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OR,
THE POOR COUSIN.

CONCLUDED IN THREE PARTS.
PART IL—(Continued.)

Lllen Abera thought she bad disciphned her
feelings and brovght them under the subjection
of ker will; but now she felt al! ber weakness,
apd determuned to expose herself no more {0 in-
fluences whick could only resvlt in unhappiness
1o her. Paverty 13 considered by some writers
1o be the acme of human misery, but to a wo-
man, a blight o3 her affections, or a stab to the
vitality of such love as orly woman can feel, is
as bitter a woe as ber heartis capable of bearing.
There was notbing left f-r her to do but to
cover up her wounds, and struggle with the foe
that bad all unbitlden invaded her peace as best
sbe might until tune acd ber own efforts gave
ker the wictory sbe hoped for. Mr. Wardell,
on two ar three cecosions, began to speak of
Dop Enaque 12 connection with the affairs of
Desmond Maguire, but she besought him to de—
sist, offering as an excuse that everything con-
pected with the sirange events that had fran-
spired agitated ber and brought on fever. Thus,
in the pursuance of what seemed an apparent
duty, she cut herself off from (bose explanations
which would more than compensate her for all
tbe sufferings she had endured, Don Earique
who was both surprised and piqued by her un-
accountable conduet, and imagined that she had
grown fickle and mndifferent, made no further
efforts to see her, but announced his intention of
returpiog home immediately, it Mr. Wardell did
not object. There being nothiog 10 detain them,
Mr, Wardell arranged it for Itlen Ahern and
Mgerese lo remain at Dairy Farm during his
absence, and they sailed m one of his own ships.
Ellen Ahern, when it was too late, regreited her
intlexibility, and tormested berself with a thou.
sand vague and useless imaginations which dud
pot tend to restore the .roses to her cheeks or
strength to her system. Too weak to resume
teaching, Toerese coutioued fo atiend the Con
vent schonl ; end, as m the old times at Fer-
mapagh, Thela was her comstant companion, and
the books Don Eorique had left for her, belween
the leaves of which might be seen here and there
a witbered heart’s ease, were her chief relsxa-
tion and enjoyment; for many a! the pages
were marked by his pencil, aod many of the
most eloquent passages they contawed showed
on the margin a brief comment in lus handwrit-
mg. Notinog could be kinder thaa the atten-
tions of the family with whom (hey were so-
journing, or more genuine and effective than
lheir concern lor her health and comfort. Fa-
ther Weston came two or three times a week to
visit ber, and Mrs. Gaston and Mrs. T¢lbot
were unwearied m the mamifestations of their -
terest in her welfare. The rarest delicacies from
their table, and the sweetest llowers from their
copservatortes,were daily sent for hes acceptance
with friendly messages and playful commands
to get well, all of which touched Eilea Ahern’s
sensitive and grateful beart deeply and tend:ly,
and made her thimk that she might even find a
solace for heart in the calm blessings of an un-
selfish fciendsmp. When Therese was at bome,
ber devoted affection suggested a thousand things
to cheer her. She brought ber the first snow-
drops and crocuses of the seasor, and wouid lure
her out to walk uader the blossoming trees when
the evenmg sun_shone warm aad golden from
the west, and bathed the landscape in rich efful-
gence. She sang to her—read fo ber, and
sought by every winning art that her affection
suggested to beguile her from her sad and quiet
moods, and gradually her efforts were crowned
with success, for ber step grew sironger and
lighter 5 she interested herself in objects around
ber, and a faint hue _appeared once more on her
colorless cheeks. They had heard nothing {rom
Mr. Wardell since the ship sailed. They only
knew from the papers that * the ship had arrived
in due time at Cork, passengers and crew well)?
but no letters bad yet reached them lrom Ire-
jand, altbough sufficient time had elupsed for
them to do so. Ellen Abern’s heart was full ot
strange anxiety which she dared not express,
and fears without number, undefined and terrible,
at times assailed her coocerming Mr. Wardell’s
safety and the resuit of the buswess that carried
him to Fermanagh. Wrat if Lord Hugh and
Lady Fermanogh should dispute the cluims of
Desmond Maguire in a mapper which would
compel him to bring Lhe matter before a trnbunal
of justice.

Oue evening the and Therese were together
alone in the little parlar, conversing on ‘various
topics when tbe child adroilly led the way to
ber darhng theme— 2 rehgious life. The moon,
full aod unclouded, shone through the vine-
covered windows, making a pnt\em-of silvery
brightness oo the floor, while the winds, laden

_with rare and spicy perfumes, sighed softly past.
Ellen Abern- was rechoing on the sofa, and
Therese was koeeling on' the floor beside her,

with her head leaning agaiast her bosorn. That
morming they had hoth received the Holy Cem-
munion, and their svals, filed with patieat calm
and other sweet fruits of the Divioe umizn, were
soltened and atiuned to such themes,

¢ It is certainly a very perfect way of serving
God, 1f one can be sure of a vocation,? observed
Ellen Abern. *In that case [ can imagmme no
state this side of Heaven happier. The very
thought, that alf that follo:es 1n word and act
s for God’s sale, whether of obedience or of
mortificalion, ought tu make the trials of 2 re-
lizious life a sweet enduronce. Those who are
thus chosen are highly blessed.’

¢ I think sometimes,- dear Miss Akern, that T
have a vocalion for a religious lfe,” said the
chitd, timidiy.

¢ You, dear Therese,” smd Ellen Ahern, draw-
ing ber closer to herstlf, while a sense of some-
thing about to be lost to her thrilied her beart
and made 1t throb wilcly. ¢ You are too young.
I could pot spare you child.’

¢ The Nowers that you love best are the buds
with the mormng dew drops on them,’ said
Therese, in low, gentle tones, *and a certain
saint saya that our Lord 1s welil pleased wlen
the young consecrate to him the first bloom of
their Iife, ere the world has contaminaled or sin
stamed it.?

Just then a quick footstep rang on the gravel,
and some one eotered the little poreh. 'They
heard the sound of a cane on the floor asaf it
was a belp, and even necessary to Lhe progress
of the person, and the next moment a vorce
which they both recognized called out in loud,
clear tones: ¢ Therese ! where are you?

*Here, sir I’ she exclaimed, springing up,—
1 Oh, Miss Ahern, it 15 papa.’

Jo another moment she was folded to his
breast, and her aras were clinging ahout him in
a wild embrace, while she repeatedly kissed his
cheeks, now nolonger sunken and pale, but wear-
ig the outline and hues of better health.

¢ Where 1s Miss Abern, and how is she ?* said
Mr. Wardell, as he Jed her into the parlor.

¢ Here, sir, and beiter. Iam very glad you
have come back. How long have you been at
home 7’ )

«T landed about two hours apo, and I've
brought you such a budpet of love and mes-
sages that T despzir of delivering one balf. TIn
fact, I have no time to talk. You and Therese
must get ready to start by to-morraw at fise
aelock.’

¢ Staet, sir ! Where to

¢ To lreland, Miss Abern. I havecome back
for you both, Ter grandmother thinks she con-
not last much [onger, and frets continually to see
her.

¢ Ta Treland /* said Eilen Abern, all amazed,
¢ [ eannot go, sir.

¢Cannot go! T dare uot return without
you. Your old friend and guardian, Sir Eadhna
Abern, commands you to come by all that you
owe lim 2nd all the love he bas lavished on you
from the day you were born. He 15 very old
and infirm, and if you do pot go wilh me you
may never see tim again.?

+ Alas ! but that would be terrible ; but have
you no letters 2’

¢ I came off in such haste, that T had no time
to get letters, but they tcld me to tell you that
everything bid fair te prosper under the new
reign.

'gVVhere is the new landlord 7—=I mean Des-
mond Maguire.? she asked, timidly.

¢ He is tn Dublin, and will remain there to
compiele some arrangements about bis property,
and make 2 traosler of his Spanish means to Ire-
land.?

¢ And his friend, the Spanish gentleman who
was here P

¢Oho! Yes! The Senor Giron. He may
be in Spain. There is no such person at Fer-
managh.’

¢ Are you quite sure, sir 7’

t Perfectly sure, Miss Abern. But T have no
time to lose. I must be bark to the city to-
night to see Father St. John. ¥ou go back
with vs.

+Yes, sir; rephed Ellen Ahern, after some
hesilation, * They are all away, and I will go
for a stort time. Ny venerated and beluved
old kinsman’s wishes are law to me. I would
not pamn him by a refusal, or forego his lasl
last blessing for any selfish considerations of my
own. DBut s all right at Fermanagh ?°

¢ All right, thanks be to God and you LEllen
Ahern. Erverything has resulted more bapmly
than T deserved. There wwas no trouble,” said
Mr. Wardell, m a soitened voice. ¢ Our proafs
were too positive and overwhelmmng.

¢ And Lady Fermanagh—’

tSue is dead. Let ns step gently over her
ashes. Her son has gone to the continent where
he will remam.’ i

¢Dead! My God! 1 hope Thou dudst in the
plentitude of Thy mercy receive her,’ exclaimed
Ellen Abern dreadfully shocked. L

¢ Amen I”'said Mr. Wardell, solemnly. ¢ But
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I wmust leave you now, my cluldren. Be ready
to meet me to-morrow at four o’clock. I for-
got to tell you that Father McMahon sent you
a messare 10 Latin, which T have forgotten every
word of.’ )

*I can imagine it,’ she said, smiling sofily as
tboughts of her old home came rushing oo her
beart. ‘1 must go—oh, yes—I must see them
all again.’

" Therese was will the nuns the next morning.
She attended Mass in their chapel, apd after-
wards bade them adieu, cheered by the promise
that they would remember her daily ta their
prayers. But one evening, when the ship was
rolling oo the billows of the Atlantic,and nought
was heard but the creaking of the cordage and
the dashing ot the foam under her prow—swhen
nothing was seen in the wide waste around them
but the phosphorescent pleams from the dark
billows, end the gem like brightness of the stars
above them, ‘I'berese, leaning on her fatber’s
breast, with his arm about her, confided bar
cherished secret to him. So far from meeting
with the opposition she feared, and the quiet
sarcasms that she feared still more, she beard
bim murmur: ¢ Thank God P and say, ' You
have chosen well, my child. You are my all,
and with joy, as part of my reparation to Him,
and T pray that He may preserve yo in your
present wtenticns,”  And she felt iierself clasped
in 2 closer embrace, and from that hour there
was a sweet and holy confdence betweer father
and child, which bad more of heaven n it than
aught they bad ever known hefore.

.

One more scene and our task i3 foished.

There was great joy that day in the humble
and quiet dwelling of the saintly old priest of St.
Fiobar’s, While he was reading alovd from the
pages of a favorite author to his friend, Sir
Eadboa Abern, who, leeble and failing with old
age anid the pmog he felt to see bis precious
cooleen bawn, was reclining in a cushtoped chasr
by the window, the door opened geatly :and Eflen
Abern was kneehng before thear, ere they knew
she was in the house.

¢ My child, my httle ewe lamb, welcome—ten
theusapd times welcome ! cned the old raan,
when, having recovered from the first shock of
his bappiness, be lell wrepivg on her neck.

¢ No less welcome to me, my belosed chuld !
In te Domini speravi. 1 have oot been cen
fouaded,” smid Iatber McMabon, laymg lus
trembling bands oo her head. *Rise up my
child, and let us Jock on your pleasant counten
ance once wmoare.) Aud, seated halween them,:
vith her bonnet thrown back, winle her cheeks
were all aglow, shie gave exnressian Lo her joy at |
bemng with them once more, and ammdst smiles
and tears, she gave them a brief ouiline of the
erents that bad occurred up io her unexpected
return to Ireland, avoiding as much s possible
the mention of the pames of Dan Knnque or
Lord Desmond, by which means she was sull leit
in 1ignorance of the real facts of (he case, while
the two overjoyed old men, not observing the
omission m the excitement ot the momeni, and
1sking it for granted that she understood every-
tiing in copaection with i, failed to eslighten
her. Amdst the happiness of therr reunion the
moments slipped rapidly away, and twilight be
gano to gather-over the earth and creep tanto the
windows, subduing and softening every emotion,
when they were ali startled by a bounding about
of some large body m the hall, followed by an
energetic sniffing, and at last by a sholl scream
from the housekeeper, who burst opea the dcos
and rushed ia with Thela at her heels.

' It’s bim, yer riverioce, or is wrarth, (ghost).
an’ maybe she’s somewhere to the fore—Glory
to God !’ she exclaimed, catcliog a full view ot
Eilen Ahern’s face, 1t’s hersel®, sure! Dedad,
toney, but [ Wlieve I’ve been aslcep and jest
awoke.” Thereupon she sprang forward, almost
overturniog Lather McMahon,and fell to kiseing
agd embracing Iilen Abern with ap emphasis
which almost deprived har of bieath, saging at
intervais : ¢ You’re starvin’, T know, honey ma-
chree—let me go an’ get yea cup of hot tay
aud some cowld fowl an’ toast. ‘Fhanks be to
God, there’s plenty now an’ no hie about it, since
the new reign begun. Musha then, asthore, but
we had the divi’s own doin’s with the noribenis’
villaing — -~

¢ Bridget ! woman! how often must I caution
you to be merciful to the fallen and to the uead ?
Tread lightly over their ashes,’ said Father Mc-
Mzhon. '

¢ Aye, bedad ; like they trod over the dust of
our ki forepint there at Cathagmra—I aint a
saint, yer niverince, thank ye. Every man to
his trade. You're a samt, an’ I’m ooly a_poor,
smful craythur that’s pat to let out the spite
that’s 1n me. As to her ladyship that’s dead an’
gone—Cbrist pity her sowl—I've got nothing
ag’a her—but for hizm —the epalpeen an’ chaoge-
hn’—I’d—)’d— well then yer niverince, 1’d send
bim, if [ bad my way wiud hum, to. spend the rest
of bis days wid them Trapps that live on cowld

me about, But give me yer bonnet and things,
asthore ; God’s blessin® on yer winsome face.—
IN be a wondher if it don’t break Xord Des-
mond’s beart, yet.’

*Don’t make any plans but bread and butter
ones for me, dear Bridget,” said Ellen Abern,
while the blood mounted to her cheeks 2nd tem.
ples, f or | shall surely vanish again.’

$ Never fear me, asthore machree; bat il
be no u-e seftn” yoursel’ ag’n yer fortm’. But
7s it yoursel’, honey flesh an’ blood ¥ said Brid-
get, laughing and crying by turns. ¢ Sure "L'hela
~—the haste —scared my sivin sinses away, an’
maybe 1 aint right yet. DPlase yer riverince to
bring me to mysel’, wid a pinch on my arm or a
sharp crack over my skull wid your blackthorn
there in the corner.

¢ You are not dreaming, dear Bridget. You'll
be convinced of it when you see me ealing cold
chicken and toast, for I am very bhungry ; and
when my trunk comes, I have something for you
which I brought all the way from America, which
will convince you that I am my owa real selfy
said Ellen Abern.

*Glory be to God an’ the Blessed Virgin, I
never expected to live to see a day like this.—
But 'l take nothing from ye—1 wunt oothing ;
il’s enough to have yoursel’, darhnt, so it is.?

¢ But I shall be hurt if you do not tuke Lhe
heautiful flowered shawl and wlk gown T brought
you, my dear old [riend,’ sa1d Ellen Ahera.

¢IUs aisy z0 see when people’s got the 1eal
ould blood in thewr veins. Och! 1d like to know
if ever they would a”thought of bringin’ a poor
ol erayttur like me a shawl and gown from fur-
rig’ paris,  Yes, e suelith, Tll wear it for your
own d-ar sake,” said the housekeeper, through
whose imagination floated visions of consequence
and grandeur to be derived from her promsed
linery.

¢ Giddy, weman, will you get the child snme
supper I exclaimed Father McMahoo, empha-
tically.

¢I’m goin’ thin minule, an’ yer rivernce
needn’t be <o short on a boly,’ she said, wiping
her eyes, anl smoothing down ber apron as she
left the room. \

And they were left together once more to
talk of the past and of the excellent promwse of
the present. They told her while she sat quietly
between them, holding a haud of each—of the
changes for t.e better that Desmond Maguire
had already made, tbe hearts that be had aiready
gladdened and the misery that he had allevinted
m the Baronv. The Scotehbmen had all heen
dismissed, and their expenses home paild by Lord
Desmond, while same of the men of Fermanagh
were set ta wark to demolish the half bhuilt fae-
tory and restore the ruins of Catha-guira.
wiich, from their antiquity and associations, were
rendered haly n his sight.  This a{Torded em
ployment at once to many, while a number—the
husbande and fathers of Lhe Barony restored to
thetr old lands and houses, wwhich were secured to
them and their children by long and just Jeases
—were busy ereparmng the soil for the spring
planting, and thatehing and repairing thewr half
runed cabins. Those who had been driven out
paupers into neighboring parishes heard the good
news, sud lost no tine w returning to the scenes
of their decarest zssociations, where they found
from the new landlord a patient hearing and
steady employment. ¢ Everythig,’ they told,
“was going on as happily and mernly asa mar-
riage Dbell—nat that everybody had suddenly
grown rich, or good, or thrfiy, but because they
were put in a fair train 1o become so, through
having plenty of work and good wapes, As to
Fahey, he had disappeared—luckily for im-—as
be had by his frauds and dishonest proceedings
placed himself withio the power of (he law, and
would have been prosecuted il be had not fled.

While the two were enjoying the repast pre-
pored by the skilful fingers of Bridget, the ex-
cellsnt dame had sent the gassoor abroad 1n
spread the tidings of Ellen Abern's arrival, and
ordered bim to coax Thela along as proof posi
tive of the fact. The next morning, after Mass,
Father McMahan’s liovse was too small to held
the crowd of hurnble friends who thronged to see
her, and whose demaonstrations of joy and undi.
minished affection were so touching and eloquent,
that the very deptbs of Ellen’s heart were moved
within ber, and she felt that this reviving of old
ties and affections would only inflict fresh pangs,
and open anew the wounds she was striving to
hieal, when the bour of separation came. But the
exquisite Joy she felt was almost a recompense
befarehand for the anticipated hours of bitterness
to come. Happy in their belief that she knew
every detad and all the minutie of Lord Des-
mond’s restoration,and his identity with Don
Enrique, ber two ancient and venerated friends
gave themselves no thought of her ever leaving
them again. o

' Come Aileen a suilish, said Sir Tadhoa
Ahern, the next day, ¢ would you not like to go
up to tbe ould place? [ feel so much better,
that if you will lend me your arm, mavourneen,

air and moonshine, that yer ownsel® was telhwn’

! T shall be able to- get. there without trouble.”

No.

Sl

It is what I am wishing in my bheart, dear
cousin Eadbna; but are you sure—that 15—I
would like to know when Lord Desmond Ma-
gure is expected home, asked Ellen Abern,
hesitatingly.

“In a week or 80, I think. TItwill bea happy
day to me, @ suilish, to see your two bright
faces together again,’ was the reply.

¢Again! he forgets,” murmured she ; ¢ woe’s
me that I should have to pia Lim by leaving
him again. TLet us go now, dear, she said,
softly, us ske threw on her bat and searf; ¢ here,
fean on my arn, and let us wall sfowly. How
soft and sweet the wind is to-day ; and the ery
of the cuckoo from the copse down there makes
me a child again. | almost thuwk I smell the
fern on yonder hil side. Ob, it 13 very, very
sweet to be at home once more, cousin Eadhna 1’
¢ Yes, Ailcen acushla, a part of the curse 1
itted away from i, and I breathe freer. When
Desmond Maguire sets aud taiks to me of s
noble plans, and { see Ins father’s spirit fashing
from his eyes and speaking 11 his voice, and feel
the good works that he las already wrought for
Ins people, 1 a'mast forget that the best of usare
but serfs—that my land is still a bood slave,
said the old man, with some of s (ormer fire.

* Thank Gied that your last days are comfort-
ed, dear,” she saud softly and tenderly. < Let us
rest here an instant.  There is the ghmpse of
the blue, shining sea that I always foved ; be-
bold how 12 lishes hack the sunshine, uatil the
foam and the sea-irds seewn wild with play to-
gether,  And bere—do you see that broad,
green slope! and hear the sound of the waters
in the ravine that come whispering by like the
voices of friends! Oh! Icould cry for very
tenderness as I ook about me ; and throw my- -
selfl dowa on the shamrocks and daisies that
spring together from the sod, and press my hps
to this earth that | love. Ou! cousin Eadlina,
my old home is very precious to me.

¢ Thank God that you are here, @ suddish. [
see clearer and feel new lile 1o my ould beart
since you came,’ lie replied, leaning more heawly
on her arm as they walked slowly up the pass of
rocis, and the view of the old stronghold met
their eyes, * Desmond is guing to restore Fer-
managh. That is part of 1he business that car-
ries bim to Dublin, 10 secure the services of an
expertenced architeet and an eflient corps of
warkmen to carry out lus plans.  He will have
its antique appearance preserved, and not aliow
a single stene to be removed or changed his ob-
|~ct being to restore it to the original plan.—
There 15 an artist als> engaged—a great paiter,
1 hear—to clean and retouch the ould portraits
in the meture gallery. Lord! T thank Thee
that Thou hast spared me to see the glory of my
house arise from the ashes”* sad the old man,
pausing, while he bared lus white locks and lifted
his face heavenward.

Through the malleries, deserted rooms, and
silent chammbers, Ellen Abern wandered, The
old man was too feeble lo accompany her, ard
told her she would find bun in the drawing-room
when she was ready to go. TFull of tempestious
memories, she found her way into the roow that
used to be her own, and throwing open the win-
daw she looked down once more on Catha-gwira.
‘The sunshine lay soft and luminously on the gray
ruins, the hawthorne blossoms, the marble tombs,
and the quet graves with thew simple wooden
crosses, which told ao eloquent story of trumph
aver paverty and death, acd revealed a glorious
hope for the dust thut slumbered beneath them.
Ellen Abern’s ege sought the spot—marked by
a luxuriance of clustering Provence roses that
pleamed like greut peatls in the sun—where hér
mother reposed. To her aston:shment a lofty
and elegant head stone had taken the place of
the simple wooden cross; which was all their
poverly had enshied them to place there. Like
a fawr spirit breathing consolation and sweet

green vmes that surrounded it. The heart was
full. * WWho kas done this?’ she whispered.—
¢ What loviog hand has thus anticipated my de-
sire? Then her eyes became so dimmed with
the tears that would flow, that she could a0 loa-
ger see the graves and ruins at Catha guira, but
keelt where she was and offered an earnest prayer

from therr fabors, and waftiog a kiss towards her

spot, olthough 1t would have been sweet to ber
to have lingered there uatil the daylight faded
but she feared Sir Eadhoa was weary, and she
went away. Bilter and sweet were the memo-

| ries that (lsoded her heart es she retraced bar

steps thraugh the darkened passages’ and glogmy
corridors, aud sbe .felt- an almost superstitions
dread as the echoes of -her own foolsteps i‘ang
out 1 the hushed, solemo stiliness, . She found
Sir E¢dhoa awacting her in the drawing room —
He bad opened a windoiv, aod there was a éuéh
of sinlight in the grim, dusty apartment. . .+

‘ _'_1 have kept you:wailing, dear !’ she 'said
tyyiog to speak-m her old blithe“way.: < ..

7*No. Lom mitig veiy patiently gndcon-
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human thoughts, it gleamed through the dark

mother’s grave, she turned away and left the

for the eternal repose of those who . rested there

)



