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THE HERMIT OF THE ROCK.
A TALE OF CASHEL.

BY MRS. J. SADLIER,

CHAPTER 1. —HALLOW-EVE IN BRYAN’S HOUSE.

A raw, cold evening was that of the last day
of Qclober, in the year 18—, a short tiwe after
the memorable ¢ year of Emancipation’—as the
pwenty-uinth year of this century is distinctively
called mnongst the Catholic people of Ireland.
The crops were all gathered in from the rich
level fields around the city of Cashel—the last
potato-heap was cavered. out of doors, and the
last load of that valuable esculent garnered in
for present consumplion 1a the farmer’s house-
hold. The rich man’s barns and haggards were
full, and so were his byres, while even the poor-
est cottier bad his slender stock of potatoes and
turf stored away—his sole provision for the com-
ing winter. 'The ancient city of Cashel, shorn
of its former splendor, and dwindled down, in

the vicissitudes of tine; to the dimensions of a

moderalely-sized country town, lay dull and in-

distinet at the foot of the old Rock which shel-
tered it {rom the creasing violence of the wind
that came sweeping from the north over the far-
spreading plain.  And the Rock 1sel loomed in
solitary grandeur over the silent town, erowned
with the solemn mementoes of departed glory,
the rutas of wany a stately edifice of other days,
whose shattered walls were traced in broken and
irregular lines agalnst the gray lowering sky.—

The piles of masonry so vaned and distinet, one

from the other, in the light of day, were merged

in one dark solid mass as the evening mist ga-
thered thirk and heavy around them on their
rocky perch. But sull like a spectral head rose

.over a!l the werrd pillar-tower, lone ¢ chronicle

of Time’ keeping ward ever, throngh the gansh

day, and the still night-watches, over the buried
dead who sleep around and the ruins of ancient

-arts

*$ The proud halls of the mighsy and the "calm homes

of the ju:t.’

The lights in the city came out one by one,
twiokling hke stars through the gathering gloom.
So, too, in the group of mud cabins that cower
imnediately beneath the great Rock, in unsightly
conlrust with the mouldering monuments of hu-
man grandeur towering above. LEach i succes-
sion gave its fant glmmering light to the dull
wintry eve, but still the Rock remamed shrouded
in darkness 3 the royal palace of Munster’s kings
and the lordly dwelling where princely ecclesias-
ties ruled of old are dark and silent now as the
graves that contain the ashes of their lords, nor
light nor sound comes forth from the ancieat ab-
bey, that stands close by, all alike wrapped in the
solemn mystery of the Past, typified by the deep-
ening gloom of the hour and the silence of death
that reigns for ever in the lonely place.

The last tint of daylhight was vanishing from
earth and sky wlien the door of the smallest and
poorest of the cabins at the foot of the Rock
was opened with a quick, eager motion, and a
woman might be seen in the aperture, her small
figure dimly revealed by the light of a resin-
candle, which flickered through the smoky atinos-
phere of the mserable hut. Throwing the skirt
of ber blue drugget gown over her head, she
made one step beyond the threshold, then stop-
ped as if checked by a strong and sudden im-
pulse. She cast a half-frightened, ball-anxious
lock at the frowning walls above, and then a
longer and more earnest one at the iron gate
leading up the steep ascent to the rumns, mutter-
ing drearily to herself—

“Tso’t 1t a quare wight for any Christian to be
up there—qf all places in the world ? Sure 1
know well nothing good can come of i, and
many’s the time I tould him him so, the witless
cratire,’

As she stood in an attitude of fixed attention,
with eye and ear stramed to the uttermaost, there
ceme from the neighboring town cerlamn loud

~ noises like the bangmg of Joors rapidly and often
vepeated. Shouts of laughter and merry vowes
<ame loud and distinct to the ear of the lopely
witcher. A change came over her withered
features as she listened, and a smile of strange

. weaning, half sorrow, half mockery, wreathed
her thin pale lip, and shone 1n ber dulled eyes.

¢ Ay! sure, s Hol’eve mght I’ she muttered,
* an’ the fua is beginnio® already. The boys an’
the girls are abroad in the streets playin’ their
Holeve tricks. They’re pullin’ their cabbage-
slalks now w the dark, 1o see whether their
sweethearts il be crooked or straight; and
theyre standin’ outside the doors with their
mouths full of water listenin’ for the first name
thar’s spoken within, And some of the girls are
washin® their shifis, I'll go bail, at the south-run-
nin’ water helow 5 ond it’s them will spread the
fine supper when the rest of the house is all
Bsleep, 10 see who'll eome in to eat “it, and to
tura the shift (hat’s a-dryin® by the fireside. Vo !
vol vof s little they think of the Lhroubles
bat maybe in store for them. It's ljttle I

thought of them, aither, when I was like them.
An’ many’s the thrick Tplayed of a Holeve
mght— and didn’t T see—och, dido’t 1—didn’t I
—oh wirra ! wasn’t my stalk always the straight-
est and purtiest—it was—it was—but what came
of it 7—oh Lord ! what came of it ?
Forgetting apparently ber mterest in the
Rock, whatever it might be at that hour, she
wrung her hands, and bursung mnto a passionate
tlood of tears, retreated into her dismal dwelling,
and hastily closed the door, still repeating to her-
self in the same wild way, ¢ What came of il
all 7 what came of it all? Ah! she suddenly
added what a startled glance around the smoky
hut, ¢ what better cowld come of it, dida’t I rake
the haystack in the Devil’s name the very last
Holeve before—belore—? she did not fimsh the
sentence, but squatting down by the smouldering
fire on the hearth, she clasped ber hauds in front
ol her knees, and her head sank oa her chest in
an attitude of belpless, hopeless, incurable woe.

The woman was first aroused from ber lethar-
gy by the raising of the door-latel, and then she
started up with the energy and vivacity of youth
to aceost an old man, much older than herself,
although she, too, was, or appeared to be, in
close proximity o the vale of years.

¢ Wisha, Bryan Cullesan, smd ske, * what
sort of a man are you, at all, that you'd think of
stayin’ up there among the dead aflther the stars
in the sky of a Hol’eve night # There isn’t man
or woman in Tipperary would do 1t except your
four boves !’

Excited as she was, she Jid not forget the ofd
man’s comlort, such as it was. She was down
on the hearth, blowing the turf fire with her
apron, and seeing it begin to emit a cheerful
blaze, she drew over to the hearth a small and
very rickety table, barely large enough for two
cups and saucers, two plates, a third cup con-
laming some coarse brown sugar, a diminutive
milk pitcher minus the handle, and a plate con-
taining a lempting mle of the ever-welcome po-
tato-cake cut in trangular slices, bemg the four
parts of a small circular cake, each piece sht in
two and carelully buttered. A small white loal,
a much greater delicacy, stood also on the tahle.
Thas was ¢ the big supper’ of Hallow-eve, and the
old mun’s diin eyes brightened as he watched the
preparations, for tea and white bread swere luxu-
ries seldomn seen in that poor dwelling.

Slowly old Bryan took his seat on a low stool
by the fire, and leanizg over it spread forth his
hand to cateh the welcome heat. Ile seemed to
have forgotien the abrupt question which had
greeted lis entrance, but it was not so, for when
the woman began to rcpeat it in a sharper tone,
le raised his head, and looking at her with a
somewhat sagacious simle, said :

¢You think Y’m losing my hearing, Cauth,
aroon, but T am uvot, thanks be to God ! 1 heard
what you said, mavrone, but [ woander at you to
say 1t. Sure you know well enough that every
night is the same up there’—pointing upwards
with his thumb—* do you think them that are
abroad on Hol’eve night has power to go next
or near the holy walls and the blessed graves on
tke Rock of Cashel? Ha, ha, ba !’ he laughed
or rather chuckled in 2 faint wheezing voice,
+1°d like to see them showin’ their noses where
50 many saints lie waiting for the last trumpet-—
it waulduw’t be for the good of their health if they
did, and they know that well. Fairies, indeed,
on the Pock of Casbel! ba, ba! there’s sperits
enough there Pm thinking to leep the place to
themselves.’

¢ Chirist save us!” said Cauth, setling down the
little black crockery tea-pot on the table with a
haste that came near upsetting all, ¢ Christ save
us ;” and she crossed berself with a visible shud-
der, ¢ can’t you let the sperits alone ¥

¢ What harm am I doin’ them, arocon? asked
Bryan innocently. .

¢ Who says youw're doing them harm 7’ cried
Cauth tartly. < But don’t be talking about them
—yow’re enough to frighten ane out of their
wils, 50 you are.  Sit over now and take your
supper.’

“T will, avourneen, and Ged bless you; bat
what makes you so feard of the sperits, Cautl?
Did you ever see one '

¢ See one !’ and Cauth shuddered agam. ¢If I
did 1t 1sn’t alive 1°d be now. Can’t you talk of
something else, you costhrary ould man you ¥

¢ What will I talk of, then ’ said Bryan with
a sort of solemn humor that contrasted oddly
with the churchyard gravity of his look and man-
ner. * What will I talk of, Cauth 2

¢ T was askiv’ a while agone what kept you so
late on the Rock Lhe mght ¥ :

Although. Cauth said this, 1t was evidently
more to change the topic than from any interest
in the probable answer. Her eyes were fixed
gloomily and vacantly on the blazing turi before
her, and her thin hips képt moviog as though she
were communing with herself, ‘

But Bryan was never the quickest of percep-

tion, so he heeded not the other’s abstraction, but |

answered in good faith s

" <I was workio' eversioce I weat up this'
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moruin® at the Archbishop’s tomb in the choir
above. There wassome bus of the beautiful
carving gone ofl the froat of it this time back,
and, as luck would have it, I found some of them
among the rubbish. So I was fitti> them in
here and there, and——’

¢ And you're a great fool for your pains,’ broke
in Cauth, starting suddenly from ber revene with
the zir of one who would fain get rid of her own
thoughts : ¢ now what good does it do for you to
be spendin’ your time up there from mornin’ till
night, and sometunes from night Gl mornin®, 1n
that fearsome ould rookery where there’s nothin’
but stones and bones and grey walls ? .

¢ Woman !’ said Bryan with a sudden assump-
tion of dignity and a solemnity of jone that
awed Cauth into wondermng sience, ¢woman!
what’s that you say? Who'are you that dares
to speak so lightly ol God’s hioly place, and the
consecrated walls~—and the bones that will come
together and rise in glory at the Day of Judg-
ment Z—why wouldn’t I look after them, for 1f I
don’t who will ¥’

¢ Well you said it, Bryan Cullenan !’ murmured
Cauth, her head drooping on ler chest, and her
hands clasped convulsively as they rested on her

{ knees 3 ¢ well you said 1t—who am T 2—ay ! who

am I? There’s times when I hardly kuow my-
self.? .
It might be that the old man was accustomed

to these fits of abstraction and abrupt changes of

manner in the one companion of his salitary lite,
for he answered soothingly as though le spoke to
a httle wayward child: ¢ Well, never mind,’
Cauth ! never mind—1’m so much of my time all
alone on the Rock above with only shadows
round about me that I most forget how to speak
to flesh and blood like myself. But why dou’t
you take your supper, Cauth [’
¢ I’m not hungry,” was the curt reply.

¢ But you know it’s Hol'eve mght, Cauth, an’
you can’t but eat something, if it was only for
company-sake, and in honor of the night. Why,
the Fairies you were talking of a while ago—’

¢ No, 1 wasa't talkin’ of them—will you whisht
now, Bryan ; or you'll get yourself into trouble
tlis blessed night. Tair may they come and
fair may they go ; sure myself wouldn’t make so
free as to mention therr name good or bad. But
as for eatin’—1I couldn’t do it, Bryan, I couldn’t
—my heart is too full thinkia® of the days that’l
never come back, and—and—’ she stopped,
reached out her hand, and taking the cup of tea
that stood untasted on the table, guiped it down
with leverish avidity, then pressing ber eyelids
very close together, she forced back the tears
that were gathering in her eyes, and started to
her feet, exclaim:

¢ Well, there now, haven’t I the poor mnemory
of my own ? sure, I’ve something better thai tay
for you, Bryan

Gowg ta a little alcove in a corner of the hut,
Cauth drew out, with an air of great importance,
a black bottle, which she placed on the table
with a dreary attempt at a smile, saying at the
same time, *1f you’re done with them things,
Bryan, I’ll toke them away.’ DBryan nodded
assent, with lis eyes fixed inquisitively on the
bottle.

¢ What’s m it, Cauth!* he at length inquired.

¢ Some of the best potheen in Tipperary, Bry-
an, und you’re to drink the master’s health m it
this good Hol'eve mght. Them’s the orders.—
And see here, Bryan'—taking a small paper
package from the cup-board—* here’s lump su-
gar, no less, for the young mistress said, with a
sweet smile on her face, that old Bryan—mean-
ing you, av coorse—must have lus punch the
night as good as the master himsell. The Lord’s
blessin’ on her every day she rises”’

¢ Wisha, amen, Cauth, amen, Irom my heart

‘out,? said the old man, with a fervor little to be

expected from bim, a gleam of joy brightening
his aged eyes at the thought that poor and old
and fonely as be was there was one amongst the
rich and the young and the happy that did not
torget him amid all the luxurious festivity of her,
own stately mansica. Oh!} how glad the rich
can make the poor.

¢ Was she here the day, Cauth > said Bryan,
more cheerfully than Ins wont.

¢ No, but she sent for me this morning and
gave me as much tay and sugar as’ill do us
every day for a month, and this bottle for you,
Bryau, oo account of its hein® the wight 1t s, an’
the Jump sugar to sweeten the punch. An’ see
here—maybe you don’t call them Hol’eve ap-
ples 7' as she drew forth a tiny basket of the finest
Russetins—ar, as she called them, ¢ rusty coals,’
time out of mind the favorite Hallow-eve apple
in Lreland. o

¢ [so't Gad good to us, Cauth!” said the old
man, drawing his stool once more to the fire,
with the cup of punch in his hand (Bryan’s cot-
tage contained neither plass mor goblet) and
Cauth opposite with encther cup containing a
small quantity of the same exhilarating beverage
—it was seldom either indulged, or cared 1o in-
dulge, . the dangerous luzury for which mankind
is . indebted to. John Barleycorn. ¢Isn’t God
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good to us, Cauth ? to send us such a friend as
the young mistress? and see what a fine load of
turf we have by us—enough to put us over
Christmas anghow. It's Dan O’Connell we may
thanlc for that, and a trille Pve by me ever since
for a sore foot. Ah then, did 1 ever tell you,
Cauth, of the day I showed him over the Rock 7

Cauth answered in the negative, expressing a
wish, at the same thne, to hear all about 1f:—
turning to a pile of turf w the corner bebind
ber, she replemished the fire, and with a well-
worn heather Besom swept up the ashes from the
hearth.

*You mind the day, Cauth?—Cauth nodded
assent, it was one of the brightest and purtiest
days that came in September, and I was bard at
work serapin’ the moss out of the Jetters on King
Cormac’s tomb—you know where it is, Cauth,
Just in between the wall of his own Chapel, God
rest tus soul! and the Cathedral—wel}, T was
workin' away as hard as I could, sayin’ = wifle of
prayers, too, for the good king’s soul, though
thinkmg to myself that 1Us little need he had of
them, most hike—when somebody says, just right
behind me, * Iillo, Bryan! you’re at your old
srade still, Isee’ and I started ike and dropped the
chisel out ol iny hand.  'When T turned about who
should I see but the Counsellor himsell, as large
as life, looking down at wysell with that comical
look of lus that would make the dead in their
graves laugh if they could only see 1it. He lad
two gentlemen with him, and 1 kvew in a mumit
that one of them was Tom Steele, for 1 seen
him once afore. So I gets out from my crib as
fast as I eould, and I takes off my lat and inakes
the best bow I was able, and says 1, ¢ you're wel-
come back 1o Cashel, Counsellor.’

¢ Thank you kindly, Bryan,’ says he,*1 see
you huven’t forgotien me.,

¢ Forgotten you, says I back again, ‘sure
that’s what no one ever does that once gets an
eyeful out of you)’

¢ With that the Counsellor laughed again, and

the other gentieman laughed too, and says Dan
to me: ¢ Well, Bryan, for a man that’s so much
alone you keep the use of your tongue to ad-
miration, But cone, cau you spare tune to show
us through the place? You know when I was
here before 1 hadn’t time to see hali what was to
be seen—it was when I came down 1o one of
those murder trials in Clenmel,” says be to the
strange gentiewan, * and I was hurrying back at
full speed for a general meeting of the Associa-
tion that was to come off next evening,’—hut
what’s the matter with you Caulh 2 seeing that
she laid down the eup and leaned back apainst
the wall.

*There’s nothing the matter with me,’ said
Cauth testily, though her pale lips could searce
articulate the words. The next moment she sat
up as before, and mentioned for Bryan to go on
with ins narratuve.

¢ Well, I will, Cauth, I will—but,—but I'm
afeard you're nat able to sit up—you look as
pale as a ghost.

¢ Can’t yuu go on with your story and never
mind me? You were saying the Counsellor
asked 1f you could spare lime to take them
through the ould place.’

¢ Yis, and of coorse I said I'd be hard run for
time if I couldn’t take him over the lock. My
work, says I, ran stand—tbere’s no one to Lurry
me, aud ’ve my life-long to do 1t.

¢ Very true, Bryan,’ cays the Counsellor, as we
turned into the ould Cathedral ; ¢ do you knaw,
S:eete, savs he to Tom, *that this 1s our Irish
Old Mortality~let me see——was that the word
—yis, that was t—0OId Mortality —this, says he
nodding his head at myself, this is our lrsh OW
Mortality. With that the gentlemen looked at
me and swiled at one another, and though 1
dido’t know from Adam what OIld Mortality
meant, [ thought it couldn’t be anything bad, or
he wouldn’t say 1t, so I took of my hat again aud
made a very low bow—¢You- honor, says I is
very kind and condescending to speak so well
of a poor ould creature like me.’

t Not at all, Bryan, says he, not at all, you’re
a great man, and a useful man in your own way,
and, wmoreove, you and I are, to some extent, fel-
low-laborers.” ‘Them -were his very words,
Cauth, as I'm a living maa this night.

¢ Wiy, dear bless ine, how can that be ? says
T, looking at him close to see if he was making
fun of me or not.

¢ Because, says be, Bryan, you and I are both
working for the future of our couatry—we are
both clearing away the rubbish of ages—both
working for the bonor and glory of the Ol
Land ¥

¢ Wisha; Bryan, did the Counsellor say that ?*

¢ As true as you're sitting there, Cauth, he said
them words, and don’t you think but 1t made my
beart jump with joy? I declare the tears came
into my eyes so that I could hardly see the way
before e, and T most forgot what T was about

till the Counsellor says with -that fine hearty

leugh of his, ¢ Why, Bryso Cullensn; where are

your wils gone ? I think I must turo guide my-
self. Where’s this Myler McGrath’s tomb .is?

No. 31.

and he walked straight 1o 11, and began to ex-
plain the inscription to the other gentlemen, 1
bad no aeed to spesk a word there, {or they all
knew more about the Acclibishop than 1 did wy-
sell.  But they wanted to take a rise out of me
—1 could see that—and so Tem Slecle says 1o
me in s g voice, ¢ Bryau,’ says he, ¢ dae you
know that Myler MeGrath was the first Protest-
aut Archbishop of Casbiel 7’
“ [ do, your lonor, suys T; 1 knew st ever
since [ was the height of your koee.’

¢ How does it happen, then, that you take such
good care of lus toinb as | am told you do P

* Ior a very good reason, your honor, says [
looking hitn straight in the face, f because fie
recauted his ecrors before he left this world, and
had all the rites of the Chureh.?

* Nonsense, man, how eau you be sure of
that

*Ylow can I be sure o} that) says 1; ¢ your
hanor wight as well aske how can | be sure that
the blessed sun will go back the mght to set
whers b set last uight, behind the western
moantams 7 Quly P sure, and double sure
that the  Archbisbep died a good Cutholie, do
you think  I'd sleep wany’s the suwmmer night, as
Lo every year of wy Gle, right bere in the
choir beside his tomh.’

¢ Bravo, Bryan, bravo, cried the Counselior
and the other gentlemau, clapping their hands,
and lughicg tll you'd think tiey’d spht their

sides. ¢ What do you think of that, friend
Tom? Come, come, now, lonk Bryaa siraight

i the face and tell bim old Myler did vight ro
‘conform’ to the veligion prescribed by the
Yirgin Queen, or wrong to return 1o Cathulic
unity when be felt himsell at the gates of death.
Speak now, my man of Sieel, ar ever heevafrer
iiold your tongue.

* Psbaw 2 said Pom, turning on his heel aud
walking away down the uisle, ¢ let the old hypo-
crite lie where e is—be that where it may. [t
matters hittle now to ug when he was right, or

when wrong.' At this the others laughed again,
and inysell was afeard theyd make him angry,
but they hknew bim .better than T did, for when
the Counsellor called after bim 10 come back and
lonk at one of the eld monuments in the wall Le-
fore they'd leave the choir, be went back o
cheerful as conld be, and inoked just the sune as
if varting ot all bad happened.  So {100k then
alt cound andt showad 1hem everyihing | could
think of, and by the tine we gt 1u the old
tribute-stone near the gate, with St, Patrick
rising up from it on ose side anl the Cruedixion
an the other, they were all purty well tired, U'm
thinking, aud down they sat cu scine big stanes
that were lying a owe anle on the grass, Just
whare they  bad s {lue view of the whole, and a
beautiful sight 1t was, too. 'T'he stn was begw-
ning to decline w-stward, and the shadows of the
grand old walls were all around us, with here
and there the shape of a window or a Joor of
clear sunlight shining lke yallow goold on the
green arass. Theo the Counsellor pointed out to
10 the others all the elegant arches, both round and
pornted, as he said, and the pillars within and with-
out, and the beautiful mulliony, as te culled the

A stone divisions where the windows used o be,

and ne spoke of the carving over the doors and
told the meaning o! everything just all as oue,
Cauth, asf he was at the huilding of 1t all—and
they talled a long while about the ould Rouad
Tower, and what it was for, aud one said oue
thing and one another, but the Counselior said it
was casy to sce what it was built for, and that
wis 1o keep the rieh vessels of silver and gooid
befonging to the Church in the ould war-1imes.
¢ Dou’r you see,’ says he, ¢ that there’s an ander-
ground passage from the Church to the 1ower—
well, doesn’t that prove what Iin saying to be
true. Where would be the use of coastructing
an under-ground passage—that wasat the word
he sawl, Cauth, but I diremember the other—JI
koow it began with sub something or another
~—no matter, anyhiow, I suppose it means the
samne as under-ground—* where would be the
use,’ says he, * of constructing an under-ground
passage to the Tower through the solid rock, of
it was not for the purpose 1 bave menticned 2—
The others seemed to give in to that, and after
discoorsing a wiile longer, they stuad up to go.
They turned to take unother ‘ook at the ould
walls and sure enough I never seea them locking
se graad or so beautful. “Lhe Counsellor’s face
would do you good to see it, Cauth, as he
watched the sunshive dancing end glancing
bither and thither among the broken arches, and
the pillars, ‘and things, and says he then, taking
out a fine elegant white sik handkerelie! out of
his pocket, and wiping the tears frow tus eyes,
says he, as if partly to himself, ¢ and sueh is Jre-
land—grand and venerable even w decay —
Cushel is Ireland—Ireland ie Cashel—royal stilt,
though their greatness be of the past.  Buot their
glory.shall not fade far evei—lu k at the sunbeams
on the old: walls) says he, turamng lo the other
gentlemen, * well, even so it is with ‘our native
land, the ttglt of hope hus never left her, ands

now-the sun of prosperity. begins to shine agaim-



