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CIIAPTER 1.

- mortal remains of old Tony Dooling and his wife lay.
le night before their interment, side by side, in the awful
Jbiliments of the grave. The inhabitants of Clarah, a parish
i the county of Kilkenny, were assembled at the *“wake.”

e bodies, according to usual practice, appeared ‘‘laid out”

their highly-adorned shrouds, in an extensive barn, con-

uous to the comfortable dwelling-house of which they had

m the late owners; by the side of the couch of deuth sat

female relatives; the gossips,—that is, those connected

h the family by having stood sponsors for any of its

aerous cousins,—and a fow near neighbours; while at the
et were the hired mourners, who, in sorrowful cadence, sung
e Keenthechaun, or funeral wail; their gestures, faces, and
anner, extravagantly affecting the sorrow they were only
id to counterfeit. At times, however, and prwbably wrought
pon by the nature of their subject, they scemed to abandon
selves to all the real frenzy of woe, or melt into its true
thos. The song commenced in praise of the deceased;
earsed their virtues, their riches; recounted the history ot
vfir family connexions, through an endless chain of kindred,
5§ then burst into a wild lament for their untimely and

htful death. 'When one ceased, another took it up; the
cifole delivered in the Irish tongue, and in irregular rhyme,
sed on the instant; and verse followed verse with sur-
sing volubility.
[§Through the spacious barn was ranged a concourse of
le, listening to the rhapsody, or whispering their com-
nts in that half-tone in which a tale of fear and mystery is
flvays told; and, when the song ceased, an old man arose

m his seat near the bodies, and uncovering his grey bead,
t4d kneeling, his example was followed by all present, and
te united prayers of the assemblage went up for the repose of
souls of their deceased neighbours. :
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An Irish wake was, at the period we would illustrate, s&‘.
dom characierized by conduct so becoming the liouse /!
death;* gencrally, however incongistent and unfeeling it ma
a " wake wus the scene of feasting, frolic, and mirt}

ppesr, a ws the of feasting, 1 4
The old came there to fill their and boxes from th
Klates of tobacco and snuff luid for Xat urpose on the ded”

odies, and then they got together in knots, smoked, cort’
forted their noses, and indulged their appetite for shaunachs?
s word peculiarly exprassive of reverend gossip, when enterc’
into by a plensant conversational party.  The younger par)
of such an assemblage amused themselves in a manner mort.
conformable 10 their time of life; small plays were sct of
foot, under the supcrintendence of some cstablished drol®
follow, there being generally one of the kind in every neighs
bourhood, who made it his business never to be absent fronf‘
any wake seven miles round, who ruled the diversion, and’
under whose guidance “the boys and girls" carried of
their sport, with all that humour and wit for which the IrisF
{)enamltry are so deservedly ln'aised, and which, we maktf'
old to say, nowhera exists in such abundant perfection!”
Thus, noisy and carcless mirth was the order of the night]
and while, in the very chamber of death, nothing, it is ad
mitted, could be more incongruous and unseemly, nothing”
meantime, was more comnion and less thought of. ‘*E -

At the wake of Anthony Dooling and his wife, therfjwas
however, no such exhibition. The general horror excif3 b
the civcumstances of-their tragical death had power to restrairg,
o custom so uniyersally indulged; and the mournful Keenth
caun, the frequent prayers, aud the story of their fate, alon
filled up the long and gloomy winter's night.

CHAPTER 1I.

Ir was Christmas eve, in the year 17—, that Anthony DOOli
ing and his family were seated round the kitchen fire. H
was 6 substantial farmer, renting a large and fertile tract

land; one of the good old times, who, except his broad
brimmed felt bat, his buckled shoes for Sundays and market-
days, and his brogues for tramping round his farm, worc
everything of his own manufacture.  Little money went out
either for what Tony ate or drank; he killed his cow at
Christmas and Easter; be bred his own mutton, his bacon,

* Owing to the Reroan Catholie ckrgy the custom is ngw wmoh dis
aoutiuned. B
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!
%is fowls; he baked his own bread, brewed his own ale, and
"together was vain of applying to himself the old song—~

3 #] rear my own lamb,
‘ My ehickens and ham,
r‘ And I shear my own sheap, and [ wear it.”
Plenty was in his bouse; he had a resdy hand to relieve the

Hoor, and the stranger never turned from his hearth without
Amply experiencing its hospitality. Yet, with all these per-
Jections, Anthony had his dark side. He was of & violens
Jemper, and would fall into paroxysms of pussion with hi
jworkmen, aud sometimes ill-treat them, for the pum
silmost seemed, of making it up with them when he
tool, and all was over.
A turf fire blazed in the large open chimney, the red i
»f which glittered among the bright pewter plates and disbes
sind the gnrnished copper vessels that decked the opposite
Wircsser, and showed the vast store of bacon hanging within and
+ 3tk the chimney, at the same time that it it up the figures
rey of as merry a group as ever blessed the
1 of & warm fire, after a day’s labour.
; [ne side of the fire, and within the wide canopy of the
¢ in his stationary two-armed chair, one leg crossed
~aq he other, his short pipe rested on his projecting under-
Y3 hich he frequently withdrew in a buiry, to partake of
L ,I'err{ laugh that was passing him—there, and so, sat the
uaster of the house, Anthony Dooling. Oppasite to him was
ho panithee, an orderly, innocent, and even-tempered dame;
er chavacter in her fice, mild, peaceable, and happy; as in
low tone she chaunted the ancient ditty of Colloch-a-thuse,*
Jyhich the busy hum of her spinning-wheel confined within the
.. §ircumference of her own immediate atmosphere, At one
de stood a long deal table, off which master and workmen,
Iistress and maids, ate their meals, except when a guost of
listinction was entertained in the boarded and well-fur
aished parlour at the back of the kitchen; and in front,
ippertaining to the table, was a form, occupied at their ease
py five or six workmen, who enjoyed the full lustre of the
merry blaze, and the familiar and venerable jokes of their
kind-hearted master.

Among them was Paudge Dermody, whose rustic wit and
shrewd tongue, never at rest, but now particularly vigorous,
kept the group in a continued roar: and nope enjoyed his
display more than Chevaun Darlduck, who, in the background,
squat on her haunches, was giving the final polish to the pew-

* ¢ OW g in the Llanket.”
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ir, brass, and copper utensils of the dresser, as one by’ one
2¢ took them down, burnished, and again replaced thenr:
te other females of the house had gone to spend Christmus-
ay with their friends. Chevaun had few personal charms o
oast of3 in her the old adage, * God fits the back to the
yurden,” was fully exemplified; she wore a bluff face, that
1wither sun nor storm could affect, as red as frost-bitten haws ;
and altogether was blest with a strong, robust form, well
salenlated for the drudgery of her employment. She had
been brought up by her present mistress, Canth Dooling, and
was highly valued, and not entirely unrewarded; for Che.
vaun had saved a “little penny,” and looked forward to be
the possessor, one of those days, of a cabin of her own, an
entire acre of ground, a cow, a pig—and, in her mind’
eye, a husband was casually added to the list of comforts.
Chevaun, therefore, had been casting that eye about her
for one on whom to bestow her gracious self and accumuniated
wealth. But the soft cogitations of her pillow, and the steady|
and sober thoughts that came by day, were at continued
variance, and kept her bosom and her choice undecided.. éAi
night, when it was allowed to assemble after work, in the
kitchen, the humour and brilliancy of Paudge Dermody, his
handsome person, and his frolicksome kiss, caused her ito
forget his idle habits and spendthrift disposition, and sent hen
to her couch to dream of him and bappiness; but then with
the daylight, which routs all fanciful visions, came her obser,
vations of the industrious and also talented Andy Houloh:
foster-brother to the lover of her young mistress: Andy coulg
build.a house from top to bottom—a weighty considaratior
with one who bad to build a house; he could mend a plougH
or s ear, and boasted various other qualifications of & solic
nature; 80 that, between the showy fascinations of Paudge‘
and the more valuable acquirements of Andy, her inclinations
and her prudence held a sad conflict; the day constantly
effacing the impressions of the night, and the returning night
—that time when the softer impulses have their sway—ex-
hibiting Paudge m his glory, and again giving him the full
empire of her heart.
handsome daughter of the old couple had not yet taken
her ageustomed scat by her mother's side; she was employed.
or seemingly employed, in some trivial house-concerns; bui
conscious expectation appeared in the glances of her e
towards the door, and she frequently paused and started ¢
little, as she tripped across the floor, and bent her head as i
nttentively listening. By-and-bye, the latch was difted, anc
the cordial smile she gave the newcomer, who esitered with
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"wuwal salutation of ““God save all here,” showed he war
2 unwelcome visiter; and another smile, of a different
yavacter, with which she answered his whisper, as he passed,
.1d that they pretty well understood each other. In fact it
28 Dierce Shea who came in, the eon of a neighbouring
;mer, and the young girl's betrothed admirer.
4 Alley Dooling, now about eighteen, was tall and slight in
2r person, but with a delicate roundness. of form, the con-
ary of bony leanness; her step free and bounding; and her
.hole carriage, though it wanted the polished elegance of the
Fawing-room, possessing that unacquirable grace which pet-
et symmetry bestows. Her face was oval, her eye soft blue,
ser cheek blooming in health, excrcise, and+happiness; and
1ere played about her smiling mouth a disposition to humour,
~eet, not extravagant: her shining gold hair, smoothly
ombed back, showed the full height of her beautiful forehead,
ind was confined—the more the pity—in her ample muslin
up. Having been to market with her father, she was still
Jressed in her holiday clothes; that is to say, her crimson
oplin gown, open before, which thus allowed to be seen her
wme quilted silk petticoat, partly shaded by a thin muslin
|,pron, and also short enough modestly to show the undenia-
le symmetry of her ankle, fitted closely by light blue cotton
qoc]n'ngs of her own knitting. Her shoes were decorated
fith large silver buckles, reaching entirely across the instep.
t In the eyes of her lover, Alley had never looked moro
jeautiful than on this evening. He, too, was a fine young
ipllow, just such & one as we would willingly give Alley for &
usband: above the middle size, well formed, with a handsome
)¢nd intelligent face, full of the smiles and the fire of youth,
1e result of a mind at ease, ingenuons, yet bold withal; and
( was & manly dash in his bearing that became his years;
he was just entering his twenty-first spring.
. It might have been said, indeed, that Pierce Shea was, in
pther respects, a step above Alley. Although -her education
had not, according to the notions and opportunitics of the
time, been neglected, his was more Yerfect; s, at ten years
of age, he had left the humble schools in the neighbourliood,
for the best polish and acquirements the adjacent city of Kil-
kenny, apart from its college, could afford. In birth, too, be
had a nominal agdvantage, being the only son of the only son of
an old officer, who, about forty years before, retired to the
country to assist his half-pay with furming pursuits and in-
dustry. Altogether, Pierce was, to the rustic community
around, an incomparable person ; and, while admiring tongues
rioelmd him a match for any lady in the land, cvil ones
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thickness, the colour of his hair; his eyes fell far into t'bé

sockets, and his check-bones pushed out proportionably wi
his forebead, so that the eyes glared as from a recess; they,
his cheeks were pale, hollow, and retiring; his nose, of the
old Milesian mould, long, broad-backed, and hooked; his javg
came unususlly forward, which caused his teeth to start ojy
from his face; and his lips, that, without much effort, neviy
closed o those disagreeable teeth, were large, fleshy, arg
bloodless, the upper one wearing, in common with his chig
a red beard, just changed from the down of youth to the bris\,
liness of manhood, and as yet unshaven. 'These features, af]
Jarge to disproportion, conveyed, along with the unpleasantnesg
deformity inspires, the expression of a bold and decided chs_
racter; and somcthing else besides, which was malignity ¢,
mystery, according to the observation or mood of a curioy
observer, Had they, together with the enormous head, beey,
placed on the shoulders of a man of large size, they would ng;,
perhaps have created much extraordinary remark; bup2
tached, in the present instance, to a trunk considerably **
the height of even men of low rtature, their unnatural,”
portion probably heightened their unfavourable exp
and joined to another cause we shall have occasion to now
created, among his rustic compeers, a feeling of dislike af
dread for their possessor; repelling all freedom, which, by t4
way, he did not seem anxious to cncourage. -
ﬁnving said this young person was very short in statt
it should. be added, that he was not at all deformed. Acro.
his shoulders and breast, indeed, was a breadth that told mor
for strength than proportion, and his arms were long, and ¢
Herculean sinew; but the lower part of the figure, hips, thigh
and legs, bespoke vigour and elasticity, rather than clums
ness; and it was known that, strange-looking as the creatur¢,
might be, he could run, leap, or w estle, with a swiftness ang;
dexterity seldom matched among men of more perfect shape®
and more promising appearance.

He took no share in the diversions of the evening, bu
seated far back on the hob, so far that the blaze of the fir
shone between him and the others, and gave occasion t
Paudge Dermody to remark, *“that he looked like the oul
bouchal* himself, in the middle of his own place,” he seemed
busily employed in whetting 4 rusty bill-hook, while, from
under the shade of an old broad-leafed bat-_fonnerly belong,
ing to Anthony Dooling, that from constant wear had become
much wider than at first, and was, therefore, squeezed with a
small hay rope, causing it to flap, in many irregular bends,

. * Ol Nick,
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around his face—the fiery eves glaneed round, and were clan-
destinely and <ternly fixed, now on one, now on another, with
a dangerous or hidden meaning.

Anthony Dooling, by frequent applications to the copper
oan, beeame at the long run, as he would himsell term it
< suguch;” in Scoteh, fou; Anglicé, approaching to intoxics
tion; and his temper wiew, consequently, irritable.  In this
mood, the grating of the bill-hook against the whetstone, o
much in discord with the harmony of Andrew Muldowny's
pipes, offended his cars, and more than onee he ealled out to
the operator to stop  Pinding himself unheard or unheeded—-

“What are you erinding that for?” he a-ked, in anary tone,
of Crohoore, the name of the person we have just deseribed ;
but a surly look wus the only answer.

“Did vou hear me spakin' to vou, « rehoon grawnn®”*

Anthony went onj and sulidned resentment, at the disgrace-
ful and stinging term appliced to him, knitted Crohoore’s brow
as he slowly raised his head to anwwer,

“What am T grindm’ it for® T know, now, it's myself you
mane,” the man replied; <1 thought, afore, you were dis-
coorsin’ the piper.”

“You didn't!” retorted Anthony, springing up in wrath,
at the brisk tone of his insignificant cow-boy; <“no, you didn't
think any such thing, a-vick-na-sthreepeea!”t

Another savage look was given in ¢xchange for this oppro-
brious epithet.

“Nonc v’ your doyr's looks!” continued Tony, replying to
it; ““take yourself to bed out o that, since your black heart
won't let yon share in the innocent diversion ”

Tle vanithee here interfered in a mild, besceching tone, and
snid to her hushand, “Never mind him, Tony a-100n; he's
doin no harm, poor crature.”

*No harm, woman! arrah, bad end to me, but his black
looks 'ud turn the May-day into winter—go to your hed, I
say " roared Tony.

Crohoore rose from the hob to go; he slowly laid the bill
hook where he had been sitting; his brows were knit clo-er
than ever, his teeth clenched, and his eyes rolling.

* And do you hear me, bull-head?” the angry master con-
tinued, “don’t let it be wid you as it was this morning; have
the cows in the bawn by the first light, or I'll break every
bone in your lazy skin.”

The dwarf, as he may be called, was passing his harsh max-
ter while these words ended, and he fixed the full meaning of

* Ugly weetch { ver ofa jade,
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his look on Anthony, and said, ** That same ‘ud be nothing
new, for tryin’ at laste; it's an old trick you have.”

“ What's that you say, there, you shingaun* you?" ques-
tioned Tony, his passion raised to the utmost at” thought of
4 saucy answer fio 4 creature o contemptible.

« An’ it's well you know I am a shingawn, or you wotildn't
he so ready Wwith yout bone-breaking,” still retorted Crohoore.
This ivas past enduring. .

¢ Trke thut for & patthersi!® cried Anthony, the moment.
the speech was uttered, raising his clenched and ponderous
band, and dealifig the miserable offender a violent blow with
the whole force of his arm. Crohoore spun round and fell ;
his hedd, ns he went down, striking against a chair so smartly
as to draw the blood in some proﬁ:;sion

The piper stopped siddenly; the dance ceased. and Pierce
8hea was the first to raise and support the senseless Crohoore,
while Alley, trembling and weeping, gave him a handker-
chief to bind the wretch’s temples, and stanch the welling
blood, Cauth Dooling, with cyes of pity, looked at her hus-
band, fully comprehending his feclings, as he stood the picture
of shame, sorrow, and repentance. Indeed, the Llow had
scarcely been given, when, from the bottom of his heart, he
blamed and hated himself for it; and, in his present mood, he
would have offered half his little wealth as atonement.

Ciohoore, suddenly recovering, sprung on his legs, and frecd
himself from his supporter with a force that made him reel,
and & manner that seemed to spurn all obligation; bis face
was hotribly pale, covered with hlood, and every hideous
feature rigig in cixceked passion. Without opening his lips,
he dropped his head upon his breast, and trying to walk, but
staggeting, crossed the apartment to an opposite door ﬁhnt

sdﬁi:to a passage, through which he should go to the loft
m slept. While the whole group looked on with won.
der and alarm, Anthony called after him, and in a erying
vaice said, can in bhand, ¢ Crohoore, a-vich machree, comc
back an’ make it up; dhrink to me, an’ be friends.”

But there was no reply to this pacific and penitent overture;
Cr{(;‘ re only turned round his ghastly face on his master, as
he ox the door in his hand, gave him ongoiming look, and .
thon banged the door after him. That look was afterwards
well remembered, and often commented upon. Lt

Axf set himself down without speaking. He fdlt a
return of at the manner in which his advauces had
beeh received, and this in some degree served to reconcile his

* Bhingawn, a diminutive belng.
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coniciendsd to the cruelty he had beeti guilty of. Buta m
datnp fell over the whole party, and its effects soon

visible; the workmen, silently or in whispers, withdrew to dn
outhénse, where they slept, and the now superflucus piper as
silently plodded after them. Pierce Shea took his leave, but
not v‘vghout his parting kiss from Alley, and the renewsl of
an understanding with lier and the old people to call for them
neit mornihg, at a very early hour, when all were td set off
to the chapel for the six o'clock mass, it being the practice
throughout Ireland, whenever it can possibly be done, to
assemble at devotion before daybrenk on the Christmas fworn.

ing.

CHAPTER IIL

At hdlf-past four o'clock the following Christmas morning,
Pierce Shua rode into the farm-yard of Anthony Dooling, aud
dismounted at the door where he had lingeringly bidden adien
to Alk;y on the former night. Hid stout horse, ready capari-
raned for the intended journey to d chapel about three milcs
distant, was provided with a pillion, on which his mistress
was to be seated. He got the door open, and thence con-
tluded his friends were Up and ready to receive him, Some
sutprite ensued, however, on entering the kitchen, the gcene
of the last night’s festivity, to find no appearance of any
gemm stirting. There were a few decaying embers on the

earth, but, except tho feeble light they gave to the imme.
diate spot on which they glimmered, all clse was darkness,
and a dedd silence prevailed.

. He becarhe convinced, from these appeararices, that none of
his friends or their servants had yet arisen; and he was there.
fore ustonished nt having found the door open, He groped
towards the fireplace, fn the hope of finding, what in reality
was there, a rushlight léft i the hob overnight for the
purpose of being lit at the surf einbers; on his way his foot
struck against something on the floor: he stopped, felt about
for it, and took it np. It was a bill-hook. He laid it on the
hob, and lighted the canidie. .

. “ Heaven proteet and save me! what is this?” Pjerce now
sjaculated, iving, by the light of the candle; his haids
B! . He pansed a montent to reflect how it could have
Soturved, and tien brotight to mind that the billhook,
folt ‘moist in his grasp. He took it up again; it was be-
smenred with elotted gore.
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A rapid conviction of the frightful manner in which it had
been used darted across his mind. Murder had been coms
mitted!—The open door, and the silence that prevailed when
he expected to have found his friends ready to set out on
their pious journey, were now dreadfully accounted for.
The inmates of the once happy house were no more, and the
murderers had left the door open at their hurried departure.

A youthful, ardent, and devoted lover, such as Pierce Shea
then really was, may picture the state of his thoughts and
feelings as he stood, paralysed with the almost certainty that
his adored mistress, his all but wife, had, during the few
hours between thei# last loving kiss and the present moment,
been hurried into eternity, and, by the arm of midnigh
murder, torn from him for ever. The contemplation of deliie-
rate murder, to an innocent mind, and even where one is
not personally concerned in the victim's fate, commands a
sensation of unmixed horror; but when the slayer’s red band
is thrust into a bosom, hitherto the seat of happiness, to tug
away its heart-strings, dreadful and indescribable must be
that anguish!

Piorce Shea felt himself sicken, and his head grew dizzy;
he staggered, and would have fallen, but that the wall gave
timely support. His mind became & chaos; the rich colour
fled his cgeeks, his teeth chattered, the flesh crept along his
bones, and every joint failed, as with eyes starting from their
sockets, and his hair bristling on his head, he firmly clutched
the candle in one hand, and, by its dim light, stared at the
bloody weapon he held in the other. A considerable time
elapsed before he could commune with himself,"but at last
he was able to groan out:—

*Tn the name of the Saviour, on his own blessed morning,
I will see what is the matter;” and he tottered forward wi
a desperate resolution to know the worst.

‘We have before mentioned a little boarded parlour, entered
from the kitchen, the state-room of the farmer's house; this
be guined. A door at one side of it opened into Alley’s bed-
chamber, and another at the op'xosite side into that of the
old couple; he rushed through the former, and, panting with
terror, approached Allg;a bed. The bed had been lain in,
but was now empty. His eye rolled slowly round the room,
daying certainty, yet almost sure of lighting on the cold cors:
of her he Joved—no such object appeared. The clothes she
had worn on the preceding night next became a subject ofhis

«search; they were not to be seen either. He returned tothe
bed-there was a mark of & llrﬁ:ltoody hand on the aheets.
He dashed to the opposite door, it In, and fm iy desperc
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Roused by his voice, the men wno slept without ran, hali-
dressed, to inquire into the cause of the ontcry; to their im-
atient questions he could only answer, that black 1aurder had
een committed ; whilo they, more calm than he was, proceeded
to investigate the bloody business. Left slone, Pierce, con-
ceiving that Alley might have sought safety at his father’s
house, it being the nearest, and one in which she would be sure
of proteetion, hastened thither to inquire: perhaps she had
shunned the dircet way that he came, and chosen a less
and dangerous one.  As he passed out, circumstances that
previouﬁy escaped his notice, his mind being absorbed by other
emotions, now presented themselves. The corner cupboard
that decorated tﬁe parlour, and which had been furnished with
some substantial plate, appeared open, and rifled of its contente
and the desk, too, in which it was known to Pierce the ol
man kept his money, lay wrenched asunder and empty, its
apers strewing the ground. After a look at these matters,
Yjerce mounted his horse, and galloped to his father's.

Meantime the workmen, three in number, and who were
Paudge Dermody, Andy Houlohan, Pierce's foster-brother,
and Shamus Whelan, went over the house, and saw the scenes
and sights we have already described. For some time they
scarce spoke to each other, so powerfully did the appearance
of the corses of their old master and mistress seize on their
minds and feelings. In the heavier woe of that loss, poor
Chevaun was almost forgotten; even Paudge seemed entirely
occupied, without a thought of his generous admirer, partly,
it was supposed, on account of having never felt much flat.
tered, notwithstanding Chevaun's riches, at~her preference.
After looking on the bodies of the old people, the three men
hastened into the kitchen, as if glad to escape from the im-
mediate presence of such objects; and there, securing the
door, huddled together, still in silence, and labouring for
breath. At last—

It is a dhreadful murther,” said Andy Houlohan, in a
whisper, as, for the first time, his eyes met those of his com-
panions,

*The most frightful ever poor sinner heard of,” echoed
Shamus Whelan.

‘ An’ it was done wid his bill-hook,” said Paudge Dermody,
E;ﬁmin to the weapon where Pierce had dropped it, when

left the kitchen to enter the little patlour; *it's their ould
blood is on id ” .

. They sto with the candle to look closer at the instru-
nient of death; white hairs clutig to it, and they shrank back
again.
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¢« An' that very same bill-hook Crohoore was whettin’ last
night,” said Shamus.

*Yes, when our poor masther (God rest his sowl!) sthruck
him about id,” Paudge rejoined.

¢ As sure as we live to see this holy mornin',” smid Andy,
<he was sharpenin’ it, at the same time, to make it-do his
bloody work so well.” .

’lzhe Lord presarve us!” all exclaimed, and crossed then-
selves. Shamus resumed—

“Right enough, Andy ; you guessed right at the first offvr.
Do ye think of his look, wid his hand on the dour, when he
went away bleedin’, last night?”

Again they stared on each other in terrified silence, their
manner and looks expressing full conviction that they had
fixed the deed on the proper person.

¢ An’ where is Crohoore himself, then?” asked Paudge, the
first to start from stupid inaction, and teke the necessary
steps—*Let us find the murderer!” All proceeded on the
search.

They gained the loft where Crohoare usually stept; he was
not there, nor had he been in bed. They went through the
outhouses, sheds, and stables. There was the red mark of a
hand on the stable-door, near the hasp; the door wus open,
and the best horse gone; and footprints appeared in a heap
of litter contiguous to the stable, on which it was conjectured
the shingawn had stood to enable himself to mount the tall
horse. ql'hese prints exactly corresponded to a pair of old
brogues found Ry his bedside.

Daylight dawned while the men were vainly employed in
tracing the murderer ; and Pierce Shea returned, accompanied
by his father, having got no intelligence of Alley, and still
raving and distracted with apprehensions for her fate. He
came up just as the workmen were satisfied that Crohoore
was the slayer of the three human beings that lay stiff within
the house, and when to this conviction another had been added,
and was intimated by Shamus Whelan, the eldest of the three,
whose silvered locks gave value to the solemn tone in which
the following ejaculation was uttered:— ’

“Lord look down on you wid eyes of pity, poor Alley
Dooling; the miau* and the mirock* has come over you if
your young days; an' it would be better for you, mille tinmes,}
to be lyin’ strvetched an' dead with them that are within,
mornin’'!l” ) :

*“Then you know gbout her?” said Pierce. ** Where is
sha?- What has bocome of her ?”

* Sorrow and trouble. t A thousand times.

s
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* Nothin', for sartin, do we know, Master Pierce, a-roon,
only we make up our minds that the father's murtherer is the
21111 d's undoer,” Shamus answered. The young man groaned

oud.

< Ay, God help you, a-vich, God help you; it's & mourn-
ful Christmas to you,” said all.

No doubt scemed now to exist of the identity of the cruel
assassin, ° The news had spread by this time; the neighbonrs
crowded in to gratify, although to shock, their eyes with the
evidences of the thrilling story; and amongst them came one
whose words served to fix upon Crohoore the last crin -+ at-
tributed to him.

He told, that, having been in search of a stray sheep, he was
returning home about two hours after midnight, a?ong the
road that ran at the foot of the descent on which stood An-
thony Dooling’s house, and there heard the quick tramp of a
horse’s feet behind him; and that, surprised at so unusual an
occurrence, and frightened, t0o, on account of the fame of a
desperate band of might-robbers then in existence, he had re-
tired under the shade of a ditch to observe the horseman.
The frosty moon was bright, and, whilst the rider passed, he
recognised the remarkable person and face of Crohoore ; and,
though the horse went rapidly by, he had opportunity enough
to note that, before him, the shingawn held with one arm
something like a human figure enveloped in dark drapery.
The man called after him, but Crohoore, without looking be-
hind, put his horse to full speed, struck into the fields, and
distinctly made way up one of the opposite hills, and then de-
scended from view at the other side. -

With this clue, Pierce Shea determined on immediate pur-
suit. He provided himself with arms; equipped, in like
manner, Paudge, Shamus, and his foster-brother Andy; and,
mounted on good horses, they set out without loss of time, re-
solved to persevere to the last till they should have secured
the murderer, and rescued Alley, if—and the thought was
beart-breaking to poor Pierce—it was not already too late to
save her from a fate worse than direst death:

¢ An’ they spent all that day and night,” said the narrator
of this tale, the same aged retainer of the family who, at the
wake, gave the circumstantial account of his master’s death
here set down, to a circle of attentive and affrighted hearers,
and amongst whom we still suppose him speaking:— -

* They spent that day an’ night, an’ a good part of the next
day, among the bogs and mountains, an’ they came home as
empty-handed as they went out, an’ worse, by far; for they
brought poor Pierce Shea half dead to his fnhier an’ mother,
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an’ he's now lyin’ in the hoith of a great faver, ravin’ like mad ;
.swearin’ that ie’s up to his knees in poor Tony Doolin’s blood,
-8’ callin’ to them to take the bruised head out of his sight,
an’ thinkin® he sees his poor Alley strugglin’ wid Crohoore, an’
cryin’ out to him to save her; so that they're forced to have
Andy Houlohan, his own nurse’s child, an’ another o' the.
sthrongest they can find, to hould him down in the bed; an'
little wonder it is, God holp him, that his thought® should be
runnin’ on the sight he saw.”

The listeners glanced for a moment at the disfigured bodies,
and turned their eyes away again in haste.

“I'm tould,” continued the old man, *‘by one o' the boys
that went wid Pierce, that they met the cursed shingawn on
the hills, that Pierce was within arm’s length of him, an’ that
be slipt away like any sheeog;* the boy himself was so tired
an’ kilt, I couldn't get the whole story from kim but to-mor-
row Ill know all about it. One thing is sartin, they cum
home, widout tale or tidings,ef. Alley Doolin’; there’s no
knowin’ where Crohoorc has hid her, but it's not far away,
I'm thinkin'.”

“That Crohoore was always a bad sight to me,” said an
elderly dame, stooping across, looking cautiously around, and
whispering as if she feared the walls would hear her. “I
never cared to see him crossin’ my road; there was somethin’
not right about him; an’ the look of his two eyes wasn't like
any other Christhen's I ever seen; if you said < God save
you,” to him, he was never the one to give you the civil
angwer; I couldn’t for the life o' me, think well of him,
Mickle, a-roon.”

ysef alwa.gs had the same mind o’ the cullaun,” rejoined
Mickle, or Michacl, ¢ singe the first hour I ever set eyes on
im. T was in the field wid my poor ould masther that's gone
—rest his sowl” (bending his head reverently towards the
bier), * when he found the unlucky sheeog in the thrench; it's
the six-acre field at the back o’ the haggart; an’ Mickle, says
the masther to mysclf, see what God has sent us this mornin’,
as he tuk up the brat at the same time; that mornin’ 18 now
twenty-an’-three years agone, come next Shroft, an’ the peor
sowl hittle thought he was goin® to be the provider for his own
martherer, when he spoke the words I te‘{l you; no, I counld
never bear him sence the first moment; for when the masther
held him in his hands an’ looked in hisface, though I'm sartin
sure he was then no more nor eight or nine months born, the
thing grinved up at him like alittle ould man; an’ it came
into my bead he belonged to the good people, from that out,
Lveox o Shacog—Fairy. © 4 Bheovetide.
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though I never tould my iglain mind to anybody, just for fear
of what you guess yoursets.

“Well, a-roon, when Crohoore was only a weeny gorgoon,
he was too sharp an’ knowin’ for the ouldest amongst us; sn’
he never did like the other brats o’ boys of his age, but always
went mopin’ by himself; an’, when every soul was asleep
around him, many's the night he passed out in the most lone-
some places; sayin’, whenever he was missed and axed about
it, that he only staid up afther the hares an’ the rabbits, you
know ; but it was no sich thing, One time—F1l never forget
it us long as I live—I was a little bit hearty,* an’ as the diaoul
wowld have id, he came across my path, an’ I gave him akick ;
to be sure I done it without no raison, but the rest of the boys
had a fashion of makin' him stand out o' the way; an’ the
liquor, that, puts the fool on the best of us, being in my_hegd,
1 tlmu{ht I might as well have a bit o’ fun as another; so I
made the kick at him; but—an’ may I die in sin if it isn't the
blessed thruth I'm tellin’!—that very night the onc cow I had
was fairy-sthruck an’ died.”

< As sure as the day, Mickle,” said Anasthause Farrel—a
little old skeleton of a woman with a cracked, squesking voice,
and one side of her face a dirty purple hue, and the other pale
a8 & corpse—** as sure ad the day, what you’re for sayin’ is only
the sartin thruth; it now comes into my mind that just tin
years apast, Crohoore (save us an’ keep us!) once brought a
cock, an’ set him to {ight again’ my cock, as fine a bird, of a com-
mon cock, as ever you seen; well, he set them at one another
till the life was a’most gone from the both; I cotch him in id,
an’ gave him a lnggin'; an’ it’s now I think of the look ke gave
me; an’, a3 I'm a sinner afore God, that very day myself got
the fairy-blast along the side o’ my.face—the marks ig here to
this very hour;” and she held out the side of the face alladed
to, that her ncighbours might have ocular testimony of Cro-
hoore's superngtural power.

The idea that he was connected with the © good people”
hsd before been no more than an interesting presumption,
whicl it was pleasant occasionally to glance at over the win-
ter's fircside ; but now, under Mickle's guidance, it seemed to
seize upon the minds of all the gossiping auditors; they hus-
tled neaver, took rapid finches of snuff, or ““shoughs” of the
pipe, breathed shorter, lowered their voices, and went. on.

* The Lord save usly said one, **isn't it u wondher he didn’t

t the * good people’ to sthrangle his ould masther and mis-

ess, an’ nobody the wiser, because no marks 'ud be left, an’
a0t go to the throuble of doin’ it himself, afther such & mauner.”

* Tipsy, . .
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+ It's not the laste wondher,” rcjoined Mickle, who gave the
law in fairy lore; “the gond people, they say, havn't the
Eg:er to take away a lifs; they can only spile an’ wither &

y entirely, like Anasthause there-but a dedth-blow must
be struck by some livin® Christhen sowl.”

¢ Well, well. that may be as you say it, a-roun,” rejoined
the former speuker; * but don't {on think it the most likely
thing for him to have our poor Alley among them®

“You just guessed my mind. I'd hould a good heifer, if
it war God's will I had the like, that this bles<ed moment she's
in some o' the green raths* they live in; sure well we know
they’re to be seen in plenty the very road he tuck her,” an-
swered Mickle.

 An’ tell us this, Mickie—vou have as good a right to
know id as any other in the world, because you lived undher
the same rcof wid the both ever sence they were weenuchs—
1 hard it many a year agone, that Crohoore was dyin’ in love
wid Alley.”

““You hard no more than the thruth, Maugha; 'twas plain
to be seen as the daylight; an’ I often was by when poor Tony
—rest his sowll—jibed Alley herself about id; tellin’ her, as
he chucked up her darlin’ chin, that if she was a good colleen,
he would give her Crohoore for a husband ; everybody laughed
at id; but mysef, though I never said a word afore, always
thought it "ud end bad in the long run. Alley, poor erathur,
wus kind an’ tinder-hearted, an’, while the one and the t'otlrer
had their pluck at Crohoore, she never gave him a sour look
or ang% word ; maybe he bewitched her, by Gor; for it was
the hoith o’ wondher to see her o sweet on such an ill-come
shingawn that everybody was afeard of; an’ as for himself, he
never cared to do anything fight that any other body bid him,
but one word from Alley 'ud send him forty miles in the dead
o the night-time.”

¢« I’s sartin sure, I'm thinkin', that the news of her goin’
to be married to Pierce was one resson for Crohoore's doin’
what he done; an’ so he whipt her off, an’ tuck his revenge at
the same time; for, between oursefs, Tony Doolin’ was often
2 hard masther to him ; to be sure he well deserved it, for an
idle, lazy rogue 8s he was; bud it's what I'm goin’ to sty in
this:—About a month or 86 agon, one night, instend of mindin’

ether the cows, he went off on his own business—you
what I mane-an’ Tony found the cows sthrayin’ about, an’
some hm; aﬂ‘}::r met Crokoore comin’ over th‘la stilc; ;‘nto thke

it s0 nomore but gives him a clipe of his atie
ﬁggtmbld himgz:o the itter; aﬁ' it's well I rgember Cro-
# Little hitls, T " ¢ Part of s farm-yard,



24 CROHOORE OF THE BILI-HOOK.

hoore sayin', when he passed me afther gettin’ up,  Mu-chorp-
an-diaoul!* you'll pay for all this, together!'—an’ sure
brought his own black words to pass.”

Thus did the gossips run on with their shanachus till the
long night wore away. The crowd of people left the wake
onc by one, as the morning approached; and at Jength there
remnined but three or four women, who, with half-shut eyes,
and heads drooping and nodding for want of rest, scarcely
attended to the melancholy and still-uttered keenthecaun.
The wild song was chanted by a tall, worn woman, with mat-
ted locks and a haggard face. She changed abruptly from
her praises of the deceased into the most dreadful maledictions
agamst their murderer, and then the women were somewhat
aroused ; but, when suddenly starting up, and pausing for a
moment, she exclaimed, ** Sce him! he comes to hear my
curses, and to look on his work!” they, too, sprang to their
feet, and beheld the witch-like poctess, with eyes starting from
their sockets, and her skinny arms cxtended, pointing at a
person who stood 8o close to the corses that his hand touched
the old man’s head. IIe was carefully muffled up, and his
face turned away; but a sccond look at the diminutive figure
told who he was, A momentary pause of terror ensued; and
Crohoore—for it was no other than he—taking adventage of
their inaction, flapped his broad-leafed old hat over his face,
as if to hide some strong emotion that visibly shook bim, and
then, turning and walking rapidly to the unobstructed door, .
cscaped.

The women at last sbricked wildly, and called for agsist-
ance; but, when assistance came, the intruder was beyond
reach. No omne could tell or conjecture how he had entered
or approached the house; and, when the women were angrily
questioned as to why they had not given timely alarm, they
solemnly and earnestly averred, one and all, that their senses
had beconte paralyzed, fairy-stricken in fact, by his presence.
Anasthause was among them, the most eloquent and impres-
sive of the group; for she declared that the moment ehe saw
Crohoore, the purple side of her face had grown scorching hot,
and the ghastly side ““ could as the clay; and once more she
profiered, in rupport of her assertions, and to sight and touch,
the two-bandled face, that looked like an ilibuked cake,
burned on one side and left raw on the other.

<% An impreestion.
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CHAPTER 1V.

Ox the night of the murder of her father and mother, Alley
Dooling was startled from a sleep more than usually profound,
the consequence of her excreise of the day and night, by
becoming sensible of rough personal violence. When first
awakened, she strove to look around her, but her eyes were
blindfolded ; then she tried to rise, but a strong hand pressed
heavily on her chest, and some person was in the act of squeez-
ing violently round her mouth a tight-folded linen cloth; so
that not only was she cffectually prevented from screaming,
but rearcely could she even breathe. Her arms and ankles,
too, were firmly bound, and all struggles to frec herself, to
speak, or give alarm, proved ineffectual.

When the bandage round her mouth had been weil secured,
the weight on her chest, so far as her bewildered senses could
comprehend what was going forward, ceased to inconvenience
her, and along with her day-clothes (in which, with an idea of
being ready dressed for Pierce Shea's early call, she had lain
down), poor Alley was wrapped in the coverlet of the bed,
and then lifted up by a powerful arm.

During all this she had heard no voice; short, thick breath-
ings, as of one hastily and laboriously employed, alone came
against her face; but, as she was raised np, an indistinct curse,
grumbled in a low murmur, reached her car, and she became
convinced that she was treated in this ruffian sort by onc not
of her own sex. Suddenly disturbed in so frightful a manner
from her sleep, excess of terror at the discovery completely
overpowered her, and she fainted away.

The cold and pinching blast of the winter's night restored
her to animation; but her thoughts continved vague, as if
in a terrific dream, and she was just sensible of being borne
rapidly along in the clutch of some person of great strength.
The bandage that had been tied across her mouth loosened and
fell off for a moment, and she screamed aloud ; and suddenly
the person who bore her stopped, and it was aguin fastened
on with such increased pressure and violence, that Alley's
breath and senses again failed her, and she relapsed into u
swoon.

‘When recovered from the second fit, eyes and mouth were
Loth free, all mufiling baving been removed; her self-posses-
sion gradvally returned, and she could ascertain her situation.
She was on horseback, and a man’s arm, from behind, paseed
round her waist. The frosty air had benumbed her flesh, and
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tingled even tarough her bones; her teeth chattered, and every
joint shook with weakncss, fright, and cold. Fearfully and
slowly did she now turn her head to look into the face of her
conductor. The moon flared broadly upon that face as her
eyes fixed on it, and discovered the hideous features of Cro-
hoore, deadly pale, distorted with passion, and stained with
blood. Only a few inches’ space was between them at this
dread rcognition, and his small red eye shot fire into her blue
one during the hasty glance in which it was made.

Shrieking, and sickgned at the bottom of her soul, Alley
turned away her head. All the hints she had previously re-
ceived of his dark and savage nature, and all the warnings to
keep him at a distance and be on her gnard against him, re.
curred to her affrighted memory, and she gave herself up as
utterly lost. She shrank from the rude clasp of his arm, she
writhed, she loathed his touch, his ncarness to her, his v
existence.  She could not bring herself to speak to him, al-
though the speech were for merey, and although persuasion
was her sonl’s only hope in her present terrible circumstances,
and more terrible prospeets; so that for some time not a word
was uttered between them. ,

At last, however, the master-impulse humbled every other
feeling ; and, suddenly turning round, Alley exelaimed:—

“In the most holy name, Crohoore, where are we going,
and where are you dragging me?”

“You're going to your only home, Alley, where woe and
sorrow wait to meet you,” he answered.

“ What do you mean by that?” she resumed. ** Crohoore,
a8 you hope to sec the light of the world to come, carry me
back to my own heme—to my father!”

He remained siient; from what motive, whether through
sullenness or crualty, or from abstraction of thought, it was
impossible to discover.  Alley could only repeat her passionats
adjuration, to vhich the dwarf at length replied:—

¢ Alley, Alley, you and myself, this night, are two unfortn-
nate, miserable creatures!” and then he immediately increased
the speed of his horse, holding Alley tighter on her seat, and
from the swiftness of their course, and her exhausted and agi:
ta.gg state, el;edc?’uld not colxgimie the coni:glsation.

e imagined, however, that she recogn the country on-
each side as they passed along, and that she was conti Orl{ﬂ to
her father’s house; but even this the speed and her fluttered
state of mind rendered doubtful. In 1 little time they pro-
ceeded at a Jess viclant rate, and then Alley thought she heatd
a yoice calling from behind, and she screamed for dasistancaj
when Crohoore, with miich dexterity. holding her on her seat
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dsing his elbow against her breast, put his hand on her
m and resumed a‘gnll gallop. P

- Dashing from the road into the fields, thev had t# go over
the flat country, and with scarcely slackened pace ascended
one of the low chain of hills which, Alley now perfectly recol-
leoted, were situated but about a quarter of a mile from her
father's house. Descending on the other side, they rapidly
traversed a large extent of wild and dreary bog ; again astended
and descended other small hills, and continued for gome time
their journey among them. Tt was remarkable with what
certainty Crohoore travelled a waste of marsh and mountain
50 gathlenss and difficult; his rein was, indced, now and then
tightened in consequence of the difficulty of the footing; but
not for & moment was he at a loss to make out the proper and
only way through bogs where a single false step, at one side
or the other, would have sunk his horse to the shoulders, and
something baflled, if it did not entirely impede, his progress.

Alley employed such occasional relaxations of speed in en-
deavouri;)g to move the pity of her stern guardian; bhuat he
persevered in a deep and unaccountable silence. Once or
twice they passed close by a cabin, of which a few were scat-
tered at a distance from cach other through those desolate
places, scarcely distinguishable in the moonlight, on account
of their similarity of colour, and indeed material, from the
turf-clamps, tufts of rushes, or barren knolls, by which they
were surrounded ; and still hoping to bring some person to her
relief, Alley, in approaching these wretched hovels, cried out
with all her might, Crohoore not now interfering to prevent
her. But her cries were unheard; or, if heard, the inmates
only crossed themselves, and prayed to be delivered from the
unhallowed wanderers of the night.

. They had crossed over one range of hilly, and they again
pressed against another range, of what the inhabitants call
mountains, but which were not of sufficient elevation to lay
cleim to that title; they were, however, abrupt, fatiguing to
ascend, barren and dreary, chequered with heath and furze,
ait‘)d here and there a stunted oak, the relics of the large woods
that about fifty or sixty years before had overspread the dis-
trict. Through these wilds Crohoore for some time journeyed,
and at last, after looking long and carefully around him, sud-
denly halted, dismounted, and helped the suffering Alley also
to descend from her irksome situation. He placed her on ber
feet, forgetting that, from cold and fatigue, and misery of
mind, ps well as from the bonds which tied her ankles, it was
impossibile she could stand; and so Alley no sooner touched
the ground, nud was deprived of his support, than she fell
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prostrate. Instantly he stooped to raise her, and his .savege
nature secmed touched with pity$ for low moanings es

him, when he saw her tender ankles cut and bleeding from the
pressure and friction of the rude cord that bound them. Still
on his knees, he hastily undid that cord ; then gave liberty to
her arms also, and led her a step forward.

Alley, unmindful of everything but her misfortunes, had
not oberved that they were at the door of a miserable cabin,
at which Crohoore atoPpod, aud, with the butt-end of a pistol
which he drew from his breast, knocked loudly. There was
a long pause, and no answer  He knocked again, still louder,
and to his second summons a squenking, querulous voice
sounded from within, asking, who was there?

«It is I, Crohoore,” he answered; the harsh voice screamed
yome obscrvation in a dissatisfied cadence; footsteps were then
heard inside, and lights shot through the chinks of a badly-
made and half-rotten door, which, after many shakings and
creakings, at last half opened.

From the vision that appeared, Alley drew back in natural
terror. She had heard tales, such as all country girls hear,
of witches scudding on the blast, and hiding themselves in
holes and corners to do deeds of wickedness ; and she thought
Jjust such a being stood before her. It was a crone much un-
der the middle size of women, and made still lower by an
unusual bend in her back, which sent her shoulders and head
forward and down, almost to a level with her hips. Her face
might seem a parchment mask, loosely adapted to the staring
bones, and therefore shrivelled up into innumerable wrin-
kles, which ran lengthways and crossways, and here and there,
without union, beginning, or end; and of this face the chin
came out like a pointed horn, and the mouth, when closed, was
but one of the many wrinkles around it; and, when open,
showed bloodless gums, without teeth. Matted grey hairs
hung down the cheeks, eseaping from an old red handkerchief
that entirely covered her head, and was knotted under th
stringy throat. The rest of the figure, with its costume, does
not invite description: it was withered skin and bone, foul
and disagreeable, with but a few shreds of covering. The
only trait about the animate mummy which interested, and
to which one would turn again, though not for gratifiestion,
was her eyes; and they indeed possessed a strange vivacity,
if not energy, unfitted and unnatural to such a careass. -

. She held up a lighted rushlight as Crohoore enterad, bear-

ing, or rather forcing in, his instinotively resisting .
:l‘-Ee beldam *viewed them closely, 8 moment, émt
“eyes; then the wrinkled lids suddenly expanded. aiid while
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Jwer locks, flashing on Crohoore, expressed all the impotent
frenzy of age, she squeaked out in the shrillest keyoe

«Villian o' the world! an’ you dared disobey my com-
mands? didn't I warn you, on peril of the hereafter, not to
lay hands on Alley Dooling? l}gly shingawn!~—be your mis-
deeds on your own head!”

“Whisht, whisht, now, asthore,” said Crohoore, hastily,
though not angrily ; and then he whispered somethinga-a few
words only, yet they seemed to convulse his frame through
every fibre. The hag whispered in her turn, and his
patroxysm gained its height; he started back, trembled still
more violently, grew more deadly pale, and cast a mournful,
or, at least, strange glance on the poor terrified Alley. She,
eagerly catching at the change that took place in the features
of her extraordinary conductor, again tried every appeal to
divert him from the infamous intentions she believed he held
towards her. Flinging herself on her knees, and using the
Irish language, the sound and idiom of which she conceived
might have most effect on him—

“In the name of the God of Heaven, Crohoore, Alley said,
‘*be not to me, the only child of your old master and mistress,
the villain you intend to be! think and repent in time! re-
store me to my father this blessed Christmas morning, and
you shall not only be forgiven, but, I swear by my father’s
soul, you shall be rewarded!” '

During this address Crohoore groaned fearfully, staggered
backward, leaned against the damp wall of the wretched hut,
spread his hands over his face, and Alley saw, with astonish-
ment and delight, tears of, she hoped, pity and repentance
forcing their way through his fingers, and running along the
"backs of his hauds. <You will, Crohoore,” she then con-
tinued, clinging to him—¢“you will take compassion on me,
and bring me home to my poor father?”
¢ But now the wretched girl was, for the first time, to learn
the extent of her misery. Crohoore uncovered his face,
which horror, grief, despair, and every frightful passion
seemed to agitate; then he advanced a few steps, stood over
-her as she knelt, and with a voice choked and almost inaudi-
ble, said, *“Woe, woe be to you, child of the Doolings! and
dounble woe to myself, miserable crature that I am! Alley,
Alley, you have no father, you have no motherl—cheir blood
15 swimmmg asbout them—they are both murthered!” She

-gave one piercing shriek, and fell, in strong convulsions, on
the wet earthen floor.

/- When she recovered, she found herself in a different apart-

~ment from that where she had fainted, and of which the aspect
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wus entirely new to her; she haa never before seen one like
it. 'The walls around were built o1 solid masonry; and over-
heud, instead of the bare thatch of the cabin, there was a ceil-
ing of some black timber, from the middle of which hung, by
a cord, part of an old metal pot filled with grease, and this
fod the tlame of a rag that sent its flickering and lurid beam
around the unplastered sides of the ample chamber. In a
remotecorner stood a dirty deal table, and a few chairs of the
cammonest kind; and on one of the two squalidly.furnished
beds which the place also contained Alley was lying. It
appeared extraordinary, however, that in the midst of shreds
and tatters, and vile furniture, the materials of her bed should
be feathers, u lusury then almost unusual in the houses of the
better sort of furmers. The unearthly-looking old ereature
who hud opencd the eabin door was suppérting her on the
bed as she 1ccovered, and applying strong-smelling plants to
lier postrils; and over her stood Crohoore also, his counte-
nance bearing nearly the same expression as when he had
spoken the horrible words that deprived Alley of her senses,
and that still rung in her ears and rent her soul. From the
aspect and presence of both her companions, the poor young
girl again shrank, now with a new cause for aversion and ter-
ror, infinitely more powerful than any she had before felt;
and in this state we must leave the forlorn Alley, until, in the
progress of the story, she again cowes betore us.

CIIAPTER V

MeasTivE it is our duty to examine into the truth of the
account given by old Mickle, at the wake, of the unhappy
termination of Pierce Shea's first effort for the recovery of
his mistress.

In aframe of mind little short of distraction, he had set
out, with his foster-brother, Andy Houlohan, Shamus Whelan
(astout man, rather advanced in years), and Paudge Dermody,
the wit (but now grave as tho dullest fellow), all well mounted,
well armed, and resolute. The day, still young, appeared
lowering and cloudy, as they started, and t{e ad to pene-
trate a dense fog that rested on the summit of tie hill panted
out as that over which Crohoore had made his midnight way.
They traversed all that day the bleak heights and spreading
marshes of which the entire neighbouring country was pom.

, inquiring of every person, exploring every spot
i’i’;‘i 0 give information of or emgmtotheggitggp
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but, except in two instances, they found no clue. The owner
of & cabin that stood on the edge of the most extensive bog
they had crossed told how, during the previous night, he ha
been scared from sleep, by loud and frightful screams; he
little thought, however, that anything mortal could bave tra-
versed the lonesome and treacherous marsh at that untimely
hour; and a load was removed from his heart when bg under-
stood what had been going forward, and he no longer feared
t6 have heard the mournful wail of the bocheentha, come to
predict the eudden death of himself, or of some dear member
of his family. 'The pursuers also met, straying among the
bills, the horse that had been taken from Anthony Dooling’s
stable, half dead with fatigue, and soiled with sweat and mire,
still undried upon him. R
This scanty information just served to convince them that
the ohject of their pursuit was concealed somewhere in the
neighbourhood, but, farther, they were compelled to take
chance as their guide. The party, when night closed in, had
emerged from a scattered wood that, for some miles, ran along
a ridge of hills, and which they had spent a good part of the
day in exploring. They paused on the barren descent, and
looked around in every 5irectiou for some roof to shelter
them; for, with the felling night, wind and rain began to
drive; in thick gusts, over the desolate country, and all per-
suasions were lost on Pierce to face homeward, until he should
have gained some tidings of his Alley, even though she were
hid in the bowels of the earth. A black extent of bog lay
beyond them, running on, till in the waning light and growing
mist it seemed to mingle with the horizon. At the bottom
of the ridge on which they stood ran & mountuin stream, that
had its source higher up in the country, among a continuation
of the same chain of hills. When crossed by the party, dur-
ing thae early part of the day, this stream appeared no more
than a puny, gurgling thread of water, spinning about the
large rocks that strewed its channel; but the channel itself
was ten feet and upwards in depth, and, at the least, from
twenty to thirty In breadth, showing that, at times, it became
an impetaous torrent. A little to the right of the party, and
lower down on the descent of the hill, stood one of those
uncouth castle squares so frequent in Kilkenny and some
neiszbouring counties, built, most probably, by the English
of the Pals and their successors, and which served the
double of residencos and fortresses, affording them
the sole shelter they comdd hope to find in the country, and
secuting them from the i ar attacks of the dispossessed

natives, not yet o %6 be reconciled to the growing
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sway of new masters. We may add, that those castles arc
.built all over the country, in such close succession that the

rospect from one to the other is never interrupted-—doubt-
ess for the purpose of spreading alarm by fire and other
signals, in case of any of them having been assaulted. After
Pierce Shea and his companions had taken a survey of the
district around, it appearcd that the old castle we have been
describing was the only place that offered the sudden shelter
now becoming every moment more necessary. The deepest
shade of nigﬁt had almost {allen; the heavy wreaths left the
mountain tops, and floated as clouds before the summoning
blast; and the rain, which hitherto had been but a spray
blown upward from the damp valleys, now began to fall in
heavy an 1 continued drops. To the castle, then, the adven-
turers hastened, and there established their quarters for the
night. A ground-floor of the old building afforded shelter to
their horses, and the hills scanty and coarse provender; they
brought timber from the wood, and in the middle story, to
which they ascended by narrow spiral stairs, a blazing fire
was soon lighted. Andy Houloban, the most provident of
the party, displayed a well-furnished wallet of country fare;
Paudge Dermody, the thirstiest, a big black bottle of brandy ;
and all collected round the blaze to partake of refreshmnent
and rest, which, considering the toils and anxieties of the day,
were certainly their due.

They had soon to congratulate themselves on thesc pre-
cautions. The wind blew a storm, and dismally howled
through the doorless building, agitating the blaze round which
they sat, through the slits in the narrow walls, formerly con-
structed rather with a view to safety than convenience, or as
much to serve -as loopholes, from which to annoy an enemy,
as for windows to admit the light. The rain descended
sheets; and one of the men, who had ventured out for an in-
stant, reported that it was so pitch-dark he could not sce a
yard oefore him. The moon, which was in the wane, would
not rise for many hours; so that, even had they met with no
opposition from Pierce Shea, it would have proved impossible
to make way homeward through the dreary paths they had to
travel in so gloomy a night. After their repast, the men felt
the influence of the fatigue they had undergone during the
day; and, in a little time, their discourse flattened, and one
biy one they stretched themsglves by the fire and fell asleep—
all but Pierce Shes, the state of whose mind naturally kept
him waking. His feelings were in accord with the night and
his situation; with the desolated placg of refuge, the tempest,
the darkness, and the weeping heavens without.. He lay
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down on the earthen floor, but could not close his eyes; he
started up, and walked from side to side of the waste apart-
ment ; he leaned his back against the wall ; he sat in the deep
recess of the window ; every position was uneasy, because eve
one was inaction, and away from the purpose in which his
soul was engaged. At last, with no defined motive, but
merely in obedience to the fiery restlessness that swayed him,
end perhaps hoping something, he knew not what, Pierce
muffled himself in his greatcoat, and cautiously descending
the narrow stairs, lest he should disturb lnus companions,
sallied out into the night, regardless of its blasts and of its
drenching rain.

A kind of bellow, as if from the castle, startled him; and
now hope came in o more certain form, and he rushed in
He looked into the lower apartment, but could sce nothing
through the thick darkness; and be heard nothing except the
munching noise of the horses’ jaws, as they strovo to make
way through their hard provender. He rapidly mounted to
the place where he had left his companions. The fire was
nearly decayed; but hight enough still remained to show that,
with the exception of his foster-brother Andy, the men con-
tinved to sleep soundly; and Andy, if not asleep, scemed
bewitched. On the spot where Picrce had secen him stretch
himself, the man now knelt, the aft part of his large and
gaant person resting on his heels; his head and body thrown
back, as if to avoid something he feared would touch himj;
and his left arm extended at full length, to prevent a too near
approach ; while, with his right fist desperately clenched, he
smote his obviously strong breast-bone, and muttered, with
distorted lips, and at race-horse specd, some prayers in the
Irish language. He remained unaware of Pifrce’s entrance,
and persevered in his attitude and occupation till the young
man approached, and scized his out-stretched arm, calling on
him to tell what was the matter.

Andy gave a sudden plunge when his feeler was touched,
and, in stunning accents, roared out the prayers he had before
only mumbled; then, withdrawing his eyes nearer home from
the vacuum on which they had been det, he recognised his
foster-brother.  But this caused no abatement, to his orisons,
if we except a change in the tone of delivery, Andy con-
tihuing at length, and without answering Pierce’s question,
till hid had finished the whole catalogue; and, as it is sus-
pected he had never burthened his mind with more of any
bne prayer than, -by mere force, his mother compelled him to
learh in infincy, and as, af this time of day, even those séraps
Were ﬁrtls" forgotten, poor Andy must have made ratheran
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odd jumble when he went to hus devotions. Pierce, over and
over, repeated his ingniry, and,—

¢ Arrah, then, Master Pierce, a-roon, is id yourself ?” b at
lnst moaned out, giving, as became Lis country, question for
question, and rising glowly {rom his knecs, while, with the tail
of his coat, he wiped the perspiration from his forchead.

“What is the matter, I say?” again asked Pierce.

«Didn't you sce her, a-vich?”

“Her! who?”

¢‘That cursed—och, asy, Andrew! hould a guard over your
tongue, and mind what you're for sayin'; I mane the blessed
body that was here.”

“Andy! Ged send! perhaps you mean Alley?”

**Mostha, but if it war Alley, it wasn't like the Alley we
ased to see, afore now; but the could grave, it’s like enough,
has spiled her, for good-an’-all.”

“What do you mean? would you drive me mad, man?
whom did-you sec?”

¢ Come, Andy,” said Paudge, who was awake since the
bellow Andy had cmitted, when Pierce bore down his arm,
and who now drew towards him; *“come, Andy, none o’ your
ould ways, bud let the thing out, clever and clane, at
once.”

“Go on!” roared Pierce.

¢Wait a bit, a-chorra, till T think o’ myself; arrah, there’s
no use in talkin’; the very heart in my body, within, is

ightened out o' me.”
ierce stamped, ‘“No use!” then, altering his plan, he said,
in a chiding tone, *“So, you will not satisfy me, Andy?” and
these words were accompanied by a look of reproach and anxiety
that made stronger impression on the tardy Andrew than could
the most violent fury.

¢« Mostha, only g1’ me time to scrape my senses together,
ma-chorp-an-diaoul !—oh, Chrosth-Christha!” and he drew
his thumb over his forehead, as, conscience-smitten at his own
untiinely impiety, he looked around; ““we must bar cursin’
and swearin’ till we get out o’ this, any how; bud, if ye war
to see what myself seen, you wouldn’t spake ‘a word fur this
good twelvemonth to come—well, Pieree, a roon, I'll thry to
think iv id, an’ don't be looking so dushmal; I'd betther begin
at the first settin’ out. Well, I stretched myself down here
afore the fire, an’ fell a-sleepin’; ‘whenever it hap{»ens‘ﬁmt T
don't sleep in my own nat'ral bed, Pierce, agra, I always an'
ever have some unlooky dbrames, an’ so id turned,out this
time. I thought to myself I seen poor Alley lying on the
flure, fornent me, a corpse like, only there was no one to wake
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her, or keenth her; an’ some baste, like a cat, bud as big as a
year-ould calf, at his work pickin' out her eyes, an’ makin
awny wid ’em; an’ I dhramed Alley got up iv a sudd’n an
came over to me, without walkin’, an’ never an eve in her head,
only the bare sockets; an' then I gives my bawl, as T tlmufbt
to myself, an’ was broad awake in a minute; bud, it's well 1
wish I never stopped sleepin’ an’ dhramin’ ever sence, bad as
it was to me at that present time. .

“When I awoke, sure I thought, at the first goin’ off, I was
still snorin’, an’ didn't waken at all, an’ I rubbed my ryes hard,
wid my knuckles, to make sartin; for it was then I seen what
was enough to kill dead any Christhen cratur—standin’ close
by you, Shamus.” Shamus startled ; his flesh began to quiver,
and his strong grey hair to stir his old hat—**standin’ close by
you there was a thigha,* fresh cum out o’ the ground, for the
windin’ sheet had the clay all over id; her eyes, as red as fire,
starin’ into mine; an’ not the laste like any iv ours, blest be
the hearers, bud, for all the world, as if you rammed two rel
coals into a shkull you'd get in a church-yard, or a place of th:
kind; an’' there was nothin’ on the fatures iv her, or id, or
whatever the diaoul (och! whisht, Andy, an’ don't let one of us
say the diaoul’s name again fur the wide world), nothin’ bud
the bare bones; myself gave one screech, when she put out
her hand, wid the mate scraped as clane from id as any of us
could scrape & bone the hungriest day he ever saw, an’ then
not & word T could let out; an’ she stepped across the fire, an’
was for comin’ straight upon me, when God put it into my head
to bless myself, an’ say my prayers; an’, faith, the first word
was enough for her; ! she didn't like that sort o’ talk, I'm
thinkin’—but that’s betuxt oursefs—it's little 1v id goes fax
wid'm, where she came from; so out she druv, through that
weeny split in the wall, as asy as mysef 'ud go out in the
door, beyant ; an’——bud, tunther-an’-ouns (God forgive me)!
do ye mind that?”

n his knees Andy again dropped, and into his old position ;
and, not forgetting his prayers, extended his arm, and stared
in a paroxysm of terror, as if on some object, towards the
gloom that pervaded the entrance to the apartment. The
others, at onge ennceiving the cause of this sudden change in
bis manner, slowly turned round, and saw an object, in whitish

, move slong the passage leading down the stairs of
the building, Plerce Shea was the only one Wwho had sufficient
bardihood instantly to follow; the rest stood without motitm
or word ;- alone, therefore, he ran forward, and was quickly
lost in the darkness without.

* Glost,
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This roused the anxiety, if not the conrage, of Andy, who
loudly blubbered torth, *Oh, murther, murther, boys! an’
will ye lave him to his death? Musha, then, won't you do
nothin’ to help the gorgoon, Shawnus? Paudge, won’t you run
u;l'tlhcr bim? "Mille murther! is this the way ye sarve the poor
fellow?”

Paundge scemed the most collected of the three; as for old
Shumusi; "he looked quite confounded with terror, and could
only ask—

‘?’For what "ud we go? what good 'ud the likes iv ns do
against o thigha #"

“ Murther!” still eried Andy, “hell be bet to chaff! och!
an’ nobody near him to put him in mind iv his prayers!
Paudge, won't you go?"”

¢ An’ what's the raison you don't vo yourself, Andy?” asked
Puudge, able to enjoy the frenzy ol Lis more credulous com-
panion, and exert his own natusal wish for a joke.

«It's fitter fur him nor fur us,” said Shamus.

“Not a bit,” rejoined Paudge; * only he knows the thigha
has inore ill-blood to him than to any other: ’'case why? she
was listenin’ to all be said iv her.” Andy groaned an assent.

““ But come, boys,” Paudge went on, ‘“we'll go all together,
to end disputes.”

¢ For certain that's the only way,” snid Andy: “bud you,
Shamus, agra, you have your prayers bLetther nor myself or
Paudge by far; little blame to you, as you're ould enough to
be the father iv us, an’ had the time for id; an' so, Shamns,
yow'll go first.”

“To be sure he will,” smd Pandge; *“there isn't 2 man in
the parish has 'em so pat, an’, as the soggarth* says, to your
shame an' mine, Andy.”

Shamus's mettle was touched in the only susceptible point.
On a small scale, he played the saint among his friends, with
a zeal worthy of a more conspicuous sphere of action; his
character was now at stake, snd not even the most mortal
terror could sway him from keeping it up; so—

“Never say it again,” answered Shamus, in a laughable
cffort at a bold tone and manner ; and out of the chamber he
issued, repeating the Lord’s prayer in Irish, and in a loud
voice; Paudge followed, and An y brought up the reax; from
pure apprehension of being left l}y himself. .

They rused at the head of the twisted stnircare, and
*“Whisht1” said Shamus, in an emphatic whisper. ‘

“Go on with your prayers, Shamus, honey,” said Andy,
very imploringly. : bt

* Priest.
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“Come down! come down!” eried Pierce, from the apart-
ment below,

¢Oh, Veeha-vaugha!"* exclaimed Andy, ““she has a hould
iv him, an’ he won't have a bone left]” and all at once, aban-
doning bis personal fuars, in his strong love for his foster-bro-
ther, fe ran forward, jostling the others aside, and continued
with such impetuosity that he tumbled nearly from the top to
the bottom ol’ the stairs.  But, though severcly bruised, Andy
was on his lexs in a moment, loudly vociferating, —

* Pierce Shea!—Pierce Shea, a-chorra!”

“HereIam, Andy,” answered Pierce, mnch neares to Andy
than he had imagined ; who started back, and shouted still
louder, at the sudden and close sound of his voice

“But., are you dead or alive, a-vourncen?” he continued,
recovering his senses.

*I'm no worse than I was, Andy."” .

““Are you sure youre nol spiled, entirely, a-cuishla-ma-
chree?” groping about in the impenctrable darkness, then
¢ming in contact with Pierce, and feeling him all over.

* An’ didn't the thigha give you never a sthuch, or bate you.
at all at all?”

‘I told you before, Andy, I have met no hurt nor harm.”

“Mnsha, then, God speed her! bud '—lowering his voice,
and feeling for Pierce’s car, which he held while he whispered
into it— bud I hope she’s gone, for-good-anall?'

¢ She's in this room, whatever she 1s!"—Pierce stood at the
door of an inner apurtment.

“Qch, presarve us!-—hadn't we betther lave her her own
way, a-vich?” the other men now bobbed up against him 3 he
Lad not heard their approach, the wind howled so loudly ; and,

¢ Murther!—who's that?” he bawled out,

«It's only myself, Andy,” answered Paudge.

“ You must go back, Aedy,” resumed Pierce, “‘and get mea
lighted stick from the fire ; I'll search this place.”

““Oh, then, Pierce, agra, don't think of such a thing, if
you have a regard for me.”

< Or,” continued Pierce, * you three guard the door wher
I now stand, and I'll be down to you in a minute.” Ile re-
usoended the stairs.

* He's for ruinin’ himself I exclaimed Andy, then, in confi-
dential whisper to the others—

* An', boys, wouldn’t we be the three greatest omadharsst
in the world, to be stoppin’ any honest thigha that manes us
no herm?” N ‘ ) .

His companions silently assented, and all withidrew towards

* Virgin.mother, t Naturald,
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the stairs, leaving unobstructed the passage through the out-
ward door. There was a rustle; they elbowed each other,
Andy scarcely able to keep in hisvoice ; and, 4 moment after,
they saw distinctly the much-dreaded thigha make her exit
through the open door into the moonshine abroad, which had
just begun to struggle to the earth through the thick clouds
and drizzling rain, and of which they were the more sensible.
as it forthed 80 strong a contrast with the intense darkness in
the apartment.

¢ Paudge! did you see anything ?” asked Andy.

¢ For sartin I liid, Andy.”

« Shamus, did you?”

¢ Oh, oh!” moaned Shamus.

1t's nigh-hand mornin’,” Andy continued, ** and she can’t
come back, plaise God.”

I hope not, blessed be his holy name!” said Shamus.

“ An’ wasn’t id a great good loock we warn't in her road,
~hamus > she'd eripple us forever. Bud, boys, fur your lifes,

‘on’t tell poor Pierce a word iv her goin’ out ; he'd be thrap-
sin after her thro' the rain an’ wind, an’ get his killin'; little
duv we know where she'd entice him, or if we'd ever see his
face again; don't let on we secn her at all.”

“You spake raison,” they replied.

Pierce's foot was now heard descending; and he now found
his vuliant men on their post. In his hand he bore a brand
from the fire, but it emitted no flame, and, of course, gave no
light. He entered the dark inner room, followed by the
others, with their newly-acquired courage, derived from the
certainty of having nothing to fear. Blowing with his breath,
he endeavoured to create a glare; the brand flickered a little,
but not enough to enable him to distinguish any object, and
he gave up the task.

¢ We have no more wood to light a new fire,” said Pierce;
*but here will we watch till morning dawns;” and all expos-
tulation was useless to turn him from his purpose.

The *tardy-gaited night” wore away, and the dull and
cheerless beams of a damp winter's mornini::owly crept over
the drooping scene without. But the light brought to Pierce’s
mind no elucidation of the mystery of the darkness ; he searched
and searched, and had his labour for his pains, the men closely
keeping their own secret.

e ordered them to prepare for a renewed journey after
Crohoore and: Alley, resolving to spend this day even more
assiduously than the former one, as his spirit was lpshed
almost to madness at the thought of the fruit&ss lapse of time
sinoe his mistress had been torn from him. The mencengaged
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themselves with the horses, and Pierce walked out to view the
promise of the morning. e had been but a few minutes gone
when they heard a loud shout some distance from the castle;
they hurried out to learn the cause.

Pierce was flying down the descent of the hill, like the eacle
sweeping on his quarry, and at some distance before, peculiarly
distinguishable by his shuffling movement, yet at the top of
man's utmost speed, darted forward Crohoore the gurderer.
He had the skirt of his heavy outside coat slung across one
arm, and in the other hand he held a short gun.

“ There they are at it, after all! there they are!” the men
exclaimed, pausing almost the first step that commanded a
view of the fierco race; and, indced, the distance between
them and the contenders rendered useless any immediate at-
tempt at approach, for the contest must have ended before
they could come up to either: at least so they seemed to think,
or else consternation at the sudden occurrence overpowered
their senses, and fixed theni to the spot.

¢ Run, run, Crohoore-na-bilhoge!” exclaimed Andy, clap-
ping his hands, ** for the swiftest foot in Clarah is afther you !”

““An’ run your best, too, Pierce Shea!” echoed Paudge,
¢ for your mother’s son never had such a match before him!”

*“ He does run his best,” shouted old Shamus, ¢‘an’ cannot

ain an inch on the skheeog!”
¢ ¢«¢Dar-a-Christh! no! buthe loses many,” rejoined Paudge.

«The hill-wather, sent down by the night’s hard rain, is now
afore 'em both, and that must end id !”~——Andy went on with
increased energy—¢ the banks are brimful {—see how it tears
along, over stone and rock, a good eight yards across! mort'l
man can't clear it!—Ay, Dierce, agra, there you'll have him!
—run, ran, an’ don’t give him the turn to the bridge!—ma
bouchal you war! run!—dar Dhea! bud it's a wicked race be-
tween them!”

Here all the men at last set forward to the scene of struggle,
Paudge erying out as he bounded along—

“Hould him there now, Master Pierce, an’ well tie him
well for you!” ’ .

The fugitive had gained the verge of the boiling torrent :
he paused a second, gave a glance behind to measare his_dis
tagee from his pursuer; pitched over his gun, flung off hit
outside coat, and drew back some yards for a run. This
delay brought Pierce Shea within a few foet of his game

nting, and already autignﬁ a seizure, his arm was ex
mzied; his fingrers touched Crohoore’s shoulder; he shouter
out, when the ptrsued ew forward, and again won the brink
bounded from it like g bird, and cleared the dangerous water
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Pier¢e was at its edge as Crohoore’s feet lightly landed on the

other side; he did not hesitate, but also drew back, ran, made

:‘he spring, fell headlong in, and was swept away with resistless
ury .

The men behind cried out in terror and anguish, Cro-
hoore had wheeled round after his leap, as if conscious of his
safety, and saw his pursner whelmed in the roaring torrent.
Instantly he ran with its course. The young man disap-
peared, rose again, flung his arms (;onvulsiveli); about, gave a
piteous and despairing cry, and once more the muddy wave
rolled, shricking, asif in trinmph, over him. Crohooregained,
still running, a spot where, at his side, the wild stream struck
and eddied against the bank; and there he stopped, his eye
firmly watching the waters, and his gun pointed.

Again the men called out, and Andy Houlohan, in a key
above the rest, exclaimed—

““May my sowl never see glory, but he'll shoot him when
he rises!” and, on the word, Andy covered Crohoore with a
pistol, and pulled the trigger. The {lint only struck fire.
Crohoore, though he must have been aware of Andy’s move-
ment, did not notice it, but still stood fixedly on the watch;
and therc was no time to aim another pistol at him, when the
drowning man, whirled violently by the current, came thump
against t?le bank, and a second time rose to the surface. Cro-
hoore, on his knee in an instant, reached out the gun, stopped,
and wheeled him intb the eddy, from the fury og the stream,
and, then seizing Pierce by the hair, drew lum up, to all ap-
pearance gone for ever.

Baut, placing the helpless head on his knee, and letting it
hang downwards, Crohoore shookhim till the water rushed out
of his mouth and nose, and a heavy moan bespoke returning
life; then he rubbed his temples and his hands; placed him
sitting with his back against a thick and high tuft of rushes,
and deliberately advanced to the verge of the water, as if to.
speak with the men at the other side. They, utterly surprised
and confounded, shrunk, although the wide torrent was be-
tween, a few steps backward: they knew not what to ‘think;
they had expected to see him do another murder.

Croboore addressed them—

“For what stop you there? Speed your ways round by
the bridge, an’ never mind the leap; Jcan't stop Zere, an’.
Pierce Shea wants a hand to help him!” and he turned to go
away. ‘ ‘ :
*“Stand your ground, Crohoore!” said Andy, who; now
that no thigha was in question, might be called a brave fellow
« stand your ground l—or, budge an inch, this way or that,
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an’ I'll send the contents o’ this through your body!” and he
prasented a musket.

Crohoore paused a moment, hig face turned to them, and
smiled in savage scorn and indifference; when he moved
again, Andy’s gun, and twopistols held by Paudge and Shamus,
were snapped at him; but only snapped. for, as in the former
case, the powder did not even blaze in the pans. He a second
time faced vound, however, pushed the hat from his eyes, and
approached as near as the water would let him.

“ You're just a set of sprissauns,”* he said; ¢ do you think
I'd stopwhere I am if T had any fear your guns could do me
harm?—the life o' one o’ you is now in my hand if I had a
mind to take it;” and, to confirm his words, he fired his picce
n:;g ghe air, deliberately reloaded, and, while so employed,
added,—

“Do as I bid you ; bring the gorgoon where he can have
heat and comfort, or his death be on your heads, not mine ;"
and Crohoore finally turned away, walked leisurely over the
bog, and, crossing a near eminence to the left, was lost to
their view long before the men, though they ran almost as
soon as he moved, had gained the rustic bridge which, at a
considerable distance up the stream, gave safe passage to the
other side.

Pierce Shea was conveyed home in a very exhausted state.
The torture of his mind and the sufferings of his body brought
on, as the old chronicler at the wake had truly related, a bad
fever; when past danger, his recovery was slow, owing to his
impatience to be well; and two mont{s elapsed before he was
able to renew the search for his mistress.

CHAPTER VI.

Bur while Pierce himself was rendered incapable of pursning
the ravisher of his mistress, a substitute appeared in the per-
son of one from whom no such zeal or friendship could have
naturally been expected.

Jaek Doran was the son of an opulent gentleman farmer,
who lived two miles nearer to the city of Kilkenny than Ned
Shea, Pierce's father, or Tony Dooling. His sire we may call

-a profligate old fellow: he had never married; and of his
many offspring all were illegitimite. Reared up without a
mother's care, and with the loose example of his father before
his eyes, it is not to be wondered that Jack lacked morals:
aceordingly, be was known as a dashing fellow; to_use the
local idiom, *“a tatterin’, tearin’ fellow ;” dressing well, doing
e * Silly fellows. B
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what he liked, riding a great active horse, and the altogether
of his appearance and re a medium between the blood of
the neighbouring town and the rustic boulamskeach,® whose
glory was gathered by fighting at fairs or patterns, and drink-
ing inordinate potions of bad beer in hedge alehouses. Not
that Jack himself did not, now and then, condescend to eclipse
at & pattern, and then heppy and envied was the girl who
had hth for a dance; though, it is added, he often left her
cause to rue her vanity.  Wherever he was, he would be king
and king he was acknowledged to be, even in title; Rhia
Doran, or King Doran, being generally one of his appellations.
Then, although no vulgar fighter, Jack could command, at
pleasure, all the fighting ‘¢ boys"—that i3, the most wicked or
troublesome fellows in the barony, and absolute reign he had.
just as he wished it ; none dared say him nay, for treason to
hia Doran begat a broken head. In person, he was robust
and well-formed, but with features hard and harsh, and dis-
agreeable to look at.  From his father he had plenty to spend,
without doing anything for 1t, as indeed, on the same ensy
terms, had his numerous brothers and half-brothers, none of
themn ever attending, in any way, to the old gentleman’s ex-
tensive and profitable farms, from one end of the year to the
other. How that liberal giver, as well as begetter, contrived
to keep all this glory up, in his own person—for he lived as
gaily and as idly as any of his offspring—and in their persons,
too, appeared to many, notwithstanding his considerable land
profits, rather surprising.  He and they evidently lived above
his ostensible means; yet nor he nor they owed a shilling to
any one; and head-rents were duly settled, tithe-proctors and
tax-gatherers defied, and the old sinner and his brood paid
their way, right and left, as they went along, in a dashing
hand-gallop, to—the devil. He had a hidden mine of wealth,
it was smd; he had found a downright pot, chokefull of
m«t)ft:ney. The story was differently told, but thas by him-
self:— .
Puassing by a monastic ruin, in a neighbouring town, one
moonshiny night, or morning rather, the old gentleman heard
voices within in earnest conversation. The singularity of
such a circumstance made him stop. He stole softly to the
building, pecped in, and saw three men busily employed in
digging the rubbish, They wrought hard, and not in silence;
and from their conversation he could discover they were dig-
ging for nothing more or less than a huge pot of gold, which
* Boutamskeych,—Bome payversion now prevails of the use of this werd.
Its anclent meaning was Ane—shield-striker ; its present we have glanced a$

Ahwe .
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one of them had three times dreamt was buried in that very
placo. - Suddenly they stopped; and—

** God save our sowls,” said the smallest of the three, ‘“ here's
something hollow under my spade.” * Clear the earth away,

uick,” said another; and they then stooped into the hole
they had made, and, with much puffing and blowing, hfted
up something, and were just about to place it on the ground—

““ When," quoth old Mr, Doran, ¢ a loud screech came from
the hole, and then a flash of lightning, and away the threo
ran, laving spade, and pickaxe, and everything, behind ‘em;
the cowardly thiefs, that hadn't the courage to stay a moment,
and be rich men; for the blessed name, mentioned by one of
’em, banished the spirit of the person that put all the money
there, and, till that moment, had been watching it; and he
was flying oft’ before their faces, when they cut and ran. [
could do no less than step in after them, and take care of the

t; it was too heavy to carry home with me; eo I only hid
1t out of the way fur that time; and many’s the night after it
cost me to remove it, little by little, to my own house.”

From this source, then, it would appear, the old gentleman
continued easily to feed his own and his son’s extravagance;
turning to a spendthrift account that which might have been
be’wer employed, if, as he himself candidly expressed it, the
original finders had just had the heart to brave the spirit’s
scream for the loss of his treasure.

Now, Jack Doran, or Rhia Doran, cldest son and hope, by-
the-way, of this lucky old night-walker, once danced with
Alley Dooling at a wedding, and became desperately ena-
moured. Her then almost childish vanity was pleased at this
well-turned flattery; and, not weighing conscquences, she
foolishly coquetted with him. Jack, though a constant de-
clyimer against the shackled state, vouchsafed, after some
hard conflicts with himself, to ask her of her futher; but, not-
withstanding the honour intended, his reception was none of
the best. Old Tony fell into an unseemly passion; turned
him from the door by the shoulders; reproached him with his
birth; set the dogs at his heels, and commanded him * never
to eross the threshold again, as long as his name was Jack
Doran.” But, worse than all this, %a.ck got & glimpse of his
fair tormentoy, while thus enduring for her sake, and she
seamed to enjoy his disgrace; he saw her titter and point at
hgl}, and then, with mock gravity, make him a parting
adien.

No matter; Rhia Doran was not so easily to be Xnt off, in
such & way. He summoned his liege men, and had recourse
to g method, then almost in daily practice, and even at this



44 CROUDIRT CF PHE BILL-HOUK. ‘
day of frequent occurrence; he watched his opportunity;
made a foreed enleve; and, ot the head of his bravos, teok
Alley by force from her father's house,

It was the harvest scason, and Pierce Shea had been to Kila
kenny, to hire a number of reapers, who at that scason always
repair in swarms to the streets of large towns, awaiting
bidders; and he was returning home with them, when the
scream$ of a woman drew his notice, and Jack Doran came
forward, surrounded by his myrmidons, bearing Alley before
him on horseback. Iler well-known voice called on Pierce
for aid. He sprung to her, seized the horsc by the bridle,
and Alley fell into his g. lant arms. Then rose the storm of
battle. Dierce, seizing a sickle from one of his followers, and
with Alley hanging on one arm, bravely defended himself with
the other; his reapers manfully assisted him; every sickle
was unslung; and they fought as ‘“ reapers descended to the
harvest of death,” rather than to the cutting of the peaceful
crops that awaited their gathering,

But they were inferior in numbers, as also in desperation,
to Doran’s party, and, we may add, in arms, and the arts of
using them; for the murderous alpeens, wielded by the most
experienced hands, and blithe and ready for just such a field,
cane down on every side. Victory seemed to declare for
Jack, who now, watching his time, aimed a crushing blow at
Pierce, still encumbered by his senseless charge.  The young
man partly broke its force with his sickle, but it nevertheless
wounded him severely in the temple; and in return, he gave
his assaulter & frightful gash, that laid the check open from
eye to jaw, tauntingly remarking, at the same time, that he

us bestowed on him a mark that, one day or another, would
help to hang him,

II:I this doubtful state of the battle, a timely reinforcement,
headed by old Tony Dooling, and his neighbour, old Ned
Shen, came up; and Doran and his army were driven from
the field, and Alley borne home in triumph by her lover, both
covered with blood; he, with his own and Rhia Doran's, and
she with the warm stream that flowed from his temples.—This
adventure extinguished altogether Alley's desire for extensive
conquests; and her undivided heart was gratefully given to
her wounded champion and preserver. During his cure, she
was his attendant, and dressed his wound with her own pretty
hands; but her soft swile, her tearful eye, and. perhaps, the
honey of her lip—but of this one cannot be positive, as young
maidens ly ever wish for more than ono witnesson such
occasins—tended more to. his recovery than all the salvos and
cataplusins, made up by all the old doctresses in the parish;
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though many there were of great celebrity as rural medecins
in the neighhourhood.

At the tinre of our history, such an outrage as that perpe.
trated by Jack Doran, was looked upon more as a chivalrous
exploit, dezerving adearce of praise for the danger to be run,
and the couraze and boldness necessary in the execution, than
as a breach of the law, subjecting the docrs to the law’s most
awful punishment: we question if, to this moment, tife tech
nical ““ abduction” has any meaning or translation among even
the second or third generations of the same people.  Anthony
Dooling took, therctore, no legal notice of the transaction,
thinking that the ill success of the enterprise, and the ugly
wound inflicted on the principal actor, were a sufficient viste
tation.

This affair took place in the harvest before the opening of
the story, and is heie related in order that the following dia-
logne may be understoed.  The speakers were old Ned Shea
and Jack Doran; the scene in Shea’s honse; the accompani-
ment a huge jug of strong ale, homebrewed, of course, and
then the only common drink of those who could not every
day afford wine.

*“Give me your hand, Jack ; Dhar law ma chordius chreete I*
but I'll have a hearty shake ot it; a gcod right you have to
be the bitter enemy of all belonging to Tony Dooling—rest
his sowll—and to me and mine, and where’s the man but
yourself ud be the friend in:tead of the foe?>~——My notion of
you always was, that you were a seatterbrain-o-the-divil, a
raking, rollicking fool of a fellow, but with the heart in the
right place, and that makes up for all: I had a drop o' the
iamc blood in me myself, once upon a time, as everybody
nows.”

¢ For what should I keep up my ill-will, Ned? Poor Tony
used me badly, to be sure; but he’s now in his grave; and
we hold no malice to the dead. As to Pierce, poor fellow, he
did no more to me than I'd have done myself to him, had I
met him on the same spot, running away with my colleent
from me; and the reaping he gave me,” holdin§ up his finger
to his seamed cheek, which had considerably drawn the
muscles of the mouth at that side of the face; and now, when
he assumed a eareless grin, to suit kis careless words, gave a
twisted and rather hideoup expression to the seat of risibility
—* why, it was only to say, ‘ Thank you kindly, Jack,’ for
what I lent him, a minute before. Iwas dotingoolish ubout
Alley, Ned, at that time; and am no ways backward to say I
*® w By the hand of mny gossip I" & sommon asseveration among the ekl folk.
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have a hankering regard for her, to this dav: but I didn%
know that herself and Pierce were contracted, or I'd have run
my hand into the fire, rather than do what I did. I thought
she had no great dislike to my ugly face—it wasn't so ugl
then as it is now, you know”—and ﬁ'e grinned again, in su

a sort that, though it must have been meant, to make a d
impression, old Ned felt uneasy and queerish, and shifted
himselfon his chair—* and I thought Tony—rest his sowl!—
the only bar between us.  But all’s past and gone, and forgot
and forgiven; and I'll show her and Pierce that I love them
both still, as I told you hefore; for I'll turn the country
upside-down to give her to the boy of her heart: bad end to
me but I willl”

Qch! never fear you, ma bouckal! and it's your own self
can do it!” cxclaimed Ned Shea, again clasping the hand of
his guest.

“Yes, Ned; I make bold to say there’s not that other man
in the country able to hunt her out so soon as myself; ‘the
boys' are ready to go through fire and water at the turn of my
hand, and we have them far and near, at a pinch ; and it must
go hard if that limb-o-the-divil, Crohoore, can hold out
against me, when once I set about ferreting him; which I
will do, day and night, from this blessed moment.”

¢ Slaun-tha-guth, Jack! I hope poor Piercc will live to give
you the thanks you deserve; but the gorgoon is in a bad way
now, Jack;” the old man let a tear drop into his cup;—
“I pray God to lave me my only child; but, living or dead,
he'll never be the same to me 1f Alley is gone from us, or,
what’s worse, a ruined .crature: come, Jack, here’s long life
and prosperity to you, and may you have the present wish of
your heart!” .

¢ Thank you, thank you, Ned; and now fill again.” He
stood up and raised his glass, while he slowly said—*“A speedy
up-rise to Pierce, and when he recovers, may he get Alley
from my hand, just as I'd like to give her!” ‘

They both gulped down the toast, holding cach other’s
hand; and, as he resumed his seat, Jack gave the old man's
an additional squeeze of great vehemence, while he ex-
claimed— - .

¢ Ruin to my soul, Ned Shea, but that is the present wish
of my heart.” i .

and of what kind were “ the boys” upon whose assist«
ance Doran so confidently reckoned, now seems an inquiry of
some weight and interest. .

The time of our story is placed in that period when White-

boyism first began to appesar in Ireland. Labouring under
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the escessive penal code, then in almost full operation, though
since partly repealed, and excluded by one of its enactiwents
from even an opportunity to become educated, and so gain an
enlightened, or, at least, temperate view of their own situation,
the Irish peasantry, neglected, galled, and hard-driven, in
poverty, bitterness, and ignorance, without compotent ad-
visers, without leaders a step above themselves, and sgarcely
with an object, wildly endeavoured to wreak vengeance upon,
rather than obtain redress from, the local agents, of some of
the most immediate hardships that maddened them. First of
all, there was, doubtless, a religious frenzy to urge them on.
They saw their creed denounced ; their form of worship, under
heavy penalties, interdicted ; and they knew that some years
before their priests had been hunted like foxes, and forced to
hide in caves and other places of concealment, from the keen
scent and vengeance of the most insignificant professors of the
rival religion, who, with impunity, took arms in their hands
to enforce the rigid letter of an almost exterminating law, still
to their knowledge unrepealed. In the very district in which
the scene of our tale is laid—and the anecdote is put forward
as one laying claim to strict belief—a rustic congregation had
once assembled, with their priest, in the open air, to perform
their devotions, when three or four mean mechanics of the
other profession appeared, with guns in their hands, fired
among the crowd, killed some, and wounded the clergyman,
as, like the Scotch Covenanter of old, he preached to his flock
in the wilderness.

Such occurrences, operating upon the mind of the wretched
and uneducated peasant, who had not intellect or patience to
weigh logical distinctions, begot a hatred to the opposite
creed, as rancorous as it was whole and entire; he hated it
because it was the privileged one; because his own was perse-
cited; becaure he attributed to its spirit the civil excommu-
nieation against him and his priests, and even the petty and
gratuitons annoyances he suffered from its lowest professors.
And in such a state of feeling he found himself, while already
ground down by unnatural rack-rents, compelled to contribute
to the support, in splendour and superiority, of that very rival
church—in fact, to pay to its ministers the hard-earned pit-
tance he could not afford to his own: and this view of
his situation first helped to make the Irish peasant a White-

boy .

But perhaps the exquisite tyranny of the merciless r
into whgg hands the gollectiony‘;' ti{bes had fallen gave the
immediate spur to this headlong and often savage course;
and, with this sapposition,- Peery Clancy, tithe-proctor; at the
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era of our history. for the parish of Clarah, stands at ewee
before us.

Having failed m every speculation of early life, and pecome
old without credit to himself; having been twice in jail, once
for .debt and once for sheep-stealing; Peery Clancy, at fifty

ears of age, blazed forth a tithe-proctor. He was a waddling,
f;'wely old fellow, with a curious struggle of expression in his
bard features, and a queer jumble in his manners. The stern
bully was on his pursed brow and in his clenched tectl ; but,
when you looked fixedly at him, there appeared, in his ram-
bling eye, a shuffling conscionsness that he had not earned
your good opinion, as well as in the general wincing and
uncasiness of his person, particularly in the awkward rising,
and falling, and sec-sawing of his arm, as he spoke to you,
something like the fidgets of a shamefaced child, that often
dreaded and deserved a whipping. A certain uir of purge.
pride ran, meantime, through all this; and, once in his pre-
sence, you would disagreeably feel he was a man who, however
aware he might be of the contempt of the world, possessed, in
spite of obloquy, or even of the threats and danger to which ke
:lt:oo(lll_exposed, resolution of character to act his part without

inching.

His (l;lothes, of good texture, were made half after the
country fushion, half after the town; he wore his hat hang-
ingly, with the fur brushed the wrong way, to convince, at a
look, that it was superior to the common felt vulgarly worn;
and hix many-coloured silk handkerchief, his coat of good
broadeloth, composed of as much material as would make two
of your modern cut, and his kerseymere small-clothes and
leggings really gave him the look of wealth and superiority.

His speech was made up of rude assertion and frigh
ouaths; and when among those who should bow to his pr
minance, and tolerate his insolence, full of obscene jests and
fat humour, little becoming his grey hairs. Before the Iast
change of profession, Peery had been as bare as Job in his
worst day; now, however, his coffers were strong, and he
could command a round thousand.

‘A round thousand, earned.principally by squeezing trom
the very, very poorest their last acid shilling: they were his
best profit, his fut of the land, his milk andnﬁoney Such ag
could at onee afford to pay his exorbitant demands, did so, no
matter how unwillingly, and got rid of him; but the wretched
being who, from the rising of the sun till many hours after
his setting, was bent beneath the first malediction of heaven,
yet gained ‘thereby but & rcanty supply of the meanest food.
¥ags for his coveririg, and despair for an inmate (among many
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others) of the hovel that did not keep off' the inclemency of
the weather—this was the Frey Peery contrived to gripe; and
the gripe never relaxed till he had crushe- his vietim.

He called for his tithe. Perhaps the time was not suspi.
cious to dispose of the little crop, or perbaps it was not
matured ; any cause, no matter what, Dermid could not pa
him; and Peery, as an indulgence, suggested a note of hand.
If Dermid coufd write his name, the bill was exected in
form ; if not, after many bungling attempts to feel or hold the
pen in his horny fingers, he set his murk to it. Time wore
on; the bill became due; but the amount was still not in the
way, and Peery vouchsafed some of his rude jests to the
daughter or wife, which, though they made them blush, were
taken as a mark of good-will by Dermid, who, forcing himself
to laugh, handed a douceur, and the note of hand was renewed.
Meantime the crop had been unprofitable, or the landlord had
seized it for his rent; and from the unexpected smallness of
the receipts, or the law costs attending the seizure, to say
nothing of various other casualties, there is no provision to
meet tho assiduous Peery, who again makes his appearance.
Dermid sells some of his potatoes; and, by stinting himself
and his family of even this miserable and only food, he gives
another douceur. When payment is a third time demanded,
he is worse off than cver; Peery sees the state of his affairs;
he begins to scowl; and thunders out, by . and by the
Holy G that he must be paid; and abruptly departs to
put his threat into execution.

The demand may not excecd—how much will the afflueht
or easy reader think?—ane pound. DPecry issues what is
called & citation to the ecclesiustical courts; this increases the
sum more than double; there i3 a decree, and this, again, is
followed by a civil process. The law generally allows one
shilling and one penny (Irish) for the trouble of filling the
blanks in the process; and Peery, as generally, takes the
trouble on himself, that is, fills them himself, and pockets, to
use his own language, the thirteen. The same sum is also
allowed for the service upon the party ; Peery employs a needy
understrapper to serve, at twenty pence per day, and two
“ throws” of whiskey, one hundred; and here again fobs the
difference. Thus Dermid incurs still more debts, and Peery
makes still more moner. The understrapper, promising the
whole weight of his vast friendship on the occasion, than which
nothing is farther from his power or will, contrives to pick up
u shilling, too, at the very moment he serves the process, '

The sessions come on, Dermid vainly prays for indulgence.
By some desperate shift ho contrives to scrape together the
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sum first demanded, but learns, in affright and consternation;
that it is now trebled. He crics out that he isruined; wrings
his wretched hands; perhaps the broken-spirited and contemp-
tible man weeps; and perhaps is, at that very mowment, re-
minded by Peery, ¢ that sure his well-lookin’ wife and daughter
might aimly get him the money.” Full to the chin with rage
he cannot vent, Dermid returns home. His case comes on
Lefore the “county barrister;” and, as the mild and sapient
lawgivers of the sessions-comrt term it, he is decreed ; his only
horse or cow is carried off; Peery brings the animal to

ubliz street auction, and, at one-fourth of the value, knocks
1t down to—himself, and then sells it at a good profit; charges
his reverend cmployer with the expenses for the recovery of
Dermid's tithe; against this charge sets the auction-price of
the horse; and it sometimes happens that the clerayman is o
loser by the transaction.

Need it be observed that, through the whole course of this
affair, Peery, and Pecry alone, had the advantage? He got
the two douceurs from Dermid ; he filled the process; he got it
served at a profit of cight hundred per cent.; he gained two
pounds, at least, on the cow or horse; and, at last, bamboozled
and robbed his reverend employer; and sat down in the even-
ing, over a bumper of whiskey punch, to drink (his poor mo-
ther calling him a Roman Catholic) long life to the minister's
tithes, and may they never fail him!

This is no fancy sketch. The man and the statements are
carefully copied from the life and the fucts ; and if it be donbfed
that, exactly at the time of this narration, such a man as Peery
did not figure, we can only engage to produce, at a fair warn-
ing, as many living fac-similes as may be specified: observing,
that an original for our picture, at the present hour, ought to
entitle us to lay claim to an original for it half a centuty
carlier; for society may have improved, the arts and sciences
may have advanced, the Bastile may have been torn down in
one country and the Inquisition abolished in another; but the
Irish tithe-proctor of this day, and the Irish tithe-proctor of
fif¢y years ago, are individuals of one and the same species.

é’nd what has become of Dermid? Why, he attended theé
sessjons-court 10 hear-himself decreed; he attended ihe sale of
his * baste,” to s¢c it knocked down for a song; he turned’
towazds his Home, hastily concluding, that, for the poor man
and the Papist, therc was no law or mercy in the land; be
continued .his long walk, chewing the ever-riging cud of this
bitter, and ‘desperate, and obstinate thought; he brought to
mind, at ihe same time, all the life's lJabour and swest he had’
uselessly expended; he crossed the threshold of his puddled
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hovel, and heard his children squalling for food ; andrthen lss
turned his back upon them; walked hastily abroad; gave &
kick to the idle spade he met in his way ; sought out sogegrdogen
Dermids or Paddies similarly situated with himself; betweem
them they agreed to take the tithe-proctors and the law of!
tithes into their own hands; proposed silly oaths: te baoli
other; and the result was ‘the boys” of whom Jack Doran:
made mention, called, apart from the abbreviation, Whitebuys.:

CHAPTER VIL e 1!
‘Ruia Doran strictly adbered to the voluntary profinise. kel
had given old Ned Shes, and sought Crohoore in ‘etery:
place that could be supposed to afford him secresy amdy
shelter. in
As before stated, it was the general opinion that Grohddre
bad not removed from the neighbourhood, being freguenthfs
seen, even at a late period, always alone, and walking 'ats.a
quick pace, with his short gun in his hand, and from. thepai
who thus casually encountered him, or who averred soj net
seeming to shun any observation. But his absolute pursuery
vainly looked to meet him; their path he never crossedy and
while Rhia Doran put all his wits to work, and in everyiwdyf
uvailed himself of the assistance of his subjects, over thebuw
tensive range of country under his obedience—thus, it
be said, having on the alert every efe for six miles round
roved to no purpose: Crohoore-na-bilthoge, or Crohoore gf ther
ill-hook, the surname given to him since the murdkf, wes
still at large. canif
" But, notwithstanding the allegiance due to King Dorany
Erinciple had gone abroad that powerfully operated in Qyo.:
oore’s favour, and served to counteract the general zeal. thav
might otherwise, by determined combination, have speedily’
daeﬁvered him into the hands of his pursuers; and this wasnos!
thing else than a now firm opinion, established in the iwirds
of the popnlation of the whole country, of the broad: Himtw
given at the wake and fully credited (as we have al
seen), that Crohoore lived in constant intercourse withe#+thel
%30(1 le,” and was under their sovereign protection. Noms
t those who have had local opportunities to observeyiabthe
period we deal with, the mental habits of the peasabéryoi
Ireland, and their devoted belief in the fairy superstitiohywith
at once.accede to the probability of such a statement: ta sy
L=y, we appenl, and leave it for them to determinerplis
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ther od inet we outstep, in the present instance, the modesty
of naturel . T
w¥6-happened about this time that, having received private
and anohymous intelligence (the informant, divided betweep
his festrs.dnd his conscience, thus subtly trying to cheat the
dewil i the dark) that Crohoore might he come on in a parti-
culartflivection, Doran led a select party to the ground, and
remaimed anxiously on the watch. It was night, For some
hours they guarded, together, one point; and then the leader
left a sentinel there, and withdrew his main body to search in
another and nearer quarter. The man thus posted alome,
havin% been wearied with much previous fatigue, uncon-
sciously dropped asleep. How long he slept is nnknown, when
heiwasflattered with a smart slap on the shoulders, and de-
sired \toustir himself. “Yes, yes, a-vich, I'm comin’,” said
the. maa, scrambling up; “*an’ ye have the bloody dog at last,
have ye?" .

+ He!was now on his legs, and facing round, saw, instead of
thencomrade he had expected, ¢the bloody dog” himeelf,
standing: within o few yards of him, his short gun held to his
hipylasaf prepaved for instant action. The valiant as well as
wabchfull sentinel started back ; Crohoore advanced a step on
himy.and spoke in a cautious tone:—

bit# Stand where you are, man; I have no mind to harm you.
Thady, where’s the little sense I thought you had, losin’ your
night's rest to no purpose? Mind your own callin’s, Thady
Miuddowny, an’ never mind me; I give the advice, let you
follow ity or, as sartin as We both stand here, yon'll live to
sodely yue it. Jack Doran an’ the other boys are down at
Tom Murphy’s barn, Jookin' afther me, an’ that's all they'll
have for it, as yourself secs; go to 'em; say 1 rent you; say
yowwere spakin’ a bit to me, and tell 'em the same words I
tould you. Go your ways, Thady, and remember the friendly
wamih' I give, an’ keep to your warm bed, by nights, for the
futdr:ihe waved his arm in the direction he wished Thady to
trawel, then turned on his heel the opposite way, and was quickly
oihsiof view to the mortal joy oiP Thady, who, by the way,
.sddwibuted to Crohoore’s clemency, only, the remgins of the
b!ﬁ.&hby aid of which he continued to mutter all the while
ddmgbear was visible, **Lord save ur; Lord protect an’save
sy pbaise be to God!”

sBunning with all his might, Thady gained the barn men-
tionedi by Crohoore, and there indeed found his companians
wherads had been told to look for them. He did not £l to
relatesthe wdventure, with some little additions, calenlated
sflsbtuslly to didgnies the fact of his own drowsiness and.anb-
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f!“e’(?‘nen't inanity ; and from this night forward, few .were fourid
willing to engage personally in the pursuit after Croheore:The
hint given to Thady Malone appearel to have reasonim iisg
mortal might, when put in competition with a persom who wis
toncealed and fondled by the mischief-doing  good-péople;”
scemed not only useless, but extremely dangerous in-the mésws:
and so, except Rhia Doran himself and one or two others;'who
were either superior to the general superstition, or wishéd in
the teeth of their qualms to establish a character forunparad-
leled courage, all refrained from an experiment which why
likely, if persevered in, to entail bewitched cowsy blighsel
faces, withered limbs, and even the whole and entire:al
‘tion of themselves or their children, whichever happened!do be
‘the most comely, with nothing but a hesom, or thevinbdie df
a pitehfork, left in their place, and changed, by thelhands of
the good people, into s general likeness of the corpve!ofrthe
person thus ravished, while the victim himself, ob dierself,
[:assed a life of deception, jollity, and splendour, irv the fany
ull contrived within some neighbouring ¢‘rath,” «ile s vun
Doran, however, continued fixed and faithful to his;purpdse ;
Ke was invariably on Crohoore’s track wheneveruhb)!oodld
indirectly hear a whisper of his probable motionsig.ant to
those who wondered at his fool-hardiness, and stitl miobe at
his exemption from hurt or harm, he jocosely said e bad:got
1 charm from a fairy dootor that preserved him i awhole
wkin; and this plea, although it might have been mewnt!in
‘jest, was argument sound and go.d with those whotboasted
“1o such talisman against the fantadtic devilries of the-spiteful
“Tittle race, whom they thought mischievous, while they!pro-
‘nounced- them “good,” and who thus, like all:@sngetous
L Qespots, come in for thut erenly oo
o PRIRTY, PARITL ]
ey vl
o “h Yo v
*- Perhaps Doran gained by his assiduity one or tworpeings
‘6f some value to him, apart from the self-gratificetion and
-reward of doing a generous and humane action, Tmihé fwst
“pluce, his readiness to farget old grievances incurred:fveq
erce Shea, and Alley, and her father, bought hint; Hgoldén
“opinions from all sorts of people;” his coming férmard. so
actively to guard their interests in adversity, and.do-weature
- histlitbs and life in their defence, who, having onoe beoahis
~friends; changed into his bitterest foes ; this made, & pégumlar
“imgtession, the' fervency of which no words could.eatpiass,
>#ied;-oven by the sobergst-of his neighbours, Jack Déran!
-4tiulities were now forgotten. Another advantage: yes

e e s "t MoOUth-honour, breath,
‘Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare not.
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that;: in.all probabnlicg. he prized much more. “The boys”
of fhe district applanded his intrepidity to the skies, and whis-
persdrese, not lost on Doran's quick ear, that the whole barony
«id 0ét contain another man so fit to lead them on nocturnal
‘expeditions of a different kind; to concentrate their strength,
and, divért their half-conccived views; in fact, to be their
.mptaia.'/
s . Thiage were in this state when Pierce Shes, after his illness
4ftwp-months, was at length able to resume, in his own person,
the purcsuit after Alley and the murderer of her parents.
Dozen’s manly conduct had reached his ear from a hundred
ing tongues; his father brought them together; Pierce
wbuldinog avoid feeling gratitude and full forgiveness towards
‘s old mival; and, when Doran once more renewed hig offer
‘to joinshim in all future operations, a bond of amity was
jimedistely formed between them; his hands were over and
oiver-shaken ; old Ned shouted forth his joy and approbation ;
heicup: was more than once pledged to success; and the young
men called each other the greatest friends in the world.
: »Bub:qeemingly assisted, and cautiously followed, by Andy
t ohan only—who at length remained the sole creature
hat from duty or love (other motives were out of the question)
swould veldture to track Crohoore through his own green raths,
i, shase-gine of which they believed him to be a resident—the
sinited. efforts of Shea and Doran proved useless as ever.
uhlmost night after night, and sometimes day and night, they
twmare on.doot, or on horseback, over the country, confused
sumonrs &f Crohoore’s appearances incessantly, though indi-
ly, #eaching them; and some of these reports scemed
sufliciently bewildering and startling. It was averred, though
none dared come forward to authenticate the statements, that
the shingawn had frequently been seen, at one moment, down
by a certain stream, in a certain hollow, and, asa comparison
og notes demonstrated, at the next moment, and by a different
spaiuofy, vaany miles away, sitting on as certain a stone, on the
ofies certain a hill, his lank red hair fluttering in the
swisidy'and his red eye turned wistfully off, as if’ watching the
“of some of his many accommodating messengers,
L the extreme distance.
e Houlchan need not have given to his foster-brother
S ment trosing a1y Toctstope,On e
; ing in his foot A proper ground, Andy
toduddlave braved and despised, as readily as any man, substan-
i from bludgeon, alpeen, or pistol ; but let it not be
el Ghat wa iota sf courage now came to aid kis love.
hutnsi beings airived at years of maturity {we will
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not say discretion), Andy Iouloban 'yielded fo supernatura!
creatures of every denomination, whether thigha, banshec
fetch, sheeog, or phooka, the fullest credence and dominion,
and professed the strongest aversion to a rencontre with any
of them, of what class soever. But as the latter race were
by far the most numerons, the most intermeddling, and the
most mischicvous, his dread of them bore proportion to
his idea of their nature and numerical importange, and,
when once out in a lonely place, never left him.  There
was one notion, however, which, distinct from his genuine
affection for Pierce, and though it still had no feature of
courage, belped Andy to perseverc in his perilous wan-
derings. It got, somehow, into his head, that he might be,
“under God,” the happy means of preserving his foster-
brother from harm. Less likely things come to pass. Pierce
was hot, ““from a child up,” and, comjng in contact (which
he must) with the good people, would, if left to himself, be
ruined entirely ; and Andy calculated that the only chance of
safety to his dolth depended on the prudent avoiding, or
conciliating, and, as he resolved that it should be, obsequious
conduct, he prescribed for his own adoption in any such
appalling predicament.

So on he followed, picking his steps as cautiously as 1f the
ground was strewed with new-laid eggs—or, to use his own
expression, ‘“as a hen walking over a stubble-field;” on,
through thick and thin, night and morning, after Shea and
Doran. 8till no Crohoorc was found, the, prepossessions of
the country-people continuing to obstruct all regular inquiry,
and, finally grown inveterate, now refusing to supply even
their former reports of accidental meetings with him.

But if they conceived that Crohoore ought not to be med-
dled with, in consequence of kis close connexion—identity,
indeed—with the ‘‘good people,” the magistrates of the county
scemed of a different opinion. Daring robberies had lately
beecome very frequent; the houses of the rich were broken
open at night, and plundered of ey erything valuable; the very
poorest were deq‘))oiled of their little pittance; and all this
was perpetrated by some unknown and undiscovered gang,
every trace of whom had hitherto evaded the eivil powers.
Now, however; from the stories the magistretes had hesrd of
Crohoore, it struck them that a ogereon showing such tesolu.
tioh, closeness, and clevérness of character, was very likely,
whatevér he might lack in personal prowess, to be the leader
of exactly such a band of secret and adroit desperadoes; and
this strong surmise was, confirmed by accounts of his havin
mﬁmmmwmﬂm thooumguhﬂnimod%

.
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A reward, immediately subsequent to the murder of the -
Doolings, had been offered for, his apprehension ; but the new -
suspicions mentioned made him an ohject of increased im-
terest, and the posse comitatus werc accordingly straining
every nerve on the look-out. E

Crohoore-na-bilhoge baflled, however, hig new pursuers, as
well as his old. Sometimes our friends, Shea, Doran, and
Andy, fell in with the other party, and all united, following
up some hint proposed on either side, in common chase and
common cause. But all efforts went for nothing; the game
left them still at fault, and—it was rather extraordinary—
without seeming to be a whit more in dread of apprchensions
for to the country people, if they were belief-worthy, who
dared not molest him, and who chanced to stray out at night,
his appearance was as frequent as cver; they, meantime,
keeping all that snug among themselves.

It were but a dull repetition here to give in detail the tri-
fling circumstances attendant upon the daily and nightly
search of Picrce Shea, Andy, and their new friends, as, up to
a certain evening, their toilsome occupation differed only in
the different route chosen. But, upon the evening alluded to,
an oecurrence took place worth recording.

The month of March had begun, when a man from a re-
mote district, sufficiently out of reach of the supernatural
tyrants of Clarah, their jurisdiction, or_anything to be feared
from it, came to Shea'’s house, where Doran now constantly
lived, with information that, but a few hours before, he, the
informant, saw Crohoore pass along the hills in the direction
of Castlecomer, a village some miles distant. Shea, Doran,
and Andy, instantly set forward, pressing their spy to join
them; but he declined the adventure, even he tlu&n' ing that
he had run just enough hazard by pointing out the way; and
Andy agreed with him, and thought it reasonable. :

Qur friends engaged in this expedition morc ardently, snd
with more hopes of success than for a long time they had felt s
and their depression was proportionably strong, as, after
another night of useless t.ml? they wended homeward, in the
cold grey morning, through the little glen of Ballyfoile.

This four miles north-east of Kilkenny city, is a ros
mangic dell, formed by hills of considerable height, and of
abrupt and almost iperpendicula.r descent, having rather an
appearance of art, from the similarity of their form, and, &t
some points, & ing each ather's bases so closely as nob
to leave more than eight or ten paces between, while at nw
part are they more than forty yards asunder. .They .are
clothed to the summit with thick end nenly impensteable
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furxe-bush, tangled underwood, und dwarf thorn; and, adown
their gides, arc indented with deep channels, fermed by rushing
water from above, when, after beavy rain, it falls, with cata-
raet speed, to swell the little brook that, at otber times, just
trickles through the narrow green slip of valley below. There
is nothing of sublimity or grandeur aboat the spot; yet, to a
spectator placed midway up the glen, there is much to create
interest. Pent up so closely, no continuous scenery at either
hand, nothing but the firmament visible overhead, and, from
much abrupt curving, shut out from all view at either
end, he would (if a simple and contemplative character,
casily to be acted on by the ever-changing and wondrous
aspect of nature) feel that there hung about the place
a strange and unusual air of loneliness, making it the
fit abode of the prowling fox and timid rabbit, its only
inhabitants.

About ninety years ago, this glen was a dark and intricate
wood of spreading oak, affording a favourable and favourite
rendezvous to a desperate band of freebooters that ruled over
the neighbourhood, and who were formidable enough, as
tradition goes, to defeat and pursue into Kilkenny a company
of ““troopers,” sent against them from that city. Since then,
it has often given the same refuge to persons carrying on the
same profession, though on a more contracted scale ; and, but
a few years ago, the Tast adventurous fellows who levied tri-
bute upon travellers’ purses, in the district, lay concealed here
for more than a week, while the whole civil force was in pur-
suit of them, and were, at length, only apprehended when
they sought an asylum elsewhere.

- Shea, Doran, and Andy, pursuing their way homeward
through this little solitude, which, at the time of our narra-
{iom, bore nearly the same aspect it does at present, had gained
that part where the hills approached each other nearest: Pierce
8hea was a few ?Pmee before Doran, and Andy still farther in
advanoe, when Pierce thought he heard something like the
snap of a lock behind him. He turned guickly round and
saw 4 man, a little at Doran’s back, but out of their line of
march, in the act of raising & gun to his shoulder, visibly with
intent to fire on one of the rty; but before Pierce could
use any precaution, or the felﬁw 1l his trigger, a shot from
the opposite hill;gazing Poran's , lodged in the arm of
theassussin, and the deadly weapon full from his hand. Shea
sprang upon him and held him fast; Andy, who had heard
the shot, but was further ignorant of the transaction, made ail
m his foster-brother; and Doran, looking as if con.

at the suddenness of. the thing, or else at his own
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narrow escape, for the ball had cut through the breast of his
coat, was the last to turn to the spot. o

8eoundrell” said Pierce, ‘“ tell me your reason for wishing
to take away my life; did I ever wrong or injure you" for
cannot recollect having seen you before.”

“ Arrah, man, you never done anything to me,” answered
the surly-looking fellow.

**Why, then, did you level at my life? I am now sure
was your mark.”

**8ure cnough,” said the man.

*For what cause, I ask you again?”

*'Tunther-an-ouns! how duv I know for what? ax that
question iv them that sent me to do id, an’ don’t shake my
inrm afther that manner—it’s smashed enough widout your
welp.”

““ And who are they that sent you?”

** Avoch, now!” was the answer.

“Well, God himsclf had a hand in id, Master Pierce,” here
interrupted Andy, who conceived, after some effort, that he
had pretty covrectly guessed the occurrence; *‘he was goin’
for to shoot you, Pierce, agra; an’ see—it's himself he kilf.”

Doran drew nearer.

¢« I'l swear upon the mass-book, Pierce,” said he, “that
Crohoore-na-billhoge is at the bottom of this cursed affhir.”

“Don't, then, a-bouchal, fur maybe you'd swear in a lie,”
observed the wounded man; ““I got my best arm broke by it,
howsomever the diaoul that happened to cum about.”

“You'll suffer for this insolence as well as for the rest of the
job, vou villain,” rejoined Doran.

«Villian! arrah, is that the word wid you? Daar Dhen,
oud it will be a sore sayin’ to you, or my name isn't Shawn.”

““Who was the person that set you on?” once more asker
Shea, shaking him violently.

*“Why, there’s that honest boy, there, says he's ready to
swear to him for you.”

* Pierce, you'll find I'm right,” said Doran; ¢the first shot
from this fellow—_"

“You'll never prove that agin me,” the assassin interrapted ;
T fired no shot—bad loock to the flent for stoppin’ mel”

« J heard your piece snap, then,” said Shea. .

+ Nothin’ elee you heard, agra,”

«The first shot,” Doran continued, ‘‘was meant for you,
Pierce; the second for me; and again I say, I'd lay my life
that Crohoore knew of the one, and with his owa hands fired
the other.” - .

“ Answer, is he right?” roared Shea, “or I'll redden the sod
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on stand on with your blood! was it Crohoore sent you? was
it Crohoore fired that shot? tell me truly, or ——" Picrce
cocked his pistol.

*¢Qch, a-vich, you're aisy answered,” said the man, changing
colour for the first time; ¢ he that sent me stands »

¢ Stop!"” Doran shouted out in a voico of extraordinary
triumph. “Ie stands on the brow of the hill, this moment.
Look, Pieree, look!” L4

Shea looked up, and on the brow of the hill saw Crohoore
indeed standing, and calmly contemplating the scenc below.
Tustantly he fired, and missed him, and Crohoore was in an-
other instant out of sight.

«Here, Doran,” he then said, ‘‘take this man to my father's
house, and securc him well; Andy, come your ways with me;”
and he dashed against the abrupt steep with too much preci-
pitancy to make the mastering it an casy matter, and his
progress up, through furzes, underwood, and tangled roots,
was, of course, much slower than if he had excrted his strength
less and his judgment more.

But he gained the summit, panting and out of breath;
looked around the now wide country, and saw no one. He
ran a few steps forward and stood gazing down into another
valley, which was a more open continuation of that he had
just quitted, but which, turning quickly round the base of the
gxil], here met him. The descent he had now to make was
much less precipitous than that which he had just clambered
up; in fact, only a gentle slope; and -opposite was another
swell of the same kind, above which stood the old square castle
of Ballyfoile, whence the ground imperceptibly fell, in a high
state of cultivation, towards Kilkenny.

" There was a field of green corn in the valley, adjoining a
msture where some cows grazed, and where a half-naked boy
ad his station to prevent trespass, by the cows or aught else,

among the corn, as, with his hands squeezed tight under his

arms to keep them warm, he jigged to his own whistle, if not
with graco or skill, at least with violence enough to prevent
the blood from growing stagnant in the dense cold of the early

March morning. To him Shea made all speed ; and—

*Did you see any one come down the hill yonder?” he asked.

*“E-—sh!” accompanied by a dull stare, was the only an-
swer. Pierce repeated his question.

¢ Did myself see anybody comin® down from the hill, is id?"

- “Yes, s-vich machree,” replied Andy, now coning behind;

« that'’s the vetzmthing we want to know.”

¢ Then, mostha, bud if that's all, often’s the time I did," with
& leer, and resuming his jig. -
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«But tell us, a-vourncen, if you secn any one at ail ﬂt"ﬁ:\g
present time.” o

““Hia—h! pooh—a! gho-moch-u-sinn!"* piped the imp, A§
if he had not heard the last question, and shaking a stick 'hd
held in his hand at a matronly cow, who had just turned round
her head, with a wistful look at the nice green corn. )

« Will you give a civil answer?” asked Shes, losing all pa-
tience Wit{ the loss of time. :

“ Asy, Pierce, agra, an’ lave the diaoul's bird to me,” said
z‘tndy, in a whisper: then, with his most conciliating tone tv
the boy—

"Te}il us, won't ye, a-bouchal, did you obsarve no one in the
world comin’ down the hill-side this morning?”

«“ Arrah, then, will yourself tell me, I' you plase, do you
obsarve anything like as if I war blind about me?” :

“¢ That’s as mooch as to say you did ?”

I seen a very ugly spalpeen as you'd meet in a sunimer’s
day comin’ down.”

¢ Thank you, a-vich; it’s the very fellow we're lookin’ for.”

*Hould him fast, then, for, barrin’ my eyesight’s bad, it
was your own self I scen,” and the urchin glanced up, and
gave a low gizgle.

¢ Musha, but you're a droll gorgoon,” said Andy.

Pierce stamped in vexation, and, brenking away, began to
ascend the opposite height.  Andy remained, and, after bear-
ing with much of the youngster’s raillery, and giving way to
a little badinage on his own part—for Andy, in the absence
of Paudge Dermody, thought he could pass a joke well enough
—at last leurned that the boy had really seen Crohooré dey
scending the hill but a few moments before, and passing in thé
very direction Picrce now pursued. The lad's attention hid
been particularly directed to him by his size, the unusual cit-
cumstance of his bearing a gun, and his visible anxiety't6
cscape observation. ‘

ow, Andy Houlvhan, for the reasons above mentioned,

had every objection that Shea should happen to fall in with
Crohoore, and sagely resolved to keep what he heard to him-
self. Besides, hoping but little from this weary pursuit, and
tired as well as afraid of it, be had lately deterniined on a plan
of acting of his ‘own, by which he resolved that they should
not at'all come in contact with each other. But we will rigt
articipate. ) . RN
Vhile Anity-and the lad wera at converse together, Pierte
had ascended the-hill. Some men snd women were Kt work it

- ¥ Get ant of that. -
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8 field at & little distance below him, and to them he rapidly
walked for information. After the usual salutation, *“ Mara-
huth,” he inquired if they had seen the object of his search ;
but, “The Lord keep him out of our path!” and then deter-
mined silence from the whole party, was all the satisfaction he
could obtain, when a young girl, out of breath, and pale with
haste and fright, ran furiou.ﬁy through a gap into the field,
and, setting herself on a large stone near where Sheawstood,
seemed ready to faint away.

¢ Musha, what miau is come over you, Cauth, a-lanna-ma-
chree?” said her mother, abandoning her work, running on,
squatting herself down, and looking with maternal anxiety, .
into the girl's face.

1 ¢ Och, mother, mother, T'll never be a day the betther iv
i !_n

¢ Ochone!—1iv what, a-lanna?"—the great, strong woman
put her great strong arms around her; the girl cried a little
on her mother’s bosom, then, somewhat relieved, drew 2 heavy
sigh, and went on.

“Qch! I was comin’ along the bosheen, an’ just thinkin’ iv
the terrible story yoursclf tould us about him last night, when,
at the short turn imrd by Mulroony’s barn, where the eldher
bushes makes the place so dark, I sthruck myself plump up
ggainst Crohoore-na-bill——" ¢ Whisht!” cried the mother,
raising her hand, and glancing witlt evident alarm at Shea;
the girl, misapprehending her meaning, bid her eyes, and
screamed in terror; but she was sct right in a whisper, and
then ended her story in so low a tone that Pierce could not
catch another word. He had heard enough, however, to guide
him a step further in the chase; Mulroony’s barn, and the
spof in the narrow lane mentioned by the girl, he knew well,
ﬁnd thither hastened in improved speeﬁ and a renewed

ope,

e gained the place, looked sharply about, and no creature
was visible. Tn an opposite route from that the girl must have
¢ome, Picrce continued to make way, and, following the
conrst of the lane, found himself on the high road. Here he
paused o moment, puzzled as to which side he should turn to
next, for still he saw or met no living thing., He ascended
contiguous eminence, and far, far off, through the foggy
atmosphere, discerned the figure of a man winding close by &
fgnce: it must be he; he marked the spot, and with the elas.
ticity of a stag measured the intermediate space across the
field. Still ‘apd atill was Pierce at fault. From another

'éoodnwmln(. &o
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rising ground he again sirained his eyes, and again cauglt .
glimpse of, as he conceived, the same figure. Onward he -
bounded, and gained his second landmark. Just as he came
up, & head was popped over a high bedge at his right hand,
Pierce’s heart leaped ; he drew his pistol; was instantly at the
other side of the hedge, and there seized a man who was not
Crohoore. Discovering his mistake, Pierce let him go, and
carnestly asked pardon.

 Dhea-a-uth,”™ s2id the astonished stranger.

¢ Dhea-as-mayu-uth,”t answered Pierce, scarce able to arti-
culate, overcome by exertion, and the nervousness that
.generally succeeds the sudden excitation of hope or fear when
as suddenly disappointed.

“Savin’ mauners,” continued the man, “will you let a
body be askin® you the name that’s on you?—Maybe you'd be
Master Pierce Shea?”

““The very man,” said Pierce

“Why, then, you're only the very man I tuck you for, an’
the very one I was wishin’ to sce, into the bargain.”

““Here you see me, then; and what after?”

“I hard iv your story, an’ could make a sort iv a guess to
what youre about, I'm thinkin’; maybe you're not huntin’
Crohoore-na-billhoge—?”

“Your guess is as true as the daylight.”

¢“Musha, then, as good looek *ud have id, I have a sort of
2 notion that maybci’d be the very boy could tell where to
find him.”

«Where, where?” exclaimed Pierce.

«“An’ I'll be bould to say, you'd be for offerin’ somefhin’
that *ud be handsome fur the news?” o

“I'd give the wide world.”

“That's a good dale, if it was yours.to give.”

“Orall I Euve in the world.”

¢ An’ that's & purty penny, too, by all accounts that I could
hear. But, somehow, myself, ever an' always, had a likin’
and love for araguthchise;t an’ if thefe was sich a thing as 4

wineak orrh.} or a thing that.a-way, an' if we war to see the

ace iv id, who knows?” ,

Pierce ran his hand into his pocket, and drew out a brace
of guineas; bank notes were then a scarcity. '

* %Here, then,” he said, *‘ and now your information; quicks-
ch, quick, quick, and Heaven bless you!” :
. “&'hey're‘,the right' sort to a sartinty,” observed the man,

# God gato you ' " 1 God and mother save you. b
t Maney down. { Golden guinea,
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stooping down, jingling the guineas separatcly on a flat stone
near him, and then folding them up in a dirty piece of paper,
thrusting them into the very bottom of his breeches-pocket,
and, with great sobriety of face, buttoning them up. At last
he thought of going on.

“ Why, then, T'll tell you every word about id. You must
know, Master Picrce, myself is none of your common coun-
thry spalpeens (not for to say so by way of disparishifent o’
the country, where I was bred an’ born); but I knows more
nor a dozen o them cratures, that does nothin’ only dig an’
plough from year's end to year's end; I have a sort of a call
to the law, d’ye see me? an’ I goes to the neighbours wid a bit
o’ paper, or maybe a bit o calfskhin, just as the thing bap
pens to be,” winking cunningly.

‘We may venture to mention here, begging pardon for the
digression, that, in all probability, it was a bhappy circum-
stance for the process-scrver that Andy Houlohan heard not
this intelligence, as from his cradle he mortally hated all
“bums,” and might have felt little repugnance in knocking
a chip from his gkull, just out of general antipathy to the race.

¢What have I to do with this?” asked Pierce.

““Why, I'm only lettin’ you into id fur to larn you that I'm
not the gourloch to be frightened wid your sheeog stories, or
the likes, an’ fur that raison, to the ould diaoul myself bobs
'’em. Well, a-roon—I overhard them sayin’ id that had a
good right to know all about id, as how there was a lob o’
money fur the man that 'ud lay hould o’ this Crohoore; an’ so
I went here, an’ axin’ there, and maybe I didn’t make out the
ups an’ downs o' the thing, hopin’ I'd cum across him in some
o' my thravcels; an’ sure enough I have him cotched this
loocky an’ blessed morning.”

“But where is he, man?” impatiently interrupted Pierce;
“what do you keep me for?”

*Och, a-bouchal, there’s two words to a bargain: if
you war the omadhaun to give your money beforehand,
thiat’s no raison in life myself 'ud he over soon wid my speech.”

“*Rascal! do you mean to trifle with me?” rejoined Pierce,
clutching his pistol,

“Be paceable, now, y-vich,” said the limb o' the law,
drawing a brace of them from his besom; ‘¢ you see, if you're
for that work, I'm not the fool to venture out where rib-
breakin’, done wid a sledge, is often our best treatment, an’
50 here's two good shots for your one; but where's the use o'
that when we can settle the matther in a more lawful manner?

g .
* Balliffs,
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Just listen to me. I was goin’ to sthrike a bit of a bargein
wid you; you must as good as take your buke onth—as” itls
guttm' unheerd-of thrust in you, when I havn't the byke te
and-—but I hear you come of as honest a stock as myself—
well, you must swear that every shillin’ o' the reward, fur
the cribhin’ o' this bouchal, 'ill go into my pocket, an’ no other
body as mooch as sneeze at it.”
f:‘ (Swear, by my father's soul, you must get every farthing
of 18.”

““See now; sure that’s more asy nor to waste our powther
for nothin’; an’ tell me, duv you see no sort of' a place you'd
be for hiding yourself in, supposin’ a body was purshnin’
you?”

“* Do you mean the cave?”

Just across the field was the terrific-looking entrance tQ
the cave of Dunmore. e -

““That's the very spot, a-vich; keep your tongue to your-
self; keep your toe in your Lroguc; tell no livin' sowl whap
we're about; I'm just a-goin’ a start o' the road, to shove tlﬁs}
to a neighbour,” showing a latitat, ““an’ T'll be wid yoy again
while you can shake yourself; stop in the mouth o’ the eave, .
an’ watch till I come; an’ I'm the divil's rogue or we'll ketch
a hould o’ the bouchal, plaisc God.” v

CITAPTER VIIL

Tuzx cave of Dunmore is regarded as the great natural wor :
der of this district; so much so, that travellers comeong, £
their road to see and explore it. At the timo of our narrs-

tive, it was believed by the surrounding peasantry to be'the v
residence of every description of supernatural beings; nay, fo,

this day there arc shrewd notions on the point; but, at a
remoter one, the conviction reigned in its glory. Here, ofi *
great oceasions, did the ““good people” hold their revels; and.

it. was also the chosen abode of the Leprechauns, or. fairy me- ~
chanics, who from all quarters of the island assembled in it
(the.cavern heing suspected to ramify, under ground, to every '
point of the 'ki:ﬁ;iom), for the purpose of manufacturing foot- *
gear for the little race to which they were appended. This "’
could not be doubted, as many had heard &e din ‘of "their,,
hammers, and caught odd glimpses of their green sliérketis,

or of their capswith red feathers in them, what time thé stars |
grew white before the sun. It was the dwelling, tdo, of more
horrid spirits, of whoso nature thete “existed 'no eléar hotion,”;

RIS NI 4.4
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owt who, in the very distant abodes of the cavern, roamed
flong the off-brink of a little subterranean rivulet, the boun-
dary of their dark abode, and who took vast delight in exter-
minating any unfortunate being foolhardy enough to cross the
forbidden stream, and so encroach on their charmed domain
and this was also fully shown Ly the splintered human bones
that (really, however) strewed the bed of the rill. “Wild
shrieks were often heard to pierce the darkness through the

aping mouth of the cavern; but oftener the merry fairy
augh, and the small fairy music, tingled to the night-breeze.

The absolute physiognomy of the flace was calculated to
excite superstitious notions. In the midst of a level field, &
precipitate inclined plane led down to a sudden pit, across
which, like a vast blind arch, the entrance yawned, about
eighty feet perpendicular, and from thirty to forty feet wide;
overhung and festooned with ivy, lichen, bramble, and a
v "7y of wild shrubs, and tenanted by the owl, the daw, and
tiy ‘frion crow, that made rustling and screaming exit into
thd"taylight as soon as disturbed by an exploring foot; and
when, all at once, you stood on the verge of the descent, and
looked from the cheery day into the pitch darkness of this
gaping orifice, repelling and chilling the curiosity that it ex-
cited,—giving a promise of something to be discovered, and a
threat to the discoverer,—suggesting a region to be traversed,
so different from our own fair, familiar world, and yet a name-
less danger to be incurred in the progress,—your heart must
have been either very callous or very bold, and imagination
entirely a blank, if, at this first glance, you felt no unusual
stiy within you.

‘After entering the mouth of the cavern the light of your
torches showed you that vast masses of rock protruded over-
head, ready at every step to crush, and held in their place as
if by miracle alone. A short distance on, two separatc pas-
sages branched to the right and to the left. To explore the
ong, a barrier of steep rocks, made dangerous by the damp
slime that covered them, should be scaled; then you pro-
cecded along a way of eonsiderable length, sometimes obliged,
from the lowness of the heading, to stoop on hands and knees,
still over slippery rocks, and over deep holes formed by the
constant drippinig of the roof, till at last you suddenly entered -
a spacious and lofty apartment, known by the name of the
Market-cross, from its containing a petrified mass that has
soine.likeness to the ancient and curious structure so called,
Ingped, throughout the whole chamber, the awful frolic of
natups bears comparison with art:—ranges of fluted columns,
that ‘sepm the production of the chisel, only much djlapidated

B
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by time, rise almost at correet distances to the arching roof:
by-the-way, having necessarily been formed by petrifaction,
drop by drop, it is astounding to think of the incalculable
number of years consumed in the process. And this is the
regal fairy iall, and the peasants say that when the myriad
crystallizations that hang about are, on a gala evening, illumi-
nated, 4nd when the for-ever-falling drops sparkle in the fairy
light,“the scene becomes too dazzling for mortal vision.

"The other passage winds an cqual distance, and leadsto the
subterranean rill that bubbles, as before mentioned, over
scraps of human bones, and over some entire ones 100 ; we
having, when led to the cavern for scenic illustration of the
facts of this history, adventurously plunged our hand into the
clear water, and taken therefrom atibiaof unusual length; and
indeed the fact that such human relics are there to be seen,
almost a quarter of a mile from the light of the carth, must, if
we reject the peasants’ fine superstition, show us the misery
of some former time of civil conflict, that could compel any
wretched fugitive to seek in the recesses and horrors of such
& place just as much pause as might serve him to starve, die,
and rot,

On the edge of the descent, exactly opposite the blank gape
of the cavern, Pierce Shea seated hmself, awaiting the return
of his accidental acquaintance. It was only natural that he
should entertain some misgivings as to the truth of the story
just heard from that person, taking into account the kind of
character his informant, even according to his own showing,
must necessarily be, and viewing as much of his manner and
behaviour as had come under Pierce’s immediate notice. But
a more distressing prepossession seized on his mind, and now
banished every other fancy. His poor mistress, his beloved
and lost Alley, might have been hurried by her ravisher, when
pressed by sudden pursuit and alarm, to this very place.
Amid jts dank and loathsome darkness she might, this moment,
dmxl on a blighted and hated existence, or prepare to yield
up life altogether: nay, perhaps she was long ago a corse,
festering and unburied in ifs foul recesses. The recollection
of the horrors he had experienced on the morning after the
murder came upon him, followed by the forebodings of worse
horrors yet to come; and he sat stupefied w'sh the pressurs of
these foelings, when Andy’s voice at his baoc startled him from
his reverie. .

Looking up, he saw the kind and considerate m’e}wve
standing over him, ¢ doubly armed.” It was almost perforce
that Andy had, on his expedition, been compelled to carry
aeun. He was as much averse to such intricate weapons as
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borest David, inthe “Rivals.” Tohis surmise, the plain alpeen
ranked higher; beeause, first, from the simplicity of its con-
struction, it required no roundabout work, such as priming
and loading, and cocking and snapping, and putting it to the
shoulder, and shutting one eye before you could let it off ;
and, secondly, because he knew the practice of the one infi-
uitely better than the practice of the other, He now appeared,
however, with his gun in his left hand, and, not very appro-
priately, & wooden ¢ noggin” of milk in his right, which he
said, “‘he could, wid a clcar conscience, take his buke oath
was hot from the cow, in regard he had milked the hudgecn*
himself.” The fact is, at the house of a fourth cousin of his
¢ father’s mother’s sister,” where he had scen ¢ the blue smoke
makin’ its way out o' the dour, a sure sign the phaties were
rowlin’ out on the table;” that is, breakfust in preparation;
Andy had gone in, and (upon footing of a relationship the good
people were, till then, rather unprepared to admit) first ven-
tared a hint about a ““little bit an’ sup for himself ;" and, when
he had made o hearty meal of potatoes and of tolerably stale
huttermilk, nothing better being in the way, he next craved
and got a nogginful for Pierce, together with half a cake of
¢ griddle bread;” but, as he was crossing over the fields with
this, he espied, *“as God would have id,” a cow awaiting the
nilkmaid; and slily overturning the buttermilk into “a
gripe,” Andy approached, and drew from the animal as much
¢t good milk as he had spilt; an’ he was handy enough at the
work, in rogard that often of a night he used to givea help to

- Bridge Chree, when the poor crature 'ud be hard pushed.”

- Bitting down by DPierce, Andy gave this tale, with a manner

so unintentionally and yet so truly droll, that his foster-
brother, affticted as he was, could scarcely refuse a smile; espe-
cially when, with a self flattering broad grin, he ended by

‘saying—¢ I'd lay my ould brogucs to a laffina,} the colleen

"ill sware the good people were aforehand wid her this mornin’.”
+ Andy then drew from the breast of hisinside coat, that now

* for the first time in its life had been buttoned, the half-moon

of oatmeal bread ; and ¢ Now, Master Pierce, agra,” he con-
tinued, ‘‘eat your 'nough as long as the vit'ls 'ill last ; but

“gure this isn't the handgomest kind o’ place we're sittin’ in,”

staring down at the cave; *‘ come, Jet us mako some other

" #pot that won'’t Jook so dushmal.”

Pierce's feolings all rushed back upon him. He sprang up,

and said— L
* “There is at present no other place for us, Andy; Cro-
* Littlo honey Halfpenny, N ‘
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lioore-na-bilhoge is in that cave, and I'll drag him from it, or
perish in the attempt.” . I

The noggin dropped from Andy’s hand, and down flowed the
milk that had cost him some time, trouble, and conscience.
He plunged at the noggin, but, in the attempt, lent it an uns
intentional kick, that sent it down the descent with increased.
velocity, ‘till it gave many a hollow thump, thump, among the
rocks th the mouth of the cavern. Ilis distended eyes fol-
lowed it for some time; then he reddened, and frowned, and
selecting the vessel us the immediatc matter on which to vent
a vexation derived from another cause, slowly and bitterly
said,—

¢ Musha, then, the ould diaoul speed you on yourrond down
there helow!” '

Picree, sensible of the kindness of his foster-brother, and
pitying his loss, exhorted him not to mind the accident, as
there was no help for it.

« None in the world,” Andy replied, mournfully, resuming
his seat; ““no help for spilt 1ailk,* all the world over. Dup
tell me, Pierce a~chorra; sure you're only for jokin' me; sure
you wouldn't be the mad cratur to go into that cursed hole
after Crohoore?”

*“TIave T come here for nothing, Andy, when I know he is
in it?”

‘ An’ you're sure he is?"

Picree gave his authority, and all the circumstances of his
meeting with the law officer. )

¢ Well, a-vich; but sure you'd have no chance iv him there,;
of all places on the face o' the carth, where the good people,
Christ save us! arc as thick as the erows about him 2" i

¢ Fixcept it was hell itself, nothing else should stop, e,.
Andy ; and nothing shall.”

¢ Mostha, but there's little in the differ.”

Pieree's new ally, Paddy Loughnan, herc interrupted the
conference. Glancing enviously at Andy, he drew Shea aside,
and whispered — .

* Arrah, tell & body who is this wid you?” .
y “ My own foster-brother, and you may depend your life on

im,” .

“Bud, diaoul take him, it might happen he'd be for eryin’
halves wid myself?”

* In my mind the poor fellow scarcely knows the meaning;
of the matter; and I'm quite sure he wouldn't be paid, ss an
informer, with ail the king's gold.” .

NP
o e

¥ .\ proverb,
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»%¢Then lLe's just the sort of u soft omadhaun we want; he'll
do betther than any other; an’ sich a sthrong big fellow may
be of sarvice. 1'd fitther be on the road at once; we can’t
go in, barrin’ we have the lights; and they’re no nearer nor
;;Jomcr; is there any aragath bawn* where the gould cume

om ?"

. Pierce handed him a shilling, .

» ¢ Sweet was your fist. I'vea sort of an ould horse to bring
me back, an’ I'll never stay leg till I'm here again. Dhea-a-
1th!” and the law Mercury vanished.

- Prom his observations of this man, and a guess at his calling,
Andy comforted himself, and tormented Shea, with the ex-
pressed belief that his story of baving seen Crohoore enter the
cave was a falsehood, framed to get momey, und that they
should never again lay their eyes on him or it. ¢ An’Im
sorry I bave id to say of your father an’ mother's son, bhud
you're ever an’ always over foolish wid your moneg," con-
tinued Andy, who, on proper occasions, deemed it his bounden
duty, being by a few years Pierce’s senior, to assume the
mentor with his foster-brother; though, if he examined his
conscience, thriftiness was none of his own feelings.

Shea only drew a heavy sigh in answer to this observation;
and, as the day wore on, Andy becAme more certain, and
Pierce more tortured at his certainty, that Paddy Loughnan
was ““a bite,” and that Crohoore was no more in the cave
than he, Andy—¢ Lord keep him from any sich thing I”—was
‘nit. But as it was near noon when Paddy had set off for
Castlecomer, and as the distance was five miles, three hours,
wlénst, ‘even including the service of the *“sort of an culd
horse,” must necessarily pass before his return; that time had
seatcely yet elapsed, and Pierce, though almost hopeless from
mxiety, did not therefore despair; and in fact, to his great
joy, and Andy's undisguised consternation, Paddy made his
reppearance about three o’clock, mounted o, as (it was now
sbvious) he had truly termed it, his ‘“sort of an ould horse,”
bearing candles, and providentially supplied with touch-paper
and matches, in case of unforeseen accidents within.

- “As the preparations were made for entering the cavern,
Andy looked on with a stupid stare, except that, now and
then, his eye scowled over Paddy Loughnan, from top to toe,
ns if he Lated the marrow in his bones. When all was ready,
Pieree turned and addressed him:— ‘

“*< Andy, you must take up your post here ; if the murderer

Bscape us, you cannot vossibly miss him; so, shake hands,

WG mon.y, op sliver,
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Andy,” he continued, seeing the tears start into the poor fel-
log's eye, ““and see that your flint and priming are in good
order.”

* Mostha, Picree, a-cuishla-ma-chree,” replied Andy, mak-
ing strange faces to conceal his emotjon, and dwelling on the
squecze of the hand that had been afforded him—¢¢ Pierce, a-
bouchal,” (growing fumiliar)— just be said an’ led by me:
once go in there, an’ you'll come out a dead man; or, what's
worse, divil a sight o’ your face we'll ever see, dead or alive:”

*T'll make the trial, Andy.”

« Considber wid yourself what sort they are ; divil a crooked
sthraw they care about your gun.”

“You talk to no purpose, Audy.” .

¢ An’ then, the poochas, that arc in plenty, too.”

¢ Nonscnse, man, I'd face the devil in his den. Let me

0‘ ”
L What ’ill myself say to poor ould Ned Shea, when I must
go home widout you?”

¢« Come—free my hand, Andy.”

““You won’t get so much s Christhen berrin’!”—struggling
10 keep the hand—*“ your bones ’ill be at the bottom o’ the
poochss’ river!” .

¢ Let me go, I say again!”

¢« Mosthal—bud sencc you won’t do as a body, that's fur
your good, 'ud have you, hell to the brogue’s length you'll go!”
cried Andy, his fears and affection blowing up into a fury,
as, moro desperately than ever, he clutched Pierce’s hand.

*“Let the gorgoon come on his lawful business, you great
omadhaun you,” said Paddy Loughnan, at some distance.

¢ Let you hould your tongue, or I'll break every bone in
your unloocky carcass,” retorted Andy; ¢ lawfull—oh, if I
was near youl”

“Do you niean to restrain me by force, Andy?” asked
Dierce, smiling. B

¢ Ma-horp-an-diaoul! bud it's myself that willl” and, cast-
ing the gun from his left hand, he suddenly clasped his foster-
bLrother in his arms.

¢* Tut, tut—you are not the man to do it,” said Pierce,
giving a smart jerk, thut at once, freed him, and sent Andy
reeling among the rocks at a few yards’ distance; and, before
Le .could recover himself, Shea had disappeared into the
cavern, preceded by Paddy Loughnan. '

The faithful follower plunged after them. A litfle wa
from the entrance he canght a glimpse of candlelight, and,
after many prostrations smong unscen rocks, came so near as
to see it above hiwm, over the barrier already described.
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« Pierce, a.vourncen, wait a doochy bit; only let a body
have id to say he was kilt alongside o’ you,” Andy cried out,

« Go along out o’ that wid yourself, you sprissaun,” growled
the voice of %’u.ddy Loughnan; ¢ you're big enough to look at,
but you havn’t the heart of & slucheen!” *

« Havn't I?” replied Andy; *havn’t I?—och!l—only lend
me one hould o’ you, an’ T'll fache you the differ!” and, giving
a shout and jump of utter defiance, he cast down, according
to irresistible custom, his old hat. But Paddy, grogressing
as he spoke, had left him to vent his ive in chill and darkness;
while the hat weary perhaps, of the long ill-usage it had
undergone in his service, kept so close and snug, that all
Andy’s groping and scrambling to recover it were ineffectual ;
and at last, content merely to grope onward to the daylight,
he left it, with a hearty curse, to the phookas.

** Well, God be wid you, Pierce Shea,” he said in soliloquy,
sgain sitting down close by the entrunce to the cave, * fur
there's little hopes you'll ever see Clarah agin; an’ where's
the body that ever set cyes on you bud "ud be sorry, not to
talk o’ myself ? Ma-hoon-chise! if there was his likes the world
over an’ over, an’ farther, if I'd say id; it was a thousand an’
a thousand pities he hadn’t more o’ the gumption, an’ that he
was given to go by his own will, afore a good adviser like my-
self. By the gun in my hand, I'll run far Connaught, or
some sic{ for'n part, sooner nor face home widout my poor
Picrce Shea;” and Andy wept plentifully

“¢ Arrah, what's the matther wid you, Lonest boy?” asked
a commiserating old woman, who had descended in search of
a stray cow, and was surprised to see a tall, robust fellow
sitt.ing there, bareheaded, and blubbering at some rate.

** Enough, an’ worse nor cnough,” replied Andy, and he
told her his whole sad story.

“'Why, then,” said the comforter, «“it 'ill be God’s hand,
an’ God’s hand alone, that 'ill ever bring him out alive again;”
and, professing sorrow that she could not stop, she hobbled off
after her cow. But, meeting this body and that body, the
story was repeated and repeated; and one peeped down,
and then another, and aaother; and, gaining courage as their
numbers increased, they at last came down, and Andy saw
himself surrounded by a crowd of old men and old women,
young girls and boys, all violent in their condolence. In re.
turn for his again-told tale, they gratified him with mahy a
frightful anccdote of the cave sand the inhabitants of the
cave; and then they turied to Crohoore, surpassing every

® & Jistle mouge.
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former horror by accounts of his well-known inti with
the good people, and of his very latest appearances ustder the
most appalling circumstances, and in the most bewitched places.

The night began to fall on them while thus engaged, and
the niﬁht’s impressive silence to spread around ; and the rocks
at cach side grew browner, and the horrid yawn of the cave
blacker tind blacker. Their voices sunk into murmurs, and
they dfew close to Andy, no one willing to venture homealone,
and yet no movement made to proceed together. They dared
not, in illustration of their stories, any longer point or look
at the oavern; indeed, there scemed a general effort to change
the subject. But, while they ceased to spesk of it, the cave
suddenly spoke to them, emitting through its vast mouth an
awful echo of sounds, that, from the subdued and imperfect
way in which they reached the group, it was impossible to
ascribe to a particular cause—to human lips and lungs, or to
anything else. All shrunk closer together, and— .

. *“Oh, vaugha! vaugha!” cried Andy, clapping his hands-—
‘¢ there's an eud iv him!” A
¢ An’ murther, murther! see that!” exclaimed two or three
of Lis companions, in a breath. ‘
A dim lurid light appeared some little distance in the ca-
vern, flashing upward, and half showing a well-known face,
and lending kindred lustre to the two red eyes that fixed
watchfully upon them. A gencral scream arose, and the light
was instantly extinguished; but ere another second had
clapsed, there was a stir in the gloom, immediately at the en.
trance, and Crohoore-na-bilhoge, the incarnate goblin of theit
terrors, rushed out among them. e
Andy Hounlghan had the gun in his hand, and in mixed
horror and desperation, immediately, and without bringing
the picce to his shoulder, &:ulled the trigger; it recoiled with
violence, and he measured his length among the rocks. Crge
hoore checked not his speed a second; but, passing through
the very midst of the crowd, and scattering them in every
direction, gave Andy one expressive look, and, bounding up
the ascent, was quickly lost to view, as, added to the increas
ing night, the depth in which they stood obstructed their
vision. After some minutes of silence, and then a generak
th, iving for their safety, the Esople departed in & body;
leaying to brave by himself all succeeding horrarg. - 13

He was.yet in the act of ascertaining to what extent he hod
been disabled by his fall, or by the fairy-blow rather; when.
Paddy Louﬁ‘hnan,ibarp.haa.ded. pale, and agitated, stood bev,
fore bim, h’e,knomnﬁ;. impudent aspect ho so lately had.
worn was now gone, and his look cowering and terrorsthriskenid
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2~ HVho fired the shot?” he hustily asked.
«i «Myself; an’ sorry I am to say id,” answered Andy, feel-

-ing his bones.
*« At Crohoore, was id?” continued Loughnan, in a close
whisper.
. ¢¢ Ay, a-roon.”
. D you hit him?” *

¢ Och, to be sure I did; but what hurt was that to the likes
s of him?”

o 4“Where's Pierce Shea?

. ““Where's Pierce Shea! musha, you unloocky bird, duv you
‘eome out ¢’ your hole to ax me that question? It was all
-your doins! ~ Let yourself tell me wherc’s the poor gorgoon,
N0 SO

¢t Here, man, here; take the light from my hand—Ilook for
him in the left windin’ o’ the cave—hurry, hurry!” and Lough-
nan was quickly on the back of his ¢ sort of an ould horse;”
-but though the wretched animal could not plead the slightest
incumbrance of flesh as an excuse for his tardiness; though

y was armed, or rather hecled, with one rusty spur; and
even though they faced homewards—a circumstance, as all
travellers know, of power to inspiro horse-flesh with its best
migttle—still did not ¢ the sort of an ould horse” evince much
sympathy with his master’s visible wish to be far away from

he cave in as short a time as possible.

Many a pause Andy made, us he crawled or groped through
the dangerous intricacies of the cavern, to look about him for
his foster-brother, and shout his name to the dense mass of
rock; but the echoes running through the twinings and hol-
lows, swhich he translated into a thousand terrible voices and
meanings, were his only answer. He dared proceed to the
side of the ¢ poochas’ river;” and, to confirm his own early
and worst prophecies, there lay Shea, without sense or

+After a wild burst of sorrow, sincere as ever was sent up
over a departed friend, Andy raised his beloved Pierce, and
placed his head on his shoulder, with intent, after a moment's
fest, to convey him to the surface of the earth, as a first step
towards the only solace he could now know, that is, ¢ dacent
Christhen berrin®,” for the remains of his dolth. In this situa-
tion, however, Pierce drew a heavy sigh, and, after s little
time, opened his: eyes, and staved wildly around him. Re- .
cognising Andy, his fivst word was & request that they should
immediately quit the cave: one to which, it may be mferred,
Ansdy made little opposition. The cool night air much revived
him;'and e asked “how Iong it'had been sinee he enteréd the -
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cave, and if anything had happened outside. A thrill of seem-
ing alarm shook him when he heard of Loughnan’s hasty and
affrighted departure; but he grew half frantic at Crohoore’s
escape, and bitterly accused Andy of negligence and want of
courage. It was in vain Andy urged the inutility of any at-
tempt to soize Croboore, and cited the harmless effect of the
shot he had fired with so deadly an aim; Picrce insisted on
his lagk of spirit, and averred that, bad he been present, he
would have secured the murderer though surrounded by a
legion of devils.

Andy's time came for asking questions ; but Pierce seemed
very unwilling to give any account of his own adventure;
and while his foster-brother still continued to urge him, Jack
Doran and old Ned Shea appeared: they had for some time
been seeking him out, with u led horse for his accommodation
homewards, of which, in a very exhausted and harassed state,
he availed himself, and all returned to Clarah.

Deoran, in compliance with Pierce’s request of the morning,
had led to his father’s house the assassin of Ballyfoile, who he
added now fully confessed that Crohoore was his employer;
but the man either pretended to be, or really was, totally ig-
norant of any of Crohoore’s affairs, that person having merely
sought him out, and with a weighty fee hired him for a specific
purpose

It was hoped, however, that when brought to justice for his
offence he would give more ample and satisfactory informa-
tion. Pierce visited him on his arrival at home; the fellow
was dogged and saucy, and laughed with brutal levity at every
threat. He was confined in a place lately constructed for a
cellar; it had no window, and the door and bolts were strong:
Pierce, disgusted with the ruffian, locked and bolted the doot
and put the key in his pocket.

The next morning he reoB(ened the door, for the purpose of
conveying his prisoner to Kilkenny gaol, but the apartment was
empty ; and the name *“ Crohoore-na-billhoge,” scrawled in bad
charactors on the wall, and as if written with blood, seeted
plainly to indicate by whose agency the prisoner had escaped.

CHAPTER IX.

I'ng last-recited adventure made a deep impression on Pierce
Shea; he grew %;omy and thoughtful, and copfidentially
acknowledged o kis foster-hrother that ho was in a degree be-
come a convert to his often-urged opinions, and that shey
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spent their time and energies in pursuit of one who, to all
appearance, was protected by unecarthly friends and ageney.
Andy heard this confession in profound silence, but with a
catching of breath, and an expression of face, that indicated
a terrified triumph in the late belief it imported, and as if he
was mortally frightened at a result he had himself go indus-
triously laboured to produce; then he left Pierce’s prgsence,
his lips compresscd, and his oyes bont studiously on the ground,
and disappeared, Pierce could not surmise whither.

“By my conscience, Pierce,” suid Rhia Doran, when Shea
spoke to him also on the matter, *“tho girl iy either bewitched
out of her natural senses and feelings, or something worse has
happened.” .

“‘Something worse? what do you mean?”

¢« Ay, worse, a thousand times, Pierce.”

““That is no answer, Doran; speak plainer.”

¢High hanging to me!” resumed his friend, as if angry
with himself, ““sec what I have done now; I forgot who I was
speaking to: never mind me, Pierce, ma bouchal, and just put
it all out of your head.”

< Jack, you must go on.”

“Not I, by my soul, Pierce, ma bouchal; and just put it
all out of your head.”

«Jack, you must go on.”

«“Not I, by my soul, Pierce; I don’t want to make your
mind wotse than it is.”

*Why, Doran, "tis neither fair nor friendly, thcugh I think
you a fair and friendly fellow, to keep anything concerning
Alley from me; therefore I insist on your explanation; you
shall not leave this till you satisfy me;”—they sat, 43 usual,
in the house of Pierce’s father, and at a late hour of the night,
over their glass. °
" “Well, a-vich, sure I can just stay where I am, then,” re-
Eﬁed Doran, coolly sipping his liquor; ¢ for I had rather sit

ere & twelvemonth thar finish what, like a cursed fool, I so
heedlessly began; because, though there may be no truth in
it, it would only increase your troubles, Pierce, my boy, and
I like you too well to be the bearer of unwelcome tidings.”

¢ Harkye, Rhia Doran, I know you for a true friend—your
actions are before me and show it, but my situation and feel-
ings cannot bear crossing or trifling with; and, though we
were to break squares for ever, you shall fully quell or fix the
doubt your words have made; hers-—this moment—on this
spot-wgo on, Doran;" hé grew pale, ahd trembled in passion.

““ Well, then, sooner than it should come to that, Plerce,
andthst I should find such a reward for—no iatter; 11l sa-
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tisfy you; but don’t think you have threatened me infe tom:*
pliunce, Pierce Shea; I suppose you know me well endu,

to believe that neither yourself nor any man alive can bull
me.” o
I know and believe it; that's enough for you, Doran; go
on now, and, for the love of heaven do not keep me in this’
torture.”

“ Well, remember you forced me to speak out, in spite of
my wish and inclination.”

I will, I will remember; I acquit you beforehand of all,
share in the pain or injury your words may inflict; only be
plain and aboveboard, and do a friend's duty by me.”

“ Why, then, since you must bave it, my poor fellow, 'tis
thought that, if Alley’s not charmed and blindfolded by some-
thing not right, she lives with her father's murderer of her
own frec consent.”

“Ay,” suid Picrce, during the pause which Doran here
made, as if to note the effect of his news on the hearer; * ay,
1 guessed what wounld come out;” he spoke in a stifled voice,
his hands clenched on the tuble, and his eyes fixed on his
fiiend.

s For,” continued Doran, “unless the 1illain has her in
some stronghold, or prison, and that's no way likly, seeing
that their retreat is in the ncighbourhood, and that none of
us havo cver heard of such a place, surely she could long ago
have made her escape, during one or other of the oecasions
when Crohoore was absent, and you know yourself he las
often been absent, and night after night no watch on hers-
surcly the girl might have easily run home to you, if, as I’
said before, she isn’t either——" ‘ ¥

““Where did you hear all this?” interruptea Shea, stil’
successful in a strong effort to keep down lis feelings.

* From friends of your own, Pierce: friends to the marrow
of their bones, who are not afraid or ashamed to repeut their !
words to your face, and do more, maybe, if along with their
regard for you they saw reason why: you know the boys I
moan?”

“1 do,” said Shea, his eyes now turned away and fixed in‘
stupefied abstraction on the floor.

471 have lately got them into good order and spin't," urs
suod Doran, * andg never fear them for helping o friend, slong
with doing their own little business, if-—" ke again paused,”’
and laid his band on Shew's arm—¢¢if that friend could be”
trasted, Pierce, my lad.” S

*¢ May the good {iod of heaven defend me from the truth of «
whit you say I—nt last exclaimed poor Shea, giving fent ¥dd
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the bitterness of soul that his friend’s touch had, perhaps,
freed. from its hitherto stern self-command,—¢ that, that
wonld be the heaviest stroke of all!—Doran, T could bear to
sec her a stiff corpse, the cheek pale and cold, und the eye
closed, never more to open—I could lean over her grave, and
look in as she was lowered into it, and listen to the clod strik-
ing on ler coftin—but thet I conld not bear!—It woilld drive
me mad—it has driven me mad!”"—As he spoke, he gfasped
and desperately wrung Doran's hand, the tears choking his
utterance and gushing down his face, and he now let fall his
head upon his friend’s extended arm.

¢ A heavy curse light on my tongue!” cried Doran, his
voice also broken from emotion; ¢ but Pierce, dear, sure it
wasonly the people’s thought—what they all sny—and 1, for
one, don't believe a word of it.”

“Dhar Dieu! you darc not believe it!” repeated Piorce,
starting on his feet, his tears scorched up, and his tone and
manner entircly altered—* you dare not, man, helieve a word
of it, nor anything like it; I will suffer no living creature to
helieve it of Alley; there never was a holy saint, standing
before the throne of God in his glory, whiter from shame and
sin than was my poor Alley! Deny it, you or any man, and
I will send your soul to its maker with the lie upon it!”

“I sce you want somebody to quarrel with,” said his com.
panion, in an offended and reproachfal tone, ¢ but you shall
rot fix the quarrel on me; I feel for you and pity you too
much, Pierce, to mind anything you say to me in your pre-
sent fury ;.2.and is this my reward for all I have gone through,
unasked, and of my own accord, for your sake and hers?—
and when you were lying on your back, Pierce, not able to
wag a finger in your own cause, and without another friend,
or another fool, to stand up for you?”

/Thg young man’s brow relaxed, and the natural reflux of
his better feelings again brought tears into his eyes, while he
sat down, offered his band, and said—

;¢ Lask your pardon, my dear Doran; I should have recol-
leeted—if I could have recollected anything—it was a fiiend
that spoke.”

<Xt wus, Pierce,” replied Doran, warmly returning his pres-
sure; “‘and now put the foolish words out of your head; by
the soul in my body, I would not myself hear an ill word said
9F§0W}Allcy; put the thing out of your mind; there is nothing
in.at.}

« That will not be easy for ‘me to do, Juck,” said Piuroa.;
a9d .ho was vight: it wag no easy task to pluck out the thorn
pow festered in his. heart's core; Le was never hefore,
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great as were the griefs and horrors he had encountered. se
truly miserable.  “But,” he resumed, ““you said something
just now-—what was it?-—T heard you very imperfectly—of
your friends having it in their power to be of use to me ; how,
Doran, and what do you mean?”

¢ It's now uscless talking it over, Pierce; but all they have
told me-I'll tell you, and more you cannot expect. They
give ez to understund, in the first place, that they have a clue
to Crohoore's retreat—"

* Where?-—where?—how have they been able to discover
it? I thought they had long ago given up all interference in
the matter.”

*You see, Picree, that was when T had little or no command
aver the boys, and when I was ouly petting by degrees into
their good opinion, and they were without much union or
courage; but now that T am their lawful captain for the parish
of Clarah, and have led them on one or two little expeditions,
with cvery success, their spirit is up, and their services at my
back, under certain terms that you alone can take or leave;
g0 that they are no fools, and don’t care a blackberry for fairy
or tithe-proctor, and would just face the ould lad with his
horns on As to where and how they made this discovery, I
do not know ; in fact, they have not made me the wiser, nor
can I insist on a point that has nothing to do with our lawful
business; only this much they say, that if you, Pierce Shea,
will step in among them, one of these fine evenings, and behave
like the lad of mettle they and I know you to be, it will go
hard but in a night or two Alley will stand before you, and
grohoore-na-bilhoge have his lodging in the stone jug in Kil-

enny.”

*What do they want me to do?--join them?—take an
oath?” asked Pierce, after a pause.

¢ Whisht, man—walls have cars—never mind particulars
now ; only can’t you just hear what the poor gorgoons have to
say to you, and then judge for yourself?"

¢t Where are they to be found?”

“T can find them for you; we may as well look for them
together,” said Doran, carelessly; “but follow your own bent,
Yierce, a-vich; I wish to advise you to nothing, one way or
thé other.”

¢ How soon can we meut ?—to-morrow night?”

+To-morrow night, sure enough, they will be near at hand;
about ten, I think.” ,

“ Very well,” muttcred Pleree, dropping his heed on his
breast, and again relapsing into silence; but his set tecth, his
vigid features, and unsteady eyo, showed the agiated patnre
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of his reflections.  After an unbroken pause of more than two
minutes, e rose quickly, snatched o candle, and repeated—

“Very well ;—let us go together; and you had better he
out of the house at the time, Doran, waiting for me at the
broad stone in the bosheen, to escape my futher’s suspicions:
good night.”

T will,” said Doran, ““but cannot wait long: good night;”
they joined hands. .

“You shall not wait a moment; my mind is made up; I'll
cngage in anything—any risk, any fellowship—T would rush
on death—hell—for present satisfaction and casc of mind.
Ten, you say?"

““Ten, exactly; good night, Pierce.” They exchanged a
hearty shake of hands, and retired to their separate chambers.

At ten o'clock the next night, and by the broad stone in the
bosheen, the friends accordingly met. Few words were ex-
changed between them ; and Doran rapidly led the way, often
sto&ping to look about him, over lonesome and broken paths,
with which Pierce was not well acquainted, until, after half an

hour’s forced march, they stood before a miserable hut, that was
built in a deserted waste, covered with furze and rock, a hill
rising at its back, and no other human habitation within view.

Light glanced through the chinky door, and through a hole
in the side of the hovel, that, as usual, served at once for
window and chimney; and from within issued a confused clatter
of wild mirth, loud talking, the dull music of the bagpipes, and
stentorian singing.

* There is the place,” said Doran to his companion, as thoy
paused some distance from the door. At the sound of his
voice, a tall figure started from behind a thick ¢lump of furze
and rock within a few paces of them, and asked,—* Who's
there, and what sort o’ night is in id?”

+It's a fine night,” answered Doran, in a whisper, though
the clouds were low and swollen, the wind muttering, heavy
drops falling, and not a star to be seen.

““An’so 1t is,” said the challenger; *“go your ways, an’ God
be wid ye,"—and he instantly disappeared.

“ Come on, then,” Doran resumed, and they walked up to

. the door of the cabin.

¢ Stop a moment," said Picrce, as his friend felt about the
door for the knotted string that moved the wooden Jatch—¢ I
did not quite expect this; I do not like to enter such a place.”

* Nonsense, —trash,childishness!" retorted Doran, in &

. ?mck, sharp tone— the heart to change now! doubts and
.. fears to come now !—what, can you fear in my company? are
. You & man2?" ) )
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He held him by the breast of the coat with one hand, with’
the other violently pulled up the heavy latch, the door swung
wide open, and they walked in briskly.

There was an immediate cessation of all sounds among the,
inmates of the cabin, and eight or ten men springing up, and,
thrusting their hands into their bosoms, showed, by their scowl-
ing brows and ferocious looks, nothing of hospitable welcome
to the Bupposed intruders until Doran’s password, “It’s fine
weather, boys,” and their ready recognition of him, caused an
instant relaxation of feature, and ¢ Cead mille failte, Rhia
Doran!” was shouted in no gentle accents from every tongue. .
When the enthusiasm of his welcome had somewhat abated
Pierce observed glances of constraint, if not of suspicion, gt
himself; but as soon as Doran, sitting, or rather resting with
one thigh on a rude table, round which the men were grouped, |
and assuming an air of carcless good-fellowship, as he looked
about him, had passed something in a quick whisper, room was
made for Shea; and ‘¢ Sha-dhurth, a-bhouchal,” * addressed to
him, as in rapid succession they quaffed their liquor, proved
that his friend, or his own name, had sufficient influence to
change into cordiality and interest whatever disagreeable fenl-
ing his entrance might have caused: in fact, the men lost all |
constraint before him, abandoning themselves, in a few mo-
ments, to their natural manners and noisy humour.

Being seated, he had leisurc to examine the kind of plsce
in which he was, and the description of persons amongst whom
he found himself. The whole extent of the interior of the
hovel was a single apartment, not cxcceding fifteen feet in
length, and ten in breadth, and scarcely of sufficient height ta .
allow a tall man to stand ercct in the middle of the floor; the
mud walls were unplastered; and the straw that had becn,
mixed with this primitive material, to keep it together, started
and bristled out at every side; overhead the puny wattles of |
the roof, black and shining with smoke and soot, badly con-,
nected the inartificial covering of heath; the floor, full of.
inequalities of bedded stone and uneradicated furze, differed
but little from the open moor without, from which it had only
recently been deducted; and everything, in fact, showed a
hasty and careless construction. \

Close by one wall ran a rough deal plank, supported by piles.,
of loose stones, forming the seats upon which at a marrow .
table, abouta dozen men were erowded; and, at its other side,.,
large stones, without any 'Elnnk or board, supplied seats ta.,
some half dozen more. There was no chimney; but twos,

firg
v

* Your heal b, lad. ’ !
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benches, made of slate and clay, enclosed an area within which
aTew sods of turf emitted a feeble blaze; and sitting very near,
c¥ippled up into a lump, her knees reaching higher than her
heﬁ), her bleared eyes steadfastly fixed on the decaying embers,
and her whole air and position showing an unconsciousness.or
caréfessness of the dinning noise, was the hostess of this lowly
aubérge. 1In the corner to her left appeared an enchosure of
by ‘stones that fenced in the heath on which she laye and,
iff “the other, a roughly-constructed and uncouthly-shaped
béyrel, from which, by the agency of spigot and faucet, she
drew,'in wooden noggins, and as her guests claimed it, the
stout, though now exploded, shebeen.

At one side of Plerce Shea, and immediately next him, sat a
prim-looking little fellow of middle age, with a large, bloated,
gosté-hair wig, that, cocking up behind like a drake’s teil, left
the roots of his skull visible, with a red silk handkerchief under
his neck, remarkable, when contrasted with the bare and
scoréhed throats and breasts of the others; and altogether he
had a way about him very different from, if not superior to,
lis companions—a look of self-defined and long-established
importance and wisdom; as well he might, being by day the
only schoolinuster of the district, and by night_the only
© writer of notices, regulations, and resolutions, and orator in
genetial to the reformers of Claral, as Clootz was to the human
race. . Opposite to him, in appearance as well as situation,
sut'a tall, bony, squalid being, of a meagre, sallow face, hung
rottid with an abundance of coal-black hair, bent brows of
the same sable hue, shading degp, wild eyes; his beard four
weeks finshaven, and his habiliments, from head to foot, only
the tattered remains of a vesture that, in its best day, had
beer ‘but, indifferent. Pierce thought he should recollect to
have before seen this man, in the following situation:—

Passing by a cabin, which it was known the tithe-proctor
had récently spoliated, a beavy shower of rain overtook hiin,
and e knocked at the door for admission, supposing it to be
sécuréd. A husky voice desired him to come in; he did so,
and beheld such a scene of misery as his eyes had never before
experfenced. 'The lacge, waste den, with its sides rongh as a
quérry, and the black roof dripping rain and soot, did not
contain a single article of the most common domestic furniture;
and’onl a small bundle of straw, at one side, lay a shivering

irF b "Scine nine or ten years; while two other children, a .

y Rl girl, ‘fot more than five and six, squatted on the
darith Qe‘iag.ﬁmg;hw_lﬁdh was strewed with straw and rpshes,
20t%8’ ehildish“sport, but ‘in “that premature melancholy and
ibstraction that the children of want and misery so often ex-
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hibit to the eye of a susceptible beholder. For some time he
saw no other human creature, and, addressing one of the
children, asked, suddenly, * Have you no father?”

The same hoarse voice that hed spoken before he entered
now made answer, in a kind of scoffing laugh, from the chim-
ney corner: “To be sure they have ‘em, why shouldn’t they 2”

ierce turned towards the place: there was no fire on the
heartls; but upon the hob, and deeply shaded by the projec-
tion of the huge chimney, sat a man about forty, without
shoes, stockings, coat, or vest, small-clothes and a soot-
stained shirt his only covering. His arms were folded hard,
his chin sunk into his breast, his bare legs crossed, and he
swang and jogged them to and fro, in action that betokened
a sullen and gea erate indifference to the ruin about him.

st Ay, there they is, now,” he continued, as Pierce stared
at him in silence; ““one, two, three iv them; an’ I'm their
father, an’ what am I to do wid ‘em?”

“Where's their mother?” asked Pierce.

¢ Avoch, an' what a question you put on me! I went down
the bosheen, yesterday, after the proctor left as, an’ I tould
‘em she was gaspin’; yes, I tould 'em my wife was gaspin’;
an’ the good Christhens wouldn't believe me; an’ yet she was
stiff afore mé when I cum back, an I buried her widout a
wake, or & sheet to wind her in; an’ see here—here’s what
she left me.”

He stooped and took up a bundle of dark rags, which, from
the weank cries that immediately reached Pierce’s ears, he dis-
covered to be at once the cradle and swaddling-clothes of a
new-born infant. The man’ laid the babe on his lap, and
added—

“An’ I'm to sit up all night an’ watch this dawny bit iv«
crature, and feed it, havin’ nothin’ more nor a i";w coule
phaties; ay, there’s three of them fur you, an' I'm thei:
father, if you want to know id, an’ what am I to do wid ’ém
sure that’s jist the way it's wid me, a-vich.”

Pierce was sure that this same man now sat before him
The rest of the company were not particularly distinguished
be'% young fellows, gay, heedless, and uncharacterized.

o e table was covered with slops of liguor, and the whol
. behavigur and appearance of the men showed they had beer
for some time before Pierce'’s entry, "'J’.inﬁothe potency of €
‘home-brewed ale, some of which Doran also procured for %
friend aod himself, as, with half a cake of osten bread, it W
the only refreshment the ald *“colluch”* could ob would ‘pr
_duce, Perhaps, joined to the riotous mirth that now we
s - m‘ . o o
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on, serious business had been in debate before the appearance
of Shea; for he could perceive that, in the midst of their
wildest hilarity, whispers and looks occasionally went round:
at all events, he certainly missed the accompanying hubbub
of the bagpipes, previously heard at the doors and ﬁinting at
the first circumstarce, and particularly mentioning the last to
his companion— .

«Come, Murthock,” cried Doran, slapping on the hampy
shoulders a stupid-looking blind creature, who was seated
apart from the others, and who, his music silent, seemed to
have sunk into sympathizing nonentity, as if he had only ex-
isted while his instrument was at work, or as if the breath that
gave him life had been blown into his lungs by one of its com-
plex pipes, part of the stock by which it was itself vivified,
and that, the one exhausted, the other must fade away:
+t Come, Murthock, strike up ‘ Andrew Carey,’ or ¢ Sheelah-na-
gig,’ or something that’s hearty.”

The bent and lethargic figure instantly got a little motion,
a8 the bellows gave the first puff, and he answered, ¢ Ha!
ha! I wouldn’t doubt you, Rhia Doran; you war always
the boy for my money; faith, an’ T'll give you purty nate
music a8 ever left a poor piper's bag;” then, busily stirring
his arm, he emitted a very dismal, and, as he played it, a very
discordant air.

¢ Oh, murther, murther! your pipes want a drink, Mur.
thock, they're so sorrowful; hcre, man, take this, and try
something that won’t set us crying.”

¢ Sha, sha, sha, Rhia Doran; you war never fond o’ bein’
sad yourself, an’ small blame to you, for your blood is hot an’
sthrong ;" he seized the noggin, and stretched his neck to have
4 good guzzle ; ¢ that was ¢ The Whitcboy’s Lamentation ;" ”—
another draught;—‘‘bud stay now till I give you ¢The
Whiteboy’s Delight;’ here goes.”

““Do so, Murthock ; something that has fun in it, or by
this blessed liquor I'll take you to the threshold, cut your
bags, and let your music about the fields.”

" Never fear,” said Murthock, stirring his arms with some-
what quicker motion, though he only repeated the former air
(if air 1t might be called which air had none) in more jigging
$ime; in truth, except in the instance of his having been born
blind, nature never intended Murthock for a musician. His
-straing did not fail, however, to impose on his andience, and
inspire them with many a vociferous shout, at which, well
ﬁtaa.leq, the ereature smiled in self-flattery, and then plied his

«bhelows with mi%ht and main, so that his chanter squeaked
more and more shrilly, and his drone grunted more and more
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deeply, as 1f n ill humour with its own music; the whole cf-
fect not unlike a noise to which, we believe, it has sometives
been locally compared, namely, a litter of young pigs inaking
clamorous demands cn their poor worn-out dam, whicl iw
gruff expostulation she admits or rejects. o
Picree had sat down among these people unwillingly, and-
with a myind unfit to mix in such a scene of loud and rude-
merrigent; but the noggins were often and often emptied tor
his long life, and reign, and health, and Le could not fail to
Eledge his companions in as oft and repeated draughts. Wo
ave heard experienced sages complain (ag who has not?) thas
the miserably thin potation of our degenerate day is nothing to
that of the substantial shebeen of the days that are gone; and
Pierce Shea felt and proved the truth of half at least of this
assertion. After the ice of temperance and self-command is
once broken, there is no heartier tippler than a sorrowful
man; the sudden and wild relief he has received he will wildly
endeavour to keep up, and this can only be done by successive
libations; so Pierce drank on as rapidly as any around -him;
felt his heart grow lighter and lighter; and at last, to Mur.
thoek’s extremo consolation, became as noisy as any other maa
in the hovel. ' B
In the midst of his utmost enjoyment, the nttle rustic
prjg.:vho sat by his side, laying his hand on Pierce’s arm,
881 .

““ Bud, musha, my poor boy, that’s thrue—you're still om
the hunt for Alley Doolin’, we hear; an’ isn’t it a strange
thing to be supposed, an’ a shameful thing to be hard spoken
of, that you're livin’ to this day of your life among your neigh»
bours, an’ never joined yourself to the jolly lads, that, sayin’
nothin’ o’ their glory in the good cause, are the only livin'
sowls to help you to & sight iv her?” Ry
Pierce was about to reply with much vivacity, when one.of
the y;nng peasants, commencing by a prefatory yell, sang out
—t es !_ .
They must lave off their tithin’ an® rackin’ iv acres, “
Or we'll reast ‘eru as brown as a loaf at the bakor's; ety
An’ we'll nip off their ears, and we'll lave their heads bare, -t

As they do wid the calves in the county Kildare.” .
These lines were chorussed by the whole set, at & mad, shout-
ing pitch of voice, that made the wattles of the roof ring
again, and Pierce could scarcely get in his carnest question
of=—*Do you,” to the little man,—* or do any of.you know.
where Alley Dooling is to be found?” g .
 Fair an’ asy, now,” replied the schoolmaster, who seemed
by general consent, or undisputed privilege, to be -official
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, “for it's fair an’ asy that goes far in the day; do
we know anything iv your sweetheart, is id? Maybe we do,
meybe we don't; an’ "case we do, what's the raison, I say once
agin’ that you're not like a son o’ green Ireland, the crature.
doin’ as mooch as you can, an’ sorry in your beart that you
can’t do more, against the rievin’, plundherin’, myrtherin’
rapparees o tithe-proctors, the bitter foes iv ould Irgland's
land ;—slingin’ at home, becase the blow doesn’t sthrike hard
on’ yourself, an’ never heeding the means o’ the poor neigh-
bours, that are left to starve, or rot like ould horses in the
ditches, becase the Sassenach clargy, that doesn’t care a
crooked sthraw for them or theirs, must have grand houses to
live in, brave horses to hunt, coaches to take their pleasure
in, an’ costly fastes, where there’s the mate of all kinds, every
day in the year, Fridays an’ all, an’ wine galore to dhrink"—
thé orator paused in his sct speech, now for the hundredth
time-repeated, to ply his noggin, as speaking is dry work,
and with a bitter and indignant regret, no donbt, that his
was not the wine to which he had alluded—¢ why you don't
Jook like a boy that 'ud be a sprissaun, or afeard to do a
thing because a bit o’ danger might lie in the way.”

.'He here made another pause, as if inviting some reply;
and,. as Pierce looked up to speak, he observed a lcer on the
face of the younger part of the assembly, which he suspected
might be interpreted into scorn of his want of spirit, hinted
at an the latter part of the pedagogue’s address: his eyes,
rapid as lightning, glanced on Doran—who all this time con-
tinped his half-sitting posture at one end of the table, coolly
tapping it with a switch—to ascertain whether or not the
genernl sneer was borrowed from him; but his friend’s coun-
tenance betrayed no mark of anything insulting or disagree-
dble;: then, knitting his brows, and looking hard at the
fallow who wore the broadest grin—

¢Is there any man here,” he asked, ¢ who dares to question
my courage or say I fear danger?” The lad, immediately
apprehending his meaning; change at once the expression of
his features, and thrusting his hand in amity acroes the table,

“ Never a one ‘ud say it to your father's son, Master Pierce,
abouehal,” he exclaimed; ““but,” assuming a jocose cast of
faoe; and winking at Pierce, while he nodded at the orator,
“*theré’s one thing Monrteen left ount in his noration, an’
niyedlf ‘was goin’ to put in his mind that it’s from us, poor
cratyres v Romans that we are—go vioch a Dhea uriv!*—it's
fiom s, an'wo have the sin iv id'on our heads, the Sassenach
clurgh talbs.what buysithe mate they ates iv a Friday;an”

ComE LY % God Took down on us,
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we will be afther lettin’ ‘e do a thing that no Christhen sowl
"ud do, barrin’ he was a dog.”

“Whoo! by my sowkens,” said another, ¢ that's the waorst
o' the story; arrah. Mourteen, what made you forget that?"

“Musha, how can a body think iv everything at once?”
said & third; ¢an’ tho’ Mourteen happened to spake about
the mishnock* o' the boy, it's well known that if he were as
handy at everything as he is at the tongue, the divil himself,
Lord save us! couldn’t stand afore him.”

But old Mourtcen, nothing discouraged at this ra_illerx.
and reckuning himself as much above them as mind is
above matter, only vouchsafed a scornful glance at his boyish
companions, and, pulling down his wig with both hands, pre-
pared to conclude his speech, while they, leaning forward on
their ¢lbows, put on faces of mock gravity and attention. In
fact, Mourteen prided himself on his eloquence, and never
failed to exercise it when good occasion offered; and the
opportunity of haranguing and converting Pierce was too rare
and too favourable to be neglected. Ho had enlisted many
in the war against tithe-proctors, and so fur was valued; but
like his great prototype, the Athenian orator, Mourtcen was
rather the cause of courage in others than distinguished for
that virtue in his own person: in one word, his friends knew
him to be a rank coward, and at this constitutional weakness
the shafts of their satire were now directed. Pierce, however,
unacquainted with the fact, and not understanding the humour
of the party, listened attentively to the conclusion of Mour-
teen's lecture, which ran as follows:— ' )

*« Hasn't the Sassenach clargy, T say, all Ireland to himself
every tenth year, while the world is a world? an’ sure, if
he had a conscience along wid id, that might be cnough, an’
not for to send the bloody procthor on our back, to 1ift the
double o’ that agin; to take the food from our mouths, our
Christhen mouths, an’ the rag o’ coverin’ from our beds an’
our bodies ; an’ our own poor clargy, God bless ’em, that kept
wid us in want an’ sorrow, an’ cums to us night and mornin’,
thro’ wet an’ dhry, could an’ hardship, tq stand by our sick
beds, an’ make C{r'sthen sowls in us,—what do they get but
bits an’ scraps, the scrapin’s and lavins the Sassenach laves
behind ?—the Sassenach that rises the hire widout arnin’ id,
robbin’ id from them that does; the Sassenach that theught'to
tear and bura’ us up, root and branch; that hunted gur sog-
garths like bastes o' the field, an’ hung an’ shot thetm * A"(ﬁl
iv us, jist because we said our prayers afiher the fi bion o’

* Comage, or spunk, et
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them that went afore us, an’ cum afther us, and "ill do the same
for'ever an’ ever, amin, praise God and thank God that laves
us the wondher to tell that we're here to do id atall. Musha,
musha!” Mourteen added, hastening bis peroration, from a
misgiving of some slight confusion of idens, and a dread of
getﬁng arther bogged (as he would himself have called it)—
“ musha, an’ ochone-a-rie, it’s enough to make a bodysrun mad
to think iv id!” .

T believe what you say is true,” said Pierce, in reply to
this holding forth, and anticipating Mourteen’s tormentors,
who, with many a shrewd wing,awere preparing to open their
battery on the spokesman; ¢but my father has all along
taught me to ask what I now ask you—how much good has
come or can come from all you are able to do? Lattle mischief
to your real oppressors, and your own death upon the gallows,
more certainly than the relief you look for.”

His attention was here riveted by the miserable man oppe-
site to him, who at once, with that viglence of action and
furious contortion of countenance for which the Irish peasant
is remarkable, poured out a speech in his native tongue,
adoptinﬁ it instinctively as the most rcady and powerful me-
dium of expressing his feclings; for one who boggles, and
stammers, and is ridiculous in English, becomes eloquent in
Irish: we follow the speaker in translation, which will neces-
saril{ show none of the rude patois he must have betrayed,
had he attempted, as all the otﬁers did, to display his feelings
in a language almost unknown to them and him. ¢ Who
talks of the good we can do?—we look not to do good; we are
not able nor fit to do good; we only want our revenge! And
that, while we arc men, and have strong hands, and broken
hearts, and brains on fire, with the memory of our sufferings
~that we can take. Your father, young man, never writhed
in the proctor’s gripe; he has riches, and they bring peace
and plenty, so that the robber’s visit was not felt or ﬁeeded:
but look at me!”—with the fingers of one hand he pressed
violently his sallow and withered cheek, and with the other
tore otgen the scanty vesture, that, leaving him uncovered
from the shoulders to the ribs, exhibited a gaunt skeleton of
the human form—‘T have nothing to eat, no house to sleg)

in; my starved body is without covering; and those I loved,
and fhat loved me, the pulses of my heart, are gone; how
§fme, and how sm Y as you sec me? Twelve months ago I

ad 2 home, and covering, and food, and the young wife, the
# of my children, with me at our fireside ; but the plun.
rer citne on & sudden I was in his debt; he has & piblies
. hotigg, and he saw wme sitfing in another in the village; ke

e



88 CROHOORE OF THE BILL-JIOOK.

took my cow, and he took my horse; he took them te: him-
self; I saw them—and may all illluck attend his illgot
riches !—1 saw them grazing on hig own lands; I was mad;
everything went wrong with me; my landlord camé, and
swept the walls and the floor of my cabin; my wife died in
her lahour ;—who was to stand up for me?—where hadd a
friend o» a great one to help me?—No one, nowhere; there
is no feiend, no help, no mercy, no law for the poor Irishman ;
he may be robbed, stripped, insulted, set mad, but he has no
carthly friend but himself!”

The wretch sprang from his seat, seized his vessel, and
with the look and manner of a maniac, added,— :

“And here let every max pledge me! May his heart
wither, and his children and name perish—may the grass
grow on his hearth-stone, and no kin follow his corpse to the
grave—who will refuse to wreak on the hard-hearted proctors
the ravenge they provoke by the sorrows they inflict!”

All had arisen; even the old woman had stretched her
wrinkled face and stringy neck into the circle, and, as the
toast was quaffed, her shrill tones mingled with the hoarse
“amen” that followed. Tn this moment of frenzy and inebri.
ation,—his youthful sympathy in their cause grafted on the
hope of recovering his mistress,—did Pierce Shea take the
‘Whiteboys' oath, and with wild clamour was his inauguration
celebrated.

*And now,” said Doran, when the uproar had somewhat
subsided, speaking in a calm and earnest voice and manner,
<listen to me all: I appoint Pierce Shea my first lieutenant
for the parish of Clarah; are all content?”

A general hurrah, joined with new congratulations, shaking.
of his hand, and drinking to his health, was the answer.

*“ And you frecly accept the commission?” Doran resumed,
fixing his eye on ghem, and proffering his hand also. '

“Y accept it; but—no matter!—I accept it uncondition.
ally; I join you for your own sakes; for your cause, yotur
wrongs, and your revenge; for your success or failure—for :
good or ill—redress or the gallows.” Co

“Tt is enough,” said Doran, violently squeezing Shea's
hand, while his ¢yes sparkled, and his cheeks grew pale with..
strong emotion. K

““ Meantime,” resumed Pierce, ‘“let me fairly own thatu
another motive first led me this evening among you.”.

“We know what you mane,” interrupted Mourteen, *“an’
are ready an' willin’ to remember id; sure one good turn dee
sarves another.” R Lol e

“You all know mv. situation, men,” said Pierce; after o

i
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pause, dropping his head on his hand, to hide the overflowing
* tears that 2 moment’s recurrence to his personal misfortunes

mendered irresistible.

“We do, we do,” they cried out, ‘“‘an’ it’s the hearts in
our bodies that are achin’ for you, Masther Pierce, a-roon;
an' wait till we show you so mooch, widout more talkin’ about
id.”

«It’s only thought and expected,” continned Mourteen,

“that our new lieutenant 'ill come wid us one night, just to
make clear an’ clane his good wishes for the cause, an’ the
;lgl!lt’t night will bring him straight ahcad on C'rohoore-na-

hilhoge.”

«That's id; that's the very thing,” the men repeated.

«] shall not fail,” answered Pierce.

“Then, I believe,” said Doran, ‘‘our business for to-mor-
row night is to call, out of love and kindness, on Peery Clancy,
the friend of poor Terence Delany here,” nodding at the man
who had harangued them in Irish.

+¢ Life will be spared?” asked Pierce.

“Life and limb, unless cars arc legs or arms,” answered
Doran; and Pierce objected or questioned no further, though
he saw a grim smile of disagreeable expression on the features
of Terence Delany.

* ¢¢ An’ in throth,” said one of the young fellows, *“ I'm tould
the poor man is hard o’ hearin’; a great pity, sure, when it’s
a thing so aisy to be righted; fur there is nothin’ in the wide
world to do but jist crop the cars as close to the head as a
body can, an’ I'll take my swear he’ll hear a Whiteboy at any
rate, fur a good mile o’ ground, as long as he lives ever
afther.”

** Musha, that’ill be no more nor aChristhen turn,” said an-
other; *fur who wouldn’t pity a poor body that's deaf, like
him? an Bryan Whichpatrick must scrawb him a good turn
on the fiddle, when he gets the gift o’ hearin’.”

They had attached to their body a man of the name here
nrentioned, or rather of a name like it, Fitz-patrick being its
true pronunciation, who was their poet and musician, and who
always added effect to their processions, when they paraded a
poar proctor to the place of his punishment.

*“ Ay,” said Mourteen, ‘*an’ we.may as well plant. him in
the: groupd up to his chin, just to see if he'd sprout into an
honest man.” ] o

#Arrah, there’s little féar o' that,” he was answered; * fur
if you:war to sow an acre o’ proctérs, the disoul a worse erop
could a poor body have to look at in the harvest-time,”..

- #¢Oeh, an’ have s card, Boys,” said another, ¢ but they'd
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grow up into a nate crop o’ hemp, that 'ud make cravats fur
some iv us, as aisy as we're takin id.” .

Thus, in the spirit of that peculiar levity and jeer which the
Irish mntry mingle with ihc feeling and execution of their
very hips, despair, and revenge, did they discuss the
business of the night, until Doran, rising up, and smartly
rapping the table, said,—~

““Come, come, enough for to-night ; every man quietly and
by himself to his home, if he has one. Murthock, don’t sleep
over your part of the work; be careful to warn all the boys;
you're better at it than at your music, my good fellow.”

““Ha! ha! Rhia Doran; you're welcome to your joke;
bud, afore to-morrow night, all the boys in the parish 'ill know
id, [})laise God, iv Murthock does be a live piper.”

pon this the council broke up, and Pierce and Doran

returned to old Shea’s house.

CHAPTER X.

‘WaEN Pierce Shea had slept away his intoxication, and with
it the enthusiasm it had excited, he awoke to feel the goad-
ings of an upbraiding conscience; for he recollected he had
broken his father’s most positive injunction. The old man’s
ood sense early perceived that the acts committed by the
iteboys, even divested of their immoral and cruel character,
could only in the end bring ruin on themselves. He was
rich, as Terence Delany remarked, and the tithe-proctor had
been to him but the cause of a pecuniary loss, which, however
unwillingly he might have suffered it, was in itself of little
inconvenience: his passions escaped, therefore, undue agita-
tion, and his reason exercised a comparatively unbiassed sway.
Pierce was a dutiful son, as well from principle as inclina-
tion; his father was to his only child a fond and good father,
and, exclusive of the affection this insured in a warm and
virtuous heart, he entertained the highest opinion of his
parent’s good sense. It was, therefore, afflicting to him to
reflect on what he had done in joining an sssociation from
all intercourse with which the paternal voice had repeatedly
commanded and warned him; in addition to his other causes
of unhappiness, the thought made him very wretched; and
when, t];x,e next night, he stole with a felon's step from his fa-
ther’s roof, to .gssist, in an ill:ﬁ‘a)l outrage, & foreboding of
heavy and retributive gvil to follow caused his heart to sink
in his besom.' "0

But he had solemnly sworn,to obey bis captain in all
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things, and a refusal to comply with the present order, Pierce
shuddered to think, might lay the sin of perjury on his soul.
His courage and consistency, too, would at once be questioned ;
and then came the strongest and most beguiling argument ot
all—his conduct on this night was to aid in discovering and
releasinfg his mistress; and In dragging to punishment the mur-
derer of her parents. Right or wrong, it was a sacrificq, called
for at his hands by the loudest voice of love, duty, and ne-
cessity; and so he braced himself to concede to it, like a
man to whom desperatc resources are the only alternative.

Doran awaited, and joined him at a short distance from his
father’s house, wearing over his clothes a shirt, the distinguish-
ing garb of the fraternity, whence was derived their denomina-
tion of Whiteboys, and armed with two pistols secured in a
belt, whilst at his back was slung a huge bullock's horn, which
besides being used to sound the different signals, was a badge
of command worn only by leaders. Pierce, according to orders,
had also provided himself with a shirt, horn, and arms, which
being now adjusted, the friends set out at a brisk pace.

Even to Doran, Shea disguised his real feelings, apprehen-

give that any doubt or misgiving might be construed into
pusillanimity or cowardice, terms cver most humiliating and
distressing to a young man’s car; he even forced himself
to affect the swagger of a bravo, than which nothing could
be more loathsome to his mind and spirits, ‘while Doran
volubly rehearsed, half in laughter, the feats and glories that
night to be realized.
* After some smart walking, they ascended an cminence,
about half a mile from Pierce’s home, where Rhia Doran,
putting his gigantic born to his mouth, blew a deafening blast,
that—our veracious old chroniclers have often assured us—
could be distinctly heard at the distance of three Irish miles,
{f the night was still and the low breeze favourable. In an
mstant _he was answered from other eminences, contiguous,
and far off, and all around; and a final fourish, that startled
the ear of night, in the low country almost at their fect, ter-
‘minated the signals.

** And now, lieutenant, to the place of muster!” said Doran;
and, dedcending the hill together, they approached a number
of men who were assembled in a field at a little distance. As
‘!;!\e friends joined therm, others were seen scrambling or leap-

.ing over fences on every side, all garbed like themselves, but

only a few with horns and weapons, the majority being un-
“badged and unarmed. After a short pause the muster seemed
,completed ; thzrmgathered in silent bustle round Doran and
"8heék, and the er inquired— ‘
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“Ts cverything ready with you, boys®’ S
<Al right, an’ nate, an' purty, captain, agra, an' in oup
glory,” he ‘was answered. '
“The nags, then!” cried Doran. They ran to the four
corners of the field, or jumped into the adjoining one, a
every man returned holding a horee, that had been pressed
from different farms on their route, nor were the worst put irt
requisition. The two finest and grandest steeds having been
presented to Doran and Shea, the leader at once mounted,
exclaiming—
“Well, then, jolly boys as ye are, up and ram along; and
the devil take the hindmost for his supper!”
All were instantly on horseback, and with a stifled though
eneral ““hurrah!” dashed off at full spced, first, over the
redges and fences immediately around them, then someﬁmes
over a bit of road, if it happened to come in the way, but for
the most part over hedge and ditch, again hill and hollow,
stream and bog, like mad and evil spirits careering with the
night-blast, their hoarse and guttural “hurrah!” still occasion-
ally breaking out in wild and unearthly cadence. o
‘ew accidents occurred on this headlong ride, and those of
no importance, if it be taken into consideration that, with
the exception of Doran and Shea, no man in the party sat in
saddle, nor had even a bridle to direct or govern his steed;
blessed was he that boasted so much as a halter; and it must
be allowed that, under such disadvantages, they displayed
considerable skill in horsemanship; much more, we ave in-
clined to think, than a regularly drilled squadron of dragoons
would show, if similarly accoutred and situated. B
And ‘‘hurrah! hurrah!” they still muttered, as they still
swept along, until, after somewhat more than an hour’s miai
driving, the horses began to stumble and totter from fatighe.
Then Doran’s voice was again heard.
*We ought to be near upon the place for a change,” he
said to those immediately around him, o
‘At the foot o' the rath afore you, captain,” was the
answer, Tt
He sounded his horn, and was promptly answered from the’
direction pointed out, and spurring and laghing, he set tha
example of one desperate push to gain the point of relief.
“Faultha, faultha,* to the rattlin’ boys that dhrive by
night !” was shouted hy many voices, as at last they eame up
the destined hill. ' aiveat
Doran instantly flung himself from his saddle, asking, “<How
many horses have you?"
* Welcama, welcome,
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"Five-mx'-fortg, captain, you darlin’ o’ fellows.”
**Enough; and enough is as good as a feast;” then turning
ta Picrce, during an instant's delay in changing their saddles,

*“Come, lieutenant, your hand; by the blessed moon you are
& brave whitcboy alrcady!” the girths were now tightened,
the bridle flung to him, and he was agnin on horseback in a
twinkling, adding to the party that had met them, “We'll be
here aguin in an hour, be sure to have bastes readyy’ and

““up and ram ulong, boys!” was agsin the word, and onward
all again dashed at the same furious rate as before.

At last they entered amid a few straggling huts, built at
irregular distances, and in disorderly lines, dignified by the
inhabitants with the name of a village. The stillness and so-
briety of night prevailed ; no light gleamed from the wretched
cabins, and the hour of labour and life secemed to have sunk
in repose; yet, as they clattered along, door after door was
stealthily opened, half-dressed figures, male and female, ap-
peared at each, and the oft-repeated salutation of *¢ Dhea liuve
a-voucheleen,”* uttered in that bitter and gurgling tone in
which they would have set their mastiffs on a detested enemy,
told that the mission of the riders was understood and appre-
ciated ; and when they reached the forge or smithy, a man issu-
ing thence with candles, a lighted sod of turf, and a sledge,
proved that they had been duly expected.

“¢Is the ould bird in the nest?” asked Doran of this person,
a8 he pulled up.

¢ “Qch, an’ that he is, snug an’ warin, an’ waitin’ for you,
captain, a~chorra.”

. ‘“Well, that's civil and dacent of him, afther all, pooi
sowl—show the way, Thady."” ‘

. There was a house standing apart from the others, distin-
cpished from them as well by its station as by its great
superiority of extent and al;{)pearance; through its thatched
roof protruded a forked stick, to which appended a signboard
that, bad it been daylight, might be scen to boast a dull
raddle ground, with & black shape thereon, having very ne-
cessarily and wisely, “The Black Bull” painted in black let-
ters above its head and beneath its feet ; and lower down still
was also painted— .

mint
Enthertain
for man and horse—

— — — tq-’g?' —
. At the door of this doomed abode, the party stopped; it
* God speed you, lads. .
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was the residence of Terence Delany's undoer, and the same
swaggering tithe-proctor whose portrait we have before at-
tempted to sketch.

ith the utmost possible silence, the party ranged them-
seives about the house, so as to prevent escape, and then,
having lighted their candles, by blowing at the red turf, one
dash from the cighteen pound sledge burst the door open.
Dorang and three others, who were armed, rushed in, Pierce
heing left in command of the main body ontside. The visiters
took their measures so well and so speedily, that they seized
on the terrified proctor as he crept under the bed from which
he had just risen.

“Arrah, then, crawl back wid yourself, here, m{; ould
houchal,” said one ol the men, as he dragged him by the legs
into the middle of the room.

“An’ isn't it & burnin’ shame,” cried another, “to see a
1esponsible, well-doin’ body, like you, go fur to hide yourself
like & chree-chraw-tha, afther we comin’ so far o journey to
ree you? Foch upon you! to sarve your own cousins in sich
# way in your own house!”

* Mostha, because he does so shabby by us, it’s a long day
till we cum see him agin,” said a third.

¢ In throth, Peery, agra, it's little right you have to give ua
the neen-sha-sthig;* fur your mother’s people, and that's our-
sefy, that are all come o' the Muleahys, is an ould dacent stock.”

“Don't be spakin’ to our cuseen afther that fashion; my-
sef is a'most sure, by tue pleasant face that's on him, he's glad
in the heart to have us undher his roof this blessed night.”

Such was the mockery handied from one to another, while
the unfortunate man sat stupified in the middle of the room,
looking around him in hopelessness and horror, and in dread-
ful anticipations of the tortures he well knew awaited him.
Twice had he been admonished to rise, without showing any
sense of the words addressed to his ear, until, at last, a smart
application of Doran's whip to his shoulders, and the shrill
tones and terrible words of, < Come out for your tithing,
Peery!” that accompanied the blow, roused him from his
lethargy. But he only clasped his hands and cried for mercy 3
and when, by main force, the three men proceeded to carry
him out, his instinctive struggles for freedom only called down,
again and again, an answer from Doran’s whip.

¢ Och, gentlemen, gentlemen, honies, take pity on a poor
man!” he repeated, as they bore him over his own threshald.

“Asy now, Peery; considher wid your conscience; an’

* Not at home.
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don’t be axin’ from us the thing you never yet had for man or
baste, your own séf,” was the reply, that showed how little
commiseration he had to expect.

Outside the door, Doran refreshed his men with some liquor,
for which he had ransacked the house, and then procceded to

ut them in order of procession. First, he called for Bryan

itzpatrick, poet and musician to the body. as has Lefore been
mentioned, who manufactured all their songs, and whoewas so
intimately acquainted with the muses, that, by their assistance,
he gave his own history; beginning thus:—
“ Och! sure it was from the sweet county of Leithrim I came,
An' I plays on the fiddle, Bryan Fitzpatrick by name."”

A most important personage on show occasions like the
present, he now came forward at call to take rightful place at
the van of the array. DPcery Clancy, mounted on his own

mpered gelding, had the next place; and immediately fol-

wed Captain Rhia Doran, with Shawn O'Burke, who had
learned to emit from that most primitive, though unwieldy in-
strument, his bullock’s horn, such a varicty of strain, suited
to every occasion, whether martial, triumphant, or pathetic,
as, with some, created him a rival of Bryan Fitzpatrick, muse,
fiddle, and all; whilst, to the unprejudiced ear, his variations
cqualled, at least, the different transitions from high and low
lowing to high and low bellowing, once practised by the animal
to which his instrument had origin: Ey been an appendage.
Shawn rode at the right hand of the captain; at the left
was Yemen O'Nase, ‘“the finisher of the law;” the rest,
brou%ht up by Pierce, followed in what order they might.
At the first movement from the house, Bryan Fitzpatrick
drew his fiddle-stick, and was instantly seconded by Shawn
O'Burke, whose doleful bleat certainly outdid hir competitor,
in ever{ way, on this occasion; heretofore, whatever Bryan
lost in loudness and power, he had been enabled to make up
by melody; but now he only produced a most unaccountable
noise, and, in pure comparison with noises, a contemptible
one: truth is, he had been so unlucky as to tumble from his
horse during the rapid ride, and, to his great consternation,
when he uncased his fiddle, it appeared wofully disabled by
the aceident, one side being battered in, and all the strings
snapped across; his only resource was, in the short pause
afforded, to knot together two len;ghs at random, each of
which, he found, was composed of different scraps of different
strings, first, second, third, and bass, as they came to his
fingers; the result we have described. But, as the troop
Egsaed_ along in order, the loud shouting of the men rose for

is relief, drowning, as the outery rent the air, his pitiful min.
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strelsy; the inmates of the novels, at the doors, or lying on

their straw, joined the uproar; and even the shrill soream’ of
women, and the tiny pipes of children. eould be distinguished"
—there was no pity for Peery Clancy. AR

They arrived at the place where he was to undergo his
punishment. History, the faithful mirror of truth, the rigit’
chronicler of facts, proceeds in her duteous details without "
considgration for the squeamishness of nerves; among other
instances of the principle, the legal retribution visited on*
Damicn and Ravaillac has found its careful registrars; nor,
in this transcript of real scenes, shall the illegal violence done-
to an Irish tithe-proctor want true and couragceous historians:
therefore proceed we in the circumstances. :

Conformably with the other preparations, a grave was dug
for the proctor's reception, close by a hedge in a contignous
field; in this he was laid, and covered with lcose earth to the
chin; and then did Yemen O'Nase, who, like Shylock, had,
for somo time, been busily occupied sharpening upon a-flag
stone the broad blade of his pruning-knife, advance, and, i
the in-felt pride of being a dexterous operator, exelaim,— . ¢

“Well, we're all ready; an’ it's a sweet bit of a blade-thst’s
in you, for one knife; och, bud it isn't none o’ your blades ™
that's fit for nothin’ but cuttin’ butther; I gi’ you my .con-:
science, this holy an’ blessed night, 'twould take the horns aff:e
& ten-year-ould bull, not to speak iv a poor proctor's cars, <
though them same docs be hard enough in regard of all the
prayers they won't hear, an’ all the lies they tell; come, come,”
interrupting himself, as he knelt down to his work, * none o**
your ochones, Peery; don't be the lastc unasy in yoursef,.agra s
you may be right sartin I'll do the thing nate an’ hundy; tut, ©
man,” in replay to a shrill scream, *I'd whip the ears aff &
bishop, not to talk of a cratur like you, a darker night nag
this; divil a taste I'd lave him: an’ wouldn’t bring any o’ Hlie
head wid me, neither—musha, what ails you at all?” after heic.
had half uccomylished his task; you'd have a betther right
to give God praise for gittin’ into the hands iv a clever boy, #¢
like me, that—stop a bit, now—that 'ud only do his captain’s
orders, an’ not be lettin’ the steel slip from your ear across vt
your wind-pipe, Lord save the hearers!—stop, I say.thers; v~
now: wasn't that done purty?” : .

« Why, Poery,” said another, “bear in mind that it's alh«r+
fur the good of your poor sowl we're so kind to you; stre o}
there's no-dosbt at all that the proctors, every mother'sisdn
of them, go sthrait ahead to the divil; but I'll be Lould to say ~¥
that Peery Clancy, that was buried—an’ a decent berrin? he -
got, wid bis ewn people around him—an’ Peerv Claney thiag oy
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‘il be afther him, won't be the same body. at all at all, in re-
gard that one had wings to his head, an’ the t'other not one
in the world; you won't be the same man, only some one else;
an’, more betoken, the penance o’ this night 'ill be mighty
goqdhfur you in the time to come: take care o' yoursef there,
a-vich.”

“ Good night, Peery; an’sure you have all the crop'v;e can
gi' you,” added others.

«“To make everything sure,” said Doran, “you must just
swear as I desire you, Pcery, or have Yemen at your throttle,
along with your ears; give me the book.”

A prayer-book was handed to him, which he held to be
kissed by the proctor, and the buried-alive swore never again
to follow his unpopular profession. A sentinel was then placed
over him, also sworn to release the sufferer 1n an hour.

¢ And now for the sallin-na-morra!” cried Doran; ¢ strike
up, Bryan; Shawn! your horn; attention, men, and chorus.”

The sallin-na-morra, or death-prayers, was a celebrated
chant, pathetico-ludierous, composed and sung to his fiddle by
Bryan Fitzpatrick, on all such occasions as the present; and,
while the party gathered round the proctor, it now arose, ac-
cording to orders, first as a plaintive solo by the son of the
muses, and then chorussed in terrific diapason by the whole
bog{, joined to the utmost effort of Shawn’s horn, and indeed
of wll the other horns present. After one encore, Doran flung
himself on his horse, and his words, ‘‘Up and ram along!”
were the signal for the retreat of his troop, whose wild
“‘hurrah!” testified their triumph and readiness to accompany
him, as they at once vaulted on their bare-backed coursers;
and away they set, over the ground they had already travelled,
at the same savage speed in which they had arrived.

After riding some miles, Doran, who kept abreast with
Shea, carelessly said,—

“TI'm sorry we have left the poor divil in 1 erence Delany’s
hands, after all.”

“ I was going to say the same thing,” replied Pierce, ‘‘ and
to ask you if you think there is any danger of the unfortunate
creature’s life?”

¢ Heaven knows, not I; but you remarked the tone of his
voicg, and expression of his face, when he repeated my words,
to release his prisoner in an hour?”" '

<1 did, and for that very roason have my doubts; suppose
we turn.back?” )

*Nonsense!” shouted Doran, with a langh; *‘do you sup.
pose.I could get my men to run therisk of any probable alwrm,,
that may now be spread in the neighbourhood? or that I
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would dare it on my own account? ILet Terence and the
proctor settle it together.”

“No, Doran; we have already done enough—too much,
I at least regret, and during the whole scene T regretted my
share in such an unwarrantable and cruel outrage; and I at
least will endeavour to prevent murder.”

“Oh, very well, lieutenant ; T have no wish or cause to order
vou from such n henevolent turn; only it may now be too
ate; you intend riding back by yoursclf?”

* Have T much to fear for my own life, if T do? You said
something of risk just now.”

¢ Nothing of risk to a single man and horse, though; all is
quict, T believe; you didn’t notice any one leave the house
while you guarded it?” .

+¢ No,—good-night,” answered Pierce, checking and turning
his horse towards the village.

** Good-night, then, and let us see you soon; on, boys, on!”
and the friends galloped in opposite divections.

The last clang of the Whiteboys' horses, and the echo of their
far hurrah, were lost in distance to the victim’s ear, and his
faint moan was then the only sound that disturbed the silenee
of the night around him. Terence Delany, his guard, stood
over him, speechless and motionless: cven his breathing was
not whispered by the still air. But, after a considerable pause,
he walked a few paces to the fence near which the grave had
been dug, and returned bent and panting with some heavy
burden, round which his arms were clasped; it was a huge
stone; he stooped and laid it down beside the bleedingiq head,

Again he paused, and stood motionless; but at Iust s
husky tones broke suddenly and ominously upon the dead
calm; for the proctor's mouns had subsided into the feeble
breathings of exhaustion; he spoke, as was his alinost inva-
riable custom, in the Irish language, of which we shall endea-
vour to give the substance and turn of speech.

** Know you, Peery Clancy, who it is that stands over you
in the lonesomeness and silence of this night?” The answer
came also in Irish; X know not who you are; but, if you
have a Christian’s sowl, you will release me from this misery.”

o Di?’fyou never bring it to your mind, and did the recol-
lection of it never put your sleep astray, when stretched on
2 bed of comfort, after a pleasant meal, that by your deeds,

Terence Delany, and his wife, and his three poor little ckil-
dren, were left houssless and hungry?” e
«Qh! I am Jost for ver!” mosned the wretched man.
i . *Hah! you now know who stands over you! yes, you serk
“them and me in poverty and the grave: yon make me thed,
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and you now lie there, sure of the.death-stroke from the arm
of the madman you made!” The victim shricked.

“ Waste not your breath in idle cries; I will turn aw:.x,
and give you a few minutes to make your prayer to God;
-whcin you hear my step again near you, cry merey on your
soul.”

Ile walked aside. By one of those singular coifcidences
which oceur oftener than they are noticed, the face o’ night .
suddenly changed; the stars became extinguished, and the
wind howled through the leafless branches. He turned his
brow upwards, as if confusedly affected with the change;
ﬁausud his time in that position; but then starting wildly,

urried back, and, heedless of the frightful scream for life and
mercey, felt with his foot for the exact situation of the head—
atooped, and after many efforts raised the ponderous stone;
poised it & moment over the mark ; when Pierce Shea bounded
upon him from the other side of the hedge, forced him from his
stand, and the rock fell, with a dull and heavy sound, harm-
less on the earth.

Delany instantly sprang on Shea, and with both hands
griped Ins throat ; Pierce seized him in rcturn, and swang him
about, but the iron grasp became firmer; the blood stopped
.and throbbed in his head, and could not circulate, so that
breathing became a painful labour. In a violent attempt to
free himself, both fell to the ground, and Delany cntangled
and locked his legs with those of his adversary, who now felt
the man’s hold tightened more and more, and heard the gnash-
ing of teeth at his ear, while the pang of suffocation closed on
his beart. In a moment'srapid thought, however, Pierce re-
.collected a sleight he had learned in wrestling, by which it

..was possible to release himself from the disabling bondage the
murderer held over his legs; and using it therefore, and im.
augdiately after summoning an eflfort that the fear of death
could alone supply, he %rang on his feet, bringing the other

~with him. This shook Delany’s grasp; and Pierce, instantly
rclicqu, betbought of another sleight, acquired also in the

. Wrestling-ring ; 1t was successful as the first; his enemy swung
loose from him; and then a well-directed blow in the throat
brought him down senseless.

. The vietor stood a moment, faint and staggering, before
bis strength or thoughts were sufficiently recruited to follow

P his success; in good time, however, he recovered to bind
with his neckeloth, handkerchief, and garters, the ankles and
srms'of the prosirate man; and then, the blood resuming its

.yahgnnel, and his breath coming and, going freely, be lost not

@Jwoment in shovelling the off :ge nearly-expiring proc-
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tor, catching him in his arms, and conveying him with inere.
dible speed to his own house, where, 5o soon as he had de-
posited his burden, he sank himself, breathless and feeble with
the unusual exertion and struggles he had made.

The near noise of the horses’ hoofs recalled Lis senses to
activity, At first he felt assured that hiy friends, anxious
about his absence and danger, had came back to protect himj,

,but a fear that the riders might be enemies, not friends, next
sprang up in his mind, and he took refuge under the bed on
which be had just left the proctor, assured that, even if his
worst surmise were true, the man whose life he had saved, at
hazard of his own, would, by silence at least, shield him from
present danger.

In a moment he heard tne shrill tones of a boy calling out
to some persons to follow, and soon afier a party of dragoons,
headed by a magistrate, clanked into the room. The boy
suspected to be a natural son of the proctor (not without the
observation of Doran, whose after-question on the road to-
Pierce would seem to imply as much), escaped from the house:
just as the Whiteboys had gained it, and, seizing a horse that
grazed in a neighbouring field, set off for Kilkenn{f. where he
gave notice of what was going forward, and quickly returned.
with civil and military aid. .

To the questions put by the magistrate and dragoons to
the proctor, as to the probability of apprehending any of the,
Whiteboys, Pierce, it may be supposed, listened with natural

erturbation ; and for some time the total silence of the pexrson,
interrogated seemed to argue him safe from danger; but the;
l;ln'oeuw, nt Jast breaking a silence that bodily pain and fatigue-

ad alone caused, inquired whether or no he should he ens
titled to a reward for discovering a Whiteboy; and, whem
answered in the dffirmative, poor Shea heard the ungratefulf
wreteh immediately name the place of his concealment, and
charge bim as being one of those who had assisted at his tor-
ture—s fact fully corroborated by his white shirt and his
arme, which in his hurry he had not thrown aside. Thereward
of his humanity, then, from the very per¢on who owed him,
his existence, was in a few seconds to find himself a prisoner,
with the dreadful certainty staring him full in the face of*

ending his life prematurely and ignominiously on the gallaws, X
when that life had g0 many great and tender claims npon, dt;.
and we think we cannot sound Pierco's praise morc. highly,
than by adding, that in this hour of trial—of ontraged gene-,
r:aaity and personal despair—he did not regret what he.had
aone, 5 : LBy
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CHAPTER XI.

It were easier for the reader to imagine than for us to de-
seribe (and the remark is, by-the-way, an old ruse among us
story-tellers, adopted when' unable 1o trace or conipgehend
distinctly enough for description the various changes “of the
mind under strong and peculiar sensations, in order to put the
reader in good humour with our lack of ability, by thus slily
complimenting him on his own superior discernment)—but 1t
were easier, we say, for the reader to imagine, than for us to
describe, the thoughts and feclings of Pierce Shea, in his
present novel and appalling situation, wlhen the next morning’s
dawn brought with 1t tardy remorse and unavailing repent-
ance. A nabitual offender is in constant apprehension of the
punishment he knows society has directed against those who
violate its laws, and when his carecr is at last about to be
terminated, he is found in some degree prepared for the fate
he had always dared and dreaded. This was not the case with
Pierce. Ilis life had been calin and free from crime, and his
participation in the acts that now subjected him to a dreadful
and just death was a fatality rather than a choice. Forced
into the Whiteboy association and cxpedition, by a master
motive very different from that which impelled the others, he
spoke but the truth when he declared to Doran, that he was
an unwilling spectator of the cruelties practised; in fact, he
had not taken part in them; his heart a{l along commiserated
the sufferer; and his present fatc fully proved how sincerely.
Poor Pierce's situgtion was therefore terrible; yet less from a
fear of death thanYrom overwhelming horror, at the ignominy
his public execution should cntail on his father, his mother,
nd. himself: he recollected, too, that the first step towards
his fate was a breach of filial duty and reverence; and Alley,
for whom he had ventured all, and now lost all—and who
remdined not a whit the better for his rashness. his error, and
his ruin-—what was to become of her?

~During the night, they had confined and closely guarded
Kim in the proctor's house. Terence Delany was his fellow-
prisoner, and the man's dogged aspect would have repelled all
adnverse, even did not the presence of a sentinel effectually
prévent it. At the first bresk of morning they were tied,
enth behind & dragoon; and the party, fourteen in number,
axelusive of the sergeant in eommmd{ set out for Kilkenny

gual. | . .
They had travelled about half of their journey, and just
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left behind a slip of mountain road, on each side of which hills
clothed with heath and fir, and rocks bleached white by time
and the weather, were the only scenery, and werc now ap-
proaching a trifling hamlet, to which the more fertile land
gently sloped, when a wild cry came on their ears, and pre-
sently a funeral procession, formed by a great concourse of
country people of both sexes, appeared in view. As the
mourn{ul crowd drew near, the sergeant halted his men in the
centre of the road, closed his files, got the prisoners in the
midst, and, only recommending all forbearance of insult, thus
remained to let it pass.

¢ D—n my eyes, Jack,” said one of the men to his comrade,
t‘.‘lbut them ‘ere women howls confoundedly after the dead
eller.”

¢ Curse me, ay,” replied his comrade, ¢ 'tis a noise might
i care Neddy here from his corn.”

*“Ove, that 'twould,” observed another, a Yorkshire giant,
leaning forward on the pummel of his saddle to join in the
conversation in front; ¢'tis the Hoirish cry, as 'em calls it,
what such loike woild Hoirish always howls, dom ‘em.”

“Demme, though,” cried a cockney, ““if them ’cre vimen,
what arce arter the coffin, beint on a lark, like, east-why, they
don’t come down a tear, for all they clap hands and hollar,
the velps, their d—d gibberish, what none understand but
themselves.”

“Whey, noa, mon,” rejoined the third speaker, ¢“’em doan’t
cal;ie a curse for dead choap, for all their outlondish bawling ;
and—"

«t Chiset Chise”* roared ouf a number of stentorian voices,
that made their horses bound under.theig, riders; the coffin
was dashed down; the erowd closed and sprang on the dra-
goons as they passed by, and, in the twinkling of an eye,
every soldier was unsaddled and disarmed, and the prisoners,
with grand and deafening acclaim, set at liberty. The mnat-
.ter had been altogether so unexpected, and so clectric, that
1o precautions could have been taken; and the military were
not yet recovered from their surprise, when the man who had
given the first signal-word, with a face of laughing railiery.
a'ldressed them.

“‘Arrah, then, maybe that wasn't as nate a thrick, an’ a
nately done, as ever you seen in your lifes, aforel Mysel
"ud a'most sware you'll be for killin’ all the corpses you mee
on your road, from this day; an’ faith you may as well begit

. mow,” pointing to the coffin that lay on the ground, of whict
the lid had fallen off, and allowed a parcel of large stonos t

* Down! down!
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trundle about; “bud, my darlin’ red coats, ag our work is
done, we wanis no more; no hurt or harm is intended to a
sowl among ye: though, to be sure, *twould be no great bones
to do id, wid your own purty firelocks, too,” glancing at the
polished harrel of the carbine he held in his bands; “bud, up
on your horses an’ go your ways; you know you can say you
just dropt your prisoners on the road—an’ so youdlid faith,
like u hot phatie, when you couldn’t hould ’em—aw’ don't
know what the diaoul come o’ them, an’ that "ill be no lie for
“Brave fellows,” cried the sergeant, “ for brave you are to
atterapt and succeed in an action, such as you truly say we
bave never seen equalled, and generous fellows, too, to give
us life and liberty, when we least expected cither—brave and
generous men, listen 1o me. You say no harm is intended
us; but to send us to our quarters without onr swords or
carbines would le the heaviest injury you could inflict; we
should all be tried and punished for cowardice; T should be
turned into the ranks; these poor fellows tied up to the tri-
angle, and half lashed to death; in short, you ruin us if you
keep our arms. I propose a treaty. Discharge our carbines
with your own hands, and then let us have them back, when
we cannot further use them to your annoyance; and, as for
the swords, we shall cach of us swear on his own, as you
restore them, instantly to put them m our sheaths, and ride
off without drawing them: by the faith and honour of soldiers
and of men we shall!”
“It 'ud be too bad on the poor cratures not to listen to
. ‘em,” said the leader to his companions,
“Faith, an’ it would,” said another.
“An’ they so mooch in arnest, an’ promisin’ so well,” said
two or three more.
““We are not your epemies,” resumed the sergeant, sgeing
them waver, ‘‘but English soldiers, come into your cmgtry
» a8 brothers, and only doing, as soldiers, a disagreeable duty;
besides, you have bound us to you in gratitude for ever, and
- treachery, even if it was in our power, would be impossible.”
*“Arrah, we'll gi' them the arms,” now burst from the
whole crowd.
5 : v 8top,” said Pierce, advancing: ““it is my duty, as thi
" restue had been undertaken for my advantage, to sce that nc
+ evil grows out of it to my unknown friends; so, let the car
-vbings be first discharged;” his commands were obeyed ; ““an¢
--mow, sergesnt, you will prove your sincerity by handing u
" meeurm ches;” the sergeant readily complied
emptied £ separately, and returncd them, togethe
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with the carbines and swords, which latter were, aceordi
to treaty, at once sheathed, while the dragoons remained sti
dismounted. The military party, with many professions of*
thanks, then gained their saddles, superfluously assisted by
their new friends, who zealously opened to give free passagey
and their miserable threats were also opened for a parting.
shout, when the sergeant, wheeling his troop round, gave the
word, ¢ Soldiers, fire!"—The pistols hidden in the holsters
had been by one {mrt_v forgotten, and were instantly dis.r
charged; every ball took effect, and fifteen men fell!
“Follow me now, lads!"—the sergeant continued, dashing:
urs into his horse, and plunging forward amid the throng,r
his horse’s head pointed towards his quarters: three file closety
followed him, and ke and they cut through the dense crowd,
who had not recovered breath or action from this sudden-
change of affairs, but on the remainder of the troop they
closed in an instant after, with frantic crics and gestures.of
desperation and revenge. -,
The dragoons, thus surrounded, at first spurred and spurved
to free themselves; hut the outward circles of the countryt
le pressed on those within, so that the horses stood:
wedged and powerless. A second volley from the holsten
istgls then immediately followed, with effect as deadly as thir
ormer, and louder and louder, and fiercer and fiercer, grow
the shouts and efforts for vengeance. The wretched people-
were unprovided with any weapons except sticks, but they
were furious as bulls, and active and ferocious as tigersy
some Agrappled the reins of the horses, and others draggeds
the riders to the ground; though cut and hacked with the.
sabres that were still available, and trodden and trampled:
under the prancing feet of the affrighted animals, or thetd-
selves ing and trampling on the bodies of their dend:
co! ions, they did not flinch a jot; while their antagow.
nisty, unable to act in a party, every moment found their
single bravery useless, or overpowered by repeated and ceasc-
less onsets. One man among the peasantry bonnced up
behind a dragoon, clasped him in his arms, and both tumbled:
to the earth; in an instant he was on his legs again, jumped
on the breast of his prostrate enemy, wrenched the sword:
from his grasp, forced it through his temples, and, emitting a
shrill cry that was heard above all the other clafour, them
waved it aloft, and with the rifled weapon proceeded o iflict
decp and indiscriminate wounds on men and horses, until onax
well-aimed thrust brought him down, and he was crushéd-
beneath the hoofs of the chargers. A goaded horse, unable
to plunge forward, rearcd up and fell on his hupueles, adds
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—.2 ill-fated rider was instantli' deprived of life by the crowd
that, bounding into the air, leaped and danced upon him.
He who at the first commencement of the affair had acted as
leader, laid hold of one of the poles of the mock bier, and with
it much annoyed the soldiers; a sabre reached him in the
abdomen ; he snatched a handkerchief from a woman's neck,
bound it round the ghastly wound, and, darting fomvard on
his assaulter, grappled with him till the dragoon was Wfeless,
and, the handkerchicf giving way, his own intestines burst
from his body with the exertion. 'While all this went on,
frantic women lined the fences at either side of the road, and
with terrible outeries of fear and encouragement, prayers for
their friends and curses for their enemies, clapping of hands,
and tearing of their hair, added to the already deafening yell
of the combatants; to their shouts of savage onset or savago
triumph, and the groans and shrieking of the wounded.
». This bloody scene was enacted in little more than a
minute. In fact, the sergeant and the three men who had
at first broken through the crowd with him, after discovering
that they were galloping along on their road homeward,
scancely had time to &ce about again to the relief of their
eleven comrades, and to approach the outward lines of the
infuriated crowd, when those eleven were reduced to ome.
From their elevation above the heads of the assailants, they
waere then able to form a pretty correct opinion of how mat-
ters stood. They had not yet discharged their second pistols,
bnt after a moment’s pause of indignation did so, and, as be-
fore,- every shot told. The wildest cry that had yet been
heard arose, a number of voices exclaiming together, as the
followed up their volley with a furious charge—
¢ _way, boys, and let them in!”"—The crowd accord-
ingly divided. This was what the sergeant had wished and
tem%sd; he fell back with his little party, and cried out,—

*“Fly, comrades! retreat, retreat!”

The single survivor rushed pale and bloody through the
bignan gap, es‘cac{ifg many missiles aimed at him by the
batlied people, an \

“‘*Away, sergeant, away!” he shouted, striking, for ove
push at life, the sides of his snorting steed.
l;g‘.‘,Wigex&e?gm the.rest?” asked the sergeant,—*why do they

’ﬁ‘{'ﬂ}:y oan’t help it,” apswered the resctuueéd, and till that
moment map, iy t them, —‘“nor we

i’ql I:“on, os!,t B “spun' g pas

41z it 80?” resumed the sergeaht; ‘lot us ride, then!
adiifall instinily olnnsid X0 -s"gholr horses’ utmost, speed,
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mingled roar of disappointment, rage, and triumph, following
them for the short time they remained in view. -

It would be setting up a claim for more of mildness than
generally belongs to humanity, or perhaps ‘expose him to the
charge of pusillanimity in the oginion of sgome of our readers,
were we to represent Pierce Shea as an inactive spectator of
this affaiv ; and our regard for facts is too strong not to acknow-
ledge, ¢:hat with the dragoon’s sword on which he now leaned,
panting for breath, he had evinced, during the desperate’
struggle, a revengeful sense of, to his apprehension, the cruel
treachery practised on his too credulous friends. The yet
uncalmed passions of those around him were for some time
indulged in undiminished uproar and confusion of sounds;
some loudly rchearsed their exploits, or cxultingly exhibited
their wounds, or, brandishing the arms of their foes, told of
what they would have done; the shouts of victory, or the
boisterous congratulations of triumph, were sent forth; or the
ferocity of unsatiated vengeance was exhibited by a few, who
with mad curses and imprecations, ran to trample or
anew the slaughtered dragoons and horses. But dearly were
that day’s vengea.uce and triumph bhought ; upwards of thirty
peasants lay dead on the mountain road, and near a dozen
more were wounded. And then was heard the scream of
women as they rushed from hody to body, recognising & hus.
band or brother among the slain or dying; or, what rings
more awfully and terrifically on the ear, the rough command.
ing voice of men, changed to weakness and lamentation, as
they, too, knelt in sorrow over the corse of a father, a brother,
or & son.

The scene that now surrounded him, together with all his
late adventures, might well seem to Pierce, as he stood ghz-
ing around him, exhausted and scarcely able to exert his judg-
ment and recollection, but the confusion of a terrific dream
and his thoughts were yet uncollected, when & body that had
hitherto lain as if lifeless, stirred at his feet, and a faint voice,
not unfamiliar to his car pronounced his name. Shocked and
thrown off his guard, he started aside, and then fixed his
staring eyes on Terence Delany, ‘There was a long and
deep cut across the wretch’s temple, and the blood flowed in
a now thickened stream over his cheek, neck, and bosom.
Pierce knelt, and endeavoured to raise him, but the gasping
voice that came at intervals, requested his forbearanoe; he
spoke as usnal in Irish:—<No, son of the Sheas, disturh me
not, if you wish to leave my dying moments free for what I
have to say; I am almost dead; promise to' fulfil my last
prayer.” ' : o
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I do promise before God.”

¢ Here, then, untie this,”—pointing with his feeble ﬂn%ew
to his bloody shirt, where Shea found a few shillings carefully
secured by a thread—<you must take that {o my mother,
and now the only mother of my children—I begged it for
them since we parted; you will find them all, not far from
this, in a ruined barn, near to the blackened walls of Murtoch
Maher's house; lead her to my corpse; and tell hegI died
wishing for her blessing: and blessing, though they are not
here with me, her son's children-—and—" his voice grew for
a moment stronger, his glassy eye lit up, and he was able to
raise his clenched hand and braced arm as he added—<tell
her, too, I died with the traitors’ blood upon me—" he sunk
down, and Pierce thought he was dead; but soon after, he
again opened his eyes, and without motion resumed—

I am going to meet you, Aileen, wife of my heart; yes,
the pulse of my heart you were, when it was young and joy-
ful; and when it grew black and sorrowful, still you were its
darling; you mig%xt have been rich, but you were poor with
Terence—oh! tell my mother, young man, to be kind to poor
Aileen’s children;”—a rapid convulsion passed over his face,
his limbs unconsciously quivered, and the black blood gusbed
fresher from his death-wound, in consequence of a violent
effort he made to grasp Picrce’s arm, as, with unwinking eyes
riveted on him, he had just time to say—

“You saved me from the crime of murder—1I owe it to you
that, now as I go to face my Maker, I have not that red sin
on my soul—and I would requite you:—first, I pray that
your young days may be full of joy, tﬁat your beloved may be
like my Aileen, and that your children and your children’s
children may risc up to be a comfort to you—and—and—"
the last words were scarcely audible or intelligible—*listen,
and do not move me—listen with your soul—an cnemy is
close upon you—put no trust———" he stretched out his
gaunt hmbs, and died.

- The tears streamed down Picrce’s choeks; general carnage
does not start a tear, when a particular misery, like this, will
unlock the sluices of human feeling, With the assistance of
two women, he bore the body to the village, where, in a spa-
cious barn, the corses of those whose homes were not near
ware ““laid out” in ghastly array, but with all reverence and
decericy : and, as Plerce Shea was most anxious to be at his
- father’s house, he lost no time in first fulfilling the sad request
of the dying man, and therefore quickly turned his fect
towards the place whene, by poor Terence’s descriptien, he
wight expect to find his' helpless survivors. It may not be
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out of course hore to remark, that if the language uttercd-by-
Terence Delany appear too refined for one in his situation of
life, it is ascertainable as only in strict unison with the genius
and idiom of the language which he spoke, and from which
we bave literally translated; in the Irish, there is nothing
of what is known by the name of vulgarism ; its construction,
even in the mouths of the peasantry, who to this day use it, ¢
has béen and can be but little corrupted; nor could the fas
mniliar colloquy of the meancst among them bLe rendered, in
English, into commonplace or slang.
nquiring his way to Murtoch Maher’s barn, Pierce found
the ﬁuce was on his nearcst way homeward. A destructive
fire had, some time previously, consumed the dwelling of a
wealthy farmer; from a contignous barn part of the thatehe
roof had, to prevent the spreading of the tlames, been torn
one end was yet covered, but through the other end, rain and
storm found free admission,—and this was the comfortless
dwelling of Moya Delany and her three grand-children.
Pierce soon came on the desolate group. The old woman,
of unusual height, and bearing in her mien and features u
strong likeness to her deceased son, stood erect, with her back
to the entrance, as he approached, the youngest child asleep
in her withered bosow, and the other two hungrily watching o
few potatoes, that were roasting in the white ashes of a fire
made on the floor with green furze. Till the moment of his
cntering, Shea had not sufliciently reflected on the difficulties:
of his mission, and now felt painfully at a loss how to convey
the dismal tidings he bore. The old woman had not per
ceived his entrance, and he stood behind her for some me-
ments, ere his ¢ Dhea-a-uth™ startled her as if from a trance:
Turning quickly round, she then stared at him in silence,
neither uttering another word. At last she spoke in & firm’
}hough mournful voice, and the following dialogue ensued in’
rish— . 4
My heart is sorry, young gentleman, that I cannot offer’
you a seat in this poor place.”
¢There is no necessity, good woman;"” and his throatt
choked up, as he looked around;—*I have only a message’
from your son.” : R
She advanced, and fixed her eyes upon him. .
“My son?—and what tidings from my son?—I did notéee’
him lust night, but my dreams were with Terences-_ybur
face frightens me, young man; tell your errand.” i
“My faco ought to show the sorrow of my heart,™ said’
Pierce, in a broken accent, handing the little legaey, ' - v -4
. *God of gloryl—T dreamt I eat by his corpde—and thiy’
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reoment 1 was looking at his coffin in the fire;”—she canght
his arm, and gazed more wildly and keenly into his eyes ;—
“‘my son is dead!—ay, and here is blood upon you, and you
sxe his murderer,”

. “ A merciful Hegven forbid!”

“But he is gone from the old mother, and the little or-
phans?”  This was asked in a tone of the deepest enisery,
whilst her own tears now came fast. .

¢« Christ have pity on you!” was Pierce Shea's only answer,
while he covered his face with his hands.

. She was stupefied, but did not fall. Then she wept plenti-
fally, but without loud lament She sat and called the
children around her, and told them they had no futher now ;
at-the same time pressing, with one arm, until it screamed,
the infant that lay on her breast, and with the other encircling
the two elder oncs, whose picrcing cries arose, as they clung
to her tattered but clean vesture. After some time, she de-
sired Pierce to relate the manner of her son's death; and as
he went on, rage, revenge, and when he had uttered the last
part of Terence’s dying message, triumph flushed her face,
and dried the tears on her cheeks; and the widowed and
childless old woman asked, in a stern voice—

“He died with the blood of traitors upon him?”

“He did—I saw it wet upon his hands.”

: “Then he died as I would. have him die,” she resumed,
riging up, ‘ and no tear shall ever more drop from his mother’s
eye, to wet the early grave of Terence Delany.” DPierce saw
her, with astonishment catch up a wooden vessel full of water,
and-extinguish the embers of the fire; and then she took the
secand eldest child by the hand, motioned the other to the
entrance, and, with the youngest still held on one arm, added,
in-a tone more of command than of entreaty, “Lead me to
my son’s eorpse; it must be stretched, and watched, and
buried, and those he has left bebind him must eit at its

Thus admonished, and under such afflicting circumstances,
Pierce, notwithstanding his own anxiety to get home,. could
npt hesitate to comply; %0, taking the infant from the old
woman’s arms, he led the way; she, with a firm step, and the
two other grandchildyen held each by the hand, silently fol-

QWIRZ: .

i ) was lmo_wn that Terence Delany had no home; and
when they arrived at the barn, in which, as we before noticed,-
lggbody was ‘tlaid out,” they found that all the usual asten-
tions had been bestowed upon it. The mother walked straight
un.bo hic bidk, guly,casting, a fow zapid alances, at each gide,
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on the other corpses that lined her way; she stood erect for a
moment over the silent features of her only son; then slowly
stooped, and kissed his lips; and at last, bursting into an ir-
regular and dismal song, uttered, in many an unequal dhass,
or vcirse, hix‘s1 keenthecau!;). I bak ko

I nursed you at my breast ; ed your marriage cake;
T sit at four l?ead-—-Uth! Y 8

I Bave you my milk; I fed you with iy heart’s blood; I
leok upon yours,

T rocked your cradie; I nursed your children; I must
follow 10 your funeral.

“Your children are avout me; I sec my child’s children!
but I see not my child.

1 remember your face in youth; its brightness wag manly
like the sun's; it made daylight round about me.

I remember your form in the dance; and strong was your
arm when you wrestled with the young men ; none was like my
son to me.

“And none was like him to his own Aileen, the wife of
his bosom; Aileen, with the blue eyes, and the yellow hajr ;
her children look at me with her eyes.

« Many strove for Aileen; but she left her father’s riches
to ?lhnre your cabin; she chose you above all: she was your
bride.

*“ Aileen was beautiful and good; you loved one another;
and my heart laughed to see you in your own house; the old
mother’s heart, sitting by your fire. :

¢ And all your days were pleasant till the destroyer came;
then your young cheeks grew pale, and the light left your
eyes, and I laughed no more.

** Ruin blackened your youth, and made your hearts old too
soon, and ended your days: Aileen died first; you see her
now where she is; tell Aileen your mother loves her,
fat:l;I am left alone; and the little children of Aileen have no

er.

““But I weep not for you now; you fell revenging yoursel
on our enemies; the blood of the traitors shall alone nourish
the green grass on your grave. , L

« I nnrsed you at my breast; I baked your marrisge cake;
T sit at your head—Uliah!” : ’ T

]

% CHAPTER XII.

s

Tan blast ﬁxﬁ and blustered through the bare fence, and
e I

through th arg o¥ehavd, and tho maltiem Lot e 1
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ndown the gaping-wide open and perfectly straight chinmey
of old Ned Shea’s kitchen, and fizzed in tﬁle roaring turf fire
before which our friend, Andy Houlohan, and a new acquaint-
nnce, whom we beg to introduce by the dangerous name of
Bridge Chree, or Bridget Heart, were secated, enjoying their
téte-a-téte in the sense for which that term was at first in-
vented; for Andy and Bridge were, as a lapidary wéuld say,
lovers of the first water, or, in their own idiom, and pretty
much in the same words,  jewels at the business.”

“ Love rules the court, the camp, the grove,” &ec.

—in humble prose, 15 & most unconscionable tyrant, his ambi-
tion expanded as the carth; and from the monarch of many
nations to the lowly proprietor, nay, to the drudge of the
lowliest cot, making all bow before his empire. He fotters the
free, and upon the slave casts additional bondage; he human-
izes the savage, subdues the brave, and, hiny, makes the
coward valiant. Now is he presiding deity of the gorgeous
palace, where delicious music and balmy perfumes mingle in
‘the flattered air; where costly viands and sparkling wines eke
out the banquet; where downy couches tempt his languid
limbs to dalliance or repose; and where beauty, made awful
by rank and dazzling attire, lavishes upon him her ambrosial
s.ghs and goddess-smiles to tempt his eternal sojourn; yet anon
we trace him to the smoky kitchen, clothed in a suit of clumsy
‘frieze, peeling the humble potato with divine thumb-nail; and
~hia witching little mouth surrounded by a white circle, that
tias remained on it since his last hearty draught of ucid but-
térmilk—with the cricket’s chirp, or the kitten’s pur, his only
music—with a rush for a chandelicr, or galaxy of argands—
with a three-legged stool for his only lounger, and the unpre-
tending Bridge Chree for his inspiration.

We could follow the mischief-doing urchin into many a
‘stranger scene; we could unmask his various disguises, and
the endless arts to which he has recourse to spread his univer-
il sway; but having brought him to our present sphere (in
Which, for our lawful purposes, we have ourselves seen him,
and here pledge our veracity to the fact, but would not that
our fair and gentle readers should quarrel with him for his
mean versatility; and we think we may add, in an “aside,”
of thid there is no danger)—having shown, we say, that, in bis
thirst for universal dominion, he deigns to visit such humble
folk as are of our acquaintance, we shell follow his vagaries

, 1o further, lest, as the imp is spiteful, he might turn on us in
“Hevenge for -our exppsd; and incapacitate us for our task-of
i Hisporisss. ’ T I
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No matter how homely their place of welcome, the wide
world did not supply him with a heartier one than did Andy
and Bridge. It could not he said that the perishable thing *
called beauty had, on either side, been accessory to their
mutual attachment; they had no fear that they should cease
to love as soon as they should grow ugly; but, as their passion
was derived from what could not change or decay, it was more
likely fo be constant and durable, and well fitted for the
““ wear and tear” of life. .

Among his compeers, Andy went oy the title or surname of
“Andy Awling,” or Airy Andrew, a term significant of a
certain irresistible heedlessness of action and manner, thought
and speech, by which he was distinguished, and applicable,
indeed, as welf'to his outward as to his inward man, Never
did matter mould itself to mind more agreeably than in the
form and face of Andy. Tall, square, slight, loose, and bony,
he seemed to have been put together carelessly, or by chanee;
looking like & bold yet imperfect sketch of a big fellow; and
his swarthy visage, entirely devoid of flesh, with the ekin
fitting tight to his high cheek-bones, and with its mixed ex.
pression of good humour, foolishness, fidget, and subtlety, was
in keeping with this figure. Even his clothes hung around
him at odds and ends, as if they had been tossed on with a.
pitchfork; and his hat, that part of every man’s costume in
its shape and adjustment most redolent of character, was
sometimes pushed back to the very last holding-point of his
skull, sometimes dragged down into his eyes, and sometimes
only half covering his head, just as the head happened to be
humorously, gravely, or rakishly inclined: winter and sum-:
mer he wore, in common with almost every man around him,’
a mighty outside blue coat, that fell from his shoulders,
ﬂinioned his arms, and trailed in the puddle or dust; the

nees of his inexpressibles always swung wide open, as did his
shirt-collar, and, all but one or two buttons, his vest, so thas*
the vision of & black hairy chest was seen in all weathers; and
his stockings, festooning down to his brogues, generally left
his legs half naked. i

But then we have seen that he was the most loving and’
faithful creature under the sun; to all (except when fighting-
at fhirs or pattérns) good-natured; and, above all, possessed-of:
a quality in high esteem with the weaker sex, of every:dew
gree, that is, utter fearlessness of danger or death in morfal
combat. It was Andy’s courage and prowess, in fact, that-
first recommended him to Brldﬁe Chree; and, in the manner,
following, we love to rehearse the story:— of
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slifile of the rustic petit-maitre, making advances, through
er.vanity, to every girl he met—and, to own the truth, and
glving due honour to his mastership in the art of love—many
were Pgudge’s conquests; but he boasted of the favours he
regeived, nay, equally vain of his wit, oftca amused his com-
-panions as well by his own folly as at the expense of thoso he
sot a-sighing. .

Among the rest, Bridge Chrec was distingnished®by his
flattering attentions, and one evening, while sitting with some
friends over a cup of ale, Paudge heard the name mentioned,
as the most recent of his conquests; but he seemed only half
willing to admit the honour of having vanquished peor Bridge;
swore a raking oath that she was an ugly jade, by far too
humble for his notice; and ¢*she had erooked legs, made after
the- ould Munsther fashion, wid the wrong ends down,” he
said, **an’ she squinted worse nor a dog lookin’ at the edge of
4 rapin’-hook.”

+ ¢“Why, then, may this dhrink be pison,” observed. Andy
Aswling, who did not relish the slight cast on a fellow-servant
of. his own, living in the same house with him, *bud Bridge
Clzee has two as good cyes as ever looked sthraight afore
'¢m,” (although he said this, he knew in his heart there was
more. gallantry than trath in the assertion); *“an’ as for the
Liis o' legs, I'll be bould to say I can spake about ’em, the
same, afther a manner, as if they were my own, ‘case why,
walkin’ about undher the one roof wid ’em, I seen 'em farther
up.an'.oftener nor yourself, Paudge Dermody.” We again
infexrnpt our knight, and we do so for the sake of the fair
anaavhose cause he may be supposed to advocate rather inju-
disioiisly—for in truth she was a modest creature enough, and
wezeani-aver, whatever innocent bungling Andy is here guilty
ofithat he never bad a glimpse much beyond the ankles;
“4:An’"'1'd swear down upon the spet, this present moment,
theyire as even, all the way, up an’ down, as the blessed kip.
piein.my hand.” The comparison held, whatever. was his
g,ﬁihagm,for.the stick alluded to might well represent the
identical legs in question; *“So my nate bouchal, you must
“just say  your words backwards, as your masther (you know
whoJyinane) says his prayers, or.by the sowl o’ my .fa~

thed;>6lod rest. him, you'll sup sorrow afore you lave tho

EM;PM - . was a fellow of too much mettle to
bigtiius forcad into an acknowledgment, of excellence that all.
lincys Gciio, wh aobdm t once procoedod o pus ot
\ndy’s dictation, who nopbnly at.ence proceeded to putinto
onembingh s fhirent; manizat Shis veal: offendery but; while his
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hand was 1, he fairly drubbed out of the room two others
who were in company, and who had said no word against the
fair cause of quarrel, nor in any other way provoked such
treatment; so, by the success of her champion and the laws
of chivalry, Bridge Chree's eyes squinted not, neither were
her legs crooked, nor did they taper in any unusual manner.

Famey who delights in publishing deeds of valour, soon con-
veyed®o the ears of the vindicated damsel the tidings of this
battle, and her smiles, and her fuss about many little matters
that appertained to Andy's household comforts, together with
whispers in his car when all were assembled round the kitchen
fire, after work, fully cvinced her gratitude.

¢ She was mooch behouldin’ to him, for standin’ up for a
poor girl that had no one clse to take her part, God help her;”
and Andy answercd—

“Don’t spake iv id, ma colleen-beg, the sprissaun wasn't
able to rightify his words, an’ I'd do the same by the Theage,
there,” meaning a mastifl’ that slept by the fire, ‘or any cra-
tur under Ned Shea’s roof, not to talk of you,”

This reply, thongh it rather sccmed to take away any per-
sonal compliment from his services, did not lessen the poor
girl's gratitude, and she forthwith commenced a scries of at-
tentions and kindnesses, that gradually won on Andy's vanity,
drew his regard, his thanks, and at last his love. Bridge had
a draught for him, of a morning, when he met her after milk-
ing the cows; she was never without the means of ““a treat,”
at fair or pattern; she bought him a pair of red garters, as a
keepsake, and tied them on with her own hands; and Andy
wore them for the better part of one day, but we take shame
to ourselves on his account to acknowledge that on the next
day they were thrown by, as too cumbrous about his knees
and calculated to give cold by keeping the stockings tied up,
“in a way he wasn't used to.” On the road o a dance—
(Andy was * the divil at dancing,” and so in truth was Bridge
Chree, that is, they wrought laboriously at it, and could hold
out 8 day and night), he, in consequence of all this, boldly
told his love, and flourishing over her head the very stick to
which she was so much indebted, and which shared a partion
of the esteem she bore its owner, used to say, * he was takin’
wid her more nor wid the 'varsal world besides, always barrin’
Pierce Shea an’ the mother that hore him; an’ resdy . sn’
willin’ he was to slash half the parish for any of their sakes ;”
to which tender declaration she as usually answered, ‘there
was o love lost;” and thus did matters stand on the night of
which we at t find it necessary to speak. -

But in spite of the trial combat, the criticism of Paudge
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l)ermodg on Bridget Heart was not altogether malicious. She
was Andy's negative, and perhaps this might be one cause of
his subjugation, if mankind, as it is asserted, always under-
value what they have and sigh for what they have not; he
was tall, she was short in the extreme; he was lean, she was
stout—fat ; his face was dun and skinny, hers was rosy, round,
and full ; his two eyes stured for ever on before him ; thie pupil
of her left one rested plump against the wall of her nose (but
it is doubtful if, in love affairs, this be not an advantnfe, &8
the proprietor of such an eye can give a more lengthened ogle
from one corner to the other, whereas a person having the
pupil exactly in the middle of the ball must perform the same
evolution by two distinct movements, for which reason the
effect is seen to be less powerful; and besides the former in-
dividual can, if of the bashful sex, look amid a roomful of
people, full at her lover, while all present shall think her
regards are fixed on the wall, or on the lady 2t the far corner
of the table); she waddled in her gait, her legs being indeed
bowed ; but then she had red, rich lips, a little la.rge, and ever
smiling; teeth regular as thosc of a comb, and white as ivory;
and her eyes, even that to which so much allusion has been
made, were black and sparkling. Thus outwardly constructed,
Andy and his mistress werc inwardly similar, both being sim-
ple, gay, and affectionate.
. They sat, as some pages back we have said, vefore the blaz-
lar;g fire, which it had been Bridge Chree’s care to heap up,
ter all the other members of her master’s family had rétired
to bed, How close they sat we are not bound to declare;
and indeed when, as veracious compilers of our history, we
are admitted as witnesses where others would be unwelcome,
we dislike to rcveal all we see and hear; some prefatery
placing, and disposing, and employing of their persons, must
th be passed over; as also much of their conversation.
until we arrive at that part of it which it is necessary the
reader should know ; and, in this case, it is plain he must be
content with what we choose, or, after due reflection, deem
advisable to give him, seeing we might keep it all to ourselves,
were we 50 inclined, or did 1t suit our purposes.

*Musha, hould up your own likely face, now, a hudgeen-
my-chree,” said Andy, Bridge having dropped it on her breast,
at something in the previons course of the conversation.

_ “Andy, Andy, wasn't id a cryin’ shame for you to make
sich a vow as that?” o

* Ma colleen-beg, mysef "ud have no comfort in the married
. s;agg;&vf‘hen T'd see our poor Pierce sorrowin’ fur the want iv
a'wy . . .
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1Ay i
“ An’s0 you went to make a vow afore God, ihat mgd
never do id, for yourself, ill his weddin’ night?” .
¢ Ay, a-roon ; becase I was so knocked iv a Jump, at Al hjs
sognin’ an’ sorrowin’, that I'd @'most sware, if he went an’ got
n suggan, and put id round his neck, the Lord kecp ns fiom
temptation! I'd just do the same thing along wid him.”, .
“Aq’ here was I, getherin’ for id, an’ serapin’ for id, this
penny and that penny, and puttin’ odds and ends together,
all to no good.” :
* Och, then, my darlin’, is id cryin’ you are? Don't, now,
a-cuishla, don’t.” o
‘¢ Ob, Andy, an’ afther you come round me, in the way you
did, an’ made me so sure iv id.”
¢* Well, Bridge, honcy—" L
* It's thrue enough what the poor misthress says; ‘the boys,
God mend 'eni!’ says she, ‘is allrogues:' Anasthause an’myself
used to think she’d be only sayin’ id to keep us to the work,
but it’s now I'm sartin iv id, to my sorrow.” . )
* Hearken to me, a-hudg.” .
“An’ what ‘ill Peggy Bawn say now, becase she begrudged
me sich a clane boy? he made a vow, my dear, never to marry
till Pierce Shea’ud be doin’ id along wid him; an’ Pierce
Shex 'ill never lay his eyes on Alley Doolin’, while the world
is & world, nor never take up wid another afiher her, that’s
sartin; and so, by coorse, Andy Awling 'ill never marry
Bridge Chree—Och, God forgi’ you, Andy! praise be to lis
name fur all things, it's a grate thrial you brought on me.”, |
To gain a certain point with his mistress, Kndy Had, ne-
quainted her with the vow in question ; but seeing Ler take 1t
to heart more grievously than he expected, or mdeced-.could
year, he now resolved to patch up the matter. et
““Musha, Bridge, what signifies a small little twelvemonth,
afther all?” ,
. ‘A twelvemonth, Andy?” T
" 4% Ay, a-roon; sure we‘{l both live id out, plaise God; awd
then,.maybe, some one 'ud show the misthress how the boys
-eanbe Joyal as well as the girls; an’ make Peggy Bawn's
~heart: grutble within her, when yoursef an’ mysef il take
. wid one another till death, afther the soggarth lays his Joock
‘overus, an’ Fll kiss my wife,-an’ youll kiss vour hps-
band, an' thas Tl be mysef that's here to the fore.” . . ;)

f

« What is id you mate ab-all, Andy?” :
 Why, a-cuishla, duv you think {

’d be the ownshuchi’fo
go and make & yow, if. 1 hadn's a barrin’ alogg wid t2, %5 ,
faith; ‘T'll makes hely vow afore (fod,” sayg I, ‘an’ bless

vanr name anra von well know betther nor'T'¢an el you,
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gngxt it's as great a penance as I could put on myself, becase
ridge Chree is the dArlin’ o’ my heart, that T'll néver marry
till my poor Pierce Shea is at the same work wid me; barrin’,’
gays 1, agin; ¢ harrin’ he lets a twelvemonth go by, becase I
can't wait a day longer for him.”’ '

"« An’ why didn’t you tcll me that afore, Andy?”

¢ Musha, I couldn’t get in a word, you war {reakin’ your

Neart an’ my.own, crymn’ in sich a way; bud dhry up your
eyes now, agra” (taking her apron and doing it himself);
¢¢ there now.”

# For sartin, Andy, you're a born rogue.”

“Don’t say that; barrin’ it's the turn iv a rogue to be
foolish-fond o' you, ma colleen-beg, I don't know any other
roguery that’s in me.” -

“Well, be asy now wil yourself.”

. **Mostha, I'm sorry emough to make the vow ai all, an’
fuith, only I have no money, I knows how id could all be

brought about sooner nor a twelvemonth, any way.” .

¢ An’ might a body be axin’ you how, Andy?”

 Och, it’s a quare thing you'd ax that Andy 'ud aeny you;
Dbut don't be lookin’ straight at me, afther that fashion, or them
rogues of eyes ’ill put id all out of my head.”

" 4 Oh, you're a bouchal, Andy; well, here I'll look up at the
‘bacon.” Bridge, to her own conscience and satisfaction, might
have kept her word, but an unprejudiced spectator would have
sworn 519, looked far wide of the bacon. ¢ Ay, that il do
betther, for it's a thing unpossible for a poor boy to think iv
anything bud the girl that owns him, when two sich burnin’
‘black eyes is Jookin’ at him—sec there agin, now.”

*'You're a coaxin’ boy, Andy, a-vourneen.”

*' %'What was I sayin’ at all? but let us feel if your head is on
your showlders, a-cuishla.”
© “Be asy, Andy, I say agin.”

“Slaw tha mellish,”* said Andy, smacking his lips: « Well,
ﬁridgo, as I was goin' to say,"it’s & thing pﬁ\in to be seen as
-the handle on my spade, that all our purshuin’ iv Crohoore-
Xg-hillhoge is of no more use than fur me to thry to. put the
.l in my pocket; bocase all the world knows he has his
fg,ch%ii at his zg;, Gi-od bhless the hearersl,m an’ no harm megnt;
'and has poor livin” among ‘emr; ‘thi blessed X
“Master ’Pgsrce himez’el! tould m&ga:ﬁooch, :f?tl!:yer all his b;yé-

g}llm’: an’ the only w':{ fo cum at her. is for mysef to toke a

ort stick in my hand, ‘gn’ trudge off to Sheeum-na-Sheeog,}

“that lives up ifi-the bills, 38 the very thicko' them ; bud there’s
A9, more udr:he shiflin’ in my pocket, within, sn’ he'd do
oy it Evochaahoneyy T T 7T 4 b WIBABL
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little fur the likes o’ that; an sorry in my heart I am it isn't
God’s will T have the thrifle of money, 'case why, the longer
I stay away from Sheeum-na-Sheeog, the longer will Allcy
stay where she is, and the longer will Pierce stay widout her,
an’ then, agin, the longer we must stay as we are—maybe the
whole twelvemonth.”

Bridge instantly pulled out a little tin box, whence she drew
half a guinea, and slid it into Andy’s near hand.

¢¢QOch, you darlin’ o’ the world, there’s not your mateh from
the place where we sit to where the Connaught-mens cum
from!—sure, wid this to stick on Sheeum’s eye, I'll make him
gpy out for us, I'm thinkin’.”

«It's a good notion o’ yours, Andy, honey; bud our 'ould
masther, here, doesn't give ear to a word about Crohoore an’
the %ZOd people.”

“ Musha, good loock to him, what sort iv a thick head is
there on him, at all, then?If he war wid us, in our good-for-
nothin’ chases afither Croboore, he'd think in another way;
there was the mornin’ we cum upon him near the ould castle,
didn’t I see him wid my two livin’ eyes, get sthraddle-legs on
his short goon, an’ fly over the sthrame, betther nor an ould
hare ud do it? sure yowre in the knowledge yersef, Bridge,
that Master Pierce is as good at a lep as any boy in the coun-
thry round, an’ he wasn’t able to go half-way; an’ there’s not
that Christhen born 'ud do id, barrin’ he had others’ help;
an’ when he thought to shoot him as dead as a door-nail,
warn't our own goons bewitched, so that the sorrow a spark
’ud leave ’em? whin we went afther him to the cave, wasn’t
Pierce a dead boy only fur mysef, an’ the rid divil Paddy
Loughnan, frightened to the back-bone, whatever happened
the ‘Both in the cave, within'; an’ whin he came ot among
us, all iv a sudden, didn’t I fire straight in his face, an’ do him
no more hurt nor if I sthruck him wid a thrawneen?* an’ 1
was nigh hand payin’ well fur id; tumbled about, like a
pusheen-cat, on the broad o’ my back, wid the fairy-blow;
aw’ God must have a likin’ to me, or I was a gone cratur.”

¢ Al thrue enmough, And& an’ if the ould masther war
afther discoorsin’ wid Biddy Grasse, that lives at Knockbulli-
geen, khe’d lot him see whether theré war good people in the
world dt no.” o, Bridge?

«” Wh‘* hnppened er, I‘i 1

«« i gfeard the story ‘ud be a long onc.”

4 Och, no, a-roon; the night's young; an’ betther fut us
to be here at this good fire, sayin’ to the wind that's widout,

. i * Fairy-weed,
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blow your best, a-bouchal, nor be perishin’ alone by oursefs
in our could beds.

¢ Well, hould your hands now, Andy, an’ I'll tell you about
Biddy Grasse.”

«I will, a-cuisnla; I'll be a good boy:” they drew their
stools—or stool—we disdain to say which—closer to the blaze
and prepared, one to speak, and the other to listen, *with that
peculiar pleasure story-telling imparts. °

¢« Now, Andy, this is as thrue a story as ever you hard; I
had id from Biddy's own gossip, an’ she had id from Biddy’s
own mouth. Biddy Grasse had as fine a boy horn to her as
God ever sent, an’ she was doatin’ fond iv id, to be sure, be-
case all the rest o’ the childer were girls—"

¢ An’ good loock to ‘em fur girls, every day they get up!
what "ud the poor hoys do, only God was good enough to sen’
‘e to us?”
¢ None o your thievin’ ways, Andy, an’ let me go
* Well, yes; I'll hould my whisht, agra.”
¢The child thruv well, an’ was a pleasure to look at, till

awmost a twelvemonth ould or thereaway; when all at once,
Biddy obsarved it to pine an’ pine away, till it war no bigger
nor my fist; an’ it used to laugh out in the most strange way,
an’ grin, and look about id, as cunnin’ as a mouse; and then
bawl an’ squall in a minit, agin, in a manner no ways like a
Christhen child; an’ whin she’d put id to the breast, “twould
a'most tear her to pieces, an’ then made such faces up to her;
.50 that the poor cratur iv a woman was frightencd to look ai
id. 'Well, she thought to wane id, but it wouldn't ate a bit fu
her, an’ was ever an’ always wheenin’ an’ wheenin’ from mornin
to night, an’ she thought id war goin’ to die, sorry in her hear
at the same; bud. to the wondher o' the world, it lived on
three months, widout any food that she knew iv, not growiny
bigger nor less, only just the same way, an’ many a wear,
night she had a-watchin’ id.

““One fhight she went to her bed, but didn’t fall n-sleepin
her mind was 5o crossed, thinkin’ iv her puny child, an’left
rush’, sléﬁlm.i’; an’ behould you, Andy, a little while afthe:
lyin’ still an’ quite, only her eyes half apen, she sces id sit w
strmglllxt in the cradle, an’ turn about its wizzened face, &1

eep here an’ there, to see if everybody was sleepin’; an’ the
_1t gets out on the flure, an’ goes over to the hob, where thes

was a lapreen® iv oaten bread for the next mornin’; an’ 1
thrue as the fire is burnin’ afore us, down it squatted on i

on

* Half & cake of bread.
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nunkers, an’ munged an’ manged, till the whole wad gone, all
the while lookin' about id, like a cat that 'nd be thievin’: ant
then it ereeped back agin to the cradle, an’ took up its fairy-
bagpipes an’ played a fuiry tune ”

“ Christ save us an’ keep us! but that was frightful, sure
enough,” said Andy, who sat as {)ale as death.

“ An surten you may be, Andy, that pror Biddy was sore
afeard hersclf; an’ now she Lethought in her mind, many’s
the piece of bread she missed for a good while back s an’ many's
the time when her man, an’ hervef, an’ the girls *ud be out,
she cumalone to the door, an’ hard the wild music within, bud
couldn't tell how, well knowin’ she left only the child at home.
She didn't tell the man o' the house a word iv all this; he
was & conthrary, cross-grained, dark man, an’ she thought wid
her<elf he might kill her an’ the child: but she went her ways
to an ould ﬁnuwlcdgeable woman, that thcy called Noseen
Branan, iu regard o’ the nose was on her, betn’ no nose at all,
fur it fell off in the frost, or a thing that-a-way, an’ wid the
tears in her eyos, she tould her story 3 an’ sure enough, Noscen
gruessed how it was, at the first goin’ off. ¢ As you're alive,
standin’ there, Biddy,’ says she, ¢ that’s no more your child nor
Lam.’ ¢Och, God be good to me, Noseen,” rays Biddy, *what
elseisid?’ ¢ Some ould man belongin® to the good people,” says
Noscon agin; they tuck him away whin he was a child, gn’
had him among *em ever sence, married to some o° their women,
but now he's too ould to be ameng them any longer, an’ so
they left him in the place ¢’ your fine boy.” ¢ Ochone a-rie}
what's to become o’ me?'says Biddy. ‘ Are you a bould woman,
far you must do a bould action? Noseen axed iv Biddy Grasse.
‘I'd do anything to get back my boy,’ Biddy made answer.
“Why then you must watch your time, wid a brave heart, an*
lay hands on the ould man, an’ put him into a bag, an’ take
him wid you to the river side, and throw him in; but dow't
let the heart fail you, or you're & gone woman; an’ be sure
rou lave him plenty iv oaten bread, an’ don’t mind his ways,
{mt eall him all the coaxin’ names you'd call your own child,
till it's done.’

* Well, Andy-—-"

« Did she lay fingers dn him?” interrupted Andy, ‘

« Wait till you hear ; home she came, an’ went o the cradle,
an’ tho child, as id scemed to be, was in id, as if fast asleep;
bud the moment she bent over him, he opened his eyes, an’
grinned up ot her, as mooch as to say, she thought, I knows
all bow an’ about id; an’ she hid her face, an’ ran to the other«
side o' the cabin, an’ sat down to bring her wits about her,
One time she grow afeard to throw him inte the wives:d
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thinkin' Noseen might be wrong, an’ maybe she'd take the life
iv her own born cluld; but then she bethought her iv all she
seen, an’ raisoned wid hersef that sure no right child could do
the like: an' she went arguin’ an’ pondherin' what coorse to
take, an’ at last got courage; so, whin she found him sleepin’
in arnist, Biddy slipt himinto a male-bag, tyin’ the sthiing
fast on him; but while she was tyin' 1d, ho squecled an’
bawled, an' kicked so hard, that the poor sowl let him® dhrop
from her hands, an’ hadn't spirit to litt him up agin fur a long
while; an’ he worked away till he got & bit iv his nose out,
an’ she bard him givin' a wild curre—the sheeog, that if he
war a Christhen infant couldn’t spake a word for months to
come; sothismade hersure. W hife he was strugglin’ an’ kickin’
in the bag on the flure, down she stooped—"

¢ Murther!” cried Andy, knittin’ his Lrows, while Lis teeth
chattered, and the cold perspiration broke out on his forehead
—<“och, by the sowl o' man, I wouldn't put a hand near him
fur the king iv England's throne.”

« Down she stooped, an’ in a minute bad him on hcr back,
au’ away she ran, screechin’ hersef, to the 1iver, an’ there she
shook him out o’ the bag into the deepest an’ maddest part o” the
current; be sunk an' rose agin, an' as he dhruv down the
sthrame, sittin® on it like anytbing, Biddy saw he was an culd
little man, sure cnough; an she just hard him eryin’ ont—
¢ Oh! ma-chorp-an-thaoul! I'm sorry I didn't do for you last
night, as I intended!—when she run home, an’ there was
her own fine boy, lost an’ guined, in the cradle afore
her.”

“Well,” smd Andy, rdieving himeelf by a long drawn
breath, ** Biddy Grasse was the thruth iv a bould woman,
that's sarten: musba, myself "ud no more do id nor I'd ate a
harrow for my supper, an’ the spikes 'ud be mighty apt to
hurt & body, I'm tould; an’sure, Bridge, as you said afore,
1f Nod Shea hard that story, he wouldn’t Lie sayin® anything bad
o’ the good people in haste agin.”

4 There’s nothin’ in the world "ud persuade ould Ned Shca,
Audy; he gives the hothered side to all kinds o' witcheraft:
;ho'. little right he has, in regard his own family suffered well

y it.”

¢t What's that you say, Bridge, a-rcon?—there was witch.
craft in the family?”

“ My. a-vich; did you never hear tell iv id?”

* Musha, never 2 word; but won't be long o, plaise God,
havin' yon to the fore.” :

-*X'd tell you wid a-heart-an-a-half, becase I likes well to

- hes astory, gr tell 8 story, only I'm afeard o' my life it's.
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growin’ too late, an’ what 'ud become o’ me iv the ould mir
thress war to waken an’ ketch us here?”

“In case she did, what could she make of id? Did sh
never coort a bit, hersef, I wondher?”

“ Avoch, Andy, them times is gone wid her, an’ now it’s
nothin’ but ¢mind your work,’ from week’s-end to week’s-end.
Well, asvich, here's the story, any how.

“You know what a wicked set o’ people the bocchochs is,
given to all sorts o' witcheruft an’ evil doins, the Lord save
us. It was upon a time, now fifty years or more, I don’t re-
member id—"

And here Andy nterrupted Bridge to rally her on the sim-
plicity of soul that urged Eer to assert her personal ignorance
of facts that, according to her own statement, had happened
before her mother was born; and we take advantage of the
interruption to remark, that, without meaning to say we have
led the reader so far into this chapter for nothing, a particu-
lar degree of attention will be necessary while Bridge Chree
proceeds in her second story.

‘ Thrue enough, Andy, a-cuishla,” in reply to his criticism;
“but, as I was sayin’, iv a time, durin’ the pattherno’ John’s-
well, there came people from all parts o' the world, to do pil-
grimage at the holy place, an’ a power of bocchochs came too,
to beg of the good Christhens, as yoursef may see ’em to this
day, an’ to sell beadses, an’ gospels, an’ them sort. Well,
whin the patthern was over, an’ all good people gone away,
there was a bocchoch cum a-beggin’ to Ned Shea's father’s
door, the same house we're sittin’ in at this present time; an’
by coorse he got shelther, and the best iv everything in the
way; people is afeard, you know, to refusc them anything,
becase they might bewitch all afore ‘em, cows, an’ horses, an’
all, man an’ baste, the growin’ cropan’ the seed in the ground ;
80 he ate an’ dhrank, an’ had lodginv’, like one o' the family;
an’, I'm tould, was a clane, clever, likely young fellow, Andy,
mooch the same iv yourself —frum bein’ welf to look at, I
mane, bud you have none of his rogue’s thricks about you, I
hopein God—beasy, now I tell you ;—sohe stopped at ould Ned
Shea's house,—not the ould Ned Shea that is now, but the
onld fellow iv all, that was his father,—fourteen or fifteen
days, or thereaway; an’ maybe he'd do a start o’ work, but
very little iv id, only in the night he'd set himself down among
‘om, an’ rehearse many sthrange an’ wonderful stories ix his
ramblin’ way o' life; an’, as far as their fear an’ dread Jv .2
bocchoch *ud let *em go, everybody loved and liked him-wthe
villian ¢’ the world that give sich a bad return for all! .

*Ould Ned Shea that is now had a sisther, a claver, hand-
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some cratur, as ['m tould by them that seen her; much like
Pierce in the face, only no ways so big, as you may suppose,
an’ rich an’ well she used to dress; no farmer's danghter in
the parish, or the next to it, went finer or braver, becase her
father could afford to give, an’ he gave wid all his heart, to
his own an’ only girl, that was the light in hie eyes; an’ tin-
derly she was brought up: an’ many o’ the richest and best
born o’ the young men o’ these parts came &-coortin’ %iv her;
but she wasn’t aisy to be plaised, or else had no notions in
that-a-way, goin’ about, an’ walkin’ wid her head up, an’ her
heart simple; troublin’ herself not the laste on anything but
her maid’s thoughts. Now mind me, Andy. What duv you
say to this thing iv a bocchoch, but he moost go an’ make love
to her in an underhand way? an’ what duv you think id ended
in? Why, first, if she war shy an’ lofty to them that war her
aquils, or more, maybe, for sartin sho didn’t give car to a
rovin’ bocchoch; the grand colleen knew what was her place
an’ part; bud he swore an oath to her, if she’d tell any o’ the
family, he’d bring sorrow an’ poverty to their door, an’ she was
loth to say a word fur that good raison; an’ when he found
he couldn’t cum round her by fair manes, he tried foul manes,
to be sure.

“You often hard, Andy, that the bocchochs can make be-
witched pins, sich as if they gives one o' them to a young
cratur iv a girl, or an ould one, no matter which, she'll go
wid 'um the world over, in miscry and in hardships, if she war
a king’s daughter?”

“Often I hard iv the thing,” replied Andy, ‘but never
could come across any one 'ud tell me how the charm was put
upon the pin, a-chorra.”

¢ Och then, Andy, I'd tell id, but it’s too fearful to rchearse
at this lonely hour o’ the night.”

*“ Musha, no, a-cuishla; sure myself ill stay as near you as
ever I can, while you’re tellin’ id, an’ divil a once we'll look
about, from the fire fornent us.”

“T had id iv a cuseen o my own, who was taken wid a
young girl, that had no likin’ fur him, an’ he went to an ould
bocchoch to get a bewitched pin.  Curos he was to see how
the charm was made; and the bocchochs, fur a good fee,
dhressed him in their tatthered clothes, an’ passed him fur one
0’ themselves, an’ so he seen the whole wicked work; God for-

ve him, it war & great sin, an’ a heavy penance he got fur
d, the next timie he went tohis Easther duty. He seen two
o’ ‘their ould withered women go to a lone bog, in the dead o’
the night, sayin’ words, all the while, that he couldn’t under.
‘stend ; they war like prayers, bud not the same.a Christhen
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*ud say; an’ they seeked out, crawlin’ on hands an’ knees, fox
a little herib, an’ they pult id ; wid undhressed hemp, wetted-
in the dew o’ the night, they spun a thread, an’ then dyed id.:
wid the little berib; he went wid them to the berrin-place, an’;
they scooped out a grave, an’ tuck up an’ ould corpse, that
was nine days berrid; an’ the man died widout a priest in his.
last momeénts, an’ was a very wicked man—fur no other ‘ud do;
they lifted off the coffin-lid, an’ the corpse lay bare in th
moonlight.” o
¢t The Lord be good to us!” cjaculated Andy.
¢¢ Amen, I say; an’ he seen the withered woman put mine
long pins into the left palm; an’ they tied id wid the black
henip-sthring, in the devil’s name,—God keep us from hig evil
ways! Then they berrid the corpse agin, an’ he scen ‘em goin’
round and round the grave, backard an’ forard, in the blessed
moonshine, shinin’ on their bad doins; afther nine days an
nights he went wid ’em agin, an’ they had the same corpse
u[lwl agin, an’ takin’ the pins from the hand, they tied the black
sthring round the thumb, an’ through an’ through the fingers,
or what was left iv 'em, an’ the pins had the charm on ‘em,
and the charm was done.” ‘ :
“Did he give it to the colleen?” asked Andy. :
“No, Andy; for his conscience sthruck him, an’ he went
an’ confessed all, an’ threw the pin into the runnin’ wather, an’
performed his penance; but the girl, pityin’ him mooch, an’
out o’ thanks fur not bewitchin’ her in a wrong way, let him
do id in a right way, a little time afther, an’ all ended in a
Christhen manner. But to come backto Dora Shea. e
¢ The bocchoch put his charm on Dora, lavin’ her one iv the
ins, an’ went his road, surc an’ sartin iv what was to comse
about; for thrue it is, Andy, that poor Dora, the pride iv hef
father, an’ the love o’ the world, soon went afther. From that
day to this, ould Shea, Pierce’s father's father, 'ud never let
a begmar-body see the inside iv his house; many’s the one
he whipped away from id, but one in particular. It was &
coitld blowin’ night, in winther time, when a poor tattered
cratur came to his door, an’ axed charity for the love o' God,
houldin’ & babby in her arms, an’ the snow fallin’ on the both,
an’ they a'most naked; a little scrap o' food fur herself an’
her babby, fur she had the faintness wid hunger, an’ a night's
sholther in any hole or corner undher his roof; but heomls
tuck his heavy horsewhip, an’ slashed her back into the dhrs
an’ conld o’ the storm, fur the ould maw’s heart was sealded
sore by his daughter's loss,.an’ hardened, an’ what id nsen't to
be, so that, from:the hour she left him, he never riz his head;
man ananed hie kand in sharitv: he whinned the poor nisht



CROMIOORE OF THE BILL-0OK. 125

béggar from his gate, I say, till, as tho shiverin' cratur ran
from his blows, she serecched out her name, an’ it was Dora,
his own child ; but the change o' want an’ woe was on her, an’
hé¢ that nursed her on his knee, an’ for seventeen years fol-
lowed her wid eyes o love, as shoe sat by his sido, or moved
round his house—her father, Andy, a-cuishla, didn’t know her,
and sure she was never heard of afther.” N

‘¢ God help her, Bridge, but she met & bad fate; I wondher,
Bridge honey, I never heard o’ that story afore.”

«They don't like to have id talked about, becase it's a blot
on the family ; but when will you be goin’ to Sheewm-na-Shecog,
Andy?” They rose to part.

« 'Wid sparrow-chirp in the mornin!, plaise God I live an’
do well.”

" ¢ Musha, loock an’ speed to you, Andy, a-vourncen, an’
take lcm-e o' yourself, an’ keep out o' the way o’ the good

e."

“Faith, an' I will so, or no fault o' mine, Bridge;—och.

cratur, how I longs to make my own o’ you!”

“ Mysef 'ud be glad the time was cum too, Andy; but now
it's far in the night, an’ I moost be up two hours afore day,
becase we have a week’s churnin’ to do in the morain’; and
£0, good-night, an’ God be wid you.”

- After some tender expostulations on the part of Ardy, and
~but we are discreet; any of our readers who happen to be
{overs, or who have been, and we believe this includes a pretty
considerable majority of those who shall delight in our pages,
may easily imagine, or recollect, how lovers generally scpa-
ratey and thus, no matter about the distinction of rank, they
will have the parting of Bridge and Andy; he stealing off in
hig stocking.vamps, that he shouldn’t awaken any of the house-
hold, while she remained to say her prayers, with her back
to the fire, in which pious and comfortable vein and position
she did not forget her wonted * pather-an’-avy” for the good
of the soul and body of her own'Andy Awling.

s . CHAPTER XIIIL

Haxerorore, a neseription of persons, known by the general
denomiaation of bocchachs, iut{sm Ireland, of w{'mm, ﬁ:deed,
bofne traces yet remain, but to .a comparatively trifling ex,
¢eut. These people resembled, in their practices and babits,
#he gipsies of other comutries (who, it 18 perbaps remarkeble

. afegn were kmown in the sister ishind) differmg. from thep
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spontaneous talent in clegiac poetry over the dead—at which,
from constant practice, they had acquired great facility—they
trudged through the country from wake to wake ; their rotreat
from such places being generally remarkable for a simultaneous
disappearance of everything that could be carried off. They
were concerned, indeed, in all petty robberies, either as prin-
cipals or accessories, and known to be the most approved
channels for the disposal of stolen goods, their wandering
habits, and skill in disguising their local derivation, greatly
assisting them in this agency, for the bocchochs passed every-
where for strangers; in Leinster they were Munster-men, and
in Munster, Leinster-men, as their altered and well-feigned
accent and idiom, in cither province, plainly evinced.

Bridge Chree has truly informed us that their character for
witcheraft was high; and altogether the peasaniry dreaded
them to excess. If refused relicf, or but scantily afforded it,
they threatened vengeance ; and vengeance was sure to follow.
The father trembled lest bis daughter should be lured away;
the mother {rembled lest her infant should be kidnapped;
or, if neither of these grounds of apprehension existed, the
destruction of property was dreaded; and cattle found dead
without marks of violence, and thercfore attributed to the
witcheraft of the disobliged boechoch, or the mysterious re-
moval of all portable articles of domestic use, was a cause for
bebaving hypocritically civil to the wandering beggars, who
thus, when no place of general assemblage attracted them,
rambled about singly, from house to house, living luxuriously
and lazily on the aﬁhorring conciliations their superior cunning
and cleverness commanded.

So much of preface was found necessary, in addition to
Bridge's anecdotes, to introduce the following true scene and
situation.

In a narrow lane, among the very ontskirts of the stragglin,
and dirty suburbs of Kilkenny, lived a hittle woman, who hag
a less mother. Her name was Christien Moore, though her
neighbour, Molly Dungan, in consequence of their many
battles concerning Molly’s pig and Christien’s brood of young
dugks, called her, contemptuously alluding to her stature,
Chreestheena, or wee Christien; for Molly had a juvenile
swine that would sometimes regale itself on one of Christien’s
duckl'm?, at which the sufferer fluently rated pig and mistress,
and Molly would excuse the esteemed animal by pleading its
youth and want of sense, until, words growing high, our
present subgect‘ received the epithet we have recorded, and,
calling all the vinegar into her vinegar system, charged Molly
in" return with béing ““a_virago,” Christien having once
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travelled as part of a soldier’s bazeare, and learned some godd
Fnglish ; but this agreeable gossip is far away from our present
purposc.

Chreesthoens knew fifty summers, and her mother cloded
on a centary. They were tiveless spinners; one spun with a
disteff, the other with a wheel; and the product of their etornsl
industry"was manufactured into crarse blankets, coarse sheets,
and t®king, Creestheena had had her $ushands three; and
it was whispered, was now on the look-out for a fpurth; with
this, however, we sgain say, we can have no concern. Tt is
only mentioned for the purpose ol entitling us to relate, that
she had employed her second gnod man, with a hatchet bor-
rowed from a ncighbouring cooper, to chop points on short

jeces of onk wattles, and then drive them, at short intervals,
tito the mud floor of her cabin, neat the wall, until some ten
or twelve of them encompassed a space little more than the
Jength and breadth of an ordinary sized man.  Against the
outer sides of these, the still obedient hushand laid rough
boards; and the arca, so contrived, was next filled with dried
bark brought from a contizuous tan-yard; over which Chris.
tien put a good coarse tick, stuffud with oat-chaff; a Lolster of
the same; sheets coarse enonsh for a Scotehman infeeted with
the plague of his country; and, lastly, a pair of heavy warm
blankets —tick, sheet, and blankets, all derived fiom the
spinning of horself and ber little blind mother.  In process of
tune six good beds of this formation and material were arranged
round her eabin, to the occupation of any one of which, ayy
person was welvome who paid a penmy per night for the repese
therein to be obtained. = There was a fireplace in the hotel,
but, agreeably to custom, without the superfluity of 8 chimney;
so that the stifling sulphar of the stone-coal of her native city
filled the atmosphere of the always confined spot, and might
be considered a furctaste of the fumigation said, in eveiy
Christian countiy, excepting Wales, to prevail in the lower
regions; snd to which, if report err not, some of her penny
oustomers were, as & needful anticipation, well entitled. Bug
Chreestheena’s ¢ five without smoke” was generally bright and
hot, and her beds seldom empty. .

‘The night on which Andy Awling and Bridgoe Chree enjoyed
their own peculiar blaze, and their own iar conversation
in'Ned Shea's kitchen, three of the very g::cription of persans
of whom she and we have last spoken had taken up their quare
ters for the evening at Chreestheena's well-swept hearth,  For
the weighty consideration of two pence, instead of a halfpeany
each, they bargained to bave entire Yosses:ﬁon of the premisgs
snd it will clearly be seen that, by tlis arrangement, Christion
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wit no losery while, for the further consideration of sxpence
balfpenuy, of common stoch, she consented to replenish the
fire for their exclusive usey and, having done <o, she led her
wee mother to bed, into an inner apartment where they to-
gether enjoyed the lunury of a bedstead to themsehves; Chiees-
theena congratulating her own heait on the probitable bargain
shie had stiuck, a~s, besides the <avinge of wear and tearsin three
of the beds of her hotel, <he had reevived for the couls sthree-
pence farthing above prime eost

So soon My the hostess was heard to snore, Risththarde
Boechoch « Limpung Inek, pulled from his two-sided wallet a
pair of dead duchs, having their nechs awry, and, skilfully
plucking tham, rased wp one of the ticks, and proceeded to
deporit under it the ~upertluons feathers  Padhre Keaoch
(Blind Peter - brouabt firth thiee laree skregs or eakes of
brown bread, remarkmg that the crust Joohed 1o him g little
over-hrownal; aud Sheemun Croonawnce ( Simon the Whin-
ing Smger ) added two lmge hoans of genume smuggled
brandy, sueh as it would he difhicult, in the same ety of Kil-
kenny, to match at the present day, and wlieh he had reecived
to bribe his silence rospeeting a hooshead be, by chanee, <aw
dropped in a certain hiding place, whither he had subsequently,
for another bribe, introduced the distuiet eserseman. amd such
were the materials of the petit soupcr of the three worthies,

Iaving completely pluckad, woud otherwise prepured his
duchs, Risththarde, by the agonoy of o large pocket blade with
v hich he was <eldom nnprovideds dio mambered and arranged
them for broiling: and good white wooden trenchers were
brougheedow i from Christren’s dresser to hold the dainty fare.

While thus employed. © Bow, wow, wow,” exclaimed Pad-
Ire Keaodh's black <hoek dow,

* And who the diaond is thumpin’, now #” said his exeellent
naster, as a soundine knock, as it from the head of a heavy
stick, came to the door,

* Let him just stay abroad. whoever he is,” said Sheemun
Croonawnee, ““fur a dhrop o this holy wather 1l never pass
bis breath.”

The knock came again.

* Who's that, T «ay 2”7 asked Risththarde, in a geofl voice,
** wakenin® honest people at this hour o’ the night.”

* Musha, uy, Iet him stay at the wrong side o’ the dour,
Sheemun ; an’ I'd kiss the book that he'll never get the taste o’
these ducks; Paudze Keefe, that owned ‘v, didn't vive lave”

Knock, knock, krnock, huock.

*Go ont o that wid vourselt)” roared Pudbre, “an’ It
poor people tike theht wight's <leep.”

1
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*t Arrah, what a sleep you're in, Padhre Keaoch!™ suid &
voico outside; * I smell what's good, an’ must have my share.”
*The black disoul whip me round the market-eross,” re-
sumed Padhre, ‘‘bud it's one iv oursefs, boys; an’ more nor
that, I'm a blind cullawn iv a downright arnest, an’ deaf along
:‘i': being blind, if it isn't Shaun-law-thcaum, every inch iv
S, ” .
“ Ofh, iv it's that poor desointe crature, the Lord forbid
we'd keep him abroad in the could o' the night."‘uid Risth-

+'Twouldn't be the part 1v a Christhen to do any other
,” said Padhre, * an’, afther al!, he'll get a sprinklin’ ¢’
the wather.”
“ t's the name is on you?" asked Sheemun.
¢ Shaun-law-theaum I'm called by them that knows mo
well,” answered the voice ; then added in a whining, snuffling
ondenee, ** Good tinder Christhens, look wid au cye iv marey
on o poor desolate crature thut hasu't the use iv his own hands
to arn a male o* vietuals for himself an’ his ould bed-rid mother,
an’ four small brothers an’ sisthers, at home.”
* That il do,” said Sheemun ; ** stay a little, you poor sowl,
an’ you must cum in, fur God's sake.”
* May he mark you wid grace, an’ pour a blessin’ on you an’
mu," resumed the voice, still in itx profescional key; then
iliarly, *‘make , Sheemaun, fur I'm cowld an’ hungry.”
Baut here arose a little unforeseen difficulty. Chreesthcena
had, to wholesome practice, locked the coor of ber
oaravausary, lest, iv the night, her guests and her blankets
might happen to vanish together. Sheemun Crofnawnece
went to arouse her; and wheu she saw, suddenly startied from
ber sleep, & black, wicked-looking follow standing, rushli
in hand, over her in her bed, Christien screamed with all
soul, and was joined by her blind mother, who, because she
could not see anything, feared everything, and a thouwsand
oo terrible to mention; when at length, made sensible
of what was wanted, she would by no means entrust another
with the key, but arose herself to admit the new-comer; and,
M“{grhm arrived at the door, she would by. no mesns
two

I poterion, o ornas Dog mpreo o o ey
m ion air) mot, -
aver, Chiaesthesna at once gave zhemmmmmlgm.%eu
aver b the sort of person that entered. ik

.+ Ook, you thres schamin’ roguecs,” said Shaan, as ko joinid
e R e
4" nt' Mo« \ u

bl a8 sich n Bour? be s kel T T T M T
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;‘;;;‘Why. I cum all the ways fron Garrodhe Donohoo, to
ye'l'

“ An’ what does Garrodhe want iv us?”

*“That's a story to be tould: you must, all threc o' you,
make the best haste you cau to him, afther the fuir, next
Wednesday night.”

““ Och, very well; we ought to have good gatherins nt the
fair, boys,” said Sheemun. ’

« God i:ﬁ plentiful providher,” replied Risththarde.

¢« Are yot as blind as ever, Padbre?” asked Shaun.

¢ The desolate darkness!—n poor crature stone blind! an’
that can't see the day from the night,” said Padhre, throwing
ll:gwk his head, and half-closing and turning up the whites of

is eyes,

“ Ho, ho,” Shaun resumed, ‘we're just four great big
rogues, fit to thrapse the world wide; bud come, boys, the
night's goin’ on, and we're all in a fair way far atin' & bit;
Risththarde, let yoursef un’ poor Padhre Keaoch cook up the
prog, an’, as Gorrodhe skinned a sheep to-day, sure I brought
ye somethin’ to help the faste.”

* Graw-ma-chree you war, Shaun, I never seen worse by
you," said Risththarde; and, while the cooks were busy, Shaun
and Sheemun Croonawnce held converse in an under tone.

“Well, Sheemun, an’ you didn't thrap Rhia Doran yet ?”

“« Avoch, no, God help me.”

¢ Arrah, now, Sheemun, lave off them blessed sayins; they're
words your rogue’s tongue has no call to, among friends any-
how, that knows yon betther nor the mother that bore you.”

*'You spake right, Shaun. Well; as you war axin' me
sbout Rhia Doran, myself could never get the other body
aloug wid him, sence the first moment Crohoore set me afther
IM.”

¢« Spake lower, Sheemun; them two ar'nt to know sacrets;
they're too bould an’ hearty.”

“That's the truth; bud, Shaun, I'm afther thinkin’ it 'ud
bes mhame fur me to be the manes o' takin’ o’ the life o’
Jack ; he desarves betther at my hands,”
g‘qw is that, now, Sheemun?”

y I never die doin’ sin—

. Asrah, then, give over your purtendin’ sort o’ talk, I say;
spake wid a curse in_your mouth, like a world's rogue as you
g;gy%the plain words won't do.”

* Yon moost just Iave me to myself, Shaun,” said Shesmum;
st cofnes, in & way, nat'ral to my hand, an’ I ean't give it
over." mﬁé

+Then you may go to the diaonl wid a prayer in your cheek,

"
(1]
[
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iv you like id; bud you war sayin’ Juck Doran deserved betther
by you nor to get hi g:llows end on your account.” !

o y the heavens be my bed if he doesn't; he has money
galorlg. an’ never spares 1d on a body he loves; an’ that's
mysef.”

’:‘Duv you mane to hould back, now, Sheemun Croonawnee "
asked Shaun, utemli.

“ Musha, God forbid; I'll stick close on him, mornin', noop,
an’ night, 'till I can ketch him an’ the t'other at a grab; an’
then I'm done wid him, an’ he's done wid the sinfutand sorrow-
ful world; an’ you may tell Crohoore the same frum me.  Bud
wll:a(. does Gorrodhe want wid us, in arnest, to-morrow night,
Shauu?”

¢ He wants you 1o be in the Glin o’ Ballyfoile, where Pierce
Shea 'ill come, too; un’ 1 don’t know what I'm about, bud you
must help to tie him, hand an’ foot, an’ run wid him to the
ould haunted place up in Munsther.”

“ Lhe LorJ forgi’ me my sins!l—did T bear you spukin®
1ight, Shaun? did you say young Dierce Shea?"

“ Divil an’ other bud his own gef.”

* Well, Crohoore-na-bilhoge, above all I ever heard tell iv,
it's voursclf bas quare ways in you,” cjaculated Sheemun,
clnsping his hands.

e cooks intarrupted the dialogue.

* Here, now, an’ muy the first bit choke ye; come here, an’
thry can you ate, as well as whisper an’ talk, you cullogin’
rogues,” cricd Padhive Keaoch, the banquet being ready.
summons was readily obeyed; and all gathered round a small
deal table, and despatched the broiled ducks, and the mutton
aleso stolen, and the twice smuggled brandy, with the easo an
ﬁiﬂ of genuine bovchochs : at which occupation we shall leave

m, not having any inclinution to remain in such compan’
longer than was necessary fur the progress of our story. "

CHAPTER XIV.

A raIR-paAY is a day of great bustle and excitement in
city of Kilkenny. Being chiefly a mart for black cattle
the streets are inva ed-wbyybwm.u:guﬁom%
tet, ing citizens, ou un nbise’ ¢
mgmmbuﬂm their muingormnhw
under peaceful chamber windows, the shouting of their
* Tu plenty,
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and the clattering of alpcens on their back-bones and horns;
while, among them, the curious eye, that has a taste for such
stydies, may easily distinguish, by its bold step, its erect head,
its impatient bellow, and its staring eyes, distended in admi-
ration of the change from its native fields and streams to the
*streets paved with marble,” over which it paces, the kine of
the good fat pasturage, from the c{;oor cottier's half-stgrved
cow, that moves in sober and plod ing gait, indifferent gaze,
and drooping neck, carcless where it gocs or is, since no

e can be for the worse; a good illustration of its human
attendant, who, lean as the beast he follows, in tattered garb,
cringing and trailing pace, and sharp vacant countenance,
conveys, at a glance, the broken and grovelling spirit of con-
scious poverty and want of self-importance. There might be
observed, too, the strongest contrast, in outward ease and in-
ward content of mind, in the persons of the pampered swine
and its thin proprietor, between whom and his self-willed and
obstinate pet, many strange and ridiculous struggles occa-
sionally arose, both disputing and wrangling for an hour to-
gether, to sce which should bave his way.

Besides thesc principal articles of sale, the fair of Kilkenny
offered many other rare and temptingiv‘ commodities to the
country visiter. Coopers, brogue-makers, hatters, nailers,
and makers of chairs, tables, stools, and bedsteads, displayed
the various products of their scparate ingenuity; bright
crpckery-ware glittered around; and when we were in oar
youthful days, as at the time of this tale we were, there used
to be a display of goodly pewter plates and dishes, and two.
bandled pots and pints; but the use of delf has done away
with these durable commodities, which now exhibit but as the
beir-loom ornaments of the country dresser; and the excise
laws, restricting to those who can afford a license the manu-
facture of home-brewed ale, have sent the pots and pints to
the public-house, so that general demand no longer requires
them in the fuir. Under rude awnings of sack or blanket,
and out on doors that had been taken off' their hin
for purpose, numerous establishments of fancy articles
further attracted the eye; such as knives and forks, scissors,

thimbles, threads, tapes, and a great and rich va.

other nick-nacks, Similarly di on unﬁ'nted
I doors or planks, there were ginger and sll such
fle confectionary; the coarsest fruits in season; white
_ysllow cheese, and wooden trenchers and noggins, and
ot ceteras of the turmer's ware, picturesquely thrown to-
gether. The proprietors of these commodities might be seen,
early in the morning, running in breathless haste to sccure

e
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good and safe spots for opening their sales; and while they
clattered along in by no means silent emulation, or contesterl
with each other the right to a favourite stand—while the
cattle bellowed, and the sheep bleated, and the horses neighed,
and the headstrong pigs ran through their grunting gamnt,
and the garrounding rush and roar of & thronging multitude
was heard over all—startling, as we have before said, was the
commencement of a fair-day to the tranquil and by no means
commercial or bustling citizens of Kilkenny.

On such a morning, too, the milk-maids, coming in as usual
to serve their city customers, with snow-white pails skilfully
poised on their heads, without hand to hold them; the ser-
vant-maids—in fact, all the maids, and some of the matrons
too—make it a point to ask their * fairing” of all their male

uaintance; less, it is conjectured, in hope of profit, than
to hear over and over again the shrewd reply that ¢ they are
tho fairest seen that day.” To the younger part of the gene-
ration it is the day of days, long sighed for and rapturously
welcomed 3 for holidays are granted in every school through-
out town, on the score of not exposing (g‘oor little boys to the
throng of the fair, a precaution of which the poor little boys
remember not a word; besides, they are on a gleeish and
greedy look-out for their matured and monied nequaintances,
* to put their fairing on them,” with a prospective eye to the
dissipation of the gingerbread-stall or toy-booth.

Let us, in kindly feeling, be permitted to dwell a moment
longer on the well-remembered features of a scene with which
are associated the purest pleasures that even advanced and
oxperienced life can supply—the pleasuves of early and inno-
cent recollection.

In flocked the young country-girls, fair and fresn, and
plump and rosy—ostens l{’. perhaps, to buy a gair of garters,
8 Yow of pins, or a ribbon, but, in their best and quant attire,
really to sen and to be seen by their rural squires and admirers ;
to got their falring, in one shape or other, and in every
to partake of the unloosed and effluent spirit of holiday enjoy-
ment. “We will omit any positive mention of the oceasional

alpeen, inm&m i, thte_ofthud b
¢ ATTRDgEemen ir interm)
ﬁwmamm; sach incidents; dwﬁ
clisrwcteristie, being, at the same time, an intrusion on -
pleasing reminiscences wo wish to indulge and communivste;
thia booeliochs, who swag and bawled their mim‘ieus’ev:{
turn, we will not, hewever, 3 nor their rivals, the

lad-sh ~ahd, ok} noneare like to thy ballad green
lind mg’&ndofmbiﬁhl.—nor.t{eirmmﬁﬁ,
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1be reciters of prose effusions, who, in thc blotted rather than
printed alips of tea-paper in their hands, found not a word of
the wonderful or facetious rigmarole that issued from their
mouths, and yet that gulled, over and over, the gaping or
grinning rustic.

In fact, we might, with our delighted readers, pass a
hour in the now mid-day bustle and uproar of fplr; we
might pause to admire the more than Ciceronian art of the
buyer and the seller of ““a slip of & pig;” the half-proffered
earnest-money, technically slapped down on the open palm of
the vender; his demur; tﬂe seemingly determined turn-off of
the purchaser, and the affected carelessness of the other, who,
meantime, watches shrewdly every motion of his man; the
expected rcturn; ¢ the splitting of the differ;” and at last
the final close, one protesting he gave too much, and the other
swearing he sold too cheap, but both sensible that the uncon-
scious grunter has been obtained exactly at his fair value.
Pleased might we stop to view and hear the temptations of
the nick-nack merchants, and the longing and wandering side-
tooks or whispers of the girls at the finery; or the extravagant
country-boy, who, despiving cakes and gingerbread, trests
himsell to a pennyworth of curdy cheese, and smacks his
palate as, little by little, he consumes the luxury ; or the real
oratory of the flux-seller, and the impertarbable wisdom of the
cunning old woman, carefully exami:j:g, after all his flourishes,
the article she had not yet purch ;s or the fine national
hyperbole of the felt-hat vender, who, leaving Sterne’s perru-
quier not a word, assures the dubious peasant that the hard
and bare sur{ace of the felt *¢ blows likc any meadow!” We
might even peep into the regular shops along the main street,

witness, in onc or sll, the self-flattering praises of the
dealers on their goods, and the suspicious and heretic looks of
the country buyers, certain in exaggerated mistrust, that,
along with hearing nought but mis-statement, they can pur-
chase at five times Jess than what they are asked. An hour,
did we say?—alss! the whole day—or else our memory is
treacherous, or our tastes altered-—might be well spent in the
cm-chmﬂng varieties of the fair; and we regret that now,
when we have not rehearsed the hundredth part of its novel-
Alon, plensures, and incidents, we are no longer free to in-
dulge our teoming garrulity ; for the story to which wa havé
yaked ourselves requirgs immediate attention, ,

Ot all the bocchoohs that day eminent, none distinguished
themselves so much, or gained mare commiseration er mosey
&ﬂlﬂit well miscries sod well.uttered than

na's four guests of the former wnight. had,
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according to usual practice, sepatated in different quarters of-
the fair, and for sox?xe time continued their efforts apart, until, -
late in the day, Sheemun Croonawnee came, as if by accident;:
upon Shaun-law-thcaum’s walk, gave him a secret sign, and.
both withdrew into a narrow lane, that branched from the:
main street about half way in its course or extent. :

“ A fivourable judgment to me, Shaun,” said Sheemun,
*bud { think I have Rhia Doran and the other nabbed at
last; my eyesight if I didn't see 'em hoth discoorsin’ together.
a little while agone, in the thick o’ the fair.” :

*¢ Nor-i-sen-thu-lath, bud you're a great fellow iv & boc.
choch; did Doran see you?”

“Oh, God be good to us, what 'ud be the matther, sup-
posin’ he did? Duv you think he'd know Ned Farrel, wid
the two eyes he fixed on poor Sheemun Croonawnee?”

¢ Sorrow a fear, I believe; an’' did you make off who bis
comrade was?”

¢ Lave mo alone fur that; sure I never let him out o’ my

ight, till I thracked him to his den, an’ then I had all was
fvo ,ho:::in‘ about him; an’ wo have him to get whenever
b, Y im.”

wﬁm&bmlml you war; you'll be a welcome boy to
Crohoore this night.”

““Yes; an’ the richest boechoch that goes shoolir,* by that
job. Bud, Shaun, did you see Pierce Shea in the fair?”

¢'Tis a truth that I did.” .
. *“Well; look out for him agin; in one hour, if he's seen
in the town, he'll give work to the skibbeeakt I hard as moooch-
on my thravels; an’ I'll tell you how I got the knowledge,
over the next pot of ale; bud be off to him now, or we'll
never have him in our hands; an’ that 'ud set Crohoore as
mad as the culd diaoul.”

¢ Och, by my father's sowl, whoever he was, an’ whereves.
at ths present time, they mustn't take him frum us in .
way.
all; stir your stumps an’ do your work,”

Shaum issued forth into the main street, singing, in &
an Irish , descriptive of how his
, burnt, and his fourteen .
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day, when his ears were startled with the news of the execu-
tion of six of the men in whose company he had witnessed
ouly two days before the attack on the dragoons. It was
assizes time; their apprchension took place as soon as a suffi.
cient detachment could be sent out from Kilkenny, after the
intelligence of the sergeant; and the unhap]l))y peasants

but one night for preparation. Hearing this, Pierce natyrally
wished to be safe at home. As he was T.\iﬁa a stranger to
those who had rescued him, and whose voluntary assistance
sprang from their disinclination, as Whiteboys, to allow him
to be sacrificed to his laudable zeal of the previous night, he
confidently reckoned on a safe concealment within the limits
of his father's farm, where no one, save Doran and his corps,
suspected even his sortie to th:.rrocwr; for Pierce, reason-
ably apprehending the paternal displeasure, had not ac-
quainted his father with a single circumstance of his illegal
proceedings.

Amid a throng of cattle and of people, Pierce now stood
meditating a sudden retreat from the fair, when a wild-look-
ing woman, ber hair stresming about her shoulders, and- }yd#:
face pale and distracted, rushed towards him. At fi )
seemed as if hurrying on without a determined course; but
when near him she stogged suddenly, and glaring full in his
face, addressed him in Irish—

* Hahl—you are therel—you werc not hanged and be-
headed to-day—and why were you not?—jyou earned your
death as bravely as Matthew Moran, my husband—I saw ‘zou
with these eyes among the Sassenach troopers!—Ay—he died
for freeing you! and by the Judge above, who is now judging
Matthew, that is foul play! Look! here is his blood on me!
~I was at the block—the head rolled at my feet!—and—
(whisper)—I have it with me—I'm stealing it home—but tell
no.one—they would have taken it from my hands—but I can
run fast—fastl—"

And seeming to forget the former part of her address, she
di ared, l:ﬁx-ieking wildly, among the distant crowd.

s rencoatre, whxchbu(futened upon him the regards
of the people around, froze Pierce to the spot, while it sup-
plied still sﬂmgm-msfor:meedympe homeward, of
which he was not yet able to avail himself. Before he could
rally his senses, a di kind of person addressed him.

“@ive abelp to a poor dissbled body, one o’ God's cratures;’
like ‘yourself, good itable young man,” said's misersble’
beggsr, mndmgoclose before him, an old hat, tied by & m::g.

down from the neck to the breast, his arms bare, &
shockingly twisted from the wrists to the elbows.
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Scarcely conscious of what he did, Pierce drew fortl » small
piece of money and dropped it into the hat.

“ May he that gives the riches incrase your store, a-vieh-
machree! an’ fur your charity to the poor an’ the forlorn,
listen well to the words I'm gom’ to say.

The be; advanced nearer; but Pierce, whose theughts
were stiil on the frantic woman, did not appear to attend.

““ %on of the Sheas—Pierce Shea!"—resumed the man, in
8 low but distinet voice: Pierce started at the sound of his
name, and stared in terror on the speaker.

¢ Speed home from the fair, without loss iv time,” continued
the mendicant, still whispering closcly; ¢ in half gu hour, if
you stand in the sthreets of Kilkenny, your day o' life is gone
while I talk, they come to scek you; while I stay here, there
13 one tellin’ over to the justhus-o'-pace® your night-doins on
Peery Clancy, and your day-work among tﬂp thro?eu ; speed,
spceg, I say to you, an’ don't hear my words widout heedin’
‘am; let no grass grow undher your horse's feet, an’ no wind
bate your race on the road to Clarah—and—mind me still—

; r4aks the Windgap road.”

., 3 mapicion of treachery—of an arrangement to seize him

""a#,p particular road, instead of attempting his apprehension
amid the throng and riot of the fair—darted across Pierce’s
mind, and he asked,—

*“How docs it happen you can know me, and whence is
your intelligence?”

*Lose o time askin' questions, only put your hand into
my hat, and take out what you'l find in xé), wus the answer.

In one of his visits to Kilkenny, Pierce had got his minia-
ture painted in a sort of way; it might lay claims to some
general likeness, but we promise no further for its fidelity as
@ portrait, or its excellence as a work of art: such as it was,
however, he had presented it to his young mistress, and she
sufficiently prized it for the giver's sake, and for the novelty
of the toy; indeed, Pierce had reason to know that Alley
always wore it round her neck, and to believe that, in his oc-
mmg;l ;hsenee. she maver went to rest without calling it
twep pd names, and kissing it twenty times over. He
m'%l:q:rim his band.

- *‘Tha owner o' that sends you word to be bid by me; s’
so §tand. hera no longer, iv you wish in your heart to see her
agin,” The - went on, a3 Pierce remained speachles

ing altér¥a I,ﬁ'lﬁhmto the miniature,— . . ..

4T see ﬁ: agin, before the danger comes, on yous but
aow for the last time, speed!” | e
.- ® English jrished,

N
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i. At this moment, old Ned Shea, who had gone some distance
to look at a drove of bullocks, called loudly to his son; Pierce
turned to make a sign of speedy attendance, and when ke re-
sumed his position, the beggar was gone.

He looked round and round, but could eatch no glimpse ;
the man, though mingled with the erowd, must not, he thought,
be far off; he rushed in every direction to seek hira, still
vainly: and then, joining to his terrors of legal apprehension
excessive wonder at the beggar’s intimations, knowledge of
his affairs, and connexions with his mistress, Pierce, divided
between a hope of friendly meaning and a fear of treacherous
intent, was soon on the road homewards, choosing, in the
teeth of his worst thoughts, that named by the mendicant.

CHAPTER XV,

Norwrrnusranping his serious arrangements, Andy Awling
could not, until the morning of the fair-day of Kilkenmy,
when his master's absence from home gave him command of
his own time, put into execution his ﬁurpose of visiting
Sheeum-na-Sheeog; but on that morning he took care to set
out, as the day dawned, on his perilous mission; and the
tender-hearted Bridge Chree did not fail to rise also, to wish
luck to her lover's laudable undertaking.

It is necessary here to relate as concisely as possible, and
on the authority of Bridge Chree, Andy, ami) indeed the
general repute of the whole country, who S8heeum-na-Sheeog
was, what his profession, and from what circumstances he had
been led to embrace it.

First, then, he was not a native of the place where he re-
sidedy and when, twenty years before, he had suddenly ap-
peared in the neighbourhood of Clarah, no one could tell
whenoe he came; but avery one was able to supply the follow-
ing anecdotes :— '

' Friday night is the night of the weck least eligible to meet
the zoodv people; but, ona Friday, Sheeum had been to a fair,
and was returning home, having a little overstepped the limits
of as to the guantity of liquor he had quaffed, but
-tift no way impaired itﬁxis ovn apprehension, as to the clear-
‘#ieas and soundness of his judgment. Although the night was
an cxtremely datk night M November, he had such relisnee
:on himself, and he knew the pathways across the ficlds and
’bogs o well, that he could entertsin ng doubt of his progress
directly homewards: nay, the light in his father's cabin. ovex
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the hedge of the fen, already beamed brightly to his visiun's’
and on jboumeyed. alternately, whistling the * Fox's Sleep,”
IoJr lustily bawling out a verse of the Anacreontic ¢ Cruiskeen
awn.” '
After s reasonable ramble, however, Sheeum began to sus-
pect that his father’s cabin was, on this night, farther off than’
ususl, g;‘d that, with all his walking, he was as far from it as
ever. Not being able clearly to comprehend how this could
happen, or not allowing himself time to engage in the investiga-
tion, he had nothing for it but to redouble his g and
encrgies, and push forward. But still and still the well-known
light burned distant as before; so that he either was bewit¢hed
himself, and did not move an inch, although he thought he
did, or else the cabin moved with a vengeance, receding im-
Kerceptibly ag he advanced: or perhaps some vague ideas that
e was bewildered by the Fodheen-Marahull,* and a victim to
its untimely pranks, at last dawned on his mind.
While he was yet opening his eyes wide enough to take a
good ebservation, the treacherous fame gave a few quiversanfl
a8 if making game of him, and instantly disappeared,
80 that he was left in profoundest darkness, not able to see
anything, or without anything to be seen; and down he sank
in increased misgivings, heartache, and headache. Suddenly
the brisk notes of a bagpipe, in capital tune, broke the horrid
silence; and, pricking up his ears, they plainly informed him,
beyond possibility of doubt, that the always-loved, and now
more than ever welcome strains, could not be far distant.
This was blessed relief; he regained his legs, and groped and
crept in the direction of the music. As he approached it—’
for it evidently grew louder—cheering peals of laughter, soni,
and conversation, also struck on Sheeum’s comforted ear; &
high ““rath” obstructed his course; he hastened to wind round
it; but, when he had doubled the base of the little hill, a 3
unexpected scene of brilliance and festivity, at only a few
yards before him, dazzled his eyes and ravished his senses.
There were no tapers; he had before proved the night
afforded no moon, and sunshine it assuredly could not be; yet
the spot, and that spot alone, on which sported a multitude of
little men and women, beamed with exceeding and fascinati
splendour, There was no musician, no hiding-place for abif;
not even an i t that one might endow with the pqwﬁ
of yibghup itaelf; and yet the music, the sweetest
had ever weént merrily on# A dainty board, indeeh

4

* Witl.o'the-Wisp ; o, aocording to the shortset translation se voulllisves
104 of thess two words—the fellow of the burning sod that wets peepin’s lwpds
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there, was, but covered with viands and liquors such as he had
never before seen; he could recognise no potatoes; mothing
he might call mutton, or beef, or pork (though of these sub-
stances, it must be owned, Sheeum was not the best judge,
having contemplated or tasted them, in their boiled or roasted
state, only twice orthrice at a wedding or a christening); yet,
unable as he might be to identify the different species &f viands
before him, all certainly looked most temptini; and tifen the
li(‘:m' that went round, quaffed out of vessels like in form and
colour to the meadow ‘butter-cup,” was not ale, nor wine,
nor brandy, but resembled, if any earthly thing, the divine
whiskey just then coming into sublunary use, for it wassilvery
and pellucid, without a bubble or a bead on it.

The little people all wore grass-green * sherkeens,” or short
jackets; various nether garments, with, meantime, a general
distinction by which the sexes were made manifest; and red
conical caps and gay feathers. Some stretched on the sward,
feasting, or ripping their nectar, or chattering blithely or
rapidly, or laughing loudly; some were divided into pairs,
and seemed making love; and’ amazed to the uttermost
Sheeum was, to behold a blooming female cousin of his owy
—the selfsame girl whom he thought he had seen dead and
buried three months before, though it was now evident a mock
corpse had becn left in her stead—listening, in an abstracted
air, to a brisk little fairy, who, with his cap set smartly on
one side of his head, and a tight though minikin leg stretched
out as they sat together, appeared doing his very best at the
ear of an unwilling damsel. But by far the greater part of
the assembly engaged themselves in dancing ; and, sure enou
they tripped it away, in frolicsome time, to the real Irish jig,

laxed by the invisible music.

. A man with one eye might, after having for a moment con-
templated this scene, know that he looked at a fairy revel;
and, with his two good eyes, Sheeum could not long remain
in suspense or uncerteinty of the fact. Silently and cau-
tipusly he determined to move off from so dangerous a neigh-
bourhood, but his legs refused their office; and, when he
found himself almost literally chained to the spot, so great
was Sheeum's consternation that his teeth chattered, his knees
knocked, apainst each other, the hairs bristled up from the
gu of his ekin, and & cold perspiration ran down his face.

e bethought to say a prayer; but h his priest could
not n ch him with igngrance.—nay, though, on the con.
trary, be was rather a favourite of the good man—Sheeum
eonld no more recoliect & word, *“no more nor if he never set
eyés o a soggarth’s hotwe;” until, after many efforts, his
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tongue, instead of obeying the fair intentions of his thouglits;
let ont a thundering rish curse—*Thonomon diaoul 1" sald
Shecum, aloud; and instantly the feast, the music, the spark:
ling Tight, the glancing and busy throng—-ever{thmg—-pused
away, like the%ightning's flash, amid a general shout or out-
cry of ten thousand tiny voices, and Sheeum, losing his re-
maining senses, fell helpless to the earth. '

When he recovered, he was somewhere, he knew not where ;
living he knew not how; but, at all events, in the fairjes'
dwelling. What he saw there, and what he did there, for ten
long years, was not to be told, and he never told it; but when
he came back, partly a frce and forgiven agent, he made use
of the secrets he had learned, no matter whether in joy or suf-
fering, for the benefit of the surrounding neighbours—and for
& small pecuniary consideration; which, indoed, he
earned, inasmuch ‘as the good people would beat him black
and blue upon almost all occasions when he interfered with
their whims or pleasures.

Neor did Sheeum lack suitors or fees. Such men were con-
sidered public blessings, and revered and treated accordingly,
Eternally and actively mischievous as the good people were,
it would be difficult for poor, powerless mortals to live, were
it niot for the counteracting influence and assistance of Sheecum-
na-Sheeog and his brethren. He sometimes, though not
always, cured those disfigured by fairy-blasts; he restored
bewitched children; wrought charms on bewitched cows; and
was eminently celebrated for pointing out where strayed cattle
m.igztbe found; because, constantly forced to bear compan
with the fays in their nightly excursions, far and wide, su
matters naturally came under his observation.

He lived up 1n the hills, as Andy Awling has truly men-
tionod, in the direction Pierce Shea had at fist taken 1n pyr-
suit of Crohoore-na-bilhoge and Alley Dooling. The part,
led by Pierce did not fail to visit Sheeum’s artlesst constructeg
dwelling; but, the door lying open, and aﬂ'orging free ens
trance, & glance was sufficient to assure them Y
hovel, then completely untenanted, could afford no conceals
ment t6 the gbjects of their . "

The spot in which Sheenm had raised it was, at the tima,.
ofh;a%m midst of a wild solitude, though, 3t pra..
the progress of agriculture have

sent, popn (

Chigod the tygp of the couniry: Tt was bult withiy s
{:rd;:fg; of a mmmﬁmnt—(ﬁ‘;q o, bttt Supn,
b e g g st e Rl
parently for the purpose of having tﬁhma’k szrv"e‘h gﬂ&:i
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of the gables, and thus save time and trouble; the side-walls
ran at right angles with the hill; a second gable, composed of
rude stones cemented only with yellow clay, faced the stream ;
and through this gable, by means of & low and fragile door,
exclusive entrance was afforded to visiters, the air, and the
light: in fact, it was the only orifice in the building. The
roof, carelessly covered with rushes, forn, and furzd, could
scarcely be distinguished from the hill against which it *sted,
and from which these materials had been taken; so that a
person, coming in the rear of the dwelling, might almost step
upon it before he peroerived it.

The outward physiognomy of this wild hovel bespoke its
internal accommodation. Here and there, a few rough shelves
of bogwood, strewed with dried herbs, earthen vessels, and
small phials, hung against the uneven walls; and from the
cdges depended black beetles of the largest species, and some
dorch-luckres, the description of small lizard common in Ire-
land, much abhorred by the peasantry, though quite harm-
less, A deal table and two low stools formed the rest of the
furniture. There was no appearance of a place reserved for
sleeping ; no hearth, hob, or chimney; a particular blackened
sgot by the wall showed, however, that a blaze was occasion-
ally kindled; nnd some furze, heaped against the bare hill-
side opposite the entrance, seemed stored there for fuel.

This was a poor and cheerless residence for a man of such
might as Sheeum-na-Sheeog; it served, however, well enough
as an audience-chamber: he spent none of his hours of plea-
sure c:;t;‘fﬁvacy in it; it was known that during the night,
wmounted on a thrawneen, like themselves, he drove through
the air with the good people—for many of their missions and
occupations required the agency of mortal hands;—or, night
and day, participated their festivity in the fairy hall of the
rath against which his cabin was constructed ; for persons who
by chadce strayed that way reported of the sound of mirth
and music heard within it, sometimes at deep midnight, some-
tifnes ¢arly in the morning, and sometimes in the outspread
and sanuy silence of noon itself; but, when such knowledge
camo on the wpnderer's ear, he crossed himself, no matter
what the hour, and fled away, resolving never again to visit
thie éserted place, and more than willing to compromise his
cittdosity with his terrors.

“But, riven by irresistible motives, Andy Awling took the
l&%mﬁﬁ;}oxthg very suspeeted solitude, on the morning of
B Tkenny, C e '
“wWell ; God’in his mareios purtect you, Andy, a-gras
. bEWAI™ vighod Brifige, e be sk out, ater having given i
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some good precautionary advice as to his behaviour in the
awful presence of the fairy-man.

¢“Och, then, Bridge, your prayer is worth its weight in {ure
gould, an’ mooch sarvice it 'ill be to me, I'm sure; so, here
goes, in the name o’ God.”

‘When he had got a few paces, he bethoufht himself—

¢ Arrah, Bridge, a-lanna, won't you pelt \he ould brogue
afthest me, for loock?”

“ Well thought on, Andy, a-chorra;”—and she stopped,
plucked off her paved * pantoufle,” and, in the energy of her
zeal, flung it after Andy with too true an aim, and too super-
fluous a force. It smote him on the back of the head, with a
violence that would have stove in the thin paper-skull of &
genius—(we pay oursclves no compliment) ;—but Andy’s sub-
stantial cranium only sounded under the blow, and he only
staggered a little, as, putting his hand to the assaulted part,
he exclaimed,—

“Why, then, upon my conscience, Bridge, agra, an’ that's
as good as if I tuck my oath, iv there’s loock or grace in id,
you gave me enough an’ plenty, an’ some to spare; musha,
only I wouldn't do it—" he paused, rubbing his head, and
looking at the brogue as if he wished to return it to the owner;
but the dread of casting back his luck along with it made him
give up his purpose; and at last he turned on his heel and set
out in good earnest, as much out of humour with poor Bridge
as his nature permitted, and adding in & grumble, ¢ that tho’
sho meant well, she might have done the thing aisier, anyhow.”

Having gained the lonely dwelling of Sheeum-na-Sheeog,
Andy took post at the angle of the side-wall, out of view of
any one within, and pulling off his hat, was about to com-
mence, according to Bridge's instruction, and indeed his own
determination, a preparatory prayer, when—¢ Come in, Andy
Awling!” said a sonorous voice from the hovel. There was
a sudden finish to Andy's orisons; his jaw dropped; he

ed his eyes wide as the lids would permit him ; and it was
not his fuult if his ears also did not expand to listen. He had
never beheld Sheeum-na-Sheeog, nor, to his knowledge, had
Sheenm-na-Sheeog ever beheld him; and how, then, did the
wizard know who was there?—or, indeed, since Andy had
taken care to without coming in sight of the entrance,
how could he know any one at all was there? While pon-
dering these things in some consternation, the voice again
spoke— =
P Andy Awlin&l—.Andy Houlohan!—come in to me, I say?”
Andy turned the corner, and crossed the threshold, as if he
were obeying some outward impulse, rather than acting by his
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-own free will. He had to stoop low, in entering the hovel,
and, when he again raised -his eycs, he stood before one who
could be no other than Sheeum-na-Sheeog.

“Ho! you are there, Andy Houlohan; why did you keep
me waitin’'? Iexpected you. Se chise;”* and he pushed over
a low stool, upon which Andy settled himself as commanded,
,though in doing so he was obliged to cripple his knzes up to
a level with his mouth. .

Sheeum-na-Sheeog, although robust, was an old man; his
almost snow-white locks hung about his yet fresh-coloured

He wore & rusty blue great-coat, fastened tight up to
his chin, and a leathern belt was buckled round his waist.

He had quivering black eyes, of which the expression, when
they seized on Andy's dead stare, was, by the visiter, inwardly
acknowledged as very unusual and disagreeable: altogether,
Andy bad never before found himself in the presence of a
human creature so calculated to inspire feelings of awe, reve-
rence, and mistrust. For a moment they silently regarded
each other, from their opposite stools, Andy wearing the self-
same face he had unconsciously assumed when the first sur-

ising words startled him outside the door. At length the
ry-man resumed:—

«“] see &9\1 can’t spake; no matther; I'll save you the
throuble. You come here to find out if I can help you to get
Alley Dooling from the good people.”

¢ Och, murther!” was all Andy could gasp forth.

« Ay; I know well what you'd be for sayin’, if you could;
youll think it a wondher how I come by the knowledge; but
-that's.no concern o' yours,”

The person addresred here put on a face as if he were going
ta cry; though perhaps it was only the beginning of an effort
to assure his host that, Eowever ho might be astounded at this
uaceremonious rifling of his innermost thoughts, he had no
jatention to call him to an account for anything ; but, before a
.word could be found to eke out the preface of Andy's face,
Sheeum-na-Sheeog abruptly went on.

*“Where's the money I'm to get for my helpin’ you, and to
comfort me fgr the bad tratement I'll meet in your sar-
viee?”

. Andy, without taking hig eyes from the wonderful man,
stole his fingers into the profound pocket of his vest, and pre-
.sambed what they hooked up. Smnm-na-Sheeog took the
proffered fee, viewed it 4 moment, and then, darting at Andy
“the-glance of an old rat, said in & high tone,—

LR

Fiowt * 8it down,

%
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* This beggarly shillin’ won't do; there's a guinsah-beg* in
the t'other pocket, ma bouchal.”

Andy caught breath, and jumped on his stool—‘* Murther,
murther! I ax your thousand pardons, over and over; sure it
Wwas never my manin’ to put you off wid that ;”—the other made
no answer, but kept his terrible eyes fixed on the sgituted
Andy, While he busicd himself fumbling for Bridge Chree's
presettt, and which he at last found in the very remote corner
of the pocket pointed out, as if it participated his terrors, and
was hiding from the touch of the mysterious sage. As he
handed it,—

¢““Ma—" he began, bat Sheeum interrupted him with a
stamp, and a—¢‘Hah!—be upon your guard, Andy—no cursin’
or swearin’ here”—and the tremgling Andy did acknowledge
to himself that he had, irreverently and unconsciously, begun
a ourse, and would have finished it but for the interruption.

“You war goin' to say, agin, you had no design in offerin’
me the shillin’ instead of this; an’ I know that, too, widout

our swearin’. But now to the business that brought you
ere.”

The fairy-man retired into the far corner, where the gloom
almost hid him, and in a short time returned with a picce of
flaming bogwood, and a bunch of furze, taken from the heap,
which having also lit, he again addressed, in a tone of com-
mand, our observant friend.

¢*Stand on your long lcge, Andy Awling!"—Andy bounced
up ;—‘“now take that noggin o’ clear wather in your hand.”

¢Iv it war the same thing to you, a-roon machree, an’ iv I
had my choice, I'd rather not take id.”

*“Ho, ho! hould it in your hand, I tell you.”

“I'm’'no way drouthy, but behowldin’ to you as mooch as if
Y war—" Bridge Chree had particularly enjoined him not to
partake of fairy meat or drink.

¢“Lift the vessel from the ground, I say!" with a deep frown,
and another stamp, said Sheeum.

“Sure you wouldn't have the heart to make me dhrink,
when it's hunﬂy I am, if anything ails me!”

“Ay; you have the look iv & hungry fellow, an’ you moost
get a ecrap to eat when we've done—"

¢ Och,"” interrupted Andy, *never a morsel 'ill go below my
breath till I see Clarah agin,—iv it's the will 0’ -God I ever
seo i—not the big ov a bee's knee—1I have a vow.”

+«Don't stand talkin' there ; take up the noggin, or I'll put
you in & way that your own mother won’t know you if éver
you do get home;"—and he forced Andy to lay an unwilling

* Little guinea—half » guinea.
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hand on the noggin. The blazing furze had by this time

burnt into white ashes; of which the conjuror took some, and,

ether with a dead doreh-luchre, flung it into the noggin,

1 the time repeating some wonderful words. Having atten-
tively watched the vessel, he continued:

““Ho! all right, Pierce Shea ; the fire swims up bravely.”

Taking the noggin from his attendant, he laid # on the
table ; and, snatching an herb from the shelf, still spok® on:—

**This is canavaun-beg, pulled before the night-dews rose to
the sun, this mornin’;” and, when be had again muttered some-
thing, he rubbed the herb between his hands.

¢ Bravely, bravely, still,” he exclaimed ; and, rising quickly,
drained some of the water out of the noggin into a p%ial.

*“And now, Andy Houlohan, all is done that was to be
done ; take this flask, and this herib, and listen to my words:
afther the first crow o' the cock to-night, let Pierce Shea stand
in the glin of Ballyfoile, on the spot where his life was aimed
at; let him throw throe sprigs o’ the canavaun-beg against the
wind, and Alley Dooling will be wid him, undher the stars o’
the night; and then let him give her what's in this little bottle
to dhrink, an’ she’ll follow him to his father’s house: bud tell
him—an’ be sure you mind my words—tell him he moost be
alone in the glin; no living thing can be next or near him; or
else woe to Pierce Shea, and woe, a thousand times, to him
that's in his company! Now put on your hat, an’ go your
ways.”

Andy paused a moment, and then ventured to speak.

“Och, maybe if you burnt a bit o’ kippin for me, I'd get
lave to go wid him?”

“Nol” roared Sheeum-na-Sheeog;—¢‘an’ moreover, if you
attempt the like, the flesh 'ill be withered on your bones.”

“J haven't another laffina in the 'varsal world, this moment}
bud here's a dacent coat; the ould caubeen* isn't very bad,
bekase it's my Sunday one, an’ not the ould one iv all, an isn't
wid me more nor a year; an’ my ould brogues is bran new;
not six months agone since they war in the brogue-maker's
basket ; an’ sure all put together is well worth another guineah-
beg; an’ I'll lave 'em wid you, not axin’ betther nor to thrapse
home a’most as bare as I war born; an’ I'll make my swear to
be here agin to-morrow mornin’ afore you come back—"

« Come back from where?”

<« Avoch, that's a question fit for more knowledge nor God
jave me; but iv you %:t lave for me to Fo wid Pierce to-mor-
tow night, you shan’t be put off wid half o guinea, if I war to
rob the altar for id.” _—
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¢¢ Goh-mock—Goh—mock—go your ways!"—exclaimed the
fairy-man, in & voice full of command, his cyes flashing, and
his brows knitting and knitting as he advanced on Andy, who,
gradually receding, unconsciously passed the threshold, and
then the door was slapped and barred against him.

CHAPTER XVIL

Brmer Caner took care to be just going out to milk the cows
83 Andy Awling made his appearance from the hills. Her
inquiries as to his success, safcty, and adventures, were rapid
and incessant. Andy answered, that he had things to tell
should make her gape ‘“the full length and breadth of her
mouth,” and he forthwith rehearsed everything that had be-
fallen him. The frightful omniscicnce of Sheeum-na-Sheeog ;
how he knew, beforehand, of his coming, acd the business of
his visit; how he told him where to find the half-guinea; how
he dived into the very depths of his thoughts; and, finally,
how he, Andy, scarce escaped a fairy-blast at their ominous
parting ;—these matters formed his first budget of communica-
tion.

Then, to Bridge's renewed questions, he went over all that
related to Pierce Shea and Alley Dooling ; and if Bridge looked
frightened before, she now smiled in heartfelt satisfaction. No
one had ever heard the like, she said ; she was about to despair
when first she looked in Andy's face, for it had not anything
like good news in it ; but his latter words made her mind easy:
all would end well; and he had only to give the herb and the
little bottle to Master Pierce, and send iim off to the glen, at
the earliest cock-crow, that blessed night.

Here Andy demurred, however. He suspected, after all,
that her nice bit of gold might just as well have been jerked
over the moon, or into the bottom of the river; for not a
single step should Pierce Shea trudge to Ballyfoile.

¢ Musha, for what reason?” Bridge asked in her crossest

tone.
He would tell her that. He knew well what kind of a bo
Master Pierce was; God did not please to give him mucz
sense; he weas a hot scatter-brained fellow, over-bold and
hearty:—if he had to do with honest Christians, like himself,
that a body could hit with an alpeen, no one could blame him
for being *fractions” when occasion offered; but, wheu his
business lay among a very different kind of people, the more
easy and civil was kis epeech, the greater his chance of success
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snd the better for himself. Pierce, Heaven help him for an
omadhaun! did not mind that theory a bit; and, instead of
taking off his hat, and making his scrape, and saying soft
words (the way a body would do that had to deal with a hard
Jandlord, that we didn’t care the divil had in his pocket all the
while); instead of this, why, Pierce would be inclined to use
high words, and to call them bad names, in revenge fo» keep-
ing Alley so long from him: nay, if they did not yield her up
at the first word, who could tell but he might striio at them?
a?d then see what a pretty piece of work we should have
of it!

And so, Bridge again asked, he did not intend to tell
Master Pierce a word of his morning’s journey?

Never aword then. Since Andy could not go along with
his foster-brother, to keep him out of harm’s way on the spot,
determined he was to keep him at home, anyhow.

And what would Andy say, if Sheeum-na-Sheeog should
make a crip&le of him, all the days of his life, for disobeying
his commands? .

No danger of that. If Andy was to assist in taking Alley
from the good people, like enough Sheeum might ¢turn his
head with his face behind him,” or put the back part of him
before; and then, upon his conscience, he should be a show
to look at, sure enough; but, when it would be all the other
way ; when, in fact, instead of forcing or conjuring her from
them, he was to have a hand in keeping her where she was;
in leaving among them the comeliest colleen in Leinster county,
barring Bridge Chree, who stood before him; why, for sucha
turn as this, Sheeum-na-Sheeog would be obliged to him, and
think well of him, on his friends’ account, rather than do him

an%vharm,

ell—Bridge didn’t care to cross him, and she saw it was
better to let Andy have Lis own way in time. But, con-
sidering all the good money it had cost,—and money does not
grow on the bushes in the ficld,—would it not be a pity, a
sin, and & shame, to throw gway the bottle or the sprigs of
canavaun-beg #—So she asked Andy to give them to her.

For what to do wid ’em, Bridge, a-roon?”

Avoch, there was a poor creature of a cousin.she had, who
was bewitched ; and sometimes, of & night, she stole off with
the fairies, and used to be out with them till morning dawn,
in spite of herself, as her own lips avowed; and maybe the
little bottle and the herb might cure her, an’ keep her in her
bed for the futnre.

Like enough,” Aundy said; and instantly presented them

&)

to Bridge, wishing her luck in her attempt.
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But Bridge wanted the pottle and the canavaun-beg for an-
other p . ,

Pierce ghen had just arrived from the fair, his mind agitated
by the danger of his present situation, and additionally embar-
rassed that he could not disburthen it, for sympathy or advice,
to any oge around him. Even from his foster-brother he had
disguisgd the trnth of his nocturnal adventure, and the bloody
accidents of the following day ; accounting for his absence by &
story of & new and still fruitless search after his mistress and
her ravisher. Doran he had seen but once, and then only for
a hasty moment, since the Whiteboy outrage. The warning
of the mendicant at the fair led him to apprehend that private
informations cither were or would be sworn against him; and
all his fears and thouglits, experience and reasonings, pointed
to Crohoore-na-billhoge as the informer; how this abhorred
and mysterious individual could have come by his evidence
still remaining matter for discovery.

While pongering these doubts, as he sat silently gazing at
the parlour fire, Picrce was surprised by a sudden pressure of
his foot, from some one who had entered the room without his
notice, and who immediately walked to the door. I.ooking
around he perceived Bridge Chree ; and he was more and more
surprised to observe that, as if"to avoid the observation of his
mother, who sat knitting in the window, she now winked the
crooked eye at him. Of late, Bridge and he had been only
passing avil; for, aware as he was of the honourable at-
tachment subsisting between her and his foster-brother, he
sedulausly avoided any of those little romping civilities that all
his mother’s maids expected of him, but that he feared might
give Andy uneasiness; and he could not, therefore, but marvel
at the ]}:ressure and wink of the betrothed Bridge Chree. As
his looks followed her through the door for an explanation, she
winked again and again, and added an unequivoeal motion of
her head that was plainly translatable into—*Follow me as
fast as you can.”—His late train of thought now took fire,
and believing, with a quick spasm and sinking of the heart,
that a tale other than alove tale was to be communicated, he
hastily followed her footsteps.

Bridge, still beckoning silence with her hand, led the way
through the house and yard to ¢the haggart;” and there, be-
tween two huge stacks of corn, where aﬁ;nex'e Was 8carce room
to push in, and where she judged they were effectuall
screened from observation, began her story. Pierce h
with relief and wonder, the whole account of Andy’s journey
to Shecum-na-Sheeog, and received from her hand gmtﬂe of
charmed water and the sprigs of canavaun-beg, accompanied
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by directions when, and where, and how to nse them, and for
what purpose: after which, with many cautions and prayers
to conceal her agency from Andy Awling, Bridge glided back
to her kitchen, and left Pierce to his own reflections and
resolves on the strange and unusual occurrence.

Night was fast falling. We do not say that Pierce Shea
was entirely free from the shadow of the great cloud of local
superstition which since his infancy had hovered ove® him;
and just as far from asserting that he belicved a word of the
promise of the fairy-man, or of what had been said concerning
the power and virtues of the simple drop of water apd the
withered weed he held in his hands. But, along with the
shattered and restless state of mind that, while it deprived him
of the power of calm thought or reasoning, enfeebled him
also, he f\’ad heard, no matter how or from whom, an assurance
of meeting, that night, his long-lost and dearly-loved mistress,
and this imparted a hope, or, at least, an impulse that was
irvesistible. He resolved, even though it should prove but
an act of stupid absurdity, to try the charm that Bridge and
the sage of the hills had recommended. Danger, too, stared
him in’ the face, from the prospect of exposing himself alone,
fur from human assistance, and in the dead hour of the right,
on the very spot where a recent attempt had been made on his
life; but :Ke form of Alley again flitted before his imagination
and his hope, and all other considerations vanished ; nor would
we have the reader think so humbly of Pierce Shea as to
suppose mere personal hazard could influence him even in
such a mortal debate.

At all events, whether he believed or doubted, or whether
or no he once truly debated the subject—which is a doubt to
us—DPierce Shea, at the time preseribed, closing on midnight,
with only the host of frost-cleared stars witnessing his motions,
stood in the lone and distant glen of Ballyfoile, on the spot
where an assassin had once levelled at his heart; flung, sepa-
rately, the sprigs of canavaun-beg in the wind's eye; and,
turning hastily round, as a faint breathing seemed to arise at
his , Alley Docling was before him.

The figure was at rest, showing no sign of the motion that
must have brought her to the spot, except that her light
drapery fluttered, and that her bosom quickly rose and fell,
like a chord trembling after it has ce to sound, or a bird
just perchi:g after o frightened flight, with its little plumage

et in disorder. She was pale, and thinner than her lover
before seen her, and her eye widened and darkened, ir

an expression new and startling to him; yet, under thi
change, und only assisted by the weak starlight, Pierce knev
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his mistress at o glance. His first instinctive action, prompted
by wild surprise, with perhaps a dash of supernatural con-
sternation in it, was to start back, uttering a low cry; but the
muster-{msaion instantly reassumed its sway; and while the
pale girl extended her arms, as if in reproach, they were locked
1n & lover's embrace a moment after. For a considerable time,
tears alene found their way; and, during another pause,
they e:ould but exchange the words,—*“Oh, Alley—oh,
Pierce!"—until, relieved by successive showers of weeping,
Pierce was the first to speak.

My heart's darling] my own poor Alley l—how often, und
in what despair, I have sought this blessed meeting!—Ob, T
had no hope we should ever see each other—and least of all
did I think, after all my days and nights of toil and suffering,
the JI(&)I was 50 near mel”

«“My beloved Pierce,” she sobbed forth, in undisguised
tenderness, “ God knows whether or not I wished to see yous
my poor heart was almost broken with its early sorrows, and
you were not near me—you, that poor heart’s only remaining
comfort!”

Do not think of the past, Alley ; the storm is blown away,
and our fature lives shall be spent in the sunshine.”

*Oh, Heaven grant it may be possible!—for, indeed, indeed,
the storm was black and bitter ;—and has its cloud so surely
passed away ?"”

+‘It has, it has; my heart bounds to tell you so; and your
own, dearest Alley, should confirm the answer:—what do you
mean ?—I have many things to ask you, and many things to
tell—but this is no place—here under the cold night let me—
conduct you home.” *

“ Home, Pierce!”—and she burst into fresh {ears.

““Yes, dear Alley, the home where you will be welcome
dearly—where I and my mother—"

o %our mother! but mine, Pierce, where is mine?”

*Forget it, my beloved girl—forget it, for the present at
least—and come, now—lean on me-—come, come !”

Alley showed no symptom of motion, or of willingness to
accompany him, and only answered, with her hands spread
over her ¢ Pierce, Pierce!”

*“Well, love?—speak up, dearest Alley, and quickly; this
is no place to stay in.”

] cannot!~no, no, Pierce, I cannot go with youl”

. *“Cannot l—and now I recollect—your presence—the wild
joy of seeing you—of holding you once more to my hesrt—
this banished all other thoughts, Alley;—but tell me-~who
sent or led me here? had Sheeum-na-Sheeog amything to do
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with my seeing you?—'tis a foolish question—but had he?”

*“He had, indeed.”

¢¢ Astonishing!—what am I to understand?—and now you
cannot let me be your conductor from this wild glen ?”

““Pierce, it is impossible ; you and I must still live separate?”

“Must! I ask again, Alley, what can youmean? Yon stand
beside me—my arms are round you—you are unaccoggpanied
—free to act—free to make me blest or curst—happy or mad!
and yet you say we must part again?”

“I am not free to act, Pierce; and though my heart at last
break while I say it, still I do say we must part here—here on
the very spot where we have met.”

‘‘ We must not, by Heaven! whatever may be your mystery
—whoever the agents that control you—spirit or mortal—man
or devil—ha!” he interrupted himself, as one horrible recol-
lection darkened his soul.—¢¢Listen to me, Alley, and answer
me.—I have a right to ask the question—you left your father's
and ¥‘our mother’s house with their bloody murderer!”

¢¢ Pierce, Pierce, spare me!” was her only reply, given in a
low and shuddering accent.

«If I could, if I dared, I would, Alleyl—your heart is not
more riven to hear than mine to speak—but recollect it is
Pierce Shea that speaks, and Alley Dooling that hears—how
did the villain act towards you? where did he convey you?”

She was silent.

Do you still live with him, I say?”

‘I dare not answer you.”

Echoing her words in horror and agony, he untwisted her
arms from his neck, held her from him, looked with glaring
eyes into her face, and Msumed, in a hollow, broken voice,—

¢ Only one word more, Alley, and answer or be silenit again,
as you wish—do you refuse to quit him?”

She was agatn silent.

He continued to hold her from him, and to look into her
eyes, until the gradually rising passion gurgled, and at last
shrieked in his throat, and then, when it had gained its utmost,
he let her go, and with arms still extended, as he stepped back-
ward, exclaimed,—

¢ Stand for yourself, then, woman! We part indeed.”

¢ Pierce, Plerce, do not throw me from you;” she sprang
wildly to his neck again.

“No, no! take your hands—your touch—from my neck and
me) God, oh, God! how am I requited by this girl} by her for
whom my heart has lain waste, my peace and life been a wreck
and st.rug_gie! whom to embrace once more, pure, and inno-
cent, and faithful, was my soul’s only hope and effort—and
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now-—now ;” the tears interrupted him; *“and now she returns
to me a dishonoured, worthless, false creature! No, no, Alley,”
he continued, turning from her; ‘“no, no, free me of your arms
—and there—therc—stand for yourself, I sny.”

She sank on her knees, clasped her hands, and casting her
eyes upward, till they were hid in the sockets, and had almost
cracked With the straining, appealing effort,—

““(3o¥ that rules in heaven!” she muttered decply, * pity
and comfort me! give me strength to bear what I must bear
—this, the worst of all; and, father—mother—you that are
now enjoying the light of glory, pray to God for your miserable
daughter!”

ith the last word, the poor girl sank on the earth, her face
downward, sobbing as if she craved it to open, and give her
rest.

An agony so utter and so touching could not fail to smite
the lover’s heart, amid all its workings of rage and disappoint-
ment, with hasty remorse; he reproached himself for Iimving
been too cruel and too stern; and now, standing over her
said, —

“Alley, dear Alley; dear yet, though lost to me for ever—
check this terrible sorrow—rise up—come with me—I—oh, I
do love you still, though we can never be anything to each
other—Dbut come—ocome to my mother’s home and comfort—
we will spend our lives to make you happy—save yourself from
further woe and infamy—rise and come with me.”

He touched her and she sprang up, exclaiming,—* No, no,
Pierce, come not near me—lay no hand on me—1I have now to
do an act I could not do were your agms around me.”

She retreated from him, clapped hePhands loudly, and cried
out—“Now! now! Here! here!” and Piercg found himself
instantly overpowered—pulled to the earth, in spite of all
his efforts—his hands tied behind his back, and his feet also
secured ; the rapid work of four strong men, who took him un.
prepared for their sudden and alarming attack.

¢ And now, Pierce,” said Alley, stooping down and kissing,
as he lay on the sward, his avoiding cheek—*‘farewell! I am
Eoing from you; I said we should part on the spot where we

ad met; may we meet again, and be happier!”

““The carse of & betrayed and broken heart come between
you and lm.pfxiness, devil in an angel's shape!” he exclaimed.

“Pierce, I forgive you; may God forgive you!” she turned
and disappeared, and he sank into a horrid lethargy.

The exertions of those who had overpowered to raise
him up, and bear him along on their shoulders, confusedly re-
stored his sensea; he became just conscious of being hurried



CROHMOORE OF THE BILL-HOOK. 155

through the glen ; but his thoughts never once turned to their
robable purpose or destination; Alley Dooling, lost, blasted,
e, and treacberous, was all he could comprchend: when—

Thwack, thwack, thwack! came three successive and tre-
mendous blows of Andy Awling’s alpeen against the skulls of
three of his captors, and down they fell of course: and down
came Pierce Shea, of course, also; the fourth man, 4s Andy
afterwards said, “‘gave leg-bail, an’ cleared off.” The déliverer

ulled and tugged to loose the fetters of his foster-brother;

ut as they were formed of tough leather straps and buckles,
it was some time before he succeeded ; and when, at last, Pierce
was free, and when Andy, as the next pressing consideration,
turned to look after the prostrate enemy, they were not visible,
a resurrection and a retreat having taken place while he was
otherwise occupied. Then he proposed an instant pursuit.

*No, no,” groaned Pierce; ‘they are Alley Dooling’s
friends; and she is—no matter what—1I will go home—to forget
her if I can. Heaven pity and strengthen mel—I will attend
to nothing but my business—nothing.  Come, Andy ; my heart
is cold, indy—cold ; come away.” He did not afterwards
open his lips.

Andy hag)pened to be near the corn-stacks as Picrce and
Bridge glided between them; naturally curious, to say the
least, he concealed himself ‘‘handy by,” and overheard the
conference; he knew that, Pierce once in possession of the
secret, he could not prevent his visit to the glen; he knew,
also, the threatened £mger that awaited himself should he ven-
ture to accompany him ; but something was to be done. First,
then, he sought out Bridge, to scold ger heartily ; but his re-
collection (:}g the amiable motive, so flattering to his vanity,
that had gravely governed her actions, together with Bridge's
unbounded smiles and home arguments, considerably turned
away his anger. Next, he watched the live-long night till he
saw Pierce set out, and the suspense and misery that followed
were not to be borne: he stole out to his ““loft,” or sleepin
apartment, for his alpeen; clutched it, turned it round in his
hand, spat on it, and gave a jump and a shout in the dark;
and then, fairy-blast or not, cripple or no cripple, stole off to
Ballyfoile ; watched at some distance Pierce and Alley; wit-
nessed her treachery ; got sense enough, after all, to see he had
no fairies to deal with—though, even if he had, his alpeen would
not therefore be now more quiet; coolly seized his proper
time, and rescued his foster-brother.

He rescued him, alas! but for a short time to have him free;
and, whatever might have been the unknown fate that awaited
Pierce, from those into whose hands Alley Dooling had deliv-
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cred him, the fate for which he was reserved secmed terrible
as any that could befull him.
en he reached his futher’s home, Piorce threw himself,
without undressing, on his bed; his heart wretched, his mind
dull and stupefied, and not performing with regularity any of
its accustomed movements. Sleep came not, yet he might be
said, with regard to the functions of waking life, to sleep pro-
foundly; and thus, lying motionless, his eyes shut, and his ears
inattentive, he was for some time unconscious of an unusual
bustle that, almost since he entered his chamber, had filled the
house. At last, however, it rcached his senses; and he was
about to leap up, to inquire into the cause, when his father,
ga.le and shaking, rushed into the room. This sight reduced
ierce to a state of stupor, worse than that from which he had
just roused himself; he became indifferent to the voice and
action of his father, who questioned him on something, and
urged him to do something: %e talked of Alley Dooling—and
he was seized by the officers of justice. The sheriff of the
county, assisted by a military force, arrested him cn a well-
founded charge of Whiteboyism.

As an electric shock restores feeling to the paralysed, this
announcement brought him to himself. And, as he was led
forth, a guarded and marked criminal, and beheld the tearless
horror of his father’s look, and felt the desperate clinging of
his aged mother, while her frantic screams pierced the pater-
nal roof; and as the sobs and wailings of his poor foster-brother,
and the universal grief of all around him, rang in his ears, a
chill, death-like by anticipation, closed on Pierce’s heart. One
poor effort he did make to bear himself like a man ; but when,
obeyingnits motion, he clasped and wrung his father’s hand, and
on his knees begged forgiveness for the culpable disobedience
that must now bring him to a felon’s death, and bow down that
stricken head with sorrow and with shame; when, again and
again, he returned the terrible embraces of his shrieking mother ;
gave back Andy Houlohan's kiss; shook hands, for the last
time, with all the weeping household ; and with lingering fond-
ness, and in wretched smiles, patted the head of the old faithful
mastiff, as he cast a long look to the old hearth that henceforth
should never blaze for him, nor be a place of simple and holy
recollections to those he left around it;—when, in a convulsive
struggle for resignation, he attempted all this, nature refused
to support him; he wept like a child; and the ¢ Mother,
mother, do not break my heart |"—¢ Father, forgive me, and
pray for mel”.—and the last, last “God be with' you all"—
came from a bosom overflowing in bitterest anguish, and in a
wnice faint and wailing as that of a cradled infant.
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CHAPTER XVIL

WE have said that it was the assizes time of Kilkenny. Pierce
Shea arrived there before the morning sitting of the court.
In two hours afterwards he was put on his trial before God
and his country. The evidence was conclusive again.t him,
on different charges; and here he saw he had again to en-
counter the cool, well-concerted machinations of Crohoore-na-
billhoge; onc of the witnesses was the assassin of Ballyfoile;
the same who, obviously under the influence of Crohoore, had
personally attempted his life; and Pierce felt it not difficult to
conceive that, baving failed in the attempt to assassinate him,
the murderer now hired this wretch to swear away his life in
a court of justice.

The man was cross-examined as to the fact of his havin
been employed to fire at Shea; he denied it sturdily and scot-
fingly; two Eeraons only could contradict him. Doran and
Andy Houlohan; but Doran did not appear, as he was him-
self hiding from justice; and poor Andy felt so truly bewildered
by the situation of his dear foster-brother, that when called
upon, he could neither answer nor recollect anything with the
necessary distinctness.

This person deposed to the presence of Shea at the attack
on the dragoons. One of the surviving soldiers also easily
identified him ; and the proctor, with equal readiness, accused
him of having assisted in the outrage upon his person. It
was, however, elicited in cross-examination, that Pierce had
subsequently saved his life at peril of his own; and, owing to
this slight extenuating fact, the criminal was allowed forty-
eight hours to lprepzu'e for death. Sentence was passed on
him at two o'clock in the afternoon of the morning of his
arrest, which was on a Tuesday.

About eleven o’clock the next night, Wednesday, & thun-
dering knock pealed at the door of a splendid mansion, situated
%-e %gdgreat square of Stephen’s Green, in the metropolis of

The proprietor of the mansion was a young gentleman of
family, talent, and education; and, though young (not more
-than twenty-six or twenty-seven years of age), he held an
office of trust and consideration under the Imsh government,
and was the representative of one of her boroughs, in the then
native parliament. ‘Other and more private anecdotes of him
claim our attention.

Since his father's death, which happened in his childhood,
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“That will be decided when I do see him—begone, Pat,
and obey my commands.”

< Faith it's quare enough,” muttered the servant as he de-
scended, ‘‘to go an’ bid us show the spalpeen of an ugly little
divil all the way up to his own bed-room.—Will you plase,
sir,” standing at the head of the staircase that commanded
the hall, *“will you plase, sir, to walk up to his honolur’s bed-
room?” N

““ An’ I don’t plase;—1I'll stay where I am for your master’s
answer.,”

¢ Eh!” said the servant, staring.

¢ Are you deaf?—Didn’t you hear me?”

“Do you mane that I'm to repeat afther you, to my own
masther, in exchange for my civil message?”

¢ Yes, tell your own masther I don’t choose to go up, but
will wait here for his answer; that’s what I said afore: can't
you hear me yet, that you look so foolish?”

¢« Musha, 'pon my conscience, but it's a high joke, surc
cnough,” mumbled Pat, turning up stairs; ** ¢ tell your masthor,’
says he,” squatting down, to reduce himself to the height of
his subject, while he mimicked his words—** ¢ tell your own
masther I don’t choose to come up.’ 'Wdltk sorrow the like ever
come across me; an’ he looked as if he had a grate mind to ate
a body, though, upon my honour, 1 think he’d fit in my riding-
coat pocket.”

He re-entered his master’s chamber.

¢ Faith, glory to your hLonour, if the dawny ugly-mugged
fellow that brought that same letter isn't grate in onc way,
he's grate another way; ‘tell your masther,” says he to me, ‘I
don’t choose to come up, but I'll stop where I am for his
answer.”"—Again stooping on his haunches, and making a
hideous face, to render evident the cause of his surprise or
amusement. R

“Will you ever be serious, Pai?” asked Mr. B. who was
now up, and attired in his morning-gown.

*“ When we're both married, plase your honour.”

" ‘];1 Well, well; tell this mighty great little man I shall come
m.

*Ullaloo!” said Pat, as he again withdrew ; ** this bates all
before it.” He tarried a moment on the landing-place, to
study how he should address the strange animal below; and,
ere he l.m_d proceeded farther, his master passed him, descended
the stairs, and approached the stranger.

The almost exhausted lamp had been relighted in the hall,
but was not sufficient to ilumine the spacious nﬁmrtmeut ; and
in the remotest gloom, leaning against a pillar, sboogf the
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diminutive figure of the midnight couricer. Ile put his hand
to his hat as Mr. B. approached him.

** Miss Lovett writes me that she owes you much for a signal
service, my good friend.”

¢ I thank her for owning it to your honour.”

¢ But she writes in a hurry, and without any particulars
pray how did the cause for obligation arise?”

¢ Idpesn't Miss Lovett mention it in the letter?”

¢ She does not—1I have said as much before.”

' Well, your honour, self-praise is no {)mise, an’ I'm a bad
hand at it, any way; but you'll be in Kilkenny fyours;elf early
to-morrow, pla.se od, an’ then you'll have it from her own
mouth; an’ it’s thought,” he added with a frightful grin, ¢ your
honour wouldn’t wish a betther story-teller.”

“Very well, sir,” replied Mr. B. whose checks coloured a
fittle;—*¢it is certainly my intention to be in Kilkenny by
twelve o'clack to-morrow; and you may be assured that—
exclusive of the lady's request, which is law to me—1I should,
of my own free will, do my utmost in this matter.”

¢ May your honour get your reward! an’ you'll have morc
than one grateful heart to bless you.”

“ When did you lgave Kilkenny?” ‘

¢ Ten hours ago:"—the distance was fifly-seven miles.

¢ Indeed !—then you have not loitered.”

¢« No, your honour, nor can't loiter now; I bave much
business before me yet, and must be back in ninc hours, if the
horses meet me fair.”

““ You will convey these few hasty lines to Miss Lovett,”
giving him a note.

¢ That I'll do, plaise God, early in the mornin’ o’ this day
comin’ on:"—he turned to go—* an’ we may depend on your
honour in regard o' what Miss Lovett writes about?”

‘“Yes, you may; my eyes shall not close till I am in Kil-
1kitlalne?iy" and the prayer of the letter you have brought me ful-

¢ The time is short.” :

“This is Wednesday night—and—let me sec—to-morrow
at ‘moon you say?”

¢ To-morrow at one o' the clock, your honour.”

¢ Then depend on me ;—farewell.”

«'Well; I must be for Kilkenny this moment ; and so I wish
your honour a %ood-b e.”

* Open the door, Pat:"—and Pat, running down with a
light, obeyed in increased wonder. When it was opened, the
stranger slowly moved from his position; gained the stveet
steps; pulled off his hat, and with a «* God guard your honoar,”
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flung a paper into the hall; just as he turned to walk down
the steps, the light held by Pat foll on his face, and Mr. B.
started suddenly at the now well-known features of one about
whom he had recason to feel peculiar interest.

¢* Seize that person, Pat!” he exclaimed, stooping to pick
up the paper. The servant shot through the hall-door; his
master read the document; and when he had done,, said—
¢ This to me is wonderful.” In a few minutes Pat Feturned
alone, his clothes soiled with the mire of the strect, and his
countenance pale and agitated.

¢ What's the matter with you, man?” asked Mr. B.

«¢Faith an’ I don’t well know, Elase your honour,” answered
the servant, now gravely enough; ¢ I come up to the little
man two dours off, just at the turnin’; an’ ‘Come back if you
plase,’ says I, ‘the masther wants you;’ ¢ What's his business?’
says he, stoppin’ and facin’ round upon me; ‘He’ll tell you
that when you come,’ says I; ¢Then he'll never tell me, now,’
says he, ‘for I'm in sich a hurry 1 can’t come back at all; ‘Be
asy,’ says I, an’' I put out my hand to grip him; when—I lave
it to my death that I don’t know how he done it—but up wid
my heels, and down wid my head, any!}pw; and, before I was
uﬂon my legs again, he was on the backfof a horse I didn't see
till that minute, and away wid him like the divil in & high wind
—and by Gor, savin’ your honour’s presence, the divil himself
couldn’t do the whole thing a bit betther, if he was ped for it.”

*“You are a goose, Pat,” said Mr. B.—‘* but now no more
of this; prepare with all speed for my immediate departure.”

CHAPTER XVIII.

¢+ MurTHER, murther! won't you let me see him at all?”—
petitioned Andy Houloban, clinging to the bars of the iron
grated door of the prison in which §ierce Shea was confined.
“Go along out o' that, you ugly-lookin’ thief,” answered
the gruff voice of the ruffian who filled at once the offices of
aoler and turnkey, as he locked the door, after admitting the
ken-hearted old Ned Shea to a last interview with his son,

on the morning of the day of his appointed execution.
. *Och! you don't know that we war reared up together,
a'most ever since the day we were born,” poor Andy continued

in tears.
" “““Ha! ha!l ay; an’ maybe deserve to be hung up together,
:,fhe last day o° your lives, just to keep you from parting,” re-
-lorted Matthew. .
 An’ ain't I poor Pierce's own foster-brother?”
. } 2 :
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“ Rot you, have you the sheriff’s ticket?”

¢ Ochone, I dunna what it is.”

“Put your hand in your ?ocket and try:” looking know-
ingly, and making a show as if reckoning money on the palm
of his hand.

*It's pot mooch that I have, God help me! bud I'll give id
wid a hearty good-will, wishin' it was more for your sake, sir,”
and he handed a sixpence through the bars.

““The curse of Cromwell on you, for a poor beggarly rogue!
I thought as much; you have no moncy thrashed,” putting it
up deliberately.

¢ Musha, I brought no more out wid me.”

“Nor left none at home, I'm thinkin’ “—and Matthew
turned off towards the interior of the prison.
all“ Oh! the Lord purtect you, an’ won't you let me in, afther

9"

“Ts it for that?—no, no; I've let you take a peep for your
sixpence; but two thirteens for a turn in; that’s the rule.”

+¢ Murther, murther, iv I had a bit iv a sledge!” said Andy,
dancing with madness, and making several ringing blows at the
bars with his alpeen.

«Bodger!” said Matthew, returning, and speaking to asen-
tinel outside—“ Sodger, turn this thief’s breed from the place he
ought to be put in.”

“Sodger, ma-chree,” in his turn exclaimed Andy to the gren-
adier, who quickly pressed him back with the butt of his musket
—<“you'll be pitiful to me, an’ ax 'em to let me see my poor
Pierce Shea!”

*“No concern of mine—stand back.”

A ‘:11{?‘11 never die asy widout just saying, ¢ God be wid you,
adv 1™

¢ Back, man-—can't tell, I'm sure—back.”

*“Considher, sodger, a-hudg ;—you might be in his case yet.”

*“ Damme, fall back!”

“An’ how would you look if they kept your own poor
foster-brother from you?"”

¢ No more talk, or"—presenting his bayonet.

*¢ Musha, thrust away; little myself cares I was kilt dead

this moment.”
. And Andy scarcely stirred, until the sentinel, again revers-
ing his piece, shoved him off his post with sufficient force to
send him sm%gee;_ring among the crowd his cries had attracted
in the street before the prison.

*He'll never get a word o' me;—he'll die widout partin’
frum me! an’ I'll never know pace again, till the sud covers
mysef!” It was now past nine o’clock,
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*“ Andy Houlohan!”—wnispered a saarp voice in his ear.

Andy turned to the speaker; it was Puddy Loughnan, but
Andy did not recognise him.

¢ There’s pity on my heart for you,” Paddy continued.

¢¢ Musba, good loocK to you; fur it's little iv id is to be
found here.”

*“ What 'ud you do for a body, supposin’ he got y’o&inside
the dour o’ the cage?”

“T'd lay my life down for him the next moment.”

““That ‘ud be no great bargain; little I'd get for it; bud I
nxllno sich thing: jist kecp your eye on me, and come when I
call you.”

HZ moved to some distance, and Andy saw him lay hold of
a helpless little cripple, who, seated in a small car, had just
been drawn by a more active mendicant before the prison gates.

*¢ Och, Lord save us! what 'ud you want wid a poor lame
crature?” asked the cripple. *

“None o' your divil’s tricks, now,” replied Loughnan;“i'ou
made a fool o’ me once on a time, an’ that's more nor the law
allows; so, come your ways; by good loock we're nigh hand
to a lodgin’ for you.”

‘I'm a crippled body that does harm to no one, and don’t
you harm me, if you're a Christhen.”

« By the vartue o’ the oath I tuck on the green cloth, you
ga!;l teﬁ as big a story as if you war the size o’ the house—come
in here.”

““ Help, help, good Christhens, for a poor cripple!” cried
the little fellow in the car.

‘¢ That's Loughnan, the bum-bailiff,” said a young man in
the crowd.

¢ Touch his head to the paving-stones," said another.

¢¢ Clean the kennel with the thievin' bum,” said a third.

¢ Loughnan, take your hands from the cripple,” exclaimed
several.

* What call have you to him?’ asked a stout-built shoe-
maker, who, with his hands under his well-waxed leather
apron, now advanced.

‘¢ Ax that o’ one that "ill tell you,” answered Paddy; an’
take ﬂyﬂ your big fists there from my prisoner.

* Divil a take, to plase you.”

*¢ Neighbours, don't let a poor crature, widout power to
help }lumself, be ill-used for nothing at all,” still appealed the
cripple.

“4Let him go!” resumed the commiserating Crispin,

* Bother!” replied Loughnan, dragging the object from his

car.
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““Where’s your warrant?"—demanded the shoe-maker, with
a face of knowledge and importance. .

¢« Musha,” laughed the bailiff, * what a way you're In to
know; an’’tisn't the way you're in, but the figure you cut;
come along, a-bouchal.”

g “Let him go this moment,”—the champion stepped up
erce;

“ Right, Joe,”—and—** That's the way to serve him!"—
and—* Smash the bum!” cried his seconders.

4“God bless you, honest good gentlemen,” prayed the subjcet
of dispute.

«T'll tell yez what,” roared Loughnan ; “ he's a fair caption
there's lawful money resdy for the job; an’ I'll sware a sazure
agin every ugly mother's son of you.”

¢ Curse your law!” resumed Crispin; ¢ do you think we'll
take it from you? Show your warrant, an’ then no harm
done: if not, let God’s eripple alone.” And there was a general
shout, as prefatory indication of putting into force their resolve
to rescue the cripple. Loughnan tugged at his prisoner, and
received many smart blows on his hat from behind, some of
which sank it over his eyes; he shoved it up, looked round,
and could see none but demure faces, but was again similarly
assailed ; turned again, and again could only sec countenances
of fixed gravity; it was cvident that fun, as much as compas-
sion, was the motive to a row. He now became assured he
could not carry his point by himself, and—

** Where are you at all, Andy Houlohan?” he cried.

*‘Here I am,” answered Andy, jumping through the ring,
alpeen in hand.

“Tell the divil's-limbs who this is,” Loughnan continued,
snatching off the hat and blanket of the supposed cripple.

¢“Oh, Dhea-na-glorive!” shouted Andy, as he jumped back
in horror—¢"tis Crohoore-na-billhoge!”

““An’ what did he do, Andy?”

¢Och! the Lord keep us from all harin!l—sure didn't he
murder Tony Doolin’ an’ his wife in the middle o’ their sins?”

¢“Oho,” said the shoemaker, wagging his head knowingly,
and replacing his hands under his apron, ‘“that’s a horse of
another colour; we all heard of that bloody business, and, of
a sartinty, jist sich a kind o’ crature they say done it.”

“Ram him in} ram him in!" was now the general cry.

¢ Andy,” said Loughnan, ‘“catch your own hoult o’ the
cullaun, an’ you'll get snug into the crib for your throuble,
where there's some, this moment, just as mad to get out.”

‘We omitted to say that the sturdy beggar whe drew Crohoore
to the front of the gaol had disappeu-e‘xi into the crowd at the
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beginning of the scufile; but Crohoore now scemed to invoke
him, or some other individual.

‘“Sheemnun! Sheemun!” he exclaimed, starting on his legs,
and clapping his hands, while his face was stern rather than
agitated—<‘run for me now, or I'm lost! You know theroad
they took—run, run!

“T'll do my best, plase God!" answered a voice in the crowd.
No one could tell the other who had uttered the word®.

““He's spakin’ to the divil,” remarked Paddy Loughnan;
‘‘they’re, jist like two brothers together; but let me once get
him inside, and the ould bouchal may have him afterwards, if
he doesn’t repent of his bargain:” and so saying he dragged
Crohoore to the prison door,—Andy, who, but for the reward
held out, would not have laid a finger on him, cautiously
assisting.

*« Here,” said Paddy, as the gaoler appearcd, *just let this
bouchaleen into the rat-thrap.”

““On what account?” asked the gruff Matthew.

“ Did you never hear tell o’ one Crohoore-na-billhoge ?”

“Whoo! he's heartily welcome ; an’ his nate dry lodgin’ ready
this many a day;” the door opened to Paddy, Aundy, and the
at-last-captured Crohoore ;—and “Lug him along, lug him
along,” barked out Matthew as he waddled beforc.

They had, for some distance, to walk through a low arched
passage, until they arrived at a trap-door, which, by means of
a step-ladder, gave descent to the lower regions; and before
they arrived at this point, Paddy Loughnan spoke half to him-
self, half to Andy Houlohan—

‘“Well, he's no witch after all; I ought to be tied to a cow’s
tail and sthreeled to death; arrah, what a purty hand I made
of id in the ould cave of Dunmore! I was ashamed to bid the
good-morrow to myself even the next mornin’; to go for to run
away, ag if it war the livin’ diaoul that crossed me; an’ it was
only when I got home on my sort of an ould horse that I con-
sithered an’ thought o’ the thing. 'Why, bad end to you, Paddy
Loughnan, says I, 'twas only Crohoore that made them noiscs,
an’ gave you them blows that you couldn’t see, an’ said them
dushmal things to bother you; an’ his two eyes, an’ nobody's
else, that looked at you out o’ the ground, when you roared
out to Pierce Shea that you saw the horned divil, an’ frightened
him, too, an’ tumbled him down by the little river: an’ Paddy
Loughn_an. you're not worth a thrawneen, to let sich a little
sh iv & thing make an ownsuch o' you; then I swore a big
onth I'd never rest asy till I had a hould o' the lad; an’ sure
now I'll slcep in a quiet conscience: ay, faith. #n’ some good
money under my head to snore on.”
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They gained the trap-door; Crohoore was heavily ironed and
handcufted at its edge, and then shoved down to his straw and
his reflections.

Soon after, Andy was able to reach the cell where old Ned
Shea had previously arrived, to take a last farewell of his
son.

The young spirit springs lightly from the pressure of afflic-
tion; but when the frosts o(g ‘many winters have stiffened the
fibres of the heart, and the pulse within is but & puny throb,
the blow of calamity shatters as it falls on thewm, dnd the beat-,
ings of hope are not heard triumphing in the silence of that
wreck. \R’hen the old man entered his child's cell, the poor
criminal could scarcely recognise his father. Little more than
a short day had elapsed since the preserved rose of {outh
cheerily blushed on the cheek that was now white and livid;
and the eye that, secure in happiness, used to sparkle with
almost boyhood’s fire, was beamless and hollow. He appeared
at the low door, as doomed and judged a being as the prisoner
ho came to visit ; one for whom there was no longer a hope or
purpose on earth; one from whom the world and hfe had
Pa.ssed away; who was indebted to the one but for the light it

ent, and which he loved not, and to the other for a puff of
breath, to which he was indifferent.

After Pierce, springing from the bedside on which he sat
with his confessor, had clasped his father in his arms, and both
had remained long in the wordless agony of their mecting, they
parted a moment {o gaze on each other. Then the father reeled
and staggered ; and as the son strove again to suppart him, he
too felt the tremor and weakness of anguish and despair, and
tottered under his sad burden.

¢ Pnt me somewhere to sit down, Pierce,” said old Ned Shea;
“neither of us can stand.”

‘The clergyman assisted them to the side of the wretched bed,
the only sitting-place in the cell; and there Pierce still held
his father in his arms,

*Qh, Pierce!” he continued, gasping and choking, “I am
struck down; the ould heart is as weak as it will soon he
desolate; I am come to speak to you for the last time in this
world ; to kiss your cheek for the last time; to feel ypur arms
round me for the last time.”

¢ I cannot speak to you, father,” answered Pjerce.

¢ Pierce, Pierce, don’t turn the face from me; soon an’ I'll
see it no more—the face of my only child; an’ thry an’ spake,
a-vich; thry an’ spake, for your voice, too, 'ill saen be gone
from my ear; an’ sit closer, an’ let me hould yqu, for the
could clay will soon hide you fram yaur father.”
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““You are terribly changed, sir,” said Pierce, endeavouring
to say something, and in a rallied tone.

¢QOh! I thank my God for that!” replied the old man, in a
loud, shrill voice—**'tis a good sign, Pierce, a good sign!”

Pierce shuddered in his soul. .

¢ Father, for the love of God, be comforted.”

¢« Comfort! comfort! there is none for me, boy; ah’ I want
none; none when you are gone; all my comfort will {hen be
with you in the grave, an’ there I'll look for it.”

«*Father, father, you break my heart, and make my death
too bitter.”

“Well, I never wished to do that; I'd wish your sufferin’
an easy one, Pierce; but, oh, Father of all, look down on us
this day! Come, a-vich, come to me—this is the only time I
can lﬂi my hand on you.”

““Oh, have fity on me, father.”

¢“But, no; I spoke wrong; once again I will lay my hand on
you; but then”—he added in a voice of the blackest despair—
““then, Pierce, you will be a strangled corpse.”

“Ned Shea, comfose yourself,” interrupted the clergyman ;
““your good son will then be with the Great Father you have
invoked, in heaven.’

¢“Thaih, thaih!* you are not an ould man like myself, and
you have no boy like mine"—and he pushed back the curlin
and clustering hair from his son’s forehead, and with a quic]

lance ran over his features—you have no boy hike mine, the
joy and pride of your heart, to be taken from you—and taken
for ever.”

““Yet can I feel for your lot,” resumed the priest; <do you
feel for his and mine: he has but a short time, dear friend, to
]fj:pare for a long account, and I to assist him in his duty.

t us kneel and pray together.”

*“Yes, let us pray together,” repeated old Shea; but, as they
moved, he again caught his son in his embrace:

*“And, Pierce, Pierce,” he said, ¢‘the—the poor mother
could not come to see you!”

. This took Pierce unprepared, and went like a knife through
his heart; he shrieked in agony, and cast himself on his rust«
ling straw.

he clergyman again gently exhorted to prayer; and after
some time all were about to kneel, when a bustle in the e
attracted their notice, and Andy Houlohan rushed e
under-turnkey, who appeared at the open door of the eeﬁ.

*“My poor fellow, have you come to sec me?” said Pierce,

* Father—as tho Irish call their priests,



188 CROHOORE OF THE BILL-HOUK.

holding out his hand, as Andy, now stationary in grief and
horror, stared upon the group.

“Yes, a-vich—jist—jist to say—God be wid you,” stam.
mered the faithful creature.

““We are going to pray,” resumed Pierce; ¢ come over, my
dear Andy, and join us—father, when I am gone, you will be
kind to this poor lad, for he was kind to me.”

A feeble moan came in answer from the father.

“I'm thankful to you, Pierce, a-cuishla-ma-chree,” continued
Andy, still standing; ¢ but there's no need—no need ; I'm not
goin' to stay in this part o’ the counthry.”

“God biess you, wherever you go, my poor Andy!” said
Pierce, pressing his hand. -

““Don’t spake in that manner—don’t, Pierce, or my throat
“ill burst!”"—he put his hand to his neck, and his face became
red, swollen, and distorted; and a catching and wheezing of
the breath arose, gradually louder, until it gained a terrible
gush of rough sorrow: and, ‘‘I’'m lookin’ at you,” he resumed,
‘‘never to look agin; we war childher together; we war gor-

oons together ; I thought we'd Le ould together ; but now you
ve me behind you; Tl put the sod on your early grave.”

¢ This must not be,” again interrupted the priest; ‘“my
penitent must be left alone with me;” and just then the en-
trance of the gaoler scrved to assist him in putting his wishes
into effect.

*“The curse o’ Scotland on you!” said this man, turning to
Andy; **what brought gou here, or how did you come here?”
—for he bad not recognised, in the person that helped to brin
in Crohoore, the same he had ordered from the gate—*be off,
you ghol-bird, or maybe you'd get the length o’ your tether,
afther all.”

Andy flew to Pierce's arms, the gaoler tore him away; but
he continned. to look on his.foster-brother, as he progressed
backwards, till the cell door was dashed in his face. The
clergyman then silently led the father and son to a last embrace.
It was wordless as the first they had exchanged at their meet-
ing. After a long pause, in obedience to a whisper from his
ghostly adviser, Pierce sank on his knees, crying out,—

“Father, your benediction, and forgiveness for the disobe-
dience that broughteue to this fatel”

But the moment he undid his arms from his father, the old
man fell, a dead weight, on the echoing floor of the cell.
Pierce cried out, for he thought his father was dead. The
pricst soon ascertained, however, that he had but fainted, and
urged Pierce, as soon s the slightest symptoms of recovery
appeared, to consent, before old Shes could again recognise his



CROHOORE OF THE BILL-HOOK 169

situation, to a parting: it would be kind and merciful, he said,
and easiest for both. The criminal at last yielded; and when
over and over he had embraced his insensible parent, the old
man was, still in a state of unconsciousness, conveyed out or
the prison.

CHAPTER XIX. <

Tas latk, ‘“hus feathers saturate with dew,” was mounting tc
salute the risen sun with the first song of spring, as Mr. B. to
whom we have before introduced the reader, was far on his
way from Dublin to Kilkennﬁ. At an inn, about ten miles
from the last-named city, where he had stopped to change
horses, and while his servant Pat was busy seeing that every-
thing about the carriage was ¢ nate and purty,” and occasion-
ally inspecting the operations of the village smith, who exerted
his skill to set to rights one of the wheels that had somewhat
suffered in the rapid journey, Mr. B. referring to his watch,
found, in considerable alarm, it was an hour later than he sup-

osed it could be. He wondered how the miscalculation could

ave occurred; it was, in fact, now half-past ten o'clock, and,
even if the despatch of the smith should allow him to start that
moment, be scarcely expected to complete the ten long Irish
miles still before him in less than an hour and a half, so that
it must be noon ere he reached Kilkenny; and if any othe
accident or delay should occur!—if the smith did his work
badly—if the wheel failed again—if but a pin, or a brace, or a
pivot, ﬁave way |—his heart beat high, and the blood tingled
through his frame at the thought.

He rushed from the inn-door to question the smith. The
man was pausing for the return from his smithy, at some dis-
tance, of a gorgoon he had despatched thither, to fetch a
something or other, Mr. B. did not care to listen what. He
stamped, and called for a hackney-coach. There was not one
at home. For a horse!—a horse was led to him on three legs,
for the wretched animal only touched the very point of the
fourth to the ground. ‘“Good God!” Mr. B. cried, *‘what is to
be done? at such an hour!”—And now came the only comfort
the smlgh, mpkeeper, ostler, waiter, and chambermaid, could
afford him ; his honour"s watch was too fast, they said—much
too fast they assured him; *them Dublin clocks and watches
often set people astray;” and even so, though * the chay” was
not just then at home, it was expected every minute, fresh
from the road: so, little time would be lost, after all, even
supposing his honour's own carriage wasn’t done before that.
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Endecavouring to believe and rely on these people, and ur%idng
the smith, whose gorgoon now appeared in distant view, Mr.
B. stood silently for some time, until, even in the agitation of
the moment, he was interested by a new circumstance. At a
part of the road-side a little way down from the inn, there was
the termination of a thick grove of firs; and through it suddenly
broke the figure of an old man, tall, straight, and hale, and,
thougkshis garments were wretched, of striking character. But
what most attracted Mr. B. was his action the moment he
appeared. The old fellow stood on the edge of the fence, and,
with hat in hand, and his long white hair shaken by the breeze
about his face, raised himself to his full height, as he strained
his eyes along the road in the direction of ﬁilkenny. Intense
anxiety was in his look. In a moment he bent down a little,
raised his hand over his eyes, as if to make sure, by a second
critical glance, of the approach of some person that he had
wished to see; and then, apparently assured, clapped his hands
in self-congratulation, jumped yvith the vigour of youth on the
road, and using his long two-handed stick, that had a great
knob at the end of it, slowly approached the group near the
inn-door, and leaned against a Eouse immediately opposite, his
eyes drooped, and his air now seemingly indifferent.

In a few minutes, a dubious-looking figure made his appear-
ance, mounted on a still more rare animal. It would be difficult
to penetrate his mind through the expression of his counten-
ance; for whether it betokened folly or knavery, or such a
mixture of both as we gometimes meet with, was a question.
He wore a hat bruised and battered, open at the top, that is,
without a crown ; leaving, to the visitation of whatever hap-
pened to blow, the pate it served but to adorn: and this relic
of a chapeau was stuck at one side of his head, almost as if it
had hung against a wall, giving a finish to the idiot impudence
of his look. If his face puzzled a physiognomist, the most
expert Moses in Monmouth-street would feel at a loss to deter-
mine the texture or material of his attire, s0o besmeared was it
with grease and filth, and showing such a sovereign disregard
of button and button-hole, that a pin, a skewer, or any other
random means of fastening, was the only agency to keeﬁlits
parts together. Then his shirt (any colour, excepting white,
the reader pleases) was open at the throat; his shred of a vest
and the knees of his culotte swung wide; his pieces of blue
stocki:gs were clustered round his ankles, leaving his shins,
marbled by the fire, bare; and his old brogues (or if not old,
like rakes, prematurely so) would have fallen from his feet,
but that they were secured by cords; and this was the eole
symptom of providence abayt him. In his mouth he held &
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short pipe, black from constant use; the shank of sufficient
length to allow the barrel to project immediately under his
nose; so that by the same instrument he gratified two of hig
senses ; for, when he had enough satisfied his palate with the
vapour he drew in, he sent it forth again to ascend his nostrils,
as kitchen smoke ascends a funnel.

He bestrode a rib-marked, lob-cared horse, of whigh the
trappings were in character with those of their owner, and the
miserable beast they—we cannot say furnished; consisting of
a rusty bridle, knotted in many places; a ‘‘suggaun,” or hay-
rope, looped at either side, through which, by way of stirrups,
the knight thrust his feet; while he sat on a large wallet,
equally laden at both ends, that in a degree served charitably
to hide the ribs of the poor horse over which they hung.

The inn-door at which Mr. B.’s carriage stood was at the
side of the road, and the way was nearly blocked up by it and
the four horses that etood unharnessed, and the other four
¢¢ putting to:” nevertheless, the new-comer might casily have

. passed if he wished ; but this did not seem to suit his humour.

“Do yez hear, ye scullions?>—move a one side wid your-
selves, an’ let a body pass,” he cried out, stopping a few yards
from them.

They took no notice of his command, and he personally
addressed the ostler, who was now leading off the jm&d horses.

““Come, my cullaun, lug dat umperin’-box out o’ my road ;"
meaning the carriage, and speaking in the town slang to be
met with in Dublin and Kilkenny.”

On such an occasion, Ned Ostler might have been a little
hoity-toity, and nothing more, with his superior; but, not
relishing this language from the kind of person that now
addressed him, he looked fiercely over his shoulder, and threat-
ened to roll horse, rider, and wallet, in the kennel.

‘¢ Musha, never mind him," interrupted the old man we have
before spoken of, looking up for the first time—¢*that’s Tim
Lyndop, the butcher, from Kilkenny, a half natur’l.”

“De divil take the liars between you and me, Sheemun
groogfzwnec," was the courteous reply: “‘an’ what brings you

ere?

,““As I hope fur glory, then, it was yoursef I wanted to see—
wid another by your side, I mane; I have a message from his
father: where is he ?”

““Ax him dat takes care of him; how do I know ?”

“Why, ye war in the streets o' Kilkenny, this mornin’, arly;
an’ lgwas t(;d tatl)t:;{;‘he road wid you.”

*‘He turn , den, to sce de hornpipe in de gir, gt one
o'clock to-dav,” answered the traveller. pipe ¥ 4k one
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«“Oho!” observed Sheemun, and quickly resumed his station
at the road side, from which he had advanced to converse with
his friend.

Mr. B. overheard the whole of this dialogue, and felt much
interasted with the speakers, particularly with him who had
last arrived; and as his carriage was at last almost ready, and
his mipd more at rest, he hazarded a question.

*“And, pray, what have you got in the sack, my good
fellow?”

“It’s a token you don't know, or you wouldn't inquire,”
replied the impudent dog, not a whit influenced by the evident
rank and gentlemanly address of Mr. B.

“Why, plase your honour,” said Sheemun, *it's a thousand
to one bud he has some honest poor man’s bacon in id.”

*“What a gucss you make, Croonawnee!—why, then, for all
yout knowledge of ould, ou know jist as much about it as a
cow does of a holiday, or a pig of a bad shillin’; an’, Croon-
awnee, you had bettﬂer be quiet ; for by my sowl, an’ dat’s an
oath, may be you oftener helped to shove in a poor man’s door,
wid de head o’ your walkin'-stick—ay, an’ a rich one's too—
oftener dan he would let you for de axin.”

ITe was moving on. and approaching Sheemun as he made
an end of speaking ; but whether he had touched his friend on
the sore point, or whether, from his downright detestation of
malpractices, Sheemun felt indignant at such an attack on his
honesty, or that some other motive weighed against the travel-
ler, which at present we cannot elucidate, certain it is that the
mendicant having started a moment aside, and whispered Mr.
B.—*I had no message for him or his comrade, but I was on
the look-out for 'em both—mind this, now!"—having, we say,
dirvected these words to Mr. B., Sheemun suddenly raised in
both hands his long staff, and planting, under the left ear of
Tim, that very knob or head so incautiously spoken of, down
came the unlucky satirist, and down came, with him, the wallet
that had served as a saddle, and was the cause of the inci-
dent.

The assaulted person had, indeed, seen his coming danger,
and endeavoured to escape it; with the heels of his brogues he
thumped against the ribs of his stced; but while the hollow
sound thereby produced clearly denoted it was no pampered
beast, and therefore should have been no restive one, and while
intimation was further given that the state of its stomach agreed
with the marks of piety on its knees, with the single difference
only, that it knelt of its own arcord, but fasted perforee; while
all this beeame evident, still the old adage, “a fricnd in need
is & friend indeed,” was nlso illustrated ;—n look convinced the
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most casual observer that neither its rider nor any one for
him had ever been cordial to the poor animal ; had ever excited
its gratitude by treating it well; and now, therefore, it left its
g:;)}?rietor in the lurch. The only acknowledgment of the
eting on its sides shown by the creature was to shake its
head slowly to and fro; it would have kicked up its heels, had
it been able; but this, and a stock-still stand,.as if it had re-
flected and reasoned on the matter, and calculated that the
descent of Sheemun’s staff would free it of its old tyrant, were
its sole proceedings; and, when the butcher and his wallet
lumped on the road, it only wagged gently the bare stump of'
1ts tail, in token of satisfaction, turned, philosopber like, and
resolved to make the most of the opportunity to pick a fresh
morsel of grass from the neighbouring fence.

Meantime, while the noise of the butcher’s full scemed to
create around only unmixed indifference, if not satisfaction,
the noise of the sack caused a stronger feeling ; for, as it struck
heavily upon the hard road, therc was a clashing, jinglin
sound, very like what might happen had it been filled witl
large pieces of silver. This roused the suspicions of all who
heard it, and of Mr. B. in particular.

In an early part of the story, we have said that daring rob-
beries had of late been very frequent in the neighbourhood of
Kilkenny, with which it was supposed Crohoore na-billhoge
was secretly connected. A few nights before the transaction
Lere detailed, an outrage of the kind was perpetrated in the
house of the father of the young lady ffom whom Mr. B. re-
ceived the letter in Dublin; and Crohoore, as it had often
before happened, on similar occasions, was seen near the spot.
A considerable quantity of plate had been rifled from Mr.
Lovett's house; Mr. B. of course knew the facts; and 1t now
struck his quick mind that the butcher's sack and the butcher’s
self might help to throw light on the subject.

He therefore instantly gave orders that the prostrate hero
should be secured; and that he and his wallet should be con-
veyed into the inn, for the purpose of undergoing an examina-
tion. The man would answer no question directly or seriously ;
but the sack, being opened, was found literally to contain a
heap of silver plate, part broken up, and part yet perfect. A
ta which Mr. B. took in his hand still bore undefaced
the crest and cipher of his friends. Further investigation
enaubled him to discover the same marks on many of the broken
pieces; and, on other articles, different crests that belonged to
different families, who had also been plundered by the yet un-
known gang. He was still engaged in the examination when
the fellow in whose possession tuese articles had been found,
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and whom, having in the first instance refused to answer any
questions, Mr. B. had sent out of the room, again by his own
motion, appeared before him.

Not entirely recovered from the effects of Shecmun’s staff,
his former foul attire rendered more foul by the puddle of the
road, he.appeared a very disagrecable object ; and Mr. B. was
struchy too, by the altered expression of the wretch's face.
When he had first seen it, sauey idiotismn seemed its prevailing
character, and a cast of silliness derived from the, perhaps
intentional, dropping of the lower jaw, still attached to it; but
there wag also a newly-come scowl and gloom of dogged fero-
city; and Mr. B. thought that murder glared from the large,
duﬁ. grey eye, overshadowed by thick eyebrows, heavily drawn
together, und forming a black rigid line across the forehead.

r. B. placed him before the strong light of the window,
and looked long into those eyes; but the disgusting stare of
the other never winced; and at last—

“How did you come by this stolen property ?” he demanded,
in his sternest tone.

** Tundher-an’ ouns, what news you want!” was the only
answecr.

‘“You should be aware, my good fullow, that your life is,
this moment, in the hands of the law; I am a magistrate in
the county of Kilkenny; and you should also know that your
sole chance of mercy depends on a full and prompt confession:
for your life’s sake, then, do not dare to trifle with me; where
did you get, and front whom, the plate that now lies before
me:”

s Ochone!” prefaced by a smack of the tongue against the
palate; ““an’ so all you want to know is fere I got it?”

 For the present, no more.”

“Did you ever hear tell of how the divil got de friar?—by
cripes, he got him just fere he was; an’ dat’s your answer, a-
bouchal, an’ make much of it.”

Mr. B. declined, for two reasons, any further communi-
cation with a creature so loathsome—first, because he had not
patience to continue his interrogatories; and next, because his

was now announced as quite ready, and a more press-
ing duty hurried him away; nor must the reader suppose
that, even for an investigation of such moment, any time
beyond that which the smith’s preparations rendered unavoid-
able was spent by Mr. B. in the inn: in fact, though dhr de-
seription has been necessarily long, scarcely more than ten
minutes elapsed from the arrival of the old bocchoch till the
termination of the young gentleman’s inquiries of the butohers
atd now, rapidly replacing with his own hands the pile of
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late in the wallet, he put it into his carriage, flung himself
it, ordered his servant to follow in the chaise that had
just arrived, with the suspected person in custody, and giving
directions for fiery driving to his own postillion, started off
for Kilkenny. But we should not forget to say that, on his
quick passage from the inn to his carriage-door, ha looked
round and inquired in vain for the old man, whose grange
whisper, before he wielded his stafl, now recurred to Mr. B.’s
mind, as something very necessary to have explained. Dis-
appointed, however, in seeing him near, Mr. BB. could, in his
urgent despatch, only leave additional commands with his
servant to look after this person, and, if possible, convey him
also to Kilkenny.

Pat gaped thunderstruck at the order to sit down in the
same vehicle with the greasy and otherwise soiled butcher;
and just as his master (%rrove awny—

¢ Plase your honour,” said he, ‘‘wouldn’t it be well done to
make the ostler rub him down & bit, he’s so mortial dirty?”

“Pat,” answered his master, *“your wit, as I have frequently
told you, is often ill-timed ; obey my commands carefully ; look
to your pistols; and sce that you have this man forthcoming,
within two hours, in Kilkenny.”

*“Upon my conscience,” resumed Pat, as the carriage dashed
off, ““1t’s a mighty purty joke sure enough; faith he might
just as well say to me, ¢Pat, put a hape o’ manure in the chay,
an’ take good care of it'—it bates all I ever hard of.”

¢ Ullaloo, Pat!” here interrupted hid charge, as two men
approached to place him, bound, in the chaise; ¢ yez are goin’
to put me fere I never tought I'd see myself. Well, by de
hokey, de butcher boys o’ Kilkenny i'll have fun for a week, fen
dey sees myself peepin’ out at 'em from a grand po-chay windee.
I say, Masther Pat, you scullion you, come wait on me.”

““ Get out, you nasty bastel” answered Pat.

“ Get in, gou mane; an’ here I goes, an’ fait, a-gra-bawn,
I'm the boy dat never liked to be stumpin’ through de gutter,
upon a long road, fen 'tis so very asy to get an umperin’ all
de way home for noting.”

¢ Move over to the far corner,” said Pat, as he ascended the
steps of the chaise, to place himself by his scurvy companion.

*None o’ your gab, you lick-plate; an’ how daar you spake
to your betthers?” said the other; and the tone, only, of Fut’s
indigiant rejoinder was heard, as the chaise drove rapidly
away in the track of Mr. B.’s carriage. But when, some three
miles on the road, the postillion pulled up for a moment to take
his * offer” of strong liquor, and en passant peered into the
windows of the vehicle, the appearance of the servant, nearly
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as soiled as his fellow-traveller, with a swelled lip, that mus
have come from the knee or head of the other, and that other'
Lattered eye and blood-besprinkled visage, plainly told the;
had not agreed so well as might have been expected from th
coolness of the butcher, or from Pat’s genuine good-humour.

CHAPTER XX.

Tar hour for Pierce Shea's execution on the gallows, or rathe:
for his progress to it, sounded from the town-clock of Kilkenny.
All was ready for the terrible procession from the prison-dooy
to the gallows-green, at the extremity of the city, where he
was to suffer. The guard of horse and foot, and the hushed
multitude without, awaited the appearance of the doomed
man; and, in a few minutes, a universal murmur of commise.
ration, with audible prayers for mercy on his soul, and happi-
ness in the life to come, announced his entrance into the street.

He came forward, clad in a jacket of white linen, lcather
small-clothes, fitting tight to his limbs, white stockings, and
shocs with buckles. His head was bare; and its long fair
locks, decently combed back, hung in curls around his face
and shoulders. At the instant of his appearance, the young
man's face was flushed, even beyond its natural ruddy hue, to
a scarlet blaze, the evidence of the burning fever of mingled
emotions that reigned within him—of human sbrinking {from
his horrible fate, and manly effort and religious zeal to brave
it; but, the moment his eye met the gazing crowd, it fell, and
his cheeks rapidly became livid as cfeath. This change was
not, however, the effect of moral cowardice; and he was soon
able to man himself again, and tuke a second and composed
survey of the thousand fiving creatures that stared so strangely
and so fearfully upon him. His countenance then assumed
8n expression in unison with the prepared and resigned state
of his £revious thoughts, and which, together with his manly
form, drew down unqualified J»ity and compassion. All was
once more prepared. The soldiers closed around him and his
in-iast; his arms were pinioned; with the left, however, he
inked his reverend companion; his right hand held a prayer-
book ; and the cavalcade moved on.

The sheriff, with his white wand, attended by the still groff
gaoler, immediately preceded him; a car, holding Pierce’s
coffin and his executioner, the last agent of the law—disgui
from p?nhr recognition by a l:r“ge outside coat, a slouched
hat, and a black mask—closely following.
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As they very slowly moved alung the streets of the city, the
shops, to prevent accidents from the crushing crowd, were
closed; and this arrangement gave an appearance of mute
cympathy with the mournful exhibition. It was a fine day,
and the sun shone brightly, yet none of the influence of a fine
day was felt; and somehow the sunlight seemed tofull with
a strange and unusual glare, making no one and gsothing
cheerfnﬁ The windows of the houscs were partially occupied
by those among the inhabitants whose nerves or curiosity were
strongest; and now and then a female might be observed
hazarding a hasty glance at the poor young culprit, and in-
stantly retreating to the interior of the room, struck with awe
or horror, or overpowered by more tender emotions.

We were young and giddy on that memorable day, and
pushed with childish eagerness to behold so novel a sight; yet
we remember to this hour the impression made on our tender
minds by the fuce and manner of the unfortunate man. The
character of both was unearthly and startling, bearing and
showing a something not of this world, and he scemed a crea-
ture of a different kind from the living among whom he
walked ; the grave had already stamped him with its likeness.
His eye kept no recognition for the beings or things around
him ; it strayed not here and there, as man’s eye will stray to
catch notice of, or help, or gratification, or assurance from,
the bright varicties of animate and inanimate creation; and,
thoagh he stepped with a firm and courageous step, that action
seemed the result of a previous command of the will, still un-
consciously obliged by the muscles of his body, rather than a
eont;ne?imlxs exerci:g of ?lllental and animal function. His
parc] ips moved rapidly in prayer—so rapidly, that one
might havgsthought he ﬁ*u)t"cd tpo ti\iss. in mz?king; his great
preparation, a second of his measured time; and when, ocen-
sionally, he knelt with his priest at different turns of the
streets, it was terrible to see the upturning of his eyes, that
rolled and strained to heaven in supplication, or else shudder-
ingly and darkly inward upon himsgf, until nothing of them
ap) but the dul! blank white, without life or meaning.

 procession gained the last turning of the last subush
street it had to traverse. The high gallows-tree was straight
before the culprit. At first sight of it he stepped back a little,
and pressed tight the arm of his priest. A ¥ew words of kind
and sublime encouragement from the zealous clergyman gave
him new nerve; and now he walked on quicker ever.—
At this moment some stir and mnoise in the crowd behind
diverted lgenenl attention from the chicf object. The bustle
in s the crowd fell back; a earriage drove furiously up
. M
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in a cross direction; and a voice was heard crying out, in
uccents hoarse with earnestness and emotion, —*¢* Mr, Sheriff!
Mr, Sheriff?”

A hum of cager conjecture, and of hope, they knew not
why or wherefore, ran through the crowd; and poor Pierce
himself started from the deathly trance that had fallen on
him, aggl listened to those sudden words with a hysteric catch-
ing of breath that betokened only a half consciousness of their
having sounded on his dull ear, and an effort, like that of &
bed-rid and doting old man, to connect some past recollections
and present knowledge with the accents of a long-known but
long-forgotten voice.

he oheriff iustautly hastened to where the carriage had
drawn up, and was scen to listen to some rapid instructions
addressed to him by a person within. In less than a mianute
the conference was over, the sheriff bowed profoundly at the
carriage window, and the carriage again drove away towards
the main strects of the town, followed by a post-chaise, from
which Tim Lyndop, the butcher, nodded smilingly on his many
acquaintances among the crowd, to their utter astonishment,
and, for the sake of human nature, we blush to record, merri-
ment too; for, even amid the horrors of such a scene, our
fellow-creatures can be merry.

The greater part of the muﬁtitu de were, however, too remote
to be influenced by the shameful occurrence; and, as the she-
riff returned, they only whispered, and conjectured, and still
hoped something or other. But he gravely took his place at
the back of the culprit, and gravely motioned to proceed to
the fatal spot: all again moved on, more melancholy than
ever; Pierce seeming to have lost power or will to follow up
anything distinct from his situation, or which was not at once
wade clear to him, and the crowd concluding that the com-
munication with the chicf officer could have had no concern
with him.

The culprit and his priest stood under the gallows. Pierce
saw the guard of horse and foot close darkly and sternly around
him ; be felt that they came, like the shadow of death, between
him and existence. Still he stood bravely, as a Christian wan
looking from this world into the glory ofy the next, and there-
fore able to think more of what he hoped to gain than what
he was about to lose. The clergyman, a young man like
himself, held his hands, and, with tears of mmgleg grief and
zeal running down his cheeks, continued to s the last
grand words of comfort and promise. Then he kissod the
sufferer's lig:, and intimated to the sheriff that his penitent
was ready for his fute. But scarcely had he spoken when a
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piercing scream was heard without, and & young woman
rushed like lightning through the throng and the guards,
broke into the inward space, and clasped Pierce in hor arms;
and he, a8 if heaving off the pressure of the grave in which his
thoughts already were interred, gazed at Alley Dooling.

Her eap had been rent from her head in the wild str :
her mantle, too, she had left in the hands of the ‘resisting
guards ; her bosow’s covering was partially displaced, 9nd her
shining auburn bair fell luxuriantly down, as if anxious to
supply its absence; and, alas! from her fair temples a ghastly
stream of blood—the effect of a blow given her by one of the
soldiers, more cruel than the rest—ran over her ashy cheek
and beautiful neck.

Her lover had but one sentiment for Alley, as he now stood
encircled by her arms: he looked at her with love alone; all
her late conduct was forgotten. He could not return her
embrace, because his arms were pinioned with the felon cord 3
but his bead sank on her shoulder, and he wept the only tears
that had that day eseaped him.

And she, too, acted and spoke as if her love for him had
never been excelled by woman's love for man, and as if she
never had let it cool or slumber in ber bosom. She was, in-
deed, distracted with the agony of that hour, and her words
were those of a lunatic, Addressing the guards around, she
told them they could not, dare not, part her from her lover:
she would not part him from her arms ; he was her own Pierce,
and she was Ius own poor Alley Doolipg: and then, twning
and smiling frightfully in his face, she asked him to confirm
what she had said, and to declare he would come home with
her, and not stay near them.

Pierce pronounced her name, and she started and looked at
bim, and watched his lips, as if to listen to her own sentence
of life and death. One sdvanced to part them ; her quick eye
caught the person’s motion, and, again screaming wildly,
clasped him closer, and bid her face in his bosom. Byt her
terrors were vain, for at a signal from the sheriff the soldier
withdrew to his ranks.

. God bless you, sir,” said Picrce, addressing the humane
officer ;—*I ask but & moment's ind; 00: our young hearts
loved each other; and, although this is the last parting, it
shall not be & long ope: I did not wish it, but, now that it is
come ypon me, I thank you for your kind permission to go
through it as I can,—Aley, dear Alley,” he continued, “ |
canngt take you jn my arms: the cords will not let me;—clasp
ma close, the_u;kiune,'mdletmadielikea Christign.”

He beut his hegd ; their cheeks only touched, for Alley conld
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attend but to one word of his address; and that word—¢* die!—
die!"—she repeated in shrieks that rose to the heavens. All
the while the sheriff had appeared as if watching some sound,
or the approach of some one from a distance, more attentively
than the scene of which he might have been 8o close a witness;
and at this moment, as Alley’s terrible shriek was interrupted
by a wgry faint and distant shout, he was seen to strike his
rod smartly against the ground, and clasp his hands joyfully.
All heads instantly turned in the direction from which the
shout came, and Pierce and his mistress stood silent and
motionless, in the action of statuary only. i}

The cry was repeated and repeated, nearer and nearer; in-
deed it seemed one unbroken roar of human voices, rather
than intermittent shouts. The crowd around started into
livelier action, and broke their own dead silence; first whis-
pering quickly, then muttering, then talking loudly in question
or assent, until, at last, as the foremost of the running throng
came near enough to convey their ecstatic word to the ont-
skirts of those wio surrounded the gallows, the people present
burst into one mighty answering cheer, and—* A reprievel—
a reprieve!"—they exclaimed to a man, jumping here and there
a3 they spoke, and throwing up their hats and caps; yet only
showing, in the whole of their mad joy at the saving of one
fellow-creature’s life, how dear, beyond words or utterance, is
the love of life in the general human bosom.

The tumult rose higher, as the noise of carrisge wheels was
gin heard apiroachm the gallows-green, and as all caught

?bt of a white handkerchief waving high in the air at the

top of a long rod.

‘“ Make way! make way!”"—cried the sheriff —* soldiers,
fall back, and make way!”

*Make way! way, way !"—echoed every voice, the soldiers
themselves sharing the gladness and zeal of the multitude,
joining their shouts, but further manifesting an active spirit,
somewhat to the annoyance of their civil brethren, as with the
buatts of their muskets, and the flat of their swords, they carried
into effect the orders they had received, more promptly than
the motions of a distracted and unreflecting crowd could, with
sll their eagerness and rapture, anticipate.

Atlm;dwmvumﬁem the sheriff, and in drove
the carriage that had before been seen—Pat seated on the box
with his rod and white flag, and Mr. B. appearing half way
out at the window. It stopped ; Pat was down in a twinkling,

to pull the door 3 Mr. B. jumped out and handed a
%o the sheriff; and that officer instantly confirmed, by y
vepeating it, the magical word the crowd had a thoussnd times
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before shouted, and with which they cnce more rent the air,
in a final acclaim, that, reinforced by the presence of the
second throng, was tremendous.

In the next instant, Mr. B. was by the side of Picrce Shea,
assisting in tearing away the cord that pinioned him, shaking
his hands heartily and triun‘aghantly,* and speaking rapidly to
ears that heeded {im not. We have not attempted ts describe
the workings of Shea's heart during the last few minutes, nor
shall we now attempt it. For all our previous detail we have
had the visible facts before us, but here should be an effort of
imagination alone; and mere imagination cannot pretend to
reach the extraordinary mysteries of the human soul in such
a conflict of feeling. We content ourselves, therefore, witk
relating the appearance only of Pierce Shea, at this t
moment.—He stood without word or gesture; he stared be-
seechingly around him ; he seemed incredulous to the announce-
ment of preserved life and a long vista of happy days to come.
Death and he had already made acquaintance j they had shaken
hands on the very limit of the unknown world, as the youth's
back was turned on the reality of this, his eyes withdrawn from
its sunshine, and his ears shut against its hap;;ly sounds; hoﬁe
had quite, quite fled his heart—the last, last hope of life; he
had even ceased to think he lived; and now to be told it was
a dream]—to be told that Death had yielded up his victim!—
to be told of life again, and of days and years of blessed life!
~t0 feel the second birth of hope within him! He looked, we
say, as if he durst not believe it.

r. B. soon saw the inutility of cofitinuing to give a series
of information to his young friend, and for the present at-
tended only to his situation. He gently released Alley from
his hands, whom, as she fainted unger the first aunouncement
of the joyous news, Pierce had mechanically caught and held
from falling. Then, causing wine to be brought to the spot,
Mr. B. gave some to the rescued man, made bim seat himself,
and by degrees restored the tone of his thouﬁhts and sensations,
until poor Pierce could at len;fth gratefully and rapturously
return the salutations of Mr. B. and kneel down in thanks to
Heaven and to him.

And now, too, he was able to understand the subjects his
zealous friend and patron’ had before vainly cndeavoured to
explain. Mr., B, stated that, owing to the suddenness of the
account he had received of Pierce’s misfortune, the late hoar
of the night at which it had reached him, and the necessity
for instantaneous departurc from Dublin to Kilkenny, as
scarcely & minute could be spared, he had preferred a first
application to the judge by whom Shea had been tried, and
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who was on the spot, rather than run the hazard of remaining
sn hour away in negociation with the viceregal government.
The letter he had received in Dublin, together with his per-
sonal knowledge of Pierce, enabled him at once to give the
judge such information gf his character, of the circumstances

which he had been ced into Whiteboyism, and of his
guiltless vonduct duriu% the outrage on the proctor, as at once
procurel the respite of which Mr. B. was the bearer, and
would finally insure a free pardon from the Lord Lieutenant:
so that Pierce had now but to endure a few days of confinement,
rendered happy by the certainty of coming enfranchisement.
Mr. B. nddetf, that his own mind had suffered exceedingly on
the road to Kilkenny, particularly when, after starting from
the stage where we last left him, his carriage wheel again
failed, and much precious time was spent in repairing it. In
fact, #s we have seen, he had nearly come too late; and his
first interview with the sheriff was before his application to
the judge, to create time, by praying of that officer, to whom
he was well known, a short pause, till he could return from
the county court-house, whither he hastened, to appeal to the
sitting judge on the very bench of justice.

After this explanation, Mr. B. again shook hands with

- Pieroe, and got into his carriage, acquainting him that he had

ing business of another nature to transact at the instant

with Mr. and Miss Lovett ; which allusion partly bore reference

to the detection of the stolen plate, and partly to the general

statements the young lady had made in her letter of Shea’s
‘Whiteboy connexion.

The carriage drove off amid renewed cheers. The guards
once more closed round Picrce, to re-convey him to his tem-
purnx' imprisonment; but, ere he left the spot, he observed
sa old hag make way through the crowd, and attend on Alley,
who was just recovering from her swoon in the arms of some
female, to whom Mr. B. in his haste had been obliged to con-
sign her. Shea had never before seen this person, but she
looked mean and squalid; and as he wondered how such a
cresturs could presume to exercise over his mistress the com-
mand and officiousness he now saw her evince, remembrance,
bitter remembrance, awoke; Alley's behaviour during their
interview in the glen of Ballyfoile came to his mind; and the
sad thought that she was unworthy of his love checked the ex-
ultation of his revivified spirits, and cast a shade even over the
daylight to which he had {::: been so miraculously restored.
As he lost sight of the place they occupied, Alley withdrew
through the crowd, clinging to the old woman.

But at this moment a new occurrence attracted him. An
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amazing yell, superior to the din of all the other voices that still
kept cheering and huzzaing, came up the street along which
the soldiers conducted their prisoner; a hat was cast into the
air, three times higher than any other hat, and a bare-headed
fallow appeared running at the top g his speed against them,
jumping and capering, and smiting Phe stones with his tremen-
dous alpeen, and terrifying all that beheld him. e pranced
and bellowed like an escaped bedlamite; he pushedeaside, or
shouldered, or knocked himself against every one he met; and
the women of the suburb houses, running to the doors as he
passed, raised their hands and eyes, andrimstily pulled in their
children, Some fun-loving boys, who had at first looked at
him in amazement and misgiving, ventured to join their
“ghilloo” to his, and then set scampering at his heels; the

were soon strengthened by others; and all proceeded towards
the soldiers, the mad fellow leading the way, and the delighted
urchins mimicking, as far asin them lay, his cries and gestures.

They gained the slow-moving body of soldiers, and Pierce
recognised his foster-brother. "Andy made a headlong jump
upon the guards, to reach him; he was at first violently re-
pulsed ; but, at a word of explanation from the prisoner, they
paused a moment, and admitted him. He plunged on Pierce
like a tiger, squeezed him desperately in his gigantic arms, let
him go, dqnce?l round him, yelled again, and again smote the
paving-stones at every bound; then, suddenly darting through
the soniers, raised his voice louder than ever, and galloped off,
ifn a contrary direction, no one knew whither, why, or where-

ore.

But Andy knew very well. He raced, followed by his own
admiring crowd, to the galows-green; made a rush at the
wooden paraphernalia there erected ; in two jostles it was pras-
trate; and he leaped and danced on it, while there was a fresh
shout for him and his achievement. An old man, leaning on
a staff, while he swayed from side to side, not able to support
himself even by its assistance, stood near; feelings not yet
vented had left his face a ghastly blank; he did not weep nor
smile: with one side-wind of his alpeen, Andy Awling struck
the staff many yards away, and 01(;) Ned Shea, deprived of his |
prop, fell to the earth. There was & horse and car near the ‘
old man, just about to be led off;—to this Andy next directed
his attention. As he too rapidly approached, an individual
in a black mask, protected but by a single soldier, and one who
had attentively watched the hero's last movements, jumped
from the car and very wisely ran towards the main body of
the guards. Andy sent an expressive shout after him, and,
inatantly bounding on the vehicle, tore from it & coffin, which
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he flung to the ground, jumped upon again and again, and
soon reduced it to splinters.

The work of destruction done, he instantly retraced his steps,
still at utmost speed, through the town, until he again came u
on their solemn march, with the guards that surrounded his
foster-brother; and here, while he still pounded the paving-
stones and mud around them, splashing the well-whitened
small-cloghes of the tolerant soldiers, who, by their passive-
ness, evinced as much good nature as could be expected from
soldiers—while he flourished the primitive and yet formidable
weapou over their heads, or gaily shouldered it, and walked, an
imitative animal, by their side—and while he bent down his
very back to ““screech,” or shot upward and downward like
tge rod of a steam-engine— Andy occasionally addressed
them— )

¢ Whoo!—chorra-ma-ckree war the sodgers!—whoo! to the
digoul wid the skibbeagh!—long life to the Sassenachs, an’
glory for ever!”

And when they had delivered their charge to the thereby
discontented gaoler—— ‘

“Stay a bit, my darlinsl—ma chorp an diaoul! we must
have a dhrop together, afore wo part!—the best in the town,
an’ your skins full iv id!—Bad end to me, your honour,” ad-
dressing the officer, whom he just then perceived, and whose
face he thought conveyed a doubt as to the intended treat—
“Bad end to me, ypur honour, but themsefs an’ yoursef must
have as mooch an’ as good as ever ye can suck in!—Jlashins an’
lavins! whoo!”

It -was necessary to put him aside at the point of the bayonet,
before they could get rid of his importunity. But Paddy

hnan and two or three of his cast were lookers-on ; and,
“dgtermining to take advantage of Andy's generous mood,
s Joughnan proposed that his companions and himself should
~focept what the churlish red-coats refused. In his moment of
exuberant rejoicing, Andy Awling made no prejudiced caleu-
latious, but pulled them all into the next public-house; and
the eame evening saw the three limbs of the law swearing ds-
sanlt and battery against their entertainer and his alpeen; for
he no sooner got tipsy enough to recollect the kind of persons
with whom he was associated, than his natural antipathy to all
of their tribe returned full e:Em him, and he took the first
favourable opportunity of breaking their pates. Even had the
soldiers accepted .his invitation, he would, most probably, have
treated them just in the same way; for if, from his cradle, a
bailiff of any kind was with him synonymous to & thing made
angd ordained to be pounded whenever and wherever one couid
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meet with it, Andy entertained a like jealousy of red-coats, or
Sussenach soldiers, disliking the colour of the king’s livery as
heartily as the great big turkey-cock at Ned Shea’s barn-
door; and as to a plausible reason or motive for such swelling
hostiiity. no doubt the one could assign it as well and distinctly
as the other.

CHAPTER XXIL

We have detailed the manner in which, & few hours before
Pierce Shea was led out for execution, Crohoore fell into the
hands of Paddy Loughnan, and under the lock and key, bolt
and bar, of Matthew, the grim gnoler. Tt was the very last
day of the assizes, and he was almost immediately arraigned
and tried on the charge of having murdered his master and
mistress, and their poor female servant. All those requisite
as witnesses were in Kilkenny, to be present at the execution
of Shea, and not a moment’s indulgence was thought necessary
towards a wretch who stood accused of crimes so monstrous.
‘The trial rapidly went on; the chain of evidence was conclu-
sive. The fact of his sharpening the bill-hook on the night of
the murder; the quarrel, and the blow given him by his mas-
ter, which, operating on & nature so dark and misanthropic,
seemed the immediate cause for a vengeance that had been
long threatened, or at least indirectly alluded to; the marks
of feet on the litter at the stable-door, exactly corresponding
with the pair of old brogues found after him; the print of
bloody fingers on the hasp, as he went in to steal the horse;
and, finally, the encounter with*him on that horse, as ha
away the daughter of his wretched victims: nothing, exclusifs.’
of tie testimony of an actual witness of the bloody scene,”,
could be more convincing; and Crohoore-na-billhoge stood -,
convicted, to the satisfaction of a crowded and abhorring court,
of a cruel and hideous murder of three human beings. When
the verdict was returned, without the %ury leaving their box,
there even arose a murmur of a{: robation, louder than the
decencies of a court of justice could at any time admit.

He had called no witnesses; he had examined none of those
g:oduoed against him; he had made no shadow of defence ; his

ce, during the trial, had underfione no change; on the con-
trary, 8s the whole terrible detail proceeded, he was observed
.to stare about him with a careless and hardened air; and
Mehawl, or Mickle, whom the reader will please to recollect
as one of his first soquaintances at the wake, and who was
now, netwithstanding all his horror of the crimes committed,
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rather an unwilling witness, made his own shrewd surmises,
whispering to a neighbour, *‘that it was nonsense_from ‘be-
inning to ending; Crohoore-na-billhoge *ud never be hanged,
gekase he had them for his friends that war well able to smap
him from among forty regiments o’ red-coats, in spite o’ their
ets'"

At the moment of his conviction, something like a spasm of
terror whot, however, across the wretch’s uncouth features;
and, as if to hide from all that looked on him the evidence of
that emotion, he bent his head, and rested it on the front of
the dock.

After going over the usual preamble in a mumbling voice,
the clerk of the crown called out, in a rather more distinct
pronunciation, — .

¢¢ Crohoore-na-billhoge, otherwise Cornelius Field, what
have you to say why sentence of death and execution should
not be pronounced upon you?” and a pin might be heard to
drop in the crammed court, as the convicted murderer slowly
raised his head from the edge of the dock, and looking with a
composed eye around him, finally fixed it upon the judge, who,
his little black cap put on, sat ready to pronounce the law's
dread sentence.

All shrank from that cool and assured look, given, as it
was, by a creature of such revolting physiognomy, and who
stood branded with murder of the most appalling kind; a
general drawing in of breath told the general shudder, and
the seated judge himself, as the deep red eye fastened on his,
was scarce a%le to hold the solemn self-command of his
features, For a moment the dwarf did not speak; and, whilst
he remained silent, hasty whispers flew from one to another of
the crowd. ‘

“ What a murderous face he had!—how expressive of his
acts and his nature!”—was the common remark, fearfully
communicated. No spark of pity touched the breast of one
human being that gazed upon him. ~

He opened his large bloodless lips to speak, and the silence
became breathless,

¢ My lord the judge,” he said, in a steady and not unmelo-
dious voice,—it was nature's sole gift to a being she seemed
otherwise to have formed in aversion, and the full, unquailing
tone slowly rolled aver the deep pause—

* My lord the judge, fo on; I stand here to listen to your
sentence: nothing have I to say against it; my time to spake
is not yet come; you will tell me Tmust hang like a dog-upon
the gallows; but—" a grim smile crossed his features—** the
skibbeeah's fingars will never be laid on my neck: do your
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duty, my lord the judge; your words cannot harm me; no
more have I to say.”

Another murmur of astonishment and terror arese; some
there were that trembled, and the great presiding magistrate
himself again felt an impression for which he could not account.
While the criminal stood undaunted and fearless, his whole
appearance in unison with his words, the judge, after some
moments, began to pass sentence. ¢

¢¢ Cornelius Field,” he said, “ you have been found guilty,
by a jury of your country, of a cool and deliberate murder,
and one of a character the most frightful that ever shocked &
court of justice; langun.ﬁe cannot express the enormity of {our
guilt. You have cruelly and savagely taken away the lives
of your benefactors; of those who found you a deserted, help-
less infant; who saved you from the perishing death to which
%ou were left exposed, who nurtured you as their own child,

rought you up in their own house, gave you to drink of their
own cup, to eat of their own bread, and to sit at their own
fireside.”

At this part of the address, tears started into the convict's
eyes, and the hectic struggle of some great and overpowering
emotion warped his disagreeable features ; he brushed the tears
away with one hand, bent his head on the other, and, when
he again looked up, his face was calm as before. The judge
continued—

¢ You have deluged with blood the hearth that so long
cheered you,—and with the blood of your generous protectors;
and for all kindnesses and charities received you have brought
down woe in every shape on their happy and hospitable roof.
For it also appears, and in the crime you further stand con-
victed, that you have torn from that home drenched in her
grents' blood, the miserable and only child of your victims.

my long experience of the horrors of a court of justice, no
such criminal as you has ever stood before me; you are out

+of the pale of men; human pature shudders to behold you.
Prepare for a terrible and prompt reckoning. But, before I
proceed to pass upon you the sentence of the law, I would, for
your soul's sake, earnestly advise you to offer to an outraged
God, and a detesting world, by restoring—if she yet lives—
the probably ruined creature you have carried off, the only
slight propitiation it is in your power now to make.”

I will restore her,” interrupted the culprit, slowly and
deliberately.

Do so; and Heaven give you the grace to keep that ex-
pressed resolution during the very short space of titne allotted
you on this earth! The sentenoé of the court is, that you be
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taken from the place where you stand, to the place whenos

you came, and in onc hour
¢“In one hour!” again interrupted the wretch, at Jast eom.
pletely thrown off his guard, and clasping his hands in evident
terror 2nd confusion—** In one hour, my lord judge!—oh, be
more merciful|—I can do nothing in one short hour!—I cannot
ke? my promise!”
pCrson, who leaned against the lower part of the side of
the dock, here turned his face half round to observe the pri-
soner, and Crohoore, suddenly chan{n% his manner, darted
his body over the barrier, and, with the ferocity and certainty
of a wild beast, clutched him by the breast: and,—*¢ Help,
help! give help here!” he roared. The court became a scene
of confusion:—*¢ He will murder the man!” was the universal

cry.

“The judge called loudly on the sheriff to quell the tumult,
and restrain the maniac violence of the desperate culprit, ere
mischief could be done; and that officer, not being himself a
very athletic, courageous, or active person, ran to collect the
force in attendance. Matthew, the gaoler, who occupied his
usual place on the barrier, between the outer and inner docks,
strove, with all his might, to' tear away the hands of the dwarf
from the breast of the perden he held; but the gripe was kept
with almost superhuman force. The man himself, a powerful
and athletic figure, exerted his strength to the utmost. At
first he pushetf with his arms against the side of the dock, and
swung out from his cantor ; then he was seen to snatch a pistol
from iis bosom, and, ere hinderance could be offered, he fired
it in Crohoore’s face ; but, from their struggling, the shot took
no effect, glancing upward, fortunately for the spectators,
also, and striking near the ceiling of the court-house. Then
Crohoore redoubled his efforts. Hitherto he had stood on a
form, placed in the dock to elevate him sufficiently before tho
eyes of the court; from this he jumped into the body of the
dock; there, still holding firmly to his man, he flung himself
down; and, by the hanging weight of his body, unwittingly
assisted, indeed, by Matthew's continued tuggings, as well as
by the amazing power of his own arms, actually succeeded in
dng{ing over the wooden bar the object of his unaccountable
hostality.

Both rolled on the ground within the dock, and a dreadful
scuffle went on between them. The man fastened his hands
on Crohoore’s throat, and the dwarf was nearly suffocated.
Again he eried out for belp ; and——

“Ho! ho!” he continued, half choking,—* my lord the
judge, give yous orders to saze upon this man—1I'l] have more
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the sheriff, who had just re-entered with his force; *here 18
your warrant for the apprehension of that man ; as a magistrate
of your county, I commit him to your charge.” °

¢Thanks to your honour,” said Crohoore, loosing hi® grasp,
when he saw his antagonist secured by other hands; ¢ I give
your noble honour thanks from my heart ; I knew you'd be in
time to stand my friend ;” and he lightly bounded to the form,
upon which he had formerly stood, at front of the dock.

“My lord,” continued ilr. B. addressing the judge, to
whom he was personally known,  accident has this morning
put into my hands one of the real perpetrators of the murder
with which the person at the bar stands charged, and of which
he is convicted; but, my lord, he is as innocent as I am: the
man he has himself just seized, and whom I have now arrested,
is one of;] the true murderers; the other I have spoken of as

50.”

A burst of astonishment and incredulity escaped all the
hearers, as Mr. B. passed to the bench to converse with the
judge; and, while one neighbour whispered his doubts or
wonder to the other, the other might be seen smartly turning
his head, compressing his brow, and throwing all his wisdom
into his look, as in brief speech be asserted, what he knew in
his heart to be untrue, that, all along, he had expected some-
thing of the kind; and every one evinced sympathetic senti-
ments of surprise, caution, or assent, by upraised hands and
quick shakings of the head, while the rapid comment flew
around in different directions. ‘¢ It bates Banagher,” eaid
one, meaning to express his surprise or consternation ;—** Tut
—it can never be;—look at him,” observed others, who per-
sisted in_their skill in physiognomy ;—** Faith, afther all,”
w the most credulous or cheritable, “he's as ugly as
sin, but handsome is that handsome does; let us see the rest
of it;” and then each made the most of the place in which he
L;:gpened to be stuck; and bodies were protruded, and necks

noddles forward, mouths opened wide, eyes and
ears distended and pricked up, and a vast quantity of idle
breath held in, to see, hear, and, if possible, understand, the
wondrous sequel that, by their own calculation, wes fmume.
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suffer. He stood, surrounded by the sh
ample outside coat, of which the standing séllafs¢

his ears, and was clusped with a hook-and-eye gyer i lower
part of his features; a large black patch cowered one of his
eyes; and a black silk handkerchief, as if applied to-an ailing
part, extended along one side of his face; while his hat, of
unusual‘dimensious in the leaf, and which he had hastily put
on in the scuffle, slouched down so far as scarcely to leave a
trace of feature visible.

‘“ Take off his outside coat from the ﬁrisoner," said the
judge, pausing®in his conversation with Mr. B. His com-
mands were obeyed; and the handles of two large pistols,
exclusive of that discharged at Crohoore, and which he had
drogped were seen projecting from the bosom of his inner
garb.

¢ Remove his hat, and the patch and handkerchief from his
face,” the judge continued. This, too, was done; and the
guilt-stricken countenance of the real murderer was that of
our old acquaintance, Rhia Doran.

Here was fresh occasion for the wildest wonder, as Doran’s
person had been previously well known by most of the lookers-
on, of town and country; and, after a new buzz, the crowd
once more prepared themselves to witness a grand explanation
of the whole muysterious case. But their curiosity was doomed
to disappointment. As matter of form, the judge p:
to pass sentence of death on Crohoore, who was then conveyed
to the diingeons underneath; and Dorau also experienced the
tender care of the gaoler.

CHAPTER XXII.

Inzo the domestic sitting apartment of the trustworthy gaoler
we have naxs to introduce our reader ; and before we comma-
nicate thé wished-for eclaircissement that there oocurred, it
pble 0 describe the place itself.
¥moky walls were decorated —without any view to uni-
reath ition, for some of them hung upside down—with
assizes notices, “‘last dying words and
ot xlcdazs, ntereparoodwidh many ponaros Loy, poled
with many po: s, poli

m constant use—not rusty, as chyPnsed to be in thé ol
romances. A large owmbrous clock, without an hour-hand,
furnished one carner, its drowsy and laborioys tick, tiek, like
the heavy breathings of an ssthmatic man, indieating the loads
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of dust and oil that clogged its lungs ; and in the diagonal corner
stood an fmmense old carved cupboard, inlaid and japanned,
and fretted and filagreed out of all meaning or purpose. The
rest of the furniture consisted of a huge oak table, with falling
leaves two inches thick, and stout turned legs, terminating in
sprawling claws of tiger, lion, or any other beast the fancy
might suggest; and four or five massive chairs of different
shape and material, some oak, some ash, picked uf) here and
there, as chance threw them in the way; the whole set com-
manded by an amazing two-armed superior, of roughest work-
manship, which, from its weight, was never stirred out of the
snug corner by the fire ; the seat hollowed into two distinct
concavities, to receive the two fut thighs of the fat Matthew.

In speaking of this chair, we have been induced to say it
commanded, or seemed to command, the others, from a simili.
tude that has since occurred to us, when we beheld the scarleted
and embroidered bravery of the city in which our tale finishes,
what time public danger threatened the state, and the ful
followers of trade assumed the martial costume, and left the
quiet entrenchment of the counter to shoulder ¢‘those vile
guns.” They were drilled by a bluff, portly man, transcend-
ent over the rest in size of paunch and weight of flesh, who
would try to bring the worg of command to the dull capacity
of the ** transmogrified” traders by showing that, at the ‘‘pre-
sent arms!” ‘‘the lock of the musket should just touech the
waistband of the breeches.” Such as this commander, by &
peculiar association in our minds, was the vast two-armed
chair, aad such as the soldier merchants were its awkward
squad, strewn about Matthew's apartment.

In Matthew’s apartment, bowever, such as it is, are now
assembled the persons whom, we flatter ourselves, the reader
is disposed to follow anywhere, that he may witness the inves-
tigation in which they are engaged.

They consist of Mr. B. aided by two other county magis-
trates; the hitherto formidable Crohoore; Pi ea-—the
rescued Pierce Shea; Rhia Doran, well and hand-
cuffed; his acquaintance, Tim Lyndop, also attendeds fhee-
mun Croonawnee, whom Mr, B.’s servant failed 1o secut, but
who, nevertheless, now camo at call ; Andy Awling, as Pievee's
shadow, and the gaoler himself (being master of the house, he
¢ould not with decency be excluded, although we have no im
mediate concern with the man); and & low female zure.
clothed in a faded and tattered crimson cloak, the gathered
hood'hanging over her head and face, and covering whutdwer
other drapery she wore. L i

~%Now, gentlemen,” begah Mr. B, addressing his brothey
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mazistrates, and handing a paper; “‘have the goodness first to
read that deposition: *tis Miss Lovett's, and of much impor
tance.” ‘

They did so. Mr. B. then stepped to the door, and re-
tarned, leading in the lady and her father.

“Is that yonr signature, Miss Lovott?” asked one of the
magistrates, showing the deposition, R

Tt s my signature,” answered the graceful and beautiful
deponent.

** Huve you read the contents of this affidavit, and are they
true?”

“They are;" and Miss Lovett swore to their truth.

Mr. B. led her towards Rhia Doraun, and demanded, “Is
that the man?”

“That is the man," said the young lady, and with her father
left the room.

* By this evidence, then,” resumed Mr, B. ¢the taller of
the prisoners stands clearly accused of having led the ﬂug of
ioblwrs who, only a few nights ago, plundered Mr, Lovett's

ouse.”

“The plate I have rhown you, gentlemen, and part of
which, by the crest and cyphers upon it, is proved to bave been
carried off in that robbery, I found in the ession of the
other prisoner; and he, therefore, also stands charged as an
accomplice.  Let us now trace their common connexion with
a more horrible outrage.  Gaoler, remove out of hearing, into
soparate places, the two prisoners and the mendicant.”

ran, Lyndop, and Sheemun, were accordingly led out,
and the door closed.

«*Crohoore,” Mr. B. continued, **go on with the éxplanation
we are all anxious to hear.” :

* Will your honour gi' e my own way?”

“Yes: proceed.”

**Coms forward, Dory Shea, the sister of Ned Shea, and
the aunt afiffiorce Shes, who is to the fore ; come forward an’
firet tell fn'Whe fuce o theso good’ gentlemen, an’ o' your own
nophew, d what 1 am;” and the speaker clevated his
low its utmost height, and a smile of pride and
trinmph gave & new and not unpleasing expression to his ge-
nerslly mpeltingfmum.udfeliulo,nmped hag totteved
from the background at his word.

*The name you got when the soggarth christened you,. she

in a shrill piercing voice, the same that had grated on,

Alley’s ear ths aight of her abduction,—*The name you gnt
when the soggarth christened you was Anthony Doaling; apd
the mu Tony Dooling was your father, an’ the mar.
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thered Canth Dooling was your own mother. I am ould, an'
I am witbered, an' T am sinful,” she continucd, flinging the
liood of the cloak from her hiead, and pushing tack the maited
white locks that fell about her wrinkled fuce, while a spark of
more than age's usual intellizence lit her dark eye—but I
was once {Soung. an’ blooming. an’ happy ; ay, Dora Shea was
once the delicht of many an vye, an' the ache of many a heart,
till she left the joy of her father's roof to wandher tho world
wid a bezgar; then suflerins an’ sin soon changed me, an’ when
I prayed charity from my father, wid henvy sthrokes he druy’
me from his door, an’ didn’t know his daughter,

“When this craturc saw the light,” she continued, turning
to Crohoore, ‘I came a-beggin® to his fathe='s house; my own
child died in my arms unfher Tony Dooling’s roof; 1 tuck
him from the cradle, and put the stifl’ could infunt in his stend ;
the father thought his son died, and Caunth Dooling dhropt
mother's tears over him.  Afther some littlo time I gave over
the shoolin’ life ; my husband, Gorudhe Donohoe, the boechoch,
went to live among the hilla, where, fast by his eabin-door, he
had a way into the ould hidin"-place in the rath, an' people
called him Shecum-na-Sheeog; I didn't want ‘Tony Dooling's
boy to help me beggin’, any more, an’ T left him where his
;‘.;tll;%r found him.” ~Here the screaming voice of Dora Shea
niled.

“*You have more to tell, a.roon,” said Crohoore.

*“Yes, I bave; an' I will tellit. It was many years afore
the murther that young Anthony Dooling, now fornent ye,
eame wid his gun among the hills, an’ sthrollin’ into my calwn,
found ont the suicret o' Gorodhe Donohoe’s place in the gréen
rath; an’ to kecp him silent, for he was & hearty boy, not
afeard o’ the fairies, nor to be imposed upon like the others,
I tould him—God forgi' me all my long sins!—1 tould him he
was my own ron; an’ ] reminded iim of a mark upon his body
no one but himsell or a mother ought to know; it wus plain
to me he never wished to sce sich a mother, bat 1 found him
good an® dutiful, like a son, from that day out: be never
knew the truth of his real birth, till the night hé brought his
own sisther Alley to my cabin, an’ then, wishin®to save him
from & sin I now know he never intended, I whispered in his
car, the minute they came together afore me, the words that
gave him all the knowledge.”

**Ay,"” sail Crohoore, interrupting the narrator, “I wan
then'tould I had a father I could be proud of, an’ a mother I
could love, an’ I knew lay murthered that very might,
All my life I was a poor friendless crature, the thing to be
jeered at, an’ throd upon, and abused by everybody; au’ the
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words o' my mouth grew rough and passionate, but meant
nothin’; my heart was only desolate, an’ dark, an’ scalded ; it
loved none, because none would let it love 'em; but it never
had malice against a livin’ thing:—an’ I was tould T had a
father, but he was gone; I was tould I had & mother—she was
gone, too. Oh! I thought the heart in my body would burst
that night I"—the tears ran down His cheeks, and sobs rent his
bosom.®

“An’ now,” said he, when he had gained some degree of
cqn;lposure, I must tell your honours all I know about that
night.

% On that night—that bloody night—T stole ont, afther the
fumily rosted in their beds, as I had often done afore, not to g0
wid the good people, as the charitable bodies said o' me, but I
wont to set snares for rabbits, to give my ould mother; as I
then thought her. I had a lanthern in my hand. Returnin’
nigh to home, I bard a screech from the house: I said to my-
self it was odd, but I walked on. I found the house open; I
found the murther done; I lifted the ould man’s corpse, an’
my hands were bloody ; I didn’t know I was lookin' at my
dead father then. I went through the house an’ found that
Alley Doolin’ was gone ;—Alley Doolin’—the only one in the
world that ever was poor Crohoore’s friend, bekase her nature
was as sweet as herself was comely. 1 tuck the best horse; I
stayed not for a saddle; I guessed the way the murtherers
went, by the screechin’ that still I hard; an’ I dashed across
the counthry, to be on, the turn o' the road afore 'em. The
moon was bright; I tied the horse undher the shade o’ a fence ;
an' I stood on the fence, where a bush gave me a sure hiding-
place. While I waited there, an ould man, Sheemun Croon-
awnee, the bocchoch, came to me, by a cross-cut in the fields,
on his way to Garodhe Donohoe's rath, an’ I beckonced to him,
an’ made him stand to watch along wid me. 'We spoke never
a word. The villians soon druv up, I had only a large stone
in my #andj I knew Doran; I minded no other, because he
hsd Aley on the horse afore him; I aimed my blow well; he
tumbled on the road; Sheemun and I jumped out, an’ they
speeded awnﬂewidout their plunder.

«I put Alley on the horse, senseless, and turned my face,
Sheemun near us, but out o’ sight, to her bloody home, She
came to herself, knew me, an’ called me her destroyer, prayin’
ame to restore her to her father. In a minute I saw how the
case was; Alley never seen who carried her off: the bandagp
was on her eyes till I removed it; now she thought I was the
mans I foared to be called a murtherer; evarything was
against me I feared to be made sufter for the deeds of H
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T had no friend to stand by me—not a human creature
to believe the ugly shingauwn innocent. So 1 made up my
mind to take Alley away, to hide her, to bear the charge; an’
in secret wid ould Sheemun, who, for all his shaolin' thrade,
I found loyal, to work heaven an’ carth until we made off
the only man that could fasten the crime upon the thrue

rson: I mane the person who rode by the sidc g' Rhia

oran, that night, and whose face we saw well enough never
to forget it.

“T joined myself to the hocchoche; I paid 'em high; Tmade
Alley sure, by other tokens than what ould Dora Shea has
tould your honours,that I was her born brother, an’ I acted by
her like a brother: she told me where I'd get money hid in
her father's house, that Doran and his man did not come upon ;
an’ I visited the spot red wid their blood, to bring away the
manes o' revengin’ the death o' my father an’ mother: that
was the night o’ the wake. T followed Doran’s thrack to find
the man T wanted along wid him. Doran was a robher: T
paid Sheemun an’ another to come round him; they done their
husiness well, an’ brought me word of all his doin’s; but, tho’
they an’ T watched him an’ watched him, we could not for
many a long day find that man in’ his company.”

“By the book, an’ it was hard for you,” interrapted
Matthew, who had returned alone, * when I had the lad
i;: the stone jug, till he was let out, the fair-day of Kil-

enny.”

“Xn’ it was on that very day,” resumed Crohoore, ‘“that
my spy saw Doran an’ himself together; an’ I came to take a
look at 'em, but they were gone. This mornin’ arly hé saw
them agin on the sthreets in this town, wid the knowledge
that Lyndop was to be on the road to Dublin, to sell what
was in his wallet; an’ Sheemun gn' myself were to thrack
'em, on two good horscs, whichever way they went, in com-
pany or alone; an’ I only came, like a cripple in a cart, to
meet ould Ned Shea comin’ out o' the jail, an’ to e the
word o’ comfort to him, bekase I knew his son would not dic;
but I was taken there.”

‘“Are you sure of the face and person of the man you saw
with Doran, on the night of the murder ?” asked Mr. B.

*¢ As sure as of any face an’ man I now sec fornent me; he
was in the room just now.”

Mr. B. whispered Matthew, who again withdrew, return-
ing with at least a dozen ill-looking fe?fown about him.

“Is he in the room at present?” asked a magistrate.

Croboote took only one keen survey of the group, and im.
mediately identified the butcher.
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“Call in the mendicant; and you, Crohocre, do not now
speak a word.”

Sheemun made Lis appearance, and in clear answers to a
raking cross-examination corroborated Crohoore's statcments
in the minutest, particular, and then, being desired to look at
the crowd under Matthew's direction, also identificd, without
hesitation, the skulking Tim Lyndop. .

¢ So%far, gentlemen, our evidence seems connected and con-
sistent,” Mr. B. went on, to the magistrates; “but perhaps
you have wisely said. that on the c'fn:lrg(-s of Crohoorc and
the mendicant alone, however they support each other, some
question of doubt may avise: if however, we arc able to sup-
port the character of this extraordinary Crohoore in more than
one instance, and by the mouth of more than one person with
whoimn he could have held no collusion, that, I presume, will
enhance his and old Shcemun’s testimony, so long as both agree
as they now do.”

The magistrates assented; and Mr. B. produced another
deposition from Miss Lovett, which set forth that, under the
following circumstances, she owed her life and honour to Cro-
hoore:—On the night of the attack on her father's house, the
leader of the gang, Doran, after having rifled the other apart-
ments, entered her chamber and laid ruffian hands upon her;
she screamed and struggled for some time in vain; until at
last & body of servants, led on by Crohoore, rushed in and
saved ber, the villain escaping through an open window: he
wore & mask, but it fell from him in the shocking struggle,
and Miss Lovett was therefore enabled to swear positively, as
in her previous affidavit she had done, to his fuce, the ghastly
wound on his jaw rendering it peculiarly remarkable.

Herc Pierce Shea could not but recollect the prophecy he
had hazarded when he infligged the wound—*¢that, under God,
it would one day help to hang him.”

The cvidence of a servant, now called in, supported that of
Miss Lovett, The man declared that, when the robbers came
to his master’s house, they surprised and immediately bound
himself and his fellow-servants, and locked them up in & room,
while they proceeded to rifle the premises; that, while they
Iay in that state, a strange man suddenly entered a window at
the back of the house, cut the cords that bound them, and led
them to rescuo their young mistress; and that man he recog-
nised in Crohoore.

“Yes,” said Sheemun, “the night of Mr. Lovett's roh-
bery, Crohoore an' mysef, guided by the Lord, were close at
the heels o’ the gang, on our own business; we hard the lady
erhroachin'. an he left me, like & bounld fellow, to save her.”
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*This is almost conclusive,” said the magistrates.”

¢ And it is most remarkable,” rejoned Mr. B. “that of
leading this very gang, to whose career he scems ¢o have

roved fatal, this very poor man, Crohoore was long suspected

, myself, believed the conjectures of the county magistrates
to that effect; and when he brought me, to Dublin, gthe letter
from Miss Lovett, that, along with the request to savg the life
of my young tenant, Shea, contained the first intimation of his
own good services; and when, at his departure from my door,
T got a glimpse of his face, which I had often before seen in
the coudtry, my immediate impulse, notwithstanding the re-
commendation of him T had received, was to arest Crohoore
as a robber, and, indeed, also recollecting the other horrible
charge against the friendless ereature, as a murderer, too.”

During this speech, Picrce Shea felt the strongest emotions
of surprise, and only waited till it was done to ask Mr. D.—
¢« Was Crohoore the bearer of the letter that saved my life,
sir?”

“IIo was, indeed,” replicd Mr. B.—*Miss Lovett pressed

upon me, as the only return he would take for this important
service, and therefore as the only proof of gratitude she could
evince, my immediate interference on your behalf; more than
that, her letter gave the heads of the extenuating circum.
stances under which you had been seduced, I may say, into
‘Whitchoyism, and Crohoore himsclf left an authentic paper of
the proceedings of those unfortunate men on the night of your
inauguration, that explained the lady® rapid allusions.”
L hen, Crohoore,” samid Pierce Shea, advancing to him,
‘*you bave twice preserved my existence;” and he wrung his
hand, gratefully and warmly. The tears ran down poor Cro-
hoore's checks as he answercd,—

¢Yes, Pierce; I knew that the man who sthruck your palm
in friendship was your bethrayer. I knew all his plans: be
put a fellow upon shooting you; this failed, because I was
near; an’ then he made you a Whiteboy, an’ brought the same
fellow to hang you for it; an’ that very man set you for the
soldiers at your father's house.”

“A third time, then, I'm your eternal debtor!”—DPierce
again took his hands.

“Say no more of it, a-vich,” replied Crohoore, in a broken
-'voice—*‘say no more; anything I done was too little for this;

too little to sec myself, at last, spoken kindly to by a fellow-
" ¢raturc: oh, this 1s a great day1”
" The magistrates had been privately consulting during this
" ¢xplanation: Mr. B. again spoke aloud :—

+ “That the accused man hus acted as be declares he has
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towards the young woman, I shall soon make nppear. First,
let pe add to all the previous cvidence of the commission of
the murder by Doran and Lyndop this decisive proof,” and
Mr. B. referring to the butcher's sack, produced the handle
half of a large tuble-spoou and two tes or dessert spoons
entire j—*I discovered them,” continued Mr. B. “when, at
my loisure, I went attentively through the different articles
oly pluntier ;—your worships will perceive on these spoons the
initials A. C. ﬁ.__Ant.hony and é:fthcrinc Dooling—the first
letters of the names of the murdered parties from whose house
they were stolen. Examine them, and now attend to their
farther identification.”

Ie withdrew, and came back with Alley Dooling by the
hand. She was sworn, and positively deposed that the two
smaller spoons had been her father's gropcrty. Mr. B. seated
her near him, and Alley never turned her eyes around.

*Your honour’s sarvant has just come in wid the ould bird,
hot from the nest,” here observed Matthew.

““Has he!”—cried Mr. B. with vivacity, and not at a loss
to understand the gaoler's slang—“that tells well; he would
not bring the old gentleman for nothing ; call him in.”

Pat appeared, attended by two baronial constables. They
stated that they had gone, with some military assisting, to old
Doran’s house, searched it closely, *“and along with other nice
little things, your hononr,” continued Pat, “surc we found
this, that one o' the men thought he knew.” He drew from
his pocket a large watch; Alley screamed when she saw it ; it
was her father's; Pierce also identified it. ¢“If we wanted
any further proof,” said Mr. B. ‘“this, then, supplies it.”
The magistrates instantly assented, and their clerk began to
moke out a committal for the two Dorans and their filthy
friend.

« And one point more seems necessary for my poor protege,
Crohoore,” continued Mr. B. ¢“You are sworn, Miss Dooling ;
)lease to give an account of this man's conduct towards you
In your concealment.”

¢TIt was the conduct of the brother he proved himself to be,”
answered Alley; ¢‘all the comfort he could procure me in the
secret place, where, along with my unfortunate old sunt and -
her husband, I remained, Crohoore kindly provided. Seldom
indeed, did he visit us; but I knew he was out in danger for
my welfaro; I knew, in fact, that Doran, for his own purposes,
still tried to get me into his power; and I was content to stay
where I was, under his protection, until better days might
come for me—and others;” at her last words, Alley's eye
turned to Pierce Shea.
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«I presume, gentlemen, 1 shall now have your co-operation
in forwarding to government such a vindication of this very
surprising man as shall induce an immediate rescinding of the
unmerited sentence passed upon him?” asked Mr. B. Hig
brother magistrates expressed their great willingness and
anxiety to make the necessary statement ; and once more the
gentlemen cenversed in secret, as Pierce Shea, recovering from
a sudden convulsion of new and joyful feelings, that during
Alley’s answer had crowded round his heart, aavnnced to her,
exclaiming,

“Great God! how have I been every way imposed upon!—
Alley, answer me one question ; why did you refuse to accoin
pany me from the glen of Ballyfoile ?”

“Becansc, Pierce, on that very night, we had information
that Doran, while he planned yonr arrest, was more busy than
cver on the search for me, and I liad no sure refuge but the
place T came from to meet you.”

“But why way T assailed by those men?”

¢t Sheemun will tell you that,” said Crohoore.

“Musha, God forgi’ me my sins, I can, sure enough, in
regatd I was one o' them myself, an’ Shaun-law-thcaum
another, an’ poor Ristharde Boccoch, an Padre Keaoch, along
wid us; an’ after Shaun gave him the warning at the fair, may
I never dic in sin but we just wanted to have him out o’
Doran's way, till Doran hiwself was put up safe.”

«An’ now, Pierce Shea, friend of my father, is your mind
at rest?” asked Crohoore.

It is indeed,” answered Shea; *hut I have wronged poor
Alley beyond forgiveness.”

«Never say that,” resumed Crohoore; ¢since we hid our
plans from you, as we thought you too hot to be guided by em,
or to keep ‘em close, no wondher you had your own thoughts
about us ;—but we never changed from you: here Pierce, ma-
bouchal, take her from her poor brother’s hand, as good a col-
leen as the sun ever shone upon; an’ as you can't have the
father's blessin”—his voice again failed—* take mine.”

The young couple were in cach other’s arms; and, at the
moment, all the persons assembled started round at a sudden
whoop, uttered from a corner by no other than Andy Awling,
who, when Mr. B. rather sharply inquired the cause of this
undecent interruption, thus explained :—

“ We ax your honour's ten thousand pardons, but it's a
fashion we have in screechin’ that-a-way, when we're glad, or
sorry, or mad, or a thing o’ the kind; an’ by the holy an’
blessed chair in my hand, my heart is as big as a house; for,
barrin’ all we see an’ hear at present, there’s a crature at home
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in Clarah "ill be as glad as mysef; one that’s wiilin’ to be mar.
ried to,a body that I know;” and Andy walked once more
temporately to his friends.

+Masther Crohoore,” scraping respectfully, *“maybe you'd
tell o body n matther or two, that he'd be very glad to know?”

* Anything, Andy, an’ welcome,”

“Wi id cnly a morya iv « thigha® we seen one night in the
ould castle among the ﬁills?"

It wus mysell,” interrupted old Dora Shea; ¢some people
war bringin' sthray cattle to_Gorodhe Douohoe's hidin’-hole,
an’ bekase Alley was wid us, T went out to warn ‘em away s
an’ when I saw ye goin’ into the ould castle, wid guns in your
hands, T knew ye war afther Croboore; so while you lay
ilasleep, I poured wather in the guns to keep ‘em from doin’

arm.’

*“Then, little wondher we din't hit him across the sthrame,”
said Andy musing—*bud, Crohoore, a-vich, the time 1 shot
you in the head, outside o' the eave—what's the raison you
warn't kilt dead, then, at any rate?”

“Oh, that's a story to be tould, Andy; an’ some long win-
ther's night, when our griefs an’ our throubles are past hy—
when Pierce is married to Alley, an’ when Bridge Chree has
your own legs spansclled, Andy—we'll tell it all over, round
the fire, plaise God.”

_' A pretonded ghost,

END OF CROUNOORE OF TrHE BILL-NOUK.
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THE FETCHES.

INTRODUCTION.

LETIER FROM MEL ABEL O'HARA TO Mit. BARNLS O'IIARA,
GRAY'S INN, LONDON.

Inmsmore, December 4, 1824,

My pEar Barnes,—At last T send you, by a carcful friend,
my long-promised contribution to our series of Irish tales;
having nothing to say in excuse for my remaining so long
behind-hand with it, but that I could not by possibility finish
sooner. I am at a loss, indecd, to account for my slowness
in composition, when I hear of other folk throwing oft their
twenty or thirty pages of an evening ; as Richard, for instance,
hoasts he did with his Crohoore-na-billhoge, and as he says
you have done with your John Doe. The five hours each
day and night for which you stipulatede and which I agreed
to, I have faithfully spent in my study ; but not to impose on
you, I further admit that scarcely more than one hour out of the
five was employed in actual writing. I do not know how it
is; my general plans and notions come well enough, but the
misery lies in torturing my brain to divide them into a euc-
cession of incidents and situations. If you had scen me at
work, and if your old vivacity has not forsaken you, you would
bave Jaughed heartily. T often laughed myself, when I canght
in a looking-glass that sometimes stood on the table the pinched
and hard-pressed expression of my naturally sharp visage, and
when I called to mind that, for the hour before, I bad been
leaning back in my old leather-bottomed arm-chair, uncopsci-
ously regarding every accidental spot or stain on the ceiling,
and biting and nibbling away till *‘my onld pen was worn to
the gristle.” Ieaven send something has at last come of all
this%u’deous labour!

I have not adopted for my tale any of the popular super-
stitions you recommended, although you gave me my thoice
of ““the good people, or of our peculiar fraternity of ghosts,
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or of our still more eccentric sisterhood of witches.” _You will
perceive T have taken leave to decline all these subjects, in
preference to one you had overlooked: I mean the Fetch
superstition, so prevalent in this part of Ireland. Yet I did
not reject the others merely on account of my liking for this
one, but as much because I despaired of giving to any of them
the effect of which I feel they are individually susceptible,
and, indeed, which the greatest men have tried and failed to
give them ; and how could I dare, Ly using other means than
those great men had used, attempt my own contemplated and
and different result?

You will ask what I mean by this half modest half-impudent
theory, and you will also call on me to yield better satisfaction
for my breach of your sovercign commands. I obey, on con-
dition of your extending to me your fraternal indulgence; it
is already granted, I know; and here, then, you may peruse
illl detail my chief reasons, or whims, as pzrhaps you will call
them,

The cfforts of litemry men, even of the highest class, to
embody national superstitions, to give them action and scene,
have, to me, almost always scemed in a degree abortive. They
do not come up to my own preconceived notion of the legend
deposited, IHeaven knows when or how, in my own mind; of
the immaterial actor, or the fairy ground from which such
pictures profess to be drawn.

They do not, in spite of myself, chill and awe me like the
authentic prepossessiois of childhood.

On the pages of the *Fairy Queen, "or of the * Midsummer
Night's Dream,” Mab is a different personage from the creature
of my established superstition: in fact, I can scarcely separate
her from the mere palpable dramatis persone with whom
Spenser or Shakspeare has surrounded her. Her limbs are
not less corporeal, her language is not more intelligent, her
motion is not lighter. T am obliged to look on her body, face,
and features; she smiles or frowns, laughs or weeps, like any
every-day little lady of my acquaintance.  The worthy Bottom,
with his bewitched head resting on her real lap, is net a
move real individual: nay, the * Welsh Fairy” at Heron's Ouk,
who-could not, the moment he opened his mouth, deceive even
the conscience-smitten Jack Falstafl, represents her as well as
she represents my intellectual Mab or Titania. And this I
may call disagreeable—distressing to me: the misty quietnéss
of my early dream is by it broken up; the visionary weavings of
my braip, from which I own I have derived pleasurs, and
which, perhaps, most of us love to enjoy in the twilight of'the
closet, or in a sequesterell situation—all are brushed avay

\
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2nd I ouly sce a well-drawn academic group, indifferent to me
from the very correctness of their outline, the symmetry of
their proportions, and the common reality of their eaistence.
Ghosts appear to me to have been, if possible, worse treated;
I ought to say they have been well drawn, and that would
convey all my objection: for I believe they should never have
heen delincated, I believe the failure to have risen® from the
cffort to give us fixed ideas of them. We do not wiat those
fixed ideas—I, at least, do not: on the contrary, they are
preeisely the things to destroy the only true notion I can have
of ghosts. For instance, what downright-alive creatures Zncas
and Telemachus meet under ground—for it is only under
ground—the identical men, using the same feet umi’ hands,
with whom they had before held intercourse, dined and supped,
in the world! Why, this is but sailing to Van Diemen's Land,
or, at bost, descending into & mine to visit an old acquaintance.
As to stage ghosts, they are my laughter. “Enter the ghost
of Banquo !"—the very sound of the words unghosts the third-
rate actor before he comes in.  In fact, since the first existence
of the litcrary world, and throughout its whole range, it has
only thrice been visited by your true legitimate spectre.  One
appeared to Eliphaz the comforter, in the land of Uz; the
sceond, to the mad author of Ossian’s poems; and the third is
the Bodach-Glas of poor Vich Ian Vhor. You will imme-
diately recollect each of these, therefore I need not quote an
of them ; but I must call on you to observe, that all are fasci-
nating and sublime, because they are sketches only, loose and
general as our own nursery ideas of what such beings are and
ought to be. Inthem person or materiality is not even in-
dicated; they exist wo know not how: they come and go, we
know not whence or whither; they are and they are not.
Although the depicting of witches does not require the same
beautiful indistinctness of execution, and although we do not
contemplatc them as immaterial creatures, yetT have been
also inconvenienced by the violence donc on my primitive
notion of witches. I cannot, perhaps, readily express the
reason why; but let me endeavour to illustrate. Otway's
famous witch only disgusts—she does not control or agitate me:
ehe is a feeble, squalid old woman to whom I could fearlessly
walk up, in the most selfish solitude, and give an alms.
Macheth, too, scems to me a silly person to be at first so much
moved by his weird sisters: they are mere animals, and of
the very poorest class of animals; one could coolly hand them
aver to the parish beadle and see them put to ard Jnbour.
..jBut this I could not do with the weird sisterhood of my own
. imagination, whom, though they wear a fashion of the human
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form, T have been taught to regard as possessing a portion ot
superhuman spirit and existence; and while wandering in silent,
deserted places, among the cowering loneliness of deep hills
and forests, T confess I have often folt that I should have in-
stinctively shrunk from the sudden vision of an ancient gentle-
woman, ‘ aped, featured, and habited, out of the picture gallery
and wardrobe of my childish prejudices, which, after all, give
the only sovercign impressions of supernatural appearances
and agents that it is the poet's business to copy and reproduce
before us.

With those views T declined, for that time at least, your
suggestioh to mould out of ghost, fairy, or witch, my Irish tale;
because, as I before said, I would not presume to try, with
any one of them, for an effect different from the effects already
relied on by great and immortal hands, and, still worse for me,
decepted by the world; and to imitate where I disapproved
seemed only a cold and repulsive task. But this leads me to
the more direct object of my lettor, as I rather write to acquaint
you, my dear Barnes, of some circnmstances that, while I wa-
vercd and was uncasy for a new subject, caused me to select
that which is at length before you.

I was sauntering in hot sammer weather by a little stream
that now scarcely strayed over its deep and.rocky bed, often
obliged to glance and twine round some large stone or the
trunk of a Fsﬂen tree, as if exerting & kind of animated in-
genuity to escape and pursue its course. It ran through a
valley, receding in almost uniform perspective as far as the
eye could reach, and shut up at its extremity by a lofty hill,
sweeping divectly across it. The sides of the valley bore no
traces of cultivation. Briers and furze scantily clothed them,
while here and there a frittered rock protruded its bald forehead
through the thin copse. Ponderous stones, rounded or polished
by the winter impetuosity of the now trickling streamlet, lay
hurled along its mountain course in different shapes and ir-
regular gmu}:ing. No shadow broke or relieved the monoto-
nous sheet of light that spread over every object. The spare
grass and wild blushes had become parched under its influence ;
the earth, wherever it was seen bare, appeared dry and
crumbling into dust; thc rocks and stones were partially
bleached white, or their few patches of moss burnt black or

da%) red.

p the valley, far as my eye could travel, and at last over
the broad bosom of the distant hill, which seemed torn and
indented with the headlong torrent it had once poured down,
far and uniform on every side a vertical July sun was shining.
The whole effect was fiercely brilliant., and se unbroken that
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asparrow could not have hopped, or a grass-mouse raced across,
even in the distance, without being immediately detected as
an intrusion upon the scene—as a sudden speck with which
nothing else must have held any relation or keeping.

The desertion and silence of the place sympathized well
with ita lethargic features: the peasant seemed to have shunned
it (no theory is, you know, forbidden to the rapt vision) as
haunted or unholy ground. Not a single cabin met My eye
through the range of the valley; overhead, indeed, the gables
of one or two peeped down, half hidden by their samencss of
colour with the weather-tanned rocks on which they hung, or
with the heather that thatched them; but they and their in-
mates were obviously unconnected with the solitude in which
I stood, their fronts and windows being turned towards the
level country, and thence the paths that led to them must also
have diverged. No moving thing animated my now almast
supernatural picture; no cow, horse, or sheep, saunteringly
grazed along the margin of my wizard stream. The very
ittle birds flew over it, I conveniently thought, with an
agitated rapidity ; or, if one of them alighted on the shrivelled
spray, it was but to look round for a moment with a keen
mistrustful eye, and then bound into his fields of air, leaving
the wild branch slightly fluttered by his action. It a sound
arose, it was but what its own whispering waters made, or the
herdboy's whistle faintly echoed from far-off fields and mea-
dows, or the hoarse and lonesome caw of the rook, as he winged
his heavy flight towards more fertile plagces.

Amid all this light and silence, a very aged woman, wild]
habited, appeared, I know not how, before me. Her approaci
had not been heralded by any accompanying noise, by sny
rustle among the bushes, or by the sound of a footstep; my
eyes were turned from the dircction in which she became
visible, but, again unconsciously recurring to it, fixed on the
startling figure.

She was low in stature, emaciated, and embrowned by age,
sun, or toil, as it might be; her lank white hair hung t{i:fly
at either side of her face; a short red mantle fell loosely to
her knees ; under it a green petticoat descended to within some
inches of her ancles; and her arms, neck, head, and feet, were
bare. There she remained, at the distance  of only about
twenty yards, her small grey eyes vacantly sct on mine, and
her brows strenuously knit, but, as I thought, rather to shadow
her ﬂght from the sun than with any expression of anger or
agitation. Her look had no meaning in it, no passion, no
subject. It communicated nothing with which my heart or
thought held any sympathy; yet it was long, and deep, and
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unwincing. After standing for some time, as if epell-bound
by her guze, I felt conscious of becoming uneasy and super-
stitious in spite of myself; yet my sensation was rather caused
by excitement than by fear, and, saluting the strange visitant,
I ndvanced towards her. She stood on a broad slab in the
centre of the bed of the stream, but which was now uncovered
by the water. ILhad to step from stone to stone in my approach,
and ofien wind round some unusually gigantic rock that
impeded my direct course; one of them was, indeed, so large
that when I came up to it my view of the old woman was
completely impeded. This roused me more: I hastily turncd
the angle of the rock ; looked again for her in the place where
she had stood—but she was gone. My eye rapidly glanced
round to detect the path she had taken. fcould not see her.
Now I became more disturbed. I leaned my back against
the rock, and for some moments gazed along the valley. In
this situation, my eye was again challenged by her scarlet
mantle glittering in the sunlight, at the distance of nearly &
quarter of & mile from the spot where she appeared. She was
once more motionless, and evidently looking at me. I grew
too nervous to remain stationary, and hurried after her up
the stony bed of the stream.

A second time she disappeared; but, when I gained her
sccond resting-place, I saw her standing on the outline of the
distant mountain, now dwindled almost to the size of & crow,
yet boldly relieved against the background of white clouds,
and still manifested to' me by her bright red mantle. A
moment, and she finally evaded my view, going off at the other
side of the mountain. This was not to be borne: I followed,
if not courageously, determinedly. By my watch, to which I
had the curiosity and presence of mind to refer, it took me .a
quarter of an hour to win the summit of the hill; and she, an
aged woman, feeble and worn, had traversed the same space in
much less time. I have since supposed the circumstance
miq}it be owing to my ignorance of some clear and unobstructed
path, of which she had availed herself. However this may be,
whon I stood on the ridge of the hill, and looked abroad over
a widely- ding country, unsheltered by forest, thicket, or
any other hiding-place, I beheld her not.

Cabins~.or, to use the more poetical name authorized by
the exquimte bard of ¢ O'Connor’s Child,” sheelings—were
now abundantly strewed around me, and men, women, and
rhildren, at work in the ficlds, I concluded tbey, at Joast,
must have tracked her, and proceeded to make inquiries. of
them; but onc and all assured me no such person had that
day met their notice, and added, indeed, it was impossible
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she could have crossed where T asserted she did cross, without
bhecoming visible to them. Then T went into the eabing, and
tired myself to no purpose with other inquiries. I never
again beheld (excepting 1n my dreams) that mysterious visitant,
nor have I ever been able to ascertain who or what she was.
Meantime I belicve what I like about her; and, legving you
also to excrcise your discretion, I shall procecd to mention.—
while, at the same time, I forward the purpose of my letter
—the only opinion, apart from my own, that has since reached
mo on the subject.

After having spoken to the peasants, I continued my walk,
descendmg the breast of the mountain which faced the valley,
but now avoiding the latter, and sauntering against the thready
current of the stream, with no other feeling, that I can recollect,
bt an impatience to ascertain its hidden source. It led me
all round the base of the hill. I had a book in my pocket,
with which I occasionally sat down in an inviting solitude;
when tired of it, I threw pebbles into the water, or traced
outlines on the clouds; and the day insensibly lapsed while T
thus rioted in the utter listlessness of perhaps a diseased
imagination. I thought of ghosts, witches, and apparitions
of cvery class and name. I wished for their appearance, and
had courage enough, in anticipation, to commune with them.
if they would only become visible. I called; but, to the dis.
comfiture of a more potent challenger, Ilotspur has long ago

voved that any one may *‘call.”

Evening fell. I found myself, in #s decpest shades, once
move on the side of the mountain opposite that which turned
towards the valley. I sat upon a small knoll, surrounded by
curves and bumps wild and picturesque in their solitude.
‘I'he dark-green furze bush spread a sombre mantle down to
he foet of the knoll, and the parti-coloured patches of vegeta-
tion, which in daylight had beautifully chequered the prospect
around me, were now almost entirely blent up with the tintless
expanse. I was listening to the shrill call of the plover, which
gounded far along the dreary hills, when a vivid flash of light-
ning, followed by a clattering thunder-crash, roused me from
wmy reveric. The big, heavy drops were already begiuning
to fall; I ascended the mountain’s side, studiously bent on
getting home time enough to evade the storm, but had not
reached the ridge when it became too unreasonable for farther

ition; so I was glad to take shelter in one of the cabins,
» I have described as rather numerously strewed in that
‘direotion.
#The poor people of the eabin received me with an Irish cead
wmille faifte—a hundred thousand welcomes—and I soon sat in
o
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comfort by a blazing turf fire, with eggs, butter, and oaten
, to serve my need as they might. .

The family consisted of an old couple, joint proprietors of
my house of refuge; a son and daughter, nearly fall-grown;
and a pale, melancholy-looking girl of about twenty years of
age, whom I afterwards understood to be niece to the old man,
and, since her father's death, under his protection. From my
continuéd inquiries concerning my witch of the glen, our con-
versation turned on superstitions generally. ith respect to
the ancient lady herself, the first opinion seemed to be—¢The
Lord only knows what she was;” but a neighbour coming in,
and reporting the sudden illness of old Grace Morrissy, who
inhabited a lone cabin on the edge of the hill, my anecdote
instantly occurred to the auditory, one and all ; and now, with
alarmed and questioning eyes, fixed on each other, they con-
cluded I had seen her ¢ Fetch,” and determined amongst
themselves that she was to die before morning.

““The Fetch™ waa entirely new to me, but I had never before
been afforded so good an opportunity of becoming acquainted
with its exact nature and extent among the Irish peasantry.
T asked questions, therefore, and gathered some, to me, valuable
information

In Irclana, a Fetch is the supernatural fac-simile of some
individual, which comes 1o insure to its original a happy

longevity or immediate dissolution: if seen in the morning, Sw
one event is predicted ; if in the evening, the other.

During the course of my questions, and of the tales and re-
marks to which they gave rise, I could observe that the pale,
silent girl listened to all that was said with a deep, assenting
intevest, or sighing f{)roﬁ.\undly, contributed only a few melan-
choly words of confirmation.  Once when she sighed, the old
man remarked—¢‘ No blame to you, Moggy Mavyourneen, for
it's you that lives to know it well, God help you, this blessed
night.” To these words she replied with another long-drawn
aspiration, a look upwards, and an agitation of feature which
roused my curiosity, if not my sympathy, in no_ ordinary
degree. I hazarded queries, shaped with as much delicacy as
I could, and soon learned that she had seen, before his death,
the Fetch of her beloved futher. The poor girl was prevailed
on to tell her own story, in substance as follows:—

Her father had, for some days, been ill of s fover. Ona
articular evening, during his illness, she had to visit the
ouse of an au?luaintance at a little distance, and, for this pur-

pose, chose a short-cut across some fields. Scarcely arrived
at the stile that led from the first into the second field, she
happened to look back. and beheld the figure of hex fatker
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rapidly advancing in her footsteps. The girl's fear was, at
first, only human—she imagined that, in a paroxysm, her father
had broken from those who watched his feverish bed; but as
she gazed a consciousness crept through her, and the action of
the vision served to heighten her dread. It shook its head
and hand at her in an unnatural manner, as if commanding
her to hasten on. She did so. On gaining the sedond stile,
at the limit of the second field, she again summoned®ourage
to look behind, and saw the apparition standing on the first
stile she had crossed, and repeating its terrible gesticulations.
Now she ran wildly to the cottage of her friend, and only
gained the threshold when she fuinted. Having recovered,
and related what she saw, a strong party accomﬁunied her by
a winding way back to her father’s house, for they dared not
take that one by which she had come. When they arrived,
the old man was a corpse; and, as her mother had watched
the death-strugale during the girl's short absence, there could
be no question of his not having left his bed in the interim.
The man who had come in to us, and whom my humble
host called ¢ gossip,” now took up the conversation, and
related, with mystery and pathos, the appearance, to himself,
of the Fetch of an only child. He was a widower, though a
young man, and he wept during the recital. I took a note of
his simple narrative, nearly in his own words; and a rhyming
friend of yours and mine has since translated them into metre.
As I think the verses read better than my own poor prose, I
here subjoin them. o :
The mother died when the child was born,
And left me her baby to keep;
I rocked its cradle the night and mor.,
Or, silent, hung o'er it to weep,
"Twas a sickly child through its infancy,
Its checks were so ashy pale;
Till it broke from my arms to walk in glec,
Out in the sharp fresh gale.
And then my little girl grew strong,
And langhed the hours away,
Or sung me the merry lark’s mountain song,
Which he taught her at break of day.
‘When she wreathed her hair in thicket bowers
With the hedge-rose and hare-bell blue,
I calted her my May, in her crown of flowers,
And her smile ro soft and new.
And the rose, I thought, hever shamed her cheek,
Bat rosy and rosier miade it;
And her eye of blue did more brightly break
‘Through the blue-bell that strove to shade it.
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One evening I left hier aslecp in her smiles,
And walked through the mountains lonely;
. T was far from my darling, ah! many long miles,

And I thought of her and her only.

She darkened my path like a troubled dream,

In that solitude far and drear;

1 spoke to my child, but she did not seem
'I'o hearken with human ear;

She only looked with a dead, dead sye,
And a wan, wan check of sorrow—

I knew her Fetch! She was called to die,

And she died upon the morrow.

After the adventures and anccdotes of this day and evening,
Kou may believe I comforted myself with having found, what I

ad long sought, asubject for my tale; and, while turning
the matter over in my mind, chance still more befriended me.
You recollect the celebrated Doctor Butler, of whom we have,
in our childhood, heard so many traditionary wonders, and
who, on the faith of the old ladies of this our native place, was
assuredly endowed with skill superior to any living Sangrado.
T suppore that almost the first, if not the very first, regular
practitioner in so small a town, and in the primitive times,
might well attract such admiration, and, indeed, nearly super-
stitious homage. Well, speaking of my Fetch-anecdotes to a
lineal descendant, by the female branch, of this gentleman, the
lady recollected some papers, professing to be in his handwriting,
that contained notes of a true and real Fetch history, the
actors in which were known to the good Doctor. At my
earnest entreaty, and after wading, ¢‘with spectacles on nose,”
three or four days through old chests choke-full of old papers
and other trumpery my excellent acquaintance presented me
with those notes, and the result is before you. Of course I
have used my discretion with the materials thus submitted
to me; still, however, the leading incidents pretend to the
authority of Doctor Butler, whom, by the way, you will meet
a3 a principal actor in the scenes he has himself called into
existence.

And now adieu. Shall we really see you at Easter? Iam
desired by all at home to ask that question, and to add that
your old seat, &t your old corner of the table, shall, with
anxious expectation, be placed for you. The green spectacles
you recommended me to %et, during the slow progress of this
tale, I found of considerable use: do you adopt them yourself?
Farewell, my dear Barnes, and believe me, in true aﬁ‘zcﬁon.

Your brother, ’
Arer O'Hara.
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CHAPTER I. .

Kinkenny College was the most fumous as well as the most
ancient preparatory school of Ireland. It commenced as an
aﬁpendnge to the magnificent cathedral of Saint Canice, for
the preservation of which, after Cromwell's spoliftion, we
are indebted to the classic Pococke, and was then situated
according to Stanihurst, “in the weste of the church-yard”
of that edifice, and had for its founder Pierce or Peter Butler,
Earl of Ormond and Ossory. And ““out of this schoole,”
continued Stanihurst, ‘‘have sprouted such proper impes,
through the painful diligence and laboursome industre of that
famous lettered man, Mr. Peter White, as generally the whole
weale publicke of Ireland, and especially the southern parts of
that Island, arc greatly thereby furthered.” We have a sure
clue to the date of its first erection, by the same writer men-
tioning that fact as ““of late;” and also by his proceeding to
inform us that (under Mr. Peter White, t{xe original master)
**it was my happic hap (God and my parents be thanked) to
have been one of his crue; and I take it to stande with my
dutie, sith I may not stretch mine abilitie in requiting his good
turns, yet to manifest my good will in remembering his pains,
And certes I will acknowledge myself so much bound and be-
holden to him and his, as for his sake I reverence the meanest
stone cemented in the walls of that famous schoole.”

In 1684, the first Duke of Ormond, then Lord Lieutenant
of Ireland, granted a new charter to Kilkenny College, vesti
in himself and his heirs male the appointment of masters, an
the office and dignity of patrons and governors of the esta-
blishment. The statutes passed by him on this occasion, no
less than twenty-five in number, are each of formidable length,
regulating everything, from the master’s morals, religion, and

y, to the punishment to be inflicted upon an urchin for

“cutting or defacing the desks or forms, walls or windows of
the school.” Under this new arrangement the college also
changed its situation from ‘‘the weste of the church-yard” of
8t. Canice, to a large building at the other extremity of the
town of Kilkenny, which, together with a fine park, and the
rectories and tithes of several parishes, near and distant, the
patron granted in trust for its uses and advantage.
__ But during the short and inauspicious Irish reign of James
I1. that soon after ensued, this endowment was frustrated.
The first master, appointed by the duke of Ormond, fled on
account of his politics, and “‘King James,” says Harris, “by a



214 THE FETCHES.

charter dated the 21st of February, 1689, upon the ruins of
this school, erected and endowed a royal college, consisting of
a rector. cight professors, and two scholars in the name of
more, to be called the Royal College of St. Canice, Kilkenny,
of the foundation of King James;” and then followed * Articles
conclus dp consentment. unanime des regents des €coles de
Kilkenny, sous la protection de I'illustrissime et reverendissime
I'evesyué d'Ossory,” as curious, at least, as the state laws pre-
viously passcd for the same establishment under hand and seal
of the representative of majesty. William triumphed, however;
Jumes sought the retirement of Saint Germains; Ireland once
more rested beneath the reflux of Protestantism ; and Kilkenny
College, in common with every other public institution, re-
assumed its Protestant charter and arrangement, and to this
dai;v continues to enjoy both, with, we should perhaps mention,
only one difference from the whole economy proposed by the
first Duke of Ormond; and that is, remarkably enough, a
lapse of the right of presentation to the school h{ the Ormond
family, in consequence of the attainder of the dule in 1715,
and the vesture of said right in the provost and fellows of
Trinity, Dublin.

It has been scen that Stanihurst was a ¢ proper imp” of the
old establishment ; Harris, by his own acknowledgement too,
was also educated in Kilkenny College, under the first master
nominated by the Duke of Ormond; as also were, subsequently,
Thomas Prior, George Berkeley, Bishop of Cloyne, and other
celebrated characters, among whom, if our recollection does
not fuil us, we believe we may rank Swift. In fact, it was
after its return to the hands of Protestant masters and gover-
nors that this seminary rose to the height of its fume, and that
young Irish noblemen and gentlemen crowded its classes for
the most approved preparation for university honours. It
might be called the then Eton of the sister country.

@ find it necessary to observe that the building to which
the title ¢ College of Kilkenny” now applies is not the same
endowed by the Duke of Ormond. ’Ehe Irish tourist is at
present shown from an opposite bank of the Nore, a large,
square, modern house, three stories high, dashed or plastered,
and flaunting with gay and ample windows, and this, he is
informed, is the college. Turning its back, in suitable ab-
straction, upon the hum and bustle of the sniall though popu-
lous city, it faces towards the green country, an extemsive
lawn spreading before it, and the placid river rupning hard-by,
and is, altogether, appropriatcly and beautifully situated.
But the original cdifice, that exisied at the time of our story,
was pushed farther back, faced into the strect of the town,
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and was a grey Teverend pile of irregular nud rather straggling
desi%n, or, we should aps say, of no design at all; having
partly a monastic physiognomy, and partly tkut of a davelling-

ouse, and bearing to its present gay successor about the same
likeness that the levee skirts of Anne's time bear to the smart
swallow-tail of the last summer but one. 'We surmige that at
a more remote period it belonged to the old and beautiful
Augustinian Abbey of St. John, of which the main buildin
was not more than three hundred yards distant, and whic
was richly endowed “ for the salvation of his soul, and those of
his predecessors and successors” (as Ledwich abstracts its
charter), by William Marshall the elder, Earl of Pembroke, in
1220. The entrance to the kchool-room was immediately from
the street, through huge ouk folding-doors, arching at top, to
suit the arch stone doorway, and gaincd by two grand flights
of steps at each side, that formed » spacious platform before
the entrance, and allowed under them a passage by which
visiters approached the college.  To the left was another gate-
way where carriages had egress. The whole front of the build-
ing was of cut stone, with Gothic windows composed of
numerous small pancs of glass, sepnmtelfy leaded, and each of
diamond form; giving the appearance of a side or back rather
than of a front, on account of its grotesque gables, chimneys,
and spouts, the last of which jetted into the street, to the no
small annoyance in rainy weather of the neighbours and the
passengers; while, from the platform before the school-rovn
entrance, the lads of the college conftived, in all weathers,
further annoyances of every description.

But in the past as well as the present time, the lawn of the
college was devoted to the exercise and sports of the students,
and had for its lefi-hand boundary “‘the dark wall,” a shrub-
bery so called to this day, though its appearance, and indeed
identity, are changed, and for 1ts right the crystal Nore, of
which the opposite banks were flanked by a wall some fort
feet high; and over this wall—its foundations on a level wit
the top—towered in uncouth grandeur, amid throngs of lux-
uriant trees, the old family castle of the all but regal Ormonds.
Cluse by the dark wiilk, at the left of the lawn, there ran, too,
as there at present tuns, an artificial, but deep, rapid, and
sufficiently broad stream, conjectured to have geen an aque-
duct formed by the old monks of St. John’s Abbey, that, while
it discharged its immediate agency of sctting in motion the
water-wheels of more thaii one grist-mill on its course, served,
at tho same time, to cut off the college grounds from the ad-
jacent gardens of the poorer class of people who inhabited the
near outlet,
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If local fame crrs not, however, neither the broad Nore, nor
the millstream, nor yet the high front wall that ran from the
side of the college to the brink of the Jatter, completely suc-
ceeded‘in keeping within proper bounds, at improper hours,
the mettlesome race of young students that in the old time
frequented Kilkenny College. Stories are whispered on the
spot of stblen orgics at midnight, in confidential taverns through
the tow1; of ardent breathings at the windows of not the ngliest
lasses in the suburbs; of desperate wars between the native
youth and the fiery sojourners; and all the et cetera that
springs from proximity to a small town of such an establish-
ment and which ITarrow at this day might illustrate.

Some time afier the final re-establishment of this college,
under the charter of the Duke of Ormond, a young gentleman
of the name of Tresham, the descendant of an English family,
settled in the South of Ireland, came to spend a few months
at it, previous to his entrance into the Dublin University. His
nge was scarcely eighteen ; yet, though so young, he had visited
London, and some of the best parts of the Continent, acquiring,
wherever he travelled, literary friends and information alone;
for his mind had carly taken a studious, or rather inquisitive
bent, and imbibed with avidity all the novel scicntific systems
prevalent among the learned of the world.

Hitherto Tresham's education had been neglected, as perhaps
is the case with most young persons of genius; he had read
the classics & little; rudimental science a little; and, in this
unprepared state, the ¢grude metaphysics of the time most of
all. But some grave and influential friends, having pointed
out the necessity of regular acquirement, Tresham determined
to amend his course, and posted to Kilkenny to recall his
dead-letter Greek and Latin, and be for six months nothing
but a classical student. The resolution was kept so far as
rolated to his actual use of books, but his imagination still
wandered throngh the regions in which it had long rioted; so
that, while his bodily eyc hypocritically dwelt with Homer or
Tacitus, its mental brother shifted, in no definable investiga-
tion, through a wilderness of abstract reverie.

The winter came and went ; Tresham’s few months for pre-
paratory study were over ; yet hie was still a devoted clussical
student at the college of Kilkenny. But winter came and
went in the company of a fair and new friend, and Tresham
was happier than Greek or Latin could make him. And now,
and more than ever, his philosophic visions crowded upon
him. The idlencss produced by love was a favourable season
for their influence, and they thronged in their power and fas-
cinations He had twice been refused admission into the
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head-class of the college; but a beloved object had not refased
him admission into her heart; and, the classics forgotten, he
enjoyed the most delicious life that youth, fancy, love, and
system-making can impart to an enthusiast. Univertality of
essence was Tresham’s darling speculation. At times he
became anxious to deny himsch even unto himself, and would
have preferred a demonstration of his “inherency” In & wild-
flower or a weed to one clearly proving his distinct ®dentity.
So he loved and philosophized, sighed and mused ; every blade
of grass in the college park, cvery leaf on every tree in its
shrubberies, and,every smile and pout of his mistress, supply-
ing cudless subject.

During the long winter’s evenings that had passed, and the
Jong summer walks that were now in scason, Tresham failed
not to tincture, from the illusions of his own mind, all his con-
versations with bis young mistress; and with such topics as
we have glaneed at he occasionally mixed up the still wilder

hantasics of Rosicrucianism, which had not yet withdrawn
its spell from the imaginations of even the accomplished portion
of society. On this topic Tresham was intelligible to his fair
pupil, whose almost childish thoughts, fretted with the common
superstitions of her own country, were fearfully pleased to
mect, under the borrowed name of philosophy, a downright
system guited to her wildest day-dregms; and she listened in
awe and terror that admitted everything. But of this youn
lady’s state of mind, in consequence of her intercourse witg
Tresham, we may refer to the opinionssof a close and affection.
ate observer.

At the time of his arrival in Kilkenny, the family of Ruth
or Rothe was, throughcut its various branches, one of the
most considerable of the town or vicinity. A branch with
which we are interested consisted of Mr. Ruth, a gentleman
advanced in years, his lady, and threc daughters, of whom the
cldest was nineteen, the second fifteen, and the third a child
of ten or eleven. They had many connexions of every age,
who often visited them, and all formed a happy family circle
round the fire of 4 winter’s night, or while they watched the
rising moon in the twilight of a soft summer evening.

For a year previous to Trecham’s appearance at the college,
the eldest girl, Maria, had been attached to a young military
gentleman, who, howcver, was absent at that period and ab-
sent in peril, too, on service with his regiment in America.
Months rolled away, and ho was still in a foreign country;
but Maria reccived letters from her lover, full of good spirits,
that told her of good health, and excmption from all the
ghastly visitations her fancy and affection had strewn in his
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psth: and ut lust came the news of peace, if not of vietory,
with another Jetter, giving promise of mecting on a certain
day—nay, at a certan hour; which promise was, to the day
and hour, kept.

The usual scene of lovers’ welcome over, Mortimer inguired
after the health of Mr and Mis. Ruath, and of—as he called
her—*his dear little sighing sister, Anna.”

“Father and mother well, and Anna better and worse than
when you left us,” Maria answered.

¢ Better and worse!”

*Yos; for, first, she has the uscless thing she so long sighed
for.”

« A lover, T suppose?”

“Indeed ; and therein is Anna better, is she not?”

«I am bound to believe so; but worse*”

*In the kind of lover.”

¢Is he unworthy? is he base? who is he?”

¢ Neither base nor unworthy ; and for whom and what he i»
believe him a youth well-born, handsome (very handsome,
Mortimer), affluent, honourable, and amiable. Iis father
and ours were old friends, in the old timesy here he came to
study at our college, bringing letters to us from his father,
was cordially received, und became a constant visiter.’

“But, Maris, you describe a gentleman, and in words that
give a strange sound to your first objection, if indeed you
make any, against such a lover for our sister.”

«X wiﬁ go on my owh way. 'The boy came. I say; Anna
Ruth was young, beautiful, and romanti¢c; Harry Tresham
wus also young, also handsome, and also romantic; and so—
in short they did what you and I did.”

*“Fell in love with cach other?”

*Yes,”

“ Well, Maria, Auna is little the worse for that, 1 suppose.

Is the difficulty in your father’s opinion?”
« “No. Our father saw no difficulty if his old friend saw
none; Tresham wrote home to ask: u favourable letter came,
permitting everything, provided that Harry's love did not
interfere with his elassics; this our good and prudent sire took
upon himself to regulate ; and so, almost ever since you went
away, the student has been received among us, saying and
doing all you used to say and do, and, in fact, filling up your
old place completely.” ‘

¢« And to the satisfaction of every party? Well, well, Maria,
it bas been fortunate for me, I see, that this pale student
eg'ee for the black tresses and pensive brow of one sister, rather
than for the yellow ringlets and red-und-white commonplace
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of the other. Bat still I mmn unable {0 sce the harm to
Anna.”

*“For the first, first ; be assmed we never missed you. Harm,
did you say? I do not know what to call it; nor, seriously,
can I tell you allI wmecan. DBut, before everything else,
Tresham is a deep reader, and an exceeding visionary.”

¢ Oh—a book-architect? a builder-up and puller-dpwn of
worlds ?”

< Superstitions, moping, and melancholy—"

“What!— a Rosicrucian, in good carnest? a soothsuyer
and ghost-secker?”

« Something of all that, I fear. Born in the wildest part of
our wild country, and having spent a sickly and solitary boy-
hood among its horrid mountains and forests, and atil{ more
horrid peasantry, he travelled to the continent, ill prepared
to resist the infatuutions you speak of.  Then his stolen studies
here do not make him wiser; all his resolutions to hold to one
course of reading have lately given way, and he plunges, deeper
than ever, into the most approved metaghysics. ou smile,
sir—is it not the word® 1 am sure 'tis the one himself taught
me—and he affects to gain from them much help m his wildest
notions.”

“I now understand your fears, Maria, and share them. I
am very sorry for this.  Your sister Anna was, of all creatures,
most likely to be injured by society such as his, and topics
such as they chatter on together; and if she indecd loves
Tresham—" ¢

¢¢Oh! she dearly loves him—rwith all a pare girl’s first love—
and most, I believe, for the snke of his theories. I have scen
them talk together of shades and shadows, and of the world of
shadows, until their voices sank into mistrusting whispers,
and you could hear their hearts beating in the echo of the fear
they had made contnfions to one another.” .

“Absurdity! we shall speak with this boy, and langh him
into manhood.”

*“Then you may soon begin—see!” Maria continued, lead-
ing Mortimer to a window, and, pointing out—* yonder they
walk together; and now they have been moping t{n'ounh that
dark shrubbery I cannot tell how long, feeding on the aeepest
{)hﬂog'ophy, or the most frightful and abominable nursery

“,

«“And,” said Mortimer, “are still absorbed; Tresham in
narrating and expounding, and Anna in listening and wonder-
ing. At this first look he seems an interesting youth and
something, I know not what, strangely fixes my sttention to
him.”
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“My poor Anny! how like a cheated child she looks!” Maria
went on, smiling through sudden tears of sisterly affection.

+*And this, I think,” resumed Mortimer, *‘nay be a lecture
on universal esscnee, as the puzzlers call it, rather than a ghost
story; for sce, Maria, overcome by a confused notion of all
he says, the little girl now looks as if she doubted the very
presence of her lover, and ventures her blushing cheek to his,
as if t6 reagsurc herself of his undiminished identity.”

¢ Yes-—and Tresham now disproves all her doubts.”

*How?—I do not see how.”

“Why, with—a kiss,” Maria answered, laughing, and blush-
mg too, as she glanced at her lover.

“The clever fellow! to teach me how to prove I am by
f'om' side)” said Mortimer, giving the same demonstration to
his mistress; ““but they disappear before I can view him closer,
and now, I suppose, approach the house by that turning.”

¢Yes, thou practical philosopher ; and, Mortimer, you shall
love our Harry Tresham, who, with all his whims, is a boy of
much promise.”

CHAPTER II.

ArNn in arm, Tresham and Anna entered the room, a few
minutes after. Without much of what is called the glow of
health on the checks af either, this young couple awakened, at
first sight, much interest; more, perhaps, or of a keener kind,
than we feel at the view of voluptuons cheeks and langhing
eﬁvcs. and all the picture of mountain health, youth, and beauty,
though that, too, is so wonderful and delightful, and g sight
to praise the God of nature for.

ly and habitual thought, and, for the whole theory of
mind and existence, a reverential wonder of soul, had fixed
in intense, though not disagreeable palencss, their naturally
pale complexions; it was the namcless hue, rich without a tint
of colour, of enthusiasm and genius. They were like cach
other. Their foreheads were marble white, high and broad,
clear and calm, and unsullied by a line or curl of grief or bad
passion: clouds of dark hair gathered round their brows, and
those well-defined brows lay, on the snow of their foreheads,
in the reposo of power and character,  So far were they like,
but, while their eyes were also of one deep hazel colonr,
Tresham’s had & more assured expression tkan his mistress'’s;
his look evinced more satisfaction, more dependanee on hi
self for all he thought and felt; hers darkled or flashed in §
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reveries or cfforts of « novel excitement, and a~if in a sccking
and asking way to her lover. His lips were usually closed,
though not compressed ; hers, of beautiful form, and ricjly red
and moist, as usually remained apart, unfolding themselves in
a continued question, as it were, or as if impatient of some
anticipated or half-conceived idea.

Both handsome, and in their very spring of life, their foatures,
figures, and mien, showed all that a statuary might stck for
the chaste expression of that blent character; yet the girl,
though nearly three years younger than her Jover, approached
nearer to perfect form; she wore her first firm roundness of
womanly charms and fascination, whilehe wasnot, proportion.
ately, so squarc and muscular—in fact, so manly,

fouug in their blossom of youth, of mind and body, of heart
and passion, good, pure, gifted, and loving, trusting and happ,
in each other, arm and arm, and their tﬁoughts and cyes still
glowing with the topic they had been engaged in, lovelily did
they now enter the presence of Maria and ler friend. In this
first and happiest time of power to bless and to be blest, wh
does the backwardness of reason, or the frown of the world,
forbid the interchange of such affection?—We plead not for
oursclves; for, alas! we have passed out of the fairy circle of
youth, cven while it was drawn around us; enthusiasm, love,
the shrined image of beauty, and the dream, so much better
than the reality of happiness, have departed from us; with
locks acarce silvered, we tread, by necessitous anticipation, the
crisp p:u.hs of old age; all that youth was, or is, or may be,
we think of as of a sound half forgotten and never fully distin-
cuished. No, we A)lead not for ourselves but for the fair, the

eshly young, and the joyous and generous of our epecics,
may we not ask,—why should enjoyment entail bitterness,
and yielding to their own pure hearts be a curse, and this
beautiful earth be not enjoyed, but dreaded like the walls of
a prison or the voice of a keeper? It is so, it must be so; but
why ehould it be right?

nng, entering suddenly, and without knowing that Morti-
mer had arrived, almost screamed out when she eaw him, and
with a-—*“Mortimer! our dear brother, welcome!”—ran to him
and offered her check, now rapt in the warm blush that told
of its having just come from the heart.

But Morimer, not content with the permitted favour, in-
flicted a soldier's salutation on the very lips of his fair sister:

" ‘w Are you quite as well and happy as whén I left you, m
sad pt %.r?" he whi , lx)nlz'syt.ioning his bead.y thong{
“withoat looking, towards Tresham ;—* what !—this our Aama?
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—and where is the shadow of a girl T left behind me? Why,
shill, you were then of no more weaning or consistency than
u long drawn sigh; a thread-paper, stuffed with sighs, might
have stood for you; and now comes out a divine and awful
creature of flesh and blood —s little carthly divinity,—and
gainsay it who dares!”—_and he repeated his freedom, making
it & case'of necessity that Anna should now frown a little, as,
by a rdpid glance, such as women only know how to give, she
saw Tresham's eye kindling. ¢ Captain Mortimer, you shall
haw, and apologize for this, to our new brother, Mr. Tresham,”
said Maria, advancing with Tresham by the hand.

T shall be prond of your friendship, sir,” Mortimer began,
also advancing; but ke hal not taken many steps when he
stddenly started back, and with a slight contraction of brow,
and distention of eye, stared in silence on Tresham.

The student returned his stave in utter astonishment, that
soon began to change mto displessure; Maria looked on in
amazement too, Anua in terror; she grew deadly pale, and
drawing Marin aside— < Good God, sister!” she whispered,
*“what is the matter with him?  \Why does he look s0 on
Harry?2—'They never met before—it is impossible!”

Marin's answer was interrupted by Mortimer, who, recover.
ing himself, walked fully up to ‘Tresham, and holding out his
hand gaid—* Excuse ma, Mr, Trosham ; but—T—I was struck
with your likencss to a person I before saw—in fact an old
friend—we shonld be brothers, sir.”

It shall be my study to merit the name, Captain Morti-
mer;” and Trosham gave his hand, but, to a nice observer,
not perfectly satisfied with Mortimer’s explanation,  The gen-
tlemen conversed, however, freely together,

“You have heard him account for it, mv love,” Maria now
answered, still in an aside to Anna—*for Heaven's sake what
could vou think?—do not, dearest Anna, allow every common
oceurrence to fret and disturb you.”

**Youn will charitably excuze, brother Treshamn, my want of
ceremony with our sweet sister, here,” Mortimer went on j—
1 know it is not to bo learncd from lioks; but, after the
camp and the march, and all the rest, you have no ides how a
poor fellow’s heart opens to his fellow-creatures ; how 1t thirsts
and hungers after any one that loves it; and 1 know I am a
hrother to Anna,” he continued, now gently taking her hand
like a brother indeed.

This epeech brought him off well, and the young party passed
some delightful time together, uutil Mortimer, with many
renrets, mentioned a necessity for kecping an appointment on
particular business, which, he said, must gsprive him even of
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the pleasure of returning to his friends that night. All heard
this with expressions of sorrow, and, after he had taken leave
of Tresham in a friendly inanner, Mortimer retired, accompa-
nied to the door by Maria, .

Anna and Tresham stood for some time silent, both enga-
ged, perhaps, with the same thought; but of the two Anna
scemed most agitated. At last, as if starting from (he inward
touch of something very disagrecable, she laid her ljund on
Tresham’s arms, and. lovking down, pronounced his nume.

“My love?" Tresham said, abruptly too, and in an anxious
tone and gesture.

“You noticed Mortimer's start when he saw you?”—Anna
asked,

“Why—=carcely—yet T noticed it,” Tresham replied, will-
ing to relieve the distress hie saw his mistress teel, but from
which he was not himself free.

“Could you have cver met before?”—she reswined, fixing
Ler bright, mysterious eyes on his.

“To my mind no; excepting, p(*rlm;l)e. in the awful inter-
changes of dreams, which I believe I have satisfactorily un-
veiled to you.

“But he explained it,” Anna contirued, afraid of, rather
than satisfied with, the entangling colution of her lover, and
cagerly adopting a more homely one: dirl he nog?”

“He did,” replied Tresham, but with little earnestuess.

. Satisfactori{:', you think!” urged Anna.

*“Why, perhaps so;" another pause, gurain brolen by Awna,
ensued.

**Tresham, that superstition of the Feteh, about which we
talked so much while approaching the house, interests me
beyond expression.  Let me hear more exactly the popular
account you have received of jt.”

“Thus, Anna:—Of xome persons appointed to dic, a double
or counterpart becomes visible, before bis or her death, at a
time and place where the oviginal could not by possibility ap-
pear.  Is this your Kilkenny creed ?”

““Exactly; with the addition that the Fetch or double must,
to insure the death of the reality, e seen in the night or even-
ing.”

““And now I remember taat, also;” Tresham paused a mo-
ment, then with a deep sigh added—

« I have some melancholy authority for the truth of Fetches.”

«You alarm me, Harry; let me hear what you mean; but
sce—your servant.”

_ They had gained, purposing to walk in the garden till dinner,
the bottom of the staircase, and in the corner of the hall now
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s1w a low round lump of a man, who with hat in hand, and his
large heavy eyes bent on the ground, stood motionless, silent,
and inexplicable.

“Weil, Larry2” said Tresham to this person.

“Yes, sir,” replied the man.

“Yes to what, you goose*”

“We are well, thank God an' you, sir.”

*Phe, pho—do yon seck me?”

“No then,” answered the servant, avavely.

And what, then?” his master asked, impatiently.,

““Sure we find you, Masther Harry,” was the reply, still
without any appearance of jest, whatever might be the intention.

*Aund for what purpose do you find me?”

“None in the world afther all, I'm thinkin".”

*No!"” repeated Tresham, smiling, as he recollected his man's
unacrountable humour.

“No, in throth; T came here to bid you come home Lo your
hnke, an’ that’s to no purpose, God help me that lives to see
id; if you did come, you wouldn’t read it to any purpose; an’
if you did, sure the class-hour is past an’ gone, an’ so it 'ud he
read to no purpose.”

«Idiot! did I not charge you, over and over, to warn e of
the class-hour?”

¢ An' sure myself charged Zer, over and over.”

«Her! what is the causc of your neglizence, sirrah?”

“Mrs. Catty, sit. I comes, an hour ago, to Mrs. Caity,
in tho kitchen, ‘an' RIrs. Catty, my darlin’,’ says myself.
«warn my masther o the hour;” ¢will you taste abit o' toasted
cheese, Larry ?* says she; ‘warn him, for the love o’ God,’ says
I; ‘a dhrop o' the right kind,’ says she; *warn—"

«Ass!” interrupted Tresham, seriously displeased ; then
turning to Anna—** My dearcst love, we must part that I may
look after this disagrecable blunder; you know him and what
& life I live with him; faithful and attached indeed he is, and
for that reason, as I believe I before told you, forced on me as
my attendant and pest, wherever I go, by the anxious love of
my dear mother. But look at him—is he like anything in
creation?—and then I sm quite at a loss how to treat him.
Somctimes, if not always, he seems to be a hard-grown boy,
and if I were surc of this, T could control the fellow; but in
my conscience I suspect he is rather an elderly person, old
enough to be my father; and under this apprehension one can?
not—in fact, I do not know what to do in the matter. But
farewell, my dear Anna. You, sir, follow me to college.”

The evening, Harry; you will certainly keep your even-
ing's appointment,” said Anna.
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*Tyue as the dial's hand"—and the lovers parted, Tresham

ing out at the door, and Anna returning up stairs. But
ﬁny remained stationary, in the darkencd corner of the hall,
his hat still in his hand, and his eyes buried in the floor.

After a considerable pause, he muttered, however, taking up
the last word his master had addressed to him, and which, not-
withstanding some lapse of time, fretted his ear—

¢ Assl—how s0 then! DBecause I toasted cheese wid a wo-
man, an’ missed the class-hour. Ay: who missed it at the
same prisent time? One that called me ass; my own masther.
Well a-vich, an’ how did himself miss it, too? Troth, I could
tell him, if he put me to id;” and bis hat was now fixed on,
and he moved heavily and awkwardly towards the door, when
a female voice cautiously pronounced— *‘Larry! Larry!"—
and Larry graciously turned with—

“Is id yourself, agin, Mrs. Catty?

“That’s a bitther salutation, only you're a Lit too friendly
to mane it, Larry,” said Mrs. Catly, Kitty or Catherine, ad-
vancing to his side; ¢ Mrs. —— to a Kilkenny lass isn’t the
hoighth o’ good manners, Larry; you had that in Munsther.”

Ay, faith, then, an’ my first wife along wid it, Catty,” he
said, in the words of an unmeasured lic, invented at the mo-
ment, to serve his crabbed humour,

“Plain Catty is betther, among friends,” resumed his com-
%anion; “only Kitty, or Kate, or, for the matther o’ that,

atherine, sounds my name a little genteeler. The poor wo-
man! an’ she died?”

«An’ T was left a dissolute poor boy,” said Larry, recollect
ing, only to misise it, one of many words he had endeavoured
to imitate during his attendance on his master.

**Och!" Mrs. Catherine exelainied, putting her cross-barred
check apron to her eyes.

“Don’t take on, Catty; don't take on; it was a change for
the %o:d o' both of us; I'm resigned.”

‘*Qch, she was a blessed woman wid the likes o’ you,” still
sobbed Mrs. Catherine.

““An’ so I often toild her,” said the valet.

*“Musha, then, is id the happiest state, entirely, Larry?”
sltering her voice into a tone of simple interest.

“ Why, faith, d'ye see me, Catherine, as I often said in re-
gard o that, & bachelor can only be well enough by himself,
while two people may go wrong together.”

"'« Avoch, an’ a thrue sayin’; — you'll be lookin’ afther your
heaven on earth again, Larry?”

“ Just as a wise child aftber his cake, Kitty-—anywhere bud
among the coals,” he added, indistinctly.
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“You're n vartuous boy, Larry; an,’ thongh T say it, a
patthern in these uncivil times,  But we know you love your
inasther, too well to lave him:” this was half remark, half

uery.

**D'ye hear her now?” asked Larry of himself; then aloud,
<1 love my masther, Catty; but, if he docsn’t mend, let God
help him to another man.”

“Lorh save ns! if ever I thought he was so bad.”

+T said nothin’ bad about him, Mrs. ; that is, Kitty,
Miss Catherine, I mane; bud hia visiters, Catty—look down
on us an’ keep us!—they're tno mueh for the likes o’ me; if—
forgive us our sins!-—he isn't one o' them, his own self, Catty,
a-roon.” During this speech Larry took off his hat and raiced
his eyes, his face and action expressing, or well affecting, much
mysterious trepidation,

“Musha, then Tarry, a-gra, don't go frighten us in sich a
manner,” said Mrs. Catherine, drawing nearer; ““what do you
mane, at all at all?”

“Why, then, T'll tell von,” he resumed, imitating or sharing
the carnestness of his friend: *‘gettin’ wages, as far from me
be id to say T do not get, to act the part of a Christhen sarvant-
boy, by him, little ‘nd my<elf care, Catty, how many fellow-
creatures like me Masther ITarry ‘nd have abont him; bud,
d'ye see me, it's another thing when, afther sendin® me off' for
the night, he calls down—or up—had end to me if T knows
which—"

**Och, spake out, Tarry, darlin’, spake ont, and look stout
like n man, or I'll dhrop stone dead afore you!™ interrupted
Mrs. Catherine, pressing still closer, and stretching, perhaps,
even her fears too far, a3 warrant for the familiarity of a{or
manner:—*‘did ever you lay your eyes on ‘em a-vich?”

*“No, Catty, but I hard them, often and often.”

*Who? what?"—an’ she locked an arm in Larry's.

- ¢ Qutside iv his door, T hanl him whisperin® wid ‘em, an'
callin’ to "em, at the dead hour o’ the night, Catty; an® some-
times he unlocks it, Catty, an’ creeps out to take an airin® wid
‘em in the lawn; an" what's that >”

The autumn evening had just hegun to set in, and the ever-
aloomy old hall in which they stood grew deapoer with shadow,
while Larry, thus interrupting himself, pointed to its extreme
cnd.  Mrs. Catherine screamed with terrar, yet under her
breath, and in an agony half feigned half real whi
;lek vourself, Larry, honey!—look, and tell me if it's

m!“

*Not now, I think ; that is, T hope, an’ pray God,” he ssid,
playing with the nervousniess which, to say the troth, he had
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groundlessly excited, purely for tho purpose of frecing himself
of Mrs. Catherine’s close and unwelcome approaches; ¢*and,
a8 T was for tellin’ yon, Catty agra: there was one night T left
him in bed, sick enough to stay there, an to keep him from
ronmin' about, an cnlrogin' wid ‘em, to his no great good, mly-
<elf just locked his door, an’ put the kay in my pocket: well,
a-roon, down I went, by myself, on the road to my own bed,
down, down all the crooked staircases; when just at the bot-
tom o’ the very last flight—the Lord keep us an’ save us!—
what d've think I saw standin’ afore me?”

“Your masther, Larry!" whispered Mrs. Catherine,

«Or somethin’ very like him,” answered Larry; “bud see,
agin—just tnrn your head the laste bit round.”

“Qchl ah! I daar'nt!” hiding her head and mol-cap in
Larry's bosom.

“Thonomon-dianul!'—my name isn’t Larry, if his own white
face—or one that the divil makes as near to it as an ege to an
eze—may I diein sin, if I don’t see it lookin’ at ns from behind
the ould clock that ticks so dushmal. 1 know; T didn't follow
him home in time, an’ this ia his other, cum to send me packin’
to himself.  Och, murther! Tl et my fairin’ betuxt ‘em"'—
and Larry at last disengaged himself from Mrs. Catherine's
embraces, and broke into the street, while <he trindled down
stairs to her kitchen.

CHAPTER ITL

TuMEDIATELY after dinner Anna retired, alone, to the drawing.
rcom, and in about half an hour was followed by Maria, who,
on entering the apartment, found her deeply engaged in the
perusal of a manuscript essay she had got from Tresham, and
of the nature of which the elder sister was aware.

Evening brought on her increaced shadows, yet, by what
light was still afforded, Anna with some difﬁcuﬁy continued
to read. Maria proposed to have candles, but her sister
rather carnestly objected. ‘I have much reliance,” she said,
“on the doctrine of coincidences and sympathies; and in this
dim twilight I can, perhaps, better appreciate the subject of
my present stady: at least I feel I can.” She resumed Her
mmﬁng, and Maria, taking up a volume that lay near her,
sat down with her young sister in the recess of the old-fashioned
window, and for some time also endeavoured to read.

But at last, stavtly shutting the hook, and laying it wpon
her knee, she protested agninst any farther effort, and again
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admonished Anna to call for lights, or clse prepare for their
intended evening walk with Tresham. The ot‘mr, in rather
un impatient tone, replicd—

“We-nced not expect Harry this half hour, sister ; and do let
me get through this most interesting part without interrup-
tion.”

I suppose T must or should ask your pardon, Anna; but I
thoughtean elder sister might have said so much without being
accused of interruption ; whether or no, T shall venture to say
more, by expressing my entire dislike of yonr spending yonr
time over such a jubject as that now in your hands.”

*8Sister!” Anna replied, in a tone of surprise and chagrin,—
“‘but I am sure if you thought of what you were then going
to say, you would not have «aid it; this is an cssay, Maria,
written by Iarry Tresham I shall add nothing clse; surely
that is enough to show you the scverity of your remark, and to
warrant me in not quite recollecting 1t.  Pray read your own
volume, and, while delighted with its wonderful passages do,
not envy me a higher pleasure.”

*¢It is now too late to tuke advantage of your adviee; so I
will, instead, try to say a word in answer to your speech.
Don’t you think it sometimes happens, Anna, that where affec-

‘tion, and talent, and virtue, join to avoid giving pain or doing
harm to a beloved object, weakness or Infatuation of mind
inflict the blow ?—and let me say that, although Harry Tresham
is the very last man I could suspect of intention to lead you
astray, I am not so sure of his ability always to turn your young
thoughts into a proper path, or, if they should wander, to

uide them from an Improper one. Lray, my dear sister,

car me out. I do not wish to hazard a word in defence of
the poor volume I took up; it is only a popular novel, that
does not even pretend to help our serious moments, or to form
our principles, or wed us to theories; yet, God knows, I had
rather have you make such books the only reading of your
life, than sce you for one hour disturbing your delicate mind
with the strange visions contained in that manuscript.”

I will take it for granted, sister, it is not your meaning to be
cruel, or—offensive with me—"

*‘Anna, Anna, you should be sure of that,” interrupted
Maria, tears, which her sister did not see, rolling down her
theeks, although ber voice was but little affected.

“Well, sistor, I am sare; yet, indeed, I must say your
vords are more—arc less kind and good to me than ever they
vere. You call Harry weak and infatuated—excnse me in
urn, for I will go on;—but the truth is, Maria, we ever try

2 bring down in others what we do not understand in them
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nor possess m ourselves; and, therefore, why should I wonder
to hear you speak hard of him, urof the studies he recom-
mends to me? As to your own fine book, 1 say aguin, you
are free to admire it, and as much for the giver's sake too as
you like, if you will only let me read aud value this cssay for
the same reason.” .

«“Mortimer, who at his last parting gave me the peor novel
you spoke of, it is not a schoa{’ philosopher, Anna; but he is
still an educated gentleman of mature taste and understand-
ing.”

“T have made no comparisons—TI wish to make none, Mariu;
and perhaps you ought to he just as indifferent as I am to do
so,” interrupted Anna, her love, her vanity, and her enthu-
siasm taking fire at this turn in the conversation.

¢ Perhaps,” Maria rejoined s **buat be that as it may, Anna,
let me now assist you to put up those braids which the last
toss of your head has shaken about you; stoop forward a little,
my love; for, after all, our Harry must not tind his favourite
style of hair neglected; come;”—and Maria was procceding
in her sisterly task, when Anna, with some ungentle and
indecd unusual briskness of maaner, tossed back her head
more violently than ever, and saying, **Thank you, thank you
very much, sister, but I can usc my hands, at least,” began
to twist and re-twist, and pile up her fine hair with great ra-
pidity, and into most uncouth forms and coilings; continuing,
after a moment’s pause, to speak in a gharp and (uick voice—

¢ But, Maria, since we have chancctf on Captain Mortimer’s
name, may I inquire if, before he left the house to-day, he
thought proper to explain to you his strange manuer when he
was presented to Harry Tresham?”

“We have never sinee spoken on the trifling matter,” Maria
replied, still calmly; “nor do I care to trouble him farther
about it.” This last assertion was, however, a little over-
strained, as Maria really purposed to interrogate her lover on
the subject. X

““You might ask the gentleman, to oblize me, I think,” said
Anna, in increasing coldness.

““To oblige my sister in her slightest wish, I would anxiously
do anything,” resumed Maria; * hut one word, dear Anna, on
a charge you have just made. You say I am ignorant of the
matter you hold in your hands, if not incapable of under-
Sta?dmg‘al:; Let me inform you that since you got the wanu-
script Harry, and while it luy on the table in this
drawing-room, I attentively read it; and not unwarrantably
either, thouﬁh you look at me so, for you may recollect you
said as much as that I might take that freedom. T read it.
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Anua, and perhaps understood it too; and it is from this
knowicdge of its nature and tendency I now speak.”

«In the first place, then.” rejoincg Anna, with vehemence,
“‘you tuink me the child that must not be allowed to share the
strong food that is harmless to u inore womanly appetite; else
why %rbi_d me the consideration of this very cssay yon have
yoursclf perused ?—and next let me ask you, sister, from what
partic passage you judge the manuscript to be improper
or dangerous?”

“Tuking up your last word, in preference, I do not hesitate
to say that the whole is dangerous.”

““General assertions prove nothing, sister; you aught to be
aware of that,” said the young logician, playing off sume airs
of ruperiority; ¢and, since you have so attentively gone
throwgh the whole, you can surely afford to be more particular.”

“T adinit I am no casuist, Anuna, and you will not therefore
expect from me & very correet method, nor, indeed, the good
words you usce with such easc to yourself; yet I can point out
a particular passage. The object of the entire paper is to
gmve the re-appearance on earth of the dead; and history,

iography, and anecdote—nay, scripture itself—are all quoted
to support the now childish belief.  But the essayist, having
to get over one unplausible commonplace, namely, the rare
ocourrence at present of his supernatural visitations, has re-
course to a theory of his own; he supposes—"

**That the visitation does not cease, although we are blind
to it,” interrupted Anna, in a deep whisper, suddenly bending
forward and catehing her sister's arm—¢that they come and
o, over and around us, and are with us and present to us in
our blindness—that the air, and the shadows of the air, and
the recesses, and the depths of space, teem with the busy and
mysterious denizens of another world—while to the eyes, made
dim by the gross mind of our latter days, there has ceased to
be Fivcn the secing power of the days that are gone; though,
if the primitive spirit could be reinstated within—and there
is & way, sister, to bring that to pass—it would see, and hear,
and understand, in a total freedom from vulgar fear, and in
the wonder of knowledge only, such signs and whispers of the
to come as must redeem us out of the bondage of mere human
speculation, and elevate man’s soul, cven while pent up in man’s
body, to the intelligence of angels.”

Anna's onthusiasm had fully escaped during thi piece of
oratory, which, delivered as it was in a voice and manner of
the strangest energy. while her jetty eyes flashed through the
twilight, so much affected the rational catmness of ‘the
a8 for & moment to surprise and make her silent; and in the
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pause Auta trivmphantly resumed, by askug— <And now,
sister, show me the dunger of this,”

“It is casily done, unsweved Mariu, successfully yallying
her spirits ; aud she was ubout to continue, when their younger
sister, Besoy, accompanied by three of her playmates and
cousins, entered the apartment, all inquiring why, Tresham
was 50 long ubsent ; for he had made himself' & great favourite
with the juniors of the family, by his gentlencss of Tanuers
and the wondrous anccdotes he readily told for their amuse-
ment.

This interruption reminded Anna of the lateness of t,hz hour;
and, sending the children for their walking attire, the sisfers
agreed to suspend, till another opportunity, their unfinished
argument, for they made no question but Tresham would be
with them in 8 moment; and their diffirence of opinion, and
any little bitterness it might have deawn forth, were now more
than forgotten in the sweet kiss, and the sweeter tears, inter-
changed between them; Aunag, after a moment's reflection,
becomiug the first to negocinte o penitent, loving, and un-
qualified peace.  Of the ymmcediale point at issue, indeed no-
fi\ih"‘ was said; but it was acceded by the one that Harry
Tresham was an amiable young person, of uncommon genius;
and by the other, that Mortimer was a finished gentlemen, a
worthy soul, and a gallant captain.

The children 1eturned with hats, scarfs, and shawls, and the
sisters assisted each other, in tho scanty light, to adjust their
habilintents.  Then sll sat down, anxously expecting to hear,
at every moment, Tresham’s knock below.

But some time escaped without his appearance ; and, at first,
Auna was surprised, and very much surprised ; then she thought
it unkind of 'f‘rcsham. and very unkin«l 3 and at last, and when
ucarly an hour bad clapsed, she grew angry aud fidgetty.

It is now so much past the time that 1 am sure he will not
come,” said she, turning to Maria,

““He appointed to come?” asked her sister.

It was his own particular appointment ; and yet to leave
me waiting for bim, without a line, a word of apology, when
Le knows I wait for him and expect our evening walk—he
ever did so before—and is it kindly done, now, sister?”

«Tt is not well, indeed, if he canuot well explain it.”

**Qh, Harry Tresham has got another lady to love, that's
the whole of it,” said Beasy.:

“Fie, Bessy, my love,” said Maria; “you should nat let
your spirits teach you to say such strange things.”

“But I'm sure of it,” re-urged Be+sy—* because sister Anpa
herself told me that gentlemen never stay away from the
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lady they love first, until they begin to love another better;
and, besides, I heard you say to her, when Harry first came
to the house, that you feared he was too young and romancing
to love long and in earnest. But I'll blab no more about it, if
Anna finishes for me, and Mary, and Patty,.and little Kate,
here, thederrible story she began for us last night.”

“Where did I stop, Bessy?” asked Anna, willing to forget
her disappointment in a theme always fascinating to her.

“*Just where the spirit of the woman's husband appeared to
her, twenty years after he was murdered, and in the very bed-
room, a humi‘od miles from their own home,” answered Bessy,
under her breath, and moving, with her young companions,
nearer to the elder sisters.

“Well,” Annn resumed; ‘‘the shade told her to have a
certain part in the inn-yard dug up, and there she should find
the skull, with the hole in the right temple, made by the hand
that killed him; and to get a certain chest broken open in the
very house where she then slept, and there she should find the
h):m she had herself given him on the unhappy morning of his

ture.”

l‘)"ah. ’tis frightful ! whispered the child, whose merry laugh
was now silenced, as with her playmates she cringed closer to
the speaker. The room they sat in was unusually spacious,
and unusually gloomy too, as from the whim or bad taste of
1ts original proprietor the walls were divided into oblongg,
covered with the raven-black marble for which the quarries
adjacent to Kilkenny are celcbrated. In the middle of the
wall, at the remotc end, a door led into an inner apartment;
and this was now open, giving an uncomfortable fecling of
desolate space, and admitting, through a window at the back
of the house, the pale and visionary rays of the rising moon,
which, intercepted and disturbed by the fluttering tops of troes
that shot up to a level with the window, crept over the floor
within, in & kind of self-animated motion. After the child's
last words a general panse ensued, and, in a hush like death,
all scomed to heaken to the conclusion of the tale; the
tick of the old clock on the landing-place, and the asthmatic
breathings of & dog that slumbered on a mat at the near door,
becoming, in the silence, painfully distinct: while by ures
of hand and foot, the terrified children directed mKn:her's
attention to remote of the room, where fancy had pic-
tured some hideous chimera.

“Did she obey him, Anna?” at last resumed Bessy, in a
v%it;e that would have been inaudible but for ths intense
silence,

* 8he did, and the skull and purse weve found,” answered
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Anna, now not able to exert her own voice beyond & murmur;
“and the next night, as she sat alone and expecting bim in
her chamber —that very same chamber —and by the beams
of a late moon, the woman thought she saw—

“Oh, stop, sister, stop, or come out of this large place!”
interrupted o .

Do, Anna, }mbear, and let us go down to the paslonr—
or I shall myself go for lights”—said Marin, who, in spite of
herself, an to fsecl nervous, and was anxious to break the
gathering illusion.

*No, %hn’a, let us be as we are,” rejoined Anna; and then
continued, not observing that Maria’ had gone out, through
the near door—I love this creeping gloom, though it chills
me. The moon rises abroad in mist;—and sec! almost the
very cffect I was describing:—look through that door into tho
other apartment ;—accidental folds of drapery, and other com-
mon forms, seem to get horrid motion—cloudy masses curl
through the corners—the darkness itself becomes instinct with
life, as if the awful dead were there, listening, in gratified
silence, to the tales of their own wondrous agency—as if ono
of them was this moment moving towards us!”

Another short pause of unmixed dread succeeded ; and, while
the little hearts of the hearers throbbed in their bosoms, the
door through which Maria had passed again slowly opened—
then there was shrieking and clinging to each other!—But
Tresham quictly entercd to give re-asgurance to the agitated
group.

Anna did not rise to bid him welecome, for she was pettish
at his breach of appointment, and her pride cxpected an
apology before it would allow her affection to spesk out.
Her lover had slowly walked towards her and sat down by
her side, and she waited and panted for his explanation. But
none was offered. Not a word was spoken. The offended
girl grew doubly hurt, and turned her head to look out at the
window. Still he s}l;oke not, nay moved not, but there sat,
wordless and motionless, like a stony image of himself.

_The younger part of the company regarded this scene, first
with intcrest, then with astonishment, then with superstitions
misgivings, and at last with terror. 'The attachment of the
lovers was no secret to them, and all stared in wonder to see
such & meeting between two who had never so met before; and
soon thath’reeent frenzy of their minds began to in'ulotok t;hg
scene with, perhaps, not iate horrors. They
close into each other's e;::ppro pressedpn“:ach other’s hands, and,
if they daved venture a whisper, it was only to remark how
pale und paler he grew; how decply his eyc burned, and how
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unusually darh was Lis deapery.  Av length, Bessy cither
more courageous or more terrorsstricken than the rest, and
snatching energy from her very terrors, exclaimed,—* Speak
—speak.,  Harry Tyesham!—My God! why do you not
speak, sir?”

The words dicd away through the lofty apartinents, but no
answelgwas returned.  Another pause followed ; the children
cringed in o knot together, and wrapped and wrung their
havds and ars sround each other; then, after a moment, and
as if by muatual consent, though no words had preceded the
action, they slid soily from their chairs, and, keeping their
looks riveted on Tvesham, crepy by him, until they gained the
door, and then rushed wildly through it,

Annu was lett alone with her unaccountable lover, and still
she would not speak, though somcthing more than offended
pride now kept her silent. Sho had participated the shocking
funey of the children—she feaved it was not her lover who sut
beside her.  All their former discourses —all her cherished
legends—the hour—the durkucss—the predisposition of her
mind—the tomb-like silence, only alive with the echoed pul-
sation of her own heart—everything added to the horrible
conivetiou.

She controlled her own respiration; she stretehed the very
nerves of her cars to hear him breathe; but she could not
detect even that faint jndication of humanity; one flutter—

“one catch of bis Lreath would huve been rapture—would have
flung her into his arm®—Dbut it came not!

Amid all the whirl of her feelings Auna was, bowever, able
to ask herselfif it could be a trick thut Tresham was practisin
upon her.  She recollected their conversation of the day, and
fur an instant thought it probable; und a recurrence, in the
sawe breath, to her first cause of quarrel with her inattentive
lover, came with sfill more effect to Anua's relief, who was

‘et sufficiently the woman to master cven her consternation
y hor vanity; or, perhaps, she wished to assume an uncon-
sciousness of reul cimotion, as the best means to escape the
influence of the being whe cauzed it.

¢« So, Mr. Tresham!” at last she cried out—*¢so, sir—you
come here after your breach of appointment with me, to
frighten the children of the {amily, and myself among the
number!"—She paused for an answer: none came; snd, slowly
riging, she continved—* making me ridiculous to them, and
ungraciously withholding the explunation you know to be due
to my love and confidence.” .

Again she sto sad only heard the repetition of her own
wards by the echoes around her. She daved advance s siep
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—but ‘she bad to pass him; and her voier al leart must bear
her company—+¢ Then, sir, it such silly and insulting silence
is your humour, excuse me if —if I lesve you to——enjoy it!”

uring the pause we have indicated in the latter part of the
sentence, Anna swept by him, like a breeze, towards the
remote door; as she approached it, he moved!—and this, al-
though & moument before it had been the assurance shd gasped
for, now made her delirious with terror;—she plunga®l into
the inner room—looked behind her—he was at her backl—
The door closed on them; and, in the outward apartment
they had left, Maria, who had just then returned with a
servant bearing Yghts, heard a heavy fall and o screaw; and
then all was silent.

CHAPTER IV,

Tae same night, Treshaw's servant, Lairy, was aroused, by
a great knocking, from a deep <leep into which he had fallen
on a sofa in his master’s chamber.  Upon the first appearance
of this person, we could not say of him as much as he descrves;
but while now asleep, and before the knocking has called him
into active re-existence, we shall make him and the reader
better acquainted.

Tt would wrong many species of what arc called the lower
animals of the carth to give Larry equglly with them the iu-
stinctive cunning by which alone he walked his path of life;
yet, if nature had not allowed him enough of this attribute to
make him a rogue at once, she certainly had allowed him
enough to make himself one at his leisure; and, perhaps, with
the exception of pocket-picking and petty larceny, he wus not
the luzy steward to bide his talent underground. Even our
excaption may be disputed on the faith of certain anecdotes of
Larry's conduct abroad, of which his master made no secret.
Now and then, while sojourning in France and Italy, Tresham
had given entertaininents to some polite friends, and it was
Larry’s business, as well as his pride and glory, to see the
table **furnished forth,” for the honour of “ould Ircland and
the young masther,” us gaily as the tables of those at which
they had been guests. ’s travelling plate-chest was
not, kowever, equal to Larry's ambition; that is so far as he
sllowed himself to canvass the matter. Tresham was of the
same opinian; and sonie syrprise therefore crosscd his mind
to see, on banqueting occasions in his lodgings, and just when
his friends were about to sit down, various fine picces of table
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equipage, of which he could not recolleet he had before been
master. On the first’ or second occasion of his surprise,
Tresham, supposing he must have miscalculated the extent ot
his own riches, said nothing ; when new provocations to wonder
appeared, however, he ventured some inquiries that were only
carelessly answered ; till, at last, startled by the appearance of
a still new and massive picce of plate, in which part of the
dessert was served up, and which he was quite sure did not
belong to him, he turncd to Larry, who stood at onc side,
rubbing his hands, and gravely eyeing his master, and asked,
*“Where did you get this, Larry ?” but the sole reply was, while
the man gave a kind of soldier’s salute, by turning out the
alm of his hand over his forchead—* Up the counthry, your
onour.”

If any doubt existed, notwithstanding, of Larry’s honesty,
none could exist that ho possessed, to a pitch of excellence,
the inventive talent. Others might boast of having never told
a lie; it was his peculiarity that, to the best of his knowledge,
he had never told trath; certainly he had never yet told the
whole truth; and from consistent use, since his infancy, of this
wariness of disposition, it now arrived that, even if he had
wished, he could not tell it. Cunning, and a liar, and perhaps
a thicf, it might scem to follow that he was an immoral
character; but this would be rather an uncharitable deduction:
Larry told lies, not from a vicious love of falschood, but from
the pleasure it gave, or the advantages he thought it might
yield; he was cunning? because he had no other mental fuclﬁty
to cxercise, becausc of reason, in the true meaning of the
word, he had not a jot: so that, when he was not cunning, he
was nothirg beyond a mis-shapen mass of inert clay; and when
he filched, it was only as the fox throws a goose over his back,
without ever breaking the commandments.

Some, indeed, conceived that he was an accountable agent,
inasmuch as he possessed, above the regular quadruped, glim-
mering notions of another world; but these notions existed in
one shape only in Larry's mind, namely, a jealousy and fear
of that world’s undue 1nterference in the concerns of this;
and here was the puzzle of his character—how he could be
very cunning and very credulous appearing, at first sight,
anomalous. To those who kuew the }K:iestory of his early life,
and who had any experience of the inveteracy of early m
sions, this seeming contradiction, however, soon vanishec
Under the immediate tutel?e of his mother, in whose cabin
Tresham, when a sickly child, had also received the elements
of his present absurdity, Larry, from his cradle, was a firm
bel'ever in supernatural agency ; nor could the maturity of
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his natural talent, nor yet his knowledge of the world, remove
a‘rejudices thus unconsciousty formed and deeply stamped.

he only way in which his cunning operated, in this case, was
to enable him oceasionally to assume an apparent indifference
of the terrors that ruled him, or to enjoy the terrors of others,
or even to increasc them, by exaggerating his own, some %oof
of which we have alrendy seen in his conversation with Mrs,
Catherine.  But for this he suffered well when he wa®alone.
Like philosophers who sncer at misfortunc in books, but who
almost invariably cringe to it in their parlours or garrets,
Larry before others strove to banter with his tyrants, but to
himself and to his pillow admitted, in utter fear and trembling
the very great chance of a visitation.

Such finesse was partly the result of his travels, that in
other respects scarcely improved him. Laughed at for his
folly, wherever he went, he had fortified himself against un-
neeessary humiliation ; and the world thus taught him to tritle
with his mortal fears, in the same way that it teaches other
ingenious young persons to trifle with the good principles they
sometimes bring into it. And here we should mention lesser
points of character that the wholesome ridicule of his fellows,

articularly during his residence in England, had fixed in him,
Earry began his travels the most broad-spoken and long-
winded of Trishmen ; but, shouted at for his brogue and idiom,
even more unmercifully than for his superstition, he admitted
—from the shyness of anything national that invariably
attaches to the vulgar of g'is country—the justice of the
rebuke, and did all in his power to benefit by it ; assisted by
his cunning, and his watchfulness of himself and others, he
spoke less and listened more ; retrenched his rich expressions
and roundabout ; aped the words of his hetters ; tried pithiness
and briskness now and then; and grafting everything on his
still predominant brogue, at last partially succeeded in proving
to the world that there moves not on its surface so ridiculous
a creature, when not of the first class, as a travelled and im-
proved Irishman,

Strange, after all this, that he had a strange liking for his
master : he would himself call it ¢ a hankering regard ;” but he
had. Tt did not, indeed, rescmble the love that any other
creature bore Tresham or could bear him ; it was uneven,
capricious, arbitrary, and, in right of the patronage of the
student’s mother, bordering on the tyrannical. Perhaps their
continued sympathy in the nonsense with which their brains
(if one of them was blessed with any) had been stuffed might
have helped to strc:ngtben the bond betwecn master and
servant. Tresham, although his supernaturale were now
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systematized so as to suit his intellect and education, while
Larry's still lay huddled together in the primitiveness of raw
materiel, liked to have some cne to listen to his rhapsodies,
and Larry, generally speaking, liked to listen, and felt, per-
haps, & little vain, if not gratcful, at heing called to the office
of listen~r; yet even this is nncertain, inasmuch as out of
Treshaan's new notions on such subjects, or his presenting an
old notion in a new shape, which was all the same to the
hearer, Larry drew cause for serious remonstrance and mis-
giving. He did not admire Tresham’s venturing alone into
dangerous ground, whither, as may be inferred, he was unable
1o follow him; he did not admire the student’s muttered solilo-
quies and aspivations, and his lonesome walks in the park,
which now became frequent ;s in fact, he had a bad opinion of
his master’s ways altagether, and began to imbibe an undefined
awe of his secret practices, with vague bodings of indifferent
vesults. Very lately, they had spoken a great deal of the
supposed power of the Evil One to confer superior knowledge
and riches on certain terms; and, to Larry’s view, Tresham
pressed the subject too far, and persevered too long and too
earnestly in getting an account of all he knew of the advan.
tages derivable in such a case; he had even proposed to his
servant such startling questions as, *“Did he think the indi-
vidual had ever renlly appeared at the summons? was it easy
to obtain an interview with him? might ha be depended on in
a fair bargain? and was it possible to overreach or outwit
him?” Larry tried it vain to shift the subject when it came
to this; gave evasive gnd temporising answers; drew a holy
sign with his thumb on his forehead, and prayed aloud that
his master and himself might be kept ont of temptation and
danger; and, when it was his duty to leave Tresham for the
night, withdrew, in no very assured state of mind. He would
say nothing; little said wns soonest mended; but might he
never feo g“iory if himself liked to think about it.

On the evening of the adventure at Mr. Ruth’s house, while
ostensibly awaiting his mastor's hour for retiring to bed, Larry
locked himself in, a prey to bodings of unusual force, and, ont
of a certain pocket extracting a certain flask, called on it to
dispel the terrors of his solitude, and, as we have seen, after-
wards fell asleep. The furious knocking before mentioned
caused him to jnm%;p quickly ont of a slumber of he knew
not how long ; and then, after some staggering and scrambling,
ha shambled to the door, and, expecting to admit his youhg
master, opened it—bnt drew back oh the moment; for there,
instead of the person his half:closed eyes antici Larry
beheld. in the depths of the twilight, a t«ll, black figure,
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tnp{:ed by 4 fiery-red face of severe and peculiar expression,
with eyes that flashed, and a mouth that leeved, he thought,
maliciously at him. This personage also wore—a queuc, the
simple-witted had called it; but, notwithstanding its pdint of
origin, Larry, to his grief and horror, thought it might pass
well enough for a tail; and in his hand, as he slowly paced
after the servant into the middle of the room, he chrried a
shining black wand. ®

“X don’t like him at all,” muttered Larry, as he heard,
unanswered, some questions coneerning his muster put to bim
in a hard tone by the stranger.

“Mr. Tresham not hiere, then?” repeated thz visiter.

“What hour o’ the blessed night i id for the likes of him
to walk in among us?” continued Larry, «{ill in an under-tone
discourse with himsclf.

““Tell me plainly, is he here, fellow ?” resumedd the object of
his suspicions, in a high passion.

“Not in this room, as yon persave, sir,” at last anawered
Larry ; then aside—‘‘musha, he's as black as »

“ Do you know me?” suddenly asked the siranger,

“Why, then, not over an’ above well,” still edging off, and
venturing a sly look at the visiter's lower extremities. The
other eaught his glance; and then, after a moment’s pause,
burst into a harsh and loud laugh, that, to T.arry’s increased
consternation, lasted some time, gradually aaining a horrid
elimax, as the provocative, whatever it was, became keencer,
until at length it reached an explosiow of shouts that rang
throngh the old building.

“Torn away your head, a moment,” resumed the visiter, in
his own time; Larry complicd, and this individual walked,
with stamping feet, on the boards, behind an old leather-backed
chair, that com lebcly hid the lower half of his figure, and,
resting his hands on 1t, continued:—

* Can you even throw a gucss at me

T was a bad hand at a guess from a child up; but myself
thinks your honour looks like a civil gintleman.”

“Do you believe that in your soul?” asked the stranger,
eagerly ; *‘answer me truly.” )

“ wouldn't like to cross your honour in anything, or to say
anything wrong before man or my Maker; but sure it can he
no harm for the likes of a poor boy like me to keep a civil word
for his betthers.”

“*Am I your better?" still questioned the visiter, in a slow,
emphatic tone; “tell truth, I warn you againg but that's ne
matter; I can easily know whether you do or not.”

Under these circumstances Larry was silent.  The question

b -
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was repeated, and, before it had Lecn fulll):oix;onounoed, he
clapped his hands in the most natural way, ing out at the
window, and said,—¢ Oh, the poor young master! its rainin’
on him! an’ surc enough I hard himsef say this very mornin’
we were to have a gineral cessation of wet weather ; does your
honour think so? The Frenchmen are great judges o’ the
weather$ they say it plews, when we say its rainin’; an it fais
Srotd, “hat is, it makes the frost, when we say its only freezin’;
musha, I always thought that very droll. 'Was your honour
ever among the parley-wows? they're a quare set o’ sprissauns,
every way: but where's the masther, is what I wonder.”

““ Ay, where is he?—not keep his appointment with me, and
after calling me so often!—has he left the college, man?”

“Myself doesn’t know to a sartainty ; bit 1'm thinkin’ your
roverence 'ud maybe cum across him i the park, out there.”

“ My reverence! what name is that you give me?” said the
stranger, very angrily, and his eyes looking dangerous; ¢tell
me, fellow, what 1s your private opinion of—the old gentleman
himself?”

* Murther!"” roared Larry,suddenly thrown off his guard ; but,
reining himself in, he continued—*“we ax your honour’s ten
thousand pardons—it was a cramp, or athing o’ the kind, that
I got abroad wid the masther, an’ it ketches a hould iv me, bad
manners to id, an odd time, in the calf o’ the leg, here ;" and
to keep up vraisemblance, Larry stroked the part with his hand.

“Does it? suppose you were ketched, asyou callit, by both
legs together?” o

“The Lord save me an’ keep me! long threatenin’ cums at
}Jast-l’m done for,” shaking, and chattering, and wringing his

ands.

*“Have a care what you mutter there,” continued his tor-
mentor—*“do you smell anything?”

““The nose o’ me is no great things, plaise your honour;
bud, if I war to say it, myself thinks there's as nice a scent as
ever I got in my born dag::;” answered Larry, in a real effort
to cheat the devil in the dark, for, from his fright and fancy,
it seemed to his nostrils as if the room had an abominable stench

2 ur.,
:_ “'Well for you you think so; it saves you some time in
altering your likings; but answer my question, plainly: do you
h%&fy the individual I spoke of, or what? out with it!”

*Plaise your honour, we're tould not to judge on no account,
for fesr of being judged in our turns; an’ hard w upon
people we know nothing of, isn’t a Christhen turn, the world
over.” .

*¢ Christian1” e
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*Yes, sir—or a thing that-n-way; a good turn, or a kind
turn, or whatever plaises your honour best; an’ sure, myself
knows little o’ the good gintle—gintleman, I mane, ig regard
I never laid my two eyes on him.”

¢ Look up!—are you sure of what you say?"

«Oh, my leg, my leg!”—stooping down, and rubking hard
with both hands—**Oh, the divil, sich & cramp—the Lord for-
give us! an’ no offence to any onc—bud the likes o’ this cramp
never ailed a born crature besides myself.”

“You have twice heard my question without answering, and
silence gives consent: that will do; say your paternoster back-
wards.”

«That’s more nor I could do if ever so willin’, in regard I
never larnt it forwards, your honour; they had trouble cnough
wid me at home about id, but sorrow a farther nor ¢daily bread’
myself was able to get, from that day to this,”

«All the better.  Give me your hand.”

““Bad end to me if I do then!”—muttered farry, after
another roar, and a plunge towards the wall, for to tﬂe door
Le could not get, as his visiter stood between him and it; then
in a tone of simple humility, exquisitely feigned, he continued
aloud—*¢ Me give a hand to your honour? Afe put my poor
crooks under a gentleman’s five fingers!—avoch, we thank youn
kindly, sir, for the honour an' glory you mane us, bud we
hav’nt forgot our manners so mooch as that, anyhow ; we didn’t
go among the Frinch for nothin’.”

«Did you ever hear from the persont we talk about?”

¢ Musha, never, never; an’ I call God 1o witness, this
blessed an’ holy night.”

* Are you so sure of that, either?” continued hi¢ catechist in
a thundering voice—*‘who bid you steal the silver cup at
Venice?”

‘J—g presarve us! it's all over, wid me!”—cricd the dis-
comfited man-servant; then, turning round—¢Stale, your
honour!—stale a cup!—musha, then, what cup?—or what "ud
your honour mane at all?”

¢Or the candlestick you slid into your pocket at the saint’s
shrine in Paris—who whispered into your ear to do that?>—or
the large salver you buttoned into the breast of your coat off the
cardinal's sideboard at Rome—who helped you then? Un-
grateful scoundrel! is this the way yon remember an old friend?
—You! a fellow that, if the angel Gabricl came down, would
have a grab at his silver trumpet!”

“Savin’ your honour's favour,” cried Larry, a little reljeved
that, after all, his companion did not know the truc facts of
the case, ““an’, under your honour's tindber mercy, I'll tell
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you the rights of ull that in & minute, an’ as thrue as if it war
my dyin’ day; the little matther of a cup was bought out of
my own lawful money, saved out of my lawful wages, an’ it's
now I remember that a little bare-legged i;orqoon—gargon the,
say among the parley-wows, an it's very like the Irish, isn’t id,
your honour?—he cum up to myself in the broad noon-day,
an’ in the open sthreets, offerin’ to sell it for a song; sure the
silversiiith an’ himself are alive an’ to the fore this very day;
an’, as for that big ould silver dish—"

¢« Silence, man!—1I know you, and you know me; so0 enough
for the present; what is your master doing in the park yonder?
—ghost-hunting?”

**Under favour to them, sir, myself has a kind of a notion
that they're kind to him.”

I long suspected it; and even now, I suppose, he invokes
them under the moon in some of the shrubberies?”

““Many’s the word is thrue in guess, sir.”

¢ Silly man, listen to me;” the stranger advanced.

¢ Anything in raison, sir;” and Larry drew back.

**Stand where you arc, and listen to me.  Your master and
you shall give up all this ghost business, and attend to some-
thing better that I can teach you both; and if T detect you
humouring him in such nonsensc—nay, if vou do not this instant
renounce and laugh at them and it—"

I was hired for a stcady man, your honour, by his own
mother, God help me,"”—demurred Larry.

““You shall laugh with your whole heart and soul, I say!”

I can't, your honour! myself docsn't know how.”

“Or feel what I hold in my hand—come!—laugh out at
all the ghosts in the world, or that ever visited it!”

T can't, sir j—musha, I never could; 'twas a want wid me
from my cradle!”

“Then am I to work & miracle—laugh!” and he gently be-
laboured him.

An’ wid my mother, sir—an’ her mother afore ber—it ran
in the family "—as in 0dd capers he expressed his dislike of
the test.

«Didit? did it?" resumed the stranger, increasing his assault.

“Hi, hi, ho!"

*Louder—a hearty laugh!—a laugh in earnest!”

**Ho, ho—oh1"—and here he dropped on his knees.

«What do you kneal for, now, you precious fellow? But
a0 matter; knecl still and listen to me further. Tell your
master I am much displeased he should have left his chamber,
to-night, after my express commands to the contrary. You
mark me?"
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«I do sir; we're atther markin’ ach other,

“Say, too, I now go to seck him, and that if we should not
meet I will certainly come back to-morrow early. Did he
pleed at the mouth since morning?” .

¢“Only a little, your honour.”

« How long have you waited on him?”

*“Qch, musha, sence we war weenuchs o' that hoighth, to-
gether,” answered Larry, extending his hand, to illusgrate his
words, about five or six inches over the floor, for he was still
in a kneeling position; ¢‘it was the will o’ God that we war
born for ach other; an’ a bitther bargain he is to me frow
that day to this, for, betuxt himself an’ his friends, mysel
hasn’t the life of a Christhen dog.”

*“Was he ever ill in this manner until to day?”

«“Once, sir, afore we went among the parley-wows, an’ once
over agin, afore we came to this place.”

“Well; deliver my words carcfully ; and, la, ha!"—he con-
tinued, raising his black wand to the door as he went out.

*¢I1i, hi,” responded Larry, and his visiter retired.

*“What's the use o’ my saying’, the divil go wid him, sence
every mother's son gocs away nTtmg wid his ownself?"—he so-
liloquized, still on his knees. Then Larry brought to mind,
with remorse and apprebension, the words he had been com-
pelled to use, the hour of the night, and the place; for he re-
collected that, only a few steps from where he knelt, there was
a villanous black closet, svhere Tresham kept unboly piles of
<kulls and loose boues, which the stpdent consulted in hjs
leisure hours of anatomical study; and, overcome with this
knowledge, he asked pardon, in a mental inspiration, for his
late transgressions, and was so zealously engaged that he did
not percerve the entrance of his master, until, close at his back,
he heard him say,— .

“What, at your devotions, Larry?—This is right, but I
did not think you so godly.”

aken by surprise, and under the influence of brandy half
slept away, Larry asked—** Are you thc masther?”
*“Why, you and I say so, Larry; what's the mattcr?”
“ Harry, boney, is id yourself?”

“ Fool, you rave out of sleep, or have heen tippling——get
away to bed—or, no; stay a moment.”

Larry, convinced, arose and said, “I had onc along wid
me sence, Masther Harry.”

‘¢ Indeed, Larry! may I believe you?”

The servant bared his arm, adding, *T can show yom ile
naked truth, sir.”

“What! an evil spirit?”
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“The old father o' them all; an’ tiiote betoken, he left &
message wid me for you; bud am I to keep promise wid the
likes of him?"

“How did your visitant look? what kind of person?”—
Larry minutely described the face, figure, and dress of thc
individual, and Tresham turned away with a ‘‘pshaw!’—
disappointed and somewhat humiliated, that in the faithful
portrait*he could not avoid recognising his medical attendant
and old friend, Doctor Butler. This discovery produced
another train of thought: ¢The good doctor thinks too much
of only slight symptoms, and would inconvenience me with
his rules; yet I feel feverish and exhausted ;” and the student
flung himself on the sofa.

The moon, fully risen, streamed through a Gothic casement
at his back, and flickered on the opposite wall. Tresham
looked long at it with half-closed eyes; and he thought—fancy
and fanaticism as usual on the wing—that spectral light most
fit to afford a doubtful illumination to the troops of spirits he
believed to be busy in its beam. Wishing to enjoy it unmixed
with the struggling rays of a lamp his servant had just lighted,
he desired Larry to remove the lamp into the closet. The
valet did not answer nor stir; and, when the command was
repeated, asked—¢¢ Which closet, Masther Harry?”

“ Which, fool? there is but one; quick, remove it!”

Larry at last took the lamp, with little energy of action,
and scarcely opening the closet door, thrust it in at arm's
longth; then hastily shuffled back to stand behind the sofu on
which his master reclined.

¢« How intensely the hour and the situation affect me!” re-
sumed Tresham; then, in a low yet enthusiastic tone, he con-
tinued—* Oh1 if the shade of my dear departed brother could
now unveil itself to usl”

A merciful God forbid, sir!” said Larry. :

‘*Appear, oh, appear, if you can, and if in zeal, and belief,
and sunplicity of heart, I am yet worthy; appear, beloved
Michael, and fill and enlarge my soul with the eternal sccret!”

Something agitated the durkness near the door, and, in a
second after, & faint form shot close by the wall, intercepting
and catching for itself the weak moonlight. A dim face
turned towards him, and a clouded eye rested on his—it was
Anna’s!—changed in character and expression, as if countless
time, and unimaﬁi’nable events and existence had come be-
tween him and since their last happy meeting—still it
was Anna's! ‘

As Larry foll with a groan behind the sofi, Tresham started
up, and ut first free from supernatural fears, approached the
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figure, as for a moment it rested in the moonshine; and—
“Good God, Anna!" he cried, *“can it be you?—how gencrous
to a poor invalid—I—" but he was here interrupte@l by the
resumed motion of the figure, which, before he had advanced
two steps, faded back into the mass of shade, that, like funeral
drapery, surrounded the door; and then it was scefl no more
in the apartment. ]

Tresham hastened to follow, when Larry cried out from
behind the sofu,—*Her Fetch! her Fetch! don't dure to cross
it, Masther Harry! don't stir a foot!”

¢ Fotch! Fetch!"” echoed Tresham, the dreadful idea now,
for the first time, seizing his mind—¢ Her Fetch! you have
not seen the figure,—you could not! It was not like her—or
if it was—she has heard I am ill, and, though the hour is late
comes to visit me. It is sol—but let us be surc—follow me!”
—and he rushed through the door.

“Never an inch, if I counld help it; an’if it was good to stay
bere nlone,” said Larry, standing up and looking round him.
Ilis first instinct was to arm himself.with a light, and,-for-
getting, in the superior agony of the moment, his terrors of
the closet, and only calling to mind that there was the help he
wanted, he ran to the door and pushed it open. The violent
shock disturbed the peaccful fragments of mortality that lay
on shelves around, and some of them rolled down, while all
moved, the lamp, which burned in the middle of the small
nook, glaring upon and bringing out $heir ghastly whiteness.
Utterly conf%unded. Larry emitted a cry, and snatched at the .
lamp, but in the unusual effort stumbled over a skull that
kept a rolling position on the floor, and, not being able to re-
cover or balance his ill-contrived figure, fell flut; this brought
a horrid clatter on his head; he scrambled abont, grasping
something cold and loathsome at every turn ; finally, he kicked
down, broke, and extinguished the lamp, and soon after,
gnining his legs, ran yelling after his master.

Tresham, returning from a vain pursuit, met him outside
the door, when Larry flung himeelf at his knees, and clung
round them. The student, excited and overwrought by other
feelings, had no sympathy for his servant, but, hastily disen-
gaging himself, passed lum, and re-entered the chamber, and
was in the act of shutting the door, when Larry, with con-
tinued crics, cast himself against it, pleading and straining
bard for re-admission. Tresham resisted him, and it becams
a trial of strength between master and man. *

. “Let me in, for the love o' the Mother o' Saints! let me in,
an’ may you bave a long life, a_good death, an’ a favourable
jndgment! —Murther-an-ouns, Masther Harry, let me in!”
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he reiterated, growing furious, and redoubling his efliats—
“Would you shove me out along wid her?—what is to hbecome
o’ me, dr wherc'am I to go?”

*“To bed—or to the devil!” answered his master, at Jast
successful in slapping the door in his face, and he instantly
locked it,' and flung himself once more on the sofa.

“Youll suffer for this!” exelaimed Larry, outside, and now
hoisterous in despair— “You'll suffer for it, if there’s one in
henven, or your own mother on earth, to judge betuxt us!—I
renounce you for a brate-baste of a masther!—T'lIl quit you
and your ways, to-morrow mornin’ early, an’ tell, up to your
mother's face, how you're goin’ on an’ how you trated me!—
let me in, I advise you!”

¢« Begone!” eried Tresham, ‘“or by heaven I'll shoot you as
dead as Juling Cresar!” and he rose, as if to prepare for exe-
cuting his threat., The desired effect was soon produced;
Larry, suddenly decamping, but not until he had growled, in
much bitterness, and from a safe position at the side of the
door—*‘Och, never fear you!—it's in you to do it!—what's
bred in the bone ’ill break out in the flesh!  God forgive you,
an’ the Redeemer look down on me this night!”—The last
words were uttered as he descended the stairs, and Tresham,
at length, had quict and opportunity to think.

The damp overspread his forehead, the breath was pent up
in his heart, his very life was chilled; yet Tresham felt more
anguish than fear. Had he seen an unreal semblance of his
mistress? "This question, built upon his superstitious preju-
dices, was agony ; he could,not follow it. 'Was it herself, ﬂcr
real sclf, as he had supposed?—the probability was slight, yet
he clung to it; affection and anxiety might have prompted
her visit, and feminine delicacy might have caused her to
shorten it, and act the silent and strange part she had acted.
Then came another fancy. Although he had been at first
convinced that the appearance bore a likeness to Anna, still
he argued to assure himself that he might have been mistaken ;
and he strove to forget its relation to her, by investing it with
the character of the apparition of a beloved sister, who, some
years older than Tresham, had died long before his visit to the
Continent. There was no time, he recollected, to form correet
observations, nor oaght he to pretend, in the imperfect light
that the hasty moment had afforded, to have come to any
different coneclusion. He invoked the spirit of a brother,
and the spirit of a sister attended him; the substitution in
Tresham’s conceit, was plausible; as he dwelt upon it, the
idea fully oocupied his mind, and his bosom thrilled with a

pecaliar interest.
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He had seen a supernatural being, and now first exparienced
the truth of a long-cherished theory. ‘Iresham was brave,
and even if he had not been an enthusiast, the recgllection
must not have unmanned him; but nonc save an enthusiast
can tell with what case, with what devotion, enthusiasm
¢ commends the ingredicuts of her poisoned chalice tg her own
lips.” Tresham bad not power to admit the sentimeny of fear
while his soul revelled In the consciousness of direct com-
munion with a spiritual essence.

In such a heated state of mind he thought it was impossible
he could sleep, and therefore declined any preparation for
beds but he slept, notwithstanding; even where he was, out
of place on the sofa. He slept, yet he had no rest nor refresh-
ment. The toiling spirit still sweated within, and Tresham
was not sufliciently aware that physical disease lent to mental
anguish its treacherous aid to shake and convulse him.  Night-
mare, in hideous variety, and accompanied by the sense of
real occurrence that so terribly heightens the visitation, came
upon him. 1le had not distinguished his lapse into slumber,
and, through the seemingly continued action, there was nonc
of that rapid and mysterious self-relief that—by an agony
of mind or soul too subtle and complex for walking recollection
—gives, in the thick horrors of some hellish dream, the blessed
assurance of our being only fettered inthe ¢pains of sleep,”
which, after a time of tyranny, shall leave us frec and un-
harmed.

To Tresham’s apprehension he stil? lay awake on his sofa,
and he could distinctly mark each old familiar object in the
apartment. In this state he saw the corse of her he loved
stretched lonely on the middle of the floor. He looked in
stupefied dismay; and then came in a crowd of people, some
known to him as her friends and relations, but the greater
part strabgers, and the voice of woe arose, tears blinding the
faces of those who wept, till they blurred and grew indistinct
under his gaze. He strove to start up, but a heavy weight
held him; and now the corse hung with death-locked clasp
around his neck, its icy cheek at one moment laid close to
his, and in the next removed, as the helpless head slipped
off and dangled over bis shoulder. He tried to scream, but,
a9 is usual, withont effect; and from a succession of such
miseries Tresham awoke, haggard and very ill, in the morn-
ing light, to a certainty of real existence that proposed no
unmagtm balm to the sufferings he hdd undergone.
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CHAPTER V.

Eaxrwy ‘on this morning Mortimer called, by appointment with
Maria, at Mr. Ruth’s house. He found his mistress much
agitated; she rose the moment he cntered, and cast hersclf
weeping nto his arms.

¢t Teurs, Marial what has happencd?”

¢ Ob, our poor Anna will go distracted, I think; such a
scene as we had here last night, Mortimer!—Tresham—for
who can assent to the childish superstition they would force
upon me?—Tresham caine Jate in the evening in such a shock-
ing way to frighten us all; acting the part of his own Fetoh—
you know what the vulgar superstition is—sitting down in the
drawing-room by Anna's side; there remaining motionless and
specchless, and at last stalking away as he had entered, with-
out a word of explanation.”

¢ Did you see him?”

**No, I had just left Anna and the children together; re-
turning to the (fmwing-room, I found it cmpty—the children
were escaped in terror to the parlour; a servant attended me
with lights, and as we stood a moment, wondering where all
could have gone, a doleful screamn reached us from the back
drawing-room—the door was shut—I opened it—and dis-
coveref Anna lying senseless at the threshold.”

¢ Alono?—was not Tresham with her?”

¢ No—nor in the house, nor have any of us seen him since;
but Anna remains convineed it was his Fetch, and has passed
a dreadful night; indeed, Mortimer, I fear for—for her reasan,
if not for her life;” and the sister relapsed into showers of
Lears.

¢« The silly boy carries this too far, and must be checked,”
said Mortimer, after a remnarkable pause; * where can he be
found?”

«‘In his college rooms. But this seems to affect you differ-
cntly from anything I could anticipate, Mortimer. I knew
that Anna's indisposition, or any prospect of harm to her,
would have grieved you, for all our sakes; but now I think
you appear, along with your regret, to be moved by a kind of
wonder and mystery ;—why did you pause so long, and look
8o absent, when I spoke of Tresham'’s rudeness?”

‘It was nothing—nothing, indeed, Maria,” he replied, with
more endeavour to convince than the occasion required.

¢ And now I recollect,” continued Maria, ‘I have anof
question, though I rather dislike to ask it—why did youn start
yesterday when you met him?”
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«To speak very candidly, Maria, I had rather not answer
vou—not at present, at least; I know it is all folly—yet even
folly grows dangerous by participation.” N

“ You terrify me more than the story could; I entreat you
to answer me.” X

 Then, to prevent worse, sit down with me and I shall.
Previous to our breaking-up in America, we had an gxtensive
encampment on the shores of one of those fine ftﬁni(es that
aboumi) in the country. Almost the last night I spent in my
tent, I remained up to a late hour. It waus sultry weather,
and I suffered the entrance to be open, in order to enjoy the
fresh breeze from the lake. After some writing and reading
I reclined on a sofa, or a substitute for one, which, without
facing the cntrance, still allowed me by turning a little round,
to contemplate a glorious effect of the setting moon upon the
water. In this situation I thought I caught, with my side-
sight, the figure of some person passing at the back of my
couch. I turned rapidly round. No one was there; but,
when I rcsumed my first position, I distinctly saw a stranger
—and, what made it then most remarkable, not in uniform—
standing outsidc the entrance, and looking steadfastly upon
me. e features were so peculiar, and their expression so
unusugl, that both sank deep in my memory—that is, I
thought they did.”

¢ And Tresham’s features brought them to your recollec-
tion?”

“Yes, for an instant: but, as I Pefore said, T have since
felt convinced of the absurdity of the mistake, and I pledge
my word [ now regard the whole as a delusion.”

“Did you ever see that stranger again?”

“ Never.”

¢« Did you speak to him at the time?”

“No; for on snatching my sword, and rising to challenge
him for his name and purpose, he—it, I should rather say,
or, in better words still, the whim of my own fancy—was no
longer visible.”

*“And when did this occur?” asked Muria, now for the first
time infected, in her turn, with a superstitious feeling.

¢ Perhaps three months ago, or more,” he answered.

I could heartily wish it had not happened,” resumed his
mistress, ‘“’tis & most distressing coincidence.”

Mortimer addressed himself to the task of assuaging Maria’s
fears, when Tresham rapidly entered, ghastly and wild in his
face and manner, and out of breath with anxiety to see Anna
once more before him.

¢¢ She is not here,” he said, the moment he came in; ** Good
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(Ilv;ny,'Mnﬁ:L—good day, Captain Mortimer—can Anna be seen,
aria?”

I shall seek her for you,” said Maria, glad to have an
opportunity of consoling her sister with the news of Tresham's
appearance, although when he entered Maria felt more aldrmed
than pleased at the changed cexpression of his face:—* you
may compe with me to the garden, when I shall have got Anna
down," she whispered to Mortimer, in passing him.

I am sorry, Mr. Tresham,” said Mortimer, as soon ax
they were alone, * that almost our first word must be one of
formality ; but X think you owe some explanation to the ladics
of this house for your strange conduct last night.”

“T know it, sir, and came prepaved to offer it,” said
Tresham, “and, to the lady who might have been particularly
inconvenicneed, I shall readily and anxiously apologize.”

“Excuse my zcal, sir, but it was necessary.”

¢ Oh, Captain Mortimer, in your place I might have so
acted,” snid Tresham, indifferently, his whole soul Lent on
another subject.

*And you can also, perhaps, excuse my standing here till
T witness the explanation.”

¢ 8ir!—this i3 over-chivalrous, I think,” said Tresham,
more ruffled than at a less embarrassed moment he could have
been. Mortimer was proceeding to speak when Maria re-
entered, leading Anna by the hand.

The young ﬁtovvrs both started at the first signt of each
oth'r, their mutually dibturbed and altered features, together
with their mutual recollections of the past night, causing
a common revulsion of feeling. But Maria wﬁispering to
Tresham, ¢ She has been indisposed,” he immediately re-
covereld himself, and affectionately and gracefully advancing,
said,—

“My dearest Anna, you are resolved to chide for my strange
behaviour last night; {mt you will forgive me when you hear
me. I, too, was ill in the ,early part of the evening, and
nfterwards too stupid to explain, as I know 1 should have
done.”

111, Harry l—oh! I am sure you have been very ill?”—said
Anna, fixing upon him her eyes, that, from an expression of
wild agitation, had softencd into tenderness, and now swam
in tears; and she held out her hand, and both turned to con-
verse at & window.

“You hear he bas fully accounted for it, Maria,” said
Mortimer, also drawing his mistress aside.

I think so—X am sure he has—and, T hope, to the entire
satisfaction of Anna,” Maria replied=~
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“Doubtless; her full confidence returns; see—she spesks
to him without any restraint,” continued Mortimer.

“Jt is quitc enough, T am convinced, for the precent fears
and affections of my poor eister; and her natural anxiety about
his health will serve to lull a erowd of smaller doubts and eal-
culations of circumstances.” .

Here Treshan turned round, with—<Are youg etgatisfied,
Captain Mortimer>” '

**Perfeetly, brother, as you will permit a soldier again to
call you.”

“]):7 ow, my dear girl, are you not undeceived?” asked Maria,
in a low tone, as the gentlemen discovered.

I belicve T should be—and yet——"

“(Clome, come, Anna, there is no truth so bright but a willing
mind may blow a doubt upon it.”

«X will pray to the good God to put it out of my mind—
indeed I will,” answered her sister. Mortimer now led Maria
out, and Tresham and Anna remained together.

“How very poorly you do look, Harry,” said Anna, after
some indifferent conversation—¢but come—the fine morning
—if indeed you can attempt our old walk,” she added, sorrow-
fully

“I can now attempt unything,” he interrupted, foreing
smile,

<Then let u~ he gone,” she rejoined—¢“stay a moment, 1
will return equipped to accompany yqu.”

She gained the door, turned to Yook at him—and—¢ terrilily
changed!” poor Anna added, as she left the apartment,

«IHow shall T make my all but certainty certain?” thought
Tresham, now left alone; I durst not ask herself if last nught
she ventured forth to the college—such a question muat imply
or reveal the circumstunces—and z4ut, to an over-sensitive
nind like hers, were no less than destruction—if, indeed, she
has not been with me; if, indced, it was the dreadful omen 1
fear it was;” for Tresham’s morning recollections did not per-
mit him to call back, with any reliance, the notion of another
agency, and bis whole mind was at length divided between the
appalling question of a real or supernatural visit from his
mistress. casionally, perhaps, there stole in & doubt of the
reality, in either shape, of the appearance; but as this implied
a doubt of his own infallibility, or of his power to decide on
the certain operations of his own senses, Tresham’s vanity and
fanaticism rejected it whenever it occurred, and he wag willing
to be supremely miserable, rather than suppose, in his own

n, a delusion that many have experienced,
The idea of spesking in confidence to Maria presented itself;



252 THE FETCHES.

but a fear that one sister might keep nothing from the other,
a jealousy of Maria's incredulity of supernatural matters, of
which he waa well aware, together with a disinclination to give
pain, joined to make him decline this course also. Tresham
next thought of employing his servant; and perceiving, after
a moment’s reflection, no reasonable bar to such a course, he
opened the parlour door, and called Larry, who stood in his
old place in the hall, and who, forgetting all his extasies of the
night, had, at an early hour, shown himsclf in his master’s
chamber, calm, if not penitent or sorrowful, and without utter-
ing a word, began a general shaking of phials, in order to
compound a morning draught for the invalid: ¢“so Larry; you
will speak with the housckeeper before you return?” asked
Tresham.

«If Mrs. Catty is willin’,” said the attendant.

¢ Do so—and—as you converse together, contrive to ask her,
carclessly, i "—Tms{am aused.

I know sir; the—the lady,” whispered Larry.

““Why, yes, discover at what hour the ladies generally retire
for the night: in fact, at what hour they retired last night.”

¢ Afore twelve, masther.”

“Then you have already asked the question?”

“Not yet, sir; bud do we want a witch to tell us?”

“Peace, and obey me. I have alrcady charged you, on your
life, to conceal from every human being the circumstances you
last night witnessed in my chambers.”

*“An'’ so you did, sir,*God bless you.”

By heavens, if you dare divulge a sentence—a whisper—I
will with my own hand—"

¢ Avoch, we all know that; an’ we thank you.”

«Sirrah?”  Tresham looked angrily at him.

“An’ for the same raison we'll take good care,” continucd
Larry, moving towards the door.

¢ Stop a moment—you followed me out?”

¢] think I remember it,” replicd the servant.

“Did you obscrve anything ?”

¢« Not at that present time, sir, but afther.”

¢¢That is when you went down stairs?”

I believe so.” -

+«Well—what did you notice—and where?”

«*When I got to the top o’ the stairs, her ladyship's reverence
standin’ at the bottom.”

“Did you descend that flight?”

*“Ay, sir, God help me.”

““And then?” ' .

*“An’ then her grace was on the next landing-place, under
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mo still; an’ then on the next; an’ so on 'till she vanished
round a pillar in the great hall, houldin’ up her finger as much
as mams A Lot lal T a0 cvmni®mn matb and A snawte with
the little life I've left you: I'didn't take her advice, but was
fur goin’ into my room, when just as I bad my hand on the
lateh, an’ the door open, I fell over her in the dark, where she
lay stretched at last, a could stiff corpse, across the threshold.”

The student shuddered as this brought to his“ret@llection
the throes of his own wretched sleep.

““Were you tipsy, last night?"” he asked in 2 moment after.

“Why then, not over an’ above,” was the answer.

Tresham remained silent. ‘I may go to Mrs. Catty, sir?”

Ay, hang, or drown—or damn!" replied Tresham.

** Avoch, we thank you kindly;" and Larry withdrew.

¢ Mysterious power!” thus arose the aspirations of Tresham's
heart, while he remained alone. ¢ Great Cause and common
Father, who sendest thy signs and revealings for preparation,
make this untrue! Summon not yet—oh, not yet!—from thy
beautiful world, the faircst and gentlest being thou hast sent
to adorn it;—oh! it is thrice terrible to stang by a creature so
fuir—to hear her voice—touch her hand—and see her shining
and breathing near us, yet know that, in the house of death, the
dim dead await her, counting every pulsation of her heart, till
that which shall complete the fated number.” He wept and
spread his hands over his face, and was thus surprised by the
hasty entrance of Anna.

«Now, Harry—but why are you agttated?” she said.

‘A passing pain, my love—'tis gone.”

“Entirely gone?” she continued, advancing and taking his
hand, her mind wrung with pangs of the very same nature of
her lover's.

““Oh, yes!" he replied, smiling faintly, as with action tl'at
betokened a mixture of deep 1sve, sorrow, and almost reverence,
he breathed a kiss on her beautiful forehead.

“Let us have our walk, then,” Anna resumed, “and for
your sake we shall walk slowly, Harry:-—bLut tell me,” and she
stopped at the door—*1I think you yesterday said that you
were, yourself, a melanchcly authority for the truth of ——
Fetches.”

I spoke to that effect, mndeed,” said Tresham, scarcely able
to conceal his emation.

*“Indeed!” resumed Anna, echoing his word with an alarmed
tone—<‘there is & deep meaning in everything you—let me
ask you how ?”

‘“Some other time, my beloved—or after our walk—the
morning wears awsy—some other time"—and offering his arm
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he strove with poor smiles to disguisc his own heart, and com.
fort hers. ,

It must be now, Tresham,” said Anna, disengaging herself,
and sinKing in the chair, while she earnestly motioned him to
sit beside her. Influenced by the solemnity, if not command,
of her tone and manner, Tresham, after a pause obeyed.

“I had an elder brother. He was, too, my only brother.
He werft wich Wolfe to Awmerica, and I remained in my father's
house. Many months lapsed after his departure before we re-
ceived any letter from him, and our anxietics rose very high.
One night I dreamt a dream—one night that, in tears and
misery on his account—for I loved him as my own heart’s
blood—TI had lain down in bed. I was in a street, in a strange
town, and followed, I knew not how, in the mournful train of
a soldier’s funeral. The roll of the muffled drums, and the
occasional thump of the great drum, together with the shrill,
and always to me heart-rending, hymn or lament played by
the fifes on such occasions, filled my ears, and I wept even
before I had a more immediate cause for sorrow. After some
time the dream changed. T was in a lofty church, also strange
tome. I looked around ; the mouth of a vault was open, and
a coffin, that which I had followed, lay near to it. I advanced,
and Jooked upon the coflin-lid, and the name of my brother,
with his age, and the date of his death-day, now met my cyes,
printed in black letters on a ground of whitc metal. I shricked
and awoke. It was past midnight. I arose, got a light, and,
from the distinct and vévid perceptions of my dream, made in
my commonplace-book, which I will show you, a sketch of the
coffin and inscription. The date, by an inconsistent anticipa-
tion of the vision, was of the next day after the dream. DBut
it was the truc day,” added Tresham in a sunk voice.

“He died on that day, then?” Anna asked, and her lover
assented by a mournful inclination of the head.

“But Tresham,” she resumed, ‘‘this is a dream, and not a
Fetch story,” and Anna felt and looked relicved.

“Listen. I have commenced with this, only for the purpose
of leading to the matter in point. After the close of the next
evening I sat alone in my study. I shonld indeed say it was
night, though not far advanced into the night. A figure came
before me.  Wrecked and wretched as he stood, I knew my
brother! The figure when for 2 moment it had shot its un-
earthly eyes into my soul, passed through a door to an inner
chamber, from which there is no returning but back again into
that it had left. Thither I followed, locking the door after
me, that the vision and I might be alone together.”

“Horrible!” said Anna, drawing in her breath.
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“Thither I fullowed—but saw nothing. And I ncver saw
my brother more. That night and that hour Le expired in
Anmerica.”

“That hour and that night!”

“Yes. As in the former case, I took a notc of the day of
the month and week, and the hour of the night, at which the
Fetch had appeared to me; and our minute and %thentic
accounts afterwards pointed to the very moment.™

«'Tis dreadful. Come—this morning is far advanced ;” apd
Anna suppressing her feelings, and trymng to hide them under
the appearance of a bustling arrangement of her dress, rose up.

«Dreadful it is, Anna—but oh, tootrue! This has affected
you——or you are more seriously indisposed than to my inquiries
you will admit—or—or—have watched late last night ;—ob,
Anna!” —Tresham continued, as, overwrought and almost
thrown off' his guard by the increased conflict of his recollec-
tions and terrors, lie was on the point of asking a solution of
what he most feared and doubted. IHe grasped her hand—
looked into her eyes—but in o moment checked himself, and
extending his arm— Come then our walk!” he said, and led
his mistress out.

CHAPTER VI.

Mgeanting, Larry, in obedience to his master's commands,
obtained a téte-a-téte with Mrs. Cathetine. It may have been
observed, from this person’s former style of conversation with
Larry, that, either she thought he had a teuder inclination for
her, and saw no reason for discouraging it, or she wished to
inspire him with one, and was therefore very sweet on honest
Larry. 'What may have been his opinion on the point it is
Lard to say; but, on the whole, we rather predicate that he
had a general apprehension of the state of Mrs, Catherine’s
heart, or of the drift of her politeness, and affected accordingly
the utmost innocence and unconsciousness.

In truth, the housekeeper was arrived at, if she had not
passed, the grand climacteric, under the influence of which,
with reverence be it spoken, ladies of all ranks feel disposed to
do strange and startling things, rather than any longer run
the chance of & certain odium. Nature had not been as boun-
tiful to Mrs. Catherine's face ag to her undisputed talent for
jellies, jams, pickled mushrooms, and conserves of every des-
cription; and, during her unlovely youth, the virgin, yet too
green to stoop to a rencuncement of her sex’s privilege by ori-

ginating any solicitation, remained unwooed, and of course
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unwon.  After the pure and peaceful lapse of ncarly twenty
years, she , however, to look about her; and, despising
the scruple of her teenish days, bluntly, or adroitly ventu
many a *‘bold stroke for a husband.” That she had hitherto
failed, her present anxious situation made known—notwith-
standing the matronly affixture to her familiar name, which,
by-the-way, was of long standing, and a cruel anicipation, by
the world at large, of a fate wiich Mrs. Catherine neither
courted, nor indeed merited—and we record the fact, rather
in astonishment of the blindness of man than with any trinmph
over the unwilling maiden.

At the time that is our purpose to become eaves-droppers
on the conversation between her and Larry, we discover the
valet evincing considerable uneasiness at a chance remark that
fell from his admirer: ¢ And—what? ¢h? last night, Kitty?—
bow, Kitty?"—he said.

“I tould you once afore, Larry, as much as that I thought
my name sounded betther another way. But no matter for
that, only as the hereafter may be; I say he cum here last
night, stalkin’ in and stalkin’ out, like his own ghost, an’ never
sayin’ a Christhen word, but lavin’ my poor M%ss Anny stone
dead on the carpet.”

“An’ deliver us from all evil!” muttered Larry, concluding
aloud ngruyer he had in his consternation mentally begun.
This rather discomposed his friend, and she inquired—** Didn’t
he come? didn’t he? oh, Larry, honey, didn't he come? or, as
Miss Anny said, was it’his Fetch, indeed ?”

I sec my way in & vartuous lie,” thought Larry, afraid, as
much as he was cautious, of the black secret of which he thus
thought himself possessed: to Mrs. Kitty he continued—*‘In
troth an’ he did; an’ for why not?—an’ what use of a man's
ghost, when his own flesh an’ blood is ready an’ willin’ to stand
in his place, Catherine?”

“Then he did come?”

*He did to bo sure; an' myself had to wait for him an hour
at the college.”

“Musha, good loock to your heart for that, Larry; I said
it to Miss Anny all along, an’ now I can make her so sure,
entirely, thing!”

<t Arrah, do now, Catherine, an’ the Lord 'ill bless you.”
La“ I."nith].3 an'II‘a;rri;l then, an’ more an’ morelfl'or yourfaxi% it,

rry. But, , agra, you're in grief, killin’ grief. e's
q{lfw changed since y::terda , poor %:‘ﬂow,” mg::;ed Mas.
Kate, in 8 reverie: ‘‘he thinks there's sich a differ’ between
us; but he's a claner boy nor that bm Paddy Kinsliela,
that passed me by in the chapel-yard, unday se'nn't, after
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last mass; a beiter boy, too, an' a gentleman’s own man,
Larry, a-vich, never let it break your I say,” she oon-
cluded, again addressing him. .

«“What does she mane at all?” queried Larry to his own
breast—*‘did I tell her yet?—Musha, I'm a blind kitten aff'I
think I did.” .

““Take courage, man; ‘a fuint heart never won s fijr lady;*
out with it; what kills cures,” continued the housekeeper.

¢“Does she want to pump me?—two words to that bargain,”
reasoned Larry.—*Catherine—"

«“Well, honey?—he looks just as if he'd come down with it
at once,” added Catherine to herself—‘“only for his modesty,
an’ all that.”

¢« Aff a simple boy might ax you, Catt—Catherine—what
o'clock do you all go to bed at, in this house?”

““There’s a round beginnin’, tho’, after all his modesty!”
thought Mrs. Catherine, chuckling in her very heart— Why,
then, to tell the truth, Larry, one may say about eleven, tho’,
sence you musi know all, myself sometimes stays up, at one
matther or another, after the young ladies, good loock to them,
an’ a weary hour I have of it, Larry; for of all the hours from
Monday mornin’ to Saturday night that we poor sarving-women
know, there isn’t one 8o lonesome entirely, or one that gives
us the heart-scald so well as that. It's then we think of all
we have to do an’ look after, an’ all the odds an’ ends we have
to put together, an’ divil a drop, God forgive me for swearin’,
to rise our hearts, for we never taste it alone. Och, musha,
you know little about it: a noise frightens us, an’ it's only the

ig red cat, an’ no sweetheart, after all; instid of one like him
to be talkin’ to us, the window goes backwards and forwards
with the wind ; if a scratchin’ comes to the doors, it's only a rat
as big as a calf. An’ thin the clock strikes twelve to warn us
of going to bed an’ gettin’ up ever so early; an’ 8o we say our
prayers for nothin’, an’ lie down in our beds as could as any-

thing."”

“i‘[usha, more's the pity ; an’ myself is long for your
loncsome hour—about eleven, isn't it, one time with another?
—they never stir afther.”

*‘Between ourselves, Larry, hardly ever; an’ my saarvice to
you, Larry,” continued the ho , sipping & glass of
cordial, after she had filled and another to the valet—
#harrin’ some odd nights; some out-o-the-way nights, like
last night, aow—”

- tAvoch, ay: sure I know you were all lute up last night,”
seid Larry, very simply, whils he drank to Mrs. Catherine’s

3 B
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“Oh, the prowlin’ dog! he saw the light at my windee!”
surmised Mrs, Kate to herself—+yes, indeed, Larry ; T wasn's
in my bed till afther twelve.”

“An’ the ladies afore you, by coorse?”

¢ Ay, fuith, Larry, honey, more than half an hour.”

“An’ my saarvice to you, Catherine—'casc a body axed if
peaple can love ever step out o'néﬁillte, when the family
are to whisper a bit with their sweethearts.”

“Oh, the 1mpident thief! the plotter! the brazen-fuced
fellow!” she inwardly ejaculated—'*Musha, Larry, agra, you
have no shame in you, nor no feur 0° God or me; an’ yet, to
be genteel with you, I may say—tho’ 7 say it that shouldn't—
that supposin’ myself here loved so well entiraly as to do the
kikes, faith I might step out for a start, into the garden, or a
thing that-a-way.”

¢ An’ unknownst to any one?” asked Larry.

“Musha, yes, unknownst to the wide world, Larry ; that is,
‘case why, I liked a body; for likin’, you know, goes a good
way; tho', for that matter, it "ud well become me to be on the
look-out, as the ladies sleep so near me.”

“Do they, faith? aha, Kitty! so you might, only if you
liked, an’ they couldn't if you didn’t hike it too? Isn’t that the
way it 182"

*Sure enough, Larry a-vich.”

+‘So, Catherine, there’s last night, now, you might if you
liked, an’ none of them might if they liked? An’ I'll be bound
you could give your owth, for every night in the year, that
down to this blessed moment, they never tried any sich thing?”

Ay, my book oath’:ﬁ;ou're a witch, Larry.”

“I'm a conjuror'’s walley-the-shambles,” answered Larry to
himself, “‘or 1 saarve two masthers, or a limb o’ the divil; an’
when he's married,” he went on, beginning, unknown to him-
self, to articulate his thoughts—*‘ then I'm to saarve two mis-
thresses, into the bargain;” and he groaned aloud.

The word married reached, abuve all that he had muttered,
Mus, Catherine's ear, and his groaning affected her with an
ungovernable commiseration ; so that now, assuming her softest
tone, she said, ‘But Larry, jewel, I'm for rather givin’ a spare.
hour here, at our own fire, snug an’ warm—the best nights are
couldish, Larry—than in the out-o'-the-door way you spake of.”

L.Sroryth::,' silent, ifh bftcdt, he he::ird helro not.

“ Larry, if a body tapped, as low, as anything, ab
this little windee, to-night, about half-afther—Musha, what ails
him?” she continued to herself—«if ever I gaw sich a man in
love, in my whole life afore!~—but it's the jruest. love”—the
aloud—¢or, as for the matter o’ that, an’ sende you are fop
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spakin’ so soon about comin’ together in the houldfast way,
Larry, sure there’s father O'Shaughnessy that we both know—"

“Bother!" interrupted Larry, on whose abstractesl sense
the last serious words had made some confused impression ; and

rose up.

“Botl‘:gt 1” echoed Mrs. Catherine, “why, you good-for-
nothin’ thief, would you wrong me that-a-way? Qgxgae your
cpuestions, an’ then say, bother!”

“Catty,” said Larry, manning himself with gravity and dig-
nity, “I'm s boy, d’ye see me, to cry bother whin, an’ where,
an’ how, I like, sooner nor make away with my mother’s son.”

¢Make away!” Mrs. Catherine repeated, also rising, after
having first snatched back the second untasted glass she had
filed for her imaginary lover ; her face assuming, from its first
furnace-glow, a livid paleness, and her Jips sharing the angry
convulsion that shook her whole body.

“Make away! och, I'll larn you to do that!  Get out, you—
you——" spasms of anger choked her further speech, or the
epithets she thought worthy of Larry were not so easily found,
or her mighty conceptions were too big for utterance; *‘you—
you—" she repeated, clenching her hands by her side, stamping
her foot, and gradually advancing on Larry, who, however,
was not to be had in such a way; for, from the moment Mrs.
Catherine snatched his glass of cordial, he forcsaw the coming
storm, and arranged to avoid it, taking, for every step she
advanced on him, as good a step backward, till at last, and
cre she had power to use tongue or claws, he was over the
threshold, and the door banged in his face. .

«“Well, a-vich; alory, honour, an’ praise for all,” he after-
wards soliloquised, in Christian patience, on his way to college ;
“an’ yet here's one poor boy. like me, in the course of one
night an’ mornin’, visited and bet to chaff by ould Nick; put
on a ghost hunt; sent to hang, drown, or to blue blazes, by
kis jewel of a nasther, an’ now thrated in this manner by an
ugly woman.

“Well. Any more o’ the yarn? My name is Larry, an’ I
keeps with an evil deception, a divil's' make-believe, a divil
entirely, I think, that puts on my masther, that he may make
sure o' my masther’s man. But, if its not himself, where didf
I lose him? Did we lave him after us, abroad, or—thonomon
diaoull—was he never with me at alt at all>—F'It make him
say the Lord’s prayer along wid myself, this holy an’ blessed
night, which no imp dares do—and I'l_huve nonc of His
beginnin’ at fie wrang end, either. Ay, I'lfdo thi, or ax my
death for hot BSowli¥ iy catechism.”



260 TUL FETCHES,

. CHAPTER VII.

TrE young lovers took thieir morning walk. Romantic minds
will seek, out romantic and lonesome scenery, and Tresham
and Aym declining the more frequented promenade that
followed the windings of the Nore, at the side opposite the
college, chose a wilder path, upon which they arrived after
walking through a crowded and disagreeable suburb. It was
locally called “‘the Lacken” (a term expressive, we believe,
of precipitous ground, when it overhangs water), and also led
along the banks of the Nore, fancing the public walk, but
was sufficiently distant to cscape intrusive observation and
offer all the pleasures of frec discourse.

In the helps that it gave for enjoying prospects of the beau-
tiful and peculiar scenery of the distant town and accompani-
ments, this walk had another advantage over its fashionable
rival,  Sometimes ascending half way, and sometimes entirely
to the tops of a chain of precipitate hills, that, for more than a
mile attended its course, it alternately supplied picture and
hird's-eye views; and at its various well-known pomts of sight
Tresham and Anna often lingered, pleased to divert, though
in silence, their mutual depression of spirits, by gratification
in the least sensual way of perhaps the most sensual of our
perceptive organs.

From a particular spfot they dwelt long on a singularly fine
view. To their left, in the middle distance, arose the old
Ormond Castle, now displayed in its separate parts, that is to
say, two circular towers connected by a comparatively low
line of building, in the centre of which was a spacious archway,
the entrance to the court-yard: from onc of the towers, and at
about right angles with the first-mentioned sweep, approached,
in perspective, an imposing mass of the edifice, commonly re-
garded as the castle's front, shooting up, over the roof, a bat-
talion of Gothic chimneys, and abounding, as did also the two
towers and the roof, in square or angular-topped windows of
various size, round each of which was an indented edging,
painted white upon & cool grey ground, the pervading colour
of the pile. It wounld be difficult to assign this building to any
order of architeeture, classic or Gothic: still some features of
both, the gradual intermixture of different eras, appeared;
much of the character of an old dwelling-house, i
of either, might also be traced, through it, but an so large a
scale as not to take away the more important idea of w casthe:
It was, altogether, a noble and picturesque object; and =
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it sat upon its green lawn, and amid its rich trees, visible from
the foundations over a flanking wall of forty fest high, at the
base of which swept the public walk, still rising many feet from
the bed of the river; and at last shone out the unruffied river,
narrowing as it curved round the college park in the distance,
but spresding as it came nearcr, thuse stony bagriers thas
canse a fulness of stream for manufacturing pur;%mhecking
it at two different stages, and forming ulternately a placid
lake or reservoir and shooting fulls of 1oamy, roarmng water;
a different river from what it was when Spenser sung it,—

———*The stubburne Neure, whose waters grey
By fair Kilkenny and Responte bord."

To theright of the castle came in—as a painter would say—
bits of the town, caught through masses ot foliage; in nearly
the middle of the piccure arose two spires, one of St. Mary’s
church, the other of' the market-housc; lower down in the
same line was the old college, bounding its park, and half seen
through trees still; yet furthor to the right appeared the gro-
tesque steeple of the cathedral of St. Canice, and, by its side,
one of the highest of those {famous round towers, of which the
purpose, era, and indeed entire history, remain a puzzle to
satiquaries; and, as at the lett hand the picture commenced
with the Ormond Castle, it was balanced, at the right, by
another old fabric, about equi-distant, but it ruins, and with
a freedom of touch that even a master can only imitate, painted
by the pencil of time into every varidly of brown, grey, and
yellow tint. We have said that, as they swept to the right
from the castle, the houses of the town were only occasionally
seen through intercepting foliage: this feature ran over the
whole scene, 8o as scarcely to give the idea of a busy haunt
of men, nearly two miles in extent; and thus the curious eye
had a rare subject of city and landscape going hand in hand,
of nature and art, of embowering solitude and hidden bustle,
of the freshness of God's work and the pilings-up of man’s
labour. Behind the whole middle distance of spires, towers,
glinting slate roofs, trees, and water, rose the more distant
ocountry, sloping and swelling, spotted with villas and planta-
tions, and bathed in the blending mist and sunshine of the
wmorning; and farther still appeared doubtful lines of blue
mountain, brought out or mixed with the wreathed clouds,
according to the changes of the dazzling light and swimming
atmosphere. Notwithstanding that it was the hour for kind.
ling-fires in every town and city the world over, no foul
npufusn?n of smoke dimmed the brilliance of this favoured
wigw, Kilkenny being protected from such a nuisance by s
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clause of the old proverb (quoted even by ILedwich) that
blosses her with ¢ water without mud, Jand without bog, fire
without smoke, and streets paved with marble;” so that a
swpmer-morning sun and air sparkled and wafted over the
lightsome and unique beauty of the scene as freshly as it might
have dong over far and uninhabited solitudes.

The lovers pursued their walk along hill andsriver, narrow
path af& gPeen sward, until they at last reached & plantation
of old tress, known by the name of *‘the wilderness,” where
the near noise of waters came upon their ears, and all else
was repose.

They sat on a shelving hank that had the boiling stream
below and the gnarled onk overhead: both were unusually
silent. Even the charms of the scenery, as they came along,
had not bad power, however they might have mutually enjoyed
it, to provoke much observation from either; Tresham spoke
not u word; while Anna’s voice, when she ventured a remark,
gounded tremulous and broken. They continued for some
time watching the bubles that, self-blown and self-burst, chiased
each other away and were no more—fit images of the troubled
and vain thoughts which occupied the minds of both. At
last after many catching efforts to begin, Anna abruptly
broke silence:—

“Might pot that appearance of your brother be a delusion,
Harry? Might not a mind filled as yours was, by your fears
and previous dream, with onc object, paint it to the eye so
vividly as to deceive the eye?” .

*Perhaps ;" he inwardly shrank as he spoke ; *“yet, according
to the consistency of things, certainly not. A mere delusion,
such as you mean, would be more flecting, more undefined,
more general, more unreal, and, above all, less capable of the
continued deceit of continued action, than a Fetch, such as it
is decribed to us—and——indeed, such as I have—once—seen
it.ii'

““You told me the other day you had been considering &
theory to prove, on cousistent grounds, the reslity of Fetches;
I should like to bear it now, ham.”

*It would be too long and complex for your attention,” be
said, painfully anxious to avoid the torment he had created
for himself, But Anna seemed resolved that the childish
scourge his own weak hands had prc(-:lpued shonld visit his
proper back; as to herself, her mind was in that battling
state of sugpense that nrges to tempt the worst certainty rather
than remam in doubt.

“I am not the mere girl your answer would seem to make
me, Tresham; I can here mention the preparatory argument
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which you told me should go before the dir .t proof. Did you
not say it was necessary to bagin by shoving that the creatures
and scenery of our dreams are not the imaginings of the mind,
but real beings which occur to our waking souls, or through
which our souls wander for the time?”

*That is the first step, indeed,” he answered,, somewhat
beguiled by the flippancy of his mistress, « it gives me
inexpressible pleasure thus to witness the gradual arrangement
of your naturally fine mind, Anna;” and Tresham kissed his
pupil, ‘Then go on, at once, with your theory,” she re-
sumed; “first make me understand the system of dreams; I
shall listen attentively.” .

Tresham's love and vanity balancing his more bitter feelings,
he obeyed this command; and, in order to show the kind of
boyish puzzle with which he was in the habit of tantalizing
his own and his mistress’s intellect, his theory is preserved.

If dreams happen in the mind, they are its acts. Thatisa
simple proposition, and one easily understood.”

T understand it perfectly.” .

“There cannot be an act of the mind without the mind's
own knowledge. You might as well supposc animal motion
without life; for, in truth, consciousness is the life of the mind 3
without it you not only can have no mental act, but you
destroy mind itself. I think-—that is—7 know I think——and
therefore I am——was the brief but profound syllogism of a
great fhilosopher, who spent years in an inquiry after his own
possible existence.  You follow me, Anna?”

“Every step. Proceed.”

““Thus, then, the mind never acts but when it knows it
acts. Recollect that. There is an after-operation by which
it can assure itself it has acted, and another by which it per-
fectly remembers the knowledge it had of its own act wﬁe
performing it; and both are as necessary as the first to stam;
any act as its own, to satisfy it ; for, unless it be thus utuﬁedx:‘
it has not acted at all. Can you show me, by an illustration,
that you understand this?”

“Yes—1I think I can. This morning, very early, I.wished
to see you before me. That wish was an act of my mind;
first, becanse 1 knew I was wishing at the time; secondly,
because I now remember that knowledge; and thi
because I can call up the wish a8 my own. Am I right?”

““Perfectly. Let us take another step. Belonging to these
neces! tests for ascertaining its own act are smaller powars
of the mind, which may be exercised whenever the great ones
are exercised; and one of these is its assent to continued
action, or its capability to break mp continued action, a¢
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pleasure; to change, or stop it altogether. For instanos: if
a man is thinking of a horsc’s head, he may, if he choose,
change kis thought to the ?u'e of a stecple, before he has
proceeded to consider any other part or limb of the animal;
or, if his ideas range over the side of a mountain, he may
rapidly trensfer them to a crowded street, before they have
e:lrtam{eifhpmelves to the summit of the mountain. Is this
plain?”

"thhinﬁ can be more s0.”

*“Now, then, we have to try a droam by these rules, and
so decide whether or not it is an act of the mind, occurring in
the mind. Has the mind any such attendant consciousness of
dreams? any such after-recognition for them? Certainly not.
I particularly speak of continuous dreams—not the snatchings

& second, not points of action, but such as are made up of
the flowing of those points into connected lines of performance.
And here we see the Auman mind admitting its non-consent to
the action of a dream its want of power to have accompanied
it, to have broken it up, to have changed or stopped it. But
all these privileges it should have necessarily possessed in
order to stamp the dream as its own act. IPossessing none of
them, the dream cannot be its act, cannot have happencd in
it, and is consequently an occurrence distinct from the human
ln;iml. I appeal to your own rccollections and experience,

noa."”

¢ What you have said is very clear. I cannot deny it.
Yet I have a difficulty. * Only one person can have one par-
ticular dream. If it is not the act of his own mind, it must
be the act of some other—some—I am getting a littlo confused
—of some other individual. 8o, here is another persom
dreaming my dreams, and—" continucd the metaphysical girl,
with a half smile and whole blush—¢I do not understand
this, Tresham.”

¢ Nor is it natural you yet should: you have all the merit,
however, of secing the difficulty; and it remains for me, by
mk)l' new system, to reconcile this obvious contradiction in the
old one.”

“Then, since we have scen that dreams are not the acts of
the mind, you must show an impossibility, by. still connecting
them with the individual who dreams them.”

«The thing is far from impossible. Attend.”

¢« Every human individusl is com of three distinct
Fm;s; namely, bnd_y, mind, and soul: the soul as different -

rom mind as mind is from body; the sonl immortal; mind as
well as body mortal, and to perish with it; the soul created.
before both, and to live after both, independent of everythitig:.
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tmt Gods and here, in the better part of onr present solves, is
our future and better existence—an existence of full appre-
hension, unshackled by the mechanism of mind, by reasoning,
recollecting, or combining.”

« That gives me a new, and awful, and sublime ides,”
interrupted Anna. .

+*But, by a decree of God,” continued Treshgmaugtwwe live
on this earth, less by our soul than by our mind and body
that is, in the compound-machine, man, mind and body
dominate over soul; and although it is the true intellectual

mpter, the source of perception and power, we can only

ome conscious of its workings and nature at the pleasure
of the mind, to which it is always bound to communicate itself,
and which lamely and imperfectly remodels such communica-
tion. By an inscrutable decree, man is thus doomed to know
and estimate himself for a time, by the predominance of an
inferior portion of his mixed being only.”

¢ It is wonderful and beautiful!” said Anna, her cheeks and
eyes lit up.

¢ This thraldom of the soul must continue, during life, with
the exception of snatches of freedom which it enjoys when the
mind and body suffer the temporary death of slcep. Bat,
then—as, after their final death it shall eseape into everlasting
liberty—the never-winking spirit sometimes «ludes its vulgar
and tyrannic keepers, being compelled by destiny to return
home to its house of bondage, so soon_ as the mind and body
recover their inertness—in other words, so soon as they are
awake. And now, Anna, we approach our preparatory point.

*In this state of occasional freedom the soul wanders alone,
and independently, over the universe. Other disenthralled
souls meet it, and then we have the people of dreams; it visits
other places, and then we have their scenery.”

The pupil looked wise and puzzled in a breath, and pansed
:oo long for the vanity of the lecturer, but at last took heart

0 82Y,

*If dreams happen apart from the mind, how does it after-
wards know anything, even imperfectly, about them?”

_“I bave said that the soul is obliged to return to its union
with the mind the instant it and the body resume life. I have
also said that a like necessity urges the soul to hold continued
converse with the mind, during which it must impart all its
acts. Upcn its return home, then, as it were, it recounts its
adventures. The mind, along with a natoral incapacity ever
clearly to coneeive the operations of soul, is now but heif
recovered from its lethargy, and admits the relation in an
indistinet manner, and as indistinctly recollects it. Here T
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may instance the vague and jumbled notion we always have
of drenms. We call them back rather as the acts of another
individpal than of ourselves; we confound persons, places,
time, and space, causc and cffects. The soul ouly saw causes;
-the mind must drudge from cause to effect; the soul began
where the mind ends; for causes are first to spirit and last to
mind: svith ome, first is first; with the other last is first.”

Thi®s py conflict of terms completely bewildered Anna,
and she tted everything.

‘“ But now,” she resumecd, ““let me hear how, by the appli-
cation of this theory, you are able as rationally to account for
—Fetches;” and Anna’s voice, and the expression of her
countenance, changed, as this one talismanic word chased
away all her scientific cnthusiasm, and awakened her to
human feelings. Tresham, also, in an altered tone, con-
tinued:—

“You are convinced that, after death, the soul parts the
mind and body, and enjoys perfect freedom; you are further
certain that, hecanse sleep is n temporary death of mind, the
soul has, during sleep also, opportunity for some hours of
enfranchisement.  Any other cause, then, which for & moment
deadens the mind, must allow the soul a momentary liberty,
during which it may leave the body, and become visible in
another place, no matter how distant. Severe bodily pain or
exhaustion will produce this benumbing effect on the mind;
and thus, under a visitation of either, the soul may for an
instant separate itself from the mind and body, and give the
Eippcamm-e called a Feteh. It is remarkable,” concluded

resham, shuddering as he uttered the sentence, while Anna
partook of his horror, ¢“that whencver a Fetch is seen it re-
presents some person at {hat moment indisposed.”

¢ Hoity-toity ! riddle-me-ree! and long life to cosmogony
and abracadabra!” now shouted a stentorian voice at their
back; and, turning round, the lovers saw their old friend,
Doctor Butler, who not finding Tresham in his chambers,
when, according to appointment with Larry, he made an
early visit, had pursued the student hither, in some honest,
professional indignation that his commands should heve been
disobeyed.

“For Heaven's sake, my good young people, have you
nothing to do with your precious time? ﬁere have I stood
for some miputes wondering if I heard two accomplished
Be.rsons, come to years of discretion, or two great children
roke out of the nursery, mutually imposing on each other’s
common-sense. My pretty Miss Anna, these are no topics
for you. As for you, Harry Tresham, I have a crow to pluck
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with you—but what's the matter now? What buf a result of
obstinacy and disobedience?” he continued, assisting Anna to
support her lover, who, more ill than to himself he would
allow, grew faint in the effort to rise.—** Lean on me, Harry
—therc—you are better: and now home to a late breakfast,
the worst meal that ever entered a boy’s stomach.”,

They retraced their steps to the town. At the entrance
Butler whispered to 'Tresham—¢I shall call on TS 3-day, at
three; do not disappoint me—I breakfast near this place—"
and parted. The lovers proceeded ; and Tresham left his mis-
tress at her father’s door, solemnly engaging, at her request,
to call early in the evening. *‘Be punctual,” she continued,
with a faint smile, *“if you do not wish to see me lose all sense
of shame, and invade your retirement.’

CHAPPER VIIIL

I~ this matter, Harry, said Mr. Butler, when he had made the
appointed visit, “‘you will permit me to use more than com-
mon authority; first, there is clearly my professional right to
command obedicnce; then I am an old man and ought to com-
mand it; and lastly, I am your good father's old friend, and
would serve, as I love him, your father's son; and in fact, I
must predominate,” he added, stamping, with a good-humoured
air of dictation, his celebrated black éanc against the carpet.

I am grateful for your kindness, Mr. Butler.”

“No, sir, you are not; for, if you were, my wishes and in-
junctions together would not have becn despised. Last night
you went a ghost-hunting, and this morning a philogophizing
in their teeth; and you see the consequences—an increased
attack, since you came home, with—for I shall speak out—
symptoms very alarming.”

**It is nothing, my dear doctor: I shall mind.”

*“Veritably, yes, if I can help it; but you know I have pre-
scriptive right to be the more obstinate of the two, and it must
‘be enf:}{ in my own way and no other. Or, Mr. Harry Tre-
sham, me at once you resolve to be your own physician,
and, though with sorrow and regret on my part, we may soon
cease to be troublesome to each other”

“God forbid I should be so wayward, Mr. Butler!”

“Wetn:o then, (i:'rnod go;bid 1 ahmﬂ‘d ﬁsgﬁx:nhl:z’m as to give
you up ) COTRE. t! no stirring
omw?'igﬁn:ntﬂlahdlhveuppmefdbmﬁm:
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s Agreed,” said Tresham, with a deep sigh—* I shall writo
a noto of apology to Mr. Ruth’s, and my servant shall deliver
"

8o far, 80 good. Next, then, no books, no stewing of any
k:nd. and least of all, over the German fairy-tales: agreed
also?

“Algo,” Tresham,  though I scarcely know, Dootor
Batler, what books you honour with that name.”

¢« No matter; we shan't stick at words; and now with respect
to your regimen. I have taken my vegetable dinner with you
here to-day, and indeed stayed too late from another appeint-
ment, in order to set you a good example in your hermitdiet ;
and it must continue during my pleasure. Wine, strong liquors
of all kinds, and even simple old whiskey-punch, also to dis-
appear. And now, where is your servant to take the note?”

Tresham rung to command Larry’s attendance.

¢“ Apropos of this same Larry, as you call him. I do not
know & more cntertaining rascal; I think he fears ghosts, and
all the et ceteras, as a mad dog, water; only the canine lunatic
has, even in the shallowness of his bugbear, a better excuse
for being nervous. You cannot imagine what a fine scene I
had with him herc in your unadvised absence, last night ; ‘twas
the first time we met, and I saw by his looks and manner that
he took me for the devil the moment I entered the room; and
we afterwards discussed metaphysics to some purpose.”

*¢Could he indeed have consented to such an1llusion? Some-
thing of the kind I now recollect he mentioned to me; but I
supposed he jested.”

“Jested! never was certainty more certain. I sce you have
no notion how & weak and contemptible mind can impose on
itself; but as I humoured the idiot's prepossession the instant
I perceived it, and left him with it fully established in the
:ﬁ:ce inside is skull, we can still, with your leave, follow up

scene; I hear his foot on the stairs, and there is twilight
cnough for our purpose. It is a good opportunity to lecture
master and man,” added Butler in bis own mind.

+¢ You have my full consent, doctor.” .

**Then I shall just step behind this screen; do you get him
to stand away from the door, so that I may intercept his retreat,
and then judge for yourself: he doesn't know I huve come in.”
bl i m?llmm'nnﬂmmmama o

i in his position, and, acoording to a resham
got the valet alzo favourably placed, and began to write s note.
After o moment's pause, tho doctor stole softly behind Larry,
and laid his hand on jyis shoulder; a quick turn round, s spring
towards the door 1 shout, and then a run close to the wall,
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when he found his retreat cut off, were the immediate rosults.
Tresham only looked up, recognised Butler with a slight nod,
and resumed his writing, while the doctor closed on Larry.
8pake to the masther, sir—spake to him, Masther Harry—
ye know more of ache other nor what I do”—exclaimed the
alarmed servant, with more courage, however, deriyed either
from his doubts of his tormentor's identity or from hism
being alone, than had marked their former interview.
took no notice.

s Lives your melancholy mother yet, Larry?” said Butler,
vory near him.

#In spite of all, yes—plase your worship” answered the
abborring yet temporizing valet.

«T must see her, Larry, in common charity, for I can be
charitable; indeed all your kith and kin of that branch; you'll
be a merrier family after me.”

«They may laugh that win, sir” replied Larry.

+* Winners, then, you shall be, depend on it. 'To begin with
yourself—how much do you think you sbould want?"”

*I wants nothin’ at all, your honour, while I have an honest
masther, an’ knows how to bless myself.”

*That is to say you will take nothing from me?”

¢ Myself isn't for throublin’ your rev—— worship I mune.”

‘So; how many keys between laugh major and laugh mincr,
Larry?” The black cane made a slight motion, and Lany
emitted a strange “hi, hi,” while Tresham again looked uyp,
astonished at the novelty of the sound8.

«Hi, hil—and is this all?” said Butler, sternly.

«Hi, hi, ho!”

- ¢“8ay these words after me. I, Larry,—what's your villan-
ous name?”

¢ Larry O'Donohoo, sir.”

I, Larry O'Donohoo, hereby laugh at all the ghosts my
master or myself ever talked of.” Larry endeavoured to mince
the matter, and Butler added—

“What, {m‘u lump of a rascall say the words plain, or Il
make a hole in your head to let some brains in:" and the
servant at last faithfully comphed. + Very well; and with
your permissiony Mr. Trcsham, we shall now send hm on tl e
errand we spoke of.” -

“How far might it be off, Masther Harry?” inquired Larry.
- ““What's that to you man?—do you dare dispute our urited

. *Myself only wants to know where I'm for goin’, " b«

" eklore, Larry,” said Tresham, who, on, sccoustof thoallusion
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to himself during this scene, now wished from wounded vanity
to end it—**here, sir—this note to Mr. Rath’s, for Miss Anna.”
Larry hastily took it, and by a roundabout manceuvre gained
the door.

*And one note for me, before you go,” resumed Butler ; but
the persecvted servant, conceiving himself beyond the lmits
of the ¢ circle, only answered with a gruff “bother”
and-‘*1 don’t care a blackberry for you, sowl or bedy, who-
over you are; and then went down stairs as fast as possible.

Batlerlaughed heartily, and turning to Tresham— ¢ Farewell,
Harry: Ileave you with my commands to get to bed mmes
diately ; nor need you—ay, your very self—defraud the nursery
by conjuring the ghost from it this blessed night.”

«8ir?” interrupted Tresham.

*“Come, come, ncver mind me; we alt know your insanity
as well as yourself, and well enough to be entertained by it;
only it is believed that your accomplished and respectable man-
servant carries the method of the disease to more perfection.
Farewell, to-morrow morning early X shall revisit you,” and
the doctor retired, well pleased with the offence he had given
to Tresham’s prejudices, and resolved, though he wo not
intimate his purpose, to surprise the student with another call
that night.

OF all the mjunctions laid upon him by his medical friend,
'Fresham thought least of obeying that which would consign
him to his pillow at such an early hour. Sleep, he concludetd,:
was completely out of the question; so, till the return of his
servant, he reclined on the sofa, pondering over again the
mysteries of the former night.

From Larry's report of his conversation with the housekeeper
Tresham had been able to extract nothing, as, in fact, that
afflicted person did not think proper, form motives of affection,
perhaps, as well as prudence, to be very communicative. He
rather conveyed, on thé whole, an impression that Anna might
have really made the so-much-dreaded visit; and Tresham had
now to comprehend why she should have done so, since in their
various meetings his mistress had never spoken of it. In this
view it was cmgs to be accounted for by supposing that she
wished, in uence of their reeent converfations, to play-
fully impose on lover; and, though Anna’s geneial cha-
racter weighed against such a case, Tresham allowed himself
to belteve it might be probable, particularly when he recolfected
her parting allusion of the morning, which at the time gave
himi great relief.

In the midst of these-veveries, Trasham was, contrary to e
owresloulntions, againstrprived into a shoaber. ¥t wam, Row-
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over, but a light and fitful one, of that kind whieh, while it
crowds one half of our mind with rapid and vague chimeras,
leaves the other half, if the terms may be se disposed, confusedly
alive to a waking semse of place and surrounding objects.
And in this state Tresham’s eye—whether his waking or sleep-
ing eye he could not himself determine—fixed on a pale figure
that scemed o stand in the space of the open doorgf theghum-
ber. Starting up, and now in the darkness of t_he night, which
—only relisved by one struggling ray of the rising moon that
obliquely shot across the apartment—thickly surrounded him
—Dbetter awake, though not entircly so, Treshani riveted his eyes
on the doorway. 'The single moonbeam struck through it, and,
just as he turned his glance, lightencd, he thought, uver a flow
of white drapery. 'He shrunk back; recovercd himsclf, and
looked again; but all was repose and blankness.

He issued through the door, and quickly descended to the
exterior of the college. At an angle of the building that
turned towards the park, Tresham agan caught the indication
of a receding figure, and still he pursued.  In the open space
of the park nothing appeared, however ; and after some research
Le was abous to regain his chambers, wheu, as if it had arisen
from the earth, or come down from the heavens, or formed
itself out of the columnn of the air that previous instant filled
its place, Tresham beheld, straight before him, the figure of
his-mistress. The decayed trunk of am oask partly flang off
the moonshine from her white drapery, and for one instant
her altered ¢ye communed with his: tlte next, and while he
moved a step to greet her, she turned from him into the dark
shrubbery, and became again invisible.

There could now be no further question as to the resemblance
~Dbut was it Anna in reality? ‘Tresham once more and rapidly
brought to mind her parting jest, and, wildly hoping to be
blest with the truth, rushed into the shrubbery, determining
also to hasten, if she still evaded him, to her father's house.

. Ehe shrubbery had two paths; his mistress did not appear
in either, and Tiesham hesitated to choose that by which he
should seek her. At length he took one at raundom, which
terminated in a small eircular space, over which the trces
matted and almost excluded the moonlight. In the centre;
on 4 platform of fresh grass, was a monumental urn, erected
to the memory of an esteemed professor of the college ; sud at
the base of the urn he discovered a sitting, drooping figuve; -
that seemed as if it had been designed and executed with th
mlgléule. 1!::15 Treshmnew dit was an intrusion theve. '
roac and at ghout ten yards recogmised.
Aapa. Ag:gn?abe looked on him, bus it was a look of ¥acascy.-
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—a blind, stoiry gaze—as if she had indeed been the inanimate
thing he at first supposed her to be.

“Now, certainty or the worst!” cried Tresham. “M
beloved! my life's blessing, Anna! speak, if it is you, and if
you would not destroy me. Speak!—sickness and agony are
together .at my beart—feebleness is in my limbs_fear and
horror gre in the marrow of my bones!” he stood within almost
touch— scalded his cheeks—his knecs smote each other,
and his hair stirred. ¢ Speak!” he continued, ‘¢ I implore you
in the name of the great God! save your wretched Harry!”
He advanced another step with intent to catch her in his arms,
but his st.renﬁt.h failed him, his eyes swam, a cold perspiration
burst through his frame, and he fell, helpless and scseless, at
the base of the urn. ‘

CIIAPTER IX.

«Ngver, never, while I breathe the breath of this life,” said
Mrs. Catherine to Larry, in reply to his humble solicitations
for pardon, when, in consequence of Tresham’s commands, he
had arrived at Mr. Ruth’s house with the note of apology.

«Never i3 a long day, Mrs. Catherine,” observed Larry.

+Never, if I died by it,” she persisted.

«Then, only carry this little bit of a letter from my young
masther to your yound misthress.”

¢ Letter me no letter—don't dare to open your mouth to
me—an’ now, what's the raison o’ your followin’ me?” she
continued, as Larry prepared to accom[;luny her out of the hall,
down stairs. *“Who gave you lave to thrapse through a dacent
house in this manner?—Who wanted you?—Who seat for
you?—Who are you at all?”

« A friend o' yours to the backbone, Kitty.”

*Friend, inaghl—go home to munsther, an’ tell the likes
o that to your beef-to-the-heel draggle-tails; but we'll larn
you manners here.”

“Musha, what 'ud you make o' me at all, Catty? Sure,
this mornin’ afore, you riz a scrimmage on me, an’ scowlded
me till the dogs wouldn't pick my bones; an’ throth you'll
soon lave not as mooch flesh on my bones as 'ud bait a mouse-

3 consither my case, Kitty."

“ case, you poor omadhaun?”

““You ought sooner for to cheer up my dispondin’ hopes,
Kitty, nor go on in sich a way, as my masther often says to
myself; tho poor voung mutier that has betther upeecz,mr
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ever myself hard out of the mouth of a livin' sowl. Och, if
you war to hear him among the mounseers, botherin' them
all wid their own words, that he took out o’ their own chops;
the poor crature, that's now for losin’+his speech entirely ; for
he’s goin’ to die, Catty, an’ myself 'ill have no new masther,
at any rate, whatever we do in other predickyments. , An’sohe
can't creep out to coort your young misthress t*n%& Kitty,
agra, an’ here's his come-off to take her. Take 1t, won't you?”

“An’ is this all? Take id yourself, you dhaltheen; its
work too good for the likes 0* you, sich an ugly man an’ a bad
Cristhen,” Mrs. Catherine turned to go away.

«Catty, chora-ma-chree you war, don’t lave me by myself
in this way; an’ a burnin’ shame it's for you, Kitty, to be
spilin’ your own purty face wid mindin’ any foolish word I
might say: the eyes o’ you that are like the bluest-blue bell
myself ever seen, an’ your nose so long and so sthraight, an’
wid your two cheeks like any roses, an’ your mouth, a8 it's in
the song, far an’ wide, like the fresh strawberres smothered in
crame; an’ och, Kitty, when you stand quiet an’ aren't for
risin’ your hand to a body, what two arms you have, so round
an’ 8o round! not forgettin’ your— Do, Catty, honey,” con-
tinned Larry, interrupting himself in his best suavity of tone
—*“just take id ; myself is a shy boy, an’ don’t care to be goin’
among the ladies in the night-fall, when one o’ them is maybe
ll)ﬂherself—-do, Catherine, an’ God bless you ;—if you plaize,

tty—si wow plait. There, now, an’ glory to you!”

' “Bother, Larry!” answered Mrs. Gatherine, looking full in
his face, and then trotting down stairs.

¢‘Musha, the death of a sour crab-apple soushed in a lough
o' wather to you!” ejaculated Larry, alone; *‘och! there's no
bearin’ wid your likes, an’ all becase an honest poor boy wants
to keep himself out o’ harm’s way, an’ have nothin’ to do wid
your pair o cats’ eyes, that are as green as a leck, and the
Image o’.two burnt holes in a blanket; an’ your nose as sharp
08 8 hatchet, all a-one-side, like the handle of a can, only it's
asred as the red-hot iron out o’ the forge; an’ your chops
han I * down like a sheep-skin ; an’ your mouth, that the sight
of id 'ud turn a horse from his oats, ‘or make a dog sthrike his

. father, to say nothin’ o’ gour two arms, that are just thethx;gu
for two rowlin'-pins, wid elbows that "ud pick an’ eye out of &
snail. I must take it up my ownself, then, prayin’ her lady-
ship mayin't be all alone, for, chorp-an-diaonl! what 'ud I
if 1 gave id to that other?” And, re-assuming his station in
the corner of the hall, Larry debated with himself, in recollec-

_tion of the scene of the previous night, the propriety of at
pnce venturing up stairs,
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In the drawing-room above, Anna, Maris, and Mortimer,
who now had apartments in Ruth’s house, together with the
old lady and gentleman, sat listening to a musical professor
of some local eminence, who, accompanying himself on the
now antiquated spinet, entertained them with the good old
music of that day. Mr. and Mrs. Ruth had chairs towards
the midgdl the room; Mortimer stood with Maria over the
instrument; and Anna, chafing to her own recollections ahd
feelings, occupied a distant seat by berself: all the lights in
the apartment were collected round the performer, so that its
remoter parts were wrapped in shadow.

Anna had not for some time spoken & word, and it was
evident to her anxious sister that Harry Tresham’s second dis-
appointment caused her great depression of spirits.

‘*The night has closed, Mortimer,” Matia whispered: ‘he
should have joined us an hour ago; he will not come to-night,
and Anna is terribly afflicted.”

‘“He shall come, or he shall stay away for ever; the pedce
and happiness of a being so amiable, and so dear to us, must
not be sacrificed to the whim of a giddy boy,” answered Mor-
timer. ‘‘But has she entirely recovered the fright and agitation *
of last night?” he continued.

‘¢ Anna says she has, but she does not look she has,” resumed
the elder sister.

“Why, there can surely be no doubt in the case, after the
cxplanation we all witnessed, Maria; and—pshaw! how puerile
in me to talk of it, or allude to it for a moment,” said Mor-
timer.

A pause here occurred in the music, and Anna vwas heard

uesting the performer to sing and play a small piece she had
before named to him. The gentleman complied: it was a trans-
lation by Tresham from a German poet; and the music, also
German, was of a very high character, and caleulated to ex-
cite in_the mind sentiments of & thrilling and supernatural
cast. We subjoin the words:—

Shadowy dead! silent dead!
Dwellers in a land unknown
In awe-tamed hope and holy dread
Your viewless sway we own.
Around resound
Your volces though we cannot hear—
Xbove, below,
Ye come, ¥0 go,
o throngs! though we are hiind from far!

* A vision of the church-yard feli
On me, your midnight sentinel,
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Ilooked about me and bencath,
And—while not a wind could breathe—
Whisperings stole through all the ground,
And then an undulation round ;

Every particle of earth,

Every rank blade of its birth,
Moved and crept; a muttered sound— .
A spreading stir—like that which crawls,

In summer, o'er the dank pool's brim, @.we ®
‘When the sun's heat fiercely falls,
And insect-hosts are borne to him.

1 looked, I looked, and glassy eyes
Thickly strewed as stars in skies,
O’er the cleaving surface gleamed ;
And in their own weak death-light beamed,
Faded cheeks and brows that scemed
Never born, but faintly dreamed !
And then a hurry passed along—
A rush without a sound—a throng
Voiceless, save that for revel song
The Lloated beetles as they flit
Thro’ the thick alr, darkening it,
Or on their long legs stalk about,
Drone a drowsy measure out 3
Or that the frog hath waked to croak,
Or the distant cock hath spoke ,
From gtars that fall, a ray ye have,
And glow-worms glinting round each grave:
Silent tumult! dreamy light !
And so ye hurry thro' the night.

The air was yet unfinished when a low and shuddering screarh
escaped from Anna. She had been sitting with her eyés u
the far door that opened into the inner drawing-room; w
she looked, it opened, and Tresham appeared standing beyond
the threshold, dimly shown by the moon’s rays, that quivered
around him. The music suddenly stopped, and all turned to
Anna, and, when they saw the direction of her eyes, to thedoor;
but, though she still gazed on it, the door was now shut, and
no otie could solve or surmise the cause of her exclamation.
Maria approached her to ask a question, but, ere she had
moved two steps, was arrested and fixed in her place by a
piercing cry that sounded from the upper part of the spacious
old mansion; and in an instant after, Mrs. Catherine broks
into the apartment, wild with tetror, and erying out,—

s B e sk s

A ¢ ma od ? 1"
said all but Anna, who still sat motionless and dumb, her body
gd msteh;t forwcdi and her eyes unwmw

e rem oor. ¢ my misthresses sn’ 1o’y
comin’'t—he's contin’® dm’l"‘ i
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**Who? Mr. Tresham? why should his coming frighten

in this manner?”

““Och, not him, not him; for Larry left him sick at home
in the college.”

“Who then—who then ?”"—pealed every voice.

¢« He—that is—n athoc he—Masther Harry—that—not Masther

e!..ll

*s Ridicalous old woman! peace, and begone this moment!”
said Mortimer.

“Quldl—why, then, my bould captain that's not in the laste
foul-mouthed, we only wish you met him where I did. I tell
your mighty great worship he cum in without lave from the

*doors or the ggce:hor. I was just for turnin’ up stairs to shut
the windees, when he walked plump agin me in the dark, stalin’
out, I think, from Miss Anny’s—— Ah!”"—she interrupted
herself with another scream, and sank on her knees, as once
more the distant door got motion, and to the eyes of Anna and
Mortimer alone, the form re-appeared in the inner apartment,
their situation, perhaps, allowing them a better view than any
others in the drawing-room.

The action of Anna at this moment was in itself frightful.
Continuing her set gaze while the housekeeper spoke, she
evinced, by a hissing of breath and a creeping of the whole
frame, her sense of the first motion of the door; as it slowly
and silently unfolded, she as slowly and silently arose; nor
when, to her apprehension, the figure became fully visible, did
she start or , but With eyes, head, and neck, still set and
protruded, her face tintless as the purest marble, and a moving
of the mass of her beautiful black hair, stood, firmly grasping
the back of the chair, in the spot where she had arisen.

Almost at the same instant Larry entered at the near door,
and holding out Tresham’s note—

“ Here's a bit of a billy-do from my——" Larry began, but
looking aside——**tundher-an'-ouns!—the ould boy an’ his
dam!—murther! murther!”=—he vociferated ; and, dropping the
note, was rushing from the room, when Mrs. Catherine, still
kneeling with her face hid in her hands, caught at his legs.
This unseen and unexpected interruption made him delirious;
and kicking and plunging, and with continued outeries, he
g:;:gged the dead weight of the housekeeper through the door,

thus escaping the scene of terror.

Mortimer had scarcely become conscious of the appearance,
when advancing he said,—

“Mr. Tresham, I insist on knowing what you mean by this
worse than silly conduct?”

“To whom goes he talk?” cried Maria, who from surprise,
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if not from fear, had shrunk with her back to the side-wall,
still without perceiving anything—<is Mortimer, too, infa-
tuated and lost?—" .

*“Stay where you are!” said Anna, whom in his advance
Mortimer had to pass, motioning at him with her hand behind
her back, and speaking in that hoarse and emphatic whisper
that amid the raging of a sea-fight is most useq, for cgmmand
or exhortation, and, we are told, can be heard through the roar
of a hundred cannons—* stay where you are,—and I have yet
a moment’s breath and self-possession. The note, Mortimer!
—Tresham's note! quick! quick!”

Mortimer stooped and presented it: Anna tore open the seal,
ran her eye over the contents, and, having staggered some paces
to where he stood, fell with a heart-broken groan in her father’s
arms. Her mother and Maria hastily gathered round her; the
performer left the house.

“Rash and ridiculous boy I” Mortimer continued, addressing
the figure that now receded backward in the inner room—
*‘what is your reason for this childish mummery? Explain,
sir, without another word! stand and explain, or draw, sir,
draw!”

He rapidly advanced with his naked sword-—the door began
to close—he dashed against it, and it shut. He drew back,
hurled himself forward, and, bursting it open, gained the
middle of the inside floor. In ar instant it shut again, and
Mortimer was alone in the dark chamber!

*“By Heaven, I will find your gltostship!” he exclaimed,
rushing through a small doorway that led by backstairs into
the garden, when he had ascertained that ’.{resham was not
with him in the apartment.

On the first landing-place, Mortimer again encountered the
figure, still very indistinctly seen ;—and—

“You shall, sir,—you shall answer me, and to all I ask of
you, too!”—he continued, confronting, at some distance, the
object of his pursuit. The moon, that had been clouded for a
moment, broke through a small window over the pale features
of Tresham, and Mortimer thought he perceived a frown
on the otherwise passionless visage, while, with solemn and
freezing motion, an arm pointed towards the garden.

Mortimer, conceiving he understood the hint, replied, —
“Ay, let us decide it there. Pass on, sir, to the garden!
You offer me a satisfaction without words?” A nod seemed
to assent. ‘‘Agreed, then—on! You have no sword?—ao
mtur-Tmy pistols are at hand, I will meet you in & moment,
pass on!”

He ran up stairs, back again by the diningtroom, to his
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own chamber, scarcely heeding the situation of Aunna, who
continued insensible, or the afflicted cries of the father and
mother fpr their child, or the now wild questions and excla-
mations directed to him by his mistress, who in his rapid
transit through the apartment could not disengage herself
from her sister. Snatching a light he met in his way, Morti-
mer gaj ja chamber, and unlocked or pulled open several
trunks and drawers before he could find his pistols; then the
time spent in charging them was agony to his impatient mind ;
bnt at last all was ready, and now, avoiding the drawing-room,
he ran by another way into the garden.

The garden was extensive, spreading from the back of the
house to the edge of the Nore, which at this point was, although
narrow, deep and glassy, ‘‘and scarcely seemed to stray.”
The moment he entered it, Mortimer looked around, but no
one was visible He hastened down the main walk, and still
found himself alone. He crossed and re-crossed by the smaller
paths, disturbing the night-dew on the flowers and shrubs that
clustered along his way, but still to no purpose. Again he
stood on the principal walk, and giving vent to the vexation
and disappointment of his spirit, called out,—‘ Coward!—you
are not Eerc!_if you are, answer!—Tresham l—coward! are
you here?”

‘“Herel” answered a distant and imperfect sound, rather
than voice, which might have been the drowsy river-echo, half
awakened among the sedges and hollows of the opposite bank,
Mortimer ran, however, in the direction from which it reached
his ear. On the edge of the garden that overhung the water
he thought he observed a man's form He hastened his speed
—it was gone. A movement of something on the opposite
side challenged his eye. He looked across, through a slight
fog, over an expanse of about thirty yards of water, and
be'ineld, sufficiently distinguishable for general recognition
in the strong moonlight, the persons of Tresham and Anna,
standing hand in hand. Mortimer's blood froze back to its
source, and he suddenly retraced his sceps to the house.

CHAPTER X.

‘Wiz~ Dr. Butler, according to his previous intention, called,
late st night, to revisit Tresham, the student was not in his
chambers. He halloed for Larry, but the attendant did not
appear. Then, accompanied by some class-fellows of Tresham,
he went into the col e&o grounds, and found the visionary
lying senselefs before the urn. Blood was all around him;
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it bad flowed from his lungs. This increased symptom of pul-
monary discase Butler had not anticipated, or had expected to
counteract, and its appearance, now attributable to Tresham's
breach of his command, irritated whilst it shocked and agi-
tated him.

They conveyed the invalid to his bed, somewhgt restored
to sensation, but still faint and apparently stupefied. But
Tresham felt no physical pain, at least nonc eqat'i® Nis moral
agony. His distemper rarely bears the character of acute
suffering, nor was he really so incapable of communication as
he scemed to be: but for the present, feeling no impulse to
yield his griefs with his confidence, he shut his soul on its
terrible secret, and his eyes on everything and every person
around him. This for a season was natural; for there are
blights of mind which, in exception to the general rule of
imparting, and by that means lessening grief, we will not
exhibit—whici we cannot barc to the happy, indifferent eye:
as if misery grew avaricious of self-monopoly. An evidence
of this may be traced in the dark smile that sometimes breaks
around the thin, bloodless lips of discase, repelling with an
unnatural pride and mockery the whispers of a he. rt-broken
friend, who vainly breathes a hope of health and sunny days
to come So Tresham only uttered some feeble words that
supplicated for silence and solitude.

Ile was therefore left alone on his midnight bed. The maon
was rapidly collecting her loose beams from the chamber, like
a lady in haste to depart, :Fathering-her thin, white drapery
around her. To say that Tresham thought, would be a misuse
of words: his brain, as an alarm-bell, rung and thumped out
its peal. Philosophy, and the artificial fanaticism it had sup-
lied, were gone, and the foundations of his spirit shook with
supernatural horror and natural dismay: he had. been taken
by surprise and prostrated. .

To meet—almost to touch—a dim incomprehensible shade,
when his living arms sought the embrace of the living form he
loved, and the sudden repulsion and curdling of human sym-
pathy that ensued—this wrought a sad change; and then the
still recurring thought of the utter disconnexion between him
and the blank eye that fell like a vacuum on his, and the
whole mystery of which it was a feature—such recollections
tamed him into feebleness, and, like a beaten dog, bis soul
cringed into itself.

1n one instance only his late speculations remained upper-
most, but it was to tarture with guman agony. He beligved
his mistress had been called to die—to dicl—the being who
loved him as he loved her! These arc simple words, but
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Tresnam felt them strong: the gifted and grateful pupil, the
devoted friend, the betrothed wife—she was to die, and he to
be left desolate! He wept aloud; and “O God!” he cried,
‘““turn that one bitter cup away!” His tears were tears of
anguish, but they relieved by exhausting him, and he at last

slept. .

&‘be q.rd%gmming saw his attentive and anxious physician
by his bedside. Tresham felt better, and wished to rise, but
Doctor Butler forbade it; and the student could only pray
;clhatl; zmessage might be sent by Larry to inquire after Anna’s

ealth.

 First, then,” said Butler, “your valet is out of the ques-
tion; after parting from you last night, I met him near the
college, as mad a man asany in Christendom ; stark mad, under
the delusion that a ghost, or something of the kind, followed
at his heels. He foamed at the mouth, and grew absolutely
dangerous, so I was obliged to confine him secretly in a strong-
barred dark room in my own house, where we shall take care
of the creature for you.”

Tresham expressed the utmost surprisc and sorrow at this
intelligence. *You pronounce him, then, in a state of mental
derangement, doctor?” he asked, with much anxiety.

“ A bond-fide lunatic, and as lawful a subject f{)r stripes
and a straight-waistcoat as the most outrageous fellow in
Bedlam: superstitious fear the provocative of the disease.”

¢« Poor fellow!” resumed Tresham with some conscientious
self-reproach—<¢you will_ bo gentle with him, doctor, for my
sake, and I furtﬂer request, for particular reasons, that his
misfortune may be kept a profound secret.”

«T anticipated your wish. no one knows, and no one shall
know, the wretch’s self-induced misery, which, by-the-way, is
only a righteous judgment, after all. And now about your
message to Miss Anna Ruth: I shall—should, rather—bear it
myself, if there was any necessity to put you under the com-
phment ; but why ask after her health? The girl is as robust
as a mountaineer; I saw her after my first parting from you,
last night, and thought she never looked, and chattered, and
smiled, and moved go divinely tempting and handsome: only
now and then she thought }I)roper to whine about your slight
illness, of which, however, I have given her a softened repre-
sentation.”

All but the latter part of this statement was wilful untruth.
Anna, far from enjoying good health, lay seriously indisposed
in her bed. Nor, although the doctor had really deprived
Larry of his liberty, did he believe him to be a madman.
Both misrepresentations, however, were the beginning of a
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system of trcatment towards Tresham which his friendly
:gxiety, supported by his professional caleulations, led him to

opt. .

e had known Tresham long enough to become fully aware
of his mystified habit of mind, and was not without suspicion
that the patient’s present illness partly arose from ite over-in-
dulgence. Late obscrvations further induced hige {0, fagr that
some mysterious irritation of & particular nature, and connected
with Tresham’s dreamy studies and his love for Anna, might
be at the bottom of all. Under these views he removed Larry,
of whose hag-ridden superstition he was so well aware, from
his master’s sight and presence, just as he would have sepa-
rated the contagious and predisposed members of a famil
amongst whom of raging fever had gained entrance; and his
false accounts of Anna’s health arose from the second appre-
hension we have pointed out, although Butler had not yet
distinct reason for his caution.

To supply himself with one, it became the doctor’s policy and
anxiety to win Tresham’s confidence, and he engaged in the
task with much of that delicate ingenuity which the true gen-
tlemen of his high profession are known to possess; and he
succeeded. Apart from Tresham’s own esteem for Dr. Butler,
he knew him to be the ancient and respected friend of his
father, and also the close intimate of the Ruth family ; his
warmth of manner, and the almost condesension of his grey
hairs in at all courting the attention of a boy, further ope-
rated on Tresham's feelings: so that tBe poor youth, relaxed
from the frenzy of the preceding night, and now, tottering
under the fardel of his dark secret, willingly cast it down at
the feet of his venerable friend, and with pleading tears sup-
plicated for advice and assistance.

When he had ended his recital, by a detail of his supposed
encounters with the Fetch of Anna, Dr. Butler met his very
first words, with a ready smile, and finally burst into a hearty
fit of laughter. He treated the whole matter as a schoolboy’s
fancy, shaped out of the predisposition or imbecility of the
theorist’s mind. The other fondly denied the possibilty of such
mental deception, and in support of his scepticism entered
into a critical analysis of the nature and power of the mind's
agency. But here he met an opponent every way prepared
to push on his own purpese. Dr. Butler, without being a
German student, had received a good collegiate education,
and knew how to wield, as skilully ag any metaphysical adept,
the wrangling weapons of sophism; and ‘as they were now ne-
cessary to his o:}{ect, he them artfully and unmercifully,
He strengthened himself, too, with illustration drawn, or
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vouched to be drawn, from his own professional practice—a
mode of warfarc that is very annoying to a merg theorist,
particulgrly, as in the present case,iwhen adopted by an elo-
quent old gentleman towards an ingenuous and modest, thongh
enthusiastic, youth ; and to all he added the weight of a manner
which he knew to be imposing—a polite kind of swagger, and
eaainesg, of gxpostulation. that seemed manfully assured ef
8UCCESS, mfAking itself redoubtable out of the weakness of the
opposite case.
over and over agan assert that there is no such ghost or
Fetch-bringer as a diseased imagination. The whole world
knows it, and every day’s experience proves it. Nay, appa-
rition-seckers, and scers, too, are part of our property in fund ;
‘tis & common dicase, as common s any other; well known to
the faculty and very money-making into the bargain, thousands
have seen more frightful things than this veritable Fetch you
speak of; and for a little hard cash some poor village apothe-
carry, day after day, lays the hobgoblin in the Red Sea.
““What do you say of hypochondriac delusions, sir? what
can you pretend to aver? All the varieties of this complaint
—this positive physical complaint— flow from a debilited ima-
gination. And yet, how really does the patient feell how
self-clear are his apprchensions!.how obstinate his prepos-
sessions! The common and most laughable whim of a man
believing his posteriors to be a glass windoew, on which he dare
not sit lest he should break it, is known to you. I had myself
a patient with this fahey, whom, after losing all Christian
patience with, I manufactured into more solidity in his own
opinion, by assaulting him, till I was weary, in the humbug
part. Where was that creature’s mind or his noble reasoning
powers? Where were his eyes? Why cannot these miserable
ple see before them? Another demoniac came to me, with an
1maginary lock-jaw, and this person I caused to open his month,
in order to afford vent to a volume of screaming, brought on
by a smart application of my knuckles to his lower maxillary.
A third, who rwore he was the man that ‘was hanged last
Wednesday'—(an infamous murderer)—I restored to his good
opinjon by taking it for granted that he gave & true account
of himself, and half strangling him accordingly. I refer you
to authentic records—you shall sce and read the baoks, which
cstablish the fact of men having been haunted, to their own
belief, by the ghosts of Alexander the Great, of Potiphar's
wife, of Bamson, and Saint Bridget. What do you say to
that? Nay, here is as positive evidence that people have ima-
gined themselves followed by a repetition of themselves—a
regular fac-simile or double—in a word, 8 downright Fetch,
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more attentive than yours, Tresham. In my own practice I
met a case exactly similar; not to talk of a respectable person
who assured me he was a triangle; or of another who declared
Lis head to be the hypothenuse; or of a third—a musical pro-
fessor—who upheld it was a bassoon.”

“But, my good doctor, all these are cases of insanity, and
unless you believe me as mad as poor Larry, g wishyme to
believe so, I cannot exactly see how—"

My good God!” interrupted Butler—¢ who gave you leave
to think a hypochondriac person a mad person? who told vou
80? No, sir; there is a wide distinction—there is every dis-
tinction; madness is a total derangement of mind, unfitting a
man for any occupation of life; the other is a partial infatua-
tion, that does not incapacitate the patient from makinﬁ clear
perceptions in any other case, and generally demeu.ning];( imself
as a sane man. Don't interrupt me again now by asking me
do I think you to be hypochondriac; to save your apprchen-
sions and self-contempt, I make no such allusion, but the
better way for you to consider this subject is to put yoursclf
for the present out of the question, and weigh as a rational
person the undeniable truths I submit to you.

¢ Assuredly there are other modes by which the imagination
becomes discased than by the physical action upon it of what
we call the hypochondriac region of the viseera. From-conti-
nued irritation of itself it can first disarrange, and then impose
upon itsclf; and then a long-indulged apprehension terminates
in visual phantasy, after having first Worn down the mind to
consent, without consiousness, to the delusion. I do not pre-
tend, just now, to determine the exact way in which you have
been imposed upon. I have said, T think, you are not hypo-
chondriac, and most probably you are not: the state to which,
by very nonsensical speculations, you may have reduced your
nerves, however, is another question, and, good gods! what
monstrum horrendum is not born of nerves!-—spectres and
visitations beyond the wonders of the hypochondriac, or the
magic lantern itself; ckimeras dire; airy tongues that syllable
men’s names; digjecta membra, in fact, out of the span of any
quotation.

*But leaving the fature to develope the particular sonrce of
i'our weakness, let me state a case rather in point with yours.
n the course of my ecarly practice in-another place I had a
young fyxend, a brother-brush too, who was attached to a very
enchanting young lady. He was a man of regular education, of
sound intellect, and well-balanced feelings. His mistress be-
came ill, and he attended her. One day that he engaged to
dine with me, she became much worse, and when he c:ﬁed at
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my house, fatigucd and worn out with watching and anxiety,
my friend entertained little hope of her life. Before dinner
I pressed him to a glass of wine, as he seemed to require some
such stimulus; he took the glass in his fingers, and was raising
it to his lips, when, to my utter astonishment, he started back
on his chair, fixed his eyes on vacancy, and grew deadly pale.
I spoke tghir~, and, after the fit passed away, ascertained that,
Jjust as he was about to taste the wine, the figure of his mistress
entered the apartment.”

“I{eavens, sir!” Tresham cried, in painful attention to the
sequel.

?‘Almost at the same time a rap came to the door with a
message that the lndy was dead.”

¢There, sir—whatever argument you may be inclined te
build on your own story—there is a coincidence too strong for
any subtilty, or any impression you may kindly wish to make
on me!” resumed Tresham.

“The very vehemence of imagination,” Butler continued,
*‘which in the instance of your ;getch precipitated you upon
the most rash as well as boyish conclusion, still urges you to
an unwarranted anticipation of my anecdote. Pray, let me go
on. We together, followed the messenger to the young lady’s
house, and found her—not dead—but in a state of suspended
existence, from which our efforts soon called her back, and she
is at present living, the wife of that Fetch-seer, and the mother
of some dozen of his children. Now, say anything you like.”

“It is all very extraordinary, Mr. Butler—all ;—the con-
clusion as much if not more so than the commencement. I
have nothin% to say; I implicitly believe you, and I can say
nothing: only I beg to ask you how you account for the pre-
possession of your friend,”

«“That he did not see the young lady’s ghost, or, according
to the trashy superstition, her Fetch, is pretty evident, inas-
much as, in the first case, there was no ghost of hers then to
be seen ; and, in the second, there eould have been no true Fetch
either, the lady being yet well to look at, in this world. He
was imposed upon, then, purely by his imagination, exhausted
and diseased by wretched spirits and a lover’s anxiety, or else
by a physical deception of the eye. That the first is an acci-
dent of every day’s occurrence I have already shown, and you
can no longer doubt, that the other, though less uent, is
also natumle incidental, I can prove by another anecdote, for
which I myself am authority.

¢ Although a practising physician, much of my youthful
study was devoted to anatomical pursuits, and in a large private
apartment 1 constantly had a suﬂ)cct for my purposes. On &
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particular evening I contrived tu place upon his legs a_fellow
of good form, in order o remark the arrangement of the out-
ward muscles, previous to taking any further liberfies with
him. While thus engaged, my cye wandered to the other end
of the room, and was there startled with a repetition of m
subject, standing bolt upright, exactly as I had coptrived his
counterpart. You may be surc I st once thought that this was
the spiritual double, come to remonstrate against thd indignity
inflicted on his mortal brother ; but I advanced to the intruder
notwithstanding. After a few steps forward he was not to be
seen. I returned close to my subject, from which I had before
stood apart, and. again looking to the opposite end of the place,
saw not the first apparition, but what do you think, instead?—
My own selfl Ay, you may stare at mc, but I tell the blessed
truth. There I was.”

«“Well, sir?” Tresham raised himself on his elbow, in bed.

“Well,sir. If I was notafraid of the ghost of a man tewards
whom I entertained some carving propensitics, you need not
suppose I grew shy of a second self; so I walked up to kim,
with all the curiosity of one Dromio, while taking a first survey
of the other, both meeting for the first time in mature man-
hood. But, like the subject-spectre, this also disappeared as I
approached. Coming back to my point of sight it re-appeared ;
when I again changed place it again vanished ; and in fact the
whole phenomenon was at last explained to me by observing
that the quick vapours of the room, acted upon by a refraction
of the rays of light, assumed the natute of & mirror, and then,
as I stood at different points in both instances, reflected first
my subject and next myself.” .

At the conclusion of this discourse, Tresham grew silent and
thoughtful, and Butler saw that he evidently began to mistrust
himself. Inwardly laughing at some of the arguments and
illustrations that had wrought the student’s scepticism, the
good doctor then shook hands with him, bade him a hasty farc-
well, and bent his steps to his other patient at Mr. Ruth's
bouse, of whom, from her random expressions the night before,
Butler suspected an infatuation similar to that which tormented
her lover, and first to assure himself on this point was now his
greatest anxiety.
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. CHAPTER XI.

Asour three weeks after the day that included the time of
the last chapter, Mrs. Catherine sat, at midnight, in her snug
apartment,alope, bewailing as usual her forlorn state.

““A weary, weary lot,” she said, in soliloquy, sipping at the
same time a rich cordial, before a good blazing fire. ‘A lone
crature like me, up an’ down, over-an’-hether, day afther day,
night afther night; no rest, no pace, no comfort, none,” and
she sipped again; ‘“an’ in an ould haunted house an’ famil
where a body doesn’t know a sperit from a Christhen sowl.
But what diives 'em into my head at sich an hour? The Lord
presarveus! I'll think o’ my prayers” (another sip). ¢ Stop—
whisht!—Is that my lady’s bell goin’ to ring? Musha, no;
God send she wont want me agin this blessed an holy Saturday
night, that I may lic down an’ have an hour's-right sleep at
last. Bless us, how she raves like anything, as if she saw him
every minute at the bedside! An’ poor Larry, afther all!—
mysglf wonders what's cum of him, an’ if all they say is the
truth.”

She was about to taste once more, when, starting suddenly,
she laid down the glass—*¢ Arrah, what's that, at all? AsT'm
& sinner born, somethin’ or another at the windee!-—I daarn’t
screech out!—that 'ud frighten poor Miss Anny. I'ts there
agin—musha, I'll faint!®

A low heart-broken voice named Mrs. Catherine's name at
the window, and, in all manner of sweet words, admonished
her to advance.

«It just wants to flatther me into the clutches of id—I'll
not peg an inch!” she resolved.

“Catty, a-vourneen ; Kitty,a-chorra-ma-chree, sure weknows

ou're there; I sees the light through the chinks of the shetter;
{hard you stirrin’, and your own darlin’ voice spakin’; cum
to us,” continued the voice.

“If you're nothin’ bad, ax me in God’s name,” at last,
answered Mrs. Catherine.

“Fur God’s sake, then, let us in.”

¢« What are you at all at all™” asked the housekeeper, can-
tiously approaching.

¢ A lost crathure,” answered the voice.

¢ No sperit, or a thing that a-way?”

“Flesh an’ blood, Kitty, only very little iv cither; but
plenty o’ the bones, howsomdever, Catherine.”

“ Who are you®”
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¢ Larry, avoch.”

“Larry! bud are you dead or alive, Larry> ‘'They say you
made away wid yourself.” .

«Larry alive, Catherine, jewel; and its rainin’ on us’

¢ Can you make me sure o’ that?”

“ Avoch, open the windee, an’ we'll thry. .

«TIt'ud be o baste that refused you, then:'gand 4he for-

iving and humane housckeeper half advanced; * but myself
is afeard o’ you yet, Larrv,” she added, stopping and hesi-
tating

¢« Musha, what "ud you fear iv a dyin’ man, Catty, though
his ghost might be another thing?” he expostulated. ** Wurral
wurra! open the windee, if there’s a Christhen heart in your
body ; it’s rainin’, I tell you, an’ as pitch-dark as a black-hole;;
an’ as I crossed the bridge it was blowin® too, sthrong cnough
to whip the horns aff a cow’s head.”

This appeal was decisive; Mrs. Catherine unbarred the
window-gshutter, and threw up the sash, but ran back in terror
the moment after ; for there, instead of the round, purple-faced
Larry she had before known, appeared a woeful caricature of
the original caricature itself, with the cheeks livid, hollow,
and hanging down over the jaws in little bags of skin; the
eyes, hitherto half hidden in flesh, staring, for the first time,
wide open, and unprotected from their sockets ; the pot paunch
totally waned away; and, added to this, the apparition wore
no coat or hat, but, in place of the latter, the t{-’agment of an
old red night-cap fluttering round its brows.

* Murther, murther!—it’s the laste bit like you, Larry,
agra,” resumed Mrs. Catherine, ““bud only as like as that
other was like your unloocky masther; och, Larry alanna-ma-
chree! for the love o’ marcy dale honest wid me, an’ say at
once if it’s yourself or no—gi’ me a sign!”

“ Gi’ me a dhrop o' that good liquor,” said Larry, pointing
from the window to the table, ““if I'm to gi’ you anything;
just a taste, Kitty, or mvself "ill never have tKe strength to
creep in.”

* Musha, here, then, Larry; an’ it's now we may see you're
yourself, or the remains, at laste, in regard that sperits knows
nothin’ o’ the likes o’ this;” and she poured out a bumper,
which Larry swallowed while yet standing at the wintft’)ew.
"Then he put himself in motion to enter; and, assisted by Mrs,
Catherine, who placed a table under the window, for s foot,
Larry at last made a lodgment, with many groans and
cries, before the fire. ' The window was again closed and

cautionsly barred, and the quondam friends i
discourse, face to face. 4 rosumed thely

»
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Ki“A dyin’ man’s blessin’, as I said afore, come down on you,
tty.”

o yin'! arral, why so, Larry?”

 Gi' me a morsel to brake my fast, for the love of all the
saints in heaven, Catherine.”

¢*Musha, my poor fellow, lashin’s and lavins;”* and she
rose to provide refreshments: ‘ bud you're so hungry—are

ou, Larfy, £ cuishla?"—Mrs. Catherine went on as she hurried
erself about.

“I'm fastin’ more nor three days,” said Larry, deliberatcly
lying, though, indeed, he was half starved.

«¢ Och mille murthers! how did that come about? Therc,
there!”  She spread abundance of good cheer before him, and
Larry encountered it with the grave dispatch and silence of a
cormorant: plate after plate disappeared, and Mrs. Catherine
had more than once to revisit the larder.  During the process,
she contrived, however, to persevere in her questions for
drawing Larry out.

*“ What in the world cum across you, Larry? I knew you
warn't wid your masther scnce that sorrowful night, an’ as I
tould you, Larry, their was sich ugly stories about you.”

“Wait a bit, Kitty,” Larry half articulated, his mouth
being full.

* One said you turned your own hangman.”

“* Wait a bit,” he repeated.

*¢ Another, that you jumped into the river; an’ they said,
when you were dragged out afther three days’ soakin’, an’
Jaid on a bed, that your poor paunch that was, God bless us!
touched the loft, an’ the parish couldn’t make afl’ a coffin big
enough to put you in.”

¢ Just wait a bit, honey.”

* Another said that you cut your own pipes wid your own
two hands. Musha, Larry, that was the worst story of all;
could you ever think of such a wicked thing?”

Larry at length concluded his collation, and then, in a
relapse of groans and lamentations, repeated a long-winded

race, of which the conclusion was—*¢ An’ keep us in our
gln'ue mind, an’ deliver us from the power o' the divil, an’
ive us patience an’ resignation, for ever-an-ever, amin;” to
which he added a still more lengthened draught of ale, and
finally sank back, helpless and querulous, in Mrs. Catherine's

arm: .
¢ An’ how is id all wid you now, Larry?” asked his enter-
tainer, from the other side of the fire. ,
¢In regard o’ the atin’ an’ drinkin’, an’ of your friendship,
* Plenty and some to spare.



TUT FETCUES. 269

Catherine, a little betther, we thank God an’ you for id.
You were always a soft sowl, Catherine, though I say id;
bud my thrials arc great, Kitty; I'll never be mpoch the
betther o’ them, the longest day I live.”

«Time cures all, Larry ; time an’ a kind friend.”

¢ Och, Catherine!” he cricd, his eyes squeezing, out some
tears as he fixed them on the blazing fire; he paused, sgueezed
again, shaking his head bitterly during the cffo®, and there he
sto .

i3 arry, Larry, take heart, or the arief of id 'ill be the death
o’ you,” said Mrs. Catherine, also trying for some tears, while
her tones were fully miserable.

«“Och, Kitty!” he repeated, and paused again.

«And och, a-vourneen!” Mrs. Catherine answered, rocking
herself backward and forward as she stooped with her elbows
on her knees; and so they went on till the tears came at last,
and torrents were shed between them.

¢Musha, bud what's the matther at all, Larry?” said the
housckeeper in the midst of her speculative sorrow; ¢ what
came o’ you? I only scen you run out o' the house, after we
both left the Fetch.”

¢ Sure enough, Catty, Iran; I ran till T fell; an’ then T
gets up an’ sees him agin behind me.”

¢« Murther, murther!” cried Mrs. Catherine, resuming her
lnmentations, *“ an’ then, Larry?”

¢« An’ then, Kitty, it’s all thrue enough that I put the rope
round my neck.” .

Mrs. é’ntherine started up with a scrcam; and, It is your
spirit then ?” she asked.

«WWait a bit, Catherine—they cut me down over-soon ; and
then it's just as thruc I went to the river.”

““ But didn’t drownd yourself?” the housckeeper said, as
Larry stopped, his eyes still fixed on the fire.

““ Bud a surly dog of a sodger levels his picce at me, an'—7T
knows what you'd be at, says he, bud by Ja—s if yon drownd
yourself on my post, I'll have your life, so I will.”

‘« An’ that sent you away, by coorse, Larry?”

“Id sent me here to yourself, Catherine.”

 Avoch, my poor boy, sure 'twas an angel sent you.”

¢ A hungry angel, Catherine; an’ if it was the will o’ God
that it war an angel in earnest, sure it was another angel that
met me when yourself came acrass me, an’ gave me pace an’
comfort, an’ plenty to ate, an’ enough to dhrink, an’ a good
fire fornent me ;" and here Larry roused himself, and stretched
out the palms of his hands to the heat, while his head was
turned ronnd, addressing his bencfactress; ‘' an’ yourself is

T
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the sort of angel I'd hke to meet when I'd be cowld or hungry,
wet or dhry,” he continued, rubbing all over, with his now
heated palms, his face and behind his cars,

*¢ Bud, Catherine, tell me one thing -+ how is my ina——you
know who I mane ?”

“ Given over cver sence, an’ my young misthress as bad:
it's a geut fayor come on the braim, the docthor says.”

“ The Jocthor, Kitty # is he in the house now ?—bad loock
to every hone in lus skn ! '——asked Larry, in some alarm and
bitterness.  In fact, from the differeut accounts given by Dr.
Butler, and now by bimscit, of Larry’s disposal of his time
since the memorable evening to which he made allusion, it
will be perceived that one or other departed from the facts,
and we can no longer conceal that the valet was the cmbel-
lisher. The doctor stated truly to Tresham the immediate
canse of his servant’s absence, and Larry had remained a

risoner in Mr. Butler's house till within a few minutes before
is visit at Mrs. Catherint’s window, when, taking advantage
of the intentional neglicence of his keeper, he had effected his
escape in the shorn plizht we have cndeavoured to describe;
but shrewdly guessing, from the house-keeper's questions, that
the true reasons of his disappearance were not known, and
thinking any account less humiliating than the real one, Larry
did not hesitate to humour the very stories with which she
suiplied him, and fer which their words are our sole authority.
carning from Mrs. Catherine that Doctor Butler was not
in the house he regaindl his self-possession and returned to
the topic of his master’s illness.

¢ Given over, you tell me, Kitty? Duv you think it's
himself, Kitty, or that black deception that brought grief an’
throuble on us all?”

** Himself, by coorse, Larry, in regard of his goin’ to lave
us; for epirits never dies, you know—'case why, they were
never born of woman.”

““You spake raison, Kitty; an’ his raal sclf was ever an’
always tindher-hearted, Kitty, only a little cranky betimes,
maybe; bud no matther for that, in regard I'm not far frum
the likes, myself. If I was sure entirely, I'd not think mooch
o’ goin’ to see him dead, dacently.”

“That's tindher-hearted in yourself, Larry, honey.”

“Bud I'd go in the noonday, Kitty; wouldn't that be the
couneel you'd gi’ me?”

“Sure enough, Larry; an' fuith it'ill soon be time, for
there's the daylight comin’ in through the windec-shutter ;—
an’, whishtl—may I never dic in sin bud I hear my lady’s
bell; no—wait—no—it's the captain’s; musha, myself won-
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dhers what makes him get up so mortial early. T must bo
stirrin’ from you, Larry, agra; an’ for fear Miss Maria, or the
ould misthress, or any o’ the maids, 'ud come down on you
just step into this room—don’t be shy, Larry—an’ when it's
your time, we'll get you out to your masther, unknownst to
anvbody.” .

Larry slowly complied, and as the housekeoger Tocked the
door upon him, she could not help acking herself—¢¢ An’ is this
all he has to say to me, the could-hearted, ungrateful thief!”
She paused a little with her hand on the key, hoping to hear
Larry’s voice—*Did you call me, Larry, a-vourneen?" An
explosive snore scemed to answer in the negative—and—¢foh!
the baste!” resumed Mrs. Catherine, turning to attend Captain
Mortimer's bell; “yet the poor sowl ix o tired, an’ worn down,
an’ in the lowness o’ spirits wid his sufferin’s,” she added, some-
what forgivingly, ““an’ we'll wait wid patience till ho comes
back to his flesh agin.”

Mortimer rang, for the purpose of sending the housekeeper
into Anna’s chamher, to inquire from Maria the state of the
invalid’s health, as very early upon this morning Doctor Butler
had led him to expect a favourable change in Anna. After
recciving his message and departing to communicate it, Mrs.
Catherine returned with the happy intelligence, that, as far as
Maria could judge, all feverish symptoms had apparently
abated, and that poor Anna now lay tranduil, though, Mrs.
Catherine added, nor yet in her right mind.  This was grati-
fying to Mortimer, notwithstanding the clanse added by the
housckeeper, and he dismissed her with a notification that
Doctor Butler had engaged to take an early breakfast with him
in his own apartment.

It will at once be surmised why, independently of Mortimer's
natural anxiety for the health of his mistress's sister the infor-
mation gratified him. Although of a strong mind, and taught
from his childhood to laugh at anything like supernatural
agency, his adventure in the garden had confounded and dis-
tressed Mortimer at the time, and continued to haunt his
imagination and harass his spirits afterwards. He compelled
himself, over and over, to consider the vision merely as a
creation of his excited fancy and irritated mood; but reason
declined to support for any length of time this forced doctrine,
and in spite of himself the contrary conviction remained; and
now, too, the occurrence he had previously related to Maria
found ready entrance into his reflections, and claimed a notice
he had before successfully refused to extend to it.

Still, however, he was most anxious to believe that Tresham's
appearance in the drawing.room to Anna and himself was a
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real appearance, although he had never been able ¢ propose
to Doctor Butler, or to any other person, a question that might
better leed to the truth, by acquainting him whether or not
the student was on that evening absent from his college cham-
bers. Tresham’s illness the very next morning put it out of
Mortimer's power to ask himself; nor is it likely that, with
full opportunigy to do 80, he should have hazarded an inquiry,
that under tho circumstances might prove too delicate and
dangerous to Tresham, and even too distressing to Mortimer,
in the possible result.

With Maria, Mortimer had not dared to exchange a word
of confidence on the subject. It will be recollected that, from
her local situation, Maria remained unconscious of the presence
of Tresham in the back drawing-room. Mortimer's words and
manner assured her, however, cither that he was infatuated or
that Tresham really appeared for a moment where she counld
not see him, and in their subsequent conversations her lover
endeavoured to confirm Maria in the latter opinion; nay, he
went so far as to state, that after he had left the apartment
he became nssured of the fact, in consequence of a meeting and
satisfactory explanation with the student. This gentle policy
it is almost unnecessary to explain, further than by saying that
Mortimer wished, whatever might be the truth of those myste-
rious appearances, to guard his own mistress at least from the
aflliction of supernatural notions concerning them.

Dr. Butler scemed to be the only individual to whom
he might unbosom himself, and Mortimer often fek disposed
to the confidence, but was checked by other considerations.
Much of this gentleman’s honest zeal depended, it was evident,
on his iucre(f:ﬁty towards such stories a8 Mortimer must
impart; eo that he could only expect to get laughed at, or, if
he succeeded in making an impression, the doctor’s professional
energy would be distracted, and neither of these results was
desirable. Mortimer, therefore, remained in exclusive posses-
sion of his own secret: one question, however, he resolved at
last to ask of Dr. Butler in the course of the morning,

He rose to ‘fmpne for receiving his old friend at an early
breakfast, and before the hour had struck Butler's voice was
heard in the outward apartment. When the gentlemen met,
I\%orﬁmor found that ];izogduest had already been to Anna’s bed-
side, and was now in spirits at her promising symptoms.

. “All danger is past,” he continued, “and the only thing we
have yet to regret, and I believe must fdr some time regret, is
her continued wandering of brain.”

*“Mrs. Catherine's surmisc was true, then.” Mortimer asked
what was the doctor's opinion of Tresham,
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«Candidly, I grow alarmed about him. DBut thereby hangs
s tale I shall at length relate, for your wonder or amusement.
I did not care to talk of it, at first, as circumstanges would
bave made it awkward—that is, while your lady’s sister was in
danger, I saw no time for it; but, now that her recovery is
certain, we may enjoy a laugh at the conceit. Yoy remember
my vexation and mirth at ascertaining from you ang Maria
the immediate cause of Anna's illness. Well; what will you
say when I inform you that her lover’s fit—I mean his increased
attack—comes from a source similar to Anna's strange infa-
tuation.”

T scarcely understand you,” said Mortimer, raising his eycs
in some .

¢Then hear me out. On the night when he grew so seriously
bad, I had left him at an carly hour in his chambers with my
imperative commands to retire carly to rest.

“And that was the same night that Anna’s preposscssion
caused her sudden fit also?”

““The very same,” answered Butler.

“Did he afterwards leave his chambers?” asked Mortimer,
thus getting in his long-contemplated question.

“I'gll tell you. My mind misgave me, and so late as twelve
o'clock I called back—"

“But pray, doctor, when did you part from him on that
evening?” interrupted Mortimer.
ﬂu;{ said early, did I not?—About seven or ecight o'clock, I

Mortimer felt relieved by this explanation ; Tresham, then,
by his absence after seven or eight o'clock from his chambers,
had time to practise the deception Mortimer suspected him of.

*“He was not in the college,” continued Butler; ‘I turned
into the grounds, and found him stretched on the damp grass
in the shrubbery. When removed to his bed, I forbore, for
that night, to reproach him with the breach of arrangement
between us; next morning, however, I rated him soundly, and
can J{Iou guess his justification?”

¢No-—not even remotely,” answered Mortimer, while in
fact, he only denied his own thought.

‘It was—that the Fetch—as they call it—of his mistress
- had seduced him from his chambers.”

‘Heavens!—did he talk rationally, consistently?”

. About as much so as one could ope from & man not abso-
lutely mad, yet bewitched to extremity. But how is this,
gallant captain?—Are your nerves, too, that a twenty-pounder
‘could not flutter, subdued by a nursery tale?”

“‘Pshaw| no, good doctor; I only wonder—ha! hal—] only
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am surprised at the Loy's weakness—of course, you met his
statement properly?”

I flater myself I did, captain.”

* But you argued with him?"

““Why, ay, in our own overpowring professional way.”

** And wijth what eflect?”

“A preparatory one, during the first discussion: and I have
since returned again and again to the attack, and at last fully
convinced him that, in common with thousands before him, he
has been an ggregious ass. But we shall speak of Tresham
by-and-bye. ~ At present I wish to inform you of some of my
views for Anna.”

*I shall hear them with the greatest pleasure and interost.”

¢ Particularly as you must assist me mn them.”

“ Command me.” =

““In a word then, we have both to swear some white lies j—
nothing better is left us for the perfect re-establisment’of her
mind and health.”

*Oh, tempt e tc what you will.”

““Taking 1t for granted that the poor girl imposes on her
own understanding, but still recollecting 51&'; we cainot con-
vince her she docs so, I strongly fear that, if the chimeru be
not effectually banished from her thoughts, Auna may not
speodily recover a sound mind. But why should we not rout
it out at once? Why not admit these very visitations she
raves about, yet stoutly assert them to have been real visits?
Will you uphold me?” *

By all means; I approve the finesse ; but must not Tresham
be made a party?”

“QCertainly not. To make him one would be to let him know
of Anna's sympathetic folly, and that were the devil with
Tresham himself; fire to tow, or a spark to s gunpowder
Y ine.”

“‘Then how do yeu propose to act? When the lovers meet,
they will naturally understand each other.”

“They shall not meet—shall not chatter together—shall
not even see each other—till they are both perfectly re-esta-
blished in health and common sense (if such is to be the case,)
and their minds entirely new-modelled and suffitiently strong
to laugh at the knowledge, seasonably obtained, of their
mutusal delusion. But more of this anon, Now let us go,
hantl in hard, to Anna’s chamber, and your business is to vouch
for the truth of whatever romance you hear me originate *
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CHAPTER XII. .

Bsrore the entrance of the gentlemen, Anna awoke from an
intense slumber, to the first consciousness of her situation that
for weeks had blessed her mind. She foundw handsholding
hers, a gentle, tender hand; and it was like the fading of a
dredm, that, a moment before, a soft kiss and breathing had
visited her brow, and a warm tear fallen upon-her eyelids.
She slowly raised her eyes and recognised her sister. There.
indeed, that devoted sister had sat, almost without intermission,
since the first hour of her illness. It has been often remarked,
that in sickness there is no hand like woman's hand, no heart
like a woman’s heart; and there is not. A man’s breast ma
swell with unutterable sorrow, and apprehension may rend his
mind; yet place him by the sick couch, and in the shadow,
rather than the light, of the sad lamp that watches it; let him
have to count over the long, dull hours of night, and wait,
alone and sleepless, the struggle of the grey dawn into the
chamber of suffering; let him be appointed to this ministry
even for the sake of the brother of his heart, or the father of
his being, and his grosser nature, cven where it is most perfect,
will tire; his eye will close, and his spirit grow impatient of
the dreary task; and though love and anxiety remain undi-
minished, his mind will own to itsc}f a creeping-in of irre-
sistible sclfishness, which indeod he may be ashamed of, and
struggle to reject, but which, despite all his efforts, remains
to characterize his nature, and prove, in one instance at least,
his manly weakness,

But see a mother, a sister, or a wife, in his place. The
woman feels no weariness, and owns no recollection of self.
In silence, and in the depth of night, she dwells not only pas-
sively, but so far as the qualified term may express our mean-
ing, joyously. Her ear acquires a blind man's instinct, as from
titiie to time it caekes the slightest stir, of whisper, or breath,
of the now more than ever loved one, who lies under the
hand of hutnan affliction. Her step, as in obedience to sn
impulse of a signal she moves about, would not waken #
mouse; if she speaks, het accents are a soft echo of natural]
hatmony, most delicious to the sick man’s ear, con d
that sound cin convey of pity, comfort, and devotioni; aind
thus, night after night, she tends lilin like d credtute sent
a higher world, when all earthly watchifulness hdi fhiled,
eye never winking, Aer mind never palled, her native; that g¢

other times is wedknéss, now gdining # Suptrhttman strength
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and magnanimity, herself forgotten, and her sex alone pre-
dominant.

I it ,you, my dearest sister?” said Anna, when she saw
who held her hand.

¢ Oh, my beloved Anna! will you not know me? Can you
forget your.Maria?”

““Forget youd—no, no, no—but one cannot now be so sure
of a face one ought to know well:—how'is Tresham, Maria?"

“Do not spea.ﬁ so much, Anna—we arc desired to request
you will not g but Tresham is very well; very well, my dear
sister.”

I dreamt he was not well,” resumed the invalid—‘‘and oh,
sister, I dreamt such other things! How long have I been
thus?~—how long a-bed and forgetful ?”

#Hush, Anna—hush, my love;—only some days.”

*Maria,” Anna after & pause went on, and now rapidl
speaking in a whisper—‘ Maria—I—1I dic to sec him: one looi
—one sight of him as he used to be. But, harkye, sister—let
him come at noon—or the middle of the day—or very carly in
the morning—that will be the best time—what time 18 it now?
~—after the nightfall?”

“No, my dear Anna; it is not yect ten o'clock in the fore-
noon, only the blinds are all down, and the room darkencd,
that you may be quiet, and get some rest and refreshing slecp.”

«Hist! hist!—1I hear a low step—whose is it?” said Anna,

Maria rose and opened the door for Butler and Mortimer.

«If it was himself, Maria, he would smile on me,” continued
Anna, relapsing, as Butler approached, into her confusion of
persons, and mixing this up with her broken recollections of
the past; while her eye vacantly fixed on his, and she crushed
herself against the opposite side of the bed, grasping the cover-
ing with spasmed hands, and her white lips moving without
sound, till at last as Butler came nearer, and she continued
aloud—

“«] knomu—but you are not he, though so like him—he
18 not 8o t and wretched. Go, in God’s name! Maria!
where are yon?;-egut your arms around me—hold me. Go,
go—I saw you before, and I know you now—go, go!”

*“What, my sweet patient] how have I offended?” said But~
ler, in an tone. Mortuner, who stood behind him, was
more sh: at such an unusual scene, and whispered—

"Iﬁ_et us withdraw and choosﬁ a better time,” ered Butler

**No, no—permit me, stay where you are,” answi
~~‘‘s0em to understand what I sw"say aloud to you. So;
tair weather to our friend Tresham, captain,” ,
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Tho words instantly scemed to restore Anna to a perfeet
knowledge of those around her; she started, and whispered in
Maria’s ear—Listen!” .

«Is it not to Italy he travcls?” said Mortimer, endeavouring
thus to follow Butler's cue.

¢Italy ;—1I have a love message from Lim to somebody ; can
it be told now, Maria?” asked Butler, still wity seemiwg care-
lessness.

“Yes, sir,—now—this moment—for God’s sake! To Italy,
you tell me?” said Anna, before her sister could answer.

¢“Verily and indeed,” resumed Butler: ¢ his father arrived
unexpectedly among us, giving him but an hour’s preparation ;
yet, even in that time, the goose wished to write a sighing,
sonneteering farewell to a certain persone——"

¢And did he not?” interrupted Anna. ‘

¢¢ I could not and would not permit him, as T feared some-
thing too ardent and startling for the nerves of a fair invalid
wo are all bound to care for.” Butler looked towards Morti-
mer, as if to claim his support.

¢*So he was obliged to content himself with making us his
apologists,” said Mortimer, taking the hint.

¢ And how long is this ago?" asked Anna.

“Two days, exactly.”

¢ He will soon have performed his journey, and in about &
fortnight you may expect to hear from him, my dear sister,”
continued Mortimer.

“ Yes—and in a few weeks after sct him; and then, if you
like, keep him entirely to yourself, my sweet patient,” Butler
went on. ¢ By-tho-way, Mortimer, you remember something,
do you? I forget what—a trifle—some folly or other, however
t{at he requested us to mention?”

“Oh, yes—he charged us to bear to Anna his profound
regrets and apology, for having—upon the ociasion of his late

vigitg——”

““Ay, pshaw! that was it,” said Butler.

¢ Assumed a ridieulous mystery of manner,” eontinued Mor-
timer, *that—that—"

Anna, raising herself in the bed, broke in with—‘Does he
mean two visits, one before, and the other after, our last
morning walk by the Lacken?”’

“To be sure he does—but I see you remember this child’s

better than it deserves,” said Butler.
he sank back exhausted, but more calm ; then in & moment
resumed :—

““What could have been his shocking motive? To kill me
or drive me mad, I am sure, sir,”
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«“Pohl—to ascertain, in his wisdom, whether a foolish girl
could be well frightened or no ; you must not expect downright
wisdom jn everything a boy does, even though that boy be
clever, handsome, and a constant admirer into the bargain ;"
and Butler sat, and kindly took her hand.

¢«“He is very penitent,” said Mortimer; ‘“contrite to the dust,
a.And really migerable, lest you should not forgive him, dear

nna.”

*“Oh, we cannot long be very angry with only poor Tre-
sham, you know.” He rose and whispered to Maria—¢ Now
let her have her own undisturbed reflections for half an hour,
‘or about:” then concluded aloud—*So, good-day, my good,
thriving patient, and thank the obliging stars t{at ordered
away your lover just at the time you resolved upon looking so
frightful ;” and tgle two gentlemen left the chamber.

““This seems to do well, doctor, if you can brave it out—but
what with ‘I'resham?” asked Mortimer when they were alone,

*“Get him out of Kilkenny as fast as we can; his very health
rcqucilres it, even if appearances were not, in this case, to be
saved.”

“But in any case you cannot present him with the true
rcasons for such a step?”

“No, as either would unnecessarily shock him. Mark my
emphasis—1I must try different measures. He must believe
that Anna is wroth against him, and for a time will not see him.”

“Surely that will be as scvere a shock as any?”

“‘Severe ag I can conirive it, but antagonist to the other,
or to any he has yet received; and there 1s my hope.”

“I do not understand you; pray explain.” )

“It is my opinion that & mystified and wretched state of
mind, acting on the nerves, and through them on the whole
system, has strongly tended to lay one basis for Tresham's
present iliness ; and, without wholly trusting to the arguments
we have used together, I would try to shake that basis by
another good agitation. His love and vanity shall take u
arms aguinst the German fathers. And, on the same principle
that one poison i3 coursed out of the frame by another and
stronger, I think I shall thus administer, to the progress of
Tresham's disease, counteracting medicine.”

““But are there not alarming physical symptoms?”

¢ Alarming, I admit, s I have already admitted; ay; very
dangerous, yet not irremoveable. A new mental action, and
then peace, bodily repose, and proper treatment and pure air,
may yet establish him. Come, let us see Tresham together.
But stop a moment; one word first with Mr, Ruth.”

They spoke with the old gentleman, and after assuring him
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of the convalescence of his child, Butler went on to say that,
however excellent Tresham in many respects might be, he was
ﬁ&tbe slave of a gloomy mind, that in the doctolx;'ig opinion

caused the present indisposition of Anna; and Mr. Butler
seriously added, he could undertake to attend the invalid only
on the condition that Mr. Ruth discountenanced, for a given
time, the student’s visits to his house. - -

Parental solicitude yiclded a ready assent to these terms,
which Butler got the futher to embody, in the shape of a letter
to Tresham. He then informed him of the finesse practised
on Anna by the report of her lover’s journey to ltuly, and
engaged Mr. Ruth to countenance it, and take such precau-
tions as should exclude from her car all contrary information.
These arrangements made, the doctor and his friend hastened
to Tresham’s chambers.

A favourable turn had, overnight, taken place in Tresham'’s
disorder. He slept sounder than usual, and awoke and arose
in a flow of spirits that surprised even himsclf. This moment
of new enjoyment received some shock, however, in the abrupt
apgearance of Larry at his chamber door, the poor fellow
habited as be had presented himself at Mrs. Catherine’s win-
dow, and still cxhibiting all the poetical character of his own
ghost. After recovering his first surprise, Treshamn recollected

e should hgve been prepared for this vision, as Doctor Batler
bad, the day before, advised him of the re-establishment of
Larry’s sanity, and mentioned the likelihood of his speedy en-
franchisement. So, after a cordial dhlutation and welcome,
which Larry heard in silence, the student forbore in pity and
delicacy all allusion to the past, and only informed himn where
he would find a befitting suit of clothes, and the neccessaries
for refreshment.

A gloom, however, suddenly fell on Tresham, induced by
this re-appearance of his servant, which called up the dark and
not yet banished recollections of the first inysterious scene they
had witnessed t.ogilether; and Tresham, irresistibly yielding to
the influence of the mood, cast himself on the sofa.

Larry, on his part, also folt many of his old alarme returning.
Catherine's portrait of the bad health of his master had led him
to expect the apparition of a mah lying in his bed, and reduoed
almost to the last gasp; and when, instead, he beheld Tresham
not very much al since their last interview, he could hot
help casting an eye towards the bed, in expectation of behold«
:ing th:lre the true and real master he had come * to see dead,

apently.”

In these doubts, Larry brought to mind a resolution he had;
previously to his late misfortune, formed, in order to quist his
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own notions of identity ; and so, cautiously taking Iny stand
at the back of the sofa,—

“Are you asleep or awake, sir?” he asked.

¢I shall never sleep!” answered Tresham.

¢Musba, that *ud be very unnatural, Masther Harry.”

Then, he it 0. What have I 1o do with anything natural ?”

“Ba;l wordg unless he raves,” thought the valet. “Provi-
dence 18 over all, sir.”

“Perhaps.”

‘‘Equivocation,” again ruminated Larry: then aloud—I
didn't say my prayers last night, masther.”

¢ And what then?”

“Nothin’ at all; only I was for axin’ your lave to say ‘em,
now, above my breath, after a manner, an’ maybe you'd put
in a word wid me, sir.”

Tresham only laughed at this strange proposition, and
Larry’s doubts increased, when Dr. Butler's voice on the stairs

ave a different current to his feclings, and abruptly stating

at ‘‘he had a thing to look after,” the scrvant escaped fromn

the chamber ere his hated foc entered it, and also without the
observation he so much dreaded.

Tresham was rather astonished to see his old friend walk
into the room with a grave pace, a corrected brow, and an air
altogether of much severity. As Mortimer slowly followed,
the student’s heart failed iim, and he quickly asked of the
bealth of his mistress. She was well in bodily health, Butler
replied; but it grieved nim to be the bearer of otherwise dis-
agreeable news on her account.

Tresham stared, and inquired what was meant; and the
doctor, taking a chair by his side and motioning Mortimer to
another, proceeded,—

¢It astonishes me, Harry, that a person of your fine mind
and prineigi:s could incautiously abuse the openness of & young
heart, l()iy koning and distracting it with such absurdities as
you and 1 have discussed together. You ought to have been
aware that the native weakness and delicacy of a girlish mind
were at the mercy of any direction you chanced to give them;
and to use your advantage and power only for the &urpoac of
injuring was an act, if premeditated, unworthy of the scholar
and the man of feeling.”

Tresham's damp pale brow parched and reddened at this
Eafwa. and he again inquired, with spirit, what could possibly

meant.

“In g word, then, Anna has confessed to her parents all the
:hilh'nf doubts with which you have crowded her mind, and
brought them to forbid your visits to the house.” .
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«“Excuse me, Mr. Tresham, but this is yours,” said Morti-
mer, handing him Ruth’s letter.

Tresham rapidly perused it ; and—* Gentlemen, you amaze,
confound me!” he exclaimed.

It is true, however,” resumed Mortimer: ‘‘she avers, with
streaming eyes, that your horrible though childish eonceits—"

“To a child horrible,” interrupted Butler. « -

¢ Her sleep is haunted by hideous dreams, her scnso of right
and wrong, real and imaginary, confounded”—

«« Her conscience disturbed, her life embittered—in a word,
that she is almost broken-hearted,” added Butler.

¢ The curse of folly on my own credulous heart, that could
expect anything but whim and change from a woman—a girl
—a child!” Tresham said, vehemently mounting his climax in
mingled feclings of mortification and passion.

«Not so trifling nor so childish cither, perhaps,” continued
Butler—*¢ Anna’s present act does not deserve such an epithet ;
and it is only natural to expect—"

“Does she know I am so ill, sir?” the student abruptly
asked.

*No, sir; I did not care, cven on your account, to add
misery to a heart that loves you, and—"

“ Loves me!” Tresham repeated, scoflingly. ‘

“T gaid 4t, because I know it? and when you thought fit
twice to interrupt me, I was about to add that, by the exer-
tion of a little patience and good scpse on your side, Anna
may still, and soon, be all you wish of her and from her.”

T can scarcely comprehend you, Mr. Butler; yet I thank
K‘ou for this re-assurance, and am sorry for my warmth,” said

resham.

Butler, with his voice altered to a condescending kindness
of accent, now procecded—

My very good young friend, I am almost treble your age,
have known the world nearly three times as long, and women
as a part of it; and believe me when I assure you that, weak
a8 tlcxf;; 1n:.ppear to us bsgvers:ign lords, in the higher darings of
mind, they posscss, beyond us, great acutencss of view into

And, knowing th : .

“ An owing their suporiority, they exercise it sgainst
-us, too,” .ss.id Mogtimer. pariority v 8

“Precisely. A woman inclined to make choice of a partner
for life, will_weigh and study his character with more skilt
and perseverance than he can over pretend to adopt towards
her; nay, she will adroitly allow him scope to develope him-
self, by pretending for & moment to relish his wildest fancies.
And now, Tresham, I have another proposition to lay down.
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No matter; how fervently a woman may love, in tho first
instance, she will, after due investigation, be very cautious of
committing ber fate and happincss into the hands of any man
whom she deems likely to make her miserable. I have seen
some extraordinary proofs of tho strength of this quality. I
knew a lady, young, gencrous, beautiful, and loving to de-
votionwe: fellowestudent of mine, and yet, upon the discovery
of what she thought an incurable weakness of mind, she gave
him up for ever, though her own heart was the accompanying
sacrifice, for it broke and went to ruin in the struggle.”

¢ Gracious God, gentlemen! to what does all this mysterious
discourse tend?” asked Tresham.

¢¢ Little—only that Anna may be such & woman,” answered
Butler, drily.

“But I disclaim any incurable weakness of mind that may
interfere with her scruples or feelings,” resumed the student.
“You, Mr. Butler, should know from our late discussions
that, right or wrong as I may have hitherto thought, I am
not now—for some time have not been—deaf or obstinato to
conviction.”

I know it, my dear Tresham, and give you all the merit
of the reformation. But to the purpose. Tt is evident you
have committed yourself to Anna on some topic that, for the
present, shocks, and on reflection perhaps, disgusﬁs her.”

“T am a fool—na weak, cruel fool!"—exclnimed Tresham,
love, generosity, and a fpar of losing his mistress, jointly com-
pelling the admission.

““ What the nature of these topics may be, we know not,”
said Mortimer.

¢ And care not,” resumed Butler; ¢ hut my experience of
female discernment convinces me—and our silly arguments,
too, Harry —that—pardon me when I bluntly say it— one
must believe them incompatible with the rational happiness a
wedded conple ought to enjoy.”

¢ And brother Tresham will allow & sincere friend to add,
that they are also incompatible with a strong, masculine mind
like his, and unfit for his matured intercourse with serious and
accomplished gentlemen.”

+ T believe 1t!—I will believe anything—promise anythin
—perform aniy;hing. Opinions—pursuits—babits—all will
give up—worlds I would give up; to restore Anna's peace of
mind, and once more deserve her love and confidence.”

« That’s manly and honourable,” said Mortimer,

‘ Come, then ;—Jlet me see ;——yes—on one condition we can
befriend you," rejoined Butler.

' % Name it. zentlemen, name it!"
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«You will promise that, till we can put Auna in good
humour with you, you will not, dircctly or indirectly, by
visit, message, or letter, seek to communicate with her.”

“Are those terms absolutely indispensable?” ‘Fresham
asked in a doleful tone.

¢ God's merey I” cried Butler, affecting to take fre, ‘‘are
you not the most selfish as well as the most imgohtw Igyer in
the world, to ask such a question? Do you 1t sce, m the
first place, that your mistress’s happiness and health depend
on your keeping far away from her? sad, next, would ymi
ryin your own intcrests by a childish precipitancy ?—woul
you take lyoursclf out of our hands, and adopt your own
course? If so, say it at once.”

*The conditions are hard, yet I solemnly promise to observe
them,” resumed the student, sighing heavily.

““Very good. That's plain, and only what I expected from
you, Harry. Baut hearken further. With her we must plead
your absence, as an apology for your not visiting her; your
illness we dare not mention.”

Tresham was content, he said.

““And in a week or so, when you are, as I trust you will
be, much stronger than at present, I invite you, in order tp
%event mistakes, to accompany me on a short excursion to

oodstock, & beautiful country.”

«I accept your invitation, Mr. Butler, and am properly
sensible of your zeal and friendship.”

‘“Tut, tutl—no specches. And new we must part, as a¢
this very hour,” looking at his watch, “I am anxiounsly ex.
pected by an old woman of an alderman, who wishes me to
cut off a saddle of mutton that he avers has dangled at his
nose for the last fortnight. Besides I cannot permit you to
talk any longer. So—give me your hand: good morning, and
keep yourself quiet, and depend on our services in every way.
Come, Captain Mortimer:” and they left Tresham to the

wholesome conflict of new thoughts aud feelings now sprung
up in his mind.

CHAPTER XIII.

Wasn Butler, n some days after this interview, visited
Tresham, he was afflicted to find in him a rapid change fos
the worse. With light spirits, and an unusuglly free and.
unravelled mind, the patient had, from long coughing °
cold perspirations, pasted « sloepleas night. *
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to the counteraction of these <ymptoms, and in a few days
more it scemed he had succeded. 'L'resham slept better and
felt stronger. In the lapse of another fortnight, however, the
mocking distemper a.%ain appeared on its treacherous march
towards the citadel of life, and Butler ‘frew seriously alarmed.
In good earnest he began to think of the continental journay,
upon ghich he had already sent his patient in idea only. }{e
consulted with the head-master of the college, and it was ar-
ranged to write home to Tresham's family. One day was,
however, allowed to #ecide the question; and through the
whole of that day Treshagn scemed again on the high-road 4o
heaith. Another and another, and he was better and better.
It is unpecessary here to remark that consumption sometimes
baffles, even at present, the skill and experience of the most
eminént physicians, and we must not, therefore, wonder that
many years ago it was equally successful with our provincial
practitioner.

In fact, for a fortnight longer, Butler more than hoped the
complete re-establishment gf the student’s health. But in
about two months altogether from the first serious appearances,
an alarming crisis arrived: his person dwindled rapidly; bhis
cough increased to convulsions; his sleep was entirely gono;
and the victorious disease hung out its false colours on his
check, and triumphantly sparkled through his eye. In haste
and consternation, Butler despatched a letter to the south of
Ireland, and, with the consent of the principal, hurried Tres-
ham to the more open dountry residence he had before spoken
of, and which Tresham's varying state of health caused him so

ang to for%et, there to await, in foeble hope, the sad arrival
of his friends.

Upon the very evening of their departure, poor Tresham
felt and seemed a new man. A flow of artificial energy coursed
through his veins. Butler met him ready.dressed in his apart-
ment, with a flaring eye, an erect mien, and an ostentations
and piteous firmness of step, and full of anticipated pleasure
from their country drive and residence. The good dootor
himself was startled and delighted when he first entered; but
in a second he turned away to hide the stifling sigh and blind-
ing tear that proclaimed a mournful change of conviction.

And now, and not for the first time during the last few
weaks, he thought, with an irritating and stupefyi 'ifeel.mg' y
of Anna's strange cs, and of her assertions with respect
to the vision she she had seen. Rejecting from the

“first, with laughter and scorn, every thought of \
omen, and crushing it under a load of manl{oimﬁﬁ'm
there now and then stirred, howcver, in the bottem of the
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doetor's soul, and under all that philosophical pressure, a
something that like an incipient earthquake at the basc of a
real mountain slightly disturbed the mass.. But now, after
fecling for an instant such an inward motion, Butler grew
impatient to acknowledge or yield it place, and at once offer-
ing his arm to Tresham, routed the weakness from, his mind,
as he led the student to the vehicle that waited for thenv at
the college gate. *

While crossing the ball, Tresham recollected a favourite
volume of light reading he had left behind him in his chamber,
and desired Larry, who with Doctoyg, Butler’s consent had long
;ii:::e been reinstated in his office,"to return and bring it to

¢ The windec-shetters are more nor half closed, Masther
Y, an’ may be myself couldn’t meet wid it,” said Larry,
mauch disinclined to visit the chamber alone.

¢ Begone, you scoundrel!” roared Butler, *“ or I'll put you
where you shall never get a glimpse of the daylight—begone,
and don't stay a moment!”

The servant complied, and Tresham and Butler awaited his
return. He could scarcely have gained, they thought, the
chamber-door, when a loud noise, as of a person tumbling
headforemost down stairs, reached their cars; then rapid foot-
steps on cvery landing-place, and an alternate recurrcnce of
the twmbling clatter; until at last Larry fell into the hall,
and, gathering himself on his feet, strode across the space
between him and the door, and at Mst rushed throngh it,
never uttering a word, and his lips and brows compressed in
the frightened resolve of sclf-preservation.

They called loudly on him as he passed, but got no answer.
They waited for him, but Larry did not reappear. Tho truth
is, o fow moments saw him beyond the limit of the city of
Kilkenny ; and Larxy held his specd, as well as he could, along
the high-road to his native country, where, on the morning of
about the fourth day, immediately following, he was secn,
restored to his agricultural habiliments, silently dirccting the
course of & plough through the stubborn earth.

fter some moments’ delay, the gentlemen resolved to pro-
ceod on their journey without Larry ; and Mr. Butler, knowing

ham's incapacity to hurry himself, rcturned with a light
Hw"ﬁ.‘;,dd foot to get the volume his companion wished.

» * The master has bit the man—which is most bewitched, I
know not,” he said ta himself while entering the chamber,
The shutters were, as Larry had premised, half closed; aad,
although no shadow of evening had yet fallen, that side of the
spartment occupiad by the bed was wrapped in considerable
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darkness. The moment Butler entered, and as he rapidl
walked towards a book-shelf, he fancied he caught, with his
side visign, a form like that of Tresham's, standing motiouless
over the bed. He siared round, but saw nothing. Impa-
tience, not fear, shook his frame; he stamped his foot on the
floor, and rushing to the bed, pushed aside the curtains and
examigod all rgund it.  Still he saw nothing, and at last con-
cluding that the thought which had pre-occupied his mind thus
tormented him, fashioning out of the folds of the drapsry a
form to deceive his unwary sight, Butler hastily secured the
volume, and proceeded to rejoin his patient. Before he left
the room, he could not, howaver, refuse one other look towards
the bed; the delusion was not there. Butler stamped again,
with a ‘ Pshaw!” and—¢ yet, by heavens, it is strangely and
provokingly coincident!”—he added, turning down stairs.

The country retreat sclected by Butler was, as well as being
tl:}e very climate of health, the most beautiful scene in the
vicinity. It has been pointed out to us in connexion with
this true history, and therefore, perhaps, we call back its
features with some facility and pleasure. - We are not, indeed,
sufficiently maaters of' local topography to be assured that the
name it now bears is the sune it bore at the era we speak of;;
that present name is, however, Woodstock, and the domain is
the property of an Irish gentleman of importance. It rises
from the edge of the Nore, at about thirteen miles from Kil-
kenny, into curves and slopes, hills and dales, piles of rock,
and extensive spreads of level though high ground; hills and
dales are thickly or wildly planted; and mountair streams,
made rough and interesting by the stony impediments in their
course, scek their way through the bending and shivered banks
and funtastic woods, sumetimes leaping over an unusually stee
burrier. The waterfalls send their chafings among the w
and hollows, which on all sides and at & distance reply; and
these voices of naturo, together with the ncarly-similar noise
of the rustling trecs, or the crackling of their knotted arms in
the blast, are the only or the overmastering sounds that dis-
turb the solitude.

Extrinsic interest has lately attached to this fine wener{mon
account of its baving been the last residence on earth of a lady
not unknown in the literary world. In fact, the present
pr%priaw is 8 Mr. Tighe; and here the gentle author.of
‘¢ Payche,” that gentleman's aunt by marriage, breathed the
last notes of her femininely sweet song, and the last breath of
a life she was almost to0 good and pure to have longer broathed
in s bad and gross world. Here she sang, in ggm dg! of the
heart, hor last melancholy farewell to the “Odours of Spring;”



THE PETCHES. 307

and, alas! the flowers she addressed had not wasted their per-
fume 11l they were transplanted to her grave. A beautiful
girl, long the humble protegee of the minstrel, culled them
with her young hands, and, in recollection of notes that the
silent tongue had once murmured, placed them on her bed of
elay, and thus in the tears of beauty and of youtbful sorrow
they were there nurtured. The grave is one gf manysin :the
church-yard of the village that skirts the domain. The river
runs smoothly by. The ruins of an ancient abbey, that have
been partially converted into u church, reverently throw their
mantle of tender shadow over it; simple primroses and daisies
now blossom round; and near it, in some scathed old trees,
the rooks caw her requiem. It is & place for ‘the grave of &
poetess.

But when Tresham visited this distrist, it had for him the
single yet abundant interest of its own beauty. Even as he
approached it, the introductory scenery grew fair and enchant-
ing. The country outside of Kilkenny was uniform; but at
last, from the highest point of a rough mountain road, his eye
was at once flung over a semicircle extent of hill, dell, and
mountain, broken in every desirable shape of the picturesque,
and thrown and tossed about, as if in the awful sportiveness
of the creating hand. Hill bestrode hill, the guardian giants
of the race appearing pale and mysterious in the distance;
while through the midst, in the depths of a spacious valley,
the lady Nore curved on her graceful course.

It was the first approach of an udusually fine evening in
September, and the red sun, setting over an extensive vista at
Tresham's back, lackered all the opposite scene with gold, pro-
ducing at the same time those stretching shadows that make
evening the painter's best hour for the study of his chiar'oscura.
At every turn of this road the scene only changed into another
mode of beauty. From a mearer point IW the lowly
village of Inistiogue, a few white cottages, glinting like white
stones at the bases and in the mighty embrace of %Ilnl richly
planted. Itslight and not inelegant bridge spanned the crystal
Tiver, grougc and groaps of trees massing behind it, and ovey
all the high grounds of Woodstock rising in continued and
vtm\ﬁamd foliage. Tears of pleasure ﬁllged Trosham’s eyes,
He felt it was happiness to live in so fair a world. Alas{ he
enjoyed the scene as if he had been doomed to enjoy if.

the travellers had passed the bridge, and entered the
noble solitude of Woodstock, twilight had g:st w to steal
in like & changing spirit, amid the glow of day. omxrisge
drove through a good part of the demesne. i’baygotontnd
descended a path over the side of a sloping dell, and Butler
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pointed out, on the opposite side, a neat thatched cottage
which, lie said, was to be Tresham’s residence, the absent pro-
prietor having invited Butler to make occasional use of it.

As they approached, an old woman of decent and primitive
appearance stood at the door to welcome them. Butler, ad-
dressed her by the name of “nurse,” said he had brought her
patiensy along ¥'ith whom, himself would be her guest for the
nilght. They entered and occupied two neat apartments, in
which rustic plainness seemed rather a tasteful affectation than
a necessity. Tresham enjoyed his situation in an impotent
overflow of spirits; yet unaware of Butler's opinion of his
health, and, by the miserable fatality that blinds the observa.
tion of almost all invalids in his case, not prepared himself to
fear any danger, the poor victim declared laufrhin%ly that it
was worth while to be ill for the sake of ro deligtiztfu a change.

CHAPTER XIV.

Ar the time of Tresham’s departure from Kilkenny, Anna's
bodily health was almost complctel y restored, and her mind,
too, after the last conversation with Butler and Mortimer,
grew calmer and more settled; so that her affectionate fumily
now detected but slight symptoms of wandering. She was,
however, much changed in spirits; she spoke very little, even
to Maria, and continually sought the silence and abstraction
of her own chamber. en crossed in such purposes, Anna
showed more wildness and irritability than on other occasions,
and compelled, out of the fears and solicitude of her mother
and sister, & submission to her waywardness.

The only person who succeeded in rallying her and soothing
her temyer was Butler. Ile visited her often, and by a repe-
tition of his casy and yet kind manner and conversation often
drew hor from solitude, and won her to engage in refreshing
discourses and speculations. He supplied her too with light
and pleasing books, calculated to rival the impressions made
by her late reading; and, in & word, used every judicious
means of restoring her to a rational balance of mind and feeling.

Baut one cruel causc of uncasiness to Anna soon oeeurrg.
The time mentioned by Butler and all her friends, as fixed
for Tresham's return from Italy, came and went without
his g e before her.  Another-weck, and another still
d&psgs.e“.mﬂn she did not sce him ; not even a letter arrived.
She began to make inquiries, and the explanations attempted
0 be given scemed nnsatisfhotory and cvasive. Iler suscep-
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tible heart whispered to her that there was no reality, no con-

viction, in the words that fell upon her car. And still the

time lapsed, and still sho had no letter; nothing, in, fact, like
an assurance from himself that the accounts given her were
truc that Tresham was well—that he was alive.

8o soon as these thoughts entered her mind, all ¢he spectral
fancies that for some time had lain hushed in i} stirrednd got *
life again, and it was peopled with them. Inward voices told
her that her lover was dead—dead, in consequence of what she
bad seen!.—and the stories of his sudden journey to Italy were,
the now assured herself, only kind cquivocations, to disguise
from her in her weak state the shocking and destroying truth.

At first she indulged these thoughts in silence, and hor
friends could only perceive that a sudden and bad chango had
come over her mind, until towards the close of a day, a‘i)out 4
week after Tresham’s excursion to Woodstock, & decisive oc-
currence took place.

Maria had left Anna disposed to sleep on a eouch in her
chamber; and some time clapsed when she heard the invalid's
voice calling aloud to her.  Maria hastily entered, and saw
Anna sitting up with a distracted air, pale as a corse, and every
limb shaking. Inquiring the cause, Anna said,—

“ Oh, Maria! I have dreamt an appalling dream, if indecd
it was a dream.”

It must have been—what clse could it be? You slept; I
left you sleeping, my dearest Anna,—forget it,” interrupted
the anxious sister. ¢

“I cannot forget it, Maria; but I will think it was a dream.
I may have slept ; my poor mind grew quicter a moment beforo;
and surely I could not have fancied it.”

«'Tis all weakness, Anna;—this confinement and this close
air prey on your nerves; let us bave a turn in the garden.

o, lean on me.”

“Noj; listen to me, Maria. This I dreamt, if dream it must

be:—1 was sitting where I am, thinking of kim; everything

as usual about me—_the chairs, the books, the window,
and all. The window darkened—I turned, and just caught the
ehadow of a pale face receding from the glass. Then I grew
troubled, and the room filled with sound that deepencd snd
deepened, and at last I heard—— He is not dead!”

. “Dead!” repeated Maria. *Why should you require that
_information in any shape? What cause was ciere to fear it?
How could you ever suppose it, my dear Anna?”

. _*Yet!” resumed Anna, *the invisiblo voices added, ¢ Yeti—

“He is not dead—yet!’ they said; ‘but go and seek him!—

seek him in solitude, and in the darkness that is fulling fast
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n his soull’ All this I was told, Maria—what could it
mean?” And she fixed her blazing eyes on her startled
sister. o

*Nothing, nothing, my love—it could mean nothing; we
are warned by religion itself, as well as by reason, to place no
thought on dreams.”

“ﬁ’h' do yoy look so pale, and tremble so, Maria?” asked
Anna, a stern spirit controlling her own agitation. ¢ Look on
me! Tell me—do not deceive me—do not dare to deceive mo
—where is he gone, indeed? What fulsehoods have they told
me?—he was not here!”

¢ O sister, sister, compose yourself! Did you not hear he
was in Italy? Did they not bring you his own assurance that
he travelled thither?”

¢ They |—they |—answer for yourself, sister!” cried Anna,
her manner growing every moment wilder; *‘ and, now I re-
collect, you never told me that—never from yourself! Tell
it now, if you can—it you dare! on the peril of your »oul,
answer me—whore is Tresham? Ha!” she continued in a
scream, and starting up, ‘“you grow paler, Marin!—you
wince, and are silent.”

Maria could only supplicate her to be patient.

“T sce it now!-—no, no, he is not in Italy!—hc never was!
—he never sent me that message!—he is somewhere near us,
and I will find him?” She paused for a moment; then, struck
Ly a sudden association, ‘ Answer me again, sister. One
day—I do not—cannot=recollect when, or where, or how—
but one day I heard, while you thought I slept, you and
Mortimer mention, in a whisper, first his name, and then you
spoke of Woodstock, and Butler has often been absent from
town, before and since, for days together. Tell me, is he not
there, or was he not?—did he not die there?—did he not?”

“No, sister. I reply to your unestion on my word of
truth, and in the presence of the Great Judge of truth—he
did not die—he is not dead.” Maria answercd with some
vehemence, glad to seize a point for plausible equivocation.

“But sguk to my whole question. Is he at Woodstock
now?—is he dying there now? You do not so readily answer
that—yon cannot! My own thought is true—true, and I will
prove its truth!” and Anna, snatching a scarf and hat, rushed
towards the door. Her sister flew between her and it.

“ Let me pass! let me passl” sxclaimed Anna, in a camax
of madness, while she stamped her small foot on the floor, and
still moved to go out.

“For the sake of Heaven, dearest sister——for your own and
his sake—for our father’s and mother's sake—for ydur poor
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sister's sukel"—cricd Maria, kneeling with her back to the
door.

¢ Let me pass, I say! I have no friends, no kin—all have
deceived me. Stories, stories you have all told me. He ma
now be stiff’ in his shroud—earth and worms—now while{
talk. Let me pass—or, do not—" the fair maniac ¢ontinued,
catching up a knife that unfortunately lay on the tablew* do
not; and by the blue vault over our heads I will bury this in
my own heart!”—and, in an attitude of mingled grace and
sternness, that in one so young was at once grand and terrible,
she raised the blade high in her clenched hand.

Maria screamed aloud, and ran from the apartment, calling
upon her father and Mortimer. As she turned down stairs an
appalling laugh rang through Anna‘s chamber. Maria's cries
instantly alarmed her mother and the servants; but Mr. Ruth
and Mortimer were not in the house, nor could any for some
time recollect where either of the gentlemen was to be found.
When this was at last ascertained, and an attendant had been
despatched to call them, Maria, with her mother, and all the
servants, rcturned to Anna's room. It was cmpty, or ap-
parently so. Maria, with a shuddering anticipation, glanced
towards the corners of the chamber and to the bed, and then
looked for the knife. Her foot moved it on the floor—the
sister raised it—it was unstained Maria's fears next dirccted
her to examine the window, but this was shut down, and the
blinds untouchcd, as she had left them. Where then could
Anna be? She had not approached the ball-door, for Maria
had not proceeded farther than the hall; there her mother and
the servants met her. Every chamber and apartment in the
housc was searched, every nook, but no trace of Anna, At
this moment Ruth and Mortimer came in. Having heard the
eerri?ing story, a new search commenced, but as futilely
ended. At last, in a small closet at the back of the house, an
open window challenged attention ; after a look, one of Anna’s
ﬁoves was found on the floor under it; Mortimer glanced

own upon the soft mould of the garden which it overhung,
and the print of her feet distinctly appeared.

Al rushed, with dreadful cries amf a common fear, into the
garden. 'The foot-prints continued from the bed, under the
window, to the principal walk, and there were lost on the hard .
and smooth gravel. The party separated to search in different
quarters. a ran to the river's edge, and there again dis-
covered the trace of Anna's feet, and at a second glance her
scarf, caught and half sustained by a prickly shrub. She
screamed, and Mortimer and her father wery In an instant at
her side. Maria could not speak, but she pointed o the foot-
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prints and to the scarf. Their eyes turned on the water. It
was smooth, and placidly unconscious of what they feared;
bat in a’ gentle cddy, which it made at some little distance,
under a cluster of willows, Maria thought she saw the whito
hat and plume that her sister had taken up in the chamber.
When she expressed her thought, however, this appearance
was fBcertain¢l to be only a round mass of foam, which the
concentric motion of the eddy had there formed.

By this time, her mother, accompanied by the servants,
came up. They had found no further trace. Consternation
kept all for a moment silent and inactive, when Mortimer,
with a sudden cry, ran to a part of the garden, at some little
distance, which edged the main path. Every one followed
him, and there he showed fresh marks of Anna's foot, that
obliquely shot across a large and newly-dug bed of mould,
towards a small door in the side-wall of the garden. They

ained the door; it wae wido open; and it now secmed certain
that, availinﬁ herself of the key which usually remained in the
lock, Anna had by this door escaped into the street.

Acting on the conviction, Ruth, Mortimer, Maria, and a
man-servant, gained the street; Mrs. Ruth, overcome by her
terrors, could not follow ; Maria and her father walked rapidly °
in one direction, the servant in another, and Mortimer in
another, all making inquiries of every person they met. Ruth
and Maria could hear nothing of the fugitive. They had
compassed & good portinn of the town, callmg at the doors of
different friends where they supposed she might be, when the
servant appeared, breathless and earncst; but it was only
with his lguate and fears—he too had found no clue. The
father and daughter wrung their hands, and could but pray
to Heaven for help and guidance. A moment after, Mortimer
darted round the corner of the strect in which they stood,
calling out to them the moment he appeared, and adding some
words which the distance and usual noise of & town prevented
them from catching.

But when the friends came closer to each other, the glad
words of Mortimer sent comfort before him.

¢ I have heard of her—I have heard of her!” he exclaimed.
¢ Come—come with me—quick!”

“ Thank God! thank God!” cried Maria and her father in
joyful tears—* Where?—where?”

] spoke to some coachmen in the next strect, and they sa
—with full knowledge of her face and person—that about half
an hour ago she flung herself into a chariot, and was driven at
» furious rate out of the town—_"

*¢ But whither ?~-what road?”
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«To the country—to Woodstock. Come!—lct us not lose
& moment. Maria! had you not better remain here, Maria?’

¢ Nol—do not leave me behind if you wish.me to live
through the interval. My dear father!—my dear Mortimer!
—let me accompany youl” cried Maria, pleading with ear-
nestness. .

“Come, then. You, Robert, return and info?m your
misltress of our good chance—come; there is not a second 1o
be lost!”

«If they meet!” said Maria—

«They shall not—must not—we will certainly overtuake
her. Come!”

CHAPTER XV.

Tue first evening of Tresham's residence in Woodstock passed
awny pleasantly: even Butler half forgot, in the gaicty, and
once more treacherous appearance of Tresham, his own settled
anticipations.

The anxious friend forgot, too, or waived, for a good portion
of the next day, his press of professional engagements, and
remained with Tresham till the approach of night, when, how-
ever, ho was obliged to return to Kilkenny. He came back
to see his patient in two days after again left him, and again
came back; and to his utter Tise ham seemed at every
new visit steadily mending. While this baffled the doctor’s
skill, it also gave him & new hope. The salubrious air, the
enchanting sccne, and the reformed and more tranquil mind
of Tresham, together with the natural joy with which he must
look forward to a h:gl:ﬁy reconciliation with his mistress, all
might tend—it was still possible in Mr. Butler’s thought—to
effect an extraordinary struggle and triumph of constitution,
and conquer disease, cven in the last stage of its progress.
However true or false these late calculations might be, stift
Tresham looked and felt better. ing the hours of Butler's
visits, his social temper fully exerted itself; and in his absence,
guided and sometimes assisted by a little flaxen-headed urchin,
the grandson of the old woman of the cottage, he explored at
leisure and with delight the fire mnc:;{:round him, sitting,
or strolling, or stretching himself, in the sun or shade, and
mor thinking, or enjoying light, and now luxurious

jum

.Upon a day after Butler had ended one of his
visits—and his last—Tresham informed his little that
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be should endeavour to find his way back alone to a scene
they had visited the preceding evening; and, as Butler had
engaged to return in a few hours, he informed the boy where
to find him. His old nurse, struck with what she thought a
sudden and ominous change in Tresham, remonstrated against
his going alone; but his smiles and earnestness persuaded her,
and he went,

With some di rable exertion he gained a valley of con-
siderable magnitude and sublime character. A sheet of water
shot at the remote end over a bulwark of almost perpendicular
rock that, as a wall, crossed the valley. One path to this
erept along the immediate edge of steep banks that bridled
the angry stream, which was a continuation of the fall, tho
path mounting higher and higher, until it nearly gained the
torrent; and here a shelf of rock, apparently dangerous, but
really safe, jutted over the abyss. gt was purposely covered
with sods, and, rich in moss, gave ample room for a small scat,
from which might be had a full view of the waterfall.

Overhead, on both sides, the dell still towered, half faced
with shivered rock, and half with dwarf oak and fantastic
wreathings of wild herb and shrub, and at last sloping offin a
junction with level grounds, from which, through thick plan- .
tations, was another approach to the scenc, by means of a frail

wooden bridge that linked the opposite brows of the valleﬂ".
"T'his bridge was nearly in a line with the scat on the shelf,
but at some distance above it.

Tresham, gaining the shblf, sat in the rustic seat, and looked !
with an awed and tame delight around him. Firmly grasping
the sides of the soat, he dared to look beneath. His height from
the bottom was about thirty-feet: and the water discharged by
the fall there foamed and roared, swollen with recent rains, and -
of the brown tint that Ruysdael sometimes so well imitates, -
amid a mystery of black and slimy rocks that pushed their.
sharp extromities out of the torrent.  He gazed on the cascade,
It rushed down in nearly one unbroken sheet, glancing some
yards away from the base of the wall of rocks, and so thinly "
that he could catch, though indistinctly, forms of bank and
shrub shat found a kind of shelter in the space thus left behind.

Here Tresham sat for a considerable time, till the boy ap-
proached him from the cottage. The student thought he came
to announce the speedy return of Butler; but when they spoke .
he learned that gentleman had not yet arrived, and the
little fellow was only sent with some refreshments. Of thess
Tresham diﬁht!y partook, and, feeling renovated, left his seat
to gain, with the bo{: assistance, the bird's-eye view of the
scene afforded from the bridge above.
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With much toil they won the bridge; and now Tresham dis.
missed his guide to return to his watch for Butler, whilst ho
enjoyed alone the view be had wished for. )

- Even in the spent state of his Trame the invalid was not
timid; yet the frailness and perilous isolation of his present stay
sent a cringing through his nerves. He scarcely hazarded a
look below. e depth was fearful. To the seat he hud left,
it was about thirty feet; and from that, again, he recollected,
for he could not now perfectly sce, another void to the craggy
bed of the torrent. e frintest frown of evening began to
come. As he listened to the noise of tho fall, his ears dinned
and fretted, and his susceptible funcy, interpreting its monoto-
nous roar into strange, supernatural cadences, the scream of a
human voice mingled ubruptl{ with the hoarse chorus of the
waters, piercing up, he thought, from some part under him.
Forgetting his late nervousness, Tresham glanced guickly down,
and on the ledge he had just quitted, and bebeld a female form.
Anothor look, and he knew Anna. She sat on the rustic chair,
her hands clasped, and her face turned upwards to him,—her
pale, worn, haggard face, so unlike that which he had known
and loved, and belying, too, the continued representations
made to him by Butler of her continued health. A recollec-
tion of his former superstitions darkened Tresham'’s mind, and
he feared he again beheld the Fetch of his inigtress.

As the figure with wild earnestness still looked at him.  T're-
sham, after a moment of ruinous thought, precipilated himself,
unfitted as his feeble body was for suth a task, down the tor-
tuous path by which he had ascended to the bridge, and,
pauting and gasping, pursucd his way to the shelfy rock.

In a few moments a mocking and shadowy likeness of her
lover appeared before Anns, at the side of the ledge inserted
into the bank. Her hands were still clasped, her eycs still
strained and fixed; and the instant she saw bim, Anna in a
loud cry half of supplication and half of horror, said—

“‘ Speak l—let me hear the sound of your voice!” He had
been rapidly moving towards her, when, in a manner to her
unaccountable, he shrank back, and leaning against a tree that
overhung the water, his lips seemed to move in answer to her
question, but no words reached Anna.

*What mean you?” she continued—** what brings you here?
hmi tﬁldl you—how could you come here?—I knew you were
in Italy!”

A gloom sct on his face, and with a smile that might have
been meant for her re-assurance, but which had the contrary
effect on her, he said—

1 have never been in Italy.”
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*You! you!” she repeated, marking the emphasis hie used,
and confusedly pursuing the image of her old terrors, while
she felt frentic at the idea of two 1dentities of her lover—*In
the name of the blessed God, answer me!—why do you look
s0 pale and worni—why are you only so dreadfully like your-

—only 'as like as the corpse is like the living man. "And:
now what meane.that shocking smile, again? Tell me—when
and where did sco me last? At my father's house it was,
if you are 'l‘maml”

A prolonged and broken answer came—**Tresham did not
sce you last at your futher’s house.”

*‘Heavens of heavens!” she exclaimed, wringing her bands,
and passing them rapidly through her black, dishevelled hair,
as with o kind of knotted resomblance she called back Butler's
explanation and this refutal of it; and Anna was continuing
to speak to the point, when he slowly advanced a step, stretche-
ing out his arms. She shrieked wildly, and cringed to the
very edge of the shelf, crying—*¢ Approach me not{ approach
wme not till you hear me!—Convince me, first, you arc he, o¢
show at once your own horrible nature!—Convince me!” she

ursued, dropping on her kness—*¢Spenk comfort to me, my
cart's own ’Ercuhnm—or-—ﬁend us you may be speak to mel
By the power and for the mercy of that God whose face you
hope to see, or whose dark agent you are!”—her flesh stirred
er eycs shot from her head—her teeth gnashed; he ad-
vanced another step in silence, and—

“I warn you!” she resuned, growing desperately courageous
in her madness and terror—* I warn you!—The depths, and
the torrent, the rocks, are beneath mel—my foot 1s on the
blade of grass that keeps me from destruction!—come nearct
to me, but by another step, without speaking, and I plunge?

These wonyls. of power to dart through his curdlin% marrow
and warm it with a new life—these words only, of all she ha¢
lnst spoken—his fading scnse heard, and Tresham gained ¢
refluent energy and g out,—

¢« Anna—my adored Annal!—stop!—forbear—turn to me-
support mel—bless me!—I am your own—own Tresham! °
am indeed Tresham,—not long to be so—I—I am dying!”

He and fell at her feet.

Her splitting scream again mastered, for 4 moment, ove:
tho near torrent’s roar; and, precipately as the leap of tha
torvent, her thoughts now shot down from their former coursc
but still on another as dark, as impeded, and as frantic, as ths
found by the channelled waters. In the first outbreak of d
spair, of insanity, she cast herself :;son what she thought th
a8 wreck of her idol; but she heard a heavy breathing, av
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tearing open his bosom wiped the thick damp from his brow;
then, knecling under him, rested his head on her own bared
and virgin breast. e caught a moment's conscioumness, fixed
fixed bns eyes upon her, and pressed her hand.

I see 1t all, at last!"—Anna went on—*you bave been
dying—dying inch by inch, and I knew nothing of it!-—the
murderers hid it from mel—they snid yon were w-ll, and
travelling on the Continent-—and you were walking into your
grave!”

“You have not been well yoursclf, Anna,” he, with much
difficulty, said.

¢Oh, yesl—very well—I have been mad!-—mad|" she re-
peated with a laugh;—*but though they thought to deceive
me, my own heart knew it all—ay, I knew it—the Fetch docs
not come in vain.”

The last words more cfloctually roused Tresham, and he
asked—‘* What can you mean, Anna?”

. *I know what I mean,” she replied, ‘‘and you shall know
it too. You never came to my futher's house since our last
morning's walk?"”

¢ Never—"

¢ Nor did you come the evening before?”

* Certainly not.”

* Your Fetch came twice, then!”

The little life in Tresham's veins proclaimed its Iast human
sympathies by running chiller at this announccment: he strove
to speak, but could barex say—

“You are calm now, Anna—you mark what you tell me.”

I mark it," she answered in a changed and subducd voice.

Tresham’s power of mental combination grew for & moment
imperfectly active; but forgetting all Butler'’s n.r?-uments and
his own latest convictions, be could only recollect that he
lmg deen o supernatural appearance of Anna in the college,

“ Let m':elllxe c(imtti:med, inl thickened uttennoe—-':;‘llet ny
try to comprehend this ing mystery ;—you asked me,
Anna, whezI\, and where Iwm“gmﬁ yog ”

“ Ay,” she said with shocking indiffergnce—* and now I
can answer the question myself. It was down by the Lacken,
dnrit&r our last momincﬁ': walk.”

** Omnipotent!"” exciaimed Tresham, in tho last desperate

le—¢ it was nof, Anna!”

**Not!” she repeated, in more than her former wildness—
““ not{—speak, then!—I hoj ! when! wherel—

_““At the urn fn the college shrubbery,” Tresham rep'id,
his voice finally sinking.









