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WHERE FALLS THE TRISH DEW.

[Copyright, 1894, All rights reserved.]
L
A MOUNTAIN STILL.

Between the upper waters of the Shan-
non and the Atlantic Ocean are desolate
bogs, reaches of hideous, verdureless
rocks, lakes of silence and mystery, tarns
dark and gloomy and drear, mountains
around which eyer flit gray specters of
the mist, and here and there silent old
ruins, lordly modern castles almost as
lone and lifeless, and hut and cabin with
just enough of the old Irish race left in
them to intensify the desolation brooding
upon the countless deserted habitations
of a once happy peasautry.

This is Codnaught, once a kingdom
under the anecient Irish heptarchy, and,
since the visit of Cromwell, universally
known as that portion of Ireland, *‘geo-
graphically west of the law.”” 'I'he pictu-
resque old city of Galway is its metropo-
lis, the outlying Arran Islands and Con-
namara are its wildest and most desolate
districts, and among the countless shore-
girding islands and islets, and in the
mountain regions of the latter are the
bouses of the fisher folk, the kelp and
turf gatherers, the Knitters, weavers,
*“nappers’’ and ‘‘tuckers” of the famous
West of Ireland woolens, and of those
who deem it no sin to erack the pate or
any mutherin’ exciseman, whose undue
vigilance in the search of gently sim-
mering potheen still lures him too close
to mountain eeries where fails the Irish
dew,

High up there above ancient Toom-
beola, upon a mighty cliit side overhang-
ing an zlmost soundless lough, whose
waters were blue-black as burnished
steel, floated out upon the stillness of this
early spring morning the unmistakable
notes of Irish song.

It was not a tune of even flow, but it
came in bits and breaks asjif some stern-
er thing than song let out the bars and
siaves in spite of, rather than on account
of, the weightier immediate impuise, It
was the voice of a woman, of a maiden,
too, pitched with daring for the
melodious voice that it was, and now and
then explosive with the vigor of some
earnest conviction behind:

Ye lasses and bucks lave off’ yer sly looks

W Lile I sing of one Thady U Brady—
M-m-m—yeogh-h-h—Eh-am-m-m— O-ho
—Brady! An’ me toes peepin’ o’er at th’
soles 0’ me shoes th’ bitter winter long,
an’ me huir aiten by rats, slapein’ outside
an’ watchin’ th? divil’s own gauger’s, an’
th’ dear auld mother consumin’ th’ po-
reens an’ all, buyin’ masses tur th’ dear
father that fell out th’ curragh beside
Arran lIsle wid all that jewel o’ brew,
may th’ saints light his path in glory th’
day!—

Who courtea Miss Reilly sosnugan’soslyly—
an’ its so snug an’ so slyly I'm thramp-
in’ t* Roundstone an’ Galway wid th’
first shots an’ singlin’s o’ potheen, agin
ti’ law, an’ sitlin’ among th’ fishwives
an’ Claddagh shammers th’ whole day
fur th’ matler ¢’ thruppence th’ journey,
widout food passin’ my lips, like a goat
gitin’ trees an’ air—
Determined to make her hislady,
.]usti before he'd begin to cominit that great
sin—
an’ Dan Madigan, ti’ heartsome lad he
is! a worritin’ e life in and out agin wid
his love-makin’, but he’s a brave one,
thin, an’ his warnin’s o’ th’ gaugerssayz-
in’ th’ sthill an’ layin’ th’ dear auld
mothei?s bones in Galway jail, sure it's a
warmer bed anny day t'han these wet
rocks, until me heart’s broke wid trouble
entirely—

Which the clargy they call matrimony—
th’ divil take Ireland an’ thim that’s
holdin’ far it, when a daycent girl finds
no honest labor but marryin’ ¢’ kape soul
an’ body together—

His furniture all he would tell at one call,
That he’d give to his own darlin’ honey—
an’ so would Dan Madigan, if 1 could be-
lave his swate blarney! Oh, it’s a great
lady he’d make o’ me in his illegant inn,
which he lays oath he’s got alone fur th’
love o’ Elie Dreen—that’'s me, or what’s
left o’ me, wid th’ beggarly life I’ lead-
in’ wid tk’ nappin’ an’ tuckin’ an’ sthill
th’ auld mother says she an’ Nora an’
Maureen ’ll nivir be lavin’—Howly

mother o' Moses!—what’s tnat?”’

A rock as big as Elie Dreen’s preity
head bad come crashing through the
cabin roof and fallen upon thy huge stone
slab wiere she had been vigoreusly beat-
ing or ‘‘tucking’’ the flannel of Conna-
mara,while singing her song about Thady
O’Brady and innocently relieving her
troubled heart.

After her first moment of surprise the
girl simply gave the fallen rock a guiet
glance or two, grasped an old horse shoe
that lay upon the tucking table, and after
giving a 1ew sharp sirokes to the rock
beneath ber feet which sent back hol-
low, ringing sounds, glided out of the
hut to speed swiftly up the mountain side
above.

It was the oldest Irish cabin that man
ever entered. The little structure was
built against an almost precipitous rock

of shell-like, shingly rock, being laid
above rafters of larch tree trunks, run-
ning from holes chiseled in the ledge, to
the single side wall of rudely piled stones.
The light entered at doors in the ends and
from tiny side windows, A fireplace was
built against the ledge, a hole in the roof |
above served as chimney, and beyond
the chimney, against a dark corner, were
a few bunks where the hardy women
slept, fearless of all harm save that from
prowling gaugers’ eyes.

A parrow boreen, or mountain path, in
front of the cabin wound along a proiect-
ing shelving of the rock, which rose
straight and gray as a giant, centuries-old
wall hundreds of feet above shadowy
lough below. Across this path, which
became almost a roadway further down
the mountain side, direcitly in front of
the hut, a little rivulet ran singing for a
moment and then fellin a tiny, feathery
veil of spray over the jagged edge of the
precipice. Curiously, too, it trickled
irom the crag above, within the cabin
jiself, and found its way across the stone
floor and beuneath the side wall along a
sinuoaus little runlet cut for it out of the |
solid rock.

@ To even practiced eyes the curious
place was only a Connamara “tuckmiall’
where the wondrous flannel of the region
js shrunk, thickened or ‘‘tucked” by
pounding, while wet, with huge wooden
hammers or mallets, in the bhands of
brawny Irish lasses and women. Bat it
was more than this, for suddenly from
beneath where Elie had stood a thin slab

of stone was cautiously upraised. Hands,
arms and the scraggy head of a woman
followed this, while the fumes of peat, of
true potheen and of simmering barley
mash came along with the thin old locks
and the thin old frame from out the mys-
terious cavern below,

““‘Nora?—Maureen? Quick, now, an’
whist, aiveks,” exclaimed mother Dreen,
calling excitedly down the dark aper-
ture, as her frightened eyes discerned the
rent in the roof and the rock upon the |
tucking table. |

Up they came pell mell, two as fine |
and strapping lasses as ever lcoked |
bravely underneath ravishingly long |
lashes out of winsome Irish eyes, or |
‘“‘stepped out’ like queens beneath jaunty |
braideens when the fiddles put the mis- |
chief in their own and the Counaught |
lads’ nimnble heels. {

‘‘Be aisy, mother dear,” came sooth-
ingly from Nora; “it’s but th’ frost and
th’ wind playin’ th’ leprachaun above.”

*What's ailin’ an’ what’'s done?’”’ came
from Maureen, last to gain her footing
upon the cabin floor,

*It’s not what’s done, darlints dear,”
said the woman mournfully, *it’s what’s
doin’. IVs th’ great harm that’s comin’.
Och, murther!—luk at th’ stone!”

She pointed with trembling fingers to |
the rock upon the tucking tabic. Upon
one side was the word **Gauger’’ painted |
in black., Friendly as was the warning, |
mother Dreen was beside herself with |
fear, She sank into the corner by the!
tireplace, rocking and moaning pite- |
ously, while the girls, comforting her |
as best they could, set to mending the |
broken tiles, and then to pounding Lhoi

cloth upon the table as assidiously as
though their hands never knew other em-
ployinent.

Elie soon returned. She was panting
from running and clambering, and her |
face was full of a foreboding which could |
not be hidden by her all forgivable tales |
to soothe the dear old mother there.

“] ran ¢ th’ peak, but not sight nor
sound did I get. Sure, mother dear, it's
only a joke by wan o’ th’ byes!”’

“Manim a Vea agus a wurran!”’
soul to God and the Virgin) she moaned
and muttered, sbaking her poor old head |
ruelully.

**Och, thin, we’'re all born but not
buried, mother dear,” pleaded Elie coax-
ingly.

*Willelu! willelu! It’s twice now
I’'ve heard th’ banshee’s wailin’ ecry.
Whin th’ third comes, avicks, it’s th’
great sorrow’ll come after; sorrow like
me poor Phadric loppin’ o’er th’ curragh
side—swate, bad luck U th’ blackmouth
gauger min! An’ me a lone shinadhree
(thin, weazened body) an’ me back bint
doubile wid toil an’ dunuus (mischievous
misfortune). Och, an’ wilielu!”

‘““I'here, there, mother, dear, don’t be
frettin’ above th’ day ye niver saw,”
persisted the tender-hearted KElie, kiss-
ing and patting the troubled face caress-
ingly.

‘I'ne poor old body would not be com-
forted at once, and gave way to the dens-
est Gaelic and keenest lamentations,
while the girls worked vigorously, in
time gradually sbhaming and soothing
her out of her grief; but Elie, after many
a grave and warning wink at her sisters,
descended into the cavern with Nora,
and there, while busying herself about
the brew, confessed with tears and mis-
givings that her eyes had really seen a
figure skulking cautiously down the
other side of the mountain toward Round-

tone and the sea.

It the cabin above was a curious place,
it was a still stranger place in which Klie
and Nora were now toiling, while ex-
changing their saddening surmrises and
fears. Some convulsion of nature had
opened a large fissure in the solid rock,
forming a cone-shaped apartinent, per-
baps twenty feet broad at the base. 'T'he
floor of the tuckmill above was reached
by a ladder to the edge of the hole beneath
the tucking table, which openming was
neatly fitted with a thin piece of tlagging.
Light came in and sinoke went out
through an opening at the side of the
cliti apove the lough. Over this the little
rill fell in such a veiling spray as to ren-
der detection of the cavern, or of smoke
issuing from it, wholly impossible.

Two clumsy caldron ketules, with tin |
covers, sealed with clay, were set on
bowlders above smoldering fires of peat.
Tin pipes led from the caldrons to the
still-worms, which were coiled in huge
tubs of ice-cold water, and from the
mouth of the worms white and sparkling
potheen trickled into little half-gallon
jugs beneath, while in a dark corner |
were tiny kegs tilled with the colorless
but powerful spirit and sacks of barley
and ol oats,

All the folk or this wild region are
“agin the law.” This to them legalizes
potheen making with all its dangers and
1its dreads. Desides, how could a mar-
riage, a birth, & christening, or a wake,
be celebrated, a Iriend welcomed, or |
given speed, or any grief or joy be |
“drowned or lifted,” without a drop of |
the blessed potheen, the Irishman’s right |
since long before the flood? Millia, mur- |
ther, the heart that cannot sofien to the |
wretched needs and shifts of such as |
these, deserves no gladdening joy or
tender sorrow of its own!

**Ah, Nora, dear, iU's a sorra life we're
leadin’ here,” sighed IKlie, pressing the
clay between the cover and the steaming
caldron.

*1t's all that, Elie, dear,’ replied Nora,
replacing a jug beneath the trickling
worii. “What's got o’er th’ divil’s
back 1s sure  go oft under it, thin?”?

*“I'rue for ye, Nora: but we must kape
grier from th’ ould mothier’s heart as long
as iver we can. Oh, wurra, wurra, wid
livin’ at alll But, Nora, dear, what
wud we do if th’ gaugers do be comin’,
thin?”’

‘“iI'h’ gaugers—comin’?”’ Nora's eyes
were tlasbing now. *'Thim divil’s gaug-
ers come here v’ kill us ail wid 1areer
gairh (overwhelming inisiortune) en-
tirely?”’

The excited girl led Elie to the aper-
ture beneatu lne tiny waterfall, and
pointed downward. 1t was five hun- |
dred feet to the dark waters of the lough
below.

My |

1§ 3
IN OLD GALWAY.

Down through the very center of old
Galway rushes the River Corrib to the
sea from the weird, castle-lined, mount-
ain-hemmed Lake Cbrrib above. On
either side are ancient nills, now erum-
bling and deserted, full of arches and
dark recesses like dank cloisters in old
abbey ruins, where the water lhat once
moved the tireless wheels frets and scolds
among the shadowy silences, as ii moan-
ingly ecalling the dead activities to re-
awakened life.

Deep in the ancient city’s narrow
wyvnds are arch gigantic, corbel-huge and
gargoyled and balconied lattice work as
light and graceful as theugh the foamn of

| discover it.
| Known,

the sea, or a mass of spectral ferns, had
been flung into tremendous walls by
fairy architects of a night, In silent
courts are mullioned windows, sculpt-
ured gateways, bastioned angles, iron
wicket work and early moresque tilings,
that awaken historic memories of the
Spaniards and Moorish merchants that
once were here.

Over among the Claddagh men, those
wondrous fishers of the Irish western
coast, you will find the kinkly hair,
the closely curling beard and the broad
foreheads of the pescadores of Barcelona,
and as their glittering harvests of the sea
are brought to the rotting quays, while
they chatter and smile 1n the morning
sun, you will see the hairy breasts, the
pearly teeth and the languorous, half-sad
gleam of eyes which are found upon the
southern coast of old Castile.

If itis early morning, underneath the
gray of the arches you will come upon
groups of women, swarth and dark, with
skin and eyes and hair that hint of taint
of Latin blood. They crouch together
upon the pavement, their faces almost in-
visible, the smoke of their pipes curling
out of their braideen hoods.

These are the Galway fishwives wait-
ing for the landing of the fish upon the
quay. If any are mothers you cannot
If any are wives it is not
If any ever loved, or knew the
bome as we know it, it cannot be ascer-
tained. Here they are, as they have
been from generation to generation,
a wild, tender, savage, merry, lawless,
honest mob, dressed, or half dressed, as
females, grotesquely different from
women, radiantly indifferent to either
man or woman,and incomparably braver
and more enduring than the sturdiest,
hardiest of men.

And it is Elie Dreen who, having
walked all night over the old coast road
of stone from Toombeola hights, with
the endless knitting in her hands and the
back-breaking load beneath her black
braideen, is now passing from group to
group among them, accompanied by

| tinkling sounds of long lingering Irish

lips, to keep the grief and dread of want

| from mother Dreen’s heart, away back

there in the grewsome home beside the
still, while *‘rising” the hearts of the
Galway fishwives for their labors.of the
day.

Over beyond the ancient city squarein a
quiet side street behind where thedrowsy
posting stations are, stands a two-story,
dormer-windowed structure, quaint and
sweet and old. On this March morning
its shutters were drawn, though the
brand new sign of *Madigan’s Inn”
glittered like a gaudy mockery in green
and gold above its door of Irish oak,

It 1s because the clergy in the west of
Ireland are more sympatheticaily close
to the affairs and the hearts of the people
than elsewhere in all the Green lsloe, that
alter young Dan Madigan had turned
the key 1n the lock of the inn door, hav-
ing just left the silent hostelry with the
young parish priest, his boyhood friend,
that the two walked away arm in arm,

{ Dban Madigan’s face, renowned for beam-

ing kindness, now overcast with vexati-
ous irowns, and Father Hobson’s, grave
enough with sympathy, and not wholly
free from a roguish twinkle of the eyes.

*“*Tin year on the Galway foorce lurkin’
fur poachers, slatherin’ up an’ down th’
coorts an’ alleys fur thramps, separatin’
Claddagh brawlers an’ bearin’ thim divils
o' fishwives’ blistherin’ tongues, wid
serimpin’ an’ savin’ like a miser, built
this nest fur Elie, dear, wid two hundred
pound in th’ stocks ¥’ nurse it t’ a thriv-
in’ wrade, Father Hobson,”” came as a
rueful outburst from Dan Madigan’s
lips.

**And Elie Dreen ’ll not come to that
elegant home, then? It's a great pity for
you, Dan,”” answered Father Hobson,
comfortingly.

**Indade an’she’ll not, I've implored
an’ entrayted her th’ three month gone.
I got her once as fur asth’ dure, ‘I’ll
not go in, Dan,’ says she; *I’'ll not go in.
Ye'd come it o’er me entirely wid yer
swate spache ar’ yer finery. Th’ poor
ould mother nades me worser nor you,
Dan?’ An’ wid that she broke an’
scampered away like a mad hare. Och,
Fatber Hobson, I’m done fur widout Elie
Dreen!”

*You might leave off the ‘Father’ when
we're by ourselves, Dan?’’ said the young
priest kindly.

“Is it Teddy, thin, your riverence?”’

“Yes, Dan; and Teddy without the
‘riverence,” besides — just the same as
when, years ago, we poached salmon to-
gether in the Corrib, Dan.”

“God bliss ye, Teddy, fur thim same
words!”’

They had come to the corner of the
fishmarket square, and stood unobserved
but observant of the daily scene upon the
Galway quays. The ancient and pictu-
resque square, with gables leaning over
it, with arches like mighty hoods open-
ing upon it, with wicket windows look-
ing down it, and witi the Claddagh sails
and spars like a wind-whipped autumn
forest almost hiding the blue of the sea
beyond, was alive with startling color,
form, movement and sound. The dex-
terity of the fishwives in handling and
cleaning the fish; the shrill, wild cailings
frowm one to another; the wordy wars be-
tween them and the fishermen concern-
ing weight, quality and luck, and again
between them and buyers as to price; the
bedlamitic ballads that were hurled upon
the air as the gleaming knives tlashed
and the fish scales flew like driven sleet,
and the torrents of fierce, though secretly
merry, billingsgate and abuse, with
passes of fishknives as if for murder,
cloutings with conger eels, rushings and
drubbings bestowed upon innocent
strangers or meddlesome intruders, were
sowmething marvelous, indescribable, aw-
ful; and the priest’s face really grew
grave as he quietly regarded it all.

“She’s tnere—in th’ thickest,av goorse,”
said Dan mournfully, while craning his
neck for a better view of the *‘thickest”
of the wriggling throng,

*“All right, ban, We'll speak to Elie
wogether., Come along, Dan, like the
man, now, that you are!”” "This, as Dan
Madigan held back rebelliously.

“Beggin’ yer pard’n, it’s not bein’ a
man ¢ get mesell an’ Klie blackguarded
from the market that’ll ruin her little
trade. I’ll not go!”’

**You’re right, Dan.
alone.”

He stepped briskly toward the densest
portion of the crowd, but, catching sight
of old fishwife Molly Noon emptying a
glass of the *‘rale right sort,”” just from
Elie’s hand, stopped, turned his back
upon them for a momentas if to leisurely
contemplate the guaint architecture of
the square, and then, amid wheedling
words from the fishwives, close and far,
of *Buy ’Fros Er-r-ings, th’ morn, Fath-
er Hcvson, d&ar?”’” walked straight to
Ilie Dreen, and with a gesture of author-
ity and a kindly, “Come as you are,
Elie. I'll speak with you of the mother,

T’1l speak to Elie

Nora and Maureen,” led her, her cheeks

|

| suffused and her eves downecast, out of |

sight of the harridans of the market-
place, behind the great arch opening
from the square upon the Spanish pa-
raGe.

When the two were alone atthe water’s !
edge, I'ather Hobson at once thrust his
band within the huge basket beneath her
black braideen., Drawing forth a jug he |
shook it and found it empty. Then hand-
ing the girl two pence, he tossed the jug
into the bay. Another empty jug and |
another two pence followed. The third |
and last jug was partly filled with poth-
een, He shook this one and asked the
girl the value of the spirits in it.

“Tin pence, rightly sold, your river-
ence,’” she faltered.

He pulled the cork, emptied the poth-
een upon the stones, crashed the frail
delft upon the quay edge, handed the girl
a shilling and then said sternly:

**Elie Dreen, you’re far too likely a lass

‘“Yes, yer riverence,”’

*You’re all, all of you, mind, under the
eye of the law of Toombeola,”

I feared it, ye riverence.”

“The gaugers ’ll sure be upon you,
then, Klie Dreen.””

**Divil doubtit, yer riverence.”

““And then you’ll all—you, Elie, girl,
and Nora and Maareen aud your mother
—be rotting safely in Galway jail.””

**All o’ that, yer riverence.”’

**And your mother’li die in jail, and the
heart of Dan Madigan—the tinest lad in
Connaught!—will be broken then, en-
tirely.”

Her great blue eyes filled quickly with
tears, but Father Hobson was not sure
whether they were mosi for Dan Madi-
gan’s broken heart, or the old mother’s
bitter end.

**And then Dan Madigan’ll do viclence
to himself, no doubt, and you’ll be after
having the taking off of two loved unes
upon your guilty soul!”’

**Och, murther!—God help me, thin,”
gasped the wretched girl, half falling
uponthe blackened masonry of the arch
for support in her utter distraction,

*‘Poor Dan!—poor Dan! Dear, dear
ould mother! Oh, howly prayst that ye
arel—can’t ye know th’ wringin’s an’
achin’s av me heart? Can’t ye soe that
me poor ould mother’s stubborn an’ soft
like, an’ won’t lave off, an’ me heart’s !
breakin’ wid th’ unhowly work, but that
I'll drop in me thracks atore lavin’ her in
th’ lone mountains beyant?”’

This with a wild, hurt sweep of her
hand toward the rock-peaked ridges to
the north and west of the blue Galway
Bay.

**God knows—an’ yer riverence's for-
giveness!—but the heart av meis burstin’
day an’ night!” Here she fell upon her
knees, clutching desperately, impetu-
ously at Father Hobson’s skirts with,
“What wud ye have me do? Oh, yer riv-
erence, don’t lave me! Don’t! Oh, what
wud.you have me do?”?

As in countless like instances where
outlawry is pronounced glibly, sins
gouuted swift and certain, and thunder-
ing warnings are given to those who
differ from us, or who are enmeshed in
wretchedness, naming terrors and point-
ing out generalities of better doing, are
far easier than making the way clear and
straight for those below.

Iather Hobson found himself in pre-
cisely this predicament, but he helped
the girl gently to her feet—more power to
him for it, wiped the mist from his own
eyes and the tears from Illie Dreen’s,
with the same communal handkerchief,
soothed her into the semblance of a sun-
shiny face with hopeful words, told her
he would think it all over at once, as he
really began doing with the most active
wits, and finally parted from her with the
promise that before Saint Patrick’s Da
had passed, the Tcombeola folk should
hear direct from him in a way,he trusted,
that might make their future brighter
and more sure,

Then he walked slowly back to where
the impatient Dan Madigan lay in wait-
ing, with his own face more perplexed
than his companion’s had been when
they left the inn. Suddenly he threw his
hands together, and then tossed them
into the air as though a great load was
flung away, with beaming face ran like
a lad to where Dan stood, clapped his
hands smartly on Dan’s shoulder, whis-
pered to him a bit something which had
the wondrous effect of sending Dan Mad-
igan feet high into the air with a west of
Ireland whoop of joy that startled the
passers beside them, when the two, arm
in arm, clapping their legs roundly and
sending forth peals of laughter that
woke echoes again and again from the
century-old silence in the dingy cross
alleys and wynds, as if boys once more
and wild in expectant glee over the dis-
covery of some rich unguarded Corrib
salmon pocket they went their merry
way together.

IIL
SEIZURES,

Early in the gray of the evening before
Saint Patrick’s Day, two vehicles might
have been seen setting briskly forth
along the coast road to the west-
ward from old Galway. One was a long-
car ‘in which rode three stalwart men,
well clad in coats of frieze and wrapped
in stable-blankets and rugs. The other
was a comfortable, covered wagcnette,
which might have accomodated six per-
sons. It held but one, the silent driver,
and a mighty pyramid of straw and rugs.
Peasants along the way, craning their
necks, from behind the coraags, “‘the
ould men of the branches,” or wind fend-
ing bunches of osiers, before their cabin
doors, shook their heads and muttered
mournfully: “God help thim! There’ll be
wan less potheen sthill in.Connamara th’
night!” as they passed at a lively pace.

The long-car kept always a mile or
more in advance of the wagonette; and
this for nearly thirty miles, until the
southern edge of somber Lake Alligan
at the precipitous eastern side of the
Toombeola heights was reached. Here
the long-car turned to the north along
the narrow eastern shore, and cameto a
halt under cover of a friendly larch
wood copse. The wagonette and its
single occupant passed on around the
southern shore edge and was lost from
sight in the copsewood there, just beyond
where a narrow boreen trailed steeply
upward along the rugged face of an al-
most perpendicular clifl.

Shortly the figures of the three men
from the long-car cameslowly around the
southern lake-edge, groped about for a
little until the mountain path was found,
and then began pickivg their way in the
hazy moonlight—for the filmy disk
around the moon, boding the immemo-
rial drizzle of the morrow, made their
upward progress one of great c:‘lt‘iun and
some danger—-toward the mountain brow
above.

At last the outlines of a stone hut,
perched upon the very clitf edge, covld
be dimly discerned. 'I'he three now held
a whispered conversation, at the close of
which one of the party, called Larry, left
the other two for reconnoiter. while his
companions crouched down beside the
eliff. In a minutes Larry had returned.

*%\Ve'll have me sundowns in th’ wink
o’ me eye,”” he exclaimed gleefully.
“They’re dead aslape, your—Tleddy, 1
I mane. You an’ Dennis take th’ boreen
dure—there’'s but two—an’ I’ll goard the
wan furhinst the sky. Aisy, now, and
let Dennis give thim th’ word whin I
work me whistle.”

They crept to the cabin silently. A mo-
ment of silence followed. Then came the
shriek of Larry’s whistle on the still
night air, and, as the men stepped quickly
to the separate doors and bore sofuly but
firmly down upon each latch, it was an-
swered by a woman’s unearthly screech
from within.

“Howly mother !—but its th’ banshee’s
ery,agin! Childer, dear!—Nora?—Maur-
een ?—Elie?—All!”

Then there was a loud knock upon the
boreen-side of the door.

“It’'s not th’ banshee, at all, this night,
Misthress Dreen, Its th’ stronger voice
av th’ law ! Misthress Eileen Dreen, Miss
Nora Dreen, Miss Maureen Dreen an’
Miss Elie Dreen—she that's been ped-
dlin’ th’ sthuff fur four year gone—we
demand your immejyate surrinder.

There were smothered screechings and
moanings now, ana the shufiling of bare,
excited feet upon the stone fioor, while
the wheedling, whining voice of mother
Dreen gave temporizing answer with:

“Ah, thin, what'll ye be bhavin’ wid
four lone craythurs, that niver harmed
soul, wid tuckin’ an’ starvin’, since th’
day that iver they wor born?”’

*“We’'ll have first yer four corpuses fla-
granty, fur snug an’ tidy stowin’ in Gai-

for the like of this; far too likely.” ]

way Jjail, an’ thin, wid or widout your

lave, we’ll be havin’ yer two purty sthills,
Misthress Dreen !"? came pompously from
Dennis at the door.

Four shrill voices here blended in a wild
chorus ot misery and despair.

**Waste no time, Lhin, ladies dear,”” con-
tinued Dennis from without. **We’'re not
naygurs nor haythen,aytber. We'll give
ye twinty minutes good, v’ get inside yer
traps—an’ we won’t peep, eyther. Put
iverything yer ownin’ on yer backs, thin;
furits th’ divil’s own ride to Galway.
Better put on your best togs, thin, dar-
lints, an’ have your best foot forard. Ye'll

nade ’em all whin facin’ th’ Judge, afore

yer hanged !”?

_Another chorus of wailings followed
Dennis’ flippant advice, with sound of
scufilings, embracings, hurryings and
scurryings and the enforced hasty dress-
ing and the grouping together their
wretched belongings, mingled with the
pitiful interjections of despairing love and
loving despair,

Finally upon Dennis’ sturdy demands,
a light was struck, and the men simul-
taneously entered the cabin, where the
four poor creatures cowered and shud-
dered in the corner by the fireplace.

““Have ye surrindered fairly?” de-
manded Dennis, sternly.

**Och, murther !—an’ we have, thin, en=
tirely !’

**Ye'd better, me sundowns! Don’t ye
lave th’ place where yer at. Twinty
cannons’s pinted at th’ shebeen. It ye as
much as sthir, ye’ll be blowed, cabin an’
all, beyant Ballynahinch! Come, byes,
we’ll have a look at th’ beautiful sthills.”

They raised the flagging, and, with the
lanterns they had brought, at once de-
scended into the cavern. Mother Dreen,
ever a coward befors threatened danger,
but who always rose to the hight of hero-
ism in times of actual conflict or advan-
tage, with a wild cry of victory sprang to
the tucking-table, slipped the heavy stone
in its place and jumped ecstatically upon
it. Then she bade lulie make haste to the
Leprachaun Crag above, for the little bag
of coin hidden beneath a certain rock;
and whispered excitedly to Nora and
Maureen, who at once flung open the
door toward the ‘Boreen, and stood with
clutching hands and heaving breasts be-
side her.

“Let us up! Let us up out ¢’ this, ye
ould bite!’ came threateningly from be-
low, with loud rappings underneath the
flagging upon which Mother Dreen now
stood with blazing eyes.

“Wan at a time, thin, darlints; wan at
atime, We'd loike t’ be raisonin’ wid ye
a little!”

Consent was the imprisoned gaugers’
only recourse. Dennis came blustering
and puiling first, half-dragged from the
hole by hands that tightened upon his
limbs with almost crushing power. As
the light was extinguished 1n the cabin,
he felt himself suadenly swung from his
feet into mid-air.

**Aisy now, avicks. Toss him over
aisy !I”” was Mother Dreen’s cheery com-
mand, as the flagging was replaced and
she calmly resumed her solitary guard.

A wild rush was that down the dark
and stony boreen with their strange and
struggling burden, and Dennis laid cath,
long after, that ‘*’I'was into etarnity I
thought I'd swung!’ DBut the two
mountain girls knew every inch of the
way to the fine shelving rock near the
lower edge of the ciitl, where the waters
were deep and still.

Thrice they went and came, and thrice
there was a cry ofterror and a great
splashing of the waters of somber Alli-
gan, while Nora and Maureen had
scarcely gained the hut for the last time,
to find Elie and her mother with some
terrified consciousness of what had been
done dawning upon their desperate
minds, when Dan Madigan came tearing
up after them, all but bursting with
laughter, but full of woful lamentations
for the straits in which the wretched
women were now placed.

“Out o this!—Out o’ this! or 1ivery
mother’s son o’ yer necks will be
stretched! Och, bad luck ¢’ th’ day me
eyes will see it! But I’ll save ye, me
body an’ sowl on it, darlints ail!”’

He grasped Iilie in his arms; wailed
over her loudly; hustled and pushed
mother Dreen and the girls out of the
cabin door and rushed them down the
boreen; all the time, while holding their
misdeed before their now horritied eyes,
gasping out the wonderful part he had
played 1n following the gangers from
Galway; in running his horses like mad
to distance them and give the Dreens fair
warning; how he had missed it by the
matter of four miles, only at the last to
blister his eyes with sight of murder
done; and how now, blessed be all the
saints! if they would but make wondrous
haste and do precisely as bidden, and if
there were not twenty and more un-
drowned gaugers lurking about the
bush to pounce upon them, he would
make the race of his life for their lives
and a place of permanent salety besides.

Then iv was that Dan Madigan’s
wagonette went whirling back toward
old Galway; mother Dreen, Noraand
Maureen snug within the straw, covered
close with blankets and giving vent to
occasional smothered groans, as Dan,
brave rascal that he was, drew Illie
tightly to bis side, while his eloquent
lips for hours told her the tale of his love
with a running fire of warnings to the
crouching figures in the straw, to **niver
sthir a hair” for ‘“‘th’ divil’'s own
gaugers’’ were surely after them, as at
last they seemed to be, for tearing along
behind, came a long-car, its occupants
shiveringly beating their bodies with
their arms, but ballooing threateningly
to those within the wagonette,

“See, darlint, bow I'll give thim th’ fine
slip !’ said Dan proudly to the cuddling
Elie by hisside, as hedextrously swerved
his team at full gallop into a noiseless pit
of sand, while the long-car dashed furi-
ously on.

The wagonette moved slowly now; and
a misty drizzle fell through the gray of
breaking day as Queen’s Bridge, over the
Corrib, was crossed, and the vehicle
wound carefully along unfrequented
streets, at last halting beside the ghostly
outlines of a little parish church.

Then Dan Madigan whispered solemn-
ly to those beneath the blankets :

*“Whist, now, fur yer lives, an’ mind
what I’m ¢’ say., I1t’saisy said, Misthress
Dreen. Th’ worst is forninst us, yit!
How can any honest lad, like meself,
hide away four women—an’ three o’ thim
murdherers !—widout at layst wan’s his
lawful wife? 1t can’t be doue! Thin
what? Yer beyant th’ age o’ marryin’,
yerself, Misthress Dreen, Nayther Nora
pnor Maureen ’ll have me, Elie’s th’ only
wan, as I’ve been teliin’ her while cras-
sin’ th’ bridge, that can save ye now!
What d’ye say t that, now, fair and
square, Misthress Dreen ?”

“What do I say?” groaned the poor
woman {romn under the blankets, *“What
do Isay? Why, Elie, avick, marryin’s
betther nor hangin’, any day. If there’s
a proper prayst handy, take Dan quick,
Elie; take ’im quick; fur, och, murther!
1’11 soon be smotherin’ entirely !”?

Ah, but there was a ‘'proper prayst
handy,” when Danand Eliea moment
later stole up to the altar of the dim old
church; a proper priest enough for weld-
ing together two simple Irish lives; but
one that, as he hastily read the responses,
said the prayer, gave the blessing and the
holy waler, seemed strangely convulsed
with mirth; though aside from his white
robe he looked every inch a man who had
been dragged at the wake of a Claddagh

HEALTHY CHILDREN
come from healthy
mothers. And
? . mothers will cer-
3\ tainly be healthy
I\ if they'll take Dr.
. Pierce’'s Favorite
Prescription.
Nothing can equal
it in building up a
woman’s strength,
in regulating and
assisting all her natural functions, and in
utting in perfect order every of the
emale system. It lessens the pains and bur-
dens of child-bearing, supports and strength-
ens weak, nursing mothers, and promotes an
abundant seeretion of nourishment.

It's an invigorating, restorative tonic, a
soothing and bracing nervine, and a guaran-
teed remedy for women’s ills and ailments.
In every chronic ‘female complaint” or
weakness, if it ever fails to benefit or cure,
you have your money

Thousands of people, with worse cases of
Catarrh than yours probably is, have been
nmnentl%h:ured by Dr. Sage's Catarrh
medy.
prietors are willing to promise you $500 if
you can’t be cured.

t is the reason why its pro-

GET STRONG--TIS SPRI

.

Paine’s Celery Compound the Remedy
That Makes People Well.

March is, in fact, the first month in the
year.

January stands firstin the calendar only
for convenience of business.

Now is the time to get well !

Through the long winter most men and
women do not taste fresh air nor drink in
sunlight oftener than once a week or once
a fortnight.

It is no wonder so many hard-working
men and women approach spring with a
feeling of weakness and debility and a
languor of mind they cannot shake off
without the assistance of a blood purifier
and a true food for the nerves and brain.

Beyond a doubt the best spring medi-
cine is Paine’s celery compound. With
its use diseases loosen their hold in the
spring.

These
tacking
diseases
organs—and Paine’s celery compound
cures them where everything else fails.

The most eminent professor, and a man
of tremendous experience, Prof. Edward
E. Phelps, M. D., LL. D., discovered the
formula for Paine’s celery compound in
the famous laboratory connected with the
Dartmouth Medical School. It is the re-
markable outcome of the century’s study
of blood and nerves, and their close de-
pendence upon each other for heaith.

are the favorable months for at-
rheumatism, lumbago, nervous

But remember the time-worn text:
“Spring comes but once a year.”’ Take
advantage of the favorable season. Get

well and strong and free from the ailiments
that come from poor blood and worn-out
nerves. Changes in the blood and nerv-
ous tissues take place very rapidly at this
time. 16 Dl
most capable of throwing off its impu-
rities.

Purify the blood and invigorate the
nervous system with Paine’s celery com-
pound!

and weakness of the digestive |

In March and April the blood is |

Hard times and overwork are best met
with Paine’s celery compound.

Indigestion yields to a reasonable care
intaking Paine’s celery componnd. Liver
and kidney troubles will not persist when
only pure blood tlows through these im-
portant organs. The cuare of diseases of
the stomach and nerves By Paine’s celery
compound starts at the very cause of the
trouble: thin, watery blood and jangled,
shaky nerves,

Thousands of overworked business men
and hosts of plain, hard-working people
are to-day strong and bappy whose lives
were full of wretchedness and weakness
before trying Paine’s celery compound.

Disorders of the liver, stomach and kid-
neys can now be thoroughly driven out
of the system by Paine’s celery com-
pound, the remedy that makes people
well,

At the first indication of nervous weak-
ness and a ‘“‘run down” condition of the
system, tone up the stomach with Paine’s
celery compound, regulate the nervous
system and nourish the body by this
great invigorator.

Try it and be convinced.

One of the best known young men of
Holyvoke, Mass., Mr. J. E. Moyett, whose
likeness is given above, writes frankly:

“I have taken Paine’s celery compound
and found itito be the best medicine that
1 have ever taken. I felt weak and run
down and could not eat anything in the
morning, also had a vomiting spell every
morning after getting up. I took part of
two bottles of Paine’s celery compound
and feel better than I have for a year. [
can cheerfully recommend it to anyone.
My wife is taking it now for weakness
and nervousness, and it helps her very
much. The druggists where we trade tell
my wife that Paine’s celery compound

| outsells any other medicine they keep.”

That is the story from one end of the
country to the other; because Paine's
celery compound cures.

while the lone and sleepily bewildered
altar-boy looked the picture of mute de-
spair, as his wondering eyes wandered
trom priest to pair, until he_ nearly
dropped the sacred vessel from his trem-
bling hands. .

Butif there was matter for wonder here,
what marvel is that which transformed
the silent Madigan Inn to a boisterous
realm of joy, when Dan, his bride and the
Dreens were safely sheltered there?
When the wild welcome they all first got
was from none other than the roaring
ghoests of two of those spalpeen gaugers,
Dennis Murphy and Larry O’Brien (the
other at that very moment, in the priest’s
house near, shaking his sides with laugh-
ter while getting inside of dry clothing!)
that had been tossed from the cliff into
lonely Lough Alligan? When Father
Hobson sent Dan and Elie, beautifully
framed and written out in his own fine
hand, as a tender wedding gift, the *“‘aisy-
tlowing’’ lines, which hang in the inn’s
best room to this day ?—

Whnat is that sweet artificer?
That event in old lreland’s savage West
Builds into rugged walls such tender nest;
That clothes een winter’'s trees wich
fancy'’s ieaves;
That brings the throb of summer to the
eaves?—
Ah, it is Love, but Love!

What is that subtle alchemist
fThat in the humblest or
breast
Brings but munificence of joy and rest,
Tnat deftly changes all ailoy to zold,
And gives immortal youtn to young or
oldt—
Ah, it is Love, but Love!

most savage

What is that living miracle
That wrests & thrilitul joy from every
puain; ;
That builds from direst loss supremest
gaaing
"hat lifts trinmphant over harm and hate
To earthiy heaven, and heaven’s shining
gate?— =
Ah, it is Love, but Love,

When, as the day advanced, Dan and
Elie wandered ceaselessly from room to
room in silent, rapturous joy; and *‘th’
byes’ came®in; and the girls came also;
and old Molly Noon came with the fish-
wives wild and shrill; and hosts of others
came, grinning, giggling, congratulating,
shouting their heart’s pulse of good will
the whole day long, and away into the
night, when there was gostiiering great;
and slewsthering sly; and Fiddler Mike
and music high; and beating hearts and
slathering heels, till the rafters rang with
the jigs and reels; and Mother Dreen, at
the end, hilariously taxed for a dance,
“stepped out”’ with Dan Madigan him-
self, danced the brave lad down, and,
quietly resuming her seat and her pipe
between the ‘‘dear ould sthiils,” kindly
bands had set in the little kitchen there,
gave solemn oath in the piping Conna-
mara key: ;

*Och, murther, ye spalpeens all!
'Twus th’ greatest Saint Phadric’s Day
that I iver wor born ¢ see!”

Tommy Argues the Case.

“I don’t see what’s the use of being
vaccinated again,’”’ said Tommy, baring
his arm reluctantly for the doctor.

“The human body changes every seven
years, Tommy,” replied his mother.
**You are eleven years old now. You
were in your fourth year when you were
vaccinated first, and it has run out.””

“Well, I was baptized when I was a

baby. Has that run out, too ?”’—Chicago
Tribune. s
Perplexed.
“No, I haven’t the faintest idea of her
e-"

*I thought you had been friends since
childhood ?”?

“That’s just why I am so uncertain.
You see, ten years ago she was 18.”—Cni-
cago Inter-Ocean.

Eacu year finds Brown’s Bronchial
Troches in new localities, in various parts
of the world. Forrelieving coughs, colds
and throat diseases they have proved re-
liable. Sold only in boxes,

boat, from Arran Isle to Galway qnay;‘

(For the RECORD-UNION.]
THE TRUE REMEDY.
There are those whose lives are lonely;
Lite for them has lost its charius,
Naught remains but care and sorrow,
Which enfolds them in their arins.
Home nad once for them a pleasure,
As the sun sinks in the west;
And night shades closed hour of labor,
Bringing with it peaceful rest.

Grateful for the good around them,
They were happy and content;
Home was home and true love only
Was in hearts, where'er they went,
Soon, alas! a chanze come o'er thew;
Discontent eame in their home,
Coveting of others pleasures,
Oniy adds more to bemoan,

Hearts there are intensely selfish,
Hours of peace they never know;
Ever mourning or complaining,
'Gainst the Fates that made them so,
Some of the same birth and breeding,
In select *Four Hundred” ar
While in “*common herd” they struggle,
With their anxious thoughts and care,

Would they think for one brief moment,
How all things will work tor good;

To all those who trust God's merey,
And in patience bear the rod;

They would bear it without murmuring,
All that He saw fit to send;

In His wisdom ever trusting,
Trust and love Iiim to the end.

Let us then in all the future,

3e contented with our lot;
Fill the place by God appointed;

All things else must come to naught.
Fill the pls , ly brother,
one:

Then when y s and days are ended,

You can say—Thy will be done.

And when you have passed the portal
Of the home not made with hands;
You shall join in songs triumphant,
With the merried angel bands.
God himself shall bid you welcome,
You, who through earth’s turmoils passed;
And whose robes of white shall brighten
Long as eternity shall last.
Sacramento, —ISRAEL LUCE,
e
Tue Broop is the source of health.
Keep it pure by taking Hood’s Sarsa-
parilla, which is peculiar to itself, and
superior in strength, economy and medi-
cinal merit.
Hood’s Pills are purely vegetable, care-
fully prepared from the best iungredi-
ents. 25c.
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oft, White
Have you freckles, moth, black-heads, @)

©) blotches, ugly or muddy skin, eczema,

tetter, or any other cutaneous blemish? ¢
® Do yon wanta quick, permanent and ab-
@ solutely infallible cure, FREE OF COST ¢
®) tointroduceit? Something new, pure, @
@ mild and so harmless a child can use or ¢
® drink it with perfect safety. If so,send @
@ vour full Post-office address to

MISS WAGGIE E. MILETTE,

: 134 Vine Street, Cincinnati, Ohio. )




