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VOL. XIL

TURLOGH ‘O’BRIEN;
.1HE FORTUNES OF AN IRISH SOLDIER.
CHAPTER XXXVIIL~—THE THUNDER STORM.

About four or five days had now elapsed since

the events recorded-in our-last chapter.” A sul-|

try day, and a sky ovgrca'st_wilh‘ masses:pf.‘ lurtd
clouds, bad heralded in a m.ght of unusual d‘,’{_k'
gess. 'The distant mutterings of the coming
storm had now deepen_ed into the nearer thun-
der ; the big, sullen rain-drops beat the pave-
ment with rapid splash, as peal after peal _rallled‘,
and bellowed close over the house-tops, like the
opening of gigantic ar}lllery, upon the devoted

cu)]:ong, winding streets and alleys, gables,
chimneys, bulk-beads, aod- sign-boards, started
into sharp light and shadow, in the.intense white
olare of the lightning ; for one instant the flood-
ed gutters, the quaint houses, the cowering pas-
senvers, each point of promunence, every diamond
window pane, every street post, every stoge
reflected the dazzhing burst of hvid fire—and in

the pext the crashing thunder swept the ghastly |

pageant back into the darkness of chaos:” -

Tt was upon this awful night of tempest and
oloom, that a horseman, but just dismouated,
stood dripping in his broad-leafed hat, and Jrench-
ed wantle of coarse black cloth, within the
chief entrance of the Carbrie. He was parley-
ing with one of the servants of ‘the hostelry, and
the result of his conferenc: was speedily to con-
duct him by a private way up the back stairs,
and into a small, sombre looking bed-chamber,
where, tail-worn, wet, and fasting as he was, he
applied himself, with no other measure towards
lus own comfort than that of throwing . aside his
closk and hat, to the task of writing a letter,
with much apparent care and anxiety, while the

servant hurried through the arrangements of his |

dingy chamber, and harving lighted a 'fire, de-
parted. The stranger, who was thus left to his:
cheerless meditations, was no other than O'Gara,
whose ill success in our last chapter has been
suficiently detailed. o .

Several times, as he proceeded in the tedious
task, he had been interrupted by the sound of
voices in the room next to that i which he was
sitting.

On a sudden, the tone ot one of the speakers
appeared to strike his ear with peculiar and ab-
sorbing interest. His pen was arrested in the
midst of a word—lus pale face was raised, and
his lips parted with an expression of eager aud
almost horrified attention— wihile his eyes were
fixed upon the partition thro’ winch the sounds had
reached him. Drawing lis breath with a gentle
sigh, after the long suspense, O’Gara laid down
the pen beside um, as soflly as though the sound
of a falling feather might have determined his
fate—and stepping, with outstretchied arms and
noiseless tread across the room, he reached the
chink in the wooden division, through which be
bad marked the flickering of the light in the ad-
joining apartment. He held -his breath as he
looked : and, aided by tlie gestures and the
countenances of. those who spoke; as weil as by
their nearer proximity, be was enabled, with
tolerable distinctuess, to catch the substance of
their colloquy. He was just in tme to see a
half-concealed figure, in black, pass from the
chamber, and the door shut roughly after it.—
Miles Garrett was standing -with his back to the
fire ; and his eyes, whick had followed  the de-
parting figure, with an expression of rage and
spite, which lighted his unsightly visage with 2
character little short of wurderous. Garvey
sate close by a table, scarce a yard away from
his employer, stealthily watching bis countenance
with an eye of keen and villamous scruliny,
which, however, as Garret’s glance was sud-
denly directed upon him, was quickly exchanged
for the usua) look of crouching sycophancy.—
1t fuiled, howerver, to conciliate the proprietor of
Lisnamoe, whose recent interview appeared to
have left a sting of the deadliest kind be-
hind it. 3

“Aud so, Mr. Garvey, you are looking out
for a new patron,’ said Garret, with. ominous
pleasanury, while a smile that chil!ed the little
scrivener with affright, gleamed in his eye ;.¢ you

are looking for a new patron—and priest Talbot, ;-

you thivk, would serve your purpose,.do you—
but pray, my very sly little gentleman; did you
ever hear that it is ill busbandry to -throw out
the foul water till you are sure of the fresh

‘I'm not looking—iodeed I'm not, Mr. Gar-
rett, for a new patron,’ stammered, Garvey.

¢ And what then did you mean, may I inquire’
—continued - Garrett, with (he same ommuous
smile, and constrained calmness, while a -slight
hitehing of the shoulders, and a measured shiake
of the head, betrayed the intensity of his. pas-

sion—¢ what . chd’ you :mean..by- . saying—yow|.

thought *his‘extortionate proposul:-a reasonable

one—answer me that,sir?  Whit didyou mean}-

by that—will you have the goodness to'say.’

¢ Why,sir, Mr.. Garrett, you know he .had}.

the cards in-his own haud ;. if he chose to balk'
the business,” ke could leave  us in-the lurch, as

l

‘and T thought——" " o o

¢ You thought—did you 7—you thought, con-
tinued Grarrett, in the same. vein ; and unable-any:
longer to curb his fury, he thundered, ¢and who
thie d—1 gave you leave to think 7’ and at the
same moment, with the back of his open hand,
he dealt the affrighted wretch with a box across
the face so furious that be fell back, stunned for
a moment, in his chair, and the blood spirted
from his nose and mouth, and dyed his ashy face n
crimson ; ¢ that .will teach you-not to meddle with
what you are not wanted, you confounded oaf,
you—he added, but whether it was that upon
reflection, his own convictions acquitted Garrey,
or that the severity of the infliction had a httle’

exceeded what he had contemplated—and, per- |

haps, bad even a little shocked him, certamn’it is,
that he added no more in the way of reproach,

‘but turning sullenly toward the fire, leit Garvey

to recover at his leisure, while he whistled a
quick march, and thrusting one hand. into his
pocket, leaned his elbow upon the chimneypiece,
and’ wagged his head 1n time, until bearing- his
companion blowing his nose, coughing, and

‘2vincing other signs.of returning vigor, he vouch-

safed hum a surly glance over his shoulder, and
asked him with considerable asperity, ¢ what for
he kept blowing like a grampus, and whether he
meant to make a night of 1.’ _

An ugly portrait enough did Garvey’s visage
present, pale and bloody, and wearing in every

| feature the hideous expression of malignant rage

contending with fear—while his eyes, in which
were usually discernable no traces of passion or
significance, but the half-quenched glitter stealthy
cunning, now gleamed with hate and cowardice
of the poisoner, as they followed Garrett with
undisguised but unconscious meaning.

Meanwhile the thunder bellowed, and the
rain pattered without, in sustained and still ‘in-
creasing fury. . '

¢ Never mind it, man, seid Garrett, at last,
in a tone of gruff conciliation, ¢ what a cursed
fuss you tnake about half-nothing. Come, come,
what will you have—wine or ——.

¢ No, no, Mr. Garrett, thank you,” said Gar-
vey, with a distracted smile, while he continued
wiping his face in his ‘hand, and at every re-
moval looking at the blood with which it was
still covered—I’ll remember it—I’ll remember it
when the tune comes.’

¢ You’ll remember it P repeated Garrett, after
bim ; in a tone of menac ing inquiry.

¢ That 1s,” added Garvey, hastily; for what-
ever his real meaning mght have been the ga-
thering <loud of suspicion upon his patron’s orow
plainly indicated the prudence of qualifying the
phrase ; ¢ that is, I’ll charge itin the bill of
costs.’ _

¢ Umph—run rusty eh? muttered Garrelt,
‘he’ll remember it, will be. Look ye, Mr.
Garvey——' )

¢ You mistake me, Mr. Garrett ; you mistake
me,’ interposed Garvey, with a sudden accession
of humility. » .

¢ Well, suppose I do, Mr. Garvey, it’s as well
to tell you at once, you're no man for my mo-
ney, if you can’t bear the lash, said Garrett,
doggedly ; ¢ with me youw’ll get just what you
deserve—whether you’ve hit or made a mistake ;
and if you don’t like my terms—why there’s the
door. _

Garvey sat still, and his master, turning upon
his heel, lounged carelessly to the window.

A long pause ensued, during which Garrett
drew tke curtain at the window, so that every
blinding glare of lightning shone into the cham-
ber, eclipsing the murky ghmmer of the candle
in 1ts awfu} brightness. :

¢ It is a queer night,’ said he, after one of those
flashes so dazzling and so near, that be had invo-
luntary shrunk in its light, and held his breath
during the stunning explosion which followed—
‘a queer night; one would almost think the
d—1 had business on hands. How is Lady Wil-
loughby-—she has been dying for the last week;
[ would not wonder if her ladyship made her
fitting to-night ; the old boy is at his tricks—
egad, the whole air smells like brimstege.’

¢ She’s gear her end—-near enough,’ said Gar-
vey, once more restored, at least to oitward
calnness; and, as he spoke, he and his compa-
nion were both dazzled again in the intense
glare, followed, or. rather: accompmied, by. a
clangng report, under which.the old ‘mausion
rocked and trembled in every stone and timber.
¢God bless us,” be ejaculated, with a shudder,
after an interval of some seconds, and malung an
imperfect attempt to cross hunself, €1t would be
an - awful night to die in, and Coyle says she has
not much life left to her; it’s a [rightful aight, I
thought the old place was blown about our ears
that time ;- God Almighty guard.us.” .

¢ What :are. you mouthing about, muttered
Garrett;, who began to catch the contagion of
Gurvey’s terrors} * stop your praying and bless-
ing,. or. [*ll give you somethwg to talk about—it
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IEN; - | easy as. tumn on bieheely said Garvey, with 4 | ina night | gone to the shenfl s
| deprecatory tone,’ and ldok ';qf-.génqin‘g' alarm~

you are to put up prayers for people in a night
like this ; curse me, but it’s enough to bring a
thunderbolt on the place, so it is.

Garrett turned again to the table, and taking
out his purse, counted out several pieces of gold
upon the board.

¢That Coyle is as hungry ‘a thief as-this vil-
lainous town contains;’ he muttered , through his
teeth, as he reckoned the coins; ¢ the rogue
charges his own price ; this:exlortion can’t last
long—one week more, perhaps, and then a plam
deal coffin, and the sexton’s fee. Here, Gar-
vey,’ he continued, ¢ take it to the scoundrel at
.once—it’s a cursed imposttion, but we can’t help
it j—phsaw ! what are you afraid of 7—it’s but
astep, and youll find me here when you re-
turn. :

well to hazard an expostilation or demur; and
throwing now and then.-a” stealthy glance of un-
-easiness and discontent through the window, upon
the external storm and darkness, he proceeded to
wrap his shabby cloak about his shoulders, and
gathering up the money, and counting it again,
he consigned it to his pocket, and, bat in hand,
proceeded silently from the room.

‘Without one moment’s hesitation, Father O’-
Gara, in like manner, wrapt in his mantle, drew
his hat over his brow, and noiselessly hurried
from the chamber, scarce daring to breathe until
he had reackied the open street ; and, unobserved,
took his station at the opposite side, with his
keen eye fixed upon the door of the Carbrie,
into whose well hghted passage he could clearly
see. In this position lis vigilance was not long
unrewarded—for he beheld Garvey slowly enter
the open lobby, communicating with the street,
and peep, stealthily, withk many a shrug and
shiver, forth upon the wild and angry sky, while
he drew his inuffling still closer about him. At
last, however, he plunged into the unsheltered
street, and his pursuer kept pace with him at the
other side until he saw him fairly into Mr. Coyle’s
sombre and simster-looking- auberge. Having
crossed the streel, through the small, lozenge-
shaped window panes, he beheld, after a short
delay, the swollen and sallow inn-keeper with-
draw in company with Garvey ; and having thus
ascertained, to his entire satisfaction, what he
had already suspected, the young priest hurried
away through the storm and darkness ; intent
upon a project in whose execution he was re-
solved that neither storm nor darkness, nor ano-
ther agency should defeat or dismay him.

Meanwhile it behoves us for one moment to
glance at the gloomy cell, in. the Birmingham
Tower, which was occupied by Sir [Tugh Wil-
loughby, who now sat wholly alone in his dimly-
lighted and desolate cell.

His ruminations, painful and gloomy as they
were, were nevertheles disagreeably interrupted
by the jarring prelude of bolt and bar which an-
nounced yet another visitor. It was the official
of the prison who entered—and with a bhesitat-
ing and embarrassed manner, and a countenance
somewhat pale, stood in uneasy silence at the
door. There was something smister in bis as~
pect and demeanor which impressed Sir Hugh
with a feeling ukin to dismay. The old knight
looked inquiringly into his face for some time be-
fore the ominous messenger spoke.

¢ Sir Hugh Willoughby 7’ said the man, glane-
ing at the open page in a soiled and heavy vo-
lume ig his hanods.

¢ The same,” said Sir Hugh, affirmatively.

¢ Under sentence of death for high treason,
continved the officer, still reading.

¢ The same—pray proceed,’ urged the knight.

¢ And reprieved during the king’s pleasure.’

* Ay, ay—the same,’ pursued the old man.

¢ You know, sir,’ he said sulkily, after a brief
pause, and turning bis eyes another way ; ¢ you
know, sir, T have nothing to do with it ; my duty
is only what you see,’ he added apologetically ;
*Itry to muke gentlemen as comfortable as I
am able, while they’re here; and they’re all
welcotne to stay here as loog as they like, for
my part—but, ar, but——’ ' )

¢ Speak plainly, man, for God’s sake—have
you any ill news to tell me?’ urged Sir Hugh,
it a tone which betrayed bis terrible misgiv-
ings. o

The man evidently was a novice at his buai-
ness—at least in its sterner department—for he
appeared much disconcerted at this direct ap-
peal; aud not knowing exactly how to begin,
paused and shuffed for some time, in evident
embarrassmeut, at the door. ' ‘

* You see, sir? lie resumed, after some se-
couds bad elapsed.in silence ; ¢ I.am only under
orders, and:tiave no choice in the businesa—and,
alter all, why we <must all of us go sooner or
later, you kuow—and then all is even—""

‘For Gou's_sake, sad Sir Ilugh, ¢speak
the- worst, and at once—is it—is 1t~—to-mos-
tow oo e

¢'T'a-morraw, sir, al twelve o’clock—
tut it answered he, - mach ' relieve
o’ctock; sir—und you're not. 10" be |

mulces my ‘skin creep to hear you—a vice fellow /‘that’s one comfert; at any rqte;lj

-

Garvey knew the temper of his employer too |

gone to the shenff, sir—and it’s my business, you
see, to let you know.’ : '

¢God's will be done,’ said Sir Hugh, m a
voice scarce audible, while Ins head sunk, and be
clasped bis hands together with a convulsive
pressure—¢ Gad’s will be done.’

¢TIl be inin the morning again, sir, at six
o’clock ; and maybe you’d want a word with the
clergy, or a scratch of the pen, by the way of a
will pursued the man; ‘anrd il  you’d wish
everything properly attended to, and moderate
charges, I have a cousin, an undertaker, that
does funerals for the first quality m the Jand, sir ;
and I hope your honor found everything to your
liking here, sir, while you were in 1t. My wife
1s making up the little account, and it will be
time enough to settle it in the morning.’

The man stood for a moment or two in the
doorway ; but seeing that Ius presence was un-
heeded, he forbore to say anything further; and
casting an official glance round the room, to as-
certan that all was right, he closed the book,
aud tucking it under his arm, disappeared amid
the ringing of keys and the clang and creak of
the wron fastenings.

CHAPTER XXXIX.—THE MURDER.

Now turn we once more to Garvey, whom we
followed upon his short excursion into *The
King’s Head.”

“ Nobody in the house; no strangers, I sup-
pose  asked Garvey, stealthily, as soon us he
found lmself safe within the dingy precinets
which acknowledged the dominton of Peter
Coyle.

. ¢ No one but that,’ said the host, testily point-
ing with his thumb towards his helpmate, who
sate, as usual, dozing m her chair, and at the
same time shooting at her a glance of the black-
est maligmty ; ‘no one but that—and she’s one
too many ; for, of all the brimstone spawu that 1

Curse bLer,’ he continued, waxing energetic as he
proceeded ; ¢ I have no rest night or day with

ber, without lock and bar between us—the mur-
dering hag ; it’s but last night T bad a tussel with
ber for the razor, or she’d bave me in kingdom
come, like the doctor, I take it. As 1t is, she’s
scarce left a finger on my hand, the she-butch-
er?

As he thus spoke, with truculent emphasis, he
shook the member in question, swathed about in
bloody rags, in deadly menace at the slumberer.

« She’s set her scheming headpiece lo work
now to find out who it is I have got above ; but
you may as well let that alone, murdering Mag,
for as bould as you are ; you may—tfor il you're
determined, so am I; and have a care, for long
threatening comes at last ; and if you put me to
it, Pll go “through with it; and then who will
you have to thank but yourself, my darhog ¥

As he thus apostrophized the tipsy sleeper, be
busied himself 1 trimining the candle and making
hunself ready to accompany Garvey, by throw-
ing on his Inose coat ;and this done, the uwo
worthies begun to ascend the crazy and dark-
some stairs ; sometimes startled by 1he'scnmper-
ing ot the rats down the shadowy corridors, and
sometimes more awfully by the roar of the thun-
der. Altogether, the expedition had 1o it soe-
thing so strange and so ghastly, that Garvey, as
he followed his villamous conductor through de-
serted, damp-stained lobbies, and up half-rotten
stairs, to the chamber where the belpless victim
of violence and villuny was lying, felt himself
growing indescribably nervous and uncomfort-
able. ‘

¢ Dido’t you bear a step on the stairs 7’ asked
Coyle, pausing with a look of something between
wrath and horror, at the door, when their dreary
ramble terminated ; ¢ histh—listen P’

¢ No, no, God bless us all ; no, nothing of the
sorty said Garvey, burriedly ; ¢come lhere
quick ; dun’t keep us standing in this cursed
place all night ; turn the key, will you, and let
us in ; see, let me 1 first,) he added, glancing
nervously back into the darkness ; ¢ though, egad
no—go on yourself; the lady may be—Giod
bless us, she may be dead; [ hear no ‘sounds
within, eh 7’ )

¢ Well, what if she is? said Coyle, with ap
ugly forced smile, and a real shudder, ¢ sure
mopiog Molly’s there, at all events, and she’s not
dead, 1 take 1t

He turned the key in the door, and they en-
tered a wretched, damp-stained apartnent, in the
further eud of which a door, stood partially open,
and a faint light gleamed through the aperture.
"Treading cautiously, hie scarce kaew why, Coyle
led the way to the chamber of sicknese, perhaps
of death.

witted girly the sole attendant.of the uabappy

‘muttering and jubbering ta_herselt, and steahug

looks of.idiotic walevolence and. jealodsy, toward

the-iptruders. - -

. The.warrant.is-

"

[ 4

ever came across, that same she-devil flogs them..

her ; I dare not sleep in the house alone with |-

Cowering over a  wretched fre sate the half-

lady—a pale, withered, smoke-dried creature, |:
with smirched face, and: filthy bandy- aed. arws,

No. 15.

the breathing : see it; but histh) he added,
grrsping Garvey by the arm; ¢ I do hear'a step
coming ; if s flesh or blood, it's that rip of
hell ; she’s at her tricks, bisth ! here, sure .
enough, here she comes ; she’s resolved she or I
:nusf,go under the daisies, the red burning vil- -
am . ‘ :

Thus speaking, Coyle waddled swiftly to the
ouler door ; and just as he had passed it, and
took hrs stand upou the lobby, the tall form of
his repulsive help-inate glided into the pussage .
from the stair-head, and advanced, with « slight
degree of unsteadiness and with many a simster
grin and toss of the head, carrying a candle in
one hand, andy as her husband descried, much to
his unecasiness, a case knife m the other, -

¢ Well,” said Coyle, in a tone whose grutiness
but imperfectly disguised its trepidation, ¢ what
in the fiend’s nume are you alter now ? Did [
not tell you to keep below, eh? did I not warn
you aganst the floor 7 yes or no 7'

¢ A’ who cares if you did,’ said she, with an
ominous grin, while her face glowed absolutely
scartet, with the combined excitement of whis-
key and wrath ; ¢ why, you lunp of gallows car-
rion, is 1t for you Ud turn drudge in my own
house ? Do you thnk I’m afeard of your knuck-
les, you coward. Ay, shake your fist as loug as |
you like, but dar 10 touch me,-as much as with a
finger, and at that minute I'lf let the light into
your puddens.”

As she thus spoke, che continued to advance ;
and when she came to the coucluding threat she
flourished the kmfe and uttered a kind of hiss
through her gapped and carious teeth, which
might bave rivalled the sibilationy of au awaken-
ed viper.

¢ Keep back, { tell you, or I'll make you)
he ejaculated, with all the vebemence ol tear.

¢ Keep back yourself, she cried, with unotber
flourish of the weapon she carried ; € keep out of
my way ; back with you, for into that roum LIl
go this mght or Il fcnow the reason why.’

As she spoke the virago advaneed with an (-
fernal glare upon the unwieldy sentinel, who
watched her wotion: in return, with a guze ol
mingled fear and rage. As she camne up to him
he propped his broad shoulders resvlutely against
the door-post, and drawing up his sinewy leg, re-
ceived her upou his clouted heel with a kick, so
well ained and vigerous that she reeled back to
the end of the pussage, and stood with lack-lustre
eyes and livid face, gaping and gasping against
the wall.

*Ha, ha! take that, young woman,’ cried he
with brutal exultation; * your tongue dosen’t
wag quite so glib, uow, I’ thinking’

He was interrupted, however, before be could
complete his trinmphaunt apostrophe ; for, recov-
ering her breath, the enruged and murderous hag
hurled hersell rather than rushed upon hun, and
dashed the kunife at his throat. 1t ripped the
skin from the chin to the ear, but uothing more;
and, scarce knowiug what he did, he swung her
from bim agawnst the side wall, and then- sprung
backward to secure tnmself from a repetition of
the assault behind the door. Ere he could close
ity however, the drunken beldame bad thrust her
head, shoulder, and one arm through the aper-
ture, and with eyes whose deadly gleam lent new
vigor to his terrified reststance, while the veins
of ber forebead actually stood out with the pro-
muence of knotted cordage, she tugged dnd
stramned at the door with the frenzied exertion of
a strength wiuch tasked that of her bleeding
spouse to the uttertnost. As thus they strove
her foot slipped, and she would have fallen across
the thresbold had not the-door closed, with the
full pressure of Coyle’s whole strength and
weight across her neck, and beld ber thus sus-
pended and helpless. Setting his koee and his
shoulder still more frnly agdinst the planks he
struined the door with strangling pressure upon
the throat of the wretched woman, watching the
gradual blackenwog and quivering of her frightful
face, with'an expression half vindiclive and half
borrified. "

ool Leet it go, mun 5 fet it go, Coyle,’ cried Gar-
vey, who saw enough to fill him with horror ;
¢letit go, 1 tell you, for Gou’s sake,’ and in the
unpatience of bis terror and irresolution, ke ac-
tually wrung Lis hands, and danced upon the
floor. Coyle, Coyle, are you mad ? Don't you
see she’s black 7 - she’s dead ; let go—it’s mur-
der ; I tell you, fet gn. , '

Coyle, meanwhile, kept staring with the same
impression, at ouce malignant and appulled, upon
the gapiag, livid fuce of his victim while he still
continued to exert the whole pressure of s
deadly weight. '

- Aond this scene of hate and inuder was enact-
ed at the very threshold of death, and under the
awful voice of heaven’s thunder! T
¢ I hear voices, and steps, . too ; voices:and .

steps—they are comingl cried” Garvey, cowe
‘here Molly—maping. Molly ; for God’s sake,
'Molly, bear wittiess 5 1 bad nothing to'do with

it.. Coyle, remewmber it was all your,dosg ; my

“:Shels asleep ; asleep ooiy,’ : Qvﬁisiie‘:}eﬂ'; C‘o_yl,el,"
poiilting 10" the bed; * the coverletinoves” with

:good little :precivus . gul,. you saw it all.’ -
my God, 13 there. no-way out; ‘is: there g

Onl. .




