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ELLEN AHERN;
o OR,
THE POOR COUSIN.
(;.HAPTER {,——FERMANAGH.

On the coast of Ulster, where the ecean tides
_break with 2 sullen-and terrific sound against the
' magaiﬂceht cliffs and frowning rocks that line the

shore, an"old feudal castle, looking seaward,
stands on a rugged'and almost inaccessible emi-
' pence. Us rumed battlements and crumbling
turrets stand out distinct and dark agamst the
clear sky beyond, and as the wind tosses the
dark and Hlaunting vines which cling about them,
to and fro, it requires but little aid of the imagi-.
pation, to ‘fancy that.the pennons of its ancient
lords are floating over Fermanagh. This pile,
of which only a portion was habitable, was erect-
ed in an age when Ireland was governed by ber
own kiogs, and when the O’Doougels and the Ma-
guires, who were the lords of Fermanagh, were
the most powerful septs in their province. With
well-manaed battlements and Lowers, from whence
the arrows of unerring arches were ready at a
moment’s warnmg to fly from their shafls; sur-
rounded by deep and principtous ravines, and ap-
proached only by a siouous and narrow defile, 1t
was In those days a magmficent and impregnable
fortress, where the Lord of Fermapagh always
entrenched himself after Ins forays, and bheld
wassail with hus followers in as much security as
an eagle iu bis Alpine eyrie. This stronghold of
the Maguires was the boast of the North; it
having defied for mere than two centuries ali the
.assaults of foreign and intentine foes, But Sax-
on treachery at leng'h accomplished that which
might, and all the stratagems of war, had failed
to de. ‘The noble Magwre, aided by O’Donnel,
and other princely chiefs of Donegal, had driven
the English out of Ulster, with great rout and
sizughter, determined if possible to preserve at
least that.portion of their fair land from the yoke
.of the aggressor. For this act the English go-
vernment outlawed them and set a price on their
beads. The sleuth hounds of tyranny were let
loose on their track, eager for noble prey. But
secure in his crag-bound habitation, the Liord of
Fermanagh laughed them to scorn, and amused
himself by making s archers shoot headless ar-
rows into the KEnglish camp, to which billets
cauched o the most taunt:ng language were al-
fixed. Wearied out at length, the besigers with-
drew, but in a short time an English officer, at-
tended by only a few follow.rs, made lns appear-
ance At the gates of Fermanagh, beariog a white
flag mgnificant of truce, and a Jetter from bis go-
vernment, who offered to withdraw thz sentence
of attawnder against him, provided he would cease
to hold a hostile attitude towards 1t : and with
many sweet and gracious words, concluded by
inviting him to Dublin, to ratify the treaty.—
Flattered, thrawn off his guard, and credulous as
noble natures are wount to be, he invited the en-
voys mto the castle, feasted them, and sent them
away loaded with presents, with assurances “that
. he would meet them as early as possible in Dub-
lin. Havieg arranged his affairs, he started with
his retinue on his journey south, but when he got
- beyond the borders of Lemster, he was met by
two breathless messengers commg from opposite
directions. Ose was a follower of the O’Donnel,
and informed him. that his-chief and two other
northern princes, baving been mveigled into the
snares of the English, were then Iying in chams
in Dublin castle. . The other was his own foster-
father, from the hamlet of Fermanagh, who gave
him the still more disastrous intelligence that the
Eaglish oceupied his fortress, and had slaughter-
“ed and imprisoned the garrison, who had defend-
ed it to the death, The word ¢ Treachery’ burst
from s lips, and without waiting to hear any
further particulars of the event, he gave - tbe or-
der to return, and with a beart swelling with'
rage and indignation, retraced the weorisome
road he.had come by, and hke a whirlwind burst
on Fermanagh, only to find every pass guarded,
- and every-avenue . impregnable,
black smile, he withdrew quietly, and remained
in concealment. for a few days with his followers ;
- after-which he.bade them be realy at midaight
‘to march to Fermanagh. . With light and cau-
 tious tread they followed s footsteps—not know-
ing on what wild sceme he was ‘bent, but ready
..to die with him—until he.entered a cavern-n
one of thie ravinés below: the-castle, and heaving
- back a slabiof rock, which turned on tron pivots,
he led them'up, through & sinuous, steep, subter-
ranean Way;.into the very heart of Fermanagh ;

where, surprised and" wild with terror, the: Eng- }

. lish-officers:and soldiers,: aroused from:thewr sleep

by the slosan ‘of ‘the Maguires “and :‘the*’clangor |. . deing bels overed, and
;"b?a‘rms,’f'_"v?é:'.é;'iﬁﬂlééiigninqtglyfiéldqug‘élre‘d.‘ = But the:maiden .after doubling her smail .white fist,
era the power of : the, Maguires waned,

-from (bat: + thé, Magures wane
Unable to'resist:a: power: which like an 1oevitabla,
- desidy, ‘eéncroached daily, -more and..more on
‘tributary chiefs; and at leogth

thiem) they, bécamé tributa and al ‘e0g'
endaiits e’ bototy of their’ oppressors;
1 "__,a!h t-t_-'?.i“

) dgp'epdaﬂtE. ron: t!] MR 2 ! .
who bad with.a perseverance. worthy. of

With .a grim, |

onwards, sweeping away the noble and heroic
men of old. Oae by one, conterding to the last
for the homor of their beautiful land, and the
sacred Altars of their Faith, or pinmng in Eng-
lish dungeons, into which they bad been snared
by treachery, they perished ; leaving only their
untarmshed fame and the memory of their noble
deeds, to cheer their couatry, on which the bonds
of an accursed slavery had fallen. Slowly, and
as if rivetted with adamant, the chains and gyves
were fastened about ber once free limbs, until
she sat a captive before the proud conqueror,
even as ber Lioved Saviour had once sat in the
Court of Pilate, clothed in the mockery of
power, aud derided aod scorned by those who
sought to crucify Him. '

And as generation after generation passed
away, the old stronghold of Fermanagh began to
crumble., The salt storm winds, that forever
swept up from the restless sea, claimed of Time
a division of the tribute of its decay, and huried
down. huge masses of stone from its battlements
and turrets, uatil there remained ooly enough of.
its grandeur to attest the history of its fame.

Oa a terrace whose marble steps were broken
and defaced, and whose slope was overgrown with
flaunting weeds and a matted undergrowth of ivy
and other creeping vines, stood an old and bowed
man, leaning on hus staff, who, altbough his bair
and eyebrows were us white as a mountain fleeee,
showed by the keer, flashiug glance that he cast
around bim, that the latent fires of a strong and
fierce spirit were unsubdued, and ever ready to
flash mto scorn or wrath, as ke wight be moved.
A gray cotamore hung loosely from his broad
shoulders, and his thin legs were encased in wool-
en stockings and breeches of the same color,
whibh accordiag to a tashion now almost m dis-
use, met each other at the knee, where they were
fastened with small silver buckles. On his lelt,
the terrace overbung a deep and craggy ravine,
at the bottom of which dashed a wild mountain
torrent, that sent up a dollow reverberatiog sound
as 1t tumbled over the rocky barriers, which na-
ture bad thrown in its way. Oa the right,a
small portion of exhausted land, covered with
pnttles and forze bushes, with here ard there a
smail plantation of mountain ash and pioes, which
bad sprouted up an age before, between the ia-
terstices of the bald limestone rocks, was all that
reclaimed the spot from utter barrenness, while
the steep declivit:es beyond, suggesied thedea
of inaccessibility to the place. ln front, up to
the very terraces, winch were cut in the rocky
hill side, was a rude way of approach which nar-
rowed as 1t descended, until in some placesit wag
impassible for more than two men abreast, or a
single horseman to pass. Tbrough an opening in
the rugged scenery a broad, glorious view of the
acean was disceruible, and the roar of its. waves
aganst the rugged coast sounded a deep, solemn
monotone on the ear. The sun was declining,
and the sky and billow were irridescent with splen-
dor. DBehind bim was the anciest rum: and a
scattered heap of stoue arches and pillars, over-
grown with lichens, and exhibiting traces of ex-
quisite sculpture 1o their decay, lay where they
bad fallen fifiy years before, in an incongruous
pile with fragments of friez2s, entablatures and
capitals. : '

It was an eynie scene—the old feudal ruin—
the ancieat. man—the sound of the unseen tor-
rent, and the barrenness and ruin that reigned
everywhere ! e appeared to be the only Liv-
iog thing there—the guardian genus of the spot,
as be stood motionless under tbe shadow of the
gray pile. * '

But presently ‘a low, deep-mouthed growl
aroused himn from his reverie, and a large brown
wolf dog, fierce and strong-limbed, bounded
through one of the rmuaed arches, and lay pantng
at his feet. _ '

¢ Aha, Thela! a bouchal dhas!’ said the old
man, as he. stooped to smooth the dog’s, shaggy
coat. o

¢ Thela! Thela! Here, sir!. Where are you,
Thela #* cried a shrill, clear, and withal, sweet
voice: I
_ ¢ She 18 calling thee, Thela,’ said the old man,
tn bus pative tongue, witha low chuckle ; ¢ down,
sir, down ; don’l be makiog a manus (booby) of.
yourself, and the sualight .of Fermanagh. wili be
bere anon. Hist /" -And as be spoke; a maiden:
of some eighteen summers old, sppeared looking
down from-an ivy covered .battlement overhead.
She was flushed with exercise,.:and radiaot n
loveliness, which the smell of the mountain hea-:
ther and the soft salt air from the sea had nur-
tured to rare perfection.”  Thela uttered &
sharp; quick bark oo being bemg discovered, and

which'abe shook threateningly, towards bim;:dis-.
' d'in a few moments was staoding-be-

\appeared;a be
S e ol iice fond

sidé the;old man’ ,\'n'fli("a\,jfv;vi'lh';jan aii;-'at‘J

nd; confiding, welcomed:her. I sk
Li¢ Why art {hou +pléttigg: treasou -with; Thela,
thou kuigh€ 3" the "Red Branch 7 2'Come; sit:
"bere on’this;broken’pedimeat, which'is“so oyer

g
.

~cause huotedrthem down. R
ves:un

Time rolléd sts inexorable waves iy

Vi Nt

deviating
FH AT B N FRRE L R
[AICE T L . PR

Sra Antgedean g3 A . g

Pt N i ol )3
~ L

-by the- powers ! that. it would only%

[

cushion.
Eadbna) ‘

¢ What 15 the wonder I” replied the old man,
as he sat down on the place mdicated. The
balleaghs (mountain road) hereabouts are more
fittog for goats and wolf tracks than for Chris-
tian feet, - See, a sudlish, Thela pants lice an
ould starved garan (hack horse),’

¢ He’s growing old,’ said the girl pressing the
dog’s head to ber side, and smoothog bis long
shaggy ears wmith her delicate, taperng hand.—
¢I will lead kim no more such races. No won-
der be fled to you for refuge. He knew the ap-
pea! would got be vain.’ oo

¢ Aud where have ye been 7 By token of the
dampness that’s almost dhroobin (deipping) from
your curls, I should say you had been some-
where near the sea.’

¢ That 1s just where I bave been, cousin
Eadhne, and I was so hungry that I stopped at
Alice Riordan’s house, and got a draught of mlk
and some of the very mcest stirabout that was
ever made out of oatmeal. Then I rested at
Father McMabon’s, and Biddy Colgae, his
housekeeper, informed me that he had started at
daylight, to go up to 2 wmild and out-of-the-way
place among the hlls, to persuade some poor
fellows, who had been turned out of their houses
by a fiend of a mddleman, with their wives and
children to perish, to be peaceable and not bring
the sword among themselves, by committing any
outrage on their oppressors. At least that is the
meaning of what she told me, and she’s i a ter-
rible taking, for she says, ¢ it’s too much to ex-
pect trom flesh and blood, for them to take all
and give none ; and the Soggarth (priest) wil
get bissel’ into business yet, medd!in’ in such
matters. IUs no use to be crying peace, peace,
when there’s no peace; and that’s the long and
sbort of it added Mrs. Colgan, in which senti-
ment I beartily join. Then Thela aad T went
down into the ravine,  where. I saw a stranger,
who was-——ouly think—tryiog his best to get up
to Fermanagh on that side.” And the hght.
hearted girl faughed mernily at the 1dea.

“-He and the Soggarth must believe
mrracles,’ said the old man bitterly,

¥ How so, Sir Eadhna Abern ¥

¢ Your stranger, e swuzlish, tried te do that
which be conld not do without wings; and Fa-
ther McMahon’s gone at the risk of s life to
put his comether—and maybe he’s right—on a
set of miserable wretches who have been starved,
scorned and huated down like wild deer by the
low tyrants their landlords bave put to reign over
them ; and exhort to submission men who bad
better died boaestly resisting their wrongs, than
live enslaved and degraded, the scorn of their
masters and the by-word of their purasites.—
Bachal Essu! but 1t makes my ould blood boil
to think how tamely we must bear it all.’

+It’s an old story, and as sad as old, cousin
Eadbna,’ said the girl with a sigh; ¢ we can do
nothing but suffer.’

¢ Thus,very hopelessness 1s the bitter draught,
If we could see deliverance ahead—even re-
motely—it would be something. If the princes
and heroes of old could relurn, we would sufler,
ob, most patiently uatil their coming, but their
sleep is unbrolren; peither slogan nor wail
can arouse them again;’ said the old man
sadly.

¢ They live in their deeds! said the girl with
-enthusiasm. ¢ When the tme 13 ripe, their
beroism transfused to tius generation, periiaps,
will effect the long hoped for deliverance.’

¢ Che sin ¥ (who comes) said the old man, as
be peered through the gatheriog shadows, at a
gaunt, awkward figure, mounted on a Shetland
pooy, who approached ‘the teriace slowly and
cautiously. '

¢ That—my beloved—is no less a personage
than Timothy Fabey, esquire, agent for Liord
Hugh Maguire, and tyrant by especial dispensa-
tion, of man, womau, and child, n the Barooy of
Fermaocagh. = What caa briog the creature here,
where he comes g0 seldom, | cannot imagine.—
I have a stroog.mind to set Thela oa bim,”

¢'I'hela is too noble a dog to huat carrion,’
said the: bitter old man, ° N
.- While they were talkng tke man dismoanted
at the foot of the terrace, threw:the bridle over
his pony’s neck, gave himself 4 shake asf to. get
‘s buge habs io joict, aiid came ’striding ep the.
broken steps with-a grim, dark "look, to' where
the old man and gl were sittiog. Theld
growled and showed his -fangs, and - but :for the

I am tired ; very twed, cousin

‘presenceé of the small, white hand on bis shoulder,

he would.bave sprung at the unwelcome visitor. -

"¢ Ig that . yoursel’, Sir Eadhna ; ‘bad. lack to

your. divil of a dog,’ was his salutatior. ¢.T thiak;"

be dacént
to, keep such -basles out of the way of: geatle-
‘men.” , - AR
-i¢ What gbrings_you,io Fermanagh, Fahey?’

'
. E
H

A=t

‘saidSir Eadhma,-calmly.:. _—

i -« Bisinéss) busmess ;<not pleasure surely, or byl
¢ disapporated.” It ad:betlike go-.|:
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"l as you live.

| qured>EfHen Ahern,- who::had - never, heard:

0L S

coul(,l turn out the bats, and ghosts, and the
like.

¢ Name your business.”

¢ Well, s this, Iere’s a few lines that I
was directed to read.to ye, and bedad, iof the
letter badn’t come from headquarters, sorra bit
would I have scraped my shins, at this late hour,
m the break-neck pass of Fermanagh.’ ,

¢Inold times, Timothy Fahey, when one of
your kind came iato the presence of a Maguire,
it was with bared head end courteous words.—
Do you not see Miss Ahern ?

¢ No offince intinded, Bliss Ahern, my jewel/
said the agent, with insolent famharity. ¢ Still
ful of your crack-bram, mgh top airs, Sir
Eadhna, knight by tradition and the will of the
scrubs of this barony! Bedad! but you've
lived bere so long, that you begin to tlink surely
that you are ome of the ould lords of Fer-
managh.’

¢TI am of their blood,” replied- the old man
proudly, ¢ and can never forget the immeasure~
able distance between me and their agent. What
is your business here, Fahey 2

¢ My business 1s to let you koow that Lord
Hugh is comwg with his motker, the dowager
countess of Fermanagh, to visit their estates in
Donegal, and this one in particular ; and the
bed rooms 13 to be awred, and the furnsture un-
covered, and everything to be put 1n first chop
order,’ replied the agently pompously.

¢ The young Lord! When do they come?
izquired the old man, steadying his hands oa the
head of his staff.

¢ They’re on thewr way up from Dublin, the
letther says, and 1t’s more than I can tell, not
being a prophet, what day or hour they will ar-
rive. But come when they will, the young
lord’ll let the barony know he’s m it, for they say
be raises Tom whereiver he is. And Il tell
you what, Mr. Ahern, the tenants think I
squeeze them for their rints, bat they’ll sig
another song when my lord comes, by token of
his taking the trouble to be afther seeing into
lis own matters. They say he’s hard pushed for
money, and has put up some of the ould acres
for sale. An’ I heard, moreover, that he’s no
friead to Papists, and wants {o get a colony of
Scotch manulacturers settled on the ould Abbey
lands formint the castle, to weave and spin and
weave linen,” This was all said wita an air of
ill-concealed exultation,

¢ How did-you gam this information, Fahey?
Does Lord Hugh make mention of any such
plans 1 his letter I’ asked Sir Eadhna.

¢ Two of his servants are at tke ¢ Maguire
Arms, his cook and his vally-de-sbam; fine,
sociable fellows, that look hke raal gintlemin,
and seems to be pretty well posted about my
lord’s aflairs,’” replied Faley,

¢ Go in, Ellen, @ suiltsh, sud the old man,
tenderly, ¢it is growing damp.’

¢Isay, Mr. Ahern, have you got anything
stronger than water up here, tor my throat feels
ke a dry sponge, bedad.’
. *You kpow the way to the dining-room,
Fabey, go in; you will find seme poteen m the
liquor case thal stards on the beaufet,’ repled
Sir-Eadhna, coldly ; ¢ belp yourself.?

¢ I’ well n could welcome don’t freeze me?
replied the agent with a scowl. ¢If my lord
don’t take some of these airs down, I'm a false
prophet—the auld bepggar,’ he muttered ashe
went io.

¢ These are all tidings, @ lanna voght, (my
_poor child) said the old man to Ellen Ahem,
who, instead of going 1o, had come cloger to him,
and was now leaning on Lis shoulder; ¢ bad td-
16gs for thee, and for me also.’ : _

¢ And why, ceusin Eadhna? You have, by
the will of the late lord, a residence here as long
The same provision was made for
me. I donot think that Fahey’s intelhgence is
rehiable, and if it s, they cannot drive us out,
whatever else. they may do. Let us look ou the
bright aide of things,. I think Ged intended His
creatures to do this, for I have read that Hope
is one of His farrest and most beloved Angels,
T should say, it would brighten us up bravely’
in our mountain ' eyrie—thewr coming,’ she sad,
‘In a cheering way.. ¢It will be something very
sweet to-me, to epjoy the companionship of a:
femaie relative ; to show her 'all -the wonders of
Fermanagh, and learn her to love her old his-
toric home. . - How.-can she biit be proud of if,
with all it grand associations.’ e

" *She is an Englishwonian " replied" the. old
man,, biter]r, ‘and her son, who, bears the title
of the old. Liords of Fermanagh, is nothing more

the Liton’s skin, if all reports are:true..
it'sickens me. Lord of Fermanagh I’
" fButhow? Is'ie not a Maguire? - 'Was not:
‘bis: father the .last Lord. of ‘Fermanagh 7", en-

Faugh!

RN

o this-bitter-tone be-
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her telatives - relerred- to i

Yes. ., Hid father —~God rest his ‘soul, for'a.

truer:,

‘the new:iadvent . at Fermana

than the Ass:in the fable,. who decked. himaelf in ‘Gaised et to'starth

RN ) . e
Jo‘a" warmer and .more glowing: language,

‘aid Eilen, Abein, dropping g

L Thaab ™ S ore fhars TEREsw
¢ Back? 7" Where 'havé, T'¢heen 72
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second marriage, which he contracted with the
handsome daughter of an impoverished and spend=
thrift nobleman.? ‘

¢ Was he the berr 7

¢ No. The rightful bewr, was a son, who was
the 1ssue of his first marriage.’ '

¢ Did the beir die ?

¢ They say so—they say" 30,’ replied the old
man, scornfully. ¢ But there were whispers of
foul play. Icould never learn apy particu-
lars, for he died abroad, either in Germany or
Spain.? :
“Hist! The ageot is coming,’ whispered -
Ellen Abern. And Mr. Fahey made his ap-
pearance, and having informed them that he
would send Alice Riordan and ber daughter up
the next morning, to assist in getting things ready
at the castle, be took his departure with as little
ceremony as he came,

CHAPTER IL.—THE PORTRAIT GALLERY.

All was bustle the next day at Fermanagh.—
Every apartment in tle babitable part of the
castle was turned topsy-turvey. The astonished
mice and spiders, who thought they had a life
lease of therr old corners and hiding places,
scampered frantically out of sight or were swept
away with the besom of destruction. Clouds of
dust rolled like murky fogs slowly out of the:
windows, and pail after pail of water sluiced the
lloors, through which Alice Riordan and her
stout handsome daughters waded like Naiads,
mop in hand, singing as they toiled, aad only 10~
teat on cleaning off the accumulated stams and:
dirt of years. Hangings were to be put up and
carpets lo be dusted and put down. Covers
were to be semoved from the antique farniture,
licen was to be ared; the old silver service,
that Sir Eadhoa Abera kept in a strong box un-
der his own bed, was to be cleaned; and a
general scrubbing and polishing was to be ac-
complished.

There was no place of refuge amidst this up-
roar for Ellen Ahern, except the Picture Gal-
lery, so called par courtesy, for only a few of
the portrats of the departed Lords and Ladies,
Bards and Chieftains of Fermanagh were m
good preservation ; the others being mildewed
and tatlered from exposure to the damps and the
neglect of many years. There was an ortweb
}vmdow at the end of the gallery, which set back
ina deep embrasure of the stone wall, from
whence the fern-covered hills, that stretched
away to the eastward, and their shining quartz
peaks, presentea a picturesque view to the eye ;.
while a ruined abbey, surrounded by a rich Juxu-
riance of vezetation, lifted its gray arches w the
valley, a fitting memorial of the holy and princely
dead whose dust reposed there ; which suggested
many a sad thought, as well as glorious recollec-
tions of the ¢ days that were.’ Far beyond this
aad scarcely discernible through the dense wood
which surrounded it, arose the massive ruins of
one of the strongholds of ¢the O'Donnel,’ add-
wg grandeur and solemmty to the scene, by the
story ite despoiled co'umns and crumbling battle-
ments told of the past. Here Ellen Abern loved
lo muse and dream ; and here, her beart full of
large and Hopeful schemes, used to paint a brif-
liant future for the land she loved. ~She now
sought shelter here, and with Ler head bowed
over ber needlework—some articles of dress she
was fashioning—she begaa. to: speculate on the
‘character and appearance of her expectéd rela-
tives. She feared they were cold “and proud,
and. feeling that she was only a poor cousin, she
dreaded the supercilious glance and baughty de-
meanor which, from the kuowledge of . the world
that books had piven her, she naturally expected.
‘ But, thought she, ¢ the Enghsh dre all cold at.
first, and I won’t mind,. but endeavor to win on.

{ the Countess for tbe sake of the poor tenants of

Fermanagh : -and if - Lord Hugh-Maguire has
one spark ‘of humanity in his disposition; I do not
fear but that I shall be able to fan’ it wnto a.
blaze.- I wonder is he handsome 7 He should
bey for the males of our race were all noble-
looking meen ! I'hope he loves his' country ; if
be does all will go-well,” for he" will respect her
sorrows in the persons of .the impoverished creg-
ures whoy by the sweat .of their brow and the
waste of their very:life=blood, £ill:his coffers with
gold. .Oh, I will’appeal " to all his'noble qual:-

:ties, "and 'implore, ‘him by ‘the uosullied name

he ;. bears, to :be'@:'bh;_’e'.- thewr ’friend and protec-

tord?. ot L Cor
£ Considering, ‘creta an’ carbone hotandunt,
(where to be marked with charcoal or ‘chalk;) is
ghl .Eh, Aileen,
ly-voice besideher, whick
iher reveriet .l .
T will dnswér: your
oderstand. one’woid of,
- oy, "L et 1) i cead."
mialle faliha " (a-hundred “thousaid: Welcomes)
Work while she
5 €
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my-child 1 :said a. kind

: 16 Father, Me Mabion.
Lntin,; which I do pot.

A

graspedy; the . good " priest’s, hand
you get-back ? - '
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: d.. better.iman "never:breatbed<—was the |
‘fate:Liord- of Fermanagh ; but:he isithe:son of a
o e gy girad gbldiva s Yoy :
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