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vOL. XIX.

VONTREAL, FRIDAY,

NELLIE NETTERVILLE;

H)
OR,
ONE OF THE TRANSPLANTED.

"By tbe anthor of ¢ Wild Times! ' B'ind Argnese, ete.

CHAPTER It.—(Continued )

¢ Faix, madam, and 1t was just that same that |

T was thinkiog to myself a while ago. eried
Hamish eagerly, ¢ Sure who has a better rrght
to @0 with Mistress Nellie than her nwo foster—
brother ? and am not 1 stroog enovgh, and more
thar willing enough, to fight for her—ay, and to
die for her ton, 1f any of them black browed
hypocrites should dare for to cast their evil eyes
upon her or the old master 7’

¢ Strong ennugh, 2o0d brave enough, undonbt-
edly you are? said Nellie, speeking before ber
mother could reply, ¢ and true-hearted more than
enongh, my dear foster<brother, are you; butif
ounly for that very reasan, you must stay hera to
help and comfort my dear mnther.  Bethink you,
Hamsh, hers is in truth the hardest ot of any.
We sha'l have but to endure the weariness nf
Jong travel ; she will have to contend with the
insolence of men in high places—yes, and per
haps even to dispute with them, day by dav and
hour by hour, for that which is her righful due
and aurs. Ths 18 man’s work, not woman’s;
and a man. mareover, quick-witted, ani fearmg
ne one.
stand by her against the tyrant and oppressor,
and to act for her whenever and wherever 1t
may be impossible for her to act for hereslf ?

Hamish woold have answered with a fervor
equal to her own, but Mistress Netterville pre—
vented him by saying, with a mngliog of grief
and impatience wn her manner—

s Tt is in vain to talk to you, Nelie! You
have all pour grandfather’s shff necked notions on
this subject. Nevertheless, it would have been
far more to my real contentment if he and you
had yielded to my wishes, seeing that there is
many a one still left among our derendents to
whom, on a pinch, I could entrust the eare both
of cattle and af hounsehold gear. ond nut one
(and that s Hamish) to whom withrely 1 would
confide my ehld .

tNcw may Heavig bless ynu for that very
word, madam,’ cried Hamish eagerly and grate-
fully ; aod then, turniog to Nellie, he went on,
¢ See naw, Mistress Nellie—see now —when her
ladgship herself has saud it—surely you would
pever think of going coatrary to her wishes 7’

¢ Listen to me, Hamish,! smid Nellie, puttiog
ber band an his shoulder and standing stihl, so
that her mother unconscicusly moved on without
ber. ¢Ever since that weary day when the
sherff came here to inform us of our fate, I have
had a strange, uncamfcrtable foreboding that my
mother will soon find herself 18 even a worse
plight than ours, A womun, as she will be,
alone and friendless —foemen all around her—
foemen, the worst and cruellest of any, with
prayer on their lips and hypocrisy in their hearts,
and a strong sword at their hips, ready to smite
and slay, as they themselves express it all who
oppose that w:cked lusting for wealth and power
which they so blindly mistake for the promptings
of a good spirit!  With us, once we bhave ob-
tained qur certificate from the commussioners at
Loughren, it will be far otherwise. Each step
we take in our wild journey westward will, if
alas ! it leads us farther from owr f{riends, set
likewise a safer distance between us and our op-
pressors, DPromise me, therefore, to ask no
more to follow us, who go to peace and salety,
but to abide qmetly here, where alene a rea)
danger threatens, Mromise me even more than
this, my foster-brother — promise to stay with
ber so long as ever she may need you; and
shoutd aught of evd happea to her, which may
God avert, promse to let me kno at once, that
I may instantly return and take a daughter’s pro-
per p'ace besidelher. Promise me this, Haimsh
—nny—said [ promise ?—Hamish, you must
swear it I’

¢ T swear 1t, by the Mother of heaven and her
blessed Chuld T swear 1t ?* said Hamish fervent-
Iy ; for be saw at once ttat there was much
probability in Nellie's view of the subject,
though, n his overweenmg aoxiety for the daugh
ter, he had mtherto overlocked the chances of
danger to the -mother. ¢ But, Christ save us P
he added suddenly, as some wild notes of pre-
paration reached his experienced ear —¢ Christ
save us, if the old women are not gowg 1o keen
for your departure as 1f it were a hurial I’

¢ Oh, do nat let them—do not let them; bid
toem stop if they would not break our hearts?!
cried Nellie, rushing on to overtake ber motber
while Hamuh, 1n obedierce to ber wishes, struck
right across the terrace toward a distant group
of women, among whom, judging by their excited
looks and gectures, he knew that be should find
the keepers. L.ong, however, ere he could
reach them, o wild cry of lamentstion, taken up
and prolonged unt:l every man, womav, and-child
within ear-shot had - lent their voices to swell

Will you not be that man, Hamish, to |

| the chorus, made him feel that he was ton late ;

and trning (o ascertain the cauce of this sud
. den outhurst, hg saw that Liord Nettersille had
" ¢nme forth Yrom the castle, and was standing at
| the npen gate. A fine, soldierlp-looking man he
! was, couNling oFer seveniy years, yet 1n apnear-
i ance npt much more than sixty, and as he stond
! there, palz and bareheadad, o the pre-ence of
s prople, a shout of wuch mingled love and
sympathy, grief and exacralion reot the air, that
snme of the Cromwellinn soldiers ‘rmade anw
voluntary step forward, and haodled their mus.
keis in expectation of an attack,

¢ Te!l them to stnp,? cried the old man, throw-
ing up his arms ke one who could bear his
agonv 0o longer. ¢ For God’s sake tell them tn
stop! Let them wut at least,> he added, half
bitterly, hall sorrowfully, ¢ uatil, hike the dead, I
am out of hearing.’

There was no need for Hamish to become the
interpreter of his wishes. The sudden erv of a
j man's arrepressible  anzuish had reached the
i hearts nf all who heard i1, and a silence fell upon
| the erowd—a silence more expresave of real
sympathy than their wildest lamentations could
have been.

The old lord howed, and tried to speak his
thanks, but the words died upoo his lips. aad he
turaed abruptly to take leave of his Jaughter in.
law. She koelt to receive his blessing. He
laid Ins band upon her head, and then making an
eff>et to rommand his voice, said tenderly :

¢ Fare thee well, my best and dearest. "t is
the way of these canting Umes ta be for ever
quoting Secripture, and for once 1 will follow
fasimon.  May Heaven bless and keep thee,
daughter, for a very Ruth has thou been to me
10 my old age: yea, and better than seven soas
in this the day of my porarty and sarrow !

He stooped to kiss her brow and to help her
to rise, and as he did so, be added in a whis-
per, meant only tor the lady’s ear—

t Forgive me, Mary, if 1 orce more allude to
that subjrct we have so much discussed already.
Are you still in the mind to send Nelle with
mel Think better of it, T entreat yau. The
daughter’s place should ever, to my poor think-
ing, be baside ber mother.

¢ T have thoueht,! she answered, *and T Zave
decided.  1f Nellie 13 my child, she 15 vour
grandehild as well; and the duty, which her
father is no longer liere to tender, 1t must be ber
pride and joy to offer you in is stead. More-
over, my good Jord,” she zdded 1n a still Jower
tone, ¢ the matter bath another aspect. Nelle
will be safer with you. This place and all it
comains 1S even now at the mercy ot a lawless
galdiery, and therefore 1t is po place for her. Tao
well I feel that even I, her mother, am powerless
'to protect her.?

Lord Neltervile cast a wistful glance an the
fair face of s young granddaughter, and said
reluctantly :

¢ [t may be that you are right, sweet Moll,
as you are ever. Come then, if so 1t must be
give us our good~speed, and let us hasten on our
way.

He once more pressed her aflectionately in his
arms, tnen walked straight np to his horse and
leaped almost without assistance 1o the saddle.
Buat his face flushed scarlet, and then grew
deadly pale, and as he shock his reias acd set-
tled himself down in his seat, 1t was evulent to
Hamish, who was holding his stirrup for him,
that he was strugeliog wnh all his mizht and
matn to bear himself with a haughty cemblance of
indifterence hefore the Enclish soldiery.  After
he was seated to his satisfaction, he veatured a
half glance around his neople, and hfted s
beaver {o salute them.  But the effort wasal-
most too much; the big tears gathered 10 his
eyes, and his hand shonk so violently that be
catld cot replace his hat, which, escaning from
Ins feeble grasp, rolled under bis horie’s feet.—
Half a dozen children darted forward to recover
it, but Hamish had al-eady picked 1t up and given
it to his master, who instantly put it on his head,
saymg 10 a tone of affrcted indifference :

¢ Pest on these trembliog fingers which would
so libel the stout bheart within. This comes ot
wine and wassail, Hamish. Drmk thou water
all thy hfe, good youth, o thou wouldst mateha
sturdy heart with a s'eady hand, when thy seventy
vears and odd are on you.’

¢ Faix, my lord, will T or nill I said Hamish,
trying to fall in with the old man’s humor by
speaking lightly, ¢ will [ or mil T, 1t seems only
too hkely that water will be the best part of my
wine for snme time to ccme — leastwise,’ he
added mn a luwer voice, ¢ leastwise till your honor
comes hzck to your own again, and broaches us
a good cask ot wine to ceiebrate the day.’

¢ Back again ! back again!’ rapeated Lord
Netterville, shaking lis bead with a mixture of
griet and impatience impossible to describe. 1
tell thee, Hamsh, that men never come back
agam when they carry “seventy years with them
to exle, But where 1s_ my granddaughter 7—
Bid her come here at once, for 1t’s ill hagering

here with tkis weeping crowd around us, and'

T T I ATE s
iyonder pestilent group of fanatics makin
levery mother’s son among them, doubtless, for
! futnre vengeance,? '

passanate embrace round Nelhe’s neck !

penple, ke dug his spura deep into s borse’s
sides and rode swilily forward.

every man, woman, and child in presence there
fell down npon their knees, mingling prayers and
blessimgs and how!s and imprecations, as anly
an Trish or an Italian crowd can dn; and yet,
ohedieat to the last to the wistes af their de-
partiog chief, it was not untl he was well-pigh
ont of sight that they hroke ont into that wild,
wailing keen, with which they wére wont to ac.
comaany their loved anes to the grave. But the
wind was less eonsiderate, and as it unluckily set
that way, it bore one or two of tte long, sail
notes to him, in whose honor they were chanted.
As they feil upon the old exile’s ears, the storcal
calmness which he had hitherta mamiained for-
sook hmim utterly, the reios fell finm his hands, he
bawed his head till his white lacks mingled with
his horse’s mane, and, ¢liftinz up his voice, he
wept as sadly and unrestrainedly as a woman.

CHAPTER Ils
Set is the run of the Neatterville’s glory !
Down in the dust its bright banners Rie trailiog !

Hoarse in our auguizh we whigper the 8'ory;
And men a9 they listen, likz womes nre watling.

Weae! woe to n3—wos | we shall see him nn more ;
Our teara like the rains of November are fowizg ;

Woe ! woe to us -woel far the chief we deplore
Alone to bis exile of sorrow 13 going.

Alone ?7—not alone! for our dastardly foemen —
Agerial as bise in the daye ? ther power—

Have lifted their handes Against maidens and women ;
Uprooted tae tre=, and them trampled the lawer

And so they have sent her to weep by atrange
watera—
The joy of cur haarts and the light of nur eyes -
The latest and faireat of Netterville's daughters:,
In whom the 1aat link of their destiny lies,

834 will be, mnther, thy waking to.msrrow!
Wak'ng to weep o'er thy dove-rifled neat ;
Wijowed and childlesa —two-fuld i3 thy sorrow,
Aud two-edged the sword that is lodged in thy
breast.

Well may yo mourn her—when wa too deplore her—
The vagsalis pud serfs of thy ¢conguering race ;
If bloo1 could but do it, our blood should restore
fr —
Reators her to thes and thy loving embrace.

Yet not for ber only, or thee, are we weeping ;
We weep for our country, f1at bound in 1hat chain
Which in blood from her wrang heart the foeman ia
ateLpiog,
Till it looks v8 if reddened and rusted by rain.

Ob ! when sball a leader to true hearts be given,
To fall on the strange= and forcs him to flee ?

Adnd when the sbacklea that bini ter be riven ?
And Erin stand npin her strength and be free!

So sung Hamsh, the son of the Jast of the
long line of mmstrels wha, with hirp and voice,
had recorded the triumphs of the house of Net
terville, or mourned over the deaih or sorrow of
tts chieftains ! TFor, in spite of the law by
which 1t was strictly forbidden, the English of
the Pale bad persiste] in the nationa! cnstom of
keepng u bard or minstrel—whose offize was
always or almnst always, heredilary —attached
to thewr bouseholds; and in s palmy days of
power the family of Netterrille was far too
jealous of 1ts own importance not to have baen
always provided with a sumilar appendage. Iis
last recognized minstrel had fallen, however, in
the same battle which had deprived Nellie of her
fatber; and Hamish bewg then too young to
take up bis fatber’s office, the harp had ever
since, literally as well as figuratively, hung mute
and unsirung in the halls of Netterville, But
griel and indignation over its vtter ruin had ua-
locked at last the tide of poetry and  song, ever
ready to flow over b the Celfic breast, and
Hamish felt himse!f changed into a bard unon
the spot. Forgetting the presence of the Eng-
lish scldiers,. or more probably exultiag in the
koowledge that they did not anderstand the lan-
guage in which he gave expression to s feel
ings, be stepped out into the midst of the people,
pourtng forth s lamentations, stanza after
stanza, with all the readiness and fire of a horp
wmprovisatore; and when at last be paused,
rore for waat of breath than want of matter, the
keeners took up the tale, and told 10" their wild,
wailing cbant, of the goodness and greatpess, the'
glory aud honor of their departed chreftain and
his heiress, precisely as they would have done

Up to this moment Mra, Net'erville- had pre-

Then, as if moved by ane comman impulse, |

had the twaio over whom they were lamenting:
been that very day deposited in their graves.—-.
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g out |served m a marvellous degree that statue-like
i calmness ot autward bearing which hud, and even

No. 16,

wondered, and, young as he was, had in part ar
least comprehended, the marvellous self-forget=

{at tinaes belied, the warkings of a heart full of | fulness of Mrs. Netterville, who, in the midst of
Mrs., Netierville heard this impatient cry for | generous emotions ; but the wild wailing of the | her own bereavement, had yet fouad heart and

having that very marning taken pussession of all
the others, devoting some of them to their own !
particular accomnmndation and locking up tha|
others. It was, in fact, as 2 very singular and
especial favor, and as soma return for the kind
ness she had shown in nursing one of their num-
ber who had been taken suddenly ill on the
night of their arrival, that the use even of this
smiH chamber had been allowed her 5 for 1t was
not the custom of Cromwell’s army to deal too
gently hv the vanquished, aod many of the
¢ transplaated,” as igh born and weli~educated
as she was, had been compelled, m simidar eir-
cumstances, 10 retire to the outer offices of ther
own ahade, while the rough soldiery who ths.
placed them imstalled themselves in the luxurious
apartments of the interior.

Hidden from all curious eyes n this dark re-
treat, Mrs. Netterville yielded at last to the ery
of her weak human heart, and flinging herself,
face downward, on the flonr, pave wayioa
passinn ol grief, which was all the more terrible
that it was absolutely tearless. (Quae or two of

the few remainmmg women of the household,
knowing how fearfully Ler soul,in smte of all
outwward show nf calmness, must be wrung,
tapped occavuonally at the door : but either she
did not hear or did net choose to answer, and
they dared naot enter without permission.

At last one of them went to Hamish, feeliny
instiactively that if aay one could venture to in
trude unbidden, it would be the foster brother
of Nellie, and said :

¢ The mistress, God help fer ! is just drowoed
with the sorrow, and won’t even answer when
we call, Hamish, a-bouchal, eouldn’t you man-
age to go in just by accident like, and sap some.
thing or other to give a tura to ber thoughts 7’

¢ GGive a turn tn her thoughts? said Hamish
crushly ; ‘give a torn to her thovghts, do you
say 7 [y certie, but you take it easy !  Hasn
the woman lost husband and ctild, to say nothing
of the old lord who was all as one to her as aer
own father ? and 1se’t she going, moreover, to
be turned out of house and home, and sent adnift
upon the wide world ? and you talk of giving a
turo to her thoughts, as it #t was the toothache
she was troubled with or a wasp that had stung
her 7

¢ As you please, Mr. Hoty-toity,” said the
girl angrily ; ¢ T ooly thought that, as you were
a bit of a pet like, on account of our younz mis
tress, you might have venturcd on the liberty,
Not baving set up in that hee mysell, T cannot,

| hor oaly child, and flung h~r arms for coe last, { keensrs broke down the artifieial restraiot she | voice to comfort her aged father-in-law and her
Theon, | bad put upon her conduct, and, unable to lsten ! child as if the blow winch had struck then: down
firm and unfaltering to the end, she led her to ! quietly fo what seemed to her ears a Pﬂﬁiltvei’ had not fallen with three-fold force on her own
Hamish, who hfted her as reverently as i she  propliecy of death to her beloved ones, she has-; hea_d. _
bad been an empress (as indeed she was ip his | tily re entered the house and retreated to her! fusion of bis own thoughts, he did not, however,,
thnughts) fo the pillion behind her grandfather. |own apartment. Tis was a sinaf! dark chamber, ! at first percerve Mrs. Nettersille in her lowlp

Lord Netterwille barely wated uotl she was | which in bappier ties had been set apart as a
comfortably settled, ere he stonpad to kiss once j quirt retreat for praver and household purposes, |
more ms -daughter-in [aw’s uplified braw, atter { bat which now was the agly one the mistress ofi
which, waving his hands towards the weeping | the maosion coulil call her own—the soldiers

Tn the darkoess of the renm and the con-

posture, and glanced r1ostinctively toward the
prie diew, where he had so often hefore seen hex
take reluge 1 the hour of trial,

But she was not there, aud a thrill of ferror
ran throegh his feame when he at fast discovered
ber, face downward, on the floor, her widow’s
corf flung far away, and her long locks, streaked
—by the hand of grief, not time —abundantly
with gray, streaming roundd her in a disorder
which struek Hamsh all the more forcibly, that
1t was in such chrect confrast to the natural babits
of order and propriety she hatt bronght with her-
from her Enghsh home. Tuere she lzyp—not
weeping—such misery as hers knows nothiog of
the relief of tears—not weeping, but crushed
aod powerless, as if her very body had proved
unequal to the werght of sorrow put upon it, and
had fallen beoeath the burthen. She seemed,
indeed, ot 10 a swoon, but srunned and stupe-
fied, and qui'e unconscious that she was not
atone, llamisk trembled for her intellect, but
vonng as he was, he was used to sorrow, and
understood both the danger and the remedy.

His lady must be roused at any cos, eren at
that, the very thought of which made him trem-
ble, the reralling her to a full kaowledge of bes
misery, Lle advanced farther nto the room,
moving softly 1 bns great reverence for her de-
solation, as we move, alinost unconsciouslyp tor
ourselves, in the presence of the dead, and occu-
riec himself for a few inioutes io arranging the
lnose papers on her desk, and the flowers which
Nellie had rlaced upon the prie dieu only a day
or 1wo betore. They were faded now—faded
as the poor child’s fortunes—but instead of
throwing Lhem away, he poured fresh water inlo.
the vase which bell them, as it that could have
restored their beauty,  Yet lie sighed beavily as
he did so, for the thought would lash across bis
mind that, whether he sought to give back life to.
a withered flower, or joy to the heart of a be—
reaved mother. in either case his task was bope-
less.  Mrs. Netterville took no notice of his
proceedings, though as be began to get used to
the situation, he purposely made- rather more
bustle than was needed, mn hopes of arousing her.
At last, in duspair of succeeding by milder e
thods, he let fall a heavy inkstand, smashing 1t
wto a thousand pieces, and scaltering the mk in
all directions, an event that happier times
would certainly not have passed wareproved.—
But now, she lay within a few inches of the 1ky
stream, as heedless as though she were dead, in
earnest ; and, hopeless of recalling bher to con-
sciouspess by anything short of a personal appeal,
he knelt down becide her and tapped her sharplp
on the shouller, half wondering at his own teme-
nity as be did <o.  She shuddered as if, hgbt as

of course, attempt to meddle in the matter.”
But though Hamish had spoken rougbly, lus
heart was very sore for ail that, over the sorrows

of his lagely mistress.

He waited until Cathleen hsd vanished in 2
tuff and then, going quietly to tte atudy-door,
knacked softle for admission.

But Mrs. Netterville gave no sign, and after
knocking two or three times in vain, ke cpened
the door gently and looked n, The room was
navurally a gloomy one, beng panelled in black
oak ; but Tlamish felt as if it pever enuld have
looked before so glonmy as it did that moment.
Half stuidy, halt oratory as it was, Mrs. Netter.
ville had spent here many a long hour of lonely
and impassioned prayer, while ber husband and
her father-in law were fighting 1he battles of
their royal and most vogratetul master. A tall
crucifix, carved like the rest of the furniture, wn
black oak, siood therefore on a sort of Prie-dieu
at the farther end of the room, and near 1t wvas a
table arranged in desk-fashion, at which she had
been in the habit of transacting the business of
her household.

Room and prie diew, crucifix and table, a-
mish had them alf by heart already,

Here 1o his baby days be bad been used to
come, when he and lus little foster sister were
wearied with their owo play, to sit at the fet of
Mrs, Nettersille apd listen tu the tales which
she invented for thetr amusement. Here, as
time went on, separating Nellie outwardly from
his society, yet leaving her as near to bim in
heart us ever, be had beea wont to bring his
moraing offerings of fish from the running stream,
or bunches of purple heather from the rocks. —
Here e bad come for news of the war, and of
the wmaster, cn that very day which brought
tidogs of his death ; and here, too, even while
he tried to comfort Nellie, who had fAung ber
gelf down ia her childish. msery just on the spot

‘me withi it?

where her mother lay prostrate now, he bad

the tonch had been, it yet had burt ber, and mut-
tered impatieatly, and like one balf asleep :

¢ Not now, amish ! not now !—leave me for
the present, 1 entreat you I’

¢ And why not now?’ Hamish answered, al-
most roughly. ¢ Da gnu think you only have a

i cause for grieving? Tell me, my mistress, if

we, humble as we are, and not to be thaught of
10 comparison wWith your ladyship’s honor, if we
have not lost—are losing nothing? Ah! if you -
could but bear the weeping and wailing that 18
going on among the creatures downstairs, you
would never do us such a wreng  as to suppose
that your heart is the only one sore and bleeding
to-dag I’

¢ Sore aud bleeding ! Yes, yes! I doubt 1t
not,” moaned the lady sadly, ¢ Sore and bieed.
ing ; but not widowed —not childiess—they hare
still husbands aud cliidrea—tkey have not lost
ua I have lost I

¢ They have lost —not, may be, quite so much,. -
but yet enaugl, and more than enough, to set
them wailing,’ answered Hamish firmlg—* they
have lost a master, who was more like a falher
than a macter, and a young mistress, who was al
a3 one o8 a daughter fo every one of them; aod
moreover,’ he added mournfully —* and tmoreover,
instead of the kind hant and geserous heart that
has reigned over them till now, Luey are gong to
be handed over, (as if they were so many stocks
or stooes encumbering the land,) whether they. -
hke it or whether they. don’t, to the tender mer—~
cies of (huse very men who thought 1t nerther sin
nor shame to make the child a shield aguinst the:
soldier’s sword, when they fought kuee-deep 't
blood at the siege of Tredagh I’ ’ R

¢ Why do you say these things, Hamish 2 ghes
almost shrieked, in her anguish, -¢Is- it: my™
fault 7 Could I belp 1t ? or why do you:reproach

“ Your fault ! - ‘No, mdeed, it is not."’ Mdﬁ’
ibe paty 5 fof if you could “have ‘helped” it;t
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