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A TALE OF THE PENAL TIMES.

CHAPTER XX,

When our friends, conducted by the priest, return-
ed to the stairs which led to the charmnber of the
dead woman, they found that all was quiet as the
grave—there was not even the most distant hnm of
noise from the street.

# Father, the silence is favourable to our depar-
tare,” eald Murrogh, to the priest. *Yet I would
wish to see her. It will be forthe last time, before
she is given to the worms!”

# You may go, my son,” said the priest. “I fear
not any unchristian weakness from you The voung
men may also go with you. It will teach them a
lesson on the vanity of this world.”

When they entered again the chamber of the
dead, they saw that she had been “laid out.” Two
candlee were placed on forms at either side of the
bed ; a wooden rosary and crucifix were on her
breast, Her 1imbs were straightened by force; but,
despite all the efforts of the old woman, who watch-
ed her, to smoothen the linenments of her face, the
same convulsed expression with whick she bad de-
parted life—horrible and ghastly—sat apon them.
Murrogh looked at Ler only for & few momente. He
knelt for a quarter of an hour in prayer, with his
head bowed upon the pallet, undisturbed by any;
then he arose quickly,and said to Fergus, who stood
in silent mourning near him :

© Who would believe that she was once the most
beautiful of women,and that she was loved by
many? Come on, young man!”

¢ Whither do you lead me now ?” asked Fergus,
starting. ©1 nad expected to see Shemns Dhu on
this night.”

The priest also started, but it was at the 1ast words
of Fergus. He looked quickly at Fergus to the
guide, and he perceived that the Intter drew the cap
of frieze, which he never took off from the first mo-
ment of his entrance—not even in the chapel—more
closely over Lis browsand ears. The words ** Shemus
Dhu” aroused O'Beilly, who was half asleep upon a
chair.

“By Jove!” he exclaimed, staggering forward,
¢t we have had enough of adventures for one aight,
Tt is a wilful tempting the blind goddess to ask her
to give us more sportte-night. I thigk, Mr. Fergus,
1 did not promise to do all for you in a few hours,
hours. Let us rest here, or somcwherein the house.
We cannot work more without sleep, On to-mor-
row I will cudgel D’Arcy for you, and bring you to
Shemus Dhu, poor fellow! and then, it my father
does not pardon me, I will snap my fingers at the
whole town, and cry out high for Duscar, my gun,
the mountain, and your pretty sister, Mr, Fergus”

« He speaks without sense,” said the guide. * Your
blessing; father, and we go.”

¢« Had you not betterremain here? Ihave accom-
modation for you all,” replicd the priest. “1I% is
safer after the threats you bave heard inthe chapel,”

# No,” said the guide; “it would bring you dan-
ger, father. Besides, it would show too much fear,
of what I believe to be a vain threat; and our mis-
tress of the *Salmon’ expects usg.”

¢ Oh, do you hang on with us yet, Mr, Guide?”
said Frank., % You should remain with the good
fathor. To tell you my mind, plainly, though I
think you are an honest man, I am sure you are an
unlucky companion, So younre going without me!
Well, 1 must fellow. Good night, fyther.”

« Bless you—~God bless you—my ¢Bildren ! said
the priest, as he locked tho street gate after them.

It was the third hour after midnight when they
entered upon the street ngain. The moon had en-
tirely gone down ; & pitchy darkness shrouded every
object. . . .

“By b v grid O'Reilly, aloud, *in this
darkness we cannot distinguish friend from foe
Halloo! Fergus, where the d are we ?”’

1t You did not know the street when you entered
it at first;’ snid a voice in his ear, which made him
stmrt. It was the guide's, and still it had tones in
it different from his common mode of speech—-dif-
ferent, too, from thoso he uwsed on the bridge, orin
the ~hamber of the dead, and yet which Frank was
surc he had heard very often. ¢ There isno use now
to keep it sccret. Youare in Middle-strect. You
must be cautious, at least for your friend’s sake, and
spealt only in whispers, Take Fergus arm, and
follow.”

«That fellow must be the devil, or one of his
imps,” thought O'Reilly ; everything is a mystery
and changeable about him, First he flew, not asa
human being, along the road from Moycullen., He
disappeared at the inn, and came in as suddenly
withoutany person’s knowledge. He prays now as
piously asuuy saint inthe calendar, nrd then he
strikes bis companion, nnd gags him, and brings
him blinded, high aad low, up aud down, and all
for the purpose of presenting him to his dying
gister or cousin. He cries ot one time liko a child,
and again commands like a geoeral; and all the
while does not show his face, though ho shows many
cbanges of voive; nnd worse than cverything, he
brings two stout yonng fellows wherever he pleascs
who know nothing about him, and yet who are
afraid to disobey him, Well, I will be quiet for
this night ; to-morrow I will choose my company.
A pretiy change for Frank O'Reilly, the tonst of all
ihe gay fellows of the town, that he is afraid to
whistle o tune in the very street where he often
trolled a party song in the teeth of the red-coats—
aye, and of the very mayor and aldermen to boot!
Now, 1fI could rocollecta stave, 1 would put with
it, to spite this fellow. T cau’t though; his com-
pany is heavy on me. I wighI was safely free from
him I? .

These thoughts brought Frank and his com-
panions, without any interrnption to the end oi: the
street, 1 have remarked that a street ran at right
anglesto Middle-street, The lower or left arm ot it
led into Flood-street, the direct and nearesi way to
the Spanish Parade, The upper part led to the
“Lower Four Corners,” where it divided High-street
from Quary-street, from w hich_ circumstance it to_ok
its name of Cross-street. This way to the Spanish
Parade, through Quay-sireet, was the longer ag well
25 the more dangerous way. Besides being more
central, and consequently more frequentet_i than the
back street, our friends, if they chooss it as their

way, should be obliged to pass the quay goal, near
which sentinels were always stationed, or elge pass
through Courthouse.lane, in which a gunrd was
placed every night. Itdid not, for a moment, ocenr
to O'Reilly, who knew the localities and circum-
stances of the place, that the guide wonl.d have pre-
ferred the longer way, with so many evident risks,
and without any apparent advantage. However,
when they stopped at the guide’s command, and
he had examined the street up and down, he told
them *ffor reasons which he could not explain, that
they must take the quay road to the !Salmen.’”’

«You must have my word to that bargain, friend,”
gaid O'Reilly, in a voice louder than was prudent,
4T have allowed you loug enough to leadus. I
will guide my young friend Lere by & nearer and
safer way tohis lodgings. I think there is danger,
if not decait, in your farther guidancoe of us.”

# Madman! would you bring on, with yournoeise,
the dangeér which you fear so much? Don't you
recollect we were surprised in the lower strests to-
aight . .

it Aye—yes|” said O'Reilly; but it was by frlends,
and with your concurrence.”

# How kunow you that it was with my concur-

rence?” returned the guide, sharply. ¢ Could I
prevent the sudden rush .of many men? Still no
evil happened to you. Was I not faithful to my
trust from the moment we met? and why at this
instant, doubt me?”? «

%7 have one reason,” replied O'Reilly. ¢ I can.
not have a ‘full confidence in you, because your
manners and words are different from those -of
other men.” )

“ That is not my faclt, young man,” angwered
the guide, “You givea bad reason for your doubts
of my fidelity. But the time wears—I must mnot
satisfy your prejudice. Fergus will you trvst me,
and follow whither I guide?”

#J will,” gaid Fergus. “As I have trusted you
during the night, I will not doubt you now.”

«Well, if I muat go with you, Fergus,” said the
buoyant O'Reilly, “ I will go with you with & hearty
spirit. I will, though, be even and quits gvlth that
follow before another day is over, for I will know
a!l concerning him. Curae on him! he would not
allow me time to bring my pistols. Ah! he shows
the villain in that, If he play traitor with us, by
——1 Ishall make sure of bim, or my bunting-
knife, for once, will not do megood service !”

The reader, I am suro, will understand that the
above words were spoken, or muttered, out of the
guide’s hearing. Fraok, though the most forgiving
of beings, was out of humour. Many occurrences
during the night, particularly the insult from the
soldiers on the bridge, and afterwards the escape
of D'Arcy, galled bis memory. He felt satisfied
now, like many with similar feelings, to have an
object upen which he could, with gome show of rea-
son, vent his displeasure. He was now in better
humor since he had partially told his mind to the
guide, and he followed his companions into Quay-
street with a light and careless step, humming a
love song for his own comfort. Frank kept the
nearer flags of the street, whilst his companions
crossed to the oppasite side, probably for the purpose
of better examining the lanes before they entered
them. When be came to Courthouse lane he per-
ceived that his companions did not halt, but that
they continued, with a quick step, advancing
towards the goal. Suddenly he became irresolute.
Not inclined to trust the conduct of the guide,
which now excited greater doubt, he becameat the
game time desirous to follow Fergus and defend
him if necessary. He had just made the impru
dent resolution of calling out to Fergus, to warn
him of his danger, and, if ke did not attend to him,
of nsing physical force with Murrogh, when he was
quickly scized from behind, Ilis aras were pi-
nioned befors o could reeist, and his mouth co-
vered with a kerchief before be could finish the
words, ¢ Fergus, help!” Resistance was vain with
bim. Though a powerful young man, he was held
by more than two equally powerful mes, He could
only mutter, in the folds of his muffling, curses
upon his captors. He was hurried slopg with an
impetuosity he could not stop ; turned the aungle
of the building which is now the Custom House ;
was catried with the same rapidity, for he could
scarcely be said to touch ground—through Lower
Flood street; was turned into the Square of the
Parade, and was hurled by a &trong arm through
the half-open door of the “Salmon.” Fortunately
for the safety of Frank's head, he came in contact
with the ostler, who was passing through the
kitchen at the time. By thig the foree of his fall
was broken, and though he recoiled, snd, stagger.
ing, fell upon the paved floor, he arose with little
ormo injury, whilst the unfortunate ostler, with
bruised and bloody face, bellowed with as much
exerlion as ever did a lusty ycuth under the disci-
pline of a severe schoolmaster. For some time
the terrors of the female portion of the honsehold
could not be allayed. They screamed and clapped
their hands, with feigned or real fear of having their
thronts cut, or of a worse evil happening. They
weare not quiet until Mistress Esther—the first who
recovered from the astonishment of Frank's novel
mode of entrance—assured them that the door was
bolted, and that only one lone man had entered.

4 Stop your howling, hussies! Iloly Virgin! itis
Mr. Frauk himselit At some of your mad tricks
again, I'm certain!l 'Well, it was not kind to come
in in this manner, and frighten us nearly out of our
lives. Quarrelling with some of the red-coats!”
continued tha landlady. * They deserve if, I kaow,
the upstarts} But you had enough of this before,
You payed well then for the satisfaction of beating
the blackguards! What will your father say, oh'!
Mr. Frank, when he hears of this second busi-
ness 7’

“ You need not fear for my pocket, or for my
father's either, this time,” said Frank, seating him.
self on a settle, with the greatest composure, “ A
diink, Mistress Moran, and I shall tell you all that
I know about the matter, but not till then”

“ Where is the young gentleman, and the other
man, Master Frank?”

« I don’t know, nor I don't carc—a drink of some

gort] that’s right—nbot giving you an ill-snswer,
Mistress Moran, I wish to heaven they were both
banged for base traitors and cowards, as they are!
But in truth, Esther, do you think the same guide,
or Murtogh, or whatever you call him, is real flesh
and blood 7"
“ The guide, Mr. Frank ?" said Mistress Moran,
with ovident confusion of voice and mannecr.
% What could I know about the man? You should
know him better than I, I think,”

% Well, to tell yon my mind, I believe him to be
no better than he is—that is, the devil himself, or
one of his agents, in man's shape.”

" Cross of Christ defend us I cried the landlady,
“Why do you say that, Mr. Frank ? Where did you
part from him 7?

' In Quay street,” replied O'Reilly.  The villain
would bring us against our will by the gaol guard
for his own purposes. I was just about following,
when some kind friends—though they bandled me
rather roughly, I must allow—forced me hither,
and placed me under your better protection?

“And did the young gentleman follow him to
the gaol ?” inquired Mrs. Moran anxiously,

“I don’t know, mistress,” answered Frack, after
taking a long draught of ale. * He may follow him
to 01d Nick if he pleases, for my concera in him.
The youny fellow deserves his fate for his blind
confidence, ngainst my counsel, in that villain,
Murrogh, Yet I pity the young map. He is in
danger, and does not know it. He has some good
points about him, and by proper training, if he had
not too greataconfidence in guides, he would make
a fitting companion to gentlemen. To be candid
wilk you, mistress, I had intended to be the mak-
ing of that young man’s fortune ; but his own ob-
stinacy hag now ruined him. I am not to be
blamed. T kept my word promised to his father
and to himself, Thia is all I know about the affair,
Esther. Inall conscienceit is time for bed, for
there gocs threo upon the old clock.”

Mistress Esther herself lighted Frank through
the corridor to his sleeping room, and as sho bade
him farawell for the night, she could not help say-
ing: “Youmay thank your good fortnne for falling
in with friends who are cereful of you. Ah! Mr.
Frank, you were not usod to keep your secrets from
me, though heaven koows I did not care to be the
keeper of any gentleman’s gecrets. You know that
I would go far and near, give up house and home—
though it's myself who says so—to serve an old
friend like you, without any hope of getting a re-
ward from bim, But, Mr. Frank)” she continued,
‘geeing that her kindness had mno effect upon
O'Reilly's reserve,  though you think me so blind,
‘because you yourselfare sc close, I know that there
is something at the bottom of all this night’s
work., Mr, D’Arcy was here after you wert out, and
that he never was before at sucl a late hour, and
he questioned me about you, and I told him all that
I knew, thinking he was still your friend; but I

soon guessed by his manner that he was not: Tom,
whowent for some message to Maurice More's, near
the gaol, told me that there was & great hubbub
there, and that the guards were doubled. Wel},
good night, and a good rest to you. [ see you don’t
wish I should know all thege thiugs; but I will
tell you one thing I know, some of your best
friends are those who you think are your ene-
mies.”

% What does the woman mean ?” thought Frank,
after closing 1he door. “I will call her back, anod
know if D’Arcy had a hand in this last affalr. But
po, I will weit for morning; perhaps Fergus may
return to.night, and explain all.”

He threw himself upon his bed, completely calm.

‘| ing the sudden anxiety of his mind with this lust

thought, for he was ons of that happy, buoyaat
temperament, who, if they yield suddenly to the
presence of mental or physical evils, assuddenly
recover from the incumbent weight. I have closed
a chapter beforc with the slumbers of Fr.a.nk
O'Reilly. I maust close this with the same subject,
but not under the same circumstances, because bhe
slept now until morning, without any dieturbance
to Lis calm, ensy, and deep sleep. We mast re-
turn to the fortunes of a higher personage of the
story.

CHAPTER XXI.

So suddenly and cantiously was Frank O'Reilly
seized and prevented from crying out, that Fergus
thought he followed him until they came to the
gaol. It was when Murrogh bid him stand that he
found O'Reilly was not in their company, He lis-
tened eagerly to some slight noise whice he heard
from the upper part of the street, expecting to see
or hear hig fellow-traveller ; it was made by some
night-walker passing through Cross.street, and
quickly died away. A death stillness was about
him, only iaterrupted by some movement of the
sentinels on guard, or by a deadened sound which
proceeded from the military watchhouse adjoining
the gaol. For the first tims during the night, fer-
gus became seriously unensy, He did not doubt
O'Reilly’s sincerity, and still he feared something
frem his absence, He had made up bis mind to
trust the guide to the last; he, therefore, strove to
reject the motives of mistrust which the circumstun-
ces of the right supplied against the latter, and
which were passing through his mind, the quick
motion of feet, from the lane behind him, caught
his ear,

“Why stop here ?” ho whispered to the guide.
“ Let us return, and meet our companion.”

% We must remain,” answered the guide, in the
same low voice, bat with a peculiar emphasis.
“’Phese people will pass without observing us.
Leave O'Reilly to his own fate; the fool deserves
it.” )

Thus saying, ha drew Fergus behind the projece
tion of a buttress, so situated that it screened them
from any observation from the lane or the gaol.
The darkness was so deep, that the guide seemed
satisfied that they could not be seen from the side
on which they were exposed. He told this to Fer-
gus, and bade him keep a strict silence whilst the
newcomers passed, and all would be well: Qur
youog friend perceived thero was no meaus of es-
caping observation, except in implicit obedience to
Maorrogh!s command. He remained, therefore, si-
lent; almost breathlessly awaiting the passing of
the strangers 'The persons who now approached
were three in number; all wrapped in large top-
coats of frieze, then commonly worn at night bo
people of every rank, for they served the purpose
of disgnise as well as of defence against wetor
cold: Fergus saw this; for the strangers paesed so
near k'm, one by one, on the flagged path, that the
skirts of the coat of the person who was last touch-
ed him. He was about congratulating himself on
his lucky escape from 8o neara danger—the circum-
stances ot the night ju.tificd him in doubting every
stranger, especially in such a locality—when the
strangers retarned, and stopped withia a few feet of
the place where he stood.

“ Now,” thought Fergns, “if they be fces, there
is some danger; but if Murrogh prove faithfal, we
are yet a match for them.”

Ha was not long in doubt concerningz their dis-
positions towards him. They bad only just halted,
when he could distinctly hear one of them say, in
low but merry tones,

“We have disposed of that madecap more easily
than I had expected. Ha! ha! It will be pleasant
to hear his narration ofthe adventure. He will put
it to tho score of some old grndge of the army; and
somo of the red coats, with whom he h1s eternal
enmity, will suffer for it. Ha! ha??

GJest if youwill, but laugh less loudly,” gaid a
sscond voice, in & sterner fone, and ners thrilling
to Fergus, for it recalled D'Arcy's voice to his re-
collection, “ By h ! thero is too much si-
lence about as”” The next words were lest to Fer-
gus, but immediately after he could catch the sen-
teace : ““ It were, according to Murrogh's promise,
wo should mect them.”

The conviction of the guide's treachery quickly
gettled upon his mind. Ilis anger arose ; and, re-
gardless of any consequence, he turped to Murrogh
with a raised hand, and erid, loudly :

% Villain | I hove found you out at last.”

The guide wns not there, Some minutes before
he had glided from the side of Fergus.

“ With you, gentlemen, I have no causc of quar-
rel; neither have you, I think, with me,” said Fer-
gus, advaocing to the strangers, “DBy what au.
thority, then, canyou stop and assault o stranger
come to your town for no evil purposes ?”

“You are the son of O'Keane, as he is called,”
whigpered D’Arcy, with malignant satisfaction;
¢ that 18 enongh for me.* And then he said, aloud:
“1e are authorized to arrest and to imprison you,
for actions treasonable to car city, To-morrow you
shall see our warraut.”

“ Your best warrant, you should say,” answered
Fergus, © is numbersand guile, It is ill boasting
pow. Isubmitin the hope of yet defcating your
schemes of villainy.”

“Fooll do you fancy you are the sole or prime
object of my yengenuce? The lion hunts not down
the tame sheep when the noble stag is in view.
Randal, on with this peasant fallow to the gaol I

The last words, and the sarcastic tone of the
speaker wounded deeply the noble spiriy of Fergus,
He recollected that the circumstances of his birth
and fortune gave o foundation for the taunt. For
once in hislife, he felt humbled in being O'Keane’s
son. To what slight causes of opposition or of
temptation, does the firmness of our best and most
geperous sentiments sometimes yield! But it was
only foran instant that Fergus was ashamed of his
lineage. Humbled by the taunt of D'Arcy; de-
prived, by one word, of the importance, of the dig-
nity of manuner and sentiment which his own natur-
al nobility of mind secretly suggested as his destiny
through life ; which bis education, too, nurtared ;
and of which the trust lately reposed in him, and
the success which atfended him up to this moment,
hod already given him possession—he still felt that
D'Arcy spoke from malignant feslinga—from the
workings of mean and cowardly passion. 'This
calmed his insulfed and indignant ispirit, and made
him feel in his beart a superiority. over him who
taunted him with ignobleness of birth. Moreover,
he felt congolation in the cause of hia friends., And
it occurred to him,just as they led Lim through the
doors of the gzol, that Providence had divected his
arrest to bring him to free speech with Shemus
Dhuv, which was one of the principal objects of his
to Galway.

——

CHAPTER XXII.
Tho exterior of the gaol - into whick our youag

friend was draged for the night, was (as it remains

still, though converted into a store) a strong square
building, with shotholes, battlements, and turrets.
But the interior! Howarl, well hast thoq deserv-
od the honorable name with which humauity greets
thee! Ata sign from D'Arey, tho iron bars fell
heavily into their grooves as the door cloged with
anominous clang. A rough satellite of the gaoler
stood in a low, narrow puisage, holding a tallow
candle in one hand, the otler being armed witha
naked sword, rusty, and of such a length, that it
was apparent it was niore fot the form of office, than
for any real purpose of ofence or, defence, it was
carried. ‘The sickly light filling upon the heavy
and bloated features of this frctionary, showed that
e bad justrisen from sleep. . .

#Tnat now, my mastere ?”said he in an English
accent, to his expected ¢isitors, " Might ye not
come a8 ye said, at an earlier }our, and not disturp
us in our night's rest? Ugh!a woeful situation it
is, though yet so much value ipon it, turning key
every hour of the twenty-fou;, and without any
profit, Your prisoners, sirs, aad away with you;
we bave the warrants for them all already.”

“John, you might fare worse than in your pre-
sent sifuation, and youknow it’ said D' Arcy, stern-
ly. “Confine your prisoner closely, but treat him
well--you knrow the place, We vill see your gover-
nor in the morning.”

“I ask your honour’s pardon, Mr. D’Arcy,” re-
plied the surly porter, “I didn't know you were
among the fellows at this late hour. Itisn‘t for me
to grumble against the place your honour got me,
Ishall do your will with the prisoner, uniil my
master tales him in charge.”

“Do, then, and be cautiour, Nelville,”

D'Arcy, with his companions, left the prison. Tho
doors wero secured by the turnkey, with the aid of
an urchin who came at his call; and Fergus was
led, without any remark save a stare from his worthy
gooler—who examined him from head to foot—up
a narrow flight of stone steps, and thence into a
cell which torminated the first corridor of the pri-
prison,

%Your bed is in the far corner there, young fel-
low; you will feel it an easier one than many get
here.”

“Shall I bave a light?” called out Fergus, as
the door closed on him, and left him in total dark
ness.

“What want yon with a light ?” asked the turn-
key, half opening the door. “I trow a fellow of
your strength and appearance is not afraid in the
dark. At al! events, the night is toco far gone
for Shemus Dhu’s pranks, if you have Leard of
them, and fear them, Besides, young map, we do
nothieg out of the way of our usual order without
some remuneration,”

Fergus immediately understood the spirit of the
speaker, He drew from his purse a large silver
piece, much greater in value than that which the
turnkey could expect. He putit into his hand, not
because he then desired the light,or cared to obtain
any favors of the same sort, but lie had heard bis
keeper mention Shemus Dhn, and these were the
most cheering hopeful words which be had heard
since he left the priest’'s. He was sure now that ke
was in the same prison with the person whom he
so much wanted to sce. He already felt hope risiag
upon the darkness of his prospects, and showicg
him, though with & vague light, in the distance, a
happy termination through his affairs through the
agency of Sbemuts Dhu, of the power of whose pro-
tection be had from infancy heard such wonderful
reporte:

““ Why, that is well done, I say,'young gentleman,”
aaid the turnkey, thrusting the silver money
quickly into his pocket. “ You who give willingly
deserve encouragement, I will share my candle
with you for this night, andin the morning I will
give you whatever assistance yon require in my way
of business. You see, sir, you can have comforts
hers, if you know how to ask them—"

T'ne turnkey would have gone on, weighing the
comforts of half a tallow cendle, a draught of sour
small beer, in expectancy, or such like luxuries,
against the highest bounty which tne most gener-
ous of his \prisoners would give, if Fergus did not
interrupt him with—

“Good fellow, I shall pay you for that which I
want you to do for me out of yourordinary course
of business. You speke of Shemus Dhu ; cap you
let me have speech with bim to-night?"

The turnkey stared at Fergus, Hc appearad to
misunderstand his request ; und when Fergus re-
peated it, ho struck his bead, and said, Oh! oh!
young man whoever you may be, I fear me you are
a wild one. Few even after a long residence here,
wish to se¢ the ! Black Pedlar; none wish to be
acquainted with him, If you desire seriously to
hold converse with bim, you must wait nntil morn-
ing, and ask leave from a higher quarter; unless,
for ought I know, you are a nearcer friend of his
than you pretend, and intend holding conference
with him this very, night and in this chamber to
boot. Good night, young man*

“Hold! for heaven's suke!” exclaimed Fergus,
ng the turnkey was departiog. “7Tell me, good
fellow, and I will reward you, who this Shemus
Dhuis? My affairsare concerned with him, either
for my weal or woe. Bring me to hir, or let him
know that Fergus O'Keane of Portarah is confined
here.”

1ell, T am glad you are not over intimate with
him,” said the tornkey, pocketing tho second piece
of money, which Fergns put into his hand, “I
am glad of it, because I feel alveady an interest in
your welfare. As to the question about the Pedlar,
every person knows him, and nobody knows him.
They say he is good and bad by turns. I could tell
you,” he continued, lowering his voice almost to a
whisper, “many strange stories about him, but
strong walls often have ears, However, I shall
bring your message to him in tbe morning; but I
advise vou o have no close dealings with him.”

The turnkey drew the bars upon Fergus, and left
him to his gloomy thoughts, without any comfort
except the cold light of an inch of tallow candle,
that rendered colder and more dismal the damp, Iow
cell. Still thare was something of comfort in this
miserable light. The power of secing around him
gave him gsome security. Though he could not tell
what danger threatened him, he had apresentiment
of some, He felt, uneasy, sick in mind; and by
the secret sympathy of body and soul, hs felt nec-
vous aud unwell. Ho examined the furniture of
his apartment. A damp straw _pallet, raised upon
a low wooden frame, was bis bed, Its covering was
two homespun, torn cloths, of the coarsest material,
A small stool, and a higher one, perhaps serving for
toe purpose of a tablo, were its other furniture,
There was no water, no vessel, nothing which could
serve cleanliness. From the state of the wallg,
which were encrusted with a white and grecn scum,
it was evident the cell had been long unoccupied ;
though, ns he had been told, it was otie of the most
comfortable in the gaol. Fergus threw himself,
without undressing, upon the miserdble pellet, his
mind filled with a thousand anxietijs. Fe looked,
now without thovght, and then with the deepest
thought—a contradiction only to by reconciledina
like situation to his—upon the capdle which was
fast burning out before bim, e would have
thought upon Eveleen solely, and ppon the new re-
lationship which had so suddenlp arisen betwixt
them, had he been in less fearfuljand gloomy cir-
cumstances ; but here he was, in the damp small
cell & gool, without one friend—with little hope of
asgistance—ijo the power of his worst enemies—ac-
cused of treason : and still his thoughts often re-
verted to Eveleen, but with & sadness akin to
despair. Inother circumstances of danger, the idea
of Evelesn weuld have boen the firge and sole oc-
cupant of hls mind ; but now it was only mixed,
though it was tho strongest and largest portion of

the mixture, with many other bitter ingredients in

his draught of thought. When he thought of Eve.
Jeon, a heaviness came over his heart. Hesawthe
pleasing prospect of bappiness snd of honor, which
his fancy, unknown to him, had formed in connex.
ion with her long, long age, and had loved to Icok
upon, now destroyed by late circumstances, and be.
came 8 barren, lightless waste., Some secret feeling,
during his journey to Galway, had often bade him
to hope against these circumatances, that he would
yet have Eveleen’s first esteem ; and sometimes he
thought of an esteem stronger than the esteem of
friend for friend—the esteem which is the offspring
of a feeling stronger than fraternal love—ihe eg.
teem of a first deep and true affection. But now,
in his gloom, he felt those hopes were forever blast
ed. He shut out the fear; he conld not bear it long
and live, He thought also of his father, of his
care, his fondness, and his love: and he clasped
his hands in a strong agony of grief, when he thought
of the desolation his father would feel when he
heard of his son’s capture, and, perbaps, of his
condemnation to death! But as bitters sumewkat
destroy the strength of other bitters in the draught,
he felt, after sometime, more at case, in consider-
ing the many circumstances of his misfortane, than
he would have felt had be only oae to think decply
upon. His thoughts, in their dismal circuit, then
retorned to himsell—to his doubts about Murrogh
and toghis dangers from D'Arcy., Oh! it was then
that he experienced, withont adverting to it, the
huoyancy of the youtbful mind; for, when he
thought of himself of his dangers, he found with-
in his own soul a strength against danger which no
power could overcome ; he fulta confidence within
himself that he would be able to overcome all op-
position—that he would yet be happy, because he
was determined to be so; and, lastly, he felt a
seconder to this otherwise presumptuous feeling, in
the reflection that he was free from crime, innocent
of every charge, the victim alone of circumstances
which followed from implicit obedience to his father's
commands ; and, in the spirit of religion which
these last thoughts excited, he arose from his bed,
threw himself upon his koees, and professed him-
self reconciled to the will of heaven, The calm-
ness which succeeded these last feelings, acted as
a soporofic to his anxious spicit, and he fell into
that pleasing, half unconscious musing which pre«
cedes deep sleep. The last flame of the candle had
arigen in the iron socket when Fergus dropped off
into a deep slumber., Immediately his dreams
brought him to Portarah~—to ihe home of his father
aod Eveleen, He listened to the tales of the old
men, be played with his young companions in the
green fields ; he attended Eveleen upon the lake
and in the woods; he beard ber sweet voice rising
upon the evening breeze, bepeath the castle walls;
he was instactly by her side, and in his dream had
a feelivg of pleasure and bappicese, more exquis-
ite than any which in reality he ever had felt.
Suddenly the scene changed, e saw his dearest
friend struck dead before him; he was running
through an unknown country from the pursuit of
his enemies; he was taken; led to death; a ropo
was about bis neck, and the features of the ex~
ecutioner, whom he vaguely confounded with the
guide, scowled with reveoge upon him as he wasg
just hurled from the gallows-tree, e awoke with
a convulsed groan, and, startiug from the bed, he
struck against some form which hung over him,
# Guardian angels of night protect me!” were his
first words. And then he asked, Ina tone of very natuy
ral terror, “* Who is there ?”

“Your friend,” suid a hoarse voice near him, # if
you speak low and listen—in to circumstance your
enemy."”

%Come you frem Shemus Dhu?” said Fergus,
* By your voice you are not be. If you come not
from him I connot hope for assistance from you.”

4 Bo satisfied ; I come for your good,” replied the
unkaown.

%I held no communication with you,” returned
Fergus, retreating from the nefghbourbood of the
vcice as far as the dimensions of the room wonldale
low, and putting himself in a posture of resisting
any attack which might be made upon him—¢ un-
less you tell your name and the purport of this
vigit—m—"

“Yonng man, I do not blame your suspicions,’
answered the voice. ‘ God knows we have top
much rengon to suspect our best friends! Still, be
confident that I am your fiicnd, the friend of your
family, and of the cuuse which Ling brought yon to
Galway. '

“I might have believed vou yesterday,” said Fer-
gus: “but I have geen enough of deceit to-night to
put me ot my gunrd agaivst the strongest protesta.
tions. ‘Whnt proof do you give nre that you ave not
my encmy !”

“T might convince you in one moment, yet tte
time is not come,” the unknown said, “ Still, aa
my business with you is of importance to your and
my best hopes, I will give you some reagons to trast
me, I speak to Fergus of Portarab, the son of
Connel O'Keane, the reputed Lrother of Eveleen
O'Hnl "

#0, what 7" exclaimed TFergus, rushing forward,
“8ay it, for merey's sake, and you will make me
your friend for ever

“Ha! young man, if yvou are so soon excited, I
must be more reserved,”

Do not, for heaven's sake! I give you my full
confidence, for I know you understand me and my

affairs better than I myscl £ said Fergus,

¢ Be less excited, and speak in a lower voice, and
you shall hear many things connected with your in-
terests,” gaid the unknown. And then he continu-~
ed, after bidding Fergus to sent himsclf upon a low
bed, and occupying a place nesr him: “If I have
your confidence, I'ergus, answer me without guile.”

Y Speak,” said Fergus, “If I do npot answer, my
answer will be true,”

‘“First, then,” agked the stranger, * what think
you of the fidelity of of your guide, Murrogh ?”

%I believe him to bea villain, He has played me
false. He has brought me purpoeely into danger,
and sow ho exults over my misfortune,’ answered
Fergus.

“Think, young man,” asked the stranger, ' may
he not still be your friend? May he not have acted
fqr your good—abliged to appear your enemy from
circumstances which you cannot understand 7"

%1 believe it not!” gaid Fergus, in a louder
voice. “He isn false-hearted villaip, and I shall
never again put faith in him!*

“Well, Iet that pass. At least, it ig possible yyu
may change your opinion of lsim,” gaid the stranger,
* The next question is, What think you of Eveleen,
your sister? But I need not say the word., You
know her now not to be your sister ; vet you know
not who she is, What think you of her dieposition
towards you 7"

¢Stranger, I know not what you mean," replied
Fergua,. with warmth. “If you speak questioning
her amiabilily, her sincerity, her virtues, her good-
ness 10 every respect, I onll bim, whoever he may
be, slnnderer and cowsrd, who durc to gainsay
them.?

* It is ag I suspected,” said the stranger. in a low
voico, yet heard by Frrgus, though it was serrcely o
wlglsper. “ Young man,’ he continued, in a louder
voice, # beware of deceiving me. Answer me from
your soul ;- you had opportunity to Jjudge accurately,
and you have penetration above other men., What
ara your opinions of the character of the stranger
whom your father hss received kindly without ques-
tion? And what is his conduct towards your sister,
aud her's towards him 7"

The question wes put 8o unexpectedly, was 50
complicated, involving fears nnd hopes which ke
knew were most intimately connected with his
happiness or with his misery—though how fur con-
nected, even in his calmest moment of thought, ke
feared to consider—that he remained silent.

(TO BE CONTINUED IN ODR NEXT.)



