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THR FORTUNES OF ‘AN IRISH SOLDIER.
CHAPTER XXV.—BURNT BRANDY POR TWO.”

While this was passing, Sic Hugh, in- bis lodg-
ing, sate in anxious and gloomy conference, with
a shrewd and seasoned veteran of the law,Caleb
Crooke, and, his sour and gloomy copanion,
Jeremiab Tisdal. A dangerata distance, - pro-

verbmlly a very different matter from a danger at |

hand, is oftes, and bappily for ourselves, unduly
despised ; but as the interval in which the thou-
sand and one fortunate accidents, on which we

have unconsciously rechoned, may possibly arise,.

wears fruitlessly away—the dreaded event- pre-
sents itself at last, in the stern, hard liceaments
of actual.reality, aud often with an aspect as ap-
palling as ti ) | -
for, and with all the heighlened. terrors of sur-
prise. It was thes that Sir Hugh, ‘now that he
began to investigate the details “of his own case,
and to examine the chances of ruin or escape,
with the severily which the near approach of the
decisive issue demanded,- felt. his - stout- heart
shaken, and bis once cheerful mind ﬁllgd with the
worst forebodings. His own misgivings were,
perhaps, the gloomier, that it was o.bnous to his
pow nervously semsitive observation’ that the
honest and intelligent professional adwiser, who
sate in consultation with bim, spite of every ef-
fort to appeat cheerful and assured, was s re-
ality full of doubts, if not despondency. Sir

Hugh sat watching, with absorbed and breathless '

interest, the varied expression of the crabby at-
torney’s sharp and-intelligent face; as though his
{ortune and his life depended upon its slightest
change ; whilé Jeremiah Tisdal recounted coolly

and - clearly the evidence he was prepared to.

giv

quired Sir Hugh.

¢ Certainly, to sii‘:b-y"Aﬁd".':;‘diiis;éf',;ol’:-ré})hed

the man of writs and .notices;. ¢ bul~-bis' voice-

must not be heard in ~court. Itis a very hard
rule ; but you cannot be Leard by counsel against
an indictment for bigh treason.’ o

« What think you of the jury? urged the
kmight, B . )

Tn the heats und perils of these times, men’s
minds and hearts are alike unsettled and dister-
pered,” replied the attorney, © and I rely ‘not oo
the impartiality of any jury. My sole trust 1sin
the judges, and in the obvious weakness of the
prosecution. At the same time 1 do confess, I
would give a great deal that, at any sacrifice of
money or property, you could make interest with
some great man for a nolle prosequi. But
come what may, our trust is in (rod and a good
cause.’ ) o
The attorney was collecting and arranging the
notes which he had taken.

¢ Mr. Tisdal,’ he said as be proceeded, ¢ uc-
less 1 mistake, your evidence will go far to ex-
tricate our honored friend from his present diffi-
culties.

He paused abruptly, for a servant entered at
that moment, and brought a small crumpled slip
of paper, which he placed in Jeremiah Tisdal’s
band.

It was now almost dark, and the Puritan ap-
proached the solitary candle which burned in the
chamber, and by its light read the following
words :— =

¢ Little Dick Slash to his old friend, the Cap-
tain, greeting :

«I desire to speak to you—so leave your com-
pany, and come down with me. If you keep
me waiting, Lshall go up toyou. Choose be-
tween these courses ; for see you, and speak with
you, I will. .

¢ Yours, a3 you shail treat we,
«Devern.’

Tisdal read ts document ‘over and “over
again, with such obvious an! uncontroiable evi-
dences of agtatiom; that even Sir Hugh ob-
served the darkened- expression which crossed
his countenance, as he studied it. .

¢ No ill news, Tisdal, I trust ?’ inquired the
ol knight.: -

* No—nothing—no, Sir Hugh,” stammered he,
as he crumpled the paper in lus fingers, and
thrust 1t deep into bis pocket. He walked first
a step or two towards the door, then paused irre-
solutely, and strode to the window, wheace he
looked sternly and eagerly downward, 20d along
the street, in both directions; then returning, be
said abruptly— P e

«T'm called away, Sir Hugh: I am not need-
ed here further at present. "I shall return speed-
iy? }

His - excited-and flurried manner was 5o re-

markable as he uttered these words and - moved"
from tlie chamber, that Sir Hugh and  his attor--

ney looked.on -one another in silent wonder for,
some seconds after the door had.closed. -

¢ A strange fellow that,’ said the Jatter. . < He
logked 38 though he.were on his way-to. the gal-
IOWE.,,_- 0 :-.'W“,’-'- 3}.‘_,;.;,:_}. ‘ VI el

¢ Heris'a-strange;: gloomyand: excitablesman,’
sad the kmght ; < but brave'dnd-trustworthy.—

)

¢ as though it hiad arrived  wholly ‘unlooked -

€. ‘ -
¢ Shall I bewalfowed the aid-of ‘counsel P in-
-1 along, man:; betadwised.’: « .o

D’ve known him long, ‘and seen him often tried.’

As they thus conferred, the subject of their
discourse descended the staircase, and needed no
guide to indicate the place where his visitor was
to be found, inasmuch as: he Heard the well-
koowa voice of Deverll, ip jocular converse with
the servant, at the street door. |

‘Ha, Mr. Tisdal, he exclaiined, assuming,
much to the Puritan’s relief, a tone of respect,
¢I am glad to see you, sir.’

Jeremiah nodded, and silently walked forth
and pursued his. way for some time ia profound
and obstinate - taciturmty. At last he turned
suddenly upon Deveril, who was smoking Ilazily
at his side, and abruptly asked—

¢ Well, what 1sit you want ?

. Deveril removed,his pipe, and spat upon the
ground 3 and, shrogging his shoulders as' he look-
ed, with a half Jaugh, upon the Puritan, be said,

‘ Why, what an ill-conditioned cliurl he has
turned out. This comes of your Munster farm-
ing, your turt and buttermilk! Why, man,
you're scarce fit. for civil company. What doI
want? Nothing—nothing from you — nothing
in the world but your company. You treated
me in"the couatry, and I’ll treat you'in town.

¢I don’t want your company—I don’t want
your supper,’ said Tisdal, grufily. :

¢ Come, come—you’re too savage ; rot me but
it won't do,’ rejoin Deveril. <It’s better be
friends then foes, especially where it:costs noth-
mg. Come—I believe I’'m the best off of the
two, at present : and since I joined the army,
and eatered his Majesty’s service, I've set up as

.| a sort of sly saint, in ‘the same liie a8 yourself,

barring that I go to Mass, and jou to another
sort of service ; so take take courage, and re-
member T have a character now tg look after,as
well asyou.  Come, come-—~wemust keep terms ;
it’s better to have'a cup of sack than to draw.
daggers on-one another, without a cause. - Come

Induced by such speeches, and, more than all,
by the obvious prudence of avoiding an unneces-
sary rupture  with this man, so long as he was
-disposed - upon reasonable terms to observe a
truce, Tisdal moodily suffered his communicative
companion to lead him into the King’s Head, the
inauspicious tavera, among whose dusky cham-
bers we have already. followed Deveril.

- Bebold thewm, therefore, seated by a blazing
fire, in the old panelled chamber which tradition
called the ¢ countess’s bower.” A piece of rush
matting covered a patch of the floor, beside the
hearth, and upen it stood the table with ther
saug refection disposed.in invitiog coufusion over
its white cloth. The candles upon the table, in-
deed, but feebly lighted up the wide expanse of
the deserted chamber ; but the flickering blaze
of the bearth had dispelled the damps, and sent
its ruddy pulsations of fitful hght into the most
distant corners and recesses of the apartment.

¢ Sit down in your chair, old bully ; choose a
a pipe, and help yourself out of this,’ cried De-
veril, doing the honors, and chucking bis tobac-
co box across the table to his comrade, while
he threw himself into a seat, and glanced at the
bright fire with a cozy shrug. ‘A snug fire,” he
continued, significantly, ‘a snug fire, captain,
though not quite so warm as Drumgunnial, eh ?

¢ The place is burned; said Tisdal, doggedly ;
not choosig to understand his comrade’s sneer:

‘ Burned! well, that's no great news to me,)
rejoined Deveril, crossing his legs, and planting
ope elbow carelessly upon the table, while he
proceeded -to chop and shred his tobacco, upon
which be smiled the while, as sarcastically as if
his conrersation was addressed exclusively to it;
¢ no great news, seeing I beheld the bonfire with
these eyes, and should, had you but seen out your
pleasant frolic, myself have lent a few pounds of
grease to the blaze. Come, old Snap, be frank
and friendly, and say, in confidence, did you not
mean that I should broil in your old tinder-box
of a house.’

¢How could Ibelp you, blockbead: I had
well nigh perished myself,’ said Tisdal, roughly.

¢ Aye, indeed? that would have been a blow
to the religious world,” said Deveril, with a look
of concern.

* But how do you satify e for my money,
comrade ; the gold and silver you stole from be-
neath the crab-tree in ‘the paddock ; account
with me for that,’ growled Tisdal. :

¢« Dreams and fancies, friend ; the fire has fried
your brains, old boy. and these are the - fumes
and vapors—gold and silver, crab-trees and pad-
docks; cried’ Devertl, throwing himself back,
and shaking his. head siowly:; ¢ take: care, sawt
Jereminh—thy. pious rigors; thy austerities and
mortifications’ ‘are fast’ unsettling thy wits; ’tis
all * pure fancy, or,if it be auything more, I at
least ‘comprebend:it not; and what’s more,’ be
‘continued,. altering his manner.. to "one - of very

| distinct ind decisive sigmficance ; « T never shall

comprebend it either;to the end of the. ‘dh_:éip'—_
ter ;- so'let’us turn'to - 'sometniig more _intelligi-
. ¢ And -bow,’-:eontinued ‘Tisdal, * bow:do you

174 What the devil “ails you?' -

servant, whom you shut ato the house,and com-
‘mitted to the flames.’

“Nay, cried Deveril, with real sincerity I
know nothing of that ; ‘he must have fled into it
from the rapparees. I was far away ere thea.
But was he burned, really and actually burned
alive?

¢ Burnt to a cinder, poor dog ¥’ said Tisdal.

¢ Well, be was the stupidest booby, that Bligh |

—just the sort of fellow to run inte ahouse on
fice, and burn himself to tinder,’ said Deveril.—
As he reflected on the adventure, it gradually
struck him in so ludicrous a light, that he first
cauckled, and then laughed outright, until the
tears overflowed his eyes.
¢ And so, resumed Deveril, as soon as this
hilarious explosion had quite expended itself, ¢ the
old farm-house and the saintly youthare actually
burned to smoke and ashes—dust and charcoal.
It was a comfortable old place—devilsh com-
for'tasxle; and you got it, you know, a dead bar-
ain. :
g‘_Deverll said this 1n a ‘careless sort of way,
and. without even glancing at his companion, who
rose as 1f stung with a sudden paia—sate down
again, and scowled once or twice quickly upon him,
as if upon the pont of speaking, but he held his
peace. ‘
¢ Come,’ sai¢ Deveril, ¢ ’m your entertainer
to-night ; and gibbet me but I’ll treat you like a
gentleman; rot it, I’ll bave no moping.  Odd’s
life, man, we koow one another; where’s the
good of striving to humbug? It’s no bite—file
against file—so as well let-1t alone. There’s the
backgammon board ; there’s the burned brandy,
and'all the rest ; and here-am I, your old bully
comrade, ready to play you a hit, or tip, you ‘a
stave ; or—come, to begin—Iladle a glassful,and
listen to me, while I tell;you the ups -and downs
of little Dick Slash, since we parted company in
merry Lincoloshire. '~ -7y 0

1 * Pisdal - complied in"sil ence," g%d':iﬂﬂé&dgﬂhér:

sate- these two ancient- compamons in imiquity,
changed in aspect, and one, at least, not less so in
mind, since their old days. of sin and riot, and
now, after their long separation, once more so
strangely brought tozether by the whims of - for-
tune—there they sate, quaffing ¢ pottle-deep po-
tations,” from the bowl of burnt brandy—Tis-
dal’s favorite beverage of old—and talking over,
with growing interest and recklessness, their old
remembrances. Under the influence of the po-
tent bowl, all the superinduced formalities of
Tisdal’s puritanism gradually melted away and
vanished piece by piece, revealing the natural
character of the man, until, in all the indestruct-
ible vividaess and strength of its old passion and
daring, the dark and fiery spirit stood confessed,
The backgammon board at which they had been
playing —for Tisdal had, as we bave said, for the
nonce forgotten is puritanism—was now shoved
aside, and deeper and fiercer grew {bese ominaus
revelries, Strange and wild was Deveril’s ex-
citement, as, with flashing eye and a face fush-
ed, but not with the glow of ntoxicatiou, he
ran through his adventures, comic, tragic, and
perilous, witk a rapidity and a rude fascination
of descriptive force which absorbed s old com-
rade in its interest, and fired lum in turn with a
correspanding excitement and reckless unreserve
(fatal excitement, fatal unteserve) ; and thus
hour after hour flew by, and found them stll in
deep carousal.

These mad orgies were at their bighest and
loudest when the inkeeper entered with a flask of
brandy in his band.

¢A new flask of brandy, corporal? said a
man, fixing his eye on the soldier, as he placed
the bottle on the table, and then added slowly—
¢ and there’s more below, whenever you please to
want it.

He paused for a moment, locking with steady
significance in Deveril’s face, and then turning,
left the ronm, without saying another word.

Deveril’s hilarity subsided—the blood left his
face; a dark and simister expression gradually
gathered upon its unsightly features, deeper and
blacker every moment; he drew two or three
long breaths, with something between a shiver
and a sigh, and rose abruptly from his seat.

¢ What’s the matter—whal’s gone wrong with
you now, you gallow’s dog ?' inquired Tisdal, in a
tone whose surprise, if not suspicion, was ill-
qualified by a semblance of rough jollity,

¢ Nothing at all—a sort of a chill ; ‘the room
is cold, isn’t 1t " replied Deveril, with an unsuc-
ceseful effort to appear at his ease... ¢ Take some
hquor.and gever mind-me.? ot
“Tsdal “looked at -him doubtfully and .steadily
for” some time ; and Dévenl’s uneasiness seemed

rather to” increase .than diminish as he ‘stooped
.down, and taking the poker in.his:hand, began to-

batter it heavily:on the hearth. - =7 =
hat the devil ‘ails aid Tisdal more
uneaSily," while “a vague suspicion’ of some un-

‘known . mischief: conngcted- with'the; incompre~

hensible movements.and.conduct of - his comrade,

;| ‘bezan to- Al his'mind ; -and, “after a pause, ‘he
added stéroly and unsasily; < h.”

defend yowr cruelty to poor Bligh, my’ trustyt ™ - Tll ‘ot stay lLiere 1o ‘s’ee"'y.ou‘. playthefool —

-so good-night.} '

¢ What are you alraid-of—eh ?" said Deveril,
with a ghastly laugh, and striking' again and stil
harder upon tbe hearth with the massive' poker.
¢ Curse yonr nonsense ; what are you dreaming
about 2—what are you afraid of ? _'

Confirmed in Ins suspicion, undefined as' they
were, Tisdal rose hastily from his seat. :

¢ Don’t go—you must not go ; you shan’s go,’
cried Deveril, planting bimsell between ‘Tisdal
and the door, and affecting to laugh, while the
bilarious cachionation was horribly belied by the
expression of his face. ¢ Why, we’ve not well
begun yet, rotit; youshan’t turn tail at this
time of night ; you're my guest, you know-—and
I’m master here.’ v

As he spoke he continued to affect. a playfu!
jocularity, which, however, did not prevent bis
companion’s observing..the deadly expression
which lurked beneath-it, and remarking also that
be clutched the poker with the genuine earnest-

of offence.

¢ Let me pass,’ cried Tisdal,-with the ferocity
of thoroughly aroused suspicion. '

¢ Nonsense, nonsense,” continued Deveril, in-a
tone half jocular, half soothing, but which filled

| the mind of Tisdal with the deadliest fears.”

¢ Let me pass, or by ——,” cried the Puntaa,
with something bordering upon. desperation, for
he was unarmed. A

¢ Hola! Butke—are you asleep #-—ere—mur-
der—here,” shouted Deveril, at the top of his
voice, and no longer - attempting to disguise the
natare of his intentions, - .

Pressing his hat firmly down upon his brows,
Tisdal grasped the ponderous brass - candiestiek,
and hurled 1t at the head of his treacherous en-
tertaiver: Deveril, by quickly stooping, escaped
the missile, which smote the old wanscotting at
the further end of the room, withd crash which
might - have frightened the rats-for'ever and a
day from the countess’s bower ; and’ n the next
moment the two companions were locked toge-
ther m desperate and deadly conflict. Tuggin
and stniving, they wheeled and shufed along the
floor; down went the table—cups, glasses, bowl,
flagous, and all, ratthog and rumbling over .the
dusty old boards; and down rolled the combat-
ants over the prostrate table, over and over;—

strange figures, spectre-like, peering at hun from
the hearth.

¢ Deveril, Deveril,” he muttered, half breath-
less, ¢ you won’t murder me ; don’t take my hfe !’

¢ Burke, Burke!” still shouted the redoubted
Dick Stash, ¢ come—will you come, d—-— yau,
or I must brain bun. Burke—hola, Burke, he’s
choking me P

Tisda! heard no more; for, accidentaliy or
otherwise, the heavy poker which they struggled
for, descended stunningly upon his head, and w
an instant all was dark, dreamless lethargy.
CHAPTER XXVI.——THE TUSSLE AND THE EAVES

DROPPERS.

Dusengaging  himself as the soldiers entered,
Deveril arose, torn and agitated, and smeared
with the blood which flowed plenteously from
Tisdal’s wouad.

¢ Get candles, will you, some of you,” cried
Garvey, bhis shrill voice strained to an absolute
screech, in bis intense agitation ; for if be was
alarmed at the violent struggle wlich be had but
just witnessed, he was now doubly terrified at sts
result, fearing, and as 1t seemed, not without
cause, that the anfortunate Puritan was actually
murdered. ¢ Lights, il you ?—ligats! candles
here !’ .
¢ Hold your fool’s tongue, said Miles-Garrett,
graffly, for be it was who had accompanied Gar-
vey, and with him enlered ' the room from the
little closet which we have already described.—
« Hold your tongue, will you, or you'll bave the
whole street up here ;’ and grasping Tisdal by
tke collar, he dragged him up into a sitting pos-
ture. ¢ He’s not dead, and very little damaged
either.’

¢ He has mauied me to some purpose,’ said
Deveril, now speaking for the first time since the
conflict, and, and, adjusting his torn shirt me-
chanically with one band, the other still holding
the ponderous pokers while he gazed in the heavy
tace of his betrayed comrade. * ¢ Every man for
himseif, and God for us all. Egad, you did not
give yourselves much trouble to get my weasand
out of his gripe ; and I have luck to thank, and
not you, gentlemen, that T bave a puff. of breath
in my body.’-. . S '

Candles were now brought in, and Tisdal was
placed 1n an arm chair, and some water dashed
in his face. An odd tableau . enough.the, room
presented ; a_great, old, damp-stained, dreary
chamber, with a little group standing: around one
sitting form 5 Garvey, with a-glass of - water ‘in
his. band, frightened and fidgetty, pale as clay ; in
‘sinister- suspense, splashing: .the cold skowers:.in-

and water.

ness of a'inan prepared to employ il as a weapon.

and as Tisdal tugged and tumbled in this deadly |
grapple, in the flickering fire-light, he saw two |

‘the face of: their torpid victim, whose grizzled | cannot be avoided.” T

Tocks and_hvid features were drénched “in” bldod | ',

Garrett, silent, stern and gloomny, with bis
strong band stili upon the old man’s collar ; and

T
LW

Deveril coolly re-adjusting his disarranged at- -
tire, and stealng from time to time,a curious

look, half shrinking, half ferocious, at the Pur-
tan ; and, lastly, near the Joor, imperfectly light-
ed, with grounded muskets, stood the broad-hat-
ted soldiers, silent and listless, while their corpo~
ral, in grim luxury, ehewed a quid of tobacco.—
At last, Tisdal opened bis eyes, stared wildly
round, and attempted to rise, but fell again

into his. chair, muttering incoherently all the

while. :

¢ Thank God. thank God ' whispered Girvey,
and the pious ebullition of gratitude, we are
bound to adimt, was spoken in the genvine sin-

cerity of selfishness; Uby the jaw, sir, there’s’

nothing the matter with bim; no murder after
all.? . ' .
i I dark, sir ; Jark, sir—to be sure it 15—

dark—udark ; curse the road, and the trees ; dark
—dark as pitch, muttered Tisdall, staring wildly

before. him.

¢ We'll get some more water, sugge.sxed Gap-

vey, relapsing into alarm.

¢ Ay, ay,in the water, wasit? A year ago
found there, so it was; dangerous bit, sir,) con-
tinued Tisdal, and then, on a sudden, perceiving
Deveril, he sai in a tone of alacrity, ¢ Ha, Dscf,
Dick, “ Dick—little Dick for éver ! Dick, Dick
at it again !’

't The men may stand on'the lobby, I suppose,
sir 7° said Deveril, hastening to drown the voice
of the bewildered Puritan, and addressing Miss
Garretf, a1 whose disposal the soldiers were
placedsri-. .. e

. Ay;-take them (o 1he'l\$‘l;b.y ;> said be ; and as’

the order was obeyed, Tisdal continued —
¢ Dick, Dick, he dido’t hurt you, eh; wo, no,
no; it’s nothing,is it? and; ds he spoke, he

raised his hand to his.bead. The sober black of .
his sleeve seemed to fix Ins gaze, ant with a

puzzled look of dismay and horror, he said—
¢ Dick, Dick, they’se foun] you out; 1 have

5t often told you, ny (3od, a thousand times, I.told

you, you'd come to the gallows ; is it, tell me,
are we blown ? he cried, with a bewildered look,
gazing {rom face to face ; * Dick, Dick, stand by
wne, and we’ll have one blaze for it; blood and
lightning 1 man, don’t knock under.’

He wmade a frantic effort to rise, hut was
easily overpowered, and kept in his chuir, where
he continued to 1t in dogged silence, while, wi-
nute after minute, nne by one, his scattered re~
collections retarned, and slowly resumed (heir
successive conneclion, until at last the scene in
which he had just hYorue so principal part, and all
the occurrences of the evening, in their true
bearings, stond fully reinstated aund restored be-
fore his mind’s eye. At lengih, after a silence
of many minutes, he said, in a tone of atern re-
proach—

* Deveril, you have Jone for me ! Youarea
blacker scoundrel than I took you for. You
once had a notion of honor about you; you're
nothing now but a stag—you are not game, what
you once were ; you're not game.’

‘ Game as you are,’ retorted Deveril, with un
ineffectual effort to appear perfecily at his ease,
for spite of his efiruntery, there was something
so indefensibly unprofessionat 1n s conduct to
his old associate, that he felt an emotion almost
akin to genuine shame,as he attempted to retura
Ius steady gaze of gloomy reproach.

¢ I might have served you out. I might have
blown your fox’s head off your shoulders; T
might have talen your life as easily as drawing a
trigger, when you came to Drumguaniol a few
weeks ago; but like a chicken-hearted fool, I
spared you,’ continued Tisdal, bitterly,

¢ Thank vou for nothing,’ replied Deveril,
scornfully. ¢ You thought the wild [Irish might
doit as well. My fox’s head, as you call it,
saved me there, and no love of yours, comrade.”

¢ Gentlemen,’ said Tisdal, suddenly rising after
a considerable pause, ¢ you have no right to keep
me here. I’m no prisoner; T shall leave you
now ; I'm a free man. '

At a word from Garrett the door opened, and
the guard showed themselves, Tisdal threw one
look of rage and despar at Deveril, and (ben
cast himself again into the cbair. :

¢ Well,” said he at length, in a tone of sullen,

bitter despondency, ¢ what do yov want of me¥:~+*

Speak out, and have done with 1t, can’t you ?* -

¢ You see, Mr. Tisdall, you had better behave =

peaceably” said Garrett. ¢ There is nothing to be

gamed by violence. 'We are protected, andiyon

v

in every way ia our powér ; you hare been over-'

beard—your admissions and confessions; and 0,

methinks, a submissive bebaviour will best .be-.. . .

come - you, ‘as the.réverse will inevitably :make . -
your position only the'more perdous. “You' see
| those soldiers ; we, loo, arc armed ; and T teli'you
tairly, that, except. with my permussion, you shall ..

not leave-this room.alive:. . So, Mr. "Tisdal, - let;

. LT
2 betrayed BH 1081 mustered Tiscall

""&N#, no ; not lost,? iaterrupted Gavvey, wilh

'me recommend you:calnly 1o submit toiwbat




