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" raE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.

A TALE OF CASHEL,

PY MRS. J. SADLIER.
CHAPTER XV.—MIDSUMMER-EVE ON THE
ROCK OF CASHEL. .

It was midsummer-ever and the sun of the
longest day bhad Just sunk beneath the westery
horizon ; star after star caine o‘ut m the blue
peavens above, and fire aftgr fire dotrcfl the
broad plain below, as if a brighter re_ﬂecuua of
the pale tight shed duwa trom the glorious cavo-
py hung on high. ‘These were the bonfires which
on St. Johw’s Eve make all Treland glad and
bright, the young uproarious in their harmless
mirth as ey dance 1 werry circles round ¢ the
bonfire,” and the old sad amd the festal Joys as
they talk to each other of ¢ Auld Laong Syue)

¢ And the Snmmer days when they were youog,’

young and bhthe, and light-hearted as those who
have now taken their places around tke midsum-
mer-eve fires, even as those Christian  fires in
honor of St. Jobn and symbolizing the light of
Christianity, have replaced the ancient * fires of
Baal’ lit on the same charmed eve on tbe hills
and in the valleys of Treland where the sons and
daughters of the land cnee reverenced in those
¢ gncred fires’ the image of their most potent god,
even the great Bel.

Halt sud balf gay was the ebat wherewiih our
old friend Bryan Cullenan and Ais {riend Shaun,
the Piper beguled the tranguil hour as they sat
togetiier under the shattered arch ot what was
once the grand porial of the cathedral. The
noises of ihe old borowgh sad of all the merry
dancers al the fires round the base of ibe Rock
came softened 10 the ears of Lie 1wo old wmen,
and the soothivg influence of the hour brought
that ineflable calm to thew hearts which only the
coutented, trustng, sumple Christian can expe-
rience bere beloss.  Ear'ier in the evening it had
been Shaun’s inlention 1o visit some of ‘the bon-
fices with a lucrative object 1 view, but, asiune
wore on, and he and Bryan exchanged reminis-
cences of their boywsh days, and of friznds long
dead, and joys long vamshed, Shaun gave up the
notion of going to tle bonhres, ¢ for,) said be,
¢ 11 wouldn’t be worth my while, maybe, for all}
1’d mike, to be trapin’ round from one to ano- !
ther, aod that’s what 1’d have to do to make any-
thing at all!  Sof I’d do with it It do witi-
out it, and wny way D'm not badly off at ihe
preseni tme, thauks be to God Almigluy. Mow,
anly 1 % be drawin® them all about us {from he-
low I’d give yous tune or two that*d warm
jour poor ould heart. _

€Oh not here, Staun agra, not here,’ said
Bryan ina deprecating toue, ¢ why, you don’t
know who’d be listenin’ to you." And he drop-
ped his voice almost foa wlisper, and cast a
furtive glance aronnid.

CAnd what v 2 eare whod be listeuin’ ta
me ?” sard merry-hearted, fearless Shaun, ¢ there
o't one busied on 1be R wk o Cashel, Ul go
bail, that wouldn’t have a gra for the ould piper
that never cid map or mortial any harm, but
makes pleasure aud innocent divarsion wherever
be goes. You needn’t be squeezin’ my arm,
now, Bryau, for I'm sure there never was priest
or {riar, or bishep, aither, ou Irish ground—
(barrin’ them big buddagbs of English bizliops,
and who cares about them ?—that hadn’t an ear
and a heart for the ould ancient music.”

¢ Athen, Shaun, will you howld your whisht s
said Bryan in a low troubled vaice, ¢ T'll tell you,
there's some o them rourd us now--you’re
bringiu® them out o’ thewr graves with your fool-
ish talk.’ -

This staggered Shaun o hitde. Wisha,
Bryan,” he whispered, ¢ how do you know that?
—do you sce anyting 77 And he begao rolling
lns sightless eyes around as though they, too,
could penetrate the deep recesses of the ruins.

Bryan made no answer; his eyes, wide dis-
tended, were following a dark figure that had
ghded out from the further end of the palace,
across the littie -open space towards the south
trausept of the catledral, close to “ hich stands
the pillar-tower. The old man held his breath to
listen, but no sound could he distinguish  within
or arouud the buildings save the dull flapping of
the bat’s wing, and the light breeze rustling 10
the ivy on the walls. .

¢ 15 there anything wrong wid you,
whispered Shaun anxiously. )

« Well—no ! hesilated Bryan in the same low
tone, ¢ but some way or another, Sha'un, ever
sence the'poor young master came 10 his end .m,
the way he did, I feel as if there”was somethin
over me—and there’s times when I’'m a little
dausted to be out afther uightfall—barrin’ I'm
up Liere on the Rock.

¢ Wisha, Bryan, it 1so’t afeard of lus- ghost
you’d be 7 said Shaur in-a tone of anxious in-
quiry that bad fear at the bottom of it. :

¢ No, it isn’t bimself I'd be so much afeard of

Bryosec ¥’

shiver all over: ¢ I think I’d never get over the |
sight of lum now, for I seen him onst sence be |
done the deed, und I wasn’t the betther of it for |
mauy’s (ke day afther. i

* You seen him onst, Bryan—no but, dud you?” |

¢ As plain as I see you now, and as close to !
me, too, in a manner. Christ save us! what’s }
that 7 ;

A cold, heavy hand was laid on the old man’s ;
shoulder, and starting up be saw a tall dark |
figure close by his side, the eyes looking down
on Lim from usder a cap or hat thsl seemed to
lus exciled fancy of wonderful shape, and one,
moreover, that ‘would fit Fin Mac Coul, atil
least so thought Bryan. It was, or appeared *to
be, precisely the same figure that had glided
tbrough the evening shadows a httle before, and, |
moreover, i Bryan were nat much nustaken, he
had seen it, or something like 1t, more than once,
of late, flitting far off behind the pillars, or un-
der the arches, when the mght-shadows began to
{all, or the moon’s pale ray luy cold ard ghastly
on the place of death.

¢In the name of GGod what are you? suid
Bryan, starting up from under the stony bhand,
every hair on his head beginuing to stand on end.
¢ Spake, I command you, m the name o’ good-
aess. .

Tostead of awswering, the figure ghded away
as noiselessly as it csme, but Bryan, anxious for
the houor of the Rock where a ghost had never
crossed his path till these latter days, and deter-
wined 1o sift the matter to the botlom, seas to
ascertain what manaer of spirit 1t was that made
boid 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 tus caution in_his
increasing apprehensions. ¢ Bryney ! | say Bry-
ney ! raising Ius voice still higher, ¢athen, why
don’t you answer me T All was silent, and as
the echo of his own voice died away amongst the
ruins, a chilling sense of Joueliness fell fike a pail
on Shaun’s jheart and mind. ¢ [ vow lo God
he’s gone I suid be, afler feelmg with bis band
ie the place where he knew Bryan had teen sit-
ting, ¢ iU’s a trick he’s playin® on me, sud nothing
else.  Wisho, who'd tnsk Bryvey the Rock hud
so much fun in him?  Well, he can’t frighten
ane, that’s one comtort, and to let him see that,
Pl give him a tune—ilil pass the time bravely,
and keep up one’s beart a bit till iy ovld chap
comes back, tor afther all 1t is a lonesome place,
and that’s God’s trath ] ITere goes, now !’

And so sayiog Shaun biew his chunter, und
struek up * 'he Dusty Miller® with « hearty good
will, and a lusty vigor that brought out the wer-
riest tones w his bag, oud made his own heart as
light as a feather.

1 thinkin? tharil chose the ghos s, anybow)/
quoth Shaun, warming more aad more at the ex-
ilarating sound of his own music ; *vow we'll
give them ¢ [Haste 1o the Wedding,’ and no soon-
er said than dope, ¢ Well,it's a folly to talk,
said be, ¢ there’s a power o’ fun u these same
ould pipes o’ mine. Hoogh! Shaun, your sowl,
is a pity you’d ever die.

His music and lis self-laudation
end together, when Bryaa rushed
aud seizing the chanter with no genfle hand
pulled 1t from between is fingers, saying, ¢ Are
you mad, Shaun, or what’s comia’ oser you, at
all, to go playin’ up your jigs and reels among
the dead on the Rock o’ Cashel 7 Dada’t T tell
you ot to do at ¥

¢ You did, and then you goes off wid yoursell
and laves me here, ali alone wul iy pipes, and
sure what could I do but make them spake to
keep me company? If I dope any harm, iUs
you’s to blame. 1 didn’t expect you to do the
like, Bryan Cutlenan, and you my sister Mary’s
sponsor, Gud rest her sowl in glory—och,
Am-en this night I’

t1 couldn’t help it, Shaun,” said Bryan, lus
voice trembling with some new and strange
emolion.

¢ You couldn’t belpit? athen, how is that,
Bryney ? said Shaun in his natural tone of easy
goad humor ; anger or vexation was but a ripple
on the surface of his tranquil mind. * Aud now
I think of it, didn’t 1 hear you talkin’ lo some
one there awhile ago ?

¢ In coorse you did,’ siad Bryan as composedly
as be could, ¢ and if you were anywhere conva-
pient many’s the time you’d bear me’ talkin’
when there’s ne’er a one but myself.

¢ 1 know that,’ replied Shaun, * but there’s two
ways of talkin’, and more, too, if it goes to that
~<come now, Bryan, tell the truth, didu’t you
see or hear something that time ?". _

¢ Wisha! the.ne’er a:thwg: worse than my-
self, returned Bryan-evasively ;¢ maybe il -was
them weary bats I was talking :to, for they do be
fiying about me here iu the dusk when I'm at

came to an
up breathless

my mght-prayers, or taybe’ sitting thinking of |.

‘one thing “or another—sometimes they’ll come
fapping theif Wings in my very ‘face, the’ mis-

seein’, as lis murderer.’ The last word _wa_s
whispered in Shaun’s ear; and 1t made lbg piper

¢chievous cratbers, that they’d think it . was mak-.
ing game-of me they wor. - But hadu’t we best
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be getting down efll the Rock, Shaun, agra? it

must be getling late, for I see mast of the [ires
are dying out.’

Shaun asseated 1n a tone of abstraction very
unusual with him. Ee was not satisfied with
Bryan’s explanation, and wondered much that
bis old friend would have any reserve with "him.
¢ Howsomever,’ said he to hunself 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 scaring me le is, on account
of me bemng out so often after nightfall.”  The
bare supposition was more than suffictent to clear
Shaun’s sunny old brow of the light cloud that
had setuled on 3t, and io! Richard was himself
again.

“In coorse, you’ll come bome with wme,” sad
Bryan, as, having lecked the gate, he iook hold
of Shaun’s arm.

* No, no !’ cried Shaun hastily, ¢ I’'m obleeged
to you all the same, Bryan, but 1’d socuer go
somewlere else.

¢ Why, then, what’s that for P

¢ Och I’ replied Shaun evasively, ¢sure I know
you haver’ any room to spare.’

¢ There’s room enough for you, anyhow,” said
Bryan somewhat testily, ¢ but if you don’t want
10 come, you can’t say but you were asked.

Now Shaun had a rezson for declining the offer
which he could not, or would not tell Bryan,yet lie
telt that soie reason he ought to give, and he
was casting about in Ins sunple wind what be had
best te say, All at cuce a voice spoke near
bim, almost at bis elbow.

¢ 1 thought you weren’t comin® down the night
—it’s a woundher you did, aither.”

Shaun uttered an exclamation of tarror, and
came near dropping his pipes in his fnght.

+ Why, Shaun, what ails you, man? said
Bryan soothmgly, ¢ surely i’s only poor Cauth
that care up the road 10 see 1f 1 was comin’)

¢TI know—T know,’ stammmered Shaun, gasping
for breath, ¢ but it took a start out o’ me to meet
ber in this lonesome place—I mane—I mane—
to meet any oue at all of a suddent that way.
The shudder that was creeping through Shaun’s
stardy {rawme was nat lost on either of his hear-
ers.

A knd of pondescript sound, neither laugh nor
ery, but something between the two, was heard
to escape from Cauth’s Jips, and drawing closer
around her the skirt of her drugget gown wlich
she had turned up over her head, she muttered
some unntelligible words, and hurried away to-
wards the cotiage.

¢Is she gone P winspered Shaun.

' She 1z avic; but what m the
over you that tue? - sure it 1s0’t afleard o
Coutii you'd be P '

¢ Well, I donna bow it 1s, Bryan! of coorse
I’m not afeard of anybody, leastways her, but
then i’s awsy takin® a start out of a poor dark
creature hike me.’

¢ But where are you gow’ to lodge ihe night 7’
uquired Bryan, himsell no httle disturbed by
what had passed.

¢ At Jobuny Farrell’s there below, if youll
lead me to the door for God's sake.’

¢ IUs myself ’ill do that, Shaun, 1f you didn’t
ask me at all,;? said Bryan, aud they walked on in
silence for some five minutes, when he spoke
again: ¢ Shaun, said he, ¢there’s something
about Cauth that’s mighty quare—you know
more about her than I do—1 see that—and I’
be very thankful to you if you’d tell me what and
who she is)}

<t wouldn’t do you any good if I did,’ re-
plied Shauve quickly, ¢ but 1'll tell you what 1l
do,’ and he laughed good-bumoredly, ¢Iwill tell
you what I know about Cauth, if you'll tell me
what you seen and hard this mght on the Rock
above ?

¢ Well,? said Bryan evasively, ‘sure I seen,
for one thing, the best hand at * The Swaggerin’
Jig? in all Tipperary, and the pipes he has that
can’t be bate any more than himself—and ds for
hearin’, why upon my credit, Shaun, I kard what
I never expected to hear on the Rock of Caslel
il T hived to the age of Mathusalem—an’ what
no one ever bard there befare, I'll go bail—that’s
¢ Bobbin® Joun® and ¢ Haste to tbe Wedding.—
Pll warrant you, it’ll be all over the town the
worrow that music was bard on the Rock the
night, and they’ll be all sure it was nothing
earthly thal was ia it.

¢ And there was something there that wasn’t
earthly, put in Shaun. ¢Now, wasn’t there
Bryney ? yis or no, like a man I’

¢ Well, not that 1 seen er hard)

¢ Bryney, said Shaun loweriog his voice to a
wlisper, ¢ take care; now, what you say—did you,
or did you nor, see young Mr. Esmond’s ghost?

¢ Mr. Esmout’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 P’ retorted -Bryan. ¢ Now

world came
3

‘you seen him just as much as I did—and that’s
‘the truth. . Here we’re at Johany Farrell’s now
—but stop a mingit, Shaun=now ’on’t you tell
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"change that’s 1o her since 1 seen her last—she

1863.

e afore we part what you kuow about Cauth 7
—1 declare I'm begasing to be a httle daunted
imyself on account of the quare ways she has.—
Maybe it isn't sale (o have her in the house—eh
Shaun ?

¢ Poob, 1.ooh, Bryan, don’t be making a fool
of yoursel(—she’il not hurt you.’

¢ But dd she ever lurt any oue ¥

¢ Wisha, Bryucy the Rock, you foolish ould
wan, you! do you think it’s murdher any one
she’dd do?  Not but what there’s people that
does worse—’

¢ Worse than wmurdber, Shaun!
worse could they do

¢ Many a thing, Bryan ! many a thing, though
God forbid I’d ever be the man to inake hght of
murdher, still T say there’s as bad things done—
ay, and worse, that there’s no law for anther.—
God be with you, Bryan,and I wish you wmay
never die, or nobody kil you, till you cateh me
again after dark, on the Rock o' Cashel?

When Bryan entered lus own cottage, he
found lus frugal supper awaiting his coming, con-
sising of some few polatoes, kepl hot in the
skillet beside the brush-hre, and a noggm of
fresh buttermilk standing on the htile fable.--
Cauth was silting on her ‘creepy,” both her
hauds tightly clasped around ber knees anml her
eyes fixed m moody thought on the funtly-
flickering blaze emitted by the crackhng bram-
bles on the bearth. As DBryan entered, she
broke into a somewhat angry apostrophe ad-
dressed to a harinless ericket who was warbling
his merry solo in some crevice about the
bearth.

« Wisha, weary on you for a one cricket ! 1t’s
aisy seen you have httle to trouble you, or you
wouldn’t be ever en’ always deevin’ my ears wid
that siiarp voice of yours that goes through ny
very head.

¢ Athen, Cauth !’ said Bryan, as he took lus
seat at the lable,and blessing lmself, began his
supper—*¢ what harm does the poor cricket do
you 7—ils often 1’d wish there was a ericket
near me on the Rock above. [ think it’s great
company to bear the weeny cratburs singin’
their httle sonz, divarting themselves down
among the ashes.’

e Humph P sad Cauth, €1 wouldn’t doubt
you. But never mind the cricket now, Pve
news for you the mght.

¢ You have now T—and what is it, aroon (

‘The young wmiistress was hese the duy, and
she wanls me o go up the morrow fo the big
liouse, and blamed me for not gomy this whils
back.’

¢« Wisha, Cauth, are you in earnest? saud
Bryan, laying down Ilns noggin, his mouth and
eyes wide open 1o cateh the answer.

¢ Arrab, maybe s joking Lam I saiil Cauth
with bitter rony, * T tell you she was here, and
that’s all about it.  But ocly och, i’ the gore

Wiy, what

looks twenly years older, you'd think - and sure,
sure, that’s no wonder — didn’t mysell grow
twealy, ay, thirty years older in one week
oyeh, it’s me knows what leavy griel can do
and she shool her head drearily, ber guze stili
on the fire, or rather on vacancy. !

¢ And dear knows but hers was a heavy grief,
Cauth ; but wouldn’t it be a quare thing, now, if
there was them above grouad that has as sore a
heart about that same murder as she bas, God
bless her for ever.

Cautl: started from her reverte and gave
Bryan a look that, as he afterwards said, ¢ was
as good as a process’—(a law term this, ron-
Irsh readert) ¢ Well, Bryan, you do bate all,
sometimes, wid the foolish words you say~—nosw
who cowld have as sore a heart for the loss of
Lim as his own darhing wife, that was the fower
of the world wid him, and him the same wid
ler? Hut tut, man ; let nobody ever hear you
say the likes of that again. [U's aisy seen you
have no gumption 1n you, anyhow, or you
wouldn’t say it

¢ Well, now, see here Cauth, said the old
man meekily, ¢ I know one that went to Lough
Diar-og for the good of his soul not many weeks
ago, and them not a drop’s blood to fum aither.
Now what do you think of that 7

¢ Wisha, what could I think, barrin® that them
that did it must have had a great wish entirely
for the noor master. Now f it was one of his
own a body wouldn’t wonder, but a stranger to
do it was past the common altogether. The
Lord reward them, whoever they wor that done
it, for sure it must be some holy pilgrim or
anctier, maybe Barney Byrne ?

¢ No, 1t wasn’t, Guess again.’

¢ Well, maybe 1t was Susy Rooney.

¢ No, it wasn’t any pilgrim at all, but—’

¢ But who

¢ Why, Jerry Pierce!’ and he lowered Ius
voice to the lowest pitch. : :

¢ Jerry Pierce !’ said 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:direc-

as Bryan bad never seen her do before. ¢ 1Tow
dare you mention lns name to me, the curse-o’
Giod vibam . Eun to go to the Island : [ won-
der he wasn’t afeard of being swallowed up in
the Lake--sure 1’d be there many’s the day ago
myscif, only for fear ol vexw’ the Lord more
and more, going among good Christians 1 that
blessed and oty place, where the best that goes
has te walk barefoot all the time they’re wt.’

¢ Wall, e that as it nay, Cauth, what T teil -
you’s true—with all the wateh that’s on him,
that s»me man made his way to Liough Diar-og,
witl tue infeution I tould you.

©Au® how did you know that 7 asked Cauth
sbiarply, *4id you see him?’

«1vs no matter whether I did or not,—if [
didn’t see lumself, T seen them that did.?

¢ Bryan Cullenan !’ saud the woman, ber eyes
flashing with a strange and livid hght, ¢ you're
not the man 1 took you for, or it isu’t colloguin®
youd be with Mr. Esmond’s murderert 1
thon.ht, 11 it was true to you, tere was no one
wart: agin bim than yourself. T vow to God, if
L could ouly get wind of where he’s to be tound,
"0 o mysell and give inforination to the magis-
trates, though T wouldi’t take a penny of the
rewaerd, bul it to put I in the way of getting
whis he desarves.  Hanging would be too good
for e villain, ar’ 1'd be glad to see him strung
up like o dog, the night belore the morrow.”

*1 wouldu’t doubt yuu,) said a deep voice
from wvutside speaking through a chink of the
teait duor. * 1 woulde’t doubt you, Ka-e Cos-
tedlo!  von’re an old hand at that busiuess,—
bt you'tl ot hanyg Jerry Pierce 1

‘Cue tarbulent spirit of the dame was fairly
overcome by this mysterious salutativn; she
sank breathless on a seat.  Bryan lost not a
mouemt w opening the door, mnuttering te him-
sell os o did sa=-¢ Well, if he’s a liviag wan
thi~ night, that’s his voice.”  Whaever it was,
there was no one 10 be seen outside, though the
macylight was shining full ou the road, reveal-
ing vowil the distinetuess of * gansh day,” the
jured outlines of the great Lock, the wall, and
P overianging ruins,

« e got there, anyhow,” said Bryau cowming
back v ddiessing the old woman who had by
that o recovered ber momentury  liintoess,
Phat slieever he was be seems to kuow you)’

¢ He does.” she replied doggedly.

¢ Aads it thrue, then, that youw’re—>

* Woate Costello ] she sud with a look and
ot were ol debance,

Fecan was silent for a few nowments, during
win - he s1t naking llmuglilfuil)’ tduwn on the
cio tor, tie woman watehing hon with a lynx-
lihe sorutimy, At last he spoke but walout
ratsing, his eyes s ¢ Why, didn’t you tell we be-
fore who you wor 2’

1wt you bear it time eaough 2!

s Well, thats true, but still—=?
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* Bt stll youd rayther have known before
that you had IXate Costello on your flare 2 —
Well, thats a droll thing, 10y, for I thought
theee vasn’t wman or woman in Lipperary that
ui ruve To bave my four bones under the roof
witd L

Fui- she said i a tone of bitter mockery, but
all wv once ber shark features assumned a softer
expees o, her pale lips quivered with a tremul
ous wtivn, and she said as if to herself ;

* Av’ sure what wondher s it? I am a fear
some g, aml there’s no one more afeard of
me tian Fam imyself—och, och””  And laying
ber lods one over the other on heart, she
grosued heavily, 1 Och! och! but it 'id be the
atse to me if Lhis weary hear} ’id breuk at onst
—but 1t ’on’t do that, for it’s as bard as a stope
—ua ! hal aud how dreary was ber laugh
“sure {ueedn’t tell anybody that, for the world
kaows if [ hado’c a hard, bard heart °d never ba?
dune what [ dud

¢ Well, well, Cauth—or Kate, or whatsoever
you aze) - :

+ Lf wme Cauth still, for fear of any one bear-
ing tue other name—an’ besides, 1 don’t want
10 b :e it myself—oh vo, no ¥ she added with
suddrn wildoess, ¢ anything bat that-—any(hing
in the world wide but the one they used to call
me P Sue covered her face with her hands and
tapsed fnlo stolid silence. :

* Well, Cauth,’ -~ began Bryan agam, after a
long pause, * 1know there’s many a one woulda’t
wish to have you next or nigh them, but—
but—’ be drew a long breath, ¢ I see you're
sorry for what you done, aad—and—I’ll 1ot be
harder on a fellow-crature than God Almighty
1s—but what brought .you here, at aif 1

* Ay, thal’s the question,” said Cauth rising
ber face from betweeu her bands, ber eyes again

‘| flaslung that “anigry fire, * you want to know

what brought me here. 1%l just tell you then:
I couldu’t stay : wiere- I was, and the people all -
knowing me, s0d where I'd have a -chance of
seeing- the old min' pining away, lanely and -
lonesome, wid the s1aff gore-from his 0ld age,— -
‘aind knowing wlo took -it—kaowing who’took it

tions 3 ¢.Jerry Pierce I’ .and she crossed herselt-

~—ochone ! ocliose ! wouldo®t:1: thravel-op ‘my
ek Al 10 gotoul of i wa, wad



