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NELLIE NETTERVILLE;
OR,
ONE OF THE TRANSPLANTED.

By the anther of ¢ Wild Times,’ * Blind Agnege,’ ete.

€HAPTER I1v.— (Continued.)

Each of these houses bad a private enfrance
of its own, and opening the door of one of them,
Mrs, Nettermlle looked m quietly and entered.
The interior was a room, poorly bat ye! decently
furmshed, .t d on a low settle-bed at the further
end lay a young man, who, with his sunken eyes
and hollow cheeks, had all the lnok of a persen
just rescued from the jaws of death. A knapsack
cn the floor, a pike and musket in one corner of
the room, and a steel cap and buff eoat 10 the
other, seemed to anzounce him as one of the
band of successful soldiers who were even then
in pnssession of the castle,

Poor fellow! he lay, with closed eves, wan
snd weary on his bed, looking, at that moment,
like anything rather than like a successful soldier,
but be lifted bis head as be caught the noise of
the door creaking on 1ts hinges, and lus face
brighted into an expressioe of joy and gratitude
pleasant to behold wlen he discovered Mrs,
Netterville standing on the threshold.

¢ Can you forgive me? she said, going up to
him at onee. ‘1 cannot easily forpive myself
for having leit you so lona alone. o the grief
and anguish 10 which [ have been plunged all
day, 1 had well nigh forgotten your existence,
aod yon must be faint, I fear me, for want of
nounishment.’

¢ Nay, madain,” he answered, zently indeed,
but yet with a good deal of that comfortable
self assurance m spiritual matters which seems to
have beeo an especial inberitance of ¢ Cromwell’s
saints.”> *If you have forgotien, the Lord, at
least, hath been mindful of s servant, and hath
cast so deep a slumber on my senses, that [ have
been altogether unconscious of the lapse of tima,
or of the absence of those carnal comlorts which,
however the spint may rebel against them, are
cevertheless not altogetber to be despised, as be-
icg the means by which we receive strengta to
do the bilding of our Master.”

Mrs. Netternille could not help thinking that
the posset cop and soothing draught, which she
had sdministered the wmght before, might have
bad a« much as any especial interposition of Pro-
widence (o say to s seascnable slumbers ; but
the times were 100 much out of jomt to permmt
of her making, however revereatly, such an oh
servation, so she merely touched his brow and
hand. satd :

¢ T am right glad, at 2'] events, that you seem
10 nowise to have suffered from my neglect.—
Eat now and drink, T pray you ; for I perceive
by this refreshing moisture oo your skin that all
danger has passed away, aod that you need at
present no worse physic than good food and wine
to restore you to your former strength.’

" Nay, madam, said the soldier, with great
and hardly repressed feeling in his voice and
manner, ¢ Eat or drink I cannot, or in any way
refresh myselt, until I have poured forth my song
of gratitude, first to the Lord of hosts, who hath
delivered me from this great danger, and then to
you, who have tended me (even as the widow of
Sarepta might have waited on Ehas) through
the perils of a sickness from which my very
comrades and fello-laborers in the vineyard
fied, trembling and afravd.’

¢ You must pardon them, good Jackson,’ said
Mrs. Netterville, ¢ and alt the more readily, be-
cause this disease, from which you bave so mar-
vellously recovered, is, men say, i its rapid pro-
gress and almost sure mortality, akin, if not in-
deed wholly similar, to that terrible malady, the
plague, which is the scourge of the eastern na-
tions, and leaves crowded cities, once it has en
tered in, as silent and deserted as the sepulchres
of the dead. You cananot therefore wonder,
and you need not feel aggrieved, if men who
would have risked the:r lives for you on the bat-
tle-field, yet shrunk from sts unseen, and there-
tore, to poor human nature, its more awfvl dan-
gers.’ .
¢ Nay, madam, I blame them not ; perhaps

even in their place I thould liave done the same.
Nervertheless—and though I have no ill-feeling
towards them — I cannot forget that you, a
Popish womauo and an enemy, have done that for
me winch the very ciuldren of my own household
have shrunk irom doing, aod I would fain show
my gratitude if I coutd.’-

“You can show it, and that right easily, if you
will,” she answered kidly, ¢ by eating and drink-
ing beartily of the provistons I bave brougbt,
and so regaining strengtn to wait all the sooner
on yourseif. ﬁ‘or 1 sbail soon, &s you doubiless

~ know already, have work in band which will
compel me to meke my viuts fewer ; and yet, I

_ shall not like to rick” other lves by sending any
of the household to wait on you in my stead.’

¢ Alas, madam, T fear I have been but a trou-
blesome and unprofitable, though not altogether,

I do assure vou, a thankless guest;? the man an-
swered in a somewhat sad a deprecatory man-
ner.

¢ Nay ; but now you mistake me altogether,
she snswered earnestly. ¢ You bhave been a
most patient safferer, and that trouble—wbich is
altogether unavoidable in any srckness— has been,
you may believe me, a pleasure rather than an
uneasiness to me. 1 only meant to say thal
though [ shall still continue to visit you morning
and evening, [ shall not be able to come sn_ often
in the day time as I have been used to do; for
all matters in tns sad affair of the transplantation
having fallen into my bands, you may well 1m.
agine it is as mueb or rzore than one poor wo-
man can well accomplish by her own unaided
efforts.?

¢« Would that T could aid you, he aspswered
ferven’ly—¢ would that I could comfort you.—
But alas ! in tns matter of the transplatation, T
can do naught, seelng that it 1s the Lord mimsell
who bath girded on our swords, bidding us to
smite and spare not, Nevertheless, lady, [ aa
ot ungrateful, and in the long, sleepless nights
of my weary malady I have wrestled for you in
prayer, sinving exceadingly and being much ex-
ercised on your account ; nor gave I over, until
[ bad received the comfortable assuracce that as
the Liord seat angels to Lot to deliver him out
of Sodom, so he would some day make of me a
shield and a defence, whereby vou may be
snatched from the woes tl:at he s about to rain
dowa on ihis land, because fihe cry of ils
idolatry 1s wazen great before bis face,’ and he
bath sworn to destroy it

¢ Well, well? she answered a little impatiently,
¢ I thank you for your good-wmil at all events,
but for the present we will discourse o further on
this matter. God will one day judpe between
us, and by his fiat I am content to stand or fall,
in all those matters of religica on which, unhap-
pily, we differ. See—I have trimmed the lamp
so that 1t will burn brightly uatil morming, and
there is food and wine on this little table. I
will put it close to the bed, so that when you
need pourishment, you will bave but to pat forth
your band to take . And now 1 must say
good-night — to morrow I will be with you by
tbe early dawn.?

Having thus done all that either eharity or
hospitality could ask at her hands, Mrs. Netter-
ville retired from the room, sooner probably than
she would have done, if the soldier’s last words
had not grated on ber ear, and roused more angry
passions than she wished to yield to o ber
breast.

¢ He has a good heart, poor wretch,’ she
thought, as she took her way back to the castle ;
¢ but strange and fearful is 1t to see how pride,
in him, as in all his comrades, usurps the place
and true bunility and religion.?

The sudden sound of a pistol going off disturb.
ed ker 1n the midst of ber cogitations ; and with
a pang of indescribable fear and presentiment of
evil at her heart, she stood still. It seemed to
come from the grove of yew-trees round the
chureh. and was not repeated. Having ascer—
tawned tins tact she walked rapidly forward 1o
the directicn of the sound, her mind in a perfect
whirl of tear, and only able to shape itself into
the one thought, pregnant of future evil, that,
either by some of her own people, or by one of
the English soldiers, a murder had been com-
mitted. Just as she entered the grove of yew-
trees, she perceived romething hke the loose
garb of a woman fluttering down the path before
her,and then suddenly disappearing behind the
tower of the little church, She did rot dare
to eall out; hut feeling certamn that this person
must either bave fired the shot herself, or bave
seen it fired by some ooe else, she qumckened her
pace in order to overtake ber. Twilight was
already deepening among the yew trees; the
path, moreover, wat overgrown with weeds and
brambles, and as she ran with her eyes fized on
the spot where the figure had disappeared, she
felt herself suddenly tripped by some object lying
right before her, and fell heavily agaiostit. At
the first touch of that unseen something, a sense
of terror, such as ammals are said to be con-
scious of in the presence of theirr own dead,
serzed upon ter senses, and all the blood was
curdhiog in her vemns as slowly and with difficulty
she removed herself from its contact. Gradually,
as she recovered from the stunning effscts of her
1all, and her eyes arew accustomed to the gloom
around her, the ' thing’ on the ground shaped it-
self into the form of a human Leivg—but of a
human bewg so stll and motionless, that it seem-
ed probable that it was a corpse already. Very
reluctantly she put forth her hand to try if life
were really -extinet, but suddenly discovermg
that sbe was dabbling 1t in a pool of yet warm
blood, she_ withdrew 1t with a shudder.

*My God! my God! she moaned, ¢what
enemy hath doge this? Surely 1t is one of the
solders from the castle, and they will accuse our
pecple of the murder !. Grant Heaver, indeed,
tbat they are inoocent! Would that Hamish
were here to help e, Yet vo! they wonld

certaly in that case try to fix the guilt on him.
I will go hence and let them discover it as they
lcan, Yet whatit T should meet them! 1am
'all dabbled in his gore I’

Wiih a new and sharp terror i ber heart, as
this thought took possesston of it, she b:gao
hastily to rub her bands in the moss and dry
leaves around her, in order to free them from the
blood which clung to themw; and sbe was stll
engaged in this rather equvocal occupation whea
a sudden stream of light was cast on her from
bzhind, and, risiog suddenly, she fonnd herself
face to face with the officer who had been left in
command of the garrison of the cactle.

Half-a-dozen of his men were at bis back, and
by the hight of the lantern, which be carried, she
read in their faces their conviction nf her guilt.
At asign from thewr chiel they surrounded her
in awful silence, and he himself laid his hang heavi-
ly on her shonlder—

¢ Murderess !” he smd, ¢ thou art taken i thy
gin !’

¢ T did 1t not,” eried Brs. Netterville, =o ut-
terly confounded by this terrible accusation that
she bardly koew what she said. * So help me
Heaven! I am mnocent of this deed

¢ Innocent ! sayest thou 7 the officer answered
lfirmly. ¢Tonocent! Thou with his blonid red
{upow thy hands! Yea, and thy very parments
clotted 1 is gore! If then thou art innocent,
as thou wouldst have us to believe, say what
thou wert doing in this lonely spot at an hour
when nooe but the murderer or the wanton
would care to be abroad ¥

T was returning  from a visit to the soldier
Jackson, a wisit which, as thou knowest, Master
Rippel, T pay lim every eveamng at the hour of
dusk ; and T bad well nigh reached the castle,
when, hearing a shot 10 this direction. and fear
g mischief either for my owa pecple or for
thine, I came bither, if possible, to prevent it.

¢ A likely story, truly,’ rephed the officer, who,

the saigtliest of the band of warriors then
domiciled at the castle, * Nay, woman, and for
thine own sake hold thy peace, or out of thine
own mouth thou sbalt stand presently condemned.
For tell me, my masters,’ he added, addressing
the other men, °© where will you find a woman
who, kearing a shot and dreading mischief, wauld
oot have fled from the danger, wstead of incon-
tinently rushing, as she would have us to believe
she did, into 1ts very jaws P )

¢ Yet have I rushed into the jaws of danger
more than onre already withm this fortnight, and
that not for the sake of my owao people but of
thine ; as none ought to know belter thian thou,
Master Rippel, ond thy comrades,” Mrs. Net-
terville, now fairly put upon her mettle, retorted
| bravely.

¢ Nay, and that is nanght but the very truth,
though the father of lies (which is Beelzebub)
himself had saisd 1t,” ane of the men here veo-
tured to remark. ¢ For surely, Captain Rippel,
you cannot bave forgotten that we should bave
had a soldier the less n the camp of Iasrael, if
she bad pot pursed the good youth Jackson
through this black business of (he plague, when
we, even we, men anowted and girded to the
fight, did hesitate to go near him.?

¢ Ma! Dost thou also venture to defend
her ? cried the officer angrily. ¢ Nay, lhen, let
that woman which 15 called Deborat be brovght
forward and confronted with the prisoner. Her
testimony must decide between us.

Oae or twa of the soldiers who bad beea lin-
gering behind at a little distance in the
dusky twilight now advanced, half pushing before
them, half leading, the very woman who had
addressed Nellie so impudently in the morning.
She came forward with a strange mixture of
eagerness and reluctance in her manner, willing
enough, it might be, to bear false testimony
against her neighbor, but very uawilling to be
confronted with its object.

They placed her face to face with Mrs. Net-
terville, and the captain turned his lantern so
that the light fell full on the features of the lat-
ter. They were cold and calm, and almost
disdaioful 1 their expression, now that she knew
who was her accuser ; and Deborah, spite of all
ber eflorts to brazen out the interview, cowered
beneath her glance ot scorn.

¢ Nay, but look well upon Ler, Deborah,? said
the captain, seeng that her eyes [ell beneath
those of the woman she had accused. ¢ Look
well upon her, and say 1f this be not that Moa-
bitish woman wlom thon sawest, as thou wert
hingering (for no good purpose, I do fear me
greatly) in the shddow of the trees—whom thou
sawest, say I, steal luther between light auvd
darkness, and treacherously, do to death our
brother Tomkms, who, being—as methinks you
revealed to me just now—wearied overmuch
with prayer and bolding forth, (he was, as I my-
self can teslify, a man of most precious doctrine,
and greatly favored m the gift of preaching),
bad come hither to repose himself.’ ‘

¢ Nay,” said the womsn, speaking in very
!tolerable Eoglisb, an accomplishment she had

uoluck ly for ber, wa3z one of the fiercest if not

picked up when in service 1 Dubln 5 ¢ of that
great weariness caused by too much prayer and
preaching, Master Rippel, I said naught—my
awn impression being,” she added, unable cvin
before such an audience to repress the mbe,
¢ that the slumberous 1aclinations of worthy Mas-
ter Tomkios had been caused by a somewhat
too ardent devotien lately tendered to ihe wine-
cask.’

¢ Peace, scoffer ! peace!’ cried the captam.
¢ Agd if thou wouldst have thy blasphemy
against the Lord and agarnst his saiots forgiven
wn this world or in the next, look once tore on
the fuce of the prisoner, and be not shametaced
or alraid, but say out boldly whether you can
swear to ber in a court of justice as beiwng the
person whom you espied just now in the act—
yea, the very act ol murder.

¢} cgn,? said tie woman shortly, and avoiding
the eye of Mrs, Netterville as she spoke.

¢ "Thou canst P the latter asked in a tone of
indignant astonishment, ¢ And pray, 1f thou
were watching me so narrowly, why dulst thou
uot endeavor to prevent mel—why not sinice
up my weapon ?—why pot ery out, at least, so
as to rouse up the sleepmng soldier ¥

¢ [ did what T could,” the woman sullenly re-
spouded. 1 sought out lus comrades. 1t was
thesr lcok- out—not m'ne—and to them accord-
ngly T feft it

¢ She speaks the truth, as we who so lately
heard her tale can testify,’ the captamn answered
quickly. ¢ You see, my wmen, ke added,ad-
dressing the other soldiers, ¢ Beelzebub 1 divided
against himself, and the very clildren of his
kingdom bear witaess against each other. Surely
the woman Netternille is guilty. Take her,
therefore, some of you, a prisoner to the castle,
while the rest prepare a decent burial for our
murdered brother. I myself must speak apart
with the witness Deborah, m order to put ber
testimony nto 2 fitting thape to be laid before
the court of my lerds, the Eligh Commssioners
of Justice.’

CHAPTER Y.

The son bad chmbed well-nigh midway in (be
beavens, Highting vp Clew Bay and its hundred
isles until they ghoted like emeralds in the blue
setting of the sea,as an old white-haired man
and a young gitl carrying a small bundle in one
band, while with the other she supported the
failing strength of her companion made their way
stowly and pamnfully along the valley through
which runs the bright ¢ Ernff > river on its way
to the ocean. Following the up course of the
stream, they had past almost withcut knowing it
through some of the finest of the mouatain
scenery of the west, up Il and dowan hill, by
pretty cascades, in which the river seemed to be
playing with the obstacles which oppased it
round huge bare shoulders of rifted and out-
Jutting rack ; through dark, deep purple gorges,
which looked as :f the mountains had been
wrenched violently asunder in order to produce
them ; and woow, at last, they found themselves
in a quiet, dreary looking glen, waere cushions
of soft moss and yielding neather seemed to woo
thern to repose. Nevertheless, foot sore and
worn out as ttey evidently were, they continusd
to press bravely forward until they bad ovearly
arrived at the farther end of the valley ; but by
that time the old man’s head had began to droop
wearily on his breast, and bis steps had become
so languid and uncertamn that it was ewident it
would be perilous to proceed farther without
gwtag him the rest he so absotutely required. —
Choosing therefore n little nook, where the turf
grew soft and dry, and where clusters of tall
tern and heather, rising nearly six feet from the
root, seemed to promse at {east partial shelter
from the midday sun, the girl quietly disposed of
her burndle as a pillow for s head, and inwited
him with a smile to a siesta. He vbeyed as
readily as 1f he bad bees a child, and she then
gat down beside him, crooning an old nursery
lullaby to hush him nto slumber. But she
sought no such saluteay oblivion tor herself, and
no sooner had his eyes begun to close in sleep
than she rose, nnd, asif anxiety had rendered
her ncapable of remaining quiet, wandered rest-
lessly on till she reached the tep of a hili which
shut wn the valley from the land beyond. There
she paused, fear and foreboding, weariness and
sorrow, all forgotten or swallowed up in the
breathless admiration which took instant pos-
session of ber soul. Around her, crumpled and
tumbled in all directions, were hills, bare indeed
of trees, but green to the very summit, and
strangely picturesque in the fantastic variety of
thew forms. There were guiet glens and solemn
rock-strewn passes, with streamlets swelled into
cataracts by the rains of spring, yet looking in
the distance hke mere threads of hiqud silver
spirting from their rugged sides, There were
long brown tracts of peat land, brightened and
relieved by patches of golden {lowering gorse, or
ot thin herbage which, n its perfectly emerald
green, is only to be seen in such like boggy
places ; and over aad above all this, there were
the shadowy outiines of more than one'far-off

racge of mountains melting ato the delicate
blue background of the sky, and changing color,
as rapidly as the youog cheek of beauty, be-
neath the ever-shifting lights and shadows of that
¢ cloud scenery’ which is nowhere more beauntifal
or varied than n Ireland. To the left, and
looking, 1 the clear atmosphere, so close that
she almost felt she could have touched it with
her outstretched hand, rsse ¢ Croagh Patrick,?
sacred to the memory of Ireland’s great apostle 3
and Clew Bay lay, or seemed to lie, brig.'nt ami
shining at her feet,—Clew Bay, with its grace~
tully-winding shore, and its acchipelago of islets s
some bold, beetling rocks, ready and able to dc:
hattle with the storm, others mere baskets of
verdure floating on the tide; while the largest
and most picturesque of them all, the sea-girt
kingdom of Grava Uaile, Clare Island, stood
bravely up, clff over chifl, at the very mouih of
the harbor, gnarding it agast the winter en-
croachments of the Atlaatie, which, green as
liquid jasper, and calm n that summer weaiher
as a giant sleeping n the sunshive, unrolled itself
beyond. Long and wistfully Nellie fixed her
gaze upon that fair prospect ; and it was with a
strange reluctance, and foreboding of future sor-
row, that she at last withdrew it 1n order to ex~
amine altentively that portion of the country
which lay wore immsdiately around her, and
with which she believed herself about to be more
intimately connected.  As she did so,a building,
perched half way up a hill, ratber more inlanad
than that upon which she herself was standing,
attracted her eye, and she gasped, with a sudden
minghog of hope ani fear, like a person choking,
for she felt a sudden conviction that in the wild,
uncultivated lands beneath her she beheld the
portron assigaed to her grandfather by the com-
missioners at Loughrea, and in that edifice,
which scemed to have been buiit for the expre's
purpose of comm:ading and overawing the entire
district, the house in which they had told bhep
she was to establish her pew home. ¢ House
mdeed 1t could scarcely be ralled 1n anything
like the modern acceptation of the term, though
it was probably perfectly wel! suited to uhe wants
and wishes ot the wild chieftains by whom it had
been erected. The origmal building had cone
sisted of a single tower. of which the rough, rade
walls, formed of huge stones put unhammered
and uncemented together, betrayed ils origin an
times so far remote as to have no history even 1n
the oldest annals of the land, Added on to this
gray relic of the past, however, a new building
wag now evidently in proces of erection. It
was far from finished yet, as Nellie kpew by the
poles and scaffuldinzs aronnd it; but even i; it
embryo state 1t bare o suspicions resemblance ta
that square simple fortalice type of bulldiag
which seems to have been the ane architectural
idea of CromwelPs lrish drafred soldiers, and
which still remnaims in inanv places (ke silent but
uncontrovertible witness —the geal whieh they
.!hemselves have sel upon thewr forcible and upe
just possession of the land. The very look of
that half-Bomsbed bulding seemed an answer to
Nellie’s late foreboding, and with a sioking heart
she turned ber back upon it and retraced hep
steps to the place where she nad left Lord Nete
terville. The old man had already shaken off
In‘:aI fitful slumbers, and was tolhog feebly up the
ll. :

Nellie ran back to feteh ver buadle, which he
had been unable to bring with him, but overe
taking bim to the spot from whence she had just
been taking her bird’s eye view of the country
and, pointing to the fortalice 1n process of erece
tion, watched anxiously to discover what sort of
impression it would make on s mind. But
either he did not observe it, or did not take
the pecuhar sigmficance of its presence in those
wilds ; and finding that he remained silent and
apparently unmoved, she collected all her re-
maining eoergy to say cheerfully—

‘ Lock at that old gray tower to the right,
{f the man whom we met this moraing among
the hills spoke truth, we have reached the end of
our weary journey, and yonder 13 our futsre
home. Tt is not like our own dear Netiervilla
indeed, and yet 1t seems a goodly enough man<
sion. So goodly,” she added, stealing a glance
beneath her long lashes to see how he took the
wsiouation, * that T almost wonder they should
have dealt thus kindly by us; for I koow that
many of the first of the * transplanted® have had
their lots assigned them in places where there
was not even the hut of a peasant to sheltep
them from the weather.?

¢ Tush, child! talk not to me of bouses,’ tha - '
old man answered guerulonsly, too much occus -
pied with the aclual disadvantages of hs position ‘.
to catch (be hidden dnift of Nellie’s observation.
¢ What boots a goodly maasion, if starvation be
at ifs portals? And what, I pray you, but’
starvalion are they condemued to who have been*
sent to make themselves a home among thess-
Jbarren mountains 2’ . P L
Nellie suffered her eyes to roam ;once more-

over the bright waters of the bay, aad then, wit
a quick sease of beauty kindlng up ' her so




