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THE RED WELL.

B s

TrE following story owea nothing to any mlnurincf or
invention of mine ; it is unhag-p' ¥ a true one, and to
me possesses & peculisr and melancholy interest,
ariging from my intimate knowledge of the man whoas
fate it holds up as & moral lesson to Irish landlorde
I knew him well, and many a day and hour have I
El:yed. about his knee, and ran, in my boyhood, round

is path, when, as he said to hi y the world was
na trouble to him.

Om the south side of a aloping tract of light ground,
lively, warm, and prodactive, stood a white, moderate-
sized farm-honss, which, in consequence of ifs eon-
ppicuous sitnation, was a prominent and, we may add
a graceful object in the landscape of which it formes
a part. The spot whereon it stood was s swellin
natural terrace, the eoil of which was heavier an
richer than that of the adjoining lands. On each side
of the house stood a clump of old beeches, the only
survivors of that species then remaining in the country,
These beeches extended behind the housein s kind of

angle, with Q&ani enough st their termination to
form a vnst\‘# rongh which its white walls glistened
with beantiful effect in the calm splendour of s summer

evening. Above the mound on which it stood, rose
two steep hills, overgrown with furze and fern, except
on their tops, which were clothed with le heath ;
they were alzo covered with patches of nm,ami
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studded with gray rocks, which sometimes rose singly
or in larger masses, pointed or rounded into eurious
and fantastic shapes  Exactly between these hilla the
sun went down during the month of June, and nothing
could he in finer relief than the rocky and picturesque
outlines of their sides, as crowned with thorns and
clumpe of wild ash, t!.ha:.r appeared to overhang the
valley, whose foliage was pilded by the sun-
beams, which Izt up the scene into radiant beauty,
The bottom of this matural chasm, which opened
ngainst the deep crimson of the evening sky, was
nearly upon a level with the hcruae& and completely so
with the beechea that surrounded it PBrightly did
the sinking sun fall npon their tops, whilst the neat
white house below, in their quiet shadow, sent up ita
wreath of smoke among their brapehes, itself an
emblem of contentment, Industry, and innocence. Tt
was, in fact, a lovely sitnation ; perhaps the brighter
to me, that its remembrance iz associated with days of
happiness, and freedom frem the cares of a world,
whic ﬁﬁa%éaﬁ:nﬁgmtﬂmmgca mb
it, and on nsta us 1o ita
r% barren patha.
ro was to the south-west of this houss another
little hazel glen, that ended in a precipice formed b
& single mr.:E somne thirty feet high, over which tumbl
a »rystal caseade into a basin worn in it hard bed
below. From this basin the stream murmuored away
through the copse-wood, until it joined a larger
rivalet that passed, with many & winding, through a
fine extent of meadows pdjoining it. Across the foot
of this glen, and past the door of the house we have
described, ran a bridle road, from time immemorial ;
on which, sz the traveller ascended it towards the
house, he appeared to track his way in blood, for a
chalybeate epa arose at ita hend, coring out of the
em-tﬁ, and spread itself in & erimson stream over the
ath in every spot whereon a foot-mark could be made,
rom this circamstance 1t was called Tubber Derg,
or the Red Well In the meadow where the glen
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terminated, was another spring of delicions crystal ;
and clearly do T remember the ever-beaten path-wa
that led to it through the Iﬁ'ra.aa, and up the green ﬁeig
which rose in & tla elope to the happy-looki
house of Owen M , for g0 was the man

who reaided under its peacefal roof.

I will not crave your pardon, gentle reader, for
dwelling at such length upon a scene so dear to my
heart as this, becanse I write not now s0 much for
ilﬂm ification as ma{uwn. Many an eve of gentlo

ay have I pulled the Maygowans which grew about
that well, and over that smooth meadow. Often have
I raised my voice to its shrillest pitch, that I might
hear its echovs rebounding in the bottom of the green
and still glen, where silence, so to speal, was deepened
by the continuons murmur of the caseade above ; and
when the cuckoo uttered her first note from among
the hawthorns on ita side, with what trembling anxi
did I, an urchin of some cight or nine Eem, loo
under my right foot for the white hair, whose
was such, that by keeping it abont me the first femals
name [ should hear waa destined, T believed in my

to be that of my future wife.® Hweet was the
gsong of the thrush, and mellow the whistle of the
blackbird, as they rose in the atillnesa of evening over
the “hirken shawa” and green dells of this secluded
t of rural beauty. Far, too, conld the rich voice of
wen M‘Carthy be heard along the hills and meadows,
a8, with a little chubby urchin at his knee, and ancther
in his arms, ke sat on a bench beside hia own door,
singing the *Trougha,” in his native Irish, whilst
Katlleen his wife, with her two maids, esch crooning
a song, sat before the door, milking the cows,
whose gweet breath mingled tts perfume with the
warm breeze of evening,

Owen M'Carthy waa descended from s long Hne of
honest ancestors, whose names had never, within the
memory of man, been tarnished by the eormmission of

*Euch 18 the paperaiition ; and, as I es tell, faithfully Ls [t bedleved.
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a mean or dieveputable action. They were always
s Iind-hearted family, but stern and pround in
common interconrse of life, They believed themselves
to be, and probably wers, a branch of the MacCarthy
More stock ; and, althongh D]llg the possessors of a
amall farm, it waa singulor fo observe the affect which
this conviction produced upon their besring and
manners. To it might, perhaps, be attributed the
igh and stoieal integrity for which they were remark-

able, Thie severity, however, was no proof that the
wanted fecling, or were insensible to the mizery an
gorrows of others ; in all the little cares and per-
plexities that chequered the peaceful neighbourhood
1 which they lved, they were ever the first 10 con-
sole, or, if necessary, to mspc:rt a distresaed neighbour
‘I'F"jﬂ’l. the means which (Jod had placed in their posses-
sion 3 for, being industrions, they were seldom poor.
Their words were few, but sincere, and genem]!ﬁ
Ehr:mmad leaa than the henest hearta that dictate

m intended to perform. There is in some persons
a hereditary f'EIE].iII% of just prineiple, the result neither
of educstion nor of & clear moral sanse, but rather a
kind of instinctive honesty which deacends, like a
constitutional biss, from to &on, pervading
every member of the family. Itis difficult to define
this, or to assign ita due poaition in thescale of human
virtues. It emists in the midat of the grossest igne-
rance, and influences the character in the absence of
setter principles.  Soch was the impress which
marked so strongly the family of which I speal. No
one would ever think of im&mting a dishonest act to
the M‘Carthys; nor would any person acquainted
with them, hesitate for a moment to consider their
word as good aa the bond of another, I do not mean
to say, that their motives of action were
not I:ufgher than this instinciive honesty ; far from it
but I say, that they eaped 1t in addition to a
strong feeling of family pride, and a correct know-
LEE}.QE of their moral duties.

can only take up Owen M*Carthy at that part of



