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CHE HERMIT OF THE ROCK. |

A TALE OF CASHEL.

j

BY MRS. J. SADLIER.

—

CHAPTEN YiHL.—THE EVENS OF & NIGHT.

'The next day swas Christinas Eve, and after
t eame Christinas Day, but the Christinas
joys were clouded in many a houschold in and
around Cashel by the awful death of the coun-
iry’s favovite, the gay, the generous, the all-be-
joved Tarry I3smond.  The comforts that sur-
rounded ming an otherwise cheerless hearth that
Chreistinas-frde were the gift of fhm and lis gen-
tle wife, and how could the poor forget that
there Was sprrow at ¢ the big-house,” yea, the
peavieet of all sorrows.  They could vot forget,
and thev ¢id not forgel, that oue of 1he voblest
centiemen e Tipperary lay vold and dead that
an. that 2 blight lad already fallen on the
vo;mg Wfe of their most  bountiful benelm:_!n:s's.
Few houses there were i all the country side in
which the Rosary was not said those nights for
% rest to the poor young master’s soul,” and maoy
a fair fralic was ¢ nipped ¥ the bud’ by the tnnely
admonition of some grave sewior, ' Wisha, how
could you think of the like an’ the young was.
ther a cowld corpse the day—och ! more’s the

thia

iy’ .
‘ i&mi whea St. Stephen’s Day came, and the
¢ Wreh-boys’ perambulated the town and its vi-
ciaity bearing that diminutive specunen of the
feathered tribe aloft in triumph amougst green
houghs ornamented with gay streamers, the fro-
licking, noisy crowd hushed thewr obstreperous
nirth whilst they passed in front of the Hall.

¢ Whisht, now, boys, whisht ! bad cess to you,
don’t you know wikits in there 7 Not 1 word,
gow, not a wordl for your hves? ¢ Och! then,
sure, 1’5 the first time we ever passed that door
wmthout a big piece o’ siver. (rod rest his sou
thal’s gone.’

Such were the exclamations that stopped the
bellowing mouths of the juvenile mob, but the
seniors of the troop need scarcely have ultered
them for the youngest there would have neither
laughed nor sung swhilst passing the house of
Death—that one, least of all. A few perches
past the Fsmoad gates, however, and the wild
chorns rose Ingher than ever-— -

‘The wrau, the wran, the queen of all birds,
St. Stephen's Day was caught in the forze,
Altho’ she is little, her family’s great,

Rise, fair lady, rnd give us a trate)

"This 2gfrain, rvepeated wz recitatzve with the
utost rapidity of utterance by some scores of
squalling voices, was anythiog but wusteal in 1ls
character, yet heard from alar 1t was not withou?
a certain wili melody, like the wurmur ef waves
on the sandy beach. As *alay of the olden

time’ the * Song of the Wren*—unportunaie to
some, was right welcowe to otbers, bringing back
long-vanished scenes, and the simple joys ol other
years when hfe was warin and young. The
mourners heard it and it made their saduess deep-
er yet, by contrast with the brght untroubled
past; faint and far it came to the cars of the
new-made widow aud Mary llennessy. where
they sat, hand focked in hand, beside the bed
whereon lay the shrouded form of Harry Es-
mond now decked in the mourniv) habiliments of
the grave, awaiting s burial on the morrow j—
then did the 1wo pale friends look 1nto each
othet’s cyes, and the weight of present woe
crushed beavier on their Learts as inemory broughn
back the merry Christmas tines for ene ol thew,
al Jeast, were to come uo wore. The same
thoughts came back with the saime feanli: sound
to Maurice Hennessy ou his daily rounds, and to
Phil Moran at lis desk, and he deopped the
seroll over which he had been musing —if was
the official yeport of the Coroner’s Inquest—and
ashadow fell on bis thoughtful brow, asd the
tears welled up {rom Lis intmost heart, us he wur-
lnured * Poor, paor Harry ! lriend of my boy-
hood’s years, how often have we langhed roge-
ther at the merry pranks and miscluevous drol-
lery of the Wren-boys ! They will miss your
open hand to-day. So they ought—so they
ought,” he added, stariing up and pacing the
toom to and fro with hasty strides, ¢ they’hl all
miss him, aud that not to-day or to-morrow
tither—and that they may, lrom my beart out.
Wien any one could be found amongst them
hardeped enough to murder young Harry Esmond
they deserve the worst that can come upon them
Such a dead is enough to draw down a curse on
the whole country.’

* True for you, sir,” said Lis clerk,a thin-fuced
and rather cadaverous individual who had the ua-
gainly peculiarity of never looking any ooe
Straight in the face ; *it 1t had bees the old gen-
tteman now a body wouldn’t bave cared, but bus
tenantry hadn’t that good luck.’

. “Good luck, you rascal ¥ said his wmaster turn-

tng sharp round, * bow dare you say such a word

% my presence 7? ' ‘
 Why, tlien, upon my credit, ar, I meant no

! Esmond that got the bullet in place of Master

Harry, P thisking, s, there would be mere !
dry eyes than there is the day.’

¢ Sdence, sir, shouted Moran, * don’t let me
fiear any more ol such talk, hut go on with what
you are doing ¥

o T will, Mr. Morau; but to tell you the truth,
stry of it was the old fellow that was popped, [
wouldo’t snake out (he warrant so—so cheer-
fully?

“ Cheerfully ! vou villain, why, you look for
all the world like a hangman /—or rather fike
one whose own veck was io danger. ;

¢ On God forbid, sir, God forbid ;7 and the ca- |
daverous clerk, whose name was Ned Murtha, |
put up his skinny haud to lus neck, as if tomake .
sure that 1t was nof w danger. ¢ But then I
wisl Mr. Boland had gat the warrant made out i
at home.’ |

¢ And why so, pray ¥ :

P Well, you ree, sir,1s the frst wurrant of
the kind [ ever made out, and I can’—1 can’t;
warm fo the job ai «ll, at al. ‘Deed I can’t,
sic I? ;

¢ Nausense, man, nonsense! dor’t you ihink
the fellow thet shot Harry Esmond deserves o
swing for it 2’

¢« [ know, sir, I know, but then—but then [
don’t cave to bave a hand in any one’s death.’

¢ Go on with your work, I say—no more idle
prate—there is no time to be lost.’

Moran seated hiumsell at s desk, bent again
over his papers—silence reigned for a tew min-
utes, when an exclamation {rom Ned made the
lawyer turn quickly, just in time to see that ec-
centric individual throw down lus pen acd Junp
from bis perch on the high office-stool.

¢Confound it, Ned, what's the matter now 2’
cried the attorney.

* Well, it’s a foliy 1o talk, Mr. Moran" said
Ned, looking every way but at him, 1 can’l nor
1 won’t write them words, sir, iu regard to Jerry
Pierce I’

: You will not, eh 7'

!

< No, sir, I woulda’L do it lor all you're worth. |

Its against nature, so it is.’ ]
¢ And why agawst nature 7
¢ Because, Mr. Moran !

first and second cousip of wmy ewn, spd—and—
oh Lord ! if it was only the old fellow he bad
shot—no—no—1 didn’t mean that, Mr. Moran,
T dide’t, indeed, siv ! Tor T won’t believe ke shot
e'r a one, at all, tll Um sare of it. Bat don’t
ask me, sie, (f vou plase, Lo wake our the wae- |
rant—Jerry amd mysell are 100 near akin, s,
for me to da it, fetif be osilinay. And be- ’
sides, Jerry saved me a liorsing” ousl. when we |
were at school together, by reason of taking the |
fault ou bimself 1o sereen me, and Le as tano-
ceutl as the child unboral’

Poor NMed ook out  vive nandkerchiel spot- |
ted with white, wad giving it a very determined
shake before he applied it to its legitimate pur-
pase, blebbered out—¢ No, Mr. Moran! 1 can’t
d2 ity sic ! if I lose my place for it.

“ Well, well, Ned, you shan’t lose your place
for it,” said Morar couginog down his emotions
~lawyer as he was, there was a large infusien
of ‘the milk of huisan kinduess in his heort—* go
and tell Brannigan to come beie—he’ll make out
the warrant, and you can copy that deed he was
goiug to commence.  Hurry, now, burry I

i T will,=ir,” said Ned, but he only said it, for
his journey to the nexi roowm oceupied consider-
ably more ttme ihan the distance seemed to war-
rant.

¢ Ned Mortha U sad Moran to bimself, as the
door closed bebind him, ¢ there’s more of a heart
in that ungainly body of yours than 1 ever gave
you credit for I*

The reader will see {rom this that a warrant
biad been issued immediately after the Coroner’s
Inquest for the arrest of * Jeremiah—commonly
called Jerry Picrce, tate butler ar Ksmond
Hall.®  The verdict on which this warrant was
founded could rowise have been returued but for
the evideace of Mes. Keamond touching the mys-
terious worids of Dierce, and his no less myste-
rious conduct on the fatal diy of the murder—
this, caupled with his sudden disappearance, fur-
pished very sirong presumptive evidence that,
if not the prinewpal in the atrocious crime, he
was, at least, cogmizant thereof, and, therefore,
accessory. [t was an awful suspicion, consider-
ing the refation which hud exis'ed between the |
supposed murderer and hus victim—tbe ugvarying
kindness of the master and the apparent fidelity
and gratitvde of the man. In fact no wotive
could be assigned for the perpetration of so foul
a murder, and bence 1t was that the whole conn-
try cried shame on the murderer, and ope geve-
ral feeling of Lorror and of indignation pervaded
the minds of all. TRich and poor were alike in-

« All our readers may not understaod the nature
of the gervice rendered on this occagian, [z country
schools in Ireland when a boy was convicted of any
capital offence, he was haisted ou the back of ano-
ther boy, and castigated to the master's ¢ heart's con-
tent’ This punishment was techuically styled Aors-
ing. ~

Jerry Prerce is al
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offence,’ whispered the clerk, ¢ but if it was old }teresled in this mysterious mucder—the vicl va- ijrudely interrupted by the sight of a4 tall figure, [sleeping apartment, both reached by a Yadder ;—
i turaily inferring from it that no man’s life was | standing by the bed, wrupped n a greal coat, the widdle space, or that end of the luclien

No. 39,

safe amd a population so prone to deeds of | the cape of which was thrown orver the head | where was the fireplace, shaded from the door by

the other hand, lamenting the loes of ther gener-
ous {riend and most bountiful beaefactor, the [
darling of every heart, and filled with shame and |
conlusion to thisk that a man could be found in
Tipperary to choot /i in cold bicod. ¢ Oune of
themselve:, too’—that was the worst of it.—
There had been murders committed even in that
part of the country, where the murderers were
regarded with compassion rather than abhos-;
rence, because they bad but executed the gene-
ral thirst for vengeanve on some hard-bearted,
tyranmcsl landlord, the scourge of his miserable
tenantey, aed the avowed enemy of the people;
s tus case, however, there was no syiapathy for
the murderer —ali tie popular feehny was sgainst
hun 5 in "ol that easters district of Tipperary
there was not mag, wonran or chdd who did not
execrale the deed, praying with all the fervor
of grateful love for the repose of Mr. Ksmond’s
soul, aud that God might cemfort Lis desolate
welow and her unconseious orphans.

Of the wany humble homes to wivch the ua-
timely death of young Marry Estnoud brought
tribulation there was none wiere griel’ weighed
so heavily as in that of Bryan Cullevan. The
news had come like a thunderbolt on Cauth and
Bryan, and both equally felt the crushing blow,
but its effect on each was diametrically opposite.
Bryan bhastened at once to the IMall, ¢ catisfied
himseif;” as he saud,* with a good cry over the poor
young master,” and prayed long and fervently be-
side his cold remains, the tears streaming (rom
his aged eyes on the Bridgetine beads he was
telling for the repose of that dear soul. During
the three days and nights that the vigil of death
was kept in Eswond Hall, Bryan spent the
areater part ol Lis time there, row giving out the
Rosary and the Litanies .wmingst the country
people who thronged the kitchen and the ser-
vanty” hall, now kneehny, absorbed in pious me-
ditation, beside the state-bed on which 1he body
was laid out, that mournful privilege bemng
tacitly conceded to the old man of the Rock,

Cauth, on the contrary, never went near the
bouse of death. A certain gloomy wildness
seemed to have taken possession of her and she
talked incoherently to hersell with the strangest
gesticulation. That was ouly when alone, how-
ever, for (0 Bryan she was unusually silent all
those dreary days. Once when the old man |
asked was she not going up *to see the poor
young master beflore he was laid in the cold clay
where none of thew could erer see kim any:
more,” she turned on him sharply with

* Don’t be botherin® me, Bryan Cullenan ;—
what for would I go up there?

¢ Wisha, Cauth, what for does any one go up
there 7’ said Bryan, much amazed; ¢ myself
thought you had a great wish for the quality at
the hl.’

¢ Who says [ haven’t 7' she returned still more
sharply ! ¢ go your ways, now, Bryan, and let
me alone. [ hate to hear people makin® fools o
themselves, talkin’ of what they know nothing
about.’

Poor Bryan was fain to do her bidding, and
¢ went his ways’ to the Rock, wondering much
what maunner of woman Cauth might be who
professing so much love and gratitude for *the
young misiress’ appeared yet so little touched
by the dread sorrow that had come upon ler.

¢ Ay, go your ways, ould man, said Cauth
whea che fouud hersell alone, ¢it’s Little you
know about them you’re feaving behicd. <Oh,’
she moaned, “1f I hado’t gone next or nigh
them—if I hadn’t loaded them with blessings;
maybe this heavy curse wouldn’t bhave come
dosn en them—sure T might a known how 1t id
be — why wouldo’t I go and see hun, inagh /—
och, then, God help your wit, you poor foolish
ould man, isn’t it on my two knees I’d walk from
here to there, and back again, if it could do
himseli or herself any good—but, farecr gar ! it
couldn’t—ano, no, no! it coulda’, and it ’id
break my heart entirely to see my poor darlin’
young geuileman lyin’ there kilt and murdlered
forneust my eyes—it would ! it wonld! Och,
the black villain—tle black villain—sure the
divd himsel! had a band in him, or he couldn’t
do the hikes o’ that—be couids’t spill the blood
of one that uever done any one any barm—one
that had the blessin® of the poor, and the good
wish of high and low.’

That night when

* The iron tougue of midnight had told twelve,)’

|
!
f

it so happencd tiat Bryan Cullenan found him-
self alone lor a short space with the sheeted
dead. The ladies and gentlemen were taking
some refreshment io \he next room, aad Mra.
Esmeond had been prevailed upon with much ado
to lay down iier weary head, even though sleep,
that ever forsakes the wretched, and ¢ flies from
woe,’ was little to be expected for one so utterly
woe-begone.
All at once

Bryan’s solemn  meditations -were

With his eyes starting from their sockels he
watched the wotioniess form, ax1t stood with
bead bent forward, and hands—they were large,
bony haunds, too—clasped tightly together, back
side up, as they hung at arm’s fength in frout.
The attitude wus one of mournful contemplation,
but no sound was heuard, not even a sigh from
the unseen Hps.  But as Bryan guzed wil Ins

i heart in lus eyes, he saw some sudden emotion

shake the huge frame ol his wysterious {ellow-
watcher——one long jow inoan was leard, like
the wail of u tortured spirit aud the figure turn-
ing towards Bryaw, raised a fioger in admonition
and passedslowly from the room.  Ohn! the hor-
ror of that mnwent ! the iey sluver that ran

frem the old man's heart through favery vein of
this body, a, glaueing up into the face which b
Cstipposed was that of a supernatural being, he

reengitised the murderer—Jerry Prerce !

Bryan wsed to say in alter days that he often
wondered hlow hie got over the fnght of that mo-
ment,  He whose days and nights, too, were un
seldom passed amongst ihe dead—Lbe thiat conld
sleep contentedly mmmongst the graves on the de-

solate Rock of Cashel, no whit alurmied by the !

possibility of some of their accupants
' Revisiting the glimpses of the moon)

be was paralyzed with tereor by the sight of that
mortal man.  His first impulse was to cry ou
and give the alarm now that he found his tongue
unloosed from the speli of that dread jresence ;
but Bryan was a cautious man, an exceadingly
cautious man, and be made 1t a rule in every
emergency to * thisk twice and speak once,” so
he thought twice then, and voncluded—just as
¢ the quality’ came in again from the otiter room
firstly, that there was po great chance of catch-
ing Pierce by that time, and secondly, that nt
miglit be the death of the young mistress if she
came to hear that the wurderer of her hbusband

| had been there in the silent midnight to look

upon the Mfeless remains of bis wictim.  So
Bryan crept from the room unnoticed by any
ene, and was making his wuy to the kitehen when
in the hall he found 2 crowd assembled round
one of ibe maid-servants who seemed obstinately
bent on fainting away dicectly, from swhich overl

Laet divers of her felfow.servants, aided by a nam-

ber of the wake-people from below, were vio-
lently endeavoring to dissuade her.

¢ Ocly, let e alone ' hysterteally eried or ra-
Ulier sobbed the entirely overcome damsel, as she
wriggied and twisted 1o the arms of the sympu-
thizing assistauts 5 * sure Pl uever be the beirer
of it — never—uever—oeh! Pl faint! — 171
faint I

¢ Wisha, don’t now !—doen’t, acree!—~you’il
be over it soon, please (rod}—it’s only a weak-
ness !’

¢ What id you see, @ collecn 7°

¢ Och, och! what did [ see ?—why, I seen—
1 seen—Jerry Dierce!—Och, P goi’’—I'm.
goin’—’

Exclamations of harvor were heard on every
side—:¢ Jerry Pierce! the Lord m heaven save
us |—ah, then, where did you see him, acuskla P

¢I met hum—on the stairs abroad—comin’
down—-2n’ the cape of his big-coat up over his
head—oh, oh /*~and his eyes Jookin’ at me like
—likke live coals.” .

¢« Oyeh ! its us fetch you seen F—ran rouad the
circle in a loud whisper—* iU'> well it she does
get over it, the erathur ¥

s There! there ! she’s gou’—

<1l she is, she oan use her feet welil—and ter
tongue too,” said Bryan to himsell as be passed
on towards the kitchen, cruelly indifferent 1o the
precarious condition of the fainting fuair one, but
much occupied with the thoughts of the appari-
tien which had frightened limself no less than
her. Notwilhstanding Bryan’s silence, the news
soon spread all over the house, and every soul in
1t, with the single exception of its widowed inis-
tress and Uncle Harry—of whom all stood iv
too much awe 1o tell him anything—had heard
the awlul tate of Jerry Pierce’s fetch being seen
walking about the bouse. Then did Mary Heo-
nessy and Bella Le Doer remind each other of
the. sbadowy forn they had seen only ten or
twelve days before, and coupling that with this,
they shudderingly concluded—as did most of
those at the wake—that this appearance was
possibly in advance of the wretched man’s im-
pending doom. _

"here was another that saw Jecry Pierce that
night—a comely, dark-haired damsel, by rame
Celia Mulquin, who kept liouse for her uncle, a
road-contractor, named Larry Dwyer, within a
stone’s throw of the Esmond gate. The uncie
and bis two strapping sons were long siace a-bed
and slecping soundly, as evinced by the some-

k

what uninusical chorus executed 222 r10 by that |-

number of nasal on the loft which.covered ! ihe

room’—aunotber -over the kitchen . being: Celia’s |

[ biood, that nof even the lLest of Jandlords was |after the manner of a hood. Bryan’s heart sank | the jamb-wall, had no coveriug over 1t but the
| safe from therr capricious wmalice : the poor, on  within bun, and his tongue clave to his palate, so  thateh and waltles of the roof.
that he could nat speak, even if be would,— |

t - Cehia was sitting in a very desponding attitude
| before the yet unraked fire, locking with fixed
unconscians eyes down into the red greshangh,
the ashes af the burned sods which had all day
fony made * the back’ for the fight * slane turl’
that formed the fire. It was hurd 1o say what
Celia was thinkiug of just then, but it must have
been something very pawlul to ber hearr, judg-
mg by the pateness ol ber vound fair check, and
the sad expression of her soft blue eyen. By
and by the vacant look vanisbed, aud 3 world ot
{soreo sas -nldenly inomotion all uver Lhe girl'y

Tetvves.  Tears began a1 dength 1o

sinnath
Dmosovn e eyehids, and, rasing the tieo eorners
ol ey viecked apron, she beld thewr 1o dier eves,
clhee el deaving violewtly undur e Colored
Rerciel so modestly folded over i, Suddenly
cd--turned ber bead g the atntwde of
cistentng -~ tnen stond up and crosred Leeselt, her
eves ioed witha frighteacd Jook un the litde
window it pierced the front wall of the Louse
afew feot from the ground.

S save ns ! matiered the wive,  who can
it bt chis dead Bour o the wizht T —why, sure
P—sure st ocan’t be tum 2

Fue pdor Jeepened on lier tace, hut she step-
ped on tiptoe to the window 5 nothiug wus there
10 be secn hut the puciy darkuess of the night ;
A tap was vow leard at the door, and  hiTher
went Celia with the same stealtby  pace.  Put-
ting fier ear close (o the doos she listened for a
repetitint wf the sound—t cine not again n
the same ferm, bt a voice spoke through the
keyhnle : :

CCeli datln’y, wot you el e
you're by yourselt do, for God's suke!
la speal 1o yon,

Culia koew the voice, and it brought (he rich
color back to lier cheek, though the flush passed
away as quickly as it cawe ; for a moment she
stond irresuluie, but ber solt wowan’s heart pre-
vaded, wud she opened the doot wirli as litte noise
as possihle—Jerry Pierce stood without, but the
nextomowent be stoad withing close by the junb-
wall.  "Uhe girl retreated as far as the front wall
waould fot her, but that wus ouly a few feer,

$Ceha, sand the man i a thick, boarse wiis-
per, b are you afeard of ne ton 7

*Pmonot sfeand of you,' she answered ia the
saute b tose 5 0 Lkoow you'll not harin me—
bur— bul—ab ! what—what urings you iere, you
poor inisfortunate man 2 ' ’

¢ Bekase, 1" bunted tike a wild buste already,
an’ they’ll be apt to huut me dewa soou, au’ then
I could never say 10 you what I must suy dead
or alive. Are lh&)‘ all gnue ta had ¥

¢ Hours uud hours ago—dua’t you bear them
snorin’

* May 1 =it dosen, then, for & hitle star by the
fire  winspered the deep voice; ¢ Ui shiverm?
with the cowld, Celia ; an’ 1l be ooy, Ioue be-
fore I see your face agaiu—maybe never ! The
gicl could not resist this sorrowful appeal, w0
placiog the hght in a position which threw the
broad fire-place and the greater part of the
kitcheu in shude, she proceeded to nauy a thick
cloth before the window, so that uoue could look
in from without, and thea placed a low seat for
Jervy in the eoruer just by the jamb,  Takine
Ler awa ~fation ap the opposite side of 1he ﬁr:,
she sat with hier eyes cast dawn, her cheek and
lip pale us ashes, aud her clasped hands resting
on ber knees.  Fora few mowents Loth were
stlen?, Prerce emeermg aver the fire while big
large b trembied partly  with eold, partly
with isisery wnd desolanion,

CMaybe your imgry (uestioned the girl in
d choking Ymor, Witk raising her eyes, and

|
TR
i

m?
I waat

withou! saBiog fis ttaue.

A st ollow convuisie tiugh gurgled in the
B Thradl, s, startiog at hee vaice, be re-
plied— )

‘ No, [ dido™t comv teie 10 ask charity—I
had wwy supper - thauk< to them that gave it to
me.?

¢ Wetl, what—wnal —did you want with e 2
stll withnut looking up.

* Want with you !’ sepeated the mau in a balf
angry .toue, but the next momeat he added some-
what mere mildly, * Oyeh, Celia, us althered
tirnes with us when you'd ax me such a question,
But och! ochl sure the fuut isn’t yourg —
mavione, mavrene, it is not.’

‘1 ask you aguin what did Fou comne here
for

* I’ll tell you that—do you believe me guilty of
what’s laid to my charge?’

* How can I disbelieve 1t 7' asked Celia sadly.
*An’ och,weh ! but it’s the harid thing to think -
that—that—" - .
* That what '

* That you’d be guilty of the :rkes of that.”
" "*But'you think -1 am 1 ,
¢ 'Wisha, (30d belp me, wha
And the tears
eyes. o

¢ can I thigk P—
begun 1o-tall nahecded from Celia’s - -




