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THE HERMIT OF

THE ROCK.

A TALE OF CASHEL.

BY MRS. J. SADLIER.

CHADPTER Xllt.— A SUNDAY EVENING AT
ESMOND HALL.

The young May moon was shedding her mild
radiance into the spacious parlor, or rather sa-
loon, in Esmond Hall, where the family were as-
sembled one fair Sabbath evening with aearly
the same party of friends as we [irst saw toge-
ther there on Hollow-eve night some six or
seven months before. Uncle Tlarry and lus
wife and Avnt Winifred had dined at the Hall,
and Moran, and the ITenpessys, and the O’-
Gradys, having all dropped m during the after-
roon, had willingly accepted Mrs. Esmond’s -
vitation to remain for the evening. Harret
Markham was there, too ; indeed, she made it a
rule to spend part of every day with Mrs. Es-
mond, whose grief, never violent «r demonstra-
tive, had now assumed the form of gentle melan-
clioly which those who knew her best expected
to continue during her life. Tt was touching to
see the meeh, uncomplaining sadness ithat wark-
ed bier look, and voice, and +nanner, yet she sel-
dom or never recurred to the subject of her loss,
and, when the kind friends arcund strove 1o
clheer and amuse her, she smiled her appreciaticn
ot their kindiy eflorts. DBut it was easy to see
that sorrow had set its seal on lher whole nature,
mind and beart and all, and, as it were, dried up
the well-springs of' life, and lope, and joy. Yet
she loved to have her friends around her, and
listened with apparent interest to ali they had to
say.

The day was fading into night, and the moon-
beams mingled famt and farr wiik the Jight of
parting day, gradually dispelling the shadows of
the twilight and ushering in the starry hours.—
Harriet Markbam and Mary Hennessy had been
giving an account of their meeting on the Rock
some touths before on St. Bridget’s Day, and
the Yively fancy of the young ladies bad vividly
porirayed, to the great minusement of the com-
pany, the meeting of two extremes i Bryan and
Mr. Goodeaild.  The gentlemen laughed beart-
ily at Bryan’s caustic reples to the bland,
smootl chaplain,

¢ That was very good,” sand Moran, ¥ but not
quite so good as the same getieman’s cncounter
with the fairy-woman.}

¢ I{ow was that " sard Maurice Hennessy.

¢ Wiy, did none of you hear of it ? No, none ;

of them had.
¢ Well, it scems the old deme inanilested a
touch of humanity some threc weeks since when
somebody’s child died in her vicwmity usder cir-
cupsiznees of great misery.  She came down
from her perch late at night to beg what was
necessary for laymg out the corpse.’
¢] remember the night weli,) smd Aunt Mar-
tha, * 11 was the child of that poor man Thil
Murtha that was dead, and she died of misery
and want, as the old wotwan told me.)” ~
¢« Nonsense, Martha,’ said her husband angrily,
¢ 1 think you ought to know that Murtha better
than to believe all you hear of his destitution.—
He’s « lazy, good-for-nothing vagabond, that’s
what ke is—it he were not, would he take the
bag on his shoulder, and go begging from door
to door, as I hear he does? [ I happen to get
my eyes on him, upon my honor, Pll hand him
over to the police as a vagrant I’
¢ Shame, shame, Harry > said bis wife, ¢ do
not {or pity's sake, talk so wildly — why, to hear
you, one would think that you were the greatest
tyrant in the whole country.’
¢ And, begging your pardon, madam, what do
I care for what one thinks 7’
¢ Well, well, Mrs. Esmond, doo’t mind,’ cried
Moran, ¢ pray continue.  What more were you
going to say 7’
¢Oh nothing, Mr. Moran, nothimg, only that
the old womzn came to our house one evening
late, as you say, and telling me what had bap-
pened, asked me for a sheet and a shiroud
which to lay out the poor child.’ ‘
Here her hnsband started angrily to his feet.
¢ And you gave them, of course °
¢ Certainly I did, would you have me to refuse
such a petition #
¢ Then, madam, you did what you bad no
right to do, knowing the feelings with which we
are all regarded by those wretched creatures.—
T forbade you before to give anything whatever
to these people, and I think'I bad a right to ex-
pect that my command would have been obey-
.ed!” ‘ '
¢ Not where Chlristian charily is concerned
- Harry—assuredly not—you know yourself as
well as T do that neither you nor any one else
_bas a right to command anything contrary to the
law of God and the law of nature. e
* + Why, Aunt Martba,’ said. Hennessy, adopt-
ing the common appellation- by which' she was
known in the Esmond family, * I gave you credit

for more penetration than I see you hare.—

Now don’t you see that Uncle Harry s only
joking 7°

’ ¢ Joking,’ repeated the old man with lis wont-
| ed vehemence when excited ; ¢joking, did you
tsay, Ilennessy ? A pretty subject for joking,
itruly. Now my wile knows as well as I do row
fmuch cause we all bave to love these wretched
people, who, after all their hypoecritical lamenta-
tions for our murdered Harry, will not give up
his murderer to justice !’

¢ Stop, stop, for God’s sake! cried Dr.
O’Grady ; ¢ see what you have done now! and
following the direction of his finger all eyes were
turned on young Mrs. Esmond who had fallen
back funting in her chair.

¢I don’t care,’ said the harsh old man ; ¢ she’ll
get over her hysteries—but I tell you all, over
and over again, that if the people about here
weren’t as bloodthristy as himself, Jerry Pierce
would be jong ago in the hands of justice.

The ladies would fam have persuaded him to
retire, fearing the effect that the very sight of
him might have on Mrs. Esmond when she be-
gan to recover, but not one inch would the old
"Projan move. )

¢ Humph " said he, * one would think I had
Medasa’s head on my shoulders. Henny is not
such a pulisg bady as to be frightened at my old
phiz.’ .

¢+ Oh, you shocking man ! cried Aunt Wini-
fred as she knelt i front of the death-like figure
of the young hostess holding a bottle of sal-vola-
tile to her nose, while Mary Hennessy and Mrs.
O’Grady rubbed her temples and hands with eau
de Cologne ; ¢ olt, you very shocking bad man !
you grow worse and worse every day; yowll be
the death of us all—as yow were of poor Harry V
she added letting her voice fall a very little.

+ What’s that you say, Winny ?

¢ Sue says, my dear, said his wife, with an ad-
monitory glance at her sister-in-law, ©she says
we bad Dbetter all keep .quiet till Henny re-
covers.’ .

¢ She does, eh ?—why doesn’t she keep quiet
herself then, by way of good example P

The doctors thought it the better way to
bave Mrs, Esmond removed to lier own room
till such time as she bad thorouglly recovered,
naturally fearmg the effeet of Uncle Harry’s
harsh and careless frusquerie.  In a - few
minutes the ladies all relurned with the excep-
tion of Mary lvauessy, bearing Mrs. Esmond’s
“compliments to the gentlemen that she hoped to
tmeet them ali at tea, if they could ouly continue
L to pass the inlervening tune agreeadly.

& In that case, Moran;” sasd Hennessy, ¢ let us
hear how the fairy-womaa served Parson Good-
child.  Did she praciec her spefls on that
portly persos ¥ ‘

¢ You shail bear. [t so happened that on the
night to which reference has been iwade, the
reverend gentlewnan being homeward bound from
the vecter’s, where be had been dming, was rid-
mg along at a brisk pace towards the Castle, lus
mind probably full of the tales of blood and mur-
der l:e Lail heard from the sapient rector and his
guest who were always sure, to be the truest of
“true blue, in other words, staunch haters of
Popery, and pillars of the new TReformation es-
tablished some years before by the far-famed

and fat bacon. As young Douglas says in the

play : -

fYou moon which ross last night round ss my
shield

Had not yt.:l, filled her born, when by ber light
stepped forth from the shadow of the tall white-
thron hedge, not

t A band of fierce barbacians from the hills’

but a deerepid old hag wrapped and hooded in a
red cloak. The horse was a little startled, per-
haps so was lus rider, but be managed to keep
the apimal in subjection, and was fam to con-
tinue his way ; such, it appeared, was not the
intention of the ancient dame who, suddenly ex-
tending her stick towards him, croaked out the
remarkable words: :
¢ Stop, I command you !

* All aghast and bewildered the chaplain stop-
ped, wondering much what was to follow. Per-
haps he had some misgivings that he had before
him a robber in disguise.

* My good old woman,’ satd he, ¢ what 15 your
purpose 2 What do you want ?’

¢ T want some money for creatures that’s al-
most dead with hunger and want.’

¢ Oh, cerfawnly,” quoth the cbaplain much re-
leved, ¢ 1t1s at all times a pleasant duly te re-
lieve the wants of our fellow-creatures’—aond
out of his vest-pocket he took a silver six-pence
and handed it. to the old women, saying with a
sinile that he probably thougkt worth another
six-pence at least: o )

¢ Now go, my poor old womasn, and provile
what is needful for your, suffering friends, orire-
latives! . [ rejoice:in- the opportunity.you have
given me this night-of  alleviating, in some mea-

Lady Farnham on the double basis of blankets.

sure, the sorrows of the poor.” He pulled 'the
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reins and was mnoving on when the kag hobbled
after him and again cowmanded bun to stop,
which e did, as it were, mechanically.

“An’ 15 this what you're going to give me,
after all the talk ? said she, looking up in his
face.

¢ My good old woman, that is really all the
small change I have got.’

¢ Why, then, the curse o’ Cromwell on you,
you ould stali-fed bullock, isn’t it great good
that id do any one ? cried the dame much ex-
cited ; ‘keep it, an’ nake much of it—1’d scorn
to take it 7’ and she flang the cow up in Ins
face.

¢Old woman ! said the parson, susprised out
of his bland acquiescence, ¢ how dare you thus
msult a minister of the” Gospel 2 A scornful
laugh cackled i the hag’s throat. ¢ Minister o’
the Gospel, magh! You mane the divil’s Gos-
pel, if tiere is such a thing ! You talkin’ of re-
lievin’ the poor. Tl go bail it’s not uch one
of youw’ll give to the poor barrin’ you want te
buy their sowls hke catile, at so much a head !
then you'd find small change, and large change,
too! Oh, you set of schamin’ vagabonds # s
little pace or comfort there ever was in the
country since the first of you came mto it ! Go
your ways, now, and may God give you the
worth of your charity here an’ hereafier I’ The
biting sarcasm with which these words were ut-
tered is beyond my power to convey, but the
chaplain felt it keenly, 1 can tell you, and his
feelings are easier imagined than described when
he heard the lioarse, asthmatic laugh with which
the crone greeted his departure as she stood in
the middle of the road, looking after him. She
was not long alone in her merriment, for a per-
son who happened to come within ear-shot dur-
ing the colloquy, but had purposely kept out of
sight, just then stepped out on the.road, and
slapping the wictortous emulator of ~ Buddy
Mortarty approvingly os the back, laughed
right heartily at the parson’s defeat, and gave
the rough but good-hearted old dame a trifle of
change that proved a more acceptable offering
than that of the extra-generous and more than
charitable churchman.’

¢ And the person 7

¢ The person, Maurice, was Pl Moran, your
humble servant to command.’

¢ And pray how came you there ?’

¢ I bave halfa mind not to auswer you, my yoad
fellow, but on second thoughis I will, being duly
mindful of the naternal legacy of Mother Eve
to her davghters, somne of whom [ bave e
honor Lo address. Kunow, then, that I, lke the
Rev. Mr. Goodehild, was an my returan from u
dwner parly, and having but a short distance to
g0, aud the weallier being fine, both went auil
came oo foot. T had Sam ERiott with me tlt
e turned off at s own avesue, and while |
stood 2 few moments admiring the fine effect of
the moonbeams falling through the arching
branches of the trees that lined the short avenue
I Leard the clatter of horae’s feet coming up the
road ; it proved to be the pordy chaplain; and
so 1t was that I, being mysell in the shade of the
oaks that guasd the Elliott gale, saw and bheard
what I bave had the honor and happiness of re.
lating for the entertainment of tlus worshipful
company. Now, IMiss Markham, what do you
think of my old woman as compared with your
old man ?

Harriet, like all the others, had been much
amused by Moran’s droll description of the en-
counter, as he called it. ¢ Really, Mr. Moran,
she said, laugliug, ¢ your old woman beats my
old man hollow, and T thik between the twa
they have given our worthy chaplain a thorough
understanding of what 1t is te ¢ play with edged
tools.” Had she only the traditional blanket in-
stead of the red cloak, your dame, as you de-
scribe ber, might very possibly be the ideatical
oll'woman who, once upon a tune was ¢ gaoing
to sweep the cobwebs off the sky.’?

¢ [f she didn’t sweep the cobwebs of the sky
laughed Dr. Hennessy, ¢I'm entirely of opinion
that she swept them off Goodchild’s brain.—
Upon my honor she must have knocked tis wirs
into a cocked hat.  Excuse me the. vulgarisim,
ladies, but the fact is, that vulgarisms are con-
foun ledly convenient at times to” a fellow hike
me, whose thoughts are oiten gone a wool-ga-
thering, just when he waats to use them.’

“I{ I had my will;? said Mr. Esnond, * I
make short work of that same farry-wom n, uy
they call her. I’d have ber sent to Botany Bay
or fairy tand—I would! IUs posiuvely a dis-
grace lo tie counlry to tolerate such old bel-
dames as >he in thewr nefarious practices— 1rad-
ing on the besotted prejudices and blind eieduhty
of the peopte. I wish I had only been in Gouod-
child’s place ; 1’d have whipped “ber within an
inch of her lite, the ill-conditioned bag.’

Before'any one had time to answer this char-
actenstic speech, a request was sent up from
Mulligan: that bis honor, Mr. Esmaud, would be
pleased to step out to-the stables to'see the poor
Toan that had something the matter with her, the

creaturel-and- the farrier was there, and he’d’

like to speak to lus honer about the beast before
he went. ‘Therefore Mr, Esmond hurried oft in
much anxiety for the health and safety of poor
Harry’s favorite saddle-horse, which was, ol
course, bighly prized by all the family. [s
wife took the opportunity of Ius absence Lo ex-
press her fear that sooner or laler something bad
would come of his tyrannical treatment of the
poor, and his harshy overbearing manner.

¢ Now I am going to tell you all, she said lower-
ing her voice, * what I would not dare to tell
him, knowing that 1t would but exasperate him
the more against these miserable creatures.—
You beard how he blamed me for giving those

things to that old woman for the laying out of |

Tim Murtha’s child,—well, he litile knows, and
I trust he will gever know, that the man tore
that shroud and that sheet from off bhis dead
child, when he learned who it was that gave
thew,’

¢ Exclamations of horror were heard on every
sile, and the ladies all, but especially DMrs,
O'Grady and Aunt Winifred spolce foud w ex-
ecration of the unnatural deed.

¢ But how did you come to know this, my
dear Mrs. Esmond ? inquired Harriet Mark-
bam. *Or have you reason io believe thatit
really did occue.’

¢1 cannot posstbly doubt it was the reply,
“seemg that the old woman brought back the
things I had given her nerc day, acd told me
what had taken place. You may be svre L was
dreadfully frightened, and, indeed,l cannot get
the thoughts of the thoughts of it out of mny mind
ever since, [t was so very awtul—and gives
one such an idea of the man’s ferocity—I am
sure, sure that the man who did that i capable
of any atrecity.’

¢« 1f it 'were that harrible Plerce{ now, that did
it, one would not be so much surprised,’ said
Aunt Winifred, fbut I really didn’t there were
two such human fiends to be found in all Tip-
perary. Oh dear, what is going to become of
us «f such men are prowhng at large—no one’s
lite wlt be sale, after 4 while.”

‘Bless me, sighed Mrs, O'Grady, *who
would bave thought that the doom foreshown o
Hullow-eve night would have falien with sucli
crushing weight, and so very soon.’

¢ Doam, indeed,’ repeated her husband, ‘“now
do you mean to say, Mrs. O'Grady, that you
really were or are so foolish as to put filh in
thase childish superstitions practised by the
young on Haullow-eve, or any other eve? If
you de, ynw’re mode of a fool than 1 ever took
you fo be)

¢ Well, doctur, I really wonder at you to alk
80,7 rejomed the wife, “after seeing what we
have all seen sinee that memorable night.’

¢ Meworable Gdidlestick ! would you have us
helieve, now, that it was because poor Harry
IZsmond put his hand in the plate of clay that
aight that be was killed ¥

¢ Not because, Edward—aoh, of course not be-

cause of bis doing so, but you canuot deny that |

it logked very mach like a warniag of what was
to bappen.

¢ I do deny 1t, Mrs O’Grady 5 for if it wasa
waroug for Harry, it was also one for Mary
Heunnessy, and what barm has cowe to her ¥

¢ Humph,? sud Maurice Henoessy, turning
from a window where he and Morau bad been
standing in earvest conversation, ° I’d be wmuch
obliged to you, ma’am, addressing Mrs. O'Grady
¢if you’d keep those dreary notions to yourself.
Now to my knowledge your dreary sugpestions
oa that same Hallow-eve night rankled so in poor
Mes Esimoud’s mind that she felt miserably de-
pressed at times {rom that night forth, to an ex-
teat, indeed, that injured ber health considerably
the wore so as she tried to conceal what she
now believes to have been a presentiment.’

¢ Dear me, Dr. Henaessy, what a’ thung for
you to say, said Mrs, O’Grady, averting her
head with a slight shudder, while her husband
clapped his houds and cried, ¢ hear, hear, brave
Hennesfy. :

¢ Now, I must request, my dear Mrs. O'Grady
went on Maurice, ¢ that you never meation that
silly affair again, for if Mary be once put 1o mind
of 1t there is no knowing but she might begin Lo
Gancy hersell doomed, and take on to moping and
pining wiich might eventually accomplish yody
{ury warming—or whatshall I call t?

* Why, my dear doctor,’ exclaimed Mrs O’-
Grady, very innocently, ‘you needn’t be the
least alraid of Mary pining away o that 2ccount
for I give you my word, I’ve been trymg ever
wnce Harry’s death to convince her that we had
a forewaruing of it that night—and if you’ll be-
lteve me, she only laughs at me.

¢« Well, well,? cried Hennessy, more annoyed
than he cared to show, ¢ after that, I need say
o more. That beats Baoagher, and Banagher
beats . we know who”. ‘

¢ Dr. O'Grady and Moran faughed heartily at
the blank amazement visible on Hennessy’s face,

“and the former -gentlemda sibsequeatly told. bim,

with as much grawity as ke “could assuine; ‘that
there was more than that in his * little wihe’ for
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i the tukicg out. ¢ If you press ber a little, said
ihe, * you would be apt 1o find out that there s
inot a tling occurs to herself or any one she
i knows of which she hasn’t had warning one way
or another. 1f you know it often occurs to me
that slie must bave some sort of telegraphic com-
munication with the other worfd. It was only
the other day, when I was seut for to Father
Maguire below, for 2 bad cold he got, thut she
told me she koew something was going to hap-
pen to poor Father Magure, and that she was
sure he’d never leave bLis bed)

¢ Well ¥ sard more than oue of the listeners
with tudicrous anxiety.

*Well, a hot bath and a good active cathartic
falsified Mrs. O'Grady’s prediction, aid placed
my reverend friend on his legs as stoul and
staunch as ever.  D'm afraid the telegraph wire
was broken that time—eh, Susan 7’

The tauph that followed drove Mrs (’Grady
{foely from the roem. She made her exit in
double quick time on the pretence that she was
gomng to see how Mrs Esmond was.

* Well, now, said Aunt Wimf{red, rising her
teye-brows very high, and straigitening her long
i burk 10 the most perfect perpendicutar possible,
- well, now, you needn’t laugh so much afier all
Labout Mres. O'Grady’s © warmngs.” [ tell you
i they are warnings given, and Uve bod them ing-
i self before our dreadfu!l mnstortune came upoa
us.’

“Is 1t possible, Miss Esmond,” smd Harriet
with assumed earnestness, while thie others ex-
chianged looks and similes.

* Yes, indeed, my dear, it is both possible and
true.  IYor many nights before poor dear 1ar-
ry’s death, 1 heard a drop {alling—Tatling —just
oulside 1y room-door. And then the death-
wateh—why, 1used to hear it night after night
at iy bed-head just as plain as if my watch were
there, wluch ot was not, you know, for 1l al-
waps leave itin the walch-stand on the toilet-
table.

“Weil, that is really astonishing,” said Har-
riet, endeavoring to keep from smiling, Aunt
Winified’s predominating acid being now o0
well koown o the cirele to permil any jocose
hberues mher regard. Thie gentleinen suddenly
semembered that Uncle Haery was in the sta-
bie s, and thought they would go seek i there,
as the tea-bell bad just ruag, and Mrs, swond
and the other ladies were descending  the stairs,
Mary Veanessp’s pleasant vowce being heard m
a tone «f playful remonstrance.

Tre ventlemen had not yet returned from the
stibles when Dr. (PGrady was sumwoned to a
putive ~ome miles swards Killenauie, und luving
o go keme for suumething he required, Mrs, O7-
Giravly jreflerred going with hun. feeling proba-
bly a htile sore from the wound that had been
iflicted oo her oracular dignity.

v Very sad and very pale was Mrs. lsmond
Dwhen stie took ber place that evenpy at the tea-
flahlf:, hut looking round an the kiad dear friends
wiose fuces expressed the sympathy they did aot
tchoose to speak, she smiled and made an effort
to appear cheerful, that the shadow of her grief
wmight not {all on them, ]

Unele Harry was unusually silent during the
eaclier part of the weal, and at last the youny
men began to rally him on his taciturmty.

¢ May I venture to axk what are you thinkig
of, Mr. Esmond ¥’ said Hennessy, ¢ the advance
ou fat cattle, or the next presentinent before the
Grand Jury—eh ? '

“Or the chances of getting the bang-beg-
gars’ bamshed 1o parts unkuown ?° said Moran
lookwg with sly meaning first at Uncle Harry,
then at lus wife, .

*The bang-begzars I’ repeated the doctor,
catching tiw expression of Moran’s face ; —
¢why, what ~bould Mr. Esmond lave to do with
them?

¢ Oh, we know that ourselves,’ replied the law-
yer ‘don’t we, Aunt Martha 7 Mrs. Esmond
smiled her acquiescence, but her husband was in
uo hwmor for smiling.

¢ Now, I tell you what it s, Phil" Moran I’
said he, setting his cup dowa in the saucer with
a lorce thal much endangered the safety of that
particular piece of Mrs. Esmond’s fine old Dres-
den, ¢ I’d thank you to crack your jokes on pro-
per subjects, and thal is not one, whatever you
may think to the contrary. I consider it a very
serious husiness—very serious, wdeed, involving,
as it does, the very lives of the landowners of
this county.’

¢ Not a doubt of it, Mr. Esmond ! vot a doubt
of n,’ said Morgan very gravely, ¢ and lor that
very reason I paturally supposed you might be
occupied in devising ways and means to get nd
of a fraternily so dangerous to the community.’

¢ You were mistaken then, said Uvcle Harry
grufily, “1 was just thinking of poor Henny
here ‘ ) ‘ .

*Of me, uncle! and, pray, what were you
thioking ot me? . o R
: -4 Why, 1-was just thioking that you will pever
have peaceor sest 1 your mind until that wretch,
Pierce, has paid the penalty of his crime.” -




