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cHAPTER 1V.—Continued,

¢ (God save us P said Flaherty; 1 suppose
yees bave all heard my case. Shure the gintle-
man is goin’ to have our fires quinched on us.—
I’ve bad the police ever since May last : but we
niver thought it would come to that: well ’lls‘ a
bard tlung to bear, and the place 1 the f.amlly
for over forty-five years. It’s not his father
would thraite us in that way. He was the kind

ood man.’

¢ Well,? began Jim Connor, the old man who
was the first spokesman on the evening 1n ques-
tion ; ¢ yees all kuow the.e’s a remudy ; the law
of powder and ball 15 mat for those as won’t
mind the faws of humamty. Now what would
you say to civilising kim a bit? Il tell yees
what it 15; [ we are to stand by and see - our-
selves ill-thraited 1o that manuer, there’ll be no
po end of 1t. There’s Mother Whigh, down
there, is raism’ the rints ; and the poor eraythurs
bave no ways even of payin’ the ould rints, let
alone the new ones.’

¢ Well,” responded Tom Flaherty, ¢1 would
not like exactly to see a man tuk sudden; but
shure when there’s no help for it—well, Coonan,
what do yousay to it?

¢I got my notice too,’ amswered the last-
pamed mdividual, ¢and I am as much lo be
pitied as any one. I miver hurted any man alive ;
all tbat Square Whlcox bas to say agin me—aund,
indeed, that 1s not thrue either—was that mr
poor ould cow broke into his plantation three
months ago, and the poor animalis dead since.
Wisha God help us—ndeed I’d be long sorry to
do the itke—but there’s nobody 1’d like to see
betther in his eoffin than that same mao.’

Here the men’s conversation sunk into a whis-
per. Murogue’s affair then came on the Zapie.
He bhad ten children, the eldest of them
just thirteen , s wife had died six months be-
fore ; he had been distrained for rent, which was
oaly just due, and bad not a single animal, piece
of furniture, or sack of potatoes left. Compas-
sion had been indeed felt for hun by the neigh-
bors ; and the poor children had beea as well
cared for ascould bej ar,at least, they were
kept from dying of want.’

¢ O God !’ he exclaimed, ¢’tis fearful to see
my childer actually dJividing the potato-skins
among them ; and poor little Kaue was out in
the felde the other day, while the others were
making the best meal they could out of what
widow Malone bad to give them. I found her
Iyig on the grass sobbing as 1f her heart would
break, +Well, child? s I. ¢ what’s the mat-
ther pow !* ¢ Fatber, ske said, *I could eo!
bear to see the athers starvia’, and tryin’ to keep

out the pains of the hunger by makin’ the tittle-
bit go as far as it could,—a.d shure, daddy, it’

- cauld not go far—sc [ thought, maybe, 1f they

had my share they would do betther ; so I thought,.
perhaps, God would take me to my motber: and
I have come kere in hopes I'd die> I tuk up

the poor litile craythur in my arms and kissed
ber, and carried her nto the house ; the poor

chud was as light as a feather; yees could feel

the bones without any ilesh upon them.

Here Tom Conzor interposed. ¢ Waat would
yees say if we wrole lum a bit o a note now 71—
‘Who can write kere P

Will Collins, a good-looking young man, now
stepped forward ; and amidst acclamations he -
acribed the following on a leaf of paper torn out
a prayer-book : ¢ Misther Wilcox, we warns you
not to be afther puttin’ out our loy’i tinants as is
to be put out; or if ye dus, not 2l the policein
the barny will presarve ye. Take notice in
time : prepar’ as abuy’, wit’ 6 feet of gr'und to
hould it. ~Signed, Moliy Maguire.” On top, as
18 usual in such cases, was a coffia, drawn in the
rudest possible manner.

Now came the stbject of posling the letter.
How was this to be dope? Thbe writer, how-
ever, was a brave fellow, and determined to do
the business thoroughly ; se be set off at the
same hour to have the letter in before moraing.
There was this danger to apprehend : the letter
would be surely remarked in the morning in so
small and unimportant a post-office. Mr. Wil-
cox would of course, an receipt of it, se¥every
engine to work tp discover the writer of the
friendly warning. Then Collins might meet po-
lice on the wuy to the post. He theretore took
every possible” precaution on arriviog near the
place ; looked up and down the smail main street
of Kilmoyle before posting the letter § seeing no
one, he ventured to do the deed. e had not
goae tar when be met a friend, who carelessly
asked him what he =was dong so late. ¢ Wasa:
a wake,’ be replied, and passed on.

e must now describe to our readers Mr.

5

Wilcox’s residence—a large comfortable coun='
try-house, well furnished. A bindsome avenue
leads to the hall-door ; fine plantations surround
the place ; the stable and outhouses preseol a
most comfortable appearance ; all are neatly ar-
ranged, so as to combine neatness,lcleaulmess,
aod good taste. There are servanis _ianuwmera-

ble in the house ; numbers of gardehers' are em-

ployed tn the Liothouses. In short, there is but
one word necessary to explain everything—it
was perfect,
On the morning after the events we have re-
counted, Mr. and Mrs. Wilcox were seated at
breskfast 1o a luxurious breakfast-room; every
want of human pature was lavishly supplied.—
Mrs. Wilcox was well dressed—a bandsome wo-
man, in the prime of hfe. She looked very de-
licate ; and many people said ske was not happy
with her husband. Tbe post came in; several
letters were handed to Mrs. Wilcox, and one to
her spouse, who, however, was toe much en-
gaged with some rashers and poached eggs to
take much notice of the post-bag.

¢ An mvitation to the Lawson’s,” said MMrs.
Wilcox ; ¢ Lady Mary bas just returned from
Paus, and wants us to spend a few days with
ber.  Another invitation from the McArtens to
dive on Friday next.

¢ won’t go,’ replied Mr. Wilcox.

¢ Why not? answered his wife., ¢ We have

ter Frances, who cannot stop #7ith us much long-
er might like the variety.

¢ Hang your sister Fragces ! I don’t care whe -
ther she hkes it or not. I tell you, osce for ali
I won't go ;and there’s an -end of it.

Mrs. Wilcox koew lurther argument was
useless,

¢ What shall I say to f.ady Mary? -asked
Mrs, Wilcox.

¢ Stay ; 1 should rather ke to go there; re-
sponded Mr. Wilcox ; ¢ I should be out of the
way wben those eviclions are gong on ; and yet
it would perbaps be better not ; they would say
I was afraid ; besidas, I bave business. No, I
won’t gaJ’

¢ Bat,” pleaded his wife, ¢ should like 1t so
much ; you know she and I are old friends.

¢ I can®t belp that,’ answered her husbamd, in
his rougbest lones. ¢ Business is business, and it
smust be attended to j you jadies have no idea
of all men bave to do. @ay no,; acd that’s =li
about it)’

Poor Mrs. Wilcox bit ber lip, and looked an-
noyed. She dared not say anything more.

¢ Here 15 a letter I have never opened’ con-
tinued Mr. Wilcox ; ¢ I suppose it is a petition
from some of those vile tenants. I teil you I’ll
not mind a word of their petitions.; -na, oot if
they were all to go down-an their bare knees to
me, or that thev dropped from starvaton before
my face. Why doo’t they go to the poor-
ouse? We are heawily tazed for thecr sup-
port ; and they won’t take what is there for
them. The poor-house! a deuced -desl too
good for any of them! MNow, Maria, nove of
your pity, if you please, for I won’t stand that
either.  You should know your duty as a wile,
and thal is to submit. Nox the least use saying
anythiog for them.’

He now broke open the letter, and started
when he saw the style of announcement 1t con-
tained. He was, as the couspirators very faurly

{remarked, a coward ; and his cheek became

deadly pale as he read the azarving. He had
scarcely auticipated such, tor he had reled too
wnuch on the terror he excited ;o the neighbor-
hood. He imagined that we one would have
dared to tureaten him ; but Le was disappointed.
Mrs. Wilcox soon perceived the stale of dis-
comfiture her busband was in, and asked him the
cause. He threw the paper over to uer.

* That 1s what the rascals are a1’ he exclain-
ed ; ¢ but I would like to see them attempt auy
thing of the kind.” He rang the bell, and de
sired the servant to send the coastable to hum
immediately, ¢The —— wrelches !’ he said,
between tis teeth; ¢ 1’1l make them suffer for
this. 'They shall learn that I’m not to be pro-

though he endenvored to compose Ins exterior,
for he would not even wish bis wife to see how
agitated he was.” He was cowering withis, but
tried 1o make her believe that he was not afraid,
ooty angry. ©The impudence of the wretches !’
be contnued 3 ¢ but they’ll have the worst of it.’

The "constable was not long in makwg his
appearjnce, and he and Mr. Wilcox were clo-
seted together for many bours, devising the best
means for detecting the source whence the com-
muricalion emanated, and also making urrange-
ments for being better guarded for the fuiere.—
He was to have a large number of police always
at command. e was of too obstinate a dispo-
sitton to let his fears triumpl over lns determina-
twon.
ple, and not even the black gentleman bimself
would make hm draw back; but he suffered
dreadiully ; perbaps really more «ban maoy of ins
tenants. If he walked in his garden, every bush
or shadow was supposed to be a man. le start-
ed in lus sleep coostantly ; and when awakwng in
the night always fancied some one was lurking 1o
the room.

Diligent search was made for the writer of the
fetter ; o large reward was offered ; all in vain.
No discovery was made. Mr. . Wilcox never

drove or.walked without policemen ; one sat.on

not been any where for a long uime j and my sis. .

voked withpunity.” Te trembled violently,:

He had gives nouce to quit to these pro-t

his coach-box, another on the back seat. Whe?
on foot, one of them walked some distance 1n
advance, so as to be on the look-out in case o
sny lurkers behind walls, hedges, or difghes ;—
another followed him; both were alwWiys well
arited. 'Who cap imagine happiness under such
¢ircumstances ?

The winter wore away, however. The long
dark days were passed; and Mr. Wilcox was
beginning to feel peace agasa within his bosom,
50 long a stranger to any pleasurable stosation.
The people were put out, as had been arranged,
and such a scene of borror presented itself to tke
sight of the passers-by. The Shenff and bailiffs
proceeded to the domiciles of those under sen-
tence, Kvery article of household furmture was
rutklessly throwa dewn outside the door ; the
fire was raked out; the poor childeen were sent
ovt on the roadside elmost naked ;the molbers
wailed piteously, ard pressed -their infants to
their bosoms ; the older ones cleag to their mo-
thers’ sides, shiverieg with cold ; the snow was
fast falling around. The fatkers looked defi-
antly on at tbe proceedings. The relieving-
officer came up ; and some—indeed most—of the
people took refuge in the workhouse 5 some;/how-
ever, who bad friends in the eeighborhood, sought
a temporary shelter from them,

Tine wore oz, and Mr. Wilcox was begin-
ning to feel mare comlortable, and to ¢rivmph
over some who kad told him to beware, ta take
care of hunsell, and such-like friendly advice;
and Le begao to be less anxzious about the police
being always with him.

CHAPTER V.

# Cal. Cassat. I never stood on cersmondes,
Yet now they fright me, There is one withio, |
Besides the thicgs that we have heard and seen,
Recounts most horrid eights seen by the watch. i
A lionees hath'whelped in the streets;

And graves heve yawn’d, and yielded up 2heir dead ;
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds,
In ranks and sguadrons and right forgy' of war,
Which drizzlea blood upon the Capjtdl ; . * .
The noise of bastle burtled in the air,
Horse did neigh, and dying men did groen,
And ghosts did shriek and squeal about 4he streets,
QO Czsar, these things are beyoad all use,
And [ do fear them

Julius Casar.

We must now revert to the shebeen house
again, and -see for a second tunme 1its begrimed
walls, and the disagreeable company who fre-
quented it. We ust be again spectators of
a scene surilar to that which took place on the
might we were first introduced to the party as-
sembled 0 this not very delightful abode. Thic-
tine Mr. %Wilcox’s ejectinents again are the
subject of discussicn. OFlaberty and Coonas
are amnong -those present. This time «t is not te
compose a threatemng letter ; 1t is mot to dis-
cuss the means -of giving warmng ; hut deadly;
revenge is their object—revenge 1a its fullest!
extent., They are ibere to discuse the best.
means to accomplish ihe murder of Mr. Wilcox,
For nothtng but the last drop of ins heart’s
blood will satisfy them, now that they have
worked themselves up to this horrible deed.—
They are pow .discussing the means of escape
when the deed is done; the arms to be used ;
who is the best person to perform the horrible
act; the time, the opportunny, &e.

¢ Flaherty, will you do 1t 7 said Tom Caannor.
¢ You are not a bad shot. My son will go with
you, and will take a second shot at the rufi'n, if
the first msses.”

¢ don’t mind,)” answered Tlaberty; ¢but
where’s 1be guns to come from 7

+ Oy, piver mind that, my hoy; I’ve seen to
that, and they’ll be here to-morrow. The as-
sizes come on on Tuesday. Ie’ll be gomg to
the grand jury. Now, ll tell yees what, Lle
will drive lo town one way, and returs the other,
then’s yer ume. I’s oot in fiesh ard blood to
go through what we do.

Tuesday following was a drizzling foggy day,
much to the satisfaction of the conspirators. It
was early in February, and the trees were stil
bare, which was greatly to their disadvantage ;
for a friendiy tree's shelter would have afforded
wmore of a hiding place, than merely the few
furze bushes which skirted the road from Clon-
farvon to Landlort— Mr. Wilcox’s dowain,

The two men arrived at the spot on the road
which had been selected as the most appropriate
spot for the murder to take place. What must
have been their feehings during that wait—for jt |’
was a long one—as Mr. Wilcox was detained in
the town much longer than was expected.—
Hour after bour they waited, this deadly purpose
in their munds, One or two cother vehicles
passed. Thney started up (hioking it must be the
long-expected one.

Al tius very time Mr, Wilcox was driving on
withio a short distance of ‘them. He had been
depressed and out of spirits the whole day. His
wile, who bad [elt an unexplamable fear and
dread of bis leaving home that. morning, bad

begged and implored to be allowed to accom-
pany bun on Ins drive ; but he took some crotehet’
wto ins head, and refused. She was much at-

' lughed at herself for feeling fear.

roughness and inattention to her wishes; and
she found herself unable to take any interest mn
her usual avocations. Towards eveninz, when
she found the hour approaching at which she ex-
pected Mr. Wilcox’s arnval, she became so
nervous, that she resolved 1o put oa her bonnet
and shawl, and walk to meet bun. Just as she
quilted the house she heard the sound of carriage
wheels in the stable-yard ; but her husband was
not there. She inquired where he was.

¢ The master,” answered the coachmaa, * was
not quite wefl, and said be had a headache, and
would like to walk, He got out of the carriage
at the town foresent tne furze, at the cross
roads. We came back by Killnough road, and
the masler went to look at the works in the
bog.’

At this moment a distant shot was heard.

¢ Who cen that be ? inquired Mrs. Wilcox’s
starting.

¢1 don’t know, ma’am, saswered the coach-
man, ¢unless Misther O'Bren’s keeper. He
might be shooting somethiog for the house.—
Mr. O’Brien has a liking for game.’

Still Mrs. Wilcov was not satisfied. She-
trembled violently, and weuld have fallen, but for
the friendly support of # gate-post. Ao uode-
fined fear seemed lo heve taken possession of
her, she could not tell why. As socn as her
strength returned, she walked slowly down the
aveyue to the lodge, pessed out on the roud.—
It was beceming dusk; in fact, derkness was
spreading ite mauntle over the surroceding cosn-
try 5 but still Mrs. Wilecx walked on. She
thought two or three times she saw men lunking
wn coroers, and shuddered. They were only
shadows; and as -she passed them she ahmost
She tried to
‘banish the terror that Lad takem possesston of

| her, and pleased herself by 1magieig the satis-

faction her husband might perhaps feel when he

twould tkink of thke walk- she — a delicate
+ woman—bad taken in the mght air on bis ac-
1-count.

‘He can’t be -cross to me te-mght;’ she said
to herself; ¢ he wust value my solicitude on ns

1 accountz’ and Maria Wilcox’s thoughts reverted
1 to theifirst few happy weeks after their marriage,

when the shightest httle atlention on her part
was highly appreoiated. How short-lived was
all this.?  He had been fascinated by her youth-
ful beauty, aud his passion for her was as fleeting
as it was strong for the moment. Tifteen long
years-bad passed since lhen, without his ever be-
stowing on ber one word ot real alfection. She
began te wonder hew it was she saw nothing of
her busbgend ; she thought, could it be possible
he had gone home another way. However, her
meditations were interrupted Just as she came to
the furze-bushes -before indicated. Semething
that lay across the road caught in ber feet, and
she was thrown wiclenlly on the ground ; for a
moment she was stuoned; but, oo recovering
herself, she percerved o ber horror, that a hu-
man body was the mmpednnent. She was
{rightened, and screamed violeatly ; she thought
thal some one had fallen 1 a fit. She felt for
the person's face; it was aot yet cold j she felt
the hands, and she started as her fingers eacoun.
tered 2 well known riig—one she had given her
busband on her wedding-day. Sl -no longer
doubted who lay there, but ran as fast as lLer
legs could carry her to a neighboring cabin.—
This cottage was close to the pluce where the
wfortonate man had breathed s last; but
when Mrs. Wilcox knocked at the door, the
proprietor of the place seemed utlerly astounded
by the fact that any one was hurt so very near.
He, bowever, took a candle in lis hand, and pro-
ceeded, with Mis. Wilcox, to the scene ot the
borrible tragedy.

¢ My, husband has a fit I’ she exclaimed; ¢ he
has fallen. Do come quickly.’

They raised the corpse. ¢ Let me untie his
cravat,’ she said quickly ; and there, kneeling on
the wet road,— for, as we have already said, the
day had been drizzling,—with no hght save that
of a rush-candle, Mrs, Wilcox untied her hus-
bard’s shirt-collar, Pat Cothns supporting the
body. Her fingers could scarcely move so
nunbed were they with cold and terror. She
imprioted one kiss on his forebead ; but some-
thing made her recoil ; the touch was horrible.
She undid bis shirt ; but ob, what a frightful
sight met her eyes! The neck and shirt were
covered with vlood. She felt for the beating of
his heart ; there was none, *fHe. is dead /? she
screamed, and fefl back.

Several people now came up. Mr. Wilcox
was laid on a door, and carried by two men to
the house he had so lately quitted 1 full health
and strength.

A car, in which a genlleman was passing at
the time, was made use of for the purpose of
conveying Mrs. Wilcox home. This gentleman
was IFitz-James O’Brien ¢ his property lay quite
close to the Wilcox property. He was ex-
teremly. intimate with the deceased; and bad
often warned him against the harsh messures he

were unheeded. e adyised him to be lenient
if not for others, at least for his own sake, and
that of his wife and children ; but Mr. Wilcox
was, as we have remarked, a most obstmate in-

dividual.

Fitz-James O’Brien was determined to Jose
no time mm Irying lo secure the assassing, He
went ofl at once to the constabulary barracks,.
and there gave notice that the borrible event had
taken plsce, and that no time must be lost in the-
efforts to discover the gwlty.  Ie urged wpon
the men the necessity of losing no time, sparing
no endeavor ; he mplored the inflvential men 1
the district to lend their aid ; he remained up
the whole night, driving from one place to
another, to stmulate the exertions of all. He
then returned 1o Lapdfort, where the inquest was
to take place. The coroner and some of the
near relations and Iriends of the murdered man
were present ; none had as yet seen Mrs. Wil-
cox. Different witoesses were examined. Some.
had seen him 0 Clonfurnon scarcely an hour bee.
fore the commission of the deed; others had+
seen the carriage on its way bome, and declared-
on oath that Mr, Wilcox was tnen reading, ly--
sng back in a coroer of the carringe. Nobody, .
bowever, seeamed to bave seen bim after he got«
out of the carriage. It is true the road was -
very short that led from the furze.bushes-1o the -
gate-lodge—scarcely more thao half a mile; but=
sull it was about the hour for workmen returning:
to their homes. It was very strange that not
one of those employed on bis own estate- heard
the report of firearms. At any rate- po one
owned to it. Suspicion fell strongly on the men
who were dispossessed the previous November,
and mist particularly on Flaherty. ‘Fhe police
bad scarched his brother’s house that morning
([lakerty and his faouly had been living there
ever since the ejectment), and in 3t was discoy-
ered Liie very prece of paper whick correspontled.
exaclly to what bad been found as gun-waddicg .
close to where Mr. Wilcox wns lyivg.;- besides, .
slugs were found in a box, just of the same -
make, aud apparently of the identical lead, as
those tn Mr. Wilcox’s body. Besides this, Tom
Flaherty bad been absent from the house
since the day before, and bad mot since been
heard of. .

The inquest was proceeding, whes the coroper
stated that, unlortunately, he must see Mrs,
Wilcox ; he regretted much to disturb Ler 50
soea after the dreadful shock she had received :
but he was anxious to bear Irom her own lips 11"
shie bad cause for suspecting others to be econ-
cerned in the plot; also ber reasons for leaving
the house at the hour she did; and whep
she was alarmed by hearing the report of fire-
arms.

Mrs. Wilcox came 1, feaning on ker brether’s-
arm. Ier eyes bad a strange unsettled look s,
her whole mien was changed.  She approached -
her busband’s body, and then uttered a shriek-
tnat pierced the hearts of those present, She-
rushied furicusly on a man who was standing.
near, and exclaimed, ¢ You bave murdered my-
ausband 77 She was forced 1o relax ber hold by
Fuz James O'Brien, who now stepped forward
and caught hold of het. e was a powerful
man ; bul what is the strength of the most pow-
erful man in existence when wrestling with o
mamac 7—for such Mrs., Wilcox bad now be-.
come. The shock she experienced Lad destroy-.
ed her intellect; she was lenceforward but a
miserable wretch,  She was conveyed back to.
her room, and the madness became hy degrees.
more and more :ntense.  Sbe moaned piteously 3,
she shrieked and waled. She appeared to re-
gard Mr. O’Brien as her deadiy enemy, no one-
knew why ; he had always been their best.
friend: but oftentimes iadness assumes that-
phase.

Fitz-James was struck with the lamentable-
fact that tbe tenants on the Laodfort estatq, the

workmen, and even the very servants, showed -
no regret at the fate of the unbappy man., None -
sorrowed, or even demonstrated pity for the

wretched widow or poor helpless young children. .
* He niver showed us any,” was the common re-

mark ; * he left our wives and children paked-
and starviog.’

But where was the murderer all the while 7—
Let us take a glance mnto a cabia we have not -
yet visited. [t differs httle from our old ac-
quaintance the shebeen house ; and in 1t are some -
of the men we have before seen. Younge Cop-
nor and Flaberty are sitting smoking i: an in-
side room ; they have now become much more -
fierce-looking than formerly ; their shirts hang
loosely on them ; their corduroy trousers are
fithy. "They are different men from formerly ; -
at least diflerent in this respect,—when: we saw
them [ast they bad only meditated the guilt to- -
which we allude ; now the crime has been com-
mitted. -Their hands bave ‘been imbrued in the -
blood of their fellow-man ; the mark of Caip s -
upon tbem ; they are .murderers, -

This hovel pf which I am speaking at present - -
was several miles'from the” Kilmoyle - district,—-

tached to ber busband, notwilbstandiog his' .was pursuiog ; but uselessly ; is remonstrances 'J.'hey had fled there ‘the‘might of ' the” muirder,—



