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Only Barty Dall,
fddler, sat silent, con

Blind Barty, the
blag. |

cene here no talk  from

9’ queried Ulic Mor, a

tﬁ:::z cattle-dealer from the,
h Island. ‘“What are you think-
1t is of a woman T am thinking,"’
replied the blind man.
«Like enough!’’ The
+ter rang out suddenly, but the're was
0 answering smile 'on Ba!jt)s old

“Yes, of a woman’,, he repeated.
«It is sad to hear the young go past
with lagging footsteps and a sigh.
Brigid ni Brian went by tc.yday slow-
ly, and I heard the dropping of her
(.mrs. There has been no gladness
with her since the strange gentleman,
Mac Giolla Chriost, went from Inis-

BEvery eye fastened
tion upon Peadar Ban. He was gaz-
the old man petrified, his
hands clenched, his teeth set. Then
he turned his bewildered face to the

plankly without a word.
“There is no truth in it,”’ he said
remark was half an
No one answered.
“There is no truth in it,"
in a strangled voice,
and clutching at his throat with one
“No truth in it at all,
He shook the other hand
at the stanflecked sky 'in denial to
What was this sud-
den disaster—did he dream,
all? The silence of his
comrades gave him the feeling of be-
ing alone in space, cut adrift from
love and hope and the warm clasp ot
tniepdship. Dazed and ashamed to
the heart, he stood searching their
dimly seen faces for some sign that
the ominous sentences had ring only
in his imagination. Still the silence
long-drawn wail of belated sea-birds
faring homeward, and the ceaseless
boom of the now darkening breakers

cried frantically and abruptly, ‘‘ Oh
throwing a farewell
gesture round the staring circle,
hurriedly disappeared into the sha-

He went straight to Brigid. When
the blight of a love
thrust back upon itself lay over him,
and his heart quivered— a tortured
thing—in a furnace of pain.

Work. That was the panacea heav-
en had generously granted him for
his misery. He sent his earnest gra-
titude up night and morning to the
King of Glory for the blessing of a
untiring body which knew
The fishing prospered
more than ever before with him, and
his little bit of land bore evidence of
unceasing industry. A whisper
went round the island that Peadar
Ban must surely be making
The name of Brigid ni
Brian was never mentioried now
connection with him—but what other
girl could. it he? That was the puz-
zle. He had sat as a suitor at no

months, nor had he left the island to
The handsomest of
all the young men of Inisgloir and
the best-gathered. Surely he did not
mean to live and die a bachelor,
Meanwhile, the object of their spe-
«culations, toiling strenuously to lull
tormenting memories, was not blind
to the change taking place in Brigid.
The girl had grown subdued and list-
less; her blue eyes gleamed hollowly
out of a face that had lost its lovely
curves, and her lips had the piteous
droop of stifled sighs.
stronger for being silent, welled - up
in Peadar’s “heart against Gilchrist,
““Can I endune to watch her suffer—
I, who would give my life for her
sake? What good 18 my stren,
my courage since i

t cannot spare her
Question after question
gh his brain,’ leaving
d save a baffling sense ol
beat helplessly  a-

native speech, and in whi:n
thoughts moved most freely.
could fancy the supercilious aic

way must be found.

good, maybe—and yet, and yei—

to Brigid of Inisgloir.

’

stretched.
“For sume this is the great sur-
prise, Peadar Ban.” He . spoke in
Gaelic. ‘“What has brought you to
B'la 'Cliath? Have you been over to
sell your cattle, and taken a fancy
to see the city? Well, we must give
you a good time, now that you are
here,”’
The islander ignored the welcoming
hand. He closed the door behind
him and placed his back against it.

“I will be for taking none of your

welcome now, Mac Giolla Chriost,”
he said, “‘and maybe you will not be
for offering it when you heéar what I
am come to say.””

Gilchrist stared at @im. “What is
wrong with you, man?’ he cried.
“Come, and sit down. Tell me all
about Inisgloir, and Dora and Sibeal
—and Brigid.”

“It is to tell you about Brigid that

I am here, gentleman.’’

““Has anything happened her? 1Is

she ill? Is she dead?’* The questions
came hurriedly,

Peadar Ban gazed down from his

great height into the blanched face.

“No, she is not dead, but she will

die, - Mac Giolla Chriost, and  her
death will be at your door unless
Yyou spare her.””

o
“Yes, you.” Then, man to man,

Peadar told ‘the other the cause of
his coming. He found, thanks to
God and Mary, whom he had invok-
%

ng words, and they rush-
¢ from his over-charged

ing walls of diffi
gain and again, e
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ledge be imparted to her? Gilchrist
had sent neither message nor sign | is there in that? Most women
#ince his departure, but the school willing enough to be admired,”’
master had his address in N'la ““Brigid was never that sort,
‘Cliath, and Peadar could oltain it tleman, and you know it."
easily. But then, how was he with ‘“She is a woman,"”

his imperfect English, to write down
all he had to say to Mac Giolla
Chriost? He had mnever been taught ‘““No, T shall not write.””
to write in the Gaelic, which was his
his
He

When the daring thought sprang
into being, he shook his head in bor
rified dissent. Oh, for sure it would
not be possible! What! go, go all

shine to Brigid’s eyes, or ir that
could not be, to confess “hat he had
never cared for her, that he had
merely amused himself as any young
man of the world might with a pret-
ty girl. If he, Peadar Ban, dared
take such a liberty, how Mac Giolla
Chriost would smile and surug his
shoulders at a peasant’s ignorance of
a gentleman’s feelings. Jt wonld be
terrible to have those disuainful eyes
moving slowly over one from head to
foot. Ah no, that way would not be
wise—it would do more harm than

What other way was there but this
—this desperate and awkward one ?
And Brigid would certainly wither a-
way unless her starved heart was sa-
tisfied. Perhaps if Mac tiolla
Chriost heard how thin and white
she had become of late, with the
blue-black shadows under her tired
eyes, he would be sorry. %Yes, God
and Mary might touch him with pity,
so that he would do this erciful
thing, if Peadar could only find the
right words to use when he yleaded
Brigid’s cause and his own. Surely,
he would not refuse to come, or if he
did, and gave no satisfactory explan-
ation, well, there might Le somne
other alternative offered him less wel-
come than a few hours’ journsy, or
the trifling labor of writing a lelter

Gilehrist turned round lazily as the
door of his study opened. His
first contracted at sight of the
stranger on his threshold, then wid-
ened in astonished recognition,
sprang to his feet with hand

eyes

He
out-
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and viciously,

it.”

hands.

month?”’

word, “married?”’

world was your messenger.’’

house?"’

to the knob.

shall be killing you.”’

this pain as of a knife sheathing in
his heart? Iad she bheen able to
wound him after all—else why should

for the man he really was.
“It ir simply ridiculous,”’ he burst

forth again vehemently, ‘“‘this melo-
drama. In a story, it might be all
right, but in real life, and with these
surroundings, it is laughalle.”” The

jarring nervousness of his merriment
brought a heavy frown to Peadar's
brow.

“You forget, Mac Giolla Chriost.
the neason of my coming here; not
to amuse mysclf or you, but for
Brigid's sake.”’

“For Brigid’'s sake.”’ Suddenly a-
cross Gilchrist’s memory flashed the
picture of the girl as he had first Le-
held her that summer afternoon. The
purple eyes were then unclouded,
grief had not carved furrows on the

young, round cheeks. Poor, beauti-

ful Brigid. She had loved him well,
and he? God help him. What was

he dread the scorn that would re-
ward the story he must tell her—al-
though he had blindly imagined that
his wary wings ,had kept safely be-
yond reach of the flame. He had
cared for her—he could not deny it—
and out of pity—nay, was not pity
akin to love?—he would go and see
her idol of him shattered at his feet,
He was not afraid of those brawny
hands of Peadan Ban—even were they

around his throat—there was some-

thing worse than such a death; it
‘was to see love and trust killed in
another’s soul. -The shudder and chill
that ran through him at the thought

better self in the ascendant

an actual agony. It was his
once

Hearts of In
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ty, without doubt, and what harm “I want to say,

t " he began abrupt- | fiercest that had been known
““that I am not taking this step
through fear of your threats,
going for—well, call it lustice’s sake,
and becnuse—because-()h man,
know now why y

are
gen-

! ou are called the
‘Will you write to hew then and

say what you have just said to me?’’ You are deadly—every one of

all your calm and kindly
ways. Brigid too—she will never fon-
give me; I feal it.
not you. I have gone through worse
than death since you entered
room, through shame and regret and
‘bitter humiliation. And now I go to
greater abasement — perhaps,
knows—to the end of all things. The
Passionate Hearts!
foolishness did I play with

“Then I shall be telling you the
other thing. If you do not come or
write, Mac Giolla Chriost, it is kill-
of | ing you I will be.”
the other .when unfolding and perus- On  Gilchrist’ lips dawned the
ing the ill-spelt, fll-written appeal to
his honor from his humble rival No,
no, that would never do, some other

It is she I fear—

ghost of a smile as he looked around
the well-appointed cheerful room in
which this tragical utterance seemed
S0 out of place, and then glanced at
his visitor. But the glance assured
him that the threat was no idle one.
Peadar still stood against the door,
his fair head leaned back, and the
the way to B'la 'Cliath and ask Mac | firm, handsome outline of his fea-
Giolla Chriost to come again io In-
isgloir and bning back the happy | the wine-dark polished wood. There
was no weakness fn that face. Gil-
christ tossed the hook away, and
stood biting his moustache silently

God

Oh why, in my
leaping

When Brigid saw him entering the “A
doorway once again, she nopse
stood grasping it
limbs had grown
waak and were like to fail her.
beal’s shrill volley of welcome rang
1 in her ears without meaning, and she
could not comprehend the greetings
uttered in her father’'s deep accents,
Oh, something wonderful had occur-
red, something that made her heart
bound and grow glad as in the old

tures thrown up like g bas-relef from from

Si-

“It is true, Mac Giolla Chriost,”’ |
repeated Peadar gravely. ‘I mean

He spread out his freckled shapely

“My God, do you know what you
are saying?'’ cried Gilchrist, turning
like' an animal at bay. “You would
kill me? What good would that do
Brigid? And what good would my
going to Inisgloir do her in any case,
since I am to be married within the

was
Surely, that was ga
dear and long desired voice. She was
beginning to comprehend at last.

was Gilchrist who was speak-
He had seated himself
familiar settle-corner and was light-
ing a cigar just as she had seen him
“Married?”’ Pcadar gasped the doing many and many a time before.
““Yes, married. Go back and break
the news to Brigid. She will forget
me readily enough then, I warrant.”
The blood rushed madly into Pea-
dar’s face, dying it from the tanned
neck to the roots of his hair. “You
will come and tell her with your own
lips,”” he said sternly. ‘‘She would
not believe otherwise—not if all the

Peadar Dan beyond there unexpectad-
ly, and thought T would take advan-
tage of the opportunity to see
I became tied down
He smiled significantly,

Giolla Chriost,
what may that mean?”’
“It means that T am
marriage day and I came across to
hear you put the good wish upon me,
O woman of the house!”’
“Listen to that now!’’
sympathetically,
turning to each other.
he is going to take.”’
‘“Yes, a wife, Sibeal, no less. It is
She is a rich girl

‘““Have done with this nonsense,’’
Gilchrist exclaimed angrily. ““Am 1
to suffer your insolence in my own

He approarhed the dook to open it,
but Peadar dropped his hand quickly

““No, Mac Giolla Chriost, you must
come with me; or as I have said, 1
an old story now,

Anger, shame, helplessness, drew and handsome, and I may tell you it

teans almost to Gilchrist’s eyes, He
stood Lefore the young islander, like
a prisoner in presence of a judge, see-
ing no avenue of ecape, but ome that
was objectionable to every fibre of his
pride. It meant humiliation, deep
and lasting, and doubly painful in
that a woman, who had esteemed and
loved him, must know him at last

man because I spent so much of the
sumnien away from her on Inisgloir.
But T was so enchanted with your
island and its charming legends and
songs that I really think’’ — his at- |
tempt at facetiousness was a miser-
able failure—"I would have Deen here
yet only for the letter she sent me
last day, ordering—yes, order-
ing—iny return at once.
right, you see—and I obeyed,

“Well, Mac Giolla Chriost; that is
what happens to most of us, and 1

my heart,”” said Dara, almost crush-
ing the young man’s hand in his.

I put the good wish upon
}'you too, gentleman,” said motherly
| Sibeal, her pleasant rosy face Leam-
ing with interest at the news, “‘that
the King of Glory may shower bless.
Iings and prosperity on vour life and
hers, and make your path easy

‘“Is thera no good wish for me with

She opened her lips to speak, but
Her eyes glittered,
two bright red

no sound issued.
and on her checks
spots bLruned feverishly,

““Ah, then, Brigid, am I to go a-
way without the wish from you?”’

All at once some vital force seem-
ed to become galvanized into action
in her rigid body.
nearer him, glowing with life
head to foot, radiant, beautiful
ha had never seen her even
most beautiful moments.

‘“Yes, Mac Giolla Chriost,” her
voice vibrated through the kitchen,
clear, strong, relentless,
good wish on you—that the woman
who will be your wife shall never
know you for the man you are.”
. As Gilehrist turned to go from hey
and  Peadar’s stern
aloofness, his stripped soul shivered.
The time might come when thq recol-
lection of this night’s virtue would
) wn reward, but now, as he
own from the pillory

She took a step 'id’s heart from him, who stood be-

drown. He could do no further harm
then; he would be spindrift  of the
ocean, endlessly sliding from peace to
turbulence, from turbulence to peace,
in the calm world of under-waters or
on the peaks of storm-whipped bil-
lows. Yes, let him drown.

gazed at him emtreatingly, then clos-
ed again tiredly,

hoarsely, bending his mouth down to
Gilchrist’s ear. “Was she on board?'
* “No, we go different ways.'"  The
remoteness  in  the husky whispen
hinted at death.
. The islander had dropped his hands
| again on the clinging hands. Would | burst in two, she made her way

isgloir
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ocean,”” they prayed softly,

very young who knew not fear,

the storm,

man made ready to do his part,

is great,but—*’

mons of the sea.

baffling death, until the dawn camaq

It came at last in pale streaks of
grayness. He could see now a few
yards on either side of him. A log

went drifting by in the trough of

crest of the following one, was it,
too, a log? He shipped his oars, put
out his hand as it went by, and
caught it. Another hand clutched his
tightly.

‘““He is alive!’”* Peadar’s heart gave
a big leap as he drew the drowning
body nearer. He reached over and
slipped his disengaged arm under
that of the other, carefully balancing
the currach by thrusting his feet
wide apart. He had almost dragged
his burden over the side before he
saw the face half-veiled by its drip-
ping hair. He bent closer for an in-
stant in horrified recognition: then
withdrew his arms with a cry,

“Mac Giolla Chriost!" 5

The othen had grasped the side as
Peadar loosed his grip and clung
there swaying helplessly in the rush
of hurrying waves. The white crests
jerked him upward with the currach,
Leat the breath almost out of him,
tore at those desperate fingers holid-
ing to life. Every second it seemed
as if he must disappear into a great,
unending gulf. Peadar watched him
broodingly; his whole mind in a tum-
ult of indecision. Here was his on-
emy, the man who had stolen Big-

tween them even yet. Let him

The brine-scourged eyes opened and

“Where is your wife?”’ cried Peadar

bey his first revengeful jmp:

in the
island for many years. All day the
I am |[sun had hung low, blood-red and
awesome, with wisps of clouds float-
I|ing away from it like torn fires. It
was an unmistakeable sign of com-
a true ing danger, and the islanders, seeing
it, one and all, crossed themselves
piously, ‘“May God put his girdle of
safety round all wanderers on the

The dark hours, full of wild sounds
this | of sea and wind, passed over them
without sleep. Accustomed as they
were to violent storms through \vhivix
they lay undisturbed and dreamless,
on this occasion some premonition of
disaster kept them awake, except the

It was near the breaking of dawn
when a shrill whistle soundad above

steamer! She has struch on
Carrigdubh!”’ was the cry that went
from mouth to mouth. Then every

needful. They came together on the
western shore where the shrill appeal
rang clearest, peering seaward into
the blackness through lashing spray.

“It is on Carrigdubh she is for
sure,”’ said one. ““She must be the
big steamer from Derry gone out of
her counse. There will be hundreds on
board; and maybe drowning, with
none to help. Who will go? The risk

“I will go,” said Peadar Ban,
Other voices gave the same response,
and speedily into the restless, mad
whirl of foam the cumrachs were
launched. The watching women on
the beach made no lamentations as
they saw them dapart; they were
wives and daughters of fishermen,
knew full well what meant the sume-

Peadar rowed off, straining every
muscle against the shore-sweep of the
blast. He was alone in his boat, for
& hugr wave had lifted it out of
reach before his comlrade could leap
aboard. He could perceive nothing in
the obscurity, but the insistent
scream of the whistle rang out on
his laft and he headed towards the
sound. After a time he heard what
seemed the beating of the steamer's
screw as it swished uselessly through
the water. He dared not go nearar;
it would be certain death. His boat
was tossed hither and thither like g
worthless thing; the foam blinded
him. He could only wait there,

iliar Brigid di p , and fhe’
song return to her lips. Gilchrist hug,
once done a good deed—a hard thing
in the doing—for Brigid’s sako,

Could, or would he, too, overcomes
this temptation—for the same dear
sake?

With great difficulty, straining his
strength to the utmost, he drew the
limp form into the boat. Gilchrist
was almost unconscious by this time,
and lay huddled up where Peadar
placed him. A thick rope to which
usually the cloch bhuadhaji — the an-
chor—was attached, was coiled in the
bottom of the hoat, one end fastened
to the bow. Peadar now gave a
twist of it round Gilchrist’s waist,
tying it as tightly as he could with
his benumbed fingers.

‘“Should we be upset that will keep
him afloat,” he murmured, as he
tried to make the position of tha
senselass man’ easier, One strong
Sweep of the right oar sent the prow;
of the currach shoreward, but in the
act of turning completely round, an
enormous, unbroken wave — g very.,
wall of deadly water—struck har full
on the side. She filled to the brim
and keeled over, while the mighty;
wave went on its way,

Brigid waited restless on the shore
for the re-appearance of hem husband,
The cliffs rose tall and gloomy he-
hind her, each scarp darkly outlined

against the lesser dark of th. dawn-
ing. The salt spray drenched her,
the flerce wind buffated her, so that
she could scarcely keep her iootiold
on the slippery rocks of the little
cove where she had taken her sland,

away from the rest of the women,
This cove was where Peadar 1sually,
landed, as it lay below their homa,
and she felt instinctively that here he
would strive to put in on his ret urn,
- “Oh, sorrow of sorrows! What it
he never returned | What if he went
down to death not ‘darstanding o=
unknowing  that her coldness and si-
lence was but the anguish of an ever-
present shame, because he had seen
her pride trodden under the feat of a
man'who had found her but too cre-
dulous. It was shame that had still-
ed her singing—it was shame that
had built this barrier of reserve be-
twean them. Oh, why had she been
so senseless a woman? Why had she
not opened her heart to the faithful
heart that had chosen her for itg
star? The fragrance of Peadar's love
lingered about hen there in the dark
with a sweetness that hurt her, untit
the tardy tears obscured her vision,
and she pushed back the ruddy haig
from her blinded eyes.

A large object, niding on a high in<
coming breaker, attracted her atten-
tion. She waded into the surf, up to
her waist, to meet it. As it ap-
proached she saw it was an upturned
curnach,

wave. Something else rose on the

from Gilchrist. Both were senseless,

struck him. Her hand groped inside
his vest until she found a slight stin
at his heart. ‘‘He has come back to
me,”” she cried aloud, an indescrib-
able flutter of joy tingling through
every nerve.

and she twisted round to see .Gil-
christ's weak hand groping at the
folds. He was gazing up at her with
filmy, unseeing cyes, She drew her
skirt away impatiently, oblivious o
his necessity, heeding, or thinking of = |
naught save the passive figure of her
husband. '

raise him until his fair head rested
on her shoulder, then thanking rieav=
en for her splendid strength,  she
drew his arms around her neck and
shifted her position until his weight
rested on her back. With teeth sot
face gleaming sharp in  her

her feet, holding to the slimy
ors. . Cautiously and steadily,
ing until her heart se

life to this man

“Mother of Mercy, grant it be not
his,”” she sobbed, struggling with the
forceful surge. Something smaller
bobbed up and down in the wake of
the currach; something on which her
eyes concentrated in dread. The
breaker crashed in upon her, and
threw her back breathless on the
shore among the shingle.

She rose dazed, and crawled over
to where the currach lay half in, half
out of the water. She stumbled over
something else hurled up among the
little pools. With a cry she fell up-
on her knees. Who were these two
locked in each other’s arms? She
bent lower and turned their faces up
to the light.

‘“Merciful God!”* her misery rang
above shrick of storm and bHoom of
billows, as she saw what the sea had
swept to her feet—'‘Merciful God!™

Very gently, and trembling in every
limb, she unwound Peadar’'s arms

and on Peadar’'s forehead was a jag~
ged cut where some wreckage had

There was a slight tug at her dress

Slowly and tenderly she strove to
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