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CTAPTER XVE.
" A good, long stride, in seven.lexgue boots,
yYer some years.

‘ The cor{)orate authorities of _1~':1the1' Con-
nell’s city, had, in common-council asscmbled,
. decreed and ordered, that, within the bounds
* of thelr jurisdiction, it should be summer, or
the *summer half-yem’ from the month of
" March to the month of September, aud that, in
consequence no lamps need be lighted during
that time; in fact, that po lamps should be
lighted. They had also come to i deciston
that, wpon cach and every night when the al-
. manac foretold ever so thin a glezm of moon-
shine, it was to be, to all intents und purposcs,
« woonlight night, over the whole space they
coverned, and hence, they again comuranded,
“that even during their # winter half-year.”
when moonlight nights of this description oc-
curred, the streets of their good city should not
_be indebted to human art for a single addi-
tional ray of illumination. That these orders
- in council for the regulation of the heavenly
bodies weré deduced from very uice scicatific
calaulations, is mot quite averred: hut tlgut-
- thei suited, indifferently well. the peculiar
’ ccoi?'omy of the little, crafty. eorporztion. is po-

sitively asserted. .

It is November. - It is a November cvening
tou; the town clock has just struck sevem.—
Furthermore, it is 2 moonlight night—iu the

_ almanac; that is, supresing the woon to be
really “ made of green cheese.”” no more than a
seument of the edge of her crust can possibly
be yet visible to her mistress the carth, and
even of that mother curth, or at least as many

_¢f her ehildren as dot the surface of the small

‘locality we have now to do with, are uuable to

discern a glint, so heavy and substantial is the

canopy of blue-blaok clouds, interfering be-

tween the satellite and her primary. But no

matter for all that, the corporate sages of the

kcity had decided that a moonlight night it was
to be; and so not a single one of their paltry,
half:starved little lamps is winking itself asleep,
through the thick, the almoss material dark-
nesy, :

And on this pleasunt evening theye is 2 low,
fat, little, old man, lenning on his fat. little
elbows and arms over the uncouth half-door of
his shop, aud by his low whistle, and his
glances up and down the street, he docs uot

* geem at all inconvenienced by the stute of the
weather, or the want of lamplight. Tle is the
owner of a small tencment, with small windows
in it, and yet these windows having sashes so
heary, that it was very difficult to raise them
up, that is any of them that conld at all be
raised up. ‘But in truth, the greater number
of them had not been stirred for many years
and the dust and dirt had not been brushied off
them, onc might suppose, since the first day of
their construction ; and almost every little pane
of glass in them had been so often pieced =ud
patched, that it became cventually dou‘btful
whether any of their original glazery existed.
And the little, fut old wan’s little shop had an
inflation, called a bow-window, projecting‘into
the path-way of the street, and so dingy, that
the sharpest eye could not penetrate pust 1ts
surtaee, .

What in the world he did there. peeping
over lus half:-door, and whistling confidential
music to himself, no rational passer-by could,
for the life of him, imagine. . There was noth-
ing in the clouds in any wise attractive ; ueither
OON, NOY STATS, Dor Aurora Borealis, nor o
vomet, not even color, nor otion, nor ch.:mgc,'
not vagiety of any kind, nor cven a promise of
it all night long. The milliner’s shop opposite
to him was shut up, so that he could sec no
finer in its windows, no fine people within it-
sell ;L;my, lie couldn’t read, through the dense
vloow,; even the milliner's name upon her sign-
board neross the street. The cloth-shop next
to the milliner’s at one side was also closed ;
the grocers at its other side had very, very
little custom, To be sure a few people, forced
from their fireside by some grievous necessity,
on such a chilly and doleful evening, now_aund
then passed him, plashing through the little
water-pools, or Slidieg over, or elsc sticking in
the glutinous puddle of the streets: but if
these visions interested him, he could enjoy

 thein but for 2 few seconds at a time, as they

- (quickly vanished 2t his either hand, inte the
wide open “jaws of darkness.”

So no onc could possibly tell what he was
doing, and now for nemly two hours had been
doing, in his own mind, as e leancd over 'lns
little half-door, emitting his almost inaudible
little whistle, and rolling his heavy fat_oyes in
every dircction.  Could he tell himself? To-
“deed he could not.

A soft, lumpish, “fuvisible substance, sud-

- ‘desly smotc him on the oheek. He started,
- shuddered, snid some -prayers, but did not
“otherwisc ¢hange his attitude. A second time,

* he.was hit on the other clieek, in . the same

* way, and s-second timo he .z_c_mg, did what he

had dong bofore. Al third ‘4 fourth tiwe,

Safifeh and o sixth time; may;a:fientieth time,

nysterious - assaultal-were: répeuted ; and

yet, though evidently suffering great fear and
terror, he would only pray the more volubly
without flinching a step from his unlucky posi-
tion. And could he now tell you what was the
matter? He was very sure he could. He
was suffering under some deserved chastisment,
from the ¢ good people.” They were fairy
blows he felt, he would solemmly assure you.
“A-rodge, i-rodge, come out o’ that, a-rodge,”
excliimed an almost naked, full limbed, gi-
gantie figure, closc to him, without head-cov-
ering, bare-footed, and burelegged : the voice
that spoke was half discordunt, half mirthful,
and the speaker, or rather gibberer, bent his
large face close to our friend’s and grimaced
idiotically at him. He held one of the skirts
of the indeseribable clothing round his loins
tucked over his left arm, and in the skirt was
some oatmeal, and he would constuntly dart his

right hand among the provender, snateh up

some of it, and dash it towards his mouth ; but
he as often hit with it different parts of his
countenance as he succeeded in lodging any of
it within the receptacle for which it was in-
tended ; and this constant powdering of his
Teatures gave & very ghastly expression to them,

¢ A-rodge, a-rodge, come out o’ that, a-rodge.”

¢ Ts that you. Mickle ?” placidly cuestioned
the little, fat man, as e immediately obeyed
the command, to “ come out o' that,” by ut lust
altering his attitude, and opening his half-door.

The monster bent himself hali' double, und
gallopped into the little dingy . shop. a fourth
part lighted by the very smallest taper, and
through it into the interior of the house.

“ You've got nothin’, ye heggin’ ¢ budyy,"”
was the next salutation which the little shop-
keeper received from a thin, sharp-featured
mum, whose eyes was like that of a vicious,
half-intelligent pig, und so small that his very
large nose, high check-bones and beetling eye-
brows, npearly hid it. He wus inveterately
yellow. He wore a suit of rusty black, be-
grimed and tattered; his black locks hung in
matted cords about lis checks and shoulders;
and he carried under his arm something rolled
up in a shoemaker’s leathern apron.

“ Here, GGeorge. here,” was the only answer
of the person addressed. as he again undid his
hatchway,

Georee entered. but did not race off as
Mickle had done ; he paused in the shop.

“You've got nothin’, I suy, nor nome of

your cursed breed ?” he azain cuestioned. as he

blinked his eyes, with spiteful eagerness, ut the!

little, old, fat man.

¢ No, George. no.”

¢ There's no demand, you bepgin’ bocfeeh 2™

#No demand, George, none.”

¢« There’s no demand on the mun with the
pepper-ind-salt coat 2

“ No demand, in-life, George,” and George's
friend was closing his halt-door, when the
caustic idiot ran hastily to hiw, seized him by
both arms, and while his sharp teatures took
nearly a crying expression, shook him violently.

“ By Herns I'd run you through, you bee-
gin’ thief! We're free, we're frec—frec of the
city—there is no one dare confine us, or shut
dooxs on ws—I'd yun you through: or any o
your cursed breed. We're free, T say?” he
held his fore-finger close to the shopkeeper’s
eye, as if about to dart it full into the orh.

“ Oh; yes, you're free. Gicorge; there’s no
doubt of it.”

¢ No doors to be shut on us?”

 No, no, George.” .

«Ho! ho! Lol yellow George! yellow
Greorge ! was sereamed over the half-door, by
a low-sized, disjointed looking fellow, with a
round fuce deeply pitted from the small-pox,
one of his eyes. a sightless mass, projecting
from its lids; and the other. ns well as the
rest of his features, expressive, notwithstanding
Liis frequent laughter, of much idiotic ferocity.
e was clothed in a cast-off suit, much too
large for him : his shoes were particularly so,
He bent his face constantly towards the ground.
His arms were very long, and he moved by oc-
casionally hopping on his right leg, and then
jerking forward the other side of his person.

« (to *long, ye blackamocrs, breed that lived
on horses’ flesh,” eried George. runuing to-
wards hini, in return for his salutation.

« Yellow George, the foel ! shouted Paddy
Moran, aveiding the rencontre. and slinging
himeelf forward in the same direction which
Mickle had taken, i

«] say, Budgy Domally, we've free, and
there's no demand ?'7 reiterated yellow (ieorge.

“Qh! no, George, no.”

 Well, we'll recompense you for that. T'll
put you in my uncle’s, the aldermun’s h,ouse;
an' T'11 throw you fish an” a bag of bran,” was
Georgo’s promise—one often made, by the way,
as he followed his two predecessors. ]

Budgy Donally, us George had called him,
resumed his place at the half-door, and he lad
scarcely fixed himself in his old position w}mn
a repetition: of the fuiry blows (they certainly
were inflicted -by some mnseen ageney) occul-
red; andrazain he started, half- shouted in
terror, snd rapidly muttered his pruyers, but
seill he would not wince uunder t-h.e.lpﬂlctlon,
nor even turn away his head from it. .

« A poor boy that’s burned wid the frost,

whiningly appenled.a fresh visitant, a man|p

clothed in shreds and patches, and different

portions of his attire kept on him by the aid of
small Lay-ropes.  As he announced himself] he
Jeaned luzily on « long, thick wuttle.

Ason the former occasion, the little hall-
door quickly opened to him: and as he, too,
very leisurely plodded his way into the ipside
of the house—he continued his czotisticnl
account of himself. .

“ My fut ts complainin® agin the road, a’
wy bones is grumblin' ngin the westher: an’ I
can’t stop unywhere at all—an’ T'm always
goin’ about over an’ hether—an’ T don’t see
any business T have goin’ ahout anywhere—no,
no more business nor a starved bee in a fallow-
field.” And at these words his voice died
away in the distance,

¢ Theyre purshuin® me over un' hether. an’
here an’ there, an’ through the bogs, an’ across
the hills, an® over the river, an’ into the thick
woods—theyre purshuin’ me ever an ever.”

These words weve volubly nttered by a new-
comer. e was a middle-sized. and more than
middle-aged person, wearing a batteved and
broken straw hat, of which the very wide brim
flapped fur down lis face ; a flaming old plush
searlet-colored waist-cont, hanging half off’ his
person, in ribbons; and small-clothes to mateh ; a
tattercd soldier’s coat, of the bygone taste,
when long, full skivts, and abundance of tape
flourishing over cuffs, lapels, and collar. were
excellent military fashion. Stockings he had
none ; and when hie moved, his brogues slipped
up and down

Onee more the hatchway unclosed. and this
gentleman  entored, and also passed  away
through the shop, walking very hastily, bend-
ing his head and eyes downwards, and still
declaring, how much and how devionsly he was
¢ purshoe'd,”

And therc was yet anothe rvisitor : one clad
coarzely, but not in tattars or patches: for his
dress—although .very old, appeared to have
been kept together with the greatest dilizence
of needle and thread, and seemed the velic of
former respectability; his pale, spare fuce, was
solemn and serious, as if his mind were abways
absorbed in deep caleulation; and he entered
with his arms closely folded across his breast,

Ie did not greet our hospitable friend. as

ingress wus afforded to him: but was silently
pacing after the other visitors, when the lictle
| propitetor of the house addressed him,
*“ Three barrels. seventeen stones, st two-
' penee farthing half-farthing a stone 2"’ the man
stopped suddenly, looked straight before him
» only for a few sceonds, compressing his lips into
»a mere line, and then answered, * fifteen wd
' two-pence half-penny,” and onwurd he pursued
his way.

The last arrival on this particular evening
was a ereature of very low stature, having a
soldier’s stock under his neck, a hoy's jacket on
his body, and sueh & mass of rags tied with
twine round his nether limbs, that he was
obliged to lubor hard whenever he chose to put
them in motion.

This curiosity made many hideous grimaces
and gestieulations to the door-keeper, who, for
the last time opening the hatchway, aud point
ing inwards allowed the deaf snd dumb fool to
pass out of his shop. o

e was scarcely gone. when a tall. well-
limbed, and very handsome youth. vaulted over
the half-door and stood, half laughing. before
our benevolent friend,

“ Al Ned, I'm glad you're come back ; o
behind the counter now, and look over the
day's aceounts.”  The lad cheerfully obeved.
his master follwing him.

“WWhat red spots are those on your cheeks,
sir?"" questioned Ned, before they enguged in
their task.

“QOh! Ned, what would they be but fairy
blows ? for two long hours and more that T was
looking over the door, the ¢good people’ never
stopped sthriking me—just like ns if bie bulletts
were hitting me all over the face and shoulders
—look, Ned—here's the way they went on at
me—"'

He shut his little plump fist, protruded the
knuckle of its middle finger, und as a practical
iliustration of how the fuiry blows had been
inflicted, began to punch away ut his apprentice
as fast as he could with that particular knuekle,
¢ Hugh, hugh, hugh—here’s the way they went
at me—"' accompanying every punch with a
“ hugh; md he did punch so quickly and so
resolutely into Ned’s face and forchead, that
the latter was obliged luughingly to ery out for
quarter.

#* Qh, siv, that's enough: I now comprehend
right well how they went on at you;”” and he
endeavored to avoid what natural philosophers
would call u demonstration by experiment.
But his mater, suddenly seizing him by the
collar with his disengaged hand, continued to
punch, on until he lost his breath from the real
tutigue of his occupation.

And a light here hegins to break in wpon us.
Notwithstanding the arbitrary title conferred
on him by yellow George, the little personage
before us was indeed no other than Nick
' Grath—poor Atty Femnell’s “buffalo-man,”
who exhibited some of the munners of thut
animal at the Charitudle Socicty, upon the
cvening when, most fatally for himself, Atty
resided over the ussembly: = - .
“ Yes, that's the way they went on at me,

~

Ned,” be resumed at lust, getting quict from
mere lack of breath and strength.

 And on my word, they must have smarted
you pretty well, sir.”

«“Ol! T'm black and blue from them. Ned,”

“And no wonder sir, if they worked so
hard,” and he rubbed his own face over and
over with his extended hand, “but why didn't
you go away from the door, and so escape ?”

“No, no, Ned, no: "tis always the best tolet
the ¢ guod people’ have their awn way; if you
thry to stop "em they'll wither you up some
time' or other, tis the right plan not to stir
hand or foot agin them; aund whenever they
come across you, Ned, take care not to vex “em
by doing anything else.”

Tl be as civil as smooth water to them,
sir.”

“ Do, Ned, do, or the Heavens only knows
what wight happen ;” and with this business-
like advice, Nick M Grath retired to his little
“parlor, kitehen, and all,” to- warm himsclf,
take his glace of punch, sweetened with mol-
asses from his own little oil and color shop;
and when that had been imbibed. to suy, his
prayers preparatory to going to bed. with his
back to the fire. :

CHHAVTER XV1I,

Ned, left in the shop to regulate the day’s
accounts, sce that hix cash was all vight, and
everything in order, could uot help soliloruiz-
ing—

“And on my word. Master Neddy, yon
richly deserve, after all, the knuckling you
hove just got ;—'twas something like what ix
called, in fine Eaglish, retributive justice;
what # simpic, poor man '—We well knew he
would leave all the blame to the fairies, and
never suppose that his own hepeful apprentice,
and one or two scapegraces like hiin. were his
tormentors ; kind-hearted little eveature! ‘tis
a pity to play tricks on you—and yet you
tempt a body to it.”

In fact, the fairy blows had been given by
soft clay balls, impelled through an old gun-
bamrel, o sport at which Ned and bis friends
alluded to, took great delight, and in which
they had, from constant practice, become ex-
cellent marksmen; an assertion that rceent evi-
dence will doubtless rendér very credible.

He was busily engaged .finishing his day's
tot, hiz face bent intently towards his account-
book. when # low gentle voice murnmured very
near to him: % Master Neddy Fennell.”

He suddenly looked up. A tallt female, en-
valoped in the usudl dark blue cloak, stood im-
mediately opposito to him, on the ether side of
the counter.  One land and arm of this figure,
quite bare, were visible outside the cloak, in
erder that its wearer might hold its hood close-
ly gathered over her face; and no wrm could
be rounder, and more heautifully proportioned
ghan was that one; while the hand, thouyrh red.
wits small, phump, and with tapering fingers.—
They both hinted, however, that their owner
must be a very young girl,

“ Welly my dear 2 guestioned Ned.

“ 1 have some words to spike to you, youny
man.” answered a sad, wusieal voiee, still in a
very low tone, and indeed only half heard
within the folds of the fmpervions hood.

e Out with them, my pet; and let o body
sec your face. won't you?”

e moved his hand towards the hoold.

'Fhe person stepped back ont ol his reach,

“ That's not the way v muke me tell you
anything, sir."” she said.

“Why so? You say you wiunt to speak
with me. and yot won't let me see your face ?—

Come, come, my dear, T ean curry on no such

mysterious conversation in am honest wman's
house; that face T must se¢, or—"" he was
abut to vault nerosz the eounter, when an
carnestly whispered caution stopped him.

# Hould yer hand, young min! T will let
you sce my face and weleome; but not here,
nor at the present time. It might be u sore
thing for both of us, if' I let go the hood or my
cloak in this place. I have words to spake
with you, I say over aguin, ay, and there’s us
much as life and death in thewr words; but I
won't spake them to you mow, no more than [
will let you sce my face now.”

“Life and death, good girl! Tooli! you
must be # fool, whatever kind of a fuce youn
have ou yon. What do you mean?’ e was
again putting himself in motion; she went on
rapidly in sliarp whispers.

% For the Lord's suke, don't come next or
nigh me!” Her head hastily turned in the
direction of the Lalf-daor.,  * Qch, och! there
is cyes upon me! T see one abroad, durk us it
is. watching me clese! don’t stir, I bid you—
nor speak a word to me—nor scem to take no-
tice of me at all—Dhut listen, listea! T'min
possessivn of & kuowledge that concerns yonr
life—and I am here, ac the risk of my own
life, to try und save yours—so meet me this
very night, and as soon as you can, for hoth
our sukes. You know Joan Tlaherty's house
in the grusk”—(x scattercd handful of any-
thing)—¢ of houses on Gallows Green—mect
me there, and be sure you take a roundabout
and a crooked. road to it, that no living soul
muy guess yowll be on the roud to it, Meet
me in Joan Tlaherty’s house, I say, and it's
there I'll tell you my words—and it's there
T'll take the hood from my face toe, for T don't

—_—
want 1o hide the face from you; oeh, no! nor
the heart neither—now God  be with 3‘0u——mxd
for this wide world’s wealth don’t fail me v

Before Ned Pennell could reply,. she had
bounded like a fawn into the street. He now
veally vaulted across the counter, and, with as
;llmchl agility, as ll.m]r.sclff, followed her. But

it almanac moonlicht '

baftled his attempts to c(-)llzého tad??lti.fz,l CODIPICtGIj{‘
!  attes ; sliupso of her
I amy dircction; and a moment's thought
c.urbed his flect foot, in its iustinetive st:u'?—-
like the pawing of a spirited horse cuwer for
his journey—to vace after the unknown visitor
A wholesome recollection of duties to be ycl';
gone through at howe, also helped to keep Lim
for the present quiet,

{\'0 he retmmed into the diney little shop
quite finished his asceounts, and then fell tl;
barring, holting. and leckine, for the night,

_“You're done there, Ned, my good boy.
am't you?"" questioned Lis aster’s kind. lit-
tle. eracked voice, from his unscen back-pu;'lor.

“Quite, sir.”" answerod Ned, as he shot the
last bolt, . :

“ Come in lere then, mnd tuke a lantern and
go uud count the fools.™ ’

Nedobeyed,  “ Connting the fools,” was one
of his nightly occupations. to be attended to as
strictly as any other af his responsibilities,

To therear of the sudl house was a small
yard, and to one side of this yard was Liy-
loft, gained by a step-ladder: other buildines
iwound it, serving as store-lonses, for the lapee
stock of oil, piteh. tar. turpentine. and other
combustible materials. having to do with Niok
M-Geath’s  thriving business, as an il and
color werchant,  Tn tiie hay-loft all the fools,
idiots, and  deranged persons. whom we have
scen enter the little nun's sliop, were now be-
ginning to nestle down until morning, and
Nick MGrath, for a partienlar purpose, thouuh
a usual one, -wished to ascertain distinctly of’
how miny such lodgers hie could eall himself the
lodt and dandlord.

Ned Fenuell accordingly stepped in among
them,  With all ol them, except one, he had
previously been well aequainted — this one.
however, had’ been but twice in the caravan-
sary’ and was the individual who complained
so much, and so ceasclessly of being pur-
shoo'd.”” As Ned now pussed through the as-
sembly of miserable beings, wldressing ov re.
plying to them, cach in his own dialect. he wus.
much:struck with the quantity of witless word«
strung together by the new-comer; and onee.
as the man glunced up at Lim, from under the
broad, flapping brim of his old straw hat. Ned's
mind suddenly started, and & most disagreeable
feeling came over him. which he could neither
account for nor definc. [t was, however, a
trae feelinz. although not warranted by ai)y
process of ratiocination--will wrounded instingt
far beyond, at that moment, all the pretensions
of reason,

_“Seven of them to-night, sir,” said Ned to
his imaster. as he returned from. the inspec-
tion,

“ All the better, Ned, the more the better :
the more fools in the liouse, the more luck tc;
the howse-—here. Nelly Brechun—brine the
bread and the milk ; seven half-loaves in the
basket, and »even pints of milk in the ecan—
There’s seven of them  to-night, Nelly—so, vet -
their supper quick.” e

Nelly Brechan soon obeyed her master's or-
ders; and Nick M:Grath, having put on his
exceedingly low-crowned hat over his brown
serateh wig, and after having buttoned up to
his chin the snuff-colored surtout, which reach-
cd from that chin to his very heels, took the
lantern in Lis hand, and went, followed by Ned
with the provisivns, up und into the hay-loft,

_ Its tenants were quickly astiv,  The gigan-
tie, half-uaked figure, who had first entered the
house. was now ulso the fiest person to seramble
for his supper. e had cuite burrowed into
the iy, and  came  galloping forward op all-
fours, :

“ A-vodge, a-vodge,” he bellowed out—: eive
me—give—give—'"und he suatehed half a Joaf
made « nearly suceessful grasp at another, and:
then fiercely attacked the milk-can, the con-
tents of which he would most likely have
dushed about the loft, had uot yellow Georee
the eaustic idiot, chirged forward o the rescue.

“Go-long, you emadliawn,’ he said, s
proaching the pointol his fore-finger to. Mickle's.
very cyclushes, while his retl, little eyes glowed
—“ T'll ran you through, you begpin’ bochach,
—by the vartue of, our oath, I'll run you
through, you big nothin’.” '

ITis fierce glance, and terrible threat, seenied
to- produce au instantaneous effect on the-
ravenaus giant, who, twisting round still on.
all-fours, and crying out—¢oh ah! oh ah1—
a-rodge, a-radgc—oh! ali! ok I” darted - back
into his den of day. : ' ,

“There’s ne demand, Budgy Donally #
George then inquired, ere he would receive his
own preficred portion of supper — meanine
thereby, that he was under no obligation for-
the food—and it may be noticed here, by the
way, that peor George used to give z new
name, out of his own head, to every person of
his acquaintance, the moment such person first
met his cye, and neyer afterwards did be foreet
that name, rior eépsc. to apply.it-te its obj;ct..

Heaven only know

from what pariial' vemem--




