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THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.
A TALE OF CASHEL.
BY MRS.TSAD[JER.

CHAPTER X.—A DMORNING ON THE ROCK.

Javuary passed away with its cold clear days,
and February duly fulfitled its allotted 1ask of
¢ filling the dyke;’ snow had fallen in unusual
quantities, making the farmer’s heert glad with
the prospect ot rich fields and abundant crops.—
The first days of the month were so” mild and
fasr that the country people were no litle alarm-
ed, because of an old saying amongst them thar
¢all the menths in the year curse a far Febru-
ary.’  St. Bridget’s Day, tha first of the mouth,
was a (ry suony day, only just enough to make
out-door exercise agreeable, and as soon as old
Bryan could get ¢ a mouthful to eal’ arter Mass,
hie went up to the Rock to make lis *stations,

- which having done, be went about%is work of res-
toration, talking to himself as usual. He bad no
lack of employment that day, for a storm which
had raged with great violence for full twealy-
four hours during ibe last week of January, had
covered the surface of the sacred canclosure with
fragmeats from the ruins. Nothwithstanding that
Bryan bad been laboring for some days to reporr
what be could of the damage, many stones lay
scaltered around, some whole, some broken in
their fall, while amongst them were seen not a
few fragments from the rare old sculptures on the
walls and arches ; here a leal from a tall Co-
rinthian 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 slah which, spht
for long, had at length yielded to the might of
the storm, and wrenched from its home of ages,
was burled from on high to swell the heap of
rubbisk on the floor of nave or chancel, aisle or
transept, as the case might be. ILiverywhere
tbese wreeks of the recent storin wet Bryan’s
eye, N6t SO nuwerous, It s lrue, as they had
been, but il enough to make the old maw’s
keart’s ache, the more so as many of the frag-
ments were far beyond his power to restore, on
account of the height from which they had fullew,
and thewr hopelessly shattered condition.

¢ Well, well)? said Bryan, * patience 1sa virtue,
and o I can’t replace them all, sure T wil a
good many of them. Sa in honor of the bless-
ed and holy St. Bridget ’lil begin my work this
day.’

With all the ardor und energy of ¢ sweet five-
and-twenty’ Bryan addressed bimself to ihat
lubour of love which to any other but & man of
primitive farth and primitive simplicity  would
have appeared insufferably tedious, but to him
who had grown gray w the loving service of the
Saints of Cashel, preserving their monumental
remmains as far as one poor solitary mortal could
from the derastation of wind and vain——to him 1t
was hoppmmess purer than the coarse, carnal-
minded worldling ever kuows 1o set about repair-
ing the eflects of every pussing storin (hat shook
the sacred walls of Cashel.

After working awbile in silence Bryan began,
as he often did, to crone an ancient ditty on this
ocuasion, an old Cannelite hymo, known and
sung in every rural district of Ireland to the old,
ald air which Moore has wedded to the sweelly
tender song—* Come rest wn this bosam’ =.

*Ocli, when the Joud trumpet sounds over the deep,
And wakens each nation out uf their long sleep—
Och, ivsthen you'll see thousinds come crowding
aloy
To the g;:ulley of Josaphat, it's there well all
throng !
‘ Mavrone ! what a sight that’ll be—and maybe
Cashiel won’t turn out the grand company en-
tirely /I they’ll only let poor Bryan Culienan
just walk bebind them, a long ways off, when
they’re on their mareh to the valley—vell, sure,
1’s great presumption for me to think o’ the like,
but somehow T think they’!l all have a gragh for
poor Bryan that used 10 keep the weeds and the
long grass from chokin® up their tombs, an« take
care of the fine old walls they built to the glory
of God 1n the ancient days of Erin --
' Och, there yow’ll see Carnelites ic glorions arrny,
And we will be with them if we work our way.'
Well, thats a fine promise, anyhow. God grant
us grace Lo ¢ work our way.

Another while of assiduous work, and silent
meditatton, and then Bryan commenced again, to
another otd-world air both sad and dreary—

* Down by Killarney’s banks I stray’d,
Dowa by a flonting wave,
A holy hermit I espied,
Lying prostrate in his cave——' .
Well, now, that must be 2 nne place for a her-
mit,’ soliloquized Bryan ; ¢ I declare but it must.
They say that Killarney 15 a wondherful place,
with wood and water to no end, and mountains,

and rocks, and all. sich things—and fairies that |

bates the world out for the antic tricks they play,
and the sweet music they make in the bright

moonlight nights when the ladies and gentlemen’

| on with your story.’

do go out a-boatn’ on the lakes. I often hard
the quanfity that comes here on their tower
talkin’ about t, till iy onld heart wonld be
jumipin® out o® my mouth; and then T°d begn to
thiek of the ould hermii—what a fine time he
had of it there, and what a fine place it wust be
to make one’s soul in—
¢ His eyes oft times to heaven he raig'd,
And thus exclaimed he,
' Adien, adien, thou faithless world,
Thou ne’er wast made for me.

two English gentlemen one day here on the
Rock. A long time ago when there was a great
college here at Cashel, and another at Mungret,
in the County Lmnerick westwards, there was a
power of fine larped meu in both places, but
| Mungret gat the applause all over Ireland, and
even beyond sea everywhere for the wonderful
great skill they had in all sorts of larnin’, espay.
cally what Father Heenan called the dead lan-
guages. Myself doesp’t know what in the world
sort ol languages them can be,—barrm” they’d
be what the priests spake to the evil sperrits
when they’re faying them in the Red Say, or
anywhere. Apyhow, that’s what Tather Heenau
said, I’ sartin sure of that. Well, Mungret
being famous for the. dead languages, and the
fame of that house being noised abroad as I told
you befare, the heads of our college here—that’s
Caslel - took a notion that they’d send some of
their best men 1o Mungret below to try the skill
of the peaple there, or whether it was true what
every one said about them, in regard to the dead
lnnguages. So when the head-men at Mungret
got word of what was goicg on, they were a lit-
tie daunted, you may be sure, for fear their stu-
dents wouldn’t be able to answer all the ques-
tions that ’id be put to them, an’ that they’d be
rutned entirely and disgraced for ever, in regard
to the dead languages, so well hecomes them,
doesn’t they dress up some of the best of the
students in woman’s clothes, and some of the
monks that were great larned men entirely, like
plain countryinen zoing to thew work, and they
seads them all off to scatter hither and thither
along the road that the Cashel men were to
. |thravel oo their way there. Well, what would
ye have of it but when the fine, venerable ould
gentlemen from Cashel gat 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 thep’d come to a cross-roads or the hke,
they were always answered in the dead lan-
guages - ¢ .

¢ Oh nonsense, Bryan I’ ened Miss Hennessy,
a livde impatiently, ¢ the dead languages are
Greek and Latin, and some others not spoken
now,’

¢ Well, well, miss, I suppose you kuow best)
said Bryan submissively ; ¢anyhosw, there wasn’t
a man or woman they spoke to bul answered
them in—’

¢ Greek or Latin.

¢ In Greelc or Latin, then,—if that’s what the
dead languages manes—so the geatlemen from
Cashel kere began to lock at one another, aud
shake their lLeads, and at long last they put their
heads together, and says they where's the use in
our going to Mungret? when all the country
peojle around Lhe Abbey—even the very women
—speak the dead—ahem! Greek and Lutw—
as well as we do ourselves, what chance would
we have with the monks and the students?—
maybe i’s worsted we’d be ourselves instead of
puzzling them? So wih that they turas on
their heel and comes straight back to Cashel
without ever going next or near Mungret—’

P And so <

¢ And so, ever since then, Mus Mary, 1t’s a
by-word in the place, ‘ you're as wise as the
women of Muagret,” mare by token they weren’t
women at all, but fine well-spoken young stu-
dents that were great hands entirely at the dead
languages, and I suppose tbe livin® too, it there
be such things.’

At this the young ladies laughed, assuring
Bryan that there were such things as hviny lan-
guages — ‘and what 1s more, Bryan,” added
Bella, ¢ you are speaking a living language
yourself.’

¢ Is tt ne spaking a living laoguage 2 and the
old man turned on the fair friends a look of sin-
ple wonder that much amused them, accusromed
as they were to Ins guileless ways. ¢ Oh, now [
see it’s making game of me ye are—as, in coorse
you have every right to do—me spakin’ a hvw’
language—well now, if that doesn’t flog all,  As
the nave of the Cathedral. if 1 could spake any language, either living or

¢ Oh, never wind us,’ smid the young ladies in a | dead. _
breath, ¢ we’d as soon stand as sit—but pray 0| The lesson which our hermt might lave re-
-ceived in the interesting science of philology was
tprevented for that tine, at least, by the arriva)
of another party whose advent appeared to
throw the young ladies into a pretty htle stale
of excitement, a nervous tremor, as it were, that
would have puzzled any observant spectator.—
“I'be party consisted of a pale, lady-like younp
person, very plamnly atliced, two pretty litie
damseis of some ten and twelve respectively, a
comely geotleman with a fine Pickwickion cast
of vauutenance, a very white cravat, wm the fulds
of wineh his soft fleshy chin, or rather chits, lay
snugly snbedded, and an exceedingly smooth suit
of black, the nether garments of that deun-
length vulgarly celled knee-breeches, with, to all
these atiributes ot respectability superadded s
goodly rotundity of that central region of ihe
human cerpus which in Shakspeare’s ¢ justice’
was said to be * with good capon lined’—what-
‘ever the Zineng might bave béen in the case be-

Poor man, poor wan / that must bave been when
he was dyin’, I suppose—och! and sure 1t is ‘a
faithless world,” and Bryan sighed dolorously ;
¢ just go no farther than the poor young master
—to think of him being shot hke a dog, and by
them that was on lis own flure ; aud eatin’ and
drinkin® of his share for months and months.—
Well, sure enough 1t was a horrid murder, he
went on, though 1w an undertone; ¢in all my
born days [ never beard the likes of it. Oeh,
my poor young gentleman ! but it was the hard,
hard thing for any one to take your life, ana you
so young, so liandsome, and so good—so good.
The Lord receive you in glory this day, 1 pray,
through the intercession of the biessed and holy
St. Bridget.  As for him that cut your days
short—yvell, well, Pl leave him to God—bhe’s
bad enougli as be 1s, and Il ouly pray that the
good and merciful God may bring bim to re-
pentance. It’s mighty strange that be can’t be
taken, and the people all again him as the are.
¢ To 1hee, denr Lord! we recommend
Our brethren late departed,

Grant that their souls may ever be
Amongst the saints and martyrs!

O Virgin Mother, intercede !
Protect them by your banuer,
Anpd help them at the judgmeant-seat,
O Lord have mercy on them! ”

¢ Amen, amen, sveet Jesus! especially him
that was taken so sudden! och, och, and inore
was the pity I’ he muttered low to himself.

The heavy sigh, or groan, that accompanied
the words was heard, though nof the words
themselves, by two young ladies who had just
reached the spot, all unnoticed by Bran.

¢ Bryan ! said one of them, the taller of the
two, *'1 swwould wager a trifle that I know what
you are thinking of?

The oid man started as though a cannon were
discharged close to lus ear. Turning hastily he
looked at one and the other of lis visitors, then
smiled and took of bis hat, and bowed very
low.

¢ Well, T deelare, Miss Mary, but you tock a
start out of we, you and 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 liome.  But m regard to
your knowing what [ was thinking of, bedad if
you do, you bate the women of Muugret all to
nothing.’

« The women of Mungret! repeated Mary
Hennessy, 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 T really vever thought of askmg what man-
ner of women they were whose wisdom has come
down to us in the form of a proverb. Can you
enhghten us on that point, Bryan1—1 know you
are a sort of walking repository of ancient
lore.”

¢ Well, iv’s a folly to talk, Miss Mary, a body
does see and hear a sight of things in threescore-
and-ten years, but the .most of what 1 "know of
ancient ‘ore, as you call it, I larned here among
the ould walls, from hearing the quality talking
of all such things when I do be showing them
round the Rock/

¢ Well, I suppose you tell us all about the
womnen of Mungret and their wisdom,-~can you
not

¢ Tn coorse I can, but P’m ashamed to see you
and Miss Power  standing so long on your feet ;
if it was suunner-iime, now, you’d be at no Joss
fnr a sate,” and he glanced mournfully around ou
the fragments of plinih and capital that strewed

¢ Welil, Miss Mary, T'll tell you the story as

* Tha air of this old bymn of the people i3 es-
ceedingly solemn and beauliful. There is some
reason to think, however, that neither it nor the
hymn is extensively known in Ireland. The author
heard 1t once mnny, meny years ago ic her early
days, under circumstances that fixed jts wild sweet
melody in ber fancy for ever after. Passing with
some friends the *Chapel’ of ber native place—
which stood in a solitary and beautitul spot, on the
outskirts of the populous town-—oue fita summer's
¢vening when day “was fading into night, she was
gurpriged to hear the sound of music from within, a
thing by no means u3ual on week-days. Tutering,
she found a few pious persons singing this old bymao
fop the dead, and ns the sclemn chorus echoed
through the deserted Chnpel in the silence of the
shadowy twilight, the effect was indescribably fuoe.

+ So the country people always called the Lo
Poers, and that, I helieve, was the .origin of the
pame Power, now 8¢ common in the South of Ire-

land,
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bard Father Heenan of Kilienaule teflm’ 1t to | fore us, the exterior was ucdoubtedly both ¢ fair { preme contempt for alf things popish. It is, T be-

ard round 5 lastly, there was a tall, diguified | lieve, a griévous thorn in the good mun’s side

persunage of some thirty-eight or forty years,
not remarkably handsome, yet strikingly noble 1n
appearance, and with just what set of features
which ardmarly express both superiority of iutel-
lect, and that con<ciousness of the same which 1a
some faces might be set down as approaching to
superciliousness 5 this, however, was by no means
the case m the very marked face of the gentle-
mnan ip question, whose manners withal were sin-
gularly uupretendeding though marked by a cer-
tam degree of reserve, aud a coolness that might
or might not be consututional. This personage
was no other than the Earl of EQfngham, the fat
gentlewan, Rev: Mr. Goodehild, his chaplam,
the two litthe girls his daughters, Lady Aun and
Lady Emma Cartwright, and the young lady
their governess, Miss Markhamn, whow our read-

ers will remember us forming oue of the plessant |

party assembled on Haliow-eve Night under the
i who was now putting on his oflicial diguity.

hospitable roof of Esinond Hali.

¢ Bryuon ! said Miss Markham, after she had
shalken bands with the other young ladies, ¢ these
gentlemen are desirous of seeing the ruins, —

‘that the

1

!

|
|

i
|
|
|

i
'
i
i

prunary education of the Ludies Cart-
wight is entrusted o one who has lapsed from
Anglicanism and turned ber back on the Thirty-
nige Articles! Do but listen to im aod
Bryan I

‘Friend Cucerone!” begaa the low-church
chaplain, ‘T presume you have wmang distinguish-
ed visitors bere from tme to time.'

¢ Well, we do, then, have some very grand
people now and thea,’ rejoined the bermit, ¢ but
my name isn’t Chris-reoney, or Chitch-reny, or
or whatsoever that was you said—it’s Cullenan,
your honor, Bryan Cullcnan !’ with strong
curphinsis on the name.

¢ But, my good iriend, you mistake me,” said
the reverend gentleman apologetically, <1 dd
not mean to address you by name, just then,
I merely sad creerone, which means @ guide.’

The explanation appeared 1o satisfy Bryan

¢ Who was the greatest personage you ever
had tere T —you lave bad the Promate, I sup-
pcse — [ wean the Protestant Prupate, of

- : 7
Will it be convenient for you to show them | course?

now?  And she smiled in her pensive way, well
knowing that Bryan lived for nothing else but to
care the ruins asd to show them.

¢ Wisha, then, 1t 15 convanient, Miss Marklamn
and why wouldn’t it?  What an T here for only
to show the place to the ladies and gentlemen
when they come on their tower 2’ '

¢ My very worthy old man,” said the rosy
chaplain, whose enunciation of words, syllables
aud flnal letters was remarkably full and distmet,
“my very warthy old wman, I am told you are
something of an autiquarian.’

¢ An anti-what, your honor »

¢ Anunti-quarian,’ repeated the chaplam slow -
ly aud with grest complaceney 5 © 1 presumne you
know what that is?

i
!

“Isat bim? is it ould Beresford 7 oh, then,

{mueh about him, and far less " ¢ried  Biyan -

dignuntly ; ¢il’s betwixt two minds mysell was

Psehen the ould rap was here, whether 1’ show

bim the place or not, and [ pul a penance on
mysell or deing itl.- Prunate inagh, it's the
ropeful Primate te is.” *

A fow tlitter was heard in the rear, speedhly

fadies by a side view of the arls face, graver

]
|
| suppressed, however, on the part of the young
|

| and darker even than its wont,
cwus @ staunch  supporter of *the [Establish-

\

Lord Eflingham

tent.’
- My good Mr. Culienan,” said the chaplain,

[ fus nose swelled with aunger, yet his voice over-

¢ Well po,” said Bryan with a gentle shake of | #xveedingly caln, “iay good Mr. Cullenan! ray

lis old head, <1 can’t say 1 do. Maybe its
anti-trinitar-ian you mane, sir !’ e slowly added,

as his lhoughls reverted to the hedge-sehool ol

his ¢hildish days, and the word that {ooked so
awfully grand and tarrifically loag at the head of
the muclh-dreaded word of seven syllables some-
where near the end of s ¢ Universal.’

very respectable old anchoret—?
I tould you befare, said Bryan with a testi-
vess foreign to Ihs nature, “ thal my nume was

t Bryau Cullenan—now 1 tell it to you onst for

alt!—{or a big man you have a wmiginy short
memory ‘—now, to save you the throuble of
| askin’ any wore questions about the grand peo-

The ladies all smiled, aod even the grave tple that was here in my tume, Dl jusi el you
dignty of Lord Effiugham was put to the test, | who was the greatest mau 1 erer showed over

but the good parson would have there and then
undertaken to enlighten Bryan on the difference
between ¢antiquanan’ and ¢ autitrinitaran’  had
not the peer interposed—

¢ We have heard) suid he, € that there is no
one now living who knows so inuch about these
waguificent rwns as you do, that is, if you are
the Hermit of the Rock ! '

¢ Well, your honor,” said Bryan bastfully, ¢ [
believe there’s some that calls me so, but its only
a nickname, sir, that the quality gave me, for
Pin no hermty at all, you see, or anything in the
wide world but a poor ould man that takes care
of the ruins here, and shows the ladies and gen-
Hemen through the place when they come from
fun;rm parts or anywhere to have a sight of
1.

The two hittle gicls bad been eyeing the her
mit with mach curiosity, and the elder of the
two suddenly exclaimed, loud enough tv be heard
by all present : )

¢ La, Miss Markham, what a very funny-louk-
ing old mau he is; and don’t he speak queer 7
How much farther the young lady would have
cammitted her party there 1s no saying, lor Miss
Markbam, with a crimson cheek,drew her to her
sipey with a whisper ¢ Fie, Lady Aun! fie, fie
that effectually sienced the young chatterbox
for that tune, af {east,

¢ Miss Markham ! said the Earl with a grave

stimle, *you forgot to introduce your young
friends,

¢ 1 xeuse me, my lord, for [ am sometimes for-
getful’ . she did not say what was really the case
that she could not well have taken the liberty of
mtioducing friends ol hers to hun—"* permut me
now lo repair my unzccountable oversight,’

"The peer bowed with lofiy grace to Miss
Hennessy, more condescendingly to Miss Le
Paer, whose nawme arrested his attenlion.

*Le Poer I he repeated, as his eagle eye
scanned ler girlish features, * what ! auy cela-
tion to the ever-charmmg Countess of Blessing-
won ?

* Not much of a relation, my lord,” said Bella,
blusling to find berself for the fiest tune in ler
shart Uife 1 actust parlance with a peer of the
realm  there is & relattonship, I kaow, but of
wlhat degeee I da not know.

¢ Be wnsat may, § am pleased to make your
acquantance, Miss Le Poer,” was the courteous
repy, as the party prepared to fullow Bryan, the
chapiam, note book in band, close at the old
man’s side. BRI

*Now we shall bave some fun whispered

Harret Markban 1o ber young friends; * the

. - . “ 3
chaplimy bless Wis heart, is soméwhat of a char-

acter in his- way, aud cherishes, moreover, 3 su-

i the Bock—an® that was Dan O'Connpell P

¢ Doan O'Comnell ¥ enied Mr. Goodeln d, re-
coiling from Bryan os il e hald suddenly put
forth the horns of Beelzebub; ¢ you must be
losing your senses, old wan V!

©’Deed, then, I’ not, your horor! sure the
world knows that the Counsellar is the greatest
men e all Treland, barrn’ the Bishops and Arch-
bishops—thal’s our own I wane, sad it sp’t
much tune they have to be travelling about, see-
g siphts—hey bave something else (o mind,
Gud Delp them ! Another great man we hag
here one day wus Father Tom Maguire —in
course your honor have heard ot him—pim that
had the great discussion with Pope—Pope and
Maguire, you kuow.’ '

[ know nothing about the man, fibbed M.
Goodchild, with the peruleace of a very froward
child.

¢ Ob naughty, Mr. Goodcehi'd,? whispere Har-
riet to Mary; “only hear what he says—he
knows uothing about Father Tom Maguire !

The chaplain bad evidently got enongh of
Bryaun’s company, so he turged away to ex:mine
as be said, the architectural featares of the
bihling .

* Muud your steps, then,’ quoth Bryan, ¢ for
if you don’t you'll be apt to get a toss over some
of these stounes that the storm br‘ought down the
other wight.'  Then stopping for 2 moment to
look after the parson, he said as if 1o himself—
¢ Well, nnw, where in the world did he come
from?  Suie [ thought every one knew Father
Tom Maguire.  1e's a mighty quare ould gen-
tieman, anyhow, whoinsoever he is I’

They were aow 1o the Chapel, and Bryan
poiuted out to the Earl—the ladies were all
fanuliar with the scene—the place where high
altar stood of old, aud near by, the tomb of
Myler McGrath,

* Was he not Arehbishop of Cashel ? said the
Tacl.

¢ Well, he was, and he was not, replied the
hermit.

¢ How is that, friend 2

¢ Why, your honor, he was only Queen Eiiza-
betl’s Archbishop, and in coorse Queen Eliza-
beth Liad po wore power than you or I to make
a biskop, let alene an archbisliop—so we never
wee bun - anything but © Myler MtGrath,” and
Abat same is too good for him, for he was a dis-
grace to his name, ou account of sellin’ his faith
tor a good hvw’.  Snll there’s some people says
that he came back afore Ins death, so we pray
for his poor soul, hopto’ that God may foreive
him his sins, and especially the shame apd l=.thd:
sorrow. hes brought to all good ;Christians,” The -

Lord-forgive him; and I forgive him, poor uafor-



