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THE FORTUNES OF AN IRISH SOLDIER.
CHAPTER XLIL—LOVE AND GLORY.

Fast as old Time sweeps in his swarth, fresh
weeds and flowers spring up beneath his scythe.
Old actors pass away and are forgotten, and new
ones take their places. : C

Thus, as the carrent of our tale flows on, we
lose sight;: and mayhap forever, of many a fami-
liar personage and place, while strange faces and
pew objects rise around us, as we drift - onward
toward the close. A year has passed—the sun-
shine,and the rains, and winds of a long year
bave fallen upon the grave of Lady Willougkby.
Sir Hugh—landiess mow and homeless—still,
with liis fair ebild, dwells in the same Jodging
where we'saw him last. To attempt to leave
bhp'.'_féi“ty.wé;e, under existing circumstances, a
daugerous, if not aa impracticable emtsrprise.—
Stern proclamations, dictated by the dread ur-
gency of the impending crims, and enforced by
the prompt and unsparing sarciions of mllltgiry
law, restricted all suspected persons to the im-
mediate neighborhood of their dwellings, and in
the majority of cases had even placed them nuder
the rigors of actual imprisonment. :

It was the eve of the First of July, 1690,
that memorable day om which was fought the
battle of the Boyle. )

The old city of Dublin was now comparatively
deserted. Scarce a red coat was to be seen in
its’ gloomy and shattered streets; a bandful of
militia kept guard at the Castle, which bad sent
forth its king, with all his goodly company of
generals and courtiers, either to take aa acuve
part in the long-deferred struggle, or to witness
its issue as spectators.

The stillness and langar of the town, contrast-
ed with the receat hubbub and bustle attending
the transit of thousands of stern and reckless
soldiéry, upoh their inarch to the scene of dan-
ger, had in it something at once depressing and
indefinably exciting.

Upon the fortunes of the coming battle each
party felt that their destinies were suspended.—
The husbed and agitating prevalence of a sus-
pense, which came home not oaly to the soldier
and the politician, but to every private man, in
the shape of alarm for bis property and his safety,
pervades every street and dwelling, and clouded
every countenance in the city with awe. Busioess
was entirely neglected ; men kept restlessly to-
ing and fro-ing, and grouping together in little
knots, gossiping at the street corners, in low
tones, and laughing strangely, in the almost hys-
terical excitement of the crisis~-the long-looked-
for crisis, that was now at last, in fearful earnest,
indeed, present and upon them.

A tall and sigularly bandsome officer of dra-
goons, fully equipped in the splendid uniform of
those days, and wearing in his face an expression
at once lofty and melancholy, was; upon the night
in question, ascending a dark and old-fashioned
stair in the city of Dublin. He paused at a doar,
which opened from the first landing-place. A
feeling which.he could not for a’ inoment over-
come, held him doubtfully «t the tbresbold.—
He entered, however, and, raising his plumed
bat, and shaking back from his noble features his
long black bair, Turlogh O'Brien stood m the
presence of Grace Willoughby and her father.

How did her shifting color show the beating
of her little heart, as, between smiles and blushes,
she greeted her true lover. How did the sol-
dier’s eyes, with the passionate fire of his owa
lﬁer;e and melancholy pature, requite her softer

0oks. .

* Sir Hugh,” he said, having returned the old
man’s cordial greeting, in language not less ge-
gerous, ‘it 1s Jong—to me how long ~sisce I
have seen you, and it may be long, very long,
wre [ see you again’ And be glanced towards
the fair giri witk u foudaess all the more. touching
for the stern and haughty beauty of his face.—
‘Thave but a few hurried moments to stay heve.

cannot acd will not, waste words. What isso
Bear iy heart must be spoken-—spoken, per-
ehance, with a soldier’s bluatmess, but yet with
the feeling that all my hopes, ‘my bappiness, are
wound up in your answer. Youremember—you
tanot have forgotlen—our conversation on the
e¥eling when I saw you last. Sir Hugh, it is
R0 light-fancy, no trivial feeling, that could lead
Turlogh O'Brien thas to sue on in spite of a re-
pulse. I fove your daughter—Miss Grace—I
IW&ber dearly—desperately—with afl the ' love
and all the loyalty—with every feelg, and pas-
Stou,'and thought, and hope of my heart;-—say,
i 1 outlive to-wmorrow’s battle, will you at last
tonsent, and grve- her to the fondest and truest

ver that ¢ver-yet iu honor aud :Jevotion sued
for e band'of ‘maideny . o

Sir Hugh was shaken. He. looked st lis
daughter, and theu at the aoble face of the baud-
Sowme ‘saldier,. awd - them once more -at: lig owa.
Yoved ehild, © .0 v owoae v o i

* Tutlogh, Turlogh O*Brien; she has been my
only -child—my darling he said jat hat, ip 2

broken voice ; and the tears, which the dangers
of adverse fortune had never yet wruag from his
eyes, began to gather tluck, and coursed one
another down his furrowed cheeks as he spoke—
¢ She has been the comfort, the stay, the pride
of my old age’; she has been, indeed—indeed—
a good child to me: and it she loves you, why
should I mar her happiness or yours. Let ber,
‘then, choose now aad forever for herselt.’

¢ Grace, dearest Grace, you hear him,- said
Turlogh, passionately turning to ber: say bat
one word ;. deign but one smile ; conseat but by
look,and flood with Joy the heart that loves you
wall—the heart that by -to-morrow might may
beat no more,

The last words of his appeal smote home to
her true heart—the bashful struggles of timidity
were over in a moment.

¢ Oh, Turlogh, Turlogh P she wildly eriad ;—
and, pale and sobbing, the light form of the no-
ble girl, in a momeat, lay folded fondly and trest-
ingly to the heart of the soldier.

We need not follow to its close that hurried
buot eventful interview, nor say how the old man
fssed his beautiful and blusking child; how
fondly he blessed them both, and how he pramsd
their hands together. Aftec many and many 2
fond farewell, at last he was gone, indeed ; and
even the receding clang of his charger’s hoofs
sank mto silence.

Thus Tourlogh O'Brien, in wild acd bappy
ecstasy of triumphk, rode rapidly towards the
camp of King James, and never thought the
while that fortune may interpose ¢ full many
a shp between the cup and the lip.’

While Turlogh O'Buien, thus absorbed ia glo-
rious reveries, spurs onward towards  the teoted
field,” we shall avail ourselves of the interval,
unwilling as we-are to interrupt his entranced
and happy silence, to sey a few words touching
the progress of events, which we trust may suf-
fice to give the reader some general notisn of the
actual state of things at the period at which we
have now taken up our tale. If, however, as s
by no means impossible, the genile reader care
marvellously little for such dissertations, he can
easily escape the present by what is technically
termed ¢ skipping’ the next dozen or so lines.

The presence of William’s powerful and splen-
didly-orgamsed army in the North, and the arri-
val of the prince himself to take their head, had
stimulated the fierce excitement of the country,
and intensified by the darkest forebodings the
inveterate malignity of old feuds and jealousies.
The exhausting fiscal exertions which the state
was forced to make, the prostration, or rather
the ruin of all trade, the general neglect of til-
lage, and the frightful waste committed by the
-rapparees, had so devastated the couniry, that
famine, and its attendant pestilence, threatened,
with the iovading sword, to consummate the de-
solation of the land.

1o addition to all this, the cause of the unfor-
tunate James had sustained sore loss more di-
rectly still, by multitudinous desertions, which
transferred in detail mueh of the energy and in-
fluence of the Jacobite party to the camp of the
invader. With few exceptions, indeed, such
apostacies were coofised to men of second-rate
importance and ability ; but still the traitors,

faithful by their numbers, aad almost invariably
carried with them intelligence of the weakness,
the apprehensions, and the plans of their former
associates, which proved valuable to their oppo-
neats.

Among masy better men, Miles Garrett had
played his royal master false ; incapable of en-
thusiasm, cold, selfish, and phlegmatic, his caleu-
lations were untisged by passion, and need we
add, uawarmed by patriotism. He understood
the difficulties of the Jacobite cause, and weigh-
iog the chances with the micest scrutiny, it seem-
ed well to him to desert at. once, and while yet
he might malte a menit of so doing, to the party
in whose favor the odds seemed multiplying every
day.

’iiing Whilliam’s eamp occupied the rising

rounds upon tbe porthera side of the river.—
The hoarse murmur of the broad-breasted Boyoe
filled the stirless awr between the two great
armies, whose prowess was next day to determine
the [ate of the kingdom, and mingled sadly with
that confluence of petty sounds, which, Jike the
solemn murwurings of a wmighty tide, over arches
the myriad gatberings of living men. -
A sultry summer’s night wrapt the wide land-
‘scape 10 darkness. The teats of Wiliiam’s
aplendidiy appointed army spread like a canvas

military. forins and munition wWaggoas; while
from across the river, far away, came the softea-
ed ‘sounds of shouting, and the sullen roll of
drugss, -with’ the rumble of provision cars, and

Rilig:the air with the-exciting evidences of the
-preseace and preparation ¢f the bostile army.

an Story tells v, Wilhar" of Nasasu, bis sword

however individually despicable, disheartened the-

F city over the uadulating ground, and the dusky
Eres, . at iatervals glared strong and red upon

the . fmnt clear call of the trumpet, . incessantly

1t was' ‘now‘about ilie " hour of twelve, when,

arm in a sling-(for be had :but that morning?
while reconnoitering, received” a wound which
had well nigh proved his 1ast) mBunted upon his
war steed, accompanied by his staff, among whom
we recognise, among the dashing horsemen, our
old friend Percy Nerille, rode forth in person,
throngh the camp. . ‘

The guard, bearing torches, rode with them,
and thus under the lurid illumination, growing
duskily on tossiag plumes; and flastung upor bur-
nisied cuirasses, did the martial cavalcade tramp
onward—its progress marked by the ruddy glare:
that crimsowed tié air above them, and by the
stera kuzzas of excited welcome that greeted
the seldrer king wherever he appeared. .

There was an offieer, a oaptain n one of King
Willlam’s regiment of dragoons, with plumed
bat, and buff eoat, standing by as Wilham of
Naesan, accompanied by bis staff, thus moved op-
ward through the camp upon the memorable night
to which our tale has brought us.

This cavalry officer stood listlessly leamng
against a provision wagon, and smoked on in con-
temptuons indiferonca, while a tattered, scared,
and travel-solled man, of mean aspect and small
and unsightly figure, stood pear him, mith hat
tn band, and earnestly urged his disregarded swit.
In the lank, ungainly form, and sinister face of
the officer, and in the crouching mien, and ca-
daverous, villainous aspect of his humble suitor,
no person who had seen -theh once could have
failed to recoguise Miles Garrett and bis now
cast off dependent, Garvey. -

CHAPTER XLll.—GARVEY’S QUARTERS.

¢As soon as they missed your hooor, said
Garvey, they took me up to General Lauzun’s
tent—me that knew as mueh about i1t, God
knows, as the babe unborn, and it was just the
toss of a shilling I wasn't shot; they said I was
your secretary, and must produce the correspon-

dence; und as you very well know, sir, Thad |Y

none to show, not that I would have shown it,
even if T had—God forbid—uo such thing, of
course.’ :

¢ Ot course,” echoed Garrett, sneeringly.

¢ Of course,’ reiterated Garvey, ina tone of
deprecatory humlity ; but io this case, you know,
noble captam, it was out ot my power. What
had I to declare 7—what could I tell? I knew
nope of your secrets; and you'll bear me wit-
ness, Mr. Garrett, I pever tried to learn them.’

¢ Yes, you did ftry,” sad Garrett, who had
removed his pipe for a moment, and now for the
first tune deigned a look, though no very auspi-
cious one, upon his petitioner—* Yes, you did
try, acd you told all you could; but I found you
out,_and saw through you, when you thought I
trusted you,you shallow miscreant ; but no matter.’

¢I never wronged you, Mr. Garrett; by this
cross, I never did you one hap’orth of barm,sir,’
urged Garvey, advancing nearer, and cowering
sull lower in lis urgency—* never, sir—never
—never, your honor, by every saint in heaven ;
may I never live till mornin’, Mr. Garrett, ¥ 1
did.?

Garrett koew as well as Garvey did bimself,
that the wretched, short-sighted tool of Satan,
that cowered, and cringed, and curséd before
him, lied ia every word he said; but” he made
no other answer than, with 2 faint and ugly smile,
to puff a. thin stream of tobacco smoke into
the air,and watch it asit curled up into the
dark.

¢ Well,? said he, after a second or two,—
‘they did mot shoot you; and what did they,
pray 7

+ They tossed me tn a blanket, noble eaptain,
for a full hour,’ whimpered the wretched wman ;

‘P'm bruwses from head to heel, ag’ so sore, I |

scarce can stand, or walk, or life.?

Garrett took bis pipe lrom' his mouth, and
lavghed outright, and the miserable, servile
creature before him essayed to join in the cachia-
unation.

«It was very fuony—very fuany, be said,
¢ but they kept it up too long—if it was not for
tbat, I’d have laughed myself, indeed 1 would ;—
but they kept it up cruelly long, and let e
strike the ground every time; Pm aching from
bead ic foot. It was at seven o’clock they lurn-
ed me out of the camp, without a protection, so

I dared not go towards Dublis, for you know all

the passes are guarded, and I could not get thro’
Drogheda to come lere, for the king’s—that is,
King James’s—soldiera have it, too; uad there is

uot a ereature in the country, and [ bad not a

penny in @y pocket, nor a morsel of food, and
only for a driuk of milk I got last might, I think
I'd bave died -before morning, and a little girl
ferried 'me over two'miles below Drogheda ; and
I bad such a round to come, keepiog.out of the
way of the. soldiers, for X.was as much afraid of
oue €ide as :the other, uatil I knew I was gear
where I could see' you, sir, God bless you ;:s0 I
was _hiding w vushes and ditches tlie whole day
long—and rungivg . this way aad that—aad as
Gud 1s my judge, tbis day, I eat .nothing but a

bandful of cold: potatoes I -got:.out -of a- pig
‘trough; early: this

| morning’;

. P balt dead, Mr.
Garrett—1’m starviag; s’ 0 0 T

‘T suppose youd like to quarter here with
me ?* smd Garrett, witha pleasant twinkle in
his eye. T : ‘

¢ If you don't let me, sir, I’m afraid I’ll starve.
I’ll never live through the night without food,’
returned Garvey, imploringly ; ¢ since seven o’-
clock yesterday moruing, 1 declare to God, T
never eat a bit but half 'a dozen ¢old potatloes,
not the size of walnuts. Oh, Mr. Garrett, Mr.
Garrett, and the wreiched man sat down and
crawled almost to his feet, in the desperate en-
deavor to catch the imperturbable captain’s eye,

now fixed upon the ground, ¢sure you wou’t re-

fuse me, sir? you would not turn me off: you
would not have me starve.’ .

Garrett again toek his pype from ins mouth,
and spitting npon the ground, asked with a tvan-
quil leer— .

¢ And why should not 17

¢ Because I served you, sir, i all your plans,
Mr. Garrett; ol, sir, you mustn’t forget, you
won’t forget,’ replied the familiar, with agonised
entreaty w every look, and tone, and gesture.—
$Oh! Mr. Garrett, think, think of it—thiuk of
it all ; remember Sir Hugh’s business—remem-
ber Lady Willoughby : did I not help you every
way; did I stop at anything 7—aud am not [
ready for whatever you please again1—sure if 1
was ouly your dog that served you through thick
and thin, Mr. Garrett, you would not refuse me
a morsel of food, when I’m fammishing with bun-
ger.
° ¢And yet I have shot more than one dog in
wy time, for tarning on his master; what do you
say to that 7 retorted Garrett, calmly.

¢ Why, Mr. Garrett, you don’t mean—you
can’t mean—what 13 it—what is it at all  eried
the trembling villain.

¢I’m not going to shoot you, you blockhead ;
but you had better let go my coat, or Il hack
our fingers off with my rapier ; there, that’s
better,” smd Garrett, roughly ; ¢ you want, it
seems, something to eat, and a place to lie in :
that’s reasonable enough, after all; you shall
have them. Here, Corporal Ford, turn out four
of your men,” he contmued, addressing that offi-
cer; ‘and now, Mr. Garvey, is it right to tell
you,’ be resumed, after a considerable pause, and
interrupting his address at every half dozen words
to pursue his smoking, *it’s right you should un-
derstand that provisions are unusually dear—
(hiere came a long whiff) ; and hungry mouths,
on the contrary, unusually plenty—(lere another
pufl) ; so that, you see, his majesty’s officers
maust all, in thewr several capacities, exercise the
strictest economy—(another whifl)—and as it
happens that you will probably eatas much as
another man—(here came a long, thin stream of
smoke, which seemed, as it were, attenuated and
extended by the length and subtlety of the cal-
culation) ; and as unfortunately there is no con-
ceivable useful purpose to which we can turn
you here—(another stream, 1f possible thinger
and longer) ; why it seems to me advisable, for
the better service of his majesty, to quarter you
for this pight, upon the enemy-—do you compre-
head? So, here Corporal Ford, take tiis little
Tory gentleman dowa to the river's bank, and
—and the water is not yet too high lo ford it—
put him into the stream, and make him cross.—
17 he demurs, sead a ball or two after him, and
T’Hl be bound — wherever he goes—he’il not re-
turn.’

In vain the affrighted wreteh pleaded in an
agony of terror—iraploring 1 the name of all
the saints of Heaven, and for the sake of Geod
Himself, to be turned out in any direction but
the one which the inexorable captamm had se-
lected. He was hurried down to the river's
brink, pouring forth prayers, imprecations, and
epirenties nt every step—shoved at last, netual-
Iy weeping, into the stream—and then, under
muzsies of the aoldier’s carbines, forced, willy
nilly, to wade onward towards the hostile bank-—
often turning, olten hesitating, now emerging
oearly half way --and now nearly chin deep 1a
tbe waters of the Boyne. At last, be hid him-
self, cowering among the sedges at the opposite
shore—while every moment the rising iide forc-
ed him to shift lus posttion, and gradually render-
ing his retreat wnpossible—wlile at the same
time his teeth began to chatter, and us limbs
grow numb, as he squatted in the chill waters.

Feeling at last that his streagth was failing
Lim, the wretched, terror-stricken creature,
through very fear of the immment death which
threatened him, should be endeavour to main-
tain his precarious and miserable posilion, sum-
moned up resciution, and splasting softly
through the long grass aud reeds, energed, at
oace upon the dry and solid sward, . :Creeping
from bush to bush_ and shireriog so that:bis very.
joints ached, the exhausted wretch. endeavoured

y stamping  his: feet, chafiag his’ limbs, and
blowwg upao his- numbed _fugers,. to recover
some of the vital warinth which seemed. fast - ex-

piring within his chilled and teavel'wora “frame.
Spite of .all,the caution, bawever, with “whech’
' onducted, | mu:

these :comfortless . proceeding. .Were,

-1 his movemeats' werenot long:miobse'r"\".éd.'-;z -AnLrig

T B CaliN
unlucky seatinel, after dodging about 1 vigilaat,’,
suspicion, with lus piece cocked, at last descried
the object which had alarmed him.

¢ Hola, who goes there 7’ was the stern chal-
lenge which arrested unfortunate Garvey, in his
dreary pas sewl.

He essayed to answer, but terror deprived
lnm of atterance.

¢ Stand,’ cried the soldier, making his way
leisurely wp to um—"* stand, friend, or I’ll ‘blow
your head off —stand, I say.’

As Garvey made no attempt to move, the
liand of the musqueteer was soon clutched firaly
in the little man’s cravat; and shakimg him. per-
haps a little more roughly than was strictly :ne-
cessary, the sokdier hanled him along witl i,
at every dozen steps propounding some new
question, backed by an oath or two, and follow-
ed by a few additional chucks by the throat, -

* Never an answer for e, is uot there? said
he; ¢ well, Pm bringing you to a place where . :
they’ll find a tongue for you, if you were as dumb
as a red herrm?.’

With this cheering assurance, Garvey was
passtvely conducted by bis captor to a roofless
hovel, which answered for a guardroom, where
two or three soldiers were sleeping, stretched oa
the ground, and some were smoking and chatling
together; and having been catechizwd there
again, with 4o Letter suecess, be was placed wn-
der a further eseort, and condueted, as a suspect-
ed spy, to the tent of the officer m coinnand of
the division, who, unbappily for theweetehed
Garvey, turned out to be the motorious Liard
Galmoy.

Passing the sentinel who kept guard ountside
the tent ropes, the little party fouud themselves
in the presence of that cold-blooded and cruel
nobleman. He bhad but just dismounted, and his
military hat and gloves had not yet been remov-
ed, Hesale beude a rude table, on whicha
paic of candles were burning, some reports aod
writing materials, along with his pistols, lay be-
side Jum; and a piece of tarpaulm stretchad
along a pnle, fenced off a portion of the area for
his lordship’s bed-chamber.  Beside hirn stood a
stiff military atrendant, who was receiving orders
teuching his fordship’s personal equipment for
the morrow ; and his cuirass, together with his
wilitary saddle, and emblazoned saddle-clo:k, lay
upon » form close by. '

As the party entered, his lordship looked up,
and the hght fell full upon his cadaverous face
and hooked nuse, and his bristling masses ol light
moustache ; winle his small, ndolent eye coldly
scanned them ; and be said, m a drawling, care-
less tone, so slow and quiet, that but for ils im-
passive coldness, it might have bespoken the very
Jentlest purposest—

* A prisouer, su-—what of hua, corporal

¢ Crossed the river—so, so; and then crept
up among the bushes—so !’ reswaed Lord Gal-
moy, as soon as he heard the statement through ;
‘and, as you say the very man, Miles Garrett’s
secretary, who was, yesterday morning turoed
out of the camp, a suspected traitor, ther ; and
now, your prisoner-—so, s0. Have you any in-
formation of importance to give us ?* he contina-
ed, lazily turning bis eyes upon Garvey 5 < if you
have, say so, and it may possibly save you.’

¢ Ah, my lord general —noble, generous sir)
cried (zarvey, whom the frenzy of actual de-
spair bad new at length restored to speech;
‘Pmno spy, 38 God 135 my witness—['m no
traitor ; don’t, tor God's sake, doo’t have me
blanketted again, noble, general. I'm as honest
as the king himself, ask any one that knows me.
If they toss me agamn, 1t will be the death of me -
—I'm just dead as it is.’ '

I'm not thinking of any such Lhing, my good
feliow,’ said his Iordship, tranquilly.

¢ Lord bless you, sir; my lord Galmoy, your
noble hauor; the Lord and all tbe saints of
Heaven reward sud prosper you. .

¢ Hold your tongue, fellow, if you can, sad
his lordship, in the' sawe even tone, and stacin
upon hiwn with the same unimoved but siegularly
repalsive covatenance—* hold your tongue and
listen to me.’

f'That I will, my Lord—noble geceral — *

¢ Be¢, my good geutieman, interrupted Lord -
Galmoy, in the sane quiet way, * il you won’t
hald your tongue, Tl make you doso. How
loug is it stace you left the prince’s camp 7 :

CWell, I should some twesty minutes oc half .
an_hour—perbaps iore, said Garvey, whose
thoughts, just then, were none of the clearest.

‘]g.ﬂhe prinee still living 3 pursued bis lord-
ship. o ' -
1 do suppose he is; rephed - Garrey, more
and inore perplexed; i bat [ kaow not that bis
life was w question.” ... .. T

* Comwe, come,” sail the officer, while:for the: -
fiest time an_iinperious’ and measured ediphasis. -
ahighily ‘warked s élin address, and somettrig |
indescribably -iatimiditiog overcast” his'featires,
though-their tranquillily. remawned unisturbed,
¢ pour simplicity i< hitke ‘overaéted —you.really.. ;

Vit manoge: (0°Kiow *fowiSthing s fae . a




