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THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.

A TALE OF CASHEL.

BY MRS. J. SADLIER.

CHANTER VIL.—MURDER AND MYSTERY.

Mrs. Esmoud was slow in rgcovering from
per swoon, and even when consciousness did re-
torn, srength was sadly wanting. Mind and
body were prostrated, as if by some violent shock,
and when her attendants propoesed to her to retire
to her chamber for a litle while, she passively
consented, whereupon two of them supported her
up the stairs. They could not induce her, how-
ever, 10 lie down ; throwing hersell on her kuees
beside 'her bed she bowed her bead upon 1t io
silent pruyei', and so remaiugd i}l the girls, fe'ar-
ing that she had famted again, gently louch'ed her
arm.  She locked up with a wintry smile on

Ler pale features. )
¢Never fear, Peggy, l'nnot dead” 'The
words came out, asit were, wilh a spasmodic
effort, and a dreary emphasis on the pronoun I;
¢Oh! girls, let us pray, let us all pray together.
And they did pray, the girls awed by the
strange composure—(be unnatural calmness of
their mistress, at a mowment when they could
hardly restram tnemselves from rushing out 10
oin (he search which they felt was going on.
Half an hour nught have passed thus, when
the door-bell rang.  Mrs. Esmond started to her
feet gasping for breath—strove to speak, but un-
able 1o utter a word pointed to the door. The
girls understood her—one of them hurried dowa
stairs, but did not return.  Strange sounds were
beard in the hall, as 1f of heavy feet shuflling

; along, and whispering voices, and stifled groans
! and sobs. Still Mrs. Esmond moved not, though

' the flitting color dn ber cheek, and the fearful in-
© tepsitv with which her eyes rested on the daor,
showed the awful struggle between fear und hope
that was gotag on within, o
‘\laam, dear, said the remaiming servant,
¢what can it be, at all T—will I go and see 7’
(Got The word escaped from between the
firmly cowpressed lips, us though the speaker
were scarcely conscious of its import.  The girl
darted off.hke a lap-wing, and she had hardly
time to descend the staws, when a piercing
scream echoed through the corndor. ¢ Ha!
that’s Nora’s veice. 1 knew it," said-Mrs, Esmond
to hersell ; ‘my God! 1 kuew it.” and she fell
senseless on the floor.
When she again apened fier eyes on surround-
ing ohjects, all the women servants of tie house-

hold were around her, wwgaged iu various efforts |

for Lier recovery, one slapping the pafma of her
‘hands, another batling her temples, whilst a thud
liad ler almost choked, holding burnt feathers
under her nose. er first look of wild inquiry
was answered with a chorus of sorrowful ejacu-
laticas that confirmed hier worst fears. 1t was
but the work of a momeut to spring out of bed,
and dash the officious attendants to one side and
the other.

¢ Where is Harry 2 cried the half crazed wife :
¢where is my husband —dead or ahve, let me
gee him.

No one spoke, but on the instant came (rom
the adjoining room the most sorrowful death-cry
that ever thrilled mourner’s Leart. Guided by
the sound, Mes. Esmond flew to the door, which
was closed—but paused before she attempted to
open it, her face like that of u shieeted corpse,
and the cold dew cozing from her pallid brow.

 Ma’am, dear, don’t go in,’ whispered oue
from behind : ¢ for God’s sake, don’t.’

A scornful laugh was the aunswer, the door
was flung open, and Mrs, Esimond slood in the
presence of, her lushand, but not as she parted
from him some hours before. Deald and cold he

lay, in the clothes he had worn all day, the blood
slowly trickling from a bullet wound i his tem-
ple, showing all too plainly the wanner in whicl
be had met his death. At the foot of the bed
sat mad Mabel, chanting her soug of woe, and
rockmg her body to and {ro, w dismal accord-
ance with the wily strain she sang so piteously.
Mulligan and two or three other men who were
in the room drew back as the door opeued ; they
need not have done so, for their presence was
unheeded by her whose soul was that moment
crushed, as by an avalanche.

Mrs. Esmond stood beside the bed, looking
down on the heap of clay that was ber husband,
but no sigh, no sound escaped her. Every fa-
culty of her being seemed paralyzed, every limb,
every-feature, as 1t were, petnfied. Her silence
at'such-a moment was something wholly inexph-
cable to' the shnple Learts around, and - the stony
l‘igidlty of her living {eatures was more awlul to
ther eges even than the ghastly presence of
death, - People held their breath as though fear-
ful of disturbing a silence that yet was’terrible
lo.all. . Liocks of .pity were exchauged, sad-ges-
tures:of - horror, but not a.. word: spoken.
Mabel bad ceased her: warling “and ‘sat ooking
very earpestly at the mofionless hgure on the bed
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—from that her eyes wandered to the strangely-
altered face of Mrs, Esmond—all at once she
rose softly from her seat, glided like a spit to
her side, and, throwing her arm round her neck,
began to pat her cheek with her cold hand, say-
ing at the sume time io a tone of tender puy :

- Cry, now—why dow’t you cry?  Poor thing,
poor tiung.’

As if Mabel’s voice lad broken the mighty
spell that kept her senses in thrall, Mr. Esmond
started into sudden lile, threw up her arens witdly,
and uttered a scream so prercing, so full of an-
guish, that it rang in the ears of those who heard
it fur many a tong day after. Disengaging her-
self from Mabel’s encircling arin, she threw her-
self on the body of her husband and wildly called
upon his name, kissing his cold hps again and
again as though hoping to restore their wacmth.
In vain, in vain. Then she lawd her band on his
heart, but no—no—all was still—stll as death
could make it. Yet she counld wor, would wnot,
believe that death 2cas there. Iow could che
realize 't 1o herseli thar the stark form before
her was that of her young husband, who had left
ber but a few short hours before in afl the buoy-
ancy of youth, and lealth, and happiness ? Harey
dead! Harry Esmond dead !—~n0 - ao——no—it
could not be—it must be a dream, a horrible
dreain. :

Turning for the first tine, with her hand still
on Esmond’s heart, her eye ran rouud the room

Mulligau. In low cautious tones, as if fearing
to awaken the sleeper, she said with [rightful
calmness :

dead—go directly for Dr. O'Grady and Dr. Hen-
nessy.’ ' -

* They’ll be here presently, ma’am,” satd the
poor fellow, teying hard to keep in the tears that
were choking his ulterance; ‘ there’s two "mes~
sengers gone for them before we—we-—brought
the poor master bome.

Agam Mrs, Esmond bent down and touched
the lips of her beloved, and laid her trembling
hand on his heart -~ then took up the hand that
lwag down over the bedside aud felt for a pulse
—hen all this was done, the last spark of hope
seemed to die out in
cold hand pressed to her busow, she turaed again
to Mulligan, and cried in a tone ol heart-piercing
anguish

¢ Ob, Mutligan, Mulligun !
to kill iwm ?

b This was the signal for a generai outburst of
Iamentation ; the grief and puy so long restram-
| ed now broke out in tears and sobs.

i YAy, vou way well cry) sad Mrs. Eemond,
¢ you have a'l lost a good riend. But oh, Har-
ry, Harry —what is any one’s “foss to mine P—
And, starting to ber feer, she wrung her hands in
angwsh.  No tear escaped ber burping eye lids,
and.she felt as though her brain were sl on fire.
¢ Mulligan,® cried she again, with a wildness that
relarmed every one, ¢ Mulligan, I asked you be-
fore whose work is this? Where did you find
your raaster ¥

$Och, God ity me that has to tell 1, said

who had the heart

tears interrupled the sud tale—* sure we found
him lyin® on the road side about half-way between
here and the Lodge. As for thew that done the
deed—well, God knows—God kaows !’

¢ It’s httle matter to me,’ said Mrs. Esmond,
drearily, as she wiped away with her handker-
chief the blood that disfigured poor Harry’s dead
face—that face [ate so comely and so cheering.—
+ A time will come for all that—now 1t 1s enough
for me to know that I am a widow—and "my
children orphans this dismal mght—that [ bhave
‘lost the dearest and best of husbands—and my
chidren the best of fathers—oh, Harry, Harry,
i2 that you that lies tlhere so stiff and cold 2—
you that gave life and light to all around you
—oh no, no. 1t cannot be you,” and rwsing s
head on ber arm, sie locked with piteous earnest-
ness on his face. Alas! yes, it is Harry Es-
mond—t is my lusband, but you cannot be dead,
Harey -olt no, you cannot be dead—speak 1o

| cannot—cannot ltve.

O’Grady, who with Dr. Hennessy just then ap-
peared at the door, both panting with excitement,
and pale with horror.
sight I’ he whispered (o his friend, ° poor, poor
Harry. I fear there is little chance of our doing
any good—but vome now ; be a man, and brace
yourself up. that we may at least, do what we
can.’

The servants were all in motion in an wnstant,
and the sound of the doctor’s faniliar voice
aroused the uphappy lady., Turning round with
a ghastly smile on ber parted lips said :

t Come in—come in—you’ll not disturb him.
O Dr. O'Gradg—Dr. Hennessy—look ~what

but be’ll never smile again—he’ll never reach the
hand of welcome any more—look bere;’ and

till it rested on the blank, terror-stricker face of

¢ Muiligan f—he 1s not dead—he cannot be.

her heart - with the stilf

Mulligan, ¢ sure we found him’—here a burst of

e, Harry - oh, in mercy, speak to me—or I:

¢ You must get her away—at once,’ sard Dr. .

*Oh, Maurice, what a!

they bave done to poor Hacry—he never wet
you without.a friendly swmile, and a kind word—

pomting to the wound on. the temple, frem which
only an occasional drop of blood now oozed
thick and dark, she fell Jzinting on the body of
.her husband,

*Itas just as well,’ said the elder practitioner ;
“now take her tv her own room as gently as you
can, and lay her on the bed.’

[t wes no easy task to-unwind her arms from
around the body, but it was at length done, and
the doctors proceeded to discharge their melan-
choly duty, having first cleared the room o1 all
but Mulligau.

A very few moments served la convince the
doctors that Marry Esmond was, indeed, no
more.

¢ That bullet did its work well,? said Iennessy,
as the two stood beside the bed looking mourn-
fully down on the dead. ¢ The Lord have mer-
cy on your soul, Harry Esmond. 1 didn’t think
that you had an enemy on earth. Merciful
Heaven, O’Grady, who could bave done such a
deed 7

* Mulligan,’ said Dr. O'Grady, turning to that
taithful servant, ¢ they tell me you found him.

¢ Wisha, then, I did, sir; ochone, ochone!1
did

¢ Where 7 and how ?’

Mulligan described the place exactly, and the
position tn which he found the body.

* And was there uo trace of the murderer?
Is there no clue to guide us—1 mean the law—
wn bringing the wrelch to justice 7’

Mulligan was silent, but the next moment he
said, musingly, asif to himself—¢ How did he
come to leave the roan behind, 1 wondber ?’

¢ What’s that you say, Mulligan ? said Hen-
nessy quckly; fwas 1t not his owa horse le
rode ¥ '

. Well that’s what 1I'm not able to tell you,

horses—the steel grey—that gallopped up to onr
stable this night without a rider—and it was our
own roan mare that the masther took with him.’

Hennessy and O'Grady looked into each other’s
eyes, as if each sought to read the other’s
thought.

‘ Has Uuoele Harry been sent for !’ asked O’-
Grady.

¢ No, sir.’

¢ Send Pierce off immediately, then.

¢ Pierce, sar! 15t Pierce 7" acd Mulligan be-
gan to rub his elbow,

¢ Yes, Prerce! ysu cannol go—you are want-
ed bere, as the oldest servant of the family.’

' Well, but, docthor dear! T can’t
Pierce—for Pierce isu’t in, or hasn™t been
f hall-past four or five.

There was something i the tone of these
words that made the gentleman stert, and lock
fixedly at the groom. Mulligan’s eyes sank con-
sciously beneath their gaze. All at opce, Dr.
O’Grady’s hand fell heavily ou his shoulder,

¢ Mulligan ! there is sometlung or your mind
that you do not care to tell. Bul you need not
lear to tell us, for you wil] have to tell all m a
Courl of Justice, and that before long. Tell me
now, had this man Pierce any grudge against Mr.
LEsmoud 7'

* Not against my waster, s, Ob Lerd, no,
siry I'll take my oath he hadu’t. There was no
one had any grudge against Aim—vo, vo, how
cauld they ¥ .

{ ¢ And yer they shot him,' saul Hennessy with
I stern emphasis ; ¢ they have lilled one of the best
j landlords in ‘Tipperary —one of the best friends
glhe poor had-——after that, who can ever say a
word in their behalf? My poor, poor Harry!
I'T thought ot could travel the county over by
| mght or day, without any oue touching a hair of
i your hcad—and to think that others who did
{oppress the poor are alive and well, and you
| Iring there—udead—shot down like a dog 1 the
i flower of your youth—my noble, generous, whole-
i souled Harry—you that always stood their friend
i when they most needed one.
I+ 'Well, gentlemen,’ said Mulligan, wiping away
i bis tears with the sleeve ol his jacket, €1t does
! look very bad—very, very bad at this present
( time—aud if any one done that deed a’ purpose
1 mane il they knew who was in 1t—1’d dis-
-own Tipperary for ever and a day—’

i Both gentlemen turned at this and fixed their
i eyes on Mulligan. There was a deep meaning
lin ins eyes, no less than in lus words.

* So you think, Mulligan,’ said O’Grady slowly
and thoughtfully, ¢ that there might bave been a
misiake—a fatal mistake, if so

* I tay my life on it,sir,’ said the groom with
bouest warmth, ¢ I wouldn’t believe tlie bishop—
no, not ke Pope lumself {f he said it, that wy
master wus shot a purpose. No, sir; it’s bad
enough, God knows, but it isn’t as bad as (hat.’

*Well, well, it makes little difference, after
all, bow tie came by his death: he s dead, God.
help us all this nght, May the Mother of Sor-
rows coinfort bis poor wife, and protect kis poor.
orphan.’ o S

O'Grady’s voice faltered as he thus'spoke, and
it was only after clearing kis throat several Umes
that be said 1o his brother doctor —

send
since

sit ; but T kaow 1t was one of ould Mr. Esmond’s:
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¢ Of course, nothing can be done here i1ll the |
inquest is over. We must send at once %o no- |
ufy the coronor ;’ and be raised his bandkerchicf !
to his eyes.  Prolessionally cold and ealm as|
O’Grady was on ordinary occamions, he was Liere |

ta child.

Mulligan was accordingly dispatehed with the !
awful inmelligence 1o the coroner of DMr. Es.|
moad’s murder—awlul, wdeed, tor Dr, -
tken corener for that district of the county Tip- l
perary, was bimsell a personal Iriend of the de- |
ceused gentleman. :

When the docters found themselves alone 10-)
gether, Hennessy laid his hand on O’Grady’s?
arin and said : i

«Tell me, 'Grady, what 15 your opinion of
all this?

O'Grady lowered bis voice to a whisper as be
replied—* My opinion is that—’ he did not finish
the sentence, for the door opencd and Uncle
Harry made his appearance.  Without speakiug
a word, bul, merely nodding fo the doclors, the
old man approached the bed, and looked long on
the lifeless furm of bis nephew. No outward
sigu gave token of what passed within, but those
who watched with intense interest the bearing ot
that stern man umler so terrible a trial, did see
what they never forgot, the mighty workuigs of
a hard, proud heart, writhing under the lash.—
The face was ouly partially seen to them, but
even that partial view was not needed for tne |
swollen and throbbing veins on the great thick
veck, and the heaving of the broad chest, sufi-
ciently indicated the storm of pasvion that was
raging within,

At last he turaed and leoked from one doctor
to the other with Leavy, bioedshat eyes, glarmg
fiercely from under his bushy brows.

¢ So they’ve killed poor Harry, he sad in a
hoarse gutiural voice.

*So it appears, Mr. Esmond,” sadly said
O'Grady.

‘ Well, there’s what it is 1o he a good land-
lord ? There was a fierceness of sarcasm i
these words tha: cannot be described. ¢ 1f it
was 1 now that lay there instead of Haurry, pen-
i ple would say, T suppose, that T deserved what |
got—akh, the villains, the black-hearted. coward-
ly villaing, 18 little I regard them.’

¢ Take care, Mr. LEsmond—take cure,® saul
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these *id be any feet coming or going. Vike
waited to try salt, too, s0 we pul a thimble-
ful fornenst every one n the house, standing on
a plate ia a cool place, and ofl we went to bed.

* Well, Molly, an’ come of 1t ?°

¢ As trueas I'm a bivin’ woman this night, and
the master a dead man, Lord receive s soul
glory--there was the mark of a foot ia the asles
—a man’s foot, too, and for all the world hike lus
and it turned to’st the door I

L4
¢ ‘The Lord between us un’ harm

¢ An’ when we went (o look at the salt, behold
you, there was one thunbleful broken down, and
melted like, and the others all standin’ as straight
ns when we left them,  Now that’s as thrue as
you're all standing there, an’ il you doubt wy
wordsi there’s Nancy Kenny can tell you the
NUune,

Narey groaued in corroboration, and another
rook up the dismal theme ot the warniogs. [t
was very remarkable, however, that in all thejr
uriel for the good master they nad lost, hide
was ~atd of the manner of bis death, and nothing
whatever of the perpetrator of the deed— whoo
#ver thal might be,

When Dr. Hencessy knocked at the door of
the room where Mrx, Eamnond was, it was open-
v by Mrs. O'Grady, and lie found  within Mrs.
Esmend, senior, and Awit Winifred, all three
having eome with Uncle Harry. Mary Heq-
tessy, 1t appeared, was so overcome by the
dreadiul shack, that she was utterly unable to
follow the dictates of her heart in Bastening 1o
the side of her so awlully bereaved Iriend. :

Ta the doctor’s inquiry of bow she foug) her-
self, Mrs, Esinond replied, in low, fain arccents
—*Oh! there is wo fear of me—] am v'vell
enough-—too well —but Dr. Hunn-:asy,’ she ad-
ded with sudden awimation, raising  hersoll from
her srchning posture in a large aarm-rhair *Dr
Henuessy, do tell ine fias that may Pler::e yei
returned

1 believe not—but why do you axk
wan!t him &

* Want him I" Mrs. Bsnond repeated with 3
visible shudder ; *oh no, no, no!  The stoht of
hint would be death—death ! and nmanin:;l Ht-
vously , she fell back again iv 1ie chap, {

¢ Wiy, cwely, Mrs, Esmoni) sard the doctor,

—did "vuu

! Henuessy, ¢ with that sight before you, how can
; you speak so 7’
© ¢ Aad why not V' sard Esmond flercety.
1 ¢ Because, Mr. Esmond,” sand Ilenpessy, drure-
ling near to him, and locking lnm steadly w the
face, ¢ because that bullet may have nussed its
mark. No man ever meant o shoot young
: Harry Esmond ¥
i The old man started us il an adder bad stung
flim. A ghastly paleness overspread s face,
iand a brighter glare flashed in s eyes.  Dr.
| Heunessy,” he stammered out, ¢ wiat do you
mean ?' '
¢l mean just what 1 said,® replied the doetor
i slowly and emwphatically, ¢ that my poor friend
Unever incurred the fearful penalty lLie bas paid.
iExcuse me,’ said the doctor lo O’Grady, ¢ T will
go and see how poor Mrs Kanond is.”
¢ You are impertinent, sir—you forget your-
selly’ hissed the old man between his teeth.
¢No, sr; T do not forget myselfl or yuu
leither,” and cuyinyg, Hennessy left the room.  As
e passed along ihe corridor to the remate apart-
ment whither Mrs Esmond had been coaveyed,
he encountered more than one group ol the ser-
vants with certain women of the neighborhood
whom the news had already reached. Every
soul of them was in tears, and tbeir groans and
lamentations attested the smcerity of their sor-
row, Some had stories fo tell of dreams they
had dreamed of the poor dear master, or the -
tress, God save her, or of *great tronble aml
confusion about the big house.’” And sure they
knew well there was something going to happen;
others had been favored with warnings of divers

other kinds, all of which were now interpreted
in the awtul death of * the master’ so dearly Ue-
foved by all. The cook was trying hard to
mike herselfl intelligible through the sobs and
tears that choked her voice, while she set forth
her claims to supernatural enlightenment.

¢ Sure, dida’t 1 know ever since Hol’eve
night that something or anather was goiung to-
happen.’

¢ Wisha, bow 1= that, Molly dear ?’ and all the
rest dried their eyes, and held their breath to
listen 1o one so well entitled to speak.

Molly then told, with sundry additions, the af-
fair of the ring—the weddiog-ring, and the clay.
When Molly bad enjoyed sufliciently the simple
wonder of her zuditars, she proceeded to cap the
chmax with her own experience—* But there
was something more than that,” said she,
¢ that nobody seen barring myseli and Naocy.
there!” ‘

¢ The Lord save us, Molly, achree, what was
it? o o -

¢ Afther they wor all gone to bed that night,

* you cannot suspect hin—what motive could tn-
e ga [ —_ v "
duce him—or, mdeed, any one else, to cont

{50 black a crime 7'

‘1 know uot, doctor, | know o ; bur,' and
the wvhappy lady paused, gasping lor bhreath
Chut from sowiething he said 10 g, Just 1,,[,,,8,
leaving the house—aud after my [nar—my poor
H;rry was gone—! fear—oh ! | wm alinost cee-
tafn that he had—at Ivasl-—somerhiug to Jo with
! She eould say na more,

.

Fie horrer of this announcement blanched
every cheek, and the jadies were, for guee struck

. R
dueis 1 was oaly for g moment, howerer, for
long before the dacter enuld make up his mmd’
as 1o 'what Lie should say, Aun Wintlied bioke
out with:

¢ La'me’. we might have known the
something bad abont the fellow ; dou
member the vowce we liewd
night ?°

. y_fs, and ,lhal sad aifarr ol the
Mrs Esmonil,’ subjmned My,
kuew I told you tha:

re was
you re-
un [lollow-uye
ring, my dear
O'Grady ;f‘you
‘ : you should not have aiven
your wedding-ring for such a purpose ; ny Tlear
it wis very thoughtless of you to Jy H-—fndeedl
indeed 1t was. My ! my ! mg! who could havé
forescen this 2-—though I must say that T had a
sort of presenliment that wght that same!‘hm
very bad was going to happen.  Poor dea§
Harny 2 wnd taking out ber handkerchief, the
sympathising frend buned ber fuce i jrs sn’ow
folds. ‘Fhe elder Mrs. Ismond, wlio sat qulelly
with ber peice’s hand elasped iy bers, here mad’(;
a sign 1o the doctor to get the ollmrs’ out of the
room.

‘M)‘ dear Mis. Esmoud,’ said Dr. Henness
augious buoself i rid her, if possible, of 1hese
Job's comlorters, ¢ had you not beter lie dow
on the bed, and rewan quiet a wiyle, I see oz
are co_mp\elu\y exhuusted—Aunt Martha {vill
stay with you, and Mrs. O’Grady and Aunt
Winifred can g0 down  stairs and «tiend to the
housebold ufuus.  Tle people are alread
cl‘OWding in, and the house wil] be full of "esli
before norang.’ : :

"The proposal was eagerly accepted by the
two actve ludies, who iminedrately reured brim.
ful of imporiance; it was hard, lowever, to
persvade Mr:. Eswoad to remam where’she
was.

“Ob, Doctor Hennessy !—ah, Aunt Martha
she sobbed, * how can I siay bhere—and Ifarn
so near me—dead 7—oh, ng, no {—] cannol—y
carnot stay’—and she rose from her seat, not-
withstanding the gentle efforts of Appt M,artha
to prevent he:.  * Now, Aunt Martha, do not—
do u;ol.a.sk 1o keep me T sbie taltered opt-1n toses
of piteous entrealy - * e will not - be 'long with:
me--let me look upon -him while lcan—whilel '+

noyself an” Nancy..being the lastin the.kitchen,|.
we thought we’d rake the ashes smooth to see if

canl’ ob  Aunt Martha Auni Martha: what will’
Idoatall?? oot vhat will,



