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. THE TRUE WITNESS AND CATHOLIG GHRONICLE -

. s

"THE THREE LIVES LEASE
Yo( ' -

[BY 3. 8., IN THE * IRISH CATHOLIC."]

There conld be little doubt that
Granny was dying. ~When a woman of
eighty-six is suddenly stricken and lies
in a-atate of immobility and stapor, it is
natural to fear that her days are nnm-
bered. Bo thought the sons and daught
ers of this aged woman 88, heaxing the
news, they hastened from their own to
their. motber’s bouse. And when all
were gathered round the kitchen hearth
with saddened, care-worn faces, one felt
that Granny had been blessed with many

children.

" Idly the grey-hsired sons stood ghout
the room -telling in low tones of their
success with crups and cattle. Q iietly
the women: sat with care worn hands
orosgsed awkwardly in unaccustomed rest,
whispering to each atber their own fears
snd the opinion of the village doctor.

“ Tt canpot be the falling sickness, for
. mnther’s too old for that,” said the

eldsst of Granny’s daughters in a low,
sad voice, -

“True for yon, Sarab,” sanswered
brotber Juohn's wife; “your mother is
eighty six .ome Michaelmas, father
saya ”? )

* I wonder what the boys would do if
mother—if apything happened to moth-
er ¥ queried sister KLate sighing.

“We'd all have to leave the land for
one thing, and go to Amerioca; there's
naught for poor folks here,” declared
prartical sister Anne.

# Why would we have to leave home,
mother ?” whispered one of the grand-
davehters tesrfally.

“Bocause the lease is up with the lives
Mary. Is that not sn, Jubu ?” And Anne
turned to her brother. '

' That is an, that is 80, ‘answered he.
“You see it's thie way,” settling to hix
story with the garrutity of spproaching
age: “Your great grandfather. may he
reat in peace! made the lease with Lora
Marxo for three lives. There was bis own,
and his eldest boy tbat died when he
was four years old—trom whe look of an
evil eye, they say—ard Granpy here,
who is eighty-six come Michaelmas., A
long life had Granny, and it kept the
lease for us all; an’ now there's no re-
newal, for his honour wants an incr: ase,
and ’m giviog all 1he land’s worth ; there
can’t be aught more taken from it.”

“If wo're all going away, you and I’ll
be wed the so ner,” whirpered a stalwart
youth to Mary, who, smiling sbyly, left
her mother’s side to stand with him in
tbe doorway. ' ‘

“ If we conld but stay till the children
were grown,” murmured one anxious
woman; sadly.

“ What's to be done if Granny goes the
night, Jobn?’ asked sister Anne; “there’s
the erups in the gropnd as will be lost,
an’the trees an’ the bushes that was set
in the fall, an’ Peter’s new shed, and all
will be gone if you don’t renew.”

“Will we have & white lamb in Amer
ioa, and a donkey with a turf-cart ?”
piped-one of the children.

- Just here there entered from an inner
room Father Cleary, the parish priest,
who had been with the sick woman,

% You may all go home for to-night,”
he 8aid, looking brigbtly about thecircle
ofianxious faces. *Granny will not die
to-night, and, please God, she may live
many a long day yet.”

With wordsof hope and comfort to
each other, the sons and daughters went
their-several ways, each man speaking
earnestly to his wife of the time when
Granny was laid at rest in the old church-
yaxd, and they would have to leave the
old home for Americs, and, womanlike,
each wife hastily diamissed the subjeot
. with, “Please God, Granoy will live many

& long da.¥l yet, and then—well then, per-

haps, his honour will renew cheap.”

~, And, strapge to say, the women were
right. Was it due to the old dostor’s
skiil ? or the unflickering of the lamp of
life before 1t went out torever? Certain
. it is that Granpy grew slowly betcer.
Not her own stropg self again, she who
had 80 nimbly tripped about at eighty-
five, but well enough and strong enough
tosit'by the window or hearth in her
high backed, big arm-chair, contentedly

chatting with children or neighbours..

An odd little figure she was, the mother
of ten old men and women, with hernu -
- brown face and her bright black eyes, her
cheery smile, and her glad, shriil laugh,
~-Bhe had beew quite a beauty in hei-day,”
tradition seid, and, in tact, it wae her
- pretty face that first attracted “*bjs bon
-our’s laoy,” and changed the even tenor
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of Granny’s life. Riding alone one day,

the Jandlord’s wife had met and tarried | gran

to talk with Graony, then s girl of six
teen, and when the interview was ended
Granny had promised to enter my lady’s
service. .

How excited wera friends ard neigh-
bours as on the morrow they watched
the girl ride away to er new life. Five
miles was a good journey in those days,
and Granny, tearful and joyous, sat be-
hind her father on a pillion a8 they rode
on. 3

“Thou art to be a good girl Ellen, and &
credit to the mother that brought you
up; remember that, my gixl,” said the
fatber sternly as he left her.

“Yes, father, I will try!’® sobbed the
little maid, and well she kept her word.
From an extra pair-of hands in the kiteh-
en she soon became under-nurse and con-
siant ocompanion o my lady’s only
daughter, and as the years went by,
charging the child Margaret into Miss
Masc of Dunford Hall, the two remain-
«d fast friends. So it came to pass that
when the beautiful spoiled danghter
secretly left her father’s house to be-
come R bert Nugent’s wife, Ellen went
with her.

<Why is that woman here, Margaret "
Robert Nugent had asked angrily, *I will
not go without Ellen.” No more could
be gaid, 80 three journeyed where the
bridegrorm had hoped there would be
but two.

To the country girl who had never been
ten miles from home the journey . was
fuli of marvelloussights, and in the years

| that followed Granny never tired of tell

ing, nor her children of hexring. of the
wonderinl trip to England, For Granny
returned home a grief stricken and care-
worn woman, who had just bidden a long
farewell to her dear young mistress, and
watched the saddened wife sail, with her
babe in her arms, to a far-away land in
tbe West. Buth “my lady ”’ and * hia
tononr” were well aware of the girls
return to her kindred. but never by word
or sign did they irquire for their loat
danghter. Granny was stili a beauty
despite her heartache, and might have
chosen higher than & farmer’s youngesu
son had not ber father and Michael’s
tather met one market day and arranged
the match together.

Tuen she and Michael had been mar-
ried, and had loved each other, not pas-
sionately but well, working to
gether and weeping together through
furty long years, uantil the father
died, and this fragile little womap
lived on * to hold the land for her aons,”
she often said ; for Granny had always
been an able manager. But this was
ovexr now, and the Granny who rose from
the a'most fatal 1iness was not the
Grauny of old. Gone where thesharp
wongue and quick temper, the contempt
for 1ailure aund the pride in her own
succeas, and in their place the children
found & wise and gentle little woman,
sitting in ber great chalr, patiently await
ing vhe coming of the summons. Were
her sops perpiexed, her daughters weary,
it was to Granny they camse; and with
shrewd suggestion and loving word she
eansed their heavy burdens,

“ A very bundle of sunsbine I” exclaim-
ed the little doctor; and the listeners
silently acknowledged it was true.

Ope year became two, then five, and
atill Granny ‘“heild the land,” taking a
very earthly pleasure in the fact tha
her mere existence was a grievous dis-
appointment to the noble lord of the
s0il, eager for new and more profitable
leages.

It must have been Granny’s wonderful
age that awed her neighbors. - For al-
most balf a century she had been
“ Granny” to half the village; now she
was their oracle, confidant, friend, in
every happening of importance.

Was it not she who forbade the mar-
riage of her grandchild 8ally to the sailor
lover, and conclusively proved the would-
be husband was the descendant to be ex-
peoted of a race of ne'er-do-weels ?

Who would have known the rightful
owner of the buried treasure found on
the village pasture had not Granny told
of & miser who lived and died in & eabin
near the place full sixty years ago?

To the children Granny was a fairy
god-mother. None a0 well as she could
oure their childish ailments, telling them
wondertul tales the while ; and no youth-
ful sinner but fled to Granny’s hearth
for- protection, trusting that her soft
words might turn awsay paternal wrath,

And so 1t came to pzss that in ten-odd
years of Granny’s. life had been lived,
and still she sat in the great chair close

to the hesrth; and here one day they

came to tell her that William, her eldest
dson, wasdead. . ‘

~ % Apais Willie dead too?" she ques-
tioned, raising her trembling hands to
her strenming eyes. “ Willie dead too,
with Anne, and John, and Peter—ah me!
1am very old; and Willie waa a grown
man too; near fifty years, yon say!”
elowly sbaking her aged head and mur-

muriog esoftly to herself, “and yet I re--

momber the day that Willie was
born. Near filty years, and ’twas I who
laid the babe on its young mother’s arm,
and ehe smiled st me in her joy. She
was but a girl, and I was an old woman
then—and Willie is dead! They must
have forgotten me.” And Granny wept,
suffering the passionless grief of age;
and even a3 she mourned there came
into the room two of her grandsons
whose faces were white and drawn.

“ What is it ?” cried their sister, feel-
ing that William’s death could not ac-
ovunt for their excitement.

¢ His honor's dead I” anawered one.

“ Dead !” acreamed Mary, “Why, he
passed by the gate not three hours gone
by. !took thought of it, becanse Granny
noticed the horse-tread.” .

“Dead?” murmured Granny, as if
wakiog from a dream, “and he dead.
too? He was a hard man on the poor ?”

. "LHow did it happen, John 7 asked the

“I wasat work in the wheat, “said
John, “and saw him ocome riding my
way, Wwhen one of the dogs at his haels
ran in among the grain. Then his master
jumped the wall, and rode through the
lield bunting the dog. I called that his
horae was trampling the crop that was
to be cut on the morrow ; but he paid no
heed, and the dog ran up. He was near
the wall by that, yet he turned and rode
acroes to tne gate. I called it was closed
fast, but he tried to take the gate. I.
was too high, and I saw him fall, and
when I ran up he was dead.”

¢ It was punishment for his pride,”
said Granny. ¢ May the Lord have mercy
oo him {?

“ Amen,” added the others; and no
more was said either in praise or blame
of the man that was dead.

>

While the countryside were still talk-
ing of hia bonor’s funeral, there came to
Granny’s cottage two strangers who baa
travelled down from London to see this
aged woman,

“You are very welcome, What may
your business be!” Granny said in her
sweet, ahrill voice,

“We have come from London, my
good woman,” said the elder man, speak-
ing very slowly and distinctly, “ to find,
if possible, some trace of the heir to this
estate, otherwise the land will lapse to
the Orown. My name is Mr. Snelling,
the Iate lord’s legal adviser; this is my
friend, Mr, Pratt. We are told you ac:
companted the iate lord’s daughter when
sbe—when she left home. Now, if you
tell us where she went the task will be
very simple.”.

“That I will gladly, sir “answered
Granny. * We went to Dublin, and then
to Kingstown, and we took a ship.”

“ Where did this'ship go to?”

“ That I have forgot, sir,” said Graunny,
sadly, “it's very long ago—full sixty
years.”

‘The strangers looked at each other
gilently. Their only hope lay with this
aged womaa, and she had failed them,

“Make an effort to remember,” en-
treated the younger man.

“I cannot, sir,” said Granny very
slowly ; * an’ strange it is, for I remem-
ber the dock and the inn we lodged at as
if it,:vau yesterday, an’ it’s sixty years
8g0.

“Will yon come and show us the
place ?”’ asked Mr. Snelling eagerly.

“ That 1 would, sir, but I am very old,
and it cost Miss Margaret many & pound
before, she bad so little to spare, poor
dear.”

“If you gome with us, Granny, we can
never repay you.” .

* L'\l go, and gladly, sir, if twill do you
good,” eaid Granny, sweetly. :

“ Will you start in'two days ?”

“That I will; kat, sir, if it is not too
‘'costly, may—may my grandchild Mary
—I'm- old and weak, and not. used to
gtrangers.”

“ Take whomever you wish,” said Mr.
Bnelling.

In the excitement that ensned, Granny,
despite her age, was still mistress of her
‘houeehold, and paying little heed to the
lamentations of her daughters and the
arguments of her sons, she cheerfully

‘prepared for what -might provs her last:

journey.

“] am going to Miss Msargaret and her
boy,” she ui& epeaking no word of the
gmnbnnd ash_ethad so0 long lao learned to

eepise. 8ixty yesrs ago Granny had
travelled atellthg;y and rapidly, now she
journeyed by slow degrees, surrounded
every luxury.

No one of the little parly but watched
each movement of the aged woman, and
none harrassed her with questions about
the past, tru-ting that the 1mPreu!om
made mxty years ago had not faded en-
tirely from her miu:

To Dablin they went, and to Kings-
town before she showed recollection,
- '{.‘hia is n:t t.hle e;hll:p'” she l:aid anx.
lously, as they ner up the gang-
plank. “It was a eailing paocket; not
b e I

. at was sixty years ago,” they to)
her, and Mc.Snelling added to the others,
“There was but one line of packetain
those days, stopping at three ports. We
will try each in tarn.”

“Ah, well-s-day I” murmured Granny,
“this is not the place we came to,” and
she wept in ber bewilderment.

* Of gourse it is not, Graony. Do not
trouble yourself ; we know the way.”

“ Come to the bagpage shed out of this
crush. I’ll find & cab at the station,”
said Mr. Snelling to Mary, as together
they guided the faltering feet., *Wait
here & moment,” he continued, when a
sudden exclamation made them turm.
There stood Granny leaning on her staff,
;ha%iug her eyes with the trembling

and.

*“ This is the town !” she oried in glad
triamph. “There's the church that was
on the corner and the inn is across the
way.” .

“ Yes, yes,” said Mr. Snelling, en-
conragingly, as he gazed at the great
business block which marked the spot
where the inn had once stood.

" Now we will go to a hotel to rest,” he
eaid, anxious at the aight of Granny's
agitation. To the hotel they went, but
rest was out of the question for Granny,
into whose clouded mind had suddenly
flashed a ray of recoliection.

“ Now we've fonnd the place, and the
money’s not ill epent,” she murmured

happily, and no one had the heart to tell
her that their journey had been all in
vaia.

“And 'twas there that we siayed wait-
ing for the letter, but bis honour was
ever & bard man ; and there Miss Mar-
garet’s boy was born, and he that was
ner husband bade me go home, and took
her away.”

“Where did he take her, Granny dear?”
asked Mary, timidly. . .

“He took ber in a ship” explained
Granny, with much condescension, to &

place he called—they called—they called
it New York." L.

b A shout from Mr. Snelling interrupted
‘her,

“What is it 7 she cried in alarm,

“We've found the heir!” cried the
lawyer ; you've told us the place where
he is living.”

“QOhild, child,” answered Granny, *‘ves,
that was the name of the town. Miss
Margaret bade me never tell, and I bave
not thought on it for fifty years, It was
the church made me think.”

Two days later began their homeward
journey, and as the little party travelied
slowly back the cable hummed with mes-
sages asking tidings of Rcbert Nugent.

That gixty years had come and gone,
making the finding of the heir almosi
impossible, did not enter Granny’s mind,

Miss -Margaret’s beautiful boy would
of course appearin & short time to claim
his own. .

Btrange to say come he did,a worn
and grey-haired man, with little eave &
few almcst worthless papers with which"
to prove his olaim, .

*“ He is an imposter,” said the lawyer,
and the stranger could say nothing in
reply. What was to be done?

“It is & foolish test, but let us goto
Granny,” suggested Mr. Sneling.

As of old, she sat in ber arm-chair by
the hearth and smiled brightly on ber
visitors. - .

“Granny,” said Mr. Sneling, “wehave
come to you again about the heir; this
gentleman claims to be Mrs. Nugent’s—
Mies Margaret’s son. He comes from
Now York. What do you say ¥

“Has he Miss Margaret’s marrlage
lines ?” asked Granny, sharply.

_ The keen old lawyer looked at his col-
league in astonishment. That had been
his fivst question to the claimant. - ,

“ My mother’s papers, and: much be-
sides, were- loat:ln:a:fire: twenty years,

ago,” said the American guietly.



