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CHAPTER XXXV,—Continued.

"Come, Hardress,” continued Con
nolly, "although you are not in love 
with 'me, yet we may try a canter 
together. Hark! What is that 1 
What are the dogs doing now?"

"They have left the cover on the 
kill," cried a gentleman who was 
galloping past, "and are trying the 
core ass.’'

"Poor Dalton,” said Mr. Cregan, 
"that was the man that would have 
had old Reynard out of cover before 
now.”

"Poor Dalton!” exclaimed Hard
ress, catching up the word with pas
sionate emphasis, “poor—poor Dal
ton. Oh, day of my youth!” he add
ed, turning aside on his saddle, that 
he might not be observed, and look
ing out upon the quiet river. “Oh, 
days—past, happy days! my merry 
boyhood, and my merry youth! my 
boat! the broad river, the rough west 
wind, the broken waves, and the 
heart at rest! Oh, miserable wretch ! 
What have you now to hope for ? 
My heart will burst before I leave 

•this field!”
"The dogs are chopping,” said 

Connolly; “they have found him. 
Come! come away!”
" ’Tis a false scent,” said the old 

gentleman. “Ware hare!”
"Ware hare!” was echoed by many 

voices. A singular hurry was ob
served amongst the crowd upon the 
brow of the hill, which overlooked 
the corcass, and presently all de
scended to the marsh.

"There is something extraordinary 
going forward,” said Cregan; “what 
makes all the crowd collect upon the 
jnarsh?”

A pause ensued, during which 
Hardress experienced a degree of ner
vous anxiety, for which he could not 
account. The hounds continued to 
chop in concert, as if they had found 
a strong scent, and yet no fox ap
peared.

At length a horseman was ob
served riding up the miry pass be
fore mentioned, and galloping to 
wards them. When he approached, 
they could observe that his manner 
was flurried and agitated, and his 
countenance wore an expression of 
terror and compassion. He tighten
ed the rein suddenly, as he came up
on the group.

"Mr. Warner,” ho said, addressing 
the o,d gentleman already alluded 
to, “I believe you are a magis
trate?”

Mr. Warner bowed.
“Then come this way, sir, if you 

please. A terrible occasion makes 
your presence necessary on the other 
side of the hi\l.”

"No harm, sir, to any of our 
friends, I hope?” said Mr. Warner, 
putting spurs to his horse, and gal
loping away. The answer of the 
stranger was lost in the tramp of 
the hoofs as they rode away.

Immediately after, two other horse
men came galloping by. One of them 
held in his hand, a straw bonnet, 
beaten out of shape, and draggled in 
the mud of the corcass. Hardress 
just caught the word “horrible,” as 
they rode swiftly by.

"What’s horrible?” shouted Hard- 
ress, rising on his stirrup.

The two gentlemen were already 
out of hearing. He sunk down 
gain on his seat, and glanced aside 
at his father and, Connolly. “What 
<loes he call horrible?” he repeated.

“I did not hear him,” said Con
nolly. “Come upon the corcass, and 
We shall learn.

They galloped in that direction.
The morning was changing fast, and

thebows, and gazing downward on 
centre.

"Bad manners to ye!" Hardress 
heard the whipper-in exclaim, as he 
passed, "what a fox ye found for us 
this morning. How bad ye arc, 

Christian’s

the rain was now descending in much
Plater abundance. Still there was 
not a breath of wind to alter its di 
lection, or to give the slightest an
imation to the general lethargic look 
of nature. As they arrived on the 

r°w of the hill, they perceived the 
<*owd of horsemen and peasants col- 

ted into a dense mass around one 
° the little channels before dcscrib- 

Several of those in the centre 
Wero sto°Ping low, ns if to assist 
* fallen person. The next rank with 
,eir heads turned aside over their 

shoujders, were employed in answer- 
8 the questions of those behind 

The indMduals who stood 
enrf de Were rai8ed on tiptoe, and 
«r* by stret6hing their heads 

the shoulders of their nelgh- 
. to peep Into the centre. . The 

ipper-ln, meuiwhll=. was flogging

-X°rriy the croBwdg *»gled ZlT/elUCtantly oboyed'

horWmen press were the
bendini'8 over their saddle-

now, for 
flesh!”

As he approached nearer to the 
crowd he was enabled to gather far
ther indications of the nature of the 
transaction, from the countenance 
and gestures of the people. Some had 
their hands elevated ln strong fear, 
many brows were knitted in eager 
curiosity, some raised in wonder, and 
some expanded in affright. Urged by 
an unaccountable impulse, and sup
ported by an energy, he knew not 
whence derived, Hardress alighted 
from his horse, threw the reins to a 
countryman, and penetrated the 
group with considerable violence. He 
draigged some by the collars from 
their places, pushed others aside 
with his shoulder, struck those who 
proved refractory with his whip- 
handle, and in a few moments at
tained the centre of the ring.

Here he paused, and gazed in mo
tionless horror upon the picture 
which the crowd had previously con
cealed.

A small space was kept clear in 
the centre. Opposite to Hardress 
stood Mr. Warner, the magistrate 
and coroner of the county, with a 
small note-book in his hand, in 
which he made some entries with a 
Pencil. On his right stood the per
son who had summoned him to the 
spot. At the feet of Hardress was a 
small pool, in which the waters now 
appeared disturbed and think with 
mud, while the rain, descending 
straight, gave to its surface the 
semblance of ebullition. On the bank 
at the other side, which was covered 
with sca-pink and a species of short 
moss peculiar to the soil, an object 
lay on which the eyes of all were 
bent with a fearful and gloomy ex
pression. It was for the most part 
concealed beneath a largo blue man
tle, which was drenched in wet and 
mire, and lay so heavy on the thing 
beneath as to reveal the lineaments 
of a human form. A pair of small 
feet, in Spanish-leather shoes, ap
pearing from below the end of the 
garment, showed that the body was 
that of a female; and a mass of | 
long, fair, hair, which escaped from 
beneath the capacious hood, demon
strated that this death, whether the 
effect of accident or malice, had 
found the victim untimely in lier

The cloak, the feet, the hair, all 
were familiar objects to the eye of 
Hardress. On very slight occasions, 
he had often found it absolutely im
possible to maintain his self-posses
sion in the presence of others. Now, 
when the full solution of all his anx
ieties was exposed before him; now 
when he looked upon the shattered 
corpse of Eily, of his chosen and 
once beloved wife, murdered in her 
youth, almost in her girlhood, by 
his connivance, it astonished him to 
find that all emotion came upon the 
instant to a dead pause within his 
breast. Others might have told him 
that his face was rigid, sallow, and 
bloodless as that of the corpse 
which he gazed. But he himself felt 
nothing of this. Not a sentence 
that was spoken was lost upon his 
ear. He did not even tremble, and a 
slight anxiety for his personal safety 
was the only sentiment of which he 
was perceptibly conscious. It seemed 
as if the great passion, like an en
gine embarrassed in its action had 
been suddenly struck motionless, 
even while the impelling principle re
mained in active force.

Has the horse and car arrived?” 
asked Mr. Warner, while he closed 
his note-book. “Can any one see it 
coming? We shall all be drenched to 
the skin before we get away.”

“Can we not go to the nearest inn, 
and proceed with the inquest,” said 

gentleman in the crowd, “ while 
some one stays behind to see the 
body brought after?'

‘No, sir,” said Mr. Warner, with 
some emphasis, “the inquest must be 
hold super visum corporis, or it is 
worth nothing.”

“Warner” whispered Connolly to 
Cregan, with a smile, “is afraid of 
losing his four-guinea fee. He will 
not let the body out of his sight.

“You know the proverb,” returned 
Cregan, “a bird in the hand etc.
What a fine fat fox he has caught 
this morning 1"

At this moment the hounds once 
more opened In a_chopping concert ; 
and Hardress, starting from his

posture of rigid calmness, extended 
his arms, and burst at once into 
passion of wild fear.

“The hounds! the hounds!” he ex- 
claimed^ "Mr. Warner, do you hear 
them? Keep oil the dogs! They will 
tear her if ye let them pass! Good 
sir. will you suffer the dogs to tear 
her? I had rather be torn myself 
than look upon such a sight. Ye 
may stare as ye will, but I toll you 
all a truth, gentleman. A truth, I 
say—upon my life, a truth.

There is no fear,” said Warner, 
fixing a keen eye upon him.

“Aye, but there is, sir, by your 
leave.” cried Hardress. “Do you hear 
them now? Do you hear that yell 
for blood? I tell you T bate that 
horrid cry. It is enough to make the 
heart of a Christian burst. Who put 
the hounds upon that horrid scent— 
that false scent? I am going mad,
I think. I say, sir, do you hear 
that yelling now? Will you tell me 
now there is no fear? Stand close ! 
Stand close, and hide me—here I 
mean. Stand close!”

“I think there is none whatever,” 
said the coroner, probing him.

“And I tell you,” cried Hardress 
grasping his whip and abandoning 
himself to an almost delirious excess 
of rage, “I tell you there is. If this 
ground should open before me, and I 
should hear the hounds of Satan 
yelling upward from the deep, it 
could not freeze me with a greater 
fear! But sir, you can pursue what 
course you please,” continued Hard
ress. bowing and forcing a smile • 
“you are here in office, sir. You are 
at liberty to contradict as yqu 
please, sir; but I have a remedy. You 
know me. sir, and I know you. I am 
a gentleman. Expect to hear far
ther from me on this subject.”

So saying, and forcing his way 
through the crowd, with as much vi
olence as he used in entering, he, 
vaulted with the agility of a Mer
cury into his saddle, and galloped as 
if he were on a stecplechasi 
direction of Castle Chute.

“If you are a gentleman,” said 
Mr. Warner, “you are as ill-tempered 
a gentleman as ever I met. or some
thing a great deal worse.”

“Take care what you say, sir,” 
said Mr. Cregan, riding rapidly up, 
after a vain effort to arrest his son's 
flight, and after picking up from a 
straggler, not three yards from the 
scene ol action, the exaggerated re
port that Hardress and the coroner 
had given each other the lie. “Take 
care what you say, sir.” he said. 
“Remember, if you please, that the 
gentleman, ill-tempered or other
wise, is my son.”

“Mr. Cregan,” exclaimed the mag
istrate, at length growing some
what. warm, “if he were the son of 
the Lord Lieutenant, I will not be 
interrupted in my duty. There arc 
many gentlemen here present; they 
have witnessed the whole occurrence, 
and if they toll you that I have done 
or said anything unbecoming a gen
tleman, I am ready to give you, or 
your son ci liter, the satisfaction of 
a gentleman.”

With this pacificatory and Chris
tian-like speech, the exemplary Irish 
peace-preserver turned upon his heel, 
and went to meet the carman, who 
was not within a few paces of the

his excitement, he scattered the 
attendant!0*"11 W — •* 

th'?'mUrther- murther!" exclaimed

W . a °r Utteri"8 that pcc.j- "h“ v ,Und °' Pity "hich is used bv 
the vulgar in Ireland, and in son! 
continental nations. "Well, there a n 
man that knows how to use a horse" 

ook at that crathur! Well, he ought 
to be ashamed ol himself, so l-c
dumb V™t,ema" f° « Poor 
dumb era,her that way. As if the
unt was„ t hard enough upon her 

w.thout brlngin- her up in a gallop 
to the very doore-"

‘An’ as if my trouble wasn't 
enough besides." grumbled the 
groom, as he took the rein out or 
a'eys hand. "He ought to stick 

to ms boatingi that’s what ho ought, 
an to lave horses for those that 
knows how to use ’em.”

Who rode that horse?” asked old 
Don Dawley, the steward as he came 
along sulky and bent by nge to the 
hall-door.

"The young masther we're get- 
tin’," returned Falvoy.

Umph!" muttered Dawley, as he 
passed into the house, "that's the 
image of the thratement lie'll give 
all that he gets into his power."

"It's thrue for you," snid Falvoy. 
Dawley paused, and looked back 

over his shoulder. "It's thrue lor 
me!" he repeated gruffly. "It's you 
that say that, an' you were the first 

Praise him when he came into ihe

‘It stood to raison I shjutd,” said 
Falvoy, “I liked him beti.lwr ihan 
Masther Kyrie himself, for bein’ an 
off-hand gentleman, an’ oisily spoken 
to. But sure a Turk itself couldn’t 
stand the way he’s goin’ on of late 
days!”

Dawley turned away with a harsh 
grunt; the groom led out tl.e heated 
steed upon the lawn, and Fulwv re
turned to make the cutlery refulgent 
in the kitchen.
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Wake, linnet of the osier grove! 
Wake, trembling, stainless, virgin

Wake nestling of a parent's love 
Let Moran see thine eyes.

I am no stranger, proud and gay 
To win thco from thy homo away,’ 
And find thee, for a distant day,
A theme for wasting sighs.
Shule! Shule! etc.

But we were known from infancy; 
Thy father's heart h was home to me; 
No selfish love was mine for thee, 
Unholy and unwise.
Shule! Shule! etc.

But soon my love shall be my bride, 
And happy by our own fireside.
My veins shall feel the rosy tide, 
That lingering Hope denies.
Shule! Shule! etc.

My Mary of the curling hair.
Tho laughing teeth and bashful air, 
Our bridal morn is dawning fair,
With blushes in the skies.
Shule! Shule! Shule, agra!
Shule asucur, agus shule. aroon!

My love! my pearl[
My own dear girl!

My mountain maid, arise!

ap-

eXclaimed. 
* you had

While the pitying and astonished 
multitude were conveying the shat
tered remains of Eily O’Connor to 
the nearest inn, her miserable hus
band was flying with the speed of 
fear in the direction of Castle Chute. 
He alighted at the Norman archway, 
by which Kyrie Daly had entered on 
the day of his rejection, and throw
ing the reins to Falvoy, rushed with
out speaking up the stone staircase. 
That talkative domestic still retain
ed a lingering preference for the dis
carded lover, and saw him with 
grief supplanted by this wild and 
passionate young gentleman. He re
mained for a moment holding the 
reip in his hand, and looking back 
with a gaze of clam astonishment at 
the flying figure of the rider. He 
then compressed his tips—moved to a 
little distance from the horse— and 
began to contemplate the wet and 
reeling flanks and trembling limbs 
of the beautiful animal. The crea
ture presented a spectacle calculated 
to excite the compassion of a prn>

' ktised attendant uptfn horses. His 
eyes were wide and full of fire— his 
nostrils expanded, and red as blood. 
His shining coat was wet from ear 
to flank, and corded by numberless 
veins they were now swollen ro the 
utmost by the accelerated circula 
tion. Xs he panted and snorted m
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Hardress Cregan, in the meantime, 
had proceeded to the antique cham
ber, mentioned in a former chapter, 
which led to the drawing-rod. , m 
the more modern part of the man
sion. He flung himself into a chair 
which stood near the centre of the 
apartment, and remained motionless 
for some moments, with hands clasp
ed and eyes fixed upon the floor. 
There were voices and laughter in 
the drawing-room, and he could 
hear the accents of Anne Chute re
sisting the entreaties of Mrs. Cregan 
and her mother, while they endeavor
ed to prevail on her to sing 
favorite melody.

“Anno.” said Mrs. Chute, “ don’t 
let you aunt suppose that you can 
he disobliging. What objection i: 
there to your singing that song?”

“One. I am sure, which aunt Cre
gan won’t blame me for, mamma. 
Hardress cannot endure to hear it.’ 

“But Hardress is not here now, m\

“Ah! ah! aunt. Is that your prin
ciple? Would you teach me to take 
advantage of his absence, then, to 
foster a little will of my own0” 

“Go-go-vou giddy girl,” said Mrs. 
Chute. “Have you the impudence to 
make your aunt blush?”

My dear Anne,” said Mrs. Cre
gan, “if you never make a more dis
obedient use of your husband's ab
sence than that of singing a little 
song which you love, and which jou 
can’t sing in his presence, you will 
be the best wife in Ireland.”

“Very well, aunt, very well. You 
ought to know' the standard of a 
good wife. You have had some ex
perience, or my uncle (I should say) 
has had some experience of what a 
good wife ought to be. Whether his 
knowledge in that way has been neg
atively or positively acquired, is 
more than I’ll venture to say.”

Hardress heard her run a tender 
prelude along the keys of her instru
ment, before she sung the following

My Mary of the curling hair.
The laughing teeth and bashful air, 
Our bridal morn Is dawning fair,
With blushes in the skies.
Shule! Shule! Shule, agra!
Shune asucur, agus shule, aroon.

Come! Come! Come my darling!
Come softly and come, my love!

My love! my pearl!
My own dear girl!

My mountain maid, arise!

After the song was ended, Hard
ress heard the drawing-room door 
open and shut, and the stately and 
measured pace of his mother along 
the little lobby, and on the short 
flight of stairs which led to t he 
art ment in which he. sat. She 
pearod at the narrow stone 
way, and used a gesture of surprise 
when she beheld him.

“What! Hardress ! ” she 
“already returned! Ilav 
good sport to-day?”

“Sport!” echoed Hardress. with a 
burst of low, involuntary laughter, 
and without unclasping his wreathed 
hands, or raising his eyes from tho 
earth; “yes, mother, very gor^fc sport. 
Sport. I think, that may bring my 
neck in danger one day.”

“Have you been hurt. then, child?” 
said Mrs. Cregan, compassionately 
bending over her son.

Hardress raised himself in his seat, 
and fixed his eye upon her’s for a 
few moments, in gloomy silence.

"I bave,” he said. ‘ The hurt that 
I leared so long, I have got at 
length. I am glad you have come. I 
wished to speak with you.”

Stay a moment, Hardress. Let 
me close those doors. Servants are 
so inquisitive and apt to pry.”

Aye, now,” said Hardress, “now 
and from this time forth, we must 
avoid those watchful eyes and ears. 
What shall I do, mother? Advise 
me, comfort me! Oh. I am utterly 
abandoned now; I have no friend, 
no comforter, but you ! That terri
ble hope, that looked more like a 
fear, that kept my senses on the 
rack from morn to morn, is fled, at 
last, for ever. I am forsaken now.”

“My dear Hardress,” said his mo
ther, much distressed, “when will 
you cease to' afllict yourself and mo 
with those fancies. Forsaken, do 
you say? Do your friends deserve 
this, from you? You ask me to ad
vise you, and my advice is this. Lay 
aside those thoughts, and value, as 
you ought to do. the happiness of 
your condition. Who, with a love 
like Anne, with a friend like jour 
amiable college companion, Daly, and 
with a mother at least devoted in 
intention, would deliver himself 
as you do to fan as tic dreams 
desolji^mn and despair? If. as

Where-who has ever run a cours* 
so swift and full of >in as mine? You 
speak of Heaven and mercy! Do you 
think I could so long have endured 
my agonies without remembering 
that? No; but a cry was at Its 
gates before me, and I never felt 
that my prayer was heard. What this 
cry was, I have this morning learn
ed. Mother.” he added, turning 
quickly around with great rapidity; 
of voice and action, ”1 am a mur
derer!”

Mrs. Cregan never heard the words. 
The look and gesture, coupled with 
the foregoing speech, had preinform
ed her. and she fell back, in a death
like faint into the chair.

When she recovered, she found 
Hardress kneeling by her side, pale, 
anxious and terrified, no longer sup
ported by that horrid energy which 
he had shown before tho re vraiment 
of his secret, but motionless and 
helpless—desolate as an exploded 
mine. For tho first time, the mo
ther looked upon her child with a 
shudder in which remorse was ming
led deeply with abhorrence. She wav
ed her hand two or three times, aa 
if to signify that he should retiro 
from her sight. It was so that 
Hardress understood and obeyed tho 
gesture. He took his place behind 
the chair of his parent, awaiting with 
gaping lip and absent eye, the re
newal of her speech. The unhappy, 
mother, meanwhile, leaned forward 
in her seat, covering her face with 
her hands, and maintained for sev
eral minutes that silent communica
tion with herself which was usual 

_ with her when she had received any, 
sudden shock. A long pause suc
ceeded.

“Are you still ln the room?” she 
said at length, as a slight move
ment of the guilty youth struck up
on her hearing.

Hardress started, as a school-boy 
might at the voice of his preceptor, 
and was about to come forward, but 
the extended arm of his parent ar
rested his steps.

“Remain where you are,” she said;
“it will he a long time now before I 
shall desire to look upon my son.”

Hardress fell back, stepping noise
lessly on tip-toe, and letting his 
head hang dejectedly upon hia

(To be 'Continued.)

OF INTEREST TO MOTHERS.
▲ Safeguard for Children Guttirg 

Teeth in Hot Weather.

seem to hjnt, you have a cause for 
suffering in your memory, remember, 
Hardress, that you are not left 
earth for nothing. All men have 
something to be pardoned, and all 
time here is capable of being im
proved. in tho pursuit of mercy.”

Go on,” said Hardress, setting 
his teeth, and fixing a wild stare up
on his parent, “you but remind rn* 
of my curses. With a love like 
Anne! One whisper in your ear. I 
love her not. While I was mad I 
did; and in my senses, now, I am 
deadly suffering for that frantic 
treason. She was the cause of all 
my sorrow, my first and heaviest 
curse. With such a friend. Why, hojp 
you laugh at me! You know how 
black and weak a part I have played 
to him, and yet you will remind me 
that he was my friend. That's kind
ly done, mother. Listen!” he con
tinued, laying a firm grasp upon l is 
mother’s arm. “Before my eyes, 
wherever I turn me, and whether it 
be dark or light I see one, painting 
the hideous portrait of a fiend. Day 
after day he comes, and adds a deep
er and a blacker tint to the resem
blance. Mean fear, and selfish pride, 
the coarser half of blood, worthless 
inconstancy, black falsehood, and 
red-handed murder, those are the col
ors that he blends and stamps upon 
my soul. I am stained in every 
part. The proud coward that loved 
and was silent, when already com
mitted by his conduct and master of 
the corwqueet that he feared to calm. 
The hypocrite that volunteered a 
friendship, to which he proved false 
almost without a trial. .The night 
brawler, the. drunkard, the faithless 
lover, and the perjured husband !

The time when children arc cutting 
teeth is always an anxious one for 
mothers and when this occurs during 
the hot weather solicitude often 
deepens into alarm. So many ill* 
that often result fatally are liable taf 
ensue that every mother will be in
terested in a medical discovery thafl 
robs this period of many dangers, 
Mrs. R. Ferguson, of 10f» Mansfield 
street, Montreal, Quo., gives her ex
perience for the benefit of other mo
thers. She says: “My baby has al
ways been small and delicate, and 
suffered so much last summer with 
his teeth that I did not think he 
would live. Tho medicine the doctor 
otdored for him did not do him much 
good. Then he was attacked with 
dysentery and a very hot skin and 
cough. I sent for Baby’s Own Tab
lets, and they did him a wonderful 
amount of good, and he is now get
ting on splendidly.”

Baby’s Own Tablets are sold by all 
di'al^rs in medicine or will bo sent 
post paid, at twenty-five cents a 
box. by the Dr. Williams’ Modicing 
Company. Brockville, Ont.

THE WIDOW’S LAMENT.

The country minister has to sym
pathize with all his parishioners in 
their sorrows, and has to enter into 
their affairs as a friend. A widow 
called upon a clergyman the other 
day. She seemingly desired to re
lieve her mind of something which 
oppressed her, but experienced some 
difficulty in coming to the subject. 
The reverend gentleman listened to 
her rambling remarks for some time, 
and then, hoping to hurry matters, 
exclain ed:—

“My good woman, you see I can 
be of no service to you till you tell 
me what it is that troubles you.”

“Well, sir, said the woman, sum
moning sufficient courage, “I’m think- 

of getting married again.”
“Oh.” exclaimed tho minister, 

“that is it? Let me see; tliht is 
very frequent, too, surely. How 
many husbands have you had?”

“Well, sir,” replied the widow, in 
a tone more of bitterness than of 
sorrow, “this is the fourth. I’m sure 
there never was a woman so com
pletely tormented with such » set of 
dyln* men as I’vo been, sir.”


