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THE HERMI

BY SADLIER.

cHAPTER Nix.—(Continued.)

Before ancther word was spoken, the parlor
door opened, and a servant appearing, said that
the ofd man of the Rock, and a woman Le bhad
with i, wunted to see bis bonor on very pur-
ticular busioess.

¢ Let them go to—Halifax I’ eried Mr, ks-
mond, his rage concentrating on the unhappy
an who stood so unblushingly before him.

s You'd best let them in,” zaid Pieree coolly,
T b’lieve 1t’s comin’ to lodge information agm
me the woman is—to let you kuaow where you'll
find Jerry Pierce)

v Silence I roared Mr. Esmond, and he mo-
tioned to the servant to show Bryan and Cauth
into the office.

¢ Why not have them 1 here, Hurry 7 caud
Mrs. Esmond.

¢ Ay, thaUs always the way with you women,’
snapped ner brother, ¢ you want Lo see and hear
everything. ..

* Well, I confess,” said Dean M:Dermott, ¢1
was just going to.make Liic saZue request; how-
ever, if you have any particulir objection—’

¢None in the world, Dean, though I really
cannot understand why any of you should wish
to bave these old people brought in, you shalf be
gratified by a sight of them. Show them in,
Dick ! Mr. Moran, have the goodaess to send
word to the barrack for Cuptain Dundas to send
some men immediately.)

¢ Well, if ’s plasi’ to your honor,’ jsaid
Pierce, twirling kus hat between bis hands, and
loolking at it sheepishly, ¢ 1 would wish to have

" the business settled as soon- as -convanient—in
regard to e reward that’s promised: for the
takin’ of Jerry Pierce.’

The ladies, more than ever disgusted by the
man’s audacious hardihood, raoised their bands

and eyes m horror, and utiered exclamations of

terror and amazement, with the exceplion of
Mrs. Esmond, who, having someswha! recovered,
stood up, and taking Mary Eennessy's arm, pre-
pared to leave'the room, carefully avoiding the
sight of Pierce. Moran, asif forgetful of the
important commission given him, stood motion-
less in s place—Uncle Harry, between rage
and astonishiment, found himsell incapabie of ut-
tering a word—Dean M-Dermott stood with
folded arms watching the unbappy criminal from
between his half-closed eyelids with an undefined
expression of wtense interest. As Mrs. ISs-
mond passed him with totterg steps, he calinly
and quietly laid his hand on her arm and said in
a sigoificant one :

‘I think you had better remain.’

* Oh Dean, T cannot—1I caruot-—1t would kil
me—indeed, indeed it would—ok, my God  and
she burst iuto a pussionate flood of tears, “to
think of me being in the same room with the
murderer of my darling, darling Harry.’

‘But sure youre not, Mrs. Esmond dear—
sure you’re not in the same room with him, at
ali It was Pierce himself that spoke, and his
voice was broken and iremulous,

*Oh, the murdberin’ villain, hear to what he
says,” cried Cauth from the corner where she
and Bryan had placed themselres, ¢ the murdher-
ing’ villain ; isu’t it a wondler the earth doesn’t
open and swallow him up aftler tellin’ that black
he, and bis reverence two the fore, and the poor
istress

* Silence,’ cried again the siern voice of Mr.
Esmond, ¢ leave the wretch to me.

¢ Well, but yaur honor, Mr. Esmond,’ persist-
ed Cauth, ¢ dousn’t the whole counthry Anow be
done the deed ?  And didn’t I come here myself
a purpose to let you know that 1 seen hitn last
night on the Rock above? An’ wouldn't 1
i-travelled every fut o’ the road ve Dublin, and
back again to prove agm tum, the onlucky vaga-
bone P

Mr. Esmond was turnizg fiercely on Bryan lo
ask how it happened that Pierce came to be seen
on the Rock, when he and all present were struck
dumb with amazement by the sudden chenge
that had come over his mece. From the mo-
ment that Pierce spoke those strange words, she
had stood as if transfixed, her soft hazel eyes
dilating with wonder as they penetrated fartber
and deeper into the sou! of the supposed mur-
derer of her husband, through the big bold eyes
that never quailed a moment under that search-
ing glauce, but seemed rather to invite it.

"There the two stood—fuce to tace —immove-
able—mute as statves—gazing into each other’s

. eyes, whilst nor word, nor breath from any of the
spectators broke the awf{ul silence. At last Mers.
Xemond drew a long sigh, .hke one recover-
ing fron a swoon, her palelips opened, and some
broken, tremulous words were faintly heard :

"_‘_Do'you‘ tnean to say, .Ierry Pierce, that you
-are not the murderer of my bushband ¥

'

{ rematning silent.

And Pierce answered with the same unshrink-
ing coanfidence—¢ I do, Mrs. Esmond, That’s
wiat I mane to say, an® I take God to witness

!this blessed day, and sure Iis beautiful bright

Fsun is goin’ down there bebind the meuntams,’ Le

raised his arin solemnly and held 1t aloft, ¢ that

twhat I say is truth and no he!

¢ Great God ! 151t possible ? cried Miss Jis-
mond.

¢ Dear, dear ¥ sawd ber sister-in-law.

|
} Mary
i
|

ton watching the principal acters in the deeply-
exciting scene.  Moran rested his hand on the
i back of a chair, in a posttion to examme Prerce’s
{ countenance, himself partially bidden by the
i gzoodly bulk of Mr. Esmond. The latter stoad
{ trembling like an aspen leaf with the fierce pas-
sion that was brewing within him.

¢ Then you didn’t murder bim, Jerry Pierce ?
said the widow in softeping accents: ¢ you didn’t
murder your good master

¢If you don’t believe me, ma’am,’ said Pierce,
the tears choling his utterance, €ask bis reve-
rece there—1°ll engage 2e doesn’t misdoubt my
word.!

Almost involuntarily every eye was turned on
l'the Dean, and Mrs. 1smond in particular fixed
,an znxious look on his benervoleat face wlhere
-some deep emotion \was setliny eveFy muscle in
I motion,

I believe him, Mrs. Esmond, satd the vener-
able man with that calm dignity which never lor-
sook him; I believe in my heart he tells you
what 1s true.”

I don’t behieve hi then,” ¢cried Mr. Esmond
vehemently ; ¢ 1d as soon believe the father of
lies, that was @ szwrdercr from the begioning !’
His voice was hoarse, and his face livid with
rage. ‘I tell you both he’s an incarnate fiend,
that same Jerry Pierce, and it’s burned he ought
to be—burned instead of banged. But hanged
be’ll be, if there’s law or justice in Tipperary.—
I'd—1'd bang him myself if there was no one
else to do 11! T would, by -——, the cath that
was on his foamning lips never passed them—it
died away, unspoken, beneath the stern glance of
the Dean.

CAWell! all 7 can say s this, Mr. Esmond,
said Pierce, in a firm, manly tone, ¢ that 1if you
knew but all, you’d be the last man slive 1o say
that ol Jerry Pierce.

¢ What do you mean, you villan 7 thundered

i the enraged magistrate.

Here the elder Mrs. Esmond uttered an ex-
clunation ot surprise, and looked sigmiicantly at
Maran.

<1 mane ibis, your honor—that only for peor
Jerry Pierce—rvillain and all as he is, you would
not be here now to call lm so, but moulderin’
away In the vault above beside my poor dear
wnaster, God rest his soul 1 glory

“This 15 more of your atrocious fies,’ cried
Mr. Esond : ¢ do you take me for a fool, you
scoundrel 7’

¢ Well | don’t, Mr. Esmaond, bekase them that
’id buy your honor for a fool, id be upt to lie a
long time out o' their money. Ilowsomever,
you ought to remember zze of all people, for it 1
hudn’t been out on iy thramp the night zour
horse wanted lo put you and the mistress m the
quarry beyant, and one that wasn’t a horse, but
a poor beartbroken man, had a pistol in his hand
at the limekitn, 1I'm thinkin® it's hittle trouble the
world ’id be to you now. Aud listen nither, Mr,
Esmond,) be added slowly and emphatically,
s that pistol wus the very one that shot your pe-
phew —the light of heaven to lis soul—and the
same band that pulted the trigzer that black and
dismal night, was going to puli 1t then, and would
too, Mr. Esmond, only far the voice that said
¢ Remember 1 and that voice was Jerry Pierce’s.

Various exclamations of astonishment escaped
the hsteners ; the younger Mrs. Esmond alone
She had sank ona chair op-
posite Pierce, and sat with her hands clasped
and her head bowed down beneath the crushing
load of newly-revived sorrow,

‘Do you hesr that, Mrs. Esmond " whispered
Mary Heunessy. ¢ You see 1t wasn’t poor Pierce
that did i, after atl)

¢1 heard it, Mary—1I heard it; she hstlessly
replied, ‘but 1t makes little difference to me
who did 2. Some one did it—that’s certain.’

For several momeats Mr. Esmond aund Tecry
DPierce stood looking at each other—1a silence—
the one with a leok of blank ammazement, in which
a certain tinge of incredulity was strangely wmiu-
gled—the other with the same unshrinking con-
fidence with which he had tefore confronted the
widowed wife of young Harry Esmond. "L've
Detan and Moran exchanged significant glances
intimating to each other the prudence of keeping
silent far the present. .

When the old mao spoke again his face was
peler than its wont, and there was a husky tone
10 his voice, yet e labored hard to keep up bis
usnal sternness of voice and mien. I know it

| doesn’t burt o wuch,’ said e, * to tramp up a

story ———'
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| lence, ¢ he didn’ trump up that story, anyhow—
he saved our lives that night as irue us he’s
standing there. I suspected as much the mo-
ment he came into the room in that costume, and
1 would know among a thousand the tone of the
voice that uttered that word ¢ Remember !’ for
it has rupg in my ears ever since, sleeping and
waking.?

¢ And who was he,’ resumed Mr, Esmound, in

Hennessy said nothing, she was ton much intent |

the same balf-ineredulous toae, as if scarcely no-
liciog the interruption, ¢ who was be that, ac-
cording to your showing, would have made away
with another of the Ismond’s? You are not
going to keep kis secret, are you 7’

Tbere wasa loag pause, during which the
heavy features of Jesvy Pierce were convulsed
as by some inward struggle. Krery ear was
strained to cateh the answer, every eye was fixed
on the man’s fuce—even [lenrietta Tsmond had
staried into sudden animation as the important
question reached her ear, and she leaned eagerly
torward with her very scul e her eyes. Moran
and the Dean sifted iheir positions so as to get
a fuller view of Pierce’s countenunce, but neither
spoke.

_ Slowly at last spoke Jerry Pierce, and is
lips 2ud bis cheeks were ashen white as he hissed

j out the pame of Tim Murtha, then covered his

face with his hands as though to conceal the shame
of that moment.

¢ Tim Murtha I’ was repeated from wmouth to
mouth in tones of horror and disgust, wlile each
one looked into taeir neighbor’s face to read the
effect of the announcement.

¢ Take care how you answer me, fellow,’ said
Mr. Esmond, speaking with difficulty, some
strapge emation quivering in bis frame ; © are you
sure—sure it was Tim Murtha #’

¢ As sure as I am that there’s u God in beav-
en,’ answered 'ierce, solemnly and reverently.

‘Dean—or you, Moran, question. him,” said
the old man in a choking voree, 1 ~1 can’t go
on with it ; and he sat down beside his mece.

The Dean motioned to Moran to speak for
even he was more agitated than he cared to
show. DMoran bowed assent.

¢ Then we are to infer from what you say,
said he, ¢ that it was Tim Murtha who shot young
Mr. Esmond ¥’

* Wisha, God pity bun and me, it was, sir’~—
and the tears came trickling from between the
big, hard, sinewy fingers that still covered
Pierce’s agonised face.

Moran raised his band gently to enjoin silence
on the listeners.

¢ And what motive,’ said he, ¢induced Zim to
perpetrate so foul a murder 7 What ill feeling
could Le have against Mr. Esmond 7

Here Alr. Xsmond raised himselt in lus chair,

and fixed a look of searching scrutiny on Pierce. |

And Prerce, before bie answered, turned a depre-
cating, almost a compassionate look on the old
man.

¢ Ile had no motive, at all, in killin® Zm, Mr.
Moran,’ he slowly rephed, ¢nor ne ll-wilt that
ever man had—and he no more meant to kill
him that night than he did to kill me or you.

¢ Great (Fod ! how was it then 7’

¢ He mistock hiwe for another.’

¢Ha ! cried Niss Xsmond, starting to her
feet, * 1 knew it—1I knew that no one ever meant
to kill our darling Heory.’

¢ Glory be to God !’ eried Cauth, advancing a
step or two from her corger. |

Sull the widow stirred not, ner did Mr, Is-
mond,

¢ But how—how —? said Moran, after an em-
barrassed pause, ¢ how did—such a mistake ac-
eur P

Jetry Pierce avoided looking at Mr. Esinond,
though he felt that his piercing glance was on
him, reading his very soul.

¢ It was the liorse he rode—and the name he
bad—that caused his death—and saved another.’

¢ Merciful heaven I’ cried Aunt Martha, as her
own secret misgivings, and the often-hinted sus-
picions of Rer sister-in-law were thus to the let-
ter justified.

Mloran came to a2 dead pause—~turned a trou-
bled, anxious look on Mr. Esmond, and scemed
as if uncertain whether be ought to continue.

¢Go on,’ said Mr. Esmond, rightly interpret-
g his hesitation.

¢ Pardon me, Mr. Esmond, sad the kind-
bearted lawyer, would 1t not be better—to post-
pone “the further bearing of this strange and
mouraful tale I

“Go on, I tell you!”> was the stern reply.—
¢ Ask him how it bappened ? Tt will all be soon
known to the whole country I’

“ You hear what Mr. Esmond says,” said Mo-
ran, addressing Prerce.

+ 1 Jo, sir, and 1f he wants to hear it, 1’ll tel
it, though 1’d sooner not.’ Bui still he besitated
—Ilooked askance at young Mrs, Esmond—
wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his coat—
coughed-~lookel again—then fairly burst out
crying, and said as'well as be could for the chok-
ing in his throat: * There’s no use trjin’ any

¢ Harry," said bis wife, sudderly breaking. si-' moré—I can’t do it—and the mistress to the

I'wanton attack of Mr. XEsmond—

fore—T can’t—it %id kill her dead, so st would.

Mrs. Bsmond raised her bead and iocked at
him with a ghastly smile, as she replied—* No
fear of that, Prerce—t iz pretty bard to kill me
—and I must hear what—what you have to tell,
one day or another, so in Giod’s aame tell it now
while [ am able to listen)

Here the tramp of marching men was heard
outside, the parlor door was opesed stealthnly |
and the cadaverous visage of Ned Murtha made i
it appearance, followed by lis lank body. llej
looked at no one, seened to think of one but
Jerry Pierce who stoad neac the door, and 1o
him he whispered in a tane of horror and alarm,

¢ The peelers, Jerry—the peelers is without
and Sargmt Kellett.?

¢ Well, what o’ that ? said Dierce, thouzh his
cheek blanched at the dreaded name. ¢ Dida’t
L kunow they’d be takin’ me, and didn’t | give
myself up 7'

“Sure I know, Jeery dear, 1 know—but—
och, oeh ! Lord help us

¢ Leave the room, sir, cried Mr., Esmond

sternly, ¢ liow dare you come 1n tere unhidden.’
’ . ¥ . \

¢ Perhaps it were well to let him remain,’ sug- |

gested Morau, ¢ we maoy want him.)’

i:.k'l (2a 5 i4
tell what 12 was for, or how 1t came. At last
when it was wearing on near evemng, I made up
my mind that I wouldn’t stand it way longer, but
I’d go to Tim aud get him to go with ine, bim-
self and the childher, to some other purt of 1he
country, where 1’d work for them all, and kee
poor “L'un out of the way of doing the bad that
was m his heart to do.”

*And that was the object of vour leaving,
Jerry I said young Mrs. Fsmond in 2 tremalous
voice,

¢ Surely it was, ma"aw ; bt as 1 osaid, there
was something over ine, and whea [ heard that
the master, Grod rest bim! wes goivg 10 Rose
Lodge, well do you kaow lut 1ay Besit began to
creep, and 1 went ont to Mullizao, and says [ o
bim, * Tom, 'm afeard there’s somethiag bad
going 1o happen ' and Mualligan laughied at me,
and sags he—< I have to gain to give the big of
this bridle a rub, for (i’ as bright as T wish
aed do you be getting the roua caddled while
Pavaway, for you see the wmaster’s iu a burey.
“ 1 will) says I, and sure enough | iried to duat,
but soraehow | was so threngh-other i mysell,

and my bands was trembling (0 that digree that

CLeouldn’t get oo as B'd wish, a6 wien Mo

i Humpgh ! want Lim P growled the surly old | came in a ureat huery to take out the roun, he

man, not in dissent, however—* go on you, Pierce
—Mov. Informer! I suppose we may call you
now-—giving up your associate in crine to save
your own worthless life—el ?°

"The evil spirit was coming back on him, and
Pierce glared on him like a tiger preparing for a
spring.  Fire llashed from his eyes, and b face
was suffused witb a burring glow.  Words sharp
and bitter were on his lips, when young Mrs.
Esmond rose, and approaching him, to the sur-
prise of all present laul her hand on lns arm.

¢ Pierce, said she,  there’s somethiag telling
me that you have spolen truly in denying the
murder ot ny poor hvsband~—if you were not
aceessory lo ity tell as, I beseech you, what you

was as mad as 3 March hare when he found [
hadn’ it done, and T believe Vs anzry eunugh
the poor masler wiy at ‘aving te wiit =0 long.
Well, he got off, unyhow, and afther L went o
and said some words to the misthress hefore i
go, [went off as fast as my lees id eacey me to-
wards the Lodge. Not a sight of Tun eoald |
see up or down, and there | kept walking back-
wirds and forwards alouy the read npear the
Ladge, sometimes (aking to the lelds for feur
any one 'td notice me, Ul at last 1t cione on
night, aud then says 1 to mysell; he’tl uot be go-
ing out ta-night, P thinking, when be wasp’t
out before; and sure there’s uo dangar of my
master, anybow, so with that I was malting the
pest of iy speed ta Lacry Mualligan’s, where

kaow about 1t, and how you ecame to know it.’

¢TI will, ma’am, as T have Gnd to face, D’il tell
all about 1t)’ said Prerce more firmly than before, ,i
as though braced up to greater hardilicod by the

¢I said before that 1t wasa’t my poor master
Tun DMurtha meant 1o kill, but—?

¢ But his uncle ¥ put in Mr. Esmond with a
bitter sneer.

“You've jist guessedt, Mr. Esmond, snd
Pieree turning en lnm almost fiercely 5 it was
lus unele and nobody else.  Ap’ it the truth was
koown, maybe it was no great wonder.  Avy-
how, the whole country knew that Ton Dad it !

in for you, and maybe more than Tun, for that ]
matter.’ ]

¢ Villain ! scoundrel I” cried Mr. Esmoad star(- ;
ing up in a rage,

* Tuke it aisy now, Mr. Esmond ! said Dierce
coally and with an impressive motion of his hand,
“1f you want to hear the story before 1'm taken
off to jail. Don’t be calling people such ugly
names till you know whetber they dusarve it or
not. I said every one knew that ‘Tim had 1t n
for you, and I was tryin® all 1 could to put the
evil thought out of his head, but just as soon as
I’d get him persuaded to lave it all n the hands
of God, Mr. Esmond here was sure to do some-
thing to stir up lus blood waorse than ever—’

‘T'he old gentieman was again breaking in with
a fierce objurgation, but the Dean laying his
hand on his arm, begged tum to remain quiet, or
that otherwise they might as well give up hapes
of hearing the sad details.

* iIe never got right over that hurty resumed
Piecce, “and so be wasn’t able to work, and
there was nothing for it but to go out and take
to the road at onst, and when hunself aed the
childber *id be going their rounds he met Mr.
Esmond of an od¢ tune, and though he never
asked bim for anytbing—he’d scorn to do 1t—
still e always gave him the height of abuse and
called hun a lazy dog, und all sich names, and
wany’s the time he threatened to horsewhip hm
=ull at last he bad the poor fellow most heside
himself, and he said that the tivo of them could
not live any longer, that one of them must die!
Well, aftber that, sure mysell was night aad day
ou the watch for fear be’d have the mistortune
Lo do it, and things wore rouad till that unlucky
day that the poor masther went 1o Rose
Lodge—?

¢ Merciful Heaven ! cried young Mrs. Es-
mond, ¢ he went at my urgent request to warn
hbis uncle of the danger to which he was ex- |
posed.’

* I know that, Mrs. Esmond. Tt was Cauth
there that told you of 1t—and Cauth .can tell
you who told her, and put her up to tell

ou.’

¢ Well, sure enough it was your four bones,
Jerry Pierce P said Cauth with a groan, ¢ there’s
no denyin’-that, anyhow.? _ ‘

¢ And I was watching Tim all that day,’ went
on Jerry, ¢and haviag otbers watching him, too,
both biih and ould Mr., Eswmond,ay! and the:
yonng master too, for some way or another I
had a fear over me about him, though X coulda’t

had a [ittle bustress of my owa, when, just as [
got to Mr. Elliot®s gate——?

Here a singular snterruption took place, the
nature of which we will desenbe in onr uexs
chapter. At the window again appearcd Mabel

{ehuntiog sull the tragee fute ot » Uue Croppy

oy 2

“ Five huadred pounds thea zhe would lay duwn,
For 1o gee me watkin' theo' Wexturd e,
'

* ] .

MareweH, father, nn" mother, oo,
Sister Mary | have but son———-—"

¢ Ouh wicra Y tiere’s the peelers 7 and  with
an unearthiy <crogm of tercoe she Sed ilce o lup-
Wiy,

{Tobe condinued.y

THE POLISH INSURRECTION.

LECTURL 0OF MR, WILLIAM SMITH 4’ BR(EN.

On Wedaesday ercaing an imporiant lecture
on the present gallaat struggle tu Polaod, was
delisered i the Round Room of the Rotundo,
by Mr. Wm. Smith O’Brien. The spacious
room was densely crowded in esery purt by ag
enthusmastic auwhence.

Mr. O’Briec came forward, and the applause
with wiueh he was greeled was agan and aguin
repeated.  Although exhibiting 1n bis appearance
some: traces of the eare which be has underzone,
still. M. (Brien looks remarkably well, and
seemed well pleased with the hearty nature of

the reception which he met with. Silence be-

g restored, he said—It is not the first tine, as

you are very well aware, that 1have beard the
cheers of w Dublin audience, and I am not sorry
to find that, though a good wany years have
elapsed since [ fast addressed you, the same
kindly feehngs exists for me ag existed 1 fortmer
times {toud cheers).  The reception which vou
kave given to me to night is very flattecing to
me. 1am going ta ask you to confer a favor
upos me, amd that is to kl:ep aF queel as you can
while 1 am reading the address; as thece is con-
siderable diffizulty in being heard in this room
(applause).  Mr., O’Brien then proceeded to
say - :
efore 1 enter upon the subject which 15 te
engage our attention this eveniog, 1 am deswons
to say a few words in reterence to the objuct for
which this meetivg was convened.  Maany per-
sons have asked me, whether any extraneous to-
prcs would be introduced which would be dis-
tasteful to those who do not agree with my. opin-

! ions respecting the national intecests and require-~

ments of Iretand ? To all sueh persous I bave

-made answer that, iy acceding Lo the request of

those who bave done me the bonor to ask that ¥
would . deliver a lecture. on Poland, my object

-hos been to serve the cavze of Poland, and that

I, as well as all whom I can wfluence, would. en-

‘deavor to abstan .from saying. aoytlbing . that

could offeiid those who way desire to co-operate

with us in support of Poland, but. who .do not

share, my . couvictions: upon. other questiops ot
public policy. - ‘There may be. many persons here
to might who do not agree with . my opinions ire-



