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. Ouor Vagabond Traveler was not &
-yagabond in reality, but only in that
genial smiability of tolerative apirlt
_which bad led him with receptive eyse
and kindly heart among the lowly of
many lands,

Ho had never yot sasayed tho relation
of experience or reminiecence; and &
of ploasant anticipation broke ovar our
remaining travelers’ faces, when, with
a little hall-apologetic “Ahem!" he
began the following recital of tender

-. " hours among Irish hoarts and scents.

 Onehas all sorts of good luck in gol-
ting at the real things of lite when
tramplog in any coontry. {
Lingering about Killarney, hesilant
in my purpose, I Jooked longingly to-
ward ' the lnrpullhuly beautiful sonih-
west const, but folt n trifla cowardly
about explorations in that direction
without knowing o single human sonl
befnnd Killnrrm_r.
nall that aplondid coast hue were
sosnes of ' indescribable beanty and
randenr; thero nestled the h of
nine-tenths of tho flshermen of Ireland;
and over in tho almost noknown rocions
of Dankerron Bouth, Corkeguiny and
Iveragh, wers some of tho guaintest
people of Erin, nmong whom linger

castoms, nsages and wayd almost as
o’dd 'amf intecesting as tho Breton laws
0

0

Tn this mood of indecieion [ loit Kil-
larney on a morning long before its
hosta of beggars and guldes were nalir;
and, taking my way toward Dingle Bay
on the great highway to Valencia, loit-
ered along past the northern shores of
Lower Killarney lake, feastiog npon the
-witching scenery balf disclossd through
the deliente morning mists.

Bofore the litile Gweestin river was
crossed, perhaps ten miles from Killar-
ney, the daily “long-car” with ite lond

- of ‘passengors nnd parcels-post bnmpers
dashed by and shortly aftor, o solitary
foot travelor, of doblons appearance at
o distance, came up from Killarnoy way
ua if desirous of overtaking me.

Glod of any cxcuse forcompanionship,
1 halted. But no sooner was the man
close enough for inspection than I re-
grotted my delay. Io garried o tre-
niendons cudgel "in one hand, a little
packago of belongings In the other und
walked with & boxt, woaving stride, un-
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the door of our tiny cabin. A regnlar
aod Interesting vrder of events, distis-
guishable only by sounds, followed
ench of these sories of :ﬂaplnn.

Our host-wonld stamble to the door;
open a Jittle wickes withimiit; and then
an if Ingreat effort to adjlire extraor-
dinnry silence, give vedt to &
45h-h-bisli 1" tliat conld easily have beon
beard for a good quarter of a mile,

“Tear an' oges?” he would growl,
“gn' who are yex, ye spalpesn, that'd
sphlit the monntain side onthirely wid
yer crashin’ av th’ dora!”

“Arragh, ye ould shamer, its meself,
Jemmy Dooley, from bayant th' Caragh
.(ror‘!'iu:my Dufly, av th' Diogle side; or

orry Cooney, av Drang Hill; or Paddy
Doran, av Coomasharn;) an' its n
foathor's weight o' th’ rale right sort I'd
be havin’, swate bad Juck to yez!"

“Divil n drur yeo'll get here, vo black-
mouth gaugor! Bat I'!l not be oncivil
to yez, th’ hour o' night. How's the
woman that owne yez?—8h-l-h-h 1"

“Ratter nor th'divil'a ‘luck penny”
inyer own parse!—I'll go bail to that
same, by the elevens!”

“Sh-h-b-h1"

Theo, a8 by this time the night trav-
oler had enterad, cawe a dim Jight from
a "aplinter” et aflame in the smounlder-
ing peat of the fireplnce nnd wedged 1n
an open cranny in the chimney angle.

This was invariably followed by the
gound of soft and musieal gargling of
liguid from some henvy vessol and the
silyery wimple of the sanfe into a re-
captaclo of lesser urmty.

Then a heavy clinging of coin like
that of copper pence, suggeating a cou-
mereial transaction of well established
character, would be henrd; and after
this, a guip and a hearty emack, from
the “parting cup,’” with the moflled
1oaet, “Shuid-urth | (Here’ato you!ls”
when Jemmy, Timmy, Jorry or l‘m!d'y
wounld depart down the boreen, hum-
ming soft, straing ol entisfaction and
chear; at which our host would listen
and growl for a bit, when the light
would "i“ﬁf”' and our potheen-mer-
chont would tumblo heavily inte his
bunk near the flichering peat ew'Lers
beneath the Lob,

These incidonts, growing more fre-
quent ns the morning nenred, finally so
tharooghly awakened mo that for some
time I Inid listening to a distant rumb-
ling and rosring for which I could in
nowise count; and as there was a ladder
loading from the loft to the thalch of
the uuﬁin byro, and_thence into the lit-
tla paddock below, I silently stolo from

Jike ono nccnst 1 to the pl o8 of

_ the rond.

As hie neared me hls face took on n
moat forbidding aspoct from the clamp-
ped and shagey buir that hid bis feat-
ures completely; particulurly ns his
eyes woro covered with a nondexcript
hat which had all tho swails and ‘sags,
but nono of the breezy pietursquonoss,
of a hunge “son'wesier.”| Nordid tho
fralr stop with the face, His eont was
flang over his arm, and his shirt, of
somo heavy woolen stufl like Connnma-
ra flannel, was open nenrly to the waist,
digclosing a brenst of huge proportions
coverad as Lthickly as hia face with hair
massed and matied in deep, arotesque
swirla, Asthe fellow balted, ho stood
a veritablo glant beside me.

#Fing mornin’,” he exclaimed in a
voico like a hoarse clap of thunder.

“Same to you, and inany,” 1 answered
civilly, but with some trepidation; for
his two great fsts clutched his stick in
o mosl handy way, a8 one might grasp
an aggressive bludpgeon or rest npon a
silent oar.

He looked at mo cariongly for o mo-
moent; and Inow saw that o kindlier
Emr of eyes never benmed from a

nman face.

“¥alth. I'm John [ Bhea,
Av awate Port Mages,

An 1 folly fishin®
Upon th' d’ol‘p syl —

o resumed, with an air of confidential
prido which at once set my apprehen-
sions quite at rest,

“An"if yer afthor goin’ my Wa_r. an'
"Il gngwer me thruly av yer own blisred
gelf, I'll divide th' road wid yez fairly;
na th' boiliff gintly observed to th' mad
bull that wor interjucin’ his horos te
hia  ‘leather crackers' (sheep-skin
broeches!"

1 “answered him truly” as to myself,
Then bhe told me with delicionsly
loguacions eandor how bhe had been
gent -for, a month before, by Father
Flannery, of Cuarne, away up on the

~ howling const of Connty Mayo, to como

amang the poor fishermen of Blacksod
Bay to "rig up bonts and gear” that the
wretched folle of that rogion, o eclass
every whit s hopoless and belpless ns
the Arran Islunders, might attempt
desp soa fishing; had execntod his little
commission, and was now proudly re-
turning to tho Kerry shores, having
walked every foot of the distance in or-
der to proserve Intact histrifiing stipend
for thoso ho loved in the little home-
neat at Port Mageo,

I did not suy 8o in apoken words, bat
my heart said: “Dravo ‘John L. Shen,
av awate Port Mageo, that follya fishin'
upon th' deep sayl' you are braver, bot-
ter, truor than many that have title or
station, if you have senles like n fish all
over you and your hnir like a beast all
ovor that; with no riches but vour rich
brogune and a cabin and thatch and
those in It, between your kindly life and
all manner of harm!"

And our hands eamo togethor with n
loud, resounding whack, and our
trampa' fost rang merrily over the an-
clent Keery road that leads by clona
and loughe, over Ivaragh mountaing, to
the sen.

From our mountain rond wo nt last
eaw tho sun aink intoits (laming bed
on tho Atlanlic horizon; but wo yot
lacked two or three houra of complet-
ing our journey from Killarney to tho
gon. 8o we Jeit tho hoights above Din-
5In Bayg, and after beginning the lovel

escent townrd Cohirsivean thrnugﬁ
the winding valley of the Knocknado-
ber, my companion shortly lad tho way
over a rocky mountain Loreen for nenr-
ly a mile from the great stone road wo
had travorsed,

Turning the jutting point ol a hugo

¢ elitl, rising from a doop gorge around
which the lootpath trailed, we camn to

n little eluster of cabins in tho swoeotest

and tiniest of Kerry glens; ull ovor-

hnoging, but inaoceessible at this point

from the highway, which wound like a

ribbon of pink nlong the base of tho

Lieighta gome hundreds of feat bolow,

Hero wus o littlo cerio, whera woro
porchod an Irigh “sheboen,” which to
one of nn inquiring mind might have
boen given identification with u cortuin
socluded still farther up the glens; o
few cabins where lived o score of souls
who “mind" the herds of the graziors
of Kerry; and a miteal a chapol, with-
in which at least onco a year u little
alter is lightod.

We wore nmong friouds, Some
plain and liearty food was soon at hand ;
and beforo the light hod entirely fado
from the upper poaks of Knocknadobor,
myeell and my shagey companion wero
sleeping poncelully npon a bit of frash
straw in tho secure, if not upacious, loft
of un over-hoypitable Irish cobin

A banah 1
/ ough Islopt heavily, soveral limos
during the night 1 heard solt knocks at

my companion’s side and gained the
¢l{ffs overhanging the main highway, as
thie first tremulous grays of dawn began
throbbing overthe greatheather-aweeps
of the mountain above.

A strange confusion of sounds arose
from tho gorge below,

At first 1 could but dimly see down
there a ghostly jumble of moving
things, sometimes mossed and accown-
ponied by o Dabelic wedley of voices,
or agnin ‘acparated into stragzeling ob-
]iocts muking at best only sloepy and s#i-
ont progress toward the hamlet of Ca-
hiraiveen. 0

But a8 tho lowlvine fog lifted, and
the moraing light flooded in upon the
wido stone rond, the nature of the all-
night intrnsiona at the shobeen and the
cavaleado below me was clearly re-
vonled,

It was Saturday morning, morning of
tho fair nnd markot day av the old sea-
port town, and all the quaint folk irom
tho wilda of Iveragh, as was thelr im-
memorial custom, wera “trundling to
the fair afore the break o' day.”

And what a queer, kindly lot they
were!

Hero was o group of ‘th' byes,”
wriggling along fnco to face, settling
questions of mountain hopor in tre-
mendous though {rlendly harangue und
dispute. Then followed & ecart, driven
by the “ould man,” in which were the
“ould woman an' childer, elapin ringas
'ronnd their ewato selyes,’” Many carts
thero wera with nigs snorting violont
proteste and surprise; with geese cran-
ing their neede in viciously-hissod de-
flance and interrogatiom, and with
sheep bleating plteonaly.

All thiose were interspersed with or
followad by old women with braideen-
covered baskets; young womon with
packages of yarn or flaunel; lasses
thumpiog donkeys lnden with erecls, or
guiding recalcitrant goats and kids; but
evory Ings or woman knitting awoy vig-
orously, in time to step and gossip; old
men humped and sovere, pegzing along
withh thump of stick and puil of pipo;
and all full of whimaieal importanea and
gosthoring, whother they haod to sell or
the wherewithal to buy; and, of courge,
asquad of constabulary to remind them
of thaeir serfdom, tagging at theic hoels
or occasionally ulmruiufg at o gallop
through the motley cavalcade.

My shagey companion was shortly
ready for our morning march, We de-
seended the mountain borean and min-
glod with the folr-going people. Walk-
ing thus to Cahirsiveen, we lingered n
monient at the ruins of tho bLirthplace
of great Daniel 0'Counall, at Uarhan
Bridge; loitered for n time nmoug the
markat-dny ecenes beyond—where Lanw
a face I cannot forgot until the moment
of all forgetiulness shall como—and by
midday we were among the fisherman
of tho southwoest coast, at the tiny flah-
ing bamlet of Port Magee.

II,

An Trish fishorman's cabin s hardly
npalace; bnt it often holde love nand
content, and the ono to which my new
found friend lod mae with rapid, home-
nearing stridos soemed one of this
plonsnnt, rostful sort. Mostof thoe hab-
itations of tho fishing village were
wrotched hovels indeed, This ono waa
not only clean, but from corrng to
thateh it disclosed the touch of loviug
bhanda,

As wo neared it I could seo that
white llunnced cuttains showed bebind
the tiny panes of cabin and loft; some
protty vinos wore tralned nbout the
windows themaolves, and the littln corl
of smoke above the thateh, which told
of the humble hearthstone within,
escapod throngh a sturdy chimney in-
ptond of the usunl hole in the roof.

An the big fellow bounded into his
cabin, 1 remainod outside under the
protense of enjoying the fine const
seonory | and this seomod yise, for the
joyour riot within fuirly signifiod that
for the Lime being, thero waa littlo placo
for the strangor,

‘I'bis shortly subsided, and the giant
ronppenred at tho door, tomsing his
tiny, barofooted wifo in tho mir os
though shio was o bobe; while n brood
of littlo ones, the youngost as big ns tho
little mother, danced wildly nbaat him;
and I was directly installod na o guost
with grent honor, grenter garrulous-
noas and a ringine eead mifle fuilte,

And what merry tinsilo and bustlo
wore thore about that home-welcoming
uieal!

Blocks of tho fincst turf woro put
upon the embers, nnd the lttle onos
took poraplring torns at the dingy,
whoozing bellows.  Adlies (lnine ronred
up that bLig chimnoy us nover they
ronrad biefore. Sehowdony (ontnn eakes)
wore sot on odgo for o frosh toosting,

Io o jilly the “white Lorses wero gal-

lopin® ™ above the “pratiss™ in the pot;
the “tay was we by the fire,” and
mr{bnd; was falliog over eveiybody
else in very excess of loying effors.

“Will it be three migs, th’® day?' the
little wile blushingly ssked her burly
husbaod. !

"Thmllz!iilitr roared tho giant
flaberman, taking his wite's little head
in bis two huge hands—hands so big
there wos no place left on her glowing
Incs to kiss. *Three aigs! Phat’s three
nigs to empty craythurs like oarselves,
snillish machree 7"

The big head descended to the little
head with almost alarming caresses.

“Surp impty sacks can’t stand. It's
rubbing grase to a fat pig to eay it, but
yoz might drink wid this stranger in a
coal-hole, wid yer eyes to th' slack.

ake It sex—an’—an’ a slowsther (kiss
of fondness) s villish {my swest)."”

Not one, but many “slowithers” were
showsred upon tho blushing and pro-
testing matron now.

AR’ a two-eyed beefsteak {a herriog)
for th’ aich av ns; an’ a fine miscaun (a
cone of butter) from Misthress O’'Naill's
by th' crag; an’ a gawlioge (large mens.
ure) o miik; an' th' heartsomest fayst
In Kerry enthirely, wid banaght Dhen
orrin, ershi mishal (with God's bless-
ing on ue, say I!)”

t was all that, in the pleasant cabin;
and then came the problem of my own
honsing for the time I shoold remain
among the flshermen of the region,

'fhe cabin, like all others of ita class,
Lad but one room below and a little loft
above, There surely no place for me
in those, Bat in a little ghed atthe
ond, dry and clean, wherse all the boat
and flshing gear was stored, we soon
had & fine couch mads on a well-folded
geing, nnd though a _clearly defiued
aroma of flsh, tar and oskum pervaded
the place, a8 one little window showed
some swoet, fern-covered cliffs bahind,
and nnother gave a superb view of Va-
fencin Island, the sublime promonotory
of Bray Head, and of the mighty sea be-
yond, only a churlish traveler could
have found else then congratulation in
the eunny and winsomo spok.

And fer. how little seryed these quaint
folk fully!

There wos not o chair within the
cabin. Two stons “strangers' aseats”
onp at cither alde of the chimney, and
a fow rude stools answered in geod
stead. A bunk against the wall was
the bod of the fisherman and his wile,
The bouchaleens and girshas (boys and
girle) elept upon the floor of tho loft
above. Their only mirrors were each
other’s oyes. One table of heavy deal
stood benenth the window. Onse cup-
board, formed by a little recess in the
wall, and another of ancient Irish oak,
easily hold all the housohold's seant
though precious belongings. One or
two casp-knives, sevoral flah-knives
used in cleaning fish and in all sealnr-
iug work, two or throe earthen bowls, n
pawter mug for the rare troat of sugar,
onp modern tin pun, a huge pewter
basin and two or thrae sancers com-
prisod all the ware for the tablo the
fishor family possossed.

Besides these there wors a fow of
those rare old Irish methers or square
drinking cups carved nut of solid wood,
precisely the same as those used in Erin
twanty centnrles ago. A strong bot, or
tub, lind its place boneath the table. A
schrahag, or flat oaier basket, with nar-
row aidos, always held the boiled pota-
toes at the meal. And the cooking uten-
sils were the same, and a3 few, ns have
been nsed by the pensantry eince thero
wore such in Irelund.

There was a great iron pot for the
atirabout, the potatoes and for boiling
cabbage leaves and other dolicacies for
the pig: a smaller iron kettlo in which
an egg might be boiled or the “tay
woetted ;" and a great, round flat iron
griddle in which black bread, the schow-
ders and all extraordinary goodles wore
baked, either haogiog from the crane
above the fire, or set at an angle ngainst
it and turned as necesaity required.

The schowder, next to potatoes, being
hore the great stafl of life, really de-
serves montion, It s made of a thick
batter of oaten menl, seasoned with salt,
and, on festive occasions, with the drip-
pings from friod pork. Strictly spenk-
ing, it isonly the schowder when, o8 the
oaten cako boked on the great hanging
griddle, it is additionally toested or
ronsted on the muddhaarran before the
greashangh or embers,

This muddha arran is tho only other
utonsil of the firoplace of theso fisher-
men, or of the Western poasantry at
lurge. It is an iron-forked stick with
three lege, on which the schowder or
figh, or any bit of meat good luck may
sond, are tonsted or broiled; It s one ol
tho most ancient cooklog utensils re-
maining in Ireland; and I mention all
theso simple things minuntoly, becanse
without John L, Shea's real environ-
ment, tho strong, brave mold in which
his fine and humble nature was cost,
could not stand forth so clear and lolty
in its sturdy and noblo worth,

IiL

In comparison, wondronsly ewoet
and bappy os spemod thas little home-
nest beside tho lovely Korry ahoros,
within It alrendy lurked the demon of
unrest,

Dumb and voicalesa ns it might be
and was, a pitifal heart-tragody was
enncting here within one ailent broast,
To mo, its recognition saddened every
happy hour; gave frowning suum!n‘f to
crag, hendland and lonaly islet, dark
and baro; lent a shuddering dread to
thie mngic of the san; and swept a thrill
of potent through all the whiaperiogs of
the breezes nlong the somber const.

Not until the first evening did [ see
Ellgen, She was the fiahorman’s eldeat
daughter, Slie crept into the eabin
hesitantly, domurely, but not without a
cortain hint of unconguerablo dotor-
miontion and power ian ler stature,
poise and movemont, and with a light
of gtrango inquiry in her great bluseycs
as thoy rested upon tho steanger ditll-
dently.

Her [ather grooted her fondly anough,
but moro like a rough compnnlon and
sbarer of toil than a loved child, 1
thought, aod &till with a shade of
anxioly in his honest, rugged face.

Khe stood for a littlo leaning agninst
tho firoplace, drinking in our words,
and particnlarly all reforences to foreign
lands, with alinoat llercely hungry oves,
and finally, nfter partaking of n "bit of
food, dlsappenred with lior brothers and
sistors to their beds in the toft above.

Whatever subject we spoke upon, wo
somohow alwnys came back to Elleon.
In a litlo time I found that tho girl
liad been hor fnthor’s constunt cot-
panion for yearain the dangerous work
of tho sea; could mauage a boat with all
the skill and doxterity of a mnn; had
ghinred overy manner of arduous task in-
volvod in Innckerel aad long-line fish-
ing; and know overy oddy of tho sen,
wvory unook and eranny ol the const,
overy rock, lslet, shonl and fshing
ground, na familiarly oy tho cannlost
Karry tishorman, from Dingle to Kin-
wale,

Asido fram thofow Irish lassos at tho
fair at Cnliireivonn, Elleen was tho only
maiden grown I had noticed that day
—though [ had geon hor anco belore in
n way that now #illeil mo with droad for
tho peaco of this lghor's home—and 1
muked her father whore the bright-fuced
girls of Korry had gono,

“Gione, I8 It—Gone? “Hough!” he
answerod with sadden apirit, *Over
th' sny onthirely!"

“But gurely they eould not all go to
Amerien;” Iventared protostingly.

“An' coulda't thoy though? Its brod

thoy uro tn (L' milk ay thoir mothor's,

breasts to do thas same!” This with
bitterness. “A girsha’s no better nor
ten yuar high, whin th'fayver'soan her.
Faith, an’ she'll work liko a baste, an’
save like an ould bite, slver an’de-
paytiuller mor Onld Nick himeeli; an'
whin ye' be thinkin' she'd marry some
hovest bye an' bide wid her own, like
n decent eraythur—Pz-l-i-p!—an’ away
she’s gene, like an aigle over the say!"

Horo the tsberman drew hin liztle
wife cloger to him with a gesture of
wondrous pride and fondness,

“Arrah, an’ this jewol o' me own
cabin wouldn't be in it th' day—heaven
bleas an' kape her till me dyin’ hour!—
if I hadn't stole her wan night from
Caragh-side, like a thiei o' th' warrld,
an' thin bate th’ three brothers sinse-
less, broke th' ould man's skall for a
hint o' mne temper, an' =int word to
aleven’ uncles for a meatin’, at thelr
own convaynance, barrin' aoy fast day
o' th' seven.”

“How, then, have you kept Elleen?'
I asked eagerly, thioking of whas I
knew and he did not.

He turned quickly to me with a stern
face, potting his little wife almost rude-
Iy awoy. In aoother instant hia huoge
fist came down with & tromendous crasi
apon the deal table.

“'Pore God, 1'd kill th’ man or
woman that'd entice her from the dure.
I'd see ber dead alore I'd let ber turn
wanflerer beyant th’ say.”

The little wile atlempted to soothe
him with many crooning words, but he
was torribly sweot by the storm of feel-
lag upon him. He paced the cabin ex-
citedly ; plunged through the door into
the night and back again; and after o
shrag of his whole frame, like somo
great animal flinging another off, he
continoed impstuonsly:

“Onld Ireland—save her!—ls sorra
enough, heaven knows; hut th' hearto'
heris aiten out, more by th' fayver o
lavin' thao by th' wurra o' stayin',
Luk at her nowl—th' youog an' th'
strong clotehin' th' very pennies (rom
from ler doad eyes to fy awny wid an’
enrich some other land, till” on'y th'
trimblin’ ould an' th' rottin® dead re-
main!"

1 saw instantly it was the one subjoct
gore above all others in the heart of the
majestic though simple figure before
me, He had painted o woelully true
picture of one of Ireland's causes of de-
cay; but I wns nstornded at the revela-
tion which followad, the trath of which
1 could no longer doubt after what I had
soen acarcely two hours before.

“I'h' poor craythuora, they're not to
blamel” Ho eaid this with a compas-
sionato gesture which soemed to com-
prebend Elleen above us in the loft,
whore there had more than once been
o rustling and stirring, as of some ono
impatient to bear and know. |

“It's th’ divil's own sowls that like
snakes iver crawl over th' ould sod, wid
their blisthoring tongues, tayzin' th'
childer awny. Many o bono o theirs
I've cracked already; an’, by th’ fivo
cragses, L'll murthor th’(irst wan that
steps foot in Port Magee!”

Pressing him for oxplanation, ' I
lsagnad this startliog fact: That veri.
tablo human forrots, if not in the direct
puy of the trans-Atlantic stoamship
companies, yot atill subaisting upon the
profits of the nefarious teaflic, penatrate
tho remotest regions of Irelund, sowing
the seed of diasatisinction and unrest
and porsistently painting the rewards
und crnll'xlm of aflort and lite in foreign
landa; until the country districts aro
conetantly in such tremors of excite-
ment and heartacho for thoss who are
going or aro gone, that there is no lowly
lome where ia not hovering the shadow
of o terror so great that it lacks even
the consaling finality of death itsell.

“And men roally do this thing from
year to year for a livelihood ?" I asked
in honest indignation.

“Min?—min! Things worser nor
bnstea! No place is free o thim.
They'ro at i\ror]v fair, woddin' or wake,
They'ro at th' dure o' th' sanctuary,
They'll mark’'yer childer as christnin’
an’ niver lose siplit o' thim till they're
min an’ women grown. They'll folly
th’ daad among th' livin' to snatch an-
other livin' wan away. They'll erapeia
ﬂ.‘r home, by day or by nightl—

sugh!” he concluded with a gesturs at
his throat as il choking, “they crape
upon yer lifo hero in Ireland, 'till {u
can't braytho widout smellin' th' divil'a
amoke upon thim etarnally.”

Ho bant his shaggy hoad sorrowfully
and ruminatively for a moment. Then,
afif thinking aloud, ho added:

"'Yis, yis. Faith, John L. Shea's sat
in bhis boat, strivin' for tbim nshors,
wid Elieen besido him, tur many ayear,
watchin' thim staymers trailin’ smoko
across the water, an' wishin', wishin’,
wiahin' ivery wan'd strike bottom
aforo they'd tako away one body irom
this blossed Kerry howo!”

I could not but give a bleseed "Amen”
to that; but, long, long into that night,
in my couch upon tho seines, troubled
forma and sconss were woven into my
half-waking dreams. With and ncross
theso, Jiko pitiful wraiths of gorrow,

angod and repassed the faces in this
ﬁumbln fisher's home, the trailing
ginoke of tho far, low-lying ocean
steamers, leaving their wikes of woa bo-
hind, and that ono pitiless faco I had
now twico seen, nnd which could never
bo forgotton until the mowent of for-
gotfaluess should come.

1V.

I had seon and heard but little the
ovening bofore; but that little, In con-

beady eyes naver loaked the girl fairly
in ber own—atung her peeming imper-
turbable purpose by reference tathe
iad she loved.

“Ita yer only rale friend I am, Elleen,
that's four year been waitin’ t’ give yez
th' chance o' yerlife. I'll hold yoz it's
troe, larry Dreon's no comfort t' yez
in all that time. lsp't iton th’ batter
(tiPpIing) he's beon, those last tin daya,
an’ anly this blissed day makin' love
l’ika : timpest t’ ivery girl at Cahimsiveon
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“I'm dene wid Larry,” she aoswerad
slowly.

Her tone rather than her actlon told
what a deep hurt was behind her
words.

“(3ive mo th' money, thin, fur th'
ticket to' take yes ont.”

“I'll not. Ah, Dennis Fahy, it's as
hard as th' divil's forshead, yerare. I'll
RO me own way, or stay."”

“Arrah, avick dear, ye'll desthroy all
me grand plans fur yez enthirely, 1t's
t' Killarney yes must go, thin, Thero
ye'll get th’ rail for Maliow, an' Cork, v’
th' next staymer, wid th' other fine
Jadiea that's goin' ous?' whined tho
little old gnoma imploringly.

“p'll pot,”

“Jear an' ages!"” he fumed. “But yer
th’ graat fool! 'Twud take & proper rise
out o' yez, t' spake a soft word t' your
fa{lhar!"

t wag tho direst threat tho fellow
could make, and I coold ses he wns
gure it would humble ber.

“Th' veine o' me heart go wid oz in
that, Dennis darlint!" she roetorted
wit?‘ I: ;.gummptuoul gurgle of laugbtor.

4Can yez awim, Dennis 7"

“N-n-o, lnlth! An’fur what an’ for
why 7’

“Then it's lost ye'd be, Dennis; fur no
prayst’ll shrivo th’ likes o yo. Atth'
first word yo nttered, Dennis, faythor'd
toss yo over th' cliff, as aisy as a atale
fish from th' schrabag!"

It was  Donnia who had been con-
quered, and he now whiningly begged
to know what she wouid do.

“It's this 1'il do;" sho returned with
an impressivencss of tone and maoouer
from which the miserable wrocker of
howmaes apparently saw no appeal. "Go
you to th' others an’ bid them bide nt
AMallow or Cork till I come. I'll row to
Dinglo by night,”

“By all th' saints, 'tis twonty miles!"
he fumed and blustered azain.

“Saturday night 'twill be, at th’ turn
o' th' tide—that's tin o'clock that night.
Thin I'll walk, on Bunday, from Dingle
to Tralee. They'll not folly by water,
an’ il thoy go siatherin’ up tho Killar-
ney road, it's not a trace of mo they'll
find; an' thin they'll come powdhorn’
back to Port Magoee, whin I'll bo safo on
my way {rom Dingle to Trales.”

The old wretch’s face worked hideous-
ly for a while, 1o scomed to fear ho
would at the last loge this one poor vic-
tim. For vears he bad worked hia mer-
clloss toild about lier, ns about others
among the wilds of Ivoragh.

“Bad cess t' th' divil's own mess, an'
all th' trouble yer givin® mo! Dut we
beart's achin’ t' see yo go where' in a
year's time, yez can comp back a lady
fino t' shnme thim that'd kape yez iver
o toilin’ bastel I'll comeand go wid yez
t' Diogle!"

The girl gave a little start at this, but
did not opposo him.

“I’g lavin' from th' ould pier I'll be,
in th' little yawl. Ye'll not be late,
Dennis Fahey? A sorra hour fur yez,
'twould be, if yez were found bebind me
at Port Mages!”

“\Who's th’ stranger that's come th’
day. Io looked me o'er uniriendly,
th' morn, whin I wor dodgin' yer
fayther at Cahirsiveen.”

The girl morslg ghool her hend.

“Phin ye'll find a chance t' slip these
Eﬂckau, il ho bidea th' full o

It's intorestin' raydin’ thoy'll
t' woa grand,

in his
th' wee
make, whin on yer way
line lady across th’ sav|”

Without o word, she putin her bosom
somp erumpled sheeta of paper he had
banded her and, stepping back among
the parted branches, was lost to sieht,

'Phis ia what I lnd seen and henrd
upon the crag nbove the old fishing
hamlot; and this, with the appearance
of handsomo Elleen in the cabin and
what the evening hnd so startlingly
evoked, is what awept the torturous
wraiths through my half-waking dreams
all that long, tmhnpp( night.

Never belore in all my wanderings
Liad Icome to home or placo whers my
own honrt was so desporately torn by
conflicting emotions and resolves.

Shonld Iatonce quit these somber
Kerry shores and let the miserablo
evenis run thelr own cruel course?
Should I socrotly charge Elleen with
her purposes and perfidy and beg her to
turn back to the loyalty and love of the
little cabin home? Should 1 soek out
Dennia Fahy and frighten him from
this innocent victim and his remorse-
lessness und inconceivable potty graed ?
Shonld I find Larry Dreon and make
him koow, if thera was tendornoss left
in his reckloss heart, of the groat prize
which was irrevocably drifting out of
this humble home port? Should I
confide in the mother and trust to the
mother heart and wit, as againat the
daughter’s long matured determination
and strange, imporious nature? Or
shonld I at once, with bratal trank-
noss, revesl to my flsher friend how he
liad been decsived, and perhaps in the
wild storm to follow ses worse cowmo to
the now sheltored howme-nost, than the

nection with what lad been .
allv and so dramutically rovealed while
wo sat beside the dying embers in the
fishor's tiny cabin, told ma that the
dread and insldions influence the bravo,
homao-saving moul had go long and va
linntly battled was about to triumph
over all tho mighty pleadiog of duty and
Jove and home.

In n short stroll I had taken along
tho craggy heighta to the south of the
slumberoua old fishing hamlat, I had all
unwittingly chosen an almoat daring
courso around the peak of a shelving
[.IrOITIUDOlDI’!’.

Constantly tempted to loftier hoighta
for better viow of the matcliloss scanes
of conats And islets and vens, I plekod
my way around tho dangerous con,
coming suddenly upon two figures in a
little hollow of an nngle of tho rock,

From wharo [ stood the man and
waman could oot obeervo e, and yet
thoy were plainly within view, while
every word they uttered, from the con-
formation of the rock partially sur.
younding them, was us distinetly aud-
iblo na though they bad stood beside

me,

Whenevar thoy bad met, and how-
evar thoy bad ronched the secluded
gpot I folt cortain they had not pre-
cedod mo in the dangerous pathway [
had stumbled upon; and 1 wns made
furtior guro of this by the wowman, or
giel, now and then parting the branches
tbavo her, and  peoring searchingly
back nlong the partly wooded heights
above,

Slie wna a wniden of marvelous phys-
ical power and boauty, and hor wauner
clearly showeidd that no other motive
than somo ovarwhelming soll Interest
could huve brought hor to tryst with
{.Ilu nmbling, skulking wretch beforo
Ier,

Though he whoodled and blosterad,
blarneyol and bullied, sho still romain-
od imporious and determined. Only
oneo did sho goom to botrny omotion,
This was whon the leathory-fucod dwarl
—in  hnmped, mildewed travesty of a
linmwan, with a fuco witherad and purs.
ol in the ludicrously pathotic lines of

un aillng baboou, nnd whoso rostless,

mars ab , through the hunger for
botter fortane, of one of the strongest of
ita rugged brood ?

Asthe week slipped by, my mental
anxioty became intenso and almost io-
supportabla, Aa in a dreao, I seemed
e lous of the nt ious relation of
ecach nctive participant in some im-
pending tragody, and yet apparently
liopelessly helpless to ronch ont hand
or utter word to etay its resistless and
woful finality. " .

Half idly my fisher {riond and his
compauions dallied with their “long-
line" fishing tnsks; for tho mackorel
fleots of tho vear had winged their way
to neighbioring porte, to Manxland and
to ¥rance. Wholly idle and vagarous

shoals. Then, mayliap, "M-.mm =
':ug. Anril .lmid J:.m_".j. Ru,;:,:f‘_
own now; for I had learnea
Dreen's ubode. el G2
“At 10 o'clock and tho tarn of th
tide"” kept time to wy bogndi A
like an tmpetuous koe saciag deet

It lackod but an hour of

10 ag ]
cromsed the thrashold of the lirasn oot
tage. And whero was Lirry Drgunt

Away gosthering “wid th' byes! (Guld

be roud? Ah, yes, snd over yosandyay
and yer. A poncil sernwl on o big of
paper from wy pocket, Lo foren oon.
mand that it reach him 4t o ".'-ml
then away again, as all Urenag
startled by the unaccountalile jutrusigy

tremblingly mado the saving s,

Back at tho little port, but 5o whige
#nil to bo soon within the littie covy, &
thread of loyal light still pleamed jron
the home-nest above. Wien | |y
its door, 1 smw but ono forn wig
that of the loving, waitizg wify
ting, knitting, knitting; an s oy
way with the women of tho we.t,
whero was brave Elleen? AL, pogy
sonl, just away to comiort Mistlipee,
O'Neill, by the Orag, for the nichy; gy
to bo homp again by morn.  Aud 1y
father? Muy be runuing in frow thy
shoals by ear under rosted suiis, thy
wind being off-shore this nishit. 1{ b,
lands in balf an hour, have Liw ut gy
old pier by 10 o'clock and the turyf
the tido? Again yes, and ever vy ya
ves; for John L. Bhoa would walk thg
nhalf of Ireland o'er and buek nraiv, fop
the stranger without thy sorra of agk.
ing, sural

And then nlone, heartsick snl iy
traught I stole to the tumbling mer
unused for years; ond pleking my wie
along its odgea enmo quickly to a wpot
whero o little yawl lar swuving tagy
and forth upon the turning tide,

1n & moment more, [ootsteps lullowsd,
1 knew them oand I could naither gd.
vance nar rotreat.  With s suddin any
unaccountablo impulse 1swung mye,{
ovar the pier-edgo into the swollsn
waters below, clinging 1o tbe roten
timber to which tho yawl was moorad,
1 benril the taut ehain drawn ughier
ovar my head and & woman's quing
voice ordering 8 whimpenng com.

anion to atonce descond inta the logt,

{o scrambled down with {:[I:'Llu[mg
teoth and! trombliog limbs,  Two oarg
wero handod him, when bo crept like g
dog into a sent in the stern,

Then the rostlo of a womsn's clothing
above mo, o niwmblo &pring inta ths
boat’a prow, and the stealthy naloosen.
ing of tho chain from tho rusty staply
which held it

As it was releasod o fow links hup
ovar tho boat edgo into the water, i
graspud them with desperalo dexterily
and the full length of the chain played
out instantly in my hand,

In tho next moment of time 1 enly
knew that the fleeing girl wos in Lar
goat, had stendied the craft, was in full
and powerful “back-stroke” upon ter
onra, that I had whipped the chain
around the pier support and was cling:
ing to it thero with n power beyoul my
strongth, and that o swift pud Leavy
strido was thundering upon the tum-
bilng planks nbove my head.

e
And

“No human topgue could ftly tell the
tragic incidents which instanly follow-
ed ;" concluded the Vagubond Travelsr,
in impresaively aolemn tones, "l culy
know what I saw and beard and felt.
I saw Ellcon, silent and awif us a shad-
ow of the night, slip over the boat side
and disgppenr—all but an upresched
hand, which elunf like grapples of steel
to tho gunwale, 1 eaw wy fisher fricnd
plunge into the yawl with upraised,
avenging bands. 1 saw, by thelizit of
awlitly gathering lanterns sud torches
above, the ekulking form of Dennis
Fahy shrink into something like o quiv-
oring ball, nod, as the giont filier od-
vanced i!.'hnnk God! no hund was luid
on him!), with a face of unspek-
able torror and & shrick o8 of the
lost, roll into thoe darkened tide to blend
with ils everlaeting silences [or
over. I saw, too, tho giont (orm, us
with divine compassion, spring alter
him, turn quickly to encounter the face
of his own ohild and then fight thors ns
with death againat her own lile-taking;
and I dimly heard anll suw god felt all
tho Dronns and half the folk of FPort
Magee anddenly in tho turbulent cur
ront, floundering, caliing, shroikiog and
gaying thothree of us with life yot left
in us; and then, with stifled cry 1 pass-
od into tho tide of tideless droams;—to
awnleen, it seomed a contury thence;in
thie balm and shunshiue of 4 Sabbatn
morning, with loving hearts re-united
about ma, and a thousand tear-dimmed
Irish fucos proswing forward to pray for,
and bloss the anvors and tho saved, bie<
side the winsomp Kerry shores,”

—————
Nothing Struuge.

Intelligent people, who realizo the
important part tho blood nolds in keep-
ing the body inn normal condltion, flud
nothing strange in the number of Ui-
soases Hood's Suraapurilia is able to cure.
So many troubles resuit from impure
blood, the best way to treat them ig
through tho bluod. "Hood's Barsaparilla
vitalizoa tho blood.

Hoon's Pivts aro the beat niter-dione
pills, nasist digestion, provents cousti
pation. 1

malaria
districts

there has ben in use a remedy with
§ ood effects for nearly a quarter of

UG OC OO 000000 anoetoas

a century. It is a preventive and

2 cure that thousands make use of
every year, Why? Decause it never
fails to do good—its medicinal qual¥
ties are certnin. It s specilic fof
this dread disease. It cures!

wera Ellen and L in our pl t voy-
ages to lray Head; to Puaflin Island,
whero tho myriad sea-fowl whirl and
atiriek and drown, even in dolorons
wenther, the hoarso ravings of the sea;
to hideous Lemon Rock; to mnjestic
Balus Head; and to Great Skelig, whose
mighty crosses still sentinel tho ghost-
ly cells of olden monlks, All, ldlo and
restful and sweot nud still like n dream,
ovon in the evening ol that day when
the san sank in n bud of purpling,
misty gray; anmd the old fshiwives of
the port, sbruzging their shoulders
with weathorwise sweops of thelr frowsy
hoads, wuttered of ugly weather soon
to come,

Btill like n dream, that evening moal,
doluved for the futher's white-winged
gmack boyond Bray lHead; with the
pent flames leapiog joyously in the
cabin chimney and the purring howe-
sido mounds: and with no sign, but of
love and trust and hope, on tho noble
{aco of grave Elleen!

Then us I walked inthe twilight, at
Inst tho quick nwakening and ita kean,
swilt tortura of fatal delay; for somo-
where in tho gloaming foll ncross my
way the shadow of a skulking torm 1
know.

I hastenml bnek Lo the eabin almost
pleading, would the fathor never comp?
The great bluo oyes relaad from tho
kaitting wero as calm an n babu's in
their innovent surprise.  Yes, now vory
goon ; unloss groak groh (luck) was in the

»
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toms: thal intermittent fever which
that cold, chilly feeling which brinis
these? 1t thisis your case

Iron %

Red Fines on Wrapper.
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Fave you Malarial  Tsthe terrible
dries up your blood—your appetile
on nervous prostration, headache,
It's
Bitters you need!

Txowy Cusicar Co,  Baltisore Md
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polson in yout biood? The symp-
fails—you have no energy, strengih—
neuralgia, aching pains, 1lave you
Brown's
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