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CHEATING THE GUAGER;
OR,
HOW BARNEY O'TOOLE INFORMED.
AGAINST HIMSELF.

AN IRISH STILL-HUNTING EPISODE.
e By an ex-British Subaliern,

Once upon a tine, when the Duke of York—
God bless him !—reigned at the Horse Guards,
and it was an article of faith that the command-
er-in-chief could do no wrong—an illusion now
happily dispelled—it was ordained by tate and
his Royal Highness, that 1, John Jollynose, a
jovial subaltern, in the Royal Fire-eaters, should
becoine a temporary inhabitant of that island
which one of her entiusiastic children maintains
to be ¢ first flower of the earth,” and which an-
other of ber well-wishers proposed should be
sunk in that sea, of which, on the same autho-
rity, she is asserted to be the “ zem.” TIn other
words, I was guartered in Ireland. '

Not the prosperous, well-bebaved, slow going
Erin of these degenerate modern days, when
bogs are wilfully drained and cultivated, to the
destruction of snipe-shooting : when corn-fields
are arrogantly superseding the good old fashion-
ed potato-gardens; and Irish gentlemen have
taken to paying their tailors’ bills ; but the regu-
lar whiskey-drinking, jig-dancing, shillelab-flou-
rishing, rebellious Ireland of forty years ago, when
every man’s house was his castle, from which he
defied the law and all its myrinidons.

One of the most rampant institutions in those
good rollicking days, was the illegal manufacture
of whiskey; and the duty of assisting the civil
power in iIs suppression, was looked upon with
almost as much dread as banishment to Sierra
Leone. The vnfortunate individual engaged in
the uncongenial sport of still-hunting, was con-
verted for the time being into a regular Robinson
Crusoe, with all the exciting accompaniments en-

_ joyed by that illustrious exile; as the distillation
of the outlawed spirit was carried on 1n the wild-
est and most uncivilized parts of the country.—
Tt is not singular that this duty was rather unpo-
pular among military meu ; for though willing to
lay down their lives for their country in a fair
fight, there were very few candidates for the
bonor and glovy of being shat by an illicit dis-
tuller of %attcen.

Entertaining strong objections myselfto becom~
ing an animated target under any circumstances,
and being naturally of a social disposttion, no lan-
guage can express the intensity of the disgust 1
experienced on reading one evening in that pe-
remptory volume the Regnaental Order Book,
that Lieutenant Jollynose would “ hold himself
in readiness to procecd with a detachment to
Baliyblanket, there to be stationed, and assist
the civil power in the suppression of illicit dis-
tittation.” It 15 unnecessary to repeat the ener-
getic expression 1 made use of as [ sent the of-
fending manuscript llying to the other side of the
room, to the no small astonishment of the or-
derly-sergeant who bad hrought it. ¢ kold my-
gelf in readiness ¥ I exclaimed bitterly, when
the non-commissioned officer had vanished after
gravely picking up the book and saluting without
maving a tuscle of his countenance. “ Just as
if T should be ever ready to exchange all the fun
and jollity of head-quarters, with a steeple-chase
and a dozen balls in perspective, for solitary ve-
getation in the middle of an Irish bog, with no

“one to speak to but the priest and the excise-

" man, and nothing 1o eat but eggs and bhacon.”

"o be obliged to leave unfinished, at a most
interesting crisis, a flirtation I was engaged in
with Julia Mackintosh, the prettiest girl in the
place, to the no small eavy of a score of rivals,
and march to Ballyblanket, a little town some-
where in Wicklow, the female population of
which walked about with bare legs and no bon-
nets,—O, it was too horrible! But [ resolved
not te resign myself to my fate without a strug-
gle. Aithough au order once issued is thought
to be as unchangeable as the laws of the Medes
and Persians, if I rould only provide a substitute,
I might escape the doom which hung over me of
exile from mess, and separation from the only
girl I ever truly loved in that part of Ireland.

I rusked frantically about the barracks, and
expatiated in glowing terms, and quite at ran-
dom, on the beauty of the imountain scenery, and
the excellence of the snipe-shooting to be ob-

 tained at Ballyblanket, of which T knew about
as much as 1 did of Kamschatka. T patbetically
represented to each and every subaltern T met,
that by taking my place in the terrestrial para-
dise I had pated, it would only be a source of
the greatest gratification to himself, but wouli
everlastingly oblige his attaclied friend and com-
rade, John Jollynose. :

All, however, seemed to turn a deaf ear to
my eloquent appeals; and I was upon the point
of giving up in despair, when, to my great joy,
I discovered a sentimental young ensign who had
been abominably jilted, and was plunged in the
Jowest depths of despair in consequence, T im-
mediately gave bim the benefit of the enthusias-
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tic descriptions, which the others, to their shame
be it told, had failed to appreciate, and dwelt af-
fectingly on the calm repose, so soothing to a
wounded spirit, to be epjoyed at Ballyblanket.
He gave in at once ; this touching allusion to
his dejected state, fairly overcame him, and be
burst into tears. He didn’t care, he said, about
snipe-shooting, the only thing he wanted to shoot
was himself’; 1t was a matter of perfect indiffer-
ence to him where he went—bis life was a blank
now ; she was another’s ; and be rather liked the
idea of going to Ballyblanket, as the solitude of
the Wicklow mountains would fitly barwoenize
with the desolate void that was ia his beart ; and
should a bullet from the bluuderbuss of some
vindictive Milesian put an end to his miserable
existence, he would consider it the greatest fa-
vor that could be conferred upon Lim; with
which cheerful sentimeat he left mie to commence
packing.

% Hurrah !” I exclaimed in an ecstacy of de-
hght. ¢ [ thought that hit ahout ¢a waunded
spinit’ would hook him. What a luckly thing
his fair one should have thrown hitn over just in
time to save me from Ballybianket! 1t’s an
ill wind that blows oobady good. Now I can
keep Julia all to myself.”

I was reckoning without my commanding of-
ficer, and hallowing before T was out of the
wood—or rather bog. My praise-worthy at-
tempt to oblige the interesting victim of unre-
quited attachment, proved an uiter failure. [
bad written to the adjutant, asking him to nego-
tiate the exchange of duties, thinking, of course,
no objection could be raised in *he orderly room ;
when, in the midst of my fraatic demonstrations
of joy at my release, a knock came to the door,
and in walked that functionary himself, with my
note in his hand. T knew something was the
matter from the official way in which be clatter-
ed into the room, and iny beart sauk within e
at the rattle of bis steel scabbard.

“The colonel desires me to tell you,” bawled
Dumbell, standing bolt upright, and speaking in
the foud monotouous tene in which he used to
read out the proceedings of a court martial on
parade, * that he regrets exceedingly it is out of
his power to grant your request, as he has espe-
cially selected you for the cominand of that de-
tachment about to praceed to Ballyblanket, on
arcount of the implicit confidence be places in
your judgment, and the adimrable qualifications
you possess for the satisfactory discharge of the
difficult duties you will be called on to perform ;
which means, Jollynose, my boy,” said Dumbell,
with a wink, dropping lis official elbow, and
subsiding into my arm chair, *that you've been
bleeding the old gentleman a leetle too frecly
lately.  Here’s your route,” drawing a hard-
hearted looking document from his pocket and
tossing it on the table ; © you start to-morrow.”

“ What 77 1 sereamed, “ not even twenty-four
hours’ notice 77

% Case of emergency,” said Dumbell, who on
duty matters, spoke in short, staccato sentence:
< guager disappeared-—he was last seen at Bal-
lyblanket.”

¢« But,” T urged appealing'y, “ T have't a thing
packed; and my servant’s a prisoner in the
guard-rootm,”

* Cag’t help it—colonel’s order—rparade to-
morrow—eight sharp. I thought,” said Dum-
bell, poking the fire with the end of his scab-
bard, “ when I saw you crowing over the old
fellow every night, aud jaking him abaut his bad
play, that your fun wouldn’t last very long.—
Take my advice,” said he solemnly, rising to de-
part, baving successfully smashed a refractory
knob of coal into ¢ smithereens,” you’ll fnd that
your winning from him is generally always a
losing game i the end.”

Dumbeil was right. T had been guilty of the
unpardonable crime of being a better whist-
player than my commanding officer —an ill-tem-
pered, blue-nosed old veteran, who cared for no-
thing but cards and port-wine ; and the present
opportunity was tao favorable a oae to be muss-
ed, for getting rid of an adversary who had the
knack of invariably winning the odd trick, there-
by decreasing the gouty old field-officer’s ba-
{ance at the paymasters. 1 little thought when
I was triumphantly pocketing my commander’s
half-crowns, how dearly I should have to pay for
my amusement.

Next morning, at “eight sharp,” as Dumbeli
said, I found myself shivering on parade, ina
drenching rain ; and a few minutes aflter, with
my martal.cloak around me, marching gloomily
aut of tlie barracks, at the head of my detacir-
ment, en route for Ballyblanket, the colonel ma-
liciously waving bis hand to me as I passed his
window. I had besides to run the gauntlet of
various satirical congratulations from my brother
officers, shouted alter me from the mess room,
including an offer from several to be the bearer
of any tender messages I might wisk to send te
Julia as iy last dying speech, and an afiection-
ate request from the senior easign, to take the
greatest care of myself, and on mo account, to

give bim bis promotion by sharisg the fute of

the misemg exciseman. 'The rejected lover,
dissppointed of his * dreary solitude,” and the
chance of perforation he was so anxious for, was
the only cn¢ who sympathised with iny misfor-
tune ; the rest were only too glad to have es-
caped the “forlorn hope” which my uolucky
skull at whist had entailed on me.

After a march of three days, through a never
varying succession of mountain and baog, 2ad a
never-ending dowofall of rain, I arrived, with
my small and saturated army at Ballyblanket.—
And here I may remark, what I have no doubt
has often been remarked befure, that there is a
sullen and dogged determmation about Irish rain,
worthy of a better cause. In frapical climates,
where they have the « rains,” par excellence, the
water certainly does come down in bucketsful,
with a hearly good will while 1t lasts ; but when
once over, there’s an end of it—till aext year.
In Ireland, bowever, it rainy all 1he year round.
Fromn January to December, it is one continual
shower-bath ; aud when not actually pousing,
there is a thick mist banging about that pene-
trates (o the immnost recesses of one’™s flannel
waistcoat ; so that the awphibious inhabitants of
that excessively moist litue istand have but two
pbases of existence—the thoroughly wet auvd
excessively damp, which may, perbaps, account
for their extreme aversion to water iy its undi-
luted state, adininistered internally.

I discovered on iy arrival that Ballyblanket
was oaly occasionally occupied by a militavy de-
tachment, and that it was what is technically
termed a half-billet station, that is neither bar-
rack nor billet, with the miseries of one and the
discomforts of the other skillully combined.

A dilapidated old building had been hastily
prepared for our reception, in one corner of
which I was accommodated with a small kenoel
that had the door, window and grate so conve-
nieutly situated, that I could open one, shut the
other,and poke the fire m the third without stir-
rigg from my chair.

"The men, however, were but too glad to get a
rouf over their heads after their wel inuarch, and
soon made themsclves tolerably comfortable ;
and being no feather-bed soldier myself, and a
bit of a philosopber ta boot, after letting off wy
indiguation by the Briton’s usval salety-valve—
a goud grumble, which relieved me very maceh,
I deterwined to make the best of a bad business :
and to my surprise, soon found myself getting
jolly under circumstances that even Mr. Mark
Tapley would tave allowed afforded consider-
able opportunities for * coming nut strong.”

Bullyblagket was not a cheerful place. Si-
tuated at the foot of a bleak and desolute moun-
tain, and pearly surroun led by a vast expanse of
black aud impenetrable bog, it required o great
stretch of the imugination to fancy I had sud-
denly dropped down inte sae of those chaotic re-
gions wluch geologists delight in; and if 1 bad
el a megatherium, or other monstrosity wander-
ing awoug those gray rocks, or seen a troop of
itchthyosiuri foundering abcut in those tuky
pools, they would ouly have been it accompani-
ments to the thorgughly autediluvian and 'wocom-
fortable appearance of the praspect.

There were few buildings in the town that
could have been diguified with the nawe of bouses,
with the ex eption ol the chapel, the priests
bouse, and the tumble-down old edifice which
formed our temporary barruck, This last had
been originaily inteaded for a court-hause ; but
Justice had beea a0 little appreciated, aud so
roughly treated by the inhubitants, twat she
had long since taken her departure, and ber tew-
ple had fallen into disrepair.  The remainder of
the towa comsisted of 2 straggling steeet of ini-
serable hovels, the majority of te human oecu-
pants of which appeared (0 comist of women
and children ; and on inguiring into the cause of
the absence of the male sex, [ {earned that the
“ boys” were always husily engaged * cutting
turl”—a professivnul term, as T afterwurds learn’d,
for brewing whiskey ; in which meritorious gccu-
patian it very sacn becawne wy painful duty to
aterrnpt them.

It i generally admitted that a certain unwmen-
tionable personage has nol bheen treated with
justice in the various partraits which have been
painted of bioi 5 aud that be i not by any means
of 30 sable a tue as has been maliciously repre-
sented. To the same way I discovered that even
Ballyblunket, hud its advantages, consisting in
frst-rate shooting, awd 2 geuial parwsh priest ;
and when nat officislly ewgaged in persecuting
the unforiunate * turf-cutters,” T managed, in
total oblivior of mess, balls, and steeple-chases.
and with an orcasional sigh to the gitl [ had lelt
behind e  to pass my days slaughtering snipe
in the bags, und my nights with equal enjoy-
meat, and chess with Father Patrick. :

His revereuce had takea ine uader his especial
protection. Afl sorts ol auathemas were in-
voked upon the beads of any persons deing un
the slightest injury, and no enraged whiskey-tna-
nufacturer eculd take summary vengeauce upon
me for the destruetion of hin preperty, witheut

iucurring certan excommuuication nad every

other dwagreeable pamn and penalty it was in the
power ol the jovial Father P. to inflict.

Lt was lucky I had such a friend to stand be-
tween me and harm, for the * boys” had na cause
to beur me any particular good will. My arrival
had been the signal for the cotnmencement of a
vigarous crusade against the al fresco distilleries
with which the district abounded: and when a
still had been marked down, though anything but
a labor of love, I had nothing to do but order
out iny men, aod assist the excise officers 1 the
execution of their duty of destroying the imple-
meuls and capturing the proprietors. For the
first tvo months we were very busy, and requi-
sitions from the civil authorities were contiually
turning us out of our beds, as seizures were ge-
nerally made at night; but at the end of that
tme business began to get “slack,” as the shop-
keepers say, and an alarming rise in the price of
the condewnued spirit showed what havac we had
made among its producers, Numbers had been
taken, and their apparatus destroyed ; others had
migrated further into the mountains, where gaug-
ers were unknown ; and the few that remamned
conducted their illegal proceedings with such se-
creey as to haffie the attempts of the most sharp
scented excise-man to discover their hiding
places.

Oue man in particular, a Mr. Barney O"T'ocle
—supposed to be a deserter from some regiment,
aud celebrated all the country round for the su-
perior quality of his brew—-was koown to have
an establishiment in the neighborhoad in full work ;
and though a large reward was offered for any
information leading to the discovery of a still,
the « Old Soldier,” as Lie was ealled, had hitherto
¢luded all detection, and continued to supply Lhe
population of Ballyblanket (myself among the
uumber, sub rosa of course), with the most de-
licious mountain-dew that ever gladdened the
beart of a lonely subalters.

By the merest accident T became acquainted
with the spot where this nectar was distifled.
was strolling one day aloug a desolate valley, gun
m hand, on my way to a spring tenanted by a
lively little jack-snipe that bad hecome quite an
ofi acquaintance. I had nearly reached my
small preserve, and with two barrels at full cock,
was expecting my invulnerable little friend to
get up a screech, and whifile off as usual unharm-
ed through a shower of No. 8, when T found my-
sell suddenly enveloped in ane of those mighty
wists that were contivually stalking like ghosts
aliout' the country, which soon increased to a
drenching rain. [ lookad in vain Tor shelter.—
Not a creature was in sight ; andas far as T
knew, I was miles away from any human habita-
tion 3 so “ reversing” my arms, I made my way
to a large rock, under the lee of which T crouch-
ed, and having fighted my pipe, philosophically
made up my mind tor a ducking. My thoughts,
I suppose, took their color from the surrounding
scenery, and 1 soon became wrapped in a study
of the brownest description. 1 settled entirely
to my own satisfaction that the colonel was an
avaricious old tyrant, aod myself a2 persecuted
individual. T speculated as to who had taken my
place in the elastic aflections of Miss Mackin-
tosh. By an easy transition, my thoughts wan-
dered to Mrs. Brown, my sergeant’s wife ; and
I was deciding whether that invaluable woman
wauld hash or mince the leg of mutton that had
forned my yesterday’s dinner, when my rumina-
tions were disturbed by the figure of a man loom-
g through the wist, apparently making for the
rock uader which I was sitting.

He was dressed in a long-tailed grey frieze
coat and hayband gaiters. I could not see his
face, for lie kept his head down, butting like 2
ram at the gusts of wind that swept down the
valley ; and with ane hand holding on his apology
for a bat and the other grasping a stout black-
thorn, he battled bis way against the storm till
hie caught sight of the muzzle of my gun point-
ing to the centre of hfs waistcoat. If hoth
charges had been deposited there, he eould not
have jumped higher than ke did.

« Qch, murther | —T m done for,” be exclaimed.

¢ ITatlon, what's the matter with you ? [ said
laughing, for I never saw a man so utterly taken
aback. -* You're not shat yet 7

At the sound of my voice his alarm seemed to
subside, and after seratching his head—a practice
comwon to Iiishmen when they find themselves
in a hohble 3 the irritation acting, I suppose, as
a kind of wmenta! blister, and drawing out anidea
- he said, tuoging at a carrotty lock that was
dripping down his face, and lashing out behin
with vne of his hay-bandaged legs by way of an
cheirance 3

“Och, is it you, captain! D’m glad to see yer
konor lonking so well.?

« Yow’ve a queer way of showing it, Barney,”
[ replied ;5 for by this time I had recoged bim as
the notorious Mr. Q’Taole,

« Faith,” said he, with a comical look, « 1
thought it was Misther Ginger (this was the ex-
cise-officer.) T ask yer honor’s pardou for takin’
yoe for such a suaking ould varmiat; but the
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* It’s lueky for you I’m not,” 1 said. “J ex-
pect you’re alter no good on the mountain, Bar-
ney.”

% I was only takin’ a sthrot! this fine soft day,”
said he, trying to look the character of an ipno-
cent stroller, and failing utterly in the attempt.

“ None of your nonsense,” I said, Jaughing at
his idea of a fine day, and locking for some traee
of the still, which T guessed from his mauner was
not far distant. * Where’s the shop, eh, Bur-
ney ™

This question quite upset his assumed compo-
sure ; and he whined, dreadfully alarmed, ¢« Ah,
captain, you wouldn’t ruin a poor inaw that Las
nothin’ ilse to depind on.”

“Q, don’t be afraid of that,” I'saicd; “I am
not on duty to-day.”

His face brightened dircetly. * 'Then be my
sowl, it’s mysclf that's right glad to sec yer
honor ; aud won’t you walk in out of the rain?”

The offer of shelter was most acceptable, us
the weather, to use Barney’s expression, was get-
ting softer and softer ; but I tried in vain 1o de-
tect any sign of the habitation he xo hospitably
invited me enter. I could see nothing but the
rock I had been sitting under, in a crevice of
which there grew some stunted furze bushes. I
wag not long kept in ignarance of the entrapee
of Mr. ("I'oole’s tnountain residence; for hav-
ing first peered cautiously about, an annecessary
proceeding on his part, as the mist was thicker
than ever—he pulled aside the shrubs 1 had no-
ticed, darted through a low opening they had en-
tirely concealed, and beckoning me to follow,
disappeared into a durk passage, from the re-
cesses of which Tcould hear hin shouting,~—
“ Mind yer head, captain I’

This adinonition was not unnecessury, as, uot-
withstanding the greatest caution, my head came
several times into severe contact with jagged
and unexpected angles of rock, rassing humps wa-
known to phrenology—and I bad lo progress
some distance in o swimming position before I
emerged into a good-sized cavern, smelling un-
mistakably of wliskey,

“ Yer honor’s welcome,” said my host, bare~
headed and bowing, as soon as 1 had exchunged
my horizantal for a perpendicular positivn.

“Why, you've got quitc a saug little parlor
here,” 1 said, looking about,

“0), snug enough,” said Ilarney, grinning.--
“ JOs little I want, if ’m let alone.”

“If you could ouly Leigten your passage a
little,” said I, rubbing my head, it would be
uore convenient for your frinds.”

“1 don’ care much about convanience, you
see, captain.  You'll know your way better an-
otber time.  But sit down, yer honor,” said Bar-
ney, turning up a suspicious looking tub for my
accommodation, “ while I bar the door s and
he dived into his tunnel.

(To be concluded in our next.}

REV. DR. CAHILL
AND THB.‘PROTESTANT BISHOP OF KILKENNY.
(From the Dublin Catholic Telegraph.)

Tue General who pointy out and exposes ths
vulnerable points of the garrison he defends
from within, is a more dangerous enemy to his
companions than the foe who makes the assault:
and the reader will, perhaps, agree with me that
Dr. O'Brien, in his late public letter, has inflict-
¢d on his own Church Istablishment and Creed
a more deadly blow than could be well expected
from the attack of his most powerful agsailants.
Most people have read the fable of the mule
standing up in a public assemnbly of horses, claii-
ing equality with their race, aud boasting of the
distinguished pedigree of lus mother, Lhe mare,
when his father, the ass, having arvived,and hav-
ing beard that all allusion to him was concealed,
began to Bray, amidst the laughter of the entire
audiences. Covered with conlusiog, his son, the
mule, repented for his folly, in alluding to his
pedigree while ail the animals of every class
knew his spurious genealogy, and moreover were
intimately acquainted with bis father! Tbhe fol-
lowing extract, taken from the late letter of Dr.
O’Brien, will demoostrate the extreme folly of
the Bishop in speaking of the origin and the ge-
nealogy of what be calls his Church ; while alt
mankiad, of every denomination, know ihat the
early Beformation had his origin in ecclesiastical
insuboidination: in pride: inlust: in brokea
vows: in perjury: and in crimes, over which
men shudder, and bistory would fain draw a veil
of silent horror. Io any remarks that may fol-
low in this letter it is not intended to offer the
slightest offence to the feelings or the creed of
Protestants ; and if any should feel pain, it must
be ascribed to the gratuitous and wanton misre-
presentation of Catholic doctrine on the part of
one of their Bishops. I believe them to be mis-
taken, but perfectly sincere, in their religious
opinions. No man would consciously follow a
religion which owed its existenct to vice, since
such a profession would, in point-of principle,
make a Demon of God; nour would .any per-on
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rain bliaded ne.”

knowingly worship at an altar founded ia obscen—



