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			I

			“Will you leave that don­key alone,” said Patsy Mac Cann to his daugh­ter. “I nev­er heard the like of it,” he con­tin­ued testily. “I tell you the way you do be go­ing on with the ass is enough to make a Chris­ti­an man swear, so it is.”

			“You let me be,” she replied. “If I was do­ing hurt or harm to you I wouldn’t mind, and if I am fond of the ass it­self what does it mat­ter to any­body?”

			“It’s this way, that I don’t like to see a wo­man kiss­ing an ass on the snout, it’s not nat­ur­al nor prop­er.”

			“A lot you know about nat­ur­al and prop­er. Let you leave me alone now; and, be­sides that, doesn’t the ass like it?”

			“That’s not a reas­on; sure it doesn’t mat­ter in the world what an ass likes or dis­likes, and, any­how, an ass doesn’t like any­thing ex­cept car­rots and turnips.”

			“This one does,” said she stoutly.

			“And a body might be kiss­ing an ass un­til the black day of doom and he wouldn’t mind it.”

			“This one minds.”

			“Kiss­ing an old ass!”

			“One has to be kiss­ing some­thing.”

			“Let you kiss me then and get done with it,” said he.

			She re­garded him in amazement.

			“What would I kiss you for? Sure you’re my fath­er, and aren’t you as old as the hills?”

			“Well, well, you’re full of fun, and that’s what I say. Take the winkers off that don­key’s face, and let him get a bit to eat; there’s grass enough, God knows, and it’s good grass.”

			Mary busied her­self with the winkers and the bit while her fath­er con­tin­ued:

			“What I wish is this, that Chris­ti­an people were able to eat grass like the beasts, and then there wouldn’t be any more trouble in the world. Are you listen­ing to me, Mary, or are you listen­ing to the don­key?”

			“It’s you I’m listen­ing to.”

			“I say this, that if every per­son had enough to eat there’d be no more trouble in the world and we could fight our fill. What have you got in the bas­ket?”

			“I’ve the loaf that I bought in the shop at Knock­beg, and the half loaf that you took out of the wo­man’s win­dow—it’s fresh­er than the oth­er one.”

			“I was guided,” said her fath­er. “We’ll eat that one first the way no per­son can claim it. What else have you got?”

			“I’ve the white turnip that I found in a field.”

			“There’s great nour­ish­ment in turnips; the cattle do get fat on them in winter.”

			“And I’ve the two hand­fuls of pota­toes that you gathered at the bend of the road.”

			“Roast them­selves in the em­bers, for that’s the only road to cook a potato. What way are we go­ing to eat to­night?”

			“We’ll eat the turnip first, and then we’ll eat the bread, and after that we’ll eat the pota­toes.”

			“And fine they’ll taste. I’ll cut the turnip for you with the sail­or­man’s jack­knife.”

			

			The day had drawn to its close. The stars had not yet come, nor the moon. Far to the west a red cloud poised on the ho­ri­zon like a great whale and, mo­ment by mo­ment, it paled and faded un­til it was no more than a pink flush. On high, clouds of pearl and snow piled and fell and sailed away on easy voy­ages. It was the twi­light—a twi­light of such quiet­ude that one could hear the soft voice of the world as it whispered through leaf and twig. There was no breeze to swing the branches of the trees or to creep among the rank grasses and set them dan­cing, and yet every­where there was un­ceas­ing move­ment and a sound that nev­er ceased. About them, for mile upon mile, there was no hab­it­a­tion of man; there was no move­ment any­where ex­cept when a bird dipped and soared in a hasty flight home­wards, or when a beetle went slug­ging by like a tired bul­let.

			Mary had un­har­nessed the ass and bade him, with an af­fec­tion­ate kiss, to eat his full. The don­key stood for a mo­ment with his ears and tail hanging down, then he lif­ted both his ears and his tail, slung up his ragged head, bared his sol­id teeth, and brayed furi­ously for two minutes. That ac­com­plished, he trot­ted briskly a few paces, bent to the grass, and began to eat so eagerly that one would think eat­ing was more of a nov­elty to him than it could be to an ass of his years.

			“The sound of that beast’s voice does get on my nerves,” said Patsy.

			“He has a power­ful voice, sure enough, God bless him! Sit down there by the hedge and light the fire while I’m get­ting the things ready; the night will be on us in a few minutes and it will be a cold night.”

			While she moved busily from the cart to the hedge her fath­er em­ployed him­self light­ing a fire of turf in a wrinkled buck­et. When this was un­der way he pulled out a pipe, black as a coal, and off which half the shank was broken, and this he put in­to his mouth. At the mo­ment he seemed to be sunken in thought, his eyes to the grass and his feet planted, and it was in a mus­ing voice that he spoke:

			“Do you know what I’d do, Mary, if I had a bottle of port­er be­side me in this field?”

			“I do well,” she replied; “you’d drink it.”

			“I would so, but be­fore I’d drink it I’d put the end of this pipe in­to it, for it’s newly cracked, and it sticks to my lips in a way that would an­ger a man want­ing a smoke, and if I could stick it in­to the port­er it would be cured. I don’t sup­pose, now, that you have a sup of port­er in the cart!”

			“I have not.”

			“Be­cause if you had a small sup I’d be able to get a smoke this night, as well as a drink.”

			“You’re full of fun,” said she sourly.

			“I saw a bottle in your hand a while back,” he con­tin­ued mus­ingly, “and it looked like a weighty bottle.”

			“It’s full to the neck with spring wa­ter.”

			“Ah!” said her fath­er, and he re­garded that dis­tant ho­ri­zon where­on the pink cloud was now scarcely vis­ible as a pink­ness and was no longer the shape of a great whale.

			After a mo­ment he con­tin­ued in a care­less voice:

			“You might hand me the bottle of spring wa­ter, alanna, till I wet my lips with it. It’s a great thing for the thirst, I’m told, and it’s healthy be­side that.”

			“I’m keep­ing that sup of wa­ter to make the tea when we’d be want­ing it.”

			“Well, I’ll only take a drop out of it, and I won’t lose the cork.”

			“You can get it your­self, then,” said Mary, “for I’ve plenty to do and you haven’t.”

			Her fath­er, rolling his tough chin with his fin­gers, went to the cart. He found the bottle, lif­ted the cork, smelt it, tasted:

			“It is spring wa­ter in­deed,” said he, and he thumped the cork back again with some ir­rit­a­tion and re­placed the bottle in the cart.

			“I thought you wanted a drink,” said his daugh­ter mildly.

			“So I do,” he replied, “but I can’t stand the little creatures that do be wrig­gling about in spring wa­ter. I wouldn’t like to be swal­low­ing them un­known. Ah! them things don’t be in bar­rels that you buy in a shop, and that’s a fact.”

			She was pre­par­ing the pota­toes when a re­mark from her fath­er caused her to pause.

			“What is it?” said she.

			“It’s a bird. I saw it for a second against a white piece of a cloud, and I give you my word that it’s as big as a hay­stack. There it is again,” he con­tin­ued ex­citedly, “there’s three of them.”

			For a few minutes they fol­lowed the flight of these amaz­ing birds, but the twi­light had al­most en­tirely de­par­ted and dark­ness was brood­ing over the land. They did not see them any more.

		
	
		
			II

			And yet it was but a short dis­tance from where they camped that the an­gels first put foot to earth.

			It is use­less to ques­tion what tur­moil of wind or vag­ary of wing brought them to this desert hill in­stead of to a place more worthy of their grandeur, for, in­deed, they were gor­geously ap­par­elled in silken robes of scar­let and gold and purple; upon their heads were crowns high in form and of curi­ous, in­tric­ate work­man­ship, and their wings, stretch­ing ten feet on either side, were of many and shin­ing col­ours.

			Enough that here they did land, and in this si­lence and dark­ness they stood for a few mo­ments look­ing about them.

			Then one spoke:

			“Art,” said he, “we were too busy com­ing down to look about us care­fully; spring up again a little way, and see if there is any house in sight.”

			At the word one of the three stepped for­ward a pace, and leaped twenty feet in­to the air; his great wings swung out as he leaped, they beat twice, and he went circ­ling the hill in steady, noise­less flight.

			He re­turned in a minute:

			“There are no houses here, but a little way be­low I saw a fire and two people sit­ting be­side it.”

			“We will talk to them,” said the oth­er. “Show the way, Art.”

			“Up then,” said Art.

			“No,” said the An­gel who had not yet spoken. “I am tired of fly­ing. We will walk to this place you speak of.”

			“Very well,” replied Art, “let us walk.”

			And they went for­ward.

			

			Around the little buck­et of fire where Mac Cann and his daugh­ter were sit­ting there was an in­tense dark­ness. At the dis­tance of six feet they could still see, but del­ic­ately, in­dis­tinctly, and bey­ond that the night hung like a vel­vet cur­tain. They did not mind the night, they did not fear it, they did not look at it: it was around them, full of strange­ness, full of mys­tery and ter­ror, but they looked only at the glow­ing bra­zi­er, and in the red cheer of that they were con­tent.

			They had eaten the bread and the turnip, and were wait­ing for the pota­toes to be cooked, and as they waited an odd phrase, an ex­clam­a­tion, a sigh would pass from one to the oth­er; and then, sud­denly, the dark cur­tain of night moved noise­lessly, and the three an­gels stepped nobly in the fire­light.

			For an in­stant neither Mac Cann nor his daugh­ter made a move­ment; they did not make a sound. Here was ter­ror, and as­ton­ish­ment the sis­ter of ter­ror: they gaped: their whole be­ing was in their eyes as they stared. From Mac Cann’s throat came a noise; it had no gram­mat­ic­al sig­ni­fic­ance, but it was weighted with all the sense that is in a dog’s growl or a wolf’s cry. Then the young­est of the strangers came for­ward:

			“May we sit by your fire for a little time?” said he. “The night is cold, and in this dark­ness one does not know where to go.”

			At the sound of words Patsy seized hold of his slid­ing civil­iz­a­tion.

			“To be sure,” he stammered. “Why wouldn’t your hon­our sit down? There isn’t a seat, but you’re wel­come to the grass and the light of the fire.”

			“Mary,” he con­tin­ued, look­ing hast­ily around—

			But Mary was not there. The same in­stant those tall forms strode from the dark­ness in front Mary had slipped, swift and noise­less as the shad­ow of a cat, in­to the dark­ness be­hind her.

			“Mary,” said her fath­er again, “these are de­cent people, I’m think­ing. Let you come from wherever you are, for I’m sure they wouldn’t hurt your­self or my­self.”

			As swiftly as she had dis­ap­peared she re­appeared.

			“I was look­ing if the ass was all right,” said she sul­lenly.

			She sat again by the bra­zi­er, and began to turn the pota­toes with a stick. She did not ap­pear to be tak­ing any heed of the strangers, but it is likely that she was able to see them without look­ing, be­cause, as is well known, wo­men and birds are able to see without turn­ing their heads, and that is in­deed a ne­ces­sary pro­vi­sion, for they are both sur­roun­ded by en­emies.

		
	
		
			III

			The re­mark­able thing about as­ton­ish­ment is that it can only last for an in­stant. No per­son can be sur­prised for more than that time. You will come to terms with a ghost with­in two minutes of its ap­pear­ance, and it had scarcely taken that time for Mac Cann and his daugh­ter to be­come one with the vis­it­ors.

			If the sur­priser and the sur­prisee are mu­tu­ally as­ton­ished, then, in­deed, there is a tangle out of which any­thing may emerge, for two ex­plan­a­tions are ne­ces­sary at the one mo­ment, and two ex­plan­a­tions can no more hold the same po­s­i­tion in time than two bod­ies can oc­cupy the same lodg­ment in space.

			It needed alone that the an­gels should pro­claim their qual­ity for the situ­ation to ar­range it­self nat­ur­ally.

			Man is a sci­entif­ic creature; he la­bels his ig­nor­ance and shelves it: mys­tery af­frights him, it bores him, but when he has giv­en a name to any ap­pear­ance then mys­tery flies away, and real­ity alone re­mains for his co­git­a­tion. Later, per­haps, real­ity will en­rage and mys­ti­fy him more pro­foundly than any un­ex­pec­ted­ness can do.

			The Mac Canns, so far as they pro­fessed a re­li­gion, were Cath­ol­ics. Deep­er than that they were Ir­ish folk. From their cradles, if ever they had cradles oth­er than a moth­er’s breast and shoulder, they had supped on won­der. They be­lieved as eas­ily as an an­im­al does, for most creatures are forced to cred­it everything long be­fore they are able to prove any­thing. We have ar­ranged to la­bel these fac­ulties of ima­gin­a­tion and proph­ecy among the less­er creatures In­stinct, and with the la­bel we have thrown over­board more of mys­tery than we could af­ford to live with. Later these may con­front us again in our prop­er souls, and the won­der and ter­ror so long over­due will com­pel our tardy obeis­ance.

			At the end of amazement, as of all else, we go to sleep, and, with­in an hour of their meet­ing, the an­gels and the Mac Canns were stretched in one com­mon un­con­scious­ness.

			The an­gels were asleep, their at­ti­tudes pro­claimed it. Patsy was asleep, his nose, with the un­pleas­ant em­phas­is of a cracked trum­pet, pealed wheezy con­firm­a­tion of his slum­ber. His daugh­ter was asleep, for there by the bra­zi­er she lay, mo­tion­less as the ground it­self.

			Per­haps she was not asleep. Per­haps she was ly­ing with her face to the skies, star­ing through the dark­ness at the pale, scarce stars, dream­ing dreams and see­ing vis­ions, while, all around, down the in­vis­ible road and across the van­ished fields and the hills, night trailed her dusky robes and crushed abroad her poppy.

			Wheth­er she had slept or not she was the first to arise in the morn­ing.

			A pale twi­light was creep­ing over the earth, and through it one could see chilly trees and shiv­er­ing grass; the heavy clouds huddled to­geth­er as though they were seek­ing warmth on those grisly heights; the birds had not yet left their nests; it was an hour of ut­ter si­lence and un­come­li­ness; an hour for blind and des­pair­ing creatures to move for­ward spite­fully, curs­ing them­selves and the powers; an hour when ima­gin­a­tion has no func­tion, and hope would fly again to the dark­ness rather than re­main in that liv­id wil­der­ness, for this was not yet the thin child of the dawn, crowned with young buds and act­ive as a wintry leaf; it was the abor­tion of the dawn, form­less, heavy, and de­test­able.

			Mov­ing cau­tiously in that shade, Mary her­self seemed no more than a shad­ow; she di­min­ished thin and form­less as a wraith, while she trod care­fully to and fro from the cart to the hedge.

			She sat down, un­loosed her hair and com­menced to brush it.

			In this col­our­less light her hair had no col­our, but was of as­ton­ish­ing length and thick­ness; it flowed about her like a cloak, and as she sat it rolled and crept on the grass. She did not of­ten tend her hair thus. Some­times she plaited it for the sake of con­veni­ence, so that windy days would not whip it in­to her eyes or lash her cheeks; some­times, through sheer lazi­ness, she did not even plait it, she rolled it in­to a great ball and drew a wide, mas­cu­line cap over its bright­ness; and now, be­fore the day had broken, sit­ting in a ghastly light­ness, which was neither light nor dark­ness, she was at­tend­ing to her hair.

			And this hair per­plexed her, for she did not know what to do with it; she did not know wheth­er it was to be seen or not seen; wheth­er to braid it in two great ropes, or roll it care­lessly or care­fully above her head, or let it hang loosely about her shoulders held only at the nape with a piece of rib­bon or stuff. An hes­it­a­tion such as this was new to her; she had nev­er had oc­ca­sion for such fore­thought; it was strange and in­quiet­ing; more dis­turb­ing, in­deed, than the vis­it at black of night of those tall strangers whose eyes and voices were so quiet, and whose ap­point­ments flashed in the fire­light while they spoke to her fath­er of the things in which trav­el­lers are in­ter­ested.

			She looked at them where they lay, but they were scarcely more than vis­ible—a tangle of flow­ing cloths and great limbs fad­ing away in the rank grasses and the ob­scur­ity, and to her mind the real won­der was not that they had come, but that they were still there, and that they were sleep­ing deeply and peace­fully as she had slept so of­ten, with her head pil­lowed on her arm and her limbs fol­ded calmly between the earth and the sky.

		
	
		
			IV

			Her hair was not braided; it was tied at the neck with a piece of whit­ish cloth torn from some part of her cloth­ing, and upon her shoulders it bil­lowed and rolled in mag­ni­fi­cent liv­ing abund­ance.

			Very gently she moved to where her fath­er lay on his back with his mouth open and his black chin jut­ting at the sky. He was breath­ing through his mouth, so he was not snor­ing any longer. She lif­ted the three or four sacks which covered him, and rocked his shoulders cau­tiously un­til he awakened.

			Her fath­er awakened ex­actly as she did, ex­actly as every open-air an­im­al does; his eyes flew wide, in­stantly and en­tirely wake­ful, and he looked at her with full com­pre­hen­sion of their ad­ven­ture. He raised softly on an el­bow and glanced to where the strangers were; then nod­ded to his daugh­ter and rose noise­lessly to his feet. She beckoned him and they stepped a few paces away so that they might talk in se­cur­ity.

			Mary was about to speak but her fath­er pre­ven­ted her:

			“Listen,” he whispered, “the best thing we can do is to load the things in­to the cart, without mak­ing any noise, mind you! then we’ll yoke the little ass as easy as any­thing, and then I’ll get in­to the cart and I’ll drive off as hard as ever I can pelt, and you can run be­side the ass with a stick in your hand and you welt­ing the dev­il out of him to make him go quick. I’m no good my­self at the run­ning, and that’s why I’ll get in­to the cart, but you can run like a hare, and that’s why you’ll wal­lop the beast.”

			“Mind now,” he con­tin­ued fiercely, “we don’t know who them fel­lows are at all, and what would the priest say if he heard we were strav­aiging the coun­try with three big, buck an­gels, and they full of tricks maybe; so go you now and be lift­ing in the things and I’ll give you good help my­self.”

			“I’ll do noth­ing of the kind,” whispered Mary an­grily, “and it wasn’t for that I woke you up.”

			“Won’t you, in­deed?” said her fath­er fiercely.

			“What would they be think­ing of us at all if they were to rouse and see us sneak­ing off in that way? I’m telling you now that I won’t do it, and that you won’t do it either, and if you make a move to the cart I’ll give a shout that will waken the men.”

			“The dev­il’s in you, you strap!” replied her fath­er, grind­ing his teeth at her. “What call have we to be mix­ing ourselves up with holy an­gels that’ll be killing us maybe in an hour or half an hour; and maybe they’re not an­gels at all but men that do be trav­el­ling the land in a cir­cus and they full of fun and dev­il­ment?”

			“It’s an­gels they are,” replied his daugh­ter ur­gently, “and if they’re not an­gels it­self they are rich men, for there’s big rings of gold on their fin­gers, and every ring has a dia­mond in it, and they’ve golden chains across their shoulders, I’m telling you, and the stuff in their clothes is fit for the chil­dren of a king. It’s rich and very rich they are.”

			Mac Cann rasped his chin with his thumb.

			“Do you think they are rich folk?”

			“I do, in­deed.”

			“Then,” said her fath­er in an ab­strac­ted tone, “we won’t say any­thing more about it.”

			After a mo­ment he spoke again:

			“What were you think­ing about your­self?”

			“I was think­ing,” she replied, “that when they waken up in a little while there won’t be any­thing at all for them to eat and they strangers.”

			“Hum!” said her fath­er.

			“There’s two cold pota­toes in the bas­ket,” she con­tin­ued, “and a small piece of bread, and there isn’t any­thing more than that; so let you be look­ing around for some­thing to eat the way we won’t be put to shame be­fore the men.”

			“It’s easy talk­ing!” said he; “where am I to look? Do you want me to pick red her­rings out of the grass and sides of ba­con off the little bushes?”

			“We passed a house last night a mile down the road,” said Mary; “go you there and get whatever you’re able to get, and if you can’t get any­thing buy it off the people in the house. I’ve three shil­lings in my pock­et that I was sav­ing for a par­tic­u­lar thing, but I’ll give them to you be­cause I wouldn’t like to be shamed be­fore the strange men.”

			Her fath­er took the money:

			“I wish I knew that you had it yes­ter­day,” he growled, “I wouldn’t have gone to sleep with a throat on me like a mid­sum­mer ditch and it full of dust and pis­mires.”

			Mary pushed him down the road.

			“Be back as quick as you are able, and buy every kind of thing that you can get for the three shil­lings.”

			She watched him stamp­ing heav­ily down the road, and then she re­turned again to their en­camp­ment.

		
	
		
			V

			The vis­it­ors had not awakened.

			Now the air was grow­ing clear­er; the first liv­id pal­lor of the dawn had changed to a whole­some twi­light, and light was rolling like clear smoke over the land. The air looked cold, and it began to look sharp in­stead of muddy; now the trees and bushes stood apart; they seemed lonely and un­guarded in that chill dawn­ing; they seemed like liv­ing things which were cold and a little frightened in an im­mens­ity to which they were for­eign and from which they had much to dread.

			Of all un­nat­ur­al things, if that word can be used in any con­text, there is none more un­nat­ur­al than si­lence, there is none so ter­ri­fy­ing; for si­lence means more than it­self, it means also im­mob­il­ity; it is the sym­bol and sig­na­ture of death, and from it no one knows what may come at an in­stant; for si­lence is not quiet­ness, it is the en­emy of quiet­ness; against it your watch must climb the tower and stare in vain; against it your pick­et must be set, and he will thrust a lance to the sound of his own pulses; he will chal­lenge the beat­ing of his own heart, and hear his own har­ness threat­en­ing him at a dis­tance.

			To walk in a forest when there is no wind to stir the branches and set the leaves tap­ping upon the boughs, this is ter­ri­fy­ing; a lonely sea stretch­ing bey­ond sight and upon which there is no ripple holds the same des­pair, and a grassy plain from whence there is no move­ment vis­ible has too its des­ol­at­ing hor­ror.

			But these things did not haunt the girl. She did not heed the si­lence for she did not listen to it; she did not heed the im­mens­ity for she did not see it. In space and si­lence she had been cradled; they were her foster par­ents, and if ever she looked or listened it was to see and hear some­thing quite oth­er than these. Now she did listen and look. She listened to the breath­ing of the sleep­ers, and soon, for she was a fe­male, she looked to see what they were like.

			She leaned softly over one. He was a noble old man with a sweep­ing, white beard and a great brow; the ex­pres­sion of his quiet fea­tures was that of a wise in­fant; her heart went out to him and she smiled at him in his sleep.

			She trod to the next and bent again. He was young­er, but not young; he looked about forty years of age; his fea­tures were reg­u­lar and very de­term­ined; his face looked strong, comely as though it had been chis­elled from a gra­cious stone; there was a short coal-black beard on his chin.

			She turned to the third sleep­er, and hal­ted blush­ing. She re­membered his face, caught on the pre­vi­ous night in one light­ning peep while she slid away from their ap­proach. It was from him she had fled in the night, and for him that her hair was now drap­ing her shoulders in un­ac­cus­tomed beauty.

			She did not dare go near him; she was afraid that if she bent over him he would flash open his eyes and look at her, and, as yet, she could not sup­port such a look. She knew that if she were stretched in sleep and he ap­proached to lean across her, she would awaken at the touch of his eyes, and she would be ashamed and frightened.

			She did not look at him.

			She went again to her place and set to build­ing a fire in the bra­zi­er, and, while she sat, a voice began to sing in the dawn; not loud, but very gently, very sweetly. It was so early for a bird to sing, and she did not re­cog­nise that tune al­though the sound of it was thrill­ing through all her body. Softly, more softly, O Proph­et­ic Voice! I do not know your speech; I do not know what hap­pi­ness you are prom­ising; is it of the leaves you tell and of a nest that rocks high on a leafy spray; there your mate swings coo­ing to her­self. She swings and coos; she is fol­ded in peace, and the small, white clouds go sail­ing by and they do not fall.

			So through un­ima­gined ways went that song, lift­ing its theme in terms that she did not com­pre­hend; but it was not a bird that sang to her, it was her own heart mak­ing its ob­scure mu­sic and lilt­ing its secret, wild lyr­ics in the dawn.

		
	
		
			VI

			It was the don­key awakened them.

			For some time he had been rolling along the ground in ec­stasy; now his agit­ated legs were point­ing at the sky while he scratched his back against little stones and clumps of tough clay; now he was ly­ing flat rub­bing his jowl against these same clumps. He stood up sud­denly, shook him­self, swung up his tail and his chin, bared his teeth, fixed his eye on etern­ity, and roared “hee-haw” in a voice of such sud­den migh­ti­ness, that not alone did the sleep­ers bound from their slum­bers, but the very sun it­self leaped across the ho­ri­zon and stared at him with its wild eye.

			Mary ran and beat the ass on the nose with her fist, but whatever Mary did to the ass was un­der­stood by him as a caress, and he will­ingly suffered it—“hee-haw,” said he again tri­umphantly, and he planted his big head on her shoulder and stared sadly in­to space.

			He was think­ing, and thought al­ways makes an ass look sad, but what he was think­ing about not even Mary knew; his eye was hazy with co­git­a­tion, and he looked as wise and as kindly as the eld­est of the three an­gels; in­deed, al­though he had nev­er been groomed, he looked hand­some also, for he had the shape of a good don­key; his muzzle and his paws were white, the rest of his body was black and his eyes were brown. That was the ap­pear­ance of the don­key.

			The an­gels arose and, much as the ass did they shook them­selves; there was no fur­ther toi­let than that prac­tic­able; they ran their hands through their abund­ant hair, and the two who had beards combed these also with their fin­gers—then they looked around them.

			Now the birds were sweep­ing and climb­ing on the shin­ing air; they were call­ing and shriek­ing and singing; fifty of them, and all of the same kind, came dash­ing madly to­geth­er, and they all sang the one song, so loud, so ex­ult­ant, the heav­en and earth seemed to ring and ring again of their glee.

			They passed, and three antic wings came tum­bling and flirt­ing to­geth­er; these had no song or their hap­pi­ness went far bey­ond all or­derly sound; they squealed as they chased each oth­er; they squealed as they dropped twenty sheer feet to­wards the ground, and squealed again as they re­covered on a swoop, and as they climbed an hun­dred feet in three swift zig­zags, they still squealed without in­ter­mis­sion, and then the three went flick­er­ing away to the west, each try­ing to bite the tail off the oth­ers.

			There came a crow whose hap­pi­ness was so in­tense that he was not able to move; he stood on the hedge for a long time, and all that time he was try­ing hard to com­pose him­self to a grav­ity be­fit­ting the fath­er of many fam­il­ies, but every few seconds he lost all con­trol and bawled with fer­vour. He ex­amined him­self all over; he peeped un­der his feath­ers to see was his com­plex­ion good; he par­ted the plumage of his tail mod­ishly; he pol­ished his feet with his bill, and then pol­ished his bill on his left thigh, and then he pol­ished his left thigh with the back of his neck. “I’m a hell of a crow,” said he, “and every­body ad­mits it.” He flew with ad­mir­able care­less­ness over the ass, and clev­erly stole two claws and one beak full of hair; but in midair he laughed in­cau­tiously so that the hair fell out of his beak, and in grabbing at that por­tion he dropped the bits in his claws, and he got so ex­cited in try­ing to res­cue these be­fore they reached the ground that his voice covered all the oth­er sounds of cre­ation.

			The sun was shin­ing; the trees waved their branches in de­light; there was no longer murk or cold­ness in the air; it sparkled from every point like a vast jew­el, and the brisk clouds ar­ray­ing them­selves in fleeces of white and blue raced hap­pily aloft.

			That was what the an­gels saw when they looked abroad; a few paces dis­tant the cart was ly­ing with its shafts up in the air, and a tumble of mis­cel­laneous rub­bish was hanging half in and half out of it; a little farther the ass, in a con­cen­trated man­ner, was chop­ping grass as quickly as ever he could, and, nat­ur­ally enough, eat­ing it; for after think­ing deeply we eat, and it is true wis­dom to do so.

			The eld­est of the an­gels ob­served the don­key. He stroked his beard.

			“One eats that kind of ve­get­able,” said he.

			The oth­ers ob­served also.

			“And,” that an­gel con­tin­ued, “the time has come for us to eat.”

			The second eld­est an­gel rolled his coal-black chin in his hand and his ges­ture and at­ti­tude were pre­cisely those of Patsy Mac Cann.

			“I am cer­tainly hungry,” said he.

			He picked a fist­ful of grass and thrust some of it in­to his mouth, but after a mo­ment of dif­fi­culty he re­moved it again.

			“It is soft enough to eat,” said he mus­ingly, “but I do not care greatly for its taste.”

			The young­est an­gel made a sug­ges­tion.

			“Let us talk to the girl,” said he.

			And they all moved over to Mary.

			“Daugh­ter,” said the eld­est of the three, “we are hungry,” and he beamed on her so con­ten­tedly that all fear and dif­fid­ence fled from her on the in­stant.

			She replied:

			“My fath­er has gone down the road look­ing for food; he will be com­ing back in a minute or two, and he’ll be bring­ing every kind of thing that’s nour­ish­ing.”

			“While we are wait­ing for him,” said the an­gel, “let us sit down and you can tell us all about food.”

			“It is a thing we ought to learn at once,” said the second an­gel.

			So they sat in a half circle op­pos­ite the girl, and re­ques­ted her to give them a lec­ture on food.

			She thought it nat­ur­al they should re­quire in­form­a­tion about earthly mat­ters, but she found, as all un­prac­tised speak­ers do, that she did not know at what point to be­gin on her sub­ject. Still, some­thing had to be said, for two of them were strok­ing their beards, and one was hug­ging his knees, and all three were gaz­ing at her.

			“Everything,” said she, “that a body can eat is good to eat, but some things do taste nicer than oth­ers; pota­toes and cab­bage are very good to eat, and so is ba­con; my fath­er likes ba­con when it’s very salt, but I don’t like it that way my­self; bread is a good thing to eat, and so is cheese.”

			“What do you call this ve­get­able that the an­im­al is eat­ing?” said the an­gel point­ing to the ass.

			“That isn’t a ve­get­able at all, sir, that’s only grass; every kind of an­im­al eats it, but Chris­ti­ans don’t.”

			“Is it not good to eat?”

			“Sure, I don’t know. Dogs eat it when they are sick, so it ought to be whole­some, but I nev­er heard tell of any per­son that ate grass ex­cept they were dy­ing of the hun­ger and couldn’t help them­selves, poor creatures! And there was a Jew once who was a king, and they do say that he used to go out with the cattle and eat the grass like them­selves, and nobody says that he didn’t get fat.

			“But here’s my fath­er com­ing across the fields (which is a queer way for him to come, be­cause he went away by the road), and I’m think­ing that he has a bas­ket un­der his arm and there will be food in it.”

		
	
		
			VII

			It was true enough. Mac Cann was com­ing to them from a point at right angles to where he was ex­pec­ted.

			Now and again he turned to look over his shoulder, and as he was tak­ing ad­vant­age of dips in the ground, bushes, and such­like to shield his ad­vance his daugh­ter di­vined that some­thing had oc­curred in ad­di­tion to the pur­chase of food. She had of­ten be­fore ob­served her fath­er mov­ing with these pre­cau­tion­ary tac­tics, and had many times her­self shared and even dir­ec­ted a re­treat which was full of in­terest.

			When her fath­er drew nigh he nod­ded mean­ingly at her, set down a bas­ket and a bundle, and stood for a mo­ment look­ing at these while he thumbed his chin.

			“Faith!” said he, “the world is full of trouble, and that’s a fact.”

			He turned to the strangers.

			“And I’m telling you this, that if the world wasn’t full of trouble there’d be no life at all for the poor. It’s the only chance we get is when people are full of woe, God help them! and isn’t that a queer thing?

			“Mary”—he turned, and his voice was full of care­less pride—“try if there isn’t some small thing or oth­er in the bas­ket, and let your hon­ours sit down on the grass while the young girl is get­ting your break­fast.”

			So the an­gels and Patsy sat down peace­fully on the grass, and Mary opened the bas­ket.

			There were two loaves of bread in it, a fine square of but­ter, a piece of cheese as big as a man’s hand and four times as thick; there was a leg of mut­ton in the bas­ket, and only a little bit had been taken off it, a big pa­per bag full of tea, a pack­age of soft sug­ar, a bottle full of milk, a bottle half full of whisky, two to­bacco pipes hav­ing sil­ver bands on their middles, and a big bar of plug to­bacco. Those were the things in the bas­ket.

			Mary’s eyes and her mouth opened when she saw them, and she blessed her­self, but she made no sound; and when she turned her face to­wards the com­pany there was no ex­pres­sion on it ex­cept that of hos­pit­al­ity.

			She cut slices from each of these things and piled them on a large piece of pa­per in the centre of the men; then she sat her­self down and they all pre­pared to eat.

			The second an­gel turned cour­teously to Mac Cann.

			“Will you kindly be­gin to eat,” said he, “and by watch­ing you we will know what to do.”

			“There can be noth­ing more un­comely,” said the first an­gel, “than to see people act­ing in dis­ac­cord with cus­tom; we will try to do ex­actly as you do, and al­though you may be troubled by our awk­ward­ness you will not be shocked by a lapse from sac­red tra­di­tion.”

			“Well!” said Patsy thought­fully.

			He stretched a hand to­wards the food.

			“I’ll stand in nobody’s light, and teach­ing people is God’s own work; this is the way I do it, your wor­ships, and any­one that likes can fol­low me up.”

			He seized two pieces of bread, placed a slice of cheese between them, and bit deeply in­to that trin­ity.

			The strangers fol­lowed his ac­tions with fi­del­ity, and in a mo­ment their mouths were as full as his was and as con­tent.

			Patsy paused between bites:

			“When I’ve this one fin­ished,” said he, “I’ll take two more bits of bread and I’ll put a lump of meat between them, and I’ll eat that.”

			“Ah!” said that one of the an­gels whose mouth chanced to be free.

			Patsy’s eye roved over the rest of the food.

			“And after that,” he con­tin­ued, “we will take a bit of whatever is handy.”

			In a short time there was noth­ing left on the news­pa­per but soft sug­ar, but­ter, tea, and to­bacco. Patsy was abashed.

			“I did think that there was more than that,” said he.

			“I’ve had enough my­self,” he con­tin­ued, “but maybe your hon­ours could eat more.”

			Two of the an­gels as­sured him that they were quite sat­is­fied, but the young­est an­gel said noth­ing.

			“I’m doubt­ing that you had enough,” said Patsy du­bi­ously to him.

			“I could eat more if I had it,” re­turned that one with a smile.

			Mary went to the cart and re­turned bear­ing two cold pota­toes and a piece of bread, and she placed these be­fore the young an­gel. He thanked her and ate these, and then he ate the pack­age of soft sug­ar, and then he ate a little piece of the but­ter, but he didn’t care for it. He poin­ted to the plug of to­bacco:

			“Does this be eaten?” he en­quired.

			“It does not,” said Patsy. “If you ate a bit of that you’d get a pain in­side of your belly that would last you for a month. There’s some people do smoke it, and there’s oth­ers do chew it; but I smoke it and chew it my­self, and that’s the best way. There’s two pipes there on the pa­per, and I’ve a pipe in my own pock­et, so whichever of you would like a smoke can do ex­actly as I do.”

			With a big jack­knife he shred­ded pieces from the plug, and rolled these between his palms, then he care­fully stuffed his pipe, pulled at it to see was it draw­ing well, lit the to­bacco, and heaved a sigh of con­tent­ment. He smiled around the circle.

			“That’s real good,” said he.

			The strangers ex­amined the pipes and to­bacco with curi­os­ity, but they did not ven­ture to smoke, and they watched Patsy’s be­atif­ic face with kindly at­ten­tion.

		
	
		
			VIII

			Now at this mo­ment Mary was de­voured with curi­os­ity. She wanted to know how her fath­er had be­come pos­sessed of the bas­ket­ful of pro­vi­sions. She knew that three shil­lings would not have pur­chased a tithe of these goods, and, as she had now no fear of the strangers, she ques­tioned her par­ent.

			“Fath­er,” said she, “where did you get all the good food?”

			The an­gels had eaten of his bounty, so Mac Cann con­sidered that he had noth­ing to fear from their side. He re­garded them while he pulled thought­fully at his pipe.

			“Do you know,” said he, “that the hard­est thing in the world is to get the food, and a body is nev­er done look­ing for it. We are after eat­ing all that we got this morn­ing, so now we’ll have to search for what we’ll eat to­night, and in the morn­ing we’ll have to look again for more of it, and the day after that, and every day un­til we are dead we’ll have to go on search­ing for the food.”

			“I would have thought,” said the eld­est an­gel, “that of all prob­lems food would be the simplest in an or­gan­ised so­ci­ety.”

			This hal­ted Mac Cann for a mo­ment.

			“Maybe you’re right, sir,” said he kindly, and he dis­missed the in­ter­rup­tion.

			“I heard a man once—he was a stranger to these parts, and he had a great deal of the talk—he said that the folk at the top do grab all the food in the world, and that then they make every per­son work for them, and that when you’ve done a cer­tain amount of work they give you just enough money to buy just enough food to let you keep on work­ing for them. That’s what the man said: a big, angry man he was, with whiskers on him like the whirl­wind, and he swore he wouldn’t work for any­one. I’m think­ing my­self that he didn’t work either. We were great friends, that man and me, for I don’t do any work if I can help it; it’s that I haven’t got the knack for work, and, God help me! I’ve a big ap­pet­ite. Be­sides that, the work I’d be able to do in a day mightn’t give me enough to eat, and wouldn’t I be cheated then?”

			“Fath­er,” said Mary, “where did you get all the good food this morn­ing?”

			“I’ll tell you that. I went down to the bend of the road where the house is, and I had the three shil­lings in my hand. When I came to the house the door was stand­ing wide open. I hit it a thump of my fist, but nobody answered me. ‘God be with all here,’ said I, and in I marched. There was a wo­man ly­ing on the floor in one room, and her head had been cracked with a stick; and in the next room there was a man ly­ing on the floor, and his head had been cracked with a stick. It was in that room I saw the food packed nice and tight in the bas­ket that you see be­fore you. I looked around an­oth­er little bit, and then I came away, for, as they say, a wise man nev­er found a dead man, and I’m wise enough no mat­ter what I look like.”

			“Were the people all dead?” said Mary, hor­ri­fied.

			“They were not—they only got a couple of clouts. I’m think­ing they are all right by this, and they look­ing for the bas­ket, but, please God, they won’t find it. But what I’d like to know is this, who was it hit the people with a stick, and then walked away without the food and the drink and the to­bacco, for that’s a queer thing.”

			He turned to his daugh­ter.

			“Mary, a cree, let you burn up that bas­ket in the bra­zi­er, for I don’t like the look of it at all, and it empty.”

			So Mary burned the bas­ket with great care while her fath­er piled their goods on the cart and yoked up the ass.

			Mean­while the an­gels were talk­ing to­geth­er, and after a short time they ap­proached Mac Cann.

			“If it is not in­con­veni­ent,” said their spokes­man, “we would like to re­main with you for a time. We think that in your com­pany we may learn more than we might oth­er­wise do, for you seem to be a man of abil­ity, and at present we are rather lost in this strange world.”

			“Sure,” said Patsy heart­ily, “I haven’t the least ob­jec­tion in the world, only, if you don’t want to be get­ting in­to trouble, and if you’ll take my ad­vice, I’d say that ye ought to take off them kinds of clothes you’re wear­ing and get in­to duds some­thing like my own, and let you put your wings aside and your fine high crowns, the way folk won’t be star­ing at you every foot of the road, for I’m telling you that it’s a bad thing to have people look­ing after you when you go through a little vil­lage or a town, be­cause you can nev­er know who’ll re­mem­ber you af­ter­wards, and you maybe not want­ing to be re­membered at all.”

			“If our at­tire,” said the an­gel, “is such as would make us re­mark­able—”

			“It is,” said Patsy. “People would think you be­longed to a cir­cus, and the crowds of the world would be after you in every place.”

			“Then,” replied the an­gel, “we will do as you say.”

			“I have clothes enough in this bundle,” said Patsy, with a vague air. “I found them up there in the house, and I was think­ing of yourselves when I took them. Let you put them on, and we will tie up your own things in a sack and bury them here so that when you want them again you’ll be able to get them, and then we can travel wherever we please and no per­son will say a word to us.”

			So the strangers re­tired a little way with the bundle, and there they shed their finery.

			When they ap­peared again they were clad in stout, or­din­ary cloth­ing. They did not look a bit dif­fer­ent from Patsy Mac Cann ex­cept that they were all taller men than he, but between his dilap­id­a­tion and theirs there was very little to choose.

			Mac Cann dug a hole be­side a tree and care­fully bur­ied their prop­erty, then with a thought­ful air he bade Mary move ahead with the ass, while he and the an­gels stepped for­ward at the tail­board.

			They walked then through the morn­ing sun­light, and for a time they had little to say to each oth­er.

		
	
		
			IX

			In truth Patsy Mac Cann was a very able per­son.

			For forty-two years he had ex­is­ted on the edges of a so­ci­ety which did not re­cog­nise him in any way, and, as he might him­self have put it, he had not done so very badly at all.

			He lived as a bird lives, or a fish, or a wolf. Laws were for oth­er people, but they were not for him; he crawled un­der or vaul­ted across these eth­ic­al bar­ri­ers, and they troubled him no more than as he had to bend or climb a little to avoid them—he dis­cerned laws as some­thing to be avoided, and it was thus he saw most things.

			Re­li­gion and mor­al­ity, al­though he paid these an ex­traordin­ary rev­er­ence, were not for him either; he be­held them from afar, and, how­ever they might seem beau­ti­ful or fool­ish, he left them be­hind as read­ily as he did his debts, if so weighty a de­scrip­tion may be giv­en to his volat­ile en­gage­ments. He did not dis­charge these en­gage­ments; he elong­ated him­self from them; between him­self and a query he in­ter­posed dis­tance, and at once that be­came for­eign to him, for half a mile about him­self was his fron­ti­er, and bey­ond that, wherever he was, the en­emy lay.

			He stood out­side of every so­cial re­la­tion, and with­in an or­gan­ised hu­man­ity he might al­most have been reckoned as a dif­fer­ent spe­cies. He was very mo­bile, but all his free­dom lay in one dir­ec­tion, and out­side of that pas­tur­age he could nev­er go. For the av­er­age man there are two di­men­sions of space wherein he moves with a cer­tain lim­ited free­dom; it is for him a ho­ri­zont­al and a per­pen­dic­u­lar world; he goes up the so­cial scale and down it, and in both these at­mo­spheres there is a level wherein he can ex­er­cise him­self to and fro, his jour­ney­ings be­ing strictly lim­ited by his busi­ness and his fam­ily. Between the place where he works and the place where he lives lies all the free­dom he can hope for; with­in that range he must seek such ad­ven­tures as he craves, and the sole ex­pan­sion to which he can at­tain is up­wards to­wards an­oth­er so­cial life if he be am­bi­tious, or down­ward to the un­der­worlds if he is bored. For Mac Cann there was no up­ward and no down­ward move­ments, he had plumbed to the very rocks of life, but his ho­ri­zont­al move­ments were bounded only by the oceans around his coun­try, and in this gi­gant­ic un­der­world he moved with al­most ab­so­lute free­dom, and a know­ledge which might prop­erly be termed sci­entif­ic.

			In des­pite of his ap­par­ent out­lawry he was sin­gu­larly se­cure; am­bi­tion waved no littlest lamp at him; the one ill which could over­take him was death, which catches on every man; no enmity could pur­sue him to any wall, for he was sunken a whole sphere be­neath malice as be­neath be­ne­vol­ence. Phys­ic­al ill-treat­ment might come upon him, but in that case it was his man­hood and his muscle against an­oth­er man­hood and an­oth­er muscle—the simplest best would win, but there was no glory for the con­quer­or nor any loot to be car­ried from the battle.

			Cas­u­al war­fares, such as these, had been fre­quent enough in his ca­reer, for he had fought stub­bornly with every kind of man, and had af­ter­wards medi­cined his wounds with the only un­guents cheap enough for his us­age—the heal­ing bal­sams of time and pa­tience. He had but one oc­cu­pa­tion, and it was an en­gross­ing one—he hunted for food, and for it he hunted with the skill and per­tinacity of a wolf or a vul­ture.

			With what skill he did hunt! He would pick crumbs from the lank chaps of fam­ine; he gathered nour­ish­ment from the empty air; he lif­ted it from wells and wa­ter­courses; he picked it off clothes lines and hedges; he stole so clev­erly from the bees that they nev­er felt his hand in their pock­et; he would lift the eggs from be­neath a bird, and she would think that his fin­ger was a chick­en; he would clutch a hen from the roost, and the house­wife would think he was the yard dog, and the yard dog would think he was its broth­er.

			He had a cul­ture too, and if it was not wide it was pro­found; he knew wind and weath­er as few as­tro­nomers know it; he knew the habit of the trees and the earth; how the sea­sons moved, not as sea­sons, but as days and hours; he had gathered all the sweets of sum­mer, and the last rigour of winter was no secret to him; he had fought with the winter every year of his life as one fights with a mad beast, he had held off that grizz­li­est of muzzles and es­caped scathe­less.

			He knew men and wo­men, and he knew them from an angle at which they sel­dom caught them­selves or each oth­er; he knew them as prey to be bit­ten and es­caped from quickly. At them, charged with a thou­sand pre­oc­cu­pa­tions, he looked with an eye in which there was a single sur­mise, and he di­vined them in a flash. In this quick vis­ion he saw man, one ex­pres­sion, one at­ti­tude for all; nev­er did he see a man or wo­man in their full­ness, his mi­cro­scop­ic vis­ion caught only what it looked for, but he saw that with the in­stant clar­ity of the mi­cro­scope. There were no com­plex­it­ies for him in hu­man­ity; there were those who gave and those who did not give; there were those who might be ca­joled, and those who might be frightened. If there was good­ness in a man he glimpsed it from afar as a hawk sees a mouse in the clover, and he swooped on that vir­tue and was away with booty. If there was evil in a man he passed it se­renely as a sheep passes by a butcher, for evil did not af­fect him. Evil could nev­er put a hand on him, and he was not evil him­self.

			If the de­nom­in­a­tions of vir­tue or vice must be af­fixed to his in­no­cent ex­ist­ence, then these terms would have to be re­defined, for they had no mean­ing in his case; he stood out­side these as he did out­side of the so­cial struc­ture. But, in­deed, he was not out­side of the so­cial struc­ture at all; he was so far in­side of it that he could nev­er get out; he was at the very heart of it; he was held in it like a deer in an or­na­ment­al park, or a cork that bobs peace­fully in a buck­et, and in the im­mense, neg­lected pas­tures of civil­isa­tion he found his own quiet­ude and his own wis­dom.

			All of the things he knew and all of the things that he had done were most com­pet­ently un­der­stood by his daugh­ter.

		
	
		
			X

			It is to be re­marked that the an­gels were strangely like Patsy Mac Cann. Their ideas of right and wrong al­most en­tirely co­in­cided with his. They had no prop­erty and so they had no pre­ju­dices, for the per­son who has noth­ing may look upon the world as his in­her­it­ance, while the per­son who has some­thing has sel­dom any­thing but that.

			Civil­isa­tion, hav­ing built it­self at haz­ard upon the Rights of Prop­erty, has sought on many oc­ca­sions to un­build it­self again in sheer des­per­a­tion of any ad­vance, but from the great Eth­ic of Pos­ses­sion there nev­er has been any es­cape, and there nev­er will be un­til the solid­ar­ity of man has been really cre­ated, and un­til each man ceases to see the wolf in his neigh­bour.

			Is there ac­tu­ally a wolf in our neigh­bour? We see that which we are, and our eyes pro­ject on every side an im­age of ourselves; if we look with fear that which we be­hold is fright­ful; if we look with love then the col­ours of heav­en are re­peated to us from the ditch and the dun­geon. We in­vent etern­ally upon one an­oth­er; we scat­ter our sins broad­cast and call them our neigh­bours; let us scat­ter our vir­tues abroad and build us a city to live in.

			For Mac Cann and his daugh­ter there was no longer any strange­ness in their com­pan­ions. As day and night suc­ceeded, as con­ver­sa­tion and ac­tion sup­ple­men­ted each oth­er on their jour­neys, so each of them began to un­fold from the fleshy dis­guise, and in a short time they could each have spoken of the oth­ers to an in­quir­ing stranger, giv­ing, with­in bounds, reas­on­ably ex­act in­form­a­tion as to habit and men­tal­ity.

			What con­ver­sa­tions they had en­gaged in! Sit­ting now by a hedge close to a tiny chaot­ic vil­lage, com­pact of ugli­ness and stu­pid­ity, now at twi­light as they camped in a dis­used quarry, lean­ing their shoulders against great splintered rocks, and hear­ing no sound but the mag­ni­fied, slow trickle of wa­ter and the breeze that sung or screamed against a razor edge of rock; or ly­ing on the sheltered side of a pit of pota­toes, they stared at the moon as she sailed on her lonely voy­ages, or watched the stars that glanced and shone from the drift­ing clouds; and as they lif­ted their eyes to these sac­red voy­agers in whose charge is the des­tiny of man they lif­ted their minds also and ad­ored mutely that mind of which these are the thoughts made vis­ible.

			Some­times they dis­cussed the prob­lems of man in a thou­sand su­per­fi­cial re­la­tion­ships. The an­gels were wise, but in the vocab­u­lary which they had to use wis­dom had no terms. Their wis­dom re­ferred only to ul­ti­mates, and was the un­han­di­est of tools when dug in­to some im­me­di­ate, curi­ous prob­lem. Be­fore wis­dom can be aud­ible a new lan­guage must be in­ven­ted, and they also had to un­shape their defin­i­tions and re­trans­late these sec­u­lar find­ings in­to terms wherein they could see the sub­ject broadly, and they found that what they gained in breadth they lost in out­line, and that the last gen­er­al­isa­tion, how­ever lo­gic­ally it was framed, was sel­dom more than an in­tensely in­ter­est­ing lie when it was dis­sec­ted again. No truth in re­gard to space and time can re­tain vir­tue for longer than the beat­ing of an artery; it too has its suc­ces­sion, its sider­eal tide, and while you look upon it, round and hardy as a pebble, be­hold, it is split and fis­sured and trans­formed.

			Some­times when it rained, and it rained of­ten, they would seek refuge in a hay­stack, if one was handy; or they would creep in­to a barn and hide be­hind hills of cab­bages or piles of farm­ing tools; or they slid in­to the sheds among the cattle where they warmed and fed them­selves against those peace­ful flanks; or, if they were nigh a town and had been lucky that day, they would pay a few cop­pers to sleep on the well-trod­den, earthen floor of a house.

			As for the ass, he slept wherever he could. When there was rain he would stand with his tail against the wind sunken in a rev­er­ie so pro­found that he no longer seemed to feel the rain or the wind. From these abysses of thought he would emerge to the real­isa­tion that there was a sheltered side to a wall or a clump of heath­er, and he also would take his timely rest un­der the stars of God.

			What did they say to him? Down the glit­ter­ing slopes they peer and nod; be­fore his eyes the mighty pa­geant is un­rolled in quiet splend­our; for him too the signs are set. Does the Wa­ter­man care noth­ing for his thirst? Does the Ram not bless his in­crease? Against his en­emies also the Arch­er will bend his azure bow and loose his ar­rows of burn­ing gold.

			On their jour­ney­ings they met with many people; not the folk who lived in the houses dot­ted here and there at great dis­tances from each oth­er on the curving roads, for with these people they had noth­ing to do, they had scarcely any­thing to say, and the house­folk looked on the strollers with a sus­pi­cion which was al­most a fear. The lan­guage of these was sel­dom gra­cious, and of­ten, on their ap­proach, the man of the house was sent for and the dog was un­chained.

			But for the vag­a­bonds these people did not count; Mac Cann and his daugh­ter scarcely looked on them as hu­man be­ings, and if he had gen­er­al­ised about them at all, he would have said that there was no dif­fer­ence between these folk and the trees that shaded their dwell­ings in leafy spray, that they were rooted in their houses, and that they had no idea of life oth­er than the trees might have which snuff forever the same at­mo­sphere and look on the same ho­ri­zon un­til they droop again to the clay they lif­ted from.

			It was with quite oth­er people they com­muned.

			The wan­der­ing bal­lad sing­er with his wal­let of songs slung at his ragged haunch; the trav­el­ling mu­si­cian whose blotchy fiddle could sneeze out the ten strange tunes he had learned from his fath­er and from his fath­er’s gen­er­a­tions be­fore him; the little band trav­el­ling the world car­ry­ing sap­lings and rushes from the stream which they wove cun­ningly in­to tables and chairs war­ran­ted not to last too long; the folk who sold root­less ferns to people from whose win­dow ledges they had pre­vi­ously stolen the pots to plant them in; the men who went roar­ing along the roads driv­ing the cattle be­fore them from fair to mar­ket and back again; the hairy tinkers with their clat­ter­ing metals, who marched in the an­gri­est of bat­talions and who spoke a lan­guage com­posed en­tirely of curses.

			These, and an hun­dred vari­et­ies of these, they met and camped with and were friendly with, and to the an­gels these people were hu­man­ity, and the oth­ers were, they did not know what.

		
	
		
			XI

			It might be asked why Patsy Mac Cann per­mit­ted the strangers to re­main with him.

			Now that they were dressed like him­self he had quite for­got­ten, or he nev­er thought of their ce­les­ti­al char­ac­ter, and they were un­doubtedly a bur­den upon his in­genu­ity. They ate as vig­or­ously as he did, and the food which they ate he had to sup­ply.

			There were two reas­ons for this kind­li­ness—He had al­ways wished to be the lead­er of a troop. In his soul the An­cient Pat­ri­arch was alive and am­bi­tious of lead­er­ship. Had his wife giv­en him more chil­dren he would have formed them and their wives and chil­dren in­to a band, and the af­fairs of this little world would have been dir­ec­ted by him with pride and pleas­ure. He would have ob­served their go­ings-out and their com­ings-in; he would have ap­por­tioned praise and re­proach to his little clann; he would have in­struc­ted them upon a mul­ti­tude of things, and passed on to them the cul­ture which he had gathered so hardily, and, when they ar­rived at the age of in­genu­ity, it would have still been his am­bi­tion to dash their ar­gu­ments with his su­per­i­or know­ledge, or put the happy fin­ish to any plan which they sub­mit­ted for his ap­prov­al; he would have taken the road, like a prince of old, with his tail, and he would have un­der­taken such raids and for­ays that his name and fame would ring through the un­der­world like the note of a trum­pet.

			He could not do this be­cause he only had one child (the oth­ers had died wintry deaths) and she was a girl. But now heav­en it­self had blessed him with a fol­low­ing and he led it with skill and en­joy­ment. Fur­ther­more, his daugh­ter, of whom he stood in con­sid­er­able awe, had re­fused flatly to desert the strangers whom Provid­ence had dir­ec­ted to them.

			She had con­sti­tuted her­self in some strange way the moth­er of the four men. She cooked for them, she washed and men­ded for them, and, when the ne­ces­sity arose, she scol­ded them with the hearti­est good­will.

			Her child­hood had known noth­ing of dolls, and so her youth made dolls of these men whom she dressed and fed. Some­times her ex­ist­ence with them was peace­ful and happy; at oth­er times she al­most went mad with jeal­ous rage. Little by little she began to de­mand a do­mest­ic obed­i­ence which they very will­ingly gave her; so they were her men and no one else’s, and the ex­er­cise of this power gave her a de­light such as she had nev­er known.

			She was wise also, for it was only in do­mest­ic af­fairs that she claimed their fealty; with their mas­cu­line move­ments she did not in­ter­fere, nor did she in­ter­fere with the task and ap­por­tion­ing of the day, al­though her coun­sel was will­ingly listened to in these mat­ters; but when night came, when the camp was se­lec­ted, the little cart un­loaded, and the bra­zi­er lit, then she stepped briskly to her king­dom and ruled like a chief­tainess.

			With her fath­er she of­ten had trouble: he would ca­pit­u­late at the end, but not un­til he had set forth at length his dis­taste for her sug­ges­tions and his as­sur­ance that she was a strap. She sel­dom treated him as a fath­er, for she sel­dom re­membered that re­la­tion­ship; she loved him as one loves a young­er broth­er, and she was angry with him as one can only be angry with a young­er broth­er. Usu­ally she treated him as an in­fant; she ad­ored him, and, if he had per­mit­ted it, she would have beaten him soundly on many an oc­ca­sion.

			For she was a strong girl. She was big in build and bone, and she was beau­ti­ful and fear­less. Framed in a rusty shawl her face leaped out in­stant and catch­ing as a torch in dark­ness; un­der her clumsy gar­ments one di­vined a body to be ad­ored as a rev­el­a­tion; she walked care­lessly as the wind walks, proudly as a young queen trained in grandeur. She could leap from where she stood, as a wild­cat that springs ter­ribly from quiet­ude; she could run as a deer runs, and pause at full flight like a carven statue. Each move­ment of hers was com­plete and lovely in it­self; when she lif­ted a hand to her hair the free at­ti­tude was a mar­vel of com­pos­ure; it might nev­er have be­gun, and might nev­er cease, it was sol­it­ary and per­fect; when she bent to the bra­zi­er she fol­ded to such an eco­nomy of con­tent that one might have thought her half her size and yet per­fect; she had that beauty which raises the mind of man to an ec­stasy which is mur­der­ous if it be not artist­ic; and she was so con­scious of her love­li­ness that she could af­ford to for­get it, and so care­less that she had nev­er yet used it as a weapon or a plea.

			She could not but be aware of her beauty, for her mir­rors had tongues; they were the eyes of those she met and paused with. No man had yet said any­thing to her, sav­ing in rough jest as to a child, but no wo­man could speak of any­thing else in her pres­ence, and these ex­clam­a­tions drummed through all their talk.

			She had been wor­shipped by many wo­men, for to phys­ic­al love­li­ness in their own sex wo­men are the veri­est slaves. They will love a man for his beauty, but a wo­man they will ad­ore as a sin­gu­lar­ity, as some­thing al­most too good to be true, as some­thing which may van­ish even while they gaze at it. Pret­ti­ness they un­der­stand and like or ant­ag­on­ise, but they have cred­ited beauty as a mas­cu­line trait; and as a race long sunken in slavery, and who look al­most des­pair­ingly for a sa­viour, so the fe­male con­scious­ness pros­trates it­self be­fore fe­male beauty as be­fore a mes­si­ah who will lead them to the un­con­scious hor­rible am­bi­tions which are the goal of fem­in­in­ity. But, and it is hu­man­ity’s guard against a sol­it­ary de­vel­op­ment, while wo­men wor­ship a beau­ti­ful wo­man the beauty does not care for them; she ac­cepts their homage and flies them as one flies from the dead­li­est bore­dom; she is the widest swing of their pen­du­lum, and must hurry again from the cir­cum­fer­ence to the centre with the vi­ol­ent speed of an out­cast who sees from afar the smoke of his fath­er’s house and the sac­red rooftree.

			There is a steady­ing in­flu­ence; an ir­re­con­cil­able de­sire and am­bi­tion; the de­sire of every wo­man to be the wife of a fool, her am­bi­tion to be the moth­er of a geni­us; but they pos­tu­late geni­us, it is their out­let and their jus­ti­fic­a­tion for that leap at a tan­gent which they have already taken.

			Out there they have dis­covered the Neu­ter. Is the Geni­us al­ways to be born from an un­fer­til­ised womb, or rather a self-fer­til­ised one? Sin­gu­lar Mes­si­ahs! scorners of pa­tern­ity! claim­ing no less than the Cos­mos for a fath­er; tak­ing from the sol­it­ary moth­er ca­pa­city for in­fin­ite suf­fer­ing and in­fin­ite love, whence did ye gath­er the rough mas­cu­line in­tel­lect, the single eye, all that hardi­ness of cour­age and sens­ib­il­ity of self that made of your souls a bat­tle­field, and of your memory a ter­ror to drown love un­der tor­rents of hor­rid red! De­luded so far and mocked! No geni­us has yet sprung from ye but the Geni­us of War and De­struc­tion, those frown­ing cap­tains that have rav­aged our vine­yards and blackened our gen­er­a­tions with the torches of their egot­ism.

			To wo­man beauty is en­ergy, and they would gladly take from their own sex that which they have so long ac­cep­ted from man. They are eco­nom­ic­al; the ants and the bees are not more amaz­ingly parsi­mo­ni­ous than they, and, like the ants and the bees, their sub­sequent ex­tra­vag­ance is a thing to mar­vel at. Food and chil­dren they will hoard, and when these are safe­guarded their at­ti­tude to the life about them is ru­in­ous. They will ad­orn them­selves at the ex­pense of all cre­ation, and in a few years they crush from teem­ing life a spe­cies which nature has toiled through la­bor­i­ous ages to per­fect. They ad­orn them­selves, and too of­ten ad­orn­ment is the chief mani­fest­a­tion of bore­dom. They are world-weary, sex-weary, and they do not know what they want; but they want power, so that they may rule evol­u­tion once more as long ago they ruled it; their blood re­mem­bers an an­cient great­ness; they crave to be the queens again, to hold the sceptre of life in their cruel hands, to break up the mould which has grown too ri­gid for free­dom, to form anew the chaos which is a womb, and which they con­ceive is their womb, and to cre­ate therein beauty and free­dom and power. But the king whom they have placed on the throne has grown wise in watch­ing them; he is their bone ter­ribly sep­ar­ated, ter­ribly en­dowed; he uses their cruelty, their fierce­ness, as his armies against them—and so the battle is set, and wild deeds may flare from the stars of re­bel­lion and proph­ecy.

			Mary, who could make wo­men do any­thing for her, was en­tirely in­ter­ested in mak­ing men bow to her will, and be­cause, al­most against her ex­pect­a­tion they did bow, she loved them, and could not sac­ri­fice her­self too much for their com­fort or even their caprice. It was the moth­er-spir­it in her which, ob­serving the obed­i­ence of her chil­dren, is forced in very grat­it­ude to be­come their slave; for, bey­ond all things, a wo­man de­sires power, and, bey­ond all things, she is un­able to use it when she gets it. If this power be giv­en to her grudgingly she will ex­er­cise it mer­ci­lessly; if it is giv­en kindly then she is bound by her nature to re­nounce au­thor­ity, and to live happy ever after, but it must be giv­en to her.

		
	
		
			XII

			It may be sur­pris­ing to learn that the names of the an­gels were Ir­ish names, but more than eight hun­dred years ago a fam­ous Saint in­formed the world that the lan­guage spoken in heav­en was Gael­ic, and, pre­sum­ably, he had in­form­a­tion on the point. He was not an Ir­ish­man, and he had no reas­on to ex­alt Fodhla above the oth­er na­tions of the earth, and, there­fore, his state­ment may be ac­cep­ted on its mer­its, the more par­tic­u­larly as no oth­er saint has denied it, and every Ir­ish per­son is pre­pared to cred­it it.

			It was also be­lieved in an­cient times, and the be­lief was world­wide, that the en­trance to heav­en, hell, and pur­gat­ory yawned in the Isle of the Saints, and this be­lief also, al­though it has nev­er been proved, has nev­er been dis­proved, and it does as­sist the the­ory that Ir­ish is the ce­les­ti­al lan­guage. Fur­ther­more, Gael­ic is the most beau­ti­ful and ex­press­ive fash­ion of speech in the whole world, and, thus, an artist­ic and util­it­ari­an re­in­force­ment can be hur­ried to the sup­port of that the­ory should it ever be in danger from philo­lo­gists with for­eign axes to grind.

			The names of the an­gels were Fin­aun and Cael­tia and Art.

			Fin­aun was the eld­est an­gel; Cael­tia was that one who had a small coal-black beard on his chin, and Art was the young­est of the three, and he was as beau­ti­ful as the dawn, than which there is noth­ing more beau­ti­ful.

			Fin­aun was an Archangel when he was in his own place; Cael­tia was a Ser­aph, and Art was a Cher­ub. An Archangel is a Coun­cil­lor and a Guard­i­an; a Ser­aph is one who ac­cu­mu­lates know­ledge; a Cher­ub is one who ac­cu­mu­lates love. In heav­en these were their de­nom­in­a­tions.

			Fin­aun was wise, child­ish, and kind, and between him and the little ass which drew their cart there was a sin­gu­lar and very pleas­ant re­semb­lance.

			Cael­tia was dark and de­term­ined, and if he had cropped his beard with a scis­sors, the way Patsy Mac Cann did, he would have re­sembled Patsy Mac Cann as closely as one man can re­semble an­oth­er.

			Art was dark also, and young and swift and beau­ti­ful. Look­ing care­lessly at him one would have said that, bar­ring the col­our, he was the broth­er of Mary Mac Cann, and that the two of them were born at a birth, and a good birth.

			Mary ex­ten­ded to Fin­aun part of the af­fec­tion which she already had for the ass, and while they were march­ing the roads these three al­ways went to­geth­er; the archangel would be on one side of the don­key and Mary would be on the oth­er side, and (one may say so) the three of them nev­er ceased talk­ing for an in­stant.

			The ass, it will be ad­mit­ted, did not speak, but he listened with such evid­ent in­ten­tion that no one could say he was out of the con­ver­sa­tion; his right-hand ear hearkened agilely to Mary; his left-hand ear sprang to at­ten­tion when Fin­aun spoke, and when, by a chance, they happened to be si­lent at the one mo­ment then both his ears drooped for­ward to­wards his nose, and so he was si­lent also. A hand from either side con­tinu­ally touched his muzzle caress­ingly, and at mo­ments en­tirely un­ex­pec­ted he would bray af­fec­tion­ately at them in a voice that would have tor­men­ted the ears of any but a true friend.

			Patsy Mac Cann and the ser­aph Cael­tia used to march ex­actly at the tail of the cart, and they, also, talked a lot.

			At first Patsy talked the most, for he had much in­form­a­tion to im­part, and the ser­aph listened with in­tent hu­mil­ity, but, after a while, Cael­tia, hav­ing cap­tured know­ledge, would dis­pute and ar­gue with great vi­va­city. They spoke of many things, but a per­son who listened closely and re­cor­ded these things would have found that they talked of­ten­er about strong drinks than about any­thing else. Mac Cann used to speak long­ingly about strange wa­ters which he had heard were brewed in for­eign lands, po­tent brew­ings which had been de­scribed to him by em­phat­ic sail­or­men with tarry thumbs; but at this stage Cael­tia only spoke about port­er and whisky, and was well con­ten­ted to talk of these.

			The cher­ub Art was used to prom­en­ade alone be­hind them all, but some­times he would go in front and listen to the con­ver­sa­tion with the ass; some­times he would join the two be­hind and force them to con­sider mat­ters in which they were not in­ter­ested, and some­times again he would range the fields on either side, or he would climb a tree, or he would go alone by him­self shout­ing a loud song that he had learned at the fair which they had last jour­neyed to, or he would prance si­lently along the road as though his body was full of jumps and he did not know what to do with them, or he would trudge for­lornly in a bore­dom so pro­found that one ex­pec­ted him to drop dead of it in his tracks.

			So life fell in­to a sort of routine.

			When they were camped for the night Cael­tia and Art would al­ways sit on one side of the bra­zi­er with Patsy Mac Cann sit­ting between them; on the oth­er side of the bra­zi­er the archangel and Mary would sit; Fin­aun al­ways sat very close to her when they had fin­ished eat­ing and were all talk­ing to­geth­er; he used to take her long plait of hair in­to his lap, and for a long time he would un­plait and plait again the end of that lovely rope.

			Mary liked him to do this, and nobody else minded it.
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			XIII

			Early in the morn­ing the sun had been shin­ing glor­i­ously, and there was a thump of a wind blow­ing across the road that kept everything gay; the trees were in full leaf and every bough went jig­ging to its neigh­bour, but on the sky the clouds raced so fast that they were con­tinu­ally catch­ing each oth­er up and get­ting so mixed that they could not dis­en­tangle them­selves again, and from their ex­cess­ive gaiety black misery spread and the sun took a gloomy cast.

			Mac Cann screwed an eye up­wards like a bird and rubbed at his chin.

			“There will be rain soon,” said he, “and the coun­try wants it.”

			“It will be heavy rain,” said his daugh­ter.

			“It will so,” he replied; “let us be get­ting along now the way we’ll be some­where be­fore the rain comes, for I nev­er did like get­ting wet­ted by rain, and nobody ever did ex­cept the people of the County Cork, and they are so used to it that they nev­er know wheth­er it’s rain­ing or wheth­er it isn’t.”

			So they en­cour­aged the ass to go quick­er and he did that.

			As they hastened along the road they saw in front of them two people march­ing close to­geth­er, and in a little time they drew close to these people.

			“I know the look of that man’s back,” said Patsy, “but I can’t tell you where I saw it. I’ve a good memory for faces, though, and I’ll tell you all about him in a minute.”

			“Do you know the wo­man that is with him?” said Cael­tia.

			“You can’t tell a wo­man by her back,” replied Patsy, “and nobody could, for they all have the same back when they have a shawl on.”

			Mary turned her head to them:

			“Every wo­man’s back is dif­fer­ent,” said she, “wheth­er there’s a shawl on it or not, and I know from the way that wo­man is wear­ing her shawl that she is Eileen Ni Cooley and no one else.”

			“If that is so,” said her fath­er hast­ily, “let us be go­ing slower the way we won’t catch up on her. Mary, a grah, whis­per a word in the ass’s ear so that he won’t be go­ing so quick, for he is full of fun this day.”

			“I’ll do that,” said Mary, and she said “whoa” in­to the ear of the little ass, and he stopped in­side the quarter of a pace.

			“Do you not like that wo­man?” Cael­tia en­quired.

			“She’s a bad wo­man,” replied Patsy.

			“What sort of a bad wo­man is she?”

			“She’s the sort that com­mits adul­tery with every kind of man,” said he harshly.

			Cael­tia turned over that ac­cus­a­tion for a mo­ment.

			“Did she ever com­mit adul­tery with your­self?” said he.

			“She did not,” said Patsy, “and that’s why I don’t like her.”

			Cael­tia con­sidered that state­ment also, and found it reas­on­able:

			“I think,” said he, “that the reas­on you don’t like that wo­man is be­cause you like her too much.”

			“It’s so,” said Patsy, “but there is no reas­on for her tak­ing on with every kind of man and not tak­ing on with me at all.”

			He was si­lent for a mo­ment.

			“I tell you,” said he furi­ously, “that I made love to that wo­man from the dawn to the dark, and then she walked off with a man that came down a little road.”

			“That was her right,” said Cael­tia mildly.

			“Maybe it was, but for the weight of a straw I would have killed the pair of them that night in the dark place.”

			“Why didn’t you?”

			“She had me weakened. My knees gave un­der me when she walked away and there wasn’t even a curse in my mouth.”

			Again he was si­lent, and again he broke in­to angry speech!

			“I don’t want to see her at all, for she tor­ments me, so let the pair of them walk their road un­til they come to a ditch that is full of thorns and is fit for them to die in.”

			“I think,” said Cael­tia, “that the reas­on you don’t want to see her is be­cause you want to see her too much.”

			“It’s so,” growled Mac Cann, “and it’s so too that you are a pry­ing kind of a man and that your mouth is nev­er at rest, so we’ll go on now to the wo­man yon­der, and let you talk to her with your tongue and your nimble ques­tions.”

			Thereupon he rushed for­ward and kicked the ass so sud­denly in the belly that it leaped straight off the ground and began to run be­fore its legs touched earth again.

			When they had taken a few dozen steps Mac Cann began to roar furi­ously:

			“What way are you, Eileen Ni Cooley? What sort of a man is it that’s walk­ing be­side your­self?”

			And he con­tin­ued roar­ing ques­tions such as that un­til they drew on the people.

			The folk stopped at his shouts.

			The wo­man was big and thin and she had red hair. Her face was freckled all over so that one could only see her del­ic­ate com­plex­ion in little spots, and at the first glance the re­semb­lance between her­self and Fin­aun was ex­traordin­ary. In the sweep of the brow, the set of the cheekbones, a re­gard of the eyes, that re­semb­lance was seen, and then the look van­ished in a poise of the head and came again in an­oth­er one.

			At the mo­ment her blue eyes seemed the an­gri­est that ever were in a wo­man’s head. She stood lean­ing on a thick ash-plant and watched the ad­van­cing com­pany, but she did not ut­ter a word to them.

			The man by her side was tall also and as thin as a pole; he was ram­shackle and slov­enly; there was not much pith in his body, for he was weak at the knees and his big feet splayed out­wards at a curi­ous angle; but his face was ex­traordin­ary in­tel­li­gent, and when he was young­er must have been beau­ti­ful. Drink and ill-health had dragged and carved his flesh, and noth­ing of come­li­ness re­mained to him but his eyes, which were tim­id and tender as those of a fawn, and his hands which had nev­er done any­thing but fumble with wo­men. He also leaned quietly on a cudgel and watched Patsy Mac Cann.

			And it was to him that Patsy came. He did not look once at the wo­man, though all the time he nev­er ceased shout­ing sa­luta­tions and ques­tions at her by her name.

			He walked dir­ectly to the man, eye­ing him in­tently.

			“And how is your­self?” he roared with hor­rible hearti­ness. “It’s a while since I saw you, and it was the pitch night that time.”

			“I’m all right,” said the man.

			“So you are,” said Patsy, “and why wouldn’t you be? Wer­en’t you born in the wide lap of good luck, and didn’t you stay there? Ah, it’s the way that the men that come down little, nar­row paths do have for­tune, and the ones that tramp the wide roads do have noth­ing but their broken feet. Good luck to you, my soul, and long may you wave—Eh!”

			“I didn’t say a word,” said the man.

			“And there’s a stick in your hand that would crack the skull of a moun­tain, let alone a man.”

			“It’s a good stick,” said the man.

			“Would you be call­ing it the broth­er or the hus­band of the one that the wo­man has in her happy hands.”

			“I would be call­ing it a stick only,” replied the man.

			“That’s the name for it surely,” said Patsy, “for a stick hasn’t got a soul any more than a wo­man has, and isn’t that a great mercy and a great com­fort, for heav­en would be full of wo­men and wood, and there would be no room for the men and the drink.”

			The red-haired wo­man strode to Patsy and, put­ting her hand against his breast, she gave him a great push:

			“If you’re talk­ing,” said she, “or if you’re fight­ing, turn to my­self, for the man doesn’t know you.”

			Patsy did turn to her with a great laugh:

			“It’s the one pleas­ure of my life to have your hands on me,” he gibed. “Give me an­oth­er puck now, and a hard one, the way I’ll feel you well.”

			The wo­man lif­ted her ash-plant threat­en­ingly and crouched to­wards him, but the look on his face was such that she let her hand fall again.

			“You’re full of fun,” said Patsy, “and you al­ways were, but we’re go­ing to be the great friends from now on, your­self and my­self and the man with the stick; we’ll be go­ing by short­cuts every­where in the world, and hav­ing a gay time.”

			“We’re not go­ing with you, Padraig,” said the wo­man, “and whatever road you are tak­ing this day the man and my­self will be go­ing an­oth­er road.”

			“Whoo!” said Patsy, “there are roads every­where, so you’re all right, and there are men on every one of the roads.”

		
	
		
			XIV

			While this con­ver­sa­tion had been tak­ing place the oth­ers stood in a grave semi­circle, and listened in­tently to their words.

			Cael­tia, re­gard­ing the sky, in­ter­vened:

			“The rain will be here in a minute, so we had bet­ter walk on and look for shel­ter.”

			Mac Cann de­tached his heavy re­gard from Eileen Ni Cooley, and swept the sky and the ho­ri­zon.

			“That is so,” said he. “Let us go ahead now, for we’ve had our talk, and we are all sat­is­fied.”

			“There is a broken-down house stuck up a bo­hereen,” he con­tin­ued. “It’s only a few perches up this road, for I re­mem­ber passing the place the last time I was this way; that place will give us shel­ter while the rain spills.”

			He turned his stub­born face to the wo­man:

			“You can come with us if you like, and you can stay where you are if you like, or you can go to the dev­il,” and, say­ing so, he tramped after his daugh­ter.

			The wo­man had just caught sight of Art the cher­ub, and was re­gard­ing him with her steady eyes.

			“Whoo!” said she, “I’m not the one to be frightened and I nev­er was, so let us all go along and talk about our sins in the wet weath­er.”

			They star­ted anew on the road, Patsy’s com­pany in ad­vance, and be­hind marched the wo­man and the man and Art the cher­ub.

			The sun had dis­ap­peared; wild clouds were pil­ing them­selves in rugged hills along the sky, and the world was grow­ing dull and chill. Against the grey at­mo­sphere Art’s face was in pro­file, an out­line sharp and calm and beau­ti­ful.

			Eileen Ni Cooley was re­gard­ing him curi­ously as they walked to­geth­er, and the strange man, with a wry smile on his lips, was re­gard­ing her with a like curi­os­ity.

			She poin­ted to­wards Patsy Mac Cann, who was tramp­ing vig­or­ously a dozen yards ahead.

			“Young boy,” said she, “where did you pick up with the man yon­der, for the pair of you don’t look matched?”

			Art had his hands in his pock­ets; he turned and looked at her tran­quilly.

			“Where did you pick up with that man”—he nod­ded to­wards her com­pan­ion—“and where did the man pick up with you, for you don’t look matched either?”

			“We’re not,” said the wo­man quickly; “we’re not matched a bit. That man and my­self do be quar­rel­ling all day and all night, and threat­en­ing to walk away from each oth­er every minute of the time.”

			The man stared at her.

			“Is that how it is with us?” said he.

			“It is,” said she to Art—“that’s the way it is with us, honey. The man and my­self have no love for each oth­er now, and we nev­er had.”

			The man hal­ted sud­denly; he changed the cudgel to his left hand and thrust out his right hand to her.

			“Put your own hand there,” said he, “and shake it well, and then be go­ing along your road.”

			“What are you talk­ing about?” said she.

			He replied, frown­ing sternly from his wild eyes:

			“I wouldn’t hold the grace of God if I saw it slip­ping from me, so put your hand in­to my hand and go along your road.”

			Eileen Ni Cooley put her hand in­to his with some awk­ward­ness and turned away her head.

			“There it is for you,” said she.

			Then the man turned about and flapped quickly along the path they had already trav­elled; his cudgel beat the ground with a sharp noise, and he did not once look back.

			Be­fore he had taken an hun­dred paces the rain came, a fine, noise­less drizzle.

			“It will be heavy in a minute,” said the wo­man, “let us run after the cart.”

			With a quick move­ment she tucked her shawl about her head and shoulders and star­ted to run, and Art went after her in al­tern­ate long hops of each foot.

			They had reached a nar­row path run­ning di­ag­on­ally from the main road.

			“Up this way,” shouted Patsy, and the com­pany trooped after him, leav­ing the ass and cart to the storm.

			Two minutes’ dis­tance up the road stood a small, dis­mantled house. There was a black gape where the win­dow had been, and there were holes in the walls. In these holes grass and weeds were wav­ing, as they were along the win­dow ledge. The roof was covered with a rusty thatch and there were red pop­pies grow­ing on that.

			Patsy climbed through the low win­dow space, and the oth­ers climbed in after him.

		
	
		
			XV

			In­side the house was an earthen floor, four walls, and plenty of air. There were breezes blow­ing in the empty house, for from whatever dir­ec­tion a wind might come it found en­trance there. There were stones ly­ing every­where on the floor; some of them had dropped from the walls, but most had been jerked through the win­dow by passing chil­dren. There were spider’s webs in that house; the roof was covered with them, and the walls were covered with them too. It was a dusty house, and when it would be wet enough it would be a muddy house, and it was musty with dis­use and des­ol­a­tion.

			But the com­pany did not care any­thing about dust or stones or spiders. They kicked the stones aside and sat on the floor in the most sheltered part of the place where there had once been a fire­place, and if a spider walked on any of them it was per­mit­ted.

			Patsy pro­duced a clay pipe and lit it, and Cael­tia took a sil­ver-moun­ted bri­ar from his pock­et and he lit that and smoked it.

			Out­side the rain sud­denly began to fall with a low noise and the room grew dark. With­in there was a brood­ing quiet­ness, for none of the people spoke; they were all wait­ing for each oth­er to speak.

			In­deed, they had all been agit­ated when they came in, for the wrung face of Patsy and the sav­age eyes of Eileen Ni Cooley had whipped their blood. Tragedy had soun­ded her warn­ing note on the air, and they were each wait­ing to see had they a part in the play.

			But the sud­den change of at­mo­sphere wrought like a for­eign chem­ic­al in their blood, the sound of the fall­ing rain dulled their spir­its, the must of that sleep­ing house went to their brains like an opi­ate, and the si­lence of the place fol­ded them about, com­pel­ling them to a sim­il­ar quiet­ude.

			We are im­it­at­ive be­ings; we re­spond to the tone and col­our of our en­vir­on­ment al­most against ourselves, and still have our links with the chamele­on and the moth; the sun­set sheds its ra­di­ant peace upon us and we are con­tent; the si­lent moun­tain­top lays a fin­ger on our lips and we talk in whis­pers; the clouds lend us of their gaiety and we re­joice. So for a few mo­ments they sat wrest­ling with the dull ghosts of that broken house, the mourn­ful phant­asms that were not dead long enough to be happy, for death is sor­row­ful at first and for a long time, but af­ter­wards the dead are con­ten­ted and learn to shape them­selves anew.

			Patsy, draw­ing on his pipe, looked around the people.

			“Eh!” he ex­claimed with heavy jo­vi­al­ity, “where has the man got to, the man with the big stick? If he’s shy let him come in, and if he’s angry let him come in too.”

			Eileen Ni Cooley was sit­ting close be­side Art. She had let her shawl droop from her head, and her hair was show­ing through the dusk like a torch.

			“The man has gone away, Padraig,” said she; “he got tired of the com­pany, and he’s gone trav­el­ling to­wards his own friends.”

			Patsy re­garded her with shin­ing eyes. The must of the house was no longer in his nos­trils; the si­lence lif­ted from him at a bound.

			“You are telling me a fine story, Eileen,” said he, “tell me this too, did the man go away of his own will, or did you send him away?”

			“It was a bit of both, Padraig.”

			“The time to get good news,” said Patsy, “is when it’s rain­ing, and that is good news, and it’s rain­ing now.”

			“News need not be good or bad, but only news,” she replied, “and we will leave it at that.”

			Cael­tia spoke to her:

			“Do you have a good life go­ing by your­self about the coun­try and mak­ing ac­quaint­ances where you please?”

			“I have the life I like,” she answered, “and wheth­er it’s good or bad doesn’t mat­ter.”

			“Tell me the reas­on you nev­er let him­self make love to you when he wants to make it?”

			“He is a dom­in­eer­ing man,” said she, “and I am a proud wo­man, and we would nev­er give in to each oth­er. When one of us would want to do a thing the oth­er one wouldn’t do it, and there would be no liv­ing between us. If I said black he would say white, and if he said yes I would say no, and that’s how we are.”

			“He has a great love for you.”

			“He has a great hate for me. He loves me the way a dog loves bones, and in a little while he’d kill me in a lonely place with his hands to see what I would look like and I dy­ing.”

			She turned her face to Mac Cann:

			“That’s the kind of man you are to me, Padraig, al­though you’re dif­fer­ent to oth­er people.”

			“I am not that sort of man, but it’s your­self is like that. I tell you that if I took a wo­man with me I’d be staunch to her the way I was with the moth­er of the girl there, and if you were to come with me you wouldn’t have any com­plaint from now on.”

			“I know everything I’m talk­ing about,” she replied sternly, “and I won’t go with you, but I’ll go with the young man here be­side me.”

			With the words she put her hand on Art’s arm and kept it there.

			Mary Mac Cann straightened up where she was sit­ting and be­came deeply in­ter­ested.

			Art turned and burst in­to a laugh as he looked crit­ic­ally at Eileen.

			“I will not go with you,” said he. “I don’t care for you a bit.”

			She gave a hard smile and re­moved her hand from his arm.

			“It’s all the worse for me,” said she, “and it’s small harm to you, young boy.”

			“That’s a new an­swer for your­self,” said Patsy, grin­ning sav­agely.

			“It is, and it’s a new day for me, and a poor day, for it’s the first day of my old age.”

			“You’ll die in a ditch,” cried Patsy, “you’ll die in a ditch like an old mare with a broken leg.”

			“I will,” she snarled, “when the time comes, but you’ll nev­er have the killing of me, Padraig.”

			Fin­aun was sit­ting be­side Mary with her hand in his, but she snatched her hand away and flared so fiercely upon Eileen that the wo­man looked up.

			“Don’t be angry with me, Mary,” said she; “I nev­er did you any harm yet and I’ll nev­er be able to do it now, for there are years between us, and they’re go­ing to break my back.”

			Fin­aun was speak­ing, more, it seemed, to him­self than to the com­pany. He combed his white beard with his hand as he spoke, and they all looked at him.

			“He is talk­ing in his sleep,” said Eileen pens­ively, “and he an old man, and a nice old man.”

			“My fath­er,” said Cael­tia, in an apo­lo­get­ic voice; “there is no need to tell about that.”

			“There is every need, my be­loved,” replied Fin­aun with his slow smile.

			“I would rather you did not,” mur­mured Cael­tia, lift­ing his hand a little.

			“I ask your per­mis­sion, my son,” said Fin­aun gently.

			Cael­tia spread out his open palms and dropped them again.

			“Whatever you wish to do is good, my fath­er,” and, with a slight blush, he slid the pipe in­to his pock­et.

			Fin­aun turned to Eileen Ni Cooley:

			“I will tell you a story,” said he.

			“Sure,” said Eileen, “I’d love to hear you, and I could listen to a story for a day and a night.”

			Mac Cann pulled sol­emnly at his pipe and re­garded Fin­aun who was look­ing at him peace­fully from a corner.

			“You’re full of fun,” said he to the archangel.

		
	
		
			XVI

			Said Fin­aun:

			“While gen­er­a­tion suc­ceeds gen­er­a­tion a man has to fight the same fight. At the end he wins, and he nev­er has to fight that battle again, and then he is ready for Para­dise.

			“Every man from the be­gin­ning has one en­emy from whom he can nev­er es­cape, and the story of his lives is the story of his battles with that en­emy whom he must draw in­to his own be­ing be­fore he can him­self at­tain to real be­ing, for an en­emy can nev­er be crushed, but every en­emy can be won.

			“Long be­fore the found­a­tions of this world were laid, when the voice was heard and the army of the voice went through the dark­ness, two people came in­to be­ing with the uni­verse that was their shell. They lived through myri­ad ex­ist­ences know­ing star after star grow hot and cold in the broad sky, and they hated each oth­er through the chan­ging of the stars and the ebbing and flood­ing of their lives.

			“At a time this one of them would be a wo­man and that oth­er would be a man, and again in due peri­od the one that had been a wo­man would be a man and the oth­er would be a wo­man, that their battle might be joined in the in­tim­acy which can only come through dif­fer­ence and the dis­tance that is at­trac­tion.

			“No one can say which of these did most harm to the oth­er; no one can say which was the most ruth­less, the most mer­ci­less, for they were born, as all en­emies are, equal in be­ing and in power.

			“Through their lives they had many names and they lived in many lands, but their names in etern­ity were Fin­aun Mac Dea and Cael­tia Mac Dea, and when the time comes, their name will be Mac Dea and noth­ing else: then they will be­come one in each oth­er, and one in In­fin­ite Great­ness, and one in the un­end­ing life of Etern­ity which is God: but still, in world un­der world, in star un­der flam­ing star, they pur­sue each oth­er with a hate which is slowly chan­ging in­to love.

			“It was not on earth, nor in any plan­et, that the be­gin­ning of love came to these two, it was in the hell that they had fash­ioned for them­selves in ter­ror and lust and cruelty. For, as they sat among their demons, a seed ger­min­ated in the soul of one, the seed of know­ledge which is the par­ent of love and the par­ent of every ter­rible and beau­ti­ful thing in the worlds and the heav­ens.

			“While that one looked on his com­pan­ion, writh­ing like him­self in tor­ment, he grew con­scious, and al­though he looked at the oth­er with fury it was with a new fury, for with it came con­tempt, and they were no longer equal in power or in hate.

			“Now, for the first time, that one in whom know­ledge had been born de­sired to es­cape from his com­pan­ion; he wished to get away so that he might nev­er be­hold that en­emy again; sud­denly the oth­er ap­peared to him hideous as a toad that couches in slime and spits his pois­on at ran­dom, but he could not es­cape, and he could nev­er es­cape.

			“As that one in­creased in know­ledge so he in­creased in cruelty and power, so his lust be­came ter­rible, for now there was fear in his con­tempt be­cause he could nev­er es­cape. Many a time they fled from one an­oth­er, but al­ways, and how­ever they fled, it was to­wards each oth­er their steps were dir­ec­ted. At the feast, in the camp, and in the wil­der­ness they found them­selves and un­der­took anew the quar­rel which was their blood and their be­ing.

			“And that oth­er in whom know­ledge had not awakened—He raged like a beast; he thought in blood and fever; his brains were his teeth and the nails of his hands. Cun­ning came creep­ingly to his aid against know­ledge; he lay in wait for his en­emy in gloomy places; he spread snares for him in the dark­ness and baited traps. He feigned hu­mil­ity to get closer to his ven­geance, but he could not com­bat know­ledge.

			“Time and again he be­came the slave of that oth­er, and as slave and mas­ter their battle was sav­agely joined, un­til at last know­ledge stirred also in that mind and he grew con­scious.

			“Then the age-long enmity drew to its change. For him there was no con­tempt pos­sible, the oth­er was older than he and wiser, for to be wise is to be old; there was no vant­age for con­tempt, but envy sharpened his sword, it salted his an­ger, and they fought anew and un­ceas­ingly.

			“But now their hands were not seek­ing each oth­er’s throats with such frank ur­gency; they fought sub­ter­raneously, with smiles and po­lite words and de­cent ob­serv­ances, but they did not cease for an in­stant to strive and nev­er did they for­sake an ad­vant­age or lift up the one that had fallen.

			“Again the change: and now they battled not in the name of hate but un­der the holy su­per­scrip­tion of love; again and again, life after life, they har­ried and ruined each oth­er; their de­sire for one an­oth­er was a mad­ness, and in that de­sire they warred more bit­terly than be­fore. They blas­ted each oth­er’s lives, they dashed their hon­our to the mud, they slew one an­oth­er. Than this none of their battles had been so ter­rible. Here there was no let, no res­pite even for an in­stant. They knew each oth­er with that su­per­fi­cial know­ledge which seems so clear al­though it shows no more than the scum float­ing upon ex­ist­ence; they knew the scum­mi­ness of each oth­er and ex­hausted to the dregs their abund­ant evil un­til of evil they could learn no fur­ther, and their lives, al­tern­at­ing in a fierce en­ergy and a miser­able wear­i­ness, came to­wards but could not come to stag­na­tion.

			“The ho­ri­zon van­ished from them; there were irons on the feet of the winds; the sun peered from a hood through a mask, and life was one room wherein dull voices droned dully, wherein some­thing was forever uttered and noth­ing was said, where hands were forever lif­ted and noth­ing was done, where the mind smouldered and flared to light­ning and no thought came from the spark.

			“They had reached an end, and it was a pre­cip­ice down which they must spin gid­dily to the murk, or else shape wings for them­selves and soar from that com­ple­tion, for com­ple­tion is a con­scious­ness, and once again they were power­fully aware of them­selves. They were vice-con­scious, and vir­tue did not abide in their minds than as a dream which was an il­lu­sion and a lie.

			“Then—and this too was long ago! how long! When the moon was young; when she gathered rosy clouds about her even­ing and sang at noon from bush and moun­tain-ledge; when she fol­ded her breasts in dewy dark­ness and awakened with cries of joy to the sun; then she ten­ded her flowers in the vale; she drove her kine to deep pas­ture: she sang to her mul­ti­tudes of in­crease and hap­pi­ness while her feet went in the fur­row with the plough and her hand guided the sickle and the sheaf. Great love didst thou give when thou wast a moth­er, O Beau­ti­ful! who art now white as sil­ver and hath ice upon thine an­cient head.

			“Again they lived and were wed.

			“Which of them was which in that sad pil­grim­age it is not now pos­sible to know. Memory faints at the long tale of it, and they were so in­ter­mingled, so alike through all their dif­fer­ence that they were be­com­ing one in the great memory. Again they took up the time-long bur­den, and again de­sire drew them wildly to the em­brace which was much re­pug­nance and very little love. So, be­hold these two, a man and a wo­man, walk­ing through the pleas­ant light, tak­ing each oth­er’s hands in a kind­ness that had no roots, speak­ing words of af­fec­tion that their souls groaned the lie to.

			“The wo­man was fair—she was fair as one star that shines on the void and is not abashed be­fore im­mens­ity; she was beau­ti­ful as a green tree by a pool that bows peace­fully to the sun; she was lovely as a field of mild corn wav­ing to the wind in one slow move­ment. To­geth­er they plumbed their de­sire and found wicked­ness gloom­ing at the bot­tom, and they were con­scious of them­selves and of all evil.

			“There was a de­mon in the pit that they had digged, and al­ways, when they foun­ded anew their hell, he tor­men­ted them; he was the ac­cu­mu­la­tion of their evil; age after age they re­cre­ated him un­til he showed gi­gant­ic and ter­rible as a storm, and as they lus­ted after each oth­er so he lus­ted after them.

			“On a time that Misery shaped it­self as a man and came priv­ily to the wo­man while she walked un­der heavy apple boughs in a garden. Their feet went to and fro closely to­geth­er in the grass and their voices com­muned to­geth­er, un­til one day the wo­man cried bit­terly that there were no wings, and with the Spectre she leaped forth­right to the chasm and went down shriek­ing a laughter that was woe. There she found her­self and her de­mon and was the con­cu­bine of that one; and there, in the gulf and chasm of evil, she con­jured vir­tue to her tor­tured soul and stole en­ergy from the de­mon.

			“She sat among the rocks of her place.

			“Old Misery be­side her laughed his laugh, and while she looked at him her eyes went back­wards in her head, and when she looked again she saw dif­fer­ently, for in that space know­ledge had put forth a bud and a blos­som and she looked through know­ledge. She saw her­self and the de­mon and the man, and she prayed to the de­mon. As she prayed she gathered small blue flowers that peered sparsely among the crags, and she made a chap­let of these. She wove them with tears and sighs, and when the chap­let was made she put it to the de­mon’s hand, pray­ing him to bear it to the man.

			“He did that for her be­cause he loved to laugh at their trouble, and he di­vined laughter for his iron chaps.

			“So the de­mon came ter­ribly to the man as he walked un­der the sway­ing and lift­ing of green boughs in the long grass of an orch­ard, and he put the chap­let in the man’s hand, say­ing:

			“ ‘My con­cu­bine, your be­loved, sends a greet­ing to you with her love and this gar­land of blue flowers which she has woven with her two hands in hell.’

			“The man, look­ing on these flowers, felt his heart move with­in him like wa­ter.

			“ ‘Bring her to me,’ said he to the de­mon.

			“ ‘I will not do so,’ replied the Misery.

			“And, sud­denly, the man leaped on the Spectre. He locked his arms about that cold neck, and clung furi­ously with his knees.

			“ ‘Then I will go to her with you,’ said he.

			“And to­geth­er they went head­long down the pit, and as they fell they battled fright­fully in the dark pitch.”

		
	
		
			XVII

			Mac Cann was asleep, but when Fin­aun’s voice ceased he awakened and stretched him­self with a loud yawn.

			“I didn’t hear a word of that story,” said he.

			“I heard it,” said Eileen Ni Cooley; “it was a good story.”

			“What was it about?”

			“I don’t know,” she replied.

			“Do you know what it was about, Mary?”

			“I do not, for I was think­ing about oth­er things at the time.”

			Fin­aun took her hand.

			“There was no need for any of you to know what that story was about, ex­cept­ing you only,” and he looked very kindly at Eileen Ni Cooley.

			“I listened to it,” said she; “and it was a good story. I know what it was about, but I would not know how to tell what it was about.”

			“It must have been the queer yarn,” said Patsy re­gret­fully; “I wish I hadn’t gone to sleep.”

			“I was awake for you,” said Cael­tia.

			“What’s the use of that?” said Patsy testily.

			It was still rain­ing.

			The day was far ad­vanced and even­ing was spin­ning her dull webs athwart the sky. Already in the broken house the light had di­min­ished to a brown gloom, and their faces looked watch­ful and pale to each oth­er as they crouched on the earthen floor. Si­lence was again seiz­ing on them, and each per­son’s eyes were fo­cus­ing on some ob­ject or point on the wall or the floor as their thoughts began to hold them.

			Mac Cann roused him­self.

			“We are here for the night; that rain won’t stop as long as there’s a drop left in its can.”

			Mary be­stirred her­self also.

			“I’ll slip down to the cart and bring back whatever food is in it. I left everything covered and I don’t think they’ll be too wet.”

			“Do that,” said her fath­er.

			“There’s a big bottle rolled up in a sack,” he con­tin­ued; “it’s in a buck­et at the front of the cart by the right shaft, and there’s a little sup of whisky in the big bottle.”

			“I’ll bring that too.”

			“You’re a good girl,” said he.

			“What will I do with the ass this night?” said Mary.

			“Hit him a kick,” said her fath­er.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			The ass stood quietly where he had been left.

			Rain was pour­ing from him as though he were the fath­er of rivers and sup­plied the world with run­ning wa­ter. It dashed off his flanks; it leaped down his tail; it foamed over his fore­head to his nose, and hit the ground from there with a thump.

			“I’m very wet,” said the ass to him­self, “and I wish I wasn’t.”

			His eyes were fixed on a brown stone that had a knob on its back. Every drop of rain that hit the stone jumped twice and then spattered to the ground. After a mo­ment he spoke to him­self again:

			“I don’t care wheth­er it stops rain­ing or not, for I can’t be any wet­ter than I am, how­ever it goes.”

			Hav­ing said this, he dis­missed the weath­er and settled him­self to think. He hung his head slightly and fixed his eyes afar off, and he stared dis­tantly like that without see­ing any­thing while he gathered and re­volved his thoughts.

			The first thing he thought about was car­rots.

			He thought of their shape, their col­our, and the way they looked in a buck­et. Some would have the thick end stuck up, and some would have the oth­er end stuck up, and there were al­ways bits of clay stick­ing to one end or the oth­er. Some would be ly­ing on their sides as though they had slipped quietly to sleep, and some would be stand­ing in a slant­ing way as though they were lean­ing their backs against a wall and couldn’t make up their minds what to do next. But, how­ever they looked in the buck­et, they all tasted alike, and they all tasted well. They are a com­pan­ion­able food; they make a pleas­ant, crunch­ing noise when they are bit­ten, and so, when one is eat­ing car­rots, one can listen to the sound of one’s eat­ing and make a story from it.

			Thistles make a swish­ing noise when they are bit­ten; they have their taste.

			Grass does not make any noise at all; it slips dumbly to the sep­ulchre, and makes no sign.

			Bread makes no sound when it is eaten by an ass; it has an in­ter­est­ing taste, and it clings about one’s teeth for a long time.

			Apples have a good smell and a joy­ful crunch, but the taste of sug­ar lasts longer in the mouth, and can be re­membered for longer than any­thing else; it has a short, sharp crunch that is like a curse, and in­stantly it blesses you with the taste of it.

			Hay can be eaten in great mouth­fuls. It has a chip and a crack at the first bite, and then it says no more. It sticks out of one’s mouth like whiskers, and you can watch it with your eye while it moves to and fro ac­cord­ing as your mouth moves. It is a friendly food, and very good for the hungry.

			Oats are not a food; they are a great bless­ing; they are a de­bauch; they make you proud, so that you want to kick the front out of a cart, and climb a tree, and bite a cow, and chase chick­ens.

			

			Mary came run­ning and un­yoked him from the cart. She em­braced him on the stream­ing nose. “You poor thing, you!” said she, and she took a large pa­per bag from the cart and held it to his muzzle. There was soft sug­ar in the bag, and half a pound of it clove to his tongue at the first lick.

			As she went back to the house with the bundle of food the ass re­garded her.

			“You are a good girl,” said the ass.

			He shook him­self and dis­sip­ated his thoughts; then he trot­ted briskly here and there on the path to see if there was any­thing worth look­ing for.

		
	
		
			XIX

			They shared the food: there was little of it, and some of it was wet; but they each had a piece of bread, a knuckle of cheese, and three cold pota­toes.

			Mary said there was some­thing wrong with her, and she passed two of her cold pota­toes to the cher­ub Art, who ate them eas­ily.

			“I wish you had giv­en them to me,” said her fath­er.

			“I’ll give you one of mine,” said Eileen Ni Cooley, and she thrust one across to him.

			Mac Cann pushed it en­tire in­to his mouth, and ate it as one who eats in a trance: he stared at Eileen.

			“Why did you give me your potato?” said he.

			Eileen blushed un­til not a single freckle in her face was vis­ible.

			“I don’t know,” she answered.

			“You don’t seem to know any­thing at all this day,” he com­plained. “You’re full of fun,” said he.

			He lit his pipe, and, after pulling for a while at it, he handed it to the wo­man.

			“Take a draw at that pipe,” he com­manded, “and let us be de­cent with each oth­er.”

			Eileen Ni Cooley did take a draw at the pipe, but she handed it back soon.

			“I nev­er was much at the smoking,” said she.

			Cael­tia had his pipe go­ing at full blast. He was lean­ing against the wall with his eyes half closed, and was think­ing deeply between puffs.

			Fin­aun had a good grip on Mary’s hair, which he was meth­od­ic­ally plait­ing and un­loosen­ing again. He was sunken in rev­er­ie.

			Mary was peep­ing from be­neath her lids at Art, and was at the same time watch­ing every­body else to see that she was not ob­served.

			Art was whist­ling to him­self in a low tone, and he was look­ing fix­edly at a spider.

			The spider was haul­ing on a loose rope of his tent, and he was very leis­urely. One would have thought that he was smoking also.

			“What did you have for din­ner?” said Art to the spider.

			“Noth­ing, sir, but a little, thin, wisp of a young fly,” said the spider.

			He was a thick­set, heavy kind of spider, and he seemed to be middle-aged, and resigned to it.

			“That is all I had my­self,” said Art. “Are the times bad with you now, or are they mid­dling?”

			“Not so bad, glory be to God! The flies do wander in through the holes, and when they come from the light out­side to the dark­ness in here, sir, we catch them on the wall, and we crunch their bones.”

			“Do they like that?”

			“They do not, sir, but we do. The lad with the stout, hairy legs, down there be­side your el­bow, caught a blue­bottle yes­ter­day; there was eat­ing on that fel­low, I tell you, and he’s not all eaten yet, but that spider is al­ways lucky, bar­ring the day he caught the wasp.”

			“That was a thing he didn’t like?” quer­ied Art.

			“Don’t men­tion it to him, sir, he doesn’t care to talk about it.”

			“What way are you go­ing to fasten up your rope?” said Art.

			“I’ll put a spit on the end of it, and then I’ll thump it with my head to make it stick.”

			“Well, good luck to your­self.”

			“Good luck to your hon­our.”

			

			Said Patsy to Cael­tia, point­ing to Fin­aun:

			“What does he be think­ing about when he gets in­to them fits?”

			“He does be talk­ing to the hier­archy,” replied Cael­tia.

			“And who are them­selves?”

			“They are the people in charge of this world.”

			“Is it the kings and the queens and the Holy Pope?”

			“No, they are dif­fer­ent kinds of people.”

			Patsy yawned.

			“What does he be talk­ing to them about?”

			“Every kind of thing,” replied Cael­tia, and yawned also. “They are ask­ing him for ad­vice now.”

			“What is he say­ing?”

			“He is talk­ing about love,” said Cael­tia.

			“He is al­ways talk­ing about that,” said Patsy.

			“And,” said Cael­tia, “he is talk­ing about know­ledge.”

			“It’s an­oth­er word of his.”

			“And he is say­ing that love and know­ledge are the same thing.”

			“I wouldn’t put it past him,” said Patsy.

			

			For he was in a bad tem­per. Either the close con­fine­ment, or the dull weath­er, or the pres­ence of Eileen Ni Cooley, or all of these, had made him sav­age.

			He arose and began strid­ing through the nar­row room, kick­ing stones from one side of the place to the oth­er and gloom­ing fiercely at every­body. Twice he hal­ted be­fore Eileen Ni Cooley, star­ing at her, and twice, without a word said, he re­sumed his march­ing.

			Sud­denly he leaned his back against the wall fa­cing her, and shouted:

			“Well, Eileen a grah, the man went away from you, the man with the big stick and the lengthy feet. Ah! that’s a man you’d be cry­ing out for and you all by your­self in the night.”

			“He was a good man,” said Eileen; “there was no harm in that man, Padraig.”

			“Maybe he used to be put­ting his two arms around you now and then be­side a hedge and giv­ing you long kisses on the mouth?”

			“He used to be do­ing that.”

			“Aye did he, in­deed, and he wasn’t the first man to do that, Eileen.”

			“Maybe you’re right, Padraig.”

			“Nor the twenty-first.”

			“You’ve got me here in the house, Padraig, and the people around us are your own friends.”

			Cael­tia also had aris­en to his feet and was star­ing mor­osely at Eileen. Sud­denly he leaped to her, wrenched the shawl from her head with a wide ges­ture, and gripped her throat between his hands; as her head touched the ground she gasped, and then, and just as sud­denly, he re­leased her. He stood up, look­ing wildly at Patsy, who stared back at him grin­ning like a mad­man, then he stumbled across to Fin­aun and took his hands between his own.

			“You must not hurt me, my dear,” said Fin­aun, smil­ing gravely at him.

			Mary had leaped to Art, whose arm she took, and they backed to the end of the room.

			Eileen stood up; she ar­ranged her dress and wrapped the shawl about her head again; she gazed fear­lessly at Mac Cann.

			“The house is full of your friends, Padraig, and there’s nobody here with me at all; there’s no man could want bet­ter than that for him­self.”

			Patsy’s voice was hoarse.

			“You’re look­ing for fight?”

			“I’m look­ing for whatever is com­ing,” she replied stead­ily.

			“I’m com­ing, then,” he roared, and he strode to her. He lif­ted his hands above his head, and brought them down so heav­ily on her shoulders that she staggered.

			“Here I am,” said he, star­ing in­to her face.

			She closed her eyes.

			“I knew it wasn’t love you wanted, Padraig; it was murder you wanted, and you have your wish.”

			She was sway­ing un­der his weight as she spoke; her knees were giv­ing be­neath her.

			“Eileen,” said Patsy, in a small voice, “I’m go­ing to tumble; I can’t hold my­self up, Eileen; my knees are giv­ing way un­der me, and I’ve only got my arms round your neck.”

			She opened her eyes and saw him sag­ging against her, with his eyes half closed and his face gone white.

			“Sure, Padraig!” said she.

			She flung her arms about his body and lif­ted him, but the weight was too much, and he went down.

			She crouched by him on the floor, hug­ging his head against her breast.

			“Sure, listen to me, Padraig; I nev­er did like any­one in the world but your­self; there wasn’t a man of them all was more to me than a blast of wind; you were the one I liked al­ways. Listen to me now, Padraig. Don’t I be want­ing you day and night, and say­ing pray­ers to you in the dark­ness and cry­ing out in the dawn; my heart is sore for you, so it is: there’s a twist in us, O my dear. Don’t you be mind­ing the men; whatever they did it was noth­ing, it was noth­ing more than beasts play­ing in a field and not caring any­thing. We are be­side one an­oth­er for a minute now. When I would put my hand on my breast in the middle of a laugh it was you I was touch­ing, and I do nev­er stop think­ing of you in any place un­der the sky.”

			They were kiss­ing each oth­er like lost souls; they babbled and clung to each oth­er; they thrust one an­oth­er’s head back to stare at it, and pur­sued the head with their vi­ol­ent lips.

			

			It was a time be­fore they all got to sleep that night, but they did sleep at the end of it.

			They stretched in the dark­ness with their eyes closed, and the night fol­ded them around, sep­ar­at­ing each one from his fel­low, and put­ting on each the en­chant­ment of si­lence and blind­ness. They were no longer to­geth­er al­though they were ly­ing but a few inches apart; there was only the dark­ness that had no inches to it; the dark­ness that has no be­gin­ning and no end; that ap­pears and dis­ap­pears, call­ing hush as it comes and goes, and hold­ing peace and ter­ror in either in­vis­ible hand; there was no sil­ver moon in the sky and no sparkle of white stars; there was only dark­ness and si­lence and the steady hush­ing of the rain.

			

			When he awoke in the morn­ing Mac Cann rolled ur­gently on his el­bow and stared to where Eileen Ni Cooley had stretched her­self for sleep—but she was not there, she was not any­where.

			He shouted, and the com­pany sprang to their feet.

			“She got out through the win­dow,” he roared.

			“The dev­il damn the soul of her,” said he.
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			XX

			They con­tin­ued their travels.

			It would be more cor­rect to say they con­tin­ued their search for food, for that in real­ity was the ob­ject­ive of each day’s jour­ney­ing.

			Mov­ing thus, day by day, tak­ing prac­tic­ally any road that presen­ted it­self, they had wandered eas­ily through rugged, beau­ti­ful Doneg­al down in­to Con­naught. They had camped on the slopes of rough moun­tains, slept peace­fully in deep val­leys that wound round and round like a cork­screw, tra­versed for weeks in Con­nemara by the clam­or­ous sea where they lived sump­tu­ously on fish, and then they struck to the in­land plains again, and away by curving paths to the County Kerry.

			At times Mac Cann got work to do—to mend a kettle that had a little hole in it, to stick a handle on a pot, to stiffen the last days of a buck­et that was already long past its la­bour, and he did these jobs sit­ting in the sun­light on dusty roads, and if he did not do them Mary did them for him while he ob­served her crit­ic­ally and ex­plained both to her and to his com­pany the mys­tery of the tinker’s craft.

			“There’s a great deal,” he would say, “in the twist of the hand.”

			And again, but this usu­ally to Art when that cher­ub tried his skill on a rusty pot:

			“You’ll nev­er make a good tinker un­less you’ve got a hand on you. Keep your feet in your boots and get to work with your fin­gers.”

			And some­times he would nod con­ten­tedly at Mary and say:

			“There’s a girl with real hands on her that aren’t feet.”

			Hands rep­res­en­ted to him whatever of praise­worthy might be spoken of by a man, but feet were in his opin­ion rightly covered, and ought not to be dis­covered ex­cept in min­at­ory con­ver­sa­tion. One ran on them! Well, it was a dog’s trade, or a don­key’s; but hands! he ex­pan­ded to that sub­ject, and could loose there­on a gale of praise that would blow all oth­er con­ver­sa­tion across the bor­der.

			They set their camp among roar­ing fairs where every kind of wild man and wo­man yelled sa­luta­tion at Patsy and his daugh­ter, and howled re­mem­brance of ten and twenty-year old fol­lies, and plunged in­to drink with the sav­age alac­rity of those to whom des­pair is a fairer broth­er than hope, and with some of these people the next day’s jour­ney would be shared, ri­ot­ing and scream­ing on the lonely roads, and these people also the an­gels ob­served and were friendly with.

			One morn­ing they were pa­cing on their jour­ney. The eyes of the little troop were act­ively scan­ning the fields on either hand. They were all hungry, for they had eaten noth­ing since the pre­vi­ous mid­day. But these fields were bar­ren of food. Great stretches of grass stretched away to either ho­ri­zon, and there was noth­ing here that could be eaten ex­cept by the don­key.

			As they went they saw a man sit­ting on a raised bank. His arms were fol­ded; he had a straw in his mouth; there was a broad grin on his red face; a battered hat was thrust far back on his head, and from be­neath this a brush of stiff hair poked in any dir­ec­tion like an ill-tied bundle of black wire.

			Mac Cann stared at that red jo­vi­al­ity.

			“There’s a man,” said he to Cael­tia, “that hasn’t got a care in the world.”

			“It must be very bad for him,” com­men­ted Cael­tia.

			“Hol­loa, mis­ter,” cried Patsy heart­ily, “how’s everything?”

			“Everything’s fine,” beamed the man, “how’s your­self?”

			“We’re hold­ing up, glory be to God!”

			“That’s the way.”

			He waved his hand against the ho­ri­zon.

			“There’s weath­er for you,” and he spoke with the proud hu­mil­ity of one who had made that weath­er, but would not boast. His eye was steady on Mac Cann.

			“I’ve got a hun­ger on me that’s worth feed­ing, mis­ter.”

			“We’ve all got that,” replied Patsy, “and there’s noth­ing in the cart bar­ring its tim­bers. I’m keep­ing an eye out, though, and maybe we’ll trip over a side of ba­con in the middle of the road or a neat little patch of pota­toes in the next field and it full of the flowery boy­oes.”

			“There’s a field a mile up this road,” said the man, “and everything you could talk about is in that field.”

			“Do you tell me!” said Patsy briskly.

			“I do: every kind of thing is in that field, and there’s rab­bits at the foot of the hill bey­ond it.”

			“I used to have a good shot with a stone,” said Patsy.

			“Mary,” he con­tin­ued, “when we come to the field let your­self and Art gath­er up the pota­toes while Cael­tia and my­self take stones in our hands to kill the rab­bits.”

			“I’m com­ing along with you,” said the man, “and I’ll get my share.”

			“You can do that,” said Patsy.

			The man scrambled down the bank. There was some­thing between his knees of which he was very care­ful.

			“What sort of a thing is that?” said Mary.

			“It’s a con­cer­tina and I do play tunes on it be­fore the houses, and that’s how I make my money.”

			“The mu­si­cian­er will give us a tune after we get a feed,” said Patsy.

			“Sure enough,” said the man.

			Art stretched out his hand.

			“Let me have a look at the mu­sic­al in­stru­ment,” said he.

			The man handed it to him and fell in­to pace be­side Patsy and Cael­tia. Mary and Fin­aun were go­ing as usu­al one on either side of the ass, and the three of them re­turned to their in­ter­rup­ted con­ver­sa­tion. Every dozen paces Fin­aun would lean to the bor­der of the road and pluck a fist­ful of prime grass or a thistle or a clutch of chick­weed, and he would put these to the ass’s mouth.

			Patsy was eye­ing the man.

			“What’s your name, mis­ter?” said he.

			“I was known as Old Car­o­lan, but now the people call me Billy the Mu­sic.”

			“How is it that I nev­er met you be­fore?”

			“I’m from Con­nemara.”

			“I know every cow track and bo­hereen in Con­nemara, and I know every road in Doneg­al and Kerry, and I know every­body that’s on them roads, but I don’t know you, mis­ter.”

			The man laughed at him.

			“I’m not long on the roads, so how could you know me? What are you called your­self?”

			“I’m called Padraig Mac Cann.”

			“I know you well, for you stole a hen and a pair of boots off me ten months ago when I lived in a house.”

			“Do you tell me?” said Mac Cann.

			“I do; and I nev­er grudged them to you, for that was the day that everything happened to me.”

			Mac Cann was search­ing his head to find from whom he had stolen a hen and a pair of boots at the one time.

			“Well, glory be to God!” he cried. “Isn’t it the queer world! Are you old Car­o­lan, the miserly man of Temple Cahill?”

			The man laughed and nod­ded.

			“I used to be him, but now I’m Billy the Mu­sic, and there’s my in­stru­ment un­der the boy’s ox­ter.”

			Patsy stared at him.

			“And where’s the house and the cattle, and the hun­dred acres of grass land and glebe, and the wife that people said you used to starve the stom­ach out of?”

			“Faith, I don’t know where they are, and I don’t care either,” and he shook with the laughter as he said it.

			“And your sis­ter that killed her­self climb­ing out of a high win­dow on a windy night to search for food among the neigh­bours?”

			“She’s dead still,” said the man, and he doubled up with glee.

			“I de­clare,” said Patsy, “that it’s the end of the world.”

			The man broke on his elo­quence with a poin­ted fin­ger.

			“There’s the field I was telling you about and it’s weighty to the ribs with pota­toes and turnips.”

			Patsy turned to his daugh­ter.

			“Gath­er in the pota­toes; don’t take them all from the one place, but take them from here and there the way they won’t be missed, and then go along the road with the cart for twenty minutes and be cook­ing them. My­self and Cael­tia will catch up on you in a little time and we’ll bring good meat with us.”

			Cael­tia and he moved to the right where a gentle hill rose against the sky. The hill was thickly wooded, massive clumps of trees were dot­ted every little dis­tance, and through these one could see quiet, green spaces drows­ing in the sun.

			When they came to the fringing trees Patsy dir­ec­ted his com­pan­ion to go among them some little dis­tance and then to charge here and there, slash­ing against the trees and the ground with a stick.

			Cael­tia did that, and at the end of a quarter of an hour Patsy had three rab­bits stretched un­der his hand.

			“That’s good enough,” he called; “we’ll go on now after the people.”

			They stowed the rab­bits un­der their coats and took the road.

			They soon caught on their com­pan­ions. The cart was drawn to the side of the road, at a little dis­tance the ass was brows­ing, and Mary had a fire go­ing in the bra­zi­er and the pota­toes ready for the pot.

			Patsy tossed the rab­bits to her.

			“There you are, my girl,” said he, and, with Cael­tia, he sank down on the grassy mar­gin of the road and drew out his pipe.

			The strange man was sit­ting be­side Art, to whom he was ex­plain­ing the mech­an­ism of a con­cer­tina.

			“While we are wait­ing,” said Patsy to him, “you can tell us all the news; tell us what happened to the land and what you’re do­ing on the road; and there is a bit of twist to put in your pipe so that you’ll talk well.”

			Mary broke in:

			“Wait a minute now, for I want to hear that story; let your­self help me over with the bra­zi­er and we can all sit to­geth­er.”

			There was a handle to the buck­et and through this they put a long stick and lif­ted all bod­ily to the butt of the hedge.

			“Now we can sit to­geth­er,” said Mary, “and I can be cook­ing the food and listen­ing to the story at the same time.”

			“I’d soon­er give you a tune on the con­cer­tina,” said Billy the Mu­sic.

			“You can do that af­ter­wards,” replied Patsy.

		
	
		
			XXI

			“I’ll tell you the story,” said Billy the Mu­sic, “and here it is:

			“A year ago I had a farm in the val­ley. The sun shone in­to it, and the wind didn’t blow in­to it for it was well sheltered, and the crops that I used to take off that land would as­ton­ish you.

			“I had twenty head of cattle eat­ing the grass, and they used to get fat quick and they used to give good milk in­to the bar­gain. I had cocks and hens for the eggs and the mar­ket, and there was a good many folk would have been glad to get my farm.

			“There were ten men al­ways work­ing on the place, but at har­vest­time there would be a lot more, and I used to make them work too. My­self and my son and my wife’s broth­er (a lout, that fel­low!) used to run after the men, but it was hard to keep up with them, for they were great schemers. They tried to do as little work as ever they were able, and they tried to get as much money out of me as they could man­age. But I was up to them lads, and it’s mighty little they got out of me without giv­ing twice as much for it.

			“Bit by bit I weeded out the men un­til at last I only had the ones I wanted, the tried and trusty men. They were a poor lot, and they didn’t dare to look back at me when I looked at them; but they were able to work, and that is all I wanted them to do, and I saw that they did it.

			“As I’m sit­ting be­side you on this bank today I’m won­der­ing why I took all the trouble I did take, and what, in the name of this and that, I ex­pec­ted to get out of it all. I usen’t go to bed un­til twelve o’clock at night, and I would be up in the dawn be­fore the birds. Five o’clock in the morn­ing nev­er saw me stretch­ing in the warm bed, and every day I would root the men out of their sleep; of­ten enough I had to throw them out of bed, for there wasn’t a man of them but would have slept rings round the clock if he got the chance.

			“Of course I knew that they didn’t want to work for me, and that, bat­ing the hun­ger, they’d have seen me far enough be­fore they’d lift a hand for my good; but I had them by the hasp, for as long as men have to eat, any man with the food can make them do whatever he wants them to do; wouldn’t they stand on their heads for twelve hours a day if you gave them wages? Aye would they, and eight­een hours if you held them to it.

			“I had the idea too that they were try­ing to rob me, and maybe they were. It doesn’t seem to mat­ter now wheth­er they robbed me or not, for I give you my word that the man who wants to rob me today is wel­come to all he can get and more if I had it.”

			“Faith, you’re the kind man!” said Patsy.

			“Let that be,” said Billy the Mu­sic.

			“The secret of the thing was that I loved money, hard money, gold and sil­ver pieces, and pieces of cop­per. I liked it bet­ter than the people who were round me. I liked it bet­ter than the cattle and the crops. I liked it bet­ter than I liked my­self, and isn’t that the queer thing? I put up with the sil­li­est ways for it, and I lived up­side down and in­side out for it. I tell you I would have done any­thing just to get money, and when I paid the men for their la­bour I grudged them every penny that they took from me.

			“It did seem to me that in tak­ing my met­al they were surely and openly rob­bing me and laugh­ing at me as they did it. I saw no reas­on why they shouldn’t have worked for me for noth­ing, and if they had I would have grudged them the food they ate and the time they lost in sleep­ing, and that’s an­oth­er queer thing, mind you!”

			“If one of them men,” said Patsy sol­emnly, “had the spunk of a wan­der­ing goat or a mangy dog he’d have taken a graipe to your­self, mis­ter, and he’d have picked your soul out of your body and slung it on a dung heap.”

			“Don’t be think­ing,” replied the oth­er, “that men are cour­ageous and fiery an­im­als, for they’re not, and every per­son that pays wages to men knows well that they’re as tim­id as sheep and twice as tim­id. Let me tell you too that all the trouble wasn’t on their side; I had a share of it and a big share.”

			Mac Cann in­ter­rup­ted sol­emnly—

			“That’s what the fox told the goose when the goose said that the teeth hur­ted him. ‘Look at the trouble I had to catch you,’ said the fox.”

			“We won’t mind that,” said Billy the Mu­sic.

			“I was hard put to it to make the money. I was able to knock a good profit out of the land and the beasts and the men that worked for me; and then, when I came to turn the profit in­to sol­id pieces, I found that there was a world out­side of my world, and it was truly bent on rob­bing me, and, what’s more, it had thought hard for gen­er­a­tions about the best way of do­ing it. It had made its scheme so care­fully that I was as help­less among them people as the la­bour­ers were with me. Oh! they got me, and they squeezed me, and they marched off smil­ing with the heav­iest part of my gain, and they told me to be a bit more po­lite or they’d break me in­to bits, and I was po­lite too. Ah! there’s a big world out­side the little world, and maybe there’s a big­ger world out­side that, and grind­stones in it for all the people that are squeez­ers in their own place.

			“The price I thought fair for the crop was nev­er the price I got from the job­bers. If I sold a cow or a horse I nev­er got as much as half of what I reckoned on. There were rings and cliques in the mar­kets every­where, and they knew how to man­age me. It was they who got more than half the money I made, and they had me gripped so that I couldn’t get away. It was for these people I used to be out of bed at twelve o’clock at night and up again be­fore the fowl were done snor­ing, and it was for them I tore the bowels out of my land, and hazed and be­dev­illed every man and wo­man and dog that came in sight of me, and when I thought of these mar­ket­men with their red jowls and their ‘take it or leave it’ I used to get so full of rage that I could hardly breathe.

			“I had to take it be­cause I couldn’t af­ford to leave it, and then I’d go home again try­ing to cut it finer, try­ing to skin an ex­tra chance profit off the land and work­ers, and I do won­der now that the men didn’t try to kill me or didn’t com­mit sui­cide. Aye, I won­der that I didn’t com­mit sui­cide my­self by dint of the rage and greed and wear­i­ness that was my share of life day and night.

			“I got the money any­how, and, sure enough, the people must have thought I was the dev­il’s self; but it was little I cared what they thought, for the pieces were be­gin­ning to mount up in the box, and one fine day the box got so full that not an­oth­er penny piece could have been squeezed side­ways in­to it, so I had to make a new box, and it wasn’t so long un­til I made a third box and a fourth one, and I could see the time com­ing when I would be able to stand in with the mar­ket­men, and get a good grip on whatever might be go­ing.”

			“How much did you rob in all?” said Patsy.

			“I had all of two thou­sand pounds.”

			“That’s a lot of money, I’m think­ing.”

			“It is so, and it took a lot of get­ting, and there was twenty damns went in­to the box with every one of the yel­low pieces.”

			“A damn isn’t worth a shil­ling,” said Patsy. “You can have them from me at two for a ha’penny, and there’s lots of people would give them to your­self for noth­ing, you rot­ten old rob­ber of the world! And if I had the lump of twist back that I gave you a couple of minutes ago I’d put it in my pock­et, so I would, and I’d sit on it.”

			“Don’t for­get that you’re talk­ing about old things,” said Billy the Mu­sic.

			“If I was one of your men,” shouted Patsy, “you wouldn’t have treated me that way.”

			Billy the Mu­sic smiled hap­pily at him.

			“Wouldn’t I?” said he, with his head on one side.

			“You would not,” said Patsy, “for I’d have broken your skull with a spade.”

			“If you had been one of my men,” the oth­er replied mildly, “you’d have been as tame as a little kit­ten; you’d have crawled round me with your hat in your hand and your eyes turned up like a dy­ing duck’s, and you’d have said, ‘Yes, sir,’ and ‘No, sir,’ like the oth­er men that I wel­ted the stuff­ing out of with my two fists, and broke the spir­its of with la­bour and hun­ger. Don’t be talk­ing now, for you’re an ig­nor­ant man in these things, al­though you did man­age to steal a clock­ing hen off me the day I was busy.”

			“And a pair of good boots,” said Patsy tri­umphantly.

			“Do you want to hear the rest of the story?”

			“I do so,” said Patsy; “and I take back what I said about the to­bacco; here’s an­oth­er bit of it for your pipe.”

			“Thank you kindly,” replied Billy.

			He shook the ashes from his pipe, filled it, and con­tin­ued his tale.

			“On the head of all these things a won­der­ful thing happened to me.”

			“That’s the way to start,” said Patsy ap­prov­ingly. “You’re a good storyteller, mis­ter.”

			“It isn’t so much that,” replied Billy, “but it’s a good story and a won­der­ful story.”

			“The pota­toes are nearly done, Mary, a grah?”

			“They’ll be done in a short while.”

			“Hold your story for a few minutes un­til we eat the pota­toes and a few col­lops of the rab­bits, for I tell you that I’m droop­ing with the hun­ger.”

			“I didn’t eat any­thing my­self,” replied Billy, “since the middle of yes­ter­day, and the food there has a smell to it that’s mak­ing me mad.”

			“It’s not quite done yet,” said Mary.

			“It’s done enough,” replied her fath­er. “Aren’t you par­tic­u­lar this day! Pull them over here and share them round, and don’t be hav­ing the men dy­ing on your hands.”

			Mary did so, and for five minutes there was no sound ex­cept that of mov­ing jaws, and by that time there was no more food in sight.

			“Ah!” said Patsy with a great sigh.

			“Aye, in­deed!” said Billy the Mu­sic with an­oth­er sigh.

			“Put on more of the pota­toes now,” Patsy com­manded his daugh­ter, “and be cook­ing them against the time this story will be fin­ished.”

			“I wish I had twice as much as I had,” said Art.

			“You got twice as much as me,” cried Patsy an­grily, “for I saw the girl giv­ing it to you.”

			“I’m not com­plain­ing,” replied Art; “I’m only stat­ing a fact.”

			“That’s all right,” said Patsy.

			The pipes were lit, and all eyes turned to Billy the Mu­sic. Patsy leaned back on his el­bow, and blew his cloud.

			“Now we’ll have the rest of the story,” said he.
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			“This,” con­tin­ued Billy the Mu­sic, “is the won­der­ful thing that happened to me.

			“Bit by bit I got fonder of the money. The more I got of it the more I wanted. I used to go away by my­self to look at it and handle it and count it. I didn’t store it all in the house; I only kept enough there to make the people think it was all there, and as every­one was watch­ing that and watch­ing each oth­er (for they all wanted to steal it) it was safe enough.

			“They didn’t know it was mostly cop­per was in that box, but cop­per it was, and some sil­ver that I couldn’t fit in­to the oth­er boxes.

			“There was a place at the end of the big barn, just un­der­neath the dog’s ken­nel—maybe you re­mem­ber my dog, Patsy?”

			“A big black-and-white snarly dev­il of a bull-ter­ri­er?” said Patsy, thought­fully.

			“That’s him.”

			“I re­mem­ber him well,” said Patsy. “I fed him once.”

			“You poisoned him,” said Billy the Mu­sic quickly.

			“That’s a hard word to say,” replied Patsy, scrap­ing at his chin.

			Billy the Mu­sic looked very fix­edly at him, and he also scraped med­it­at­ively at his bristles.

			“It doesn’t mat­ter now,” said he. “That was the dog. I made a place un­der his ken­nel. It was well made. If you had pulled the ken­nel aside you’d have seen noth­ing but the floor. Down there I kept the three boxes of gold, and while I’d be look­ing at them the dog would be lurch­ing around won­der­ing why he wasn’t al­lowed to eat people—I was a bit tim­id with that dog my­self—and it was one day while I was hand­ling the money that the thing happened.

			“There came a thump on the barn door. The dog made a noise away down in the heel of his throat and loped across; he stuck his nose against the crack at the bot­tom and began to sniff and scratch.

			“ ‘Strangers there,’ said I. I put the money away quietly, lif­ted the ken­nel back to its place, and went over to open the door.

			“There were two men stand­ing out­side, and the dog sprang for one of them as if he had been shot out of a gun.

			“But that man was quick. He took the beast on the jump, caught him by the chaps, and slung him with a heave of his arm. I don’t know where he slung him to; I nev­er saw the dog alive after that, and I did think it was that jerk killed him.”

			“Begor!” said Patsy.

			“It must have been with­in half an hour or so that you gave him the poisoned meat, Patsy.”

			“It was a lengthy mut­ton bone,” mur­mured Mac Cann.

			“Whatever it was!” said Billy the Mu­sic.

			“The men walked in, they shut the barn door be­hind them and locked it, for the key was in­side whenev­er I was.

			“Well! I al­ways had the use of my hands and my feet and my teeth, but I had no chance there, so in a few minutes I sat down on the ken­nel to get my breath back and to mop up the blood that was teem­ing out of my nose. The two men, I will say, were very quiet with it all—they waited for me.

			“One of them was a middle-sized block of a man, and he looked as if his head had been rolled in tar—”

			“Eh!” said Patsy loudly.

			“The oth­er one was a big, young man with a girl’s face; he had blue eyes and curls of gold, and he was wear­ing a wo­man’s skirt—the ragged­est old—”

			“Begor!” cried Patsy, and he leaped furi­ously to his feet.

			“What’s wrong with you?” said Billy the Mu­sic.

			Patsy beat his fists to­geth­er.

			“I’ve been look­ing for that pair of play­boys for a full year,” he barked.

			“Do you know them?” said Billy the Mu­sic, with equal ex­cite­ment.

			“I don’t know them, but I met them, and the girl yon­der met them too, the thieves!”

			“They are a pair of dirty dogs,” said Mary coldly.

			“And when I do meet them,” said Patsy sav­agely, “I’ll kill the pair of them: I will so.”

			Billy the Mu­sic laughed.

			“I wouldn’t try killing them lads; I did try it once, but they wouldn’t let me. Tell us what they did to your­self, and then I’ll go on with my story, for I’m real curi­ous about those two.”

			Mac Cann put his pipe in­to his pock­et.
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			Said Patsy:

			“There isn’t very much to tell, but this is how it happened.

			“About two weeks be­fore your dog died my­self and the girl were tramp­ing up to­wards Dub­lin. We hadn’t got the ass with us that time, for it was in pawn to a wo­man that peddled fish in the south­w­est of Con­nemara. She was keep­ing the ass and cart for us while we were away, and she was go­ing to give us some­thing for their loan at the heel of the sea­son. She was an old rip, that one, for she sold the ass on us to one man and she sold the cart to an­oth­er man, and we had the trouble of the world get­ting the pair of them to­geth­er again—but that’s no mat­ter.

			“One morn­ing, fresh and early, we were beat­ing along a road that comes down from the moun­tains and runs away in­to Donnybrook. I had just picked up a little goose that I found walk­ing along with its nose up, and I thought maybe we could sell the creature to some per­son in the city who wanted a goose.

			“We turned a bend in the road (it’s a twisty dis­trict), and there I saw two men sit­ting on the grass on each side of the path. The two men were sit­ting with the full width of the road between them, and they were clean, stark, stone na­ked.

			“They hadn’t got as much as a shirt; they hadn’t a hat; they hadn’t got any­thing at all on them bar­ring their skins.

			“ ‘Whoo!’ said I to my­self, and I caught a grip of the girl. ‘We’ll be tak­ing an­oth­er road,’ said I, and round we sailed with the goose and all.

			“But the two men came after us, and what with the goose and the girl, they caught up on us too.

			“One of them was a bul­let-headed thief and he did look as if he had been rolled in tar, and I hope he was. The oth­er was a dandy lad that nev­er got his hair cut since he was a moth­er’s boy.

			“ ‘Be off with the pair of you,’ said I, ‘ye in­de­cent dev­ils. What do ye want with hon­est folk and you in your pelt?’

			“The bul­let-headed one was boun­cing round me like a rub­ber ball.

			“ ‘Take off your clothes, mis­ter,’ said he.

			“ ‘What!’ said I.

			“ ‘Take off your clothes quick,’ said he, ‘or I’ll kill you.’

			“So, with that I jumped in­to the middle of the road, and I up with the goose, and I hit that chap such a welt on the head that the goose bursted. Then the lad was in­to me and we went round the road like thun­der and light­ning till the oth­er fel­low joined in, and then Mary wel­ted in­to the lot of us with a stick that she had, but they didn’t mind her any more than a fly. Be­fore you could whistle, mis­ter, they had me stripped to the buff, and be­fore you could whistle again they had the girl stripped, and the pair of them were go­ing down the road as hard as ever they could pelt with our clothes un­der their ox­ters.”

			“Begor!” said Billy the Mu­sic.

			“I tell you so,” grinned Patsy.

			“There was her­self and my­self stand­ing in the middle of the road with noth­ing to cov­er our na­ked­ness but a bursted goose.”

			“That was the queer sight,” said Billy the Mu­sic look­ing thought­fully at Mary.

			“You keep your eyes to your­self, mis­ter,” said Mary hotly.

			“What did you do then?” said Billy.

			“We sat down on the side of the road for a long time un­til we heard foot­steps and then we hid ourselves.

			“I peeped over the hedge and there was a man com­ing along the path. He was a nice-look­ing man with a black bag in his hand and he was walk­ing fast. When he came ex­actly op­pos­ite me I jumped the hedge and I took the clothes off him—”

			Billy the Mu­sic slapped his palm on his knee.

			“You did so!”

			“I did so,” said Patsy.

			“He was grumbling all the time, but as soon as I let him loose he star­ted to run, and that was the last I saw of him.

			“After a bit a wo­man came along the road, and Mary took the clothes off her. She was a quiet, poor soul, and she didn’t say a word to either of us. We left her the goose and the man’s black bag for pay­ment, and then the pair of us star­ted off, and we didn’t stop run­ning till we came to the County Kerry.

			“These are the clothes I’m telling you about,” said Patsy; “I have them on me this minute.”

			“It’s a great story,” said Billy the Mu­sic.

			“I can tell you some­thing fur­ther about these people,” said Cael­tia smil­ing.

			“Can you so?” cried Patsy.

			“I can, but the man here hasn’t fin­ished what he was telling us.”

			“I was for­get­ting him,” said Mac Cann. “Put an­oth­er pinch in your pipe, mis­ter, and tell us what happened to you after that.”
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			Billy the Mu­sic did put an­oth­er pinch of to­bacco in­to his pipe, and after draw­ing on it med­it­at­ively for a few minutes he snuffed it out with his thumb and put it in­to his pock­et. Nat­ur­ally he put it in up­side down, so that the to­bacco might drop from the pipe, for he was no longer a sav­ing man.

			“They were surely the two men that I’m telling you about,” said he, “and there they were stand­ing up in front of me while I was sneez­ing the blood out of my nose.

			“ ‘What do you want?’ said I to them­selves, and all the time I was peep­ing here and there to see if there wasn’t a bit of a stick or a crow­bar maybe ly­ing handy.

			“It was the boyo in the skirt that answered me:

			“ ‘I wanted to have a look at your­self,’ said he.

			“ ‘Take your eye­ful and go away, for God’s sake,’ said I.

			“ ‘You dirty thief!’ said he to me.

			“ ‘What’s that for?’ said I.

			“ ‘What do you mean by get­ting me thrown out of heav­en?’ said he.

			“… ! Well, mis­ter honey, that was a ques­tion to worry any man, and it wor­ried me. I couldn’t think what to say to him. ‘Begor!’ said I, and I sneezed out some more of my blood.

			“But the lad was stamp­ing mad.

			“ ‘If I could blot you from the light of life without do­ing any hurt to my­self, I’d smash you this mor­tal minute,’ said he.

			“ ‘For the love of heav­en,’ said I, ‘tell me what I did to your­self, for I nev­er did see you be­fore this day, and I wish I didn’t see you now.’

			“The bul­let-headed man was stand­ing by all the time, and he chew­ing to­bacco.

			“ ‘Have it out with him, Cuchu­lain,’ said he. ‘Kill him,’ said he, ‘and send him out among the spooks.’

			“But the oth­er man calmed down a bit, and he came over to me wag­ging the girl’s skirts.

			“ ‘Listen!’ said he, ‘I’m the ser­aph Cuchu­lain.’

			“ ‘Very good,’ said I.

			“ ‘I’m your Guard­i­an An­gel,’ said he.

			“ ‘Very good,’ said I.

			“ ‘I’m your High­er Self,’ said he, ‘and every rot­ten busi­ness you do down here does be vi­brat­ing against me up there. You nev­er did any­thing in your life that wasn’t rot­ten. You’re a miser and a thief, and you got me thrown out of heav­en be­cause of the way you loved money. You se­duced me when I wasn’t look­ing. You made a thief of me in a place where it’s no fun to be a rob­ber, and here I am wan­der­ing the dirty world on the head of your un­right­eous ways. Re­pent, you beast,’ said he, and he landed me a clout on the side of the head that rolled me from one end of the barn to the oth­er.

			“ ‘Give him an­oth­er one,’ said the bul­let-headed man, and he chew­ing strongly on his plug.

			“ ‘What have you got to do with it?’ said I to him. ‘You’re not my Guard­i­an An­gel, God help me!’

			“ ‘How dare you,’ said the bul­let-headed man. ‘How dare you set this hon­est party steal­ing the last three­penny bit of a poor man?’ and with that he made a clout at me.

			“ ‘What three­penny bit are you talk­ing about?’ said I.

			“ ‘My own three­penny bit,’ said he. ‘The only one I had. The one I dropped out­side the gates of hell.’

			“Well, that beat me! ‘I don’t care what you say any longer,’ said I, ‘you can talk till you’re blue and I won’t care what you say,’ and down I sat on the ken­nel and shed my blood.

			“ ‘You must re­pent of your own free will,’ said Cuchu­lain, march­ing to the door.

			“ ‘And you’d bet­ter hurry up, too,’ said the oth­er fel­low, ‘or I’ll ham­mer the head off you.’

			“The queer thing is that I be­lieved every word the man said. I didn’t know what he was talk­ing about, but I did know that he was talk­ing about some­thing that was real al­though it was bey­ond me. And there was the way he said it too, for he spoke like a bish­op, with fine, shout­ing words that I can’t re­mem­ber now, and the months gone past. I took him at his word any­how, and on the minute I began to feel a dif­fer­ent creature, for, mind you, a man can no more go against his Guard­i­an An­gel than he can climb a tree back­wards.

			“As they were go­ing out of the barn Cuchu­lain turned to me:

			“ ‘I’ll help you to re­pent,’ said he, ‘for I want to get back again, and this is the way I’ll help you. I’ll give you money, and I’ll give you piles of it.’

			“The two of them went off then, and I didn’t ven­ture out of the barn for half-an-hour.

			

			“I went in­to the barn next day, and what do you think I saw?”

			“The floor was covered with gold pieces,” said Patsy.

			Billy nod­ded:

			“That’s what I saw. I gathered them up and hid them un­der the ken­nel. There wasn’t room for the lot of them, so I rolled the rest in a bit of a sack and covered them up with cab­bages.

			“The next day I went in and the floor was covered with gold pieces, and I swept them up and hid them un­der the cab­bages too. The day after that and the next day and the day after that again it was the same story. I didn’t know where to put the money. I had to leave it ly­ing on the floor, and I hadn’t as much as a dog to guard it from the rob­bers.”

			“You had not,” said Patsy, “and that’s the truth.”

			“I locked the barn; then I called up all the men; I paid them their wages, for what did I want with them any longer and I rolling in gold? I told them to get out of my sight, and I saw every man of them off the land. Then I told my wife’s broth­er that I didn’t want him in my house any longer, and I saw him off the land. Then I ar­gued my son out of the house, and I told my wife that she could go with him if she wanted to, and then I went back to the barn.

			“But, as I told you a minute ago, I was a changed man. The gold was mount­ing up on me, and I didn’t know what to do with it. I could have rolled in it if I wanted to, and I did roll in it, but there was no fun in that.

			“This was the trouble with me—I couldn’t count it; it had gone bey­ond me; there were piles of it; there were stacks of it; it was four feet deep all over the floor, and I could no more move it than I could move a house.

			“I nev­er wanted that much money, for no man could want it: I only wanted what I could man­age with my hands; and the fear of rob­bers was on me to that pitch that I could neither sit nor stand nor sleep.

			“Every time I opened the door the place was fuller than it was the last time, and, at last, I got to hate the barn. I just couldn’t stand the look of the place, and the light squint­ing at me from thou­sands and thou­sands of gold corners.

			“It beat me at last. One day I marched in­to the house, and I picked up the con­cer­tina that my son bought (I was able to play it well my­self) and said I to the wife:

			“ ‘I’m off.’

			“ ‘Where are you off?’

			“ ‘I’m go­ing in­to the world.’

			“ ‘What will be­come of the farm?’

			“ ‘You can have it your­self,’ said I, and with that I stepped clean out of the house and away to the road. I didn’t stop walk­ing for two days, and I nev­er went back from that day to this.

			“I do play on the con­cer­tina be­fore the houses, and the people give me cop­pers. I travel from place to place every day, and I’m as happy as a bird on a bough, for I’ve no wor­ries and I worry no one.”

			“What did be­come of the money?” said Patsy.

			“I’m think­ing now that it might have been fairy gold, and, if it was, nobody could touch it.”

			“So,” said Mac Cann, “that’s the sort of boys they were?”

			“That’s the sort.”

			“And one of them was your own Guard­i­an An­gel!”

			“He said that.”

			“And what was the oth­er one?”

			“I don’t know, but I do think that he was a spook.”

			Patsy turned to Fin­aun:

			“Tell me, mis­ter, is that a true story now, or was the lad mak­ing it up?”

			“It is true,” replied Fin­aun.

			Patsy con­sidered for a mo­ment.

			“I won­der,” said he mus­ingly, “who is my own Guard­i­an An­gel?”

			Cael­tia hast­ily put the pipe in­to his pock­et.

			“I am,” said he.

			“Oh, be­dad!”

			Mac Cann placed his hands on his knees and laughed heart­ily.

			“You are! and I mak­ing you drunk every second night in the little pubs!”

			“You nev­er made me drunk.”

			“I did not, for you’ve got a hard head surely, but there’s a pair of us in it, mis­ter.”

			He was si­lent again, then:

			“I won­der who is the Guard­i­an An­gel of Eileen Ni Cooley? for he has his work cut out for him, I’m think­ing.”

			“I am her Guard­i­an An­gel,” said Fin­aun.

			“Are you telling me that?”

			Mac Cann stared at Fin­aun, and he lapsed again to rev­er­ie.

			“Ah, well!” said he to Billy the Mu­sic, “it was a fine story you told us, mis­ter, and queer deeds you were mixed up in; but I’d like to meet the men that took our clothes, I would so.”

			“I can tell you some­thing more about them,” Cael­tia re­marked.

			“So you said a while back. What is it you can tell us?”

			“I can tell you the be­gin­ning of all that tale.”

			“I’d like to hear it,” said Billy the Mu­sic.

			“There is just a piece I will have to make up from what I heard since we came here, but the rest I can an­swer for be­cause I was there at the time.”

			“I re­mem­ber it too,” said Art to Cael­tia, “and when you have told your story I’ll tell an­oth­er one.”

			“Serve out the pota­toes, Mary,” said Mac Cann, “and then you can go on with the story. Do you think is that ass all right, alan­nah?”

			“He’s eat­ing the grass still, but I think he may be want­ing a drink.”

			“He had a good drink yes­ter­day,” said her fath­er, and he shif­ted to a more com­fort­able po­s­i­tion.

		
	
		
			XXV

			Said Cael­tia:

			“When Bri­en O’Bri­en died people said that it did not mat­ter very much be­cause he would have died young in any case. He would have been hanged, or his head would have been split in two halves with a hatchet, or he would have tumbled down the cliff when he was drunk and been smashed in­to jelly. Some­thing like that was due to him, and every­body likes to see a man get what he de­serves to get.

			“But, as eth­ic­al writs cease to run when a man is dead, the neigh­bours did not stay away from his wake. They came, and they said many mit­ig­at­ing things across the body with the band­aged jaws and the sly grin, and they re­minded each oth­er of this and that queer thing which he had done, for his memory was crus­ted over with stor­ies of wild, laugh­able things, and oth­er things which were wild but not laugh­able.

			“Mean­while he was dead, and one was at liberty to be a trifle sorry for him. Fur­ther, he be­longed to the O’Bri­en na­tion—a stock to whom rev­er­ence was due. A stock not eas­ily for­got­ten. The his­tor­ic memory could re­con­struct for­got­ten glor­ies of sta­tion and battle, of ter­rible vil­lainy and ter­rible saint­li­ness, the pi­ti­ful, val­or­ous, slow des­cent to the de­grad­a­tion which was not yet wholly vic­tori­ous. A great stock! The O’Neills re­membered it. The O’Tools and the Mac Sweeneys had stor­ies by the hun­dred of love and hate. The Burkes and the Ger­al­di­nes and the new strangers had memor­ies also.

			“His fam­ily was left in the poorest way, but they were used to that, for he had kept them as poor as he left them, or found them, for that mat­ter. They had shaken hands with Char­ity so of­ten that they no longer dis­liked the sal­low-faced lady, and so cer­tain small gifts made by the neigh­bours were ac­cep­ted, not very thank­fully, but very read­ily. These gifts were al­most al­ways in kind. A few eggs. A bag of pota­toes. A hand­ful of meal. A couple of twists of tea—such­like.

			“One of the vis­it­ors, how­ever, moved by an ex­traordin­ary de­jec­tion, slipped a sil­ver three­penny piece in­to the hand of Bri­en’s little daugh­ter, Sheila, aged four years, and later on she did not like to ask for it back again.

			“Little Sheila had been well trained by her fath­er. She knew ex­actly what should be done with money, and so, when nobody was look­ing, she tip­toed to the coffin and slipped the three­penny piece in­to Bri­en’s hand. That hand had nev­er re­fused money when it was alive, it did not re­ject it either when it was dead.

			“They bur­ied him the next day.

			“He was called up for judg­ment the day after, and made his ap­pear­ance with a mis­cel­laneous crowd of wretches, and there he again re­ceived what was due to him. He was re­moved, protest­ing and strug­gling, to the place de­creed:

			“ ‘Down,’ said Rhadam­anthus, point­ing with his great hand, and down he went.

			“In the struggle he dropped the three­penny piece, but he was so bustled and heated that he did not ob­serve his loss. He went down, far down, out of sight, out of re­mem­brance, to a howl­ing black gulf with oth­ers of his un­seen kind.

			“A young ser­aph, named Cuchu­lain, chan­cing to pass that way shortly af­ter­wards, saw the three­penny piece peep­ing brightly from the rocks, and he picked it up.

			“He looked at it in as­ton­ish­ment. He turned it over and over, this way and that way. Ex­amined it at the stretch of his arm, and peered minutely at it from two inches dis­tance.

			“ ‘I have nev­er in my life seen any­thing so beau­ti­fully wrought,’ said he, and, hav­ing stowed it in his pouch along with some oth­er trinkets, he strolled home­wards again through the massy gates.

			“It was not long un­til Bri­en dis­covered his loss, and sud­denly, through the black re­gion, his voice went mount­ing and brawl­ing.

			“ ‘I have been robbed,’ he yelled. ‘I have been robbed in heav­en!’

			“Hav­ing be­gun to yell he did not stop. Some­times he was simply angry and made a noise. Some­times he be­came sar­cast­ic and would send his query swirl­ing up­wards.

			“ ‘Who stole the three­penny bit?’ he roared. He ad­dressed the sur­round­ing black space:

			“ ‘Who stole the last three­penny bit of a poor man?’

			“Again and again his voice pealed up­wards. The pains of his hab­it­a­tion lost all their sting for him. His mind had nour­ish­ment, and the heat with­in him van­quished the fumes without. He had a griev­ance, a right­eous cause, he was buoyed and strengthened, noth­ing could si­lence him. They tried in­geni­ous devices, all kinds of com­plic­ated things, but he paid no heed, and the tor­ment­ors were in des­pair.

			“ ‘I hate these sin­ners from the king­dom of Kerry,’ said the Chief Tor­ment­or, and he sat moodily down on his own cir­cu­lar saw; and that wor­ried him also, for he was clad only in a loin­cloth.

			“ ‘I hate the en­tire Clann of the Gael,’ said he; ‘why can­not they send them some­where else?’ and then he star­ted prac­tising again on Bri­en.

			“It was no use. Bri­en’s query still blared up­wards like the sound of the great trump it­self. It wakened and rung the rocky cav­erns, screamed through fis­sure and fun­nel, and was battered and slung from pin­nacle to crag and up again. Worse! his com­pan­ions in doom be­came in­ter­ested and took up the cry, un­til at last the up­roar be­came so ap­palling that the Mas­ter him­self could not stand it.

			“ ‘I have not had a wink of sleep for three nights,’ said that har­assed one, and he sent a spe­cial em­bassy to the powers.

			“Rhadam­anthus was as­ton­ished when they ar­rived. His el­bow was lean­ing on his vast knee, and his heavy head res­ted on a hand that was acres long, acres wide.

			“ ‘What is all this about?’ said he.

			“ ‘The Mas­ter can­not go to sleep,’ said the spokes­man of the em­bassy, and he grinned as he said it, for it soun­ded queer even to him­self.

			“ ‘It is not ne­ces­sary that he should sleep,’ said Rhadam­anthus. ‘I have nev­er slept since time began, and I will nev­er sleep un­til time is over. But the com­plaint is curi­ous. What has troubled your mas­ter?’

			“ ‘Hell is turned up­side down and in­side out,’ said the fiend. ‘The tor­ment­ors are weep­ing like little chil­dren. The prin­cip­al­it­ies are squat­ting on their hunkers do­ing noth­ing. The or­ders are run­ning here and there fight­ing each oth­er. The styles are lean­ing against walls shrug­ging their shoulders, and the damned are shout­ing and laugh­ing and have be­come cal­lous to tor­ment.’

			“ ‘It is not my busi­ness,’ said the judge.

			“ ‘The sin­ners de­mand justice,’ said the spokes­man.

			“ ‘They’ve got it,’ said Rhadam­anthus, ‘let them stew in it.’

			“ ‘They re­fuse to stew,’ replied the spokes­man, wringing his hands.

			“Rhadam­anthus sat up.

			“ ‘It is an ax­iom in law,’ said he, ‘that how­ever com­plic­ated an event may be, there can nev­er be more than one per­son at the ex­treme bot­tom of it. Who is the per­son?’

			“ ‘It is one Bri­en of the O’Bri­en na­tion, late of the king­dom of Kerry. A bad one! He got the max­im­um pun­ish­ment a week ago.’

			“For the first time in his life Rhadam­anthus was dis­turbed. He scratched his head, and it was the first time he had ever done that either.

			“ ‘You say he got the max­im­um,’ said Rhadam­anthus, ‘then it’s a fix! I have damned him forever, and bet­ter or worse than that can­not be done. It is none of my busi­ness,’ said he an­grily, and he had the depu­ta­tion re­moved by force.

			“But that did not ease the trouble. The con­ta­gion spread un­til ten mil­lion bil­lions of voices were chant­ing in uni­son, and un­count­able mul­ti­tudes were listen­ing between their pangs.

			“ ‘Who stole the three­penny bit? Who stole the three­penny bit?’

			“That was still their cry. Heav­en rang with it as well as hell. Space was filled with that rhythmic tu­mult. Chaos and empty Nox had a new dis­cord ad­ded to their ele­ment­al throes. An­oth­er me­mori­al was draf­ted be­low, show­ing that un­less the miss­ing coin was re­stored to its own­er hell would have to close its doors. There was a veiled men­ace in the me­mori­al also, for Clause 6 hin­ted that if hell was al­lowed to go by the board heav­en might find it­self in some jeop­ardy there­after.

			“The doc­u­ment was des­patched and con­sidered. In con­sequence a pro­clam­a­tion was sent through all the wards of Para­dise, call­ing on whatever per­son, archangel, ser­aph, cher­ub, or aco­lyte, had found a three­penny piece since mid­day of the tenth Au­gust then in­stant, that the same per­son, archangel, ser­aph, cher­ub, or aco­lyte, should de­liv­er the said three­penny piece to Rhadam­anthus at his Court, and should re­ceive in re­turn a free par­don and a re­ceipt.

			“The coin was not de­livered.

			

			“The young ser­aph, Cuchu­lain, walked about like a per­son who was strange to him­self. He was not tor­men­ted: he was angry. He frowned, he co­git­ated and fumed. He drew one golden curl through his fin­gers un­til it was lank and droop­ing; save the end only, that was still a ripple of gold. He put the end in his mouth and strode moodily chew­ing it. And every day his feet turned in the same dir­ec­tion—down the long en­trance boulevard, through the mighty gates, along the strip of carved slabs, to that piled wil­der­ness where Rhadam­anthus sat mo­nu­ment­ally.

			“Here del­ic­ately he went, some­times with a hand out­stretched to help his foothold, stand­ing for a space to think ere he jumped to a farther rock, bal­an­cing him­self for a mo­ment ere he leaped again. So he would come to stand and stare gloomily upon the judge.

			“He would sa­lute gravely, as was meet, and say, ‘God bless the work’; but Rhadam­anthus nev­er replied, save by a nod, for he was very busy.

			“Yet the judge did ob­serve him, and would some­times heave pon­der­ous lids to where he stood, and so, for a few seconds, they re­garded each oth­er in an in­ter­val of that un­ceas­ing busi­ness.

			“Some­times for a minute or two the young ser­aph Cuchu­lain would look from the judge to the judged as they crouched back or strained for­ward, the good and the bad all in the same tremble of fear, all un­know­ing which way their doom might lead. They did not look at each oth­er. They looked at the judge high on his ebon throne, and they could not look away from him. There were those who knew, guessed clearly their doom; abashed and flac­cid they sat, quak­ing. There were some who were un­cer­tain—rab­bit-eyed these, not less quak­ing than the oth­ers, bit­ing at their knuckles as they peeped up­wards. There were those hope­ful, yet search­ing fear­fully back­wards in the wil­der­ness of memory, chas­ing and weigh­ing their sins; and these last, even when their bliss was sealed and their steps set on an easy path, went fal­ter­ing, not dar­ing to look around again, their ears strained to catch a—‘Halt, miscre­ant! this oth­er is your way!’

			“So, day by day, he went to stand near the judge; and one day Rhadam­anthus, look­ing on him more in­tently, lif­ted his great hand and poin­ted:

			“ ‘Go you among those to be judged,’ said he.

			“For Rhadam­anthus knew. It was his busi­ness to look deep in­to the heart and the mind, to fish for secrets in the pools of be­ing,

			“And the young ser­aph Cuchu­lain, still rolling his golden curl between his lips, went obed­i­ently for­ward and set down his nod­ding plumes between two who whimpered and stared and quaked.

			“When his turn came, Rhadam­anthus eyed him in­tently for a long time:

			“ ‘Well!’ said Rhadam­anthus.

			“The young ser­aph Cuchu­lain blew the curl of gold from his lips:

			“ ‘Find­ings are keep­ings,’ said he loudly, and he closed his mouth and stared very im­per­tin­ently at the judge.

			“ ‘It is to be giv­en up,’ said the judge.

			“ ‘Let them come and take it from me,’ said the ser­aph Cuchu­lain. And sud­denly (for these things are at the will of spir­its) around his head the light­nings span, and his hands were on the necks of thun­ders.

			“For the second time in his life Rhadam­anthus was dis­turbed, again he scratched his head:

			“ ‘It’s a fix,’ said he moodily. But in a mo­ment he called to those whose duty it was:

			“ ‘Take him to this side,’ he roared.

			“And they ad­vanced. But the ser­aph Cuchu­lain swung to meet them, and his golden hair blazed and shrieked; and the thun­ders rolled at his feet, and about him a bright net­work that hissed and stung—and those who ad­vanced turned halt­ingly back­wards and ran scream­ing.

			“ ‘It’s a fix,’ said Rhadam­anthus; and for a little time he stared men­acingly at the ser­aph Cuchu­lain.

			“But only for a little time. Sud­denly he put his hands on the rests of his throne and heaved up­wards his ter­rif­ic bulk. Nev­er be­fore had Rhadam­anthus stood from his or­dained chair. He strode migh­tily for­ward and in an in­stant had quelled that rebel. The thun­ders and light­nings were but moon­beams and dew on that stony car­cass. He seized the ser­aph Cuchu­lain, lif­ted him to his breast as one lifts a spar­row, and tramped back with him:

			“ ‘Fetch me that oth­er,’ said he sternly, and he sat down.

			“Those whose duty it was sped swiftly down­wards to find Bri­en of the O’Bri­en na­tion; and while they were gone, all in vain the ser­aph Cuchu­lain crushed flamy barbs against that bos­om of doom. Now, in­deed, his golden locks were droop­ing and his plumes were broken and tossed; but his fierce eye still glared cour­ageously against the nipple of Rhadam­anthus.

			“Soon they brought Bri­en. He was a sight of woe—howl­ing, na­ked as a tree in winter, black as a tarred wall, carved and gashed, tattered in all but his throat, where­with, un­til one’s ears re­belled, he bawled his one de­mand.

			“But the sud­den light struck him to a won­der­ing si­lence, and the sight of the judge hold­ing the ser­aph Cuchu­lain like a limp flower to his breast held him gap­ing.

			“ ‘Bring him here,’ said Rhadam­anthus.

			“And they brought him to the steps of the throne.

			“ ‘You have lost a medal!’ said Rhadam­anthus. ‘This one has it.’

			“Bri­en looked straitly at the ser­aph Cuchu­lain.

			“Rhadam­anthus stood again, whirled his arm in an enorm­ous arc, jerked, and let go, and the ser­aph Cuchu­lain went swirl­ing through space like a slung stone.

			“ ‘Go after him, Ker­ry­man’ said Rhadam­anthus, stoop­ing; and he seized Bri­en by the leg, whirled him wide and out and far; dizzy, dizzy as a swoop­ing comet, and down, and down, and down.

			“Rhadam­anthus seated him­self. He mo­tioned with his hand.

			“ ‘Next,’ said he coldly.

			“Down went the ser­aph Cuchu­lain, swirl­ing in wide tumbles, scarcely vis­ible for quick­ness. Some­times, with out­stretched hands, he was a cross that dropped plumb. Anon, head ur­gently down­wards, he dived steeply. Again, like a liv­ing hoop, head and heels to­geth­er, he spun gid­dily. Blind, deaf, dumb, breath­less, mind­less; and be­hind him Bri­en of the O’Bri­en na­tion came pelt­ing and whizz­ing.

			“What of that jour­ney? Who could give it words? Of the suns that ap­peared and dis­ap­peared like wink­ling eyes. Comets that shone for an in­stant, went black and van­ished. Moons that came, and stood, and were gone. And around all, in­clud­ing all, bound­less space, bound­less si­lence; the black un­mov­ing void—the deep, un­end­ing quiet­ude, through which they fell with Sat­urn and Or­i­on, and mildly-smil­ing Venus, and the fair, stark-na­ked moon, and the de­cent earth wreathed in pearl and blue. From afar she ap­peared, the quiet one, all lonely in the void. As sud­den as a fair face in a crowded street. Beau­ti­ful as the sound of fall­ing wa­ters. Beau­ti­ful as the sound of mu­sic in a si­lence. Like a white sail on a windy sea. Like a green tree in a sol­it­ary place. Chaste and won­der­ful she ap­peared. Fly­ing afar. Fly­ing aloft like a joy­ous bird when the morn­ing breaks on the dark­ness and he shrills sweet tid­ings. She soared and sang. Gently she sang to tim­id pipes and flutes of tender straw and mur­mur­ing, dis­tant strings. A song that grew and swelled, gath­er­ing to a mul­ti­tudin­ous, deep-thundered har­mony, un­til the over­burdened ear failed be­fore the ap­palling up­roar of her ec­stasy, and de­nounced her. No longer a star! No longer a bird! A plumed and horned fury! Gi­gant­ic, gi­gant­ic, leap­ing and shriek­ing tem­pes­tu­ously, spout­ing whirl­winds of light­ning, tear­ing glut­ton­ously along her path, avid, rampant, howl­ing with rage and ter­ror she leaped, dread­fully she leaped and flew. …

			

			“Enough! They hit the earth—they were not smashed, there was that vir­tue in them. They hit the ground just out­side the vil­lage of Donnybrook where the back road runs to the hills; and scarcely had they bumped twice when Bri­en of the O’Bri­en na­tion had the ser­aph Cuchu­lain by the throat.

			“ ‘My three­penny bit,’ he roared, with one fist up.

			“But the ser­aph Cuchu­lain only laughed:

			“ ‘That!’ said he. ‘Look at me, man. Your little medal dropped far bey­ond the rings of Sat­urn.’

			“And Bri­en stood back look­ing at him—He was as na­ked as Bri­en was. He was as na­ked as a stone, or an eel, or a pot, or a new­born babe. He was very na­ked.

			“So Bri­en of the O’Bri­en na­tion strode across the path and sat down by the side of a hedge:

			“ ‘The first man that passes this way,’ said he, ‘will give me his clothes, or I’ll strangle him.’

			“The ser­aph Cuchu­lain walked over to him:

			“ ‘I will take the clothes of the second man that passes,’ said he, and he sat down.”

		
	
		
			XXVI

			“And then,” said Mac Cann thought­fully, “we came along, and they stole our clothes.”

			“That wasn’t a bad tale,” he con­tin­ued to Cael­tia. “You are as good a storyteller, mis­ter, as the man him­self,” point­ing to Billy the Mu­sic.

			Billy replied mod­estly:

			“It’s be­cause the stor­ies were good ones that they were well told, for that’s not my trade, and what won­der would it be if I made a botch of it? I’m a mu­si­cian my­self, as I told you, and there’s my in­stru­ment, but I knew an old man in Con­naught one time, and he was a great lad for the stor­ies. He used to make his money at it, and if that man was to break off in the middle of a tale the people would stand up and kill him, they would so. He was a gif­ted man, for he would tell you a story about noth­ing at all, and you’d listen to him with your mouth open and you afraid that he would come to the end of it soon, and maybe it would be noth­ing more than the tale of how a white hen laid a brown egg. He would tell you a thing you knew all your life, and you would think it was a new thing. There was no old age in that man’s mind, and that’s the secret of storytelling.”

			Said Mary:

			“I could listen to a story for a day and a night.”

			Her fath­er nod­ded ac­qui­es­cence:

			“So could I, if it was a good story and well told, and I would be ready to listen to an­oth­er one after that.”

			He turned to Art:

			“You were say­ing your­self, sonny, that there was a story in your head, and if that’s so, now is your chance to tell it; but I’m doubt­ing you’ll be able to do it as well as the two men here, for you are a young­ster, and storytelling is an old man’s trade.”

			“I’ll do my best,” said Art, “but I nev­er told a story in my life, and it may not be a good one at the first at­tempt.”

			“That’s all right,” replied Mac Cann en­cour­agingly. “We won’t be hard on you.”

			“Sure enough,” said Billy the Mu­sic, “and you’ve listened to the lot of us, so you will know the road.”

			“What are you go­ing to talk about?” said Cael­tia.

			“I’m go­ing to talk about Bri­en O’Bri­en, the same as the rest of you.”

			“Did you know him too?” cried Billy.

			“I did.”

			“There isn’t a per­son doesn’t know that man,” growled Patsy. “Maybe,” and he grinned fe­ro­ciously as he said it, “maybe we’ll meet him on the road and he tramp­ing, and per­haps he will tell us a story him­self.”

			“That man could not tell a story,” Fin­aun in­ter­rup­ted, “for he has no memory, and that is a thing a good storyteller ought to have.”

			“If we meet him,” said Mac Cann grimly, “I’ll do some­thing to him and he’ll re­mem­ber it, and it’s likely that he will be able to make a story out of it too.”

			“I only saw him once,” said Art, “but when Rhadam­anthus tossed him through the void I re­cog­nised his face, al­though so long a time had elapsed since I did see him. He is now less than he was, but he is, nev­er­the­less, much more than I had ex­pec­ted he would be.”

			“What is he now?” said Billy the Mu­sic.

			“He is a man.”

			“We are all that,” said Patsy, “and it isn’t any trouble to us.”

			“It was more trouble than you ima­gine,” said Fin­aun.

			“I had ex­pec­ted him to be no more than one of the high­er an­im­als, or even that he might have been dis­sip­ated com­pletely from ex­ist­ence.”

			“What was he at the time you met him?”

			“He was a ma­gi­cian, and he was one of the most power­ful ma­gi­cians that ever lived. He was a be­ing of the fifth round, and he had dis­covered many secrets.”

			“I have known ma­gi­cians,” com­men­ted Fin­aun, “and I al­ways found that they were fools.”

			“Bri­en O’Bri­en des­troyed him­self,” Art con­tin­ued, “he for­feited his evol­u­tion and ad­ded treble to his karm­ic bur­den be­cause he had not got a sense of hu­mour.”

			“No ma­gi­cian has a sense of hu­mour,” re­marked Fin­aun, “he could not be a ma­gi­cian if he had—Hu­mour is the health of the mind.”

			“That,” Art broke in, “is one of the things he said to me. So you see he had dis­covered some­thing. He was very near to be­ing a wise man. He was cer­tainly a cour­ageous man, or, per­haps, fool­hardy; but he was as ser­i­ous as a fog, and he could not bring him­self to be­lieve it.”

			“Tell us the story,” said Cael­tia.

			“Here it is,” said Art.

		
	
		
			XXVII

			“On a day long ago I la­boured with the Army of the Voice. The first syl­lable of the great word had been uttered, and in far east­ern space, bey­ond sev­en of the flam­ing wheels, I and the six sons drew the lives to­geth­er and held them for the whirl­wind which is the one. We were wait­ing for the second syl­lable to form the wind.

			“As I stood by my place hold­ing the north in quiet­ness, I felt a strong vi­bra­tion between my hands. Some­thing was in­ter­fer­ing with me. I could not let go, but I looked be­hind me, and there I saw a man stand­ing, and he was weav­ing spells.

			“It was a short, dark man with a little bristle of black whisker on his chin and a stiff bristle of black hair on his head. He was stand­ing in­side a double tri­angle hav­ing the points up­wards, and there were ma­gic­al signs at each point of the tri­angles. While I looked, he threw around him from side to side a flam­ing circle, and then he threw a flam­ing circle about him from front to back, and he span these so quickly that he was sur­roun­ded by a wall of fire.

			“At him, on the in­stant, I charged a bolt, but it could not pen­et­rate his circles; it hit them and fell harm­less, for the circles had a great­er speed than my thun­der­bolt.

			“He stood so in the tri­angles, laugh­ing at me and scratch­ing his chin.

			“I dared not loose my hands again lest the la­bour of a cycle should be dis­sip­ated in an in­stant, and it was no use shout­ing to the oth­ers, for they also were hold­ing the lives in read­i­ness for the whirl­wind which would shape them to a globe, so the man had me at his mercy.

			“He was work­ing against my grip, and he had amaz­ing power. He had some­how dis­covered part of the first syl­lable of the great word, and he was in­ton­ing this on me between giggles, but he could not des­troy us, for to­geth­er we were equal to the num­ber of that syl­lable.

			“When I looked at him again he laughed at me, and what he said as­ton­ished me greatly.

			“ ‘This,’ said he, ‘is very funny.’

			“I made no reply to him, be­ing in­tent only on hold­ing my grip; but I was re­as­sured, for, al­though he poured on me in­cess­antly the great sound, its ef­fect was neut­ral­ised, for I am a num­ber, and in to­tal­ity we were the num­bers; nev­er­the­less the sub­stance did strain and heave so power­fully that I could do no more than hold it in place.

			“The man spoke to me again. Said he:

			“ ‘Do you not think that this is very funny?’

			“I made no an­swer for a time, and then I said:

			“ ‘Who are you?’

			“ ‘A name,’ he replied, ‘is a power; I won’t give you my name al­though I would like to, for this is a great deed and a funny one.’

			“ ‘What is your plan­et?’ quoth I.

			“ ‘I won’t tell you that,’ he replied; ‘you might read my signs and come after me later on.’

			“I could not but ad­mire the im­mense im­per­tin­ence of his deed.

			“ ‘I know your sign,’ said I, ‘for you have already made it three times with your hand, and there is only one plan­et of these sys­tems which has evolved the fifth race, so I know your plan­et. Your sym­bol is the Mule, and Ur­i­el is your Re­gent; he will be com­ing after you soon, so you had bet­ter go away while you have time.’

			“ ‘If he comes,’ said the man, ‘I’ll put him in a bottle, and I’ll put you in a bottle too. I won’t go for an­oth­er while, the joke is too good, and this is only the com­mence­ment of it.’

			“ ‘You will be caught by the second syl­lable,’ I warned him.

			“ ‘I’ll put it in a bottle,’ said he grin­ning at me. ‘No,’ he con­tin­ued, ‘I won’t be caught, I’ve made my cal­cu­la­tions, and it’s not due yet a while.’

			“Again he poured on me the great sound un­til I rocked to and fro like a bush in the wind; but he could not loose my grip, for I was a part of the word.

			“ ‘Why are you do­ing this?’ I asked him.

			“ ‘I’ll tell you that,’ he replied.

			“ ‘I am two things, and I am great in each of these two things. I am a great ma­gi­cian, and I am a great hu­mour­ist. Now, it is very easy to prove that one is a ma­gi­cian, for one has only to do things and then people are as­ton­ished; they are filled with fear and won­der; they fall down and wor­ship and call one god and mas­ter. But it is not so easy to be a hu­mour­ist, be­cause in that case it is ne­ces­sary to make people laugh. If a man is to be a ma­gi­cian it is ne­ces­sary, if his art is to be ap­pre­ci­ated, that the people around him be fools. If a per­son de­sires to be a hu­mour­ist it is ne­ces­sary that the people around him shall be at least as wise as he is, oth­er­wise his hu­mour will not be com­pre­hen­ded. You see my pre­dic­a­ment! and it is a cruel one, for I can­not fore­go either of these am­bi­tions—they are my karma. Laughter is purely an in­tel­lec­tu­al qual­ity, and in my plan­et I have no in­tel­lec­tu­al equals: my jokes can only be en­joyed by my­self, and it is of the es­sence of hu­mour that one share it, or it turns to ill-health and cyn­icism and men­tal sour­ness. My hu­mour can­not be shared with the people of my plan­et, for they are all half a round be­neath me—they can nev­er see the joke, they only see con­sequences, and these blind them to the rich drollery of any af­fair, and render me dis­con­ten­ted and angry. My hu­mour is too great for them, for it is not ter­restri­al but cos­mic; it can only be ap­pre­ci­ated by the gods, there­fore, I have come out here to seek my peers and to have at least one hearty laugh with them.’

			“ ‘One must laugh,’ he con­tin­ued, ‘for laughter is the health of the mind, and I have not laughed for a crore of sea­sons.’

			“Thereupon he took up the syl­lable and in­toned its flood­ing sound so that the mat­ter be­neath my hands strained against me al­most un­bear­ably.

			“I turned my head and stared at the little man as he laughed hap­pily to him­self and scraped his chin.

			“ ‘You are a fool,’ said I to that man.

			“The smile van­ished from his face and a shade of de­jec­tion took its place.

			“ ‘Is it pos­sible, Re­gent, that you have no sense of hu­mour!’ said he.

			“ ‘This,’ I replied, ‘is not hu­mor­ous; it is only a prac­tic­al joke; it is no more than in­cip­i­ent hu­mour; there is no joke in it but only mis­chief, for to in­ter­fere with work is the hu­mour of a babe or a mon­key. You are a thor­oughly ser­i­ous per­son, and you will not make a joke in ten etern­it­ies; that also is in your karma.’

			“At these words his eyes brooded on me darkly, and an ex­pres­sion of real ma­lig­nancy came on his face: he stamped at me from the tri­angles and hissed with rage.

			“ ‘I’ll show you some­thing else,’ said he, ‘and if it doesn’t make you laugh it will make every­body else who hears about it laugh for an age.’

			“I saw that he was med­it­at­ing a per­son­al evil to me, but I was power­less, for I could not let go my grip on the sub­stance.

			“He lif­ted his hands against me then, but, at the mo­ment, there came a sound, so low, so deep, it could scarcely be heard, and with equal strong in­tens­ity the sound per­vaded all the spaces and brooded in every point and atom with its thrill­ing breath—we were about to shape to the whirl­wind.

			“The man’s hands fell, and he stared at me.

			“ ‘Oh!’ said he, and he said ‘Oh’ three times in a whis­per.

			“The sound was the be­gin­ning of the second syl­lable.

			“ ‘I thought I had time,’ he gasped: ‘my cal­cu­la­tions were wrong.’

			“ ‘The joke is against you,’ said I to the man.

			“ ‘What will I do?’ he screamed.

			“ ‘Laugh,’ I replied, ‘laugh at the joke.’

			“Already his fly­ing circles had ceased to re­volve, and their broad flame was no more than a blue flick­er that dis­ap­peared even as I looked at them. He stood only in the tri­angles, and he was open to my ven­geance. His star­ing, hag­gard eyes fell on the bolt in my hand.

			“ ‘There is no need for that,’ said he, and he did speak with some small dig­nity, ‘I am caught by the sound, and there is an end to me.’

			“And that was true, so I did not loose my bolt.

			“Already his tri­angles were crum­bling. He sank on his haunches, clasped his hands about his legs and bowed his head on his knees. I could see that he knew all was lost, and that he was mak­ing a last des­per­ate ef­fort to guard his en­tity from dis­sol­u­tion, and he suc­ceeded, for, one in­stant be­fore the tri­angles had dis­ap­peared, he had van­ished, but he could not have en­tirely es­caped the sound, that was im­possible, and if he reached his plan­et it must have been as a life of the third round in­stead of the fifth to which he had at­tained. He had the en­tire of his evol­u­tion to per­form over again and had, moreover, ad­ded weight­ily to his karm­ic dis­ab­il­it­ies.

			“I saw him no more, nor did I hear of him again un­til the day when Bri­en O’Bri­en was thrown from the gates, and then I knew that he and O’Bri­en were the same be­ing, and that he had really es­caped and was a fourth round life of the low­est globe.

			“Per­haps he will be heard of again, for he is an en­er­get­ic and rest­less be­ing to whom an en­vir­on­ment is an en­emy and to whom hu­mour is an am­bi­tion and a mys­tery.”

			

			“That is the end of my story,” said Art mod­estly.

			Mac Cann re­garded him in­dul­gently from a cloud of smoke:

			“It wasn’t as good as the oth­er ones,” he re­marked, “but that’s not your fault, and you’re young in­to the bar­gain.”

			“He is not as young as he looks,” re­marked Fin­aun.

			“A good story has to be about or­din­ary things,” con­tin­ued Patsy, “but there isn’t any­body could tell what your story was about.”

			Billy the Mu­sic here broke in:

			“The per­son I would have liked to hear more of is Cuchu­lain, for he is my own guard­i­an an­gel and it’s him I’m in­ter­ested in. The next time I meet him I’ll ask him ques­tions.”

			He glanced around the circle:

			“Is there any­body would like to hear a tune on the con­cer­tina? I have it by my hand here, and the even­ing is be­fore us.”

			“You can play it for us the next time we meet,” said Patsy, “for we are all tired listen­ing to the stor­ies, and you are tired your­self.”

			He lif­ted to his feet then and yawned heart­ily with his arms at full stretch and his fists clenched:

			“We had bet­ter be mov­ing,” he con­tin­ued, “for the even­ing is com­ing on and it’s twenty miles to the fair.”

			They har­nessed the ass.

			“I’m go­ing the op­pos­ite way to you,” said Billy the Mu­sic.

			“All right,” said Patsy. “God be with you, mis­ter.”

			“God be with yourselves,” replied Billy the Mu­sic.

			He tramped off then in his own dir­ec­tion, while Mac Cann and his com­pan­ions took their road with the ass.
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			XXVIII

			The search for work and food led them back, but by dif­fer­ent paths, through Kerry, up in­to Con­nemara, and thence by stony re­gions to Doneg­al again and the rugged hills.

			Their days were un­event­ful but they were peace­ful: their nights were pleas­ant, and sel­dom did they lack for even one meal in the day. When they did so lack they passed the un­wel­come hour in the si­lence of those to whom such an hi­atus was not sin­gu­lar. Un­der Mac Cann’s cap­taincy the tiny band moved from meal to meal as an­oth­er army would in­vest and sack and de­part from the cit­ies on its route.

			Some­times at night a bal­lad-sing­er would stray on their road, an angry man from whom no per­son had pur­chased songs for two days, and in re­turn for victu­al this one would en­ter­tain them with his lays and re­cite the curses he had com­posed against those who did not pay the mu­si­cian.

			Some­times they came on gath­er­ings of tinkers and ped­lars, tramps, and trick-men, and in the midst of these they would jour­ney to­wards a fair. Up­roari­ous nights then! Wild throats yelling at the stars and much loud tramp­ling on the roads as the wo­men fought and screeched, and the men howled cri­ti­cism and en­cour­age­ment, and came by mere cri­ti­cism them­selves to the battle. Paltry on­slaughts these, more of word than of weapon to the fray that left some blooded noses and swollen lips as the one hour me­mori­al of their deeds.

			And again the peace­ful nights, the calm stars, the quiet moon strew­ing her path in sil­ver; space for the eye, the ear, and the soul; the whis­per­ing of lovely trees; the un­end­ing rustle of the grass, and the wind that came and went away and came, chant­ing its long rhythms or hush­ing its chill lul­laby by the fields and the hills.

			On a day when they had fin­ished eat­ing Fin­aun beckoned Cael­tia and Art aside and they spoke closely to­geth­er. Turn­ing to Mac Cann and his daugh­ter Fin­aun said:

			“We have fin­ished what we came to do, my friends.”

			Patsy nod­ded frown­ingly at him.

			“What was it you came to do?”

			“I came to give help to the powers,” said Fin­aun mildly.

			“I didn’t see you do­ing much,” replied Patsy.

			“And,” Fin­aun con­tin­ued smil­ingly, “the time has come for us to go away.”

			“You’re in a hurry, I sup­pose?”

			“We are not in a great hurry, but the time has come for us to go back.”

			“Very well!” said Patsy. “We aren’t so far from where we star­ted. If we take one of the turns on the right here and bear away to the west by Cnuc-Ma­hon and To­ber-Fola and Rath-Cor­mac we’ll come to the place where your things are bur­ied, and then I sup­pose—we can get there in three days, if that will do you?”

			“That will do,” said Fin­aun.

			Dur­ing the re­mainder of the day he and his com­pan­ions walked to­geth­er talk­ing among them­selves while Mac Cann and his daugh­ter went with the ass.

			Patsy also was pre­oc­cu­pied all that day and she had her own thoughts; they scarcely spoke at all and the ass was bored.

			At night they camped un­der a broken arch, the vestige of they knew not what crumbled build­ing, and, seated around the bra­zi­er, they sunk to si­lence, each star­ing at the red glow and think­ing ac­cord­ing to their need, and it was then that Art, lift­ing his eyes from the bra­zi­er, looked for the first time at Mary and saw that she was beau­ti­ful.

			She had been look­ing at him—that was now her one oc­cu­pa­tion. She ex­is­ted only in these sur­repti­tious ex­am­in­a­tions. She dwelt on him brood­ingly as a miser burns on his gold or a moth­er hov­ers hun­grily upon her in­fant, but he had nev­er giv­en her any heed. Now he was look­ing at her, and across the bra­zi­er their eyes com­muned deeply.

			There was birth already between them—sex was born, and some­thing else was shap­ing feebly to ex­ist­ence. Love, that pro­tec­tion and cher­ish­ing, that total of life, the shy prince scarcely to be known among the teem­ing pop­u­la­tions of the world, raised lan­guidly from en­chanted sleep a feeble hand.

			What fire did their eyes ut­ter! The quiet night be­came sound­ingly vo­cal. Winged words were around her again as in that twi­light when her heart loosed its first tri­als of song. Though the night was about her black and calm there was dawn and sun­light in her heart, and she bathed her­self deeply in the flame.

			And he! There is no know­ing but this, that his eyes poured soft fire, en­vel­op­ing, ex­haust­less. He sur­roun­ded her as with a sea. There she slid and fell and dis­ap­peared, to find her­self again, re­newed, re­born, thrill­ing to the em­brace of those wa­ters, won­drously alive and yet so lan­guid that she could not move. There she rocked like a boat on the broad waves and, sav­ing the lim­it­less sea, there was noth­ing in sight. Al­most he even had dis­ap­peared from her view but not from her sen­sa­tion: he was an in­flu­ence wide as the world, deep and steep and tre­mend­ous as all space.

			They were alone. The quiet men seated be­side them thinned and faded and dis­ap­peared: the night whisked from know­ledge as a mount­ing plume of smoke that ed­dies and is gone: the trees and the hills tripped softly back­wards and drooped away. Now they were in a world of their own, mi­cro­scop­ic, but in­tense: a sphere bounded by less than the stretch­ing of their arms: a circle of such vi­ol­ent move­ment that it was sta­tion­ary as a spin­ning top, and her mind whirled to it, and was still from very activ­ity. She could not think, she could not try to think, that was her still­ness, but she could feel and that was her move­ment; she was no longer a wo­man but a re­spons­ive­ness: she was an uni­ver­sal con­tact thrill­ing at every pore and point: she was sur­rendered and lost and cap­tured and no longer per­tained to her­self.

			So much can the eye do when the gathered body peers mean­ingly through its lens. They ex­is­ted in each oth­er: in and through each oth­er: the three feet of dis­tance was no longer there: it had dis­ap­peared, and they were one be­ing swinging on league-long wings through vast spaces.

			When they dropped to sleep it was merely a slip­ping back­wards, a mo­tion that they did not feel: they were asleep be­fore they dropped asleep: they were asleep long be­fore that, drugged and sense­less with the strong po­tion of the body, stronger than aught in the world but the sharp es­sence of the mind that awakens all things and nev­er per­mits them to be lulled again.

			

			When morn­ing dawned and the camp awakened there was some little con­fu­sion, for Mac Cann was not in the place where he had slept and they could not ima­gine where he had gone to.

			Mary dis­cussed his dis­ap­pear­ance in all kinds of terms, Cael­tia alone, with a down­cast air, re­fus­ing to speak of it. They waited dur­ing hours for him, but he did not re­turn, and at noon they de­cided to wait no longer but to go on their jour­ney leav­ing him to catch on them if he was be­hind or hop­ing to gain on him if he was in ad­vance, for their route was marked.

			The an­gels did seem a trifle lost in his ab­sence, and they looked with some du­bi­ety at Mary when she took charge of their jour­ney and of the daily pro­vi­sion of their food.

			Food had to be got­ten, and she had to dis­cov­er it not alone for her­self but for these oth­er mouths. It was the first time she had been alone and, al­though her brows and lips were steady, her heart beat ter­ror through her body.

			For she had to do two things which she had nev­er done and had nev­er sur­mised really had to be done. She had to think, and she had to fol­low her thought by do­ing the thing she thought of. Which of these two were the more ter­rible she did not know, but there was no dif­fi­culty as to which she must do first, the simple or­der­li­ness of lo­gic clam­oured that she must think be­fore she could do any­thing, and, so, her brain set to the pain­ful weav­ing of webs too flimsy at first for any us­age; but on this day she dis­covered where her head lay and how to use it without any as­sist­ance. She had memory to work with also, the re­col­lec­tion of her fath­er’s activ­it­ies, and memory is know­ledge; a well-packed head and en­ergy—that is the bag­gage for life, it is the bag­gage for etern­ity.

			She moved to the head of the ass and pulled his ear to ad­vance. Cael­tia and Fin­aun trod be­side and they went for­ward. Be­hind came Art sniff­ing with the hun­gri­est of nos­trils on the sunny air, for it was five hours since they had eaten and more than three hours’ ab­stin­ence was pain­ful to him.

		
	
		
			XXIX

			She did get food. She nour­ished her three chil­dren sump­tu­ously, but she made them help her to get it.

			She looked at Fin­aun’s high nose, his sweep­ing beard, his air as of a good child well ma­tured, and she sent it to the mar­ket:

			“One must eat,” said she.

			When they came to a house by the road­side she ordered Fin­aun to the door to ask for bread; he got it too and had eaten but the slow­est mouth­ful when she seized it from him and stocked it for the com­mon good.

			She charged Cael­tia through the open door of a cot­tage, and his ex­ped­i­tion was fam­ous for eight hours af­ter­wards.

			She per­formed feats her­self in a fowl house and a cattle pen, but she did not is­sue any com­mands to Art ex­cept at the fall­ing-to, when he obeyed ad­equately.

			She re­called the deeds of her fath­er in many pre­dic­a­ments, and for the first time she really un­der­stood his cease­less skill and activ­ity. She found too that she could re­col­lect his tac­tics, be­side which her own were but child­ish blun­der­ings, and, with that memory she men­ded her hand, and life be­came the or­derly pro­gres­sion which every­body ex­pects it to be.

			That night by the glow of the bra­zi­er she res­ted a mind that had nev­er been weary be­fore, and she craved for the pres­ence of her fath­er that she might gain from him the praise which her present com­pan­ions did not know was due to her.

			

			“Two days more,” said her heart, com­mu­nic­at­ing to her bit­terly as they pro­ceeded on the mor­row morn­ing, but she ban­ished the thought and set to her plots and plans. She ban­ished it, but it clung with her, vague and weighty as a night­mare, and when she looked back­wards on the road Art’s eyes were look­ing in­to hers with a quiet­ness that al­most drove her mad. She could not un­der­stand him.

			They had nev­er spoken to each oth­er; not once had they spoken dir­ectly since that night when he stepped in­to the glow of the bra­zi­er. At first she had fled from him in a fear which was all shy­ness and wild­ness, and so an over­look­ing habit had been formed between them which he had nev­er sought to break, and which she did not know how to put an end to.

			“Two days!” said her heart again, peal­ing it to her through her webs, and again she ex­iled her heart, and could feel its wail­ing when she could hear it no longer.

			

			They stopped for the mid­day meal; bread and pota­toes and a morsel of cheese; the fare was plen­ti­ful, and from a stream near by good wa­ter washed it down.

			The reins of the don­key were thrown across the limb of a tree, and he had liberty to browse in a circle. He also had his drink from the run­ning stream, and was glad of it.

			As they sat three people marched the road be­hind them; they saw these people, and stud­ied their ad­vance.

			A talk­at­ive, a dis­orderly ad­vance it was. An ad­vance that hal­ted every few paces for par­ley, and moved on again like a battle.

			Two men and a wo­man were in that party, and it did seem that they were fight­ing every inch of their way. Cer­tainly, they were laugh­ing also, for a harsh peal came creak­ing up the road, and came again. Once the laugh broke ab­ruptly on its gruff note as though a hand had poun­ded in­to its middle. Then the party par­leyed again and moved again.

			What they said could not be dis­tin­guished, but the ru­mour of their con­ver­sa­tion might have been heard across the world. They bawled and screamed, and al­ways through the tu­mult came the gruff hoot of laughter.

			Said Cael­tia:

			“Do you know these people?”

			“The wo­man is Eileen Ni Cooley,” replied Mary, “for I know her walk, but I don’t know the shape of the men.”

			Cael­tia laughed quietly to him­self.

			“The taller of these men,” said he, “is the ser­aph Cuchu­lain, the oth­er man is that Bri­en O’Bri­en we were telling you of.”

			Mary’s face flamed, but she made no re­mark.

			In a few minutes these people drew near.

			Eileen Ni Cooley was dishevelled. Her shawl hung only from one shoulder and there were holes in it, her dress was tattered, and a long wisp of red hair streamed be­hind her like a flame. Her face was red also, and her eyes were anxious as they roved from one to the oth­er.

			She came dir­ectly to the girl and sat be­side her; young Cuchu­lain set him­self down be­side Art, but Bri­en O’Bri­en stood a few paces dis­tant with his fists thrust in his pock­ets and he chew­ing strongly on to­bacco. Every now and then he growled a harsh creak of a laugh and then covered it os­ten­ta­tiously with his hand.

			“God be with you, Mary Ni Ca­han,” said Eileen Ni Cooley, and she twis­ted up her fly­ing hair and ar­ranged her shawl.

			“What’s wrong with you?” said Mary.

			“Where’s your fath­er?” said Eileen.

			“I don’t know where he is. When we lif­ted from sleep a morn­ing ago he wasn’t in his place, and we haven’t seen him since that time.”

			“What am I go­ing to do at all?” said Eileen in a low voice. “These men have me tor­men­ted the way I don’t know how to man­age.”

			“What could my fath­er do?” said Mary sternly, “and you play­ing tricks on him since the day you were born.”

			“That’s between my­self and him,” replied Eileen, “and it doesn’t mat­ter at all. I wanted your fath­er to beat O’Bri­en for me, for he won’t leave me alone day or night, and I can’t get away from him.”

			Mary leaned to her whis­per­ing:

			“My fath­er couldn’t beat that man, for I saw the two of them fight­ing on the Donnybrook Road, and he had no chance against him.”

			“He could beat him, in­deed,” said Eileen in­dig­nantly, “and I’d give him good help my­self.”

			“If my fath­er owes you any­thing,” said Mary, “I’m ready to pay it for him, so let us both rise against the man, and maybe the pair of us would make him fly.”

			Eileen stared at her.

			“I hit him once,” con­tin­ued Mary, “and I would like well to hit him again; my people here would keep his friend from join­ing against us.”

			The blue eyes of Eileen Ni Cooley shone with con­tent­ment; she slipped the shawl from her shoulders and let it drop to the ground.

			“We’ll do that, Mary,” said she, “and let us do it now.”

			So the wo­men lif­ted to their feet and they walked to­wards Bri­en O’Bri­en, and sud­denly they leaped on him like a pair of pan­thers, and they leaped so sud­denly that he went down against the road with a great bump. But he did not stay down.

			He rose after one dumb­foun­ded mo­ment, and he played with the pair of them the way a con­jurer would play with two balls, so that the breath went out of their bod­ies, and they had to sit down or suf­foc­ate.

			“That’s the kind of man he is,” panted Eileen.

			“Very well!” said Mary fiercely, “we’ll try him again in a minute.”

			The camp was in con­fu­sion, and from that con­fu­sion Art leaped to­wards Bri­en O’Bri­en, but the ser­aph Cuchu­lain leaped and out­leaped Art, and set him­self brist­ling by the el­bow of his friend; then Cael­tia, with his face shin­ing hap­pily, tip­toed for­ward and ranged with Art against these two, but Fin­aun went quick­er than they all; he leaped between the couples, and there was not a man of the four dared move against his hand.

			In a second that storm blew it­self out, and they re­turned to their seats smil­ing fool­ishly.

			“Let the wo­men be quiet,” said Bri­en O’Bri­en harshly.

			He also seated him­self, with his back touch­ing against the don­key’s legs.

			The ass had fin­ished eat­ing and drink­ing, and was now search­ing the ho­ri­zon with the in­tent eye of one who does not see any­thing, but only looks on the world without in or­der to fo­cus stead­ily the world with­in.

			Bri­en O’Bri­en stared with a new in­terest at Fin­aun, and re­volved his quid. Said he to Cuchu­lain:

			“Would the old lad be able to treat us the way Rhadam­anthus did, do you think?”

			“He could do that,” laughed Cuchu­lain, “and he could do it eas­ily.”

			O’Bri­en moved the quid to the oth­er side of his jaw.

			“If he slung us out of this place we wouldn’t know where we might land,” said he.

			“That is so,” replied Cuchu­lain, thrust­ing a sleek curl between his teeth. “I don’t know these re­gions, and I don’t know where we might land, or if we would ever land. Only for that I would go against him,” and he waggled his fin­ger com­ic­ally at Fin­aun.

			Art com­menced to snig­ger and Fin­aun laughed heart­ily, but Cael­tia eyed Cuchu­lain so men­acingly that the ser­aph kept a quiet re­gard on him for the rest of the day.

			Peace was re­stored, and while they were re­volving peace and won­der­ing how to ex­press it, Patsy Mac Cann came on them from a side path that ran nar­rowly between small hills.

		
	
		
			XXX

			When Mac Cann saw the vis­it­ors he hal­ted for an in­stant and then came for­ward very slowly, with his head on one side and his thumb rasp­ing stead­ily on his chin.

			He was star­ing at Bri­en O’Bri­en, and as he stared he bristled like a dog.

			“It’s the man him­self,” said he, “the man that stole my clothes.”

			O’Bri­en peeped up­wards at him but did not move.

			“Sit down and hold your prate,” said he, “or I’ll steal your life.”

			Mac Cann would have thrown him­self on his en­emy, but at that mo­ment he caught sight of Eileen Ni Cooley and her face drove the oth­er out of his head.

			He stared.

			“It’s your­self!” said he.

			“It is me, sure enough, Padraig.”

			“You’ll be go­ing away in a minute, I sup­pose,” said he grimly.

			He sat on the grass and there was peace once more. He was sit­ting be­side O’Bri­en, and the ass was still think­ing deeply with his hocks touch­ing against their shoulder blades.

			When he seated him­self they were all si­lent, for, in face of everything, Mac Cann took the lead, and they waited for him to speak.

			O’Bri­en was look­ing at him side­ways with a grin on his hard jaw. He creaked out a little laugh and then covered it up with his hand as one who was abashed, but Mac Cann paid no at­ten­tion to him.

			His at­ten­tion was on Eileen Ni Cooley.

			“You’re a great wo­man,” said he, “and you’re full of fun surely.”

			“I’m everything you like to call me,” replied Eileen.

			“Which of the men are you with this time, or are you trav­el­ling with the pair of them?”

			“I don’t want either of them, Padraig, but I can’t get away from them any­how. They won’t let me go my own road, and they’re march­ing at my el­bows for two days and two nights, curs­ing and kick­ing and mak­ing a noise every step of the way.”

			“They’re do­ing that!” said Patsy.

			“They are do­ing that, Padraig. It’s O’Bri­en is the worst, for the oth­er fel­low is only help­ing him and doesn’t care for me at all. Catch­ing me they do be, and hold­ing me. …”

			“Aye!” said Patsy.

			“I can’t get away from O’Bri­en,” said she, “and I thought that if I could find your­self—”

			“You were look­ing for me?”

			“I was look­ing for you this time, Padraig.”

			“Aye!” said Patsy, and he turned a black eye on Bri­en O’Bri­en, and his eye looked like a little, hard ball of stone.

			“You’ll be left alone from this day out,” said Patsy.

			“Mind your­self!” growled Bri­en O’Bri­en. “Mind your­self, my hardy man, or you’ll waken up among the spooks.”

			Patsy held him with that sol­id eye.

			“Spooks!” said he, and sud­denly he rolled on top of Bri­en O’Bri­en, his left hand grabbing at the throat, his right fist jab­bing vi­ciously with packed knuckles.

			Down went Bri­en O’Bri­en’s head and up went his heels; then he gave a mighty wriggle and star­ted to come up, his hands thresh­ing like the wings of a mill. As he came up they rolled, and now Mac Cann was be­low; but Bri­en O’Bri­en’s head had dis­turbed the don­key, and, without emer­ging from co­git­a­tion, the ass let his two heels fly at the en­emy of thought be­hind him; Patsy saw for an in­stant the white flash of those little hoofs across his face, but Bri­en of the O’Bri­en na­tion took them full on his fore­head and his brows crackled in like the shell of an egg; he re­laxed, he sagged, he drooped and huddled limply to Patsy’s bos­om, and for three seconds Mac Cann lay quietly be­neath him, cap­tured by as­ton­ish­ment.

			The don­key had again re­lated the in­fin­ity without to the etern­ity with­in, and his little hoofs were as peace­ful as his mild eye.

			Mac Cann tugged him­self from be­neath that weighty car­cass and came to his feet.

			Mary and Eileen were both sit­ting ri­gid, with arms at full stretch and their fin­gers tip­ping straitly on the ground, while their round eyes were wide in an un­wink­ing stare.

			Cael­tia was on his feet and was crouch­ing at an equally crouch­ing Cuchu­lain. Patsy saw the curl jerking as the lips of the ser­aph laughed.

			Art was frozen on one knee in the mid act of rising, and Fin­aun was comb­ing his beard while he looked fix­edly at Eileen Ni Cooley.

			Twenty seconds only had elapsed since Mac Cann rolled side­ways on Bri­en O’Bri­en.

			The ser­aph Cuchu­lain was star­ing un­der Cael­tia’s arm. He blew the golden curl from his lips and soun­ded a laugh that was like the ringing of sil­ver bells.

			“What will Rhadam­anthus say this time?” quoth he, and with that he turned and tripped hap­pily down the road and away.

			

			Mac Cann re­garded the corpse.

			“We had bet­ter bury the man,” said he gloomily.

			He took a short spade from the cart, and with it he made a hole in the road­side.

			They laid Bri­en O’Bri­en in that hole.

			“Wait for a minute,” said Mac Cann. “It’s not de­cent to send him off that way.”

			He pushed a hand in­to his pock­et and pulled it out again with money in it.

			“He should have some­thing with him­self and he tak­ing the long jour­ney.”

			He lif­ted O’Bri­en’s clenched fist, forced it open, and put a sil­ver three­penny piece in­to it; then he tightened the pale hand again and fol­ded it with the oth­er on his breast.

			They wrapped a news­pa­per about his face, and they threw the clay over Bri­en of the O’Bri­en na­tion and stamped it down well with their feet, and as they left him the twi­light stole over the land, and a broad star looked peace­fully down through the grey dis­tances.

		
	
		
			XXXI

			They walked through the even­ing.

			Dusk had fallen and in the drowsy half-lights the world stretched it­self in peace­ful­ness.

			They had come to a flat coun­try that whispered in grass; there were no more of the little hills that roll and fall and roll; there were scarcely any trees; here and there in great space a beech swung its slow boughs and made a quiet noise in the still­ness; here and there a stiff tree lif­ted its lonely green­ness, and around it the vast ho­ri­zon stretched away and away to sight­less­ness.

			There was si­lence here, there was deep si­lence, and over all the dusk drowsed and fol­ded and in­creased.

			With what slow veils the dark­ness deepened! the gentle weaver spun her thin webs and drooped soft cov­er­ings from the sky to the clay; mo­mently the stars came flash­ing their tiny sig­nals, gath­er­ing their bright hosts by lonely clusters, and one thin sickle of the moon grew from a cloud and stood dis­tantly as a sign of gold.

			But the quiet beauty of the heav­ens and the quiet fall­ing to sleep of the earth had for this night no ef­fect on one of our trav­el­lers.

			Mac Cann was ill at ease. He was moody and ir­rit­able, and he moved from Eileen Ni Cooley to his daugh­ter and back again to Eileen Ni Cooley and could not con­tent him­self with either of them.

			The an­gels were tread­ing at the rear of the cart talk­ing among them­selves; the slow drone of their voices drif­ted up the road, and from this mur­mur­ing the words God and Beauty and Love would de­tach them­selves and sing re­cur­ringly on the air like in­cant­a­tions.

			Eileen Ni Cooley trod on the left side of the ass. She trod like a fea­ture­less shade; her shawl wrapped blot­tingly about her face and her mind mov­ing with­in her­self and for her­self.

			Mac Cann and his daugh­ter went to­geth­er by the right side of the don­key, and, as he looked con­stantly at his daugh­ter, his eyes were furt­ive and cun­ning.

			He tapped her el­bow.

			“Mary,” he whispered, “I want to talk to you.”

			She replied in a voice that was low from his con­tact.

			“I want to talk to your­self,” said she.

			“What do you want to say?”

			“I want to know where you got the money that I saw in your hand when you bur­ied the man?”

			“That’s what I’m go­ing to tell you about,” he whispered. “Be listen­ing to me now and don’t make any noise.”

			“I’m listen­ing to you,” said Mary.

			“What have we got to do with these lads be­hind us?” said Patsy ur­gently. “They are noth­ing to us at all, and I’m tired of them.”

			“There’s a thing to say!” quoth she.

			“This is what we’ll do. To­night we won’t un­yoke the ass, and when they are well asleep we’ll walk quietly off with ourselves and leave them there. Eileen Ni Cooley will come with us and in the morn­ing we’ll be dis­tant.”

			“I won’t do that,” said Mary.

			He dar­ted at her a sparkle of rage.

			“You’ll do what I say, you strap, or it’ll be the worse for you!” said his vi­ol­ent whis­per.

			“I won’t do that,” she hissed, “and I tell you I won’t.”

			“By the liv­ing Jingo … !” said Patsy.

			She came at him whis­per­ing with equal fierce­ness.

			“What have you done on the men?” said she. “What did you do on them that you want to run away from them in the night?”

			“Keep your tongue in your teeth, you—!”

			“Where were you for a day and a half? Where did you get the money from that I saw in your hand when you bur­ied the man?”

			Patsy com­posed him­self with dif­fi­culty; he licked his dry lips.

			“There’s no fool­ing you, alan­nah, and I’ll tell you the truth.”

			He glanced cau­tiously to where the oth­ers were com­ing deep in talk.

			“This is what I did. I went to that place by Ard-Mar­tin where we bur­ied the things, and I dug them up.”

			“Oh!” said Mary.

			“I dug them up, and I took them away, and I sold them to a man for money.”

			“Oh!” said Mary.

			“They’re sold, do you hear? And there’s no go­ing back on it; so do what I tell you about the ass this night and we’ll take our own road from now on.”

			“I won’t do it,” whispered Mary, and she was al­most speech­less with rage.

			Mac Cann thrust his face close to hers grin­ning like a mad­man.

			“You won’t do it!” said he. “What will you do then against your fath­er?”

			“I’ll go on to the place with the men,” she stammered.

			“You’ll come with me this night.”

			“I’ll not go,” said she harshly.

			“You’ll come with me this night,” said he.

			“I’ll not go,” she screamed at him.

			At the sound of her scream every­body came run­ning to them.

			“Is there any­thing wrong?” said Art.

			“She’s only laugh­ing at a joke I told her,” said Patsy. “Make that ass go on, Mary a grah, for it’s walk­ing as if it was go­ing asleep.”

			Cael­tia was look­ing at Mac Cann so fix­edly, with such a severe grav­ity of eye, that the blood of the man turned to wa­ter and he could scarcely hold him­self up­right. For the first time in his life Mac Cann knew what fear was.

			“To­mor­row,” said Cael­tia, “we will be go­ing away from you, let us be peace­ful then for our last night to­geth­er.”

			“Aye,” said Patsy, “let us be com­fort­able for this night of all nights.”

			He turned away, and with a great ef­fort at care­less­ness he moved to the don­key’s head.

			“Come on, Mary,” said he.

			Eileen Ni Cooley trod be­side him for a mo­ment.

			“What’s wrong with you, Padraig?” said she.

			“Noth­ing at all, Eileen, just leave me alone for a minute for I want to talk to the girl.”

			“You can count on me for any­thing, Padraig.”

			“I don’t know wheth­er I can or not,” he muttered sav­agely. “Keep quiet for ten minutes, in the name of God.”

			For a few dull seconds they paced in quiet. Patsy moistened his lips with his tongue.

			“What are you go­ing to do, Mary?”

			“I don’t know,” she replied. “What man did you sell the things to?”

			“I sold them to a man that lives near by—a rich man in a big house.”

			“There’s only one big house about here.”

			“That’s the house.”

			She was si­lent.

			“If you’re go­ing to tell the men,” said her fath­er, “give me two hours’ law this night un­til I get away, and then you can tell them and be damned to you.”

			“Listen to me!” said the girl.

			“I’m listen­ing.”

			“There is only one thing to be done, and it has got to be done at once: go you to the place of that rich man and take the things away from his house and bury them back again in the place they were bur­ied. If you want any help I’ll go with you my­self.”

			Mac Cann’s thumb wandered to his chin and a sound as of fil­ing was heard while he rubbed it. His voice was quite changed as he replied:

			“Begor!” said he.

			“You’re full of fun,” said he, thought­fully. He covered his mouth with his hand then and stared thought­fully down the road.

			“Will you do that?” said Mary.

			He thumped a hand heav­ily on her shoulder.

			“I will so, and I do won­der that I didn’t think of it my­self, for it’s the thing that ought to be done.”

			And now as they marched the at­mo­sphere had changed; there was once more peace or the pre­curs­or of it; from Mac Cann a tempered hap­pi­ness ra­di­ated as of old: he looked abroad without mis­giv­ing and he looked at his daugh­ter with the cyn­ic­al kind­li­ness ha­bitu­al to him. They trod so for a little time ar­ran­ging their thoughts, then:

			“We are near enough to that house to be far enough from it if there’s any reas­on to be far,” said Mac Cann, “so this is what I say, let us stop where we are for the night and in the morn­ing we’ll go on from here.”

			“Very well,” said Mary, “let us stop here.”

			Her fath­er drew the ass to the side of the road and there hal­ted it.

			“We’ll go to bed now,” he shouted to the com­pany, and they all agreed to that.

			“I’m go­ing to un­yoke the beast,” said Mary with a steady eye on her fath­er.

			He replied heart­ily.

			“Why wouldn’t you do that? Let him out to get some­thing to eat like the rest of us.”

			“There isn’t any wa­ter,” he com­plained a minute later. “What will that an­im­al do? and what will we do ourselves?”

			“I have two big bottles of wa­ter in the cart,” said Mary.

			“And I have a little bottle in my pock­et,” said he, “so we’re all right.”

			The don­key was un­yoked, and he went at once to stand with his feet in the wet grass. He re­mained so for a long time without eat­ing, but he did eat when that idea oc­curred to him.

			The bra­zi­er was lit, the sacks strewn on the ground, and they sat about the fire in their ac­cus­tomed places and ate their food. After a smoke and a little con­ver­sa­tion each per­son stretched back­wards, cov­er­ing them­selves with oth­er sacks, and they went heart­ily to sleep.

			“We will have to be up early in the morn­ing,” was Patsy’s last re­mark, “for you are in a hurry to get back your things,” and say­ing so he stretched his length with the oth­ers.

			

			When a still hour had drif­ted by Mary raised cau­tiously and tip­toed to her fath­er. As she stood by him he slid the sacks aside and came to his feet, and they moved a little way down the road.

			“Now,” said Mary, “you can do what you said you’d do.”

			“I’ll do that,” said he.

			“And get back as quick as you can.”

			“It’s a dis­tance there and back again. I’ll be here in the morn­ing, but I’ll be late.”

			“Bury the things the way they were be­fore.”

			“That’s all right,” and he moved a step back­wards.

			“Fath­er!” said Mary softly.

			He re­turned to her.

			“What more do you want?” said he im­pa­tiently.

			She put her arms about his neck.

			“What the dev­il are you do­ing?” said he in as­ton­ish­ment, and he tried to wriggle loose from her.

			But she did not say an­oth­er word, and after a mo­ment he put his own arms about her with a grunt and held her tightly.

			“I’m away now,” said he, and, mov­ing against the dark­ness, he dis­ap­peared.

			For half a minute the sound of his feet was heard, and then the dark­ness covered him.

			Mary re­turned to her place by the bra­zi­er. She stretched close to Eileen Ni Cooley and lay star­ing at the mov­ing clouds.

			In a few minutes she was asleep, al­though she had not felt any heav­i­ness on her eyes.

		
	
		
			XXXII

			No one was awake.

			In the bra­zi­er a faint glow peeped from the white turf-ash; the earth seemed to be hold­ing its breath, so still it was; the clouds hung im­mov­ably each in its place; a sol­it­ary tree near by fol­ded its wide limbs in­to the dark­ness and made no sound.

			Noth­ing stirred in the world but the ass as he lif­ted his head slowly and drooped it again; his feet were sunken in a plot of grass and he was quiet as the earth.

			Then I came softly, and I spoke to the ass in the dark­ness.

			“Little ass,” quoth I, “how is everything with you?”

			“Everything is very well,” said the ass.

			“Little ass,” said I, “tell me what you do be think­ing of when you fix your eye on va­cancy and stare there for a long time?”

			“I do be think­ing,” said the ass, “of my com­pan­ions, and some­times I do be look­ing at them.”

			“Who are your com­pan­ions?”

			“Last night I saw the Cyc­lops strid­ing across a hill; there were forty of them, and each man was forty feet high; they had only one eye in their heads and they looked through that; they looked through it the way a fire stares through a hole and they could see well.”

			“How do you know they could see well?”

			“One of them saw me and he called out to the oth­ers; they did not wait, but he waited for a mo­ment; he took me in his arms and he stroked my head; then he put me on the ground and went away, and in ten strides he crossed over the moun­tain.”

			“That was a good sight to see!”

			“That was a good sight.”

			“Tell me some­thing else you saw.”

			“I saw sev­en girls in a mead­ow and they were play­ing to­geth­er; when they were tired play­ing they lay on the grass and they went to sleep; I drew near and stretched be­side them on the grass, and I watched them for a long time; but when they awakened they dis­ap­peared in­to the air and were gone like puffs of smoke.

			“I saw the fairy host march­ing through a val­ley in the hills; wide, silken ban­ners were fly­ing above their heads; some had long swords in their hands and some had mu­sic­al in­stru­ments, and there were oth­ers who car­ried a golden apple in their hands, and oth­ers again with sil­ver lilies and cups of heavy sil­ver; they were beau­ti­ful and proud and they marched cour­ageously; they marched past me for three gay hours while I stood on the slope of a hill.

			“I saw three cen­taurs rid­ing out of a wood; they raced round and round me shout­ing and wav­ing their hands; one of them leaned his el­bows on my back, and they talked of a place in the middle of a forest; they pel­ted me with tufts of grass; then they went by a nar­row path in­to the wood, and they rode away.

			“I saw a herd of wild asses in a plain; men were creep­ing around them in the long grass, but the asses ran sud­denly, and they killed the men with their hoofs and their teeth; I gal­loped in the middle of them for half a night, but I re­membered Mary Ni Ca­han, and when I re­membered her I turned from all my com­pan­ions and I gal­loped home again.”

			“Those were all good sights to see!”

			“They were all good sights.”

			“Good­bye, little ass,” said I.

			“Good­bye, you,” said he.

			He lay along the grass then and he closed his eyes, but I turned back and crouched by the bra­zi­er, watch­ing the people while they slept, and star­ing of­ten in­to the dark­ness to see did any­thing stir be­fore the light came.

		
	
		
			XXXIII

			Mac Cann strode through the dark­ness for a little time, but when he found him­self at suf­fi­cient dis­tance from the camp he began to run.

			There was not very much time wherein to do all that he had en­gaged be­fore the morn­ing dawned, and so he took to this mode of activ­ity, which was not one for which he had any rev­er­ence. He was a heavy man and did not run with either grace or ease, but he could hasten his move­ments to a jog-trot, and, as his phys­ic­al con­di­tion was per­fect, he could con­tin­ue such a trot un­til hun­ger brought it to a halt, for he was nev­er fa­tigued, be­ing as strong and tire­less as a bear.

			He was the most simple-minded of men. When he was en­gaged in one af­fair he could not meddle with any­thing else, and now that he was run­ning he could do noth­ing but run—he could not think, for in­stance. When it was ne­ces­sary to think he would either walk very slowly or stand stock-still, and then he would think with great speed and with great sim­pli­city. His head bade his legs be quiet while it was oc­cu­pied, and, when they were in mo­tion, his legs tramped hush to his head, which obeyed in­stantly; and he was so well or­gan­ised on these lines that there was nev­er any quar­rel between the ex­tremit­ies.

			It was, there­fore, the emp­ti­est of men that now poun­ded the road. He would deal with an emer­gency when it was vis­ible, but un­til then he snapped a fin­ger and for­got it, for he had learned that the first word of an emer­gency is a warn­ing, the second a dir­ec­tion for es­cape, its third ut­ter­ance is in ac­tion, and it will only be waited for by a fool.

			Ex­actly what he would do when he ar­rived at the house he did not know, and as yet he made no ef­fort to deal with that prob­lem: he obeyed the prime lo­gic­al ne­ces­sity, which was to get there: once there and the second step would push it­self against him, and from that cause the most or­derly of res­ults would en­sue. If there was no trouble he would suc­ceed in his en­ter­prise; if there was trouble he would fly—that was his simple pro­gramme.

			And mean­time there was noth­ing in the world but dark­ness and the rhythmic tramp­ing of his feet. These, with a faintly hush­ing wind, kept his ears oc­cu­pied. He had much of the cat’s fa­cil­ity for see­ing in the dark, and he had the sense of dir­ec­tion which some birds have, so he made good pro­gress.

			After half an hour’s steady move­ment he came to the house for which he was seek­ing, and hal­ted there.

			It was a long, low build­ing, stand­ing back from the road. There was a stone wall around this house, and the en­trance was by an iron gate.

			Mac Cann touched the gate, for ex­per­i­ence had taught him that gates are not al­ways locked, but this one was locked se­curely. By the gate was a care­taker’s lodge, so he moved quietly from that place and walked by the wall.

			There was glass on the top of the wall which hal­ted him for a few mo­ments while he sucked his in­cau­tious hand. To cope with this he gathered sev­er­al large stones and placed them on top of each oth­er and he stood on these, then he threw his coat and waist­coat over the glass and climbed eas­ily across.

			He was in a shrub­bery. About him every few paces were short, stiff bushes, some of which were armed with spines, which did their duty on his hands and the legs of his trousers; but he re­garded these with an in­at­ten­tion which must have dis­gus­ted them. He tip­toed among these guard­i­ans and was shortly free of them and on a gravel path­way. Cross­ing this he came on quiet flower­beds, which he skir­ted: the house was now vis­ible as a dark mass dis­tant some hun­dred yards.

			Sav­ing for one win­dow the place was en­tirely dark, and it was to­wards that win­dow he dir­ec­ted his care­ful steps.

			“It’s bet­ter to look at some­thing than at noth­ing,” quoth he.

			He was again on a gravel path, and the stones tried to crunch and wriggle un­der his feet, but he did not al­low that to hap­pen.

			He came to the win­dow and, stand­ing well to the side, peeped in.

			He saw a square room fur­nished as a lib­rary. The en­tire sec­tion of the walls which he could spy was covered from floor to ceil­ing with books. There were volumes of every size, every shape, every col­our. There were long, nar­row books that held them­selves like gren­adiers at stiff at­ten­tion. There were short, fat books that stood solidly like al­der­men who were go­ing to make speeches and were ashamed but not frightened. There were me­diocre books bear­ing them­selves with the care­less­ness of folk who are nev­er looked at and have con­sequently no shy­ness. There were sol­emn books that seemed to be feel­ing for their spec­tacles; and there were tattered, im­port­ant books that had got dirty be­cause they took snuff, and were tattered be­cause they had been crossed in love and had nev­er mar­ried af­ter­wards. There were prim, an­cient tomes that were cer­tainly ashamed of their heroines and ut­terly un­able to ob­tain a di­vorce from the hussies; and there were lean, rak­ish volumes that leaned care­lessly, or per­haps it was with stud­ied el­eg­ance, against their neigh­bours, mur­mur­ing in af­fected tones, “All heroines are charm­ing to us.”

			In the centre of the room was a heavy, black table, and upon the highly pol­ished sur­face of this a yel­low light fell from globes on the ceil­ing.

			At this table a man was seated, and he was star­ing at his hands. He was a man of about thirty years of age. A tall, slender man with a lean face, and, to Patsy, he was of an ap­palling clean­li­ness—a clean­li­ness really to make one shud­der: he was shaved to the last close­ness; he was washed to the ul­ti­mate rub; on him both soap and wa­ter had wrought their ut­most, and could have no fur­ther am­bi­tions; his wristlets gleamed like snow on a tree, and his col­lar rose upon a black coat as the plumage of a swan emerges spot­lessly from wa­ter.

			His clean­li­ness was a sight to ter­rify any tramp, but it only angered Mac Cann, who was not li­able to ter­ror of any­thing but hun­ger.

			“I would like to give you a thump on the head, you dirty dog!” said Patsy, breath­ing fiercely against the corner of the win­dowpane, and his use of the ad­ject­ive was sin­gu­lar as show­ing in what strange ways ex­tremes can meet.

			This was the man to whom he had sold the gear of his com­pan­ions: an in­del­ic­ate busi­ness in­deed, and one which the clean­li­ness of the pur­chaser as­sisted him to rec­ti­fy, and it was in this room that the barter had been con­duc­ted. By cran­ing his neck a little he could see an oaken settle, and upon this his sacks were ly­ing with their mouths open and the gleam­ing cloths flood­ing at the entry.

			While he stared, the man re­moved his fin­gers from his eyes and put them in his pock­et, then he arose very slowly and paced thought­fully to­wards the win­dow.

			Mac Cann im­me­di­ately ducked be­neath the win­dow ledge. He heard the win­dow opened and knew the man was lean­ing his el­bows on the sill while he stared in­to the dark­ness.

			“Begor!” said Patsy to him­self, and he flattened his body against the wall.

			After a time, which felt longer than it could have been, he heard the man mov­ing away, and he then popped up and again peeped through the win­dow.

			The man had opened the door of the room which faced the win­dow and was stand­ing in the entry. Now his hands were clasped be­hind his back, his head was sunken for­ward, and he seemed to be look­ing at his feet, which is the habit of many men when they think, for when the eyes touch the feet a cir­cuit is formed and one’s en­tire body is able to think at ease.

			Sud­denly the man stepped in­to a black cor­ridor and he dis­ap­peared. Mac Cann heard about ten steps ringing from a sol­id floor­ing, then he heard a door open and shut, then he heard noth­ing but the shift­ing and rub­bing of his own clothes and the sound his own nose made when he breathed out­wards: there was a leath­ern belt about his middle, and from the noise which it made one would have fan­cied that it was woven of thun­ders—there was a great si­lence; the lighted room was both in­vit­ing and ter­ri­fy­ing, for it was even more si­lent than the world out­side; the steady globes stared at the win­dow like the eyes of a mad fish, and one could ima­gine that the room had pricked up in­vis­ible ears and was listen­ing to­wards the win­dow, and one could ima­gine also that the room would squeak and wail if any per­son were to come through any­where but a door and stand in it.

			Mac Cann did not ima­gine any of these things. He spat on his hands, and in the twink­ling of an eye he was in­side the win­dow. In three long and hasty paces he placed a hand on each of the sacks, and just as he gripped them he heard a door open­ing, and he heard the foot­steps ringing again on a sol­id floor­ing.

			“I’m in,” said he, vi­ciously, “and I won’t go out.”

			His eyes blinked around like the flash of light­ning but there was no place to hide. He stepped across the oaken chest and crouched down. Be­hind him, from the floor up­wards, were books, in front was the big chest, and on top of it the two bul­ging sacks. He was well screened and he could peep between the sacks.

			He stared to­wards the door.

			The clean man came in and stood aside. Fol­low­ing him came a wo­man who was, if any­thing, more rig­or­ously washed than he was. Some­how, al­though she was a tall wo­man, she seemed as light as a feath­er. She was clad in a del­ic­ate pink gown of such gos­samer qual­ity that it bal­anced and swam on the air with every move­ment she made. Across her bare shoulders was a lawn veil­ing, which also sailed and bil­lowed as she moved. Her hair seemed to be of the finest spun gold, light as thistle­down, and it, too, waved and floated in little strands and ring­lets.

			These two people sat down at dif­fer­ent sides of the table, and for a time they did not speak to each oth­er. Then the man raised his head:

			“I got a let­ter from your moth­er this morn­ing,” said he in a low voice.

			The wo­man answered him in a tone that was equally low:

			“I did not know you cor­res­pon­ded with her.”

			The man made a slight ges­ture:

			“Nor did I know that your cor­res­pond­ence was as pe­cu­li­ar as I have found it,” said he.

			Said the wo­man coldly:

			“You are open­ing this sub­ject again.”

			“I am: I have to: your moth­er con­firms everything that I have charged you with.”

			“My moth­er hates me,” said the wo­man, “she would con­firm any­thing that was said of me, if it was bad enough.”

			“She is your moth­er.”

			“Oh no, she is not! When I ceased to be a child she ceased to be a moth­er. We are only two wo­men who are so well ac­quain­ted that we can be en­emies without any shame of each oth­er.”

			“Are you not talk­ing non­sense?”

			“I have com­mit­ted a crime against her. She will nev­er for­give me for be­ing young­er than she is, and for be­ing pretty in her own fash­ion. She left my fath­er be­cause he said I was good-look­ing.”

			“All that … !” said the man with a move­ment of his shoulder.

			“As to what she would do against me, you should know it well enough con­sid­er­ing the things she told you be­fore we were mar­ried.”

			“You ad­mit­ted that they were not all lies.”

			“Some of the facts were true, all of the col­our­ing was false—they are the things a lov­ing moth­er says about her daugh­ter! but that is an old story now, or I had fan­cied so.”

			“One for­gets the old story un­til the new story drags it to memory,” said he.

			She also moved her shoulders slightly.

			“I be­gin to find these con­ver­sa­tions tire­some.”

			“I can un­der­stand that … With her let­ter your moth­er en­closed some oth­er let­ters from her friends—they in­sist on the facts, and add oth­ers.”

			“Are they let­ters, or cop­ies of let­ters?”

			“They are cop­ies.”

			“Of course my moth­er has for­bid­den you to dis­close the fact that she for­war­ded her friends’ private cor­res­pond­ence to you.”

			“Nat­ur­ally.”

			“Very nat­ur­ally; the reas­on be­ing that she wrote these let­ters her­self to her­self. There are no ori­gin­als of these cop­ies.”

			“Again you are talk­ing non­sense.”

			“I know her bet­ter than you do, bet­ter than she knows her­self.”

			There was si­lence between them again for a few mo­ments, and again it was broken by the man.

			“There are some things I can­not do,” said he, and paused:

			“I can­not search in un­clean places for un­clean in­form­a­tion,” he con­tin­ued, and again the si­lence fell between these two people.

			She could bear that si­lence, but he could not:

			“You do not say any­thing!” said he.

			“This seems to be so en­tirely your busi­ness,” was her quiet reply.

			He moved a hand at that:

			“You can­not di­vorce your­self from me with such ease. This is our busi­ness, and we must settle it between us.”

			Her hand was rest­ing on the table, and sud­denly he reached to her and laid his own hand on hers. She did not with­draw, but the stiff­en­ing of her body was more than with­draw­al. He drew his hand away again.

			“We are reas­on­able creatures and must ques­tion our dif­fi­culties,” said he gently, “we must even help each oth­er to re­solve them.”

			“These dif­fi­culties are not of my mak­ing.”

			“They are, and you are ly­ing to me shame­lessly.”

			Again between these people a si­lence fell which was pro­found but not quiet. That sound­less­ness was tingling with sound; there were screams lat­ent in it; it was at­ro­cious and ter­ri­fy­ing. The man’s hand was pressed against his fore­head and his eyes were closed, but what he was look­ing at was known only to him­self in the si­lence of his be­ing. The wo­man sat up­right an arm’s length from him, and al­though her eyes were wide and calm, she also was re­gard­ing that which was free with­in her­self, and very vis­ible to her.

			“There are things I can­not do,” said the man, emer­ging as with an ef­fort from sub­ter­ranean caves and secret pro­spects. He con­tin­ued speak­ing, calmly but tone­lessly:

			“I have striv­en to make a rule of life for my­self and to fol­low it, but I have not sought to im­pose my laws on any­one else—not on you, cer­tainly. Still there are ele­ment­ary du­ties which we owe to one an­oth­er and which can­not be re­nounced by either of us. There is a per­son­al, I might say, a do­mest­ic loy­alty ex­pec­ted by each of us. …”

			“I ex­pect noth­ing,” said she.

			“I ex­act noth­ing,” said the man, “but I ex­pect that—I ex­pect it as I ex­pect air for my lungs and sta­bil­ity un­der my feet. You must not with­draw that from me. You are not the in­di­vidu­al you think; you are a mem­ber of so­ci­ety, and you live by it; you are a mem­ber of my house­hold, and you live by it.”

			She turned her face to him but not her eyes.

			“I do not ask any­thing from you,” said she, “and I have ac­cep­ted as little as was pos­sible.”

			He clenched his hand on the table, but when he spoke his voice was without em­phas­is:

			“That is part of my griev­ance against you. Life is to give and take without any weigh­ing of the gifts. You will do neither, and yet our cir­cum­stances are such that we must ac­com­mod­ate each oth­er wheth­er we will or not.”

			“I am an ex­act man,” he con­tin­ued, “per­haps you find that try­ing, but I can­not live in doubt. Whatever hap­pens to hinder or as­sist my con­scious­ness must be known to me. It is a law of my be­ing: it is my an­ces­tral her­it­age, and I have no com­mand over it.”

			“I also,” said she coldly, “am an heir of the ages, and must take my be­quests wheth­er I like them or not.”

			“I love you,” said the man, “and I have proved it many times. I am not demon­strat­ive, and I am shy of this fash­ion of speech. Per­haps that shy­ness of speech is re­spons­ible for more than is ap­par­ent to either of us in a world eager for speech and ges­ture, but I say the word now in all sin­cer­ity, with a grav­ity, per­haps, which you find re­puls­ive. Be at least as hon­est with me, no mat­ter how cruel you are. I can­not live in the half-know­ledge which is jeal­ousy. It tears my heart. It makes me un­fit for thought, for life, for sleep, even for death. I must know, or I am a mad­man and no man any longer, a wild beast that will bite it­self in des­pair of hurt­ing its en­emy.”

			The wo­man’s tongue slipped over her pale lips in a quick, red flash.

			“Have you any­thing to say to me?” said he.

			There was no reply.

			He in­sisted:

			“Are the state­ments in your moth­er’s let­ter true?”

			“My moth­er’s let­ter!” said she.

			“Have I reas­on for this jeal­ousy?” he breathed.

			Her reply was also but a breath­ing:

			“I will not tell you any­thing,” said she.

			Once again the si­lence drowsed and droned between the two people, and again they re­paired to the secret places of their souls where en­ergy was sucked from them un­til they ex­is­ted only in a tor­por. The wo­man rose lan­guidly from her chair, and, after an in­stant, the man stood also.

			Said he:

			“I will leave here in the morn­ing.”

			“You will let me see the boy,” she mur­mured.

			“If,” said he, “I ever learn that you have spoken to the boy I will kill you, and I will kill the boy.”

			The wo­man went out then, and her feet tapped lightly along the cor­ridor. The man turned down the lights in the yel­low globes and stepped to the door; his foot­steps also died away in the dark­ness, but in a dif­fer­ent dir­ec­tion.

			

			Mac Cann stood up:

			“Begor!” said he, stretch­ing his cramped knees.

			About him was a great dark­ness and a great si­lence, and the air of that room was more un­pleas­ant than any at­mo­sphere he had ever breathed. But he had the nerves of a bear and a res­ol­ute ad­her­ence to his own busi­ness, so the ex­cite­ment of an­oth­er per­son could only dis­turb him for a mo­ment. Still, he did not like the room, and he made all haste to get out of it.

			He lif­ted the sacks, stepped care­fully to the win­dow, and dropped them out. Then he climbed through and picked them up.

			In five minutes he was on the road again. Along it for some dozen yards he trod like a great cat un­til he had left the gate­keep­er’s lodge well be­hind him; then, with the sacks across his shoulders, he shook to the steady jog trot which was to last for about three hours.

		
	
		
			XXXIV

			Mary awakened early.

			The morn­ing was grey and the sky flat and sol­id, with here and there thin fur­rows mark­ing its gathered fields.

			She raised her head, and looked to­wards her fath­er’s place, but he was not there, and the sacks were crumpled on the ground.

			Fin­aun’s great length was ly­ing along the ground, and he was straight as a rod. Cael­tia was curved a little, and one hand was flung above his head. Art was rolled up like a ball; his hands were gripped about his knees, and he had kicked the sacks off his body. Eileen Ni Cooley had her two arms un­der her face; she was ly­ing on her breast, and her hair streamed side­wards from her head along the dull grass.

			As Mary lay back, for it was still too early to rise, a thought came to her and she rose to her feet again. She thought that per­haps her fath­er had come softly in the night and moved the ass and cart away with him, and that thought lif­ted her breast in pan­ic.

			She ran down the road and saw the cart with its shafts poked in the air, and fur­ther away the don­key was ly­ing on his side.

			She came back on tip­toe smil­ing hap­pily to her­self, and, with in­fin­ite pre­cau­tion, she re­stored the sacks to Art’s body and com­posed her­self again to sleep. She did not raise the camp, for she wished to give her fath­er all pos­sible time so that he might re­turn un­noticed.

			And while she slept the sky un­packed its locked courses; the great galle­ons of cloud went sail­ing to the west, and thus, fleet by fleet, re­lieved those crowded har­bours. The black cloud-masses went rolling on the sky—They grew to­geth­er, touched and swung apart and slipped away with heavy haste, as when down nar­row wa­ters an ar­mada weighs, filling list­lessly her noisy sails, while the slender spars are hauled to the breeze; the watch­men stand at the posts, and the fend­ers are still hung from the pitch­ing sides; al­most the ves­sels touch; the ship­men shout as they bear heav­ily on their oaken poles; and then they swing again, the great prows bear away, the wa­ters boil between, and the loud farewells sing faintly to the waves.

			And now the sky was a bright sea sown with is­lands; they shrank and crumbled and drif­ted away, is­lands no more, but a mul­ti­tude of plumes and flakes and smoky wreaths hast­ily scud­ding, for the sun had lif­ted his tran­quil eye on the heav­ens; he stared afar down the grey spaces, and be­fore his gaze the mists went hud­dling and hid­ing in lovely haste; the dark spaces be­came white, the dark blue spaces be­came light blue, and earth and sky sparkled and shone in his ra­di­ant beam.

			

			The camp awakened be­fore Mary did, and again the en­quiry went as to the where­abouts of her fath­er:

			“He will be here shortly,” said Mary. “He must have gone along the road to see if there was any­thing he could find for us to eat,” and she delayed the pre­par­a­tion of their break­fast to the last pos­sible mo­ment. She spilled a pot of boil­ing wa­ter to that end, and she over­turned the bra­zi­er when the wa­ter boiled again.

			They were about sit­ting to their food when Mac Cann came in sight, and she held the meal un­til his ar­rival with his hat far to the back of his head, the hap­pi­est of smiles on his face, and a news­pa­per bundle in his hand.

			Mary gave him a look of quick mean­ing:

			“Were you able to find any­thing for the break­fast?” said she, and then she was as­ton­ished.

			“I was in­deed,” he replied, and he handed her the bulky news­pa­per pack­age.

			She used that oc­ca­sion to whis­per to him:

			“Well?”

			“That’s all right,” said he, nod­ding at the bundle, but really in an­swer to her query.

			She opened the par­cel.

			There were slices of ba­con in it and slices of beef; there were ten saus­ages in it and the biggest half of a loaf—these, with a small flat bottle full of rum and two pairs of stock­ings, made up the par­cel.

			“Put the saus­ages in a pan,” said Patsy, “and share them round and we’ll eat them.”

			Mary did put them on the pan, and when they were cooked she shared them round, and they were fairly eaten.

			After break­fast the pipes were lit, but they rose al­most im­me­di­ately to con­tin­ue the jour­ney.

			“This even­ing,” said Fin­aun, “we will be say­ing good­bye.”

			“Aye,” said Mac Cann, “I’m sorry you’re go­ing, for we had a good time to­geth­er.”

			The ass took his in­struc­tions, and they went down the road. Their places were now as they had al­ways been—Fin­aun and Eileen Ni Cooley and Mary Mac Cann went with the ass, and there was no lack of con­ver­sa­tion in that as­sembly, for some­times they talked to one an­oth­er and some­times they talked to the ass, but the don­key listened no mat­ter who was be­ing talked to, and not a per­son ob­jec­ted to him.

			Patsy and Cael­tia marched sturdily at the tail­board, and they were close in talk.

			Be­hind them Art was ran­ging aim­lessly, and lilt­ing snatches of song. He did not know the en­tire of any song but he knew verses of many, and he was able to re­late the tunes of these so har­mo­ni­ously, with such gradu­al slip­ping of theme in­to theme, that twenty minutes of his var­ied lilt­ing could ap­pear like one con­sec­ut­ive piece of mu­sic.

			“That lad has a great ear,” said Patsy. “He could make his for­tune at the mu­sic.”

			“He is a mu­si­cian,” Cael­tia replied. “That is his busi­ness when we are in our own place, and, as you can see, it is his pleas­ure also.”

			Patsy was in high spir­its. Now that he had suc­cess­fully un­done that which he had done a real weight had lif­ted from him. But the thing was still so near that he could not get eas­ily from it. His head was full of the ad­ven­tures of the last few days, and al­though he could not speak of them he could touch them, sound them, lift the lid of his mys­tery and snap it to again, chuck­ling mean­while to him­self that those who were con­cerned did not know what he was talk­ing about, and yet he was talk­ing to him­self, or to one cog­nis­ant, in hardy, ad­equate sym­bol. A pu­erile game for a per­son whose youth had been left be­hind for twenty years, but one which is of­ten played nev­er­the­less and by the most sol­emn minds.

			It was with an imp­ish care­less­ness that he ad­dressed Cael­tia:

			“It won’t be long be­fore we are there,” said he.

			“That is so,” was the reply.

			“You’ll be feel­ing fine, I’m think­ing, when you get your own clothes on again.”

			“I have not missed them very much.”

			“I hope your wings and your grand gear will be all right.”

			“Why should you doubt it?” re­turned the ser­aph.

			“What,” said Patsy, “if they were robbed on you! You’d be rightly in the cart, mis­ter, if that happened.”

			Cael­tia puffed quietly at his pipe.

			“They were robbed,” said he.

			“Eh!” cried Mac Cann sharply.

			The ser­aph turned to him, his eyes brim­ming with laughter.

			“Aye, in­deed,” said he.

			Mac Cann was si­lent for a few seconds, but he did not dare to be si­lent any longer.

			“You’re full of fun,” said he sourly. “What are you talk­ing about at all?”

			“Fin­aun and I knew all about it,” said Cael­tia, “and we were won­der­ing what would be done by the per­son.”

			“What did he do?” said Patsy an­grily.

			Cael­tia re­turned the pipe to his mouth.

			“He put them back,” said he.

			“Only for that,” he con­tin­ued, “we might have had to re­cov­er them ourselves.”

			“Would you have been able to get them back?” said Mac Cann humbly.

			“We would have got them back; there is noth­ing in the world could stand against us two; there is noth­ing in the world could stand against one of us.”

			Patsy jerked a thumb to where Art was lilt­ing the open bars of “The Wind That Shakes the Bar­ley”:

			“Wouldn’t the boy help?” said he. “How old is the lad?”

			“I don’t know,” smiled Cael­tia. “He re­mem­bers more than one Day of a Great Breath, but he has no power for he has nev­er had be­ing, and so did not win to know­ledge; he could give help, for he is very strong.”

			“Could you have licked Cuchu­lain that day?” said Patsy tim­idly.

			“I am older than he,” replied Cael­tia, “that is to say I am wiser than he.”

			“But he was up there with your­self and could learn the tricks.”

			“There is no secrecy in this world or in the oth­ers, and there are no tricks: there is Know­ledge, but no per­son can learn more than his head is ready to wel­come. That is why rob­bery is in­fant­ile and of no im­port­ance.”

			“It fills the stom­ach,” replied Patsy cun­ningly.

			“The stom­ach has to be filled,” said Cael­tia. “Its filling is a ne­ces­sity su­per­i­or to any pro­pri­et­ari­al right or dis­cip­lin­ary eth­ic, and its prob­lem is dif­fi­cult only for chil­dren; it is filled by the air and the wind, the rain and the clay, and the tiny lives that move in the clay. There is but one prop­erty worth steal­ing; it is nev­er missed by its own­ers, al­though every per­son who has that prop­erty of­fers it to all men from his gentle hands.”

			“You’re try­ing to talk like Fin­aun,” said Patsy gloomily.

			They walked then in si­lence for ten minutes. Every vestige of imp­ish­ness had fled from Mac Cann; he was a miser­able man; his van­ity was hurt and he was frightened, and this ex­traordin­ary com­bin­a­tion of moods plunged him to a de­pres­sion so pro­found that he could not climb there­from without as­sist­ance.

			Said Cael­tia to him after a little:

			“There is a thing I would like to see done, my friend.”

			Mac Cann’s reply came sag­ging as he hauled his limp ideas from those pits.

			“What’s that, your hon­our?”

			“I would like to see the money thrown in­to this ditch as we go by.”

			Patsy’s de­pres­sion van­ished as at the glare of a torch and the trum­pet of danger. He nosed the air and sniffed like a horse.

			“Begor!” said he. “You’re full of—There’s no sense in that,” said he sharply.

			“That is what I would like to see, but every­body must act ex­actly as they are able to act.”

			“I tell you there isn’t any sense in it; give me a reas­on­able thing to do in the name of God and I’ll do it.”

			“That is the only thing I want done.”

			“What’s the use of mak­ing a fool of me?”

			“Am I de­mand­ing any­thing?”

			When they had walked a few paces:

			“What is it, after all!” said Patsy proudly.

			He thrust his hands in­to his pock­ets and ex­hib­ited them full of gold and sil­ver.

			“Just a pitch of my hand and it’s gone!” said he.

			“That is all,” said Cael­tia. “It’s eas­ily done.”

			“So it is,” growled Patsy, and he swung his arm.

			But he dropped the hand again.

			“Wait a minute,” and he called Eileen Ni Cooley to his side.

			“Walk with ourselves, Eileen, and don’t be a stranger. There’s some­thing I want to show you.”

			He opened his hand be­fore her and it was flood­ing and flash­ing in gold.

			She stared with the awe of one who looks on mir­acles.

			“There’s a great deal of money there,” she gasped.

			“There’s fif­teen golden pounds and some shil­lings in it,” said Patsy, “and here’s all I care for them.”

			He flung his hand then and sped the money at the full force of his shoulder.

			“That’s all I care for the stuff,” said he, and he gripped her arm to pre­vent her bound­ing to its re­cov­ery.

			“Come on, wo­man dear, and leave the ha’pence alone.”

			Said Cael­tia:

			“There is some­thing I must throw away also, for I am get­ting too fond of it.”

			“What’s that?” said Mac Cann curi­ously.

			“It’s this pipe,” the ser­aph replied, and he bal­anced it by the mouth­piece.

			“Don’t throw away the good pipe,” cried Eileen Ni Cooley. “Am I walk­ing be­side a pair of wild men this day?”

			Patsy in­ter­rup­ted also.

			“Hold on for a minute. Give me the pipe and you can take this one.” He took Cael­tia’s sil­ver-moun­ted bri­ar and he passed to the ser­aph his own blackened clay.

			“You can throw that one away,” said he, and he popped Cael­tia’s pipe in­to his own mouth.

			“It will do that way,” said Cael­tia sadly.

			He held the pipe by the stem, and with a sharp move­ment snapped it in halves; the head fell to the ground and a small tight wad of burn­ing to­bacco jumped from it at the shock.

			“There it is,” said Cael­tia.

			He jerked the piece of broken stem from his hand, and after sigh­ing deeply they marched on.

			Eileen Ni Cooley was angry.

			“Padraig,” said she, “what made you throw all the golden money away, and the sil­ver money?”

			Patsy re­garded her with the calm eye of a king.

			“Stick your arm through mine, Eileen,” said he, “and let us be com­fort­able as we go along, for the pair of us haven’t had a talk for a long time, and Cael­tia here wants to talk to you as well as me.”

			“That is so,” said Cael­tia.

			Eileen did put her arm in his, and as they stepped briskly for­ward she stared at him with eyes that were round with ad­mir­a­tion and as­ton­ish­ment.

			“Aren’t you the queer man, Padraig!” said she.

			“I sup­pose,” said Patsy, “that you’ll be slip­ping away from us some time to­night?”

			“Not if you want me to stay, Padraig.”

			They opened a new con­ver­sa­tion on that.

		
	
		
			XXXV

			That day they did not stay their travel, even to eat.

			Fin­aun was ur­gent, and they ate from their hands as they marched. The ass moved his slender legs briskly, the cart rumbled, and the metals in it clashed and thumped as the wheels jol­ted on the rutty path.

			They met no per­son as they went.

			From the fields near by came the fresh odour of wild grass that out­breathed again to the sun his liv­ing breath; and the sun shone, not fiercely, but kindly, tem­per­ing down the ob­lique ways his po­tent fire; above their heads and slant­ing away on wide wings the birds were sail­ing, call­ing a note as they went and call­ing again; here were trees once more; their grave shad­ows slept on the road, stamp­ing the golden light with a die of ebony, and their grave voices whispered busily, quietly, like the voices of many moth­ers who fold against fruit­ful breasts the little chil­dren; so they crooned and sang rock­ing their ample green­ery on the air.

			In the af­ter­noon they reached the hill, close to the top of which the an­gels’ finery was bur­ied.

			When they had as­cen­ded this hill for nearly an hour the don­key struck work.

			He stood, and noth­ing would in­duce him to move fur­ther in that dir­ec­tion. In­deed, he slewed the cart com­pletely round, and poin­ted his nose and his shafts in the dir­ec­tion which he con­sidered reas­on­able.

			They hal­ted.

			“He’ll not go up there,” said Mary, and she pulled the long nose to her bos­om.

			“He will not,” said her fath­er. “Will you leave that ass alone, Mary. Give him back his snout and be­have your­self like a Chris­ti­an girl.”

			“You leave me alone,” said Mary, “what harm am I do­ing to your­self?”

			“It’s that I don’t like to see a wo­man kiss­ing an ass.”

			“Well, if you don’t look at me you won’t see any­thing.”

			“You’re full of fun,” said her fath­er sternly.

			He shrugged his shoulders and turned to Fin­aun:

			“He did this once be­fore on us and we go­ing up a tall hill in Con­naught, and al­though I hammered the skin off his back he wouldn’t move a step; he’s a great ass, mind you, mis­ter, and maybe we ought to have looked for a gentler way up this hill.”

			Fin­aun was feed­ing tufts of grass to the don­key, and the don­key was eat­ing these with ap­pet­ite.

			“There is no need to come fur­ther,” said Fin­aun. “We are al­most in sight of the place and can make our adieus here.”

			“Oh! we’ll leave the beast,” cried Mac Cann, “and we’ll all go up to see the last of you.”

			“It is bet­ter that we should part here,” said Fin­aun gently. “We do not wish to be seen at the last.”

			“You can have it your own way,” said Patsy sulkily.

			Fin­aun stood tower­ing over Mac Cann; he placed his hands on Patsy’s shoulders and sol­emnly blessed him in round lan­guage, then he kissed him ten­derly on either cheek.

			“Begor!” said Patsy.

			And Fin­aun did the same for Eileen Ni Cooley and for Mary, and he kissed the two of them on their cheeks, then he laid his palm on the don­key’s muzzle and blessed that beast, and he strode migh­tily up the hill.

			Cael­tia ad­vanced to Patsy, but Mac Cann was em­bar­rassed. He had been kissed by a man, so he lit his pipe in self-de­fence and kept it in his mouth.

			“You’re go­ing off?” said he to Cael­tia, and he puffed like a chim­ney.

			“I’m go­ing off,” replied Cael­tia in a low voice.

			Patsy took the pipe from his mouth and put it in­to the ser­aph’s hand.

			“Here,” said he, “take a last pull at that and ease your heart.”

			Cael­tia did take it, and he smoked it, and it did ease his heart.

			“I’ll give you the spade out of the cart,” con­tin­ued Patsy, “for you’ll have to dig the things up. There it is, and it doesn’t mat­ter wheth­er it’s lost or not.”

			“It is good­bye now,” said Cael­tia, shoul­der­ing the spade, and he re­turned the pipe to Patsy, who put it in­stantly in his mouth.

			Cael­tia held out his hand and Mac Cann put his own in­to it.

			While their hands were to­geth­er Patsy was seized with com­punc­tion—he drew the ser­aph aside a few paces:

			“Listen!” said he. “I played a trick on you the time I was tak­ing the money out of my pock­et to throw it away.”

			“Yes?” said Cael­tia.

			“I let one of the gold pieces slip through my fin­gers, and it’s ly­ing at the bot­tom of my pock­et at this minute, but I’ll throw it away, mis­ter honey, if you say so.”

			Cael­tia looked at him, and a smile of great con­tent­ment crept over his lips.

			“If I were you,” said he, “I’d keep it.”

			Mac Cann nod­ded at him very sol­emnly:

			“I’ll keep it,” said he earn­estly, “and I’ll spend it.”

			Cael­tia then said his adieus to the oth­ers, and he tramped up the hill with the spade bal­anced in his hand.

			The piece of gold was burn­ing in Patsy’s pock­et. He turned to Art:

			“Well, young boy! there’s my hand and good luck be with you; give up ra­cing about and climb­ing trees and you’ll be all right; you’ve the mak­ings of a good hand on you, and that’s a great thing, and you’ve got the mu­sic.”

			“Good­bye,” said Art, and they shook hands.

			Eileen Ni Cooley took his hand also, then she and Patsy strode to the cart, and with the don­key they moved down the hill.

			Mary stood in front of Art, and she did not look at him; she turned her grave face away, and stared side­wards where the late sun­shine drowsed in gold on the rough slopes. She put her hand out to him.

			He took her hand and held it between his own; he raised it to his lips and he held it there press­ing against his mouth.

			He dropped it, and stood back a pace star­ing at her; he struck his hands to­geth­er in a wild move­ment; he turned and ran swiftly after his com­pan­ions.

			These two had nev­er spoken to each oth­er.

			Near the top of the hill he came on Fin­aun and Cael­tia, and the three went to­geth­er.

			In a little they reached the point in the road where they had slept dur­ing their first night on earth, and where they had eaten their first meal on a sunny morn­ing. Dis­tant a few paces they saw the tree.

			Cael­tia dug there un­til he un­covered the sacks. He pulled these from the clay and opened them, and each of the an­gels re­trieved his own be­long­ings from the med­ley.

			Fin­aun was ur­gent and thought­ful. He ap­par­elled him­self hast­ily, while, with less speed, Cael­tia also achieved his change. But Art sat on the ground fin­ger­ing his raiment, and seemed to be lost in a con­tem­pla­tion of the grass be­side him.

			Fin­aun was ready. He stood up­right, a kingly fig­ure, shim­mer­ing in purple folds. On his head a great crown, closed at the top; across his shoulder a chain of heavy gold, and de­pend­ing on his breast a broad plaque of gold that blazed.

			He looked at the oth­ers and nod­ded, then he leaped, and at a hun­dred feet the sun flashed from his wings, and he looked like a part of the rain­bow.

			Now Cael­tia was ready, stand­ing in cloth of gold and lovely or­na­ments of hammered sil­ver. He scanned once more the drows­ing land­scape; he smiled on Art; he sprang aloft and abroad and sped up­wards in a blind­ing gleam.

			Art raised him­self.

			He lif­ted the crim­son robe that was dashed with gold, the crim­son buskins feathered at the heel, the wide crown of short points. He placed these on the ground and stood for a time look­ing down the road, while the many-col­oured pin­ions streamed lengthily from his hand.

			Sud­denly he frowned, and, with the wings still drag­ging, he ran down the path.

			In five minutes he came to the place where they had left the ass, but it was no longer there. Far be­low on the curving ways he saw the don­key mov­ing quietly. Mac Cann and Eileen Ni Cooley were go­ing by each oth­er’s side, and Patsy’s arm was about the wo­man.

			He looked around, and at a little dis­tance saw the girl be­side a bush. She was ly­ing on her breast, her face was hid­den in­to the ground, and she was mo­tion­less.

			He walked to her.

			“Mary,” said he, “I have come to say farewell.”

			She moved as at a shock. She rose to her feet, and she did not look at him, and this was the first time that these two had talked to­geth­er.

			He bent to her be­seech­ingly:

			“I have come to say farewell,” said he.

			Again she put her hand in­to his:

			“Say your say,” quoth she, “and go your road,” and with that she did look at him, sternly.

			He loosed her hand; his eyes flamed; he stamped the road; he swung his arms aloft grip­ping the wings, and, with a fierce move­ment, he ripped them in twain; he put the halves to­geth­er and tore again, then, with a sweep of his hands, fluttered the shin­ing plumes away and on the wind.

			“Now!” quoth he, with a laugh.

			“Oh!” she stammered, star­ing, ter­ri­fied, in­cred­u­lous.

			“Let you and I go down after the people,” he said.

			But Mary was weep­ing, and as they paced down the nar­row track he laid a great arm about her shoulder.
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