RECONCILED;
Nan Culleno’rs’ Romance.
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“ Here’s the postanan,” shouted little
Diarmaid Kilroy, as he reached his
futher, ) the door.

he, i
up

on sturdy youngsier the
pg'ouduznher tossed him playf
@Lr.

The postman gave Larrel Kilroy m*

“*Now, who can this be from?’ he
aoked himgelf ing the envelope over
&nd over, and scrutinising it closely, as

muttered the words in an almost in-
zodible whi . But ouricsity, beyond
sthe fact that the letter bore Oinetn-
wotl postmark, was not to be gratified till
opening he reasd ;. :

“Your sister, Mrs. Ouinaan, is dead.
God give her eternal rest! Her lagt re-
quest was that her only child-—-a ginl of
ebout dour years of age-—should be pluced
under your care, her fulber being dead,
aud she having no friend or relative Lero.
The dittle one s to gail soon in o of
a ludy returning ‘o Ireland for good. This
kacky b,a' native of Breeoge, in' yonr own

The letter wae signed *John Tuchy,
C.C., 8t. Putrick’s, Cincinnatd *?

Farral Kilroy rcad and re-read the torse
epstle.  * This w wstrange,” he oum-
muned. ““So poor Nora 1s dead, Got
rest her soul! And that [ have not heard
from her for years—aye, twelve years or
wore—and now this letter. Neither did
| hewr of her warrisge. Well, Father
Tuohy didn't, make the story very long,
bt 1’s plain enough.  Diarmaid, my
boy,’ said he aloud, ** you'll soon have a
httle ster, u read Yankee " Pl

‘ Hurrah!" shouted Diao'madd, {n child.

stone land ‘and long stretch of mountain
attached. DBeulssruffaun mountain was )

las well they migh

ish glee, *‘won't we have sport together !
And we'll g0 up to the of Doovurrig
for bill-berries and fuicy-fingers in s
xwthn;.‘" Jll:.&nnt on o tell whut
merry dJdayw y'd spendd, oblivious that
his father did not hear u word of what
he was saying, memories were awak-
cned in the breast of Farral Kilpoy ut
the mere mention of Breeoge contained in
2 Broeoge! D

OAr me, it's mwany year:
S1N06 1 heard even meution of :hu) u’;nn-*

and many move since | saw the plwo it
wolf. | wonder cau it be us of old, wauk
ns Tepose, s kindliness and heartiness
What. we had thero, to be sure.
and Nan-—poor Nan!” There wus & fill-
ing in the throat and & vear stood ready
to fall. Omtside the day was bitter—hi
bail hopped on the threshold and rattlec
down tiw chimn':{. The east wind blew
with a outting and stinging energy. Beu.
lasruffaun looked bleak and saddening
that winter’s day, but only in keeping
with the heart and thoughts of Farral
Kilroy.

Farral's story

s soon told. He was

she ' men for the lend’ by which wes|

meant successor to the ancestral horhe of

the Kilroys—he being the eldest son—
with its twenty acres of shallow, lime-

picturesque, but aot profitable, snd from

in we| of Doocarrig, its sumimnit, & view was ob-

tained ravishing to the eye. Hare all
day long vontemplation could sit in rap-
ture wm restful solitude.

Breeoge, some miles diswnt irom Beu-
lnsruffaun, was noted for fun and frolic.

“The , the dance, the softly-yiel-
ded hand.” No spree could equal & Bree-
oge omne, eud the Breeoge ‘paitern’
brought together the most winsome col-
leeus in the wide baronies of Corran and
Tirerrill. The boys wers proudiof them,
t be. Nannie Cullen
was & beautiful girl, and known mpqotic-
ally as the ** sweet heath-blosson of Bree-
oge.””  Her soft brown eyes were pools
of Jauglter and playful mischief, and the
white delicacy of her skin would fill a
meditative and sensitive boy with that
divine intoxication which, we are told, is
often the stariing point and inspiration
of genius. Nomne 1n tho tripping, merry
dauce wus sprightlier, and the exquisite
ocontour of a shapely leg wnd neat, tight
ankle enbhanoed not a lictle the ©
and lightness of her movements. Farral
Kilroy loved her, and took occsasion to
make @ full and passionate svowal. The
coy and rogush glance gave way to a
seriousness of expression that sav
antly on her brow as she, listened.

“éo.t. your people will never consent
to receive » penniless garl duto their
house—l have no dowry to boung with
me,”” she said.

“*No dowry! You lhave God's mich
doway in no ordivary degres, Nannie.
You hlve beauty, headih, virtue, aud a
heart of love, and cheerfulness.’’

“Oh! Farnal, for shame! to till a silly
gi's head with such nonsence But
ﬂu&dlﬂnowﬂuhgifhd@uyon
sy, they cumnot weigh against the beau-
uful, heavy, solid, glistoning wold that
everyoue worships save dreamens, mad-
men and lovers,”

Farral smiled at this kittle p'ece of
philosophy, but Nannie was right. Her
gontleness and cheerfulness, her beauty,
bor goodyess and warmth of heart did
not prevail. Age is bland to these Hlen-
dishinents—age, ugly, dhilled and
ovalbbed, that sits ardoning by the grave
end dblivious of its own pest vouth and
glorious impulses. Farral, i is true, ar-
giwedl, protested, rebelled; but to no
effeat. He became reokdess, still the ol
people were obdurate. He iboestoned
to emigmite, they told him he might,
that his brother in  Scotland would
gladly take his place—and PFarral was
wedded to Beulasruffavn. In this agony
od sparto with adhing und troubled | esrt
ae could not face Neande for a time.

0OTI s,

“Now,” sid Nan, ““I knaow why
bave not seen himn for some time. Goods
bye Breeoge! Good-bye.” 3
America, and weont. la ibed
mughing at fost, at pacting she ga

way to bitter tears. She dung to ol
of her parents’ home, ag

it 1 y. No leave-taki
was ever so bitter in the recollection
the ddest; it omened something &
some. And, staocding by the
Roads, where so oftem of & suenenes
evening many & careless longhing Ay
was spent, she cast one last look bet
then turned to the dark awful road, o
went sabemitly.

Wiken Fuiral heard of her depantos
he pretended not to be interested.
dagger shot thoough his heant. ¥
days he moped about Llistless and ¢
spondent. Breeoge saw him no mos
and the following Saraft he gave his co
sent to marry Bedelia Jane Oummiske
Their union was blessed with livtle Duie
maid, but his mother died at his birtt

The American letter lay still open
Farral Kilroy's knee ns he gazed iv
the fire running over in his mind the-
cidents of his life that have just be
related. And within a week the little
phan Yankee arvived in the compane
- -Nan Cuilen! But oh, what an aMor
Nan from the wweet, glorious zirl of Bn
oge! 'The heart of Farral bled to 1o
upon the wild, staring, lustireless e)
the pale, emaciated face, and high che
bones, ¥

“Good God! Nan, is it you?®” J

“ I guess the swve,”” answered the p
dewented «eature. “ Waal, ole mr
tlils 18 your niece, Mueve Cuinaan, Too
00.” Uttering this idiotio furewell, «
shaking her trauwsparent. bony fing
sle marched stataelv out of the Lows -

Farral was dumbfounded and ua
fixed to where he stood. He thought
whole thing *“‘the idle vision of
dream.” Mechanically he went to
door, and from there, topping the 1p¢
tain road, conld plainly discern the Iy

weird figunne of the returmed Americ

Meanwhile littde Diarmaid was
a child-like, ul, and sow
baghful welcome to the Yankee ¢
Bhe wis a port, rosy-cheeked child.,” 4
soft, wavy amber Jooks riveted Diarma
admiration, and despite his shynesy :
deferonce, went bravely over and toue
s <url. The little Awmerican seer
pleased at the apen-eyed admiration, ;
gracionsly gave a kiss in repayment. P
were friends at once, and chatrering
ubly. Furmal turued from the door to
children, and catching up little May
placed her on his knee. He looked
and sharply at the child- ‘‘can it

.



shat "—said he in an undertone—Oh, jye all know, was this—didn’t 1 hear it

Heaven! this is Nan's own child!”

11,

Poor Nan Cullen went fast over the
old rugged mountain road that led vo
Breeoge. Night setting in, she was un-
observed by the neighbours as once more
after years of exile she set foot on her
native hearth. Long grass, nettles, and
dock-weeds covered the dismantled walls
and grew by the hearthstose in undis-
turbefl security,  The hand of landlord
tyranny had turned the home of her

outh mmto u thing of horror. Who can
“lock upon a ruined home without feelings
of bitterness? Bright faces gone and
hearts cold, youth banished or slain, mer«
riment, song, dance, the shout and laugh-
! ter of chilaren no longer heard. An aw-
' ful stillness over all. Death and the sav-
‘1&; heart of man tfrium?hant-, and oh,
hat a splendid triumph!

The lone wayfarer, bereft of reasox,

wod the cold, damp chimney-nook,

nd hfting up her voice in piteous wall,
ied aloud to the night-wind,

** Qh, God’s protection to us!"” said Pesy

edlan, as she sat by a few embers in her

#le eabin with her aged father, on

saring the vhrill, pieraing scream borne

' the soughing breeze. *‘It ia the ban-

we's ary, or the howl of a lost spirit.

ot since poor Nan Cullen went o

merica has such a dreadful lamentation

«on heard in Breeoge. 'Tis her, "tis herl

pok! look!”” und pointing towards the

mdow with owvtstretched linger, Peg

Il senseless on the floor. The old man

ter some time brought her to conscious-

wll,
‘“You have had an awful start, Peg
whom did you see?’’
“ Nan Cullen’s ghost. Let us pray
0 1o give her soul eternal rest.”’
‘“Have | not oiten said her spint
puld never leave Breeoge?”’
The old pair prayed fervently for the
pose of tﬁ:‘ sonl of Nan Cullen before
wng to rest, little dreaming that she
18 close by m bodily shape.
Nan made the old run her home
mim—the kindest offers were unavail-
g to remove her. She took to the roud
r, burefooted and barelieaded.
wughitless school children scorched her
uds and feet with netiles, and called
v “mud Nan.” Her moods were
iny—reason being unseated, the mind
came tho sport of every impulse.
the 10ad she came, singing gaily
) of rude song, and agam, shour-
g, oursing, and sweaning. Sometimes
; wouﬁht:ltﬂecwte ad fantastic dance—
T icking, and jumping like oun
d. BShe had her pmnfmem. of
idity and restored reason like all
froples,”’ in the sawme degree that sane
have their spells of madness. Inl
blessed intervals of rationality she!
W speak well and coherantly, telling
1 of America, and Cincinnati in par-
#ur, And then, turning her uhoughts
ol happy days she would suy:
*Don’t ye remember the old days in
m en Marmal Kilnoy and myself
and courted, and flung oare to
t winds: and didn't Mickuleen, the
%, oom that song to me in which
i called ‘'the sweet heather<blossom
Becooge,” and ¢ the Singing Spruy »
; was an evil hour, for those who
te sangs vowmposed in thed Jonour al-

sung at the wedding of Katie Tansy only
last week, and I standing outsida by the
window im the pelting rain:

*“ Sweet Nannie Cullen in cot or hall,
Beside fair damsels is queen of all;
Her snow-white breast and lily hand

Might grace the proudest in Ireland.

“1've seen her dance with young Cormao

Bawn
To the rousing music of Tigheen S
llow the rafters rang wi

hain:
the wild ap-

plause
Of young and old at the, final pause!

“Oh, she’s as gladsome as lark at dawn,
And nimble-footed as frightened faww;
Her luugh rings out like a silver bell
O’er the mountein heather adowwn the dell.

“The sun shines on her at break o day:
In the golden tresses the sunheams play,
And linger fondly like lover pale
Who fain would tell o'er the old, old tale.

- She']-l thi singing spray by the mountain
ook,

The wild, sweet rose of the scented rook,

The Branch of Fragrance is Nellie oge,

Aud the Heather Blossom of old Breeogs.”

God had allotted the poor wagran’
these happy perdods of understanding -
or, rather were they not the unhanpy
and a .onisin% occasions of retrospecs
tion? It may have been a divine dispen
sabion thwt clouded the past—the past
so full of prowd memonies, growing only
the more ideal and beautitnl the tarther
It receded.

Years went by bringing in their truin
affliction and trial to pcor Nun. Still
the rude, sharp winds and harsh winters
nipped  not  the heathex-blossom”’
brough withered wnd decvepit, it hung
ita head.

Maeve grew up the attuched plavfellow
of Diarmaid Kilroy. A gloricus girl; and
as Farmal, her guardian and protector—or,
as she styled lnm, her uncle, for he kept
his own thoughts on the question of her
paventage—looked ut her, he saw  the
mother’s eve of liquid brown that looked
into his in the morning of life. ‘I'he only
shade of difference he could find was thut
Maeve had less of the Luoyancy of spivits
that dhaiacterised poor Nan. She moved
about quietly und gracefully, doing all the
househnld duties. From the dav she en-
tered Farral Kilroy’s house she grew into
his heart.

- “How shall T ever tell her that Nan
i8_her mother?” he asked himsel’. “Diar-
n}md 18 unuware of her relationship to the
simple women wio speeds scross the
countryside, footsore and weary. He looks
upon Maeve as his own first cousin—too
close a relation to think of asking her in
marriage. 1 have seen the debate in his

|

1

—

{4 some to Ull. The acoursed song, as

mind as plainly es if it were written on a
slate. Often has he said to himself:*Would
to God she were not so near a blood-rela-
tion!” But then there is the matter of her
legiimacy, even were the ovher impedi-
ment jemoved.”

The end at last came o the poor r
and wanderer of the roads. Snow lny
over the earth heavily for days, and Farral
Kilroy and a neighbour, one day return-
ing from a neighbouring town, foand Nan
huddled by a withered bush. KReverently
Farral raised her up, and held her closely
in iy gtvong arms again; oh, after =0
many years of sorrow and ohanﬁe He
carried ber to his own house, and Maeve
hecame Ler nurse, for lite was not wholly
extinet. Warmth and assiduous attention
restored animation and colsclousness, aiud,
stranger still, brought back the full active,
healthy functions of tue mind. @l iy
her eyves, Nan encouuntered those of wie.
The girl was awe-stricken at the inteunsity
of the gaze,

“ My child, sy daughter!”” she cried, and
stretching forth her lean arms, caught the
bewidered girl t¢ her heart. “ O 1wy little
one.’Y' she sighed, “do you no{ know ﬁe

*“ Yes, yes; you are puor NAau. wsh,
bush! ,\'0{1 must not become excited.”

“ Poor Nan, girl! I am your mother!”

Maeve turn pallid, but, reco-
vering herself, ed {u breathless ques-
aoning.

“You my mother? Tell me, tell nie!
And why bave you for so long deceived wy

kind guardian—whom « have lovked upouisy

as my uncle—and myself?”

Iarral came to the door of the sick-room,
and asked if he might euter.

“Yes yes; come rarral, come whilst wmy
wind, by God’s great mercy, 8 capable
of directing what I have to say.” _

Farral entered, and the poor invalid
raising herself slightly and poiating 1o the
Ki‘l'l said :

“She s wy deaughter. J.ook upon her
standing there and look upon me.”

He Jlooked und t‘hought what & s'Tange

resetublunce there was between the two
women, now that Nan was again com
in sanity. The shiftiness aund vacuity of

the madwoman’s eye hud given away to &

calm light.
son illumed it. ‘

“Oh, thank God for this moment!” he
internally prayed: and, speakiug aloud,
unswered the questioning gaze of the way-
tarer. "' 1 knew Maeve wus not my sie-
ter’s daughter from my first laying eyes
on her. She is, uow that [ look upon lLer,
just as you were 25 vears ago. The sume
Sult

forehead

2

“And in the dauce, Marral? interrup(ed'

Nau.

“In the dance, for l've seen her full
often, as lightsome and mimble-footed as—
as—Nan Cullen.”

“ Ave,” rejoined Nan, with & wan smile,
“vou had ever the ready word, Farrel; but
have my story to tell, and my stay
with ve is short. I have to explain and
offer palliation of my deception. What
will not love do—'twes love led me to
this 1mposition. Even when my reason
was gone it directed my footsteps. And,
o, my hwmble prayers to God tor these
last moments.”

There was a pause, the
eilently praving, and the hearts of Maave
ond Farral were beating in thankfuluess
to Him who *“giveth and taketh awav.’

“Fven as I said,” Nan resmned, “when
reason wux gone, love kept hold of the
bheart. When 1 trod the rough rouds |
was unaware of my cut aud bruised feet,
I have hovered aboot this Lhouse when you
wers ignorant of my heing in the vicinitvy.
I huve overheard the hot, fervent words
of lovers when they DO OUe Was
“She quietly tarned ) to M

She ally rn ler gaZe to aeve,
A slight crimson mautled in the beautiiul
face, and tinged the snowy neck. Theun
poor Nan resumed her narrative,

“ Farral, when I went tv America mv
heart wus brokeun, but that faial beauty of
mine hung to me like & Jovely garment
thrown over a corpse. 1 married an «l-
derly mun, by name Michuel Cuinaan—I
bhad no heurt or affections to give him., We

I woman wis

J

The face was pale, Wut res-

lustre of the eve, the same white!

|
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‘me all—for 1 hoped in my olearer

Kissing hho wa o. Y You hm'e given

mot t. m Iy

‘put over the white & leutonmg ficlds and

' cheer were rampant onoe more. And

were hn'ppy enough—ah, what wretched
happiness without loxel Happy did 1
say? I am mad. But I will draw a sponge
over thy slate of affliction. I hangered
for Breeoge. 1 had that insatiable hunger,
gnawing, agony of heart of the seusitive
exile, ords will not express that bitter-
ness. My mind weakened under the
atraln. and soon after ..aeve's birth gave
way fet The rest is oblivion.
Doath called my poor bushand suddenly,
on t e verge of the Great Un-
known tozr a long time. I was ac-
yuaioted with your eister in Cin
ennnabb who tended me in my affliction
ter’s devotion for your sake. When
hodied wrote you im the name of Father
ou were to rear up
child., | oolish of me to thmk tbat you
would be deceived | but att? time Be Iy
wits were beginn to go ou will 32@

wmoments to heal the rankling wounds of

hrgurhmhb,ybhonnlonotoncohﬂ-
AN

“Jt to f
Farral o “t.u«'lmk ot "mdoud

i?"?{* “rt.m" v Migh 2o o da3 o
Q‘u"ﬁod fo‘ ho face ot.u wxf:m'?

f;:: jnem.m °ZK. ddvino oﬂ'nu‘omo of

“ Kiss me, F?u'ul.” she said. He
ber the peace and reconecili on.
otoppmg towards the window, looked

eather hills; he looked intently afar—up—
up the rough, stony, irregular mountain
road—the mind seeiug when the oyo ‘had'
x'eaohod 'H.la hmit. Breeo was g 8;
e it etThoim“i 7
Py e b was
thc?ugh sightless, for lnughpt‘e’x: and ooJ

ral himself led off tho dance with Nan to

the strains of the “ Heat ory o
Farral livé® in his dre eoz:nght

it reality.

Nun bhad fallen into a slumber, Maeve
ept quietly out of the room. She met
l)xmmnid in the kitchen, told him of her
urenm and said ehe was resolved to de.
pal‘t the fwnoe for ever before her mother
awak I have kissed her good-bye,”
:%:* od, as the tears tumblod down her

nd tI ard r&enwt
Mnl m'dﬂlollmdmym«:}:&

“E cannot stay—I cannot etay. Diar-

maid, forget me-—no, nol remem'ber me as a
the s a oo

n if yon loavosodhali! 1 -
> 20 'l fol

Tow mu over sulasruffaun
would be black as night 'w'ltb(mt u, Beu- u
lasruffaun so dear to the hnm af both of

us, A desert—the , soli
w'ﬂdlarrnoso-wm a > lp ondtx‘ﬁdoh‘x?a{
d’ioe you were neav,

Oh ﬂl&t n? - sald Maeve, un
a sentiment voiced-

g her _.poouj mofher when Farral Kilroy, |
ko his son, q{oko in £he language of rhap-
sody in the glorious morning of youth. '
A oall came from the mck room. Huvo
hcntatod The call shoe
d short] Dhmmud

was mrmanoned Mvm Ogmm was tak.
her leave of M‘taht}'. SOTTOW . o.nd
&: Farral bnnelt the bedside. - On
maid’s enbetmg ahe evmced a ded :

to see him. oag proached. aeveo!uwd

¥

was dlosely the dying er, but

ihmlea?d lnd Ilvo ’ft to é&rm&d
shone on 0 r Nan

l :veetmm;»r ‘ip. 200 l;bwn

nﬁ &1 % livi in Beulas-

]rnihnn—-tho tthcr that

ever nnrnd oh oulywed

mﬁo%nm md %&m.

is no
vrithod’ bh'du ha.lpa.




