 Surely will, even in this world, 1l there be a just

- of the crowd, and stood an the open green with |
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" IHE TERMIT OF THE RO

A TALE OF CASHEL,

BY MRS. J. SADLIER.-

IX. -~ UNCLE HARRY HAS AN AD-|
VENTURE.

At the Chapel-door in Cashel on the t'ol!o‘w-i
mg Sunday, there waswa crowd gathered, n!ler.|
last Mass, discussing, of course, the murder of
young Mr. Esmand. There generadly 1s a crowd
after Mass, 1 amn forced Lo confess, at every
Church and Chapel-door, discussing all manner )

CHAPTER

of 10pics, but on the day in question the crowd
was esen oreater than usual, and there was no
diversity in the subjects urder discusston—ull
were chaltering away for dear life ondhe one- |
cnyrossing  theme of the murder—all the more]
enﬁro.as:’ug for being horrible, -und, moreover, ;
wysterious,,  Many were the  wild and strange |
rymots aiready alloat in relation to tbe murder
and s probable causes, for people will have

cavses for everything, and where there are none

on biand, they will make them to order. Some

wauid have 1t that Pierce had an old spite against

Master Harry since one day long ago he was

out followmg the hunt as a gum.e-boy, a{ul the

jauug master said or did something to him that

was rankling in bis mind ever sines, 1t he got

the chance of being revenged. Others always

kiew, they said, that there was something very

bad in that Jerry Pierce, whilst others went far-

ther suli, and said, with 2 sagacious wink, or a

shake of the head, (bat there was ‘a bad drop

in them Pierces, altogether.” This capped the

clmax, the more so as it was sometbing en-

tirely new, for tae Prerces, though poor cotliers

from father to son, had always been in good re-

pute witls their deighbors, and tlus was the first

actual blemish on their fuir fame. But there

are always people ready, on such occasions, ‘ to

help the fame dog-over the stile, as they say in

Ireland, which means in plain Englsh, to speed

an lt stary on its way. ¢ When a man’s dowan,
down with him,’ 15 the comnon order of things,

and that in more countries than our dear Cellic

Treland. There are Jame dogs in every coun-

try, and charitable people 1 abundance to ¢ help

them over the stile.” But to our story.

The Dean himself had spoken for a fall hour
after Muss on the awiul erime just commitied in
their midst, the disgrace of which fell, he said,
an the whole community., vatil such time, at least,
as the marderer was brought to justice. He
had warned the people against aiding.or assisting
in concealing him from the officers of the law,
saying that hig crime was of the most revolting
c]mructer, without one extenuating circuinstance
to lessen 1ts enormity in the sight of God or
man.  He bad paid an affectionate tribute to the
virtwes of the deceased gentleman, and spoke
even with tears of the loss he was to’ the whole
country both as a landlord and a magistrate.—
* When young Harry Esmond,’ said he, ¢ was on
the bench, the poor man always knew he had a
friend that would see justice done him; and, as
a landlord,” said he, ¢ where will you find his
equal 7—which of you, his tenants, ever iwent
from s office-door with anything but a blessing
on your heads 2 Well, he is gone—this upright
wagistrate—this kind, easy landlord—this hon-
orable, noble-hearted gentleman is gone {rom
amongst us—cut down in the pride of his man-
hood, 1n the bloom of his youth, like a young
tree hightning-blasted. And alas/ alas! that |
should have to say it /—cut down by the hand
of violence—the red liand of murder—oh hor-
rible, most horrible it 1s 10 think of, for if people
slay their friends and benefactors. what can -be
said in thew favor? Nothing, aothing, they
close the lips of their friends, and make ther
name odious to those who know them not. Mur-
der 15 always ahominable v the sight of Gad,
and on no account justifiable. There are times,
howerer, when people will pretend to make ex-
cuses, and soften down the horror of the crime
by alleged provocation of one kind or another—
but bere, as you all know, there is, or can be no
palliation of a deed which stands out in the cu-
lendar of crime as a black and brutal murder.
As for the perpetrator. of the deed, may God
convert Lim, and bring him to a sense of his
wickedness before justice overtakeS him, as it

Godin Leaven! And mark well my words—
the man or woman that has act or part in con-
cealing that unhappy man from the officers of
Justice will be accountable for it before God and
the laws of lis country.’ .

his discourse, as may well be supposed, bad
made a deep impression ‘on (he minds of all, and,
In fact, closed every heart agamst the murderer,

ul so, as I said before, every tongue was
loud in condemnation of the crime, and m show-
g cavse for its'‘commission. All at once a.lit-
tle old woman ina red cloak; with the hood
drawn over ler face, stumped out from the iuidst

both hapds resting on her stick, regarding the!

CK. Haﬁ'erent speakers with a strange expression of

scarn on the only part of ler face that was visi-
ble beneath the hood. After listening a few
moments longer, she broke out into a shrilly de-
risive laugh that immediately drew all eyes to
her strange figure, and stranger attitude, and it
so happened that the clatter of rolces ceased at
ouce, and a hush fell on the so-lutely naisy erovd.

“Ha, hu, ha!® laughed the bag again, ¢ much
you all kwnow about it—just as much as the
evows that are makin’ game of you np yondber
in the trees. Ugh, ugh, ugh! go home about
your business, ¢ advise you, and let the poor
boy alone that never done you any harm! ~Ugh,

what they know nethin® about? But I tell you
agnin®—and she raised her stick, and pomted it
al the erowd— let Jerry Pierce alone, or ye'll
not be thankful {o yourselves,

Avway she hobbled, leaving lier hearers bewil-
dered and coufused, for a whisper had run thre’
the crowd while she spake —¢ It’s the fawy-wo-
man of the hill! Christ between us and harm.’

A heavy shower of rain could not have dis-
persed the crowd more quickly than the sound of
that woman’s voice, but as they scattered in all
directions through the town and the adjoming

-eountry, groups might be seen here and there

with their heads together, and in low, cautious
toues might wlso be weard as the parting saluta-
tion—' So it’s best take care, anyhow, and not
anger ler.’ _ :
In the course of that Sunday afternoen, Mr.
and Mrs. Esmond of Rose Lodge paid a visit to
their widowed niece with whom Aunt Winifréd
had been staying ever since the fatal niglht that
bad quenched in hlooud the light of Esmond Hall.
Mary Hennessy and Bella Le Poer were also
there, to Mrs. Esmond’s greater consolation] for

their tender and judicious kindness was balm to |’

ber bruised and brokeu beart. No visitors were
as yet admitted, save only the. nearest relatives,
and the house, late so full of life and znunation,

MO

| ugh, ugh ! isn’t it funny to hear people falkin’ of |

was gloomy as a funeral vault. The very- ser-.

vants, as they glided around in their deep moura-
ng cogtuse, were grave and sad. as mutes. at a
funeral, and the merry voices of the clildren
were hushed and silent.  As for the fair mistress
of the mansion, no smile had yet crossed her
visage, and bat few worls escaped ber bloodless
lips, as she lay from day to day in ber high-back-
ed chair, a nale drooping flower, fadiog slowly
away in the sight of the two devuted friends who
watclied her with sore than sister’s love.,. As
on that first dreary night, the presence of Uncle
Harry seemed somehow to discompose her, tho’
she evidently strove to hide her disquiet, fedring,
doubtless, to give him pain. Bat her tell-tale
{eatures refused to keep the secret, and the old
man’s keen eye-speedily detected the emotion
she vainly sought 1o repress. Declining Mrs.
Esmond’s faint invitation to remain for dinner, he
rose abruptly, saying to bis wife :

_ ¢ Come, Martha, it will be night betore we
get home.” He glanced at the tmepiece over
the mantel. ¢ Why, how is that, Henrietia—
your clock s not going

*No, said Mrs. Esmond, with more energy
than she had of late manifested ; “1t stopped, I
suppose, when Harry’s heart did, and it shall
never go agam—at least, while I am its owner.

* What! do you mean to say it stopped at
that hour, on that night # and be pointed to the
hands. :
¢ My eyes saw it.’

¢ Great God! it was about the very moment
—aud the old maa leased on the back of a chair
for support, hus eyes still fixed on the timepiece.

¢ You thiok so, uncle?

- ¢ There is uvot a doubt of it,? said Aunt Mar-
tha, hier [ace pale as ashes. ¢ It was about eight
o’clock when he left our door, and half an hour
would likely have brought him to—to~—the fatal
spot.’ .

¢ True—most trwe,” inurmured Uncle Harry,
as if to himself, :

¢ But tell me, uncle) said Mrs. Esmond, with
a spasinodic effort, ¢ how it bappened that it was
your harse my poor fellow rode—at the time—
mstead of the roan mare be took from here ¥

:0n! that, my dear, is easily explamned,’ Ua-
cle Harry carelessly replied. ¢ 'The roam got
lame with him on the way, and whea my groom
came (o examine how it was, he found that a
nail in one of the fore-shoes had pierced the
hoof, and the animal was in downright pain, so
we had to send directly for the blacksmith to
take off the shoe, and a hard job it was to get it
off. Of course Harry had nothing for it but to
leave her behind, and take one of my horses.’

¢ Dear me,’ .groaned Aunt Wimfred, ¢it was
most unfortunate.’

¢ What was ? said her brother snappishly.  *

¢ Wy, the ‘change of harses, brother—~you
know there is such a thing as luck after all, aud [
do think that gray of ours was unlucky to poor
Harry—I shall-never go out with ber. again—

‘never. Bnt, mercy on us! you needn’t look so

cross; one would

d think you meant to bite my
nose off.”. ' ’ Lo

]
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* No danger of that, Winny,” said her brotler
maliciously ; * my chance of getting you off my
bands is small enough now without taking so un-
natural a means of spoiting your beauty, Good-
bye, Henry, ny poor child, try and keep up your
liggirt as well as you can.’

¢ I will, sir,’ was the dreany, listless answer,
as the mourner received and returned Aunt Mar-
tha’s kind farewell greeting, As for Miss Es-
mond, she stiffened hersell to the ngidity ol a
colossal poker, and, not deigning 1o notice ke
brother’s parting nod, extended the long flugers
of her right band to her sister-in-law, saymg as
she did so:

¢ Weli, Martha, my dear! though he's my |

brother, I must say that you have got (he great-
est bear of a lushand 1n all Tipperary. You
have indeed.

At another tme this little manifestation of
temper on the part of Aunt Winfred would
have given much amusement, but there was none
o notice it then, and in grave silence the party
separated.

The early night was already close at band
wien Mr. Esmond stepped into the gig where
his wife was already seated. As he took the
reins from Mulligan, he placed a half-crawn iu
his band, which Mulligan acknowledged by a
very low bow and a ¢ Long hife to your honor,
and sale home, sir.”  Then lowering his voice,
he added—*’d make the bay step out, your
bonor, if I was you—there do be ghosts and
things abroad afther dusk, and yow’ve a lonesome
bit of a road before you! Safe home, sir ¥ he
said aloud, and making a sign to Mr. Bsmond to
say nothing, he lurried off to open the gates,
then bowec again as the gig rolled out on the
bigh road, and distinctly uttered the words—
¢ Take care P

¢ What did Mulligan say, my dear? asked
‘Mrs., Esmond when they were fauly started.

¢ He said to-morrow would be a fine day, re-

plied her busband with characteriste grufiness,

as lie leaaed forward to appiy the whip to the
shining flanks of lus horse, thaugh the animal
needed no such hint to make haste home.

Mrs. Esmond made no further attempt at con-
versation, and the . sli-matched pair were whirfed
along for'a mile and better through the chilly air
of the winter evening, without again exchanging
words. Both were wrapt apparently in their
own thouglts, and gloomy thoughts they were,
1oo, for neither could forget that about the same
hour less than a week ago, one near and dear to
them left his home in happy unconsciousness that
he was Lo see 1t never more.

Asthe evening shades felt colder and darker
on the wintry landscape, the sense of loneliness
began to press on the stout heart of Mr. Esmond,
and he was glad to break the silence that henow
felt oppressive. He addressed some trifting ob-
servation to his wife, but had not yet received an
answer when the horse, shying at some object on
the read-side, turned up his ears, tossed lus Lead,
and began to prance in a backward direction
that was anything bul safe, seeiag that a gravel
pit full of yellow muddy water baunded the road
at that particular spot.

Mrs. Esmond’s scream of terrar frightened the
animal still more——back—back he went, not-
withstanding the desperate efforts made by the
strong arm that was urging him forward—back
—back he reared till the wheels of his gig were
within a foot of the water edge—Mrs. Esmond,
erying, ¢ Holy Mary ! Mother of God ! pray for
us !’ was about to throw herself out of the gig,
at all hazards, when a tall man appeared at he
horse's head, laid hold of the bridle, and with one
jerk, and a soothing ¢ Wo ! wo !> drew the fright-
ened amimal out on the road, the gig lwnbering
heavily at Ins heels, ‘

The fervent thanksgiving that escaped [rom
Mrs. Esmound’s ashy lips was for once echoed by
her husband, with a hearty acknowledgmnent of
the tunely assistance that had saved them both
from an awful death.

¢ You have saved our lives this night,’ said he.

¢ Undber God, sir, undher God,? put in the tall
mau, stooping to pick up a bag he had thrown
irom his shoulder.

¢On! of course—of course—that’s under-
stcod. DBut who and what are you? tell me
that before you go, for if T live I’ll reward you
well.?

‘I'm nol goin’ wit,” was the apswer; ¢I’ll
walk a little ways farther with you, for fear the
baste tnight shy again, or something.’

¢ But who are you? what 1s your name ¥ -

¢ Well! my name isn’t worth your honor’s
koowin’, but I"n the poor man that asked cha-
rity frein you there back o’ the hill, and dido’t
get 1/’ ’

«My God ! murmured Mrs. Esmond in an
audible whisper, and she pressed close to her hus-
band as the tall beggarman appeared at her side
of the vehicle: , o .

¢ Don”t be afeard, ma’am I’ said he in a voice
that sounded asf it came from a bacrel, ¢ apy:
company’s, better than none, sometimes—espe-

1 cially op 2 lonesome road of a dark mght.’
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Mrs. Lswond said no more, znd the sturdy
beggarman trudged along, stalt in hand, by her
side, keeping pace with the horse even at a brisk
trot. The few belated stragglers who passed
along one way or the other, exchanging a brief
salution with the self appointed guide, passed
cheerily on, most ot them Whlsllil]lg some hvely
air asif to countoract the sombre influence of
the hour, .

On and on went the gig, snd on went the tall
beggarman besrde it, bag on back and stalf in
band.  The one half of Mr. Jswmoud’s Lome-
ward road was already passed, when the horse
turned up his ears agam, glanced fearfully at one
side of the road where stood an old Innekiln, its
rude masonry partly concealed by the overhang-
ing branches of a huge alderbusk. Tn an instant
the beguarman had hold of the bridle and lus |
strong arin speedily brought the seared anmal 1o
subjection, A sheht noise was heard as it were
in the kiln—a dmdk form was visible for a wmo- |
ment, one word issued from the throal of the
man at the horse’s head—the word was ¢ Ile-
member P --in the twinkling of an eye the figure
vanished, and the horse sped lighily on his way.
Mirs, Tomond breathed more freely, she kuew
nat why,

A little farther on, the begaarman  slopped,
and laid bis hand on the reivs. € Youll soon be
at home now, Mr. Esinond,”snid he, in his deep
guttural tones ; © the baste won’t shy auy more,
L thiskis, so 1’0 be biddin? you good mnight,
and iU’s one advice Il give you, never refuse a
poor man or 2 poor woman a charity when they
ask it for God’s sake—an® listen to what I'm
goin’ to say, your hénor,—he leaned over the
wheel, and spoke in a whisper—¢ you’re the last
man. in Lipperary that onght to be out afthier
nightfall.  Now go your ways !’ : '

*But, my very worthy fellow,” said Mr. Is-

1mond, ‘wil you not tell me to whom I am so

deeply indebted this night 2’ .

¢ Maybe you wouldn’t thank me if I did,? sard-
the man gruflly ; ¢ ask me no questions and Il
tell you no lies.  Go on now, as fast as you can,
or maybe there’s worse than a quarry before
you—an’ mind what I tell yon—be mercifu! to
the poor, or their curse ’ill fall og you where T
can’t save you.’ '

Bounding like an antelope over the ditch, he
disappeared, aud it 1s bardly necessary to-say
that Mr. Esmond’s hay flew home at » gallop.

The first act of Mr. Esmond after “reaching
home was to send post-liaste for the Dean and
Attorney Moran. Pending their arrival dinner
was served, but seldom was meal less honored
at the well-appointed table of Rose Lindge.—
The old gentleman was far téo mueh excited to
think of eating; with bis bushy brows knit to-
gether, acd bis sharp grey eyes fixed in moody
thought, he sat leaning back in tus chatr, scarcely
deignitig 1o answer the repeated entreaties of bis
wife ta eat something. ' )

At last, seeing that the lady bad finished her
very slight repast, he said, pusling back his
chare with characteristic brusguerie—* If-you're
done naw, Martha, I wish you would bave those
things removed. I woander how people can eat
under such circumstances.’

Mrs. Esmond made no reply—she was indeed
a most submissive wife, at all times; the dishes
were removed, and {ruit and wine placed on the
teble. The old gentleman drank off a glass of
Madeira, then looked at his wile and said—

¢ That was a' confoundedly queer chap, that
beggarman—didn’t you think sa, Marth

* I really caw’L say, my dear, what I thought,
of him, or of aaything else at the time, I was so
frightened.

¢ What P said the husband rronically, ¢ at the
prospect of a cold bath? Well, I awa it was
not over wviting such a night as this, But you
know that chilling prospective was only for a
moment.’

¢ Was there no other danger but that of the
quarcy 7 said Mrs. Esmond pointedly.

¢ Oh, true—there was the limekiln—bnt that
needn’t have shocked your weak nerves, semg
that there was oo fire in it. ‘They couldn’t
roast you, you know, without fire—ha, ha, ha I’

A second and a third glass of the sparkling
Madeira hai somewliat exhilarated the old man’s
spirits though his humor was still bitter,

‘I am sorry, my dear,” said Mrs Esmond
quietly, ‘ that I can’t compliment you on your
wit.  Now I think I wasn’t the only one whase
nerves, weak or strong, were shocked on this
occasion I’

*Of course not, my dear; there was the
horse—’ L ‘

¢ Well, what was 1t that frightened the horse
fiest and last?” . . ‘

¢ ’m sure I can’t tell —except it was a ghost
—harses, you know, can see a spint where hu-
man opties are at fault.’ , o

The ooo} sarcasim of Mr. Esmond’s tone and
manner did  undoubtediy rufile bis wife’s temper-
not a httle. "That amiable gentléman took suffi-
cient paias on all occasions to shoir his unbound- !
ed contempt for temale uadérstanding generally,
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whieh be was wont to epigramis,’ by gf-all-nmall-
cal comparison as weak —iwveaker—tve.. -es't:——r
But for reasous sufliciently clear to herself, s
Esmond was more than wsually susceptible to®
his pointiess sarcasm,

¢ Harry, smd she, with much earuestoess of
lock and tone, “if I were alone, I, for one,
would uot have been afruid of either the living
or the dead. °

¢ Zounds, madam, what de you mean by that 2
eried ber hushand fiercely.

¢ No blustering, Harry, a0 blusterng P said
his wife calwly but ewly, ¢ what ] aean to say
is this, that my fears were for yow—drawing
buck, and pointng at hin with ler finger—s not
for mysell. L feared that the blow wesghe fudl
this time wiwre i was meunt o full before | —.
You understand—1 see you do—1 wili, there-
fore, leave you 1o your own thoughis, which
may, woyouwr vase, be the best companions, com-
wendivy o your further attention thir old adave
— el paymyg with wdged touh.?? ) °

Befure My, Esmond bdd vecovered the elleet
of tius stunnn g Mow, the dovr-beli wave intuna-

tion that one or both of the anximesly-expected
visttars Lod arrived, aud Mrs. amond vanished
by e hror s the Dean and the wan of law

enteriad at another.

Mr. Pisinoad, recovering by o vwlent effort
fromn the stunning effeet of bis wile’s home- thrust
advanecd with outstretehied luud to greet his
BUESI 3.

Well, Mr, Ismoud,? said the Dean, when
baving warmed bis hands over the five, be turned
amd faeed bis host, ¢ you see we haye prmuf)ll)!
obeyud your summaons, though, as regards my-
self, 1 would rather have waited u litile, seeing
that I had but just returned from a sick call,
some three miles away.’ : .

by any means wait,? .
¢ Well, what is . your bustness 7 and
“exchanged a significant glance . wun Moran, who.

business, sir? It must be of grave importance
lawyer.?

impiortance, Dean M:Dermm £ emphatically
saisl Me, Ianond, as he threw himsel back in
his churr opposite the Dean, aud looked fitst
bis Luce, thew n Marau’s, to see flow they 100k
this starthng announcement.  + Dy .-ynu know
that 1 have diseovered the exislence of a cog.

spiracy P

* A conspivacy, Mr. Esmond 7' cried bis jear-
ers shmvitaneously,
- Yes, a conspiracy—a conspiracy agamnst me
— Harry Lsmond, of Rose Liodge—a conspiracy
to take away my life—to murder me " '
‘ Bess me, Me. Esmond, you astonish me.?
said the Dean.  What Moran would have sa;:l
we know not, for it so bhappened that ke was
seized just then with a troublesome fif of cough-
ing thal made him very red in the face and
obliged lum to apply his handkerchief (o hls’eyes
svery suspiciously often,
‘I thought I should astomsh you? ‘went on
Mr. Esmond, wholly absorbed in huis own jdeas.
‘But yoa will be more astonished when ] tell
you 1h;‘|l I have a strong suspicion, almost
amounting 1o certaintly, that mny poer nephew
fell a sictm to this same diabolical agency.’
“Ab, mderd, and what reason have you to
think so? The half credulous look vanished
from the Dean’s massive features, and Moran’s
vough suddenly ceased to trouble him.

¢ Sit down, Dean, and Il tell you all aboyt 1
then let you and Moran judge for yourselves.? ’

'he details of the evening’s advenlyres were
listened 1o with much iuterest by the two gen-
tlerven, a glance of surprse hemg exchanyved
h'elweeu thew at certuin points of the na?ra_
tive.

¢ Now what do you think of that 2 sayg M
Esmond in conclusion. * Am I, or am T uot.:
Justified in thinking that there 19 2 conspiracy on
foot 1o murder me, as my nephew has been mur-
dered, in cold blood —mn fact, 1o exterminate the
Eswonds 7 What sy you, Dean? what g3
you, Moran ? ‘ T

The priest shaak his head "angd repiied that
he. did not see how that followed from the pre-
Inises. : '
¢ You wouid have much trouble to make out.
your case, my dear sir, in a court of law,’ said

Moran. *For my part I see no proof, what-
ever, of a conspiracy in whal you have been tell-
ing us . : S

¢ Indeed ? well, I'must say that your faculties
are more obtuse than I ever supposed they were,
And you, Dean, Tam astonished that yoy o -
not see fariber itu this affar, '

¢ Why, ‘upon y- word, Mr.

Esmoid? the -
Dean replied i the ‘caistic tone B sould wely

very fige fellow, and that..on your

employ at,times, ¢ upon my word, T think” him a

0 wn":sbo.wl’ng :

fPm very. sorry, indeed,” saud -Mr. Esmond,

the Dean.

‘It of grave importance—the very aravest .

I

“hut my business is very urgent, and would. not .

hid coolly tuken ns place.at the. table forthe -
refreshment of his icner man, ¢ what. is youg L.

when you send in all baste for the priest and the -

. Now, what i ,
your opinion of that beggarman ¥ ! B

he could 'well”




