impatient, Bet,” replied his
reverence, stowly and calmly ; ¢ whatever 1 have
to say, you can’t hear-it till to-morrow.”

 Oh, mustha, Father John, let me hear it this
mmt,” entreated the window, in an agony of
surprise.

¢ To-morrow, Bet—to-morrow,” rephed the
priest.

“Oh! It’s no good,” moaned the woman,
striking her hands together ¢ Sure, if 1t was, you
would spake it out at wonst.”

« You must bear all things patiently,” rejoin-
ed Father M‘Cabe, gravely.

« Oh, sorra bit o' patience ever I had, your
rivecence,” said Bet, with frankuness. ¢ 1f you
would tell me at wenst what news you have, Id
sleep saund the night.”

« To-morrow I will—not till then.”

¢« To-morrow’s ~unday, an’ sure there ’ill be
three masses an’ a serinon, an® it il be all hours
afore I can see your riverence to spake to.”

« Never mind 1hat. Come to Mass as you
do every Sunday, and don’t be thinking of any-
thing but your prayers,” replied Father Jobn, as
he unrelentingly euntered the house and closed
the door.

How’s that, an’ you

CONCLUSION.

The Sunday broke over the world bright and
cloudless, and from far and near the peasaats
were flocking to Father M'Cabe’s chapel. Bet
Fagan, as usual, got ready for the twelve o’clock
Mass, and as she left the house she recommend-
ed Nelly to the atteation of old Norry Croon.
'The chapel was very much crowded that day,
and Det found considerable difficulty in pushing
her way through the mass of people that throng-
ed the builhing. The Dillons were there, pray-
ing devoutly, while Dennis Ryan could be seea
among the crowd busy with his missal. Nobody
was more wrapt in devotion than the widow, who
swayed berself backwards and forwards in a per-
fect agony of piety, and a murmur like the swell
of the ocean nccasionally arose through the

building as the enthusiasm of the people waxed
greater and greater, At length the sermon
commenced. Everybody was attentive. A pin
might have been heard dropping, so still was the
congregation. At the conclusion of the dis-
course, IFather M‘Cabe, according to kis cus-
tom, entered into some secular affairs of the pa-
rish. The worthy pastor kept his most remark-
able piece of information till the last, summing
up all by an astounding disclosure—

% And now, good people,” said he, a3 be turn-
ed his face full round to the congregation, © I’'m
going to tell you something that will astonisls and
gratify you all 5 and it is no less than that T have
the power to declare to you tins blessed day that
Pat Dillon’s daughter, Nelly, s as innocent as an
unborn child. I heard the confession from Pater
Fogarty’s own lips in Cloauel jail, yesterday ;—
and 1t was his wish that I would tell it before
you all this day.”

Here followed, amul the breathbless silence of
the hearers, a brief, but correct, account of
eveats which the reader is already acquainted
with ; and when Iather John ceased to speak, a
cheer burst from the crowd that shook the cha-
pel windows, A rush was wade from the build-
ing without delay ; and Bet Fagan, being near
the door, got out first, and with the speed of
lightning rushed to ber own house, where she
communicated to Nelly the glad tidings she had
heard, and which were now known to everybody,
far and near, in the parish, On being made ac-
quainted with this intelligence, Nelly slowly arose
from her bed, where she had been reclining. A
bright flusk burned on her cheek, a bright light
fashed in ber eyes; but her speech seemed to
fail her, for sbe uttered no word.

QOh, thin, 1’s meself’s the glad woman this
day 1 exclumed Bet, clapping her hands, aund
swaymg her head to and fro. Norry Croon
now confronted her, with her hands in her sides,
and her liord, withered f{ace agitated in every
feature—

« Didn’t I tell you, Bet Fagan, that I never
believed a word agin Nelly Dillon. Didn’t I
say she wasn’t the one to disgrace her people 1"

« Ye did, Norry, ye did,» murmured the wi-
dow, who who was now fairly shedding tears of
thankfulness.

A mighty surging sound was now heard with-
out, and presently the doorway was blocked up
by figures all anxious to enter the house. Pat
Dillon, with his wife and daughter, Kitly, were
given precedence, of course, and rushing in, they
frantically embraced Nelly, who stood upright in
the middle of the floor.

« Stand back, all o’ ye’” said Mrs. lagan,
as she motioned to the crowd outside to keep off,
and, obeying her commands, the people moved
from the door, leaving Nelly’s relatives to speak
to her in peace.

« Neliy, my own jewel, you'll come back to
your poor father wonst more ! cried Dillon, tri-
umphantly.

“An’ it’s Dinny Ryas’s the proud man this
day!? exclaimed the mother, weeping. Kitty,
unable to utter a word, hung upon her sister’s
neck, shedding tears. Nelly made no reply to
any expression of endearment, and returned no
caress. When Dennis Ryan rushed joyously
into the house, and prepared to seize her hand
with enthusiasm, the girl drew back proudly, and
in a voice that thrilled through the nerves of her
hearers, spoke out at last—

¢ Keep back, Dennis Ryan ! keep beck all 0
ye! You're nothin’ to me,an’ I'm nothm’ to ye.”

« Nelly, dear Nelly !” said Pat Fagan, rebuk-
ingly.

“ Ay, nothin’ to me,” repeated Nelly, with
flashing eyes, while the proud dilatation of her
beautifully formed nostrils lent an expression of
wondrous power to her countenance. A painter
might have chosea her asa personification of
proud womaq's anger—* ’'m nothi’ to one o’

el?
d « Yis, yis,” said Dillon, soothingly, ¢ you are
just the same to me as ever you were. You are
my own pet child again.”

¢« But you're not the same to me,” replied
Nelly bitterly.

« 1 am, I am, me poor chid,” continued Dil-
lon ; “an’ you're father’s house is there ready to
receive you this minnit; so you bad better come
home at wenst.”

+ Never!” cried the pirl vehemently.  Never
will I cross the threshold of the door that shut
me out in the dark night. No, Pat Dillon ;—
D your daughter no longer. D’ve no father,
nor mother, nor sister, nor brother; I haven't
one to love me but the man that’ll be hung in
the front of Clonmel jail the day after to-mor-
row!? ‘

« Nelly, acushia I murmured Bet Fagan, re-
proachfully. _ '

“You were kind to me, Bet Fagav,” said
Nelly, taking her hand ; an’ you, Norry Croon,
knew me better than my own people; you trust-
ed me wmore than the man who wanted wme {or his
wife ; but still there wasn’t one o’ ye loved and
trusted me like Peter Fogarty, Wid all his
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crimes on his bead, an’ great a wrong as he had
done me, an’ great sorrow as he gave my heart,
Td marry him this blessed day, in Fatber M:-
Cabe’s chapel, if he was bere, free out of prison.”

The neighbors had by this time gathered into
the house,and stood looking on aghast. Whis-
pers ran round to the elfect that Nelly inust have
grown light in ber head; but some iere there
who thought she * sarved her people right.”

“ Youwll come this minmt,” cried Pat Dillon,
whose anger was now roused, and hie advanced
to take bis davghter’s arm in a firm grasp.

“Nerver, never!” exclimed Nclly, shaking
his hand off with wild eagerness. °

“IF there waso’t another roof to shelter me
in the world, I'd perish rather than put a foot in-
side your house. 1 loved you wonst, father; I
foved yon so well that 1 broke my own heart for
you! I did what T could to forget the boy that
was as dear to me as iny own life for many 2
long year, just because you didn’t like him ; ‘and
1 strove to like anotber ti} I did like him; and
I gave my promise to marry him, an’ God sees it
was a promise 1'd have kept; but 'm sorry to
the beart now that ever I did like, for the love T
threw away was the only true love among ye all.
Ay, Pety Fogarty, murderer, robber, whatever
ye are, Pd marry you this mmnit 1f you were
liere to take me. But we will be together soon
enough.”

Fiercely wroth, Dillon made another rush to-
wards the excited girl, but many bands held him
back.

“Youll not lny a finger on her,” cried Bet
Fagan. “ Ye desarve this, every oue of ye, for
yez were like Turls to her, an’ ye know it.”

Mrs. Dillon looked nearly as stern as her bus-
band ; and her sons, eho were now entering,
would have almost torn their sister Jimb from
fimb, so great was their indignation, hud not the
crowd forced them out again.  While much bus-
tle ensued, Nellp’s strength became echausted,
and seeing her sway to and fro, as she stood in
the centre of the floor, Bet Fagan rushied to
cateh ber in her arms,  The girl’s bead dropped
heavily on her shoulder, and seeing the expres-
sion of her features, Norry Croon shricked out—

“ She’s dyin’, she’s dyin’; lave the house every
one o' ye.”

The crowd fell back as Norry waved her
hand to them, but the Dillons did not move.—
Bet laid Nelly on the bed, and Mrs, Dillon, now
overcome with a mother’s feelings, ran forward
te her; but gathering up all her streogth the
girl pushed the unfortunate woman away from
her with scorn and indignation.

Pat Dillon at length burst into tears, and
wrung his hands despairingly.

* Nelly, Nelly,” he exclammed wildly, * won't
‘Iyp I(;?,k on your own father, an’ say you forgive
lim ¥°

Fixed and glazed, the daughter’s eyes were
fastened on vacancy ; the things of this world
had varished from their sight forever j the life-
bleod was already growing stagnaat in the veins.

“She 15 dead! whispered Norry Croon,
bending over her ; “ the breath’s gone.”

A wild cry, like the shriek of some forest
beast—discordant, feracious, despairing—rang
through the room ; and rushing towards the bed,
Pat Dillon seized the senseless form of his ehild
in Jus arms and bare it from the house in a fren-
zy fearful to behold 5 and with the speed of mad-
ness, he gained his own house ere they could stap
him. Fhogiag the corpse on the bed in tle
kitchen, he exclaimed,

“She’ll not be .waked a night out o” her fu-
ther’s house, anyhow,” and then burst into a
Indeous peal of laughter.

Bet remembered lis own words, spoken the
morning aftter Nelly's appearance that she should
never cross lis threshold alive again. It wag
her duty to lay out the dead body, and very
mournfully she did it. Never had she dressed
a fairer corpse. The wake that nightin the
Dillons’ house was a strange one. The neigh-
bors from far and near had “gathered to it—all
except Dennis Ryan; and though there were
pipes aod tobacco in abundance, and plenty of
whiskey, there was little merriment. One alone
of those present joked and laughed with a wild
revelry tha: struck borror into the hearts of the
rest. It was the father of her who lay lifeless
before their eyes. The light of reason had van-
ished forever from Pat Dalfon’s mind ; and when
Lis child’s corpse was lowered in its last earthly
resting place upon the same day that witnessed
the execution and burial of Peter Fogarty, he
clapped his hands uttering unearthly shouts of
triumph.  Fromn that time he was a’ confirmed
waniac, gradually sinking into wWiocy, His fa-
mily became scattered; the sons departed to
America aud Australia; his wife and daughter,
Kitty, did wot surrive thew misfortunes very
fong; and Pat became a muserable object, wan-
dering from town to town, generally attired m 2
cast-off soldier’s uniform. He was soon known
at Thurles, Clonmel, and Cashel ; and till - his
haiv was gray, and his form bent with'age, he
centinued to live a poor idiot. s farm passed.



