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THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK

CHAPTER I.

HALLOW-EVE IN BRYANTS COTTAGE.

A baw, cold evening was that of the last day of

October, in the year 18—, a short time after the

memorable "year of Emancipation"—as the twenty-

ninth year of this century is distinctively called

amongst the Catholic people of Ireland, The crops

were all gathered in from the rich level fields

around the city of Cashel—the last potato-heap was

covered out of doors, and the last load of that va-

luable esculent garnered in for present consumption

in the farmer's household. The rich man's barns

and haggards were full and so were his byres, while

even the poorest cottier had his slender stock of po-

tatoes and turf stored away—his sole provision for

the coming winter. The ancient city of Cashel,

shorn of its former splendor, and dwindled down,

in the vicissitudes of time, to the dimensions of a

moderately-sized country town, lay dull and indis-

tinct at the foot of the old Rock which sheltered it
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from the increasing violence of the wind that came

sweeping from the north over the far-spreading

plain. And the Rock itself loomed in solitary

grandeur over the silent town, crowned with tho

solemn mementoes of departed glory, the ruins of

many a stately edifice of other days, whose shat-

tered walls were traced in broken and irregular

lines against the gray lowering sky. The piles of

masonry so varied and distinct, one from the other,

in the light of day, were merged in one dark solid

mass as the evening mist gathered thick and heavy

around them on their rocky perch. But still like a

spectral head rose over all the weird pillar-tower,

lone " chronicle of Time" keeping ward ever,

through the garish day, and the still night-watches,

over the buried dead who sleep around and the

rnins of ancient art,

'The proud halls of the mighty and the calm homes of th«

just."

The lights in the city came out one by one

twinkling like stars through the gathering gloom

So, too, in the group of mud cabins that cower im-

mediately beneath the great Rock, in unsightly con

trast with the mouldering monuments of human
grandeur towering above. Each in succession

gave its faint glimmering light to the dull wintry

eve, but still the Rock remained shrouded in dark-

ness ; the royal palace of Munster's kings and the

lordly dwelling where princely ecclesiastics ruled of

old are dark and silent now as the graves that con
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tain the ashes of their lords; nor light nor sound

conies forth from the ancient abbey, that stands

close by, all alike wrapped in the solemn mystery

of the Past, typified by the deepening gloom of the

hour and the silence of death that reigns for ever in

the lonely place.

The last tint of daylight was vanishing from earth

and sky when the door of the smallest and poorest

of the cabins at tne foot of the Rock was opened

with a quick, eager motion, and a woman might be

seen in the aperture, her small figure dimly revealed

by the light of a resin candle, which flickered

through the smoky atmosphere of the miserable

hut. Throwing the skirt of her blue drugget gown
over her head, she made one step beyond the thresh-

old, then stopped as if checked by a strong and

sudden impulse. ' She cast a half-frightened, half

anxious look at the frowning walls above, and then

a longer and more earnest one at the iron gate lead-

ing up the steep ascent to the ruins, muttering

drearily to herself—" Isn't it a quare night for any

Christian to be up there—of all places in the world V

Sure I know well nothing good can come of it,

and many's the time I tould him so, the witless

crature !"

As she stood in an attitude of fixed attention,

with eye and ear strained to the uttermost, there

came from the neighboring town certain loud noises

like the banging of doors rapidly and often repeated.

Shouts of laughter and merry voices came loud and
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distinct to the ear of the lonely watcher. A change

came over her withered features as she listened, and

a smile of strange meaning, half sorrow, half mock-

ery, wreathed her thin pale lip, and shone in her

dulled eyes

" Ay ! sure, it's Hol'eve night !" she muttered,

" an' the fun is beginnin' already ! The boys an' the

girls are abroad in the streets playin' their Hol'eve

tricks. They're puliin' their cabbage-stalks now in

the dark, to see whether their sweethearts 'ill be

crooked or straight ; an' they're standin' outside the

doors wid their mouths full of water listenin' for

the first name that's spoken within. An' some of

the girls are washin' their shifts, I'll go bail, at the

south-runnin' water below; an' it's them will spread

the fine supper when the rest o' the house is all

asleep, to see who'll come in to eat it, an' to turn the

shift that's a-dryin' by the fireside. Vo ! vo ! vo !

it's little they think of the throubles that may be in

store for them ! It's little / thought of them, aither,

when I was like them ! An' many's the thrick 1

played of a Hol'eve night,—an' didn't I see—och,

didn't I—didn't I—oh wirra! wasn't my stalk always

the straightest and purtiest?—it was—it was—but

what came of it ?—oh Lord ! what came of it ?"

Forgetting apparently her interest in the Rock,

whatever it might be at that hour, she wrung her

hands, and bursting into a passionate flood of tears,

retreated into her dismal dwelling, and hastily

closed the door, still repeating to herself in the same
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wild way, " What came of it all ? what came of it

all? Ah I" she suddenly added with a startled glance

around the smoky hut, " what better could come of

it, didn't I rake the haystack in the DiviPs name the

very last Hol'eve before—before— ' she did not

finish the sentence, but squatting down by the

smouldering fire on the hearth, she clasped her hands

in front of her knees, and her head sank on her chest

in an attitude of helpless, hopeless, incurable woe.

The woman was first aroused from her lethargy by

the raising of the door-latch, and then she started up

with the energy and vivacity of youth to accost an

old man, much older than herself, although she, too,

was, or appeared to be, in close proximity to the

vale of years.

" Wisha, Bryan Cullenan !" said she, " what sort

of a man are you, at all, that you'd think of stayin
7

up there among the dead afther the stars are in the

sky of a Hol'eve night ? There isn't man or wo-

man in Tipperary that 'id do it except your four

bones !"

Excited as she was, she did not forget the old

man's comfort, such as it was. She was down on

the hearth blowing the turf fire with her apron,

and seeing it begin to emit a cheerful blaze, she

drew over to the hearth a small and very rickety

table, barely large enough for two cups and saucers,

two plates, a third cup containing some coarse

brown sugar, a diminutive milk pitcher minus the

dandle, and a plate containing a tempting pile of
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the ever-welcome potato-cake cut in triangular

slices, being the four parts of a small circular cake,

each piece slit in two and carefully buttered. A
small white loaf, a much greater delicacy, stood also

on the table* This was " the big supper" of

Hallow-eve, and the old man's dim eyes brightened

as he watched the preparations, for tea and white

bread were luxuries seldom seen in that poor

dwelling.

Slowly old Bryan took his seat on a low stool by

the fire, and leaning over it spread forth his hand

to catch the welcome heat. He seemed to have

forgotten the abrupt question which had greeted

his entrance, but it was not so, for when the woman
began to repeat it in a sharper tone, he raised his

head, and looking at her with a somewhat sagacious

smile, said :
" You think I'm losin' my hearin', Cauth,

aroon ! but I am not, thanks be to God ! I heard

what you said, mavrone, but I wonder at you to

say it. Sure you know well enough that every

night is the same up there"—pointing upwards with

his thumb—" do you think them that are abroad on

Hol'eve night has power to go next or near the holy

wTalls and the blessed graves on the Rock of Cashel ?

Ha i ha I ha !" he laughed or rather chuckled in

a faint wheezing voice, " I'd like to see them showin'

their noses where so many saints lie waiting for

the last trumpet—it wouldn't be for the good of

their health if they did, and they know that well,

Fairies, indeed, on tv Rock of Cashel! ha! ha!
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there's sperits enough there I'm thinkm* to keep the

place to themselves V9

" Christ save us !" said Cauth, setting down the

little black crockery tea-pot on the table with a

haste that came near upsetting all, " Christ save

us !" and she crossed herself with a visible shudder,

" can't you let the sperits alone ?"

" What harm am I doin' them, aroon ?" asked

Bryan innocently.

"Who says you're doin' them harm?" cried Cauth

tartly. " But don't be talkin' about them ! you're

enough to frighten one out o' their wits, so you

are! Sit over now an' take your supper."

"I will, avourneen, an' God bless you! but what

makes you so feard of the sperits, Cauth ? Did you

ever see one V9

" See one !" and Cauth shuddered again. " If I

did it isn't alive I'd be now. Can't you talk of some-

thing else, you conthrary ould man you ?"

" What will I talk of, then ?" said Bryan with a

sort of solemn humor that contrasted oddly with the

churchyard gravity of his look and manner. " What
will I talk of, Cauth ?"

"I was askin' a while agone what kept you so

late on the Rock the night ?"

Although Cauth said this, it was evidently more

to change the topic than from any interest in the

probable answer. Her eyes were fixed gloomily and

vacantly on the blazing turf before her, and her thin
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lips kept moving as though she were communing

with herself.

But Bryan was never the quickest of perception,

so he heeded not the other's abstraction, but an-

swered in good faith

:

" I was workin' ever since I went up this mornin'

at the Archbishop's tomb in the choir above. There

was some bits of the beautiful carving gone off the

front of it this time back, an', as luck would have it,

I found some of them among the rubbish. So I was

fittin' them in here an' there, an' "

"An* you're a great fool for your pains," broke

m Cauth, starting suddenly from her reverie with

the air of one who would fain get rid of her own
thoughts ;

" now what good does it do for you to be

spendin' your time up there from mornin' till night,

an' sometimes from night till mornin', in that fear-

some ould rookery where there's nothing but stones

and bones and gray walls ?"

" Woman !" said Bryan with a sudden assumption

of dignity and a solemnity of tone that awed Cauth

into wondering silence, " woman ! what's that you

say ? Who are you that dares to speak so lightly

of God's holy place, an' the consecrated walls—an'

the bones that will come together an' rise in glory

at the Day of Judgment ?—why wouldn't I look

after them, for if I don't who will ?"

" Well you said it, Bryan Cullenan !" murmured

Cauth, her head drooping on her chest, and her hands

clasped convulsively as they rested on her knees

,
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1 well you said it—who am I ?—ay ! who am 1

1

There's times when I hardly know myself."

It might be that the old man was accustomed to

these fits of abstraction and abrupt changes of man-

ner in the one companion of his solitary life, for he

answered soothingly as though he spoke to a little

wayward child :
" Well, never mind, Cauth ! never

mind—I'm so much of my time all alone on the

Rock above with only shadows round about me that

I most forget how to speak to flesh and blood like

myself. But why don't you take your supper,

Cauth ?"

" I'm not hungry," was the curt reply.

" But you know it's Hol'eve night, Cauth ! an' you

can't but eat something, if it was only for company-

sake, an' in honor of the night. Why, the Fairies

you were talking of a while ago "

"No, I wasn't talkin' of them—will you whisht

now, Bryan ! or you'll get yourself into trouble this

blessed night. Fair may they come and fair may
they go ! sure myself wouldn't make so free as to

mention their name good or bad. But as for eatin'

—

I couldn't do it, Bryan, I couldn't—my heart is too

full thinkin' of the days that'll never come back, an'

—an'—" she stopped, reached out her hand, and,

taking the cup of tea that stood untasted on the

table, gulped it down with feverish avidity, then

pressing her eyelids very close together, she forced

back the tears that were gathering in her eyes, and

started to her feet, exclaiming :
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"Weill there now, haven't I the poor memory of

my own ? sure, I've something better than tay foi

you, Bryan !"

Going to a little alcove in a corner of the hut,

Cauth drew out, with an air of great importance, a

black bottle, which she placed on the table with a

dreary attempt at a smile, saying at the same time,

" If you're done with them things, Bryan, I'll take

them away." Bryan nodded assent, with his eyes

fixed inquisitively on the bottle.

" What's in it, Cauth ?" he at length inquired.

" Some of the best potheen in Tipperary, Bryan,

an' you're to drink the master's health in it this good

Hol'eve night. Them's the orders. An' see here,

Bryan !"—taking a small paper package from the cup-

board—" here's lump sugar, no less, for the young

mistress said, with a sweet smile on her face, that old

Bryan—meaning you, av coorse—must have his

punch the night as good as the master himself. The

Lord's blessin' on her every day she rises !"

" Wisha, amen, Cauth, amen, from my heart out !"

said the old man, with a fervor little to be expected

from him, a gleam of joy brightening his aged eyes

at the thought that poor and old and lonely as he

was there was one amongst the rich and the young

and the happy that did not forget him amid all the

luxurious festivity of her own stately mansion. Oh!

how glad the rich can make the poor

!

" Was she here the day, Cauth ?" said Bryan, more

cheerfully than his wont.
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" No, but she sent for me this mornin' an' gave me
as much tay and sugar as 'ill do us every day for a

month, an' this bottle for you, Bryan, on account of

its bein5 the night it is, an' the lump sugar to sweeten

the punch. An' see here—maybe you don't call them

Hol'eve apples ?" as she drew forth a tiny basket of

the finest Russetins—or, as she called them, " rusty

coats," time out of mind the favorite Hallow-eve

apple in Ireland.

"Isn't God good to us, Oauth?" said the old man,

drawing his stool once more to the fire, with the cup

of punch in his hand (Bryan's cottage contained noi

glass nor goblet), • Cauth opposite with another

cup containing a small quantity of the same exhila-

rating beverage—it was seldom either indulged, or

cared to indulge, in the dangerous luxury for which

mankind is indebted to John Barleycorn. " Isn't

God good to us, Cauth ? to send us such a friend as

the young mistress ? an' see what a fine load of turf

we have by us—enough to put us over Christmas

anyhow. It's Dan O'Connell we may thank for

that, an' a trifle I've by me ever since for a sore foot.

Ah then, did I ever tell you, Cauth, of the day I

showed him over the Rock ?"

Cauth answered in the negative, expressing a wish,

at the same time, to hear all about it ; turning to a

pile of turf in the corner behind her, she replenished

the fire, and with a well-worn heather besom swept

up the ashes from the hearth.

" You mind the day, Cauth ?"—Cauth nodded
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sent—"it was one of the brightest and purtiest days

that came in September, and I was hard at work

scrapin' the moss out of the letters on King Cor-

mac's tomb—you know where it is, Cauth, just in be-

tween the wall of his own Chapel, God rest his soul

!

an' the Cathedral—well, I was workin' away as hard

as I could, sayin' a trifle of prayers, too, for the good

king's soul, though thinkin' to myself that it's little

need he had of them, mo&t like—when somebody

says, just right behind me, 4 Hillo, Bryan ! you're at

your old trade still, I see!' an' I started like an'

dropped the chisel out of my hand. When I turned

about who should I see but the Counsellor himself, as

large as life, looking down at myself with that

comical look of his that would make the dead in their

graves laugh if they could only see it. He had two

gentlemen with him, an' I knew in a minnit that one

of them was Tom Steele, for I seen him with him

once afore. So I gets out from my crib as fast as I

could, an' I takes off my hat an' makes the best bow
I was able, an' says I, * you're welcome back to Cashel,

Counsellor !'

" l Thank you kindly, Bryan,' says he, ' I see you

haven't forgotten me.'

" l Forgotten you !' says I back again, ' sure that's

what no one ever does that once gets an eyeful out

of you.'

" With that the Counsellor laughed again, and the

Hher gentlemen laughed too, and says Dan to me

:

Well, Bryan, for a man that's so much alone you
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1

keep the use of your tongue to admiration. But

come, can you spare time to show us through the

place ? You know when I was here before I hadn't

time to see half what was to be seen—it was when

I came down to one of those murder trials in Clon-

mel,' says he to the strange gentleman, l and I wag

hurrying back at full speed for a general meeting

of the Association that was to come off next even-

ing,'—but what's the matter with you, Cauth ?"

seeing that she laid down the cup and leaned back

against the wall.

" There's nothing the matter with me," said

Cauth testily, though he'r pale lips could scarce ar-

ticulate the words. The next moment she sat up

as before, and motioned for Bryan to go on with

his narrative.

" Well, I will, Cauth, I will—but,— I'm afeard

you're not able to sit up—you look as pale a?s a

ghost."

" Can't you go on with your story an' never-

mind me ? You were saying the Counsellor asked

if you could spare time to take them through the

ould place."

" Yis, an' of coorse I said I'd be hard run for

time if I couldn't take him over the Rock. My work,

Bays I, can stand—there's no one to hurry me, an*

I've my life-long to do it.

" ' Very true, Bryan,' says the Counsellor, as we
turned into the ould Cathedral ; ' do you know,

Steele,' says he to Tom, ' that this is our Irish Old
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Mortality—let me see—was that the word—yis
i

that was it—Old Mortality—this/ says he, nodding

his head at myself, ' this is our Irish Old Mortality.'

With that the gentlemen looked at me and smiled at

one another, an' though I didn't know from Adam
what Old Mortality meant, I thought it couldn't be

anything bad, or he wouldn't say it, so I took off

my hat again an' made a very low bow

—

( Your ho-

nor,' says I, ' is very kind an' condescendin' to speak

so well of a poor ould crature like me.'

" * Not at all, Bryan, not at all,' says he, l you're

a great man, and a useful man in your own way,

and, moreover, you and I are, to some extent, fellow-

laborers.' Them were his very words, Cauth, as

I'm a livin' man this night.

« < Why, dear bless me, how can that be ?' says I,

lookin' at him close to see if he was makin' fun of

me or not.

" * Because,' says he, c Bryan, you and I are both

working for the future of our country—we are

both clearing away the rubbish of ages—both work-

ing for the honor and glory of the Old Land !'

"

" Wisha, Bryan, did the Counsellor say that ?"

" As true as you're sittin' there, Cauth ! he said

them words, an' don't you think but it made my
heart jump with joy ? I declare the tears came into

my eyes so that I could hardly see the way before

me, an' I most forgot what I was about till the

Counsellor says with that fine hearty laugh of his,

Why, Bryan Cullenan ! where are your wits gone t
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I think I must turn guide myself. Where's this

Myler McGrath's tomb is V an' he walked straight

to it, an' began to explain the inscription on it to

the other gentlemen. I had no need to speak a

word there, for they all knew more about the

Archbishop than I did myself. But they wanted

to take a rise out of me—I could see that—an* so

Tom Steele says to me in his big voice, ' Bryan,

says he, 'do you know that Myler McGrath was

the first Protestant Archbishop of Cashel ?'

" c I do, your honor,' says I;'. 'I knew it ever

since I was the height of your knee.'

" ' How does it happen, then, that you take such

good care of his tomb as I am told you do ?'

" * For a very good reason, your honor,' says I,

lookin' him straight in the face, ' because he recant-

ed his errors before he left this world an' had all

the rites of the Church.'

" l Nonsense, man ! how can you be sure of that V
"

' How can I be sure of it V says I ;
' your honoi

might as well ask how can I be sure that the blessed

sun will go back the night to set where he set last

night, behind the mountains westard? Only I'm

sure, an double sure that the Archbishop died a

good Catholic, do you think I'd sleep many's the

summer night, as I do every year of my life, right

here in the choir beside his tomb ?'

" ' Bravo, Bryan, bravo !' cried the Counsellor and

the other gentleman, clappin' their hands, and

laughin' till you'd think they'd split their sides,
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1 What do you think of that, friend Tom ? Come
come, now ! look Bryan straight in the face an* tell

him old Myler did right to ' conform' to the religion

prescribed by the Virgin Queen, or wrong to return

to Catholic unity when he felt himself at the gates

of death? Speak now, my man of Steel! or ever

hereafter hold your tongue ?'

" l Pshaw !' says Tom, turnin' on his heel an'

walkin' away down the aisle, 'let the old hypocrite

lie where he is—be that where it may ! It matters

little now to us when he was right, or when wrong !'

At this the others laughed again, an' myself was

afeard they'd make him angry, but they knew him

better than I did, for when the Counsellor called

after him to come back an' look at one of the old

monuments in the wall before they'd leave the

choir, he went back as cheerful as could be, an'

looked just the same as if nothing at all had hap-

pened. So I took them all round an' showed them

everything I could think of, an' by the time we got

to the old tribute-stone near the gate, with St. Pa-

trick risin' up from it on one side an' the Crucifixion

on the other, they were all purty well tired, I'm

thinkin', and down they sat on some big stones that

were lyin' a one side on the grass, just where they

had a fine view of the whole, an' a beautiful sight it

was, too. The sun was beginnin' to decline west-

ward, an' the shadows of the grand oilld walls were

all around us, with here and there the shape of a

window or a door of clear sunlight shinin' like yallow
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goold on the green grass. Then the Counsellor

pointed out to the others all the fine elegant arches,

both round and pointed, as he said, an' the pillars

within an' without, an' the beautiful mullions, as he

called the stone divisions where the windows used to

be, an' he spoke of the carving over the doors an'

told the meaning of everything just all as one, Cauth,

as if he was at the buildin' of it all—an' they talked

a long while about the ould Round Tower, an' what

it was for, an' one said one thing an one another, but

the Counsellor said it was easy to see what it was

built for, an' that was to keep the rich vessels of

silver an' goold belongin' to the Church in the ould

war-times. ' Don't you know,' says he, ' that there's an

inder-ground passage from the Church to the tower

—

veil ! doesn't that prove what I'm saying to be true?

Where would be the use of constructing an under-

ground passage'—that wasn't the word he said,Cauth!

but I disremember the other—I know it began with

sub— something or another—no matter, anyhow, I

suppose it means the same as under-ground

—

c where

would be the use,' says he, l of constructing an under-

ground passage to the Tower through the solid rock,

if it wasn't for the purpose I have mentioned ?' The

others seemed to give in to that, an' after discoorsin'

a while longer, they stood up to go. They turned

to take another look at the ould walls, an' sure

enough I never seen them lookin' so grand or so

beautiful. The Counsellor's face would do you good

to see it, Cauth I as he watched the sunshine dancing
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and glancing hither and thither among the broken

arches, an' the pillars, an' things, an' says he then,

takin' out a fine elegant white silk handkerchief out

of his pocket, an' wipin' the tears from his eyes, says

he, as if partly to himself, < and such is Ireland

—

grand and venerable even in decay—Cashel is Ire-

land—Ireland is Cashel—royal still, though their

greatness be of the past. But their glory shall not

fade for ever—look at the sunbeams on the old walls,

says he, turnin' to the other gentlemen, < well ! even

so it is with our native land, the light of hope has

never left her, and now the sun of prosperity begins

to shine again on her mountain-tops. And it will

continue to shine—mark my words—when the dark-

ness of night has settled down for ever on haughty

England, her oppressor !' Them were the words he

said, Cauth ! for I kept savin' them over and over to

myself, by night an' by day, ever since till I've got

them by heart like a gossoon larnin' his task. There's

ne'er a time I look up at the ould walls over my
head, espaycially when the sun is shinin', that I don't

think of Dan O'Connell, an' somehow or another his

words keep singin' in my ears for all the world like

one of Columbkill's prophecies. But the best of it

all was what he said to myself at his off-goin'

—

1 Bryan,' says he, { Bryan Cullenan I you have a great

name—your namesake, King Cormac Cullenan, was

a good king and a great bishop in his day—I'm proud

to see that you take such care of these noble ruins.

It is a good work, Bryan ! and a pious work, too—
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and God will bless you for it, and the Saints of Erin

will shield you from all ill. Farewell, Bryan ! if we
never meet again on earth, put up a prayer now and

then for Dan O'Connell, while you tell your beads

here among the tombs of the holy dead.' With that

he slips a bright goold guinea into my hand, to buy

my winter's turf, he said, in a whisper. The other

gentlemen gave me a half crown a piece, so I made a

good day's work of it in regard to money—but I

didn't care for that half so much as I did for the

honor of shewin' Cashel to Counsellor O'Connell,

and hearin' all the fine beautiful words he said about

the ould place that my heart is centred in. I forgot

to tell you, Cauth, that he took another grand rise

out of Mr. Steele as they were just leavin' the Rock.

I didn't know till then that he was a Prodestan,

which, indeed, is a mighty odd thing to me, an' him

such a darlin' fine gentleman, and a great friend of

the people."
"

' Tom,' says the Counsellor—it's the member for

Clare, I hear, they call him now—'Tom,' says he,

pointin' his finger down at the great new Church—the

Bishop's Church—in the town below

—

i Tom, do you

know how that came to be built?' 'No,' says Tom,
' I do not.' t Well !' says the Counsellor, winkin' at the

other gentleman—I never can remember what name

they gave him—-' it was built because the road up to

the Rock here was too steep for the Protestant Arch-

bishop Agar, to drive his carriage up, and I suppose

himself was too fat to walk it, though it is only a
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few perches, as you may perceive. So he goes to

work and puts up that grand building below there

or got the government to put it up for him. The

roof was taken off this Cathedral on the Rock tc

make lead water-pipes out of, or something of the

kind, and from that day to this it has been going to

ruin. See what it is to be fat, Tom !—Archbishop

Agar's fat cost this noble old building its roof.' Mr.

Steele got very red in the face at that, ' and/ says he,

' if I had my will of that old chap do you know what

Fd do with him ? I'd put him on bread and water

the rest of his days, by way of penance, then he'd

soon be able to walk up here, and a little further, too,

if need were—the old Vandal !' says he, mighty an-

gry, and at that the others laughed till the tears came
into their eyes."

Here Cauth started to her feet and looked wildly

around, putting back her long gray hair from off her

ears to listen. "Ha! hal" she cried, "I heac them

now—that's John's voice——

"

" What John ? who do you mean ?" said Bryan,

"I hear nothing, barrin' the wind screechin' round

the ould walls on the Rock above. Sit down, Cauth,

sit down,—or maybe you ought to go to bed. I'm

afeard you're not well."

" Don't tell me," said Cauth, with a vehement ges-

ture; "if that isn't the Cacine, I never hard it. I

say it's that and nothin' else—and there's men's

voices in it, too ! Oh Lord! will I hear it for ever

—
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for ever?" She buried her face in her hands, and was

silent.

Accustomed as Bryan was to the solitude of death,

and the grim presence of dread mortality, in its

relics, there was something in Cauth's voice and man-

ner that made him shiver with an undefined sense of

fear. He did not dare to rouse her from her lethar-

gy, of whatever kind it was, but as soon as she raised

her head again, he renewed his request that she

would go to bed, which she did very sooxx after, with-

out any allusion to what had passed.



26 THE HERMIT OF THE ROOK

CHAPTER II.

HALLOW-EVE AT ESMOND HALL.

We will now take the liberty of introducing th*

reader to the drawing-room of Esmond Hall on that

same Hallow-eve night, where the " young mistress"

so gratefully and often mentioned by Bryan and

Cauth was entertaining with modest, though lively

grace, a numerous circle of visitors, all more or less

connected with the family. Nothing could be more

cheerful than the aspect of the spacious and lofty

room, with its bright coal fire, and its crystal chan-

delier shedding down a flood of warm light on the

gay company, the bright-hued velvet carpet, the

handsome modern furniture, rose-wood and marble

of the latest Dublin style, the piano—one of Broad-

wood's grand—with its showy key-board open to

view, and near it a harp which could be set down
for no other—even without hearing its silvery tones

—than one of " Erard's best." A beautiful dog of

the King Charles breed lay on the soft rug outside

the fender, his long silken ears, of glossy black, re-
#

fleeting the bright glow from the massive grate.

The crimson curtains were closed over the tall

windows, hanging in heavy folds to the floor, and

tho lofty mirrors flashed back the gay scene with its

richly-varied hues, its light and life and beauty.

The " wind of the winter night" howling without,
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served but to increase the luxurious sense of comfort

within, and its plaintive cadences and loud fierce

swells were little heeded by the company assembled

in Mrs. Esmond's drawing-room. And yet some of

the guests were grave and far from young. One in

particular,—a stout, portly man, with short neck

square shoulders and large globular head,—would

have given you the impression of a harsh, stern man
as he looked at you from under his protruding brows

with a glance half inquisitive, half defiant. This per-

sonage, attired in top-boots and knee-breeches of

drab cassimere, with a bottle-green frock coat, black

velvet vest, and scrupulously white neck-tie, occu-

pied the seat of honor, a large Gothic arm-chair near

the fireplace, with cushions of crimson velvet. He
was addressed by both the lovely young hostess and

her frank-looking, handsome husband, as c< Uncle

Harry," and his presence on that occasion seemed

somehow to be regarded as a very special favor.

Then there was his wife, a rather favorable specimen

of the Irish lady of the last generation ; though some-

what stiff and formal, there was nothing forbidding

in her long, thin features, and she seemed to listen

with complacency, if not with any great degree of

sympathy, to the joyous badinage of her younger re-

latives. This lady was " Aunt Martha."

Then there were sundry cousins, male and female,

comprising a young attorney, a physician whose

diploma was dated within the year, and another of

some ten or twelve years' standing in the good city
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of Cashel. The last named gentleman, Dr. O'Grady

had a fair-faced little wife in that goodly company,

and the former, Dr. Hennessy, a sister, some years

younger than himself, a gay, light-hearted brunette,

whose saucy, though good-natured repartees con-

tributed largely to the general amusement, Mary
Hennessy was a bright-eyed, handsome girl, with an

inexhaustible fund of good humor, and her presence

was everywhere greeted as heaven's sunshine

—

warm, genial, and enlivening. Two other young

ladies were there, connections though not relatives

of the Esmonds, one of whom, Bella Le Poer, was a

distant relation of the elegant Lady Blessington,

and the other, Harriet Markham, a pale and very

interesting girl, a recent convert to Catholicity,

belonging to an old but much-reduced Queen's

County family. This young lady was engaged as

governess in the family of a certain .noble lord whose

princely mansion rises but a short distance from

Cashel, almost in the shade of old Killough. There

was, too, a vinegar-faced old maid, the sister of

Uncle Harry, familiarly called " Aunt Winn," whose

natural acerbity of temper acted as a whetting-

stone to the lively humor of the youngsters, and

gave them no small entertainment.

Altogether it was a pleasantly-constituted party,

eaGh one marked by strong peculiarity of one kind

or another, the ages and characters and professions

happily assorted, and, to crown all, each known to

the other in all their prominent traits of character



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. 2&

Tea had been served in the drawing-room, and as

the Hallow-eve sports were to come off before sup-

per, the matter now in hand was the order to be

observed. After some good-humored discussion

the company all adjourned to the ball-room, the

smooth oaken floor of which better suited that

evening's entertainment than the rich carpet of the

drawing-room. The youngsters were all in a state

of excitement, that was, in itself, happiness. Though
all far superior to the superstitious belief of the

peasantry in the fateful character of Hallow-eve, 01

the possibility of obtaining on that particular night

a glimpse of life's untrodden path, they all, as a

matter of course, assumed the greatest anxiety to

" try their luck," in accordance with the spell that

ruled the hour. Every face was brimful of serio-

comic importance, under which each contrived to

manifest a laughing incredulity, that reduced the

power of Fairy-dom to a mere myth, and the Hal-

low-eve observances to a pure frolic.

First came the melting of the lead in a grisset,

dad the pouring thereof through the wards of a key

by each unmarried person in succession. This

ceremony gave rise, as usual, to the most un

bounded merriment, on account of the ludicrous

combinations presented by the charmed lead in the

various shapes it assumed falling into a shallow

dish of water through the ring aforesaid. Truth to

tell, the shapes were of that nondescript kind which

might be construed into anything, and in that cod-
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sisted the charm, for each one's lot was, therefc.-,

predicted from the lead in the way most likely to

promote the general amusement. Thus Mary EL~
nessy's " cast" was interpreted by all present into a

tailor's scissors !—JBella Le Poer's, a printing-press \

and Harriet Markham's, aship's rudder! It is to be

remarked that the Hallow-eve lead is much more

given to emblems of handicraft than any other ;—it

seldom meddles with the professions, though once

In a while, by way of variety, perhaps, a pen, or a

compass, perhaps a telescope, is discovered amongst

the motley forms into which it resolves itself in its

passage through the key. Much amusement was

afforded the young people on that payticular night

by the result of Aunt Winn's experiment, which

was declared, after a minute and most careful inves

tigation, to be a fiddle, indicating either a dancing,

master or an itinerant performer on that favorite

instrument.

This announcement was received with unbounded

applause and followed by the most uproarious mirth.

" Aunt Winn is going to have a fiddler !—good

gracious! good gracious!" cried Mary Hennessy,
" then we shall do nothing but dance all year

round !"

"Uncle Harry! do you hear that?" said Bella,

in the good-natured expectation of bringing a smile

to the face that even then was grave.

" I am not surprised," was the answer, " I always

thought that Winn had a decided turn for music."
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" Bravo ! bravissimo !" cried the young men clap-

ping their hands, while the fair girls around made
the roof ring with their light-hearted laughter.

Even Aunt Martha, Uncle Harry's staid and sober

helpmate, smiled condescendingly at the odd con-

ceit, but Aunt Winn herself was highly offended,

and said she deserved no better for allowing her-

self to be made a fool of. The very curls on either

sid^ of her high narrow forehead—they were barrel-

®urls of fair rotundity—seemed to swell in sympa-

thetic indignation, and her long, thin nose assumed

an alarmingly sharp point as she rose from her seat

and declared her intention of returning to the

drawing-room as " people there didn't know how to

conduct themselves,"

The angry spinster was, with no small difficulty,

prevailed on by the host and his gentle wife not to

break up the party. "For you know, Aunt Winn!"

said Mrs. Esmcnd in her sweetest tones, " we could

never think of regaining here, any of us, and let

you sit alone in the drawing-room,—on a night like

this, too," she sportively added, " when the Fairies

are all on the alert to catch unwary mortals."

"Nonsense, Henrietta," said her husband gaily,

11 Aunt Winn wants only a little coaxing. Come,

come, my fair aunt ! I will take you under protec-

tion for the rest of the evening," and drawing her

arm within his he led her back to her seat with a

half smile on her face and a look of heroic determi-

nation on his as though meaning to convey to al]
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concerned the strength and firmness of his purpose.

A suppressed titter went round in acknowledgment

of Harry's comic powers, and the lead having gone

its rounds another ordeal was instituted for the

trial of each one's fate. Four plates were set on a

table, one of which contained clean, another muddy
water, the tnird some fresh clay, and the fourth a

ring, drawn from the taper linger of Mrs. Esmond.

The ring, in being handed to Doctor Hennessy,

who arranged the plates, dropped by accident into

the clay, whereat Mrs. Dr. O'Grady uttered an ex-

clamation of horror. All eyes were immediately

turned upon her, and every one asked what was

the matter.

" Oh, nothing ! nothing at all," said she in a faint,

languid tone, looking quite overcome at the same

time, " but, dear me ! Doctor Hennessy, how could

you be so awkward? You ought to have known
better ! I really can't forgive you !"

" Forgive me for what, madam ? I would willing-

ly ask your pardon if I only knew the head and front

of my offending! Will you have the goodness to

enlighten me thereupon ?"

" Some other time I will, but not now. Mrs. Harry

Esmond, if I were you I would not have given the ring

off my hand for any such purpose—and—" here she

stopped, and after glancing at the fair hand and then

at the ring, turned up her eyes, and raised her hands,

with a gesture that said ever so plainly, " Well I any-

thing to equal that I"
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It was now Mrs. Esmond's turn to inquire some-

what earnestly, "What do you mean, Mrs. O'Grady?"
" Mean ! why I mean that you did very wrong to

give your wedding-ring for such a purpose. Any
other would have done as well 1"

" And pray, where's the difference ?" laughed Mrs
Esmond, but her voice trembled a very little ; " what

harm does it do the ring ?"

" No harm to the ring, child, but—but—I wouldn't

have done it, that's all!"

This trifling episode was little heeded by any of

the others, and Harry, if he had noticed it, would

doubtless have quizzed Mrs. O'Grady unmercifully

for her old-world notions, but somehow the ill-timed

remark of that sharp-sighted lady made an impres-

sion on the mind of her to whom it was addressed,

which her reason strove in vain to combat. The im-

pression was not weakened by the succeeding inci-

dents of that evening.

The sports went on. Each of the young people

was, in turn, led blind-folded to the table, and shouts

of laughter greeted their groping efforts to make for

the clean water and the ring. The clay, emblematic

of death, and the muddy water of marriage with a

widow or widower, as the case might be, were, as a

matter of course, anxiously avoided.

Some did happen on the muddy water, and that

was the signal for increased merriment. The Attor-

ney was one of them, whereupon the other young

men clapped their hands and cried simultaneously.
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"The widow Gartland—the widow Gartland—by
Jove 1" added Harry Esmond, " you're a lucky dog,

after all, Phil Moran !"

"That's to be tried," said Dr. O'Grady with em
phasis; "money is not always luck, and there's many

a bitter curse on that same money of old Gartland's.

I'd rather work my own way in life and trust to Pro-

vidence than start on a fortune that was wrung from

the heart's blood of the poor."

" That's because you're a fool," said Uncle Harry

sententiously; "money is money, and what is more,

money is power. If I were a young fellow like Mo-
ran, with a fair chance of success, I'd go in for Gart-

land's houses and lands—and money, too—with a

heart and a half. As for the curses"—he smiled

scornfully—" I'd take them by way of mortgage !"

Uncle Harry was a privileged person in the circle,

and was tolerated, on account of his age, in a latitude

of tongue accorded to no one else. The Doctor con-

tented himself, therefore, with a smile of peculiar

meaning, whilst Moran laughed and said it was time

enough to balance the pro and con of that question

when one had an interest in it, which, on his honor,

was not his case.

"Mary! Mary I take care!" now burst from the

eager circle round the table—Mary Hennessy was

trying her fortune, and her hand was hovering near

the plate which contained the fateful clay. Old and

young gathered round, for Mary was the favorite of

all—every eye followed the motions of her fingers as
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though Fate indeed hung in the balance—again and

again was the warning given, half jest, whole earnest,

to take care—yet still Mary's hand, slow and wary,

and moved away for a moment, would return to the

forbidden spot—all at once, Harry Esmond extended

his hand, playfully, crying, "Nonsense, Mary! that's

not the plate for you!" but instead of drawing

her hand away as he intended, it so happened that

his and hers both came down together on the damp,

dark earth, and Mary's cry of terror, whether real or

assumed, was echoed by Mrs. Esmond. Harry was

at her side in a moment, laughing at her childish

folly, and shaking his finger at Mary Hennessy who
was herself a shade paler than usual, he declared it

was all her fault, giving it, moreover, as his opinion

that she had managed to see under the bandage, and,

with her usual love of mischief, persisted in choosing

the clay just to frighten them all.

" Upon my honor, Harry Esmond !" cried Mary,

shaking back her long curls and looking at him with

a saucy smile, " you are not improving in politeness

since your marriage. To accuse me^—Mary Hen-

nessy—of practising deceit in a matter, positively, of

life and death. Come, come, now, I think we have

all had our turn at the plates."

" All but Aunt Winn," put in Moran slily.

"Aunt Winn wants no more turns—she thanks

you," was the ancient maiden's tart rejoinder, and she

drew herself up in her fullest rigidity. " Every on«

hasn't your luck, Phil Moran, in regard to the muddj
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water—or the rusty gold the doctor was speaking

of a while ago."

This speech was loudly applauded, the more so as

it made the lawyer look a little sheepish,—and

much mollified by the success of her well-aimed

shaft, Aunt Winn smiled a vinegar smile and nodded

her head several times with great self-complacency.

Perhaps gentle Mrs. Esmond was not sorry that

supper was announced at that particular moment,

and she took Uncle Harry's offered arm with right

good will, while Harry, ever free and easy, followed

with that gentleman's grave helpmate, and Moran

went up with a dancing step to make his salaam to

Mary Hennessy, with whom he joined the order of

march to the tune of "The Rakes of Mallow,"

humming at the same time loud enough for all to

hear

—

" BeauiQn, belleing, dancing, drinking

Lived the Rakes of Mallow."

" What a grave and reverend signor—for a law-

yer !" said sprightly Mary Hennessy ;
" do you ever

expect to wear the ermine, or cover those locks of

yours with wig judicial ?"

" Undoubtedly, fair lady ! thicker heads than

mine have worn that venerable coiffure. Only you

take the taming of me," he said, lowering his voice

to a half-whisper, u and you shall see me grave

enough for anything."

" Oh ! you incorrigible scion of the law !" said

Mary with her' clear musical laugh, " what a toft
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handed compliment you pay me ! Let me only have

the taming of you and you would be grave enough

for any thing—angels and ministers of grace! heard

any unfortunate damsel ever the like of that?"
11 Wei) ! but yes or no ?"

" No, decidedly—I leave you to old Gartland'

gold—the Lord forgive me I" she added with sud-

den seriousness, " for naming the dead so lightly !"

u Who were you naming, then?" said her brother

from behind as they entered the spacious dining-

room where supper awaited them. " Will Gartland,

or who ?"

" What a good guess you are, Maurice !" said his

sister evasively ;
" you should have been born in

New England instead of Old Ireland."

Mary Hennessy raised her eyes as she said this,

and encountered the stern gaze of Uncle Harry,

who had just taken his seat near the head of the

table at the right hand of the youthful lady of the

mansion. She blushed consciously, without know
ing why, and. the man of law, seeing the blush, and

mistaking the cause, interpreted the same in his

own favor.

A regular Hallow-eve supper graced the well-

spread board. Some of the dainties there were com-

mon to rich and poor that night, whilst others were

only to be seen on the tables of the rich, though

proper to a festival celebrated in every homesteal

from Cape Clear to Fair Head. Of the former class

was the indispensable dish of " caulcannon," the
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plates of oaten cake, thin, and white, and crisp, and

the tall crystal fruit stands filled with magnificent

apples, the orchard's pride. To the latter class be-

longed the Hallow-eve goose, cooked to its highest

perfection, and the rich variety of nuts, walnuts, fil

berts, almonds, which the poor scarce knew even by

nam?, with the delicately-flavored hazel-nut so com

inon in Irish woods. This is, after all, the Hallow-

eve nut, par excellence, for it alone borrows a charm

from the fated night, and indicates—or is supposed

to do so—the secret motions of lovers' hearts wher>

placed in couples on the hearth within burning react

of the heat from the fire. The Hallow-eve nuts

and the rosy-cheeked apples wherein the curious

damsel stuck her ten new pins—throwing the tenth

one away—to place it under her pillow, .hoping to

dream of the fated one who was to tread life's path

with her !—oh ! who tha»t grew to manhood or wo-

manhood in " dear old Ireland, gay old Ireland,"

land of love and of all things genial, that has not

watched with eagerness the capricious movements

of those Hallow-eve nuts, as they sat side by side on

the well-swept hearth before the clear turf fire, re-

presenting two of the company present, or, just as

often, two who were absent !—what a host of bright

illusions rise before the world-weary heart as me-

mory touches on those festive hours with the hanm-

less mirth, the gleeful sport that youth alone can

know in perfection! What troops of loved ones,

lead or distant, rise before the dreaming eye of
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Irish readers at thought of the Hallow-eve sports !

—

gome—oh many ! to be seen no more on earth

—

brightest and gayest and fondest, too,—others whom
Time and the cold, harsh world have changed almost

to stone !—we ask ourselves have these scenes all

passed away, are we, indeed, in a new world, with an

ever-yawning gulf between us and the past—the

storied, poetical, old-world past ?

Such thoughts as these were all unknown to the

gay party round the Esmond supper-table that Hal-

low-eve night, for the sports and the joys of the Past

were still present with them—even the oldest there

had not outlived the joyous celebration of " the

year's stepping-stones," as some one has quaintly

called the old festivals.

During supper the conversation turned again, by

some singular chance, on old Will Gartland who
had, in his day, enjoyed the unenviable character of

being the worst landlord in the county—or, at least,

in the barony,—for, truth to tell, few of the landlords

of Tipperary County were, in that day, remarkable

as good ones.

For some cause known to himself,—and, it might

be, to some of the others, too,—this disparagement

of the departed spouse of the rich widow was par-

ticularly distasteful to Uncle Harry. Some con-

temptuous allusion having been made by Doctor

Hennessy to that defunct individual whom he styled
11 the oppressor of the poor," Uncle Harry filled his

glass to the brim, and standing up, said with angry
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vehemence,—turning his scowling glance on Hen*

nessy

:

" I drink to the memory of that much-calumniated

mm—he was my friend and neighbor for nigh thirty

years—we all knew him—all shared his hospitality—

I give, then, the memory of William Gartland I"

He drained his glass to the bottom, but no one

followed his example—every glass save his own
either stood untasted, or was turned down empty.

" So none of you will drink my toast ?" said Uncle

Harry, with a heightened color on his face. " Will

not you, Harry Esmond ?"

" Excuse me, uncle !" replied the nephew, his hand-

some face flushed with generous indignation, " I had

no respect for the man when living, nor have I for his

memory when dead. The best thing you can do for

one like him is to leave his memory where his body

lies— * unwept, unhonor'd'—in the earth on which

his soul grovelled during life."

" Bravo, Esmond !" cried Hennessy and Moran.

clapping their hands, while Dr. O'Grady, less de-

monstrative, slapped the table gently two or three

times with his right hand by way of approval, with

a quiet " Hear ! hear !"

" Upon my honor, gentlemen," said Uncle Harry,

with difficulty restraining his passion, "upon my
honor, I take this conduct of yours as very unkind

—very disrespectful to the dfead, and certainly not

•omplimentary to the living,—as far as I'm con
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Denied." Then, as if hoping to soften the matter,

he added, " Ladies ! what say you ?"

The ladies, as if by tacit consent, left the answer

to Mary Hennessy, who was not slow in giving her

opinion. " For once, I entirely agree with the

gentlemen. I'd as soon drink—old Chadwick's*

memory as old Gartland's—sooner, indeed, of the

two, inasmuch as Gartland being, or professing to

be, a Catholic, was the more inexcusable for his

cruel oppression of his Catholic tenantry. I have

myself seen too many of the victims of his pound-

of-flesh exactions not to hold his memory in some-

thing very like abhorrence. I tell you, sir, the

whole world will one day cry out shame on the

cruelty and injustice of—some Irish landlords."

" You do not iuciude all in your fierce anathema,"

observed Uncle Harry with forced composure.
" Certainly not, Mr. Esmond !"—she usually call-

ed him, like the others, Uncle Harry—" God forbid

I did

—

under this roof!" and she looked with moist-

ened eyes at the young master of Esmond Hall,

who was famous throughout the county as one of

the best landlords in it. Harry blushed like a young

maiden at this delicate allusion to his well-known

standing with the people, whilst his uncle prepared

* Mr. Chadwick, the agent of a large estate in Tipperary,

was shot a few years before in broad daylight, near the ruin*

of Holy Cross Abbey, while superintending the erection of a

police-barrack, which his own heartless tyranny, and that of

ethers in his position, alone rendered necessary.
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to astonish the company by an out-and-out defiance.

" Well !" said he, after draining another glass, and

setting it down with most convincing energy,

" well ! good people, once for all, I tell you this

—

I despise the people too much to regard what they

say of me, and I'd just as soon have their bad word

as their good word any day in the year. *I know
they look on the landlords as their natural enemies,

and, like cowards as they are, conspire in secret to

injure them all they can, even where they don't go

the length of murder. Now there's myself, for in-

stance,—you all know that Pm. not a bad landlord

—never was—though I don't say what I will be.

Well ! you know how often my cows have been

haughed, my haggard burned, and various other

outrages of a similar nature perpetrated on my
property. How can I speak well of my tenantry ?

What kindness do I owe them ? I tell you I hate

them—hate them all—man, woman, and child !"

" And maybe they don't hate you /" said a deep,

hoarse voice not heard before at the table. It cer-

tainly came from none of the guests, and all eyes

were turned on the butler, the only servant in the

room, but he was pouring out a glass of water for

Mrs. Esmond, so it could not possibly be him. Still

Uncle Harry was determined to try.

" Do you hear, you fellow !—I say, niece, what's

your butler's name ?—Pierce !—exactly ! I say, you

Pierce !—did you speak to me just now ?"

" Is it me spake to your honor !" the butler replied
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m such a thin, weak voice, that every one laughed

heartily—it was so totally unlike the voice heard but

a moment before. "Do you think I'd make so free

as to spake to a gentleman unless he spoke to me ?

I'm a poor boy, and I don't know much, sir, but as

little as I know, I know my place when the quality's

to the fore ! Bedad, I do, your honor !"

" Where did the voice come from, then ? Would
you have us believe, you rascal, that it came from

the ceiling ?"

" Wisha, how can J tell where it came from ?" was

the innocent and half bashful answer in a sort of

whining tone that was indescribably ludicrous

when compared with the stalwart proportions of the

man ;
" sure nobody wonders, your honor, at any-

thing they hear—or see, aither—on a Hol'eve

night."

The rest of the company all laughed at this sally,

but Uncle Harry did not laugh. He seldom did

laugh, and he was nowise disposed for laughing

then. He fixed his stern eyes for a moment on the

butler's somewhat stolid features, and somehow, as

he looked, the expression of his own face changed

and his look became more earnest. At last he said

through his closed teeth: " If I had my horsewhip

near me, my good fellow ! I'd find a back to lay it

on, without going far from where I sit."

" Uncle Harry," said the host, in accordance with

a sign from his wife, " we're waiting for you to fill

your glass—I've a toast to give. Are you ready!
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I see you are. Well ! here's may we all be alive and

as merry as we are now next Hallow-eve night !"

The toast was drunk with all the honors, and it

seemed to restore the general good humor—even

Uncle Harry so far forgot his previous irritation as

to sing, at his niece's request, "One Bumper at

Parting," written by Moore, to the lively air of

" Moll Roe in the Morning." Nobody ever sang

that song, Henrietta Esmond said, half so well as

Uncle Harry ; and, as if catching the inspiration of

the gay, dashing music, her own sweet voice min-

gled with his when he came to the beautiful words

:

" The sweetness that pleasure has in it

Is always so slow to come forth,

That never, alas ! till the minute

It dies do we koow half its worth.

* * * * *
" But time, like a pitiless master,

Cries " Onward !" and spurs the gay hoars,

For never does Time travel faster

Than when his way lies among flowers."

Then every one that could raise a note joined in

the chorus, and " hearts were light, and eyes were

bright," as the company left the table to finish the

evening in the more refined amusements of the

drawing-room. Meanwhile, the storm without in-

creased its furyi the leafless branches of the trees

swung like skeleton limbs in the fierce blast, and

doors and windows creaked in dismal consonance

to the wild music of the winds that came sweeping

down from the stern old Rock to rush in unimpeded
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fury over the broad plains of Tipperary away to the

far Galteea and the distant hills of Clare. But

little eared the joyous party assembled in Esmond
Hall, for as none of the guests were to leave till

morning light, at least, what was the storm to

them, or the witches and fairies who, that night,

bestrode the blast? The louder the wind blew
;
the

more merrily " laugh, and song, and sparkling jest

went round"—the host and hostess merriest of all

the circle.
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CHAPTER III.

8HATJN THE PIPER.

The next day being All Saints' Day

—

Hollantide

day amongst the Irish peasantry—was, of course

aholyday of obligation. The tardy winter's morn-

ing rose clear and cold. The high wind of the pre*

vious night had dried up the clammy earth, and

towards morning a sharp frost began to whiten the

bare brown pastures and stubble-fields, giving the

first positive indication of the near approach of

winter. The red light of the dawn was just appear-

ing over the Killough heights eastward when old

Bryan Cullenan might be seen wending his home-

ward way from the Chapel where he had just heard

Mass through one of the narrow by-streets leading

off from the Main Street of Cashel. The old man
was alone, as usual, and as he paced with slow and

uncertain steps the rough pavement of the old

borough, his head and shoulders bent slightly for-

ward, and his hands crossed at the wrists in the

loose sleeves of his coarse and faded brown coat

—

of that make known in the rural parts of Ireland as

a " big-coat"—with a large cape, namely, and a

small collar turning over it—his sharp and rather

wasted features composed and thoughtful, and his

grey sunken eyes fixed on the ground as if in medi
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tation, he looked the solitary man he was. The
men and women he met all accosted him with kind-

ness and respect, and the children as he passed

smiled and whispered to each other : " There goes

Bryan, the old man of the Rock!" The urchins

regarded him with a sort of feeling that was not

fear, but rather something more akin to reverence.

The noisiest and most mischievous of them all kept

silent and demure while Bryan was in sight, and it

was a notable fact that no one living remembered to

have seen an ash-bag appended to the rear of Bryan

Cullenan on an Ash-Wednesday. That exemption,

which he shared with the priests, speaks volumes

for the high estimation in which the Hermit was

held by the ragamuffins of Cashel town who, like

all other ragamuffins in Irish towns, take a malicious

pleasure in carrying out the title of the day, by

ornamenting the coat-tails and other such rear

appendages of the passers-by with tiny paper bags

filled with ashes. Which one of our Irish readers

can boast that during their Irish life they went to

Chapel and got home again on an Ash-Wednesday
without hearing from some one passing by the sly

announcement—then a startling one, too—" you

have got an ash-bag on your back ?"

Well ! Bryan Cullenan enjoyed, as we have said,

this very important immunity, with others of a

similar nature, from the juvenile inhabitants of

Cashel, which was the more remarkable on account

of the old man's self-imposed office of expelling all
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such intruders from the sacred precincts of his do-

main on the Rock. Going home from Mass that

Hollantide-day, Bryan was moving along at a pace

somewhat quicker than usual, with that sliding gait

peculiar to the aged, saying his prayers the while

for the repose of the souls who were that morning

recommended to the charitable remembrance of the

congregation. Amongst them was one whiob

would single itself out in Bryan's mind from all the

others, as if demanding special attention, and though

Bryan prayed fervently for all, he did, undoubtedly,

offer up an extra Pater and Ave for that soul in

particular. It was Kathleen Murtha, the mother of

a poor family whom all the country-side knew to

have been ejected off the lands of Harry Esmond,

sen., of Rose Lodge, some two or three weeks before.

The case of these M-urthas made a great noise at

the time, from the exceedingly trying circumstances

in which they were placed. The father of the

family, a thatcher by trade, had fallen off the roof

of a house he had been thatching, full three months

before, and had lain ever since in a helpless con-

dition, one of his thighs having been broken, and

also his collar-bone. He was a poor man, just

barely supporting his family by his daily labor, and

having no time to cultivate a farm, he was obliged

to plant potatoes by " con-acre," in Mr. Esmond's

ground, and to rent a small adjoining cottage from

the same wealthy proprietor. Well ! it so happened

that Tim Murtha's long illness and the want of earn*
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nig, consequent thereon, had completely ruined his

poor family. His wife could not leave him to go

out to work, even if work were to be had, and the

children, three girls and one boy, were too young

to be of any service; the doctor had to be paid, and

that even could not have been done were it not

that the neighboring farmers made up the amount

amongst themselves ; the potatoes, what remained

of them, were seized by Mr. Esmond's bailiffs for

the " con-acre" money, and the pig that was fatten-

ing for the next fair in Cashel, was sold at auction,

with a goat that used to give the children milk, and

a little kid, whose gambols often made them forget

the hunger that was wasting away their young life.

All was gone,—poverty was becoming starvation,

and still, on his bed of pain, lay the so-lately strong

man, his heart torn with anguish at the sight of his

heart-broken wife and her thin pale little ones cow-

ering over the smoky embers of some brambles

which the children had picked up around the fields.

Nor food nor drink did the cottage contain, except

the can of cold water that sat on a table where the

" dresser" used to be—the " dresser" itself was

gone, with the pewter plates and dishes and wooden

vessels, which it had been poor Kathleen's pride to

keep " like new pins." Only the shelter of the roof

remained to the destitute family, and that remained

not long, for on the very day that Tim Murtha

crawled out of bed for the first time, Mr. Esmond's

bailiffs came with certain members of " the crow-bar
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brigade," turned Tim out on the wide world* the

helpless father, the frail, drooping wife, and the

wan, emaciated little children, and levelled to thy

ground their poor, but well-loved dwelling, because
u his honor didn't want such cabins so near the big

house," and was glad of the opportunity to get rid

of one of them.

Prayers, and tears, and expostulations were all in

vain—Tim Murtha knew that well, so he neither

wept, nor prayed, but sat, with his terror-stricken

family clinging around him, on a large flat stone

which Kathleen's feeble arm had helped him to reach,

watching with stony eyes the work of demolition

that left them all houseless on a chill October day.

He thought, with a swelling heart, of the time when
his own hands built that little cottage to bring Kath-

leen home to—a bonny bride. He thought of the

light heart that was in his breast, then, and the bright

hopes that danced before his eyes like fairy visions •

scarce ten years had passed since then, and lo ! the

bright hopes were fled—hunger and cold had their

grasp on his heart, and, worse still, on the hearts of

Kathleen and her children,—and the walls that had

witnessed their humble joys, and the years of com-

fort his honest toil had earned, were now ruthlessly

battered down before his eyes and erased from the

face of the earth. What other thoughts came into

the tortured mind of Tim Murtha, to the tune of the

crashing walls and the falling rafters of his home, God
—and the Devil—only knew. That night the forlorn
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family were sheltered under the roof of a kind

neighbor, himself a poor cottier, too, and next day

a few of " the boys" came together and threw up a

shed against the side of the old Rock amongst the

huts where Bryan had his home.

Not quite three weeks had passed since the Mur-
thas were evicted from their old homestead, and now
Kathleen was dead, and gone to rest. Many a visit

old Bryan had paid to their dreary place of refuge

during those long tedious weeks, and, truth to tell,

two bright half-crowns had past, at as many succeed-

ing visits, from his pocket to that of Tim Murtha.

That was a crown of il the Counsellor's guinea," but

what of that,—" if it helped to keep the life in the

poor things, it couldn't be better spent." Oh how
Bryan rejoiced then that he had divided his share

with those who were more in need than himself

!

But still he kept thinking of the solemn words of

the priest who said Mass that morning

—

"And, breth-

ren, I recommend to your prayers, in a special manner,

the soul of Kathleen Murtha /"

" Ah I" said Bryan to himself, " there's where

God's holy Church differs from the world. The
poor are her care, and the more despised they are by

the rich and the proud of this world, the dearer they

are to the heart of that good Mother—if they only

Lived as Christians. Well ! that's one comfort, any-

how !" he said, as he reached his own door, which

was opened bv Cauth with great alacrity, that sin*
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gular specimen of womankind h&ving been anxiously

awaiting his coming.

" An' what is that ?" said Caflith, as she stooped to

blow np her smouldering fire ;
" what's the comfort

now?"
" Why, just this, Cauth I" said the old man, taking

his seat by the welcome fire that was now beginning

to blaze up cheerily—" that the poor have one friend

that never deserts them—a powerful friend, too—an'

that is Religion ! If it wasn't for Religion, an' the

good, kind priest that bri»gs her smile with him to

the hovels of the poor, how could you, or I, live at

all—or poor Kathleen Murtha, that's gone home now?
What would become of the poor, Cauth ! if it wasn't

for Religion, and the hopes she keeps alive in their

hearts?" Bryan, from his solitary habits and his

almost uninterrupted communion with the spirits of

the dead in the relics of their mortal bodies and the

mouldering works of their hands, had acquired a cer-

tain solemnity in the expression of his thoughts

which at times amounted to dignity. His speech

was, moreover, thickly strewn with metaphor, and

assumed now and then quite a poetical character.

This was only, however, when the old man spoke in

Irish, which he generally did with Cauth ; but even

his English was rather choice from, his frequent com-

munication with the gentle-folks from abroad who
visited the ruins on the Rock. His grave and some-

times even lofty thoughts Cauth could not, of course,

understand, but his style of talking, when he did
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talk freely, commanded her entire admiration and

caused her to look upon the aged Hermit as some-

thing far beyond the common run of people. Be it

known to the reader that Bryan and Cauth did not

stand to each other in the relation of husband and

wife, as might be supposed ; they were strangers to

each otixer, only a year or two before, when Bryan,

at the recommendation of Mrs. Esmond, and' with

her kind assistance, commenced housekeeping, with

Cauth as femme de aharge^ for before that time poor

Bryan had not a roof he could call his own, and spent

most of his nights as well as his days amongst the

lone mansions of the dead on his beloved Rock, com-

ing down only to hear Mass on Sundays and holy-

days, and to receive from the willing hand of charity

the little sustenance which he required. It was only

when the inclemency of the weather drove him for

shelter to the plain below that he ever asked a night's

lodging. He used to say himself, when any one ex-

pressed surprise at his remaining over night on the

Rock, that he had the grandest sleeping room in all

Ireland, and that was "in the king's own house."

But it was not in the old palace of the Munster kings

that Bryan Cullenan oftenest sought repose ; he pre-

ferred the choir of the old Cathedral, just by the

tomb of Myler McGrath, or the shade of the deep

Saxon arch that separates the nave from the choir in

Cormac's Chapel.

As for Cauth, old Bryan knew no more about her

than just what he saw. Who she was, or what she
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was, she carefully kept to herself; and Bryan, being

nowise addicted to curiosity, seldom thought of

what there was peculiar about her manner, unless

when some wild expression, to him unaccountable,

set him thinking of the probable cause of her odd

ways, and the strange fits of moody thought that

would come upon her at times without any apparent

cause.

Her humor was somewhat caustic that Hollantide-

day, and she snapped at Bryan like a cross cur when
he alluded so feelingly to Kathleen Murtha's deserted

state.

" She wasn't trustin' to the priest, anyhow," said

she stopping a moment with the skillet* in her hand,

from which she was pouring out on a wooden

trencher the stiraboutf intended for Bryan's break-

fast—her own share being left in the pot.

" An' sure I know that well, Cauth !" said Bryan

with much feeling; "sure I know who made her bed

an' kep' her clane an' comfortable ever since she

came about the Rock—Oyeh ! one most as poor as

herself," he added as if to himself.

" 'Deed, then, it's little I could do for her," made

answer Cauth ; " but there was them that could an

did give her comfort—may they never know the

want of it themselves, I pray God !"

" An' who were they, Cauth ?"

* An iron pot of the smallest size is so called in Ireland*

f Oatmeal porridge.
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11 That's a saycret, Bryan !" said Cauth, a little soft-

ened; "but—but—I think you might guess."

Bryan looked up from his stirabout at the shrewd,

keen-looking face of Cauth, and his old eyes twin-

kled. " I think I, do Cauth, I think I do."

" Well ! if you do, keep it to yourself, for if it

came to the ears of some people—you know who I

mane—it 'id make bad blood betwixt them all—so

the darlin' says herself, an' she's fearful of bavin*

anybody's ill-will, espaycially when it's in the

family."

"An' more's the pity, Cauth! that it is in the

family. I declare that man's a disgrace to all be-

ioDgin, to him."

"Ay, an' if it wasn't for them he'd a got his oats

long ago !" said Cauth with bitter emphasis

"Whisht! whisht, Cauth! don't say that!" cried

Bryan quickly, and he glanced around as if fearful

that some one might possibly be within hearing.

"But I will say it, Bryan !" said Cauth doggedly,

" an' I say, too, that there's many a one has got set-

tled with before now that wasn't any better entitled

to it."

Bryan dropped his spoon and looked up again,

his pale wrinkled face was flushed, and a light was

shining in his aged eyes that Cauth had never seen

there before.

"Woman !" said he in a grave solemn tone, "who
has made you the judge of that man's, or any other
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man's, evil doings? There's One above that'll judge

us all."

As if a blow had stunned her Cauth dropped

heavily on the stool beside her, and buried her face

in her outspread hands, murmuring in a half audible

voice: "Who am I? Ay, sure enough, who am I

to judge any one? Oh wirra! it's myself can tell

that!"

Bryan, alarmed as he always was by Cauth's

strange soliloquies, began to express his sorrow ff*i

what he had said, assuring her that he didn't mean

to hurt her feelings, " but then, Cauth ! I couldn't

listen to the words you said and hold my peace.

No, Cauth ! I could not, I could not, for murder is

murder be it as it may, an' the Lord in heaven says
1 You shall do no murder.' "

At this Cauth started to her feet, and flung back

the long gray hair that had fallen from under her

close lin$n cap :
" An' who has done murder, Bryan

Cullenan?— who has shed blood? You needn't

look at me with them ould fiery eyes of yours—as

if there was blood on my hand—see there ! see

there!" and she stretched both her hands towards

him, but suddenly drew them back, and sank again

on her seat with a low plaintive moan and a

shudder.

" Christ save us !" ejaculated Bryan in an under

tone, " I b'lieve it's losin' her senses the woman is

!

I'd best get out of her sight, I'm thinkin'."

Unnoticed by Cauth he reached for his hat, where
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t hung on a peg, and softly opening the door left

the cottage. He was taking his way, as usual,

towards the Rock, and had already reached the gate

leading into the hallowed inclosure when the cheer-

ful sound of the bagpipes struck upon his ear, and

the old man paused with his hand on the latch to

await the approach of the wandering minstrel, in

whom he recognized an old friend. Surrounded by

a troop of ragged urchins, for whose special enter-

tainment he evidently blew his chanter at that par-

ticular moment, the piper, a little old man of three-

score-five or thereabouts, moved along with the slow

pace peculiar to his tribe, gladdening the hearts of

his juvenile audience—and most likely his own, too

—

with " The Reel of Tullochgorum." Ever and anon

his course was impeded by the rushing and crushing

of the young tatterdemalions who formed his guard

of honor, each one trying to make his way nearer

to the great centre of attraction; little scrupulous,

moreover, as to the means employed, so that " kicks

and cuffs were more plenty than ha'pence," as the

piper good-humorediy observed. But still he played

on, the crowd increasing by little and little as the

cortege passed along, the merry heart of the old man
growing lighter and lighter, and his music cheerier,

as the acclamations of his noisy escort grew more

and more uproarious. Now and then the music

would suddenly cease, and the piper's voice make
itself heard in tones of remonstrance, rather than

rebuke.
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" Ah then, childer, how can I play if you dont't keep

off my elbow ? See that now !—bad cess to me but

you'll break my pipes, so you will ! Well now, 1

tell you this, if you don't keep off o' me I'll not play

another tune, and that's the end of it, now I"

But it was not the end of it. as the young rogues

well knew by old experience ; for the piper's face

belied his words, and the more he protested against

playing any more, the faster and merrier went the

pipes, amid the joyous shouts of the rosy urchins

who went frisking like kids to the sound of the

music.

It required more than a passing glance to make a

stranger sensible of the fact that the merry face of

the piper wanted the light of the eyes, for the

organs themselves, clear, full, and blue, gave no

other indications of the visual darkness than a

tremulous motion of the lids which might possibly

have proceeded from some other cause. But then

there was a little dog, a wiry, hard-favored terrier,

which trotted along a pace or two in advance of

the piper, to whom it was evidently bound by affec-

tion still more than by the cord, one end of which

encircled the neck of the animal, whilst the other

was fastened to the button-hole of its master's old

frieze coat by a piece of stick run through inside

the garment
;

patiently and gently the dog moved
on, suiting its pace with wonderful sagacity to that

of its master, and maintaining a sort of official

gravity that was proof against every trial, the effect,
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doubtless, of long familiarity with the noisy plaudits

that usually followed the performance to which he

probably considered himself a party. It was clear,

then, that the piper was blind, and it was also clear

that his privation sat lightly upon him, even with

the weight of his sixty odd years, and his houseless,

homeless poverty. Shaun the piper was, indeed,

one of the happiest men in all Ireland, for, like the

Claddagh boatman in the ballad

—

" His heart was true, his wants were few,"

and his pipes made him welcome wherever he went

to a night's lodging and the best fare the peasant's

cot or the farmer's house afforded. Even his dog

—

misnamed Frisk—was as welcome a visitor as him-

self, especially to the junior members of the humble

households where he oftenest sought rest and shelter.

Shaun, like most persons suffering under alike priva-

tion, had a wonderfully-keen sense of hearing, and

could tell people by their voices just as others do by

their faces. He also knew with unerring precision

every foot of ground in Tipperary, and could make
his way, with Frisk alone, through many parts of

Limerick, Clare, and Waterford. He had even

crossed the Knockmeledown mountains, and extend-

ed his " tramp" into Cork; but somehow Frisk's sa-

gacity failed him there, and the pipes never seemed

to sound the same, and Shaun made up his mind that

he and Frisk had better keep to " the old art," so

they never crossed the wild mountains again.

But we have left our friend Bryan standing too
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long at the gate, especially as the weather was cold

and the iron latch felt lik° ice under his hand. A
grim smile puckered his visage as he watched the

triumphal approach of the minstrel who suddenly

stopt short in the middle of a bar, and turned his

sightless eyes towards the Rock.

" Childer !" said he, " we ought to be near the gate

now—I wondher is ould Bryan Cullenau alive yet ?"

11 Oyeh ! it's himself that is—sure he'll never die."

" Alive ! why wouldn't he ? sure he's a ghost him.

self, if there's one on the Rock."
" Whisht, you sprissawn, there he is at the gate Vs

Here the crowd of chattering gaffers fell back

right and left to make way for Bryan, who came
forward with outstretched hand to greet his old ac-

quaintance.
<c You're welcome back to Cashel, Shaun!" he said

in Irish ;
" I needn't ask how you are, for your face

tells that story, and your foot is a'most as light as

it was five-and-twenty years agone when you

danced the Foxhunter's Jig for the quality the

night of the ould master's wedding. Frisk! my
poor fellow ! I'm proud to see you again !"

Frisk acknowledged the compliment by wagging

his tail demurely.
u Wisha, Bryney the Rock, is this yourself?" was

the piper's hearty response as he eagerly seized and

warmly shook the old man's hand ;
" I was just

a-thinkin' to myself thai if j®n were still above
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ground I'd soon hear your voice. Well ! I declare

I'm glad to see you."

He forgot that he didn't see him, but the mis-

chievous elves around, all eyes and ears, quickly

detected the slip of the tongue.

" O murdher ! do you hear what he says ?—he's

glad to see him !" This was the signal for a roar of

juvenile laughter, that drew a half-angry rebuke

from Shaun, and a whole-angry one from Bryan, both

of which only tended to increase the merriment of

the waggish crew.

" Put up your pipes, Shaun P* said Bryan, " and

come in and have some breakfast—I've a little

place of my own now."
" Do you tell me so, Bryan ? And where is it,

agra ?"

" Only a step or two back from here—come now !

-—be off home with you, childher ! Shaun will play no

more this bout."

This unwelcome news had to be repeated by

Shaun himself before it was received as true, and

even then the youngsters were not got rid of till

the door of Bryan's cottage hid the piper, his pipes

and dog from their eager sight.

" That was a pleasant night you were speakrn' of,

Bryan !" said Shaun as they entered. " But I didn't

know that you were there."

" 'Deed an' I was, then,—wasn't the whole coun

try there ? An' full an' plenty there was for every-

one. A darlin' fine young gentleman the ould mas
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ter was then,—the heavens be his bed this day ! for

it's himself was always a good friend to the poor,

an' liked well to see them about him."

" Pity all the Esmonds weren't like him /" said the

piper with a sudden change of manner.

" His son is as good as ever he was !" said Bryan

as he took the pipes and placed the piper on a stool

near the fire.

" But his brother isn't," returned Shaun with a de-

gree of excitement altogether unusual. " If there's

vengeance in heaven it'll come down on him, as sure

as his name is Harry Esmond !"

" Pooh ! pooh ! Shaun, don't be so hard on the ould

gentleman !—don't now, and God bless you, for I

don't like to hear anything bad laid out for one of his

name. They're a good stock, you know yourself."

" I do, well, Bryan ! an' that's the very raison

why ould Harry shouldn't act as he does. A body
doesn't wonder at the upstarts that's takin' the

place of the rale quality to be hard on the ould

tenants, an' trate God's poor like dogs, but, I tell

you, Bryan ! it's against nature for an Esmond to

make a brute of himself."

" A brute, Shaun !—oh vo ! vo ! what's comin'

over you ?"

" I say he is a brute, Bryan ! take it as you will

—if he wasn't, he wouldn't turn the piper from his

door, and kick the piper's dog." This last came out

with such strong emphasis that it was clearly the

greater offence of the two.
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* An' did ould Mr. Esmond do that ?" questioned

Biian anxiously.

"He did, Bryan, as I'm a sinner, an' if I was to

die on the roadside of hunger—myself an' Frisk—

I wouldn't cross his threshold again. Never fear

but the grass 'ill grow green enough on that same

threshold, maybe afore you or I goes home yet."

" Cauth !" said Bryan, for the first time addressing

the old woman, who sat a silent listener in the chim-

ney-corner, " Cauth ! have yoii anything for Shaunto

eat and drink ?—the best you have isn't half good

enough for him !"

" Cauth !" repeated Shaun, catching at this first in-

timation of another being present, " an* who is

Cauth, if it's a fair question ?"

Bryan would have been puzzled to answer, but

Cauth relieved him of the task. " One that knows
you well, Shaun ! an' danced many 's the time to your

music years and years agone, near the foot of

Slievenamon, eastward." There was an evident at-

tempt at disguising the voice, but it could not de-

ceive Shaun. He started, turned his head quickly

towards the speaker, and said in a voice very dif-

ferent from his usual tone :
" Slievenamon ! no—-no

—not there ! The Lord save us all ! what brings

you here—all the way from "

" Sit over an' take some breakfast," said Cauth

quickly; "there's a cup of tay tnat'll do your ould

heart good, an' some white bread from the big

house. God's blessin' on the giver, an' that's
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young Mrs. Esmond herself! Come, Frisk, good

dog ! here's some could stirabout for you, an' milk,

too, my poor fellow !"

" The milk isn't as plenty with you now, my
woman ! as it used to be," said Shaun in a low voice

as Bryan placed him at the little table. A change

had come over the buoyant spirit that even the

snows of age could not chill, and Shaun was many
degrees paler than when he .entered the cottage,

while the happy smile had vanished from his face.

Words seemed hovering on his lips which he did

not care to speak, and troubled memories were evi-

dently at work in his usually tranquil mind.

Cauth, too, appeared ill at ease, watching the

piper's face with a keen scrutinizing glance, and

shrinking fearfully as often as he opened his lips to

speak. Bryan noticed all this, and when Shaun,

having finished his scant breakfast, observed that it

was time for him to be moving, the old man rose

with alacrity, saying that he ought to be on the Rock
long ago, there was always so much to be done there

and only him to do it.

As the two old men left the cottage together,

Cauth followed them to the door. " So you're goin',

Shaun! without as much as say in' ' God be with you !'

"

" I declare an' so I was," said he, turning back his

head. " Well ! God be with you !" but he did not

offer his hand. " Will you keep my saycret ?" whis-

pered Cauth, " for God's sake do !" " I will—God

Dity you !" And Shaun was gone.
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CHAPTER IV.

bryan's stations.

It was not to scrape the moss from the tombs

and head-stones, or to replace the precious frag-

ments rent by Time and the pitiless elements from

the ancrent sculptures, that Bryan Cullenan wended

his way to the ruins on the Rock that cold Novem-
ber day. He did not forget that it was the Feast

of All Saints, and, therefore, a holyday of obliga-

tion, but somehow he never felt perfectly at home
anywhere else, and had always a misty notion that

when he was not there he ought to be, and was

pretty certain of being wanted. It is true the

Rock had few visitors at that season, but still some

there might be, and who so well as Bryan could tell

them all about the old place, and the great sights

that used to be seen there in the old, old times 9

Then, if nobody chanced to come, Bryan was never

at a loss for employment, for he told his beads over

and over for all sorts of pious intentions, and when

he was not telling his beads, why then, his thoughts

were his best companions, to borrow a phrase of

his own, quoted in turn from an old story with

which all of us were familiar in davs of childhood.

In the solitude of the ruins, which to many would
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have been insupportable, Bryan found his peace and

happiness ; on working days, working as though

his subsistence depended on it, from early morning

till late night, beguiling his self-imposed task the

while with prayer, or meditation, or mayhap the

croning of an ancient hymn, generally in the old

Celtic tongue that best befitted the solemn ruins

dating from Celtic ages.

The calls of nature were seldom pressing on old

Bryan, whose attenuated frame required but little

sustenance, and even that little he could dispense

with for the better part of the twenty-four hours

without much inconvenience to himself. This was

partly the effect of long habit, and partly of forget-

fulness, in the strange preponderance of the spiri-

tual over the corporal in his nature daring his soli-

tary hours on the Rock. Once or twice it happened

that he had been disturbed in some quaint old-world

reverie by the officious kindness of Cauth coming

rip to summon him to his morning or noonday meal

(it was only in broad daylight that Cauth would

venture to set foot on the Rock), so he charged the

old woman never to trouble him again on any ac-

count "in regard to the eatin' or drinking for when
he was hungry he'd go down himself." Cauth was

fain to submit, for the old man had such a way with

him, as she said to herself, that nobody cared to con-

tradict him. " It's doatin' the crature is," was her

final conclusion on that, as on many other occasions,

u an' I suppose there's nothin' for it but to let him
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have his way." Sc Bryan ever after had his way

as far as his solitary life on the Rock was concerned.

The hours of that holy day passed away all un

noticed by Bryan. According to his custom on

such days he made what he called his " Stations,'*

beginning at the image of St. Patrick on the great

stone by the gate, and ending at the spot where the

high altar of the Cathedral once rose in all the

grandeur of archiepiscopal pomp. Bryan had mark-

ed out for himself in the circuit of the holy places,

fourteen stations, corresponding with the Stations

of the Cross, following, as he was fain to hope, the

course by which the Sacred Host was carried in

procession in the grand old times when the arch-

bishops of Cashel were kings of Munster, and

princes carried the canopy that covered the King of

kings.

Long time the old man paused and prayed in the

beautiful choir of Cormac's Chapel, where the altar

stood of old—again at the tomb of the holy founder,

close by the Chapel-wall—then on to the Chapel of

the Apostles, roofless and bare, yet still decorated

with the sculptured images of the Twelve Apostles.

There, tradition says, stood, ages since, " a fair

statue of a bishop," whom ancient chronicles point

out as David MacKelly, Archbishop of Cashel, who
died in the middle of the thirteenth century. " and

was buried in the little Chapel of the Apostles."

From there passed Bryan to the old Abbey, whose

once noble Church was a goodly resting-place foi
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the Blessed Sacrament in those grand processions

of old time, when mitred abbots and cowled monks
graced the choir stalls, and the stately cloisters

echoed to the fall of many feet. Here was a place

to pause and meditate—here where so many holy

monks and sainted abbots slept the sleep of peace.

Last of all was the Cathedral with its long line of

buried archbishops, many of whom are still known
by name to the people and their memory fondly

cherished. There was Angus, the holy prince,

whose conversion from paganism by St. Patrick

himself is still the theme of the winter's tale by the

cottage-hearth, on account of the marvellous faith

of the royal convert, what time he suffered the

point of Patrick's iron-shod staff to penetrate his

foot without a murmur or a groan, deeming it part

of the baptismal rite. There was Cormac Mac
Cullenan, the holy prince-bishop, who rebuilt St.

Patrick's old Church and erected that Chapel which

still bears his name, a miracle of ancient art. There

was Archbishop O'Hene, of whom chronicles tell

that he was u the fountain of religion in the western

parts of Europe;" and there was Arohbishop O'Du-

nan, known to his own and after ages as " the most

pious man in the western world;" there was Arch-

bishop Maurice, to whose learning and wisdom even

the Welchman, Cambrensis, bears witness, albeit

that he spoke his mind rather freely to that worthy

on one memorable occasion, when Giraldus having

taunted the Irish with having no martyrs, the pre-
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late replied :
" Though our country be looked apon

as barbarous, uncultivated, and cruel, yet they

always have paid reverence and honor to ecclesi-

astics, and never could stretch out their hands

against the saints of God. But now there is come

a people who know how, and are accustomed to

make martyrs. Henceforth Ireland, like all other

countries, shall have hers." (Well you said it,

Maurice of Cashel, many a martyr Ireland has had

since!) There was Archbishop O'Heney, Legate-

Apostolic in Ireland, and author of the " Life of

St. Cuthbert, of Lindisfarne," whom he proves to

have been an Irish saint ;* there was Richard

O'Hedian, one of the greatest prelates that ever

swayed the crozier of Cashel—the restorer and

renovator of all the buildings on the Rock, the

founder of the hall for the Vicars-Choral—the St.

Laurence O'Toole of Cashel—the prelate who was

impeached by John Gese, the Protestant Bishop of

Waterford and Lismore, in thirty articles, the prin-

cipal of which were. That he made very much of

the Irish and loved none of the English," and fur-

thermore, " That he gave no benefice to any Eng-

lishman, and advised other bishops to the like prac-

tice." Bryan Cullenan could not have enumerated

the great Archbishop's claims to the admiration of

posterity, but he knew him, by tradition, as one who

* It is worthy of remark that Benedict XIV. in his decree

regarding the offices of Irish Saints, also mentions St. Cuth-

bert as one of the national Saints of Ireland.
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Btood up manfully for the old race ; with all Munster

he loved and rev^enced his name, and the place of

his sepulture in the old Cathedral was one of the

hermit's favorite shrines. The tomb of Myler

McGrath, though from its position in the deep choir

it often sheltered the old man's rest in the warm
nights of summer, was yet not one of his "Stations,"

for even if the apostate prelate did recant his errors

on his bed of death, he was still " Queen Bess'

bishop" to all the county round, and no man or wo-

man in Ormond wide ever breathed a blessing on his

name. The stain of apostacy was not to be effaced

from the memory of an archbishop by the private re-

cantation of public errors persisted in for years.

No ! no !—prayers might be said for the repose of

that late repentant soul, and many a one Bryan did

say with that intention, but no prayers were offered

up by him or others at the tomb where " the first

Protestant Archbishop of Cashel" had mouldered

into dust.

These tombs, with the old altar-sites, were Bryan

Cullenan's "Stations," but these were not all the

Christian heroes whose memory gilds the ruined

fanes of Cashel. Some of the greatest and holiest of

the archbishops gave up their souls to God far away

from the Sacred Rock, and ever as Bryan knelt be-

fore the forsaken spot where of old they ministered

at the altar, he would murmur to himself, " An' sure

they're not all here, the more's the pity ! Isn't there

Archbishop O'Hurley, the holy martyr, that suffered
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death and torture for the faith, that was buried in

saycret somewheres near Dublin ?
# Ay ! an' many

another holy bishop that died in France and Spain,

in the time of the troubles. Well ! it's a folly to talk,

England has a deal to answer for, an' it's the black

reckonin' shell have to pay when her day of reckonhr*

comes I"

" But ochone 1" Bryan would sigh, as he sat him-

self down on the projecting base of a noble column

in the aisle, after finishing his stations, and fixed his

sorrowful gaze on the shattered walls of the choir,

where the winter-wind was making sad music as it

swept in eddies through the breaches time had made;
" ochone ! it's a hard thing to think that England

wasn't the worst after all—wasn't Murrogh of the

Burnings worse than any Sassenach of them all ? an'

him of the rale ould stock, too, with Brien's own
blood in his veins ! Och, wirra ! wirra ! to think of

him havin' twenty priests dragged from behind the

holy althar, where they were hidin', and butchered

like sheep there right in front of it—not to speak of

the three thousand people he burned up in the town

*The martyrdom of Dei mot O'Hurley, Archbishop of C isliel,

in the reign of Elizabeth, «ras accompanied by circumstances

of the most revolting cruelty. He was bound to a stake, his

arms and legs covered over with pitch, salt, oil and sulphur;

fire was then applied so slowly that the holy prelate was kept

several hoars in torture. He was then placed on the rack,

and, still persisting in hie refusal to acknowledge the suprem-

acy of Elizabeth in spiritual matters, was taken to Stephen's

Green and there strangled.
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below! Well! well! if there's justice in heaven,

Murrogh O'Brien, you have a low place in the pit of

hell! still," recollecting himself, "they say he was

sorry for it all before he died—an' turned Catholic,

too—well! maybe he did—God's grace can soften

the hardest heart, we all know—but if Murrogh of

the Burnings died a good Christian, it was ameracle

an' nothing else. I declare to my heart if he's in

heaven I'd aslieve not see him—I'd sooner have some-

body else convaynient to me there—God forgive me !"

Then Bryan would endeavor to bring himself to

more Christian sentiments with regard to Murrogh,

but do as he would he never could school his lips or

his rebellious heart to pray for his soul's repose. "If

it be true that he died a Catholic," said Bryan to

himself, "then he gets his share of the Church's

prayers, an' can do without mine—well for him, for

I'm afeard if he had no others, he wouldn't get many
from me—barrin' I jist was sartin sure that he had

no one else to pray for him. A body couldn't be too

hard that way to any poor soul that stood in need

of their prayers. Oh musha ! the Lord have mercy

on all that's puttin' their punishment over them,

either in the other world orchis ! An' sure that re-

minds me—the morrow is All-Souls' Day, an' I must

make the Stations for them. I'll warrant there'll be

plenty o' them about me here the night !—The poor

sorrowful creatures ! Please God, I must be down
for first Mass in the mornin', an' to make my little

offerings with the rest."
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" So passed the day—the evening fell,"

the early evening of dull November, yet Bryan wan

still at his dreary post, though the drizzling rain

coming chill on the blast had driven him hours be-

fore to the safe shelter of Cormac's Chapel, the stone

roof of which was proof alike to wind and rain. As
the shadows deepened around him, where he sat

under the deep arch of the portal, and the stony

faces on the corbels looked grimmer and quainter

through the mist, and the pillars of the blind arches

within the building, but dimly seen from the entrance

even in broad day, receded, as it were, from Bryan's

view, into the darkness that enveloped the nave and

choir, the old man felt an awe creeping over him

that still was not fear. It was the vigil of the Dead,

and with the shadows came the spirits, as Bryan

firmly believed. But they were not spirits that

Bryan feared—they were only "poor wandering cra-

tures lookin* for help," and what help Bryan could

give them he cheerfully gave, in accordance with

the spirit of the Church whose solemn commemora-

tion of All Souls in the Propitiatory Sacrifice was

next day to gladden the suffering spirits of the mid-

dle state—be their place of punishment where it

might. To any other than Bryan Cullenan the sense

of solitude, and of supernatural presence would have

been overwhelming, but to Bryan it was far other-

wise—silence and solitude were his dream of life,

and his intimate communion with the dead, and en-

tire devotion to their memory raised him far beyond



T4 THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.

the vulgar fear of the supernatural which supersti

tion loves to cherish.

Ha! ha! ha!" laughed Bryan low to himself, " tc

think of that foolish Cauth tellin' me not on any

account to stay on the Rock this evenin' after

nightfall !—as if I'd be afeard of them, anywhere, or,

as if they'd do me any mischief!—aren't they about

us everywhere as thick as the grass in the fields, an'

still nobody sees them, the craturee ! or hears them,

aither—it's little they trouble us, after all !—why,

then, now, what can that be ?—there's no livin' bein'

barrin' myself that 'id be on the Rock at this hour !

—

It must be something else !"

Rising from his seat. Bryan stepped out, regard-

less of the rain, and strained his ear to listen. The
sound was, at first, a low moaning, and Bryan

whispered softly to himself—" That's some poor

wanderin' sperit, anyhow !—There's heavy trouble

on it, I'll go bail."

All at once a soft plaintive voice was heard sing-

ing in Irish a ditty well known in Munster, and

these were the words in English

:

"I could wander through the streets hand-in-hand with my
true love,

I would sail the salt sea with no fortune but you love;

My nearest aod my dearest Id leave tfoem for ever,

And you'd raise me from death if you sail ' we'll ne'ef

sever !' '

"Well! that's a quare ghost !" said Bryan, mov-
ing a littlfe farther in the direction of the voice—" I
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believe it's in the Tower it is!" He moved cau-

tiously along by the end of the great Church—the

Round Tower standing at the angle of one arm of

the transept as Cormac's Chapel nestles in the shade

of the other—but had not gone many steps when

he again stood still, for the mournful caoine was

rising fitfully on the breeze, and the clapping of

hands was heard, aud sighs and moans that seemed

to come from a breaking heart.

" Christ save us I" ejaculated Bryan, and he

crossed himself devoutly, "it must be the Banshee!

—maybe it's a warnin' for myself!—sure enough

the Banshee follows the Cullenans !—Oh vo ! vo !

isn't that a sorrowful cry ?" He was yet speaking,

when the invisible singer broke again into a wild

strain of music and sang, still in Irish :

" Gladly, my blighted flower,

Sweet apple of my bosom's tree,

Would I now
Stretch me in your dark death-bower,

Beside your corpse, and lovingly

Kiss your brow.

" But we'll meet ere many a-day,

Never more to part,

For even now I i'eel the clay

Gath'riDg round my heart."*

" Ah !" said Bryan to himself, " I know now who
it is—it's neither ghost nor Banshee, but mad
Mabel !—poor thing ! poor thing !—where is she, at

all ?"

* Mangan's Translation.
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It must be owned that Bryan's step was some-

what quicker after making this discovery than it

was when he expected to see the Banshee; he

speedily turned the angle of the transept-wall, and

there, crouching at the foot of the old pillar-tower,

was a female figure, only to be distinguished from

the dark objects around by the light color of her

garments. Neither the darkness nor the rain ap-

peared to disturb the unhappy being who had

chosen a place so lone and drear for her wild and

mournful minstrelsy.

" Wisha, Mabel ! my poor girl !" said Bryan ten-

derly raising her from the wet ground, " what on

earth brought you here such a night as this ?"

" Husht ! husht !" she replied in a cautious whis-

per, putting her mouth close to Bryan's ear, " they

told me he was here—hidin', you know—hidin'

—

isn't this Holy Cross ?"

"No, no, Mabel! this is Cashel—the Rock of

Cashel, you know I" and encircling her frail form

with his arm, he hurried towards the gate, anxious

to get her housed with Cauth in his own cottage.

" Cashel !" she repeated in a whisper ; then, as if

the name awoke an echo in her darkened mind, she

sang a snatch of an old song, to the air of " The
Girl I Left Behind Me:"

" No more—no more in Cashel town

I'll sell my health a-raking,

Nor on days of fairs rove np and down,

Nor join the morry-making."
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" Whisht ! there's the Peelers—they 11 hear you—
and listen hither, honest man 1—if they do, they'll

hang you—they hang everybody I"

Then all at once she broke out again with

:

" The Bansha Peelers were out one night,

On duty on patrolling, !

They met a goat upon the road,

And took her to be a stroller, !"

" Good man, why don't you sing ?

—

he used to

sing*, you know ! But did you hear that he was

dead ?" She peered into Bryan's face through the

darkness, then pushing him away with a force that

made him stagger, she cried with a disdainful laugh :

" Get away with you, now! you're ould, an' he's

young—will you not be botherin' me with your pa-

laver ?—O wisha ! I never hear his voice now, at all

!

where is he ?—ay ! that's it—he's at Holy Cross—all

alone by himself they tell me, an' that's why I want

to go !—An' I must go, too, an' be there afore the

clock strikes twelve the night—let me go now—you

see I can't stay, at all, at all
"

" Och ! among the green bushes he's waiting for me !"

Bryan had purposely kept silence, fearing lest the

sound of an unfamiliar voice might frighten her so

that his feeble arm could not longer hold her. But
still he kept on his way, whilst the rain fell faster

and heavier each passing moment. They had now
reached the cottage, at the door of which stood

Cauth waiting anxiously, as on the previous night,
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for Bryan's appearance. She was jest commencing

with—" Why, then, Bryan ?! when the old man
brushed past her with Mabel into the house.

" Wisha, Bryan ! who's that you have with you?"

cried Cauth, following them in, but no sooner did

her eye fall on the pale face of me maniac, looking

ghostly through the long, damp tresses that hung

over it in wild disorder, than a livid palor over-

spread her own visage, and she shook like an aspen

leaf. Meanwhile, Bryan had seated the miserable

creature in the chimney-corner, and, although the

fire was blazing brightly, he threw on some addi-

tional turf, which latter a<$t not being agreeable to

Cauth, served to arouse her from her momentary
stupor.

" Now, then, what did you do that for ?" she said

sharply enough, considering that the turf was un-

questionably Bryan's own, " wasn't the fire good

enough ; one 'id think you had a turf-stack back o'

the house."

" Never mind, Cauth, never mind—God is a rich

provider—come and see to poor Mabel—can't yo4i

put some clothes on her till you dry these duds she

has on ?—She's most dead with the cowld an' wet,

you see..
1 '

" Cowld—cowld !" muttered the girl, crouching

over the lire, and shivering all over as the kindly

warmth reached her emaciated frame through the

Wet garments that clung around her.

" Why, then, to be sure, I'll put dry clothes on
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her," said Cauth with a strange mixture of compas-

sion and peevishness in her tone, and in her face

;

" do you think I'm a Turk or a haythen that I

wouldn't?—but; where did you come across her?"
" On the Rock above, an' sure it was the blessin

o' the world that I happened to be there at the

time. She might have been out all night under the

rain, an' maybe it's dead I'd find her in the mornin'.

See how God takes care of them that can't take

care of themselves ! Praise an* glory to His name

—

He does !"

It was no so easy matter for Cauth to get the ne-

cessary change made in Mabel's apparel. She could

not persuade her to leave the fire, and although

Bryan went out of sight behind the jamb wall, so as

to leave the place to themselves, the difficulty still

existed. The girl had taken it into her head that

some sinister motive prompted the disrobement, and

she resisted with all the strength that madness gives.

" If it's goin' to hang me you are," said she, free-

ing herself with a sudden jerk from the restraint of

Cauth's arm, " there's no need for you to strip me,

sure !—can't you hang me with my clothes on ?"

Cauth tried to expostulate, but her voice failed

her, and a convulsive shudder passed through her

frame. The senseless prattle of the maniac was

either striking some chord in her own heart, or

exciting her compassion to an intolerable degree.

She silently renewed her efforts, however, to tak*
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off the wet clothes, and finally succeeded, owing

mainly to their tattered condition. But still, to the

last, Mabel kept grumbling and protesting.

" Hut, tut ! you bould jade ! isn't it ashamed you

cught to be to strip a dacent girl that way ?—Be
off with you, now—not a tack more you'll get off

—

not a tack !—O murdher ! isn't she the robber, all

out ?"

When the warm dry clothes were once on, how-

ever, Mabel's tone changed. She began to feel the

comfort, and a smile overspread her wan features,

as, looking down at the red drugget petticoat which

Cauth had put on, she said to Bryan, who had just

resumed his place at the fire :

"There now, you see, I'm 'Petticoat Loose

P

—

I

tould you so, but you wouldn't b'lieve me !—don't

be afeard, ould man ! I'll not hurt you ! But don't

stop me—don't an' God bless you, for I'm on my
way to Holy Cross to see him you know> an'

I must be back at the hill before cock-crow!

There, look at her /" pointing with a giggling laugh

at Cauth who had dropped almost fainting on a

seat—" she's afeard of the ghost, you see !—she

thinks Petticoat Loose '11 hang her—ha ! ha ! ha

!

maybe she will—she hung me onst—that I mayn't

sin, but she did !—an' I'm walkin', walkin* ever

sence, an' will till the day o' judgment."
u The Lord save us 1" muttered Cauth; "she'll be

the death o' me this night, if I stay in the one house
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with her!* Any way, I must get the supper for

them."

The supper was got accordingly—tea and oaten

bread for Mabel, porritch and milk for Bryan, in

which Cauth made a show ofjoining him, but it was

plain that the appetite was wanting to her -Mabel,

on the contrary, swallowed her supper greedily, and

with evident relish of the tea, then a luxury little

common amongst country people in any part of Ire-

land.

"Tay!" said Mabel very softly, looking at the

liquid in her cup, " I like tay—I get it up at the

Hall"—then, as if the name brought a thought into

her mind, she turned to Bryan with quite a confi-

dential air

—

<( Jerry Pierce is at the Hall now—you

know Jerry ?—he's not hung yet—but ould Mr. Es-

mond says he'll hang him, an' Tim Murtha, an'

everybody—an' then 'on't they hang him—maybe

they 'on't—no, no—they don't hang the quality

—

it's shoot them they do !" and she lowered her voice

to a hissing whisper that froze the blood in the veins

of those who heard her. " You needn't look at me
so, honest man ! for it's truth I tell you—they do

shoot the gentlemen, by times "

" Whisht ! whisht ! Mabel !" said Bryan in a tone

* A ghost, known by this appellation, was the terror of the

Tipperary peasantry of that neighborhood for years before

and after the time specified—perhaps is still, for aught w«

know. The scene of her perambulations was a bare bleak

hill, a few miles from Cashel.
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of great alarm, knowing that walls have ears, some
times. " You said you liked tay—give her ano-

ther cup, Cauth !"

But Mabel would persist in the obnoxious theme,

tea or no tea: "Did you ever hear of ould Chad-

wick—didn't they shoot him—didn't they, now ?

—

Mara said they did— an' listen hither," puking

Bryan's head close to her—" he said it was him—
you know who I mane—there ! don't say a word—
for your life—but there was blood spilled, now

—

that's God's truth—an' sich hangin' you never seen

as there was after it! ha! ha! ha!—they thought to

hang me, too, but I hid behind King Donogh's tomb

in Holy Cross Abbey abroad, an' that's how they

missed of me
)
you see !—but they cotched him—an*

they hung him, for all his purty red cheeks, an' his

yalla hair."

" Och ! what c 1 r was your true-love's hair,

And what clothes did yo ir true-love wear 1

A green silk jacket this maid replied,

And his y allow hair t<> his belt was tied."

A groan from Cauth here drew Bryan's atten-

tion, and a glance at her face was sufficient to show

him that something unusual was the matter with

her—she sat with her distended eyes fixed on

vacancy, her lips and cheeks as bloodless as those

of a corpse, and her hand extended as if in the act

of pointing at some object.

" Blessed Mother !" cried Bryan, " what'll I do
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with her at all ?—It's dyin' she is, as sure as any*

thing!—Cauth! Cauth! what's comin' over you

Ionian ?" and he shook her gently, but for some

time received no answer. Mabel, as if conscious

that something was wrong, crept to her side, and

began stroking down her hair, murmuring—" Poor

thing! poor thing! did they hang somebody from

you?—Cry now! why don't you cry? I used to

cry long ago, but I can't cry now !—I can only

laugh—and sing—Och ay !

tl
' I sing my bonny bunch of locher, 0.' "

Cauth's features began, at length, to relax, and

heaving a long, deep-drawn sigh, she shuddered,

looked at Mabel, and covered her face with her

hands as if to shut out the sight of her.

" Bryan !" said she in a choking voice, "I can't

stand it any longer. We must either get her to

sleep, or I must leave the house—she'd have me as

mad as herself before an hour."

" Well ! I declare," said Bryan in a whisper, " I

feel mighty quare myself, listenin' to her—do, an'

God bless you ! try an' get her to bed—you can put

her in mine, an' I'll sit up all night, for it wouldn't be

safe for us both to go to sleep ; she might burn the

house on us, so she might, for I'm afeard it's not-

much she'll sleep."

With much persuasion Mabel was induced to go to

bed and, once down, she slept soundly, contrary to
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the expectations of her host. After a good-natured

dispute about which of them should occupy the

second bed, Bryan's firmness prevailed, and poor

Cauth stretched her length on the straw pallet, not

to sleep, but to rest her weary limbs.



THE HERMIT OF THE ROOK. 85

CHAPTER V.

MART HENNESST HAS A TISIT, AKD BRYAN ANOTHER.

It was drawing towards Christmas, that is to say

about the middle of December, when four gentle

men sat together over their wine in the comforta

ble dining-room of an old-fashioned house in Friai

street, in the good city of Cashel. One of these

was Doctor Hennessy, the host of the evening, other

two Doctor O'Grady and Attorney Moran, while the

fourth was a tall, gray-haired man of portly presenoe,

whose garb, as well as his manner, indicated the

priest. He was, indeed, the parish priest of Cashel,

and a Dean, moreover, of the archdiocese. A grave

and reverend man he was, stern enough, too, at

times, but at heart the kindest of human beings,

the poor of Cashel and its vicinity knew full well.

To ail the oppressed of the country round Dean

McDermot was a tower of strength, for the highest

and proudest of their oppressors not seldom quailed

before his scathing irony, and the indomitable energy

with which he defended the rights of the poor and

the powerless. Far and near he was known as the

protector of the widow and the orphan, the friend

of the friendless, and the terror of the wicked. The

fiercest faction-fight that ever raged in the streets

of the old borough was suspended, at least for the
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time being, by the sound of the Dean's voice, 01

even the news of his approach. Nay, the very chil-

dren in " the chapel" were so struck with awe when

at the " Catechism" on Sunday afternoon he made
his appearance amongst them that their tongues

were tied with fear, and the well-conned answers

died away on their lips as he passed along the line

abruptly questioning each in turn with characteris-

tic abruptness, tapping his top-boots the while with

the end of his riding-whip. Yet how dear he was

to the hearts of his flock, young and old, the tra-

ditional respect still paid to his memory, after the

lapse of many years, is the best and most convinc-

ing proof. The Dean was not much given to what

are called the pleasures of the table, but he did oc-

casionally entertain some of his principal parishion-

ers at dinner, and could not refuse, perhaps would

not if he could, accepting their hospitality in

return.

Such was the venerable gentleman who occupied

the head of Dr. Hennessy's table that day, a privilege

everywhere accorded to him, and, indeed, to Irish pa-

rish priests generally, amongst their own parishioners

of the middle class, especially where the guests are but

few and all of the same circle, as was the case on

that occasion. Mary Hennessy and Bella Le Poer,

who had been of the party, had retired a little be-

fore, leaving the gentlemen to their politics and their

wine, as Mary laughingly observed.

" Now, mind/' said Mary to her brother, opening
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the door again for a moment, " mind, and don't stay

long here, for, you know, the Esmonds and Mrs.

O'Grady are coming to tea. Excuse me, Dean I"

she added with a bright smile, " I forgot, for the mo-

ment, that you were present—so in your hands I leave

my request." The Dean smiled assent, and the

roguish face vanished from the door, the owner of it

humming " Di Tanti Palpiti" as she and Bella as-

cended the stairs arm in arm.

Leaving the young ladies to amuse themselves in

the drawing-room, pending the expected arrivals, we
will return to the gentlemen in the parlor. Resum-

ing a subject which had been previously under dis-

cussion, Dr. O'Grady said

:

(/
It does strike me as something odd, that these

agrarian murders, so to speak, are of more frequent

occurrence in our county than, perhaps, any other

in the kingdom. Can you account for it, Dean, you

that knows the country so well ?"

" I account for it in this way," the Dean replied,

" that perhaps there is no county in Ireland where

so little justice has been dealt out to the people in

times past, and, I am sorry to say, in times present.

The natural consequence is that the oppressed have

fallen, in the lapse of years, into an ugly habit of ad-

ministering justice themselves—or what they consi-

der justice—after their own wild fashion. They have

long ago found out that the law is not for them but

their oppressors—therefore, they fling it to the

winds—excuse me, Mr. Moran!—and take vengeance
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as their motto. It is much to be deplored, undoubt

edly, but is not the hard-heartedness of the landlords

also to be deplored, and the blind infatuation that

hurries them on to their doom ? All the fearful ex-

amples of swift and terrible revenge which their own
eyes have seen will not induce them to treat their

unhappy tenants, when in their power, with less ri-

gorous severity."

" I believe you are right, Dean!" said Dr. O'Grady;

"if there weren't some such infatuation over them,

surely the fate of Chadwick, shot down in broad day-

light before several witnesses, would alone be a suf-

ficient warning to them."

"For my part," said the host, "I only wonder

there aren't more of the landlords shot. Upon my
word and honor I do ! and I think the i Tips,' bloody

and all as they are, are not half so bad as people

make them out—if they were, do you think Will Gart-

land would have died in his bed?—or

—

others we

know have escaped so long, with so many curses hang-

ing over them like the sword of Damocles—ready to

fall at any moment ?"

"Take care, Doctoi, take care!" said the Dean
with a certain solemnity of tone that impressed the

others ;
" such subjects are not to be treated lightly

—or, indeed, at all—murder is always heinous in the

sight of God, and no circumstances can justify it.

Mr. Moran ! may I take the liberty of asking why
you seem so unusually grave this evening ? Is there

anything particular coming off at the Sessions to
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morrow that you are meditating a speech—come,

how is it ?"

"Hearl hear!" from the two doctors, and the

younger pushed the decanter towards Moran, gaily

saying, " Cheer up, Phil ! cheer up !—all's not lost

that's in danger, you know !"

" Well I I don't know," said Moran, significantly

;

" what or who you may consider in danger, Doctor,

but I really do believe there's some one in danger

not many miles from here. Dean, you do me more

or less than justice—I could not, if I would, fix my
mind on my pros and cons in any purely professional

matter, where ' the feast of reason and the flow of

soul' are both at my command. The fact is, I have

been in low spirits all day, and cannot, for the life of

me, shake off a depression that is altogether unusual

with me."

" Nonsense, man !" cried the lively host ; " you've

been listening to Mad Mabel to-day till you've got

her notions in your head—come now, out with it

!

aren't we all to be hanged—hanged by the neck till

we're as dead as—as Brian Boroimhe ! eh, Phil ?'

and he assumed a look of comical gravity that made
svery one smile, even the lawyer himself.

" You are an incorrigible wag, Maurice !" said Mo-

ran, still in the same grave tone; "but—laugh as

you may at the absurdity of the thing, I confess poor

Mabel's jabbering has disturbed me more than a lit

tie this very day."
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" Why, how is that, Moran ?" inquired the Dean,

more earnestly than might be expected.

Moran looked round before he answered, to see

that no servant was in waiting, which having ascer-

tained, he said, " I know I may speak in this com-

pany with perfect safety what I have to speak. Know,
then, all, that I much fear there is some mischief

brewing in this neighborhood. 1
' He paused and

looked from one to the other, as if almost uncertain

whether he ought to proceed.

Sundry exclamations of surprise followed, and the

Dean begged to know on what grounds Moran rested

his opinion.

" I am almost ashamed to tell you," said Phil, low-

ering his voice ;
" and yet I will, for I feel anxious to

impart my harassing thoughts to those in whose pru-

dence and discretion I have unbounded faith. Tou
must know, then, sirs, that my housekeeper, Honora

Quin, is a great favorite with poor Mabel, who
spends hours together chattering in our kitchen, and

crooning her snatches of old songs. Well ! to-day

she came early in the forenoon, and remained most

of the day with Honora. By some chance she foun4

her way into the dining-room while I was at lunch,

and do as I would, I could not get rid of her. Tou
know how lugubrious is her usual style of talking,

poor thing ! and usually people do not much mind

her, fortunately for themselves, but to-day she let fall

words again and again which could not fail to arrest

my attention."
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"Ha! ha! ha!" laughed Hennessy; "well! that

is rich !—Mad Mabel's words arrest a lawyer's atten-

tion! After that, we need wonder at nothing,

surely !"

" You may laugh, Maurice Hennessy ! but I can-

not, I assure you I"

"Pray go on, Mr. Moran !" said the Dean very

gravely—" what were the words that excited your

apprehension?"

" They were these"—and Moran's voice again

sank to a scarcely audible whisper

—

"Ould Esmond
must be shot /"

" Good God !" exclaimed the Dean in horror and

amazement, while the blanched faces of the two
doctors showed that the words had a tremendous

meaning even on the lips of a maniac. "These

words, you will all allow, were quite sufficient to

startle any sane man having any knowledge of

certain matters."

"Undoubtedly, Moran, undoubtedly—but what

more did you gather from the unhappy creature's

ravings ?"

" Not much, my dear Dean ! except that the

frequent mention of Holy Cross Abbey, and twelve

o'clock at night, might lead us to suppose some

connection—or ojive some clue to the manner in
CD

which the unfortunate girl came to hear such omi-

nous words—if hear them she did."

Here the door was suddenly thrown open, and

Mary Hennessy entered, followed by Bella, both

••
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girls strangely excited, as they threw an eager
t

searching glance around the room.

" He is not here, then !" said Mary, pale as death,

" I told you so Bella !—I told you that was nothing

earthly."

" Why, Mary, what's the matter with you ?"

cried her brother ; Moran, almost as pale as herself,

fixed his eyes on her with anxious scrutiny, but

said nothing

—

<( who are you looking for ?"

" Harry Esmond !" said Bella, answering for hei

friend. " Has he not been here ?"

" Why, of course not," cried Dr. Hennessy, with

a very poor attempt at cheerfulness ; " what the

deuce put that in your heads, you pair of goslings ?"

"Tell him, Bella!—/can't!" said Mary, sinking

heavily on a chair

—

u Not here 1" she repeated, " not

here !" her voice becoming fainter and fainter

;

" well ! that is something strange !"

" My dear young ladies I" said the Dean, " will

you tell us what it is that has disturbed you—you

seem quite agitated."

w It would be strange if we were not," said Bella,

" considering what we have seen."

" Well ! well I" cried Hennessy, " what did you

see ? Tour own shadows on the wall, I dare say."

" No, Doctor !" said Bella with solemn earnest-

ness, " it was not our own shadows—except either

of them could take the likeness of Harry Esmond"
" Harry Esmond ! nonsense—begging your par-

don, Bella !
"
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"But how was it, Miss Le Poer?" said Dr.

O'Grady, " was it young Harry you saw, or old

Harry ?"

" Young Harry. We were sitting chatting by

the fire in the drawing-room, I with my back to-

wards the door, when all at once Mary called out,

1 1 declare there's Harry ! Come ! come ! none of

your tricks, now ! You shan't frighten us this time !

—where's Henrietta ?' I turned my head, and,

sure enough, there stood Harry Esmond looking in

at the door, which he held half-open. The light of

the fire shone full on his face, and I thought I never

saw him look so grave. That, however, did not

surprise me, knowing what perfect command he has

of his features, and supposing him bent on frighten-

ing us girls."

11 Did he not speak ?"

" Speak, Mr. Moran ! no, indeed, he did not !"

Mr. Hennessy burst into a loud laugh. " Of
course he did not!—I know well it was a shadow

you saw. One of those dim, uncertain shadows,

which are only seen by fire-light. Ha! ha! ha!

One of the poets—Cowper, I think, describes them

most graphically,"—and he recited, with theatrical

emphasis, those lines from " The Task :"

" But we perhaps

The glowing hearth may satisfy awhile

With faint illumination, that uplifts

The shadows to the ceiling, there by fits

Dancing uncouthly to the quivering flam©."
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" I admire your smartness, Doctor !" said Bella

coldly, " but such was not our shadow, seeing that

it was not l uplifted to the ceiling/ nor did it dance

couthly or uncoutMy—but when Mary and I ran to

the door, the figure glided away before us with 9

slow and noiseless step, we following all the way,

till it opened the dining-room door and walked in.

I had to support Mary along the hall, for she would

have it that it was Harry's fetch we saw, whilst I

maintained that it was Harry himself, playing off

one of his practical jokes at our expense. But if

none of you saw him come in here, whereas we both

saw him enter the room, then the case is clear—it

was his fetch we saw, believe it who may or may
not !"

"It is very strange," said the Dean, whilst the

other gentlemen looked at each other in silence,

probably connecting this singular apparition with

the dark revealings of Mabel's madness. tc It is cer-

tainly very strange," he repeated, " but still, young

ladies, I cannot help thinking that it might be the

effect of some mental hallucination. Probably you

had been talking of grave subjects, if not of super-

natural appearances—come now, was that the case ?"

"I solemnly assure you it was not," replied the

young lady, " on the contrary, Dean, we were as

merry as possible, and talking of something that

made us both laugh heartily. Were we not, Mary ?"

" Of course we were, my dear ! but there is no

use saying any more about this affair. I should not
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lite either Harry or Henrietta to hear of it-

Henrietta, especially, for I know it would frighten

her dreadfully. The more so, on account of our

seeing the fetch after dark, which, you know, is said

to denote death to the person so seen. My God !"

and she passed her hand over her brow, as one who
would dispel some hideous dream.

The gentlemen were unwilling to admit, even

tacitly, the supernatural character of the appear-

ance ; they would fain have laughed the girls out of

their conceit, but somehow none ofthem felt disposed

to laugh, though even that they would fain have

concealed one from the other. The Dean proposed

that they should adjourn to the drawing-room with

the ladies, a motion which was eagerly adopted.

Moran drew Mary's arm under his, and Hennessy,

bowing with mock ceremony to Bella, asked with a

dandified lisp if he might be allowed the unparal-

leled honor of escorting her up stairs.

" Just for this once," said the saucy girl with an

air of haughty condescension.

" Well this once is all I ask—now," said the

merry doctor, " but—hillo ! there's music—Shaun

the piper, as I live !—never came piper in better

time ! What say you, fair ladies ! shall we not have

him up stairs for the evening ?"

" Of course we will, Maurice !" said his sister,

" after he has had some needful comfort for the

inner nan. How lucky it was that he came just

now !"
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" And how soon he let you know of his arrival P

said Moran. " The jolly old dog ! what a budge!

of fun he is, to be sure !—and what fun he can

squeeze out of those pipes of his ! There's ' The
Rocky Road to Dublin' for us !—won't we trip it

on the light fantastic toe by and by—that is with

the Dean's permission."

" My permission would not be wanting, Mr.

Moran, were I here, but the fact is, I must be at

home before your dancing will be likely to com-

mence. I have something to do this evening that

cannot be deferred."

Moran looked anxiously in his face ; so did Dr,

O'Grady, and a meaning glance was exchanged be-

tween the three. Nothing more was said, however,

and just at that moment a loud knock at the hall-

door announced the arrival of the expected visitors.

A moment and the full, rich voice of Harry Esmond
sounded cheerily in the hall, in cordial greeting.

His fine face was all in a glow after his evening ride

through the frosty air, and his brown silken hair,

slightly disordered, was carelessly thrown back from

off one temple, leaving the outline of his head and

face clearly defined. It was a fine head, not exactly

indicative of the highest intelligence, but well

formed withal and firmly set, whilst the face, de-

cidedly handsome, after the Saxon rather than the

Celtic type, was expressive of everything frank,

manly, and generous. He was tall—that is to say
t
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rather above the middle height, with a figure uniting

strength and grace to a degree rarely seen.

"Who have you here, Maurice?" said Esmond,

as he hung his coat in the hall. " I am delighted to

see, or rather to hear, that you have Shaun the piper

for one individual. How the fellow does bang off

that merriest of tunes !" meaning " The Wind that

Shakes the Barley," which Shaun was then giving

out in glorious style, probably hearing the gentle-

men in the hall.

" That's so like you, Harry !" said his friend,

catching, as he always did, the gushing gaiety that

came spontaneously from Esmond's heart. " You
asked me a question, and rambled on to something

else without waiting for an answer. We have only

Moran and O'Grady, and Miss Le Poer—that is for

the evening—the Dean dined with us, but I am
sorry to say he cannot remain much longer. He
has some business to attend to at home. Your aunt

and uncle are coming, though, and my flame, of

course !"

"Your flame!—I should like to know who that is

—eh, Maurice?"
" Why, Aunt Vinegar, to be sure—I beg a thou-

sand a year—I mean Aunt Winifred !"

"Well! well! mocking's catching, my fine fellow!

you'll have a flame some of these days, take my
word for it, cool as you are now I"

" And pray how cool is that, Master Wiseacre ?"

"A few degrees above Zero anyhow !"
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They entered the drawing-room, at one door, as

pretty Mrs. Esmond, with Mary and Bella, entered

at another. It was hard for the girls to look at

Harry Esmond with anything like composure, re-

membering what they had seen, yet they managed

to conceal their feelings tolerably well on the whole.

Yet when Esmond took Mary Hennessy's hand he

missed the brilliant smile that had often cheered his

heart, and starting he looked in her face.

" Mary—Mary Hennessy—are you quite, quite

well?" he asked.

" Quite, quite well I" she answered forcing a

smile.

Harry shook his head—took her two hands in his

—and looked at her more earnestly, then sighed

and turned away, evidently not satisfied.

Before the elder Esmonds made their appearance,

the Dean retired, much to the regret of the com-

pany, after exchanging a few pleasant words with

Shaun who was by that time installed in the wide

lobby near the drawing-room door.

" When are you coming to our house, Shaun?

—

you're forgetting us altogether these times I"

" Wisha, long life to your reverence, it's an ill

day I'd forget you, anyhow! But to tell you the

truth, your reverence, Mrs. Dwyer is mighty stingy

at times, an' as cross as an ould cat, savin' your

presence, sir
!"

" Pooh, pooh, man! never mind Mrs. Dwyer!

—

when she's out of humor, laugh her into it, and as
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to the stinginess," he laughed good naturedly, " we
can easily manage that ! Be sure you come, now,

before you leave the neighborhood, for I want to

hear some of the old airs that no one in Tipperary

can play like you !"

" Glory to you, Father McDermot ! its myself 'ill

give you the best in the pipes. I'll be over, your

reverence, some day this week, God wilhV, an' I'll

make a day of it when I do go, if it was only to spite

Mrs. Dwyer." So saying, Shaun struck up " The

Priest in His Boots" as the Dean descended the

stairs with his host, and the other gentlemen clapped

their hands, crying " Bravo ! Shaun, Bravo ! that

was well-timed, anyhow !"

When the venerable clergyman mounted his

horse at the door, Dr. Hennessy, from the steps,

called out " Safe home, Dean ! God be with vou !"

And the Dean answered, " Your wish is a good

one, Doctor, and I thank you ! fare you well !"

It was not homeward the Dean turned his horse's

head; following Friar street a little farther, he

turned off in the direction of the Rock-gate, and

rode slowly along carefully noting the cabins on

either side, till at last, seeming to have found the

one he wanted, he stopped at the door, and without

alighting, knocked several times with the butt end

of his whip. No sound came from within, no light

was seen to glimmer in the miserable hut. All was

dark and silent as the grave.

" This is strange !" said the Dean to himself half
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aloud ,
" can they have left here ? And yet where

would they go to ?"

" True for your reverence—where would they go

to ?" said a deep voice so close to the horse's side

that the priest started. The night was pitch dark,

rendering objects invisible at any distance, and a

thin coat of snow lay on the ground, sufficient to

hide the sound of approaching footsteps.

" But they are gone—that is clear," said the Dean,
" perhaps you can tell where to ?"

" Is it me, your reverence ? oh ! bad cess to the

one o' me knows a thing about them—its like they

took to the road,* at last, the crathurs !—sure it's

starvin' they wor here, for all the help they got now
and then from one an' another."

" And pray who are you that seem to know so

much about their affairs ?"

" Oh begorra, your reverence ought to know me

well, anyhow ! sure it was yourself that christened

me."
" Yes, but that don't answer my question as to

who you are ?"

" Does anybody hereabouts know where they're

gone to ? Well ! your reverence, if anybody does,

it's ould Bryan Cullenan—Bryney the Rock, you

know-—himself an' themselves were as great as pick-

pockets. I'll shew your reverence Bryan's little

plaoe—it'§ only a step from here."

* To take to the road means, in Irish phraseology, to go out

bogging.
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" If you don't tell me this instant who you are,"

said the Dean sternly, " I'll lay my whip over youi

shoulders. What's your name, I say, and where do

you live ? As for Bryan's cottage, I can find it out

myself!"

" Well ! in regard to the whip, now, I'd be sorry

to put your reverence to so much trouble, so I'll be

bid din' you good night, an' it's sorry I am to see

you on afooVs errand V

" What do you mean, you rascal ?" said the Dean,

waxing wroth, and carrying out his threat at the

same time, as he thought. But his whip only fell on

empty space, and a low mocking laugh sounded in

his ears as if from the rear of one of the adjacent

cabins.

Muttering to himself " What a change tyrannical

oppression will make in a man or a people !" the

Dean took his horse by the bridle and went straight

to Bryan's cottage, which was only a few yards

distant. A light was dimly visible through the

solitary pane of glass that served for a window, and

it so happened that, approaching the door, the Dean
cast a glance on the interior. What was it that

fixed his eye, and made him look long and earnestly?

The only figure visible was that of Cauth, who sat

sewing near the stand that held the " rosin-slut,"

—

as the peasantry call the resin candle. Bryan, if

there at all, was concealed by the jamb-wall.

A thrill of some strange emotion passed through

ihe stalwart frame of the priest as he gazed on that
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shrivelled hag, for such she seemed, and he said t<i

himself: "Merciful Providence! how came she in

Bryan's cottage?—and she seems quite at home.

Surely the old man cannot know—he may, though,

for he is a singular man in his way, and might do

such a thing. Well ! unless he speaks of it himself,

2" will not, that is certain ! But it is very, very

strange !"

He knocked at the door, and Bryan himself came

to open it. Great was the old man's surprise when

he saw who stood without, yet he answered the

Dean's "God save you, Bryan!" with a cheerful

11God save you kindly, your reverence, is it you that'?

in it, sir ?"

"And who else would it be?' said the Dean of

Cashel, stepping in whilst Bryan took hold of the

bridle.

" Will I tie the baste to the door-post, your rever-

ence ?"

" No, no, Bryan ! no, no. I have only a moment to

stay."

"Weill but I can't leave the door open on your

reverence such a night as this, an' if I shut it, maybe

the baste would run away."

The Dean looked round; Cauth had retreated into

the farthest corner of the cabin where the hazy light

scarce penetrated.

" I merely wished to know," said the Priest, low-

ering his voice, "if you can tell me where the Murthaa

are gone ?"
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" Gone, your reverence ?" said Bryan much

amazed, " an' do you tell me they are gone ?"

" Certainly ; I have been knocking repeatedly at

the door of the hut where they had taken shelter,

and I find it is entirely deserted. Do you know
anything of them?"

" O the sorra thing, your reverence, the sorra

thing. God help them! what's come of them, at*

all ? Sure ! it'll come down hot an* heavy on them

that brought them to this!"

" Hush, Bryan, hush !" said the Dean solemnly,

" those things must be left to the Great Ruler of

all. It is not for you or me to judge our fellow-

creatures. So you don't know anything at all about

Tim, or where he's gone to ?"

Before Bryan answered he looked cautiously out

into the darkness, peering on every side, as if to

make sure that no one was within ear-shot. He
then moved close to the Dean, and motioning for

him to bend down his head, whispered in his

ear

:

" I'll tell your reverence what I wouldn't tell the

face of clay barrin' yourself. Tim is not the man
he used to be, at all, at all, an' I'm afeard there's

something running in his mind this time back that's

notfor the good of his sowl /"

He stepped back a pace, and the two exchanged

a look of solemn import. " It was that very thing

brought me out to-night," said the Dean, in an un-

der tone ;
" I have heard things that troubled me not
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a little, and I thought I would make an effort to pre*

vent bloodshed."

Bryan shook his head. " I'm afeard the art o' man
can't do it—but if anybody can, in coorse it's you, if

you can only get speech of them."

" Which I now begin to fear will be no easy mat-

ter. Well, good night, Bryan ! we must only do our

best, and leave the rest to God."

So saying, the Dean mounted his horse, and had

just exchanged a last kind greeting with the old

man, when a hoarse voice spoke in the hearing of

both, though where it came from they could not as-

certain, and it said

:

" Go home, Dean McDermot, and let justice take

its coorse—you might as well think to soften that

Rock there as the hearts of them you're lookin' for

this night."

" God bless us," cried Bryan, " who can that be?' 1

" Friend !" said the Dean, addressing the invisible

eolloquist, " it is an evil purpose that shuns the eye

of God's anointed minister. Could I but speak

even a few words with those persons to whom you

have reference, it might be their own salvation,

temporal and eternal !"

A scoffing laugh was the only answer, and the

Dean, seeing that nothing could then be done,

reluctantly took his way homeward, leaving Brya \

as ill at ease as himself, though he tried to conceal it

from Cauth, who, strange enough, made neither re

mark nor inquiry as to the object of the Dean's visit
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CHAPTER VI.

A DAY AT ESMOND HALL.

Two days before Christmas, the inmates of the

cabins at the foot of the Rock were thrown into a

state of commotion by the sight of the Esmond
carriage stopping at Bryan Cullenan's door. The

handsome brown livery was well known in the

neighborhood, and many heads were popped inquir-

ingly out of doors to see what was going on. Mrs.

Esmond herself was in the carriage, looking ever so

pretty in her cottage-bonnet and black lace veil,

with her two beautiful children, a boy of four, and a

girl of two 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

ner curtsey ; Mrs. Esmond leaned forward, smiled

graciously, and said something in a low voice,

whereupon Cauth curtsied again, and the carriage

rolled away. This was the dumb show of the affair,

and the curious neighbors dreamed of nothing more.

Yet there was something more, which heard, would

have set them all on the alert. " What time will

you be at home, ma'am ?" said Cauth to Mrs. Es-

mond in the very lowest whisper—" I want to

speak to yourself very particular." The lady, with

a look of surprise, named the hour, and Cauth made



10(5 THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.

a hasty retreat into the hut, as the elegant cortege

moved away. She never exposed herself much to

the prying eyes of her neighbors, and managed her

affairs so that she was seldom abroad in daylight.

Mrs. Esmond had appointed four o'clock that

afternoon for Cauth's visit, and, punctual to the

moment, Cauth was in waiting, not in 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 inter-

spersed with the choicest flowering shrubs. But the

turf was brown and bare that winter day, and the

shrubs and plants were carefully covered to protect

them from the blighting effect of the frost. The
trees in the surrounding copse, too, were leafless

all and bare, except where the dark gre^n of the

fir and the still darker holly stood out here and

there from the sylvan desolation with the cheerless

and sombre effect of light glimmering through

darkness. On the gravel walk, then, Cauth took

up her station, right in front of the parlor windows

which opened on a lightly-trellised verandah, as did

the library on the opposite side of the hall. During

the few moments that Cauth stood there, her face

concealed in the hood of her cloak, she communed
with her own thoughts in a way peculiar to her-

self.

" Isn't it a sorrowful thing, then, to see the flowers

all faded and gone, and the trees bare, and the grass



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. 101

withered ? Ay ! winter's a poor time—a poor time !

But there's a winter that's worse than that—^/areergar,

there is ! The spring 'ill come in a little time, and the

purty flowers 'ill all pop up their heads again, and the

green 'ill come back to the fields, an' to the trees,

—

and everything 'ill bloom so beautiful,

—

even the

very grass on the graves, but the green will never

come back to my heart, nor the sun shine upon

it aither. All withered—withered

—

and dead!

—

ochone ! if a body was dead, it 'id be the less mat-

ther; but a dead heart in a livin' body—O vo! vo !

vo ! how does one live, at all ? By God's mercy,

sure! and nothin' else, to give cratures time to

make their pace with Him. Ah ! there she is, the

darling makin' signs to me from the window ! Och
wirral why wouldn't I do it—why wouldn't I?

Sure I'd be the greatest villain on Ireland's ground
if I didn't !—and I will do it, if I lost my life for it."

With these singular words she ascended the steps,

and before she had time to ring, the door was opened

by Mrs. Esmond herselt, as tnough the lady had

some vague suspicion that Cauth did not care to be

seen by the servants, at least on that occasion.

" 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.

11 Wisha how is that, ma'am?"
" Why, you see I guessed that you would as soon

not see any of the servants, just now !"
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" Well, sure enough you guessed the truth ma'am

!

—how's the master ?"

" He's very well, I thank you !"

" The Lord keep him so ! Och amen ! from my
heart ! Why, ma'am dear ! sure it isn't givin' me
all this you'd be?" looking at some silver pieces

which Mrs. Esmond had placed in her hand.

" Yes ! yes ! Cauth ! that's all for you—you can

provide with it what you require for Christmas

—

old Bryan must not want the little comforts need-

ful to his age—nor you neither, Cauth ! But hush !

here comes Mr. Esmond—I hear his step on the

gravel-walk."

" Then, listen to me, ma'am !" said Cauth, stand-

ing up, and placing her head close to that of Mrs.

Esmond, u there's them of the ?iame that has need to

keep in-doors afther dark—you know who I mane

!

Husht now ! not a word, for God's sake !—you

don't know the risk I'm runnin' in say in' so much

—

not a word to any one, barrin' the master, an' let

him give a hint where you know as fast as ever he

can—but God love you, an' don't bring my name

in, one way or the other !"

And with a 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 with a low curtsey and a " God save

your honor !" to Mr. Esmond whom she met on the

threshold.

Harry Esmond came in brimful of a steeple-chase
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that was to come off next day a few miles from

Oashel, but when he looked at his wife, wondering

at her unusual silence, the ruddy hue faded from

his cheek, seeing the unwonted paleness of hers and

the agitation visible on every feature.

" Why, Henrietta, my love, what's the matter V9

and taking her hand tenderly he drew her into the

parlor. " Is that old woman a fortune-teller, or has

she been predicting evil things for you ? Sit down
and tell me what means this agitation so unusual

with you ?"

" Harry !" said his wife as the color came slowly

back to her cheek, " that woman is no fortune-

teller, but she has spoken words that have a strange

and awful meaning !"

"Indeed !" said Harry with a somewhat incredu-

lous air, " and what were they, pray ?—or are you

at liberty to repeat them?"
u Iam—to you! They are these: 'There's tliem

of the name that has need to keep in-doors after dark

!

—you know who I mean] the woman added, and ' let

him] meaning you, * give a hint where you know as

fast as ever he can.' Those were the words, Harry

!

what do you think of them?"

"I think of the whole affair this, that my dear

Henrietta is more of a simpleton than I ever took her

for. Who is this woman ?"

" That I am not at liberty to tell you," said Mrs.

Esmond, smiling at the word " simpleton," as her

husband supposed she would. " But, Harry 1 I can-
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not view this matter as you do—you and I both

know that the person evidently meant has enemies,

and, what is worse, deserves to have them ; believe

me, then, this warning is not to be slighted, inasmuch

as it must be kindly meant, and I must insist on your

going this very day to give the hint as desired."

" Nonsense, child, how could I bring myself to con-

vey such a message ? Tou know the supreme con-

tempt he has for the country-people generally, and I

should only get laughed at for my pains—perhaps

told to mind my own business !"

" And what if you do ?—consider the possible al-

ternative !—think how you would reproach yourself

if anything did happen, which you, by this trifling

act, might have prevented ! Harry ! you will not re-

fuse me this favor ?" and taking his two hands, she

looked up so beseechingly in his face that he oould

no longer resist.

"Well! I will go after dinner—it is now half-past

four."

" Nay, you shall go now—you can dme at the

Lodge—they dine at five, too, you know !"

"Well! I must say you are a provoking little

sample of womankind," said Harry with his habitu-

ally gay laugh, " but if it be so, why it must, that's

all 1" and he rang the bell.

The tall butler appeared so very suddenly that his

master said with some surprise: "Why, Pierce I

where the deuce did you come from ?"
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" Oh ! sure I was just on my step to the hall-door

your honor ! Didn't the door-bell ring first ?"

" Not that we heard. You had better go and see

if any one is there !"

Pierce went accordingly, opened the hall-door, and

looked out, then returned with a face of artless inno-

cence.

" Well, Pierce !" said his master laughing, " did

you see any one ?"

" Wisha no, your honor !" and he rubbed his elbow

after a fashion he had, and looked as foolish as might

be ; " still, I'd take my book oath on it that I heard

the big door bell ringin
1 ever so loud ; but sure it

must be in my own ear it was—ochone ! maybe it's

a dead-bell# I heard !"

Why should words like these make Mrs. Esmond
start ? 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 none of these

thoughts or fancies troubled the bright surface of

Harry Esmond's soul, as he said to Pierce :

"Tell Mulligan to get the roan mare saddled as

fast as possible."

" The roan mare, sir? I will, your honor !—she'll

be out in a jiffy." And Pierce moved away as rapidly

as his natural sluggishness of motion permitted.

* There is a very common superstition amongst the lower

classes in Ireland that the sound of a bell vvichin the ear de-

notes an approaching death in the family.
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The roan mare, however, was not " out in a jiffy,*

but was, on the contrary, so long in making her ap-

pearance that Mr. Esmond, good-humored as he

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 P" said the

master, slightly annoyed; " here I have been wait-

ing full twenty minutes."

" Twenty minutes !" cried Mulligan, a loud-spoken,

red-faced man, yet fresh and honest-looking withal;

" twenty minutes, your honor ! O then, wait till I

lay my eyes on that lazy Larry," meaning Pierce.

" Why, your honor, it's not over five minutes since

he came to me with the word !"

" And what was he about ever since I sent him?"
" SI in-gin' about, I suppose, as usual. He said he

was lookin' for me around the stables, but if he

looked in the right way he needn't have looked

long!"

" Well ! well ! let it pass now I" said Mr. Esmond;
every one is not so smart as you, Tom!—it doesn't

matter so much after all ! Good-bye, Henny !" and

vaulting into the saddle he kissed his hand to his

wife who stood at the door watching him with a

mixture of pride and fondness in her soft eyes.

" So you'll dine at the Lodge, Harry ?"

" Of course I must, although I shall be half an

hour late

—

rCimjporte—I fly on my lady's errand, din-
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nerless, as becomes a knight sans peur et sans re*

proche. Farewell, sweetheart!"

" Now, be home early, Harry !" called the sweet

voice from the door as he rode away.

Nine 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, in attendance. His

mistress felt the loneliness of the table weighing

upon her like a nightmare, and, anxious to be alone

with her loneliness, she dismissed Pierce, with the

first course. But Pierce still lingered, on one pre-

tence or another, arranging and disarranging the

glasses and plate on the sideboard, placing and dis-

placing chairs, &c, till, at length, Mrs. Esmond said

again

:

" That will do, Pierce, that will do
;
you can go

now."
" If it 'id be pleasin' to you, ma'am," said Pierce,

" I'd make bowld to say a few words to you."

" On what subject, Pierce ?" said his mistress,

looking up in surprise.

" Well, ma'am," Said Pierce in his sheepish way,

" it's about Tim Murtha's people—I know you wor

kind and good to them when their throuWe was

the sorest."

" But what of them now, Pierce ?—I heard to-day

that they had left the neighborhood."

" Well ! it's so said, ma'am."
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" Do you know where they're gone to ?'

" Oyeh ! is it me ? Sure it's take to the road

they did, for Tim wasn't able to work or want, you

see, an' they couldn't be always livin' on charity."

11 Of course not, Pierce ! but it is to be hoped

that poor Tim may soon be able to work again.

There was no need, whatever, of their l taking to

the road,' as you say, and I am very sorry, indeed,

to find that they have done so."

" God bless you, ma'am, an' it's Tim that knows

your goodness well—but sure he couldn't stay in

the place, at all, ma'am,—he was warned off," and

Tim's voice grew husky.

" Warned off, Pierce !—what do you mean by

that?" said Mrs. Esmond much surprised.

" Why, I mane, ma'am, that Mr. Esmond of the

Lodge, that's their landlord, ma'am ! sent for Tim
about a week ago, but Tim wasn't able to go, so he

sent him word bv his Scotch steward that if he

didn't clear off from about Cashel altogether before

the week was at an en<l, he'd have him put in *

tight place. Poor Tim wanted to know the raison,

but Sawney was mighty short, an' would only tei?

him that for the raison he ought to know it be^
himself."

"My God!" murmured Mrs. Esmond, and she

raised her tearful eyes to heaven. "But surely,

Pierce ! Tim was not the fool to heed snr.h a warn

ing as that? He was not latterly on Mr. Esmond's

property."



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. 115

u In coorse he wasn't, ma'am." Pierce paused a

moment, then suddenly added :
" Tim is a mighty

paceable man, ma'am ! an' he thought for quietness1

sake he had better do as he was bid. He's a quiet,

harmless crature, Mrs. Esmond, that 'id do anything

at all—anything at all for pace."

There was something in the tone of the man's voice

as he spoke these words that drew Mrs. Esmond's

eyes to his face, and she could not help noticing its

singular expression. The usually stolid features

were gleaming with a lurid light, a fierce intelligence

that vanished as quickly as it came even whilst the

lady gazed in silent wonder. Somehow her heart

sank within her, but she strove to appear calm.

" Are you any relation of Tim's ?" asked Mrs. Es-

mond, partly to break the silence, which she felt

painful.

" Is it me, ma'am ? O the sorra drop's blood I'm

to him ; that I mayn't sin if I am ! but he's a fel-

low-crature, you see, Mrs. Esmond ! an' we were

neighbor boys, too, reared at the doo/ with one ano-

ther, an' it goes hard on me to see him thrated like

a dog, or worse—a dog, inagh !" he added with a

bitter laugh that sounded strangely hollow ;
" oh be-

dad, it isn't the one way the gentlemen uses their

dogs an' their tenants !"

" Pierce !" said his mistress, " I am surprised to

hear you talk so. What have ' the gentlemen' ever

done to you that you should speak so hard of them ?"

* "Not to me, ma'am! O no, T declare they nevm
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done me either hurt or harm, but that's bekase 1

fell in with the right sort. If they were all like

the masther here they might thravel the counthry

night or day without any one hurtin' a hair o' their

heads. It's little need there 'id be for police-

barracks an' all sich things!—oh no! ma'am! if

there wasn't Chadwicks there Hd be no Graces—or,

aither, if there was law for the likes o' Tim Murtha

—which there isn't !—then cratures wouldn't have

to take the law in their own hands, for, Mrs. Es-

mond!" and he drew so near her, and spoke so low,

that she shrank back affrighted, " Mrs. Esmond,

ma'am, it's the last thing with one of us—I mane
the poor

—

when we think of sheddin' bloody or takivi

away the life that we can't give back!"

Awed by the solemnity of the man's tone and

manner, Mrs. Esmond sank back almost fainting in

her chair, and, covering her eyes with one hand,

motioned him with the other, to leave the room.
" I'm, goin', ma'am !" said Pierce, " but before I

go, be pleased to let me say one word more. If I

thought I had offended you by what I said I'd go

down on my knees to ax forgiveness, for it's you

that has the good wish of the poor, an' the good

word, an' the masther, too, Lord's blessin' be about

him!"
u Then why speak those horrid words to me ?"

8* i Mrs. Esmond faintly.

For a raison I have, ma'am, that I can't tell yon

» f ; bnt don't be scared, Mrs. Esmond 1 don't now
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an' you'll obleege me ! for if all Tipperary was swim-

min" in blood you and yours Hd walk dry-shod ! I'm

goin' now, ma'am, as you bid me, an' all sorts o' luck

attend you till I see you again ! Don't fear for Mr.

Esmond—that's the masther, ma'am !"

" Fear !" cried Mrs. Esmond, starting up, " why
should I fear for him ?"

There was none to answer the question. Pierce

was gone, and Mrs. Esmond felt sick at heart, op-

pressed with strange and gloomy forebodings. She

was roused by a sad sweet voice singing without,

the sound evidently approaching the house :

»

" Come all ye fair maids that do pass by,

Help me to mourn for my sailor boy !"

Mrs. Esmond went to the window, glad of any-

thing 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 cheering.

" I shouldn't wonder if that were poor Mabel !"

she said to herself with tender pity. It was Mabel,

now sitting on the lowermost step, singing like a

lark:

" And still I'll bunch my violets,

And tie them with the locher, !"

Oh ! the exquisite music of that old air, as it gushed

from the unconscious heart of the maniac; but anon

it was changed for another far more sorrowful, but

still more touchingly beautiful—one that is on every

lip in Upper and Lower Munster

:
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" Shule, shule, shule agragh !

Time, alas ! cannot ease my woe,

Since the lad of my heart from me did go,"

" Gone ! Aye, sure enough, he's gone !" muttered

the forlorn wanderer, " but he said he wouldn't be

long—that he'd only go down a start to Holy Cross

Abbey where some one was going to be hung "

" Och, ofi I've sat on my love s knee,

And many a fond story he told to me

—

He said many things that ne'er will be

—

Shule, shale, agragh !"

" An* didn't he tell me about the shootin', too

—

ha ! ha ! in coorse he did—but he said it was ould

Chad wick, you know, an' they said it was ould Es-

mond !"

Here Mrs. Esmond opened the door with a face

of ashy paleness^

" Who said so, Mabel? Come in, my poor girl."

Mabel went accordingly. " Now tell me who said

it was l ould Esmond?'" using her own phraseology.

" Why, the men in the Abbey that dark night

—

don't you remember ?—the dead were a-listenin' to

them as well as the livin', but I wasn't livin', you

know," she added confidentially ; " they hung me thai

time with Patrick."

" Indeed ?"

" Ay did they, an' I'm walkin', walkin* ever sence,

an' will tell the day o' judgment—och, I'm tired

walkin', that's what I am !"
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u You had better go to the kitchen, Mabel, and

get some dinner."

" I will, ma'am !" and away she went singing •

" Och ! I'm the girl that makes the stir

From Cork aloog to Skibbereen—a,
"

Mrs. Esmond looked after her with a smile of inef-

fable pity, and then hastened to procure some warm
clothing for the poor creature, saying to herself as

she did so, " If she would only keep it ; but, of

course, she will not. I believe I have covered her

half a dozen times. However, she must not go

shivering from this door on a winter's day."

The servants were ordered to bring Mabel up

gtairs when she had had her dinner, which being

done, Mrs. Esmond's own fair hands clothed her from

head to foot in comfortable winter garments. Ma-

bel appeared to watch the progress of her toilet with

great complacency, and when it was done, Mrs. Es-

mond said :

"You feel better now, Mabel! don't you?" A
smile was Mabel's answer. " What do you say to

me for dressing you in those nice warm clothes,

Mabel?" said the lady with a view to ascertain

whether she felt or understood the change.

Mabel looked at her earnestly—very, very ear-

nestly,—as though she were trying hard to arrange

her thoughts for utterance—then said slowly and

distinctly :

" That no one belongm* to you may ever be hanged

—or shot !" she added as if correcting herself. Mrs.
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Esmond, with a cry of horror, told the servant to

take her away, and to keep her over night, if possi-

ble.

" God bless you, ma'am
;
you've a purty face, any-

how !" said Mabel with a low curtsey as the girl

took her arm gently to lead her away. The next

moment she broke out into the wild death-song of

the peasantry, clapping her hands and bending for*

ward as if over a corpse. It was a positive relief to

Mrs. Esmond's over-wrought mind when the un-

happy creature was removed from her sight, but

dolefully came back to the lady's ears the sad strain

she sung in Irish as she paced the long and echoing

hall:

" Fast-fl ;W ng tears above the grave of the rich man are shed

,

But they are died when the cold stone shuts in his narrow

4
bed."

" May the Lord preserve him, anyhow !" sighed

Mrs. Esmond, half ashamed of the fears that were

gathering shape and form within her heart, at al]

times painfully susceptible of impressions from

without. Then, as the fire-light danced and flickered

amongst the shadows on the wall in the darkening

room, officious memory brought back the cabalistic

sports of Hallow-eve—the clay and the ring—her

wedding-ring—and the gloom that then, for the first

time, fell on her spirits, like a funeral pall. Anxious

to dispel these sombre fancies, that were preying

like vampires on the springs of life, and exciting

her brain beyond endurance, she started up and
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hastened to the nursery, hoping to find in the

cheerful prattle of her little ones, the peace that

solitude denied. She was not disappointed, for,

after spending the evening with the children, and

printing a farewell kiss on the rosy lips of each as

they were laid for the night in their little cribs, she

descended to the parlor with a lighter heart and a

more hopeful spirit.

It was past eight o'clock, and she rang to order

supper for half-past nine, saying to herself as she

pulled the bell :
" That will be time enough, for I

know he dined late at Uncle Harry's."

The housemaid appeared, received the order for

the cook, and also for the butler.

" I'll set the table myself, ma'am !" replied the

girl, " for Pierce isn't within.''

rt Not within ! and where is he ?"

" Not a know I know, ma'am, but he went out

just after comin' down from you that time, an' he

never came back sence. We all thought you had

sent him of an errand, maybe."
" I did not," said Mrs. Esmond, relapsing into her

so-lately overcome disquietude; " and I wonder he

would think of going out without so much 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."

The girl curtsied and withdrew. Mrs. Esmond
took up a book and tried to read, but read she could
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not; listlessly she turned over the leaves of a Lon-

don magazine, till she came to some fine lines of

John Malcolm's on " Presentiment of Death." There

she stopped and read, and read again, these stanzas

in particular arresting her attention

:

c
It comes, eclipsing pleasure's beams,

A shadow from the future cast,

'Tis secret in its source as dreams,

And traceless as the blast.

It comes, the dark, mysterious mood,

—

The prophet-spirit shades the mind,

Which trembles, as autumnal wood

That l shakes without a wi d !'
"

"The prophet-spirit!" repeated Mrs. Esmond;
" I wonder if that be not the spirit that has been

shaking my very soul these last weary hours !" She

shuddered as she spoke, the book fell from her

hand, and she sat for some moments with her lan-

guid eyes fixed on the pretty time-piece, set in the

belfry-tower of a miniature cathedral on the mantel-

shelf. The cheerful sound of the small pendulum

concealed within the tower was the only sound

that broke on the stillness of the too-quiet room,

and its pleasant tic-tic was more than usually dis-

tinct when, all at once, the sounds ceased, and the

hands stopped precisely at the moment of half-past

eight. " Well ! that is strange," muttered Mrs. Es-

mond, " I saw Harry wind it up this morning, and 1

never knew it to stop in that way before." She wag
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Bo absorbed in her own feverish thoughts, however,

that she forgot to -set the time-piece a-going, so the

pendulum stood still, with the hands pointing, like

skeleton fingers, to half-past eight I

Time grew drearier every moment, and every

moment Mrs. Esmond's anxiety increased; nine

o'clock by her watch, yet still Harry came not—

a

moment or two after, a horse's hoofs rang on the

gravel-walk without—a fervent " thank God !"

escaped her pallid lips. She would have hastened

to the door, but her limbs refused to carry her, and

she sank again on the sofa with her eyes fixed on

the door. It opened, but instead of her husband

appeared Mulligan, the groom. One glance at his

face was enough. She started up, and clasping her

hands cried—" For God's sake, Mulligan! what's

the matter ?"

<( Oh, ma'am dear ! don't be frightened—we don't

know what has happened—but—but "

" But what ?—why don't you go on ? Out with it,

man ! whatever it is !"

" You hard that horse comin' to the door there a

minute ago—well ! ma'am, it wasn't the roan, it was

one of ould Mr. Esmond's steel-grays
"

" Well ! and who was the rider ?"

" There was no rider, ma'am !—but och ! ma'am

dear ! mind it wasrtt our roan /"

" Nine o'clock or never /" muttered Mrs. Esmond.

Her head sank on her chest, and she would have
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fallen fainting to the floor had not Mulligan caught

her in his arms. His cries soon brought assistance,

and leaving his mistress to the care of her terror-

stricken servants, he hurried away to get the coach-

man and some of the neighbors to go with him along

the road towards Rose Lodge to see if anything was

wrong.
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CHAPTER VII.

MURDER AND MYSTERY.

Mrs. Esmond was slow in recovering from that

gwoon, and even when consciousness did return,

strength was sadly wanting. Mind and body were

both prostrated, as if by some violent shock, and

when her attendants proposed to her to retire to

her chamber for a little while, she passively con-

sented, whereupon two of them supported her up

the stairs. They could not induce her, however, to

lie down ; throwing herself on her knees beside her

bed she bowed her head upon it in silent prayer,

and so remained till the girls fearing that she had

fainted again, gently touched her arm. She looked

up with a wintry sm^e on her pale features

:

" Never fear, Peggy ! Z'm not dead !" The words

came out, as it were, with 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—the unnatural calmness of their mis-

tress, at a moment when they could hardly restrain

themselves from rushing out to join the search

which they felt was going on.

Half an hour might have passed thus, when the

door-bell rang. Mrs. Esmond started to her feet
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gasping for breath—strove' to speak, lut unable to

utter a word pointed to the door, The girls under-

stood her—one of them hurried down stairs, but did

not return. Strange sounds were heard in the hall,

as if of heavy feet shuffling along, and whispering

voices, and stifled groans and sobs. Still Mrs. Es-

mond moved not, though the flitting color on her

cheek, and the fearful intensity with which her eyes

rested on the door, showed the awful struggle

between fear and hope that was going on within.

" Ma'am dear !" said the remaining Servant,

" what can it be, at all ? will I go an' see ?"

" Go I" The word escaped from between the

firmly compressed lips, as though the speaker were

scarcely conscious of its import. The girl darted

off like a lap-wing, and she had hardly time to

descend the stairs, when a piercing scream echoed

through the corridor. " Ha ! that's Nora's voice !

I knew it!" said Mrs. Esmond to herself; "my
God ! I knew it !" and she fell senseless on the

floor.

When she again opened her eyes on surrounding

objects, all the women servants of the household

were around her, engaged in various efforts for her

recovery, one slapping the palms of her hands, ano-

ther bathing her temples, whilst a third had her

almost choked, holding burnt feathers under her

nose. Her first look of wild inquiry was answered

with a chorus of sorrowful ejaculations that con-

firmed her worst fears. It was but the work of a mo-
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ment to spring out of bed, and dash the officious at-

tendants to one side and the other.

" Where is Harry?" cried the half-crazed wife;
i where is my husband ?—dead or alive, let me see

him !"

No one spoke, but on the instant came from the

adjoining room the most sorrowful death-cry that

ever thrilled mourner's heart. Guided by the sound,

Mrs. Esmond flew to the door, which was closed

—

but paused before she attempted to open it, her

face like that of a sheeted corpse, and the cold dew
oozing from her pallid brow.

" Ma'am dear, don't go in !" whispered one from

behind ;
" for God's sake, don't !"

A scornful laugh was the answer, the door was

flung open, and Mrs. Esmond stood in the presence

of her husband, but not as she parted from him some

hours before. Dead and cold he lay, in the clothes

he had worn all day, the blood slowly trickling from

a bullet wound in his temple, showing all too plainly

the manner in which he had met his death. At the

foot of the bed sat mad Mabel, crooning her song

of woe, and rocking her body to and fro, in dismal

accordance with the wild strain she sang so pi-

teously. Mulligan and two or three other men who
were in the room drew back as the door opened;

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
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on the heap of clay that was her husband, but no

sigh, no sound escaped her. Every faculty of hei

being seemed paralyzed, every limb, every feature,

as it were, petrified. Her silence at such a moment
was something wholly inexplicable to the simple

hearts around, and the stony rigidity of her living

features was more awful to their eyes even than the

ghastly presence of death. People held their breath

as though fearful of disturbing a silence that yet was

terrible to all. Looks of pity were exchanged, and

gestures of horror, but not a word spoken. Even
Mabel had ceased her wailing and sat looking very

earnestly at the motionless figure on the bed—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 spirit to her side, and, throw-

ing her arm round her neck, began to pat her cheek

with her cold hand, saying at the same time in a

tone of tender pity:

" Cry now ! why don't yon cry ? Poor thing

!

poor thing !"

As if Mabel's voice had broken the mighty spell

that kept her senses in thrall, Mrs Esmond started

into sudden life, threw up her arms wildly, and ut-

tered a scream so piercing, so full of anguish, that it

rang in the ears of those who heard it for many a

long day after. Disengaging herself from Mabel's

encircling arm, she threw herself on the body of her

husband and wildly called upon his name, kissing

his cold lips again and again as though hoping to
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restore their warmth. In vain, in vain. Then she

laid her hand on his heart, but no—no—all was still

—still as death could make it. Yet she could not,

would not believe that death was there. How could

she realize it to herself that the stark form before

her was that of her young husband, who had left

her but a few short hours before in all the buoyancy

of youth, and health, and happiness? Harry dead !

Harry Esmond dead ! no !—no ! it could not be—it

must be a dream, a horrible dream.

Turning for the tirst time, with her hand still on

Esmond's heart, her eye ran round the room till it

rested on the blank, terror-stricken face of Mulligan.

In low cautious tones, as if fearing to awaken the

sleeper, she said with frightful calmness

:

" Mulligan ! he is not dead—he cannot be dead

—

go directly for Dr. O'Grady and Dr. Hennessy !"

" They'll be here presently, ma'am !" said the

poor fellow, trying hard to keep in the tears that

were choking his utterance; "there's two messen-

gers gone for them before we—we—brought the

poor master home."

Again Mrs. Esmond bent down and touched the

lips of her beloved and laid her tremblmg hand on

his heart—then took up the hand that hung down
over the bedside and felt for a pulse—when all this

was done, the last spark of hope seemed to die out

in her heart—with the stiff cold hand pressed to her

bosom, she turned again to Mulligan, and cried in a

tone of heart-piercing anguish

:
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" Oh ! Mulligan ! Mulligan ! who had the heart to

kill him?"

This was the signal for a general outburst of la-

mentation ; the grief and pity so long restrained now
broke out in tears and sobs.

" Ay ! you may well cry !" said Mrs. Esmond,
"you have all lost a good friend ! But oh, Harry !

Harry ! what is any one's loss to mine ?" And, start-

ing to her feet, she wrung her hands in anguish.

No tear escaped her burning eye-lids, and she felt

as though her brain were all on fire. " Mulligan l
n

cried she again, with a wildness that alarmed every

one, " Mulligan ! I asked you before whose work is

this ? Where did you find your master ?"

" Och, God pity me that has to tell it !" »rdd Mul-

ligan, " sure we found him"—here a burst of tears

interrupted the sad tale—" sure we feign ci Uim lyin'

mi the road side about half-way between here an' the

Lodge. As for them thai done tihe deed—well

!

God knows—God knows 1"

" It's little matter to me," said Mrs. Esmond
drearily, as she wiped away with her handkerchief

trie blood that disfigured poer Harry's dead face-

that face late so comely and so cheering. "A time

will come for all that—now it is enough for me to

know that I am a widew—and w) children orphans

this dismal night— that I hav© l<**t the dearest and

best of husbands—and my uhildrci* Uie best of fa-

thers—oh Harry ! Harry ! is that jo» tit&t lies there

i»o stiff and cold ?—you that gJ4vc te& aod light to
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all around you—oh no ! no ! it cannot be you," and

raising his head on her arm, she looked with piteous

earnestness on his lace. " Alas ! yes, it is Harry

Esmond—it is my husband ! but you cannot be dead 3

Harry ! oh no ! you cannot be dead !—speak to me,

Harry !—oh ! in mercy, speak to me—or I cannot

—

cannot live !

,J

" You must get her away—at once !" said Dr.

O'Grady, who with Dr. Heimessy just then appeared

at the door, both panting with excitement, and pale

with horror. " Oh~ Maurice ! what a sight ?" he

whispered to his friend, "poor, poor Harry ! I fear

there is little chance of our doing any good—but

come 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 instant, and

the sound of the doctor's familiar voice aroused the

unhappy lady. Turning round with a ghastly smile

on her parted lips she said:

" Come in—come in —you'll not disturb him I O
Dr. O'Grady ! Dr. Heimessy! look what they have

done to poor Harry !—he never met you without a

friendly smile, and a kind word—but he'll never smile

again—he'll never reach the hand of welcome any

more !—look here !" and pointing to the wound on

the temple, from which only an occasional drop of

blood now oozed thick anl dark, she fell fainting on

the body of her husband.

" It is iust as well !" said the elder practitioner
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11 now take her to her own room as gently as yon

can, and lay her on the bed."

It was no easy task to unwind her arms from

around the body, but it was at length done, and the

doctors proceeded to discharge their melancholy

duty, having first cleared the room of all except

Mulligan.

A very few moments served to convince the doc-

tors that Harry Esmond was, indeed, no more.

" That bullet did its work well," said Hennessy, as

the two stood beside the bed looking mournfully

down on the dead. " The Lord have mercy on your

soul, Harry Esmond! I didn't think you had an

eaemy on earth ! Merciful Heaven, O'Grady I who
oould have done such a deed?"

"Mulligan!" said Dr. O'Grady, turning to that

faithful servant, " they tell me you found him 1"

"W isha, then, I did, sir ! ochone ! ochone ! I did I"

" Where ? and how ?"

Mulligan described the place exactly, and the posi-

tion in which he found the body.

" And was there no trace of the murderer ? Is

there no clue to guide us—I mean the law—in bring*

ing the wretch to justice ?"

Mulligan was silent, but the next moment he said

musingly, as if to himself—" How did he come to

leave the roan behind, I wondher?"
" What's that you say, Mulligan ?" said Hennessy

quickly; " was it not his own horse Ve rode ?"

" Well that's what I'm not able to tell you, air
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but I know it was one of ould Mr. Esmond's horses

—the steel grey—that galloped up to our stable this

night without a rider—an' it was our own roan mare

that the masther took with him I"

Hennessy and O'Grady looked into each other's

eyes, as if each sought to read the other's thought.

" Has Uncle Harry been sent for?" asked OGrady.

"No, sir!"

" Send Pierce off immediately, then I"

" Pierce, sir ! is it Pierce ?" and Mulligan began to

rub his elbow.

"Yes, Pierce! you cannot go—you are wanted

here, as the oldest servant of the family."

" Well ! but, docthor dear ! I can't send Pierce, for

Pierce isn't in, or hasn't been since half-past four or

five."

There was something in the tone of these words

that made the gentlemen start, and look fixedly at

the groom. Mulligan's eyes sank consciously beneath

their gaze. All at once Dr. O'Grady's hand fell

heavily on his shoulder.

" Mulligan ! there is something on your mind that

you do not care to tell. But you need not fear to

tell us, for you will have to tell all in a Court of Jus-

tice, and that before long. Tell me now, had this

man Pierce any grudge against Mr. Esmond ?"

" Not against my master, sir ! Oh Lord no, sir, I'll

take my oath he hadn't ! There was no one had any

grudge against him !—vo ! vo ! how could they ?"

"And yet they shot himl" said Hennessy with
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stern emphasis ; " they have killed one of the best

Landlords in Tipperary—one of the best friends the

poor had—after that, who can ever say a word in

their behalf? My poor, poor Harry ! I thought you

could travel the county over by night or day, with

out any one touching a hair of your head !—and to

think that others who did oppress the poor are alive

and well, and you lying there—dead—shot down
like a dog in the flower of your youth—my noble,

generous, whole-souled Harry!—you that always

stood their friend when they most needed one 1"

" Well, gentlemen 1" said Mulligan, wiping away

his tears with the sleeve of his jacket, " it does look

very bad—very, very bad at this present time—an'

if any one done that deed a purpose—I mane if they

knew who was in it—I'd disown Tipperary for ever

an' a day "

Both gentlemen turned at this and fixed their

eyes on Mulligan. There was a deep meaning in

his eyes, no less than in his words.

" So you think, Mulligan/' said O'Grady slowly

and thoughtfully, " that there might have been a

mistake—a fatal mistake, if so ?"

"I'll lay my life on it, sir !" said the groom with

honest warmth, "I wouldn't believe the bishop

—

no, nor the Pope himself if he said it, that my
master was shot a purpose. No, sir ! it's bad enough,

God knows, but it isn't as bad as that !"

"Well ! well ! it makes little difference, after all,

how he came by his death ; he is dead, God help ua
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all this night ! May the Mother of Sorrows comfort

his poor wife, and protect his little orphans !
r

O'Grady's voice faltered as he thus spoke, and H

was only after clearing his throat several times that

lie said to his brother doctor :
" Of course, nothing

can be done here till the inquest is over. We must

send at once to notify the coroner;" and he raised

his handkerchief to his eyes. Professionally cold

and calm as O'Grady was on ordinary occasions, he

was here a very child.

Mulligan was accordingly dispatched with the

awful intelligence to the coroner of Mr. Esmond's

murder—awful, indeed, for Dr.
,
then coroner

for that district of the county Tipperary, was him-

self a personal friend of the deceased gentleman.

When the doctors found themselves alone toge-

ther, Hennessy laid his hand on O'Grady's arm, and

said :
" Now tell me, O'Grady, what is your opinion

of all this?"

O'Grady lowered his voice to a whisper as he re-

plied—" My opinion is that—" he did not finish

the sentence, for the door opened and Uncle Harry

made his appearance. Without speaking a word,

but, merely nodding to the doctors, the old man
approached the bed, and looked long on the lifeless

form of his nephew. No outward sign gave token

of what passed within, but those who watched with

intense interest the bearing of that stern man under

so terrible a trial, did see what they never forgot,

the mighty workings of a hard, proud heart, writhing
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under the lash. The face was only partially seen U
them, but even that partial view was not needed,

for the swollen and throbbing veins on the great

thick neck, and the heaving of the broad chest, suf-

ficiently indicated the storm of passion that was
raging within.

At last he turned and looked from one doctor to

the other with heavy, bloodshot eyes, glaring fiercely

from under his bushy brows.

" So they've killed poor Harry !" said he, in a

hoarse guttural voice.

" So it appears, Mr. Esmond !" sadly said O'Grady.

"Well! there's what it is to be l a good land-

lord !' " There was a fierceness of sarcasm in these

words that cannot be described. "If it was /now
that lay there instead of Harry, people would say, I

suppose, that I deserved what I got—ah ! the vil-

lains ! the black-hearted, cowardly villains ! its little

/ regard them I"

" Take care, Mr. Esmond * take care !" said Hen-

nessy, " with that sight before you, how can you

speak so ?"

" And why not?" said Esmond fiercely.

" Because, Mr. Esmond !" said Hennessy, drawing

near to him, and looking him steadily in the face,

" because that bullet may have missed its mark ! No
man ever meant to shoot young Harry Esmond V
The old man started as if an adder had stung

him. A ghastly paleness overspread his face, and a
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brighter glare flashed in his eyes. " Dr. liennessy !
w

he stammered out, " what do you mean ?"

"I mean just what I said," replied the doctof

glowly and emphatically, " that my poor friend neve*

incurred the fearful penalty he has paid. Excuse

me," said the doctor to O'Grady, " I will go and

see how poor Mrs. Esmond is."

" You are impertinent, sir !—you forget your-

self!" hissed the old man between his teeth.

" No, sir ! I do not forget myself or you, either P

and so saying, Hennessy left the room. As he

passed along the corridor to the remote apartment

whither Mrs. Esmond had been conveyed, he en-

countered more than one group of the servants

with certain women of the neighborhood whom the

news had already reached. Every soul of them was

in tears, and their groans and lamentations attested

the sincerity of their sorrow. Some had stories to

tell of dreams they had dreamed about the poor

dear master, or the mistress, God save her ! or of
11 great trouble and 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 awful death of " the master"

so dearly loved by all. The cook was trying hard

to make herself intelligible through the sobs and

tears that choked her voice, while she set forth km
claims to supernatural enlightenment.
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" Sure, didn't I know ever since Hol'eve nigai

that somethin' or another was goin' to happen !"

" Wisha, how is that, Molly dear?" and all th€

rest dried their eyes, and held their breath to listen

to one so well entitled to speak.

Molly then told, with sundry additions, the affair

of the ring—the wedding-ring, and the clay. When
Molly had enjoyed sufficiently the simple wonder

of her auditors, she proceeded to cap the climax

with her own experience—"But there was some

thing more than that," said she, " that nobody seen

barrin' myself an' Nancy there "'

11 The Lord save us, Molly, ashree ! what was it V
" Afther they wor all gone to bed that night, my-

self an' Nancy bein' the last in the kitchen, we
thought we'd rake the ashes smooth to see if there

'id be any feet comin' or goin'. We waited to try

the salt, too, so we put a thimbleful fornenst every

one in the house, standin' on a plate in a cool place,

an' off we went to bed."

" Well ! Molly, an' what came of it ?"

"As true as I'm a livin' woman this night, an* the

master a dead man, Lord receive his sowl in glory

!

—there was the mark of a foot in the ashes—a man's

foot, too, an' for all the world about the size of his, an'

it turned to'st the door I"

" The Lord between us an' harm !"

"An' when we went to look at the salt, behold

you, there was one thimbleful broken down, an'

melted like, an' the others all standin' as straight as
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when we left them. Now that's as thrue as you're

all 3tandin' there, an1
if you doubt my words there's

Nancy Kenny can tell you the same."

Nancy groaned in corroboration, and another

took up the dismal theme of the warnings. It was

very remarkable, however, that in all their grief for

the good master they had lost, little was said of the

manner of his death, and nothing whatever of the

perpetrator of the deed—whoever that might be.

When Dr. Hennessy knocked at the door of the

room where Mrs, Esmond was, it was opened by

Mrs. O'Grady, and he found within Mrs. Esmond,

senior, and Aunt Winifred, all three having come

with Uncle Harry. Mary Hennessy, it appeared,

was so overcome bv the dreadful shock, that she

was utterly unable to follow the dictates of her heart

in hastening to the side of her so awfully-bereaved

friend.

To the doctor's inquiry of how she found herself,

Mrs. Esmond replied, in low, faint accents—"Oh!
there is no fear of me—I am well enough—too well

—but, Dr. Hennessy !" she added with sudden ani-

mation, raising herself from her reclining posture in

a large arm-chair, " Dr. Hennessy, do tell me has

that man Pierce yet returned ?"

" I believe not—but why do you ask ?—did you

want him ?"

" Want him !" Mrs. Esmond repeated with a visi-

ble shudder; " oh no ! no ! no ! The sight of him
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would be death—death—death!" and moaning

piteously, she fell back again in the chair.

"Why, surely, Mrs. Esmond!" said the doctor,

" you cannot suspect him /—what motive could in-

duce him—or, indeed, any one else, to commit so

black a crime ?"

" I know not, doctor ! I know not ; but," and the

unhappy lady paused, gasping for breath, " but from

something he said to me just before leaving the

house—and after my poor-—my poor Harry was

gone—I fear—oh ! I am almost certain that he had

—at least—something to do with it !" She could

say no more.

The horror of this announcement blanched every

cheek, and the ladies were, for once, struck dumb.

It was only for a moment, however, for, long before

the doctor could make up his mind as to what he

should say, Aunt Winifred broke out with :

" La me ! we might have known there was some-

thing bad about the fellow ; don't you remember the

voice we heard on Hallow-eve night?"

" Yes, and that sad affair of the ring, my dear Mrs.

Esmond?" subjoined Mrs. O'Grady; " you know I

told you that you should not have given your

wedding-ring for such a purpose I my dear, it was

very thoughtless of you to do it—indeed, indeed it

was 1 My 1 my ! my ! who could have foreseen

this ?—though I must say that / had a sort of pre-

sentiment that night that something very bad was

going to happen. Poor dear Harry I" and taking
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out her handkerchief, the sympathizing friend buried

her face in its snowy folds. The elder Mrs. Esmond,

who sat quietly with her niece's hand clasped in

hers, here made a sign to the doctor to get the

others out of the room.
" My dear Mrs. Esmond l

w said Dr. Hennessy,

anxious himself to rid her, if possible, of these Job's

comforters, " had you not better lie down on the

bed, and remain quiet a while. I see you are com-

pletely exhausted—Aunt Martha will stay with you,

and Mrs. O'Grady and Aunt Winifred can go down
stairs and attend to the household affairs. The
people are already crowding in, and the house will

be full of guests before morning."

The proposal was eagerly accepted by t'he two
active ladies, who immediately retired brimful of

importance ; it was hard, however, to persuade Mrs.

Esmond to remain where she was.

" Oh, Doctor Hennessy !—oh ! Aunt Martha !"

she sobbed, " how can I stay here —and Harry so

near me

—

dead?—oh ! no, no—I cannot—cannot

stay"—and she rose from her seat, notwithstanding

the gentle efforts of Aunt Martha to prevent her.

" Now, Aunt Martha ! do not—do not ask to keep

me !" she faltered out in tones of piteous entreaty

—

1 he will not be long with me—let me look upon
him while I can !—while I can ! oh ! Aunt Martha !

Aunt Martha ! what will I do at all ?"

A wild burst of anguish followed, and Mrs. Es-

mond, trembling and exhausted, was easily prevailed
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upon to resume her seat. It appeared to the sym-

pathizing friends who watched her so tenderly that

there was in her mind, and hovering on her lips,

something which she could not put in words. Aunt

Martha, kind and prudent, guessed it.

"My poor Henrietta!" said she, " you are think-

ing of—of—the laying out—but that cannot be

done to-night !"

" And why not ?" cried Mrs. Esmond with a

start.

The old lady was silent, but the doctor spoke

:

" Well ! you know, my dear Mrs. Esmond !'

coughing slightly to gain time, " there is a certain—
ah !—investigation to be made—before—before any-

thing of that kind is done "

" Oh ! you mean the inquest 1" said the widow,

seized with a sudden tremor; "I had forgotten that

—my God ! my God !"

" What if you took her to see the children ?"

whispered the doctor to Aunt Martha as he turned

to leave the room ; " the sight of them might soften

her heart and make her weep—-then all were well —

but I fear this horrid wildness—this dry feverish

agony."

At this juncture the door opened and Uncle

Harry joined the group. The meeting between

him and the heart-stricken widow of his murdered

aephew was strangely silent and solemn. In silence

the old man took Mrs. Esmond's hand and squeezed

it very hard; in silence he seated himself by hei
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side, drew a long, long breath that ended in a sigh
t

then looked through his half-closed eyes first at his

wife, then at Dr. Hennessy, and last of all at his

niece. As for Mrs. Esmond, she appeared but

little consoled by his presence, and a darker shadow

seemed to gather on her face since his entrance.

She returned his greeting with her wonted gentle-

ness, but remained silent.

" My dear niece," began Uncle Harry at length,

"this is an awful visitation that has come upon us

all. Who could have thought that such an end

awaited our poor Harry?"

A voice here dpoke from the shade of the high and

richly-curtained bed—" They said they'd do it—an'

they did !—they said they'd hang—no, shoot ould

Esmond!".
" Great God ! who is that ?" exclaimed Uncle

Harry, while his wife turned pale as death, and Dr.

Hennessy, approaching the spot whence the voice

appeared to issue, led Mabel out by the hand.

" I knew it was poor Mabel," sighed the younger

Mrs. Esmond.

"But how came she here?" said Uncle Harry

testily.

" She must have got in when you did," observed

Dr. Hennessy, "for I know she wasn't in the room
before."

" Don't mind her," pleaded Mrs. Esmond, reaching

out her hand to Mabel ;
" she was the first to cry

over—over

—

him that's gone! That's a good girl
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Mabel ! don't be afraid I" and she smoothed dow*
the dark dishevelled tresses that hung over the girl's

shoulders.

" I'm afraid of him /" said Mabel, pointing to Uncle

Harry, who was regarding her with one of his keen,

scowling glances ;
" that's ould Esmond, you know,"

in a half whisper to Mrs. Esmond, " and they said

he was a born devil!"

"Hush! hush! Mabel," whispered Mrs. Esmond
eagerly.

" Let her say on," said Uncle Harry sternly; "who

said I was a born devil, Mabel ?"

" Why, the men in the Abbey that dark night—an'

listen hither—they said they'd kill you !—ha ! ha ! I

knew they'd do it—it's well it wasn't hang you they

did—they hang every one, you know—barrin' the

gentlemen—but they shoot them!—ha! ha! ha!

—

an' that's all the same—but ochone ! the purty young

gentleman in the room above, what made them shoot

him ? sure he never done anybody any harm ?

" Och, it's once [ had a true love, but i ow I have none !"

This allusion to her husband's fate, accompanied

as it was with so touching a tribute to his goodness,

went straight to Mrs. Esmond's heart, and drew a

torrent of tears from her eyes, to Dr. Hennessy's

great relief.

" But who were the men .
?" persisted Uncle Harry,

his brow darkening more and more every moment.
" Wisha, how could I see in the dark?" was the

answer. " Ask Jerry Pierce up at the big house,
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and maybe h£U tell you! He's Kate Murtha's born

brother, you know ! Augh ! let me go now—I want

to see the young master. Ochone ! ochone ! the black

day it was when any body made that hole in his

purty white forehead !"

Dr. Hennessy flew with great alacrity to open

the door for the wayward girl, and away she went

along the corridor crying and clapping her hands in

all the wildness of sorrow.
11 There's a terrible meaning running through her

incoherent ravings," said Uncle Harry with stern

emphasis ;
" we must have her before the coroner

in the morning. Come, doctor, let us join the ge&

tlemen," and taking Hennessy's arm, they left tit*

room together.
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CHAPTER Vm.

THE EVENTS OF A NIGHT.

The next day was Christmas Eve, and after that

came Christmas Day, but the Christmas joys were

clouded in many a household in and around Cashel by

the awful death of the country's favorite, the gay, the

generous, the all-beloved Harry Esmond. The com-

forts that surrounded many an otherwise cheerless

hearth that Christmas-tide were the gift ofhim and his

gentle wife, and how could the poor forget that there

was sorrow at " the big house," yea, the heaviest of all

sorrows ; They could not forget, and they did not

forget, that one of the noblest gentlemen in Tip-

perary lay cold and dead that day, that a blight had

already fallen on the young life of their most bounti-

ful benefactress. Few houses there were in all the

country-side in which the Rosary was not said those

nights for " rest to the poor young master's soul,"

and many a fair frolic was " nipped i' the bud" by the

timely admonition of some grave senior, "Wisha,

how could you think of the like an' the young master

a cowld corpse the day—och ! more's the pity';"

And when St. Stephen's Day came, and the " Wren-

boys" perambulated the town and its vicinity bear-

ing that diminutive specimen of the feathered tribe

aloft in triumph amongst green boughs ornamented
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with gay streamers, the rollicking, noisy crowd hush-

ed their obstreperous mirth whilst they passed in

front of the Hall.

11 Whisht! now, boys, whisht! bad cess to you, don't

you know what's in there ?—Not a word, now, not a

word for your lives I"
—" Och ! then, sure, it's the first

time we ever passed that door without a big piece o'

diver !—God rest his soul that's gone !" Such were

the exclamations that stopped the bellowing mouths

of the juvenile mob, but the seniors of the troop need

scarcely have uttered them for the youngest there

would have neither laughed nor sung whilst passing

the house of Death—that one, least of all. A few

perches past the Esmond gates, however, and the

wild chorus rose higher than ever

—

" The wran, the wran, the king of all birds.

St. Stephen's Day was caught in the furs,

Alr.ho' he is little, his family's great,

Rise, fair lady, and give us a trate !"

This refrain, repeated in recitative with the utmost

rapidity of utterance by some scores of squalling

voices, was anything but musical in its character,

yet heard from afar it was not without a certain

wild melody, like the murmur of waves on the

sandy beach. As " a lay of the olden time" the

"Song of the Wren"—importunate to some, was right

welcome to others, bringing back long-vanished

scenes, and the simple joys of other years when life

was warm and young. The mourners heard it and

it made their sadness deeper yet, by contrast with
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the bright untroubled past ; faint and far it oame to

the ears of the new-made widow and Mary Hen-

nessy, where they sat, hand locked in hand, beside

the bed whereon lay the shrouded form of Harry

Esmond now decked in the mournful habiliments

of the grave, awaiting its burial on the morrow
;

then did the two pale friends look into each other's

eyes, and the weight of present woe crushed heavier

on their hearts as memory brought back the merry

Christmas times that, for one of them, at least, were

to come no more. The same thoughts came back

with the same familiar sound to Maurice Hennessy

on his daily rounds, and to Phil Moran at his desk,

and he dropped the scroll over which he had been

musing—it was the official report of the Coroner's

Inquest—-and a shadow fell on his thoughtful brow,

and the tears welled up from his inmost heart, as he

murmured " Poor, poor Harry ! friend of my boy-

hood's years, how often have we laughed together at

the merry pranks and mischievous drollery of the

Wren-boys!—They will miss your open hand to-

day ! So they ought ! so they ought !" he add-

ed, starting up and pacing the room to and fro

with hasty strides, " they'll all miss him, and that

not to-day or to-morrow either—and that they may,

from my heart out ! When any one could be found

amongst them hardened enough to murder young

Harry Esmond, they deserve the worst that can

come upon them ! Such a deed is enough to draw

down a curse on the whole country !"
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" True for you, sir !" said his clerk, a thin-faced

and rather cadaverous individual who had the un-

gainly peculiarity of never looking any one straight

in the face; " if it had been the old gentleman now
a body wouldn't have cared, but his tenantry hadn't

that good luck !"

" Good luck, you rascal !" said his master turning

sharp round, " how dare you say such a word in my
presence ?"

" Why, then, upon my credit, sir, I meant no

offence," whispered the clerk, " but if it was old

Esmond that got the bullet in place of Master

Harry, I'm thinking, sir, there would be more dry

eyes than there is the day."

" Silence, sir !" shouted Moran, " don't let me
hear any more of such talk, but go on with what

you are doing?"
" I will, Mr. Moran ! but to tell you the truth,

sir, if it was the old fellow that was popped, I

wouldn't make out the warrant so—so cheerfully."

" Cheerfully ! you villain, why, you look for all

the world like a hangman!— or rather like one

whose own neck was in danger I"

" Oh God forbid, sir, God forbid !" and the cada-

verous clerk, whose name was Ned Murtha, put up

his skinny hand to his neck, as if to make sure that

it was not in danger. <f But then I wish Mr. Boland

had got the warrant made out at home !"

° And why so, pray ?"

" Well ! you see, sir, it's the first warrant of the
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kind I ever made out, and I can't—I can't warm to

the job, at all, at all ! 'Deed I can't, sir
!"

" Nonsense, man, nonsense ! don't you think the

fellow that shot Harry Esmond deserves to swing

for it ?"

" I know, sir, I know, but then—but then I don't

care to have a hand in any one's death."

" Go on with your work, I say !—no more idle

prate—there is no time to be lost !"

Moran seated himself at his desk, bent again over

his papers—silence reigned for a few minutes, when

an exclamation from Ned made the lawyer turn

quickly, just in time to see that eccentric individual

throw down his pen and jump from his perch on

the high office-stool.

" Confound it, Ned! what's the matter now?"
cried the attorney.

" Well! it's a folly to talk, Mr Moran!" said Ned,

looking every way but at him, " I can't nor I won't

write them words, sir, in regard to Jerry Pierce /"

" You will not, eh ?"

" No, sir ! I wouldn't do it for all you're worth !

It's against nature, so it is !"

u And why against nature ?"

" Because, Mr. Moran ! Jerry Pierce is a first and

second cousin of my own, and—and—oh Lord ! if it

was only the old fellow he had shot—no—no—

I

didn't mean that, Mr. Moran ! I didn't, indeed, sir

'

for I won't believe he shot e'er a one, at all. till I'm

Till sure of it, But don't ask me, sir, if you plase, to
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make out the warrant—Jerry and myself are too

near akin, sir, for me to do it, let it be as it may.

And besides, Jerry saved me a horsing* onst, when

we were at school together, by reason of taking the

fault on himself to screen me, and he as innocent as

the child unborn.

"

Poor Ned took out a blue handkerchief spotted

with white, and giving it a very determined shake

before he applied it to its legitimate purpose, blub-

bered out—" No, Mr. Moran ! I can't do it, sir ! if I

lose my place for it
!"

" Well ! well, Ned ! you shan't lose your place for

it," said Moran coughing down his emotions—lawyer

as he was, there was a large infusion of the milk of

human kindness in his heart—" go and tell Branni

gan to come here—he'll make out the warrant, and

you can copy that deed he was going to commence.

Hurry, now, hurry !"

" 1 will, sir !" said Ned, but he only said it, for his

journey to the next room occupied considerably

more time than the distance seemed to warrant.

"Ned Martha !" said Moran to himself, as the

door closed behind him, " there's more of a heart in

that ungainly body of yours than I ever gave you

credit for !"

* All our readers may not understand the nature of the ser-

vice rendered on this occasion. In country schools in Ireland

when a boy was convicted of any capital offence, he was

hoisted on the back of another boy, and castigated to the

master's " heart's content. ' This punishment was technically

etyled horsing*



152 THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.

The reader will see from this that a warrant had

been issued immediately after the Coroner's Inquest

for the arrest of "Jeremiah—commonly called Jerry

Pierce, late butler at Esmond Hall." The verdict

on which this warrant was founded could nowise

have been returned but for the evidence of Mrs.

Esmond touching the mysterious words of Pierce,

and his no less mysterious conduct on the fatal day

of the murder—this, coupled with his sudden dis-

appearance, furnished very strong presumptive

evidence that, if not the principal in the atrocious

crime, he was, at least, cognizant thereof, and>

therefore, accessory. It was an awful suspicion,

considering the relation which had existed between

the supposed murderer and his victim,—the un

varying kindness of the master and the apparent

fidelity and gratitude of the man. In fact no

motive could be assigned for the perpetration of so

foul a murder, and hence it was that the whole

country cried shame on the murderer, and on«

general feeling of horror and of indignation per-

vaded the minds of all. Rich and poor were alike

interested in this mysterious murder—the rich

naturally inferring from it that no man's life was

safe amid a population so prone to deeds of blood,

that not even the best of landlords was safe from

their capricious malice; the poor, on the other hand,

lamenting the loss of their generous friend and

most bountiful benefactor, the darling of every

heart, and filled with shame and confusion to think
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that a man could be found in Tipperary to shoot

him in cold blood. " One of themselves, too,"

—

that was the worst of it. There had been murders

committed even in that part of the country, where

the murderers were regarded with compassion

rather than abhorrence, because they had but

executed the general thirst for vengeance on some

hard-hearted, tyrannical landlord, the scourge of his

miserable tenantry, and the avowed enemy of the

people;—in this case, however, there was no sym-

pathy for the murderer—all the popular feeling

was against him ; in all that eastern district of Tip-

perary there was not man, woman or child who did

not execrate the deed, praying with all the fervor

of grateful love for the repose of Mr. Esmond's

soul, and that God might comfort his desolate

widow and her unconscious orphans.

Of the many humble homes to which the untimely

death of young Harry Esmond brought tribulation

there was none where grief weighed so heavily as in

that of Bryan Cullenan. The news had come like a

thunderbolt on Cauth and Bryan, and both equally

felt the crushing blow, but its effect on each was dia-

metrically opposite. Bryan hastened at once to the

Hall, " satisfied himself," as he said, " with a good

cry over the poor young master," and prayed long

and fervently beside his cold remains, the tears

streaming from his aged eyes on the Bridgetine

beads he was telling for the repose of that dear soul.

During the three days and nights that the vigil of
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death was kept in Esmond Hall. Bryan spent the

greater part of his time there, now giving out the

Rosary and the Litanies amongst the country people

who thronged the kitchen and the servants' hall, now
kneeling, absorbed in pious meditation, beside the

state-bed on which the body was laid out, that-

mournful privilege being tacitly conceded to the old

man of the Rock.

Cauth, on the contrary, never went near the house

of death. A certain gloomy wildness seemed to have

taken possession of her and she talked incoherently

to herself with the strangest gesticulation. That was

only when alone, however, for to Bryan she was un-

usually silent all those dreary days. Once when the

old man asked was she not going up " to see the

poor young master before he was laid in the cold

clay where none of them could ever see him any

more," she turned on him sharply with

"Don't be botherin' me, Br^an Cullenan! what

for would I go up there ?"

"Wisha, Cauth! what for does any one go up

there ?" said Bryan, much amazed ;
" myself thought

you had a great wish for the quality at the hill
!"

"Who says I haven't?" she returned still more

sharply; "go your ways, now, Bryan, an' let me
alone ! I hate to hear people inakm' fools o' them-

selves, taikin' of what they know nothing about."

Poor Bryan was fain to do her bidding, and " went

his ways" to the Rock, wondering much what man-

ner of woman Cauth might be who professing so
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much love and gratitude for " the young mistress"

appeared yet so little touched by the dread sorrow

that had come upon her.

" Ay ! go your ways, ould man I" said Cauth when
she found herself alone, " it's little you know about

them you're leavin' behind. Oh !" she moaned, " if

I hadn't gone next or nigh them ! if I hadn't loaded

them with blessings, maybe this heavy curse wouldn't

have come down on them!—sure I might a known
how it 'id be !—why wouldn't I go an' see him, inagh!

och, then, God help your wit, you poor foolish ould

man ! isn't it on my two knees Va wnik from here to

there, an' back again, if it could do himself or herself

any good—but, fareer gar ! it couldn't !—no ! no !

no ! it couldn't, an' it i'd break my heart entirely to

see my poor darlin' young gentleman lyin' there kilt

an' murdhered fornenst my eyes !—it would ! it

would! Och! the black villain—the black villain !

sure the divil himself had a hand in him, or he

couldn't do the likes o' that—he couldn't spill the

blood of one that never done any one any harm

—

one that had the blessin' of the poor, an' the good

wish of high and low !
"

That night when
11 The iron tongue of m^ r'gbt had told twelve/'

it so happened that Bryan Cullenan found himself

alone for a short space with the sheeted dead. The

ladies and gentlemen were taking some refreshment

in the next room, and Mrs. Esmond had been pre-

vailed upon with much ado to lay down her weary



156 THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.

head, even though Bleep, that ever forsakes the

wretched, and " flies from woe," was little to be ex-

pected for one so utterly woe-begone.

All at once Bryan's solemn meditations were
rudely interrupted by the sight of a tall figure, stand-

ing by the bed, wrapped in a great coat, the cape of

which was thrown over the head after the manner
ofahnod. Bryan's hecrt sank within him, and his

t mgue clave to his palate, so that he could not

speaR, even if he would. With his eyes starting

from their sockets he watched the motionless form,

as it stood with head bent forward, and hands—they

were large, bony hands, too—clasped tightly to-

gether, back side up, as they hung at arm's length

in front. The attitude was one of mournful con-

templation, but no sound was heard, not even a sigh

from the unseen lips. But as Bryan gazed with his

heart in his eyes, he saw some sudden emotion shake

the huge frame of his mysterious fellow- watcher

—

one long low moan was heard, like the wail of a tor-

tured spirit, and the figure turning towards Bryan,

raised a finger in admonition and passed slowly from

the room. Oh ! the horror of that moment ! the icv

shiver that ran from the old man's heart through

every vein of his body, as, glancing up into the face

which he supposed was that of a supernatural being,

he recognized the murderer—Jerry Pierce !

Bryan used to say in after days that he often

wondered how he got over the fright of that mo-

ment. Ke whose days and nights, too, were not
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geldom passed amongst the dead—he that could

sleep contentedly amongst the graves on the deso-

late Rock of Cashel, no whit alarmed by the possi-

bility of some of their occupants

"Revisiting the gliaapses of the moon,"

he was paralyzed with terror by the sight ofthat mor-

tal man. His first impulse was to cry out and give

the alarm now that he found his tongue unloosed

from the spell of that dread presence ; but Bryan was

a cautious man, an exceeding cautious man, and he

made it a rule in every emergency to " think twice and

upeak once," so he thought twice then, and concluded

—just as " the quality" came in again from the other

room,—firstly ,that there was no great chance ofcatch-

ing Pierce by that time, and secondly, that it might

be the death ofthe young mistress ifshe came to hear

that the murderer of her husband had been there

in the silent midnight to look upon the lifeless

remains of his victim ! So Bryan crept from the

room unnoticed by any one, and was making his

way to the kitchen when in the hall he found a

crowd assembled round one of the maid-servants

who seemed obstinately bent on fainting away
directly, from which overt act divers of her fellow-

servants, aided by a number of the wake-people

from below, were violently endeavoring to dis-

suade her.

11 Och ! let me alone !" hysterically cried or rathe?

Bobbed the entirely overcome damsel, as she wrig-
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gled and twisted in the arms of the sympathizing

assistants; "sure I'll never be the better of it-—

never—never—och ! I'll faint !—I'll faint
!"

" Wisha, don't now !—don't, achree !—you'll be

over it soon, please God !—it's only a wakeness !"

" What did you see, a colleen .
?"

"Och! och! what did I see?—why, I seen—

I

Been

—

Jerry Pierce !

!

—Och ! I'm goin'—I'm goin'—

"

Exclamations of horror were heard on every side

—" Jerry Pierce ! ! the Lord in heaven save us!

—

ah then, where did you see him, acushla .
?"

" I met him—on the stairs abroad—comin' down

—an' the cape of his big-coat up over his head

—

oh ! oh !—an' his eyes lookin' at me like—like live

coals
!"

" Oyeh ! it's his fetch she seen !"—ran round the

circle in a loud whisper—" it's well if she does get

over it, the crathur !"

" There ! there ! she's goin'—

"

"If she is, she can use her feet well—and her

tongue too," said Brian to himself as he passed on

towards the kitchen, cruelly indifferent to the

precarious condition of the fainting fair one, but

much occupied with the thoughts of the apparition

which had frightened himself no less than her.

Notwithstanding Bryan's silence, the news soon

spread all over the house, and every soul in it, witli

the single exception of its widowed mistress and

Uncle Harry—of whom all stood in too much awe

to tell him anything—had heard the awful tale of
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Jerry Pierce's fetch being seen walking about the

house. Then did Mary Hennessy and Bella Le

Poer remind each other of the shadowy form they

had seen only ten or twelve days before, and

coupling that with this, they shudderingly con

eluded—as did most of those at the wake—that

this appearance was possibly in advance of the

wretched man's impending doom.

There was another that saw Jerry Pierce that

night—a comely, dark-haired damsel, by name Celia

Mulquin, who kept house for her uncle, a road-

contractor, named Larry Dwyer, within a stone's

throw of the Esmond gate. The uncle and his two

strapping sons were long since a-bed and sleeping

soundly, as evinced by the somewhat unmusical

chorus executed in trio by that number of nasal

organs on the loft which covered " the room,"

—

another over the kitchen being Celiacs sleeping

apartment, both reached by a ladder; the middle

space, or that end of the kitchen where was the

fireplace, shaded from the door by the jamb-wall,

had no covering over it but the thatch and wattles

of the roof.

Celia was sitting in a very desponding attitude

before the yet unraked fire, looking with fixed un-

conscious eyes down into the red greshaugh
y
the

ashes of the burned sods which had all day long made
"the back" for the light C( slane turf" that formed the

fire. It was hard to say what Celia was thinking

of just then, but it must have been something very
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painful to her heart, judging by the paleneee of her

round fair cheek, and the sad expression of heT soft

blue eyes. By and by the vacant look vanished,

and a world of sorrow was suddenly in motion all

over the girl's smooth features. Tears began at

length to moisten her eyelids, and, raising the two

corners of her checked apron, she held them to her

eyes, her chest heaving violently under the colored

kerchief so modestly folded over it. Suddenly she

started—turned her head in the attitude of listen-

ing—then stood up and crossed herself, her eyes

fixed with a frightened look on the little window
that pierced the front wall of the house a few feet

from the ground.

" Christ save us !" muttered the girl, " who can

it be at this dead hour o' the night ?—why, sure

—

jure it can't be him .
?"

The palor deepened on her face, but she stepped

jn tiptoe to the window ; nothing was there to be

ieen but the pitchy darkness of the night; a tap

was now heard at the door, and thither went Celia

with the same stealthy pace. Putting her ear close

to the door she listened for a repetition of the

sound—it came not again in the same form, but a

voice spoke through the keyhole

:

" Celia darlin,' won't you let me in ? If you're

by yourself do, for God's sake ! I want to speak to

you !"

Celia knew the voice, ar d it brought the rich color

back to her cheek, though the flush passed away a*
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quickly as it came ; for a moment she stood irreso-

lute, but her soft woman's heart prevailed, and she

opened the door with as little noise as possible

—

Jerry Pierce stood without, but the next moment

he stood within, close by the jamb-wall. The girl

retreated as far as the front wall would let her, but

that was only a few feet.

" Celia !" said the man in a thick, hoarse whisper,

" are you afeard of me too ?"

" I'm not afeard of you," she answered in the same

low tone; "I know you'll not harm me—but—but

—

oh ! what—what brings you here, you poor misfor-

tunate man ?"

"Bekase, I'm hunted like a wild baste already,

an' they'll be apt to hunt me down soon, an' then I

could never say to you what I must say dead or

alive. Are they all gone to bed ?"

"Hours an' hours ago—don't you hear them

snorin' V 1

"May I sit down, then, for a little start by the

fire ?" whispered the deep voice ;
" I'm shiverin' with

the cowld, Celia! an' it'll be long, long before I see

your face again—maybe never !" The girl could not

resist this sorrowful appeal, so placing the light in a

position which threw the broad fireplace and the

greater part of the kitchen in shade, she proceeded

to hang a thick cloth before the window, so that

none could look in from without, and then placed a

low seat for Jerry in the corner just by the jamb
Taking her own station on the opposite side of the
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fire, she sat with her eyes cast down, her cheek and

lip pale as ashes, and her clasped hands resting on

her knees. For a few moments both were silent,

Pierce cowering over the fire while his large limbs

trembled partly with cold, partly with misery and

desolation.

" Maybe you're hungry ?" questioned the girl in a

choking voice, without raising her eyes, and without

naming his name.

A sort of low convulsive laugh gargled in the

man's throat, as, starting at her voice, he replied

—

" No, I didn't come here to ask charity—I had my
supper—thanks to them that gave it to me."

" Well ! what—what—did you want with me ?"

still without looking up.

" Want with you /" repeated the man, in a half-

angry tone, but the next moment he added some-

what more mildly, " Oyeh, Oelia ! its althered times

with us when you'd ax me such a question. But
och ! och ! sure the faut isn't yours,—mavrone,

mavrone, it is 7wt!"

"I ask you again what did you come here for?"

" I'll tell you that—do you believe me guilty of

what's laid to my charge ?"

" How can I disbelieve it ?" asked Celia sadly.

11 An' och ! och ! but it's the hard thing to think

that—that "

"That what?"

^That you'd be guilty of the likes of that I"

"But you think I am?"
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u Wisha, God help me ! what can I think ?" And
the tears began to fall unheeded from Celia's eyes.

In a moment Pierce was beside her, and would

have taken her hand, but that she stoutly resisted,

drawing her seat away from him with a look that

was partly fear, partly anger.

" Don't—don't—lay a hand on me ! unless you

want to kill me, too !"

She was sorry for the word almost before it had

passed her lips, but she made no effort to recall it.

Its effect on Pierce was like that of a stunning blow

;

he was struck dumb, and for a moment could only

look at the terrified girl with eyes of blank bewild-

erment. At last he sighed, and that sigh passed

shivering through his whole body, his blue lips

parted, and he said, clasping his hands together, and

letting his head fall heavily on his chest—" Then I

am—I am—a murderer !"

When he raised his head again> there was a ghastly

smile on his face, and he looked more like a corpse

than a living being; his hands were clasped tight

across his breast, as though to restrain its wild

throbbings—it was some moments before he could

speak, gasping for breath the while, Celia watching

him with eyes distended by horror and amazement

—at last he spoke in a hissing whisper that made the

blood curdle in her veins

—

"Well now, that's what brought me here the night \

n

"What?"
" Why, you know the promise of marriage that's
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betwixt us—well ! I came to give mine back- -it'll

soon be all over with me
}
atf I don't want to have

you afeard of me comin' back on account o' the

promise—when—when—I'm gone !"*

Celia Mulquin leaned forward and looked into his

eyes with a wild, searching gaze—as she looked, her

features gradually relaxed—her lips parted with

something like a smile, if a smile could come at such

a moment. Slowly, very slowly she spoke—" I'll

not give you back your promise, then ! for, livin' or

dead, Jerry Pierce, if I don't marry you, I'll marry

no one else. If that's what you came for, you have

your answer !"

Jerry Pierce sprang to his feet with an energy

that frightened poor Celia. A gleam of wild pas-

sionate joy flashed across his features like red light-

ning over the black thunder-cloud.

" I have my answer !" he said in the subdued tones

that caution required; "I have my answer, an' I'll

go ! Now I can face death, an' shame, an' all that's

before me ; for I know there's one true heart that—

-

that love s mo still—black and odious as I am 1 God
be with you, achorra macree !"

"Whisht! whisht! 1
' said the girl earnestly, "how

dare you name that holy name ?
v

" I can dare more than that I" was the answer.

* This superstition is common in all parts of Ireland. If on*

of two betrothed lovers die, it is considered as certain as

anything, not of faith, can be, that he or she will haunt the

living party to the promise, until it be cancelled between them.
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He stooped towards her, and, before she could

prevent him, kissed her pale lips once, twice, thrica

" Don't be angry, Celia, that's the first kiss, an',

maybe, the last, but it isn't the kiss of a murderer!—

you'll think of them words, dariin', an' they'll com-

fort your poor heart when I'm maybe swingin'

on the gibbet I"

He was gone before Celia could make herself

conscious of what he had said.
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CHAPTER IX.

UNCLE HARRY HAS AN ADVENTURE.

At the Chapel-door in Cashel on the following

Sunday, there was a crowd gathered, after last Mass,

discussing, of course, the murder of young Mr. Es-

mond. There generally is a crowd after Mass, I am
forced to confess, at every Church and Chapel- door,

discussing all manner of topics, but on the day in

question the crowd was even greater than usual, and

there was no diversity in the subjects under discus-

sion—all were chattering away for dear life on the

one engrossing theme of the murder—all the more

engrossing for being horrible, and, moreover, mys-

terious. Many were the wild and strange rumors

already afloat in relation to the murder and its pro-

bable causes, for people will have causes for every-

thing, and where there are none on hand, they will

make them to order. Some would have it that

Pierce had an old spite against Master Harry since

one day long ago he was out following the hunt as a

game-boy, and the young master said or did some-

thing to him that was rankling in his mind ever

since, till he got the chance of being revenged.

Others always knew, they said, that there was some-

thing very bad in that Jerry Pierce, whilst others

went farther still, and said, with a sagacious wink,
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or a shake of the head, that there was " a bad drop

in them Pierces, altogether." This capped the cli-

max, the more so as it was something entirely new,

for the Pierces, though poor cottiers from father to

son, had always been in good repute with their

neighbors, and this was the first actual blemish on

their fair name. But there are always people ready,

on such occasions, " to help the lame dog over the

stile" as they say in Ireland, which means in plain

English, to speed an ill story on its way. " When a

man's down, down with him," is the common order

of things^Vnd that in more countries than our dear

Celtic Ireland. There are lame dogs in every coun-

try, and charitable people in abundance to "help

them over the stile." But to our story.

The Dean himself had spoken for a full hour after

Mass on the awful crime just committed in ,their

midst, the disgrace of which fell, he said, on the

whole community, until such time, at least, as the

murderer was brought to justice. He had warned the

people against aiding or assisting in concealing him

from the officers of the law, saying that his crime

was of the most revolting character, without one

extenuating circumstance to lessen its enormity in

the sight of God or man. He had paid an affection-

ate tribute to the virtues of the deceased gentleman,

and spoke even with tears of the loss he was to the

whole country both as a landlord and a magistrate.

"When young Harry Esmond," said he, "was on

*he bench, the poor man always knew he had a
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friend that would see justice done him; and, as a

landlord," said he, " where will you find his equal?—

which of you, his tenants, ever went from his office-

door with anything but a blessing on your lips?

Well ! he is gone—this upright magistrate—this

kind, easy landlord—this honorable, noble-hearted

gentleman is gone from amongst us—cut down in

the pride of his manhood, in the bloom of his youth,

like a young tree lightning-blasted. And alas! alas!

that I should have to say it!—cut down by the hand

of violence—the red hand of murder—oh horrible,

most horrible it is to think of, for if people slay

their friends and benefactors what can be said in

their favor? Nothing, nothing, they close the lips

of their friends, and make their name odious to

those who know them not. Murder is always abo-

minable in the sight of God, and on no account jus-

tifiable. There are times, however, when people

will pretend to make excuses, and soften down the

horror of the crime by alleged provocation of one

kind or another—but here, as you all know, there

is, or can be no palliation of a deed which stands

out in the calendar of crime as a black and brutal

murder. As for the perpetrator of the deed, may
God convert him, and bring him to a sense of his

wickedness before justice overtakes him, as it surely

will, even in this world, if there be a just God in

heaven! And mark well my words—the man or

woman that has act or part in concealing that un-

happy man froa\ the officers of justice will be ao
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countable for it before God and the laws of his

country !"

This discourse, as may well be supposed , had

made a deep impression on the minds of all, and, in

fact, closed every heart against the murderer.

And so, as I said before, every tongue was loud

in condemnation of the crime, whilst showing cause

for its commission All at once a little old woman
in a red cloak, with the hood drawn over her face,

stumped out from the midst of the crowd, and stood

on the open green with both hands resting on her

stick, regarding the different speakers with a strange

expression of scorn on the only part of her face that

was visible beneath the hood. After listening a few

moments longer, she brcke out into a shrill, derisive

laugh that immediately drew all eyes to her strange

figure, and stranger attitude, and it so happened that

the clatter of voices ceased at once, and a hush fell

on the so-lately noisy crowd.

" Ha ! ha ! ha !" laughed the hag again, " much
you all know about it !—jist as much as the crows

that are makm* game of you up yondher in the trees!

—Ugh ! ugh ! ugh ! go home about your business, Fd
advise you, an' let the poor boy alone that never

done you any harm !—Ugh ! ugh ! ugh ! isn't it funny

to hear people talkin' of what they know nothing

about ? But I tell you again"—and she raised her

stick, and pointed it at the crowd

—

lt
let Jerry Pierce

ilone, or ye'll not be thankful to yourselves !"

Away she hobbled, leaving her hearers bewildered
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and confused, for a whisper had run through the

crowd whPe she spoke—-" It's the fairy-woman of

the hill ! Christ between us an' harm !"

A heavy shower of rain could not have dispersed

the crowd more quickly than the sound of that

woman's voice, but as they scattered in all direc-

tions through the town and the adjoining country,

groups might be seen here and there with their

heads together, and in low, cautious tones might also

be heard as the parting salutation

—

<( So it's best

take care, anyhow, an' not anger her"

In the course of that Sunday afternoon, Mr. and

Mrs. Esmond of Rose Lodge paid a visit to their

widowed niece writh whom Aunt Winifred had been

staying ever since the fxtal night that hnd quenched

in blood the light of Esmond Hall. Mary Hennessy

and Bella Le Poer were also there, to Mrs. Esmond's

greater consolation, for their tender and judicious

kindness was balm to her bruised and broken heart.

No visitors were as yet admitted, save only the near-

est relatives, and the house, late so full of life and

animation, was gloomy as a funeral vault. The very

servants, as they glided around in their deep mourn-

ing costume, were grave and sad as mutes at a fu-

neral, and the merry voices of the children were

hushed and silent. As for the fair mistress of the

mansion, no smile had yet crossed her visage, and

but few words escaped her bloodless lips, as she lay

from day to day in her high-backed chair, a pale

drooping flower, fading slowly away in the eight of
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the two devoted friends who watched her with

more than sister's love. As on that first dreary

night, the presence of Uncle Harry seemed somehow

to discompose her, though she evidently strove to

hide her disquiet, fearing, doubtless, to give him

pain. But her tell-tale features refused to keep the

secret, and the old man's keen eye speedily detected

the emotion she vainly sought to repress. Declining

Mrs. Esmond's faint invitation to remain for dinner,

he rose abruptly, saying to his wife

:

li Come, Martha, it will be night before we get

home." He glanced at the timepiece over the

mantel. " Why, how is that, Henrietta—your clock

is not going ?"

" No," said Mrs. Esmond, with more energy than

she had of late manifested; " it stopped, I suppose,

when Harry's heart did, and it shall never go again

—at least, while I am its owner."

" What ! do you mean to say it stopped at that

hour, on that night ?" and he pointed to the hands.

" My eyes saw it."

" Great God ! it was about the very moment"—
and the old man leaned on the back of a chair for

support, his eyes still fixed on the timepiece.

n You think so, uncle?"

" There is not a doubt of it," said Aunt Martha,

her face pale as ashes. " It, was about eight o'clock

when he left our door, and half an hour would likely

have brought him to—to—the fatal spot."
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" True !—most true !" murmured Uncle Harry, as

if to himself.

" But tell me, uncle," said Mrs. Esmond, with a

spasmodic effort, " how it happened that it was

your horse my poor fellow rode—at the time—in-

stead of the roan mare he took from here f

"

" Oh ! that, my dear, is easily explained," Uncle

Harry carelessly replied. " The roan got lame with

him on the way, and when my groom came to ex

amine how it was, he found that a nail in one of tbe

fore-shoes had pierced the hoof, and the animal was

in downright pain, so we had to send directly for

the blacksmith to take off the shoe, and a hard job

it was to get it off. Of course Harry had nothing

for it but to leave her behind, and take one of my
horses."

" Dear me !" groaned Aunt Winifred, " it was

most unfortunate."

" What was ?" said her brother snappishly.

" Why, the change of horses, brother !—you know
there is such a thing as luck after all, and I do think

that gray of ours was unlucky to poor Harry !—

I

shall never go out with her again—never—never!

But, mercy on us ! you needn't look so cross ; one

would think you meant to bite my nose off 1"

" No danger of that, Winny !" said her brother

maliciously; " my chance of getting you off my
hands is small enough now without taking so unna

tural a means of spoiling your beauty! Good-bye,
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Henny, my poor child, try and keep up your heart

as well as you can."

" I will, sir," was the dreamy, listless answer, as

the mourner received and returned Aunt Martha's

kind farewell greeting. As for Miss Esmond, she

stiffened herself to the rigidity of a colossal poker

and, not deigning to notice her brother's parting

nod, extended the long fingers of her right hand to

l>er sister-in-law, saying as she did so

:

" Well, Martha, my dear ! though he's my brother

I must say that you have got the greatest bear of a

husband in all Tipperary. You have indeed !"

At another time this little manifestation of temper

on the part ofAunt Winifred would have given much
amusement, but there was none to notice it then,

and in grave silence the party separated.

The early night was already close at hand when
Mr. Esmond stepped into the gig where his wife

was already seated. As he took the reins from

Mulligan, he placed a half-crown in his hand, which

Mulligan acknowledged by a very low bow and a

" Long life to your honor, an' safe home, sir !" Then

•cwering his voice, he added—"I'd make the bay

step out, your honor, if I was you—there do be

vhosts an' things abroad afther dusk, an' you've a

lonesome bit of a road before you ! Safe home,

sir !-' he said aloud, and making a sign to Mr. Es-

mond to say nothing, he hurried off to open the

gates, then bowed again as the gig rolled out on
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the high road, and distinctly uttered the words—•

" Take care !"

" What did Mulligan say, my dear ?" asked Mrs.

Esmond when they were fairly started.

" He said to-morrow would be a fine.day !" re-

plied her husband with characteristic gruffhess, as

he leaned forward to apply the whip to the shining

flanks of his horse, though the animal needed no

such hint to make haste home.

Mrs. Esmond made no further attempt at conver-

sation, and the ill-matched pair were whirled along

for a mile and better through the chilly air of the

winter evening, without again exchanging words.

Both were wrapt apparently in their own thoughts,

and gloomy thoughts they were, too, for neither could

forget that about the same hour less than a week

ago, one near and dear to them left his home in

happy unconsciousness that he was to see it never

more.

As the evening shades fell colder and darker on

the wintry landscape, the sense of loneliness began

to press on the stout heart of Mr. Esmond, and he

was glad to break the silence that he now felt op-

pressive. He addressed some trifling observation

to his wife, but had not yet received an answer

when the horse, shying at some object on the road-

side, pricked up his ears, tossed his head, and began

to prance in a backward direction that was any-

thing but safe, seeing that a gravel pit full of yellow



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. lib

muddy water bounded the road at that particular

spot.

Mrs. Esmond's scream of terror frightened the

animal still more—back,—back he went, notwith-

standing the desperate efforts made by the strong

arm that was urging him forward—back,—back he

reared till the wheels of the gig were within a foot

of the water edge,—Mrs. Esmond, crying, " Holy

Mary ! Mother of God ! pray for us I" was about to

throw herself out of the gig, at all hazards, when a

tall man appeared at the horse's head, laid hold of

the bridle, and with one jerk, and a soothing " Wo !

wo !" drew the frightened animal out on the road,

the gig lumbering heavily at his heels.

The fervent thanksgiving that escaped from Mrs.

Esmond's ashy lips was for once echoed by her

husband, with a hearty acknowledgment of the

timely assistance that had saved them both from an

awful death.

" You have saved our lives this night," said he.

(l Undher God, sir, undher God," put in the tall

man, stooping to pick up a bag he had thrown from

his shoulder.

" Oh ! of course—of course—that's understood.

But who and what are you? tell me that before you

go, for if I live I'll reward you well."

" I'm not goin' yit," was the answer; " I'll walk a

little ways farther with you, for fear the baste might

shy again, or something."

" But who are you? what is your name?"
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" Well ! my name isn't worth your honor's

kno win', but I'm the poor man that asked charity

from you there back o' the hill, an' didn't get it."

" My God !" murmured Mrs. Esmond in an audible

whisper, and she pressed close to her husband as the

tall beggarman appeared at her side of the vehicle.

" Don't be afeard, ma'am !" said he in a voice that

sounded as if it came from a barrel, "any company's

better than none, sometimes !—especially on a lone-

some road of a dark night."

Mrs. Esmond said no more, and the sturdy beg-

garman trudged along, staff in hand, by her side,

keeping pace with the horse even at a brisk trot.

The few belated stragglers who passed along ono

way or the other, exchanging a brief salutation with

the self-appointed guide, passed cheerily on, most

of them whistling some lively air as if to counteract

the sombre influence of the hour.

On and on went the gig, and on went the tall beg-

garman beside it, bag on back and staff in hand.

The one half of Mr. Esmond's homeward road was

already passed, when the horse pricked up his ears

again, glanced fearfully at one side of the road where

stood an old limekiln, its rude masonry partly con-

cealed by the overhanging branches of a huge alder-

bush. In an instant the beggarman had hold of the

bridle and his strong arm speedily brought the scared

animal to subjection. A slight noise was heard as it

were in the kiln—a dark form was visible for a mo-

ment, one word issued from the throat of the man at
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tbe horse's head—the word was u Remember!"—in

the twinkling of an eye the figure vanished, and the

horse sped lightly on his way. Mrs. Esmond breath-

ed more freely, she knew not why.

A little farther on, the beggarman stopped, and

laid his hand on the rein. " You'll soon be at home
now, Mr. Esmond!" said he, in his deep guttural

tones ; " the baste won't shy any more, I'm thinkin',

so I'll be biddin* you good night, an' its one advice

I'll give you, never refuse a poor man or a poor

woman a charity when they ask it for God's sake

—

an' listen to what I'm goin' to say, your honor,"—he

leaned over the wheel, and spoke in a whisper

—

"you're the last man in Tipperary that ought to be

out afther nightfall. N"ow go your ways !"

11 But, my very worthy fellow !" said Mr. Esmond,
" will you not tell me to whom I am so deeply in-

debted this night ?"

" Maybe you wouldn't thank me if I did," said the

man gruffly; "ask me no questions and I'll tell you

no lies. Go on now, as fast as you can, or maybe
there's worse than a quarry before you—an' mind

what I tell you—be merciful to the poor, or their

curse 'ill fall on you where I can't save you !"

Bounding like an antelope over the ditch, he dis-

appeared, and it is hardly necessary to say that Mr.

Esmond's bay flew home at a gallop.

The first act of Mr. Esmond after reaching home
was to send post-haste for the Dean and Attorney

Moran. Pending their arrival dinner was served
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but seldom was meal less honored at the well-ap

pointed table of Rose Lodge. The old gentlemar

was far too much excited to think of eating ; with

his bushy brows knit together, and his sharp grey

eyes fixed in moody thought, he sat leaning back

In his chair, scarcely deigning to answer the repeat-

ed entreaties of his wife to eat something.

At last, seeing that the lady had finished her very

slight repast, he said, pushing back his chair with

characteristic brusquerie—"If you're done now,

Martha! I wish you would have those things re«

moved. I wonder how people can eat under such

circumstances."

Mrs. Esmond made no reply—she was, indeed, a

most submissive wife, at all times ; the dishes were

removed, and fruit and wine placed on the table.

The old gentleman drank off a glass of Madeira,

then looked at his wife and said :

" That was a confoundedly queer chap, that beg-

garman !—didn't you think so, Martha ?"

"I really can't say, my dear, what I thought of

him, or of anything else at the time, I was so

frightened."

"What!" said the husband ironically, "at the

prospect of a cold bath ? Well ! I own it wasn't

over inviting such a night as this ! But you know
that chilling prospective was only for a moment I"

"Was there no other danger but that of the

quarry ?" said Mrs. Esmond pointedly.

" Oh ! true—there was the limekiln,

—

but that
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needn't have shocked your weak nerves, seeing that

there was no fire in it. They couldn't roast you,

you know, without fire !—ha! ha! ha!"

A second and a third glass of the sparkling Ma-

deira had somewhat exhilarated the old man's

spirits though his humor was still bitter.

" I am sorry, my dear," said Mrs. Esmond quietly,

" that I can't compliment you on your wit. Now I

think I wasn't the only one whose nerves, weak or

strong, were shocked on this occasion !"

' Of course not, my dear! there was the horse—

"

" Weil ! what was it that frightened the horse first

and last?"

" I'm sure I can't tell—except it was a ghost

—

horses, you know, can see a spirit where human op-

tics are at fault."

The cool sarcasm of Mr. Esmond's tone and man-

ner did undoubtedly ruffle his wife's temper not a

little. That amiable gentleman took sufficient pains

on all occasions to show his unbounded contempt

for female understanding generally, which he was

wont to epigramize by grammatical comparison as

weak—weaker—weakest. But for reasons suffi-

ciently clear to herself, Mrs. Esmond was more than

usually susceptible to his pointless sarcasm.

" Harry 1" said she, with much earnestness of look

and tone, " if I were alone, I, for one, would not

have been afraid of either the living or the dead."

" Zounds, madam ! what do you mean by that ?
,f

cried her husband fiercely.
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""No blustering, Harry ! no blustering 1" said hie

wife calmly but firmly, " what I mean to say is this,

that my fears were for you"—drawing back, and

pointing at him with her finger—" not for myself. I

feared that the blow might fall this time where it was

meant to fall before! You understand—I see you

do—I will, therefore, leave you to your own
thoughts, which may, in your case, be the best com-

panions, commending to your further attention the

old adage

—

(

it is ill playing with edged tools.'

"

Before Mr. Esmond had recovered the effect of

this stunning blow, the door-bell gave intimation

that one or both of the anxiously-expected visitors

had arrived, and Mrs. Esmond vanished by one door

as the Dean and the mar. of law entered by another.

Mr. Esmond, recovering by a violent effort from

the stunning effect of his wife's home-thrust, ad-

vanced with outstretched hand to greet his guests.

" Well, Mr. Esmond !" said the Dean, when

having warmed his hands over the fire, he turned

and faced his host, " you see we have promptly

obeyed your summons, though, as regards myself, I

would rather have waited a little, seeing that I had

but just returned from a sick call, some three miles

away.
" Fm very sorry, indeed," said Mr. Esmond, " but

my business is very urgent, and would not by any

means wait."

" Well ! what is your business ?" and the Dean

exchanged a significant glance with Moran, who had
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ooolly taken his place at the table for the refresh-

ment of his inner man, " what is your business, sir ?

It must be of grave importance when you send in

all haste for the priest and the lawyer."

" It is of grave importance—the very gravest im-

portance, Dean McDermot I" emphatically said Mr.

Esmond, as he threw himself back in his chair op-

posite the Dean, and looked first in his face, then in

Moran's, to see how they took this startling an-

nouncement. " Do vou know that I have discovered

the existence of a conspiracy?"

" A conspiracy, Mr. Esmond?" cried his hearers

simultaneously.

" Yes, a conspiracy !—a conspiracy against me

—

Harry Esmond, of Rose Lodge—a conspiracy to

take away my life—to murder me !
!"

" Bless me, Mr. Esmond, you astonish me !" said

the Dean. What Moran would have said we know
not, for it so happened that he was seized just then

with a troublesome fit of coughing that made hiro

very red in the face, and obliged him to apply his

handkerchief to his eyes very suspiciously often.

" I thought I should astonish you," went on Mr
Esmond, wholly absorbed in his own ideas. u But

you will be more astonished when I tell you that I

have a strong suspicion, almost amounting to cer-

tainty, that my poor nephew fell a victim to this

same diabolical agency."

" Ah, indeed ! and what reason have you to think

so?" The half credulous look vanished from the
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Dean's massive features, and Moran's cough sud«

denly ceased to trouble bim.

" Sit down, Dean, and I'll tell you all about it,

then let you and Moran judge for yourselves."

The details of the evening's adventures were lis-

tened to with much interest by the two gentlemen,

a glance of surprise being exchanged between them

at certain points of the narrative.

" Now what do you think of that ?" said Mr, Es-

mond in conclusion. " Am I, or am I not justified *

in thinking that there is a conspiracy on foot to mur-

der me, as my nephew has been murdered, in cold

blood—in fact, to exterminate the Esmonds ? What
say you, Dean ? what say you, Moran ?"

The priest shook his head and replied that he did

not see how that followed from the premises.

" You would have much trouble to make out your

case, my dear sir, in a court of law," said Moran.
" For my part I see no proof, whatever, of a con-

spiracy in what you have been telling us."

" Indeed ? well ! I must say your faculties are

more obtuse than I ever supposed they were. And
you, Dean ! I am astonished that you do not see

farther into this affair ! Now, what is your opinion

of that beggarman ?"

" Why, upon my word, Mr. Esmond I" the Dean
replied in the caustic tone he could well employ at

times, " upon my word, I think him a very fine fel-

low, and that on your own showing. You don't
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mean to find fault with him, do you, for saving your

life?"

u Saving my life, indeed ! I tell you that was all a

sham!"
" Then your horse must have been in the fault."

" Pshaw ! the horse ! who frightened the horse ?—
Tell me that now !"

" Why, perhaps, the beggarman—or his bag !"

" Yes, that may do for the quarry, but then there

must have been another individual, with or without

a bag, in waiting at the limekiln !"

" Very true, Mr. Esmond ! very true," and the

Dean began poking the fire with a meditative air,

while Moran took out his note-book and wrote,

more, apparently, to satisfy the self-opinionated old

man than from any necessity there was to commit

the affair to paper.

" Humph ! humph 1" soliloquized Moran as his pen

flew over the paper with professional rapidity ;
" let

us see now how the case stands. Mr. Esmond de-

poses that being on his way from Esmond Hall to

Rose Lodge, his horse took fright, and by a retro-

grade movement towards a stone-quarry in the vici-

nity would have precipitated deponent and his wife

thereinto, had not a beggarman, minus bag, caught

hold of the bridle, and persuaded the obstinate ani-

mal to resume his onward course. Is not that right,

Mr. Esmond ?"

" Perfectly correct, sir, perfectly correct 1"

"Whereanent said beggarman, plus bag, walked
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by the side of the gig till a certain limekiln wa*

reached, where and when deponent's horse took

fright again, when said beggarman, with felonious

intent, as deponent sayeth, did again take forcible

possession of the reins, and enunciating the remark-

able word l Remember,' whether addressed to the

horse or some unknown individual deponent sayeth

not—not having the fear of God before his eyes, did

feloniously lead the animal some distance on his

way, then and there feloniously betaking himself to

parts unknown, all which facts doth clearly indicate

in the mind of this deponent, a dangerous conspiracy

against his life—am I still correct, Mr. Esmond ?"

"Yes—on the whole—but—ahem!" pulling up

his collar, and establishing his head therein with a

vehement jerk, " pray, Mr. Moran, what is your

own opinion of the matter ?"

" My opinion," said Moran gravely, " is, that you

owe your life twice to that same beggarman during

that short journey !"

" And yours, Dean ?"

" Precisely the same as Mr, Moran's !—no reason-

able doubt can be entertained that your life was in

danger from some concealed enemy, and that you

owe your safety, and perhaps that of your wife, to

the protecting presence of that mendicant "

" Oh ! hang the mendicant !" angrily broke in

Esmond; "if I don't clear the country of these

sturdy bang-beggars before I'm many weeks older

never call me an efficient magistrate—that's all !"
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" Well ! Moran, after that we may go, I think,"

said the Dean rising, as did Moran, both looking

the indignation they felt; ('we have learned two

useful lessons to-night, one of which is never to

save any one's life without permission asked and

received; the other is, never to obey a summons
from Rose Lodge without a written certificate of

actual necessity. A good evening, Mr. Esmond !"

And declining all entreaties to remain longer the

gentlemen mounted their horses and bade adieu to

Rose Lodge.
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CHAPTER X.

A MORNING ON THE ROCK.

January passed away with its cold clear days,

and February duly fulfilled its allotted task offilling

the dyke; snow had fallen in unusual quantities,

making the farmer's heart glad with the prospect of

rich fields and abundant crops. The first days of

the month were so mild and fair that the country

people were no little alarmed^ because of an old

saying amongst them that all the vnonths in the yem
curse a fair February. St. Bridget's Day, the first

of the month, wras a dry sunny day, only just cold

enough to make out-door exercise agreeable, and as

soon as old Bryan could get "a mouthful to eat"

after Mass, he went up to the Rock to make his

" stations," which having done, he went about his

work of restoration, talking to himself as usual. He
had no lack of employment that day, for a storm

which had raged with great violence for full twenty-

four hours in the last week of January, had

covered the surface of the sacred enclosure with

fragments from the ruins. Notwithstanding that

Bryan had been laboring foi some days to repair

what he could of the damage, many stones lay

scattered around, some whole, some broken in their

fall, while amongst them were seen not a few frag-
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ments from the rare old sculptures on the walls and

arches ; here a leaf from a tall Corinthian column,

there the round cheek of a stone cherub from one

of the corbels of the arches ; again the corner of

some mural tablet, or a piece from a monumental

slab which, split for long, had at length yielded to

the might of the storm, and wrenched from its home

of ages, was hurled from on high to swell the heap

of rubbish on the floor of nave or cnancel, aisle or

transept, as the case might be. Everywhere these

wrecks of the recent storm met Bryan's eye, not so

numerous, it is true, as they had been, but still

enough to mak^the old man's heart ache, the morfc

so as many of the fragments were far beyond his

power to restore, on account of the height from

which they had fallen, and their hopelessly shattered

condition.

"Well ! well!" said Bryan, " patience is a virtue,

an' if I can't replace them all, sure I will a good

many of them. So in honor of the blessed and holy

St. Bridget I'll begin my work this day."

With all the ardor and energy of "sweet five-and-

twenty" Bryan addressed himself to that labor of

love which to any other but a man of primitive faith

and primitive simplicity would have appeared insuf-

ferably tedious, but to him who had grown gray in

the loving service of the Saints of Cashel, preserving

their monumental remains as far as one poor soli-

tarv mortal could from the devastation of wind and

rain—to him it was happiness purer than the coarse,
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carnal-minded worldling ever knows to set about

repairing the effects of every passing storm that

shook the sacred walls of Cashel.

After working awhile in silence Bryan began, as

he often did, to croon an ancient ditty, on this occa-

sion an old Carmelite hymn, known and sung in

every rural district of Ireland to the old, old air

which Moore has wedded to the sweetly tender

song—" Come rest in this bosom :"

" Och, when the loud trumpet sounds over the deep,

And wakens each nation out of their long sleep

—

Och, it's then you'll see th< usands come crowding along.

To the valley of Josaphat, it's there we'll all throng "

" Mavrone ! what a sight that'll be !—an' maybe
Cashel won't turn out the grand company entirely

!

If they'll only let poor Bryan Cullenan jist walk

behind them, a long ways off, when they're on their

march to the valley—-well! sure, it's great presump-

tion for me to think o' the like, but somehow I think

they'll all have a gragh for poor Bryan that used to

keep the weeds an' the long grass from chokin' up

their tombs, and take care of the fine ould waHs

they built to the glory of God in the ancient day*

of Erin—

' Och, there you'll see Carme'ites in glorious array,

And we will be with them if we work our way.'

Well ! that's a fine promise, anyhow ! God grant us

grace to ( work our way.' "

Another while of assiduous work, and silent medi
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tation, and then Bryan commenced again, to anothei

old-world air both sad and dreary

—

"Down by Kiilamey's banks I stray 'd,

Down by a floatibg wave,

A holy hermit I espied,

Lying prostrate in his cave- "

" Well I now, that must be a fine place for a hermit 1"

soliloquized Bryan ;
" I declare but it must. They

say that Killarney is a wondherful place, with wood
and water to no end, an 1 mountains, an' rocks, an'

all sich things—an' fairies that bates the world out

for the antic tricks they play, an' the sweet music

they make in the bright moonlight nights when the

ladies an' gentlemen do go out a-boatin' on the lakes.

I often hard the quality that comes here on their

tower talkin' about it, till my ould heart would be

jumpin' out o' my mouth; and then I'd begin to

think of the ould hermit—what a fine time he had of

it there, an' what a fine place it must be to make one's

soul in—
' His eyes oft times to heaven he r&is'i,

And thus exclaimed he,

"Adieu, adieu, thou faith'ess world,

Thou ne'er wast made for me !" '

Poor man, poor man ! that must have been wheu he

was dyin', I suppose—och ! an' sure it is l a faithless

world!' " and Bryan sighed dolorously; "jist go no

farther than the poor young master—to think of him

bein' shot like a dog, an' by them that was on his

own flure; an' eatin an' drinkin' of his share for
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months an' months! Well! sure enough it was n

horrid murder," he went on, though in an under-

tone; "in all my born days I never heard the likes

of it. Och ! my poor young gentleman ! but it was

the hard, hard thing for any one to take your life, an'

you so young, so handsome, and so good—so good

!

The Lord receive you in glory this day, I pray,

through the intercession of the blessed an' holy St.

Bridget. As for him that cut your days short

—

well ! well ! I'll leave him to God—he's bad enough

as he is, an 1

111 only pray that the good an' merciful

God may bring him to repentance ! It's mighty

strange that he can't be taken, an' the people all

again him as they are l"

" To thee, dear Lord ! we recommend

Our brethreQ late departed,

Grant that their souls may ever be

Amongst tbe saints and martyrs

!

Virgin Mother, iuteicede!

Piotect them by your banner,

And help them at the judgment-seat,

Lord have mercy on them!"*

* The air of this old hymn of the people is exceedingly

solemn and beautiful. There is some reason to think, how-

ever, that neither it nor the hymn is extensively known in Ire-

land. The author heard it once many, many years ago in her

early days, under circumstances that fixed its wi'd sweet

melody in her fancy for ever after. Passing with some friends

the "Chapel" of her native place—which stood in a solitary

and beautiful spot, on the outskirts of the populous iown

—

one fine summer's evening when day was fading into night,

phe was surprised to hear the sound of music from within, a
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" Amen, amen I sweet Jesus ! especially him that

was taken so sudden ! och ! och ! an' more was the

pity I" he muttered low to himself.

The heavy sigh, or groan, that accompanied the

words was heard, though not the words themselves,

by two young ladies who had just reached the spot,

all unnoticed by Bryan.

" Bryan !" said one of them, the taller of the two,

" I would wager a trifle that I know what you are

thinking of."

The old man started as though a cannon were dis-

charged close to his ear. Turning hastily he looked

at one and the other of his visitors, then smiled and

took off his hat, and bowed very low.

" Well ! I declare, Miss Mary ! but you took a

start out of me, you an' Miss Power. But long

life to you both, sure it's always proud I am to see

you, espaycially up here on the Rock where I'm in

a manner at home. But in regard to your knowin 1

what I was tbinkin' of, bedad if you do, you bate the

women of Mungret all to nothing !"

" The women of Mungret !" repeated Mary Hen-

nessy, for she it was, as may be supposed, whom
Bryan addressed as " Miss Mary"—"Well! I have

often heard of the women of Mungret, but I really

thing by no means usual ol week-days. Entering, she found

a few pious persons singing this old hymn for the dead, and

8S the solemn chorus echoed ihrough the deserted Chapel in

the silence of the shadowy twilight, the effect was indescriba

bly fine.
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never thought of asking what manne* oi women
they were whose wisdom has come down to us in

the form of a proverb. Can you enlighten us on

that point, Bryan ?—I know you are a sort of walk

mg repository of ancient lore."

" Well, it's a folly to talk, Miss Mary, a body does

see an' hear a sight o' things in threescore-and-ten

years, but the most of what I know of ' ancient

lore,' as you call it, I larned here among the ould

walls, from hearin' the quality talkin' of all such

ihingswhen I do be showin' them round the Rock."
" Well ! I suppose you can tell us all about the

vvomenofMungret and their wisdom,—can you not ?"

" In coorse I can, but I'm ashamed to see you an'

Miss Powerf standin* so long on your feet ; if it was

summer-time, now, you'd be at no loss for a sate,"

and he glanced mournfully around on the fragments

of plinth and capital that strewed the nave of the

Cathedral*

" Oh ! never mind us," said the young ladies in a

breath, " we'd as soon stand as sit—but pray go on

with your story !"

" Well ! Miss Mary, I'll tell you the story as I

hard Father Heenan of Killenaule tellin' it to two
English gentlemen one day here on the Rock. A
long time ago when there was a great college here

at Cashel, an' another at Mungret, in the County

•tSo the country people always called the Le Poers, ard

I believe, was the origin of the name Power, now go

on in the South of Ireland.
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Limerick westwards, there was a power of fine

larued men in both places, but Mungret got the ap-

plause all over Ireland, an' even beyond sea every-

where for the wonderful great skill they had in all

sorts of larnin', espaycially what Father Heenau

called the dead languages. Myself doesn't know

what in the world sort of languages them can be,

—

barrin' they'd be what the priests spake to the evil

sperrits when they're layin' them in the Red Say, or

anywhere. Anyhow, that's what Father Heenan

said, I'm sartin sure of that! Well! Mungret bein'

famous for the dead languages, an' the fame of that

house bein' noised abroad as I told ye before, the

heads of our college here—that's Oashel—took a

notion that they'd send some of their best men to

Mungret below to try the skill of the people there,

or whether it was true what every one said about

them, in regard to the dead languages. So when

the head-men at Mungret got word of what was

goin' on, they were a little daunted, you may be

sure, for fear their students wouldn't be able to

answer all the questions that 'id be put to them, an'

that they'd be ruined entirely an' disgraced for ever,

in regard to the dead languages, so well becomes

them, doesn't they dress up some of the best of the

students in women's clothes, an' some of the monks

that were great larned men entirely, like plain coun-

trymen goin' to their work, an' they sends them all

off to scatter hither an' thither along the road that

the Cashel men were to thravel on their way there.
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Well ! what would ye have of it but when the fine,

venerable ould gentlemen from Cashel got within

three or four miles or so of Mungret, an' began to

ask how far they had to go, or maybe which was

the way, when they'd come to a cross-roads or the

like, they were always answered in the dead lan-

guages "

" Oh, nonsense, Bryan !" cried Miss Hennessy a

little impatiently, " the dead languages are Greek

and Latin, and gome others not spoken now."

" Well ! well, miss, I suppose you know best,"

said Bryan submissively ; " anyhow, there wasn't a

man or woman they spoke to but answered them

in
"

" Greek or Latin ?"

"In Greek or Latin, then,—if that's what the dead

languages manes,—so the gentlemen from Cashel

here began to look at one another, an' shake their

heads, an' at long last they put their heads together,

an' says they ' where's the use in cnir goin' to Mun-

gret? when all the country people around the Abbey
—even the very women—speak the dead—ahem !

Greek an Latin—as well as we do ourselves, what

chance would we have with the monks and the stu-

dents?—maybe it's worsted we'd be ourselves in-

stead of puzzlin' them?' So with that they turn? on

their heel an' comes straight back to Cashel without

ever goin' next or near Mungret "

" And so "

" An' so, ever since then, Miss Mary, it's a by-
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word in the place, you're as wise as the women of

Mungret, more by token they weren't women at all,

but fine well-spoken young students that were great

hands entirely at the dead languages, an' 1 suppose

the livin\ too, if there be such things."

At this the young ladies laughed, assuring Bryan

that there were such things as living languages

—

" and what is more, Bryan !" added Bella, " you are

speaking a living language yourself."

" Is it me spakin' a livin' language?" and the old

man turned on the fair friends a look of simple

wonder that much amused them, accustomed as

they were to his guileless ways. " Oh ! now I see

it's makin' game of me ye are—as, in coorse, you

have every right to do

—

me spakin' a livin' lan-

guage!—well now, if that doesn't flog all ! As if /

could spake any language, either livin' or dead !"

The lesson which our hermit might have received

in the interesting science of philology was pre-

vented for that time, at least, by the arrival of ano-

ther party whose advent appeared to throw the

young ladies into a pretty little state of excitement,

a nervous tremor, as it were, that would have puz-

zled any observant spectator. The party consisted

of a pale, lady-like young person, very plainly at-

tired, two pretty little damsels of some ten and

twelve respectively, a comely gentleman with a fine

Pickwickian cast of countenance, a very white cra-

vat, in the folds of which his soft fleshy chin, or

rather chins, lay snugly imbedded, and an exceed
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ingly smooth suit of black, the nether garments of

that demi-length vulgarly called knee-breeches,

with, to all these attributes of respectability super-

added, a goodly rotundity of that central region of

the human corpus which in Shakspeare's "justice"

was said to be " with good capon lined"—whatever

the lining might have been in the case before us,

the exterior was undoubtedly both " fair and

round ;" lastly, there was a tall, dignified person-

age of some thirty-eight or forty years, not remark-

ably handsome, yet strikingly noble in appearance,

and with just that set of features which ordinarily

express both superiority of intellect, and that con-

sciousness of the same which in some faces might

be set down as approaching to superciliousness;

this, however, was by no means the case in the

very marked face of the gentleman in question,

whose manners withal were singularly unpretending

though marked by a certain degree of reserve, and

a coolness that might or might sot be constitutional.

This personage was no other than the Earl of

Effingham, the fat gentleman, Rev. Mr. Goodchild,

his chaplain, the two little girls his daughters, Lady
Ann and Lady Emma Cartwright, and the young

lady, their governess, Miss Markham, whom our

readers will remember as forming one of the plea-

sant party assembled on Hallow-eve Night under

the hospitable roof of Esmond Hall.

11 Bryan !" said Miss Markham, after she had

shaken hands with the other young ladies, " these
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gentlemen are desirous of seeing the ruins. Will

it be convenient for you to show them now ?" And
she smiled in her pensive way, well knowing that

Bryan lived for nothing else but to care the ruins

and to " show" them.
11 Wisha. then, it is convanient, Miss Markham,

an' why wouldn't it ? What am I here for only to

show the place to the ladies and gentlemen when

they come on their tower?"
" My very worthy old man !" said the rosy chap-

lain, whose enunciation of words, syllables and final

letters was remarkably full and distinct, " my very

worthy old man ! I am told you are something of an

antiquarian."

"An anti-what, your honor ?"

11 An anti-quarian !" repeated the chaplain slowly

and with great complacency; "I presume you know
what that is ?"

"Well no," said Bryan with a gentle shake of

his old head, " I can't say I do. Maybe its anti-

trinitar-ian you mane, sir !" he slowly added, as hia

thoughts reverted to the hedge-school of his childish

days, and the word that looked so awfully grand

and terrifically long at the head of the much-dreaded

words of seven syllables somewhere near the end of

his " Universal."*

* The " Universal Spelling-Book" of the last generation—in

Ireland, *t least—still traditionally remembered iD connection

with "The Town in danger of a Siege" the edifying history

of u Tommp and Harry"—and that graceless " Boy in the

Apple-tree," who would not yield to moral 'suasion.



I 98 THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.

The ladies all smiled, and even the grave dignitj

of Lord Effingham was put to the test, but the good

parson would have there and then undertaken to en

lighten Bryan on the difference between c< antiqua

rian" and " antitrinitarian" had not the peer inter

posed
" We have heard," said he, " that there is no one

now living who knows so much about these magni

ficent ruins as you do, that is, if you are the Hermit

of the Rock!"
'

" Well, your honor," said Bryan bashfully. b{ 1

b'lieve there's some that calls me so, but it's oniv a

nickname, sir, that the quality gave me, for I'm no

hermit, at all, you see, or anything in the wide world

but a poor ould man that takes care of the ruins

here, an' shows the ladies an' gentlemen through the

place when they come from furrin parts or anywhere

to have a sight of it."

The two little girls had been eyeing the hermit

with much curiosity, and the elder of the two sud-

denly exclaimed, loud enough to be beard by all

present

:

" La, Miss Markham ! what a very funny-looking

old man he is ; and don't he speak queer ?" How
much farther the young lady would have commit-

ted her party there is no saying, for Miss Mark-

ham, with a crimson cheek, drew her to her side,

with a whispered " Fie, LadyAnn ! fie ! fie !" that

effectually silenced the young chatterbox for that

time, at least.
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" Miss Markhani !" said the Eari with a grave

smile, "you forgot to introduce your young

friends."

" Excuse me, my lord, for I am sometimes for-

getful"—she did not say what was really the case

that she could not well have taken the liberty of

introducing friends of hers to him—" permit me now
to repair my unaccountable oversight."

The peer bowed with lofty grace to Miss Hen-

nessy, more condescendingly to Miss Le Poer,

whose name arrested his attention.

" Le Poer !" he repeated, as his eagle eye scanned

her girlish features, " what ! any relation to the

over-charming Countess of Blessington ?"

" Not much of a relation, my lord," said Bella,

blushing to find herself for the first time in her

short life in actual 'parlance with a peer of the

realm; "there is a relationship, I know, but of

what degree I do not know."
" Be it as it may, I am pleased to make your ac-

quaintance, Miss Le Poer," was the courteous

reply, as the party prepared to follow Bryan, the

chaplain, note-book in hand, close at the old man's

side.

" Now we shall have some fun," whispered Har-

riet Markham to her young friends; " the chaplain,

bless his heart ! is somewhat of a character in his

way, and cherishes, moreover, a supreme contempt

for all things popish. It is, I believe, a grievous

thorn in the good man's side that the primary edn
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cation of the Ladies Cartwright is entrusted to

one who has lapsed from Anglicanism and turned

her back on the Thirty-nine Articles ! Do but

listen to him and Bryan !"

"Friend Cicerone T began the low-church chap-

lain,
u I presume you have many distinguished

visitors here from time to time I"

" Well, we do, then, have some very grand peo-

ple now an' then," rejoined the hermit, " but my
name isn't Chris-rooney, or Chiteh-rony, or what-

soever that was you said—it's Cullenan, your honor,

Bryan Cullenan /" with strong emphasis on the

name.
" But, my good friend, you mistake me," said

the reverend gentleman apologetically, " I did not

mean to address you by name, just then, I merely

said cicerone, which means a guide"

The explanation appeared to satisfy Bryan who
was now putting on his official dignity,

" Who was the greatest personage you ever had

here ?—you have had the Primate, I suppose—

1

mean the Protestant Primate, of course ?"

" Is it him ? is it ould Beresford ? oh ! then, much

about him, an' far less !" cried Bryan indignantly

,

" it's betwixt two minds myself was when the ould

rap was here, whether I'd show him the place 01

not, an' I put a penance on myself for doin
%

it !-

Primate, inagh ! it's the hopeful Primate h£ is !

,,#

* Most of our leadeis are well acquainted with the obn< x-

ious character of the Beresfords and the hatred with which
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A low titter was heard :n the rear, speedily sup.

pressed, however, on the part of the young ladies

by a side-view of the Earl's face, graver and darker

even than its wont. Lord Effingham was a staunch

supporter of" the Establishment."

"My good Mr. Cullenan !" said the chaplain, hip

nose swelled with anger, yet his voice over-exceed^

ingly calm, " my good Mr. Cullenan ! my very re-

spectable old anchoret "

" I tould you before," said Bryan with a testiness

foreign to his nature, "that my name was Bryan

Cullenan—now I tell it to you onst for all !—for a

big man you have a mighty short memory !—now,

to save you the throuble of askin' any more ques-

tions about the grand people that was here in my
time, I'll jist tell you who was the greatest man I

ever showed over the Rock—an' that was Dan
O Connelly

"Dan O'Connell!" cried Mr. Goodchild, recoiling

from Bryan as if he had suddenly put forth the horns

of Beelzebub ;
" you must be losing your senses, old

man !"

" 'Deed, then, I'm not, your honor ! sure the world

they are regarded by the peasantry, not only of Munster,

where they are chiefly located, but of all parts of Ireland.

Indeed, their possessions were scattered all over the country,

and their character was everywhere the same. The late Mar-

quis of Waterford was, with all his wddness, the best Beres-

ford amongst them, and with all his faults, he was rather a

favorite with the people. To his credit be it said, he was far

from being a bad landlord.
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knows that the Counsellor is the greatest man in all

Ireland, barrin' the Bishops an' Archbishops -that's

our own I mane, an' it isn't much time they have to

be travellm' about, seem5 sights—they have some-

thing else to mind, God help themi Another great

man we had here one day was Father Tom Maguire

—in coorse, your honor has hard of him—him that

had the great discussion with Pope—Pope and

Maguire, you know I"

"I know nothing about the man," fibbed Mr.

Goodchild, with the petulance of a very froward

child.

" Oh naughty Mr. Goodchild !" whispered Harriet

to Mary ; " only hear what he says !—he knows
nothing about Father Tom Maguire /"

The chaplain had evidently got enough of Bryan's

company, so he turned away to examine, as he said,

the architectural features of the building.

"Mind your steps, then," quoth Bryan, " for if

you don't you'll be apt to get a toss over some o*

these stones that the storm brought down the other

night. ,, Then stopping for a moment to look after

the parson, he said, as if to himself—" Well! now,

where in the world did he come from ? Sure I

thought every one knew Father Tom Maguire!

He's a mighty quare ould gentleman, anyhow, who-

BOmevtr he is
!"

They were now in the Chapel, and Bryan pointed

put to the Earl—the ladies were all familiar witfc
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the scene—the place where the high altar stood of

old, and near by, the tomb of Myler McGrath.

"Was he not Archbishop of Cashel?" said the

Earl.

" Well ! he was, an' he was not," replied the hermit.

"How is that, friend?"

" Why, your honor, he was only Queen Elizabeth's

Archbishop, an' in coorse Queen Elizabeth had no

more power than you or I to make a bishop, let alone

an archbishop—so we never give him anything but
' Myler McGrath,' an' that same is too good for him,

for he was a disgrace to his name, on account of

sellm' his faith for a good livin'. Still there's some

people says that he came back afore his death, so we
pray for his poor soul, hopin' that God may forgive

him his sins, an' especially the shame an' the sorrow

he brought to all good Christians ! The Lord for-

give him, an' I forgive him, poor unfortunate man

!

but isn't that a fine, elegant tomb they put over him?' ,

" Very fine, indeed, for the time at which it was

erected."

" There's none of our own bishops here that has

so fine a one, an' more's the pity," said Bryan mourn-

fully ;
" but no matter for that, they don't need any-

thing like that to keep them in the people's minds.

They'll never be forgotten, anyhow ! Husht, now !"

and he lowered his voice to a whisper, and made a

sign to the children to be silent ;
" this is the place,

your honor, where the Holy Sacrifice used to be

orfered up, so I never allow any noise to be here.'
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When they left the chancel he said aloud, " Where
the Verbum carofactum used to be said for hundreds

an' hundreds of years'
1—the old man bent his knee at

the awful words, as did the three young ladies

—

" there ought to be silence for ever—an' there will,

too, while God spares me life. A time will come

when the altars will rise again on the Rock of Cashel,

an' the unbloody Sacrifice of the New Law will be

offered here again, an' psalms will be sung, an' organs

play, an' the people that will see that day will rejoice,

for Ireland will then be a nation again, and Cashel

may be * Cashel of the Bishops,' though it'll never

be l Cashel of the Kings' any more !"

As the old man thus spoke his aged eyes flashed

with a strange and fitful light that gradually illumin-

ed his whole features, a flush suffused his hollow

cheek, and a smile, as it were, of exultation wreathed

his pale lips. His look was fixed as if on some point

far off in the future, and the whole character of the

face was so transformed, as it were, by the proud

vision passing before the eye of the spirit, that it was

hard to recognize the meek, subdued, and somewhat

emaciated face of old Bryan. The ladies glanced in-

stinctively at the Earl; he was regarding the old

man with a look of surprise mingled with curiosity,

whilst even the children pulled Miss Markham's

sleeve on either side and pointed in silence to the

strange old man, the like of whom they had never

seen. The rapt expression, however, was visible but

for a moment—gradually the light faded away, and
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the smile vanished, and Bryan said in his usual tone^

as if to himself:

" My old bones will be white and bare by that

time—an' my soul with God, I humbly trust—well

!

no matter, though I'll not be here on earth to see

it, I'll see it from above, an' that'll be better, for

there I'll have the holy saints of Cashel all before

me in their heavenly glory ! There'll be no Mur-

roghs there !" he added, addressing his listeners in

the same calm, soliloquizing tone, " no, nor any

Harrys, or Elizabeths, or Oliver Cromwells ! That's

one great comfort, anyhow !

—

we'll have heaven to

ourselves /"

" Who do you mean by we, Bryan ?" said the

Earl.

The old man looked up in the cold dark face of

the speaker, and scanned it for a moment ; then

glanced significantly at the young ladies whom he

knew to be Catholics, shook his head and replied

evasively

:

" Why, then, all good Christians, plase your

honor !"

The Earl smiled—his smile was very pleasing as

it shone for a moment on the dark, well-formed fea-

tures—but he made no further remark. The chap-

lain now rejoined the party, taking care, however,

to keep at a safe distance from Bryan, and they made
the circuit of the sacred inclosure, examining every-

thing worth seeing, and listening with marked sur-

prise—on the part, at least, of the Earl and his chap-
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Iain—to the explanations of old Bryan, so beautiftu

in their simplicity, yet so learned in their admirable

reconciliation of all the splendid monuments with

the purposes of Catholic worship in the grand old

ages of the past—with which the old man seemed as

familiar as though he had in the body witnessed

their glories. Even the ultra-Protestant Goodchild

heard with amazement the simple eloquence which

faith and fervor, more powerful than rhetoric, gave

to the tongue of the old cicerone.

" I am told," said the Earl, as the party emerged

from the last of the buildings, and stood on the

verge of the rock looking out over the magnificent

plain, " I am told, Bryan, that you spend whole

days here working amongst these ruins endeavor-

ing to preserve them from the ravages of time,

without any hope of remuneration."

" An' what better work could I be at ?" said

Bryan sharply. "As for payment, what payment

could I get here that I'd care anything about—I'll

be paid in heaven, please the Lord !" And rever-

ently baring his aged head the old man raised his

eyes upwards with an expression that faith and

hope could alone impart to the face of man.
" Tou sleep here at night, too, sometimes ?"

" It's the place I like best to sleep in."

" And you are not afraid ?"

"Afraid!" repeated Bryan, with a look bordering

on contempt

—

H Well ! now that's a good joke, any-

how !—afraid on the Rock of Cashel !—athen,
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where would a body be safe if it wasn't here on St,

Patrick's Rock, with these consecrated walls about

one, an' the holy dead below, an' the voices of

Saints singing hymns an' psalms all about one in

the darkness of the night—how could I be afraid

on the Rock of Cashel, by day or by night?" With
these words ringing in their ears, the party bade

adieu to the strange old man, with a gratuity from

the Earl that astonished his simple heart.
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CHAPTER XI.

THE RIDE HOME.
m

As our party stood for a moment enjoying th€

fair prospect ere they descended from the Rock, old

Bryan, having carefully hidden away his golden

treasure from the eye of day, called after the young

ladies, with all of whom he was familiar from their

frequent visits to the ruins

—

" Take care, ladies, that none of ye'd be tempted,

standin' there, to take the leap that Queen Gorm-

laith did once upon a time !"

" Why, what leap did she take, Bryan ?"

" Well ! I can't tell you that, Miss Mary ! becase

why, I never hard it myself, but she took a great

leap here at Cashel,—maybe from the side o' the

Rock, for all as I know—she must ha' been a great

leaper that same Queen Gi-ormlaith,—for the ould

chronicles tell that

• G >rmlaith took three leaps,

"Which a woman shall never take [again,]

A leap at Ath-cliath (Dublin), a leap at Teamhair (Tara),

A leap at Caiseal of the goblets over all.' "*

Annals of the Pour Masters. According to these famous

annalists this Gormlaith (pronounced Gormley) was daughter

of a chief of Offaly who died A. D. 928, and wife of a D nisb

king of Dublin, Aulaf or Auliffe by name. O'Donoghoe, in

bus " Memoirs of the O'Briens," says that she had the great
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At this the ladies laughed, and the gentlemen

smiled.

" And pray, Bryan, who was this Queen Gormley ?"

asked Mary Hennessy.

" Wisha, then, Miss Mary !—unless she's far be-

lied, it doesn't matter much who she was, for by all

accounts she was no great things. They say she

was Brian Boromhe's second or third wife, an' that

he had to put her away clane and cliver on account

of the bad life she led. Sure it's easy known she

wasn't a dacent woman or it isn't lepin' she'd be, the

tory ! like a lump of a gossoon, or a wild goat !"

" I see you are no admirer of female gymnastics,

Bryan !" said Lord Effingham with a smile, as the

young ladies walked on in silence, not caring to

notice Bryan's concluding remark.
41 I'm no admirer," quoth Bryan, " of anything

iaymale barrin' what's dacent an' proper."

It Is hard to say what meaning the old man at-

tached to the word gymnastics. Perhaps he under-

stood it in the same sense as Biddy Moriarty, the

Pill-lane fishwoman, did O'Connell's hypothenuse or

parallelogram in his memorable mathematical scold-

ing match with that renowned vender of "Dublin

Bay herrings" and other piscal edibles.

" Your honor, sir !" said Bryan, after coughing in

vain once or twice to arrest attention, " maybe

you'd be good enough to let me know who you are,

monarch Brian Boromhe for a second husband, and was r©«

pndialed by that good prince for her shameless immorality.
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for I'm sure it's none o' the common sort you are

anyhow ?"
*

And he stood with his hat in his hand sharp and

cold as the day was.

" Why, Bryan !" said Miss Markham, " I thought

you knew all the quality for miles around. This

gentleman is the Earl of Effingham 1"

" The Earl of Effingham !" cried Bryan in a state

of ludicrous amazement, " the great English lord

from the Castle below! an' me talkin' to him just

all as one as if he was only a bit of a buddagh!"

"Never mind, Bryan! never mind," said the Earl

with kind condescension, " you said nothing but

what was very polite."

" Barrin' to the ould gentleman here," and Bryan

nodded over his shoulder towards the chaplain, who
was loitering a pace or two behind examining the

ancient tribute-stone, with the rude sculptures

thereupon. u Now, might a body make free to ask

who is he .
?"

On being told Bryan nodded sagaciously and

smiled to himself.

" Ay ! ay ! I might ha' known he was some kind

of a preacher—he looks for all the world as if he

was fed on Lady Farnham's fat bacon ! Well! God
be with your honor's lordship, anyhow! sure I often

hard people say that you were a rale gentleman

every inch of you, only mighty grand, as in coorse

you ought to be ! Isn't it a beautiful fine country
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around here, my lord ? I'm sure you never seen

the beat of it in England beyant."

"Well! I cannot say I did, Bryan! though we

have some ' beautiful fine countries' in England,

too," and the Earl smiled.

" You have ? well, see that now ! but I was goin*

to tell your honor's lordship that for all so rich a

oountry as you have before you now, an' all the

fine cattle an' sheep that's grazin' in it, there was a

time, they say, when it was all as one as a desert,"

"Oh! you mean, probably, the very early times

before the country was settled."

" No, my lord, I do not—I mane the days of Queen

Elizabeth, or as we always call her, Queen Bess

—

that's ould Harry's daughter, your lordship knows

—

the Vargin Queen—ahem ! as Cobbett calls her—did

you ever read Cobbett's Reformation, my lord ?"

" I believe not."

" Oh well, now, see here, that's the greatest book

that ever was prented—it 'id be worth your lordship's

while to read it, an' then you'd know all about Queen

Bess an' her ould baste of a father, Harry the

Eighth."

" I shall certainly pay my respects to Mr. Cobbett,

at the first opportunity," said the Earl with imper-

turbable gravity.

" Queen Elizabeth was a great benefactor to Ire*

iand,'' said the chaplain, his short nose curling up-

wards in evangelical anger ; " she did more to pacify
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this country than any sovereign that ever reigned in

England."

" Well ! I declare now," said Bryan eyeing Liinwitb

a half comical look, " I declare now, if your reve-

rence—ahem ! was tellin' lies all your life, you're

tellin' God's truth now—Queen Bess was the great-

est hand at pacifyin' Ireland that ever tried a hand

at it—barrin' Oliver Cromwell! Sure didn't Bess

pacify the country abroad fornenst us there to that

degree that they say there was scarce the lowin' of a

cow or the voice of a ploughman to be heard from

the far end of Kerry to the gates of Cashel. Now
that's what I call pacifyin', your reverence, bekase

you see where the people's all dead there's sure to be

pace an' quietness—an' for that very raison, the

Rock of Cashel is the quietest place in all Munster I

Oh ! bedad, yis, they might all throw their caps at

the Vargin Queen for pacifyin'—herself an' Noll, the

divil's butcher !"

" Oh ! oh ! oh !" said Mr. Goodchild, holding up

his hands in pious horror ;
" of a surety the poison

of the adder is on this man's lip, and the sting of the

wasp under his tongue. Hear how he blasphemes

the holy ones of God !"

"I deny it, sir," said Bryan with sharp emphasis;
11 1 deny that Queen Bess an' Oliver Cromwell were

the holy ones of God—it's you that's blasphemin' to

say the like
!"

"Oh! Popery! Popery!" groaned the chaplain,

as the Earl took him by the arm, and hurried him
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down the steep descent ;
" oh, Popery ! what a foul*

mouthed beast thou art—yea, verily, the beast of

beasts!" " My good young lady I" to Miss Markham,
" I am extremely sorry for having been induced to

visit this Popish place, the locum tenens whereof is a

most violent and rabid Papist."

"Now, pray, Mr. Goodchild, do not blame me"
said Harriet with mock gravity, throwing, at the

same time, a sly look at her friends ; "you know
that so far from ' inducing' you to visit the Rock,

which is, I admit, a very exceedingly Popish place,

I warned you over and over that old Bryan would

most probably try your patience. Did I not, my
lord ?" and she turned with downcast eyes to the

Earl.

" You certainly did, Miss Markham!" his lordship

gravely replied
;

" I can bear witness that you gave

Mr. Goodchild fair warning of what he had to ex-

pect from the Hermit of the Rock. You know, my
dear sir, old Bryan is somewhat of a character "

" Excuse me, my lord ! but his name were better

Briar than Bryan !—old Briar !—ha! ha! ha!" The
really good-natured chaplain laughed till his fat

sides shook at what he considered his excellent

pun, and the smile that appeared for a moment on

every face he complacently accepted as the tribute

of general admiration. All at once came back his

usual placidity. " You seem thoughtful, Miss Mark-

ham," said he, the large expansion of his heart tak-

ing in at the moment all mankind, even a votary of
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Rome. " Thinking, doubtless, of the woful dooie

that hath fallen on yonder stronghold of super-

stition."

" Not exactly," said Harriet with much coolness

;

" I was thinking, rather, of that celebrated juvenile
1 little Johnny Horner' on the memorable occasion

when he

sat in the corner,

Eating his Chiistmas pie.'

You cannot but remember, my dear sir, the highly

poetical lines that follow

—

c He put in his thumb

And took o t a plumb,

And said
>

' What a good boy am I."
'

How ineffably gracious the face of Johnny Horner

must have looked then—just like yours, my dear

Mr. Goodchlid, under the happy consciousness of

Christian perfection."

The compliment was not so graciously received

as it ought to have been, and the young ladies re-

marked with suppressed glee that the chaplain

moved away soon after from Miss Markham's

vicinity, devoting his attention to the children who,

in all the buoyant freshness of life's early spring,

were gambolling in advance of the party, comment-

ing in their own way on the new and strange

objects that came under their eyes.

At the foot of the hill the carriage was found in

waiting, and, declining with thanks the Earl's polite
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offer of "setting them down," Mary and Bella

turned off in the direction of Gallows Hill.

" What ! going to visit the fairy woman ?" said

Harriet with a meaning smile as she glanced towards

the clay mansion of that potent charmer, partially

visible from where they stood, its low thatched roof

dotted here and there with the green of the darnel

and the chicken-weed, while a tufted sallow project-

ing over the one gable which protruded into view

from behind a shoulder of the hill, gave it a pictu-

resque and shady look.

" Fie ! fie ! Harriet !" was the half-serious, half-

playful answer of Mary, while Bella only shook hei

little clenched fist at the speaker, tossed back hei

saucy curls, and with a smiling bow to the party in

general, tripped after her friend.

" What charming young ladies your friends are,

Miss Markham!" said the chaplain, anxious, no doubt,

to exhibit his good taste.

" They are well enough—for Romanists," was the

arch reply.

,
" What a superb group of ruins I" said Lord

Effingham, glancing over the bold outlines of the

towering walls so stately even in decay. " After

all, the past greatness of Ireland cannot be treated

as a myth, whilst such monuments as these remain

to attest it."

" Pooh ! pooh, my lord ! what are those ruins

compared with the Acropolis or the Collosseum

—

n

li Or the Pyramids!" suggested the Karl by way
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of capping the climax, and he smiled at the eager-

ness with which the good man hastened to throw

Cashel in the shade.

" Or the Pyramids—precisely, my lord ! or any

other of the great relics of the past. But then, how
could it be expected that an insignificant little

island like this should produce anything very

great ?"

" Well ! I must say," replied the Earl with caustic

humor, " that to be i an insignificant island,' Ireland

has done wonders in the way of producing things

great. Now I am decidedly of opinion, my dear

sir, that those buildings on the Rock of Cashel, so

varied in their character, so massive in their con-

struction, so romantic in their situation, so impres-

sive in their solitary grandeur, and so mournful in

their utter ruin and desolation, are no whit in-

ferior in interest even to the Acropolis itself—or,

indeed, to any ruin, or ruins with which I am ac-

quainted."

Harriet Markham raised her eyes to Lord Effing-

ham's face for one moment, and a smile of wonder

ful sweetness brightened her pale, spiritual features,

her lips parted as though she were about to speak,

but, blushing, as it were, at her own boldness, she

resisted the impulse, and turned her eyes again on

the weird old walls now draped in the gorgeous

noontide rays of the clear cold February day.

u I am bound to submit to your lordship's judg«
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1

ment," said the obsequious chaplain, " but I confess

I was not prepared to hear such—such "

"Such classico-heretical opinions,—say on, and

fear not ! Well, my very dear and reverend friend,

even at the risk of being set down as a heretic

against the received principles of taste, I am free to

admit that Christian ruins are at all times more in-

teresting to me than those which date from pagan

times and were associated with pagan worship."

"Pardon me, my lord !" said the chaplain, his rosy

face waxing crimson red, cC I should like to know
what other than pagan worship was practised there,"

pointing backwards to the Rock.

U Nay, Mr. Goodchild," said the Earl very gravely,

" with all the corruptions attributed to the Roman
Church—mind I say attributed, Miss Markham—

I

believe it cannot be denied that she is a Christian

Church."

"A Christian Church!" said Harriet, her eyes

flashing with the fire of a spirit that would no longer

be restrained, " say, rather, my lord ! the Christian

Church ! The Church that has risen like the sun

over the ruins of paganism—the Church that unites

all the ages and all the nations in one eternal act of

homage to the Almighty Ruler of the world. Look
there, my lord !" and she cast a glance of withering

scorn on the crest-fallen pillar of the law-church,

" you admire those ruins as noble monuments of

ancient art, attesting the former greatness of a now
impoverished people—but think, my lord, of the ages
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that look down from those shattered walls, from th*

height of yon pillar-tower, and the glories that gild

them with everlasting fame. And the memories of

Cashel are Christian memories, Mr. Goodchild! at

least what history and tradition have both preserved.

That mystic tower may, indeed, date from pagan

times and probably docs, but all the other buildings

are of purely Christian origin, save and except the

royal palace of the Munster kings. And, indeed,

for ages long, the very princes who ruled in Cashel

were consecrated bishops."

A contemptuous u humph 1
' from the chaplain,

and a cold "indeed?" from the Earl would have

discouraged a less ardent spirit than that of Harriet

Markham, but the effect was directly opposite on

hers, for the bright intelligence that burned within

her was lit at the lamp of faith, and where the honor

of religion was concerned, she was all life and

warmth. Here her country and her faith were

both in question, and she could not sit by a passive

listener. Yet she spoke with a modesty and a

womanly grace that at once disarmed angry crit-

icism.

"If your lordship has no objection," said she,

looking timidly at the stately peer, "I will bring

from the treasure-chamber of the past, for Mr.

Goodchild's edification, a very few of the Christian

memories connected with yonder ruined shrines."

The Earl bowed assent. The Chaplain groaned

in spirit, but seeing there was nn alternative short
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of actual rudeness, he prepared himself to listen,

fortifying his mental position with a pinch of Lundy

Foot's best.

Their little ladyships, delighted at the prospect

of a story, bestowed sundry caresses on their " dear,

sweet, darling Miss Markham," who, smiling on hei

pupils, entered at once on her task.

What Harriet told, is known, we hope, to most of

our readers, so we shall not follow her in her rapid

and picturesque description of the historic glories of

Cashel. She told of St. Patrick how he founded the

first Christian Church on the Rock which was royal

even then, and in the shade of the old pillar-tower

which had in still earlier ages " reared the sacred

flame," rose the cross-crowned roof of the Christian

temple. Of Angus she told, the royal convert of

Patrick, with his child-like simplicity of faith and

most excellent humility ; of Cormac the king-bishop

of whom the ancient annals say that " his loss was

mournful, for he was a king, a bishop, an anchorite,

a scribe, and profoundly learned in the Scotie (i. e.,

Irish) tongue." Cormac the historian, the elegant

scholar—but alas! the too-gentle and too-yielding

prince, persuaded by ambitious courtiers to enter

upon the dangerous trade of war in defence of his

dominions, in which bloody contest he lost his life,

and Ireland, in him, one of her greatest sons. And
of Flaherty his successor Harriet told who hav-

ing been one of the ill-advisers of the late king, was

go stricken with sorrow and remorse, seeing the evil
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which nis counsels had mainly brought upon the land

and the people, that he speedily laid aside his epis-

copal office and his royal state, flung from him the

mitre and the crown, and retiring to an Abbey which

he founded in a wild and lonely spot on a small island

in a lake (now a bog),# he there ended his life in

the austerity of penance common in those days of

*The Abbey of Monahinch even the ruins of which have

now almost chs appeared, was still in tolerably good preserva-

tion when Dr. Ledwica wrote some sixty or seventy years

since. According to that and other antiquari* s, the Abbey

must have been both grand and beautiful, presenting many
features of extraordinary in erest. It was situate on the con-

fines of Queen's County and Tipperasy, bat chiefly in the latter

county. There were two islands in the lake, now a bog, and

on each was situated some of the monastic buildings. One

was called the Men's Island, and contained an Abbey and ora-

tory ; the Women's Island contained a small Chapel ; and a

locality on the firm land, exterior to the bog, contained a

second Abbey. " Sculpture," says Ledwich, " seems here to

have exhausted her treasures. A nebule moulding adorns

the outward semicircle of the portal, a double nebule with

beads the second, a chevron the third, interspersed with the

triangular frette, roses, and other ornaments. It is also deco-

rated with chalices artfully made at every section of the stone,

so as to c nceal the j int By some accident ashen keys

have been dropped on the walls of this building ; in a numbei

of y?ars they have become large trees. Their roots have in-

sinuated into every crevice, burst the walls everywhere, and

threaten the whole with ruin." Hence the almost total disap-

pearance of these interesting structures Ledwich further

says, " Adjoining the Abbey, on the north side, was the Prior's

chamber, which communicated with the Church by a door

with a Gothic arch."



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. 121

fkith and fervor. "If your lordship will take the

trouble," said Harriet, <c to look into Ledwich's 'An-

tiquities of Ireland ' at Monahincha, you will be re-

paid, I assure you, by the very interesting account

he gives of the enormous labor and industry evinced

by the monks in conveying the materials for their

magnificent structures not only from the opposite

side of the lake but from a considerable distance in-

land, the island being then only accessible in canoes

hollowed, he says, out of excavated trees. You
will then, I think, admit that the monks of those

medieval times could not have been so lazy as peo

pie would have us believe.''

Blushing at her own earnestness Harriet stopped

short, and glanced furtively at her auditors. There

was a smile on Mr. Goodchild's face, a smile half

benevolent, half incredulous, and he was tapping his

snuff-box with prodigious energy and. determination,

as though the king-abbot of Monahinch were bodily

encased therein and the punishment of his folly had

devolved on the worthy chaplain. Lord Effingham's

haughty lip was curled with something very like a

sneer, as he coldly replied

:

" I should not have thought you were so much of

an antiquarian, Miss Markham ! Your reference to

Ledwich is quite superfluous after your own learned

description. Why, you can really draw sermons

from stones, if not ' books from running streams.'

"

" My lord," said Harriet reddening to the very

temples. " I know it is not now the fashion for ladies
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to devote attention to such matters, much less to

speak of them, but my father was a votary of the

past, and whether it be for good or ill to me, his only

daughter, I was early imbued with his passionate

love for ancient lore and the glories that perish not

with time. An antiquarian I am not, my lord, in the

sense in which you apply the vvoid but simply a

lover of the storied past, especially of this my native

land. You, an Englishman, can scarcely understand

the love that we Irish cherish for ' our own loved

island of sorrow;' the fond pride with which we turn

ever to the departed glories of the fair land, and

d ream

c Of chieftains, now forgot, who beam'd

The foremost then in fame

;

Of bards, who, once immortal deem'd,

Now sleep without a name.' "

" Englishmen, like other men," the Earl replied,
iC can understand many things for which they do not

get credit. But pray, Miss Markham, is your Cashel

chronicle at an end ?"

" I see our journey is, at all events," rejoined the

lady with a smile of doubtful meaning. " I regret

to deprive Mr. Goodchild of the martyrology of

Cashel—and Cashel has literally a martyrology. I

am bound to crave your lordship's pardon, too"—her

look was very arch just then

—

u for I know you

would have been muGh entertained by the account

of the various tortures and punishments, pains and
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penalties inflicted on divers of the Archbishops of

Cashel by act of Parliament."

"Some other time," said his lordship with an

ironical bow.
MAhI at our next visit to Cashel, perhaps," blandly

suggested Goodchild, rubbing his fat hands in u

small ecstacy at what he considered a capital hit.

He, of course, interpreted Lord Effingham's coldness

according to his own wishes, and measured his

impressions of Cashel by his own. Perhaps he was

right, perhaps wrong.

The carriage had just turned into the long and

shady avenue leading to the castle—shady even then,

if not with the fresh foliage of the sycamore, the

beech and the poplar, at least with the shadow of

the dark-hued u evergreen pine," the laurel and the

dapper spruce, planted at intervals along the double

row of tall shade-trees that bordered the noble

avenue. All at once the little girls broke out into

divers exclamations of wonder:
" Oh ! do look, papa !—Miss Markham ! see ! see !

—oh dear ! what strange people !"

Following the direction of their eyes, Harriet saw

moving along on the sward that fringed the car-

riage-way on either side, two figures in whom she

at once recognized Mad Mabel and Shaun the Piper
u And. dear ! dear ! what an ugly little dog !" cried

the little Lady Ann, meaning poor Frisk, who was

trotting in advance as usual.

"If your lordship has no objection," said Harriet)
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11 the young ladies may now have a specimen of

rustic minstrelsy. There is the famous Shaun the

Piper, and if you will only have the goodness to tell

William to drive slower, I know he will ' give us a

tune,' as he says himself."

The check-string was pulled accordingly, and the

carriage rolled slowly along the level avenue, till it

came within a few yards of Shaun, when he all at

once struck up " The Wind that Shakes the Barley"

with a vigor and spirit that made the horses prick

up their ears and champ their bits as though they

felt very much inclined to try what they could do

at a reel.

" What barbarous music !" said Goodchild, " it is

only fit for savages !"

" It is good enough, surely, for c wild Irishry !'
"

said Harriet with a smile, then leaning her head out

of the window, she accosted the piper—" Many
thanks, friend ! for your music. Where may you be

^oing now ?"

" Wisha, then, I was goin } to try my luck at the

Castle. I never was up there, at all, at all, an' they

say there's a fine darlin' lady in it a-tachin' of the

lord's daughters, that's a great friend entirely to the

likes of us, an' mighty fond of the ould music."

" Well ! that is true enough, Shaun, but the lady

of whom you speak may not be at liberty to draw
( the likes of you,' as you say, about the house, see-

ing that she is only employed there."

"Oh! Miss Markham! do have him cornel—oh
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pray do !" cried the two little girls in a breath

papa ! mayn't he come ! we shall be so delighted !*'

11 Be delighted, then !" said the Earl smiling down

in the eager little faces upturned to his ;
" give him

a general invitation," he said, addressing Miss

Markham.

"Lord Effingham says you will be welcome at the

Castle whenever you choose to come," said Harriet

to the piper.

" And is the lord here himself? an' maybe you're

the beautyful young lady that loves the ould ancient

music ?"

" The lord is here," laughed Miss Markham, " and

I am the lady that loves the old music—but as for

the beautiful lady, T am sorry to say we have no lady

of that description in Effingham Castle."

" Now, don't say that, miss ! don't say that," cried

Shaun with much quickness, " sure T know by your

voice you're as fair an' as sweet as the flowers in

May. Long life an' success to your ladyship !"

u Tou see, my lord !" said Harriet, " our Irish

piper has the peerage at his finger ends ! But what

have you to say to Lord Effingham, Shaun ?"

" 'Deed, then, I've nothing to say to him but what's

good, an' very good. Sure only he's the right sort

of a gentleman he wouldn't have the good wish of

the people as he has, an' them not knowin' much

about him, at all, at all
!"

"There, my lord, there's a specimen of Irish

heart-logic for you," said Harriet archly.
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"I accept the compliment," said the Earl, "and

I thank you, friend, for your good opinion. The

gates of Effingham Castle shall be always open to

you and that four-footed friend of yours."

" I humbly thank your lordship," said Shaun

with his lowest bow, and the blood coursed merrily

through his old veins, and the lightness of long-van-

ished youth was in his step for the moment as he

moved on playing "Planxty Drury."

"But who is the girl?" said Lord Effingham,

struck with Mabel's sad and singular appearance.

Harriet sighed as she turned her eyes on the poor

witless creature who had been watching the inmates

of the carriage with the closest attention, and in

very unusual silence. "Ah that, my lord ! is a poor

wreck of humanity—the people call her mad Mabel.

She is a minstrel, too, in her way. Why so silent,

Mabel? have you no news for me ?"

"Oh wisha news! what news 'id / have? But
they're goin' to hang Jerry Pierce—did you hear

that?"

" Is it possible, Mabel ?"

" It's truth I tell you, an' listen hither," coming

over close to the carriage, " Celia Mulquin an' me is

goin' away together to the well o' the world's end

—

you know where that is?— och no! that isn't it,''

she added in a desponding tone, " sure it's down at

Holy Cross Patrick is, an 1

I dunna where they'll put

Jerry Pierce when they hang him—maybe in thai

dark vau't where they put young Mr. Esmond."
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The carriage stopped as if the coachman wanted

to let those within have the full benefit of Mabel's

wild prattle. All at once Shaun changed the gay

fantastic measure of his planxty for the love-sweet

"Shule aroon," and Mabel catching up the strain

gang in her dreamy unconscious way
" Och ! if I was on yonder hill,

It's there I'd sit and cry my fill,

Till every tear would turn a mill,

As* go dhi mo vourneen slaun."*

u Oyeh ! it's little I cry now ! I used to cry a long

time ago before they took him away from me, but

the tears are all gone—all gone. Come now, Shaun !

let us be off
M—and she seized the piper by the arm,

"the fun 'ill be all over before we get to Holy Cross,

'an I want you an' me to dance a jig on King

Donogh's tomb the night—no, behind it, where I hid

from the men that killed ould Esmond !—ha ! ha !

they wanted to kill me that time, but I was too many
for them !—so now, Shaun ! put the best foot fore-

most,—step out, man !—augh, maybe it's goin' to hang

that purty lady in the coach they are—or shoot her,

or something an then she'll be walkin', walkin' ever,

like me an' Celia Mulquin. Ochone ! but I'm tired—
tired—an' my heart is sore!"

There was a mournful pathos in the tone and the

words that drew tears to Harriet's eyes.

" A strange being, that !" said the Earl carelessly

as the carriage rolled away.

* And may my love come safe.
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" An Irish Blanche^ my lord ! her story much the

same, only sadder still."

" By her madness hangs a tale, of course ?"

"A tale?—ay, a tale of horror—of blood—and

of "

" Of love stronger than death !" subjoined Lord

Effingham with a chilling smile that was more than

half a sneer.

"Yes, even of that, my lord!" said Harriet

promptly.

" It were worth the hearing, if so," said the peer

in the same ironical tone. " I see the children are

dying, as you ladies say, to hear the story. Could

you not gratify their curiosity some of these first

evenings—when Mr. Goodchild and I are within

hearing—and Mrs. Pakenham— if in humor to

listen ?"

"Most willingly, my lord, if Mr. Goodchild will

promise to keep awake to hear me !"

" My dear Miss Markham !
—

" began the chaplain,

by way of entering a protest against the implied

charge.

" My dear Mr. Goodchild ! I freely forgive you for

steeping your senses in sweet forgetfulness during

my late prosy narrative," said Harriet with a smile,

" on condition, however, that you lend me your

ears', as Mark Antony says in the play, when I come

to unfold the sad tale, not exactly of poor Mabel's

wrongs, but of her sorrows."

The chaplain, ashamed of being so literally "caught
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napping," the more so, as he detected an incipient

smile on his patron's face—was but too well pleased

to get rid of the subject with an unconditional pro-

mise. The carriage stopping just then, Mrs. Paken-

ham's portly figure was soon visible in the vestibule

of Effingham Castle, and poor Mabel was, for the

time, forgotten in the important business of "lunch-

ing," for which the drive through the frosty air and

the long visit to the Rock had duly disposed the

party.
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CHAPTER XII.

A WAKE AND WHAT BEEEL THEREAT.

The weeks and months rolled by, the snows of

February and the winds of March and the soft dewy
showers of April had all passed away, and still Jerry

Pierce was a wanderer on the earth, with the brand

of Cain on his brow, eluding the vigilance of the

police, in what way no one could tell, notwithstand-

ing that a tempting reward had been offered for his

apprehension, and to all appearance the popular feel-

ing was as strong against him as it ever had been.

It was the last day of April, the charmed May-eve,

and the little boys and girls were abroad in the

dewy meadows gathering the golden May-flowers to

strew before the house-doors for the welcoming of

the summer.*

In the gray light of the closing evening sat Cauth

by the door with her stocking on her arm, listening

to the pleasant sounds from the fields and meadows,

and ever as she plied her needles, muttering drearily

to herself as was her custom when alone.

" Wisha, but it's merry ye all are now," she said

* In Ireland the Summer commences with the merry month

of May -the Spring with February and Candlemas Day, as the

Feast of the Purification is there called from the blessed can*

iles then distributed amongst the people.
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half aloud, " as merry as crickets !—that's right! go

on with your galivantin',—make the best of it while

ye can—I'll go bail ye'll not be so merry this night

twel'month—-some o' ye, anyhow! Ah! the poor

foolish cratures, isn't it badly off they are to know
what's before them—most o' them 'ill know it time

enough."

" That'§ the truest word you ever spoke," said a

man who just then stood on the threshold before

her ;
" it's little pleasure they'd expect in this world

if they knew it as well as you and me, Cauth !"

" Well ! I declare you have the odds o' me, honest

man !" said Cauth, startled a little by his sudden ap-

pearance.

" That may be," said the man gruffly, " but it's

askin' your help I am, for God's sake, an' it matters

little whether you know me or not. I know you, at

any rate."

" Wisha, God help your wit, poor man !" said

Cauth in a softened tone, "it's little / have to give

any one. It's a sign you dmUt know me, though you

say you do, when you ask me for charity."

" Much or little, you can give something, an' you

must, too, for I have a sick child at home

—

at home"

he repeated with something like a chuckling laugh
—" a motherless child, too, without a bit or a

sup to give her, an' she cryin' for somethin' to ate—
they tell me," he added with hysterical wildness,

" they tell me it's the hunger o' death that's on ths
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darlin*—woman ! woman ! give me something foi

her, if it's only a mouthful I"

"Ohvo ! vo !" said Cauth rising quickly, " sure Fd
keep it out o' my own mouth an' give it, if that's the

way it is with you !" And going to the little alcove

she took out a piece of oaten cake, then poured some
buttermilk into a porringer ( i. e. tin cup) and gave

it to the man who had stepped inside the door, and

stood shivering in his tattered garments waiting to

receive the precious aliments, miserable though they

were.

"There's the best I have for you," continued

Cauth, as the man put the bread in the wallet that

hung empty over his shoulder ; " if it was a little

while agone, I could give you something better, but,

ochone, since the black sorrow came on the poor

mistress at the Hall above, there's many a thing wo

miss that we used to have. It's the good lady she

was, all out, till that curse-o'-God villain murdhered

the darlin' young master, but, sure, sure we couldn't

have the fece to go next or nigh her now ! Go
your ways, honest man ! an' as I gave you that

charity in the honor o' God, I lay it on you to say a

Pather an' Ave for Mr. Esmond's sowl."

" Don't be layin' anything on me /" said the man
fiercely, " I'll say no Pather an' Aves for the bit

that's to save my child's life. That's the laste I may
have !" And he was rushing out of the hut whan
Cauth caught him by the arm.
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14 You're a bad man !" said she, " or you wouldn't

say the likes o' that I"

" Wisha, thank you kindly," said the man in a tone

of bitter mockery, " an' sure it's a good woman your-

self is, ," he named a name in a low guttural

whisper and then darted off, leaving Cauth like one

spell-bound. Long she stood looking vacantly down
on the floor, her features fixed and rigid, and her

long skinny arms hanging, as it were, powerless by

either side. At last she staggered to her seat near

the door, and heaving a deep-drawn sigh, leaned her

head against the wall.

" Och, then," she murmured sadly, " them that 'id

tell me of a May-eve long ago that it 'id ever come

to this with me i Sure nobody kaows what's before

them ! but I thought—I thought I could hide myself

here, an' I see I can't ! % believe there's no rest for

me above ground 1"

She was roused from her dreary cogitations by

the sound of Mabel's wild sweet voice singing outside

" Och ! beware of meeting Rinardine

AH on the mountain high !"

" Wisha ! what's come of all the snails ? an' the

ne'er a bit o' yarra can I find, at all, an' they tell m«
it's May-eve, an' what'U I do for the yarra ?"*

The pulling of the yarrow after nightfall is one of the

principal " charms" proper to May-eve amongst " the peasant

girls of Ireland." Another is placing a snail (also captured

after the stars are in the sky) between two plates, in hop c?

that during the night it would trace in snail-hand the initia
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"Lord save us!" muttered Cauth, "there's that

poor cracked Mabel ! I hope it isn't in here she'd be

comin' 1 The lonesome crature 1 it's lookin' for the

yarra she is, an' the snail ! Oyeh ! oyeh ! see how
she gropes along on the ground—she's for all the

world like a ghost !—an' worse than a ghost she is to

me !" And she shuddered as she watched the spec-

tral looking figure gliding in a stooping posture

through the deepening shades in her search for the

charmed plant.

" The sight of her makes me shiver all over," said

Cauth, " an' when she gets a talkin' about things it

makes me most as mad as herself to hear her ! She'll

not get in here the night, that's for sartin ! An' it's

a hard thing, too, to shut her out bekase she's, afflict-

ed ! But sure, I can't help it—I wouldn't do it if I

could!" *

And so saying she softly closed the door whilst

Mabel went on with her fruitless search skigmg the

while
" He says, my purty fair maid, I like your offer well,

But I'm engaged already, the truth to you to tell,

Unto another damsel who is to be my bride,

A wealthy grazier's daughter down by the Shuinou side."

The next moment, as usual with her, the strain

was changed to that most dole&il ditty

" Och! it's on the banks o' Cla-iiy I'm told he does remain—

"

letters of the fcded name on one or other of Che pfcates. All

these May-eve " tricks" like those of HaMow-ere are of purely

pagan origin, the first of November and the first of May being

the two great festivals of the year amongsi the paga*a Irish,
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perhaps more in accordance with her own wild and

gloomy fancies.

Later in the evening, when the full moon was shin

ing down in silvery splendor on the old Rock and

the ivied ruins and the richly-varied plain stretching

far and away beneath, Mad Mabel stole with a

creeping pace to the door of Larry Mulquin's cottage,

and raising the latch, glided in. Celia was alone

spinning by the fire, her father and brothers being gone

respectively " on their cail-lie!"* There was a troubled

look on Celia's face, and the rich bloom had faded

from her cheek ; ever as her foot turned the wheel,

and the delicate flaxen thread passed lightly through

her fingers, a deeper shade fell on her shrunken fea-

tures, and the tremulous motion of her lips denoted

the workings of the heart within. So rapt was she

in her own sad thoughts that she heeded not the

raising of the latch, and the first intimation she had

of Mabel's presence was her squatting on the floor

beside her, looking silently up in her face through

the dishevelled tresses of her long hair, A low

scream escaped Celia at the sudden appearance of

the ghostly face and figure, but instantly recogniz-

ing Mabel she drew a long breath and forced a

smile that was ghastly on her face as piunlight on a

new-made grave.

" Wisha, Mabel ! is it you that's in it ? the ne'er

a bit but you took a start out o9 me !"

"Husht!" whispered Mabel, raising her Snger,

* t. #., to a neighbor's house to spend the ereuiari
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" don't say a word for your life—the peelers are

out, you know, this purty moonlight night lookin'

for Jerry Pierce an* every one;" then forgetting

her own injunction she began singing

—

" Och! it's my delight of a shining night

In the season of the year."

Celia shook like an aspen leaf at the mention of

Pierce's name, and she cast a shrinking look around.

" Take care now, Mabel ! what you say !" she

whispered, but, remembering how useless it was to

warn the poor creature of anything, she adopted

the wiser course of turning her attention from the

dangerous subject.

" What did you come here for, Mabel ?" said she

very gently; " did you want to speak to me ?"

" Look here," said Mabel, " see what I brought

you."

And opening a dock-leaf she held in her hand she

showed its contents to Celia, looking eagerly up in

her face the while as if to note her satisfaction.

" It's May-eve, you know I"

" Ah ! poor Mabel I" sighed Celia, and she sadly

shook her head, "I want no snails now, nor yarra

neither. No, nor the May-dew.f All that's past

an' gone !"

j* Another beautiful and highly poetical custom of the Irish

peasant girls is that of gathering the first May-dew to bathe

ftheir faces. For that purpose they go out before sunrise on
( May-morning" (as the first morning of the fair month is dis-

tinctively styled) and gather the dew from the leaves and

(lowers.
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" But don't you want to see Jerry's name on the

plate ? jist for onst before they hang him !"

Celia with a groan and a shudder covered her

face with her hands, murmuring, " Mabel ! Mabel

!

for God's sake hold your tongue !"

" I will, avourneen ! I will !" said Mabel rising,

" so you'll not take the yarra, afther me goin' out

a purpose to pull it for you ?"

11 Yis, yis, I'll take it," cried Celia snatching it

from her, in hopes of getting rid of her the sooner.

"An' you'll put it under your head, achree ? an
1

you'll see the beautiful fine drame you'll have about

the hangin'—they wouldn't let me see Patrick hang-

in' you know," she added confidentially, " but may-

be they'd let you go and see Jerry when it comes

his turn—if they do, be sure an' bring me with you,

for I think it's the greatest thing in the whole world

to see any one a-hangin'—och! och !" she added

with a piteous moan, "I wish they'd hang me at

onst, an' be done with it, for I'm tired walkin'

—

walkin' ever, and never gettin' to my journey's end."

" Where are you going now, Mabel ?" Celia asked,

moving with her towards the door.

" I'm goin' to the graveyard to see if Jerry be

there, an' if he is, I'll tell him you want him."

"To the graveyard, Mabel !—Lord save us, what

'id bring him there?" Celia asked affrighted, with-

out waiting to think of the folly of heeding Mabel's

wild ravings.

" Well ! I wasn't spakin' to him that night I seen
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him at the vau't lookin 7

at the letters on the front

of it. You mind that night, Celia ! it was a purty

bright night for all the world—sich another as this*

The sperits were all out that night, in the purty

moonlight, an' Patrick an 7 myself walked round an'

round the ould walls, an 7 the graves, on the Rock
above, an' then we went down to Hore Abbey, an'

we sat discoorsin' there awhile about one thing an'

another, an' watchin' the fairies divartin' themselves,

an* chasin7 one another in an' out through the ould

windows an7 arches an 7 things, an 7

then, mavrone

!

off we went to Holy Cross, but just as we got there

the cock crew, an7 poor Patrick had to go—but,

listen hither, Celia ! he said Jerry Pierce was goin'

to be hung some o 7 these days, an 7 then you an'

me, an7 Jerry an' him, an' all the rest o' the

sperits 'id have the finest times you ever seen !—och,

well ! I must be goin'—it's tired I am—tired—tired

—an7 the heart athin me is as heavy as lead—it's a

load to carry, so it is !—I wish Jerry Pierce hadn't

shot the purty young gentleman an' made that ugly

hole in his white forehead—och ! what made him

do it, at all ?"

So saying, poor Mabel glided away noiselessly as

she came, leaving Celia well pleased to get rid of

her (to her) torturing prattle, which had somehow

renewed all her troubles in her mind, and left her a

prey to the most excruciating misery.

Still the silent moon shone down on the slumber-

ing earth as calmly as though no stormy passion, no
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gnawing grief, was at work amongst the children oi

men. But the world never sleeps, and the peaceful

sheen of the cold pale moonbeams as the/ rested on

the earth and on the dwellings of meii, was but a

mockery after all. Beneath the glittering guise

which nature wore that night, the tide of human life

was rushing on, and hearts were throbbing in che

wildness of grief and Iwirning with the fever of

mighty passion.

Leaving the old borough behind with all its

quaint and picturesque irregularity of outline, anti its

striking contrasts, and the shadows lurking amongst

its silent avenues, we will take our way up the side

of Gallows Hill to the mud cabin beneath the alder-

bush where the fairy-woman dwelt in charmed soli-

tude, her lonely hut fenced round, as it were, by

popular superstition. On ordinary occasions neither

bolt nor bar secured the door, a latch with a string

being more than sufficient for the exclusion of all

without and the protection of all within. Indeed

there was little in the place to tempt cupidity. The

hut was divided midway by a partition of wattles

covered with clay, which partition being only th<?

height of the side-wall left all the space to the roof

open, and gave access to the little room beyond

simply by cutting itself some three feet short, leav-

ing the breadth of a doorway at one end. The

outer apartment was the kitchen, if kitchen it could

be called. It had neither jamb-wall nor hob, the

only provision for making fire being a few large flat
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stones loosely laid on the clay floor, an opening in

the roof above giving egress to the smoke, or at

least as much of it as chanced to take an upward

direction. A small pile of dry brambles lay in one

corner, but the fire on the hearth at this time was

composed of a species of fuel probably only known
amongst the peasantry of Ireland. A quantity of
11 seeds," that is to say, the outer husks of the oats,

was heaped on the stones against the blackened wall

;

the front of the heap was burning, emitting a much
<nore cheerful blaze than might be supposed from

the nature of the fuel, and close by sat the hag who
owned the cabin, stirring in the fresh " seeds" from

time to time with a primitive sort of tongs formed

of a piece of iron hoop bent in two and brought

fumost close together at the ends. Beyond her,

next the wall, were two little children, a boy and a

girl, cowering over the poor substitute for a fire,

their half-covered bodies and their pinched faces

conveying a picture of the dreariest and most abject

destitution. A ghastly light was thrown on the

group from the inner chamber, where a still more

pitiable sight was visible through the doorless

aperture in the partition. On a straw pallet which

usually served for the fairy-woman's couch lay the

dead form of a young child, the face only visible

over the wretched covering of the poor bed. And
a face of touching beauty it was, in its sweet repose,

though sadly pinched and stamped with that prema-

ture oldness so often seen in the children of th«
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rery poor. But the pale golden hair that shaded

the small fair forehead, and the delicate outlines of

the marble-like features made a picture fair though

sad to look upon. Death had there nothing repul-

sive, nothing stern ; it was the image of rest, tran-

quil, happy rest, no more.

Not such was the face of the solitary watcher by

that bed of death—a man of spare proportions, hag-

gard features, wild and restless eyes, and shaggy

brows knitted into an ominous frown. The gar-

ments of the man had been patched in many places,

but other rents here and there showed either the

want of a friendly hand to mend the tattered gar-

ment, perhaps the increasing neglect that follows

and accompanies increasing misery, perhaps both.

The man was the same who had asked and received

charity from Cauth, but the charity had come too

late. His child was dead when he returned all

panting and eager with his poor prize. One heavy

groan was all that escaped him when his eye fell on

the dead face ; but handing the bread and milk to

his remaining little girl to divide between herself

and her brother, who was still younger, he drew a

stool to the bedside, and muttering "Thank God
she's gone at last !" he had never stirred from the

same posture all the long hours that had come and

gone since then. A resin-dip was burning beside

the bed in one of those stands improvised for the

purpose, rising some three feet from a wooden
block that rested on the floor. Bare and unsightly
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were the clay walls of the little room, unrelieved bj

even one article of furniture, save and except the

straw pallet and the round three-legged stool on

which sat the desolate father. All was poverty,

sheer, unmitigated poverty in its most cheerless as-

pect, yet there was one redeeming quality in the

squalid misery of the place, and that was its re-

markable cleanliness, truly remarkable under the

circumstances.

All at once the door opened, and another man
made his appearance, stooped as if beneath the

weight of years, yet of stout proportions withal,

judging from the faint light in the cabin. The

stoop soon vanished when once the door was closed,

and the children uttered an exclamation of pleasure

that drew a sharp rebuke from the ancient crone.

She turned her head, however, and nodded to the

new-comer with a curt salutation in Irish.

"Is Tim within?"

" Athen, why wouldn't he—Nelly's dead."

"Dead !" cried the man with a sudden start, "lit-

tle Nelly dead ! you're not in earnest, vanithee !"

" Maybe I'm not—go in there an' see !" pointing

to the inner room.

The children began to cry but were speedily

silenced by a threatening gesture from the hag.

The man passed on into the room.
" I'll slip out now, childher," whispered the old

woman to her young companions, " I didn't care to

go and leave him by himself with the corpse, but
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I'll go now an' I'll see if I can't get somethin' to

lay her out in. Mind you don't let the fire out till

I come back;" and wrapping her old red cloak

about her she left the cottage.

A tali and sinewy form was that of the man who
now stood beside the wretched pallet, looking down
on the little wax-like image so ineffably calm and

serene. The father had only noticed his entrance

by a listless nod, and then sank again into his

gloomy reverie.

"Poor Nelly!" said the tall man, as he wiped

away the fast falling tears with the sleeve of his old

frieze coat, " poor girleen ! is that the way with

you ?" After a moment's silence he spoke again :

" Well ! Tim, maybe its best as it is. God is good

to us, afther all
!"

" Good to us !" cried the other tiercely, " where's

the goodness, I'd wish to know. It's aisy for you

to talk, that doesn't know what a father's heart is !"

" Maybe I do as well as you ! If I hadn't a

father's heart myself for these poor childher, I

wouldn't be the man I am the night, an' I think

you ought to know that."

The other started to his feet, his face, late so pale,

flushed crimson red. " There it is again, now !" he

said in thick guttural tones, " will you never be done

talkin' that way ?"

" I wouldn't talk that way, Tim, only you take it

out o' me. You're a mighty quare man, now, that'i
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what you are. But there's no use talkin' an

wranglin'—when did Nelly die ?"

" There a little while after dusk when I was down
about the town tryin' to get a mouthful for her to ate.

She died of hunger, at last !" His look grew darker

and fiercer. "That's another nail in his coffin! There's

Nora yit, an' Patsey—I'll go bail they'll both go

like their mother an' Nelly—an' when they do we'll

clinch all the nails, ho ! ho I ho !" and the man laughed

with horrible glee.

" Tim ! Tim !" said the other," what's comin' over

you, at all ?"

" O the sorra thing's comin' over me—I'm in my
parfit senses, an' sure you can't say I'm talkin' rashly

when I tell you I'll wait till the childher's all dead

wid hunger an' want—before I settle with them

that killed mother an' childher both. Sure if I

waited till I'd be dead myself, there 'id be nobody

then to do the business."

" Tim Murtha !" said his companion fixing his eyes

on him with a wild and troubled look, " Tim Mur-

tha ! the hand of God is heavy on us ! blood is blood,

an' the stain of it can never be washed away, an' the

voice of it cries from the ground for vengeance on

the murderer !"

A change came over the haggard face of Tim
Murtha. Slowly he turned on the speaker, and the

two stood looking into each other's eyes with a

strange and ghastly meaning. At last, Tim Murtha

spoke, and his voice was strangely hollow

—
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v Blood is blood, I know, but revenge is sweet P
" God forgive you, Tim I you have a heart as hard

as a stone ! Now, I'd giv^e all the money I ever seen,

an' twice as much more, if that deed wasn't done yit

an' yovtre only thinkin' of "

" Nobody doubts you," said Tim with scornful

emphasis ; "it's your own neck that's troublin* you,

an' not the deed I Why don't you get out of the

way altogether, like a man, an' not be hangin' about

here like a moth round a candle, till they cotch you

at last, an' then your life isn't worth a pin ! But I

know what you're up to !"

"You do?"

"I do—as well as if I was standin' within in

you."

" Out with it, then !"

<( No, I won't—but mind I tell you, Jerry Pierce !

I'll be even with you if you think to play any of

your tricks on me /"

It was Jerry Pierce himself who stood there

listening, with a thunder-cloud on his brow, and a

lurid lightning in his eye. A storm of passion was

raging in his heart, and his very brain throbbed and

burned like molten lead ; his huge frame shook like

an aspen leaf: he darted one fiery look at Tim, and

the man shrank back affrighted. His momentary

terror brought Pierce back to recollection, and he

smiled a grim and bitter smile.

" No wonder you'd be afeard," said he, " of Jerry

Pierce the murderer ! but don't fear," he added in a
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softer tone, " I wouldn't touch a hair of your Lead

for all the goold in the Queen's mint—an' all on the

'count of the weenie cratures that she left behind her.

Poor Nelly !" and stooping down he kissed the little

dead face, while his tears fell over it like rain, " poor

little darlin', you that I loved best among them is

gone now, but I wouldn't hurt your father, Nelly

!

or the man that owned your poor mother !"

" Give us the hand, Jerry !" said Tim in a chok-

ing voice, ll I know the thruth's in you, after all, but

why, why don't you get out o' the way ? Sure you

can't expect to escape forever, an' you keepin' under

their very nose?"

" Never you mind that," Pierce replied, "I'll

live till my time comes, in spite of them all. But

why isn't the poor darlin' laid out ?"

"For the best o' raisons," said Tim with his

ghastly smile, " because there was nothin' to lay her

out in."

"It's not so.naw," made answer the vanithee from

behind; she had entered unperceived by eith ' of

the men. " Get out of the way, now, till I do what's

fit to be done."

" What are you goin' to do ?"

" What's that to you, Tim Murtha ? do what I bid

you, an' that's all
!"

Just as the men went into the kitchen a low tap

was heard at the door, and Tim Murtha, much excit-

ed, would have pushed Jerry back into the room,

but the old woman told him shortly to " let him be"

—
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u do yon think any one is comin' here afther him ?';

she added with the proud consciousness of power,
11 go an' open the door—it's Ned Murtha that's in it."

Sure enough it was Ned Murtha, and Tim and

Jerry exchanged looks at what they supposed the

supernatural knowledge of the vanithee. It never

occurred to either that she had herself apprised him

of what had happened and therefore expected him to

come. As Ned turned after closing the door, his

eyes fell on Jerry Pierce, and the color instantly for-

sook his face,

" The Lord in heaven save us, Jerry !" he said in a

low cautious whisper, " is it here I have you ? Why,
it's out o' your mind you are to be goin' about this

way !"

"Never mind, Ned! never mind," said Pierce

with bitter emphasis, " they can but hang me, afther

all, an they can't do that, aither, till my time has

come ! But what brought you here? Did you hear

of poor Nelly's death?"

Before Ned could answer, the vanithee came out

and told them all to go in and see the corpse. At the

same time she threw some brambles on the fire and

put over it the only cooking utensil she possessed, a

small iron pot, full of water, saying that she must

make some " tay."

"Tay!" repeated Tim Murtha, "where did you

get tay ?" but the rare luxury was quickly forgotten,

in the surprise of seeing his little girl laid out in a

white shroud, a neat cap on her head, and a snowy
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sheet covering the bed, whilst two mould candles

were burning in brass candlesticks on the stoo?

hard by.

The father was evidently pleased ; his pale emaci-

ated cheek was flushed with joy, and a light seldom

seen there, shone in his sunken eyes.

"What do you think o' that?" said the fairy

woman, looking up in his face with very natural

exultation.

" Well ! I declare that's great," said Tim ;
" where

in the world did you get all the things ?"

c "

It's no matter to you where I got them "

" Where would she get them, why !" said Ned
Murtha, doubtless with a good intention, " barrin'

from Mrs. Esmond—the ould lady !"

Both Pierce and the vanithee tried to stop Ned's

tongue by signs, but all in vain, Ned would have his

say. The effect on Tim was terrible. His face was

livid in a moment, and his whole frame trembled

with passion.

" Is it true what he says ?" said he, turning to the

old woman with forced calmness ; "did you get these

things out o' that house ?"

"Why, then, I did, God reward her that gave

them !"

" An' you went to his wife to beg a shroud for my
child, that he was the manes of starvin' to death, an

1

her mother, too ?"

" Well ! I did, why, an' who else 'id I go to, bar

rin' young Mrs. Esmond, an' she's too far away ?"
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11 Take them every stitch off of her 1"

"The Lord save us, Tim! are you out o' your

mind ?"

"Take them off, I say?"

" I wouldn't do it for all Mr. Esmond's worth ! Is

it to go strip the dead you'd have me ?"

" I'll do it, then !" and dashing away with maniac

strength, even the powerful arm of Jerry Pierce ex-

tended to prevent him, he tore the sheet off the bed,

and what was still more awful, the shroud off the

body, and even the little cap off the poor dead child.

The candlesticks he hurled to the floor, regardless of

the mischief that might possibly follow, then told the

old woman to stop her screeching and light the resin-

candle, and put the old " duds" again on Nelly.
(<An' only for fear o' settin' the place on fire I'd

make a bonfire of them things," said he, " but mind

the first thing you do in the mornin' is to take them
back where you got them, an' tell what you seen me
doin' now !"

"Oh! you unnatural man, you !" cried the vanithee,

" that was worse than all ! you're a haythen, so you

are, an* a Turk, an' you'll never have a day's luck as

long as you live ! The curse o* God 'ill come down
on you hot an* heavy for that black deed ! See

there ! you have frightened Ned and Jerry out o*

the house ! an' no wondher !"

It was true enough, when the men saw that he

was not to be prevented from carrying out his fell
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design, they both rushed from the room and from

the cabin, fearing to look on such a sight of horror.

But Tim Murtha only smiled a ghastly smile, and

said " let them go !—do as I bid you 1" And the

vanithee was fain to obey him without furthei

parley.
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CHAPTER XIII.

A SUNDAY EVENING AT ESMOND HALL.

The young May moon was shedding her mild r&

diance into the spacious parlor, or rather saloon, in

Esmond Hall, where the family were assembled one

fair Sabbath evening with nearly the same party of

friends as we first saw together there on Hallow-

eve night some six or seven months before. Uncle

Harry and his wife and Aunt Winifred had dined

at the Hall, and Moran, and the Hennessys, and the

O'Gradys, having all dropped in during the after-

noon, had willingly accepted Mrs. Esmond's invi-

tation to remain for the evening. Harriet Mark-

ham was there, too; indeed, she made it a rule to

spend part of every day with Mrs. Esmond, whose

grief, never violent or demonstrative, had now as-

sumed the form of gentle melancholy which those

who knew her best expected to continue during her

life. It was touching to see the meek, uncomplain-

ing sadness that marked her look, and voice, and

manner, yet she seldom or never recurred to the

subject of her loss, and, when the kind friends

around strove to cheer and amuse her, she smiled

her appreciation of their kindly efforts. But it was

easy to see that sorrow had set its seal on her

whole nature, mind and heart and all, and, as it
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were, dried up the well-springs of life, and hope^

and joy. Yet she loved to have her friends around

her, and listened with apparent interest to all they

had to say.

The day was fading into night, and the moon-

beams mingled faint and fair with the light of part-

ing day, gradually dispelling the shadows of the

twilight and ushering in the starry hours. Harriet

Markham and Mary Hennessy had been giving ac

account of their meeting on the Rock some months

before on St. Bridget's Day, and the lively fancy of

the young ladies had vividly portrayed, to the great

amusement of the company, the meeting of two ex-

tremes in Bryan and Mr. Goodchild. The gentle-

men laughed heartily at Bryan's caustic replies to

the bland, smooth chaplain.

" That was very good," said Moran, " but not

quite so good as the same gentleman's encounter

with the fairy-woman."

"How was that?" said Maurice Hennessy.
" Why, did none of you hear of it ?" No, none

of them had.

" Well ! it seems the old dame manifested a touch

of humanity some three weeks since when somebody's

child died in her vicinity under circumstances of

great misery. She came down from her perch late

at night to beg what was necessary for laying out

the corpse."

" I remember the night well," said Aunt Martha,
" it was the child of that poor man Tim Murtha that
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was dead, and she died of misery and want, as the

uld woman told me"
" Nonsense, Martha I" said her husband angrily,

" I think you ought to know that Murtha better than

to believe all you hear of his destitution. He's a

lazy, good-for-nothing vagabond, that's what he is—
if he were not, would he take the bag on his shoul-

der, and go begging from door to door, as I hear he

does ? If I happen to get my eyes on him, upon

my honor I'll hand him over to the police as a

vagrant !"

" Shame ! shame ! Harry !" said his wife, " do not,

for pity's sake, talk so wildly !—why, to hear you,

one would think you were the greatest tyrant in the

whole country !"

"And, begging your pardon, madam! what do 1

care what one thinks?"

"Well! well, Mrs. Esmond 1 don't mind," cried

Moran, " pray continue. What more were y ou going

to say ?"

" Oh nothing, Mr. Moran ! nothing, only that the

old woman came to our house one evening late, as

you say, and telling me what had happened, asked

me for a sheet and a shroud in which to lay out the

poor child."

Here her husband started angrily to his feet.

"And you gave them, of course ?"

" Certainly I did, would you have me refuse such

a petition ?"

" Then, madam ! you did what you had no right 10
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do, knowing the feelings with which we are all re*

garded by those wretched creatures. I forbade you

before to give anything whatever to these people,

and I think I had a right to expect that my com-

mand would have been obeyed !"

"Not where Christian charity is concerned,

Harry!—assuredly not—you know yourself as well

as I do that neither you nor any one else has a right

to command anything contrary to the law of God
and the law of nature."

" Why, Aunt Martha !" said Hennessy, adopting

the common appellation by which she was known in

the Esmond family, "I gave you credit for more

penetration than I see you have. Now don't you

see that Uncle Harry is only joking ?"

" Joking !" repeated the old man with his wonted

vehemence when excited; "joking, did you say,

Hennessy? A pretty subject for joking, truly!

Now my wife knows as well as I do how much cause

we all have to love these wretched people, who,

after all their hypocritical lamentations for our mur-

dered Harry, will not give up his murderer to jus-

tice !"

"Stop! stop! for God's sake!'
1

cried Dr.O'Grady;
" see what you have done now I" and following the

direction of his finger all eyes were turned on young

Mrs. Esmond who had fallen back fainting in her

chair.

" I don't care," said the harsh old man ; " she'll get

over her hysterics—but I tell you all, over and over
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again, that if the people about here weren't as blood-

thirsty as himself, Jerry Pierce would be long ago in

the hands of justice."

The ladies would fain have persuaded him to re

tire, fearing the effect that the very sight of him

might have on Mrs. Esmond when she began to re-

cover, but not one inch would the old Trojan move.

" Humph 1" said he, " one would think I had Me-

dusa's head on my shoulders ! Henny is not such a

puling baby as to be frightened at my old phiz 1"

"Ohl you shocking man!" cried Aunt Winifred

as she knelt in front of the death-like figure of the

young hostess holding a bottle of sal-volatile to her

nose, while. Mary Hennessy and Mrs. O'Grady rub-

bed her temples and hands with eau de Cologne; " oh!

you very shocking bad man ! you grow worse and

worse every day ! you'll be the death of us all

—

as

you were ofpoor Harry /" she added letting her voice

fall a very little.

"What's that you say, Winny?"
u She says, my dear," said his wife, with an admo-

nitory glance at her sister-in-law, " she says we had

better all keep quiet till Henny recovers."

" She does, eh ?—why doesn't she keep quiet her-

self, then, by way of good example ?"

The doctors thought it the better way to have

Mrs. Esmond removed to her own room till such

time as she had thoroughly recovered, naturally fear-

ing the effect of Uncle Harry's harsh and careless

brusquerie. In a few minutes the ladies all returned
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with the exception of Mary Hennessy, bearing Mrs.

Esmond's compliments to the gentlemen that she

hoped to meet them all at tea, if they could only

continue to pass the intervening time agreeably.

" In that case, Moran !" said Hennessy, " let us

hear how the fairy-woman served Parson Good-

child. Did she cast her spell on that portly

person?"

" You shall hear. It so happened that on the

night to which reference has been made, the rever-

end gentleman being ( homeward bound' from the

rector's, where he had been dining, was riding

along at a brisk pace towards the Castle, his mind

probably full of the tales of blood and murder he

had heard from the sapient rector and his guests

who were always sure to be the truest of f true

blue,' in other words, staunch haters of Popery,

and pillars of the new Reformation established some

years before by the far-famed Lady Farnham on

the double basis of blankets and fat bacon. As
young Douglas says in the play

:

* Yon moon which ri.se last night round as my shield,

Had not yet filled her horn, when by her light'

stepped forth from the shadow of the tall white-

thorn hedge, not

1 A band of fierce barbaiians from the hills'

but a decrepid old hag wrapped and hooded in

a red cloak. The horse was a little startled, per-

haps so was his rider, but he managed to keep the

animal in subjection, and was fain to continue his
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iray ; such, it appeared, was not the intention of

the ancient dame who, suddenly extending her stick

towards him, croaked out the remarkable words :

" * Stop, I command you !'

" All aghast and bewildered the chaplain stopped,

wondering much what was to follow. Perhaps he

had some misgivings that he bad before him a rob-

ber in disguise.

«
< My good old woman,' said he, l what is your

purpose? What do you want?1

" * I want some money for creatures that's a'most

dead with hunger and want.'

"'.Oh! certainly,' quoth the chaplain much re-

lieved, ' it is at all times a pleasant duty to relieve

the wants of our fellow-creatures'—and out of liia

vest-pocket he took a silver six-pence, and handed

it to the old woman, saying with a smile that he

probably thought worth another six-pence at least

:

" ( Now go, my poor old woman, and provide what

is needful for your suffering friends, or relatives !

I rejoice in the opportunity you have given me this

night of alleviating, in some measure, the sorrows

of the poor.' He pulled the reins and was moving
on when the hag hobbled after him and again com-
manded him to stop, which he did, as it were, me-
chanically.

" c An' is this what you're goin' to give me, after

all the talk?' said she, looking up in his face.

" ' My good old woman,
t
that is really all the

ftxnall change I have got !'
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" ( Why, then, the curse o* Cromwell on you, you

ould stall-fed bullock, isn't it great good that 'id do

any one I' cried the dame much excited ;
' keep it, an'

make much of it—Fd scorn to take it !' and she

flung the coin up in his face.

u c Old woman !' said the parson, surprised out of

his bland acquiescence, l how dare you thus insult a

minister of the Gospel ?' A scornful laugh cackled

in the hag's throat. ' Minister o' the Gospel, inagh !

You mane the divil's Gospel, if there is such a

thing ! You talkin' of relievin' the poor ! I'll go

bail it's not much one of you'll give to the poor

barrin' you want to buy their sowls like cattle, at so

much a head ! then, you'd find small change, an'

large change, too ! Oh ! you set of schamin' vaga-

bonds ! it's little pace or comfort there ever was in

the country since the first of you came into it ! Go
your ways, now, an' may God give you the worth of

your charity here an' hereafter !' The biting sarcasm

with which these words were uttered is beyond my
power to convey, but the chaplain felt it keenly, I

can tell you, and his feelings are easier imagined

than described when he heard the hoarse, asthmatic

laugh with which the crone greeted his departure

as she stood in the middle of the road, looking after

him. She was not long alone in her merriment, for

a person who happened to come within ear-shot

during the colloquy, but had purposely kept out of

sight, just then stepped out on the road, and slap-

ping the victorious emulator of Biddy Moriarty ap
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provingly on the back, laughed right heartily at the

parson's defeat, and gave the rough but good-hearted

old darae a trifle of change that proved a more ac-

ceptable offering than that of the extra-generous

and more than charitable churchman."
11 And the person ?"

"The person, Maurice, was Phil Mo ran, your

humble servant to command."
" And pray how came you there ?"

"I have half a mind not to answer you, my good

fellow, but on second thoughts I will, being duly

mindful of the maternal legacy of Mother Eve to

her daughters, some of whom I have the honor to

address. Know, then, that I, like the Rev. Mr. Good-

child, was on my return from a dinner party, and

having but a short distance to go, and the weather

being fine, both went and came on foot. I had Sam
Elliott with me till he turned off at his own ave-

nue, and while I stood a few moments admiring the

fine effect of the moonbeams falling through the

arching branches of the trees that lined the short

avenue, I heard the clatter of a horse's feet coming

up the road ; it proved to be the portly chaplain ; and

bo it was that I, being myself in the shade of the

oaks that guard the Elliott gate, saw and heard

what I have had the honor and happiness of relating

for the entertainment of this worshipful company.

Now, Miss Markham, what do you think of my old

woman as compared with'your old man ?"

Harriet, like all the others, had been much
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amused by Moran's droll description of " the en-

counter," as he called it. " Really, Mr. Moran," she

8aid, laughing, " your old woman beats my old man
hollow, and I think between the two they have

given our worthy chaplain a thorough understand-

ing of what it is to * play with edged tools.' Had
she only the traditional blanket instead of a red

cloak, your dame, as you describe her, might very

possibly be the identical old woman who, once upon

a time, was * going to sweep the cobwebs off the

*ky.'

"

" If she didn't sweep the cobwebs off the sky,"

laughed Dr. Hennessy, "I'm entirely of opinion that

she swept them off Goodchild's brain. Upon my
honor she must have knocked his wits into a cocked

hat. Excuse me the vulgarism, ladies, but the fact

is, vulgarisms are confoundedly convenient at times

to a fellow like me, whose thoughts are often gone

a wool-gathering, just when he wants to use them."

"If I had my will," said Mr. Esmond, " I'd make

short work of that same fairy- woman, as they call

her. I'd have her sent to Botany Bay or fairy land

—I would! It's positively a disgrace to the country

to tolerate such old beldames as she in their nefa-

rious practices—trading on the besotted prejudices

and blind credulity of the people. I wish I had

only been in Goodcliild's place; I'd have whipped

her within an inch of her life, the ill-conditioned

hag !"
**

Before any one had time to answer this character*
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istic speech, a request was sent up from Mulligan

that his honor, Mr. Esmond, would be pleased to

step out to the stables to see the poor roan that had

something the matter with her, the Creature ! and

the farrier was there, and he'd like to speak to his

honor about the beast before he went Therefore

Mr. Esmond hurried off in much anxiety for the

health and safety of poor Harry's favorite saddle-

horse, which was, of course, highly prized by all the

family. His wife took the oportunity of his ab-

sence to express her fear that sooner or later some-

thing bad would come of his tyrannical treatment

of the poor, and his harsh, overbearing manner.

" Now I am going to tell you all," she said lower-

ing her voice, " what I would not dare to tell him,

knowing that it would but exasperate him the more

against these miserable creatures. You heard how
he blamed me for giving those things to that old

woman for the laying out of Tim Murtha's child,

—

vveil ! he little knows, and I trust he will never know,

that the man tore that shroud and that sheet from

off his dead child, when he learned who it was that

gave them !"

Exclamations of horror were heard on every side,

and the ladies all, but especially Mrs. O'Grady and

Aunt Winifred spoke loud in execration of the un-

natural deed.

" But how did you come to know this, my dear

Mrs. Esmond?" inquired Harriet Markham. " Or

have you reason to believe that it really did occur V
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"I cannot possibly doubt it," was the reply,

" seeing that the old woman brought back the things

I had given her next day, and told me what had

taken place. You may be sure I was dreadfully

frightened, and, indeed, I cannot get the thoughts

of it out of my mind ever since. It was so very

awful—and gives one such an idea of the man's

ferocity—I am sure, sure that the man who did that

is capable of any atrocity."

"If it were that horrible Pierce, now, that did it,

one would not be so much surprised," said Aunt

Winifred, " but I really didn't think there were

two such human fiends to be found in all Tipperary

!

Oh dear ! what is going to become of us if such men
are prowling at large ?—no one's life will be safe,

after a while."

" Bless me !" sighed Mrs. O'Grady, " who would

have thought that the doom foreshown on Hallow-

eve night would have fallen with such crushing

weight, and so very soon ?"

"Doom, indeed !" repeated her husband; "now,

do you mean to say, Mrs. O'Grady, that you really

were or are so foolish as to put faith in those child-

ish superstitions practised by the young on Hallow-

eve, or any other eve? If you do, you're more of a

fool than I ever took you to be."

"Well! doctor, I really wonder at you to talk

so," rejoined the wife, " after seeing what we have

all seen since that memorable night."

"Memorable fiddlestick! would you have us be
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/ieve, now, that it was because poor Harry Esmond
put his hand in the plate of clay that night that he

was killed ?"

" Not because, Edward! oh! of course not because

of his doing so, but you cannot deny that it looked

very much like a warning of what was to happen."

" I do deny it, Mrs. O'Grady ! for if it was a

warning for Harry, it was also one for Mary Hen-

nessy, and what harm has come to her ?"

"Humph!" said Maurice Hennessy, turning from

a window where he and Moran had been standing

in earnest conversation, " I'd be much obliged to

you, ma'am," addressing Mrs. O'Grady, "if you'd

keep those dreary notions to yourself. Now to my
knowledge your gloomy suggestions on that same

Hallow-eve night rankled so in poor Mrs. Esmond's

mind that she felt miserably depressed at times

from that night forth, to an extent, indeed, that in-

jured her health considerably, the more so as she

tried to conceal what she now believes to have been

a presentiment."

"Dear me, Dr. Hennessy ! what a thing for you

to say !" said Mrs. O'Grady, averting her head with

a slight shudder, while her husband clapped his

hands and cried, " hear ! hear ! bravo, Hennessy !"

"Now, I must request, my dear Mrs. O'Grady/

went on Maurice, "that you never mention that

silly affair again, for if Mary be once put in mind

of it there is no knowing but she might begin to

farcy jweli"' doomed,' and take on to moping and



264 THE HERMIT OF THE ROCS,

pining which might eventually accomplish yom
fairy warning—or what shall I call it P"

" Why, my dear doctor," exclaimed Mrs. O'Grady

very innocently, " you needn't be the least afraid of

Mary pining away on that account, for I give you

my word, I've been trying ever since Harry's death

to convince her that we had a forewarning of it that

night,—and if you'll believe me, she only laughs at

me."

" Well ! well !' cried Hennessy, more annoyed than

he cared to show, " after that, I need say no more.

That beats Banagher, and Banagher beats—we know
who."

Dr. O'Grady and Moran laughed heartily at the

blank amazement visible on Hennessy's face, and the

former gentleman subsequently told him, with as

much gravity as he could assume, that there was

more than that in his " little wifie" for the taking

out. u If you press her a little," said he, " you

would be apt to find out that there isn't a thing

occurs to herself or any one she knows of which

she hasn't had warning one way or another. Do
you know it often occurs to me that she must have

some sort of telegraphic communication with the

other world. It was only the other day, when I

was sent for to Father Maguire below, for a bad coM

he got, that she told me she knew something was

going to happen to poor Father Maguire, and that

•he was sure he'd never leave his bed."
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" Well ?" said more than one of the listeners with

ludicrous anxiety.
11 Well I a hot bath and a good active cathartic

falsified Mrs. O'Grady's prediction, and placed my
reverend friend on his legs as stout and staunch as

ever. I'm afraid the telegraph wire was broken

that time—eh, Susan ?"

The laugh that followed drove Mrs. O'Grady

fairly from the room. She made her exit in double

quick time on the pretence that she was going

to see how Mrs. Esmond was.

" Well, now," said Aunt Winifred, raising her

eye-brows very high, and straightening her long

back to the most perfect perpendicular possible,

" well, now, you needn't laugh so much after all

about Mrs. O'Grady's l warnings.' I tell you there

are warnings given, and I've had them myself before

our dreadful misfortune came upon us."

" Is it possible, Miss Esmond ?" said Harriet with

assumed earnestness, while the others exchanged

looks and smiles.

" Yes, indeed, my dear, it is both possible and

true. For many nights before poor dear Harry's

death, I heard a drop falling—falling—just outside

my room-door. And then the death-watch—why,

I used to hear it night after night at my bed-head

just as plain as if my watch were there, which It was

not, you know, for 1 always leave it in the watch-

stand on the toilet-table."

a Well ! that is really astonishing," said Harriet
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endeavoring to keep from smiling, Aunt Winifred's

predominating acid being now too well known in the

circle to permit any jocose liberties in her regard.

The gentlemen suddenly remembered that Uncle

Harry was in the stables, and thought they would

go seek him there, as the tea-bell had just rung,

and Mrs. Esmond and the other ladies were de-

scending the stairs, Mary Hennessy's pleasant voice

being heard in a tone of playful remonstrance.

The gentlemen had not yet returned from the sta-

bles when Dr. O'Grady was summoned to a patient

some miles away towards Killenaule, and having to

go home for something he required, Mrs. O'Grady

preferred going with him, feeling probably a little

sore from the wound that had been inflicted on her

oracular dignity.

Very sad and very pale was Mrs. Esmond when
she took her place that ev.eniug at the tea-table, but

looking round on the kind dear friends whose faces

expressed the sympathy they did not choose to

speak, she smiled and made an effort to appear cheer-

ful, that the shadow of her grief might not fall on

them.

Uncle Harry was unusually silent during the

earlier part of the meal, and at last the young men
began to rally him on his taciturnity.

" May I venture to ask what are you thinking o.^,

Mr. Esmond ?" said Hennessy, " the advance on fat

cattle, or the next presentment before the Grand
JuTy eh?"
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" Or the chances of getting the l b*ng-beggars' ban*

ished to parts unknown ?" said Moran looking with

Ely meaning first at Uncle Harry then at his wife.

" The bang-beggars 1" repeated the doctor, catch

ing the expression of Moran' s face; "why, what

should Mr. Esmond have to do with them ?"

"Oh! we know that ourselves," rejlied the law-

yer, " don't we, Aunt Martha ?" Mrs. Esmond smil-

ed her acquiescence, but her husband was in no hu-

mor for smiling.

" Now, I tell you what it is, Phil Moran 1" said he,

setting his cup down in the saucer with a force that

much endangered the safety of that particular piece

of Mrs. Esmond's fine old Dresden, " I'd thank you

to crack your jokes on proper subjects, and that is

not one, whatever you may think to the contrary. I

consider it a very serious business—very serious, in-

deed, involving, as it does, the very lives of the land-

owners of this county."

" Not a doubt of it, Mr. Esmond ! not a doubt

of it," said Moran very gravely, " and for that very

reason I naturally supposed you might be occupied

in devising ways and means to get rid of a frater-

nity so dangerous to the community."
" You were mistaken, then," said Uncle Harry

gruffly, "I was just thinking of poor Henny
here."

" Of me, uncle ! and, pray, what were you think-

ing of me ?"

" Why, I was just thinking that you will neve?
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have peaoe or rest in your mind until that wretch.

Pierce, has paid the penalty of his crime."

Every eye except Mrs. Esmond's was turned re*

proachfully on the harsh old man, and a murmur of

surprise and indignation ran round the table. Mrs.

Esmond started as if an adder had stung her,—her

face was pale and red by turns, and the tears gushed

to her eyes.

" Mr. Esmond F said she, her voice and her lips

trembling, " Mr. Esmond ! I know not what I have

done that you should inflict so cruel a punishment

upon me, as to tear open so rudely and so unneces-

sarily the yet unhealed wound in my poor heart.

God forgive you ! God forgive you !"

"Well! upon my word, Mrs. Harry Esmond,

junior," said the old man with a raised voice and an

argry look, " I didn't expect to hear you talk so.

I see you are all just the same at bottom, let the

top be ever so smooth and smiling! There's a

touch of the tiger in every mother's daughter of

you !"

"For shame, Harry! for shame!" cried his wife.

" That's right, Harry !" echoed his sister, " give us

all a specimen of your politeness ! Show how amia-

ble you can be when you like !"

" Mr. Esmond !" said the young widow, address-

ing him slowly and distinctly, " what you have

said I think it my duty to answer, and I will, though

it tear my heart-strings asunder. Know, then, that
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J do not desire to have the—the guilty person

brought to justice."

" You do not ?"

" No, God forbid that I should ! I pray everj

day that he may escape the penalty of his crime, as

you say, for the sacrifice of his life would not give

me back what the grave has taken from me. Let

him live and repent. God will deal with him in his

own wise way, and in his own good time ! Ven-

geanoe is His, not mine !
w She rose, and taking

Mary's offered arm passed from the room. Tea

was just over.

The carriage came just then for Mrs. Markham,

and the rest of the company did not long remain.

Before they left the dressing-room, however, the

young lady of the mansion had heard from Aunt
Martha the strange and pitiful story of Tim Mur-

tha's misery, and his gloomy desperation.

"And where is the unfortunate man now?" she

asked with tender sympathy.

"That I cannot tell you, my dear!" said Aunt

Martha, as she drew her sable boa around her

neck, and took up the capacious muff of the same

costly fur. " He and his family were in the hut of

that old fairy-woman, as they call her, when the child

died—so she told me when she came herself to ask

the sheet and things—but it is quite impossible to

gay where such poor wanderers are to be found at

any particular time. They are hardly ever two

nights in the same place, you know; for if they
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get one night's lodging for God's sake, they think it

enough in one house, and travel on next day till night-

fall brings them to some hospitable door, perhaps

miles away from their shelter of the night before."

" Then you think, my dear aunt, that there would

be little use in trying to find this poor man out ?

Indeed I feel very anxious about him and his family

—their case seems so very hard."
a It is hard, Henrietta, very hard, for the

wretched man has, as I am informed, never entirely

recovered the effects of the long illness following

on his fall. They say he is a most pitiable object,

and I would be most happy to do what I could for

him and his poor children, but, you see, he will ac-

cept no assistance from me, and your uncle, on the

other hand, will not allow me to give it.
1 '

"Poor miserable creatures!" sighed the gentle

mourner, " their lot on earth is surely a hard one

!

God help the poor !"

" My poor Henrietta !" said her aunt as she kissed

her at parting, " in all your own sore affliction your

heart is not closed against the sorrows of others

!

And. yet there are those who would be scandalized

to hear of your expressing sympathy for any of these

unfortunate people."

" Say no more of that, my dearest aunt !" was the

earnest reply; " why should I blame all for the fault

of one? I cannot and I will not, be scandalized who

may !—good night, dear aunt ! may God bless and

protect you from every danger !'*
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CHAPTER XIV.

miss markham's story.

A week or two after that evening at Esmond
Hall, Harriet Markham sat bv the bow-window of a

summer-parlor in Effingham Castle, looking out

with pensive eyes on the richly-variegated land-

scape presented by the fine old park with its hill

and dale, and wood and water, for a fair lake slum-

bered in its " bosom of shade" visible from that end

of the Castle where Harriet sat.

" The scene was more beautiful far to the eye

Than if day in its pride had array'd it,"

and, as she watched the blue mist curling upward

from the lake in delicate forms of beauty, her grace-

ful fancy fashioned them into naiads and fays, the

guardian spirits of the silvery waters. Then her

thoughts began to wander back into the past, and

the shadowy forms of other years crowded around,

mingling with the mists of eve, their voices whis-

pering, as it were, in the low soft zephyr that so

gently murmured by, stirring the leaves on the

branches outside as with the breath of life. Not-

withstanding her flight into the realms of fancy

Harriet was not alone: the Earl and Mr. Goodchild

were playing chess at the farther end of the room,

and near by sat Mrs. Pakenham, a large handsome
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woman of very mature years, and slightly over-

dressed, watching the game with much apparent

interest. The little girls had made their curtseys

some time before and retired with their nurse, who
was an elder sister of Celia Mulquin—this en

parenthese.

" Take care, my lord !" said Mrs. Pakenham,

who, being a cousin-german of Lord Effingham, had

kindly taken charge of his splendid menage since

the death of the Countess some two years before;

" take care, my lord ! there goes your knight !—you

have need to look after that Castle ! What were

you thinking of that time ?"

" That is easy told," said Lord Effingham, " I was

thinking of an air I heard that poor maniac sing on

our return from the Rock last spring. Do you re-

member it, Miss Markham ?"

" Excuse me, my lord !" said Harriet with a start

and a blush, " I—I did not hear what you said."

The Earl repeated his question, and then hummed
the first part of the air. It was u Shule Aroon."

" It were strange, indeed, my lord," said Harriet

smiling, " if I did not remember that. It was one

of the airs that oftenest soothed my infant slumbers.

"

" I know not why it is," said Lord Effingham, "but

ever since it seems to haunt me like a voice from the

world of spirits. It is, indeed, a fine old air. Do
you know the words, Miss Markham ?"

"I know one set of words, my lord ! but perhaps

not the best, for there are several versions of ' Shule
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Agra' and ' Shule Aroon,*—as it is indiscriminately

called,—sung here in Munster ; most of them are in

Irish, and can hardly be rendered into good English

so as to preserve the exceeding bjeauty and simplicity

of the original. The words I have are a sort of free

translation, the refrain being still sung in the old

musical language of the Gael."

" You would oblige me much by singing the songN
'

for us," said the Earl, whereupon the Honorable Mrs.

Pakenham drew up her portly form in loftiest state,

and looked the contempt for Irish music which she

cared not at that moment to express in words.

Miss Markham bowed her acquiescence; Mr,

Goodchild rubbed his fat white hands, and smiled and

nodded, and asked if he should not have the honor

of fetching the guitar.

"No, no, Mr. Goodchild! many thanks for your

politeness," said Harriet laughing at the odd asso-

ciation of ideas ; " the guitar and my old song would

make strange discordant melody together—to bor-

row a bull for the occasion. Here is the song, my
lord 1" And she sang with all the sweetness and sim-

plicity of the true ballad style

:

" Oh ! have you seen my Norah Fay 1

She's left me all the sad loDg day,

Alone to sing a weary lay
;

Go dhi mo vourneen, slaun

;

Shule, shule, shule aroon
;

Shule go sochir agus shule g j cuno

Shule go theiv dorris agus eilig luma.

As' gc dhi mo vourneen slaun.
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*' You'll khow her by her raven hair,

Her deep blue eye, her forehead fair,

Her step and laugh that banish care

;

As' go dhi mo vourLeen slaun.

" In form you may her semblance find,

But none like her, of womankind,

If you can see her heart and mind

;

As' go dhi mo vourneen slaun.

" Oh ! bi icg to me my Norah Fay,

For hours are da}s when she's away;

The sun looks dark, ani sweet birds say,

Go dhi mo voumeen slaun/'* &c

" Mercy on me, what a barbarous tongue I" said

Mrs. Pakenham ;
" how in the world can you articu-

late such harsh, guttural sounds ?"

" Just as easily as I do the improved Saxon which

now forms our vernacular. You think the Gaelic a

i barbarous tongue,' my dear Mis. Pakenham, and yet

that l barbarous tongue' which ought to be still the

vernacular of the Irish people was once the language

of a highly-civilized nation, spoken alike by king and

chief, and warrior-knight, and noble lady. The bards

of Erin in the long-past ages moulded it into forms

of rarest beauty, and men who were great lights

in their generation, made it the vehicle of their

thoughts, and their lofty inspirations."

" Dear me ! I should not have thought so 1" said

Mrs. Pakenham with an extra assumption of dignity

* The above is Mr, and Mis. Hall's translation of one ver-

sioa of ' Shu.e Aroon." Of the Irish chorus I have elsewhere

given a translation.



THE HERMTT OF THE ROCK. 275

"but I suppose you know best, Miss Markham!

How stands the game, my lord ?"

" Oh ! the battle is fought and won—for once, Mr.

G-oodchild has carried the day. Miss Markham, you

were kind enough to promise to tell us the story of

Mad Mabel. Suppose you told it now to while away

the hours."
u With much pleasure, my lord I" Harriet replied,

" and the more so, as Lady Ann and Lady Emma
are not present, for, although they have frequently

reminded me of it, I have purposely refrained from

gratifying their curiosity as the story is not exactly

one that would benefit them to hear. The tragical

scenes I am about to describe as briefly as I can,

are, alas ! but too common in this unhappy country,

and are to some extent, perhaps, Irish, owing not

so much to the natural ferocity of the people as

the unsatisfactory relations between landlord and

tenant."

" Why, Miss Markham !" said Mrs. Pakenham,

opening her eyes to their fullest extent, " you don't

mean to say you are going to entertain us with l
a

tale of Irish peasant life/ do you ?"

" I would not, on any account, think of doing so,

Mrs. Pakenham I" said Harriet, " were it not Lord
Effingham's wish to hear it. So with your permis-

sion and Mr. Goodchild's, I will proceed at once,

promising, at the same time, for your consolation,

to make the story as short as possible."

" Miss Markham is very good," said bland Mr
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Goodchild, and he folded his plump hands athwart

his goodly paunch with aa air of meek resignation

that was altogether impressive. The Honorable

Mrs. Pakenham took up a Chinese fan that lay on a

spider-table near, and commeneed fanning herself

with great force and admirable dexterity.

" Tour lordship has doubtless heard," said Har-

riet, " of the murder of Mr. Chad wick. I believe

almost every one has heard of it, either at the time

it occurred, or since." Lord Effingham replied that

he had not only heard of the murder, but had known

Mr. Chadwick, who had been for a short time a sort

of under-agent on his Irish estates, before he got

promoted to that situation which subsequently cost

him his life.

"Then your lordship probably knows what man-

ner of man he was, and how little calculated to win

either love or respect froai the people over whom
he was placed in * brief authority.' "

" It was precisely on account of his excessive

harshness, amounting at times almost to brutality,

that I was finally obliged to supersede him in his

office," replied the Earl. " I had heard so many
complaints of his tyrannical treatment of the tenan-

try that I could not possibly allow him to continuo

it longer."

" Well, my lord ! there is reason to fear that hit*

more recent employer cared little how he treated

the tenants provided only he squeezed the money
out of them. He appears, indeed, to have had a
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carte blanche, as most Irish agents have, in regard to

the means to be employed for that end. And yet it

is said in the neighborhood, by way, I suppose, of

giving the devil his due, that Mr. Chadwick was not

so excessively severe in exacting the payment of

rent as many others who are permitted to live on in

their heartless oppression of the poor ; but somehow
his manner of dealing with the tenants and the peas-

antry in general was most insulting ; he neither un-

derstood, nor cared to understand the peculiar sym-

pathies or antipathies of the people amongst whom
he lived, and was, therefore, continually treading on

their corns, as the vulgar phrase goes, taking no

pains at any time to conceal his contempt for them,

and though fully conscious that he was an object of

hatred to them, taking every opportunity of openly

breathing defiance. He was a man of large, unwieldy

proportions, as your lordship doubtless remembers,

and I have been told that on some occasions when

he had a large number of the peasantry around him, he

would say in a scoffing tone, as he rubbed down his

huge frontal, puffing the while like a juvenile whale>

' You see I'm growing fatter and fatter every day.

I'm thriving on your curses, I believe.' Then the

rustic dissemblers around would glance furtively at

each other, and force a laugh, and say :
* Your honoi

is mighty pleasant, so you are ! an 1 fond of crackin'

your jokes, more power to you, sir, for that same.'

But deep in their hearts were rankling the imprecar

tions that fell on them from his foul tongue, and the
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bitter mockery and contempt wherewith he treated

them on all occasions."

" Upon my honor, I do not wonder at his treating

them so," said Mrs. Pakenham, all at once renewing

the fanning process which she had perhaps uncon-

sciously suspended. " I really think they deserve

no better."

The Earl cast one of his black looks on his stately

kinswoman, and she was silent. Harriet resumed

with a heightened color

:

" There is no knowing how long this might have

gone on, had not Mr. Chadwick commenced build-

ing a police-barracks at Rath Cannon, adjacent to

Holy Cross Abbey, and only a short distance from

Thurles. He was in the habit of boasting in all

companies, and even to the people themselves, that

he was the man to keep the Bloody Tips in order,

and that he was going to have a police station at

Rath Cannon for the very purpose of watching them

Now this in the peculiar state of the country, and

for reasons known to themselves, was just what Lne

peasantry least wished for, and, recognizing in this

new move, yet another and more convincing proof

of Mr. Chadwick's hatred of them, and, moreover,

an open defiance of them, they accepted the chal-

lenge, and swore to each other in their secret meet-

ings, that Chadwick must die?

" What a horrible set of wretches !" cried Mrs.

Pakenham, now fully absorbed in the narrative.

11 What fiends incarnate they must be, and what a
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oowardly set, moreover, to conspire for the murder

of one man !"

" My very dear Mrs. Pakenham !
M said the chap*

lain, "if you knew this unhappy country better, you

would wonder at no act of baseness or cruelty on

the part of the people—especially here in Tipperary.'

" You are scarcely just to this l unhappy country/

Mr. Goodehild," said Harriet looking at him in a

way that made him feel rather small, as the phrase

goes ;
" even as regards Tipperary your assertion is

by far too general and sweeping !"

Thereupon the good man began to justify himself
—" I protest, Miss Markham I" said he with intense

earnestness, " I did not mean to censure the people

—the Romanists, namely, of this most miserable

country "

At this the Earl smiled, and Harriet laughed

—

" why, my dear good sir," said she, " you are mak-

ing matters worse instead of better. Just allow me,

pray, to continue my story, and I will take your ex-

planation for granted."

" Permit me to ask one preliminary question, Miss

Markham," said Lord Effingham, "how can you ac-

count for the wide-spread conspiracy entered into

by the peasantry for the execution of their diaboli-

cal purpose ?"

tc Very easily, my lord ! by the simple fact that the

conspiracy already existed in the form of a secret or-

ganization, having revenge for one of its principal ob-

jects. They called it, and probably believed it jus-
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iice, acting on the assumption, not always unfounded

that there was no justice for them in the law-courts

of the land, that the oppressors—excuse me the

harsh word, my lord ! I do but borrow it from their

phraseology;—that the oppressors had the law in

their own hands, and that they had to look for justice

to themselves alone. There was a time when this

was true to the very letter, but the misfortune of

the people is that they do not see how times have

changed in the country, that a more enlightened

spirit is abroad amongst the gentry, and that justice

is now to be found on the bench. That, in fact, the

partizan magistrate of a former age is now almost

the exception to the general rule, and is frowned

down by the majority of his brethren on the bench.

However, old prejudices, long and fondly cherished,

are not easily eradicated from the minds of the illi-

terate, and, moreover, there are always some design-

ing knaves interested in their perpetration, so it is

that many of our poor people are led blindfold into

these dangerous societies formed amongst them for

what they consider self-defence. Many, too, who
are naturally peaceable and well-disposed are actually

forced, by the most dreadful threats, to join these

associations, against their own honest convictions

and against the positive and most solemn prohibi-

tion of their Church."

"It is truly a lamentable state of things," said the

Earl, " and the worst of it is that legislation has no

power to reach the evil."
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" None whatever, my lord ! Human legislation

frill have little effect amongst Irishmen who set

divine legislation at defiance. Where the efforts

of religion fail to make them wiser or better men,

no human power can do it. However, as I had the

honor of telling your lordship, it was in the mid-

night assemblies of these misguided men that the

death of Mr. Chad wick was resolved upon. ThG

only difficulty then was to find executioners for their

horrid resolve. For some days this was a difficulty

for Mr. Chadwick was known to have his house

well provided with arms, and, moreover, to carry

arms on his person wherever he went. It was the

old story of the cat and the bell. Things did not

long remain in that state, however, for before the

grand meeting of the secret conspirators one night,

in a wild gorge of the Keeper mountains, appeared

a stalwart young fellow, Patrick Grace by name
r

who enjoyed the reputation of being an avenger of

wrong, and the sworn foe of the tyrannical land-

lords. Without any sort of hesitation he declared

his willingness to undertake the execution of the

dread sentence pronounced on Mr. Chadwick, pro-

vided he were left to do it in his own way and at his

own time. Of course his proposal was eagerly ac-

cepted, for, though young in years, Patrick Grace

was strong in courage and in resolution. He had

so many times proved his prowess in one way or

another against the landlords, that he was looked

upon as a champion of the people's rights. A rustic
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Don Quixote he was, ready to do and dare all

things for ' the cause.' A deplorable instance he was,

too, of that perverted sense of justice which I have

endeavored to describe. What made him still more

popular amongst the people was his remarkable

personal beauty, accompanied by great spiightli-

ness of manner, and that whole-souled generosity

which, above all other qualities, finds its way to the

Irish heart. Such was Patrick Grace when he pre-

sented himself to execute the popular vengeance on

Mr. Chadwick; the admiration of the women and the

envy of the men, in his own class, and the pride and

boast of all. But though the rustic Adonis danced

with all the pretty girls, and applied ( the blarney ' with

skill and effect, he had already made his choice from

amongst them, and as the old ballad says

:

' Piaced his affections on a comely young dame.'

And like that same ' comely young dame,' sung by

her enamored swain under the poetical title of the

* Rose of Ardee/ and therein familiar to every rustic

singer in many parts of fair Ireland, the object of

Patrick Grace's love was
c Straight, tall, aud handsome in every degree ;'

in fact, just the one to catch and fix the affections

of a * Roving Bachelor'* if they ever were to be

oaught or fixed. She was an orphan, and lived as

& servant, in the house of a comfortable farmer,

* Miss Markham here hai reference to the name of one of

the liveliest and most popular dance-tunes ever " screevedM

on an Irish fiddle.



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. 283

where she was treated, as is usual, amongst that

class here in Ireland, as one of the family, Grace

was a son of the family, and during the

pleasant evenings that followed the days of toil, the

youth and the maiden, thrown together, in the heart-

opening sunshine of rustic merriment, found them-

selves, they scarcely knew how or why, bound to-

gether by the tenderest bonds of loyal and true af-

fection. And if ever the course of true love did

bid fair to run smooth, it was for Patrick Grace and

this rustic beauty, who was soon his betrothed bride,

their marriage being only deferred till a mud-wall

cabin was put up to shelter their household gods."

"Dear me! Miss Markham, ,,
said Mrs. Pakenham

yawning wearily, " what a very tiresome story 1"

" I cannot agree with you, ma belle cousine Pf said

Lord Effingham, " I find it extremely interesting

—

pray proceed, Miss Markham I"

"It has a peculiar interest for me," said the grave

chaplain, " from the insight it gives into the atro-

cious immorality of the Romish system.

"

" I am not aware that it does give any such in-

sight," observed Miss Markham ;
" I have shown, on

the contrary, that the l Romish system,' as you say

go far from encouraging men in these secret combi-

nations and lawless courses, is at all times engaged

combatting their evil passions, and endeavoring,

with all its might, to suppress those occult associa-

tions which are ruinous to the faith and morals of

any people—but doubly so to a Catholic people,
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because they withdraw them from the saving in-

fluence of religion, and from the life-giving Sacra*

ments of the Church of which they are not allowed

to participate. Do I make the matter intelligible

to your lordship ? I see Mr. Goodchild is in the

condition of those who, being * convinced against

their will, are of the same opinion still.'

"

The Earl bowed affirmatively and smiled at the

keen sarcasm which Mr. Goodchild luckily for him-

self did not seem to understand, probably in blissful

ignorance of the gist of the old adage quoted by

Harriet.

"Pray go on with your story," said the some-

what petulant Mrs. Pakenham, "supper will soon

be on the table."

" Well ! Patrick Grace was, of course, loudly ap-

plauded, and his proposal eagerly accepted by the

secret conclave, few of whose members would have

cared to risk their precious lives as he did for the

common good."

"And did he do it, Miss Markham?" exclaimed

Mrs. Pakenham in a state of breathless anxiety.

"Did he do that wicked act?"

" He did," said Harriet, her voice sinking beneath

the weight of horror and of shame; "he did—he

promised to kill the obnoxious agent, and he kept

his wordy
There was silence for a moment, and then Har»

riet resumed, as by an effort:

" The young betrothed of Patrick Grace knew
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nothing of what was going on ; fearing, perhaps, her

importunate entreaties not to imbrue his hands in

blood, or run the risk of losing his own life to do the

will of others, he would not venture to see her till

after the deed was done, and then, he expected that

so far from blaming what he considered his heroic

and patriotic act, she would be the first to applaud

his self-devotion."

" But where—when—how did he accomplish the

awful deed ?" cried Mrs. Pakenham.

" He probably waylaid the unfortunate gentleman

in some lonely spot under cover of the night," sug-

gested Mr. Goodchild.

11 He did no such thing, reverend sir ! if you will

have the goodness to listen, you shall hear what he

did. One day when the great broad sun was shin-

ing overhead. Mr. Chad wick was superintending the

erection of the constabulary-barracks before men-

tioned, talking in his loud, domineering way to the

men employed on the work, and little dreaming that

his last hour had come, when the daring youth who
had undertaken the execution of the fearful sentence

secretly pronounced upon him, walked deliberately

up, with a pistol in his hand, and shot him with so

sure an aim that he fell dead to the ground."

A groan of horror escaped from the lips of Mrs.

Pakenham—she could not speak; the chaplain was

little less agitated. Lord Effingham alone preserved

his composure.
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" What

!

n he asked, " in the presence of the work

men ?"

" Even so, my lord ! and of the passers-by
;
rely

ing, doubtless, on the hatred wherewith Mr, Chad-

wick was regarded by all the surrounding peasantry

and fully as much, perhaps, on the secret organiza

tion which underlay the whole strata of society. He
very naturally thought that no one would venture

to give evidence against him for fear of their terri

ble revenge. And, indeed, it seemed at first as

though he reckoned not without his host, for he

walked away after doing the deed, unmolested by

any one. One man only, a mason who was standing

by Mr. Chadwick's side at the fatal moment, ex-

claimed, perhaps involuntarily

—

c God forgive you,

Patrick Grace !' But Grace little heeded the words,

his conscience being perfectly at rest with regard to

the nature of the deed he had just perpetrated, and

no thought of personal danger from the recognition

ever entering his mind."

" What a frightful perversion of mind !" said the

Earl.

" And especially of the Irish mind. If your lord-

ship only knew as I know the intensity of horror

wherewith the Irish, perhaps more than any other

people, regard the commission of murder, you could

then understand, in some degree, how great must be

the provocation, how fierce the excitement thai

closes their hearts to pity."

" Well ! well !" said Mrs. Pakenham with an im
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patient gesture, " we can dispense with all that, but

what came ofit ?—did the horrid wretch escape ? Did

no one give evidence against him ?"

" That is just what I am going to relate," said

Harriet with a quiet smile, and she resumed as fol-

lows : "As may be supposed, Grace, having no fear of

being brought to trial, took no pains either to conceal

himselfor to deny the commission of a crime which he

considered as an act of retributive justice. The news

of the tragic event spread like wildfire through the

country, and when the veil of darkness covered the

earth, the conspirators came together in their secret

haunts to meet their emissary and congratulate him

and themselves on his successful attempt to rid them

of their detested enemy. When asked if he thought

any one had seen him doing the deed, he answered

carelessly, ' Why, then, to be sure, didn't all the men
that were workin7 on the buildin' see me ! But

what of that—sure, I knew before I went every one

that was in it, an' they're all the right sort. Phi-

lip Mara was standin' right alongside the ould chap

when I paid my respects to him, an 1 more by token

he said " God forgive you, Patrick Grace !'
J when he

seen Chadwick fallinV So far all was considered safe,

and Patrick Grace was the idol of the hour, and en-

joyed for the time, in. his own limited sphere, all the

glory of a conqueror. Short indeed was his unhal-

lowed triumph. Early next day he was arrested on

the deposition of Philip Mara, and whilst he and

his fellow-conspirators cursed the traitor, as they
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chose to call him, and breathed the most terrible

threats against him and his, they little knew what

an agonized struggle the worthy mason had under-

gone before he decided on giving information in the

case. Mara was an upright, honest, right-thinking

man, with intelligence somewhat in advance of his

class, and, above all, a deep sense of his

obligations as a Christian, which would not per-

mit him to keep so atrocious a crime secret.

And so it was that, trampling under foot all the sug

gestions of fear and prudence, and most probably,

encouraged by the advice of his venerable pastor,

the brave man did what he considered his bounder;

duty, and gave information to the nearest magistrate

concerning the murder of Mr. Chadwick. The storm

of indignation that burst forth amongst the peasantry

on hearing of what they considered Mara's treachery

is beyond all conception. Those who, being like

himself under the strong influence of religion, secret-

ly applauded his self-devotedness, and prayed that

God and the Blessed Virgin might save him from the

deadly vengeance of 'the boys' who held the whole

population in terror. But these kindly sympathizers

being the most orderly and virtuous portion of . the

community, naturally shrank from incurring their

enmity by any public expression of their sentiments

whereas the friends and upholders of the imprisoned

Grace were loud and vociferous in their denuncia-

tions of the 'informer,' as they chose to call him

Indeed) there would have been little chance of
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trace's conviction on poor Philip Mara's testimony,

had he been left at large, but the Government had

prudently provided for his safety by keeping him in

safe quarters under a strong guard till the time came

for the trial, viz. : the Summer Assizes, then not far

distant. Fear and terror then took possession of

the friends of Grace, lashed to fury by the conscious-

ness of their inability to save him, but amid all the

raging storm of public and private excitement,

which his family largely shared, there was one gentle

heart that uttered no loud complaint, but pined

away in sad, heart-wearing anxiety, with scarce

one gleam of hope to keep the life-current flowing.

That one was the betrothed bride of Patrick Grace.

And when, at last, the dreaded day came, and the

unhappy culprit stood at the bar, in the pride of

youth and manly beauty, firm and undaunted as

though the shadow of the jibbet fell not athwart

him, it was hard to look on him and believe him

guilty of so heinous a crime, so cold blooded a

murder. His £ sweetheart,' as they would say them-

selves, was not present, being kept away from the

court by her friends almost by main force, and the

fact of her being absent from the family-group,

whose presence his keen eye soon detected, was an

inexpressible relief to the doomed prisoner, though

the sight of her, as his heart whispered, would have

been to him as dew to the parched flower. Yet he

was glad, oh! how very glad, that she was not there

to see him a manacled felon at the bar charged witb
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a fearful crime which he well knew was about to be

proved home against him. And it was prove

home, and notwithstanding all the professional ski!
1

,

of the eminent lawyers engaged for the defence

and the audible sobs and groans and piteous entrea

ties for mercy
?
which all the exertions of the police

could not silence in the body of the court, the

awful sentence of death was pronounced on Patrick

Grace unanimously found guilty of the murder of

Mr. Chad wick. Then the fiery spirit of revenge

burst forth from the ashy lips of the yet undis-

mayed prisoner, and he said, when permission was

given him to speak :
( Before a tweVmonih passes Fh

have revenge i?i ray grave? Many a heart echoed

those fatal words that day, and swore that so it

should be. The sentence was that the prisoner

ghould be hung by the neck till dead, on the very

spot where his crime had been committed. And so

they reared the dismal gibbet within sight of the

grand old pile beneath whose ruined walls the royal

O'Brien who raised it to the honor of God, sleeps

in peace, ( his warfare o'er;'—and much warfare did

King Donald wage, for he was a man of might in his

generation, and a thorn, moreover, in Strongbow'd

side. It was a strange scene, the noble ruins and

the sculptured tombs and the forgotten graves of

the dead of other years,—and the rich level fields

heavy with the unreaped grain, and green in the

freshness of Irish verdure,—and the seething, surging,

heaving multitude topping ditches and walls andtreei



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. 291

and every spot that could give a view of the doleful

spectacle,—and high over all the dreadful apparatus

that was to launch into eternity the pride of Tippe-

rary peasants. The place immediately round the

gallows was occupied by a large body of constabu-

lary, their bayonets glittering in the sun, and their

dark green uniform strongly contrasted with the

many-hued frieze coats of the country-people in the

crowd outside their serried circle. Much anxiety

was felt amongst the people generally as to whether

Grace would die penitent or impenitent; the good

hoped the former, the bad, anfl especially his breth-

ren of the secret society, the latter, for they would

consider it a triumph for the enemy and an indeli-

ble disgrace to them if he c gave in' at the last mo-

ment, and l didn't die like a man.' Fortunately for

his own eternal welfare, young Grace had been

brought to a sense of his condition before God, and

when he appeared on the gallows with the priest by
his side,

1 While breathless silence chained the lips, and touched the

hearts of all,'

he spoke in a clear, firm, manly voice, and
expressed his heartfelt sorrow for the awful

crime which he was now to expiate with his

life, asking God's pardon and the pardon of

all good Christians, and, moreover, warning all who
heard him to beware of the evil course which had

brought him to that untimely and ignominious end.

This was a stunning blow to his late associates, but
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to his nearest and dearest, and to all pious Christiana,

it was both joy and triumph, the triumph of religion

over irreligion and impiety. But just as the young

man ceased to speak, and the priest withdrew from

the lapboard, one wild scream of heart-piercing an-

guish rose from the outskirts of the crowd, then a

shriek of maniac laughter, and people were seen to

carry away a fair young girl whose wild gestures and

wilder cries, mingled with strange fits of laughter,

told too plainly that there, indeed, was ' a mind o'er-

thrown.' It is hardly necessary to say that this

unhappy young creature was the affianced bride of

Patrick Grace."

"But how did she come to be present at such a

moment? Surely her friends might have antici-

pated such a result."

"It is probable that they did, my lord, for they

had kept her at home under a close watch, but by

some means she eluded their vigilance and arrived

just at the fatal moment."

" And she is
"

"Mad Mabel—you may judge what her beauty

must once have been when you see how much of it

still remains."

"Poor thing!" said Lord Effingham in a tone of

sincere compassion, "poor thing! what a hard fate

is hers !—a young life and a loving heart so early

blighted !"

"It was very sad," sighed Mr Goodchild, "very
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sad, indeed!" and he refreshed himself with a pinch

of snuff.

"It was worse than sad," said Mrs. Pakenham
rising, " it was horrible, and I'm sure I don't know
how you could sit to hear it out, my lord ! I hope>

Miss Markham, when you next undertake to tell us

a story, it will be of a more entertaining kind. Now
let us go to supper."

" But what about the promised revenge ?" said the

Earl to Harriet, as he gave his arm to the elder lady

who was looking her loftiest at the moment.
" That is a tale in itself, my lord, and one more

tragical even than this. It would be the death of

Mrs. Pakenham to hear it."

"Pray, do not tell it, then!" said the chaplain as

he offered his arm, with a very low bow, and they

all proceeded to the supper room.
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CHAPTER XV.

MIDSUMMER-EVE ON THE ROCK OF CASHBL.

It was midsummer-eve and the sun of the longest

day bad just sunk beneath the western horizon; star

after star came out in the blue heavens above, and

fire after fire dotted the broad plain below, as if a

brighter reflection of the pale light shed down from

the glorious canopy hung on high. These were the

bonfires which on St. John's Eve make all Ireland

glad and bright, the young uproarious in their

harmless mirth as they dance in merry circles round

"the bonfire," and the old sad amid the festal joys

as they talk to each other of" Auld Lang Syne,"

f< And the Summer days when hey were y>uog,"

young and blithe, and light-hearted as those who have

now taken their places around the midsummer-eve

fires, just as those Christian fires in honor of St.

John and symbolizing the light of Christianity, have

replaced the ancient "fires of Baal" lit on the same

charmed eve on the hills and in the valleys of Ire-

land where the sons and daughters of the land once

reverenced in those "sacred fires" the image of their

most potent god, even the great Bel.

Half sad half gay was the chat wherewith our old

friend Bryan Cullenan and his friend Shaun the

Piper beguiled the tranquil hour as they sat toge-
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ther under the shattered arch of what was once the

grand portal of the cathedral. The noises of the

old borough and of all the merry dancers at the

fires round the base of the Rock came softened to

the ears of the two old men, and the soothing

influence of the hour brought that ineffable

calm to their hearts which only the contented, trust-

ing, simple Christian can experience here below.

Earlier in the evening it had been Shaun's intention

to visit some of the bonfires with a lucrative object

in view, but, as time wore on, and he and Bryan

exchanged reminiscences of their boyish days, and

of friends long dead, and joys long vanished, Shaun

gave up the notion of going to the bonfires, " for,"

said he, "it wouldn't be worth my while, maybe,

for all I'd make, to be trampin' round from one to

another, an' that's what I'd have to do to make any-

thing at all ! So if I'd do with it, I'll do without it,

an' any way I'm not badly off at the present time,

thanks be to God Almighty ! Now, only it 'id be

drawin' them all about us from below I'd give you

a tune or two that 'id warm your poor ould heart."

11 Oh! not here, Shaun agra, not here," said Bryan

in a deprecating tone," why, you don't know who'd

be listenin' to you !" And he dropped his voice al-

most to a whisper, and cast a furtive glance around.

"An' what do / care who'd be listenin' to me?"
said merry-hearted, fearless Shaun, "there isn't one

buried on the Rock o' Cashel, I'll go bail, that

wouldn't have a gra for the ould piper that never did
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man or mortial any harm, but makes pleasure an' in

nocent divarsion wherever he goes You needn't be

squeezin' my arm, now, Bryan ! for I'm sure there

never was priest or friar, or bishop, aither, on Irish

ground—(barrin' them big buddaghs of English bi-

shops, an' who cares about them ?)—that hadn't an

ear an' a heart for the ould ancient music !"

" Athen, Shaun, will you howld your whist?" said

Bryan in a low troubled voice, " I'll tell you, there's

some o' them round us now !—you're bringin' them

out o' their graves with your foolish talk I"

This staggered Shaun a little. " Wisha, Bryan !"

he whispered, "how do you know that?— do you see

anything ?" And he began rolling his sightlers eyes

around as though they, too, could penetrate the deep

recesses of the ruins.

Bryan made no answer; his eyes, wide distended,

were following a dark figure that had glided out from

the further end of the palace, across the little open

space towards the south transept of the cathedral,

close to which stands the pillar-tower. The old man
held his breath to listen, but no sound could he dis-

tinguish within or around the buildings save the dull

flapping of the bat's wing, and the light breeze rust-

ling in the ivy on the walls.

" Is there anything wrong wid you, Bryney ?' 3

whispered Shaun anxiously.

" Well—no !" hesitated Bryan in the same low

tone, " but some way or another, Shaun I ever sence

the poor young master came to his end in the way
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he did, I feel as if there was somethin' over me,—an

there's times when I'm a little daunted to be out

afther nightfall—barrin' I'm up here on the Rock."

" Wish a, Bryan ! it isn't afeard of his ghost you'd

be ?" said Shaun in a tone of anxious inquiry that had

fear at the bottom of it.

"No, it isn't himself I'd be so much afeard of

seein', as his murderer /" The last word was whis-

pered in Shaun's ear, and it made the piper shiver all

over. " I think Fd never get over the sight of him

now, for I seen him onst sence he done the deed, an'

I wasn't the betther of it for many's the day afther."

" You see him onst, Bryan !—no but, did you ?"

" As plain as I see you now, an' as close to me,

too, in a manner. Christ save us ! what's that ?"

A cold, heavy hand was laid on the old man's shoul-

der, and starting up he saw a tall dark figure close

by his side, the eyes looking down on him from

under a cap or hat that seemed to his excited fancy

of wonderful shape, and one, moreover, that " would

fit Finn Mac Coul," at least so thought Bryan. It

was, or appeared to be, precisely the same figure

that had glided through the evening shadows a little

before, and, moreover, if Bryan were not much mis-

taken, he had seen it, or something like it, more

than once, of late, flitting far off behind the pillars,

or under the arches, when the night-sbadows begar.

to fall, or the moon's pale ray lay cold and ghastly

on the place of death.

"In the name o' God what are you ?" said Bryan
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starting up from under the stony hand, every hair

on his head beginning to stand on end. " Spake, I

command you, in the name o' the Father, Son, and

Holy Ghost !"

Instead of answering, the figure glided away as

noiselessly as it came, but Bryan, anxious for the

honor of the Rock where a ghost had never crossed

his path till these latter days, and determined to sift

the matter to the bottom, so as to ascertain what

manner of spirit it was that made bold to show

itself in that holy place, hastened after the apparition

with all the speed he could make. *

"For God's sake, Bryan! who are you talkin'

to ?" cried Shaun, forgetting his caution in his in-

creasing apprehensions. " Bryney ! I say, Bryney !"

raising his voice still higher, " athen, why don't you

answer me?" All was silent, and as the echo of his

own voice died away amongst the ruins, a chilling

sense of loneliness fell like a pall on Shaun's heart

and mind. "I vow to God he's gone!" said he,

after feeling with his hand in the place where he

knew Bryan had been sitting, "it's a trick he's play-

in' on me, an' nothing else ! Wisha, who'd think

Bryney the Rock had so much fun in him ? Well

!

he can't frighten me, that's one comfort, an' to let

him see that, I'll give him a tune—it'll pass the time

bravely, an' keep up one's heart a bit till my ould

chap comes back, for after all it is a lonesome place,

an' that's God truth ! Here goes, now !"

And go saying Shaun blew his chanter, and struck
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up " The Dusty Miller" with a hearty good will,

and a lusty vigor that brought out the merriest

tones in his bag, and made his own heart as light as

a feather.

"I'm thinkin' that'll chase the ghosts, anyhow,"

quoth Shaun, warming more and more at the exhili

rating sound of his own music ;
" now we'll give them

1 Haste to the Wedding!" 5 and no sooner said than

done. " Well, it's a folly to talk," said he, " there's a

power o' fun in these same ould pipes o' mine'

Hoogh! Shaun, your sowl! it's a pity you'd ever

die !"

His music and his self-laudation came to an end to-

gether, when Bryan rushed up breathless and seizing

the chanter with no gentle hand pulled it from be-

tween his fingers, saying, " Are you mad, Shaun ! or

what's comin' over you, at all, to go playin' up your

jigs an' reels among the dead on the Iiock o' Cashel ?

Didn't I tell you not to do it ff

" You did, an' then you goes off wid yourself an'

laves me here, all alone wid my pipes, an' sure what

could I do but make them spake to keep me compa-

ny? If I done any harm, it's you's to blame f I

didn't expect you to do the like, Bryan Cullenan ?

an' you my sister Mary's sponsor, God rest her sowl

in glory—och, Am-en this nigbfc
!"

" I couldnt help it, Shaun !" said Bryan, his voice

trembling with some new and strange emotion.

" Tou couldn't help it? athen, how is that Bryney ?"

said Shaun in his natural tone of easy good humor
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anger or vexation was but a ripple on the surface of

his tranquil mind. " An' now I think of it, didn't

I hear you talkin' to some one there awhile ago ?"

" In coorse you did," said Bryan as composedly as

he could, "an' if you were anywhere convanient

many's the time you'd hear me talkin' when there's

ne'er a one but myself."

"I know that," replied Shaun, "but there's two

ways of talkin', an' more, too, if it goes to that

—

come now, Bryan ! tell the truth, didn't you see or

hear something that time ?"

" Wisha ! the ne'er a thing worse than myself," re-

turned Bryan evasively; "maybe it was them weary

bats I was talkin' to, for they do be flyin' about me
here in the dusk when I'm at my night-prayers, or

maybe sittin' thinkin' of one thing or another—some-

times they'll come flappin' their wings in my very

face, the misctovous crathers, that you'd think it

was makin' game o' me they wor. But hadn't we
best be gettin' down off the Rock, Shaun, agra ? it

must be gettin' late, for I see most o' the fires are

dyin' out."

Shaun assented in a tone of abstraction very unu-

sual with him. He was not satisfied with Bryan's

explanation, and wondered much that his old friend

would have any reserve with him. " Howsomever,"

said he to himself as the two descended the steep

road from the old palace to the gate, " it's like he

does it for the best—maybe it's afeard of scarin' me
he is, on account o' me behr out so often after nighfr
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fall," The bare supposition was more than sufficient

to clear Shaun's sunny old brow of the light cloud

that had settled on it, and lo ! Richard was himself

again.

" In coorse, you'll come home with me," said

Bryan, as, having locked the gate, he took hold of

Shaun's arm.
11 No, no I" cried Shaun hastily, " I'm obleeged to

you all the same, Bryan, but I'd sooner go some-

where else."

" Why, then, what's that for?"

" Och !" replied Shaun evasively, " sure I know
you haven't any room to spare."

" There's room enough for you
)
anyhow," said

Bryan somewhat testily; " but if you don't want to

come, you can't say but you were asked."

Now Shaun had a reason for declining the offer

which he could not, or would not tell Bryan, yet he

felt that some reason he ought to give, and he was
casting about in his simple mind what he had best

say. All at once a voice spoke near him, almost

at his elbow.

" I thought you weren't comin' down the night

—

it's a wondher you did, aither !"

Shaun uttered an exclamation of terror, and came
near dropping his pipes in his fright.

11 Why, Shaun, what ails you, man ?" said Bryan
soothingly, " sure it's only poor Oauth that came up

the road to see if I was comin'."

"I know—I know," stammered Shaun, gasping
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for breath, " but it took a start out a' me to meet
iter in this lonesome place—I mane—I mane—to

meet any one at all of a suddent that way." The
shudder that was creeping through Shaun's sturdy

frame was not lost on either of his hearers.

A kind of nondescript sound, neither laugh nor

cry, but something between the two, was heard to

escape from Oauth's lips, and drawing closer around

her the skirt of her drugget gown which she had

turned up over her head, she muttered some unintel-

ligible words, and hurried away towards the cot-

tage.

" Is she gone ?" whispered Shaun.

" She is, avick ! but what in the world came over

you that time ?—sure it isn't afeard o' Cauth you'd

be?"

"Well, I dunna how it is, Bryan ! of coorse I'm

not afeard of anybody, leastways her, but then it's

aisy takin' a start out of a poor d&rk creature like

me."
" But where are you goin' to lodge the night ?"

inquired Bryan, himself no little disturbed by what

had passed.

"At Johnny FarrelFs there below, if you'll lead

me to the door, for God's sake."

" It's myself 'ill do that, Shaun ! if you didn't ask

me, at all," said Bryan, and they walked on in silence

for some five minutes, when he spoke again:

" Shaun 1" said he, " there's something about Cauth

that's mighty quare

—

you know more about her thai/
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fdo—I see that-^-an' I'd be very thankful to you if

you'd tell me what and who she Is."

" It wouldn't do you any good if I did," replied

Shaun quickly, " but I'll tell you what I'll do," and

he laughed good-humoredly, " I will tell you what I

know about Cauth, if you'll tell me what you seen an

hard this night on the Rock above ?"

"Well!" said Bryan evasively, " sure I seen, for

one thing, the best hand at ' The Swaggerin' Jig' in

all Tipperary, an' the pipes he has that can't be bate

any more than himself—an' as for hearki', why upon

my credit, Shaun ! I hard what I never expected to

hear on the Rock o' Cashel if I lived to the age of

Mathusalem—an' what no one ever l?ard there be-

fore, /'// go bail,—that's * Bobbin' Joan' and ' Haste to

the Wedding.' I'll warrant you, it'ill be all over the

town the morrow that music was hard on the Rock
the night, an' they'll be all. full sure it was nothing

earthly that was in it."

"An* there was something there that wasn't

earthly," put in Shaun. " Now, wasn't there Bryney ?

yis or no, like a man !"

" Well r not that /seen or hard."

"Bryney!" said Shaun lowering his voice to a

whisper, " take care, now, what you say—did you,

or did you not, see young Mr. Esmond's ghost?"

"Mr. Esmond's ghost !" said Bryan with a start;

" why, what in the world put that in your head?"
" Well ! but did you see him ?"

" Did you see him ?" retorted Bryan. " Now you
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seen i>
;m jist as much as I did, an' that's God's own

truth Here we're at Johnny Farrell's now—but,

stop a minnit, Shauu !—now on't you tell me afore

we part what you know about Cauth ?—I declare

I'm beginnin' to be a little daunted myself on account

of the quare ways she has. Maybe it isn't safe to

have her in the house ?—eh, Shaun ?"

" Pooh ! pooh ! Bryan, don't be makin' a fool of

yourself—she'll not hurt you /"

" But did she ever hurt any one .
?"

c
f Wisha, Bryney the Rock, you foolish ould man

you ! do you think it's murdher any one she'd do ?

Not but what there's people that does worse "

it Worse than murdher, Shaun ! Why, what worse

could they do ?"

" Many a thing, Bryan ! many a thing, though God
forbid I'd ever be the man to make light of mur-

dher, still I say there's as bad things done—ay, and

worse, that there's no law for aither ! God be with

you, Bryan, an' I wish you may never die, or nobody

kill you, till you catch me again, after dark, on the

Rock o' Cashel !"

When Bryan entered his own cottage, he found

his frugal supper awaiting his coming, consisting of

some few potatoes, kept hot in the skillet beside

the brush- fire, and a noggin of fresh buttermilk

standing on the little table. Cauth was sitting on

her (< creepy," both her hands tightly clasped around

her knees and her eyes fixed in moody thought on

the faintly-flickering blaze emitted by the crackling
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brambles on the hearth. As Bryan entered, she

broke into a somewhat angry apostrophe addressed

to a harmless cricket who was warbling his merry

solo in some crevice about the hearth.

11 Wisha, weary on you for a one cricket! it's aisy

seen you have little to trouble you, or you wouldn't

be ever an' always deevin' my ears wid that sharp

voice o' yours that goes through my very head 1"

" Athen, Cauth !" said Bryan, as he took his seat

at the table, and blessing himself, began his supper

—

11 what harm does the poor cricket do you ?—it's

often I'd wish there was a cricket near me on the

Rock above. I think it's great company to hear

the weeny crathurs singin' their little song, divartin'

themselves down among the ashes."

"Humph!" said Cauth, "I wouldn't doubt you.

But never mind the cricket now, I've news for you

the night.
1 '

"You have now?—and what is it, aroon?"
" The young mistress was here the day, an' she

wants me to go up the morrow to the big house,

an' blamed me for not goin' this while back."

" Wisha, Cauth, are you in earnest ?" said Bryan,

laying down his noggin, his mouth and eyes wide

open to catch the answer.
11 Arrah, maybe it's jokin' I am !" said Cauth with

bitter irony, " I tell you she was here, an' that's all

about it. But och ! och ! it's the sore change that's

in her since I seen her last—she looks twenty years

older, you'd think—an' sure, sure, that's no wondhei
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—didn't myself grow twenty, ay ! thirty years oldei

in one week—oyeh ! it's me knows what heavy grief

can do!" and she shook her head drearily, her ga&«

still on the fire, or rather on vacancy.

"An' dear knows but hers was a heavy grief,

Cauth ! but wouldn't it be a quare thing, now, if

there was them above ground that has as sore a

heart about that same murder as she has, God bless

her for ever !"

Cauth started from her reverie and gave Bryan a

look that, as he afterwards said, " was as good as a

process"—(a law term this, non-Irish reader !)
" Weill

Bryan! you do bate all, sometimes, wid the foolish

words you say!—now who could have as sore a

heart for the loss of him as his own darlin' wife,

that was the flower o' the world wid him, an' him

the same wid her? Hut tut, man ! let nobody ever

hear you say the likes o' that again ! It's aisy seen

you have no gumption in you, anyhow, or you

wouldnH say it
!"

" Well now, see here, Cauth !" said the old man
meekly, u I know one that went to Lough Diar-og

for the good of his sowl not many weeks ago, an'

them not a drop's blood to him, aither. Now what

do you think o' that ?"

" Wisha, what could I think, barrin' that them that

did it must have had a great wash entirely for the

poor master. Now if it was one of his own a body
wouldn't wondher, but a stranger to do it was past

the common altogether. The Lord reward them,
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"

whoever they wor that done it, for sure it must be

some holy pilgrim or another,maybe Barney Byrne?' 1

"No, it waon t. Gruecs again i"

" Well, maybe it was Susy Rooney ?"

"No, it wasn't any pilgrim at all, but "

"But who ?"

"Why, Jerry Pierce /" and he lowered his voice to

the lowest pitch.

"Jerry Pierce!" repeated Cauth, jumping fairly

from her seat, and in so doing upsetting the skillet,

whereupon the few potatoes remaining in it ran

helter-skelter over the floor in all directions; "Jerry

Pierce P
1 and she crossed herself as Bryan had never

seen her do before. " How dare you mention his

name to me, the curse-o-God villain ? Him to go to

the Island! I wondher he wasn't afeard o 9
bein'

swallowed up in the Lake !—sure I'd be there many's

the day ago, myself, only for fear of vexin' the Lord

more an' more, goin 7 among good Christians in that

blessed an' holy place, where the best that goes has

to walk barefoot all the time they're in it
!"

•'Well! be that as it may, Cauth! what I tell

you's true—with all the watch that's on him, that

same man made his way to Lough Diar-og,# with

the intention I tould you."

"An' how did you know that?" asked Cautr

sharply. " Did you see him ?"

* This is the way in which the word Derg in this nam* if

always pronounced by the peasantiy.
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" It's no matter whether I did or not,—if I didn't

Bee himself, I seen them that did."

"Bryan Culleuan !" said the woman, her eyes

flashing with a strange and lurid light, " you're not

the man I took you for, or it isn't collogum' you'd

be with Mr. Esmond's murderer ! I thought, if it

was true to you, there was no one worse agin him
than yourself. I vow to God, if I could only get

wind of where he's to be found, I'd go myself an'

give information to the magisthrates, though I

wouldn't take a penny of the reward, but jist to

put him in the way of gettin' what he desarves.

Hangin' would be too good for the villain, an' I'd

be glad to see him strung up like a dog the night

before the morrow !"

" I wouldn't doubt you," said a deep voice from

outside speaking through a chink of the frail door.

" I wouldn't doubt you, Kate Costello ! You're an

old hand at that business,—but you'll not hang Jerry

Pierce /"

The turbulent spirit of the dame was fairly over-

come by this mysterious salutation ; she sank breath-

less on a seat. Bryan lost not a moment in open-

ing the door, muttering to himself as he did so—
11 Well ! if he's a livin' man this night, that's his

voice." Whoever it was, there was no one to be

seen outside, though the moonlight was shining

full on the road, revealing in all the distinctness oi

11 garish day," the jagged outlines of the great Rock*

the wall, and the overhanging ruins.
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" He's not there, anyhow," said Bryan coming

back and addressing the old woman who had by

that time recovered her momentary faintness, " but

whoever he was he seems to know you"
" He does/' she replied doggedly.

" And is it thrue, then, that you're n

u Kate Costello /" she said with a look and tone

as it were, of defiance.

Bryan was silent for a few moments, during which

he sat looking thoughtfully down on the clay floor,

the woman watching him with a sort of lynx-like

scrutiny. At last he spoke but without raising his

eyes :
" Why didn't you tell me before who you

wor ?"

"Don't you hear it time enough?"
" Well ! that's true, but still

"

" But still you'd rayther have known before that

you had Kate Costello on your flure? Well! that's

a droll thing, too, for I thought there wasn't man
or woman in Tipperary that 'id care to have my
four bones undher the roof wid them."

This she said in a tone of bitter mockery, but all

at once her sharp features assumed a softer expres-

sion, her pale lips quivered with a tremulous mo-

lion, and she said as if to herself:

" An' sure, what wondher is it? I am a fearsome

thing, an' there's no one more afeard o' me than I

am myself!—och! och !" And layiug her hands

one over the other on her heart, she groaned hea-

vily, " Och ! och ! but it 'id be tl e aise to me if this
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weary heart 'id break at onst—but it on't do that

for it's as hard as a stone—ha! ha I" and how dreary

was her laugh, " sure I needn't tell anybody that,

for the world knows if I hadn't a hard, hard heai;t

Td never a' done what I did !"

" Well ! well ! Cauth—or Kate, or whatsomever

you are."

" Call me Cauth still, for fear of any one heaiin'

the other name—an' besides, I don't want to hear it

myself—oh no ! no !" she added with sudden wild-

ness, " anything but that !—anything in the world

wide but the one they used to call me !" She co-

vered her face with her hands and lapsed into stolid

silence.

" Well, Cauth,"—began Bryan again, after a long

pause, " I know there's many a one wouldn't wish

to have you next or nigh them, but—but—" he drew

a long breath, " I see you're sorry for what you

done, an'—an'

—

Til not be harder on a fellow-ora-

ture than God Almighty is—but what brought you

here, at all ?"

(<Ay ! that's the question," said Cauth raising her

face from between her hands, her eyes again flash-

ing that angry fire, " you want to know what brought

me here. I'll jist tell you, then : I couldn't stay

where I was, an' the people all know in' me, an

where I'd have a chance of seem' the ould man piniiT

away, lonely an' lonesome, wid the staff gone from

his ould age,—an' knowin' who took it !—knowin

who took it !—ochone ! ochone ! wouldn't I thrave
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on my knees to Africa to get out of his way, an1 to

bide myself wliere nobody 'id know me!"
" And that's why you came to Cashel all the

way ?"

" An' what else 'id bring me? I thought that

nobody 'd know me here, but I see I was mistaken

—an' sure I might ha' known that I couldn't hide

myself,—no matter where I'd go I'd be found out,

an' the shame taken out o' me ! Oh Lord ! oh

Lord ! is there no place where the sinner can be at

rest? Ay! there's one place

—

07ie place—" she

added solemnly, u one place where the broken heart

is at rest, an' shame, an' grief, an' trouble are never

felt any more—that place is the grave—the quiet

grave under the green sod; but sure we must wait

for that rest till God plaises—we can't cut short the

life that God gave us, no matter how miserable it is

we must live it out till our time comes!

—

an* we

will, too,— we'll fight the battle out, come what will,

an' bear the burthen to the last !" There was a

hectic flush on her cheek, and a bright light in her

eyes as she raised them to heaven, and Bryan

thought as he watched her that the very features

changed before him and the face was not that of old

Cauth, but another and a fairer. It was the strong

spirit of faith that shone there triumphant over

despair

!

" Cauth !" said Bryan, " don't fear that you'll ever

want a home while I have one

—

it's a poor one, tf
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be sure, but you're as welcome in it as the flowera

of May "

11 An* you'll promise me that you'll never

tell who I am—unless I give you lave?"

" I will, Cauth ! There's my hand on it
!"

"God bless you, Bryan! God bless you !" said

Cauth with touching fervor, " it's a comfort to know
that there's one creature on the earth that doesn't

hate poor Kate Costelloe !"

Here a loud sharp knocking at the door cut short

any further conversation. Cauth started up alarmed,

but Bryan, calm as ever, telling her not to be afraid,

went toward the door, and asked who was there,

"It's me—don't be botherin' me with your ques-

tions, but let me in ?"

The voice was that of a female, and Bryan opened

the door without further parley. An aged crone

hobbled in, and it was with no very pleasant feeling

that Bryan discovered under the hood of her red

oloak the fairywoman. By an involuntary move-

ment Cauth retreated, as she thought, out of sight,

into a dark corner. Not unseen she went, however,

for the uncouth visitor, striking her stick on the

ground, called out in a tone of the sternest au-

thority : " Come out here, Kate Costelloe ! an' put

some milk in this can for me ! Come out, I say !

where's the use o' you hid in' from me ?"

The woman came forth at a snail's pace, and took

the tin vessel which the other held out, trembling

the while like an aspen leaf, u Well I I'll give you
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all I have," she faltered out, li but that isn't much.

There it is now, an' much good may it do you !"

" I don't want it to do me good," was the sharp

reply; "it isn't for me it is, *at all, but for Tim
Murtha, that's down with the faver."

" Tim Murtha !" cried Bryau. " The Lord save

us, honest woman ! is it in earnest you are ?"

u If you come up to my fine elegant house on Gal-

lows Hill above, you'll soon see whether I'm jokin' o*

not. I tell you the man took bad this tnornin' from

the fair dint o' hunger an' misery—not but that

he'd ha' got enough to keep life in himself and the

childher, but somehow he couldn't bring himself

to go out and ask it, barrin' of an odd time afther

night, and though I was willin' to share the last bit

I had wid him an' the poor motherless children he

has, all I could get wasn't enough to give four of us

a male a day, so it's starvin' we all wor, for Tim
wouldn't let me go ask the good bit an' sup where I

knew I'd get plenty if I went."

"An' is he very bad ?" said Bryan anxiously.

" Not as bad as he will be, but he's bad enough

an' it's my opinion he'll never stand on green grass '

—but I must hurry back with the milk to make

whey for him. My blessin' an' the blessin' o' God
be in the place o' what you gave me !" •

And away she stumped with her knotty stick

leaving Bryan and Cauth full of compassion for the

misfortunes of poor Tim Murtha.
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CHAPTER XVI.

SUNSET ON THE ROCK, AND PHIL MORAN's STORY,

The first July sun was sinking behind the west

em rim of the mountains that gird the Golden Vale

when the Effingham carriage was again in waiting

at the foot of the Rock of Cashel whilst a liveried

groom led a handsome saddle-horse to and fro, the

noble animal nowise content, it would seem, with

the restraint imposed on his light and agile limbs.

On the Rock above the Earl, Mrs. Pakenham, Miss

Markham and the children, with a widowed sister

of Lord Effingham, recently arrived from England,

were listening with more or less attention to some

of Bryan's old-world legends. It was partly to

show the antiquities on the Rock to Lady Pember-

ton, the Earl's sister, that the party were there on

that occasion, and partly because Lord Effingham

wished to pay the place another visit before he left

for England, which he proposed doing in a few

days. It so happened that, whilst Bryan was enter-

taining the party with his curious descriptions and

quaint reminiscences of persons and things, another

party came to claim his services as guide, and, in the

new-comers, Harriet recognized with pleasure the

two Mrs. Esmonds, Mary Hennessy and Bella Le
Poer, with Uncle Harry and Attorney Moran as

•



THE HERMIT OF THE TCOCK. 315

escort. Miss Markham at once excused herself to

her own party, and joined the others in their explo-

ration of the ruins which she soon understood was

proposed at this particular time for the special be-

nefit of young Mrs. Esmond, with a view to divert

her thoughts even for a while from the dreary circle

to which they were now so long circumscribed.

"Bryan!' 7 said Miss Markham, smiling, "you can

oontinue to give your undivided attention to Lord

Effingham and the ladies—I will endeavor to supply

your place to that party just arrived, who are my
particular friends."

"But who are they, Miss Markham?" inquired

Bryan anxiously as he put up his hand to shade his

failing eyes from the slanting beams of the fervid

sun.

" Oh ! it's the Esmonds, Bryan ! and Miss Hen-

nessy, and Miss Le Poer, and Mr. Moran. You
know some of them know the Rock almost as well

as yourself, so between us we shall manage to do

the honors to those who are not so familiar with

the ruins."

So saying, away she went, and after her tripped

the two little girls, never so happy as in her

company.

For some time the two parties moved in different

directions over the Rock, but in the Hall of the

Minstrels in the old palace they chanced to meet,

and as Lord Effingham was already acquainted with

Miss Hennessy and Miss Le Poer—the latter of
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whom he took care to present to his sister and Mrs,

Pakenham as a cousin of Lady Blessington—a gen-

eral introduction followed, and the interchange of

courteous but distant civilities being duly gone

through, the company proceeded together" to examine

what yet remained to be seen, forming themselves

naturally into such groups as taste or sympathy dic-

tated. For some time the Earl, with Lady Penaber-

ton on one arm and Mrs. Pakenham on the other,

accompanied Mr. Esmond, leaving the other ladies

to the frank good offices of Phil Moran who, for

some cause probably known to himself, was in extra

good humor that evening, and more than ever dis-

posed to make himself generally agreeable. Finding

that Mr. Esmond, with all his first show of brusquerie,

was really a gentleman, and a man of some parts, not

by any means unacquainted with the ways of their

world, the two stately dowagers began after a while

to unbend somewhat in his regard, and at length

condescended to accept his careless invitation to go

back and look at some of the sculptures in Cormac's

Chapel which seemed to have escaped their aristo-

cratic attention.

By some chance Harriet found herself alone, gaz-

ing with delight on the glorious expanse of country

that stretched around and beneath her. Eastward

gently sloping from the town upwards lay Gallows

Hill, and Summer Hill, and green Killough, while

farther to the east rose the lordly Slievenamon, and

beyond it, closing in the far perspective the undi>
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lating and softly rounded hills of Kilkenny reposed

in their summer freshness, tinged with the faint

flush of the warm sunset. Far to the north lay the

Slievebloom mountains, and nearer the shaggy out-

lines of the Devil's Bit Hills, their wild valleys rest-

ing in shade ; from these the eye passed on to the

Keeper Mountains which look down on Limerick

vales, and thence wandered afar to the Clare high-

lands beyond the Upper Shannon; westward the

lofty hills that cross the country from the Lower
Shannon stretched away north to the King's County,

and as if springing from them in the far south the

Castle-Oliver Mountains, with the magnificent Gal-

tees standing In front of them on the great champaign

country nearer to the Rock of Cash el. Dim and far

were some of these mountain ranges, yet in the clear

atmosphere of the summer-eve, with the rich rays

shining down on them, their outlines were clearly

visible to Harriet's practised eye. Nearer, in a

southerly direction, and more distinctly revealed,

were portions of the Knockmeledown and the Mo-
navoilagh mountains, and then back to the base of

the Rock the admiring gaze wandered over the luxu-

riant plains of Tipperary with all their wealth of

wood and water, fruit and blossom, dotted with

towns and hamlets, with here and there spacious de-

mesnes encircling lordly mansions, such as Effingham

Castle, and the picturesque dwellings of the gentry.

And bright through these lovely scenes wandered

the silvery Suir, winding its way to the distant ocean
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It was but a moment and the eye took in all thif

wondrous panorama of richest bloom and stateliest

grandeur, and most luxuriant beauty, and a pensive

shade stole over Harriet's thoughtful face as she pre-

pared to rejoin her companions. She was arrested

by Lord Effingham's voice speaking near her, so near

that she started, seeing which the Earl smiled,

though his smile was -scarce perceptible.

" What a scene for a painter's eye !" said he glanc-

ing over the splendid panorama.
" It is, indeed, my lord ! a fair scene for painter or

for poet," Harriet replied, " yet I was just thinking

of what an Irish poet has sung of the mournful asso-

ciations that sadden our loveliest scenes," and she

repeated that verse of Moore's

—

i( ( Then if, while scenes >o grand,

So beautiful, shine before thee,

Pride for thine own dear land

Should haply be stealing o'er thee,

Oh ! let grief come first,

O'er pride itself victorious

—

Thinking how man hath curs'd

What God has made so glorious f
'*

" Truly it is a fair land," said the Earl thought

fully, " and a fertile land, too,—strange that misery

should be the lot of multitudes of its people."

" To you, Lord Effingham," said Harriet, with an

earnestness of look and tone that surprised her au-

ditor, " to you, I should think the causes, or rathei

the cause of this so strange anomaly, might be

plainly manifest—but,—" she blushed—smiled at
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her own thought—and said in a tone of assumed

levity—" but here I am talking in a way that must

give your lordship a poor opinion of my modesty—
to say the least of it. But the truth is, my lord,

that I am somewhat of an enthusiast in my love of

this native land of mine, once so great, now so

fallen—so rich in memories, so rare in beauty, so

pitiable in misfortune."

" I can understand your enthusiasm," said Lord

Effingham ;
" perhaps were /, like you, of Irish birth

and Irish breedings I might feel somewhat as you

do."

Harriet was silent a moment, but, as though feel-

ing the silence awkward, she hastily resumed, in a

somewhat subdued tone

—

(< There, in the vale below us, is Sore Abbey,

once a famous Dominican establishment, and a de-

pendency of the great Abbey of Oashel, the two

houses being connected, it is said, by a subterra-

neous passage ; some miles beyond lies Holy Cross,

perhaps one of the most beautiful ecclesiastical

ruins in the Empire, built by Donogh O'Brien, the

warlike King of Munster, for monks of the Cister-

cian order ; and beyond that again, away to the

northward, on the confines of the King's County

lies storied Toomavara, where, of old, the Knights

Templars had a preceptory, the ruins of which are

now barely visible—alas ! the soil of Ireland k
covered,

' From the centre all round to the sea/
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with remains of ancient greatness, attesting her hi*

toric fame."

Lord Effingham's answer, whatever it might hav«

Keen, was prevented by the approach of Mr. Es*

jnond and the elder ladies, obsequiously followed

by Bryan.

" We were looking for you, Effingham !" said Lady

Pemberton in her cold, listless tone.

" But Lord Effingham was not looking for us !"

pointedly said the Honorable Mrs. Pakenham.

" Certainly not, Mrs, Thomasine Pakenham !" said

the Earl very composedly. " I was well entertained

by Miss Markham's account of the antiquities scat-

tered over the wide plain before us. And I was

about to observe when you came up, what a pity it

is that this fine county ofTipperary, with all its beauty

and fertility, and wealth of old renown, should yet

rest under the black cloud of murder and assassi-

nation."

" Very true, my lord, very true !" cordially assent

ed Mr. Esmond.

" And poverty, my lord !" subjoinedMoran, whohad
just come up with his party in time to hear the EaiTs

observation. "Mr. Esmond can tell you that th«

greatest plague of Tipperary is—beggarmen—tall

strapping fellows who patrol the country by night,

and by day with bag on back, and murderous de-

signs in heart."

" Pshaw ! nonsense I" said Mr. Esmond. " Don't
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mind Moran, my lord, he is always midway between

jest and earnest."

" Well ! but you won't pretend to deny, will you ?

that you have been waging a sort of crusade against

the men of the bag and staff ever since a memorable

night when one of them—saved your life
!"

" And another wanted to take it. Well ! I don't

deny it, Phil !—I mean Mr. Moran !—you know 1

never deny the truth. But with all my crusade, as

you call it, and the active exertion of the entire ma-

gistracy of the county, we have never been able to

catch that atrocious criminal, Jerry Pierce !"

"No, but you caught a brace of beggarmen, and

committed them as vagrants—that was doing some-

thing pro bono 'publico /"

Lord Effingham, who had been listening atten

tively to this characteristic dialogue, now asked Mr.

Esmond how it happened that the murderer of bis

nephew had so long eluded the pursuit of the law.

As he spoke his eye fell on old Bryan who had

thrust his face amongst the group with a look of

intense anxiety on his shrivelled features, after satis

fying himself that his niece was not within hearing,

a fact which Lord Effingham had ascertained before

putting the question.

" Oh ! that's easily understood, my lord !" replied

Uncle Harry, "it's all owing to the d—d con-

spiracy—I beg your pardon, ladies !—that exist*

amongst the peasantry. A conspiracy for purposei

of assassination, and also for purposes of conceal
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ment. See how things went at the time of Mi
Chad wick's murder!"

" Yet there was found a man—one of themselves,'*

said Moran, " to give honest testimony against the

murderer at all risks to himself!"

" Humph ! and see what came of it !—-hadn't

Philip Mara to be sent out of the country after the

trial,—and you know yourself, Phil Moran ! how it

ended with his family !"

"Apropos to Philip Mara," said Lord Effingham,

" Miss Markham some weeks since gave us an inter-

esting account of that tragical affair, in which he

played so prominent a part,—but she intimated, if I

remember right, that the tragedy did not end with

the execution of the unhappy Grace."

The three young ladies were at this time explor-

ing with Mrs. Esmond amongst the ruins. A shade

fell on Moran's face as he replied :

"Alas, yes ! my lord, that was but the second act

in a bloody four-act tragedy,—the effects of which

are still felt in the country like the last throes of an

earthquake. The first act was the murder of Chad-

wick—the second the hanging of Grace."

"And the others?"
11 It would, perhaps, trespass too much on your

lordship's patience were I to tell."

" I should like to hear it," said the Earl, " if Mrs

Pakenham and you, Caroline," to his sister, " have

no objection."

" Certainly J have none," said Lady Pembertou
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with a sort of incipient attempt at animation ; " ]

should like, of all things, to hear an Irish story."

"And when you have heard it, my lady, youT

never want to hear another Irish story—I can teV

you that I" said Mr. Esmond, as he walked away tc

join the younger ladies.

" Is the gentleman angry ?" said Lady Pembertoi

looking after him with a look of languid surprise.

" Not at all, madam !" said Moran very gravely

" on the contrary, he is particularly amiable just

now!" The court lady raised her eyebrows—per-

haps shrugged her shoulders a very little a la Fran-

caise, and, seating herself on a prostrate pillar, pre-

pared to listen to the " Irish story" to which Mrs.

Pakenham could not in politeness object, so she

took a seat beside her cousin.

"The story is not long," said Moran, " otherwise

I would not consent to inflict it on this company,"

and he bowed slightly, " under these circumstances.

But to commence my story, where I infer from

what your lordship said that Miss Markham ended

hers, at the execution, namely, of young Grace : the

feeling of execration wherewith Mara, the informer,

as they called him, was regarded by the great ma-

jority of the country people, can be best understood

by the fearful revenge planned and executed under

the auspices of the same dangerous association

whie^ had authorized the death of the unfortunate

Mr. Chad wick. Enraged that Philip Mara had

been sent by the Government beyond seas, wher«
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their power could not reach him, they resolved that

he should still suffer in his nearest and deares-t

and swore a terrible revenge against his three bro-

thers, who were all, like himself, masons by trade

and, moreover, engaged as he had been in the erec-

tion of the fatal barracks at Rathcannon. Quietly

and sternly did these dark conspirators proceed to

the execution of their fell purpose. The Maras

were all decent, respectable men, and men, more-

over,who being under the saving influence of religion,

kept themselves carefully aloof from the demoralizing

influence of the secret organization, which like

a mighty serpent had wound itself round and over

the bone and sinew of the country, the stalwart la-

boring classes, crushing within them every higher

and nobler instinct, and changing with its poisonous

breath the best feelings of their nature into bitter-

ness and gall. United they were amongst them-

selves, as all Christian families,—and, indeed, most

Irish families—ever are, and were always happiest

when together; so it was that the three brothers,

with a young apprentice of theirs, were returning

from their work one fine evening in the early au-

tumn, little thinking of the doom that was impend-

ing over them, when, from a place of concealment

where the gang had lain in wait since early morning

eight well-armed men darted on them. Quick as

lightning the Maras fled, and from theii perfect

knowledge of the neighborhood tw* of them

managed to escape the murderous attack, as did alsc
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she apprentice; the third brother, Daniel, fright-

ened and bewildered, instead of trusting to his

heels and his ingenuity, like his brothers, took re*

fuge in the house of a widow close by, and the mur

derers forcing their way after him, killed him with-

out remorse or pity, laughing to scorn his piteous

entreaties. It may be that the delay occasioned by

the murder of the unfortunate Daniel facilitated the

escape of his two brothers, who succeeded in

getting away from the country."

" What an awful state of affairs," said Lord Ef-

fingham, while the ladies held up their hands and

averted their heads in horror. Still they wished to

" hear it out," especially Lady Pemberton.
" You may well believe," resumed Moran, " that

the news of this barbarous murder, even less justifi-

able than that of Mr. Chad wick, because wholly

unprovoked on the part of the victim—threw the

whole country into a state of the most violent

excitement
;

proclamations were issued, offering

rewards—even a sum of two thousand pounds was
offered for any information that might lead to the

apprehension and conviction of the murderers; still

no one came forward to claim the reward "

"Why, that is precisely the case now with regard

to the murder of Mr. Esmond !" said Lord Effing-

ham with some sternness; " you say no tangible

evidence has yet been obtained to throw light on

that revolting crime, and, for aught we know, the

murderer maybe prowling round the neighborhood
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in wait for some other opportunity of popping s

landlord. I see plainly that the people do connive

with these wretched criminals, and make common
cause with them; how could they, otherwise, elude

the vigilance of the police, and baffle the power of

the law ?"

" In the case of Mara, my lord, the non-detection

of the criminals for so long a time is easily ac-

counted for, as the misguided people made it a

point of honor to conceal those whom they looked

upon as the champions of the people's cause, and

the ministers of popular justice ; but as regards

the murder of Mr Esmond the case is widely dif-

ferent, and I know the perpetrator of that crime is

as much abhorred by the peasantry as by any class

in the community. The feeling against him is

strong and universal, and I can no how account

for the delay in his apprehension except it be that

he has managed to leave the country. Now, how-

ever, that the Solicitor-General has come down to

investigate the affair, something may be done to

bring the assassin to justice—if he be still within

reach of its arm."

The sun was just setting, and his last rays fell at the

moment on the mullioned window of the cathedral,

where a man's face was distinctly visible to the Ear)

and Mr. Moran, shaded by the peak of a cap, yet

still broadly marked with an expression of mingled

cunning and drollery that would have delighted

Hogarth. The vision was but momentary, and the
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exclamation that hovered on the lips of the two

who alone saw it, was suppressed by a mutual

glance of admonition. The Earl was surprised—the

attorney more than surprised, but fearing the effect

on the ladies, they made no remark, and Moran re-

sumed hr story, just as Mr. Esmond and the ladies

made their appearance once more, attended by
Bryan.

" There is no knowing," said Moran, " how long

the murderers might have escaped, were it not that

a young fellow named Fitzgerald, a well-known

leader of ( the boys,' being taken up for highway

robbery, in order to save his life forfeited to the

law, turned State's evidence and gave such informa-

tion relative to the murder of Daniel Mara—in

which, it appeared, he had been a principal actor,

that several persons were at once arrested, either

as principals or accessaries to that awful deed.

The first brought to trial were two men named
Walsh and Lacy, the latter a remarkably handsome

and intelligent young man, well dressed and altoge-

ther respectable in appearance, with nothing in his

aspect to indicate the evil qualities that had led
K

him to the commission of such a crime. The case,

as stated for the Crown by the Solicitor-General,

disclosed some facts that evidently startled the pri-

soners; it was shown that these men, with some

others, had been brought from a distance, by the

friends and relatives of Grace, to do the deed, and

that it was to have been done a week earlier, but
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for some cause which kept the unconscious Maras

at home from their work that day, and thus com-

pelled their assassins to await their opportunity for

some days longer. It appeared that, on the follow-

ing Sunday, the entire band of conspirators met at

the house of a farmer named Jack Keogh in the

immediate vicinity of the barracks, and were there

hospitably entertained, a female relative of Keogh's,

who was also his housekeeper, waiting on them at

table. Early next day they all proceeded to a

woody hill called 'The Grove/ which overlooked

the new barracks, and where arms had been secret-

ed ready for use. Whilst lying there, waiting for

the time when the doomed brothers would leave off

work, refreshments were brought them by the same

woman who had waited on them the previous day

at Jack Keogh's. Now amongst the party secreted

there with such murderous intent were the two sons

of Keogh, both of them fine young men in the bloom

of life, the prop and stay of their old father, and the

pride of his heart. One of them in particular, John,

the elder of the two, was a man of powerful frame

and unusually tall stature, with a placid, good-

natured look, and comely, well-formed features

Though not so neat or trim as his brother, who was

of much smaller proportions, John Keogh was a

man to be singled out in a fair or market as a fin*

specimen

1 Of that bold peasantry—a nation's pride,

Which, once destroy'd, can never be supplied.*
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Well ! these two brothers had been arrested, with

many others, for the murder of Daniel Mara, and the

main point now was to procure sufficient evidence to

convict them all. It is true Fitzgerald swore quite

enough to hang them, and another of the band,

named Ryan, had also turned King's evidence, but

both being informers, or, as the people call them,

' stags,' there was still a hope cherished by the pri-

soners and their friends that some other evidence

than theirs would be required where so many lives

were at stake. It was, therefore, with a sort of

dogged indifference that the prisoners in the dock,

Walsh and Lacy, appeared to listen to the elaborate

statement of the learned counsel for the Crown, and

his recapitulation of the evidence which the two 'in-

formers' were to give. All at once, however, Mr.

Doherty paused an instant, and then turning towards

the dock, held up his hand, and mentioned a name

—

the name of another witness—it was that of the

housekeeper and relative of Jack Keogh who had

brought food and drink to the murderers whilst they

lay in wait for their victims, and who had heard all

their plans on the previous day at Keogh's house.

The mention of her name had a terrible effect on

the prisoners, and indeed on all the country people

present; her position in the Keogh family being

well known, her intimate acquaintance with all the

circumstances preceding and succeeding the murder

made her a most formidable witness ; whilst at the

thought of her going against her people—for, of
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course, the evidence that criminated Walsh and

Lacy involved the conviction of the young Keoghs

and many others

—

c curses, not loud, but deep,

were heard on every side, mingled with expressions

of pity for the prisoners. It was here t Oh ! vo ! vo !

they're done for now, anyhow !' there it was l Well

!

well I afther that who'll thrust any one?' l Their

own flesh and blood ! oh wirra ! wirra !' Still it was

hoped and all feut believed that Kate Costelloe would

not do so foul a deed, and this hope buoyed up the

prisoners and their numerous friends amongst the

audience, even whilst the two informers, and other

witnesses of minor details, gave their sworn testi-

mony. At last came the moment when Kate Costelloe

was called, and instantly a dead silence fell on the

court;-the bench—the bar—the dock—the hall—all

remained i:i speechless, breathless suspense, for all

alike felt that in* all probability the issue of the trial

—the fate not only of the prisoners in the dock, but

of all who were yet to be placed in it, including, of

course, the two Keoghs—ail depended on the evi-

dence of this woman. As the moments passed slow-

ly away, and the death-like hush continued unbroken,

and no Kate Costelloe appeared, the hopes of the

prisoners and their friends rose higher and higher;

all eyes were eagerly turned on the door by which

the witnesses were introduced, and the intensity of

suspense was becoming painful even to those least

concerned in the issue—when, all at once
;

the fata,

door opened, and a small female figure closely veil
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ed was seen to enter, carried, as it were, by two

persons who supported her on either side—she was

evidently unable to support herself. A groan of

fierce execration burst from the crowd in the body

of the court-house—the glow of hope died away on

the faces of the prisoners, and they stood looking

down with ghastly eyes on the diminutive creature

that was being placed on the table with their life

resting on her word. Never did stranger apparition

burst on a court of justice, or occupy a witness-table.

So struck, indeed, were even the officials themselves,

that for some moments no effort was made to elicit

the woman's testimony, and she stood there a veiled

muffled figure, far below the ordinary stature of wo-

men, her hands, which alone were visible, white and

clammy and rigid as those of a corpse, and no motion

in her frame except once that a visible shudder

shook her whole body—such a shudder as accom-

panies and precedes the parting of soul and body.

At length the veil was removed from her face, and

such a face as that was ! I am sure no one that

saw it then will ever forget it. The features might

once have been fair to look upon, but they were

then almost hideous in their ghastliness—the closed

eyes sunk far into their sockets—the lips drawn

apart in livid paleness, and scarcely a breath of life

gtirring the pulses of the corpse-like frame : as the

head rested on the shoulder, a mass of long black

hair fell in wild disorder from under the bonnet or

hood, adding to the wanness of the face and the
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ghastliness of the appal /ing figure. It was some

time before the wretched creature could be brought

to answer the questions put to her, and then only

when water had been sprinkled several times on he*

face and applied to her parched lips. When she

did speak her voice was scarcely audible, and it was

only by a single word at a time, and that at inter-

vals perhaps of some moments' length, that she was

got over the first preliminary statements,—and on

at last to the scene in the Grove when she brought

refreshments to the party waiting there. But when

she was asked to identify Walsh—the first of the

prisoners—and the wand was placed in her hand for

that purpose, she seemed to relapse into her former

death-like torpor—the same process had to be gone

through to revive her—-and some began to hope

that she could not identify Walsh, having never

seen him except on that one occasion. At the

agonized request of the prisoners, a number of

others were brought from the jail and placed in the

clock,* so as to give them at least a chance. Then

In Shell's Sketches of the Irish Bar (edited by Dr. Shel-

ton McKeDzie), there is a very interesting ace unt of this fa-

mous trial. Speaking of the introduction of these prisoners

the author says: "It was now four o'clock in the morning
;

the candles were almost wasted to their sockets, and a dim

and uncertain light was diffused through the court.. Haggard-

ness sat upon the spectators, and yet co weariness or exhaus-

tion appeared. The frightful interest of tbe scene preser?ed

the mind from fatigue. The dock was crowded with malefac-

tors, and, brought as they were in order that guilt of all kinds
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was the witness again called upon to identify the

prisoner Walsh."

The whole party on the Rock had now gathered

round the narrator—every face expressed more or

less interest, though to some of the listeners the

story was not altogether new. When Moran paused,

as if to take breath, Mrs. Pakenham and Lady Pem-

berton simultaneously exclaimed

—

u Well ! and did

she do it ?"

11 She did, after another terrific struggle with her-

self that was visible to all the court. Just as she

was placing the rod on the head of Walsh, a female

voice in the court called out ' Oh, Kate V and the cry

seemed to act on the miserable creature like an

electric shock. Still she did her awful duty, and

was borne from the table and from the court more

dead than alive. Walsh and Lacy were accordingly

convicted, and in a day or two after the two Keoghs

should be confused and blended, they exhibited a most sin-

gular spectacle. This assemblage of human beings laden

with chains was, perhaps, more melancholy from the contrast

which they presented between their condition and their as-

pect. Even the pale light which glimmered through the

court did not prevent their cheeks from looking ruddy and

healthful. They had been awakened in their locely cells in

order to be produced, and, as they were not aware of the ob-

ject of arraying <hem together, there was some surprise mix-

ed with fear in their looks. I could not hrlp whispering to

myself as I surveyed them, c What a noble ai.d fine race of

men are here, and how much have they to answer ^>r, who^

by degrading, have demoralized such a people !'
"
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were placed at the bar, and Kate Costelloe was

called and brought forward as the last and best wit-

ness for the prosecution. People thought that al«

though Kate had been terrified into giving testi-

mony against the other prisoners, she would never

be either forced or persuaded into swearing away

the lives of her own relatives, with their venerable

old father sitting near the dock, fall in her sight.

She did it, nevertheless, and, strange to say, with

more firmness than she had before manifested. With

all her faculties plainly on the alert, and a quick,

sharp intelligence in her eyes and in all her features,

she gave her evidence clearly and methodically, and

deliberately placed the fatal rod on the heads of the

two young men, which was the more remarkable

that whispers had been afloat, even in the court-

house, that there was between her and the elder of

the brothers a tie stronger than blood—a love that

was the growth of years."

11 Love !" cried several of the ladies in a breath,

"love!—impossible! how could she love the man
whose life she swore away ?"

4< She did love him, then 1" spoke a little woman
who had joined the group, a few minutes before, her

presence unnoticed in the absorbing interest of the

story—" if ever woman loved man Kate Costelloe

loved John Keogh."

Every eye was instantly turned on the speaker,

but her features were concealed by the deep hood

of her grey cloak drawn closely over her face ; one
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was there who could have told who she was but he

remained silent—as did most of the party gazing or

the strange figure before them. At last Moran and

Mr. Esmond spoke together

:

" How did it happen, then, that she swore against

him, if she loved him as you say ?"

" God knows that—and she knew it—and John

Keogh knew it, too ! But it's no business of yours,

and if you take my advice you'll say no more about

it, any of you ! Go home wid yourselves, and

don't be draggin' the dead out o' their graves, for

no raison in life only to make fools o* yourselves,

talkin' of what you know nothin' about. Get away

wid you, now, out o' this, or maybe there's some o'

you'll get what'll not be for the good o' their health

before they're much oulder !"

There was no use trying to reason with a crea-

ture who was set down by all present as insane ;

—

the two parties had, moreover, seen all they could

possibly see for that time, they, therefore, retired

from the Rock, leaving the supposed maniac to

share its solitude with Bryan, who, as usual, con-

ducted them to the gate with bows and thanks for

the several gratuities given him. Any questions

they might have been disposed to ask concerning

the hag in the cloak were prevented by the con-

tinued presence of that interesting person, who fol-

lowed them to the very gate, laughing occasionally

in a hoarse inward way that confirmed in every

mind the conviction of her insanity, and mads some
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of the ladies no little anxious to have the gate be-

tween her and them. The gentlemen exchanged

looks and smiles amongst themselves, but said no

thing to renew the subject of Moran's story, &a

they exchanged their parting compliments at the

gate, and the two parties went their several ways.
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CHAPTER XVII.

INNER LIFE IN EFFINGHAM CASTLE.

Ik the drawing-room at Effingham Castle the

conversation that evening turned principally on the

wild and gloomy tale heard on the Rock—a tale so

illustrative of the darkest phases of Tipperary life.

Mr. Goodchild was already in possession of the

facts, but he took occasion to expatiate in his own
smooth and unctuous way on the deplorable state

of a country where such things could be done

under cover of a system—where murder was as fa-

miliar to the people as the air they breathed, and

human life of no account whatever. " The people,"

said he, " are all leagued together for the worst of

purposes—the overthrow of the landed proprietary

—extermination is their object, and I am of opinion

that nothing less will content them than the death

of every landlord in the country ! Truly, it is an

awful state of things !"

Harriet smiled, and bent her head over a volume

of engravings that lay open on the table before her.

Lord Effingham said with his usual coldness,

amounting almost to austerity of manner

—

" Do you not think, Mr. Goodchild ! that the

landlords themselves may be in some measure to

blame ?"
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" Not to any great extent, my lord !—oh cer-

tainly not : witness the murder of Mr. Esmond whc

was considered one of the very best landlords in

Tipperary."

" Yes, but that was an exceptional case—the rule

is, as I understand, that those landlords who have

been murdered were all more or less obnoxious to

the people for their oppressive exactions and their

harsh treatment of their tenantry.'
1

"But surely, my lord! that does not justify mur-

der—even admitting it were just as your lordship

seems to have been informed ?"

" Nothing justifies murder," said Lord Effingham

with stern emphasis, " but it strikes me, Mr. Good-

child ! that the very league which you say exists to

an alarming extent amongst the peasantry goes to

prove that there must be some radical fault on the

part of those who have immediate authority over

them, and I think it is well worth considering what

chain of circumstances it is that has so hardened

the hearts of these people, and perverted a nature

not in itself wicked or ferocious—how it happens

in short, that the peasantry of Tipperary, so warm
hearted, so susceptible of kindness, so keenly alivf

to justice or injustice, have become so bloodthirsty

as it would seem they are—so ready to take lift

themselves, so prone to sympathize with others

whose hands are red with the blood of their fellow

men ?"

The chaplain took out his box and refreshed hip



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. 3 3$

aasal organ with a pinch of snuff—shook his reverend

head—and declared that " he had never viewed the

matter in that light—had never given much atten-

tion to the history of Ireland—but he thought the

cause of all these evils was undoubtedly to be found

in the pernicious and soul-debasing doctrines of

Rome to which those unhappy people were so incura

bly addicted."

"For shame ! Mr. Goodchild !" said Harriet Mark-

ham, her eyes flashing with the contempt and indig-

nation she could not help feeling; "how often have

I explained to you that it is not because of their

Romish belief, but in despite of it, that the Catholic

peasantry of this and other countries do at times

take the law into their own hands. Were they not

addicted to the doctrines of which you speak, you

may take my word for it that such bloody acts of re-

venge would be ten to one—ay ! twenty to one what

they now are."

" My dear Miss Markham, 1
' said the chaplain with

his most insinuating smile, " I have an insuperable

aversion to contradicting a lady—but really—ah !

—

really-—

"

" My dear Mr. Goodchild !" put in Harriet by way
of filling up his hesitating pause, " I know there are

many persons who are afflicted with a dreadful obli-

quity of vision in matters Trish or Catholic. If such

be your case, I regret it exceedingly, and will chari-

tably suppose that you never even heard of the

mighty and incessant struggle everywhere going cm
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between—between the Catholic Church and all man-

ner of secret organizations, from Freemasonry to

Ribbonism, and all between."

" What a dreadful country to live in !

r said Lady

Pemberton to her brother; "I wonder how Lady

Jane will like it ?"

" Like it, indeed !" cried Mrs. Pakenham, with a

toss of her stately head, "I wonder did Lady Jane

ever like anything beyond herself I

1 '

"I should hope she did," quietly and somewhat

sarcastically said Lady Pemberton, with a glance at

the Earl, who, however, appeared to take no notice.

The next moment he turned his keen, piercing eyes

on Miss Markham, and said rather abruptly

—

" What a singular old woman that was who broke

in so unseasonably on Mr. Moran's narrative ! Do
you know anything of her ?"

" I am not sure that I do, my lord, but I rather

suspect. For the present, however, I may not say

more."

"An old woman!" exclaimed the chaplain, "what
old woman ?"

"Not your old woman, Mr. Goodchild !" said Har-

riet with a meaning smile—" at least I think so !"

The ladies looked surprised, but the chaplain

looked astounded, and blushed like a very schoolgirl

under Harriet's mischievous glance.

" Mr. Goodchild's old woman !" said Mrs. Paken-

ham laughing, " and pray who may she be ?"

"Not one of the weird l sisters three,' madam,
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1 Who met Macbeth

Upon the heath/

but probably an Irish kinswoman of theirs on whom
our worthy chaplain has been experimentalizing of

*ate—shooting her with a silver bullet, I believe,—or

how was it, Mr. Goodchild ?"

" I protest, Miss Markham I" stammered the chap-

lain, his professional gravity entirely at fault—" I

protest—I do not understand the allusion."

" Oh fie ! Mr. Goodchild, fie ! fie !" and Harriet

raised her finger admonishingly, and smiled archly

—

" you do not mean to deny that you met somebody
* on the heath'—well ! not exactly ' on the heath'

—

but—somewhere between this and the glebe-house?"

The chaplain looked more and more confused, the

ladies more and more delighted at what they saw

was a good joke, and more and more urgent with

Miss Markham to let them into the secret. Just at

that moment Lord Effingham rose, and saying he had

letters to write, withdrew. Harriet glanced timidly

up as he passed her, and was not surprised to see a

deeper cloud than usual on his brow, and a sterner

look in his dark proud eyes.

Half an hour after, Harriet having gone to her

own apartment for a book, chanced to pass the

library, the door of which was ajar, and by the dim,

subdued light from a study-lamp at the farther end

of the spacious room, she saw Lord Effingham

sitting at a table, his thoughtful brow resting on his

hand, and a look of care and weariness impressed
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on every feature. Harriet stopped involuntarily,

with the thought uppermost in her mind—" Neither

rank nor riches give immunity from care;" it so

happened that Lord Effingham raised his eyes at

the moment, and looked towards the door, just as

Harriet was gliding away. Rising hastily he came

to the door, and said, " Miss Markham ! will you

have the goodness to favor me with a few mom- r>ls*

conversation ?"

" Certainly, my lord !" said Harriet with an effort

to assume a composure which she did not feel, her

mind being full of the idea that the Earl was not

pleased with the freedom she took in rallying his

chaplain, with a still more painful fear natural to ?.

delicate mind that her having passed at that pai

ticular moment might be construed into prying

curiosity—in short, she felt troubled and unhappy,

and her face—ever the index of her thoughts—to]d

all too plainly what was passing within. She saw

that her discomposure was not unnoticed, and that

very consciousness increased it considerably. The
Earl regarded her a moment with a smile so sad

that she could have wept under its strange and

softening influence, but she mastered her emotion

and looked up with as calm a mien as she could

command.
" My lord," she began, with some hesitation,

'you will pardon me if I say that I thought you

seemed somewhat displeased by my thoughtless

hadinage in relation to worthy Mr. Goodchild." Ad
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involuntary smile flitted over her face as she spoke

the name, but casting her eyes down with a demure

expression, she stood awaiting the answer. It was

longer delayed than she expected, and looking up in

some surprise, she found Lord Effingham regarding

her with the same mournful smile.

" Witchcraft !" he muttered in a tone that was

not meant for her ear, yet she heard the words dis-

tinctly—" witchcraft! ay, there is witchcraft that

even silver bullets cannot reach. Miss Markham !"

he said in his usual voice and manner of cold impas-

siveness, " Miss Markham ! you were much mistaken

in supposing that I resented your—your playful at-

tack on my reverend friend—which I considered

perfectly fair. Were I disposed for 'badinage' I

might, perhaps, say that he was more to be envied

than commiserated under such an attack"—Miss

Markham smiled, and acknowledged the courtly

compliment by a slight inclination—" but," conti-

nued his lordship, " that was far from being the

subject on which I wished to speak with you—you

are probably aware of the object ofmy approaching

visit to England ?"

" I cannot say I am, my lord !" said Harriet after

a pause, during which she ran over in her mind cer-

tain words that had fallen from Lady Pemberton
and Mrs. Pakenham, together with certain prepara-

tions going on around the Castle.
11 1 wonder at that," said the Earl, " knowing how

difficult it is for ladies to keep secrets. You must
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know, then, Miss Markham, what, perhaps, you

should have known before, as a valued friend, rathel

than the mere preceptress of my children"—Miss

Markham bowed somewhat haughtily-- m a word,

I am about to fulfil a matrimonial engagement,

entered into some months since with th«? daughter

of an English marquis."

" The Lady Jane, I presume, whose name I heard

this evening for the first time ?"

" The same," said Lord Effingham with a scarcely

perceptible tremor in his voice.

" Tour lordship does me honor," said Miss Mark-

ham looking up with a gracious smile, " an honor

for which I feel deeply grateful—believe me I do."

She was about leaving the room, when the Earl's

voice arrested her steps, and she returned to where

he stood.

" I have yet another word to say"—he paused

—

then hastily added—" I wished to know, Miss Mark-

ham. whether vou will still remain with us—that

is, with my little girls ?"

11 1 see no reason why I should not, my lord,"

said Harriet proudly, " my position in the Earl of

Eflinghara's family will be in no degree changed, I

should think, by the advent of a Countess of Effing-

ham" and she smiled with an archness that well

became her. "Unless, indeed," she added quickly

" her ladyship may object to having the young

daughters of the house of Cartwright educated by

a Catholic. In that case, my lord," she said with



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. 845

much earnestness, " I will rely on the friendship

you do me the honor to profess for me to give me
timely notice."

" Rely," said Lord Effingham with more warmth

than was usual to him, " on all that I can do at any

time to shield you from aught that would in any de-

gree compromise your dignity—your self-respect!

I know the innate nobleness of your mind, and rest

assured, Miss Markham ! it shall never be subjected

to any trial under my roof."

" I thank you, my lord !" said Harriet, her voice

slightly tremulous, " you give the best proof of your

good opinion in entrusting me with the education of

your dear children, and it shall be my ceaseless en-

deavor to form their minds to the best of my poor

ability—and make them such as I know you would
wish to have them. In that way, at least, I can re-

pay your lordship's kindness to—a penniless orphan

whom fate has thrown almost on your bounty 1"

The last words were spoken with that peculiar arch-

ness which gave such a charm at times to Harriet's

speaking features, and, bowing with the grace which

marked her every action, she was leaving the room,

when on the threshold she encountered Mrs. Paken-

ham and Lady Pemberton.

"Dear me!" said the former lady, with a sudden

change of countenance, " we were not aware that

your lordship was e?igaged—that is, we thought you

were writing letters, and came to ask if you would
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spare time to join us at supper !—I see Miss Mark

ham has been beforehand with us."

" You are mistaken, madam !

r said Harriet coldly,

"I can lay claim to no such amiable intention—I was

merely passing the library on my way up stairs for a

book I wanted, when Lord Effingham, seeing me
pass, requested to speak with me on a matter of busi

ness, and I stepped in."

"And I," said the Earl, "owe you an apology,

Miss Markham, for I just now recollect that I had

not the politeness to offer you a seat. The business

on which I wished to speak with Miss Markham af-

fects us all, I should hope. I was desirous of ascer-

taining, before any further changes take place here,

whether we might count on the continuance of hei

invaluable services in regard to Ann and Emma."
Lady Pemberton, who much resembled her brother

in character and disposition, and also in appearance,

turned at once to Harriet and said with a courteous

smile, " Surely, Miss Markham would not think of

leaving her young charge at a time when, perhaps,

they may most need her kind and judicious care ?"

" That was precisely what induced me to ask her,,

Caroline I" said Lord Effingham.

" Well ! it is very true," said Mrs. Pakenham, a

little maliciously Harriet thought; "with all her

beauty and sprightly grace, I fear dear Lady Jane i?

not exactly the type of a good stepmother."

" Excuse me, Thomasine I" said Lord Effingham ir

his coldest and sternest accents, r I cannot permit such
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am inference to be drawn from what I have said-

Tour remark is altogether superfluous, and entirely

irrelevant to our purpose ! I asked Miss Markham a

simple question, and she gave me a simple and direct

answer—I am glad to say, in the affirmative !"

" Well ! well I" said Mrs. Pakenham, a little testi-

ly, " now that the matter is arranged to general sa-

tisfaction, I presume your lordship will honor us with

your presence during the remainder of the evening

—and in the first place, to supper ?"

Harriet heard no more, for she quietly made her

escape, and took refuge in her own apartment, there

to muse in silence and alone on what she had heard

and seen during the last quarter of an hour, for no

longer time had passed since she left the drawing-

room. Short as the time was, and unimportant what

had occurred, she somehow felt as though a page

had been written in her life's record, and a strange

feeling was knocking at her heart, but of what kind

she cared not to examine. Was she humbled or ex-

alted in her own estimation ? Was her peace more
or less than it was an hour before? These were

questions that she did not trouble herself to answei,

but smoothing as she best might the fair surface of

her sweet face, she descended to the drawing-room

just in time to bring up the rear of the party on their

way to supper. She had ascertained on her way
down that the little girls were already in bed and

locked in the blissful unconsciousness of childish

slumbers.
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The conversation during supper was lively and

animated, and Harriet Markham was the gayest of

all. Still it could not have escaped an observant

eye, if any such were on her, that her cheek was
paler even than usual, and her eyes burning with an

inward fire. No one seemed to notice anything un-

usual in her tone or manner, though all felt the in-

effable charm that hung around her. Lord Effing-

ham, indeed, took little notice of anything; silent

and abstracted, though condescendingly polite as

usual, he seemed occupied with serious thought and

took little part in the conversation. He complained

of a headache and retired early. As Harriet caught

his parting glance, she said to herself—" there is

a load of care on that proud cold heart—there is

sorrow in the troubled depths of those deep eyes.

Does he feel—even he ?"

The remainder of the evening passed away with-

out anything particular, but Harriet learned for the

first time that Lady Pemberton was to remain at

the Castle during the Earl's absence to preside over

the general preparations, and also to receive the

young Countess on her arrival. The little party

broke up early, and Harriet Markham, with an ex-

quisite sense of relief, locked the door of her spa-

cious and elegant apartment, and threw herself in

an arm-chair near the one large window of a bou-

doir connected with her chamber which commanded

a prospect of that mingled wildness and beauty that

most impress a lofty, imaginative mind The cur
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tains were as yet undrawn, and the lady-moon shed

her heart-soothing light into the small apartment,

so graceful in its furniture and decoration, so meet

for the inner home—the retreat, as it were, of a

being so solitary in her heart's life as Harriet Mark-

ham. So she lay in that delicious sense of rest and

the no less delicious sense of solitude—of loneliness

—which casts its spell over the world-weary heart

and the tired brain when the deep hush of the so-

lemn night is around, and the noisy, frothy, hollow,

heartless world shuts its bleating mouths for a

while, leaving the deep heart to commune with its

own thoughts, to indulge for a space its earnest

longings, to drink in the beauty of earth and heaven,

and commune with the dead of other years, or the

loved and far removed.

Such are the moments happily described by tihe

sweetest of modern poets

:

" When lost in the future the soul winders on,

And all of this life but i s sweetness is sooe."

And Harriet Markham felt the charm of the hour

and the scene, and her soul was upraised to that

heaven which the eye of faith can see afar off

through the blue ether of the midnight sky—for it

was verging on midnight. All at once a footstep

sounded on the verandah beneath her window—

a

light but measured step, and Harriet's heart beat

—

not with fear—as she bent her head to listen, and

furthermore raised the window just enough to admit

a sound from without. The measured foot-fall con
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iinued—to and fro—now broken and irregular, now
firm and distinct, like that of a sentinel on duty,

Occasionally there came to the ear of the lonely

watcher another sound like that she might have

heard in dreams—it was a voice, deep, full, yet sub-

dued, humming as if for no listening ear, but the

singer's own heart. Oh! how eagerly did Harriet

listen to catch the low but musical tones, and an in-

explicable feeling of delight enwrapped her senses

as she recognized the air and the words, too,

—

" Oh ! bring to me my Norah Fay,

Hours are days when she's away,—
—

*'

The voice ceased, but oh ! the passionate yearning

that was in the rich, soft tones! Never had Har-

riet heard the charm of " Shule Aroon" brought out

with such effect, and she listened with all the in-

tensity of her heart to hear the sweet sounds again.

Softly she murmured to herself

—

" Oh! not more welcome the fairy numbers

Of music fall on the sleeper's ear,

When half awaking from fearful clumbers,

He ; hicks the full cho^r of heaven is near."

"Who can it be ?" was the next thought. " That

was po rustic—oh no ! no ! Then who can be

withip the Castle grounds at this lone hour?"

Then came from below the sound as of a deep,

thrilling voice speaking in an audible whisper—and

to Harriet's excited fancy it sounded almost clos*'

to her ear.

" Oh night ! what anguish do you shroud fnli
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often !—oh moon ! what sights you witness in your

unclouded path through yon glorious heavens !

—

—oh heart ! throbbing, bursting heart, why not

break and be at rest ?"

Why was it that, unknowing who the speaker

was, Harriet Markham bowed her head on the win-

dow-ledge and wept tears that seemed to flow from

her inmost heart ? A strange, weird thing is hu-

man nature, and a stranger thing is the human
heart ! As an Eolian harp to the voices of the

wind, so does the heart respoud to the yet more va-

riable tones of human feeling—human sympathy-
human suffering ! Long did the slow and measured

tread break the stillness of the night, and by some

strange fascination Harriet remained with her head

resting against the window till the sound ceased,

and the earth below was silent as the glittering

stars above. Then alone with the night, her mind

and heart gradually resumed their usual tone, and

gazing upwards on the " spangled heavens," that

" shining frame" which, in the language of the

poet,

"Their Great Creator's praise proclaim/'

her thoughts assumed the form of meditation, and

in the contemplation of things divine, she speedily

lost sight of the thorns and briars that strew the

path to those eternal mansions where joy ineffable

forever reigns. Calmly and hopefully she knelt tc

perform the last sweet exercise of the Christian'*

day, and having offered her heart to the God whc
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made it, and to Mary the Mother of faithful bouIs,

she resigned herself to sleep—the tranquil sleep of

an untroubled conscience.

During the days that intervened between that

night and Lord Effingham's departure, his lordship

spent the greater part of his time in his study, a

small and very pleasant room adjacent to the li-

brary, and opening on the verandah already men-

tioned. A solitary ride in the afternoons alone

broke the monotony of his seclusion, yet when the

family assembled at table there was no perceptible

difference in his manner, always calm and cold and

self-possessed, at times a little abstracted, but never

discourteous to those around.

On the day before that fixed on for his departure

he approached the bow-window in the sitting-room

where Harriet occupied her favorite seat, her fingers

engaged on some one of those pretty trifles, the use

whereof would puzzle any of those " lords of crea-

tion" whom " men we call," while her eyes wan-

dered ever and anon to the graceful scene of wood-

land beauty spread out in fair array before the

window, and nearer where her young pupils were

amusing themselves with hoop and skipping-rope

on the smooth sward outside.

" Miss Markham !" said the Earl, so suddenly that

she started, and blushing, looked up in surprise
;

" Miss Markham ! there was one trifling incident

cf our last visit to the Rock which I forgot to men-

tion since, though I have thought of it many timea
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But why that look of surprise?" he aaded with a

smile of peculiar expression. " Does my voice grate

so harshly on your ear ?"

" Not at all, my lord," said Harriet recovering

her composure, and smiling pleasantly, " but—but

—

I did not think your lordship was so near, and I

was just completing the erection of a superb cha-

teau en Espagne "

" Indeed? It were worth something to know
what manner of edifice that was which so graceful

a fancy piled in airy space."

" Architectural details are seldom interesting, my
lord !—but may I venture to ask what was the in-

cident to which your lordship referred just now?"
Lord Effingham mentioned the face which he and

Mr. Moran had both seen at a window of the old

Cathedral, adding that he could not help associating

it in his mind with the singular apparition of the old

woman in the cloak. " What is your opinion, Miss

Markham ?"

Harriet mused a moment before she replied in a

thoughtful, hesitating tone—" That there is some
mystery about both these appearances, my lord, I

have not the smallest doubt, but what they indicate

—especially the face which showed itself so sud-

denly and so suddenly vanished, in such a place, is

more than I can imagine—perhaps it were even un*

wise to say it if I could."

" It is a strange country," was the Earl's remark,

as he turned to Lady Pemberton who was reading
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at another window in the room, and asked if sn*

would ride out with him before dinner, a proposa

which she smilingly accepted, then left the room to

don her hat and habit. She was quickly followed

by Lord Effingham, and in a few moments Harriet

heard their horses' feet prancing away over the

gravelled surface of the avenue. Rising she went

to a window and stood a moment looking after

them, till their stately figures were hidden from her

view by a turn in the road, then, muttering to her-

self some inarticulate words, she went up stairs, and

having tied on a broad-leaved straw hat, went out

to join the children at their play.

At length the day came for Lord Effingham to

leave for England, and, after taking a tender and

kind farewell of his children, his sister, and Mrs.

Pakenham, he shook hands with Mr. Goodchild and

Miss Markham, with about the same degree of cor-

diality, and stepped into the carriage that was to

convey him to Dublin.

It was early morning, and Harriet retired to hex

own apartment to spend in commune with her own
thoughts the hour that yet remained to her before

entering on the duties of the school-room. The
first object that met her eye was a little bunch of

pansies, freshly-gathered, their rich petals moist

with the dew of the morning; they stood in asmal

crystal vase, but taking them up to inhale then

fragrance, wondering at the same time what kind

band had gathered for her those flowers to memorj
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J«s*r, she, all at once, perceived & scrap of papei

twisted round their delicate stems ; with a trembling

hand she took it off, and carefully smoothing it out!

found these linee written on its fair surface

:

<c
I hare swi et thoughts of thee !

They conie around me like the voice of song;

They cumo .Mke birds that to the South belong,

And weat a gayer wing and brighter crest,

Than those iuaA on th* roof- tree build their nest;

They come more tenier, beautiful and bright,

Than any though that others can excite;

They tell me gentle tales of thee and thine,

Of gems of truth ih&' ia thy spirit shine,

Of goodness, purity, And holy zeal,

That can for others earnest pity feel

;

Of all things beautiful in soul and heart

—

And such they tell me ever that thou art
!"

* The voice of the pansy /" murmured Harriet,

with a proud and happy smile, her pale cheek flush-

ing with a crimson glow; yet when she descended

to the school-room the flush was gone, cheek and

brow were paler than ever, and her eyes were red

and swollen as if with much weeping.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

KATE GOSTELLOE.

A day or two after Lord Effingham's departure

Harriet Markham and Mary Hennessy, walking out

to enjoy the cool freshness of the evening, so grate*

fill after the excessive heat of one of the hottest of

the dog-days, stopped at Bryan's cottage, where

Cauth sat knitting by the door, as usual. It was

not the first time that either had been there, and

the old woman seemed glad to see them. Hastily

bringing forward the only two seats besides her

own that the cottage afforded, she wiped them care-

iully with her apron and invited the young ladies to

Bit down, adding—"It's not often we see the likes

o' you here, an' sure it's the great honor entirely ye

do me!"
" Cauth !" said Miss Markham, after the young

ladies had exchanged significant glances, " Cauth ! I

hope you understand that Miss Hennessy and I wish

you well, and take a great interest in both you and

Bryan?"
' Wisha, then, it's myself knows it well," said

Cauth, " an' good raison I have, too, for it's evei

the kind, soft word ye both had for me, not to

spake of the help ye gave me many's the time when
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only for ye, I could hardly have the bit or sup be*

fore that poor simple ould man that 'id starve to

death afore he'd go out to ask it on account of the

forgetful way he has wid him."

" Well, then," resumed the young lady, "you will

not suspect us of being actuated only by prying cu-

riosity when we come to ask you a few questions

about yourself?"

" About me f
n cried Cauth, dropping her knitting

and turning on them with a face as pale as ashes,

<c ah then, Miss Markham—-ladies dear! what ques-

tions would ye be puttin' to me, God help me ?"

Both young ladies applied themselves to reassure

her, and told her that they came to her purely as

friends, and that whatever she told them would be

kept an inviolable secret unless she gave them per-

mission to divulge it at any time, or to any person.

"Well! an' what—what do you want to know?"
she exclaimed in a husky voice, and with a sort of

desperate resolution.

Before answering, Harriet rose and closed the

door, at which Cauth nodded assent.

" Cauth !" said Miss Markham, her voice more deep

and solemn than usual, though, perhaps, she knew it

not herself; " Cauth ! was it you that broke in on

Mr. Moran's story a few days ago on the Rock?

Now answer me truly as you hope for mercy here-

after !"

u There's no gettin' over that," said Cauth gloomi-

ly, as if to herself; " when you ask me that way, I



358 THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.

can't deny the thruth. It was me, Miss Markham
and who else would it be ?"

"I thought so—and so did Miss-H nnessy—but

we never breathed a word of our suspicions to any

one—that is," she added, after a pause, recollecting

what she had said to Lord Effingham., " that is to

any one who knows you even now, or in any way
that could make you known. Now, having told us

so much, you will not, I think, refuse to tell us more ?

are you, or are you not, Kate Costelloe V*

At the sound of the n me the unhappy woman
dropped her head between her knees, as suddenly as

if she was shot through the brain, one heart piercing

groan escaped her, and then all was^silent for a few

moments, during which she might have been suppos

ed dead were it not for the quivering motion percep-

tible in all her members, and the quick, irregular

breathing that denoted her inward agony.

At last she slowly raised her head, and fixing her

heavy, bloodshot eyes on her interrogator said, " I

see there's no use in hi din' it any longer—the earth

or the say on't hide murder, an' sure that was mur-

der—the worst of murder—I am Kate Costelloe !"

and as if relieved to get over the confession, and feel-

ing herself a freer woman, she sat up erect in her

seat, and looked the young ladies alternately in the

face. " I am Kate Costelloe. Is that all you want

to know ?"

" We want to know nothing that you do not want

to tell us," said Harriet, " but--—

"
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"But you'd wish to know why I did it, an' all

about it," broke in Kate with that keenness of per-

ception which belonged to her strange character.

She laughed—a low, inward laugh, as it were in

scorn, fixing her eyes moodily on the ground the

while, and the young ladies began to fear that her

next move would be to open the door and bid them

walk out. They were mistaken, for she looked up

with a milder expression, and said in a voice low and

mournful

—

" There's not mauy livin' I'd tell it to, Miss Mark-

ham ! but I'll tell it to you, an' Miss Mary, bekase 1

know you have the heart to feel—even for me, bad

as I am—an' sure, sure but I'm bad enough ! Ask

me any question you like, an' I'll answer you, no

matter what it is !"

" Tell us, then," said Mary Hennessy, seeing thaif

Harriet shrank from putting the question, " what

was the motive that induced you to give testimony

against your own friends and relatives ?"

" Friends and relatives !" repeated Kate with

strong and disdainful emphasis, " God help your wit,

child ! that wasn't the worst of it, though it was bad

enough, too ! That wasn't what tore the heart out

o* me, an' left me ever since without e'er a heart, a f

all P
" What was it, then?" whispered Harriet, awed

by the intensity of passion that breathed in every

lineament of the withered face before her.

" What wag it ?—ha ! ha ! ha !—what was it ?*
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And thrusting out her head till her face almost

touched that of Harriet,—though both young ladies

drew back instinctively,—she said in a low hissing

whisper, " It was the love that was in my heart fo?

Tohn Keogh /"

" You loved him," exclaimed both her hearers in

the same subdued tone—" you loved him, yet you

hung him—and his brother, too ?"

The woman drew back—raised her head to the

highest, and flashed a look of fierce intelligence into

the eyes of her astonished hearers—" Ay! I hung

him—but I couldn't help it-—it was his own fault

—

I didn't want to hang e'er a one—e'er a one, at all

—an' them
)
leastways—but he took it out o' me—he

dared me to do it !"—slowly she arose from her

seat, and stood looking down at her silent and, as it

were, spell-bound auditors, with the eye and mien

of a pythoness. " Ay ! he dared me to do it

—

and

I did if''—her voice sank to a hoarse whisper—"but

I wouldn't have done it, even for that, only he

taunted me with—with—no matter what—but I

knew it was his sin and shame as well as mine—an'

I knew how many bitter tears I cried many's the

night an' many's the day for that same misfortune

that came over me—an' then I thought of all the

promises he had made, an' broke them all,—an* how
I forgave him every thing, every thing—every thing

bekase I loved him—an' how I kept my shame an

my sorrow locked up in my own heart, an' nevei

said a hard word of him even to his own father—
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ever an' always hopin' for the best—but when he

said that word to me, before he was taken, when I

tould him that I had his life—an' Patrick's life—in

my hands—an' asked him wouldn't he put the mar-

riage-ring on my finger—when he said that word to

me, back again, an' made as little o' me as if I was

the dirt undher his feet—then," she almost shrieked,

throwing up her arms like a maniac, " then

—

then

the love went out o' my heart, an' I said to myself

—

though I didn't say it to him—'If you had fifty

lives, they're not worth a sthraw

—

the gallows is

your doom V That was the last sight of him I ever

got, till I seen him in the dock—an' then I made

him shiver with the one look I gave him, when I

put the rod on his head—ha ! he looked at me then

with such a pitiful look in his eyes, all as one as if

he said

—

( Kate, is it you that swears my life away V
but I didn't care for his looks then—that time was

past*—an' I did what was in my mind to do, an' in

my heart, an' showed him what I could do when I

was put to it, though he thought I'd never bring

myself to do it. Och ! och ! och ! sure it was no

wondher he'd think it, for he knew how I loved him

!

fareer gar, he did !" and breaking into a passionate

flood of tears, she sank heavily on her seat, burying

her face in her hands

Harriet and Mary exchanged glances—they dared

not .apeak, fearing another outburst of passion from

the unhappy woman; they would gladly have ef-

fe<vW *heir retreat, but they could not bring them
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selves to leave the poor creature without a word oi

consolation, so they sat patiently and silently await

ing the moment when the calm would follow the

storm, in order to say some words of kindness and

encouragement before they left the unfortunate vic-

tim of passion to the companionship of her own

dreary thoughts. They rose, nevertheless, and the

motion, slight as it was, brought Kate back to con-

sciousness. *

11 1 see you're for goin', ladies," said she, rising

too, "an' sure, it's glad you'll be, I know myself, to

get me out o' your sight. The Lord in heaven for-

give me,"—she raised her clasped hands and swollen

eyes to heaven,—" the Lord in heaven forgive me 1

sure it's thinkin' of my poor sowl I ought to be, an

askin' pardon night and day on my bare knees for

all the harm I have done. Och, then, ladies dear,

isn't it a poor thing an' a misfor lunate thing to for

get God ? for, sure when we do once there's no

tellin' what we'll come to—them that 'id tell me
onst that I'd ever do what I done, or be the thing 1

am this night, oyeh ! but it's me that 'id give little

ear to them !"

" But, Kate !
"

" Call me Cauth, if it's plasm' to you, miss ! I'd

wish to forget, if I could, that I ever was Kate

Costelloe !"

" Well, then, Cauth ! what was it brought you to

ibis part of the country, for I know the sad event*
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to which we have been referring took place in

another part of the county ?"

" Why, then, I'll jist tell you that, as if I was at

the priest's knee this minnit. I couldn't bear to

live where I knew everybody hated the ground 1

walked on. Besides that, the ould man was there

!

—
the lonesome ould man, that never raised his head

afther hearin' the sentence, but went about like a

wanderin' sperit among the good Christians that

had the heart to pity him. The sight o' me would

a kilt him entirely, so I left the place altogether,

an' came where I thought nobody'd know me; but

sure," she added, " there wasn't even that comfort

for me~I'm as well known here as the town-pump,

God help me ! an' if I happen to say a sharp word
to any one, it's nothing but ' Kate Costelloe' here

an' * Kate Costelloe' there wid them all round, till

I'd sooner be dead than livin'—if it wasn't for my
poor sowl !"

" Speaking of that," said Mary Hennessy, " does

the Dean, or Father Sheehaii know who you are ?

—

have you been to your duty since you came here ?"

44 Well, to tell you the truth, miss, I was not.

Many's the time I got ready to go, but somehow or

another, the shame always got the better o' me, an'

though I knew well enough it was the Evil Sperit

that was keepin' me back, I couldn't bring myself

to go."

Suddenly the latch was raised, the door was flung

open, and in the aperture stood, leaning on her staflj
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an old woman in a red cloak whom Harriet recog*

nised at once as the original of Moran's graphic

sketch of the Reverend Mr. Goodchilds courteous

friend of argentine notoriety. Peering up into the

faces of the two young ladies as she stood resting

both hands on her staff, her little black eyes began

to twinkle with a brighter meaning.

" Ho ! ho 1" she croaked, " I came here to invite

Kate Costelloe up to my place—and a nice place it

is, too,"—she paused, and the pause was filled up by

a despairing groan from Kate,—" not that I expect-

ed much from her, for, like myself, she isn't much
the betther of all the bad she has done in her time

—

but here's two grand ladies—one of them from the

lord's castle beyant—no less—an' the other Dr.Hen-

nessy's purty sister—an' the world knows that's

what she is, only not so pale or so grand lookin' that

way as the other—bekase why, the ould quality blood

isn't in her—the blood of the Markhams that were

great people oust, an' even in my own memory."

These latter clauses of the speech were spoken in an

under tone, and by way of soliloquy, though they

reached every ear within hearing, as the acrid dame
probably intended they should. " Come now, ladies !"

and she pointed with her stick over her shoulder,

* come and see the fine sight I have at home for the

quality 1 Come, when I bid you I" she added in a

tone of authority, " I want ye up above there at my
castle, an' I know there's naither o' ye'll be sorry for

©omin' when you get up I"
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"My good woman!" said Mary Hennessy, after

exchanging some whispered words with Harriet,

"we have no objection to go with you, if we can

really do you or any one else a service. But we

should like to know where, or for what purpose, you

would have us go.'

" Ah then, where would you be takin' them to ?"

said Cauth in a confidential whisper.

" To the house above, to tell their fortunes," was

the short, ironical answer; now, don't be keepin*

me here, I tell ye ! but come along this minnit,—do

ye think it's for harmin' ye I'd be ?"

"I think ye'd best go!" whispered Cauth, "she

has odd ways wid her by times, but her bark is worse

than her bite—she'll do ye no harm, I'll go bail
!"

This and their own reflections decided the young

ladies to follow the crone who was already hobbling

down the road, nothing doubting, it appeared, that

they would comply with her singular mandate.

Cauth stood at the door looking after them till they

had, all three, disappeared at a turn of the road
;

she turned, then, and looked up at the Rock, won-

dering whether Bryan would come down to his sup-

per, yet hardly expecting that he would, the night

being so rarely beautiful.

" Well ! to be sure, but it's the quare life he leads,"

said she to herself, " scrapin', an' sweepin', an

patchin' up ould walls all day long, an' every day of

the week, jist as if he was paid for it,—which he isn't

an' never will be—in this world, anyhow ; let it be
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as it may with the other. Och ! och 1 see what it is

to have a good conscience ! it's aisy seen that poor

Bryan never harmed the livin', or he'd be more

afeard o' the dead ! Now there's me, an' barrin' it

was in broad daylight, an' plenty o' company to the

fore, I darn't set my foot up there among the graves

and tombstones, an' the ould, crazy walls that's in

it,—nor I wouldn't, if they gave me the best estate

in Tipperary. Ochone! it's the dismal place to spend

one's nights an' days in !—but sure, afther all, didn't

I hear Father Riordan, God be good to him ! teliin'

on the althar one Sunday, many's the year ago, about

St. Anthony, how he went an' lived among the

tombs, jist to be away from the livin' altogether, an*

wash his hands of the dirty, wicked world. An' all

the fine ould hermits his reverence used to tell us

about, when we were larnin' the catechise in the

Chapel, ould ancient men with great long beards, that

went away to the desert to live all alone with God,

or in caves in the rocks, or mountains. Well ! it's

a folly to talk, but I think our Bryney is jist as good

a hermit as any of them, barrin' that he hasn't the

beard. I'm sure he prays as much as e'er a one o

them, an' even the odd night that he's in his bed,

don't I hear him when he thinks I'm asleep, prayin'

for the sowls in purgatory, an' for the convarsion o
1

tinners—an 1

sure myself begins to cry when I hear

that, thinkin' that Tm the greatest sinner goin'.

But whisht ! who's that ?"

She had just perceived a female figure with a
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•hawl drawn closely around her head, moving

stealthily in the shadow of the Rock on the opposite

side of the road, moving in the direction of the gate

leading to the sacred inclosure. The motions of the

person, whoever it might be, w:re so cautious, so

stealthy, that it was quite tflear to any observer that

there was, there must be, some strong motive for

concealment, and Cauth stood leaning forward, peer-

ing with her keen dark eyes into the deep gloom

after the object of her curiosity. Moved by some

unaccountable impulse she at last followed her with

the same stealthy pace; on and on moved the silent

and muffled figure, on and on moved Cauth after her,

as if impelled by invisible agency, till the gate had

opened and closed a second time, with a few mo-

ments' intermission, and both were within the sacred

precincts, gliding up the steep ascent to the once

stately portal of the Cathedral. Here Cauth's cour-

age failed her, she remembered her soliloquy of a

few moments before, and all the terrors of supersti-

tion, heightened by the fears of a troubled con-

science, came back with overwhelming force. Fright-

ened even at her own boldness, she stood in harrow

ing uncertainty as to what she had best do ; advance

she dared not, and retreat was little less formidable

—if she could only reach Bryan, but God know?
where Bryan was, as she said to herself, and to raise

her voice on the Rock of Cashel, with the dead ah

Around her, was something not to be thought of.

Timidly and fearfully she glanced around, almost
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certain that some shape of horror would present it

self to her aching eyes. In her terror she had half

forgotten the immediate object of her almost involun

tary intrusion on the lone place of death ; she had

vanished from her view round an angle of the palace

wall, but all at once she caught sight of her again,

crossing the broad strip of moonlight to the hall of

the Vicar's Choral, then gliding along by the wall of

the Cathedral
" Where buttress and bat ress alternately

Seem'd framed of ebon and ivory"

as the light figure flitted past them. Cauth watched

her with fear- distended eyes, the cold sweat oozing

from every pore of her body, and her tongue, as it

were, glued to her burning palate. All at once ano-

ther figure appeared on the scene, and to Cauth's

inexpressible relief it proved to be Bryan. Some-

what encouraged by the sight of another living

creature, and that, too, the good old guardian of

the ruins, she drew back a little farther into the

shade where she could see what passed, herself re-

maining unseen, for she began to suspect, seeing

Bryan and the supposed ghost approaching each

other, that it might after all be a creature of flesh

and blood like herself. Then came distinctly to her

ear the following colloquy

:

" Why, an' is this yourself, Celia ?—what in the

world brings you here, my poor girl, at this time o

night ?»

"I wanted to see Wwf wm the reply in * low
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earnest whisper that only half reached Cauth's

ear.

" Him

!

—why, who do you mane ?"

"Nonsense, Bryan, you know well enough. He'a

here, now—I know he is, an' I must see him—for

God's sake, Bryan ! don't be keepin' me ?" And
the voice spoke louder in increasing agitation.

Before Bryan could answer a man's arm was

stretched out from one of "the broken arches, black

in night," that yawned close beside them, and,

catching the female by the arm, whispered a word

that arrested the scream on her pallid lips. Then

Bryan and the young woman entered the arch, and

Cauth managed to get so near them, creeping along

in the black shadow of the walls, that she could

hear their low cautious tones as they all three con-

versed in whispers.

" Jerry !" said the girl, her voice trembling with

eagerness, " for the love of God get down to the

vau'ts or somewhere—the peelers is out lookin' for

you with that stag, McGowan "

" Well ! an' what if they are ? weren't they often

out before, an' they didn't catch me yit ?"

" Ay ! but McGowan—an* you know there's some

great crown-lawyer or another down from Dublin."

" So I hear !"

11 So you hear ? an* is that the way you're takin

it, an' me most frikened out o' my wits ? If you

heard about the Counsellor, maybe you didn't hear

what McGowan swore ?"
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" No ! what did he swear ?"

"That you were hidin' somewheres about the

Rock I"

" There now, Jerry ! didn't I tell you that ?" said

Bryan anxiously, " I knew it 'id be found out at

last that you were here, an' now I'll have the whole

country again me for harborin'—for harborin' "

uA murderer !" put in the other with some bit-

terness, " out with it, Bryan, like a man !"

u Well, it's an ugly word to say, any way, but

you know what I mane—an' the raisons, too, that

made me gave in to you,—but what will the people

gay ?—vo, vo, myself an' the Rock's disgraced for

ever !"

" Never mind, Bryan !" said the other man quickly,

"you done it for the best, you know yourself, an*

God knows it, an' i" know it, too, Bryan! an* it's

hard if we don't clear you an' the Rock between us

three ! Never mind, Bryan ! you stood my friend

when I most needed one, an' you'll not be sorry for

it! Go home now, Celia astore! an' make your

mind aisy—with God's help an' Bryan Cullenan's

they'll not catch me this time, aither ; I could hide

here for a month, if all the peelers an' the army from

here to Clonmel was afther me, barrin' they'd blow

up the Rock entirely. There's so many vau'ts an

places, that nobody knows anything about, barrin'

Bryan—an' myself, that got into the knowledge of

them this while back. So go home, darlin', an' don't

be frettln'—if McGowan an' the peelers comes here
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afther me, there'll be the greatest game of hidean'-

go-seek that ever was played about Cashel town, or

Rock, aither !"

" Oh ! oh ! oh ! the Lord save us !" and Celia be-

gan wringing her hands, " Arrah, Jerry, what's

comin' over you, at all ? Is it losin' your senses

you are, to be talkin' tbat-a-way? Och wirra

!

wirra ! what'll I do, at all ?"

" Why, you foolish girl, it's you that's losin' your

wits !—I tell you I'm no more mad than I ever was

in all my life. Go home now, when I bid you, but

take care >*ould anybody see you goin' down from

here at this hour o' the night ! But that's true

—

tell me before you go-—did you hear since mornin'

how poor Tim Murtha is ?"

" Well, no, Jerry 1 I didn't hear—God help him

for one misfortunate man, but it's him has the hard

times of it one way an' another—an' a harmless poor

crature he ever an' always was !"

11 True for you Celia !—I suppose now you're

thinkin', only you don't wish to say it, that it's

strange how God afflicts the innocent, and lets the

wicked escape—at any rate, for a while ? Come
now, can't I guess well ?"

The girl was silent, and a little confused, seeing

which Jerry laughed a low, bitter laugh—" I knew
it," he said, " but still I don't wondher at it—amn't

I odious before God an' man, an' how could I ex-

pect any one to excuse me, or to feel for me ? Go
home now, an' God be with you !" So saying he
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plunged into the inner darkness, and Celia saw him

no more. She was turning to address some agi-

tated words to Bryan, when from out the same

darkness came a melancholy voice, singing:

11 Out of L*dy Nance's there grew a red rose,

And out of Loid Lovell's a briar—iar—id?—
And out of Lo d Lovell's a briar."

" Lord bless us, who's that ?" cried Celia, staring

into the thick gloom.

" Why, don't you know the voice ?" said Bryan.

Before Celia answered, out glided a ghastly figure

wrapped in what appeared to be a sheet, a winding-

sheet it was to Celia's affrighted fancy. But lo ! a

look at the face, only partially visible under the

shroud-like covering, reassured poor Celia, for it was

Mad Mabel, who went on quite unconcerned with a

snatch from another old ballad no less quaint and sad

than the other

—

11 My father married me to a knight,

My stepmother owed me at a cruel spite

—

She sent three robbers that very night,

They robbed my bower, and slew my knight."

" Celia Mulquin ! I want to tell you a saycretP
And she put her head close to that of the shrinking

girl, " Fm goin* to bring Petticoat Loose to friken

them all here—husht! I'm thinkin' she's in there

now"—peering curiously into the ruined aisles where

the moonbeams were now falling in silver sheen

" Through slender shafts of shapely stone

By foliage tracery combined."
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1 Didn't you hear something ? But maybe it isn't

tier—hush—h-t"—holding up the attenuated finger

of one hand while the other held the ghostly drapery

under her chin—" husht ! maybe it's Patrick that's

in it—or Walsh—or Lacy—or one o' the Keoghs !"

A wild scream of horror suddenly broke the awful

stillness of the dreary place, and whilst all the three

—even Mabel—were struck dumb with amazement,

not to say fear—Cauth emerged from the shade of

a buttress, and joined the group, catching old Bryan

by the arm with convulsive energy, and a force that

made his frail body quiver.

Before any one had time to speak she was drawing

Bryan towards the gate, with a strength which he

could not resist, at the same time urging the others

to follow.

" Come on, now, I tell you I" she cried, in great

excitement, " let us all get out o* this before worse

comes of it T—Celia Mulquin ! it's you I may thank

for all this !"

" Me, Cauth ! why, dear bless me I what did / do?"

"You know well enough what you did!—an'

more's the shame an' the disgrace for a dacent girl

like you to be runnin' afther a murdherer—ay ! an'

the worst of murdherers, too ! I wouldn't b'lieve

it, Celia! no, not if it was sworn to me on all the

books that ever was shut an' opened, that you'd be

bavin' anything to say to that unlucky vagabone,

Jerry Pierce "

"Whisht I whisht! Cauth! somebody '11 hear you !
w
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" No, I'll not whisht, Bryan Cullenan ! an' I tell

you it's a sin an' a shame for ye both to be keepin 1

him from the gallows where he ought to be many's

the day ago ! If God spares me till the morrow

mornin' I'll go before a magistrate, an' I'll go bail

I'll put them in the way of catchin' him !"

" God forgive you, honest woman !'•' said poor

Celia, as they stopped for Bryan to lock the gate.

"I'm not an honest woman!" said Cauth fiercely,

11 but I'm a thankful woman, an' I'll hang the mur-

derer of Mr. Esmond if it cost me my life!"

" God in heaven forgive you !" said Celia again,

and she burst into tears.

" Never mind her, Celia I" said Bryan soothingly,

" she only wants to frighten you. Doesn't

she know, an' don't you know, too, that Jerry

Pierce is not fool enough to stay long in the same

place. The country's wide, an' it's hard to say

where he'll be the morrow night, or the morrow
inornin', aither. So go your ways home, my poor

girl ! an' sure it's my heart bleeds to see your fa-

ther's child in sich sore trouble."

" Much about her trouble !" said Cauth as she en

tered the cabin, " what is it to Mrs. Esmond's?"
"Are you goin' to take Mabel home with you?'

said Bryan, seeing that Celia had taken the pool

maniac by the arm.

"In coorse I am, Bryan ! if she'll only stay wher

I get her there."
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" Poor Jerry Pierce !" muttered Mabel as they

went off together, " she'll hang him, I know well,

an' then myself and Celia 'ill be walkm , walkin' till

*fas day o' judgment all alone—alone

—

alone!"
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CHAPTER XIX.

AN APPARITION AT ROSE LODGE.

It was no idle threat of Kate Costelloe's that she

ould give information to a magistrate of having

iwen Jerry Pierce on the Xiock, and it was with great

difficulty that Bryan could persuade her from going

off at once to Rose Lodge with that amiable inten-

tion.

"Do you think," said she, "that Vm goin' to

screen the villain that dipped his hands in the blood

of the poor young master ? If I did, wouldn't I be

jist as bad as he is, an' worse, too, in a manner?

Now I tell you, Bryan ! there's no use talkin' to me,

an' it makes my blood boil, so it does, to hear you

tryin' to excuse the bloodthirsty villain
"

" I'm not tryin' to excuse him—how could I?"
" Well ! how came you to harbor him on the Rock

above, as I see you did? Tell me that now, you
hard-hefcrted, ungrateful ould man, your'

"God forgive you, Cauth, aroon!" said Bryan

mildly, "for all the bad names you're callin' me!

Sure, if thfc man did hide himself of a time on the

Rock, it wasn't me that harbored him. Scores of

people might hide in the crypts and places away un-

<ler ground without me ever seein
1

or hearhr1 one o*

them. An' another thing, I'll warrant you Jerry
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Pierce has more gumpshin in him than to go tell me
or any one else what place he was hidin' in

!"

"Weill any way, I hope it'll never come to Mrs,

Esmond's ears that he was up there "

u An', to be sure, it'll come to her ears, if you go an*

tell the ould gentleman. But, any way, say your pray-

ers and go to bed, an' maybe you'll not be so hot on it

in the mornin' as you are now. Pray to God to direct

you I" He was going to add—" I think you ought to

be the last woman to do such a thing, afther all the

misery you brought on yourself before," but know-

ing by experience the probable effect of any such al-

lusion, he prudently kept the thought to himself.

Next morning Cauth declared her intention of going

to Rose Lodge, and all Bryan could obtain from her

in the way of concession was a promise not to go

till after nightfall

" Very good," said he, " an' Til go with you my-

self for company." So the matter rested between

them for that day, and Bryan went up to the Rock,

after swallowing a hasty breakfast.

We will now introduce the reader to the parlor of

Rose Lodge on the evening of that same day. It

was a pleasant room on the first floor ; and the

breath of flowers, the faint sweet perfume of the

jessamine and the honeysuckle was wafted in from

the creeping plants trained around the windows,

mingled with the rich odor of mignionette and wall-

flowers in tasteful green boxes on the sills. The
evening sun was sinking, and the evening breeie
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was sighing amongst the leaves and flowers, giving

a tremulous motion to their fantastic shadows with

in the room. Without, all was peace,—within,

trouble and unrest, for of those asembled in that

handsome apartment perhaps not one at that fever-

ish moment
" Eujoy'd and bless'd the lovely hour."

There was the master of the house striding to and

fro the room with that quick, irregular pace which

denotes not thought, but passion. There was his

wife watching him with anxious eyes, and Aunt

Winifred, rigid as ever, but with more color than

usual on her cheek, while a certain twitching of the

mouth and a tremulous motion of the eyelids de-

noted some inward emotion not very common with

her. Opposite her, near one of the windows, sat

young Mrs. Esmond, in her deep mourning robe

and widow's cap, her eyes red with weeping, and her

lips and cheeks colorless as those of a marble statue.

Her tearful eyes were fixed on a half-length por-

trait of her husband which hung on the wall oppo-

site, and gradually her look became abstracted, a?

her thoughts wandered back into the blessed past

—the sunny years and days of " Long Ago." And
Mary Hennessy was there, and Dean McDerraott

the latter evidently trying to reason Mr. Esmond
out of some desperate purpose. How anxiously

Aunt Martha kept glancing from one to the other,

hoping, doubtless, from the friendly remonstrances

of the good pastor what she could not dare to at
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tempt herself. As yet, his arguments appeared to

have had but little effect.

"I tell you, Dean!" said Mr. Esmond, stopping

suddenly in his march, and planting himself before

the priest with his thumbs in his vest pockets, " I

tell you there's no use trying to persuade me from

it !—I know it's Matty there that put you on the

scent, and it may be that she and you are both right,

but I've made up my mind, and the Pope himself

wouldn't persuade me from it. I'll go out thk

night, with McGowan and the police, come what

will, and see if we don't trap the fellow !
"

" But, Mr. Esmond "

" Not a word, Dean ! not a word, begging your

pardon, and meaning no disrespect—none whatever

—but I'm of opinion that if I had gone out myself

now and then from the first, the villain would have

been caught long ago. I know my duty, sir, and I

mean to do it! Yes, sir, I mean to do it, for the

blood of my murdered nephew cries to me from the

ground, and sleep or rest I cannot take for thinking

of him. Blood must have blood, and it is a crying

shame that the hardened ruffian who so wantonly

shed my poor Harry's should have so long escaped

detection—and that at our very door, as people say

—why, it makes me mad—yes, sir, mad—to think of

it!"

" Well ! but my dear Harry !"

—

began bis wife,—

but he quickly stopped her.
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" Silence, you, Matty 1 one's enough at a time, you

snow 1"

" I was going to remind you," said Dean McDer*

mott, u that we do not any of us wish you to desist

from any lawful means of securing the arrest of the

unhappy culprit, that is, if he be still in the country,

which I doubt."

" In the name of God, then, Dean McDermott ! t*U

me what you do wish !" cried Mr. Esmond almost

fiercely.

" I have told you, sir !" was the calm but dignified

answer; "I have endeavored to prove to you that

your going out with the police and this informer- "

" Informer ! what do you mean, sir ?"

" Weil ! we shall not quarrel about a word," said

the Dean smiling, " I mean this new witness you have

got. I have endeavored to prove to you, I repeat,

that your going out at the head of the party was by

uo means necessary, and might possibly be a very

dangerous proceeding on your part !"

" Oh ! as for the danger," said the old man curtly,
u that's my own affair. Vll attend to that. So if

you have no other reason to advance, I will bid you

good evening at once, as McGowau, and Mr. Moran,

and some others are waiting in the office."

" Oh ! Uncle Harry ! Uncle Harry !" said the

young widow speaking for the first time, "I be-

seech you, risk not your own life in perhaps a vain

effort to arrest the—the—" sobs choked her voice-

she could say no more.
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" Let him go !" said Miss Esmond with bitter

mockery, " let him go !—of course he has his life

well insured! He knows be has the good- will of

the people, and probably thinks that if any danger

did threaten him some stalwart beggar would haply

advance to the rescue."

" For mercy's sake, Winifred ! don't speak so !"

whispered her sister-in-law."

Just at that moment, and whilst Mr. Esmond
was clearly meditating some savage retort on his

sister, the door opened and in walked Phil Moran,

followed closely by just such a "stalwart beggar"

as Miss Esmond's biting sarcasm had indicated.

Every one looked astonished, the more so as the

man kept his caubeen on his head as though he had

been my Lord Kenmare himself.*

Moran anticipated the angry question that was

coming in thunder from Uncle Harry's tongue.
11 Here is a man," said he, " Mr. Esmond, who
wants to see you on business so important that it

will not brook delay."

" And why the d 1 don't you take him to the

office ?—don't you know well enough, Moran ! that

this is no place for business ?"

" Well ! to tell the truth, I didn't bring him here.

There are tew of our readers, it is presumed, who are not

aware of the high privilege eojoyed from time immemorial by

the Barons of Kenmare—that of remaining covered in the pre-

tence of royalty. The reward of some leal service rendered

in the stormy days of old.
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He came into your office with that queer genius of

a clerk of mine, Ned Murtha, whom I left in my
office hard at work, and, according to Ned's state-

ment, he is prepared to give evidence against w

" Against Jerry Pierce !" cried Mr. Esmond
coming eagerly forward; " why, that's capital good

news—upon my honor!"—and he rubbed his hands

fast and furiously, " we'll have no lack of evidence

now I But tell me, honest man ! why did you not

come forward before if you knew anything about

this wretched business? How did it happen, I say,

that you kept the secret so long ?"

" I'd keep it longer," was the gruff answer, " if it

wasn't for the reward. I may as well tell you the

thruth at onst."

" What a barefaced villain !" whispered Moran to

Mary Hennessy, beside whom he somehow managed

to find himself.

" There is something in his voice that I don't

like," was the young lady's reply at the same time.

The younger Mrs. Esmond turned to the window

to hide her tears, and perhaps still more to avoid

seeing the man whose presence was distasteful to

her she knew not why. Luckily for her purpose,

Mad Mabel suddenly appeared outside, and after

glancing with the wild look of her unhappy class at

each of the persons within the room, her eyes rested

on the beggarman, and she sang in her usual way

:

" One o my false comrades did me betray,

And for one bare guiuea swore my life away,"
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"Hush! hush!" said Mrs. Esmond in her sweet

gentle voice.

" Och I why wouldn't I sing, ma'am ? Sure it's
l The

Croppy Boy,' you know

—

" ' In New Geneva this young man died,

And in KiUeevin his body lies

;

All ye Roman Catholics that do pass by,

Pray the Lord have mercy n the Croppy Boy !*
"

"Poor Patrick! sure I pray for you any way—
och ! no I don't—I can't pray now, at all

—

" ' Five hundred pounds then they would lay down,

Fcr to see me walking «.h rough Wexford town.' "

"Ah ! the poor Croppy Boy ! Sure they hanged

him, after all, an' they'll hang Jerry Pierce, and

what'll Celia do then ?"

"Will you send her off out of that?" cried Mr.

Esmond, stamping his foot in a towering passion.

"Don't be angry with me, Mr. Esmond," said

Mabel with a frightened look. " Sure I didn't say I'd

kill ould Esmond that night in the Abbey—it. was

Tim Murtha, an'—an'
"

Here she was dragged away by a gardener whom
Mrs. Esmond had seen passing and beckoned to ap-

proach for that purpose.

" Speak out, you, fellow !" said Mr. Esmond, his

face somewhat paler than usual and a visible tremor

in his voice. " What's your name, in the first place ?

Confound you, why don't you answer me?—who
are you?" and in his eagerness to know, he caught

hold of the man's coat by the collar and gave him a

shake.
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" Take your hand off my collar, Mr. Esmond !"

replied the man in a tone half fierce, half sullen,

,; then I'll tell you who I am !" The hand was re*

moved accordingly, and he moved a step or twc
back, then said in a loud, distinct tone

—

" I'm Jerry Pierce ! I hard you were goin' out

wid the peelers to take me—so I came to save yon

the trouble."

The sound of his familiar voice, evidently dis-

guised before, and the mention of a name so hated

by all, had the effect of an electric shock on all pre-

sent. The Dean started to his feet, and opened his

mouth to speak, but remained as if spell-bound by

the man's audacity. One simultaneous shriek burst

from the ladies, and young Mrs. Esmond fainted

away in her chair. As for Uncle Harry, stout and

stubborn as he was, he reeled back some paces till

the Dean caught him by the arm,—every drop of

blood forsook his cheek, and his eyes rested with a

wild and haggard stare on the face now exposed

to view by the removal of the caubeen.

Before another word was spoken, the parlor door

opened, and a servant appearing, said that the old

man of the Rock, and a woman he had with him,

wanted to see his honor on very particular business.

" Let them go to—Halifax !" cried Mr. Esmond,

his rage concentrating on the unhappy man who
stood so unblushingly before him.

" You'd best let them in," said Pierce coolly, " I

fc'lieve it's comin' to lodge information agin me the
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woman is—to let you know where you'll find Jerry

Pierce 1"

" Silence !" roared Mr. Esmond, and he motioned

to the servant to show Bryan and Cauth into the

office.

" Why not have them in here, Harry ?" said Miss

Esmond.
" Ay ! that's always the way with you women !"

snapped her brother, "you want to see and hear

everything !"

" Well ! I confess," said Dean McDermott, " I was

just going to make the same request; however, if

you have any particular objection "

" None in the world, Dean ! though I really can-

not understand why any of you should wish to have

these old people brought in, you shall be gratified

by a sight of them. Show them in, Dick I Mr.

Moran, have the goodness to send word to the bar-

rack for Captain Dundas to send some men im>

mediately !"

"We"! if it's plasin' to your honor," said Pierce

twirling his hat between his hands, and looking at

it sheepishly, " I uxnild wish to have the business

settled as soon as convanient—-in regard to the re-

ward that's promised for the takin' of Jerry Pierce !

,J

The ladies, more than ever disgusted by the man's

audacious hardihood, raised their hands and eyes in

horror, and uttered exclamations of terror and

amazement, with the exception of young Mrs. Es
mond, who, having somewhat recovered, stood up,
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and taking Mary Hennessy's arm, prepared to leaY-6

the room, carefully avoiding the sight of Pierce.

Moran, as if forgetful of the important commission

given him, stood motionless in his place—Uncle

Harry, between rage and astonishment, found him-

self incapable of uttering a word—Dean McDermott
stood -with folded arms watching the unhappy cri-

minal from between his half-closed eyelids with an

undefined expression of intense interest. As Mrs.

Esmond passed him with tottering steps, he calmly

and quietly laid his hand on her arm and said in a

significant tone:

" I think you had better remain I"

" Oh Dean ! I cannot—I cannot—it would kill me
—indeed, indeed it would !—oh ! my God !" and she

burst into a passionate flood of tears, " to think of

me being in the same room with the murderer of my
darling, darling Harry !"

" But sure you're not, Mrs. Esmond dear !—sure

you're not in the same room with him. at all !" It

was Pierce himself that spoke, and his voice was

broken and tremulous.

" Oh! the murdherin' villain, hear to what he says \
n

oiied Cauth from the corner where she and Bryan

had placed themselves, :
* the murdherin' villain! isn't

it a wondher the earth doesn't open an' swallow him

up afther tellin' that black lie, an' his reverence to

the fore, an' the poor mistress ?"

" Silence !" cried again the stern voice of Mr. Es
mond, " leave the wretch to me I"
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"Well, but your honor, Mr. Esmond" persisted

Ca,uth, c< doesn't the whole counthry know he done

the deed ? An' didn't I come here myself a purpose

to let you know that I seen him last night on the

Rock above ? An' wouldn't I a-travelled every fut

o' the road to Dublin, an' back again to prove agin

him, the unlucky vagabone ?"

Mr. Esmond was turning fiercely on Bryan to 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 change that had come

over his niece. From the moment that Pierce spoke

those strange words, she had stood as if transfixed,

her soft hazel eyes dilating with wonder as they

penetrated farther and deeper into the soul of the

supposed murderer of her husband, through the big

bold eyes that never quailed a moment under that

searching glance, but seemed rather to invite it.

There the two stood—face to face—immoveable

—

mute as statues—gazing into each other's eyes,

whilst nor word, nor breath from any of the specta-

tors broke the awful silence. At last Mrs. Esmond
drew a long s^gh, like one recovering from a swoon,

her pale lips opened, and some broken, tremulous

words were faintly heard

:

" Do you mean to say, Jerry Pierce ! that you are

not the murderer of my husband?"

And Pierce answered with the same unshrinking

confidence—"I do, Mrs. Esmond! That's what I

mane to say an' I take God to witness this blessed
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day, an' sure His beautiful bright sun is goin' down
there behind the mountains," he raised his arm
solemnly and held it aloft, " that what I say is truth

an' no lie 1"

" Great God ! is it possible ?" cried Miss Esmond
"Dear! dear I" said her sister-in-law. Mary Hen-

nessy said nothing, she was too much intent on

watching the principal actors in the deeply-exciting

scene. Moran rested his hand on the back of a

chair, in a position to examine Pierce's countenance,

himself partially hidden by the goodly bulk of Mr.

Esmond. The latter stood trembling like an aspen

leaf with the fierce passion that was brewing within

him.

" Then you didn't murder him, Jerry Pierce ?" said

the widow in softening accents; "you didn't mur-

der your good master?"

" If you don't b'lieve me, ma'am !" said Pierce, the

tears choking his utterance, " ask his reverence there

—I'll engage he doesn't misdoubt my word !"

Almost involuntarily every eye was turned on the

Dean, and Mrs. Esmond in particular fixed an anxious

look on his benevolent face where some deep emo-

tion was setting every muscle in motion.

" I believe him, Mrs. Esmond !" said the venerable

man with that calm dignity which never forsook him;

" I believe in mv heart he tells you what is true !"

" / don't believe him then," cried Mr. Esmond
vehemently; "I'd as soon believe the father of lies

f

that was a murderer from the beginning !" His voice
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was hoarse, and his face livid with rage. " I tell you

both, he's an incarnate fiend, that same Jerry Pierce
5

and it's burned he ought to be—burned instead of

hanged. But hanged he'll be, if there's law or jus-

tic, in Tipperary ! I'd—I'd hang him myself if there

was no one else to do it ! I would, by ——" the

oath that was on his foaming lips never passed them

—it died away, unspoken, beneath the stern glance

of the Dean.

" Well ! all I can say is this, Mr. Esmond," said

Pierce, in a firm, manly tone, " that if you knew but

all, you'd be the last man alive to say that of Jerry

Pierce."

" What do you mean, you villain ?" thundered the

enraged magistrate.

Here the elder Mrs. Esmond uttered an exclama-

tion of surprise, and looked significantly at Moran.
" I mane this, your honor ! that only for poor Jerry

Pierce—villain an' all as he is, you wouldn't be here

now to call him so, but moulderin' away in the vault

above beside my poor dear master, God rest his soul

in glory !"

" This is more of your atrocious lies !" cried Mr.

Esmond; "do you take me for a fool, you scoun-

drel?"

" Well I don't, Mr. Esmond, bekase them that 'id

buy your honor for a fool, 'id be apt to lie a long

lime out o' their money. Howsomever, you ought to

remember me of all people, for if I hadn't been out

on my thramp the night your horse wanted to put
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you an' the mistress in the quarry beyant, an' one

that wasn't a horse, but a poor heartbroken man,

had a pistol in his hand at the limekiln^ I'm thinkin

it's little trouble the world 'id be to you now. An
listen hither, Mr. Esmond !" he added «]owly and

emphatically, " that pistol was the very one that shot

your nephetv—the light of heaven, to his soiil !—an'

the same hand that pulled the trigger that black an'

dismal night, was going to pull it then, an' would,

too, Mr. Esmond ! only for the voice that said c lie-

member /' and that voice was Jerry Pierce's !"

Various exclamations of astonishment escaped the

listeners ; the younger Mrs. Esmond alone remain

ing silent. She had sank on a chair opposite Pierce,

and sat with her hands clasped and her head bowed

down beneath the crushing load of newly-revived

sorrow.

" Do you hear that, Mrs. Esmond !•" whispered

Mary Hennessy. " You see it wasn't poor Pierce

that did it, after all
!"

"I heard it, Mary! I heard it," she listlessly re-

plied, " but it makes little difference to me who did

it. Some one did it—that's certain !"

For several moments Mr. Esmond and Jerry

Pierce stood looking at each other—in silence—the

one with a look of blank amazement, in which a

certain tinge of incredulity was strangely mingled

—the other with the same unshrinking confidence

with which he had before confronted the widowed

wife of young Harry Esmond. The Dean and Mo
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ran exchanged significant glances intimating to

each other the prudence of keeping silent for the

present

When the old man spoke again his face was palei

than its wont, and there was a husky tone in his

voice, yet he labored hard to keep up his usual

sternness of voice and mien. " I know it doesn't

hurt you much," said he, u to trump up a story "

" Harry !" said his wife, suddenly breaking si-

lence, " he didn't trump up that story, anyhow,—he

saved our lives that night as true as he's standing

there. I suspected as much the moment he came

into the room in that costume, and I would know
among a thousand the tone of the voice that uttered

that word c Remember /' for it has rungjn my ears

ever since, sleeping and waking !"

"And who was he," resumed Mr. Esmond, in

the same half-incredulous tone, as if scarcely notic-

ing the interruption, " who was he that, according

to your showing, would have made away with ano-

ther of the Esmonds? You are not going to keep

his secret, are you?"

There was a long pause, during which the heavy

features of Jerry Pierce were convulsed as by some

inward struggle, Every ear was strained to catch

the answer, every eye was fixed on the man's face

«—even Henrietta Esmond had started into sudden

animation as the important question reached her

ear, and she leaned eagerly forward with her very

soul in her eyes. Moran and the Dean shifted their
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positions so as to get a fuller view of Pierce's coun

tenance, but neither spoke.

Slowiy at last spoke Jerry Pierce, and his lips

and his cheeks were ashen white as he hissed out

the name of Tim Murtha, then covered his face with

his hands as though to conceal the shame of that

moment.
" Tim Murtha !" was repeated from mouth to

mouth in tones of horror and disgust, while each

one looked into their neighbor's face to read the

effect of the announcement.

"Take care how you answer me, fellow!" said

Mr. Esmond, speaking with difficulty, some strange

emotion quivering in his frame ;
" are you sure

—

sure it was Tim Murtha ?"

" As sure as I am that there's a God in heaven !"

answered Pierce, solemnly and reverently.

" Dean !—or you, Moran ! question him !" said

the old man in a choking voice, " I—I can't go on

with it 1" and he sat down beside his niece.

The Dean motioned to Moran to speak, for even

he was more agitated than he care*! to show. Mo-

ran bowed assent.

" Then we are to infer from what you say," said

he, " that it was Tim Murtha who shot young Mr.

Esmond ?"

a Wisha! God pity him an' me, it was, sir!"—and

the tears came trickling from between the big, hard,

sinewy fingers that still covered Pierce r

s agonised

face
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Moran raised his hand gently to enjoin silence on

the listeners.

" And what motive," said he, " induced him to

perpetrate so foul a murder ? What ill feeling

could he have against Mr. Esmond ?"

Here Mr. Esmond raised himself in his chair, and

fixed a look of searching scrutiny on Pierce. And
Pierce, before he answered, turned a deprecating,

almost a compassionate look on the old man.

" He had no motive, at all, in killin' him, Mr.

Moran !" he slowly replied, " nor no ill-will that

ever man had,—an' he no more meant to kill him

that night than he did to kill me or you !"

" Great God ! how was it then?"
" He mistook him for another !"

' Ha !" cried Miss Esmond, starting to her feet,

" I knew it—I knew that no one ever meant to kill

our darling Harry I"

" Glory be to God !" cried Cauth, advancing a

step or two from her corner.

Still the widow stirred not, nor did Mr. Esmond.
" But how—how

—

V said Moran, after an embar-

rassed pause, " how did—such a mistake occur ?"

Jerry Pierce avoided looking at Mr. Esmond,

though he felt that his piercing glance was on him,

reading his very soul.

" It was the horse he rode—an' the name he had

—that caused his death—an' saved another !"

" Merciful Heaven !" cried Aunt Martha, as hei

own secret misgivings, and the often-hinted suspi-
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cions of her sister-in-law were thus to the letter

justified.

Moran came to a dead pause—turned a troubled,

anxious look on Mr. Esmond, and seemed as if un*

certain whether he oughtHo continue.

" Go on !" said Mr. Esmond, rightly interpreting

his hesitation.

" Pardon me, Mr. Esmond !" said the kind-hearted

lawyer, " would it not be better—to postpone the

further hearing of this strange and mournful tale ?"

" Go on, I tell you !" was the stern reply. " Ask
him how it happened ? It will all be soon known to

the whole country !"

" You hear what Mr. Esmond says," said Moran,

addressing Pierce.

" I do, sir, an' if he wants to hear it, I'll tell it,

though I'd sooner not." But still he hesitated

—

looked askance at young Mrs. Esmond—wiped his

eyes with the sleeve of his coat—coughed—looked

again—then fairly burst out crying, and said as

well as he could for the choking in his throat

:

u There's no use tryin' any more—I can't do it—an*

the mistress to the fore !—I can't—it 'id kill her

head, so it would !"

Mrs. Esmond raised her head and looked at him
with a ghastly smile, as she replied—"No fear of

that, Pierce !—it is pretty hard to kill me

!

—and I

must hear what—what you have to tell, one day or

another, so in God's name tell it now while I am
able to listen."
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Here the tramp of marching men was heard out-

side, the parlor door was opened stealthily and the

cadaverous visage of Ned Murtha made its appear-

ance, followed by his lank body. He looked at no

one, seemed to think of no one but Jerry Pierce

who stood near the door, and to him he whispered

in a tone of horror and alarm

—

" The peelers, Jerry !—the peelers is without an'

Sargint Kellett !"

"Well! what o' that?" said Pierce, though his

cheek blanched at the dreaded name. "Didn't I

know they'd be takin' me, an' didn't I give myself

up?"

"Sure I know, Jerry dear! I know—but—och

!

och ! Lord help us !"

" Leave the room, sir !" cried Mr. Esmond sternly,

" how dare you come in here unbidden."

" Perhaps it were well to let him remain," suggest-

ed Moran, " we may want him."

" Humph ! want him !" growled the surly old man,

not in dissent, however,—" go on you, Pierce !—Mr
Informer ! I suppose we may call you now—giving

up your associate in crime to save your own worth

less life—eh?"

The evil spirit was coming back on him, and Pierce

glared on him like a tiger preparing for a spring

Fire flashed from his eyes, and his face was suffused

with a burning glow. Words sharp and bitter were

on his lips, when young Mrs. Esmond rose, and ap
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proaching him, to the surprise of all present laid ht?r

hand on his arm.

" Pierce," said she, " there's something telling me
that you have spoken truly in denying the murder

of my poor husband—if you were not accessory to

it, tell us, I beseech you, what you know about it,

and how you came to know it
!"

" I will, ma'am, as I have God to face, I'll tell you

all about ii !" said Pierce more firmly than before, as

though braced up to greater hardihood by the wan-

ton attack of Mr. Esmond

—

"I said before that it wasn't my poor master Tim
Murtha meant to kill, but "

" But his uncle ?" put in Mr. Esmond with a bitter

sneer.

" You've jist guessed it, Mr. Esmond !" said Pierce

turning on him almost fiercely ;
cl

it was his uncle

an' nobody else. An' if the truth was known, maybe

it was no great wonder. Anyhow, the whole coun-

try knew that Tim had it in for you, an' maybe more

than Tim, for that matter 1"

"Villain! scoundrel!" cried Mr. Esmond, start-

ing up in a rage.

"Take it aisy now, Mr. Esmond I" said Pierce

coolly and with an impressive motion of his hand,

" if you want to hear the story before I'm taken off

to jail. Don't be callin' people sich ugly names till

you know whether they desarve it or not ! I said

every one knew that Tim had it in for you, an' I wag

Uyin' all I could to put the evil thought out of hia
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head, but jist as soon as I'd get him persuaded to

lave it all in the hands o' God, Mr. Esmond here was

sure to do something to stir up his blood worse

than ever ? '

The old gentleman was again breaking in with a

fierce objurgation, but the Dean layiug his hand on

his arm, begged him to remain quiet, or that other-

wise they might as well give up hopes of hearing

the sad details.

" He never got right over that hurt," resumed

Pierce, " an' so he wasn't able to work, an' there

was nothing for it but to go out an' take to the

road at onst, an' when himself an' the child her 'id

be goin' their rounds he met Mr. Esmond of an odd

time, an' though he never asked him for anything

—he'd scorn to do it—still he always gave him the

height of abuse an' called him a l lazy dog,' and all

sich names, an' many's the time he threatened to

horsewhip him—till at last he had the poor fellow

most beside himself, an' he said the two o' them

couldn't live any longer, that one 0' them must die!

Well, afther that, sure myself was night an' day on

the watch for fear he'd have the misfortune to do

it, an' things wore round till that unlucky day that

the poor masther went to Rose Lodge "

"Merciful Heaven!" cried young Mrs. Esmond,
" he went at my urgent request to warn his uncle of

the danger to which he was exposed."

" I know that, Mrs. Esmond ! It was Cauth there

that told you of it—and Cauth can tell you whc^ told
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ker, and put her up to tell you."

" Well ! sure enough it was your four bones, Jerry

Pierce !" said Cauth with a groan, " there's no de-

liyin' that, anyhow 1"

" An' I was watchin' Tim all that day," went on

Jerry, " an' havin} others watchin' him, too, both

him and ould Mr. Esmond, ay ! an' the young mas-

ter, too, for some way or another I had a fear over

me about him, though I couldn't tell what it was

for, or how it came. At last, when it was wearin'

on near evenin', I made up my mind that I wouldn't

stand it any longer, but Id go to Tim an' get him to

go with me, himself an' the childher, to some other

part o' the counthry, where I'd work for them all,

an' keep poor Tim out of the way of doing the bad

that was in his heart to do.'
1

" An' that was the object of your leaving, Jerry f"

said Mrs. Esmond in a tremulous voice.

•' Surely it was, ma'am ! but as I said, there was

something over me, and when I hard that the

master, God rest him ! was goin' to Rose Lodge,

well do you know but my flesh began to creep, an'

I went out to Mulligan, an' says I to him, * Tom ! I'm

afeard there's something bad goin' to happen !' and

Mulligan laughed at me, an' says he

—

( I have to go

in to give the bit of this bridle a rub, for it isn't as

bright as I'd wish, an' do you be gettin' the roan

saddled while I'm away, for you see the master's in

a hurry,' ( I will,' says I, an' sure enough I tried tc

do it, but somehow I was so through-other in my
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lelf, an' my hands was tremblm* to that degree that

I couldn't get on as I'd wish, an' when Tom came in

a great hurry to take out the roan, he was as mad

as a March hare when he found I hadn't it done, an'

I b'lieve it's angry enough the poor master was at

havin' to wait so long. Well! he got off, any-

how, an' afther I went in an' said some words to the

misthress before I'd go, I went off as fast as my legs

'id carry me towards the Lodge. Not a sight o'

Tim could I see up or down, an' there I kep walkin'

backwards an' forwards along the road near the

Lodge, sometimes takin' to the fields for fear any

one 'id notice me, till at last it came on night, an

then says I to myself, 'Ae'll not be goin' out the

night, I'm thinkin', when he wasn' t out before ; an

sure there's no danger of my master, anyhow,' so

with that I was makin' the best o' my speed to Larry

Mulquin's, where I had a little business o' my own,

when, jist as I got to Mr. Elliott's gate "

Here a singular interruption took place, the na-

ture of which we will describe in our next chapter.

At the window again appeared Mabel, chanting still

the tragic fate of " The Croppy Boy :"

<! FWh b nod red pounds tkeo she would lay down,

For to see me walkin' thro' Wexford town.******
Farewell, father, an* mother, too,

Sister Mary I have but yon "

" Och wirra ! there's the peelers I" and with an un

earthly scream of terror she fled like a lapwing.



400 THE HERMIT OF THE ROOK

CHAPTER XX.

WHO KILLED MR. ESMOND.

Jerry Pierce had just reached the most critical

point of his narrative, as we have seen, when loud

voices were heard in the hall, the door was flung open

and an old woman in a red cloak planted on the

Hoor, first herself, then her staff, with angry deter-

mination , and a fierce exultation that was explained

by the sheepish look of a servant in livery, who had

been vainly endeavoring to keep the dame from en-

tering the parlor.

u Be off wid yourself now !" cried she, turning and

shaking her stick at him, " you don't know what it is

to anger me—but I'll make you know it, afore you're

many days oulder !—be off now, when I bid you !"

and she slammed the door in his face, then turned

again and faced the company, her two hands resting

on her stick, and her keen old eyes peering sharply

from under her deep hood.

" Where's Jerry Pierce ?" said she, li I want Jerry

Pierce !"

" Here I am, Vanithee !" said Pierce, close beside

her ; " what's wrong wid you ?"

" There's nothing wrong wid me w she said, draw-
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fng close to him, and looking up in his face with an

undefinable expression of interest, " but there's every-

thing wrong wid you, an' I come to stand your friend,

"bekase I know you want one. What are they all

doin' here ? an' what's the peelers doin' there

abroad ? They didn't take you, did they ?"

" No, but I took myself, Vanithee !—I gave myself

up!"
" God help you, then, for it's you was the foolish

man to do it !—you'll be sorry for it, mind I tell

you, an' I often tould it to you before. But, past

counsel past grace."

Here Mr. Esmond rang the bell furiously, and or-

dered the servant who appeared to remove the wo-

man immediately. Hearing that, she faced him like

a lioness

—

(< N*o, nor you'll not remove me !" she cried mimick

ing his tone. " Here I am, an' here I'll be as long as

he's in it," nodding sideways to Terry Pierce, " when

he goes 111 go, an' not till then P
" We shall see that T—tell Sergeat>t Kellett to send

in some of his men."

This soon changed the woman's tone, and she ad-

dressed herself in piteous terms to those present

—

"Oh! Mrs. Esmond, you were always good to me-
an' the poor young madam. Oh ! ma'am dear, sure

you?l\ not be hard-hearted, anyhow !—on't you put in

a word for me ?—oh Lord !—here they're comin'

—

Father McDermott, I know you're not plased witb

me, an' sure it's little wondher, God he knows, but
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Tin not so bad as they say, your reverence !—och \

take pity on a poor ould creature, an' don't let the

peelers take me !—I want to stay wid Jerry here !"

" But, ray good woman !" said the Dean kindly

but coldly, " what business have you here?—This ie

oo place for you, and you ought to know that P
1

" And sure I do know it, your reverence, sure I

do know it well—but isn't it my own son that's

here to the fore, an' the peelers abroad to take him

for murder—though he's as innocent of it as the

child unborn !"

" You his mother! you Jerry Pierce's mother ?"

was heard on every side, and no one appeared more
surprised than Jerry himself who was actually

struck dumb with amazement, and stood looking at

the woman with eyes wide distended.

The door opened, and Mr. Esmond made a sign

to the two policemen who appeared to take the old

woman from the room. Involuntarily Jerry Pierce

put his great strong arm round her, and her piteous

cry drew an earnest remonstrance from the ladies.

Dean McDermott approached Mr. Esmond, and

whispered a request that the wretched creature

might be suffered to remain, whilst Moran took

it upon himself to dismiss the policemen, telling

them to remain in the hall.

None of these movements escaped the keen eye

of the Vanithee, and as Moran passed her she whis-

pered without moving her head

—

u Come to my
house this evening after dark, and V) tell you some
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thing you'll be glad to hear !" He turned in sur

prise to look at her, but she was looking another

way.
" If you are to remain, then," said Mr. Esmond

sternly, "mind you don't open your mouth to speak

—if you do, out you go, and ofF to the black-hole."

" Long life to your honor, I'll be as quiet as a

mouse !"

Jerry Pierce was then ordered to resume his sad

tale, which he did, in these terms :

u I said I had just got to Mr. Elliott's gate, an

you all know what a dark place it is on account o'

the big trees that spreads out over the road—well

!

something put it into my head to stop a little so as

to take a look round, for the moon was jist begin-

n'in' to rise, an' it was as purty a night as ever you

seen. You'd wondher how any one could have

murdher in their heart sich a night as that, but,

ochone ! the divil cares little for purty nights or

purty days ! Well ! anyhow, I was only a minnit

or two standin' wid my back to one o' the gate-

pters, when I hears a horse's foot comin' das-bin
1

up the road from Rose Lodge, an' says I to my sell',

' If the master's above ground now that's himV at?.'

sure enough it was, an' didn't my heart jump to my
mouth when I seen him as plain as I see any of you

now. an' sure enough he was goin' like the wind—

'most at a gallop "

" My poor darling ! my poor Harry !" sobbed

Mrs. Esmond ; " true enough you said it * nine
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tfclock or never P " And she buried her face in hef

handkerchief. The other ladies were all in tears.

" Jist as he passed me," resumed Jerry, " I hard

a voice among the trees sayin'

—

( There's the roan

now, an' Harry Esmond—but stop! stop! it's young

Harry !' The last words came too late—a shot was

fired at the sound of the name—and before I could

get out a word I hard my poor master sayin'

—

( My
God ! I'm killed !' and he fell sideways off the horse

—but he didn't fall on the ground—I cotched him in

my arms !"

Here poor Jerry's voice failed him, and, after

many ineffectual efforts to master his emotion, he

burst into tears and cried as if his heart would

break. No one spoke—the mighty grief of some,

the deep sympathy of others, the compassion of

others, kept all silent.

At last Pierce spoke again, after clearing his

voice divers times

:

"The horse galloped away towards the Hall, an'

I sat down on the roadside and laid my poor mas-

ter's head up again my breast an' strove all I could

to bring him to, but sure what could /do when
death was there—all I could do was to staunch the

blood wid a bit of a handkecher I had, an', indeed,

I have that same handkecher away in a little box

wid his blood on it—the Vanithee can tell you that

—an' I mane to keep it, too, though it's a poor

keepsake, but it's all the keepsake poor Jerry

Pierce has. Well ! while I was sittin* there, afeard
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to lave him for fear there might still be a chance

of him comin' to, who should start out to me but

Tim Murtha, an' he says to me, ' why, sure, sure, it

isn't your master 'id be in it?' an' says I to him.

'its nobody else that's in it, God look down on his

poor wife this night, an' the little weeny cratures

he left afther him !—an' God forgive them that

spilled his blood ! for it's the heavy curse I'm

afeard '11 come down on them !' To tell God's

truth, poor Tim was as much troubled as I was in

a manner, an' he didn't attempt to deny that it was

him done it, but all the satisfaction I could get out

of him was that it was ould Harry Esmond he

meant to shoot

—

( but, do you think is he dead ?'

says he, leanin' over him. ' As dead as a door-nail/

says I, ' God help us all this night !' ' Amen !' says

he, 'amen! an' sure God he knows I'd sooner be

iyin' there where he is, this night, than to think I'd

have the hard fortune to shoot kirn ! But och

!

ooh ! it was all the faut of that unlucky bird, Thady
Mulrooney, that I set to watch for the ould chap

—

(don't be vexed at me, Mr. Esmond ! I'm only sayin

what he said)' ' But,' says I, 'you misfortunate

man, didn't you know the master was at Rose
Lodge, an' that it wasn't likely the ould gentleman

'id be goin' to the Hall at that hour o' the night ?'

( Well !' says he, ' I declare to you, Jerry Pierce, I

didn't know your master was at the Lodge, how-
ever I chanced to miss seein' him, an' the groom at

the Lodge tould Thady, an' him ladin' the roan up
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an' down, that Mr. Esmond was goin' to the Hall^

an' Thady never thought of askin' which he meant

—knowin' well thai the roan didn't belong to

young Mr. Esmond, sure myself never misdoubted

but it was the ould lad was goin', an' I thought I'd

do the business at onst an' have it over.'
"

Here the widow's emotion became so violent that

she was taken from the room by Mary Hennessy and

Aunt Martha, both of whom soon returned, as she

begged to be left alone.

"Go on with what you were saying!" said Mr.

Esmond sharply, " we have no time to wait for your

crocodile tears to dry !—go on, I say I"

"Ah you ould rap!" muttered the Vaniihee be-

tween her teeth, "it's a pity it wasn't you was in it,

an' not your nevy !"

"Now, I'll tell you what it is, Mr. Esmond I" said

Pierce with manly firmness, "if you don't keep your

tongue off me, I'll keep my mouth shut, an' you may
bring in the peelers as soon as you like." .

" Pray, go on, Pierce !" said Dean McDermott^

anxious to prevent Mr. Esmond from speaking the

still harder words that were on his lips.

" I will, your reverence, when you bid me," said

Pierce, "but I wouldn't do it for him. Anyhow,
there isn't much more to tell. I was tryin' hard to

get Tim away before any one 'id come, but someway
or another I couldn't get him insensed into the danger

of stayin' there ; he was so stupified when he seen

what he had done, an' that Mr. Esmond wasn'*
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comin' to, that you might as well talk to a big stone,

an' I was most out o' my mind wid grief an' trouble,

dreadin' every minnit that somebody 'id come, an

catch the misfortunate man, an' still watchin' for

some one to help to take the poor master home,

God only knows what I went through in that little

while, till Tom Mulligan an' Barney Breen came up

on the look-out for Mr. Esmond. They were passin'

us by, as one or two others did before, on account

o J the dark shadow of the trees over where we were,

when I called out to them, an 7 they came over, an'

och ! och ! but there's where the cryin' an' clappin'

of hands was, when they found the poor master that

we all had our hearts in, lyin' there dead—dead

—

dead in my arms. An' when they asked who done

it, at all, sure myself, thinkin' to screen poor Tim,

said I didn't know, that it was somebody from be-

hind the fence, what do you think of Tim but he

spoke out, an' said—'Now, don't be tellin' lies, Jerry

Pierce !—you know well enough who done it ! It

was me? says he to Tom, ' I'm the unlucky poor cra-

ture that shot him—thinkin' it was the ould fellow I

had, on account o' the horse,—i" shot him, an' I'm

willm* to die for doin' it, for hangin' is too good for

me!' 'YouUl not die now, then,' says Tom Mulli

gan back to him, ' I see plain enough that it wasn't

him you meant to shoot, an', anyhow, it wouldn't

bring him back to life. So go off wid yourself, now
wa* quit the country as fast as you can, you poor, un-

fortunate man—God forgive you this night, for you've
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done a bad deed—but I'm not the man to prove agia

you when I see you're troubled enough.' Barney

Breen said the same, an' between us we persuaded

Tim to go off an' hide somewhere till we'd see how
things 'id go. c Och ! och !' says he, goin' away, * if

it was only the ould fellow was in it what 'id I care

—what 'id I care—but him of all men—him that was

so good an' kind to every one !' Well ! sure Tom
Mulligan wanted me to go back home wid them, but

I tould him what I had in my mind in regard to

doin' for my sister's poor little orphans, an' that now
they'd need some one to do for them more than ever

they did, on account of their father bavin' to go away

from them altogether.' < But,' says Tom, c if you

don't come home,' says he, l an' if you keep out o'

sight that a-way, how do you know but it's yourself

they'd be suspectin' ?' ' Is it me ?' says I,
(

is it any-

body suspect me of shootin' my own master, an' the

best master, too, that ever a poor boy had ?—oh

!

bedad, Tom,' says I,
l there's nobody 'id be fool

enough to think o' that.' 'I don't know,' says he,

shakin' hi« head. So then I ups an' I tells him how
I wanted to screen poor Tim on account o' the

childher, an' made him an' Barney promise that they'd

never let on that they knew anything at all about

who fired the shot, or how it happened, until I'd give

them lave. Tom was mighty loath to promise, but

at last he did. And then he says to Barney

—

'Barney !' says he, * run across the fields there to Jack

Phelan'g an' tell them what has happened, an' let

\
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Ihern bring the wheel-car wid some straw an' a quilt

or something over it. Och, wirra ! wirra !' says he,

4 but it's the poor home-comin' for the master, the

glory of heaven to his sowl this night!' So with

that we hard some of the others that were out on

the sareh comin' up the road, an' I got away into the

wrood, afore any more o' them 'id see me. Sure

enough, next day the whole country side had it that

it was Jerry Pierce shot Mr. Esmond, an' though it

was worse than death for me to lie under sich a

black deed,—an' to have people cursin' an' hatin' me
for a murder I had no more to do with than the

priest of the parish, still I made up my mind, ay ! an'

I swore it, too, that I'd never make any one the wiser

for what I knew myself, an' that I'd get away out

o' the country as soon as I could, if Tim 'id only stay

wid the childher, an' keep his own saycret. It was
hard to get Tim argued into it, but, still I did, my-
self an' Ned Murtha, my cousin there, an' Tim's

cousin, too,—an' he can tell you as well as myself

that it's God's truth I'm tellin' ye all 1"

" An' sure I can, Jerry !" blubbered Ned, his eyes

streaming over; " an' sure Mr. Moran, long life to

him ! can bear witness that I gave him a hint of it

when he wanted me to make out the warrant for

you, Jerry ! But I wouldn't make it out, Jerry ! I

couldn't write a line of it, if I was torn in pieces for

ft, bekase I knew it 'id be a black sin, an' a burnin'

ghame !"

"I remember your strange conduct very well,
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Ned !" said Moran kindly, " and even the hint you

speak of—a hint that often puzzled me then and

after. So, Jerry ! you got Tim persuaded to keep

his secret and remain in the country, but how did it

happen that you remained yourself, too, as it appears

you did ?"

" Well ! I'll jist tell you that, sir !" Pierce promptly

replied. " Somehow or another I always had a sort

of a notion that God would see me rightified in His

own good time, an' there was some I didn't care to

lave behind me"—here he began twirling the cau-

been again, " an' another thing, Mr. Moran ! that

made me stay here wid my neck in the halther was

the black thought that was still in Tim Murtha's

mind." He glanced at Mr. Esmond, and saw that

there was a thunder-cloud on bis brow and a livid

lightning in his eyes. But still he went on

—

"I have tould ye already how I saved Mr. Es-

mond's life twice in one night, but I didn't tell ye

that there was another night, when he knew nothing

about it, that he was jist as near death as he was

that night, only for one that dashed the pistol out

of Tim Murtha's hand, an' knocked himself down

—

that was me again, an' it happened the very night,

Mr. Moran ! that you were part of the way wid his

honor there comin' from Dr. Henressy's in Cashel,

till you turned off from him at the cross-roads."

Here looks of surprise and consternation wer«

exchanged between Esmond and Moran, but neither

Bpoke, and Jerry went on—" God himself onlj
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knows how grieved I was for the poor masther, an1

the mistress, an' her little orphans. I was walkin*

round an' round the outside o' the house, like a

ghost, the first night o' the wake, watchin' my op-

portunity to slip in an' get a sight of him before

he'd be put in the coffin, an' at last I ventured

in
"

" Liar !" cried Mr. Esmond furiously, " you im-

pose on our indulgence in listening so long to your

lying story !"

"I'm no liar," said Jerry proudly, " an' I think

there's one in this room that seen me there that

night !"

Here Bryan Cullenan advanced, and placing him-

fielf between Mr. Esmond and Pierce, raised his

hand solemnly and said

—

"Before God, Mr. Esmond ! I tell you he speaks

the truth. I was kneelin' beside the bed that time
when the quality all went into the other room
abroad, when Jerry Pierce came in wid the cape of

his coat over his head, an' stood a little while lookin'

at the corpse, an' heavy grief was on him, I could

see that, though the life was most scared out o' my-
self, an' me takin' him for a sperit till I got sight of

his face at his off-goin':~an' another thing I can tell

you, Mr. Esmond ! that Jerry Pierce went to the

Island an' made his station there for the benefit of

his poor master's sowl. Now what do you think

of that?"
u I think you're an old fool to believe it, that's all!*
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" Mr. Esmond !" said Dean McDermott, " it is not

for me to say whether a man is guilty or innocent,

when I only know him in the confessional, but I can

certify that Jerry Pierce did go to Loch Derg this

summer, and with the very intention Bryan has just

stated !"

" Wisha, glory he to God !" cried Cauth again from

her corner, and she clasped her hands and looked

upwards.

"Now!" said the Vanithee, with an exulting nod

and a fierce look at Mr. Esmond, "there's a nut for

you to crack ! Liar, inagh ! it's yourself is the liar

to say it to one that never tould a lie—never! never!"

With difficulty the excited old woman was silenc-

ed, by the pitying kindness of the Dean and Mr. Mo-
ran ; as for Esmond, he looked from one to the other

with a glazed and half-conscious stare that was more
frightful than his previous burst of passion.

" And do you really mean to say, Pierce ?" said

Moran very earnestly, " that you have borne for so

long a time the shame and the obloquy of such a

crime, merely to screen the father of your sister's

children ?"

" That's what I say, Mr. Moran ! an' as I have God
to face, I say the thruth !"

" And were you never tempted to betray him all

that time—or rather to clear yourself?"

" God knows I was, many an' many's the time !—

.

he had an ugly way \vid him of late, poor Tim had,

an' he'd say things to me that 'id cut me to the very
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heart—but then I forgave him, for I knew it was the

trouble that done it all. The night he tore the things

off his dead child bekase Mrs. Esmond gave them, 1

was mad enough to kill him "

" How ? what ?" cried Mr. Esmond ;
" what's that

you say ?"

Mrs. Esmond by a look and a sign warned Pierce

to give no explanation on that point, but Mr. Esmond
imperiously repeated his question, and whilst Pierce

was hesitating, looking from one to the other, uncer-

tain how to act, the Vanithee burst into a wild and

rapid description of the awful scene, calling on Ned
Murtha to verify her account, which he did. The
hearing of this strange tale of deadly passion had a

different effect on Mr. Esmond from what his wife,

at least, expected. During the recital he slood with

his eyes cast down, his chest heaving, and the mus-

cles of his face working after a strange fashion

—

when the cracked voice of the fairy-woman ceased,

and Ned Murtha had confirmed her wondrous tale,

the old man sank heavily in his chair, and heaved a

long deep sigh, then closed his eyes wearily.

Meanwhile Moran hastened to finish the examina-

tion, if such it could be called. He suddenly as-

sumed a sternness little usual with him, and said to

Pierce

—

" And are we to understand that after all this

forbearance and patient endurance you have, at

length, made up your mind to turn king's evidence

against Tim Murtha, and give the gallows its due?"
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Pierce's face was crimson in a moment. He
turned on Moran with the fierceness of a roused

lion, while the aged crone at his side laughed loud

in scorn

" Mr. Moran," said Pierce, " you're a gentleman,

an' I'm only a poor man, a very poor man—you can

say what you like to me, so, but it's aisy seen you

don't know much about me, or you wouldn't say

the likes o' that. No, sir ! I'm not turnin' king's

evidence, for only I know that Tim Murtha is out

of the reach of the law, it isn't here I'd be now."
" Why, where is Tim Murtha? 1 '

" Oh bedad, sir, that's more than I can tell," said

Pierce with a grim smile, (i but anyhow he's where

the peelers can't catch him "

" Why, surely, the man is not dead, is he ?"

" He is, sir,—as dead as ever you or I'll be—he

died last night, of the faver—an' more by token—he

left it on me before he died, that I'd come this very

day an' give myself up, an' tell all about the mur-

der. The Vanithee here, that says she's my mother,

though I never knew I had a mother livin', which is

remarkable—but I suppose she knows best—any-

how, her an' Ned Murtha was to the fore when—
when Tim died."

" That Tim Murtha is dead," said Mary Hennessy,

" I can bear witness, for Miss Markham and myself,

were conducted yesterday evening by this good

woman whom Pierce calls the Vanithee, to her little

cottage on Gallows Hill, where the poor fellow had
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died a little before in the greatest misery and desti-

tution." Here Mr. Esmond groaned audibly and

moved uneasily in bis chair.

" And do you mean to say, Jerry," said Mr.

Moran, " that you would never have given informa-

tion against Murtha had he still lived ?"

" Is it me, Mr. Moran ?" and Pierce turned on

him with a flashing eye and a burning cheek, " is it

me give information against my sister's husband,

and the father of her poor little orphans ?—No, not

if I was to be hung myself for the murdher,—an'

sure that same was what I laid out for myself, an'

nothing else !"

" And vou were content to bear all the shame of

so foul a crime, rather than betray the real culprit?"

" Well ! I'll not say I was content, your honor !

—

oh ! bedad I wasn't content at all, for it went to my
very heart to have e'er a one, an' especially the poor

dear mistress, thinkin' me guilty of sich a crime—me
of all men livin'—but still I'd ravther lie under it

than have poor Kate's little ones left without their

father. That was the short an' the long of it, an' I'd

have died without ever lettin' on who done it."

"Then you would have died with a lie in your

mouth ?" It was the Dean who spoke this.

" No, your reverence, I wouldn't—but Pdhave kept

my mouth shut, an' then I'd tell neither lies nor truth,

But in regard to Mr. Esmond—that's my master

—

oarrin' Mrs. Esmond herself, I'll take my book oath

on it, there wasn't one livin' that his death was so
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sore a crush to as it was to me. An' sure didn't 1

watch the vault ever since he was put into it, an

keep the grass smooth an' green on the top of it

above, an' the place all about it as clane as a new

pin ? An' didn't I say my prayers there for his poor

bowl, many an' many's the right when you were all

asleep in your beds ?"

"Poor Jerry!" said young Mrs. Esmond who had

entered just in time to hear the last words, " poor

Jerry ! how much we wronged you ! and how glad

I am to find not only that it wasn't you—one of our

own household—that—that fired the fetal shot, but

that no one ever meant to kill my dear husband. It

is true my loss is the same, but it is something—oh !

much, much, to know that he was not killed design-

edly."

" And pray, madam ! where's the difference ?' ?

cried Mr. Esmond sharply ;
" didn't the villain mean

to shoot me only he happened to shoot Harry in-

stead? Wasn't his crime all the same? Tell me
that now! But I see how it is

—

I—see—how it

is"—and his passion began to rise, "my life is of no

account amongst you—if I had been shot, as the

villain intended I should, I don't believe one of you

would have cared a rush ! Well ! here I am, you

see, in spite of the murderous crew, and for all

Jerry Pierce's fine story, I'll have blood for blood

before all's over. Now that his partner in crime is

out of the way, he thinks to get out of the scrape by

lying, but he'll find that lying won't save his neck.'
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"But if he ha8 good evidence, Mr. Esmond ?"

suggested Moran.
" He evidence !" repeated the old man scornfully

;

he has no evidence that will be worth a button

—

that I'll answer for!"

"Haven't I Tom Mulligan an' Barney Breen?

—

you're forgettin' that, Mr. Esmond ?"

Here the sound of carriage-wheels was heard

without, and Aunt Winifred, going to the window,

said—" ' Talk of

—

somebody-, and he'll appear'—

there's Tom Mulligan now, come with the carriage

for Henrietta "

" Bring him in, then, at once," said young Mrs.

Esmond.
" But do you hear, you Pierce !" said Mr. Esmond,

"not a word—not a look at Mulligan—mark me,

now!"

Pierce had only time to nod assent when the door

opened, and in came Tom Mulligan, looking con-

fused and bewildered. He had heard nothing of

what had occurred, till he drove up and saw the po-

lice at the door, then learned from a groom in an-

swer to his brief inquiry, that " Jerry Pierce was

within." That was the amount of his knowledge

when the summons to the parlor came to complete

his bewilderment. What he saw there was not cal-

culated to re-assure him. His eye fixed first on his

former fellow-servant, and he involuntarily ex-

claimed

—

" Ah then, Jerry, my poor fellow, is this the way
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wid you, at last—sure didn't I tell you how it 'id snd

if you didn't take advice?"

Pierce made no answer, but Mr. Esmond called out

in his sternest tones

—

" Never mind Fierce, but tell us what you know
of the murder of your master !"

This put Mulligan all in a tremor.

" Is it me, your honor ?—is it me know anything

of the murder ?—Lord save us an' bless us, what 'id

/know of it ?"

"Come, come, now, Mulligan! tell the truth!"

said Mr. Moran gently but firmly; "we know that

you have some knowledge of how it happened, and

we must hear it
!"

Still Mulligan spoke not—his great round eyes

vainly seeking some instruction from those of Jerry

Pierce, but Jerry Pierce took care to look every

w^ay but at him.

" Dolt !" cried Mr. Esmond, stamping on the

ground, " why do you not speak?"

"Why, then, that T mayn't sin, Mr. Esmond!"

began poor frightened Mulligan, then, by a sudden

impulse he addressed himsel'f to Jerry—" Wisha,

Jerry ! man alive ! what'll I say, at all ?"

"Tell the truth—every word of it," said Pierce

in his deep quiet voice, "as if you were goin' before

your God!

—

Tint's dead now himself, an' he laid it

on me to tell all
!"

"Tim's dead!" shouted Mulligan, much excited,

u an' they can't hang you bekase you're as innocent,
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M the child unborn—oh ! then, it's myself 'ill tell

every word of it now—an' no mistake!"

"Compose yourself now," said Dean McDermott,

"and tell us what you saw and heard the night you

went out to look—to look for your master !"

"I will, your reverence! I'll tell it word for word

as if it was at my confession I was."

He then proceeded to narrate the occurrences of

that fatal night as far as they came under his know
ledge, and his account was found to tally in every,

even the smallest particular, with that of Jerry

Pierce. With the single exception of Mr. Esmond,

all present testified their satisfaction, and openly ex-

pressed their conviction of Pierce's innocence.

True to his own harsh character, Mr. Esmond
gruffly commanded Mulligan to leave the room.

The poor fellow obeyed, not unwillingly, but very

timidly; as he closed the door he heard Pierce say

—

5

1 Mr. Esmond ! I hope you're not vexed with

Mulligan ?"

" That's my business—not yours," was the answer.
M Have you any more to say ?"

" Not a word, your honor; not a word more !"

" In that case., Moran ! you may as well tell the

sergeant to step in."

Here an angry chorus of remonstrance arose from

the ladies.

" My goodness, Harry ! you're not going to send

him to prison ?" said his wife.
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" If you do, Fll never forgive you, Harry Es

mond! never—never!" cried Miss Esmond.
11 Dear me, Mr. Esmond ! how could you think of

6uch a thing ?" from Mary Hennessy.

Henrietta Esmond arose, though with difficulty
3

from her seat, her face now pale, now flushed

—

every eye was fixed upon her as she crossed the

room in the now deepening twilight. She stopped

in front of Jerry Pierce, and then spoke in a voice

broken and tremulous as the ripple of the ocean-

wave :

" Jerry Pierce !" said she, l< as the party most

concerned in the sad story you have told—as the

widow of Harry Esmond—I think it right to assure

you that I believe every word you have spoken

—

I believe you did what you could to avert the

dread catastrophe which your fears foresaw, and

for that you will accept my heartfelt thanks. I

know, too, that but for you another Esmond would

have gone to his account as suddenly as my poor

husband—for that, too, I thank you !
—" she paused,

and Dean McDermott spoke.

c * And for the honor done our common nature by
your heroic fortitude—your generous devotion to

your guilty relative and his family,

—

I thank you,

Jerry Pierce !"—and taking his hand he shook it

warmly, whilst the tear that trembled in his eye

told the depth and sincerity of his emotion.

" Well !" said Kate Costelloe coming forward,
II if everybody thanks him for something or amy
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ther, I have to thank him for not killing the young

master, because there's one black villain less than I

thought. And Jerry Pierce, before all the quality,

I humbly ax your pardon for all I said to you, an'

all the hard names I called you this while back, an'

for comin' here a-purpose to get you taken !"

" An' was that what brought you here ?" scream-

ed the Vanithee. " Oh ! the curse o' the crows on

you for an ould rap, wasn't it enough for you to

hang——"
" Mother ! mother !" said Jerry Pierce laying his

hand on her mouth, " don't talk that way !—let the

poor woman alone—sure she was only doin' what

she thought she had a right to do—an' she would,

too, if I had been guilty, as she thought I was !—let

her alone now an' for ever !"

" I will, Jerry ! I will, aroon ! when you bid

me,"—and the crone wiped her eyes with a dilapi-

dated old apron ; " but—but—" she darted a fiery

look at Cauth, " but

—

Fll notforget it to her /"

11 Couldn't I say a word, Mr. Esmond?" inquired
Bryan timidly.

" Tes, what have you got to say ? But mind,

I've a crow to pluck with you for harboring Jerry

Pierce on the Rock when you had every reason to

suppose him guilty of horrible murder !"

u But sure I didn't suppose him guilty, Mr. Es-

mond !" said Bryan anxiously, " indeed, I didn't,

your honor! He knows himself that the first time

I got sight of him there I was frightened most
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out o' my wits, jist for fear he'd be hidin' himself

there. I followed him from place to place among
the ruins till I came on him at last, an' then he tould

me how it was—only makin' me promise that I'd

never give information again poor Tim. f rom that

out, I own I did give him the run of the Rock, an
1

I'm not sorry for it now, though I ask your honor's

pardon, Mr, Esmond ! if vou think I done wrong !"

" Humph ! I see I'm left in a minority of one," said

Mr. Esmond looking round with a scowl of defiance •

" still I'll do my duty ! Here Seargent Kellett !" that

personage had just appeared at the door, " here is

your prisoner!" pointing to Pierce, who made no

effort at resistance as the rigid policeman placed his

hand on his arm.

" Go home, mother !" said he to the old woman,
" and don't fear for me—if man is ungrateful, God is

not, and He'll protect me ! Not a word now, for my
sake, I ask it

!"

He was led away to prison in virtue of the war-

rant issued months before for his apprehension. The

party left behind were proceeding to comment on

the strange scene just witnessed, lamenting in no

measured terms that Jerry Pierce should have been

sent to prison. They were silenced by a stern " It

couldn't be helped !" from Mr. Esmond, who soon

after left the room and appeared no more that eve»
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CHAPTER XXL

PHIL MORAN TRIES HIS LUCK.

That same night when the stars were in the sky,

and the shadows deep and dark on the earth, a gen-

tleman knocked at the low door of the fairy-woman's

hut. No answer was returned. The knock was re-

peated, and, after another brief delay, the door was

opened very softly, and the stooping figure of the

Vanithee was visible by the dim light from the

crackling brambles on the hearth.

" So you came," said she, " well ! stay where you

are—there's death an' poverty inside, an' maybe the

faver, too—so don't come in." Stepping out on the

road, she closed the door after her, and moved close

up to her visitor who was no other than Phil Moran,

as the reader will probably have surmised.

'Well now, Vanithee!" said the lawyer dropping

his voice to a whisper, " what have you got to say

to me ?—or was it to me you spoke when you said
c Come to my place this evening?' I had half a

mind not to come, but still I thought I would

—

though it does seem foolish, after all."

" Foolish, inagh !" said the hag sharply, " maybe
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vou'll not think it so when you hear what I have ta

tell you, an* it's only a word or two !"

" In the name of God, what is it, then ?"

"Put down your head here, an' I'll whisper it in

your ear. You don't know who may be listeninV

Smiling to himself at the absurdity of his posi-

tion, and rather by way of humoring the old woman
than anything else, the young man bent his head to

a level with her face, and she whispered something

in his ear, then drew back and fixed her keen eyes

on his face through the gloom of the summer night

as if to mark the effect of her words.

And the effect was like magic. Moran started,

gasped for breath, and caught the hag by the arm
with a force that made her reel.

"Say that again!" he exclaimed in a thrilling

whisper, " or did I hear you right ?"

You did—an' I'll not say it again—I said it onst,

an' that's enough."

" But how—where—when—I mean how do you
know that ?"

''No matter to you how I know it! If you don't

find it true, never Mieve me again—that's all. You
put in a word for me this evenin' at the Lodge be-

low, an' I thought I'd do you a good turn. Away
wid you now from here, an' see if you don't find my
words come in true. If they do, I know you'll be
thankful to the ould Vanithee, an' I hope you'll do
what you can for that poor boy of mine."

" In any case, my good woman ! I will do that—



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. 425

bat have no fears for him—with God's help there ii

no doubt but his innocence will be established."

"God bless you for that word, anyhow!" And
dashing away the tears that were gathering in her

eyes, the old woman hobbled back into the hut, leav-

ing Moran to retrace his steps down the hill in a

state of mind very different from that in which he

ascended it.

Whether it was accident or design that led his

steps to the old house in Friar street, it is not for

me to say, but it so happened that some twenty

minutes after, Attorney Moran plied the heavy old-

fashioned knocker on Dr. Hennessy's door with such

good effect that admission was almost instantaneous)

and our friend was ushered into the parlor where, "as

luck would have it," he used afterwards to say, Mary
Hennessy sat alone with a volume of LingardV
" England" in her hand, and a cloud of some kind

shading the sunny brightness of her features.

Very natural was the inquiry " Where is Maurice?"

and no less natural was the answer

—

cc Gone to Kil-

braa, or somewhere there, on professional business.*'

But not so natural was the pause that followed, a

pause which seemed rather embarrassing to both,

though why it should be so perhaps neither could

tell.

At last Moran spoke—" Perhaps I ought to apolo-

gize, Mary—Miss Hennessy, I mean, for interrupting

your studies. May I ask what you were reading ?"

"A very sad story," said Mary, drawing a long
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breath as if much relieved, " the story of that un>

happy wife and most admirable woman, Catherine

of Arragon. What a strange fate it was that ga^e

her to that inhuman monster, Henry the Eighth 1"

« Very strange, indeed !" said Moran, so absently

that Mary smiled, but the greater his abstraction

the more rapidly she talked on, gliding from one

subject to another, in the vain hope of drawing him

into conversation on some ordinary topic. The
piano stood open, and all at once Mo ran said

—

11 It's a long time now since I heard you play, Miss

Hennessy,—-won't you play something now, pending

Maurice's return ?"

" Certainly, Mr, Moran !" was the cheerful an-

swer, though the round, rich voice trembled a very

little. Several pieces were played—noisy, showy
pieces, too, and then Mary turned with an arch

smile on her face and asked—" How do you like

that, Mr. Moran ?"

" I don't like it at all, Miss Sauce-box," said Mo-
ran laughing, " and you know that as well as I do.

Why not play some of my old favorites, and keep

those show-off affairs for those who like them ?"

" True enough, Mr. Moran, if I only could remem-
ber your favorites—what were they ?—oh ! now I

have one !" and she started off at the full speed of

her nimble fingers with " I'm the Boy for Bewitch-

ing Them !" at which Moran laughed heartily and

said, " I wish I was the boy for bewitching them—

I

know one I'd bewitch, anyhow!"
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" Is it possible ?"

" It is possible, Miss Prim ! and I have just made
ap my mind to try my luck this very night, and

know for certain what I have to expect."

" As how ?"

"As how? oh! the pretty innocent! Mary
Hennessy can't possibly guess who it is that has

stolen the heart out of Phil Moran! N"ow se-

riously, Mary," and he drew his chair nearer to the

music-stool on which she sat, " now seriously,

—

how long is this to go on ? You know as well as I

do that I love you better than I do myself, and yet

you continue to appear as innocent of the fact as-
well ! no matter what ! But human patience—even

Phil Moran's patience—can't possibly last for ever,

and I'm determined to know the worst, or the best,

before I leave this house to-night."

Mary laughed, but she blushed, too, and, besides,

her laugh was not the light, careless, ringing laugh

that was wont to come straight from her merry

heart.

"By Jove!" said Phil to himself, "the hag may

be right after all," and his eye brightened and hi&

fresh cheek grew ruddier still.

" Mary I" said he, " I know you'll not deceive me,

but give me a straight answer to a straight ques-

tion."

" I'm entirely obliged to you for your good opi-

nion, Mr. Moran !" archly said Mary, and she began
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twisting the handkerchief in her hand into varioui

comical shapes.

"You are, eh?—well! I hope you'll prove your-

self worthy of it. Now, answer ine this little ques-

tion—what do you think of Phil Moran ?"

"Why, of course, I think very well of him
v

**

laughed Mary. " He's a good fellow enough in hie

way—for an Irishman—and as a limb of the law "

" But what would you think of him for a hus-

band?" and Phil shut one eye inquisitively, and

turned his head to one side.

11 Oh ! a husband ! That is quite a different

thing ! Having never seen the gentleman in that

capacity, X am not prepared to give an opinion.
, '

" Well ! but badinage apart, Mary, I wish to know
what I am to expect at your hands. It is for you

to make me the happiest, or the most miserable of

men ? Will you share my fortunes for good or ill ?

Can you love me ?"

The color came up brighter than ever in Mary's

face, and she cast her eyes down to hide the mois-

ture that began to suffuse them.

" Mr. Moran !" she said, " if you come to speak

so seriously, I suppose I must answer you as

seriously—I do not think I can love you in the sense

to which you allude—but be content with friend-

ship and I will love you—yes ! as a brother."

" Friendship !" quoth Phil in huge disdain, " who
cares for friendship ' in the sense to which you al-

lude*—ahem ? But I'll tell you what I'll do—no.
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confound it, I can't tell it—but I'll make Tom Moore
tell it for me I" and forthwith he began singing in a

voice that was pleasant to Mary's ear, from the

many pleasant associations connected with its rich

liquid tones

—

" ' A Temple to Friendship' said Laura enchanted,
J

I'll build in this garden, the thought is divine.
1

The Temple was buiit, and she now only wanted

An mage of Friendship to place on the shrine."

4< Just like you, Mary !"

t: She flew to a sculptor who set down before her

A Friendship the fairest his art could inve t,

But so cod and so dull, that the youthful adorer

Saw plainly this was not the god that she meant."

" Just like me, Mary !"

"A novel refrain you are adding, surely," said

Mary with a smile bright as a Houri's.

" Never mind, it suits my purpose

" ' Oh ! no, th n, I never could think of eDshuning

An image whose looks are so joyless and dim,

But yon litde god upon roses reclining,

We'll make, if you please, sir, a Friendship of him!9 H

« Shall I go on ?"

" As you will, Mr. Moran !"

" The bargain was struck, with the little god laden

She joyfully flew to her shrine in the grove,

—

1 Farewell!' said the sculptor, ( you ?re not the first maiden

Who came but for Friendship and took away Love! 1 w

"Now what if the image you have enshrined

should turn out, after all, to be the sly little god
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upon roses reclining,' instead of the other c whos«

looks are so joyless and dim'— eh, Mary? Suppose

you look into the shrine in the grove, and by the

light of my burning heart examine the features of the

image aforesaid?''

Mary laughed again at the oddity of the conceit

;

she paused a moment—looked down on the floor

—

colored violently—tapped with her little foot on the

carpet—and at last looked up in Moran's face with

the brightest smile in the world.
/

" Well ?" said Phil, smiling too, and managing to

get possession of her hand
" Well ! I've been to the shrine you speak of-H

"

" And there you saw "

"No, I didn't ! There's knowledge for you ! Be
good enough to convey yourself home, now, Ifhil

Moran ! for another word I shan't speak to you to-

night—except two—Good night !

—

au revoir /"

And before Moran had recovered from the be-

wildering effect of her words, and still more of her

looks and gestures, she had bounded off like an an-

telope, leaving the delighted lawyer to compose his

thoughts at leisure, and bless his stars and the fairy

woman to his heart's content. He was too happy

just then for ordinary conversation, so leaving a

message for Maurice that he would see him some

time next day, he retired to indulge the thick-coin-

ing fancies which the newly-awakened hope of hap-

piness will conjure up at eight-and-twenty ! Ahappj
man was Phil Moran that night, and as his eye scan-
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lied the uncertain future, not one cloud could he de-

tect on his life's horizon. All was fair and bright

and glad as the image that smiled over alh

That same evening, about the sam^ hour, Harriet

Markham and Lady Pemberton were walking to and

fro in the verandah off Lord Effingham's study, en-

gaged in that desultory sort of conversation common
between persons whose minds have but small affi-

nity one to the other. A sort of intimacy had

sprang up since the EaiTs departure, between the

two ladies, notwithstanding the ten or twelve years

of seniority on the part of the noble widow. Her
ladyship seemed to have taken a fancy to her bro-

ther's governess, especially since she found that the

Markhams were not unknown to heraldry, and had

quirterings on their shield from the peerage itself.

lady Pemberton had been speaking of her

brother's late wife, and she said

—

ll Yiew the matter

as I may, I caonot see how Fergus ever came to

marry her. It is true, my father had arranged the

afair for him when he was still a minor, and I sup-

pose he had not the courage to resist, for my father

was a man who ruled all around him if not with a

red of iron, at least with a strong hand. Poor
Priscilla was a dismal creature, pretty and gentle,

hit a dreadful bore on account of the confirmed

hypochondria that had taken possession of her. To
tell you the truth, my dear, we were all glad—that

is, myself and the other members of the family

when Priscilla, Countess of Effingham, was con
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Bigned to the tomb of the Capulets, piously hoping,

of course, that the poor, dear soul had found be-

yond the grave the rest and peace which her own
dreary temperament denied her here. As for my
brother no one knew how he felt, for he kept hii

thoughts and feelings to himself. I hope sincerely

that neither of the children will resemble their

mother, though I sometimes think that Emna
looks like her, and has some of her odd ways as

far as such a mere child can have them."

" Well ! of course I cannot say," observed Har-

riet, as if to fill up the pause, " what resemblance

Lady Emma bears to her mother, but I think her,

on the whole, an amiable child, though more shy

and sensitive than her sister."
j

"The worst of it is, however," resumed La3y

Pemberton, "that there seems to be as little chance

for happiness, as far as my brother is concerned, in

the alliance he is forming himself as there was in

the one over the forming of which he had little or

no control."

"Does your ladyship really think so? I sincerely

hope you will find yourself mistaken."

" Possibly I may, but I fear—oh ! I very much

fear. It is true Lady Jane de Montford (they're an

old Norman family, that of the Marquis —
) is a

beauty, and somewhat of a wit—no very great re-

commendation, /think, for a woman—I believe she

loves my brother as much as she can love any one,

but—but—I fear she is not the woman to make him



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. 433

happy—iii ihe finer qualities of mind and heart I

believe her sadly wanting. However, Time will

tell—there is no help for it, now !" she added in a

melancholy tone.

There was a long pause ; then Harriet said with

some hesitation

:

" Did I understand your ladyship to say that

Lord Effingham's name is Fergus ?"

" Certainly, my dear, that is his name. Why do

you ask ?"

"Because the name—excuse me, Lady Pember-

ton!—is so very Irish, so peculiarly Irish, indeed I

might say."

"Oh!" said lady Pemberton with a careless

laugh, " you do not know, then, that our mother

was Irish, yes, and very Irish, too !—descended, I

believe, from some old Milesian family, and very

proud, I assure you, of her ancient lineage. Fer-

gus was her father's name, and had been a favorite

name in the family since the Deluge, for aught I

know, and, truth to tell, my very dear and right

noble brother has not his name for nothing. With
some of the more amiable traits of my father's

sternly-commanding nature—the old Danish Nor-

man-English type—he has in him many of the most

prominent characteristics of the Celtic people—so

my father used to say, when he meant anything but

fUtlery. For me, I never gave much attention to
!

.e distinctive traits of one people or the other,

it I know that the very qralities my father com-
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plained of in his heir were precisely those that e»<

deared Fergus to all our circle—wider then than it

is now !"

As if tne iast words had awoke in her mind a

train of saddening thought, Lady Pemberton lapsed

into silence, and Harriet, equally thoughtful, made
no effort to re-sume the conversation. The night-

breeze began to wax chill, and the stars twinkled

brighter through the clear, cool air, so after a few

turns up and down the verandah, Lady Pemberton

proposed to return to the drawing-room, where

they had left Mrs. Pakenham and the chaplain hotly

contesting th.s honors of the chess-board, to the

great amusement of a young clergyman, whose first

sermon, delivered in Cashel Cathedral on the pre-

vious Sunday, had quite won Mrs. Pakenham's heart,

and the hearts of ever so many other dowagers A
clerical petit-maitre, he was one of those pulpit-ora-

tors so happily described by the trenchant satire of

Cowp^r's verse

—

ts First we strode

An eyebrow
}
next compose a straggling lock •

Then, with an air most gracefully perform'd,

F&U back into our seat, extend an arm,

And l',y ic &g us ease svua gout:; Cdie,

With handkerchief Li hand depeudi <i «>.v."

Whether this delicate pillar of the Church by lirw

established was or was not aware of Miss Maikhams
being a Catholic, he seemed well inclined to cultivate

her acquaintance, but Harriet, with the perversity

natural to her wayward sex, shunned the super-ele-
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gant minister in the same proportion that he sought

her. It is probable that with Cowper, in the passage

before cited, she thought to herself:

" la man or woman, tmt f^r most in man,

And most of all in man that miaisters

And serves the altar, in my soul I loathe

All affectation. 'Tis my perfect scorn
;

Object of my implacable disgust."

But whatever she thought, she certainty bade Lady

Pemberton good night at the drawing-room door,

and sought in the quiet of her chamber the mora

congenial company of her own thoughts.

Long she sat in pensive musing, her head leaning

on her hand, whilst many a troubled thought flitted

over the fair surface of her face, like shadows from

the summer clouds falling on the hills and valleys of

some lovely landscape. Once or twice a pearly tear

stole from under her closed eyelids and rolled un-

heeded down her cheeks, but all at once she raised

her head, and pushing back from her damp brow the

rich tresses of her braided hair, she cast her eyes up-

wards, and remained a moment absorbed in mental

prayer, then rose and going to the window gazed

out upon the night where only the stars and the dark

canopy they studded were visible. The solemn

night was before her, in the majesty of darkness and

of silence, and her finely-attuned nature quickly rose

above the transitory things of earth in the awful pre*

sence of the dread unseen. Alone with the myste-

rious Presence which pervades the Universe, self waf
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forgotten, only heaven and its interests remember

td, peace like the halcyon descended on her soul,

and a strange, undefinable hope diffused a softened

light over the deep recesses of her pure and gentle

heart.

She was roused from her calm and soothing reverie

by a low tap at her chamber-door, which, hastening

to open, she found the nursery-maid, Ellen Mulquin,

with another young female wrapped in a light shawl.
H I hope you'll excuse me, Miss Markham !" said

Ellen, dropping a curtsey, " but this poor sister of

mine wouldn't be aisy, at all, till she'd get spakin' to

you the night, an' I know you're so good an' so kind

that you'll not be angry with us for comin', for, in-

deed, Miss, it's in the height o' trouble poor Celia is."

" Angry ! why how should I be angry ?" said Har-

riet very gently ;
" come in, girls, an' let me hear what

your trouble is."

" Oh ! not me, Miss Markham ! / can't stay," said

Ellen, " I have got something to do for the young
ladies, and I must be off. Celia can tell you herself

all about it. Go in, alanna ! an' don't be afeard to

open your mind to Miss Markham."

The timidity that at another time would have
deterred Celia from " opening her mind" to " a rale

kdy like Miss Markham" now vanished quite in the

presence of the sore trouble that was tearing her

very heart.

" Oh ! Miss Markham dear," said she, before

Harriet could speak a word, " can't you do any-
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thing, at all, for poor Jerry ? Sure the peeler?

took him at last, an' he's in jail, an' I'm sure they'll

hang him, for all he's as innocent of what they lay

to his charge as the child unborn ! Can't you do

anything for him ? I'm sure you can if you'll only

try, an' if you do, you'll have my blessin', an' the

blessin' of God every day you rise
!"

So eager and so rapid was poor Celia's utterance

that Miss Markham could not put in a word till the

girl's voice failed her for want of breath.

" Why, my poor girl," she hastened to reply,
11 this is, indeed, bad news. But tell me, how did

it happen ? How and where was Jerry arrested ?

Or are you sure he was arrested ?"

" Sure ! Miss Markham ! sure !—oyeh ! it's me
that is sure!—doesn't the whole country know it?

—an' wasn't I at the jail myself tryin' to see him,

an' the hard-hearted villains wouldn't let me get

one sight of him! O wirra! wirra! what'll I do, at

all, at all, at all?" And the tears gushed in tor-

rents from her eyes, and she wrung her hands in

all the wildness of despair.

" Do try and compose yourself, poor girl !" said

Miss Markham, her own eyes full of sympathetic

tears; "you have not told me when and where

Jerry was arrested ?"

" Och, sure, that's the quarest thing of all," said

Celia, restraining her emotion with wonderful

quickness, " sure he wasn't arrested at all, ho ar<

rested himself !
r
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"Arrested himself—what do you mean?"
" Why, Miss, he went to Rose Lodge, his own

four bones, an' gave himself up, an' tottld the ould

gentleman an' the rest o' the quality all about how
it happened !"

11 Well ! that is very strange," said tne young lady

thoughtfully, " that would lead one to suppose that

he might not be guilty, after all ?"

"An' sure he isn't guilty, Miss Markham!" cried

Oelia eagerly, " sure I knew that long ago !"

" Tou did ?—an' pray how did you know it ?"

Celia's face was scarlet in a moment, and casting

her eyes bashfully down, she began pulling at the

fringe of her shawl with great industry and persever-

ance. " Well ! you see, Miss," she stammered out,

" he came to see me when he was on his keepin'—

a

couple o' nights after it happened."

" Oh ! he did, eh ?" and Harriet smnea pieasantly.

" Well ! he did, Miss, in regard to a few words

that had passed between us—he came to give me
back my promise—thinkin' I'd be sorry I ever gave

it."

"And did you take it back?"
" Is it me, Miss Markham ?—is it me take it back

!

—•oh vo ! that 'id be too hard entirely on poor Jerry,

an' somethin' tellin' me all the while that maybe he

wasn't so bad, after all?—oh no! Miss, I tould him

that if I wasn't his wife, I'd never be any othef

one'sr
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u And you believed him, of course, when he told

you he was not guilty ?"

" I did, Miss," and Celia raised her head, and look-

ed the young lady full in the face ; " I did believe

him, for the raison thai} I never knew him to tell me
a lie—an' the way he said it made me surer again

that it was the truth—" here she stopped—blushed

deeper than ever—and again cast down her eyes.

" Why, how did he say it, Celia ?"

" Well ! you see, Miss," the voice fell to a broken

murmur, " it was the first time he ever made so free

as to kiss me—-an'—an'—he kissed me then for the

first an' last time, as he thought, an' says he, ' Celia!

that's not the kiss of a murderer !' an' sure myself

knew well he wouldn't say that only it was true,

an' ochone ! but them words took the heavy load

off o' my heart, an' from that forrid I thought I

could bear the worst—but sure I can't—sure I can't,

I see now, for ever sence I hard of him b-ein' in jail,

my poor heart is flutterin' like a bird, an' I've no

more strength in me than a little babby. Oh Miss

Markham—dear !" she cried with passionate eager-

ness, " do you think they'd have the heart to hang

him ?—do you think they would ?"

" My poor girl," said Harriet with the tenderest

compassion, u the law has no heart—knows no pity

—if he were found guilty of such a crime, there

would be small chance of mercy for him in this

world. But do not despair, Celia! I have great

hopes from his giving himself up, that he is as he
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says, innocent, though if so, it is very, very strange

that he kept out of the way so Long—however, I sin-

cerely hope that all will come right in the end. As

for my doing anything for him under present circum-

stances, it is quite impossible, but I will see Mr. Es-

mond to-morrow and ascertain how he feels towards

Pierce, or whether he still believes him guilty."

" God in heaven bless you, Miss, I'm sure your

word will go far wid the ould gentleman ! I'll go

home now wid a lighter heart than I came, an' that

you may never know what a sore heart is, an' that

happiness may attend you here an' hereafter, is my
prayer now and for ever !"

",I thank you kindly for your good wish," said

Harriet as the girl left the room; when the door

closed after her she sighed deeply, and murmured
softly as she turned away

:

" * That I may never know what a sore heart is V

—a kind w*ish, my poor girl! but it comes all too

late !—happiness I must try to win for hereafter, by

ceasing to look for it here !"
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CHAPTER XXII.
/

, THE COUNTESS OF EFFINGHAM.

One of the last days of July was drawing to a

close, when Harriet Markham sat with old Bryan

on the steep brow of the Rock of Cashel, looking

dreamily out on the far-stretching landscape,

where the blue mists of evening were coming up

from the spacious plain and the rich holmes by the

silvery Suir, and the far-off mountain valleys. The
old man had been telling her some of the old-time

legends she loved so well to hear, and the charm of

their wild romance was diffusing itself like the

shadowy mist over the fair scene below and the

solemn ruins around. It was no uncommon thing

for Harriet to find herself alone with old Bryan on

the lonely Rock at the solemn honr when night

begins to weave her spell of awful silence ; at that

charmed hour she most loved to hear the hermit

tell of a the sainted men of o.ld," whose memory
lingers round the ruined fanes of Cashel, where

their mortal bodies returned to dust. The mono-

tonous tone of the old man's feeble voice had suob
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an effect on her sensitive mind as the hum of bees,

the falling of water, or tne rustling of leaves ; there

was a ghostly sound, too, in its hollowness that was

inexpressibly solemn, reminding the hearer that it,

too, would soon be lost in the everlasting silence

of that place of death-—it, too, would speedily join

the voices of the past, to be heard no more of mor-

tal ear. It was a de-ad voice issuing from living

lips, and that fully as much from Bryan's constant

habit of self-commune, and his intimate association

with the dead, as from the weight of years that was

bending him earthward.

That particular evening he had beeu talking more
even than usual, and Harriet, intent on listening,

forgot the long walk she had before her, nor heeded

the gathering shades. All at once Bryan started,

turned his head in the direction of the gate, and

appeared to listen anxiously.

" What's the matter, Bryan ?" said the young
lady, a little startled by his manner; " did you hear

anything ?"

" Why, then, I did, Miss Markham !—didn't you?"
11 I cannot say I did."

" Well ! /did—I heard the gate opened and shut

—very easy, like,—if you wouldn*t be afeard, Miss

Markham, I'd go an' see if any one came in."

" Well ! I don't think I should be afraid to remain

here," said Harriet smiling, " but I have already

staid too long, so I shall accompany you to the gate

and be so far on my way."
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c Very good, Miss Harriet, an' after I have taken

a look around^ I'll go with you down the road."

They had only gone a few yards, and were still in

the shadow of the Cathedral wall, when Bryan, with

a sort of stifled cry, darted off in another direction,

and Harriet wr as left alone. Wondering at Bryan's

sudden disappearance, -she stood looking after him,

when a voice, a familiar voice spoke near her, and

turning with a start and an exclamation of terror,

she saw before her a stately figure with hand out-

stretched to greet her.

" My lord !—Lord Effingham 1 you here !—or is it,

indeed, you ?"

" That is to say," said the musical voice in which

Harriet could not be mistaken, " that is to say, am I

Lord Effingham in the flesh, or only in spirit !—com-
pose yourself, my dear MissMarkhaca. ! and in proof

of my corporeal identity there is my hand I"

" But who would have thought of seeing your

lordship here?—when did you arrive?"

"About half an hour ago."

"And you left—left them all so soon?—why,

really, my lord ! I am so surprised—so astonished

—

do pray excuse me!—but you here of all people

—

when I thought you in England ?"

Here old Bryan approached at full speed, talking

audibly to himself about the noise he had heard, and

wondering who it was that made it. He was steer-

ing right for the spot where he had left Miss Mark-

ham when he came full against Lord Effingham, and
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started back in amazement, whereat the Earl laughed

good-hunioredly, and Harriet said

—

"Do not fear, Bryan I it is Lord Effingham back

from England !"

"Lord Effingham!" repeated Bryan, and his bald

brow and thin white locks were instantly bared to

the first beams of the rising moon, " Lord Effing-

ham! mercy on us! was it him opened the gate

there now?"
" It was not, my friend, it was the Reverend Mr.

Goodchild who accompanied me. There he is,"

pointing to the goodly figure of the parson, just be-

coming visible on the steep ascent ; " would you

have the goodness to entertain him a few moments
while I speak with your friend, Miss Markham?"
Bryan looked a little surprised, but he said very

politely, "With all the pleasure in life, my lord,

but he's a mighty quare ould chap that same Mr.

Goodchild, or Badchild, or whatsomever he is."

And away he posted to meet the chaplain.

"Miss Markham!" said the Earl, "I should like

to say a few words to you before we return to the

Castle. Will you honor me with your attention ?"

" Certainly, my lord !" Harriet replied, as calmly

as she could, wondering much the while what Lord
Effingham could possibly wish to say to her at such

a time, and in such a place. She took his offered

arm, and they moved on a few paces to an open

spot where the moonlight slept in hallowed sheen

on the tombs and headstones and the long dans
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grass waving so mournfully in the gentle breeze*

Bryan and the chaplain were still in sight but not

within hearing. With a beating heart Harriet

waited, but as if to break a silence that embar-

rassed her, she said

:

"I hope, Lord Effingham! that it was not in

search of me you came hither at s?uch a moment?

—

I should feel quite ashamed if I thought so !''

"Peel ashamed, then !*' said the Earl gayly, "for

much as I admire these noble ruins, it was certainly

not to visit them that I left the Castle almost .im-

mediately after reaching it."

"And—the Countess?— what will she think?"

said Harriet more and more puzzled

Lord Effingham smiled, and answered som what

evasively, " I did not wait to ask her opinion-—at a

future time I will. But time presses, my dear Miss

Markham ! and I must seize the moment so happily

afforded me, to speak to you on a subject that will

perhaps surprise you." He paused a moment, then

quickly resumed—" I have a proposal of marriage for

yon."

"For me, Lord Effingham?—A proposal of mar-

riage for me ?"

"Ye-, for you!—but why tre.mble so?—you are

pale, too,—is it, then, so formidable a thing to be

asked in marriage, and for one who will, I am sure,

devote his whole life to make you happy? One who
knows and loves you as the heart can love but once
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-—as I should have done," lie said in a lower tone>

" had fate so willed it that I were free !"

" Lord Effingham !" said Harriet, withdrawing her

arm quickly, while the blush of wounded modesty

rose to her cheek, " am I to understand that yoti

came here to insult me ?"

" Assuredly not, Miss Markham ! were I capable

of insulting any lady, or wounding her delicacy, it

would be strange, indeed, if I pitched on you, and

that, too, when I-come commissioned to offer you the

hand and heart, rank and fortune of my best and

dearest friend !"

u But who is that friend, my lord ?" said Harriet

haughtily; "I know of no friend of your lordship's

who could possibly pretend to my hand and heart,

—

rank and fortune have I noaie !"

" And yet so it is," said Lord Effingham; "I can-

not now tell you who it is : suffice it to say he is

neither old nor ugly, stands in good repute amongst

his fellows, and, finally, has both rank and fortune to

lay at your feet, which he has commissioned me to

do "

" And why you, my lord ?—why not himself?"

"That he will explain at the first opportunity, but

there are certain reasons which debar him, for the

present, from the happiness of addressing you in

perso>n i

*

" If he loves me, as your lordship says, he may find

it no very great happiness to address me in person,

I cannot but feel highly honored by the commission
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your lordship has deigned to accept in my regard-

but—" there was an acerbity in the young lady's tone

that did not escape her noble companion, and he

quickly subjoined

—

" But you do not feel at all inclined to accept th#

proposal ?"

"Decidedly not, my lord; poor as Harriet Mark-

ham is, she knows what is due to a lady, and cannot

forget the blood that is in her veins."

" There spoke the sister of Frederick Markham,"

said the Earl, as if to himself, and he smiled with

strange meaning.

Harriet caught his arm suddenly, and gasping,

looked up in his face. " My lord, did I hear aright?

Did you speak of Frederick Markham?"
" I did, and much cause I have to remember him.

He saved my life once, at the risk of his own, when
we met by accident amongst the Bernese Alps, near

the foot of the Jungfrau. Did you never hear him
speak of Lord Milford ?"

"Surely I did, my lord—oh many, many times.

If the Earl of Effingham and the Viscount Milford

of poor Fred's acquaintance are one and the same, I

believe your lordship and he finished your tour

together after the little adventure in Switzerland ?"

" We did, and our intimacy ripened into a friend-

ship as lasting as it was sincere. Poor Markham

!

All the years that have passed since his untimely

death have not effaced his memory from my heart

;

and when I learned accidentally that you were hig
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sister, I regarded you in a different light—as one, in

short, who had a right to my friendship and protec-

tion."

" I am infinitely obliged to your lordship," said

Harriet in a voice quivering with strong emotion.

" Oh, Frederick I" she cried, clasping her hands in a

sudden burst of passionate sorrow, " oh, Frederick,

my dear, my only brother ! what a lone]y lot mine

has been since strange hands laid you in your far

Indian grave ! Excuse me, my lord !" and by a vio-

lent effort she recovered her composure, " I owe you

an apology for this childish outburst of feeling, but

the sudden revival of old and very sad memories,

long buried in my heart, overcame me quite for the

moment. May I beg to know if your lordship has

anything more to say, as I am anxious to return

to the Castle as speedily as possible ?"

"Are you, then, afraid to remain a few moments

with me, even though we be not alone ?"

"And if we were alone," said Harriet Markham,

drawing herself up with the lofty dignity of virtuous

womanhood, her eyes flashing with the proud spirit

of her race as she fixed them on Lord Effingham,

" and if we were alone, why should I be afraid ?

The man lives not on earth whose presence Harriet

Markham would fear—and you, Lord Effingham,

least of all!"

" I thank you," said the Earl, calmly ; " I rejoice to

know that I am honored by your good opinion."

11 Nevertheless," said Harriet again, " there if
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something due to appearances—no one can afford to

despise them—a woman least of all. And then,"

she added in a playful tone, " being a daughter of

Eve, I have a natural desire to see the fair brow

that is to wear the Effingham coronet through life.
55

She was moving hastily away in pursuit of Bryai*

and the chaplain, who were only a few yards dis-

tant,—disputing, as usual, to judge by the high pitch

of their voices—when Lord Effingham laid his han<?

gently on her arm, and said in a low, earnest tone

—

" You have not told me what I shall say to my
friend ?"

11 Say to him, my lord ! that the orphan daughter

of Sir Everard Markhasa is not to be wooed at

second-hand."
11 But you will see him soon, and hear him plead

his own cause."
li Even then he would plead in vain I"

"You cannot possibly know that, till you have

seen and heard him."

" I do know it, my lord, and ifyou have that friend-

ship for me as Captain Markham's sister, which you

do me the honor to profess, you will best prove it

by telling your friend that I cannot receive his ad-

dresses."

" And as a friend, may I venture to ask why you
are so determined? Is your heart, like that of

Sarah Curran, buried in the grave of some loved and

lost one ?"

" I know not, my lord, of any right you have to
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put such a question," said Harriet with a quiet as-

sumption of dignity ; " I have given such answer as I

deemed fitting, your friend must expect no more. 7 '

" Miss Markham !" said the Earl, after a moment's

silence, " I hope you are not displeased with me for

having undertaken this embassy. Standing here

amongst the graves of the dead, with yon fair moon
shining down like the eye of heaven upon us, I

solemnly assure you that your peace of mind, your

honor, your happiness, are as dear to me as if I

were—your brother—more I cannot say."

" I believe you, my lord I" said Harriet, with a

radiant smile, then, as they hastend to rejoin the

chaplain, she added in a lower and more subdued

tone, "And now for the Lady Jane that was—Lady
Effingham that is !—I hope she is not over-much

fatigued to see me ?"

" I hope so,
1
' was the reply, and no more passed

on the subject.

After settling, to Bryan's satisfaction at least, the

dispute going on between him and the chapiain

—

which proved to be on the alleged banishing of the

toads and serpents from the Irish soil by St. Patrick

—the Earl offered his arm to Miss Markham, and the

little party left the Rock to Bryan and the dead

As they descended the steep path, the radiant

beauty of the moonlit sky attracted their attention,

and Lord Effingham said, pointing to the tine Au-

rora Borealis that was shooting its splendors

Athwart the northern sky—
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" Does not that remind you, Miss Markham of

Scott's vivid description of just such a scene ?

1 The monk gazed long on the lovely scene,

Then into the night he lookid forth,

And red and bright the streamers light

Were dancing in the glowing north.

So had he seen in fair Castile,

The youth in glittering squadrons start;

Sudden the flying jennet wheel

And hurl the unexpected dart.

He knew by the streamers that shot so bright,

That spirits were riding the northern light.'

Apropos to the immortal * Lay' " he added, " Toi^

our fair friend, secern to have adopted with regard to

Cashel, the advice of the Scottish poet as regards

Melrose, namely, to ' visit it by the pale moonlight,'

and, moreover, to l go alone the while' to * view St.

Patrick's ruin'd pile' "

" And," said Harriet promptly, as sne gracefully

pointed to the solemn monuments of the long-past

ages that rose in lonely beauty on either hand, "and

may not I, too, with justifiable pride

« home returning, seothly swear,

Was never sceoe so sad and fair V

Ah ! would that some Irish poet, great as he, might

one day do for St. Patrick's of royal Cashel what

Scott did for St. David's of fair Melrose !"

"Pity it was," said Lord Effingham, "that Moore
did not attempt some such thing—though, if he had,

Cashel might gain little in prestige, for Moore was

not the antiquarian that Scott is, and to do anything
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like justice to these magnificent ruins, a wealth of

antiquarian lore were indispensably necessary. Bui

tell me, Miss Markham, since when have you culti-

vated these solitary habits ?"

"Evsr since I have been—in the vicinity of the

Rook of Cashel !"

A smile shone for a moment on Lord Effingham'a

face—he had noticed the slight pause in Harriet's

answer, and gave it a meaning which might have

escaped a less keen observer.

" It is well you did not say, since you came to Ef-

fingham Castle."

"And why, my lord?
1

' Harriet asked in some

alarm, and raising ber eyes to his for a moment, she

found the Earl regarding her with a searching look

that brought the blood to her cheek she knew not why.

"You ask me why,'' his lordship said with a

pleasant smile, " because it would speak but ill for

the social qualities of the inmates af the Castle were

you driven to seek entertainment
1 Where she owlet boots o'er the de;«d mtn's grave.'

What say you, Mr. Goodchild ? This question con-

cerns you amongst others."

"I—I beg your lordship's pardon," began the

chaplain, " but really I—I did not catch the purport

of your lordship's remark."

The purport being caught, the worthy gentleman

began earnestly to protest that he, on his part, has

at all times done his utmost to entertain Miss Mark*

ham, and if he had not more entertained her th€
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fault was hers, not his ; " nay, more," said he, with

a touch of solemn humor little expected from him
11 nay, more, my lord, my reverend brother, lately

arrived in the parish, good Mr. Featherstone,—

a

very proper and well-favored young gentleman, who,

moreover, much resembles Absalom of old in the

quality and quantity of his hair, would willingly

have assisted in making the Castle agreeable to Miss

Markham, but truly his efforts, however laudable,

seemed as entirely thrown away on the young lady

as though he were old Philemon Goodchild instead

of Master Chester Featherstone." A careless in-

quiry from the Earl as to the qualifications of this

new inmate of the rectory, whom he had not yet

seen, brought out a playful sketch of his personate

from Harriet, from the chaplain some critical obser-

vations on the manner and matter of his preaching,

and by the time the latter were ended, our little

party had reached the Castle. As they approached

the door, Harriet's heart began to beat fast and

faster—a strange tremor was creeping over her—
she longed to see the new lady of the mansion, and

would have given much to have had an opportunity

of questioning Mr. Goodchild as to what manner of

person she was, but the presence of the Earl for-

bade any such attempt, and she was forced to re-

main on the tenter-hooks of curiosity, without even

ft hint of what was passing in her mind. It might

nave been that Lord Effingham felt the tremor of

the hand that rested go timidly and lightly on hi*
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arm, for just as they reached the upper one ^f th€

broad white marble steps that led up to tfis lofty

vestibule of the hall, he stopped an instant, looked

in Harriet's face, and smiled. Oh ! how that smile

humbled the sensitive girl, yet she could not tell

why, even to herself. She would have withdrawn

her hand a3 they entered the hall, but Lord Effing-

ham held it fast, and, with that strange smile on his

face, led her on, almost mechanically on her part,

across the tesselated floor, and up the grand stair-

case, to a small apartment opening on the drawing-

room. No one was yet visible, and Harriet felt

more and more overcome by some undefinable

emotion.

"Secret in its source as dreams, voiceless as the past,"

The color came and went on her cheek, and tears

filled her eyes though she dared not let one escape

from under the burning lids that were studiously

cast down to conceal them.

"I think we may find her ladyship here," said

the Earl in a careless tone, and he opened the door.

No one was there, but voices were heard in the ad-

jacent apartment, and Lord Effingham said :
" Have

the goodness to remain here, Miss Markham, and I

will bring my lady-love "

" Oh ! my lord !" said Harriet, without raising

her eyes, " that would scarce befit our relative con-

ditions. If you will do me the honor of conducting

me to where Lady Effingham is, I shall be too

highly favored.'"
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" I see you are very anxious to make her ac-

quaintance/' said Lord Effingham still smiling, "1

must, therefore, procure you that pleasure at the

earliest possible moment."

It appeared very strange to Harriet, and embar-

rassed her more than a little that the Earl still lin-

gered, regarding her changing features with the

keen scrutiny of one who would read her heart. A
burning blush kindled on her cheek, and her eyes

involuntarily sought the ground. She felt the

piercing glance that was on her, and she was vexed

she knew not why, yet neither did she know what

she ought to say, and so she remained silent. At
last Lord Effingham spoke, and his voice was not

so firm as usual.

" Miss Markham ! you desire to be presented to

Lady Effingham, do you not? Favor me with your

hand, and I will lead you to her."

The hand was given, though with a look of won-

dering surprise, and the Earl, leading her up to one

of the large Venetian mirrors that occupied the

panels of the wainscottmg, bowed with mock cere-

mony, and said,—pointing to her own graceful figure

on its brilliant surface—" There is the Countess of

Effingham that is to be—with Miss Markham's gra-

cious permission. There is, or shall be no other."

"My lord !" said Harriet, the crimson blush on her

cheeks giving place to a ghastly paleness, as she

turned with a start and fixed her eyes on the now
earnest face that was regarding her with a look of
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ineffable affection, " my lord ! what am I—to undt /

stand—from this ? "

" That as I owe my life to Frederick Markham, so

shall I owe my happiness to his sister,—if she deigns

to bless me with her hand."
u
. Then—you—were not married in England ?"

" Certainly not. Lady Jane taking umbrage at

my long delay in going to claim her hand, thought

proper to revenge herself by making herself the law-

ful property of a certain Captain of the Guards who
had been dancing attendance on her handsome lady-

ship for full three weeks, and I, finding the family

overwhelmed with grief and indignation, retired in

apparent discontent, with what real satisfaction

—

with what an exquisite sense of relief—even you

cannot understand until you have fathomed the

depths ofmy heart. Say, Harriet, have I rightly in-

terpreted the emotion that you labored so hard to

conceal ? Have you guessed the secret that for

months has been the charm and the torment of my
existence ?"

By this time Harriet found herself the occupant of

a fatiteuil) though of how she got there she had no

very clear idea ; the whole was so like a dream that

she could not realize her position. Wrth a sort of

half-conscious look she had turned to Lord Effing-

ham, and listened in mute wonder ; his last question

seemed to restore her to full consciousness—the

warm blood rushed to her face, crimsoning lip, cheek,

and brow, but she did not immediately reply, and
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Lerd Effingham spoke again in a tone half sportive,

half serious.

" If I cannot say with Sir Nicholas, the royal

standard-bearer, in the ballad, after the woful day

of M&rston Moor,
{

I come to thee a landless man,'

I can say what I would give half my lands were it

otherwise than it is, to say now ' I come to thee a

wifeless man 1— will you wear the rejected coronet?"

and he smiled—" will you accept the heart and

hand I am now free to offer ?"

"The coronet I value little"—said Harriet, cover-

ing her eyes with the only hand at her disposal—she

paused a moment, then hurriedly added in a lower

tone—" The heart and hand I value—more than

Lady Jane could ever have valued them "

Ashamed of even this admission, Harriet would

have made a hasty retre&t, but retreat was just then

impossible, and during the next five minutes she

heard words, burning words, never to be forgotten

—words that were stamped in golden letters on the

tablet of her heart to shine there while life remained.

Short as the time was, it sufficed to lay bare to the

eager eyes that watched her varying features the

innermost depth of Harriet Markham's heart, and

to draw from her lips the timid confession that her

life would have been a blank—a dreary waste, had

Lord Effingham brought back with him his English

Countess.

" Then you approve of my taste ?" said the Earl,
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as they rose to rejoin the company in the drawing

room, and he glanced at the brightly-smiling image

in the mirror. "I thought you would," he added

with a look that covered Harriet's face with blushes

Then bending down his stately head, as he drew her

arm within his, he whispered

—

" ' Oh ! bring to me, my Norah F«.y

—

Hours are days when ahe's away.' "

" I see you have not forgotten that simple ballad,"

said Harriet with a thrill of joy as she thought of

the lone night-watch beneath her window.
" Oh ! no, nor the pansies,—you remember them,

do you?"

A look of radiant happiness, of unutterable affec-

tion was Harriet's answer as they entered the draw-

ing-room.

The party there were evidently prepared for

what was' coming, and when Lord Effingham led

Harriet to Lady Pemberton, saying, " Caroline

!

you have been long years without a sister—there

is one whom I commend to your sisterly affection

—

love her first for my sake—you will soon love her

for her own !" Lady Pemberton received the

blushing girl with a kindness that won her heart

for ever, but without any surprise. Mrs. Paken-

ham was barely civil—freezingly cold, in fact, and

supercilious—Mr. Goodchild blander and smoother

than ever, and as jubilant, honest man ! as though

tie had himself been the winner of so fair a prize.

It was not till the following morning that the two
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young daughters of Lord Effingham were made

acquainted with the turn affairs had taken ; and if

aught were wanting to complete Harriet's happiness,

it was the delight they manifested on learning that

they were to have for their " new mamma" not " that

nasty Lady Jane," against whom they seemed to

have cherished a most unaccountable prejudice, pro-

bably from Mrs. Pakenham's persistent habit of en-

larging on that lady's bad qualities, leaving what

good there was in her entirely in the shade—but
"their own dear, dear Miss Markham." The truth

was, as regarded the children, that Harriet had

learned to love them for their own sakes, perhaps,

too, for their father's, and as a natural consequence,

they loved her in return. She had devoted much
attention to the training of their minds and the cul-

tivation of their naturally good dispositions, and

already her assiduous cares began to bear good fruit

in the minds and hearts of their little ladyships.

The only clouded brow in Effingham Castle dur-

ing the happy days succe jding the Earl's return was

that of the Hon. Mrs. Pakenham, who lost no oppor-

tunity of hinting at parvenues, or tendering her un-

sought opinion on unequal marriages, mesalliances
,

and so forth, to the great amusement of those most

concerned. It seemed so difficult to please Mrs.

Pakenham in a wife for the Earl of Effingham; If

Lady Jane's levity and heartlessness had been he*

theme before, want of position, <fcc.,was now a more
crying sin. Poor Mrs. Pakenham! how are the

mighty fallen

!
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CHAPTER XXIII.

MORS VISITORS TO THE ROOK—THE COKJTJRM.

The days were gliding on swiftly towards the

auspicious one that was to make Harriet Markham
Countess of Effingham, when one fervid noon, the

Earl surprised hi-s lady-love in ci*>se colloquy with

no less a person than the Old Man of the Rock, m
a shady part of the avenue, not far from the Castle.

" How now, fair lady !" he smiling said, " I did

not expect to see you abroad at this sultry noontide

hour."

" That is because your lordship is not acquainted

with my peculiar habits—I have been walking some

time to and fro in this refreshing shade "

" Musing slow, a la l saint or moralist/ r£est-ce pas 7
1

"I know not that, my lord ! but musing or not

when our good hermit here made his appearance,

with an invitation to visit the Rock this evening f01

a very special purpose."

" And what may the purpose be V1

" That he will tell you himself," said Harriet, as

she took the Earl's arm, and returned his beamfrg
smile.

"I shall be glad to hear it," was the graciou*
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reply, " but first I would have you put on your hat,

Bryan, even und^r this leafy screen the dog-star is

not to be trusted."

" Many thanks to your lordship for your mighty

great condescension," Bryan returned with a very

low, and, indeed, a very polite bow, c< but I couldn't

rest contented wid my hat on, an' the best of quality

to the fore. Neither sun nor wind ever does ould

Bryan Cullenan any harm."
11 Well, then, be so good as to let me hear why it

is that you wish Miss Markham to visit the Rock

this evening."

" Oh ! that's aisy done entirely, your lordship,"

another low bow, " sure it's in regard of a fine ould

gentleman from foreign parts somewhere, that's on

the Rock most all day—I declare to your lordship,

he's one of the finest ould gentlemen I ever laid

eyes on, an' all the time I'm on the Rock, an' all

the ladies and gentlemen I seen there in my time.

It does my ould heart good, so it does, to hear him

talk about the place, an' I declare he knows more

about it himself than I do, an' he tould me things

concarnin' it that I nevei knew myself."

"Is it possible?"

"It's truth I'm tellin' your lordship, an' I tould

Miss Markham the same before."

"Yes, Bryan, but you have not told Lord Effing-

ham what your private opinion is in relation to this

remarkably ( fine old gentleman.' "

Here Bryan hesitated. " Well ! you know, Mis*
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Markham, I'm not sure about that, an9 maybe it

isn't right for me to say it."

"Let me say it for you, then!—Tou must know
ray lord !" turning to Lo'rd Effingham with that

look of arch intelligence that at times lit up her

features, " you must know, my dear lord, that our

friend here can in no other way account for this un-

known old gentleman's wonderful knowledge of

matters appertaining to Cashel, save only by the

supposition that his knowledge is supernatural.

He, therefore, concludes that he must be some
1 great conjurer or another from beyond sea.'

"

" And he wishes you to see him ?"

" Precisely, my lord !"

" And you purpose going ?"

"I do—on one condition," the last words in a

lower tone, " that is, provided your lordship will

summon courage to brave the awful presence of

the conjurer."

"Doubt not that, lady mine!" the Earl returned

in the same tone, " no more solitary rambles now

—

even on the sacred Rock ! Happiness, you know,

was born a twin, so I claim my share of your en-

joyments."

"At what hour do you think we shall be likely

to see your old gentleman, Bryan ?" said Harriet

with grave composure.

"Oh bedad, Miss, you can't go wrong for the

hour, for I'll go bail you'll find him on the Bock,

go when you will. Sure he was there early this
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morniQ' with a company of ladies and gentlemen,

au' then he canie back again all alone by himself,

an' spent as good as three hours with me, lookin

at everything, and huntin' every hole an* corner,

sometimes talkin' to himself, sometimes to me, an*

more times sayin' nothing at all to any one, but

standin' leanin' on a staff he has, or sittin' down on

a big stone, lookin' at the arches, an' pillars, arn' the

ould ancient carvin' that's on the stones, till you'd

think he'd never take his eyes off o' them. Dear

knows, I don't know what to make of him, an' still

my heart warms to him if he was fifty conjurers on

account o' the great conceit he has in the ould walls

and things."

11 Very well, Bryan ! we shall make it a p-oint to

see your conjurer some time this evening. Good
morning !" And taking Lord Effingham's arm, Har-

riet said in a tow voice, as they turned their faoes

towards the Castle—" I think I know the precise

time when we shall be sure to meet this new ac-

quaintance of Bryan's. If he be, as I suspect, some
enthusiastic antiquarian, after spending most of his

day on the Rock, when
' the gay beams of lightsome day,

Gild but to flout the ruins gray,'

he will most probably desire to

' visit it by the pale moonlight.*

We shall have no difficulty^ I think, in inducing Lady
Pemberton to go with us."
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" Not the smallest, I will answer for it," said Lord

Effingham with a pleasant smile ;
" Caroline is a trua

woman in the quality for which good mother Eve

was most remarkable. Say not-hkig of it, though,

to Mrs. F&kenham, who, entre tktus, is never any

very great acquisition—least of all to an exploring

party. But lo ! here she comes, stateliest of dowa-

gers, and a thunder-cloud on her brow, I protest

!

Let us turn up this path—I do not think she has

seen us !"

Harriet was silent, wondering in her own happy

heart at the sportive gaiety which now marked

Lord Effingham's manner in bis intercourse with

her, whilst to others he was still the same. Then

she thought of his early characteristics, as described

by his sister, and her heart swelled and her cheek

glowed at the thought that she alone had the key to

the inner nature of one so calm and cold and pas-

sionless to the outer world.

As Lord Effingham had expected. Lady Pember-

ton was delighted with the account of Bryan's mys-

terious visitant, and all anxiety to get a sight of him.

In the flush of this new excitement, trifling as it

was, her usual listlessness vanished quite, and her

brother remarked with a smile, half sad, half tender
—" My poor Caroline, I see you are still the same
after all that has come and gone !"

The sun's last rays had faded from the parched

earth that July evening when the Effingham car-

nage stopped at the gate leading to the ruins, and
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our party of three ascending the steep and rugged

way to the Cathedral door, were guided thence by

the sound of voices to Cormac's Chapel, where they

found a lady and gentleman busily engaged in ex-

amining the quaint, rude sculpture round the arch

of the portal, consisting of a double line of bead and

zig-zag moulding—if that term can be applied to

stone. It was easy to see by the wondering

look on old Bryan's face, as he stood silent and

obsequious a* few paces in the rear of his visitors,

that the tall old man with his fine massive head,

sparsely covered with silver gray hair, and shaggy

brows of the sa-me color protruding far over eyes

that twinkled like stars with the changeful emo-

tions of the mind, was no other than "the conjurer."

Who the lady might be, or whether she had been

gammoned from the aerial world by his potent art,

to give record of the men and women of other times,

was, of course, beyond the power of speculation.

Truth to tell, if she had been brought into existence

by the magician s wand, he might have summoned a

fairer shape to hold commune with on the solemn

Rock, amid the shadows of the past.

The strangers were not long unaware of the new
arrivals, for Bryan, feeling a little nervous about his

position, as the evening shadows thickened, began

to look anxiously for the coming of the expected

visitors whose presence might protect him from any

malpractices on the part of the conjurer.

u Well! I declare," quoth Bryan, " that's great !"
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" What is great, my friend ?" said the old gentle-

man.
" Why, your honor, if here isn't Lord Effingham

himself, an' his sister, a grand lady, too, an' Miss

Markham ! Well ! to be sure, isn't it the greatest

of luck that brought them now, just in time to have

a talk wid yourself, sir, an' this elegant fine lady !"

With the dignified ease and courteous familiarity

with which well-bred persons are wont to make
acquaintance, the parties exchanged salutations,

smiling all round at Bryan's odd introduction. The
ice of formality was not there to be broken, for

each saw at a glance t at the others were of their

own order, and probably of their own peculiar

tastes in a greater or lesser degree. No introduc-

tions took place at first on either side, save the char-

acteristic one of old Bryan, but all were prepared

to be pleased with the others, and pleased they were.

The conversation before confined to the strange lady

and gentleman, with an occasional word from Bryan,

at once became general, and the supposed conjurer

resumed the thread of his observations

:

" I was just observing, my lord !" he said address-

ing Lord Effingham, "that this chapel cansot be so

old by a century or so, as Irish antiquarians would

make it appear. I do not think that the King-bishop.

Oormac MacCullenan, could have been its founder."

" Indeed ? and what grounds have you for disput-

ing a fact so generally received as I believe that is?"

" That I will soon show you," and moving round
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to the lateral door, he pointed to a half-effaced, yet

still plainly discernible sculpture on the lintel. It

was that of an archer in the act of drawing his bow

—the oid English cross-bow.

"Tour lordship sees that rudely- sculptured figure?

—know you that such was the cognizance of Stephen

ofBlois?"
" I have read that such it was, but I should not

have remembered it in this connection."

"That is because your lordship has not studied

with attention the chronicles which Time has traced

on mouldering walls. Now we know that Stephen

of England ended his mortal career in the year of

grace, 1101, or thereabouts, whereas Cormac of

Cashel departed this life on the bloody battle-field of

Moyling in the year 903, nearly two hundred years

before."

Here was heard from old Bryan that indescribable

sound emitted by Irish mouths amongst the peasan-

try when anything strange or marvellous falls under

their senses. It is enunciated by striking the tongue

sharply but slightly against the roof of the mouth.

"Thu! thu! thu!—well! if that doesn't bate all

ever I heard !"

"So you infer from this heraldric device," said

Lord Effingham, " that the name Cormac's Chapel

is a misnomer ?"

" Not exactly, it might have been built by another

Cormac, though not, I am persuaded, by the great

Cormac to whom it is popularly attributed. That i$
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is no older than the days of good King Stephen i am
entirely of opinion. Be that as it may, however, ii

is a rare gem of medieval art. It is, in all respects,

one of the most interesting architectural remains 1

have anywhere seen, as the entire group exceeds in

diversity of interest anything of the kind in these

islands."

" I am glad to hear you say so/' said Harriet

Markham, her face expressing the joy of her heart.

II And why so, my dear young lady ?" the old man
asked, regarding her with a look of kindly scrutiny

from under his half-closed eye-lids

" Why because, in the first place, I see your tastes

are antiquarian, that you speak from knowledge,

and—are not an Irishman."
<; You are right, young lady, in both surmises. I

have devoted some attention to the lore of ancient

days, and I have not the honor of being a native of

your beautiful island, yet I am fain to declare that I

hold it in high esteem, for very many good reasons.

Cashel I have long desired to visit, though I honestly

confess I had no adequate idea of what it really is."

II I told you so," said his lady-frierid, " and I saw

you were somewhat skeptical about it. For my
part, I have no very great affection for ruins—of

any kind "

" Of course not, of course not," said the cheerful

old man, " nobody ever accused you of such a

weakness. My good friend here, Lord Effingham,

and ladies, though a very worthy person in the
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main, has no respect whatever for other people's

hobbies, though between ourselves, she mounts one

herself of an odd time, and ambles off at the quietest

pace imaginable. Her hobbies are all agricultural

and—shall I say it, utilitarian ? Is it not so, my
fair friend ?"

" It is ; if to live in the present, and for the pre-

sent, be utilitarianism, then I am a utilitarian, and

I only wish I could get more of my countrymen and

countrywomen to live less in the past, and in the

future, and more in the realities of the present."

"Yes, yes, more of political economy, and less of

poetry. We know you, chert amie ! most amiable

of philanthropists that you are !"

" Permit me one remark," said Harriet Markham,
" before you dismiss th»9 subject. A thoroughly Ca-

tholic people, like the race that inhabits this island,

can never be taught political economy in the sense

you speak of, because they cannot, if they would,

concentrate their thoughts on the present. They

must live in the past, and in the future, for the past

is their pri&Q, the future their hope, whilst the pre-

sent is with them but as the connecting link be-

tween them."

" Very true, my dear, very true !" said the old

gentleman with an approving nod and smile, " I

don't think a Malfchus or a Harriet Martineau would

ever find favor in this old-world country of yours.

Eh, Maria ?" and he looked at his friend with a im*

morous smile.
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That bustling little personage, already moving

away, made answer, "Possibly not—but perhaps

worse doctrines than theirs may prevail in this same

Insula Sanct.rum. Nay, youug lady, you needn't

look at me so— I do not mean religious, but only

social and political doctrines. But come," to her

friend, " let us be moving, unless, indeed, you pro-

pose remaining all night, meditating like Hervey
1 amongst the tombs.' "

"And that I would not mind doing," he replied,

u would this good hermit of ours but keep me com-

pany."

"The Lord in heaven forbid!" said Bryan with

such simple fervor that everyone laughed.

" Why, how is that ?" said the eld gentleman, "I
am told it is nothing new for you to spend the night

here as well as the day."

"Do you not know that he takes you for a con-

jurer ?" whispered Lord Effingham.

" I should not be surprised if it were so," the other

replied in the same tone, " he is a glorious old fel-

low—quite a study in himself."

"A second Old Mortality ?" asked the Earl with

a significant look, whereupon the stranger laughed

and said—"Almost, but not quite"—then nodded

and turned again to the examination of the archi-

tectural details before and around him. For some

time the party walked on in silence,—each one lost

apparently, in their own reflections; at last the sup-

posed conjurer, having stumbled over a fragment of
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atone, stooped and picked it up, then examining it

by the clear light of the fall moon, he said to Bryan
" This is a piece of that tomb in the chancel within

s—Archbishop McGrath's."

Bry8a eagerly pounced on the precious fragment,

expressing his wonder that it came to be outside

the walls, and mattering to himself a " Christ save

us !" as he glanced furtively at the dreaded stranger

whose knowledge of the place so far exceeded his

own—at least so he thought.

Meanwhile, the unconscious object of his terror

went on discoursing of all he saw, and of all he

thought, admiring, explaining, expatiating, and de-

lighting his wondering auditors.

"Now, my Lord Effingham," said he, stopping in

a place which commanded a view of the entire

group of buildings, " can anything on earth be

grander or more solemn than this ? Said I not

well that nothing within the British seas can com-

pare to it—Iona of the Hebrides, perhaps, ex-

cepted ? Look, my lord ! at the group, as it

stands !—look at the diversity, yet completeness of

the whole, the court, the fortress, the abbey-precincts,

the graveyard, the bishop's see, all in one inclosure,

perched in isolated grandeur on the summit of this

singular rock. See there stands the palace, where

the brave Dalcassian princes of Munster ruled with

right royal sway ;—there minstrels swept the sound-

ing string in praise of beauty and of valor—the

Hall of the Minstrels still is there, though its voice*
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are now but the mournful sighing of the wind

through the ivy that drapes its walls. Hushed is

the harp of the tuneful Gael in the palace of their

kings. Yonder is the Hall of the Vicars-choral,

erected by the good Archbishop O'Hedian, for the

prebends of his Cathedral ; there is the Cathedral

itself, majestic even in decay, its altar gone, its

glory vanished for ages, only death and ruin within

and around it, where stately prelates and stoled

priests ministered of old, and men and women wept

and prayed and were forgiven ; where the banners

of the blessed Saints waved over long processions

round the aisles and along these paths, nought now
is seen but, broken walls and clustering ivy, and the

dreariness of desolation

—

1 Year after year 'tis crumbling,

And heavily the loose stones fall,

Long grass and fern hang clustering

Above the tombs witho it the waII.'

Then yonder is Cormae's peerless Chapel, sheltered

by the arm of the Cathedral transept, and bidding

defiance to the stern warfare which Time w*ges ever

on the works of man: safe in the solidity of its

quaint masonry it escapes the ruin that is falling

deeper year by year on the statelier edifice which

has so long sheltered it from wind and weather.

Then the little Church. of the Apostles, smaller still

than Cormac's Chapel, with the twelve venerable

figures rudely yet not unskilfully carved on its dila.

pidated stone-work—and as if to crown the interest

of the group—to olose the solemn record—this mys»
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terious pillar-tower rising over all, pointing back to

the very night of time, to a period long anterior to

Christianity, and to a race of men whose history has

perished from the land, except in so far as the lone

cairn on the green hill-side, or the spectral tower

bears record of their passage."

" And the Abbey," suggested Harriet, when the

old man paused, " you would not willingly omit the

cloisters yonder from your enumeration."

" If I did," the stranger replied with his benignant

smile, " it were like leaving the Colosseum out of a

description of Rome, or the Temple of the Sun out

of Palmyra. That Abbey has occupied a good part

of the time I have spent on the Rock, for indepen-

dent of the interest attached to it as the home of

generations of good and holy men, Cistercians and

Dominicans (for I find it belonged successively to

both), I was endeavoring to find the entrance to the

subterraneous passage which is said to have connect-

ed it with Hore Abbey, yonder in the vale."

" And did you succeed?" inquired Lord Effingham.

" Alas ! no, my lord E" and he shook his head

;

" such good fortune is not for me, and seeing that

this worthy man whose days and years are spent

amongst the ruins has never been able to discover

it, I am bound to believe that such passage never did

exist, save in the legends of the country."

"I'll not give in to that, anyLow," said Bryan

stoutly, his ire a little roused at this attack on one

of the standing traditions of the place; " sinct the
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memory of man, or long before it, nobody ever said

the likes o' that, for sure every one knows the pas-

sage is in it, only we ca-n't happen to light on it, an'

sure maybe there's good raisons for that same," he

added significantly.

"And what do you suppose the reasons to be ?"

inquired the old gentleman.

" Why, then, maybe its there where the ould

monks hid away all their goold an' treasures at their

off-goin', and then don't you think but they'd build

np the openin' to keep people from findin' it out ?"

Another reason Bryan had, which he chose to keep

to himself, deeming it unfit to make the Sassenach

quality as wise as himself in the matter, and that

was that the passage was closed by powers super-

nal to reserve it as a hiding-place for the perse-

cuted Catholics of the neighborhood in some of

those desperate emergencies to which the finger of

prophecy—local and legendary prophecy—points for

aye as awaiting the oft-tried children of the soil.

"What wonder is it," said Lord Effingham, after

a short silence, " that the Catholic people of Ireland

are so wedded to their own religious belief; With

such monuments as these ever before them how

could they forget the faith of their fathers, associ-

ated as it is with all the past, and interwoven with

the history of their race ?"

"And with all their hopes for the future, my
lord 1" added Harriet quickly, " were it not for this

one ray of light, shining ever from the veiled future
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through the portals of religion, how could they have

journeyed so patiently through the darkness of

many ages of suffering and desolation. Faith alone

it is that has cheered their dreary path o-f life,

—

given them strength to live, and courage to die

when life itself was a lingering death, and death the

last act in a life-long tragedy."

"I believe you are right, youn-g lady !" said the

old gentleman, and a thoughtful, even a melancholy

look settled on his features. " It may be that the

possession of this strong, hopeful faith more than

counterbalances the many hardships which have

fallen to the lot of the Irish people."

"Hardships, inaghl" put in Bryan almost indig-

nantly; " athen, only for them maybe so many
wouldn't go to heaven, an' when they get there,

isn't it all past?—Much about the hardships, an1 far

less!—doesn't every one know that no one can get

to heaven without sufferin', an' sure the blessed and

holy Scripture itself tells us that ? If it wasn't the

will of God, do you think England could ever have

kept us down as she has done, starvin' cratures off

the face of the earth when there's full an' plenty for

them to ate, an' givin' them only the height of bad

usage when a body 'id think that it 'id be for her

own good to have them better off? God knows
what's best for us, an' he can change His hand in Hi

own good time, an' raise up them that suffered so

much for His sake, an' bring England as low maybe
as she ever brought poor Ireland. He has great
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power, the God we serve, praise and glory to

His name for ever!" And Bryan went on in ad-

vance of the others, shaking his head defiantly and

muttering to himself, " Sure God loves them He
chastises—the whole world knows that."

The old ge-ntleman stood looking after him with

a good-natured smile on his large features—" What
a glorious old fellow that is," said he turning with a

smile to his lady -friend, then lowering his voice, he

added, " I have had the richest treat all day in his

company. He is an antiquarian by nature, if you

can understand what that is, devoting his life to the

care of these magnificent ruins, yet actuated chiefly

by pious veneration for the sacredness of the place.

He is to this Catholic necropolis what Old Mortal-

ity was to the graves of the Scottish Covenanters !"

The last remark was overheard by Miss Mark-

ham as she and Lord Effingham came up close

behind. " What a pity it is," said she, " that Ire

land has no Scott to make her natural beauties or

her ancient monuments classic as that great master

has made those of Scotland ! The same elements of

romance are here—the same wealth of legendary

lore—the same loveliness of lake and river, wood
and mountain—the same diversity of races in her

history—the same intestine wars——"
" And a much more poetic temperament in her

people !" added the stranger earnestly. " In all and

each particular, Ireland presents as rich a mine for

the novelist as ever did Scotland, and I marvel much
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that no great national writer of fiction has yet risen

above your horizon. Why, this Cashel alone would

furnish material for a first-clas-s historical tale. A
world of romance lies sleeping amongst these ruins,

were the dry bones but imbued with life by the

wand of imagination."

"And who so fit to do it as

—

the conjurer—-a

cousin-German, I suspect, of the renowned Jonathan

Oldbuck, of Monk barns ?" archly said Harriet,

whereat the strangers both laughed, and the old gen-

tleman, tapping with the glove he held in his hand

the fair cheek of the young lady, said—" Were I

thirty years younger, I know who might, could, and

would be a conjurer—&nd furnish a type for the he-

roine of a tale of Cashel 1—one that might have in-

spired the minstrel's lay, and nerved the warrior's

arm, and made pious souls more pious still by word
and by example !"

Lord Effingham smiled fondly on the blushing girl

at his side, and expressed his hope that one day or an-

other might be given to the world a grand historic no-

vel illustrative ofthe history and antiquities ofCashel.

The two strangers smiled on each other, and the

lady said—" What think you, Signor Conjurer ?"

" Nay, my friend ! I should rather ask you that

question," the old man said evasively. u I am al-

most angry with certain persons of my acquaintance

for neglecting Cashel so long."

" Ah ! but you know the { certain persons' are not

the persons to treat that subject effectively. Their



478 THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.

prosy ethics would make dry work of the shadow*

you spoke of a while ago."

" I know not that," said the old man with a

thoughtful shake of the head—" yet still every one

has their forte, and perhaps yours is not the poetry

of history. We will see, however, what can be

done for Cashel, at least, pending the appearance of

the national novelist who is to complete the work

of Sydney Morgan and Maria Edgeworth !"

" Thanks !" said the lady, " our visit here has not

been for nothing !"

The evening was now far advanced, and the vis-

itors prepared to leave the Rock, the strangers,

especially the old gentleman, with evident reluc-

tance. He requested Bryan to come forward, and

having placed in his baud a silver crown, told him

he need not fear to keep it.

" So you're no conjurer, after all ?" eagerly asked

Bryan.

" I can lay claim to no such honor."

" Who on earth are you, then, for if you're not a

conjurer, you're something past the common alto-

gether, an' I'd be entirely obleeged to you if you'd

tell me your name."
11 I know not that the knowledge would benefit

you much," said the kindly old gentleman with his

humorous smile; "such as it is, however, you are

welcome to it. I am Sir Walter Scott—and this

lady, my very dear friend, is called Miss Edgeworth,

Good-bye, Bryan I and I hope you will not forget
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the conjurer, who, at least, can never forget CasheJ

and the Hermit of the Rock !" #

Bryan was not very profuse in his expressions of

gratitude, but he raised his hand to wipe the tears

from his eyes and retreated to the rear to hide the

emotion for which he could not account. He had

never heard of Sir Walter Scott or Maria Edge-

worth, but, as he had said before, his heart warmed

to the amiable antiquarian.

When the two parties now exchanged their for-

mal yet very cordial greeting, it was found that

Lord Effingham and Miss Markham had both

guessed the identity of the distinguished strangers.
(i I began to think," said the Earl, "that old

Bryan was not so far wrong, after all. I suspected

that his conjurer might prove to be the Wizard of

the North!" And he bowed with courtly grace.

" And I," said Harriet, u over and above the

testimony of the printed likenesses I had seen of the

author of Waverley, made up my mind full soon

that if the host of Abbotsford were above ground

he was on the Rock of Cashel this very night—and

Miss Edgeworth, too I" and she bowed to the lively

* It is well known that Sir Walter Scott, on the occasion of

bis visit to Cashel, in the summer of 18— , was so impressed

by what he saw there, during a two days' stay in the vicinity,

aud after a minute and critical examination of the ruins, that

he declared his intention of making it the subject of a novel,

Unhappily the intention was never carried out. IT'ould tha/

it had t
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little lady who was talking with quick, animated

gestures to Lady Pemberton. The authoress of

Castle Rackrent nodded her head and smiled, then

resumed the animated account she had been giving

her silent but admiring listener of some amusing in-

cidents in the tour from Edgeworthstown thither,

which she and Sir Walter, with some other friends,

had made m company.

Lord Effingham would fain have persuaded the

distinguished strangers to go at onee to the Castle,

but that they declared impossible for that evening,

as the other members of their party, having gone to

visit other places in the vicinity, would naturally ex-

pect to find them at the hotel in Cashel where they

left them.

" In that case," said the Earl, (( we will hold you

excused, on condition that the whole party dine with

us to-morrow."

To this a right willing assent was given, and the

Effingham carriage rolled away towards the old

borough, bearing to the quiet inn two personages

whose names will live while Ireland and Scotland

Wave a literature to boast of.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

THE CLOSE OF THIS EVENTFUL HISTORY.

Courteous reader, my tale is almost told: we

have reached the term of a journey, which I meant

to make a pleasant one for you. I know not how
far I have succeeded, but you will, I hope, give me

credit for the intention. Before the curtain falls on

the widely-diversified group of characters I have

placed before you, many things remain to be told,

in brief. The last scene of the drama is closed, but

I must crave the reader's kind attention while I tell

how Harriet Markham discovered that the " pro-

posal" conveyed through Lord Effingham was but a

ruse to sound the depths of her heart; how Lord

Effingham, after two weeks of blissful preparation,

placed his coronet on the brow of Harriet Mark-

ham, with the express understanding that he was to

continue the study of Catholic doctrines, already

privately commenced; how, after a few months,

the newspapers chronicled the fact—in terms vary-

ing with the party and denominational views of the

several writers—some that the Earl of Effingham

had M gone over to Rome"—others that he had
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* embraced the holy Catholic faith,"* &c, &c.
;

now Phil Moran, in due time, led Mary Hennessy

to the hymeneal altar, accompanied thereto, on

their own account, by Dr. Maurice Hennessy and

Bella Le Poer, who had been carrying on a little af

fair of the heart " on the sly," as Mary said, for some

months previous to the happy event, which came

off in form of a " double marriage" in Cashel Church,

under the ministry of Dean McDermott. How the

trial of Jerry Pierce came off at the Clonmel

assizes, in presence of a vast multitude, com-

prising the highest and the lowest in "sweet

Tipperary;" how old Harry Esmond astonished

the whole country, and none more so than his

own kith and kin, by giving his testimony in favor

of Jerry Pierce, and expressing his opinion that

he was really as innocent of the crime as he pro-

fessed to be; how the sturdy old Trojan was thence-

forward regarded with little less enthusiasm than

Jerry himself; how Jerry, being honorably acquit-

ted, was "chaired"

—

i. e. borne on men's shoul-

ders—through the streets of Clonmel, and the hills

around re-echoed with the wildest shouts ofjoy and

To those who might be disposed to object to Lord Effing-

hams conversion, wo will " vouchsafe" so far as to remind

them that the oonversion of an Irish Earl is nothing new—

-

even later than the period of our story, the Earl of Dunraven

,

whose principal seat is at Adare, county Limerick, became a

convert to the Catholic faith. It was but the other day, more*

over, that the Marchioness of Bowushire, an Irish peeress,

WM received into the Church.
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exultation; how Mr Esmond, on approaching his

own residence, was greeted with a similar ovation

the horses being taken from his carriage, and he con*

veyed to Rose Lodge in triumph, amid the vocife-

rous cheers of the multitude; how, from the steps of

his hall-door he made a speech, as remarkable for its

characteristic brevity as Dean Swift's famous charity-

sermon. " I see I was mistaken in you," said he to

the assembled peasantry—" in fact, did you gross

injustice. I promise, therefore, to be from this day

to the last day of my life, what I never was before—

a good landlord !" He kept his word, and ever

after people used to say that the loss of one good

Esmond gained them another, just as good a magis-

trate and as good a landlord as ever he was. To
none was this change more gratifying than to Hen-

rietta Esmond, who could now look up to her hus-

band's uncle as a friend and a protector. She had

no immediate relatives of her own, and had from

the first attached herself to the Esmonds—at least

the ladies of the family, who were all, Aunt Wini-

fred by no means excepted, as kind to the orphan-

heiress as heart could wish. Miss Esmond, with all

her peculiarities of character, was, in the main, a

good soul, sound at heart, and the occasional acer-

bity of her temper never led her so far as knowingly

to inflict pain on any one. Indeed, the good old

lady was rather a favorite with all the family ;—

«

even her brother, on whose corns she trod the of-

tenest, had a very sincere affection for "Winny*
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and on ordinary occasions seemed rather amused

than otherwise by her " little odd ways," as he was

wont to call them. As years rolled on, the hope*

md affections of all the Esmonds were centred in

Jhe little son and daughter of their lost Harry, and

fche children amply repaid their mother's devotion,

and the tender care of their uncle and aunts, for they

grew up full of promise, bright and beautiful as fair

flowers opening to the sunbeams. Surrounded by

none but the kindliest and most healthful influences,

their good qualities were all largely developed, and

their bad ones repressed, if not overcome. But in

all the tranquil happiness that marked her life, and

made the days like one long summer-noon, Mrs. Es-

mond never lost sight of her irreparable loss—never

forgot him who was her first, last love—him whose

bright young life had been so cruelly extinguished

—

" Not quietly into the silent grave stealing,

But torn like the blasted oak, riven away."

The heart-crushing load of grief that had bowed her

to the earth during the first months of her widow-

hood, yielded gradually to the soothing influence of

Time, but the tender melancholy that took its place

never passed away, and although it could not be

said of the gentie Henrietta as it was of Henry the

First of England, after the loss of his son and daugh-

ter at sea, that she " never smiled again," it was, never-

theless, true that, as the poet sings of the fair Que*u
of Scots in Holyrood Palace

:
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'The touch of care had blanch'd her cheek, her smile was

sadder now,"

and so it was her life long till she left this weary

world to join her loved one beyond the skies.

It remains to tell how Jerry Pierce wed his faith-

ful Celia, and took up his abode with her in her

father's cottage, as neither could think of leaving

the old man lonely in his age, his boys having

taken to themselves helpmates some time before

and gone housekeeping on their own account.

By the generous kindness of young Mrs. Esmond
the Vanithee—now no louger the " fairy- woman"

—

and the two orphan children of the unhappy Tim
Murtha were established in a comfortable little cot-

tage, with a potato garden attached, close to that

of Larry Muhjuin, and it was Jerry's pride and

pleasure to cultivate, before and after working

hours, his mother's little spot of ground, from

which he managed to raise not only an abundant

supply of the favorite esculent, but of other ve-

getables which added considerably to the com-

forts of the little family. A few fruit-bushes were

there, too, and some flowers annually obtained

from the gardeners at the Lodge or the Hall, for

Jerry Pierce and his family " had the run of both

houses," as the worthy fellow used to boast with

innocent and very justifiable pride. Indeed, it was

well known to all the country-side that Jerry and

all belonging to him were under the special protec-

tion of the Esmonds, and " were sure of never know
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mg a clay's want." It was much to Mr. Esmond's

praise that he lodged a small sum of money in bank

for the Murtha children to lie with accumulated in-

terest till such time as they were come to an age to

be settled in life. In the light of an awakened con-

science he saw that the misfortunes of the Murthas

were all due to him, in the first place, and that thus

by a terrible but just retribution he was indirectly

to blame for the untimely death of the nephew

whom he had loved as a fond father might love a

dear and only son. In this, as in all the important

acts of his later years, he was guided by the wise

paternal counsels of Dean McDermott, then as ever

the common father of all his people, their friend,

their guide in matters temporal no less than spiri-

tual. Poor Mabel, after wandering around Holy

Cross and Cashel for a few more weary years, died

at last in the Vanithee's cottage, well cared for

during the long illness that closed her mortal life

by the kind hands of Celia Pierce and her mother-

in-law, and provided with comforts and even deli-

cacies from R'ose Lodge and Esmond Hall. Many
an hour did the ladies from both houses spend by

the bedside of the interesting maniac, and their

charitable cares were rewarded by a lucid interval

of some hours immediately before the poor girl's

death, during which she received the laet sacred

rites, then died in full consciousness, with the Holy

Names on her lips, mingled with a prayer " for poor

Patrick's soul," and a blessing on the kind friends



THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. 481

high and low, who kad made her path to the tomb

a pleasant one. She was waked for two nights, and

amongst the crowd of friendly neighbors that tilled

the house " inside and outside," as Jerry Pierce said,

was Shaun the Piper and his dog Frisk, the former

entertaining all that came with the best music in

his pipes, and the best jokes in his budget of fun.

And it was the general opinion that Shaun " kept

them all alive, betwixt himself and the pipes, more

power to them !" At our last hearing of Shaun he

was himself alive and merry, minus poor Frisk, how-

ever, who went the way of all dogs, a year or so

after Mabel's wake, and was laid at rest " under the

greenwood tree" by the kindly " neighbor-boys,"

friends of Shaun and admirers of his dog's fidelity.

Ned Murtha, sheepish and awkward as ever, was,

nevertheless, making his way in the world better

than might be expected when last heard from. He
had attained the honorable post of confidential clerk

to Attorney Moran, and was said to have " money in

the bank—enough to keep him all his days." Kate

Costelloe, ever the same wayward, moody creature,

remained in dutiful attendance on Bryan Cullenan,

the comforts of both duly cared for by the pitying

kindness of " the young mistress," as Kate persisted

in calling her. The woes of squalid poverty thus

happily banished from their little cabin, the two old

people jogged quietly on together—contentedly on

Bryan's part, for Bryan was always contented—with

dogged tranquillity that was not resignation, on the



488 THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.

part of Kate Costelloe, whom no effort of her kind

protectress could draw from her life-long stupor of

dull remembrance. Life was to her but a dreary

blank—no hope for the future—no joy in the past

—

nothing but gloom and drear despondency, save

where an occasional glimpse of the bright world

beyond the tomb came like a fkr-off gl«eam of light

making the surrounding and nearer darkness all the

more sensible. There came a time, however, when
the benign influence of Religion reached the stub-

born heart of Kate Costelloe, and by slow degrees

the crust of dark despair and stolid misery crumbled

away, and the far-off light came near and nearer in

the w?«.ke of true contrition, till at length the unhappy

woman raised herself from the earth on which she

had so long lain grovelling, and dared to look her

transgressions in the face, not as she had been wont

to do, as merely bearing on her own fate, but as vio-

lations of the Divine Law. From that moment her

life was one long course of penance,—not of idle,

unavailing regret—and when her day of life was end-

ed she departed in the hope of a joyful resurrection,

purified by years of patient suffering, and the fervor

of sincere conversion.

Lastly we are bound to put on record how it fared

with old Bryan Cullenan in the closing years of his

mortal life. We have failed in portraying his worthy

character, if the reader requires still to be told that

the old man lived in peace with himself and all the

world to the last hour of his life. " The peace which
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surpassetli all understanding" had its throne in his

heart of hearts, and even had his life been more
chequered than it was—had the trials and vicissitudes

of man's fallen state, and its many tribulations, fallen

to his lot, Bryan Cullenan would still have enjoyed

that inward pea*ce which is the most priceless of all

blessings—yea, more precious than the gold of Ophir,

or the gems of Eastern mines. Calm and serene as

a summer evening sky, his days glided by on downy
pinions, unmarked in their tranquil passage. With
but one worldly object in view—the preservation of

the ruins on the Rock from the slow but certain

ravages of Time, and the ruder and swifter destruc-

tion dealt by the hand of man, Bryan's devotedness

to that self-imposed task increased with every pass-

ing year, till at length he remained at his post night

and day and in all weathers, coming down only to

hear Mass, or comply with his other religious duties.

His kind friends—and they were many—often visited

him on the Rock, and took care that he wanted for

nothing, but he never now went to any of their

houses as he sometimes did in former days. Alone
with God, and the hallowed memories of the place, he
spent his last years, wasting his little remaining
strength, and the last expiring energies of his nature,

in the service of the Saints of Cashed keeping watch
and ward over their mouldering fanes—their ne-

glected shrines. Stoutly and bravely did the lone

old man battle with the all-subduing power of
Decay, vainly striving to arrest its progress, yet



490 THE HERMIT OF THE RtfCK.

working ever, despairing never—satisfied when ha

could but replace a fallen stone, clear away the

rubbish that will accumulate in places abandoned

to the empire of ruin, or pick the moss that ventured

to make its appearance amongst the half-effaced

letters of the quaint Latin inscription on the tomb of

some venerable "man of eld," prelate, priest, or

warrior-prince. And ever as he worked he held

communion with the spirits of the place, and pon-

dered over the solemn teachings of mouldering

bones and grinning skulls. Shunning more and

more the company of his fellow-beings, Bryan

looked with greater yearning day by day and year

by year to the invisible world on whose threshold

he stood. Silence and solitude were his sole delight,

and the voices of earth grated harshly on his ear.

Yet his outward bearing was unchanged, and the

few kind friends who would not be kept from visit-

ing him were always sure to find on his face the

same calm smile, on his lips the same fervent bless-

ing. The grosser elements of his body evaporated,

as it were, by slow degrees and only the shell re-

mained. The joints were stiff and the limbs feeble

—

the infirmities of age began to prevail over Bryan's

hardy nature. A ghostly sight he was in those latter

days, for

" His form was bow'd and be ding,

His fleshless hands were thin and spare,"

and the light of his eyes was all but quenched.

Yet still he worked on at his cherished task amongst
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the graves and the tombs and the dreary ruins

—

on, on to the last. But the end came. One gray

cold day in autumn, old Cauth ascended to the

Rock, hoping to induce Bryan to eat some little

delicate morsel which she had prepared with

anxious care—she found the old man on his knees

m the chance] of the Cathedral, dead and cold—his

beads in bis hand and the large crucifix appended

to them clasped close to his breast. He had fallen

forward, and so lay before the place where the high

altar had been of old. Great was Cauth's sorrow,

but still she consoled herself with the thought—" He
was at his duty a Sunday last, and sure, anyhow,

it's the happy change for him— the Lord have

mercy on him !" So died the Hermit of the Rock,

and they made him a grave amongst its honored

dead, and laid him down to rest for ever in the

scene of his pious labors. But after him for years

long, the sacred ruins were left to the undisputed

power of decay ; no man was found to take the

place which death had left vacant ; storm and

tempest aided the gradual process of decay—the

stones fell, and there was none to replace them

—

the long grass waved unheeded on the place that had

been the Holy of Holies, and the green moss crept

slowly over the names of the illustrious dead, and

the people of the neighborhood used to say with

sorrowful emphasis, as they pointed to the sad

ravages of time and neglect—" Och ! it's aisy seen,

sure, that poor Bryan isn't on his feet—if he could
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only see the ould place now it 'id break kis heart,

so it would ! It's a wonder he can rest in his grave^

and things goin' to wrack and ruin that-a-way all

around bim !"

For years long it almost seemed to them as

though the old man ought to return to save the

ruins from the destruction to which they were

evidently hastening, but he came no more—the

grave had claimed its own—the farther shore was

gained, and even the departing glories of the holy

place could not waken one throb in the dead, cold

heart of The Hermit of the Rock. Peace to hie

ioul for ever

!
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