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THE FORTUNES OF AN IRISH SOLDIER. -

CHAPTER XXVIL—DEEDS OF DARKNESS.

* Garvey looked wistfully at _ the departing sol-
diers, and then casting a' hurried glaoce up - the
stairs, and seeing. nothing in that: direction to
warrant . a:precipitate retreat, he _ll.m_ldly glided
mto the dram-shop at the ‘snde,“'eh_]m_mng silence
by a sigaficant gesture to Peter Coyle, the pro-
prietor, 3s he glanced at his grim helplpate,_whp,
witha fushed face, lying back m a high chair,
was snoring in a tipsy doze. Stealthily passing

" her by, he entered a little closet, attended by his
ill-looking host; and then, having cleared his
voice-once or twice, though be did not meditate
raising 1t above a whisper, thus began :

¢ Mr. Coyle,’ said he, ¢ you know I am a pro-
fessional men—and 1t might often lie io my way
to give you alift. Your place bas its advantages
and disadvanlages—but it bappens te suit me ;—

“and to sliow you that I'm serious, I mean to try
‘you with a job of some importance, #nd that im-
mediately.

¢By cockand pue, sir, you'll find me up to
anyting ; for fair pay and short accounts is all I
ask.” rephed the bloated inkeeper, with a sinis-
ter book, as'if he expected some villainous pro-

osal.
P 1 know it well, Mr. Coyie,’ replied Garvey,
¢ and fair pay and cash on the nail shall be your
meed. Now, observe me : the relative of a cer-
tain old lady, about whom you shall know noth-
ing but exactly what I tell you, desires te place
her for a little time in your cbarge. This is a
rambling old house, and. you must have abundance
of out-o’.the-way apartments up stairs; let her
have one of the most private, and as mear the
tiles as may be; for it’s just possible that she
may endeavor to do sometbing queer ; in short,
to give youthe shp, and cut and run ; so the
cocle loft is the place, under lock and key, do
you.mind.: Look sharp is the word; for if che
gets away, I promise you you’ll get into trouble.
Deon’t tell that drunken old deril, there,” he con-
tinued, confidentially, with a slight nod towards
the interesting helpmate, who was snoring, as we
bhave said, in the bar-room; €if she knows it,
everybody knows it; the secret must be your
own, and no one else’s—and your visitor must be
as sate and as close as if she were 1 the Bir-
mingham tower. You shall be well rewarded if

ou do your buswess; and, on the other hand,
should you fail, I tell you fairly and once more,
you were never in such perst before in all your
days. So, bethirk you before you undertake
this job—count the gains; and count the cost,
and then for your answer.

¢If that’s afl, I'm agreed,’ rejoined the fel-
low, promptly ; * that is, 1f so be the terms are
suitable.’ S .

«Good ; then you shall hear from me again ;—
and, meanwhile, hold yourself prepared—and take
this for earnest.? .

Thus saying, Garvey placed some-gald in the
fellow’s hand, and stealing out lightly, for fear of
awaking the slambering landlady, he gladly found
himself once more in the protection of the pub-
lic street. , .

Meanwlule, in the. Countess’s bower, Jeremiah
Tisdal was left wholly alone, There was that in
the subject of his recent conversation, and abore
all in its result, so “horrfic, that spite of all its
stoicism, he trembled in every. joint, while le
remembered it. - With the scowl of fear-stricken
villainy, he sate looking down movelessly upon
the floor ; when he did move, at last, his first
impulse, strangely, was to stride to the outer
door, close it, and draw the bolt. He next shut

that which communicated ‘with the closet, of

which we have so often spoken; and secured it
with one of the inassive chairs, sloped prop-wise
against it, makig these arrangements . with a
breatbless flurry and a jealousy, which would
bave argued the immediate apprehension of as-
sault or arrest. ' L : -
No longer restraming his agony, be smote. s
clenched hand upon bis breast, and s head, and
groaned as if his very heart were bursting, while
be walked distractedly from wall - to wall " of the
ruinous old chamber. '
. Jeremiah Tisdal was not
' failed to. represent:him justly,.if .the reader -has
50 esteemed. He® was -one'who~ would-bave

- tiven anything he possessed ‘on “earth, save his | §

life, 10 be assured that heaven: was, reconciled

:with bim—anpthing but his lite, for be had;learned!

- to fear to die: Through years of. profligacy and
crime, the prinerples instilled in his childhood bhad

followed him;* ever returning to Ins memory; and.

. whispering terrors, unspeikable:td. his conscience.-

.. Remorse had. for years been the-passion of his

. life==the ol nature:of: the man.was :indeed: still |r
“'there, but all subdued: by the: ghastly presénce of
8 secret 't moroseness and, avarice,  per-
haps, " hecausé so entirely unlilce the sins, .of - his
,guilty, .youth, he had,;suffered.;unconscrously to-

.4, secret 't

- ereep into  his he

*mémbrance :of “his;
‘ff‘.f]errt)r"qf’ he:judg
B TR Iy

-1 his eyes, he saw, as clearly as the uncertain and

a hypocrite ; we bave:

the zeal of abject fear, seek in his own dark and
fanatical way'to propitiate heaven, and to earn
safety from the doom, whose dread rever ceased
to hauat him.night :and.day ; the:fear of-death,
except when overwhelmed in the instinctive ex-
citemant of actual conflict, had become with
him a positive disease. -He dared not ‘die—and’
hence - the dreadful power of the threat which
that night bad torn him. from his hopes—the
hopes to which he clung frantically, as the mur-
derer of old might to the horns of the altar, and
dragged him from the very sanctuary. back into
all the terrors of retributive destruction ; 1t was
s inexorably demanding back his_bondman.

The remorseless claim he felt as though it had
been thundered in his ears. To defer the evil
day, he paid the price of his respite—betrayed
his benefactor—bore false witness against the
life of his friend. Ohb, madness! that the work
of years should be in one brief hour undone, and
he once more the murderous slave of Satan. In
his trenzy, he cast himself on his knees—threw
himself waltowing on the floor, and called in-his
agony upon the Almighty, his pardon, at one
time, and at another for deslruction, in frantic
incoherence. :

At last, by a wiclent effort, he resolved to re
view, as closely as his memory would serve him,
the whole substance and material of the stale-
raent to which he had that might subscribed bis
oath, with a desire of ascertaining the amount
of mischief to Sir Hugh, involved in the perjury
into which he had been coerced. This review,
however, more than ever persuaded him that he
had nothing to hope for—that he had ruined his
friend.

Cold as stone, and shivering violently, as a
man ia an ague fit, Tisdal stood for nigh half an
bour, by the fire-place—his damp hand clutched
upon the mantel-piecc. The agony of his mind
was naw increased by nearer terrors—the fear
that he was ill, and, perhaps about to die. Upon
the projecting ledge of the mantel-piece, there
stood 3 flask of brandy, scarcely half emptied,
the only surviving relic of ius ill-omened carou-
sal. He swallowed nearly the whole of it at a
draught, and threw himself into a chair by the
fire. The overwhelming dram he had just taken
speedily produced its effect ; the floor rocked
and beaved beueath him, like a laboring sea ; the
candles flickered and danced, and crassed and
multiplied themselves ; all was confusion and gid-
dimess, untit gradually darkness swallowed the
chaos, and he lay snoring in heavy and belpless
stupor,

Strange to say, it was not dreamless: he had
slept, he knew ot how long, when he was visit-
ed by a wild and awful vision. He dreamed that
it was night—just such a night as that on which
Deveril had so unexpectedly greeted him in the
Grange of Drumgunniol. He was, he thought,
returoing to his bouse ; and as he passed, he
looked through the window into the glowing
kitchen, His little niece, Phebe, was standing
by the fire, and before her a man—gracious God!
—with his throat cut from ear to ear; the girl’s
murdered father, with rapid and awful gestures,
telling lus tale of mortal wrongs. In his tearful
dream, Tisdal thought he strove to. move from
the window, but without the power to stir, until
the dead man, seeming to have ended bis horrible
story, pointed slowly at him where he stood ;—
and thereupon, in the dream, the girl turned
round, and with a measured step, walked towards
him, while her features, once so pretty and ia-
nocent, grew ghastly and demonize, and she
cried aloud, as she came on—¢ Judgment I’

With a start be wakened. He must have slept
long ; for the fire was now expiring, and one of
the candles had burned out, and the other was
flaring in the socket,” and so faintly that its un-
equal flashes scarce reached the distant walls of
the old chamber. -~ Everything was still, except
‘for the soft fall of rain upon the windows. Such
were the circumstances usder which, on raising

fluctuatiog light would allow, a mysterious and
ill-defined” form arrayed in some thin, fantastic
festoonery of rags, which waved and Hultered
strangely, moving backward and forward, to-
wards the expiring candle and from it,in a sort
of crazed and hovering dance~sometimes scarce-
ly- distingmishable from a flickering shadow upon
the wall, and sometimes again, for tbe least ima-
inable. point of .time, just catching the light,
and merciful Heayen:! .showing, as it seemed, the
terrific features of the dead—the face which had,
‘haunted him in ns-dream~—wearmng; ‘at”‘once, a-
look of ‘terror, and maliguity, and vengeauce, in,
kideous incongruity. with its fantastic movements..
This-fearful. apparition, sometimes a shadow, and |.
sometimes; for-a second; a:thing So distinctly ter-;

fic><dnd then, again, but a” flaunting, Hickering,
mist,, seeiried to flutter and Hover.in..a_ strange.
sympathy with the expiring., and uucertain. light ;;
;and...not- the . least horrible :part: of ' the - infernal, [,
gdangé;iv'a‘s;a that!it was all absolutely ‘souadless:.

2

d ‘deng‘ breath’.

-mournful companionship with her father, in the

.out deepened, with a sort of depressing sympatby,
the gloom which . reigned: within her -mind. . . As.
.she sate thus sorrowfully, she - beard .the rumble.
.of *.carriage- wheels - aod the -clang . of horses”
:hoofs oo the pavement, almost: beneath .the win-
:dow.where she sate. It stopped:some: little way

:the. same: moment a.lantern issued:-from-: one : of.
ithe eutrances, and.moved irregularly, sometimes:
faster-and, sometimes slower, over.the little inter=
-val  whioh . interposed: between.the .line . .of :the| ) _
' y skirt -of: the .latter:;: he adjusted. Lis - wardrobe.
\might- be: the;movemeats. of :some.one.-engaged: with-the: utmost care;- and altogether:exhibited ia:
{nr.e.ngr.qssmge.cqnf.ei:en‘«?_ezwit,h :
AT
3§, by;the' passage
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move—unabile to pray, almost to breathe, ' The
cold ‘sweat burst from every pore—thrill after
thrill "ot ‘horror froze him—ngd and cold as
stone he .ate, unable to count the terrible hours,
which, in their hideous monotony, seemed drawn
out into whole years of unearthly agony. Gra-
dually, however, the grey light of morning
streamed into the dreary chamber, and Tisdal
skullced, terror-stricken, from his seat. Witha
deep  ‘conviction that the dreadful apparition
which had visited lim in the mght-time fore-
boded his owa coming ruin, be hurriedly snateh-
ed his hat, and, not waiting to draw his mantle
about him, unbolted the chamber door, and quit-
ted an apartment, every object in which had now
grown insupportably borrible. Dizzy and fever-
ish, from the unwonted excessesand frightful
agitation of the previous night, he walked forth
without interruption into the grey light and still
breath of morning.

. L] (] . - [}

Where 15 the stoic who can, unmoved, await
the slow but steady approach of an inevitable
danger—a danger stupendous, inexorable—which
no exertion of his can frustrate, and no inge-
nuity escape ?

As the tired sailor, clinging to the torn shrouds
of a wreck, walches the onward roll of the
mountainous wave that towers and blackens but
the wilder, and vaster, the nearer 1t comes, so
did old Sir Hugh, in the dreadful calomess of
suspense, await the arrnival of the day which was
finally to determine his doom—to dispose of his
fortune and his life. Days passed, and weeks;
and at last the long-dreaded crisis was at hand,
It was now the eve of that morn on whick Sir
Hugh Willoughby was to be arraigned for lugh
treason.

The sun was just going down as Grace sate in

dusky chamber of ¢ the Carbrie,’ and in the fitful
passes of thewr  melancholy ‘conversation, full
many a wandering thoughy. ceeried hier back again
to the pleasant’ wood¥'Xad” winding river, and
ihe grey towers of Glindarragh ; and sometimes,
with a transient interest, she wondered how her
old companions, her fond nurse, and gentle little
Phebe fared ; and whether they knew of the
fearful danger in which the knightly master of
Glindarragh at that moment stood. But no tid-
ings bad reached them. Tn those suspicious and
terrible times, when Jetters were hable to be in-
tercepted, read, and severely construed by the
government, 1t had been judged most prudent for
Sir Hugh, in Ins pertlous posttion, to attempt no
correspondence with his absent friends. Whle
thus her fond fancy carried ber back in many a
flitting thought, to her luved home, the same sua-
set was gliding its grey walls.

Within the deep shadow of a jow-arched case-
ment, pushed open to recesve the fragrant breath
ef evenng, sits a pale invalid, a young man, ne-
ghgently but elegantly dressed—it is Percy Ne-
ville; and see, outside, arrested in her return
with ber troop of merry milk-maids, close by the
grey window-sills, stands the graceful, artless,
beautiful girl we have seen before, Phebe Tisdal,
half reluctant, half gratified, blushing in reproach-
ful confusion, and smiling with all her soft inno-
cent dimples ; so true, aud withal so touching a
smile, that one knew not whether to smile again
or to sigh as he looked on it. But here we must
not linger ; back again to ¢the Carbrie’ our
story calls us.

Till midnight the old knight sate with his
daughter. who read to him from time to time
such passages as he desired to hear and in the
intervals they communed with what cheerfulness.
they might assume. 'Willing, however, that his
child, whose pale looks filled lim with new anxie-
ties, should have some repose of which she seem-
ed to stand sorely in neeg, be bade her good
night, with a mournful serenity, and commend-
ing her to God’s keeping, shut bimself into his
chamber,

Heart-sick, fearful, and well nigh despairing,
poor Grace, seated by the window of her apart-
ment, counted the weary hours.

. The hum of. conviviality and the noises ot riot
had now sunk into profound silence, and every
sound of human bustle, business.and pleasure was
hushed. It was a dark, moonless night of heavy
plashing: rain. There were no street lamps in
those days, aud the dense obscurity of all with-

up.the street, -at . the same side; and. almost :at.

houses;andsthe, coach,:in accordance . with: what,

\

ompanion. At
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‘insensibly interested in~-what - was' passing—the

the light. Trifling as was all ‘tlis, she became

more so, perbaps, on account of the utter lonels-
ness of the hour, and the extreme darkoess, as
well as the tempestuous character of the night,
which conspired to throw an air of mystery over
these proceedings. It might be a hearse for a
secret funeral, or a coach full of state conspira-
tors ; it might, in short, be anything dark, sinis-
ter, or guilty.

Ob, night! sweet, sad herald of repose, of
dewy shadows and soft serenades, and mystic glo-
rious dreams, how many minstrels have sung from
earliest ages, when the world was young, thy
wondrous gentleness and celestial beauties!—
how maay lovers have sighed and wished thy
shadows endless ! and yet, oh mght! in all the
chastened glories of thy starry court, for how
many dost thou rise a queen of terrors.

She pushed (he casement gently open; the
buzz of men’s voices in suppressed tones reached
her ear through the mght air, followed by the
sound of the opening of the coach door; then
came a stifled scream, as if through the folds of
many muffilngs; then it rose loud and piercmng,
and once more stified as before. This was ac-
companied by the sound of feet, as of men stag-
gering and stombling over the pavement under a
struggling load. The sounds seemed to follow
the lantern into the entrance whence it had at
first 1ssued. The door was shut, and in the
darkness the vehicle rumbled off as it had come,
leaving all once more in profound obscurity and
silence. ‘

Chilled with a feeling akin to Lorvor, the
young lady hastily closed the window, and drew
further into the security of the chamber. Had
she but knoivn tully the story into which that
scream was a single incident, wild work 1t would
‘ave wrought with her heart and brain that night.
Even as'it was in the intervals of ber own im-
mediaté anxieties and fears, as she lay awake
through the tedions hours of darkness, Lhe shriek
which had startled her still rang in her ears, and
made her heart beat fast.

It was, as we have said, a dark and stormy
night, and heavy drifts of rain, from time to
time, rode vpon the blast ; muddy streams scour-
ed the gutters, and the wet lay so deep in every
rut and hollow of the pavement, that the foot
passengers, as he plodded through the dusky
streets, gave up in sulky despair the idle attempt
to pick his steps, and recklessly plunged on thro’
the pools and mire. ‘

Few pedestrians trod the streets; all who
could avoid exposure to the ungenial weather,
were snugly housed ; every place of entertain-
ment in the city was crowded, and the guests
seemed resolved to make amends by the bois-
terous riot of therr mirth for the restraints to
which the storm and rais subjected them.

Upon this dismal night, lights gleamed from
the Castle windows ; one of those brilhiant draw-
ing-rooms whicl assembled all that was gay and
brave and beautiful in the Jacobite cause, within
the stately chambers of the royal residence, was
then proceeding; and through the long rows of
gleaming windows, in the intervals ot the howl-
ing gusts, were faintly heard, the softened har-
monics of merry music.

.At the side of the quadrangle, most remote
from those sights and crowds, wrapped closely in
his mantle, and filled with rumiations by no
means congenial with the spirit of revelry and
mirth which reigned so near lim, stood a tall,
dark figure. He had twice walked to the dim
lamp which overhung a doorway close by, to
consult his watch, and twice returned with hasty
strides to the shelter of the arched entrance,
within whose shadow he had ensconced himself.
At last, having satisfied himself that the appointed
hour had arrived, this personage groped his way
to the further end of the dark lobby in which he
stood, and knocked sharply at z door. It was
opened by a servant, whe, on hearing Miles Gar-
rett’s name, ushered that gentleman—for he was
the expectant in the cloak—up stairs, and into an
apartment, where he left him .in utter solitude.—
A fire was nearly expiring 1 the bearth, and
four wax candles, in massive silver capdlesticks,
iluminated the chamber. It was furnished in
the richest fashion, and hung with gorgeous tapis-
try. A portrait. of the then Duchess of, Tyreon-
nel—taken in all the splendor of her early beauty
‘before her first marriage—graced the wall, in a
massive frame. A table, on which stood 2 large
writing-desk, jealously locked, and a silver tray,
with coffee. cup and ewer, in the coofusion. in,
wliich a hurried enjoyment .of that refection had
left them,, gave farther token of the receat occu-

moreover,. dangled by.its belt from . the back of
the tail chair, that stood close by it.; ;;, - .

_..Garrett.removed his:hat - and:cloak, and:éven |
went :so far as; to wipe.. his soiled: boots : in -the .

_good‘deal of fidgetty-uneasiness’ about: thei:iap-

relt saem, gave ‘High-priest who,” &e.:: .
pation of the chamber... A couteay: de .chase,|; '

footsteps—and hearing none, consulted hus watch;
and then again listened with every manifestation
of anxious and excited impatience, tempered,
however, aod in some sort subdued, by a certain
awe and uneasiness, resulting from a conscious-
ness alike of the uncertamty of his reception,
and of the inomentous importance of his success.
(70 be Continued.)

FUNERAL ORATION OF THE LATE BISHOP
MacDONELL.

PREACHED IN TRE CATHEDRAL OF KINGITON BY THR
BEV. MR. BENTLEY, OF MONTREAL, 0N THS 28TH
OF SEPTEMHOER, 1861.

“ This man was the high-priest, who in his life
propped np the house, and in his days fortified tha
temple. . Ha took care of his nation, and deli-
vered it from destruction. He shone in his days
like the morning star in the midst of a cloud ; . . .
nnd ag the snn whan it is bright, did he shine #n the
temple of God." —Ecclesiaticus 1, 1, 4,6, 1.

My Lorvs—DEAR BreTHrEN,—Man is not
an isolated being.  Each individual is a link in a
vast chain of rational creatvres, depending in a
great measure on those that preceded him om
thissever varying scene, in his turn, modifying
the allotted portion of those who are to follow
after bim, and without interfering with the free
action which distinguishes man, preparing the
circumstances in which that freedom shall be ex-
ercised and directing the current of its activity.
Each human being who meets in rationa) inter-
course with his fellows, no matter how mean his
attainments, or how low his place in the social
scale, fails not to Jeave some impres< on his race,
and to exert an influence for good or for ewl,
whicl, even when his mortal remains shall have
withered into dust, and his name shall have van-
ished from the memortes of men, shall still live
on, and continue till the last wreck of time, and
throughout the endless vistas of etermty. to mo-
dify bappily or banefully the destinies of a fong
chain of beings. If this be true, as unquestion-
ably it is so, how deep, how wide-spread, how
abiding must be the influence of those whom
Heaven has aited with her choicest stores—
whose station in society has made them, to a
large extent, arbiters of the fall or resurrection
of many, and on whom the peculiar circumstances
of their times have conferred a power reserved
for a chosen tew! And if they have husbanded
those rare talents, if they have labored in their
high station for the well-being of their depend-
ants, and have taken advantage of their peculiar
cireumstances to prevent the fall, or to procure
the resurrection of their contemporaries, then,
indeed, is it a'solemn duty tor those who reap
the fruit of theiv virtunus exertions, to cherish
their memory, to recount with pride and thanks-
giving thetr great achievements, and in fine not to
remain idle spectators of their merit, but to take
courage from their example, und seek to (cllow
in their steps.

And if, dearest brethren, we have met toge-
ther in such large numbers to assist at the solemn
spectacle,—if our reverend clergy and venerable
hierarchy, leaving for a moment their respective
flocks, croud around this touching wreck, if this
magnificent edifice appears draped in the dark
shrouds of death, it js because a holy and Apos-
tolic Bishop has appeared among us, who, though
it is now more than twenty years since he was
taken from this busy scene, siill lives among us
by his work, of whose generous lzbors unnumber-
ed thousands among us reap the fruit, and whose
sterlhing merit, generous patrintlsm, heroic devot-
ednesg, and solil virtue claim from us the feeble
tribute of homage, respect, and gratitude.

In a like spirit, and with a similar design, did
the inspired writer pen the encomium of the
High-priest Simon, son of Onias, in the words
which T have chosen for my text. Like Mases,
in a former age, he wae in a twofold meaning,
the saviour of his people—he rescued them trom
impending destruction—while he re-established
their ruined fortunes, he guided their wearied souls
to the imperishable goods, the never-ending hap-
pioess which religion alone confers ; and while
he pointed out the path of rectitude, he himself
shone by his virtue, * as the morning star in the
midst of a cloud,” or rather as the sunin his
mid-day splendour! We have liere ‘dear breth-
ren an abridged but faithful history, penied’ two
thousand years before hiand of the life and' virtues
of him whose loss we mourn to-day ; and the series
of events whick shall form the subject of the dis-
cotirse will ‘show you. in ‘the person of Bishop
MacDonald, a realisation inour own tunes of
those words of -the -holy spirit, which seem pro-
phetic -rather than..historical, «This: ‘was ‘the
.- The storms of the sixtecath centuryy far-from
weakening,-tended. to purify the Church’ofiGod ;.
and the sangainaryl::persecitions: by which' the -
spinitof+ darkness *caused: such fearfulravages,
while - they cut:af -those rottenchranchesiwiiich

‘encuinbered, the! frue:vine,: seryed;“throusfithe
influenice ‘of:, Provilénce, .l impart, new iferand..

proacbing.interner, swhatever atsi;object;. might!

it-stopped, and twice.or:thrice Was;darkened,.
' f persons:betw '

+

ie n cher;and: /b

Hejylistened:tor,
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the;;sound ;6f . approaching:swe: observe:
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