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THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.

A TALE OF CASHEL.

BY MRS, J. SADLIER.
CHAPTER 1IV.—BRYAN’S STATIONS. ‘
(Cantinucd Jrom the Trox Wirtsess of the 27th Murch)y

1t was not to scrape the moss from the tombs

and head-stoues, or to replace the precious frag-
ments rent by time and the pitiless elements from
the aocient sculptures, that Bryan Cullenan wend-
ed his way to the ruins on the Rock that cald
Novewber day. He did not forget that it was
the Feast of Al Saints, and, therefore, a holyday
of obligatioun, but somehow he never felt per-
fectly at home anywhere else, and had alwags a
misty potion that when be was not there he
ought to be, and was pretty certain of beiug
wanted. 1t 1s true the Rock had few visitors at
that season, but still some Lhere migit be, and
who so well as Bryan could tell them all about
the old place. and the great sights that used to be
been there in the old, old times? Then, if nobody
chanced to come, Bryan was never at a loss {ur
employment for he told his beads over and over for
all sorts of pious inlentions, and when hie was not
telling bis beads, why then, his thoughts were his
best companious, Lo borrow a phrase of his own,
quated 1a turn from an old story with which all
ol us were famihar in days of childbood. Tn
the solitede of the ruins, which to many would
“have been insupportable, Brran found bis peace
and bappiaess; on working days, working as
though his subsislence depended on 1t, from early
morping till late night, beguiling his self-imposed
tasic the while with prayer, or editation, or
mayhap the croning of an ancient bymn, gene-
raily in the old Celitic tongue that best behtted
the solemn ruins.dating from Celtic ages. ]

" 'Tlig"callé’of ‘nature were- seldom pressing on
"-0ld Bryan, whose attenuated frame required but

little sustenance, and even that litile he could

-dispense with for the better part of the twenty-

four hours without much inconvenience to him-

self.  This was partly the effect of long labit,
and partly of forgetfuloess, in the strange pre-
ponderance of the spiritual over the corporal in
lus nature during bis solitary hours on the Rock,

Oace or twice (& happened that he had been dis-

turbed in some quaint old-world reverie by the

ollictous kindness of Cauth coming up to summon

iim to bis'morning or noonday meal (it wa~ only

in broad daylight that Cauth would ventare to

52t foat on the Rock) so he charged the old wo-
man never to trouble him again on any account

“in regard (o the eatin’ or drinkin’, for whea he

was buagey be’d go down himself” Cauth was

fzin to submit, for the old man bad such a way

with bim, as she said to herself, that pobody

cared to contradict bim. ¢ TV doatin’ the cra-
" e is,’ was her final conclusion o that, as on
magy other ocuasions, ‘ and I suppose there’s
nothin fag it but to let him have his way. So
Bryau ever after had his way, as far as lus soli-
tary life on the Rock was concerned.

The hours of 1hat holy day passed away all
unoticed by Bryan. According to his custom
on such days he made what he called is ¢ Sta-
liens,” beginning at the image of St. Patrick on
Hie great stone by the gate, aud ending at the
ot where the high altac of the Cathedral once
70t in all the gradeur of archiepiscopal pomp.
Bryan had marked out for humself in the circuit
of the holy places, fourteen stations, correspond-
ing with the Stations of the Cross, following, as
he'wss fain 1o hope, the course by which the
Sacred Host was carried in procession in the
grand old times when the archiishops of Cashel
were kings of Munster, and princes carried the
<alopy that covered the King of kings.

Long time the old man paused and prayed in
ihe beautiful choir of Cormac’s Chapel, where
the-altar stood of old—again ut the tomb of the
baly founder, close by the Chapel-wall—tben on
e Chapel of the Apostles, roofless and bare,
Jetstll decorated with the sculptured images of
the Twelve Apostles. . There, tradition says,
stood, ages since, *a fair statue of a bishop;’
Whom ancient chroniclers point out as David
Macl(}elly, Archbishop of Cashel, who died m
ihe'mldd]e of the thirteenth ceatury, fand was
Wried 1n the [ittle Chapel of the Apostles.’—
From there passed Bryan to the old - Abbey,
"ase once noble Church was a goodly resting-
Pace for the Blessed Sacrament in those grand
Processions of old time, when mitred abbots and
“0nled wonks graced the choir - stalls, and. the
Wately cloisters echoed to the fall of many fect.

£ Was a place to panse and meditate—here
"here 5o wany holy. moaks and saintéd .abbots
¥t the sleep of -peace.. : .
HL“‘ of all was the Cathedral with s long
“':ﬁ:koi buried archbichops, many of whom are

290w by name o the people and _ther me*
wary foadly chierished. There wis. -Angis, . the;
i‘," Patrick himself. is still the: theme of the win-
8 (ale by the cottage-hearth, on account . of
i., Marvellous faith of the royal convert, what

)| gave no benefice to any Englishman, and advised

crueity. " H8'was bound to s'stdke, his agrs'nind 1€gs
‘covered over with pitob, salt, oil'and sulphar';'fire wad

7 brince, whose: conversion ‘from . psganism by ‘géveral houra in torsure. , He was then placed-on .4

time he suffered the point of Patrick’s iron-shod
stafl to penetrate lus foot without a murmur or a
groan, deeming 1t part of the baptismal rite.—
There was Cormac MacCullepan, the holy
prince-bishop, who rebuilt St. Patrick’s oid
Church and erected that Chapel which stil! bears
his name, a miracle of ancient art.. There was
Archbishop O’'Hene, of whom chromicles tel
that he was ¢ the [ountain of religton in the west-
ern parts of Europe; and there was Archbishop
O’'Dupan, known to s own and after ages as
¢ the most pious man in the western world ;'—
there was Archbishop Maurice, to whose learn-
ing and wisdomn even the Welchman, Cambren-
sis, bears witness, albeit that be spoke lis mind
rather freely to that worthy on one memorable
occasion, when Giraldus having taunted the lIrish
with having no martyrs, the prelate replied :

¢ Though our country be looked ypon as bar-
barous, uncultivated, and cruel, yet they always
bave paid reverence and honor to ecelesiastics,
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, hke 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 ¢ Lile of
St. Cuthbert, of Lindisfarve,” whom he proves
to have been an Trish saint;> there was Richard
O’Hedian, one of the greatest prelates that ever
swayed the crozier of Cashel—the restorer and
renovajor of all the buildings on the Rock, the
founder of the hall [or the Viears-Choral—the
St. Laureace O’Toole of Cashel—the prelate
who was impeached by John Gese, the Protest-
ant Bishop of Waterford and Lismore, in thirty
articles, the prineipal of which were, ¢ That be

otlher bishops to the like practice.” Bryan Cul-
fenan could not have enumerated the great Arch-
bishop’s claims to the admration of posterity, but
he knew him, by tradition, as one who stood up
manfully for the o!d race’; wub all Munster, he
loved and reverenced his name, and the place of
his sepulture in the old Cathedral was one of the
lermil’s favorite shrines, The tomb of Myler
M‘Grath, though from 1ts position in the deep
choir it often sheltered the old man’s rest in the
warm nights of summer, was yet not one of lus
¢ Stations,’ for even if the apostate prelate did
recant tus errors on bis bed of death, he was sul)
* Queen Bess’ ishap’ to all the county round,
and no man or woman in Ormond wide ever
breathed a blessing oo his name. The staiu ot
apostacy was not fo be effaced from the memory
of an * archoishop’ by the private recanlauon of
public ercors persisted in for yeats. No—no—
prayers might be sard for the repose of that late
repentant soul, and many a one Bryan did say
with that intention, but no prayers were alfered
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 Rack,” and
ever as Bryan kuelt before the forsakes spot
where of old they minstered at the altar, he
would murmur to himsell, ¢ Ao’ sure they’re not
all here, the wnore’s the prty.  Isn’t there Acrch-
bishep O’Hurley, the holy martyr, that suffered
death and torture for the faith, that was' buried
in saycret semewheres near Dubln 3+ Ay! aud
many another holy bishop that died in France
and Spain, in the time of the troubles. Weif!
1s a folly to talk, England has a deal to answer
for, and i’s the black reckonin® she’ll have to
pay whea ber day of reckonin’ comes.

*But ochone P Bryan would sigh, as he sat
himself down ou the projecting base of u noble
column o the aisle, after fimshiog lis stations,
and fixed his sorrowful gaze on the shattered
walls of the choir, where the winter-wind was
making sad muste . as'it swept in eddies through
the breaches time had made: *ochone! il's a
hard thing to think that England wasn't the
warst after all—wasa’ Murrogh of the Burn-
ings worse than any Sassenach of them all 1—
and bim of the rale ould stock, too, with Brien’s
owa blood in bis veins! Och, wirra ! wirca ! to
think of him havin® twenty priests dragged from
behind the bbly althar, where they were hidio’,
and butchered.like sheep there right in front of
it—not to speak of the three -lhousand people
he barned up'in the town below ! Welll weli!

¢ The martyrdom of Darmott O'Hurley, Archbi-
ghop af Cashel; in the reigd of Elizabath, was ac-
companied " by circumstadces of the most revoltiig

then applied o slowly that the holy prelate waskept
rack, and, still peraisting in his® rfugal* t0* cknow-

ledge the supremacy uf Llizabeth in ‘splfitnal mat-
ters, was taken to Stephen's Grean and there stran-

gled, ‘

MO

.many steps, when he again stood still, for the

if there’s justice in heaven, Murrogh O’Brien,
you bave alow place in the pit of hell! stili)
recollecting himself, ¢ they say bie was sorry for
it before he died—and turned Catholic, too—well,
maybe he did—God’s grace can soften the hard-
est heart, we all know—but if Murrogh of the
Burmings died a gaod Christian, it was a miracle
and nothiog else. I declare to my heart if lLe’s
in heaven I’d as lieve not see him—I’d sooner
have somebody else convaynient to me there—
God forgive me !

Then Bryan would endeavor to bring Inmself
te more Christian sentiments with regard to
Murrogh, but do as he would he never could
sehool his lips or bis rebellious heart to pray for
his soul’s repose. ¢ If it be true that he died a
Catholic,? sard Bryan to himself, * then he gets
his share of the Church’s prayers, and can do
without mine—well for lnm, for I’m afeared if he
had no athers, he wouldn’t get many from me—
barria’® I jist was sartin sure that he bad no one
else to pray fer him. A body couldu’t be too hard
that way to any poor soul that stood in need of
their prayers. Ob wusha ! the Lord have mercy
on all that’s puttin’ their punishment over them,
ether in the other world or this! And sure
that reminds me—the morrow 15 All-Souls’ Day,
and T must make the Stations for them. DIl war-
raunt (here’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
morn,m’, and (o make my little offerings with the
rest.

‘So passed the day—the evening fell,’

the early evening of dull November, yet Bryan
was still at bis dreary post, though the drizzling
raia coming chill on the blast had driven bun
hours before to the safe shelter of Cormac’s
Cbapel, the stone roof of which was proof altke
to wind and raio. As the shadows deepened
around hun, where he sat under ibe 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 eatrance even
in broad day, receded, as it were, from Bryan’s
view, wnlo the darkness that enveloped the nave
and choir, the old man felt an awe creeping over
bun that still was not fear. [t was the vigil of
the dead, and with the shadows came the spirits, |
as Bryan firmly believed. But they were not
spiruts that Bryan feared—they were only ¢ poor
wandering creatures lookin® for help,” and what
help Bryan could give them te cheerfully gave,
in accordance with the spirit of jthe Church
whose solemn commemoration of All Ssals in
the Propitiatory Sacrifice was next day to glad-
den the suflering spirits of the middle state—be
their place of punishmen!t where it might. To
any otier than Bryan Cullenan the sease of soli-
tude, and ol supernatural presence would have
been overwhelimng, butto DBryan it was far
otherwise—silence aud solitude were his dream
of iife, and bis inlimate communicn with the
dead, and entire devotion to their memory raised
him far beyond the vulgar fear of the superna-
tural which superstition loves to cherish.

Ha! ha! ba ! laughed Bryao low to himself,
“to think of that foclish Cauth tellie’ me not on
any account (o siey on the Rock tins eveniug
after nightfall—as if 1'd be afeard of them, any-
where, ar, as if they’d do me any mischief—
aren’t they aboul us everywhere as thick as the
grassin the fields, and still nobody sees them, the
cratures, or hears them, aither—it’s httle they
trouble us, after all 7—why, then, now, what can
that be ?—there’s no livin® bein’ barrin’ myself
that Yl be on the Rock at this hour. It must be
somethiog else)

Rising from bss seat, Bryan stepped out, re-
gardless of the rain, and strained bis ear to lis-
ten. The sound was, at lrst, a low moaning,
and Bryao whispered sottly to himself—¢ That’s
some poor wanderin’ sperif, anyhow! There’s
keavy trouble aa it, Pll go bail.?

All_ at once a solt plaintive voice was heard
sing 1o Irish a ditty well knowa in Munster, and
these were the words in English:

‘1 could wander through the streets hand-:n-hand
with my true love, .

I woiﬂd.sail the salt gea with na fortune but you
0va;

My uearest and my dearest I'd leave them for ever,

Aond you'd :aise me from death if you said * we'll
ne'er sever.' ' ‘

¢ Well, that’s a quare ghost !’ said Bryaa, mav-
ing a iittle farther in the direction of the voice.

—* I beheve it’s in the Tower it'is.” He moved |

cautiously aloug_by the end of thé great chirch
—~—the Rouud Tower standing at the angle of one
arin of the transept as Cormac’s Chapel nestles
in the shade of the other—but had oot gane

mournful caotne was rising ftfully on the breeze,
and the clapping of bands was heard, -and ughs
and'moans that seemed to ‘come from a breaking,
Beart, - 0 v e Dl S
|+ Christ saveus !’ .ejaculated Bryan, ,and _lie:
crossed himself devoutly, ¢ 1t must "be  the ' Ban-
shee—maybe it’s a warain’ for miyself—<sure
‘enough the Ranshee follows the Cullénans. : Ou
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‘that made him stagger, she cried with a distan-

1o arguse her [rom he wmomentary stupor.

was anguestionably Bryan’s own, *wasn’t the

vo, vo/ isn’t that a sorrowful ery ¥ He was
yet speaking, when the invisible singer broke
agan iste a wild strain of music, and sang, still
1o Irish:
¢ Gladly, O my blighted Rower,
Sweep apple of my bosom's tree,
Would I now -
Stretch me in your dark death bower,
Beside your corpae, and lovingly
Kisg your brow,

¢ But we'll meet ere many a-day,
Never more to part,

For even now I feel the clay
Gathb'ricg round my heart.’

¢ Ab,’ said Bryan to himself, ¢ I know now who
it is—it’s neither ghost nor Banshee, but mad
Mi}'l;sel—-poor thing, poor thing—swhere is she, at
all?

It must be owned that Bryau's step was some-
what quicker after making tins discovery than it
was when he expected to see (iie Banshee; he
speedily turned the angle of the transept-wall,
and there, crouching at the foot of the old pitlar-
tawer, was a female figure, only to be distin-
guished from the dark objects around by the
hght color of her garments. Neither the dark-
ness nor the raw appeared to disturb the unhap-
py bemng who had chosen a place so fone and
drear for her wild and mournful minstrelsy.

¢ Wisha, Mabel, my poor girl, said Bryan
tenderly raiing her from the wet ground,
¢ what on earth brought you here such a night as
this P

¢ 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—
tudin®—isn’t s Holy Cross ¥

¢ No, na, Mabel; this is Cashel—the Rock of
Cashel, you know 3’ and encircling her frail form
with his arm, Lie burried towards the gate, anx-
isus to get her housed with Cauth m s own
cottage. o

¢ Cashel I’ she repeated in a whisper ; then, as

No. 35.

‘ Why, then, to be sure, 'l put dry clothes
on her,’ said Caunth with a strange misture of
compassion and peevishuess in her tone, and in
trer face ; ¢ do you think 'm a Turk or a hay-
then that T wouldn't 7—but where did yoa come
across ber P

¢Ou the Rock above, an’ sure 1t was the
blessing o’ the world that 1 happened to be
there at the time. She mght have been out all
night under the ratu, and maybe iw's dead 1'd
find ber in the morning. Sce how God takes
care of them that can’t take care of themselves !
Praise and glory to Iis name—~ITe does!’

It was no easy matfer for Cauth to get the
necessary change made 1n Mabel’s apparel. She
could not persuade her to leave the fire, and al-
thoush Bryan went out of sight behind the jemb
wall, s0 as to leave the place lo liemselves, the
dificulty st existed.  "The girl had taken it
into her liead that seme sinister motive prompted
the dicrobement, and she resisted with sif the
strength thut madness gives. .

‘11205 going to hang e you are) said she,
[reeing berself with a sudden jerk fram tie re-
straint of Caulh’s arm, ¢ there’s ne peed for you
o strip me, sure—can’t you hang me with my
clothes op 1’

Cauth tried to exposiulute, but ber vorce [uil-
ed her, and 2 _convulsive shudder passed through
her frame. The senscless prattie of the mani:c
was either striking soms chord 1 her own heart,
or exciting her compassion to an wtolerable de-
gree.  She sileatly renewed her efforts, how-
ever, (o lake off the wet clothes, and finally suc-
ceeded, owing manily to their tattered condition.
Bot sull, 1o the last, Mabel kept grumbling and
protesting.

¢ Hut, tut ! you bould jude, isn’t it ashamed yau
ought Lo be Lo strip 4 dacent girl 1hut way 72—
Be ofl with you, now-—not a tack more yeu'ld
get off—not a tack—O murther ! 150’ she the
robber, all out ?

if the name awoke an echo mn her darkened mind,
she sang a snatch of an old song, to the air of
¢ The Girl I Left Behind Me.?

tNo more—no more in Cashel lown
I'il sell my bealth a-raking,
Nor on dags of fairs rove up and dawa,
Nor join the mercy-making.!
¢ Whisht, there’s the Peelers—they’l! hear you
—and listen hither, honest wman—if they do,
they’ll bang you—they hang everybody.?
"Then all al once she broke out agam with
* The Dangha Peelers were out cne night,
QOn @ity on patrolling, O ¢
They met a goat upon the road,
And took her to be a stroller, O P
‘ Good man, why don’t you sing 1—he used to
sing, you know. But did you hear that lie was
dead 7 She peered into Bryans [ace through
tite darkness, then pushing him away with a force

tul laugh :

 Get away with you, now! yau’re auld, and
he’s young—will you not be botheriv’ me with
your palaver? O wisha, I never bear Lis voice
now, at all—where is he 7—ay, that’s it—he’s at
Haly Cross—all alane by himselt they tell we,
and that’s why T want to go. And I must go,
too, and be there afore the clock strikes twelse
the might—{et me go now—yov see I can’t stay,
at all,atall ~’

“ Och | nmong the green bushes he's waiting for me I?

Bryvan bad purposely kept silence, fearing lest
the sound of an unfamiliar voize might frighten
hier so that bis feeble arm could not longer hold
her. DBut still he kept on his way, whilst the
rain fell faster and heavier each passing moment.
They bad now reached the cattage, at the door
of which stead Culith waiting ankiously, as on
the previous night, for Bryan’s appearance. She
was just commencing with — ¢ Why, then,
Bryan——"> when the old man brushed past her
with Mabel into the house.

¢ Wisha, Bryan, wb:’; that you have with
you?’ cried Cauth, {ollowing them is, but no
sooner did her eye fall on the pale face of the
maniac, looking ghostly theough the long, damp
tresses thal huag over tt in wild disorder, thana
linid palor overspread her own visage, and she
shook like an aspen leaf. Meanwhile Bryan had
seated the miserable creature in the cnimoey-
corner, and, although the fire was blazing
brightly, he threw on some additional turl, which -
latter'act not being agreeable to Canth, served

¢ Now, then, what did you do. that for 7’ she
said sharply enough, - consulering that .the turf

fire godd enough ; one d ‘think you bhad a turf-
stack back o> the bouse.” o o

£ Never .mind, . Cauth, never.mind—God is a
rich provider—come ard see to poor Mabel—:
can't you put sowe clothes on fier 'till'yok dry*
thesé didy’she has ‘on'?--Shi’s smost “dead with'
the So@ld abd wel oa-seeld Howe o v
¢ GoRldeduldlmitisteditie’gich crgadhisg
over the fire, and shivering ‘uil over as the kingly:
warinth réaclied * her - einacidted * frame through
the wel'garmieals that cluag areund her. "

-

-

1

v}
P?f.‘ii!d:‘l{.l,ng +Donogh’s - tomb...m :Holy : Crossy -

fae b V.l
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When the warin dsy elothes were once on,
however, Mabel’s tone ciringed.  She began to
feel the comfort, and a smile averspread her wan
leatures, as, looking down at the red druoeet
petticoat. wiich Cauth hal put on, she surd 1o
Biyan. who had just resumed bis pluce ut the
fire :

‘There now, you see, 1’'m Petticoat Loose
—-1 tould you so, but you woulda't helwve me—
dou’t be aleard, ould wan, 'l not hunt you! —
But dan’t stop me—don™t apd God  blesy ¥ o,
for P on oy way 1o lHoly Cross 1o see him
yow knote, avd | must be back at 1he Wil before
cack eraw ! "There, Inok at ker I pointing with
a g:gg!ing laugh to Cauth who had dmp;;-:.-d al-
most fainting on a4 seal—r she’s sfeard of the
ghost, you see l—slie thinks Detticoat Lngse i)
hang her—la! ha! bal maybe she will—she
hung me onst—that 1 inayn’t sm, but she did S—
and ' walkin®, wallin ever sence, au® wil] till
the day o’ judgment.

¢ The Lord save us!' muttered Cauthi; ¢ shet
be the death o’ me this night, if [ stay in the ove
house with her!  Any way, { must get the sup-
per for them.’

Tte supper was zol accordingly —tea and
oaten bread for Mabel, porridge and miik for
Bryan, 1o which Cautli made a show of jominy
hun, but it was plain that the appetite was want-
ing to her—Mabel, on the contrary, swallowed
her supper grechly,and with esident relish of the
te, then a luxury hittle common amonest " coug-
try people tn any part of frefand. :

¢ Tay I’ said Mabel very sofily, looking at the
liquid 1o her cup, ¢ I like tay—1 get it up at the
HalP—then, as if the name brovght a thought
into ber iind, she turned to Bryan with quite a
confidential air—¢ Jerry Pierce 15 at the Wail
now—you know Jerry 2—he’s not hung yer
but ould Mr. Esmond says lie'll bang lu?n, and
Tua Murtba, and "everybody—an® then ’gg’t
they bang him—maybe they *on’t—no, no—
they dow’t bang the quality—i’s shoot them
they do !’ and she lowered her voice to a2 hissige
whisper that froze the blood w the vews of
those who heard her. ¢ You needu’t look at me
so, honest man, for 1t’s truth I tell you—~they do
shoat the gentlemen, by times——2 .

¢ Whisht ! whisht ! Mabel * said Bryan ina
tone of great alarm, kuowing that walfa haye
ears, sometimes. ¢ You said you liked tay—.
give her:another cup, Caulh

But. Mabel would persist in the obnoxious
theme, tea or 0o tea : * Did you ever hear of old
Chadwick—dida’t they shoot him—didu’ they,
now 2+ Mara said they did—and histen hithep >
pulling Bryan’s head close ‘to her—- he' said |’t .
was him—yon know who I mane— there, don’t .
say a word—for your: life—but there wasblosd - -
spilled, now—that’s- God's truth-<andvsich falig= -
ing ydi evér Sobias rs wad ek it b s,
= they, thqught'to’ harg. e, {00, "but: X, bid, : |
bbey-abroad;an?. that's. how.they  missed ofr -
e, . sed’12abut théy edtehel himtan they
Bang Kiia? to7:80-his Burty’'réd * checks, ' ind biat "
yallahaie? o R

““Qoht what color was-your trua:love's hair,



