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' TALE OF CASHEL.
ny MRS._JT-SADLTER-

.CHAPTER vi.—A DAY AT ESMOND HALL.

Two days before _Ghnstmas, the inmates of the
cabins at the foot of the Rock were thrown into
.a state of commotion by the sight of tl:e BEs-
mond carriage stopping at Bryan Cullenan’s door,
The handsome brown livery was well known in
{he neighborhooe, and wmany heads were popped
inquiringly out of doors to see what was goirg
on, Mrs. Esmond herself was in the carriage,
looking ever so prefty in her cottage-bonuet and

black lace veil, with her two beautiful children,
2 boy of four, and a girl of twn years old. But
alas! there was nothing to be gathered from
what took place. The footman knocked at the
door ; Cauth came out and dropped ber curtsey ;
Mrs. Esnond leaned forward, smiled graciously,
and sad something io a low voice, whereupon
Cauth curtsied agair, and the carriage rolled
away. Tius was the dumb show of the affair,
and the curtous neighbors dreamed of notbing
more. Yel there was something more, which
heard, would hiave set them all on the alert.—
¢ What time will you e at howe, ma’am 7 said
-Cauth to Mrs. Esmond in the very lowest whis-

er— ] want to speak to yourself very particu-
lar.? The lady, with a look of surprise, named
the hour, and Cauth made a hasty retreat into
the hut, as the elegant cortege moved away.—
She never exposed berselfl much to the prying
-eyes of her neighbors, and managed .lier affairs
so that sue was seldom abroad m daylight.

Mrs. Esmond had appointed four o’clock tiiat
afternoon for Cauth’s visit, and, punctual ta the
moment, Cauth was in watting, not 1o the kitchen,
which she carefully avoided, but on the gravel
walk that swept up in two segments of a circle
from the gates to the hall-door, around a smooth
sward, in spring and summer of velvet sheen,
tastefully interspersed with the choicest flower-
ing shrubs. But the turf was brown and bare
that winter day, and the shrubs and plants were
carefully covered to protect them from the blight-
ing eflect of the frost. T'he treesin the sur-
rounding copse, too, were leafless all and bare,
except where the dark green of the fir and the
still darker holly stood out here and there from
the sylvan desolation with the checrless and som-
bre effect of light glimmering through the dark-
mess. On the gravel walk, then, Cauth took up
her station, right in front of the parfor windows
wiich opened ou a hightly-trellised verandah, as
did the fibrary on the epposite side of the hal.
During the few moments that Cauth stood there,
her face concealed in the hood of her closk, she
communed with her own thoughts in a way pecu-
har to kerself.

‘lso’t 1t a sorrowlul thing, then, to se: the
flowers all faded and gone, and the trees bare,
and the grass withered ?  Ay! winter’s a poor
time—a poor time. DBut there’s a winter that’s
worse than that—jureer gar, there is! The
spring 1! come in a little time, and the purty
flowers *I 2ll pop up their heads again, and the
green ’ll come back to the fields, and to the
(rees—and everything ’ll bloom so beautiful—
even the very grass on the graves, but the green
will never coimne back to my heart, nor the sun
shine upon 1t either. + All withered—witbered—
and dead—ochone ! if a body was dead, 1t id be
the less malther; but a dead heart ina livin’
body—O vo, vo, vo! how does ope live at all?
By God’s mercy, sure | and aothin’ else, to give
cralures time to make thewr pace with IHim.—
Ah' there she is, the darlin’, makin’ signs to me
from the window! Och wirra! why woulda’t I
do it—why wonldn’t I? Sure I’d be the great-
est villan on Ireland’s ground if I didn’t—and I
will do it, if T lost my life for it’’ With these
singular words she ascended the steps, and be-
fore she had time to ring, the door was opened
by Mrs. Esmoud berseif, as though the lady bad
some vague suspicion that Cauth did not care
to be seen by the servants, at least on that occa-

sion.

‘Don’t you think I’m a little of a witch,
Cauth ? said Mrs. Esmond with a smile, as she
pointed to one of the high-backed Gothic chairs
which graced the spacious hall.

* Mushin, how is that, ma’am ?’

‘Why, you see I guessed that you would as
500n not see any of the servants, just now.’

‘ Well, sure enough you guessed the truth,
ma’am—how’s the master 2’

- He's very well, I thaok you.’

' The Liord keep him so! Och amen! from
my heart, Why, ma’am dear, sure it iso’t givin’
me all this you’d be #* looking
Peces: which Mrs. Esmond bad placed .in her

band. .

Yes, yes, Cauth! that?;_ all “for, you-—you

€an provide with it what you, require.. for. Christ-
@as—old Bryan must not: want : the. little -com-

forts_ne_edfi[ to bus 8ge~~ROr-you ’,lleit_hef_,jgﬂufh-'

at some siver.

But hush! here comes Mr. Esmopd—1I hear Ins
slep on the gravel-walk.

* Then, listen to me, ma’am,’ said Cauth, sland-
ing up, and placing her head close to that of
Mrs. Esmond, ¢ there’s them of the name that
bas need to keep in-doors afther dark—you know
who I mane! Husbt now! not- a word, for
God’s sake !—you don’t know the risk 2’m run-
nin’ in sayin’ so much—not a word to any one,
barrin® the master, and let ham give a hint where
you kaow as fast as ever he can—but God love
you, and don’t bring my vame in, one way or the
other.

And with 2 warning gesture to Mrs. Esmond,
who seemed to have lost the power of speech,
Cauth drew her hood over her face once more,
and passed out wilh a fow curtsey and a ¢ God
save your honor P’ to Mr. Esmond whom she met
on the threshold.

Harry Esmond came in brimful of a steeple-
chase thaat was to come off next day a few miles
from Cashel, Lut when he looked at his wile,
wondering at ber unnsual silence, the ruddy hue
faded from bis cheek, seeing the unwonted pale-
vess of hers and the agitation visible on every
{eature,

¢ Why, Henrietta, my love, what’s the mat-
ter?’ and taking her hand tenderly he drew her
to the parlor. ¢Is that old woman a forfune-
teller, or has she been predicting evil things for
you? Sit down and tell me what means this
agitation so unusual with you 7’

¢ Harry,? said his wife as the color came
slowly back to her cieek, ¢ that woman is no for-
tune-teller, but she has spoken words that have a
strange and awful mesning.

“Indeed !’ said Harry with a somewhat incre-
dulous ar, * and what were they, pray 2—or are
you at liberty to repeat them?’

‘I am—to you! They are these: ¢ There’s
them of the name that bas need (o keep 1n-doars
after dark—you know who I mean,” the woman
added, and ¢ let him,’ meamng you, * give a hint
where you know as fast as ever he can.’ Those
were the words, Harry ! what do you think of
them 7°

€I thik of the whole aftair this, that my dear
Henrietta is more of a simpleton than, I ever
took her for. Who is this woman #’

*That Tam notut liberty to tell you,” said
Mrs. Esmond, smiling at the word ¢ simpleton,’
as her husband supposed she would. ¢ But,
Harry, I cannot view this matter as you do—
you and I both know that the person evidently
meant kas enem:es, and, what s worse, deserves
to kave them ; beheve me, then, this waraing is
ol to be shighted, inasspuch as it 7must-be kindly
meant, and 1 must insist on your gomg this very
day to give the hint as desired.’

¢ Nonsense, child, how could T bring mysell to
convey such a.message? You Eknotv the su-
preme contempt he has for the country-people
generally, and I should only get laughed at for
my pains—pechaps told to niind my own busi-
ness.’ .
¢ And what if you do ?—cousider the possible
alternative—think how you would reproach your-
salf if anything did happen, which you, by this
trifling act, might bave prevented. Harry, you
will not refuse me this favor 7’ aud taking his two
hauds, she looked up so beseechingly in his face
that be could no longer resist.

¢ Well, I will go after dinner—it is now balf-
past four.’

¢ Nay, you shall go now—jyou can dine at the
Lodge—they dine at five, too, you kaow,’

¢ Well, I must say you are a provoking little
sample of woinankind,’ said Harry with his ha-
bitually gay laugh, ¢ but if it be so, why it must,
that’s all;” and lie rang the bell.

The tall butler appeared so very suddenly that
tis master said with some surprise: ¢ Why,
Pierce, where the deuce did you come from ¥’

¢ Ob, sure I was just on my step to the bhall-
door, your honor. Didn’t the door-beli riog
first 7

¢ Not that e heard.
see if any one 18 there.’

Pierce went accordingly, opened the hall-
door, and looked out, then returned with a face
of artless innocence.

¢ Well, Pierce,’ said Lis master laughing, ¢ did
you see any one ¥

¢ Wisha no, your honor!’ and he rabbed. his
elbow atter a fashmon he had, and looked as fool-
ish as might be ; * still, I’d take wy book oath on
it that I heard the big door bell ringio’ ever so
loud ; but sure it must be io my own ear 1t was
~-ochone ! maybe it’s a dead-bell* I heard.’

‘Why should words like these make Mrs, Es-
mond start 7 That she could not explain even
to herself, yet so it was, and by some strange
association, came into her mind the mysterious
voice heard at the supper-table on' Hallow-eve
night. But uone of these.thoughts or. fancies
roubled the bright surface of Harry. Esmond’s
soul, as he said to-Pierce ;" S

——

You bad better go and

* There i3 a vory common Superstition amongst the

M
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¢ Tell Mulligan to get the roan mare saddled as
fast as possible.’ '

¢ The roan mare, sir? 1 will, your bonor !—
she'll be out w a jiffy” Aud Pierce moved
away as rapidly as lus satural sluggishness of
motion permtted. )

The roan mare, however, was not ‘out in a
Jilty,’ but was, on the contrary, so long in mak-
ing her appearance that Mr. Esmond, goad-hu-
mored as lhe was, began to lose patience, and,
opening the door, went out on the steps, just as
Mulligan, the groom, hove in sight from the rear
with the handsome roan.

* What the deuce kept you, Mulligan?® said
the master, slightly snnoyed ; * here 1 have been
waiting full tweaty minutes.

¢ Twenty minutes !’ cried -Mulligan, a loud-
spoken, red-faced man, yet fresh and honest-
looking withal ; ¢ twenly minutes, your honor !
O then, wait 1ill T lay my eyes on that lazy Lar-
ry,y meaning Pierce. ¢ Why, your honor, il’s
not over five minutes since he came to me with
the word.’ :

¢ Aud what was he about ever since I sent
him 7

¢ Slingn’ about, I suppose, as usual. e sad
he was lookin’ for mne around the stables, but if
he looked in the right way be needn’t have look-
ed long.’

¢ Well, well, let it pass now !’ said Mr. Es-
mond ; every one is not so smart as you, Ned—
it doesn’t matter so much after all. Good-bye,
Heary P and vaulting inte the saddle be kissed
his hand to Lis wife who stood at the door wateh-
ing Lim with a mixture of pride and fondness in
her soft eyes.

¢ S0 you'll dine at the Lodge, Harry ¥’

¢ Of course I must, although 1 shall be half an
liour late—»"vnporte—I fly on my lady’s er-
rand, diogerless, as becomes a kmight sans peur
et sans reproche. Farewell, sweetheart

* Now, be home early, Harry, called the
sweet voice from the door as he rode away.

¢ Nane o'clock, or never !’ was the strange
answer that came clearly back on the evening
breeze.

The dinner was served, as usual, that day at
the Hall, and Pierce in his waiting-jacket of
blue striped jean, was, of course, m atlendance.
His mstress felt the loneliness of the table
weighing wpon ber hke a nightmare, and, anx-
ious to be alone with her loneliness, she disinissed
Pierce, with the first course. But Pierce still
lingered, cn one pretence or another, arranging
and disarranging the glasses and plate on the
sideboard, placing and displacing chairs, &e.,
tili at length, Mrs. Esmond said again :

¢ That will do, Prerce, that will de—you can
20 now.'

¢ If it ’id be pleasin’ to you, ma’am,’ said
Pierce, ¢ [’d make bowld to say a few wards to
you.’

*On what subject, Pierce ?* smid his mistress,
lookiug up w surprise. !

¢ Well, ma’am, sard Pierce in bkis sheepish
way, ' iU's about Tim Murtha’s people—I know
you wor kind and good to them whea their throu-
ble was the sorest.’

¢ But what of them now, Pierce 2-—1I heard to-
day that they had left the neighborbood.

¢ Well, it’s so said, ma’am.’

¢ Do you know where they’re gone to 7

_ ¢Opyeh,1s it me? Sure it’s take to the road
they did, for Tim wasn’t able to work or want,
you see, and they couldn’t be always livin’ on
charity.

¢ Of course not, Pierce ; but it is to be hoped
that poor Tim may soon be able to work agaia.
"Phere was no need, whatever, of their °taking
to the road,’ as you say, and I am very sorry, in-
deed, to find that they have done so.’

¢God bless you, ma’am, and it’s Tim that
knows your goodness well—but 'sure he couldn’t
stay in the place, at all, ma’am—be was warned
off; and Tim’s voice grew husky.

¢ Warped off, Pierce—what do you mean by
that ?* sard Mrs, Esmond much surprised.

¢ Why, I mane, ma’am, that Mr. Esmond of
the Lodge, that’s tlewr landlord, ma’am, sent for
‘Tim about a week ago, but Tim wasn’t able to
g6, so he sent himn word by bis Scotch steward
that if he dide’t clear off from about Cashel
altogether before the week was at an end, he’d
bave him put in a tight place. Poor Tim wanted
to know the' raison, but Sawney was mighty
short, and wauld only tell him that for the raison
he ought to kuow it best himselt.’

¢ My God ¥ inurmured Mrs. Esmond, and she
raised her tearful eyes to heaven. ¢ But surely,
Pierce, Tim was not the fool to heed such a
warning as that. He was not latterly on Mr.
Esmond’s property.’ . ;

¢ 1p coorse he wasn’t, ma'am.” Pierce paused
a moment, then suddenly added: ¢ Tim 15 a
mighty peaceable nan, ma’am ; and he. thought
for quietness’ sake be had better do as he was
bid. He's a quiet, barmless crature, Mrs, Es-

mond, that *id do anything at all--anything at]. B
o " { face of ashy paleness— -

all for pace.-

lower clagses in Treland that the soand of a bell with-
in the ear denctes'an sppraachiog denth in,the family.

. There was somethiﬁg_ n ﬂ_:e lon'_e;.él" ‘the n'lan’s
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Esmond’s eyes to his face, and she could not
help noticing 1its singular expression, The usu-
ally stolid features were gleaming with a lurid
light, a fierce intelligence that vanished as quick-
ly as it came even whilst the Jady gazed in silent
wonder. Somehow her heart sank within her,
but she strove to appear calim.

¢ Are you any relation of Tim’s? asked Mrs.
Esmond, partly to break the silence, which she
felt panful.

¢Is st ine, ma’am? O the sorra drop’s blood
1’m to bim j that 1 mayn’t sin if 1 ain; but hies
a fellow-crature® you see, Mrs. Jsmond, and we
were neighbor boys, too, reared at the door with
one another, and it goes bard on me to see him
thrated ke a dog, or worse—a dog, inagh, he
added with a bitter lzugh that sounded strangely
hollow 5 ¢ ol bedad, 1t 1sn’t the one way the gen-
tlemen uses their dogs and their tenants.’ ‘

¢ Pierce,” satd his mistress, * I am surprised to
hear you talk so. What have ¢the genllemen’
ever done to you that you should speak so hard
of them?

¢ Not to me, ma’am. O no, I declare they
never done me either hurt or hann, but thats
bekase I fell in with the right sort. If they
were all like the musther here they imght thra-
vel the counthry night or day without any one
hurtin® a hair o® their heads. Ivs little need
there ’id be for police-barracks, an’ all sich
things—oh no, ma’am; il there wasn’t Chad-
wicks there ’id be no Graces—or, aither, i
there was law for the likes o® Tim Murtha—
which there isn’t—then cratures wouldn’t have
to take the law iu their own hands, for, Mrs.
Lsmond ! and he drew so near her, and spoke so
low, that she sbrank back affrighted, ¢ Mrs, Es-
mond, ma’am, 1’s the last thivg with one of us—
I mune the poor—when we think of shedding
blood, or takin’ away the hfe that we can’t give
back.’-

Awed by the solemnity of the man’s tone and
manner, Mrs. IEsmond sank back almost fainting

girl, Mabel came accordingly. ¢ Now 1ell me
wha sid it was ould Esinond 7 using her own,
phraseology

* Wiy, the mer in the Abbey that dark mght
—don’t yuu remember T—the dend were a-lis-
tenin’ 1o thew as well as the living, but T wasat
lising, you know, she added confidentialiy ;
*they hung me that time with Patrick.’

‘Tudeed.”

“Ay did they, an’ Pm walking, walking ever
siee, an” will till the day o’ judginent—och, I’m
tired walking, that’y what T amn.’

“ You had better go (o the kitehen, Mabel,
and get some dinaer.”

‘1 will, ma’am,” and away she wenl sin
ng i—

* Ocly, I'm the girl that make the atir
From Cerk along to Skibbereen—a,- —"

Mrs. Esmond looked after her with a smile of
ineflable puty, and then hastened to procure sonie
warm clothung for the poor creature, saying to
hersell as sive di¢ so, ¢ If she would ouly keep it
but, of cour~e, she will not. 1 believe [ have
coveied e« balt a dozen times.  However,
she must nor wo shivering from this door on a
winter’s das .

‘Fhe servants were ordered to bring Mabel up
stasrs wiven she had had ber divner, which being
done, Mrs E-inond’s own fair hawds clothed her
from hewd to oot comfortuble wnter gar-
meunts.  Malelappeared to watch (he progress
of her toslet with great complacency, anl when
it war dene, Mrs. amond said :

* You ferl uztter now, Mabel, don’t you? A
smile was Mubel’s answer. ¢ Wlat do you say
to me for deessing you in these wice warm
clothes, Mabel P said the lady with a view to
ascertain wuether she felt or understond the
change.

Mabel lonkvd at her earnestly—very, very
earpeatly-—ax though she were trying hard to
arrange bev thoughts for utterunce - then waid
slowly aud distinetively :

* 't no one belonging to you may ver be

N
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in her charr, and, covering her eres with one
hand, motioned him with the ather, to leave the
room.

¢ goin’ ma’am,” said Pierce, ‘ but before 1
2o, be pleased to letme say one word mere. [i
I thought I had offended you by what 1 said 1’d
go down on my koees 1o ax forgiveness, for it’s
you that has the good wish of the poor, an’ the
good word, an’ the masther, too, Lords blessing
be about bim P

¢ Then why speak those horrid words to me P
said Mrs. Esmond faintly. '

¢ For a raison I have, wa’am, that [ ean’t tel}
you uow; but don’t be scared Mrs. Esmond ;]
don’t naw. an’ you'll obleege e ; for of all Lip-
perary was swimming in blood, you wnd yours
W walk dry-shed ! ' goin’ now, ma’am, as
you bid me, an’ all sorts of fuck attend you tilt 1
see you agun ! Don’t fear for Mr. Esmond—
that’s the masther, ma’am

¢Fear!” cried Mrs. Esmond, starung up,
“why should T fear for him ¥’

There was none (¢ auswer the question.—
Pierce was gone, and Mrs lismond [elt sick at
heart, oppressed with strange and gloomy fore-
bodings. She was roused by a sad sweet voice
singing without, the sound evidently approaching
the house :

* Come all ye fair waiis that do pass by,
Help me to mourn for my sailor doy.”

Mrs. Esmond went to the window, glad of
anyilung that might change the current of her
thoughts, though the words that were sung were
too much in unison with them to be at all cheer-
ing.
¢ I shouldn’t wonder if that were poor Mabel,’
she said to herself with tender pity. It was
Mabel, now aitting on the lowermost step, sing-
ing like a lark :

' And still 'l buuch my violets,
And tie them with the locher, 0.”

Oh, the exquisite music of that old awr, as it
gushed from the unconscious heart of the maniac,
but acon it was changed for another far more
sorrowful, but still more touchingly beautiful—
one that 13 on every lip mn Upper and Lower
Munster :

' Shule, shule, shule agragh,
Time, alas, cannot ease my woe,
Since the led of my heart from me did go,”

‘Gone! Agye, sure enough, he’s gone I’ mut-
tered the forlorn wanderer, ¢but be said he
wouldo’t be long—that he’d only go down a start
to Holy Cross Abbey where some one -was go-
ng to be hung—? , : R

“ Och, oft 've sat on my. love's knee,

Apnd many a fond story he told to me—

He paid many things that ne’er will bo—
Shule, shule, agragh.”

_ ¢ Ax’ didn’t be tell me about the shooting, too

~—ha, ha, in coorse he did—but be said 1t was

ould Chadwick,
ould Esmond P

you know, aand they said it was-
* Here Mrs. Esmond opevned the - door withi ‘2.
. N . - BNVE L

banged ar shov P she added asf correcting her-
sell.  Mes. Joumond, with a ery of borror, told
the serranis o tuke herawey, and to keep her
over mght, i ;vns.sible.

* God bless you, maam ; you've a purly face,
anyhiow " said Mabel with a low courtesy ag the
girl ook her arm gently to lead her away, The
next wament sie broke ont into the wild death-
sonyg of the preasantry, clasping hier bands and
beuding forward as if over 2 co pse. It waya
positive relicf 1o Mrs. Tunond’s over-wrought
mind wheu the unhinppy creature was remaved
fromt her sight, but dolefully came back to 1Le
lady’s ears the sad strain she sung in Irish as
she paced the long and echowg balis
“ Fasi-llowing tears nbove the grave of the rich man

are shed,
But tnéy ure dried when the coid #tene shutg ia his
narrow hed.” .

 Muy 1he Lord preserve Lim, anyhow 2’ sgh-
ed Mrs. Eanond, balf ashamed of the fears that
were gathering shape and forin within her heart,
at all nmes panfuily susceptible of 1mpre:sions
from without. Then, as the fire-light danced
and flkered amongst the shadows on the wall
in the darkeniog room, officious memory brousht
back the cabahstic sports of Tallow-eve—.he
play and the ring—her wedding-ring—and the
gloom that :heu, lor the first titne, fell on her
spirits, like a fuseral pall.  Anxious to dispel
shese sombre fancies, that were preying like
vampires on the springs of life, and exciting ther
brain heyond endurance, she started up and has-
tened to the nursery, hoping to find in the cheer-
ful prattle of ber little ones, the peace that soli-
tude denied.. She was not disappoiated, for, af-
ter spending the evening with the children, and
printing a farewell kiss on the rosy Lips of each
as they were laid for the night w theic little
cribs, she descended to the parlor with a lichter
heart and a mare hopeful spirit. °

[t wa. past eight o’clock, and she rang to or-
der supper for halt-past nloe, saying to herselt as
she pulled the bell : ¢ That will be time enough,
for I know e dined late at Uncle Harry’s.’

The housemaid appeared, received the order
for the cook, and also for the butier.

‘ Tl set the table myself, ma’am,’ replied the
girl, ¢ for Pierce 1sn’t within.

¢ Not. within / and where is he P )
_ “ Not a know I know, ma’am, but Ite went out
Just after coming down from you that time, and
he never came back sence. We all thought you
had sent Lim off an errand, maybe.’ .

¢I did not,’ said Mrs., Esmond, relapsing inte

| her so'lately overcome disquietude, ¢ and T won-

der he .would think of going cut without s0.wuch
as asking permission. Well, go down, Jane, at
all ‘events, and set the - table, and " tell Bessy to
make haste,so that supper will be ready just to

the moment.” ‘ S Lo
.. The girl curtsied and withdrew. Mrs. Es-
mond took up a book and'tried to read, but read
she .could. not ; listlessly . she turned over the
leaves of 2 Londoa magazine, -till . she - came to
some fine lines of Jobn Malcolm’s on ¢ Presenti-

Come 11, my poor.

L

- ¢Who saud so; Mabel?.

tment of "Death.’" There’ she stopped and read



