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ELLEN AHERN ;
OR,
THE POOR COUSIN.

CHAPTER 1V~ NEW PERPLEXITIES FOR ELLEN
AHERN.

Ellen Ahern opened ber portfolio and sat down
te her tabie to write the starthng pews. Her
band trembled, ber heart grew faiot, and her
temples throbbed. She could not apalvze the
the straoge tumult of her feelings. Opposite
emotions swayed her miod to and fro. Que mo-
ment she rejoiced, the next she lelt a sense of
overwhelming, sickening woe. This news would
carry with it a joyful and certaio promise of de-
Jivetaoce to the muserable and down trodden
peasantry of Fermanagh; it was a guarantee
that the honor of her old apcestral name would
be windicated and sustained ; and afforded ber an
assurance that the last days of her venerated
friends, Father MeMahoo and Sir Eadhna
Ahern, would be alowed to Jecline in peace and
tranqulity.  These thoughts lifted up ber heart
in thankfulness, until, like a storm surge dashing
oul 1ts suaskine, she remembered Ihat to Mr.
Wardell, Therese and hercelt, these changes
must necessary bring ooly misery and blight,
She knew that Don Eurique, whose zeal for his
fiiead was uatiring, would lose no time in com-
ing, but Jeave Ireland in the fiest ship that soiled
for the United States to see the Wards, and ar-
range all the prelimwaries for a finul adjustment
of Desmond Maguire’s claims to ths title and
estates of Fermapagh. Aud f she saw him, a
thing whico she feared she cou!d not avoid, had
she not every reason 1o suppose that, under the
jofluence of his friendly zeal for lus friend, he
would be led once more 10 advocate her kius-
man’s pretensions to her hand ? The very thought
of seeing bun again, koowing all the while what
a deep gulf lay between them, was agooy
enough ; out when now, all uabiddeo, bis noble
presence arose iu:her- mind’s. eye, and she heard,
the czlin, winowng tones of thal vaice—which
had never fallen on ber ears but in breathing the
most generous aod exalted sentiments—pleading
for ope to whomn she was, and wou'd conlinue ‘o
be an uiter siranger, whatever his excellences of
character might be, sbe started, and an indefin-
able diead stole aver ber, which made her sbhrink
away {rom the task assigned ler.  Sull more
was the repugnance augmented by the thought
ol Mr. Wardell, to whom the disenvery was
fraught with ruin apd disgrace, the downfall of
his honestly-earned position, and the last blow
tbat would destroy bis already shattered beaitn!
For how did she know but that Lord Hugh
Maguire and his motber might make such resist-
ance as 10 oblige the matter to be brought be-
fore the lega! tribunals of the land? llew could

sie tell how it would be adjusted ]

¢ capnot do it I she exclaimed in tones of
angush, ¢ 1 cangot do it 'Then, asif a sudden
hope had sprung up within her bosoz, she closed
the portfolio and wenl out of the room, silently
aod swmifily to Mr. Wardell’s door, where che
psised an ing‘anl, then knocked with a light and
pervaus Louch. .

s Coms . Ha, Miss Abera!’ exclaimed
Mr. Wardell, as she entered ; * what is the
matter 7 You lroked troubled zod ill.’

T am troubled, sir, but not )] replied Ellen
Ahern, whose palhd countenance did ol sustain
ber denmal. ¢ 1 bave come back to ask you to
excnse mes | cannot write what you wish I’

¢Not write what I wish, Miss Abern ? said
Mr. Wardel!, while a shadow and perturbation
gatl;ered over s face. *Upon what grounds
do you object? Surely, surely, what you told
me was no 1dle ramor or groundless jest #°

¢ Al that I told you, sir, 15 true, every word
of it ; but T have been werghing the consequences
of this discovery, and [ bave come to lhe con-
clusion that mane shall not be the band to im-
past formation of it,’ she replied firmly.

¢ lllen Abero, cone hither ; lay your hand in
mive, while 1 tbank you; first for the joyful
tidings that Desinond Maguire "is hving, winch
bas lifted the brasd of murderer trom wy heow,
and last, tor your kmdly thought for me and the
child. 1 understand you; and I am not dis-
pleased to find io you the true and generous soul
that [ a)l along sunposed you to possess. But
must be dooe. You shrink because you feel as
if it would be a betrayal of one who bhas done
you some poor kindnesses. So far from 1t, you
will only be domng that which will place it 1o my
power.to make full reparation and restitution for
the wrong that'in an' evil hour 1 consented to and
comintted, and withoat which 1 should go bowed
down and misercble 10 the end of wy davs. Go

" then, Miss.aberu, aud write what 1 wish to be

wriiten to your friends. Unless you do [ shall
send for a lawyer, as late as the hour is, and put
the matier into his - hands,” said ¥r., Wardell, in
s quick, determined way.

1 will do it, sir, since you command it} re-

- pli:d Eileo Ahern, while . her tears dropped fast
-aod beavry on Mr. Wardell’s band.

‘1 feel my-
self in.a great strart.. Jt is difficuit to turn to

s

the right or to the left. Will you forgive me
my agency in this matter, sir, if any enil to vour-
self or your fortune shall ensue

¢ 1 shall not find it easy to forgive you, Miss
Ahern, if you hesitate a moment longer. You
see {he matier from a false point of view. Let
meset you right. I committed a great wrong—
a erime, the memory of which bas baunted me
and scoarged me onfil my whole hfe was turged
to bitterpess. Throvgh every varied and change-
ful scene of my existence it pursued me, and it
was only by plunging into an endless vortex of
business, and stramng every energy to meet the
hazardous emergencies my will created, that I
could in a measure escape its ceaseless din and
presence. Men called me diligent, and extolied
my capacity for business and my talent for finan-
ciering. when my successes were only the efiects
of the goad that was makmng my heart bieed at
every atep. [ would have given ali—lile stself,
to ¢xoiate my crime, but becanse there was po
way to do if, as whatever sacnifice T might make
could not restore the dead to hife, I was ob the
verge of despair and eternal loss when you came
ito my dismal home, bringing sunshie and
blessing,. Words that seemed to be all un
noticed and vneared for hy me whea they fell
from your lips, time after time, diopped dowo
like dews on the hard rind of my heart; then
your example, and the lessons of piety that you
mstifled mto the mind of my motherless child
which she, o her artless way, revealed by prac-
tice more than words, gave me g impses of betrer
things, and better hopes than I had known for
meny dark rears, At last; through the mercy
of God, compunction succeeded remorse, and [
determined 1o renounce and abandon mysell and
my affairs to His infinite merey and.providence ;
to make any and every sacrifice that mght be
required, so that only I might abtain his pardon
and a hope of rest n the world to come. [ be-
lieve, my spirit of reaunciation was complete~—1t
was at least swcere, | did what I conld,.and
resolved many goad works to expiate the tem-
poral ewils that had resulted from my acts.—
Comparative peace ensned—bit the memory was
still there, crowning my heart Like thoras, and [
accepted the suffering.  Thus malters stood with
me up to this aight, when God, in the plentitude
of tis merey, sent wme comfort thraugh yau. -
When you fold me, in this dark room, that
Desmond Maguire, whom T thought had perished
thirty years azo in an almost 1naccessible pass of
the Sierra Morena, through my meaas, was shll
alive—1hat he waited only for me to come and
establish s {deqtity—that full and perfect ex-
piation was within my reach—my Goad ! the
emotian, the feeling that ensved, are only a faint
semblance of those 1 shall have, if, through the
merits of Christ, 1 am perrilted to enter eternal
rest. Would you, then, be the means of de-
ferring what T have so long and so earnestly
desired?  Believe me, 1 {ear nothing so much
as the possibihty that the opportuity may in
some way elude and escape my grasp. Go
then, Miss Ahern, and write fo your friends.—
Tell them I await their commands, and am only
deswrous of affording my téstimony, and aiving up
the proofs 1 my possession, to establish the
claim of the true heir, Desmond Maguire, to the
tille and inheritance of his father,?

¢ T will go, sir, repliece Eilen Ahern. ¢ T dare
not oppose your will, for, God help me, I feel
1hat you are right. But, sir, you laok very much
exhausted, shall [ not pour yau out a glass of
wine 7’ .

+ Anything to bolster me up, Miss Ahern,
sweet or bitter, uatll my task is consummated.
he said holding out lus hand to take the goblet
which she had filled with ruby wine. ¢ A great
calm has come over me, Miss Ahern—an inde
scribable sensatian of repose. Oh, my God! |
am all unworthy ! all unworthy !> he exclaimed
with a sudden gush of emotlon, while tears
coursed over his cheeks and his whole frame
shook. Inexpressibly afizcted, Ellen Ahern
ghided out of the room to go and do his bidding.
But agam her keart rebelled, although her resolu-
tion did not fail ber. She felt as if she was pre-
paring to write the death warrant of the hiappi-
ness of those tu whom she was vnder the deepest
obligations, as well as her own. But the case
was clear. Justice, duty, and chanty demanded
the sacrifice.

She drew the paper towards her, dipped the
pen into the ok, and with desperate resolution,
wrote :—* By a mysterious turn of divine pro-
vidence, I have discovered the Wards. They
have no other disposition except to make repara-
tion aud do justice. which they have the means
at hand ta do. Mr. Ward has risen to high
eminence here, and his life w this community
!bas alwaps been characterised by the strictest
probity and viriue. To me, he has been an
especial friend, which you will without difficulty
understand when [ inform you that Mr. Wardell
and Mr. Ward are one aod the same person, —
The only favor that T shall ever ask of my kins-
man, Desmond Maguiwre, 1s to wmplore him to
take, the most cautious measures possible 1o this
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case, and make it as private as the circumstances
will allow, to avoid bringing publie odium on a
man, who, whatever his errors may bave been,
has.fully expiated them by years of sarrow and
remorse. Apply to Berpard Wardell, South
Dock Warehouse.” And the letter was {olded,
sealed, directed, and dropped into Mr, Wardell’s
mall. Ere another sunset it was far away on its
course tu Ireland—to Fermanagh.

Then Ellen Ahern began to look the matter
fuli 1 the face, to view it under every aspect
and arraign herself before the rribunal of her
own heart to receive the sentence that her judg
ment would pass. Tne result of it was this.—
She would not see Dun Eorique Giron when he
came—she would spare herself that trial—but
she would 1ake Therese and go into the country
to spend a week or more with a family who,
through the means placed io the child’s hands for
cbharitable purposes, had been saved from ruin
and re established on their hule farin, which had
been in their family lor generatinns. They had
been long urging a vist, and Ellen Abero fell
that no safer retreat for herself snd Therese
could be thought of than the Dury Farm, while
Dan Enrique remained in the cite. Thela, from
whom she had been so long separated, should
accompany them. As o gong back 1o Ireland,
as f 1o throw berself in ber kinsinan’s way, it
could pot be thought of ; she would remsin in
voluntary exile unni he bad sought and won
some otier brule, then, fanhful to the home and
friends of her fove, she would return to spend
her life io their service.

She was a poor cousin, it is true, bat naot so
poor as fo be williog to barter a single preroza-
tive o! her high, pure nature, for the mosL tempt-
ing prospects of worldly gain, ot worldly honars,
or worllly considerations. ' She was defermined
10 he true to herself ; to yreld nothing to 1gnobie
wotives, and become, \f necessary, the vieum for
the good of others. And daps passed on, but
they brought no_calm to Ellen,K Abern. She
sought solace at the true source of corselation
and if her beavenly hopes waxed stronger, her
dreams of earthly happiness receded farther and
tarther away, uatl thev floated like a wreck on
the tide of memory, But while this meotal strife
called forth all ber powers of endurante, she was
outwardly calin and geatle, Taere was a paling
of her cheek, and Fer step lost its elasticuy,
these were the only outward ev.dences that told
of the heart-sickness within her.  But there was
one amidst this circle of mystery and anxiety—
Therese - who was untouched and unharmed by
it all: her patural buoyancy and jopousmess,
augmented and elevated by graitude for her fa-
ther’s conversion ; nothing earthly could com
pare with her happiness. She did not know
that he had always been a Catholic by birth-
right agd baptism ~how should she? ]t seemed
like a miracle to her, through winch she adored
the fove and power of Iiin Wno had wrought
it. An abiding, cheerful sense of the divine love
—hke a flower exhaling iiself in sweetness, or
like a star shedding forth ats light 1n beautiful
effulgence—gave forth all uaronscinusly expres-
sions of serepe gladness every hour of Ler life,
which, hke the manifestations of her piety, were
roastant, and so unobtrusive that they seemed
ke the gpiataneois outpouring of ber heart,—
And, amidst 1t ali, there grew up in the child’s
mner lite a beautiful desire lo consecrate hersell
to God ; but this heavenly plant was nourished
ia acecret, with a sweet humlity wineh imparted
streagth and durability to its rootsa. She spent
every other afternoon with her father, the inter-
vening ones with her grandmotber, who, grown
more petulant and exacting, would allow no one
to speak to her on tomes which she did not her-
self select, while her anxiely concernwg her son
led her to ask ter, and hsten to, the most minute
details connected with him, with a perseverance
and'a patience whick could nat be surpassed.

Qae morning, whea Father St. John called to
see Mr, Wardell, be found bun s» much stronger
and better as to be able to get around the room
without any crutches. He congratulated Lim
on Ins improved condition, and expressed the
hode of seeing him qmte recovered before Spring.

¢ Your wisits are always opportune, Rev. Fa-
thee. but you are specially welcome to dav,’ re-
phed Mr. Wardell, returning warmly the pres-
sure of the clergyman’s band. ¢T have been
thinking of a visit to my mother, this morning: |
think I can wanage my crutches well enough to
get there without accident.’

+T would adwmse you to be cautious, Mr.
Wardell, A staircase i not so easily manaped
a3 a level flnor, said Father Si. John, ¢1
think you had better defer your visit a few days
longer. :

¢ Alas! Fatber, she is so old and mfrm.—
‘Wha can answer for. what may happenin a few
‘days? T wishyou to accomprny me.’ )

¢ There lies a difficulty. She has steadlly re-
fused to see me; even when I Liave stood at her
door, and, as far as it was prudent, endeavored
to persuade her to do ¢0,” replied the Fatber.

- @ Perhaps that which I bave to tell her will
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reconcile har to your presence, I canoot rest,

my good Father, for thinkrog of her.

* Who'cac tell? God has His owa times and
ways. Butit will be prudeni to let her know
that we are coming,’ said Father St. John,

¢Of course. Oblige me by pulling the bell
cord for Cato. Cao,” said Mr. Wardell, when
the negro came in, ¢ I feel so much better that I
am goiog to try to get to my mother’s room. 1
wish you to go and tell her that I am commng,
and that Father 8t. Joha will accompany me.’

¢ Liar’, Massa, you heap hetler stay whar you
is.  You dunno, sir, what a risk you’s gw.ne to
run. T koow’d a man—he was a pertleman of
color—he ventured to try ins strength tan soon,
aod he was struck smack down with annther
paralsis, and never *covered, but died, said Cato,
impressively.

¢ But I've been up now some days, Caly, and
have hobbled all around te-day, on my crutches.
Make haste back aod lLelp wme dawn, argued
Mr, Wardeli.

*?Taint no use, sir. T wont help nothing *hout
it. sir; and T wont have nothing to do with it
Yless you lat me tote you down, sir. You looke
ke scofll ng down them steep staircases! T
aint gwine te help to kill you sad Cato, dog-
gedly but respectfully ; while he measured Mr.
Wardels tall, emaciated figure from head 1o
foot, with a glance that seemed to dely a con-
tradiction of the position he had assumed.

*Very well, Tote it shall be, said Mr.
Wardel!, who, during Tato’s long services of
nearly thirty years, had learned how perfectly
useless it was to argue with him on any subject
which he theught conflicted with Ins master’s
interest or good, in any way. °Gao, now, and
prepare my mother lor my visit.

Whea Cato returped, he informed Mr.
Wardell, with a sly twinkling of his eyes, that
bis ¢ ole Misses was glad to hear he was caming,
but she say de chimbley smoke very hadly, to-
day, and ’tother gentleman belter nat come.’
¢ But Father St. John doesn’t mnd a little
smoke. 1 think we may venture, Fatler. I
cannot go without you,’?

Alfter some difli:ulty, and aided materially by
Ciato’s ¢ Loting,” Mr. Wardell got slowly duwa
to bis mother’s door, e went in without
knoeking, aceompanted by Fatner St. Jolin, who
led bun up to where sne sat behind her screen,
and assisted bim wto a chawr,

¢ Aad 1s yourself cume at last, @ bouchal dlias,
to the poor ald morker that tare ye 22 she eriad,
reaching out her are snd drawing his head dowu
10 her bosom, while she kissed and caressed Inm,
and it was a rare sipht, bis pavent tenderness,
while she held him m that long emirace. Tast
and warm her tears had ramed on his head,
where they ghstened among his thin, grey locks,
and trickled down over s forehead ; when re—
leased from her claspivg arm, lie rawsed himself

up

1867.

T am very glad 10 see you, Mhair avur-
neen. But have you oo greeling for Wather
St, Jobn, my spiritual guide and dear friend 2

¢ 1 don’t hike strangers, Bernard.,  But if he's
youc friend, he’s welcowme !* was the ungracious
reply. .

» Can you not receive me also as your fiiend,
my dear child? T amn sure it 15 my wish to be
so,t saut Father St. Jobn, soothmgly.

T doa’t like friends that pry mto family se
erets,” she swd, smtefully.

For a moment a red flush mounted to the pale
cheeks of the priest. v his inore youthful days
a bigh spirit and a too tender and jealous regard
for bis honor, and an 1mpatient spint under in-
justice, had caused him many and sharp eonicts
i the holy scieace he had set mmself to learn,
and the old womar’s sharp retort now roused in
bis bleod the feverish sense of resentment that
age and grace had not yet quenched ; butit was
only for a moment, and ere he spoke, he pos-
sessed lus soul agamn tn patience,

¢ Motber, you do not mean that, 1 am sure,’
gaid Mi. Wardell, soothingly.

¢ Maybe I didn’t. It depends on ecircum-
stances. I bope you’ll excuse me, sir, if T was
a hutle sharp ; and not he after asking me any
questions,” she said to Father St, John, fixing
fier gray eyes piercingly on him.

¢ You are right, my dear ehild to refuse your
confidence to those who wou'd pry into your
affuirs, rephied Father St. Joho, sweetly. 1f
my z=al for your salvation made me appear off
cious, pray excuse we. Believe me, that I have
your eternal good loo much at heart to be in the
shghtest degree goveroed by an impertinent
currosity, or a careless disregard of your feelings.
‘We shall be better friends by and by.?

¢ That depends on how 1t turos out with him,’
she said, noddiog her bead towards Mr. Wardell.

¢ Mother ! could ye bear ‘good news? he
asked, smoothing her band. ‘

¢ It’s hard to say,’ she replied, looking eagerly
up. ¢It’s been many a weary day since | heard
any. :
{Snppose T was'to tell you that the little boy,

Desmond —be quiet now, mother, i’s pothing ill

No. 49.“‘_

—tdid nlm p;u;ish,las we stpposed—that we are.
not guwlty of his death, and that he is now livi

?  Mr. Wardell pansed, for the olcli“:l:»g-
man’s face bad grown ghastly white, and she.
!-ocked 1o and fro with frantie violence, attempt-
ing all the while to speak, but uttering only
broken, incoberent words, while ber eyes glared:
like fire. Suddenly she uttered a wild shriek
and fell back insensible. l

k'l; Il hhavel kill}ed her! My God! [ lhLave
tled h:r when I unly sought to comfort her!
exclaimed Mr. Wardell. o

‘ Do not agitate_yoursel—be calm ; she has
only fainted.’ said Father St John, after he had
felt ber pulse. He thea tosk down a bottle of
campbor that stond on the mantle mece, and
having saturated Mrs, Woardel’s handkerchief
with it, he began to bathe her face with it.

¢T wish Ellen Abern could be brought, She
woukl know at once what’s best to be done,” said
Mr. Wardell, attemnpting o rise.

‘1 will go for ber—where 15 she?” said the
gond priest. ' Do you remam here. You are
not fir togo.’

“1 heard the piano as we came past the draw-
ing-reom. T think you will find ber there giving
Therese her mu-ic lesson.  Da not let the child
come, Father—she knnws uathing of the dark
mys:erty; of our lives. Oh! that 1 had the use of
my fimbs as I had one month ago ! groa .
Wardell. o aroaned Mr
¢ Be resignel to the will of God—be resigned
to wiatecer e permits, and nbandon yourself
to s divioe providence,” said Fatber St. John,
laying s hand ow Mr. Wardell’s bowed head.
He then went away in search of Rllen Ahern,
who he found, as he exnected, with "I'herese in
the drawing-room, Without alarming her, he
told her that Mrs. Wardell had fointed, and he
would be glad i she would come to her assist-
ance.

¢ Bhall T not corze. ton? T will try to be of
use,’ siid T'berese, anxiously. ’

“Not yet, my dear child. T will come pre-
senlly and let you kaow how she 5. Your
father is there, and asked only for Miss Alern,
rephed Father St, John, kindly, '
*Papa there! Ob, he must bs very much
heller to be able to ge: down, DBut had I not
bener call the nurse, Father P

* Wait a little while 5 tt way not be neces-
sary, said Tather St. John, wiho thought that
when she recovered from ber swoon she might
uncansciously give utterance to words which
it would be imprudent for a servant to hear. By
this tune, Ellen Ahern was standing beside Mrs.
Wardell, dolding her head on lier hosom and
rebbmg her temples, and as soan as Father St.
John came 1o she asked Inm to assist her in lift-
ing ber on the bed. 1t was long before she re-
covered, and when she did, her breith came so
feebly and Faintly, an'd she cast such piteous, be-
wililered glaoces around her—still upable to
speak—that they thouzht she wmust be dying.—
They suceeeded i getting lur, to swallow a
teaspoon full or two of wine, which seemed to
revive her, and ler oreathung eecame stronger
and more regnlar.  Tather St. Jobn bent over
ber and asked her how she felt.

' Better,” ste whispered. ¢ Stay.!

1 will not leave you, my poor child, be as-
sired of that.”  Sle was ealm ; the tempest 1l at
for years had tossed and wrecked away th:
fairest portions of her existence, was ebbing
away ; the clouds were passing by, and her poor
{rawme, so long shaken by anguish and remorse,
was In experience somethiog like rest. At last,
rallymng her strength, she stretched out her hand
to her son—fully remembering a1l that had passed
=—and sard ¢ * Did you say the bey lived 7’

¢ Destond Magure lives, mo’bes,” rephied Mr.
Wardell, distinelly. .

# Thauks be to God,” she whispered ; ¢ but do

they know all about it? ‘

' Yes, all.?

$How did you bear the news? she asked, mure
distinctly ; for ber strength usder the stimulus of
hope was returning to ker. '

¢ There, mother —there 1s the hearer of these
glad tidings, said Mr, Wardell, pointing to
Eilen Ahero, who kuelt at the foot of the bed
rubbing her feet. :

* And how came she by it?' she asked, stil}
dovbting.

*She heard it from one who knew him in
Spaw, from by boyhood. It 12 said that he has
grown up an hooor to s name.’ ' '

¢ Thaoks be to God!” The way is clear be-
fore me now. Ivery one of you po out except
the priest. Afterwards you can come back and
tell me more.” Mr. Wardell, assisted by Ellen
Ahern  went with her iato the srhool-room,
where Therese was sitting, hoping every instant
to be sent for. Great was her joy when she
learned that ber grandmother was makmg her
confession, and she voited the glad (bankfulness
of her heart with the rejoicings of the aogels
over her repentance. Bhithely and affectionately -

she cbatted with her fatber, as she stond with
ber arm about his neck smootbing back the thin



