
THE STORY 0F MAR~Y ELLEN

"Let himself look after Danny Doo.
Ian, then," Katy retorted viciously.
"For 'tis small mercy on him Tim
Kerrigan Wil have and lie recoverin'.
'Tis the bitterness of the law lie will
brinig aigainst him, and there's for you
now, Mary.Ellen Conerty."

Mý,ary' Ellen did fot reply to the
taunit, but something in hier stili look
of vontempt as alhe passed on sileneed
Katy for the moment. But hier shot
liad gone home. Mary Ellen knew

D nyshot temper and that there
had been bad blood for some time be-
tween hîm and black Tim, Kerrigan,
a hutlking bully of a fellow who had
cliosen of late to persecute hier with
snmail attentions, which Danuy re-
sented hotly.

"le had best be leavin' you alone
or it maybe that l'Il be doin' him a
intachief," lie had growled on more
than one occasion; and, "He'1l be long
sorry if lie touches me," boasted Ker-
rigan when hie ,heard of Danny's
threats.

The next few days were ýanxious
and sorrowful ones for Mary Ellen.
Tim Kerrigan did not die-tianks to
at natural thickness of skull-but
whent lie reeovered it was to announce
his intention of proseeuting Danny
witl ýal rigour. The assault, lie de-
elared, had been an unprovoked on1e;
and lie found witnesses to, corroborate
his statement. The sentiment of the
village turned against Danny and
many were the unfavourable opîinins.
of lis conduet that reached Maryý
Blleni's cars$ as she passed along the
street witli paIle face but head stîll
held dauntlessly ereet. Black Tim
was a usurer in a amall way, and there
were few in the village te whom, lie
lad not lent money at onie timie or
otlier. Now lis debtors, were loud in
tieir denuniciation of "the would-be
assassin» and wlien, a week later, the
new-spaper published at the little
eounty town, fifteen miles away, an-
nounced lis capture, there was Jubila-
tion in Ballylieigue.

Mary Ellen fieard the news with set
facee, and went about hier work ini
silence, thougli a. red sipot buirued in

cither check as shev ltstened to the comn-
mentaý of the illger 1 lndier eyes
were 1f1il of at daniger-ous, liglt. Oncle
Timi Kerrigan imiiself, is. hoad ,,tili
swathel lin banldagesý, mlet lier- aud
would hiave, stopped aind spoken buit
shte turned uipon hina su ircl that
lie shrank baek,

Shet dIid flot attend the( trial whenl at
lasýt it camle on, buit Ille egbur
did, adf took vare that h sol
hear thereut

Tastile hlangd0og- fac thlat lie
aredon lm, im my, ',.o1y1Y le ()ý cex-

plailled ta al grouip of listoeer standf-
ing' in the( door of the littie genetiral
shopll whevre M1ary' Elleni was; puirehas-
iiig suipplies f'or hor hoiisehnld. "Atf
frst me( IKouldl hero was asý, pleaskint

lookin', as yoIu please, listenlin' to the
witnesse-s that did be tellin' theoir
tales, buit it was soonlie cage Ilis
facee. "Tis a black lie!' Says lie, whenl
little Joe Miullingarwtnse how
Kerrigan %vas sayîn'. neyer a word but
takin' lis drink like ant lionest mian.
'That's no way to be taîkin' to the
Couirt,' saYs lits Hionouri. 'Six xnonths
liard labour,' say* s Ilie, 'an' 'tIls well for,
you thlat it's uiot mur11der yau're hein,
tried for. I'mi lettli' you off easy at
that'."

"Truc for imii," broke in Polly
Hart, with a eovert look at Mary
Ellen's face. ~Tis no warmi wcleýome
Dannyi Doolan w-ill lie gettin' Ii Bialy-
heîiue, and lie ocini' baek here wc
lu., timne ta Up1."

"That t-, so, nee, assentedl Jixa-
ywhule the rest niodded their agree-

mePnt. Maryv Ellen, inidful of the
eycs fixed uipon lier, kept an uinmovcd
eounltenance and gratliering lier par-
ceLa together left tlie sliop witlit a
word or glance in their direction.
Once outstde, liowever, tnsteadl of
turning hcmeward, site made lier way'-
down to the shore, and there, sitttnig
belitnd one of the great rocks that
strcwed the bPach, alie let lier tears
flow uneliecked as sIe thouglit of
Danny - restleiss, open-air Danny -
cooped up witlin stone wvalls, witli
the longing for freedoni and tlie
breatli of the sea burning in bisbleart.


