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CHAPTER NIX.—{Continued.)

T'he interruption was not remewed, Care-
fally and noiselessly he now removed the oiled
paper from the window, put in his arm, and
with 2 dexterous and knowing application of
finger and thumb, shot back the bolt., The
window then opened to the gentlest push of his
hand ; he clambered up to is, and knelt upon
the lower part of its frame. A picce of mor-
tar fell from the top of the recess of the win-
dow, and erashed and rattled among sowme kit-
chen utensils placed on a tuble hencath, Tor
a moment he beeame perfeetly still.  Kueeling,
as has been said, on the window frame, and
also supporting himself by resting his hands
and arms’ upon it, while his head and body
erounched down and poked forward, not a mus-
¢le had motion except those of his cyes—and
even his eyes eduld but glare, like those of a
stavtled tiger, checked in his spring, iato the
decp darkness of the kitcheu.

But there eame no stir throush the louse,
to hint that the harsh and sudden noise had
been heard by its inmates; and very. very cuu-
tiously he proceeded to pluce onc mnitled foot
on the table, having frst felt about with it for
an open spot where it might rest without caus-
ing fresh clutter, The next moment he was
standing upon the table, on both feet: wnd the
next, on the middle of the kitehen floor, his ear
intently watching the silence. and his cye the
durkness around him,

ivery way satisfied with the observations of
both senses, he next erept to the five. groping
with onc foot belore the other, and with both
hands, before him and beside biny, lest he might
stiunble over, or hit himself against some uu-
seen objeet. Here he again had recourso to
the wallet slung over his shoulder,  Iixtracting
from it a small dark luntern, he took the can.
dle out of this, and with cautious and thin
draivn pufls at the ¢ red sod" in the gvate, soon
had a light: one mizht imugine a sketch of
Zistigan’s face, while he pufiel at his sod; its
churacteristic features; the puckered action of
his mouth, bis down-turned cyes, with their
seowling, overhanging  brows — down-turned,

because their glances were davted into the turf';

he held ; the mixed expression of ecaverness,
vantion, malignity, and blaek purpose, legible
over his whole visage; while the portrait was.
lighted from nnderneath by the ficree ruddy
alow of the sod, net more thum a few ineiles re-
moved from his lips,

e raised the lid of the salt-box, and pos-
seszed himsell of the key of the hall-door. e
eained that dopr; believing it Iocked, turned
the key in the lock without producing any ef-
foct, and for o mowent stood hatiled and eon-
founded, and in no awmiable humor, until by
peering elose he diseovered his mistake. A
few scconds afier, the door wis halt epened,
whe, protruding his head and shoulders into
the street, and glancing upward and downward,
he whistled in so peculiar a- key and manner
that an uninitisted ear wenld he at wloss to
decide whether the sound arose near or fur off,

A small, small echo, and at the same time a
perfect imitation of the whistle, floated through
the stilled street; and very soon alter, a vagged,
museular, square-built Jad, whose age you could
uot determine at a glaee, was admitted by
Robin Costigan into Nick M:Grath's quict
peaceable house,

Robin softly put down the latch of the door
again, His new come acquaintunce was about
to speak, but he shook his fist, suarling, and
all bur growling at him, and whispered into his
very ear, ¢ Stale afther me.”

The barcfooted pupil accordingly {followed
his preceptor into the kitchen. Costigan pro-
duced another supply of woollen rags, handed
them to him, and motioned him to xit on the
foor and adjust them over his feet.

« Can't T spake now 7" demanded the youth,
#s lie complied with these instructions.

“ Yos, but spake low an’ little.” _

“T've news for you thew, Darby Coouney.
We must run for it or we're lost,”

“Why? How so?”’ )

« Boeause Mary Cooney is wid the *prentiee
this present minit in Joan Flaherty’s house, an’
she's tellin’ him all about us.”’

«Ha! by the worthinli Ilow do you know
that 2" ‘

« T geen him ahroad in the shop wid her, an’
I followed him to Joan Flaherty’s.”

“You did?” Iescowled on the lad asif
it were he who had committed some great Pa?lt.
v -t"‘,.’ou did, did you? - You're quite shure ?”
CWs Ay, shure,” -

« Long threatenin’ comes at last, them, said
Costigun, in o low, slow, horrible touc; “hud
" come, np wmore words now. There's work to
do. Tie ony tio on, an’ hurry, or I'll eripple
)'O'll." .

“ An’ won't you rtin while the voad is clear 7"

% T ot you do what I bid you, or you'll rue
it as woll as Mary Cooney. Hurry, Isay.—
'here, don’t stir now till 1 come to you.”

Ho went to the hall-door, turned the key in

na
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“Are you ready?’ he asked, coming hack
into the kitchen,

“I'm ready—but—"' :

“ Hould your prate, or—"" thercwas nnother
horrible threat, accompanied with terrible oaths.

¢ Qpen your ear wide now, an’ listen to me,
fur your life—at the peril o' your life, mind;
do you hear? Why don’t you answer me?”
He shook his scholur fiercely by the shoulders,
and glared and grinned into hiz fuce, their
features almost touching.™

“T'm listenin’ hard.”

¢ Come here.” (Costigan scized him Dby the
arm, and hurried him over to the kitchen
srate. ¢ Do you see that red sod o' turf ?”

“I sce id well.”

¢ Mind e then, T bid you;” he applicd his
lips clozely to the boy's cur, and communicated
some orders in a whisper, so close and fine that
the opposite ear might alinost be said to have
scareely heard it. _

¢ ITave you the right undherstandin’o’ what
T say?”

“T have.”

¢« You’re positive sartin that you have ?”

“Iam. I'll give id back to you, m’ shure
that 'ud tell you whether I am ox not;” and in
his tarn he whispered a nearly soundless whis-
per into his master’s ear,

¢ Is that id ¥

“ Ay, by the mortial, that's id. Let me sce
that you go by ordhers right, or woe betide
you. Ilecre, take this” fle placed the kit-
chen poker i the hand of lis youny eolleague.
and armed himself with the iron barof its door.

¢ Close afther me now, an’ stale asy—asy, I
tell you.”

Without the slichtest noise froin tha tread of

aan holdir g his lantern sideways, in order that
his follower might have the advantage of its
light,

They entered Ned Fenneil's bed-room.  The
bed was unoceupicd, and had not been lain in,

“’Tis a truth, by — ! muttered Costigan,
grinding his sct teeth. ¢ No matther—"

e turncd, and still led the way onward.
They gained the housckeeper's romm. She
was fast asleop, though her sleep scemed
troubled, perhaps with some dreamr of danger,
Costigan raised his bar in Doth hands. She
muttered something; he paused one instant:
he perfectly eaught the words, ¢ In the most
holy and blessed name of—" and these words
saved her from his hand, Tt was not pity; it
was not & return of human feeling to the leart
of the desperado, that stayed his uplifted arm ;
least of 2l could it have been a religious senti-
ment. e afterwards said himself that it was
a passing fright at somcthing : but whatever it
was the old woman slept on, for the time, in
peace.

He lighted the candle she had extingnished,
and placed it on the floor, at the end of her
bed, to avoid startling her from her sleep by its
glare; and then he again whispered « short
command to his pupil—

« Tf she stirs, touch her here,” he drew his
finger in a line across her forchead, withont
however coming in contact with it—¢ hould id
that way in your hands, an’ keep it ready. an’
wateh her well.”!  He poised the kitehen poker
<0 as perfectly to satisfy his own judgment, in
both the hands of the less experienced practi-
tioner—* keep well in your mind what I tould
you in the kitchen, an’ have your cars wide
open for the whistle, an’ do all your work well,
for your life.” .

Cantiously, but quickly, Itobin Costigan
stole out of the housckeeper’s bed-chamber.
The lad remained alone at her bed-side; his
weapon raised in both hands over his right
shoulder, and his eyes fixed in full, and ghastly
watchfulness, on the old woman’s face. Yes,
hat boyish ¢ye, which ought, at that moment,
to have been closed in sweet and innocent
slumber, or if awake at all, ought to have
sparkled with the reflected moerriment of a
mind amused and at ease; that boyish eye was
distended with only the murderer’s stony ab-
straction of purpose, while the youthful lips,
instead of quivering to the laugh or carol of
boyhood, were firmly closed in the expression
¢f a deadly and unflinching resolve,

A sudden erash sounded” down stairs. The
aged female started out of her sleep, and opened
her cyes. They instantly cncountered those
which were watehing her. A second glance
made her understand what mcant the figure,
with the raised poker, and the haggard, hellish
face, which stood over her; and she was about
to sit up in bed, and had begun to scroam,
when one blow, descending on the exact spot
over which Costigan had described the air-
"drawn line with his finger, made her perfectly
motionless and quiet,

With the concentrated force of his whole
young frame, the boy had inflicted that blow;
it was indeed, joined with the weight of his
weapon, {oo much for him; the poker
jarred-in his hands; he unconsciously let it go;
it found its way to the foot of tho bed, fell
thence on the floor, and overthrew and oxtin-
guished the candle; and he stood in complete
darkness, with, he assured himseclf, the corpse
of the human being he had just deprived of
life. Terror, and horror of his own act fell on

~

the lock, and secured it about his own person.

~

him, He trembled, his teeth chattered, his

their feet, the Taiv meunted the stairs, Costi-

knees smote each other; and, unable to stir a
step, cold sweut flowed down his face,

His master fained, meantime, the door of
Nick M<Grath's bedroom; and, as he had an-
ticipated, found it fastencd on the inside. DBut
he did not hesitate, for an instant, forcibly to
insert the iron bar between the lock and the
door-jamb ; and then, with a single wreneh, the
door was burst open. It was the noise of this
violence, which had startled NWelly Brechun
from her sleep. ' .

“Who are you? What do yon want here ?”
demanded Nick M:Grath of the furocious in-
trader, as Costigam held his lantern over him.
The old man wus on his huud'an‘l kuees, in
bed, fumbling under the pillow.

T want your money; wn’ there’s no spare
time for wlkin'—your money —hurry.”

- “Ned Fennell! Ned Fennell! a robber! a
robber here, Ned Fennell 1

“Qay that again, or cry out one word more,
an’ by the mortial, Tll chop you into piound
pieees ! Come, huury, [say,  The kay of this
desk in thecorner! Come! hund it out here !
the villain fnterrupting himself with a # Hah "
now snatehed at a waisteoat, which partly pre-
truded from beneuth the pillow. Nick M-Cirath
flung himself npon the article of dress, in the
pockee of” which was, indeed, the identical key
required by Costigan: ard 2 struggle ensued
hetween both : Nick M:Grath again setting up
his cries for Ned Fennell, as loudly as he conid
voeiferate,

#*Jiah! T see I must stop your pipe, then,
by the mortial!”

Costigan placed the lantern on the floor, and
then grasped by the throat the still prostrite
old man. But his gripe no longer had in it
the force of youth or of manlivod; even the
fow years that had elapsed since we fivst knew
the robber had, together with brutal indul-
wenees and excesses, cousiderably enfeebled his
arm; and in a trial of strength, for dear. dear
life, even our little, faut, round friend proved
himself almost a match for him, At all events,
Nick M-Grath fastened the fingers of both his
hands tightly in Costigan’s long grey locks,
now fullen from under his straw hat, amd
togeed with might wnd muin,  Costigan undid
his grasp, and scized the walsteoat, Niek
M:Grath followed his cxumple, secured it at
the other end, wind was dragged off his bed into
the middle of the room—now shricking sheilly
for Ned Tennell, while his antagonist's curses
and threats mingled with the old mun’s almost
despairing cries,

&It only makin’ a fool 0" mysell T ain”
erowled Costigon. suddenly velinquishing his
hold of the waistcout, sturting wp, seizing the
iron bar, and raising it high over the prostrate
Nick M:Grath. But the next instant his pro-
posed vietim saw him fall headlong on the
tlonr by his side, while the leavy weapon came,
with a ringing noise, ageinst the boards.

“ Here T a, siv)” said Ned Fennell, imme-
dintely after this happened— got up, sir, and
put on your clothes, and lot us try to seewre
this worthy person.”

e almost flung himsell” on Costigan's hody,
placed o knee upon his breast-bone, and held
down both his arws.

“Ned, my good boy. God bless you, Gad

bless you; and T won't forget this to you, Nud, |

I woa't indeed;” aud Nick M-Grath proceeded.
with as much speed as his haste, fright, and
exhaustion would permit, to make his toilet.

“You shan’t eseape the third hanging, Robin
Costiczm,” said Ned Fennell to his prisoner.

Tobin Costigan returned no word of answer.
Ile ouly rolled his cyes, &s w manacled wild
beast would have doue, bent inwards s under-
lip, and guve a shrill fife-like whistle. It was
a variety in the practice of the art of whist-
ling, in which he sccmed such an adept.

#“ What's that for 7' asked Ned Fennell.

Still he received no answer. The car-split-
ting signul was only renewed.

 You have helpers in the house, Then I
must be alive, T see.  Are you ready to go
down to the shop, sic #”’ he resumed, question-
ing his old master.

“T am quite ready, Ned, my good bey; but
is he safe, Neddy ¢

« He is, sir; I have him as safe for you, and-
for the gallows, as his Ieart can wish.”

Was it the tightness of the grasp by which
he was held, that produced at this instant, cer-
tain sounds in his throat, or was it really ¢
laugh of derision, that escaped {rom Robin
Costigan ? His old friend Ned looked close
into his cyes, to help himsclf to ascertain the
guestion, onc way or another, Dut in them he
could discern nothing but an ominous scowl.

«You will now go down to the shop, sir, i’
you please,” resumed Ned, “and bring me up
2 good strong rope; I must tic this worthy
neck and heels before I scarch the house.—
Light the candle at the lantern, and take the
lantern with you.”

« T will, Ned, my good boy—I will.”

* Doing just as he was bid, with the docility
of a child, the 6ld man hobbled out of the room.

T was in the nick of time to speil your
sport, Robin,” observed Ned to his unwilling
companion, : :

«You may say that,” he was answered.

I was watching at the door, Lere to see
what you would do, Robin.”

“Jlow d&id you get into the heusc?”

“ Hah! you'd like to know that, would you ?
T'll tell you, then, After trying my lateh-key
at the hall-door, and finding that it would not
: do for this evening, I turned to the back of the
lprcnuses, tobin, sealed the yard wall, and en-
 tered the house, by the kitehen-window, which
I you so obligingly Teft open for me, Robin, T
tthunk you.” ‘ ’

“ Curses for ever purshue me!
out o’ my head, shure enough.”

(¢ Never mind, my poor friend ; "twas only a
slip of memory—und we'll teach you, it we ean,
how to avoid such little mistakes in future—
You und T met before. Robin, my dear—docs
your mewory fail you in that too?”

“ No, T remember id well, an” T pay you
Hor it, us well as for this, before I die.”

“ Don’t Robby ; don’t be so particular, T
never ask you for payment. upon my word:
all that you ever got at my hands I have given
bavatis, ad with hemty coed will.  You are
no creditor of mine, T axsure you,”

“T1 pay you to the last farthin’. for ull
that.”

“JIad ha! and you really expett to make a
fool of the hangman, over again, Robin 2

« I'll make you no answer to that, no more
than to any other gibe of yours; but Tl tell
you my mind, on another thing, as often asyou
like; an’ T say to you now—an’ don't let what
I say ¢o from your mind—TI'll niake you rue
the day you ever crossed mw)”

“The snow-ball un’ all —Fie, for shame on
you, Rob—you bear malice I sce, after play ;
but no watter.  You give me n fair warning,
and T had better make sure of you then—keepmy
eye on you—szce that the hangnan's vope ix
| strongz, und that you hang until you are teald—
aed even after that 1 had beteer see, with my
own cyes, that the carth covers you,”

“You'd want to do all that. an’ mere, to
keep yourself out o harn.”

Ned Fennell's light vein changed o little,
Tmpotent as the old robber’s threat, under pre-
sent eircumstances, mizht seem, still, it was
wade 0 often, and with such  self-possession,
that Ned now felt a little unensy and quahnish,

“ o, mind yoursell, my calivirn,”

- Well then, Robin my {riend. I w7 mind
myself,  And so, we'll begin at onee, if' you
pleuse.”

I'rom his master, who naw returned into his
bedroom, he snatehed the rope he had eone far,

“Tlold onc of his feet tight for u moment,
sir, that's all T shall ask you to dn,  You are
surely ably for so nmeh—"

“Oh! aint I, Neddy, my boy? Ask him-
self, Neddy; ask if T'm not able for a zoad
denl more than that, when he had me alone
here, 2ll to himself; «h! it you'd seé¢ the way
Lgave it to Lim——" ‘

= Don't tell me about it now, sir if’ you please
~—wuit til T have him quite fast and secure for
you.”

“ Well I will, Neddy, my boy.”

And with eoil after coil, and with knot after
knot, Ned soon had Robin  Costizan as well
nemacled as ever was man before him.

Uhe instant Nick M{rath saw the process
ended, he went down on his knees, besides the
prostrate Costiznn, and took up his interrupted
demonstration of the “way he gave it to him ;"
clinching his little fist, protruding one of his
ut kenekles, and panching his late autagonist
| in all the softer parts of his hody, not excepting
his face, over and over.  And suddenly he
changed the single monotonous expression,
whicl accompanied all this punishiment. '

“"Twus your master bid you do it,” he said,
¢hmekling triumphantly,

“ My master! T have no master, you old
{ool.  What do you mean 2"

“ T mean what I say. 'Twas your master
bid you do it, I tell you; and a master you
Lave, as clever a hand as you thiuk yourself';
and T can tell you who he is too, if you purtend
to forget him, he's your imaster, the devil, you
juil-bird — old Nick, my pet:” and punch,
punch, punch, with his knuckle, still accom-
panied cevery word that the exultant eld muan
uttered.

A glare of licht here suddenly burst on the
unshuttered window, fully illuminating the
apartment.

“ What can that be?’ said Ned TFennell,
runnivg to the window, which looked into the
little yard,

“Ha! ha! ha!” Jaughed Costigan, down in
his very stomach. '

¢ Merciful Heavens ! the hay-loft is on five,”
rcjoined Ned.

“Ih? what? what Ned? don’t say that,
Ned, my goed boy, don't say that,”” cried poor
Nick M‘Grath, suddenly lowered in his high
tones, and struck almost into inaction by this
new terror, as was tostified by his weak and
mumbling voice, shaking frame, and vain at-
tempts to rise from his kneeling posture,—
“Don't say that; Ned, if it is truth you are
speaking we must all be destroyed in a few
minutes! The warercoms, you know, Ned;
the warerooms all round the hay-loft—"

Another very original kind of laugh escaped
Costigan; his chest and shoulders undergoing
quick convulsions, in proof of the internal plea-
sure it gave him. '

“ I know, sir,”” answered :Ned to his poor

That woent

" ¢

‘

master, I kuow foo well what dunger we are
I—come here, sir,” lie dragwed tho bewildered
old man 0 & window which looked into the
the street, thrust out his own head and
shoulders, after he had  with great difficulty
raised it up, snd with all the power of his
lungs shouted *fire! firel”

;; NO.

 Now, for heaven's soke, dear siv, endeavor
to keep your wits about you, v all will indeed
be lost—dive ! lire!”  Ned shouted again.

HT will, Nedo my boy. T will keep all my
wits about me—you'll wee T will—an' the foels,
Ned! my poor fools, Ned! my poor fools! are
they to be roasted alive 100 ?  Only why dida’t
they keep oft the five and the ilduek from the
house and the plice, and such w plouty of them
in it this night of «ll the nichits i the year,”

The old malefuctor aguin langhed his own
well esteemed laugh,

“Nilence ! you grey-lieadad senundrel,” said
‘Ned  Fennell, turning fievedy  upon him,
“silenee ! or you'll tempt me o brain you on
the spot: for your lauch frichiens me like the
favgh of o devil!” 1l snatched up the iron
bar which lay near (Costioan, sprang to the
window, and a third time sheuted © fire!”

Sushes were now thrown up in the opposite
howses, and voices, in shricking alarm, de-
numded whero the tive was: and whon Ned
awswered, they, in their tuims, wavd® him back
his fewrful ey of < five, fire I and (ﬂ.s':lppe:lrml
into their honses to dress hastily, and issue
forth to voluntecr their b it Lo arrest
the culumity.

“Now, sin,” resumed Ned heceehingly to
his naster, < do what [ tell you, for God's
sake; go down stuivd, wet the key ol the
hall door, and let i vome of the neich-
bors, to help me to put cut the fire—T must
work by mysclt till they et in—Lord heip us
whut's this ?—why the oll man is cither dying
or struck with sickness””  ITe thus interrupted
hitusell] as he peredived that Nick M Glrath was
now sitting en the floor, with his back to the
wall, smiling wd wusttering, and unable to
make the shghtest exertion,

Ned Fennell stood a mmnent in almost
agontzed thought,  Then he duarted down stairs,
the bar of iron in Dis hands,

In w few seeonds Fiobin (foztigan knew that
he henrd the naise of hattering at the street
door, on the inside; and in o tew wore was
certain that Ned Fennell had. for the prosent,
been obliged to give up the attempt in de-
spair,

“Curses on his gimder head,” growled Cos-
tigan—> hie huen’t brains ewongh it to give
a minute’s guess that 1 have the key in my
own pocket.” '

Aguin the old robber bent his car to all the
noises arvaund hiw,

He lLewrd other and other window-sashes
thrown up, sud then the seremning dewnands of
“where—whern P und reverberations of the
wild cry of *tiire! fire! fire!” running, like
five itself, up ad down  the streat—the street
whieh, a tew moments before, hal heen as dully
and as deadly sifent, s the sealed tomb,  Af.
ter this the noise of vuuning lect sounded
abrend, of wlich o great nuny cume to Nick
MGrath's houss door, while velees roared and
hellowed vul cutrruties and entmands to have
it opened; aud while the still gathering crowd-
knocked aud kicked at it, till the street echoad
again, <.\ sledge, asledee!” e then heard
them say; and still the clamor of running fect
and frightencd volees inereased every instant,
And io the midst of this uprowr the curfew-
bell, before mentioned as hung in the high
stracture, over the Tholsel, now only a few
yurds distunt, suddenly clanged out a thrilling
peal; it wag designedly rung in a hurried
and irregular manner, sometimes slow and low,
sometimes loud and fast, conveying to the al
ready terrificd minds of those who heard it a
fancy that, suddenly wakened out of its sleop,
like themnselves, it also shured their present
trepidation. At all events, ds its clash, clash,
broke over the midoight repose of the little
city, ‘penetrating its cvery mook, and reaching
even to its wide-spread suburbs, no tocsin ever
produced a greater panie,

Crash ! at the hall-door below, and Costigan
swore that it was burst open. He was righy,
and immediately he heard running and vocifer-
ating through the house, and alnost at the
same moment his apprenmtice (uickly, yet
stealthily, glided into the room.

¢ Your knite here !”” said the old offender.

The not unapt boy looked, comprehended,
and instantly procecded to cut the cords that
bound his master.

“ You done it, then!” growled Gostigan dur.
ing thie rapid process.

t T did—well.”

¢ Is the hall-door wide open forus 27 .-

‘« Ag wide open as hell’s hall-door is for us,”

“ Folly on, then!" and Costigan jumped up,
and was hastening out of the apartment,

“Ishe safe?” quecstioned his young col
lengue pointing to Nick M¢Grath, who lay
huddled up in a corner, and as silent as if ke
were doad, ‘ '

“ No, but the fright 'ill do for him—whe-
ther or no, we havn't time now; no, nor the
$o0ls convenient ; make speed after me, I say.”

In a short time, indeed,” the two' worthies .

ellopis
L

had egcaped from the house almost unnotived,

’



