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" THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.
A TALE OF CASHEL.
BY MRS. J. SADLIER.

——

CHAPTER XXN.—WHO KILLED MR ESMOND.

Jerry Pierce had just reached the most criti-
cal point of his narrative, as we bave seen, when
loud voices were hieard in the hall, the door was
{lunz open, and an old woman in a red cloak
planted on  the floor, first herself, then her staif
with angry determination, and a fierce exulta-
tion, that was explained by the sheepish look of
a servant in livery, who had been vainly eadeav-

euring to keep the dame from entering the par- |

lor.

¢ Be off wid yourself now !’ cried she, turning
and shaking her stick at him, ¢ you don’t know
what it is Lo anger me—but P'll make you know
it, afore you’re many days oulder /—be off wow,
when I bid you?!® and she slammed the door in
tus face, then turned again and faced the com-
pauy, her two hands resting on her stick, and
her keen old eyes peering sharply from under her
deep heod.

s Where’s Jerry Pierce? said she, ¢T want
Jerry Pierce

¢t Here 1 am, Vanithee,” said Piecce, close be-
side her, ¢ what’s wrong wid you

¢ There’s nothing wrong wid me,” she said
drawing close to him, and lookiog up in his face
with an undefinable expression of interest, ¢ but
there’s everything wrong wid you, and I come

staud your friend, hekase I know you waat ane. !

What are they all doing here? and what’s the
peelers doing there abroad? They didn’t take
you, did they _

¢ No, but I teok myself, Vanithee—I gave
myself up P ‘ ’

¢ Ged help you, then, for it’s you was the fool-
ish man to do it 7—you’it be sorry for 1t, mmnd I
tell you, and Y often tould it to you before. But
past counsel past grace.’

¢ Here Mr. Esmend rang the bell furiously,
and ordered the servant who appeared to remove
the wowan immediately. Hearing that, she
faced lim like a lioness— .

“No, nor yow’ll not remove me ! she cried
winicking his tone. ¢ Ilere I am, and bere Uil
be as long as he’s in 1t} nodding sideways Lo
derry Dierce, ¢ when he goes I'll go, and not till
then

¢ We shall see that !—tell Sergent Kellett to
send in some of his men.

This soon changed the woman’s tone, and she
addressed herself in piteous terms to those pre-
sent—¢ Ob, Mrs, Esmord, you were always goad
to me—and the poor young madam. Ob, mi’am

* dear, sure you’il not be hard-hearted, anyhow—
on’t you put in a word for me?—oh Lord |—

here they’re coming—Father McDermott, I
know you’re not plased with me, and sure i’s
ltle wonder, God knows, but I'm not so bad
as they say, your reverence !—och, take pity on
3 poor ould crealure, and don’t let the peelers
take me — T want to stay wid Jerry DPierce
bere.?

‘But, my good woman !” said the Dean kindly
Pll!_ voldly, ¢ what business have yon bere?l—
tthls’is no place for you, and you ought te koow

at.

¢ Aud sure I do know it, your reverence, sure
Ldo know it well—but isu’t it my own son that’s
here to the fore, and the peelers abroad to take
bim for wurder—though he’s as mnocent of it us
the child unborn »° :

‘ You his mother ! you Jerry Pierce’s mo-
ther P was heard on every side, and no one ap-
peared more surprised than Jerry himselt who
was actually struck dwnb with amazement, aud
stood Jooking at the woman with eyes wide dis-
tended,

. The door opesed and Mr. Esmond wmade a
8ign to the two policemen who appeared to take
the ofd woman from the room. Involuutarily
Jerrh Pierce put his great strong arm around
her, and Jier piteous cry drew an earnest re-
monstrance from the ladies. Dean RlcDermott
approached Mr. Esmond, and whispered a ve-
quest that the wretched creature might be suf-
fergd to remam, whilst Moran took it upon him-
self o disimss the policemen, telling them to re-
mam 1 the hall. '

None of these movements escaped the keen
eye of the Vanithee, and as Moran passed her
she whispered without moving ber head—* Come
{o my bouse this evening alter dark, and Il tell
Jou something youw’ll be glad to hear!' - He
turned in surprise to fook at her, but she was
looking another way. -

«If you.are to remaw, then,” said Mr, Es-
mond steraly, ¢mind you don’t open your mouth
to.speak—if you do, out you go, and off to the

- black-bole.” ~ . ° '

touse,?

Jerry Pierce was then ordered to resume s |

sad tale, which be did w these terms :

‘ Long life to your. bonor, I’!l be as quiet as a.

1 said [ bad just got to Mr. Eiliots gate,
and you ail know what a dark place it 15 on ac-
count of the big trees that spreads out over the
road-~well, something put it into iy head to
stop a little so as to take a look round, for the
lnoon was just beginning to rise, aod it was as
'purly a night as you ever seen. You’d wonder
how any one could have murdher in (heir heart
sich a night as that, but, ochone, the diva} cares
little for purty nights or purty days. Well,
anyhow, 1 was only a minnit or two standing
wid iy back to ane of the gate-piers, when !
hears a horse’s foot coming dashing up the road
from Rose Lodge, and says I to myself, if the
master’s above ground now thal’s him; and
sure enough it was, and dida’t my heart jump ta
my mouth when I seen hin as plain as I see any
of you now, and sure enongh he was gomng hke
the wind—’most at a gallop——’

¢ My poor dariing, my poor Harry I’ sobbed
Mrs. Lsinond ; ¢ true enough you said it ¢ nine
o’clocks or never '’ And she buried her face in
ber handkerclief. Tl:e otber Jadies were all in
fears. .

¢Jist as he passed me, resumed Jerry, ¢1
hard a voice amony the trees saying—* There’s
the roan now, and Harry Esmond—but step!
stop / iU’s young Harry ?  The last words came
too Jate—a shot was fired at the sound of the
name—and before I could get out a word I hard
my poor master saying—*¢ My God! I’m killed,”
and he fell sideways off the horse--but he didn’t
fall on the ground — 1T cotched bim mm my
arms [ ‘

Here poor Jerry’s voice failed him, and after
many meffectual efforts to master his emotion,
ke burst into lears and cried as if lis heart would
break. No one spoke—the mighty grief of
sotme, the deep sympathy of others, the campas-
ston of others, kept all silent.

At last Pierce spoke again, alter clearing his
voice divers times :

¢ The horse galloped away towards the Hall,
and I sat down on the .roadside and laid
my poor master’s lead up against my breast
and  strove all 1 could to bring him to,
but sure what could 1 do when death
was there—all T could do was to staunch the
blood wid a bit of a handkecher I had, and, in-
‘deed, 1 have that same handkecher away in a

little box wid his bloed on it— ihe Vanithee can
tell you that—and I mane to keep it, too, tho’
it’s a poor keepsake, but i’s all the keepsake
poor Jerry Pierce has. Well! while I was sit-
1in’ there, afeard to lave him for fear there might
still be a chance of hitn comin’ to, who should
start out to me but Tim Murtha, ansd he says to
me, ¢ why, sure, sure, 1t isn’t your master ’id be
in it 7’ and says I to him, *1t’s nobody clse that's
in ity God look down on his poor wife this mght,
‘and the hittle weeny cratures he left afther him!

—and God forgive them that spilled his blood!
for it’s the heavy curse I’m afeard ’il come down
on them.” To tell God's truth, poor Tim was
as much troubled as I was in 2 maoner, and he
didn’t attempt to deny that it was him done 1t,
but all the satisfaction I could get out of him
was that it was ould Harry Jsmond he imeant to
shoot—= but, do you thivk is he dead ?* says he,
¢ leanin’ over hmm. *Asdeadas a door-nail)
says I, ¢ God help us all this mght.” ¢ Amen
says he, ‘amen! and sure God knows I’d
socner be Iyin® there where he is, this mght,
than to think 1°d have the hard fortune to shoot
him! But och, och, it'was all the faut of that
unloeky bird, ‘Thady Mulrooney, that Iset to
watch for the ould chap—(don’t be vexed at
me, Mr. Zsmoud, I'm only sayin® what %e said.)
* But, says I, ¢ you misfortunate man, dido’t you
Lknow the master was at Rose Lodge, and that 1t
wasn’t likely the ould gentleman ’id be goin* to
the Hall at that bour o’ the night?’ * Well;?
says he, ¢ I declare to you, Jerry Pierce, I didn’t
Ienow your master was at the Lodge, however I
chanced to mss seein’ him, and the groom at the
Lodge tould Thady, and him ladiv’ the rozn up
and down, that Mr. Esmond was gow’ to the
Hall, and Thady never thought of askin’ wiich
he meant—koowin’ well that the roan didn’t be-
long to young Mr. Esmond, sure mysell never
misdoubted but it was the ould lad was gow’,ap’
I thought 1°d do the business at onst and have
1t over.’ ’

Here the widow’s emotion became so violent
that she was taken from the rcom by Mary Heo-
nessy and Aunt Martha, both of whom soon re-
iursed, as she begged to be left alone.

i Go on with what you were saying,” said Mr.
Esmond sharply, ¢ we -have no time to wait for
your crocodile tears to dry—go on, I say.’

¢ Ah you ould rap,’ muttered the Vanithee be-
tween ber teeth, “1t’s a pity it wasa’t you was in
it, and not your nevy.’ :

¢ Now, 1ll tell you what it is, Mr. Esmond,’
said Pierce with manly firmness, < if you don’t

.{keep your ‘tongue off me, I'll keep my mouth

shut, and you may bring 1n the peelers-as soon as
.you hike.?: : SRR i

< Pray, go on, Pierce, said Dean McDer-
mott; anxious to prevent Mr. Esmond. from
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speaking the still harder words that were on his
fips.

¢I will, your reverence, when 7oux bid me,’
said Pierce, ¢ but. I wouldn’t do it for Aim.—
Anyhow, there isn’t much more to tell. I was
tryin’ hard to yet Tim away before any one ’id
comne, but someway or another I couldn’t get
liim incensed into the danger of stayin’ there ; he
was 50 stupified when he seen what he done, and
that Mr. TEsmond wasn’t coman’ to, that you
might as well talk to a big stone,and I was most
out o’ my mind wid grief and trouble, dreadin’
cvery minmt that somebody d come, and catch
the musforiunate man, and still watchin’ tor some
one to help to take the poor master home. God
oaly knows what I went through in that little
while, tll Tom Mulligan and Barney DBreen
came up on the lockout for Mr, Esmond. They
were passin’ us by, as one or two others did be-
fore, on account o’ the dark shadow of the trees
over where we were, when Icalled nut to them,
and they came over, and och, och ! but there’s
where the cryin’ and] clappin’® of hands was,
wken they found the poor master that wre all had
our hearts in, lyin’ there dead—dead—dead in
ny arms. And when they asked who done 1t
at all, sure myself, thinkin’ to screen poor Tim,
said I didn’t know, that it was somebody from
behmnd the fence, what do you think of Tun but
he spoke out, and said—* Now, don’t be tellin’
lies, Jerry Piesce—you know well enough who
cone it. It 1cas me,’ says be to Tom, ¢ Pm the
unlucky poor erature that shot him-—thinkin’ it
was the ould fellow I bad, on account o° the
horse—X shot him, and I’'m willio’ te die for
dow’ it, for bangin’ is too good for me.’ * You'll
not die now, theo,’ says Tom Mulhgan back to
tum, ¢ I see plain enough that it wasa’t him you
meant to shoot, and, anyhow, it wouldn’t bring
him back to hfe. So go off wid yoursell, now,
and quit the country as fast as you can, you
poor, unfortunate man—God forgive you tius
night, for you’ve done a bad deed—but 1" not
tbe man to prove agin you when I see you’re
troubled enough.” Barney Breen said the same,
and between us we persuaded Tim to go off and
hide somewhere till wed see how things id go.
¢ Och, och,’ says he, goin’ away, ¢if 1t was only
the ould fellow was in it what %d I care—swhat
1d I care—but Azz of all men~—him-that was so
good and kind to every one.” Well, sure Tom
Mulligan wanted me to go back home wid them
but I tould him what I had in my miod in regard
to doin’ for my sister’s poor little orphans, and
that now they’d need some one to do for them
more than ever they did, on account of their fa-
ther havin’ (o go away from them altogether.'—
¢ But,y says Tom, *if you don’t come home,’
says he, ‘and if yon keep out o sight that a-way,
how do you lnow butit’s yoursell they’d be sus-
pecti’? s it me? says I, “isit anybody
suspect ¢ of shootin® my own master, and the
best master, too, that ever a poor boy had1—
ah! bedad, "Com, says I, ¢ there’s nobody "ud be
fool enough to think o° that.” ¢I domr’t Lknow,’
says he, shaking his bead. So thea I ups and 1
tells lun how I wanted to sereen poor Tim on
account of Lhe childher, and made him and Bar-
gey promise that they’d never let on that they
knew anything at all about who fired the shot, or
how it happened, until I’d give them lave. Tom
was mighty loath to promise, but at last he did.
And then be says to Baroey—¢ Barney,’ says he,
‘ run across the fields there to Jack Puelan’sard
lell them what has happeaed, and let them bring
the wheel-car wid some straw and a quilt or some-
thing over 1it. Och, wirra, wirra,’ says he, ¢ but
i’s the poor home-comin’ for the master, the
glory of heaven to his sow! this mght.’  So with
that we hard some of the others that were out
on the sarch comm’ up the road, and 1 gotaway
1ate the waod, afore any more of them ’id see
me. Sure enough, next day the whole country
side bad it that it was Jerry Pierce shot Mr.
Esmond, and though it was worse than death for
e to lie under sich a black deed-—and to have
people cursin® and hatin’ me for a murder 1 had
ne more te do with thao the priest of the parish,
still I made up my mnd, ay, and. { swore it, too,
that 1’d never mnake any one the wiser for what
I knew myself, and that 1’d get away out of the
country as soon as I could, if Tim ’id only stay
wid the childher, and keep bis own saycret. 1t
was hard to get Tim argued iato it, but «tifll I
did, myself and Ned Murtha, my ecousin there,
and Tim’s cousin too—and he can tell you as
well as myself that it’s God’s truth Um telliug
ye all.?

¢* Aod sure I can, Jerry,” blubbered Ned, his
eyes streamipg over; ‘and sure Mr. Moran,
long lite to him, can bear twitness that T gave
him a hint of it when he wanted me to make out
the warrant for you, Jerry. But 1 wouldn't
make it out, Jerry. I coulda’t ‘write a hne of
it, if T was toro in pieces for it, bekase I koew
it 4 be a black sin, and a burnipg, shame.’
. T remember your strange conduct very well,

| Ned,’ said Moran kindly, * and éven' the hint yeu

‘epeak ‘af—a hint that eoften puzzled me then acd
after. So, Jerry, you got Tim. persuaded to

his secret and remaia in the country, but how did
it happen that you remained yourself, too, as 1t
appears you did 2

¢ Well, I'll jist tell you that, sir,” Pierce
promptly replied. ¢ Somehow or another [ al-
ways had a sort of a notion that God would see
me rightified 1n His own good tme, and there
was some I dide’t care to lave behind me’—
here be hegan twirling tite caubeen agrin, ¢aud
ancther thing, Me. Moran, that made me stay
here wid my neck ia the halther wag the black
thought that was still in Tim Mu:tha’s mind.’—
He glanced at Mr.-Esmoud, and saw that there
was a thunder-cloud ou his brow, and a livid
lightniog in his eyes. DBut still he weat on—-

¢I kave tould ye already how I saved Mr.
Esmond’s life twice in one night, but [ dido’L tel!
yve that there was another night, when he knew
nothtng about it, that he was jist as near death
as he was that mght, only for one that dashed
the pistol out of T'im Murtha’s hand, and knock-
ed himself down—that was me again, and it bap-
peted the very night, Mr. Moran, that you were
part of the way wid his honor there cumic® from
Dr. Hennessy’s in Cashel, tll you tarped oft
from him at the cross-roads.’

Here looks of surprise and consternation were
exchanged between Esmond and Moran, but
netther spoke, and Jerry went on—¢ God IHim-
self only knows how grieved I wae for the poor
masther, and the mistress, and ber litUe orphans.
I was walkin’ round and roued the outside of the
house, like a ghost, the first night of the wake,
watchin’ my opportunity to slip in and get a
sight of bim before he’d be putin the coffin, and
at Jast T ventured ;p——7"

¢Liar 7’ eried Mr. Eswond furiously, ¢ you
impose on our indulgence in listening 30 fong to
your lying stary. : :

‘Tm no lar) seid Jersy proudly, ¢andT
think there’s one in this room that seen me there
that night.?

Here Bryan Cullenan advanced, and placing
himsell between Mr. Esmond and Pierce, raised
his band solemnly and said—

¢ Before God, Mr. Esmoud, Itell you he
speaky the truth. 1 was kneeling beside the
bed that time when all the quality went into the
other room abroad, when Jerry Pierce came in
wid the cape of his coat over his hiead, and
stood a little while loaking at the corpse, and
beavy griet was on him, I could see that, though
the life was most scared out of myself, and me
toking himn for a spert till I got sight of his face
at his off-gong—and another thing T can tell
you, Mr. Esmond, that Jercy erce went to the
Island acd made hs station there for the beuelt
of his pror inaster’s sowl. Naw what do you
tligk of that)

¢ I think you're ar old fool to beliere it, that’s
all?

¢ Mr. Esmond,’ said Dean MeDermott, ¢it 1

ot for me to say whether 2 mae {8 guilty or in-
nocent, when I only know him in the confession-
al, but 1 ean cectify that Jerry Pierce did go te
Lough Derg this summer, and with the very in-
tention Bryan has just stated,,

¢ Wisha, glory be to Ged,’ cried Cauth again
from her corner, and she clasped ber bands and
looked upwards.

¢ Now,’ said the Vanilkee, with an exulting
nod and a fierce lock at Mr. Esmoad, ¢ tiiere’s
a nut for you to crack. Liar, inagh " it’s your-
self is the liar to say 1t to one that nerver tould
a lie—pever, never !’ ‘

With dificulty the exciled old woman was
silenced, by the pitying kmdness of the Dean
and Mr. Moran; as for Esmond, he looked
from oue to the other with 2 glazed and half-
conscious stare thal was wmore frigotful than lus
previous burst of passion.

“ And do you really mean to say, Prerce,” said
Moran very earaestly, ¢ that you have horne for
so long a time the shame and 1he obloquy of such
a crime, merely to screen the father of your sis-
ter’s children 7°

¢ That's what I say, Mr, Morao; and as I
have God to face, T say the truth.

¢ And were you never tempted to betray him
all that time—or rather to clear yourself.’

*God knows I was, many and many’s the
time—he had an ugly way wid him of late, poor
Tim had, and he’d say things to me that ’id cut
me to the very heart—but thea I forgave him,
for T koow 1t was the trouble that done it all.—
The night he tore the thiogs off his dead child
bekase Mr. Esmond gave them, I was mad
enough to kill hwm ?

‘How ? what® cried Mr, Esmond ; ¢ what’s’
that you say ¥’

Mrs. Esmond by a look and a sizn warned
Prerce to give no explaration on that point, but
Mr. Esmond imperiously repeated bis question,
and whilst: Pierce was . hesitating, looking from
ope to .the other, uancertain how -to act, the
Vanithee burst into a wild and rapid description
of the awful scene, calling 6o Ned Murtba to

verify ber account, which he did.  T'he hearing

of this strange tale of deadly passion.bad. a .dif-

ferent effect on Mr. Esmond {rom what lus wile,
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at feast, expecled. Daring the rerital he stood
with his eyes east down, his chest heaving, and
the muscles of his face working alter o stracge
fashion—when the cracked voice of the foirw-
womnn ceased, and Ned Murtha had confirmed
her wondrous tale, the old man sauk heavidy w
his chaie, and beaved u long derd sigh, then
closed hts eyes weanfy. '

Meanwide Moran hasteneq ro nish the ex-
amination, il such it could be ealled. He sud-
denly assumed o sternness fittle wsunl with i,
and said ta Pierce—

¢ And are we to enderstand that after al} this

J forbearance and patient endurance you Lave, at

length, made up your mind to turn Ling’s evi-
dence against Tun Murtha, and give the gallows
s due 7°

I'ierce's face was crimsen in a moment.  He
turned on Morar with the fierceness of » roused
lion, while the aged crene at Lis side lang hed
foud in scora— .

¢ Mr. Moran, suul Pierce, ¢ you're a gentle-
man, aud 1w only » poor man, & very poor rnaa
—you cian say what you hke to me, so, but s
aigy seen you don't know much about wme, or yoa
weulda’t say the like of that. o, sir, I'm not
turmng king’s evidence, for ouly I know that
Tim Murtba is out of the reach of the law, it
;isn't here 17 be now.’

¢ Why, where 1s Tun Muriha #

* Oh bedad, sir, that’s more thau I can tell,
satd Pierce with a grim smile, © but anphow he’s
where the peelers can't eateh him—

* Why, surely, the man s not dead, s {1e ¢

¢ He 73, str—as deadl as ever you or Tl be—
he died last night, of she faver—and raove by
token—lie left it on e before he diud, that 1'd
come s very day and give mysell up, aud tell
all about the murder. The Vamthee bere, that
says she’s my mother, though T Dever knew
had a mother hrio®, which is remarkable—but |
suppose she knows best—auyhow, her and Ned
Murtha was to the fore when — wiwn “Lim
died.’

*That Tim Murtha is dead,” sud Mary Hea-
nessy, © I can bear witness, tor Miss Markbam
rand myself were conducted yesterdoy eveoing
by this good womau whom DPreree cufls the
Vanithee, to ber fittle cotlage on Gailows LIl
where the poor feliow had died a fittle belure m
the greatest misery and destitution.’  Fere Mr.
Estnood groaned audibly and moved unessily w
y ks cliair,

“And do you niean to say, Jerry, said Me.
Moran, ¢ that you would never have Ziven -
formation aguinst Tim  Murtha had he st
hved ?

“Is it me, Mr. Moran 7" and ierce turned on
hitn with a flashing eye and a bueniug cheek, * is
{ 1L e give information against my sister’s hus-
{ batd, aud the fatber of her poor hittle orpians 7
—No, not if | was 10 be hung mysell lor the
mucther,—and sure that swine was what 1 lawd
out for myself, and nothing else 1’

“ And you were content to bear alf the shame
of so foul u crime, rather than hetruy the real
culprit #

CWell, 'l not say 1| was cgitent, 7our
honor—oh, bedad, [ wasn’t content at ali, for it
‘ went to my very heart to have e’er one, and es-
I pectily the poor dear wustress, thivking me
(guilty of such a crune—ume of all men living—
i but stdll I rather lie vndher it thau have poor
Kate's little ones left without thew father.—
That was the short and the lang of it, apnd
l’.ﬂ lave died without ever jetting on who did
it,

“Then you would bave died witha lie m
i your mouth?” It was the Dean who spoke

thns. :

*No, your reverence, [ wouldo’(—bwt {'d
have kept my mouth slut, and then 1d telt
neither lies nor truth. Butin regard to Mr.
Esmoni—that’s my waster—barrin® Mes, Ese
mond herself, I'll take my book oath on it, there
wasn’t one living that bis death was so sorea
crush to as it was to me. And sore dida’t T
walch the sault eser zince e was put into it,
and keep the grass smooth and green on the top
of it above, and the place all about it as clane
asanewpin?  And dido’t 1 say my prayers
there for his poor sowl, many and many’s the
night when you were all asleep in your bed 7

¢ Poor Jerry,’ said young Mrs Esmond who
had entered just in time to heur the last words,
* paor Jerry, how much we wronged you,aad
tow glad I am 20 fied not only that it wasa’
you—one of our owu housebold—that—that
fired tne fatal shot. but that no ooe ever meant
to kill my dear husband. It s true my loss is
the same, but 1t is something—oh, much; mueh,
to kaow that he was not killed designediy.’

. .*And pray, madam, where’s the difference ¥
cried.Mr, Esmoand . sharply ; *didn’t 1he villain
mean to shoot me only he bappened 1o shaot
:Harsry instead 77 Wasn’t.bis crime all ‘the same.
Tell:me that pow, But I see how. it is—J—sce
—how.it is’—and: bis passion began to rise; " my
‘life:is of no accountiamongst. you—if T had-been
shot, as:{lie villian intended § should, T don’t be-




