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SHAMROCK FLOWER.

CHAPTER I
FORMER MISERY OF IRELAND—JOHN SLA-
NEY'S CHARCATER AND DEATH—EMIGRA-

TION OF HIS FAMILY TO AMERICA

TWELVE years ago the little village of

B., in Ireland, was enjoying more than

its usual prosperity. The owner of
Castle B., and of the bhroad

around it, was absent with his

in a foreign land, and all his airs
were left in the hands of an agent. This
man, presenting a strikine c st to
those generally forming his ¢

®)

, and
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being naturally ¢ asy and good-tempered,
attended to the little wants of the peas-
antry around him; and if any were un=
able to meet their rent on the day of
payment, he gave them no trouble but
waited their convenience. He was a
jolly sort of man, more fond of fox-
hunting, horse-racing, and wine drinking
than of attending to the business come
mitted to his care. So, for the time
being, he made the tenants so happy,
that every mouth was filled with his
praise. When the people carried in
their rents, he always treated them to
a glass of punch or Irish whisky, and
we presume that few prayers were sent
up to the patron-saint for the nobleman’s
safe return. Thus, even after the sur

borhoods began to come

plain of dimimnished crops and increased

rents, the humble inhabitants of B. still
boasted loudly of their prosperity.
But alas, alas, for poor, beautifil
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Ireland! How many a cloud has over-
ghadowed her green fields,—how many
a blight has fallen on her shamrock
flowers, and withered the hearts of her
lowly children in these last sad ten or
fifteen years. Nor did the people of B.
escape the general desolation. The
agent having, by high living and im-
providence, wasted much of the money
entrusted to him, and hearing of his
lordship’s anticipated return, became
almost distracted. In an evil hour, to
escape the wrath of the lord of B., he
took his own life. That one pistol shot,
which sent him into eternity, scattered
horror and dismay throughout all the
little town. The people mourned his
loss, for agents are in general the curse

of Ireland’s poor, and this man’s place
would not likely be filled by one so
merciful to them as he had been. Be-
sides this, they now began to leok for

receipts for money and grain they had
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given him, But although he had treated
them so kindly, both he and they had
been very careless in this respect, and
they had few or none to show, Many
of the farmers had neglected to get their
leases renewed, for the common people
can not own their farms as in our happy
country ; and as the improvements had
been great since his lordship's departure,
they trembled at the thought of an in-
crease of rent.

Their worst fears were more than
realized, when, soon after the agent’s
death, the nobleman reached home with
a long train of French and Italian ser-
vants. His poor tenantry flocked round
the castle,—mnot to welcome him home,
but to assure him that they had fulfilled
their obligations in his absence, and to
entreat him not to demand the acknowl-
edgments of the agent. But he coolly
replied that he should demand full rent

of every man who could not show his
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quarterly receipts for the amount.
This threw the whole of the tenantry
into the deepest distress. Their homes,
whether stone cottages or mud hovels,
were dear to their hearts, and the
thought of banishment was to them
worse than death. Then they fled to
the priest to ask his intercession ; but
alas, he was not to be found. While
the poor scattered flock were in such dis
tress, the shepherd who had charge of
their souls was comfortably seated
the castle, drinking a “ welcome home”
to the imperious oppressor.

In the height of desp some heart-

less men fled to more favored parts,
leaving their helpless families to b ry

arvation. Others spent their days
and their last shilling at the village inn,
while a few old women, who had no
earthly helper, went, in their ignorance,
many times a day to the open chapel, to
count their beads, cross themselves with
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holy water, repeat “ Ave Marias,” and
kiss the picture of the Virgin Mother
and Holy Child. There was one man,
however, wiser than the rest. He oc-
cupied oneof the largest farms, and many
of the poorer class were employed by

him as laborers. He was sober, honest,

and industrious, and they, acknowledg-
ing his superior wisdom, now fled to him
for counsel, They hinted that perhaps
a huge riot, the burning of his lordship’s
out-buildings, or the poisoning of his
carriage horses,might bring him to terms,
Then a dark frown gathered on the brow
of honest John Slaney, and he asked,
“And where do ye think, neighbors, is
the Almighty gone that he wouldn’t see
yer fearful wickedness? Because ye
have lost yer homes on earth, do ye
mane to lose a place for your souls
?  Fear God more than man and
go home and pray to Him, for the heart

above
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o' this tyrant is in His hands.” And he
went in and closed his cottage door.
John Slaney, although a catholic in
name, feared God, and as far as he knew
the way, strove to obey Him. He was
an honest man and the son of an honest
man, and it was his boast that none who
belonged to him was ever accused of a
mean action. He was stern in his view
of right, and often gave the village
priest no little trouble on this account.
He did not hesitate to avow his opinion
that priests were bound to be as moral
as other men, and to declare that were
he a priest, ““ with such a power upon his
head, he’d soon throw out the company
at the inn, and drive the people to work.”
John and his father and grandfather,
had all been born and reared on the
same spot. The poor man’s heart had
grown to the place, and could not be
torn away without many a bleeding
wound. He looked abroad from the tot-
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tage door upon his home, so beautiful
and prosperous. Having been in the
possession of such men for nearly a cen
tury, it was small wonder that it looked
80 unlike the farms around it.  While
others had spent their holidays and lej
sure hours in beggin poaching, or loung-
ing round the inn, he and his ancestops
were planting trees, trimming he g

training vines. Just before this ¢

afiliction he had trimmed anew the

hedge-row, which in Ireland sometimes
takes the place of fences, Roses, honey-
suckles, and many trees and shrubs of:
ancient planting, now cast their shade,
and sent their fragrance around the
place. The potato field was in full
bloom, promising a plentiful harvest,—
his sheep, heavy with their snowy fleece,
grazed in full view, beside his catt le, and
on them he was gazing when intruded
on by his riotous neighhors, He entered
his cottage. True it had only the earth
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for its floor, and four panes composed its
largest window. The uncovered beams

were dark and low, and the roof was
only a thatching of straw. But oh,

was iome, and now itsreal defects see mml
beauties in the eyes of those who dwelt
there.

The farmer hung his hat on its ac-
customed peg, and sat down, strivi ing to
look brave and unconcerned, 3ut the
sobs and groans of his wife and eldest
daughter increased when they saw him,
They filled the air with suc ch howling
and wailings as Ireland’s excitable
daughters only raise over the he lov: Ld
dead. But littt]e Kathleen, or “our
Shamrock flower,” as John was v ont to
call her, sat on a low stool beside her
mother, pale and tearles: Her gricf
Wwas as deep as theirs, , but it sprang from
a O’lu\(‘ less (\ulhl_)

“Nelly, wom: in,” asked John, “ where
is your hcn‘ gone ? ye that always had




14 THE SHAMROCK FLOWER.

full and plenty when yer neighbors were
starving,—ye that never asked a thing
from God in yer life but ye got it,—does
it become the like o' ye, to fly thus in

the face o’ the Almighty when yer own
A It is aisy for
the like o’ ye,” he continued, holding

day of adversity comes ?

aloft his brawny arm, ¢ ye that’s got
such an arm to lane upon, and such a
sthrong heart as this”—and he struck
his breast—* to care for ye and yer chil-
der. What think ye will come o’ poor
Nora Phalan with her sick child, and
himself run away? Sure it was hard
luck for a dacent girl to live with the
likes o’ Mike, but it's harder still to live
without him. Do ye think yer hushand
will let ye stharve, Nelly 2”
¢ No, indade,” said Nelly Slan if
ard work will kape us from stharvation;
but what good is a sthrong arm if a man
has no land to work on? Ye can’t stay
here ye know, John,”
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“Nor do I want to stay,” replied he.
“No, I'll never be the tenant o’ a vil-
lain and a tyrant. Sure, Nelly dear,
my seed would rot in his earth before
it would come up. Ye can’t get a crop
without God's blessing, and I don’t be-
lieve his sun will shine nor his rain fall
here as in other days. Sure, I'll sell

every thing we own but our beds, and
Tl take ye to Ameriky. Oh! but that's
the free land where there’s justice for

the poor. Iwouldn't s vy in B. now if
his lordship would give me the farm.
No! I'd never more hear the mass nor
take the sacrament from a priest who
strikes hands with the oppressor, and
forsakes his flock in the hour of need.”
“Holy Mother,” exclaimed Nelly Sla-
ney, “wasn’t it only the manest o' the
people here as wint to Ameri
it mostly workhouse paupe
gars? and more nor that, dacent man
that ye are, John, ye have nothing to
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séll, for sure Biddy Roach told me all the
cattle and sheep is to be driven to the
castle to-night. Blessed Mary, help us ?
muttered the poor woman. John sprang

to his feet, and reaching to a huge be
over head took down a heavy hammer
and a box of nails. “His lordship will
not stale my crathers, for Tl dthrive
them in and nail the doors. IlI sell
them to the best advants and then,
if he’s not afeared o God. he may stale
part o’ the money, :ml T'll pay our pas-
sages with the rest.

Again Nelly and Maggie sent forth
another howling lamentation. “Oh,
poor lamby,” cried Nelly, stroking the
yellow hair of her y oungest born, “how
will ye with yer faint heart dver cross
the angry sea? Och, och, but I'm awful
afeared o' the tempest on the ocean.”

“ Och, mother, dear,” replied the little
girl, “ sure it's not the sea that I dthread,
Sure that can niver swallow us without
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God’s lave. Oh, it's the dthreadful
Protestants that I fear; it must be an
awful thing to live among a people
cursed o’ God.”

“Holy Mother, kape the Protestants
from murthering my children, or ruin-
ing their souls!” exclaimed poor Nelly,
clasping her hands, and raising her
eyes to Hehven,

Now, sensible and well- mominﬂ as
these people were, they really believed
that of all foes they could meet this side
of the infernal regions, the Protestants
were most to be dreaded. The cause of
this belief was ignorance. They y had
been" told that all out of the Catholic

church were a God- forgetting, a God-de-

fying people, all doomed to endless perdi-

tion ; and having never been ac quainted
with a Protestant, hu\\ should they know
to the contry wry

Oh, how ]xlt[\ they knew of the true

Gospel ; how lAIl[L of the vast gulf which
0%
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lies between the churches of Christ ang
Anti-Christ. How differently would
they have felf in that hour of nguish,

could they have only known how many
kind hearts on this side the water were
waiting to welcome Ireland’s exiled poor;
how many sacrifices were made here to
send bread to her hungry children; and
how many prayers followefl the ships
that bore it; prayers, that they might
also receive that bread which cometh
down from Heaven, which if a man eat,
1e shall no more hunger. But they
were ignorant of all this, and looked to
this happy land as to a place of spiritual
llight.

John bad disposed of all his little pro-
perty, and made arrangements for his
voyage. But his grain was ripe and wav-

chtly over the field, and, heart-

in. He er
an his last day
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ere the sun had risen high in the heavens,
he began to feel that the last week’s
ancuish of heart had weakened his arm.
]h-h left the field, entered his cottage,
handed his purse to his wife, saying,
“Nelly, I'm ill; when the men have
done, pay them ; pay them well, too, and
don’t let the cry o’ the poor enter God’s
ear against us. Let me go to my bed,
and if it's God’s will to take me as well
as the home, from ye, mind, Nelly, #hat
ye don’t speak back to the Almighty,
for he has a right to do as he will with
his own. Bring up the children to fear
God, and to love their fellow crathers.”
It was in vain that Nelly begged
to send for the priest. ¢« No, poor
woman,” he replied. “God will hear me
as loves and trusts him sooner than he
will him as fears neither God nor man.
Trust alone in Jesus Christ and ye'll all

be safe, Nelly”—and he sunk upon his
pillow.
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At nightfall the laborers came in; bug

a mightier reaper than they had heen
there before them, and the shadow of
ted on the cottage,
The fond and faithful man was gone,—

his dark wing still

his heart was broken,—and those he
loved were now desolate indeed.

Just as the sun was sinki

g, poor
Nelly, affectionate though unreconciled,
had softly opened the door of the room
in which her husband was lying. “ John,
dear heart,

she said, “if yer head still
aches so fearful, ye would better sit up
on the side o’ the bed, drink a good
draught o’ warm tea, and then take off
for the nig

yer clothe

it—don’t e fail
now, or we'll all be dead entirely.”
“Ye'll - have the widdy's God left ye,
if' I goes, Nelly; kape near to Him; and
may the blessing of the Almighty be
iver upon ye, my beloved wife, and upon
the two darlins he has sint us. Amen.”
These last words the good man uttered
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he raised himself in bed according to
his wife’s request. His eyes were lifted
to the Heavens whence cometh help, and
his hands tightly clasped as if in earn-
est and trustful prayer. It was his

dying admonition, his parting bl
When Nelly returned with his toast and
tea he had fallen back on his pillow.
“T'm faint, jewel,” he said, “lift me up.”
The agonized wife bent down to aid him,
when he clasped her neck with the
strength of death. He was gone beyond
the power of the tyrant to molest or
oppress.

The sudden death of his best tenant
put a check on the outrages of the cruel
nobleman. When told that Slaney’s
grain was gathered, he said to his cruel

agent, “ Let it be now; the poor creatures
have no protector; they will need it all.”

Their passage to America was paid,
and why should they remain in B. when
the only heart that had beat for them lay
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low and cold in the little church-yard 2
raised a simple stone cross on his
, planted a

rtle vine, and said
their last prayers beside it. They left
their homes in the darkness of night,
for Nelly said, “Sure, it would wring

the blood afresh oot o’ our hearts to see
John's g

ve as we passed, and know
that we were lavin’ it forever. Och, but

he was

the best friend that ever we had.”




CHAPTER IIL

VOYAGE—ARRIVAL—FRIENDSIN A STRANGE
LAND.

Om, the agony of fear, and helplessness
of sickness, which these poor people en-

Nelly and M

dured on the ses

gave woice to their woe whenever the
.

&

tempests rocked the ship in their fary.

¢ (Oh, Kathleen, jewel,” the mother
would say to her younger daughter,
“how can ye sit there with yer little
fing
ing

clasped and yer swate eyes look-
downlike, just as ye used to do at
home on ger blessed father’s knee?
Don’t ye know, honey, that ye are like
to go to the bottom o’ the sea, just now ?”

“If it would be God's will I'd like
to go down there afore I loses my

(23)
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soul, mother dear: may be I'd 2o to
my father then. But och/ this going
among a people accursed o’ God to arn
yer bread, is a fearful thing. Didn’t
father Murphy tell us a koondered times
that one half our paple as wint to
Ameriky, left the Hooly Church and lost
their sowls ! Oh Holy Mot}
from the hour o’ timptation !

“Father Murphy indade” e cclaimed
poor Nelly, forgetting her fear of the
storm in her contempt of the man “d
trast me sowl sooner in the hand o’ the
Protestants themselves, than in his,
Och! but he was the mane and wicked
writch as forsook the poor as had half
stharved themsilves to make a gintle-

kape us

man o' him, and ladies of his two sisters
and six naces! He saw yer father—
God rest his sowl—pay the agent the
last half year's rent, and he would no
tistify to it for fear o’ losing fayor with
the wicked lord !”
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¢ Mother dear, don’t be callin’ hard
names,” replied the child, “nor be 7e-

mimberin’ other paple’s sins. Sure we

have eno’ ¢’ our own. Mind what father
said, and trust Christ alone, and all will
go well with us. He can Zape us from

poverty, stharvation and the Protest-
ants too.”

Thus amid hopes and fears wore away
six w
shores of a free land blessed their lox

y weeks on the sea, before the

ing eyes. They laughed for joy, and
also wept for fear, as the brave ship
moored itself beside the crowded dock.
Some children, reared in Christian
families, may have gazed in thoughtless
wonder at the broad-frilled cap of the
widow, and the outlandish garments of
the girls, or smiled to hear their broken
English. Could they have known their
sorrow,.how soon would the smile of
contempt have been changed for the
tear of sympathy, They stood on the

2

3
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wharf watching their chests and boxes,
looking up and down the the lor g street
filled with confusion. Crowds of people
pushed past them and 1 in their
faces, but none asked, “ Are you strang-
ers I—can we do you any good ?” They
looked in vain for a familiar f:

e, and
at last went, they knew not whither,
with a cartman, who promised to find
them decent lodgir

Could they but have had the hushand
and father, were he everso poor, he would
have found some way to earn their bread.
But they were strangers in a strange
land, with no earthly helper, and their
money nearly

gone. Nelly took a room
where she wuh] take in work, and then
inquired her way by advice to the Intelli-

gence office, to secure a place for Meggie.

John had earnestly desired that Kath-
leen should go to school ; and although
Nelly herself could not read, she re-

solved to fulfill his wishes, no matter
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how much sacrifice and toil it might
cost her. The poor are often forced to
struggle hard to send their little ones
to school, and all the benevolent should

aid them in their efforts, if only by an
approving smile, or a word of welcome,
in the school-room. Many an emigrant
child has been driven to the streets and
to destruction by the ridicule of his
schoolmates. But a brighter lot was
little Kathleen’s. The widow’s God had
watched over poor Nelly, and the father
of the fatherless had taken her children
by the hand.

With beating hearts they made their

way through a crowd of boys toward

the school-room door. A few gazed
rudely at them, and one boy said aloud,
“ A new scholar fresh from Ireland,”—
but there was one little girl watching
them as they came near. She stepped
up with a bright smile and said, LY |

will take your little girl into school
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with me. My mother told N
I would watch for her, because
a stranger.”

Nelly w
dreaded 1

gie that
she was

1s very timid, and had really
1g an application for Kath-
sion, and therefore ghe felt
greatly relieved by this delicate act of
kindness. It was so unlooked for, that
she could sc arcely res

leen’s adm

rain her tears. |
“God grant,” she said, with a courtesy, ‘

“that the two rc S may never wither

on yer cheeks, nor the light o heaven |

fade out o' yer sweet eyes, Miss;” and

she returned home feeling quite easy

about Kathleen.

When the teacher rose to pray, Kath-
leen looked amazed,

“Do Protestants pray ?” she asked
softly of her little friend,

“ Oh, yes,” replied the child smiling,
“to the same God you pray to. But
we must not talk now.”

Then Kathleen thought in her heart
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that these could not all be such wicked
people as she had imagined. She was
sure, at least, that her teacher and Mrs.
Bell, with whom Meggie lived, and little

Sallie, must be good and love God. As

e saw the

weeks wore away, and Mc
ligion in the fa-

mily, she began tolisten to their devotions,

lovely fruits of their re

and almost before she was aware that
they were heretics, she found her desolate
heart seeking comfort in these means
of grace. The lonely widow, too, was
just in the state to be benefittpd
by Christian sympathy. ¢ Surely,” she
thought, these are not the same Pro-
,and

testants I used to hear aboutat home
from these I could have nothing to fear.”
She yielded herself to their gentle in-
fluence. No bitter invectives against
her priests, no ridicule of the Romish

church reached her ears to steel her
heart nst the truth, These new
friends dealt with her and her children
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as with any other souls in error, and
the strangers found just what they
needed, in the fullness which is in C Ij'mt
Jesus. Oh, what a solemn res sponsibility
rests upon us in regard to these poor
C s, who seek for rest heneath the
shadow of our vine. One harsh word,
one unjust act, may drive them aw ay
from the truth, while gentleness and
love may win their souls to Christ.

God had been leading Nelly and her
children by a way they knew not.
They are no longer widow and father-
less. God has adopted them into his
own family,

siving them a place in his
house better than that of sons and

5. Let us then, dear children,
walk kindly in pr
Let us deal tende rly with them, whether

sence of such as these.

we meet them in the kitchen, in the

shool-room, or in the highw ays of life.
Who knows but God may honor some
of us as instruments of leading them
into the way of truth?




-

CHAPTER TIIL

IN—HER

HRISTIAN CONDUCT OF KATHLE
ECIOUS MEMORY.

PEACEFUL DEATH—

Years passed, and Kathleen had
made such advances in knowledge that
she was really well educated when com-
pared with her mother and her sister.
She could read well, write a correct
letter, cipher in all the simple rules,
ive some account of the earth with

and
its countries, rivers, mountains, and
cities. Her mother and Meggie had
toiled so hard and so long to send her
to school, that the good girl grew imp:
She found a place

tient to repay the
at service in a minister’s family, and be-
gan her duties with great delight. She
[ a deep interest

(81)

soon created for
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in every heart, and many efforts were
made for her spiritual benefit. Hep
Bible was hd daily companion, and her
seat beside the family altar was never

vacant. She listened with earnest at-

on to all she heard, and her friends
rejoiced in the hope that she was already
a child of God. A year thus wore away,

when it became evident to her mistress
that she was not long for earth. A
slight cough, then cold chills, ¢
throat and a hectic fever, told her
doom. With the greatest tendern
was hinted to Kathleen that these [
symptoms, which seemed to give her no

alarm, were considered almost fatal. No

trembling seized her fr

form, no tear
dimmed her meek eye.

“I have known this for weeks in my
own heart, ma’am,” she said calmly,
if no

‘and
s God’s time, I'm sure I wouldn’t
wish to live beyond it. T've never feared

death since I saw how peacefully my
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father met it, and T've niver forgotten
his dyir

g counsel. It's God alone through
Jesus Christ that I hope in for pardon;

and I wouldn’t be putting off death only
for my poor old mother. But my father’s
blessing that has ever followed usin the
land is not run out yet. He will

strange

see to her and Meggie when I'm gone

from them.”

Three months from that time this
humble but lovely gi s borne to her
long home. Her faith failed not in the
trying hour, and she departed with words

of peace half-spoken on her tongue.
This sketch is no fiction, but true in
all its particulars. The name of her
whom we have here called Kathleen, is
a houschold word among the affection-
ate little children of a minis
in New England. Her example is still
bright before the servants in that com-
munity, and held up before those who

er’s family
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have taken up the toil she left when she
entered into rest. Her memory
pre

long before she find another such servant

is
cious to her mistress, who will seek

to share her midnight watchings beside
the little couch of pain, or to follow up
her holy teachings with such a lovely
life before her children. The blessed
Jesus has said: « Well done, thou good
and faithful servant; thou hast been
faithful over a few things, T will make
thee ruler over many thin;
into the joy of thy Lord.”

: enter thou

BENEFIT OF THE SCRIPTURES,

IN an Trish school, the children were
allowed to take the New Testament
home with them at night, to learn from
it their lessons for the next day. One
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of the boys read his Testament to his
father and mother, who were Roman
Catholics, and they felt much interested
in what they heard from it. The wife
was soon after .taken dangerously ill,
and the husband requested a Protestant
clergyman to visit her; whom he told,
that in comsequence of hearing the
child read the Seriptures, they had re-
nounced popery, and regularly attended
his ministry. I have reason to thank
God and you, sir,” said the man, “for
teaching my son in the school. I have
been all my lifetime in ignorance, sin,
and misery, until I heard that book.
Now, I am taught to put my trust in
Christ alone for salvation.” The

woman, too, gave evidence in life and
death of her dependence on the merits
and intercession of Jesus for eternal
life. Her husband and son solemnly

determined, by the Divine help, to make




36 BENEFIT OF THE SCRIPTURES,

the Scriptures the only rule of faith
and practice.

““T'his is the judge that ends the strife,
Where wit and reason fail ;

ide to eve
h all
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