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“Of course, if Home Rule is oblained or“

CHAPTER 1. 3 a good Land Bill T'1l bonefit, I suppose, as

? well as the best of them. They can’t have

“I hope,” said Peter Tahaney to his wife, | a special clause insertqd excluding Peter
Pegaie, as he unfarnessed the mare from { Tahaney.’ This was his methgd of reason-

the car of a cold evening in early spring, §ing. He chuckled at his own exireme wis-
“that Sheila will content herself at her | dom, and his neighbours’ folly.

studies and be a good girl. The nuns seem | Peoter had only one child, #heila, ;0f’

o be of the right sort, too. The MotHer § whom hé intended to make a lady. To-
‘Superior i¢ an Eanglishwoman, and that's [ day he had left her in a “high-class” con-
something.” _ ivent in the county town, having just re-

“She is,”” briefly replied Peggie. The ! turned after the journey; and to do poor
mare gave a joyful whinny on hearing the ! little Sheila justice, who wgs in her four
sweet, gentle voice of her mistress. “Pn’tt teenth year, she was the makings of as
her into“the stable, Peter, and T'll get ! pretty a wee lady as evet' the sun shone
Larry to bring her a warm oatmeal drink. , upon. For these amiable and noble indica-
Don't delay, your tea is ready.” i tions she had little fo thank her “papa”
~ Peter Tahaney was a strong farmen, He | far v
had married late in life, lmd’

“THe house will scem deserted without

even then nunder protest, though? Sheila,” said Peggy, trying to suppress a|.

his wife, Peggie Scanlan, was | sigh, for Peter detested any weak show of
the wisest and at the same time the most ; femininity. fhe sipped her  tea and
lovable girl in her native parish of Cor- | awaited her lord's speech.

mucklety. Peter was a worldly man; up “It's trne we'll miss her greatly; bnt .

e%’}y and down late—industrious, it is | then she'd never become anything here
tfue, but close-fisted and mean. He was | with us. She was fast losing the little
never known' to pay a shilling to the Land | she had learned from Master Geraghty.”

TLeagne, or any other leagne for the matter } “PDeéd an’ 1 was grieved to have her
of that. And the neighbours avétred he | here about the house feeding calves and

never attended s political meeting of any | fiigs, and slopping in and out like Mary

| sort—indeed, any meeting, gathering, dis- | Anne there for the last year, but I couldn’t

cussion, or business that had no bargain- { resign myself to let her go so {ar away as
driving or ready money in it he carefuly { the Convent of Notre Dame.” ’
avoided. On this account he was called a “And is it to the miserable little conven

ﬁmidl man, and by this simple method there beyant at Ballinfull you'd have me
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- send._her, where I believe they're only all

Innhwomwf Bah | what oonld they teach

;m‘n 4 -'_,

',-.*Wd teach. her a good deal, #nd then

- she'd be near me.: I could run over to' see

hg-‘ oceednnally ~RPEAE <.
lm'a.good&f}nnghl They'd.

tg,lnsh—don,t 4they pride them-
i ﬁlm _in that respect!.
»Apd does . Sheila want. of

_guch &me, which nobody speaks or
* bothers about except Biddy Ruadh and

" Niece company for Sheila, in

.' l’oﬂ' Peggy was silent. She knew J’Jer
‘ kib nd'g dislike. of the, good Irish nuns of.
nfull, who were bravely strugglipg to_
® hne to lugh and ;bt.npt.xc ideals. Peter

l ”F% ' meswn—mdmdeteg-
'. . sl - NO 2N A i A

k’ 'I’hey’dtaachherh-ishmgaml’—oul’
yrgm es—yith - nglther ginse nor mean-

ﬁe'n Jeath ‘to play ﬂe puﬂo and the mans

mw‘renoh Geyman, Latin,” Greek, and, I
th‘nk, Hebrew, The Mother Superior, BS

w ig-an Eng hﬁvomm of high birth—
ughter of a lord, so Father Hargidan
told - me—and there is no fear d Sheila
'Eqm(ng out with @ brogue,’.

+ Tea’over, Peter arose and went out. His
\% busied herself about the house, ever
, i pf har only and deaﬂy beloved
m d,"whe for tke ﬁnt ﬁngmhbm fmm
L $4viall Hofe,” ‘said @ shrill, funver-
lg voice in Irish from tha doorway.

ded tho

P"Wlsha, is it yanseﬂ that's in it, Biddy—
_ e in An\d,yonre welcome.”’
"1 know that, ma'am,’ said Biddy, as
proached the fire and took a seaf,
y&m in Irish, for Biddy had a
Fboiyen,ng ‘scorn for the. Beutla. . .- ...
- “A_nght , you ktiow I M’t uﬁder
d enough to converss ‘with you."”
3 “Aye,” retorted the beggu-ibmn, for
;ﬂm}‘&u her professwn, and & peaking now
in anhnh ¢ butwhpbh s 1 heprofymrr
‘onding Sheila, the swoetest girleen  I've
‘ever met m lﬂl m wandenngn. to be

..° :

ttﬁ ad f Kane’ ha
s oo,no 5 deqﬁhy "'?asmstan‘beof “¢hat mad son of Kane's,”

&nlw;,nd sa for languages, shelllihave.

Qns
womun & the house in the sa o language. |

..ﬂn' bst] tion
our rarﬂm'eom;“ W“"

will be dmppomted * And, laughing a
\Qd, derisive laugh, Biddy Ruadh arose
and departed.

The night grew bitterly cold. ~ The blast
shrilly whistled throngh the ruinous cre-
vices of Behy Castle, and rustled the ivy
that clung to ¥t in its deea A sad and
lonely picture it presem the full

yét mot uddeti of lonelier than

drooping figure of Biddy Ruadh
udxewendedhervaysloﬂymitsdhc-
tion, Here by its massive western wall
\a little hut for herself, with

as Brian Kane was otﬂed by Peter Ta-
haney. .+ .

1 'ondbr,’.’ qb thonght, “will my son
Brian be here before meé. Tve been away
thgge“threé and perhaps he doesn't
expect my retu.rn—-the retarn of his Caith-

|1een nee Houlihan, as he jocosely calls me.

Yet how tmie the likeness after all. What
is she but what | am—3a ar. old,

| shrivelled, staryed, and ragged ) The rich

turn her from their doors, as they do me
the poor.give her f their poverty. She has
no home, neither have I. = Almost all have
deserted her, as.my own children have de-

serted me.”” The long self-communion
brought the Jone wayfarer to- t.he door of
the wretched, improvised shelter

“A hundred thqusaldl*wel belon
you, mother,™ waid Brian ' Triak,”
rising respoctfully .k%.bo old woman en-
tered, and tookltho geat he had vacated to
her, WA freshly-lighted fire was burn-
ing cheerfully.

“Thank you, my brave sam, Brian, dld
you expect my, coming [

“1 did 3 Iamdnylpupcnd!onymr
mg " ‘

_ “How's thlﬁ. avie?? 4. '. ‘
"“Oh, T'm here every n);lm till Bedtime.
I sit by the fire and read..” |

“But this m a poor and lonely place for 1
one so young.”

“Not lonely, nor is it poor.”

“How so, Briant"

“«“Maybe “twas only fancy, but as I read
and read on last-night in that old book
you lént me i felt a strange unearthly
thrill come over me. I think I slumbered.
There was & load trumpet call—sweet and
piercing—I can hear it now! The Castle
here was brigh illaminated ; there were
cheers and counter cheers. There was the
clash of steel, the neighing of horses, the
wild huma ©f Dbattle ' smote on
myom‘![hurd“thecry'm
Irish—*“Ar "¥on " nd WRirédann! Ar son
na h-Wireann !  ‘And then methought the
dint of strife sounded farther and farther
oft, Wy ‘sweot music and song in-

that of long, flowing beard whom I

took hh&}?i. QN Q-_Q bringing home?’ | Il
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Ho smiled dnd answered wimplys ‘Child® |
have you slept? The Stmngers aro'ronta,
Caithleen nee Houlihan is | agsin ;’
and then methought he touwched
' and. sang. I awaited her m Oh,
how shall T tell of thosé moments of jubita-
tion -and expeehhml ‘Here comes hersell,”
said I, and 1. not suppress a smile as
I uttered: th words, ‘my Caithleen nee
Hm{hl;an who used hvesm a little but
the side of this zvery castle, then a

f¥, deccy‘lngmemmtodmmtgpa# .
neug,‘ 1 td meet , bat. as i.(‘by'a.
magic—how transf ;t.ion m ef-"
focted pa sy - un mg—who
bl T i 7 bat-but—>

“Biit “Whom 7" quened Biddy Ruadh. id
bated hreath “I can tell you.”

"ﬂheﬁa Msﬂoy!‘ e D X a1

The yoting man looked down tohﬁ the f
hot flush that suffused his cheek.

#You did not dream, my son; all shall | ,
come o pags as you have just told. The !
Strn;g shall be routed;, and Ourt.hlean
nee Houlihan—young, glonou. fall of life,
hope, andybeauty, as Sheila Tahaney, God
bleds the girleen ! is full of these atiributes ‘
and virtues—again our Queen, our pride,
and the glory of the world?” {

Neither spoke for a time—both looking
fintently into the fire. The wind soughed 4
and’ moaned outside around the old castle, i
dying #way in & melancholy rune as the i

M maon ascended the heayens. W queer
dungh these—boy and hag! What secret
bond hbldt two such so closély together? i
The great tie of fellowship, the glamour of
‘4 common love, tho!ightthtlhhuﬂb‘ms
the brow and of her they call Caith-
fﬁtﬁw Houml S 4

“Now, Bid, it's nigh time I departed.”™
Brian stood aup and prepared to leave.

" “Stay here a mothent, son. Here is '
“another ald book of good Irish, I believe, .
for 'twas Conchubhar (VGilligaun, the bard .
and sean&chie, that wrote it. [ told ym‘tho
story of Conchabhar last week, yor remem.-
ber. And listen! T've pxckod up thh;
song over by Yiyney.”

She sang in a plaintive, low tome. He
listened attentively, ther attempted it him-
self, and finally taking out pencil and
‘paper, wrote it down from her dictation. |

1

|
|
/

/

‘ mm‘nn Lo .
Shawn Kane—Brian's faﬁhur—-hnd in e
small house, which’ was' situated on Peter |
Tahaney’'s land, and on the edge of Cloon-
ﬁlﬁrg- bog “Shawn was almost constan
emglo;ed by Peter 38 & workman abont
Mﬁ o Hinself: ndlmgooa'ﬁh
ﬂn&v Mmathr to support 4 weak

S 1

-could not cope with them intellectually.
As Mr. Geraghty, the schoolmaster, used
to put it, “one Kane was worth a shipload
of Kellys, Reillys, Doogans, and Keilys.”
Brian was the second eldest, and inclined
to be delicate: He was his mother's
favourite, and a source of much anxiety
to her. on account of his studious leaning.
“He’ll undermine his health,” were her
oft-repeated words of concern. She felt a
growing dislike towards Biddy Ruadh as

| she observed the strong influence the

beggarwoman, who was not, it must be ad-
mitted, supposed to be in her right mind—
was gaining over her sensitive boy. “With
her strange stories and old books she has
bewitched my son~——." Mrs. Kane stoppad
in the litany of her wrongs as she observed
rthe object of her solicitude and love coming

5
-~

aap the pathway. When he stood beside.

her in the low door of the cottage she said :

“Brian, why do you devote so much time

to these old stories and songs of Biddy
Ruadh 7"’
. “Oh, mother, T cannot help it. My soul
is enthralled. I cannot sleep, but these
weird and beantiful stories are for ever
unning in my head. And my ears are
filled with the music of our people.”

“But last night Brian you stayed late
over by the old castle with that—that—
evil-tongued, scornful hag, Biddy Ruadh.”
~ “Don’t speak so harshly “of her, dear
‘mother. She is not evil-tongued, but sweet-
[tongued to those who know her as I do.
‘And all her scormn is for the mean-souled
bloodless cowards who deny the land of
itheir birth and are forever apologising for
their very existence. Her scorn for those
is not greater than mine.”

“Peter Tahaney dislikes Biddy—she has
dared, he says, to condemn his sending
of Sheila to a big convent in tie town ; and
he told your father, Brian, to xeep you qut
‘of Biddy's company."”

Brian smiled and awaited his mothors
further ‘words.

“And is it true that Biddy has coupled
your name with Sheila Tahaney's 7"’

“Surely there can't be any harm in
' that,”” said Brian timidly, as a blush stole
over his fine pale features, “she is placed
by her parents’ wealth and position too far
above me."” |

“Yes, 'that is so Brian. Do not listen to
Biddy Ruadh if she speaks to you of Sheila
again. This little house and garden be-
long to Peter Tahaney. He would turn
us out at any moment if his harsh and
stubborn disposition was roused to anger,
and, left without a home and employment,
wo were a pitiable sight indeed.”

Brian felt the force of his mother's argn-
- ment. The wild dreams he had builded
’npon the words of Biddy Ruadh *faded

|

‘away, and sorrowiully he entered the |
cabin. l
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| And what gifted boy ‘would not have the | this sum were, of course, to give up their
- same day dreams as Brian Kanel True.| title in the land to Sheila ,and her hus-
| before the night in the improvised shelter || band, retaining, however, certain small
by the ruins of Behy Castle, the possibility | rights, so that in the event of disagreement
of winning Sheila Tahaney never entered || with the son-in-law they would not be
his head. Too much taken up with old kturned out on the roadside. |
stories and songs, gathered from the peopleft™ o Jﬂ . . 3
of the neighbourhood who spoke Irish “There is everty appearance of a fiercd
fluently, he was ever looked upon as a shy, rm to-night, Brian, to crown the terrible
quiet boy. /The wild, rollicking dance, the_‘ week of rain we have had,”” said old Shawn
tipsy spree, the disorderly wake, repelléd | Kane from the open door. “Come out Al y
we secure the little bit o’ hay with an extra’

his gentle “and lofty mature. He
had no companions among the boys of his| rope or two, and I think we'd do worse
! than put some weights on the thatch.” A€

own age, and would sit night after night
in old Miley Kilcoyne's chimney nook lis- | hie spoke the wind blew furiously outside,
tening attentively to every word that was | roaring and carcering madly. Big drops of
gaid. 0Old Miley was & noted Fenian, and | rain pelted against the window panes.
though now in his eightieth year, ag fiery | Brian rose up, leaving aside a book he had’
as a youth of twenty filled with high ideals. || been reading, and went out with his father.
Brian Kane's young blood was stirred by “Wisha. God protect any poor people at
all he heaid, and he soon ceased to speak| sea to-night,” reverently prayed Mrs.
English altogether, to the great disgust of | Kane, “it's preparing for a fierce storm.
Master Geraghty, who had intended to ' The wind blew from that part—over across{
train him for the Englich Civil Service, | Johnny Fahy's brae—¥x on the night of the
along with George Rowlett's son, and the’) awful hurricane and rain twenty years
J Ind of the Scanlan’s from over by Carrow- .ago.”
nanty. ikt “Didn’t the river flow over the road at”
"‘It’s‘a grand opening for smart youngj Behy Bridge that year, mother §” queried
follows,” said the master to.old Shawn | little Una from the corner. She had often
' Kane outside the chapel door one Sunday | heard her parents tell of that event.
after Mass. . . “Yes, Una, child. Your brother Brian
«But, God help your foolish head, Mr.| was born that very night, and I've often

(Geraghty, that Brian of mine would rather | said that although he came with the storm

beg from: door to deor along with "Biddy | he’s the meekest,child in the house, barri:
Ruadh and sing balladr to tHe birds than| yourself, alanna.”

|

enter the English army.” & ~ Here Una, opemir%-wide her big, soft -'
| «Not the English. army, sir—the Civil} blue eyes, arose an nestled her ~golden
Serviece,” head on her fmother’s breast. The father

«All the same—-all the same, so Brian} and Brian returned, ,ba latter without be-
| says, and I'm inclined to believe him."’ h‘w saying : :

“Very well, have your own opinion, Mr. | “T must go oOver o see Ppoor Biddy
Kane," retorted the schooln aster, as he | Ruasdh. I fear she’ll be lost to-night if we
walked sway, grievously hur! that so pro-ji cannot find a place for her here.” .
mising a youth as Brian Kane couldn’t be | Nearing the old castle he et Larry
induced to join his Civil Service evening || Weitazi, 'Larry was Peter Tahaney's l::oy,
class. conducted at the very moderate sum § and wad just returning after placing the
Jof thirty shillings a quarter per pupil, § outlying stock in a sheltered place, and
payable in advance, | giving them & pood supply of hay for the

Brian was now rapidly gaining notoriety. fauight xh
He was winner oi scveral prizes at local | “This will be a might tob'ellolng remem-
feiseanna for fiddle-playing, story-telling, {“bered, Brian,” shouted Larry, for the wind
and  essay-wriling. He had oven | and rain necessitat8ff his using his lung
been  successful at the  Oireachtas power. “And - where, in God’s name, are
in, Dublin in the Oratory com-jjyou going 1™
petition, as well as , Jhers. Hi‘s words “Over to see old Biddy Ruadh.”
wore so spontaneous and forcible, and de-| %“Ah, ghgfll'bé all rightt Th' oul” boy
livered with such evident conviction that |‘Jooks #fte¥ his own.”
the adjndicators were surprised that one| The storm w gaﬂmrfng strength. The
g0 young could so readily master the art of | trees bent befd¥e its fury. Tdghtning flashed
| public speaking. - incessantly, and the loud thunder kept up
| A year had passed since Sheila Tahaney | a deaféning roat. The rain mow fell in
' went to the Convent. 'Twas said that she 4orrents. Yarry and Brian took refuge in
~wag, coming home, and that she wouldn't| an o 8 near bl. e
i yoturn ; that her father and mother were L H“gGod ¢ a8t imed Brian, mak-
_anxious to have her married to Bernard]ing the sign of the Cross as the lightning
Tighe, of Farnaharpy, whose father was a W"" 4 patlrways in the terrible sky.

shopkeeper,and able to put down five or} ~The fmaster and Sheila are coming home

gix hundred pounrs. The qld people for} to-might, I -

(PN S o

i Ty ~ | stay in the B " paid Larry,
and shout an),” sped as
fast as B would carry him.

 The piver was rising rapidly, and ds
Brian padsed was'up to the height of the
W o S T
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| “it, may have swept away the hridge.
" are scarcely safe here, but as yon will not

i ©ld Biddy Ruadh sat crooning over a few

bright embers as Brian entered. She looked
npmdmxledma'ﬁ»’ﬂnmdldnotco
prehend.

 “Ah, welcome, gon,” she ¢ried. "Ydu
come, feamng lest the storm, o the river,’
or the devil would carry away your Caith:
leen nee Houlihan,” and laughing wildly,
she stood up and looked out. A

“It's a dangerous night, Bid. God guitﬁ
all travellers!”

“Amen, Brian. T was mdmg your for~
tune in the firé as you came in. There is
imminent danger in store for you by water
—and for others. 1 couldn't for a long
time make out whether you were to survive
the ordeal or not—the cross of Christ
about us, Brian!"

The old woman, with blanched and hor
rible features, drew hastily back. The space
in front of the old castle was lighted up
with the awful glare of repeated lightning
flashes. Both instinctively drew closely to-

gether. She caught his hands firmly. “Be
brave, Brian, my son, be brave,” she mnt-

tered, and drawing him towards the firee}

on the hea ated herself beside himi
Brian feltathe terrific majesty and gra
deur of the night—for in no other light

Biddy’s senility.

we'll gun_agoss thd Telds
'I'hnr is po Jxelber r such & }ught.'
“Laull,” Brian! Nd/'lull will come HIN

my words are fulfilled. You cannot know
how near your hour of trial is.”

~ He thought she was gone mad; these
were not the words of a sanegperson.

The storm did not abate ; rather did it

seem to grow worse. ﬁnnlmke&oixt.
“The river flows over the road,” said he;

We

come with me, I must stay with you.”
Merciless night! And yet Brian oduld

I not help repeating the rapturous lines of
- Byron:

“Most glorious night!

Thou wert not sent for slumber! Let me be

A sharer in thy fierce and far delight—
A portion of the temrast and of thee!"

m.cry—ssmtmbomeonﬂmareeﬁng
winds.

Old Peter Tahaney, taking his daughter

| Sheila home on the car from the Convent,

had, owing to the deafening and confusing

-effects of the storm, driven into the river—

the bridge over which had been partially

swept away by the increased and turbulent
flow of water.

“Up! up! Brian,® shouted the old wizard, ‘

Biddy Ruadh, as, grasping him by the coat-

collar, she roused him from the M-

slumher itke

obeyed the summons, and, rushing towards
the broken bridge, from whence cries were
borne on the wind, dashed heedlessly into
the dark, treacherous, swollen river. The
noble boy was being carried like a leaf on
the besom of the furious torrent, but,
lnchly coming in contact with a project-

ing portion of the broken arch, was saved |

B ....‘-A...J.a Dl . Al Al
’
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could he view it—was too awesome for poor | ﬂ E !
“You must come over to our hoase to- ES (20
night Bid,” mq he. “When & lull comes |

from a cold, watery death. Some of the
neighbours had now gathered, having been
speedily roused by Biddy Ruadh. By thé
aid of ropes, and a rude contrivance of &

boat dexterously managed, poor Sheila Ta-
haney was saved ; but for days remained

in bed sufferifig from severe shock. Her|

father was drovned.

'l‘ha old old’ ltory 'l‘he fdfy-talo end- -

ing. LAndnow Sheila Tahaney is a mothet
—~her baby boy is named Connor O'Kane,
or, more properly, as Brian calls him, and
so, too, does his mother—Conchubhar

O Oathain. Sheila speaks Irish, and nol

word of Beurla is ever heard in that house-
hold.
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