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The Sword of Lir
(Continued from page 9)

laughter and the patter of liglt fotsteps
aver the crisp, wet sand.

Very cautiously lie drew himsetf ta his
feet and peered round the rock behind
whidh lie bad been sleeping. Yes, there
they were, the wbte-armed children of
Manannan, întent upan their play.
Lihtiy they danced along the shore, their

Lwf et pi s ing thraugh the lttie pools
tbat the tide had eft behi, sending the
brigt drops flying tbrough the air in a
myriad tiny rainbaws. With waving of
anus and tossing of golden tresses.they
danced, and the air was fui! of their sil-
very iaughter. Tati they were and
stender, with long white fingers and eyes
that were btue and caïd as the deepest
depth of ocean. Tbeir bair was twined
wth glistening sprays of sea-weed, and
each upon ber bosam ware one great,
misty peari, like a drop of sea-water
frozen into stone.

Presently one cf the sea-maids, weary
of ber sport, sank upon the sand nat far
from the rock where Flann was idden,
whiie the others danced away atong the
shore in long swaying limes. She Bat
there quietiy, gazing out acress the sea
with wide b tue eyes, and Flann knew
that at last bis chance bad corne. Witb
one swift movement lie sprang from behind
the rock and evesi as sbe rose with a littie
cry of bewiiderment and alarmn, bis anus
were round ber and le beld lier fast. There
was a breatb of damp wind on bis check,
a tinging dash of sat water in bis eyes,
forcing hlm te close tbem for an instant,
and when be opened themn agaîn lie saw,
far aut across the beaving waves a wild
confusion of beating wings and leathery
breasts vanishing înto the foam. The
broad stretches of beach la yhare and
empty, and in bis bande a whie se-guli
fluttered, screamning and struggiing to be
free. it.

For a moment, Flann gazed at it in
bewiiderment, and then the bird was
gene and is fingers ctasped the celd,
slimy skia cf a great serpent, that reare
its bead and bissed angrity la is face,
coiling about is arm as if ta strike.
Flann feit a cold chutl of terrer creeping
over him, but lie tightened bis grasP upCe0
the wrtbing body, holding it firmYt t m
in' spite of its efforts te escape. Again and
again the shape that be% was holding
changed. Now lie was clasping the
sippery farm cf a monster sea-lian; now a
litge black dog struggted and snarted in
bis grasp; or a flame that had ne beat in
it 1ickd around bis bands-but through
it ait lie remnembered the stranger'e words*
"Let you net lbase your hotd for one

minute, or the sword wil be lot te ou
frever"-and lie beld fast. At iîst
lie found himself once more standing with
is armes wound about the siim body Of

the sea-girl, whe looked up at him wth wde
frigtenedeles t and waited, shivering,fo

Ftann's lieart gave a throb of pity as he
saw the fear in lier face, but lie remnem-
bered bow maucli hung upon ber aüswer
to, bis questions and hardened it again,
theugli.s oice was very gentie as he
spoke.

4.Let you nt be fearing me, 0 Daughter
cfManannan," he said, ,for ndeed it is

ne barm I wouid be doing yeU, but only
Seekn te knowi the secret that yeu
guard.'

"And why would yeu be knowiilgthe
secret of the sea, 0) MOrtat?1 askedthe
girl. Her voice was low and sweet, wtb a
ittie murmurous sound in it like the ripple

of running water, but lier liand iay coid in
Flann's warm one and ber eyes were as
chitl and grey as the winter sea. The lad
smiled down on lier, stiti holding ber fast.

"I1 woutd learn liow te win the sword Of
Lir," lie answered, 4'the wray I might
siay thse black, bad-tempered giant and
free my mother from ber captivitY."

Thie look of fear vanished from the sea-
maiden's face. She laugbed, a little Io*
note of laughter. " It is long the way that
yo~u must go ere you wia te that," sie
said . "M~iit is dangers and trials a-mnany
that lie before yau. Yet it may be that
you will wia tlirougb tbem al.,

She lifted the great, ehimmering Pearl
tbat hung upon lier breast and laid it
in the boy's haad.

"Let yau be keeping tbis, " slie went on,
"and be mninding nt te lose it. Wben you

are la danger or trouble look jte its
.dçpths, and tbere yeu wilt fsnd caunsel
and help. And now let you bc going te
Iasgaire the Fishernian, whese hut lies

under the shadow of Carraig Dhu. Front
him you must learn ail the lore of the sea-
how ta hoist sait and steer and pull at the
oar-for yau are landward bred. When you
have learned it, yau must beg of him lais
boat that is called Faoilean, the Sea-gul
and in it put forth across the waters ta
where the rain-washed cliffs of Hy
Breasil lift their heads above. the grey
waves of the west. There yau wiIl find the
caverns of Lir and, it may be, win to the

Flann toak the peari frant the Hlte,
caïd hand that held it out to him and
looked down at it for a moment, wander-
ing at its beauty as it gleamed between
his brown fingers. When he lifted bis
eyes again, the sea-maid was gene. Only
a lotte white guli wheeled and swooped
above the bitue, sunlit waters.

The lad stood watching it untit it van-
ished into the pearly haze that veiled the
horizon. Then he turned and set his face
ta where the black mass of Carraig Dhu
stood out sullen and threatening against
the noonday sky. But although it was
fui! noon when he left the mnouth of the
Lîffey, evening was drawing down once
more when lie at last reached the hut of
Iasgaire the Fisherinan. It stood beneath
the shadow of the great rock, where the
coarse bents and sea-poppies grew along
the sand dunes. Around its low grey walls
and roof thatched with sea-weed, blew
att the winds of heaven and the air was
heavy and sait with drifting scud.

Iasgaire stood in the doorway, looking
out across tbe grey backs of the dunes
ta where the billows broke Upon the mar-
gin in long lines of foam. Tati he was
and white-haired, with bushy eyebrows
fromt beneath which hi$ eyes looked out, a
frosty btte, puckered round the corners
inte a million wrinktes hy years of gazing
acrass the waters through sun andwind
and sait sea-mist. He turned those keen
eyes upon the lad's face.

"'Welcome,Ostranger," hesaid. "Wbat
seek you of lasgaire t he Fisherman, whom
few seek nowadays?"

Flann told his story, sbowing the peari
the sea-maiden had' given hinm, and las-
gaire listened in silence titfi the tale was
ended, nodding his head, Slowty as he
heard.

'That would be Oonagh,. youngs
daughter of Manannan," he said, holding,
eut a broad, horny palm te the lad stand-
ing before him. , it is she that îs the
fairest and kindest of the Chitdren of Lir.
Let you be istening ta me now, lad," lie
cent inued. "It îs myseif that wili be
knowing ail the secrets of the sea, for it is
long I have dwet with it and well that 1
have toved it. Grey dawn and golden
evening have I knowp it; in cairn and ini
stormn have I ridden ts waves, and sun
and wind and fog have whispered te me
their mysterîes. But Youtb is impatient
and the lesson wilt be long in tearning.
Wbat sa1 you, lad, do you stîil wish ta
learn it? '

Flann's grey eyes met the bitue enes

stedilyy.
-epîntivÎt,"ealo, "n

if y ou wll teach t." l.gie
lasgaire laid a band upon the boy's

shou Ce.
4.By the heard of Lir, who is Ruler of

the Seas, ail that I can teacli you, you
shall know! O Ftann MacEochy," he
answered wth a great taugb.

0 Flans, Prince of Dara, became pupitSl Of lasgaire the Fisherman, and for
tbree years he served him, laboring at the
oar, and learning slowly aIl the secrets of
the sea. But when at last the tbree years
were over, upont a day lasrgaire caiied the
lad te hlim and staodf or a moment
looking at hnm in sience.

When first Flatta had came te the little
bouse betaw the ýshadow of Carraig Dbu,
the aid fisherman liad stoaped front his
beigt te gaze upon thse lad, but now bitue
eyes and grey were on a levet, sa greatty
lie bad grown in the ea air and sunshine.

At last Iasgaire spoke.
"Thse timne bas cone, Prince Ftann,

when yau must go upon your way once
mare It is long and liard tbe lessen bas
been te learnp but well and truty you bave
learned it. To-mnorraw you shall take
my Faeilean and set eut across tbe waters
to the west, the way y ou may be finding
the sword of Lir and freeing your mather
front captivity."

(To beconmtinued)
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