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CROHOORE OF THE BILL-HOOK.
BY JOHN _BAN[M-

CHAPTER XV.

We ave said that it was the asnizes time of |-

Kilkenny. Pierce Shea arrived there before the
imorning sitting of the court. 1p two hours af-
terwards be was put on his trial before God and
his country. The evidence was conclusive against
bim, on different charges; and here he savw he
had again to eocouater the cool well-concerted
.machinations of Crohoore-na-billioge ; ane of the
witnesses was the assassin of Ballyfoile; the
.same who, obviously uader the iufluence of Cro-
hoore, bad personally attempted his life; and
Pierce felt 1t not difficult to conceiwve that, hav-
ing failed in the attempt to assassinate him, the
.murderer now hired this wretch lo swear away
his life in a court ot juslice.

The man was cross-examined as to the facts
of his baving been employed to fire ot Shea ¢ he
denied it sturdily and scoffingly ; two per-ons
only could contradict him, Doran and Andy HP“'
fohan ; but Doran did not appear ; as he was Lim-
self hidmg from justice ; and poor Andy felt so
bewildered by the situation of his dear foster-
brother, that when called upog, he could neither
answer nor recollect agything with the necessary
distinctness. ‘

This person deposed lo the presence of Shea
at the attack on the dragoons. One of the sur-
viving soldiers also easily identified hin: and the
proctor, with equal readiness, accused him of
Laving assisted 1n the outrage upou his person.
It was, however, elicited in cross-exatnination,
that Pierce had subsequently saved bis life at
peril of his own; and, owing to this slight ex-
tenuating fact, the criminal was allowed forty-
eight lours to prepare for death. Sentence was
passed on him at twe o'clock in the aftersoon
of the marning ot his arrest, which was an a
Tuesday.

About eleven o’clock the next night, Wed-
nesday, a thundering knock pealed at the door
of a splendid mansion, situated in the great
square of Stephen’s Green, in the metropolis of
Ireland.

The proprietor of the mansion was a young

gentleman of family, tatent, and education ; and,
though young (not more than twenty-six or twen-
ty-seven years of age) he held an office of Irust
and consideration under the Irish government,
and was the representative of one of her bo-
roughs, in the then native parliament. Other
aad more private anecdotes of him, claim our
attention.

Since his father’s death, wiich nappened in his
childhood, Mr. B. had been landlord of Clarah:
and, when a boy, his school vacations were often
spent in the hospitable farm-houses of Ned Shea
and Touy Dooling, where he found comfortable
accommudations, and abundance of joyous ex-
ercise and country sports ;- with, in tbe person of
Pierce Shea, a companion every way fitted to
share or lead in his rural purssits.
as good a horse es his young landlord, and rode
him as well ; he was as gond a shot; a better
-courser, and koew to a certamnty where game of
every kund could be had for the starting. Their
-ages were alike ; their tempers both amiable ;—
therr tastes too, notwithstanding the difference in
soceal social rank, similar ; for, as we have be-
fore ohserved, Pierce’s education had by ne
means been neglected; so that if he eould nat
tavariably follow the more extended or more sys-
tematic attainments of the young squwre, as
ghown in their occasional couversations, it re-
quired but httle effort to make him do so; and
his youthfu! z2al and quickness in asking ques-
tions were repaid by the ingenuousness of his ad-
miring tutor, who, along with the wish and plea-
sure of communicating knowledge, felt, perbaps,
a degree of natural vanity in displayiog superior
acquirement. Io fact, they became frieads ;—
and, an accident f{urther served (o fix and en-
large the good-will Mr. B. bore his esteemed
young tenant ; Pierce had preserved, it not his
Uife, s limbs at least, by checking, with immi-
nent danger to himself, ou the verge of a preci-
pitate quarry, a restive horse, over which his
companion had lost al! control, and which was
plunging headlong to the precipice.

With maturer years, indeed, came different
occupations; distinct places in different ranks of
society ; and, of course, mutual estrangement
and regulation, if not some forgetfulness of ike
early intercourse of boyhood. But Mr, B. was
too-worthy a young man to bave altogether a
bad memory. :

- CHAPTER XVI.

.The iremendous knocking at his door roused
Mr. B. from a sound sleep; for he had goge to
bed early, e listened ; it was repeated ; he
rang his bell violently,'and shortly appeared his

favorite attendant, with a light in one band, and.

a letter 10 the other.  He snatched the letter;
glanced over it, and: asked with much. interest—
* Who'is‘the bearer of this, Pat 7 '
5 ;

&

ever, yowd wish tosee’ ; "

Pierce rode |-

s ugly a little fellow, please " your honor; as:| down with 2 . creased »
e - 7 L. .| Whea it was opened, the stranger slowly moving

* Leave the light, and show him instantly ap
stairs.’

* Into which room, Sir ?

¢ Into this—this room ; make haste.’

¢ I'm thinkin’, if your honor war aither seem
him, you wouldn’t bid me let bham up.’

¢ That will be decided when T do see him—
begane, Pat, and obey my commands.’

¢ Fartth it’s quare enough,’ muttered the ser-
vant as he descended, to go and bid us show the
spalpeen of au ugly little devil, all the way up to
his awn hed-rcom. Will you plase, sir,) stand-
ing at the head of the stair-case, that command-
ed the ball, * will you piase, sir, to walk up to bis
hopor’s bed-room 7

¢ And I don’t plase ; —I'il stay where [ am for
your master’s answer.’

¢Eh ! said the servant, staring.

¢ Are you dead 2—Didn’t you hear me ?’

¢ Do you wmane that I'in to repeat afther you,
to my own masther, in exchange for my civil
essage ¥ '

¢ Yes, tell your own masther I don’t choose to
go up, but will wait here for his answer ; that’s
what [ said afore ; can’t you hear me yel, that
you look so foolish 7’

¢ Musha, ’pou my word, but wt’s a high joke,
sure enough,” mumbled Pat, turning up stairs ;—
‘telf your masther,’ says he, squatting down, to
reduce himself to the beight of his subject, while
he mimicked bhis words—tell your masther I
don’t choose to come up—well ; sorrow the like
ever cum across me ; and. he looked as 1If he had
a grate mind to ate a body, though, upon my
honor, I think he'd fit in my riding-coat pocket.’

He re-entered his master’s cbamber.

¢ Faith, glory to your honor, if the dawny ugly
mugged fellow that brought that same letter 1sn’t
grate in one way, he’s grale another way; tell
your masther, says he to me, I don’t choose to
come up, bu: I'll stop where I am tor his aon-
swer. Again stooping on his haunches, and
making a hideous face, lo render evident the
cause of . his syrprise or amuserent. ‘
¢ Will you ever be serious, Pat-? asked Mr.
B. who was now up, and attired in his morning-
gown.

* When we're both narried, plase your bonor.?

¢ Well, well; tell this mighty great little man
I shall come to him. ' :

¢ Ulia loo I” said Pat, as he again withdrew,
¢ "This bates all vefore it.” He tarried a moment
on the landing-place, to study how he should ad-
dress the strange animal below ; and, ere be had
proceeded farther, his master passed him, de-
scended the stairs, and approached the stranger.
—The almost exhausted lamp had been re-hight-
ed in the hall, but was not sufficient 1o illumine
the spaciaus apartment; and in the remotest
gloom, leaning against a pillar, stoad the diminu-
tive figure of the midmght courter. He put his
band to his hat as Mr. B. approached him.

¢ Miss Lovett writes me that she owes you
much for a sigral service, my good friend.’
¢ I thank ber for owning it to your honor.'
* But she writes m a burry, and without any
particulars; pray how did the cause for obliga-
tion arise ¥

¢ Doesn’t Miss Lovett mention it in the letter ?

She does not—I have said as much before.

* Well, your honor ; self-praise ; and I’m a bad
hand at 1t, any way ; but you'll be in Kilkenny
yourself early to-mcrrow, plase God, and then
you’ll have it from her own mouth; and it’s
thought,’ he added with a frightful grin, ¢your
honor wouldn’t wish a betther story-teller.’

¢ Very well, siry’ replied Mr, B., whose cheeks
colored a little—* it 1s certainly my intention to
be in Kilkenny by twelve o’clock to-morrow ;—
and you may be assured that—exclusive of the
lady’s request, which is law Lo me - I should, of
my owa free will, do my utmost in this matter.?

¢ May your honor get your reward ; and you'll
have more than one grateful heart to bless you,

¢ When did you leave Kilkenny 22

“Ten hours ago;’—the aistance was fifty-
seven miles. .

¢ Indeed !—ther you have not lartered.

¢ No, your hounor ; nor can’t loiter now, T bare |
much business before me, yet ; and must be back |
in nine hours, if the horses meet me fair.

* You will convey these few hasty lines to Miss
Lovett,’ giving bhim a note. :

¢ That Ill do, plase God, early in the mornin
o thus day, comia on ;' —he turned to go—* and

we may depend on your honor i regard o’ what
Miss Lovett writes about 7 : i

¢ Yes, you may ; my eyes shall not elose *till I |
am 1 Kilkenny, and the prayer of the jetter you
have brought me, fulfilled.’ '

¢ The time is sbort.”

¢ This is Wedaesday night—and—-let me see
—Tto-inorrow at uaon you say 2
- ¢To-morrow at ooe o’clock, your haaor.’
" *Thep depend on me—farewell.”

¢ Well, I must be for Kiikenny. this moment ;
and so I wish your honor a:good bye.’ :
¢ Open  the -door, ' Pat ~—~and" Pat, running
down with a light, obeyed in “increased wonder.

from lis position ; gained the street steps ; pulled
off hus hat,and with a ¢ God guard your honor,
flung a paper into the hall ; just as be turned to
walk down the steps, the light held by Pat fell
on his face, and Mr. B. started suddenly at the
now well-known features of one about whom he
liad reason to feel peculiarly ioterested.

¢ Seize that person, Pat ! he exclaimed, stoop-
ing to pick up the paper. The servant shot thro?
the hail-door ; his master read the document ;—
and when he had done, said—* This, to me, is
wonderful. ,

In a few moments Pat returned alone, his
clothes soiled with the mire of the streel, and hns
countenance pale and agitated.

¢ What’s the matter with you, man? a<ked
Mr. B.

¢Bedad and Idont well know, plase your
honer,! answered the servant, now gravely
enough ; ¢ I cum up to the little man two doors
off, just at the turnin j and cum back if you plase,
says I, the masther wants you; what’s his busi-
ness, says he, stoppin and facin round upon me;
he'll tell you that, when you cum, says I; then
he’ll never tell me, now, says be, for I’'m i such
a hurry I can’t cum back at all ; be asy, says I,
and 1 put out my hand to grip bim; when—I
lave it to my death that I don’t know how he
done (t—but up wid my beels, and down wid my
head, any bow ; and, before 1 was upon my legs
again, he was on the back of a horse 1 didn’t see
till that minute, and away wid him like a race
horse—and by gor, savin your bonor’s presence,
the divil himselt couldn’t do the thing a bit bet-
ther, if he was ped for it. '

¢ You are a goose, Pat,’ said Mr. B. ;' but now
no more of this; prepare with all speed for my

immediate departure.’"
CHAPTER XVIL

Murtber, murther, won’t you let me see him
at all 7—petitioned Andy Houloban, clinging to
the bars of the iron grated door of the prison in
which Pierce Shea was confined.

¢ Go along out o’ that, you ugly-looking thief,’
answered the gruff voice of the ruffian who filled
at once the offices of jailor and turnkey, as he
Incked the door, after admitting the broken-
hearted old Ned Shea to a last inlerview with
his son, on the day of his appointed execution,

$Och! you don’t know that we war reared up
together, almost ever since the day we were
born,’ poor Andy continued in tears.

*Ha! ba! aye ; and may be, deserves to be
bung up together, the last day o’ your lives, just
1o keep you from parting,’ retorted Matthew.

¢ And aint I poor Pierce’s own foster-bro-
ther 7' .

¢ Rot you, have you the Shenift’s ticket 7’

i Ochone, I dunna what it is.’

¢ Put your hand in your pocket and try;—
looking knowingly, and making a show as if rec-
koning money on the palm of his hand.

*Its not much that I bave. God help me,
bud I'li give 1d wid a hearty good will, wishin it
was more for your sake, sir,; and he handed a
sixpence through the bars.

¢ The curse of Cromwell on you, for a beggarly
rogue, I thought as much ; you have no money
thrashed,’ putting it up deliberately.

¢ Musha, I brought no more out wid me.

¢t Nor left none at home, I’'m thinkin’—and
Matthew turned off towards the interior of the
prison.

¢Oh! the Lord protect you, and won’t you
let me in, afther all 7’

¢Ts it for that 2—no, no j I've let you take a
peep for your sixpence ; but two thirteenas for a
turn in; that’s the rule.

+ Murther, murther, iv I had a bit iv a sledge,’
said Andy, dancing with madness, and making
several ringing blows at the bars with his alpeen.

¢ Sodger !'—said Matthew, returning, and
speaking to a sentinel outside—* Sodger, turn
this thiet’s breed from the place he ought to be
put s )

¢ Sodger, ma-chree,’ in his tura exclaimed
Andy to the grenadier, who quickly pressed him

! back with the musket—* you'll be pitiful to me,

and ax “em to let me see my poor Pierce Shes.’
¢ No concern of mine —stand back.’

¢ He’ll never die asy widout just saying, God
bewid you, Andy.’

¢ Back man-~can’t tell, ’'m sure—back.’

» Considber, sodger, a-budg;—you might be
in his case yet.’

* Danme, fall back.

¢ Aad how would you look if they kept your
owu noor foster-brother from you?—

« No more talk, or’—presenting his bayooet—
¢ Musha, thrust away ; little myself cares I was
kilt dead this moment.? )

Aund -Andy scarce stirred, until the senlinel,
again reverting his piece, shoved bim off his post
with sufficient force to send himstaggering ameng
the crowd his cries -had attracted to the sireet
before the prison.” -. L

¢ He'll never get a word o’ me ; he’ll die wid:
out partin frum me! and.I'll.never know . pace
agam, ’til the sod. covers ‘myself ' 1t was now

past nine o’clock. "'

.. ¢Ram him io

¢ Andy Houlohan !’ whispered a sharp voice
in bus ear. -

Andy turned to tbe speaker; it was Paddy
Loughnas ; but Andy did not recognise him.

¢ There’s pity on my heart for you, Paddy
continued.

¢ Musha, good loock to you ; for 1’s little sv id
1s to be found here.’

¢ What ud you do for a body, supposin he got
you iuvside the dour o’ the cage I’ -

‘I’d lay my life down for him tbe next mo-
ment.’

¢ That "ud be no great bargaw ; little 1’d get
for it; but T ax no sich thing ; just keep your
eye upon me, and come when I eall you.

He moved to some distance, and Andy saw
him lay hold of a helpless hittle enpple, who,
seated in a small car, had just been drawn by a
more active mendicant before the prison gates.

¢ Och, Liord save us! what *ud you want wid
a poor lame creature 7’ asked the cripple.

¢ None 0 your tricks, now,” replied Lough-
uan; ‘you tnade a fool o> me once on a time,
and that’s more nor the law allows; so come
your ways ; by good loock we’re nigh band to a
lodgin for you.’

“I’'m a crippled bady that does harm to no
one, and don’t you harm me, if you’re a Chris-
then.

¢ By the varlue o’ the oath I tuck on the
green cloth, you can tell as big a story as if you
war the size o’ the house—come 1 here.

¢ Help, belp, good Christhens, for a poor crip-
pie,~cried the little fellow in the car.

¢ That's Loughoan, the bum-bailiff, said a
young mae in the crowd.

¢ Touch his head to the paving-stones,’ said
another. -

¢ Clean the keonel with the thievin bum,’ said
a third.

¢ Loughaan, take your hands {rom the cripple,’
exclaimed several. ‘

¢ What call have you to him? asked a stout-
built shoemaker, who, with is hands under his
well-waxed leather apran, now advanced. - °

Paddy ; ¢ and take away your big fists there from
my prisouer.’
¢ Diril a take, to plase you.’
¢ Neighbors, don’t let a poor crature, widout
power to hefp himself, be 1ll-used for nothing a1
all, still appealed the cripple.
Let him go,’ resumed the commiserating Cris-
in.
o Bother !’ replied Loughnan, dragging the ab-
jeet from lus ear.
« Where’s your warrant 7' demanded the shoe-
maker, with a face of knowledge and importance.

¢ Musha,’ laughed the bailiff, ¢ what a way
you're in, to know ; and ’tisn’t the way you're in
but the figure you cut; come along, a-bouchal.’

¢Let him go this moment’—the champion
stept up fiercely.

¢ Right, Joe’—and—* that’s the way to serve
bim’—and—* smash the bum ! cried lus second-
ers.

¢ God bless you, honest good gentlemen,’
prayed the subject of dispute.

¢ I'll tell yez what,’ roared Loughnan; * he’s
a fair caption ; there’s lawful money ready for
the job; and I'll sware a sazure agaia every
ugly mother’s son of you.’

¢ Curse your law,’ resumed Crispin; ‘ do you
think we'll take it from you? Shew your war-
rant, and then no harm done ; if not, let God’s
cripple alone.” And there was a general shout,
as prefatory indication of putting into force thew
resolve to rescue the cripple. Loughnan tugged
at bis prisoner, and recetved many smart blows
on ns hat from behind some of which sunk it
over hus eyes ; he shoved 1t up, looked round, and
could see none but demure faces, but was aguin
stmilarly assailed ; turned again, and could only
see countenances of fixed gravity; it was evi-
dent that fun, as much as compassion, was the
motive te a raw. He now becama assured he
could nat carry his point by himselfj and—

¢ Where are you at all, Andy Houlohan ?’
hie cried.

¢ I{ere | am,’ answered Andy, jumping through
the ring, alpeen in band.

¢ Tell the divil’s himbs who this is, Loughhoan
continued, snatching off the bat and blanket of
the supposed cripple.

¢ Ob, Dieu-na-glorive ! shouted Andy, as he
jumped back m horror—tis Crohoore-na-bil-
hoge I’

¢ And what did he do, Andy !’

¢ Och, the Lord keep us from all harm—sure
dida’t he murder Tony Doolia and bis wite 1n the
middle of their sins.’ , .

¢ Ob-ho,’ said the shoe-maker, wagging his
head knowingly, and placing his hands under bis

‘apron, ¢ that’s a horse of another color ; we  all

heard ot that bloody. business, and ofa certainty,
Just such a kind o’ crature they say done it.’ - .
n!ram him in !’ was now the ge-

neral cry.

¢ Andy,) said
_? hoult o’ the cullaun, and

Lioughaan, ‘Kéteh your -owa
d youlll pet. sivg into,the

t.Ax that o’ one that %ll tell you,” answered

ed 10:bim. " 1 reaew bere, M.-le Marg

crib for your throuble, where there's some, this
morment, just as mad to get ouf,

We omitted to say that the sturdy beggar
who drew Crohoore to the front of the jail had
disappeared into the crowd at the beginning of
the scuffle ; but Crohoore now seemed to invoke
liin, or some other individual,

¢ Shemun, Shemun P’ he exclaimed, starting on
lus legs, and clapping his hands, while lLis faece
was stern rather than agitated—* run lor me
naw, or I'm lost ! You koow the road they took
-~run, rus.’

‘T’ll do my best, plase God " answere ! a voice
in the crowd. No one could te!l the olher wha
had uttered the words.

¢ He’s speakin to one be does does not know '
remarked Paddy Loughsan: ¢ they’re just fike
two brothers, together ; but let me once get bim
iuside, and the ould bouchal may nave him afcer-
wards, if he doesn’t repent iv his bargan ;' and
s0 saying he dragged Crohoore 1o the prison
door; Andy, who but for the reward held our,
.would not have laid a finger on him, cautiously
assisting,

“Here,’ said Paddy, as the jailor appeared,
 just let this bouchaleen into the rat-trap.’

(To be continued.)

PHE FRENCH GOVERNMENT AND THE TREM-
PORAL POWER OF THE PUPE.

The Minster of Foreign Affuirs to the Ambuscudor
of Frunce at Reme.

Panis, May 30, 1862,

Monsieva e MarQuess,—I consuder tiat
it may be useful, at the moment wheu you pre-
pare to retury to your post, to set down n a
despatch the resume of our conversatinns upan
the grave icterests which the Ewnperor hus con-
fided to your zeal and devation, and thus 1o
furnish yuu with the means of establishing once
more the invariably friendly and benevoleat chae-
acter of the policy of the Gavernmeur of his
Majesty with regard to the Holy See.

The 1dea which has guided- us from the soin-
mencement of the crisis which the Church wnd
Ltaly have passed through together has ot ceased
to animate us, and if our efforts hitherto have been

ot the inutility of pursuing them. While not uhan-
doning the hope of attaining the aim which we
propose 1o realise —while refusing to admit that
the destruetion of the state of things waugurated
on the Peninsula vught to be a coudivion sine
qua non ol existence for the temporal power of
the Papacy, or that the fall of that power may
become the logical and necessary consequence of
the establishment of 1he kingdom of ltaly, I uin
certain of being 1he organ of the intention and
the will of the Ewperor. His Majesty bas
deigned to expluin, in a letter which he has ad-
dressed to me, the ideas which e entertains, uf-
ter long and serious reflections, on the respective
sifuations of the Holy See and of Italy.

You will fiad appended kereto a copy of this
important document ; aod the counssderations de-
veloped in it, so elevated, so lucid, and so forci-
bly, will indicate to you, and which any com-
mentary on ny part would weakeu, the ground
on which you will be placed in treating with Car-
dinal Antonelli and the Holy Father himself.

[ designedly arvoided, in prescribing the duty
of which you ucquitted yourself at the cammence-
nient of the month of January last, to formulate
the plan of conclliation for the preparation of
which you were charged to claim the concurrence
of the [oly See. I hoped, in effect, that our
opentng would not be repelled by a close of pon-
reception so eategorical,and that Cardinal Anto-
nelli would aid us in seeking for bases of an ar-
rangement that would be acceptable to the Chief
of the Church and compatible with the events
accomplished in the Peninsula. In the presence
of the resistance which we have met with, a
longer reserve would risk being misunderstood.
"The attempts of the Government of the Emperor
to induce the Court of Rome ta depart, in tem-
poral matters, from lns absolute doctrines, might
fuil but 1t is important that our intentions should
nol be disfigured or unknown, and that no one
may have the right to. accuse us of not having
clearly set forth (artécule) the conditions which:
In our eyes, would guarantee the independence,
the dignily, and the sovereigaty of the common

tion de #ovo the destines of Italy. Never, I
proclaim it aloud, did the Government of tke

declarations accord, ou the coatrary; in's ating:
our firm and . constant wish' to maintain’;t
Pope..in . the ' possession - of the -portion’of
States that.the presence of -our flag- has:pr
ness;

0.xith

uofruitful, we bave not yet come to a contichon-

Father of the Faithiul, without placing ia ques-

Emperor pronounce a word of the nature of al--
lowing to the Cabinet of Turin to_hope that (he
capital of Catholicity would, at the same time,
become, with. the consent of France, the eapital. ",
of the great kingdom which has been formed on -,

the other side ot the-Alps. All aur acts, all our-... -




