
This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized  
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the  
information in books and make it universally accessible.

https://books.google.com

https://books.google.co.uk/books?id=zUdWAAAAcAAJ




1

>









1

1

1

1



Now
ready.

Price 1s. 6d .COMIG
ETON

GRAMMAR
NUMEROUS

CLEVER

ILLUSTRATIONS

By
John

LEECH,

ALFRED

CROWQUIL, &c. & e .

***
Thisis one of the

most

amusing
books

ever
writter

WITH

C
O
M
I
C

ENGLISH
GRAN

Full of
amusing

reading,
and fur

Price 18

LONDON :

WARD * L



Fifth Edition , Price 2s.

FERN LEAVES

FROM

FANNY'S PORTFOLIO .

First and Second Series, complete,

INCLUDING

SHADOWS AND SUNBEAMS.

Fcap. 8vo, 320pp., ornamental boards.

Superior edition , with plates, price 3s. 6d. cloth ; morocco, 9s.

London : WARD and LOCK , 158 Fleet Street,

[ SEE OVER .



WARD & LOCK'S ONE SHILLING RAILWAY SERIES.

Just Ready, Fourth Edition .

THE BEST METHOD OF DOING COMMON THINGS :

Being Four Hundred Valuable Original Household Recipes, and Practical Hints and

Directions. 90 pp., fcap. 8vo, cloth boards.

No housekeeper should be without this valuable and essential assistant.

Third Edition .

ETIQUETTE FOR LADIES AND GENTLEMEN.

A Guide to the Customs and Observances of Society. By A PARISIAN. Fcap. 8vo,

cloth , gilt edges .

New Edition .

HOYLE'S CARD GAMES MADE FAMILIAR .

By EIDRAH TREBOR . Royal 32mo, cloth, gilt.

No better book of reference can be used . The rules and practice of

the several games are given with great clearness .

Just Ready.

THE BOOK OF AMERICAN SONGS.

Compiled and Edited by HOWARD PAUL . With interesting Historical and Bio

graphical Notes . Crown 8vo, wrapper .

*** This interesting volume contains all the latest and most popular

American Songs.

New Edition , Revised .

RAILWAY AND PARLOUR SONG -BOOK .

Containing all the New and Popular Songs. Portrait of Sims Reeves. Fcap. 8vo. , bds.

*** A most earefully -made selection of New and the best Old Songs.

THE SCHOOL OF LIFE.

By ANNA MARY HOWITT. Crown 8vo, 148 'pp., illuminated wrapper in two

colours.

Second Edition .

ECONOMICAL COOKERY BOOK

For Housewives, Cooks, and Maids of All Work. By Mrs. WARREN, Edftress of

the Work - Table Department of " The Ladies' Treasury ,” “ Family Friend, " &c.

& c . 104 pp. , wrapper.

"To be a help to the helpless, and of a little assistance to young mis

tresses, has been the aim of the writer. The recipes are not taken from any

cookery book, but have been for many years tried in her family, have been

written on slips of paper from experience, and given to servants who have

never cooked before, and, where the directionshave been rigidly followed ,

have never failed .

“ The phraseology and cookery terms have been carefully adapted to the

comprehension of servants; all long and scientific words avoided ; and, as

much as possible, simple but expressive words used . " - See Preface.

SOLD BY ALL BOOKSELLERS ; AND AT THE RAILWAY STATIONS,



ریپیوررب /

1

|



5

THE

IRISH POLICE OFFICER.

통

COMPRISING

THE IDENTIFICATION,

AND

OTHER TALES,

FOUNDED UPON REMARKABLE TRIALS IN IRELAND.

BY

OBERT CURTIS,

KCOUNTY INSPECTOR OF THE IRISH CONSTABULARY .

LONDON :

WARD AND LOCK, 158 FLEET STREET.

1861 .



LONDOX :

PETTER AND GALPIN , BELLE SAUVAGE PRINTING WORKS,

LUDGATE HILL, E.C.

V
U
SSH

IT
IS
TI



To

SIR HENRY JOHN BROWNRIGG, C.B.

INSPECTOR - GENERAL OF CONSTABULARY,

Ghis Holt mire

IS

RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED,

BY

THE AUTHOR .





fe

q

PREFACE .

I ONCE read a preface commencing thus : - " I hate prefaces; I

never read them , and why should I write them ? ” For my own

part, I do believe that sixteen out of every twenty persons who

read books do not read the preface, but, as the fashionable

phrase now has it, “ pitch into” the story at once . Never

theless, a few words, by way of preface, seem necessary to the

following Tales.

They were originally compiled from memoranda, in my

private journal, of interesting cases which occurred during

my early experience in the Irish Constabulary.

Upon one occasion , having met Mr. Brownrigg (now Sir

Henry ), and the late Mr. Battersby, upon official duty in a

remote part of Ireland, the conversation turned one evening

upon interesting cases which had occurred , each of us supplying

“ his quota, when Mr. Brownrigg observed , that a collection

of such cases would form an interesting volume, and very

instructive to the junior members of the Force. I took the

hint, and, on my return home, I looked into my private journal,

where I knew the materials lay. My only doubt, I confess, was

my own competency to put them properly together.

The first case I found noted was “ The Reprieve,” which

had occurred soon after I joined the Force, and ample memo

randa of which I had taken . As leisure permitted , I put them

together in the shape of a narrative, and thus the first Tale of

the series was produced .

Scarcely knowing, then , what to do with it, I sent it to

the Editor of The Dublin University Magazine, who at once
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accepted it . Ofcourse another Tale then followed - and another

--and another. Having thus materials for the volume in

print, and already approved by the public, I consulted the

Editor of the University Magazine as to their re- publication,

and it is with his kind consent they now appear in a collected

form , as will appear from the following note :

MY DEAR SIR,

I am glad to hear that you purpose to publish a volume of

your Constabulary Tales.

From the great interest they excited on their appearance , from

time to time, in the Magazine, I am confident of a favourable

reception from the general public. You have my cordial consent

to their publication, and best wishes for their success, towards which

I shall be happy to do all in my power.

Faithfully yours ,

CHEYNE BRADY .

Such was the origin of these Tales. They are all founded

upon facts which occurred within my own personal knowledge;

and for the accuracy of which not only I, but many others ,

can vouch, within whose memory the extraordinary scenes

referred to must still live.

ROBERT CURTIS .

Kilkenny, 1861.
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THE IDENTIFICATION .

NOVEMBER 15th, 18, I received a report from Constable

Hanly, of Ballytogher station, to the effect that thehouse of a

respectable widow pamed Murphy had been attacked on the

previous night, and broken into by a party,two of whom were

armed withpistols. The house had been robbed of a consider

able sum of money, and the widow and her daughter severely

beaten. The old woman had been treated in ashocking and

barbarous manner. I lost not a moment, of course, in hastening

to visit the scene.

Mrs. Murphy was the widow of a man named Michael

Murphy, who had been for several years a tenant to Col. N
of - He held, by lease, about twenty acres of land, at a

fair rent : I do notmean from thirty -five shillings to forty

shillings an acre, which most landlordsconsider moderate ; but

twentyshillings anacre was what Murphy paid. The Colonel

was able to pay Ramsey's bill for port and sherry without
screwing it out of his tenants, and he let them have their land

at a remunerating rent.

Murphy was an industrious man, always paid his rent to

the day ,and not only built a snug houseupon the farm , keeping

himself and his family in decency and respectability, but he

also managed to put by, from time to time,some trifle towards

arainy day, or to give his daughter, Catherine -- a very pretty

girl - a little fortune, if she should get married . However, it

pleased theLord, at the end of fourteen years' tenancy, to re

move poor Michael Murphy to a better land, where the rent had

been paid in advance for him many hundred
years

before.

When he died , he left behind him a widow, a son , about

twenty years of age, and a daughter not then eighteen, together

with a small amount of money which he hadhoarded . The

lease was not out at his death , and the landlord was glad to

have the widow still for a tenant, both for her sake and his
B
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own, as her son was a strong, active boy, who, being honest and

industrious like his father,was willing and able to look after

the farm .

This was the state of affairs when , on the night of the 14th

of November, a knock was heard at the WidowMurphy's door.

some time after midnight. No person was within at the time

except the widow , her daughter, and a servant girl, Winifred

Cox. Her son , James, had goneto a distant fair to sell calves,

and had not returned .

On my arrival at the house, about half-past eight o'clock in

themorning, I found the state of the poorwidowvery alarming,

and I at once sent for Dr. B - s, who lived about two miles

from the spot. I then cleared the house and examined the

daughter, who, after some hesitation and weeping, stated that

she knewone of the men, and he theprincipal. This was a young

man named Thomas Courtney, of Cloon -goon, and shecould

not be mistaken, as she had known him for years. She had

taxed him with it to his face,when he was beating her mother,

and told him she would hang him for the murder . The servant

girl corroborated this as to Thomas Courtney, but neither of

them knew the other persons who had attacked the house.

Tom Courtney happened to be a youngman of the most

unexceptionable character in the neighbourhood - perhaps in

the whole county . He was proverbial. I was not only asto

nished but grieved, for he was a great favourite of mine.

LeavingDr. B -- s to take care of his patients, I proceeded

to the house of Courtney's father, accompanied by two police

men . It was a mile, or perhaps something more, from the

widow's. On going in, we found Tom Courtney at breakfast

with his father and mother, and a younger brother. They all

stood up as we entered , and, although there was evident surprise

in their manner, there was nothing to indicate guilt, or even

confusion, in Tom's appearance.

“ Welcome, your honour, welcome," said father and son ,

almost in a breath. “ Sit down, your honour, and take an air

of the fire ; you're outearly, andthe mornin' is damp."

“ No, thank you, Courtney," I replied ; " the fact is I have

called upon business."

“ Upon business,your honour ! why, then , is there anything

the matter ? Or is there anything Tom or I can do for you, or

for these gentlemen ? ” pointing to the police.

There was a freedom from any alarm in all this which it

was painful to dissipate by what I was about to announce ; but

itcould not be helped it was one of those passages through

which I was obliged to pass, and through many of which my

subsequent experience has forced me.

I asked Tom where he had been all night ?

He said at home; and his father and mother, both getting
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uneasy, declared they could swear he had . His brother Billy ,

who slept in the bed with him , said the same. I then told

Courtney that he was my prisoner, charged with a serious

offence, and I requested him not to say anything. Hewould

be brought before the magistrate, and it was better for the

presentthat he should be silent.

• Silent, silent !” he cried, dashing the chair upon wbich

he had been sitting against the ground ; " silent ! I care not

who hears what I say , I stand at the world's defiance ; there's

no person so black as can injure me, and even if I had not my

father and mother, and my brotherBilly there to clear me, I

have enough within my breast to tell me I can defy the world.

I shall be ready in one minute, sir," he added , in a calmer

tone, and going to an inner room , he returned almost immedi

ately, with his great coat and hat on .

It were needlessto pursue the scene which took place when

the actual fact of his being about to be marched off forced ?
itself upon his father and mother. There was all that clapping

of hands and screaming, upon the part of the mother, with
silent and sullen preparation by the father to accompanyhim ,

interrupted withoccasional exclamationsof “ whist, I tell
you , will you hold your tongue, you fool ? ” addressed to his

wife, which areusual upon such occasions.

Before leaving the house, I made search for pistols, also as

to the state of young Courtney's clothes and shoes, for the

night had been very wet; but I found nothing of the kind, and

his clothes and shoeswere dry and unsoiled.

I then brought Tom Courtney away with me. He made

light of anything which could be brought against him ; said he

was certain, when he came face to face with hisaccusers,that he

could defy them , and seemed confident of being permitted to

return with his father. He told his mother not to fret, that

he'd be back with her in a couple of hours, and to keep up her

heart. But as we started , she threw herself in a stateof dis

traction upon the stone bench in front of the house, rocking to

and fro with a sort of shivering moan, which it was piteous

to hear dying away in the wind as we got farther from the

door.

On my arrival at the police barrack with Courtney, I learned

from Dr. B- -s that the Widow Murphy was in a poor state.

He feared there was a fracture of the skull. She was also

seriously injured by burning. In short, he had a very un
favourable opinion of her recovery. Within the last half

hour she had in some degree revived, and recognised her

daughter.

I then sent Catherine Murphy and Winifred Cox ( the
servant - girl who had been in the house at the time of the

attack ) to my own head station, where I soon after arrived

B 2
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with the prisoner. I had sent a policeman across the fields to

the magistrate with a few lines in pencil, to request he would

come over as soon as possible, as I feared there had been

marder done during the night, and I had not long to wait his

arrival. He received the informations of the daughter and the

servant - girl, both of whom swore in the most distinct and

positivemanner against Thomas Courtney as the principal, and

he was fully committed for trial.

The same day, James Murphy , having returned from the

fair, and findinghow matters stood, came to meand detailed a

conversation he had with Tom Courtney two days before the

fair, which I could not but consider of some importance. I

therefore brought him over to the magistrate in the evening,

and his informations were also taken .

The third day following these matters Dr. B—-s rode to

my door, about breakfast time, and told me the widow could

not long survive. I lost no time, therefore, in sending for the

magistrate, and, in less than an hour, we met at her bedside.

The doctor then declared the poor woman could not long sur

vive--- at most, not more thana day or two, but, in all proba

bility, not more than as many hours. The magistrate then

asked her if she understood what the doctor said, to which

she quietly , but with short, quick breathing, replied, “ She

wanted no doctor to tell her that, for she felt she was going

fast."

The magistrate then , in a solemn manner, implored her to

tellthe truth, as she wasabout to appear in the presence of her

Maker; upon which she lifted up her hands in silent prayer ,

and, after a long pause , which none of us seemed inclined to

interrupt, she at length said, " Iknowthat I am going to die ;

and it is not of him I am thinking, although heleftmy poor

James an orphan, and my little girl without a mother . Oh,

sir ! I'd rather say nothing at all about it. I forgive him : oh !

let me die with the comfort of forgiveness upon myheart. He

must have been mad, for he wasnot drunk, but I'll not swear

against him . I'm onmy death -bed , and I'll not take anoath

at all. Oh, Tom , Tom ! I forgive you, and may the Lord

forgive you as I do this day !"

The magistrate heretold her she would be required merely

to tell the truth before God . He considered she was bound in

conscience to do so .

“ Oh, I know that, sir , " she replied ; " and sure you can

have the truth from enough without asking it from a dying

Isn't there Kitty herself ? and there's Winny Cox,

didn't they both see him better than I did, and didn't they both

tax him to his face ? and sure he never spoke a word , for he

couldn't deny it. Oh, Tom , Tom ! Thomas Courtney, may

the Lord forgive you this day ! 'twas surely you and your party

woman.
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that murdered me. Oh, Tom , Tom ! avic macree, wouldn't I

give her to you , and welcome,before any boy in the parish,if

she was for you ; and didn't I often tell you, asthore, to wait,

and that may -be she'd come round ? Oh, Tom , Tom ! if I

wanted help , isn't it to yourself I'd send ? and tothink that it

was you , Tom , thatcame and murdered me, and robbed me, and

that it's on you I must lay my death at last. Oh, Tom, I

wonder will the Lord forgive you, if I do this day." Here the

poor woman lay back exhausted.

The magistrate, who had written all that was necessary of

what she had said, and put it into proper form( I hadwritten

downevery word precisely as she uttered it, andcopy from my

note -book ), then read it over to her, and asked her if it was

true ? She sat up in the bed with so much more strength than

I thought she possessed, that it struck me, for a moment, she

might not die ; and laying her hand upon the paper, she said ,

“ I declare, as I am a dying woman , that is nothing but the

truth. Oh, Tom Courtney, it was well for you if you were

down in the fever that night, or your mother crying over your

corpse ; or sure, if my poor James was at home, you wouldn't

have the face to come next or near us ; but wasn't it yourself,

Tom, that sent him to the fair on purpose, as he tells me ? Oh,

Tom , Tom ! ” And she lay back again , completely overcome.

We all then left the house, and the priest, who just then

arrived , remained to impart the consolations of religion to the

dying woman.

November 19th . — Constable Hanly arrived at my station

early, with an account that the WidowMurphy died during the

night. Alas, the poor Widow Murphy ! Oh, unfortunate, un

happy Tom Courtney !

November 21st. - More grist to the mill - Constable Hanly

with me again about breakfast-time, with important informa

tion. Indeed, I knew this before he spoke, by the manner in

which he shut the door after him when he came into the room .

"Well, Hanly , ” said I, “ what is this you have to tell me

now ?"

" Why, then, sir, I'll tell you that . The very night the

Widow Murphy's house was attacked, the party called at the

house of Phil Moran, who keeps a public-house at the cross

roads of Shroneen , and asked for whiskey. Moran, I hear, re

fused to open the door at that hour, and they smashed it in

and made him give the whiskey. Now, PhilMoran is an uncle

of Tom Courtney's, and , I believe, recognised him and spoke to

him . I think, sir, this clenches the business, if it be true.”.

“ It is indeed very conclusive evidence, if we required it,

Hanly ,” said I.

“ To be sure we do, your honour ; 'tis better than all the

rest put together --his own uncle."

ול
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" True, indeed, Hanly ; the business was bad enough before,

but this clenches it, as you say. How did you hear it ? Did

you see Moran himself about it ?"

" No, sir, and that's what makes me believe it the more.

He left home, ere yesterday mornin ', after thewidow died , and

has not returned ; but he let it slip, the morning after it hap

pened, as a good joke, and before he heard of the attack, and

then hedrew in his horns, and thought to hide it, and now he's

gone off.”

“We hardly require him , Hanly, " said I. “ Do any of the

other inmates of the house know anythingof the party having

called at Moran's for the whiskey ? Mrs. Moran ,for instance,
what does she say about it ? "

" I didn't ask her a word about it, but, as I can hear, she

does not. ' Twas himself gave them the whiskey ; but, you

may rely upon it, I'll make him off if he's in Ireland, or the

kingdom for that matter , and then we'llhave the whole story .

You may depend upon it I'll make him off, your honour . "

"That's right,Hanly,” said I, although, to tell the truth ,

I had no great wish that he should succeed . There was abun

dant evidence already against poor Tom Courtney, and there

was something revolting to my feelings in putting up his own

uncle -- his mother's brother - on the witness -table against him ;

yet I had no doubt I would be obliged to do so ; for Hanly was

å straightforward, persevering fellow, who would put up Court

ney's ownfather,if he thought he could give evidence against

him , and I was fully prepared to hear him knock at my door

somemorning with word that he had “ madehim off.”

Mrs. Moran was that day examined by the magistrate, and

was either unable or unwilling to give much information upon

the subject of the party having called for the whiskey. She

denied that the door had been broken in, or that she ever heard

her husband say he knew any of them . She did not know

where her husband was, or why he had left home.

This was, therefore, all we could ascertain on the subject,

unless we could succeed in tracing Philip Moráň ; but as it may

be some time before Hanly can be able to “make him off," this

may not be an inappropriate place to say a few more words of

the Courtneys, andmore particularly of Tom .

Old Ned Courtney, Tom's father, was one of the higher

class of farmers. He was a most respectable manin every

sense , and was much looked up to by the gentry in the neigh

bourhood as a discreet, knowledgeable man. He hadrealised a few

hundred pounds,which lay to hiscredit in the branch bank ofIre

land. He was afavourite with the upper class, who used to shake

hands with him at the fairs, and ask his opinion about stock .

I speak now of old Ned Courtney, ashe was at thetime of

the unfortunate occurrence already partly detailed, and which
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must, ere long, completely bleach his even now partially -silvered
hair .

Thomas was his eldest son . He was sent, when a mere gos

soon , pattering along the road in his bare feet, taking every sound

out of thedamp pathway , to a neighbouring school, where he

soon exhibitedgreat parts forlearning, and, ere three years had

been completed , was fit to “ blind the master ” in the classics, to

say nothing of writing and ciphering. He would argue with

him and discoorse bim for a whole hour with an ingenuity that

baffled, and an eloquence that astonished poor M'Sweeney

( such was the master's name), while the younger scholars sat

with their mouths open , and their universels on their knees,

whispering and nudging, in wonder and delight, to see the

master scratching his head withhis left hand, while everymo

ment he drew the thumb of his right across the tip of his

tongue, and, with a rapidity that almost eluded thequickest
eye (andTom's eye was quick), turned the leaves over and over ,

backwards and forwards, quoting a line here and there, as much
as to say , “ Why, thin, you young jackanapes - you - there

isn't a line of it from cover to cover (the bookhad none !) that

I hadn't at my fingers' ends before you were born - Tityre tu

patulæ recubans, och, bother !” another turn or two".0

formose puer nimium ne crede colori ' - bah ! can you translate

that, Misther Courtney ? -eh ! ”

* You're out there, at all events, Mr. Mac, for I never had

a bit.”

“ Well, you're as consated as if you had stan' up there.

Three syllables, will you ? ” And thus would half an hour's

sparring take place between M'Sweeney and his pupil.

About this time, too, for Tommy was now past sixteen (and

it is extraordinary how early the Irish youngsters take a

notion ),Tom Courtney fellin love with Catherine Murphy, the

daughter of the Widow Murphy, of Cortheen. She was a

beautiful girl, somewhatabout his own age. But if my remark

about the youngsters falling in love thusearly be applicable to

the boys, believe me it is no less true as regards the girls in

Ireland ; and, early as Tom Courtney was in the field , he was

not in time, for there was one before him , andCatherine refused

to hear a word from him , point blank, though without telling

him why; but he soon found out, and as he shortly afterwards

changed the sceneandmannerofhis life, and, perhaps, many of

the feelings with which his boyishdays were associated ,he thought

but seldom of Catherine Murphy, or if hedid, it was, perhaps,

without regret that he had been unsuccessful as her lover.

Tom continued, however, to go to M'Sweeney's school for

another year, at the end of which he had learned more than

the said 'M'Sweeney could teach, and was quite all -out and

entirely ,” to use the pedagogue's own word, * beyant his in
לו
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genuity or comprehension to resolve.” M'Sweeney, therefore,

called one morning on old Courtney, and told him “ that he'd

have to send Master Courtney to some other school, forthat he

could get no good of him --that in place of larnin ' his lessons,

and houldin ' his tongue as a clever boy ought, and takin ' the

larnin ' from them that was able to give it, it's what he was

always interruptin ' him , startin' him questions and meanderin

about books thathe wasn't within a year and a half of."

It soon got abroad in good earnest that young Courtney

was indeed avery clever boy, and that he could translate the

Greek and Latin authors, and make no more of them than

Johnny Rooney would of a Read -a -ma - daisy, and so it was

that the parish priest-- indeed , two of them -- came one day to

his father's, and examined him ; in fact, they did their utmost

to puzzle him , but without success-- he quite astonished them .

After this examination, they had aconsultation with the

father and mother, and very soon after it was rumoured that

young Courtney was intended for the ministry, and would soon

be going to Maynooth .

To Maynooth he ultimately did go, and there he spent

nearly three years studying for the Church, and occasionally

coming hometosee his parents for a few days.

It was before the end of the third year that Courtney un

expectedly appeared at home, baving nothing whatever of a

clerical appearance about him , and unhesitatingly declared that

he never would go back to Maynooth,as he had given up all

idea of going into the ministry, at least into - and here he

stopped short, and would giveno reason for anything he either
haddone or intended to do.

Afterthis interview ,it was pretty generallyreported through

the parish that young Courtney hadturned Protestant - a cir

cumstance which, as he had not bean at mass since his return ,

was also generally believed. On the other hand, however, he

had not been at church ; but this was an extreme step, which,

perhaps, he was not prepared to brave, if his views were even

so decided or confirmedas to have prompted it.

TomCourtney was tall. His glossy , dark hair grew in rich

curls backwardsfrom a broad and manly forehead, and contrasted

with the marble whiteness of a long neck, which Byronmight

have envied . His eyes shone with a dark but soft brilliancy,

which prevented you from being able to ascertain their precise

colour. Ilis nose was straight and perfectly formed . His

mouth was the most beautifully -formed mouth you ever saw ,

and his smile reminded you of the old ballad of the “Wild

Irish Boy ," which says, " the whitest of pearl did but mimic

his teeth ." His cheeks were pale - very pale- except at times,

when exercise, or the excitement of debate, or argument, tinged

them with a bloom , which for a moment you thought rendered
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him handsomer than usual, but, when it was gone, you thought
you were wrong, and that the pale cheek became him most.

In disposition ,Tom Courtney had hitherto beenconsidered a

most amiable and benevolentyoung man , and , as I have already

said, his characterfor everything that was correct and good had

been proverbial. He was bynomeans ignorant of the position

he had already attained , and was likely still further to attain ,

by his learning and abilities; but he had not, in consequence,

exhibited anyunbecoming pride or superiority over those with

whom he had hitherto associated ; on the contrary, he was

humble and discreet, and held fast, by his manners and conduct,

the friendship of all those with whom he had been friends when

he was no better dressed or better educated than themselves.

With all this, TomCourtney was as brave as a lion, and, forhis

age, as strong and active as any young man in the parish .

Neither was heaverse to the country sports and gamesof his

time. In these he joined heart and hand, and you might some

times see him stop hissport, and turn round to take the part of

some poor weak and luckless urchin , who had been tripped up

and tyrannised over by some strong lout, who was double his .

match . Several instances of his disposition in this respect I

was myself acquainted with one Imay mention, as it will

tend to illustrate his love of justice, and , at the same time, the

bravery of his nature.

Upon one occasion he met little Barney M'Dermott

upon the road , crying in a most piteous manner, all covered

with mud and dirt . He was trotting along the road, grinding.

theclay into his face and eyes with one knuckle after the other,

tryingto stanch the tears, but it was no use -- they would

come,and his cheeks and eyes were in a wretched state of clay

and wet - any one must have pitied him to see the pickle he

was in, and to hear the cry he kept up. Several persons who

met him did pity him, but it was the silent pity of the eye

Tom's was the active pity of the heart.

“What is the matter, Barney, my boy ? " said Tom .

" I went, sir,” said Barney ( for the youngsters were in the

habit of saying sir ' to Tom from the time they heard he was

going to be a priest ), “ I went, sir,” said he, “iv a messagewid a

bit of a bundle for Mr. M'Sweeney, below the chapel of Curhowla,

to Mr. Kelly the praisier, and when I gev him up the parcel he

handed me å fippenny bit and a piece of white bread, and tould

me to go home and tell Mr. M'Sweeney that all was right."

Reader, you mustfancy the sobs,and the digs of the knuckles into

the eyes ,at the proper points in Barney's tale, for I am not au fait

at crying and sobbing upon paper.-- " Well, sir, big M Guire ,

that's Bully M'Guire as they call him (“ I know him ," said

Tom) was passing by at the time, an' he seen me getting the

fippenny bit, an ' he followed me on the road a piece until he got
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me out of retch of the house, when he tuck a hoult of me by

the throat an ' bid me give it up at wanst ; but I held on as long

as I could ,and wouldn't give it up, for what should I, sir - my

fippenny bit ?-but he thrun me down, an ' bet me, and kicked

me, andtuckid ov me in the spite of all I could do ; and the

piece of bread, too , sir, an' I'm all sore, an ' kilt , where he mur
dered me. "

“ Never mind him , the cowardly ruffian, " said Tom , taking

Barney by the hand and bringing him to the drain at the road

side, wherehe took out his pocket handkerchief and washed the

poor little fellow's face andhands, and, scraping his corduroys

with the big blade of his penknife, he sent him home with the

sobbing and crying so far subdued by the promise of another

“ fippenny bit," that an odd sort of hysterical laugh broke out

now and then in a very ludicrous manner.

Upon the following Sunday, Tom Courtney walked up
front of the chapel of Curhowla , just after the congregation

came out from prayers. It was a puzzling thing to them to

think what brought Tom Courtney there of all people, for,

added to the reports which had gone abroad concerning him ,

Curhowla was not his parish, but three miles from it; and,

besides, he had not come in time for prayers, and it was remark

able that he was not dressed in his Sunday clothes, but in his

every-day working and studying suit. Well, at all events, there

he was, speaking civilly to such as spoke to him , and looking

abouthim , as ifhe wanted to seesome person in particular.

“ Did you want any one, sir ? " said a rosy-faced chap about

twelve orthirteen years of age, who had been playing " high

spy, I ” round the chapel during prayers with a few more of his
sort.

" I do," said Tom; " I want to see a fellow they call Bully
M -Guire; is he here ? "

" Oh, then , indeed an'he is ,” replied the chap, " you'll find

him behind the chapel wid AndyReganand two or three more

of 'em ,playing pitch and toss ; will I tell him you want him , sir?"

“ No, you need not mind it ," said Tom , passing on, and just

as he turned the corner he saw M'Guire under a large

sycamore tree, and heard him vociferating with a great oath

a strong denial of having picked up a harp instead of a head,

while one of his toss-mates as strongly, and with as great an

oath, charged him with having done so . As Tomcameforward

Andy Regan saw him , and wanted to refer the dispute to him ,

and began to explain it, while M‘Guire swore another tremen

dous oath, that he'd leave it to no man , and that he'd throunce

any one that dared to putin his word ,” at the same time turning

a look of defiance at Courtney.

“ I'll have nothing to say to this dispute," said Tom , “ but

I have a little businesswith you,M'Guire, upon another account."
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“ Well, and what haveyou to say to me,misther Courtney ?

nothing but what I'mable to answer, if you were twice as

great aman , misther Courtney - book larnin's not always the

strongest, and you'll find it won't do here."

“We'll see that,” said Tom. “ Do you know little Barney

M'Dermott, a boy from my neighbourhood, that you saw at

Mat Kelly's on Wednesday last ? "

“ Well, and what if I do ? ”

“ Just this,” said Tom , “that you beat, and kicked , and

abused him in a very brutalmanner , and more, you robbed him

of a five -penny piece, and , if you don't hand it out this very

minute , I'll see if I am not able to make you ."

This was a stout speech for a youngman in a strange chapel

yard, and not within a stone and a - half as heavy as the fellow

to whom it was addressed , and from whom it elicited no more

than a horse -laugh. However, Tom not only said it, but at the

same timehe closed up towards M'Guire, and you might have

observed the delight with which the other chaps eyed him,

particularly Andy Regan , as he prepared to grapple with the

** Bully." And if Tom required * back ”-stranger and half

Protestant as he was generally thought to be, he would have

had itin that crowd against Bully M'Guire.

“ Come, handitoutatonce," saidTom , takinghimbythe collar .

“ Not for you,you turn -coat," said M Guire,seizinghim round

the body, and endeavouring, by a sudden trip and side jerk, to

throw him on the ground. But Tom was too active for him ,

and , hitting him a quick and decided blow full in the face, he

staggered him a paceor two from him , the blood spouting from

hismouth and pose. Itwas now to bea decided struggle which

was the best man , and M'Guire, seeing that bis best chance was

at close quarters, again rushed in uponhim , and seized bim round

the body. Afierce struggle then ensued — what Tom Courtney

wanted in weight he had in bone and sinew , besides being as

active as a deer. The result was that he ultimately got M -Guire

down, anddeclared that if he did not give the money up, he would

drag it out of him by force. M'Guire then promisedto give it

up if he'd let him out, and Tom stood off him .

All this time the bystanders looked on in great delight, to

see “ the Bully " getting what they long wished to give him , but

what none of them had the courage to attempt.

M'Guire then fearing the result of another struggle with his

antagonist-- for all bullies are cowards--handed Toin a

penny bit," at the same time swearing all sorts of vengeance

against him ; but Tom kept never -minding him , and, quietly

turning his back upon the whole party, proceeded home.
The next morning Tom wentto M'Dermott's house, which

was not far from his own, and gave little Barney his fippenny

bit , with one from himself to back it.

ofip
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Now, some persons may think the above circumstance

unfavourable to the disposition of Tom Courtney, and had

better not have been recorded of him , as it indicates a turn , on

his part, unnecessarilyto thrust himself into a quarrel, which

is at variance with the amiability already attributed to his

character. I am of opinion , however, that it arose from no

such disposition ; on the contrary, I am convinced the feeling

which prompted the act was such as did credit to his heart, at

least. However, the fact is just as I have stated it, and , be it

for him or against him , judge ye ! butsuch wasthe youngman,

notyet twenty years ofage, who lay in gaol, charged with the

barbarous and cruel murder of a defenceless old woman ; sup

ported , too, by evidence that could scarcelyfail to force belief

upon the minds of all those who heard it, and ultimately bring

conviction home to theunhappy individual.

So matters lay for three months, and it was now the middle

of February . The assizes drew near ; nothing new had turned

up, and Philip Moran had not been heard of in all that time - a

very damaging fact for poor Tom Courtney's case .

Moran was a comfortable man , and , between a cheap farm

anda public -house at a good cross -roads,he wasdoing very well

in the world. He was never known before to havebeenthree

days absent from home together - now , he had been absent for

three months ; and it was not clear to me , that unless his

evidence was very positive against his nephew , it might

not be as well for him if he had not gone off. Under these

circumstances, I was not sorry one morning to see constable

Hanly walking smartly up the little avenue that led to my

quarters, and Isoon heard his tap at my door. He came in, as I

had anticipated,with a broad grin on his face.

“ Well, Hanly ,” said I, determined to give bim an oppor

tunity of comingout with what he had to say, as if I bad not

anticipated it , “ I suppose there is no chance of finding out

wherePhilipMoran is;the Crown summonses have arrived this

morning, and there is one for him . "

“ No chance in life, sir , ” he replied , drawing himself up to

his full height,“ no chance at all, but a dead certainty ; I made

him off at last . "

"Is it possible, Hanly ? we're all right now ; what does he

say of the transaction ? or did you sound him upon it yet ? "

“ Say, your honour? why, then, not aword , for I didn't see

him ; good or bad , he's not in this part of the country, and ' tis

so best, your honour;but I knowwhere he is stopping, and that's

as good. I'll serve him with the summons before Saturday

night, as sure as his name is Phil Moran ."

“ Where is he, Hanly ? and how did you make him off ?"
I added .

Hanly then described how " he had commenced to deal at
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the post-office for tea, sugar , and candles, & c ., leaving Mrs.

M'Loughlin of Clonterm , and sent his little son Johnny, some

times twice a day, for such matters, with instructions to purtend

to bea stupid chap -- which your honour knows he isn't - but to

have his eyes and ears wide open . Well, your honour, yesterday,

while he was in the shop, a tap comes to the wooden pane in the

window, and a girl handedin a letter, with ninepence to post

pay the postage, and said, “ Be sure, mam , if you plaise, to send

that letter by this night's post.' We never delay letters in

this office,' said the post-mistress, seeminglynot well pleased,

for she slapped up the wooden pane in the girl's face, and threw

the letter upon the counter while she wasgetting the tea and

sugar forthe chap. Well become him , your honour, he skiewed

his shoulders round a bit and read every word of the direction

- To Philip Moraghan, at Mrs. Carney's, Carrickfergus,' and

there's where I'll get Philip Moran ; your honour knows Mora

ghan's only a blind -- and a bad one,” he added, smiling at the

success of his plan.

“ Well, Hanly, I'm sure you are right,” said I, and I gave

him the Crown summons with directions to start in plain clothes

upon his mission .

March 2nd .--Hanly arrived ; he had “made off ” Philip

Moran, and brought him with him. I took him before the

magistrate with the view of having his informations taken , but

he refused in the most positive manner to be sworn, main

taining an unbroken silence. The magistrate explained to

him the position in which he was placed, if his evidence was

against his nephew , but that at the sametime he had a duty to

perform from which he should not shrink ; but Moran only

compressed his lips the more closely, as if determined not to

speak. The magistrate then told him , if he continued to refuse ,

he had no course left but to commit him to gaol. His only

reply was, “ God's will be done, I do refuse . " A committalwas

then made out, and Philip Moran lay that night not four cells

from his nephew in the county gaol.

March 7th .-- It wasnow the morning before the assizes.

The Crown Judge, Sir William Smith , had arrived , opened the

commission, given his charge to the grand jury , and retired to

his lodgings — the town was in a bustle , two sentries were

measuringabout duelling distance before the judge's door, and

the sheriff's carriage was rolling up the street witha long white

rod sticking out of the window. Policemen with their packs

had been arriving on the previous day in small parties from the

distant stations, and lodging-houses and eating -houses were on

the alert. Two of these police parties met from differentdi

rections at the headof themain street,when the followingincident

occurred : Constable Collert, with two men , plumped up against

Constable Ferriss, with one man, at the corner of the street .
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" Halloo, boys,” said Ferriss, " where do you put up ? let us

all stop together. Martin Kavanagh recommended us to stop at

Frank Hinnigan's, a quiet, decent house, and no resort of any

one but respectable people; come along with us, you'll not get

cheaper or better lodgings in the town ; come along."

** Ay,” replied Collert, “so it is, but it's very far from the

court and the parades - we're three to two against you, and

come with us to Jemmy M.Coy's; 'tis just as cheap and respect

able ahouse as Hinnigan's,and not half so far from theparades.

Hinnigan's, I know, is a clean, comfortable house, but it is an

out of the way place. "

“ Did you ever stop in it ? " said Ferriss.

" I did , one quarter session , " said Collert, "and, indeed, a

nice, cheap houseit is, but I tell you 'tis out of the way, so come

along with us to M'Coy's; the County Inspector is very sharp as

to time, he is always on parade himself. Ivote for M'Coy's, 'tis

quiteclose to our work,boys. "

“ Toss up for choice," said a young sub, who had not yet

spoken , “and let us all abide by the wiuner. ”

“ Done !” said Ferriss, " although I am very unlucky.”

“ Agreed," said they all in a voice , andout came a half

pennyfrom Ferriss'spocket.

" I'll cry," said Collert.

" With all my heart," replied Ferriss.

Up it went " head , " cried Collert. “ You lost, ” said

Ferriss, "'tis legs ; I won foronce in my life, boys ; may -be

there's luck in that Manx halfpenny ; come, lads, follow me.”

They all then adjournedto Hinnigan'slodging-house.

" But why," you will say, " drag in such nonsense as this

into thestory, and at such a time? It is trifling and unneces

sary ." I reply, “ Pray, reader, be not too hasty in passing an

opinion upon apparentlysmall matters.The incidentis trifling
in itself, but it is not unnecessary. There was no luck in the

matter, Ferriss had misused theword, and you will see by-and

by that I dare not omit the fact .

March 8th.The assize morninghad now opened upon many

a miserable and panting heart, and upon none moremiserable

than the Courtneys and their friends - upon none, perhaps, so

miserable as poor Tom Courtneyhimself, who was now on hisway

fromthe gaol to the court-house, handcuffed with some forty

or fifty other prisoners,and guarded by an escort of police, with

their bristling and shining bayonets. Whatevermay have been

his thoughts , his step was firm andhis head erect as he passed

into the dock. The judge soon after came into Court, and

business was commenced amidst the calling of names, the crying

of " silence - silence,” the answering of “ here - here," and, " to

the box, Mr.
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Some minor cases were gone into on that day, and Tom

Courtney's trial was fixed for the followingmorning.

I should mention that Philip Moran had been brought to

the Crown solicitor's office onthe previous day, but that officer

had failed to extort a word from him , and he was now in the

witness -room behind the Court., as it was the intention of the

counsel for the Crown to put him on the table to be dealt with

by the judge.

March9th .--- Tom Courtney stood erect in the front of the

dock , and never took his eyes off the clerk of the Crown while

he was reading the indictment. When he had finished with

the usual question, of " how say you, are you guilty or not ?

Courtney threw his beautiful eyes, as it would appear, through
the vaulted roof up into the very heaven, and replied in a voice

which was not loud , but which, in its beauty and distinctness ,

was heard by the farthest person in the Court - Not Guilty ,

so help me God, in this my great extremity , " and he leaned '

forward, almost fainting, against the side of the dock . ' Twas

of short duration, and a glass of cold water soon restored him.

The prisoner was then informed that a jury was about to be

sworn to try him , and that he could challenge anyjuror to whom

he wished to objectso far as twenty, peremptorily, and-- but

he would not wait for any further explanation of his rights or

privileges, and replied at once, “ that he would object to no man

--the jury came there to dotheir duty upon their solemn oaths,

and he, for one, could not believe it possible that any respect

able man, such as jurymen were, would be capable of violating

so solemn an obligation. He was not aware of having any

enemies - he was quite certain there were not twelve jurors in

the Court who upon their oaths would give any verdict but one

justified by the evidence- hewould object to no man. "

During this address, the judge viewed the prisoner with a

steady and scrutinising glance, and then asked if the young

man was defended by counsel.

Mr. B- -y , the famous counselin defence cases, stood up

and stated that he had been engaged by the prisoner's father to

defend him .

The trial commenced with an able statement from the

counsel for the Crown, which, if supported by evidence, as I

knew it would be, must crush all hope, if any yet lingered in

the prisoner's breast.
Catherine Murphy was the first witness. She stated that

on the 14th of November she was in her mother's house. No

personwasinthe house butherself, her mother, and a servant

girl, Winifred Cox . Her brother James was absent at a fair ,

Some time after midnight there was a loud knocking at the

door ; witness got up, and put on her clothes , as smart as

possible ; was greatly frightened ; her mother told her not to
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speak, Winny Cox slept in a loft over a small room that was

off the far side of the kitchen. Winifred Cox got up also,

while the knocking was going on , and,just as she was coming

down from the loft, the door was smashed in upon the floor, and

two men entered. They lit a candle at the fire ;she knew the

man that blew the coal, knew him when the light of the coal

was flaring on his face, as well as after the candle was lit ; could

not be mistaken, as she knew the prisoner from the time they

were children, and her heart jumped up when she saw it was

Tom Courtney. The witness here hesitated and became confused

-Mr. B --- ý made a cup of his hand, and placed it behind

his ear, peering into her face with half-closed eyes. But the

Crown having told her to take her time and tell the truth , she

became reassured, and added, in an agitated tone, that she

thought Tom Courtney had come to take her away -- but sbe

soonhad reason to change her mind. The men were armed

with pistols ; they cameto the bed -side, where her mother lay.

One of them seized her hy the arm andmadeher sit up. On

her oath, it was the prisoner, and " it's at his door I lay my

mother's death ."

There was here a sensation , and murmur through the

Court, while a bitter smile broke upon the prisoner's lips, but,

after a few moments, the examination was resumed :

Witness knew the prisoner for many years; he was son to a

neighbour. Is positive that he is the man. The prisoner de

manded where the money was ; her mother denied that she had

any money in the house. Theprisoner then struck her with the

end of the pistol, and said , if she did nottell wherethe money

was he would give her more. Witness knew that her mother

had a small box with some money in it, thinks about fourteen

or fifteen pounds, besides some silver, but did not know where

she kept it; if she knew , shewould have told the prisoner at once

to save her mother. She told her mother for God's sake to tell

him where it was, and let all their bad luck go with it. Her

mother replied, Never, Tom ! you're the last man breathing I

thought would do me an ill turn, and, only for you struck me,

I'd think it was joking you are, or through liquor, what I never

saw on you yet . "

“Well, never mind what your mother said , what did the

prisoner do ? "

“ They then dragged my mother out of bed , and brought

her into the kitchen, where they struck her again , but she

would not tell. Theythen drew out the rakings of the fire

uponthe hearth , andthrew her down upon them . Theprisoner

held her under the arms, and the other man pulled her legs

from under her. Witness then roared murder, and seized the

prisoner by thethroat, and asked him was he going to murder
her mother for the sake of a few pounds ? Called the prisoner
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by his name, andsaid "Tom Courtney , I'll hang you as high as

the castle for this night's work . ' He gave witness a blow

which staggered her over againstthe wall, and said, ' Give up

the money before there's mischief done ; ' her mother was

screaming very loud. When they first threw her mother down

upon the coals, Winny Cox jumped off the loft, and grappled

with the second man. With Winny's help, and what witness

could doafter she got the blow, her mother struggled into the

middle of the kitchen floor, and said, " Give them the box, Kitty,

'tis in the little press at the head of the bed ,' and she fainted off.

Witnessthen showed them a small press in the wall behind the

head of her mother's bed, which they broke open, and took the

box with the money in it. The prisoner opened the lid of the

box, and said " All right, we had a harder job of it than I

thought, and the sooner we're off now the better. They then

departed, leaving her mother, as she thought, dead . Witness

saw the notes in the box when the prisoner opened it. There

was also a purse in the box with some silver in it, which

belonged to witness herself ; would know it again, if she saw it

amongst a thousand -- a good right she'd have'twas the prisoner

himself gaveit to her about four years ago ; it was a leather purse,

lined with silk , and there were letters upon it ; witness gave it

to her mother to keep for safety. Witness did not know the

second man that came into the house, but would know him by

sight for twenty years, if she saw him again ; he was a remark

able man , with red hair, and the mark of an old cut across one

of his eyebrows. Saw a third man standing outside the house

door, looking in , but did not know him, nor would she know

him again. Witness's mother died in four days after -- has no

more to say ."

This witness was cross-examined at much length by Mr.

B--- y, principally as to her formerintimacy with theprisoner,

taking his information from the father, who sat next him , and

to whom he whispered before almost every question. When he

failed to shake her evidence in any degree, as to the identity of

the prisoner, he turned upon the point of an early courtship

with him, sifting her motives, andendeavouring to make it

appearthat it was from disappointed hopes, and spite she now

came forward to swear against him ; but Catherine Murphy's

character stood too high, and her case was too clear, for this

attempt to prove more than that it was the forlorn hope of

counsel, who, “ in point of fact " ( as they say themselves), had

no materials to cross -examine upon . The prisoner himself, too,

seemed annoyed at it, and interrupted his counsel once or twice,

apparently for the purpose of protecting the witness against

such an interpretation of her motives.

“ Now , Miss Murphy ,” continued counsel, and he laid a

C
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very contemptuous emphasis on the word “ miss , " " on your

oath, did you not, at one time, expect the prisoner would have

married you ? Come!"

" On my oath , I did not."

"On your oath, ma'am — and recollect that you are upon

your oath - was there ever anything about marriage between

you and the prisoner ? "

" There was. "

" Heh," said Mr. B - y ( giving expression to that kind of

short, quick aspiration whicha smith does when sledging ), as

much as to say, " I have you now."

“ The prisoner, at one time, asked me to marry him .”

“ 0-0 -oh ! The prisoner wanted you to marry him , and

you refused — is that it, ma'am - heh ? ”

“ | did refuse him ."

“ Do you swear that, ma'am ? "

" I do, positively."

“ Now , Miss Murphy, you will find it very hard to make

me believe that story ; and I fancy you will find it rather hard

to make the jury believe it, either."

" 'Tis true, sir, nevertheless, ” exclaimed the prisoner, ad

dressing the counsel.

“ I protest, sir," said Mr. B - y, "if you interrupt me

in this manner , I'll throw up the case altogether, and let you

defend yourself; and I must say I never saw an instance in
which the old pro

“ Listen to me, prisoner,” said the judge, interrupting the

counsel before he could finish the sentence ; "you have counsel

engaged to defend you, who has not done anything, and who,

I am sure, will notdo anything save that which his duty as

your advocate calls upon him to do. You had better, therefore,

leave your case with him , and do not, pray, interrupt him or the

Court again .”

“ I beg your pardon ,my lord, and the pardon of the Court,

if I have done wrong. I shall not do so again ; but I hope the

Court will permit me to say a few words, if I may be able, ere
the close of this unhappy -- this mysterious business.” And for

the firsttimethe prisoner seemed overwhelmedwith his feelings.

and, laying his forehead upon his arms on thefront of the dock ,

he sobbed aloud. There was a silent pause for some seconds.

Not a soul in Court but seemed affected. The prisoner's de

meanour all through, his gentlemanly manners (for they were

nothing less), and his humility andreadiness toatone for any
irregularity or fault he m have been betrayed into by his

feelings, brought the sympathy of the whole Court with him)

He soon recovered himself ,and stood again erect.

“You shall have ample opportunity afforded you to make

any statement you think fit at a proper time, " said the judge
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" but, at present, I desire that you will permit the trial to

proceed in the regular way. Now , Mr. By."

“ I protest, my lord, I don't see that I have anything fur

ther to ask this witness . The only point which I thought did

exist in her evidence has been set right by the prisoner himself ;

she may go down ."

Winifred Cox was next examined , and she corroborated

every syllable that had been sworn to by the first witness, in its

most minute particulars. Heard Catherine Murphy say, “ Tom

Courtney, I'll hang you for this night's work ; it's often my

mother nursed you, to murder her at last.” Knew the prisoner
for many years, and could not be mistaken .

Philip Moran was then sent for to the witness -room , and

put up on the table, andhere there was a very painful scene

indeed ; not a being in Court whose heart did not beat. I

have often heard of death -like silence ; I have experienced it in

the chamber of death itself, but neverin a crowded court- house

until then --there could not have been less than twelve hundred

.persons assembled within those walls, yet was the silence as still,

as perfect, as complete.

Moran never raised his eyes, never opened his lips ; he

*moved not ; he did not appear to breathe. The clerk of the

Crown held forth the book, and told him to take it, but his

arms seemed as though they were dead by his side; not a
word - not a move.

The prisoner hid his face in his hands, and leaned upon the

front rail of the dock as his uncle passed up, and appeared to

be overcome with inward emotion .

Thecounsel for the Crown rose, and, addressing his lordship,

said , " My lord, this is a most material witness for the Crown ;

and, however painful the positionin which he stands towards

the prisoner, and in which westand in bringing him forward

for I understand he is his uncle --the case is one of such magni

tudeinitself, and sopeculiar as regards the unfortunate man in

the dock,that we feelit imperative upon us to establish itby the

mouthsofmany witnesses. The prisoner, I understand, has hi

therto borne amost excellent and unblemished character, and I

am aware that such will be attested here this day by many most

respectable persons ; but this very fact, my lord, makes it the

more incumbent upon us to fortify our case by all the evidence

we can fairly bring to bear upon it, in order to satisfy not only

the jury, but the public, beyond the shadow of a doubt, as to the

guilt of the prisoner. It is not my wish to press the case with

any appearanceof harshness or severity towards either the pri

soner or this witness. We feel for his position , my lord ; but

his position it is which makes him one of our most material

witnesses, and, however painful, we must press for his evidence.”

C2
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" You are entitled to it, " said the judge; - and I have no

doubt he will give it to you. Witness, listen to me. " - Not a

move -- not a stir.-- " Witness, pray direct your eyes towards

me, while I address a very few words to you, ” continued the
judge.

Hadi he been made of marble he could not have been more

immovable--death could not have been more still. I think the

judge thought he must have been in some kind of fit, for be

seemand perplexed, and I heard him ask, in an under-tone, if the

medical gentleman, who had charge of the gaol, was in Court,

and directed him to be sent for . In the meantime he again

addressed Moran, saying, “ Witness, I am quite certain you

must hear what I say --- at least, I shall take it for granted that

you do. Your present course cannot avail you ; the law must

be vindicated, and, however painful it may be toyou, you must

give your evidence ; or, should you persist in refusing to do so ,

I shall have no alternative left but to commit you to prison ,

and that, let me add, indefinitely."

Still not a word - not a move. Here the prisoner started

up fromthe position he had all this time maintained, and called

out, “ Uncle Philip ---Uncle Philip, won't you speak to me ?
You will - you must."

This seemed to act like magic on the witness, for he turned

quickly round and gazed his nephew in the face as he continued ,

* Uncle Philip, take the book, and give your evidence like a

man . What are you afraid of ? Think you not that your un

willingness to tell the truth must be construed into an unwill

ingness to injure me : may it not -- nay, must it not impress

the jury and the public as clearly against me as any evidence

which you can give ? Uncle Philip, there is but one considera

tion which should tempt you to hold out in this manner, and
that is a consciousness of having been induced, through any

influence, to be about to state that which is not the fact-- it

that be the case, you do well to pause. But no, it is an un

worthy thought, and I ask your pardon ; the love you have

bornemy mother and myself, and the whole course you have

adopted in this melancholy business, forbid the supposition .”

Here the poor young man was completely overcome, and

again covering his face with his hands, hewrithed in the agony
of distress-— 'twas the word “ mother” that unmanned him .

I have been for upwards of thirty years in the habit of

attending like places, and I never witnessed such a scene .

Presently the prisoner regained his self - possession, and

“ proudly he flung his clustering ringlets back ," andcontinued :

" Rouse yourself, Uncle Philip, take the book, and give yoar
evidence ; I know you will swear nothing but what you believe

to be the truth ."
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u ' Tis a difficult thing, Tom , ” said his uncle, turning round,

* and for all I have to say it isn't much."

As he took the book, I heard Tom Courtney say, " God help

you , Uncle Philip ; they might have spared you this, for they

had enough.”

PhilipMoran was then sworn and examined : Kept a public

house at Raheen . On the night the Widow Murphy's house was

attacked , very late, or towards morning, some persons called at.

his house and asked for whiskey ; refused to give it to them at

that hour; they said they were travellers, and were very wet i

that they should get it ; looked out through the window, saw

three persons ; it was a moonlight night, but very wet ; thought

he knew one of the men whostood a little to one side ; told them

to go home, that they could be no strangers ; one of them

swore they would smash in the door if it was not opened, but

that they had plenty of money , and would pay well for the

whiskey ; thought the easiest way to get rid of them was to

give them the whiskey ; lit a candle, and drew half a pint; did

not wish them to come in, and brought it to the door, which

he opened ; two of them stepped inside, and said it was a shame

tokeep them so long in therain because they were strangers.

Witness turned the light of the candle upon the man who stood

outside, looked sharp at him , and said , "There's one of you no

stranger, at all events ; Tom ,what's the matter ? won't you come

in and dry yourself ? ” He made no reply, and witness said,

“You had better go home, Tom , as fast as you can .” Knew Tom

Courtney since he was born ; is his uncle by his mother ; the

prisonercame no nearer at any time than where he just stood

--about four yards ; the two men brought out the whiskey and

a glass, and they all drank it amongst them ; the prisoner
would not come in .

This witness was then called on by the Crown to state posi

tively whether the prisoner was one of those three men ,or if he

had any doubt . He was positive that the manwho stood outside

was the prisoner ; he did not know either of the other men , they

were strangers.

Moran was then cross -examined with great ingenuity, prin

cipally as to the dress which the prisoner had on ; whether it was

that usually worn by him, and the opportunity he had of

distinctly seeing his face. Upon the whole, this cross-examina

tion was not unsuccessful in creating a rather favourable impres

sion towards the prisoner .

As the old man turned to go down, his eyes met those of his

nephew -- they were within four feet of each other, and Moran,

having gazed at him for a moment, threw his arms and shoulders

across the railsof the dock , and clasping bim round the neck,

he cried, “ Oh, Tom , forgive me, but I could not wrongmy soul. ”
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" Stand back , Uncle Philip," said Courtney ; “ you'll drown

mewith your tears . I knowyou have sworn what youbelieve

to be thetruth, and I woulddisown you if you could do any

thing else, even to save my life . "

He then staggered down, or rather was helped down, and

you could have heard his sobs dying away in the distance, as he

was supported out of Court.

James Murphy was then examined : Recollected the night

his mother's house was attacked ; was from home that night ;

went to sell some calves at the fair of Grange ; had a conver

sation with the prisoner two days before the fair ;witness was

in a field looking atthe calves, when the prisoner jumped over

the hedge and bid him the time of day; the prisoner asked him

if he was going to send his calves to the fair of Grange, he

replied “ not ; " the prisoner said , “ You are wrong, James, ' tis

the best fairin the province for weanling calves, and take my

advice, and don't miss it . ” Witnesswas induced by the prisoner's

adviceto go to the fair ; it was eighteen ornineteen miles distant,

and he could not return homethat night ; the prisoner knew

that, for witness observed it to him as an objection to his going ;

was over-persuaded by the prisoner to go; it was on the fair
night that his mother's house was attacked; if he had been at

home, there would have been a different story to tell. On his

oath he did not intend to go to the fair, and would not have

gone but for the prisoner.

Cross -examined : Soldhis calves, got a good price for them ;

never gotso high a price for weanling calves in his life before

so far as the calves were concerned, the advice which the prisoner

gave was good .

This closed the examination of witnesses for the Crown,

The Widow Murphy's dyingdeclaration was thenread , when a

murmur of surprise and indignation ran through the Court.

Persons who had hitherto felt inclined to sympathise with the

prisoner began now to look on him as a hardened and hypocri

tical ruffian ; and with the widow's declaration the case for the

prosecution closed.

Mr. B- -y asked across the table 6 if the Crown did not

intend to examine the officer of police who had arrested the

prisoner ? surely they would show that he had immediately

absconded, andwas taken insome distant part of the country

in disguise, or under a feigned name."

The Crown replied, that " they did not consider the police of

ficer a material witness, and they did not intend to examine him ."
Mr. B --y then said, “ if he was not produced by the

Crown, he would examine him upon the part of the prisoner,

and his learned friend ' would then find out that he was a

very material witness . "

1
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" Perhaps, Mr. F - h ," said the judge, " you had better

tender him for cross -examination . "

' My lord, I have no objection that the prisoner's counsel

should avail himself of this gentleman's direct evidence , and I

shall reserve myself for any question which may appear neces

sary upon the cross - examination ."

“ Very well, Mr. F- -h , ” said his lordship, “ pursue your

own course, but I must say it is an unusual one.

Old Ned Courtney was the first witness for the defence, and

a miserable example of wretchednessand despair he exhibited.

He could not, nor would he swear positively that his son didnot

leave the house on that night, but, to the best of his belief, he

did not. He was not cross -examined .

The leading witness for the defence, the prisoner's brother

Billy, was then put up . He was an exceedingly handsome lad,

about sixteen years of age;.his colour, fresh and beautiful, with

an intelligent, soft, hazel eye - unlike his brother, his hair was of

a golden brown, and hung in bright curls half way down his

smooth, peach -like cheeks ; the whole cast and expression of his

countenance was singularly prepossessing, and one could scarcely

beholdthe steadylook with which he met the crowded Court, as

he took the book to be sworn, without feeling that nothing

but the truthwould fall from his lips, and yet it was the general

expectation that he would swear positively the prisoner had

never left the bed on the night in question.

He recollected the night the Widow Murphy's house was

attacked ; the reason he had for recollecting it was because his

brother, the prisoner, was taken by the police the next morning,

and charged with the attack ; slept on that night in the bed

with his brother ; witness and the prisoner went to bed about

teno'clock, locked the house door, and hung the key behind the

parlour door,where it was always hung; the prisoner got into

bed first, he lept next the wall, and witness slept on the out

side; prisoner and witness both said their prayers before they

got into bed ; the prisoner was in the bed in the morning

when witness awoke; turned several times during the night,

and, on his solemn oath, the prisoner was in the bedon all these

occasions ; there was a chair in the room near the head of the

bed, quite close to where witness lay, could put his hand upon

it from the bed ; the prisoner was the first to take off his

clothes, he laid them on the chair ; when witness took off his

clothes he placed them on the chair, over the prisoners ; was

first up in the morning, and on his oath, to the best of his

judgment and belief, neither the prisoner's clothes nor his had

been touched during the night ; his clothes were uppermost,

and the prisoner's underneath, precisely as he hadleft them

when getting into bed ; had a conversation with his father and
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mnother on the day the prisoner was taken ; witness's father

asked him couldn't he clear Tom ? he replied that he could clear

him upon all the books that were ever shut or opened ; bis

mother clapped her hands and said , " Thank God !”

Cross-examined by Mr.Fh: The prisoner had other

clothes in a box in the same room ; he could have got them with
out touching those on the chair .

" Could he not have left the house without your knowledge ,
sir ?"

" ' Tis just possible, but I am positive he never did .”

"Do youmean toswear, sir, that he did not do that which

it waspossible he could have done without your knowledge ?”

" I'll tell you

“ No,sir, you'll tell me nothing until you give me a direct

answer-- I ask you, sir, again, and for the last time, will you take

it upon yourself to swear that the prisoner did not leave the

house that night after you and he went to bed ? "

“ Iwill not swear it positively."

“ You may go down, sir."

“ You were going to say something just now ," said the
judge.

** I was going to say, my lord, that I would not swear posi

tively to anything which I did not actually know of my own

knowledge , and in this case, although I am quite satisfied in

myownmind that the prisoner did not leave the house on that

night, yet, as the possibility does exist that he could have done

so , however safe I might believe myself to be in swearing it, I

think it would be wrong to do so ."

" It is a very honest answer, my good boy,” broke in Mr.

B --- y, " and stamps truth upon every tittle ofyour evidence.”'
The witness here became much affected, hiseyes filled with

tears, and the corners of his mouth worked and twitched with

emotion. He put a handkerchief to his eyes as he turned to

go down, more,I think, to hide his brother as he passed than to

check his tears ; but the prisoner stretched out his armsand

grasped him by the shoulder, saying, " God bless you, Billy ,

you're all right, man -- you're all right; forgive me if I was
afraidof your love ."

Billy then rushed through the crowd, carrying the sympathy

of every one who heard his evidence with him.

I was then examined at great length upon the part of

the prisoner, but I shall mention my testimony as briefly as

possible :

“ In consequence of information, I proceeded to the house of

the prisoner's father, for the purpose of arresting him. Found

the prisoner at breakfast with his family . There was not the

slightest appearance of guilt or confusion, upon the part of the
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prisoner, when I went in .” — Objected to, but subsequently

admitted .-- "The whole party seemed surprised, and the father

asked if anything was the matter : watched the prisoner very

closely while I told him the unpleasant nature of my visit.

Knew that the previous night had been very wet ; the roads

were heavy with mud,and the fields were drenched with rain ;

exarnined the prisoner's clothesand shoes, they were perfectly

dry ; he expressed a wish that I should examine some clothes

· which he had in a box, and I did so; they were quite dry and

neatly folded , also his great -coat and hat, which were not even

damp; made diügent search for pistols or other fire -arms, or

money -- found nothing of the kind.”

Mr. B - y then asked me if I could form an opinion from

all I saw , whether

Objected to by the Crown.

“ Did his learned friend want to make a thirteenth juror of

the witness ? "

Mr. B - y : “ Well, I'll come at it in another way :-Did

you, on that morning, tell the prisoner's father that you could

clear his son , for thatyou couldswear he had not left the house

that night ? ”

“ Not exactly ; but, if the Court will permit me to explain ,

I shall repeat what I did say."

The Court bowed , and I went on :

" I was walking with the prisoner's father a short distance

behind the prisoner and the two policemen who had him in

custody. The father was overwhelmed with surprise and grief.

He asked mewho swore against his son ? I begged of him to

keep quiet . He said, ' Oh, sir, they must be worse than devils

to swear against Tom , for he never left the house last night.'

" Can you , or any of you , swear positively to that, Court

ney ? ' said I.

Why, sir,' he replied , if I could swear to anything I

did not actually know I would swear it , but sure Billy, who

slept in the bed with him , can swear to it . '

" Why, Ned ,' said I, ' I think I could safely swear to it

myself, from the state in which I found his clothes and shoes.'

That is precisely what occurred ."

Counsel took the opportunity, before I went down, to ask

me how long' I had known the prisoner, and what was his

general character for peaceable and quiet conduct ?

" I had known him about four years — since I came to the

district. His character throughout the county was extremely

good ; in fact, he was proverbial for being of a peace

able, amiable, and studious disposition , and I believed very

justly."

I was cross -examined at some length by the counsel for the
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Crown as to the possibility of the clothes and shoes having been

dried before my arrival. I admitted the bare possibility ofit,

but that I found it very difficult to reconcile thestate in which
I found them , at so early an hour, with the fact --if fact it

was -- of the prisoner having been out theprevious night, which
I knew had been extremely wet, and his having been at Philip

Moran's public -house at the hour sworn to by his uncle.

The only other evidencewhich wasbrought forward was as to

character;and certainly , if it could have availed in opposition
to the flood of evidence which was against the prisoner, he would

have been turned from the dock a free man . The highest, the

most noble in thecounty , one and all bore cheerful testimony to

the amiability and uniformly good character of TomCourtney.

The priests ( for they still claimed him ) thronged forward to

the table to bear witness to his benevolence and kind -heartedness

from a very child, and the case closed .

The judge slowly turned himself round towards the jury ,

and made a very long pause -- so long that itbecameat last the

subject of whispers from one to another, and I heard some one

say that he was only waiting for thebuzz (whichalways takes

place at that moment in a crowded Court ) to subside, but I did

not think it was .

He commenced , however, and it was the signal for death

like silence. I shall not followhim through his charge : he left

po pointof view in which he did not put the case, and it was

beautifully painful to listen to him , even in that hopeless case.

I shall never forget his voice_his views_his periods. He

closed, and during thewhole of his charge he never once used

the words “ on the other hand, gentlemen ” (alas ! there was

no “ other hand " to turn to ); nor did he close with that general

and hackneyed finale to all charges, “if they had a doubt, a

reasonable doubt ” (and it was a termination of which his.

humanity rendered that judge particularly fond ) ; but in this

case he seemed to feel-- the whole Court feltthat it would

have been out of place ; and his closing words were, " I leave,

then , the case with you, gentlemen ; and I do so with a firm

persuasion, that , as upright and conscientious jurors, you will

do your duty without respect to persons, and fearless of the

result, founded on the evidence, and the evidence alone, which

has been brought before you ."

Oh, what a hum - what a buzz — what whispering and

wiping of faces -- what altering of elbows on the ledgesof the

seats , what shaking of heads, and compressing of lips, as

people looked in each other's faces while the jury rose to retire ;

poor young fellow ! ” “ God help him ! " " unfortunate
mother ! ” and such like remarks passed in an under - tone from

one to another . I lifted up my heart in silent prayer to God,

and 66
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that He would indeed help both him and his mother in that

distracting hour. Not a man, not a woman , not a child and

there were children there - left the Court, although there were

numbers who had not tasted food for nearly twelve hours ; such

was the awful suspense, the dreadful anxiety to learn that which

every person there knew to as great a certainty as that the sun ,

which had been some time set, would rise again in themorning.

Contrary to all expectation, the jury remained in for nearly

half-an -hour; not that they doubted (as I learned afterwards ),

but from a sheer reluctance to hand in the fatal word. Indeed,

it was the good sense and humanity of one of the jurors which

prevented them from giving still further delay ( such was their

repugnance), by representing that every moment they remained

in beyond what was reasonable, in so plain a case, was only cal

culated to nourish a vain and delusive hope in the prisoner's

breast, and lead him to the belief that it was possibleto take a

favourable view of the case. The justice, the humanity of this

wasat once acquiescedin, and thejury -room door opened, and
forth came a reluctant but conscientious jury. The issue-paper

was handed down . The clerk of the Crown read over the

names of the jurors, and read aloud, though his voice trembled

as he uttered it, the awfulword “ GUILTY !” adding the useless

but usual words, “ Have you anything to say why sentence of

death and execution should not be passed upon you ?" .

The prisoner, on hearing the word “GUILTY ! ” had brought

his hands together, stretched his arms along the front rail of

the dock, and laid his headdown upon the backs of his hands.

In this position he remained, evidently struggling with inward

emotion . There was a death - like silence then , indeed, in the

Court, as there always is immediately previous to the sentence

of death being passed. At length the judge, who had been

gazing at some imaginary object in the air, said, “ Prisoner !"

At the word the convict-- for such, indeed , he now was

started up into an erect position, and , pushing back his long,

dark hair, which had fallen down over his forehead and eyes,

showed a face of marble whiteness, but an unstirring eye of

surpassing beauty.

" Prisoner," said the judge again .

' My lord, ” said the prisoner, “ I have been asked if I have

anything to say why sentence of death and execution should

not be passed upon me. If the question be not altogether an

insult or a mockery, may I be permitted to say a few words to

the Court ? --- not, I am aware, that they can have any influence

upon my fate, but, my lord, that they may be remembered

when I amnomore ; ” and his lip quivered.

The judge made no answer, rather permitting him to pro

ceed than giving him permission.

66
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“ My lord , I have been found guilty of a crime of which I

am as innocent before Heaven as any person who now hears me,

or looks upon me standing here, in the eyes of the law a con

victed murderer, and about to receive sentence of death and

execution - oh ! terrible, terrible words ! There may be eyes

now looking at me, there maybe ears now listening to me, of

those who know , and who could prove my innocence, even at

this moment. If such there be in Court (and the prisoner

turnel round and surveyedthe crowd in rear ofthe dock ) let
them behold me - let them listen to my words. Of course , my

lord , I allade to the real perpetrators of this horrid crime,

should any of them be here,andwhich is not impossible. Do I

expect, then, that, if they be, they, or any of them, will stand

forth and avow it ? Alas, no ! I have no such hope; ' tis na

in human nature ; and the hearts which would perpetrate such

a cruel deed will be but too glad to chuckle in the security of

my conviction ."

Here there was a great bustle in the centre of the crowd

behind the dock, and a strong -looking man,who had fainted

from the heat, was removed into thestreet, where the fresh air

soon revived him , but I do not believe he returned into the

Court, and I heard somebody say he was a stranger.

“ They may hear," continued the prisoner, when silence was

restored , * from the lips of a dying man, that they are about to

commit another murder, and that,sooner or later, justice will

overtake them, and my character will be redeemed, and my

memory rescued from disgrace and shame- perhaps ere I be
rotten in the grave."

Sir William knit his brow , and seemed as if he would have

stopped him. He at once perceived it, and added

" Pardon the expression, my lord - this is not a time for

choice of words ; but if I have used an undignified or improper

expression while addressing your lordship, pardon me, Ipray,

and attribute it rather to theagony of the position in which I

am placed than to any want of respect."

The judge appeared satisfied, and theprisoner continued

“ My lord, I cannot, and I do not, while asserting my inno

cence, quarrel with either your lordship’s charge, or with the

verdictof the jury ; Ido not even know how to quarrel with

the evidence. I never injured any one of the witnesses ; on the

contrary, I hadfar otherfeelings at one time---perhaps far other

objects than injury towards one of them . This has been ad-'

verted to by the talented and anxious gentleman who has under

taken my case, and although I was opposed to his view, know

ing the facts as I did , upon a point ofexamination implying an

unworthy motive, and falseswearing to Catherine Murphy, I

take this opportunity -- the last sad one I can ever have of
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offering him my warmest thanks for his zealous and able,

though fruitless advocacy, and , at the same time, of asking his

pardon if I interrupted him in ahasty or unbecoming manner.

If I advert myselfto this matter, it is because I do notacquiesce

in the justice of the motive which has been attributed to

Catherine Murphy's evidence. I cannot, and I do not believe,

that her poor old mother-her murdered mother-and my heart

still bleeds at the contemplation of her sufferings and death -- I

cannot believe, I say , that she rushed for judgment to her God

with a perjured lie upon her lips ; I cannot believe that either

she or Catherine hassworn what they knew to be false. I

cannot believe that James has turned an innocent and casual

conversation against me for a wicked purpose, knowing me to be

innocent. He, at least, my lord, has sworn the truth . I freely

admit the accuracy of the conversation detailed in his evidence :

it was a casual matter, with no other object than to serve him ,

and foundedupon the success of my own father upon similar

occasions. Besides, were my object that which has been attri

buted to it, might I not as well have said to James Murphy ,

' James, I wish you would go awayto the fair of Grange on

Thursday next, for I want to murder your mother, and rob

yourhouse on that night,' as have acted the subsequent part I

did , had such been theobject of the conversation which actually

did take piace ? Who but a fool would have held such a conver

sation with him , had he not made arrangements to fly with his

booty before he returned ? Did I fly ? You have heard wbere

and how I was found . Intimately known as I was to the

widow , to Catherine, and the servant-girl, undisguised to have

entered the house, and committed murder androbbery, and

then returned to my own house, not more than a mile distant,

sat down to my breakfast, and calmly waited the result - could

I, I say, have courted an ignominious andshameful death more

openly, more successfully , more promptly, than by such a

course ? But I have not alluded to my uncle. Can I believe

that Philip Moran - the only brother of herwhose heart I now

see breaking almost beneath your lordship’s bench , and which I

doubt not, in mercy, may becold beforemy own -- can I believe

that he would join a foul conspiracy to take away the life of an

innocent man, and that man his sister's son -- a conspiracy, too ,

the success ofwhich must be purchased bymultiplied perjury of

the deepest dye, and for which no depth of ingenuity candivine

a motive ? I cannot believe that he has, or that they have,

done so. Whatshall I say, then ? —that Iam guilty ? No, my

lord, as I stand before the God of heaven , who knoweth my

heart, I am not guilty . "

The convict here paused for a moment, and turned his head

towards one of the side boxes below him .
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“ I have just heard a remark, my lord ,” he continued,

* expressing surprise that I did not make this statement to the

jury before they retired , rather than to the Court after the

verdict. I doubt that the law would have permitted me to

do so ; but I do not doubt the futility of such a course,

neither does the gentleman who defended my case , else had

he not been silent, were it lawful; had I been permitted, I

should have declined to do so . And why ? Because I felt

the impossibility of anything which I could say to contend

against the evidence, and whatever I set forth must have

been received by the jury and the public as false and hypo

critical, coming at such a time, in the vain and delusive

hope of swaying men's minds in my favour, and I should but

too surely haveadded the brand of liar to that of murderer

upon my name. It may not be so now : the die is cast

my doom is sealed . That short word, written in silence by

your foreman, and spoken aloud by the officer of the Crown,

has removed my case into a higher Court. Istand now , not

so much before your lordship, as before the Lord of heaven.

At His tribunal I must soon appear ; and falsehood, which

could never have availed to save me, would be worse than

useless now . I may, therefore, hope there are some, at least

--perhaps many -- here who will believe my words, when I

again declare, in this awful moment, that I am wholly inno

cent of act, part, or knowledge of this dreadful crime. I

believe, my lord, that an inscrutable Providence, whose ways

are past finding out, has permitted -- for some mysterious pur

pose, which neither you,my lord, norI can scan -- a fatal delu .

sion to fall upon the minds of all those who have this day

witnessedagainst me. He has the power even still to dispel it ;

and shouldHe hasten His mercy in time to save me from a

cruel and ignominious death , how shall I live to thank Him

to serve Him !-but, if not

Here the unhappy man exhibited great emotion ; his lips

quivered , his voice trembled ,and his whole frame shook.

“ But if not,” he continued, recovering himself, “and that

my doom in this world shall indeed be fixed , I trust I can say,

His will be done !' but for the sake of my memory and my

character,and for the sake of those who loved me here, I hope
and trust He will reveal it when I am gone."

He paused, and the judge, thinking he had finished, put his

hand behind him , doubtless for the purpose of assuming the

“ A very few words more, my lord, and I have done. I

doubt not that your lordship will tell me that you perfectly

coincide with the proprietyof the verdict, and that no person

who has heard the evidence can for a moment have adoubt

black cap .
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of my guilt. Perhaps your lordship may tell me that a solemn

declaration of my innocence, in opposition to such evidence, is

onlya fearful aggravation of my guilt ; and although I cannot,

as I have alreadysaid, upon that evidence , quarrel with either

the verdict, orwith thatopinion, I once more, and for the last

time -- at least, before your lordship-- assert my innocence ; and

further, I most solemnly declare, that were an admission of my

guilt to purchase the life which I must so soon resign for a

shameful, sudden, and perhaps a painful death , and to turn me

free and unshackledfrom this dock ,while my name and character

were blasted with thecrime, Iwould not, forI could not truly

make it. The Lord has laid his hand heavily upon me; it is

a sore affliction, which I cannot comprehend,but which must

take its course. May the Lord lighten the load, or increase my

strength to bear it ! to Him I commit myself, soul and body.

My lord and gentlemen , I have done, and I thank you for the

patience and attention with which you have listened to me .”

The prisoner ceased, but not a word, not a whisper, not a

stir in Court. All eyes turned from the unhappy man to the

judge, who, after an apparent consultation with his own mind,

assumed the black cap witha trepidation very foreign to his usual

mode. All persons present seemed to expect a long and, doubt

less, a very feeling address to the unhappy convict, ere the final

words of the sentence should close his fate ; but I never saw

Sir William Smith so completely, so perfectly overcome. He

made one effort to speakinvain,and it wasevident he would

not make a second until he had mastered himself, and could

command his voice . I had, too, a secret feeling, that he believed

in the innocence of the prisoner. After a prolonged and painful

silence, he merely said :

"Thomas Courtney, I have listened , with all the attention

which I considered your unhappy position demanded , to your

statement. Every personin the Court,as well as the jury,has

heard the evidence upon which you have been convicted; and in

the justice and propriety of that verdict there is not one solitary

individual who must not concur - nay , you yourselfhave done so.

Theyhave also heard your statement; and whether that statement

be an aggravation of thecrime or not, I shall leave to be settled

by the final Judge, before whom you must soon appear. I shall

only add , that if your statement be false -- and Icannot recon

cile its being otherwise, with the evidence, if it be true - you

will find, perhaps when too late, that it will be a dreadful aggra

vation indeed ."

He then sentenced Tom Courtney to be hanged by the neck

till he was dead, in the usual words,upon the next day but one

following. Themiserable man was then removed fromthe dock

to the gaol, amidstall the customary clamour and screaming of

relations and friends.
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The Court was adjourned,and in one hour the town was

as quiet as if nothing beyond the conviction at a petty- sessions

had taken place.

Theweather was very fine and dry for the time of year, and

Sir William , to the surprise of erery onewho had witnessed all

he had gone through that day, directed the sheriff to have an

escort reatly in one hour from the closing of the Court ; and

having made arrangements with his brother juuge (who had

nothing to do in the Record Court ), he left for the next town

on the circuit, by a clear, fine moonlight.

It was by this time very late ; and, as I felt harassed and

fatigued both in body and mind, I retired to my lodging alone

and depressed . The evening wore on : in a state of distraction

I retired to rest, and soon fell into a confused slumber . How

long I slept, or half slept, I know not — at least, I did not know

until I was awakened by a thundering double knock at the

street door. I had an instinctive feeling that it was for me,

and,jumping up, I put my head out of the window , and asked ,

“ Who was there ? "

" Oh, come down, sir, come down as fast as you can," said

Ferriss, who, with another policeman, stood at the door.

* Why, what is thematter now, Ferriss ? ” said I.

" Oh, comedown, sir ; dress yourself smart, and come down ,

sir, and I'll tell you."

Of course I lost not another momentin dressing myself and

going down. As I passed the clock on the landing - place, I saw

thatit was not far from two o'clock. Something serious I was

certain had happened, and I felt a dreadful presentiment that

Ferriss's news was, that Tom Courtney had put an end to

himself. Judge of my astonishment when I opened the ball

door, and his first words were, that Tom Courtneyhad made

his escape from gaol, and that he had again arrested him in a

public -house in the town.

" Quite and entirely impossible, Ferriss," said I, “ on every

account impossible ; out ofthe question . "

“ Quite true, nevertheless, sir ," he replied ; “ I have him in

the police-barrack, not forty perch from where you stand ; and

what's more, I have one of the fellows that was with him at the

widow's house, and who, I am sure, assisted him to make his

escape. You remember the red -haired thief that Kitty swore

she'd know again ? "

“ You're dreaming, Ferriss; 'tis, I say , quite impossible ; I
can't and I don't believe it."

“ And why not, sir ? why wouldn't he, if he could ? and ,
faith , if it wasn't for Edmond Ferriss, he was a free bird before

morning. Comedown to the barrack, sir, yourself, and see him ;

may-be you'll believe your eyesight."
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“ Scarcely , " said I. “ What did he say, Ferriss, when you

took him ? How did you know he got out ? Where did you

find him ? Does he now admit his guilt ?

“ He never opened his lips since I took him ; but I heard

him and hiscompanion talking the whole business over of the

attack , and how well they escaped . There can be no doubt of

his guilt now ,at all events. Oh, then , whata sweet tongue he

had , sir ! Did you hear him to-day -- faith , I believe I may say

yesterday - why, he had me almost persuaded at one time, in

spite of everything, that he was innocent. "

We hastened to the barrack . As I entered the day - room I

there beheld Tom Courtney sitting upon a form , handcuffed to

another man , and a policeman on either end guarding them .

He had changed his clothes, but did not appear tohave had

time to cut his hair, or otherwise disguise himself. There was

a ferocity in his eye, and altogether inthe expression of his

countenance, I had never before seen, and which I did not con

ceive it capable of assuming. I looked him full in the face, and

said

" God help you , Tom Courtney ! what is this you have
done ? "

He did not return my gaze, and he replied not.

Looking upon him from that moment as a condemned and

hardened hypocrite, I turned from the room, and gave directions

that no personwhatever should bepermitted to speak to him , or

he to any one. I then brought Ferriss withmeto Mr. the

magistrate, whom I routed up as unexpectedly as I myself had

been. As we went along, and while we were waiting for the

magistrate to dress, and reconcile himself to sountimely a visit,

Ferriss gave me the following account of Tom Courtney's second

arrest :

He and his companions had retired to their lodgings, rather

tired and harassed after the duties of the day -- their room was

off a long narrow one which was used as a tap-room -- there was,

however, another door leading into their room from an outside

passage up three little three -cornered steps, which door was

generally used when there was company drinking in the tap

room , but on this occasion it was very late, and,as there were

no persons in it, Ferriss and his comrades passed through it into

their sleeping- room , and were retiring to bed — there was a

chink of the door between the two rooms open , Ferriss's com

panions had got into bed, and he himselfhad taken off bis

clothes, and had just put out the candle, when he heard the door

ofthe outsideroom open, and steps advance into it, and he saw

a light . Now , Ferriss was a cautious, sensible man where business

or duty was concerned, although a smart, pleasant fellow where

it was not ; he never did anything in a hurry, and therefore
D
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seldom did it wrong, and in this instance he thought it was just

as well to take apeep through the chiuk previous, ashe thought,

to stepping into bed ; but Ferriss did not go to bed that night,

near as he was to doing so , for, as he looked out, if ever he saw

mortal man , he saw Tom Courtney sitting at the end of the

table direetly opposite him - the candle shone right upon him ,
full on his face --he could not be mistaken . There was another

man sitting sideways to the table, but turned round towards

Courtney, so that he could not see his face; but it was no

matter -- he saw Tom Courtney beyond a doubt, nay , if a doubt

could have existed , which, under the circumstances, might have

been natural, it was dispelled bythe following conversation,
every word of which Ferriss drank in , erectis auribus, with more

than ordinary surprise :

" Well, Tom , my boy -- for I can't help calling you Tom ,

though you bid me not - I hope I may congratulate you now at

least on your escape from thehalter, eh ? Don't you think you
may say you are safe ? Give us your hand, old boy ."

The other looked at him with a contemptuous curl ofthe lip

-Tom Courtney's curl allover - and,letting him take his hand

rather than giving it to him , replied, “ Yes, I hope we are
safe , perhaps, from that job ; but recollect, Martin , there are

other things to the full as bad, if not worse, than the widow's ,

and the sooner we can get clear out of the country the

better ; my heart misgives me that there may be some mis
chance yet ."

" Your heart is quite right for once, my lad, at all events, '

thought Ferriss ; but he would not stir for the world until he

heard more ; he was, as he said himself, “ in the receipt of a

bagfull of information of the right sort.”

" Don't be down -hearted , man,” continued Martin , " here's

the girl with the whiskey . ” It was just then brought in and

laid onthe table, and the girl left theroom .

“ Martin , you have no right to call me down -hearted

recollect to -day, didn't I stand it like a man ? It would be

more like the thing if I called you a chicken - hearted coward ,

you were very near spoiling all. "

“Well, well," interrupted the other, " you said enough

about that already, and I told you I couldn't help it. The re

collection of the poor Widow Murphy's screams, and the blool

upon her grey hairs andface, and the way that you spoke, Tom .

and wanted the people to stand back that I might be seen , was

too much for me , and the place was so hot, and altogether I

could not help it; but it's all over now, and you promised you

would not bringit up again , so no more about it . But let us

hear your plan , Tom - what is it ? "

“Just to drink my share of this half -pint, smoke a pipe.
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and be the best half of the way to Galway before daylight-
will that do ? ”

" Right well; here's to you and me: there's not another

man in Ireland would have escaped as you have."

They drank, andhelped themselves again.

All this time Ferriss was stealing into his jacket and

trouserslike a mouse, and listening and peeping at the same

time. He was glad to see whatno man ever saw before

Tom Courtney charging apipe, and preparing to smoke. This

was nutsand apples to Ferriss; it washis time for business,

and, of all men in the force, he was not likely to spoil a job by

hurry ; he therefore stole over and very gingerly awakened his

two comrades, and whispered to them , “ For their life not to

open their lips, or make a noise, but to dress themselves as

smart and as quietly as possible, and,” he added, " our fortunes
is made."

This having been accomplished — not the making of their

fortunes, but the dressing themselves he told them who wasin

theoutside room , and sent them in their stockin' feet, but with

their bayonets, through the little door of which I spoke, to the

outer door of the drinking-room , to prevent the escape of the

men , and with directions to stand fast until they heard him in

side. All being arranged as he directed, he returned to his

former position, and, taking a final peep, he saw Tom Courtney

and his companion puffing away. Need I say what next 2

Ferriss, throwing open the door, rushed like a tiger upon Tom

Courtney, and gripped him by the throat ; the other twomen

sprang in with drawn bayonets. There was a fearful struggle

'twas for life or death, and Courtney and his companion fought

like persons who knew and felt what the result of defeat must

be ; but Ferriss and his comrades were no light customers, and

the odds being their favour, both as to numbers and being

armed (although they did not inflict any injury with their

bayonets), Courtney and his accomplice were ultimately over

powered and handcuffed , and in a very short time after were

lodged in the police -barrack, where a strong guard was placed
over them .

When Ferriss had finished the recital, from which I have

put the above into the form of detail, he pulled out an Isle of

Man halfpenny out of his pocket.

" Do you see that, sir ? " said he, holdingit on the palm of
his hand in the moonlight. I did ; it had three legs kicking

everyway upon it.

I wouldn't take a five- pound note for that halfpenny ; I

never won a toss but the one I won with that, and itwas the

means of my taking Tom Courtney, for the Tubbercullen boys

and us tossed up to see where we'd stop in town ; we were for

D 2
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Hinnigan's, and they were for M'Coy's : if I lost the toss we'd

have gone to M'Coy's, and Courtneywas clean gone for ever."

We were standing at the hall-door all this time, waiting for

the magistrate. The door was at length opened,and we went

upstairs tothe drawing -room . I told him that Courtney was

indeed a villain and a hypocrite ; that he had made his escape

from the gaolwith the assistance of an accomplice ; that Ferriss

had overheard him fully admit the crime, and boast of how he

had escaped ; but most fortunately he had been enabled, with

the assistance of his comrades, to apprehend them both in the

lodging -house, and they were then under a strong guard in the

police-barrack. I found it just as hard to persude Mr. of

the fact as Ferriss had found it to persuademe, but he came up

to the barrack and was there perfectly satisfied of the whole

thing. Like myself, he asked himone or two questions, and

receiving no answer,turned away. We determined then to re

main up all night till the gaol should be open in the morning,

and we brought Ferriss back again to the magistrate's lodgings,

where we took a very full statement from him in writingof

the conversation and arrest of Courtney and the other man ;

and if a person could enjoy anything atsuch a time, we almost

did enjoy the idea of the governor's distraction when he first

heard of Courtney's escape, and his face again when we should

inform him that he had been re-taken : musing and thinking on

these things, weturnedour steps towards the gaol long before

the usual hour for its being opened, or the officials ready for

business. When we turned the corner, early as it was, we saw

the governor standing at the outer gate, with his hands in his

black - velvet jacket pockets, and his head down.

“ He does not look as if he had heard it yet," said I.

Oh, he must, ” said Mr. -- ; “ look at him ."

Weapproached him : there was nothing of excitement or

hurry about him -- rather a melancholy sadness as he returned

our - Good morning, governor .”

“ This is a bad business ," said Mr. " but it might

have been worse . "

“ Worse , sir ! my God, sir, how could it be worse ? the

poor young fellow !”

“ Poor young fellow ! how so ? He might have escaperi

altogether ; he was within asnap of your fingers of being of . "

* Escaped ! being off - what do you mean ? Ah no, no, poor

fellow , I am quite certain he would not have moved a step if

the gates were open all night, and that it was tosave his life ."
Mr. and I looked at each other ; we did not suppose

he had heard a word of what had happened .

"Was it late last night when you saw him ? or when did

you see him last ? " said I.

66

7
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" Poor fellow , I have but just left him , and, notwithstand

ing all the evidence, I declare to Heaven, gentlemen, my

opinion is, that, if ever a man was hanged in the wrong, that
man will."

" What ? " cried Mr. and myself in a breath, “ do you

indeed say that he is here ? that he has not made his escape ?"

Oh , gentlemen, this is no time for joking. I am not able

to bear it- indeed I am not, and I did not expect it from either

of you . Ah, poor fellow ! I never saw so reconciled a creature :

he says, but for his mother, he could bear it all. Poor fellow !

God help him ! ”

" Indeed,” said I, “ we are not joking ; it would be worse

than cruel to do so at such a time ; but you must be mistaken ,

for, beyonda doubt, Tom Courtney did make his escape last

night, and has been re-taken, with one of his accomplices, by

some of my men ; they will be here in a few minutes. One of

my men - Ferriss -- even heard him confess the whole business

while talking to his accomplice.” The governor looked atme
as if he thought I was mad, and then at Mr. to see if he

would confirm what I had said . Mr. saw the state of

excitement he was getting into, andsaid

“ When, in deed and in truth, did you see him last ? This

is most extraordinary . "

“ Not ten minutes ago . Why, I tell you , I had but just

left him , not five minutes, when you turned the corner and

came towards me; but, come, and you shall see him yourselves

this moment. Poor fellow ! God, I say, help him - indeed, he

has helped him wonderfully, for I never saw so reconciled a
creature - he's like a lamb : come, gentlemen , and satisfy your

selves," and, as he turned to lead the way, I saw , what I

had never seen before, tears trembling in the eyesof the go

vernor of a gaol. I confess Ihad my doubts, as I followed him ,

of the state of his mindat that moment,as I felt confident of

theimpossibility of his showing us Tom Courtney. We arrived

at the cell-door, and my heart beat violently - I knew not from
what cause. The governor unlocked the door and we entered ;

there sat the real, true Tom Courtney as innocent before the

Lord and his country of the murder for which he had been

condemned, as the new -born lamb. We had cautioned the

governor on no account to make any allusion to the subject of

our previous conversation, and, having merely paid him a short

visitof apparent sympathy, we left the cell.

On our return to the outer gate the police were just coming

in with the prisoners, and, as they passed into the ante -room

for examination, the governor actuallystarted — he pinched my

arm , and, turning aside, he said , " MyGod , how perfectly alike!

I see it all ; it must be the case."



38 THE IDENTIFICATION .

The truth had flashed upon us when we saw Tom Courtney

in the cell, it now flashed upon the governor when he saw the

prisoners pass him into the ante -room .

The room was then cleared , with the exception of the prin

cipal prisoner , the governor, and myself, and Ferriss was directed

to remain . Mr. having then cautioned the prisoner in

the usual manner , commenced to examine him . He stated

that his namewasMichaelLynch ,that hewas from the County

Galway, that he knew nothing whatever of any crime he was

taken up for or charged with ; he was on his way to the fair

of Enniskillen to buy pigs, when he was takenup by that

gentleman there (pointing to Ferriss ); forwhat, he could not

tell. This is all that could be got out of him , as he positively

declined saying one word more, or answering any questions

whatever. He was then removed , and the other prisoner

brought in , and as they passed in the lobby, I heard Lynch say

to the other , “ A dark night, friend ," at the same time giving

him a significant look . Another dumb witness, thought I.

This man was in like manner cautioned and examined . He

said hisname was Martin Cooney, that he did not mind the

caution he got one straw ; he would tell the whole, if he was to

be hanged for it the nextmoment, "and it's longing I am since

yesterday, when I heard him speaking, to tell it." He was

cautioned again, and it was fully explained to him that any

thinghe said would be written down and proved against him .

" So best, so best, gentlemen ; I'll tell everything ; Ihave

enough upon me, and I'll have no more -- least of all the blood

of that poor innocent young man , Tom Courtney. Gentlemen ,

my companion's nameis Peter Hopkins, I don't know what he

told you, he'sfrom one village with me in the County Mayom

'twas he and I, and anotherboy, nomatter who, but I'll tell if

I'm obliged, that broke into the Widow Murphy's house and

robbed and murdered her - Tom Courtney never set a foot near

it, no more than you did, but Hopkins is so like him , that he was

taken for him by every one that saw him that night; even his

own uncle, as Phil Moran turns out to be, swore to himif you

misdoubt me, gentlemen , you'll findan old pursein his small

clothes pocket this very moment, that belonged to the daughter ;

she swore to it yesterday, and she'll know it. ”

" Begad, you won'tget it in his pocket," said Ferriss, * for

I have it in mine, but surely I got it in his pocket just now
when I searched him ; here it is, gentlemen , and money enough

in it, too ,” and he laid it on the table.

" The less I lie , then , 'tis all the one thing , " Cooney con

tinued ; "oh, gentlemen , I thank God I'm taken , for surely

that young man is innocent - clean innocent. I had like to

faint in the court -house yesterday when he was speaking about
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the real nurderer, and Hopkins is the chief one, and I'm the

other. Oh , Tom Courtney,a hair of your head shall never fall

by me, now that I'm taken , and thank God, gentlemen, I am
taken ."

In this strain he went on , and the magistrate took down a

full anddetailed statement whichhe gave of the transaction at

the Widow Murphy's, but which you are too well acquainted

with already. He further stated , “ that when they heard a

youngmannamed Tom Courtney was charged with the murder

and taken up, they knew that it must have been from a strong

likeness between him and Hopkins, as Hopkinshad been called

Tom, and even Tom Courtney, on that night, by both the

widow and her daughter, and also by Philip Moran , at the

public-house -- they thought it a good chance, and were deter

mined to let him suffer for it. He was quite sure he would

have done so, if he had not been taken up ; there were two

or three warrants out against him in theCounty Mayo for

different crimes, all bad enough, but no murderamongst them .”

He then gave the name and residence of the third man , and

repeated that he was willing and ready to abide by allhe had

stated , that his mind and conscience were easysince he was

prevented from being accessory to the murder ofTom Courtney,

The prisoners were then committed for re -examination , and

the governor was directed to keep them strictly separate.

The next step was to send for Catherine Murphy and

Winifred Cox, in order to see if they could identify Martin

Cooney, and what they would say upon seeing PeterHopkins.

Forthis purpose, the prisoners were placed ina yard with ten

or twelve others, and they stood next each other bat two.

Catherine Murphy was brought to the door of the yard, and

desired to look through a small square hole, and say if she

saw any person she knew, or had ever seen before, butshe had

been kept in perfect ignorance of what had taken place. She

looked for some time, ranging her eyes from one end to the

other of the row ; as they reached Cooney, on each occasion they

stopped , and she gazed for some seconds at him ; they also

paused, but not so long, as they fell upon Hopkins, and I

thought she turned a little pale. At length , turning to the

magistrate, she said :

** Yes, sir, I do ; I see another of the men who attacked my

mother's house."

“ Point out where he stands," said the magistrate.

“ He's standing there, sir, next but two to the poor fellow

who was condemned yesterday, but whose dress is greatly

changed since then --that's him with the red hair, he's the man

that Winny Cox grappled with ; I'd take my oath to him upon

a hundred books."
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The magistrate then assured her that Tom Courtney was

not in the yard at all. She did not appear tobelieve him , and

she scrutinised the man again very closely, andsaid ,

** Is not that him, next but two on the right of the man I

have just pointed out with the red hair ? "

The magistrate and the governor both solemnly assured her

that was not Tom Courtney, and that he wasnot there. She

appeared greatly confused, andburst into a profuseperspiration.

“ Bring me into the room , for God's sake," said she, “ and

give me a drink of water -- there are the two identical men

beyond a doubt; I see them together now as I saw them that

night-- oh, Tom Courtney, would I have mur------

But, ere she could finish the sentence, or had reachedthe

room door, she had fainted. Hopkins was then removed (I

cannot say why, but the magistrate would have it so ) and

Winifred Cox was brought to the door. She promptly and dis

tinctly identified Cooney asthe manwithwhomshehad struggled

on the night of the attack , and all sheappeared to me to re

quire to render her perfectly happy in thislife was then and

there to be let at him with her bare hands : " let me athim , that's

all ever I'll ask --oh , let me at the villain , that's all I'll ask ," she

repeated half a dozen times before she could be removed from

the door.

Mr. -- and I then requested the governor on no account

whateverto permit any communication to be made to Courtney

of what had transpired for thepresent, as we intended to post

off directly after the judge who had condemned him , to put him

in possession of everything that had occurred , and take his

instructions.

In half an hour we had breakfasted, and were rolling in a

chaise and pair to C r, and the whole town we had just left

rang with the fact that Tom Courtney was innocent after all,

and that the real murderers were taken up ; while poor Tom

Courtney himself, whom it most concerned, was, perhaps , the

only person who had not yet heard a word of whathad hap

pened. This was perhaps cruel, but the magistrate thought it

absolutely necessary until the judge's advice and opinion had
been obtained upon the subject.

" Besides," said he, we shall not be more than ten or

twelve hours away. "

On our arrival at C--I, we drove at once to the judge's

lodgings ; it was not yet one o'clock, and his lordship had only

just done breakfast when we were shown in. He appeared to

have anticipated some unusual communication, forhe had seen

us get out of the carriage, and heard the words, “ important

business . "

" Well, gentlemen, ” said his lordship, as we entered, “ ' twas
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" I

late yesterday when I saw you last ; you have come post ; what

has happened since I left ? I almost anticipate your reply

what is it, Mr. ? pray tell me at once.”

" My lord , Tom Courtney- >

" Ah ! I feared for him , I dreaded it,” interrupted his lord

ship. “ He should have been looked closely to ; I left town last

night in a strange state of mind on his account.”

“ My lord, Tom Courtney is innocent! ” almost shouted

Mr. with excitement. The real murderers have been

taken , and one of them has confessed everything. "

“ I knew it, I knew it , ” said his lordship; " I could not be

mistaken in the truth coming from his lips. Was there a reporter

in Court ? How do you get rid of the evidence ? It must have

been a conspiracy. Tom Courtney innocent ! I knew he was ;

that is, I did not know he was, of course, but I hoped he was--I

felt he was-- I feared he was -- yes, I feured he was ; it must

have been a conspiracy.” And his lordship talked himself to a

pause.

“ No, my lord ,” said Mr. am happy, for the sake

of the witnesses, to say that there was no conspiracy . "

His lordship looked surprised .

" None whatever ," repeated Mr. i " a mistake as to

identity from a remarkable likeness."

Mr. then recounted the whole of the circumstances

from the moment the two men entered the tap -room of the

lodging-house up to the moment we left the gaol, and read for

him Martin Cooney's statement.

“ I am more than obliged to you, gentlemen ,” said the judge,

when it was finished, " for the promptitude with which you

have brought me this intelligence.I felt that there was at least

a possibility of that young man being innocent, and I dreaded

learning the fact when it would be too late . How unfortunate

for poor Tom Courtney that he should be so like so great a

villain, or rather how unfortunate so great a villain should be so

like him .” And his lordship kept drumming with his beautifully

cut filbert nails upon The Patriot newspaper, which I believe

soon after became, and still remains, The Dublin Evening
Mail.

“ Does your lordship think ,” said Mr.

at once intimate to the poor youngfellow the happy and unex

pected deliverance that awaits him ? "

" Promptly, and distinctly , the moment you return . Tell

him that his life is safe, but conjure him by all the fortitude he

has shown throughout to compose himself, as it must be some

days -- perhaps many - ere his discharge can be legally effected.
Let him be treated with the utmost kindness ; notas a prisoner ·

--that is, not as a felon or a convict. I shall be prompt in doing

66 that we may
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all that is necessary to procure his release, but there must be

-me delay ; his life is, however, safe, and his liberty is not far

-off. I will see what they will do with Cooney ; he has behaved

well ; you had better leave his statement with me. "

We then took our leave of his lordship, but, ere I was at the

door, he added " One word, Mr. O be cautious how

you convey this intelligence to poor Courtney ; he is a young

man of very extraordinary temperament ; a very fine mind, but

peculiarly sensitive."

“ You may depend upon my discretion, my lord , " said I ;

and I hastened down stairs after Mr. -- By this time the

luorses were fed , which was all we permitted thedriver timefor,

and we were soon rolling back to S

On our return, I lostno time in speeding to the gaol upon

my mission of life and light to the dark and troubled heart of

poor Tom Courtney . I met the governor in the yard , who told

ine that no person had since seen Courtney, except himself,

and that he had not the most remote idea of what had taken

place. I told him , shortly, of our interview with the judge,
and its result.

" God knows," said he, “ I am glad you have returned. I

think it was a cruel thing to leave him under so many hours '

heavy affliction, which might have been spared him . "

" It could not be avoided ," said I ; - but relief is at hand ;

give me the key of his cell.” He camewith me himself, and,

opening the cell door, I entered, and he shut me in.

Tom Courtney was sitting on the side of his bed , but

started up tomeetme the moment I entered , and, stretching out

both his hands to me, he said

" Oh, sir, I am glad you are come; I thought you would

have been to see me to-day before this hour. Mytime is short .

Oh, sir, I have spent a miserably wretched night and day

death itself would have been preferable to the night I have

spent. I wished to have told you this morning, but you hurried

away, I knew not why. Oh, sir, I have been nearly madmat

times, I think Iam mad. Can you wonder ? Oh, how couldit

be otherwise ? I wish it was all over. Oh , sir, if I could subdue

myheartto the will of God, if I could feel that I had submitted

to His mysterious will, with what pleasure I could behold the

light of that fatal morning, now so near ! but I have had a

fearful struggle, and I hope - oh, yes , I do hope that I have not

lost the battle. At one time, I feared I had been conquered , and

that all was lost.

Oh, sir," he continued, and a curious change came over

him -- oh, I have spent a miserable night; oh, how I wish I

had not slept at all! the waking to a new certainty of conscious

ness was frightful. And I had an extraordinaryand tormenting
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dream - oh, is not dreaming a curious faculty of the brain ?

Have you ever been perplexed during sleep by one constant,

unaccountable, irreconcilable idea - a confused yet distinct idea

--the certainty of an impossible fact - at one and the same

moment knowing it to be impossible, yet believing itto be true

--distinct, though confused - plain, but incomprehensible ? ' Tis

difficult clearly to explain what I mean , but Idare say you may

have experienced some such thing, particularly if your mind has

dwelt long upon any painful subject. Such I experienced last

night to a very painful degree . I dreamed that I was in a

foreign land - pardon me, sir, for all this, I must talk , for

thought has nearly set me mad — I dreamed that I was in a

foreign land, and that a horde of savages, naked, and armed

with knives, were pursuing me to take my life. There was one

more furious than his fellows, a fiendish -looking man , and this

man I thought was James Murphy, although it was not from

his appearance ,with which Iwas so well acquainted, that I re

cognised him , for he was tall and swarthy, naked and tattooed

like the others, but I was quite sure it was James Murphy.

Instead of a knife, however , he had a rope, which he swung

round him as he ran , and cried

66 "Keep back ,keep back ; let me have him , it was my mother

he murdered - he's mine; keep back, I say, with your knives-

the rope , the rope, he's mine ; I'll have him - now - now - ah !

I missed him --comeon, come on ; the WidowMurphy shall have

blood for blood ,' and they still pursued.

“ Soon my strength became exhausted, and they every
momentgained upon me. I felt that I must be overtaken and

strangled, perhaps cut up and eaten , by those savages. And

now the moment of my doom arrived : Murphy overtook and

seized me ; the rest eame speedily up, and, clashing and bran

dishing their knives over and aroundme, seemed eagerto begin

their feast. At this moment a man rushed into themidst, and

striking down Murphy's arm , who had just raised it to force the

rope about my neek , called out

4.Murphy, touch not that man — that's Tom Courtney. I

charge youtouch him not -- lay not your fingers on him - 'twas

I that did it !'

“ As if by magic, the horde of savages disappeared, and,

except my deliverer, the whole scene vanished . I turned to look

upon him to thank him. Then arose the impossible fact - the

confused, distinct, plain , perplexing idea - I knew that it was

impossible, yet I saw that it was true. Gracious God , sir, I

gazed -- uponmyself ! a second separate self — 'twas asif I stood

out of myself, and looked upon myself standing near ; as if I

was myself and some other person at the same time. I had

heard myself say that it was " I who did it, ' and yet I thought
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that I was saved , and my innocence made clear. I could not

understand it . I awoke with my heart on fire, and ever since

I have been haunted with the frightful idea of hope --frightful

I call it, for, alas ! it must be for ever extinguished with to

morrow's sun. Another matter, sir, has served to perplex me,

perhaps even more than that curious dream . I thought- ah !

it must have been but thought---but about two hours ago, that

little window above my head was open as it is now , and I

fancied -- I'm sure it must have been but fancy -- but I did

think I heard some one in the yard say

*** If that be true, it saves Tom Courtney.'

" I'm almost sure I heard the words, or some of them ;

but surely, if there were any grounds for hope, yoii, at

least, sir , would not have left me so long a prey to

despair."

He hid his face in his hands, and leaned upon the edge of

the table, which was near the bed where he sat.

I had let him run on all this time, thinking it best to do so ;

indeed, I knew not how I could have stopped or interrupted

him , such wasthe rapidity with which he spoke , without being

too sudden andabrupt in mycommunication. I now sat down

beside him on the bed and took his hand - it was red hot-- and

I said

“ Tom , my good friend, I could wish to see you calmerand

more composed --more totally thrown upon the Lord for help
and comfort."

He interrupted me with

“ Oh, sir, the bitterest pang within my heart is, that I have

not been able to seek help and comfort asI ought ; that I have

not been able to submit myself blindly - entirely to His will,

without questioning it ; but I sometimes --ah! too often , I want

to know His reasons for this sore affliction -- unmerited, in
deed, sir, unmerited, so as regards the crime which has been

put uponme. I know it is as a child I should submit, but I

inquire Ilis reasons; I ask what I have done ; I argue with

Him , and at times, I fear, I openly rebel ; yet, with all this,

there has been a constant prayer that it might be otherwise

with me, and my state of mind for the last hour --oh, how

precious, how invaluable is an hournow to me!-has been re

conciled , and , I trust, submissive. I had intended , sir, had the

Lord permitted, to have endeavoured to serve Himin a foreign

land, for whichchoice there were many reasons. Having seen

a bright light, I felt fired with zeal to wander amongst distant

and unknown regions to impart it to others ; hence, perhaps,

the connection of naked savages with my sleeping thoughts.

But there was too much of I will in my plans, and the Lord

has indeed shown me that man proposeth, but that God dis



THE PURSE. 45

poseth . His will be done ; with His help , nothing shall again

disturbmy soul : God is good, His will be done !"

“ He is indeed good, Tom ,” said I, pressing his hand, which

still almost set mine on fire ; “ He is very good , and can save

those who trust in Him. He can save to the uttermost.”

“ I do trust Him with my whole heart and soul - I am

content.” And he hid his face again in his hands.

“ Oh, sir,” he added, almost immediately starting up and

turning his full gaze upon me, “the valley of the shadow of

death is dark - very dark, and to enter it while the sun is

shining overme, and the birds are singing around me, and the

fragrance of the blooming flowers fresh upon the breath of

spring -- and in the primeof life and health , full of young and

ardent hopes --- all this might, perchance, be borne, had sickness,

or even accident, brought down an unsullied name to an un

timely grave ; but, oh ! thus to be cut off by a cruel and dis

graceful death, with the stain of murder falsely stamped upon

my name and race - oh, sir, it is a dark , a dreadful, a mysterious

dispensation ."

" God is powerful as well as good," said I ; “ His arm is not
shortened that cannot save ; trust in Him even still, Tom,"

and I pressedhis hand fervently.

He turned a piercing glance upon me : "Take care, sir - ob,

take care what you say. I told you I was content; strike not

the spark of hopeagain , or I may die mad, and perhaps be lost. "

" Recollect, Tom , that the knife was actually raised in

Abraham's hand to slay his son before the Lord saw fit to in

terfere to save him . He can save you even still, Tom , if it be

his will to do so ."

“ If --if," he repeated, convulsively, while the burning tears

ran down his wrists into his coat-sleeves, “ if -- ! ah, sir,

you could not be so cruel as to speak thus, if there be no

nope."

“ Tom ,” I continued , as he still kept his face hid in his

hands, “do you remember ever to have given a purse to

Catherine Murphy ?-the one, I suppose, which she swore to in

her evidence ? "

He raised his head and looked at me ; there was a wildness

in his eye, and a twitching about thecornersof his mouth, that

almost frightened me, and I even still feared the effects of the

communication that was rising on my tongue.

“ Yes," said he, more calmly than I expected, “ some years

ago - why do you ask ? "

" Would you know it again , Tom, if you saw it now ?”

" Surely - anywhere in the world ; it was a leather purse,

lined with silk, and letters marked upon the lining; but why

do you talk of such things now ? I should think of other
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matters. I expect the Rev. Mr.A- every moment ; talk not

of such things now , I beseech you."

** Is that it, Tom ? ” said I, throwing it upon the table
before him .

“ Yes," said he, snatching it up, " that is the very purse ,

but where ---where did you get it ? Catherine Murphy swore it

was taken away by the murderers; oh, sir, tell me where did

you get it -- when ? where ? how ? speak quickly ? "

" In the pocket, Tom , of as great a villain as ever lived ,"

said I ; " in the pocketof the real murderer.”

" Then I am saved !" shouted Tom , springing to his feet and

seizing me by the collar of my coat with both his hands, and

shaking me furiously—— “ I am saved ! oh, tell me, I am saved .

My God, I thank thee ; oh, my mother !”

"You are, Tom - saved beyond the possibility of doubt ;

not pardoned , for they have nothing to pardon, but fully

freely saved ."

He stood for a moment like one bewildered, like a statue;

the burning flush filed from his cheek , and became as it was

wont to be in Tom Courtney's happier hours ; the water- gates

ofhis heart werebroken up and gushed forth in torrents of

soft, cool tears. He threw himself upon his knees by the bed
side, and I left the room .

A few words, by way of conclusion, are necessary to this

story. It has already extended far beyond what I had anti

cipated when I commenced to take it down in the form of a

narrative from the heads given in myprivate journal; but Ido

not hesitate to say that it is a faithful detail of facts which

took place under my ownknowledge . If the reader thinks that

I have spun out the incidents to an unnecessary length, he must

attribute it to the great interest I once took, and of which I

cannot, even at this distance oftime, divest myself, in so curious

a case ; one, too, in which I myself bore so intimate a part

quorum pars magna fui. A few words more, then , and I have

done.

Martin Cooney made a detailed statement to the magistrates

respecting many robberies and burglaries in theCounty Mayo,

in whichhe and Hopkins, and two or three others, had been

engaged . The officer of the district was written to , and cor

roborated this statement, adding that there were two warrants

outstanding against Hopkins and Cooney for the offences, but

that they had hitherto baffled the police. Their account was

now about to be settled.Three otherswere apprehended upon

Cooney's information. He was received as king's evidence, and

with his testimony, together with thatof the persons who had

been robbed and injured , Peter Hopkins -- " Dromio of Syra

cuse," as Sir William called him, and two others, were convicted
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and transported for life, Hopkins having the manliness to con

fess in open Court (after the sentence ) that it was he who had

attacked the Widow Murphy's house, and that Courtney had

neither part nor knowledge of it . He said , “ He was glad,

now that his life was not concerned, that he was saved the sin

of that young man's blood being added to his other crimes . "

Tom Courtney saw Hopkins before he left the gaol. He

smiled a scornfulsmile as he looked at him - he admitted there

was a strong likeness, but he couldnot be so good a judge upon

that point as others. He reminded me, however, of his dream ,

referring to the subject several times at some length, and de

clared, at last, thathe fullyand freely forgave thepersons who

had sworn against him, adding, that had it beenin the day

time, he could scarcely have forgiven them .

Sir William Smith it was who tried Hopkins at C-r, and

he told me afterwards, that even between twins he had never

seen sogreat a likeness. Courtney's mother also saw Hopkins,

and - oh ! the fondness of a mother's heart - she strenuously

denied thatthere was the smallest resemblance between him and

" her boy -- that nobody but a common fool could mistake them .

This opinion she maintained to the last, and I doubt not

that she really believed it.

The day fortnight that I told Courtney he was saved , an

order for his discharge having arrived, there was a merry and a

happy party at the gaol gate. The whole parish came in to give

poor Tom a joyous greetingand a cheerful escortto his home

once more ; cars of all descriptions - low -back and high - back,

gigs and tax -carts, arriving every moment. Such brushing of

straps and stitching of barness - such rubbing of stirrups and

punching of holes - such smoothing of cushions and greasing

of wheels- was never seen as had been going on from daylight

that morning. There was a young man in the crowd calling to

this man here, andshouting to that man there leading a horse

man by the bridle to the front, backing a car or gig to the rear ,

and marshalling the whole crowd into something of proces

sional order. It was that honest, uncompromising, fair -haired

boy, who wouldnot even risk the perjuring of his soul to save

his brother's life : it was Billy Courtney.

Soon the crowdwas in some degree of order- upwards of

sixty men , mounted on their country horses, three abreast in

front -- then came from fifteen to twenty carsand other vehicles,

of one sort or other, filled with the beauty and fashion of the

parish. Next the gaol gate stood an empty jaunting - car, the

horse's head covered with boughs of evergreen nodding to the

breeze, with now and then a proud, impatient toss of the head,

and a pawing of the ground by the animal, for he was old Ned

Courtney's jaunting -car horse — and a good one. Billy was
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now mounted in the driving -seat, with whip and reins in hand,

ready for the start, while about two hundred men , women and

children on foot, filed along the gaol wall to the right and left

of the gate, prepared to follow two abreast in the rear.

Presently a monster key was heard struggling in the lock ,

and with a loud, short, shoot of the bolt, the gate was thrown

open , and forth issued Tom Courtney, leaning on his father's

arm , while upon his own leanedhis mother, smiling andjoyous,

though rescued, I may say, at the last moment, from a broken

hearted grave. I wish you could have heard the shout that

rent the air as they appeared. I have heard loud, simultaneous

shouts from assembled thousands, but so hearty, so enthusiastic ,

so devoted a cheer I never heard, and never can again hear

shall I say it ? yes, nor do I blush to own it, that it brought

tears of sympathy and joy -- of exultation, swelling up in my

eyes — if they ran over, it is no affair of yours -- but many there

were that wept outright.

Tom Courtney and his mother mounted on one side, while

his father and Philip Moran mounted on the other. Three

cheers more rent the air, the word " forward ” ran from mouth

to mouth ; Billy Courtney cracked his whip ; old Larry Murrin ,

the piper, dressed in a spick -and-span new suit, struck up a

lively quick step in advance of the whole procession, which

moved forward with smiling, happy, chatting faces ; and, in less

than two hours, Tom Courtney, a free andhappyman,sat at

breakfast, with a numerous party of delighted friends, in his old
home.

Somewhat about two years subsequent to the terminationof

the above events, Tom Courtney joined the Wesleyan Methodist

Society ,and soon after was ordained one of their ministers, and

hastened to fulfil the aspirations of his heart. I think it was

to the coast of Africa . I saw a letter from him to a religious

friend ; he was well, and freely alluded to the incidents which

I haveendeavoured to detail. He thanked God for what had

occurred , saying, that "he considered it had been the greatest

of the many mercies with which he bad been favoured . " That

is now upwards of thirty years ago, since which period I have

altogether lost sight or intelligence of him . He may be alive,

or he may not ; but of this I am certain , that if he be not alive

on earth , he is alive in heaven, and a bright angel there. What

if the spirits of just men made perfect behold and know what

is taking place on earth ?-Idoubt it ; but if they do, may not

Tom Courtney have been all through looking upon mewhile I

have been tracing these eventful incidents of his early life ?
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PART I.

ABOUT fourteen miles from the county town of if eight

and twenty years have not changed it, there is a well - built

stone stile, leading off a public road inthe interior of the

country to a footpath through the fields. Following the path,

the rising ground leads by a gentle curve over a green hill of
pasture and meadow . It descends on the otherside into a

marshy plot, cut out into turfbanks and bog holes, at the foot of

a mountain of no despicable height, covered fromthe very base

to the summit with brown and purple heather. How beautiful

it is in summer ! its peculiar fragrance putting you in mind (if

you are a sportsman ) of grouse-shooting and bogberries, and,if

you are not, putting you inmind of nothing at all; it might as

well be nettles or dockings for you-you don't care about it

' tis different with some.

Nigh half way in the ascent the path turns along the side

of the mountain, and, after a short half mile, reverts abruptly

to the left, leading directly up the breast of nearly the steepest

part. Suddenly you come upon the open mouth of a deep

fissure running parallel to thepath. The bottom of this cleft

does not appear to keep an elevation in proportion to that of

the mountain , but to run indirectly at the same level as when

you first observe it, and the two portions of the mountain stand

apart, as Wordsworth says,

“ Like rocks that had been rent asunder . "

This fissure widens and closes with singular caprice, at

times forming deep and dangerous chasms; at others, having

solid bridges of heath - covered granite across the top — the

cavity itself still running through underneath like a tunnel.

The perpendicular sides are studded with brushwood, and

stumps of blasted ash , or withered oak . The break ceases ,

however, and the mountain is again united ere the summit is

reached. You will find this path a considerable short cut,
E
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rather than by going the road, round the base of the mountain ;

when you havegained the top, too, you have a splendid view.

The principal feature of the prospect isa small village, called

Ballyfree, situated in the midst of a fertile little amphitheatre,

almost entirely surrounded by towering mountains of brown

and purple heather : hence, indeed, the name of the village,

Ballyfree, being the Irish for “ townof the heath ."

At the upper end of this village there lived a respectable
lone woman named Honor Mitchell. Her husband, old Jack

Mitchell, although a poor man, had been a tidy and very tasty

one, and contrived to keep his cabin in a state of cleanliness,

which contrasted favourably with thosethat stood scattered

about. It was Jack himself that painted the door and window

sashes that “ good, serviceable brown.” It was he who clipped

the hedge about the little garden, whitewashedthe wall beneath,

and put up the gateinto the potato plot in the rear ; he man

aged, too, to get his humble residence a good coat of oaten

straw thatch about every third year .

The inside of the house was as well cared for as the outside.

It was looked after by Honor, who had only to keep things

clean and in their places, for she had all she wanted in the way

of furniture -- a dresser, beds, chairs, tables, pots ,pans , kettles,

and cans , quite sufficient, but no more, for old Jack Mitchell,

althoughhe did notliketo want anything, neither did he like

to have anything he did not want. But, alas ! poor Jack

Mitchell could not ward off disease, and he died ; but not, I

believe, without having, in every sense of the word, set his

house in order, and I am sure he has been many years in

heaven . He had no children of his own ; nevertheless, he left

oneto comfort the forlorn heart of her who tarried behind, and
well she did it.

When Jack Mitchell died , his widow held on , by no means,

of course, as comfortable as when her poor husband was alive ;

but her landlord was a good man , and the agent had much

consideration for her, leaving her the use of thelittle cabin and

potato garden during her life, at a nominal rent. And she

might thank old Jack Mitchell, who was dead in his grave, for

that, too.

It happened that the agent wentone day, soon after old

Jack'sdeath, to Ballyfree, upon some disputedmearing business.

When he arrived there, and saw how admirably old Jack

Mitchell's cabin was kept,and how it was a credit , and ought

to bea pattern to the village, and how clean and respectful

poor Honor Mitchell herself was when she curtsied to “ his

honour " at the door, and handed him a petition “ to lower the

rent on her, and leave her where she was,” he hesitated not at

once and his promptitude doubled the boon to the poor widowa
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to promise she should not be disturbed, and that the rent need
not trouble her.

This was enough forpoor Honor Mitchell, and it was more

than many agentswould have said , at all events, without an

authorityfrom thelandlord ; but the agent knew his man , and

he knewhimself, which wasstill better, and he plumped out the

promise at once ,not caring how many heads with listening ears

were peering out of the doors hard by.

But you must be introduced to the village, and some of the

persons who resided there, a few years previous to thetime to

which our tale refers, and to some of the principal dramatis

persona of this narrative. There was the little orphan, Cicely

Grimes, who lived with Honor Mitchell ; she was universally

loved by all the neighbours, and was called " Ci ” for fondness.

She was the daughter of a poor travelling woman , whose hus

band put all he could together, and left her for America. She

was obliged then to take to the roadwith her little girl, and she

wandered from village to village, and from house to house, with

a large wire hoop full of tin porringers for sale - or " looking

for a bit," and she always found it, for, with all their faults and

all theirwants, the Irish peasantry are charitable and kind, and

poor little Cil and her mother werepitied and befriended wher
ever they went. The range was wide, and they never troubled

the same neighbour too often , for the tin porringers were more

an excuse for begging than anything else. There was a great

deal of " sickness going ” one summer, and poor little Cil's

mother was taken ill of fever on the very day she made her

accustomed appearance at Ballyfree.

This was the time for the kind and warm -hearted amongst

them , and where is the Irish village without many such ? They

-could not, indeed, take the poor woman into their houses , where

they had children of their own - plenty ; but they did what

they could. They contributed one thing or another towards

erectinga hut for the poor creature in a backward place. Old

Jack Mitchell, who led everything of the kind, tore down a

couple of couples from an unoccupied outhouse --another fetched

over a back -load of clean , dry straw , with a promise of more if

required ; one or two more went to cut a load of scraws, and

another brought up a light sheet and a pillow . Some of the

young fellows set to work , and in less than two hours the poor

woman was lying in as comfortable a hut as the circumstances

admitted of. One or two offered to take poor little Cil, or

" colleen a mitthol," as they called her, until her mother should
recover - until- ah !

" There were plenty who would give a look in at the woman

now and then , byturns, without harassing that young creature

over her day and night." But the poor little girl heard the
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talk , and declared at once she did not dread the fever, and she

would not leave her side-- " she would let nobody look after her

mammy but herself .” Oh, Cicely ! how I admire the love and

courageofyour little heart, though you were not then ten years

old ! Alas! poor little Cil, before ten days had elapsed , you were

indeed anorphan, running with a wild and frightened cry from

the hut where the dead lay, towards the village .

Thefirst person she metwas Honor Mitchell, who, between

sobs and cries, ascertained from the child that her mother was

dead.

“Come here, then, my poor little colleen ,” said Honor,

taking her by the hand and leading her home, where she

endeavoured to comforther with the assurance that she should

never part with her. Old Jack was not at home, but some time

after came in, and, in the meantime, the little girl had cried her
self to sleep in an inner room .

" That poor woman is dead, ” said Jack, throwing his hat

upon the dresser and knocking down a plate; " I have been

making a collection to bury her . I have searched high and low

for her little girl, and she's nowhere to be found; God help the

creature . The moment I heard of her mother's death , I deter

mined nobody but ourselves should have the care of her.”

“ Hush, hush !" said Honor ; “ speak easy, Jack , avourneen ,

I hope you did not 'waken her with the clatter you made with

“ Ilow so ? why, where is she? ” said Jack , his gloom

brightening

" She's asleep in the bed there within ; I was before you with

her, Jack , dear.

“ You're always first in what's rightandgood, Honor, dear,''

said Jack, his face now quite bright. " But I mustbe off again ,

he added,taking up his hat; “ Imustgo below the road to some

of the rich farmers, andmay -be as far as Mr. W —'s , to

help us with the berrin ; have a sup of warm milk for that poor

colleen when she 'wakens, and I'll do what I can for them that

was her mother this mornin '. "

With this, Jack Mitchell left the house upon his circuit of
mournful charity.

Luke Farrell,the man of the village, was commonly called

“ The Banker of Ballyfree. ” He was married, and had one son ,

a handsome lad, Hugh Farrell, at this time about twelve or

fourteen . His mother was a sensible woman, whose greatest

misfortune was her marriage with Luke. His temper rendered

her life one of watchful inquietude. Her principal anxiety,

however, was that little Hugh should get fair play in the way

of learning. She feared , from his father's disposition, that

Hugh's schooling was likely to be neglected , as too costly a

your hat."

concern ,
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She had a wild notion , which nothing could conquer , that if

he got what she called “ book larning,” he would make a great

man in the world. With this dream in her thoughts, she made

a boldattack uponher husband, whenHugh was ten years old,

to send him , as a beginning,to a good hedge school, not much

more than a mile from the village. She need not have been so

energetic.

Luke had his faults — they were neither few nor mild — but

he was not altogether devoid of some feelings, which did him

credit ; and upon this occasion he acted sensibly ; nor can it be

doubted that affection for his son was uppermost in his heart,

notwithstanding the uncontrollable love of money which reigned
within him .

Luke had been a schoolmaster for some years, and perhaps

felt the value of knowledge too keenly to deny it to the only

child he had ; but, be all this as it may, when the subject was

mentioned by his wife, instead of being met with a harsh denial,

such as she had anticipated, to her surprise and delight, he

cordially agreed with her; in fact, he had already been speaking

to- Mr. Finley, the schoolmaster at the cross -roads, and had

settled the matter, and Hugh was to slip over the mountain to

school for the first time onthe Monday following.

Luke Farrell was about forty -eight years ofage. He was a

tall, spare man , and, though much under - limbed for his height, he

always wore what the country people call “ small-clothes,” but
which you may understandto be knee -breeches. He generally

wore a blue cloth coat, cut like a shooting-jacket. Henever, as

far as I could learn, wore any waistcoat but the one, and it was

black . His stockings mightbe grey, or blue, or claret , for they

were covered with dark drab leggings to match his breeches.

No one ever saw him wear a great coat, winter or summer .

There was something not pleasant in Luke's countenance

his forehead and brow hung heavily over a cunning and suspi

cious eye -- not so much that you suspected it, as that you felt

it suspected you . His nose was not cocked , and yet he had

high cheek -bones and wide nostrils, singularly inconsistent with

his forehead and eyebrows. His mouth was the most disagree

able feature in hisface. There was a malformation of the under

jaw, which rendered it unpleasant to hear him speak, particu

larly if he addressed himself directly to yourself; his teeth grew

promiscuously, and so close, that there appearedto be a double

row in the front, so completely in the way of his tongue, as to

render his articulation indistinct. He felt this, andhad con

tracted a habit of rubbing the back of his hand across his

mouth whilehe spoke, which, instead of hiding the defect, as it

was intended todo, pointed it out the more.

Luke Farrell was of no mean parts either, particularly in
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aritbmetic and writing, but the unfortunate defect in his mouth

was often the cause of a titter or a grin amongst his scholars,

and caused him to become habitually irritable, until at last

lowing all temper and self -control, he would, uponany cccasion

of even a smile, cane the backs of the whole school soundly .

In two or three instances of this kind several of the boys ran

home crying, and putting one shoulder forward first, and then

the other, to try and quiet the smart which still warmed their

backs; and their mothers, taking off their jackets, found thick

welts upon their shoulders. No wonder if LakeFarrell soon

found out, that whatever his knowledge of figures might be,

he was not fitted in other respects to " teach the young idea

how to shoot, " and, as there can be no schoolmaster without

scholars, Luke Farrell was obliged to turn his thoughts to some

thing else.

When he gave up his school, he hada few pounds_say, forty

--and he knew a girl who had about sixty ; and he was arith

metician enough to know , that, if he could put these sums

together, they would make a hundred ; besides, he liked the

girl, and had liked her for sometime. The doubt was, not did

she like him - no, but could she like him ; she tried , and, whether

she did or not, I do not know - but Peggy M -Nulty married

him . Luke was a shrewd, money -loving,money-makingman .

Hewas bred and born- ) should say "born and bred ," but

that custom has it otherwise, and I had so written it from the

habit of my ear - he was bred and born --have it so - inBally

free, and so was his father before him , from whom he inherited

an interest in the best house in the village, and the kindest bit

of land along the mountain's foot .

As has been hinted , his greatest fault was an inordinate

love of putting money together. This one absorbing thought

mastered every better and warmer feeling of his nature.

Having got hold of Peggy's sixtypounds, he put it to his own.

forty , and considered how he could turn it to the best account.

Nor was he altogether selfish in these considerations. He

was aware that, so far as he was personally concerned, he did.

not want it, and never should : henever made any useof it-

there it was, in the Bank - he had everything hewanted, and

more, for his love for the money itself curtailed every other

wish and want, save that of counting his increase the amor

nummi was the sole idol of his heart, and it certainly did in

crease quantum ipsa pecunia. But he knew he could not take

it with him his son must have it all, whenthe hand that had
accumulated it should be cold and clenched in the grave.

Thus he went on hoarding, and occasionally lodging it in

the Bank at S0. But it is time to inform you how he

managed to increase his store so rapidly.
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Having, in the first instance, somuch ready money at com

mand, it is not to be wondered at if he was sometimes applied

to bya distressed neighbour for a small loan , “until they could

get that lock of oats thrashed ,” or “ until the pig would come

round,” more particularly if itwas at such times asthe tenants

were noticed, that “ the agent would sit at Michael Brennan's
public -house, on the inst ., to receive the rents ." On such

occasions Luke Farrell was always ready to oblige “the dis

tressed neighbour" with a trifling loan , given upon the We

O. U. of the said distressed neighbour and another not so dis

tressed, and generally for an amount one-third more than the

sum lent. There was no interest at all paid, but the additional

sum , in consideration of which the loanwas made, was lumped

at once with the We 0. U. He had a regular " sliding scale "

upon which he made these loans, which varied according to the

situation of the parties, and the risk attending the kindness.

Thus, the loan of a pound (which was the smallest sum he
would lend) brought into his pocket- book a We 0. U. for one

pound ten , payable at the end of three months ; two pounds

brought one for three ; three pounds, one for four pounds five ;

and so on , in proportion to the circumstances of the borrowers,

up to five pounds, beyond which he did not like to go. He
managed to make as many of these We 0. U.s fall due about the

same timeas he could, that, in case they were not paid up, or

partly so , he might take out as many decrees as possible at a

time, and thus save the expense of attending at every return of

thequarter sessions. In case of part payments only being

madewhen these bills became due, the scale ran as follows :

A person whose debt was three poundswas permitted to let it

stand as it was, by a payment of ten shillings in cash ; but if

he wasable to handout only five shillings, he was obliged to
give a fresh We 0. U. for three pounds six ; and so, in propor

tion, as regarded other sums. This was the system hehad been

working upon, from the time he brought his wife to Ballyfree,

to the day when Jack Mitchell asked him for help to bury

Nancy Grimes. He also kept a meal store, and gave meal to

the distressed, from one stone to eight, upon usurious credit,

and good securities. And thus he came to be called “ The
Banker of Ballyfree."

It so happened, when Jack Mitchell called in to Luke

Farrell's to make the collection , that he found the husband,

wife, and boy all at home. Luke was by no means a cold or

harsh -spoken man ; nor did heappearto want warmth of feel

ing upon any subject requiring ready sympathy, so long as

wordsand a mere expression of kindliness were all he was called

on to give ; but touch him on the subject of money , and the

frost was a sudden , hard , black frost .
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“ Lake , " said old Mitchell, after the customary salutations

of the morning had passed , “ that poor woman, who was down

in the fever, is dead : she died this morning."

“ Poor creature !” said Luke, “ she did not last long : I

wonder what will become of her poor littlegirl ! "

Old Jack felt no wonder whatever on that head , so he made

po remark upon the subject, butwent on to say, “ Theneigh

bours must do something towards burying her, and I think

a collection ought to be made to buy a coffin , and put her

decently into the ground .”

* Ought to be - ay, ought to be," said Farrell, “ but what's

everybody's business is nobody's business, and who's to make a
collection ? "

" Oh, for that matter , ” said Jack, “ I'm the very man

that'll do it ; and I'm on my rounds this very minute : 'twas

that brought me here first,as I know you have a long purse,

and would never grudge a trifle in such a case ."

“ Begging - always begging, Jack, " said the Banker. * Tis

but th ' otherday you camehere for an armfulof dry straw for

that same woman, and I gave it. I don't see what right

beggars have to be coming through the country, and dying

underthe hedges about the village, and then getting themselves

buried at the expenseof any man who may happen to have a

few shillings put together for th' agent. It's avery hard case,

Jack --so it is. I suppose you'll bemaking a collection for that

slip of a daughter of hers to -morrow or next day ?”

“ No, Mr. Farrell; you need not be afraid of that. Come,

giveus half-a -crown to begin with ,there'sa good man !”

" Half-a -crown ! why, then , Jack Mitchell, may -be you

think I'm made of money ? Half-a-crown! Where would I

get half-a -crown ? Any trifle I have I can't call my own until

the rent's paid. I believe you're fairly dramin '. "

All this time Luke Farrell was passing half-crowns and ten

penny bits noiselessly through his fingers, in his breeches

pockets, feeling fora fippennybit, but he could not findone.

" Come, Luke ," said old Jack, trying a touch of intimacy,

When the dignity of “ Mr. ” had seemed to fail— " come, Luke,

give me half -a - crown . We all know you have it - you won't

miss it : 'twill be a great help to us, and a good pattern to

begin with . ”

Luke Farrell stealthily laid half-a -crown on the endof the

black wooden chimney - piece, and put his elbow over it. He

had nearly determined to give it,but it was too much to part

with, exceptby degrees. Hisson Hugh saw him .
" Come, Mr. Luke, ” said Jack, adding dignity and intimacy

together in a last hopeof success, and modifyinghis demand to,

give us more or less. "
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“ Call again, Jack," said Luke, " after you go through the

village, and let me see what others do, and I will see if Ican't

giveyousomething towards her. ”

" Well - thank you, Mr. Farrell, thank you, " said old Jack,

getting up and leaving the house , with a feeling of indignant

disappointment on his mind .

Luke Farrell was still dropping the half- crowns and ten

penny bitsthrough his fingers inhis pockets, but so gingerly as
not to make noise. Second thoughts struck him , when he

heard Jack Mitchell's steps departing from the door: what if

any one in the village gave more than he had determined on

giving ? he should advance at least to the same amount, and

old Jack Mitchellhad a piece of copy - paper and a stump of a

pencil in his hand to take down the names ; so he thought,

upon second consideration, that it would be best to compromise

the chances, and give a tenpenny bit at once ; and, with this

intention , he followed old Mitchell down the lane.

“ Here, Jack ," said he, “ there's no use in being hard
hearted ; it's what I never could be, and it's quite right that

poor woman should be buried decently, and as soon as possible :

here's a tenpenny bit towards her coffin."

“ A tenpenny bit ! Oh, Luke, I'll give more than that my

self ,” said old Jack, letting it lie upon the palm of his hand,

and looking at Luke in wonder.

5- ' Tis all I can afford to give,” replied the other ; "and 'tis

all I will give, I swear to you, so you needn't come backto me,

let you be short or not ; now mind that, Jack . Here's two

pence over and above for the little girl ; God help her !"

“ I'll put the coppers to the tenpenny, Luke, and make

a shilling of it towards the coffin : ' twill look better, Mr.

Farrell, ” said Jack .

" No," said Luke, “ you'll do no such thing. Didn't I

swear to you I'd give no more towards it ? the twopence is for

the little girl, and nothing else.”

“ Here, Luke, dear,” said Jack , handing him back the two

pence, " ' Colleen a mitthol' won't want your ha'pence, with

the blessing of God."

Luke took the twopence, dropped them into his pocket over

the half-crowns, and turned in , through a gap, to his farm .

It happened that Luke Farrell foundone thing oranother

upon thefarm that caught his attention, and occupied his time

until it was late in the afternoon ; and, as he had relieved his

mind and conscience by a liberal act almost the first thing after

breakfast that morning, he was in good humour, an pleased

with everything he met, as he wenton from field to field. It

was the beginning of August, the weather was fine , the mea

dows were cut and saved ; the potatoes looked well, and the
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corn crops were beginning rapidly to change colour ; some

patcheswere already tinged with gold . LukeFarrell returned

to his home well pleased with himself, and inclined to be so

with others ; and, although his was an ugly smile, it was always

welcome, for it indicated that money wasnot uppermost in his

thoughts for the moment.

But, toprepare you in somedegree for what tookplace shortly

after his return, I must tell you what occurred while he was away.

In his hurry after old Jack Mitchell in the morning, Luke

forgot the half- crown which he had laid upon the end of the

chimney -piece. About an hour after he was gone, when

Mitchell was returning from his mission, young HughFarrel)

was standing at the door, lookingover his geography lesson for

Mr. Finley. His mother was sitting in the shade of the house,

mending a pairof stockings for Hugh,who leaned against thejamb

of the doorwith his legs crossed and the palm of hishand steal

ing slowly down the face of his " Sharman ,” and a little hum

mingpur of the course of some river issuing from his busy lips,

and his eyes rapidly passing from the book to his mother's

work , as he saw, or did not want to see, the next place it

" entered .” What the river was you could not make out, and

would never have known if you had not heard, from the confi

dence with which he came to the end of his task, that it

passed by Ratisbon and Passau, and “ emptied itself ” (which ,

by-the-by, a river never does) into the Black Sea .

“ Well, Jack , " said Mrs. Farrell, looking at him over her

specs., as he came by, “ what success have you had ? Good, I
hope."

" Oh, pretty good , Mrs. Farrell ; but I'm afraid I'm short

still."

“ Did you see Luke since ? ” said she .

" Oh yes, he followed me down the lane that time. "

“ Did hegive you anything towards it, Jack ? ”

“ Oh, next to nothing, I may say - next to nothing. He's

a hard man where money's concerned, Mrs. Farrell, although

he is your husband,” andhe was moving on.

“ Stop where you are a moment, Mr. Mitchell,” said Hugh,

and he darted into the house. While he was away , Mrs. Farrell

slipped a " fippenny bit " into Jack Mitchell's hand, saying ,

“ There, Jack, I couldn't give you that this morning while he

was here himself. He doesn't know I had it . "

“Here, Mr. Mitchell, is half-a- crown, I got on the chim

ney- piece. I think it was intended for you ," said Hugh, putting
it into his hand .

“ Well done, Hughy, my boy ! I'll put your name down for

this,” said Jack, opening out his slipof paper, and touching

his tongue with the end of his pencil.
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Mrs. Farrell looked at her son much distressed , and old .

Mitchell, thanking them , bastened down the lane.

Hugh," said his mother, drawing him over to her, and

leaning the boy against her bosom , " you're a kind, good boy,

and God grant what you did may not get you into trouble ;

but, if I knew what you were about, I'd have said “ don't, ' in

time to stop you ; but I couldn't take the money out of the old

man's hand."

“ Mother, I'm suremy father intended that piece of money

for Mr. Mitchell, for I saw him putit upon the end ofthe

chimney -piece, and you know Mr. Mitchell said he gave him

nothing ."

“ Next to nothing, Hughy, dear, he said , but I'msure he

gave him something. You know how particular your father is

about money . I'm sorry you touched it -- very sorry, Hugh, ***
and she sighed again.

“ For that matter, mother, it makes little difference : he

promised me half-a -crown when I'd been a year at school, if I

was a goodboy ; that's over two years ago now ,
and he never

gave it to me yet, although Mr. Finley told him I was the best

boy he had . Let him put one againstthe other now .”

“ He's not likely to do that. I fear, my poor boy ; I think

I'll say it was I that took it."

“No, mother, you won't. You often told me never to tell

a lie. What can he do but beat me ? I'll tell him about it the

moment he asks . "

“Well, Hugh , I believe you're right, but I'm sorry I did not.

know what you were going to do. "

Hugh Farrell then pursued some other river from its source

amongst the mountains, a distance of three or four hundred

miles, until it “ fell " into some ocean or other, andhis mother

went on with her mending ; but she could not mend the matter

that was next her heart, for she knew Luke Farrell.

It was late in the afternoon when Luke made his appearance ,

looking pleased and happy .

“ That's a fine day, Peggy," said he, “ blessed be God ; and

everything looks well.”

" It is, indeed, Luke, dear," she replied. “ It's well when

weare contented, and thankful for the mercies we have, instead

of longing for them that we haven't. "

Luke Farrell was a sharp man, and he conceived that this .

was meant to convey that he was avaricious. Ugly as his smile

had been , Peggy was sorry to see it vanish.

“ We have great reason to be thankful, Luke, dear," she

continued , “ for wehave plenty of everything, and something,
to spare."

** You seem down, somehow , Peggy ; what's the matter with :
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you ? You shouldn't be down , woman ; we have plenty of

everything, and everything is thriving. Cheer up, I say ;

everything is bright.”

* Bright withus, Luke, indeed ; but I was thinking of that

poorcreature that died this morning, and what in the world
will become of the poor little colleen , and she soyoung ."

" Oh, as to the poor woman , I gave a help this morning to

bury her, and others, no doubt, will do the same; but as to the

little girl, I suppose she must do as her mother did before her,

and what she was brought up to do--beg through the world ,

and be buried at the cost of her neighbours, wherever she

chooses to die . "

Luke having thus delivered himself, entered the house , and

sat upon the nearest chair. They followed him in , and Hugh

got ready to tell the truth , for he knew the money would soon
ibe missed .

" It's a hard tax upon people that's neither kith nor kin to

her,” saidLuke, rising up, and going towards the chimney

piece. “ Halloo ! " he exclaimed, " where's the half- crown Ileft

here this morning ? faith, may -be it's what I shoved it into

this open between the wood and the wall with my elbow , for I
went out in a hurry. Get me the chisel and hammer, Hugh ;

I'll soon get it, and a nail or two will set all right again .”

“ 1-1- took- " the mother was beginning.

“ No, you didn't; I took it , father, and gave it to old

Mitchell towards Nancy Grimes's funeral,” said Hugh, firmly.

“You young pickpocket rascal, how dare you touch it ?

How dare you touch it, I say ,you pilfering, stealing young

robber , you ? ” and Luke Farreli took his son by the soft, flat
part of the ear. “ How dare you touch it , I say, you young

ruffian ? " and he gave him a good pull, and took hold of the

“ Oh, Luke, Luke, dear, " the mother began, but was inter

ruptedby her passionate husband.

"Hold your tongue, woman ; do you want me to let him

turn thief and pickpocket without checking him ? I'm ashamed
of you, Peggy. How dare youtouch it, I say, sir ???

“ Father," said the boy , “ I beg your pardon ; I thought

you put it there for Jack Mitchell,and he told me you gave

him nothing, and I thought you forgot it , and would not be
angry ."

"He lied , the old beggar ! I did give him as much as I could

afford, and more ; you had no business to touch it . Did you

suppose I could afford to give half-a -crown to bury a beggar ?

How da-a -re you touch it, I say ? " and he twisted both his
ears until theywere crimson red.

The boy did not cry , but looked his father in the face.

other ear .
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“ Father," said he, " you promised me half-a -crown long

ago, when Iwent to school, if I was a good boy at the endof
twelve months, and learned my book well. Let that half

crown lie against this one, and don't beatme.”

“ Worse and worse , you young rascal : you want to put it

on that now, do you ? You wereto be a good boy, and well

you have proved yourself deserving of it , by robbing your

father when his back was turned, you young pickpocket ; you'll

never be fit for anything else, that's more. You young scoun

drel, I'll turn you out of the house ; and a goodriddance I'll

have of you. I suppose I'm robbed right and left by you ; but

I'll keepyou no longer, you thieving brat; how dareyou take

it, I say ? " and he twisted his ears until they were like thumb

ropes.

The boy never winced .

“ I never took a penny before, father, in all my life.”

“ How do I know that, you young robber ? Them that

would rob would lie ; but I'll tell you what it is ,” and he

twisted his ears again, “ I'll have done with you this day.

Another hour I'll not harbour a robber in my house. Another

meal of mine you'll never eat. Look here , young man," he

added , “ do you see that ? " pullinga five-pound note out of his

pocket, and holding it towardshis son . " Take that, and

begone, youyoung ruffian. Take it to the city, where you'll

have fair play for your fingers. The master pickpocket will

perfect you in your trade for half the money , for you'll be an

apt scholar, and he won't have much trouble. Take it, I say ,

and be off with you," and he thrust itinto the boy's hand.

“ Perish the fee that would bind Hugh Farrell to disgrace,”

said the boy, indignantly, and with the rapidity of lightning

he thrust the note into the fire, where, ere the father could
rescue it, it was nothing but a thin, blank film , with little red

soldiers hunting each other over the transparent surface.
This was the climax to Hugh's destiny. Enraged beyond

control, the father lifted a light stick , which lay in the corner,

and with all his force struck his son right and left across the

face, raising thick , red welts upon his cheeks, and then laid it
heavy upon his back and sides. Hugh did not quail ; and

Luke Farrell, infuriated more by hiscalm humility than he
would have been by the most forcible resistance, seized him by

the collar, and, with a mighty swing, pitched the poor boy out

upon the pavement, shut the door,locked it, and sat downupon
achair,

Peggy Farrelldared not interfere, for she knew Luke

Farrell. She heard not a cry, nor a moan, nor a word from her

son , though she had seen him thrown with force upon the

stones; but she heard his young, light step running from the

77
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house, and she fainted. She knew her son ; young as his heart

was, she knew it.

Luke, roused toexertion , bathed his wife's temples with cold

water, opened the door, and looked out.

As soon as Mrs. Farrell had recovered , she said , “ Luke, I

am sorry you were so harsh with Hugh ; he's a high -spirited

boy, and hewon't come back . "

** I fear he will, the young rascal," said Luke, - he knows a

trick worth two of that , but I won't let him ; ” and he went to

the doorand looked out again .

“ I think he's gone into the haggard ," he said, “ and he may

stay there; I'll warrant he'll be stealing in to his supper, the

young robber! I hope he'll repent, before he shows his face

again , after burning my five -pound note.”

" Luke, Luke, I think you have greater cause to repent of

what you have done than that poor boy. He did not think he

was doing wrong ; he thought you left it there for Jack

Mitchell, indeed he did ; and recolleet all the names you called

him . "Twould be enough to say all you did , and tear his poor

ears in that way - to say nothing of the manner in which you

beat him -- if he took it out of yourdesk in the dark ."

" Well, well, may -be so ; 'twilldo him po harm , at all events

to stop abroad for awhile, 'til he thinks of himself. You know

he was wrong, Peggy."

“ I know hewas, but I think, Luke, dear, it would do you

no harm to go out and see if he's in thehaggard, or about the

place ,for I think I heard his steps running down the lane."

“ Never mind him, " said Luke, “ youmay depend upon it

he'll come back by-and-by ; you don't want me to be the first
to come round, do you ?”

" I do, Luke, you treated himtoo harshly ; if he roared , or

cried, I wouldn't think so much about it; but he never winced

nor opened his lips I know the boy's honesty and spirit, and

you oughtn't to think of first or last, but see is he about the

place ; if you don't, I will, Luke, weak as I am , " and she made
an effort to rise.

* Stop where you are, woman , " said Luke, “ there's no fear

of the boy ; he's too knowing a chap not to return ; he's only

waiting until I'm cool, and he's right, the young rascal ! "

" Well, perhaps so, Luke; but, if I was able to rise, I'd look

after him , that's all . "

Luke went out, and walked to the end of the house, where

he remained for about a minute looking through the hedge; he

soon heard something rustling in thestraw , andreturned.
" I knew he was in the haggard,” said he, “ I heard him in

the straw . ” But Luke Farrell was wrong - it was a cock ,

scratching.
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It may here be objected that Luke Farrell was not a man

whose disposition would have prompted him to sacrifice a five

pound note, even to attain the object of securing himself from

future robbery,or of getting rid of the expense of his son asa

member ofthe family . The first he did not believe , or dread ;

and I will do him the justice to say, that he would not have

been a party to the second, to save the whole sum he had

already accumulated from the river or the flames. The whole

thing was an outburst of passion, and he never intended that

his son should act upon it. He did not, however, anticipate

the result of his heartless and cruel suggestion, which had roused

him so completely beyond control.

Hugh Farrell, when he was thrown out upon the street, and

heard the key turned in the door behind him , rose up, ran at

full speed down the lane, got out upontheroad ,and, turningto

the left, continued his speed towardsDublin. He dropped not a

tear, he uttered not a word during that long, dark night--dark

to him .

Evening came, night came, and morning came, but Hugh
Farrell came not.

I am not going to describe what the father's feelings were,

or what werethe mother's, as days, weeks, and months passed

by, and no tidings were heard of her boy ; or how , when days,

weeks, and months, had multiplied into years, she drooped,and

died, without her eyes being blessed or her heart relieved by a

sight of him before she departed ; but so it was--Luke Farrell

was left a lone and hated man, whose sole companion was the

burning memory of remorse and shame.

But did he alter his course of life ? No; he went on lending,

lending, and taking higher interest for his money.

This continued forsome time, when he suddenly determined

to lend no more-to remain at Ballyfree only until he collected

the money which was already out, sell his interest in his house

and land , and then quit the place for ever .

There was a public-house at the cross -roads near which Mr.

Finleykept his school, and on an evening in the beginning of

Decembertwo brothers, Daniel and John Costelloe, were sitting

in an upper room — they were sitting strad'legs upon a form ,

facing each other, with half-a-pint of whiskey in anoseless jug,

and a glass with a bell -mouth between them .

“ What's the matter with him of late, Dan ? he'll lend no

more, and he never stopped at a worse time for us ; they say

he's fretting about the boy."

" Never mind, we'll try him ; get it we must, or Micky will

be apt to go in the wrong ship, if he doesn't swing; we must

workaten - pound note out of him atthe very least - theoldmiser! "



64 THE BANKER OF BALLYFREE .

“ I doubt it ; Billy Maher wanted to get three pounds from

him a Sunda' last, and he wouldn't give it, although he offered

himself and his first cousin , Frank Kinnealy, a man with five

stacks of corn , to join him in a We 0. He says he'll lend no

more, but gather in what's due ; they say, too, that he means to

sell his houlding and go to America, in hopes of finding his son ;

his heart's broke at last aboutthe boy, and so it ought, the old

miser ! it's little matter what becomes of him .”

“ Well, he wouldn't go before March , anyhow , and if we

put in a We 0. for fifteen pounds, don't you think he'll give us

ten ? you know it will be the same thing to us, John, what we

put it in for."

“ Ay, if he gives it ; but weought to let on to drive a hard

bargain, rising by degrees, Dan, to put him off his guard .”

Their conversation proceeded much in the same strain, with

one or two mysterious expressions, which seemed to have refer

ence to a result quite different from their success , or otherwise ,

in obtaining theloan.

Havingfinished the half - pint, they left, determined to ask

Luke Farrell for the loan of ten pounds. There was a friend of

theirs, who wished to go to the West, for fear he would be sent

to the East, and funds were requisite.

Luke Farrell was sitting on the following day , at a little

rickety table, with a box of papers before him , when he heard

a double step coming to the door ; he shut down the lid of the

box, locked it, and wheeled round on his chair facing the fire,
Dan and John Costelloe came in .

“Mr. Farrell,” said Dan, " we're come to you for the loan

of a trifle of money ."

“ You needn't, then ," said Luke, " for I'll lend nomore."

" Well, but to sarve a neighbour, Mr. Farrell; you're sure of

your money with us, you know ."

" I don't doubt that at all, bóys ; but I don't intend to

lend any more; I'll never enjoy a penny of what I have - I can't!"

“ Why, then, we'd give you good security, Mr. Farrell, dear,

and a trifle overand above what you used to charge, for we're

at a great short. "

Luke Farrell's ear drank in the words “ something over and
above . "

“ We want ten pounds, Mr. Farrell.”

" Well, and if I was to break throughmy rule from a wish

to serve you , boys, what would you be willing to put in the We

0. U .; and who would you get to join in it ? "

Well, Mr.Farrell,as we want the money very much , and

as a great deal depends upon it, we'll put in the We 0.for four

teen pounds. Come, now , you haven't a word to say."

“ I have plenty , Dan Costelloe. I'll quit lending money ;

66
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it may have brought me in a few pounds in as many years ;

but, Dan, I'll quit ; I tell you it didn't bring me luck - look at
me."

“ It won't be so, Mr. Farrell, and this is the last timewe'll

ever ask you . Come, we'll do the thing decent, and make it for

fifteenpounds. Here, John, take thepaperout of your hat."

“ Not so fast, boys; I have paper enough of my own ; if I

do this,it will be the last time I'll ever lend a pound ; recollect

I said that, Dan Costelloe. I'll never lend another pound to

mortal man , so nobody need ask me. You must get someone

to join you ,for you're co-partners, living on the same land. ”

“ Our neighbour, Michael Carney, will join us, ” said John.

“He'll do very well ; he was always regular himself, and I

haven't his namein my papers now at all; it's a mere matter

of form , boys, for you'll never ask him to pay a farthing of it."

•Never, never," said they in a breath , " you may be sure of
that."

Luke Farrell then opened his box again and wrote out a

“ We 0. U.” for fifteenpounds, payable in three months, in

due form , ruling three strokes at the foot , and told them to go

for Michael Carney, and he would see if he could make out as

much as they wanted before they came back.

“ I think that man's a prophet,” said Dan, when they were

fairly out of hearing.

" He told some truth ,” said John, “ or I misdoubt me very
much ."

They hastened on to Michael Carney's, and brought him

back with them to Luke Farrell's, where they all signed the

document, and the Costelloes got ten pounds, consistingof notes

silver,and copper ; for Luke wished it to appear that there was

some difficultyin making out so large a sum.

In the following spring , Luke Farrell sold the interest in his

house and farm , for which he got a ready purchaser.

up possession early in March, and took a spare room in Honor

Mitchell's house for the short time he intended to remain in

Ballyfree, which, by the time the Costelloes' We 0. U., and

some other balances, were paid up, he thought would be about

the beginning of May.

Never was greater punctuality observed than in meeting

the demands of Luke Farrell, more particularly so far as the

Costelloes were concerned.

" Twould be a pitynot to give him his rights without
trouble, an' he goin? to lave us ; ” “Many's the good turn he

donethemostofus ;” “ He'll want every penny he has where he's

goin ' ;” “ God speed him, and send him luck, he was always

a good neighbour, boys ;" and such like expressions passed

amongst the young men of the village, as they leaned over

He gave

F
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a sunny wall near the chapel on a Sunday, waiting for
prayers, amongst whom Dan and John Costelloe were loudest

in their commendations; but there was an ironical sneer about

these expressionsofpraise which might not have been pleasing

to Luke Farrell, hadhe heard them .

Dan Costelloe was one day about this timeplantingpotatoes

in the garden at the end of his house, when Luke Farrell walked

up to the door.

Dan threw down the loy at once, and came round to meet him .

“ Welcome, Mr. Farrell, welcome ! "

Now , Luke Farrell was of all others the very man that Dan

Costelloewanted to get into chat with, and that without seem

ingly seeking to do so ; and this opportunity he afterwards

called a “ godsend ."

" Welcome, Mr. Farrell,” repeated Dan , taking an old red

cotton handkerchief out of the crown of his hat, and wiping his

forehead; " won't you come in and sit down ?

“ Why then , no, Dan , I thank you ; I'll just sit here for a

minute, for I only want a word ortwo with you.” And he sat

down on a stone seat at one side of the door .

" An' welcome ; or twenty words,if you please, Mr. Farrell.

Can I do anything for you ? for, if I can, it's I that ought. "

“ A trifle, Dan, I hope. You see I must go into š

to -morrow, and as I sold off everything, you know, I have no

horse of my own, and I thought, may -be, I'd ask you for the

loan of your beast to -morrow . I'd think very little of walking

it, Dan, but I want to get in before two o'clock , and I may

have some delay, and would be late back , soI just came over to
see if the beast would be idle to -morrow . I don't believe you

began to plough yet."

“ An' if I did itself, Mr. Farrell, I'd take a hundred horses

from the plough soonerthan see you at a short. Oh, death an

ages! yes, to be sure, to be sure; and a hundred thousand
welcomes, and why not ? "

All this time Dan Costelloe was drawing the first finger and

thumb of his right hand from the backs of his jaws to the

point of his chin, making a rough, gritty noise upon his stiff,

grizzly beard. I suppose the sensation was not very pleasant,

for he soon changedthe motion, and began to make a cherry of

his lip instead - he was thinking.

" A'then , Mr. Farrell,” said he, looking up off his thoughts,

" they say we're goin 'to lose you. Is that the case ? Devil á
one in the townsland that wouldn't be sorry for you ."

“ Thank you, Dan, thank you ; but I'm not going to leave

yet, a bit . I have some business in S- to-morrow , but I'll

come back, Dan ; I'll come back for certain . May -he I'd be

leaving you about the days of May. "
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“ Oh, I know , Mr. Farrell. You'll be going to the Bank ,

I'll engage, and, upon my faith, you're rightenough ; this is no

place to be keeping money, except a trifle ; and you don't want

much , now that you don't maneto lend any more.”

- To tell you the truth,Dan, you're right; I think it's pot

proper to be keeping the trifle I have in cash in the house in this

Ionesome place."

“ Indeed an' you're right, Mr. Farrell, there's no knowing

what temptation it id be, if it was known that you got paid for

your farm , and got in the most of what was due, besides the

sale of your farming utensils, and your little sticks of furniture.

Why, Mr. Farrell , you can't have less than a hundred , or a

hundred and twenty pounds, I may say, in your pocket, this

minute, for it's safer even there than in the house."

“ Not so much, Dan, not so much as that ; but about the

horse ? "

“ Sure, I said , if I had a hundred horses , you'd be welcome

to them , and so you should ; let me seethis is Thursday. I

was for town myself a - Saturday. I have a couple of vessels of
butter for the market, and I'll be putting him to the car ; one

day can make no differ, Mr. Farrell, and you can sit up, an '

welcome. John and I'll be goingin ; you cancome with us ,

and we'll take care of you , never fear. ' 'Twill be better than

going your lone, and the horse couldn't well go in the two days
after other."

“ Thank you, Dan ; it will do very well. I'wonder, " he

added , “is Jemmy M'Govern's horse idle ? "

“ Oh, M'Govern's horse fell yesterday, and smashed himself

to pieces. His knees is tied up in meal and wather,” said Dan .

"“ Well, I believe it is better to go with you on Saturday ;

the road's long, and it will be well to have the company of a

neighbour ; I'll be ready for you when
you call."

" Arra' blood -and-turf! to be sure it is ; nobody but friends

knows you have so much money about you, and I'll warrant

Dan Costelloe is not the man to tell any one ; bidtha hurst,"

Luke - that's the word . ”

Dan Costelloe having picked out all he wanted to know , it

was finally arranged that he was to “yoke the beast ”

Saturday morning, and call for Farrell at nine o'clock .

Notwithstanding the kindness of Dan Costelloe's arrange

ment, Luke strolled carelessly in the evening to James

M'Govern's to ask about the horse, thinking the story about

his having smashed his knees might be exaggerated, and still

thinking his money travelling companion enough . He met no

person in the place. The stable door was open , and, hearing the

crunching of a horse eating hay, he turned in to satisfy him

self. The horse stopped chewing, looked round and “ listened "

on

F2
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at him . Dan Costelloe had told the truth , and Luke Farrell felt

more satisfied with the arrangement than he previously had done.

It was much later than the hour settled upon before Dan

Costelloe called at LukeFarrell's , on Saturday morning, and

he was ready waiting. His breeches ' pocketswere buttoned

tight ,and the blue shooting-coat buttoned over them .

" Why, then , what kept you , Dan ? I'm afraid we'll be late

enough," said Luke.

" There's a shoe loose on the mare, ” said Dan, " and I sent

forthat fellow , Murneen , to drive a couple of nails in it, but,

bad cess to him , he's away at a funeral. Come, up with you,

Mr. Farrell, we'll get them in at M‘Gurk’s, upon the road ;

John's gone across the mountain . He'll be at the stile before us .

Luke Farrell did notlike the delay, but he thought the less

objection he now made the better, sohe got up andaway they

drove.

That night, about eleven o'clock, the horse and car were

brought home by a man named Thomas M'Dermott, brother to

the friend for whom the Costelloes borrowed the money.

Having put up the horse, he took the footpath across tħe

mountain again, late as it was, and returned with Dan and

John Costelloe in about an hour after.

Luke Farrell did not return with them, andthenext day

they gave out that he took the late coach for Dublin , on his

way to America. In about ten days afterwards Mr. Finley,

the schoolmaster, received a letter from Mr. Farrell from Liver

pool, which, if there were any persons in the villagewho had

the curiosity to ask , or in any way to doubt whether Luke

Farrell had really gone to America or not, was sufficient to

answer all such questions and allay their doubts.

PART II .

I was sitting in my room one sultry afternoon , in the end of

August, with my whole paraphernalia for fly - tying before me.

I knew where two or three very large trout had been basking

in the sun all day, wagging their broad tails, and dropping

down a few yards with the stream , and then working up again

to the same point, sucking downevery black midge that touched

the surface of the water— " smoking their pipes," as we fisher

men call it. I knew that they would rise freely after sunset,

and I was in the act of tying a small black iy with silver

twist and a stare's wing, when a knock came to the door. It

was my " private orderly," who told me there were two women

below stairs who wanted to speak to me.
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You may imagine that I was in novery ready plight to go

down stairs, with an unfinished fiy in my fingers, and my

feathers spread out at the mercy of any breath of wind which

mightcapriciously pay them a visit.

“Desire one of them to come up ," said I, while I continued

to finish my black midge.

Presently I heard a distressed step upon the stairs ; an

elderly woman entered , and , making a lowcurtsey, said, “ She

wanted to trouble myhonour.” She was ina great heat, and

seemed very much excited, and she added , “ Would I ask your

honour for a glass of water ? ”

“ Most certainly ,” said I. " Sit you down, ma'am, and you
shall have it in a moment."

I then went into the inside room , and procured it from the

croft which was upon my dressing table ; and seeing that the

poor woman was in such a heat, I unlockeda cupboard, and,

throwinga glass of sherry into the tumbler, I handed it to her.

She drank it off at a draught, and then drew a long, heavy

breath. “ Ah, then , God bless your honour ! that drink saved

my life,” she said ; " that's if it is safe ,” she added . “May-be

your honour 'd give the little girl that's below the like of that,

for she's worse than what I am ; and a good right she has, for

she carried the box a’most the wholeway, an ' she's fairly kilt

that's what she is, my poor little Cil !"

“Is the poor thing silly ? ” said I.

“ God's mercy, no, your honour, the farthest in the world

from it ; but her name is Cicely, and she used to be called “ Cil '

for fondness. God bless her ! I think she saved my life--that's

ifit issafe. But she'll tell you the whole thing herself, so she

will. My poor little colleen !”

Perceiving that she was herself much better of the draught,
I said

" Well, ma'am , Inay I ask your name, and the nature of your
business ? "

“ You are the chief,' sir , aren't you ? " was her reply .

“ Yes, ma'am , I'm the chief.”

My name's Honor Mitchell, sir, widow of old Jack

Mitchell, of Ballyfree,if you know where that is ? ”

I assured herI did not .

" Nor old Jack Mitchell ? "

" Nor old Jack Mitchell.”

Well, well, to be sure ; I thought everybody knew Jack

Mitchell of Ballyfree,God rest his soul; he was the best man

ever lived , or ever will live in the townland," and she wiped

her face and drew a sigh .

" Well, Mrs. Mitchell, tell me at once what is your business,
or what I can do for you ."

66
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“ Very little -- not much - nothing at all for me I'm afraid ,

but Icame to lay the truth before you, and sure you'll do what

you like when you hear it."

** Perhaps not; butI'll do what I can , at all events, if I can
be of use.”

Honor Mitchell then proceeded to give me a hurried sketch

of Luke Farrell; that he had lodged for sometime inher house,

and how , abont four monthspreviously, he hadleft Ballyfree in

company with Dan and John Costelloe, and had never after

wards been seen or heard of: he was known to have a large

sum of money in his pocket the day he left. She heard that

Mr. Finley, the schoolmaster, got a letter from him from Liver

pool, and she believed there were several who had seen it, and

this had satisfied their minds; but she never felt quite sure

about it, for he had leftabox full of papers behind him , which

he was always very carefulof, and kept it lockedand hid under

his bed. “ I kept it safe ," she continued , “and said nothing

about it to man or mortal ever since , hopin every day to hear

from Mr. Farrell about it, for he knew wellI could read ;

many's the paper I witnessed for him ; but I doubt the poor

man will ever write another scroul, for no later than yesterday

the little colleen overheard a conversation about the same

papers, and there were a few words thrown in now and then

that must have meant poor Luke, and that gives me troubleon

his account ; but it is well the little girl heard what shedid,

and I lost no time in bringing in the papers, box and all, to

your honour for safety. "

“ Have you any good reason,” said I, “to suppose that

Luke Farrellwas unfairlydealt with ?”

" Sure your honour will hear what Cil has to say, and you'll

know better than I can as to that. I know that he had up

wards of a hundred pounds in his pocket the morning he left

Ballyfree, in company with Danand John Costelloe, and that

he never came back . But will I call herself up until you hear
what she has to say ? "

" Yes, I must hear it from herself. "

Mrs. Mitchell then called up Cil. The child appeared

rather sunburnt than originally of a dark cast ; she had a re

markably clear tinge of skin. Her hair was raven black, and

her teeth uncommonly white and well set, whileher eyes were

of a bright brown - busy and intelligent. Finding that what

she had to say was of great importance, Itook out some paper ,

and requested her to repeat it slowly, while I wrote it down.

She stated that on the previous afternoon Honor Mitchell

sent her to Michael Brennan's public -house at the cross- roads,

about a mile from Ballyfree, for one or two little matters.

There was no person at home but Mrs. Brennan . When she had
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got what she wanted she was coming away, but, as she came to

the door, she saw Dan and John Costelloe walking up the road,

and she turned back. She said to Mrs. Brennan that she hoped

they wouldpass by, as she would not like them to see her,for

John Costelloe thought to make free with her once before, and

threatened , the nexttime he met her, he would not let her off so

easy. She went behind the door of an inside room , hoping they
wouldpass, but they came into theshop, and she heard Dantell

Mrs. Brennan to bring themup half a pint of whiskey. This

frightened her very much , for she had no way of escape; but

seeing the shutter of a press-bed lying open against thewall in

the far corner of the room , she had just timeto dart in behind

it . There she stood , breathless with terror ; she could not see

them, but could hear every word they said . Dan Costelloe

began

“ I wonder what keepsTom ; he's behind time. Look there,

' tis near three o'clock ; and half-past two was the hour.”

“ Pshawl man , that old turnip of his isn't worth a pin ; I

often told you to part it and get a decentone. I wouldn't keep

it . Dan - mind my words -- part it, or it may bring you into
trouble yet. "

" No, faith , John ; that's where I'd be a fool in earnest.

' Tis safer with me than if I parted it ; sure I don't put it in my

pocket once a quarter, and wouldn't now but for Î fixed half

past two for Tom ."

Well, Dan, if the same watch fell to me, I'd sink it in the

lough, or throw it over the rocks after him , sooner than I'd be

keeping it . Take my advice. I suppose Tom will soon be here

now ; but what do you mean to do, Dan ? ”

" To do ! why, to get hold of the papers,to be sure, at any

risk . I'll warrant there's money along with them ; he never

left himself that bare, foryou know he meant to come back.

The papers -- the papers, I say , and all that's in the house

belonging to him .

" She won't give them up, Dan ; she's as stout as a bull.”.

“ Won't she ? athen may -be she won't ! faith, an’ if she

doesn't she might do worse, John. We might send her the

short cutto America, after Luke ; eh, Jack, my boy ? "

“ No, Dar, you won't do any such thing

Just then the door opened, and another man came in ; she

did not know his voice, but the Costelloes called him Tom .

Dan asked him what kept him , and he said he was full time

enough . Dan told him they were going to take away any

papers belonging to Luke Farrell they could find in Honor

Mitchell's house, a -Sunday night ; that he might depend upon

it there was money in the box where the papers were, and that

he should have his share, if he'd come. He replied that “ they
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ought to let well enough alone ; they had done enough already,

and , if his advice was taken , they'd never lookafterpapers, or

money, or anything else ; if they did, to mind what he said,

they'd be sorry for it but once, and that would be all the days

of their lives." Dansaid, “ if theyoung chap ever comes home,

he may be down on all them that didn't pay up, and find out,

or suspect something. I'm for the papers, boys ; I know we'll

be aptto get some money along with them ; that fellow couldn't

live without afew pounds to come and go upon in his keeping

--the papers, I say , and that a - Sunday night; here, boys, help

yourselves, I'll stand another half-pint- come, boys!"

" No, nor the devil a dhrop moreyou'll drink to -day, Dan ,

and I tell you wanst for all to lave things as they are, or you'll

be sorry ." said Tom .

“ Not through your manes, Tom , I hope . "

" No, that'snot what I mane, and you know that very well,

Dan Costelloe, butI give you my advice as a rale friend - if it
was anything else, I wouldn't be here now ."

"Well, I believe you, Tom ,and perhaps you're right; here,

give us your hand, man, I didn't mean that. Come, let us be

off ; if you won't come, Tom , we won't go, that's all about it

here, Mrs. Brennan , take the half pint out of this, " he added ,

leaving the room , and they all went out.

She remained quiet for several minutes, until Mrs. Brennan

came and told her they weregone clear off. She then went home

as fast as she could , and told it allto Mrs. Mitchell- - ; " and we

only waited," interrupted that old dame, “ until it was dark, to

lock up the house, your honour, and come away withour lives,

and we brought the papers with us; and there's the box, your

honour, for all theworld as Luke Farrell left it the last morning

he set eyes on Ballyfree .” .

I then sent Mrs. Mitchell and Cil to a lodging -house hard

by, rode over to a neighbouring magistrate, and told him the

whole story ; he fixed the following day to meet two or three

other magistrates, to examine the girl , and consult on what

steps ought to be taken . I ascertained at the Bank, in the

meantime, that there were upwards of four hundred and eighty

pounds lying to the credit of Luke Farrell, with one half-year's

interest some time over -due, and undemanded. Luke Farrell

had not called at the Bank ,or lodged any money at the time that

he left Ballyfree with the Costelloes. For someyears past, and

until the last gale was due, he had beenvery punctual and

regular in drawing the interest , and re -lodging it, with some

addition from his pocket.

Primed and loaded with this information , I attended the

meeting of the magistrates . They re -examined the girl , and

after some consultation (which I did not think the case re
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quired) , a warrant was made out for the arrest of the Cos
telloes.

The box was then opened. It contained a heterogeneous

collection of papers -old promissory notes and We O. U.s,

partly paid up ; lists of persons who owed small sums ; lists of

rates of bonuses to be added to the sumis lent, according to

the amount in an extraordinary tabular form ; memorandums,

or bank receipts for lodgments, with the amount of interest

drawn and added . There was a sum of fourteen pounds in

bank notes and silver, and last of all there was a short will,

without date, written in a large, clear hand , to the following

effect :

“ In the name of God , Amen ! I, Luke Farrell, of Bally

free, having all my senses about me,make this my first and last

will and testament ; that is to say , I lcave all the money which

lies in my name in the Bank at s- to my son , Hugh Farrell,

if he be still alive, and if he be dead (for the which may God

forgive me ! ) , I leave all the said money to the Right Rev. Dr.

-, in trust, to be disposed of in charitable purposes, and for

the good of the holy and true Church , provided it be satisfac

torily proved to the said Right Rev. Dr.
that

my
said son ,

Hugh Farrell, be actually dead, and died unmarried, or without

leaving lawfulwife or children . And if the said Hugh Farrell
should leave a lawful wife or children , they shall be entitled to

all the said money."

Having replaced the papers in the box, I took the warrant

to apprehend the Costelloes, and the magistrates left for their

respective homes.

I left my quarters about midnight, and arrived at Ballyfree

before the first pale streak of approaching day betrayed the
dawn. The village lay in deep and silent repose -- not even

a watchful cur was heard to growl, as we stole towards the

Costelloes' house.

When I knocked and demanded admittance , Daniel Costelloe

at once got up, and opened the door ; they were both at home.

We instituted a most minute search in the house, and on

the premises, in expectation of finding something belonging to

Luke Farrell — the watch , for instance, which he was known to

have carried , but no such thing ; nor did we find any money

beyond seventeen pence in Dan's tobacco -box .

I left a first- rate hand at that kind of thing, with two

others, behind me, to continue the search , with directions, as

soon as there was sufficient light, to have the garden closely ex

amined , in case the body of Luke Farrell might have been

buried there for that he had been murdered I entertained not

a doubt-- but no trace or vestige could be found of his body, or

anything that could lead to a discovery of his fate.
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I returned home with my prisoners. Wecame over the

mountain by the pathway. It was a beautiful morning ; the

larks were not singing,for it was too late in the season , but they

were awake and happyin the grass . The purple tops of the moun

tains were beginning to acknowledge the first golden tinge of a

glorious sunrise, while portions of the valleys were still clothed

with the white shroud of a dense fog, through which the corn

fields showed dimly, with stooks magnified into twice their

real size, and, in some instances, the broad, yellow surface of

the flat, uncut corn hung heavy with excess of dew , through

which the “ red poppies peered, with corn -flowers' heavenly

blue . " Across the hill came, first, a solitary crow , with slow

and steady wing; then came another, and another - then four

or five--then too many to count before they got mixed in their

flight and had passed by - then the whole army: they had

fixed upon the district ofBallyfree for that morning's occupa

tion . The cobwebs were all visible, in various shapesand forms,

composed of fairy strings of almost invisible pearls - like Lilli

putian lace patterns hung in a monster shop; some were like the

crowns for babies' caps, starred out from a tiny circle in the

centre , and edged round with silver fringe; others were like

long pieces of narrow lace , that might be sold by the yard,

hanging in festoons from the point of one heather - bell to

another. Talk of French flowers in the window of a monster

shop, indeed ! I tell you the most beautiful and expensive

varietythey ever possessed could not bear comparison with that

sprig of broken heath upon yon bank, or evenwith that com

mon lover's daisy lying across the path . Talk not at all of

monster shops, or the beauty and variety of the goods displayed

in them ; you would never mention one of them , if you had

been with me upon the mountain's brow that morning, as the

first blush of the rising sun threw its golden rays intothe am

phitheatre of Ballyfree. Monster shops, indeed !--no, they
have all toomany storeys, and the ceilings are too low, and

there is not half light, and you must turn, first this wayand

thenthat, to catch the proper colour of what you are looking

at. Oh, no ! the only real monster shop I was ever in had but

one storey, and the ceiling was ever so many thousand feet

high, and was painted a beautiful pure blue , and there was

light enough to see the goods, and I stood in the middle of it

on that morning upon the hill -side at Ballyfree.

About two o'clock that day the prisoners were brought

before the magistrates and examinedseparately ; they both had

the same story : that they had given Luke Farrell a seat on their

car to s
where he parted with them , saying he wanted to

go to the Bank to lodge a trifle of money. " No," said Dan to

him , “but to draw it all out and take it with you ." “ No,” he
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replied , " I'm not such a fool, Dan ; 'twill be safer where it is ;

I'll take but a trifle with me, and have the rest to the good

when I come back again, and bring Hugh with me, with the

blessing of God ." John said he met him again later in theday,

and that he said he was going to start by the coach for Dublin,

on his wayto Liverpool, and from that to America.

Matt. Finley,the schoolmaster, was examined , and produced

the letter. It bore the Liverpool and Dublin post-marks,

besides that of the country post town of the district, and was

as follows:

“DEAR MATT., - This comes to you, hoping to find you in

good health, as it leaves me at present, thank God for it ! I

made no delayin S--- the day I left Ballyfree, but came on

to Dublin by the night coach. I didn't wish to fret the neigh

bours by saying I would not come back , or by taking my leave

of them , forthey were all very partial to me, particularly the

Costelloes, whowere my best friends. I never let on to the

Costelloes that I was going, untilthe coach was almost ready

to start, when I met Johnon the bridge and told him : indeed,

he cried like a child, and wanted me to wait till May, but I

couldn't. Give my love to Honor Mitchell, and the Costelloes,

and M'Govern. Tell Billy Carney not to fret about the trifle

he was behind ; he's welcome to it, and any other of the neigh

bours that was short. We had a very stormy voyage from

Dublin to here. This is a very large town'entirely, or city I

believe I should call it . The shipsin the river is as thick as

the heath upon the mountain behind Tim Fennelly's, there are

so many masts. I sail on Friday in a ship called the ' Erin -go

bragh ; she's a very fineship, bigger than your school-house a

great deal ; she's bound for New York, where I'll be, with the

blessingthey say, in threeweeks. You know I'm gone to look

for Hugh, or nothing would makeme leave Ballyfree. I hope,

dear Matt.,this will find you well, and all inquiring friends ;

but, as I had some time to spare before I sail, and as you know

it's no trouble to me to write, I thought I'd let you know where

I am , that your mind may be easyabout me,as I came away

without so much as “ bannacth -lath ;' particularly the Costelloes,

who were my best friends. Tell them not to be uneasy, as I'll

never forget their kindness to me the day I left them, and

Thomas M'Dermott, though he doesn't belong to Ballyfree, but

I saw him once or twice, and he's a decent, well -behaved boy.

-Dear Matt. , I remain , your loving friend,

“ LUKE FARRELL .

“ P.S. - Dear Matt. , tell the neighbours not to be uneasy

about me, particularly the Costelloes. Ihope JemmyM'Govern

horse is better. ”
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Finley swore positively that this letter was in Luke Farrell's

handwriting, with which he was well acquainted ; so did one

or two others; and, after a consultation upon the whole case,

the evidence being quite insufficient to detain them , the Cos

telloes were discharged. I retained the letter, and subsequently

compared it with the documents in the box, known to be in

Farrell's handwriting, and was convinced that the letter was

not written by the same hand ; besides, there was too much

about the Costelloes in it to please me. I considered the fact of

the money still remaining in the Bank to Luke Farrell's credit

a very suspicious circumstance, if the man bad really gone to

America ; but felt that nothing further could be done, unless

freshevidence could be procured.

One year and eight months subsequent to the above trans

actions, Constable Harvey reported that, on the evening before,

a man had been most inhumanly beaten at the threeroads of

Cm, and he had broughthim tothe police barrack , where he

was then lying quite insensible. Harvey was very much afraid

he hadbeen murdered : he had not spoken a word, and none of

the police or neighbours knew who he was. In less than ten

minutes I was mounted and awayto the scene. The district

doctor was there, and had very little hopes of his recovery ; he

had been frightfully beaten about thehead and body ; there

was one slight fracture of the skull, “ not dangerous, per se ,"

the doctor said , but he feared that he was inwardly hurt - he

had resisted all stimulants, and lay, to appearance,dead. He

had been washed and cleaned, and exhibited the features of a

very youngand handsome man . He had avaluable ring upon

one of his fingers . Constable Harveyhad been on patrol, and

was the first to discover him lying onthe road ; at least, if any

one had previously seen him , they had “ passed by upon the

other side."

Singular to say, a silver watch and chain , and so much as

sixteensovereigns and some silver, had beenfound on his per

son ; so that it was evident either that robbery was not in

tended, or that the perpetrators had been disturbed before they

had time to complete their design . There were no letters or

documents, however, by which it could be ascertained who the

young man was. This was on Friday. Thursday evening he

had been beaten ; and on Saturday, about two o'clock, there

was a meeting of the magistrates of the district to inquire into

the matter .

This meeting was held at the petty sessions- house of the

district, about a mile from the place where the outrage took

place, and, as usual upon such occasions, there was a considerable

crowd about the door. A policeman was posted outside for the
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purpose of keeping the people from the window, and I observed

him pushing a young boy from the corner of the sashtwo or

three times, who pertinaciously attempted to return . I took an

opportunity of entering into conversation with the policeman ,

and the moment the boy saw himengaged with me, he returned

to his spud at the side of the window . I then told the man not

to interrupt him further, but to keep his eye upon him, and I

walked uptheroad, still keeping him in view .

Immediately opposite the sessions-house door, and at some

little distance down another road, stood the gable- end of a

public - house. At the end of this house stood a tall, stout

young man, looking timidly around the corner. What first

attracted my attention was , that he had a clean shirt on , and

was evidently dressed in his Sunday suit, which was very

unusual, as the day was Saturday ; his shirt-neck was open,

and he had on a bran new coat and breeches, a new Caroline

hat, a pair of beautifully -knit blue worsted stockings, and

pumps--not a speck upon him from top to toe ; and it was

Saturday !

6 What can be the cause of it ? ” thought I. "Can he be

going to, or returning from a dance ? or, perhaps, he is fresh

from a wedding. No,I have it,” thought I again , " he is fresh
from , perhaps — a murder," and I quietly returned into the
sessions-room .

I beckoned Harvey, and directed him to go out carelessly,

and, without attracting his attention, to look at the man who

wasstanding at the corner of Philip Moran's public- house, and

to bring meword what he knew of him.

Theconstable returned shortly, and reported that his name

wasThomas M‘Dermott, and that he lived about three miles off,

at the foot of the mountain .

“ They say,” continued Harvey, “ there was a brother of his

• left the country ; ' but he does not live in my sub - district,

although he sometimes comes to our chapel ; I never heard any

thing against that young man - he was never before our petty
sessions."

" No," said I, " a petty -sessions court is not the one that

could deal with that man's doings. I suspect , Harvey, he was

at the beating of that poor youngman who lies above at your

barrack - I think dying. Look athim, as clean as anew pin,

with his best clothes on, and a clean, wbite shirt ; and recollect

that this is Saturday. Is that usual, or is it not ? Hehas not

moved out of that spot the whole morning, nor taken his eyes

off the boy hehas posted at the window tolisten ; it crosses my

recollection , also, that his name was mentioned as a “ decent boy '

in theletter purportingto comefrom Luke Farrell. "

“What you say is all quite right, sir, whether he was at the

beating or not; would you think of arresting him, sir ? '
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** Most decidedly, but not just yet; I must secure time for

his house and premises to besearched before the alarm of his

arrest can arrive there, but I'll keepmy eye upon him.”

I then gave Harvey directions at once to send threepolice

men to M •Dermott's house, with instructions to makea diligent

search for his every - day clothes and shoes, or anything which

could connect him with the beating ; and, calculating the time

which would bring them there,Iwould have MDermott seized ,

and detained until the result of the search should be ascertained .

Giving them due time to arrive at M‘Dermott's house, I

walked out on the road , followed by Constable Harvey . There

stood Thomas M'Dermott still. I had not lost sight of him , I

promise you, during myarrangements. I walked carelessly past

himdownthe road . I had a good opportunity of passing close

to him as I returned , for it was evident he did not suspect any

thing . When I came up to him I stopped . I saw Harvey

watchingme.

“ Well, my man, what is your name ? ” said I.

" What's my name ? ” said he.

“ Yes, thatis the question I asked ; it appears you heard

me well enough ."

“ What do you want to know for ? ” said he, hesitating, and

evidently preparingfor a move.

" Just this,” said I, springing upon him , “ that you are my

prisoner, Thomas M‘Dermott.”

He made a desperate effort to get away from me, but Harvey .

coming up in an instant, he was secured .

I then returned to the sessions- court, and, having cleared the

room , reported to the magistrates what I had done, and the

grounds upon which I hadacted . There were four magistrates

present : the chairman said he thought it was a hasty step to

arrest a man because he had a cleanshirt upon him , and hoped

I was safe in what I had done; that it was a pity I had not

consulted the Bench in the first instance ; and he did not see

upon what grounds the man could be detained. Another magis

trate nodded his acquiescence to this view .

" Just have the goodness, gentlemen," said I, “ to await the

result of the searchwhich I have directed at the prisoner's

house ; if nothing arises to implicate him , you can discharge

him . I am quite aware of the responsibility I have taken upon
myself, and am willing to bear it. "

The other two magistrates took my view of the case, and

" rather gave me credit for apprehending the man , not because

he had a clean shirt on, but because he had it on upon a

Saturday - a most unusualthing, and in the immediate neigh

bourhood of what they feared would turn out to be a barbarous

murder; they were decidedly for waiting the result of the
search ."
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It was not long delayed. Before an hour had elapsed ,

the men were seen coming across the hill with a large bundle

over one of their shoulders, slung upon the point of acarbine ;

one of the other men had three sticks. It was as I had

suspected -- theyhad the prisoner's every-day clothes, covered

with blood and dirt. Thebreast of the shirt and the waistcoat

were thickly sprinkled, as if it had suddenly spouted out upon

them , while the cuffs and sleeves of the coat were saturated

with heavy blotches, as were also the legs and knees of the

breeches. They could not find any stockings, but the shoes were

besmeared with bloody mud. To two of the sticks was attached

bloody hair, corresponding in colour with that of the unfortu

nate victim . Here, then , was abundance of justification for the

arrest of the prisoner. Here was a hostof evidence against him ,

if we could prove the clothes to belong to him , which he

strenuously denied. The magistrates were unanimous in think

ing it better not to ask him any questions, and he was committed

to gaol for further examination .

Day after day and night after night laythat poor young

man between lifeand death ; no one knew who he was --none
had ever seen him before. He could not be removed from

the barrack ; but, fortunately, the district doctor lived at no

great distance, and he did not want for medical attendance

or nursing. Another doctor was called in , and feed out of

the money found on his person ; and for days, though life

remained , there were but very slight hopes of his recovery. I

was there daily , watching the first return to consciousness

or life ; and Harvey had instructions, should he become sensible

during my absence, carefully to note every word that might
fall from him.

On the fourth morning I received a notefrom the governor

of the gaol , to say that Thomas M‘Dermott wished to see me ; he

added that I ought to go at once, as hesuspected he had some

thing of importance to communicate. I lost no time.

The first question M'Dermott asked , when the door of the

cell was shut,was— “ How was the young man -- was there any

hope that he'd get over it ? ”

“ Very little indeed - scarcely any ,” I replied.

“ 'Tis a bad job ," said he, “ but not the worst yet."

" Take care what you are about, M‘Dermott,” said I. “ Any

statement you wish to make had better bemadeto a magistrate ;

be cautious and consider well what you do, for anything which

you say to criminate yourself will be taken down in writing,

and given in evidence against you ; and, if the young man dies,

it mayinvolve your life . ”

" Well , your honour, I'm obleeged to you for telling me

that ; but I'd be glad you'd send for Mr. W- and stophere9
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yourself whileI tell him what I have to say — for say it I will,

let me live or die ; for if I don't,there's a grate dale will go un

punished that's a long time lying by ; and it was they that

drew me into that as well as this . "

** But why send for Mr. W- ? he lives a long way off ;

will notany other magistrate do equally well? ”

“ No, no, I know him so well; I couldn't tell the half of

what I have to say to anybody else, and I wish you'd stand by

yourself. Send for Mr. W- "

In the afternoon of the next day I called again with Mr.

W- M'Dermott was duly cautionedupon the effect of any

disclosure he might make, but he was still determined to make

a full confession. The magistrate took down the following

statement:

“ Upon the day that Luke Farrell left Ballyfree, in company
with Dan and John Costelloe, I met them by appointment on

the road to S- I was aware that it was the intention of

the Costelloes to delay on the road so long, that Luke Farrell

would be late for the Bank, where they knew his business was

to lodge a considerable sum of money. In this they succeeded ,

by stopping at a forge to get a shoe fastened on the horse.

They stuck close to him all day while he was in S-- , and

brought him to a public -house, just before they left the town,

where they persuaded, or almost forced him to take a tumbler

of porter with a couple of glasses of whiskey. He was the

worse of liquor when he got on the car, and itwas then closing

dark. We had twelve or fourteen miles to go, and we did not

arrive at the cross -roads of Skeeoge until itwas within one

hour of midnight. By this time Luke Farrell was getting the

betterof the liquor, and we stoppedat a small houseon the

road side, to give him another glass. Dan Costelloe told me to

take the mare and cart home round the road, and that they

would bring Luke Farrell across the mountain by the footpath

as soon as he had taken enough ,' and to make haste back to

meet them. I went home with the horse and car, and returned

to meet them by the path. When I gained the top of the

mountain , I heard the Costelloes somedistance below me on

the footpath. It was a light night by this time,and I saw them
about twenty perches from me. I saw one of the Costelloes

strike Luke Farrell and knock him down ; they then both

struck him several times about the head with heavy sticks. I

heard Dan say , " That'll do ; he's finished ; be quick now .'

Farrell never spoke a word ; he must have been very drunk .

They then stooped over him upon their knees, robbing him.

In less than a minute they stood up , and one of them said ,

Come, in with him ; and they dragged him to the edge of the
chasm and threw him over . I got frightened, and ran back to
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Ballyfree as fast as my legs could carry me. I then turned again

and met the Costelloes not far from the village. They asked

me what kept me, that they expected me long before. I said I

could not find the key of the stable for a long time, and that I

did not like to leave the mare loose on the street, and that I

came away the moment I tied her up. John said I did right

not to leave her loose, as the people might be talking if she

strayed to any of their doors. Dan said, ' You didn't meet the

old miser going home, did you ? ' John laughed , and said he'd

be an ugly customer to meet then, for anybody that was afeard

of ghosts. They said he was gone to America, and I said I

supposed it was the short cut he took , and Dan Costelloe

replied, “ You may swear it, Tom ; but bidh a hurst, we have

your share here-- so come along . I then returned with the

Costelloes, and remained with them untilnext morning. They

took eighty -four pounds and some silver from the body of Luke

Farrell, and a silver watch . Igot twenty pounds for my share ,

though I done nothing but bring home the mare and cart.

Theygot thirty -two pounds each and the watch, with whatever

silver there was. They tossed up between the watch and the

silver, and Dan won the watch. I went home the next morn

ing. The Costelloes were greatly frightened when they were

taken up and their house searched ; but when thebody was not

found, nor anything in their house, and when they were dis

charged, they were sure all was over, and took courage again.

They never kept the watchor the money in the house, but they

have the most part of it still. We could not think why Honor

Mitchell left Ballyfree so suddenly ; but we suspected it was

she who had the Costelloes taken up, on account of Luke Farrell

having lived in her house and lefta box ofpapers behindhim.

We were to have taken thesepapers from Honor Mitchellthe

Sunday night after she left Ballyfree - that is, the Costelloes

were, for I wasagainst it ; but they insisted on it . It was Dan

Costelloe himself that got the letter written to Mr. Finley ; he

got Frank Larrigan, of Cornashea, to write it, and he gave it

to aman named James Casey, who was going to America, to

put it in the post- office at Liverpool."

The portion of his statement which bore upon the case of

the young man who had been beaten was this :- “ Upon the

Thursday previous he was at the Costelloes, at Ballyfree, when

ahandsome, well-dressed young man walked up through the

village. He went direct to Honor Mitchell's house, and made

some inquiries at the door. He then went on to Luke Farrell's,

but found none of the Farrells there. He then returned to

Honor Mitchell's, and went in ; all the people of the village

were peeping at him from their doors, and the word ran through

them that it must be young Hugh Farrell. He came out of
G
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Honor Mitchell's house in a few minutes,muttering to himself,

andswearing about law and justice, and left the village. Dan

Costelloe sent a small boy after him , to watch which way he'd

go , whodogged him to Michael Brennan's public -house, where

he called for something to eat. The boy sat in a corner upob

served, and heardall the questions the youngman asked about

the Farrells and HonorMitchell. He inquired how long it was

since Mrs. Farrell died , and where she was buried ; how long

since Luke Farrell went to America, and if the Costelloes were

still living in Ballyfree. Mrs. Brennan answered all his ques

tions, and told him that, upwardsof a year and a halfago,

there had been a letter fromLuke Farrell, from Liverpool, to

Mr. Finley, the schoolmaster. He said he should see the letter,

or he would not believe a word of it ; that he knew Luke

Farrell's handwriting well, and could tell if it washis in a mo

ment. He said he'd start off that very night to S--, where

he could soon find out whether Luke Farrell went to America

or not, and that he'd let people see that he was no fool. The

boy made haste back and told us all this talk , and DanCostelloe

said , · Boys, we have no time to lose ;that's young Hugh Farrell,

as sure as I'm Dan Costelloe, and he'llwork some harm upon

us, if we don't stop his mouth . ' Tis as good to be hangedfor

a cow as a goat, if it isto be ; that's a smart, determined young

fellow , and he'll find it all out, if we don't quiet him . The

night will be very dark, and we must be at the cross -roads of

C- before him ; there's nothing else for it. ' I could not

refuse to go with them , for I was sworn to assist any brother at

his bidding. Gentlemen , you know the rest; wewere atthe

cross -roads before him , and you saw the work we made of it.

We would have robbed him , but that we heard some persons

comingtowards us with a heavy step like the police, and we

made off ; we never looked behind us. TheCostelloescame to

myhouse -- it was as short a way as they could go toBallyfree

and took a drink of water, and stoppedfor half-an -hour. They

threw their sticks in the corner, and told me to burn them , that

theyhad done enough ."

Here, then, was a pretty business - old Luke Farrell mur

dered - young Hugh Farrell, in all probability, murdered also !

No time was now to be lost. I procured an order from the

magistrate to apprehend the Costelloes, and at midnight I

surrounded their house with police. Alas! the birds were flown.

No Dan - no John Costelloe was to be found. They also knew

that notime was to be lost, and they had not lost it; they were
gone - fled .

We scoured the whole side of the country to no purpose-

they were not to be found . They had taken the alarm at

MDermott's arrest ; had put all their ill- got money together,



THE SUSPENDED SKELETON. 83

and started for America during the few days that M‘Dermott

had been meditatingthe disclosure.

We then proceeded to make another search for the body of

old Farrell. We went to the fissure and chasm in the moun

tain . In many places we wereobliged to creep throughnarrow

passages upon our hands and knees ; in some, to climb up

smooth, slippery rocks, rendered practicable only by round ex

crescences formed here and there by the incrustations of the

constant dropping from the roof above . One advantage in our

searchwe had, which was, that the body having been thrown

over from above, must be in some of the open portion of the

fissure, where we would have light to explore .

On we went through this long, cavernous fissure to the very

end, poking into every nook,behind every rock , but no remains

of a human body could we discover .

Suddenly we heard fearful exclamations of surprise from one

of the men, at a short distance from us . He was pointing up

wards with his finger, while his head was turned away ; others

had their faces buried in their hands. Casting my eyes in the

direction, I beheld a sight which I shall never forget. There

hung, upon a blasted stump of ash , about thirty feet above us,

all that remained of Luke Farrell. When thrown over the

edge of the chasm , the sharp stump had caught him by, the

stomach, just under the breast. His legs and arms hung all

fours, towards the ground , something like the figure ofa brazen

sheep over the door of a woollen -draper's shop. Nothing re

mained of his clothes but a small portion of the coat about the

shoulders : it was a frightful spectacle. The shoes clung to the
bare bones of the insteps and heels, and his uneven and ill

formed teeth gripned most horribly . There was no doubt it

was the skeleton of Luke Farrell, which had hung there for

twenty months, exposed to the burning sun of summer and the

cold frost of winter. How many a gluttonous feast did the

kite, the raven , the scarecrow , and thehawk make during that

period! nay, did they not rend the garments piecemeal from

the unconscious corpse to gorge upon its purple flesh ? No
wonder that the bones alonewere left.

We procured ladders and ropes and a large basket,and ulti

mately succeeded in removing the bones whole and complete,

amidst a constant uproar of instructions, and a contrariety of

directions, as to "the only plan."

A large crowd had assembled above, some of whom made

their way into the chasm below , but made their wayout of it

again in half the time, telling others whom they met, “ For the

love of God, not to go in - that the sight would never leave

their eyes." ' I need not repeat the broken sentences and ejacu

iationsthat passed from one to another of the women whowere
G 2
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there, some of them with children in their arms, knowing no

thing of whatwas going on , but bawling lustily, and struggling

for a bunch of heath, or a bouhalawn bui, until their mothers

quieted them with a " whist alanah , whist, oh see ! sure the

dead man's coming out of the cave, and he'll ate you . "

The skeleton was at length got out, and stretched upon a

door, and brought down to Brennan's public-house, wherean

inquest was held the following day. The doctor swore that the

skull had been fractured in three places, any oneof which in

juries must have caused death. One or two other witnesses

were examined , who had seen the parties together, and a

verdict was returned of wilful murder against Dan and John

Costelloe.

The bones of poor Luke Farrell were placed in a coffin and

decently buried in the old churchyard of Rilburren, about two

miles from Ballyfree. Constable Harvey started the same day

for Liverpool, in hopes that he might arrive in time to prevent

the Costelloes getting off to America, but wrote, by the next

post, to say he had ascertained that Daniel and John Costelloe

had sailed for New York, in a ship called “ The Brothers,” two

days before he had arrived in Liverpool. They had entered

their names as Daniel and John Costigan. Hehad no doubt,

from a conversation he had with the ship -agent, that they were

the same .

All this time poor Hugh Farrell was slowly creeping from

behindthe cloud of death . He was now conscious, andbegan
to recollect all that had taken place. He was still very weak,

but the doctors had pronounced him out of danger .

Thomas M'Dermott at first feared that Hugh Farrell would

have died , and that he might be hanged for the murder, if

he did not save himself by " turning ;” and, now that his

recovery was rapidly progressing, and that the Costelloes had

made their escape, he felt inclined to regret his confession . He
could not now be received as king's evidence, as there was no

person to be tried but himself, andhe felt that thedisclosure he
had made would change the case against him from a gross

assault upon the son , involving, at most, transportation for life,

to that of murder upon the father, affecting his very life itself.

The weather about this time underwent a very sudden

change, and for several days became wet and stormy; on one

nightit blew a perfect hurricane.

“ I have often heard it said , that a man who is born to be

hanged will never be drowned,'" said I, layingdown a Dublin

newspaper thethird morning after Harvey had returned fro
Liverpool. “Tell the mounted man to get ready at once," I

continued to my servant, who just then came into the room ,

“ to go to Constable Harvey with a letter. " He made his exit
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with a "yes, sir," and I took up the paper to read the paragraph

over again :--

“ Total loss of the ship• Brothers,' upon the coast of Wex
ford - dreadful loss of life. " Then followed a detailed account

of the shipwreck of “ The Brothers, ” bound from Liverpool to

New York with a valuable cargo , and a number of emigrants

on board. Amongst the lost was the name " John Costigan ,"

andamongst those saved was “ Daniel Costigan, " with (brother
to John lost ) in a parenthesis after the name. The account

stated that the vessel was a total wreck , and that everything

was lost - the survivors were in a miserable state , some almost

naked - others totally so ; and many much bruised and hurt by

beingcastby the waves against the rocks. They had , however,

been hospitably treated by the inhabitants, who had supplied

them with clothes and food, and lodged them in an old mill,

until they could hear from their friends, or be sufficiently
recovered to return home.

Harvey and another policeman were soon dispatched tothe

little town upon the coast of Wexford to arrest Dan Costelloe.

On the sixthday they returned with the prisoner, and Dan

Costelloe was forthwith committed to gaol, tostand his trial for

the murder of Luke Farrell.

Time, like an iron shroud, closed daily in upon Dan Costel

loe's doom - he felt it creeping aroundhimto a point which he

thought he could almost touch with his finger , and he knew

that it must soon crush him with a cold , unsparing grasp .

The assizes were approaching nearer and nearer, andhe was

conscious that there was no hope of escape. Guilty he knew he

must be ; guilty he knew he was. Should he give up allhopes,

and say so, and pray for forgiveness ; or should he take the

chances of the law , deny his guilt, and meet his fate as a man
---Which ?

The assizes came round, and there stood Dan Costelloe in the

dock — his cheeks not pale but flushed, his eyes rollingfiery and

frightened glances around ; and, now and then , a sudden con

traction of the forehead and brow betokened bodily pain. The

indictment was read, and the prisoner asked ,was beguilty, or

not guilty ?"

Guilty, guilty !” he cried, looking wildly around him

“ there he is-- stop, John - take your knees off his breast, I say

-give him air --stop, John , I say - keep him back , I tell you—

keep him back, or he'll go over -- take him out of that - look at

his teeth - push back his eyes, they'll drive me mad. Guilty, my

lord - see there ! look at the mark of his scattered snaggled teeth

in the back of my hand still; they'll never leave it , my lord - see,

John, how he froths at the mouth ! Guilty, my lord. Loose



86 THE BANKER OF BALLYFREE .

your teeth, Luke, dear,or you'll take the knuckles off me. Take

him out of that, John - oh, wasn't it well for you that went to

the bottom , money and all —-see, there he is again , take him out

of that, I say ; " and with many morewild and frantic expres

sions, uttered with the rapidity of thought, the unfortunate

man , apparently terrified by some unseen object, became quite
exhausted, and fell over against the side of the dock .

The judge immediately directed a physician to be called .

Having examined the prisoner in the dock, he pronounced the

unfortunate man to be at that moment labouring under brain

fever, and recommended that not a moment should be lost in

getting him into the gaol hospital. This was immediately

done ; the poor man wassent off in a coveredvan to the gaol,

continuing to rave in an incoherent and frightful manner. The

judge directed the clerk of the Crown not to receive the plea,

and the trial was postponed until the next assizes.

Before that day week, the burning fever had done its work ,

and unfortunate Daniel Costelloe was an inmate of the cold and

narrow prison of the grave.

His last moments were fearful. He never for one instant

became tranquil, or recovered his senses ; but for five days and

nights appearedas ifhe was in some frightful struggle for life

and death with Luke Farrell , giving utterance to expressions of

the same terrified character asthosehe had uttered in the dock.

It took two men to hold him ,at times, to prevent mischief; and

he died at the end of a desperate struggle to free himself from

Poor Hugh Farrell recovered slowly to learn all thesethings.

He took the necessary steps to constitute himself the legal repre

sentative of his unfortunate father, took possession frommeof

the box of papers, every one of which, except the will, he

burned in my little parlour. He drew the money out of the

Bank , and having made Honor Mitchell a present of ten pounds,

and young Cil a present of thirty to help her marriage, he

returned to New York , where he is still, I believe, a rich and

independent merchant. Before he went he sat a whole evening

with me, and gave me a most interesting and extraordinary

account of his passages and exploits, from the day that he

started full speed from his father's door, until he returned to

find his mother's heart broken , and his father's hearth in

possession of a stranger - his father himself - where ?

It would extend this narrative to too great a length were I

to detail his story here ; besides, it is well worthy of a separate
consideration foritself, and I may, some day or other, present it

to you in such a form .

One word about “ Colleen a mithol.” She had been hired as

helper at the rector's house, where she soon became a great

their grasp
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favourite, and was advanced to be housemaid ; and the beauty

of her cap and pink ribbons would surprise you , to say nothing

of the eyes which were beneath them ; no wonder, by the time

she was eighteen or nineteen, if she caught the fancy of a fine,

handsome young policeman at the station close by ; and the
little girl who was once poor Cil— “ Colleen mithol ”_has

long since been “ the sergeant's wife," and the mother of half a

score young peelers and peelers' wives.



THE REPRIEVE ;

OR,

THE WILD JUSTICE OF REVENGE.

In the year 18— , the body of a beautiful boy, of abouteight

or nine years old, was found drowned in a quarry -hole in the
county of in which I was then stationed. Some marks,

which might have been of violence, or received while struggling

for life amongst the sharp rocks which formed the sides of the

hole, but which looked more like the former, made it desirable

that the inquest should be conducted with the strictest and

most searching minuteness.

Having heard of the occurrence at an early hour in the

morning, I at once proceeded to the spot, andwas fortunate

enough to arrive before any crowd had collected , which might

have altered the appearance of the place, so as to frustrateme

in making such observations as might be of usein tracing the

melancholy event to its source. It was generally supposed to

have been purely accidental; and as it was known that the boy

had been in the habit of resorting to the place for the amuse

ment of fishing, I was not prepared to think otherwise ; besides,
Edward O'Connor - such was his name — was very justly a

prime favourite with the whole parish, and itwould be difficult

to suppose any motive for violence towards him. I, however,

made the police form a cordon for the purpose ofkeeping off

the people, who had by this time begun to assemble in consider

able numbers ; and by this means , with the assistance of an

intelligent member of the force, I was enabled to make such

observations as the place admitted of, and the nature of the

facts required. We found evident marks of footsteps upon one

part of the bank , which could not have been the boy's — they

were those of a man's shoe, with the usual description of nails

worn by the country people; there were also the marks of a

foot without any shoe, but which appeared to have had a
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stocking on ; and what struck me as most remarkable was, that

in every instance the mark of this foot proved to be that of the

left, nor could we, upon the most minute search, find one of

those latter marks made by the right foot, while those which

were marked by the shoes were right and left indiscriminately.

There was also a small fishing-rod found upon the bank, broken .

On examining the body, there were found one or twocuts , as if

inflicted by sharp stones, upon the face and forehead , and the

tops ofthe fingers were much torn, apparently in the effort to

lay hold upon the sides of the rocks, inthe struggle between life

and death ; but there was one cut upon the back of the head

which it was more difficult to account for . A surgeon was

examined, who stated that none of the wounds were sufficient to

have caused death , and, in the absence of any further evidence,

a verdict of “ Found drowned " was recorded . Although I

could not quarrel with the verdict, my mind was by no means
satisfied upon the subject.

This boy was the son of a very respectable man , named

Thomas O'Connor, who had some years before proved suc

cessful as a rival in courtship with a man named Terence

Delany. Delany was a tall, handsome, active young man, and

a great favourite amongst a certain class of young women in the

neighbourhood . He was, however, wild , thoughtless, and un

principled , and his habits and occupations were suchas to cause
the general remark , that he would never turn out well. Certain

it is, that no cock - fight, dog - fight, or other disreputable

meeting took place in the parish ,which was not got up and

conducted by Terence Delany ; and it was soon plainly foretold ,

that, if he did not change his ways, they would bring him to
disgrace and shame.

O'Connor was the very reverse of all this : he was a cheerful,

gay, industrious, well-principled young man, the pride of his

father's cottage, and the delight of all who knew him . He was

anonly son, and well to do in the world ; and, although not so

tall or so handsome as Delany, it was no great wonder, that

upon a fair comparison of their respective merits, backed as he

was by the good word of everybody, he should have carried the

heart of Mary M.Kenzie - who was a good , sensible girlmin

opposition to his handsomer but less worthy rival.

Delany had early perceived that his game was lost if left to

honourable competition between him and O'Connor ; and pre

tending not to have taken his failure to heart in any way, or

indeed to have entertainedany further aspirations or intentions

towards the object of their common addresses, did all in his

power to conciliate O'Connor, and, if possible, to create at least

à fair understanding between them , in hopes of being able to

induce him to join him and his companions in their amusements,
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representing them as innocentand manly, fitted for youngmen

of their class and time of life, but with the deep and secret hope

of leading him , step by step, into disgrace, or perhaps into com

mitting some transportablecrime, so as to get the stage clear for

himself altogether . O'Connor was, however, proof against all

his temptations, and , ere long, became the husband of Mary

M.Kenzie.

Delany now, stung, by vexation, disappointment, and

wounded pride, plunged more recklessly than ever into ex

cesses ; nevertheless, towards O'Connor he became, perhaps,

even more than usually civil, although a vow of revenge, which

was limited neither as to extent nor time, was registered in his

heart against him . Annoyed, too, by the jests and bantering

of his companions at his want of success, he became irritated

and morose, and more abandoned in his character every day,

giving wayto the worst passions of his nature ; so that it was

not without justice he became suspected of being concerned in

most of the daring outrages which took place not only in that

immediate peighbourhood, but within a range of some miles.

It was, however, soon evident, that with a police force in the

district, which, even at the early period of which I speak, had

becomewell- organised and efficient, such doings couldnot go on

very long without being detected ; and, accordingly, one night

Delany was apprehended in the act of carrying away a portion

of the carcase of asheep which he had just slaughtered, and

divided with his guilty associates. This was a crime which had

just then becomeof frequent occurrence in the district, andvery

little doubt was now entertained that the ringleader of the

depredations had been caught, and that a remedy for the evil

was at hand.

About two hours previous to the detection of Delany in the

above act, a turf -stack in the rear of O'Connor's house had

been set on fire and consumed, and strong suspicion rested upon

Delanyas the author, as a commencement to the night's work

inwhich the sheep was killed. It happened, unluckily, that in

this latter case O'Connor was compelled to give evidence against

him . On being examined , he swore that he had been from

home on the night his turf-stack was burned, and on his return

at a late hour, in company with a friend, he met Delany at a

sudden turn of the road, with something like asack or bag across

his shoulder - this was atthe corner ofa short lane leading into

the field in which the sheep was killed ; that he saw Delany

turning out of the lane into the road, before he knew who it

was ; that, upon Delany perceiving him , he appeared very much

annoyed andconfused , and swore an oath that, “ go where he

would, O'Connor was there before him ; ” upon which the other

replied , “ The next place you go, I hope I'll neither be there
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before nor after you .” This was corroborated by the person

who was in company with O'Connor at the time, and with the

evidence of the police, who shortly after apprehended Delany.

He was convicted, and sentenced to seven years' transportation.

Upon his being removed from the dock,he looked fiercely at

O'Connor, who was in one of the side-boxes, and exclaimed,

" It's a long lane that has no turning ; yourself or your son

may be at home before me.”

More than twoyears beyond the term for which Delany bad

been transported had expired , and nothing had as yet been

heard of him , which was indeed a subject of much joy to the

whole neighbourhood. O'Connor had now four children, of

whom Edward, the boy found drowned, was the eldest, and

peace and happiness pervaded the whole district, until the

latter, at least, was interrupted by the melancholy event we
have described .

Edward O'Connor had frequently goneover to his aunt's,

who lived not far off, and was very fondof him ; and as he had ,

in caseof wet or severe weather, often remained there for the
night, his absence on the occasion in question suggested no
alarm in the minds of his father or mother, till they were

aroused from their sleep, at day -break the next morning, by the

sad intelligenceof what had happened.

When poor little O'Connor had been some five or six weeks .

numbered with the sleeping dead , I was awakened at midnight

by a policeman , who stated that Thomas O'Connor was below

stairs , and wished to speak with me in all haste . I instantly

ordered him tobe sent up, at the same time dressing myself as

quicklyas possible. On entering the room , he shut the door

behind him , and the first thing that struck me on beholding him

was, that the poor fellow was out of his mind - madness was in

every feature . I asked him , with as much calmness as I could

assume, “ Whatwasthe matter ? ---what had he to communicate ?” .

He turned full upon me ; and what a sight presented itself - his

eyes flashed fire, his hands were clenched, his teeth set firmly

together, and his whole frame convulsed with fury .

“ For Heaven's sake, O'Connor,” said I, “ tell me what is

now the matter."

“ Murder ! murder ! ” he whispered , placing his mouth close

to my ear. “ Delany !” he then cried aloud, still clenching his

fists, and rolling his blood -shot eyeballs, which nearly started

from their sockets.

“ Try , O'Connor, to be calm, ” said I ; "what reason have you

to suppose that

“ Calmo-calm - reason to suppose - calm !” he cried, looking
at me as if I myself had been the murderer. 6 Reason to

suppose ! ” he repeated , “ I know it -- I ought to have known it

99
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from the first'tis done 'twas he, the bird of hell--- 'twas he ;

but this world's range shall be too small to hide him from my

vengeance. My boy --my boy --my murdered boy !” and he

strode about the room with frantic gestures.

There was no use in speaking to him until this fit of fury

had in some degree subsided , and I stood, silently meditating

upon the possibility of his suspicions being well founded, a

notion that had before crossed my mind. At length he threw

himself upon a chair, and burst into tears, crying again, “ My

boy--my boy - my murdered boy !"

I was glad to see the tears, andonce more entreated him to

be calm , stating that the lawwould assuredly overtake Delany,

if he were guilty . The word “ if " again roused the unfortu

nate man , and , seeing the state of mind he was in, I regretted

that I had used it.

“ The law !” he cried, "the law ! if - if - but I want no law ,

I'll have no law ; these hands — these hands alone, ” and suddenly

throwing himself upon his knees, before I could prevent him ,

he swore a fearful oath that he would seek no law, or have no

law , and rest neither day nor night, till, with his own hands,

he had avenged the blood of his murdered boy. He would have

proceeded , apparently, ere he rose from his knees, to have added

curses to his oath, but that I seized him round the body, and,

placing my hand upon his mouth, again implored him to becalm ,

assuring him that his conduct mustaltogether frustrate even his

own object, and thwart our best endeavours to trace Delany. This

had the desired effect ; he paused, and whether it was from con

viction, or with a view to deceive me, I could not say , but in a

moment he became wonderfully calm ; and he who had hitherto
been like a hungry tiger raging for his prey, had now become

mild and gentle as a lamb.

“ Tell me that again ,” he said , “ persuade me but of that,

and you shall lead me like a child .”

Of course I was delighted that I had hit upon so fortunate

an expression, seeing the effect which it produced upon him . It

was, in fact, the thing which was most likely totend to the

success of any efforts to bringthe perpetrator of this mysterious

murder (if such, indeed, it was) to justice; while, upon the other

hand, anything like rashness, or even an admitted knowledge of

the fact, upon the part of O'Connor or the authorities, might

for ever frustrate our object-- secrecy, and an apparent absence

of suspicion, being indispensable to insure success.

O'Connor seemed determined to keep his word, and was now

as calm and tractable as I could wish ; I could perceive, however,

as I thought, in his manner, a steady though unexpressed deter

mination for personal vengeance in preference to the tardy

justice of the law; now and then a bitter smile, not altogether
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unallied to satisfaction , would curl his lip, as if anticipating the

glory of some desperate and frightful deed. Having, appa

rently , settled this point in his own mind, he sat down when I

bade him , and detailed the grounds on which he believed that

his child had been murdered ,andwhy he believed that Delany

was the author of the deed . He told methat a travelling pedlar,

withwhom he waswell acquainted, had just returned from the

North , and had called at his house, as was his frequent custom ;

that he had, on this occasion, made a statement to him, which

left no doubt whatever upon his mind of the fact. The man

had promisedto stay at O'Connor's until morning, and to

remain up until he should return from me with instructions as

to what was best tobe done; I, therefore, proceeded to accom

pany him , not a little glad that it was such an hour of the night

as would prevent observation .

On arriving at the house, I found the personhe had men

tioned seated in a chair , asleep by the fire. O'Connor awoke

him , when I recognised him asaman with whom I was already

in some degreeacquainted, as he had been in the habit of travel

Jing through the country selling linens, table- cloths, towelling,

&c. He briefly told me his story, and it was one which,indeed,

left not the shadow of a doubt on my mind that Edward

O'Connor had been murdered in the most inhuman manner, and

by the hands of Delany. Then did the words I myself heard

himutter morethan nine years before, when convicted of sheep

stealing, come forcibly andfearfully back upon my mind .

As the pedlar's story will be briefly stated in its proper place,

I shall not anticipate it. I may add, however, thathe was a

respectable and well-informed man for his station , who had for

many years been in the habit of travelling to the north of

Ireland with a horse and tax -cart, purchasing linens, table

cloths, towels, &c. , which he made saleof again upon his return

tour through the country ; and that he was a person, the truth

of whose statement wasnot likely to be called in question . He

appeared much distressed at the melancholy event which had

occurred . Edward O'Connor had been a great favourite with

him ; and he seemed willing to undergo any personal inconve

nience to assist in bringing the guilty perpetrator of the murder

to justice. Having heard this man's statement, I left him,

desiring that he would not open his lips upon the subject toany

person whatever , and that he would drive to my house about

ten o'clock on the following morning withhis stock of goods,

which, as he had heretofore occasionally done it, would not

create any suspicion . He did so accordingly ; and, before he left,
I had his informations most fully taken by a neighbouring

magistrate, for whom I had sent early that morning .

The next great object was to secure Delany. It was now
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certain that he had returned from transportation, his term

having expired, and it was as certain that he had murdered

young O'Connor, but wherewas he to be found ? Except upon

the evening in question , he had never been seen , and then ,so

far as we could yet learn , by M'Conchy, the pedlar, only . He

was not supposed to have returned from abroad - so far from it,

indeed, that it was universally believed throughout the district

he had not and would not return . Matters continued thus for

nearly four months, and both O'Connor and myself began to

despair of success, when the post one morning brought me a

curious-looking letter from Swineford , of which the following

is a copy :

“ Sir , -I am glad to inform you that Delany is in custody
in this town. You had better lose no time in coming here, as

he is only sent to gaol for a week, for cutting a couple of young

ash-trees in a gentleman's plantation near this ; he gave his

name as James M'Guire. I happened to be in the court, where

I was waiting to speak to a good customer of mine, who was

sitting upon the bench, and Iknew the villain the moment I

saw him , but I said nothing when I found thathe was sent to
gaol for a week . There's no dou in life but he's the man ;

make no delay, and I'llwait here till you come, or until I

get a letter from you .-- Your obedient servant,

" JAMES M'CONCHY."

It is needless to saythatIstarted off by the very next coach ;

and at the end of ten days I had the satisfaction to see Delany

in the county gaol of to which he was fully committed for

the murder ofEdward O'Connor.

The day of trial at length arrived, and I stood before the

dock while Delany was arraigned. He pleaded “ Not guilty,"
in rather a bold and confidenttone - arising, I should say, from

utter ignorance that the pedlar was a witness against him

Upon hearing, however, the name of James M'Conchy whis

pered at the Crown side of the bar, he turned ashy pale, his lips

quivered, and be leaned against the rails for support. The

witnesses were few . Thomas O'Connor, the boy's father, was

the first. He merely proved the finding of the body, and its
identity with his son Edward. I was the next witness called,

and gave evidence as to the marks of the shoes, and the

footsteps as of a left foot with a stocking on, as described

previously.

James M.Conchy, the pedlar, was then sworn and examined :

Had known the prisoner for some years ; had seen him once or

twice at O'Connor's house, some years ago ; witness was travel

ling late in the evening, on the 15th of September last, in

the neighbourhood of O'Connor's : it might be a mile, or per
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haps more , from it ; believed the place was called Crossdeen ;

saw a man standing overwhat appeared to be an old sand - pit or

quarry -hole ; it was inside a hedgerow to the right of the road ;

there was a short, stiff bit of a hill at the place,and, as witness

pulled up his horse into a walk , he saw the man throw several

stones into the hole, and heard him say, “D-- you, will you

never go down ? ” — the man's back was towards him at this

time, and witness called out, “ Halloo, lad , what's the matter ? "

--the man, without turning round, replied “ that it was a dogof

his own which had torn one of his neighbour's sheep, and he

was afraid , if he did not destroy it, he would get into trouble ;'

he then walked on at a quick pace inside the hedge, but he did

not run , and he came out upon the road at a gap ; by this time

witness had mounted the hill, and, getting on again at a quicker

pace, came within about fifteen or twenty yards of theman, as

he jumped out at the gap and crossed the road ; had a full view

of him , and for the first time recognised the prisoner as the man,

whom he now identified ; observed that the prisoner had not any

shoes on him as he passedacross the road, but he had stockings

on ; saw one shoe under the prisoner's left arm ; it was the arm

next him ; he might or might not have had another under his

right arm. This witness further stated , that he had no doubt,

atthe time, that what the prisoner had told him about the dog

was true, and, therefore, went hisway. When he subsequently

returned from the North , and heard of the death ofyoung

O'Connor, and the place where the body had beenfound, he at

once mentioned thecircumstance he had now stated in evidence

to his father, and his belief that the boy had been murdered .

The place where the body of young O'Connor was found had

sincebeenpointed out to him, and it was the same at which he

had seen the prisoner, as already described.

This witness was cross -examined at great length and with

great ability, principally as to how far he was from the person ,

and the opportunity he had of seeing him , so as to be positive

of his identity ;, whether there had ever been any quarrel or

cause of ill-will between him and the prisoner ; how long it had

been since he had seen him previous to the transaction detailed
in his informations and evidence - in short, every point upon

which it might be possible to confuse him or shake his testi

mony ; but the learned counsel failed to damage his evidence , or

disturb his temper in the slighest degree.

Peter Tully was next sworn and examined : He stated

that he was a shoemaker by trade ; lived at Derrygeela , about

half a mile from Crossdeen, where the body of Edward

O'Connor was found ; knew the prisoner Terence Delany ;

recollected the morning the body of Edward O'Connor was

found ; was bringing home a pair of shoes the evening before

which had been left to be mended ; met the prisoner upon a
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pathway through a cornfield ; the corn was breast high, and

met the prisoner face to face ; he had no shoes on at the

time, but he had stockings on ; he had one shoe under his

arm ; witness said , “Death and ages,is this Terry ? " “ It

is, Peter," said he, “ but you need not let on .” The prisoner

asked witness if he had an old shoe that would match

that ; witness said he had no odd shoes, and no old ones,

except what belonged to customers, but that he'd make him

a pair ; the prisoner replied , “ that's • Live horse and you'll

get grass .' ” He took the shoes out of witness's hand and

looked at them ; he offered one of them to the sole of his

foot, and said " it was a pity they were entirely too small,

or the man that owned them would never wear them . "

Asked him what became of his other shoe, and he replied

that it was burned . The prisoner then left him , and as he

crossed the first ditch he began to run ; witness never saw

him since until this day. This witness was then cross- exa

mined at great length upon the usual points that suggest

themselves to the mind of a zealous and ingenious advocate,

but nothing was elicited favourable to the prisoner, and the
case for the Crown closed .

There were no witnesses for the defence ; and at that

time prisoner's counsel were not privileged by law to address

the jury. It remained , therefore, only for the judge to charge

the jury ; andwhen I say that it was the late Sir William

Smithwhotried the case, that is a full guarantee that, while

a legal, able, and lucid recapitulation of the facts was laid

before the jury, no point which bore in the remotest degree

in the prisoner's favour was lightly touched on or passed
by. But indeed there was little of the kind to be found

upon his lordship's notes ; and at the end of half an hour

thejury retired more to escape the gaze of a crowded Court

while writing their verdict, than from any doubt that it

must be comprised in one fatal word. In less than ten

minutes they returned ; and, after the noise occasioned by

their getting into their places, and answering to their names,

and the bustle of the crowd stretching forward to hear,

amidst the hish - hish -- h - h of the sheriff, with his hand

up, had subsided , I say, that the old phrase of " hearing a

pin fall” is far too weak to express the silence that reigned ,

as theforeman uttered the awful word, “ GUILTY. ”

With this verdict the judge, as well as every person who heard

the trial, could not but concur ; and his lordship, after remain

ing for three orfour minutes as silent and unmoved as a statue,

compressed his lips once or twice together, and, baving assumed

the black cap , passed sentence of death and executionupon the

prisoner - tobe carried into effect upon that day three weeks.

This long delay formed the subject of some conversation, as, at



EXPECTED DISCLOSURES. 97

that period, the extreme penalty of the law was usually carried

out in a much shorter time after conviction than is the case at

present; and it was supposed not to be without some ulterior

object connected with the prisoner's fate.

Time wore quickly on , and, as it beganto enter upon the

last week , it was pretty generally whispered that the unfortunate

man had made some very important disclosures with respect to

two or three desperate transactions, which had taken place

within the last twelve months, to the Government magistrate,

who had frequently visited him in his cell. The magistrate had

proceeded to Dublin upon two different occasions since the

trial, it was supposed forthe purpose of communicating with the

Government upon the subject of these disclosures ; and although

be did not sayanything upon his return , from which to form a

decided opinion, it began to be prettywell understood -- amongst

the officials, at least--that he expected to procure for the unfor

tunate convict a commutation of his sentence.

About the middle of the last week, I was in the prisoner's

cell with the magistrate. There appeared to be a very material

point in discussion between them , carried on in that cautionary

under - tone so generally observed uponsuch occasions, and which

arose more from habit on the part of the magistrate than .

from any intention that I should not hear what passed , for

he requested me to accompany him . I caught, however,

only the following unconnected sentences, as I stood near the

door :

Magistrate.- “ Cannot be more particular - decided - not

authorised -- positive --- strongly recommend --all in my power.”

Prisoner. -- " If I could be sure--disgrace - informer - die

after all - say you'll do it -- sworn on the cross to be true- save

me - tell all in both cases-- God help me! ” and he lay back on

his bedstead, and appeared to faint. I confess I thought it was

shamming. On recovering himself, he seemed altogether averse

to speak ; and, with his hands firmly clasped uponthe crown of

his head, he walked backward and forward in his cell .

Weretired, and I said to the magistrate

" That unhappy man knows more than he will tell you

without a positive promise of pardon, atleast of mitigation."
“ He does ,” replied Mr. - ; s but that is the very point

upon which I cannot venture to be positive. The Government

willnot make any promise, not knowing the value or otherwise

of the informationhe may give, or the sincerity or truth of it ;

andhe will never give the information , except upon the distinct
condition of his life being spared . He dreads the idea of turn

ing informer, he says, for nothing, anddying with the curse of
kin upon his memory ; but if he could be assured that his life

would be spared, he would tell everything. I am quite confident
E

7
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that he has knowledge of facts mostimportant for the Govern

ment to be in possession of. In the meantime, the day ap

proaches, and I have pressed the Government to yield as far

almost as I can venture. Igo to Dublin by this night's mail again

for a last interview with the Chief Secretary upon the subject

so far I ambound to the unfortunate man, and I willdo it. There

are one or two matters in particular which I wished him to have

been explicit upon ; but you see how cautious and determinid

he is . " I will, however, see what can be done. I am not with

out hope that the last day's post may bring a reprieve. See

him again this evening, tell him that I have gone to Dublin ,

and implore of him to make an unconditional disclosure of all

he knows, particularly of Farrell's business ; and write to me

to the Chief Secretary's office to -morrow , and watch the post

for my reply ."

Mr. started for Dublin at four o'clock ; and , after

seeing him off, I returned to the prisoner's cell. I found him in

a very different state of mind, notwithstanding the few hours

which had elapsed since I bad seen him in the morning. He

would tell nothing; said. “ he thought the magistrate was only

deceiving him for his own purposes ; that heheard Mr.

was a bloody-minded man ; that he knew he was to die, and it

should never be said he died a traitor; that he had made up his .

mind to abide his doom, although he was quite sure Mr.

would give five hundred pounds to know the one-half of what

he could tell him , but he would suffer twenty deaths before he'd

turn traitor ; he knew he had been guilty of many crimes, but

he would not add that one to them ." Here he snapped his.

fingers in the most rapid and nervous manner it was possible

to conceive, and walked about his cell , attempting to whistle ..

It was overdone, and I could see, at least I thought so, i hat he

was acting for a purpose , and, in fact, was ready , nay, anxious,

to tell all he knew , even upon a mere chance of escaping the

fearful death that awaited him . When I told him Mr.

had gone to Dublin , he said, “ he might save himself the

trouble ; ” but immediately asked , in a most anxious tone,

" when he would be back ? I said , “ it was uncertain ; that

he would do what he could in his behalf ; but I feared it would

be in vain, as he had not treated the magistrate with the confi

dence he ought to have done, and that he might say anything

he wished tome.” He appeared much disappointed , looked full

at me for several seconds, and then said , " It's all over ; why did

Mr. go away ? why did he not stay ? ” adding, “ he'd tell

bim all he knew ,hoping only for the mercy of God that his life

would be spared ." I told him again he might tell me anything

he wished , and that I would write to Mr. to Dublin , and

see him again the moment I heard from him . To this he made

79



THE CONSULTATION . 99

no direct reply, but still asked, “ Why did he go ? why did he
go ? what can he do ? 'tis all over ! " It struck me then that

he really had nothing to tell; at least, nothing that could be

depended on as true.

This was on Wednesday evening, and the execution was

fixed for the Saturday morning following. That night's mail

had already left for Dublin , so that myletter could not go till

the following day, and would not reach before Friday morning.

There was, however, sufficient time for a reply ; and, although

matters were much as he had left them , I wrote an account of

all that had passed to Mr. that night before I retired to

rest.

The next day the convict was in a very sulky and savage

state of mind, apparently unwilling to speak to any one, ifI

except niyself ; and the gaoler told me he was constantly mut

tering to himself about " traitors," and " dying true," so that I

could add nothing to my letter of the night before. Friday

morning's post brought me a letter from Mr. stating that

he still feared the worst for the unfortunate culprit ; nothing

had as yet been done of a decided character ; the Chief Secre

tary could not see sufficient grounds for not permitting the law

to be carried into effect. “I pleaded that there was nothing

but circumstantial evidence against him ," the letter went on to

say, " and the value of the information, which I had no doubt

he would give, upon several very important cases, as regarded

the tranquillity of the country. A meeting bas been fixed for

three o'clock to -morrow afternoon, between the Chief Secretary

and the Attorney- General. Sir William Smith, the judge u bo

tried the case, has been requested to attend ; of course, I am

also to be there. " He feared much, however, from the lateness

of the hour fixed for the meeting, that matters might not turn

outas he wished, but he would, undoubtedly, return by the
mail on Saturday morning.

This eveniug, about seven o'clock, as I was on my way to

see Delany, Imet the priest, old Father O'Donohoe, coming out

of the gaol ; he was weeping , and threw up his bands and eyes

when he met me, and exclaimed, " God pardon him ! ” I turned

with him, and he told me he had been with him for the last two

hours ; that he had given up all hopes of escaping the last ex

tremity of thelaw ; that instead of this causinghim to repent
of his sins and think of bis poor soul, he wasin a morose and

alınost ferocious state of mind , upon which all he could say had
not the least effect, except, indeed, to make him worse. He had

not only confessed the murder of young O'Connor, but declared

it in the most reckless and exulting manrer to all who came
near him ; but bad, in no one instance , expressed the slightest

repentance or regret. He added , that he thought the unfortu
H 2
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nate man had lost his reason , and that it was an awful thing to

send him into eternity in such a state . Here the poor old man

wept again , and continued to utter, “God pardon him ! God

pardon him ! God convert him ! ”

" Mad or not mad, it is indeed an awful thing," said I, “ to

send him into eternity in such a state .”

I was proceeding with the priest in silence some few steps

further, when I heard a smart step behind me, and a messenger

from the gaol, touchinghis hat, told me I was wanted . I bade

Father O'Donohoe good evening, and returned to the gaol. It

was Delany who hadexpressed a wishto see me, and I proceeded
to his cell. On the turnkey opening the door, “ You may

retire, " said I. “ He may stay where he is,” said Delany at

once, in a loud tone ; "what I have to say the world may

hear, and the world shall hear to -morrow .” He then turned to
me and asked if Mr. had returned from Dublin ? I said

he had not. He asked if he had written ? and I said he had .

He then walked rapidly about, and said, “ If there was anything

good ,you would not wait tobe sent for ; but it's all over now ,

and I'll show you — I'llshow the world, and I'll show O'Connor,

if he's not afraid to lool what Terence Delany can do. He

knows to his sorrow -- and more of that to him what I have

dope already; I did murder hisson ; I saw his looks, I heard

his dying cries for mercy, but I didn't heed them . I might

have been rich beyond the seas, very rich, butfor theone long

ing throb of hatred in my heart. Thousands of miles I have

swept the rolling ocean over for revenge ; and I have had it. If

the coward dares to come here to -morrow in the crowd, before

the world, to his face I'lltell it, that he was always a chicken

hearted, swaddling rascal, supplanting better men than ever he

was, by hypocrisy and lies,but afraid to meet them in fair or

open trial-- O'Connor! O'Connor, mercy !-- ha, ha ! mercy

where's my own? Down, down - see the bubbles and the mud

--mercy !-ha, ha, ha ! ”—and bursting into an hysterical fit he

threw himself upon the floor. My heart sickened within me at

such hideous depravity, and I turned to go , when , starting up

again with wonderful composure, he continued— “ Listentome,

sir. I have one consolation left me, and that is, that O'Connor

shall hear frommy own lips that it was I who murdered his son .

You may tell him , too, that I am aware he swore anoath , never

to wait for the law ; that it should never overtake me - his

vengeance should outstrip it — and that he would never rest day

or night until with his own hands, he paid the debt he owed

me. I paid the debt I owed him honestly, with every hour's

interest that was due. I know he swore this oath to several;

it was his boast — 'twas but a boast. I didn't fear him ; for, had

he tried it, except from some dark corner, which is just what he



PAINFUL ANTICIPATIONS . 101

would do, father and son had both died by me. Tell him he's

foiled ; the law will rob him of the skulking, cowardly revenge

he would have sought ; and to -morrow's sun will set upon his

perjured lips . He'd be afraid to meet me openly ,face to face

he'll be afraid to meet me to -morrow , tied and pinioned though

I'll be : his trembling, dastardlyheart will be afraid to listento
me, ay , to look upon meha , ha, ha !-- the coward ! ” and he

sank upon his bed exhausted . Shocked and dispirited , I turned

towards home. I could not but meditate, as I went, how that

man could have accused O'Connor of endeavouring to take a

cowardlyand skulking revenge upon him - him who had himself

taken a silent, dark,cowardly, and murderous revenge, through

a helpless and unoffending child , who had not the strength or
power to defend himself. I felt that between them Iknew

which was the coward .

I had not been long at home when O'Connor's wife called

and sent inword that she wished to speak with me. I desired

her to be admitted at once . She toldme her husband had been

in a most distracted state of mind all day ; he had now become

much quieter, and she begged of me to go over and see him,

and reason with him , as he seemeddetermined, in spite of all

she could say, to witness the execution the next day ; and, so

sure as he did,sheapprehended something would happen tohim ,
She thought that havingresolved upon some desperate act had

alone been the cause of his apparent calmness. He had been

looking at and rubbing the dust off a gun which was hanging

up over the fireplace in his own room , and which he hadnot

touched for weeks before; she much feared the poor man had

lost his senses , and she thought he ought to be taken up at once.

and kept safe until after the execution. I told her to return

without delay, to take no notice of him, and that I would go

over in less than half an hour and speak with him .

O'Connor lived about a mile and a half from my quarters ;

and I got to his house about nine o'clock . I found him just

rising up from his supper, and he did not appear to me at all

excited, or in the state of mind described by his wife ; but then

I recollected what she said about his having become much
quieter, and what she believed to be the cause. Itold him I

had been very busy all day, but could not resist, even at that

late hour, calling over to see him and ask how he was — knowing

how his mind must suffer under such painful circumstances.

He thanked me, and said he was much better ; that hehad been

in a verywretched state all day, but he could not help it, he was

so fretted . I said it was not to be wondered at, but that he

must not permit himself to get excited it would soon be all

over, and he ought now to divest his mind of all malice or ill

will towards theunfortunate being who was about to be hurried
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into eternity as a punishment, as well as to answer for all his
crimes.

"I've tried it, I've tried it , " he said. “ I have nearly

broken my heart trying to forgive that man ; but I can't, I

can't - it's no use . Oh, my boy ! my boy !--my darling, mur

dered boy !”

I shall not here detail all the conversation which passed

between us, or the arguments used on my part to endeavour to

bring him into a proper frame of mind. There was something

about him , however, so calm and collected , and so verydifferent

from what I expected, that might have been very gratifyinghad

I not suspected the suddenness ofthe change from what Mrs.

O'Connor had so short a time before described to me ; and I

thought I saw a lurking resemblance upon his lips to the bitter

smile of a former period, with which I was not satisfied. I was

determined to be plain with him, and to come to the point at
onoe .

“O'Connor," said I, “ you cannot, of course, intend to wit

ness that unfortunate man's execution to -morrow ?"

" I did intend to mingle in the crowd," he said, “ but I

have almost changed my wish. Did I not witness the sad, un

merited end of my darling, only boy, and can you wish to deny

me the satisfaction - and you know how poor that satisfaction

must be - of seeing the law fulfilled upon his murderer ? " .

“ I do wish it, O'Connor,” said I ; “ it cannot be - it shall

not be. You must not, you shall not be amongst those who

will witness the execution .”

" Well, be it so ; you know best. I'm sure you are for my

good ; but, oh ! remember the

“Stop, O'Connor,” said I, " you must pledge me your

solemn honour that you will not be amongst the crowd which

will assemble to witness the execution to -morrow . If you do

not give me this pledge, I must becandid with you, and tell

you that you must be kept away, and that I will do it . "

" Do not fear, then," said he ; "it is not my intention. It

would be poorsatisfaction --but poor, indeed after the oath I

swore, merely to see the villain hanged ; 'twould only tell me

that I sleptupon myvow , and remind me that my lips were

perjured, though my hands were clean. ' Tis past; I pledge
what you require.”

" Enough ,” said I, “ I shall depend upon your word .”

“ You may, for my determination is now fixed, and I

promise you it will not alter . "

I left him, quite satisfied that he would keep his word.

It may appear strange, yet such is the fact, that up to this

late period Friday night - when the gaol was finally closed ,

and all, save, perhaps, the miserable culprit, buried in sleep, no
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executioner's services had been engaged. This may have arisen

from a belief in the sheriff's mind, who had been in constant

communication with Mr.— that nonewould ultimately be

required, and none had, as is usual in such cases, intimated to

him where he would be “ heard of ;" but so great was now the

extremity of the case, and such the difficulty in procuring one

as the hour approached , that the sheriff would have guaranteed

a large sum of money for the services of such a person. He

had the day before sent a special messenger a distance of seventy

miles upon a mission in search of one, but he had not yet re

turned ; he had, besides, given instructions to the gaoler -- they

were not then called governors - to procure the servicesof a

man upon any terms; up to this moment, however, he had not

been able to do so .

It was about one o'clock on this, the last night that Delany

was destined to lie upon a bed -- the wind moaned feebly

throngh the iron bars in front of the gaol ; the dim, pale moon

peeped out suddenly now and then from behind the fleeting

clouds upon the silent, dismal scene below , and as quickly bid

her face again, when the outer turnkey and watchman of

the gaol perceived a man muffled in a large coat, worn as a

cloak, and a low -crowned hat, pass up and down several times

before the gate. He appeared to look cautiously about him in

every direction ; at length he approached nearer, and stopped

immediately beneath the gallows, and, looking up for some

moments, “ Never! ” he cried, stamping his foot; and suddenly
walked away. He had not proceeded beyond a few yards,

when , stamping his foot again more violently, “ Coward !” he

cried ; and returned directly up to the gate.

" Who goes there ?" challenged thewatch.

" I wish to speak to the gaoler," replied the man .

A parley then ensued between them , the watchman declar

ing the impossibility of disturbing the gaoler at that hour of

the night without knowing who required him , and the nature

of his business ;and the stranger firmly declining to tell either

the one or the other to any but the gaoler himself; “to whom , "

he added , “ his business was of the greatest importance. "

The turnkey, failing to elicit anything more satisfactory

from the man, and, from his last expression, having some sus

picion suddenly aroused within him that he might be the sort

of person they were in want of, at length agreed to acquaint

the gaoler ; and accordingly did so.

One's own personal and immediate interest often sharpens

the perception , and the gaoler at once supposed it wasone of

that dreadful fraternity of whose services he just then stood so

much in need ; and , dressing himself as quickly as possible, he

hurried to the gate. As anecessary precaution, however, he
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surveyed the stranger through the small slide-window ; and,

having satisfied himself that he had no companion, and was, so

far as he could ascertain , unarmed , he desired him to be ad

mitted , and shown after him into the waiting-room . Upon

entering, the man appeared nervous and excited, and careful

not to remove the muffling from about his face. This the gaoler

did not much mind ; he was not surprised at it ; on thecontrary ,

it confirmed him in the belief he bad formed . - 'Tis a trick with

them all,” thoughthe ; “ more, indeed, from habit than timidity ,'

his thoughts added, as he closed the door, and asked the man

his business. He replied in a hurried manner that he under

stood “ there was a man to be executed on the following day,

and that there was great need ofa person toperform the task .

The gaoler admitted that such were the facts, and hoped he

had come to sayhe could procure a personfor the purpose - for

there was something about the man which at once and alto

gether forbade the supposition that he would himself undertake
the office.

None,” he replied, " except I perform it myself.”

The gaoler looked rather surprised -- at least, he felt so ; but,

being well pleased at the prospect of so awkward a difficulty

being overcome, proceeded to ask, “ if he was up to his business,

and what would be his termsfor the job ? ”

To these interrogatories the man replied-

“ My terms are these : to be permitted to examine the

machine for turning off the murderer, and to be asked no

further questions."

“But what are your terms with regard to cash ? ” repeated

the gaoler.

" I have been already paid for what I am about to perform ,

and I require nothing more .

He paused, and his quick eye glanced around the room with

an impatient and wild anxiety.

“ You have seen the sheriff, then ? ” observed the gaoler.
No," replied the man ; "the consideration for which I

came here to - night hasbeen supplied by another hand. But be

quick ; accept my services at once, or I am gone."

There was something, both about his manner and appear

ance, which the gaoler had never before seen in a member of

his profession ; and, althoughhe was not exactly the stamp of

man he would have selected for the occasion (had choice per

mitted ), there appeared in this case to be no alternative but to

accept his services. The fact, too , of his having declared that
he had been already paid , at the same time that the sheriff had

given an almost unlimited order on his purse for the same pur

pose, presented an opportunity of very fairly pocketing a round

sum , which did not often occur, and which the worthy gaoler

77
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did not think it prudent should be lost . Be that as it

may

“ Follow me, " said he ; and, taking a lantern in his hand ,

he led the way to the press -room . This press-room was an
apartment about fourteen feet square. From the centre at

each side a small, strong iron door, thickly studded with large,

round -headed knobs, showed the entrance into two smaller

rooms; to the rear, looking into the gaol-yard, was a small

window , strongly barred, and to the front were eight stone

steps leading to the platform , or drop, upon which the culprits.

stood beneath the gallows. Upon either of these steps there

was an iron handrail to support those who led them forth, and

upon the end of one of these rails, ready for the morrow's use ,

bung a coil of strong hempen rope, with a loop upon one end.

To the immediate right of the steps was a large iron wheel,

with the handle attached to one of the spokes, and near to the

outward rim. The machinery by which this wheel was con
nected with the bolts that sustained the drop outside, and upon

which it acted , was beneath the steps, and could not be con

veniently examined ; but the bolts were then set ,and the gaoler,

standing beside the wheel, showed the man that, at a signal

which would be given by the sheriff, he had only to lay hold of

the handle, and turn the wheel suddenly from him to cause the

drop to fall. He also showed him a roll of penny cord, hanging

upon an iron hook, with which the culprit'sarmswere to be tied

behind his back , at the elbows. All this the gaoler exhibited

and explained to the man , having still some doubts, from his

appearance and manner, that he was really up to his business.

The man appeared perfectly satisfied , and turned to descend ,

when the gaoler, pointing to one of the small rooms,told him

therewas abed inside in which he should sleep, and that he

would send him his breakfast in themorning.

“ Not for the sheriff's wealth and thine together,” exclaimed
the man . “ Had I anticipated such a proposal, I should have

made it part of myterms - and they have not been very exorbi

tant --sir, to have been permitted to depart, and return again

at day -break ; and if this point be not at once conceded, I

forthwith decline all further connection with the matter . "

Here, then, was a new difficulty. The gaoler began to fear

an attempt to deceive him , perhaps by a friend of the culprit,

to prevent any further exertions to procure a person for the

purpose required, and probably refusing to act when it came to

the point .

" I fear you are deceiving me," said the gaoler ,
66 and that

you are a friend of the convict's ; that your object and wish is .

to prevent all further endeavours to procure a proper person, in

hope of prolonging his time, by refusing to act when it comes
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to the point. I doubt you, and you see I am plain with you ;

you are not like a man who has been accustomed to the thing."

“ You need not fear," said the man ; “ I am not a friend of

the convict's. I will beplain withyou, I am not accustomed to

the thing - few men are ; but I will make no mistake, and will

go through with it, if I have life. Permit me to depart, accept

ing the offer of my services ; and no earthly object -- nothing

but sickness or death - shall preventmy returningat daybreak ."

He was accordingly suffered to go, and the gaoler returned

to bis luke -warm bed to lie awake, considering whether he bad

been tricked and deceived by some friend of the convict's. He

determined that if any person of acknowledged abilities or

qualifications in his line of business shouldmake his appearance,

at once to secure his services, without reference in any way to

what had taken place with the stranger ; no such person , how

ever, made his appearance, or could be heard of in any of the

directions in which he was sought, and the gaoler perceived , at

the last moment, they would be obliged to put up with the

rather doubtful qualifications of the stranger, who had returned,

true to his word .

Time and the hour go through the roughest day ; and that

fatal morning broke upon Terence Delany,the evening of which

was destined to close upon his grave. I waited anxiously the

arrival of the mail . Mr. ---- did not come, as I expected he

would have done ; there was a letter , however, from him to me,

and another to the sheriff. He stated to me that, up to the

moment he wrote (a quarter of an hour before the mail started) ,

nothing decisive had been done,but he was not altogether with

out hope of ultimate success . The informations in the several

cases of outrage to which the convict had referred had been

sent for to the clerk of the Crown's office, and were to be con

sidered. He had written to the sheriff to say how matters

stood, and to request he would delay the execution until the

last possible moment - as, should a reprieve be obtained too late

for the post, which , if obtained at all, was most likely to be the

case, he would send it through the whole way by special ex

press, and for which purpose he had written to prepare horses

at the several posting stages along the road.

The gaol bell rang twelve o'clock, and it was supposed that

the hour drew nigh . The numbers that had, from an early

poriol of the morning, collected in front of the gaol, were now

increasing every moment, and vast numbershurried along every

approach thatcould command a view of the gallows . Walls,

gates, windows, the tops of houses were crowded - even trees

in the arljacent fields and lanes afforded an elevated posi

tion for crowds of men and boys - all, all assembled throngh

mere curiosity to see the execution ; and I question whether
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there was one person amongst the many thousands collected

who stood there with the feelings proper for such an occasion.

The door from the press - room to the drop stood open--one end

of the rope was fastened to a pulleysome two or three feet above,

while the other end passed into the press -room ; thus it occa

sionally swung to and fro in the wind, and at every jerk men's

minds were fancying how that other end was about being oc

cupied. The gaol bell rang one, and yet the criminal had not

been brought forth, and the crowd began to wonder at the

delay; and as time crept on they became weary , and evinced

signs of general dissatisfaction - indeed, several indications of

discontent had been exhibited for upwards of the last hour, and

“ Bring him out, bring him out ; or is he pardoned , or re

prieved ? --the sheriff - the sheriff - let us go home- shame to

keep us here ! ” ran through the crowd.

At length, a general murmur from the assembled multitude

announced that he had come forth. He was attended by two

Roman Catholic priests, one of whom said a few words, and

stated that the unfortunate man intended to address the people

at some length, and he trusted they would listen to him pa

tiently, and attend to what he had to say.

I believe in my heart ( indeed, I know ) that Delany, to the

last moment, deceived the priests as to the nature of what he

intended to address to the people, and that at the moment they

led him forth they were certain it would be in both tone and

anatter what they had recommended and wished, and what he

had led them to believe it would be. Alas ! how little did they

know the heart of that hard , bad man . His eyes wandered

rapidly over the now silent crowd, and the first words he uttered

were -- " O'Connor, where are you now ? now is your time, I've

had mine. Come forward now, man ; don't be afraid ; 'twas I,

'twas I, I tell it to your face, if you're here. Silence, boys

silence ; let him hear me, if he's near enough. O'Connor, it

was I that murdered your son , your only son, your darling

boy ; I owed it to his mother as well as to yourself. Come

forward and curse me, if you are a man. Oh ! I knew your

cowardly heart would not let you come here to -day. Oh ! how

I wish you were by this hour to listen to the triumph of my

revenge, dear -bought though it be. I'm going to die, boys ;

and I'll die like a man. I have one consolation - I know that

O'Connor swore an oath to have no law but his own, and with

his own hands to have revenge ; but he's foiled , and now he's

afraid so much as to look at me. He's a coward, and I frar he

does not even hear me. Let him come forward now ,and listen

to the triumph of my dying words, and I'll forgive him all .

He's childless -- at least, he has no son , and 'twas I that left him

so, for I, too , swore an oath , and I have kept it -- thousands of
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miles of the salt ocean could not wash it from my heart - but

he, the coward, has broken his . The law has snatched the cup

of vengeance from his lips, and he will die perjured and un

revenged ."

I was quiteshocked at such language coming from the lips

of aman standing on the brink of eternity. Oh ! had O'Con

por been within hearing, I knew him too well to believe that

any earthly power could have restrained him ; and I confess I

felt a sudden dread that he had not kept his word ; and when I

recollected that he had , the night before, been putting his gun

(which I knew to be a very good one) in order,Ifeared every

moment some rash and fatal act on his part. Nay, might he

not, at that moment, unseen , be bringing ittobear upon the

wretched man's heart ? I regretted, then, that I had not se

cured him for the day. But no stir or movement in any part

of the assembled crowd indicated that O'Connor had not kept

his word , and I felt reassured .

Such language as that made use of by the miserable culprit

might not have been permitted , and doubtless would not have

been suffered from a man in his awful situation, had not the

sheriff wished to make every possible delay, in hope of the ex

press arriving with a reprieve, and which, from the tenor of the

letter he had received from the magistrate, he had every reason

to believe would come at last.

The unfortunate man, after the language above described ,

continued to address the people on other subjects not so imme

diately connected with O'Connor, and his tone and manner

seemed altogether changed . He referred to part of his early

life, and the evils arising from idleness and keeping bad com

pany when young. He repeated the same things over and over

again, so that I could not help thinking that he had received

somehint or indulgence from the sheriff to speak against time,

and I began to get heartily sick of, and disgusted with, the

whole exhibition .

The high road to Dublin turned short to the left out of the

upper endofthe town , and the front of the gaol commanded

a view of it for nearly a mile . The sheriff's eyes had been for

some time steadily fixed upon a certain point of the road, the

farthest that could be seen from where he stood ; the unhappy

culprit appeared exhausted, and had nearly ceased to speak

the awful moment had all but arrived when the crowd at a

distance began to move, and a tremendous shout was heard .

Every eye was turned from the culprit to the direction ofthe

cheers. A man was seen galloping at top speed upon a white

horse ; in one hand he held a long white rod , with a green flag

at top, which, as he urged his horse to the utmost, was plainly

discernible as it floated backwards in the breeze, while upon his
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hat a red handkerchief was tied , as if from the very contrast of

the coloursto attract the more speedy and certain attention .

As he rapidly drew nearer and nearer, the crowd continued to

shout; and Reprieve !-- reprieve !” re- echoed from oneend to

the other of the assembled thousands. Still he urged his horse ;

the crowd gaveway on either side, and cheered him as he came

---crowds will always cheer the man who is contending against

time. The wretched culprit gazed upon the scene in bewildered
agony ; the large blue veins of his bare neck swelled beneath

the rope almost to bursting with every effort he made to swal

low, and his large, full chest rose and sank in a manner abso

lutely painful tobehold ; his ear, too, had caught the word , and

he cast back a look at the sheriff, which spoke more than

volumes of entreaty to be recalled. The hangman stood at his

post in a state of eager and extraordinary excitement, now

glancing atthe sheriff, now at the culprit, and now upon the

messenger of life, if such, indeed, he should prove to be. At

length , the man made the turn fronting upwards towards the

gaol, and , waving alarge white letter overhis head, put fresh

spurs to his horse. Hehad now reached almost thevery walls

of the gaol , still waving the letter, and crying “ Reprieve !"

at the top of his voice. Reprieve !-- Reprieve !” re- echoed in

one tremendous shout from every mouth . “ Never ! ” roared

O'Connor, in a voice of thunder ; and,with arapid and con

vulsive turn of the wheel, he launched Delany into eternity !

O'Connor kept his vow , and this was, indeed, “ The Wild

Justice of Revenge !"

66

NOTE . - O'Connor never left the gaol; from thevery moment

of the last fatal act he lost his senses . He was for some time a

confirmed lunatic, from which state he gradually sank into that

of hopeless idiocy, and died in the gaol at the termination of

little more than two years.
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PART I.

In the midst of a bleak and drearypart of the country, imme

diately upon the road - side leading fromG- to the priucipal

town of one ofthe western counties, are the ruins of what was

once a snug and comfortable cabin . At present, scarcely more

remains than one -half of each gable, the materials, which had at

one time formed the roof and side walls, lying now a beap of

nothing better than mere rubbish in the centre . To the left, as

you drive towards Em , is the site of the cabbage garden, a

small,square patch of ground, fenced in from the surrounding

fields by a ditch, partlyof osiers, a few stunted quick, and some

furze. Immediately below this garden, for the house was built

against a hill, there is a small green field, which partakes of a

soft, marshy nature, and which, for the most part, yielda nothing
but rushes . One small spot of this field , afew yards from the

lower corner of the garden, appears somewhat greener, and of

better quality than the rest. There is nothing whatever, either

in the individual spot or the surrounding scenery, to attract

the attention of the traveller, except, indeed, that the

barrenness of the whole line of country and the bleakness

of the road are of so uninteresting a character, as to induce bim

to hurry on towards whatever fireside ---if it be winter -- he may

be destined for ; and yet, to me at least, and some others, the

spot is not without interest of a deep and lasting character.

Those old walls, that garden , and the field , are not without

their tale .

I bad known it, some few years previous to the time I now

write of, to be what I have already said, a well- built, snug cabin.

It was at that time inhabited by a man named James Mullany,

his son James, jun . , and a grandson, named Billy Cassidy, a

boy then about nine or ten years old. The old man, for he was

atthat time beyond seventy, was a widower . He was a small,
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sbarp - set man, very active and hardy, not looking within ten

years of his real age, of very industrious habits , and witbal, of

å very cranky and disagreeable temper. He was commonly

called “ Jemmy the Lad." The precise meaning of the word

" lad ," as applied in this case, itmight not beeasy to detine,

butno person who has been for half the time which I have been

in the constabulary can be at a moment's loss to understand it .

His son James was, as far as person goes, a curious son for such.

a father - he was a huge, thick, heavy fellow , with a very large

head, and a forbidding countenance ; perhaps he was not unlike

his father in some respects. Young James's temper and dis

position were of a morose and sulky nature, and, somehow or

other, no person felt inclined to have any dealing with him.

Billy Cassidy, to describe him in a very few words, was the

cutest chapof his age in Ireland .

The old man's holding consisted of the house, and about

seven acres of the land immediately about it, which he held at

an unusually low rent, and of which he had anunusually long

lease. He was, notwithstanding the industrious habits of which

I have spoken, a very careless and slovenly farmer, ever waiting

for the last moment for getting in his crops, and the same in

saving them - he was an idle old fellow , apparently taking the

world easy ,and yet, with all this, he throvebetter than many of

his neighbours. If his crop of oats looked thin , or ripened late

what matter ? the stooks seemed much better and more nume

rous now that they were put together than people thought they

would be before it was cut, and the haggard at the end of

his house by no means bore a just proportion to the scanty and

dwindledprospect exhibited by the crops in their growing state.

Jemmy bad always balf a score ofvery fat geese- you might see

them any day, white and clean, picking themselvesupon a small

muddy poolat the road - side, dammed up for the purpose by

Billy Cassidy, or standing quietly on one leg upon the brink,

having performed their ablutions before you passed ; neither

was he ever without a few smooth black turkeys gobbling inside

the ditch, ifyou only cracked your whip. These last,bowerer,

for an old widower, wherethere was nowoman to boil and chop

nettles, wasa matter which puzzled the neighbours to think on,

for they all - such as reared any – had their right number :

indeed, with all this seeming prosperity, so much at variance

with bis apparent mode of life, it was not to be wondered at if

some persons were found who pretty plainly hinted that it

mightbe no very hard matter, after all, to account for it.

64 When the cats was cut last year, didn't Johnny Corigan miss

several stooks out of his three-acre field ? But as he had not

put them up in rows, and did not count them , what could he

say ; and , even if he had, what could he do ? Jemmy's crop ,



112 THE TWO MULLANYS.

now that it was cut and put together,appeared much better

than wasexpected ; but what of that ? Jemmy, nor any one be

longing to him , was never seen in any man's field, early or late.

Anddidn't Biddy Dempsey lose two turkeysout of her crate

one day going to the market of G- - ? And wasn't Jemmy

the lad ' a piece of the way with her ? And wasn't he seen

walking behind the cart ? but what of that ? sure, it was only
to screen himself from the shower . Besides, if he took any of

the turkeys, how could he bring them home without somebody

seeing him ? And he had turkeys enough of his own; but more

thanall, he went on every inch to the market himself, and

transacted his business - oh, it must have been some of them

town's boys thattook themafter they got in, Jemmy never laid.

a handon one of them .” Such was the style of conversation

respecting Jemmy Mullany, which was usually carried on at

wakes and dances, or in the forge at the cross -roads -- such was

the equivocal defence of his character, which generally passed

amongst the neighbours whenever Jemmy's name was “ drawn

down,” and which was more likely to damage him in the esti

mation of any stranger who happened to be present, than any

direct chargewould probablyhavedone. In short -- and I might

have said so long ago-- old Jemmy Mullany bore no very good

character in that country, and , as birds of a feather are said

to flock together, his son James and Billy Cassidy, in a great

degree, partook of his reputation. But to my story .

The sun had been some short time set , and dark -gathering

clouds, accompanied bya sharp, cold breeze, and somescattered

drops of rain, indicated the approach of at least a very heavy

shower, if notofa decidedly wet night, about the latter end of

the first week in November,when old Jemmy Mullany was over

taken upon the road, not very far from his own house, by two

women travellers, who evidently walked with an eager and hasty

step, anxious to get on as fast as possible, and now and then

casting an apprehensive glance at the dark cloud above them .

“God save you, honest man," said one of them , on coming

up with him .

“ Save you kindly ,” said Jemmy, of course.
6 How far are we from C- ---- ? ” added the spokeswoman .

“ Just nine miles, good woman,” hereplied.
“ Dear, oh dear, Kitty, what will become of us at all, and

night fairly down upon us before we go another mile ? ” 'and,

turning to Jemmy, she continued, " Isthere no lodging -house

upon the road where we could put up till morning ?

“ Not one, dear, nearer than four miles , " said the lad .'

" Nor any decent man's house that would take us in ? we

are travelling women, and would pay well for our beds, or one

would do us both , for that matter . "

77
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“ Oh, the sorra one, dear ( Jemmy was very civil ), barrin ' I

take yez in myself, but it's ill my poor cabin can put up the

likes of you, I'm thinking.".

Any port in a storm , Mary ,” whispered Kitty, who had

not hitherto spoken, but in too low a tone, of course, for Jemmy
to hear her.

" Thank you kindly, honest man , ” said the woman ; “ I dare

say it is very good, and will shute us very well; we'll give you

a shilling for our bed, and, as we intend to start at daybreak,

we will not eat anything in the morning till we take our break
fast in C- --."

“ Why, then , seeing that I am a poor man myself, and some

times take in a decent traveller, I willnot refuse that same,"

said Jemmy ; "and, although I say it that shouldn't, you may go

farther and fare worse for å bed, for I have plenty of feathers ;"

and so he had .

Now , in the above conversation , both Jemmy and the woman

---she, perhaps unintentionally -- bad spoken some very home

truths, as you shall soon hear.

To Jemmy's they went, and having taken “ an air of the

fire,” they soon retired to their room below the kitchen, pointed

out to them by Jemmy himself, and having deposited their

bundles ( for they each carried one) on the foot oftheir bed, they

went to rest, and were both soon in a sound sleep. As they

had determined to start before day, they paid Jemmy the

shilling over night, and Billy Cassidy, whowas, as you know , a

stirring chap, was to let them out atany hour theyliked in the

morning

Jemmy and his son James, and Billy Cassidy, went to bed

in another room above the kitchen ( this, as appliedtothe rooms

in an Irish cabin, does not mean over, for it invariably consists

of but one storey, neither, consequently, does below mean under);

the kitchen, then, lay between the tworooms, and wasaltogether

unoccupied - if I except a half-starved, burnt, snuffling kitten ,

with a choking cough, and an equally miserable half - blind cur

pup , with bandy legs and a very large head , with yellow spots

over its eyes ; and which same pup, although not much bigger

than a rat, Billy Cassidy called " Captain !" Both these animals

lay puffing and sneezing, actually in the ashes - apparently

heedless, if not altogether unconscious,of the sparks which from

time to time came in contact with their skin - hair they had

none. Thus farthe house was silent, and the inhabitants at rest ;

but whether the party which occupied the room above the

kitchen were asleep or not, remains to be seen - certain it is,

that the twoindividuals who lay in the room below the kitchen

never slept better or more soundly in their lives. They had

travelled far, and carried rather heavy bundles ; but, aswhat
I
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took place in the house will be made known at the conclusion of

this story, it would be out of place further to allude to it here ---

indeed, at this period, and for some years after, very few knew

ir , and I was not one of those few ; you must therefore be

content to become acquainted with the facts pretty much in the

same order that I became acquainted with them myself.

I lived at this time in the little village of and occu

pied two upper rooms of a house, in the lower part of which a

pulice party was stationed .

- What is all that jaw and noise about below stairs, Curry ?"

sail I to my orderly, as he broughtin my boots and hot water

one morning much earlier than usual.

" Prisoners, sir, that the Ballywellan party has brought in

for robbery, ” said he, opening the window , " or upon a charge

of robbery,” he added as he retired , for he was somewhat

experienced, andone of the most cautious men I ever met.

When dressed, and I had come out into my little sitting

room , where the breakfast things were laid (oneof everything),

and where the kettle was singing merrily upon the hob, I rang

the bell--that is, I knocked upon the floor with my heel and

Curry came up. I desired him to send up the sergeant of the

partywho brought in the prisoners.

" Well, Answell,” said I when he entered , “ what is the

matter now ? who has been robbed ? "

" Old Jemmy Mullany, your honour, that was robbed last

night by two travelling women who were overtaken by the

severity of the weathernear his house, and to whom he gave a

night's lodging; I have them here, your honour, in custody, and

old Jemmy and his son James are coming in to swear informa

tious against them ."

“ All right, Answell,” said I ; “ but doyou believe the old

rascal? at all events, it is only diamond cut diamond ,' I

suspect , what did he lose ? "

* " I'll tell your honour that ” (pulling a memorandum book

out of the crown of his cap ) ; "he lost three linen shirts, four

į air of long worsted stockings -- for you know the old chap

wears knee -breeches - two old dress pattern waistcoats, one

sovereign, and three and sixpence in silver. Soon after daylight

this morning, your honour, old Jemmy and the son came

running up to the barrack , and told me they had been robbed

in the night by two women, who had craved a night's lodging

from the rain and storm ; that they had started off before day,

and must have passed the barrack about half an hour, or there

abouts, as they were bent for thenorth. We hurried after them ,

the two Mullanys, another of the men --that's Dowdle, your

honour --and myself. Wesoon came up with the women , and

Look them into custody ; we brought them to the barrack and
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searched them , and, sure enough, we found the very articles

mentioned by both father and sort, and which they had

accurately described ; some in one bundle, and some in the

other."

“ All very fine," said I ; is and what about the money , the

sovereign, and the silver you mentioned ; did either of them

identify that ? I suppose they did ."

" I got that rolled up in a piece of paper in one of the

bundles , and theold chap says it is his ."

* Did either he or the son say anything of having lost the
money before you searched the women ? "

“ No, not a word, sir ; but the minute I found it and un

rolled the paper, old Jemmy said it was bis--that it was in the

box with the other things, and he said he could swear to the
piece of paper.”

" So I dare say he will,” said I ; “but, Answell, what sort

are the women ? and what do they say for themselves ? ”

“ Indeed , then, sir, they are very decent, respectable- looking

women , not to belie them -- one of them , in particular, that's

the silent one ; and they are ready, not only to swear that they

know nothing whatever of the articles found iu their bundles,

or how they came there, but thatthey now miss several things,

such as gowns, shawls,and handkerchiefs, together with two

sovereigns and four shillings in silver, which they say were

taken out of their bundles, while they were asleep at Mullany's

last night ; and they want to bring a cross-charge of robbery

against the Mullanys; but your honour knows very well it's no

matter what they say, for, of course, they'll say anything to

try and clear themselves ; and, indeed, one of them says very

little, that's Kitty Foley -- she's quite silent and condemned

like; oh, I'm sure it's a good case, and that they'll go the ground,

“ Well, Answell, perhaps so ; but I do not like those Mul

lanys, I never thought much of them , and I am always inclined

to doubt anything they say ; you know, as well as I do, that

they bear a very indifferent character. "

“ Indeed I know that, sir ; but, if they were twice as bad ,

they are telling truth this time. "

“I hope so," said I, “ for their own sakes. "

The parties were shortly afterwards brought before a magis

trate. The Mullanys swore home against the women, so far as

identifying the articles found in their bundles being their pro

perty , and that they had been taken out of a box which was

in the room in which they had slept in their house the night

before.

Constable Answell swore to having found the articles in

question in the possession of the women, and that the articles

every inch . "

I 2
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had been previously described to him by the Mullanys. There

was nothing to do but to commit.

Iwas in the magistrate's officeduring the examination of

the Mullanys and Billy Cassidy. The pattern -waistcoats were

his ; and everything was stated in so distinct and straightfor
ward a manner, and the finding of the articles proved so satis

factorily, that no doubt was left on the magistrate's mind , who

signed the informations, and bound the parties to prosecute. I

confess my mindwas not made up with the same promptitude

or satisfaction. Thestatement of the Mullanys was given with

a pertinacity of detail, and an accuracy of agreement between

them in themost trifling and unimportant matters, which suited .

not with my belief of genuine truth ; besides this, there was

something about the women, particularly the youngest, who

could not be more than nineteen or twenty ,and who was ex

ceedingly pretty, with a dark, brunette, gipsy cast of counte
nance , which made me wish , with all my heart, to disbelieve

the Mullanys altogether.

When we were left by ourselves I mentioned my doubts to

the magistrate, particularly arising from the fact ,that nothing

had been said by either of the Mullanys about the loss of the

money until after it had been found, and I suggested that it

might be well to give an order to search Mullany's house for

the articles stated by the women to have been lost by them

while they were there ; but it was no use.

" It could not be done; of course the women will say any

thing in their present circumstances. I could not give an order

to search, except upon a sworn information, and you would not

have me take their informations, they being actually committed

upon the heavy accusationof two others, so well supported by

unquestionable facts ; besides, what earthly motive could the

Mullanys have in fabricating a story so valueless to themselves

--the finding of the articles by one of your own men --the

positive identification of them ? In short, I cannot conceive

what grounds you can have for a moment's doubt; who , and

what are the women ? where were they coming from ? and

where were they going to ? Could they answer any one of

these questions satisfactorily ? For my own part, I have no

more doubt that they robbed these poor men than I have that

I now see you before me ; and, even if I had, I have no choice

left but to commit the prisoners and send the case for trial.”

I determined, however, to take an opportunity -- such as

police alone know how to take - to search Mullany's house

without an order. It was not very long before such an oppor

tunity occurred, by a general search for arms in the district,
and I was resolved to make the most of it . There was not a

hole or corner in or about Mullany's house or premises that was
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not ransacked over and over , but not a single thing could I

find to justify the statement of the women. I directed Answell,

nevertheless, to keep a sharp look -out, in hopes of seeing some

of the articles described by them witheither of the Mullanys,

but to no purpose ; nothing ofthe kind was ever seen , and my

mind had nearly cleared itself of all doubts upon the subject

previous to the trial.

The assizes soon came round, and “ Crier, call James Mullany

and James Mullany, jun .," were almost the first words I heard

as I entered the court. They answered to their names, and

were sent to the witness-room . On the morning of the second
day they were sent before the grand jury and a true bill ” was

found , About two o'clock the same day, the clerk of the

Crown stood up and said

" Put Catherine Foley and Mary Johnston to the bar," and

the trial proceeded.

The prisoners pleaded “ Not guilty,” but had no counsel
employed to defend them.

James Mullany (old Jemmy) was the first witness sworn ,

andexamined by the counsel for the Crown :---

" Recollected the 6th of November last ; was coming home

from the bog, closing dusk in the evening; was overtaken on

the road by twowomen, not far from his own house. The pri

soners in the dock are the women. They carried each a bundle.

They asked him if he could give them a night's lodging, as it

wasverylate and likely to bewet, and that they would give

him a shilling for their bed. Witness said he would, and they

came with him to his house, and sat for a while by the fire,

while he was preparing a bed for them . Witness is a widower,

and there is no woman belonging to the house. There was a

box in the roomwhere the women slept, containing clothes and

other articles ; it stood near the head of their bed : the box

was locked . One of the women handed him a shilling before

they went to bed, saying they would start before day in the

morning, and his grandson, Billy Cassidy, was to let them out

at any hour they rose up. He and his son James, and his
grandson, Billy Cassidy, then went to bed , in the other room .

The kitchen was between the room in which they slept and

where the women slept. Did not hear the women going away

in the morning. Wasrising shortly after daylight, when Billy

Cassidy ran in and told him that the things in the box were all

tossed , and that the women hadgone away and robbed him .

Called his son James, and made all the haste he could : went to

the box and ad had en broken open in the night and

robbed. Missed three linen shirts, four pairs of long stockings,
and two waiscoats : would know all these articles again . Saw

them about an hour after he missed them ; saw them with the
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police ; was present, in fact, when they were found in the pos

session of the women . Swore positively to the prisoners :did

not know their names, only , as he sinceheard, that they called

themselves Catherine Foley and Mary Johnston . "

Articles produced by Constable Answell. The witness posi

tively swore that these articles were bis property , that they

were taken out of a box in his house the night the prisoners.

lodged there. He was present when they were found in their
possession.

The prisoners, not being defended, were asked if they had

any question to put to the witness before be went down , and , as

usual in such cases, instead of asking any questions, one of

them-not the gipsy girl-- commenced a longand rapid state

ment, denying everything, and declaring that they themselves

had been robbed , and thatthe prosecutor's things had been put

into their bundles without their knowledge.

James Mullany, jun ., and Billy Cassidy were examined , and

corroborated the old man's evidence in every particular to the

very letter.

Constable Answell was then examined . He stated that, on

the morning of the 7th of November, he was standing at his

barrack door just at daylight ; he saw two women pass by ; bid

them the time ofday, and asked them how far they were going ;

one of them replied that they hoped to get asfar as C-- to

breakfast . He considered them very respectable women from

their appearance, and they passed on . Remained about the

barrack , in and out, for some time. In about twenty minutes or

half an hour, young James Mullany came running up, followed

by his father , they told him they had been robbed in the night

by two women, who lodged in the house , and had left itbefore

daylight. Witness said he saw them pass by a short time before,

called out another of the men , and pursued them with the

Mullanys. On the way, he asked what things had been stolen ;

young James said they lost three linen shirts, four pairs of long

stockings, and two waistcoats. Soon after, came up with the

women , and took them into custody ; brought them to the

police barrack, where he searched them ; found three shirts in

one of their burdles, and four pairs of stockings and two waist

eoats in the other -- the articles already produced and identified

are they , and the prisoners in the dock are the women he got

them with

" This witness may go down ," said the Crown counsel.

" Stop a moment,” said the judge ; “ I wish to ask the con

stableone or two questions.”

" Did either of the Mullanys say they had lost anything

except the articles which you have already mentioned, and just

now produced ? ”

“ No, my lord, not before I searched the prisoners."
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“ Then you found the identical articles which the Mullanys

stated theyhad lost ? "

" I did , my lord."

Looking at the informations- “ Was there anything about

a sovereign, and three and sixpence insilver ? "

“ There was, my lord , but not until after the bundles were

searched ; I found a sovereign , and three shillings and sixpence

rolled up in a piece of paper, and the old man said it was his ;

he said he would swear to the paper - I have it here .”.

Court- looking again at the informations— “ Call up old

James Mullany again ,” and he was soon on the table.

" James Mullany, listen to me. These are your infor

mations, and you have sworn herein that you lest a sovereign

and some silver, which you state were in the box with the

clothes, and you have sworn here that the sovereign aud

silver which was found with one of the prisoners were those

which you lost ; at least, you have sworn to the piece of

paper in which it was rolled up . "

" I did , your lordship ."

Yet you said nothing to the constable about having lost

money until after it was found , neither have you said any.

thing about it in your evidence upon the table to-day-how
is that ?"

" I wouldn't wish, your lordship, to swear to anything

but what I could be sure of, and it is hard to swear to

money , "

Court-"So it is, but you have sworn to it in your in

formations ; constable, hand him that piece of paper with

the money in it--now , look at that, and tell me if it be

yours .

"Your lordship, I wouldn't wish to swear to the money

at all.”

• Well, will you swear that on the occasion in question

you did lose a sovereign and some silver, rolled up in a

piece of paper in every respect similar to that now produced,

or do you mean to swear to the paper which is produced,

but not to the money which is in it ? I wish to understaud

“ Your lordship, I don't wish to swear to either the money
or the paper. ”

His lordship then asked the prisoners if they wished to

ask the constable or old Mullany any questions.

The gipsy girl was still silent, but the other, Mary

Johnston , blazed out at once

Oh, my lord , justice, justice is all we want, my lord ; it's

that old 'thief and this son, and that gallows young hemp, my

lord, that robbed us, and that's not enough, but they'll trans

you . "

64
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port usnow, my lord, the perjured villains ! They robbed us, my

Iord , of two sovereigns, besides shawls, gowns, and handker

chiefs. Oh, my lord, that young hemp, Billy Cassidy, sitting

there looking up at your lordship , whispered me upon the road,

theday we were taken, that, ifwe'd give the old chap forty

shillings, he'd never bring a word against us, and that if we

didn't, he'd surely transport us ; but sure they took, I may say ,

all the money we had ; however, the sovereign in the paper es

caped them , my lord, and sure they'd take that too, if they met.

with it . That old villain , you see how he won't swear to the

money now , in hopes to gain b'lief from the jury, my lord , for

the rest of his oath ; butsure he swore to it before, and your

dordship sees into him ; justice, my lord , is all we want-- the

perjured villains - look atthem !"

His lordship listened to the whole of this with the utmost

composure, and who else had a right to stop her ?

It had been remarked by almost every one, that Catherine

Foley, whom I have called the gipsy girl, from her likeness to

thatclass, had not opened her lips from the commencement of

the trial, nor was this unnoticed bythe judge, and, addressing

her, he asked if she had any questions to ask , or anything to

say in her defence.

" My lord ,” said she, in a very calm and collected tone of

voice, " will anything that I cansay be of any use tous ?--if
it will, I have plenty to say , and I'll say it ; but if it will not, I

have nothing to say, and I'll hold my tongue: you may goon,

my lord, and it's with all respect to your lordship I sayit; you

may go on , my lord,and, gentlemen of the jury, you may finish

your work, and letthem poor creatures" ( pointing to the Mul

lanys) "get home before night, for I'll say nothing, if it can do

as no good in the end."

“ Let me hear what you have to say,” said his lordship,

pushing up his spectaclesto the top of his forehead under his

wig. I have always remarked that both judges and lawyers

invariably follow this practice when they wish topay particular

attention to what is said, which makes me think that if spec

tacles are good for the eyes they must be bad for the ears.

“Let me hear what you have to say, Catherine Foley — that is

the name, I think.” Putting downthe spectacles, and popping
the tip of his nose within a hair's breadth of his notes --- yes,

Catherine Foley ; let me hear what you have to say," and up

they went again, and he leaned forward on the bench, looking
her full in the face .

“ What I have to say, my lord, is this, that this woman here

and myselfare entirely innocent, your lordship , and we have

been robbed and plundered by them perjured villains, and now

they'll surely transport us, for what can your lordship do ?
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' Twas all well done, very well done, and I supposewe'll travel ;

but, when we're gone, let them villains be watched, your lord

ship, and I'll engage that gentleman there” (pointing to Answell)

" if he looks close after them , will find some of the things we

lost, after a while — they took one neck handkerchief, your lord

ship, with scarlet and black stripes — there was but the two

colours in it - I'd know it in twenty years, if I saw but the

breadth of myhand of it. There wasn't another the same of

it in England, Ireland, or Scotland - ithad but the two colours,

my lord , scarlet and black stripes ; " -here she turned towards

the Mullanys, who sat in the side box just under her, and with

a tone of fearful imprecation shecontinued, addressing the old

man— " I'll live to see that handkerchief yet, James Mullany,

and may you live to feel it ! I didn't live a wandering youth

for nothing ; I learnt something of mymother's craft, for all I

left them early ; andoh, maythose black and scarlet stripes be
the emblems of death and blood to you , you perjured sinner !

-may you never part it ' til it chokes your dry and (shrivelled

throat,and stops your lying, perjured breath ! "

" Silence ! silence, my good woman, you must keep quiet,"

said the sheriff.

" I beg your worship's pardon , I'll be quiet - his lordship

there knows and sees the truth of what wesay, and he knew

the liescoming out ofthe old man's mouth, I know he did

his lordship sees it all, and so does the jury, and I'm sure

they'll lookinto it.”

The judge listened to this haranguewith more patienceand

composure than I could have supposed possible, and without

once interrupting the prisoner, at which I was not a little

surprised .

The case for the prosecution then closed , and there were no

witnesses for the defence.

" Gentlemen of the jury,” said his lordship , turning round

and leaning a little bit forward , “ I shall not detain you very

long with this case . You have heard the evidence of the two

Mullanys, and the boy, together with that of the police- con

stable who found the articles, which have been most fully and

satisfactorilyidentified, and in the total absenceof any evidence

--evidence,I say, on the part of the prisoners- I cannot antici

pate much difficulty in your arriving at a proper conclusion ;

there is, however, one point to which I wish to draw your

attention somewhat particularly, and that is this the very

great minuteness with which both the Mullanys — both of them ,

gentlemen - detailed to the police -constable the several articles

which had been stolen , how accurately they agreed in that

detail, and how precisely the articles found upon the prisoners

corresponded with that detail. Now, upon the first blush of the
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matter, you might be led tobelieve that the exact correspondence

of the articles found upon the prisoners with those stoted -- I lay

an emphasis upon the word stated at present, gentlemen , for å

reason which I shall mention just now - stated by the Mullanys

to have been stolen , was in itself a circumstance strongly corro

borative of their statement. Let us examine, however, whether

this very circumstance maynot fairly be liable to a very different

view. I apprehend it may, and not unjustly ; for instance

was it likely, when the Mullanys found they hadbeen robbed ,

and the robbers not very long gone, that they would have coolly

taken time to look over theirthings so as to enable them to

ascertain precisely what had been stolen, and what bad not

----was it pot more likely, gentlemen , that, having ascertained

the mere fact that they had been robbed, they would at once

havepursued the women, well knowing that theycould identify

anything--- nay, everything belongingto them which might be

found in their possession, should they be overtaken ? This ,

gentlemen , is the reason why I marked the word " stated '

rather strongly just now . At the same time, I need not tell

you, gentlemen, that you will not consider what would be most

likely in opposition to sworn facts. Again : there is another

circumstance in this case, which strikesme as rather extraor

dinary , and which I have no doubt has not escaped your own

observation, and it isthis-- that not one word was said byeither

of the Mullanys-either of them , gentlemen -- as to the money

having been taken , previous to its having been found by the

police- constable in the bundle of one of thewomen . Then, and

then for the first time, gentlemen, we have the elder Mullany

stating that it had been taken out of the box, and claiming it as

his. You have seen all the other articles which they lost, and

you will judge whether a sovereign and three and sixpence

would not be of double --nay, treble--the value of themall put

together, and, therefore, most likely to be first looked after,

supposing it to have been in thebox with the other things, and

to have formed the burthen of their complaint to the police.

But further respecting it ; in his informations before themagis

trate, which I have before me, and which I have carefully

looked into, old Mullany swore positively -- for I am bound to

presume he swore it positively, orit would not be here--that he

lost it at the same time with the other things, and he stated

there, as well as to the police -constable at the time, that he

knew it by the paper in which it was rolled up ; you have seen ,

gentlemen, that he now refuses to identify , or to claim it.

There might be a difficulty as to the money, but he fails to

identify even the paper ; at least, he refuses to do so . If these

circumstances, geutlemen, are calculated to create a doubt in

your minds as to the truth of the Mullanys' story , you must noti
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forget to ask yourselves, on the other hand , what could their

motive be for fabricating it ? It has not transpired ; neither has

their character or testimony been impeached - at least, not legally

impeached ; for you are too experienced not to know , that the

mere asseverations of persons in the situation of the prisoners at
the bar, cannot be received by you, uncorroborated as they

are, much less positively negatived, by the facts -- for let me
tell you, gentlemen , you arebound to take them as facts-

which have come before you. I refrain from making any obser

vations upon the matter and tone of the statement made by the

prisoners, further than that of itself it can form no defence to

the crime with which they are charged . Some of you, gentlemen,

have asked the prosecutorsvery proper and judicious questions

without any result beneficial to the prisoners. If you believe

the evidence of the Mullanys, and the police -constable, Answell

--and I cannot see upon what grounds you can disbelieve it

you will find the prisoners guilty. If, on the contrary, you

disbelieve the evidence, or if the circumstances to which I have

more particularly called your attention are such as to create a
doubt in your minds -- such a doubt as sensible, intelligent men ,

on their oaths, would be justified in forming -- you are bound to

give the prisoners the benefit of that doubt, and to acquit
them ."

The jury retired - I knew they could not be long in, and

onlyretired to stretch, their legs.

While they were in I began to recapitulate the whole case in

my own mind. I was convinced that the Mullanys were lying

from first to last - twas only a moral conviction , and was of no

avail, serving only to annoy my mind, which I confess it did ,

not a little. I thought, at one time, the judge was of the same

opinion, but I did not like his charge, at least, the latter part of

it. Why point out to the jury twocircumstances strongly calcu

lated tothrow a doubtuponthe statement of the Mulavys, and

then tell them that they should discard these circumstances

from their minds altogether, and that they were bound to take

everything that had come before them as facts ? This was neither

one thing nor the other, as I thought ; but what right had I to

think ? perhaps I was wrong all through. I tried to think I

was, but I could not; I believed theprisoners were not guilty ,

butI knew very well what the verdict must be .

Here they are here they are !

« Gentlemen , answer to your names."

" llere " - " here " -- and so on .

"Gentlemen, have you agreed to your verdict ? "

“ In number forty -seven , gentlemen, you say the prisonors .

are · guilty." "

“Silence, silence ! you must keep silence . "
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The judge almost immediately sentenced the prisoners to be

transportedfor the term of seven years each.

They turned to go down ; but Mary Johnston , just then

catching a view of the two Mullanys, stopped short, and,
throwing herself forward towards them , she exclaimed.-

"Jemmy Mullany, may the curse of an innocent and

banished woman, oldand perjured villain as you are, follow you

to a violent and speedy grave !”

“ Ay !” exclaimed the gipsy girl, gazing upon them with a

look more of wonder at what sheknew to be the extent of their

villany, than of despair at her own fate -- " ay, may the father

call for mercy to the son , and be denied it ;and may I live to

hear the son call for mercyto his lordship there, when he can

no more give it to him than he can now give it to us. Thank your

lordship -- thank you, gentlemen of the jury, sure you only did

your duty ; but the most of you areyoung men, and your

lordship isnot old, andsome of you may live to see thedouble

curse fulfilled upon them notorious perjurors! Thank your

dlordship, thank you, gentlemen of the jury, it was not your

fault, you coulddo nothing but what you did ; ” and making a

lowcurtsey, and smiling and laughing, she followed her com

panion to the back of the dock, from whence they were soon

after removed to the gaol.

Thus ends the first part of the history of the Mullanys.

NOTE . - I think it right here to mention, that the judge

made some representationto the Governmentuponthis case, and

that the women were never sent beyond Kilmainham , or some

other gaol in Dublin, where they were confined for a space of

twelve months, at the termination of which they were set at

liberty.

PART II .

ABOUT eight months after the close of the foregoing trans

actions, I was on my way to visit the Ballywellan station of

police, which was a mile and a half beyond Jemmy Mullany's
house .

When I was something about a quarter of a mile from

Jemmy's my horse dropped a shoe, and I stopped at the forge

at the cross-roads adverted to in the beginning of this story.

While Micky Monaghan, the smith, was pointing a few nails

to put on the shoe, three men came into the forge, two of them

much younger than the other, who came in first.

Micky," said he, “ will you lend these boys your sledge for

a few throws ? they have a half -pint bet . "
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“ The sorra sledge you'll get here to-day, boys ; my sledge

is cracked already withyour work, and you'd knock the piece

out of the corner of it on the hard road . "

“ Show it here, Micky ? " said be, taking it up.

It was handed round and examined : amongst the rest, it

was referred to me to say if there was any danger of injuring it .

I looked at it.

" Not the least," said I ; “ the bit is out already."

" Death an'ages is it ? ” said Micky. “ Bad cess to you ,

Andy Quinn ; 'twas you done that a -Sunday, and I told you

not to touch it . There's no hoe with those youngsters. You

may have it now and welcome, boys, the mischief's done

already ; but see, boys, don't throw on the road .”

To this they agreed , and went out, taking the sledge with
them . Somehowor other, there had been a crack near the

corner of the sledge, and the piece had been knocked off - whe

ther by Andy Quinn or not I cannot say -- and the deficiency was

aboutan inch and ahalf by an inch, and of a triangular shape.

Having looked at it for a particular purpose , whenreferred to,

I had remarked it ratheraccurately. When the shoe was on,

I mounted my horse and rode away, " What has all this to

say to the story ? " Stop a while ; I told you you should be

content to take things as I got them myself .

Six weeks after I had been in the forge, I received areport

of outrage from Constable Answell, that John Corigan's bam

had been broken into in the night, and robbed of four new

sacks, and a quantity of dressed flax, besides a small quantity

of threshed corn . I mounted my horse, and proceeded “ to

visit the scene ." Constable Answell met me at the spot, and

we proceededto examineinto the circumstances. John Corigan

himself had been from home, and had not yet returned . Mrs.

Corigan could give no further account of the occurrence than

thatthe barn -door had been broken open , and the sacks, flax,

&c. , carried away -- " Sure there was the door to be seen,

smashed to pieces, and the things gone ; it's a pretty story for

himself when he comes home. "

Answell and I then commenced to examine the barn and

premises for any footsteps or other marks which might prove

Ta clue to the discovery of the perpetrators.” Answell poked

about in one direction, and I poked about in another ; we met

and passed once or twice.

It's no use, your honour, " said he. “ I fear nothing can

be made of it ."

" I fear not,” said I, and we passed round again .

I went into the barn ; the door lay broken off the lower

hinge, against the wall inside. Two boards had been broken

completely off, the rest of the door clung together, but was

60



126 THE TWO MULLANYS .

much shattered . A mark on the door -case , near the lock ,

caught my eye ; another - and another upon the boards of the

door itself - the very same. I looked at the detached boards

which lay on the floor ; I found the same mark strongly im .

pressed upon one of them , and in some degree, but not so

plainly , on the other . I knew the mark .

" Come, Answell," said I, “ there is no use in stopping here

any longer ."

“ Indeed , I think not, sir, and I'd give a trifle to pin the

rascals, but it's no use."

We left the place. We remained silent for some time, both

musing, but, oh, how differently ! At last I said, in rather a

gay and pleasanttone-

“ Answell, will you think it very strange if Itell youthat

I know who broke in the barn,and where, in all likelihood, we

shall find the stolen goods ? and, further, that I found it all out

while I was in the barn ? ”

" Think it strange! I couldn't think your honour was

much less than a witch or a fairy,” said Answell.

“ You might be set down for a wilch if you found it out, "

said I, “and I might be set down for a fool if I did not."

We proceededagain in silence for some time, when Answell

ventured to ask-

" What does your honour suspect about it ? or how did you

find it out ? "

" All I can say, Answell, is this -- that I can take my oath ,

and safely take it, to the instrument which was used in breaking

that door, and that I know the person to whom it belongs ;

but step out , we have no time to lose ; I'll trot on and beat

Mr.D-- , the magistrate, before you ; make no delay ."

I was not long in getting there, and Answell arrived in

some time after. I had sworn an information as to my suspi

cions, and my reasons for the same, being against Michael

Monaghan, the smith, at the cross -roads of Aughacreen, and

I described to Mr. D- the circumstance about the sledge,

with the piece out of the corner,correspondingwith the marks

upon the barn -door, and my not having the slightest doubt that

the said sledge was the instrument used in breaking it open .

We procured a search -warrant against Michael Monaghan's

house and premises, and we were to bring the sledge and com

pare it with the marks upon the door.

I now thought myself a very clever fellow ; I had no doubt

of getting the stolen goods somewhere in or about Monaghan's.

The sacks could be identified , having the letters " J. C.”

marked in white paint about the middle. The flax could also

be identified , if the cord in which it was tied in hanks had not
been removed.

17
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The next day we went to work, and were at Monaghan's

just after daylight. I knocked at the door, and Monaghan

himself opened it : he had just risen and was dressed . I told

him shortly what brought methere, and he seemed completely

upset and distracted. He asked me “ what reason I had to

suspect him or his house ; that there never was a whimper

against him or one belonging to him ; that he could get the

best of characters . "

" Sure, your own honour would bail me a hundred pounds;

aren't you looking at me early and late these seven years ? ”
I then told him I should search his house and premises.

"Oh, and a hundrei welcomes, your honour; to be sure,

why not ? Mary, get up with you in there."

But Mary was up already, for she had heard some of the

conversation, and was standing nearly dressed inside the room
door.

“ My God ! what will become of us ? we may quit the

country after this anyhow, Micky, avic macree,* and she

clapped her hands as the lower order of the Irish women alone
can clap them .

Wethen searched the house and premises very closely, and

Monaghan himself assisted me,opening every box and cupboard
in the house. He seemed greatly distressed, muttering every

now and then , “ My God ! who could have done this ? -who

could have done this ? We're ruined while we live ; ruined out

and out ." But, if his wife attempted to join him in his wail

ings, he instantly checked her with a "Whist ! woinan, what

are you crying about? Arra , hold your tongue, will you ? What

can they do ? Quit your crying, I tell you ."

Notan iota, or, as a lawyer would say, not a scintilla, coull

we find, nor was there anything in the manner of either

Monaghan or his wife which could lead me to suppose they had

been concerned in the robbery - quite the contrary. But the

sledge - the sledge, thought I; I cannot be wrong about that.

* Is the forge open ? " said I.

“ No, your honour,but I'll open it for you in two twos, "

and beunlocked the padlock and let me in .

“ There's not a pin's worth here, your honour, but what

belongs to the forge," said he, taking down a board -shutter

from an open window . " And not all that same," he continued,

“ for some blackguard stole my sledge -- the sledye your own

honour -saw the day you were here, that had the piece out of

the corner.”

“ I remember," said I ; but I searched up and down for the

sledge, nevertheless, while he thought it was merely a conti

nuation of the search for the other things. It wasnot to be had .

“ When was it stolen , Micky ? ” said I.
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“The same day your honour was here last : the youngsters,

when the whiskey was won , left it here upon this window ; I

saw them leave it there myself, and they brought me with

them to M'Cormack's public -house to give me share of it, and

I thought no more of the forge that night, your honour ; the

little boy locked the door, but he took no notice of the window

or the sledge; the window's next the road, and some person

passing the way must have carried it off.”

“And what have you done ever since ? " said I, " for you

know you could not do your work without one. "

“ I haven't much heavy work , your honour; and , when I

wanted one, the gossoon used to slip up to Paddy Maher's for

the loan of one; but is there anything about it, your honour? "

“ No, Micky , ” said I, “ nothing - come, Answell - Micky,

you know, I could not help it, I only did my duty, and I'm

sorry to disturb or annoy you ."

* But it's only fair to ask who swore against us, your honour,

or who sent youhere. "

“ Oh, nobody knows anything about it but yourselves,

Micky, and say nothing about it ; I tell you that no one knows

anything about it but yourselves andme."

“ But, your honour, it's only fair to ask , for I'd like to know

the rascal that suspected us. "

“ Never mind, Micky ; I tell you again that there is no harm

done if you holdyour tongue.”

Answell and I then left the place, and I went to Maheris,

where I ascertained that Monaghan had borrowed a sledge

several times within the period alluded to. I was disappointed

at this and yetwhy should I feel disappointed ? Monaghan was

a very respectable man, and had always borne a good character,
and why should I wish to find him otherwise now ? I must do

myself the justice to say that the thought was no sooner formed

than it passed away; 'Twas evidentthe sledge was not there ;

he had stated that it had been stolen before I even hinted at the

subject, and I had ascertained that he told the truth about

getting the loan of one from Maher . So far, then , the sledge

business was a complete failure.

Reader, you must now take a jump with me ; but don't be

afraid , the ground is soft, and you cannot be hurt, for it is Time

I want you to jump over ; just lay your hand upon his neck -- I

dare say you will find it as easy as to “ take him by the fore

lock ; " now, give me your other hand, and we'll jump together ;

come, a good spring - there, well done, here we are ; and now
let us see what we havejumped over--just four years and nearly

four months -- not a bad jump.

Who was that riding down the hill towards Jemmy Mul

lany's on the 4th of July ? - 'twas “ the chief." I was going to
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inspect a new barrack, which had just been built for us at Bally

wellan station , and, as happened once before, just about the

same place, a heavy shower began not only to threaten, but

actually to put its threat intoexecution , for I heard several

drops ---of hail it was — hop off the crown of my hat : they were

not then so particular about our wearing uniform upon those

occasions asthey afterwards became. I trotted on briskly, and

got to Mullany's door just as it began to come down in earnest.

Young Jamescame to the door ; I jumped off, and was going to

draw my horse into the kitchen out of the rain, when James

said, “ Sure, I'll take the beast to the barn , your honour,and stop

with him, and don't bother yourself with him . ” It struck me

that he looked very pale.

No, thank you, James ; it will not last long ; he'll stand

quiet ;" and I drew him in .

James," said I, “ get a cloth and wipe the saddle . "

He was some time getting it, and then began to dry the

saddle with his back towards me in a very awkward position.

I saw no sign of any one in the house but himself.

" How is the old man, James ? ” said I ; “ I hope he is not

out under that shower." He did not seem to have heard me .

“ How is the old man , James ? " said I again .

“Indeed, then , your honour, he's from home this while back . "

“ Not at home !" I remarked ; “why, he seldom leaves home,

James ; when did he go ? ”

“ About ten days or a fortnightago, your honour.”

“Where is he gone to, James ? " I continued. Here James

turned his back completely towards me, and appeared to be

airing the cloth at the embers of an almost burnt-out fire, but

replied- “ He's gone, yourhonour - he's gone down to the upper

--that is -- up to the lower - part of the county of Cavan , your
honour."

" I did not know he had any friends there, James,” said I ;

“ who is he gone to ? ”

By this time Jamesappeared to be something better master

of his subject, although he still found it difficult to dry the

cloth ,andhe replied

“ He's gone down, your honour, to an uncle's son of his ; he

was very donny this while past, and he thought it might do

him good, your honour, to go downfor a start.

“ And when do you expect him back, James ?” said I.

“Why, then, the not one ofme can tell your honour that ;

he said , if he got his health below, as he was old and past his

labour here, he wouldn't hurry himself.”

“ What is his uncle's son's name, James ? "

" His name, your honour -- his uncle's son's name, is it ? he's

one Doyle, your honour."

J
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it was

Now, in the above conversation, I had not the slightest

intention -- at all events, at the commencement- of cross-exa

mining James Mullany, nor had I any reason for so doing-

perhaps it was his own manner in answering my questions
which first gave it the tone of a cross -examination . There

was certainly something so seemingly frightened in his man

ner, and evasive in his answers , that, as the conversation

progressed, my suspicions were excitedof something I knew

notwhat -- and my mind was seta -thinking.

“ Bring out the horse, " said I, “ 'tis fine now

not. James brought him out, I took the bridle, and he in

stantly stooped down to tie his shoe. It had not ceased

raining, and yet he said nothing to induce me to stop till

it was over - so unlike Irish kindness. Had I been made

Inspector-General for it, I could not have mounted my horse

at that moment — 'twas so best- Ihung the bridle upon my

arm , and walked slowly up the hill. As I got towards the

top, the air, and, I am now convinced, having got from

within the influence of that house, revived me, and I began

to recover myself, and my mind became clear.

“ By all that's just and great,” cried I, almost aloud,

" there has been something wrong -- worse than wrong there ;

however, I'll not hurry myself until I dip over the top of

the hill, out of sight of the house. "

When I had reached the top, and had begun to descend ,

I was able to mount my horse , and I trotted on at a smart

pace . Without knowing why, I felt as if I could have

ridden over a precipice, and I soon after reached the barrack.

Having sat for some time in the kitchen, while the men

were putting on their appointments and “ falling in , " I in

spected the party, barrack rooms, and every thing in and

about the barrack, perhaps more minutely than I had often

done before, I afterwards wondered at this I wonder at it

still - but so it was . I then went with Constable M.Donnell

into his own room -- poor Answell had been discharged on

gratuity --to sign the diary .

" M'Donnell,” said I, “ when did you see either of the

Mullanys ?"

“ Isee James, sir --thatis, the youngman --pretty often . "

" When did you see old Jemmy? " said I.

“ Now that you ask me the question, sir, I cannot well say

when I saw the old man ; I don't mind to see him for some

time."

“ Did you see him within three weeks or a month ? "

“ Oh, yes ; yes, I did , sir ; I saw him about a fortnight ago ,

or perhaps less.

" When were you down that way ?." said I.
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" Scarcely a day but I'm down, sir ; I passed that way three

or four times this week ."

“ Are you positive you did not see the old man for the last

week or ten days ? ”

"Oh, quite positive, sir - let me see the last - time I saw

old Jemmy Mullany was- Saturday eight days; that is, after

to -morrow will be a fortnight sinceI saw the old man."

“ Did you ever hear he had friends in the north, or that be

had gone there ?

" No, sir, not a word ; and I think if he was gone there I'd

have heard it, for the neighbours are always talking of them ,

and it's by this door he would pass, and it couldn't be but some

of the men would have seen him , or heard something of it.”

* What did youhear the neighbours say, lately, about him ?”

“ I heard that James and the old man had very high words

about selling the bit of land. James said they could get beyond

forty pounds for it, and he wanted the old chap to sellit, andgive

himthe half ofit to go to America, and forthe old man to go

and live with his other son , John, who would keep him comfort

able for the rest of his life for less than the otherhalf, and leave

him enough to put clothes upon him besides ; I'm told , sir, the

old fellow got furious, and swore and damned that he never

would sell an inch of the land , and that he threatened to turn

James out altogether, to do for himself, and that he never would

leave him a sod of it ; I'm told that horrid words passed between

them , but that was a month ago, and I heard nothing since.”

" Did you see the old man since you heard all that ? "

" Oh, yes, I did, sir ; I told you I saw him on Saturday was

eight days."

" True, so you did ; but you positively did not see him
since ?"

“No, sir, certainly not. "

" Have any of the men seen him later than that, do you

know ? "

“ I cannot say as to that, sir, but I'll ask them .”

" No, do not, not yet, at least. Now, M'Donnell,” said I,

solemnly, “ I'll tell you what it is - in my opinion, they haveput

old Mullany out of the way - murdered him - that is my firm
conviction ,

“ My God , sir ! what makes you think that ? Can it be

possible they would do such a thing ?

I then told M'Donnell, as I have told you , of my accidental

visit to James Mullany, and the suspicions which his manner

and answers created in my mind, and the extraordinary effect

whichthey had upon me in the house.

" What is to be done, sir ? " said he, leaning on his carabine,

which he had not yet laid out of his hand.
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" I'llgo down, " said I, “ and search the whole place forth

with ."

I then called in the rest of the men, and made inquiries of

them . One of them said, “ be heard that James Mullany and

the old man had been fighting ; that Billy Cassidy was seen

pelting stones after bim up the road, and that the old man was

cursing and swearing ;” none of them bad seen him within the

last ten days or a fortnight.

I then sent off Constable M'Donnell and three men, who

were to take a circuit which would bring them to cross - road

about a quarter of a mile beyond Mullany's, and by this means

they would appear to be coming home towards their barrack ;

whereas, had they gone straight towards his house from the

barrack , and that immediately after I had been there, it might

create suspicion . I was not to show myself over the top of the

hill until I saw the police pretty close to the house, when I was

to come on as fast as possible and join them . In due time I saw

them coming, and, as I trotted on , I observed a man--James

Mullany, as I thought - digging in a field not far from the

house, and I saw him quit his loy, and turn from the police

" he's off,” said I; " no,no, heis not ; he's standing, and they are

going up to him ." I almost felt sorry - why do I say
almost - I

felt sorry and disappointed that hedid not run . I soon got to

the house; the man to whom M'Donnellcame up in the field was

not James Mullany, but his brother, JohnMullany; James was
in the house when we went in , but Billy Cassidy was not ;

however, we got a hint that he was seen running across the

fields to a neighbour's house , and we soon secured him .

" James Mullany," said I, in a solemn voice, and standing
full before him with a determined manner ; James Mullany,

where is father ? "

“ He's gone, your honour, to the north," he replied .

“ You are telling a lie, James, and you know you are. John

Mullany, where is your father ? " said I , turning to him .

" I don't know, your honour," he replied , “ I don't live

here ; he may be gone to the north, or he may not, for anything

I know ; I did not see him this fortnight.”

Billy Cassidy ,” said I, “where is your grandfather ? "

“ He's gone to the north , surely, sir," said Billy, as smart as

possible.

We thencommenced a diligent search of the house and

premises ; M'Donnell went into one of the rooms, and another

of the men went into the other, while the other two men and

myself remained in the kitchen with the prisoners -- for as such
oke upon them from that moment. James Mullany and

Billy Cassidy were as silent as death ; they looked at eachother

once or twice, but withdrew their eyes the instant they met,
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while John continued to mutter over and over again, “ My

God, what's this for ? what's this for ? "

After some time M'Donnell came out of the room. He held

some things in his hands, and had something under his arm ,

but which I shall not here describe. James staggered over

against the dresser, andBilly Cassidy began to cry , while John

Mullany stood mute and thunderstruck, hurrying his eyes from

one to the other, which, if it was affected , was well done. I

examined everything which M'Donnell had found , and then

went into the room with him , where he described everything to

me as he had found it.

" I am now convinced that I am right,” said I, " and it

would not be fair to ask the prisoners anyfurther questions for

the present, so be cautious - continue your search about the

premises."

M'Donnell had not been very long gone out when he re

turned and told me that he was almostcertain they had found

a grave in the meadow below the garden . Do you remember

the little greenspot I told you about in the commencement ?

“ Fix your bayonets and bring out the prisoners,” said I.
I foi one of my men working away with a shovel, throw

ing upthe loose clay.

" You may save yourself the trouble of digging there,” said

James Mullany, coolly; "that's where we were going to sink a

drain, but it was too low down, and we quit it."

“ Here, then ,” said the policeman who was digging and

handing the shovel to James ; “ here , then, it will not hurt you

to lend us a hand ; we'll soon cometo the bottom .”

James refused, and turned deadly pale.

“ Stop ! ” said I, “ ask them no more questions-- dig it out

yourselves."

The man, notwithstanding, soon after offered the shovel to

John Mullany with the same request, to lend a hand.

" No," said John, “ I had nothing to say to it at the first,

and I won't at the last; I'm afraid there has been bad work .”

I think these words were genuine, and probably saved his

life.

Mymen shovelled on and on ; the clay was still loose, but,

at the depth of nearly five feet, it became more firm , and

nothing was found .

“ There's nothing here,” said M'Donnell, prodding into the

clay withthe point of the shovel.

“ Stick to it,” said Dowdle. “ I don't think you are at the

bottom of the disturbed clay yet."

James Mullany here made an exclamation to the devil,

about cutting the tongue out of Dowdle, which I shall not re

peat. Perhaps it had been better for him bad he held his
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own, for Dowdle then took a loy and loosened another spit of

the clay. Before this was cleared up, the hole being then

nearly six feet deep , we perceived aman's feet and stockings

sticking up. A general murmur ran through the crowd around,

for it had run like fire that the Mullanys had been taken, and

from thirty to forty persons had assembled and were pressing

around the grave. John Mullany, uponthe feet being discovered ,

turned to his brother James, and exclaimed

“Oh, you unfortunate wretch, it would be better for you

if you had never been born ! ”

It was indeed thebody of old Jemmy Mullany ; we pulled

him up. He had been murdered, thrust head foremost into a

sack, and buried at that depth to avoid all chance of detection .

I had been not a little annoyed at the heavy shower which

had driven me into Mullany's house in the morning, but I

could now see that the unerring hand of an overruling Provi

dence had directed it, both as totime and place.

It was, by this time, past two o'clock . ` I mounted my horse

once more, and started off for the coroner, who lived about six

miles from the spot, directing M'Donnell on no account to per

mit the body to be further touched until I returned, and to

have the most respectable men in the neighbourhood collected

as jurors ; indeed , the most of them were already on the spot.

About six o'clock in the evening I returned, and the coroner

was following not far behind, with his friend, Dr. S. They

soon arrived , and , the preliminarieshaving been arranged , the

witnesses were examined, and, in about an hour and ahalf, a

verdict of “ Wilful murder against James and John Mullany

and William Cassidy ” was returned. It was a melancholy

occasion upon which the latter was first dignified withany name

but Billy from the hour of his birth . The necessary documents

were notlong in being prepared , the witnesses bound to prose

cute, and the prisoners on their wayto gaol.

Before starting, John Mullany begged of me to allow him

to speak a few words to his wife, who sat nearly distracted on

a stone hard by. I said I would , but that it should bein my

presence . He replied that he did not care if it was in the

presence of the whole world. “ Come here, Honor, " said he,

and as she approached he requested meto put my hand in his

pocket and take out some money for him ; but I ordered the

handcuffs to be taken off him. He then took out a thirty

shilling note and some silver, and, handing it to his wife, he
said, Here, Honor, get my poor father's remains-- surely

there's only the remains of him left ; but get them buried de

cently, Honor, jewel. · Bad as he was, and God pardon him , he

didn't deserve adog's death . Whist, whist, Honor, don't be

crying ; the sun is not near the setting surer than I'll be back
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with you before long. Honor, jewel, don't be taking on so

aboutme, you know I never hurt a hair of his head , and a hair

of mine won't suffer for him ."

He gaveher the money , and , turning to M'Donnell, he held

out his hands to be re -handcuffed.

“ You're right,” thought I ; “not a hair of your head will
suffer .”

At length I turned my back upon theabove distressing and

horrid scene, and at the close ofabeautiful summer twilight I

reached my home. What had I not seen and felt since I

had left it about fourteen hours before ? where had not my

thoughts wandered to in that short period ? Had they not

travelled over years of time, and miles of space, to return to

theonesame, small, melancholy spot~ the dock ? But “ chiefs,”

thought I, have no time to moralise ; besides, ' tis not their

business.

“Get me my supper, Curry ,” said I ; “ I have had buta

crust of bread at thecoroner'ssince morning."

' Tis hard to say whether Curry was quicker in getting it or

I in getting rid ofit, and, tired and weary, I lay down to rest.

PART III.

It was not far from the summer assizes — they frequently

took place early in July, and on this occasion they were

fixed for the 9th , just five days subsequent to the transac

tions already detailed. You may therefore supposethem now

going on ; look at the bench - you have seen his lordship

before, I know you have ; look now at the dock, directly

opposite him — who are those two prisoners just about to be

tried for murder ? youhave seen them before, too - yes, you

are quite right - it is James Mullany, and his nephew , Billy

Cassidy -- they arenow about to be arraigned for the murder

of oldJames Mullany, the father of one, and the grandfather
of the other - gracious Heaven , how shocking! " But who is

that woman ? "_"Where?"--"Don't you see that well- look

ingyoung woman with the bonnet, who has just created such a

bustle nearly opposite, pushing past the policein spite of all

they could do to prevent her - she has placed herself at the

corner of the side box near the dock - see , she has stood up and

folded her arms, and she is staring James Mullany steadily

who can she be ? Stop - I think I have - I am almost - I posi

tively have seen - it is , by all that's just, it is Catherine Foley,

the gipsy girl! The Crown did not think there was sufficient

evidence against John Mullany to put him on his trial - he did
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not live in the house with his father, but at some distance from

it, and nothing had come out in the Crown solicitor's office to

connect him with the transaction-rather the contrary.

The petty jury having been called over , and theprisoners

not having challenged a single juror, twelve men were sworn

to try the case. The indictment chargedthe prisoners, James

Mullany and William Cassidy, with the wilfulmurder of James

Mullany the elder, at Dooris ,in the month ofJune last past ; it

charged the murder to have been committed by tying acertain

handkerchief about the throat and neck of the deceased, and

pulling the same so tight as to strangle him and thereby cause

death ; and, as if that was not sufficient, it also charged the

murder with having been committed by striking the deceased

two mortal blows upon the head with a certain instrument

called a sledge, or hammer ; and, as if this had been too little,

another count charged the prisoners generally with having

assaulted the deceased with their hands and feet, and inflicting

on him various injuries of which he, the said James Mullany,
died .

The elder prisoner listened attentively, and, when heheard

the horrid crime of murderinghis father read out to him , he

exclaimed , in astrong voice," Oh, mylord, we're innocent, and

for God's sake don't go on with the trial now ; we're notready

it was only a few days ago the charge was brought against us ;

for God's sake, my lord, don't go on with the trial until the

next assizes — we'renot ready, my lord - I declare to God we are

not . "

Court: “ My good man , I hear your earnest solicitation to

postpone your trial for this awful charge, but I have not the

power to do so , unless some legal grounds be laid before me

upon which I can act ; why is it that you are not ready ? "

' Oh , my lord, the charge was only made against us a few

days ago, and I have no money to defend ourselves ; we have

nowitnesses in ; for God's sake, and don't go on with the trial

until the next assizes . "

“ I tell you I have nopower in the case ;the Crown say they

are ready to go on, andif theypress the trial , I must hear it - i

have yet seenno grounds why it should be postponed ."

“ For God's sake, and don't go on now , my lord -- we have

no defence ready, no witnesses in, and no money to get counsel."

Yes, you have counsel, for an application was made yes

terday evening, before the Court closed , to have the trial post

poned, and counsel of that class, that it is to be presumed, if he

had any legal grounds to rely upon, he wouldthen have laid

them , or wouldnow laythem, before the Court. He has not

done so - he does not do so — and I now tell you again that

I have nothing to do but to try the case ; if the Crown urges

it, I must go on with it I see your counsel there, and , if he
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has any grounds to lay before the Court for a postponement, I

will listen to him . "

Mr. D—-, rising : “ My lord , I was consulted yesterday,

not for the purpose of defending the prisoners, but merely for

the purpose of applying for a postponement of the trial. I

know that the unfortunatemen have no preparation made for

their defence, and if the trial goes on now , no counsel can be of

any avail to them ; they had no idea that the trial would be

hurried on

“ Would be what, Mr. D-- ?" said his lordship, pushing

up his spectacles,and leaning back in his chair,

" Would be brought on,my lord , at the present assizes ; in

the application which I made yesterday, I hadno technical or

legal grounds to lay before the Court, upon which I could call

for a postponement,but I considered that I had equitable

grounds — the transaction has been of very recent occurrence;

it was only four or five days ago that the inquest upon the de

ceased was held , and that the prisoners were committed ; they

were, as a matter of course, shut up in prison, and all commu

nication with their friends cut off, and the time has been so very

short between their committal and the assizes, that it is probable

they were not able to communicatewith them , so asto make

any arrangements whatever for their defence. In the applica

tion which I made yesterday, I intended it more as an appeal to

the mercy of the Crown than legal grounds to be laid before

the Court. I know myself, my lord, that the prisoners are not
in a fit state to go totrial, but of course I have no request to

make of the Court; I merely state facts , and I do say, that if

the trial is brought on - broughton, the prisoners are totally un
prepared ---the man stands up atthe bar and solemnly protests

to God that they are not ready for trial. I can say no more

than that I have not been instructed to make any defence for
them . "

Court : “ I will only say that I shall exercise very great for

bearance if I do not give to the extraordinary appealwhich I

have just heard the reply which it has so justly provoked ; but

I must say, that it is monstrous to hear an educated man stand

up and make such an appeal to a court of justice. The argument

is, that the prisoner at the bar has appealed to God that he is

not ready for his trial. If such an appeal were ofany weight at

all,every culprit who was placed ina similar position, and who

wished to have the evil day deferred, would makea similar

appeal. I wonder very much at the counsel for the prisoners

taking such a course.

" What I said, I addressed to the counsel for the Crown,

and not to the Court, and in this instance I did not say I was

counsel for the prisoners; I was merely their counsel yesterday
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in makingan applicationfor a postponement of their trial, and

there myduty ended. I shall notnow, in this awful moment,

make any observations upon what your lordship has thought

proper to say ; I have volunteered in what I considered to be

the cause of humanity_what I said was intended for the con

sideration of the Crown, and I will now content myself with

saying that I feel I have conscientiously fulfilledavery painful

duty, to whichI was prompted by the dictates of humanity .”

Court : “ The observations appeared to me extraordinary,

and I am now glad to hear that they were not intended for the

Court ; but I must again say , that if the arguments — if such

they could be called - were intended for the Court, I would

practise very great forbearance indeed , if I did not give them

the reply which they merited. You seemed to imply that the

Court was acting tyrannically in forcing on a trial, although
there were no legal grounds laid for its postponement. It

appears that the inquest was held upon the 4th of this month,

upon which occasion the prisoners were committed. They knew

the charge against them ,and they might have been prepared.

It is now the 10th ; but if the prisoners think they can have in

their witnesses to-morrow supposing themto have any- I will

postpone the trial until then, or even untilMonday or Tuesday,

no matter what the inconvenience to myself may be. "

Mr. S : “ On the part of the Crown, my lord, we will

consent to that postponement, but we have a public duty to

perform , and, unless legal grounds be laid before the Court, we

mustgoon at the present assizes."

Mr. D : " It is not for me to make any further appeal

to the Court, or to the Crown counsel. I feel that I have con

scientiously discharged my duty, and I shall offer no further

observation . "

Mr. S-- then stated the case for the Crown, but, before

he had proceeded far, he was interrupted by his lordship, who

said

“ Am I to understand that the prisoners are defended by

counsel ? "

The Attorney : “ They are not, my lord ; I was merely

engaged for them yesterday to procure an application for a

postponement of the trial, but Ihave got no further instruc

tions."

Court : " The prisoners ought to have counsel. Mr. W

would youhave any objection to be assigned as their counsel ? "

" My lord, I would not like to undertake their defence

without the assistance of my friend Mr. D , who was

originally so far engaged in their behalf.”
" Then let Mr. D- be assigned along with you.

Mr. D : “ Any assistance I can give these unfortunate

9
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men I will most cheerfully give without any compensation

whatever, but I feel that I can do nothing for them without

some preparation ."

Court: “ Then it is better that Mr. S-- should proceed

with his statement, and , when he has finished , you can have
whatever time is necessary to prepare."

Mr. S ---- then proceeded with his statement, which occu

pied about half an hour, and Mr. D- having expressed

himself as ready to proceed as he could be, the following wit
pesses were examined :

Dominick Cullum lived at Dooris ; knew the deceasedJames

Mullany ; he was a very old man ; he must havebeen close on

eighty years of age; late years he was sickly , or rather he

was infirm , and walked with a stick or crutch ; was at the

inquest ; did not see the old man for a fortnight or three weeks

prior to the inquest; knewboth the prisoners these many years.
They lived in the house with old James Mullany. Witness is a

sawyer by trade - was passing by Mullany's house before sunrise

about a fortnight before the body was found ; was engaged to

saw about four miles off, and started early on that account.

On that occasion he saw James Mullany, the prisoner, in his

meadow ; he was drawing two whin bushes after him ; saw him

stop about the place where the body was afterwards found.

Was present at the inquest, and saw the body taken out of the

ground; it was the same spot where he saw the prisoner stop

with the whin bushes ; knew the body to be that of old James

Mullany. Swore informations at the inquest.

This witness was cross -examined, but not at much length ;

his evidence did not admit of it - it was principally as to how

near he was to the prisoner, and if he bid him the time of day

or spoke to him at all, and why he did not, as it was natural he

should — an intimate acquaintance andneighbour, &c . &c. —but

nothing ofany consequence or contradictory waselicited.

Bryan Gormly was the next witness ; he also lived at Dooris,

was aneighbour of the prisoners, and knew them well. Was

at the inqueston the 4th of July ; some time in the latter end

of June previous, he was passing by the prisoner's house - saw
two whip or furze bushes in the meadow below the garden,

within about four perches of the road - jumped over the drain,

and went to see what they could be there for; wondered why

hey were left in the meadow, as the grasswas getting up pretty

high -- the grasswasa good deal trampled about the spot; saw

thesods under the whin bushes as if they had been lately dug up

and put down again , and slapped with the back of a loy or

shovel; the bushes were directly over the spot where the sods

had been fresh put down. Thought it was a drain which had

been sunk , and that the bushes were put there to keep the grass
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from withering, as the weather was very hot and bright.

Witness saw aloy lying against the corner of the garden ditch

-it belonged to the prisoner, James Mullany - he was quite

sure it belonged to him , for he (witness) had the loan of it for

three or four days, late in the spring, planting potatoes. When

he saw it lying against the garden ditch, the handle of it was

smeared with blue marly clay, as if it had beenusedinsinking

a very deep drain . [ The loy was here produced, and identified

by the witness . ]

This witness was cross -examined, but nothing material, or of

any benefit to the prisoners, was brought out.

Michael Doran, sworn and examined : Knew the deceased,

James Mullany - lived not a hundred perches from him ; knew

both the prisoners very well; they lived in the house with the

deceased — they were son and grandson to the deceased ; was at

the inquest four or five days back , did not see the old man for

a fortnight or three weeksbefore that. The old man had about

eight acres of land ; he and his son James, the prisoner, used

frequently to quarrel of late - knew that of his own knowledge ;

the grandson, Billy Cassidy, used to join his uncle against the

old man. One morning, about a month before the inquest, he

heard roars in the house, and went over towards the end of it

to listen ; saw the old man coming out of the house with his

long stick under his arm ; he was limping ; he was cursing and

scolding ; he said , when he came out, “ Oh, you villains, you

thought to murder me!" The old man was about eighty years
of age ; the two prisoners came out after him , and hethen said

again, " You villains, you thought to murder me, and you'll

never die till you getthe gallows." He then sat down on a

stone bench at theend of the house , and appeared to be out of

breath ; he turned up his eyes to heaven, and witness saw his

lips moving very fast, but whether he was praying or cursing be

could not tell; was standing on the road close to the house when

this occurred , and both the old man and the prisoners must

have seen him -- witness saw the prisoner Cassidy pelting stones

after the deceased more than once.

This witness was not cross -examined .

Thomas Doran , sworn and examined : Is son to the last

witness. He heard the roars in the house of old Mullany the

same day that his father heard them, and corroborated all that

portion of his evidence he metthe prisoner James upon the road

one day before the inquest ; asked him where his father was, or

was hesick, ashe hadnot seen him for some time upon the seat

at the end of the house ; the prisoner replied that he was very

poorly, and had gone down to the CountyCavan to his sister's.

Witness was present when the body was found ; the prisoner's

brother, John Mullany,was also present; when part of the legs
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66

and feet were stripped of the clay, John Mullany said to the

prisoner, “ Oh, James, James, it would be better for you if you
had never been born ."

Cross - examined : Never had any quarrel with theprisoners,

or either of them ; does not say he is very fond of the Mullanys;

owes them no spite; told all he knew to the police of hisown

accord, but gota Crown test to come to the assizes. Would not

be sorry if the Mullanyswere out of his neighbourhood, and

thinks nobody else would be sorry for it -- heard several persons

say they wished they were out of the country.

Court : Surely, Mr. D --- , you had better not - _ "

Mr. D-- : “Very well, my lord, very well - you may go

down, sir. "

John Ward , sworn and examined : Was in his mother's

house the day the body was found ; the prisoner, William

Cassidy, came running in and said , “ The Lord save us, the

peelers are at my uncle's house !” He got into the corner near

the fireplace behind witness's mother and the children, and sat

down onhis hunkers. One of the children , whowas about eight

years old, said, “ Ha, Casker,what made you kill the old man ? "

The prisoner said , " Whist, whist,” and began to cry. 6 Casker "

was a nickname that the prisoner Cassidy was called in the

country. A policeman came in soon after and took Cassidy

away.

Cross-examined : Never had a quarrel with either ofthe

prisoners. Witness's dog, and a dog belonging to Cassidy,

were fighting about a fortnight before the inquest ; the

prisoner's dog ran into Mullany's house with his ear cut and

bleeding, and nearly torn off ; it must have bled a great deal ;

could track the blood along the road ; often heard the prisoner

Cassidy say , that the dog used to sleep in the bed with him .

Thinks it very likely that a dog, after being worried, would run

to the place it was in the habit of sleeping in -- if it ran into the

bed, in this instance, it must have stained the sheets with blood .

Patrick Quinn , examined : Lives near Dooris ; knew the

deceased James Mullany well -knows both the prisoners ; was

at the inquest -- the last time he saw the deceased was a fort

night or three weeks before that - he was sitting on a stone

bench at the end of the house ; he hada new pairof shoes on ;

witness said , “ Well to wear, Jemmy." The old man said , he

bought them the day before in the market, and that they were

a good fit, except that they were too high at the sides , and they

hurt him under the ankles when he walked . Witness replied ,

that was easy cured , and took his tobacco knife out ofhis pocket,

and said he would soon remedythat for him ; the old man took

off the shoes, and witness cat down the edges in a sort of half

circle, just under the ankles ; the old man put them on again ,
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and walked about in them , and then said, “ Long life to you ,

Paddy, they're complete now . ” Witness was present when the

body was found; there were no shoes upon it then. The prisoner

James Mullany was present; he was in custody of the police

at the time . Witness remarked the new shoes upon him, and

told the sergeant of police about it, and that he could swear to

them . The sergeant then spoke to the officer , and the new

shoes were taken off the prisoner, and he was made to put on an

old pair, which he believes were found in the house-- the ser

geant can tell ; would know the new pes again.

This witness was not cross- examined, but was directed to

stand by and not leave the court.

Margaret Walsh, examined : Lives at Dooris, very near to

where the Mullanys lived . Knew the deceased, James Mul

lany ; knows the prisoners — they lived in the samehouse with

the deceased . About aweek or ten days before the inquest,

the prisoner Billy Cassidy came into her house about bedtime,

and sat down by the fire. In some time after she said to him,

“ Billy, it's time for you to be going home, the childers going

to bed .” . The prisoner asked her to let him stop till morning.

She replied that she had no bed for him , that her own children

were throng enough. The prisoner then said , to let him lie

upon the hearth for God's sake, ashis uncle James was from

home, and he wasafraid to sleep in the house by himself. Wit

ness replied, “ Why ? haven't you the old man, your grand

father ? Cassidy replied, “Say no more about him , for the

devil a sight of him ever you'll see again, except you

[ The conclusion of this sentence was too frightful to repeat,

although it was expressed in open court upon the trial.]

Witness then said no more . She was greatly startled at the

words the prisoner made use of ; she crossed herself, and went

down into the room to say her prayers and go to bed. The

prisoner Cassidy lay down by the fire. About the middle of

the night he got up, and thought to get out, but he could not

open the door. He then cameto the room -door, and asked her

to let him out. Witness was very angry with him for disturb

ing the house at that hour, and told him it was fitter forhim to

stay at home, and not be making fools of the people. He said

he would not come again, but that he wouldn't take the whole

earthly world and stop at home by night his lone. She asked

him what made him go away in the middle of the night: he

said he thought his uncle James was come home, that he heard

him whistling. She then got up and let him out. When she

opened the door to lethim out, she saw the prisoner James

Mullany passing down the road towards hisown house : it was

grey -light, butshe could know him well. The prisoner Cassidy
went out and followed his uncle. Witness is a widow woman .

*

* *
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Cross- examined , as to whether it was from pure love of

justice she came forward “at the eleventh hour," as she had

never said a word of all this till after the body was found and

the prisoners had been committed . It is not necessary to detail

it here ; it was rather lengthy, but nothing was elicited but

that she “ bottled up her knowledge till the unfortunate men

were committed, and then, for the first time, she was struck

with a sudden love of justice, although she suspected , for ten

days, that the old manhad been murdered ," &c.

Constable M'Donnell, whom I may call the principal wit

ness, was then examined : He stated that he was stationed

about a mile and a half from where the prisoners lived . He

knew the prisoners well; also knew the deceased, old James

Mullany ; he lived in the house with the prisoners, or, perhaps

he should rather say, that the prisoners lived in the house with
him . He recollected the 4th of the month : went to the

house of the deceased, with three more of his party, on that

day ; went there by order of his officer. Apprehended the

prisoner James Mullany in the house; the other prisoner, Billy

Cassidy, was not in the house atthe time, but hewas appre

hended by another policeman and brought in soon after. Wit

niess searched Mullany's house ; found nothing particular until,

in one room , on pulling out a large deal -box orchest from the

wall, a flag fell down from the face of the wall, and witness

saw a holescooped through into the side of the hill ; the house

was built against the face of a cut-away hill. Witness saw

some things within the hole and pulled them out ; he has them

here . The first thing he took out was a smith's sledge: here it

is ; there were marks of blood upon the head and handle of it ;

they are on it still. [Here Michael Monaghan, who was

squeezed up in the crowd not far from where I sat, called out,

" There it is, yourhonour ,there it is ; that's the sledge; thank

God, I'm clear of Johnny Corigan's barn ."] He was,
of course ,

instantly checked , and silence restored , when the witness con

tinued : He next found a pair of sheets much clotted and

stained with blood, and an old pair ofshoes much worn , tied

up in some flax : here are the sheets, and here is the flax. [ The

production ofthese articles produced a thrill of horror through

the court .] These are notthe shoes which he found in the

hole : witness will explain that presently. Proceeded then to

search the premises for the bodyof the deceased. Found two

furze bushes in the meadow below the garden : the sods beneath

the furzewere loose and newly laid down, about the size of a

grave. The rest of the party came out of the house, and

brought the prisoners with them to the spot. The grave was

thencleared out to the depth of nearly sixfeet, wherethe body

was found in its clothes, but without any shoes : it was thrust



144 THE TWO MULLANYS .

head foremost into a sack : this is the sack . [Great sensation

in the court, amidst which John Corigan , stretching forward

his long neck, exclaimed , “ That's my sack, my lord ; I'll swear

to it anywhere."] Witness continued : All the neighbours had

by this time assembled , and a man , named Pat Quinn, said to

witness that he could prove the shoes, which were then upon the

prisoner James Mullany, belonged to the deceased, and he told

him how he knew them . Quinn was examined before the

coroner, and proved to the shoes at the inquest. The coroner

directed witness to take them off the prisoner and put the old

ones on him . These are the newshoes which theprisoner had on .

Pat Quinn was recalled, and swore positively they were the

shoes which he cut down for the deceased , and he pointed out

the slopes palpably to the Court.

Constable M'Donnell's examination resumed : The body

was not taken out of the sack or touched until the coroner

came about six o'clock in the evening. The body was in a bad

state, but witness could easily recognise it asthat of old James

Mullany ; he knew him very well, and could not be mistaken .

Helped to take it out of the sack ; saw blood upon the side of

the head and down the face. The eyes were not shut. There

was a handkerchief about the neck of the deceased : witness

took it off, by directions of the doctor, that he might examine

the body : this is it .

* Here there was a great noise and bustle at the end of the

side-box just below the table, and, in spite of every effort to

restrain her, Catherine Foley, the gipsy girl, sprang upon the
table like a greyhound, and snatching the handkerchief from

the witness, sheheld it towards the judge, while, with the other
hand, she pointed to James Mullany, crying out, " Scarlet and

black -- scarlet and black - does your lordship rememberme? ”

" Mr. Sheriff, let that woman be removed from the court

and taken to thegaol for the present,"said his lordship,

remind me of her again at the risingof the Court."

She was, of course, instantly seized, and, as she passed close

by the end of the dock where James Mullanystood, or rather

leaned against the rails, she threw the handkerchief full at

him and hit him in the face, at the same time exclaiming,

“ I knew I'd live to see you hanged, you villain !" She was

carried out of the court, but her loud and frantic laugh was

heard forsome time, fainter and fainter, until it was finally
lost at a distant turn in the street.

All this happened in much less time than it takes me to tell

it ; there was, however, a dead and silent stop to the proceed

ings. The whole Court seemed awe-struck - not a soul seemed

to breathe. I leaned my arms upon the edge of the table

before me, and laid my face down upon them. I was afraid to

16 and
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look at the judge for some moments : I need not have been so ;

with all their learning, these great and good men have not for

gotten the lesson to control their feelings ; and oh ! how deep

how painful the effort sometimes. I raised my eyes ; he was as

calmand tranquil, to all appearance, as if acase involving no
more than a month's imprisonment was before the Court. So

extraordinary and unexpected, however, was the interruption,

that even counsel seemed afraid to break the silence, and

awaited his lordship's directions to proceed .

“Go on , Mr. S , if you please,” said his lordship.

" My lord, I have done with this witness. "

He was not cross- examined, and went down,

Dr. S examined : Is a surgeon ; was at the inquest

upon the body of old James Mullany ; attended professionally.

Was present when the body of the deceased was taken out of

the sack : examined it very closely ; found two severe fractures

on the head ; at one of them the skull was broken in , part of

the brain was visible ; the other was not so severe, but the skull

was fractured in both places. The wounds must have been in

flicted with some heavy, blunt instrument: they were just such

woun as we have been inflicted w a smith's sledge.

Sees the sledge upon the table, is positive that it was just such

an instrument must have been used to inflict the wounds upon

the head of the deceased . There was also an appearance as if

the deceased had died from strangulation ; the eyes were not

shut, and the tongue was protruding. There was a handkerchief

tied tight round the throat ; had it taken off ; thinks it was

one ofthe police that removed it . The neck and throat were

much discoloured and swollen , but cannot say that the deceased

would have died from strangulation independent of the wounds

on the head ; but either of the wounds upon the head was suffi

cient to have caused death ; indeed, from one of them, it must

have been instantaneous.

This witness was not cross - examined . The counsel for the

prisoners had given up cross- examining the witnesses, and the

case for the Crown closed with the doctor's evidence.

I will not take up your time with the chargeof the judge,

though, in fact, I have it in my notes,as well as I could follow

his lordship . It occupied not quite three quarters of an hour.

I thought-- but, perhaps, it was fancy - that I once or twice

perceived an unsteadiness in his voice, which was peculiarly

foreign from his lordship's usual tone and manner.

The jury retired , and, in less than fifteen minutes, they re

turned with a verdict of “ Guilty ” against both the prisoners,

but recommending William Cassidy to mercy on account of his

youth, and because they were of opinion that he acted under

the influence of his uncle, James Mullany.
K
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you ? "

There was a deathlike silence in the court, and , from a

whisper which the registrar gave the clerk of the Crown, it

struck me that his lordship was anxious to have the whole of

this sad businessat an end , for the clerk of the Crown at once

stoodup and said, “ James Mullany and William Cassidy, you

were indicted for the wilful murderof James Mullany the elder,

upon a certain day in June last. You pleaded not guilty , and
threw yourselves upon God and your country. You have been

tried , and both of you found guilty. What have you to say

why sentence of death and execution should not be passed upon

The prisoners were silent.

The judge almost immediately proceeded to pass sen

tence, and addressed the miserable culprits, as nearly as I

could take it down - I don't write shorthand - in the following
words :

“ James Mullany and William Cassidy, you have both been

found guilty, after a most patient and impartial trial, and with

out any direct evidence, yet uponthe clearest and most satis

factory testimony, of a murder, which, if we look no further

than the mere circumstances attending it, has seldom -- very

seldom , indeed — been equalled in atrocity, but which, when we

consider the relative position of the parties concerned, is doubt

less without a parallel. The unhappy victim of your crime

and I forbear to dwell upon the other claims which he should

have had upon your sympathy - was already hastening towards

the goal of life- his race was nearly run ; a few more years

years did I say ? nay, a few more months, perhaps weeks -- must

have closed that infirm old man's mortal career, and the peaceful,

sinless hand of nature must have laid him in the grave . He was

fast, very fast descending towards it--nay, he was tottering

upon its very brink, yet you could not wait-- not satisfied with

the speed he was making, you pushed him headlong in, for

getting that the very violence of the push must inevitably drag

yourselves in after him -- and so it must be. Yousent your un

happy victim before his offended God unprepared, and with all

his sins-perhaps not without many of your own, upon his

head - without a moment's time for thought or for reflection :

doubtless he cried for mercy, ' and besought it at your hands,

but it was denied him .' I cannot forget --would to God I

could forget -- those remarkable words in the utterance of that

fearful curse, now long passed by. But I must turn to other

thoughts. The law willbe moremerciful to you than you have

been , for ,although it cannot avert your certain doom in this

life, it will not show the same impatient haste that you your

selves have shown your victim ; the law will grant what you

yourselves - nearly related as you were to that miserable and
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poor old man - denied . You shall have time to reflect, time to

think - may I hope, time to repent ? It is not my intention,

much less can it be my wish, to aggravate your feelings atthis

awful moment by dwelling upon the enormityof your crime,

or by recapitulating a second time, indirectly addressing your

selves, the dreadful and melancholy details which it was my

duty to dwell upon when addressing the jury who tried your

case, and which details -- if I know myself - I brought before

their notice without bearing unjustly or unmercifully upon

either of you . Alas ! I regret to say, the incontestable and

proven facts, if they did not render the task easy, left me little

to say. It is now,however, my duty - and, if you could even

imagine the effort it costs me to control my feelings, you

would give me credit for unaffected sincerity when I say , my

painfulduty-- to address myself more exclusively to the awful

position in whichyou at present stand,than fruitlessly to dwell

upon the past. Perhaps I may have had , nay, perhaps I still

have, some difficulty in altogether excluding the past from my

own mind ; but I have said it is not my intention to aggravate

your feelings, and I would, therefore, no further advertto the

past , than as it may be made available in pointing out to you

the deep and speedy necessity there is for your repentance. You

have nohope in this world - positively, absolutely, none. Happy

for you , wretchedmen , that no case of guiltis so extreme as to

exclude hope in the next. To that sole and only hope, which

still remains for you, would I now direct all your attention.

Seek it, I implore you ; seek it ere the grave, towards which

you are hastening, closes upon you for ever. Throw yourselves

at the foot of the cross ; do so in sincerity ; seek for forgive

ness - it will not be denied, if you trulyrepent. Send for your

religious instructor - send for him speedily ; implore of him to

explain, and makeyou acquainted with the great and important

truth of reconciliation, through the Saviour, for repentent

sinners. But, even here, do not mistake me -- put not your

trust in man ; think not that man can pardon or absolve. Man

may teach the understanding knowledge, he can teach the lips

to pray, but the Spirit of God alone can teach the heart and

give it utterance - forgiveness is alone through Christ. What,

wretched men , what would you not give, if I can read your

hearts, to be able to recall even the last few weeks of your

lives ? How differently, may I not hope, they would again be

spent! Lose not the good which may yet arise from the recol

lection of how they have been spent; review them calmly, and

consider how enormous the amount of guilt - to go no farther

back - for which you have, in that short time, to answer. I say

not this to discourage you ; on the contrary, I say it in order

to show you the necessity there is that your repentance should
K 2
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be the more speedy and sincere. You shall, so far as possible,

have sufficienttime to make your peace with an offended God ;

doubtless He is angry, too, but doubtless His anger may be

turnedaway, if your repentance be sincere.

" One word more to theyounger prisoner, William Cassidy,

and I have done. I warn you , young boy, to take what I have

said quite as much to yourself asto the other prisoner. Think

not that the recommendation of the jury in your behalf can

avail you anything ; 'tis impossible, the cas does not admit of

it, and it were but to delude you witha false hope, which, at

most, a few short days must crush, did I not warn you against

so fatal a delusion. [Here his lordship assumed the black -cap .]

The sentence of the Court is, that you ,James Mullany, and you,

William Cassidy, be taken to the common place of execution,

and severally hanged by the neck until you be severally dead ;

that your bodies be buried within the precincts of the gaol ; and

may the Lord have mercy on your souls ! ”

The prisoners were removedat once from the dock to the

gaol, and the execution , before the judge. left town, was fixed

for the 12th of August following.

I shall, however, spare you a description of the scene, and

only remark respecting it, that Catherine Foley was foremost

to be seen amongst the women directly opposite the drop,

where she stood gazing upon the fatal spot apparently without

movinga muscle ,or uttering a word, until the whole thing was

over, when, turning round to depart, she exclaimed, “ James,

dear, it's a pity they didn't make a cap for you of the hand

kerchief, ' twould have matched you well- scarlet and black

blood and death - come along, Mary. ”

Notwithstanding what thejudge saidto youngCassidy, he

laid the recommendation of the jury before the Lord Lieu

tenant, and that unhappy young culprit was reprieved, his

sentence being commuted to transportation for life. The

evening before his uncle was executed he sent for me. He

was greatly altered since his conviction, and the words addressed

to him bythe judge seemed to have made a great impression

upon him. He appeared thankfulbeyond measure-- indeed, quite

overcome by the mercy which had been extended to him in

sparing his life, and which he declared he had not a hope of.

He expressed an earnest wish to make a full confession of all he

knew ,not only about the murder of his grandfather, and the

part he had taken in that sad transaction, but of many other

circumstances connected with the life of that miserable old man

and his uncle James, and he requested ine to write down,

which I did word for word as he repeated it, in the presence of

the gaoler and the Roman Catholic chaplain of the gaol, and it

was precisely as follows :
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Old James Mullany, of Dooris, was my grandfather ; I am

the son of the only daughter he ever had. My mother married

a man named Michael Cassidy - she is dead these some years ;

she died when I was very young. I don't know where my

father is now, or whether he is alive. My father went to

America when I wasvery young ; I think I was about three

years old, from what I have heard. I remember my mother a

little ; I think she was a good woman , for she cried a great deal

one night she had me in her lap. I heard that my father was

obliged to fly from the law on account of some houses that were

burned, when one of the party turned informer. My father

and three or four others fled the country and went to America.

My mother took ill shortly after myfather went away, and

died . I have no brothers or sisters -- I think my mother had

another child , that died along with her. I often heard my

grandfather andmy Uncle James talking about these things,

sitting overthefire. I heard my grandfather say that Michael

Cassidy took all the money he could put together away with
him , and left my mother very poor. think my grandfather

was very fond of mymother ; after she died he took me to live

with him . I often heard him cursing Michael Cassidy ; he

fretted greatly for a long time after my mother died, and

seldom rose up or lay down that he did notcurse him .

I heard my grandfather say one night to my Uncle James,

that " it was very well that my mother andmy little brother

both died together, for be saw nothing good in store for the

chap that was left.” I am sure my grandfather was a very bad

man, but I did not think much about it at the time; and I was

very glad not to be sent to school. I saw a great many bad

things in mygrandfather's house, butI was afraid to say any

thing, and Isoon became accustomed to them , andjoined in

them . My Uncle James was also a very bad man - Ithink he

was worse than the old man. They were both very kind to me,

but I nowthink it was from fear, lest I might tell anything, if

they vexed or beat me ; but they reared me very badly. I did

as I liked amongst all the boys in the parish, for they were

afraid of my Uncle James to say anything against me, but

they used to call me " Casker ; " I don't know why, or what it

meant.

I remeraber about four or five years ago, when two women

came to my grandfather's house one night to lodge. Theycame

in with my grandfather ;it was he who brought them there.

When they had gone to sleep,my grandfather, and my Uncle

James, and myself, went into the other room to go to bed ; my

grandfather said

" James, them women has sovereigns withthem , besides the

goods ; I heard one of them whispering to the other upon the
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road, they're well able to earn , the strappers-- I heard theword

about the money, and when they'refast asleep we'll lighten

them a bit, maybewe'll hit upon the gold ; at all events, we can't

miss of something worth the trouble.”

My Uncle James said , “ Take care that they wouldn't waken

and catch us -- them gipsy women are as cunning as foxes ."

“ Never mind,” said my grandfather ; “ I'll engage Billy

will be able to slip in and bring out the bundles unknownt, and

leave them back when we're done with them ; they'll never

feel him , he's so light; his bare feet will make no noise on the

clay floor, and they're snoring like pigs already ."

Twas so agreed, and after waiting about an hour, until they

were in a heavy sleep, I stole into the room , and brought out

the bundles. They were on the foot of the bed, and I put the

old man's great coat in their place, that the women , if they

wakened , mightnot miss the weight. We searched the bundles

and found two sovereigns and some silver, and my grandfather

also took a couple of shawls, and one or two silk handkerchiefs

out of them . He then said, the surest way to avoid being found

out,was to put a few things of our own, which werenot worth

much, into the bundles, and leave them back, and then be the

first to charge the women with robbing us in the morning, after

they had gone clear away from the house. All this was done

completely, and the bundles put back, just as they had been

upon the foot of the bed. The women never wakened, and

went away in the morning -- you know the whole of this business

yourself, sir , after the women were taken .

My Uncle James was very angry with my grandfather for

not sticking to his oath about thesovereign that escaped usin

one of the bundles, and which he swore to at first ; he said , he

was near spoiling the whole thing, by not swearing to it onthe

green -table. My grandfather said, he was afraid to swear to it ,

for fear the jury might think he was swearing too much for the

sake of the money, and not believe himat all ; that the women

might then be freed, and he was afraid , if they got out, they

might turn against him , and get his house searched for the

things which they lost; he said , he got puzzled and frightened
about it - he admitted afterwards, that he was wrong not to

swear home to it on the table. I used to hear them talking over

all these things.

There was a large hole broken through the side wall of the

house, into the face of the hill at the back of the house, where

my grandfather used to keep everything that he got in a bad

way; he had a large flag that fitted the front of the hole, level

with the wall, and he used to plaster the flag over with clay,

every time be put it up , after taking anything out, or putting

anything into the hole ; he used to heat a shovel and dry the clay,
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so that, in five minutes after it was plastered , you would not

know it from any other part of the wall. I remember your

coming there one time to search , as we heard, for arms - we

were greatly afraid that you, or some of your men, would find

the hole; the shawls and handkerchiefs were in it at the time,

besides several other things. You moved a large deal box from

before the place, and we thought all was over, but you only

looked behind the box, and our courage rose again.

I remember my grandfather bringing homea sledge hammer

with him one night; I was with him coming home from the

market; we were passing by Mickey Monaghan's, the smith's,

and he saw the window of the forge open ; he went over to the
window to look in , and he got the sledge lying upon the

window ; there was nobody on the road at the time, and the

Monaghans were in bed ; he looked about him for a moment or

two. " You're donewith this, Mickey !” said he, putting it under

his coat, and carrying it away withhim .

Some time after that, mygrandfather and my Uncle James

sat uplate one night — they did not talk much, and I think it

was after eleven o'clock they went out- my grandfather told

me not to leave the house on any account until they came back ;

they were about two hours away. When they returned, my

uncle had some sacks over his shoulder ; there was some flax in

one of them , and about four stone of corn in another ; my

grandfather had the sledgeunder his arm. The flag was imme

diately taken down, and the sacks,and flax were put into the

hole, and the flag put up again ; I was mixing the clay while

they were putting in the things. I usedalways gather cow -dung,

and mixit with the clayto prevent it from cracking. The hole
or cave in the hill wasabout four feet square, but the passage

into it, through the wall of the house, was not near so large.

My grandfather would not touch anything for a very longtime

after he got it, for fear of its being known. The shawls and one

gown he sold to a pedlar, named Giblin, a dealer in soft goods

of that kind - I'm sure Giblin knew the things were stolen ; I

think he was in collusion with my grandfather for anything in

his way that he could pick up. You know my grandfather

kept theblack handkerchief with the red stripes ; my Uncle

James often wanted him to burn it, but he would not; my

uncle snatched it from him one day, and thought to throw it

into the fire, but it fell into the potatopot, which was on at the

time, and I pulled it out, and gave it to him again ; he was

very angry with my uncle. He sold three of the sacks, one

by one, at different times after he stole them ; he cut the

letters - J. C." out of the middle of the sacks, and said he would

say it was a rat that eat a hole in them. I believe the sacks

belonged to John Corigan -- there were four of them ; he
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kept one of them , which was the one he was put into himself

atthe last.

My Uncle James used latterly to be very cross to my grand

father ; he wanted him to sell the land and to divide the money ;

my grandfather would not do so, and they used to quarrel very

much about it. My Uncle James, of late, did not seem so very

anxious as at first for the land to be sold, and he told me one

day that it would be better both for him and me for his father

not to sell the land , for we couldonly get a part of the money ;

but if his father was dead — and he could not live very long - we

could sell it ourselves and have the whole of the money, and go

to America, where we could make real men of ourselves. I

don't know whether he intended at this time to murder my

grandfather or not , but he said to me, “ We cannot have long

to wait, for the old chap isvery weak and sickly now , a good

push would settle him ,and he's always in the way with them

crutches ofhis; he's a great nuisance,and theminute the breath

is out of him I can get forty pounds for the land from Pat

M.Manus. If he was able to work , or to come with us and

earn his share, I didn't care how long he lasted , but he's past

any goodthat was ever in him , and he's as obstinate as a mule ;

and if he keeps us out of the money much longer, Pat M‘Manus

may have nothing to say to it, as he told methat if he didn't

get it by Michaelmas he'd be off totally .” I'm sure now , in all

this, that my unclewas trying to put it beforemymind that it

would be well to kill the old man . I was thinking of it all

that night, and as good as took my oath before God, that I

would not have anything to say to thekilling of him --then I used

to think that he was very old , and getting verycross, and that

I often heard him say " he wished he was dead ," and if he was,

I thought what a rich man I could be in America by the time I

was grown up , but I always ended by swearing that I would

never have handor part in his death. I did not thinkmy Uncle

James would kill him , but, as he was sickly and weak , I hoped

he would soon die, and save my unclefrom doing so wicked a

thing as I feared was in his mind. All that was sworn by the

witnesses on the trial was the truth . I did not in any way help

to kill my grandfather, but I helped to put him in the sack and
bury him .

I think it was on the 22nd of June that my grandfather
was killed. It was a couple of nights before bonfire-night ; I

was sitting in the kitchen ,and I saw my Uncle James go inte

the room where my grandfather was, and shut the door after

him . I gotfrightened when I saw him shut the door after him ,

and I thought to whistle a tune, but my lips were quite dry.

Soon after, I heard my grandfather calling out like aman that

was shut up in a barrel ; I knew he was in bed, and I thought

!
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my Uncle James was trying to smother him with the bedclothes.

I heard my uncle's pumps shuffling greatly upon the floor ; I

then heard, as I believe,my grandfather falling out of bed, and

I heard them struggling ; I heard my grandfather as if he was

choking, and I heard thewords, “ Mercy, James, mercy ! ” The

struggling then continued for a few seconds, and I heard my
uncle say, “ You won't, won't you ? ” and I then heard a severe

blow , and a heavy fall, anda deep moan ; I then heard a second

blow , and all was still. My uncle came out into the kitchen

almost immediately after. I was greatly frightened, he looked

likea madman ; I cannot repeat all he said to me then, for I was

so frightened I do not remember it , but he told memy grand

fatherwas dead, and there was no use in leaving him there to

get us both hanged . I said , Oh, uncle ! what made you
kill

him ? " 6'Tis done now ," said he, “ and you had better hold

your tongue about it, and help to put him out of sight, or you

will come in foryour share of theblame as well as myself." I

replied, You know, uncle, that I can come in for no share of

the blame, for I had no hand in it." " May -be you may, and

more than you think ," said he, " for I am just in the humour to

follow my hand, and I can't beworse ; so come,my lad , to work

at once, and let us put him into the hole in the hill through the

wall ; up with you at once out of that." I became greatly

frightened at the way my uncle spoke tome and looked atme.

I was afraid of my life that he'd kill me if I refused to do what

ever he desired me, but I took courage, and said to him, “ Oh,

Uncle James, dear,don't put my poor grandfather into that hole

to rot-- I never could live a day or sleep a night in the house if

he was left there ; besides, he'd never fit in it ; don't, for God's

sake, uncle dear, don't put him in there, and I'll help to dig a

graveand bury him decent, at all events ."

“ You're a fool, Billy ," said my uncle ; " there's no night
now , and we'd be surely seen at work digging. I he shall

go

into that very hole, it's just a fit place forhim ; he began with it,

and let him finish with it ; so come along into the room with me

and help .”

I got up and followed my uncle in, trembling all over at what

was before me. The poor old man lay uponthe ground near

the bed, and beside him lay the sledge hammer that finished

him ; he had bled a good deal from the nose, as well as from
one of the wounds inhis head .

His handswere clenched, and

were full of the damp bloody clay of the floor which he had

grasped while dying. His head was turned half under him, and

his old shirt and waistcoat were covered with blood .

to work at once, if you have a mind to save your neck," said

my uncle, and he lifted the corpse of my grandfather upby the

shoulders and threw it upon the bed - it was then that the

say

“ Here,
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sheets were stained with the blood - he made me getthesack ,

the only one remaining of John Corigan's four, and hold the

mouth of it open . He then thrust the body into ithead fore

most, and dragged it over to the hole in the wall, and at

tempted to shove it in , but it was too long and he could not

manage it ; he tried to double up his legs into the sack , but he

could not get them in . “ It will not do, indeed , uncle,” said I ;

" you must bury him abroad ; there is a soft bed of an old drain

in the meadow , and for God's sake bury him in it ; we won't be

half an hour clearing it out five or six feet deep, and indeed it

will be the best plan .”

“ Hold your tongue, you fool," said my uncle; “do you think

I'm mad to let myself be seen at such a work ? Give me that

reaping -hook from behind the rafter, and I'll soon make him fit,

I'll warrant you, for I'll take his legs off at the knees,” and he

tookthe reaping-hook down himself,and began to turn back the

mouth of the sack. I then got great courage in my heart, and

was determined to risk my life in opposing him , when I saw

sucha horrid thing going to be done to my poor grandfather,

and I commenced to roar outright, and I hardly cared a pin if

my uncle killed me. He threw down the hook, and jumping

over to me he put his hand upon my mouth . I struggled ,and

asked him was he going to murder me too ? He said , “ Whist,

Billy, whist; I havedoneenough already ; you're a good boy, and

I won't do it ; get the loy and shovel, the night's cloudy, and we

won't be long ; after all, may be it's best not to have him in the

house -- he might be the sooner andthe surer found.”

I think my uncle would have killed me when I began to roar,

but that he would have been at a loss to know how to manage

about hiding the two of us, and that he thought it the safest

way to spare me, and get rid of the other body with my help.

We then went out and fixed upon a spot and dug the grave.

Not a human being passed the road the whole time ; we were

not much more than half an hour at work . We then dragged

the body in the sack to the spot and put itinto the grave , and

covered it up-it was very deep, and we did not think or expect

that it would ever be found out. My uncle desired me to be

sure to say, if anybody asked about the old man, that he

was gone to the North ." WhatPeggy Welsh swore on the trial

was true: the night Iwent to her house was not the night my

grandfather was murdered ; he was buried four days at that

time, and I always got frightened at night, if my uncle left me

for a minute ; that night he wentfrom home, but I can't tell
where he went to, he would not tell me. I wanted him to let

me go along with him, but he would no I was afraid

thatperhaps he had got the money for the land, and was going

to leave me in for everything, and never come back . I pressed

et me.
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him very hard to let me go with him, but he would not. I told

him I was afraid to stop in the house by myself at night, andhe

told me I was nothing but a fool,and to go up to Peggy Welsh's

and stop there until he came back. I was doubtful of him , and

that was what made me so fidgety and uneasy at Peggy Welsh's.

I heard my uncle passing, and got up fromthe hearth ; Peggy

Welsh let meout, and I saw my uncle, and followed him home

it was the first time in my life I wasever glad to see him

God help me, it was a sad and a wicked home to me !

Everything that was sworn on the trial was true . After

my grandfather was buried , my uncle and myself got every

thing together, and we put them into the hole and plastered up

the flag over the mouth of it - you would not know it from any

other part of thewall, and I began to get something easy in my

mind . My uncle took the new shoes belonging to my grand

fatherand put them on him , and he put hisown old ones into
the hole.

I have nothing more to say. I'm very sorry for my sins, and

I hope God will forgive me, but I had no partin the murder of

my grandfather until after hewasdead, and any part I took in
it then was against my will, and for fear of my unele. All I

have said is the truth, the sameas if I was to go before my

Maker in the morning. I hope God will forgive me ; I have

been alwaysverywicked, but I lay it all to the old man himself

and tomy Uncle James - God forgive them ; they brought me up

badly, and showed me a very bad 'sample ; but Imaysay they're

both gone now, and I forgive them. My Uncle John had neither

act, part, or knowledge, before or after, of my grandfather's

murder.

I have nothing more to say.

Reader, you have seen the singular and extraordinary cir

cumstances connected with the handkerchief, the sledge, and

the sack, in this plain narrative of facts. You have seen them

one after the other stolen by that unfortunate old man , James

Mullany ; you have seen each and all of them -- if I may apply

the phrase - become “ particeps criminis ” in the violent and

murderous death which ultimately befell that wicked old man ,

and then, as it were, turn approvers, and assist in registering

his crimes against him . Oh ! does not this suggest matter for

deep and serious reflection ? Oh , thedepth ofthe riches both

of the wisdom and knowledge of God ! how wonderful are his

judgments ! and his ways are past finding out .”
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PART I.

“ Have you ever been at Ivy -bridge, in the south of Devon ? "
“ Yes . ”

“ There is no need, then, that I should describe the place to

you."

“None in the world ; I know every bluebell and violet for
miles around it ."

“ A pretty extensive amount of knowledge, if I recollect

aright.”

* Doubtless."

" Well, but I have never been there."

“ Oh, you ! Then it would be quite useless to attempt to

describe it to you . You should take the first opportunity of

going to see it ; or, failing an opportunity, you should make it

your specialbusiness ; ' twill well repay the trouble and expense .

'Tis asdifferent from Tubbercurry in the county of Sligo as it

is possible for the mind of man to conceive.”

In the breakfast-parlour of a very beautiful little villa, in

that very beautiful locality --not Tubbercurry, but Ivy -bridge

--sat two persons.

“ What an extraordinary way to commence a story about

a man named M'Cormack ! I should have supposed the scene

laid in the back settlements ofGalway or Mayo."

“ Yes, doubtless, but you know that sailors on board ship,

when they want to serve out a rope, or to spin a yarn , begin at
one end, not in the middle ; then you can follow it with your

eyeand your mind, without losinga twist or turn . "

In the breakfast-parlour, then, of that villa at Ivy -bridge

sat two persons, Mr.Walcroft and his wife.

"Lay down that newspaper , George, dear," said Mrs. Wal
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croft ; "your breakfast will not be worth eating; whatever you

are reading will keep cool, but your tea will not keephot. I

can't conceive what you see in that General Advertiser, the

stupidest of all papers; and you are always poring over it."

" Set up and sell the es---- tate of Da -- vid Mears," muttered

Mr. Walcroft, doubling up the newspaper . . " I think I have

hit
upon

it at last."

Oh, the Irish estate you have been so long anxious to ‘ hit

upon, as you call it, for the sake of the shooting and fishing ? ”

“ The same,” said Mr. Walcroft ; " but I'll read it for you
after breakfast. The salt, Harriet."

Mr. Walcroft had now commenced his breakfast in good

earnest, casting an eye, whenever the circumstances of his egg

or muffin would permit, atthe newspaper, as if he could read all

about the estate of David Mears through the four folds of it, or

as if he intended to say,the moment he had time, “I'll pitch

into you presently, David.”

The nice comfortable meal having at length come to an end,

Mr. Walcroft resumed the newspaper.

“ Now , Harriet, listen, my love; for you know this business

concerns you as much as it does me. ' Tis no idle whim ."

“ Come then, George, let us hear,” said Harriet.

Mr. Walcroft proceeded : - “ Will set up and sell the estate
of David Mears."

Harriet laughed outright.

" What are you laughing at ? " said Mr.Walcroft. “ Wbat

are you laughing at ? " as Harriet continued to laugh , but not

to listen . “ Do listen , Harriet, dear."

" Why I only hope, George, that you have not found a

mare's nest." But she suddenly subdued her laugh to a mere

smile, seeing that Mr. Walcroft either did not perceive, or did

not relish the joke.

Presently,as he looked atthe paper again, it dawned upon

him, and hecouldnot choose but smile inhis turn .

“ Listen now , Harriet, my love . ' Tis the very thing I have

been in search of for the last three years, but I would not pur

chase until I was sure of combining profit and pleasure, but
here we have them both . "

“ The Master will, on Friday — in one lot -- public auction

-highest bidder --- that and those -- acres, roods, perches -- clear

profit rent or thereabouts.' Well, I can study that by -and -by.

It appears to be about the very thing that will suit our purpose.

But here, " Descriptive Particulars . Ay, let me see what they

say, ' Commanding an extensive view -- house not long built-- a

market and post town -- contemplated railway -- planted with

ornamented timber -- fifty years' growth - considerable value

walled - in garden , and well stocked with - the beautiful valley of

*
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46 To a

the Shrulan river, which flows through — a gentlemanfond of field

sports.' Ay, here we have it ," and Mr. Walcroft connected

his sentences more deliberately from this to theend.

gentleman fond of field sports, the district affords a certainty of

success seldom obtained, even in Ireland. The grouse -shooting

is excellent, with free leave for miles around. There is very

fair cock -shooting in the plantations within the demesne ; and

there are two or three excellent covers in the neighbourhood,

where permission can be easily obtained by a resident at Curra

nure ; and the snipe-shooting and duck -shooting are ad libitum .

N.B. - There are two packs of harriers kept within hunting
distance. '

“ If this is not just the thing that I have been on the watch

for with those few hundreds, I don't know what is. Eh ! Har,

a month or six weeks at Curranure about Christmas ; and if I

don't supply you with game, call me blind ; that's all."

Mr. Walcroft was a handsomeman, about six -and-twenty at
this time. He was not even a second son. He was one of what

in marriage settlements, I believe, are called younger children ;

and had married , upon a younger child's portion, Harriet

Wharton, a beautiful girl, not nineteen at the time. She had also

a younger child's portion ; and between them they contrived to

live very prudently and very happily, upon little more than

two hundred and fifty pounds a year, in the south of Devon . He

also inherited a very small property from his maternal uncle

in one of the midland counties.

Mr. Walcroft was particularly fond of shooting and fishing,

at both of which he was considered an adept ; and hehad a sort

of doubtful belief, that with a little practice he could follow the

hounds well, too ; for, so faras he had an opportunity of trying,

he was a good horseman . Devonshire is not a very sporting

county, noteven for partridge ; and any dayduring the winter

that Mr. Walcroft succeeded in bagging one brace of snipe, or

any winter during the whole of which he brought down three

woodcocks, he considered that he had done more than most

others similarly situated would have achieved . He had heard

of persons in Ireland having bagged their fifteen and twenty

brace of snipe, their eight and tenbrace of cock , and their ten,

twelve, andeven fourteen brace of grouse, in a day. At first,

Mr. Walcroft doubted all this ; but at last he heard it from so

many friends who were not likely to mislead him, that he was
fain to believe it.

He cut the advertisement of the estate of David Mears out

of the newspaper, and put it into his pocket -book . He wrote

to his friend Bob Mahon, who was then fortunately in Dublin ,

having just done some business in the courts on his own account.

This fact, perhaps, as much as anything else, determined Mr.
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Walcroft to make a purchase of Curranure ; for he had reason

to know that Bob Mahon was a clever fellow , and would not

bid for it beyond a fair value. The general belief about this

time was, that great bargains were occasionally to be had ; and

the estate of David Mears promised so well, apart from the

" Descriptive Particulars,” that Mr. Walcroft resolved to try
his luck . “What if he doubled ,” thought he, or trebled the

interest of his wife's fortune and his own ; and in addition to a

plentiful supply of game, was enabled to procure her a nice

little pony phaeton and a side saddle ! He would write that

very post to his friend about it. "

He did write ; and Bob Mahon replied in great delight, and

" recommended something of the kind to be done. Hehad not

time to go down and see the estate , and return before the day

of sale ; but he could see the map in the office ; and he would

not go beyond a remunerating price. He knew something of

that line of country, and it appeared to him to be not far from
the mark ."

Mr. Walcroft wrote again , saying what he thought it ought

to be got for, but desiring him not to lose it for one or twohun

dred pounds.

Bob Mahon bid, and Curranure was knocked down to George

Walcroft, of Ivy-bridge, in Devon, Esquire, for two hundred

and forty pounds less than the first sum named in his letter, and

consequently nearly five hundred pounds below what he would

have been content to give for it.

Mr. Mahon was not sorry that his friend Walcroft had pur

chased this little property. It promised fairly to be the very

thing he wished for, and was likely, so far as he could judge, to

return him eight or ten per cent. for his money. “Why, he had

it at little more than fourteen years ' purchase. I have not
mine at eighteen. Walcroft will not remain in Ireland except

for three weeks or a month in the shooting season ; and of course

he will give me the agency of the estate . Perhaps I might

reside there, and be sufficiently near to look after my own,

which has no dwelling-house upon it ; nothing but a farm -house
and offices.”

Soon after Curranure was knocked down, Mr. Mahon took

an opportunity of inspecting it, and reported to Mr. Walcroft
much to this effect :

" I have seen Curranure - been all over it ; and I like it well.

There is some good land immediately about the house, which, by

the way , is by no means so splendid orso modern as it was when

you saw it . However, asyou are not likely to exchange the mild

and fragrant beauties of Devonshire for the cold and sporting

attributes of an Irish property, except pro tem . while the snipes

and cocks are in season, the housedoes not so much matter.
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With care,

The lands are set low ; and there are no leases on the estate ;

both very advantageous circumstances for you just now. The

grouse and snipe shooting, I dare say , are good; thesurrounding

country and district look as if they ought to be so.

and proper revision of the value of the lands, and a steady de
termination to make the tenants -- that is, such as you maypermit

to remain -- pay up, I have no doubt you will be able to realise

very good interest foryour money. There may be more redeem

ing matters and qualifications upon the estate than I have as

yet had time to find out. I give you first impressions. One

thing I may add , however -- that if the estate were put up

again, I know it would bring three, or perhaps four hundred

poundsbeyond what you have purchased it at. "

“ Why do you look so grave, George ? ” said Mrs. Walcroft

to her husband,as he crushed the above letter into his pocket,

and tried to whistle . “Any news from Bob about the

" Mare's nest,' you would say , Harry. There is news ;

there, read that. I fear he has been too precipitate," and he
handed her the letter.

Mrs.Walcroft read it, and handing it back said , “ Well,

George, I really don't see that there is much in this to make you

look grave. Matters, they say, are every day on the mend in

Ireland ; and I am quite sure that the property is well worth

more than you gavefor it. What a pretty name- -Curranure ! ”

Although Mrs. Walcroft always spoke cheerily,and in the

happiest manner about Curranure, Mr. Walcroft did not again

revert to the subject, except to say that he would go over and

judge for himself ; but, as the season was far advanced, he would

not do so until the winter shooting had set in . The grouse

shooting was nearly over ; and confessedly there was no partridge

shooting on the estate.

Winter had come and gone. Mr. Walcroft had paid Curra

nure a visit, had gone outupon a wild red bog with a brace of

steady pointers, and a big -headed pock -marked gossoon with

white hair, to show his honour ' the way, and carry the bag.

"Shall you be able ? " said Mr. Walcroft, looking at him

doubtfully, and recollecting all he had heard of eighteen and

twenty brace of snipe a day, to say nothing of the wild ducks ,

" Besides,” he added, " youwill have to carry this extra pouch ,

for I'm told the shooting is excellent."

“ The game's plenty any way,yourhonour, " replied Jamesy

Doyle, with a knowing grin. " You'll have nothing to do but

powdher away ; and, be gorkins, I'll go bail to carry home all

your honour levels afore night; but af you'd be advised by me,

you'd lave the dogs at home.”

“ What nonsense, boy ! Do you think I'm a fool ? ” said
Mr. Walcroft.
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Jamesy did just think he was ; but he was too cute to say

so ; sohe only gaveanother grin .

It didnot give James a pain in the back of his neck to carry

home all Mr. Walcroft shot that day. He was not accustomed

to walking a red soft bog, and he got into two or three scraw

luggers. The snipe,without being one-tenth part as numerous

as the “ Descriptive Particulars " led him to believe they would

be, were wild ; his English dogs were not in the habit of seeing

so far before them ; marked one or two spipe down a long way

off; got puzzled at the frequent cheaking of the birds asthey

rose ; and it ended in their pursuing them in spite of the

thundering and repeated “ Come up heres ” of Mr. Walcroft,
who would have given a trifle thathe could have come up'a

little himself, for he was sunk half way to the knees in a thick,

yellow , mossy sludge.

He returned at dark, out of spirits and out of humour,

having bagged three brace and a -half of snipe, one brace of

which were jacks ; and the next day he could scarcely stand

upright, from painsin his back and legs.

This specimen of ad libitum snipe-shooting was quite enough

for one who had never seen an Irish bog before; and Mr. Wal

croft made arrangements to hurry back to Harriet. He took

the opportunity, however, to look over and examine the estate

with Bob Mahon, andmake himself acquainted with the pros
and cons . Heliked it better than one mighthave supposed ;but

he plainly told his friend that he would rather shoot one brace

of snipe any day in the irrigated meadows about Ivy - bridge

than bag eighteen or twenty brace in that confounded , black,

shaky bog, where not only his feet but his legs and whole body
were wet .

He came to some understanding with Bob Mahon, who was

to act as his agent, with respect to the house and some thirty or

forty acres of land immediately about it, termed the demesne,

which Bob consented to hold at a fair rent, deducting the per

centage for collecting the rents upon the estate.

That it might not be said , however, that Mr. Walcroft had

not given the shooting a fair trial, he wet himself to the middle

once or twice again, with somewhat better success, having left

his dogs at home, by the advice of his white-headed boy, not

withstanding what had passed between them upon that subject
upon the first occasion .

Mr. Walcroft, when leaving Ivy -bridge for Ireland, had in

tended to remainat Curranure forthree weeks or a month, and

had allowed Harrietto put up note - paper and envelopes in her

own proportion. His second note, however (his first having

scarcely done more than announce his safe arrival) , set forth in

larger hand than usual, and with one or two notes of admira
L
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tion , that he would leave for home the day after he wrote ; and

on the eleventh dayafter he had left Ivy - bridge he walked

into the boudoir of that sweet little villa , and into Harriet's

arms at the same moment.

You may be sure she asked him a great many questions that

evening about Curranure the place with the pretty name!

although she did not anticipate very favourable answers, from
his speedy return .

“ Well, Harry, " said he, in reply to one of these smiling

questions —— " well, Harry, to be candid with you, as far as the

shooting goes, your definition is not far wrong. It may be

good at times, but ' tis dearly earned, particularly at a distance

from you ; and, I imagine, only fit for those who are used to it.

I cannot manage to walk those Irish bogs at all; one sinks to

the kneeat every step ; and I think the varmint , that they say

St. Patrick banished, are only bid under the mud, and catch a

fellow by the feet ; it is so difficult to get them up again ."

" You have been learning something about Ireland, at all

events, George ; what is it you say were banished by St.
Patrick ? "

« • Varmint, they call them there; they mean snakes, and

toads, andall poisonous reptiles. "

Harry laughed. " A month, then , George, will, I dare say,

give you about enough of it any winter ? "

" A month ! I've done with it, Harry, except as a spec., and

in that respect I think it will pay us at leastdouble the interest

we have been receivingfor our money . They do say matters

are likely to mend in Ireland.”

" Could I not go over with you, George ? a month might

not then seem so bad ,” said Harry.

“ No, my love; let well alone. I got enough of it to deter

me from subjecting you to sucha change."

“ Ah, George, I fear it is, after all, what I said it was. ”

“ Hush, Harry ; if it is, I can tell you it is full of eggs.

We will stay where we are ; and our friend Bob Mahon, who

is better used to the bog - trotting, will sometimes send us over

a basket of game."

"Well, George, as you like ; you know I am quite happy

where I am . But tell me something about the more important
points of the estate."

Mr. Walcroft then described theplace, entering micutely

into all the particulars as to the quality of the lands, the sol

vency of the tenants, the arrangement he had made with Bob

Mahon as to the houseand the prime part of the land imme

diately about it. In short, he put all the advantages and dis

advantages of the purchase fairly before her ; for, although

Harriet Walcroft had soft, glossy hair, mild , violet eyes, and
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beautiful white teeth, she understood these things perfectly

well; and the evening closed with a satisfactory result to both
their minds.

But matters did not mend so soon after this in Ireland as

Mr. Walcroft had been led to expect ; and those who had

spoken to him in a hopeful and confident strain of her pros

pects were, like all mortals beneath the sun , shortsighted. Few

persons are unacquainted with the sudden and destructive

blight which the will of an inscrutable Providence cast upon

the potato crops of Ireland in 1846, and which continued with

more or less severity and virulence for several years. At the

time of which I write, the crisis of the disease had scarcely yet

come. Ireland's heart and lungs were, as physicians expressit,

engaged ; " matters had not yet arrived at that point

when it is said they must mend ; and itwould not be difficult

to recall many scenes of harrowing and heartrending misery

emanating from that awful visitation, more particularly in the

south and west, where numbers of the peasantry, with sorrow

be it recorded, were hurried by starvation to the grave--many

to thepoorhouse, the emigrant ship, or the prison — and some,

alas ! I fear, to the gallows.

At the best of times, Ireland has not been without her

absentee landlords and her grinding agents. The former, either

from necessity, or mayhap from choice, living onthe Continent,

and spendingthe money torn from the hungry jaws and naked

shoulders of their impoverished tenantry, in the cheap luxuries

so easily procured there, fifty and sixty per cent . under home

cost. The agent, naturally, perhaps, a benevolent and kind

hearted man, is “ bored to death " for remittances; and, as

habit is second nature, he becomes used by degrees, first to the

wail, then to the curse, of an ejected tenant, and finally be

comes hard -hearted to everything connecte with the estate,

except the noise of his thumb counting the dirty smoked notes,

or the jingling of silver in a linen bag .

It is not to be wondered at if, from 1846 say to 1852, many

a man who had hitherto been comfortable and independent, be

came unable to meet the " agent's ” demands, and was ulti

mately obliged to give up his little bit of land , and remove

from his once happy home to the cold, blue -looking walls of the

poorhouse, where charity, like medicine, was weighedin a scale.

It is not to be wondered at if, on twenty miles of any road

in the south or west, where, in 1844 , I could have counted some

hundreds of comfortable dwellings as I rode along, the smoke

curling up from behind the whitethorn or elder ,indicative of

social life and industry , —it is not, I say, to be wondered at if,

upon the same tour, subsequent to that period , nothing but

broken - down gables and black rafters were to be seen .

L2



164 M'CORMACK'S GRUDGE .

It is not to be wondered at if many acres , which once waved

with softrustling corn, orsuddenly burst upon the sight and

smell with whole fields of blossomed “ cups" or “ Cork - reds,"

nowlay untenanted and comparatively waste.

It is not to be wondered at if, during the above period , many

landlords, both at home and abroad,were sorely beset, and

many a fine estate was seen to pass through the auctioneer's

clutches to the hands of strangers from the hands of those who

could trace their possession for centuries.

Praised be a merciful Providence, these matters are not still

so ! Never was Ireland - God bless her !--more prosperous and

fruitful; and although the poorhouses are not untenanted

(neither are they in England), we have not the heartrending

scenes of 1846 and '47 before our eyes . At least, no one now

dies of starvation ; we do not spend eight or ten hours a day

in a close room covered with meal dust, while a crowd of old

women with handkerchiefs and bags are fighting “ for the win

dow ," and thrusting in their long skinny arms, with the price

of half a stone of yellow meal clutched tightly in their fleshless

palm .

Neither is it to be wondered at, however it may be deplored ,

if, during that hapless, almost hopeless period , some disconsolate

starvinghearts diverged from poverty to crime. But it is not

such I am now about to record ;-no, if my countrymen have

a dark side, it is no darker than the best, not halfas dark as

many ; but, such as it is, I would turn it aside, and let you

gazeupon the bright.

No matter what the cause,and no matter what the year,

but the fact that Mr. Walcroft's estate became so deeply in

arrears, that it became necessary to evict such of the tenants as

could not meet a reasonable portiòn, say three -fourths, of the

demands against them , became as the fashionable phrase has it

-a patent fact ; and for those who could not do so , there was

no consideration, no alternative- “ Out, out, out,” behind

ditches or drains,into poorhouses, or feverhospitals,it mattered

not. “ Out, out, out,” were thewords ; for Mr. Walcroft was

now depending upon the rents of Curranure for the very ne

cessaries of life, and had been obliged even to forego the

beauties of Ivy -bridge for a cheap lodging at Boulogne. His

agent had been “ bored to death ” for the rents. Heseized, he

drove, he sold . He remitted all he got ; but 'twas not enough.

Mrs. Walcroft's care and anxiety had increased, and was likely

to increase ; and George wrote to Bob, “ while there is a shilling

due, I must have it ; if not, evict at once ; don't lose a quarter

sessions ; the lands are let low ; you will then get some money

in hand from new bidders for the vacant farms ; and I think

you may venture to raise the rents from five to six shillings an
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acre ." He did not seem to know, " good, easy man ,” that he

was talking rank folly , considering the state of Ireland at that
time, or that, while he was eating his made dishes, and drinking

his claretat tenpence a bottle, at Boulogne, poor Bob Mahon,

by following his advice, might be doomed to bite the ground,
and to wallow in his own blood on the road .

A snug, tidy - looking whitewashed cottage lay embosomed

amidst some hawthorn and bore-tree bushes upon Mr. Walcroft's .

estate. It stood a little apart from other houses of the kind ;

indeed, it was so far above its nearest neighboursin the tidiness

and cleanliness which it exhibited , that I have called it a “ cot

tage.' Had I had occasion to speak of others in the vicinity,

I could not in justice have soaredabove the term “ cabin . "

It was a dark November evening,and a cold blast rocked

the tall Canadian poplarswhich Myles M.Cormack had planted ,

about nine yearsbefore, between the redand black boundary of
his farm . The best room inside the cottage was now occupied

by two individuals, both females -- a mother andher child.

And can that delicate-looking mother, with her 'pale face

and anxious eye, with her thread -bare shawl thrownover her

still more worn dress, with her large shoes and no stockings , be

the same trim , tidy, well-dressed, happy-looking bride , that

nine years before came to take possession of that house and

farm as its comely mistress ? Ay, marry is it, the very

By her side, reclining on a stretcher-bed , laya delicategirl

with a still paler face . She was the only child Mary and Myles

M'Cormack had ever had ; and she was notyet nine years old .

Her large full eyes, as she occasionally coughed, would turn to

her mother, whose anxious heart watched to forestall every

rising wish of her darling. Kate, whether it were for something

to allay her thirst, to raise the pillow under her head, or to

cover her feet. Poor little Kate had never been a strong

child , and it required all a tender mother's tender care to
rear her.

Shewas now, however, only labouring under an incidental

cold, which itrequired but a little patience, with proper treat

ment, to subdue. Nevertheless, there was something in Kate

M'Cormack’s fragile form and pensive features which left the
impression upon the minds of those who looked upon her, that

there was not much time between her and the company of

angels.

Mrs. M'Cormack had evidentlysomeother anxiety just then

upon her heart besides her poor little suffering Kate . She was

restless and uneasy. She threw a few withered sticks upon the fire ;

then sat for a few moments, and a few only, by her child's bed;

but ever and anon she was at the window , looking out towards

one.
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the rear of the house, and muttering some words which no

human ears but her own could hear .

Mary M'Cormack loved her husband with all the undivided ,

faithful devotion which an ingenuous and previously untouched

heart could pledge; and now a wild thought, which might one

day madden herbrain , was creeping over her mind, as the tide

creeps uponsome smooth , bright strand, which ultimately it

will cover with its boisterous waves.

Myles M'Cormack, from the hardness of the times, and the

losses he had sustained upon his farm both in cattle and crops,

had got so much in arrear with his rent, that it was impossible

he could ever pay up ; he was one of the doomed. Out, out,

out, " was the word , written in large, heart-sickening letters

upon the door-posts and door, the gables, and even on the

chimneys of his house ;he could read it as plainly as possible

through the smoke. He had received notice to quit ; the case

had been tried, and the time was closing upon him when Mary,

Kate, and himself would be turned out upon the road , in the

middle of winter, and in the snow , too, forit had just set in .

Mary could not keep from that window. She was there

every moment,gazing on two men who stood behind the garden

hedge, talkingin an earnest manner. She could not hear them ,

but from the appearance of the man who stood withher hus

band, apparently laying down the law , she bodedno good. She

saw herhusband take a sheet of paperanda quill from hiscom

panion , and cram them into the crown of his hat ; and this it

was,coupled with one or two expressions which Myles had mut

tered inhis sleep, that now started that wild thought in her

soul respecting him .

As the snow had now commenced , and the only move the

men made was from behind the hedge to the scarcely less pro

tecting shelter of a small cock of rotten straw hard by, Mary

could stand it no longer, and, turning her dress up about her

head and shoulders, she ran to the corner of the house to call
her husband.

Whether those men had finally settled their business, or

whether they did not wish to persevere after the interruption ,

I know not;but Pat Rooney struck off across the fields,while

M'Cormack followed his wife into the house.

“ Myles, darlin '! you're standing there abroad this long

time, and there is a piercing blast ; what business can Pat

Rooney have with you, that you did not bring him inside ?

Our firingis scarce these times,but there was the shelter of the

house at all events,and sitting is as cheap as standing."

“ How long will you be able to sit here, Mary ?” said

M'Cormack, knocking down a deal chair, and shaking a few

flakes of snow from the lappels of his coat.
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for us .

man .

“ Not long , Myles. But sure the Lord will do something

Trust in Him , Myles. Here, take this sup of hot

milk ; you're lost with the cold , standing out there with that

- Ay, that poor fellow will be thrust out, too, the same day

with ourselves . He has some friends, but we have nonethe

back of a ditch or the poorhouse will be good enough for us ."

And he ground his teeth as he said this .

“ Here, Myles, sit down, asthore, and drink this sup of

warm milk ; and don't be talking that way,” replied his wife,

raising up the chair that had been thrown down , and placing a

tin porringer in his hand .

M'Cormack laid the milk upon the end of the dresser , and

said , “You'll want it for that poor girl's supper, Mary ; I have

what will warm me better here, that Pat gave me ;" and he

pulled a small bottle of whiskey out of his pocket. As he

raised it to his mouth, his wife instantly pounced upon it,

and, snatching it from his hand, flew to tặe door and smashed

it against thewallof whathad once been a cow -house, but was

now empty and cold . “ Oh, Myles, Myles !" she cried, return

ing to where the sullen man stood conscience -stricken -- " oh,

Myles ! you that didn't taste a drop of liquor this six years,

are you mad ,Myles -where's your medal ? "

“ Medal !" he repeated, with a hoarse laugh ; " great good it

did me ; look at me, Mary,” headded, in a softer tone, " look

at me and at yourself, without, I may say, a rag cover you ;

and look at that creature there, and nothing now but thecold
road before us.

“ Hush, Myles, she's getting better, and with the blessing

she'll soon be up. Here, asthore macree, drink this, and don't

go wrong yoursoul with liquor after taking the pledge . "

He hesitated for amoment, gazing in her face.

“God bless you , Mary ," said the stalwart man , taking the

porringer from her hand and drinking off the milk.

“ And now , Mary , you have saved Myles M.Cormack from

one mortal sin , if not from more . If it was the last drop in

the country, I must have drunk it. But where did you get it,
Mary, for our neighbours are as poor as ourselves ? I'm afraid

that, in avoiding one sin, I have committed another almost as

bad, in robbing that sick child of her supper .”

" No, Myles, I have another drop in the cupboard , and in

deed it was young Master Harry fetched it over in his own two

hands. I saw him coming along the road with his maid, and,

when they turned in over thestile, he took the bottle from her

hand, and carried it in himself.”

" Young Harry Mahon !" ejaculated M.Cormack, standing

up, 6 the agent's son ? ”

17

93
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“ Yes, Myles, and the servant had a loaf of bread - white

bread - which he said his mamma sent with the milk for our

sick child . "

Here there was a long pause. M'Cormack stood up to his

full height, six feet four, and, crossing his hands behind the

back of his head, he walked once ortwice up and down the

room , with a low mutter that Mary thought and hoped might

be a prayer.

“ How could they know she was sick ? ” he at length broke

forth ; " I thought we might be all down in the fever or dead,

without the quality' knowing or caring anything about us.

How could they know it ? "

“ I'll tell you that, Myles ; I was out on Friday last pulling

a few plants to make a drop of dandelion tea for the little girl;

and I met Master Harry and his maid upon the road. Well, of all

the questioning and cross -questioning I ever got, it was from

thatyoung boy, as to what they were for. And when I told

him , he would not believe me, until his maid told him they were

very good for delicate children . He said he was sure it was for

a pig I wanted them. Poor child, little he knew we had not a

pig this two year back . And nothing would satisfy him , Myles,

but to drag his maid every inch to the house, and in he came to

see the sick child . He believed me then, and saw me putting

theplants into a pot to boil. But, the innocent creature, he

said , he was suregood white breadand milk, that he had plenty

of at home, would be much better for the girl than that green,

stinking stuff '-them were his words, Myles — and down he

came this morning with the bottle and the loaf.”

“ Where was I on Friday, Mary, that I didn't see the

boy ? "

" Why, then, it was that very morning that Pat Rooney

called here and took you away with him ; I don't know where

you went. But, Myles, I'll tell you what it is - I may as well

out with it at once--Pat Rooneyis doing you no good, and if

you will take the advice of onethat loves every bone in your

body, and hates every hair on the head of any one that would

lead you astray --and that's myself Myles, avourneen -- you'll

quit colloguing with Pat Rooney, that'swhat you'll do . There

now, it's out ."

“ Pat Rooney's is a hard case, too, Mary , but sure it isn't as
bad as our own . If he has a larger family, he has more friends

that's able to take them among them ; and his wife is as strong

as a horse, able to go through the world when another would be

buried in the nearest churchyard. He means to earn a great

deal in England coming on thesummer, and to send her through

the country with the poor children at her heels. There's a man,

Mary, that could get the loan of a pound when I could not get
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the loan of a shilling, and he never took the pledge. I'm glad

I did not break it, Mary ; but I'm sorry I ever took it. That

man has friends in every parish in the barony ; and, what's

more,they'rebound to stand to himselfand his children, go where

he will, not all as one as ourselves, Mary. I could not leave you

unless I left you in the poorhouse, and then for that poor crea
ture there

" Well, Myles, if Pat Rooney has friends, they're not the

sort that will do him credit, or such as I'd like you to have.

And as for the poorhouse, if it does come to that, I'm sure its

better than to be stravaguing the country with a bag on one's

back, looking for a cold potato . But Itell you, no good can

come of listening to that man's advice. Let every herring bang

by its own head , and Pat Rooney never brought a man the

right road yet . There was

“ Whist, Mary, that was not his fault. And what do you

mean by • letting every herring bang by its own head ? ' Do you

mean to say that he'll be hanged ?

" I might mean that same, Myles ; but I don't. God

between the poor man and harm - I only meant to use an old

saying, and not to let us mix up our hardships with any man's;

to have nothing at all to say to him . That's what I mean. I

heard one or two words he spoke very loud ; and I misdoubt

very much he's giving you bad advice about the agent. That's
what I think . "

“ What did you hear ? " said Myles, in an embarrassed tone

of inquiry.

“ I heard him say he deserved no better, or any exter

minating tyrant like him . '"

“ Well, Mary, ' tis a hard case . The failure of the crops

and the disease among the cattle was from the Lord, and should

not be visited upon us poor creatures, who have suffered enough

already, and are next to starving as it is. Sure if they'd give

us a little time, and forgive us what's due, we'd come round

with the times, and be able to go on again , as well and better

than any new tenants he'll get."

" What was Pat Rooney saying to you, Myles ? That's

what I want to know, eh ? ”

“That was just what he was saying. He says the times are

likely to come round ; there's not a year but the potatos stand
it better than the last. · He had two barrels and a -half himself

this year, where he hadn't two stone and a -half last year.

' Twas the same with ourselves, Mary. And, with the blessing ,

a couple of years more will put them over it ; we could then

pay on froma fresh start, and that's all any one coming incan

do. As to the rent that's due, he never can get a penny of it,

and heknows that. Wouldn't it be fitter and fairer for him,
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then, to leave it with them that has it these forty years, and

never was behind with the rent till the first year of the rot, than

to give it tostrangers that never gave them a penny piece, not

all as one, Mary ? "

" That's all very true, Myles ; but sure, if his honour chooses

he can do it ; we can't make him do what he doesn't like. ”

“ No ; but, perhaps, we could prevent him from doing what
he does like

“ What do you mean , Myles ? sure you wouldn't let it enter

your head, let alone your heart, to harm Bob Mahon. For the

love of God, Myles, take carewhat you're about. You know

what Pat Rooney did before ; hegot two poor boys transported

through their listening to his advice. Now , Myles, if there's
life in me, I'll - I'll

“ Whist, Mary, hold your tongue ; I'm not going to harm

Bob Mahon, only to frighten him

“ You'll have neither hand, act, nor part in the like, Myles;

unless you mean to kill me first. Oh, be led by me, Myles,

asthore macree; have nothing more to say to that hang- gallows

fellow , Pat Rooney. He's as cute as a fox; you know as well

as I do, that he put them two poor boys, the Coughlans,

forward in that business, and held back himself; when, if right

wasright, the same Rooney ought to have been hanged instead

of them being transported . And, as sure as my name is Mary

M'Cormack, he'll leave you in for it, if you have anything to

Mary threw her arms around her huge husband's neck,

kissing hisforehead and his cheeks, and continuing to exclaim ,

“ Myles, Myles, don't break my heart ; you that never grieved

me since the first day I bestowed it upon you ; sooner or

later you'll come to grief, if you listen to that fellow ! ” and she

kissed his lips and cheeks again and again, while her warm tears

flowedupon hisrough, unshaven chin .

" Don't, father dear," niurmured the poor sick child ; “ I'm

sure mother is right ; ” and she cast a beseeching look at the
distracted man .

“ Myles," continued Mary , “ hide nothing from me; I think
I can give you better and fonder advice than that man .”

M Cormack strode through the room with his eyes fixed on

the floor, while Mary still gazed upon him through her falling

tears. At length he stopped before her.

“ Mary ," he replied , " I love you now no less than I did ten

years ago, when I first came across you. Isn't it my love for

you, and that creature beyond you , that has mademe half mad ?

Mary, do you hide nothingfromme. What did you pass

between us ? or rather, what did you hear him say ? For,

Mary, I did little else but listen to his maddening words.”'

hear

say to him ."
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“ So I thought, Myles, darling ; so I'm sure. I'll tell you

what I heard and saw then ; and let us cast our lot with the

Lord and not with the devil. "

- The devil, indeed , I believe, Moira," said Myles ; “ but he's

not where you are, core of my heart ; " and the gigantic fellow

stooped down and fondly embraced his wife.

Now , Myles, I'll tell what I heard and saw , and I'll ask you

to tell meno more than you choose. But whatever you do tell

will be safe with me ; and I'll only give you my advice upon it.

I told you that I heard him say he wasa tyrant, and deserved

no better .' I know he meant Bob Mahon. I saw him give you

a sheet of paper and a quill — they're in the crown of your hat,

Myles -- and as Iturned the corner of the house to call you in

when the snow began, I heard him tell you not to forget to

bring the Prayer -book on Sunday night next. There's no

Prayer -book in the house but the one--my Prayer- book. Oh,

Myles, is that fit work for a blessed book like it, and on a

blessed day ? -- the book you gave me,Myles, the day I swopped

heartswith you before the holy altar."

" Whist, Mary, jewel ; sure I wouldn't fret you for the

world. Isn't it, I say, mylovefor you, Mary, that has put me

through other after this gate ? Has that man Bob Mahon any

heart to take the roof from over our heads ? and the winter

coming down upon us --and that creature there-- 'twill be the

death of her, that's what it will. Oh ! Mary, Mary, if wecould

stop this withoutdoing harm ! Pat says a few lines would do it, a

few that he could show Mr. Walcroft; he would not insist upon

putting us out, for fear of the worst ; but we don't mean to do

a hap'orth, but write a few lines just to threa

"To threaten him with death , Myles ; and that same might

be followed up in spite of you , for Idon't believe you would do

more than you say. Oh, Myles, Myles, I'm sorry ever you
learned to write a scroll. But no, you won't, you sha'n Myles,

if you love your Mary ,and I know you do, kneel down there

and take this book ; I'll not ask youto swear upon it, Myles ;

but take it, and pray to God to keep you from temptation ; teli

that poor dying child there, the only one we everhad, to tell

them in heaventhat you wouldn't do it .”

Here poor little Kate began to cry, and finally to cough ;

and for a few minutes both father and mother thought she was

going to die .

The strong man gazed thoughtfully upon her rolling eyes,

while the mother heldher up, sustaining her throbbinghead till

she regained her breath , and then laid her head gently down

again upon the pillow .

" Myles," continued Mary, in a beseeching tone, " promise

me thatyou'll go no farther in this black business ; give me that
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paper and the quill, as a token that you'll be advised by your

wife. Do, Myles, asthore ; ” and she went towards his bat,

which lay upon the end of the dresser.

Myles looked at her, but did not move. She took the paper

and quill, and, tearing them into fragments, threw them into

the fire. Shethen clasped the huge man again in her arms, and

sobbed upon his breast.

“ Leave me to myself, Mary," he said at last, disengaging

himself from her embrace : “ I never knew how much you

loved me till to -night.”

“ Did you ever doubt it, Myles ? ” said Mary, looking at
him sadly.

“ Never, Mary ; but I did not understand your love, or the

turn it would take. Will you forgive me, Mary, mavourneen ?

But I thought you'd back me up in frighteningBob Mahon .”

" In frightening him , Myles ! have you lost your senses ?

and is that the sort of love you thought Ihad for you ? to think

I'd see you destroy both body and soul, or even to stand silent

by, let alone to back you ! Oh , Myles, Myles ! ”

“ Well, Mary, I know you are right all through ; and let

them door say what they will, I swear by the blessed Virgin ,

that I'll be advised and guided by you in everything but one-

one only ."

" And what's that, Myles, darlin ' ? ”

“ I must meet Pat Rooney and Mick M'Quade on Sunday
night ."

' No, nor the sorra foot, Myles, nor the sorra take the one

inch, Myles."

“ I must, Mary ; I must . "

“ Why must, Myles ?

“ Because if I hold back from that meeting they will mark

me; ay, Mary, and, may be, murder me."

is God forbid, Myles. And is that the opinion you have of

them that you are going to join ? Oh, Myles, Myles, you won't

“ I will, Mary ; but it will be to free myself from them

openly. I'll stoutly refuse to have act , part, or concern with

them. But I'll promise, Mary ,to holdmy tongue, and never

speak a word of what's past . If I didn't go forward, and tell

them this plainly, and that I'd have nothing tosayto it, they'd

only think I was goingto inform on them . And,Mary, darlin ',

they'd harm me ; and then what wouldyou do ? "

“ I doubt the power them fellows will have over you, Myles,

particularly that M'Quade; his tongue, as well as his heart,

belongs to thedevil. Don't go near them , Myles.”
“ I'll go, Mary ; but don't fear or fret about me. Didn't I

swear by the blessed Virgin, that I'd be advised by you in every

go ! "
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thing but the one? But, Mary, I must go ; my oniy chance is

to be plain and honest with them , before it goes anyfarther .”

Well, Myles, swear upon this Prayer-book that you gave

me ten years ago, that you will not jointhem men, by thought,

word , or deed , to harm Bob Mahon. ' Tis yourself, Myles, I'm

thinking of, for I don't like a bone in his body. Formysake,

Myles, swear this ; and then if you think it best and safest to

tell them so , plainly ,why go in the name of God ; but let it be
in his name.

“For your sake, Mary, I'll do it; and I'm beginning to bless

God already that you put me from the like.”

" And you'll have reason to bless him for it . See now , Myles,

if the Lord won't find some means or other to keep you from

poverty, as well as from sin --that's myown Myles." And she

clung to his gigantic form , and caressed him overand over again .

After this lengthened conversation ,Mary prepared a homely

supper for herself and her husband. She was a thrifty, careful

person,and made things go twice as far as many others would ,

or could have done. And although poverty is not too strong a

word to convey a notion of difficulties which had for some time

overtaken them , yet that high -spirited , struggling, and uncom

plaining little woman kept everything in and about the house

so neat and clean , that the agent's deputy reported to him , that

“ it was impossible the M'Cormacks could be so very poor as

they let on to be."

Making a poor mouth, eh ? " said Bob Mahon.

" That's exactly it, sir," said the driver. '

It was no poor mouth, however, but too painful a fact.

They had neither potatoes nor corn , no, nor a " sup of milk ,"

but as they bought it ; and their means were confined to the

precarious chance of an occasional day's wages earned by Myles.

Doubtless, there was what in those days was called " a project ”

inthat barony ; but it happened to be eight miles from Tully

brin , and would have entailed the necessity of M'Cormack

remaining away ; and, what with the expense of a lodging, it

would not have supported himself alone. No wonder, then ,

that hewas not found at “ the project,” drawing a wheelbarrow

after him , in the midst of a string of lazy, drunken idlers. If,

under these circumstances, poor Myles, who had never known

care or unhappiness till the blight came uponthe potatoes year

after year, and insteadof eight or ten stacks of corn , and a

good cock of hay in the haggard, a pair, or, mayhap a pair and

a -half of good smooth cows.chewing their cud in thebawn or

the cowhouse ; a long well- sodded pit of potatoes in the garden,

and from four to half-a - dozen nice slipsin the stye about this

time of the year ; these things were all nil ;-if, I say, under

these circumstances, and the dread of his wife and sick child

being turned out in the cold snow to perish and starve, if

66
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Myles was near losing his balance, and yielding to the tempter,

can it be wondered at ? And if that fond wife's word of love

and religion restored his equilibrium , how great the blessing

and how blessed the means !

PART II .

The snow lay deep upon the ground the next morning, and for

several days afterwards there was no alteration in the white

glare thatspread its dazzling brightness over the whole face of
the country. Sunday came; and during the three days that

had elapsed since youfirst saw Mary M Cormack and her sick

child , if no change had taken place in the external world , more

than onechange had taken place within that house. First, the

delicate little girl had gained strengthfrom hour to hour, and

was now sitting up by the fire, poor and scanty asit was, with

a warm shawl across her chest, and a book in her hand ; while

the cheerful smile of her mother, who sat silent by, seemed to

be cast back in simpleharmony from the daughter's lips upon

her heart. Myles M'Cormack had gained strength from hour

to hour too. He had been at early prayers that morning, and

had now returned , andwasfondlychatting to his wife andlittle

Kate. It was on the tip of Mary's tongue to ask him if he met

Pat Rooney or Mick M'Quade at chapel ; but she thought it
better not, and just caught herself in time. She was well

satisfied with her husband's course since the conversation she

had held with them three days before. This was, she knew , an
importantday for him , and he began it well. He still adhered

to his resolution of going to meet Pat Rooney and M *Quade

that night ; but Mary did not now doubt him . She felt con

vinced notonly of the straightforward course her husband had

determined to pursue in that “ black business," as she still called

it, but she also felt satisfied that, having sought strength from the

Lord, he would not be bent from that course either by all the

hopethey could set before him of averting his impending fate, or

all the dread they could picture to his mind of poverty or

starvation . She knew Myles too well to fear that he could be

intimidated to join in their plans. It was, therefore, with an

affectionate smile of confidence upon her lip, and a secret prayer

rising from her heart, that she handed Myles his hat, saying

" Myles, I will not seem to doubt your steadiness of purpose

by repeating my advice to you upon this business. I have

never had reason to doubt your word, let alone your oath . God

speed you, and send you safe back to me, Myles, asthore !"

He bent down his tall figure, and, throwing his fond arms

around his pretty wife's neck, he exclaimed
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“ Mary ! as I prove faithful to my promise, and to you in

this business, may I rise or fall in this world and the next ! "

And he then left the house.

Mary bolted the door after him , murmuring a prayer for his

safety and strength ; and then she returned and sat by her

silent child , until it was time to give her - a bit of supper," and

help her to bed . She then resumed her chair by thefire, and

even from that moment sat with a listening ear. But she had

long to wait fora sound, for the night was calm and frosty.

The snow still lay deep upon the ground; the frost had been

hard for several nights ; and asMyles turned in over the garden

hedge, and crossed the fields at the rear of the house , a crisp,

sharp noise accompanied his footsteps. The moon had not yet

risen ; but there was a pale, white lightupon the horizon where

she would soon rise , and the stars glittered brightly in the

heavens, nearly double the height above him that they would

have done hadthe night been wet.

Myles ploddedonto the place of rendezvous, an old, unoccu

pied mill, situated in alonesome wild glen, about a mile and a

half distant among the hills. Although he was not behind his

time, yet he was not the first there ; for, as he approached , he

heardvoices whispering, mingled with the choked purlingof

water, escaping from beneath a sheet of ice at the head of a

small pool above the mill. Rooney met him at the doorway.

“ All right, Mick," said he, turning his head round to his

companion ,who was behind him , " I told you Myles was game

to the back -bone ; now we'll see if we don't hunt that tyrant,

instead of his hunting us. Come in , Myles, come in ; you see

we have a fire," said he,laughing ; and he pointed to a few sods

of well -kindled turf, which must have been lit for some time,

for it was clear andbright. Three large stones had been rolled

towards it, surrounding it in a corner. Michael M.Quade and

Rooney led the way , and sitting down themselves, pointed to

the unoccupied stone for Myles to do the same.

The object of this meeting was , in the first instance, to swear

in M -Cormack as a Ribbonman, and to give him the pass -words

and signs ; and then , being as they considered safe, to get him ,

as he was a good penman ,to write a threatening letterto Bob

Mahon, promising him all sorts of sudden death and ready

made coffins if the ejectments on the estate were persevered in .

For the first purpose it was necessary to have a person of

M -Quade's rank present to administer theoath. What that rank

was I am not quite up enough in such lore to say ; I believe it

was " Parish -master ".-- I was going to say, “ County Inspector. "

However, there was no doubt that he had attained a very high

position amongst the fraternity ; and whatever the rank was, it

was essential that he, or one of equal status, should be present

at the swearing in of a new member, to render the thing legal.



176 M'CORMACK'S GRUDGE .

Hence it was that M'Quade had travelled twelve miles through

the snow, for the above purpose, to this meeting ; but it was his

duty to do so, or ten times as far, if called upon by a brother-

knowing himto be such .

M'Quade, pointing, as I have said , to the unoccupied stone,

requested M Cormack to sit down. He hesitated . The big

moon now shone full in through the dilapidated wallsof the old

house, but a projecting angle threw its shade across M-Cormack's

face and shoulders, hidingfrom his companions the firm expres

sion which was then gathering upon his lips. The white light,

however, fell strongly upon M'Quade, who was sitting down ;

and as M'Cormack turned to speak , he distinctly saw the round

silver -mounted end of what he could not mistake to be a pistol,

glitter beneath the bosom of his waistcoat. Did this create

doubt or hesitation in his heart as to the course he came there

resolved to pursue ? Not in the least ; if ithad any effect be

yond surprise, it was to hurry the statement he was determined

to make ; although M'Quade's commencement of the business

in hand delayed it for a proper opening.

"Come, boys,” said M *Quade, pulling a bottle from one

pocket and a glass from the other, " we always begin the making

of a brother with a dhrop of the water of life; 'tis only in set

cases, where time presses, that a brother can be made without

three being present beside himself. And, Myles M -Cormack,

let me tell you thatit is a very great compliment to the man

that is made specially, andfora particular purpose, as you are

about to be ; it spakes well for him -- doesn't it, Pat ? Here,

Myles, the first thing you have to do is to drink • damnation to

all tyrants,' in a bumper. You are at liberty to think of any

tyrant you like whileyou are tossing it off ; butwe never men
tion names." And, filling the glass, he hadded it to him .

M'Cormack, standing back at arm's length, held the palm of his

open hand between himself and glass, saying, “ I drink none,

M'Quade; and Pat Rooney might have told you so, for he

knows I took the pledge. See, here is my medal, that Father

Mathew himself hung round my neck - I'll drink none , boys ! "

“ Halloo, Pat," said M Quade, turning to Rooney ; " what's

this for ? I thought you told mehe wasallright ?

“ So I thoughtmyself, for he took a bottle of liquor from me

a - Thursday last, andas good as swore he'd drink every drop of

it afore he came hereto -night. Didn't you, Myles ? "

" I'm sorry to say I did,Pat. I hadnearly resolved ,through

poverty and grief, to perjure my soul that day ; but, blessed be

God ! there was one that showed me my sin before it was com

mitted ; I'll drink none."

“ And what on earth brought you here to -night ?

manded M.Quade, in a domineering tone. “ Pat Rooney told

yoa there was no use in your coming here, unless you got over

2
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you coward
that humbug about the pledge. What brought you here, I say,

You know we can do nothing further until you

drink."

“ I know that ; at least, so Pat told me. But I tell you

plainly I'll not touch a drop ofit. And as to my being a

coward, Michael M.Quade, it is because I am not a coward I

came here to -night, and that you may see before I leave this . "

M'Quade turned his left shoulder towards M'Cormack, at

the same time drawing back his right hand with the glassun

observed , and as M'Cormack opened his mouth to continue

speaking, the other threw the contents of the full glass of
whiskey right into his face. " You shall, and drink twenty

drops, or I'm no “ parish master,' ” said he, while M'Cormack,

overcome bythe unexpectedness of the action, and the fact that

a considerable portionof theliquor had actually gone down his

mouth, set to coughing, at the sametime very calmly wiping

his face and breast with his handkerchief. "

“ Come, Myles," said M'Quade, before M'Cormack could

reply, "come, Myles, I'm glad to see you know how to take it,

and that I meant no offence. This is the way we have for

saving a man's conscience who has had the misfortune to take

that humbug the pledge ; you have taken some whiskey now

without breaking it, and you are all right. Now we'll be able

to make a man of you, and we only want a few such men to

makeIreland what she ought to be, andwhat poor Dan, Heaven

rest his soul! would , had he lived, have made her great,

glorious, and free.' Eh, Myles, my boy, isn't that the fact ?

No turning honest people out of their holdings because the

Lord chose to smite the cattle and the crops. Did you bring

the Prayer -book with you, Myles ? We're all right, now ; here,

you can have no objection to drink now. And he filled up

another glassof liquor,and heldit towards him .

“ Never !” said M'Cormack, dashing the glass from

M'Quade's hand, in pieces on the ground. 16 And now let me

tell you why I camehere to -night, boys, thatthere may be no

misunderstanding about it. I came here, then, to tell you

plainly, Michael M'Quade and Pat Rooney, that I willnot be

made a Ribbonman of; and, further, that by word or deed I will

never injure Bob Mahon, or any other agentover the estate. I

might have stayed away altogether, boys, if I wished ; but I

promised Pat Rooney that I would come; and if I had not done

30, then , indeed, youmight have called me coward ,' afraidto say

that Ihad changed mymind. You might also have considered

that I would have informed against you upon this matter ;

and it is upon this point I wish to set myself right with you ; I
am ready , therefore, to promise , or to swear , if you think it

necessary, never to divulge a word of what has already passed ."
M
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" I'll tell you what it is, M.Cormack," said M'Quade, in a

surly voice ; “ I did not comehere twelve miles to -nightto be

humbuggedby you, or the voice of that sickly voteen of a wife

of yours . I see howit is very well. Pat told me she was the

only one he was afraid of coming between you and us; and as

to your promising, or swearingnever to tell a word of what

passed, I'll take good care we'll leave youno choice ; for swear

you must, and that a terrible oath, too." And he pulled out

the pistol, and laid it ostentatiously upon the ground at his side.

It was a double-barrelled pistol, beautifully mounted in

silver, one of a brace which had been taken from the house of

the Rev. E-- M --- , just twelve months before, by the said

M'Quade, and others, his co - burglars. The fellow of it fell to

the right of some other “ parish master," and M.Quade's now

lay silent and shining by his side. He hoped the sight of it

alone would be sufficient to change M'Cormack's mind, and

“ bring him to the scratch ; ” but he mistook his man .

M.Cormack could not doubt but that the pistol was loaded ,

and in good order . Did his heart then beat as he gazed upon

it ? Yes; but not with fear or doubt; never was he more self
possessed ; more determined.

“ I hear a step,” said he,looking to the opposite old broken

down window place. MʻQuade's eye followed the direction ; at

the same time, his hand dropped instinctively towards the pistol,
but he was late ! Like lightning from the clouds, M.Cormack

had taken advantage of the moment, and springing upon it,

stood at bay before them .

“ Now , M‘Quade, listen to me,” he calmly said :; “ you have

no child to deal with, and that you know right well. I doubt

that, even with this loaded pistol pointed at my breast, you could

have bullied me ; and it is not my intentionto bully you ; but

it is perhaps as well in my hands as in yours. It does not suit

my wishes or disposition to become a Ribbonman ,and I will not

do so ; neither will I break the solemn pledge I took against

liquor. Just now , as youlaid this pistol beside you , you as

much as implied you would make meswear, with its muzzle to

my breast, that I would never betray you. That oath I came

here voluntarily to give you , in order that your minds and my

own might be at ease upon the subject. I havemydoubts, that

I wouldnot sooner have entered into a death struggle with you

than have suffered you to extract through fear that which I was

and still am willing to give you freely. Here, then, I solemnly

swearby the BlessedVirgin, that I willnever disclose or discover,

directly or indirectly, to any mortal living, anything that has

already passed between Pat Rooney and myself withrespect to

the agent, nor anything that has passed between us three here

to - night. I owe you this oath , boys, because I misled Pat ;

otherwise he might not have told me all he did . But I caution
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and warn you both that this oath is not intended to apply to

anything which either of you may propose or mention to me

for the time to come upon the subject. Stand back , now , and

let me pass out. "

“ You may trust your life, Mick, to Myles' word, let alone

his oath ," said Pat Rooney. * He's as good a man as ever lived ;

but 'tis his wife that has ruined him .”

“ You're a liar, Pat Rooney ; and I advise you to take care

whatyou say ' Tis my wife who has saved me from ruin and
from hell."

" Well, Myles," said MʻQuade, “ although I'm not a married

man, I like you the better for loving yourwife, and backing her

up. You may be a good man, after all - you are a "smart one

any way -- and would answer us well only for the same wife and

child . But, sure, who can blame you ? I'm quite certain

you'll never budge a word of what has already passed;and we

must be dark to you in future. But the pistol, Myles, the

pistol - you don't mean to hold it ? "

M -Quade was a deep, knowing fellow , quite fit for his situ

ation under any circumstances ; and it will be perceived ,by the

foregoing tonewhich he had adopted towards M'Cormack , that

he had read his character at a glance, and shaped his cue

accordingly.

“No,MQuade," replied M -Cormack , " I'll have nothing to

say to it. I know now to whom it belongs ; but I look upon it

as part of my oath to say nothing about it .”

“ But you'll give it to me, Myles, and we'll all go home good

friends ?"

“ Well, yes ; but 'tis loaded , both barrels ; I'll just blaze

them off andthen return it to you ; unarmed, I don't think I'd

care much for the two of you," and he looked at the same

time from the one to the other they were both small men - and

then, drawing himself up to his full height, he cocked both
barrels.

“ Don't, don't, Myles, for the love of Heaven ," exclaimed

M'Quade, " you'd only bring them peelers a -top of us ; they

are always on the watch, padrouling - bad luck to them ! "

“ Pledge yourself, then , ” said M Cormack ; “ I'm sure I can

trust your word.”

“ Give us your hand, Myles ; and he held out his :

M'Cormack grasped it.

"By them five crosses, and the grip of a Ribbonman, I'll

never hurt a hair of your head, Myles, or one belonging toyou . "

'Twas enough ; M.Cormack handed M Quade the pistol, and

the threefriends proceeded through the fields to the next cross

roads. Here M'Quade again held his hand out to M'Cormack,
saying, "Myles, I beg your pardon for calling you a coward.

M2
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you're the bravest man I ever met . I wish with all my heart

we had a few like you belonging to us. " They tben parted.

We need not follow Rooney or M'Quade to their respective

homes, if, indeed , it was thither they went. They were neither

ofthem inthe temper or disposition of Myles when they sepa

rated ; and theprobability is, thatthey went insearch of some

acquaintance of less stern rectitude, as a substitute for him , to

carry outtheir plans.

Poor Mary spent the time of her husband's absence in

genuine and sincere prayer --upon her knees —— that he might

lave strength given himto resist their temptations. She knew ,

too, his love for her, and for that poor delicate creature upon

the bed ; and if, at times, she feared that this love, with the

prospect of ejectment, beggary, and starvation before them ,

might induce him to join in some plan of revenge upon the

author, or even of frightening him , with a hope ofaverting all

these ; atothers, in the knowledge and confidence of this same

love, she felt that Myleshad not only seen the matter in its true

light, but had pledged his word to her; and although, in a mad

moment, she once saw him about to break that word, still more

solemnly pledged, she feared not now.

With these thoughts, mingled with prayers for his strength

and safety, she heard his step at the door. She opened it with

an anxious though a welcoming smile, saying, “ Oh, Myles,

darlin '! I'm so glad you’re comeback ,and all right, I know , by
your face ! "

“ Ay, all right, Moira , mylove, so far as the business I

went upon is concerned . Thanks to you, my wife, for keeping

me in the right and straight path , when Iwas about to wander,

like a fool or a madman, amongstthe crookedand thorny briers

of a dark forest. And we parted friends, Moll --- sworn friends,

I may say. "

“ Oh, Myles, what do you tell me ? Surely you

“ Did nothing, Mary, that I am ashamed of, or that you

need be sorry for. No, Mary ; badyou been beside me, you

wouldnot have stoppedor checkedme in anything I said ordid

to-night . But I'm glad I went; I knew it was the best and

safest plan .”

Mary's face brightened with sincere delight ; and, as she

led her husband to the fire, and placed a hot bowl of good

tea and come bread before him, she rubbed her hands to

gether with a cheerful laugh, and said , “ Come, Myles, the

night is cold , and you have had a smart breeze in your face

over the hills, though the early part of the night was calm .

Take this, Myles, it will warm you.".

M'Cormack looked at his wife with unaffected surprise.

" Why, Moira, this is tea ; downright tea , wherever you got it .

97
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And white bread, too ! Why, Mary darlin ', where did you get

this good fare ? Have you coaxed Mrs. M'Loughlin at the

Cross ? I thought she refused you credit for a candle the other

evening ? "

" And would again , if I asked her, Myles. No, it was

Master Harry's own self brought it to me, while you were

looking for a job at the draining yesterday.”

MCormack stopped suddenlyin the apparent enjoyment of

what was evidently a great treat to him ,cold andhungryas

he was, and, pushing the bowl from him , he said , sharply,

" Mary, I won't drink it ; and I wonder you have not more

pride than to take it from that brat, Bob Mahon's son !-and,
you may depend upon it, without his father's knowledge. ' Tis

not like you, Mary."

" It was the mistress herself sent it, Myles. I made sure

of that before I took a pin's point from the child ; and I'm

certain that Mrs.Mahon is not so tied up but what she can

give a bottle of milk to our sick child, or a grain of tea to her

poor mother , without anything wrong in it. Don't fear upon

that point, Myles.'

“ Well, but, Mary, there is another point full as strong as

that, if notstronger .

What is that, Myles ?”

" Do you think I can swallow anything that comes from

Bob Mahon's ? It chokes me, Mary ."

“ Whist, whist, Myles ; don't talk that way. You owe

BobMahon no grudge or ill-will ; he's only doing his master's

bidding ; and them's bad thoughts to have in your heart.

There, Myles, drink your tea ; Bob Mahon may not be a bad

“ Bad or good, I do owe him a grudge. Is it the man that's

going to putyou and your dying child out upon theroad in
the face of the white winter ? I do ; and may -be I'll pay

him yet.”.

“ Whist, I tell you again, Myles. I won't allow you to

talk that way. You promised to leave your case in the hands

of the Lord ; and sure that's not the way to do it. Myles,

take my advice , and it's all prompted by love for your souland

body. If you owe Bob Mahon any ill -will about this business,

payhim with kindness or a good turn, if ever it comes in your
way to do so ; but, at all events, don't harbour such hard

thoughts. Here, don't let your tea cool, that's a good man,

Myles."

M'Cormack looked at his wife silently for a few moments,

and then said , “ I may thank you, Mary , for any goodthat's in

me, since this smash came across us. May the Lord reward

you ! But you never told me of this present,” he added ,

man .
4
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drawing the bowl again towards him , and taking another pull

at it.
“ No, Myles ; I was determined I'd have a warm welcome

and a little reward for you when you came home to - night.

But come, let us hear about your meeting with Pat Rooney ,

and whoever he had with him ."

“ Not one word until you pour out some tea for yourself,

Moira, my love. I'm so bothered I was forgetting my manners

entirely ."

" You're not bothered now , Myles ; you're all straight, " the

wife replied, pouring out for herself a cup of tea, and moving

close up to her husband to listen .

M.Cormack then described to her everything that had

taken place in the old mill with Rooney and M.Quade, while,

at every pause he made to get through his bowl of tea , she

kept saying, “ Thank God , Myles," " Right, Myles," " Good

man, Myles,” until the story ended .

Andnow, Mary , " he went on , “ I'm afraid this is the last

comfortable meal we'll ever have within these walls . The

order's out, and down they come, and out we go upon the cold

world before six days, counting Sunday."

“Well, God's will be done, Myles. But six days is a long

time; and there lives not a man , priest or parson, who can see

to the end of it . TheLord can do a great deal in less time

than that. It took Him but six days, Myles, to make the

world . I dreamt last night, Myles, that we were to live here,

after all . "

“ To be sure you did , Mary , and so did I, every night this

two months ; but what says that ? Out we go, Mary, on Fri

day next. This is Sunday. Out, out, out we go ; off, off, off

with theroof; down, down, down with the walls. Oh, what

a white lime-dust you'll see rise up from under the crowbars

and pickaxes of them heartless levellers of Bob Mahon !"

" Well, Myles, sure it isn't their fault any way ; they can't

help it ."

" No, I don't blame them . But, Mary, I was at the build

ing of these walls. myself, and worked harder, if not as well as

any of the masons at it. And for the roofing, 'twas I fitted

every couple of it . And many's the good sound coat of thatch

these handsput over your head upon it theseten years past,

Mary. And, look you, if it be not all torn off, and the walls

levelled to the ground before this day week , it will not be from

any feeling of justice or pity to us, but because it's too good a

house, and too well gotup, for them to afford to lose it;
hammered stone, and good lime and sand mortar, every perch

of it. Ah, Mary, it will let the land well for them , andthey

have it for nothing — for nothing, Mary ; don't you know that?
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" Yes, I knowthey have, Myles ; and sure 'twill be a satis

faction not to see it levelled , at all events."

“ I don't know that it will, Mary. I think I'd rather see

it without one stone upon another , than see anybody else living

in it. Mary, when I was building this house, there wasn't an

inchof it riz from the foundation, that my heart didn't risea foot

thinking of you , and the day I'd bring you home to live in it. "

“I'm sure of that, Myles. But let us pray to the Lord to

strengthen us to meet whatever He meansto put upon us, as

we ought; and may-be, after all, He won't lean too hard, on
account of the colleen . "

By this time the tea and bread had all vanished , and a

mutual sort of reverie crept over this doomed pair, until at

length a fit of coughing from Kate, in the next room , roused

the mother, and soon after the father; and, ere long, they

retired for the night, and the house was sunk in still repose.

The daybut one after the above occurrenees, aftera scanty

breakfast, Myles left the house, telling Mary hewas going to

Curranure to see the agent, and to make a last effort upon his

humanity not to turn them out with their dying child , like

black spots upon the white winter that had just fallen upon the

world .

“ Go, Myles, " she said , “ and God speed you , and put it

into his honour's heart to leave the roof over us.

It was not likely that his honour would be out tramping

through the snow , and Myles consoled himself with the cer

taintyof at least seeing him and pleading his cause before him .

Hehad not studied a word of what he would say, and yet he

hadan ideathat no power could resist the truths which he felt

boiling in his heart.

He stood for a length oftime at the corner of the paling in

front of the window . He knew the master's office had a full

view of him ; but he stood till his feet were frozen in his shoes,

and there was none to ask what brought him there . He

changed his position , and passed close to the window ; his tall

headand shoulders must, he thought, have attracted the mas

ter's eye, if he was in the office . Again he stood for many

minutes, and there was no sign of any person so much aslook

ing at him . With all the intense dread an Irishman has of

being cut,” he would have been glad had a dog rushed out

barking at him ; but he could not hear as much as a growl

about the place.

“ Be the powers ! this won't do," said Myles ; " he's in the

house, and I'll see him afore I quit.” And he marched round

to the side -door communicatingwith the office, and deliberately

thumped with his shut fist against it. A bell rang, and he

presently heard Bob Mahon say to the servant, “ See what that
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fellow wants ,and tell him I can see no one-- it's M'Cormack

from Tullybrin ; send him about his business."

The servant came out by another way, and delivered his

message.

" Tell the master I can't leave this till I see his honour ;

and, what's more, I won't," replied M.Cormack. He had not

had half a breakfast, and the hunger as well as the cold was

beginning to prey upon his temper; he was getting savage.

The servant repeated the message, with someadditions of

his own ; told him to be off out of that ; it was no use

thrapesing up and down there in the snow ; and he ended by

advising him not to be losing histime.

“ Losing my time!" said M.Cormack , with a sardonic

laugh ; " I'mlosing more than my time I'm losing my senses.
Go in and tell the master I can't leave this till I see him ; I

only want a dozen words with his honour.”

The servant turned away , saying, “ I know he won't speak

to you ; so you may as well be off at once." He then went

into the house, and shut the door, leaving M'Cormack in the

snow - not cold now, but burning.

The well -fed funkey wentno farther than the pantry ,

where there was about a hundredpounds' worth of plate, spread

out upon a table, and, resuming his chamois and red powder,

gave a large embossed teapot a fewfinishing rubs, and then

issued forth again to see if “the fellow was gone away out of

that . "

No, there he stood with a determination in his fixed eye

that indicated no intention of a move.

“ I tell you what it is, Finn M Coul," said the servant , " if

you don't leave that, the master bid me loose the dog and set

Then I'll go bail you'll soon find the use of your

legs ; if you were twice as big, Cæsar will make you run. '

- You're a lying rascal," exclaimed M'Cormack ; “ I don't

believe his honour said any such thing ; and I won't leave this

until I tell him what you said of him; and, what's more,there

isn't a dog in your kennel I wouldn't make paper of this
minute if he came near me."

Mr. Mahon had his ear cocked at the office-window , and

heard every word of the foregoing. He was aware that it was

a gratuitous and cruel lie of the servant to say that hedesired

the dog to be set at M.Cormack. He was obliged to the 'un

fortunate man for disbelieving it, and he felt softened towards

him .

Bob Mahon, although the name does not foretoken the re

velation , was an Englishman, and in heart and disposition ( had

be not been an agent) would have required but a few years '

residence in Ireland to cause all the attributes of an amiable

him at you.
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manto be strongly developed ; for, as we say, “ he had it in

him ." But his being agent to an absentee landlord, if it did

not render that development impossible, was sadly against him .

He could not, however, allow the man to go away with even

the possibility of such a message being true resting on his

mind ; and, throwing open the office -door, his appearance put

a stop to any further rejoinder uponthe servant's part.

M Cormack stood erect, but did not speak, awaiting Mr.

Mahon's first address.

“ Well, my man,” the latter said, “ I sent you word that I

was busy, and could not see you."

M'Cormack instantly took off his hat and replied, “ Your

honour's servant went in afterwards to say that Icraved but a

few words with your honour ; . but I don't think he went as far

as you , or I should have seen him through the window in the

passage.

“ You're right, M'Cormack ; and he delivered you a second

message, whichI did not desire him to do."

Oh, no, your honour, only a little joke from himself," said

M'Cormack , trying to smile, and at once backing out of his
threat to tell the master.

“Well, M.Cormack, since you are here, and have thus

broken in on my other business, come in . I have somewhat to

say to you, and I will not delaydoing so as I had intended .”

M'Cormack followed Mr. Mahon into the office, when the

latter closed and locked the door, putting the key in hispocket.

He then retired behind a writing-table covered with bronzed

leather, upon which lay a heap of papers, leases, and letters,

neatly arranged. There was a brace of pistols hanging on large

brass nails, and a double- barrelled gun upon a rack against the

wall immediately behind him .

M'Cormack saw him lock the door ; he could not but see

the act, for it was done ostentatiously. Mr. Mahon looked

obviously at the firearms as he passed round the table, and

commenced looking amongst the papers,

“ Is anything wrong with me,your honour ? Do you mean

to say I am a prisoner ? ” said M Cormack, crossing his arms
upon his breast .

Mr. Mahon paused for several moments ere he replied : he

appeared to be considering some point.

No,"," said he, "you are no prisoner, M'Cormack , but I

wish you to explain acircumstance to me, if you can .”

“Couldn't I explain it, your honour, full as well without the

door being locked ? "

“ Perhaps so, if you can explain it at all; but it is scarcely

fair to ask you anything about it , as I suspect you may have

been concerned in it yourself, and I would not wish to draw you
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into any admission which might injure you . ' Tis about a threat

ening notice I received this morning. Here is the key of the

door; you can unlockit,” he added , handingit to him .

M -Cormack took it out of his hand, and laid it upon the

table. " Your honour's word is enoughfor me, if there were a

hundred locks upon it," he replied .

“ ' Tis usual with me to keep it locked ,” remarked Mr.
Mahon, " and it was not done to detain or intimidate you ."

" Intimidate me ! ” repeated M'Cormack, smiling. “ But

about the threatening notice, your honour , ” he added , compo

sing himself, “ I'm not afraid to meet anything your honour

hasto say to me .”

“ Yes, M'Cormack , here it is . Your case and Rooney's are

both alluded to in it, threatening me with the death of Brock if

either of you is turned out of your holdings. It may be right

tosay that I am aware you area good scholar, and can write

I'llread it for you :- Take notice, Bob Mahon, that no tyrant

will bepermitted toturn poor creatures out to starve. There's

the M'Cormacks and the Rooneys under notice to quit. And

where will you get better or honester men ? Don't think we'll

let that scratch -pole Jones, or any other informer, into either of

their holdings. That fellow's not for your good or ours, with

his lies . Take this friendly notice, andhave nothing to do with

the turning out of the M'Cormacks or Rooneys. If you do,

their land will lie waste, for there's not a man in thecounty dar

take it. Andyou mayprepareyour coffin, you and Jones, for

the powder's dry, and thelead is round, thatwill lay you both

low together. So take timely warning, and let the M'Cor

macks and the Rooneys remain in the land. They paid the

rent regularly, and were never behind until the Lord struck

their crops, and if they're turned out now, you may expect the

death of Brock or Going. Don't have the death of M'Cor

mack's child upon your soul; or we will have death for death .

This is the only warning you will ever get ; so don't leave your

wife a widow , and your child fatherless.-- Signed, CAPTAIN
STARLIGHT.' "

Mr. Mahon, when he ceased reading this document, laid it

upon thetable, and lookedM'Cormack in theface. “ Now ,M.Cor.

mack, ” he went on , “it is well known , as I have said, that you

are a good scholar, and can write well. And these facts cannot

but naturally lead to the suspicion, at least, that you are impli

cated in the writing of this notice. There is not a word mis

speltfrom beginning to end ; and the language is far above any

that I have ever seen in a similar document. It is only fair to

tell you all this, that you may be cautious. I have here your

signature to two or three papers, one of them very lately written,

and I have carefully compared it with the name M Cormack
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several times written in this threatening notice; and I am

bound to tell you , at least I volunteer to do so, that there is a

very great similarity - look you here , " and Mr. Mahon went

round to the man , and held the two documents before him ,

pointing with his finger to the names .

" They're like, your honour;no man can deny that. But you

have a whole page of my writing in that memorial, andsee

would you get any word like but the name. M.Cormack

would belike M'Cormack, when a common word wouldn't be

like its fellow . Look through it, your honour."

M.Cormack said all this with the utmost composure and

self -possession ; conscious innocencemade him calm .

“Now, listen to me, M.Cormack," continued Mr. Mahon ;

“ you had better hold your tongue. I bave no proof that it

was you who wrote this notice. If I had, I plainly tell youI

wouldhave you transported. I am not likely to find the proof;

but I havemyown suspicions upon the subject. What I wish

to tell you is, that if you had any chance ofremaining a tenant

upon the estate-- and I was about to make an effort in your

favour with Mr. Walcroft -- this notice, whether you wroteit

or not, puts an end to it ; nothing can now save you from the

road. I am not one to be intimidated or bullied into any

course ; and I can only say , that if you had nothing to say to

the writing of it, those who had have done you an ill turn ."

“ Well, your honour, I see at once that that notice has

ruined me; and there's no use now in speaking of what brought

me here, for I see you could not do it withthat notice afore

you . And upon it I'll leave the death of my poor child ,the

only one we ever had . But before God, your honour, this day,

I'm as clear of act or part in the writing of it as the snow upon

the window - stool beside you there."

“The writing -- that is, the name isvery like. Who taught

you to write, M Cormack ? " continued the agent.

" Well, your honour, that is neither here nor there."

"It is, both here and there, M'Cormack . You have de

clared before God that you have had no hand in the writing of

the notice ; and I should be sorry to think you would make so

solemn a declaration if you really had anything to say to it.

If, then , you are in no respect implicated yourself, youare the

more free to assist mein tracing the authors. Should you be

able to do so , your being willing can alone gain you any con

sideration in respect to your remaining in the land . You

understand me. "

" I can't misunderstand your honour; and the sooner your

honour understands me the better. I repeat before God and

the blessed Virgin, that I have neither hand, act, nor part in

the writing of that notice. And if I could have prevented the
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like, I would go far to do it ; but as to aiding, or assisting, or

opening my lips to trace themthat did it, put it out of your

honour's head at once; for if I happened to come across the

knowledge of the whole concern to -night, and that your honour

as good as swore to leave me in the house and land, forgiving

all theback rent, I'd throw every stick of furniture † have

down the river, and follow them with my wife under one arm

and my child under the other afore I'd speak a word.”

“Then you must be a Ribbonman, M'Cormack.”

“No, your honour, I'm no Ribbonman. I refused to be

sworn , I may say with a pistol to mybreast. I never joined

them , and I never will. But the fee of Curranure, fromnorth

to south , east to west, wouldn't be worth one traneen to Myles

M'Cormack, with informer ' tacked to his name ; neither

would I do it, if it was."

“ Well, M'Cormack, I sha'n't detain you ; but you must be

prepared to give up possession upon Friday next."

“ For that matter, your honour, I'm as well prepared to - day

as I shall be then , except that the Lordhas a few days to bestow

strength upon my poor child between this and then. And, your

honour, that's what brought mehere to -day. But now I don't

know what to say. Thatnotice has said some of the verythings

I meant to say, pleading the cause of my wife andchild ; and

sure if I repeat them now , it's what will only bring your

honour back to the ould thoughts -- that I had a hand in

writingit. Oh, my God ! that notice has stoppedmy mouth

fairly . If your ownhonour doesn't look to me, I'm lost. That

poor child will die; her mother will break her heart and

soon follow her ; and then Myles M'Cormack will want no land ;

he'll be a lone, broken -hearted man-- God help him ! ”

Mr. Mahon was affected. There had alwaysbeen something

about M.Cormack — a straightforward, open readiness of manner,

that led him to think well of him . The threatening notice

staggered him ; and, although he did not know how to disbelieve

thesolemn declaration which the unfortunate man had made,

and repeated with all the appearance of truth, he felt, with that

notice staring him in the face, that it would be impossible to

yield a hair's breadth about removing him from the land. He

therefore replied, perhaps with a simulated sternness in his

manner — " ' Tis of no use, M'Cormack ; the day is fixed for

taking up possession. It was never in my power, with the

positive instructions I have received from Mr.Walcroft, to alter

or reverse that decision . And I candidly confess, that even if it

were, this notice would render it totally impossible.”

“Yes, yes ; that notice has ruined any chance I had . But,

your honour,my poor child ; it will be the death of her in such

weather as this. Oh, your honour, if anything was to come
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across your own child - Master Harry - your honour, and that

I was to have any band in hurting him, sure you'd never forgive

me. Look to me, your honour ; look to the little girl andher

mother ."

“ I have looked to them , M'Cormack ; I have given the

guardians notice, and they must be provided for in the poor

house, where they will be taken care of, and the child get

medical advice and treatment. Indeed, M.Cormack, there is

no use in your detaining me any longer. You ought not to

owe me any grudge or ill- will for only obeying the orders of

Mr. Walcroft. There now , you need not reply or wait.” And

Mr. Mahon opened the office -door upon the white glare of snow

outside.

M‘Cormack turned to go, and, looking at Mr.Mahon, he

said , “ Well, your honour, I see you're determined to put me

out; and, hard as you are, I wouldn't have the death of your

child upon my soul, as you will thedeath of mine upon yours

--not to be made master of the whole estate of Curranure."

And, without waiting for any response from the agent (which ,

indeed , the agent did not seem inclinedto give), he stalked off

through the snow like one distracted with grief.

PART III.

It may be supposed , from the description of the district in

which Curranure was situated, that it was not very thickly

studded with gentlemen's seats, or, indeed , with gentlemen

themselves ; and Mr. Mahon , almost immediately after he com

menced residence there, was induced to permit himself to be

recommended for a commission of the peace ; and he was, at

this time, a J.P. He occasionally met one, and sometimes,

though very rarely, two other magistrates at petty sessions,

about four miles off ; but he always found, or perhaps fancied

he found, that the name of justis of the pace was ofgreat use,

andgainedhim great respect amongstthe country people.

Upon this occasion he put his office to more active and

individual use than he had hitherto done .

M'Cormack had not been long gonewhen Mr. Mahon took

thedouble gun from the rack , and, placing the threatening

notice and one or two other documents in his pocket -book,

issued forth, with a curly brown water -spaniel.

Mr. Mahon had nearly three miles to walk ; but the snow

had by this time been pretty well beaten down upon the roads,

and he found no great difficulty in making good speed , which

appeared to be an object with him .
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It was not because Mr. Mahon expected to meet game that

he took the gun with him ; he was anxious, however , that any

persons he might meet should suppose that such was his

pursuit.

As he approached a small, well -built slated house, with a

porch in front, he slackened his pace ; and, ere he had arrived

within some yards of it, he saw a policeman come to the door
and look about him .

He knew it was the very man he wanted, by the three gold

Vs. upon his arm . He didnot stop, however, and merely say.

ing in a low tone, as he returned the man's salute, “ Sergeant,

I wish to speak with you , ” passed on .

Whenthey had gone a littleway from the barrack, Mr.

Mahon told Sergeant Myers of the threatening notice he had

received . " It was pushed up, " he said, “ during the night,

between the window -sashes of my office. I heard the dogs

bark some time before day ; but they soon ceased, and I fell

asleep again .

" When I opened the shutters in the morning, this notice

was lying on the broad part of the sash -- read it.” Sergeant

Myers took the notice, and read it .

“ Now ," continued Mr. Mahon, “ look at the signature of

Myles M'Cormack to both these documents, and compare them
with the same names in the notice . "

Myers did so , carefully and with great deliberation , as

every policeman ought.

« Well," said Bob Mahon, when he thought the sergeant

had taken sufficient time, " what do you say ? "

Are them M'Cormack's own signatures, sir, ” said Myers,

“to these documents ? "

“ Yes ; I thought I made myself understood that they

were."

“ No, sir ; you merely told me to look at them," said the

matter -of- fact sergeant.

" Well, they are his admitted signatures; he is a good

scholar , and thewhole writing in those two documents is his ."

“ Well, sir, the names are like, very like; but I don't see

that any other part of the writing is, and I don't think

M.Cormack ever wrote the notice."

" I have not yet said that I think so ; the feeling in my

mind is against such a belief ; but it is singular. Do you know

M'Cormack well ? ”

" I do, sir, of a long time, and I always had a very good

opinion of the same man . I never met him out after hours,

and no one ever saw him overtaken in liquor ; -- two good

points, sir, in a wild country like this, whereI fear the Ribbon

system has crept in . "
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" Do you know anything of the other man under notice

Pat Rooney ?"

Myers paused without replying to this question : he appeared

to be considering . At length he looked up, and, like a true

Irishman, answered it by asking another . In rather a decided

tone, he said

“ What morning did you say you got the notice, sir ? ”

« On Monday - yesterday morning. Itwas, asI have told

you , thrust up between the sashes oftheoffice -window . I am

convinced it was at the time the dogs barked that it was done ;

I should say , between three and four o'clock, for I was uneasy

until daylight. I heard the clock strike four some time after

the dogs barked ;but whether it was the first time it struck

I cannot say, for I slumbered . ”

6 You're pretty correct , sir, for all that,” replied Myers,

with arecollective look, and holding his chin calculatingly be

tween his fore knuckle and thumb - pretty correct , sir .”

“ Why, can you know anything about it, Myers ? ”

" I know nothing about the notice, sir - of course not. But

giveme a warrant to search Pat Rooney's house, and then , may.

be, I might know something about it. "

“ Why Pat Rooney's ? I have more reason to suspect
M'Cormack ; and it was as to the propriety of searching his

house I came to see you . The signatures, andthe names in the

notice how do you account for that, Myers ? "

" Well, sir, I can't actually account for it ; there is cer

tainly a great similarity ; but there's always a great deal of

consultation and scheming about the writingof them threaten

ing notices. I heard three or four of such cases tried at the

assizes in my time; and in two out of the four it was sworn

that the person who wrote them , wrote as like another man,

whose writing he had before him , as possible, for the purpose of

fixing suspicion upon him ."

“ But why doyou select Rooney instead of M‘Cormack ?"

repeated Mr. Mahon, in what, I am ashamed to say , appeared

rather a disappointed tone.

"That's just what I was coming to , sir, when you turned

me off about the signatures. I have more reasons than one, "

Myers replied .

NowSergeant Myers was a leetle bit like many of his class

and rank in the constabulary, who did not wish to lose anop
portunity of displaying their intelligence, and showing that

they do not confine themselves to one view of the case , or

ground their opinions upon any single foundation for proba

bilities ; that they put that and that together, and finally

arrive at a conclusionwhich no inexperienced person could ever

have arrived at at all, and which the most experienced would
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find it very difficult to differ from and impossible to con

trovert .

Sergeant Myers, therefore, commenced with a slight spice

of what he considered philosophy, saying :

“ I tell you , sir , that I havemany reasons ; but there is one

which I think you will agree with me almost clinches the

matter. In the first place , sir, when I see a man keep himself

up from bad company, and apart from liquor ; when I know

him to be fond of his wife and child, and spend his earnings

on bread and milk for them instead of in the public -houses ;

when I seehimattending to his duties regular, and never meet

him out after hours, or hear his loud word on the street ; and

when I know a man of my own knowledge to be consistent in

that course for the ten years I have been acquainted with him ,

I would not be in a hurry to believe that he'd threaten any

man's life for only doing his duty by them that trustedhim

with his property. But again , in the second place, when I see

a man continually drinking with blackguards and drunkards,

himself often the worse for liquor ; wben I see him keep com

pany with reputed Parish -masters and Ribbonmen ; when I

meet that man between four and five o'clock of a winter's

morning, with adrop in, coming from the direction of a gentle

man's house, and the next day that gentleman tells me he got a

threatening notice thrust in between the sashes of his windows

(and that it must have been about that hour it was done, for
the dogs barked furiously ), I select that man , sir, for my sus

picionsin preference to the other. These are my reasons, Mr.

Mahon, and I think them sound and good .”

“ I quite agree with you , Myers; the only thing that

staggersme isthe similitude of the writing.”

But, sir, I assure you that's nothing, particularly in this

I know the man that taught M'Cormack to write, and

he's as big an old rebel as ever lived. He was accused once

before of writing a notice of the same kind; andI have seen

Rooney andhimtogether two or three times lately."

“Well, Myers, you seem to have studied this sort of thing,

and I have no doubt you're right; but we need not lose more

time talking here ; come into your room , and I will give you &

warrant to search .”

They then went into the sergeant's room in the barrack,

where Myers set Mr. Mahon right as to the necessity of a

sworn information being made before he granted a warrant to

search ;and he made it accordingly, which, as he said himself,
he could " lawfully do ."

Mr. Mahon was very earnest with respect to inserting

M'Cormack's house and premises in the warrant, upon his own

grounds of suspicion . The sergeant urged , as far as he could

case .
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37

venture, that there was no necessity ; and he even hinted at

the illegality of such a course, as M'Cormack's name was not

in the informations. But Bob Mahon insisted that his house

should be searched , provided nothing was found in Rooney's to

fasten the matter upon him . In this,and it was with reluctance,

the sergeant acquiesced, as he folded up the warrant; and Mr.

Mahon returned to Curranure.

Early in the afternoon of that same day; Constable Myers

and twoof his party marched up to Rooney's door, and entered

the house. There was no person at home but “ the woman

and a few of the younger children. Of course they were all

greatly frightened . The wife, without knowing why, was glad
her husband was from home. The sun was shining as power

fully as it ever does at that season of the year and at that hour

of the day ; and the snow, which lay undisturbed around ,

threw a strong light into the interior of the house. It was as

favourable a moment for a search as could well be desired ; and

some such fortuitous circumstances are required to save the ne

cessity of candles in searching the generality of houses such as
that which the constable had now entered .

After a long and careful examination of dresser-drawers,

cupboards, andboxes, Myers pulled out of a table - drawer an

old copy -book, with some loosepapers, the stump of a pen; and

a sky-blue ink -bottle. Rooney's second son, a smart, clever

chap, was inthe house when the police entered, and it was his

copy -book that Myershad hit upon. The first portion of it

contained nothing but diligent imitations of head lines, such as

- Ammunition car ," “ Banishment will be," and “ Command

you may, " with “ Thomas Rooney, his copy -book," written at
the bottom . This was not the sort of specimens of practice in

the writing line that Myers wanted ; and he turned to the

other end of the book . Here somethingmore to his taste and
purposemet his eye. “ Take notice, Bob Mahon ;"

notice, Bob Mahon, no tyrant;" with several other sentences

identical with those in thenotice, which had been written, but

rubbed over with the pen . The handwriting, however, was

entirely different from that either in the notice or the other

documents which Myers held. The last page, too, in the copy

book had been torn out ; and, on applying the notice to the

portion left, it fitted in every particular the serrated edge.

Myers turned to question the boy ; but, bless your heart, Tom

Rooney was by this time nearlytwo miles off, running at the

topof his speed to tell his father that the peelers were searching

his house.

This was the only oversight that Myers, in his zeal, had com

mitted . Had he forbidden the boy, or any person , to leave the

house , 'twas just possible Pat Rooney might have come home,

. " " Take

N
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again . "

and walked into their very arms. When one of the men ven

tured to remark this mistake to Myers on their way home, he

only tossed his head , saying, “ It would have made very little

difference , Heaney ; that fellow has as many friends in this
neighbourhood as there's copper caps in the district. There

wasn't one within two miles of us but knew we were at his

house; and it wasn't one, but a dozen , started off to tell him .

At all events, we'll transport him without much cost to the

country, for you'll never lay your eyes on him in these parts

And so it turned out. Pat Rooney absconded that same

night, without ever having returned to take leave of his wife

and children , andwas never again seen inthe district. I will

not do him the injustice to say that he did not make arrange

ments for them to know where he was to be found, and to join

him . Pat Rooneywas not so bad as that.

The few days that now intervened between that upon which
the above occurrences took place, and the morning which was

to cast the M'Cormacks upon the world to beg or starve, were

not long in passing. It was well known in the townland that

the agent was to come out on the Friday, accompanied by the

sheriff, to put them and the Rooneys out; and it was generally

understood --but through what channel the information had

been furnished I know not--that a posse comitatus of the agent's

retainers were to complete the procession in a large cart,armed

with ladders, crowbars, pickaxes, and other levelling instru

ments, for the purpose of throwingtheir houses down .

Many an anxious eye Myles M.Cormack and Mary cast to

the hill beyond , over which those officers of the law must come

in their approach to dispossess these wretched creatures.

It was now the beginning of December. The wind blew in

sudden and piercing squalls from the cold north ; and the

heavy clouds that frequently darkened round the horizon, came

onward , onward with the surly blast, until they covered the

hills and valleys in a white shower of small hard snow , and

gave a character of severity to the day.

I am not nowgoing to inveigh against landlords and agents ;

the former called “ tyrannical," because they proceed quietly

and legally to assert an undoubted right ; the latter hard

hearted ," because they act, and that not harshly, as they are
bound to do. But have heard that “ property has its duties

as well as its rights ”-an axiom , the non -observance of which

was never more manifest than in this instance, and the sudden

promulgation ofwhich , at the peculiar period when it was first

educed ,did credit to the head and heart of him to whom it

owed its birth . But I need not have thus digressed .
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The neighbours were looking out. It was, and was to be,

a sore day for the townland of Tullybrin . Notwithstanding

the piercing blast, which was right in their teeth , and the sharp

ride they had, the sheriff and hisagents were upto time. Four

mounted policemen accompanied them , a strong party of in

fantry having alreadycollected under the shelter of agrove of

firs ; and, sure enough, there came the cart, with four burly

fellows, well-fed dependents, shouldering their crowbars like
muskets.

M'Cormack's house was nearest to the road, and his family

was first to get the turn out. He met the sheriff at the corner

of the lane. “ I cannot welcome your honour,” said he, “ and

I suppose you'll comein without waiting to beasked .”

** Are you ready to give up possession ? ” was the sheriff's

reply .

« Look at every little stick of furniture I have upon the

street," rejoined M.Cormack, pointing to a heap of tables,

boxes, forms, and beds, in the snow .

The sheriff and the agentadvanced , while murmurs, ejacula

tions, and muttered curses, passed through the bystanders.

The four sturdy fellows followed , two carryinga light ladder,

the other two the implements of destruction. BobMahon fol

lowed the sheriff in , while the two men laid the ladder against

the house, waiting for orders to ascend andcommence thework.

The sheriff soon came out again with a smoking sod of turf

in his hand, and, pulling a few straws from the eave, he handed

them to Mr. Mahon, using some wordsof form which no per

son either heard or understood. Mr.Mahon was so well pleased

with both the exterior and interior of the house, that he changed

his mind about having it thrown down - orwas it onlyin case

of resistance that he had his myrmidonswith their implements

in readiness ? The partythen proceeded a distance farther,

across some fields,to Pat Rooney's, where a like ceremony took

place, his house being also spared ; and the sheriff, agent,

police, posse comitatus,&c. , returned by the way they came.

I need not describe the wailing and sad expressions of sym

pathy for the poor sufferers, mixed with prophecies and curses
concerning the agent and the landlord , who had only taken

possession of thatto which they hadas undoubted a right as to

the glass-case of green and purple birdsupon the mantel- piece

in their drawing-room . But what cared the peoplefor that ?

There were Mary M'Cormack and her poor dying child , shiver

ing in the cold , beside that wretched lot of furniture, now

whitened with the last shower of snow ; and there were Mrs.

Rooney and her children, not far off, shivering in thecold, too.

There were seven of them ; but Pat Rooney himself was not
there. This was no weather, however, to let them thravel ;

N 2
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and for this day and night, at least, they were all housed

amongst their neighbours.

Three days after this, Mary M'Cormack and her poor deli

cate little girl were in the Union Workbouse of that electoral

division ; while Myleshimself, that strong though now broken

hearted man, was wandering through the country, withsoogauns

round his ankles , looking for work .

The cold, wet day upon which the turn -out at Tullybrin

took place, did not servepoor little KateM'Cormack's chest or

lungs ; and upon the second morning after her entry into the

workhouse, she was so ill that it became necessary to send her to

the hospital, and confine her entirely to her bed . And here

was one of the first evidences of God's mercy and providence

in this melancholy fitting . Had the M -Cormacks not been

turned out, Kate, without medical aid or warmth , would

have pined away and died , in spite of all the nourishment poor

little Harry Mahon from time to time could fetch her. Indeed,

milk was destruction to the child, if they but knew the truth .

Although worse for the first few days than she had ever been ,

she was now in a fair way , through care and judicious treat

ment, to be, ere long, perfectly restored . And how the poor
mother's fond heart exulted in this consolation to her alterer

fortunes !

Poor Myles heard of his child's increased illness, carried by

a person who had left the house ; " he left a job which he had

procured at some miles distance, and travelled up to see her, but

being just a few minutes late for the visiting hour, was informed

further, that under no circumstances could he have been

admitted to the hospital. So far, then, he had nothing to

accuse himself of for being a few minutes late. But another

week must pass before he could see even hisloved Mary. Should

he return all that long and weary road to finish an ill-paid job,

the hard and mean contract of a miserly spirit, which took

advantage of stalwart poverty to offer aboutone -third of the

intrinsic value of the labour ? Ay, he would, and he would

take care to be in time on that day week- " If he could not

see Kate, he would see Mary."

And that day week rose upon the world a calm , bright,

mild, glorious day, aftera night of constant and heavy rain.

There was not a patch of snow to be seen ; and Myles M.Cor

mack , having finished the job the previous evening,received the

miserable pittance he had contracted for, and before the sun was

up he was far upon his journey. Hehad heard another account

the evening before that his poor little Kate was dead ; and

with something of a savage fierceness he had started in that

dark morning.

Having arrived at Tullybrin , his way lay through Curra
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nure ; at least, there was a short cut bythe river ; but itran

through BobMahon's demesne. It would save him about three

miles - should he venture ? --- should he even condescend to soil

his feet in a sod of ground belonging to him -- the murderer of

his child ? Yes, he owed him no compliment, and he had

already travelled fourteen miles, at the end of which the saving

of so much toa man hurrying, as he supposed, to his distracted

wife and dead child , with some apprehension, too , of being

again late, was no small object. He would rather not have

been caught passing that way -- there were many reasons for it ;

and yet an irresistible impulse urged him forward.

There are always gaps in thefences by a river side, made by

fishermen, whose occupation has, from time immemorial, at least

in Ireland, exemptedthem from the name or character of tres

passers ; and Myles easily passed through. He kept along the

river, with his tall head andshoulders stooped down, and hurried

on with many an anxious glance around. He had thus passed

through about one-half of the demesne, and had come within

sight of an angle of the house, peeping at him from the shrub

bery. The fence he then approached was better secured, and

more difficult of passage than those he had already gone

through, and he doubted either the propriety or prudence of

bursting through it. He stood in a peculiar position towards

the agent, and his presence there might be misconstrued, and

the motive of the short cut to the poor -house be disbelieved .

He felt all this, and deliberated whether, after all, it might not

be the wisest way to turn back and go by the road .

At this moment, a piercing scream , that rent not only his

ears but hisheart, rang through the fields; and looking through

the hedge, in the direction from whence it came, he saw poor

little Harry Mahon standing with a bunch of rushes in each

hand, and his arms spread , as if paralysed, to receive the death

shock of a furious bull, which, with his huge head bent to the

ground, and his tail in the air, came bellowing on towards the

child , tearing up the green turf with his hoofs .

The sight was enough for M.Cormack, for with one plunge

he burst through the opposing hedge, and rushed to thechild's
relief. The furious animalhad the advantage of him in point of

distance, but almost superhuman exertions brought him to the

spot, just as the bull had placed his horns beneath the boy, and

with a hoarse roar, that echoed through the plantations, tossed

him eight or ten feet into the air, setting his horns to catch him

as he fell; but M'Cormack was beforehand with him ; and here

the tall man's height and strength told vastly in his favour, for,

springing up, he seized the child as he came down, ere yet he

reached those crooked implements of certain death .

Mad with disappointment, the animal rushed upon the
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deliverer, and, with a high, choked roar, took him with his

horns belowthe hip, with such force that he reeled round like a

top, and had well-nigh fallen to the ground. Recovering him

self, however, he grasped the boy round the slender waist with

his left arm , while with his right he sought to defend himself

against the repeated attacks of his overpowering foe. There

was one attribute in which M'Cormack was in no way inferior

to his enemy - determination ; while life and power to defend

him remained , the boy should not receive an injury. With this

resolve he met every onslaught of the animal with his own

shoulder or hip, while he continued to hold the child secure from

harm . Butthis unequal encounter could not last ,and ere long

M *Cormack's strength must yield , and he must fall exhausted

an easy victim with his prize. The child had fainted , or had ,

perhaps, been rendered insensible through terror. MCormack

ceased not to call aloud for help ; bat it appeared a fated

business, for notone was near enough to hear. Still he con

tinued to oppose his own strong body to the animal's attack, at

the same time retreating backwards, but not daring to take his

eyes off those of his antagonist for fear of a fatal thrust.

M'Cormack, if he had been influenced only by the unchristian

impulse of revenge, would not have rushed to the rescue, and

that the rescue of the child of the man who had treated him

harshly - the man whose cruel obduracy bad, as he thenbelieved ,

been the cause of his own child's death . But Harry Mahon it

was who had brought to her milk and white bread , and to her

mother tea --and M.Cormack was an Irishman . His heart, too ,

was all this time listening to the recollection of Mary's advice.

His heart owed little Harry Mahon a kindness; and what

Irishman, in Myles M -Cormack’s rank at least, ever left such

a debt unpaid ?

But see! in retreating from that furious and pertinacious

animal, he knows not that he is on the brink of a raging flood ,

a scarcely lessfurious foe. Last night's heavyrain had melted

the snow, and was coming down from the tributaries and the

hills in deep and irresistible majesty, carrying upon its foaming

crest trees , and all kinds of debris collected in its sweeping

course. Ah, see ! another step, and he is over ! The bull has

made a desperate lunge, the step is made, and the raging flood

receives the now exhausted, mutilated man and his burden

within its angry bosom . What can now save the man or boy ?

Yet, reader, that unforeseen , unintended plunge was M'Cor
mack's only chance, and, had he seen or thought of the river, he

would doubtless have adopted, bychoice, that which was the

result of unavoidable necessity . M'Cormack was a good swim

mer, and, in his unbroken strength, would have thought no more

of carrying that light child across the flood then raging than he
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wouldof carrying a creel of turf from the bog. Even now ,

bruised and fatigued as he was, he rose to the surface, refreshed

like a giant by the bath ; and shifting the boy, who had also in

some degree been restored to consciousness, high over his

shoulder , he struck out in a sloping direction for the opposite

bank , taking as much advantage of the course of the flood as

was possible.

By this time, some persons who lived near the river upon

the opposite side, having heard M'Cormack's cries for help, were

standing on the bank. They had witnessed , without the power

to aid him , the last few minutes of the desperate attack. They

now rushed to the river's edge with a fearful cry of anguish,

seeing thathe had fallen over , and apprehending that man and
childwere lost .

But Myles's heart had not been gored or bruised, though

his body had, sadly ; and with a firm hopethat the child , at

least, would be saved , he put forth all his failing energies for

one last effort. He had already gained thecentreof theriver,

whena huge trunk and branches of an alder, which had been

torn from the roots, came rolling on , and, turning over upon

him, buried the struggling and nearly exhausted man withhis

precious burden beneath the flood . One simultaneous shout of

despair from those upon the bank succeeded to the words of

encouragement, and the cheers with which, until this appa

rently fatal tree overwhelmed him, they had greeted his efforts.

Two men who stood ready with a rope to assist him , cast it

hopelessly down, crying, " Lost, lost !Lost, lost ! ” But no ; as the tree

rolled over him , he rose again to the surface, striking out with

renewed vigour towards thecheering friends all eager to afford

relief. And see ! he nears the bank , still holding the boy high

above the rushing waters. And now, now, he gains the friendly
rope, clutching itwith the grip of adying man, and is dragged

by many anxious hands upon the bank above.

It was not without some difficulty that the women disen

gaged the child from the convulsed and cold grasp of the

apparently inanimate man ; but having done so, they ran with

it to the nearest house, where they took off its wet clothes and

wrapped it up in a warm blanket; while two old women doctors

kept chafing and rubbing the body with hands hot from fire,

and , ere long, had the satisfaction to find their skill and labour

rewarded byreturning life.

In the meantime, the men had gathered aroundM'Cormack ,

performing much the same offices ;but his was indeeda despe
rate case . The whole of his right side was found to be gored

in a frightful manner, from the knee to the shoulder,presenting

one discoloured mass of bruises, with several bloodless gashes

where the horns had entered deep into the flesh. M'Cormack ,

however, although quite insensible, was not dead ,



200 U‘CORMACK'S GRUDGE.

And what were they about all this time at Curranure House ?

It was not until M.Cormack had backed into the river that the

bellowing of his disappointed antagonist attracted the attention

of the herd, and that poor little Harry Mahon was missed . The

servant-maid thought hewas with his mother. The hue and cry

was immediately raised ,and a frightenedand apprehensive search

was commenced ; Mr. Mahon and his wife ran with eager anxiety

to every likely and unlikely spot ; while the fields and planta

tions re-echoed with “ Harry, Harry, Master Harry, Master
Harry ! "

It was soon ascertained that the paddock gate was broken

down, and the wicked bull was loose. Some person called across

the river to one of the domestics, that"Master Harry was at

that side of the river ; that the child's life was saved by a man

who brought him across, but there wasno hope of the man's

life, he was so bruised and weak .” This news was quickly

carried to the father and mother, who at once returnedto the

house, where Mrs. Mahon threw herself upon her knees in an

agony of thanks, while the father rushed to the stable , and,

hurriedly saddling a horse, galloped off to a bridge about half á

mile up the river, whence he crossed the country in a style of

horsemanship he had seldom before exhibited . He soon reached

the hamlet where the boy and man were still undergoing a

process of recovery.

The house in which his son lay was pointed out to Mr.

Mahon, who was soon at the bed -side. Poor little Harry had,

by the zealous and skilful care of the two old women , so far

recovered as to justify the opinion that, save the fright and

exhaustion of the passage through the flood , there was nothing

material the matter with him . His little clothes were nearly

dry , but still smoking before a bright turf fire, and the poor

child himself wascalling, in a fretted wailing voice, for his papa

and mamma, while the doctors ” were alternately bidding him

lie quiet. “ Whist, alanah, your own papa will soon be here ;

whist, agra, sure we sent for him ."

As Mr. Mahon entered, the child gave a scream of joy, and

in another moment his soft forehead and cheeks were pressed

with a father's joyous and thankful kisses.

When his rapture had in some degree subsided, Mr. Mahon

sat down upon a stool which one of the doctors " had vacated

for him ; and those who had witnessed the latter part of the

attack, and the almost hopeless passage across the flood, described

to him the frightful scene.

"But where -- where ," cried he, “is the gallant, the noble

manwho has rendered us thisgreat — this never to be sufficiently

requited service ? I trust he has escaped injury from that

ferocious animal. Fool that I was, nottohave him destroyed

long ago - who--who is -- where is the man ? "
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" He's one Myles M'Cormack , your honour, from Tully

brin ,” replied a woman ; “ but indeed there's little hope that he

will ever live to receive your honour's thanks, for he's dread

fully bruised and mauled with the baste's horns and hoovës.

Theysayhe'll never rise off the bed .”

“ M'Cormack of Tullybrin ! Let mesee him at once - show

me where he is.” And, looking athis boy, he added, “ Harry,

I'll be back in a few minutes, " and left the house, following a

guide to where M.Cormack lay .

M'Cormack , still insensible, was stretched upon a bed, his

pale, handsomeface contrasting remarkably with the dark wet

locks which had been smoothed back from his broad forehead .

6. Here's his own honour now, " said one of the men , standing

back, and letting what light there was play upon the dying
man's features.

Mr. Mahon approached the bed, and , bending low over
M.Cormack for a few moments with his hand upon his breast ,

he exclaimed , “He's not dead, lads--- who said he was? "

“ Oh, no, your honour, blessed be God , he's not dead yet;

he's badly bruised , but there's no bone broken , or he couldn't

swim . We sent for the priest, your honour, and we hope he'll

live till he gets him .”

" He will - he will -- he'll recover , " exclaimed Mr. Mahon .

“ Here,” he added, going to the door, “ off like an arrow on my

horse for a bottle of wine. Who can ride ? "

“Any of us, your honour, ” said the chap who held the horse,

mounting without waiting for further orders ; and it was

surprising to see the steeple -chase style in which, with his

bare feet in the leathers, he took the small ditches and walls
between that and the road to the bridge. He had not much

trouble, however, in finding gaps in either, for a proper atten

tion to their fences is not amongst the virtues of the Irish

peasantry .

This Mr. Mahon feared was a bad case , although he had

spoken hopefully respecting him . Poor Myles was still insen

sible, butyet he breathed . It waswith some persuasion that

Pat Sweeney, the self-constituted M.D. and licentiate of the

townland, wasprevailed on topermit him evento see,much less

to examine, the wounds and bruises upon the hapless man's

body. We shall not distress the reader by attempting to

describe the sight which was presented to Mr. Mahon's view.

' Twas enough to satisfy him , that, although no bone appeared

to be broken, yet that it was a very wretched case of mutilation ,

and that the unfortunate man had beendeeply gored.

Mr. Mahon was doctor enough to know that a little wine

would be of infinite service as a stimulant to restore animation,

and it was not without anxiety that he took a hurried look in
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the direction he expected the messenger to return. He was soon

gratified to see him , as one of the bystanders said , “ powdhering

along," with the neck of the bottle sticking out of his pocket.

Ir two minutes the boy was at the door, and had handed the

bottle to his “ honour." “ The butler bid me give you this along

wid it," said he, taking a screw out of the opposite pocket, “ and

herself's coming afther me through the fields; she has the

carriage and horses upon the road , your honour, beyant the

bridge."

All right, my good boy, " replied Mr. Mahon , who had

drawn the cork, and was pouring somewine into a tin porringer.

Having had the mandrawn gently alittle more up in the bed ,

he dipped his finger in the wine, and rubbed ittothe inside of

his lipstwo or three times ; he then opened the lips and dropped

a small quantity into the mouth , and awaited the result.

PresentlyM.Cormack drew a long sigh, and began to breathe

more distinctly. Mr. Mahon then poured a spoonful of the

wine into his mouth, rubbing his hand at the same time gently

upon the man's breast, and again watching his face with intense

anxiety. With another long, heavy sighM'Cormack opened

his eyes,and stared wildly around him . Doctor Sweeney then

ordered him air, and some of those who had been pressing

forward drew back . The man was undoubtedly now reviving,

andin some degree recovering his consciousness. - The boy.-

the boy - Master Harry," he said, feebly, “ is he saved ? "

“ He is -- he is — quite safe,” replied Mr. Mahon . " And ,

with God's help , you are safe too ; don't speak now , you must

lie quiet for a while."

If M'Cormick hadever read Pizarro, he might have looked

at Mr. Mahon and exclaimed , “ Now , Cora, have you wronged

me? ” But he never had ; and “ Oh ! " was all the poor fellow

said, as if in great pain ; and, closing his eyes, he lay stil!

again .

Mrs. Mahon by this time was approaching the houses, and

her husband meeting her guided her to that where their son lay.

He was still in a sweet tranquil sleep, and it was by main force,

aided by the assistance of the two female doctors, that Mr.
Mahon withheld his wife from clasping the sleeping boy in her

arms; but she wasobligedto content herself with sitting oppo
site to him , and watching the placid swell of his little chest as he

breathed , while gratitude and joy alternately filled her heart.
Some time after the child awoke, and then indeed was he

clasped to a mother's heart, while he continued to cry out, “ My

own mamma ! my own papa ! ”

Arrangements were now made for removing the child to the

road where the carriage was in waiting. One of the doctors, a

strong, burly woman ,rolled him up in a warm cloak, and taking
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him in her arms, led the way , Mrs. Mahon walking close

behind ; and ere half an hour bad elapsed thejoyful mother saw

her precious child placed safely in the carriage.

She then turned to those who had accompanied her, and,

taking two sovereigns from her purse, proceeded to fee the

doctors --and here the Irish character shone conspicuous. Not

all her entreaties, nor her ingenious representations that they

were justly entitled to it as doctors' fees; that it would have
cost her double as much if she had sent for a medical doctor to

which should bave been done had they not been on the

spot --not all her eloquence , added to the stinging recollection

that poverty had been their bitter companion for months past,

with the prospect of spending months still to come by their

cold hearths, where theincreasing cries of their children rose up

in a hungry chorus around them ; not all these things tempted

either of the women to waver for a momentat the sight of the

lady's gold. " Oh, no, your ladyship's honour, by no manner

of means. God bless his young honour ; sure he kep the life

inpoor little Kate as long as she was leftin the place. Your

ladyship is very good, and we're very thankful to you ; but it

isn't for the like of that we'd handle your money . Oh, no , thanks

be to God ! The Lord was good , that put it in our way to serve

you . "

“ Thrue for you , Biddy Cleary ; but shure wasn't it Myles,

himself done it all, ochone ; I'm afeered the poor man's kilt
outright."

Mrs. Mahon, seeing that her entreaties were of no avail,

determined to take some other means of showing her gratitude,

and drove off.”

BobMahon remained with M'Cormack for nearly an hour

after. Before he left, the poor man had revived considerably,

and become quite conscious; but hewas also getting stiffer and

sorer every moment, and Mr. Mahon argued that, if left

there for any time, it would be impossible tomove him , at least

that his removal would be attended with great pain. He there

fore gave directionsto have the gaps all perfectly levelled to the
road ,for the breadth of a car, and rode home. In less than an .

hour he returned with his own side- car, and found M.Cormack

had just awakened from a short but refreshing sleep .

Much time was not now lost in following Mr.Mahon's in

structions, and Myles M'Cormack was wrapped up in a blanket

and liftedon the car. Mr. Mahon walked by his side until they

came to the road, then , mounting his horse, herode the entire

way with the car to the Union Workhouse, where he saw

M'Cormack safely placed in the hospital, and put in charge of
the medical attendant.

It was found, upon examination, that no vital part had
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been injured ; and, although frightfully bruised and gored in

two or three places, M'Cormack required nothing but time and

care to set him on his legs again. It was no small helpto his

recovery to learn that his darling little Kate was not only not

dead , but far advanced on the road to perfect health , and per

mitted to come and sit by his bedside. Mr. Mahon was an ex

officio guardian, and there was nothing in the way of nourish

ment or care which Mary M'Cormackcould not now command

for her husband .

At the end of three weekspoor Myles was able to limp about

the yard with the aid of a stick, and was every day improving:

Mr.Mahon had been two or three times to see him ,but confined

himself on these occasions to kindinquiries as to his returning

health and strength. M'Cormack's heart was bursting to ask

him if Dick Jones had got possession of his house and land, but

he could not bring himself to venture upon the subject : the

suspense which he endured , coupled to the claim he felt he had

established with Mr. Mahon , was more bearable than the

dreaded certainty of hearing that it had been let--and he was

silent.

The matter, though Dick Jones was as yet ignorant of it ,

stood thus. This Jones - rent -warner and driver on the estate

--- had set his heart upon M'Cormack's house and land ; indeed ,

for that matter, uponRooney's as well. They joined all three

together in a point - M Cormack's house was verygood, Jones's

and Rooney'swere both bad ; and by moving toM'Cormack's,

and levelling his own old cabin and Rooney's, Jones con

sidered the whole place would be much improved , and that he

would have a very snug thing of it ; and he was quite right in

both respects.

Bob Mahon - there is no denying the fact- had promised

M'Cormack's holding to Jones : 'twas all he asked . He knew ,

however, that it was not likely that Rooney's would easily be let ;

he was too well acquainted , though an Englishman, with the

system of the country to fear that; andhe saw plainly that, when

it had lain a while idle and unsought, the agent would be glad

to give it to him at a reduced rent. Jones was cunning enough
to be up to all these things.

But this business about M.Cormack and the bull, and the

child's life , caused a thick mistto riseup between Jones's hopes

and Bob Mahon's promise of the farm . "Tis not possible

he would go backofhis word , ” he would say, looking over at

the now empty though still tidy-looking cottage ; "but I'll
endeavour to nail him before there's anything more about it :

the sooner I get possession of it the better ; it's what I'll offer

to pay the rent from 29th of September last, and get into it at

That Mary M‘Cormack has a sweet tongue, and the agent
once.
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yet ?

is too soft to please me ." As Dick Jones approached the office

with these thoughts uppermost in his mind, he met the agent
in the back avenue .

"Well, Jones,” said Mr. Mahon, “what's the best news

with you ? Has Myers heard anything of that rascal Rooney

“ No, nor never will, sir ; he's clean gone, and a good rid

dance there's of him . If there were a few more like him gone,

'twould be so best . "

After this short speech Bob Mahon observed Jones to clear

his throat a couple oftimes as he turned to walk with him .

Now Mr. Mahonwas a shrewd, quick man , as well as straight

forward, and of honest purpose. He divined at once what Dick

Jones was comingabout, and it happened to be the very subject
that he was himself anxious to sethim right upon . He, there

fore, relieved the man from the evident embarrassment with

which he was struggling, byat once saying, “ Jones, I do not
forget that I promised you M'Cormack's house and land.”

Jones's eyes brightened, and bore the light much better than

they had done a moment before, andhe replied-

“ Oh, sir, I'm not afraid about that, for I know your word

is inviolate. I'm glad to hear Master Harry is quite well.”

" He is, thank you, Jones ; but I am glad I met you . I was

just going to send for you to tell you that I cannot give you
M'Cormack's house and farm . It is distressing tome, under

anycircumstances, to break a promise which I have deliberately

made; but you will see yourself how totally impossible it is

that I can keep it in this instance ; indeed , I almost regret that

I interrupted you just now when you were going to speak, as I

cannot doubt but you were about to free me fromit of yourown
accord ."

“ Of course , sir, you can do as you like ; but it's the first

time I ever knew youto go back of your word ."

“ I must go back of it now , Jones. I have already written

to Mr. Walcroft, mentioning to him the noble and heroic

manner in which M'Cormack behaved , and the great service he

has rendered me, and I have recommended his being reinstated

as tenant in his former holding, forgiving all arrears. There is

Rooney's holding, which also joins your own ; you shall have it

instead .”

Dick Jones had wit enough to see the folly of any further

remonstrance upon the subject, if he even dared ventureto use

it ; and although Rooney's dilapidated cabin and ill -cared farm

was but a poor substitute for M'Cormack's tidy cottage and

weedless land, he was fain to appear satisfied , and replied,

“ Well, sir, I see it can't be helped this turn, and, indeed,

' tis well - M.Cormack deserves it at your hands; and as you
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have a mind to give it back to him , the Lord forbid that I

should stand between him and it ; he was always an honest

man and a good tenant, although being a little behind since

the rot came. If you wouldn't think well, sir , of giving him

Rooney's holding, and then you need not break your promise
with me."

Jones added this latter sentence, after a pause, by way of a

feeler.

“ By no means, Jones," Mr. Mahon replied ; “ that would be

worse than no compliment to M'Cormack, to be looking at his

own house and land that he keptin such order, from that dirty

cabin of Rooney's. No, no. I'll help you to repair and put à

new coatof thatchuponyourown house . I'll give youRooney's

land at whatever he paid, or rather did not pay, forit . Yon

can level his cabin, 'twill help to mend the fences,and then you

will have a good farm verycheap. Rooney has left the country,

I am rejoiced to say, and youwill all live happily and good

neighbours."

Jones saw and knew the truth and good sense of all this, and

was becoming reconciled to the loss of M'Cormack's land . He

felt, too , that he would not incur the same odium by merely

taking Rooney's farm that he would if he went to live in

M'Cormack's house ; and as he wished to stand well with the

neighbours, he began to think it was, perhaps, as well as it was ;

andhe continued :

“ Well, sir, I'm sureyou are right; and , as I said before,

I'd be the last man in the worldto covet any man's share as long

as he wasable to handle it himself. There isn't one in the town

land of Tullybrin that won't be glad to see Myles M'Cormack

and his wife come back, for they were the truth of good neigh

bours evermore."

I hope it is not injustice to Dick Jones to say that even at

this early period he anticipated an opportunity of making Bob

Mahon pay dear for his breach of promise, and that what sub

sequently occurred was not the result of sudden temptation .
Little now remains to be told . Before the end of the fol

lowing week M'Cormack was so far recovered that he, with his

wife and their child , who had lost her cough and was gaining

strengthevery day, removed, in one happy batch , from the

Union Workhouse,to take possession of theirformercottage at

Tullybrin. As they passedCurranure -gate there was a happy

party therealso awaiting their arrival ; Mr. and Mrs. Mahon,

and little Harry, with several others, were assembled to see the

man who had saved Master Harry's life.

As M'Cormack approached , the boy ran to meet him ; and

thetall,powerful man , catching him up as if he hadbeen but a

cricket, kissed him a hundred times, exclaiming, “ ' Tis not the



THE RESTORATION . 207

first time I had you in my arms, Master Harry, thanks be to

God ! You saved my child's life ! Look at her now

“ And you saved my child's, M.Cormack , ” interrupted Mrs.

Mahon, holding out her hand, “ and oh, how I have longed to

see you and thank you for it ! ”

* Thank God that enabled me to do that same, my lady. It

was a proud day for Myles M'Cormack that he was able tobe of

use to your ladyship and the master here ; but you may thank

Mary for it all,for it was she turned my face straight when I

had one foot , I may say, in the fire - glory be to God !" He

then kissed the child again , and placed him by Mrs. Mahon's
side.

BobMahon had notspoken ; but he now said

“ M'Cormack, I will be home before you, as I shall ride ;

and I will then formally reinstate you in possession of your

house and land ."

" Thank God and your honour that I have still a home ! but

I thank Maryhere for it all — I do, Moira ; don't be blushing.

God bless his honour, and her ladyship's honour, and the young

master ! ” And bowing and curtseying, M'Cormack and his wife

and child proceeded on their way .

As Mr. Mahon had said, he was at their home before them,

accompanied by Dick Jones; and Myles M'Cormack was that

day put in possession of his former holding, as a new tenant

from the 25th of the March following, with a promise from Bob

Mahon that he shouldbe supplied in due time with plenty of

seed for the land, gratis, so that he should have a fair start .

What M'Cormack had said to Mary in the early portion of

-this story was the fact. The potatoes were “getting the better”

of the disease ; and from this very period every year was better

for the farmer than the previous one. Corn, hay, potatoes,

every article of producebeganto look up, and the farmers

began to look up after them . Labour began, too, to bear a

much better price in the marketthan it hadever donein Ireland

within the memory of “ the oldest inhabitant ; " and the fact

which Mr. Walcroft and his friends had anticipated , when

matters were likely to mend ,” had only been a question of

time, which was at last rapidly approaching. The crisis of the

blight had now passed, and Ireland, like M'Cormack himself,

began to gain strength daily, after having been bruised and

gored in a fearful manner from one end to the other.

Mr. Walcroft and Harriet had returned from Boulogne,

whither the difficulty which Bob Mahon found of collecting

their rents upon the Curranure property had driven them , to

exist upon Bob's own share of the rent, and on the trifle they

derived from the small English estate.

Mr. Jones did not behave well ; he never forgave Bob
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Mahon for having broken his promise, and decamped one morn

ing with about £130 ofthe rents, which he hadtaken advantage

of his position to collect from the tenants, believing that Mr.

Mahonwould be held accountable for it .

Such was the improvementin Ireland immediately subse

quent to this period, that Mr. Walcroft came over and took up

hispermanent residence at Curranure, where he has long since

realised his dream of a pony carriage and a side-saddle for

Harriet, and where, from constant practice, he is enabled to

walk the bogs, and to supply her with game of all kinds in

abundance.

Myles M'Cormack ultimately fell in for Jones's holdings,

and becamethe most comfortable and independent man in the

townland of Tullybrin or upon the estate Curranure.

NO



HOW “ THE CHIEF” WAS ROBBED.

" P

THERE is a pleasant anecdote told of two of the wits of the

Irish Bar, of about fifty years ago.

Mr. M- -'s son, who had dined with some friends in the

suburbs of Dublin , was stopped, on his return, in a lonesome

place, by a footpad,who robbed him of his watch and what

ever money he had about him at the time, and then permitted

him to proceed uninjured. MM - meeting Mr. P - S, a

facetious brother of the Bar, in the street, thenext day, said

-- , did you hear of my son's robbery ? "

" No, " said P S ; " who did he rob ? "

Whoeverreads this through, may be able to see the applica

tionof the above to the pith of the tale.

One of the very first cases” which occurred to me when I

joined my district, soon after my appointment, happened in this
wise.

A big, burly fellow , named Barney Brennan, sloped up one

Sunday morning to the hall door where I was standing, and

said he wanted to speak to “The Chief.”

6 Out with whatever you have to say, then, ” said I, "for I'm

the man. "

He motioned with his thumb for me to walk down the road

with him, which , young as I was , I understood , and we were

soon in an undertoned tête - à - tête.

He told.me he had been robbed the night before, in the wood

of Ballycreegan, ashe was returning from the market of S ;

that it was a bad spot; he had been robbed twice before about

the same place, aswell as several other persons, all within the

last three or four months. His clothes were soiled with the mud

of the road, and he had a scratch on his face, both of which he

pointed out to me in corroboration of his statement.

men ,” he said , “ had suddenly pounced upon him in a lonely

part of the road, and robbed him of whatever ha'pence he had

in his pocket, and a small basket containing some bread, sugar,

“ Four

O



210 WAS ROBBED.TIOW " TIE CHIEF

tea, tobacco, anda pair of new brogues. He did not know any

of them he had never seen one ofthem before. ”

This man lived in a small cabin on the side of the mountain

just above the wood, and itwas at the corner of the borheen

turning up to his house the thing took place.

I naturally referred him to a neighbouring magistrate,

Mr. W- He said he had been with him on the two former

occasions, and that the magistrate could make no hand of it

with the old Barony constable of the district.

" Have you been with him this morning ? ” said I.

" I was, your honour.”'

" And what did he say ? "

" He tould me to go to the devil, and so I came to your

honour."

I could not but smile at this, but I hoped the poor man was

mistaken in the mode he adopted of fulfilling the magistrate's

directions.

Ithentold him I would speak thematter overwith the magis

trate in the course of the day, and see what could be done.

After divine service, I rode overto themagistrate in question .

From him I learned, that scarcely a Saturday night passed,
during the winter months, that some person had not been

robbed in that wood, when returning from the market, and that

this was the third time Barney Brennan had been the victim .

They had done all they could to detect the perpetrators . “ He

hadbeen outhimself, more than once, with old Pat M'Bride, the
Barony constable, whom he had set to watch, times innumerable,

all to no purpose. It was altogether," he said, “ a mysterious
business, and much to be deplored, in a district otherwise per

fectly tranquil. As the magistrate living, he might say, on the

spot, he was very much annoyed at the frequency and im

punity of these robberies. It was really too bad that honest

people could not return from themarket, in a peaceable district

likethat, without being robbed of their substance."

" Recollect, sir," said I, “ that this has all taken place under
the old régime."

“ Yes," he replied ; “ but if the new system of police doesnot

at once detect and put a stop to this sort of thing, they will be

no better than the old, and will bea veryuseless expense .

To all this I made no reply. Iperceived our unpopularity

at a glance, and held my tongue, determined to trust to deeds,

not towords, to establish our character.

" Have youtaken this man's informationsupon oath, as to

the mere fact of his having been robbed ?” said I, at last, rather
timidly .

“ No," he replied ; “ he could not identify any of the persons

who robbed him , and I saw no use in it. "
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I then requested him to do so in this instance, and that I

would set myself to work. “ At all events ," I remarked , “ We

can put a stop to it bya little vigilance, ifwe cannot detect the

delinquents. I should like to seeand examine the otherpersons

who have been robbed ; were their informations taken ? "

No, some of them lived in another county, and none of

them cameforward themselves ; we only heardof the robberies.

I sent Pat M.Bride to those who live in this district, and their

story wasso vague and unsatisfactory, that nothing could be

done. M‘Bridecan tell you all about them.” We then parted.

The magistrate --though protesting he could not see the

necessity ofit - took Brennan's informations on the following

morning, and I took the matter in hand .

From M -BrideI learned the names of the persons who had

been robbed, and thosewho lived in the district I saw upon the

subject. The others, who lived in a neighbouring county, I did

notthink, at that distance of time, would be likely to give me

any information worth going so far for, and I contented myself

with what I had already gleaned. One important fact I ascer

tained was, that in no instance (except Brennan's) was there

more than one man concerned in the actual robberies,and that in

every instance they were perpetrated upon single stragglers,

without the protection of a friend or companion.

Soon after, Icarelessly made my wayto Brennan's, to have

a further chat with him, and to laymy plans. I found that his

house commanded a view of the road below , almost the whole

way through the wood, except here and there, where the timber

was rather gross.

He maintained that the gang consisted of four able fellows,

who belonged , as he suspected, to the other side of the opposite

mountain, and he inveighedinmost unmeasured language upon
the villany of their proceedings. For my own part," he ex

claimed, “ if I was after robbing • The Chief,' I couldn't expect

greater punishment than they deserve, and now that the new

police ' were come to the country, he hoped they would be

caught, andget what they were earning."

It may be right to observe that Brennan was a man in

poor circumstances, but that he bore a good character.

I had no doubt that, by a little vigilance and exertion, the

thing would be put a stop to. These fellows would not venture

to repeat their robberies at the risk , almost the certainty , of

being caught in the act by " the new police.” I told Brennan

that ,sooner or later, he might dependupon it, I would catch one

or more of the perpetrators, and ,in the meantime, I would pro

tect him and other honest individuals on the road .

For several Saturday nights I patrolled through the wood,

ostentatiously, with some ofmy men, until a late hour, when all
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persons returning from the market had passed home. Some

nights I scattered my men through the wood, and lay in ambush

in hopes of a robbery, but I need not tell youthat no suchthing

took place. I met Brennan one day after this system had been

carried on for some weeks, and we congratulated each other upon

the improved state of things.

“ I have other fish to fry just now, Brennan ,” said I, “ and

I shall be obliged to leave the wood to take care of itself for a
few Saturdays."

" And so you may , your honour ; the cure's complate, for,

wheresomever you may be, them fellows will think you're

watchingthem - though they're damcute for all that .”

The Saturday night following, I neither went myself nor

sent men to thewood, and all passed off quietly and well-- no

robbery. The following Saturday I also left it to itself, and a

respectable man was robbedof allhe possessed, about eleven

o'clock - upwards of twenty -four shillings, together with his little

belongingsin the shape of domestic comforts. Here was food

for surmises and increased exertions. I met Mr. W the

next day, who smiled, and asked me “had I got tired watching,

or would I be obliged to keep it up for ever ? ”

" Oh, no," I replied, “ but I will not interrupt you any

more about the business, until I have somethingtangible to

bring before you . I am rather glad,” I added , " that last man

was robbed, for it has set my wits to work. I fear the disease

has taken another turn, and that I must alter the prescription . "

“Are you a doctor ? " said he, laughing.

" No," said I, “ but I intend to effect a cure in this case, if I

“ That was wellputin,” he replied, and I changed the sub
ject, rather annoyed at his last remark.

My next step wasto see Brennan again . I told him I would

not have any police in the wood for some time, but I hoped he

would give me his own assistance to watch , and that I would

come out on Saturday nights myself to his house, and we would

have a sharp eye to the roads ourselves. " You are a big, able

fellow , andI am smart and active, though slight, and weought

to be able to hold one or two ofthe rascals, if we comeupon

them; those sort of people are always rank cowards," said I.

He appeared well pleased with the proposition , and readily

promised me his best support, and for the three following Satur

daynights I sat chattingtothis big fellow , ina lone cabin on the
mountain side, from dusk until neartwelveo'clock, as he thought,

without a policeman near us ; but I was not goingto enlighten

him on that subject, or,indeed, on any other ; but of course there

were three or four men lying in the wood, watching him and

me, as well as the road . Upon none of these occasions did any

can . "
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thing occur, and the people passed home from market harm

lessly and safe.

I found Brennan a very intelligent man, and he told me a

greatdeal about the inhabitants and localities, which I was very
glad to learn .

Well, Brennan ,” said I , on the last Saturday night I was

with him, “ I think the matter is now fairly and finally put an
end to ; you see , nothing has occurred for the last month ,

although everybody knows the police have been withdrawn, and

the watch given up ; I think the gang has gone off to some other

piace, and I shallleave it to yourself now ,Barney, for awhile ."

“ Indeed you have done your part, your honour, and done

it well, and the neighbours are very thankful to you and your

men, for you and they were up early and late, andput a stop to

the villany that was going on, and you protected them well.

I'm only sorry yourhonour didn't pin some of the rascals and

thransport them ."

“All in good time, Barney ; and so I will, so sure as they

commence their work again , depend upon it . ”

“ More power, your honour," said Barney, and we parted.

I had not gone to Brennan’s for nothing. There was some

thing fidgety in his manner, with a readiness to give his opinion

and suggest remedies in the case, which struck me as more

intended to lead me astray - to put me on the "wrong scent , ” as

we say --than honestly to assist me. Neither had I made my

observations from the beginning without forming a strong

suspicion , which, indeed, was daily growing into a conviction in

myown mind that was an ominous word, but it would force

itself upon my thoughts ; I was therefore determined to test the

accuracy of this strangenotion to the best of my abilities.

I took Constables M.Gowan and Humphreys into my confi- ,

dence to the fullest extent, and explained to them my plans.

Humphreys, who was a fair-hairedyoung fellow , with blue eyes

and asoft cheek, expressed a dread ofthe danger attending the

execution of the programme; butM'Gowan, who was a grizzly

headed fellow , with a swarthy skin and hooked nose, hooted at

him, and said, “ he never knew either honour or advantage

come of too much timidity .” Here was a pat on the back, ifI

required such, for the carrying out of my intentions. M'Gowan

was an experienced man, and had been in the army.

Upon the following Saturday afternoon we -- the conspi
rators — proceeded to S- If we should happen to meet, or

see Brennan in the town, we were to postpone our scheme until

another time, but if we should not , I was not without hopes of

a robbery that night, about the usual place.

About dusk the same evening, a young man, dressed in a

corduroy trousers and light frieze coat, with a rather shabby
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genteel hat, left Son his return home. Hecarried a small

basket on hisarm , containing groceries and bread, a pattern

waistcoat,and a pair of new shoes ---pretty much such a col

lection as Brennan himself had been robbed of about a month

before. The two policemen already mentioned had directions

to follow in his wake, at such a distance as to prevent observa

tion orsuspicion, that they had their eye upon him for protec

tion. They were dressed in coloured clothes, and had pocket

pistols in the breasts of their coats. Furthermore, they had

directions on noaccount tointerfere, in case the young man was

attacked, until he distinctly whistled for their aid, unless they

såw him actually knocked down or overpowered, or that more

than one person attacked him . These directions I had given ,

for I knew that he was determined " to show fight."

It was late when this party entered the wood , and almost

all persons returning that wayhad already passed home scath
less. Such were the circumstances under which all the robberies

in that wood had been perpetrated, almost the last person upon

the road being invariably selected.
As the young man approacheda turn not far from the centre

of the wood, he thoughthe heard the branches move upon his

left , and soon after a footfall upon the grass at the side of the

ditch . Instantly he assumed the appearance of a person , to a

certain extent, under the influenceof liquor. He began to

waver in his step, and to hum a few words of a bacchanalian

song. He had not gone many steps in this disguised manner

when a man stood before him on the road, and, suddenly seizing

him by the collar, demanded his money .

" Money ! ” repeated the young man, looking stupidly into

his face, andswaying himself gently from side to side, as if to

steady himself- “ money is it ? "

* Yes ; out with whatever you have, and be off while you

have a whole skin , or by the powers I'll put a hole in it !"

and he pulled out a short pistol. One glance at the weapon

was enough to show the youngman that there was not much to

be apprehended from its efficiency, and that it was more for

intimidation thanfor murder it was produced, and he pleasantly

denied that he had any money about him .

“ You have this, anyhow ," said the man , twisting the basket

offthe young man's arm and layingit upon the road besidehim .

“ Now for your money , my friend ) ; come, out with it quick ,"
and he thrust his handintoone of his breechespockets. Theyoung

manstruggled hard tosave his cash, but he was nothing in that
strongman's grasp while in close grips. It was not a blankdive,

for ultimatelythe fellow pulled up an old silk purse, containing

two poundsin notes and someseven or eight shillings in silver.
The fellow shook it, as if to calculate the amount ofthe haul he
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had made, andthen crammed it into his breast pocket, and, taking

up the basket, he gavethe young man a shove from him , and

told him to “ make the best of his way off out of that, if he did

notwant to get the contents of the pistol across the shins."

But the young man was not soeasily dealt with , and, now

that the mischief was done, assuming his sober sepses once

more, he seized the man by the collar of his coat with one hand,

and putting the other to his mouth , he gave a finger -whistle

that echoed through the valleys of the wood . A fierce struggle

now took place, and, ere the policemen could come up,the
young man had giventhe robber a Devonshire trip , which he

knew nothing about, that laid him on the broad of his back ,

and, putting his knee upon his breast, he exclaimed , “ Barney,

you're after robbing " The Chief,' and you can't expect greater
punishment than you deserve.”

At this moment the two policemen came up, and Barney
Brennan was secured .

This was the only instance I ever knew in which the cat

was let out of the bag and put into it the same moment.

In concocting my plan for this occasion, I had at first in

tended asking a policeman to put himself in the van , and form

ing myself one of those who should follow in the rear; but,

upon reflection, I considered that, if there were really any danger

in the business, it would behardly fair to ask anotherto place

himself in a positionwhich I, as his officer, was afraid tooc

cupy ; I therefore selected myself for the experiment. I had

often “ taken Brennan's measure," and , although I found him

to be fully six feet high, and heavy in proportion , yet there

appeared to be something so soft - what we call spoddough in

Irish - about him , that I felt little or no dread of a personal

encounter, for a short time, until aid should come up . I had

spent three or four years in Devonshire, when a very young lad,

and, having nothing to dobut amuse myself, I spent my time

either in tracing up the Dart from Totness to Buckfastleigh

with a fishing -rod in my hand, or sometimes taking a turn

with the parish boys at wrestling, or ringing the belfrybells, so

that I was as active as a young goat, and few men there were

in the parish of Little Hemston who could throw me morethan

one fall out offour. I was not, therefore, afraid of a minute

ortwo's struggle with even Barney Brennan, and so it was that

I had myself the honour of his capture. To be candid with

you, I did not anticipate the production of a pistol on his part,

but I give myself very little credit for the nonchalance with

which Imet this unexpected addition to his prowess, for the

verysight of it was more calculated to make a man laugh than

tremble. But this is a digression.

We handcuffed our man . Poor Barney's face, as well as
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the light would permit me to read it, was amixture of surprise,

disgrace, and despair. He knew it was all up with him , and ,

like a sensible (?) man , he was silent. We proceeded, in the

first instance, to search his house, but did not find much there

to gratify our curiosity. Wehit, however, upon two or three

articles which had been described to me by some of the persons

who had been previously robbed , and we brought them with us.

The following morning I was determined, if possible, to be

the first with the news ofmy own exploit to the magistrate,

and he had scarcely more than done breakfast when I rode up.

He saw me pass the window , andcame to the door. It was

my turn to smile, but I suppose I must have given a broad

grin, for his first words were, You seem well pleased with

yourself this morning, C--; perhaps you have taken one of

the Ballycreegan robbers ? "

“ I have taken them all,” said I, “ every one."

" You don't say so ? -the whole four ? '

" No, the only one who, in my opinion, ever existed

Barney Brennan himself !”

“ Is it possible ? I hope you have satisfactory proof against
him --who did he rob ? ”

It was evident I was the first with the news, and I then

entered into and detailed my suspicions and my plans, with the

finalsuccess of my experiment. He was not a little astonished

by the time I had convinced him that I was not joking all

through. He was well pleased at the solution of the mystery ,

as he called it ; and the only thing which appeared to annoy

him at all was, that the suspicion against Brennan had not

originated with bimself. However, it was not a bad beginning

for the “ new police ; ” and all the preliminaries of informations,

committal, & c., having been perfected , my friend Barney

Brennan was lodged that evening in the gaol of L

You can have no doubt of his conviction atthe following

assizes. Two out of the other persons who had been robbed

admitted to me, when they saw him in the dock, that he was

the person who robbed them , and they recognised some of the

articles, which were produced, as their property. They were

not, however, brought forward against him , as the only crime

for which he was indicted was for robbing “ The Chief,” and

for which he got " what he earned " --viz ., seven years' sojourn

in a mild climate ; and from that time to this, I never heard of

another robbery in Ballycreegan wood.

17 MA 61

PETTER AND GALPIN , BELLE SAUVAGE PRINTING WORKS, LUDGATL IILL , B.C.



2
.
६



WARD & LOCK'S STANDARD NOVELS.

TWO SHILLINGS EACH , IN BOARDS.

SKETCHES IN LONDON, BY JAMES GRANT.

Containing exciting Descriptions and amusing Anecdotes of its Beggars and Begging

Impostors, Lunatics and Lunatic Asylums, Gaming Houses and Gamblers,

Debtors and Debtors' Prisons, Actors and Theatres, Police Offices, & c . By JAMES

GRANT. Boards, 8vo, illustrated wrapper.

ROLAND DE MONTREVEL ;

Or, the Companions of Jeha. A Tale of the French Consulate. By ALEXANDRE

DUMAS. Foolscap 8vo , boards, fancy "wrapper.

This Tale is universally acknowledged to be one of the most suc.

cessful and interesting of Dumas ' Historical Novels. It contains a graphic

account of the first Napoleon during the days of his Consulate .

DADDY GORIOT ;

Or, Unrequited Affection . A Tale of the Present Century. By HONORÉ DE

BALZAC. Fcap. 8vo, boards, fancy wrapper .

All the Year Round.-- " Le Pere Goriot, which, though it unveils some of

the hidden corruptions of Parisian life , unveils them nobly in the interests of

that highest morality, belonging to no one nation and no one sect. Le Père

Goriot, which stands first and foremost among all the writer's works - which

has drawn the tears of thousands fromthe purest sources -- has its appeal still

left to make to the sympathies of English readers."

THE PRELATE.

By J. F. SMITH , Author of "The Soldier of Fortune," "Dick Tarleton," " Minnie

Gray," & c . Fcap. Svo, boards, illustrated wrapper .

A Cheap and Popular Novel by this favourite Author is certain to

meet with a ready demand.

THE DISGUISED NOBLEMAN ;

Or, the Romance of a Poor Young Man . By OCTAVE FEUILLET. Fcap. Svo ,

coloured wrapper.

A mysterious and amusing Novel.

LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT,

And Stories of the Barrack and Battle Field . By Captain HENRY CURLING ,

Author of " The Soldier of Fortune," &c. Fcap. Svo, boards, fancy wrapper.

One of the stories is dedicated to the Volunteer Riflemen of England, and

teaches how houses may be put into a state of defence so as to detain an
invading force under fire .

THE FIGHTING QUAKER ;

Or, Nick of the Woods. By ROBERT M. BIRD, M.D. Fcap. 8vo , embellished

wrapper, boards.

A most thrilling tale of extraordinary adventures amongst the North

American Indians.

THE WIDOW MARRIED.

By Mrs. TROLLOPE, Author of " Widow Barnaby, " & c . & c .

Ever sparkling - ever young -the “ Widow Married " is one of Mrs.

Trollope's best Novels, and will while away many a pleasant half -hour.

SOLD BY ALL BOOKSELLERS ; AND AT THE RAILWAY STATIONS.



WARD & LOCK'S TWO SHILLING STANDARD NOVELS.

Just Published,

JONATHAN OLDAKER ;

Or, Leaves from the Diary of a Commercial Traveller. By J. CRAWFORD WILSON,

Author of " The Village Pearl," " Flights to Fairy Land," &c. & e . Fcap. 8vo,

fancy wrapper. boards.

The great success that attended the original publication of " Jonathan

Oldaker, " and the very speedy sale of alarge edition, at tenshillings and six

pence per volume, issued by one of our most eminent and spirited publishers,

embolden the Author to re-publish it, revised and improved, at the more

moderate price of two shillings.

ENGLISH AND AMERICAN SONGS.

A Collection of the Best Songs of Englana and America.

CAPTAIN MACDONALD ;

Or, Haps and Mishape at Capias Castle. By JOHN LANG. Esq .. Author of " Too

Clever by Half," "Forger's Wife,' & c . & c . Fcap. 8vo . boards,

The well -merited reputation enjoyed by the author of "Toe Clever by

Half,” cannot fail to producean enormous demand for this equally entertaining
book .

THE KING AND THE COUNTESS ;

Or, Lover's Trials. By S. W. FULLOM , Esq., Author of " Marvels of Science, " &c.

Fcap . Svo, boards.

"This book possesses the first quality of a novel. In the important

work of carrying the reader along, the author is equalled by few novelists."

- Spectator .

Fifth Edition .

FERN LEAVES FROM FANNY'S PORTFOLIO.

First and Second Series, complete, including "Shadows and Sunbeams." Fcap. 8vo,

320 pp., ornamental boards.

ZANA THE GIPSEY ;

Or, the Heiress of Clair Hall

By the Author of " Fashior, and Famine." Fcap . 8vo, boards.

EXPERIENCES OF A GAOL CHAPLAIN ;

01 , Dark Pages from Life's Volume.

This volume is more thar: usualiy welcome. especially when we con

sider the importance of the correct treatment of criminals . The constant

intercourse and conversation of the Author with criminals, render the infor

mation obtained extremely desirable.

Just Ready,

LYNCH LAW ;

Or, the Adventures of Jonathan Jefferson Whitlaw . By Mrs. TROLLOPE, Author of

“ Widow Barnaby," & c . Fcap. 8vo, wrapper in two colours, boards.

THE SMUGGLER .

A Tale. By JOHN BANIM . Fcap. 8vo, boards.

SOLD BY ALL BOOKSELLERS ; AND AT THE RAILWAY STATIONS.





1

.



JUST PUBLISHED .

By JAMES GRANT. Price 2s.

SKETCHES IN LONDON .

sntaining exting Descriptions and amusing Anecdotes of its Beggars and

Begging Impostors, Lunatics and Lunatic Asylums, Gaming Houses and

Gamblers, Debtors and Debtors' Prisons, Actors and Theatres, Pelice

Oflices, &e. Ry JAMES GUANT.

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS the Elder. Price 2s.

ROLAND DE MONTREVEL;
OR , THE COMPANIONS OF JEUU,

A Tale of the French Consulate . By ALEXANDRE DUMAS.

This Tale is universally acknowledged to be one of the most snocessfa !
and interesting of Dumas' Historical Novels. It contains a graphic acconet

of the first Napoleon during thedays of his Consulate.

BALZAC'S " PERE GORIOT.” Price 2s.

DADDY GORIOT ; OR, UNREQUITED AFFECTION.
A Tale of the Present Century . By HONORÉ DE BALZAC.

Fcap. 8va boards, fancy wrapper.

All the Year Round. " "Le PèreGoriot,' which ,though it unveils someof the hidden
ysteries of Parisian iife, unveils themnobly, in the interests of that highest inorality
elonging to no one nation and no onesect. Le l'ère Gorot," which stands firstand
premost among all the writer's works,-which has drawn the lears of thousands from the

rest sources, has its appeal still leit to make to the sympathies of English renulers.

By J.T. SMITH . Price 2s.

THE PRELATE .

By J. F. SMITH, Author of The Soldier of Fortune," " Dick Tarleton,"

“ Minnie Gray,” &o. Feap 8vo, boards, illustrated wrapuer.

A Cheap and Popular Novel bythis favourite Author is certain to meet

itha ready demand.

By OCTAVE FEUILLET. Price 2s.

THE DISGUISED NOBLEMAN :

OF , THE ROMANCE OF A POOR YOUNG MAN .

By MODAVE FEUILLET. Fcap. 8vo , coloured wrapper .

By J. BIRD. Price 28.

THE FIGHTING QUAKER ; OR, NICK OF THE WOODS.
By J. Bird.

"The extraordinary adventures of Yothan the Quaker, and the valuable

esistancerendered against the Red Inaians by thelittle Dog Peter in various

mergencies, will render this volume extremely interesting.

ORNDON : WARD & LOCK, 158 , FLEET STREET.











1




	Front Cover
	THE IDENTIFICATION 
	THE BANKER OF BALLYFREE 
	THE REPRIEVE 
	THE TWO MULLANYS 
	M'CORMACK’S GRUDGE 
	HOW “THE CHIEF" WAS ROBBED 

