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CHAPTER XXXII.

Tt wanted still some two hours of sunset when
the ntended emngrans 'n::u:hcd their place of
Lalt and concealment,  The cave ef Urimcloon
frouted a deep, .sq!itm'y larn, in the centre of
which was a small istand, crested with the ruins
of a little chapel.  About a hundred yards to its
rear, rap a raad leading to the coast; and beinnd

a hedge on an cminence impending this, lfay .
a look out, should any- |

Tony, conccaled, to have o
thing suspicious approach. The purty bad seme
lumble refreshments with them zfud while Fer-
aus and the pedlar, w'uh Livo (.'-.l lhg' svognxdud
rappareees and the childreu, ac:*.._ed l|ncm.~;e.res
on the floor of the ecuse, to enjoy the cheer,
suehl as it was  the rewainder were too m‘uch
wrapped up_in their own melanchely  rafleetions
to partake ol 2uy. _ 1

Approaching the meudh !
looked ont on the litte ke and
then at the sky.  The early part of the duy had
been cpprassively hot: tut clouts had gathered
and spread o
like an overpewercd warrer, stragy
through the darl, dense mass, that had surround-
: Iy, 'The wind, ton, was begiu-
Moy, i fuful gusts, across the

the cave, Ned
U
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v
¢
{

iye

ed bt vainly,
nitrg o yise, yWedpl ‘ ‘ :
little lake, and stirring up its waters nlo pigmy
s turbudent as Uil glant breth
"
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; woowndd aighty Pathivk-

st the sky, which
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wis, mamentle. becoming, glommer and more
distarhe ] eakmg p e but what siguifies that ro
them that™s orecid o late live country

joo f?
c Vanutl ar
aid 1Lmj L1

aeriel thing 1o

for ever, aud in theds ould
P e o vt Ned *
ihrue for yoi, Neg,

weonnded men C s

e

oue oi
hive 5o
longing Lo us.
any wuy, 2Nk,
won an’ hels e be
e, | bave to laee thieee bebind o the wmevey o

1

the [word nake e thapklul.—

|
Ay -+

Bt youwre betiner ol ihan

Hout

wiih voit. Now, God help

the worid,? o
v Mariin Deatm, Dot o bad bat

aight he war :
But, afther all, it goes to the heart, to be quit-
fin for ever, peor ould Irelaad, where the bones
of our l()l'efl‘-zl‘.::l'.s, and owr wives, and our chil-
dren are, and the spets thomselves and c-ursu_lv_cs
worshipped Ged in, and the fields we played in.
O, wheve " we get a spot, o the w((‘{c worl(l'.
like what we're goin' to lave belwad us for ever ?
0, natale solune—but ye don’t un(lhera:tand l}’l(E
classies 3 that quotation wanes * evr nalive sol.”

% No wondher,? sail Nuncy, maunenfully, * that
ye should grieve for quittin’ the country ye wor
born in, whin even my heart is heavy o lave ud
—ine that bas now ouly a wune to be curst by
every Christian®—she wept frecly. i

«Nop, Naney, dow't fiet yowself that wayy
said Ned ; © crime s prrsunal, and the world
knows you were as good as your brother was—
bat as the ould Latiu sayin’ bas ity De wortues
il uiss hosaene, 1hat i, ¢tk well o the dead,
bad as they were.’ L

« Bui isn't id a murdiier intrety,” said M:u‘!xgr,
“that, black as the times wor, we might atill
fve our ofd bones with thuse thal wentafore 4s,
il L wast or wao murdberin” fumily. L, the
Fiolligtts is a bad Adanaud (breed) intrely.”

“ ! w {7 sy LT < [ I
Vel poor Harry \-orl..tml (rod rest s,
wwl) putwan o them sl o the way o dom’ |

auy more villainy, any how,” obsc ved g com-
rade rappace. . .

w Yis, Dick, an’ it wi lighten oe aerits goiy
it his brother, Black Bill, was with iu—niay a
melfation come over bim and his—aud that re-

hong

Wi

winds me that Tony saw him vidin’ with Sir:

Tohn, as he was passin’ through the town.)
“ 0, they’re pur ngbile fratruni, ‘hat is,
‘they’re fit for one another,’ 2ad f:;?m the bot-
tom of my heart L wish them both Thubbodh »a
{ning’s (‘Theobald of the ship’s) journey to Bal-
lintubber. v
“Well, said the pediar, * what’s the use of
freuing und grumbling, as neither one nor the
other of them can help us? My motto is, to
take the world as it comes, rough and smooth,
and never to fret, and to remember that—
When the rain is thick, & change is near,
And the sup, after storw, will spon apponr.
“Whew Johnny, said Ned, ¢that’s ouly
makin’ dogprel of a sintiment from the classics,
which Dan Eleraghty himself could do.
. Desplendens sol—' .
“ We all know you could be talkin’ Latn till
the cows would come home, Ned,' said Jobnny ;

he run, and

S MO, |
ling o burst |

i birds began i sereain

. :;nd thee eaitle .[(l!".'.-ud e their uoses ;

oo suhd boues fur away {rem all be-
us
have no ey Bariw’ wan !
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is but bog Latin in

i*and that Dan Heraghty’s
comparison with yours.’

‘ Bog Latin, magh! Tt’s no Latin at all.—
What would the spalpeen know about quotin’
Latis, that never passed verbum personale 7’

“ Aund that's the truth, to be sure, Ned. It’s
like: the gruce o’ God to him : he knows no more
akaut it thun 2 Spanish cow does of talking Yng-
lish.  IBut the spalpeen iso’t worth talkin® of j—
and do you, Ned, like a gay old _cock, instead of
wasling your Latin on us, that dow’t know a
word of it, tell us the meaning of Thudbodh na
lung’s journey to Ballintubber, T heard the
phrase often ;5 but, long as P rambling through
tais district, I never heard the explanation of it,
and, if there’s a story about it, i’ help to pass
some of the time, before we can venture to stir
fromn tius, pleasanter than grumbling or crying.’

* Faith, thin, Ned’s the boy that can do
that same story justice any say,’ observed Mar-
St

H

theugh you’re in no humor for eatin’, here’s some
rale stufl it to dhrink tareweli to poor Ireland
ciny oan’ thin you can tell Johony the story Lie
reached over an ampie bottle nearly ful, [rom
which s nareluctant parent ook po stinted pull,
Ther senting himsel, and wavieg 1o suel of his
colnpiivns as were sl standi seated
alsa, e commenced bis legend, which we shall
mve fu our ovin words, as well inoorder o avmd
SPIDIHLG OB G ~TUTY, NOW Su Leal i &

o L

S0, 0N

to spare the reader the infliction of Ned's nu-
merous digressions, Latia quotations, aud allu-

sinns to the gods nnd heroes of the clnssies,

Within «omie of Ballimtubber stands Castle

Lon

1R Uil

wins of Noanterk, the aest
! tie baroutal

L [N
AN nLnslon-i

siviy, eruapentad,

rhics 1t county Maye, Both of these cas-
Dtles wope Whe oecssionad rostdescis of U Meyo
ety —u faaily which, rome centuries ago, pes-
3 segred »o Jarge o pertian 6! the fai parts of
fthe esunty, though the present Iharl of Mayve
derives nothing from it but hils Gile.

LEE

Eyven e the seventeenth cenwury, manlwk
Swan the restdence of  Theehald Bourice, the
CThubbodh of the legend, and tie sou, by her
cond marrizge with the head of the Bourkes,

pier wntd exploits have necupied the pens of some
of sue pepuiar wiiteys,

"Thubbodh pa jung married one of the O'Con-
ner family 3 and we may readily imagine that the
lwdy’s tife, with o desperate and remorseless
cman like L, was uot one 10 be envied.  She

appeies, however, to have possessed a Ingh and
bold spirit, derived from the noble stock she

sprung from, and which enubied her  the better
to cope with his vielence ; and bu was otill fur-
ther kept in check by the power and dariog
Sravers of her famdy ; (owards wha, it would
scem, he gradually conteacted sn inviterate and
inextinguishable hatred.  Indeed so fiercely did
the fire of that hatred burn that, according to
i the tradition, nothing but Llood, aud that sbed by
lhimse!l, could quench it. Accordingly, bis evil
| passions, goaded to madness by some after-dinner
ttauats and idle boastings of tus brother-in-law
faud wife, the former of whom was thea sojourn-
jing asa visitor at the castle, be proceeded to pat
| his onrderous project info execuiion.  Se, as he
i had not ceurage To cross swords wath O'Connor,
!
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atel nothng but takivg i Jife with his own
' hands could appeass his mortal hatred, Le asked
{ him one day to look at tue leg of a favorite horse
; which (he said) bad received a net; wnd on Lis
L brother-w-law’s stooping uususpiciously, be, by
sireachernus sword cat, struck off his head, whicl
the forthvath despatched iuto the eastle for his
iife's views.
Lo Phe fady's Ieeiings, on behelding the fearful
speetzele, amd Jearning the source whenee 1t pro-
eded, may be enly conceived,  ler deed we
are uot informed of.  Buat the fiewdisn ant o
stirred up the vengeance of our of O aunor’s
attached vetaners that, month after :nosth, he
tracked the steps of the cowardly murdeyer, till
' be found wn opportunity of burying the »kene be
Calways carvied to the haft in kis body 3 wnd this
! bloody and richly deserved end it was tiat gave
{rise to the proverb, whether Thubbodic was stah-
| bed in the abbey ttselt, ay some state, or whe-
| ther, according to other chromelers, the reiuiiut-

i ing murder occurred elsewhere, and he was enly |

! buried there after.

, uind @t about double that distance from !

t
% Aye, do sit down, father,” said Fergus ; *an

|

doesn’t know 2 I3 from a bull’s foot. Any way,
Thubbodh never went back trom 3Ballintubber ;
an’ that’s the mamin’ o’ Thubbodh na lung’s jour-
ney to Ballintubber.

“ Here’s glory to the hand that gave lhun his
due,’ said Johany, applying the bottle to tus
mouth. ¢ Why, if he was living now, he’d be
qualified to be a partner in the firm of Ingram,
IPfolliatt & Co.’

“0, he was a born thvle out an’ out,! said
Martm, “ We have another story o’ what he
did to the widow’s son that all the imps couldn™
bate out for cruelty ; but Ned can tell 1d betther
nor me, if you wish to hear 1d.?

“ Tell it yourself, sawd Ned, sulleniy, not a
litle chafed at his companien’s haring ventured
to put w a word at all respecting the former tra-
dition,

“ Aye, tell it you, Martin, said Fergus; ‘my
Hather will be in better bumour after another kiss
vat the bottle”  His father looked usif he could
izwve willingly gone baeck to former years, and
applied the switeh onee more to his athletic son’s
back. ¢ But first,” continuet Fergus, take a
sip Lo wet your whistle ; and while you're rellin’
Jolnny the story, Pl step out and thry how
Tony’s comin’ on, aud if wny thing’s suireud
abroad.’

request, comimeneed his fradition, wiich we shall
alse give the veader in our own words, for the
still widely preserved, attests that, thengzi Fimb-
boddh inherited none of the heroie qualines of hie
mother, he possessed largaly that remorseless
criefty so well suited (o a sea-born pirate-de-
scendant,

tirk to complain to its Lurd ot {as evil doinps:

“ And he s so very ndutifu! then, goad wo.
tan,” said the evil minded and relentless tord,
after she bad detailed her griceance.

“Sure enough he s, your ordabip, s bl o
had can be.’

“ Phen T wifl put bim from ever avwoying you
again. come v, good woman, wl pefresh
yourself while T manage the bey)

Tl poor widow went in rejuicing, snd cone
tmued to regaie hevell GH the voice of her mas-
ter summoned her forth, to wirness the change
that bad teken place in hor son. Gladly she
came forth 10 ascertain the blessed change.—
Bright and exulting were her thouglts of an obe-
dient child and a happy fireside, as she stepped
lightly out.  But, oh, what a spectacle for a wi-
dowed mother—the mother, too, of an enly con
—saluted her view abroad.  Better, a thousand
times better, her sight were blasted at her birth,
than be condemned 1o witness the terrible ob-
ject that now met her gaze. Ifer son was sus-
pended in the death-agony from the castie door.

1 teld you 1 should prevent him from further
annoying you ; and you see I bave kept my pro-
mise,’ said the mouster, pointing to the swaying
and struggling body. Instautly the air rang
with appalling shrieks ; and, falling on her knees,
the wretched widow heaped the most fearful and
vehement maledictions on the head of the fero-
cious chief till driven away by some of the re-
tawers, aud ¢ never did a day”s good duving her
whole atter.}

e

CHAPTER XXXIL

The tradition had barely closed when Fergus
re-entered the cave, accompanied by Tony and
Shemus Fadha (long Jaraes) the youag man who
had been wounded in emerging from the Aass
cavern, s deseribed in our second  clapter, but
who had since, to a great extent, recovered from
the efiects of the sbot.

# Sie John w’ Flother, an® Dizon, au’ Rurke
is conun’ up in a gallop, with o party,’ sad Fer-
gus, rapudly, as he entered : ‘and ] wondher
what brought Tlarke amenyg them, uny how.

« O, welre murdhered, we're murdhered, afther
all) exclammed hall w dozen voices together,
while the children crouched belind their mother.

¢ Hould yer tongues, ye omadhawns an’ on-
shoughs—male and female idiots. s the ves-
sel Sir John's looking afther; and isn’t lere
Sheinus Fadba with an account that she sailed
upwards of an hour ago. Besides neither him-
sel’ nor Flolliot know any thing about us nor the

cave, and we've only to stay quietly—>
The clatter of the horses’ hoofs ceased sud-
denly, at the bend of the adjacent road; and

i Mysel® bard,” observed Martin, when Ned | terrible were the fears and doubts of the cave
| had finished his legend, ¢ that it was at Ballintub- | occupants. There was not a face among them,

| ber, the grand castle ¢’ the O’Connors, an’ that
(in ould times, belonged to the kings o> Connaugfit
they say, Thubbodh was killed, and that they
pitched bim into a vault and left bim there till
the rats eal him alive.

« You hard! And what would the hikes of
you know about such stories in comparison with
me 1 asked Ned, angruly.

« Nothin’ at all, sure enough,Ned asthore ; an’,

:
i
!
!
l
!.
' raison why, you’re a larned schollard an’ myesl’

|
|

with the exception of Fergus and Johnny, that
was not blanched to death paleness, nor a leart
that did not throb with mortal terror.

'T'he pause of the horseman ias, howerer, but
momeatary, to enable their leader to have a
chance met peasant mounted behnd one of the
pariy, as a guide, despite the man’s true protest-
ations that he did not know the shore well at all.
In an wstant the clatter was resumed more ra-
pidly than before, and continued, waxing fainter

Martw, after huving corplied with Fergus’

reason Just alluded to o Ned's eavey wnd which

here wos a widew zianng Lis et (e o=
ditien smth not ier name) whe bad the suisfor-
tine io bave an undunful son; apd, one eafarm.
nate day for for, she went to twe casili of KN '

{ side o’ the point o’ Kilglass afore they get there,

and fanter, till it was entirely lost in the dis-
lance.

"The countenance of the fugitives now resumed
their natural hue, and their hearts began to throb
as calmly as usual.

“ Why, Fergus, I'm inclined to forgive you
your mpidence a while ago,” said Ned, ¢ as you
turned out so thrue a prophet about the sogers
goin’ away. God help us, we fathers are some-
times foolish enouglt; but wemo mortaluem~—"

“ That’s the thruth for you, father—but,’ con-
tinued Fergus, after a minute’s cogitation, “:
thought’s come into iy head, that maybe we
could give the party a good sousin’ afore they
bave the camfort o’ seein’ the vessel out o their

reach, Conld we he at the long sthrand tlus

Shemus 7

“To be swre we could, in a throt, by takin’
to the Dbog that’s quite dhry now, crassin® the
black sthrume and passin’ by the ould wonwment
besides that, the horsemen must dismount, a quar-
ther ov a mile, zuy haw, alure they can get to
the sthrand.

* Thia comae along witli e yourself and Tony,
and ler nwnnt lose 2 uunit—do ye (speaking to
the fugitives) vemain here 1if the party  passes
back, unless wan ov us thies comes for ye afore.
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i the matter nos mauner of tie pedlar’s recent al-

i wit wounld you think of auother story

Feontiadieted Dan Pleraghiy, when he said that

Ha prousunes tie dative cae of e, haee, hoe.

awithered Land aud fooked, if' not martial, at least

Pa line of the poetry in bim, ke you or me, old

Yo osee yoars parfectly safe, an’ need only re-
nun quite witlon 3 an” veoaay be sure we'll keep
st of harn's way? .
tig, e struele et bog with his two :
serepanions, st a rapid pace.
# Now,my old boy,” said the pediar, alter Fer-
gus® departuve, either wishing o derive amuse-
ment from the old man, as appreliensive of Jau-
ger b had nons, orddesvans to keep up the
it of his compunicis by b liveliness, s
tere’s uo nse in bemg either sad or sulky, and
ve can’t ventire to iy te rnise our bearts,

M) say

P eo stavy eatlec? sald Med, * but you bave
i to

3

[id

no Hlgaat ene there beside pov—pomting

Martu.

» Well Pinsopry to bew gonesellsaying that)
satd Jolmuy, = for 0 was ondy st week bt
you Knew no o nacre than a beese how to tell
story.  He sabd somoeths o ahout your writ-
g being now h".L ;:n.nh.i sty hand, tat you
were o boich at fractions, and didn’t know hiow

FURPE
!’_;.’,- L
v

Bat young tebiows wili he talling, and | dido’t

mind pmeh what he said, though there were
others by—fricnds ol his, T suprose—that seem-

ed to helieve it Wl
A chakin hand —{rac anid dativa hae 1e!
spalpeen that b raught wyscdf sbe little e

4
e

kno:

o And T forgot that bie suid, 1o that you could
no more bulld the bridge i Caesar (L forgot
what book he mentioned) thn you could talk
gond Iuglsh.

U, the big bosthonrn, that has no more brains
than a woui, [’d wmake a bridge of his crooked
body, the disciple—1 would by —— God for-
give me for cursin’.”  The old man clenched his

very pugnaciously inshned.

 Pooh, my old boy, don’t vex yourself about
bun.  lic’s but a young whelp and will give
tongue ; aud suraly it's not the one day ye should
he spoken of. | never believe the half of what
he says, though (as I said before) he has [riends
that believe it all)’

“The half o° what suct an ignorawmnus us him
would say.

“ Pho’, choke the dag s he’s not worth wast-
ing any more words about, particularly as, though
be fus certainly the 2ifc of the gab, he hasa’t

boy.?
“ You Joimny-—poctiry I exclaimed Ned,with
cansiderable aspertty, as he had relished neither

fusions to Dan Heraghty.

“Yey, me, old boy: surely P've a knack for
poetry.

“Wiy, Joimuy, rejoined Ned, rather con-
templuously, ¢ you can rhyme dogarel faic enough
in the way of your business. I3ut what do you
know about the classics or the Haithen mytholo-
gy—about Jupither or the Sybils, Diana, or
Hector, Venus or the Styx, or any o’ th’ other
ould Gods or (soddesses; and hLow could you
make a line o’ rale poethry without allusions and
similys about them ?’

A fig for goddesses and gods,

A bet I'Nl make and give you odds—
This bottle to your dhudeen black.”

(Johnny drew forth from lus bundle a bottle as
ample inits girth as that produced by Fergus,
aad full to the brim, and, placing it before him,
he continued his rhyme)— .
“t Without their belp, that I've the kanack

To spin a verae, and faster too

Than you with all their aid ean do.

The stuff—~prime stuff, as I'm a sinaer,

To be divided by the wianer

'Mong all friends here. So now, old Ned,
Do you agree, or hang your head,

Anpd own yourself a beaten man,

As meny did, by Jack M‘Cann,

The roving blade that rhymes at pleasure,
As eagy just as cloth he'd mensure.”

“ Rhymes, indeed! you call them rhymes,
said Ned, with much contempt,  “ Johuny, you
might measure a yard of lmen or dimity reany
enaugh 5 but you dow’t know the first principle o’
versifyin’.  Sure you have cight syllables in one
line and nine in another, so that it scems you
(!idn't know how even to reckon them an _x"r:nur
fingers, not to tatk of your knowin’ nothing at
all abouz the feet m a line aceordin® 16 the mea-
sure.”

“Is 1
you're

“O), Ddont albude ta the weasure o wares,
but ta the measure > praeshiry, Dy
ould Tatin proverh that ves ez

* No Latin, Ned,”

S won’t coat (puote}il, as, of course, you
conbdn™ undhersiand st But o wmanes ¢ ot the
cobbler not go beyond lis last.”  No do Fau,
Johnny, stk 10 your pack. wod lave foot ant
syllables and anvaeations who
dherstands the poetipy.”

[ that

sayig #

don’t know Liow to

IR

there’s o

la tiose uti-

“ Ivocatioos, and <y Uabies, ol ot ! 0
murdhier in lrish!
T Or feet this minn e whioag care |0
"Tig wings we want when we wouid iy,
And mouths we use when we e dey
Su, #s we'te them inelined L wet,
Lict us your own houbl verzes per,
And evin the’ Gaals wnd spouses Lein v
Upon my soul | think VH skelp yvon”
There was a0 burst o low Jenchier ol this

('f”.”:il)ll; and Nod Jooked, 1 s mast Gell the
tuthy w ditde stogad, after Johieuy had elosed,
and as i undvended swoethier e siaghd aceepl
Then,

padse, e winsciar g SNaete Gieban®s e

the cll;l!!('n;_-‘-- O it aier amoment’s
“DId yon ever dieas iy verees abeott the voses
Lusd of Dalfaontiber, Mo 27

I b oever tear r?«m'u,; ¢ bt
den’ repate i verses T an that, fear G

e o}

dhirol! togiey, ot wed sy v wor dike the
pipec that tnd i tiee wan e 7
“Coie, Ned, ey endd bl whese’s your

heathon Gods now ol whie vadue ave they, n
you cab tdray an o far L e
there™s o demand e ko &

' ’ H s :
Catinuy™ orgtel wed Maeting

two when
HITGY

ol

[
g

Med, ters sce vy o vhie fiunor ov

ould Bathuinuier)”
Ned ookl noto il

down ou it oy, turn !

stmpered wnd douked Dosiel, 156 tarned np o dis

[T

J

cond of the cavern, iy

o the pruat omd el thea

eyes agalty, is 1 oo egict tistation, and chaunt
ed forthy wiiha senioas thagn o

Siy —-

'
Vb shls l'(llil.‘l‘l-

S Mivereen, Widom =
And wid e, toa, 4 .
Bright Phiensia alao, God ot duax,
Tocline thine aid to me, t preay.
Diann cinste, and Juno gric.d,
JUS you § beg my filonds 1o stand,
Oald Homer biind zung wars o Threoy,
Crused by the smeroes Throjan hay
Awnd Virgil, in his Eneid bourd,

Ot Dido nad Alnens tould,

But, if to me ye will inciiae,

Ye (Gods nnd Godidesaee su tine,
Sright Yenog) Jupites aud Mars,
Bellona, ton, that rules oer wars,
With st ather Gods, if ye'll combiue,
Tn junction with the tuneful nine,
To ganction wy pour, bumble verse,
I will an Irish thyme rehearse,

That shall onld Rome and Greeee surpass
Ag dueg a racer a lnme ass——

uld i('::; shim

RS

“That’s a vulgar simile,” said Ned, balking
his rhyme.

“ Ned’s farly Leat when he's oblized to de-
scend as Iow as his brother for a rhiyme,’ ex-
claimed  Julinny, chuckling, © o't he boys and
girls

“ Why he gev up himsel,” sure enough,” suid
Martin; @ tho’ some ov his rhymes must be very
grand, as mysel’ coulde’t wudherstaml ounly an
odd word in thew.  But maybe if you'd let him
thry agin an’ mind his hand !

“ No! no secoud offers: he’s as beat as ever
a badger was, after a hard dap’s fighting. 1
knew all along, with all bis stuff about heathen
Gods and blind poets and the musis, that he
couldn’t do it ; and 1 only wonder that he wasn’t
stuck in the tnud before the third line,

“ Right well I knew the tuneful rhyming nine
Would not to help out Ned's bad verse incline.
His Heathen Gods, 100, left him on his back,
Because they were no match for rhyming Jack.
And for his idle hussy Goddesses,

I'd cage them up in iron boddices,

Where every other lazy, crazy stut,

That turns poor silly brains, should still be
put;

Instead of wasting every foolish phrase,

To smear them thick with flattery and praise,
Hoping they'd help him with a drawling chime
Whom nuture neyer gave the potorbyme.”

“ Do you mane—have you the assurance to
say, Jobnny M‘Cann,, that I can't versify ?"
asked Ned m high wrath.

“1 mean,’ rejoiued the pedlar, winkwng at his
other comrades, “ if you had any knack at all,
would you be obliged o fall on a lame jackass



