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THE RETURN OF
MARY O'MURROUGH

CHAPTER I

A CROSS-ROADS DANCE

THE green district of Kille!agh lies In the
high country above Killarney; a place of
pastures, blue mountainy distances, swift-
sailing clouds dropping rain in the very face
of the sun, and only one frown in the
summer landscape, the frown of the cragged
brow of Mangerton looking solemnly down
on the laughter of the lower hills.

A few little homesteads of the better class
lie folded between ups and downs of the
fields, and around and among them the
cabins of the poorest of the population stand
here and there, this way and that way, their
gables set against the coldest wind, their
bushes gathered round them, and their turf-

1 A



2 THE RETURN OF MARY O'MURROVGH

stacks erected like barricades against an
enemy. Over yonder a gilt cross gleams
against a grey cloud, with birds perching on
it. When the angelus bell rings the birds
do not fly, so accustomed they are to the
sound. The priest's thatched cottage is
beside the chapel yard, and from it can be
seen, about a quarter of a mile across the
fields, Mrs Dermody's modest farmhouse.

In the long evenings when night is only
a name, and light never leaves the wide
firmament with its fringes of gold, and litter
of stars glittering big in delicate green ether,
there would be, some years ago, dancing at
Killelagh cross-roads; after the little ass-
carts had come home, and boys and girls had
finished work in the fields and haggards,
washed up, and snatched a mouthful of
supper, then, away with them down the
boreens, and across the hillocks to the spot
where the red blaze from Tom Donohoe's
forge makes a constant landmark for the
traveller!

On a certain summer evening, Mrs
Dermody was made aware that there was
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a dance at the Cross-roads by finding her-
self alone in the house with Finn the Irish
terrier, who stood at the open door wagging
his tail violently and gazing in the direction
of the forge, but with no intention of going
a step further unaccompanied by his mis-
tress. To his great satisfaction she began
at last to cover the red ashes on the
hearth, threw her blue Kerry cloak over
her shoulders, and stepped out into the
open, despite his obstructing gambols, and
heralded by his rapturous barking.

" Glory be to God, such a night!
What'll Heaven be after this, at all, at all?"

F or a few minutes she stood quite still.
The golden arc of a round rising moon
began to appear above the darkening purple
of the mountains, while over in the direction
of the forge there was a warm glow as of
lingering or approaching day; up in the
high blue dome the reigning stars. The
glamour of beauty had seized her un-
expectedly, and softened away impatient
thoughts.

"I declare Mrs Mulquin's house might as
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well be thatched wid silver!" she muttered.
"And och, God be wid you, poor Mary
O'Murrough, but your old home is the ruin-
ated wreck! Stan'in' there like a grey
ghost, cheek by jowl wid the white faces in
the elder trees! "

As the oow risen moon poured its
splendour over the landscape, illumining
the paths at her feet, Mrs Dermody moved
on in a different direction from that to which
Finn was urging her with short sharp barks.
She plucked a bit of wild sweet-brier and
pressed it to her nostrils as she walked,
and her gaze went once towards the chapel
with its cross, visible from the glint of the
moonlight on its shafts.

" Not that you're there, Matthias Der-
mody," she whispered. " Yourself isn't in it,
my dear man!"

After a minute's silence she went on talk-
ing to herself.

" It was you, sure, that loved the step-
dance on a night like this. An' who would
you dance wid, only Winnie? You hadn't
the land when I ma,rried y', but, still an' all,
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God sent it to y'. An' I'll keep the childher
on the land too; never fear but I will!"

The change in her thought broke the
spell of her dream, and she turned round, to
Finn's delight, and set her face toward the
Cross-roads.

She went along slowly, for she was not
as angry as she had intended to be. She
was a woman with a soul to be soothed
by moonlight and the memory of a grave-
yard, or softened by a glance at the comely
face of her daughter Bess; a kind neighbour
with an open hand for the hungry poor,
and ready to help a fellow-creature at an
emergency. There was nothing of the
" naygur" about Winnie Dermody; "but
still an' all," as some would say, "she was a
hard woman in the regard of the tight grip
she kep' of the half-dozen acres that Mat-
thias left her. An' if she did want a
husband with a farm for her daughters,
an' a gran'son to lave her own to, seein'
that she had no son, who's to blame her?
Anne Bridget disappointed her, an' for the
matther 0' that she disappointed Anne
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Bridget, puttin' a spoke in the wheel 0'

the only boy that the girl would ever let
speak to her. She has Bess to the fore,
now, an' if she doesn't plant her well some~
where between Banthry Bay an' Glengariff,
I wouldn't be in Bess's shoes, not for the
fullest haggard between this an' the town
of Killarney!"

"Why then, Winnie 'II have throuble over
it, for nobody '11 make or mar Bess but
her own notion. An' if she doesn't give
the girl her way, she'll have neither chick
nor chi}' to lave her own bit 0' lan' to, let
alone grab at another's!"

Heedless that such gossip might be
going forward among a few witch-like elders
sitting "on the top of the ditch," Mrs
Dermody made her way through a little
crowd on the outskirts of the dancing-
ground, old men and children playing" ring-
a-ring-a-roses" with scampering feet and
peals of laughter. She was pushed about
and caught in the game unwillingly, as
not being in the humour for it; and
clutching her cap with both hands she
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put it straight, and retired to the side of
the road, waiting an opening to proceed
further.

"Oh, Mrs Mulquin, is it yourself? But
sure the very cats wouldn't stay in the
house on such a night. Is that my Bess
at the melodeon?"

" It's nobody else, Mrs Dermody. There
isn't one in the counthry can make them foot
it like herself."

"Your own girls aren't bad at it, Mrs
Mulquin."

"Oh, Bess has to get a dance sometimes
an' then Kate comes in well enough," said
Mrs Mulquin modestly.

The lively strains of "The Wind that
Shakes the Barley" were vibrating in the
air, emphasised now and again by the more
distant ring of the blacksmith's hammer
from the forge.

The "sets" were in lively movement, and
the earlier dancers sat by, clapping their
hands and singing to the measure of the
tune and the dancing feet. Mrs Dermody
got on a vantage-ground, from which she
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could see Bess sitting high on the bank
waving her melodeon as she played, with
her chin in the air and the moonlight on
her face; and the man beside her, bending
forward with his hands locked together
between his knees and his eyes on hers, was
Miles Donohoe, whose shadow was threaten-
ing to cast a blight on all Mrs Dermody's
plans and prospects.

The tune of "The Wind that Shakes
the Barley" capered and danced in the
air, the step-dancers sprang higher and
higher, and the tune was marked by an
occasional groan from Mrs Dermody, as
well as by that distant ring of the hammer
from the forge, which seemed to be driv-
ing home the assurance to her mind that
bitter disappointment was in store for her.

"She's too ould to be slapped," said the
mother to herself, "an' she laughs at every-
thin'. What am I goin' to do wid her at
all, at all?"

She heard a familiar dry cough beside
her; and looked round to see a "neighbour
man" seated by her on the bank.
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Mrs Dermody's brow cleated.
"Well now, Pet her Flynn, it's good to

see a sight 0' you. How's every bit 0' you?
It's late for y' to be out with your rhumatis."

"May be that. May be that. But a
man doesn't mind a little risk if he has an
objec', Mrs Dermody."

"True for y'," said Mrs Dermody.
" You're not askin' me what my objec' is,
, "maam.
" I'm not too curious about other people's

affairs, Pether Flynn."
" No more y' arn't. You're the prudentest

woman from this to anywhere else y' like to
name. My objec' is that I'm feelin' lonely,
an' I wanted a little company. I was talkin'
to Father Fahy last night, an' says he,
'Sarve y' right, Pet her Flynn,' says he.
'Why didn't y' get marriet twenty or thirty
years ago, Pether Flynn?' says he, 'an'
you'd have your tall sons an' daughthers
all stan'in' round y' to-day, like young larch
threes,' says he.

'" An' no, I wouldn't, Father Fahy,'
says I, 'for they would all ha' been in
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America,' says I, •and myself in the work-
house! '

" 'Look at Tom Donohoe the black-
smith,' says he, •with his fine family, an'
not one 0' thim in America or the workhouse,
yet .

.. •Wait a bit, Father,' says I. •For all
Tom has a fine business in the forge, there's
a lot 0' throuble before him. See that rake
of a son 0' his-Miles, I mane-what is he
but a shaughraun, pickin' up jobs--? ' "

.. I believe y', Pether Flynn," said Mrs
Dermody with a groan. "An' what had the
Father to say about that?"

.. Och, y' know the laughy way he has; an'
he began jokin'. about his jues."

... Look at Tom,' he says, •with all he
has round him,' he says, • that's always
ready; an' to see all the throuble I had
thryin' to get that shilIin' out 0' yourself at
Easther; an' I haven't got it yet,' he says.
An' no more he hasn't. • It'll be time
enough when Christmas comes round again,
your reverence,' says I, •when I manage to
get the sellin' of a little calf I'm rarin'. ' "
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Mrs Dermody repressed a disgusted move-
ment of the heart within her, and said:

"V' were always a steady, industhrious
man, Pet her Flynn, an' signs on y'!" It
was no part of her policy to offend the thrifty
owner of any thriving farm. " An' what did
the priest say to y' then? "

" , Ver a naygur, Pether Flynn,' says he.
" , It's aisy to be callin' a man names,

Father,' says I, 'but it's betther to have a
few naygurs about the place than reeved
roofs an' cowld floors.' But still an' all, what
he said to me about marryin' set me thinkin'.
An' I'll put it plain to y,' Mrs Dermody.
The time's come when I might be able to
make a manage to have a wife about the
place. An' there's no one I'd look to sooner
to get me out of the hobble than your-
self."

The communication was not altogether
unexpected by Mrs Dermody, but she
said:

"Now I am surprised. Will y' tell me
what y' think I could do for y', Pether
Flynn? "
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"V've two daughthers, Mrs Dermody;
which 0' them are y' goin' to give me?"

"V' must give me time to think of it,
Pether. There's a deal to be said. Anne
Bridget's a good girl, an' knowledgeable
about a place."

"If I'm to take my pick, I'll have Bess,"
said Peter.

"Anne Bridget's the eldest, an' there's
many a one lookin' for Bess."

" Is there anyone with a place like mine to
settle her into? But I'll tell y' what it is,
Mrs Dermody. I'll take Bess without a
thraneen 0' fortune, but y'll have to give me
the money if I take Anne Bridget."

It was the answer expected by Mrs
Dermody, and she was no way disturbed
by it.

"Y' must let me sleep on it," she said,
"an' have a talk with the girls; an' y'll
come down to us some evenin' an' see how
things is gain'. And in the meantime I
suppose y' won't be lookin' round anywhere
else? "

"Not till I get your answer, ma'am,'''
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said Peter Flynn. "So now I'll bid y' good-
night, an' go home."

Mrs Dermody sat where he left her, staring
straight before her without even noticing
that somebody was now playing the mouth-
organ for the lancers, and that of the best
" steppers" on the road were Bess and Miles
Donohoe. She was not looking into her
heart, or she would have been assured that
Peter Flynn was no proper husband for
Bess, "whatever he might be for Anne
Bridget." But it would be hard lines to have
to give money to Flynn, who had more savings
than she had, and was "well able to keep a
wife long ago, if he liked." Still, his was a
nice little farm, and the land was sweet and
hard to get. Mrs Dermody was not in the
humour for looking into her heart for
counsel, while her head was busy reckoning
up the possessions of Peter Flynn. The
Flynns had always been people who would
never spend a penny where a farthing could
be made to do. She would walk over and
see what stock he had on the place, and
what chattels in the house.
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Suddenly she became aware of what was
going on around her, and stood up on the
bank to get a better view.

Yes, it was that pair of culprits, Bess and
Miles, who were footing it with such spirit as
to call forth the cheers and the whistles and
whoopings that were growing louder every
moment, as if in derision of an angry mother's
fears.

"There's no use in makin' a row," she
said to herself. " I'll step down an' speak to
his father. I'm not goin' to let a shaugh-
raun like that keep my girl out 0' the good
home that's waitin' for her!"



CHAPTER II

AT THE FORGE

TOM DONOHOE, as well as any other,
delighted in looking on at the dance, but his
work was never done, for nobody could tell
when a horse might arrive to be shod.
While Mrs Dermody was coming round a
corner of the Cross-roads, slowly considering
what she had to say (Tom's temper being
hot and hasty as his own anvil and hammer),
the blacksmith was talking to Shan Sullivan,
a farmer from higher up in the hill-country.

Shan had come so far on his way to the
morrow's early market at Ballyorglin, and
his cart stood near the forge while Tom was
delaying rather than preparing to "put a
slipper on the little mare." For Tom was
as good as a newspaper to the district, and
nobody brought him more reliable news of

15
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all that was going on, from the Kingdom of
Kerry to the battlefield of Westminster,
than the tall, lean, dark-browed man of
grave aspect, with whom he was now in
the grip of a political argument. Not that
there was much "differ" in the opinions of
Donohoe and his client, but there will
always be little points of question that must
be thrashed between friends into downright
agreement or disagreement.

"Oh, it's you, Mrs Dermody!" said Tom
in a disappointed tone.

"Good-night, Tom; good-night, Mrs
Dermody," said Shan, turning his face to
the moonlight and raising his soft round felt
hat; an American hat.

"God bless y', Shan, I'm glad to see you.
An' when did y' hear from Mary?"

"Yestherday," said Shan, with a smile
surprisingly sweet on so serious and rather
hard a face.

"She's well, I hope, an' as han'some as
ever? Shure, how could she be else?"

Shan tossed his head with a slight laugh,
as pleasant as his smile, which seemed to
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t ' ;> "oy.
" Tom

say that it was waste of time putting words
to such a foregone conclusion.

"When will she be comin' home
"Soon, I hope," said Shan.

Donohoe, will y' put the slipper on the
,I ;> "mare an et me go.

"Why aren't you up at the dance while
your business is doin', Shan Sullivan?" said
Mrs Dermody. " You're a young man yet,
an' Mary wouldn't be jealous, over in
America."

"I did my dancin' more'n fifteen year
ago," said Shan, "an' it takes me to be

. , "tramplll now.
The mare was shod, and Shan led her

away to the cart. Tom stood in the door-
way of the forge looking after him, a big
brawny figure himself, suggesting a picture
of Lucifer, black with the fire behind him.

II That's a man! " he said, as Shan mounted
and moved away, while the jog of the loose
wheel of the Irish market-cart grated on the
road, and man, horse, and cart rose on the
hill to titanic dimensions against the sky,
dropping gradually out of sight, Shan's head

B
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the last to sink as he drove, seemingly
straight into the moon.

"Thrue for you; an' there isn't too many,"
said Mrs Dermody. " It's him that has held
the grip tight, an' Mary 'II be the lucky girl
comin' home to him. D' y' know if ould
Owny has bought the farm?"

"There's delay yet, I believe," said Tom.
"If I'd been Shan, I'd ha' married Mary in
the teeth of it all. The years is countin' up.
Thank God, I own no land. I'd rather ha'
my strong arm nor all your fields, Mrs
Dermody."

The visitor smiled a superior smile. At
that moment she looked the living realisation
of Mangan's" Woman of Three Cows." It
was never her way to quarrel, however.

" It's a good thrade y' have, Tom
Donohoe," she said. " But everybody that's
outside on the ditch hasn't it."

"Well now, Mrs Dermody, what can I do
for y'? It's never yerself, is it, that wants
to be shod?"

"It's a little private word I have to say
to you. I want you to call off your son
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Miles, an' disallow him to be hantin' round
my Bess."

Tom Donohoe blew a slight whistle.
"Oh, that's it, is it? An' what have I to

do with a son that's as much a man as
I am myself? I've no Ian' to be bullyin'
him about. If he's on the ditch as y' say,
so am I, an' his arm is as sthrong as my

"own.
Tom brought his hammer down on the

anvil to make a loud amen to his statement.
"V' can tell him your mind," said Mrs

Dermody meekly, for though she knew
there was no real violence in Tom, except
where iron was to be conquered, yet the
bang of that hammer made her feel that
he was a man not to be trilled with.

"V' can tell him not to be injurin' the
prospec's of a harmless girl."

"Is he injurin' her? Is she harmless, or
only foolin' him? How' do I know any-
thing about it? Is he fond o' her? Maybe
he is, and maybe he isn't. It's his own
business. If y' want to know what I can
do for him, he's one 0' ten, an' as far as
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money is concerned I wash my han's of him.
I gev him his good health an' his five wits, an'
that's as much as any man need look to his
father to do for him."

" I'm not askin' y' either for your son or
your money, Tom Donohoe, but I'm manin'
him an' you to undherstand that no child 0'

mine will ever live on the ditch, an' that all
my intention is to settle Bess on the land."

"Away with y', then, ma'am, an' settle
her, an' don't bother me about it. Ye can
have your pick of all the ould bachelors round
the rings 0' Killelagh, an' they're not too
few. Your girl's a nice girl enough for any
one that fancies her, but if she doesn't like
Miles it's herself that has the loss. An'
what would y' want with grand-childher, you
that has heifers an' pigs an' chickens to
come afther y'? What would y' want with
the young cratures of humanity? For
myself, I'm glad that I have boys an' girls;
an' if I was your daughter Bess, I'd rather
go to America an' marry a young man that
was there before me, than to lave myself in
your han's to make little 0' my life."
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"There's enough 0' goin' to America,"
said Mrs Dermody, a little alarmed at his
attack, and edging near the door. " Poor
Mary O'Murrough had to go, for her people
were gone an' her home was reeved. An'
Shan was brought up to keep the land, an'
his father lookin' to buy the farm for him
if they would wait, an' no money to stock
it, unless he would marry a girl with a
fortune."

" An' if you had been Shan you'd have
married the girl with the fortune long ago,
instead 0' waitin' for Mary."

"Maybe I wouldn't," said Mrs Dermody,
and the tears rushed to her eyes. "Matthias
hadn't a scraw 0' land when I married
him."

"Oh, well, you're like many's the mother
that has one law for yourselves an' another
for your childher. Myself thinks that what's
sauce for the goose is sauce for the gandher,
and for the goslin's too. Howsomdever,
go your ways, Mrs Dermody, an' marry
your girl to a juke out 0' the Landed Estates
Court, if y' like, only say no more to me
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about the son of my good wife that's
bringing up men an' women to betther the
best that the like 0' you can put before
her."

With that Donohoe banged the anvil
again with his hammer, and Mrs Dermody
whisked out of the forge without even saying
good-night to him.

"Oh wisha, wisha, what's this! " she said
as she hurried up the road. "But you're
the angry man to spake to, Tom Donohoe!"

The dancing was all over and the Cross-
roads was deserted, but Mrs Dermody
looked about her suspiciously for lingering
figures, craning her neck in all directions to
to see over fences and behind bushes.

"I was full sure I saw the heads of the
pair 0' them above the ditch a minute ago,"
she said, "but I may as well go home, if
they don't want me to find them. And
Anne Bridget '11have the cup 0' tea waitin'
on me. If I have her still, itself she's a
comfort to me. When Bess is settled in a
farm of her own I'll have Anne Bridget to
look afther me, unless she'll take Pether
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Flynn with the fortune he'll be expectin' with
her. I wondher how much he would be
askiu'. He's a bit old for Bess, I don't
deny, and it'd be a terrible thing to let that
farm of his out of the family, an' him offerin'
it, an' to see it goin' beyant us! "

Miles and Bess were hiding behind a
hedge as she passed up the boreen, and
when they saw the last fold of her cloak dis-
appear into the doorway of her house, they
came out and walked about freely in the
moonlight.

" Your mother's death on me, Bess," said
Miles. "How am I ever to get you?"

"I suppose we'll have to work an' wait.
There's others doin' it. Mother did it
herself, but she forgets."

"I'd work better if I had you, Bess.
There I am with a job down in Ballyorglin,
and I can't stick to it for the longin' to get a
sight 0' you."

"Maybe I'd better go to America and
work my time like Mary O'Murrough.
There's a lot goin' in the autumn."
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"Will y' come with me, Bess? Will the
two of us make a run for it?"

"I'll never marry without my mother's
blessin'," said Bess.

Miles sighed hard. "She has no more
heart in her nor a turf sod. I f I had two or
three fields full 0' weeds she'd listen to me;
an'sure it's as good to be buildin' houses as
feedin' pigs. It's good wages I could earn
if it was you I was earnin' for, but when I
think I'm not goin' to get you, asthoreen, the
impliments drops out of my hands."

" You musn't be abusin' my mother," said
Bess. "The only thing wrong with her is
that she thinks she knows what people want
betther than they know themselves. Oh,
now, here's Father Fahy. What will he say
to us?"

The priest was corning up the road, and
spoke while still a few yards from them.

"Why are you out so late, children?
Home with you!"

"All right, Father," said Miles. We'll
be goin' up to speak to you some of these
days."
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"I hope so, I hope so. God bless you,
and run home, Bess, and Miles will come
with me. Your mother 'II be lookin' for you."

"She'll get me soon enough, Father, an'
won't I catch it? "

"She's nota bad mother, Bess."
"She's a good mother, your reverence,

but she isn't as young as me."
"Give her time, give her time," said

Father Fahy.
"Time to grow young-while we're growin'

old?" said Bess archly.
"Run home, child, run home, and we'll

talk about all this another time."
The priest marched Miles away with him,

and Bess went home, and put her face cau-
tiously in at the door.

Anne Bridget was sitting alone at the
fire.

"Come in, Bess. My mother's gone to
bed. She says she'll have somethin' to say
to y' in the mornin'."

"Oh, I suppose so," said Bess.
"I never seen her so knocked about,"

said Anne Bridget.



CHAPTER III

A "WOMAN OF THREE COWS"

MRS DERMODY'S one-storeyed house was
roofed with a snug tight thatch, and con-
tained three rooms, with a loft for a farmer's
boy in the months when he might be
necessary. Long ago she had banished
the manure heap from her door, and rele-
gated the animals to a yard behind, backed
by brown and yellow walls of turf-stack
and hayrick. The space in front was paved
with cobble stones, and planted at each
side with a clump of dahlias, presented by
a friend who was gardener in a gentleman's
demesne some miles away. In the yard
stood a low-backed car and a railed market-
cart; and housed near were a good horse
and a "jinnit," a couple of cows, and a litter
of pigs. Behind lay the fields' one for~ ,
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potatoes, another for cabbage, turnips, and
mangolds, while a good piece of the ground
grew the tender grass that makes the butter
sweet. At the corner of one pasture stood
an old grey willow, hinting at the nearness
of running stream or deep-sunk virgin well,
and two great bulwarks of hawthorn guarded
the primitive wooden gate leading from the
grass meadow to the plough fields. On
the other side, a range of elder trees tossed
their white plumes against the blue sky
and the dark mountain; wan blossoms,
described by a young native poet, who
died in America, as ghostly faces of souls
prisoned in the trees, with leave for one
month in the year to"look out on the beloved
pastures, and on their kindred coming and
going where they themselves once came and
went. Within the house was the kitchen,
with wide fireplace and big crane for pots and
kettl~s, and a form against each wall at
the side of the fire, the chosen seat at
evening for the family and their friends.
Rusted hooks in the ceiling for "flitches"
showed that this was no newly tossed up
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dwelling, and on the well-packed dresser
stood, among common cups and platters,
a few pieces of old Irish lustre-ware, jugs,
and basins such as collectors are now con-
sidering worthy of their attention.

On the morning after the Cross-roads
dance, Bess Dermody was in the yard,
feeding her chickens. With the full sun-
shine upon her, she was comely rather than
beautiful, a round, fair, freckled face, tip-
tilted nose, eyes grey, green, or blue as
the light might decide on the moment,
and plentiful tawny hair. Her figure was
swathed in a large apron, and her shoes
were neat. Altogether Bess was a whole-
some and homely creature, with changeful
expressions of countenance promising much
good humour though threatening occasional
impertinence; and dowered with sundry
girlish attractions such as descriptive words
must toil after in vain.

Anne Bridget came into the yard seeking
her. The elder sister had once been remark-
able for the kind of beauty that vanishes
after a very few years. Though gentle
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and amiable, she had a dejected air, and
spoke spiritlessly and in a minor key.

"Come in, Bess. Mother wants to speak
to y'."

Bess emptied her bowl of food among
the chickens, and stepped across the yard
as briskly as if she thought her mother
had brought her a ribbon from Ballyorglin
market.

"Come in here, Bess, an' you, Anne
Bridget. I've somethin' to say to both of
yez."

Bess deposited her bowl lightly on the
dresser, and turned a pair of shining eyes
on her mother.

" Go on, mother, we're here! "
"Y' needn't be lookin' at me that way,

Bess! "
"What way will I be lookin' at you?"

asked Bess laughing.
The likeness between the two was striking

at the moment. Bess was a match for her
mother in pride and obstinacy as well as
in many virtues. Anne Bridget had
retreated into the ingle corner. She was
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more like Matthias, who had been gentle,
and who had departed.

Mrs Dermody was feeling a difficulty that
was familiar to her in dealing with Bess.
She had a mind to conquer, but that shining
glance from the eyes of the girl frightened
her as much as did the bang of Tom
Donohoe's hammer on the anvil, and she
forgot the insinuating words with which she
had intended to convey her wishes and
intentions. While Bess stood looking at
her, obediently waiting, but sweetly defiant,
the good woman fumbled at her knitting,
and stumbled into the communication which
she had determined to approach with dis-
cretion.

" I was talkin' to Pether Flynn last night,"
she began.

"I seen y', mother!" said Bess. "At
your time 0' life! I was wondherin' at y'."

Mrs Dermody stared.
"Oh, what does a mother rare childher

for? Are y' darin' to turn your father's
widow into ridaycule, Bess Dermody? What
I want to say is that Pether Flynn is thinkin'
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0' marryin', an' he's comin' here to-night to
see which of yez girls will hole out a hand
to him. He'll take you, Bess, without a
penny; but if it's to be Anne Bridget-I'll
have to sell out some stock to give a fortune
with her."

" He needn't come, mother," said Bess.
" It isn't your house, Miss Impidence, to be

shuttin' him out of! An' you'll think twice
before y' refuse to settle yerself in one 0' the
best farms in the townland. An' now will y'
let Anne Bridget speak? "

It's not me he wants," said Anne Bridget,
" an' if it was, I'm not goin' to be bought an'
sold that way, mother. I'm worth my bit
t ' "o y.

"You're a pair of unnatural childher," said
Mrs Dermody. "To do well for y' is all
my thought, night, noon, an' mornin', an' y'
talk to me as if I was the rent day or a
gombeen-man. Howsomdever, Pethel' Flynn
'll be here to-night, an' y'd betther see that
y' behave yourselves."

She turned out of the door, and, knitting
in hands, went down the fields to make
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her usual morning inspection of the little
farm.

" Pether Flynn, Pether Flynn! Oh, I'll die
of laughin' !" cried Bess, holding her sides,
her little nose tilted to an angle of delighted
amusement.

"It's not much to laugh at," said Anne
Bridget. "My mother's taken it in her
head. But I'm glad it's you he's set on, for
y' can fight. If my mother could get rid of
me without sellin' stock, I wouldn't have a
chance."

"I'm goin' out to ask company," said
Bess. " If we're to have Pet her Flynn here,
we'll get some fun out of it."

Meanwhile Mrs Dermody made her
survey of the fields, examining the condition
of the various growths, looking her cows well
over, and patting them approvingly, the
animals pushing forward for the fostering
touch of the toil-hardened hand. Then,
after these duties were over, the mother of
Bess and Anne Bridget said to herself:

"I may as well make short work of it, an'
take a look at what Pether has got."
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It was only a half mile to Flynn's holding,
and she was soon counting the cows on
Peter's grass, and peeping through a hole in
the hedge at his tillage.

" It's all in the best of order, God bless it ! "
she said. "He's the safe, warm man, is
the same Pether!"

She got into the yard, and was met by a
company of hens, headed by a regal cock,
in coat of tawny and orange, tail-feathers
of green-black, and crown and lappets of
crimson, pointing one toe as he stepped like
a dancing-master, and erecting his head with
gentlemanly imperiousness.

'" Oh, it's Bess will know how to admire
yez all ! "said Mrs Dermody. "Sure every
beauty in creation is here; black wid the
gold sprinkles, an' you buff, an' you brown,
an' you red, an' you every colour! Good
luck to y', white one, for it's yourself knows
how to lay, I'll swear to it t

"An' here's the pigs! Now, what
does he feed them on at all, at all? Such
flitches as is on the sides 0' that fat one!"

She pursued her way into the house, and
c
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found a very old woman with lean bony arms
moving from one pot to another about the fire.

" If it's the masther y' want, he's gone to
the market since four o'clock this mornin'."

"I've business wid him," said Mrs Der-
mody, "but as he's not here, I'll rest myself a
while an' go home again."

She passed without more words into
Peter's little parlour, aware that the old
housekeeper had no love of mothers with
daughters, seeing that if the master were to
make a change, there was nothing before
her but the workhouse.

"Oh, now, it's a back-gone place, I don't
deny," said the visitor, looking around at
stained walls and curtainless window.
" Every thin' wore out, an' not a symtom of
a woman to make things nice since his
mother died forty year ago an' the sisthers
went to America. Not a picture on the
wall younger nor Dan O'Connell, an' him
nearly blotted out wid the damp; both the
eyes of him gone into his head. Not a
ghost or a sketch of Parnell. Two or three
saints that black wid smoke y' wouldn't
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know whether 'twas St Patrick or St Bridget
y' were lookin' at !

"Ah, well, Bess 'II know how to make
all right, seein' there's money in the bank,
an' stock in the fields."

Mrs Dermody said nothing to her
daughters about this visit, and they were
careful not to tell her that they knew where
she had been. In the evening she went,
as usual, down the fields in the direction
of the graveyard to say her rosary and
pray for Matthias; and when she came back,
the company invited by Bess had already
arrived - half-a-dozen "boys," including
Miles Donohoe, and as many girls, all
"insinsed into" the fun of "ould Pether
Flynn comin' courtin' Bess Dermody."

Hospitality would not allow Mrs~Dermody
to object to the presence of invited guests,
and she hung up her cloak and submitted
silently to the annoyance of seeing Bess
handing a cup of tea to her objectionable
lover. A game of forfeits was in progress
when Peter Flynn arrived after his day at
the market.
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Peter was a little man with sharp features
and a knowing glance, which had gained
for him the pseudonym of Foxy Flynn.
Though only fifty years of age, he was said
to look "as ould as anything you'd like to
name." It would seem as if the violence
done to Irish nature by the production of
a "naygur" must inevitably result in some-
thing abnormal even in appearance. Not
that Peter was decrepit, or without his due
allowance of limbs; but having been a
" fair-sized" man in youth, he was prema-
turely withered into a miniature of himself
as if by a sort of moral amemia.

Small though he was, there appeared to
be scarcely a place for him in Mrs Dermody's
little kitchen. Bess in the midst of the
fun would not see him, and her mother
piloted him over to the fire, where Anne
Bridget was feeding two orphan baby pigs
with milk from the spout of an earthenware
teapot.

The piglings lay across Finn's shaggy
coat, the cat was curled up at the dog's back,
with envious half-shut eyes blinking at the
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good fortune of her neighbours, and Peter,
ensconced in the warmest seat by the fire,
found his admiration divided between the
careful attention of Anne Bridget to the
little pigs and the youthful charm of Bess,
who was "giving out forfeits" blindfolded,
a band across her eyes showing off to advan-
tage the pretty shape of her girlish head.

His intention was to be civil to both girls,
not knowing which was to be his fate-
Bess "without as much as a thraneen," or
Anne Bridget with a nice little fortune.

"Y've a gran' way wid the little cratures.
The mother 0' them '11be jealous 0' you,"
he said insinuatingly to the elder sister, while
his eyes were fixed on Bess.

Before there was time for a reply, he
was caught by two of the boys, whirled into
the middle of the game, and called on to
pay a forfeit.

When the forfeits were to be redeemed,
Kate Mulquin looked sideways from under
the bandage on her eyes at Peter, and
bethought her of a means of increasing the
fun. The question, "What's the owner of this
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to do?" being put to her, she had a ready
answer in accordance with the time-honoured
rules of the game.

"Smile at the prettiest, bow to the
wittiest, and kiss the one he loves the best! "
cried Kate, amidst shrieks of laughter.

Peter immediately jumped to his feet,
jerked a bow towards Bess, beamed on her
with all the smiling power at his command,
stepped forward and attempted to kiss her.

The laughter had risen to screaming
point, when suddenly Miles rose up, seized
Flynn by the collar, swung him out of the
house, and deposited him on the causeway
of cobble stones beyond the doorway.

That done, he found himself confronted
with the anger of Mrs Dermody.

" How dare y' turn a friend of mine out
of my house, Miles Donohoe? The friend
I asked, to be threw out by you that I
never asked!"

"I didn't come here without bein' asked,"
said Miles.

"I asked him, mother," said Bess,
stepping near and standing beside him.



A "WO~IAN OF THREE COWS" 39

The laughter had ceased, and there was
a hush in the house.

Mrs Dermody was now at the height of
her anger.

"Am I to go out of my house, or IS

he ?" she said, turning on Bess.
"Go now, Miles," said Bess, "an' I'll see

you again when my mother has got over this."
.. God bless y', Bess!" said Miles, and

looked her in the eyes, and went out of
the door.

A murmur ran through the company,
the approval of the boys and girls, the
disapproval of some of the elders who had
dropped in to see the games.

But it was understood thenceforth that
Foxy Flynn needn't come courtin' to Mrs
Dermody's house, and that it was "gain'
to be do or die with Miles and Bess."



CHAPTER IV

NOT ASLEEP, BUT DREAMING

WHEN Shan Sullivan disappeared over the
brow of the hill, driving straight at the moon,
his thoughts were as far away from Killelagh
as if he had been travelling the unfrequented
hill-paths of that sphere of silver.

He had some Irish miles to go with his cart
of turnips and mangolds before reaching the
market of Ballyorglin, which meant a night
journey of the loose-wheeled cart with its
slow, monotonous jog-yog, no hindrance to
the slumber and dreams of a man who
knows how to lie among his sacks, and has
confidence in the prudence and sagacity of
his horse. More than half the journey was
made before Shan relaxed his limbs in rest,
and meanwhile he sat erect, driving steadily
at the moon, not asleep, but dreaming.

to
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He took a letter out of his pocket, kissed
the outside of it, and put it back again.

"What's the harm 0' the foolishness?
There isn't a sowl to see, an' not a star in
hea ven will pass a remark!

"Oh, it's you that'll come at last, Mary,
an' time for y'! I'm feared to look into it

, h " han see ow man y years you re gone, an t e
farm not bought out yet, but soon to see it.
An' if there's much of more delay, by the
Almighty that made us we'll wait no longer.
'When will she be back?' says one, an'
, how soon is she comin?' says another, an'
all 0' them givin' it in to y' that there never
was the like 0' y' seen around Killelagh or
Killarney or Ballyorglin. Not a girl at the
Cross-roads to-night could compare with y'.
The soft blue eyes 0' you, and the lovely
black hair, with a shiny wave in it like the
little waves in the lake undher the Gap 0'

Dunloe whin the sun does be hittin' into
the shadda! An' the two dimples in them
round cheeks 0' yours, a body would make
y' laugh if it was only to see them runnin'
in an' out. Who has the white teeth y'
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have, Mary, an' the rose of a mouth what
could say the pleasant words? Oh, I'm
tellin' no lie to my Maker here, Him an'
me face to face, an' the world gone;
but if things doesn't bring y' back to me
soon, I'll throw up at last and go afther
, "y.
A few words of murmured soliloquy of

this kind broke from Shan from time to
time as the cart jogged on, and the big
white moon, resplendent amid her silvery-
saffron clouds, responded to his rhapsodies
with a spiritualised sympathy, such as the
dreamer would never have looked for from
any living fellow-creature.

" Mary, d' y' mind the day when I said it
to y' first? Are y' awake, an' thinkin' about
it like myself, or are y' sound asleep afther
your hard day's work, in America?

"D' y' mind, when your mother's roof
was reeved, an' she died of it, how y' come
down to your aunt's at the Cottage she was
carin' at Glena, an' stayed there an' worked
for her, to earn your bit and the cotton frock
that covered y'? 'Twas there I seen y' first,
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an' the sight 0' y' never left my eyes. An'
it wasn't long till I put words to it!

"It was the big holiday of the Blessed
Mother (it's comin' round now), an' you an'
me went round 0' the lakes for our divarsion.
We climbed to the Gap 0' Dunloe first, an'
came down on the Eagle's Nest, an' we sat
in the boat, an' you sang the song I loved
best, 'My Marya' the curlin' hair,' right
again' the echo. An' the big rock took it
all into his breast, an' turned it over in his
heart, and gev it out to us again, every
darlin' turn an' twist of it, till it was
like your own soul singin' back to y'
out of heaven, with a grand organ
sighin', an' grumblin', an' rumina tin' along
with it !

"Dch, then, didn't we skiff along the lake
till the squall hit us slap from the mountain
and dhruv us over on Innisfallen. Not a
bit afraid y' were, but into the boat again,
an' out of it like a bird on the shore at auld
Ross Castle! But it was at Muckross
all came out of 0' my heart in words, like
the song comin' out 0' the rock--"



44 THE RETURN OF MARY O'MURROUGH

Shan was silent, staring into the myste-
rious silvery moon-world while his dream
went on, showing him Mary in her youthful
beauty, smiling at him within the romantic
and picturesque ruin which stands solitary
amidst the loveliest scenery of the land.
There had been a lingering walk through the
aged avenue of lofty limes and chestnuts
which approaches reverently the hoary walls,
rising out of lawns of vivid green, hardly
saddened by grey mounds, and tombstones
draped and sheltered by luxuriant shrubs
and ferns, "makin' a garden for theirselves
out 0' ruination." Over in the ,middle
distance lay the faery lakes, shimmering
in silver and gold, and beyond them the
purple hills.

Shan was looking at it all now in the
sunlight of memory, while the moon gazed
on at him with tender encouragement of
the dream.

There was the roofless church with its tombs
and carvings; there the perfect little cloisters,
unbroken arches, and quiet alleys filled with
a brooding shadow; straight darkened lanes
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bordering a well of mysterious light filtered
through the spreading branches of an ancient
tree, roofing the once open court, and
weaving the webs across the upper floor
of the decaying refectory.

Shan remembered that he wanted to cut
their names on this tree, and how Mary
would not allow him to injure it, pointing
out Nature's lovely ornamentation of the
stem, which is richly carved as by a
sculptor's hand, and is made still more
rarely beautiful by it marvellous colouring,
dark mossy green interwoven with purple,
tinged with ruby red, softening and brighten-
ing to a rose-tint.

Under this mystic tree he could see Mary
standing where the ground is thick sown
with reddish and purple seeds, falling from
the network of spreading branches overhead,
and forming a carpet, smooth, delicate,
sumptuous, which Mary would scarcely dare
to tread upon.

The place was so still, the arched lanes
so solemn and dark, the little court was
so rarely roofed and mystically lighted, they
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had almost held their breath while they
stayed in it.

Up and down the winding stone stair
they went, to the two upper chambers
remaining of this home of saints, and then
out in the open again, hand locked in hand,
with their vows spoken.

" An' that was the solemn promise, Mary,
on the saints' ground, with the angels
listenin' ! II

Here a heavier cloud shrouded the moon,
and the sweetness of Shan's dream was
broken upon by a memory of harsh voices;
mother weeping, and father threatening;
questions of the land to be lost, or the
land to be held; his own angry rejection of
a wife with fortune; and Mary's pleading
to be allowed to go to America to earn
money by her own industry till he, by his
strivings, should pull thit:lgs to rights on
the farm.

.. How did I ever let y' go without me,
Mary? God knows it was only to have
the little place before y' comin' back, workin'
as hard here as you're workin' there, an' my
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father swearin' he would put no bar between
us when things was got straight. My
mother's in heaven now, an' thanks to you,
Mary, she didn't die in the poorhouse; an'
my father's sittin' at his own fireside in his
ould age, an' him not long for this world.
All the same, the years has been slippin' over
us, asth0reen; an' for all the promises, the
farm isn't bought out yet--"

The moon was now lost behind a wrack
of clouds, and a grey hue overspread the
heavens, creeping earthward, and blotting
out the blissful lights and soft rich shadows
that had limned the lovely features of the
landscape. It was the chill and ghostly
hour before dawn, when light and colour are
no more, and a cold and deathlike world
is depressingly visible. Shan's dream had
dissolved away under its influence, and he
slipped from his upright position in the
front of the cart, and slumbered among his
sacks, while the old horse plodded on,
accustomed to every up and down, and
turn and twist of the road to Ballyorglin.

After an hour's sleep he awoke in the
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full glory of the midsummer sunrise, crimson
and gold on the horizon, hills freshly dipped
in a dewy purple, fields sweetly young in
their green, with that look of primeval
innocence which is only seen on the face
of the untilled earth. The dream of the
night was gone, but before him now was
the splendour of morning, the reality of
coming day, hope for the future at his
heart.

Another year, or maybe half year, and
Mary would be home.

As the cart rose on a hill and the lakes
came in view, afire with the sunrise, Shan
stood up and gazed at them across the land-
scape and raised his hat .

.. God bless y', Eagle's Rock, with your
music! God bless y', Innisfallen! Dinas
island, Glena! God keep the angels about
y', Muckross !

"An' now, gee-up ould horse and lave
your dhramin' ! Head into Ballyorglin with
yer wits about y' !"



CHAPTER V

SHAN'S FIRST BAD MARK

BALLYORGLINis one of the small towns in
Ireland, where on a market-day you will see
strings of little ass-carts drawn up along by
the side-path of the main street, usually in
charge of a cloaked and hooded hill-woman,
or a little girl with bright eyes shining from
under the roof of shawl that projects over
her brows and covers her shoulders. The
one big shop and the little shops are all
alive with gossiping and bargaining, as the
country people sell their produce, or pur-
chase a weekly store of tea, and sugar, and
bread. Shan, who was one of the more
important of the market frequenters of
Ballyorglin, was a big man as he con-
tributed his quota to the day's business, and
that he was a favourite was easily seen by the

~ D
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lighting up of faces at his approach, and the
thrusting forth of hands, and the rattling of
Irish words of greeting and welcome about
his ears.

Jogging down the street, he took off his
hat passing the chapel gates, and turned
aside his face from the three stalwart" p6lis "
who were lounging shoulder to shoulder
outside "the barrack."

"Oh, an' it's a pity yez hadn't somethin'
to do!" he said, turning his head again, and
looking back at them. "An' it's another
pity that we hadn't the price of yez in sheep
an' cows!"

His business in the town done, he pro-
ceeded on a further journey out countrywards
from the other end of Ballyorney, to a place
called Anasmole, where he had something to
do for a friend with whom he was to pass
the night.

Lying in the cart basking in the evening
sunshine, he saw the figure of a young man
before him on the road, and called :

"Is that you, Jakes? How's the father?
Jump in!"
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The tall youth addressed wheeled round,
vaulted into the cart, and went jogging on
with Shan.

"What are y' goin' to do with yourself?"
asked Shan.

" It's what I'm thinkin' about-Serjeant
Hourigan wants me to join the polis."

" The divil, he does. But you're not goin'
to do it? "

"Why wouldn't I? I'm just the highth,
an' there's no gettin' work here, an' the pay's
good."

"Pay to beat in your father's head any
day if the Serjeant bids y' !" said Shan.

" I wouldn't say that," said Jakes.
" Or to swear your friend into prison."
"Ah, what's the use 0' talkin'? There's

no work, an' I don't want to go emigratin'.
An' I'm just the highth."

Shan looked at him with contempt and
was silent. After a few minutes he
said:

"Y' won't get
reduce the force.
polis to do."

m. They're goin' to
There's nothin' for the
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Jakes looked knowing and shifted his
position in the cart.

" He says things is lookin' up."
" What do you mean?"
"He has wind 0' disturbances comin'.

An' the force isn't goin' to be reduced."
Shan laughed a bitter laugh.
" Y' young spalpeen. Don't y' know what

that means ? "
"No, I don't. It's no business 0' mine.

I f I join the force I'll be paid for doin' my
juty. My father's in a hobble with the rent,
an' my mother's sick."

"What does your dacint father say to y'?"
"It's what I'm on my way to talk to him

about it."
"Oh, then, if I was in his shoes I'd whip

y' with a sally rod," said Shan brandishing
his whip, and Jakes shifted his legs again,
to be ready to spring from the cart in case
Sullivan's next action should be suited to his
last word .

.. Y' needn't be afraid," said Shan con-
temptuously, seeing the movement ... I'm not
goin' to give y' the lucky chance 0' some-
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thin' for Serjeant Hourigan's note-book.
Here's your dacint father's house now, an'
get out 0' my cart with y'!"

He cracked his whip within an inch of the
youth's shoulders, and Jakes scrambled out,
not quite sure whether he had felt the lash
or not.

Returning to Ballyorglin the next morn-
ing, Shan left his cart standing in the street
and went about seeing friends and making a
few necessary purchases, chiefly the usual
tea, and sugar, and tobacco, and as he was
passing the barrack Serjeant Hourigan was
standing at the little gate leading up to it.

"Hello, Sullivan ! You're a KiUelagh
, ;I "man, aren t you.

" I am, Serjeant. A bit beyond Killelagh,
for that matther."

"Do you know anything about this out-
;I"rage.

Shan turned on his step, and stood, and
fixed his eyes on the policeman.

" No, Serjeant. What's the outrage?"
The Serjeant took out his note-book. A

knot of people had gathered around them.
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"A man called Peter Flynn was taken
out of his bed last night, dragged all round
his place, cut and bruised, two of his ribs
broken, and one of his eyes put out, and was
left lying in the ditch for dead."

" I don't believe a word of it," said Shan.
"Oh, I suppose not," said the Serjeant,

putting up his note-book, "but we have got
the man that did it."

" Who have you got?" said Shan.
"Miles Donohoe, the blacksmith's son, a

fellow who has been wanting to get Flynn's
farm."

Shan threw back his head and laughed,
and laughed; shook, and bent his knees
with laughter.

"Is it Miles? Is it Miles? Oh, peeler,
honey, y' might have hit on a likelier man.
Yerself, or Jakes Finucane, for instants.
Where have y' got him?" he added fiercely,
with a sudden change of voice and counte-
nance.

"In the barrack, an' if you say more
you'll be there along with him."

"It's where I want to be," said Shan.
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" I want to see him. He didn't do it. The
thing never happened."

" I t's reported already to Dublin Castle,
anyhow," said the Serjeant, "and the man will
be before the magistrate to-morrow mornin'.
There's a padrole sent to Killelagh to
examine the place and the injured man, and
take notes of the affair. I wouldn't say but
what y' were in it yoursel( I'm puttin' y'
down for reasonably suspected."

Shan hurled scornful defiance at him; and
went through the town gathering particulars
of the event of the day. A" padrole" of
police had brought the news from Killelagh
early in the morning, and Miles, who had
been only a short way before them on the
road, was seized on the way to his work at
Ballyorglin.

Unable to get access to Miles, Shan
finished his business and hastened his return
to Killelagh.

He overtook the police at the entrance to
Flynn's little farm, and shouted to him:

"What's up? What are y' skirmish in'
afther? "
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"It's this business about Pether Flynn.
The ambulance is telegraphed for."

Shan threw his horse's reins over the gate-
post and joined the" peelers."

They were making for the little house
when a head appeared above a fence, and
Foxy Flynn demanded to know what the
p6lis were doin' on his bit of land.

"We want to see the injured man-Peter
Flynn."

" Sure here he is ! "
" Are you Peter Flynn? "
"I used to think I was, anyway," said

Peter, "but if y' tell me I'm not, I wouldn't
like to go again' the law."

"Come on, Foxy," said Shan, "an' let us
see which of your eyes is out, an' what
you've done with the ribs that are broken
in y' ? "

.. What are y' jokin' an' jibin' me for?"
asked Foxy.

"Come over the ditch an' show us the
whole 0' you, Foxy!" cried Shan.

Flynn scrambled over the bank, and the
policemen eyed him up and down.
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"Whereabouts are you hurt?" asked one
of the policemen.

"I think it must be in my feelin's," said
Flynn, "for I have neither break nor scratch
on me body or bones.

"Did not some one come into your house
last night, take you out of bed, drag you all
round the place, and leave you lying for dead
in the ditch? "

" Not that I know of," said Foxy.
"Come sir, speak to the point."
" I have spoken. to the best of my know-

ledge," said Flynn; "but, as I tould you
before, I wouldn't like to go again' the
law."

The policeman examined him all over,
and then went into the house, making a
strict investigation into everything in and
out of the place. The old housekeeper
was called and questioned, but all the
answer she vouchsafed was an uncanny
laugh.

" There is something under all this," said
the policeman, and made an entry in his
note-book to the effect that an alarming
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secrecy was maintained as to this mysterious
outrage, evidence being refused by the
parties concerned in it.

When the polis had departed, Bess came
across the fields to thank Peter Flynn for
keeping silence as to what had really
happened when Miles had risen up in wrath
and expelled his rival from her mother's
house.

" No thanks to me!" said Foxy. " Was
I goin' to make a show 0' myself, an' a
laugh for the counthry? Did he ask me
any questions about that thransaxion at all,
at all? An' don't I know very well that I
desarved what I got. You're an honest
girl. an' success to you an' him! Did I
want to be puttin' between yez? Sure I
want neither you nor your sisther. My
time's past, an' only for Father Fahy
throwin' T om Donohoe an' his sons an'
daughters at my head, I wouldn't have took
act or part in the regard 0' lookin' for a wife
at this time 0' day. Go home now, my
girsha, an' be aisy in your mind. I'm
betther widout y' than wid y', an' Miles '11
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have to be let out when there's nobody to
say a word of a cause again' him."

"God bless y', Pether Flynn," said Bess.
" An' will y' say that much to my mother? "

"Oh, that's a differ of a thing," said
Foxy. "Sure it's her that has the hungry
eye on my bits of grass and my two-three
sheep an' cows. It's better for me to keep
out of her way!"

Miles was "let out" the next morning, as
there was no evidence to go before the
magistrate, Shan Sullivan standing to him
for bail. He was dismissed with a caution,
and reminded that his name and Shan's had
gone forward to Dublin Castle with a bad
mark attached to them. Bess met him at
his father's forge that evening, and he
walked across the fields to shake hands with
Peter Flynn.



CHAPTER VI

THE REMORSE OF OWNY

SHAN on his way home had to pass Father
Fahy's little shanty.

The priest's house was a thatched cottage
with a narrow path leading to it, shut off
from the road by a small wooden gate. You
walked straight into a little earthen-floored
kitchen, off which were two small rooms.
The Father's private apartment was one of
the latter, with a boarded floor, a table
covered with books and papers, a blue check-
curtained bed in the corner, a shelf for books,
two tiny windows placed so that either could
be opened when the storm beat on the other
side of the house, and a flagged hearth for
the turf fire.

Father Fahy was growing old as a curate,
and w~uld probably never be a parish priest.
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His cure was at the difficult and remote end
of the parish, and he had no wish for a
change, for his heart had taken root in these
scanty pastures and in the fissures of these
grand rocks. He had seen a good deal of
missionary work in the world before coming
to KiIlelagh, and was the more pleased with
the peace and innocency of his now long
accustomed surroundings, in the midst of
which he hoped to end his mortal life.

He came out of his little gate as Shan
approached, and stood expecting him; a spare
figure, somewhat stooped, with a face which
in repose was slightly austere, but benignant
in its frequent smiles.

"I'm waiting for you, Shan. I'm goin'
up to see your father."

" It's good of y', Soggarth Gir. Will y'
take a seat? "

"Thank you for a lift, Shan. It was a
little message I got. Your father's not so
well. Don't be frightened. It isn't going
to be much, I think."

Shan was silent a moment from shock.
Then he spoke:
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" My father's not what he was. The
years is beginnin' to be hard on him."

"None of us are getting younger," said
the priest, "but please God he'll not be
leaving us yet awhile."

Shan urged his horse, and the cart soon
arrived at the little farm of Owny Sullivan.
It was about the last of the better class
holdings in the mountainy direction, and a
glance showed that fostering care had long
been at work to improve it. The new close
thatch, the trim fence, the climbing rose on
the sheltered wall, told a tale of their own of
which Shan was the hero, and his love for
Mary the romance.

A big sheep-dog came out to welcome
them into the kitchen. An old woman
putting turf on the fire turned and curtsied
to the priest.

"He's middlin' now," she said, "but the
turn he took was a'most his last."

Owny was lying un his bed, but spoke
and welcomed his son and the soggarth.

"It was a little wakeness I took, " he
explained, "an' I'm over it, thank God. All
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the same, I'm glad to see your reverence
comin' in."

"Well Owny, that's good news; but now
that I'm here, you'd better make the best of
a good opportunity. It'll do y' no harm to
be fair an' square with God."

" It's thrue for y', Father, but I'd rather
have a little longer to think about it."

" None of us can count on a minute,
Owny. And you haven't a whole mountain
on your conscience. It won't take you any
quicker out of the world to settle up your
affairs with the Almighty."

After a little more encouragement Owny
agreed to make his confession, and Shan left
him alone with the priest, and went out and
walked about the fields that had cost him so
dear, thinking his own thoughts.

Owny's sins were not heavy ones, but
every fault was dwelt on with scrupulous
exactness. The thing that troubled him the
most was mentioned last, and after the con-
fession was all over he returned to the
subject with anxiety.

"Y' see, Father, as I tould God in yer
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presence, it's weighin' on me a little that
was a bit too hard about sendin' Mary to
America. The time's gone over, an' the
farm isn't bought out yet, an' maybe won't
be ever. An' I would have liked to see
Shan's childher about my knees--"

"It's a pity, Owny-it's a pity. You
know I was against her going."

"I know y.'were, Father; but, sure, what
could we do? The pair 0' them might ha'
gone together, an' Shan's mother an' me to
the poorhouse. An' now she has the little
place to come back to, an' they're young
still. Could y' do nothin' to hurry up thim
that has the sellin' 0' the farms? "

"They wouldn't mind me, Owny."
"They're askin' too much money, an' we

can't give it."
"Why need you wait to have the farm

bought before Mary comes home?"
"See that now! Maybe we needn't.

But it's a kind of a pride we have to bring
her home to what'll be our own. When she
did go, it's what she has a right to expect to
come back to."
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"She will have a little money, I suppose,
after her years of industry? "

"Of course she will. But that'll be
wanted for stock, an' to make a good
beginnin'. The debt to buy the farm 'II be
enough of a load on our backs--"

"Well, Owny, I think you have been a
little over careful. Prudence is an excellent
thing, but trust in God is better. And now,
take my advice, and let Shan write at once
to Mary, and tell her to put her foot on the
next boat and come home to Killelagh. It
will be better than regretting and lamenting
the past."

"It's thrue for yer reverence. It's what
I was thinkin' a couple of hours ago, when I
thought I was off. But some way, I would
like a little longer to think about it aU, now
I'm betther. A few more months is not
goin' to make so much of a differ."

" I'm afraid you're a hard man, Owny. I
hope that little bit of pride of yours won't
make a delay for you in purgatory. Now
that you're better, you have time to put
things right before you go. It's what I

E
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sometimes think, that Mary's a great deal
too good for either you or Shan."

"Is it Shan, Father? Is it the boy that
worships the very thought of her? "

"Well, Owny," said Father Fahy laughing,
"I'm glad to see you're so much better,
anyhow, and able to argue your points the
same as ever. I'll see you to-morrow, and
in the meantime, think of what I said to

"you.
He went out and found Shan waiting for

him in the field.
"The old man is not going to leave us

yet," said the priest, "but his mind is
uneasy. I think you and he would both
be happier if you would send for Mary
at once, and have her sitting there between
you."

Shan's face lit up. " Is that what he was
sayin' to y', Father?"

" He said it, and he went back of it. But
I hope he'll say it to you again."

"If he does, he'll go back of it again.
He's set on havin' the place bought out
before he'll see me married."
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"I'm afraid you'll both be sorry for it
some day, Shan."

"Why would I be sorry, Father? Isn't
Mary as thrue as the stars? An' things '11
all be :.ettled about the land, they tell
me, in six months or a year at farthest."

"Do you mean that you yourself are
willing for a longer delay, as your father
is? "

"God knows I'm not," said Shan. "But
I'll tell y' what it is, Father. When Mary
brings home her hard earnin's, I'd feel a
sort of a shame if I hadn't the place to
offer her as a kind of a balance against it."

"I see. I see. Well, God send you both
happiness I Mary's the best girl I ever
christened in Killelagh, the sweetest and
the bravest. She was a mother to her own
mother when the trouble came, and to the
brothers and sisters that died, and she's
worthy to be a mother of children of her
own, if God will give them to her. I don't
want to say a word against the others,
but Mary's the best."

Shan's face was radiant, listening.



68 THE RETURN OF MARY O'MURROUGH

"I could say more to the back 0' that,
Father," he said.

"Well, well, say it to herself, here soon,
Shan."

" You're not thinkin' ill 0' me, Father,
afther all my sthrivin' to get Mary for my
wife? "

"I'm not, I'm not. You've been as true
to Mary as Mary has been to you. But
don't be losing the race when the winning
post's in view. I'll come to see your father
again in a day or two. No, no, put up
the cart and go in and look after him.
I'd rather have the walk home this splendid
evening, and I have a bit of my Office to
read on the way."

The priest's walk home was through what
might be called the most beautiful bit of
Ireland, if other visions did not rise before
one to dispute the statement. Nowhere is
there a more continuous stretch of absolute
loveliness and striking grandeur, made up
of mountain and valley, lake and river, and
scattered woodland. That mingled tender-
ness and sternness of expression which is
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the great charm of Irish scenery is hardly
more impressive anywhere than here; and,
for colouring, the grave greys and violets,
the solemn purples deepening to black, of
the mountain crags and sides, the fantastic
fringes of orange and tawny brown, the
sprightly greens of the fields and pastures
that bring their golden irises and star-daisies
to the wayfarer's feet, all these have a
peculiar brilliance and softness in the dreamy
and luminous Southern atmosphere.

The sun was setting as Father Fahy
closed his breviary, and walked on medita-
tively through the glamour of the after-glow
transfiguring heaven and earth. The priest's
heart was sad as his eyes rested on one
after another of the little cots and cabins, and
saw them caught into the glory, their gables
shining rose-red and golden, looking as
though each little dweHing might be the
very home and secure haven of happiness.
Yet, what happiness, what security were
possible here? In almost every house there
reigned the woe of impending separation.
The coming autumn movement of a whole-



70 THR RETURN OF MARY O'MURROUGH

sale emigration was already casting its
shadow before it, was creeping round every
homestead, and would settle on every poor
thatched roof as surely as the night would
in a few hours blot out the splendour of
declining day, and plunge the hills and the
valleys and the woods in darkness.

The young were going and the old staying
behind. Killelagh would soon be depopu~
lated.

The Father's memory was busy with
VISIons of forty years ago, when he came
to this mission. He recalled the warm
welcome of generous souls, whose joys and
sorrows had become his own. How many
brave young pairs he had married before
yonder rude altar; what a number of babes
he had christened at the worn font, now
men and women hastening from their hills
and glens to the cities of America, there,
perhaps, to unlearn the lessons of purity and
faith which he had laboured to teach them.
Could nothing be done to stop this fatal
exodus? He, who loved them, was impotent.
Those who did oot love them were pitiless ..
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When the old who were left weeping
on the lonely hearths had joined those others
in the near God's Acre, and wept and pined no
more as despoiled of love, who would build
new homes where decaying ones had stood?
What magic would accomplish the return
of the flock by the old mountain passes?
Would children's voices never more mingle
with the piping of the wind around KiIle-
lagh?

He himself would soon lie, like the rest
of the old, under the cross now shining in
the twilight with a lingering glimmer re-
flected from the Western sky.

Long after that day of release had dawned
for him, who would drive home the goats
to be milked, and gather the red foxgloves
on the banks, when the children would
be all gone?

The stranger from a foreign land would
not endure life in these fastnesses, would
not live in them and love them in content-
ment with poverty. The habits of prosperity
would not thrive on this poor soil so near
the bed-rock of the mountain. The stranger
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would come and look around him, and hasten
awayagam.

"A land," he would say, "only fit for a
picture! None but savages could live in it."

" Yet God's children have lived in it!"
said the old priest with tears. " The
savages are those who are driving them
out of it.

"And the old, who were so generous,
are growing hard, and cold, and niggardly,
refusing their blessing to the natural desires
of the young they have nurtured.

"0 God, show forth Thy face, and save
Thy faithful children!"



CHAPTER VII

"I WOULDN'T HA'LET HER GO"

THE next evening, Tom Donohoe was at
work shoeing a horse when Bess Dermody
came into the forge, and stood aside watch-
ing the iron glow and the sparks fIy, while
the big hammer rang its music; until the
horse was shod and the owner of it finished
his gossip and departed with his business
done.

Then she came forward into the red light,
her pretty face looking fretted, and her eyes
swollen with crying.

" Oh, Mister Donohoe, you're Miles'
father, an' I'm ashamed to look at y' after
the trouble he's been gettin', an' all through
me! "

"Never say the word! Yer a girl that
has courage! My sowl, but Miles can take

73



H THE RETURN OF MARY O'MURROUGH

care 0' himself, and I'll back him to take
care 0' you as well. Sure a bit of a row
will do neither of yez any harm."

" You're not goin' again' us?" said Bess.
" Not a vein in my body but is for
"yez.

"God bless y'! Miles has a good father!
Oh, what's come over my mother at all, at
all? "

"She's a good mother, if she would let
herself alone. To think of her hankerin'
afther the likes 0' Foxy Flynn for a girl like
you. If y' take my advice, y'll marry Miles
at wanst and no more about it."

"I couldn't marry without my mother's
blessin'," said Bess. "But I can wait till
God sends us somethin'."

"Oh, I warrant y' will ! Such waitin' an'
waitin'. By my faith, I didn't wait long
before I married Miles' mother, but of
course I hadn't the bit 0' land to be comin'
between me an' her. We worked hard
together, an' we've never been wantin' for
the bit or sup."

"Why didn't y' give Miles yer trade?"
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asked Bess. "My mother hits it up that
he's nothin' but a labourer."

"Miles didn't like it. He has his own
notions. An' I have another son that likes
it. Of course he's a labourer, an' so am I.
An' isn't yer mother a labourer, feedin' pigs,
an' fightin' with wind an' rain, workin' the
flesh off her bones to pay the rent? Why
didn't yer mother let Anne Bridget marry
the dacent boy that could have got work
neardher home, but went to America in
disgust at bein' looked down on? If she
wants to keep the little place and have gran'-
childher in it afther her, why does she
provocate a neighbour's son, and get him
put in the lock-up, an' a bad name sent
before him to Dublin Castle, tacked to a
string 0' lies to make money for the pOlis
that is tired kickin' their heels in BalIy-
orglin? "

The bang of the hammer which served
T om Donohoe as a mark of interrogation at
the end of his sentence did not alarm Bess
as it might have alarmed her mother. The
blacksmith's mind was running on the same
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lines as her own, and it was a relief to the
girl to hear him express the thoughts which
loyalty to an affectionate mother forbade her
to utter.

"She doesn't look at it that way, she
doesn't," said Bess. "But seein' how
things is goin', an' the big emigration startin'
out in a month or two, I'm thinkin' of goin'
myself to earn a little money for Miles, the
way Mary O'Murrough did. We might
earn between us, there an' here, what would
buy us a little houseen an' a cow, an' a
couple 0' fields. "

" If you go, I think Miles '11be with y'."
"I wouldn't marry him without my

mother's bless in'. I love him thrue, an' I'll
stick to him thrue. But my mother '11have
to give her consent before we stand up before
the altar."

"An' will she give y' her blessin' to go
out on the world like a sthray bird?" asked
the blacksmith.

"She'll think it'll part us; but it won't,"
said Bess.

"Here's himself!" said Tom Donohoe;
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and Miles walked in. He had just been
over at Flynn's shaking hands with
Foxy.

1/ Look at this girl here, cryin' about y',"
said the father to the son with a proud
glance at the square shoulders and the well-
set head of the "boy" he thought good
enough for a princess, let alone the daughter
of Mrs Dermody.

"Ah, sure she needn't," said Miles softly.
"The whole thing's a bit 0' fun that done
me good. I'd ha' stayed in the lock-up a
week for the pleasure 0' seein' the crestfall'n
looks 0' Serjeant Hourigan when the
padrole came back."

'" There's nothing can be proved against
you,' says he to me.

'" Thank you for the news,' says I. My-
self could have give it to y' handy, an'saved
yer men the walk.'

" 'Don't be impertinent, sir,' says he, an'
remember that the p6lis has their eye on y',
an' yer down as a bad lot on the outrage-
list.'

" • Thank y', Serjeant,' says I. •A good
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turn is never lost, an' maybe y'll be paid
back for this, some day or other.'''

"Then he out with his book, an' put me
down for intimidation; an' I laughed at him,
an' went out of the place-an' I whistIin'
, Hervey Duff.'''

Bess made a despairing exclamation and
began to cry.

"Stop that, asthoreen! There isn't a
ha'porth 0' harm in the whole transaxion.
They can't shake an outrage out 0' yer

k h " b '"poc ets w en y ve ne er a wan a out y .
" If this thing goes on, the pair 0' ye'd

betther head for America," said the black-
smith.

Bess's tears flowed afresh. She was the
joy and comfort of her mother, whom she
loved with a tender, daughterly affection, and
the thought of going from her, never to see
her again was terrible. She could speak of
emigrating when she knew that Miles' father
was against it, but the proposal coming from
him overwhelmed her.

"There, now, I thought y' were wantin' to
go," said the blacksmith, "with yer mother's
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blessin'. An' in such a case she could har'ly
refuse it, seein' she's nothin' else to give y'."

Bess was silent, except for her weeping.
" Bess," said Miles, "what are y' thinkin'

about? What are we goin' to do? "
" I said to my mother, that why wouldn't

she hold out her han' to y', an' take us both,
an' let you work for her as well as for another;
an' myself to work on for her as I'm always
doin'? Anne Bridget's good, an' she does a
lot, out an' in, but she's quiet in herself, an' my
mother doesn't make much 0' her. My own
way is to 'keep a bit of heartsomeness about
the place, an' she'd miss me horrible!"

"An' what did she say to that?" asked
the blacksmith.

"Oh, she said somethin' about no man
comin' to push her out 0' the little place my
father an' her worked so hard to get. If me
an' Anne Bridget didn't marry into another
man's land, she'd leave her own to us to live
on respectable to the end of our days.
'Matthias Dermody's roots is in the ground,'
says she, 'an' I won't have any other man's
son comin' diggin' them up.'
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" An' then she sat at the fire an' cried, an
wouldn't taste her cup 0' tea; an' my own
eyes are boiled in my head with the day's

• , r "crym.
The men were silent for a few moments,

while Bess sobbed. Then Miles said:
" There's work many's the place neardher

home. All'd be well if y'd take courage to
make a run for it."

"I'll never marry without my mother's
blessin'," reiterated Bess.

"Well, avourneen, dhry your eyes, an'
take heart 0' hope. We'll wait on a bit yet,
an' see what'll turn up for us," said Miles
cheerily. " I'll go on with the job at Bally-
orglin at the buildin' 0' the new poorhouse,
an' I'll be up an' around here a Sundays."

" I wish to God I could marry the pair 0'

yez myself this minute, here at the anvil, if
it was a thing that I had to hammer an ould
horse's shoe into a ring!" said Tom Donohoe,
"but yez know yer 'own business best. An'
here's a good man with a little pony to get a
shoe on him; so be off with yez, an' take yer
walk before the night gets dark."
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Miles and Bess went out of the forge, and
took their way across the fields.

" It's what I was sayin' to your father,"
said Bess, as they stood among the golden
irises in the red sunset-" that I would go
away like Mary O'Murrough, and earn money
to come home with. But I don't know how
I could do it. I haven't the courage to go
away over there without either you or my
mother."

"If I had been Shan, I wouldn't ha' let
her go without me," said Miles.

" My mother says it wasn't his fault. He
had to stay with his father on the land to
keep aU together for better times. An'
Mary had no mother to leave, an' nobody
belongin' to her."

"I mind seein' her before she went," said
Miles. "I declare but it was her that
had the beauty! She was a grand crature,
every bit of her!"

II An' she'll soon be comin' home now with
her money saved," said Bess wistfully. " I
wish to God I was doin' the same. Will
y' come in now with me to Mrs Mulquin's,

F
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to see how they are? I hear some of the
girls is goin'."

Mrs Mulquin's house was a mere cabin com-
pared with Mrs Dermody's snug little cot.
As Miles and Bess drew near the open door,
a sound of sobbing was audible from within,
and crossing the threshold they saw the
mother and two of her daughters sitting on
three stools, crying with their heads together.

Mrs Mulquin raised her eyes at the sound
of footsteps.

"Oh, come in, come in!" she said. "God
forgive our foolishness when it's His will to
part us! Kate an' Ellen Jane have made
it up for America."

Bess, with her heart full of her own
trouble, joined in the weeping, and Miles
stood with his head bent, as if in a sacred
presence.

Bess soon recovered herself.
"Why would y' be goin', girls?" she

said. "Miles is always sayin' that there's
work neardher home."

II Where is it, then, Bess? Would y' point
it out?" asked Kate sadly.
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"My Jim writes to me from Dublin that
the poor 'II be atin' each other in the winter,
for the want of work," said Mrs Mulquin.
"An' the boy that went to Liverpool says
the towns is all the same. The girls know
nothin' about service in a gentleman's house,
an' I'll never let them go harvestin' or hop-
pickin' to England, to lose their goodness."

" Is America good?" asked Bess.
"It's big enough to have everything in it,

good and bad," said Mrs Mulquin. "There
be to be goodness in it, or it wouldn't have
Mary O'Murrough in it all these years
back."



CHAPTER VI II

A "BIG EMIGRATION"

THE ranks of the army of emigrants were
swelling every day. Up high on the hill-
sides there was mourning in the cabins.
Mrs Mulquin was not the only mother whose
heart-strings were rent. Other boys and
girls were suffering from that final crush of
youthful hope which Miles and Bess had, as
yet, been spared.

A few days before the great departure, a
head was put in at the door of Father Fahy's
little parlour.

"Widow Farrelly's only daughter goin'!"
The priest shut his book.
"Will you have another sod 0' turf on

the fire, yer reverence?"
The Father did not hear. When the fire

was mended) and the door closed between..
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him and the kitchen, he stood up, groaned,
and made a stride to the corner of the little
room where his blackthorn stick was stand-
ing. Another step to the door with the
stick in his hand, and then he stopped.

" If one could get at the monster Fatality
that is draining the country's blood. As
well beat the air!"

"I want no dinner. Give it to the
Boccagh outside," he said to the old Bridget
who "minded" his domestic affairs; and
rushed out of the house, the stick erect in his
hand, to the surprise of the lame old beggar
who sat waiting at the wicket.

In a few minutes he was at the door of
one of the poorest cabins in the district.

" Are you there, Mrs Farrelly?"
"Sure I am, yer reverence. An' it's kind

0' you to come whin y' heard the blackness
of desolation that's come on me! My little
Honor to be goin' wid the emigrants!"

She covered her face with her apron.
"An' me to be goin' soon to the Kille!

(churchyard). An' well I have it to go to.
But to lave the world widout her to say
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good-bye to me, an' I knowing that an Irish-
man's childher will niver sit on me little
girsha's knee--"

"I thought Honor was earning at the
English harvesting."

"Sure she was, yer reverence, killin' her-
self, but the work's harder to get now, for
there's too many hands. An' she can't pay
the shop bills any more, an' meself can't make
out the rint (the pig used to see to it, the
crature, but he's dead bet at it now!). An'
she says to me, 'Mother,' says she, 'I be
to be goin' like the rest 0' them. There's
money over there,' says she, 'an' the post-
man 'II bring it to y'.' A cousin of hers
in New York has got the promise of a
situation for her, where she can wear shoes,
besides sendin' home the few ha'pence to
me. Sure the same notion's in the heads 0'

the whole 0' the young people."
"What about Patsie Doyle?"
"Oh, now, yer reverence, don't be mm-

tionin' the likes of it. Sure Patsie hasn't
an eye in his head wid cryin' at the bare
thought j but himself is caught an' span-
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chelled by the leg where he is. His father's
strivin' to hould on, an' he wants Patsie.
An' why would me little girl be breakin'
her heart for a boy that'll niver be able
to say to her, 'Honey, the time's come!'
even if was at long last? Och, sure thim
that wants to marry '11 have to go out of
Ireland, an' they can't always go in pairs
sorted to their wishes. Patsie Doyle's wan
that'll have to make less nor marriage do
him, I'm thinkin', an Honey '11have to put
the bread in her own mouth as long as she
lives. The young people might as well be
born as ould as Aunty Diluvia (whoever she
was) for all the nature that's left to them;
unless the politics stirs up a bit an' does
somethin' for us; but I declare they're so
long at it, that I don't think the good days '11
come till the end 0' the world is down on

I"us.
While the mother poured out her heart

to the priest, her girl was moving slowly
through the fields not far away, looking
round with wistful eyes, stopping to pick
a few primroses, and listen to a linnet singing
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its thin clear song from a bush of thorn.
Grey sea and grey cloud and black mountain
on the horizon, grey rocks breaking the vivid
green pastures, a shining ribbon of stream
threading the grass; after another week she
should know the scene no more. Going to
England in the fine weather and coming
back for the winter, with the rent maybe,
tied in a handkerchief, was one thing; depart-
ing for America, never to come back, was
another. She could not realise the idea of
complete separation, more than she could
feel what it would be like to have all her limbs
amputated and to live without them. Yet the
wave of this great departure was steadily roll-
ing towards her. Never to walk with her feet
in this cool sweet grass again; never to peer
at the blackbird's nest full of eggs in the
budding hedge; never to hear the lark in
the morning blue, or the plover whimpering
on the bog in the evening i never to lie on
the top of a turf-stack counting the stars as
they appeared, or the flocks of birds hieing
home; never to cross the worn stones of the
cabin threshold where her mother's heart was
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beating for her, and her mother's eyes with
love in them welcomed her coming back!
Was it possible that next week was bringing
to her this death?

She stood on a stone in the gap between
field and field, and looked over the green
slopes and the brown levels, bog and pasture.
Standing thus, with the sun on her, Honor
Farrelly was a typical Irish girl, well-grown
for her seventeen years, a keenly intelligent,
serious face, sun- tanned from many hard-
ships; hair brown, with a dash of rust across
it, as if the sun had burnt that too; eyes full
of cool light, strong hands fit for toil-a girl
to milk Irish cows on Irish pastures, to
nurse on her lap the Irish babes that grow
up into valorous fighting men.

Soft and strong, resolute though timid,
Honey dashed the tears from her eyes with
the backs of her hands, and squared her
young mouth while the red paled on it.

"Never again to see--Stop, Patsie!
Don't! It's no kind 0' use. You be to stay,
an' I be to go!"

A youth had started up out of the rushes
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at the other side of the gap, and had caught
her by the hands.

"God's a hard God!" said Patsie. "You
to be goin,' an' I to be stayin' !"

"Y' mustn't say it, Patsie. It's wicked.
We daren't put bad words between us an'
Him. Maybe He'll make a manage to let
us be together Somewhere, yet!"

" If it was only this side of the big water
y' would stay! " groaned Patsie.

"I couldn't stay to see them starve, an'
the money waitin' for me there; no more'n
you could go, an' lave your own that wants
y'."

"God knows I'll folly you, Honey, some
day whin the politics gets my father settled,
an' the little place bought out. But where'll
y' be then, ochone, ochone? What big fella
wid pocketfuls '11 ha' snapt y' away from
me? "

Honey shook her head. She believed as
little in politics as in the fella with the
pocketfuls who could have power to change
the heart in her. But look what side she
would, the one solid reality of life was
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the fact that this day week she would be
wiped out of the world that was so dear to
her.

When that day week came round, Father
Fahy stood on the altar steps at five o'clock in
the morning, towering over a weeping crowd,
the emigrants and their friends who were
forced to see the loved ones go; the pastor
saying his farewell to the sheep he was losing
out of his flock.

"Boys and girls! Children I baptised
and taught your religion--"

"Thrue for y', Father!" sobbed an old
man whose only son was of the "going"
band.

" You're putting the foot on the ship, an'
those that love you will see you no more.
You know that if your old soggarth's heart's
blood could keep you on the hill and in the
glen, you would be staying where you are! "

A murmur of assent ran through the
crowd.

"But he has no power. Means to live
must be got from somewhere, and I'm not
blaming you. I can't stop your going,
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but I can send a few words along with you
to be kept in your hearts till yourselves or
your children, or your children's children can
find a way back to Ireland. Wherever you
go, to the big city or the wild bush, re-
member you're God's people, and let His
word reign over your conduct. Let the
faith be printed in your souls, printed red in
the blood of martyrs. Girls, take the
modesty of an Irishwoman with you, and
part with the hair off your heads sooner than
lose it! Boys, be brave, Christian, fighting
men, and let the Devil go elsewhere when
he's on the lookout for his recruits! Re-
member there's another Ireland growing big
out yonder, and if you don't take the good
seed in your hands and sow your new
country with it, the Lord will have something
to say to you about it on a day that'll see
every land on earth as one! Now, if I
never see you again--"

Father Fahy faltered and broke down,
and the crowd rocked like a wood in the
storm, and thunder-rain of tears fell.

.. That's all now, I think," said the priest,
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pulling himself together again. "We're not
to be marching to battle crying like the
young babies. God go with you all, and
remember the soggarth in your prayers,
when you're thinking of the turf fire at home,
and the young lambs and primroses in the
fields--"

They were soon on their road now, a little
army of the emigrants and their friends,
Father Fahy walking in front. A good
many miles had to be travelled to catch the
train that would take them a long journey to
reach the ship. Between the sweet green
hedges they marched, and the larks sang
over their heads the whole of the way. At
a crossing of roads they met a number of
people hastening to a political meeting.
Father Fahy looked over his shoulder and
nodded at them as they stopped, and
cheered, and passed on. All along the way
groups of men, women, and children stood
to see them pass, weeping or cheering as the
case might be.

At last the railway station was gained,
and the train ran screaming to meet and
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swallow them. There was not much time
for a final scene when the agony of parting
reached its climax. The emigrants were
bundled into the train, and the wail of those
left on the platform mingled with the yelling
of the engine.

Blessings, lamentations, maybe a few
curses, followed the locomotive as it moved
away, many streaming faces and waving
arms thrust out of the carriage windows.

"Give us yer blessin', Father!" came
back on the breeze. The father extended
his arms, looked up higher than the cloud of
steam above the train, and made the sign of
the Cross in the air. Heads were bent, and
the wailing ceased a minute, then broke out
again. The train went round a curve in the
way, and all was over.

"Now, children, home with you, and into
the chapel to your knees. I've a bit further
to go myself, as you know, but I'll see you in
the morning."

He marched with them again as far as the
cross-roads, and then left them, taking the
road travelled by the people who had passed



A "BIG EMIGRATION" 95

them in the morning, followed silently by
the men, while the women and children set
their faces homeward with a long sorrowful
cry; "lamentation and great mourning;
Rachel bewailing her children, and would
not be comforted, because they are not."

It was late that night when the old pastor
got back to his roadside cabin, weary, foot-
sore, heartsore; and a few hours afterwards
London morning papers were criticising
severely Father Fahy's partisan speech at
the latest political meeting in Kerry.



CHAPTER IX

THE OUTRAGE

IN the grey gloaming of a November day,
Shan Sullivan walked slowly across his little
farm of twenty acres, full of anxious thought,
restless with expectations of Mary's coming
home, impatient of the delay which had so
long seemed necessary.

Since that evening of his father's sudden
illness when the priest had given him a
warning, the old man's cry of "wait, wait"
had grown more and more irritating in the
ears of the son, whose own prudence had too
long tolerated, and even echoed it.

He had been down in Ballyorglin, and had
learned that the purchase of the farm was as
uncertain as ever. The landlord was hold-
ing out for more money than the people
could give.

III
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Passing across the street, he had stopped
to listen to an old man singing a rude ballad,
slowly footing along in the rain, as is the
wont of vagrant street-singers whose hope is
in the bad weather, and in the pity of it for
the homeless, in pitiful hearts.

The song was set to the tune of the" Boys
of Wexford," droned forth in dragging
measure by a feeble and melancholy voice.
Shan had bought the ballad, roughly printed
on a narrow slip of poor paper fluttering
from a crippled hand. Here are the doggerel
lines ;-

My name is little Maury Oge,
I live at Gurteen Clough.

It's over there beyant the bog,
Just where the sea is rough.

An' that's our houseen in the cave,
The rock is for our floor i

In winther, sure, the tundherin' wave
Comes tumblin' through our door.

We've got a weeshie bit 0' lan'
Betune the bog an' sea.

It's that can grow the taties gran',
When storrums let them be !

G
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I'm goin' on sixteen year old;
It's me that ups at night,

For whin the moon is big an' gold
The tide is at its height.

I do go wadin' from the san's,
The wather's round my neck,

An' I be gropin' wid my han's
To haul in the sea-wrack.

o musha, yis, I'm always dhrowned ;
But little matther so-

When wrack is spread out on the ground
To make the taties grow!

It's me that always does be sint
Goin' foreign ivery year;

For still we have to pay the rint,
An' clay is awful dear I

It's me that picks the hops that grows
In lan' that's not like ours;

Where cruel storrums niver blows,
An' rains is only showers.

Then I do bind the farmer's sheaves,
An' lie the summer's night

In undher hedges full 0' leaves,
Till dawning of the light.

Och, whin I bring the money home
It's niver half enough

To pay the shop that must get some,
An' rint of Gurteen Clough.
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I wish the taties wouldn't fail
(It's rain that brings the rot! )-

For buyin' of the Indy male,
It swallys all we've got.

Oh, whiles I climb the rock up there,
An' look out on the sea,

For there's a sailin' ship somewhere
Will soon be gettin' me!

99

"There's a crowd 0' them goin', poor
girshas ! " thought Shan. "0 Mary, thank
God it's comin' y' are, an' not goin'!"

Strolling through his fields now in the
gathering dusk, he was staring at the bleak
horizon, a long undulating line of sullen
mountain half under a cover of slowly
descending night clouds, to one side a stoop
in the hills with a long level of grey watery
sky, like a mystical lake of Otherwhere,
freakishly revealed. By the side, and along
the top of a boundary bank of the field, was
a mustering of gnarled and knotted elder
trees in their winter nakedness, clinging
together in the penitential attitudes and with
the expressions of enduring fortitude assumed
by these of nature's children in their season
of suffering and bereavement.
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Familiar as they were to him in this as
under every other aspect, Shan could never
see them at such moments without a sense of
comradeship and pitying sympathy.

"We haven't all the pains and the throubles
to ourselves," he would think, looking at their
knotted joints, and the fling of their writhing
arms. "God pity yez; if it's a thing that
yez are souls doin' out your penance!"

Such a thought was not in his mind now,
however, as he suddenly stood still with
straining eyes fixed on a spot where between
the parted branches of the naked elders the
grey sky-lake gleamed through, and he saw
a figure as if waiting for him-the outline
of a girl's form, the set of a head he knew.

The branches stirred as a darkening wind
swept the night-clouds lower, but the sky-
gleam and the girl remained; only, with the
movement of the wind a face was turned
towards him.

" Mary!" faltered Shan, and made a step
forward; but at the same moment the night
veil dropped over the sky-water with its
gleam, and the vision disappeared.
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A cold trembling seized Shan, and he went
slowly back through the fields to the nouse.

Owny was in his straw chair by the fire
when Shan pulled a stool to the hearth, and
sat staring at the blaze with his hands
extended towards it.

" It's a cold night, I think, Shan," said his
father. "V' have a shiver on y'."

"It isn't the cold," said Shan; "it's
somethin' I seen."

The old man sat forward in his chair.
"What was it y' seen?" he asked eagerly.
" I seen Mary; an' her in America!"
Owny stared, and his lips worked before

he said:
" Is it her fetch y' seen?"
"Why would y' put it that way?" said

Shan, controlling a shudder. " It's maybe
she was only thinkin' 0' me, sthrong."

" Would that bring her?" whispered the
old man.

"How do I know? I heard of it, once.
If it's her fetch, there's no use in any thin'.
But if she's livin', father, we'll have to bring
her home."
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"If the farm--" began Owny.
"Farm or no farm, by the Almighty I'll

write for her to come. If we have to live
in undher the ould cart, I'll get her!"

"Don't shout at me, Shan; don't frighten
me-I'm a wake ould man," whimpered the
father. "All I iver did was for your gain
an' hers."

" I'm not blamin' y'. I'm blamin' myself. I
was doin' for her gain, too; but if she's gone
from me, there's no gain for me in this world,
an' maybe none in the next. I'm goin' to post
the letter to-morrow that'll bid her to come.

Owny was cowed and silent. No more
was said, but next morning the letter was
written and posted; and the following evening
Shan went down to Killelagh to inform Tom
Donohoe the blacksmith of what he had
done.

The forge was full of red light, and Tom
was busy. Frost had set in during the
day, and a number of horses, "jinnits," and
donkeys had arrived to be "frosted." Shan
sat on a bench outside the door and smoked
his pipe, waiting for the moment of Donohoe's
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leisure. The sinister clouds of last night
were gone from the sky, and the winter
constellations hung in golden phalanges
about the clear dark dome overhead. At
last the ring of the hammer ceased, the last
animal was led off down the frosty road, and
Tom produced his pipe and declared himself
ready for a gossip.

" You done the right thing!" he said.
"When '11she be comin' ? "

" I bid her take the first boat she could be
ready for, an' I would meet her at Queenstown.
I'm sure Mrs Dermody would take her in till
Father Fahy ties us up. Of course, she'll
send me a word before she starts."

"I'm as glad as ten pounds," said the
blacksmith. " Yez'lI struggle along betther
nor most. An' if all comes to all, yez'll sink
or swim together. What does Owny say?"

" He's dead bet because things isn't more
settled, but he's gev up fightin'. He knows
that my mind's made up, whatever, an' when
Mary comes he'll not know what to make of
her."

"The lan'lords might as well sell," said
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Tom, watching the smoke of his pipe circling
in the frosty air. " I don' know what they
mane to do with the land when the people's
all gone. What do themselves want with
lan' they can't work? It won't make fortunes
for them. The cattle an' grain from America
and New Zealand is too many for them. It's
you an' you else that knows how to make
the most of it, an' to live on the least of it."

" A man from Connaught I was talkin' to
in Killarney the other day told me about a
place in his part of the counthry where five
hundhert families were put out, an' the lan'
give up to cattle, an' not a roof or a wall to
be seen for miles but a herd's house here
an' there, an' 'steadings' for the beasts.
The Englishman that done it lost his money,
an' went away cursin' his luck. He said the
Irishman knew how to manage the figaries
of his own soil an' his own weather betther
nor ever a foreigner could do with his
'improvements.' "

"I'm often thinkin'," said Tom, after a
long draw of his pipe, "what'll Home Rule
do for us at all, at all ? "
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" It'll keep the people at home," said Shan.
" There'll be a lot 0' things to see to," said

Tom. " If I was a young man I'd like to be
in the Parliament myself. I could give them
wrinkles. I picked up many's the thing in
my time, stannin' here, year in an' year out, an'
talkin' to everybody that come past. I have
plans of my own. There'll be a lot 0' nonsense
to get put out 0' ignorant people's heads."

" You may say that," said Shan; "but we'll
know betther how to do it for them, ourselves,
than to knock it out 0' them with the batons
0' the p6lis. We'll have the law in our own
han's. The Irish made good laws in ancient
days gone by, an' they'll do it again."

When the talk that followed was talked
out, and the pipes were finished, Tom walked
a piece of the way with Shan, and shook him
by the hand at parting.

"Well, my boy, good luck to you an' her,
an' maybe Ki1Ielagh won't give Mary the
big welcome! "

Shan walked away with his hands in his
pockets, looking up at the planet Venus
which now hung in a blaze of white glory above
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the dark, overtopping crag of Mangerton,
giving softness to the long shadows of the
more retiring mountains.

It was not Venus he saw, however, nor
the darkness it illumined so tenderly, but
Mary's flower-like face shining in sunlight.
She was coming towards him; she would be
here in a month. The spell was broken
that had kept them so long asunder. He
would see that face again with his open eyes
which he had been looking at with his mind
all these toilsome years; that face which had
no equal for sweetness and beauty, "as it
was give in to her, in all the country round,
let alone round the rings o' Killelagh!"

As he passed along by a bank separating
his own farm from another he returned to
the consciousness of things around him, and
stood still a minute looking at a bit of ground,
in size about a square yard, which had been
long a cause of quarrel between his father
and the neighbour.

II To think that any thin' the size of it
could be made such a row about!" he said
to himself, .. but there's no knowin' what ould
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men won't make a fight for! Sure it wouldn't
give one cow, no nor calf, a meal in a week! "

While he spoke he was aware of dismal
sounds coming from one of the neighbour's
fields, and the next moment a loud bellow of
pain reached him.

"Seems like somethin' wrong," he thought.
" Is any thin' aildin' Rorke's cattle? "

He sprang over the bank, and followed the
moans which rose at intervals on his ear.
In the next field, by the starlight, he could
soon see three cows lying near each other, and
found that the lugubrious sounds proceeded
from these poor animals groaning and bellow-
ing in chorus.

Shan approached them, and by the crystal
white rays of the planet Venus, mildly
illuminating the dusk of the field and show-
ing the dense-dark forms of the cows, he
inspected the creatures, back and front,
passing his hand over their heads and their
bodies and limbs, trying to find the nature of
their hurt or ailment. All at once he started
with an oath for his hand was wet, and he,
knew it was with blood.
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"What devil has done this?" he said.
"The beasts have been cut."

At the same moment a yellow light
appeared moving towards him across the field,
soon discovering itself to be a lantern carried
by one of two policemen who were hastening
on the scene.

" Here's cruel work!" said Shan. "Here's
somethin' for yez to do at last. Whoever
done this 'd deserve to swing for it."

"Shan Sullivan ! We've got our man!"
said the policeman. " You come with us.
You needn't say a word. You're caught in
the act."

" An' the knife! " said the other policeman,
picking up something that glittered in the
grass under the lantern. He then turned the
light on Shan and surveyed him up and down.

" There's blood on your han's, man!" he
said.

Shan had
and horror.
and action .

..Ye cowards, y' spalpeens!"
and struck out with a strong
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clenched fist. First one man fell at his feet,
and then the other. And then he walked off
to rouse Rorke's household and tell them
what had happened.

The policemen were soon on their legs
again, and followed.

Rorke stood at his door, a manly old
fellow, who had been an athlete in his day.
Overwhelmed by Shan's news he was step-
ping forth to accompany him to the field
when the policemen arrived, denouncing
Sullivan as the perpetrator of the outrage.

"Get out wid yez, y' divils!" roared the
old man. "Is it Shan Sullivan?"

"Caught red-handed, alone in the field
with the cattle. Assault on the police in
the discharge of their duty," said the first
policeman. "These are the charges against
him. It's our business to arrest him."

"Don't dar' to come near me," said Shan.
" If y' do y' may take what y' get from me!
When yez have any thin' more to say to me,
yez know where to find me."

The policemen conferred together, and
agreed not to risk any further maltreatment
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of their own persons. After a little more
excited altercation they retired, assuring
Shan of an early visit from a sufficient
number of the force on the morrow morning;
and Sullivan and old Rorke proceeded to see
what could be done for the unfortunate cattle.

The next morning there was wild excite-
ment in and about Killelagh when a large
force of police arrived with handcuffs to
arrest Shan Sullivan. Old Owny "took a
wakeness " when he heard of it. The neigh-
bours on all sides gathered round the
house, exclaiming loudly against the iniquity
of the accusation.

"God Almighty! is it Shan? The best
of a neighbour. An' sure if the two ould
men would be skirmishin' at each other wid
their tongues about the size 0' my apron of
a bit 0' land, what has that got to do wid it.
Shan would be laughin' at him always, an'
Pat Rorke and him was friends."

T om Donohoe walked over with his
hammer in his hand, and the police looked
uneasy while he harangued them. The
Dermody women were there, all of them
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crying. Mrs Mulquin was clapping her
hands, as grieved for another's trouble as her
own sorrow would allow her to be. The
excitement had reached its climax when
Father Fahy came hurrying to the spot.

"Don't bother yourself a ha'porth about
it, Father," said Shan. "I'm goin' to see it
out. Let them put me on my trial, since
they have accused me. Somebody be to
have done it, an' he's got to be found. I
suppose they'll keep me in jail till the right
man turns up."

The old priest, with tears in his eyes, took
the prisoner by the hand.

"God bless you, Shan. I'm grieved for
you. It'll be hard on your father-and--"

"Don't, Father! Don't mention her.
She'll be comin', an' I gone."

"She won't come so soon, maybe., And
we won't tell her. Keep up your heart, my
boy. You'll be back to us before long."

"Will y' write her a word, Father, to keep
her back? Make some kind of an excuse for
me, till all this is over."

" I will, Shan. I will."
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" An' y'lliook afther the ould man, for he'll
be bad with the throuble."

"You may trust me."
"Good-bye thin, an' God bless yez, Father,

an' all friends. Start now (to the policemen).
I'm ready for y'."

" I'm going with you, every step of the way
till I see you where you oughtn't to be," said
the priest.

The neighbours were of the same mind,
and a crowd of men, women, and children
(there are few of the latter about Killelagh
now) followed the little band of Shan and
the "polis" and Father Fahy, as it moved
forward and took the road to Ballyorglin.

There was consternation in the town when
Shan Sullivan was marched down the street
between the policemen, Father Fahy walking
abreast with them, and followed by as many
of the Killelagh people as had found them-
selves able to tramp all the way. The
townspeople left their affairs and joined the
crowd that stood in front of the barrack,
cheering the prisoner, and hissing his captors.
The priest went into the lock-up with Shan,
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and returned alone, and then a ringing cheer
was raised for the soggarth.

That night the polis were pelted with mud
in the street, an occurrence which, when
known to the world, was matter for grave
scandal.

What would be done, it was asked, for a
people who sympathised with the most cruel
and dastardly outrages, led by priests who
gave countenance and encouragement to
criminals? This miscreant, taken with the
blood of the poor dumb animals on his hands,
and his knife at his feet, having perpetrated
a crime more revolting than many a murder
of a human being, was applauded as a hero,
and his just punishment would be regarded
as a martyrdom.

Father Fahy said a few words to the
crowd.

"Be quiet now, and go home like good
people. God is going to see to the bottom
of this."

The people dispersed reluctantly, resolving
that when the priest was gone they would
pelt the polis.

H
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" You're bet out, yer reverence," said a
man with a cart returning to Killelagh.
"Will y' take a joult, Father? Sure it isn't
good enough for y', sir, but the legs is
dhroppin' from undher y'."

"Something like it: something of that
indeed," said the old man as he clambered
into the cart. "It's not every day I have
such a long walk with such a sore heart."

"Well, Father, whin we get Home Rule
we'll catch all the ruffians, an' let the good
men alone," said the man of the cart, cracking
his whip.

"Home Rule! Aye, when we get it,"
said the priest. "The cows in Connaught
have long horns-you know what that means,
Barney. It's in the distance stilI. You'Il
maybe see it, but I'm not likely-unless I get
a peep at it from another world!"

" Deed, an' y'll see it here, Father. Every
bit 0' you'll get the best of a good view of
it, all round Killelagh, an' Ballyorglin, an'
down to Killarney. We'll have your blessin'
on it, an' God sees it couldn't have a betther
blessin' to start with nor that same."



CHAPTER X

"I'M MARY O'MURROUGH FROM AMERICA"

THE passengers by an American liner had
been landed at Queenstown.

In the midst of the bustle, friends meeting,
travellers hurrying to catch trains, hustling of
porters and hauling of luggage, a young
woman stood apart, searching the crowd with
earnest eyes, eager to recognise some one
who did not appear.

After an hour's waiting she sat on her
trunk still, an image of patience, until finding
that she was attracting attention she shook
off her air of intense expectation, and
departed like her fellow-travellers for the
railway station.

" To Ballyorglin ?" said the porter. "We
can't send you all the way, but you've just
missed the train that would take you nearest
to it."

116
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"I'm a long time out of this," said the
woman. I thought you might have a train
to it by now."

She retired to the waiting-room, on her
face still that look of enduring patience, her
whole person indicating by movement and
non-movement a steadfast energy of char-
acter. Her dress was neat and plain, the
black hat shaded a thin worn countenance.
After half-an-hour's perfect quietude she left
the waiting-room and walked up and down the
platform, decision in her step, and some pride
in the carriage of her head and shoulders.

Arrived at her station she hired a car, and
was driven the seven or eight miles which
had to be travelled still to reach Ballyorglin,
gazing intently at one point after another
of the landscape, the joy of recognition stilI
overshadowed by that failure of some one
who had been counted on to meet her.

The carman took her to a little inn, where
she was received by a blooming young
woman with a baby in her arms. I twas
now dark, and an oil lamp was burning in the
smal1 parlour of the house of entertainment.



I'M MARY O'MURROUGH FROM AMERICA 117

"Y'll never get on to Killelagh to-night,"
said the mistress of the place. "We can
give y' a bed an' a cup 0' tea. How far are
y' afther comin', if I may be askin' ?"

"I came from Queenstown to-day," said
the stranger. " I've come from America, too,
but that took me eight or nine days."

"So it would. An' ye've come over to see
Ireland? Maybe yer father an' mother was
Irish? "

"They were," said the stranger, gratefully
accepting the tea set before her by her hostess.
" How are the people up there in Killelagh? "

"They're well enough, all that's left 0'

them. A power 0' them's emigratin' ivery
month or so. An' it's that brings the sorra ;
to them that's stayin' as well as them that's
goin'."

" Father Fahy is still the priest up there, I
believe? "

"Of course he is. Sure Killelagh widout
Father Fahy would be like a face widout
eyes. Isn't he the comfort in everythin' ?
Look at him the other day when Shan
Sullivan was took-"
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" T oak where?"
"To jail by the p6lis. Mother in heaven,

girl, what's the matther wid y'? Yer gone
as white as my apron!"

"I'm tired," said the stranger. " What
did Shan Sullivan do ?"

" Nothin'. Put down for an act that he
niver done. The case was made out dead
against him. There was no witnesses but
the p6lis, an' his own word was not to be
taken. So there he is. Maybe yer father
an' mother knew his people."

"They did," said the stranger faintly.
" An' who might you be now? I suppose

it's no harm to ask, an' you comin' to see us."
.. My name is Mary O'Murrough."
" Mary O'Murrough! Maybe you're some

relation to Shan's sweetheart that went to

America, an' was always comin' home, an'
isn't come yet?"

" I am," said the stranger .
.. See that now, how well I guessed it.

Maybe yer an aunt of hers, though I niver
heard she had anyone there before her.
She wasn't a bit like you, any way, except
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that you have somethin' of the blue in the
eyes. Oh, sure, Mary an' me were comrades
at school, an' she was the purtiest crature y'
could clap your eyes on. Did y' ever see the
blue on the side 0' Mangerton? That was
her eyes. An' her lips was as red as the holly
berries at Christmas, an' her cheeks were
as smooth as milk, an' two dimples in them!

" But sure yer dead bet wid the journey,
an' y'd betther get to your bed."

Next morning Mary O'Murrough left her
trunk at the inn to be called for, and with a
small bundle in her hand set out to walk to
Killelagh. The sad look on her face deepened
when she found herself alone on the road,
every turn of which was familiar to her
memory. Shan's failure to keep his promise
to meet her at the boat, and the reason for it,
had been a hard blow followed by one harder
still, and the words" she wasn't a bit like you"
had left a sting of their own in her ears.
There was little change in her school-fellow,
the woman at the inn, and Mary had shrunk
from revealing her own identity, not having
before thoroughly realised the change that
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had been wrought in her own personal appear-
ance. Overwhelmed by keen anxiety for
Shan's unhappy state, and a new dread that
he, too, if he saw her, would not recognise
her, she struggled with a sense of more entire
forlornness than had ever been experienced
by her when the ocean had separated her
from her old home and kindred. But this
was soon controlled, and aided by a habit of
courage she gathered up her energy, and her
bundle, and proceeded on her journey.

Arrived at Killelagh, she looked eagerly
around. There were the long hills in their
winter grey, and the big mountain crags
behind them. Here, the green pastures, and
the little hedged fields. A gleam of cold sun-
light touched the streams now full and mov-
ing, and shone in the pools of the brown bog
that are like open eyes looking up to heaven.
Over yonder were the homes, among them
the ruined walls of the house in which she had
been born. Further away was Shan Sullivan's
farm. The house was not visible, but she
knew the clump of trees that hid it from her
view.
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The chapel with its cross was a striking
feature of the landscape; close to it the
cottage of the priest, with its roof of thatch.

"Thank God for Father Fahy! I will go
to him first! " was her conclusion after a wide
look around the scene, so familiar, yet from
which she had been so long estranged. The
fact that Shan was not there, and the reason
why, after years of separation, he could not
receive her with joy, seemed to set her still
further aloof from friends, to deny her any
welcome from the well-remembered homes
of Killelagh.

The priest's door was always open, a home
to all; and with a vivid recollection of a
kind face bending over her dying mother,
Mary O'Murrough hastened her steps to
Father Fahy's little garden wicket.

The Father was just leaving his house as
she approached, and met her appealing look
with-

" Well, my child, is there anything I can
do for you?"

"Father Fahy! Do you not remember
me?"
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The old man adjusted his spectacles on
his nose and looked at her attentively:

" I do not, child. Ought I to know you?
Did I ever set eyes on you before?"

"You did, Father. You christened me.
And you buried my mother. I'm Mary
O'Murrough from America."

" God bless my soul! Mary O'Murrough !
But-but-I remember Mary well, and
you-and you--"

"I know, Father! I'm changed. It's a
good many years since I left home, and I
worked hard, and went through trouble.
I'm not the girl I was when I said good-bye
to Killelagh."

The priest looked at her, astonished and
compassionate.

"Well, my child, I'm sorry you've come at
the present moment."

"Shan wrote for me, Father. He bid me
come at once, and no more puttin' off."

"So he did-so he did. But something
happened. I promised to write to keep you
back a bit. And I wrote. But you started
before the letter had time to reach you."
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" I came as fast as I could come. I know
why Shan didn't come to meet me as he said
he would. I heard it in Ballyorglin."

"Come into the house till I talk to you."
He brought her into his little parlour, and

seated her at the fire in his own old time-
worn leather-lined arm-chair.

"Now, Mary O'Murrough, my poor child,
you'll have to keep up your heart. You know
where Shan is to spend his Christmas?"

" He's in the County Jail, Father. It must
have been villainy that put him there. Shan
would do nothin' to earn it."

"Of course there was villainy. But who
did the deed is the mystery. Shan went
into the field to look after Rorke's cattle when
he heard them moaning, and guessed there
was something wrong; and the police found
him there, and arrested him for maiming the
animals. He was brought before the magi-
strate at once, the assizes came on in a day
or two afterwards, and the case was made out
against him, black enough. His father and
Rorke had been quarrelling about a bit of
land, and Shan had been taken alone in the



124 THE RETURN OF MARY O'MURROUGH

field with the cattle, and blood on his hands.
So they made short work of him, so they
did, my poor child; but God '11put it right
for us yet. Never fear but the Almighty
will make little of their circumstantial evi~
dence!"

Mary's face drooped, and two or three
heavy tears fell on her clasped hands. But
she lifted her head again in half a minute.

" How long will they keep him in prison,
Father? "

"Three years is the term, my child-
but--"

The Father broke down. What comfort
was meant to follow his "but" did not
appear.

"Will I be allowed to see him?" asked
Mary.

"I dare say. I dare say. We'll see
about it," said the priest. "In the mean-
time, Mary, where will you be staying?"

"I don't know, Father. I thought you
would tell me what to do. Is there anyone
about that would take me in? I can pay
my footing."
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" Won't they be fighting for which of
them will get you? There's Mrs Dermody
and her girls, and Mrs Mulquin; and Tom
Donohoe's wife, only they have a lot of
children, God bless them, and few of the
same about Killelagh! Tom has got share
for two or three. But we'll lodge you
among the neighbours, easy. Why, not one
that ever knew you has forgot you, my poor
child. The name of Mary O'Murrough is
remembered by everybody. Stop a minute,
and I'll be going along with you."

Father Fahy seized hat and stick, and he
and Mary were soon threading the bog-paths
and boreens made to carry feet to the little
gables and thatches that stand up against
the mountain blue, or the green-and-purple
and dun-brown of the low woods crowning
the slopes and cushioning the hollows of
Killelagh.

"Now, here's Mrs Dermody! It's many
a time she talks about your mother," said
the priest cheerily.

The little farmhouse had a bare look, now
that the elder-bushes were out of flower and



126 THE RETURN OF MARY O'MURROUGH

out of leaf, and there were no dahlias making
a column of colour at either side of the lintel.
As the Father spoke, a head in a white frilled
cap was' thrust from the door, and Mrs
Dermody hastily put off the working apron
and came forth to meet him.

II You're welcome, yer reverence," she
said with a questioning glance at the
stranger.

" Now, Mrs Dermody, I've brought you
an old friend, and one that we're glad to
have back among us. Too many are going
to America, and it's too few that come back.
But here's one of the faithful ones."

"I'm glad to see her, Father. Is it
Killarney or Ballyorglin, or furdher out In

Kerry y' belong to?" said Mrs Dermody,
turning to the stranger.

" I belong to Killelagh," said Mary.
"Well, well," said Mrs Dermody looking

puzzled. It I thought I remembered every-
body that ever went out of Killelagh in my
own time--"

She paused and gazed in the face of the
new-comer inquiringly.
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"M . M O'M h"y name IS ary urroug .
"I only knew one of that name, but she

was a beautiful girl, and very young. N 0-

body could ever forget her. She's comin'
home to marry Shan Sullivan as soon as he
gets out 0' the trouble, God help him. Did
y' see him lately, Father, and how soon can
we get a sight of him? "

" Very soon, very soon," said the old man
uneasily, "and Mary here is the first that has
the right. Shan wrote for her to come home
before he knew what was going to happen to
him. Mary, you can see a bit of Shan's gable
from here, just over towards Mangerton."

He pointed with his finger, directing
Mary's eyes away from Mrs Dermody's face
that she might not see the look of conster-
nation and incredulity that had settled on
it; a look which Mary, spite of his kind
endeavour, saw too well.

"I'm all that's left of the Mary O'Mur-
rough you remember," she said with a poor
Iittle smile.

Mrs Dermody gave a sharp cry and
clapped her hands.
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"Oh my poor girsha, it's thrue, it's thrue !
For sure, now I look at y', I can see y' have
a look of her in the eyes! Oh, God be good
to y', for yer as big a ruin as yer old home
over there, wid the roof off 0' it!"

Mary's lip quivered; a storm long re-
strained broke loose in her, and she bent her
head and wept tempestuously.

" Now, now, Mary!" cried the priest.
" Mrs Dermody, it's a shame for you. How
can you expect a girl coming off her
journey to look her best? And with bad
news to meet her! She's just the same
Mary O'Murrough that went out of this.
None of us can be children always, as you
ought to know, ma'am, that have reared your
own daughters, and made women of them
since Mary went away."

"It's thrue for y', Father," said Mrs
Dermody penitently. "A good many years
has gone by, an' America's a hard place,
whatever they say about it. Come in, Mary
dear, an' rest yourself, an' have a cup 0' tea."



CHAPTER XI

"WHAT'S LEFT OF HER"

MRS DERMODYleft the stranger resting on
her own bed, and went out to meet her
daughters, who had been attending to the
animals in the yard, and driving home the
hens from the field.

"You'd never guess who's in the house,"
she said. "Y' often heard tell of Mary
O'Murrough. Well, she's home, an' Father
Fahy has brought her to us for a lodgin'."

"It'll be hard on her, the way she'll find
Shan," said Bess. " I thought she wasn't to
come for another while."

"She's here, anyway. An' it'll be hard
on Shan, too, to see her-what's left of her.
If her own mother was to come back out 0'

the other world to meet her, she wouldn't
know her. All the beauty is wore out of

129 I
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her, an' she's gone ould. That's yer America
for y', that yer talkin' about goin' to."

"I don't want to go to America," said
Bess, "not unless I go with Miles. I'm
sorry for poor Mary O'Murrough, if that's
the way with her."

Mrs Dermody was too much shocked to
take any notice of the mention of Miles.
The tragedy of the parting of lovers had
taken life and shape before her eyes, for the
moment.

" Don't take any notice when you see her,"
she said. " Her long white face is not what
anyone expected to see with her name to it,
an' everybody praisin' the beauty of her
when they mentioned her. You mustn't
be lookin' at her strange, as if y' were mis-
sin' the round cheeks an' the rosy colour of
her, an' the laughin' mouth an' the dimples.
She's down enough, poor crature, without
seein' the whole of her loss in other people's
faces! "

Anne Bridget had been listening atten-
tively, and the stranger's case appealed to

her even more forcibly than it did to Bess.
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Happiness foregone had taken the light out
of her own eyes early, and it moved her to
hear that the much-lauded Mary O'Murrough
had come home at last to her lover, and was
beautiful no longer.

Mangerton was muffling his head in night
clouds before the three Dermodys returned
to the house, and found the stranger sitting
alone at the fire.

"There now, I was tell in' them what a
good rest y' were gettin' !" said Mrs Dermody
reproachfully.

"I couldn't rest," said Mary, looking wist-
fully at blooming Bess and fading Anne
Bridget. "I'm sure the girls won't remember
me. Kitty Casey didn't."

"Oh, I do remember you, a little," said
Bess, eager to give comfort with words, but
betraying her pity and dismay by her eyes.

" It's me that remembers you," said Anne
Bridget, "an' I'd have knowed you out of a
thousand. Bess wouldn't mind so well,
because she's a good deal younger. Sure
you're not so much changed, except that
you're a bit thin, and tired-Iookin' !"
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" An' no wondher, with the throuble that's
before y' on Shan," said Bess.

"Now, don't be talkin' about that," said
Mrs Dermody. "Sure it'll all be over afther
a while. An' Mary 'II be as happy as a
cricket here wid ourselves, an' goin' to see
him, an' watchin' for him to come out."

So did the kind creatures strive to salve
the wounds in a heart that the return wave
of an ever outgoing ocean had washed over
their threshold.

It was agreed that Mary could be lodged
in the little loft over the kitchen, which was
accordingly prepared for her; and Bess went
down to the forge in the evening to see
if there was "e'er a passin' cart would call
at the inn at Ballyorglin" for her trunk.
Miles was there to meet her, and Bess
announced her news.

"Mary Q'Murrough's come home, an'
nobody would know her. Her good looks is
all wrecked, an' she's nothin' but a shadda."

The men were silent and shocked at the
girl's words and her tone of calamity .

.. I was fearin' that," said Tom. " I knew
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Mary would come the minute she was bid.
Pity it wasn't sooner. I'm sorry for her
looks. A woman has beauty, an' so has a
flower. I t won't stan' time and roughness.
Y'd betther take warnin' yerself, my girl, an'
marry before it happens to y'."

"Aye, Bess!" said Miles, watching the
changes in her usually bright face as the red
light of the forge shone on it.

"What will Shan say? How will he bear
it? He was always talkin' of the beauty of
Mary, whinever he mentioned her. I t'll break
her to pieces if he doesn't be glad to see
her."

" If he's a man, he won't mind," said Tom.
"Look at my Meg. D'ye think she's the
same young girl that she was whin I courted
her? Why need I care if her beauty's gone?
Was she as wise a woman, an' as good a
wife, in the beginnin' as she is at the end? "

Shan will care," said Miles. "A young
man will care. It's a differ of a thing with
you, father, that has your wife through all
the changes."

"Oh," said Bess with sudden tears, .. if
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we have to wait long enough, it's little y'll be
wantin' me whin the time comes."

"Now y've done it, my boy!" said the
blacksmith, lifting his hammer. "Take her
away for a walk y' great bosthoon, an' make
up for yer impudence! "

"Come on, Bess," said Miles. " V' know
well I didn't mean it. V' know I'd want y'
if yer two eyes was put out. I only want to
say that I'd rather have y' as y' are."

When Mary lay down that night in her
little loft on her bed of fresh straw that still
smelt of the wheat, and her pillow stuffed with
the down of the bog-blossoms, sleep did not
come to her at once, tired as she was. Her
senses were keenly alive to the presence of
things long unknown to them, but familiar to

memory. Resting in body and with closed
eyes, she heard the murmur of subdued talk
rising from the fireside of the kitchen below.
A little light from the turf-blaze shone upward
between the chinks of the slightly-boarded
floor. The smell of the burning turf, the
intonation even in murmur of the old sweet
brogue, and many another small sound
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contributed to the assurance of home. In
such a little loft she had slept as a child,
with a sister who was taken out of it by
angels, in a hungry year. So had she lain
on the fresh straw and the bog-blossoms,
listening to the murmurs of the talk of her
elders from the fireside below. Were they
really all gone, and had she ever been in
America? Which was the dream, past or
present, each looking so like the other as they
hung round her, hand in hand, winged, and
with loving faces. Father, mother, brothers
and sisters, were with her now. Shan had
no part in this experience of the life of the
child soul, wonderingly convinced of ancient
things, undoubtinglysatisfied with the security
of visible surroundings and the infallible and
beneficent power of mortal protectors. As
the sounds from below ceased, and silence
fell on the little household, the hours were
still full of life for Mary, and rustling with
intelligible whispers as they flitted past her.

After midnight a rising wind startled her
with other suggestions, begot of moaning
and threatening; and rain fell on her ears like
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the sound of her mother's weeping. Out of
the storm came Shan's face, lighting up the
world; and then the clouds again, and
the separating sea, and the years among
strangers, some of whom had grown to be
friends, and were left behind, now and for-
ever.

As the early hours of morning wore on,
present circumstances reasserted themselves
in all their realism and cruelty. The hurt-
ling of the wind, the cry of the moor-fowl
out of its sleep, were as echoes of painful
thoughts. Once she got up and peered
through the small window across the murky
night landscape, in the direction of Shan's
farm, which, in the darkness, was not to be
seen. Later, as the sky cleared, she saw in
the faint star-shine under the slanting eaves,
her American trunk standing; in it, scrip
for three hundred pounds-her earnings for
Shan, the price of his future welfare, of her
lost beauty, and of her youth outlived.
Afterwards, all other thoughts were swept
away in a great wave of grief that ran
towards an unknown distance, through
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clouds and winds, and over fields and hills to
the lover of her youth in his prison, suffering
for some other man's wickedness, and dream-
ing of the young sweetheart he was never
again to set eyes upon.

When grief had so risen to its climax sleep
took pity. Anne Bridget creeping up the
little ladder to the loft, found Mary in a
sound slumber, and went creeping down again.

"I wouldn't say but it's in her first sleep
she is," was her remark; and mother and
daughters moved about quietly, fearing to
recall "the crature, God help her! " too soon
to her sorrow.

She had scarcely eaten her breakfast, when
Father Fahy appeared to tell Mary that he
was on his way to see Shan, to inform him
of her arrival, and endeavour to make
arrangements for a visit from her to the
prison at the first available opportunity.

"Mayn't I go with you now, Father?"
pleaded Mary.

" No, child, you're too tired, and besides,
Shan isn't expecting to see you. We must
prepare him for a surprise."
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"Surprise e'nough!" muttered Mrs Mul-
quin, who had come early to see the returned
exile, and whose bitter thoughts about
America were not sweetened by the sight of
the ravages made by time and rough toil in
the person of Mary O'Murrough.

Mrs Dermody frowned at her, at the same
moment shouting at an intrusive hen, in
order to drown her neighbour's thoughtless
murmuring.

Mary was obedient, and when the priest
went his way, she sat down at the fireside,
picking up a half-knitted stocking which
Mrs Dermody had laid down, and making
the needles fly between her fingers.

"Can't y' be at peace, an' rest yerself?"
protested her hostess, looking on with
admiration.

"You'll have to give me work," said Mary.
"I'm used to it, and I couldn't live without
it."

"Oh, then, we can give y' plenty," said
Anne Bridget. "I wish I could knit as fast
as you do."

Many friends dropped in that evening to
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see if it was true that Mary O'Murrough had
come home to Killelagh. That, after all the
years, she should have returned to find Shan
in prison was recognised as a painful fatality,
a tragic chapter in a story of patience and
constancy. The change in her appearance
and her health gave an added touch of
pathos to the situation, and, spite of good-
natured efforts to conceal it, the general
impression of dismay was visible in every
countenance.

Mary saw it all with a pale smile, grateful
for, but uncomforted by the warmth of the
welcoming that was poured out on her.
Tom Donohoe the blacksmith and his gentle
motherly wife sat one on each side of her,
and talked to her about Shan.

"There isn't such a man in the county of
Kerry," said Tom; "clever at his business,
an' keepin' a hould on everything, an' a good
son, with the blessin' of his dyin' mother;
humourin' that quare ould father 0' his, an'
never as much as lookin' the way a girl
went, because she wasn't Mary, an' her in
America! D'ye mind, Meg, the way he used
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to talk to you on' me about his Mary
0' Murrough ? "

"Sure I do that!" said Meg. '" I love
the ground she walks on, Mrs Donohoe,' he
says to me, 'though it's American ground,
to my sorra!'"

" 'Wait a bit, Shan,' says I. 'It won't
be always American ground.'

" 'It's true for you, Mrs Donohoe,' says
he, 'for she'll be coming with the spring
flowers,' says he, 'an' ne'er a one 0' them
same to compare with her,' says Shan,
says he."

A little faint rose grew on Mary's cheek
listening, and she gathered up these and
other sweet words repeated to her, and hid
them in her heart with fear and gladness.



CHAPTER XII

"WHY WOULDN'T IT BE A COMFORT TO HIM TO

SEE HER?"

IN a gleam of wintry sunshine Mary walked
across the fields and through the gaps, to
the ruin of the cottage where she had been
born.

Scarcely a bit of the old roof remained
only wrecked walls, broken window sockets
and an entrance without a door. Nettles
were growing beside the hearthstone, the
black stain behind it showing where the
home fire had warmed father, mother, and
children; a little crowd, with laughter and
prattle, song and prayer, gathered round it.

She sat on a fallen fragment of the wall
and closed her eyes, and lived in the old
scenes, seeing the faces and hearing the
voices. Surely the loving spirits would

141
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come round her now, here; years of heaven
would not make them forget her. Time
was nothing where they were, nor place, nor
were there any conditions of limitation. Of
all that she had been well instructed and
long assured. If they could have forgotten
her, had not her prayers to God in their
name forged links to bind their memory?
In whatever language Mary might have
formulated these thoughts, if called on to
utter them, such convictions, expressed or
unexpressed, were as absolute to her as her
own identity.

A footstep roused her, and Father Fahy
appeared in the broken doorway.

"Now Mary O'Murrough, my poor child,
what are you doing here, God help you?"

"I couldn't but come to see my own, your
"reverence.

"Now, now, now! Isn't heaven all round
you; and why can't you see them any
minute, everywhere, without coming to break
your heart, and their hearts too, going back
on troubles that they're laughing at long
ago? "
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" You never taught us to think they could
break their hearts in heaven, Father!"

" Now, don't catch me up, Mary ! You
know what I mean. They wouldn't like to
see you fretting."

"When am I to go to see Shan, Father?"
"Come out of this, child, and I'll walk

across the fields with you,"
Mary obeyed.
"When are you going to see him, Father?"
"I have been to see him, Mary. He's

brave and well."
" When am I to go ?"
" You're in a great hurry, child. Why are

you in such a hurry?"
" I am in a hurry. I want to see Shan."
" Of course, of course. And you will see

him-after a while."
"Does he not want to see me?" said

Mary, with a sudden chill of the heart.
"Well now, Mary, he does want to see

you. But he's proud, the poor fellow, and
he can't bear to think of you seeing him in
the prison."

"Oh, Father! He couldn't mean it! Am
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I to wait all that time? After comin' from
America, an' him never to set eyes on me?
What do I care about the prison when I
want to see Shan?"

"You're a brave girl, and I told him so.
And he said I needn't tell him that the sun
was warm, and the grass was green; and a
few more things like that. One small bit of
praise he gave you was-only that you were
an angel. But we must allow that Shan's a
little bit proud and stubborn when he takes a
notion. And he's full sure that it would only
make him ten times more miserable if you
were to see him first, after all the years, in the
dress and in the position of a convict."

Mary was silent under this fresh blow.
Her lips were paler than ever when she said
at last: "It's hard, Father."

" It is hard, Mary. I don't deny it. But
we've got a man to deal with who has a good
share of trouble on his back, and we must
humour him. You can write to him, and I'll
take your messages. You have come through
plenty that has taught you patience, and
you've only got to be patient a little longer."
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"What does he want me to do?" asked
Mary, after another silent appeal to her
courage.

"He wants you to amuse yourself and
be happy, so he does, poor Shan."

"Amuse myself, an' him in prison? Is it
a foolish young girl he thinks me still,
Father? "

" You never were that, Mary. But he
wants you to make the best of it. An' when
he meets you, it'll be in his own clothes and
walkin' in the fields of Killelagh. That's
about what he means in it, and if I know
you at all you're not the girl to contrary
him."

" What am I to do with myself here in the
meantime? "

.. Well now, one thing you could do, if
you're the angel Shan takes you for.
There's poor old Owny, Shan's father, a
miserable sick and sorry old man, and one
that is to blame for the long separation
of the pair of you. He's gone near blind
and near dead with grief about Shan's mis-
fortune, and still God's not taking him yet,

K
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and he's lonely, and every way unhappy. If
you would set your mind to it and look after
him a little, it would be as great a charity
as ever a woman put her hand to."

" I'll do anything I can for him," said Mary.
"God bless you, and do. I'll go up and

speak to him, and tell him you're coming to

see him."
Long accustomed to patience, Mary made

no further complaint. If a meeting in prison,
their first meeting after so many years, would
fill his cup of bitterness to overflowing, then
she must not think of seeing Shan. She
must wait at least for some change in his
mood, and meanwhile let her faithful letters
and her messages through the priest assure
him of her nearness and her sympathy.

Old Owny was sitting in his straw chair
at the fire when Mary came in to him.

" Is it you, Mary? Father Fahy said you
would come, but I thought you wouldn't.
We kep' you away too long, waitin' for the
best, an' now all's at the worst. Come a bit
neardher to me, for I'm that blind I can only
see a sketch of you that might be anybody
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at all, an' the shape of some kind of a face is
all that's plain to me."

"I'm glad to see you-I'm glad to be
home again," said Mary. "God's good, an'
things 'II be better by and by."

"Oh, that's Mary that said it," said the
old man delightedly. " Sure I'd know your
voice anywhere, acushla. Not a bit changed
it is. 'Mary's voice is the blackbird in the
spring morning before the light's in the sky,'
Shan used to say to me. An' so it is still,
Mary, an' it's good 0' you to be comin' to
see the like 0' me, a poor miserable ould
creature that's not long for this world; an'
sorry I am to be lavin' it with things not the
way I would like them to be."

"You're not leavin' it yet," said Mary.
" Shan will soon be coming back to you, and
then we'll all be happy."

"The pair 0' y' '11be happy, I hope and
pray. But I'll not live to see it, I'm feared!
'Deed an' y' will,' says Father Fahy, says
he to me, 'an' if you don't see it sittin' there
in your ould straw chair,' says he, 'sure y'll
get a betther view from where y'U be. For
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you're sorry for any sins y' iver done, Owny,'
says he, 'an' you're bearin' yer sickness well,'
says he, 'an' the Lord wants no more than
that, for He done the rest Himself long ago,'
says his reverence, says he."

"I'm glad you're that comforted," said
Mary in her sweet mellow tones, answering,
tearfully and heartfully, to Shan's lover-like
words about them. " It's Father Fahy who
knows how to put hope and heart into a
body. An' 'twas him that sent me here
to talk to y', an' nurse y' up a bit."

" Aye, aye, Mary, an' 'twas you was the
good nurse to your own mother; and God
bless you, an' thry to hould me together till
Shan comes back, for, if it was plazin' to
His Majesty, I wouldn't like to die without
settin' my two eyes on my little boy's face
wanst more. Not that I can see a dale of
features in anyone now, but I'd know it was
himself whin he'd say, 'Father, won't y' give
us yer blessin' ? ' "

After this welcome Mary made the nursing
of Owny her daily occupation, such tender
charity to the lonely old man filling a great
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vacancy, and hastening the slow-footed
hours. Every day she took the uphill path
to the little farm, which was already showing
dolorous signs of its master's absence, and
returned in the evening to sleep at Mrs
Dermody's. Growing bolder, she seized
the opportunity when Owny slumbered from
weakness, to walk about the yards and fields,
observing the things that were going wrong,
and striving to discover whether she herself
might or might not make an effort towards
putting them right. At favourable moments
she gathered from Owny information as to
the requirements of the season for land and
beasts, and quietly took the direction of such
matters into her hands. The animals were
properly housed and fed as Shan would have
had them, the fences were mended, the turf
was cut and put to dry, the manure for the
potatoes was gathered and stored. People
passing by the Sullivan's holding remarked
that Owny was" managin' wonderful" with-
out his son, considering his age and illness,
and that it was well for him to have Mary
0' Murrough to carry out his orders.
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In the late hours of the evening she was
helpful with knitting or sewing, her superior
cleverness and experience giving her a power
admired and appreciated by the Dermodys.
At the same time, her singing of the old
songs treasured in her memory during the
years of absence was an attraction to the
neighbours, and many a one came dropping
in for an hour before bedtime to hear Mary
O'Murrough lilting the" Poor Crappy Boy"
and the" Boys 0' Wexford." Owny's praise
of her voice, and Shan's words of delight in
it, let fall by the old man, had given her
courage to exercise this gift left to her still,
though her beauty might be gone. If
Owny's failure of sight had deprived him of
the ability to criticise her looks, the keenness
of his other faculties had enabled him to
bestow on her this courage and comfort.
As the people grew accustomed to her altered
appearance, and became acquainted with her
in her new character, the painful consciousness
of change in herself was less acute, and the
cheerful spirit of hope which was natural
to her was steadily striving to reassert itself.
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She ceased to fear absolutely that the lover's
messages which came from Shan were
received by one who was in reality a stranger
to him. Faint expectation of a return of
joy was stirring in her heart when the young
year stepped over the shamrocks and daisies
from March into April, with feet still rosy
from cold, and wet with dew, but gleaming
in golden sandals of intermittent sunshine.

One evening, when spring seemed to stand
a-tiptoe on the blue-grey hills watching across'
the world for the coming of summer, with
wings half spread ready to fly to meet her,
Mary came slowly through the fields after
her day's attendance on Owny. Nearing the
gap in the fence which would lead her by
a "short cut," she came on Bess and Miles
sitting together on the other side with their
backs towards her, their heads just above
the level of the" ditch." Thinking to speak
to them as she passed through the gap, she
was arrested by a few words from Miles in the
suddenly raised voice of one who is uttering an
opinion maintained against all contradiction.

" Of course, it is only to save herself from
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more sorra that Shan is keepin' her away.
Why wouldn't it be a comfort to him to
see her?"

Mary stood still, gazing with eyes that did
not see, and ears that heard no more. A;ter
a minute's interval she turned on her steps,
and went across the fields by another footpath

A storm of passion was in her heart,
remorse for her own stupid obedience, disgust
at her cowardly patience, anger even at Father
Fahy's mild, misunderstanding counsels.
Would the night ever pass, and the morning
come, so that she might start at once to
bring comfort to Shan in his prison? 0
wicked meekness! 0 mistaken submission
to a sentence which she had accepted as
cruel only to herself, but which in reality
was punishment of another already so unde-
servedly afflicted.

The barriers erected by her patience against
the eagerness of her desire had been swept
away by a word, and next morning at cock-
crow would have seen Mary on her way to the
County Goal, had she not remembered that
on one certain day of the month only could
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Shan be visited. The day was near, but a
further pause in her present state of mind
appeared unendurable.

On the evening before the longed-for
morning, she went to look for Father Fahy,
and found him walking up and down the
road before his cottage, reading his breviary.

"To-morrow's the day for visiting Shan,
Father. I've made up my mind to go to
see him."

" No, no, child. Don't go back of your
word. Didn't you promise me you wouldn't ?"

"I see now that he wanted to save me
the trouble and the pain. It couldn't be
that he wouldn't find comfort in seeing me.
I'll make him feel that it was far more pain
to me to have to stay away, and that it's
glad I am to see him, if he was in a worse
place than a prison."

The old priest looked at her, and saw that
some change had taken place in her. Here
was passion instead of patience, energy for
action instead of passive fortitude. No use
he thought, in striving with her further.

"May I go with you, Mary?"
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" No, thank you, Father. I'll go by myself.
I want you to tell me the way to go, and
the hours, and the rules, and all about it."

The Father shut his book and took her
into his house, and wrote on a piece of
paper all the directions needed for her journey
and her visit.

" I'm going to see Shan to-morrow," she
said to the Dermodys next morning early.
"Father Fahy knows."

"God bless y', an' I'm glad," said Mrs
Dermody. "It's too hard they were on y'
when they were keepin' y' back."

"She's wonderful cool over it," said Bess
to Anne Bridget after she had gone. "If
it was me gain' to see Miles after all them
years, I think I would be in bigger exci te-
ment."

"Few words says most," said Anne
Bridget, going on with her knitting. "I
wish to God she was back, out of it."

The white heat of Mary's passion carried
her swiftly over the miles she had to walk,
and a short railway journey brought her
to her destination.



CHAPTER XII I

"IT'S SOMEBODY THAT'S COME IN HER PLACE"

SHAN, sitting in his prison cell, wrapt in
gloom, was informed that a visitor wanted
to see him.

Doggedly obeying the summons, he fol-
lowed the warder, expecting to see no one
but the priest, and stared with surprise at
the strange face and figure of a woman
awaiting him.

Disappointed and resentful at such intru-
sion on his cruel privacy, he stood before the
unwelcome interviewer in his felon's clothes,
with his shaven head, a dark, hard-faced
man, his bitter silence declaring misfortune.

A sob rose in Mary's throat, and was
checked. They gazed at one another for
half a minute, he without recognition, she
striving to see in him the joyous, happy-go-
lucky lover of her early years.

166
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Unable to speak, she stretched out her
hands towards him.

" It's good of you to come to see me," said
Shan, "but I disremember ever seeing you
before. Will y' kindly tell me who you are?"

" Shan!" cried Mary; and at the sound
of her voice he started.

" Shan, do y' mean that you don't know
me? "

"I mean that I don't. In the name of
God, who are you? "

" Shan!" cried Mary again, with dry lips,
and the sweet voice strained out of tune,
.. am I that changed? Is there nothing of
me left at all-that you wouldn't know Mary
O'Murrough? "

There was dead silence. The warder
whose business it was to be present during
the visits paid to the prisoner, and who
was a sympathiser with, and a believer in
Shan, here moved a little further away and
turned his face to the wall. He knew the
story of the lovers, and understood the
tragedy that was being enacted .

.. Mary O'Murrough !" muttered Shan like
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a man in a dream. "Not my Mary O'Mur-
rough that went away to America. She
must be dead, an' it's somebody that's come
in her place!"

Mary had covered her poor unrecognised
face, the face of love that had brought no
joy, and was weeping. Shan was staring
over her head, and away beyond her at the
distance, across the years, looking at the
vivid picture never obliterated, never faded by
a line or a tint, of a face that had been the
companion of his fidelity, a countenance
rounded in loveliness, blue eyes running over
with laughter, dimpled cheeks the colour of
the wild hedge-roses. That was Mary
O'Murrough who went from him, and he
had been told that she had come back to
him. W_~o was this worn woman weeping
before him, who had taken her name and was
claiming her identity?

His eyes, wistfully full of the winning
vision of memory, closed on it a moment,
and opened again, hard and unbelieving.

"Shan," said Mary, uncovering her face
with a movement of despair, "even if I'm
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not the girl you loved, if all's gone like my
young years and my good looks, and you

'b " kcan t care a out me any more, can t y spea
to me like a friend; for I was true to you
and I never done you any wrong? I'm not
going to stand in your way nohow! If it
wasn't that you're where y' are and in trouble,
if you were walkin' the fields of Killelagh,
meetin' me with that look on your face,
I would run for the boat an' go back to where
I come from at once, without drawing a
breath. But even if your heart's as cold to
me and as fast shut as the prison gates, I
couldn't turn my back on y' till I see you out
of it. I'll go now, and I'll be prayin' for you.
There's pretty girls about Killelagh, and
some 0' them will make you happy yet.
But won't you shake hands with me Shan,
before I leave you? "

Shan took mechanically the toil-hardened
hand that somehow had softness still in
the clasp of it, and at the same moment
the yearning sweetness of the voice, with
its mother-like note of tenderness, was touch-
ing some vibrating chord in his heart. He
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held the hand tightly for a moment, and
allowed his averted eyes to wander round
and fix themselves hungrily on this new face
looking for love. Something in the pleading
blue eyes reminded him of her of the vision,
and the courage on these brows appealed to
his manliness for admiration. His face
softened and he began to trem ble, and a
man's tears began to rain on their locked
hands.

"Forgive me, Mary," he said. "I believe
it's you. I'm a nice fella to be denyin' you,
an' you never faultin' me in my felon's
clothes. But oh, Mary, Mary, what did they
do to y' over there? "

He dashed the tears aside and threw back
his head, gazing at her with a long dazed
look. She saw the scare beginning to come
back to his eyes; and at the same moment
the warder with his face to the wall called
out gently:

" Time's up! "
" I'm going," said Mary, and loosened her

fingers from Shan's still clinging hold.
"Good-bye now, Shan, and remember
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whatever comes, you're a free man. If Mary
had been drowned goin' to America you
would have remembered her kindly, an' it's
what you have to do now is to remember her
that way still--"

The warder was at her side, and she was
gone.

Her body was out in the cool spring air
again, but her spirit was walking through
fire.

Everything of late had tended to make
her think less poignantly of her changed
appearance, the kindness of the neighbours
who, after the first surprise, had accepted her
in her new character and taken her into
their affections with a fresh impulse; the
reception given to her by the blind Owny,
for whom her voice and hand were enough
without a feature of her face; and, not least
of all, the encouragement of Father Fahy,
who had never seemed to expect that Shan's
love would be killed at first sight of the worn
face which was now as the face of a strange
woman. In the sudden revulsion of feeling
and swift action following on the suggestive

j
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words of Miles Donohoe she had forgotten
herself wholly, eager only to bring comfort,
and to make amends for apparent indiffer-
ence.

N ow she was wildly aware that a weird
and awful thing had happened; that they two
who had lived apart in vivid life and faith so
long were stricken by incredible death of the
heart in the moment of their meeting. She
fled along the primrose paths, as if hurrying
away from under the cloud of doom which
she felt to be descending on her, obeying
the mysterious ruler and timekeeper within
the brain, that leads hither and thither, pre-
serving order in the absence of the higher in-
telligence, and which now carried her to the
railway station, seated her in the train, and
put her on the road to Killelagh. Piping of
mated birds, bleating of lambs newly yeaned,
were unheard by her; the gold wheel of the
evening star turning in a river of faint green
light that almost drowned the lower hills on
the horizon, she did not see; the gathering
night-cloud on the brow of Mangerton,
threatening a storm, had no existence to her

L
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consciousness. But by the fall of the dusk
she knew, somehow or other, that she was
back at Killelagh.

Anne Bridget was at the door watching
for her, and spoke over her shoulder to Bess
when she saw her coming. "I was right
enough when I wished her well back. Here
she's comin', an' I'm feared all isn't well with
hi"er.

Mary came in without speaking, and the
look in her face struck the sisters dumb. A
startled glance passed between them, and
then Bess put a hand on Mary's shoulder
and said softly:

II Let me take off your hat; an' sit down
now. Y' walked a lot, an' not a bit to eat
since mornin'. Anne Bridget, will y' make a
cup 0' tea!"

Anne Bridget was already preparing a
meal, and Mary, rousing herself, thanked
them, and made an effort to eat a little, while
Bess went out to look for her mother and to
unburthen herself by some expressions of her
pity .

.. What happened at all, at all? "she asked.
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She was well enough made up in her mind
what it would be like to see him in prison."

"There's nothing like seein' a thing to
make y' feel it's thrue," said her mother. "I
hope he was glad to see her. She's come
through enough, poor crature, without
more!"

Meanwhile, Anne Bridget was trying to
salve a wound without knowing where the
blow had fallen.

" It was hard on y' goin' to see him there.
V' ought to been biddable to the priest.
Shan wouldn't be like Shan, in that place.
An' 'twould make a man wild to be there to
meet y' comin' home, an' he do in' nothin' to
deserve it."

" He didn't complain," said Mary, finding
her voice.

"No, he wouldn't. He's a man," said
Anne Bridget. "An' oh, but I'm sure he
was terrible glad to see you."

Anne Bridget went on, encouraged to say
cheerful words. She had become so fond of
Mary that her altered looks were forgotten,
and no inspiration as to the true state of
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things had warned against the danger of
stabbing where she meant to heal.

When she said "he was terrible glad to
see you," the agony that leaped into the
white listening face shocked her; and Mary,
seeing the shock, got up suddenly and went
quickly out of the doorway.

Darkness had fallen, the clear dark of a
spring night with radiant constellations
moving westward, and a mysterious promise
of glory to come in the east. The air was
sweet with the breath of hidden growing
things increasing in young joy, the burgeon-
ing leaf preparing for the flower, a thymy
fragrance exhaling from the invisible bog
where myriads of tiny exquisitenesses, long
dormant, were exulting in returning anima-
tion, kindled only yesterday by the sun.

Where she went in that dark hour Mary
herself hardly knew, and no one dared to
follow her. When she came back the Der-
mody girls chafed her hands at the fire, and
took her shoes off and bathed her cold feet
in warm water. She said nothing, but looked
her thanks. Then they, one at each side of
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her, helped her up to the little loft, she making
no objection, but slipping out of their hands
on her bed, and turning her face away from
them to the wall.

" I think her heart is broke someway," said
Bess, crying, and she and Anne Bridget sat
over the fire wondering as to what had
happened. "I think I never could be like
that as long as Mike was fond of me."

" Why wouldn't he be fond of her?" said
Anne Bridget, "after all the long years they
struv to get one another."

" Oh, why?" said Bess; and her thoughts
went back to the words Miles had spoken at
the forge, about the change in Mary's looks,
when he said, "A young man would care,"
and her own heart had rebelled against such
possible consequences of a many-years-Iong
engagement.

The next morning Mary was unable to rise,
and for many days lay prostrate. She made
no complaint of body or of mind, but the
Dermodys were alarmed and sent for Father
Fahy.

" She's Iyin' there as white as chalk, Father,
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an' she can't make use of any food. There's
fever on her, but I think myself she's wore
out," said Anne Bridget.

The old man climbed to the loft, and
Mary's eyes kindled with gratitude when she
saw him stooping his tall head to come in
at the little low entrance to her nest under
the rafters.

"Now, Mary, child, what's this?" he
said taking her limp hand, "You haven't all
the strength you pretend to have. And you
don't talk enough. How did you find
Shan? "

He had sat down on her American trunk
beside her. It was not medicine she wanted,
he knew, but an opening for some out-
pouring of the heart's bitterness. She had
told none of her friends where the ailment
in her lay. She would tell the priest.

She turned her face towards him, and the
old courage came into her eyes as she looked
at him.

" He didn't know me, Father. He couldn't
believe it was me. He doesn't want me."

I t was what he feared, the thing he had
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hoped to save her from by trying to keep
her from going to see Shan in prison;
thinking that after a time of rest reinvigor-
ated health might restore something of her
old self in outward appearance, might revive
the flower-aspect so sweetly importantJ to a
woman, the comely look which the eye of
another delighteth to look upon. The blow
had fallen, and this creature - was she
wounded unto death?

He would try her courage further.
" Now, Mary, don't be talking nonsense.

Of course, neither of you could be the very
same that you were when you parted. It's
not in nature. And Shan's downhearted,
and no wonder ! You must give him time
to come round, the poor fellow! Not want
you indeed? If a man ever wanted a woman
in this world, doesn't he want you now?"

A little colour came into Mary's face as
she looked wistfully, eagerly, at this com-
forter.

"And take my advice, child, and get up
and walk in the mountain air, and eat and
drink everything you can. Goat's milk will
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make you strong, and that will do more
good to Shan than all your fretting. Goat's
milk, remember, Mary-and prayer to the
good God that made you both--"

Down he went on his stiff, rheumatic knees,
and Mary's pale lips moved as she followed
the supplicating words of his prayer for her.
His blessing and his hand on her head at
departure soothed her wonderfully, and after
he was gone she fell asleep.

In a few days she was found to be much
better, and was soon at work again, nursing
Owny, and looking after the Sullivans' little
farm.



CHAPTER XIV

"IT WASN'T DONE WHEN THE MESSAGE WAS

"SENT

IT was Saturday evening in Killelagh chapel.
Night shadows already darkened the white-
washed walls, but an occasional sacred
emblem was revealed by the rays of the
sanctuary lamp, and by a pale gold gleam
from the sky beyond the narrow windows.
The Father was in his usual seat, with a little
curtain dropped before him, and groups of
men and women kneeling around awaited a
hearing of their tale of faultiness or trouble,
to be rewarded by unfailing sympathy and
counsel.

The open door revealed a picture of
magical beauty, dusky, yet glowing, the
eternal hills, sombre and solemn, yielding
slowly and sullenly to the consuming fire
smouldering under gathering night-clouds.

169
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Suddenly the glamour was obscured as a
belated figure crossed the threshold, and
cautious steps went down the chapel. One
or two heads were turned for a moment,
but the new-comer had immediately buried
himself in the shadows near the sanctuary.

Notwithstanding the dusk and his haste,
he might have been recognised by his tall
figure and the natural swagger which his
bent head and restrained footsteps could not
altogether do away with, I t was the young
man called Jakes, to whom Shan Sullivan
had given a lift one day on his way home
from Ballyorglin.

He remained a long time in his dark
corner, and by his frequent abrupt move-
ments and occasional hard sighs it might
have been supposed that he was passing
through some struggle, was finding more ,
than usual difficulty in preparing himself to
render an account of his conscience. When
at last he approached the spot where the
people were seated or kneeling waiting their
turn, a woman who was acquainted with his
mother glanced at him from under the hood
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of her cloak and interrupted her prayers to
whisper to him:

"Y' can go before me, Jakes, if y' like,
I'm not in a hurry, and y' have a long way
to get home before mornin'."

Jakes nodded his thanks and took her
place, and the good woman was further
distracted at her devotions by the question
presenting itself to her mind:

"What on airth brings Jakes Finucane
up here, so far from his own place, to go to
confession to Father Fahy?"

She was punished for her distractions and
her curiosity on finding that, when Jakes
entered the confessional, he seemed to have
forgotten that he was ever to come out.
Half an hour passed, and there was no
movement from behind the curtain. No
reminding coughs, no sound of shifting of
the positions of the weary, no rattling of oft-
told rosary beads, produced any effect. An
hour went by, the splendour had vanished
from the doorway, the yellow gleam from
the windows, the sanctuary lamp shone
enhanced in lustre as the only beacon in the
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darkness, and still, except for an occasional
almost inaudible murmur from behind the
veil, priest and penitent within that quiet
tribunal might as well have been asleep.
Mothers began to bethink them of tasks
awaiting them at home, and to ask them-
selves what hour it would be at all at all
when the childher got their Saturday night
wash and were in bed? At last the unmis-
takable sounds announcing the coming forth
of one who is shriven, startled the good
matron who had given away her turn to
Jakes, and set her hurriedly recalling the
details of her own little story which had now
to be told with an added self-accusation of
uncharitable impatience; and Jakes, with
his head down, stumbled from behind the
curtain, and retreating fast, buried himself
again in the chapel's darkest corner.

The delayed confessions were all at last
made, and one comforted penitent after
another had departed in peace through the
darkened doorway into the night. When
the final words had been said, the last back-
slider admonished, the last troubled soul
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comforted, the Father at last came out
from behind his curtain and made for the
sanctuary, going in at the little gate which
separated it from the rest of the chapel, and
kneeling on the altar steps.

Still wearing his purple stole, frayed and
threadbare, removing his old biretta, white
at the corners, and placing it on the step
beside him, the old man remained alone
after the flock had departed, unusually
moved in his prayer by some peculiar
excitement.

After a long time he raised his venerable
head, arose from his knees, and took his way
from the chapel; and locking the door
behind him, and with the key in his hand,
he turned into the darkness and proceeded
towards his own dwelling. For a minute he
stopped, and gazed around at the tragic
grandeur of the night landscape, the black
abyss of the bog; a sable scarf of cloud
stretched behind the naked peak of
Mangerton, a grey river welling in the
upper sky like a world's tears about to fall
in deluge, a few palpitating stars as if hurry-
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ing to escape the onsweep of a tumultuous
mass of cloud-rack moving towards them on
the suddenly rising wind.

The sharp air caused him to draw the
skirts of his old black soutane around his
knees, and to quicken his steps toward his
house.

Passing in at the wicket he heard a slight
cough, and looking round saw a tall figure
which had been lurking there awaiting
him.

"It's me, Father. It's Jakes Finucane.
You know me."

" You, Jakes? Yes, I know you. How
is your respectable father?"

"He's middlin' well, thank yer reverence,
if the times wouldn't be bad with him."

"Well, Jakes, you'd better be getting on
your way home. It'll be pretty far into
Sunday before you're at Ballyorglin."

"It isn't about that I'm carin', Father.
There's a word I want to say to y'. I was
at confession wid y', Father, an' y' remanded
me."

"Did I, Jakes? I'm sorry to hear that.



Vou must
know any-

IT WASN'T DONE WHEN MESSAGE SENT 175

There must have been a reason.
understand it yourself. I don't
thing about it."

"Don't y' remember the thing I was
tellin' y' about, Father, that was throublin'
me? Y' bid me do somethin', an' I couldn't
make up my mind to it."

" Then you must work it out for yourself,
Jakes, between yourself and God. Vou
know very well that I cannot remember
anything afterwards that is told me in confes-
SIOn. If I gave you an advice, it was likely
to be a good one."

"I've made up my mind since, Father,
that I'll follow your advice. I'll tell what
you said I ought to tell. I'll do justice
between man an' man."

"That's a good resolve, Jakes; but if you
want me to talk to you about it, you will
have to tell me the story here outside con-
fession, as freshly as if my ears had never
heard it before. That will give me ordinary
information, which I can discuss with you
openly like anybody else."

"I know that, Father, an' it's the reason
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why I waited for y', the late hour that it
. "IS.

" I'm glad of it. A good resolve can't be
put into execution too quickly. But if it's
going to be a long story we had better get
into the house, and have it there."

They turned into the cottage, where the
priest's old housekeeper looked disapprov-
ingly at his companion, grumbling to herself
that they wouldn't let him alone, night or
day. But she raked up the fire in his little
room, and served the coffee she had been
keeping hot for him, remarking that it was
going on for twelve o'clock, and his reverence
had better look sharp if he was going to
drink it.

The Father drank it, helping his visitor
first, and then settled himself to listen to all
that Jakes might ~ay.

" V' see, it's about the thing that happened
to Rorke's cattle that night-what Shan
Sullivan's in prison for."

" What do you know about it?"
"I'll tell you every word of it. Myself

was thinkin' of joinin' the force, an' the polis
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down in Ballyorglin was keepin' me up to it,
sayin' that a lot of bad things was to be
done in the counthry round here, an' that
new men 'd be wantin'. An' I'm just the
highth. I was in an' out in the barracks,
an' Serjeant Hourigan was learnin' me a lot
0' things before I'd start to Dublin to go
through the course.

"An' that is how I come to be in the
barracks that night, an' by accident to know
all that wint on."

Jakes paused, and shifted his feet on the
floor, and changed the knee on which he
rested an elbow, supporting his head on his
hand.

"I understand so far," said the Father;
"now tell me what it was that went

"on.
" Well, yer reverence," said Jakes, lower-

ing his voice as he proceeded, "Serjeant
Hourigan went out that evening about seven
o'clock, an' he left a message that was to be
telegraphed to Dublin Castle. I chanced
into the barrack an' it Iyin' on the desk, an'
I read without thinkin' about it."

M
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Jakes' voice had dropped to a whisper, and
he made another pause.

"What was the message?" asked the
priest.

" I t said that there was an outrage on
Rorke's cattle at Killelagh," said Jakes,
getting out the words with difficulty.

"At seven o'clock in the evening?" said
the priest. " But the thing wasn't done, or
at least discovered, until eleven or twelve
o'clock at night."

"It wasn't done when the message was
sent, Father, for Rorke an' the ould woman
seen the cratures, an' they all right, only an
hour before Shan was got in the field."

Father Fahy was silent. After a minute
he spoke again.

"This is a serious charge against Serjeant
Hourigan. How do you account for his
conduct? "

" I think he done it, Father. He left the
telegram an' went out walkin' to Killelagh
by himself, an' tould another man of the
force to folly him in an hour, an meet him
up at Rorke's lonan. He done it before he
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joined the other p6lisman, an' the first man
they met near the place was to have the act
put down to him. To my sarra, Shan
Sullivan was the man."

" You ought to have made this public
before."

" I know I ought; but, to my shame and
my sin, I didn't."

"Why were you silent? Shan Sullivan
was your friend, was he not? "

"He was, Father, an' I'm a miserable
man ever since. What choked me was, that
if I split on the Serjeant, I'd have to be off to
America: an' I didn't want to go there. I
had a hankerin' afther stayin' at home. But
my conscience has been at me that terrible,
I would rather be dead than be cursed wid it
any longer. Still an' all, when your reverence
tould me in confession that God wouldn't
forgive me if I didn't tell the truth, I balked
at it, back again."

"Well, Jakes, you've done it now. You've
deliberately put it in my power to give infor-
mation of the true state of the case. But I
hope you will take it in your own hands and
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inform the authorities. You can release
Shan Sullivan from prison."

" If they take my word for it, Father."
"The thing will be easily proved by the

telegraph clerk, and the people up at
Rorke's."

" So it would, Father, if the thing was gone
into. But it's more likely that it'll be all
hushed up."

"They'll have to release Shan, even if
they screen the police," said the priest, after
a minute's reflection. " I t will be their only
means of preventing a widespread scandal."

"They won't punish the p6Iis," said Jakes,
" but maybe a lot of things that was going
to happen won't come off, leastways not for
another while. But myself 'II have to go to
America, an' I'm sorry for my mother."

"Well, Jakes, it's Sunday morning now,
and you'd better take a shake-down on the
kitchen settle, and we'll have another talk
about this before you go back to Bally-
orglin."



CHAPTER XV

"SHE HASN'T COME BACK!"

ON the Monday following, Father Fahy, his
old coat and hat newly brushed up for the
occasion, accompanied Jakes Finucane to
Ballyorglin, and to the house of a resident
magistrate in the neighbourhood.

The youth's story was told to the man of
authority, listened to first with astonishment,
afterwards with growing incredulity, which
changed suddenly to indignation, and finally
denounced as an audacious invention to
injure the police in the discharge of their
duty, and to encourage a nefarious practice
of outrage as well as a general spirit of
defiance of the law. Pain and surprise were
expressed that a clergyman of high character
should lend his countenance to a ruffianly

181
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conspiracy designed to frustrate justice, and
to deprive an unfortunate country of any
kind of safety and tranquillity.

After the storm had passed, the priest
pressed for an examination into facts as
supported by dates. This was, however,
refused, as only tending to encourage lying
stories concocted by criminal accomplices.

Having:failed in this quarter, Father Fahy
retired, resolved to test further the accuracy
of Jake's story. The exact hour of the
sending out of the telegram announcing the
outrage on Rorke's cattle was ascertained
satisfactorily, before public attention was
called to the matter, and having secured this
piece of evidence, the old priest went back to
KilIeIagh to reflect on some possible further
course of action.

He returned without Jakes, and allowed a
day to pass before he dropped in to have a
talk with old Rorke about the prospects of
the year as to cattle and farming. After a
time the conversation turned, as often before,
on the memorable maiming of the cattle, an
event of now nearly a year ago.
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"I never will believe it was Shan Sullivan
did it," said Rorke. "Owny an' me had
many a word about the bit 0' land not much
bigger nor the tail 0' yer coat, axin' yer
reverence's pardon. But Shan did nothin'
but laugh at the pair of us.

" 'I suppose yez wants to build a grand
house on it,' he would say, 'with plenty of
bathrooms and panthries, and such convayn-
iences, like the Quality's houses,' says he.
'An' yez could let it to some lord in the
summer-time,' says he. All the same, though
Owny and me would be sparrin' about it
whin his heifer or mine would go threspassin'
this side or that, an' would ate up the little
bit 0' grass, still an' all we were good enough
friends other times, an' would have give
more value nor that to each other if the
pinch came. An' to tell me that Shan
would come into my field in the dark an
hough my cattle, sure, Father, it's a d-d lie
on the face of it."

"We're agreed on that," said the priest,
"have you any kind of suspicion of who
might have done it?"
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" Not the ghost of it, Father. I don't
know wan that is my enemy, thank God.
There's a mysteriousness about the whole of
it that baffles cogitation."

"Have you any certainty about the hour
of the occurrence? I know it was only
discovered about eleven o'clock at night.
Are you sure of the moment when it was
done? "

"I'm sure this much, that the cattle were
right enough in the field at ten o'clock.
Myself was out lookin' at them about that
time, an' the ould woman seen them ten
minutes aftherwards whin she was closin'
up the door."

II Are you prepared to swear to that,
Rorke?" said Father Fahy.

"As sure as God made me, I will, any
day," said Rorke. " But sure, what's the use
0' swearin' what won't be listened to?"

"It may be of some use. We must try to
find a way of getting it listened to."

II Och, God pity y', Father !-I humbly ax
yer pardon, yer reverence-but sure you're
sayin' you're prayers up there, an y' don't
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know half 0' the wickedness that's goin' on.
'Thim that hides can find,' they say, an
thim that used the knife knowed how to lie
in wait for Shan whin he was comin' home
to his own place by the footpad through my
fields. An' who'll dar' to accuse the p6lis?
Wouldn't it only be another reward for them,
an' a black mark goin' up to Dublin again'
the man that intherfared wid them?"

" It's true you can't take an action against
the Crown, Rorke. The law can do no
wrong. We must ask help of the God who
hates injustice and iniquity."

"Well, Father, it's yourself knows how to
intherfare in that quarther, anyhow," said
Rorke. "An' it's a quart her where p6lis
and magisthrates doesn't count. The Lord
doesn't want juries to give Him a verdic',
packed or unpacked! "

.. You mentioned a knife, Rorke. Shan
maintains that the police picked up a knife
with blood on it, and said it was the
instrument with which the deed was done.
But no such knife was produced at the trial.
How do you account for that? "
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" Now, Father, you're not a babby. God
forgive me for always forgettin' my manners
to the priest, but this thing would take
manners from a saint or an angel. Don't you
know it was the Serjeant's own knife, an'
would they be for bringin' it forrard to tell
tales on thimselves, I will ask y'? They
swore they found the knife, an' that it was
stole from them afterwards. So it was,
yer reverence, stole by wan villain from
another, for the benefit of the whole 0'

them! "
For some time after that Father Fahy

was very busy in his little room, reviewing
notes and making out a statement which he
sent away accompanied by a long letter to
somebody at a great distance from Killelagh,
The letter opened a correspondence which
lasted a considerable time, and as the spring
days waxed longer and brighter the care of
the old pastor for the most suffering sheep
of his flock seemed likely to be rewarded.
A visit to Shan, bringing comfortable hope,
appeared to be now justifiable, and the
Father started one morning early, saying
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merely to his housekeeper that he was
going to the town on business.

His former visits to the prison had been
announced beforehand, not only to Mary but
to all the neighbourhood, and he had de-
parted laden with the messages of sym-
pathisers and well-wishers. The reserve
which he practised on the present occasion
was part of a certain mystery in which he
had wrapped his movements in this affair
since the moment when he had entered into
contest with the representatives of the law
in Ballyorglin.

He found the prisoner deplorably the
worse in health and spirits, with the look of
a desperate man, a look which his visitor
had not seen in him hitherto.

" Now, Shan, I think I've brought you a
little comfort. We've discovered the rascals
that did the deed you're suffering for, and
we're going to expose them, too."

" Does it mean that I'm going to get out
of this?" asked Shan sullenly.

"I hope it does. I think it does. I've
got friends to take the matter in hand, and
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the world is going to hear about it," said
the old priest; and then he hastened to
relate his experiences and his efforts in the
matter, including an account of the evidence
of Jakes, and of the owner of the maltreated
cattle.

Shan listened incredulously. "I don't
believe the polis will ever be put in the
wrong," he said. "They can do what they
like; and Jakes had better run before worse
happens him."

" Now, now, Shan, I didn't think you
would have been so downhearted. Where's
your pluck, man, you that used to be such a
soldier? Think of what it will be to get
back to the little farm with your name
cleared, and Mary there waiting for you!"

.. Mary! " Shan uttered the name and
groaned. "Father, y' told me she had
come back, an' she hasn't come back. That
wasn't Mary that was here."

"Aye, it was Mary, Shan, and I fear you
had little welcome for her. Poor Mary that
worked for you and waited for you. What
has hardened your heart, man, that you
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wouldn't be glad to see her, even if she's
changed in her looks?"

" I would have been glad to see her, but
I didn't see her," persisted Shan. "Change
isn't the word for it. I couldn't find her.
She wasn't the Mary I was lookin' at in my
mind all these lonesome years without
her."

" Are you not changed too, my poor fellow,
and Mary says nothing about that?"

"Oh, God knows I'm a bad sight for any
woman, in a thiefs clothes, and in a hole
like this," groaned Shan.

"Mary doesn't mind, because her heart
is true."

"An' isn't my heart thrue? What's thrue,
if it isn't that I can't forget one woman an'
turn round an' care for another? "

The priest was disheartened. He began
to fear that Shan's brain was affected by his
misfortunes. The prospect of release did
not seem to cheer him. The loss of the
Mary he had loved, the shock of disappoint-
ment, coming so unexpectedly upon his
joyful anticipation of meeting her, seemed to
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have deprived him of the power of thinking
reasonably upon any subject.

"Well, all I can say is-I'm terribly dis-
appointed in you. I came to give you a
hope of getting out of this, and you do
nothing but grumble. Do you mean to
tell me that you don't believe it was Mary
O'Murrough that came to see you? Was
there nothing of her you could recognise,
that you talk such nonsense to me ?"

"I don't deny that I'm goin' on like a
madman. I will say to y' that I heard her
voice, but, if I did, it only brought the face
that I love the plainer before me, an' I had
to shut my eyes to keep lookin' at it. I
see it every day still for my company. I
wasn't lookin' long enough at the sthrange
woman that come to see me, to get used to
the notion that she was Mary. They
hustled her away before I had many words
wid her. I don't even remember what the
face of her was like, only that it was a new
one that had come to put Mary out of my
memory."

" Now listen to me, Shan. You and
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Mary parted when you were very young.
Yau had both good looks and the freshness
of youth about you. Each of you kept a
glorified picture of the other vividly before
the mind, loved it, worshipped it, made a
companion of it. It may be that that kind
of worship ought only to be given to God.
You know the first Commandment, but I am
not rebuking you for the fidelity of those
long hard years. It was a blessed thing,
and I believe God .was pleased with it. But
now that you find the glorified picture of
youth marred by time and toil, is your heart
to become hard and faithless? Will God
not be angry if you now cast this faithful
woman off?"

Shan started and pulled himself together.
" Don't be mistakin' me, your reverence," he
said, "I am not gain' to cast her off. I'm
meanin' to marry her, if she's willin' to take
a man out of prison that has been wearin'
a felon's clothes. God! if Mary that day
in Killarney could ha' seen the sight I'd
be this day, an' her comin' home to
me!"
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The man began to tremble, and suddenly
he bent down his head and wept.

" Oh my poor fellow, my poor son! " mur-
mured Father Fahy. "God knows it's all
hard on you. But out of trials come
blessings."

Then, for a time, the mere human friend
was merged in the spiritual comforter, and
Shan listened meekly enough to words of
sustaining promise and hope, muttering
some response to the prayers that were
prayed over him.
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CHAPTER XVI

"I'M NOT THE WIFE FOR HIM"

MARY was in Owny's field attending to the
newly yeaned lambs and their mothers, white
clouds sailing in the blue overhead, and a
wooden bowl of primroses lying on the
young green grass beside her.

The fresh wind had brought a tinge of
rose to her cheek, and loosened the dark hair
into little rings about her face. Anyone
looking on would have questioned whether
some afterglow of youth might not yet bring
a return of beauty to this delicate counte-
nance?

Some such suggestion crossed Father
Fahy's mind as he came through the gap
into the field, and did not at first perceive
that it was Mary who was so busy with the
lambkins.

198
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"Now, Mary, have you been painting
your cheeks, or is it with the fairies you've
been? I declare but I thought it was one of
Tom Donohoe's girls that had come up to
help you."

Mary smiled at the pleasant words, but
coloured with the consciousness that they
were spoken only to cheer her.

"The girls wouldn't thank you for the
mistake, Father."

" Yes, they would, unless they're more vain
than I take them for. But it wasn't to pay
you compliments, Mary, that I came to look
for you, child. I wanted to tell you some-
thing that we've been keeping very quiet.
There's a little movement on foot that will
carry us out of our troubles, I believe.
With the blessing of God, Shan will be out
of prison before long."

"Amen!" said 'Mary fervently.
"I think we'll have only a little while

longer to wait, and then it will be the
wedding with us."

Mary looked grave.
"I hope Shan will marry some day, Father,



"I'M NOT THE WIFE FOR HIM" 195

when he has got over all this trouble. But it
won't be me."

"Indeed and it will be you, Mary, and
nobody else."

" I've wanted to tell you this good while
back. All that happened long ago is past
an' gone. If he could have married me then,
he'd love me now. But he couldn't; and
to-day isn't yesterday. I'm not the wife for
him. He's as free as if he'd never set eyes

"on me.
"You are the wife for him, and he doesn't

want to be free."
"He does, though he wouldn't say it.

I've broke my heart makin' up my mind
to it, and since I've give up all I'm gettin'
peace. I can bear to go through my life
alone, but I couldn't see my husband all the
days in the year with that look on his face.
I was ill in America, once, an' I wish I'd
died; but I prayed to live and get back to
Shan. It isn't good to pray too hard against
death-for, God knows, there's worse than
that for us ! "

Father Fahy was silenced by the sorrow
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in her voice and the courage in her face.
He felt that her instinct was true, but he
was resolved not to admit it to her.

" You'll never desert him."
Mary did not speak, but her eyes looked

reproach.
" I'm not going to put a poor colour on it,

child, for I know your heart is true and
grand, but what about the little penny of
money you saved for him? Wouldn't the
farm and Shan be the better of it, and would
you refuse it to him after all that's come and
gone? "

"The money is Shan's, Father. When I
quit Qut 0' this again I'll leave it behind me
for him."

" He wouldn't take it, Mary."
"He'd have to take it, an' it in the bank

fi h., "or 1m,an me gone .
.. Now, Mary, I'd no idea you were such a

scheming woman, and a determined woman
into the bargain. To think of you plotting
in your own mind to run away from us
again after all the years we've waited to see
you come back. Indeed, and you shall do
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no such thing, my child. Promise me that
you won't do anything rash and foolish!?'"

"I'm not goin' in such a hurry, Father.
I'll wait till I see Shan a free man, in his
own place again, and then I'll slip away."

"You'll promise me not to go without my
knowledge?" pleaded Father Fahy.

" I will promise that."
"And when Shan comes back and is

walking his own fields again, and the crush
is off his heart, you and himself will take
another look at each other. And you won't
be short or cold with him, Mary? He's
been nearly upset in his mind, and very little
wonder. And if you're hard on him--"

" I won't be hard," said Mary gently; but
her mind was made up.



CHAPTER XVI I

4C THAT WON'T BE CLEARING HIS CIIARACTER"

THE forge was full of life and noise again,
and in the lengthening evenings Meg and her
eleventh infant were able to take the air
outside the little house-door close to the
big red-lighted archway, Mary O'Murrough
sitting near with a two-year-old child in her
arms, and half a dozen other small creatures
playing around her.

At this hour neighbours would begin to
gather into the forge, a centre of life which
the people of Killelagh regard as their club,
debating-room, public library, civic hall,
political platform, prized by them in their
isolation from the world more than are those
other resorts of men by the populations of
cities. All who had an errand to the forge
held it over, if possible, till the popular hour,

198
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and others who had no recognised business
made it their pleasure to drop in at the
proper moment for gossip or argument or
for mere lounging, while the qualified talkers
of the neighbourhood told the latest news
or spoke their minds. A few of the better
off among them subscribed for one copy of
a leading Dublin weekly journal, which was
forwarded to Mr Tom Donohoe, at the forge,
Killelagh; and its arrival was looked on as
the event of the week.

On a memorable Saturday evening, the
usual gathering at the forge was taking
place, and a group of the most ardent local
political characters stood in front of the
flame-red doorway to watch the approach
of the postboy on his bicycle, the messenger
of the gods, bearing gifts.

"There's news in that worth carryin'!"
said the boy, springing from his wheel and
tossing a bulky paper to the blacksmith.
"Killelagh for ever! The band from
Anamote's in Ballyorglin, playin' 'Hervey
Duff' before the barrack; an' Hourigan's
bolted! I darn't stop, for I have to bring
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the news to Father Fahy, long life to
him! "

T om put the paper in his leather apron
jacket, in defiance of the swarm of eager
faces pressing round him.

"Wait a minute till I settle this fella,
for the iron's hot!" he said; and nobody
ventured to gainsay him while he finished
his job of the shoeing of a neighbour's
..jinnet."

That done, the hammer was flung on the
anvil with a resounding bang, and the paper
was unfolded.

"It's thrue, boys, sure enough! A
ruction in Parliament. Here's the para-
graph :-

" •A question has been asked in the
House of Commons concerning the affair of
the maiming of the cattle of a man named
Rorke, at Killelagh, Co. Kerry, an outrage
for which Shan Sullivan, a small farmer in
the neighbourhood, has been many months
in prison. I t now appears, from evidence
recently obtained, that the outrage was tele-
graphed to Dublin Castle by the police at
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Ballyorglin several hours before it was
committed, and Serjeant Hourigan is accused
of being himself the perpetrator. Our report
of the proceedings in the House of Commons
will be found in another column.'"

The report of a "ruction" at Westminster
over the affairs of Killelagh was read and
re-read, and the probable outcome of it was
the argument of the evening. All the evi-
dence worked up by Father Fahy had been
put before the House, including the sworn
statement of Rorke and his servant that the
cattle were unharmed in the field an hour
before the perpetration of the crime. Judg-
ing by the report of the reception of the
matter in Parliament, very little attention
had been paid to it."

"For all that," said Miles Donohoe,
"they'll have to release Shan, an' put
Hourigan on his thrial."

"No, my boy, that isn't their way of
workin'," said Tom. "Hourigan '11be kep'
hidin' for a while, an' Shan '11be let out,
when his year's up, on the score of good
conduct in prison. They'll be terrible
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generous to him an' forgive him the other
two years, on condition he behaves himself
and houghs no more cattle."

"Aye, an' Hourigan '11be brought back
some dayan' promoted," said old Rorke.
"Wasn't there plenty of the same rascality
done in the ould time, twenty year ago.
Was the tellegraft ever aisy a minute sendin'
up outrages that nobody ever seen anybody
doin'? "

" Thrue for you," said another man, "an'
it was all to stop Home Rule. An' now
when they think Home Rule's gettin' its
head up wanst more, they want to put a
spoke in the wheel again. Didn't the p6lis
tell Jakes Finucane that outrages was lookin'
up, and there was want of a bigger force in
Ballyorglin ?"

"God knows, I don't see what way
Ireland's goin' to steer her ship at all, at all,"
said another; "between big rents an' emigra-
tion, an' gover'ment that hides criminals an'
punishes innicent men, an' pays p6lis to cut
the legs an' tails 0' dumb beasts--"

"It's a pity they didn't hear y'," said old
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Rorke. " I knew a man that died in prison
in the eighties for sayin' not half as
much."

"Things is betther than that now," said
Tom Donohoe. "We're not goin' back, if
we aren't runnin' forrard faster nor the
snails."

"Maybe we're not goin' forrard at all,"
said Rorke. "I was in the Fenians myself.
I was always in wan thing or another. But

.there's nothin' to be in now."
" We are goin' forrard," maintained Tom.

"We've got a good many things since the
Fenian days, thanks to them, an' some that
came afther them. Thanks to Parnell, an'
thanks to Dillon an' O'Brien, the two that
did Parnell's heaviest work; and thanks to
great John Mandeville, that put his big
shoulder to the wheel, left his young wife an'
child, an' his good home an' means, an' got
his death out 0' what he suffered in prison.
Little we'd ha' got, even 0' what we have
got, only for them an' the likes 0' them-
God rest them that's gone, and spare the
remaindher I"



204 THE RETURN OF MARY O'MURROUGH

" What ha' we got? " asked Rorke
sullenly.

"A good few small things, gain' before
the big thing that's comin'. Did y' iver
watch the gulls in a long frost whin they do
come in to landward from the big rivers,
lookin' for meat? First y'll see one, high
up in the air wid his wings spread like sails
an' mavin' grand, as if the heavens belonged
to him. Then there fo11ys another, then
two, by an' by three, an' next half a dozen
together. Whatever signs the first fella
makes to the others, accordin' to what he
sees, the flock moves cautiously afther him,
this ways-an' when all's found encouragin',
you'll see the big swarm floatin' up like a
rain-cloud spread in' an' darkenin' the sky-
an' a mighty sight it is, nobody denyin' it to
the glory 0' the Maker!"

" It's thrue for you!" said several voices,
struck by the homely and familiar illustra-
tion.

ce Well then, haven't we got the County
Councils? Did the Grand Juries ever mend
the roads for us, an' set up the gates an'
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fences? Haven't we the manes 0' sendin'
our own members into Parliament in a
saycrecy between ourselves an' God? We've
more votes, an' more power; an' them that
suffers for thryin' to put spirit into us can
wear their own clothes when they're in
prison. That's a small thing in itself,
maybe, but it's a sign 0' the times."

" An' about the gulls, Father," said Miles,
laughing; "do y' see the swarm comin' ?"

"I do," said Tom; "slow enough, to be
sure, but comin'."

"It'll be always comin'," said Rorke
contemptuously. "Who will ever see it
come? "

" Vou're an ould Fenian!" cried Tom
cheerily... It's a pity that men like you
won't believe in anything they didn't do
their own way. Vou done enough man, in
your time, an' y' must let other times do for
theirselves in their turn."

"When you were talkin' 0' what we got,"
said one of the listeners, .. why didn't you
put it into the enumeration that we got lave
to wear the shamrogue?"
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"Well, if we did, sure we could wear it as
we always done? Didn't they make it the
fashion, an' the little girshas earnin' a small
penny here an' there pickin' it out 0' the
grass an' sendin' it across the wather?"

" Sure they put it on the same sthratum as
ould Drizzly-eye's primroses!" said another
listener. "Afther that, why would we be
talkin' about sich thrifles as the likes 0'

Home Rule?"
" None of us here 'II ever see it," grumbled

Rorke.
"Speak for yourself, man!" said Tom.

" An' even if we don't, isn't there other men
nor us to be livin' in Killelagh in many's the
year to come? "

"Faith an' they'll be Englishmen or
Scotchmen, then, for the big emigration is
putt in' sentence 0' death on the ould Irish
race. Where's the chiIdher to come from, I
wondher? When was there a young woman's
weddin' in Killelagh?"

Mary shrank behind Bess, who fixed her
gaze on the speaker with two angry tear.;
standing large in her hazel eyes. Meg
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hugged her babe and rocked it while she
listened, as if fearing that the exigencies of
cruel times would rise up and snatch it away
from her.

" I done my part," said Tom, glancing at
the odd half-dozen gambolling on the out-
skirts of the gathering.

" You're always boastin'," growled Rorke;
and after that the discussion became too
general and a little too clamorous to be
easily reported.

The next day, being Sunday, Father Fahy
spoke from the altar of the event of the hour,
to wit, t)e asking of a question about Kille-
lagh in the English House of Parliament.
He thanked Providence that we had men to
bring our wrongs and our difficulties before
the world, which was such a mighty place
compared with our little hillside in Kerry.
A hateful act had been done among us, and
a man respected and honoured by his neigh-
bours had been accused of the crime. I f that
evil deed had been done by a Killelagh man,
all of us as Killelagh men would have shared
in the disgrace. But it was not done by



208 THE RETURN OF MARY O'MURROUGH

a Killelagh man. The identity of the criminal
had been pretty surely pointed out, but as
Christians we were not going to cry for
vengeance. This man who had offended his
God more than his fellow-men would be
dealt with by God. "The thing we have to
rejoice over now is that our own Killelagh
man is cleared before the world, and that we
may expect to have him back among us
soon.

H Now, boys," continued the Father, H some
of you will be going off to Ballyorglin to-day,
to take your part in some kind of a demon-
stration of joy and triumph over this affair,
and I can't blame you. But I give you a
warning not to make a riot. If anyone is
hurt or knocked about through your excite-
ment, you and I, and all belonging to us will
be put in the wrong. Remember, it's God's
holy day, and don't be swallowing strong
drink and taking leave of your senses. Oh,
and if that same drink could all be put in one
big cask and sunk to the bottom of the sea,
it would be well for Ireland. We have good
hearts, and good wills, and we have the faith,
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and Satan would have to give up his chance
of our souls as a bad job, if he hadn't got the
drink to floor us with."

A special prayer was then offered for peace,
and after the service the Father went out
into the chapel yard, in his shabby old
soutane and cap, and walked about among
the men, chatting with them and hearing
their views on the latest movements of" the
politics."

"Oh, then, Father Fahy may say what he
likes," said Mrs Dermody, as she took the
bacon out of the pot for dinner, " but there'll
be ructions in Ballyorglin to-night. Sure it
isn't in flesh an' blood to see such things
goin' on an' not make a row about it? If I
was there myself, I think I wouldn't be too
sorry to see the p6lis gettin' a broken head
or two out of the business."

" It would only get them that did it into
trouble," said Meg Donohoe, who had stopped
at Mrs Dermody's to rest on her way home
from the chapel, Tom having gone off to
Ballyorglin with the rest of the men. "Here's
Mary, that has most of the raison to be mad

o
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about it all, an' not a word is she sayin' while
the whole of us is talkin'."

"She's that glad about Shan, she can't
speak," said Anne Bridget, emptying the pot
of potatoes into a wooden dish.

"What would y' say, Mary, if you were to
speak?" asked Bess laughing. "Many a
one would be dappin' her hands with joy to
think of him gettin' out."

" Shan 'II never be content if he's let out in
the way they talked about last night," said
Mary-" on condition he behaves himself and
houghs no more cattle. That won't be
dearin' his character."

"Oh, he'll have to take what he gets an'
be thankful," said Mrs Dermody. "It's
betther to be outside a gaol than in it, any
way you look at it."

The "ruction" anticipated by a good
many, including Father Fahy, did not fail to
take place that evening at Ballyorglin. The
band from Anamote, with harp and green
ribbons flying on top of its band staff, was
drawn up in front of the police barrack,
playing every tune ever set to words con-
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temptuous of the force, from "the Peeler
and the Goat" to " Hervey Duff." At every
pause in the fifing and drumming there were
cries for Hourigan. At last the crowd
around the barrack included~nearly everyone
in the town, the insulting merriment becarr'..c
every moment more fast and furious, and
the derided" p6lis" issued forth with their
batons and battered their tormentors.

Father Fahy's warning had been much
needed, but without avail. The fifers and
drummers, the jibers and jesters, were decid-
edly put in the wrong, and KilIelagh and
Ballyorglin got a particularly bad mark from
the newspaper organs of law and order next
morning.



CHAPTER XVI II

SRAN'SRELEASE

KILLELAGRwas proved right as to the
probable issues of the Hourigan affair. The
Serjeant had escaped to America, and was
heard of no more. Irish members of Parlia-
ment asked to have him returned and put on
his trial, offering to save the public exchequer
by paying the expenses of his journey to
Ireland; but no notice was taken of so
unreasonable a request.

There remained the imprisoned man
Sullivan to be dealt with, and Killelagh
waited in breathless expectation of the time
and manner of his liberation. The whole
Kingdom of Kerry had been tried, and found
guilty; he had not been tried again and
found not guilty.

Shan's mind was overcast by gloom. As.he
III
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stood on the road in the dark, on the night
of his release, he felt that he was in the eyes
of the world a convict, to whom bounty
had now been extended by the powers that
had condemned him.

Walking through the streets of Ballyorglin,
he saw the last lights extinguished one by
one behind the windows. and knew that by
knocking at the doors he could fill the street
with men, and raise such ringing cheers as
would startle the ears of his gaolers. He
had no heart for it, however, and walked on
solitary through the darkened town, and out
along the road to Killelagh.

It was summer now, and the light appeared
soon, coldly revealing the hills, till the rose-
flame and the gold spears in the east changed
the world, and the old yet ever new miracle
of the sunrise was wrought for the revival of
hope in the heart of man. Not much more
than a year had passed since the night when
Shan had jogged along that same road in
his cart, facing to the market town, and had
lost himself in a dream of one day on
Killarney Lake~ and the laughing face of his
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young Mary among the ivies and mosses of
Muckross. Now he did not turn his head
to gaze across the landscape to catch the
enraptured gleam of the waters as the
shimmering sunshine touched theqI. Why
look that way any more, since the Mary of
the dream was no longer in existence? A
worn woman with an anguished countenance
had come into his life in her place, had
brought her tears into his prison to make
part of the tragedy that had trampled out
the joys and the hopes of his life. She was
not the woman he had been expecting and
hoping for.

Shan stood and looked at his house from
a distance. There was no smoke as yet from
the chimney; it was too early. The humble
little homestead was sweet in the morning
sunshine. What had happened to his joy
and his pride in it? The foxgloves with
their white or crimson bells, as if ranged in
order for music, stood up on the green ridge
of the ferny fences; there were young lambs
in the field with their mother ewe, and a
well-grown ,heifel;. The place had not been
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neglected. Ownyand old Moya seemed to
have been able to manage without him. He
had heard it said that there is no man in the
world so important but that his place can be
easily filled. Till now he had not believed
it. He walked over every bit of his holding,
and into the yard, where he found things
equally in order. He scarcely knew whether
he was more pleased or depressed at this
desirable state of affairs, so gloomy was his
humour.

He sat down on the fence, and called
himself a coward and a fool. Of course he
would take up his life again, with its broken
hopes, and fight the devil of disappointment.
But he wouldn't face the neighbours for a
day or two.

At last smoke began to curl from the
chimney; Moya opened the front door to
let in the sunshine, and cried out when she
saw him-

" It's Shan himself, or his ghost! Maybe
it's dead in prison he is!" and she clapped
the door shut in his face.

II Let me in, will you, Maya! Ghosts
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don't come in the daylight," he said, pushing
into the house. "How's my father? "

"Oh, it's well he'll be to see y'. But did y'
climb the walls, or break the bars, or what?"

"They let me out," said Shan, "for good
conduct in the gaol. I didn't beat the
warder, nor try to set fire to my cell. An'
it's hoped that I'll hurt no more cattle."

"Oh, the villains!" cried Maya. "If I
could get at their throats!"

"You can't; and they'd get at yours,"
said Shan grimly.

Old Owny stumbled out of his little room
into the kitchen, and seeing his son, threw
himself forward and fell into his arms.

"Easy, easy, old man!" said Shan, half
carrying him and depositing him in the
straw chair.

"You're not gain' away again, Shan?"
said Owny, trembling and holding on to him.
" Are y' back for good? "

"Good or bad," said Shan, with a bitter
laugh ... Maya, will y' get us some break-
fast. I can tell y' I'm hungry, father, for
I'm on my foot since midnight."
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" It couldn't be bad, Shan, it couldn't-
to have y' back. Myself was afraid I'd be
gone before I'd see it. An' I wouldn't be in
it at all, only for Mary."

" Mary! Did you see her? "
"I can't rightly say that I see anything

now. I don't see your face, only the shape
of it. But I seen her as much as I see you.
Hasn't she been as good as a nurse to me,
an' hasn't she worked for you an' me,
keepin' the little place together, an' nobody
else to do it? An' if I didn't see her
rightly, I heard her. Isn't her voice as
sweet as the thrush singin', an' the days
gettin' long! "

Shan said nothing. His Mary, living and
smiling in his heart, was stilI jealous of the
strange unhappy woman who had come
home. He almost cursed his eyes for
showing him the change that his father
could not see. At the same moment his
conscience smote him. It was Mary's care
and cleverness, then, that had kept things
straight, and prepared a surprise for him in
the unexpected neatness and thrift about
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the little farm. Would to God he could
forget that other face which would keep
shining in the glory and the dream among
the gold clouds of the morning, above the
shimmering waters, and the mossy shores,
and the faery woods of Killarney.

He stayed by the old man all the long
summer day. Owny's straw chair was
carried outside the house-door, and Shan
sat on a bench beside him with the dog and
the cat, both of whom made their welcome
known by occasional rubbings and lickings
of the feet and hands of their returned friend
and master. The two men talked a little at
intervals, and smoked a good deal, and
Owny dozed sometimes, leaving Shan to his
reflections.

He did not feel inclined to move from
home that day. It was hard to forget that
this time yesterday he had been wearing a
felon's clothes, and that at this moment he
had the shaven head of a convict on his
shoulders. The people over there in KiIle-
lagh thought he was still a prisoner in the
county gaol. He did not feel in a hurry to
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surprise them by his unexpected appearance.
Let the day go by, while he accustomed
himself to the knowledge that he was a free
man once more, even with a slur on his
character, and let him think of the future,
and reason with himself about the duties
that now lay before him.

The farm was. a little apart from the
others around Killelagh, somewhat higher
up, and out of the beaten tracks, and it
happened that nobody passed near the house
that day. The birds were singing as they
will sing in June, hurling forth their sweetest
and most jubilant notes, as if in defiance at
midsummer coming to silence them. The
hills took their thousand different hues and
expressions as the day waxed and waned,
and the clouds moved above and past them.

Late in the evening they gradually assumed
a solemn purple, and the long stretch of the
bog drew over its face a beggar's mantle of
patches, dun, and brown, and black, seamed
with orange here and there, and a touch of
green, while the sky was still full of the
glamour of the sunset.
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It was then that for the first time that day
a figure was seen coming through the after-
glow towards the house, a slight young figure,
dark in the gold light. Something in the
swift airy movement startled Shan with a
vision of the Mary of Muckross; but when
the girl came up to the door, she had no
resemblance to the creature of his tantalising
memory.

"It's little Kitty Donohoe," said Owny,
waking up. "Well, Kitty, jewel, how is all
gain' on wid yez at home? "

"Well, sir," said Kitty; "but it's Mary
O'Murrough that sent me up to know how y'
are yourself, sir? My mother isn't so well,

, h 'bl "an s e wasn t a e to come up.
"Oh, that's Mary, an' God bless her. Tell

her, an' tell them all, that it's well I am, for
my son's come home to me."

Kitty stared, and said, "God be praised,
an' it's glad they'll be!"

Shan looked at her, and saw that her
eyes were big and soft, and her hair yellow
like the furze-blossoms. Kitty was a pretty
girl, just turned fifteen, with the innocence of
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the child still shining on her like the reflection
of an angel's white wing.

" I've another message from my mother,
to Moya," she said, and went into the house,
and came out again with a little can of goat's
milk, and said good-night sweetly to the
men, and went her way home again through
the golden light.

After that, Shan knew that the news of his
arrival home would spread throughout Kille-
lagh, and that his interval of sullenness and
peace had passed.

The next morning, welcoming neighbours
came swinging across the fields and leaping
the fences to shake him by the hand ; and,
in spite of his ill-humour with himself and
the world, he was glad to see them.

And he promised to be down among them
at the forge that evening.



CHAPTER XIX

A DUTY DONE

THERE was a great gathering at the forge
the next evening. Men and women for miles
around crossing the fields and threading the
boreens to shake Shan by the hand, and
either speak their minds, or at least hear the
gossips and talkers on a burning subject.

Shan looked lean and grim as he walked
in among them, saluted by pitying murmurs
from the women and cheery greetings from
the men.

.. Are y' sure it's yourself? Is it every bit
0' you?"

.. Oh, God help us, there's nothin' left of
him but a rickle 0' bones!"

Mary, as one of the group of the Donohoe
family, held out her hand and said quietly:

" You're welcome back."
lllIlI



A DUTY DONE 223

Shan knew that it was Mary's vOice and
Mary's hand, but he did not raise his eyes to
look at her face. He passed into the forge
among the men, and the women remained
outside, sitting about the banks with their
knitting and stitching. There was a great
deal of vehement" speeching" that evening
round Tom Donohoe's anvil. By and by a
bonfire began to blaze on the edge of the bog,
and the men turned out of the forge and the
women left the banks, and all mingled to-
gether within a wide circle round the fire.
A mouth organ was produced, and some of
the younger people began to dance. Miles
and Bess were not among them. Their
hours together had become too precious for
dancing, and they were sitting behind a
cluster of elder bushes, discussing the
problem, every day becoming more abstruse,
of how they were going to get leave to
spend their lives together.

As Mary stood with Meg and Kitty at
the other side of the fire, Shan raised his
eyes and looked at her. Was that Mary?
Yes, he heard some one address her as
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Mary O'Murrough. That was not the
woman with the look of anguish who came
to him in prison, no more than it was the
Mary of the Lakes; younger than the one,
older than the other; a third person and
also a stranger. It was a pale sweet face,
expressive of dignity and a certain reserve.
Evidently unaware of his observation, she
was not looking at him or thinking about
him.

He went home that night more than ever
out of humour with himself and everything
around him. There had been a great deal
of talk on big subjects-the tyranny of the
polis, Home Rule, emigration, lack of
employment-and he had been among the
loudest of the talkers. His blood had been
stirred descanting on the woes of the work-
ing man and woman, not only in his own,
but in other countries; and yet, as he took
the hill-path alone at midnight no one was
present to his mind but Mary O'M urrough.

He was going to marry that pale grave
woman, and he felt afraid of her. He knew
he had been cruel and ungrateful, but he
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had promised the priest that he would
marry her, and he meant to keep his word.
When was it to be? how was he to approach
her? Perhaps she would be more afraid of
him than he of her. It was a hard, bitter
face that he had seen, accidentally, passing
Moya's little looking-glass on the kitchen
wall this morning. A woman might well
dislike it. Yet she would hardly set him
free if he pressed her to marry him. And
did he wish it? Could he not get rid of the
feeling that in marrying this stranger he was
proving false to the Mary of his youth?

Next day he went about his business,
keeping aloof from his neighbours ; and when
he went down to the forge on the following
evening, Mary was not to be seen. In the
chapel on Sunday he saw the side of her
cheek; but her head was bent, and when he
looked around him afterwards in the chapel
yard she was gone.

After some time he felt assured that she
was keeping out of his way, and he told
himself that such being the case he need not
be expected to hurry. Since neither of

p
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them was anxious, there was plenty of time
in which to redeem his promise to Father
Fahy.

One morning, looking for a stray sheep,
he passed along the hedge at the foot of Mrs
Dermody's field, and suddenly he heard
Mary's voice singing one of the songs that
the young Mary used to sing at Killarney,
He stood behind the elder-bushes and
listened. It was Mary's voice unmistak-
ably, only rounder, fuller, even sweeter than
it used to be. He could see through the
rents in the foliage a group in the field,
Mary the stranger, with three or four of
Meg Donohoe's children clinging to her.

That shower of melody falling about his
ears acted on him like a spell as he walked
round the field outside the bank, and made
for the gap. He wanted to see how this
woman looked while she was singing like an
angel, or like the Mary of his youth at
Killarney. Obeying this impulse, he turned
into Mrs Dermody's field, and walked
straight across it to meet the group, Mary
with a child in her arms, another holding
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her skirts, and others running on before
her.

The singing stopped as he came up, and
stood awkwardly bidding her good-morning.

Mary returned the greeting, and said:
"Is anything the matter? I hope your

father isn't ill."
" No," said Shan. "Why did you think

he was?"
He lifted his eyes and looked at her there

in the full sunshine. I t was not such a very
pale face now; there was a sweet touch of
colour on cheeks and lips, and the thin
contours were rounded into something like
the winsome curves of old. The dark,
smooth hair had broken away into ripples
about the forehead, and the breeze blew a
light ringlet across the blue of her eyes.

They were very blue, they were un-
doubtedly Mary's eyes. It occurred to him
that every time he had seen this woman she
appeared to be a different person. How was
he to get accustomed to her, how was he to
make her acquaintance?

He noticed how the child clung to her, and
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laid its little rosy cheek against hers. Was
it the contact that had given the fresh rose-
tinge to Mary's own cheek? He noticed,
too, that the handkerchief knotted round her
shoulders was of a pretty light blue, and that
it looked nice above her white bodice.
Certainly this was not the miserable woman
who had wept before him in the prison. It
was a person who could sing in the sunshine,
and make herself happy in the fields among
the children.

She did not look as if she wanted the
desperate fulfilment of a promise given many
years ago. He had made up his mind to
keep that promise for honesty's sake, and to
marry the worn, plain, sad creature who had
come to claim him. If this had been that
woman, he had now a good opportunity to
speak to her; but she did not appear to be
the person he had been thinking of.

The elder children had run away, and
the little ones who clung to Mary were
too young to notice anything that was
said.

" Why did you think my father was ill?"
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"I had
goin' to

asked Shan, stumbling on something to say
to fill up an awkward pause.

"I thought you looked as if you were
comin' to ask me to do something," said
Mary quietly.

"So I was," said Shan bluntly.
somethin' to say. When are y'
marry me?"

It was said now, suddenly and unex-
pectedly: a duty done.

Mary gave him a quick glance, and looked
away beyond him at the blue hills.

"I'm not goin' to marry you," she said.
"All that's over long ago. Don't bother
yourself about it."

" Did I say I was botherin' about it?" he
asked sullenly.

"Some things don't need sayin'," said
Mary. " You've had enough trouble in
your life, Shan Sullivan, without marryin' a
wife you don't care about."

" I don't believe it's your last word," said
Shan. " You'll think it over. I'll see you
down at the forge some 0' these evenin's."

Mary shook her head, but said no more.
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She moved away with the children, and
Shan stood alone in the field looking after
them, in his heart a wild, angry feeling that
he wanted to let loose upon somebody or
something.

He forgot about the sheep he had come
out to look for, and turned on his heel and
went home, and snapped at his father when
the old man asked him if he had found the
missing animal.

All day the shock of the occurrence of the
morning was upon him. He had said to
himself that perhaps the strange woman
would refuse him. But he had not believed
that she would. When she released him
from his promise that day in the prison, his
impression had been that she cried out under
the momentary influence of passion. But
there was no passion in her steady eyes as
she dismissed him to-day in the field. If
this were Mary, he had lost her affection
irrecoverably.

He glanced again in Moya's little looking-
glass to see what kind of man it was that
the woman's eyes had rested on when that
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cold look of willing renunciation had come
into them. A bitter black face frowned at
him out of the bit of mirror on the white-
washed wall. Wha t woman would turn to
it in expectation of happiness?

She was evidently satisfied to have nothing
to do with him; and of course he was
satisfied too. He had not injured her.
Apparently every heart in Killelagh had
welcomed her, except his own. She was
with friends now, and she was able to make
herself happy among them. Even the
children seemed to take to her!

One thing dissatisfied him. When he
would call up the image of the girl who went
to America, the picture so long vivid had
become dim, and that other face in the field
came between it and his inward gaze, with a
curious growing likeness to what had been
and was no more; and always that stray
dark ringlet was blowing across the blue of
the eyes. If only there had been a different
expression in those eyes, would they have
looked to him more like the eyes of the real
Mary?
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Busy all day out of doors, he was haunted
by these faces. When he returned to the
house in the evening, old Owny set on him
with complaints and questions.

" Why don't y' bring Mary up to see me?
She isn't here since you came home. It
used to be that not a day wint past but I
seen her."

"You said you couldn't see her," said
Shan.

" I seen her well enough to make me glad
she was here. An' I heard her. Didn't
she talk to me, an'didn't she sing to me!"

Shan thought of the shower of song in the
field that morning, before Mary looked at
him with that cold denial in her eyes, that
were still so blue.

" You'll be goin' down to see her to-
night," persisted Owny. "Tell her I want
to see her."

Shan had been hesitating as to whether or
not he would visit the forge that night. He
had several times vowed to himself that he
would not go near the place. Now he made
the old man's grumbling an excuse for
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breaking his resolution. There was no
reason why he should cut himself off from
his friends because Mary was among them,
and had given him up.

He made a more than usually careful
toilet, and went.

It was a glorious summer night; the
forge was full of gossips, and the boys and
girls were dancing at the Cross-roads. He
saw Mary sitting on the bank with little
Kitty Donohoe; Kitty's fair hair shining
like pale gold in the moonshine, and Mary's
cheek rimmed with silver. He looked at
them both, but it was on Mary's averted
face that his glance lingered. Afraid to
speak to Mary, he began to talk to Kitty.
He hoped that Mary would join in' the
conversation. He wanted to hear her voice
again.

Mary listened for a while silently, and
then got up quietly and moved away to the
house, leaving him with Kitty.



CHAPTER XX

"THEY GIVE LEAVEFOR WHATNEVERCAN
"BE DONE

MARYand Bess sat outside Meg Donohoe's
door, knitting and sewing, now and then
exchanging a few words about their work, or
about the baby asleep in Mary's lap.

At last Bess said in a low voice.
"When is it goin' to be, Mary?"
Mary looked up.
" I mean your marriage."
" It's never goin' to be, Bess."
" What in undher heaven do y' mean

by that?" said Bess.
"I'm too late," said Mary, with a faint

smile .

.. Meg Donohoe says she's sure he asked
you since he came out of prison."

2M
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" He asked me. But he doesn't want me,"
said Mary.

"After him waitin' for you all those
years! " said Bess.

"He was waitin' for a young girl that
went to America," said Mary, "but it was a
stranger that came back. I stayed away
too long; an' it's a pity I did. Shan would
marry me not to disappoint me. But I
won't disappoint him by marryin' him
now."

Bess sat aghast.
" An' is this the end of it ?" she cried.
"It's the end of it," said Mary. " An'

don't you go and spoil your own life in the
same manner, Bess. You're young an' nice
now, and you can't believe the change '11
come. It doesn't come to-day or to-
morrow, but it comes. There's a little
somethin' every year maybe, and after a
good long while you're a different person.
When I came back here I saw it in every-
body's face, but most of all in Shan's. I
never knew my whole loss till I saw it in his
eyes. Don't let Miles lose sight 0' you. If
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he has to go away an' work, go you with
him."

"I can't marry
blessin'," said Bess.
full of tears.

"Ask her for her blessin'," said Mary,
"an' if she's too hard, marry without it.
She'll send it after you. Shan didn't like to
marry without his father's blessin', an' nowhe
doesn't want to marry, with it or without it."

Bess's tears dropped.
" I'm awful sorry for y'," she said.
"Never mind me," said Mary, "but take

care of yoursel£" She paused for a minute,
and then went on in a low impressive voice.
"There's many's the reason," she said, her
eyes resting on the children who were play-
ing on the road before them. " Meg
Donohoe has a lot 0' blessin's--"

Bess followed her eyes, and they both sat
silent, knitting and stitching, and each busy
with a woman's most sacred thoughts.

Suddenly Bess stood up and clenched her
hands, exclaiming, "0 God, you're not as
hard as my mother! "
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" I t isn't God that's hard," said Mary
softly, "it's the people."

Bess dropped on her seat again, and picked
up her knitting, and a rain of tears fell on the
little sock she was making for the Donohoe
baby. But after that hour her thoughts about
the future began to take a different colour.

A few days later, Shan came down to the
forge one evening and spoke to Mary.

"I know you don't want to speak to me,"
he said, "an' it isn't for myself I have
anything to say. But my father got a
weakness to-day, an' he isn't well after it.
He's calIin' out that he wants you to come
up to him. If y' have that much charity as
to come, I'll be grateful to you."

" I'll come," said Mary.
"And I won't be in your way. I'll be out

about my business."
" I'll go up to him in the morning," said

Mary.
When she went up in the morning early,

she found Owny recovering from one of the
"weaknesses" to which he was subject, and
overjoyed to see her, or rather to hear her
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speaking and moving around him. She soon
made him more comfortable and contented
in her soothing way, and remained sitting
with her sewing by his bedside. Through the
open door of the room where Owny was lying,
she heard Shan come in and take his break-
fast in the kitchen. He knew that she was
there, for he had seen her coming early
along the footpath through the fields; but
now, as then, he kept his promise of not
getting in her way, and went out of the
house again without saying a word. At
dinner time it was the same; he was, as he
had said he would be, out about his business
all the day long.

At evening he came into the house
noiselessly, and lingered in the kitchen alone,
alive to the sounds in the inner room;
wishing he could venture to stay to bid her
good-night when she went, or even to walk
with her home to the forge. While he
lingered, he heard Owny's voice raised
complainingly:

II Why are y' goin' away, Mary? Why can't
l' stay here, an' it to be your home? Why
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don't y' marry Shan at once, now that y've
come back? It's long enough that y' have
waited, an' some of us to blame, an' I'd like
to see all settled before the life goes out
0' me."

Shan held his breath to hear what Mary
would answer.

"Shan's time enough to marry," she said,
after a. little pause. " You mustn't be
hurryin' him. He's got a lot of contrariness
this while back. V' must leave him to God's
care."

Shan waited to hear no more, but went
quietly out of the house, and did not come
near it again until Mary was long gone home.

Next morning brought her again, and
Shan lay in wait behind the hedge to see her
pass on her errand of kindness; but still he
made her free to go and come without the
trouble of his presence. Under her care
Owny was getting well again, as well as he
was likely to be in this world. On the day
which was to be the last of her attendance,
Shan knew that his father was to sit that
evening at the kitchen fire as convalescent,
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and coming home early, he paused to look
through the little window before entering.

Owny was in his old straw chair, with his
back to the window, and Mary was giving
him some nourishment that she had prepared
for him. Her face was to the light, irradiated
with the tender smile of a nature over-
flowing with charity and sweetness. Her
cheeks seemed to have grown round again,
her brow smooth, and the love-light that used
to be in the eyes of the Mary of Muckross
seemed to have come back to them. It
came on Shan like a blow, that the Mary of
his youth-the Mary of Killarney-had in
truth come back to him, and that he had
driven her away from him.

He waited till she came out of the hou~e,
and stood by the wall as she went past. He
wanted to speak to her, but he did not know
what to say. Mary looked up as she passed
him, and said:

.. Good-night, Shan. I think your father's
better."

.. He is; an' thank y', Mary. You've been
very good to him."
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"That was easy enough," said Mary.
" Good-night."

Then, as she walked on, Shan said to
himself that this was the stranger again, and
he went into the house feeling angry and
miserable.

As Mary went on her way down the fields
the air was full of the fragrance of bog-heath,
aromatic with odours of herbs trodden
underfoot by the cattle. Masses of rich dun-
purple cloud, shadowing the hills, lay along
the horizon, banked up against the mellow
gold of the lower western sky. The woman
w,as busy with thoughts that went to the
maturing of a plan long in mind, sad and
difficult enough in its conception, but grown
possible through much pondering. She had
reached and passed the climax of suffering,
and, almost unconsciously, was descending
again to the level of patient submission to
the inevitable. She felt that it would be well
for her to go away to some place where the

. sight of her could no longer cause pain to
and reproach to any man, where life might
be taken up again aloof from the visible

Q
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shadow of Shan's bitter disappointment.
They were strangers to each other now.
Assured of her perpetual absence, he would
be certain of a return of happiness; and for
herself there might be peace.

Down by a lower field, right in her path,
she saw three figures standing, dark in the
luminous dusk. One of them was certainly
Father Fahy, the other two proved to be
Miles Donohoe and Bess. Mary said
good-night to them, and would have passed
them by, but Miles held out a hand to stay
her.

" No, Mary, don't go on. You're the
very person we want to help us."

" What is it ?" said Mary.
"Here's a child wanting me to marry her

without her mother's consent," said the
priest. "What do you think of that,
Mary? "

" I think it's right," said Mary.
U God bless your speech! " said Miles.
II Now, Mary, child, that's not like you,"

said the old man.
U Tell Father Fahy what you said to me
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the other day," said Bess, who was in a state
of nervous excitement.

"What did I say?" asked Mary in some
confusion.

" You said that fathers an' mothers didn't
know what was good for their children," said
Bess.

" Did I ?" said Mary, "I don't remember."
" You said, 'Ask her for her blessin', and

if she's too hard, marry without it. She'll
send it after you.' "

"Maybe I did say that," said Mary.
"Fathers and mothers don't know their
minds till it's too late. They want a lot of
things for their children that they never
expected for themselves. They want things
that they couldn't have, no more nor they
could have the stars up there, for playthings
for children that'll never be born."

Mary had turned her face a little away,
and was talking with her eyes on the fading
hills.

"An' sometimes after the years have run
round, an' they've had their fill of obedience
from them they've crossed. and killed the
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life out of, then they're sorry, and they give
their leave for what never can be done."

She was thinking of Owny as she spoke:
his hardness to her young hope, his destruc-
tion of the joy that was hers, and now his
vain cry to her to stay with him and comfort
his remaining days. The three listening
glanced at her with sympathising eyes, but
she did not see them. She was confessing
her own failure, that others might succeed.
She did not want them to see that it hurt
her to do it.

Miles and Bess felt that their case was
stated, and that the priest, whose heart was
with them, must now be conquered.

" I don't deny the truth of what you say,
Mary," said Father Fahy. "Now, Bess,
I'll make a bargain with you. I'll talk to
your mother, and do my best to persuade
her. Give me three months to bring her
round. And then, if she's still as hard as
ever, the creature-as I hope she won't be-
I give you my word that I'll marry you."

.. Make it three days, Father," said Miles.
"-She won't give in, an' you may as well let
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us off sooner. There's a big emigration
goin' out in a week, an' we might as well be
in it. A friend has promised to put me into
work in New York as soon as we land."

" I've promised all I can," said the priest.
"I'll give myoId friend Winnie Dermody
the best chance I can. Unfortunately, there
will be many a big emigration ready to
swallow you up before the year is out."

And with this the lovers had to be con-
tented.



CHAPTER XXI

"so IT'S ENDIN' WELL AFTER ALL r "

ON the evening before the day of the impend-
ing event spoken of by Miles, the going out
of yet another "big emigration," Mary
O'Murrough stood at Father Fahy's door,
carrying a small box in her hands. The
Father admitted her, his housekeeper having
gone out into the summer night to have a
talk with her gossips.

"Why, Mary! Come in, child! Here I
am in the dark. Blind man's holiday. But
I'm going to light a candle. I hope you've
come to tell me something good."

.. I hope it's for good, Father. Let me
light it for y', sir."

"Now, Mary, mind your own business.
I know best myself where I keep my

246
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matches. There now, and sit down, and
tell me all your news."

" It's short enough to tell it, Father. I'm
leavin' Killelagh to-morrow for the emigrant
ship. I'm not sorry I came home, for I've
seen my friends, and I know a lot 0' things
I never could have rightly understood with-
out comin'. But it's time I was back there,
and I'm going."

"No, no, no," said the priest. "You
can't be in earnest. Is Shan going with
you-or are you running away from him?"

"He'll be happier when I'm gone,
Father."

"You're making a great mistake. I'm dis-
appointed in you. What notion have you
taken in your head against Shan?"

" I've nothing against him, Father, except
that he asked me over again to marry him,
when he knows that I know he doesn't care
about me. He's breakin' his heart about
a girl that went away to America, and it
isn't me."

The priest knew that she was speaking
truth, but he could not bear to hear it from
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her. Her brave resolution fretted him, and
he was willing to use any argument to
dissuade her from carrying it out. All were
unavailing, however, and he saw with dismay
that she was determined to go.

" You've got a little money, Mary, and it
would be useful to Shan."

" I saved it for him, Father."
"And now you're going to keep it from

him?"
"I have it here, and it's partly what I

came to you about. I want you to keep it
for him, an' settle it for him when I'm gone.
I t's all in paper, and your reverence 'II know
how to turn it into money again."

"Do you think Shan would take it,
Mary? "

"He'll have to take it, Father, when I'm
gone, and he doesn't know where to find
me. I t'll come to him the same as if I left
it in my will to him, an' I dead."

"Do you mean that you won't write to

me, to let me know where you are and how
you are?"

"I will write, Father, but not for a long
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time. An' by that time Shan '11have married
a wife that will be as much to him as I
would have been if he had married in the
days when he cared about me. He'll take
the money then from one that was an old
friend, for the sake of the wife and children
that'll be more to him than his pride --"

Tears were in the old priest's eyes listen-
ing to her, but Mary was unmoved.

She put the box on the table, and prepared
to go.

" Don't think me ungrateful, Father," she
said. " You'll be feelin' me strange, and I'm
feelin' strange myself. I would like to cry
over it all, but cryin' would be no use, and
God knows that, for I can't cry. I love all
my friends here, for they were good to me,
an' when I'm far from them I'll be thinkin'
of them. But it's most of you, Father, that
I'll be thinkin' always. Will you give me
your blessin', and let me kiss your hand
before I go?"

She went on her knees, and the Father
spread his hands above her head, and prayed,
and made the sign of the cross .. When his
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raised eyes were lowered again, he saw that
her lifted face was pale and composed, like
the face of the dead. For a moment passion
flashed into it as she caught his reluctant
hand and kissed it. Then she stood up and
turned to the door, the priest following her
through the little dark entry, feeling wildly for
his pocket handkerchief, to get rid of the tears
that were preventing him from seeing his way
by means of the very little star-shine that
showed the doorway.

"You haven't told me how and when you
are leaving Killelagh to-morrow," he said.

" A car is to come for me at five o'clock in
the morning. Nobody knows but Anne
Bridget. I couldn't be going round saying
good-bye. I can just go; but to be shakin'
everybody's hand would kill me."

She stood at the little gate, and fixed a
long look, as if across worlds and through
<eons of time, on the old man's grieving
face; and then she turned sharply round, and
went hastening away from him.

The priest watched her till she was out of
sight.
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" Is that the last I'll see of the best woman
I ever baptised ?" he said to himself. " My
God, have I any way of stopping her?"

He went back into the little room where
the one candle he had lighted was burning,
and knelt at the table with his face on his
hands, praying. After a few minutes, he
rose up and said, "God be praised for the
thought. I'll act on it."

He took his shabby old muffling cloak
from a peg in the wall, and meeting his
housekeeper at the door, said, " I'll be back
in an hour. Go to bed, and don't wait for
me."

"Who is it?" asked she, thinking he was
departing on a sick call.

" I'm going up to Sullivan's, and I've got
the key of the door."

"Oh, then it's ould Owny
last," muttered the woman.
to him!"

Father Fahy knew it would look strangely
if he had to knock up the little household,
already in bed, and Owny might be
frightened; and he was glad to meet Shan
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strolling up and down the field path, with
his hands in his pockets, and his eyes on the
ground.

"You're welcome, Father," said Shan in
surprise. " You're very good to my father.
Somebody's been givin' y' an alarm, I
suppose, but he's fairly well, for him, these
few days."

" I'm glad to hear it," said the priest; "but
it wasn't Owny that brought me here, this
time. I have a bit of news for yourself, some-
thing I thought you ought to know--"

"Do they want me in the County Gaol
again? " said Shan.

" No, no. Nothing of that kind, thank
God! It's a little bit of news about Mary
0' Murrough."

Shan stood dumb, waiting to hear more.
" I thought you ought to know that Mary

is going--"
" To be married?" said Shan, in an odd,

low tone of suppressed eagerness and
anxiety.

The Father's heart sank. The words and
the tone sounded badly. If Shan were eager
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to hear such news of her, then Mary was
right in following the instinct that prompted
her to efface herself by an absence as obliter-
ating as death.

" Not that, Shan. She won't make
another venture of that kind, I believe.
You will do it yourself, I daresay, but Mary
won't."

"In the name of God, Father, what do
you mean, then? Is she dying? "

"Not just that either, though it's dying
she truly is to you and to me. The thing I
come to tell you is that she's leaving Kille-
lagh in the morning, and will sail to-morrow
evening with the emigrants from Queens-
town."

"She's goin' back to America," said Shan
mechanicall y.

"That's what she's doing. She thinks
you'll be happier when she's out of your
sight. Mary's a good woman, and she has
it in her mind that when you've got over
your disappointment in her you'll marry a
young wife, as young and as nice as she was
once herself. I wasn't quite sure of it; but
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now that I see the way you take it, I perceive
that she wasn't in the wrong."

" How do I take it, Father?"
"Quietly, as a thing that has to be done.

A marriage without affection is an odious
mistake. And Mary's good heart has made
a generous little provision for you and yours
in the better days that are to come for you.
The money that she earned and saved, and
brought home to stock your farm, is safe in
my hands for you-a legacy she has left you
without waiting for her death."

Shan uttered a sharp cry.
"What's the matter with you now, Shan?

Isn't Mary's arrangement a good one? "
" Father, don't jeer me. I'm a miserable

man, an' y' needn't trample me when I'm
down."

"You have had your trials, your share of
what's sent to us all by the God who loves
us. But Mary O'Murrough and myself are
showing you the way to be happy."

" I've lost the only thing that could ever
have made me happy, Father. I've lost her
heart; but I'll never touch her money."
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" Vou haven't lost her heart. Mary's is a
heart that doesn't grow cold. But she lost
yours, because her beauty isn't as fresh as
when she was younger."

" Voung or old, she is the sweetest woman
God ever made! " burst forth Shan, "but I
have lost her, to my sorrow. Her heart
isn't cold-no it isn't! But it's turned away
from me, for she hates me J "

The priest stood astonished at the last
bitter words, and the angry passion in the
voice that spoke them.

"Send her money after her, an' never
mention it or her to me again!" cried Shan.
"If I was cruel to her, an' so I was, it's
herself that is ten times crueller to me now."

" If that's the way of it, Shan, my son,"
said the old man gently, "why would you
let her go? It isn't too late to stop her."

" It is too late, Father. I'm not goin' to
bring a woman into my house that hates me.
Didn't I see it in her face, an' didn't I hear
the shiver of it in her voice that has the
music in it for everybody else? Did she
ever smile at me the way she smiles at my
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father, an' at every soul in Killelagh that
came around her? "

"Did you smile at her? Did you
encourage her to s?Iile at you?"

"I didn't. I t's what I'm tryin' to say,
that I know it's my own fault; but all the
same, she hates the sight 0' me. Let her go
to America an' marry some other man that'll
have more sense an' more luck than the man
that has been the fool to leave her to him."

"Well, Shan, I'll say no more. I'm not
going to force Mary on one that doesn't
think her worth a struggle. I've given you
a last chance, and now I'll wash my hands of
you. I t's time all good Christians were in
bed. Good-night to you."

The old man turned and tramped away.
Shan looked wistfully after him as the
shadowy distance absorbed him out of the
star-shine.

His voice was still ringing in Shan's ears.
The words, " I've given you your last chance,"
followed him as he turned into the house and
lay on his bed listening to the wind from the
mountains sighing across the fields and
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among the elder-bushes. What had the
priest meant by it? Did he know more of
Mary's mind than he, Shan, could imagine?
What if Mary did not hate him, after all?
Was it possible that she was going back to
America with a sore heart, because she
had failed to find a welcome where she had
most right to expect it? There was no sleep
for him, and he got up by daybreak, and was
out on the road watching for the car that
was to convey Mary on her last journey from
Killelagh. At last he saw it, passing near
enough to allow of his discerning one solitary
figure seated on the side of the vehicle which
was not the driver's side.

Suppose he obeyed Father Fahy, and
rushed forth to stop the car. Mary would
look coldly at him, and tell the driver to go
on; and there would be talk about it after-
wards all over KiIlelagh.

He went about his business, and appeared
in the house at breakfast time. At sight of
him, Owny began to ask querulously whether
Mary was not coming to see him to-day.
Shan made no answer, but the old man's

R
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question seemed to cut across some shaky
barrier in his mind, and finally break it down.
He finished his breakfast abruptly, and
remarked that he was going to Ballyorglin
on business. Old Moya was crying; some
of her people were "going with the emi-
gration."

Shan went out and harnessed his horse to
the market cart. His strong hands trembled
buckling the traces and gathering the reins,
and there was a flame of haste and determina-
tion in his eyes. He looked in at the door
again and said, "I'm off; and I'll be back
early to-night if I have luck! "

The next minute he was on the road to

the town, driving the cart at more than
market-going pace, and making the old
horse wonder what had come to his master.
He knew he must be late for the train that
was to take Mary on to Queenstown, and
the next to follow would barely reach the
port in time for his purpose. He chafed at
the snail's pace of the train, and thought it
was in league with evil spirits to keep him
from his desire. Or were they good spirits,
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that were carrying Mary away from him for
her greater happiness?

The train did its part well enough, and
Shan was in Queenstown twenty minutes
before the tender left the quays. He hurried
on the scene, where many tragedies were
being enacted; lovers parting, husbands and
wives clinging together with prayers and
promises, mothers lifting their voices in
shrieks of despair as their sons and daughters
tore themselves out of their arms. Shan's
consciousness, vaguely aware of the sorrows
of all around him, was absorbed in the
uncertainty of his own quest. His eyes
were strained through and beyond the crowd
for the sight of one figure which might
yet be on Irish ground; or, was it already
gone out on that green ocean that lapped the
stone parapet, as if thirsting for the life-blood
of a nation?

No, she was not gone. He saw her
moving slowly towards the plank, not pushing,
but modestly waiting her turn, carried
forward by the movement of others. She
had only about another yard or two of Irish
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ground to tread when Shan put his hand on
her shoulder.

" Mary! stop ~ Don't put your foot on
the ship. Come back with me. I have
something to say to you!"

Mary stopped, her face white with shock,
and looking round, saw Shan's eyes blazing
with shame for himself and love for her; his
strained lips trying to say more, but failing;
the gesture of one hand, and the grip of her
arm with the other, expressing, as much as
was in their power, what the tongue would
have conveyed, could it have been heard.

Stunned by the surprise of her arrest,
Mary yielded to the controlling hand, and
moved with it, as the dreamer moves, irresist-
ibly impelled, in his dream. Shan pushed
their way back through the crowd to a
clearing on the wharf, and then released her,
and stood looking at her.

"What do you want with me?" she asked,
striving to hold her independent attitude,
but failing a little because of something that
had amazed her in the man's eyes.

"What do I want with you? I want
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everything; your forgiveness first, though I
don't deserve it. You're sweet an' good to
the rest, an' won't you be sweet an' good to
me? Will you come home with me now,
Mary, an' marry me in a week? "

Mary trembled, but spoke up bravely.
" I'm not young now, Shan. The time IS

past. I couldn't marry you for your pity,
when I know you don't care for me the way
you did."

"Not the way I did, maybe, but a better
way. I love y' far more now, Mary, than
ever was in me to do when I was no thin'
but a gossoon and you were nothin' but a
girsha. Pity, is it? Sure 'tis you that has
got to pity me, for I'm a broken-down man,
an' if you won't come home to me, I'll never
be able to do any good more in this world.
For God's sake, Mary, hold out your han's
to me, and say that you'll come away back
with me!"

Lovely changes were passing over Mary's
face. Never was mother's smile more tender
than the smile that broke from her eyes and
went wavering down to her lips.
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"God love you, Shan!" she said. "I
couldn't leave you; not if y' really want me."
And she held out both her hands to him.

Without another word they hurried from
the sad scene that was still around them,
feeling the sorrow of those other hearts in
strange contrast to the joy in their own,
There was little to be said as the return
train to Ballyorglin whirled them along in
their new happiness, which again came on
Mary like the unreasonable invention of a
dream. The belief that, after all, Shan was
her lover, and joy was to be her portion, was
an incredible experience which a word or
a breath might bring to an end; though as
the landscape spun past, Mangerton and the
sun-gleam on Killarney Lakes were aware,
and were giving her assurance of the truth.

At Ballyorglin they found the cart waiting,
and many a head was thrust out of door and
window as Shan rattled through the town
with Mary O'Murrough by his side.

"Good luck to them, they've been away
buyin' a few things, I suppose, an' the
weddin' 'II be immediately!" said one gossip;
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and the response was sure to be: "God
knows, if waitin' '11do it, they earned it."

Shan drove straight to the forge, where Tom
Donohoe was standing in the black doorway,
with his portentous hammer in his hand.

"We're afther havin' a drive," said Shan,
as he leaped from the cart and lifted Mary
out and put her standing beside the black-
smith.

Mary's silent departure had been the talk
of Killelagh all that day, and Tom Donohoe
beamed On the happy-looking pair as he
realised the situation.

"Y' have a man in y' afther all, Shan,"
he said, "an' I'm glad the pair 0' yez have
made it up. I never seen the like 0' yez
both for pride. An', sure, black pride's the
divil's own invention."

The Dermodys came hastening to the
forge, having seen the approach of the cart
from their doorway.

"So it's end in' well afther all," said Mrs
Dermody to her daughters that night.
II Y'll never tell me now that there isn't luck
in waitin' a spell 0' years for betterness! "



CHAPTER XXII

, ""IT WAS THE YEARS THAT COME AGAIN HER

FATHER F AHY was a proud old man on the
day he married Shan and Mary Sullivan.
Bess was bridesmaid, and Miles was best
man, and all Killelagh was in the chapel,
glad to see the happy finish of a story that
had run much risk of ending as a tragedy.

Mary was in her own house, on her own
little farm; and Shan declared that not only
was there an increase of comfort in the home,
but that even the soil grew richer, the cattle
fatter; and that the hills and sky and lake
had become ten times lovelier than they
were, before Mary had been gazing at them
for one week, from her husband's doorway.

Another miracle which was believed to

have happened, was the return of Mary's
264
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youth. The sad lines had disappeared from
her face, her rounded cheeks had regained
their carnation tint, and her eyes, which had
always kept their flower-like blue, shone
again, full of light, like the eyes of a girl of
twenty.

Her savings in America served to make
many improvements about the place, and,
seeing that the Sullivans' farm had become
a little centre of thrift and comfort in Kille-
lagh, people began to say that this going to
America of the girls was after all a good
thing, if they would but work and save as
Mary did, and come back again to marry the
lovers who had been working hard at home
and waiting for them. Old Owny was
jubilantly triumphant in his retractation of
every remorseful word he had ever spoken
as to the part he had played in preventing
an earlier marriage. Was there in all
Killelagh as happy a pair as his son and
the wife he had waited for? And wasn't
life prospering with them now, while with
other people's affairs it was all a run down
hill? After a few more months the landlord
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would agree to sell, and then there would be
a fair outlook for the future. Under Mary's
care Owny had in fact got a new lease of
life, and was looking forward with delight to
seeing his grandchildren about his knees
before he departed for heaven.

T om and Meg Donohoe were silent as to
their thoughts about the matter; and as for
Mrs Dermody, she had peculiar views which
she shared liberally with her daughters; the
result being that the hopes of Bess fell
lower and lower, and the prospect of gain-
ing her mother's consent to her marriage
with Miles seemed to recede into indefinite
distance.

She sought comfort a good deal with
Mary, and the end of another year of patient
waiting found her helping her friend in the
manufacture of a number of small garments,
the production of which caused in the women
a certain rapture.

"God is so terrible good to me," said
Mary, "that I ought to be on my knees
from morning till night, an' still not thank
Him enough! Every blessin' he has got
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He's givin' me, an' now here's more than I
had a right to expect, maybe."

"Mary," said Bess with sudden tears,
" it's a poor thing to say (for you know my
heart's in your happiness, an' was, every step
0' the way), but the more you're happy an'
over everyone 0' your troubles, the more
my mother's set her word again' Miles. You
got everything so beautiful by waitin', an'
you're on the land, an' Shan has pulled him-
self up, an' it's all the way my mother thinks
it ought to be."

Mary looked grave.
" It's a different case," she said. " Miles

isn't on the land, an' he hasn't it to look to,
not unless herself was to turn round and
leave it to him. Maybe it's that she's
thinkin' of."

"My mother isn't an old woman," said
Bess, "and please God she'll live long, an'
maybe see us both down before she goes.
An' if she means that, why wouldn't she take
him in to be a man in the house for her? "

Mary dropped her sewmg, ancl said
impressively:
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" If she cannot be got to see that, Bess,
I think you ought to take courage and
marry."

Bess wept. Her mother's blessing was
still a coveted pearl of great price to be set
in the crown of her married happiness; and
nothing more was said at that moment.

I t was soon after this, however, that
Father Fahy went to look for Mrs Dermody
in her grazing field, where she was busy
examining her three cows, in the manner of
a careful farmeress.

" Good mornin', yer reverence. It's glad I
am to see y', sir."

" Same to yourself, Mrs Dermody. I hope
you'll be glad to hear me, too, for I'm come
to speak to you again about this affair of
Bess and Miles. I'm going to marry them;
with your consent, I hope, but, if not, then
without it."

Mrs Dermody looked at him narrowly.
"Y' never mean it, Father?" she said.
"I do mean it," said the priest. " I've

been talking to you about this for some
months back, and I promised the young
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people that if I could not alter your mind in
a certain time, I would make them man and
wife. Miles is a good, sober, industrious
boy, and he will give your daughter as good
a life as God will enable him. They've
waited as long as seems good for them, and
if you show them no encouragement they
will not wait longer. This is the last word I
have got for you. If you say' No' to me to-
day, I will marry them to-morrow morning."

Mrs Dermody gave a cry, and threw her
apron over her face.

"Come now, Mrs Dermody, what are you
going to say about it?"

" Nothin'," sobbed the woman, " I'll never
give my consent to it. Am I to see Mary
0' Murrough on her farm, an' Bess on the
ditch? "

" You'll not see her on the ditch," said the
Father, "for they'll be off to America. If
you change your mind, come up to me this
evening. If you don't, the young pair will
be with me in the morning. And when
they're married you needn't be complaining
of anybody."
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As this was only the last of many such
conversations, the priest felt that there was
nothing more to be said, and he left the
woman in the field with her cows, where she
went on with her business, pondering over
her trouble with an unrelenting brow.

A week later, Bess came to her mother
one day and said:

"Mother, I was married to Miles Donohoe
this morning."

Mrs Dermody turned her back on the girl,
and sat clown at the fire without answering.
Anne Bridget came forward and kissed her
sister, and wished her joy.

"Miles is a good boy, Bess, and my
mother will get over it."

There was no sound from Mrs Dermody.
" We're going to stay at the forge, mother,

till the next ship's goin' out," said Bess.
Still there was no reply from the mother.
Then Bess came behind her and kissed

the side of her cheek, and went out. Miles
was waiting outside for his wife, and to-
gether they went down to the forge.

One month was spent by the young
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married pair among their friends, and then
the day for departure arrived.

"I would have liked to have waited to see
you over it, Mary," said Bess, "but we have
to go. There's a place waitin' for Miles, and
it won't wait any longer. God take care 0'

you, Mary. Will we ever meet in this world
again, do y' think? "

" You'll be comin' back, Bess, Your
mother 'II be sendin' for you,"

"I'm feared Miles '11 never come back,
once he's gone."

" He will, he will," said Mary. " Didn't I
come back? Anybody may come and be
happy, when they look at me."

When the hour for parting arrived, Bess
went round all her friends saying good-bye.
Father Fahy prayed over the young husband
and wife, and gave them a last few words of
counsel; and then came the final scene
between Bess and her mother.

As she entered the door, trembling with
the grief of the parting, Mrs Dermody stood
upright in the middle of the kitchen floor.
A good deal of change had been wrought in
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the strong woman since the evening when
with uneasy thoughts she had followed her
girl to the Cross-roads dance, and parleyed
with the blacksmith at the forge. The good-
natured, matter-of-fact face, with its occa-
sional touch of tenderness, had developed hard
lines, and bitter expressions were growing
familiar to it. Her favourite daughter had
disappointed her. Bess was going with the
emigration, among the paupers, while Mary
O'Murrough, once pitied by everybody, was
sitting in her high place on the land.

Bess cast one glance at her mother's
unrelenting face and turned aside, and went
all round the house saying her farewell to the
familiar nooks and corners; into the little
room off the kitchen, and up to the loft
where Mary had slept; out, round the yard
and across the field, where the cows stared
at her indifferently with their indolent eyes
for the last time, and the old horse turned
his head to her as she hid her face in his neck.

Then she came back to the house, Anne
Bridget, who had followed her all the way,
still keeping by her side; and returning to the
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kitchen, she found her mother standing
where she had left her.

Another quick, unwelcome glance, and
Bess walked to the fireside, knelt on the
hearthstone, stooped and kissed it; then
passed to the threshold of the house door,
and there went on her knees again, and put
her lips to the worn step over which the feet
of those she loved were wont to pass.

At last there was no more to do, save to
make one last appeal to the mother who was
the life-cen tre of the home.

"Mother," said Bess, "will you not say
good-bye to me and wish me well, with your
blessin'? "

" I'll not deny you my blessin'," said Mrs
Dermody coldly, "but it's little good to wish
you well. Yau could ha' been well here, an'
y' chose to go. Y've done yer own business
in spite 0' me. Y've made yer bed, an' y'
must lie on it."

I t was a cold, tearless cheek that Bess
kissed, wetting it with her weeping. She
seized her mother's limp hand, kissed it
passionately, and placed it on her head.

s
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" Your blessin', mother!" she sobbed.
"God bless y', Bess!" said Mrs Dermody,

"but y've broke my heart!"
When Bess had passed out of the door,

and out of her sight, the unhappy woman
threw her apron over her face and sat rock-
ing herself at the fire, nobody daring to

speak to her. Anne Bridget had gone to
see her sister on board the boat, and
neighbours came in and out of the house
seeking to comfort Mrs Dermody.

But to no one would she answer a word or
show her face.

When the talk about the marriage and
departure of Bess and Miles had subsided,
the next excitement at Killelagh was caused
by the expected happy motherhood of Mary
Sullivan.

All her little preparations were made, and
she moved about her house radiant with
joyful anticipation. Shan went round his
fields and yard beaming with happiness, and
received the congratulations of his neighbours
across the fence or thro~h the gaps with
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uncharacteristic effusiveness, while old Owny
chuckled to himself at the fireside, and
brooded over the blessing that was about
to descend on the home that had for so
many long years been childless. Farm sales
and rent day were for the time forgotten,
and the hope that a messenger from God
was bringing covenant of better days,
folded between tiny hands, hovered like a
dove with spread wings over the little home-
stead.

Then, suddenly, there was a loud cry in
the night, and Tom and Meg Donohoe were
roused from their sleep to find Shan Sullivan
beating on the door and the window, and
calling on Meg in the name of the Saviour
to get up on the instant and come to his
wife.

"Somethin's gone wrong," he cried
hoarsely. "I'm riding to Ballyorglin for the
doctor. You'll stay with her till I come
back! "

A few minutes more, and Meg was hurry-
ing across the fields, and Shan galloping like
a mad horseman over the road that lay
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between Killelagh and the house of the
district doctor.

When Meg arrived breathless at the
Sullivans' door, old .l\Ioya was standing
crying on the threshold.

"Don't say she's gone 1" cried Meg.
"It's too quick. An' her that was so
well! "

" Whisht !" said Moya. "The priest's
wid her. God help Shan when he comes
back! Betther for him if he broke his neck
off 0' the horse that's carryin' him! "

Meg slipped past her through the open
door.

"She'll be gone before he comes, Father,"
whispered Meg, "unless yourself can keep
her wid your prayers."

"She's conscious," whispered back the
priest. " Don't disturb her."

He went down on his knees beside the
wan face and continued his pleading.

"0 Saviour, spare this woman to her
husband! 0 Christ who raised the dead,
give us this precious life--"

Mary's eyes opened and fixed themselves
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on the old man's lips praying for her, and a
tender smile flitted over her face.

" Hold me fast, Father!" she said, "Shan
will want me."

" You're willing to go, Mary, if God calls
you ?"

" I am, Father."
"That's right, child. Go or stay, what-

ever is His will. Keep your heart steady on
Him while we're praying."

Mary closed her eyes with a look of great
peace, and the prayers went on, all in the
room joining in the responses. Not only
was the Lord Himself cried upon, but the
Mother whose asking was granted at Can a
in Galilee was summoned to this poor bed-
side, and faith in the Communion of Saints
was testified by a free invitation to all the
blessed in heaven, and the legions of the
angels to gather round here and join in the
clamour of this petition to the Most High
for the sparing of Mary Sullivan to her
husband.

There was a little stir at the door as the
doctor drove up on his car, hurried into the
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house, and passed into the sick room. The
priest rose from his knees, the women stood
back, and the doctor, a young man with a
kind face, bent over the patient, signed for
everyone to leave the room except the two
nursmg women, and was obeyed on the
instant.

After a short time that seemed like an
age the doctor appeared again.

" She's doing very well," he said, I, I came
just in time and the danger is over. But
the child is dead."

The old priest made his way to the door,
groping as if blind with strain and shock.

Meg followed him to the door.
" Stay you here," he said, "I'm going to

meet Shan and break the news. Thank
God it's no worse!"

A bit down the road, Shan, riding furi-
ously, having missed the doctor, turned a
corner and saw the priest's face waiting for
him, a white mask gleaming through the
broken shadows of the dawn, and thought
he saw the doom that had descended on
him. All through the hours while he had
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been pursuing the doctor, and sending
messages from house to house, the long
years of separation from Mary had been
before him, and his own cruelty to her in
that blessed year that had at last brought
her back to him had been hounding him on
to despair. Could God be so good as to
spare her to him?

A whispered word from the priest, and the
hideous moment had flown, and Shan was
sobbing on the old man's shoulder.

In another hour it was known all over
Killelagh that Mary Sullivan was alive,
though her baby was dead.

"Sure it was the years that come again'
her," whispered one woman to another; and
Killelagh reversed the solution of its late-
growing doubt as to whether Owny's
arrangements for securing a prosperous
future for his son might not, after all, have
been for the best in the long run.

But "God is good!" was the final com-
ment made, after every conversation on the

subject.



CHAPTER XXIII

CONCLUSION

OWNY died without ever realising the
mischief he had wrought; nor do Shan
and Mary dwell too much on the mistakes
of their years of adversity and struggle.
The little farm (which is now their own) is
fairly prosperous, and they are happy in
each other; but whenever a young lamb
leaps in the field, its shadow falls between
them. No child of theirs will ever chase the
butterflies or string the daisies, or clamber
over the dykes and ditches of the pastures of
Killelagh.

Mary sits on the stool outside her door
with a letter from Bess in her lap, full of
raptures, all about her children who are
stronger and bonnier, says the mother, than

280
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any other children either in the New World or
the Old. But they are American boys and
girls, and there is little hope of the longed-for
return of the father and mother to Killelagh.
vVork is constant and exacting, and old age
comes on quickly in the land that pays freely,
but will have youth and unimpaired energy
in ample return for its generous wage!

Mrs Dermody is feeling the weight of
increasing years. and leans on a stick as she
goes round her bits of fields on a sunny
morning. Foxy Flynn is dead, and his little
farm has been bought by a black stranger
who has turned the little home into a
" steading)) for cattle. Winnie groans as she
asks herself why Bess and her family are not
established there for the comfort of her own
declining years and the welfare of the country-
side? But she avoids all discussions with
Tom Donohoe, who, though his fine sons
and daughters are all flitted to America, still
sturdily maintains his wonted position in an

argument.
"We done our part, whatever," he declares,

with his blow of the hammer, which is as
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vehement as ever, if a little less thun-
derous.

"An' it 1S not our fault if there never
will be childher more round the rings of
Killelagh. "

PRINTED BY OLIVi:R lND BOYD, tOINBURQH



A SELECTION FROM

Messrs SANDS & CO.'S CATALOGUE

BIOGRAPHY AND HISTORY
A Book which should go .far towards revealing to Non-Catholics

the secret firce of the Catholic Church

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF FATHER BERTRAND
WILBERFORCE OF THE ORDER OF PREACHERS

Compiled by H. M. CAPES. Edited, with an Introduction, by VINCENT
M'NABB, D.P. \Vith a photogravure portrait. Demy 8vo.
Price 10/6.

A translatIOn of one of the MasterP,eces of Spallish Dewtjolla/
Literature

THE LIFE OF ST JEROME
From the original Spanish, by Fray fast DE SIGUENZA. By

MARIANA MONTEIRO. With frontispiece portrait. Demy 8vo.
Price 12/6 net.

A Jl appreciatioJl of a dlstill,E(uishedFrirst <1IlJ Scholar

ROBERT SOUTHWELL: POET AND MARTYR
By I. A. TAYLOR. With a photogravure portrait, from an original at

Stonyhurst College. Crown 8vo. Price 2;'6 net.

A JVork 'U'hich $hould supply (I, long-pit Kant in ('utnolte -"dr.rAs and (n.'l'j7lgJt

all honest students oj lli ...ton/ throughout the Engli.~h-.:iJ'fa;.it1g vod'l

THE CHURCH IN ENGLISH HISTORY
A record of the principal events from the introduction :>fChristianity

to Catholic Emancipation in 1819. By J. ~l. STOKE, author
of "Mary 1., Queen of England,", Studie~ from "~ourt and
Cloister," "Reformation and RenaIssance," ete. Crown 8vo.
Price 3/6 net.



Biography and History-continued.

THE LIFE OF ST ALPHONSUS DE LIGUORI, Bishop
and Doctor of the Church. Founder of the Congregation of the Most
Holy Redeemer. Translated from the French of AUSTIN BERTHE,
C.SS.R. By HAROLD CASTLE, M.A., C.SS.R. In 2 vols. 4to. With
illustrations and map. Price 155. net.

MARY THE FIRST, QUEEN OF ENGLAND. By J. M.
STONE. A History of Mary I., as found in the public records, despatches
of ambassadors, in original private letters, and other contemp?rary docu-
ments, throwing a new light on her character and present,mg a more
broad-minded and impartial view of her actions than has hlthe~to b~en
the custom. This work is a most important addition to th,e ~Istoncal
knowledge of the day. It contains 9 plates from rare pamtmg;s and
engravings, and a facsimile of a letter written in the Princess Mary sown
hand. Demy 8vo. Handsomely bound in cloth. Price 125. 6d. n:t,.

U A contributi.on of permanent value to historical literature. Miss Stone writes, It t
true, as an avowed advocate of the cause of Queen Mary, her object being, she says,. 0
obtain a reversal of a prejudiced historical judgment. But she does not forget the historian
in the advocate."-The Spectator, .

" This book deserves a high place among the histories which the now flonrlshmg school
of English Catholic historical students has produced."-.Thf Athen"",m.

STUDIES FROM COURT AND CLOISTER. Being Essays
historical and literary, treating mainly of the XVI. and XVII. Centuries,
By J. M. STONE. Author of "Mary I., Queen of England," "Reforma-
tion and Renaissance," &c., &c. With 8 full-page illustrations, Demy
8vo. Price 125. 6<1. net .

. Containing-Chapters on Margaret Tudor; The Catholic Reformation in German~;
Jesuits at Court; GIOrdano Bruno in England; Charles 1. and the Popish Plot; Foxes
Book of Errors; The Royal Library; The Harleian Library, &c., &c.

THE EXTINCTION OF THE ANCIENT HIERARCHY.
An account of the Death in Prison of the eleven Bishops honour~d at
Rome amongst the martyrs of the Elizabethan Persecution-Archbishop
Heath of York, Bishops Tunstall, Bonner, and companions. The oU~ColDe
of long and careful searchings of State Papers, published and unpublIshed,
and of other writings of the time itself. By the Rev. G. E. PHI~LlPS
(Professor at St Cuthbert's College, Ushaw). With 10 full-page Illus-
trations. Demy 8vo. 456 pages. Price 10s. 6<1. net.

FRA GIROLAMO SAVONAROLA. A Biographical Study
based on contemporary historical documents. By HERBERT LUCAS,
S.J. A new edition, revised. Demy 8vo. Price 55. net.

"It. will be a long time, we take it, before this book is superseded as the stand~rd
~~~~~ml.n Enghsh on the history of the great Florentine preacher on righteonsness. -

THE TRAGEDY OF FOTHERINGAY. By the Bon. Mrs
MAXWELL SCOTT. With a frontispiece portrait of Queen Mary.
Crown 8vo. Price Sa. 00. net.

JOAN OF ~RC. A sketch of her Career, based on the report
of her tnal at Rouen, and of her rehabilitation trial Reprinted (rolD
"The XIX. Century and after." By the Hon. Mrs MAXWELL ScoTT.
Author of "The Tragedy of Fotheringay." Small crown 8vo. Price
28.6d. net.

" A model of lucidity and conclsen.... "_Ab.rd" .. Pree Prtss,
2



N.OVEI.1S AN.D TAIkES

VIA DOLOROSA.
By "A NORTH COUXTRY CURATE." Price 3s. 6d. net.

THE TRAGEDY OF CHRIS.
By ROSA MULHOLLAND. Price 3s. 6el. net.

VALIANT AND TRUE.
By JOSEPH SPILLMAN. Translated from the German
by A. C. CLARKE. Illustrated. Price 3s. 6d. net.

LUCIUS FLAVUS.
A Tale of the Siege of Jerusalem. By JOSEPH SPILLMAN.
Crown 8vo. Price 6s.

THE WEST END.
By PERCY WHITE. Price 6s.

PEARL.
By OLIVE PARR, Author of "The Children's Cardinal,"
&c. Crown 8vo. Price 8s. 00. net.

THE KNIGHTS OF THE CROSS.
By HENRYK SCIENKIEWICZ. Price 3s. 6d.

BY THE GREY SEA.
By the Author of "An Old Marquise:' A cheaper
edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth. Price ls. net.

THE WHOLE DIFFERENCE.
By LADY AMABEL KERR. Crown 8...0. Price 38. 6d. net.

BY THE ROYAL ROAD.
By MARIE HAUI.TMONT. Crown 8...0. Price 68 .

•



THE PRIZE SERIES
Price 28. 6d. each

For size, and for combined excellence of type, printing, paper, a?d binding,
and-not least-for lowness of price, the undermentioned works Will be f?und
to stand out prominently among the mass of cheaply bound and worse pnnte~
apologies for books that are too often nowadays offered as suitable for chIldren 5
prizes.

Andersen's Fairy Tales. Complete. A verbatim reprint
from the first and second editions. With 16 new full-page
illustrations by W. H. ROBINSON,separately printed on
plate paper and inserted in the volume.

l.I!lsop'sFables. A new edition, with Proverbs and Applica-
tions. With over 100 illustrations. Printed on surfaced
paper.

The Wide, Wide World. By E. WETHERELL. W~th new
frontispiece by W. T.SMITH. Printed on antique laId paper.

Little Women and Good Wives. By L. M. ALCOTT. 'Yith
a new frontispiece by \V. T. SMITH. Printed on antIque
laid paper.

The Pilgrim's Progress. By JUHN BUNYAN. With frontis-
piece portrait of the Author, and 24 illustrations by W. H.
ROBINSON. 320 pages.

The Swiss Family Robinson. By JOHANN DAVID WySS.
With 8 illustrations by RICHARDMATHER. 320 pages ..

Uncle Tom's Cabin. By HARRIET BEECHER STOWE. 'Yith
a frontispiece by GEORGECRUICKSHANK,and 8 illustratlOnS
by LOUISEDWARDS. 320 pages.

The Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. By
DANIELDEFOE. With 20 illustrations. 384 pages.

Cranford. By Mrs GASKELL. With 16 full-page illustrations
by T. H. ROBINSON.

The Vicar of Wakefield. By OLIVER GOLDSMITH. Illus-
trated.

Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. With 16 new full-page
illustrations by W. H. ROBINSON.

Grimm's Fairy Tales. With 12 new full-page illustrations
by JOHN HASSALL.

* * * ~ll the above works are square demy 8vo, and are re-set from new tJPI:
?f large sIze. Each volume is carefully printed on fine paper, luxuriously bound
In the best cloth, and laVIshly decorated with gold. Gilt tops. Price 25. 611. each.

~



Timon of Athens.
JuUus Cresar.
Macbeth.
Hamlet, Prince of Denmark.
King Lear.
Othello, the Moor of Venice.
Antony and Cleopatra.
Cymbeline.
Pericles,

•

Price 3/6 New Edition, with Glossary and Not_ Price 3/6

THE FALSTAFF SHAKESPEARE
<rOIl ten ts

The Tempest. The l>'irst Part of King Henry
The Two Gentlemen ofVerons. IV.
The Merry Wives of Windsor. The Second Part of King
Measure for Measure. Henry IV.
The Comedy of Errors. The Life of King Henry V.
Much Ado about Nothing. The First Part of King Henry
Love's Labonr's Lost. VI.
A Midsummer Night's Dream. The Second Part of King
The Merchant of Venice. Henry VI.
As you Like it. The Third Part of King
The Taming of the Shrew Henry VI.
All's Well that Ends Weli. The Tragedy of King Richard POEMS.
Twelfth Night; or, What III. Venus and Adonis.

You Will. The Famous History of the The Rape of Lucrece.
The Winter's Tale. Life of King Henry VIII. Sonnets.
The IAfe and Death of King Troilus and Cressida. A Lover's Complaint.

John. Coriolanus. The Passiouate Pilgrim.
The Life and Death of King Titus Andronicns. The Phamix and the Tnrtle.

Richard II. Romeo and Jnliet. Glossary and Notes.

In this, the" Falstaff" Edition of Shakespeare's works, the order in which the
plays are presented is that of the first folio edition of r623-" Pericles," which was
not included in that edition, and the Poems, being added at the end of the volume.
No new reading of the text is attempted; and only those variations from the text
of the early Editions are included which have been accepted by the best Shake-
spearean critics. The task of the present editor has consisted solely in the choice
between the readings of these critics, where they disagree. For the most part the
text of Delius has been followed.

In one large, handsome, and well-designed volume.
Sizt.-Large super royal 8vo, rei by 7* inches.
Type.-Re.set from New Bourgeois Type, and printed with large margins.
Pape,..-Choice antique laid.
Title.page printed in red and black.
Bound in cloth of the best quality, gilt lettering on back and blind panel on

side, IIo4 pages. Price 316. Offering ~bsolutely unique, value. Also bound in
green art linen, decorated with gold and gIlt top. Pnce 5/-.

EXTRA BINDINGS (Prices on Application)
Red Calf. Half Morocco. Half Blue.Calf.
Tree Calf. Half Vellum. Paste Gram.

press anll otber ~ptntons
lIr GLADSTONE said of the" Falstaff Sbakespeare," in a note dated 13th Xov. 1896:-

H Accept my thanks for your courtesy i~ sending me your new a.nd rem&r~a.ble edition. of
:'!hakespeare, wbicb, in itself, gives a startUng p"?,,f of t~e gTO~tresults that Bntlsb enterprlB6
ISable to achieve at the most moderate pnces.-Iours 'ery ~althrully,.(Signed) W. E. GLADSTONE."

" •.. The cbeapest book ever sold ~r money. A book as big as ~ ra~ily. Bible. In all
the populous world or books there is notbmg I1ke thIs impreSSive "'pnnt. - .\ewca.ltk Da,ll!

Ch.To::~cl~.• A marvel of cheapness ... good paper, clean.cut type, and stout binding. "-
Pall Mall Gazelte. t' bo t 't "b' ,

It ••• This remarkable work. T~~re is nO hmg a U l-paper, pnntlOg, "mdmg or
arrangement-to suggest why the new edItIOn should be publi~hed at so Iowa figure. --Star,

" ... Wonderful value .•.. WIll be found a blesamg to tbe eyea when compared 10
cheap editiona in smaller type."-Glalgow Herald, ."

..... One wonders how such a ' balk or "it and wiadom .. thi. Fal.t&lf Edition can
be put out at tho ptice:'-Sc:ot ........



Un/furm In Size with the II Falstaff' Shakespeare"

The Life of Samuel Johnson, LL.D.,
and The Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides. By
JAMES BOSWELL,Esq. Edited, with Notes and a Bio-
graphical Dictionary of the persons named in the work, by
PERCY FITZGERALD,M.A., F.S.A. Author of "The Life
of James Boswell," "Boswell and Croker's Boswell," &c.

This Edition is a reprint of the Sixth Edition, being the last that contains
Malone's corrections and notes issued during his lifetime.

"BOSWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON" is a work that has become so over-
burdened with notes, commentaries, and speculations, that the Editor has
thought it advisable in this edition to include at the foot of the text only the
notes by Boswell himself. Such other notes, with those of his own, as have
l:een deemed necessary by the present Editor will be found at the end of the
volume; as well as SPort biographies of those whose names occur in the work,
arranged in the form of a biographical dictionary, and a somewhat longer one
of Boswell himself.

mustrations-Portrait of Samuel Johusou (Photogravure); Portrait of James Boswell;
"The Round Robin"; Facsimiles of Johnson's Writing; Boswell's Map of the Tour.

Size-Large super royal 8vo, 10! by 7! inches.
Type-Re.set from ~ew Bourgeois Type, and printed with large margins.
Paper-Choice Antique laid.
Title.page printed in red and black.
Bound in green cloth of the best quality, with gold back and gold lettering on side.

In one la.rge, handsome, and well.ilesiglled volume. Price 38. 6d. Otlering absolutely
unique value.

Shakespeare: Pocket Falstaff Edition
Complete in Forty Volumes.

In case, price
I. Hamlet, Prince of Denmark.
2. The Merchant of Venice.
3. Antony and Cleopatra.
4. The First Part of Henry IV.
S. The Second Part of Henry IV.
6. Romeo and Juliet.
7. Othello.
8. Measure for Measure.
9- King Lear.

10. Henry V.
II. A Winter's Tale.
12. Troilus and Cressida.
13. Coriolanus.
14- First Part of Henry VI.
IS. The Second Part of Henry VI.
16. The Third Part of Henry VI.
17. Henry VIII.
18. Richard I I.
19- Cymbeline.
20. A Midsummer Night's Dream.

Bound in cloth and leather.
on application

21. Richard I II.
22. The Tempest.
23. Two Gentlemen of Verona.
24- Macbeth.
25. Twelfth Night.
26. A Comedy of Errors.
27. Much Ado about Nothing.
28. As You Like It.
29- The Taming of the Shrew.
30. The Merry Wives of Windsor.
31. Love's Labour's Lost.
32. Timon of Athens.
33. Julius Cresar.
34. Pericles.
35. All's Well that Ends Well.
36. Sonnets and Poems.
37. Venus and Adonis and the Rape.
38. Titus Andronicus.
39- King John.
40• Glossary and Notes.

SANDS & CO.: EDINBURGH AND LONDON


	page1
	images
	image1
	image2


	page2
	images
	image1


	page3
	page4
	images
	image1


	page5
	titles
	THE 
	RETURN OF 
	ROSA MULHOLLAND 
	1908 


	page6
	titles
	CONTENTS 
	v 


	page7
	titles
	vi 
	CONTENTS 


	page8
	titles
	LIST 
	OF 
	ILLUSTRA TIONS 
	vii 

	tables
	table1


	page9
	titles
	THE RETURN OF 


	page10
	page11
	page12
	page13
	page14
	page15
	page16
	page17
	titles
	, " 


	page18
	titles
	, 


	page19
	page20
	page21
	page22
	page23
	page24
	page25
	titles
	, I ;> " 
	. , " 


	page26
	page27
	titles
	" 


	page28
	page29
	page30
	page31
	page32
	page33
	page34
	page35
	images
	image1


	page36
	page37
	page38
	page39
	page40
	page41
	page42
	page43
	page44
	page45
	page46
	page47
	page48
	page49
	page50
	titles
	, h " h 


	page51
	titles
	, " 


	page52
	images
	image1


	page53
	page54
	page55
	images
	image1


	page56
	page57
	page58
	page59
	page60
	page61
	page62
	page63
	page64
	page65
	page66
	page67
	page68
	page69
	page70
	page71
	page72
	page73
	page74
	page75
	page76
	page77
	titles
	" 


	page78
	page79
	page80
	page81
	page82
	page83
	page84
	page85
	titles
	" 


	page86
	page87
	page88
	page89
	titles
	k h " b '" 


	page90
	page91
	page92
	page93
	page94
	images
	image1


	page95
	page96
	page97
	page98
	page99
	page100
	page101
	page102
	page103
	page104
	page105
	page106
	page107
	page108
	page109
	page110
	page111
	page112
	page113
	page114
	page115
	page116
	page117
	page118
	page119
	titles
	, 


	page120
	page121
	page122
	page123
	page124
	page125
	page126
	page127
	page128
	page129
	page130
	page131
	page132
	page133
	page134
	page135
	page136
	page137
	page138
	page139
	page140
	page141
	page142
	page143
	page144
	page145
	page146
	page147
	page148
	page149
	page150
	page151
	page152
	page153
	page154
	titles
	" 


	page155
	page156
	page157
	page158
	page159
	page160
	page161
	page162
	page163
	page164
	page165
	page166
	page167
	page168
	page169
	page170
	titles
	'b " k 


	page171
	page172
	titles
	j 


	page173
	images
	image1


	page174
	page175
	page176
	page177
	page178
	page179
	page180
	page181
	page182
	titles
	" 


	page183
	page184
	page185
	page186
	page187
	page188
	page189
	titles
	. " 


	page190
	images
	image1


	page191
	titles
	" 


	page192
	page193
	page194
	titles
	. 


	page195
	page196
	page197
	page198
	page199
	page200
	page201
	page202
	page203
	page204
	page205
	page206
	page207
	page208
	page209
	titles
	" 


	page210
	titles
	fi h., " 


	page211
	page212
	page213
	page214
	page215
	page216
	page217
	page218
	page219
	page220
	page221
	page222
	page223
	page224
	page225
	images
	image1


	page226
	page227
	page228
	images
	image1


	page229
	page230
	page231
	page232
	page233
	page234
	page235
	page236
	page237
	page238
	page239
	page240
	page241
	page242
	page243
	page244
	page245
	page246
	page247
	page248
	page249
	page250
	titles
	" 


	page251
	page252
	page253
	page254
	page255
	page256
	page257
	images
	image1


	page258
	page259
	page260
	page261
	page262
	page263
	page264
	page265
	page266
	page267
	page268
	page269
	page270
	page271
	page272
	page273
	page274
	page275
	page276
	page277
	page278
	page279
	page280
	images
	image1


	page281
	page282
	titles
	, " 


	page283
	page284
	page285
	page286
	page287
	page288
	page289
	page290
	page291
	page292
	page293
	page294
	page295
	page296
	page297
	page298
	page299
	images
	image1


	page300
	page301
	page302
	titles
	A SELECTION FROM 
	Messrs SANDS & CO.'S CATALOGUE 
	BIOGRAPHY AND HISTORY 
	THE LIFE OF ST JEROME 
	ROBERT SOUTHWELL: POET AND MARTYR 
	THE CHURCH IN ENGLISH HISTORY 

	images
	image1


	page303
	titles
	Biography and History-continued. 
	MARY THE FIRST, QUEEN OF ENGLAND. By J. M. 
	THE EXTINCTION OF THE ANCIENT HIERARCHY. 


	page304
	titles
	N.OVEI.1S AN.D TAIkES 
	• 

	images
	image1


	page305
	titles
	THE 
	PRIZE 
	SERIES 
	Price 28. 6d. each 


	page306
	titles
	• 
	Price 3/6 New Edition, with Glossary and Not_ Price 3/6 
	THE FALSTAFF SHAKESPEARE 
	<rOIl ten ts 
	EXTRA BINDINGS (Prices on Application) 
	Red Calf. Half Morocco. Half Blue. Calf. 
	Tree Calf. Half Vellum. Paste Gram. 
	press anll otber ~ptntons 


	page307
	titles
	The Life of Samuel Johnson, LL.D., 
	Shakespeare: Pocket Falstaff Edition 
	Complete in Forty Volumes. 
	Bound in cloth and leather. 
	on application 
	SANDS & CO.: EDINBURGH AND LONDON 


	page308
	titles
	--- 

	images
	image1
	image2





