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vOL. XIIL

““MHE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.
A TALE OF CASHEL.

BY MRS. J. SADLIER.

.CHAPTER V.—MARY HENNESSY HAS & VISUT
AND BRYAN ANOTHER.

1t was drawing towards Christmas, that is to
say about the widdle of December, when four
entiemen sat together aover their wine in the
comfortable dning-raom of an old-fashioned house
in Friar sireet, in the good city of Cashel. Onre
of these was Doctor Heuanessy, the host of the
evening, the ulher two were Doctor O’Grady
and Attorney Moran, while the fourth was a tall,
gmy-halred man of portlf presence, wl_lose garb,
as well as lus manner, wdicated the priest. He
was, indeed, the parish priest of Cashel, and 2
Dean, moreover, of the archdiocese. A grave
and reverend man he was, stern enougl, 100, at
times, but at heart the kindest of buman beings,
as the poor of Cashel and its vicinity kaew full
well. To all the oppressed of the country round
Dean MeDermott was a tower of strength, for
the highest and proudest of their oppressors not
seldotn quailed before his scathing wong, and the
ndomitable energy with whieh he defended the
nights of the poor and the powerless. Far and
near he was known as the protector ot the widow
and the orphan, the Iriend of the friendless, and
the terror of the wicked. 'The fercest faction-
fight that ever raged in the. streets of the _old
borough was suspended, at least for lh_e lime
being, by the saund of the Dean’s voice, or
even the news of luis approach. Nay, the very
children in ¢ the chapel® were so struck with awe
when at the ¢ Catechism’ on Suaday afternoon
be made his appearance amongst them that their
tongues were tied with® fear, and (he well-can-
ned answers died away on their lips as he passed
alotfy ThE line abrapily questioning each in turn
with characteristic abruptness, tapping bis top-
boots the while with the end of lus rding- whip.
Yet how dear he was to the hearts of his flock,
young and old, the traditional respect still paid
to his memory, alter the lapse of wmdny years, is
‘the best and most convincing proof. The Dean
was poi much given to what are called the pleas-
ures of the table, but he did occasionally enter-
tain some of lis principal parishiorers at dinoer,
and could not refuse, perhaps would not if he
conld, accepting thew hosputality ia return.

Such was the venerable gentlemau swho aceu-
pied the kead of Dr. Heunessy’s tab.le that d§y,
a privilege everywhere accorded to him, and, in-
deed, to Lush parish priests generally, amoogst
their own parishioners of the middie class, espe-
cizlly where the guests are but tew and all of
the smne circle, as was the case on that occa-
sion. Mary Hennessy and Bella Le Poer, whe
bad been of the party, had retired a little be-
fore, leaving the gentlemen to their politics and
their wine, us Mary laughingly observed.

¢ Now, mind,? said Mary to her brother, open-

ing the door again for a moment, ‘mir_i'd, and
don’t stay long bere, for, you know, the Isinonds
and Mrs. O’Grady are coming to tea. Excuse
me, Dean,” she added with a bright suile, ¢ I for-
got, for the moment, that you were presest—so
in your bands T leave my request.’ The Dean
siniled assent, and the rogmsh face vanished from
the door, the owner of it hunming ¢ Di Tanti
Palpiti’ as she and Bella ascended 1he stars arm
in arm.
. Learving the young ladies 1o amuse themselves
in the drawing-room, pending the expecied ar-
rivals, we will return to the gentlemen in the par-
tor. TResuming a subject which had been pre-
viously under discussion, Dr. O'Grady said :

‘Tt does strike mec as something odd, that
these agrarian murders, so to speak, are of ore
frequent occurrence in our county than, perbaps,
any other ir the kingdom. Can you account for
1t, Dean, you that kaows the couatry so well ?’

‘Y account for 1t in this way,’ the Dean re-
phed, ¢ that perhaps tlere 1s no county In Ire-
land where so little yustice has been dealt out to
the people in times past, and, I am sorry to say,
in times preseat. The natural consequence 13
that the oppressed have fallen, in the lapse of
Years, into an ugly habit er administermg justice
themselves—or what they consider 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
as their motte. 1t 1s.much to be deplored, un-
doubtediy, but is not the bard-heartedness of the
landlords also to be deplored, and the- bimd in-,
fatuation that hurries them on to  their doom 2-—,
ANl the fearful examples of swift.and terrible
revenge which their own eyes.have seen will not
induce them  to ' treat their unhappy- tenauts,
when in their pawer, with less rigorous severity.”

* I believe you are'right,Dedn !"sard Dr. O°Gra-
dp; ¢if there weren’t "some’ such infatuation

"over them, surely: the ;fate, :
~ down in broad day-light
~would alone be'a sufficient-warnin 'ftdﬂ’tl!ggq.-’
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before;several wituesses

fate, of, Chadsick, shot ).

¢ For my part,’ said the host, ¢l only wonder
there aren’t more ol ihe landlords shot. Upon
my word and bonor I do ! and T think the ¢ Tips,’
bloody and all as they are, are not half so bad as
people make them out—if they were, do you
thivk Wil Gartland would have died in lus bed 2
—or—athers, we know have escaped so long,
with so many curses hanging over them like the
sword of Damocles—ready to fall at apy mo-
ment ¥

+"Take care, Doctor, take care,’ said the Bean
with a certamn solemnity of tone that impressed
the others ; ¢ such subjects are not to be treated
lightly—or, indeed, at all—maurder is always
beinous in the sight of God, and no cireumstances
can justify it. Mr. Moran, may 1 take the
liberty of asking why you seem so unusually
grave this evening? s there anytbing particu-
lar coming off at the Sessions to-morrow that
you are meditating a speech—come, how 1sit?

¢ Hear, hear ! from the two doctors, and Lhe
younger pushed the decanter towards Moran,
gaily saying, ¢Cheer up, Phil! cheer up—all’s
not lost that’s m danger, you know !’

¢ 'Well, I don’t know,’ said Moran, signifi-
cantly ; ¢ what or who you may consider in dan-
ger, Doctor, but 1 really do beheve there’s some
one in danger not many iles 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, T have been in low
spirits  all day, and cacnot, for the hife of me,
shake off a depression thut 1s altogether unusual
with me.

+ Nonsense, wman,’ cried the lively host;—
¢ you’ve been listeniug Lo Mad Mabel to-day till
youw’se goi ber notions in your head—corme, now,
out with it’; aren’t we all to be hanged — hanged
by the neck il we’re as dead as—Briun Bo-
roimhe I eh, Phil? and he assumed a look of
comical gravity that made every one smiile, even
the tawyer himself.

¢ You are an incorrigible wag, Maurice !’ said
Moran, still in the same grave tone; *but—
laugh as you may at the absurdity of the thiog, I
confess poor Mabel’s jabbering bias distnrhed me
more than a hittle ths very day.

¢ Why, how is that, Maran? inquired the
Dean, more earnestly than might be expected.

Morap lcoked round before he answered, to
see that no servant was in waiting, which having
ascertained, he said, ¢ Iknow 1 may speak in
this company with perfect safety what I have te
speak.  Know, then, all, that T much fear there
is sore mischief brewmng in this neighborhood.’
He paused and looked from one to the other,
as if alinost uncertain whether he ought to pro-
ceed. C

Suadry exclamations of surprise followed, and
the Dean begged te know on what grounds Mo-
ran rested his opinioi. _

+ T am almost ashamed to tell you,> said Phil,
lowering lns voice; and yet I will, for § feel
anxious o impart my harassing thoughts to those
in whose prudence and discretion I have unbound-
ed faith,  You must know, then, sirs, that my
bousekeeper, Monora Quin, is a great favorie
with poor Mabel, who spends hours together
chattering in our kitchen, and crooniag 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 found
ber way into the. dining-room while I was at
lunch, and do as I would, I could not get rid of
her. You know how lugubrious is ber usual
style of talking, poor thing, and usvally people
do not much iaind her, fortunately for themselves
but to-day she let fall words again and again
which could not fail to arrest my atteation.’

‘ Ha, ba, ha I’ laughed Heonessy ; ¢ well, that
is rick—Mad Dlabel’s words arrest a elawyer's
attention.  After that, we need wonder at noth-
ing, surely.’ )

# You may laugh, Maurice Henoessy, but I
cannot, I assure you.’ _

. ¢ Pray go on, Mr. Morzu,' sad the Dean very
gravely—¢ what were the words that exciled
your apprehension 2’ )

¢ ‘They were these’—and Moran's voice again
sank to a scarcely audible whisper—* Ow/d Es-
wand niust be shat !

¢ Good God " exclaimed the Dean in horror
and amazement, while the blanched faces of the
two doctars showed that the words had a tre-
mendous meaning even on the lips of a maniac.
¢ These words, you will all allow, were quite suf-
ficient to startle any sane man having any koovw-
ledge of certain matters.’ '

¢ Undoubtedly, Moran, undoubtediy—but what
more did you gather from the unhappy creature’s
ravings ¥’ o
¢ Not much, my

twelve o’clock at oight, might lead 'us to suppose
some connection—or give some clue to the man-

ominous words—if hear them she did.”. - .

' - Here the ‘door was suddenly thrown open,. 'ahé
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dear Dean, 'excepp that the.
frequent mention of Holy Crosi- Abbeyy and

ner it which the unfortune girl came to’hear such 0 _ ( 8
! 3 ' | of their canceit, but somehow-noue of - them-felt:
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Mary Hennessy entered, followed by Bella, both
girls strangely excited, as they threw an eager,
searching glance around the room.

¢Heis not here, then, sand Mary, pale as
death, ¢ I told you so, Bella—1 told you that was
nolhing earthly.?

¢ Why, Mary, what’s the matter with you P
cried ber brother ; Moran, almost as pale as her-
self, fixed his eyes on her with anxious scrutiy,
but said nathing—* who are you looking for ¥

¢ Harry Ksmond, said Bella, answering for her
friend. ¢ Has he not been here ?

* Why, of course nof,’ cried Dr. Hennessy,
with a very poor attempt at cheerfulness ; ¢ what
the deuce put that in your heads, you pair of
goslings ?

¢ 'Lell him, Bella—Z can’t ¥’ said Mary, sinking
heavily oo a ehair—* Not here /> she repeated,
* not here £’ her voice becoming fainter and faint-
er; ‘well, that is something strange.’

* My dear young ladies,’ said the Dean, ¢ will
you tell us what it is that has disturbed you—
you seem quite agitated.’

‘It would be strange if we were not,) sad
Bella, ¢ considering what we have seen.’

¢ Well, well,’ cried Henoessy, ¢ what did you

see? Your own shadows on the wall, I dare
say.’
* No, Doctor,’ said Bella wilh solemn earnest-
ness, ¢ it was not our own sbadaws—except either
of them could take the likeness of Harry Es-
mond.’

¢ Harry Xosmond!
pardon, Bella ? .

* But how was 1t, Miss Le Poer # said Dr.
O’Grady, ¢ was it young Harry you saw or old
Harry 7

* 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, ¢ I declare there's Harry! Come, come,
none of your tricks, now. You shan’t frighten

nonsense—begging your
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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 bis, and Hennessy, bowing with wock ce-
remony to Bella, asked with a dandified lisp 1f he
might be allowed the unparaileled honor of es-
corting her up stairs.

¢ Just for tlus once,’ said the savcy girl with
an air of baugity condescension.

¢ Well this once is all I ask—now,’ said the
merry doctar, ¢ 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 I’

¢ Of course we will, Maurice sad lis sister,
¢ after hie has hnd some needful comfort for the
inner man. How lucky 1t was that he came jusi
now.’

¢ And how soon he let you know of lis arrival,’
said Morgan. ¢ The jolly old dog! what a
budget of fun he is, to be sure—and what fun le
can sqeeze out of those pipes of his. There’s
¢ The Bocky Road to Dublin’ for us——won’t we
trip it on the light fantastic toe by and by—1ihat
is with the Dean’s pertnission.’ ‘

¢ My permission would not be wanting, Mr.
Moran, were 1 here, but the fact1s, T must be
at home before your daccing will be Gikely 1o
commence. I lave something to do this even-
ing that cannot be deferred.’

Moran looked anxiously in his face ; so did
Dr. O’Grady, and a meaning glance was ex-
changed belween the three. Nothing more was
said, however, and just at that moment a loud
knock at the hall-deor announced the arrival of
the expected visitors. A mowment and the [ull,
rich voice of Harry Esmond sounded cheerily in
the hall, iz cordial greeting. His fine face was
all in glow after s evening ride through the
fresty awr, and his brawa sitken hair, slightly dis--
ordered, was carelessly throwan back from off

No. 36,
stingy at tinies, and as eross as an oulid cat, sav-
g your presence, sip !

* Pooh, pooh, man ; never mind Mrs. Dwyer
—when she’s out of humor, laugh her into 1t
and a~ to the sunginess) he laughed good na-
turedly, *we can eanly manage that.  Be sure
you come, now, before yon leave the neighbor-
hood, for T want 1o bear some of the old airs
that na one m Tipperary can play hike you.'

¢ Glory to you, Father MeDermat 5 s ny-
sell "l give you the best in the pipes. % be
over, your ruverence, some day this week, God
willing, an” Pl make a day of 1t when { do go,
if it was only to spite Mrs, Dwyer,) 8o saying,
Shaun ~truck up ¢ The Priest wn His Boots® as
the Dean descended the staws with his host, and
the other wentlemen clapped their hands, cryhg,
¢ Bravo ! Shaun, bravo! that Wity wull-li;u»d,
anyhaw P . '

When the venerable clergyman mounted his
horse at the aor, Dr. [lennessy,
called ont - Safe home, Dean, God be with
you ! Aud the Dean auswered, ¢ Your wish is
a good one, Doctor, and | thauk you! fape you

from the steps,

l well

it was uot homeward the Dean turaed his
horse’s head; following Friar sireet a fittle far-
ther, bie turued off i the direction of 1he Rock-
gate, and rode slowly atong carefully noting the
cabins o either sule, tll ot las, seeming 10 have
found the one he wanted, e stopped at the door
and withow atightmg, Kuocked several times witl)
the butt end of hus whip.  No sound came Irom
within, no hight was seen 10 glimmer in the
miserable bul. Al was dark and silent as he
grave.

N rlwl iq H ,t " 1 H - M

s v strange ! said the Dean to. himself
ha!f aloud ; * can they have left ere T Aud ret
where wouli they go to ¥’

* Troe for your reverence—where would they .
g0 to 7 said'a deep voice so «lose 10 the horse’s
side that the priest started.  The might wag

us this ime— where’s Henrietta? 1 turned my
liead, aud, sure enough, there stood Harry Es-
mond looking in at the door, which he held halt-
open. The hght of the fire shone full on his
face, and T thought 1 never saw him look so
grave. That, however, did not surprise me,
knowing what perfect comnand he has of bis
features, and supposing him beut on frightening
us girls.?

¢ Did he not speak ?’

¢ Speak, Mr. Moran ! no, indeed, he did not.

Mr. Hennessy burst nto a loud laugh, ¢Of
course he did not—1 kpow well it was a shadow
vou saw, Oge of those dim, nncertarn shadows,
whicl are only seen by fire-light. Tla, ha, ha!
Oue of the poets—Cowper, I think, describes
them most graphically,) —and be recited, with
theatrical emphasis, those lines trom ¢ ‘Fhe Tasle’ :
: 'But we perhaps

The glowing hearth may satisfy awhile
With faiat illuminsation, that uplifts

The sbadows to the ceiling, there by fils
Deaocing uncouthly to the quiveriog flame.’

*T admure your smartness, Dector !’ said Bella
coldly, ¢ but such was not our shadow, secing
that it was not uplilted to the ceiling,’ no did 1t
dance coulhly or wuncouthly—but when Mary
and I ran to the door, the figure ghded away be-
{ore us with a slow and noiseless step, we follow-
ing all the way, ull it opened the dinmg-room
door and walked in. I bad to suppart Mary
along the ball, for she would hase it that it was
Harry’s Fetch we saw, whilst I maintamed that
it was Harry himsell, playing off one ot lus prac-
tical jokes at our expense. But if none of you
saw lum come in here, whereas we both saw him
enter the room, then the case s clear—it was
his fetch we saw, beliere it who may or may
not !’

¢ It is vecy strange, said the Dean, whilst the
other gentlemer looked at each otherin silence,
probably connecting this singular apparition with
the dark revealings ot Mabel’s madaess. ¢ It is
certamly very strange,” he repeated, ¢ b!.ll still,
young ladies, I canuot help thioking that it might
be the effect of some mental hallucination. Pro-
bably you had been talking of grave suhjects, if
not of supernatural appearances —coine now, was
that the case ¥’

¢ 1 solemnly assure you it was not,’ rephed the
young lady, ‘on the contrary, Dean, we were as
merry as possible, and talling of sowething that
made us both laugh heartily. Were we not,
Mary P

¢ Of cosr-e we were, my dear; but there 15
fno use saying any wore about ‘this affair. I
should not like either Harry or Henrietla to hear
of 1t—Heuretta, especially, for I know it would
frighten her dreadfully. ~The taore 80, on ac-
count of cur seeing the fetch after ‘dark, ‘which,
you know, 15 said to deaote death to the person
so seen. My God! aud she passed her hand.
over her brow, as one who would : dispel some

hideous dreain. :

The geatlemen were uawilling to admit, even|  ¢Wher Ing | flouse,.>haun
h ~—yau're forgetting us altogether these. times.”: .,

tacitly, the supernatural character of the appear-,
ance ; they would fain bave laughed the gicls out

one temple, leaving the outiine of his head and
face clearly confined. It was a fine head, not
exactly indicative of the highest intelligence, but

well formed withal and finnly set, whilst the
face, decidedly handsome, aller the Saxon rather
than the Celtic type, was expressive of every-
thing frank, monly and generous. e was tall
—that is to say, rather above the middle beigh,
with a fizure uniting strength and grace to a de-
gree rarely see. :

¢ Whowm have you here,Manrice 7° saul Isinond
as he hung.us coat wm the hall. ¢ [am delighted
to see, or rather to hear, that you have Shaun
the piper for one individual.  ITow the fellow
does bang off that merriest of tunes !’ neacing
¢Phe Wind that Shakes the Barley, wlici
Shaun was then giving out in glonous style, pra-
hably bearing the gentlemen in he Lall.

¢ That’s so like you, Harry,” said s frieand,
catching, as he always did, the gushing gaicty
that came spontaneously [rom ISsmond’s heart.
¢You asked me » question, and rambled on to
something else without waiting for an answer,—
We have anly Moran and O'Grady, and Miss
{.e Poer—that s for the evemng—ithe Dean
dined with us, but I am sorry to say he caunot
rematn much fonger. He lias 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 whe that
is—el, Maurice ?

¢ Why, Aunt Vinegar, to be sure—I beg a
thousand a year—I mean Aunt Winifred.?

¢ Well, well, mocking’s catching, my fine fel-
low; you’ll have a [fame some of these days,
tske my word for it, cool as you are now.’

¢ And pray how cool is that, Master Wise-
acre ¥

¢ A few degrees above Zero anyhow.’

They entered the drawing-room, at one door,
as pretty Mrs, Esmond, with Mary aod Bella,
entered at anotber. It was hard for the girls
to look at Harry Esmond with anything like
composure, remembering what they had seen,
yet they managed to conceal their feelings toler-
ably well an the whole. Yet when Esmond took
Mary Hennessy’s hand be missed the brilliant
simle that had often cheered his heart, and start-
ing he locked in ber face. ]

¢ Mary —Mary Hennessy are you quite, quite
well # he asked.

* Quite, quite well ¥’ she apswered forcing a
smille. )

Harry shook his head—took her two hands n
his—and looked at her more earnestly, then
sighed and turned away, evidently not satis-
fied.. . '

-Before the- elder Ismonds made their appear-
anice, the Dean retired, much to " the regret of
the company, after exchanging z few pleasant
words; with Shaua who was by that ime wnstalled
on theé :.wide -lobby near- the drawing-room:
door, iy U T
¢ Wheh are you coming to our house, Shaun 7.

% Wisha, long life 10 your reverence, i’s an ill

'| singular

pitch dark, rendering objects mvisible at any dis-
tance, and a thin coat of snow Jay on the vround
sulliciznt ¢ hide the sound of apprnacl\in: fot1-
steps. ‘

N Bav they are gone—that is clear,’ spid 1he
Crean, ¢ perbaps you can tell where to 2

*ls itme, sour reverence 7 b, bad cess 1o
the one o° me krows 4 thing about ke - jts
like they tuok to the road, ot last, the crathury
~sure it starvin® they war here, for il (he
help they ant now and thew fros one and -
oither.

s And pray who are you that <erin 1o kanw g
mueh ahout Vher affar s ?

sl !lrg()”'.’i, your reverence anolt ta kynw
me wall, anyliow ; sure i was “J'our.»lf that
clirtstened nynl?

* Yes, but that dow’t answer my question ag to
who you are ¥

« Dars auybedy hereabuuts know where they
are goue to ! Well, your reverence, if anybody
does, it's ould Bryan Cullan—DBryney the Rock
you know—himsell and themselves were as grea;
as pickpockets. Il show your reverence
Beyaw’s htile place — i’s oniy a step from
here.” .

“ At you doa't tell me ths instant whe yau are,’
saidd the Duan sternly, ¢ Tl lay oy 'u."hip ove,r
your shoulders.  What’s your nane, T say, and
wheze da soulive?  Asfor Bryan’s r:oltalre 1
can find it out myself.! =

¢ Well, i regard to the whip, now, I} pe
0Ty 1o pul your reverence 10 so much trouble
so Ull e bidding you good night, an” 1s sorry I,
am to see you on & fool's errand '

* What do you mean, you raseal?? sajg the
Dean, waxing wroth, and carrying out bis threat
at the same time, as he thought.  Dut his whip
only felf on empty space,and a |ow mockig
laush sounded in his ears as il from the rear of
one of the adjaceat cabins,

Muttering 1o bimsell ¢ What a chagoe tyran-
nical oppression will make na man or g peo-
pie I’ the Dean took his horse by the bridle and
went straight to Bryan’s cottage, which was only
a few 'yards distaut. A light wag dimly visible
through the sohitary pane of glass that served for
a window, and it so happened that, approachin
the door, the Dean cast a glance on the interio§
What was it that fixed his eye, and rgade hi";
look Jong and earnestiy ?  Te only figure visi-
ble was that of Cauth, who sat sewine near the
stand that held the ‘~rosm-alut,’—asathe pea-
santry call the resin candle. Bryan, if  there at
all, was concealed by the jamb-walf.

‘A thrill. of some strange emotion * passed
through the-stalwart frame of the ‘priest as he
gazed on that shrivelled hag, for such she seem-
ed, and ‘be said to himself: ¢ Merciful Pro-
vidence ! how came sle 1o Bryun’s cottage 7—
and she. seems quite at home. ., Surely the old
‘man eanuat know - he may, thoigh; for he 15 a
gular man 10 bis way,'and might ' do' such a
thuag. . Well, unless be” speaks - of “it himself, I
will-not, that is certain!  But.1t is.very ve’ry
Btrange: P oo P o

'

disposed: to-laugh, though-even that/they: would"

vt
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“the iruib; your, réterence; My

day I'd forget -you,’ sayhow! - :Buf ‘tg tell yoa:

Al
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wyer.is mighty,)ed

ool knocked au'the. door, -and “Bryan“himself
#/to,open 1t.” Great" was the old man’s sur-
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