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The Little Silver Cross.

A fine autumn evening in the year 
of grace 1594. A woman of middle 
oge stood in the doorway of a com
fortable farm house on the banks of 
Lough Erne and gazed out across the 
landscape. She was a comely person 
with deep blue eyes, now rolled in 
tears and there was an uneasy, rest
less look upon the sun-browned face. 
She ran her fingers carelessly through 
the wavy masses of her brown hair, 
and sighed. “Will they never come, 
oh, my God?" she said, supplicating- 
ly. “It will eoon be dark— another 
dreary night, and the two of them 
out there," pointing with her finger 
to where in the distance a sheet of 
water lay glittering in the Septem
ber sunlight.

Conor Oge MacGuire, head 
Fermanagh clans, had just 
knighted by the astute Perrot 
was known as the King':

of the

MacGuire,
debut Hugh, son of Cuconnaught 

epising his kinsman's honors, collect
ed a number of followers and indig
nantly refused to bear allegiance to 
the foreign King. Conor Oge, disap
pointed and enraged, thereupon peti
tioned the English for sufficient forces 
to enable him to subdue his adver
sary. The Lord Deputy immediately 
dispatched to Fermanagh the Gov
ernor of Connaught with all the a- 
vailable forces from the south. They 
invaded the ancient territory of the 
MacGujres. Hugh MacGuire’s army 
was small and but poorly equipped, 
for a number of the clan threw in 
their lot with Conor Oge and the 
English. However, Hugh's followers 
resolved to resist to the end the ap
proach of the foe, and taking up a 
position at Culuain, a hamlet on the 
banks of the river Silliei, the clan 
prepared themselves for the worst.

Cathal MacManus was amongst the 
first to rally to the side of the Irish 
MacGuire. He was descended from a 
warlike race who were never known 
to accept a bribe or net ray a friend. 
He had a wife and son, and it griev
ed him solely to part with them, but 
duty was duty, and where the voice 
of the mother country called he was 
ever ready to obey. He left the corn 
and barley a-ripening in the harvest 
fields one evening, and took his way 
to the tidy, whitewashed cottage on 
the brow of the hill. He reflected 
with himself as he went that they 
had been very happy here, the three 
of them, and it seemed a goodly sa
crifice to throw away one’s life in a 
hopeless cause. But it was only for 
a moment that he pondered the 
thought, the next, and he was ready, 
if needs be, to fly to the ends of the 
earth to do the bidding of his Sov
ereign Queen, Eri.

“I must be away to Culuain," he 
said in Gaelic, at the same time pla
cing a curved grass hook'behind the 
Lawk in the kitchen.

His wife rose from her seat by the 
S window and came towards him. She 

knew that it would come to this 
some day. He had been a dreamer of 
dreams, and she often chided him 
for the strange notions he put into 
their son’s head. “It’s certain death 
for them that go beyond the Reevagh 
hills," she said, pointing across the 
lake. “Give up your dreams, man, 
^or, mark my words, it will lead to 
nothing good."

He shook his head reprovingly. 
“Woman, you are forgetting yourself. 
It’s Eri that calls me from over the 
hills There’s work for honest hands 
by the ford at Culuain; the foreign
ers are approaching with their 
strange manners and creeds, and 
tongue, and I, Cathal, son of Mat- 
ihew, son of Malachy, son of Manus, 
must be near to stay their coming.’’

The woman sighed. “You are at
the dreams and the notions again. 
It's Eri always with ye.”

He did not reply but sat gazing 
out of the kitchen window.

She changed the tone of her ad
dress, and came over beside him. “We 
have been so happy," she said, point
ing to a room through the half-open 
doorway of which a youth of some 
sixteen summers could be seen, deep
ly absorbed in his books. "Winter 
■wd summer were alike to us;y there 
was no cloud on our love. Let this 
thing you name Eri call if sne will— 
what does she know of w' mother’s 
love or a wife's devotion? For you 
it win be loneliness and death out 
yonder, for me sorrow and a broken

He rose to his feet and paced the
door for a few minutes. "You will 
have him still," he said, vehemently, 
looking towards the room. “He will 
stay to comfort you, but the place 
of battle is the place for men."

She sat herself down by the fire
side. and resting her head on. the 

of her hands, watched the 
i and things that ever 

d went amid the burning em

bers. To her the aspect was life—her 
life, love and peace, then war, cruel 
and merciless, and, finally, • death and 
the darkness of the end. She looked 
up and saw that he was still pacing 
the floor and speaking. “Son of Man
us you must away! From cairn and 
cloister the message comes borne on 
the four winds, and the breezes have 
the tongues of friendly spirits. It’s 
good to die for Eri of the chains. 
What is life and peace and joy com
pared with the smile of the great 
Queen?"

He paused. The woman sat mo
tionless like one turned to stone, and 
not a sound escaped her lips. In that 
instant she realized that there were 
other loves in the world than hers. 
The lad was standing open-mouthed 
in the doorway, and there was a 
smile upon his face that sent a tre
mor through his mother’s frame.

e * i“My father is right, he said put
ting his arm about her waist. 
“Good men give up everything when 
the white-bosomed Queen wills it, 
and doubly blessed is he that has 
seen the smile upon her face.” He 
kissed her upon the cheek, and hi§ 
lips rested for a moment upon he?-' 
face; it was a foretaste of heaven for

She turned angrily towards his fa
ther. “So you have turned the 
child’s mind, too, with your old stor
ies about Eri. I told you long ago 
that it would come to this some day.

The lad kissed her again and her 
anger subsided.

“And you?" she said inquiringly, 
her eyes meeting his.

“I will go^fcttjF the hills, too. The
Great Voice has called for all—nay 
do not bid me stay behind."

He hitched up the coat on his 
shoulders and strode towards the 
door. She called him back, and pull
ing from her bosom a tiny silver 
cross at the end of a chain, she hung 
it around his neck.

Then without another word they 
parted, and he followed his father a- 
cross moor and stream.

That was a week ago and she 
hadn’t heard a word from them since. 
The battle was still raging, and the 
wayfarers told her that the Irish 
were fighting for the dear life.

Mistress MacManus stood in the 
doorway and peered out into the 
gathering dusk. Overhead the moon 
sailed majestically in a sea of gray 
and fluffy clouds, and the call of the 
woodcocks and snipes came faint a- 
cross the lake. She drew the door, 
fastening it behind her with a knot 
of dried seggins, and made her way 
across the summit of the height that 
she might get a better view of the 
dark mountains beyond which lay 
what was dearer to her than life. A 
depressing silence brooded over the 
country; not a token or sign of the 
terrible deeds that were being enact
ed out there. But what was that—a 
sigh, a groan? No, it must needs be 
her fancy. And that—there was' no 
mistaking it this time. It was a low 
groan as if from one in pain. For a 
moment she seemed rooted to the 
place with fear, the next, she dashed 
in the direction of the sound.

Lying amid the long yellow grass 
that covered the hillside was a mo
tionless form. As she approached a 
human head was raised, and a sol
dier's red tunic came into view.

She paused and looked about her in 
an agitated manner. It was not 
quite safe to be there with one of the 
enemy.

"Don’t be frightened, mistress," 
said the red-coated figure, struggling 
to his feet. “I shan’t harm you."

And yet she hesitated. Maybe he 
was a spy.

“I am wounded. I am bleeding to

The pleading tones no less than the 
words decided her. Friend or foe it 
must not be said that she refused to 
help the wounded. She went over to 
his side and looked into his white, 
haggard face. He was only a boy, 
about tht the age of her own son. 
She put her arm in his and assisted 
him towards the cottage. He must 
have lost a considerable quantity of 
blood for he was very weak and 
feeble.

For the next two hours she had 
forgotten her own sorrows in tend
ing to the wounded màn. For women 
and wives sometimes forget. She care
fully bandaged his injured limb, and 
giving him something to eact, showed 
him to her own boy's bed. And then 
in the silence of the cottage she 
thought and wept.

In the days that came after the 
soldier told her of the progress of 
the battle. The Irish MacGuire and 
hie handful of men were bolding out 
bravely, but it could be only for a

short time. The English were form
ing a cordon round them, and when 
once completed escape was impossible 
for those within.

Will you be back with them be
fore that?" she asked eagerly, scru
tinizing his face.

T shall be in the fighting line when 
that time comes," he replied, and it 
never struck him that the woman's 
kindness merited even a little consi
deration. . He had the soldier’s rough 
and ready way.

For a moment she looked intently 
at him, and then fell upon her knees 
at his feet. “Will you promise me 
one thing?” she said, strking his 
hand.

“Anything under heaven," he an
swered, for he was not ungrateful, 
and she had been a mother to him.

“Promise—promise!" and the words 
almost choked her, "that you will 
save my boy. You can plead with 
your general for him—he’s only a 
child."

But how am I to know your boy?" 
You would know him in a mil

lion. He is dark as night, and his 
eyes are of the deepest blue. He is 
erect as the willow, and mannish, 
but for all that he’s only a child."

T promise," he said taking the 
hand she extended to him.

But there’s one thing that I for
got," she went on. “You’ll know 
him best by the little silver cross 
that he wears round his neck. It’s a 
blessed relic."

The soldier sat upright and gazed 
at the speaker, and the color sud
denly went out of his face. “I 
know," he said slowly, "I know,” 
and he walked towards his room.

He was to leave next morning, but 
when she knocked at his door she re
ceived no response. Fearing that he 
had taken suddenly unwell she 'went 
inside. The bed had been slept on, 
but the room was empty. Her pa
tient had fled.

Again she was left alone with her 
sorrow. What could the soldier lad 
mean by running off like that? Was 
he but a dirty government spy after 
all, and had she been nursing a viper 
all the time? The thought enraged 
her. She paced the floor of the little 
cottage impatiently, and at times 
pulled violently at her brown hair. 
She could not endure this suspense 
much longer. Her strength was rap
idly giving way, and when the two 
returned victorious from the battle, 
some day soon, they would mayhap 
find her a cold corpse.

A heavy step on the gravelled path
way outside disturbed the train of 
her musing, and she ran to the door
way. A white-faced man confronted 
her; his clothing was torn in shreds, 
and his underjacket of white linen 
was dyed red. She screamed when 
she recognized her husband. He had 
aged thirty years in the days since 
they parted.

He kissed her, and together they 
entered the house.

“Where’s the lad?" she asked im
patiently watching his face^

He affected not to hear her ques
tion. "It was a great sight,” he 
said. " They were a huhdred to one, 
but we drove them back from our 
cover again and again. Ah, it was 
a great day for Eri."

“But the boy—our child, 
he?"

“Hush, woman, hush," waving his 
hand in an admonishing way. “Hugh 
MacGuire led the main body at the 
top of the hill, but I headed the men 
who guarded the ford. Conor Oge 
and his men made an attempt to get 
across where the water is shallow. 
For a time I didn't know what to 
do, but at last I hit upon a plan of 
the flood his men must surely per
ish."

“And the lad—was he with you? Is 
he dead, man? Will you not speak of 
the boy?"

“We didn't fail, but the loss was 
great. Yesterday the King’s men re
treated over the moor, and I came 
home to tell you the news."
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He paused, and she sat listening 
for what he had yet to say.

“When I was coming over the hills 
I met an English scout. He was com
ing straight from here/’
“From here?"
“Aye, straight as an arrow. He 

was a young lad, too, but an enemy, 
so I shot him."

“You shot him?" she screamed, ris
ing and facing him.

“Aye, I shot him. On his clothiftg 
I found this," handing her a white 
parcel tied with a colored ribbon. 
“It tells its own story."

She untied the ribbon and folded 
back the cover. As she did so a 
startled exclamation escaped her lips, 
and she fell to the floor in a faint.

“Shame on ye, woman! shame!" 
he said, raising her head. Clasped 
tightly in her fingers was the parcel 
containing a little silver cross, her 
last gift to her son.

He looked down into her eyes and 
started back. The gaze that met his 
was unearthly and strange; and he 
knew that she had gone t6 keep their 
boy company.—Cahir Healy, in the
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Fin.-Secretary, Jae. J. Co8t1^ 
Treasurer, J. H. Feeley. Jr.; 
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E, J. O’Connor and G, Merrm,
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