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ARY ELLEN CONERTY
stood, witli lier back
against the rougheat

m i outer wall of the tiny
Ballyrheigue schoolliouse,

and looked with daunfless gray eyves,
at the moli of small savages thiat
daned and howleid in a haif cirele
before her. Rer littie blue cotton

reswas torn away f rom one shouI-
der; one stoeking was trailing about
lier ankie; the how of blue ribbon
tbat hiad eoniflned the ends of lier
long braid of red-gol hair had dis-
appeared, and the iair itself had
corne unibraided and was flying wildly
about lier face. But Mary Ellen was
ixot afraid. The liglit of battie was
inulber eyeg and a red spot burned
in either cheek as she listened to lier
torinientors. Those wlio knew Maryv
Ellen could have told you that lierl
mood was rapidly beeoming clan-
gerous.

But the tcen or twelve boysR and
girls wlio foried. that haif eirele diid
flot know lier. To thein she wvas ierelv
the stranger within their gates, and,
as suecb, fair gaine for ail their
powers of tormenting. ler low voice
and soft Dublin brogue-the way she
held her liead ereet as she walkedl and
kfoked as if unawimare of thieir wliere-
idouts-had given to the rougli flslier
lads and lasses a f eelirig of inferiority-
which enraged them, and now thiat
tliey had got lier alone, they were pro-
ceeding to avenge themselves for it.

Something in the glance of those
Lyray eyes, liowever, liad iinpelled

tbrui to keep ait a repcfldistanceo
as t1wev daneed and shouted.

'iledhedread ad. they e ried1,
1)ublii stiireeýl !" Anid f rek1(le
*iinyI. DoYle. thew olest of lier tor-
mlen11tors,"" wh11o s o wn e1a1(ý)d M-a:Z not
wviitot a goodlly tlinge of the oolour
l1e vituiperated, re whd l and Seiz-
inig a long strand of theo malignvd
luir, giv it bieartyv tu-. "'lThere

Ia revdhe iýa d yve t , i e rela rked,
'~as aght but a vixenl."
The inso IIs01 pot', burnedl a littie

lrgtrini Mary Ellen's heks but
site onylooked( isdaitifully at lier
enemy aind reinied sueont. Emibol-
dened by lier quensJilxnmy gave
another tu.Maryv Ellin's band flew'
ont witli theii kes of a flashi and
liw stag-gered baek witb the imiprint
of five Sinall vulngefuil fing-ers Showilng
w1hite aeross Is- clîeek. Then the
stormi burst.

-"Take you that, Jamnes Doyle 1
Maryv Elleni's voive was stili low, but
thlene wwas ;onIetIlil[-( [il thle quiet toiles
thiat sent a shvrthrough tlie ranks
of lir fç)vpmeii "Tire ynu thait, and
there's more -wlere it cameo fron.
Yo i( to dare toueli a Wieklow Conerty.
Why., if Terry ioatbat's own
co1ui to me, wvere liere to-day, there
îsn't ten of ye would faee lm, ye
Kerry eowards! Out of my way niow,
the lot of ye, or l'Il be harmin' some
of ye."

She made a step forward as she
spoke and so great *was the concen-
trated passion ii lier voice and so
fiercely bhizaed the dark-gray eyes


