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CHAPTER IX.

‘With the assistance of some friends, David
liad his old master conveyed to his brother’s little
dwelling in-the neighborhood. During that night,
and nearly the whole of the following day, Fran-
cis spoke not a word, and seemed to be scarcely
conscious of what passed around him. He re-
jected all food, and delivered himself up to an
extreme dejection of mind. Towards evening,
however, he called Davy to his bedside and made
him detail all e knew of the circumstances at-
tending Estber’s death, which the poor fellow,
hoping to alleviate his master’s affliction by
awakening something like an interest in lus mind,
recapitulated with great precision. . The nurse,
he said, had found her lifeless in her bed. The
Damers were in the utmost distress at this event,
and Richard Lacy had conducted himself, ever
since, like a distracted person. While Francis
" listened to this last portion of the narrative, the
speaker heard bim ejaculate in a low whisper the
words ¢ Poor fellow !”

¢« That was what killed me !’ said David, a
few days afterwards in telling the circunstance
to Mrs. Keleher, ¢ the moment I lieard him
showin’ pity for Lacy, T knew his heart heart was
broke! He never will hould his head up again
says | to myself, as long as he lives !”

Night fell, lonely and dark, upon those dreary
hills, and Francis had pot yet begun to take an
interest in any thing which passed around him.
Dawnid’s family were all in bed, and he'sat alone
by the fire-side, watching, lest some sudden ill-
ness should render his assistance necessary to his
master. e was just dozing in his hay-bottom-
ed chair, and dreamed that he was holding a con-
troversy with Aaron Shepherd, when he felt a
hand press lightly upen his shoulder, and a voice
--whisper in his ear some words that his fancy
construed into a different meaning : '

“ Wake, David, wake ! T want you ! said the
voice. -

«1 don’t mind that a brass farthin’,” murmur-
ed David, through bis sleep, ¢ I read the Doway
Testament, with nole and comment, an’ I take
the Church for my guide, not a man like Martin
Luther, that was insthructed by the devil himself.
Doesn’t he own to it, in his books? A’ howl
your tongue now, Aavon. One time or another
you'll know the thruth o’ what I’m tellin’ you,
an’ dhrop your convartin’.”?

“ Hush ! Darid, David I’

«A? dhrop your convartin’, man, I tell you
again. Sure you know in your heart if there
was no thruth ir it, twould be found out in the
coorse o’ fifteen hundred years.”

Here he felt Ius shoulder shaken with a de-
gree of force which compelled him to awake.—
Looking up, he beheld Francis Riordan, pale
even to ghastliness, standing at his side, dressed,
and with his cloak around him.

“Masther Francis, 1s it you,sir? Oh, what
made you get up1”

“Be still, David. Ave your {riends in bed ¥

“ They are, sir.”

¢ Iush, speak low I whispered Francis, % do
you know the cottage where we used to watch
for the wild duck??

“Ad the foot of Derrybawn ?”

“Aye, aye, upon the flat; is it occupied at
Present

“ There’s no one living there, sir, now.”

“It is very well;” said the young man.—
“Will you tell me now where they have buried
Lsther ¥

_David remained for some minules staring on
bis master in great astonishment.

My good fellow,” said the latter, observing
him pause, ¢ this tale of yours has almost broken
my heart. T was so sure of happiness, when T
was returning to Ireland, that I find it alinost im-
possible to sustain this disappointment. T think
it would be some consolation to me if I eould
see Isther, once again, even in her grave.”

David started: back in bis seat, and gaped upon
the young soldier in mingled awe and wonder.

_“Make no noise, but answer me,” said Fran-
¢, “Tsshe buricd in the vault of the Damers?”

“Tis there she is, sir, surely,” returned Da-
vid, % in the Cathedral at Glendalough.”

“It is enough,” said his master. Come,
then, David, arise and follow me down to the
Seven Churches. Alive or dead, I must see
Esther Wilderming once more.”

Dtavid arose, still hall stupified with astonish-
ment,

. “’I-Iave' you any instrument,” said Francis,
with which we may remove the stones from the
mouth of the tomp ¥

This mention of an instrument placed. the un-
dertaking for the first time in all its practical
horror before the eyes of David. :

“Oh, masther ¥rancis ! he said, “go into
your bed, sir, an® don’t be talkin® o’ these things.
Let the dead rest in peace! When we bury
- our fl'len(§S, we give ’em back into the hands of
the Almighty that gave ’em to us, to bless an’

comfort us in this world, an’ he tells us that he’ll
send his own angel to wake them up when his
great day is come. Let us lave them, then,
where they lie, silent an’ cold, until the thrumpet
sounds, an’ not presume to lay an unholy tool
upon the house of the dead!”

“ Be silent,” said Francis, with a tone which
had something in it of peculiar and gloomy stern-
ness. * Come not between the shade of Esther
Wilderming and me. Whatever was her thought
of me when living,she now must know my heart,
and I am sure that her spirit will not grieve to
see me as a visitor in ler midnight sepulchre.—
You tell me that her face was changed by sor-
sow and by sickness, I wish but to behold it. It
was almost the only sight on earth that could
have made it worth a residence, that, and a peo-
ple disenthralled and happy. It is gone from me,
now, for ever, and except I seek her in her tomb,
I have lived ond loped in vain, Ab,shall a few
feet of earth hide Esther from my gaze, after I
Lave come o’er half the world to look upon her?
Arise and obey me I

David dared not reply, but, taking his hat,
went with his master into the open air. He
brought with him a pick-axe, used by a relative
who worked at the lead-mines on the neighbor-
ing hills, and followed his master in silence.

Before they bad walked many hundred yards,
the Valley of the Seven Churches opened upon
their view in a manner as lonely and beautiful as
it was impressive. The maon, unclouded by a
single wandering mist, shed its pale blue light
upon the ‘wild and solemn scene. Before them,
on a gently undulating plain, stood the ruins of
the churches, with the lofty round tower which
flung its shadow, gnomon-like, along the grassy
slope. A few trees waved slowly to and fro in
the nightwind. The shadows of the broken hills
fell dark upon the streaked and silvery surface
of the lakes hiding half the watery expanse in
gloom, while the remainder, broken up into dimi-
nutive wavelets of silver, rolled on,and died upon
the shore with gentle murmurs. One side of the
extensive chasm in which the lakes reposed was
veiled in shade. On the other the moonlight
shone over tumbling masses of granite and fel-
spar, and glimmered bright on countless points
that sparkled with mica and hornblende. A
morning wind came downward, by the ruins, and
seemed like the voice of the dead, heard thus at
night in their own silent region.

Far on the left, overhanging the gleamy wa-
ter, appeared that precipitous cliff, beneath the
brow of whicl the young Saint Kevin hewed
out his dizzy resting place. The neighboring
legends say, that, in his early days, the Saint re-
sided at the beautiful lale of Luggela, described
in a former chapter, where he was first seen and
loved by the fair Cathleer, the daughter of a
chieftain in that country.

Nearer, and also on the Jeft, stood the Cathe-
dral, which was more especially the object of
young Riordan’s search at this moment.

¢ Pass on,” he said to his attendant, ¢ and see
if there be any body loitering among the ruins !”

Lenigan obeyed, and Francis remained gazing
on the gentle acclivity on which the ivied walls
of the old church were standing. The burial-
ground, with its lofty granite crosses, and its
white head-stones glistening in the moon-shine,
lay within a short distance. © O earth ! he said,
within his own mind, as he looked musingly upon
those slight memorials of the departed, ¢ O earth
our mother and our nurse, you are kinder to us
than our living friends. You give us life at first,

“and you supply us with all that can make sweet,

while we retain it. You furnish food for our
support, raiment for our defence, gay scenes to
please our sight, and sounds of melody to sooth
our hearing. And when, after all your cares,

we droop, and pihe, and die, you open your bo-'

som lo receive and hide us from the contempt
and loathing of the woild, at a time when the
dearest and ftruest amongst our lving friends
would turn from our mouldering frame with ab-
horrence and dismay!®

A slight signal, given by Davy Lenigan, here
interrupted the meditation of the young man,
and he proceeded to the church with a rapid, but
firm step. 1Ie found David standing before the
monument of the Damers with the pick-axe in
his hand.

“ Lenigan,” said he, ¢ there is one thing that
I bave forgot. Return to the deserted cottage,
of which we were speaking, light up a fire, and
make a pallet of some kind, for T will not go
back to your house to night.”

David gazed on his master for some moments
in deep perplexity and awe. )

¢ For the sake of glory, master T'rancis,” he
said in a beseeching tone, © what is it you mane
to do this night? T’m in dhread, you’re thinkin’
o’ doin’ something on this holy ground that is’nt
right.” 3 o

« Ask no questions,” replied Irancis, in a
gloomy voice, # but do as you are commanded.
Lose no more time, for the moen is sinkiog low,
and the dawn may overtake us before we have
done half what I intend.”

David obeyed insilence, and Francis sat down
on the headstone of some poor tenant of the
grave-yard, expecting his return, and thinking of
sther.

A quarter of an hour had scarcely passed,
when Lenigan returned, and they proceeded to
remove the stones from the mouth of the sepul-
chre. A sudden wind, rushing through the aper-
ture, blew chill upon the heated frame of the
young lover, and made him shiver in all his limbs
before he ventured to descend.

_ “What was that cry ?” he said, suddenly start-
ing.

“ What cry, sir? I heard nothing.”

% Not now 7’

“Oh, now I do. *Tis nothin’, sir, only the
owl in the Round Tower, or may be, the eagle
that’s startled in Lugduff.”

“It must be so,” replied Riordan, < but I
thought it had almost a human sorrow in its
shrillness. *Tis strange, how soon our senses
become the slaves of our passion, and flatter it
with strange compliances, giving its color to the
sights, and its tone to the sounds by which we
are surrounded. Iow dark the vaultis? So—
and after all, and all, *tis here that I must visit
Esther 1 '

¢ Is 1t any thing he seen, I wondher,” mutter-
ed David to himself, observing him pause and he-
sitate.  “I hope an’ thrust it 15 afeerd his get-
tin’,”

But he hoped in vain. Tn a few minutes,
Francis shook off his mood of meditation, and
entered the mouth of the tomb, creeping along
upon his hands and feet. Lenigan, who feared
lest he might do himself a mischief, burried after,
and found him seated at the bottom of a flight
of stone steps which ascended from the floor of
the vault, leaning forward with bis elbows on his
knees, and lis face buried iz his hands. On
bearing Lenigan’s voice, he started up, as if
from a reverie, and uncovering the lanthorn
which he had concealed beneath his cloak, the
vault became illuminated on a sudden.

¢ Take this cloak,” said Francis, unclasping it
from his throat, and handing it to his bewildered
companion—¢ take this cloak, and hang it up
before the opening, lest any one should see the
light from without.”

The attendant comphed, and Francis proceed-
ed to examine the lids of the coffins which were
piled on all sides around the gloomy apartment.

“ Was it by her own desire,” said the young
man, in a low and reverential voice, ¢ that Esther
was buried here, in the vault of the Damers ?”

“It was, sir,” returned David, who almost
trembled with fear. “Dear knows, masther
Frank, this is no place for us to be talkin’ this
time o’ night. Do whatever you have to do, an’
come away, an’ the heavens bless you, sir !

Without returning any answer, Francis pro-
ceeded to examine the coffins with the open lan-
thern. His attendant followed kim with his eyes,
as he read the inscriptions on the coffin-plates
aloud, and observed him shrink and look still
more ghastly when any denoted that the inhabi-
tant was a female who Lad died young, One ob-
servation only David heard him make while he
passed the light over the rich decorations and
silver mounting of the coffins.

“T told you, I believe,” said he, “that T am
now wealthy. Lest I should forget to mention
it in my will, take care aiter my death that I am
buried in a plain coffin.”

“ Afther your death, wmasther Frauvk, 2’ ra-
gal I” exclaimed David, in a terrified voice.

“ Yes,” said Francis, * if you should survive
nte. Ah, heaven, what ghastly foppery is this I

He passed on, and came at length to a plain
coffin, before which be paused, and Degan to
tremble exceedingly. On the lid was a silver
plate with the words, ¢ Esther Wilderming,aged
21 years,” engraved upon it. He remained for
some time mationless, like one i a Gt of deep
musing, and then sunk dowa at ounce, utterly be-
rveft of consciousness, upon the cofiin lid.

CHAPTER X.

The alarm of David, at seeing his master thus
Iying insensible in the vault of death, was at its
hetght. e hurried to the side of the unhappy
youth, endeavored to arousc him into life, and
manifested the utmost distress at the dificulty he
found in reviving him.

« Masther Ifrank!” he exclaimed, “rouse
yourself up, sir, an’ let us come away! Mas-
ther I'rank, I say ! awake, stiragain! O’ that
T mightn’t sin but he’s dead an’ gone, an’ Pm
done for! Masther Frank, again! He’s dead
an’ gone an’ the neighbors ’ll come, an’ they’ll
catch me here, an’ they'll say I murthered bhim,
an’ I'll be hung, an’kilt, an’ spoiit, an’ murther’t,
an’—O Darvy Lenigan, Davy Lenigan, an’ warn’t
you the foolish man to be said by him at all this
holy night 7’ _

A long deep moan, from the unhappy young
man, cut short his anxious solloquy, and ocea-
sioned David to cedouble his attentions. In a
few minutes Francis was again in {ull possession
of his senses.

He took the pick-axe from the earth, and was

about to deal a blow upon the fastening of the
coffin lid, when Davy ventured to arrest hisarm.

“ Why do you hold me?” said Francis, look-
ing on him with an eye in whick sorrow strove
with anger, ¢ let g0 my arm, and stand aside.”

“ No, masther Frank, forgive me, I can’t, now,
I won’t let you do that.”

“ZLet gomy ann,” repeated Francis, with a
faint effort to free himself.

“You’re not right in your mind now, masther
Francis,” said the faithful fellow, * an’ you’d do

something that’s not right by the corpse an’ cof--

fin.”

“ Again, stand back and free me. I only
wish,”” he continued, ¢ to look upon the face for
once, and then we will leave the vault together.”

David dared not to offer even a word of re-
monstrance, but looked on in awe-struck silence,
while his master, with some exertion, succeeded
in striking up the lid from the coffin. The per-
fume of some balmy extracts, which were scat-
tered in the shrowd, diffused a sudden air of
sw,eetness throughout the damp and gloomy char-
nel,

“Itis very strange ! said Francis, in a bro-
ken whisper, while large drops of agony like
those which are said to be wrung from a wretch
upon the rack, plistened and rolled downward
from his brow and temples. It is very strange!
How long is it now since Esther died ?* '

“ Betther than two days, sir, very near the
third night now.”

“Itis very strange, indeed. Here is not the
slightest change upon the face. Ab, death! It
is as cold as iron I

He raised the head geatly, hetween his hands,
imprinted a reverential kiss upon the forehead,
and then drew back a little to gaze at leisure
upon the face. It was extremely beautiful ; and,
owing, perhaps, to the peculiar light, scemed al-
most to have retained some shade of the carna-
tion, to which, in life, it owed so much ot its
loveliness, ‘The slight produced at length a sa-
lutary effect upon the blasted aflectiens of the
young lover, the tears burst from his eyes, and
he leaned forward over the corpse, in a mood of
gentle and heart-easing grief.

After some time, he rose again, and bade Dary
to come nearer.

‘“ Answer nothing, now,” said he, “to what
I shall propose, but ohey e, at once, and with-
out contradiction. I am going to take Esther
from this vault, and to bury ber near that cot-
tage”

“Oh, murther ! murther 1

“ Peace, and do not breathe a word, but pre-
pare directly to assist me. Replace the coffin
lid, when T have taken her up ; be speedy and be
silent.”

Ife raised the body with tenderness, laid it
across his bosom, with the head resting on his
shoulder, and signified that his attendant should
close the coffin. This being done, and the cloak
remaved from the mouth of the sepulchre, he
once more clasped it on his throat, and drew it
close around the lifeless form which he bore in
his arms. Stooping low with his burthen, he
ascended the flight of steps already mentioned,
and passed out into the air.

« Oh, vo ! murmured David to himself,  that
I may be blest, but the gallows will be our por-
tion for our doin’s this night.”

He followed his master, and they hurried out
of the churchyard, passing beneath the ruined
archway on the northern side, and down the
stope wheeh led to the common road.

His long abstinence, and the exhausting nature
of the passtons with which he bad contended, had
so far enfecbled the frame of the young soldicr,
that it was with difficulty he bore the corpsc
along. His attendant, wha beheld him faiter,
ran bastily after, and endeavored to prevail on
him to deliver the burtben to his care, but Fran-
cis would as soon have parted with his life. An
unexpected assistance, however, presented itself.

When they came to the stile, which led to the
road. they found a man standing near a horse and
cart, which was hall’ filled with straw, Francis
at once suspected the object of this mudunight
visit to the grave yard, and resolved to take the
advantage of it.

* Ts that masther John ¥ asked the carman in
a low voice.

“Tave you all ready?’ answered Francis,
without hesitation.

“ All ‘ready, sir; pruh! tumble it in, sir, at
once, aw’ let ud be off.  Faix, you wor’nt long.
Tumble it in, sir, for I fear the police is out with
Misther Lacy, the magisthrate, in these parts.—
It will set us to be in town before day.”

Fraucis got into the car, still holding the
corpse in his arms, and they drove up the road
without speaking. When they had arrived at
the turn which led to the cottage so frequently
alluded to, Francis laid a strong hold upon the
man, and bade him in a low voice to stop the cart,

“ Go down again,” said he, “and wait for
master John. Stir, speak, move, raise hand qr

voice to crass me, and I will sheot you through
the brains.”

No.

{.

He drew a pocket pistol from his bosom and
descended from the cart. The man stood stu-
pified, looking on, while Francis gathered the
shrouded figure once more into his arms, and then
cantered down the hill, apparently not displeased
to be rid of so fiery & companion.

When the cart was out of sight, Francis hur-
ried up the narrow lane which led to the cottage,
and was followed by Davy, whose mind was row
completely bewildered by the accumulation of
terrors and mysteries which he had undergore.

“ The Sack-"em-ups!”* he exclaimed, gazing
down the road, in the dwection of the Seven
Churclies. The plunderin’ Sack-em-ups 7 An’
sure, what betther are we oursehes this holy
night afther takin? the lady from her people? O
mother, mother ! its little you thought that any o’
your children would ever turn out 2 Sack-'em-up,
to disgrace his parentage !

They entered the cottuge, where the fire was
already burning cheerfully upon the hearth.—
Having carefully closed the door, and wade it
fast behind them, they proceeded to arrange tie
bady on a wide form, which was placed near the
fire side, and the lanthorn was hung up, so as to
shine full upon the lifeless features.

¢ There she lies, at fast ! saud Yrancis folding
his arms and looking down on the dead face,
“ there now lies Estlier Wilderming, the young,
the gay, the lovely, and the virtuous! An old
woman taold me, once, that T had been overlooked
in my infaney, and T am almost superstitious
enough to credit her. Otherwise, why should
it be that there, where my best affections have
been centered and my keenest hopes awakened,
there T have been ever sure to undergo a disap-
peintment? But I have smatched her out of
Lacy’s arms, and even this dismal meeting has a
consolation compared with that appalling ruinor
of her falschood. Isther! dear Esther!T for-
give you, now. Ilow beautiful she was! TWas !
Oh, that word has death in its sound for me.—
Esther, I will lead an altered life from hence-
forth.  For aught in this world T never will hope
more, not even for the natural blessings that go
and come with the revolving year, for 1 think, i€
anything could shorten the liberal hand of Na-
ture, and cause her to withhold lier ancient cus-
temary bounties, it would he the longing of a
wretch like me. I never more will dress, game,
play, sing, laugh, or mingle in the gaities of earth.
My dream of death is out; my plans of quiet
and domestic joy entirely bafiied. Tn war, in
peace, in action, or repose, in mirth, or in mus-
ing, I never more can know a happy fecling 5
never indeed, oh, never! never ! never!”

He sunk down, utterly exhausted by grief, fa-
tigue, and want of food, by the side of the corpse,
the fire light shining dusky red cn the pale and
delicate lineaments of the dead, and on the no
less pale and haggard aspect of the living who
lay near. David lay stretched at a distance on
a heap of fresh straw and rushes, offering up
many prayers, and unzble to conceive what would
be the result of this extraordinary vigil.

* Sack-em-ups—the Dublin pame for resurrection
men.
(To be condinued.)

REV. DR. CAHILL

ON THE IRISH CHURCH ESTABLISHMENT.

When oue reads the history of the early Chris-
tian Churceh, studies the laws of its government,
and compares its practices and the lives of its
congregation with the parallel views and con-
siderations of modern evangelical systems, the
wonder is how any writer of 1lcclesiasticat learn-
ing could call this first, and this last gospel by
the same name. Almost in every possible point
where comparison can be made, there are fow
traces of identity fo be found: there is not even
similarity in thé most important fundamental
prmeiples : and on the whole record of Tievela-
tion, the number of discrepancies, coutradictions,
and contrarictics of these new creeds far and
away outnumber their .agreements with the un-
changeable truths of the Apostles’ faith. No
doubt, the most perfect society which shall ever
hereafter in coming time be united in the one
true belief, can never approach the model pre-
sented by the first inspired teachers of the New
Testament : no future mortals shall ever reach
the lofty pinnacle of sanctity on which they
stood, taught: by the lips, encouraged by the
example, and supported by.the Divine Founder
himself. But while the Christian-scholar cannot
hope to see future men as perfect as the chosen
Twelve, he does require, as an essential principle,
that the past, the present, and the future /arsson
which Christianity is founded, shall be as perfect
and as unchangeable to the end of time ason
the morning when "the tongues of fire rested on
Peter and his associates. " Men may be led by
example, stimulated by eloguence,’ decided by
entreaty : but by. laws.alone is the ‘divine will
accomplished, the human heart changed, and
future bhappiness secured. “Human redemption
is a contract executed under the highest law of

Heaven: and Christian hope is ‘a corrolfary



