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PREFACE.

IN submitting the following pages to the consideration
of the public, I am influenced by a desire to extend the
appetite which is so greedy in devouring fiction to some
morsels of fact.

Several of my narratives refer to incidents which, in
their disclosures, might occasion disagreeable feelings to
the parties or to their kindred. In such cases, I shall
adopt fictitious names ; but in all the details offered to
the reader, I shall include nothing which I do not firmly -
believe or personally know to be strictly true. To the
former class must be referred several anecdotes derived
from parental lips, and referring to years previous to my
birth. In a theatre, the performers are neither applauded
nor hissed from behind the scenes. The judgment which
they have to encounter is that of the audience. As a
literary manager, I shall leave each tragic or comic in-
cident to the unbiassed opinion and criticism of my
readers. I shall occasionally have to encounter the

danger arising from allowing a great culprit to escape,
A2
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or a virtuous and estimable individual to undergo mis-
fortune. In this respect the writer of fiction possesses
a vast advantage. He can lavish every worldly blessing
on the deserving, and allot the direst punishments to
vice and crime. But when we have to deal with stern
realities, we may regret the occurrence of a fact which
leaves guilt undetected and innocence in deep affliction.
I can, however, safely assert, upon the experience of a
long professional and official life, that vice seldom attains
to great worldly prosperity, and that worth and .integrity
are rarely subjected to utter destitution. |

It is difficult to classify anecdotes or reminiscences
which are not connected with each other. The course I
propose to adopt is to lay before my readers the narratives
which I have derived from sources anterior to my birth,
from lips truthful and occasionally humorous, but now
silent for ever. I shall reserve, as far as possible, my
.own personal recollections for the latter part of this pub-
lication, in the hope that the amusement and information
obtained from others, may soften the critical reader to
an indulgent reception of the portion peculiarly connected
with myself. I may remark that some anecdotes in
which my name 1is introduced have been very extensively
published in several periodicals. T accord to their authors
my willing testimony as to their great imaginative power,
for in the statements concerning me there is not one
word of truth. My friend, Mr. Fitzpatrick, in his recent
productions of ‘ The Sham Squire”” and “ [reland before
the Union,” has mentioned me as the source from which
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he derived the particulars of a few incidents in those
interesting works. His unexaggerated correctness forms a
strong contrast to the flippant fictions of others. How-
ever, when my name is brought before the public, in
reference either to fiction or fact, it affords me some

apology for appearing in proprid persond.
F. T. P.
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GLEANINGS AND REMINTSCENCES.

ﬁ‘?

CHAPTER L

LONERGAN’S CASE—OLD PRISONS.

ALTHOUGH it is probable that I may bring before my
readers an incident or two of a more remote date, I shall
commence with the narrative of an alleged crime and its
supposed punishment, which has been adverted to by
Sir Jonah Barrington in his ‘ Personal Recollections,”
Vol. 1., page 52, and in the description of which he has
lapsed into considerable inaccuracy. According to him,
the name of the person chiefly concerned was “Lanegan ;”
but in that respect there is a positive error; for by exa-
mining the records of the Crown Office, (Ireland,) I find
the name, as my father had frequently stated to me, to
be “Lonergan.”” He was a young man who had been
educated at the school of the Rev. Eugene M‘Kenna, of
Raheny, in the County of Dublin, and from that estab-
lishment entered Trinity College, Dublin, in the year
1773. During his undergraduate course, he resided with
Mr. M‘Kenna, and acted as an assistant in the school.
In 1777 having finished his University studies, he became
a tutor in the family of Mr. Thomas O’Flaherty, of Castle-

field, in the County of Kilkenny. That gentleman was
B
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singularly unfortunate in having married a woman of
most depraved tendencies. She engaged in a intrigue
with Lonergan, and on the 28th of June, 1748, Mr.
O’Flaherty died under circumstances which occasioned
the arrest of Lonergan, on a charge of having poisoned
him. The woman evaded arrest and escaped to a foreign
country. Some time must have elapsed between the
commission of the crime and the apprehension of the
accused party, for it was not until the Summer Assizes of
Kilkenny, in 1781, that Lonergan was arraigned for Petit
Treason, the offence being considered by the law, as it
then existed, as more aggravated than murder, inasmuch
as he was in the domestic service of the man whom he
was alleged to have destroyed. He succeeded, on certain
legal grounds, in postponing his trial; but in the ensuing
term a writ of certiorari issued, and the indictment was
removed to the Court of King’s Bench. A trial at bar
was held on November 12th, 1781, the jury having been
brought up from Kilkenny. The prisoner was convicted,
and sentenced to be hanged and quartered on the 24th
of the aforesaid month, and the sheriffs of the City of
Dublin were directed to have the sentence carried into

effect. At the time of his conviction, the prisoner de- -

clared that he was innocent of the crime; but he ad-
mitted that he’ bought arsenic at the instance of Mrs.
O’Flaherty, who, according to his statement, told him
that she intended to use it in destroying rats. He did
not deny the imputation of an adulterous intrigue with
her. The Rev. Mr. M‘Kenna did not forget his former
pupil and assistant. He visited him in prison, testified
to his character in very favorable terms at the trial, and,
after condemnation, was assiduous in preparing him to
meet his impending doom with Christian resignation,
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He determined to attend him to the termination of his
sufferings, and to pay the last duties to his remains.
M‘Kenna was married to a cousin of my father, and he
was on terms of the closest intimacy with our family.
My father resided in Skinner Row, (now Christ Church
Place,) Dublin; and at the period to which this narrative
refers, he was in the prime of life—tall, vigorous, and
active. He was also serjeant of the grenadier company
of the Dublin Volunteers. He had known the unhappy
Lonergan during the peaceful and comparative innocent
days that the latter had spent at Raheny. He pitied the
miserable fate of the culprit, doubted his guilt, and sym-
pathized with the worthy man whose pious solicitude
and friendship still sought to console the spirit that was
so soon to pass away. On the evening before the execu-
tion, M‘Kenna remained with the condemned as long as
the regulations of the prison permitted. He then betook
himself to my father’s house, where he proposed to stay
until the earliest hour of the morning at which he could
be admitted to the gaol. Having mentioned that he
would not fail to attend Lonergan to the consummation
of his fate, in compliance with the culprit’s request, he
was informed by my father that he should also be at the
execution, for that owing to the paucity of regular troops
in Dublin, the sheriff had made a requisition for a guard
of the Volunteers, and that the grenadier company were
to attend at Baggot Strcet, (the Tyburn of Dublin,) to
which place the prisoner was to be escorted from Thomas
Street by a troop of cavalry.

Accordingly, on the 24th November, 1781, Lonergan,
having briefly but very distinctly denied any participation
in the crime for which he was condemned, was hanged by
the withdrawal of the cart from beneath the gallows to
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which the halter was attached, and although he received
no drop, his sufferings did not seem to be very acute. He
almost immediately ceased to struggle, and life appeared
to be extinct. The weather was extremely inclement;
and when the body had been suspended for about twenty
. minutes, the sheriff acceded to a suggestion that it might
be cut down. There was some difficulty in getting at the
rope so as to cut it with a knife. M‘Kenna remarked this
to my father, who, drawing his short, slightly curved, and
very sharp hanger, directed the cart to be backed towards
the body. Then, springing up on the cart, he struck the
rope where it crossed the beam, and severed it at once. A
coffin was brought forward from a hearse which was in
waiting. The sheriff directed the cap to be removed, and
the body to be turned with the face down. Then he
handed a sharp penknife to the executioner, who made two
incisions across each other on the back of the neck. This
was considered a formal compliance with the portion of
the sentence which directed “ quartering.”” The body was
then left to the care of the faithful friend, M‘Kenna, who
directed it to be placed in the hearse and conveyed to his
house at Raheny. On the 26th, a funeral, very scantily
attended, proceeded to Raheny churchyard. M‘Kenna
had the coffin lowered into a very deep grave, and the
burial service was read by the parochial clergyman. Persons
were engaged to watch for a few nights lest any attempt
should be made to exhume the corpse for anatomical pur-
poses. In two days after the funeral my father received a
note from M‘Kenna, in consequence of which he imme-
diately proceeded to Raheny. On his arrival he was
nledged to secrecy and co-operation. He willingly assented,
and having been conducted into a small apartment in the
upper part of the house, he there beheld alive, although
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greatly debilitated, the man whom, at Baggot Street, he
had cut down from the gallows. On the night of the
3oth November, he brought Lonergan into Skinner Row.
There he kept him concealed for upwards of a week, and
then succeeded in shipping him for Bristol. From thence
he proceeded, unsuspected and uninterrupted, to America,
where, under the name of James Fennell, he lived for a
considerable time, and supported himself by educational
pursuits. His resuscitation was attributed to the rope
having been unusually short, to his being swung from the
cart without recelving any perpendicular drop, and espe-
cially to the incisions in his neck, which produced a co-
pious effusion of blood. Lonergan stated that on being
suspended, he immediately lost any sensation of a painful

nature. His revival was attended with violent and dis-
tressing convulsions.

OLD PRISONS.

Before I proceed to the details of some other narratives,
I trust that my readers will not censure me for submitting
to their perusal incidents connected with real or imputed
crimes, and asking them to accompany me, even in imagi-
nation, to prison scenes. There is scarcely a novelist of
celebrity that has not frequently introduced his readers to
such places, and generally without exciting any repugnance
to his description of them, or to the narratives which they
supply or the subjects they suggest. Although the prison
may disappear and be replaced by other structures, even of
a different character, its ideal existence continues, and
perhaps outlasts those that arose on its foundations or in
its vicinity. In Paris, the Bastille is spoken of as if it
still existed. The name is inscribed on omnibusses, and
the cab-driver asks no further explanation when ordered to




6 Gleanings and Reminiscences.

drive “ a la Bastille.” A house within a short distance of
the place where it stood displays on a sign-board a view of
the old fortress-prison; and few strangers pass it during
the day without pausing to gaze on the picture of a build-
ing to which history refers so many fearful incidents,
exaggerated nevertheless most enormously by the unscru-
pulous revolutionists who introduced a “reign of terror”
of greater extent, and more sanguinary atrocity, than the
records of all the state prisons of France could supply.
The Chateau of Vincennes is an existing building ; visited
more for the memories of the past than for the attractions
of the present or the hopes of the future; and few visitors
leave it without gazing on the spot where, at midnight, the
hapless Duc D’Enghien received the fatal volley and filled
an untimely grave. Many prisons in England are associated
with local traditions or historical events highly interest-
ing ; but the lapse of time and the habitudes of a people
exceptionally romantic have deprived them of an extensive
popular appreciation. The Tolbooth of Edinburgh and the
building of the same designation in Glasgow have derived
a lasting fame from the pen of Scott; and whilst the
English language exists, the readers of the ‘ Heart of
Mid-Lothian” or “Rob Roy”’ will have the Tolbooths
vividly impressed on their imaginations. There are anec-
dotes connected with the old prisons of Ireland, many of
which would afford most ample subjects for the writer of
Romance, whilst even their simple details would fully
verify the adage that ‘“ Fact is stranger than Fiction.” I
shall now proceed to a narrative which refers to a period
more than a century past, butin which, as to names and
dates, the crown-office records of the time fully agree with
the statements which I have heard from the descendants
of some of the most respectable characters connected,
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but in no discreditable manner, with the circumstances
detailed.

There may still be seen on the right hand side of the
road leading from Dublin through Mount Brown to Inchi-
core, a small portion of a granite wall which formerly was
in front of “Old Kilmainham,” the common gaol of the
County of Dublin. That building was considered one of
the worst prisons of the kingdom, in consequence of its
insufficient size and lax discipline. Swift is said to have
been, in his youthful days, a frequent, although not a
crimninal visitor at this old gaol ; and there, perhaps, in the
conversation of its inmates, he acquired much of the
coarseness and indelicacy which mar the wit and vigor of
his productions. I shall, however, most willingly and
scrupulously abstain from offering to my readers any speci-
mens of the language of such a time and place, when the
building echoed with drunken revelry, and the sufferings of
a prisoner were aggravated by indecent buffoonery or ribald
jests. To my narrative such expressions are neither
necessary nor ornamental.

L T e N T S W N Y o Ve



CHAPTER IIL

VESEY AND KEOGH.

ON the 15th of February, 1743, a gentleman named James
Vesey, who held a commission in the army, was returning
to Dublin from a southern county where he possessed a
respectable landed property. The facilities which now
exist for the safe and prompt remittance of money were
then almost unknown, and he had with him upwards of
eighteen hundred pounds in specie. He was so unfor-
tunate as to be stopped on the road at Castleknock, and
robbed of the money, his watch, and its appendages. The
highwayman who opened the door of the post-chaise had
an associate who kept at the horses’ heads, and could not
be recognized. After the perpetration of the crime, the
traveller proceeded on to Dublin and apprised the authori-
ties of his loss. A vigilant search terminated, after a few
days, in the apprehension of two brothers named Martin
and Sylvester Keogh. They were men of a sinister repu-
tation, who resided near Rathcoole, and spent more money
than they could be supposed to have acquired honestly,
being the occupiers of a thatched house of humble dimen-
sions, and a neglected farm of six or seven acres. On
being brought before a magistrate, Martin Keogh was
fully identified by Mr. Vesey, as the man who, pistol in
hand, opened the door of the chaise and despoiled him

!
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of his property. Against the other there was no crimina-
ting evidence, and after a detention of some days, he was
discharged. The closest search after the money termi-
nated unsuccessfully, not a guinea could be found. Martin
Keogh was committed for trial at the ensuing commission
of Oyer et Terminer for the county of Dublin, and was
there convicted of the robbery, on the positive and un-
doubtedly true testimony of Mr. Vesey. Sentence of
death was passed, and the doomed felon became an occu-
pant of the condemned cell at Old Kilmainham, from the
dreary precincts of which he was to issue at the end of
twenty-one days, to die upon the gallows. Mr. Vesey’s
leave of absence had been extended until the result of the
trial left him free to proceed to England to join his regi-
ment; and he departed from Dublin without any other
satisfaction for his eighteen hundred pounds than what
might be derived from the impending punishment of the
delinquent. He had ample opportunities for seeing
Martin Keogh during the preliminary proceedings and in
the progress of the trial, and the figure and features of the
highwayman remained indelibly impressed on his memory.
Soon after Mr. Vesey’s arrival in England, he proceeded to
encounter the dangers and privations of protracted foreign
service ; he attained the rank of Captain, and his regiment
formed a portion of “the terrible English column” on the
memorable field of Fontenoy, the 11th day of May, 1745.
It is unnecessary to introduce here any lengthened or
distinct description of the obstinate valor with which the
English advanced, thinned, but undismayed, by the concen-
trated fire of the French artillery, and unbroken by the re-
peated charges of veteran troops led by the most chivalrous
of a gallant nobility. They were not broken until assailed
by the Irish Brigade, who rushed upon them with irre-
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sistible fury. Then, penetrated and scattered, the column
became completely disorganized, and subjected to fearful
slaughter by the impetuous Irish and exulting French.
Captain Vesey remained on the field of battle. He had
been wounded, almost simultaneously, by two balls, and
also received a blow from the butt of a musket, which re-
duced him to a state of utter insensibility.

Louis XV. was present at Fontenoy, and in the hour of
victory displayed the only virtues which, in his character,
were associated with many great vices. He was generous
and humane, and at once directed that the wounded English
should receive the same care as was bestowed on his own
soldiers. Considerable numbers were conveyed to Lille,
where surgical skill and the soothing attentions of reli-
gious communities and kind-hearted inhabitants effected
numerous recoveries. Captain Vesey was soon conva-
lescent. During his illness, several officers of the Irish
Brigade forgot he was an enemy, but recollected that he was
their gallant and suffering countryman, and from them
he experienced the courtesy of gentlemen and the sym-
pathy of friends. Amongst them was the Count de
St. Woostan, an officer in the regiment of Berwick, who
was acting at Lille in a capacity similar to that of town-
major in an English garrison. One evening, at the
Count’s quarters, the conversation turned on the various
incidents of the battle in which they had been so recently
engaged, and an officer remarked that Vesey owed his life,
in all probability, to a private in Berwick’s regiment, who
procured assistance to convey him from the field whilst in
a state of insensibility, and manifested the utmost anxiety
for his preservation. This elicited a very natural remark
from Vesey, that it was extraordinary the man had never
since approached him, either to evince any satisfaction at
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his recovery, or to claim a recompense for his services.
On further enquiry, he ascertained that the soldier’s name
was Martin Vaughan, and that he was in the garrison of
Lille. On the following day he proceeded, accompanied
by the Count, to seek out the man to whom his safety
was ascribed, and found that he had been sent, on escort
duty, a short distance from the town. The Count, there.
upon, left directions for Martin Vaughan to present him-
self at his quarters on a certain evening. The soldier
attended accordingly, and was ushered into the presence
of the Count and Captain Vesey, the latter of whom felt
inclined to distrust his own senses when he beheld Martin
Keogh, whom he believed to have been, for more than two
years, mouldering in a felon’s grave. Suddenly, however,
the 1dea occurred that a recognition might be irreparably
injurious to the man who had recently rendered him such
material service. He felt at once that Keogh’s escape
from the ignominious fate to which he had been doomed
was like an interposition of providence, highly beneficial
to both of them. He approached the man and briefly ex-
pressed his thanks for the care to which he ascribed his
safcty. He then tendered him twenty louis d’or, but the
gift was at once respectfully declined. The soldier ap-
peared greatly agitated, and exclaimed—‘ No, Captain
Vesey, not a penny of your money will I ever touch
again.)) .

The Count remarked the expression, and observed—
““Why, Vaughan, it would appear that you have met the
captain before you took service with us.”

“We have met,” said the soldier; ‘“he knows when
and where; he will tell you what he knows, but he does
not know all. Ye are two gentlemen on whose honor I
can rely, and I shall tell you all on one condition.”
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“ Excuse me,” said the Count, “ my curiosity is not so
intense as to make me desirous of a confidence disagree-
able either to Captain Vesey or to you. You have been a
good soldier, in every respect, since you entered the regi-
ment. I have known you only in that capacity. I have
no wish to be informed on any previous transaction.”

“ And I pledge my hand and word,” said Vesey, “that
I shall never allude to you except as the man to whose
humane exertions I am indebted for my life.”

He extended his hand to the soldier, who respectfully
pressed it between his own, saying—* Let it be so, I am
fully satisfied.” He saluted the Count and departed.

In about two months after an exchange of prisoners
was effected. The Count and Vesey parted with mutual
regret and assurances of lasting friendship. A few minutes
before they parted, the Count mentioned that he had pro-
cured for Vaughan the grade of sergeant. Vaughan asked
and was granted an opportunity of bidding the Captain a
respectful farewell. The military operations of the Eng-
lish were for some time extensive and diversified; and
during eleven years Vesey did not revisit Ireland. He
had been in India and in America ; and he again became
a prisoner to the French in 1756, when the Duc de Richlieu
captured Minorca. There he again met with the Count de
St. Woostan, Their friendship was renewed, and Vesey,
who had attained to the rank of colonel, obtained permis-
sion, upon parole, to visit Paris, whither the Count was
proceeding with despatches. He casually enquired for
Vaughan, and was informed by the Count that soon after
their parting at Lille, Vaughan’s brother, Sylvester, had
arrived from Ireland, and joined the regiment. He was
killed at the battle of Raucoux, where Martin was severely
wounded, and had consequently become an inmate of the



" Vesey and Keogh. 13

Hotel des Invalides. There Colonel Vesey again saw the
man, whose escape from an ignominious death had often
occasioned perplexing conjectures to his prosecutor. The
old sergeant evinced great pleasure at the Colonel’s visit,
attended him through the establishment, and having con-
ducted him into one of the arbors, which the veterans of
the Invalides have, from the very commencement of the
institution, cultivated with peculiar care and taste, he
offered the Colonel a seat under an agreeable shade, and
. requested him to listen to a narration of the escape which
had been effected from Old Kilmainham. “1 need not
now, sir,” he added, “ ask any condition from you, for the
man who arranged the affair is dead. No one can now
be injured by the disclosure. I have bitterly mourned the
disgraceful act that subjected me to capital punishment,
which I only escaped by flying for ever from my native
country, and which also led to the loss of my poor brother,
whom I persuaded to join in it and some other similar
deeds. God knows my heart.- I would willingly make
restitution of your property, but I shall never possess the
means. It was a great consolation that I was able to do
you a little service after Fontenoy, and I felt a certain
happiness in receiving your forgiveness when we parted at
Lille.”

““ My good friend,” said the Colonel, ““as to the affair
at Castleknock, I would wish you never to mention it
again. I have, however, a great curiosity to know how
you managed to avoid the fate which, to say the truth, I
thought you had undergone.”

“ We took the money, sir,” said Martin, “and placed
it in a strong canvas bag. We hid it in neither house,
garden, nor field, but in a deep part of the niver Liffey,
below the Salmon Leap. There was a stout cord from
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the bag to a heavy weight, so that it might be easily
caught by a drag. Well, I was convicted and sentenced,
and there were four others condemned at the same Com-
mission, and we were all to be executed on the same day.
One was a forger, and three were housebreakers. We
each occupied a separate cell in the condemned yard. It
was a horrible place, for I well recollect that on each side
of the yard a full length figure of Death was painted,*®
holding in his skcleton hands a scythe and hour-glass; so
that wherever our eyes turned, we were reminded of our
hapless condition and coming sufferings. The gaoler
came in two or three times daily, whilst our cells were
open, and I soon remarked that he took very little notice
of the others, but spoke pretty often to me. On the fifth
or sixth day after my sentence, I was in my cell, counting
my days, and trying to count my hours ; making pictures
in my despairing mind of the cart and the crowd, and
cringing as if I already felt the slippery noose of the soaped
halter closing round the creeping flesh of my neck ; think-
ing of the happy days of innocent childhood, and feeling
some consolation in my misery that my brother had not
been condemned ; that I left no wife or family, and that
both my parents were dead, and spared the shame and
sorrow of their son’s public execution. This was the state
of my mind when the gaoler entered the cell. He closed
the door, and addressed some kind expressions to me,
hoping that I was resigned to the great change that was
impending, and enquiring if he could do anything for my
comfort or consolation. In a stout but low tone I rephed,
that I would rather get rid of the business without being:

* This gratuitous cruelty did not cease when Old Kilmainham was taken
down. Similar disgusting figures have been seen by me, on the door and
walls of the condemned yard, in the present county gaol.—F. T. P.



Vesey and Keogh. 15

hanged at all. He closed the door, and sat down on the
block-stool, and we remained silent for a few minutes;
but there were looks passing between us; we were reading
each other’s hearts. At length he said—‘ Have you the
money ?’

“‘It1s safe, every guinea of it,’ I replied ¢but useless
to me and to every one else, if 1 am to stay here for the
few remaining days of my life. Moreover, T could not
give it all, for there would be very little use in going out of
the prison if I had not the means of going far and going
fast; but I have fifteen hundred pounds for a friend, who
would be a real friend.’

“¢ Mr. Vesey is gone,’ said the gaoler, ¢ we are perfectly
secure from any observation or interference on his part ; I
am running a great risk, but I shall try the chance. I am,
I admit, in great want of money. Give me fifteen "
hundred pounds, and I will allow your brother to pass
through my rooms to the top of the prison, and to bring a
rope ladder with him. He can descend into the yard, and
there he will find a key in the door of your cell ; this can be
done at twelve tomorrow night ; and you may be far away
before nine the following morning. Your brother will be
here to see you by-and-by, you can arrange with him, but
there is no time to be lost.’

“¢ My brother’ I replied, ¢ shall have nothing to do with
the business, except to bring the money, I shall not cross
the wall, I must go out by the door, I must be let out, or
I stay until I am disposed of along with the rest.’

“ ¢ It is impossible,” said the gaoler.

“ ¢ It is not impossible,’ I replied, ¢ but very easy, if you
can get a little assistance. I must be sick, very sick ; fever,
gaol fever, is to be my complaint; I must die, and be sent
out n a coffin.’
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‘¢ No,’ said he, ‘there must be a real corpse. I think
it can be managed, but I cannot have more than a thousand
pounds for myself, the remainder of the money must be
divided between two other persons, on whose co-operation
1 feel certain that I can fully rely.’ .

“We agreed upon the plan, and for several days I was
really sick, made so by artificial means—spirits, laudanum,
tobacco, and other things were used in various ways.
Half of the stipulated sum was brought by my brother,
and paid to the gaoler in the condemned cell. The other
men were removed to another part of the building. At
length I died, you understand ; and on that night a corpse
was introduced into my cell by the gaoler himself. It
was of my size, and was procured from the neighbouring
burial ground of the Hospital fields, vulgarly termed Bully’s
Acre; but unlike the generality of such disinterments, it
was to go back there again, and to be buried in my name.

I was informed that there would be an inquest on me; but
as I had died of putrid, spotted fever of the most infectious
description, it was not likely that the coroner or the jury
would view my body, unless at the greatest possible dis-
tance. I assisted the gaoler to arrange the supposed
corpse of myself, placing the face to the wall, and then I
was quietly let out upon the high road, after having paid
the balance of the fifteen hundred pounds. My brother
who had brought the money, was in waiting, but we soon
separated. He thought it would prevent suspicion beingg
raised if he attended the funeral of my substitute; and
I set out on foot, taking the road to Wicklow, and stop-
ping in the morning to have a little rest and refreshment at
Loughlinstown. About the time of my funeral, I was
passing Coolagad, near Delgany, and was alarmed by a
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pack of hounds crossing the road close to where I was
walking. There were some riders following them whom 1
knew, but they were too much engaged in the sport to
think about, or even to look at me. I proceeded by
Wicklow and Arklow to Wexford, and there I got a pas-
sage to Jersey. From that island I was taken by a
smuggler to St. Malo, on the supposition that I was
extremely anxious to join the Irish Brigade. My life was
now safe from the hangman, but [ had much trouble and
suffering to encounter. I was suspected of being a spy,
although I could not speak a word of French; and the
possession of some of your guineas was a great crime in
the eyes of those who wished to get them for themselves.
At Chartres I met a fellow-countryman, who was in
Berwick’s regiment, and at his instance I enlisted to get
rid of the annoyance I was suffering, and to avoid the
poverty which I saw approaching, and which was certain to
overtake a stranger, whose only resource was military
service. I took, on enlisting, the name of Vaughan,
which was that of my mother’s family. I have again to
express my deep sorrow for the wrongful act [ committed,
and I hope you will never regret that I was not hanged.”
Colonel Vesey parted with Martin Keogh, alias Vaughan,
in the kindest manner, and was soon after enabled to pro-
ceed to England. His military career was terminated by
a wound at the capture of Quebec, in 1761, which incapa-
citated him for further service: he died at Bath in 17%6.
The Count de St. Woostan accompanied the gallant but
much calumniated Lally-Tollendahl to India. He pos-
sessed his confidence, shared in his dangers and subsequent
persecutions, but eventually, freed from every imputation,
restored to the rank and emoluments of colonel, he died at

C
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Amboise, in 1782. His name was Alen, and he belonged
to a family which, located at St. Woolstans near Celbridge,
in the county of Kildare, occupied high position in Ireland
previous to the reign of Elizabeth, and from a collateral
branch of which the ducal Howards of Norfolk denve the
additional name of Fitzalen.

Martin Vaughan married, in 1758, a llanchisseuse de fin,
who had a comfortable dwelling and profitable business in
the Rue de Bellechasse, Paris. His name disappears from
the-register of the Invalides, in 1769. His escape from Old
Kilmainham protracted his existence twenty-six years. It
was effected by means which would not be practicable in
any prison of the British Empire at the present time.
Officials have become more respectable, and their integrity
is protected from temptation by the intervention of a vigi-
lant superintending authority, unknown at the period to
which the foregoing narrative refers. It will, in all proba-
bility, occur to the reader that the two persons whose
co-operation the gaoler considered as indispensable in
effecting the escape of Martin Keogh, were the coroner of
the county and the medical officer of the prison. Such a
conclusion is almost inevitable. Still, a similar project
could not now be accomplished by a similar combination.
There have been, however, some inquests held in the same
county (Dublin) which seriously compromised the coroner
of the time and the medical man habitually employed by
him, but none of them originated in a prison. It is right
to state that they occurred anterior to the appointment of
the present coroners and of their respective immediate pre-
decessors. I shall recur to them in a subsequent page or
two, when I come to the narration of some extraordinary
incidents entirely within my personal knowledge and recol-
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lection. As yet I have placed no female character promi-
nently before my readers. I shall proceed to introduce
one; and however I may distrust my own powers of de-
scniption, I feel that the mere facts which I shall detail
will not prove uninteresting, especially as they refer to her
whom I may term the heroine of the story.
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CHAPTER IIL

MARY TUDOR.

LLONGEVITY, although desired by almost all human beings,
is a subject of contemplation to very few. We attach, in
general, a greater interest to an aged tree or an antique
building, than to a venerable individual whose life may
connect with the present time the stirring period of the
American war of Independence or the awful period of the
French Revolution. It is, perhaps, better for ourselves
that as we attain old age we should meet with respect and
care, without being sought as close companions by our
juniors : we thus become habituated to think more on
those who have gone before us, and of our own approach
to that solemn moment which is to quench the socket-
glimmer of earthly existence. Nevertheless, we occasion-
ally meet with some whose mental faculties have not
yielded to the attacks of time, in proportion to the effects
produced by his inexorable hand upon the corporeal frame,
and whose society is sought by many who observe that
they can, even in the years of senectitude, revert to their
carly days, and seek to enjoy the pleasures of memory by
detailing to others the scenes through which they have
passed, and the points of character they have noted. Such
a person I can truly designate my father to have been.
His frame was robust, and his general health very good,
even after he had attained to fourscore years. Accident
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had rendered him lame, but his mind and memory were
strong, and his disposition affable. Whilst he perfectly
recollected the past, he evinced a warm interest in the pre-
sent; and almost immediately after the opening of the
Great Southern and Western Railway of Ireland, he sped
from Dublin to Cork and back, merely to contrast the five
hours’ performance of the “Iron Horse” with the four
days’ journey of his early years. It was a great gratifica-
tion to him to take a slow drive through Dublin, and
recount to his companions, of whom I was generally one,
the former appearance of places, and the habits and pecu-
liarities of their occupiers; but no part of the city called
forth his recollections more strongly than the locality of
Chnist Church Place. He never mentioned it by its pre-
sent name; with him it continued “ Skinner Row;” and
it was no small pleasure to him to remark that the house
in which he had lived and prospered at the beginning of
the present century, was still remaining, whilst the entire
of the opposite side of the “ Row’’ had disappeared. He
regretted the change even whilst he admitted the advantage
of the alteration ; but he could not refrain from reinstating
in his imagination, and describing, the narrow-fronted
houses within eighteen feet of the opposite dwellings,
nising to a height which effectually precluded even half-an-
hour’s sunshine from reaching the thoroughfare. His
mind reverted to the forier tenants, jewellers, silversmiths,
and booksellers, by which trades the “ Row” had been
monopolized ; and it was more agreeable to him to recol-
lect Dick Tudor, Tom Delancy, Jemmy Wilson, and many
others, cleaning their windows and sweeping their shops,
than to remark that such avocations, in the present day,
had ceased to be incumbent on even the junior apprentices,
and had devolved upon menial servants.
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One evening he was enjoying the society of two or three
convivial friends. He had taken a drive that day, accom-
panied by me, and had halted so long in Christ Church
Place, that the hackney carmen might almost have sus-
pected that he meditated an invasion of their stand. He
enjoyed his drive and his dinner, and having attained to
his second glass of whisky-punch, he commenced, at the
instance of his companions, the narration of one of his
““ Skinner Row ”’ reminiscences.

Dick Tudor was a goldsmith and jeweller. He had the
reputation of being the wealthiest man in the locality.
He neither lent nor borrowed. His intercourse with his
neighbours was very limited. He was a widower, and
had an only child, of whom he was excessively fond. His
tastes were in his business; he had a love for his art, and
would execute a beautiful design for a smaller comparative
profit than would satisfy him for second-hand plate or
mere repairs; but his affections excluded every other
worldly object, and were concentrated in his daughter,
Mary Tudor.

She was about eighteen years of age at the time to
which the commencement of the narrative refers, and,
although reared in a city, was as simple and unaffected ir
her manner as if her life had previously been passed or
mountain heather or in mossy dell. She was a brunette o
perfect features, and small but symmetrical figure. He
disposition appeared to be gay, and almost puerile, an.
none would suppose that in a trader’s daughter, whos

jocund smile and sparkling eyes seemed to seek and sprea
mirth around her, there was a latent intensity of feeling
and a determination of character, worthy of the noble:
cause or of the highest lineage.

Skinner Row had its attachments, jealousies, and litt
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diplomacies as fully as ever they existed even in more im-
portant localities. In one respect, it possessed a'material
for civic intrigue greater than could be found in any other
part of Dublin in the last century. The Row com-
manded, in the Common Council, one seat for the Sta-
tioners’ Guild, and two for the Goldsmiths. As to those
objects of ambition, there was a certain fixed understand-
ing—there should be no division outside their own pre-
cincts, and the members chosen should be men of the Row.
Amongst themselves, intrigues, insinuations, or open
opposition might be freely practised; but once they had
determined on the man to be supported, every vote should
go to him. Dick Tudor and James Wilson were the
goldsmiths chosen for the Common Council, and the dis-
tinction thus conferred excited great envy in the mind of
of Tom Delancy, whose discontent was kept fully alive by
his son, not on account of civic honours, but because
young Christian Wilson had contrived to stand between
him and the sun in the rays of which he wished to bask,
namely, the eyes of pretty Mary Tudor.

Old Tudor and James Wilson were friends, not very
intimate, but perhaps liking and respecting each other
more on that account. Tudor’s daughter and Christian
Wilson were lovers, and the infrequency of their meetings
only rendered their occasional interviews more delectable.
The neighbours observed the attachment of the young -
people before their parents suspected its existence; but
the moment Tudor perceived a preference evinced by his
daughter for young Wilson, he sedulously endeavoured to
prevent all future communications between them. He
became suddenly anxious that Mary should visit some
relatives in the County of Wexford, about whom he had
for years expressed no interest. He thought change of air
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would materially serve her health, although no other eye .
could notice the slightest indication of illness, or even
delicacy of constitution. Accompanied by an elderly
female attendant, she left Dublin by a conveyance termed
Good’s Long Coach, which the proprietor, William Good,
advertised as the perfection of cheap and expeditious
travelling. It left the Ram Inn, Aungier Street, Dublin,
on each Monday morning, at an early hour, so as to
ensure reaching Wicklow town on the succeeding night.
Tuesday saw the vehicle achieve a further progress to Gorey,
and on Wednesday evening it reached Wexford. It re-
turned to Dublin in the three succeeding days, and thus
enabled the public to have a cheap, safe, and comfortable
communication, to and fro, between two places about
ninety English miles asunder, within the short space of
six days.

Three or four weeks elapsed, and Tudor mentioned, in
answer to some kind enquiries, that Mary was enjoying
herself wonderfully at Kilmore, in the County of Wexford,
and that she had written him a very interesting descrip-
tion of the Saltee Islands, St. Patrick’s Bridge, and the
Lady’s Island. She was very comfortable with a worthy
cousin and his wife, both arrived at an age which made
them appreciate a life of quietude. They were very kind
to her, and they had no family or nearer relations than
himself and Mary. Her visit was likely to lead to con-
siderable advantages. He would never have disclosed his
daughter’s temporary residence if he had not believec
Kilmore to be as difficult of access to Christian Wilson as
Madeira or Malta would be to a gallant of the presen
time. The lover was a youth of very peculiar character—
clever and active, but rash and inconsiderate. Having as
certained that the smacks which traded between Wexfor
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and Dublin, if favored by a fair wind, could make the
run in a few hours, he determined on seeing Mary Tudor.
His father had allowed him as a perquisite the profits
anising from making ¢ balloon guineas” into rings, and
he had thereby acquired a few pounds, as it was a very
prevalent custom for females of the humbler classes to
invest a guinea in a ring, and carry their money on their
fingers. Savings-banks were then unknown.

Christian informed his father that he wished to go, for
a few days, to a friend in Drogheda, and obtained his con-
sent. He left home in the evening, ostensibly to go by
the mail, but he sojourned to Hoey’s Court, and was seen
there in company with some young men whose characters
were unknown, or worse. They left Hoey’s Court about
ten o’clock, and Wilson betook himself to Sir John's
Quay, and went out of the river in the smack “ Selskar,”
of Wexford, on the night-tide. After midnight Dick
Tudor’s workshop was robbed ; but the guilty parties did
not all escape. Two were apprehended leaving the pre-
mises, and were recognized as having been seen in Chris-
tian Wilson’s company in Hoey’s Court for some time
after his own father supposed him to have left Dublin for
Drogheda. A letter was posted to the latter place, and,
to old Wilson’s astonishment, he received a reply that his
son had not gone there. Where was he ?

Whispered malice is most intense. Delancy and his
son added assertion to suspicion, and revelled in the idea
of a broken-hearted father, and a disgraced, degraded son,
being forced by the awkward circumstances, magnified
and industriously disseminated, to abandon, one, the
coveted representation of the Goldsmiths’ Guild, and the
other, the pursuit in which all the affections of his heart
and the energies of his mind were concentrated—the love

of Mary Tudor,




26 Gleanings and Reminiscences.

In a few days Christian Wilson returned to Dublin.
His father’s reproaches were fierce and unmeasured, and
became a perfect storm of rage when the young man
refused to state where he had been, or for what purpose
he had left home. Old Tudor aggravated the quarrel
between the father and son, by accusing them of a design
to entrap his daughter into a clandestine union, to which
James Wilson replied that he would sooner transport his
son than consent to his marriage with Tudor’s daughter.
The circumstances of the robbery were fully investigated.
They did not directly mculpate Christian ; but enough
appeared to sully his reputation, and to prove that he
was not sufficiently guarded in his associations. Old
Delancy expressed his good-natured regret that the son of
one “Wainscot man’’* should be strongly suspected of rob-
bing another. Young Delancy, with affected benevolence,
expressed his sincere gratification that Christian had not
been caught; and there were not wanting some kind-
hearted individuals to convey his observations to the un-
happy subject of them. The young men casually met
in Christ Church yard; an explanation was demanded ;
and the demand was answered by the sneering remark,
that the affair explained itself. Christian was maddened
by his rival's taunts, and gave Delancy a fearful beating.
A blow or fall produced concussion of the brain. The
assailant had to fly; and his father determined to send
him, banished and unforgiven, to the West Indies, con-
signing him to the care of a relative who had been for
several years in Barbadoes. .

* In the old “ Tholsel” or Guildhall of Dublin, members who had served
the office of Sheriff, or who represented the Guild of Merchants, occupied
the centre of the Council chamber. The members representing incorpo-

rated trades sat next the wainscot. They had the reputation of being the
most independent members of the Corporation.



Mary Tudor. 27

Mary Tudor received a letter written at Liverpool, and
announcing the immediate departure of Christian Wilson
for his tropical destination. In it he simply stated the
circumstances which led to his expatriation, and renewed
his vows to her of deep affection and fidelity. The young
woman at once determined on departing from Kilmore;
and on her arrival in Dublin placed Christian’s letter in
her father’s hands. She insisted on the examination of
the master and crew of the Selskar; and they proved that
they dropped down the river with Christian on board,
two hours before the time of the robbery. But this was
not all. The guilty parties confessed that the young man
was not with them, and accounted for having sought his
society in Hoey’s Court, for the purpose of eliciting some
mmformation as to Tudor’s premises into which they were
desirous of effecting an entrance. Young Delancy had
recovered. Tudor and James Wilson had been reconciled ;
but Christian had sailed in the ship “ Hyacinth,” of Liver-
pool, and he must see Barbadoes before he can become
aware of Mary’s truth and her determined exertions to
remove all aspersions from her lover’s character.

The “ Hyacinth” never reached her destined port. Her
fate was conjectured, but was not ascertained, as it would
be in the present time of superior arrangements in agency
and communication. Her owners received their insurance
as for a total loss, and James Wilson believed that his
hapless son had been entombed in the ocean.

At the commencement of the war between England and
her revolted colonies of North America, two commis-
sioners were sent out, in the hope that differences might
be reconciled and peace restored. The Earl of Carlisle
and Mr. Eden, (afterwards Lord Auckland,) were pro-
ceeding on this mission in a frigate, and after having
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encountered very stormy weather, they fell in with a boat
in which were several persons, reduced to the utmost
extremity by hunger and fatigue. They were rescued,
and recovered their strength by rest and nutrition. All,
except one, were sailors, and they were, perbaps very sum-
marily, added to the frigate’s crew. The landsman was
of a melancholy temperament, although young and na-
turally strong. He was, however, of an humble and
unpresuming manner, which did not indicate vulgarity or
ignorance. He expressed a desire to make himself useful,
cleaned some watches for the officers, and kept the plate
of their mess in proper order. Curiosity induced Lord
Carlisle to accost him, and the communication resulted
in several acts of kindness on the part of the nobleman,
which were respectfully and gratefully, and perhaps it
may be said, gracefully, received. His Lordship’s interest
in the poor shipwrecked fellow increased; and on their
arrival in America, he obtained for his protege, from
Sir Henry Clinton, an ensigncy in the army.

Meanwhile Christian Wilson was forgotten in Skinner
Row by all except one. They had “mourned him dead
in his father’s house.”> His family never adverted to his
fate, for the subject was of painful recollection in more
senses than one. But Marv Tudor, although she seldom
spoke of Christian, would not admit that he was dead.
Suitors for her hand were numerous, but to none would
she give the slightest encouragement, and Delancy soon
discovered that indifference was too mild a term to describe
her feeling towards him. Some years had passed. Her
father had attained complete senectitude, but was still
sound in mind and hale in body. He lived happily with
his daughter, who consulted his wishes on every subject,
except his anxiety to see her married in comfort and
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respectability before he died. She had attained to her
twenty-fifth or twenty-sixth year, and she was particularly
intimate with the family of the person from whom this
narrative is derived. In fact, it was her only intimacy,
and in her intercourse with them she frequently avowed
her conviction that the “ lost one” would return.

One morning a note was received by my father, request-
ing him to call, as soon as possible, on the writer, at the
Queen’s Head Hotel in Bride Street. He repaired to the
place appointed; and in consequence of what there oc-
curred, he had interviews next morning with Richard
Tudor and James Wilson, and prevailed on them to ac-
company him to Cork Hill, about 11.30 a.m., and there
he pointed out to the astonished and delighted old men
Captain Christian Wilson, of the 6oth Regiment, march-
ing his company to relieve the guard at Dublin Castle.

The tale concludes. The lovers met and were united.
Old Tudor was rich ; his closing years were happy. Wilson
retired from the army after he had attained the rank of
Major, and settled on a property in a southern county,
where the descendants of him and Mary Tudor are living
in independence and respectability.

This narrative has been closely criticised. It has been
asked, Did the hero of the tale keep his very existence con-
cealed so long, and why ? Suspicions have been expressed
that the lovers had some communication or correspon-
dence. Whatever conjectures may be entertained, they
need not be canvassed here. The reader may form his
own opinion. Much was said on the subject, and some-
thing was even sung. The following verses are a portion
of a lyric attributed to a Mr. Rooney, a basket-maker in
Fishamble Street. The Tholsel guard, to the somnolent
tendencies of which an allusion is made, were in num-
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ber about a dozen. They were dressed in blue with
orange facings, and armed with pole-axes. An alderman
of the time sarcastically described them as ' selected for
their age and infirmities, and not required to be awake
unless at their meals.”

¢¢ Some folk averr’d a bird was heard
To Mary's casement nigh ;
And from its throat there thrill’d the note,
He’s coming by-and-by.

¢ Some said there came, with war-worn frame,
A vet’ran grenadier, )
Who spoke of one that led him on
Through battle’s fierce career.

¢ Some said between them both had been
Of love notes not a few,
But this was clear, he did appear,
And wed his maiden true.

‘ Through Skinner Row the toast must go,
And our cheers reach Christ Church Yard,
Till its vaults profound send back the sound,
To waken the Tholsel guard.

‘ Here ’s to their health in peace and wealth;
May Death, that bold intruder,
A long while pause ere he lays his claws
On such as MAarY TuDoOR.”



CHAPTER 1V.

THE BIRTH OF A WORD—A LETTER OF INTRODUC-
TION—THE HONOR OF KNIGHTHOOD.

I HAVE mentioned in the narrative respecting Lonergan,
that my father was a member of the corps of Dublin
Volunteers, and that he was serjeant of the grenadier
company. Many of his comrades were living within my
memory, and I could name five or six who derived great
gratification from reverting to the period when the citizen
soldiers of Ireland were enrolled in thousands for the
purpose of resisting an invasion which was threatened by
the French. The reviews, parades, and convivial associa-
tions of the Volunteers afforded many agreeable recollec-
tions ; and I have heard from different narrators the same
account of what may be termed the birth of a word which
originated in Eustace Street, Dublin, upon the same day
that ushered into this breathing world the oldest and
highest of rank amongst the Irish nobility.* T indulge in
a hope that my readers may consider the circumstances
under which a word was added to our language as curious
or interesting, especially when they are apprised that it
was not taken from any other language, ancient or modern,
and yet it has become ubiquitous.

* These expressions refer to the late Duke of Leinster, who has died
since I wrote them.—F. T. P.
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On the 21st of August, 1791, news had arrived in
Dublin that Her Grace the Duchess of Leinster had given
birth to a young Marquis of Kildare. To all ranks of
society the intelligence was welcome, but especially to the
Volunteers. The Duke was the general of that force in
his province, but his own corps, of which he was colonel,
was the Dublin one. Along with the announcement of
the accouchement of the Duchess, came an intimation,
that the corps would be expected at Carton on the happy
occasion of the christening. The opportunity for paying
a compliment to their commander was hailed by the
citizen-soldiers with the utmost enthusiasm, and there
was a numerous gathering of them, to learn the particu-
lars and to consider their arrangements, at a tavern in
Eustace Street, Dublin, kept by a person named Bennett,
and known as “ The Eagle.” The evening had, as might
be expected, a convivial termination. Several who had
- attained to high civic dignities were amongst those as-
sembled; and there was also present Richard Daly, the
proprietor and manager of the Smock Alley theatre, who
had an extraordinary propensity for making wagers in refer-
ence to incidental matters, however unimportant. In the
course of the evening some casual opinions were expressed
on the histrionic powers of an actor named Sparkes, who
~ was then drawing immense houses in Daly’s theatre. One
of the Volunteers, named Delahoyde, expressed his surprise
that such crowds should run after Sparkes, and remarked
" that his popularity was more the result of fashionable
caprice than of histrionic merits. “ He is, in my opinion,””
added the speaker, “just what the French would term un
Sagotin “ And what is the exact meaning of that
word ?”’ asked Alderman Moncrieffe. ® There 1s, perhaps,
no one word in the English language which conveys its
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meaning exactly,” said the interrogated party. “If I
could give an English word to signify a low, vulgar
mountebank, I should not have employed the French
term.” “Then,” observed Daly, “ why do you not make
a word and send it into circulation? You should not feel
aware that our language was deficient in expression with-
out being charitable enough to supply its want, especially
as 1t costs nothing to make a word.” ¢ But,” rejoined
the other, “how could 1 ensure the reception of a word
into general use? It might be characterized as slang, or
remain unnoticed and unadopted ; it might be as difficult to
obtain currency for a word, or more so, than it was to
pass Wood’s halfpence.”

“ Dick,” said Alderman Moncrieffe, “ suppose you try
your own hand, as you think the matter so easy. I would
leave it to your own ingenuity, but I fear you will find it
very difficult to induce the public to take your word. If
they took some of your assurance it might be an advan-
tage ; you have plenty to spare.”

“I thank you, Alderman,” replied Daly. “I did not
suppose that so much wit could come from the neighbour-
hood of the Tholsel.”

“Oh!” said Moncrieffe, it has strayed up to us from
the theatre, where 1t has lately become scarce. But, Dick,
why have you chatted so long on this and other subjects
this evening without offering a single wager? Come now,
start a bet.”

“1 shall not use a phrase or make a word,” said Daly,
“in disparagement of Sparkes, from whom I have derived
much pleasure and profit; but I shall bet you twenty
guineas, and I propose our friend and captain, who is also
your brother alderman, I propose John Carleton as the judge

or arbitrator between us, that within forty-eight hours
D



34 Gleanings and Reminiscences.

there shall be a word in the mouths of the Dublin public,
of all classes and sexes, young and old; and also that
within a week, the same public shall attach a definite and
generally adopted meaning to that word, without any sug-
gestion or explanation from me. [ also undertake, as
essential to the wager, that my word shall be altogether
new and unconnected with any derivation from another
language, ancient or modern. Now, Alderman, what say
you to taking my word or winning my money ?*’

“ I shall not take your word, Dick, but I propose win-
ning some of your money. I shall put five guineas in the
wager, provided the present company take up the balance,
and let the winnings be spent on the evening of the first
parade day after our return from the christening of the
young Marquis of Kildare.”

The company were joyous, and the proposal of the
appropriation of the proceeds to festivity induced a speedy
acceptance of the remaining liability. The terms were re-
duced to writing, and deposited with Carleton. Daly
looked at his watch and took his departure. It happened
to be a Saturday evening, and he reached the theatre a
short time before the termination of the performance. He
immediately procured some lumps of chalk, and a dozen
or two of cards. Upon each of the cards he wrote a word.
It was short and distinct, and at the fall of the curtain he
required the attendance of the call-boys, scene-shifters,
and other inferior employées of the coucern. To each of
them he gave a card and a piece of chalk, and directed
them to perambulate the city until daybreak, chalking the
word upon the doors and shutters of the houses. His
directions were diligently obeyed, and on the Sunday
morning the doors of shops, warehouses, and even private
dwellings appeared to have one word conspicuously chalked
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on them. The timid were alarmed, lest it indicated some
unlawful or hostile intention, but these apprehensions
were dissipated by the fact of its universal appearance.
One, as he issued from his dwelling, conceived that it was
meant for a nick-name for him; but he immediately
changed his opinion on seeing it on his neighbour’s
premises also. It could not be political, for all parties
were treated the same way. It was manifestly not a mark
on any religious persuasion, for all denominations were
chalked alike. It was not belonging to any known lan-
guage, nor could a word of any meaning be formed by the
transposition of its letters. Still the universality of its
appearance excited the curiosity of all, and formed a sub-
ject for public conjecture and general conversation. After
a few days the general conclusion was, that the word was
a hoax, a trick, 2 humbug, a joke. However, it was not for-
gotten. The parties to the wager, which Dick Daly was ad-
judged to have won, have all disappeared, but I have heard
several of them narrate the particulars as I have stated them.
The hands by which the word was chalked have all
mouldered into clay, but the term that owed its birth to
the Eustace Street wager has become almost ubiquitous.
It 1s heard in India, Australia, the United States,
Canada, or the Cape; in fact, wherever the English lan-
guage is spoken. The word is Quiz.

It may not be inopportune to mention here that I re-
lated the foregoing account of the origin of the word
 quiz”’ one day in, I think, the year 1832, at the table of
Cornelius Lyne, the facetious and convivial barrister of
the Munster Circuit, where he was designated, in contra-
distinction to the old Irish chieftain, ¢ Con of the hundred
battles,’ “ Con of the hundred lottles.” Amongst the
guests was a gentleman named Montgomery, who resided
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in Belfast. On hearing my story, he remarked that a
quiz has occasionally produced a reality. He proceeded
to tell us that when James Madison was President of the
United States, a young man connected with one of the
most eminent houses in Belfast, thought fit to make an
American tour. Having crossed-the Atlantic, he passed
upwards of eighteen months to his perfect satisfaction. On
his return he was greatly pestered by one of his fellow-
townsmen, a pushing, plausible, self-sufficient kind of
fellow, for letters of introduction to some American
friends, the applicant declaring his intention of visiting all
the principal cities of the Union. At length the solicited
party replied to an urgent entreaty, by declaring that there
was no one with whom he felt himself warranted to take
such a liberty except his friend Madison. “The Presi-
dent!” exclaimed the importunate teaser; “why it would
be invaluable.”” Acceding to his request, a letter was
written commencing with “ My dear Mr. Madison,” and
conveying the assurance, that the attentions which the
writer had received would never be forgotten, and that the
recollection of such kindness emboldened him to introduce
a friend, in the hope that he would be received with even
a portion of that urbanity which had been experienced so
agreeably, and remembered so gratefully, by his ever
faithful and obliged, &c., &c. The traveller departed, and
a considerable time elapsed before he reappeared in Belfast.
When he returned, his first visit was to the author of the
valuable introduction. “ My dear friend,” said he, “ I
presented your letter at a public reception. The Presiden ¢
was. more than polite, he was extremely cordial. I was
invited to several delightful parties, and received the utmos 1
attention. It was, however, very extraordinary, that whex
I called to pay my farewell visit, he asked me several ques
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tions in reference to your personal appearance, remarking
that you had lapsed from his recollection.” This was not
so very surprising, for the President had never seen the
man whose letter of introduction for the other had been a
thorough quiz. At the conclusion of the anecdote which
my narrative had elicited from Mr. Montgomery, Tom
Moylan, Mr. Lyne’s nephew, contributed another. He
remarked that the Belfast man had only quizzed a Presi-
dent, but a Dublin man had completely humbugged a
king. When George the Fourth was reigning, a Dublin
medical doctor wrote a book. He had a copy splendidly
bound for presentation, and then went to London, to the
royal levee, where he handed a card to the lord-in-waiting,
on which his name appecared as attending to present his
work on a certain professional subject, and fo receive the
konor of knighthood. The lord-in-waiting thought that all
was right ; the king thought so, too. The Dublin doctor
knelt down, the king took a sword, gave him the slap of
dignity, and bade him arise Sir Thomas After the
levee, and when the newspapers had published the knight-
hood as one of the incidents of the day, there were some
enquiries about the recipient of the distinction. Who had
recommended him? Of what minister was he the pro-
teg¢ ? But they were all too late, the knighthood had
been conferred. People could only laugh. Canning was
reported to have said, that he supposed the doctor claimed
the honor by prescription. Although I was not personally
acquainted with the medical knight who was the subject
of Tom Moylan’s anecdote, T have a perfect recollection
of him for several years before he was dubbed a “Sir.”
He resided in St. Peter’s parish, Dublin, and was very
prominent in the old agitation times antecedent to Catholic
Emancipation. At the vestries there could not be a rate
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or cess proposed to which he- had not an amendment or
direct negative to offer. On one occasion, at a very
crowded parochial meeting, he complained to Archdeacon
Torrens, who was presiding, that the vestry-room was too
limited a place for such an important discussion as that in
which they were engaged. “I move, reverend sir,” said
he, “that we adjourn to the churchyard.’’ My dear
doctor, replied the archdeacon, very quaintly, “you will
have us there time enough.”



CHAPTER V.

A MILLIONAIRE.

I sEALL revert to old Skinner Row in reference to the
career of an individual which may be said to have com-
menced there about the year 1782. The incidents which
I shall detail are not of an amatory or very sentimental
nature, but nevertheless, truly extraordinary. To a Dublin,
or even an Irish reader, it is unnecessary to offer an assu-
rance of their truth, or to mention the individual’s name.
Only one error in reference to him has had currency, and
that to a very limited extent. It arose, in all probability,
from envy or malice, and consisted in describing him as a
person of very imperfect education, of plebeian manners
and disposition, and of almost menial avocations. He
might have been truly described as well-informed, unaf-
fectedly courteous, unobtrusive of his own opinions, and
tolerant of the opinions of others, whilst his business
transactions were marked by diligence, integrity, and in-
telligence. The proprietor of a very extensive establish-
ment in a central situation in Dublin, where bookselling
and auctions of libraries were carried on, had advertised
for an assistant; and the situation attracted the attention
of many competitors, of whom the individual alluded to
was one. He was young and active, and sought a per-
sonal interview with Mr. V., the advertiser. He was
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informed that the latter had gone up to Skinner Row, to my
father’s house, where he would be engaged for upwards of
an hour. The applicant hurried off to the narrow, crowded,
and inconvenient locality. The footway was dispropor-
tionally raised above the carriage road, and at the very door
of the house to which he was going, he accidentally slipped
and fell. In a disabled condition, he was raised and car-
ried in, and it was ascertained that his ankle was dislocated.
His sufferings excited great sympathy. He was conveyed
to a bedroom, and surgical aid was procured. Mr. V.
manifested great interest in the young man, and came
frequently to see him. After several weeks elapsed his
cure was effected, and the situation which he sought was
given to him., He expressed the deepest gratitude to my
father for the kindness he had experienced, and the ac-
quaintance which commencted in the painful accident re-
ferred to, ripened ultimately into a very close intimacy.
He gained the confidence of Mr. V., who conferred many
marks of his esteem, and on the retirement of that gentle-
man from business, he became, to a great extent, his
successor. All his undertakings prospered, and he acquired
the reputation of being extremely wealthy. A rumor
was circulated that, between the leaves of some books
which he had purchased, he had found several bank notes
of considerable value, but that report was groundless. In
addition to extensive bookselling, he had formed a connec-
tion with the house of Bish and Co., of Cornhill, by which
he was enabled to do a profitable business in bills on
London amongst the Dublin traders, for at that time the
facilities of letters of credit were very little known. He
also dealt largely in the tickets and shares of the State
Lotteries which, three or four times in the year, stmulated
the community into legalized gambling. One evening in
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the year 1794, my father had occasion to call upon him,
and found him unusually dissatisfied. He said that Bish’s
people had made a great mistake in sending him several
whole tickets instead of quarters, eighths, or sixteenths,
and that three tickets had been left on his hands, involving
a loss of sixty pounds. There was not sufficient time
to communicate with London before the drawing day, and
he could only warn them against committing a similar
error on the next occasion. However, in about a week
after, my father ascertained that the mistake had eventuated
in one of the tickets turning out a prize for twenty thou-
sand pounds. Bish was no longer censured by the man
whose wealth, previously considerable, had received a great
and unexpected augmentation. The writer of fiction would
hesitate before he would adopt a young man lying on the
flagway of a city in which he was a complete stranger,
with a dislocated ankle, as the material for a future million-
aire. The person to whom this narrative refers was not
English, Irish, or Scotch. He was a Manxman, who left
his native island to seek in Dublin, what he most com-
pletely found, a fortune. He died a member of Parliament
for an Irish county. Three of his sons attained to similar
positions, and one of them was elevated to the House of
Peers. Their positions were honorably and worthily
acquired.



CHAPTER VI.

THE SHIP STREET DIAMOND—SECOND-HAND PLATE

—THE SILVER SLAB—LAW’'S WINDOW—OLD
NEWGATE.

I HAVE already mentioned that old Skinner Row con-
tained a considerable number of establishments belonging
to goldsmiths and jewellers. Pre-eminent amongst them
was one kept, in the earl{ part of the present century, by
Matthew West, who realised an ample fortune there, and
attained to high civic distinctions in Dublin. His concern
was celebrated for an extensive assortment of jewelry, and
for the tasteful and correct execution of orders specially
relative to the setting of precious stones. When such
were brought to be cleaned, arranged, or set, the owner
was required to state the value which he attached to the
property, and to sign such statement on the back of the
receipt given for the articles. Mr. West gave considerable

employment, especially in gem-setting, to a man named
Delandre, who occupied the upper part of a house in
Great Ship Street, in frout of the ground on which the
church of St. Michael le Pole formerly stood, and over
the yard of which the windows of his working-room
opened. A narrow passage led from the strect under the
house to a building in the rere, and a high wall separated
this passage from the old cemetery. The top of the wall
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“was thickly studded with broken glass, to prevent tres-
passes. In the year 1811, a gentleman called on Mr.
West, and produced a diamond to which he attached con-
siderable value, and which he wished to have set in a
peculiar style. His order was taken, and a receipt was
given for the stone, with an endorsement of its value at
#950. Delandre was sent for, and received the diamond,
with directions for the setting, and with an injunction to
be expeditious. He took it to his work-room, and, the
weather being very warm, the window close to his bench
had been opened. He was using heavy pressure of the
diamond against the material in which it was to be set,
when either the tool or the gem slipped, and the latter
flew out of the opened window. Instantly alarming his
family, he watched the passage and the yard until means
were® adopted to prevent the entrance of any strangers.
Then the passage was swept, and the sweepings were
sifted. The surface of the old cemetery, for a considerable
space, was similarly treated, thc top of the wall was
brushed carefully, and a tombstone in which a fissure was
observed was raised and examined; but all the searching
was fruitless. Finally, Delandre had to betake himself to
Mr. West, and communicate the disastrous loss of the
valuable jewel. Extraordinary as was the statement, Mr.
West did not discredit the workinan, in whose probity he
placed great coufidence. He undertook to afford constant
employment to Delandre and to his son, but stipulated that
an msurance should be effected on the life of the former,
and that weekly deducticns should be made from their
eamings, so as to provide for the premiuin on the insu-
rancé policy and form a reserve for the value of the
diamond. Delandre scrupulously observed his engage-
ments. He had full employment from West, and although
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he was working, as he termed 1t, “for a dead horse,”” he
kept his hands busy and his heart light. Each year les-
sened his liabilities, and at length, having paid for the
diamond, he received an assignment of the policy of insu-
rance, for the ultimate benefit of his family. He had
grown old and rather feeble, but still, in conjunction with
his son, attended industriously to his trade. Mr. West
had died, and I, who had been a schoolboy when the
diamond was lost, had become a magistrate of the Head
Police Court of Dublin. In my younger days I had
often heard of the Ship Street diamond, and the various
accounts of its loss were occasionally exaggerated im-
mensely in reference to its size and value. In 1842
some much needed repairs were in progress at the rere of
Delandre’s dwelling. Whitewashing and plastering were
intended, and the top of the wall between the yard and
passage was to be re-glassed. Old Delandre had gone
out to buy some provisions, and on his return he was
accosted by oue of the workmen who had been removing
the glass from the wall, and who showed him a curosity
which he had found. Delandre did not require a second
look to satisfy himself that it was the long-lost gem.
Amongst the glass which had been on the wall there was
the neck of a pint bottle, which had been placed in the
plaster with the mouth downwards, and it had formed the
trap in which the diamond had been caught on fallingr
from the window. Delandre gave the finder a liberal
reward ; but with a laudable anxiety to remove all suspi—
cion of a sinister nature from himself, he had the dis~
covery of the diamond made the subject of a solemaxa
declaration, which the finder subscribed before me 1In thhe
Head Police Court. The loss of the gem had been evexra~
tually highly advantageous to the man, by whom it wag
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at first very naturally considered a great calamity. It had
induced him to adopt a life of strict economy and industry,
which easier circumstances would not have suggested or
enforced.

SECOND-HAND PLATE.

The same Mr. West to whom the last incident referred
had a handsome private residence in Harcourt Street, and
he was known habitually to place an unlimited confidence
in the care and discretion of his wife, to leave large sums
in her custody, and to approve of or acquiesce in the
investments to which she might apply such moneys.
Her management fully justified his confidence, and he
made no secret of the course he had adopted or of
the satisfactory results it produced. In 1817 he had
arrived one morning in Skinner Row, when a livery ser-
vant, of very stylish appearance, entered and inquired,
“Had Captain Wilson been there?” Mr. West replied
that “he had not the pleasure of knowing Captain
Wilson ;” and then the servant stated, that ¢ his master,
Captain Marmaduke Wilson, intended to purchase some
plate, and had ordered him to go to Mr. West’s, and
await his arrival there.” He added, “ He is a fine-looking
man, but he has lost his right arm at Waterloo. I have
to deliver a message in Dame Street. You will easily
know him when he comes ; and please to tell him that I
shall be back in about ten minutes.” The servant de-
parted, and very soon after his master made his appear-
ance. A complete militaire, he displayed moustaches, a
Waterloo ribbon, and a frogged frock-coat; but the right
sleeve was empty from the elbow, and the cuff was looped
up to the breast. He inquired for the servant, and seemed
a little dissatisfied at the fellow’s absence. He then
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- proceeded to inform Mr. West that he was about to fix his
residence on a property which he held in the county of
Monaghan, and that he wished to unite economy with
respectability in his domestic arrangements. He had
heard that Mr. West’s stock of second-hand plate was
very ample, and wished to purchase some on which the
crestings could be obliterated and the Wilson crest sub-
stituted, producing at the same time a silver snuff-box, on
which a crest was engraved, with the initials of Marmaduke
Wilson beneath it. The servant had returned, and accom-
panied his master through the warerooms, conducted by
the proprietor, who succeeded in displaying tea services,
salvers, &c., which met with Captain Wilson’s approval,
provided the prices were lower. The demands were re-
duced considerably, as the customer urged that it was a
dealing for “ cash down.” The charges amounted to one
hundred and forty pounds, when the Captain said “ he
would not go any further for the present,” and requested
Mr. West to have the plate packed in a basket which the
servant had brought, in order that Mrs. Wilson might see
the articles before the crests were altered. The silver was
directed to be treated as he desired, and he then turned to
Mr. West and said, “ You must be my amanuensis, and
write the order to Mrs. Wilson for the cash. 1 shall
send my man for the money, and when he brings it, you
will let him have the basket.” Mr. West took the pen,
and wrote, at the Captain’s dictation—

““ DEAR MARIA,

“1 have bought some second-hand plate, of which, I think, yomu
will approve. Send me, by bearer, £140.”

He added—* Just put my initials, M. W. Is it not
very curious, Mr. West, that our initials are the same ? *?
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He then took the pen in his left hand, and made a rough
kind of small semicircle in the left-hand corner, which he
designated his private mark. “Now,” said he to the ser-
vant, “make all haste to your mistress, get the money,
and fetch it here. I shall wait until you return, for you
have not far to go.”” The servant departed, and the Cap-
tain remained for about twenty minutes, and seemed very
impatient at the fellow’s delay. He expressed an opinion
that perhaps his wife had gone out, and said that he would
take a car and see what caused the delay, adding, “ When
he brings you the cash you can let him have the hamper.”

The Captain then departed. The servant did not come

for the plate, and it remained packed and ready for de-
livery on the arrival of the purchase money. Late in the
afternoon Mr. West went home, and having dined, was
asked by his wife “ What second-hand plate was it that
you bought to-day?”’ ‘I bought none,” he replied, “but 1
sold some, and it was to have been taken away at once,
but I suppose it will be sent for to-morrow.” “ And why,”
enquired Mrs. West, “ did you send to me for one hundred
and forty pounds? Here is your note, which a servant in
livery brought, and I gave him the money.”

The swindle was complete. The basket was never called
for, nor could the defrauded party ever obtain any trace of
the Waterloo Captain or of his livery servant. The
reader need not suppose that the veteran delinquent was
minus an arm. He was “ made up”’ for the part which

he was to play in the deliberate and deeply-planned villainy, -

and in all probability he had both his hands in full use, to
take off his moustache and frogged coat in a few minutes
after leaving Mr. West’s premises. The transaction ex-
cited much interest and some merriment. It afforded a
subject for one of Burke Bethel’s jokes. He said that
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whether the captain reappeared or not, he could never be

designated otherwise than as oﬁ' handed in his dealings
with Mr. West.

THE SILVER SLAB,

There was another Dublin establishment in the gold,
silver, and jewelry trade, and also belonging to a Mr.
West. It was in Capel Street. I may mention an inci-
dent connected with it of a very extraordinary nature.
There were mills at Chapelizod, near Dublin, kept by a
Mr. M‘Garry, in which he had very powerful machinery for
rolling metals. He was frequently employed to roll silver
for Mr. West. In the year 1829, a silver slab, valued at
&£27, was delivered to his carrier at Capel Street, and the
usual receipt was given for it. The slab was to be rolled
into a silver sheet; but when the vehicle in which 1t had
been placed arrived at Chapelizod, the article was not to
be found. In appearance it was not bright, having lain 1n
store for some time after being cast. Advertisements and
enquiries failed to discover it, and Mr. M*‘Garry paid its
value to the owner. In 1845, it was brought to a silver-
smith named Chapman, on Essex Quay, and offered for
sale. Chapman stopped the article, and gave the bearer
of it into custody. On an investigation before me, it ap-
peared that a shoemaker who lived in Leixlip had found 1t
on the road and taken it home with him: He never
suspected that it was silver. He considered it to be pewter
or zinc, and it was used for the purposes of a lapstone for
sixteen years. How the person in whose possession it
was found had ascertained its real quality did not appear,
but he had purchased it from the shoemaker for half-a-
crown. West’s and M‘Garry’s books coincided as to the
nature of the article, its value, and the time of its loss.
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The old slab was adjudged to M‘Garry, who at once sold
it to Chapman for the price he offered, £22. The shoe-
maker expressed deep, and certainly sincere, regret that he
had never suspected the real value of his lapstone. His only
consolation was, that the roguish fellow who induced him
to sell it for half-a-crown, lost two shillings and sixpence
by the bargain.

LAW’S WINDOW.

Whilst shops profusely stocked with articles of the pre-
cious metals and with costly jewels attract affluent and
even extravagant customers, they also afford immense
temptations to thieves and swindlers. No establishment
in Dublin was superior in any respect to that in Sackville
Street belonging to Mr. Law. On each side of the en-
trance there was a window, consisting of a single sheet
of glass, inside of which a most magnificent display of
costly plate, gems, and watches tacitly demanded and
obtained the admiration of all spectators. In the year
1847, and In the afternoon of a pleasant May day, an
elderly gentleman stood at the window next the corner of
Eden Quay, and gazed with delight on the various splendid
and tasteful productions inside. He had an umbrella,
which he carried beneath his arm in a horizontal position,
and with the ferule end unluckily too near the costly sheet
of glass. A young fellow came rapidly running along the
footway, and violently jostled the respectable admirer of
the splendid contents of the window. The glass was
smashed by the point of the umbrella, and the mischief
resulting from the collision only imparted greater celerity
to the jostlers movements. He fled down Eden Quay,
and was almost instantly out of sight. Mr. Law was in
his shop, and along with some of his assistants seized on

E
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the proprietor of the intruding umbrella. The old gentle-
man demurred to the imputed liability, and ascribed all the
mischief to the ruffian who had rushed against him. Law
was persistent, and demanded nine pounds for his frac
tured glass. He threatened to give the old gentleman in
charge to the police. The latter became very indignant and
excited, used extremely strong language, and even applied
opprobrious epithets to those by whom he was detained.
He said that he was a stranger, just arrived from England,
to transact some affairs of importance connected with the
purchase of extensive properties in the west of Ireland.
He warned Law that he would bring an action, and look
for ample damages, if he were not permitted to depart.
He stated his name to be James Ridley, and that his resi-
dence was in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, London. Finding that
Law was about ,to send for a constable, he produced a
Bank of England note for #£'100, and told the “obdurate
scoundrel ”’ to take the cost of his window out of that, but
at his peril. Law disregarded the threat, deducted nine
pounds, and gave £91 to Mr. Ridley, who departed, vow-
ing vengeance. However, no proceedings were instituted,
and subsequent enquiries after James Ridley in Lincoln’s

Inn Fields resulted in no such person being known there.
The £100 note was a forgery.

A ad

» OLD NEWGATE.

Towards the close of the last century, a gaol for the city
of Dublin was built, and its appearance had a great ten-
dency to deter any person from incurring the liability of
becoming an inmate. Its soot begrimed-walls and rusty
portal completely falsified its designation of Newgate, and
its front constituted a considerable portion of a locality,
the aspect of which suggested no idea of verdure, although
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it was called Green Street. It was a place replete with
fatal memories, very few of which are worthy of being
evoked, and it has been completely taken down. The sons
of the gentleman who was governor more than fifty years
ago were my schoolmates, and my associations with them
made me acquainted with some incidents which may be
worthy of narration. When Oliver Bond was under sen-
tence of death for treason; and whilst there was the
strongest probability that the law would take its course, he

was permitted, during the day-time, to occupy an upper
~ apartment, the door of which was partly of glass. Mrs.
Bond was as much with him as the rules of the prison
allowed, and was sitting in the room on the day when Mr.
Michael William Byrne was executed as a united Irishman.
The fatal procession had to pass close by the door of
Bond’s apartment; and as it approached, Mr. Byrne re-
marked to the sheriff, that Mrs. Bond would be greatly
shocked by seeing a person pass to that scaffold on which
her husband expected to suffer. Mr. Byrne then suggested
that they should stoop and creep noiselessly by the door, so
as to escape her observation. His wish was complied
with, and on reaching the drop, he turned to the sherff,
and remarked, with an air of great satisfaction, “we
managed that extremely well.”” This spontaneous solici-
tude to spare the feelings of an afflicted female, will aptly
class with that of the gallant Count Dillon, who was one
of the earliest victims of the Reign of Terror in France, and
who, when he arrived at the guillotine, was requested by a
female fellow-sufferer, to precede her, upon which the
preux chevalier saluted her with courtly grace, and stepped
forward, saying, “ anything to oblige a lady.”

In one of the back yards of Newgate, to the right of the
entrance, was the place of confinement for the condemned,
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the walls of which exhibited initials, sometimes entire
names of unhappy occupants. One, who suffered the
extreme penalty of the law nearly sixty years ago, for forg-
ing notes of the Bank of Ireland, pencilled the following
lines on the door of his cell :—

¢¢ Unhappy wretch, whom Justice calls
To bide your doom within these walls,
Know that to thee this gloomy cell
May prove, perhaps, the porch of Hell.
Thy crimes confest, thy sins forgiven,
Mysterious change ! it leads to Heaven.”

It is to be hoped that the soul of the poor prisoner ex-
perienced the “ mysterious change”’ which his untimely
fate led him so fully to appreciate.




CHAPTER VII.

GONNE’S WATCH.

IN the year 1810 a manufacturing goldsmith of high re-
spectability, named Gonne, lived in Crow Street, Dublin.
His establishment was noted for the superior execution of
chased work, especially in watch cases, and he had occa-
sionally extensive orders from the house of Roskill, of
Liverpool, the reputation of which for watches and chro-
nometers, was then, as it is still, extremely high. Mr.
Gonne indulged himself in the purchase of a splendid gold
watch of Roskill’s best make, and prided himself greatly
on the possession of an article not to be surpassed either
In exquisite ornamentation or accuracy of movement. He
was fond of pedestrian excursions, and his hours of relaxa-
tion were frequently devoted to a ramble along the low road
to Lucan, which is certainly not inferior in picturesque
scenery, to any other of the many beautiful localities in
the vicimity of Dublin; but on one night Mr. Gonne
came home greatly disgusted with his promenade, and
avowing a determination never again to set foot on that
nasty road. He did not bring home his beautiful watch,
and it transpired that a man, of small stature, had dis-
turbed an agreeable revery by requesting to be accommo-
dated with whatsoever money Mr. Gonne had in his pos-
session, and that he also expressed great admiration of his
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watch and insisted on the immediate delivery of that article.
The propinquity of a pistol to Mr. Gonne’s breast, induced
a speedy compliance with the disagreeable demand. On
his arrival in Dublin, Gonne declared that he had been
robbed by a little tailor. He stated that the fellow’s fea-
tures were concealed by a veil, and that as soon as he got
the watch and a small sum of money into his possession,
he managed to ascend the wall of Woodlands demesne
with surprising agility, and on it he seated himself cross-
legged. He then addressed the victim of his depredation
by name, and assured him that his watch should be safely
kept, and that an opportunity should be afforded for re-
deeming it for ten pounds. Gonne apprised the authorities
of the outrage which he had suffered. He declared that
he never, to his knowledge, beheld the robber before ; that
he did not recognise his voice, but felt satisfied that he was
a tailor, from the mannerin which he sat on the wall. An
experienced peace-officer who heard the description, agreed
with Gonne that the delinquent was a tailor, and added
that he knew the man. It appeared that there was a little
knight of the thimble, of most remarkable activity, named
Flood ; he was of dissipated habits, and was known at the
racket-court in John’s Lane, where his play was most
astonishing. He rarely missed a ball, and none would en-
counter him in a match of rackets, unless at very great
odds. Flood was sought for, but was not forthcoming.
Several of the provincial towns were searched in vain, and
it was supposed that he had left the country, when he was
apprehended, almost in the act of committing a highway
robbery on the Rock-road, which at that time constituted
a portion of the City of Dublin. His haunts were dis-
covered and searched, and several articles of value, supposed
to have been acquired by highway robbery, were found.
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There was a case quite sufficient for the tonviction of
Flood in the affair for which he was apprehended; but it
was deemed expedient to investigate several other charges,
and amongst them the robbery of Mr. Gonne, who mi-
nutely detailed all the circumstances of his disagreeable ad-
venture on the Lucan Road, but he could not identify the
prisoner. He was then directed by the divisional magis-
trate of police, before whom the case was pending, to pass
round to the rere of the bench and view a number of
watches which were in a drawer, of which the magistrate
had the key. His watch was not amongst them. Flood
was committed for trial, and sent to Newgate on two other
charges, but the robbery of Mr. Gonne was not considered
one on which an indictment could be sustained.

At the period to which this narrative refers, there was
in Ireland a Lord Lieutenant belonging to the highest rank
of nobility. His tastes and amusements were rather un-
hke those of his successors. His personal undertaking
was quite sufficient for the disposal of three or four bottles
of claret after dinner. He was so good a judge of whisky-
punch as to impart to Kinahan’s LL its peculiar designa-
tion and much of its popularity amongst “choice spirits.”
He dined at Donnybrook fair, upstairs in a tent,* visited
Jobn’s Well in its pattern days, took oyster suppers at
“Queen Casey’s” cellar in Britain Street, patronized an
occasional cockle party at Dollymount, superintended

® The proprietor of this tent was a person named Cheevers. Having
received an intimation, a few days before the fair, that the Lord Lieutenant
would, with a select party, dine in his tent, he had it constructed with a
lofting or first-floor, and a flight of steps, by which the Viceregal party
ascended to their repast. On the succeeding days, whilst the fair lasted,
the elevated apartment which had been honored by his Excellency was
crowded to excess, and Cheevers received an ample remuneration for his

very original project.
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matches of single-stick in the riding school, witnessed
what was then termed the “Royal Sport of Cock-fighting ”
in Clarendon Street; and his fingers were no strangers to
‘“ the gloves.” But his favorite amusement was harmless
and graceful. He played rackets frequently in Jobhn’s
Lane, and took great pleasure in witnessing a match well
contested by first-rate players. At the time of Flood's
detection, his Excellency was making a tour through the
south of Ireland, and after an interval of a few weeks, he
returned to Dublin, to receive some English visitors of
distinguished position and convivial tendencies. Amongst
them was Lord Sydney Osborne, who prided himself upon
his skill at rackets, and who on the day of his arrival
stated at the viceregal table, that he was open to play
“any man in the world ” for a thousand guineas. His
Excellency immediately took up the wager, and engaged
to find a successful competitor for his noble guest. It
was stipulated that the match should be played within
three weeks, at the racket-court of the Kildare Street Club.
~ On the following morning the Lord Lieutenant proceeded
to John’s Lane, and apprised the marker of the racket-
court that he wished to find a little fellow whom he had
frequently seen there, and whom he described as the most
expert player that had ever come under his observation, as
one who had distanced all his antagonists, but he had
forgotten his name.

“My Lord,” replied the marker, “I think your Excel-
lency means Flood.”

‘““Yes, yes, I now recollect the name; I want him par-
ticularly, for I have wagered a large sum on a match be-
tween him and an English gentleman, and if he wins, I
shall reward him amply.”

‘““ Murder! murder!” exclaimed the marker, “your Grace
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must lose. Flood can’t play your match, ke is to be hung
on Saturday. He played rackets well, but he played some
queer tricks, too. He used to go looking for watches and
purses on the roads outside Dublin, and he was caught at
last, just near Merrion churchyard. Baron George tried
him, and he was found guilty. The judge told him to ex-
pect no mercy, so he is to die at Newgate on Saturday.”

“’Tis a d——d business,” said his Excellency.

“ Indeed it’s likely to end that way,” replied the marker,
“for he was rather loosely conducted, and now he has
but a very short time to make his soul.”

His Excellency departed greatly disconcerted ; he felt
that he had been too hasty in his wager. His thousand
guineas appeared to be hopelessly gone, and he could not
bear to think how Lord Sydney Osborne would chuckle at
a walk over, He dined that day in Stephen’s Green with
his very intimate friend, Sir Hercules Langrishe, to whom
he took an opportunity of communicating his unpleasant
predicament. To his great surprise, Sir Hercules did not
appear to think that there was much difficulty in the
matter, and he even intimated his willingness to back
Flood for a hundred or two. “There is no danger,” ob-
served the baronet, ““ of a change of ministry ; you will be
Lord Lieutenant for some years; so the sooner you give
Flood a pardon, and set him to practise for the match, the
better chance for your wager.”

“ Could there be a memorial got up in his favor?”
suggested his Excellency.

‘It would not be advisable,” replied Sir Hercules; “it
would make the affair a public topic. No, that would not
do; just send over a pardon to-morrow ; let Flood come
to me. I shall procure liberty for the fellow to practise at
the Shelbourne Barracks, and he also can get into the
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court at the club at early hours, as it is there that the
match is to be played.”

It was soon known that Flood was saved. The motive
was left to public ingenuity to discover, and, consequently,
every reason except the true one was assigned. It was
supposed by many that he had given some valuable infor-
mation about a recent mail-coach robbery; but in the
meanwhile, he had been made aware of the high opinion
entertained of his skill as a racket-player, and the expec-
tations that he would win the match.

Full of gratitude for having been rescued from the gallows,
he promised to win, and redeemed his promise. His noble
antagonist was an excellent player, but in bhand, eye, and
agility, the tailor was greatly superior. The nobleman be-
came agitated and lost his temper, which was speedily
followed by his money. His aristocratic feelings were
not, however, outraged by even a suspicion of the fact,
that he was defeated by a little tailor, who, if the law had
been permitted to take its course, would have “shuffled
off his mortal coil”” in front of Newgate ; and who had
been liberated from the condemned cell only for the pur-
pose of liberating a thousand guineas from the pocket of
a duke’s brother.

His Excellency gave Flood fifty pounds and some good
advice, suggesting a removal from Dublin and even from
Ireland ; but Flood was for some time unwilling to depart.-
He remained in a city where he could only be known as
““the unhanged one,” and where his character could not
be retrieved. His trade was useless. He could not obtain
any employment. His money was soon exhausted, and
he had an insuperable objection to recur to his former
habit of taking nocturnal strolls in quest of watches and
purses. Unwilling to give the law another lien on his
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neck, he at length determined to leave Ireland as soon as
he could obtain means of crossing the Channel. Mr.
Gonne was rather surprised by receiving a visit from him,
and still more by the request of a couple of pounds. The
indignation of a man who had been robbed of his watch
and money exploded at once. He assured Flood of his
sincere regret and deep disappointment at the gallows
having been shamefully defrauded of its due. He then
informed him, in terms more plain than polite, that he
could not expect any contribution on the voluntary prin-
ciple, but that a reasonable expenditure would be willingly
incurred to procure a halter, if its application to Flood’s
neck was guaranteed. The “ unhanged one” bore all this
very meekly, and said that he had a simple and intelligihle
proposal to make, namely, that Mr. Gonne should lodge
two pounds in the hands of a certain person on condition
that the money should be restored if the watch was not
recovered by its owner; but if the article was obtained for
Mr. Gonne, Flood was to receive the deposit, to enable
him to leave Dublin for ever.

This offer was acceded to, and the cash was lodged with
Jack Stevenson of St. Andrew Street. Jack was a man
of very extensive connections. He had nephews and nieces
in abundance; and whenever any of them wished to retire
plate, jewels, or trinkets from the vulgar gaze, Jack, like
an affectionate uncle, advanced, and took charge of the
valuable articles. He adorned the space between his front
windows with the ancient crest of Lombardy, three golden
apples ; and his transactions with his relatives were of such
a particular nature, that they were recorded in duplicate.
He had known Flood in his early days, before he had
become an adept either in racket-playing or robbing. He
consented to hold the money subject to the specified
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conditions; and then Flood and Gonne proceeded to the-
last place to which it might be imagined that the steps of the
former would be voluntarily directed, namely, to the Police
Office, where he had been charged, and from whence he
had been committed. There he told Gonne to remain at
the exterior door; and, as the Office was about to be
closed for the day, he desired him to ask the magistrate
when he came out, what was the exact time. Gonne
complied with this direction, and His Worship readily,
but rather too hastily, produced a watch. No sooner was
it displayed than its appearance elicited the most disagrec-
able oath ever sworn before the “worthy justice,” for
Gonne instantly exclaimed, “By G——! that’s my
watch.”

Gonne obtained his watch, and was with great difficulty
persuaded to refrain from bringing the transaction under
the notice of the Executive. The system by which the
magistrate managed occasionally to possess himself of a
valuable watch or some other costly article, consisted in
having two or three drawers wherein to keep the property
found with highwaymen or thieves. If the prosecutor
identified the delinquent, he was then shown the mnght
drawer ; but if he could not swear to the depredator, the
wrong drawer was opened.

The magistrate to whom this narrative refers, was dis-
missed in a short time after, for attempting to embezzle
fiftv pounds. I wish, for the honor of the profession
of which I am proud to be a member, to state that he
was not a barrister. Flood was afterwards for many years
the marker of a racket court at Tottenham Court Road,

London. He judiciously and wittily changed his name
to Waters.



CHAPTER VIII.

THE MAJOR.

I spALL now advert to another Police magistrate whose
name I need not refrain from mentioning, inasmuch as
although his unpopularity was unparalleled, his name has
never been associated with any imputation of a dishononr-
able or debasing tendency, such as was manifested in re-
ference to Gonne’s watch. Henry Charles Sirr was for
many years Town-Major of Dublin; and through the in-
surrection of 1798, and during the outbreak of 1803, he was
peculiarly energetic and most unscrupulous in the exercise
of his powers as a magistrate of Police, in which capacity
he continued until his death in 1841. He was detested by
all those to whose opinions he was opposed, and whose
designs and acts he was engaged in repressing or punish-
ing. He was not respected by those of a contrary ten-
dency ; for he unnecessarily and continually engaged per-
sonally in enquiries, searches, and arrests, which a proper
appreciation of his magisterial position would have induced
him to leave to his subordinates. He was accustomed,
during the insurrectionary times, to traverse the streets of
Dublin or the suburbs, with some special attendants fol-
lowing at a short distance. He carried pistols, and was
also provided with a short heavy bludgeon. If a suspicion
crossed his mind in reference to any person whom he



62 Gleanings and Reminiscences.

- casually met, his usual practice was to knock the individual
down, and then to ascertain if he had secured the nght
man. He was of considerable although indirect advantage
to his colleagues and successor; for, during his official
career, the acts of his colleagues, if of an unpopular ten-
dency, were attributed to the example he afforded, or to his
supposed suggestions. His successor was judged by the
contrast, and his faults were considered as venial mistakes,
whilst the Major’s acts were only remembered to be stig-
matized as wilful misdeeds. His courage has been doubted,
but the imputation of cowardice is not fairly sustained.
It arises from the prejudice which satisfied itself that he
could not possess any good quality. His conduct at the
apprehension of Lord Edward Fitzgerald did not evince
either courage or cowardice. He entered the room after
the conflict had commenced, and fired the fatal shot, in ali
probability, to save the life of his associate. He frequently,
and without any necessity, risked his personal safety, and
there is no sound reason for believing that he was of a
pusillanimous nature.

In 1798 Sirr received information that a young man of
most respectable family, who had involved himself in the in-
surrectionary movement of the period, had arrived in Dublin,
and was concealed in the upper room of a house in Bull
Alley. The Major proceeded, attended by several of his
myrmidons, to the place, and entered a house on the right
hand side from Bride Street, the lower part of the premises
being a butcher’s shop. He went up to the front two-
pair room, and there surprised the accused party lying on
a bed and partly undressed. He held a pistol to the young
man’s head, and commanded him to arise and surrender.
The mandate was complied with, and the captive ap-
parently submitted to his fate. He arose and asked


























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































